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"TO THE

Q U E E N

Mapan,

TH E notice your Majefty has-condefcended to take of
the following tragedy, emboldens me to lay it, in
the hambleft manner, at your Majefty’s feet. And to
whom can this illufirious Carthaginin - fo properly fly
for protettion, as toa 0?\_neen, who commands tae hearts
of a people, more powerful:at: fea than Carthage, mcre
flounithing in commerce than thofe firlt merchants, more
fecure againft conqueft, and, under. a monarchy more
free than a common- wealth itfelt.

I dare not, nor indeed need I here attempt a charac-
ter, where both the great and the amiable qualities fhine
forth in full perfection.. All words are faint to fpeak
what is univerfally felt and acknowledged by a happy

ple. Permit me therefore only to fubfcribe myfelf,
with the trueft zeal and veneration, .

Mapam,
Your Majefty’s
Moft humble,
Moft dutiful, and
Moft devoted fervant,

JAMES THOMSON.
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: RE
P R E F A C E

faults that may be found in the following piece. I am
raid there are too many : but thofe who are beft able
to difcover, will be moft ready to pardon them. They
alome know how difficult an undertaking the writing of a
tragedy is: and thisis a firft attempt.

f beg leave only to mention the rcafon.that determined
meto make choice of this fubje&t., What pleafed me
particularly, tho’ perhaps it will not be leaft liable to ob-
jefkion with ordinary readers, was the great fimplicity of
the ftory. Itisone, regular, and uniform, not charged
with a mulsjplicity of incidents, and yet affording feveral
revolutions of fortune; by which the paffions may be
excited, varied, and driven to their fulltumult of emotion.

This unity of defign was always fought after, and ad-
mired by the antients: apd the moft eminent among the
moderns, who underftood their writings, have chofen to
imitate them in this, from an intire convition that the
reafon of it muft hold good in all ages. And here allow

. to tranflate a paflage from the celebrated Monfieur
;{;cine, which contains all that I have to ‘fay on this
hFg""\’Ve muft not fangy that this rule has no other foun-
¢ dation but the caprige of thofe who madeit. Nothin
¢ cantouch us in tragedy, but what is probable. An§
¢ what probability is there, that, in oné day, fhéuld hap--
¢ pena multitude of things, which could fcarce happen in
¢ feveral weeks ? - There are fome who think that this
¢ fimplicity is a mark of barrennefs of invention. But
¢ they do not confider, that, on the contrary, invention
¢ confifts in making fomething out of nothing: and that
¢ this huddle of incidents has always been the refuge of
¢ poets, who did not find ,ix their genius either richnefs

3 ¢ or

IT is not my intention, in this preface, to'defend any
a
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¢ or force enough to engage their fpectators, for five adts
¢ together, by a fimple achion, fupported by the violence
¢ of paffions, the beauty of fentiments, and the noblenefs
¢ of expreflion.’=1 would not be underftood to mean that
all threfe things are to be found in my performance: I
only fhew the reader what Iaimed at, and how I would
have pleafed him, had it been in my power.

As to the charaéter of Sophonifba; in drawing it, I
have confined myfelf to the truth of hiffory. It were an
affront tothe age, to fuppofe fuch a charalter out of na-
ture ; efpecially in a country which has produced fo
many great examples of public fpirit and heroic virtues,
even in the fofter fex : and I had deftroyed her charaéter
intirely, had I not'marked it with that ftrong love to her
country, difdain of fervitude, and inborn averfion to the
Romans, by which all hiftorians have diftinguithed her.
Nor ought ber marrying Mefiniffa, while her former huf-
band was ftill alive, to be reckoned a blemith in her cha-
ra&ter. For, by the laws both of Rome and Carthage,
the captivity of the hufband diffolved the marriage of
courfe; as among us impotence, or adultery : not to
mention the reafons of a moral and public nature, which
I have putinto her own mouth in the fcene between her
and Syphax.

This is all I have to fay of the play itfelf. ButI can.
not conclude without owning' .my obligations to thofe
concerned in the reprefentation. They have indeed done
me more than juftice. Whatever was defigned as amiable
and engaging in Mafiniffa fhines out in Mr, Wilks’s
attion. Mrs. Oldfield, in the charatter of Sophonifba,
has excelled what, even in the fondnefs of an author, I
could either wifh or imagine. The grace, dignity, and
happy variety of her aftion have been univerfally ap-
plauded, and are truly admirable.
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P R O L O G U E

By a FRIEND.

' WHE N learning, afier the leng Gotbic might,
Fair, d'er the weflern avorld, renews’d bis light,
With arts arifing Sophonifba rofe:
The tragic mufe, returning, WZ” ber awoes,
With ber tb° Iralian feene firft learnt to glow :
And the firff tears for ber were taught to flowu.
Her charms the Gallic mufes next infpir’d :
Corneille himfelf favw, weonder’d,.and w?s/r'«{.

What foreign theatres with pride have fhewn,
Britain, by jufler title, makes ber own.

When ﬁ-ml’m is the caufe, tis bers to fight ;
And bers, swhen freedom is the theme, to write.
For this, a Britifb autbor bids again

The beroine rifey to grace the Britifb fcene.
Here, as in lifey Jbe breathes ber genuine flame:
She afks what befom has not felt the fame ?

Afas of the Britifb youth—m—1Is filence there ?
Sbhe dares to afk it of the Britifb fair.

To—-night, our bome-{pun author would be true,
At once, to naturey hiffory, andyou.
Well-pleas’d to give our neighbours due applaufe,
He owns their learning, but difdains their laws.
Not to his patient toucf, or happy flame ;
>Tis to bis Britifb beart he trufls for fame.

If France excel bim in one free-born thoughs,
The man, as well as poet, is in fault.

- Nature! informer of the poet’s art,

Whofe force alone canraife or melt the beart,
Thou arthis guide ; cach paffion, every line,
Whateer be draws to pleafe, muft all be thine,
Be thou bis judge: in every candid breaf,
Thy filent whifper is the facred tefls

DRaA.
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DRAMATIS PERSON X
-M"'E N,
Mafiniffa, King of Maffylia.
Syphax, Kingof Mafzflia.
Narwa, friend to Mafinifa.

~ Scipio, the Roman General,
Lelius, his Ligutenant, .

W OoOME N
' »Mm,ﬁarry,

Sophonifba, v '
Phenifa, her Friend.
Meflenger, Slave, Guards and Attenda',ngs.,

S§CENE, The Palace of C I R TH-J-

SOPHO.
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SOPHONTISBA

ACT 1
Enter Sophonifba and Pheeniffa,

"SOPHONISBA.
H1S hour, Pheeniffa, this important hour,
Or fixes me a queen, or from a throne

Throws Sophenifba into Roman chains.
Detefted thought ! For now his utmoft force
Colle@ed, defperate, diftrefs’d, and fore
From battlesloft; with all the rage of war,
I1l.fated Syphax makes his laft dﬁm.
But fay, thou partner of my hopes and fears,
Pheeniffa, fay ; while, from the lofty tower,
Our ftraining eyes the field of battle foughe,
Ah, thought you not that our Numidian troops
Gave up the broken fiel, and fcattering fled, _
Wild o’er the hills, from the rapacious fons
Of ftill triumphant Rome ?

Phoen, The dream of care !

And think not, Madam, Syphax can refign,

But with hi ebbing life, in this laft field,

A crown, a kipgdom, and a queen he loves
Beyond ambition’s brighteft with ; for whom,

Nor mov’d by threats, nor bound by plighted faith,
He fcorn’d the Roman friendfhip (thar fair name
For flavery) and from th’ engagements broke

Of Scipio, fam’d for every winning art,

The towering genius of recover’d Rome.

Soph. Oh, name him not ! Thefe Romaas fiir my blood
To too much rage. I cannot bear the fortune )
Of that proyd people.——Said you not, Phoeniffa,
That Syphax lov’d me ;. which would fire his batle, -
Aud urge him on to death or conqueft? True,

He



10 S OPHONISBA,

He loves me with the madnefs of defire ;
His every paffion is a flave to love ;
Nor heeds he danger where I bid him go,
Nor leagues nor interet. Hence thefe endlefs wars,
Thefe ravag’d countries, thefe fuccefslefs fights,
Suftain'd for Carthage; whofe defencealone
Engag’d my lovelefs marriage-vows with his.
But know you not, that in the Roman camp
I have a lover too; a gallant, brave,
And difappeinted laver, full of wrath,
Returning to a kingdom whence the fword
Of Syphax drove him 2
Phen. Mafinifla? .-
Sopb. He: :
Young Mafmiffa, the Maffylian King,
‘The firft addrefler of my youth ; for whom
My bofom felt a fond beginning with,
Extinguifh’d foon : whenonce to Scipio’s fide
Won o’er, and daazzled by th’ enchanting glare
Of that fair feeming hero, he became
A gay admirjng flave, yet knew it not.
E’er fince, my heart has held him-in contempt 3
And thrown out each idea of his worth,
‘That there begar to grow: nay had it been
As all-pofleft, and foft, as hers who fits
In fecret fhades, or by the falling ftream,
And waftes her being in unutter’d pangs,
I would have broke, or cur’d it of its fondrefs.
Phan, Heroic Sophonifba !
Soph. No, Pheeniffa ;
It is not for the daughter of great Afdrubal,
Defcended from a long illuftmous line
Of Carthaginian heroes, who have oft
Fill’d Italy with terror and difmay,
And fhook the walls of Rome, to pine in love,.
Like a deluded maid ; .to give her life,
And heart high-beating in her country’s caufe,
Meint not for common aims and houthold cares, - - *»
‘To give them up to vain prefuming man ; o
Much l¢fs to.one who floops the neck-to Rome,
An enemy to-Carthage, Mafinifik. .

..
o .

Bl



" SOPHONISEBA: R

Phen. Think not I mean to théck that glerious Hame,
That juft ambition which exalts your foul,
Fires on yaur cheek, and lightens in your eye.
Yet would he had been yours! this rifing prince 3
For, truft me, fame is fond of Mafiniffa.
His various fortune, his refplendent deeds,
His courage, conduct, deep-experienc’d youth,
And vaft unbroken fpiritin diftrefs,
Siill rifing ftronger iL:om the laft defeat,
Are all the talk and terror too of Afric,
Who has not heard the ftory of his woes !
How hard he came to his' paternal reign ;
Whence foon by Syphax’ unrelenting hate,
And jealous Carthage driven; he with a few
Fled to the mountains. Then, I think, it was, '
Hem’d in a circle of impending rocks, -
That all his followers fell, fave fifty horfe;
Who, thence efcap’d, thro’ fecret paths abrupt,
Gain’d the Clupean plain. There overtook,
And urg’d by fierce furrounding foes, he burft
With four alone, fore-wounded, thro® their ranks,
And all amidit a mighty torrent plung'd. :
Seiz’d by the whirling gulph, two Rink ; amd two,
With him, obliqueély hurried down the ftream,
Wrought to the farther fhore. Th’ aftonifli’d troops
Stood check’d, and fhivering on the gloomy brink,
And deem’d him loft in the devouring flood.
Mean time the dauntlefs, undéfpairing ‘youth
Lay ina caveconceal’d; curing his wounds
With mountain-herbs, and on his horfes fed ;
Nor here, even at the loweft ebb of life,
Stoop’d his afpiring mind. What need I fay,
How once again toftor'd, andonce again  *
‘Expell’d, among the Garamantian hills
He finece has wander’d, till the Roman arm
‘Reviv’d his caufe? And who fhall reign alone,
:Syphax or ke, this day decides. o

Soph. Enough. , Co S
Thou need’ft not blazon thus his fame, Pheeniffx,
'Were he as glorious as.the pride of woman
:Could wifh, in all her wantonnefs of thought;
The joy of humankind: wife, valiant, goed; With

i



1 SOPHONISBA,

With every praife, with every laurel crown’ ; T
‘The warrior’s wonder, and :lz virgin's figh: .
- Yet this would cloud him o’er, this blemifh all ;
VHis mean fubmiffion to the Roman yoke ; .
That, falfe to Carthage, Afric, and himfelf,
With proffer’d hand and knee, he hither led
‘Thefe ravagers of earth.——But while we talk,
The work of fate goes on ; even now perhaps
My dying country bleeds in every vein, .
And the warm victor thunders at our gate,

Enter a Meflenger from the battle,

Soph. Ha! Whence artthou ? Speak, tho’ thy bleed-
Might well excufe thy tongue. [ing wounds .
Meff. Madam, efcap’d, , S
With much ado, from yon wide deathe—
Soph. No more, ’
At once thy meaning flathes o’er my foul.
Oh, all my vanifh’d hopes ! Repairlefs chance
Of undifcerning war !———And isall loft-? .
An univerfal bavock ? . .
Mef. Madam, all.
For fcarce a Maf{ylian, fave myfelf,
But is or feiz’d, or bites the bloody plain.
TheKin .
Soph. Ah! what of him ?
- Mef. His fiery fteed, :
By Mafiniffa, the Maflylian prince, :
Pierc’d, threw him headlong to his cluftering foes ;
And now he comes in chains.
Sopb. *Tis wond’rous fit,
Abfolute gods! All Afric isin chains !
The weeping world in chains ! Oh, is there not
A time, a righteous time, referv’d in fate, = -
When thefe oppreflors of mankind fhall feel
The miferies.they give ; and blindly fight
For their own fetters too ?—The conquering troops,
How points their motion ? )
Mfl. At my heels they came,. -
Loud-fhouting, dreadful, in a cloud of duft, :
By Mafiniffa headed. {Shoute
3 ’ . Sople
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Qph. Hark! arrived. =
The murm’ring growd rolls frighted to the palace. -
Thou bleed'ft to death, poor faithful wreteh ; away, -
And drefs thy wounds,.if life be worth thy care s
Though Rome, methinks, will lofe a flave in thee. :
Would Sophonifbs were as near the verge [ Ewit Maf.
Of boundlefs, and immortal liberty ! [Ponfese
And wherefore not ? When liberty is loft, .
Let flaves and cowards live; but in the brave
It were a treachery to' themfelves, enough
To merit chains. And 1s it fit for me,
Who in my veins, from Afdrubal derivid,
Hold Carthagjaian enmity to Rome 3
On whom I’ve lavifh’d all my butning foul,
In everlafting hate ; for whote dcﬂmém
1 fold my joylefs youth te Syphax’ arme,
And turn’d him fierce upoa them; fit for fuch
A native, reftlefs, unrelenting foe;
To fit down faftly-penfive, and sweit
Th’ approaching victar’s rage; referv’d in chains
To grace his triumph, and become the fcorn '
Of every Roman déme—Goda! how my foul
Difdains the thought ! and this fhall fet 1t free.

. ) [Qffars to fiab Der/elf.

Phen. Hold, Sophenifba, hold ! my triend ! my queen !
For whom aloné klive! hold: your rafb: poiat,
Nor through your guardian bofom ftab your country.
That is our [aft refort, ‘and always fuse.
The gracious gods ate liberal of death ;
To that laft blefling: lend a thoufand ways. .
Think not I'd have you live to drag a chain,
And walk the triumph of infulting Reme, g
No, by thefe tedrs of lbyalty and lave,
Ere I beheld fo vile a fight, this hand
Should urge the fai¢hful ponjard to yoos heart,
And glory in the deed. Bur, while hope lives,
Let not the generousdie. * I'is late before
The brave defpair, . ,

Soph. Thou copy of my fou!!
And now my friend indecd! Shew me but hope,
One glimpfe of hope, and I’ll repew my toils,
Call patience, labour, fo'rti]tsude again, - The



7 SOPHONISBA.
Thenext unjoyous day, and fleeplefs night ;
Nor fhrink at danger, any fhape of death, .
Shew me the {malleft hope! Alas, Pheeniffa, S
Too kindly confident ! Hope lives not heTe,
Fled with her fitter Liberty beyond
The Garamantian hills, to fome fteep wild,
Some undifcover'd country, where the foot
Of Roman cannot come,
Phen. Yes, there the liv’d
With Mafiniffa wounded, and forlorn, .
Amidft the {erpent’s hifs, and tiger’s yell,—
Soph. Why nam’ft thou him ¢ :
Pbhoen. Madam, in this forgive '
My forward zeal ; from him proceeds our hope.
He lov’d you once ; nor is your form impair'd,
Warm’d, ‘and unfolded into ftronger charms ;
Afk his proteion from the Roman power, .
You muft prevail; for Sophonifba fure
Ftom/Maﬁnlﬂ'a cannot afk in vain.
Soph. Now, by the prompting genius of my tountry !
1 thank thee for }t'he (hft,lught.v %‘%ue, there is);aain LA
Ev’n in defcending thus to beg protection
From that degenerate youth. ~ But, Oh, for thee,
My finking country ! and again to gaul
This hated Rome, what would I not endure ? )
It fhall be done, Pheeniffa ; though difgut -,
Choak’d up my firuggling meaning, fhall be done. -
T [(Kueels;
But here I vow, propitious Juno, hear!
Could every pomp and every pleafure join'd, '
Love, empire, glory, awhole kneeling world,
Unnerve my fmalleft purpofe, and remit -
‘That moft inveterate enmity { bear .
‘The Roman ftate; may Carthage fmoak in ruins!
Rome rife the miftrefs of mankind ! and I,
There aii abandon'd flave, drag out a length
Of life, in loath{ome bafenefs and contempt !
This way the trumpet founds ;' let us retire. [ Exeunt,
Enter Mafiniffa, Syphax i chains, Narva, Guards, &c.
Sypb. Is there no dungeon in this city, dark
As is my troubled foul, that thus I'm brought . -
To my own palace, to thefe rooms of ftate,
-2 . . Wont
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Wont in another manner toreceive me, - ‘

With other figgs of royalty than thefe ? N
[ Eooking on bis chains.
g

‘The
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The commen foe ; can that be call’dawrong?
Injurious that? Abfurd! it cannot be. -

Maf. ’m loth to hurt thee more.—The tyrant works
Teo fierce already in thy rankled breaft. :
But fince thou feem’ft to rank me with thyfelf,
With great deftroyers, with perfidious kings ;

I muft reply to thy licentious tongue, =~
Bid thee rementber, whofe accurfed fword

Began this work of death ; who broke the ties,
The holy ties, attefted by the gods, .
Which bind the nations in the bond of peace ;
Who “meanly took advantage of my youth,
Untkill’d in arms, unfetiled on my throne,

And drove me to the defart, there to dwell

With kinder monfters ; who my cities {fack’d,

My country pillag’d; and my fubjects murder'd ;

~ Who ftill purfu’d fne with inveterate hate, -
When generousforce prov’dvain, with ruffian arts,
The villain’s dagger, bafe affailination; :
Aud for no reafon all. Brute violence

Alone thy plea.—What the leaft provocatien,
Say, canft thou but pretend ? '

Syph. 1 needed none. : '

Nature has in my being fown the feeds
Ofenmity to thine. —— Nay, mark me tifis ;
Couldft thou reftore me to my former ftate,
Strike offthefe chains, give me the fword again,
The {ceptre, and the wide-obedient war:

Yet muft T 81, implacable to thee,

Seek eagerly thy death, ordie myfelf. =~
Life cannot held us both 1——Unequal gods !
Who love to difappoint mankind, and take :
All vengeance to yourfelves ; why to the point -
Of my long-flatter'd withes did ye lift me,

Tken fink me thus fo low ? Juft 2s 1 drew

The glorious ftroke that was ta make me happy,
Why did you bhaft my ftrong extended arm }
Strike the dry fword unfated to the ground

Bur that to mock us is your cruel fport ¢

What elieis human life ?

Maf. Thus slways join'd :

With an inhuman heart, and brutal raanners, t
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Lsirreligion to the ruling gods ; °
Whofe fchemes our peevith ignorance arraigns,. . °
Our thoughtlefs pride.——Thy. loft condition, Syphax,.
ks nothing to the tumult of thy breaft.
There lies the fting of evil, there the drop
That poifons nature.—Ye myfterigus powers
Whofe ways are ever-gracious, ever-juft,
As ye think wifeft, beft, difpofe of me ;.
But, whether thro’ your gloomy depths I. wander,.
- Oron your mountains walk ;. give me the calm
The feady, fmiling foul ; where wifdom theds,.
Eternal funthine and eternal joy. .
Then, if misfortune comes, fhe brings along
The braveft virtues. And fo many great
Hlluftrious {pirits’have convers’d with wae,
(The pride of adverfe fate !) asareenough
To confecrate diffrefs,.and make even death
Ambition. S
b. Torture !. Racks ! The common trick.
©Of infolent fuctefs, unfuffering pride,
This prate of patience, and I know: not what..
*Tis all a lie, impraticable rant ;
And only tends to make me {corn thee more, .
But why thistalk ? In mercy fend me hence ;-
Yet—ere I go—Oh, fave me from diftration !’
1 know, hot youth, thou burneft formy queen ;.
But, by the majefty of ruin’d kings,. .
Apdl that commanding glory which furrounds her,.
1 charge thee, touch her not.!
-Maf. No, Syphax, no.. ‘ e
- Thou need’ft not charge me,. *That were mean indeed,,
A triumph that tothée. But could I ftoop v
Again to love her; Thou; what right haft thou,.
A captive to her bed ? Norlife, .nor queen,.
Nor ought a captive has. - All laws in this,
Roman and Carthaginian, all agree. ,

Syph. Here, here, begins the bitternefs of death !
Here my chains. grind me firft!. :

Maf. Poor Sophonifba ! : : ,
She too becomes the prize of conquering Rome;. , -
What.moft her heart abhors. Alas, how hard-
Will'favery-fit on her exaited foul !. ~

: B3 - ., How
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How piteous hard ! But, if I know her well,

She never will endure it, fhe will die.

For noy a Roman burns with nobler andor,

A kigher fenfe of liberty, than the ; '
And tho’ fhe marry’d thee, ker only flain,

Falfe to my yeuth, and faithlefs to my vows ;

Yet [ muft own it, from a worthy caufe, .

From public {pirit, did herfault proceed. e -
Syph. Blue plagues, and poifon on thy meddling tongue ¥
Talk not ef her; for every word of her : :
Is a keen dagger, grinding thro’ my heart., ’

Oh, for alonely dungeon! where 1 rather
‘Would talk with my own groans, and great revenge,
‘Than in the marfions of the bleft with thee, '
Heil! Whithermutt T ;%o? '
' Maf. Unhappy man! '
And 1¢ thy breaft determin®d againft peace,
On comfort fhut ? ,
Syph. On all, but death, from tlice, ot
Ma/. Narva, be 8yphax thy peculiar care 3
And ufe him well with tendernefs and honour. .
" ‘This evening Lzlius, and to morrow Scipio,
To Cirthacome. Then let the Romans take
Their prifoner. : )
$yph. There thines a gleam of hope .
Acrofs the gloom—From thee deliver'd !—Eafe {lighter
Breathes in that thought—Lead on—My heart grows
Mafiviffa alone. = - - &Exmn&
Maf. What dreadful havoc in the human brea
The paffions make, when unconfin’d, and mad,
‘They burf} unguided by the mental eye,
The light of reafon ; which in various. ways
Pcints them to good, or turns them back from ift,
O fave me from the tumult of the foul? oo
From the wild beafts within ! ——For circling fands,
‘When the fwift whirlwind whelms them o’er the lands 3
‘The roaripg deeps that to the elouds atife, )
‘While thwarting thick the mingled lightning flies ;
‘The monfter-brood to which this land gives birth,
The blazing city, and the gaping earth ; :
All deaths, aR tortures, in one pang combin’d, ,
Are gentle to the tempeft of the mind. [Exits
Exnb of the Fizsr Acr,
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ACT IL
Eater Mafinifia and Narva,

. Masinissa. )
’ IS true, my friend, [form'’d, -
Thou good old man, by whom my youth was
Tae firm companion of my various life, '
Iown, tis true, that Sophonifba’s image
Lives in my bofom f4ill ; and at each glance "
1 take in fecret of the bright idea, ’
A ftrange diforder feizes an my foul,
Which %:ma with ftronger glory. Need I fay,
How once fhe had my vows ? Til! Scipio came,
Refiftiels man! like a detcending god,
And fnatch’d me from the Carthaginian fide .
To nobler Rome; beneath whofe laurel’d brow,,
And ample eye, the nations grow polite,
Humane and happy. ‘Then thou may’ft remembes,
Such is this woman’s high impetuous fpirit,
That all-controuling love fhe bears her country,
Her Carthage ; that st this l?lle facrific’d
To Syphax, unbelov’d, her blooming years
And \):r‘:)n him off from Rome. . yesth
Nar. My generous prince !
Applauding Afric of thy choice approves.
Fame claps her wings, and virtue fmiles on thee,
Of peace thou foft’ner, and thou foul of war !
But Oh, beware of that fair foe toglory,
Woman ! and mof of Carthaginian woman !
Who has not heard of fatal Punic guile ?
Of their fly conquefts 2 their infidious leagues 2
Their Afdrubals ? their Hannibals ? with all
Their wily heroes ? And, if fuch their men,
What muft their women be 2
Maf. You make me fmile.
I thank thy honeft zeal. But never dread
The firmnefs of my heart, my ftrong attachment, S
. YEIG
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Severe to Rome, to Scipio, and to glory.
Indeed, I cannot, would not quite forget
‘The grace of Sophonifba; how the look’d,
And talk’d, and mov’d, a Pallas, or a Juno !
Accomplifli’d evert in trifies, when the ftopp’d’
. Ambition’s flight, and with a foften’d-eye
Gave her quick fpirit int6 gayer life, )
‘Then every word was'livelinefs, and wit ;
‘We heard the Mufes” fong ; and the dance fwam-
Thro’ all the maze of harmony, 1 flatter not,,
Believe me, Narva ; yet my panting foul,,
To Scipio taken in the fair purfuit
©Of fame, and for my people’s happinefs,.
Refign’d this Sophonifba ; and tho’ now
Contftrain’d by foft neceflity te fee her,.
And the a caprive in my power, will fiill
Refign her. . )
lar. Let me not doubt thy fortitude,.
My Mafiniffa, thy exalted purpofe
Not to be loft in love ;. but, ah.!" we know not,.
Oft, till experience fighs it to the foul,
‘The boundlefs witchcraft of enfnaring woman,
And our own flippery hearts. From Scipio learn:
‘The temperance of heroes.. I’ll.recount
Th’ inftructive ftory, whatthefe eyes beheld ;.
Perhaps you've heard it ; but 'tis pleafing flill,,
Tho? told a thoufand times. -
Maf, 1burn to hearit.
Loft by my late misfortunes in the defart,.
I liv’d a ftranger to the voice of fame,
"Fo Scipio’s lait exploits. Exalt me now.
Great altions raife’the mind. . But when a friend,.
A Scipio does them ; then with.more than wonder,.
Even with a fort-of vanity we liften.. .
Nar. When to his glorious, firft effay in war,
New Carthage fell; ‘there all thie flower of Spain.
. Were kept in hoftage ; a full field prefenting
For Scipio’s generofity to thine. ,
And then it was, that when the hero heard
How 1 to thee Belong’d, he with large gifts, .
And ftiendly words di{mifs’d me.

Maf2
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3Maf. 1 remember. <
Andin his favour that imprefs’d me firft,
But te thy flory.
Nar. What with admiration
Struck every heart, was this—A noble virgin,
Confpicuous fer o’erall the captive dames, '
Was mark’d the General’s prize. She wept, amd bluth’d,
Young, frefh, and blooming like the morn. An eye,
As when the blae fky trembles thro’ a cloud :
Of pureft white. A fecret charm combin’d
Her features, and infus’d enchantnrent thro’ them,
Her fhape was harmony. But eloquence .
Beneath her beauty fails 3 'which feem’d, on purgofe,
Pour’d out by lavifh nature, that mankind " .
Might fee this action in its higheft luftre,
Soft, as fhe pafs’d along, with downcaft eyes,
Where gentle forrow {well’d, and now and then
‘Dropt o’er her modeft cheek a trickling tear ;
The Roman legions languith®d ; and hard wap
Felt more than pity. Even Scipio’s felf,
Ason his high tribunal rais’d he fat,
Turn’d from the piercing fight, and chiding afk’d
His officers, if by this gift they meent
Tocloud his glory in its very dawn.
Maf.Ch, gods ! my flurtering heart ! On, fopnot, Narva,
Nar. She queftion’d of her birth, in trembling fccents,
With tears and blufhes broken, told her tale, oo
But when he fouud her royally defcended,
. Of her oid .captive parents the fole joy ; .
And that a haplefs Celtiberian prince,
Her lover and belov’d, forgot his chains,
His loft dominions, and for heralone
Wept out histender foul ; fudden the heart
Of this yaung, conquering, loving, godlike Roman
Feltall the great divinity of virtue : ‘
His withing youth ftood check’d, his tempting power, -
By infinite humanity .
Maf. Well, well ;
Andihen!
Nar, Difdaining guilty doubt, at once
Hefor her parents and her lover call’d,

The
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‘The various {cene imagine : how his troops
- Look’d dubious on, and wonder’d what he meant 3
While ftretch’d below the trembling fuppliants lay,,
Rack’d by a thoufand mingling paffions, fear,
Hope, jealoufy, difdain, fubmiﬂﬁ)n, grief,
Anxiety, and love in every fhape.
To thefe as different fentiments fucceeded,
As mixt emotions, when the man divine
‘Thus the dread filence to the lover broke.. .
We both are young, both charm’d. The right of war
Has put thy beauteous miftrefs in my power ; 4
With whom I could, in the moft facredries,
Live outa happy life: but know that Romans
Their heartsas well as enemies can conquer.
Then take her tothy foul ; and withher take
‘Thy liberty and kingdom. In return
I afk but this, When you behold thefe eyes, .
‘Thefe charms, with tranfport ;. be a friend to Rome.
Maf. There fpoke the foul of Scipio—But the lovers -
Nar. Joy and extatic wonder held them mute ;
While the loud camp, and all the cluft’ring crow é,
‘That hung around, rang with repeated fhouts.
Fame took th’ alarm, and thro’ refounding Spain
Blew faft the fair report: which, more than arms,
- Admiring nations to the Romans gain’d.
Maf. My friend in glory | thy awaken’d prince:
Springs at thy faithful tale. It fires my foul,
And nerves each thought anew ; apt oft perhaps,
Too much, too much te flacken into love.
But now the foft oppreffion flies ; andall
My mounting powersexpand to deeds like thine,
‘Thou pattern and infpirer of my fame,
Scipio, thou firft of men, and beft of friends ! .
* What man of foul would live, my Narva, breathe
This idle-puffing element ; and run,
Day efter day, the flill-returning round
Of life’s mean offices, and fickly joys;
But in compaffion to mankind ? to be
A guardian god below? to diffipate:
An ardent being in heroic aims?
Do fomething vaftly great like what you told ?
Something to raife him o'er the groveling herd.

And
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And make him fhine for ever >——Oh, my friead {
Bleed every vein about me; every merve
With anguith tremble ; every finew ake;
Be toil familiar to my limbs; ambition
Mixall my thoughts in an inceffant whirl ;
‘The third time may I lofe my kingdom ; and again
Wander the falfe inhofpitable Syrts; .
Yet Oh, ye liberal gods ! in ricg award,
And ampleft recompence I afk no more——
Share me the wreath of fame from Scinio’ brow !
But fee, the comes !* mark her majettic port,

. Enter Sophonifba azd Pheeniffa,

Sgph. Behold, viQorious prince! the fcene reversd 3.

And Sophonifba kneeling here ; a captive, ?
O’er whom the gods, thy fortune, and thy virtue,
Have given unqueftion’d power of life an({ death.
If fuch a one may raife her fuppliant voice,
Once mufic to thy ear; if fhe may touch
Thy knee, thy purple, and thy victor-hand ;
Ob, liften, Mafiniffa! Let thy foul )
Intenfely liften ! While I fervent pray,
And ftrong adjure thee, by thar regal flare,
In which with equal pomp we lately fhone !
By the Numidian name, our common boaft !
And by thofe houfhold gods! who may, I wifh,
With better omens take thee to this palace,
Than Syphax hence they fent. ~As is thy pleafure,
In all belide, determine of my fate. .
This, thisalone I beg. Never, Oh, never!
into the cruel, proud, and hated power
Of Romans let me fall. Since angry heaven

‘Will have it fo, that I muft be a flave,

And that a galling chain muft bind thefe hands;
it were fome little foftening in my doom, T
To call a kindred fon of the fame clime,

A native of Numidia, my lord.

But if thou canit not fave me from the Romans,

If this fad favour be beyond thy power; ,
Atleaft to give me death is what thou canft. 3
Here ftrike——My naked bofom courts thy fword ;
And my 1aft breath fhall blefs thee, Mafiniffa!
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Maj. Rife; Sophonifba, rife. Tofee thee thus -
-Isarevenge I {corn; and'alf the man :
Within e, though much injur’d by thy pride,
And fpirit too tempeftuous for thy fex, -
. Yetbluthes to behokd thus at my feer,
- ~Thus proftrate low, her, for whom kings have, kneel'd,,
The faireft, but the falfeft of her fex. .
Soph. Spare thy reproach "Tis cruel thusto lofe’
In rankling difcord;, and ungenerous ftrife, -
‘The few remaining moments that divide me
From the laft evil, bondage—Roman bondage !
Yes, fhut thy heartagainit me; fhiut thy heart
Againt tompefiion; every human thoughe, o
Even recollected love: yet know, rafl youth !
‘That when tkou feeft me fwell their lofty triumph,
Thou feeft thyfelfin me, This is my day;
‘To morrow may be thive, But here, affur'd,,
Here will I lie on this vile earth, forlern,
Of hope abandon’d; fince defpis’d by thee;
* Thefe locks all loofe and fordid in the duft ;-
This fullied bofom growing to the ground, -
Scorch’d up with anguifh, and of every fhiape.
Of mifery full : till comes the foldier fierce:
From recent blood; and, in thy very eye,
Lays raging his rude fanguinary grafp =~
On thefe weak limbs ; and ¢linches them in chains.
Then if no friendly fteet, no nectar’d draught
Of deadly poifon, can enlarge my foul; .
It will indignant burft from'a flave’s body ;
- And, join’d to mighty Dido, fcorn yeall, .
Maf. Oh, Sophonifba? tis not fafe ta hear thee ;
And I miftook my heart, to truft it thus.
Hence, let me fly. -
Sapb. You fhall not, Mafinifia!
Here will I hold you, tremble here for ever ;
Here unremitting grow, till you confent.
And can’ft thou think, Oh ! canft thou think toleave me 2
Expos’d, defencelefs, wretched, here alome ?
A prey to Romans flufh’d with blood and conqueft ?
The fubjelt of: their fcomn or bafer lave ?-
Sure Mafiniffa canmor; and, tho’ chang’d,
Tha’ cold as-that averted look he wears ;

Sure
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Sure love can ne’er in generous breafts be loft
To that degree, as not tfrom thame and outrage
To fave what once they lov’d.
Maf. Enchantment! Madnefs !’
What wotldft thou, Sophonifba ?~——Oh, my heart!
My treacherous heart! -~ :
Soph. What would I, Mafiniffa2?
My mean requeft fits blufhing on my cheek,
To be thy flave, young Prince, is what I beg ;
Here Sophonifba kneels to be thy flave ;
Yet knecls in vain. But thou’rt a flave thyfelf,
And canft not from the Romans fave one woman ;
Her, who wis once the triumph of thy foul,
Ere they feduc’d it by their lying glory.
Immortal gods ! and am I fallen fo low ?
Scorn'd by a lover, by a flave to Rome?
Nought can beé worth this bafenefs, life nor empire,
T loath me forit. On this kinderearth,
Then leave me, leave me, to defpair and death.
Ma/. What means this conflict with almighty nature? - ¢
With the whole warring heart >—Rile, quickly rife,
In all the conquering majefty of charms’;’
O Sophonifba, rife ! while here I fwear,
By the tremendous powers that rule irankind,
By heaven, and earth, and hell, by love and glory,
The Romans fhall not hurt you Romans cannot
For Rome is generous as the gods themfelves,
And honours, not infults, a generous foe,
Yet fince you dread them, take this facred pledge,
‘This hand of furety, by which kings are bound,
By which 1 hold you miné, and vow to treat you
With all the reveren:ze due to ruin’d ftate,
With all the foftnefs of remember’d love,
All that can footh thy fate, and make thee happy,
Soph. 1 thank thee, Mafiniffa. Now the fame,
The fame warm youth, exalted, full of foul,
With whom, in happier days, I wont to pafs
The fighing hour ; while dawning fair in love,
All fong and fweetnefs, life fet joyous out,
Ere the black tempeft of ambition rofe,
And drove us different ways,” Thusdrefs'd in war, '
la nodding plumes, o'ercagc with fullen thought,

-

With
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With purpos’d vengeance dark, I knew thee not ;
But now breaks out the heauteous fun anew,
The gay Numidian fhines who warm’d me once,
Whofe love was glory. Vain ideas, hence !
Long fince, my heart, to nobler paflions known,
Has your acquattitance fcorn’d.

Maf. Oh, while you.talk,
Enchanting fair-one ! vy deluded thought
Runs back to days of love; when fancy il
Found worlds of beauty, ever rifing new
To the tranfported eye ; when flattering hope
Form’d endlefs profpets of increafing blifs,
And ftill the credulous heart believ’d them all,
Even more than love could promife. But the fcene
Is full of danger for a tainted eye; °
‘I muft not, dare not, will notlook that way.
Oh, hide it, wifdom, glory, from my view !
Or in fweet ruin I fhall fink again.
Difafter clouds thy cheek ; thy colour goes.
‘Retire, and from the troubles of theday
Repofe thy weary foul, worn out with care,
And rough unhap‘py thought. ' :

Seph. May Mahnifla : .
Ne’er want the goodnefs he has fhewn to me. [Exit.

-Maf. Thedanger’so’er; I’ve heard the fyren’s fong ;
Yet ftill to glory hold my fteady courfe. »
1 mark’d thy kind concern, thy friendly fears,
And own them juft; forfhe has beauty, Narva,
So full, fo perfe&, with fo great a foul
Inform’d, {o pointed high with fpirit,
As ftrikes like lightning from the hand of Jove,
And raifes love to glory.

Narva. Ah, my Prince !
Too true, it is too true ; her fatal charms
Are powerful, and to Mafiniffu’s heart
But know the way toowell. And art thou fure,
‘That the foft poifon, which within thy veins
Lay upextinguifh’d, is not rouz’d anew ?
Is not thigmoment working thro’ thy foul ?
Doft thou not love ? Confefs.

Mg/, What faid my friend,

Of
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Of poifon, love, of loving Sophonifba ?
Yes, I admire her, wonder at her beauty ;
And he who does not is as dull as earth,
The cold, unanimated form of man,
Erelighted up with the celeflial fire.
Where'er fhe goes, flill admiration gazes,
Andliftens while fhe talks. Even thou thyfelf,
Who faw’ft her with the malice of a friend, .
Even thou thyfelf admir’tt her. Doft thou not »
Say, fpeak gncerely.
Narva. 8he hascharms indeed ;
But has fhe charms like virtue ? Tho’ majeftic,
Does the command us ? Is her force like glory ¢
Ma/. Allglory’s in her eye; Perfettion thence
Looks from his threne ; and on her ample brow
Sits Majefty. Her features glow with life,
Warm with hevoic foul: Her mien! fhe walks,
As when a towering goddefs treads this earth.
But when her language flows, when fuch aone
Defcends to footh, to figh, to weep, to grafp
The tottering knee, Oh, Narva ! Narva, Oh!
Expreffion here is dumb. '
Narva. Alas, my Lord! :
Is this the talk of f{ober admiration ? s
Are thefe the fallies of a heart at eafe ?
Of Scipio’s friend ? And was it the calm fenfe
Of fair perfection, that, while fhe kneel’d -
For what you rathly promis’d, feiz’d your foul,
Stole out in fecret tranfports from your eye, o
That writh’d you groaning round, and fhook your frame ?
May. 1 tell thee once again, too cautious man,
That when a woman begs, a matchlefs woman,
A woman once belov’d, a fallen queen,
A Sophonifba ! when fhe twines her charms
Around our foul, and all her power of looks,
Of tears, of fighs, of foftnefs, plays upon us,
He’s more or lefs than man who can refift her.
For me, my ftedfaft foul approves, nay, more,
xults in the proteion it has promis’d :
And nought, tho’ plighted honour did not bind me, .
Shall fhake the happy purpofe of my heart ;
C: Noughe,
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Nought, by th’ avenging gods, who heard my vow,
And hear me now again.
Narva. And was it then
For this yau conquer’d ?
Maf. Yes, and triumph ia it.
This was my fondeft wifh, the very point,
‘The plume of glory, the delicious prize
Of bleeding years. And I had been a brute,
A greater monfter than Numidia breeds,
A horror to myfelf, if, on the ground,
Catft vilely from me, 1 th”illuftrious fair one
Had left to bondage, bitternefs, and death,
or is there ought in war worth what I feel,
In pomp and hollow ftate, like this fweet fenfe
Of infelt blifs, which the refleCtion gives me,
Of faving thus fuch excellence and beauty
From her fupreme abhorrence.
Narva. Mafinifia, :
My friend, my royal Lord ! alas, you flide,
'chmfﬁnk fro;g viatug ! On the giddy. bri‘pkﬂ;’
Of fate yoy fland. One ftep, and all ig loft,
af. ly\l: m%r'e, no morﬁglplf this is,kgq:lgﬁ,
If this, miftaken ! is forfaking virtue,
And rufhing down the precipice of fate,
Then down I go, fax, far beyond the din
Of fcrupulpus, dyll precantion. Leave me, Narva j
I wait to be aloge, to find, fome fhadg,
Some folitary gloom, there to fhake off
This weight ot life, this tumult of mankind,
This fick ambition, on itfelf recoiling,
And there ta liften to the gentle voice,
‘The figh of peage, fomething, I know not what,
’T'hat whifpers tranfport to my heart. Farewel. [Zxie.
Narwva. Struck, and he knows it not, So, when the
Elate in heart, the warrior fcorns to vield, | [ field,
‘The ftreaming blpad can fearce convince Lils eyes,
Nor will he feel the wound by which he dies.
[Exit

Enp of the Sﬁqouo AcT.
ACT
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-
A CT I
Mafiniffa aloe.

IN vain I wander through the fhade for peace ;
'Tis with the calm alone, the pure of heart,
That there the goddefs talks—But in my breatt
Some bufy thought, fome fecret-eating pang,
Throbs inexpreffible ; and rowls from—What 2
From charm to charm, on Sophonifba ftill
Earmeft, intent, devoted all to her.

Oh, it muft out!—"Tis love, almighty fove !
Returning on me with a ftronger tide.

T’ll doubt no more, but give it up to love.
Come to my breaft, thou rofy-fmiling god ¢
Come unconfin'd! bring all thy joys aloni,

All thy foftcares, and mix them copious heres.
But why invoke I thee? Thy power is weak,
To Sophonifba’s eye ; thy quiver poor,

To the refiftlefs lightning ot her form ;

And dull thy bare infinuating arts,

To the fweet mazes of her flowing tongue.
Quick, let me fly to her; and there forget
This tedious abfence, war, ambition, noife;.
Even friendfhip’s felf, the vanity of fame,

And all but love, for love is more than all.!

Enter Narva.

Welcome again, my friend—Come nearer, Narvas;

Lend me thine arm, and I will tell thee all,
Unfold my fecret heart, whofe every pulfe
With Sophonifba beats.—Nay, hear me out=—
Swift, as I mus’d, the conflagration fpread ;
Atonce too ftrong, too general, to be quench’d.
I love, and I approve it, doat upon her,
Even think thefe minutes loft I talk with thee.
Heavens ! what emotions have poffefs’d my foul!
Snatch’d by a moment into years of paffion,

Nar, Ah, Mafiniffa |~—

Cs
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Maf. Argue not againft me.

Talk down the circligg winds that lift the defart ;
And, touch’d by Heaven, when all the forefts blaze,
‘Talk down the flame, but not my ftronger love.
_I'have for love a thoufand thoufand:reafons,

Dear to the heart, and potent o’er the foul.

My ready thoughta all rifing, refisfs all,

Are a perpetual fpring of tendernefs ;

‘On, Soghgqi.{ba ! SoehFSilhg'1 Oh! \
ar. Is this deceitful day then come to nought 2
‘This day, .that fet thee on,a double throne ?
‘That gave thee Syphax chain’d, thy deadly foe ?
With perfe&t conqueft crown’d thee, perfect glory 2
Is it fo foon eclips’d ? and does yon fun,
Yon fetting fun, wha this fair morning faw thee
Ride through the ranks of long extenged war,
As radiant as himfelf; with every glance
Wheeling the painted files ; and, when the florm
Began, beheld. thee tread the riﬁng,furg{e
Of battle high, anddrive it on the foe;
Does he now, blufhing, fee thee funk fo weak ?
Caught in a fmile ? the captive of a look,?
1 cannot name it without tears,
Maf. Away!
I’m fick of war, of the deftroying trade,
Smooth’d o’er and gilded with the name of glory.
Thou need’ft not fpread the martial field to me ;
My happier eyes are. turn’d another, way,
Behold it not ; or, if theydo, behold it"
Shrunk up, far off, a vifionary fcene ;
As to the waking man appears the dream,
Nar. Or rather as realities appear,
The virtue, pomp, and dignities of lifg,
In fick diforder’d dreams.
Moaf. Think notI {corn,
‘The tafk of heroes, when oppreflion rages,.
And lawlefs violence gonfounds thc;,»wo&d.,
Who would not bleed with tranfport for- his country,
Te?lr evcr,ldesn rtla;iol;fmm hi; heart,
And greatly dieto make a peoplahappy,
Oughgt not )t'o tafte of happinefs. himg;ﬁ, ) )
Aagd: is low-foul’d indeed—=Bus fure, my friend, Th
' ere
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There is a time for love, or life were vile!
A fickly circle of, revolviag days,
Led on by hope, with fenfclefs hurry fill'd,
And_clos’d by difappointment. Round and round,
Sdll kope for ever wheels the daily cheas ;
Impudent hope! unjoyous madaefs ail !
Till love comes flealing in, with his kind hours,
His healing lips, his cordial fweets, his cares.
Infufing joy, his joys ineffable !
That make'the poor aggount of life complete,
And juftify the gods.

Nar. Miftaken princé,
Iblame not love. But—

Maf. Slander not m .

T’ve {uffer’d thee too far.—Take heed, old man.
Love will not bear an accufation, Narva,

Nar, I'll {peak the truth, when truth and friendfhip call,
Nor fear. thy frown unkind.—Thou had no right
Fe-Sophonifba; fhe belongs to Rome.

Maf. Ha! fhe belongs to Rome.—~"Tis true—My
Where have youwsnder’d, nptito think of this 7 { thoughts,
Think €’er lypromis’d,? e’er I lov’d *—Confufion !

1 know netr what to fay—1 fhould:have lov'd,
Though Jove.in-muttering thunder had forbid it.
But Rome will not refufe fo {mall:a baon,

Whofe gifts are kingdoms ; Rome muft grant it fure,
One captive to my wifh, one-poor requett,

So {mall to them, but, Qh, fo dear to me !

Here let my- heart confide:

Nar. Delufive love!

Through what wild projeds is the:frantic-mind

Beguil’d by thee !—Aad think’ft thou that the-Romans,

The fenators of Rome, thefe gods onsearth,

Wife, fteady to theright, feverely. juft,

Allincorrups, and like eternal fate

Not to be mov’d, will liffen tothe figh:

Of idle love? They, when their country calls,

Who know. no pain, no tendernefs, no-joy, '

But bid their childien bleed before their eyes ;

That they’ll regard the light fantaflic pange

Of a fond heart ? and with.thy kingdom give thee.

Their moft:inveterate.foe; fromsheir firm fide, Lik
(2
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Like Syphax, to delude thee # and the point
_ Of their own bounty on themfelves to turn ?
Thou canft not hope it fure,—Impoffiblet

Maf. What fhall I do ?—Be now the friend exerted.
For love and honour prefs me ; love and honour;
All that is dear and excellent in life,

All that er fooths the man or lifts the hero,
Bind my foul deep.

Nar. Rafh was your vow, my Lord.

1 know not what to counfel.—When you vow’d,
You vow’d what was not in your power to grant 3
And therefare ’tis not binding, :
" Maf. Never! Never!

Oh, never will I falfify that vow !

E’er then, deftruétion feize me! Yes, ye Romans,
If it be fo, there, take your kingdoms back,
Your royal gewgaws, all for Sophonifba !
Hold-—Let me think a while—1It fhall be fo'!

By all th’infpiring gods that prompt my thought !
This very night fhall {folemnize our vows ; -

And the next joyous fun, that vifits Afric,

See Sophonifba feated on my throne.

Then if they fpare her not,—Not fpare my queen,--~
Perdition en their ftubborn pride call’d virtue !

Be theirs the world, but Sophonifba mine !

Nar. And is it poflible, ye gods, thatrule us!
Can Mafiniffa, in his pride of youth, '
In his meridian glory fhining wide, :
The light of Afric, and the friend of Scipio;

He take a woman to the nuptial bed,

Who fcorn’d him for a tyrant, old and peevith,

His rancorous foe; and gave her untouch’d bloom

Her fpring of charms, to Syphax 2 -
. Maf. Horrid friendfhip !

This, this, has thrown 2 ferpent to my heart;:

While it o’erflow’d with tendernefs, with joy,

‘With all the fweetnefs of exulting love. :

Now nought but gall is there, and burning poifon k

Yes, it was fo !---Curfe on her vain ambition !

What had her meddling fex to do with ftates ?

The bufinefs of men! For him! for Syphax !

Forfock for him ! my love for his grofs paffion !

The
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‘The thought is hell !-=Oh, I had treafur’d up
A world of indignation, years of fcorn ;
But her fad fuppliant witchcraft footh’d it down.
Where is the now ? That it may burft upon her ;
Bear her Unbounded from me, down the torrent,
Far, far away! And though my plighted faith,
Shall fave her from the Romans, yet to tell her,
That I will never, never fee her more !
Ha! there fhe comes,—Pernicious fair one !—~Leave me.
[£4it. Narva.
Eater Sophonifba,
Soph. Forgive this quick return.—The rage, confufion,
And mingled paffions of this lucklefs day,
Made me forget another warm requeft
1 had to beg of generous Mafiniffa ;
For, Oh ! ‘to whom, fave to the geperous, can
The miferable fly >—But much difturb’d
You look, and fcowl upon me a denial. )
Repentance frowns on your contraéted brow.
Already, weary of my finking fate,
You feem to.droop; and for ynhappy Syphax
I fhall implore in vain.
Maf. ForSypbax? Vengeance!
And canft thou mention him ? Oh, grant me breath !
Sopb. 1 know, young prince, how deep he has pro-
vok’d thee; - :
How keen he fought thy youth ; through what a fire
Of greatdiftrefs, from which you come the brighter,
On dull indifferent objects, or perhaps
Diflik’d a little, ’tis but commeon bounty
To fhower relief ; but when our bittereft foe
Lies funk, difarm’d, and defolate, then, then,
To feel the mercies of a pitying God,
To raife him from the duft, and that beft way
To triumph o’er him, is heroic goodnefs.
Oh, let unhappy Syphax touch thy heart,
Victorious Mafiniffa ! -
Ma/. Monitrous this !
Still doft thou blaft me with that curfed name!
The very name thy confcious guilt fhould fhun,
Oh, had he heap’d all iils upon my head,
While it was young, and for the ftorm unfit;
Had he but driven me from my native throne, F
rom
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From regal pomp and luxury, to dwell v
Among the forelt beafts ; to bear the beam
Of red Numidian funs, and the rank dew
Of cold unfhelter'd nights; to mix with wolves,
To hunt with hungry tygers for my prey,
And thirft with Dipfas on the burning fand;
1 could have thank’d him for his angry leffon ;
The fair occafion that his rage afforded
Of learning patience, fortitude, and hope,
Still rifing ftranger on incumbent fate,
And all that try'd humanity can diQtate. .
But there is one curs'd bitternefs behind,
Oge injury, the man can never patdon ;
“That fcorches up the tear in pity’s eye,
And even fweet mercy’s felf converts to gall.
1 cannot—will not name it—Heart of anguifh!
Dawn! down!
Soph. Ah! whence this fudden ftorm ? this madnefs,
That hurries all thy foul. '
Maf. And doft thou atk ?
Afk thy own faithlefs heart; fnatch'd from my VOWS,
From the warm wifhes of my fpringing youth, ’
And given to that old hated montfter, Syphax.
Perfidious Sophonifba !
Soph. Nay, nomore, .
With too muchi truth I can return thy charge.
Why didft thou drive me to that cruel choice?
Why leave me, with my country, to deftruction ?
Why break thy love, thy faith, and join the Romans »
Maf. By heavens! the Romans were my better genius,
Sav’d me from fate, and form’d my youth to glory ;
But for the Romans I had been a favage,
A wretch like Syphax, a forgotten thing,
I'he tool of Carthage. :
Soph. Meddle not with Carthage,
Impaticnt youth, for that 1 will not bear ;
"Though here I were a thoufand fold thy flave.
Not one bafe word of Carthage—on thy foul !
Maf. How vain thy phrenzy ! Go, command thy flaves,
"Thy fools, thy Syphaxes ; but I will {peak,

Speak loud of Carthage, call it falfe, ungenerous, Y
—Yet
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~=~Yet fhall I check me, fince it is thy country?
While the Romans are the light, the glory——

Soph. Romans!
Perdition to the Romans !—and almoft
On thee too—Romans are the fcourge
Of the red world, deftroyers of mankind,
‘The ruffians, ravagers of earth; and all
Beneath the fmooth diffimulating mafk
Of juftice, and compaffion ; as if flave
Was but another name for civiliz’d. .
All vengeance on the Romans !—While fair Carthage
Unblemith’d rifes on the bafe of commerce ;
And afks of heaven nought but the general winds,
And common tides, to carry plenty, joy, ..
Civility, and grandeur, round the world. .-
Maj. Nomere compare them ! for the gods themflves
Declare for Rome. ,
Soph. It was not always fo. '
The gods declar’d for Hannibal ; when Italy
Blaz’d all around him, all Ler ftreams ran blood,
All her incarnate vales were vile with death ;
And when at ‘Trebia, Thrafymene, and Canne,
The Carthaginian fivord with Roman blood
Was drunk—Oh, that he then, on that dread day, .
While lifelefs confternation blacken’d Rome,
Had raz’d th’ accurfed city to the ground,
And fav’d the worid |—When will it come. again,
A day fo glorious, and fobig with vengeance,
On thofe my foul abhors?
Ma/. Avertit, heaven!
The Romans not enflave, but fave the world
From Carthaginian rage.
Soph. I'll bear no more !
Nor tendernefs, nor life, nor liberty,
Nothing fhall make me bear it.—Perifh, Rome !
And all her menial friends !—Yes, rather, rather,
Detefted as ye are, ye Romans, take me,
Oh, pitying take me to your nobler chains !
And fave me from this abject youth, your flave!
~——How canft thou kill me thus ?
Maf. 1 meant it not.
I only meant to tell thee, haughty fair one ! H
ow
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How this alone might bind me to tlie Romans ;
That, in a frail and fliding hour, they fnatch’d me
From the perdition of thy love ; which fell,

Like baleful lightning, where I moft could with, -
And prov’d deftrution to my mortal foe.

Oh, pleafing! fortunate !

Soph. 1 thank therm too. :

By heavens! for once, I lovethém; fince they turn’d
My better thoughts from thee, thou——But I will not
Givethee the name, thy mean fervility

From my juft fcorn deferves.

M,f. Ob, freely call me

By every name thy fury can infpire ;

Enrich me with contempt—1 love no more-i

Tt will not hurt me, Sophonifba.---Love,

Long fifice I gave it to the pafling winds,

And would not be a lover for the world.

A lover is the very fool of natare ; )

Made fick by his own wantonnefs of thought,

His fever'd fancy : while to yourown charms

Imputing all, you f{well with boundlefs pride. =~

Shame on the wretch ! who fhould be driven from men,

‘To live with Afian flaves, in one foft herd,

All wretched, all ridiculous together.

For me, this mement, here I mean to bid

Fayewel, a glad farewel to love and thee, o
" Soph. With all my foul, faréwel!---Yet, ere you go; -

Know that my fpirit burns as high as thine,

As high to glory, and as low to love.

Thy p?mifes arevoid ; and I abfolve thee,

Hereid the prefence of the lifPning gods,

‘Take thy repented vows---To proud Cornelia

I'd rather be a flave, to Scipio’s mother,

Than queen of all Namidia, by the favour

Of him, whodares infultthe helplefs thus,  [Paafing.

Still doft thuu ftay ? Behold me then agair, .

Hopelefs, and wild, a loft abandon’d flave.

And now thy brutal purpofe muft be gain'd.

Away, thou cruel, and ungenerous, go! ’

Maf. No, not for worlds would I réfume my vow !
Difhonour blaft me then! all kind of ills : .
Fill up my cup of bitterneéfs and fhame ! :

2 When
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When I refign thee to triumphant Rome.
Oh, lean not thusdeje@ed to the ground !
The fight is mifery What roots me here ¢ [ Afudea
Alas! I have urg’d my foolifh heart too fur;
And love deprefs’d recoils with greater force.
©Oh, Sophonifba !
Sophr. By thy pride fhe dies.
Inhuman prisce!
Mas. Thine is the conqueft, nature !
By heaven and earth, Icannot hold it more.
Wretch that I was! to crufh th’ unhappy thus;
The faireft too, the deareft of her fex!
For whom my foul could die !---Turn, quickly turn,
Oh, Sophonifba! my belov’d ! my glory !
Turn and forgive the violence of K:ve,
Of love that knows no bounds !
Soph. And can it be ? .
Can that foft paffion prove fo fierce of heart,
As on the tears of mufery, the fighs
Of death, to feaft? to torture whatitloves ?
Maf. Yes, it can be, thou goddefs of my foul !
Whofe each emotion is but varied love,
All over love, its pawers, its paffions, all:
Its anger, indignation, fury, love; ..
Its pride, difdain, even deteftation, love;
Amr when it, wild, refolves to love no more,
Then is the triumph of exceflive love.
Didft thou not mark me ? Mark the dubious rage,
‘That tore my heart with anguifh while I talk'd ¢
Thou didft; and mutft forgive fo kind a fault,
What would thy trembling lips ?
Soph. That I muft die.
For fuch another ftorm, fo much contempt
Thrown out on Carthage, fo much praifc on Rame,
Were worfe than death, Why fhould I longer tire
My weary fate? The moft relentlefs Roman
What could he more ?
. Maf. Oh, Sophonifba, hear!
See me thy {uppkant now. Talk not of dea h.
{ have oo life but thee. Alas, alas!
Hadft thou a little rondernefs for me,
The fmallcft part of what 1 chc‘», thou wouldft eeme

What

NS
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What wouldft thou not forgive ? But how indeed
How can I hope it ? Yet I from this moment,
Will fo devote my being to thy pleafure,
So live alone to gain thee; that thou muft,
If there is human nature in thy breatt,
Feel fome relenting warmth.

Soph. Well, well, ’tis patt. -
To be inexorable fuits not flaves, e .

Ma/. Spare, fpare that word ; it ftabs me to the foul;
My crown, my life, and liberty are thine.
Oh, give my paflion way ! My heart is full,
Opprefs’d by love ; and I could number tears
With all the dews that fprinkle o’er the morn ;
While thus with thee converfing, thus with thee
Even happy to diftrefs.—Enough, enough,
Have we been cheated by the trick of ftate,
For Rome and Carthage futfer’d much too long;
And, led by gaudy phantoms, wander’d far,
Far from our blifs: but now fince met again,
Since here I hold thee, circle all perfection,
The prize of life! fince fate oo preffes hard,
Since Rome and flavery drive thee to the brink 3
Let this immediate night exchange our woes,
Secure my blifs, our tuture fortunes blend,
Set thee, the queen of beauty, on my throne,
And make it doubly mine.— A wretched gift-
To what my love could give!

Soph. What! marry thee?
This night ?
~ Ma/. Thowdear one! yes, this very niglit,
Let injur'd Hymen have his righrs reftor’d,
And bind our broken vows.---Think, ferious think
On what I plead. A thoufand reafons urge,
Captivity diflolves thy former marriage ;
And if-’tis with the meaneft vulgar fo, -
Can Sophonifba to a flave, to Syphax, -
The moft exalted of her fex, be bound ?
Befives it is the beft, peithaps fole way,
To fave thee from the Romnans; and muft fure
Bar their pretenfions : or, if ruin comes,
To perifh with thee1s to perith happy.

Soph. Yet muft I il infift—

Ma o.
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Maf. Tt fhall be fo.
Y know thy purpofe; it would plead for Syphax.
He fhall have all, thou deareit! fhall have all,
Crowns, trifles, kingdoms, all again, but thee,
But thee, thou more than all ! .
Sopl. Bear witnefs, heaven ! [ Afide
This is alone for Carthage.
59’3 him.) Gain’d by goodnefs, .
may be thine. Expect no love, no fighing,
Perhaps, hereafter, I may leara again
‘To hold thee dear. If on thefe terms thou canft,
Here take me, take me, to thy wifhes.
Maf. Yes, .
Yes, Sophonifba! as a wretch takes life
From off the bleeding rack.---All wild with joy,
Thus hold thee, prefs thee, to my bounding heart ;
And blefs the bounteous gods. Can Heaven give more ?
Oh, happy! happy! happy! Come, my fair,
‘This ready minute fees thy will perform’d ;
From Syphax knocks his chains ; and I myfelf,
Even in his favour, will requeft the Romans.
Oh, thou haft fmil’d my paffions into peace !
So, while confliting winds embroil’d the feas,
In perfe& bloom, warm with immortal blood,
Young Venus rear’d her o’er the raging flood 5
She fmil’d around, like thine her beauties glow’d ;’
‘When {mooth, in gentle fwells, the furges flow’d 5
Sunk, by degrees, into a liquid plain ;
And one bright calm fat trembling on the main.

Enp of the Thirp Act.

ACT 1v,

Sophonifba ard Phoeniffa.

PuoENIssa.
AIL, queen of Maf=zf{ylia once again !
And fair Maflylia join’d ' This rifing day
8aw Sophonifba, from the height of. life,,

Thrown to the very brink of flavery : o
, D2 . State
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State, honours, armies vanquifh’d ; nothing left
But her own gteat unconquerable mind.
And yet, ere evening comes, to larger power
Reftor’d, I fee my royal friend ; and%ncel
In grateful homage to the gods, and her.
Ye powers, what awful changes often mark
The fortunes of the great !
Soph. Pheeniffa, true ;
>Tis awful all,- the wonderous work of fate.
But, ah ! this fudden marriage damps my foul 3
I like it not, that wild precipitance
Of youth, that ardor, thatimpetuous ftream
In which his love return’d. At firft, my friend,
He vainly rag’d with difappointed love ;
And, as the hafty ftorm fubfided, then
- To foftnefs varied, to returning fondnefs, .
"To fighs, to tears, to fupplicating vows ;
But all his vows were idle, till at laft
He fhook my heart by Rome. To be his queen
Could only fave me from their horrid power.
And there is madnefs in that thought, enough
In that ftrong thought alone, to make me run
From mature, '
Plwen, Was 1t not aufpicious, Madam ? |
Juft as we hop'd ? juft as our wilhes plann’d ?
Nor let your 1pirit fink.  Your ferious hours,
When you behold the Roman ravage check’d,
From their enchantment Mafiniffa freed,
And Carthage miftrefs of the world again,
This marriage will approve: then will it rife
{n allits glory, virtuous, wife and gre'at,
While happy nations, then deliver’d, join
Their loud acclaim.  And, had the white occafion
NegleGted flown, where now had been your hopes ?
Your liberty # your country ? where your all ?
“Tiiink well of this, think that, think every way,
And Sophonifba cannrot but exult
1n what is daqne.
Soph. So may my hopes fucceed !
Aslove alone to Carthage, to the public,
9.ed me a marriage-vi€tim to the temple,
And juftifies my vows, Ha! Syphax here!
What
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What would his rage with me? Pheeniffa, flay.
But this one trial more---Heroic truth,
Support me now!
Enter Syphax.
Sypb. You feem to iy me, Madam,
To thun my gratulations. Here I come,
‘To join the general joy ; and I, fure I,
Who have to dotage, bave to ruin lov’d you,
Mautft take a tender partin your fuccefs,
In your recover’d ftate.
Sopb. *Tis very well,
1 thank you, Sir.
" Sypb. And gentle Mafiniffa,
Say, will he prove a very coming fool ?
All pliant, all devoted to your will ?
A glorious wretch, like Syphax? Ha! not mov'd!
Speak, thou perfidious! Canft thou bear it thus ?
With fuch a fteady countenance ? Canit thou
Here fee the man thou haft fo grofly wrong’d, .
And yet not fink in fhame ¢ And yet not thake
In every.guilty nerve? _
Sopb. What have I done, ‘
That | fhould tremble ? that I fhould nct dare
Ta bear thy prefence ? Was my heart to blame,
I’d tremble for myfelf,” and not for thee, -
Proud man ! Norwould I live to be atham’d.
My foul itfelf would die, could the leaft fhame
On her unfpotted fame be juftly caft :
For of all evils, to the generous, thame
Is the laft deadly pang. But you behold
My late erigagement with a jealous, falfe,
And felfith eye.
Syph. Avenging Juno, hear?
And canft thou think o juftify thyfelf?
I blufh to hear thee, traitrefs ! -
Soph. Oh, my foul! )
Canft thou hear this, this bafe opprobrious language,
And yet be tamely calm ?---Well, well, for once
It fhall be fo---in pity to thy madnefs---
Impatient fpirit. down !---Yes, Syphax, yes,
Yes, 1 will greatly juftify myfe!f;
Even by the confortof the thundering Jove,
D3 Who
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Who binds the holy marriage-vow, be judg'd,
End every public heart, not meanly loft
I litdle low purfuits, to wretched {elf
Not all devoted, will abfolve me too. .
But in the tempeft of ‘the foul, when rags,
4.oud indignation, unattending pride,
.And jcaloufy confound it, how can then
‘I'he nobler paffions, how cari they be heard ?
Yer let me tell thee— .
$3pH. Thou-cantt tell me nought.
Away ! away ! noughtbut illufion, fallhiocd e
Soph. My heart will burft, in honour to myfelf,
4t here I fpeak not ; though thy rage, I know,
‘Can never be convinc’d, ‘yet fhall it be .
“Confoupded.---And muft I renoumce my freedom?
Torgo the power of doing general gaod'?
Muft yield myfelf the flave, the barbarous triumph
“Of infolent, -émrag’d, inveterate Rome ? .
And all for nothing but+to grace thy fall ?
Nay by myfelf to perifh for thy pleafure ?
TFor thee, the Romans may be mild to thee;
But I, -a Carthaginian, I, whofe blood
#Holds unrelenting enmity to theirs ;
Who havemyfel? ‘much hurt them, and who live
Alone to work them woe ; what, whatcan 1
‘Hope from their vengeance, ‘bux:the very dregs -
“Of the worft fate, the bitternefs of bondage?
Yet thou, kind man, wouldft in thy generous love,
Wouldft have me fuffer'that ; be bound to thee,
“For that dire end alone, beyond the ftretch
«Of naturc and of law.
Sypb. ‘Confufion! Law?
9 know the laws permit thee, the grofs laws
“That rule the vulgar.  I'm a captive, true;
JAnd therefore mayft thou plead a fhameful right
‘i o leave me to my. chains—But fay, thou bafe one”
Ungrateful ! fay, for whom am I a-captive?
For whom thefe many years with war, and-death,
Defeats, and defolation have I liv’d-?
For whom hes battle after battle bled ?
¥or whom my crown, my-kingdom, and my all,
Been vilely calt away 2 For whom this day,
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This very day, havel been ftain’d with flaughter,

With yon la({ recking field 2---For one, ye gods,
~ 'Who leaves me for the viétor, for the wretch

1 hold in utter endlefs deteftation.

Fire! fury! hell!---Oh, I am richly:paid!—

But thus it is to love a woman---Woman !

‘The fource of all difafter, all perdition !

Man in himfelf is focial, would be happy, ,

Too happy ; but the gods, tokeep him down,

Curs’d lim with woman ! fond, enchanting, fmoeth,

And harmlefs-feeming woman ; while at heart

All poifons, ferpents, tigers, furies, all

That is deftruitive, in one form combin'd,

And gilded o’er with beauty !

Soph. Haplefs man!

4 pity thee; this madnefs only Ttirs

My bofom to compaflion, not to rage.

“Think as you lift of our unhappy fex,

‘Too much fubjeéted to your tyrant forces

Yet know that all, we were not all, at leaft,

Form’d for your trifles, for your wanton hours,

“Our paffions tog can fometimes foar above

‘The houthold tefk affign’d us, can expand

Beyond the narrow {phere of families,

And take in flates into the panting heart,

As well as yours, ye partial to yourfelves !

-Aud this i my fepport, :my joy, .my glory,

“The confcience that my heart abhors all bafencks,

And of all bafenefs moft ingratitude. :

This fure affronted honour may declare,

“With an unblufhing:cheek.

Sypk. Falfe, falfe.as hell!

Falfe as your fex ! whenit pretends to virtue;

¥You talk-of honour, .confcience, patriotifin.

:A female patriot!---Vanity !---Abfurd !

Even doating dull credulity would laugh

To fcorn your talk. Was.ever woman yet

#lad any better purpofe in her eye,

Than how to pleafe her pride or wanton will?

dn various fhapes, and various manners, all,

All the fame plagues, or open, or.conceal’d,
~Thebane of life.! :
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Soph, Muft I then, muft I, Syphax,
Give thee a bitter proof of what I fay ?
1 would not feem to heighten thy diftrefs,
Not in the leaft infult thee ; thou art fallen,
So fate fevere has wili'd it, fallen by me.
1 therefore have been patient; from another,
Such language, fuch indignity, had fir'd
My foul to madnefs. But fince driven fo far,
I'muft remind thy blind injurious rage
Of our unhappy marriage.

Syph. Horror !'—Oh ! .
Blot it, eternal night !

Soph. Allow me, Syphax.!
Hear me but once ! If what1 here declare
Shines not with reafon and the cleareft truth
May I be bafe, defpis’d, and dumb for ever!
I pray thee think, when unpropitious Hymen
Our hands united, how ] ftood engag’d.
I need not mention what full well thou know’ft,
But pray recall, was I not flatter’d ? young ?
With blooming life elate, with the warm years
Of vanity ? funk in a paffion too, :
Which few refign? Yet then I married thee,
Becaufe to Carthage deem’d a ftronger friend 5
For that alone. On thefe conditions, fay,
Didft thou not tuke me, court me to thy throne ?
Have I deceiv’d thee fince ? Have I differabled
‘To gain one purpofe, e'er pretended what |
I never felt ? Thou canft not fay 1 have.
-And if that principle, which then infpir'd
My marrying thee, was r ght, it cannot now
Be wrong. Nay, fince my native city wants
Affiftance nyore, and finking calls for aid,
Mauft be more right

Syph. This reafoning is infult !

Soph. 1’m forry that thou doft oblige me to it.
Then in a word take my full-opeu’d foul.
All love, but that of Carthage, I defpife.
1 formerly to Mafiniffa thee
Preferr’d not, nor to thee now Mafiniffa,
But Carthage to you both.  And if preferring
‘Thoufands to one, a whole collected people,

4 , All
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All nature’s tendernefs, whate’er is facred,
‘The liberty, the welfare of a ftate,
"To one mau’s frantic happinefs, be fhame:
Here, Syphax, I invoke it on my head !-
This fet afide; I, carelefs of myfelf,
And, fcorning profperous ftate, had flill been thine,
In all the depth of mifery proudly thine!
Bat fince the public , the law fopreme,
Forbids it; I will leave thee with a kingdom,
The fame I found thee, or not reign myfelf.
- Alas! I fee thee hurt—Why cam’ft thou here,
Thus to inflame thee more ?
Syph. Why, forcerefs ? Why?
Thou complication of ail deadly mifchief !
Thou lying, foothing, {pecious, charming fury!
I'll tell thee why—To breathe my great revenge ;
To throw thie load of burning madnefs from me;
To ftab thee !—
Sopl}: Ha‘!i—— .
Syph. And, fpringing from thy heart, ,
To quench mcmgthy"blood! Y [ Pheenifla intespofes,
Soph.-Oh, give me way ! ' '
Pheeniffa, tempt not thou his brutal rage.
Me, me, he dares not murder; if he dares,
Here let his fury firike; for I dare die.
What helds thy trembling point ?
Phen. Guards! T
Scph. Seize the king. : '
But look you treat him well, with all the flate
His dignity demands.
Syph. Goodnefs from thee
Is the worft death~The Roman trampets!—Ha?!.
Now I bethink me, Rome will do me juftice.
Yes, I fhallfee thee walk the flave of Rome;
Forget my wrongs, and glut me with the fight.
Be that my beft revenge. .
Soph. Inhuman! that,
* If there is deathin Afric, fhall not be.
Enter Llius.
Izl Syphax! alas, how fallen! how chang’d! from
T here beheld thee once in pomp and fplendor;  [what
At shat illuftrious interview, when Rome And
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And Carthage met beneath this very roof,
+Their two great generals, Afdrubal and Scipio,
‘To court thy friendthip.  Of the fame repait
Both gracefully partook, and both reclin’d
On the fame coueh ; for perfonal diftafte
And hatred feldom burn between the brave.
Then the fuperior virtues of the Roman
Gain’d all thy heart. Even Afdrubal himfelf,
With admiration ftruck and juft defpair,
Own’d him as dreadful at the focial feaft
As'in the battle. This thou may’it remember ;
And how thy faith was given e the gods,
And fworn and feal’d to Scipio; yet how faife
‘Thou fince haft prov’d, I need not now recount.
But let thy fufferings far thy guilt atone, «
The captive for the king, A Roman tongue
Scornsto purfue the triumphs of the fward
With mean upbraidings. .
.?;?b. Leelius, ’tis too true.’
. Curfe on the caufe!
Ll But where is Mafiniffa ?

The brave young vi€tor, the Numidian Roman !

Where is he, that my joy, my glad applaufe,
From envy pure, may hail his happy ftate 2
Why that contemptaous fmile ? v
- 8yph. Too credulous Roman !
I fmile to think how that this Mafiniffa,
This Rome-devoted hero, muft fill more
Attradl thy praifes by a late explait,
In every thing fuccefsful.

Lzl What is this ? ’
Thefe public fhouts # A firange unufual joy
O’er all the eaptive city blazes wide.
What wanton riot reigns to-night in Cirtha,
Within thefe conquer’d walls ?

8§ph. This, Lealius, is
A night of triumph o’er my conqueror,
O’er Mafiniffa.

Lel. Mafinifla! How ?

Syph. Why he to-night is married to my Queen.

-Lel, Impoffible !

Sph.
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Syph. Yes, fhe, the fury ! fhe,
Who put the nuptial torch into my hand,
That fet my throne, my palace, and my kingdom,
All in a blaze. She now has feiz’d on him ;
Will turn him foon from Rome. I know her power;
Her lips diftil unconquerable poifon.
Oh, glorious thought {—Will fink this hated youth,
Will cruth him deep, beneath the mighty ruin
Of falting Carthage.

Leai. Can it be? Amazement!

$ypb. Nay, learn it from himfelt. - He comeg—Away !
Ye turies, fnatch me from his fight! for hell
Its torturesall are gentle to the prefence
Of a triumphant rival, [Exit,

Lel. What is man ?
Enter Mafiniffa.

Ma/, Thou more than partner of this glorious day !
Which has from Carthage torn her chief fupport,
And tottering left her, I rejoice to fee thee.
To Cirtha welcome, Lalius. Thy brave legions
Now tafte the fweet repofe by valour purchas’ds.
This city paurs refrefhment on their toile,
I order’d Narvam—

Lel. Thanks to Mafiniffa. ‘
All thatis well. I here obferv’d the King, -
But loofely guatded. True¢, indced, from him
There isnot much tofear. The dangerous {pirit,
Still not unworthy fear, our matchlefs prize,
Is his imperious Queep, is Sophouifba.
The pride, the rage of Carthage live in her.
How, where is the ? '

Maf. She, Lzlius? In my care.
Think notof her; I'll anfwer for her conduét,

Lai. Yes, if in chains.  Till then, believe me, Prince,
It were as hopetul anfwering for the winds,
‘That their broad pinions would not rouze the defart,
Or that their darted lightning will be harmlefs,
As promife peace from her. But why fo dark ¢
You fhitt yourplace; your countenance grows warm,
It is not uiual 'his in Mauniffa. ' '
Pray, what offence van afking for the Queen,
The Roman captive, give? L

My,
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Ma/. Lzlius, no more. :
You know my marriage—Syphax has been bufy.
It is unkind fo dally with my paffion.
Lel. Ah, Mafiniffa! wasit then for this,
Thy hurry hither from the recent battle
Ts the firft inftance of the Roman bounty
Thus, thusabus’d ? They give thee back thy kingdom,
And in return are of their captive robb'd ; . :
Of all théy valued, Sophonifba.
Maf. Robb'd! .
How, Lalius ? Robb'd!
Lel. Yes, Mafiniffa, robb’d.
What is it elfe ? But I, this ver night,
Will here affert the majefty of Rome, -
And, mark me, tear her from the nuptial bed
Maf. Oh,gods! Oh, atience ! As foon, fiery Roman,.
As foon thy rage might from her azure {phere '
Tear yonder moon. The man that feizes her,
Shall fet his foot firft on my bleeding heart
Of that be fure. And is it thus ye treat
Your firm allies # Thus kings in friendfhip with you 2
Of human paffions ftrip them ? Slaves indeed,
1f thus deny’d the common privileges
Of nature, what the weakeft creatures claim,
A right towhat they love.
Lel. Out, out! For fhame! -
This paffion makes thee blind. Here is a war,
AW hich defolates the nations, has almoft
Laid wafte the world. How many widows, orphans,
And love-lorn virgins pine for it in Rome !
Even her great fenate droops, her nobles fail,
Her Circus fhrinks, her every luftre thins; -
Nature herfelf, by frequent prodigies,
Seems at this havock ot her works to ficken ;
And our Aufonian plains are now become
A horror to the fight. At each fad itep,
Remembrance weeps.  Yet her, the greateft prize
It hitherto has yielded 5 her, whofe charms
_Ave only turn’d to whet its cruel point,
Thou ta thy wedded breatt hatt taken her,
Haft purchas’d thee her beau ies by a fea
Of thy prote@or’s blood, and on a throne
Set
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Set her, this day recover’d by their arms.
Canft chou thyfelf, thou, think of itwith patience ?
Nor to a Romaa mention king. A Roman
Would fcorn to be aking. The Roman people
Took liberty from eurthe very duft,
And for great ages urg'd it to the fkies,
The dread of Kings !
Maf. Be not fo haughty, Lalius.
It fcarce becomes the gentle Scipio’s friend ;
Suits not thy wonted eafe, the tender.manners
I ftill have mark’d inthee. I honour Rome;
But honour too myfelf, my vows, my Queen ;
Nor will, nor can I tamely hear thee threaten
To feize her like a flave.

Lel. 1will be calm
This thy rafh deed, this unexpected fhock,
Such a peculiar injury to me, -
Thy friend and fellow-foldier, has perhaps
Snatch’d me too far: for haft thou not dithononr’d,
By this laft action, a fuccefsful war,
Our common charge, entrufted us by Scipio ?

Maf. Ay, there it is. Has not thy vain ambition
Oh, where s friendthip !) plann’d her for thy triumph ?
"o think on’t, death ! to think itis difhonour. ’

At fuch a fight, the warrior’s eye might wet
His burning cheek ; and all the Roman matrons,
Who line the laurel’d way, atham’d, and fad,
Turn from a captive brighter than themfelves.
But Scipio will be milder.

Lel. 1 difdain
‘This thy furmife, and give it up to Scipio.
Thofe paffions are niotcomely. Here to-morrow
Comes the Proconful. Mean time, Mafiniffa,
Ah, harden not thyfelf in flattering hope !
Scipio is mild, but fteady—Ha ! the Queen.
I think fhe hates a Roman—and will leave thee,  [Exit,

: Enter Sophonifba.
. Wag not that Roman Lzlius, as I enter’d,

Who parted gloomy hence ?

Ma/. Madam, the fame. .

Soph. Unhappy Afric! fince thefe haughty Romans
Have in this lordly mannér trod tby courts, I resd
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I read his frefh reproaches in thy face ;
The leflon’d pupil in thy fallen look, ,
In that forc’d {mile which fickens on thy cheek.

Maf. Oh, fay not fo, thou rapture onmy foul !
For while I fee thee, meditate thy charms,

I fmile as cordial as the fun in May ;
Deep from the heart, in every fenfe of joy,
1 fondly finile. '

Soph. Nay, tell me; Mafinifla, .
How feels their tyaanny, when ’tis brought home #
When, lawlefs grown, it touches what is dear ?
Pomp for a while may dazzle thoughtlefs man,
Falfe glory blind him ; but there is a time,

When ev’n the flavein heart will fpurn his chains,
Norknow fubmiffion mere. What faid his pride ?
Maf. His difappointment for a moment only
Burftin vain paffion, and

Soph. You ftood abath’d ;

You bare his threats, and tamely filent heard him,
- Heard the fierce Roman mark me for his triumph,
Oh, bitter! _ )

Ma/. Banifh that unkindfufpicion.

The thought enflam’d my foul. I vow’d my life,
My laft Maffylian, to the fword, ere he

Should touch thy freedom with the leaft difhonour.
But that from Scipio ,

Sopk. Scipio! :

May/. That from him—

Soph. 1teli thee, Mafiniffa, if from him
I gain my freedom, from myfelf conceal it.

I hal! difdain fuch freedom.

Maf. Sophonifba ! ‘

* Thou allmy heart holds precious ! doubt no more,
Nor Rome, nor Scipio, nor a world combin’d
Shall tear thee from me, till out-ftretch’d I lie,

A namelefs wretch.

Soph. If thy protection fails,

Of this at leaft be fure, be very fure,

To give me timely death.

~ Maf. Ceafe thus to talk
Of death, of Romans, of unkind ambition.
My fofter thoughts thofe rugged themes refufe,

Can
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Can turn alene to love., All, allbut thee,
All nature is a pafling dream to me :
¥ix'd in my view, thou doft for ever fhine,
Thy form torth-beaming from the foul divine.
A {pirit thine which mortals might adore ;
Deipifing love, and thence creating more.
Thou the high paflions, I the tender prove ;
Thy heart was form’d for glory, mine for love.
: : [Excunt.
*  Evp of the FourTH AcT.

ACT V.
- Enter Mafiniffa and Narva.

. MasinissA.

AIL to the joyous day ! With purple clouds
H The whole horizon glows. The breezy Spring
Stands loofely floating on the mountain-top,

And deals her fweets around. The fun too feems,
As confcious of my joy, withbrighter eye
‘To look abroad the world ; and all things {mile
Like Sophonifba. Love and friendfhip fure -
Have mark’d this day from out their choicett ftores,
For beauty rais’d by dignity and virtue,
With all the graces, all the loves embellifh’d.
Oh, Sophonifba’s mine! and Scipio comes !
Nar. My Lord, the trumpets fpeak his near approach,
Maf. 1 want his fecret audience. Leave us, Narva.
[Exit Narva.
Enter Scipio,
Scipio ! more welcome than my tongue can{pzak !
Oh, greatly, dearly welcome !
Scipio. Mafiniffa,
My heart beats back thy joy. A happy friend,
With laurel green, with conqueft crown’d, and glory ;
Rais’d by his prudence, fortitude and valour, '
O’er all his foes; and on his native throne,
Amidft his refcu’d fhouting fubje&ts fet.
-Say, can the gods, in lavith bounty, give
A fight more pleafing ?
- - Ea _ Mafs
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Maf. My great friend and patron,
It was thy timely, thy reftoring arm,
That brought me from the fearful defart-life,
To live again in ftate, and purple fplendor.
Aund now I wield the fceptre of my fathers,
See my dear people from the tyrant’s fcourge,

From Syphax freed ; I hear their glad applaufes; -

And, to compleat my happinefs, have gain’d
A friend worth all. ~ Oh, gratitude, efteem,
And love like mine, with whas divine delight
Ye fill the heart !

Scipio. Heroic youth! thy virtue
Has earn’d whate’er thy fortune can beftow.
1t wasthy patience, Mafiniffa; patience,
A champion clad in fteel, that in the wafte
Attended flill thy ftep, and fav'd my friend
For better days.  What cannot patience do ?
A great defign is feldom fnatch’d at once ;
* I'1s patience heavesit on. From favage nature
*Tis patience that has built up human life,
The nurfe of arts ; and Rome exalts her head,
An everlafting monument of patience.

Maf. If I have that, or any virtue, Scipio,
*Tis copy’d all from thee.

Scipio. No, Mafiniffa,
*Tis all unborrow’d ; the fpontaneous growth
Of nature in thy breaft. mndfhip, tor once,
Muft, tho’ thou blufheft, wear aliberal tongue ;
Matt tell thee, noble youth, that long experience
In councils, battles, many a hard event,
- Has found thee ftill fo conftant, fo fincere,
So wife, fo brave, fo generous, fo humane, -
So well attemper’d, and fo fitly turn’d
For what is either great or good in life,
As cafts diflinguifh’d honour on thy country,
And cannot but endear theé to the Romans.
For me, I think my labours all repaid,
gly wars in Afric. Mafinifla’s friendthip

miles at my foul. Be that my deareft triumph,
‘To have aflifted thy forlorn eftate,
And lent a happy hand in raifing thee
‘To thy paternal throne, ufurp’d by Syphax.

The
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The greateft fervice could be done my country,
Diftratted Afric, and mankind in general,

‘Was aiding fure thy caufe. To put the power
The public power, into the good man’s hand,

Is giving plenty, life, and joy to millions.

But has iny friend, fince late we parted armies,
Since he with Lelius acted fuch a brave,
Aufpicious part againft the commion foe,

Has he been blamelefs quite ? Has he confider’d,
How pleafure often on the youthful heart,
Beueath the rofy, foft difguife of love,

(All fweetnefs, fmiles, and feeming innocence)
Steals unperceiv’d, and lays the victor low ?

1 would not, cannot put thee to the pain——

It pains me deeper—of the leaft reproach.

Let thy too faithful memory fupply

Thereft. [ Paufing.] Thy filence, that dejected look,
‘That honeft colour fluthing o’er thy cheek,
Impart thy better foul.

Ma/f. Oh, my good Lord !

Oh, Scipio ! love has feiz’d me, tyrant love
Inthralls my foul. I am undone by love.

Scipis. And art thou then to ruin reconcil’d #
Tam’d to deftruétion ? Wilt thou be undone ?
Refign the towering thought, the vait defign,
With future glories big ; the warrior’s wreath,
“The glitteiing files, the trumpet’s fprightly clang,
"The praife of fenates, an applauding world,
The patriot’s ftatue, and the hero’s triumph,
All for a figh, all for afoft embrace, .
For a gay tranfient fancy, Mafiniffa ? .
For thame, my friend! for honour’s fake, for glory,
. Sit not with folded arms, defpairing, weak, ,
And carelefs all, till certain ruin comes ; -
Like a fick virgin fighing to the gale,
Unconquerable love !

Maf. How chang’d indeed ! .
The fime has been, when, fir"d from Scipio’s tongue,
My foul had mounted in a flame with his. ‘
Where is ambition flown ? Hopelels attempt !
Cun love like mine be quell’d ? Can I forget

E 3 . What
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What ftill pofleffes, charms my thoughts for ever ?
‘Throw {cornful from me what I hold moft dear ?
Not feel the force of excellence? To joy

Be dead, and undelighted with delight ?

Soft; let me think a moment No, no, no!

I am ungqeual to thy virtue, Scipio.

Scipio, Fie, Mafiniffa, fie! By heavens, I bluth
At thy dejection, this degenerate language !
What, perifh for aweman ! ruinall,

All the fair deeds which an admiring world
Hopes from thy rifing day, only to footh’
A ftubborn fancy, a luxurious will!
How muft it, think you, found in future ftory,
Young Mafiniffa was a virtaous prince,
And Afric fmil’d beneath his early ray ;
But that a Carthaginian captive came,
By whom untimely in the common fate
Of love he fell ? The -wife will fcorn the page ;
Andall thy praife be fome fond maid exclaiming,
Where are thofe lovers now ?—Oh, rather, rather,
Had I ne’er feen the vital light of heaven,
‘Than like the vulgar live, and like them die !
Ambition fickens at the very thought,
To puff and buftle here from day to day,
Loftin the paffions of inglorious life,
Joys which the carelefs brutes poflefs above us;
And when fome years, each duller than anether,
Are thuselaps’d, in naufeous pangs to die,
And pafs away, like thofe forgotten things,
‘That foon become 38 they had never been.
Maf. And am I dead ta this?
Secipio. The gods, young man,
Who train up heroes in musfortune’s fchool,
Have fhook thee with adverfity, with each
Illuftrious evil, that can raife, expand,
.And fortify the mind. Thy rooted worth
Has ftood thefe wint’ry blafts, grown ftronger by them.
Shall then, in profperous times, while all is mild, )
All vernal, fair, and glory blows around thee,,
Shall then the dcad ferene of pleafure come,
And lay thy faded honours in the duft ?
Maf. O gentle Scipio! fpare me, fpare my weaknefs,
1 Scipion
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Scipio. Remember Hannibal—A fignal proof,
A frefh example of deftru@ive pleafure.
He was the dread of nations, once of Rome,
When from Bellona’s bofom, nurs’d in camps,
And hard with toil, he down the rugged Alps
Rufh'd in a torrent over Italy ;
Unconquer’d, till the loofe delights of Capua
Sunk his vitorious arm, his genius broke,
Perfum’d, and made a lover of the hero.
And now he droops in Brattium, fear’d no more,
Sinks on our berders, like a fcatter’d ftorm.
Remember him, and yec refume thy {pirit,
Ere it is quite diffolv’d.
Maf. ghtll Scipio ftoop
Thus to regard, to teach me wifdop thus,
And yet a ftupid anguifh at my heart
Repel whate’er he fays ?—But why, my Lord,
Why fhould we kill the beft of paifions, love ?
It aids the hero, bids ambition rife,
Turns us to pleafe, infpires immoreal deeds,
Even foftens brutes, and makes the good more good.
Scipio. Thereis a holy tendernefs indeed,
A namelefs fympathy, a fountain-love,
Branch’d infinite from parents to their children,
From child to child, from kindred on to kindred,
In various ftreams, from citizen to citizen,
From friend to friend, from man to mao in general,
‘That binds, fupports, and {weetens human hfe.
But is thy paffion fuch p——=Lift, Mafinifla,
While I the hardeft office of a friend
Difcharge, and, with a neceffary hand,
A hand, tho’ harth at prefent, really tender,
1 paint this paffion. And if then thou fill
Art bent to footh it, I muft fighing leave thee
To what the gods think fit.
May. Oh, never, Scipio !
Oh, never leave me to myfelf! Speak on; -
1 dread, and yet defire thy friendly hand.
~ Scipio. 1 hope that Mafiniffa need not now
Be told, how much his happinefs is mine ;
Wicth what a warm benevolence I'd fpring
To jaife, confirm it to-prevent his withes..



56 SOPHONISBA:

Oh, Iuxury to think ! —But while he rages,
Burns in a fever, fhall I'let him quaft
Delicious poifon for a cooling draught,
In foolifh pity to his thirft ? Shall I
Let a fwift flame confume him as he fleeps,
Becaufe his dreams are gay ? Shall I indulge
A frenzy flath’d from an infectious eye ?
A fudden impulfe, unapprov’d by reafon ;
Nay, by thy cool deliberate thought condemn’d,
Refolv’d againft ? A paflion for a woman,
Who has abus’d thee bafely, left thy youth,
Thy love, as fweet, as tender as the {pring,-
The blooming hero for the haughty tyrant ;
And now who makes thy fheltering arms alone
Her laft retreat, tofave her from the vengeance,
‘Which even her very perfidy to thee
Has brought upon her head /~Nor is this all ;
A woman, who will ply her deepeftarts,
{Ah, too prevailing ! as appears already)
‘Will never reft, till Syphax’ fate is thine ;
Till friendfhip weeping flies; we join no more
In glorious deeds, and thou fall off from Rome ¢
I too could add, that there is fomething mean,
Inhuman in thy paffion. Does not Syphax,
‘While thou rejoiceft, die? The generous heart
Should fcorn a pleafure which gives others pain,
If this, my friend, all this confider’d deep,
Alarm thee not, not rouze thy refolution,
And call the bero from his wanton fluber,
‘Then Mafiniffa’s loft.

Maf. Oh, I am pierc’d !
In every thought am pierc’d ! *Tis all too true—
I with I could refufe it. ' Whither, whither,
‘Thro’ what enchanted wilds have I been wandeting #
‘They feem’d Elyfium, the delightful plains,
The happy groves of heroes and of lovers.
But the divinity that breathes in thee
Has broke the charm, and I am in a defart,
Far from the land of peace. It was but lately,
That a pure joyous calm o’erfpread ray foul,
And reafon tun’d my paflions into blifs ;
When love came hurrying in, and with rafh hand,

' Mix’d
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Mix’d them delirious, till they now ferment
“To mifery. There is no reafoning down

This deep, deep anguifh, this continual pang :

A thoufand things, whene’er my raptur'd thoughs

Runs back alittle.  But I will not think+—

And yet I muft.- Oh, gods! that I could lofe

What a fond few hours’ memory has grav’d

On adamant !

Scipio. But.one ftrong effort more,

And the fair field is thine—A conqueft far
Excelling that o’er Syphax. What remains,
Since now thy madnefs to thyfelf appears,

But an immediate, manly refoution

To fhake off this effeminate difeafe,

Thefe foft ideas, which feduce thy foul,

Make it all idle, unafpiring, weak,

A fcene of dreams, to puff them to the winds,
Andbe my former friend, thyfelf, again.

1 joy to find thee touch’d by generous motives,
And that { neednot bid thee recolle&

Whofe awful property thou haft ufurp'd ;
Need not affure thee, that the Roman people,
The fenators of Rome, will never fuffer

A dangerous woman, their devoted foe,

A woman, whofe imfnsable {pirit

Has in great part fuftain’d this bloody war,
Whofe charms corrupted Syphax from their fide,
And fir'd embattled nations into rage ;

Will never fuffer her, when gain’d fo dear,
To ruin thee too, taint thy faithful breaft,
And kindle future war. No, fate itfelf

Is not more fteady to the right than they.

And where the public good but feems concern’d,
No motive their impenetrable hearts,

Nor fear nor tendernefs can touch—Such is
The fpirit that has rais’d imperial Rome.

Maf. Ah, killing truth ! But, I have promis’d, Scipio,
Have fworn to fave her from the Roman power,
My plighted faith is pafs’d, my hand is given ;
And, by the confcious gods, who mark’d my vows,
The whole united world (hall never have her ;

For [ will die a thoufand, thou(and deaths, With
it
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With all Maflylia in one field expire,
Ere to the loweft wretch, much more to her
I love, to Sophonifba, to my Queen,
1 violate my word. -
Scipis. My heartapproves
‘Thy refolution, thy determin’d honour.
For ever facred be thy word, and vath,
Virtue by virtue will alone be clear’d,
And fcorns the crooked methods of difhonour.
But, thus divided, how to keep thy faith
At once to Rome and Sophonifba; how
To fave her from our chains, and yet thyfelf
From greater bondage : this thy fecret thought
Can beft inform thee.
Maf. Agony! Diftra&tion !
Thefe wilful rears ——Oh, look not on me, Scipio !
For I’m a child again.
Scipio. Thy tears are no reproach.
Tears oft look graceful on the manly cheek.
The cruel cannot weep. Even friendihip's eye
Gives thee the drop it would refufe itfelf.
- I know ’tis hard, wounds every blecding nerve
About thy heart, thus to tear off thy paffion.
But for that very reafon, Mafiniffa,
*Tis hop’d fram thee. The harder, thence refults
The greater glory. Why thould we pretend
‘To conquer, rule mankind, be firft in power,
In great affemblies, honour, place, and pleafure,
‘While flaves at heart, while by fantaftic turns
Our frantic paflions rage ? The very thought
Should turn our pomp to fhame, our fweet to bitter,
And, when the fhouts of millions meet our ears,
Whilper reproach. Oh, ye celeftial powers !
What is it, in a torrent of fuccefs,
To bear down pations, and o’erflow the world ?
All your peculiar favour. Real glory
Springs from the filent conqueft of ourfelves ;
And without that, the conqueror is nought,
Save.the firft flave. 7Then rouze thee, Mafiniffa ;
Nor in one weaknefs all thy virrues lofe.
And, Oh, beware of long, of vain repentance !
Maf. Well, well, no more—It is but dyingtoo. [Ewxit.
Scipio.
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" 8cipio. 1 wifh I have not urg’d the truth to rigour.
‘There is a time when virtue grows fevere,
‘Too much for nature, and even almoft cruel,
Enter Lelius.
Poor Mafiniffa, Lalius, is undone ;
Betwixt his paffion and his reafon toft
In miferable confli&t.
Lel. Entering, Scipio,
He fhot athwart me, nor vouchfaf’d one look.
Hungon his clouded brow I mark’d defpair,
And his eye glaring with fome dire refolve.
Faft o’er his cheek too ran the hafty tear.
It were great pity that he fhould be loft!
Scipio. By heavens, to lofe him were a fhock, as if
I loft thee, Llius, loft my deareft brother,
Bound up in friendfhip from our infant years,
A thoufand lovely qualities endear him, )
Only too warm of heart.
Lel. What fhall be done ?
Seipio. Here let it reft, till time abates his paffion.
Nature is nature, Lelius, let the wife
Say what they pleafe. But, now, perhaps he dies——
Haite, hafte, and give him hope. I have not time
To tell thee what—Thy prudence will direct.
Whatever is confiftent with my honour,
My duty to the public, and my friendfhip
‘To him himfelf, fay, promife, fhall be done.
T hope returning reafon will prevent
Our farther care.
Lel. 1 fly with joy.
Scipio. His life
Not only fave, but Sophonifba's teo ;
- For both, I fear, arein this paffion mix’d: v
Lzl. It thall be done. [Exit.
Scipio, If friendfhip pierces thus,
When Love pours in his added violence,
What are the pangs which Mafiniffa feels ! [ Exit,
Eater Sophonifba and Pheeniffa,

Soph. Yes, Mafiniffa loves me—Heavens, how fond !
But yet I know not what hangs on my fpirit,
A difmal boding ; for this fatai Scipio,

I dread his virtues, this prevailing Roman, -
o Even
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Even now, perhaps, deludes the generous King,

Fires his ambition with miftaken glory,

Demands me from him ; for full well he knaws,

‘That, while I live, I muft intend their ruin.
Phen. Madam, thefe fears
Soph. And yet it cannot be.

Can Scipio, whom ev’n hoftile fame proclaims

Of perfet honour, and of polifh’d manners,

Smooth, arttul, winning, moderate, and wife,

Make fuch a wild demand ? O, if he could,

Can Mafinifla graat it ? Give his Queen,

Whom love and honour bind him to protect,

Yield hera captive ta triumphant Rome ?

*Tis bafenefs.to fufpectit; tis inhuman.

What then remains ?-~Suppole they fhould refolve,

By right of war, to {eize me for their prize.

Ay, there it kills! What can his fingle arm,

Againft the Roman power; that very power

By which he ftands reftor’d ? Diftracing thought !

Still o’er my head the rod of bondage hangs.

Shame en my weaknefs ! This poor catching hope,

This wranfient talte of joy, will only more

Imbitter death.

Pheen. A moment will decide.

Madam, till then
Sophe Would I had dy’d before !

And am I dreaming here ? .Here, from the Romans,

Befeeching I may live to fwell their triumph ?

When my free {pirit fhould ere now have join'd

That great affembly, thofe devoted fhades,

Who fcorn’d to live till liberty was loft,

But ere their country fell, abhorr’d the light.

Whence this pale flave ? He trembles with his mefluge.
Enter a Slave with a letter and poifon from Mafiniffa.
Slawve. [A;?ecling.] -This, Madam, from the King, and

this.
Soph, Ha! Stay-—— [Reads the letter.

Rejoice, Phaeniffa! give me joy, my friend!

For here is liberty. My fears are air.

‘The hand of Rome can never touch me more.
Hail, perfet freedom, bail ! '

P bﬂ’ﬂo
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Pieen. How, what, my Queen ! L
Ah! what is this? y {Pointing te the poifon,
Soph. The firft of bleflings, death.
Phan. Alps, alas! can I tejoice in that ?
Sapb. Shift not thy colour at the found of death ;
For déath appears not in a'dréaty li%h‘t,
Seem not a blank to m€ ; a lofing al
Thefe fond fenfations, thofe enchanting dréams,
Which cheat '« toiling world from day to day,
And form the whole of happinefs they know.
It is to me perfedtion, glory, triumph.
Nay, fondly would I chufe it, tho’ perfuaded
It were a long dark night without a morning,
To bondage far prefer it; fince it is :
Deliverance-from a world where Romans rule,
Where violence prevails— Ahd timely too~=
Before my country- falls ; before I feel
As many ftripes, 4s many chains, and deaths,
As there are lives in Carthage, - Glorious charter !
By which I hold imrhortal life and freedom ;
-Come, let mé read thee once again—ind then, .
To thy great purpofe. {Reads the lettet alond.,
¢ Mafiniflh to his Queens
¢ The é?d’ know with what pleafure I would have
kept my faith to Sophonifba in another manner. But
fince this fatal bowl can aloe deliver thée from the Ro-
mans, calf to mind'thy father, thy country, that thou haft
been the wife of two kings ; and a& upy to the diftates of
thy own-heart: Itill not long furvive thee.”

Oh, ’tis wond’rous well! ,
Ye gods of death, who rute the Stygian gloom !
Ye who have greatly dy’d! I 'come, I come !
1 die contented, fince I die a queen ;
By Rome untolich’d, unfullied by their power ;
So much their terror, that I mt_x({not live,
And thou, gotell the King, if this is all
"The nuptidl F’efent he can fend his bfide,
1 thank him for it. But that déath had worn
An eafier face before I trufted him.
His poifon, téll him too, he might have fpar'd;
Thel€ times may want it for himfelf, and [ '

F Live
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Live not of fuch a cordial unprovided.

Add, hither had he come, I could have taught
Him how todie. I linger not, remember,

I ftand not fhivering on the brink of life ;

And, but thefe vetive drops, which, grateful, thus,

[Taking the poifon,
To Jove the high deliverer I fhed,
Affure him that I drank it, drank it all,
With an unalter’d fmile Away, [ Drinks.
[Exit Slave.
My friend, [76 Pheen,

In tears, my friend ! Difhonour not my death
With womanifh complaints. Weep not for me,
Weep for thyfelf Pheeniffa, for thy country,
But not for me, There is a certain hour,
Which one would wifh all undifturb’d and bright,
No care, no forrow, no dejected paffions,
And that is when we die, when hence we go, *
Ne'er to be feen again. Then let us fpread
A bold exalted wing, and the laft voice
We hear, be that of wonder and applaufe.

Phen. Who with the patriot withes not to die !

Soph. Andis the facred moment then fo near ?
The moment, when yon fun, thofe heavens, this earth,
Hateful to me, polluted by the Romans,
And all the bufy, flavith race of men,
Shall fink atonce, and ftraight another ftate,
New fcenes, new joys, new faculties, new wonders,
Rife on afudden round ; butthis the gods
In clouds and horror wrap, or nene would live,
How liberal is death ! Methinks, I feem
To touch the happy thore. Behind'me frowns
A flormy fea, with toffing mortals thick ;
While, unconfin’d and green, before me lies
The land of blifs, and everlafting freedom ;
Where walk the mighty dead, all of one mind,
One blooming fmile, one language, and one country.
Oh, to be there ! My breaft begins toburn;
My tainted heart grows fick. Ah, me, Pheeniffa !
How many virgins, infants, tender wretches,
Muft feel thefe pangs, ere Carthage is no more !
Soft—Ilead me to my couch—My fhivering limbs

1 :
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Do this laft office, and then reft for ever.
I pray thee, weep not ; pierce me not with groans.
The King too here ! Nay, then my death is full. 3
' Enter Mafinifla, Llius, and Narva.
Maf. Has Sophonifba drank this curfed bowl ?
Oh, horror, horror ! what a fight is here? -

Soph. Had I not drank it, Mafiniffa, then
I had deferv’d it. :

Maf. Exquifite diftrefs !

Oh, bitter, bitcer fate ! and this laft hope
Compleats my woe. , .

Soph. When will thefe ears be deaf

To mifery’s complaint ? Thefe eyes be blind
- “To mifchief wrought by Rome ? :

Maf. Too foun, toofoon! =~ =

Ah, why fo hafty ? But a little while,
Hadft thou delay’d this horrid draught, I then
Had been as happy as I now am wretched. . [ing?

Soph.- What means this talk of hope, of cowird wait-

Maf. What have I done ? Oh, heavens! I cannot think
Without diftraction, hell, and burning anguifh,

On my rafh deed! But, while I talk, the dies.
And how, what, where am I, then ? Say, canft thou
Forgive me, Sophonifba ? '

Soph. Yes, and more, . . -
More than forgive thee, thank thee, Mafiniffa. |
Hadft thou been weak, and dally’d with my freedom, °
Till by proud Rome enflav’d, thatinjury L "
Inever had forgiven. ' )

Ma/. 1 came with life. )

Lelius and I'from Scipio hafted hither ;
But death was here before us. This vile poifon!"

4, With life ! There was fome merit in the .poifon ;
But this deftroys it all. And couldft thou think .
Me mean enough to take it ? Oh, Pheeniffa!
This mortal toil is almoft at an end —
Receive my parting foul.

Phen. Alas, my Queen ! .

Ma/. Dies, dics, and fcorns me! Mercy, Sophonifba !
Grant one forgiving look, while yet thou canft;

Or death itfelf, the grave cannot relieve me :
But, with the Furies join’d, my frantic ghoft
Fa will
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Will howl for ever. Quivering and pale!
Have I done this ? @ ERep

Sopb. Come nearer, Mafiniffa.

Out, ftubborn nature !

Maf. Mifery ! Thefe pangs
To me transferr’d were eafe. A moment only,

An agonizing moment, while I have
An age of t’gings to fay !

Soph. We, but for Rome,

Might have been happy. . Rouze thee now, my foul!
The cold deliverer comes. Be mild to Syphax.

In my furviving friend behold me ftill.

Farewel—"Tis §one— Oh, never, never, Carthage,

Shall I behold thee more ! [ Dies.

Maf. Dead, dead, Oh, dead !

Is there no death for me ?
(Snatches Lalius’s fuword to fab bimfelf.

Ll Hold, Mafiniffa! .

Mgf. Andwouldft thou make a coward of me, Lalius 2
Have me fufvive that murder’d excellence ?

Did fhe nat flir? Ha! Who has fhock’d my brain 2
It whirls, it blazes !—Was it thou, old man ?

Narva. Alas, alas!—gopd I,Vﬁlﬂniﬂ’a, foftly.
Let me condu® thee to tgy' couch. ’

Ma/. The grave o .
Were welcome, Byt ye cannot make me live : :
Opprefa’d with life '—Off{—crowd not thus Frouqd me;
For I will hear, fée, think no more. Thou fup,

Keep up thy hated beams § “and all I want .

Of thee, kind earth, is an immediate grave.

Ay, there fhe lies—Why to that pallid fweetnefs

Can not I, natyre, lay my lips, and die ? -
0 [Throws hinfelf befide ber.

Lal. See there the ruins of the noble mind,
When from calm reafon paffion tears the “??"
‘W hat pity fhe fhould perifh ! =——Cruel wax !
*Tis not the leaft misfortune in thy train,

That oft by thee the brave deftroy thebrave.
She had akoman foul ; for every one

Who loves, like her, his country, is a Roman,
Whether on Afric’s fand plains he glows,

Or lives untam’d among Riphecan fnows, I
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If parent liberty the breaft inflame,
The gloomy Lybian then deferves that name ;
And, warm with freedom, under frozen fkics,
In fartheft Britain Romans yet may rife.

6s
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EPILOGUE

By a Frienp.

NOIV, Dm afraid the modeff tafle in vogue
Demands a firong, high-feafor’d epilogue 5

Eife might fome filly Joul take pity’s part,

Aund odious wirtue fink into the beart,

Our fqueamifb author feruples this proceeding ;
He fays it burts found morals and good brecding :
Nor Sophonifba would he bere produce,

A glaring model of no private ufe.

Ladies, he bid me fay, bebold your Cato ;

What tho no floic fbe, nor read in Plato ?

et fure Jfbe offer’d, for ber country’s fake,

A facrifice, which Cato could not make.
Already, now, thefe wicked men are neering,

Some avrefling avbat one fays, and others leering.

L wow, they bave not firength for—public fpirit :
That, ladies, muft be your fuperior merit.

Mercy forbid! awe fhould lay down our lives,
Like thefe old, Punic, barbarous, beathen wives.
Spare chriftian blood——But fure the dewil's in ber,
Who for ber country would not lofe a pinner.
Lard! how could fuch a creature fbew ber face?
Hoaw ?—Fuft as you do there—thro® Bruffels lace,
Tbe Roman fair, the public in diftrefs,

Gawe up the deareft ornaments of drefs.

How much more eheaply might you gain applafe !
One yard of ribben, and two ells of gaufe.

And gaufe each decp-read critic muft adore ;

Zour Roman ladies drefi'd in gaufe all Oer.
Should you, fair patriots, come to drefs fo thin,
How clear might all your— fentiments be feen !
To foreign looms no longer owe your charms ;

Nor make their trade more fatal than their arms.

Eackh
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Each Britifl dame, who courts ber country’s praife,
By quitting thefe outlandifb modes, might raife
(Not from yon powder’dband, fo thin and [pruce)
Ten able-bodied men, for—public Z/E

But now a ferions word about the play.
Aufpicious fmile on this bis firf} eflay :
Ye generous Britons ! your own fons infpire ;
Let your applanfes fan their native fire:
Then other Shakefpeares yet may rouze the flage,
And other Otways melt another age. .

A

NUPTIAL SONG,

Intended to have been inferted in the FourTta Acr,

COME, gentle Venus, and affuage
A warring world, a bleeding age :
For nature lives beneath thy ray,
‘The wint’ry tempeits hafte away,

A lucid calm invefts the fea,

‘Thy native deep is full of thee';

And flowering earth, where'er you fly,
Is all o’er fpring, all fun the fky.

A genial {pirit warms the breeze ;
Unfeen, among the blooming trees,
The feather’d lovers tune their throat,
The defart growls a foften’d note,
Glad o’er the meads the cattle bound,
And love and harmony go round,

But chief, into the human heart
You ftrike the dear, delicieus dart ;
You teach us pleafing pangs to know,
To languifh in luxurious woe,
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To fesl the generous paffions rife,

Grow goed by gazing, mild by fighs ;

Each Happy ariotftent to improve,

And fill the perfe&t year withlove. ,

Come, thou défight of heav’n and eatth,

" To whom all creatures owe their birth ;
Oh, come, réd-finiling ! tender, come ;
And yet prevent our final doom :

For long the furious God of War
Has crufl’d us with his iton car,

Has rag’d along our ruin’d plains,
Has curs’d them with his cruel ftains,

. Has clos’d our youth in endlefs fleep
And made the widow'd virgin weep.
Now let him feel thy wonted charms ;
Oh, take him to thy twining arms !
And while thy bofom heavés on his,
While deep he prints the humid kifs,
Ah, then, his flormy heart cdntroul,
And figh thyfelf into his foul !

Thy fon too, Cupid, we implore,
To leave the green Idalian fhore ;
But he, fweet god, our only foe,
Long let him draw the twanging bow,
Transfix us with his golden darts,
Pour all his'quiver on our hearts,
With gentler anguiftf make us figh,
And teach us fweoter deaths to die,
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On comparing this play with the original, the reafens
afligned by the editor in his advertifement, for the alte-
. rations he had prefumed to make, were fo obvious, it was
judged to be more acceptable to the reader in its prefent
form, than as eriginally written. ’
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ADVERTISEMENT.

HE prefent age, though it has done honovr to its

own difcernment by the applaufes paid to Shaket
fpeare, has, at the fame time,. too grofsly neglected the-
other great mafters in the fame fchool of writing. The
pieces of Beaumont and Fletcher in particular, (to fay
nothing of Jonfon, Maffinger, Shirley, &s.). abound
with beauties, fo much of the fame colour with thofe of
Shakefpeare, that it is almoft unaccountable, that the
very age which admires one, even to idolatry, fhould pay °
fo little attention to the others ; and, while almoft every
poet or critic, at all eminent in the literary world, have
been ambitious of diftinguithing themfelves, as edigors
of Shakefpeare, no more than two folitary editions of
Beaumont and Fletcher, and one-of thofe of a very late:
date, have been publifhed in the prefent century,

The truth-is, that nature indeed:is in-alt ages the fame 5
but modes and: cuitoms, manners and' languages, are:
fubject to perpetual variation. Time infenfibly renders
writings obfolete and uncouth, and the gradual intro-
duction of new words and idiems brings the older forms:
#to difrepute-and difufe. But the intrinfic merit of any
work, though it may be obfcured, muft for ever remain 3
83 antique coins, or old plate, though not current or
fathionable, ftill have their value, according to their
weight, ] .

The injuries of modern: innovation' in' the flate of
letters may be in a great meafure repaired; by rendering
the writings. of our old authors familiar to the public;
and bringing them. often before them. How many plays
are there of Shakefpeare; now in conftant atting, of
which the direCtors. of the theatres would fcarce hazard
the reprefentation, if the long-continued, and; as it
were, traditional approbation.of the public had-not given
a fantion. to their irregularities, and familiarizef the-

A 2: di&tion ;:
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diftion! The language even of. our Liturgy and Bible,
if we may venture to mention ‘them on this occafion,
would perhaps foon become obfolete and unintelligible to
the generalixy, if they were not conftantly read in our-
churches, The ftde of our. authors; efpecially i this
play; s ¢ften remarkably platn and fimple, and. only
raifed or enriched by the fentiménts. It is the opinion
of Dryden, that cven ¢¢ Shakefpeare’s language is a little
¢¢ obfolete in eomparifon of theirs ; and that the Englith
¢¢ language in them arrived to its higheft perfettion ;
¢¢ what words have fincg been taken in, being rather
*¢ fuperfluous, than neceflary.” :
Philafler has always been efteemed one of the beft pro-
du€ions of Beaumont and Fletcher; and, we are told
by -Dryden, was the firft play that brougixt them into
great reputation. ‘I'he beauties of it are indeed fo flr'xking
and fo various, that our authors might in thisplay almo
"be faid to rival Shakefpeare, were it not for the many
evident marks of imitationof his manner. Thelate edi«
tory of Beaumont and Fletcher conceive, that the poets
meant 10 delineate, in the charaGer of Philifer, a
Himlet racked with the jealoufy of Othello; andwher¢
are feveral paffages, in this play, where the suthers have
manifefily taken fire from fumlar circumflances and ex-
preflions in Shakefpeare, particularly fome, that wild
readily cccur to the reader, as he goes along, from Othello;
Hamlet, Cymbeline, and Lear.
. To temove the objetions to the performance of this
excellent play on the modern ftage, has been the chief
- Jahour, and fole ambition, of the .prefent editor. I
may be remembeted, that The Spanifh Curate, The
Little French Lawyer, and Scorntul Lady, of our aus
,thors, as well as The Silent Woman of Jonfon, all fas
vourite entertaihments of our predeccflors, have, within
thefe few years, encountered the fcverity of the pit, and
yeceived fentence of condemnation. "Fhat the uncommon
merit of fuch a play as Philafter might be univerfally aca
knowledged and received, it appeared neceffary to -clear
it of ribaldry and obfcenity, and to amend a grofs ine
decency in the original conflitution cf the fable, which
muft have checked the fuccefs due to the reft of the
. - Plﬁce.
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piece; nay, indeed, was an infuperable obftacle to-its:
reprefentation,

But though the inaccuracies and licentioufnefs of the-
piece were 1inducements (according to the incudi reddere
of Horace) to put iton the anvil again, yet nothing has
been added more than was abfolutely neceffary, to make-
it move eafily on the new. hinge,. whereon it now turns--
nor has any thing been omitted, except what was fup-

fed to have-been likely to obfcure its merit, or injurs
its fuccefs. The pen was drawn, withsutthe leaft hefi-
tation, ever every fcene now expunged, except the firft
fcene of the third a&, as it ftands in the origintl ; inregard:
to which, the part that Bhilafter fuftainsin it occafioned
fome paufe :- but, on examination, it feemed that Dion’s -
falfification of fa@s in that fcene was incorfiftent with the
reft of his chara&er, though very natural in fuch a per--
fon as Megra :- and though we have in our times feen the:
fudden and. inftantaneous tranfitions from one paffion to
another remarkably well reprefented on the flage, yet
Philafter’s emotions appeared impoffible to be exhibited
with any conformity to trush or nature.” It was there-
fore thought advifable to.omit the whole fcene ; and it
is hoped, that this omiffion will not be.difapproved, and:
that 1t will not appear to have left any void or chafm in-
the alion ;fince the imputed falfehood of: Arethufa,
after being fo induftrioufly made public to the whole
eourt, might very naturally be imagined to come to the-
koowledge of Philafter in.a much fhorter interval, thar:
is often fuppofed to elapfe between the.alls; or.even.be--
tween the fcenes of fome of. our old plays.

The fcenes. in the fourth a&t; wherein Philafter, ac-
eording to the original play, wounds Arethufa and Be!--
lario, and from which the piece took: its fecond title of
Love lies a bleeding, have always beea cenfured by the
critics, ‘They breathe too much of- that {pirit of blood
and cruelty, and horror, of which: the Englith tragedy
Hath often been accufed. The hero’s wounding his mi«
firefs hurt the delicacy of moft; and his maiming Bel-
lario fleeping, in order to fave himfelf fromrhis purfuers, .
offended ' the generofity of-all. This part of“the fable,
theyefore, fo injuriovs: to .the chara®er of Philafter, it

A3, wasy
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wis judged abfolutely requifite to altef ; and a new turnr
has been given to all thofe circumftances: but the change:
has been effected by fuch fimple means, and with fo much:
reverence to the original, thac there are hardly ten lines
- added on account of the.akteration.

. The reft of the additions or alterations may be feen at
once, by comparing the. prefent play with the original ;.
if the reader does. not, on fuch occafions, of himfelf too.
eafily difcover the patch-work of a modern hand.

- There is extant in the works of the Duke of Bucking.
ham, who wrote The Rehearfal, and altered The Chances,.
an alteration of this play, under the title of The Reftos
ration, or Right will take Place. The duke feems:to
have been very fludious to difguife the piece, the pames.
of the Dramatis Perfona, as well as the title, being en«.
tirely changed ; and the whole piece, together with the-
prologue and epilogue, feeming intended ta carry the air
. of an oblique political fatire on his own times. How-
ever that may be, the Duke's.play is as little (if not:
lefs) calculated for the prefent ftage, as the original of
our authors. The charaéter of Thrafomond (for fo the
Duke calls the Spanifh prince) .is much more - ludicrous.-
than the Pharamond of 1;leaumom and Fletcher. Few of:
she indecencies or obfcenities in the original are removed ;.
and with what delicacy the adventuresof Megra is ma.
naged, may be determined from the following fpecimen .
of ‘his Grace’s alteration of that eircumflance, not a
word of the following extract being ta be found in Beau
mont and Fletcher, .

Enter the Guard, bringing in Thrafomond, iy Drawvers,
muficd «p in a Choak,

. Guard. Sir, in obedience to your commands,
We flopt this fellow fiealing out of doors..
. » _ EThey pudl off bis cloaka.
- . Mgremont. Who's this, the prince ?
Cleon. Yes ; be is incognito,
King. Sir, I muft clide you for this loofenefs!
You've wrang’d a worthy. lady ; but no more,

LS

7'17)‘4-‘




(73

Thrafomend. Sir, 1 came hither but to take the sirs.
Cleon. A witty Togue, I warrant him.
© dAgremont. Ay, he’s adevil at his anfwers.

King. Condu& him to his lodgings.

If to move the paffioms of pity and terror ave the two-
shief ends of tragedy, there needs no-apology for giving
that title to the play of Philafter. If Lear, Hamler,
Othello, &c. &c. notwithftanding the cafual introduc--
tion of comic circumftances in the natural courfe of the
aétion, are tragedies; Philafter is fo too. The Duke of
Buckingham entitles his alteration a tragi-comedy ; but
that word, according to its prefent acceptation, conveys.
the idea of a very different fpeeies or'compoﬁtion; .
play, like The Spanith Friar, or Oroonoko, in which
two diftin& altions, one ferious and the other comic, are-
unnaturally woven together ; as abfurd a medley (in the -
opinion of Addifon) as if an epic writer was. to undere
tzke to throw into one poem the adventures- of Eneas
and Hudibras. o

As to the form in which the piece is now fubmitted to~
the public, fome, perhaps, will think that the editor
has taken too many liberties with the original, and many
may cenfure him for not having made a more thorough
alreration. ‘Thereare, it muft ge confefled, many things-
fill left in the play, which may be thought to lower the -
dignity of tragedy, and which would not te admitted in-
a fable of modern conftruction: but where fuch things.
were in nature, and inoffenfive, and ferved at the fame-
time as fo many links in the chain of circumftances that
compofe the a&tion, it was thought better to fubdue in.
fome meafure the intemperance of the fcenes of low
humour, than wholly.to,rejeét or omit them. It would:
not have been in the power, nor indeed was it ever in the
intention or defire, of the editor, to give Philafter the
air of a modern performance ; no more than an architect:
of this age would endeavour to embellifh the magnificence
of a Gothick building with the ornaments of the Greek.

“or Romap orders.. It is impoffible for the fevereft reader
to have a meaner.opinion of the editor’s fhare in the work.
than he entertains of it himfelf, Something, however,

e was:
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was neceffary to be done; and the reafons for what he
has done have already been affigned; nor can he repent:
of the trouble he has taken, at the inftance of a friend,.
whom he is happy to oblige, when he fees himfelf the-
inftrument of reftoring Philafter to the theatre, of dif-
playing new graces in Mrs, Yates, and of calling forth:.
the extraordinary powers of fo promifing a genius for.the.
flage as Mr, PowelL.

“  PROs-



PROLOGUE

Written by GeorGe Corman, Efq. on Mr, PowsrL1L’
firft Appearance at. Drury-Lane,

ZW HILE modern tragedy, by rule exal,

Spins out a thin-avrought fable, a2t by af?,
e dare to bring you one of thofe bold plays,
Frote by rough Englifb avits in former days ;
Beaumont and Fletcher ! thofe twin flars, that rua
Their glorious courfe round Shakcfpeare’s golden fun ;
Or avben Philafler Hamlet's place fupplied,
Or Beffus wali’d 1he flage by Ealfia)f’s fide.
Their fouls, awcll pair’d, fbot fire in mingled rays,
Their bands tegether tavin’d she focial bays,
Till fafbion drove, in a refining age, , ,
Firtue from coxrt, and nature from the flage.
Then nonfenfe, in beroics, feem’d fublime 3
Kingsrav'd in couplets, and maids figh'd in thime.
Next, prim, and trim, and delicate, and chafle,
A bafh from Greece and France, came modern taffe.
Cold are ber fons, and fo afraid of dealing
In rant and fuflian, they né'er rifa 10 feeling.
O [ay, ye bards of phlegm, fay, where's the name
Fbat can with Fletcher urge a rival claim ?
Say, avhere’s the poet, train’d in pedamt fchools,
Equal to Shakcfpeare, who oerkeapt all rules?
Thus of our bards we boldly [peak our mind ;
A barder taft, akas, resnains bebind :
Yo-night, as yet & ;:fnblic eyes unfeen,
A raw, unpradlisd novice fills the feene.
-Bred in the city, bis theatric flar
Brings him at length on shis fide Temple-Bar ;
Smit avith the mufe, the ledger he forgot,
Abrd avhen be wrote bis name, he made a blot,
Him avbile perplexing bopes and fears embdrrafs,
Skulking (like Hamlet's rat) bebind the arras,
Me a dramatic, fellow-feeling draws,
Woithout a feé, to plead a brother's canfz.
Genius is rare ; and while our great compiroller,
No more a manager, turst arrant firoller,
Lct new adventurersyour care engage,

Aud wurfe the infant faplings of the flage ¥

v



DPRAMATIS PERSONLZE

King,
Philafler,
Pharamond,
Dion,
Cleremont,
Thrafiline,
Captain,
Countryman,

Meffengers,
Woodrmen,, {

Hrethufa,

. Euphrafia, difguifed
under the name of

‘M E N.

Drury-Lane. Covent-Garden,
- Mr. Branfby, Mr. L’Eftrange.
Mr. Powell, Mr. Melmoth.
Mr. Lee. Mr. Clinch,
Mr, Burton, Mr. Hull.
Mr. Cattle. Mr. Davis.
Mr. Ackman, Mr, Thompfons,
Mr. Baddely. Mr. Dunftall.
Mr. Parfons, Mr. Cufhing. .
Mr. Fox. :
Mr. Marr.
Mr. Watkins.. Mzr.. Fox..
Mr. Strange.
WOMEN.
Mifs Bride.. Mrs. Mattochs..

Bellario, - Mrs. Yates. Mrs. Melmoth..
Megra, a Spanifh.

Lady, ~—— Mrs. Lee. Mifs Sherman.
€alatea, ~—— Mifs Mills. Mrs. Whitfield..
Lady, —— Mrs. Hippifley. Mifs Pearce,

SCENE, §sSICILY

<
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PHILASTETR

.8 The lines marked with inverted commas, ¢sbus," are omitted in the
reprefentations :

ACT I
SC ENGE, ar dAntichamber in the Palace.
Enter Dion, Cleremont, and Thrafiline.

: CLEREMONT.
ERE’s nor lords, nor ladies.
Dion, Credit me, gentlemen, I wonder at “it,
They received ftri&t charge from the King to attend here.
Befides, it was loudly publithed, that no officer fheuld
forbid any gentleman that defired to attend and hear.

Cler. Can you guefs the caufe ?

. Dion. 8ir, it is plain, about the Spanith Prince, that’s
eome to marryjour kingdom’s heir, and be our fovereign.

Cler. Many, that will feem to know much, fay, fhe
Jooks not on him like a maid in love.

Thra. They fay too, moreover, that the Lady Megra
(fent hither by the Queen of Spain, Pharamond’s mo-
ther, to grace the train of Arethufa, and attend her to
her new home, when efpoufed to the Prince) carries her-
felf fomewhat too familiarly towards Pharamond; and
it is whifpered, that there is too clofe an intercourfe be-
tween him and that lady. '

Dion, Troth, perhaps there may ; tho’ the multitude
(that feldom know any thing but their own opinions)
fpeak what they would have. But the Prince, before
his own approach, received fo many confident meflages
from the ftate, and bound himfelf by fuch indiffoluble
engagements, that I think their nuptials muft go for-
wards, and that the Princefs is refolved to be ruled. ’
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Cler. Sir, it is thought, with her he fhall enjoy both -
‘thefe kingdoms of Sicily and Calabria.

Dion, Sir, it is, without conttoverfy, fo meant. But
“twill be a-troublefome labour for him-to enjoy both.

" thefe kingdoms with fafety, the right heirto onc of them
living, and living fo virtnoufly ; efpecially, the people
-admiring the bravery of his mind, and lamenting his 1n~"

urles. ' .
] Clcr. Who, Philafter
~ Dion. Yes, whofe father, we all know, was by our late
King of Calabria unrighteoufly depofed from hss fruitful
‘Sicily. Myfelf drew fome bload -in thofe wars, which
I would give my hand to be wathed from.

Cler. Sir, my iﬁnorance in ftate-palicy will not let me
*now why, Philafter being heir to one of thefe kingdoms,
Y;he King fhould fuffer him to walk absoad with fuch free
Tiberty.

DiZn. Sir, it feems your nature is more conftant than
toenquire after ftate-news. But the King, of late, made
-a ‘hazard ‘of both the kingdoms of Sicily and his own,
with offering but to imprifon Philafter'; at-which the i~
‘ty was in arms, not tobecharmed dawn by any flate-order
or proclamation, till they faw Philafter fide through the
ftreets, pleafed, and without a guard; at which they

" threw their hats and their arms from them, fome to
make bonfires, fome to drink, all for his deliverances
‘Which, wife men fay, is the caufe the King labeurs'to
‘bring in the power of a foreign natien te awe his own
with. ' - [ Fiowrifls

- 9bra. Peace ; the King. :

SCENE draws, and difcovers the King, Ph;mond,
Arethufa, aad Train.

King. To give a ftronger teftimony of love
Than * fickly® promifes, ¢ (which commont
¢ 'In princes find both birth and burial -, '
* In one breath)’ we have drawn you, worthy Sir,
'To make your fair indearmests to our daughrer,
And worthy fervices known to our fubjeéts,
¢ Now lov’dand wender’d at.” Next, our intent
‘To plant you deeply, our immediate heir
Both 0 our blood and kingdoms, ¢ For thislady,
: ¢ (The
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¢ (The beft part of yvour life, as you confirm me,
¢ And I believe) though her few years and fex
¢ Yet teach her nothing but her fears and blufhes ;
¢ Think not, dear Sir, thefe undivided parts,
¢ That muft mould up a virgin, are puton -
¢ To thew her fo, as borrow’d ornaments,
¢ To fpeak her perfeét love to you, or add
¢ An artificial fhadow to her nature.’
Laft, noble fon, (for fo I now muﬁ call you)
What I have done thus public, is ¢ not-only
¢ To add a.comfort in patticular
¢ To you or me, butall; and’ to confirm
. The nobles, and the gentry ofthefe kingdoms,
By oath to your fucceffion, which fhall be
Within this month at moft. - ]
Pha.” Kiffing your white hand, miftrefs, I take leave,
To thank yourroyal father ; and-thus far
Tabe my.own free trumpet. Underftand,
Great ng, and thefe your fub_)e&s, gemlcmen,
Believe me, in a word, a prince’s word, -
There fhall be nothmg to make upa kmgdom K
- Mighty.and floyrifhiag, defenced, fear'd,
Equal te be conmanded ard obey ’d
* Butthrough the travels of my life Dl fndi it,
And tie it to this country. And I vow,
My relgn fhall be fo eafy to the fubjeét,
Thatev’ry man fhall be his prince himfelf, .
And hisown law : (yetI his prince and law) -
And, deareft lady, let me fay, ypu are -
The blefled’ft living ; ‘for, iweet Princefs, you
- Shall make him yours for whom great quecm mutt die,
Thra. Miraculous!
Cler, This fpeech calls him Spamard being nothmg b,u;
A large inventory of his own commendations.
But here comes one more worthy thofe large {peeches,
Than the large {peaker of them..
Enfer Philafter.
Phi, nght noble Sir, as low-as my obedience,
Aod with a heart as loyal as my knee,
I beg your-favour..
King. Rife; you have it, Sir,

Speuk your intents, Sir. .
~ Phi,
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Pbhi, Shall 1 fpeak them freely?
Be ftill my royal Sovereign ———
King. Asafubjedt,
‘Wegive you freedom,
Dion. Now it heats.
Phi, Thenthus I turn
My language to.you, Prince, you, foreign man,
Ne’er ftare, nor put on wonder ; for you muft
-Indure me, and you fhall, This earth you tread on,
(A dowry, as you hope, with this fair Princefs)
. By my dead father (Oh, I hada father,
ofe memory I bow to!) was not left .
“‘To your inheritance,.and I up and living,
Having myfelf about me, and my fword,
‘The fouls of all my name, and memories,
Thefe arms and fome few friends, beGides the gods, -
“To part fo calmly with it, and fit fiill, ]
Amr fay, I might have been. I tell thee, Pharamond,
‘When thou art king, look I be dead and rotten;, -
And my name athes. For, hear me, Pharamond,
“This very ground thou &oeﬁ on, this fat earth,
My father’s friends made fertile with their faiths,
Before that day of fhame, fhall gape, and fwallow
‘ Thee and thy nation, like a hungry grave,
Into her hidden bowels. Prince, it fhall ;
By Nemefs, it fhall,
King. You dodifpleafe us.
¥ou are too bold.
Phi, No, Sir, Iam too tame,
‘Too mucha turtle, a thing born without paffon,
A faint fhadow, that every.drunken cloud fails overy
And maketh nothing.
Pha. What you have {een in me to ftir offence
1 cannot find, unlefs it be this lady, '
Offer’d into mine.arms, with the fucceflion, .
Which I muft keep, though it hath pleas’d your fury
To mutiny within you. :The Kinggrantsit,
And I dare make it mine. You have youranfwer.
Phi, If thou.wert fole inheritor to him
‘That made the world his, and. were Pharamond
_ Astruly valiant as I feel him cold,
And ring’d among the choiceft of his fricnds, And
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-And from this prefence, {pite of all thefe ftops,

You fhould hear further from me.
King. Sir, ycy wrong the Ptince.
gave you not this freedom to brave our beft friends 3
You do deferve our frown. Go to ;- be better temper’d,
Pbi, It muft be, Sir, when I am noblér us’d,
King. Philafter, tell me -
The injuries you aim at in-your riddles
Phi, If you had my eyes, Sif, and fufferance,’
My griefs upon you, and my broken fortunes,
My wants great, and now noughtbut hopes and fears, -

_ My wrongs would make ill riddles to be laughed at.

Dure you be ftill my King, and right me not ?
King. Gotoj: ° ] .
Be more yourfelf, as'you refpedt our favour§
You'll flir uselfe:  Sir, I muft have you know,, [we
That you’re, and thall be, at our pleafure, ¢ what fathion
¢ Will put upon you! Smooth your brow, or, by the
v § ememwas———
Phi. 1 am dead, Sir; you're my fate. Itwasnotl
Said Iwas wrong’d. I carry all about me
%y weak ftars led me to, all my weak fortunes.
ho dares in all this prefence {peak, (¢that is
But man of flefh, and may be mortal) tell me,
1 do not motft entirely love this Prince,
And honour his full virtues ? -
King. Sure he’s pofiefs’d !
Pbi. Yes, with my father’ friﬁt. 1¢% here, O King!
A dangerous fpirit ; now he tells me, King, '
1 was a king’s heir, bids me be aking, o
And whifpers to me, thefe beall my fubjedis,
’Tis ftrange, he will not let me fleep, but dives -
Into my fancy, and there gives me fhapes
That kneel, and do me fervice, cry me king:
But I’ll fupprefs him ; he’s a faftious fpirit,
And will undo me. Noble Sir, your hand;
I am your fervant.
I(:‘ng. Away; I do not like this.
For thie time I pardon your wild fpeech,
] (Exennt King, Pha, Are. and traid,
Dion. See howhis fancy labours. Hashenot -
Spoke home, and bravely B? What & dangerous train pid
a 1
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Did he give fireto! How he fhook the King !
Made his foul melt within him, and his blood
Run into whey ! It'flood upon his brow,
Like a cold winter dew,
Pbhi, Gentlemen,
You have nofuit to me ; Iam nominion.’
You ftand, methinks, like men that would be courtiers,
If you could well be flatter’d at that price,
Not to updo your children. You’re all honeft.
Go, get you home again, and make your country
A virtuous court, to which your great ones may,
In their difeafed age, retire, and live reclufe.
Cle. How do you, worthy Sir ¢ .
Phi. Well, very well,
And fo well; that, if the King pleafe, I find
{ may live many years. .
Dion. The King muft pleafe,
Whilt we know what you are, and who you are,
Your wrongs and injuries.  Shrink not, worthy Sir,
But add yqur father. to you ; in whofe name
We’ll waken all the gods, and conjure up
‘The rods of vengeance, the abufed people,
Who, like to raging torrents, {hall {well high,
And fo begirt the dens of thefe male-dragons,
That, through the firongeft fafety, they fhall beg.
For mercy at your fword’s point. - '
Pbhi. Friends,nomore; -
Our ears may be corrupted. *Tis an age
We dare not truft our wills to. Do you love me 3
Thra, Do we love heav’n and honour ?
Phi, My Lord Dion, '
‘You had a virtuous gentlewoman call’d you father:
Is fhe yetalive ? )
Dion. Maft honour’d Sir, theis 3
And for the penance butof an idle dream,
Has undertook a tedious pitgrimage.
Euter a Lady.
Phi. Is it to me, or any of thefe gentlemen you come ?
Lady. To you, brave Lord ; the Princefs would.intreat
ur prefent company. '
Phbi. Kifs her fair hand, and fay, I will attend her.
Dion. Do you know what you do¢ 1’7
1Y
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Pbi. Yes; ‘go to fec a woman. :
Cler. Butdo you weigh the danger you are in ?
Phi, Danger in a fweet face! '
Her eye may fhoot me dead,-er thofe true red
And white friends in her face may, fteal my foul out g
There's all the danger in’t.  But be what may, :
HMer fingle name hath armed me. - [Exit, .
Dion. Goonj; .
And be as truly happy as thou art fearlefs.
Come, gentlemen, lec’s make our friends acquainted,
Left the King prove falfe.. [Exeunt, .

SCENE clanges s am’;tber apmm«d.

Enter Arethufa end a Lady,
Are. Comes he not ? .
Lady, Madam ? S
Are. Will Philafter come? - . :
Lady. Dear Madam, you were wont -
To credit me at firft. _
Are. But didft thou'tell me fo ?
1 am forgetful, and my woman’s.firength
Is fo o’ercharg’d with dangerlike to grow
About my marriage, that thefe under things
Dare not abide in fuch a troubled fea. .
How look’d he, when he told thee he would come ?
Lady. Why, well, :
Are. And not a little fearful 2
Lady. Fear, Madam ! fure he knows not what it is, . -
" Are. You are all of his-faétion ; the whole court.
Is bold in praife of him; whilft [ i
- May live neglcGed, and do noble things,
As fools in ftrife throw gold into the fea, ..
Drown’d in the doing. But I knew he fears. N
Lady. Fear, Madam ! Methought his looks hid morel .
Of love than fear. ‘
Are. Of love! to whom? To yeu ?
Did you deliver thofe plain words I fent .
With fuch a winning gefture, and quick look; -
That you have caught him-?
Lady. Madam, I mean to you.
Are. Of love to me t Alas! thy ignorancs -
Leu thee ot fee the crofles of our births,

B3 Narure,
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Nature, that loves not to be queftion’d why

She did or this, or that, but has her ends,

And knows fhe does well, never gave the world.
Two things fo oppofite, fo contrary,

As heand [ am.

Lady. Madam, I think I hear him.

- Are. Bring him in. . - [Exit Lady,
You gods, that would not have your dooms withit
Whofe holy wifdoms at this time it is ,
‘To make the paffion of a feeble maid
The way unto your juftice, I obey.
A{e-mmv Lady and Philafler.

Lady. 'Here is my Lord Philafter.

Are. Oh'! *tis welh
Withdraw yourfelf. [Exit Lady.

Phi, Madam, your meflenger . .

- . Made me believe you wifh’d to fpeak with me.

Are. *Tis true, Philafter.

Have you known, .

"That I have ought detracted from your worth 2
Have lin perfon wrong'd you? Or have fet
My bafer inftruments to throw difgrace

Upon your virtues *

Phi, Never, Madam, you. : ]

Are. Why then fhould you, in.fuch a public place,.
Injure a princefs, and a fcandal la
Upon my fortunes, ¢ fam’d to be fo great,’

Calling a great part of my dowry in queftion ?

Phi. Madam, ° this truth, which I fhall fpeak, wilk
¢ Foolith. But” for your fairand virtuousfelf, [feem
1 could afford myfelf to have no sight
To any thing gou wifh’d.

Are. Philafter, know,

I muft enjoy thefe kingdoms of Calabria
And Sicily. By fate, I die, Philafter,
3 1 not calmly may enjoy them both.

Pbi. I would do much to fave that noblelifes
Yet would be loth to have pofterity
Find in our ftories, that Philafter gave:

Mis right unto a fceptre and a crown,

‘Fo fave a lady’s longing.
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Are. Nay, then, hear ;
I muft, and will have them, and.more. .
Pbhi. What more ? Say, you would have my life
Why, I will give it you ; for it is of me
A thing fo loath’d and unto you that afk
Of fo poor ufe, I will unmov’dly hear.
Are. Fainwould I fpeak ; and yet the words are fuch
I have to fay, and do fo ill befeem .
‘The mouth of woman, that I with them faid,
And yetam loth to utter them, Oh, turn
Away thy face ! a little bend thy looks ¢
Spare, fpare me, Oh, Philatter!
Phi. What means this 2
Are. But that my fortunes hang upon this hour,
But that occafion urges me to fpeak,
And that perverfely to keep filence now
Would doom me to a life of wretchednefs,
I could not thus have fummon’d thee, to tell thee;
The thoughts of Pharamond are {corpions to me,,
More horrible than danger, pain, or death !
Yes—I muft bave thy kingdoms—muft have thee,
Phi, How, me!
Are. Thy love! without which, all the land
Difcovered yet, willferve me for no ufe,,
But to be buried in.
Pbi, 1s’t poffible?
Are, With it, it were too little to beffow
On thee. - Now, though thy breath may ftrike me dead,
{Which, know, it may) I have unripp’d my breaft.
Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble thoughts,
‘Fo lay a train for this cantemned life,
Which you may have for atking, Fo.fufpe&t
‘Were bafe, where I deferve noill. Love you!
By all my hopes, Ido, above my life.
But how this paffion fhould proceed from you
So violently.
dre. Another foul into my body fhot,
Could not have filI’d me with mose firength and fpirit,
‘Than this thy breath. But fpend not hafty time
In feeking how I came thus. ’Tis the gods,
‘The gods, that make me fo; andfure our love
Will be the nobler, and the betterblefs'd,

.
>
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Ju that the fecret juftice of the gods’

Is mingled with it. Let us leave and part,

Left {ome unwelcome gueft fhould fall betwixt.
Phi. "Twill beiill, -

I fhiould abide here long. )

Are. "Tis true, and worfe .
Youthould come often. How fhall we devife
'To hold inteligence, that our true loves,

On any new occafion, may agree,
‘What path is beft to tread.
Pki. 1 have a boy,
Sent by the gods, I hope,.to this intent,
Not yet feen in the ‘court. Hunting the buck,
I found him fitting by a fountain-fide,
Of which he borrow’d fome to quench his thirft,
And paid the nymph again as much in tears.
_ A garland lay by him, made by himfelf,

Of many feveral flowers, bred inthe bay,
Stuck in.that my#ic order, that the rarenefs
Delighted me; but ever when he turned
His tender eyes upon them, he would weep,,
As if he meant to make them grow again,
Seeing fuch pretty helplefs innocence
Dwell in his face, I atk’d him all his ftory ;
He told me, that his parents gentlesy’d,
Leaving him to the mercy of the fields, .
Which gave him roots ; and of the cryftal fprings,
Which did not ftop their courfes ; and the fun, .
Which fill, he thank’d him, yielded him his ligh ;.
Then took he up his garland, and did fhew
‘What every flower, as country people hold,
Did fignify ; and how all, ordered thus, '
Exprefs’d his grief ; and to my thoughts did read
‘The prettieft lecture of his country are
‘That could be with'd; fo that, methought, I could:
Have ftudied it. 1 gladly entertain’d him,
‘Who was as glad to follow ; and have got
The truftieft, loving’ft, and the gentleft boy,
That ever mafter kept. Himwill I fend .
To wait on you, and bear our hidden loxe.

Enter Lady,
-Are, *Tis well; na more.

3 Eadys
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Lady. Madam, the Prince is come to do you fervice.
Are. Whatwill you do,.Philafter, with -yourfelf ?
Dear, hide thyfelf. Bring in the Prince.
Phi. Hide me from Pharamond ! A
When thunder {peaks, which is the voice of Jove,
Though I do reverence, yet I hide me not.
Are, Then, good Philafter, give him {cope and way
In what he fays; for he is apt to fpeak
What you are loth to hear. For my fuke do
Phi. Twill.
Enter Pharamond. ;
Pha, My princely miftrefs, as true lovers ought,
I come to kifs thefe fair hands ; and fo fhew,
In outward ceremonies, the dear love
‘Writ in my heart. .
Pbi, If I fhall have an anfwer no direftlier,
. I am gone. .
Pha, Towhat would he have an anfwer ?
Are. To his claim unto the kingdom. -
Pha. 1 did forbear you, Sir, before the King.
Pbhi, Good Sir, do fo ftill ; I would hot talk with yous
Pha, But now the time is fitter,
Pbi, Pharamond,
1 loath to brawl with fuch a blaft as thou,
Who art nought but a valiant voice. But if
Thou fhalt provoke me further, men will fay, - o
‘Thou wert, and not lament it.
Pha. Do tyou flight
My greatnefs fo, and in the chamber of the Princefs ?
" "Phi. Itisa place, to which, I muft confefs,
1 owe areverence; but wer’t the church,
Ay, ar-the ajtar, there’s no place fo fafe,
Where thou dar’ft injure me, but I dare punifh thee,
¢ Farewel.’ © [Exite
Pha. Infolent boafter! offer but to mention
Thy right to apy kingdomn ——
Are. Let him go;
He is not worth your case.
Pha. My Arethufal :
1 hope our hearts are knit ; and yet fo flow
State ceremonies are, it may be long
Before aur handsbe fo, 1f then you pleafe,
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Being agreed in heart, let us not wait

For pomp and circumftance, but folemnize

A private nuptial,and anticipate

Delights, and fo foretafte our joys to come,
Are. My father, Sir, isall in all to me;

Nor can I give my fancy or my will

More {cope than he fhallwarrant. When he bids -

My eye look up to Pharamond for lord, —

1 know my duty ; but, till then, farewel. . [Exies
Pba.Nay, but there’s more in this—{fome happier man;

Perhaps Philafter——"Sdeath } let-me not thiok on’t—

She muft be watch’d—He too muftbe ta’en care of, .

Or all my hopes of her and empjre reft

Upon a fandy bottom—==—If fhe means

To wed me, well ; if not, I fwear revenge. .

{Exit,
Enp of the Finsr Act, ¢

A" c T lIa
" SCENE, an Apariment in the Palaces
Enf,zr Philafter and Bellario,

‘ PUILASTER. .
‘A ND thou fhalt find her honourable, boy 3
Full of regard unto thy tender youth.
For thine own modefty, and for my fake, .
Apter to give, than thouwils be to afk,
Ay, or deferve.
Bel: Sir, you did take me up
When I was nothing; and only yet am fomething,
By being yours.  You trufted me, unknown ;
And that which you are apt to conftrue now
A fimple innccence in me, perhaps '
Might have been craft, the cunning of a byy
Harden'd in lies and theft ; yet ventur’d you
To part my miferies and me ; .for which
I never can expe to ferve a lady,
That bears more honour in her breaft than you.
Phi. But, boy, it will prefer thee; thou art young,
Aad bear’ft a childifh, overflawing lave - Ta
) [ ]
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To them that clap thy cheeks, and fpeak thee fair.
But when thy judgment comes to rule thofe paffions,
Thou wilt remember beft thofe careful*friends,
“That plac’d-thee in the nobleft way of life.
She is a princefs I prefer thee to. )
Bel.. In that fmall time that I have feen the world,
-1 peverkn:wa man hafty te part with
A fervant he thought trufty. :I remember, N
My father would prefertheboys he kept
To greater men than he ; butdid it nor,
Till they were grown too faucy for himfelf.
Pbi. Why, gentleboy, I find no fault at all
In thy behaviour.
Bel. Sir, if 1 have made
A fauitof ignorance, inftru® my youth; .
-I fhall be willing, if not apt, to learn.
Age and experience will adorn my mind
With larger knowledge ; and if I have done
A wilful fault, think mie not paft all hope
For once. What mafter holds fo ftrict a hand
-Over his boy, that he will part with him -
Without one warning ? Let-me be correéted,
"‘To break my ftubbornnefs, if it befo, .
" “Rather than turn me off, and I fhall mend.
Phi. Thy love doth plead fo prettily to flay, -
That, truft me, I could weep to part with thee,
Alas, Ido not turn thee off ! thou know'ft,
Itis my bufinefs that doth call thee hence ;
And when thou art with her, thou dwell’ft with me,
Think fo, and *tisfo; and when time is full,
That thou haft well difcharg’d this heavy truft,
Laid on fo weak a one, I will again
With joy receive thee; as Ilive, I will:
Nay, weep not, gentle boy ; ’tis more than time
Thou didft attend the Princefs.
Bel. T am gone. :
But fince I am to part with you, my Lord,
And none knows whether I fhall live to do
More fervice for you, take this little prayer:
Heav’n blefs your loves, your fights, all your defigns 3
May fick men, if they have your with, be well ;
Aund Heav’n hate thofe you curfe, tho’ £ be oge. [Ex/:‘t.
Phi.
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Pbi. Thelove of boys unto their lordsis frange !
1 have read wonders of it: yet this boy,
For.my fake, if a man may judge by looks
And fpeech, would out-do ftory. I may fee :
A day to pay him for his loyalry. © [Exite

SCENE changes to Arethufa's Apartment,

Enter Arethufa and a Lady.

Are. Where’s the boy ? Where’s Bellario ?

Lady. Within, Madam. :

Are. Gave you him gold to buy him cloaths ?

Lady. 1.did. .

Are. And has he done’t?

Lady. Madam, not yet.

Are. *Tis a pretty, fad talking boy, is it not ?

Enter Galatea.

‘Oh, you are welcome ! What good news ?

Gal, As good as any one can tell your Grace,
‘That fays fhe has done that you would have wifh’d. .

Are. Hajt thou difcovered then?

Gal. I have. Your Prince, ;
Brave Phargmond,’s difloyal. '

Are. And with whom?

.Gal. Ev’n with the lady we fufpelt; with Megra.

¢ Are. Oh, where! and when?

¢ Gal. 1.candifcover all.’

Are. The King fhall know this ; and if deftiny,
To whom we dare not fay, It fhall not be,
Have not decreed it {oin lafting leaves,
‘W hofe fmalleft characters were never chang’d,
This hated match with Pharamond fhall break.
Run back into tlie prefence, mingle there
Again with other ladies ; leavc the reft

To me. " [Exit Gals
Where’s the boy 2 o
Lady. Within, Madam. .
Are. Go, call binbither. ' {Exit Lady;

Enter Bellario.
Why art thou ever melancholy, Sir? 2
You.are fad to change your fervice. Is't notfo? '
Bel. Madam, I have not chang’d ; 1 wait cn you, -~
To do him fervice.
Are,
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Are. Thou difclaim’ft inme. .
Tell me, Bellatio ; thou canft fing and play ?
Rel. If grief will give me leave, Madam, I can.
dre. Alas ! what kind of grief can thy years know 2
Had'tt a crofs mafter when thou went’it to {fchool ?
Thou art not capable of other grief.
Thy brows and cheeks are fmooth as waters be,
When no breath troubles them. Believe me, boy,
Care feeks out wrinkled brows, and hollow eyes,
And builds himfelf caves toabide in them,
Come, Sir, tell me truly, does your lord love me ?
Bel, Love, Madam ! I know not what itis.
dre. Cantt thou know grief, and never yet knew’ft love 2
Thou art deceiv’d, boy. Does he fpeak of me,
Asif he wifh’d me well ? ’
Bel, If it be love,
To forget all refpect of his own friends,
In thinking on your face ; if it be love,
To fit crofs-arm’d, and figh away the day,
Mingled with flarts, crying your name as loud
And haftily, as men 1’ the ftreets do fire ;
If it be love, to weep himfelf away,
When he but hears of any lady dead,
Or kill’d, becaufe it might have been your chance;
If, when he goes to reft, (which will not be)
*Twixt ev’ry prayer he fays, he names you once,
As others drop a bead, be to be in love,
Then, Madam, I dare fivear he loves you.
Are. Oh'! ,
You are a cunning boy, taught to deceive,
For your lord’s credit.” But thou know'tt, a falfehood
That bears this found, is welcomer to me,
Than any truth, that fuys, he loves me net.
Lead the way, boy. Do you attend me too ; .
"Tis thy lord’s bufinefs hattes me thus, Away. [Excunt,

SCENE changes to another Apartment in the Palace,

Enter Megra and Pharamond.
Mez. What then am I? A poor neglected ftale!
Have I then been an idle toying the,
To fool away an hour or two withal,
Aud then thrown by for ever?
. C P /)a4
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Pha. Nay, have patience.

Mcg. Patience! 1 fhall go mad! Why, I fhall be
A mark-for all the pages ot the court
To fpend their wit upon.

Pha. It fhall not be.
She whofe difhonour is not known abroad,
Is not at all dithonour’d.

Meg. Nor dithonour’d !
Have we then been {o chary of our fame,
So cautious, think you, in our courfe of love,
No blot of calumny has fall’n upon it ? Say,
What charm has veii’d Su‘picion’s hundred eyes,
And who fhall ftop the cruel hand of Scorn ?

Pha. Ceafe your complaints, reproachful and unkind !
What could Ido 7 Obedience to my father,

My country’s good, my plighted fai:h, my fame,
Each circum{tance of ftate and duty, afk’d
The tender of my hand to Arethufa,

Meg. Talk not of Arethufa! She, I know,
Would fain get rid of her moft precious bargains
She is for fofter dalliance ; fhe has got
A cherub, a young Hylas, an Adonis !

Pha. What mean you ?

M:g. She, good faith, hasher Bellario !

A boy—about eighteen—a pretty boy !

Why, this is he that muft, when you are wed,

Sit by your pillow, like a young Apollo,

Sing, play upon the lute, with handand voice

Binding your thoughts in {leep. She does provide him
Eor you, and for herfelf.

Pha. Injurious Megra!

Oh, 2dd not thame to fhame! To rob a lady
Ot her gocd name thus, is an heinous fin,
Not to be pardon’d : yet, though falfe as hell,
*Twill never be redeemn’d, if it be fown
Amongtt the people, fruitful to increafe

All evil they fhall hear,

DMeg. It fhall be known:

Nay, more, by Heav’n, ’tis true! a thoufand things
Speak it beyond all contradi@tion true.
Obferve how brave fhe keeps him : how he ftands
War aver at her becks  There’s not an hour,
Sacred



PHILASTER. 27

Sacred howe’er to female privacy,
But he’s admitted ; and in open court,
Their tell-tale eyes hold foft difcourfe together.
Why, why is all this ? Think you fhe’s content
To look upon him ?
Pha. Make it but appear,
That the has play’d the wanton with this fripling,
All Spain, as well as Sicily, fhall know
Her foul difhonour.  I'll difgrace her firft,
Then leave her to her fhame.
Mcg. You are refolv’d ?
Pla, Moft conflantly.
Meg. The reft remains with me.
I wili produce fuch proofs, that the fhall know
1did not leave our country, and degrade
Our Spaniih honour and nobility,
To ftand a mean attendant in her chamber,
With hoodwink’d eyes, and finger on my lips. :
What I have feen, T'll fpeak ; what known, proclaim ;
Her flory fhall be general as the wind, .
And fly as far. I will about it ftraight.
Expe&t news from me, Pharamond. ~ Farewel. [ Exit,
« _ Pha. True or not true, one way I like this well ;
For I fufpect the Princefs loves me not.
If Megra’s charge prove malice, her own ruin
Muft follow, and I'm quit of her for ever.
But if fhe makes fufpicions truths ; or if,
Which were as deep confufion, Arethufa
Difdain’d our proffer’d union, and Philafter
« Stand foremoft in her heart, let Megra’s charge
Wear but the femblance and the garb of truth,
They fhall afford me meafure of revenge.
L will look on with an indifterent eye,
Prepar’d for either fortune ; or to wed,
If he prove faithiful, or repulfe her fham’d. [Exi,,

SCENE, the Prefence Chamber,
Enter Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiline, Megra, and Galatea.

Dion. Come, ladies, fhall we talk a round ?
Gal, ’Tis late,
Meg. *Tis all
My eyes will'do, to lead me to my bed.
) Ca2 Enter
Q )
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Enter Pharamond.

Zhra. The Prince !

Pha. Not a-bed, ladies! You’re good fitters upe.
What think youof a pleafant dream, to laft
*Till morning ?

Enter Arethufa and Bellario. .

Are. *Tis well, my Lord 5 you’re courting of ladiess
Is’t not late, gentlemen ?

Cle. Yes, Madam.

Are. Wait you there. [ Exit Arethufa.

Mez. She’s jealous, as I live! Look you, my Lord,
The Princefs has a boy.

Pha. His form is angel-like.

Dion, Serves hethe Princefs ?

Thra, Yes;

Dion, ’Tis a fweet boy.

Pla. Ladies all, good reft, I mean to kill a buck
‘To-morrow morning, ere you’ve done your dreams.

: [ Exit Phar,
Meg. All happinefs attend your Grace. Gentlemen,
Gal. All good night, [good reft.

[Exeunt Gal. and Mege

Dion. May your dreams be true to you,
What fhall we do, gallants? *Tis late.” The King
Is up ftill.  See, he comes, and Arethufa
With him,

Enter King, Arethufa, amd Guard,

Kirg. Look your intelligence be true.

Are. Upon my life, it is.  And I do hope
Your Highnefs will not tie me to a man,
Thatin the heat of wooing throws me off,
An4 takes another,
" D'on. What fhould this mean ?

Kirg. If it be true,
That lady had much better have embrac’d
Curelefs difeafes. Get you to your reft,

: [Exeunt Are. and Bel,

You fhall be righted. Gentlemen, draw near,
Halfte, fome of you, and cunningly difcover
It Megra be in her lodging.

Cle, Sir,
She parted hence but now, with other ladies,

’I.ﬁgo
o
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King. 1would fpeak with her,
Dion. She’s here, my Lord.
Enter Megra.

King. Now, lady of honour, where’s your hénour
No man can fit your palate, but the Prince. [now ?
‘Thou troubled, fea of fin; thou wildernefs,.

Inhabited by wild affe@ions, tell me,

Had you none to pull on with your courtefies

But he that mutt be mine, and wrong my danghter &
By all the gods! all thefe, and all the court

Shall hoot thee, and break fcurvy jefts upon thee,
Make ribald rhimes, and fear thy name on walls.

Meg. I dare, my Lord, your hootings and your clamours,
Your private whifpers, and your broader fleerings,
Can no more vex my foul, than this bafe carriaye,
The poor deftruction of a lady’s honour,

The publifhing the weaknefs of a woman.
But I have vengeance yet in ftore for fome;
Shall, in the utmoft fcorn you can have of me,
Be joy and nourifhment. )

King. What means the wanton ?

D’ye glory in your fhame ?
Meg, 1 will have fellows,
Such tellows in’t, as fhall make noble mirth,
The princefs, your dear daughter, fhall ftand by me,
On walls, and fung in ballads, any thing.
King. My daughter !
Meg. Yes, your daughter, Arcthufa,
The glory of your Sicily, which I,
A ftranger to your kingdom, laugh to fcorn.
I know her fhame, and wi!l difcover all ;
Nay, will difhonour her. I know the boy
She keeps, a handfome boy, about eighteen ; .
¢ Know what fhe does with him, and where, and when.?
Coime, Sir, you put me to a woman’s madnefs,
‘The glory of afury. .
King. Whatboy's this
M:g. Alas, go.d -minded Prirce!
" You know not thefe things : I will make them plain,
I will not fallalone: what { have known
Shall be as publicas a prirt: ali toagues

Shall fpeak it, as they dnCrhe language they
3

Are
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Are born in, as free and commonly : I’ll fet it

Like a prod gious ftar, forall to gazeat; -

And that fo high and glowing, other realms,

Foreign and far, fhall read it there ; and then

Behold the fall of your fair princefs too. [Exite
King. Has fhe aboy ?

. Cle. So, pleafe your grace, I've feen
A boy wait on her, a fair boy.
King. Away ; I’d be alone. Go, get you to your

quarters, - : [Exeunta
Manet King.

You gods, I fee, that who unrighteoufly

Holds wealth or ftate from others, fhall be curft

In that which meaner men are bleft withal ;

Ages to come fhall know no mate of him

Left to inherit, and his name fhall be

Blotted from earth, If he have any child,

It fhall be crofsly match’d.  The gods themfelves

Shall fow wild ftrife between her lord and her ;

Or fhe fhall prove his curfe who gave her being.

Geds! if it be your wills—But how can 1

Look to be heard of gods, who muft be juft,

Praying upon the ground I hold by wrong 2 [Exits

Enp of the Seconp Act,.

ACT II.
. SCEN E, TkeCourt:
Enter Philafter,

PuiLAsTER.

H, that Thada fea .
O Within my breaft, to quench the fire I feel ¢
‘More circumftances will but tan this fire.

Tt more affli&ts me now, to know by whom
This deed is done, than fimply that "tis done.
Woman, frailfex! the winds that are let loofe
From the four feveral corners of the earth,
And fpread themfelves all over fea and land,
Kifs not a chafte one! Taken with her boy !
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Oh, that, like beafts, we could not grieve ourfelves
With what we fee not ! Bulls and rams will fight
To keep their females flanding in their fight ;
But take ’em from them, and you take at once.
~Their {pleens away ; and they will fall again.
Unto their paftures, growing frefh and fat;
And tafte the water o? the fprings as fweet
As ’twas before, finding no ftartin fleep.
But miferable man—See, fee, you gods,
, [Seeing Bellario at a diffance,
He walks flill! and the face you let him wear
When he was innocent, is ftill the fame,
Notblafted. Isthis juftice? Do you mean
To intrap mortality, that you allow
Treafon fo {mooth a brow ?
Enter Bellario,
1 cannot now .
Think he is guilty.
Bel. Health to you, my Lord!
The princefs doth commend her love, her life,
And this unto you. [Gives aletters
Phi. Oh, Bellario! - .
Now I perceive fhe loves me; fhe does thew it
In loving thee, my boy ; fhi’as made thee brave.
Bel. My Lord, fhe has attired me paft my with,
Paft my defert ; more fit for her attendant,
Though far unfit for me, who do attend.
Phi. Thou art grawn courtly, boy. O, letall women,

[Rfadio

That love bldck deeds, learn todiffemble here !
Here, by this paper the does write to me,
As if her heart were mines of adamant
To all the world befides ; but, unto me
A maiden fnow that melted with my looks.
Tell me, my boy, how doth the princefs ufetheed
For I fhall guefs her love to me by that.

Bel. Scarce like her fervant, but as if I were
Something allied to her, or had preferv’d
Her life three times by my fidelity :
As mothers fond da ufe their only fons ; -
As I'd ufe one that’s left unto my truft,
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For whom my life fhould pay, if he met harm ;
So fhe does ufe me. '

Phi. Why, this iswondrous well :

But what kind language does fhe feed thee with ?

Bel. Why, fhe gocs tell me, the will truft my youth
With all her loving fecrets ; and does call me
Her pretty fervant; bids me weep no more
For leaving you ; fhe’il fee my fervices=
Rewarded ; ‘and fuch words of that foft firain,
That I am nearer weeping when fhe ends
‘Than ’ere fhe fpake.

Phi, This is much better ftill,

Bel. Are you notill, my Lord?

Pbhi, 11" No, Bellario.

Bel, Methinks your words :

Fall not from off your tongue fo evenly,
Nor is there in your looks that quietnefs,
That I was wont to fee. "

Phi. ‘Thou art deceiv’d, boy :

And fhe ftroaks thy head ?
. Bel. Yes.

Pbi. And does clap thy cheeks ? -

Bel. She does, my Lord.

Pbhi. And fhe doeskifs thee, boy ¢ ha!

Bel. How, my Lord !

Pbhi. Shekiffes thee ?

Bel. Not fo, my Lord.

_Phi. Come, come, I know fhe does.
. Bel. No, by my life.

Phi, Why, then, fhe does not love me. Come, fhe does,
Ibade herdoit; I charg’d her by all charms
Of love between us, by the hope of peace
We fhould enjoy, to yield thee all delights.
‘Tell me, gentle boy,

Isthe not paft compare? Is not her breath
Sweet as Arabian winds, when fruits are ripe ?
Is fhe not all alafting mine ot joy ?

Bel. Ay, now I fece why iny difturbed thoughts
Were fo perplex’d.  When firit I went to her, |
My heart held augnry ; you are abus’d ;

Some villain has abus’d you: 1do fee

Whereto you tend, Fall rocks upon his head, .
4 That
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That put this to you ! ’tis fome fubtle train,
To bring that noble frame of yours to nought.
Phi. Thou think’ft I will be angry with thee ; come,
Thou fhalt know all my drift : I hate her more
Than I love happinefs ; and plac’d thee there,
"To pry with narrow eyesinto her deeds.
"Haft thou difcover’d ? Is fhe fall’n to luft,
As1 would with her? Speak fome comfort to me.
Bel. My Lord, you did miftake the boy you fent :
Had fhe a fin that way, hid from the world,
Beyond the name of fin, I would not aid
Her bafe defires ; but what I came to know
As fervant to her, I would not reveal,
To make my life laft ages.
Phi, Oh, my heart!
This is a falve worfe than the main difeafe.
Tell me thy thoughts; for I will know the leaft -
That dwells within thee, or will rip thy heart
Toknow it; I will fee thy thoughts as plain
As I do now thy face.
Bel. Why, fo you do.
She is (for ought I know) by all the gods,
As chafte as ice ; but were fhe foulas hell,
And 1 did know it thus, the breath of kings,
The points of fwords, tortures, nor bulls of brafs,
Should draw it from me.
Phi. Then it is notime
To dally with thee; I will take thy life,
For I do hate thee ; I cou’d curfe thee now.
Bel. If youdo hate, you could not curfe me worfe 3
The gods have not a punithment in ftore
Greater for me, than is your hate.
Phi. Fie, fie!
So young and fo diffembling ! Tell me when
And where thou didft poffefs her, or let plagues
Fall on me ftrait, if I deftroy thee not !
Bel. Heav’n knows, I neverdid: and when I lie
To fave my life, may I live long and loath’d !
Hew me afunder, and, whilft I can think,
I'll love thofe pieces you have cut away
Better than thofe that grow ; and kifs thofe limbs,
Becaufe you made them fo.

Phi,
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Phi. Fearft thou not death ?-
Can boys contemn that?
_ Bel. Oh, what boy ishe
Can be content to live to be a man,
That fees the beft of men thus paffionate,
‘Thus without reafon ?
Phi. Oh, but thou doft not know
What ’tis to die.
Bel. Yes, Ido know, my Lord ;
*Iis lefs than to be born ; a lafting fleep,
A quiet refting from all jealoufy ;
A thing we alk purfue: I know, befides,
It is but giving over of a game
That muft be loft. .
Phi. But there are pains, falfe boy,
For perjur’d fouls ; think but on thefe, and then
Thy heart willmelt, and thou wilt utter all,
Bel. May they fall all upon me whilft Ilive,
If I be perjur’d, or have ever thought
Of that you charge me with ! If I be falfe,
Send me to fuffer in thofe punifhments
You fpeak of; killme. ‘
Phi, Oh, what fhou’d I do ?
Why, who can but believe him ? He does {wear
So earneftly, that if it were not true,
The gods would not endure him.. Rife, Bellario ;
Thy proteftations are fo deep; and thou
Dot look fo truly, when thour uttereft them,
That though I know ’em falfe, as were my hopes,
camnot urge thee further: but thou wert -
To blame toinjure me, for I muft love
Thy honeft looks, and take ne vengeance on
Thy tender youth. A love from me to thee
Is firm whate’er thou doft. It troubles me,
That I have call’d the blood out of thy cheeks,
That did fo well become them. But, good boy,
Let me not fee thee more : fomething 1s done,
That will diftra&t me, that will make me mad,
1f I behold thee; if thou tender’t me,
Let me not fee thee.,
Bel, 1 will fly as far
As there is morning, ’ere I give diftafte
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“To that moft honour’d mind. But through thefe tears,

Shed at my hopelefs parting, 1 can fee

A world of treafon practis’d upon you,

And her, and me. Farewel, for evermore!

If you fhall hear, thatforrow ftruck me dead,

And after find me loyal, let there be

A tear fhed from you in my memory,

And I fhall reft at peace. [Exit Bel,
Phi. Blefling be with thee,

Whatever thou deferv’ft! Oh, where fhall 1

Eafe my breaking heart? Nature, too unkind,

That gave no medicine for a troubled mind! [Euxit Phils

SCENE, -Arethufa’s Apartment.

) Enter Arethufa.
Are. 1 marvel, my boy comes not back again,
But that | know my love will queftion him
Opver and over ; how I flept, wak’d, talk’d !
How 1 remembered him, when his dear name '
Was laft fpoke ! ¢ and how, when I-figh’d, wept, fung,”
And ten thoufand fuch ! I fhould be angry at his ftay.
Enter King.
King. What, at your meditaticns! Who attends you?
Are. None but my fingle felf; I need no guard ;
1 do no wrong, nor tear none.
King. Tell me, have you not a boy ?
Are. Yes, Sir.
King. Whatkind of boy ?
Are. A page, a waiting-boy.
King. A handfomeboy? |
Are. I think he be not ugly ;
Well qualified, and dutiful, I know him;
1 took him not for beauty. .
King. He fpeaks, and fings, and plays ?
Are. Yes, Sir.
King. About eighteen ?
Are. 1 never afk’d his age.
King. Is he full of fervice ?
Are. By your pardon, why do you atk ?
King. Put him away.
Are. Sir ! -
K'ing.
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King, Puthim awa‘y ; "has done you that good fervice
Shames me to fpeak of. - ‘
Are. Good Sir, let me underftand you,
King, If youfear me,
Shew it in duty ; putaway that boy.
Are. Let me have reafon for it, Sir, and then
Your will is my command.
King. De you not blufh to afk it ? Caft him off,
- Or I fhall do the fame to you.. ¢ You’reone
¢ Shame with me, and fo near unto myfelf,
¢ That,” by my life, I dare not tell myfelf
What you have done.
4re. What have I done, my Lord ?
- King. Underftand me well ; : -
There be foul whifpers flirring—Caft him off,
And fuddenly do it. Farewel. [E#it Kings
Are. Where maya maiden live fecurely free, :
Keeping her honour fafe? Not with the living :
‘They feed upon opinions, errors, dreams, ,
And make ’em truths. They draw a nourifhment
Out of defamings, grow upon difgraces,
And when they fee a virtue fortified
Strongly above the battery of their tongues,
Oh, how they caft to fink it: and defeated
(Soul-fick with poifon) ftrike the monuments
Where noble names lie fleeping !
Enter Philafter. .
Phi. Peaceto your faireft thoughts, my deareft miftrefs!
Are. Oh, my dear fervapt, 1 have a war within me.
Pbi. He muft be more than man, that makes thefe
Run into rivers, Sweeteft fair, the caufe ? [cryftals
And as Iam your flave, ¢ tied to your goodnefs,
¢ Your creature made again from what I was,
¢ And newly fpirited,” I'll right your honours.
Are. Oh, my beftlove; that boy! :
Phi. What boy ?
Are. The pretty boy you gave me ——————
- Phi. Whatof him ?
Are, Muft be no more mine.
Phi. Why ?
Are. They are jealous of him,
Phi. Jealous! who ?
dre,
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Are. TheKing.
Péi, Oh, my fortune !
Then ’tis noidle jealoufy. Let him go.
Are. Oh, cruel, -
Are you hard-hearted tos? Who thall now tell you,
How much I lov’d you ? Who fhall {wear it to you,
" And weep the tearsI fend ¥ Who fhall now bring you
Letters, rings, bracelets, lofe his health in fervice ?
_ Wake tedious nights in ftories of your praife
¢ Who now fhall fing your crying clegies,
¢ And ftrike a fad foul into fenfelefs pictures,
¢ And make them mourn > Who fhall take up hislute, *
And touch it, till he crown a filent fleep
Upon my eye-lid, making me dream and cry,
Oh, my dear, dear Philafter.
Pbhi. Oh, my heart! | ]
Would he had brokenthee, that made thee know
This lady was not loyal ! Mittrefs, forget
Theboy, I'll find thee 2 far better one.
- dre, Oh, never, never, fuch a boy again,
As my Bellario.
Phi. Tis but your fond affection.
Are. With thee, my boy, farewel for ever
All fecrecy in fervants : farewel faith,
And all defire to do well for itfelf:
Letall that fhall fucceed thee, for thy wrongs,
Sell and betray chafte love ! S
Phi, And all this paflion for a boy ?
Are. He was yourboy ; you gave him to me, and
The lofs of fuch muft have a mourning for:
Pbhi. Oh, thouforgetful woman !
Are. How, my Lord ?
Phi. Falfe Arethufa !
Hatft thou a medicine to reftore my wits,
When I have loft 'em ? If not, leave to talk,
And to do thus. :
Are. Do what, Sir? ¢ Would you fleep ?*
Pbi. ¢ For ever, Arethufa,” Oh, you gods!
Give me a worthy patience : have I ftood
Naked, alone, the thock of many fortunes ?
Have I feen mifchiefs numberlefs and mighty
Grow like a fea upon me? Have I taken -
- - D Danger
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Danger as ftern as death into my bofom,
And laugh’d upon it, made it but a mirth,
And flungit by ? Do I live now like him,
Under this tyrant king, that languifhing
Hearg his fad bell, and fees his mourners? Do I
Bear all this bravely, and muft fink at length
Undera woman’s falfehood ? Oh, that boy,
‘That curfed boy ! None buta villain boy,
'To wrong me with! .

«fre. Nay,then I am betray’d;
I feel the plot cait for my overthrow ;
Ob, I am wretched !

Phi. Now you may take that littleright [ have.
To this poor kingdom : giveit to your boy ! .-
For I have nojoy init. Some far place .
Where never womankind durft fet her foot,

For burfting with her poifons, muft I feek,
And live to curfe you :
There dig a cave, and preach to birds and beafts
What woman is, and help to fave them from you,
How heav’n is in your eyes, butin your hearts
More hell than hell has; how your tongues, like fcorpions,
‘Both heal and foifon: how your thoughts are woven
With thoufand changes in one fubtle web,
And worn fo by you. How that foolith man,
That reads the flory of a woman’s face,
And dies believing it, is loft forever.
Hoiw allthe good you have is but a fhadow,
I’th’ morning with you, and“at night behind you,
Pait and forgotten. How yourvows are froft,
Fatt for anight, and with the next fun gone,
.How you are, being taken all together, )
A mere confufion, and fo dead a chaos, -
That love cannot diftinguifh. Thefe fad texts,
“Till my laft hour, I am bound to utter of you.
So farewel all my woe, all my delight ! (Exit.

Are. Be merciful, ye gods, and firike me dead,
What way have I deferv’d this ? - Make my breaft
Tranfparent as pure cryftal, that the world,

Jealous of me, may fee the fouleft thought

My heart holds. Where fhall a woman turn her eyes,

To find out conftancy ? ¢ Save me,’ how ¢black,’ -
' ’ Enter
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- Enter Bellario,
¢ And’ guiltily, methinks, that boy looks now !
Oh, thou diffembler, that, before thou fpak’ft,
Wertin thy cradie falfe! Sent to make lies,
And betray innocents ; thy Lord and thou
May glory in the athes of a maid
Fool'd by her paffion ; but the coriqueft is
Nothing fo great as wicked. Fly away,
Let my command force thee to that, which {hame
Should do withoutit. If thou underfloodft’
The loathed office thou haft undergone,
Why; thou wouldft hide thee under heaps of hills,
Left men fhould dig and find thee.
Bel, Oh, what god. )
Angry with men, hath fent this ﬁran ge dnfcafe
Into the nobleft minds ? Madam, this grief
You add unto me is no more than drops
“To feas, for which they are not {een to fwell
My lord hath ftruck his anger through my heart,
And let out all the hope of future joys ;
You need not bid me fly ; I come to part,
To take my lateft leave.
1 durft not run away in honetty,
From fuch a lady, like a boy thak ftole,
Or made fome grievous faule, Farewel! The gods .
" Affift you in your fuff’rings ! Hafty time’
"Reveal the truth to your abufed lord,
" Andmine ; that he may know your worth ! Wlulﬁ I
Go feek out fome forgotten place to die. (Exit.
Are. Peace guide thee ! thou haft dverthrown me once,
Yet, if I had another heaven to lofe,
Thou, or anothervillain, with thy looks,
Might talk me putof it.
Enter a Lady.
Lady. Madam, the King would hunt, and calls for yon
With earneftnefs,
Are. 1attend him.,
Diana, ifthou canft rage with a maid,
As with a2 mas, let me difcover thee
Bathing, and turn me to a fearful hind,
That I may die purfu’d by cruel hounds,
And have my flory written in my wounds. - [ Excun,
END of the THirD AcT. ’
D ACT
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SCENE, o Wad.
Enter Philafter.

PuILAsTER. .
H, that I had been nourifh’d in thefe woods
With milk of goats, and acorns, and not known

The right of crowns, nor the difilembling trains
Of women’s looks ; butdigg’d myfelfa cave,
¢ Where I, my fire, my cattle, and my bed,
¢ Might have been fhut together in one fhed ;°
And then had taken me fome mountain girl,
. Beaten with winds, chafte as the harden’d rocks
Whereon fhe dwells; that might have ftrew’d my bed
With leaves, and reeds, and with the fkins of beafts
Our neighbours ; ¢ and have borne at her big breafts
¢ My large coarfe iffue !’ This had been a life
Free frof vexation!
: Enter Bellario.

Bel. Oh, wicked men !
An innocent may walk fafe among beafts :
Nothing affaults me here. See, my griev'd lord
Looks as his foul were fearching out the way
To leave hisbody. Pardon me, that mytt
Break thro’ thy laft command ; for I muft {peak :

You, thatere griev’d, can pity ; hear, my Loxd.
* __Pbi. Istherea creature yer fo miferable,
That I'can pity ?°

Bel, Oh, my noble Lord, -
View my. ftrange fortupe, acd beftow on me,
According to your bounty (if my fervice
Can merit nothing) fo much as may ferve’
‘To keep ¢hat little piece I hold of life
From cold and hunger.

Pbhi. Is it thou ? ¢ Begone !*
Go, fell thofe mifbefeeming cloaths thou wear'tt,
And feed thyfelf with them. '

__Bel. Alas! my Lord, I can getnothing for them ;.
Thefilly country people think ’sis treafon
‘Ta touch fuch gay things. . Pis
e
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Phi. Now, by my life, thisis
Unkindly done, " to vex me with thy fight ;

Thou’rt fall’n again to thy diflembling trade :

How fhouldft thou think to cozen me again ?

Remains thereyet a plague untry’d for me ? .
Ev’n fo thou wept’tt, and look’d’#, and {pok’ft, when firft

I took thee vp: curfe on the time ! If thy -
Commanding tears can work on any other,

Ufethy old art, I’ll not betray it. ~ Which

Way wilt thou take, thatl may fhun thee ? for

Thine eyes are poifon unto mine; and ]

Am loth to grow inrage. This way, or that way ?

Bel, Any willferve. But I will chufe to have
That path in chace that leads unto m y grave.

. ) : [ Exeunt feverally,
Enter Dion and the Woodmen.

Dion. This is the frangeft fudden chance! You,
woodman !e—— ,

1 Wood. My Lord ¢ Dion.’ -

Dion. Saw you a lady come thig way on a fable horfe
ftudded with fars of white ?

2 Wood. Was the not ‘young ‘and tall »°

Dion. Yes. Rodeghe to the wood, or to the plain ¥

2 Wood. Faith, my Lord, we faw noae. [Exexat Wood.

Dion. Pox of your queftions then !

- Enter Cleremont.

What, is the found ?

Cle. Nor will be, I think. There’s already a thoy-
fand fatherlefs tales amongit us ; fome. fay, her horfe' run
away with her; fome, a wolf purfued her; others, ie
was a plot to kill her ; and that armed men were feen in
the wood : but, queftionlefs, the rode away willingly.

Enter King and Thrafilipe,

King. Whereis fhe ?

Ck. Sir, Icannottell,

King. How isthat ?

Sir, fpeak you where fhe is.

Dion. Sir, 1do nor know. ~

King. You have betray’d me, - you have let me lof
The jewel of my life. Go, bring) her me, ¢
And fet her here before me; ’tis the King
Will bave itfo, Alas! what are we kings 2 :

- Dj; ' Why

’



s PHILASTER

Why do you, gods, place us above the reft ;
‘To be ferv'd, flatter™d, and ador’d, till we .
Believe we hold within our hands your thunder :
And when we come to try the pow’r we have,
There's nota leaf fhakes at our-threatenings.
1 have fum’d, ’tis true, and here ftand to be punith'd ;
. Yet would not thus be punith’d.
Enter Pharamond azd Galatea.
King. What, is fhe found ? ‘
Pha. No, we have ta’en ber horfe.
He gallop’d empry by ; - there is fome treafon :
You, Galstea, rode with her into the wood ; why left you,
.Gal, She did command me, o - [her 2
King. You’reall cunning to obey us for our hurt; .,
Buot I will have her. :
Run all, difperfe yourfelves ; the man thatfinds her,
Or (if the be kill'd) the traitor ; I'll make him great.
Pha. Come, let us feek,
King. Each man a feveral way; here I myfelf.

{Exeunt.
SCENE, Another Part of the Wood. :

Emer Avethufa.

Are. Where am 1 now ? Feet, find me outa way,
Without the counfel of my troubled head;
T’11 follow you boldly sbout thefe weoods, .
O’er mountains, thorough brambles, pits, and floods :
Heaven, I hope, willeafe me. I am fick.

Enter Bellario.

Bel. Yonder’s g lady ; heav’n knows, I want nothing,’
Becaufe I do not with telive; yetI
Will try her charity. 'Ohear, you that have plenty, :
And from that flowing ftore, drop fome ondry ground : fee,
‘The lively red is gone to guard herheart; [ She faints.
1 fear, the faints. Madam, look up ; -fhe’breathes not ;
Open once more thofe rofy twins, and fend
Unto my Lord, your lateft farewel ; Oh, fhe ftirs :
How is 1t, Madam ? Speak fome comfort.

Are. *Tis not gently done,
‘To put me in a miferable life,
And hold me there ; I praythee, let me go,
1 fhall do beft without thee ; I am well,

~

'-Egr_e;
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: Enter Philafter. S

Pbi. I'am to blame to be fo much in rage: e
I’il tell her coolly, when and where I heard ' >
‘This killing truth, I will be temperate .
In fpeaking, and as juft in hearing it. [good gods,

Oh, monftrous ! [ Seeing them,] Tempt me not,.ye gods!-
Tempt not a frailman! what’s he, that has a beart,
But he mufteafe ichere?
Bel. My Lord, help the Princefs.
Are. 1am well, forbear.. ; .
Pbi. Let me love lightning, let mebe embracd.
And kifs’d by fcorpions, or adore the eyes
Of baflliks, rather than truft the tongues
Of hell-bred women! Some good gods loak down,
And fhrink thefe veins up ; ftick me here afione, .
Lafting to ages in the memo :
Of this damn’d act! Hear me, you wicked ones’] -
You have put'hills of fire intothis breaft, -
Not tobe quench’d with teats ; for-which may gule -
Sit:on your bofoms ! at your.meals, and beds,
Defpair await {ou ! What, before.my face ?
Poifon of afps between your lips! Difeafes
. Beyourbeftiflues! Nature make ascurfe,
And throw it on you ! o .
Are. Dear Philafler, leave
To be enrfag'd, snd hear me.
-Phi. Thavedone :
Forgive my paffion. Not the calmedfea,
When Zolus locks up.his windy twood, oo
Is lefs difturb’@than I. 1'll.make you know it. >
Dear Arethufa, do but take this fiword, o
And fearch how temperate a heart I have;
Thren you, and this your boy, may live and reign
In fin, ‘withoutrcontroul. Wilt thou, Bellario ¢
I prythee, kill me;. ¢ thou art poor, and mey’ft
¢ Nourifh ambitious thoughts, when I am dead:
¢ This way were freer.’
Are, Killyou!
Bel. Not for a world.
N Pbi. 1 -blame not thee,
Bellario ; thou haft done but that which :gods
Would have-uransform’d themfelves todo ! ¢ Begane,

¢ Leave
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¢ Leave me without reply ; this is the laft
_ ¢ Of all our meeting. Kill me with this fword !’
¢ Be wife, or worfe will follow ; we are two
¢ Earth cannot bearat once.” Réfolve to do, or fuffer.

Are. If my fortunes be fo good to let me fall
Upon thy hard, I fhall have peace in death.

Yet tell me this, will there be no flanders,
No jealoufies in the other world, no ill there?

Phi. None. g ‘

Are. Shew me then theway.

Phi.' Then guide '

My feeble hand, you that have pow’r to doit !
For I muft perform a piece of juftice. If your youth
Have any way offended heav’n, let pray’rs
Short and, effectual reconcile you to it.
Enter a Country Fellow. -

Coun. DIl fee'the King if he be in the foreft; I have
hinted him thefe two hours; if I fhould come home
and not fee him, my fifters would laugh at me.
There’s a courtier with his fword drawn, by this hand,
upon a woman, I think. :

Are.-1 am prepar’d.

Phi. Are you at peace?

Are. With heav’n and earth, :

Phi. May they divide thy foul and body !

Coun. Hold, daftard ! offer to ftrike 2 woman !

[ Preventing him,

Phi, Leave us, good friend. .

Are. Whatill-bred man art thou, thus to intrude thy-
¢ "Updn our privase fports, our recreations * * (felf

Coun. 1 underftand you not ; but I koow the knave
wou’d have hurt-you. ' :

Pbi. Purfue thy own affairs; itwill be ill Fme to.
‘To multiply blood upon my head, which thou wilt force

Coun. 1'know not your rhetorick ; but I can lay it on,
if you offer to touch the woman. '

Phi. Slave, take what thou deferv’ft. [They fight.

Are. Heav’ns guard my Lord ! A

Bel, Unmanner'd boor !—my Ldrd !——

Interpofing, is wounded,

Phi, 1 hear the tread of people :[ I acz {;ﬁg"t.

The gods take part againft me, cou’d this boor
‘ X Have
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Have held me thuselfe? I muft fhift for life,

Though I do loath it. (Ex. Phil .;md Bel.
Coun. 1 cannot follow the rogue. '

Enter Pharamond, Dion, Clerement, Thrafiline, and
oodmen.
Pha. What art thou ? .
Coun. Almolt KilI'dI am for a foolilh woman ; 2 knave
would have hurt her, ,
. Pha. The princefs, gentlemen !
Dioa. *Tis above wonder ! Who fhould. dare do this ?

Pha. Speak, villain, who would have hurt the Prin~
Coun. Is it the Princefs ? [cefse
Dion. Ay. . .

Coxn, Then I have feen fomething yet.

Pha. But who would have hurt her?

LCoun. 1 told you, a rogue ;” I ne’er faw him before, I.

Pha. Madam, who was it ?

Are. Some dithoneft wretch ;

Alas! 1know him not, and do forgive him.

Coxn. He’s hurt himfelf, and foundly too, he cans
not go far ; I made my father’s eld fox fly about his ears.

Pba. Hew will you have me kill him ?

" dre. Notatall, -
*Tis fome diftralted Fellow,
If you dotake him, bring him quick to me,
And! will ftydy fora punifbment, .
Grreat as his %ault. '

Pha. Iwill,

Are. But fwear.

Pbha. By all my love, I will:

Woodmen, conduét the Prince(s to the King,
And bear that wounded fellow unto drefling :
Comé, gentlemen, we’ll follow the chace clofe.
{£x. Are. Pha. Dion. Cle. Thra. and 1 Woodman, -

Coun. 1 pray you, friend, let me fee the King.

2 Woed. That you fhall, and receive thaaks. .
Caun. 1f 1 getclear of this, I'll go fee no more gay
fights. : [Exeunts

SCENE, another Par:t of the Weod.
. Enter Bellario, avith a fcarf.
"8Bel. Yes, Iam hurt; and would to heav’n it were
A deach’s wound to me! I am faint and weak R
With
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With lofs of blood : my fpirits ebb a-pace :
A heavinefs near death fits on my brow,
And I muftfleep: bear me, thou gentle bank,
For ever, if thou wilt; you fweet onés all,
Let me unworthy prefs you : I cou’d wifh,
- I-rather were a corfe ftrew’d over with you,
" Thao quick above you. ¢ Dulnefs fhuts mine eyes,.
¢ And I am giddy.” Oh! thatI could take
So found a fleep, that I might never wake.
Enter Philafter.
" Phi. T have done ill ; my confcience calls me falfe.
‘What ftrike at her, that would not ftrike at me !
. When I did fight, methought, I heard her pray
‘The gods to guard me. . She may be abue’cf, ‘
“"And I aloathed villain, If fhe be,
She'll not difcover me ; the flave has wounds,
And cannot follow, neither knows he me.
Who's this ? Bellario fleeping ! If thou beeft
Guilty, there is no juftice that thy fleep
Should be fo found ; and mine, whom thou haft wrong'd,
So bfokeh.  ° e :
Bel. Whois there ? My Lord Philafter !
' : A cry within,
Hark ! Youarepurfu'd; fly, fly my Lord! and fave
Yourfelf.
Phi, How'sthis! would't thou I thould be fafe ?
Bel. Elfe were it vain for me tolive, Oh, feize,
My Lord, thisoffer’d means of your efcape!
The Princefs, I am fure, will ne’er reveal you ;
They have no mark to know you, but your wounds ;'
_ 1, coming in betwixt the boor and you,
Was wounded too. To ftay the lofs of blood
I did bind on this fcarf, which thus
- Itear away. Fly! and ’twill be believed
*Twas I affail’d the Princefs.
Phi. O heavens ! '
What hait thoudone ? Art thou then trye to me ?
Bel. Orlet me perifh loath’d! ComeAny good-Lord,
Creep in amongft thofc buthes. Who does know, -
But that the gods may fave your much-lov’d breath ?
Phi. Oh, % fhall die for grief! What wilt thoudo?
Bel. Shift fot myfelf well : peace, I hear’em come !
. - Within



PHILASTER 47
Within. Follow, follow, follow ; that way they went,
Bel. With my own wounds I'll bloody my own fword !
1 need not counterfeit to fall ; heav’n knows
. “That I can ftand no longer. .

Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiline, %,

Pba. To this place we have track’d him by his blood,
‘Cle. Yonder, my Lord, creeps one away..
Dion. Stay, Sir, what are you?
Bel. A wretched creature wounded in thefe woods
By beafts ! relieve me, if your names be men,:
Or I fhall perifh !
Dion. This is he, my Lord, :
Upon my foul, affail’d her ; ’tis the boy,
That wicked boy, that ferv’d her.
Pha. Oh, thou wretch!
W hat caufe could’ft thou fhape
‘To hurt the Princefs ?
Bel. Then I am betray’d.
Dion. Betray’d! no, apprehended.
Bel. 1 confefs,
Urge it po more, that, bigwith evil thoughts,
I fet upon her, and did make my aim
Her death. For charity, let fall atonce
The punifhment you mean, and do not load
This weary flefh with tortures!
Pba. 1 will know
Who hir'd thee to this deed.
XBel. My own revenge,
Pba. Revenge, for what ?
" Bel. 1t pleas’d her to receiyve
Me as her Kage, and, when my fortunes ebb’d,
“That men firid o’er them carelefs, fhe did hower
Her welcome graces on me, and did fwell”
My fortunes, till they overflow'd their banks,
‘Threat’ning the men that croft ’em ; when, as fwift
As ftorms arife at fea, fhe turn’d her eyes
To burning funs upon me, anddiddry
The ftreams fhe had beftow’d, leaving me worfe,
And more conternn’d than other little%rooks,
Becaufe I had been great. In fhort, I knew
1 I could

~
\
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Icould not live, and therefore did defire
To diereveng'd.
. Pha. If tortures can be found,
Long as thy natural life, prepare to feel
The utmott rigour.. :
Cle. Help to lead him hence.

. : Philafter comes forth,

Phi, Turn-hack, you ravifiters of innocence !
Know ye the price of that you bear away -
So rudely ?

Pha. Who'sthat? -

Dion. 'Tis the Lord Philafter, -

Phi. ’Tis not the treafure of alkkings in one,
The wealth of Tagus, nor the rocks of pearl
That pave the court of Neptune, can weigh down
That virtue. It was I affail’d the Princefs.

Place me, fome god, upon # pyramid,

Higher than hills of earth, and lend a voice
Loud as your thunder to me, that from thenee
1 may difcourfe to all the'under-world

The worth that dwellsin him !

Pha. How’s this?

Bel. My Lord, feme man
Weary of life, that weuld be glad to dfe.

Phi. Leave thefe untimely courtefies, Beltario,

Bel. Alas! he’smad; come, will you lead me on ?

Phi. By all the oaths that men ought moft to keep,
And gods do punith moft, when men d¢ break,

He touch’d hernot. Take heed, Bellario, -

How thou doft drown the virtues thou haft fhown,
With perjury, By all that's good, *twasI;

You know, fhe ftood betwixt me and my right.

Pha, Thy own tongue be thy judge.

Cle. It was Philafter.

Dion. 1s’t not a brave boy ?

Well, Sirs, I fear me, we are all deceiv’d,

Pbi. Have 1 no friend here? ’

Dion. Yes.

Pbhi. ‘Thenthew it; fome
Good body lend a hand to draw us nearer..-

Would you harve tears fhed for you whenyou die-?
- ‘Thenlay me gently on his neck, that there
I may
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I may weep floods, [ Zhey lead bim to Bellario.] and breathe

- out my fpirit; _ , :
>Tis not the wealth of Plutus, mor thé gold
. Lock’d in the heart of earth, can buy away

This-arm-full from me. You hard-hearted men,

More flony than thefe mountaine, can you fee

Such clear pure blood drop, - and not cut your fieth

-To ftop his life ? To bind whefe bitter wounds,
Queens ought to tear their hair, and with their tears
‘Bathe them. Fon;give me, theu that art the wealth -

©Of poor Philafter
Enter King, Arethufa, and e Guard.
King. 1s the villain ta’en ? :
Pha. Sir, herebe two confefs the deed ; but fay it was-
Philafter, . . : ’
Phi, Queflion it no more, it was.

v King. The fellow that did fight with him, will tell us,
Are. Ah, me! 1know he will. ’
King, Wd not you know him ?

Are. No, Sir} if it was he, he was difguifed.
Phi. 1.was fo. Oh, my ftars? thatd fhould hive flill
King. ‘Thou-ambiious fool ! : -

Thou, that haft laid a train for thy own life; .

¢ Now. I do mean to.deo, I'll leave to talk.’

Bear him to prifon.

Are. Sir, they did plot together to take hence

This harmlefs hfe; fhould it pafs wareveng'd,

1 fhould to earth go weeping: grant me thea

{By all the love a father bears his child) -

The cuftody of both, and to appoint - e

Their tortures and their death. S i
King. ’Tis granted ; take them to you, with a giard,

-Come, princely Phiramond, this bufinefs patt, -~ -

We may with more fecurity goon - 7 .

To your intended match. _  [Exexnts

b}

k]

~

T

" Exp of the Fourta Act,
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6CENE, the Palace. L
Enter Philafter, Arethufa, and Bellario.

© ‘ ARETHUSA. . :
¢ W YAY, dear Philafler, grieve not! we are well ! -
¢ Brl. Nay, geod my-Lord, &xbear; we are wod=-

i d'rousweils - 1
¢ Phi. Oh, Arethufa | Oh, Bellario ! leave to be kind 2
¢ I fiall be fhot from heav’n, as now fromearth,
¢ If you continue foo I arh a man, - '
¢ Falfe to a pair of the moft trufty ones
& That ever earth bore, ' Can it bear us all 2.
¢ Forgive, and leave me! but the King hath fent
¢ To call me to my death: Oh, fhew 1t-mig, .
‘.-And then farget me. And for thes, my boy,
¢ I fhall deliver words will mollify * ° .
¢ The hearts of beafts, to fpare thy innocenclk .
¢ Bel. Alas, iy Lard, my life 1s no€a thing’
& Worthy your hoble thoughts; ’cis. noz a life, i . -
¢ *Tis but a piece of childhood thrown away :
¢ Should I outlive you, I fhould then outlive. - .
¢ Virtue and‘honour; and, when shat day comes, ..
¢ If everI fhall clofe fthefe eyes but once, .
¢ May I live fpolted far sy perjury, T
¢ And wafte m}))r‘rimbs to ng’bhi'ng !ry o
¢ Are. And I (the woful’it mmd that ever was,
¢ Forc’d with my hands to bring my Lord to death) -
¢ Do by the honour of avirgin fwear, SUREE
"¢ To tell no hoursbeyond it.
% Pbi, Make me not hated fo. .
¢ People will tear me, when they find you true” -
¢ To fuch a wretch as I; I fhalldie loath’d,
¢ Enjoy your kingdoms peaceably, whilt I+
¢ For ever fleep forgotten with my faults,
¢ Ev'ry juft fervant, ev’ry maid in love,
¢ Will have a piece of me, if you be true.
¢ Are. My dear Lord, fay not fo.
¢ Bel. A piece of you! ’
® He was not born of woman, that can cut
¢ It and look on.
- ) 4 : Pbhi, -
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¢ Phi, ‘Take me intaars betwixt you ; T e
¢ For elfe my beart will break with fhame and foﬂow. N
¢ Are. Why, ’tis well. - - T

¢ Bel.- Lament no more.

¢ PAi. What would you have done
¢ If you had wreng’d ine bafely, and had found
- ¢ My life no price, campar’d to ywu ? For love, Sm,
¢ Deal with me plainly.
¢ Bel. "Twas mxﬂaken, er.
¢ Pbi. Why, if itweref -
¢ Bel. Then, Sir, we would have a&’d your prdv..
¢ Pbi. And have hope to enjny it?
¢ dre. Enjoy it! ay. N
¢ Phi. Would you, indeed ¥ beplun o .
¢ Bel. We'would, my Lord. .
* Pbi. Forgive me then.
¢ Are. So, fo. ’
% Bel. *Tis as it fhould be nows - R
¢ Phi, Lgad to my death, . .. [Esenne

. SCENE, the Prefence Chamber. e
Esnter King, Dion, Cleremont, axd Thraﬁhne.

King. Gentlemen, who faw the Prince? . [ <
Cle. So pleafe you, Sir, he’s gone to fee the cxy, It
Ang thé new platform, with fome gtndemonl BT

Attending on him.. . t a
King. Is the Princefs ready :
To bring her prifoper out ? ) . :
Thra. She waits your grace, ' ‘ ‘
King. Tell her we ftay. : :
Enter-a Me ﬁnger.
Mef.. Where's the King¢ . i
King.. Here. S '
Me/. To your ftrength, o} King, ‘ e
And refcue the prince Pharamond from dhager- :
He's taken prifoper by the citizens, S
Fearing the Lord Philafter. s
¢ Entco another J!tﬂéug(r
¢ Mif. Arm, arm, O King, the city isin mininy,
¢ Led by an old. -grey ruffian,. who comes on '
¢ In refcue of the lord Philafter.. [E.at.’
Kug. Away w0 cmlgel' 3, Ull fee them. fafe,,
And -
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And then cope with thefe burghers : lec theguard .
And all the gentlemen give ftrong attendance.  [Exiti

Cle. Thecity up! This was above our withes, °~

Dion. Well, my dear countrymen, if you continuey
and fall not back upon the firft broken fhin, I’ll have you
chronicled, ‘and chronicled, and cut and chronicled, and -
fung in all-te-be-praifed fonnets, and graved in new brave
ballads, that all tongues fhall troule you i» fecula feculo-
rum, my kind can-carriers. = ° ‘

Tbra. What if a toy take them i’th* heels now, and
m'?ﬂll ran away, and cry, the devil take the hind-

Dion. Then the fame devil take the foremoft too, and
fouce him for his breakfaft! ¢ ‘If ‘th;;y all prove cowards,
¢ my curfes fly among them and be fpeeding ! May they
¢ have murrans reign to keep the geatlemen at homey
* unbound in eafy freeze! May the moths branch theit
¢ velvets! May their falfe lightsundo them, and difcover
* preffes, holes, ftains, and oldnefs in their ftuffs, and
¢ make them fhop-rid!” May they keep whores and
borfes, and break; and live mewed up with necks of
beef and turnips ! May they have many children, and -
none like the father! May they know no langusge but
that gibberifh they prattle to their parcels, unlefs it be
the Gothic Lsatin they write in their bonds, and may
they write that falfe, and lofe their debts |

_ Enter the King.
King. ’Tis Philafter, ’
None but Philatter, muft allay this beat ;
They will not hear me fpeak ; but call me tyrant.
My daughter and Bellario too declare, :
Were he to die, that they would both die with him.
Oh, run, dear friend, and bring tne tord Philafter ; .
Speak him fair ; call him prince ; ‘do him all '
e courtefy you'can; commend me to bim.
I have already given orders for his iberty,
Cle. My Lord, he’s here. .
Enter Philafter,

King. Oh, worthy Sir, forgive me ; ¢ do not maRe
¢ Your miferies apd my faults meet together, i
¢ To bring a greater danger. ~ Be yourfelt,
¢ 3till foupd amongft difeafes.’ I have wrong’d you,
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¢ And though'I find is laft, and beaten to it, A
¢ Let firft your goodnefs know it.” Calm the people,.-
And be what you were born to: take your love,
And with her my repemance, ¢ and my wifhes, .
¢ And allmy pray’rs ;> by th*gods, my hvart fpeaknhxs
And if the leaft fall from me not perform’d,
May I be firuck with thunder.

Pbhi. Mighty Sir,
1 will notdo your greatnefs fo much wrong,
As not to make your word truth ; free the P'nncefs
And the poor boy, and let me fland the fhock
Of this mad fea-breach, which I’ll either turn. .
©Or perith with it.

King. Let your ewn wond free them.

Pbi. Thenthus I take my leave, kiffing your hand,,
And hanging on your royal word :. be kiagly,
And be not mov’d, Sir; I fhall bring you peace,.
Or never bring myfelf back. .
King. Allthe gods go with thee. - [Egaum,

SQEN}*;, a ;peet in the City. -~
Enter an old Captain and Citizens with Pharamondi

Cap Come, my brave myrmldons, let us fall ony,
Let our caps fwarm, my boys,
Aud your nimble tongues forget your: mothers”
Gibberifh, of what do you lack, and fet your mouthe
Up, children, till your pallats fallfughted half a
Fathom, paft the cure of bay-falt and grofs pepper,,
And then cry Philafter, brave Philafter, -

A, Phllaﬁer' Philafler!

Cq ‘How do you Like this, my Lord Prince ?

.. 1 hear it with difdain, unterrified;
Yet fure humanity has not forfook you ;.
¥ou will not fee me maﬂicrcd, thus coolly butchex’d By
numbers ?
Enter Philafter: *

All. Long live Philafter, the brave prince Philafter

Phi, 1 thank you, gentlemen ; but why are thefe
Rude weapons brought abroad, to teach your hands
Uncivil trades ?

. Cap. My royal Roficlear,.
Weare th)g my rmxdons, thyEguard thy roarers ;: :

. An:
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Amd when thy noble body is in durance,
Thus we do clap our muity murrions on, ’
And trace the ftreets in terror. Is it peace,
Thou Mars of men ? Is the king fociable,
And bids thee live ? Art thou above thy foemen,
And free as Phacbus ? Speak ;. if not, this ftand
Of royal blood fhall be abraach, a-tilr, and run
Even to the lees of honour. :
Pbi, Hold and be fatisfied ; 1 am myfelf,
Free as my thoughts are ; by the gods, 1am.
Cap, Art thou the dainty darliog of the king ?
Art thou the Hylas to our Hercules ?
Is the court navigable, and the prefence fluck .
With flags of friendfhip ? If not, we are thy caflle,
And thig man fleeps. : :
Phi. 1am what I defire to be, yéur friend; - .
"1 am what [ was born to be, your prince.
Pha. Sir, there is fome humanity in you ;
Yau have a noble foul ; forget my name,
And know my mifery ; fet me fafe aboard
From thefe wild Canibals, and, as I live,
I'll quit thisland for ever. S )
Pbi. 1do pity you : friends, difcharge your fears ;
Deliver me the Prince. .
Good, my friends, go to your houfes, and by me have
Your pardons, ard my love;
And know, there fhall be nothing in my pow’r.
You may deferve, but'you fhall have your wifhes,
All. Long mayft thou live, brave Prince !
Brave Prince! brave Prince! [ Excunt Phi, ard Pha.
Cap. Go thy ways; thou art the king of courtefy’:
fall off again, my {weet youths; come, and every man
trace to his houfe again, and hang his pewter up; then
to the tavern, and bring your wives in muffs : we will
have mufic, and the red grape fhall make us dance, and
rife, boys. [Exexnt.

SCENE,
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SCENE changes to the Conrt.

Enter King, Arethufa, Galatea, Megra, Cleremont,
"Dion, Thrafiline, Beilario, and Attendants,
King. s it appeas’d ?
Dion. Sir, all is quiet as the dead of night,
As peaceable as fleep. My lord Philafter
Brings on the Prince himfelf. :
" King. Kind gentleman!
¥ will not break the leaft word I have givn
In promife to him. I have heap’d a world
Of grief upon his head, which yet I hope
To wath away. -
Enter Philater and Pharamond.
Cle. My Lord is come.
King. My fon! .
Bleft be the time, that I have leave to call
Such virtue mine! ¢ Now thou art in mine arms,
< Methinké I have a falve unto my breaft - -
¢ For all the ftings that dwell there:* ftreams of grief -
That I have wrong’d thee, and as much of joy
That I repent it, iffue from mine eyes:
Let them appeafe thee ; take thy nght; take her,
‘She 3 thy right too, and forget to urge
My vesed foul with thae I did before.
Phi, Sir, itis blotted from my memory, -
Paft and forgotten : for you, prince of Spain,
Whom I have thus redeem’d, you have full leave
To make an honourable voyage home, -
Andif you would go furnifh’d to your realm
With fair provifion, I do fee a lady,
Merhiniks, would gladly bear you company.
Meg. Shall T then alone
. Be made the mark of obloquy and fcorn #
Can fhame remain perpetually in me,
And not in"others ? Or have princes falves
To cureill names, that meaner people want 2
Phi. What mean you? . - '
Mcg. You muft get another fhip \
To bear the Princefs and the boy together.
Dion, How now !
Meg. 1 have already publifhed both their fhames. Sh"
- "¢ Ship
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¢ Shlp us all four, my Lord; wecan cndurc
¢ Weather ind wind alike.’

- King. Clear thou thyfelfy er-kuow-not me for Father.

Are This earth, how falfe it is! What means is left
For me to clear myfelf ? It lies in your belief, -

My Lord ;' believe e, and let all things €ife .
Struggle together to difhonour me.

Bel. Oh, fop your ears, greatKing, that I may fpeak'
As freedom woyld : then I will call this lady .
As bafe as be her a&tions. Hear me, Sir;

Believe your heated blood when it rebels .
Againft your reafon, fooner than this lady.”

Phi. This lady ! I will fooner truft the wind' -~

With feathers, or the troubled fea with pearl,

Than her with any thing: believe her not !’

Why, think you, if I did believe kier words,

I would outlive them ? Honour cannat take

Revengé on you; then what were to be known - s

But death ? ;
Kiug. Forget her, S|r, fince all is knit -
Between us: ‘but'l muft requeft of you .

One favour, and will 1adly not be denied.
Phi.' Command, whate’er it be,
King. Swear tobe trué
To what you promxie
Pbhi. By the Yow’rs above, .
Let it not be the death of her or Inm, i .-
And it is granted.” , X e
King. Bear away'the bo o
Fo torpure. ‘1 will have her clear’d or buneJ . .
Phi.” Oh, let me call my words hack, worthy Sirg
Atk fomethmg elfe 2 bury my life and righe, N
In one poor grave ;. bur'do not take away,
My life and fame at once.
King. Away with him, it flands ‘xﬂévocﬁa.e.
Bel, Oh, kill ing, geutlemen v
. & Dion, No, help, Sirs.
Bel, Wilkyou torture:me ? . *
King. Hafte there ; why, ﬁay you #
Bcl Then I'fhall not break my vow,
You know, juft-gods, though I-ddcover all,
. " Ming. How’s that 2 Will he confefs # :
Dion.
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. Dien. Sir, fo he fays, A
Kizg. Speak then. :
. Bel. Great king, if you command"
"This lord 10 talk with me alone, -my tongue,
Urg'd by my heart, fhall utt¢r all the thoughts _
My youth hath known, and Ib'apger things than thefe
You hear not often. :
King, Walk afide with him.
{Dion and Bel, awalk afde together,
Dion. Why fpeak’ft thou not ? ' co
Bel. Know you this face, my Lord ?
Dion. No. - . .
Bel, Have you not feen it, nor the like?
Dien. Yes, 1 have feen the like, but readily
I know not where. - -
Bel. 1 have been often told
In court, of one Euphrafia, a lady,
And daughter to you ; - betwixt whom and nte, .
They, that would flatter my bad face, would fiwear
‘There was fuch ftrange refemblance, that we two
Could not be known afunder, dreft alike.
Djex. By Heav’n, and fo there is.
Bel, For her fair fake, : ;
- Who now doth fpend the fpring-time of her life-
In boly pilgrimage, move to the King,
That {may ’(cape this torture, .
Dion. But thou fpeak’ft C
As like Euphrafia, as thou doft look.
How came it to thy knowledge that fhe lives
In pilgrimage? . :
Bel. 1 know it not, my Lord.
But I have heard it, yet do fcarce believe it.
Dion. Oh, my fhame, is it poffible ? Draw near,
. That I may gaze upon thee : art thou fhe? '
¢ Or elfc her murderer ?* "Where wert thou born 2
Bel. 1n Siracufa,
Dion, What’s thy name ?
Bel. Euphrafia, :
Dion. *I'is jult 3 ’tis fhe; naw I do.know thee; OR,
That thou hadft died, and I bad never feen -
‘Thee nor my fhame, -
Bel, Would I had died, indeed! I with it too;
.o - ' : - And’
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And fo I muft have done by vow, ere publifhed: -
What I have told ; bur.that there wasné ineaus _
‘To hide it longe; ; yet I joy in this,
The Princefs is‘all elear.

King. What have you done?

Dion. All is ditcover'd.

Are. What is difcover'd ?

Dien. Why, my fhame;
It a weman ; let her fpeak the reﬂ.

Phi, How! ] that agam. )

Dion. Itisa womad. * - '

Pbi, Bleft be ; ou‘pow rs that favour innocence {
It is a woman, ! hark, gentlemen !
It is a womark, Arethufa take

foul into

Wyth joys it
And wrtuous

King. Spe:

Bel. 14m

Pbhi. The
But, Bellario,
(For I muft call thee fHIT f6) te® me, why :
“Thou didft conceal thy fex ; it was'a faule; "+
A fault, Béllario, though thy other deeds
Of truth outweigh’dit : all thefe jealoufies
Had flown to nothing, if thou hadﬁ dlfcovcr d,
What now we know. .

Bel. My father.oft would fpeak
Your worth and vittue, and as I did grow
More and more apprehenfive, I did thirft
To fee the man fo prais’d; but yetall this
Was but a maiden- longmg, to be loft
As foon 4s found ; till fitting in my window,
Printing my thoughts tn lawn, I faw a god
I thought (blit it was you) enter our gates ;
My blood flew our, and back again as faft,

- As I had pufi*d it forth and fuck’d it in

Like breath ; then was I call’d away in hafte
To'entertain you. Never was a man,
Heav’d from a theep:cote to a fceprer, rais'd
So high in thoughts as I;, you lefr a kifs » :
Upon thefe lips then, ‘which I mean o keep - ¢



PHILASTER g

From you for ever; Idid heay yontalk, - . ..
Far above finging; after you wefe.gondc, cror
, 1 grew acquainted with ru{ heart, apd fearch’d ©
What ftirr’d it fo: alas! I founditlove; =~
Yet far fiom ill, for.conld I have bus liv’d
In prefence of you,'l had had my end ;
For ¢his I did delude my npble father, - . .~ '~
With a feign’d pilgrimage, and drefs’d mylelf =~ ~
In habit of a boy; and, for I knew
My birth no match for you, I was paft hope
0! having you': .and-underftanding well
That when I made difcovery of my fex, ’
1 cduld not ftay with you ; I made a vow;
By all the moft religious things a maid
Could call together, never to be known,
Whilft there was hope to hide me from mens’ eyes,
For other than I feem’d, that I might ever
Abide with you ; then fat I by the fount,
Where firft you took me up.

King. Search out a match
Within our kingdom, where and when thou wilt,
And I will pay thy dowry ; and thyfelf
Wilt- well deferve him. .

Bel, Never, Sir, will I - =
Marry ; it is a thing within my vow.

Pbi. 1 grieve, fuclywirtues fhauld be laid in earth
Without an heir. Hear me, n?v royal father,
Wrong not the freedom of our fouls fo much,
"Po think to take revenge of that bafe woman ;
Her malice cannot hurt us; fet her free
As fhe was born, faving from fhame and fin.

King, Welll Beitfo. You, Pharamond,
Shail have free paffage, and a conduét home
Worthy fo great a prince ; when you come there,
Remember, 'twas your faults that loft you her,
And not my purpos’d will.

Pha, 1 do confefsit;
And let this confeffion

pread an oblivion o’er my follies paft.
: King. It thall—All is forgot ; ,
Now join your hands in one. Enjoy, Philafter,
This kingdom, which is yours, and after me Wh g

: - ate
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Whatever I call mine ; my blefling on you !
All happy. hours be at your marriage-joys,

‘That yod may grow yourfelves over all lands,
And live to fee your plenteous branches fpring
Where-ever there is fun !——Let princes learn
.By this to rule the paflions of their blood ;

For, what Heav’n wills, can never be withftood,

-

" Exp of the Frrr Aér’.-
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rRoO0LOGUE

Wiristen and’fhpe:kea by Mr. GaRRICNa

ROLOGUES, like compliments, are lofs of time 3
*Tis penning bows, and making legs in rbyme 3

'Tis cringing at the door ith fimpring grin,
When we fbould Joew the company quithin ————
So thinks our bard, whos S in chrffic knowledge,
Prefernes 2e0 much the buckram of the college. ~
Lord, Sir ! faid I, an audience muf? be woo’d,
And, lady-like, with fattery prrfe'd;
They naufeate fellows that are blunt and rude.
Authors fhould learn to dance, as auell as Write——————
Dance at my time of life! Zounds, what a fight !
Grown gentlemen (’tis advertis’d) do learn by night.
Your modern prologues, and Jfuch whims as thefe,
The Greeks neer knew—1urn, turn to Sophocles——
1 read no Greek, Sir—when Iwas at Sfehool,
Fereace had prologues; Torence was 70 fo0l—m——
He bad; but why? (reply’d thedard in rage)
Exotics, monflers, bad polfefs'a the flage;
Bat ae have none, in,ibi,s_enligizlm’d age!
Your Britons now, from gallery to pity
Can relifb nought, but flerling, ditic ait,
Hore, take my play, 1meant it for inflrugion;
If rhymes are vanting for its introdultion,

Yon lot that nonfenfe be your own production,
- Off «went the poet—1t is now expedient,
I [peak as manager, and your obedient.
1, as_vour cat’rer, avpuld provide you difbes,
Drefd to your palates, jea[Atm’d to your wifbes——

- e 3

-

.

Say
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Sayhut yowre tir’dwith boiPd androaff at bome,
We too can fend for niceties from Rome ;
o pleafe your tafles will [pare nor pains nor money,
- Difcard firboins, and get you maccaroni. ' . -
Phatc'er new guflo for atime may reign, .
Shakefprare and beef muft have their turn again.
If novcliies can pleafe, to-night we've tawo ;
Tho' Englifb both, yet {f”” em, asthey're ReW et
90 one at leaft your ufual favour fhew ; ’
A female afts it, can a man fay no? )
Should you indulge our * novice, yet unfecn,
And crowon her with your hands a tragic queen ;
Should you with fmiles a confidence impart,
To calm thofe. fears which [peak a feeling beart 3
AJEf cach Jiruggle of ingenuous fbame,
Which curbs a genius in its road to fame:
With one wifb more her avbole ambition ends s
She bopes. forme merit, to deferve fuch friends,

* A pew altrefs.



ABVERTISEMENT.

HE Author cannot fuffer this tragedy to be puba.
lithed, without acknowledging the obligations he
is under to Mr. Garrick, not only f%r his mafterly per-
formance in the reprefentation—(that is' nothing new)
and for his prolegue and epilogue, which have met with
univerfal applaufe, but likewife for his friendly advice,
by which the play is certainly rendered much more dra-
matic than it was at firft, By the fame advice, fome
affages are reftored in the printing, which were omitted
in the reprefentation. The reader, perhaps, may excufe
this fmall addition to the length of the fcenes ; but with
the fpeQator, brevity will atone for a number of de-
ficiencies. :
Mrs. Cibber, in particular, and the other performers,
in general, thould have the author’s thanks, for the great
.juftice they have done him, did not the applaufe of the
sown make any thing that he could fay unneceflary.

DRA-.
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PRAMATIS PERSON E,

MEN. o
o o ‘ .an;y-lxqe.
#}‘%'ﬁhkfﬂ thc W’ Mr.o :Méﬁhpg
L. Pirginius, a-plebeian centurion, . s, Gasnck,
Lncivs Icilins, 3 young plebeian, late tri- :
bune of the penple, . 3Mr. Rofs.
Llaxdins, apasnician, a dependannon dppins, Mr. Davigs, .
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VIRGTINTI A

ACT L
SCENE, on Apartment in Claudius’s Howf® in Rowes :
Enter Claudius and Rufus.

CLAvuDIUS.
UFUS, didft mark Virginius, with what fcorn
He ey’d us, as we pafs’d his gates but now ?

Ruf. Old age, and frantic dreams of Rome and glory,
Have turn’d hisvifionary brain.

Claxd. Saw’ft thou
With what impetuous hafte and eager looks
He iffued forth ?

Ruf. What is the caufe ? .

Claud. A fummons
Is juft arriv’d, that calls him to the camp 3
A battle is expetted ev’ry hour.. - -~
*Tis lucky, and will favour the defign, )

Of our Decemvir on his béauteous daughter, -

Ruf. This rath purfuit of a contrated maid,

1 fear, will have fome fatalend. Should Appius
Employ his pow’r——1I tremble at the thought!
Virginius is ador’d throughout the tribes ;-

His filver hairs, his honour, his rough eloquence,
Would fire all Rome. We muft find out fome way
To turn him from fo defperdtea courfe,

Cland. Impofiible and vain !—His headlong paffions
Mock all controul. Of that no more. I tell thee,
No choice is left, but to contrive the means
To footh her to his arms. -

Ruf. To footh her, Claudius ! '

Thou kmow’ft fhe is contralted ; nay, with fondnefs

She



10 VIRGINIA,

She loves the people’s darling, young Icilius ;
- He who fo bravely ferv'd them as their Tribune,
‘Will fhe be won, by arts of foft perfuafion,
To quit his graceful form, his youth amd ardor,
For the ftern afpect, and declining years
Of Appius#
Claid. Hard it feems, yet not 1mpdﬁible,
1 hav’t in charge to make th’ attempt at leaft
WWithout defay.
Ruf. What, while the hot Ccntunon
‘Remains in Rome ?
Claud. He is fet forth already
Fuwn his owp gates, and now, within few sinutés,
Will turn his back on Rome. His pride and honour
Will fpur him to the camp with fiery fpeed :
‘There’s danger there, ans lory. te be won.
Th’ attemnpt isfafe, nor muft we lofe 2 moment 3
When once the.battle’s, o’er, ‘be will return,
Peshapy w;tjmgmﬁ Aufly'd, and donbly&rm’nl
ith pow’r t’ oppofe u. {
"Ruf. It can ne’er fucceed., ﬁﬁg
Claxd, Co wp 0 r Mama—-. :
She is- Vnr inia’s tnlxlf’!‘: ‘?l ‘stoq S}l'xe mgh,;

Work glonous mxfchxef S R o
Ruf. Marcia! gen’rous Marcia ! L PN
Will fhe combige i £ Qark,yrgﬁhgeqi PR
The jarring elements as &, L
Their contraries! . .. ) e

Cland. Whatif. hetfclf the Iov’d N )

 Icilius ?

Ruf. Heavens !
Claxd. If both. my. eyes and ears
Deceive me not, the’s deeply wounded, Rufu'.
Ruf. I'm allamaz’d! If this be.fowme—
Clawd. Ay, Rufus,
If this be fo, then where are truthy aq& honaur ?
Leg tmﬁy nature and watp paflion work
In woman’s breaft~—J a& 0o m;e——-—"l'xsune,
It founds well, this loag Lt of titled virtues ;
But it weighs lmle.
Raf. Have you try’d har yet )
Itl’mm*‘?":’l'r'_' . U ¢ £
s Clas



VIRGINIA. Pt &
Claxd. Some diftant hints "vedroppd; =~ !
I’ve talk’d of Appius’ marriage with: Virgiata,
And blam’d the rigid edi¢t that forbids
Patrician and plebeian blood to mix. -
My purpofe was to found her ; for thou know's - -
Her birth is of the nhobleft; but Icilius-
Is of plebeian race. c
Ruf. How heard fhe this ¥ : '
Claxd. With filent, deep attention; but her'eyes,
And her emotion, told me all Withine——
Methinks I hear her voice. Go, Rufus; hafte
To Appius ; tell him, that I go to pay
Obedience to his will ; and in the Forum
Will let him know th’ event, and wait his pleafure,  °
o ' [Ewit Rufus
, : Enter Marcia. )
Moar. 1 came not on defign to interrupt
Your earneft conference.
Claud. Marcia, to thee .-
My foul kitows no réferve ; but longs to fhare
Her troubles, hopes, and fears ; each rifing thought,
Each weaknefs, and each want, with faithful Mareia.
Mar. Thou feem’ft diturb?d, That brow, with care
Denotes a ftorm within. ‘ [o’erclouded, -
Claud. Too truly guefs’d. .
Thy aid I want, thy counfel. Létme tell thee
The weight that my -foul labours with. o
Mor. My brother,
Thy griefs are all my own ; and if the world
Contain a remédy, to purchafe it,
1l give-my means, my life, my all, as freely’
As I give forth this air I draw.
€kaud. Oh, Marcia !
Virginia—ihe, fhe is the caufe!
ar. Virginia! : :
My dear and generous friend !|—What means my brother?
This inftant I expeéther : :
Claud. [ Interrupting her.] What, Virginia !
Expecher here {—Oh, {ay ! e ’
ar. Shall Ttconceal :
From Claudius aught, I wete to wrong his love

Know
4



38 VIRGINIA.

Know then, this day Icilius fecretly
* Intends to enter Rome.
Claud. Heav’ns ! on what caufe ?
Ha !—fure he has not heard—It cannot be— [Afides
Mar. Th’ impatienceof a lover. Thro’ my means,,
He begs to meet the objet of his withes ;
‘To fteal a look, to breathe a figh, no more.
Claxd. But knows Virginia his intent ?
Mar, She does not; -
1 only fent ¢ intreat her to pafs hither.
Claxd. Marcia, I do conjure thee, by the gods,
By all thou hold’lt moft dear, attend and hearme !
Prevent their meeting, break this fatal match,
Or Appius, ftung to frenzy, will commit
Spme att of defperation——Oh, ’twill fave
hy friends, thy brother, Appius, nay Virginia
Am{ Romeitfelf, perhaps, from inftantruin! - [Think,
Mar. Ah, Claudius ! whither wouldft thoulead me ?— .
Think, what I owe to friendfhip and to honour.
Claxd. Hanpur commands all private ties fhould yield -
" To public good. Wouldft thoubehold our ftreets ~
Strown with the carcafes of flaughter’d citizens,
And Tyber’s wave rua purple with their blood 2
Ha, civil difcord, Marcia ! )
Mar. Gods, cut fhort o )
My thread of life, ere that dread hourarrives !
Claud. *Tisev’n athand, and, like a horrid comet,’
Hangs o’er our fated heads, portending plagues,
And gen'ral defolation to mankind ! .
Mar. Why doft thou tempt me with thefe thapes of
To my perdituon ? I ddrebe unhappy, ~ [terror,
Unhappy, but not bafe. Oh, my Virginia!
Companion of my youth! the tender band
Of amity, that link’d ourinfaacy, '
Grew with our growth, and ripen’d with our years,
Shall I now break the facred knat with treafon?
Icilius too—a friend !—=What have I faid ?
A friend !—Ah, Marcia ! would he were no more !
Bur, huth, my fighs ! [4fde.] How fhall I look on him, .
When he fhall know, that Marcia was the ferpent :
‘Fhat flung his heart ? . ;
_ ’ - Claud,
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. Clagd. Icilius ? ——hear me, Marcia—— ’
If thou would 1t fave Icilius from deftruct:on,
*Burft all the tiesthat bind him to Virginia;
By heav’ns, his very life, his being, all,
Depend on thy compliance,

Mar. Ha!—his lifet— ’ )
Baidft thou his life !—be ftill, my trembling heart, [ #fde, _
Claud. Diforder'd! ) [ Afudes

Mar. Mutt Icilius’ life then pay
The purchafe of his love ¢
Clazd.- *Tis as I wilh’d —— - [4fdes -
Can Marcia afk ?>——fhould Appius® hopes be blafted,
Think*ft theu be’d e’er endure a hated rivat
Should live to triumph o’er him, and pofiefs
The prize he loft ?-—To pierce Icilius' heart,
And glut his fievce revenge, Appius would wade
Thro’ feas of blood ! _ !
Mar. Look down, ye pitying gods, C
Or I am loft ! yepne s - - [Afde,
Cland. Diflodge this fatal image,
That fills Virginia’s breaft; make room for Appius ;
Truft me the time will come, when év’r Icilius
Shall thank thy care, and blefs the hand that {av'd him,
A more asfpicious love fhall crown his withes,
And kinder ftars fhall reign !
Mar. 1 dare fhot, cannot—:
Clavd. Enough——thou hatt decreed Icilius’ fall,
And all muft go to wreck. _ © [Going.
Mar. Ditra&me not ! —
Ob, ftay ! tho’ 1 fhuld try to plead tor Appius,
What could I lope ?—Repulte, reproach, and fhame
At once would dafh th’ artempt
Claud. To pead for Apyius !
Feeble and vain !—Thou muft {uw difeord, Marcia,
Between the lovers ; Appius then may profper.,
Mar. Moit toul, and horrid !
Claxd. *Tis a righteous fraud
To cheat ’em into fafety but no more
-Heav’n points the only way to peace and blils ;
If thou wilt not Furfue it, take th’event. o
Mar. Oh, love! Oh, virtue! how ye tearthis heart !I[ 4fie,
Means Appius nobly # Does he purpofe marrage,
And holy rtes ?

B " Claud.
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Claud, *Tis his foul’s utmoft with
To call Virginia his, and by a claim,
The proudeft blood of Rome might glory in.
Enter a Slave. . )
‘Slave. The daughter of Virginius is arriv’d, -
And entering now the gates. N [Ex/t Slave,
Clagd: Now, Marcia, hear me. »
Let me go forth to meet her, let me feize
The bleft occafion, and in fofteft terms , - )
Sooth her young bofom with th’ illuftrious conqueft .
Her charms have made—I'll tell her thdu art abfent—
Soon to return =——— She muft not fee Icilius— .
Beware of that——leave me to plead for Appius—
I’ll blazon out the purity and arcfor .
Of his bright flame, his dignity, and merit;
I'llwarm with love, or dazzle with ambition,
Her heart, if it be caftin woman’s mould :
Marcia, farewel ! Be conftant, and remember, .
Thy friends, thy country, all, démand this fervice ! .
* [Exit Claudius,
Mar. Thy country and thy friends demand this fer- -
Ah, me !—he little thinks what paffes here ! [vice— °
[Striking ber breaff,
What conflicts ! —=— what defpair ! He little knows
The bufy, fecret {pring, that heaves unfeen
Within this beating breaft, and drives me on
To do a deed ! —— Relentlefs, cruel love !
What ravage haft thou made within this bofom !
Which nature fathion’d in her fofteft mould,
And fitted it for truth and gent'e piry ! -
But thou hatt ruin’d all ! ——"Thou haft let in
The furies, and their horrid train upon me !
Thou haft undone poor Marcia ! —— Oh, Icilius!
Why did I ever fee thy fatal form!
Why didft thouchufe me out to be thy friend,
And tell to me the ftory of thy love, _
" Warm from the heart !—the flame infe&ed me !
And can I fee thee bleed ?~—Oh, love and fortune,
Guard the dear youth ! ——Referve your fharpeft boles
For me ! —Witnefs, ye gods, I am content
Tobe a wretch———But blefs, Oh, blefs Icilius !
' [Exit Mar.
SCENE,




VIRGINTIA, is
SC E NE, Tbe Forum.

Enter L. Virginius and Caius.
L. #ir. Say’ft thou Horatius is fet free?
Caiys. This morn,
By an exprefs command from the Decemvirs,
The LiQors-have releas’d him.
L. Vir. Then *is well -
Ibut delay’d my march till he was fafe———
But by the gods, this outrage toucheg nearly,
And calls for quick redrefs — Our {enators
Thus wrong’d for rifing in the caufe of liberty !——e
Valerios filenc’d, and the brave Horatius
Condemn’d to bonds and death !
Caius. *Tis now pretended,
The earneft interceflion of the fenate
Hardly obtain’d this boon. -
L. Vir. Mean, fhallow art !
If he is freed, their fears, and not their mercy,
Have loos’d his chains! Their dreaded pow’r now fhakes !
They feel it too—Laft night th’ incens’d plebeians,
-Gathering in defperate throngs around the fenate,
With their repeated clamours fcar’d the colour
From their pale cheeks, till on their feat of judgment
They trembled, Caius ! Nay their hundred li¢tors—
But fee, where Appius comes, their chief—
Caius. Virginius, )
Retire—tempt not his rage—Your noble friend
Is fafe—"The camp demands your fervice now ——=
Avoid his fight : nor with your prefence rouze
The fmother’d flames of difcord.
‘L. Vir. Shall I fly
From Appius ?—Heie I'll ftay ahd dare his worft !
And if his brutal pride provoke my anger,
1 fwear, ev’n from the fulnefs of my heart
P’ll pour it on him !
Caius. Yet be calm —e——
L. Vir: No more—
When bold oppreffion ftalks, let come what may,
Honour and age fhall hold their courfe

[Exit Ca'us.
B2 Enter

s X -



16 ‘ VIRGINIA
. Bnter Appiym.
4p. Virginius, .APP
Your fr3en§
Aud their united pray’rs at length have fav’d him
From the T arpeian rock——Advife him well
Tocurb his infolence—Let him beware
How he again affronts the fovereign pow’r .
With that feditious tongue, unlefs he means
To pay the forfeit with his life. .
L. Fir. * [is well e
Th’ imperial flile of kings and Tarquin’s reign

Seem how return’d ; and we muit learn to tremble;

When Appius thunders !

p. Think’tt thou the Decemvirate,
In whom the majefty of Rome refides,.
So weuk in ftrength or counfel, that each citizen
Commiffion’d by his pride, thall dare unqueftiond
T’ arraign their power andoffice, givea loofe = -
To his inve®ive rage, and brave h;s maflers ?
But fay, Virginius, why art thou a foe ?
Thou haft not felt the weight of fov’reign power,
Thy family, tho’ of plebeian rank,
Rever'd, and honour’d ; favou? and diftin&ion,
Have fiill purfu’d thy fteps, and grac’d thy virtues ;
Why then fuch fpleen to the Decemvirate ?
Why fo much care to fofter and fupport
Th’ unruly tribes ? o

L. Vir. Becaufe I love mankind :
And therefore am an enemy to tyrants,

’

i

yetlives; the fenate have vrevail’d; ..

-

1Y

Ap. Call'tt thou thefe clods mankind ? things made for

To be impell'd or check’d, goaded or curb’d,
As higher fpirits dire@ ? ' :

L. Vir. It feemsthen, Appius,
The Roman people are mere flocks and herds,
Permitted for a while to graze and fatten, .
Then t6 be fleec’d, or flaughterd at thy will.

Ap. Notall, Virginius—fome muft draw the yoke,

And carry burdens. .

L. Zir. Infolent ufurper! :
Dar’ft thou to triumph in a nation’s forrows ?
Nay revel o’er her tuins ? Righteous gods !

\

. -~

[ufe,

T
1

Brought
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Brought ye your boafted laws from Greeee, to trample :

On thofe of nature and your groaning country ¢ :
4p. By heav’ns, thou mov'ft my laughter more than

Want ye your Confuls, your feditious Tribunes, [wrath!

To drive th’ ungovern’d herd at your own lift ?

For this, ye feek the rabble, make harangues,

Coinplain of wrongs, and fpeech itin the Forum.

L. Vir.Foe to thy country! What’s thatimpious power,
Which the Decemvirate abufe o grofly, .
Firft gain’d by fraud, now held by violence ?
1s’t not mere facrilege, and ufurpation ?

With all the fatal arts of dark ambition,

Did ye not pratife on the tribes, to pave

Your way to empire? Nay, thou haughty tyrant,
Their chief, whofe fierce and barb’rous pride was wont
To fpurn the commons, quickly learn’dit to finooth
That rugged brow, and court the dregs of Rome !
‘The populace thus moulded to your purpofe,

- Ye threw afide the mafk, and with bold robbery,

Seiz’d fovereign power ! (

-dp. Ay, abd will hold it too,
In fpite of thee, Valerius and Horatius !

L. Fir. Valerius and Horatius once were names
Fatal jo tyrants! 1 heir great anceftors
Once join'd their virtues ’gaint the haughty Tarquins,
Tegether fluic’d their veins in honour’s caufe, i
Angepthas’d immortatity ! Will thefe,

Who wear their father’s names, forget their glories ?
No, proud Decemvir ; thou fhalt fiad their {pirits
Livein their fons ! Some fparks ot liberty,

In Roman breafts, tho faint, yet ftillalive,
Blown by their breaths, may kindle to a flame :
The gen’rous fire fhall catch from foul to foul,
O’erbear all oppofition, blat our foes,

Purge off the toul infeQion we’ve contradted,

Aund melt this droffy age, to pureft gold !

Ap. Why then, she fare of the Decemvirate
-Is fixt, it feems, and here their pow’r muft end ;

For fo the great Virginius has decreed ! - :

L. 7iri Thou triumph’it, tyrant!—but the time wiil
(Perhaps is not far off) when thy mifdeeds, [come,
Accumulated, rige for punithment, : .

B 3 . S..ll
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Shall burft upon thy head, -waké flumb’ring vengednee,

Andjuftity the gods !—Rome fecls at length
"Fhy galling chain, and pants to fhake it off ;

“The mift, that popular tavour threw around thee,

Is vanifh’d, and4he fees thee as thou arr!

Cover’d with crimes !<~Fraud, rapine, perjury !
Now flarts to light the murder of brave Siccius,
And thy bafe hand redwith his patriot blood

4p. Confufion ! ———

L. Vir. Ha, Decemvir !—does it fling thee ?

With murder luft is coupled ! thy fell bofom
No pity knows !—The cries of innocence,

The lover’s groans, the pangs of hufbands, parcﬁtc,

Are but as goads to fpur thy brutal appetite |
Burthink not yet our fpirits are fo tam’d,

So broke by conftant wrobgs-—With inflant march,
1'll join the camp-—the galiant bands fhall kaow,
. While they drop blcod for Rome, what ehaius are forging

To fetter thofe viGorious hands that fuv’d

Their country !—yes, Decemvir !~=and ’ere lon
Expe& their thanks!—— - [Exit L. \gir-g'mim,..

~ 4p." By heav’ns; thou haft awak’d,

A fire that fhall confume thee ! —Have I tam’d

‘The fierceft {pirits in Rome, quel’d the proud fenate,
And bent their necks beneath my yoke, to thrink .
When a grey-headed ruflian fiorms —Shaltthor .. ¢
Controll my will?—Thy daughter, proud plebeian, |

Shall quitthy infolence ! Appius from her:
Shzillf(l
Receive the dearamends! -~
Enter Claudius.
Ap. Now, Claudius; now—-
What bring’ft thou {rom the lovely fair ?
Claund. Repulfe

Reproach, defpairs———nay fcarce her fears fupprefs’d: :

* Her'rifing fcorn——Icilius reigns unrivall’d

eck redrefs, and on her panting bofom,

‘Within her breaft, nor is there room for Appius,

Ap. Suall Appius then- at laft become the feoff

Of a plebeian girl?—That haughty Appius,

Who.with a nod has taught the ftate to tremble ?

Nor——by the,gods fhe’s mine !~

. Claxd. Confider, Appiug—tmis
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When fuddenly 1 rofe from-my tribunal,
Difmifs’d the crowd, and gath'ring up my robe
In hatte, I followed her. ’

Claud. Great Hercules !
Couldit thou fee this ?

. Ap. Before I quite had reach’d her,

She enter’d, with herflave, the public fchools,
By cuftom deftin’d. to our Roman maids ;' -
Here fuddenly I flopp’d —— here I ftood rooted —e—
My eyes'devouring her !——

Claud. Ye powersoflove, . = =~ .
Who fhall henceforth oppofe your boundlefs fiway 2.
. Ap. Thus I remain’d entranc’d ; and at my eyes
Drank in her beauties,.and with them deep draughts
Of poilon, how delicious !—If {he mov’d, '
What grace ! —Or if fhe mingled in the dance
Among the blooming virgins, Dian’s felf,. - L
Amid{t her woodland nymphs fhe feem’d { ——At length,
Theexercifeso’er, alyre fhetook, = .
A deep-ftrung lyre, and to harmonious chords -
Pouifgout fuch melting ftrains, as would have ftaid
Th’ uplifted arm of angry Jove, inaét '
To deal his thunder on a guilty world! -

Claud. In what bright forms a raptur’d lover’s fancy
Paints the all-perfect fair one ¢ ————DBut proceed !
‘W hat follow’d this ? S

4p At laft, the fports being ended,
She iffued forth ~——— When ftrait .the eyes of all
Were tu n’d on heralone Surpris'd, abafh’d y
Her lovely face o’erfpread with rofy blufbes, e
That witnets’d fweet confufion, fhe let drop
Her veil, and homeward mov’d with.decent pace,
Timid and filent } =—— Ever fince that day,
That fatal day. my foul has known no reft !,
The venom’d fhafc flill rankles in my bofoms )
Still, -as I pafs that way, I flop and gaze ! ————=
A montftrous fight ! Roume’s awtul magiitrate
A laughter to the people! . :

Claud. ' his fond paffion o
I fee has taken root.---But fay, great Appius,
Couldft thou, infpir’d with love fo delicate, .
F:)r fuch a channjng maid, fo foft, fo perfed, .

Couldft
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Could(t thou ufe force ?—What !—dock thy furious band
I her torn hair, and drag her, thricking loud,
Invoking heav’n and e::ti, and curfing thee !
Injure, perhaps, and wound with thy abufes
Her polith’d limbs ! —By violence tear from her
Joys of a moment, infincere, unrips, -
Not half poffefs’d!
4p. Oh 1 Claudius, I will own to thee, with bluthes,
This untam’d heart is melted ¢o the foftnefs )
f a fond, lovefick maid !~Fain would I win
er gentle foul, poflefs her pure affelions !
But, Oh, in vain !— Force then muft be employ’d ;
The defperate, only remedy——
Clavd. Hold, Appiuve !~ . .
What if fome luckier chance-might Jet prevail,
" And give her to your withes, charm’d and willing ?
Were not that well e = * 1 - 7
Ap. Thou mean’ft to trifle with me ! e
But acare! - - - - - O
Claud. Know then my anxious zeal,
Sill lab’ring in your fervice, ptompted me
To crave my fifler’s aid ; who won at length,
By my unwearied pray’r, st length confents
To undertake our caufe.
4p. That may be fomething——
She is Virginia’s friend—ee=
Claud. *Tis an event oo
I fcarce could hope—And what has mov'd her to’t,
Unlefs a fetret paffion fer Icilius,
Unwarily have flol’n upon her peace —-
Ap. Oh, , that were fuch fortune |
Claud. Difeord, Appiur,
Mautt firft deftroy their peace=—Ilet jealoufy
Diftil her bane to taint their growing loves ! g
Light up refentment ! Fan the dang’rous fire
With dark furmifes, hints, invented tales,
*Till it burft all the tender bands in funder,
‘That knit their fouls ' Then feize the bleft occafion, -
Then prefs her home ; and ere the fudden breaclt
‘Their jars have made, is clos’d, flep in between,
And fever them for ever! . )

é

. v -»

”
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- Ap. Now, by heav’ns, o
Some whifp'ring déity infpir'd the. thought !

It may fucceed---and then !---I'l} fly this:moment,
And t{row me at her feet !-5-With fighs,-and tears, -
And all the moving eloquernice of love, * -

P’ll try to melt her heart! Forwho can paint -

The energy, the tranfports of a lover?

Methinks I'm fick of pow’r withéut Virginia!

1 feel a void ! - There’s fomething wanting here'!

- ! - * [Striking his breafls
Come then, fweet God of love, and crown my withes,
And touch the lovely maid with equal fire !

1’m wild with tranfport !---Oh, ye tedious hours,
Add feathers to your wings t-that I mdy prove T

‘The upited joys of ’empire and of love! [(Ewennts
- Enp of the Firer Acte o
ACT “IL

SCENE, Marcia’s Apartment,

Marcia and Icilius; meeting. '

. Mareras - - s
UCIUS Icilius, welcome! -« . . - S
Kil. Gen’rous Marcia, ™ -- -+ ' - ;
mpos'd of faith and honour, conftant ever!

Accept fuch thanks, s one betond all bounds’
Oblig’d, can pay !:--May the bleft gods above
Reward thy truth, and, at thy greateft need,
Grant me a friend as noble as thyfelf !

Oh, Marcia !---I have feen——= . *

Mar. What means, lcilius, -

This ftrange diforder? Co
" Iil. Butthismorn Ileft - .
Our camp---In one fhort hour, the fpace I meafur’d
*Twixt Algidum and Rome, and fondly hopd ’
In Marcia’s. friendéhip and Virginia’s love
To banith all my cares.——But, as I pafs’d :
- Virginius®
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Virginius"Rates, thefe eyes beheld 2 fight °
Thagt‘ tul‘(:l%:; up my blood-!—-—The g’mnt Appim -
Was coming forth, ——— What may this mean ? ’
Mar, Icilius, -
How fhall I anfwer thee ?-—In vain, alas!
Would I conceal what thou too foon muft know | -
Iil, My heart mifgives me' Does thc hagh-thron’d :
villain ;
Attempt my love i—Oh, vengeancc, vengeance, Mama’ '
Or is’ta lover’s vam furmnfe P
Mar. Oh, no!
Hil, T fhall grow mad ! —diftra&ing, horrid thoughu
Crowd faft upon me !—Marcia, if thy foul
Be not infenfible to ev’ry touch .. - . g
Of friendfhip, or of pity; if the pangs
Of bleeding love, and tort’ring jealowfy RPPE
Can move thee, fpeak !—Reveal my mrfery
Sufpence is death ! -
Mar. Iciliys, that I pity thee,
The heav’ns bear witnefs for me !
Zcil. Ah, Virginia! -
Thou thalt have jultice ; nor fhall d\ecutﬁ Appius T
Invade thy helplefs innocence unpunith’d !
Mar. Icilius, think of that no mdére—His pow’r -

Mocks all refiftance ! His impetuous will,. . i
Alone the meafure of all right and wrong'

Inflexible his foul; nor would he change {
His deftin’d purpofe, though'the fupplunt earth

Were huinbled to his feet. : v

Iiil. Away —his.pow’r
I reck not.—But be fure if he attempt
Againft Virginia aught, this isand fhall reach hinn
Through his arm’d.Iiftors, though each deadly axe.
Were leveli’d at this head.

Mar. Some dread.event, .
1 fear, will be the iffue of . this fitife,
Unlefs fome pitying god look down on Romc,
And either melt thc& bborn foulof Appius,
Or move Icilius for his country’s fake,
(His country threaten’d to be drench’d in blood Ny -
Greatly to quit his claim, and fhew the fom .
Of Roman virtue,

— ‘.

Icil,



N

st-  VIRGINEA "
Iil. Do I hear aright 2 Co

Amazement }—This from thee —Marcia |—the.friend:
Of my Virginia !---Mar¢ia, whofe foft pity - o
Was wont to be the balm of sall my woes ? :
Mar. Ab, Lucius ! Couldft thou read withia my breaft
In what deep charatlers thy woes are grav'd ; ‘
Kaew’fi thou, thy haplefa fate alone extorts
‘The bitter, but yet neceffary counfel ; -
‘Then wauldft thou kaow too, Marcia is not wanting
In pity to Icilius, norin faith _— ’
To his Virginia
Jugly Stil) obfcure and firange——
Some myft’ry yet behind---But, Marcia, fay,
If I could part from all my foul holds dear,
Tear from my panting breaft this rooted paflion,
And quite forget that €er I lov’d Virginia ! :
What would bécome of her ?—~That dear, kind maid !
What would be her defpair, her loft condition,
Should I, on whofe firm tuft her gentle foul
Relies, forfake her ? o :
Mar. Is all this diftrefs
For heraldne ?---Left the fhould over-grieve
For fuch a lofs? ‘ '
Icil. ‘What dark and dreadful meaning
Lurks undeineath thefe wards ? \
Mar. ‘The mighty gods
Direé thee for the beft !
Icil. Thénmak’tt me tremble! \
And yet I know not why---Thou canft not mean———
Ah, no!---Let me fhunthat !---My very foul
Shudd’ring ftarts back. 4s from a precipice,
To look that way {...I dare not think {uch ruin !—=
For were (e falje | e,
. Mar. lcilius, calm thy fpirit———
And fland prepar'd for all---Think it not ftrange, -
E’en though Virginia fkrould ‘
Icil. Stop, Mardia, ftop ! '
Think whither thou art going!---Oh, my heart !
What feel 1 here !---The damps of déath are on me !-~-
What was't ?-.-Thou faid’ft ev’n tho’ Virginia thould. .-
Should what ? wew Speak e
: 4 - Rer.
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Mar. Lucius, my heart bleeds for thee!
Compofe this agony—Alas ! I meant
To fay, ev’d though fhe fhould confent, alarm’d
By danger, and perhaps too, her young bofom
arm’d with ambiticn, and the flatt’ring hopes——
Ieil. Ruin’d !—Betray’d !—Undone !---She’s falfe !--
*Tis fo ! ——
Virginia’s falfe |—Qh, may the righteous gods
Avenge me !---But yet hold---Can it then be ?——
Say, art thou not deceiv’d ?---1 know thou art---
Can I forget, in our firft hours of love,
How her young heart, unpradtis’d in deceit, .
Spoke through her eyes, ard fordly told the fecret
Her tongue conceal’d ?---But then, at length, when
By my foft lame, and melted into tendemels, [warin’d
In broken words, unutterably fweet,
Hiding her crimfon blufhes in my bofom,
And fighing foft, fhe own’d flre lav’d Iciiius !
That my foul ficken’d with exceis of. blifs?
Mar. Why, what a'wretch am I!—Can I-bear this ?
. . . [dfde.
I:il, Could fhe be thus, yet afterwards betray me
For Appius ?---High and proud, 1ugged, feverc,
Ill-pair'd with her in temper, as in years ?
It eannot be — o ]
Mar. It feems thou know’ft not, Lucius,
‘The force of vanity in female Learts, -
Well may it fhaké Virginia’s conftancy,
‘To fee a lover kneeling at her feet,
‘Who, with a nod, commands imperial Rome;
‘To fee, where’er fhe turns her wand’ring eyes,
The capitol, the forum, the comitia,
Fill'd with the glories ot his anceftors !
Statues and trophies! menuments ! infcriptions !
Then fumcy pictures the arm’d litors ftanding
In-order rank’d before her palace gate,
To wait her coming forth ; while fhe affumes
Diftinguifh’d place amidst the noble marrc ns.
Alas! Icilius, thefe are charms too mighty
For our weak fpirits !
Lil. Marcia, cruel Marcia,
Ceafe thus to rend my agonizing foul !
Virginia’s falfe, and fo is womankind !
C Let
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Let me begone !---The light grows odious to me !
Away—to th’ camp—there *midft the throng of arms,
Seek from the favage ZEqui that relief
My woes demand !---Secure, at leaft, to find
A fiith more firm, and a lefs cruel foe !
Yet cre I quit thefe hated walls for ever,
Once more I will behold the perjur’d maid ;
I will! and in the bitternefs of foul
Upbraid ber with my wrongs !

Mar. Yet ftay, Icilius! .
For mercy, but a moment ftay, and hear me !

[ Exit Icilius,

He’s gone !---What have I done ?---A horrid deed !
Methinks I dread to look within myfelf,
I am fo black, fo guilty !---Let me hide me
From 1hought---l dare not think---Ah, poor Virginia!
Abus’d Icihius !---Wretched, wretched Marcia! [ Exitq

SCENE, Virginia’s Apariment.

Plautia and Virginia,

Plaut. My deareft child, take comfort ——

Vir. Oh, my Plautia! o
My more than mather !---Thou, whofe tender care
Nurs'd up my infant weaknefs, now my friend !
What comfort can I know, when all T love
Is far away, expos’d to ev’ry chance
Of cruel war !---That dear, that faithful breaft,
Where my foul lives, where ev’ry wifh and hope,
As to their center tend, perhaps this moment
Bleeds by fome hoftile fpear !---while fatal Appius
Moft bafely in his abfence, daresinvade .
The peace and honour of the maid he loves !

Plaut, The gads, my child, fhall fhield thee from his.

violence !

Vir- 1 do fubmit me to their gracious will.
Perhaps my death—I know not---Methinks, Plautia,
But for Icilius, I could wifh to die!
And fomething whifpers to my boding foul,
(A ftill and fecret voice that fpeaks within)
Erelong I fhall! .

Plaut. Banifh thefe idl¢ terrors—
The fears of fancy—

[Going.

N

Vir.
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Vir. Plautia, but laft night .
‘The vifion of Lucretia ftood before me !
" Plast. Alas, my child! it was a dream---no more—
Vir. A dream !—this mid-day fun not now behelds me
With fenfes more awake !---methiaks I fee
And hear her ftill !---that more than human form !
That voice! that altion} grave, majetic, fad!
Daughter,- fhe faid (pointing to a large wound
On her fair bofom, that yet dropp'd with blood)
Behold Lucretia, who for glory died !
Remember, that this path 18 always open
To virtue, and te fame !---"Thean fighing, thus !
She parted from my fight } —
Plaut. *Twas terrible !
Zir. Oh, *twas a hint from fate---my futher abfent---
Jcilius too---myfelf, a helplefs maid,
Expos’d to all the infolence of power——
Plautia, this mighty fhade in pity came
T’ affift my virtue, by her great example,
And teach me how to die !
Plaxt. Virginia, hear mne——
Truft to my cautious age and ripe experience ;
Erelong thy father will return---with him
Ieilius comes---till then be mild with Appius :
Sooth his wild rage ; deprive him not of hope ;
Left arm’d with pow’r, and ftung by thy rafh fcorn,
Like a fell wolf, the fhepherd far away,
He wrong thy helplefs innocence.
FVir. Oh, Plautia!
Mauft I diffemble? flatter? muft I aét
A part my foul abhors ?---upfkill’d in arts;
That falie ones ufe!
Plaut. Compeil’d by ftrong neceffity,
Such fraud is virtue.
Fir. What will fate do withme ! -
Oh, heav’ns! fupport me, Plautia, or I fink—
Look where the tyrant comes !--.1 cannot bear
The tenor of his prefence !
Plaut. Now beware, .
“How you provoke his rage ;---be conftant, firm,
And meet him with a fettled brow. [Exit Plautias

C 2 Enter



28 VIRGINTIA.

Enter Appius.
Vir. Lord Appius !

Ap. Forgive this rathnefs, fair Virginia,
‘That I-prefume t’appear before you, thus -
Unuelcome to your eyes, and half forbid ! .
But, Oh, the teriments not to be endur’d,
The agenies I feel! They drive me on
Againtt all hope !---I would obey, but cannot!
My trembling limbs unbidden bear me to thee,
And my fond foul wants power to check their courfe ;
Ah, then ! if thou haft pity in thy nature,
If €’er that tender bofom heav’d with fighs,
At fome fad tale of wretched, hopelefs love,
Eleeding, diftralted, torn with wild defpair,
Lok, lock on me! for all that woe is mine !
Fir. Itill befits the glory of great Appius
To mock an humble maid ‘ :
Ap. Alas, Virginia! . -
Mock thee ?—but well I know thou canft not mean it !
Mock thee ?—By heav’ns, allgreatnefs, power, and pride,
Empire, and rule, degraded fall before thee,
And vanith into nothing |—Turn not from me ! :
Pir. My Lord,- my Lord !—without reproach and
How may a Roman virgin dare to liften [thame
To words like thefe ?---and in a father’s abfence ?
And what can the great high-born Appius mean,
But fcorn, and ruin to Virginia ? . :
Ap. Creel!
Thou know’ft
Zir. My Lord,~T know my humble lot
Haus plac’d me far beneath you ; yet this heart
Is not lefs fenfible of fhame and bafenefs,
Than if it beat with high patrician blood.
Ap. By heav’ns, thou wrong’{t my meaning and my.

My love is pure as thy own refy blufhes ! {honour ;
¥ir. My Lord, you wrong yourfelf, you wrong your
And that of your immortal anceftors, [glory,

By fuch a man purfuit — fome noble dame :
Ap. Talk not of others !---Thou alone haft empire,
Within this breaft !-- Others there are, 'tis true,
And noble too---but, ah, how unlike thee!
My foul grows dull, and fickens at their ﬁght——ah
. ’
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Oh, charming maid ! Thou’rt of a different mould !
Thy fweetnefs, innocence, and artlefs truth,
. Thy namelefs graces, and thy virtues join’d,
Ennoble thee above all high defcent,
And dignify my choice ! and here, If{wear
I inean thee for my bride !
Vir. Away, my Lord---
Have you forgot th’ inviolable law
Yourfelf ordain’d, that interdi&ts fuch union ? "~ ~

Ap. Have I deferv’d fo little of my country,
As not to claim an inftant revocation
Of any law that dooms me to be wretched ?
Before to-morrow’s fun awake the world,

It thall be done— -

Vir. 1 muft not, dare not hear
Language like this---My Lord, let me intreat you
To leave me till my father be return’d ;

The daughter of a Roman citizen
Cannot without a ftain admit fuch vifits.

Ap. Cruel!---What banith me from thy lov'd fight
For days !---whole days and nights !---it muft not be !
Here let me fall, and breathe.my faithful vows!
Here, on the fpotlefs altar of thy hand,

Swear endlefs truth and love ! [ Kneeling.

Fir. Rife, rife my Lord! [ -Harmed,

: Enter Icilius.

Icil, Ha! do I fee aright }

Vir, Icilids here ! :

Ap. He here !---curft chance '—

Icil, By all the pow’rs above, :

*Tisfo! ev’nas fhe faid ! fure my kind genius
Guided me here, that this fond, credulous heart
Might doubt no more, nor longer be abus’d

By one fo falfe I fo fatal!

Vir. Ah, Icilius!

What mean thefe words ?---Think’ft thou ——e

lcil. Madam, ’tis well—-

You have done nobly, while this wretch, this deudge,,

Was abfent, lab’ring in the fields of death !

You’ve made a choice moft worthy of you. . Appius.

Alone could merit fuch a heart as yours?

*Tis true, your vows are mine ; but what are vows
C; : Yous
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Your mounting fpirit fcorns to fly at lefs :
Than empire ! —— Diadems perhaps, and fceptresd
Fit recompence for Appins ! mighty Appius! .
‘T'he righieous lawgiver | the glorious patroa-
Of liberty, and father of his country !
Ap. Infolent Tribune, hence! doft thou prefume
With fcurril taunts ?
leil. What, thou art-champion for her !e-
She well deferves it—
Zir. Is this we'l, Icilius ?---
From 1] ee this'ufage ¢-
Ap. By the gods, fweet maid, : . :
I will revenge thy irongs; they’re mine!---Plebeian!
Thy fpeéch, as bafe as thy ignoble birth,
Shall coft thee dear !---Refpect reftrains my rage,
Or with this arm I would chaftife thee bence! .
[ Laying bis hand or his fword,
Icil. By heav’ns, Decemvir, but unfheath thy, fword,
And thou o’erpay’it my wrongs---I'll call thee noble l---
But I forgot---thy outrage is entrufted .
"I'o fafer hands---to liQors, guards, and armies.
[Appius coming xp fiercely with his fword dravm,
Virginia rufbes between.
Pir. For mercy hold !---Oh, fpare my foul thefe ter-
Nor drive me to defpair ! [rors,
Ap. Thou lovely fair
Compofe thy breaft !---here at thy feet I fay
My fword and my refentment, and difchaina
Anger, ambition, pride, and ev’ry paffion,
But love !
Icil, Is'tcome to this ?---Gods, fhe avows
Her perfidy, nor thinks me worth the pains
Liv’n of alittle poor diffimulation !
Zir. His anguifh touches me; but confcious pride,
And injur’d hanour, after fuch an outrage,
Forbid that he thould know it---[ Afde.] Yes---perhaps
*Tis true ; and thou doft well to think me falfe ;
Thou feeft I labour not t’evade the charge,
Nor do I deign an anfwer |
Ap. This goes well
T'll interpofe no longer—eem

4 . IC”. ;
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Icil. Yes, 1 fee, .
That heart, which once I thought the gift of heav’n
To blefs my days, is fold to bafe amtbition ;
That venal heart !---not giv’n, but fold !---Go then,
Thou perjur’d maid ! enjoy thy guilty greatnefs !
Go! anew Tullia! help they impious Tarquin -
To trample on thy country’s bleeding bofom !
Like her, triumphant on thy haughty car,
Drive o’er thy rev’rend father’s mangled corfe,
And think no road too fhort, that leads to empire !
Vir. Go thou'! nor longer dare to violate
My ears with thy licentious, brutal fpeech !
Go, where I never may behold thee more !
Ap. Why this exceeds my hopes !---1 thaok thee,
Marcia ! [ Afide.
Lil, Yes, falfe one, I will go!---I fee my prefence
Is irkfome grown to thee; yes, 1 will go,
And where thou never fhalt behold me more !
Come, ye fierce Equi, pierce thisbreaft! Here make
A paffage for my ftreaming blood !---The torrent
Shall wafh away Virginia’s fatalimage !
1 too, aswell as fhe, will thank the hand
‘That gives the blow !
Vir. Refentment, grief, and pity,
Tear up my foul !---Alas, thefe ftarting tears
Will tell what paffes here! [ Afide, friking ber breaft,
Icil. Now, cruel maid, :
Farewel !--.a long, and laft farewel for ever!
I will not call upon the mighty gods
‘To punifh thee, or to avenge my wrongs—vee—
No—while this breath of life remains, I cannot,
I cannot curfe Virginia !---that lov’d name,
That once lov’d name, is dear to me ev’n fhill !
This only-«-"midft the glories of thy triumph,
Mayft thou remember, not without a pang,
Him whom thou haft undone! the wretch Icilins !
Whe lov’d thee with fuch---but no more-~-Farewel.
i ¥ [Goizg.
Vir. Oh, ftay, yet ftay, Icilins!
Ap. No, let him go. { Exit Icilius,
And elfewhere vent his bafe plebeian infolence,
While Appius at thy feet—

Vire
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Vir, Off!---hold me not!—. '
What, is he gone ?—Diftra&tion ! madnefs! death !— -
Return, return, Iciliug—
[ Attempting to follow, but beld by Appius.
4p. Fair Virginia, ’ .
He merits not thy love ; defpife, forget him ;
And, Oh, let faithful Appius bending thus,
Embracing thus thy knees !
Vir. (Sull firuggling to foHow Icilius, but held by Ap-
pius.] My life! my Lucius! )
He’s gone ! for ever gonel—hence, barb’rous tyrans !
Pollute me not with thy infe&ted touch,
Nor longer blaft my fight with fuch a monflet !
Is’t not enough thou haft undone my peace,
Blotted my fame, drove from my longing eyes
My only love, defpairing, bent on death,
Stabb’d to the heart with the empoifon’d thought
That his Virginia’s falfe 7~~And would thy cruelty
Yet farther torture me ? -
Ap. Ha, isit thus ?
Doft thou then own thy love for him, thy hate
For me ?—tis well—by Heav’ns, Ithank thy rage!
It has forc'd out, before thou wert aware,
The fecret of thy foul, conceal’d till now,
And all thy arts unveil’d !—but for this chance
I had been fool’d !—thy looks of feeming mildnefs,
Thy gentle foothing fpeech, and foft demeanor
{Hollow and falfe !) had almoft vanquifh’d me,
And chang’d my fix’d refolves,——but fince ’tis thus
I’'m fpurn’d, and my fond, generous, ardent paffion
‘Thus treated
Vir. Hence, with thy detefted paffion,
'To fiends and furies, black as thy own foul,
If fuch there be! and leave me to the forrows
Which thou haft heap’d upon me !
Ap. Now, by Hercules,
Appius again fhall be himfelf---proud fair,
Thou haft thy wifh---hence, tgifling love, begone !
I give thee to the winds ¢ my paflion’s o'er,
And nought but lufty appetite remains,
‘Which, fpite of all rhy peevith fcorn and rage,.
1 will indulge te fuch luxurious height,
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‘That gorg’d at length, and glutted, it {hall ficken,

And turn away from thy pall’d charms with loathing !

Nor fhall my vengeance reft unfatisfied——

Icilius---He, thy minion ! foon fhall find

‘What ’tis to have pull’d down on his crufh’d head

The wrath of Appius !---Now, go florm and rage !

Thou fhalt have caufe !~—For ere to-morrow’s fun

Be funk to reft, I’ll meetthee, haughty mard,

As mighty Jove met Semele ! —in thuader ! .

[Exit Appius,
Vir. [After fome paufe, and looking wildly about ber. ).

Where fhall I fly !---Terror, remorfe, defpair,

Surround me !---Heav’n and earth abandon me!—— !

Icitius gone---perhaps to death---Thou wretch !

Whofe fatal pride has plung’d thee in this gulph

Of horror, view thyfelf, and then grow mad !

DiftraGion ! ---is there.no relief for woe

Like mine ?~~No hopein ftore ?-—~Quick, let me fly !w °

Oh, bear me, winds, to my Icilius’ bofom,

Ere ftung with grief and rage, he quit for ever.

Thefe hated walls !—Retard his flight, ye pow’rs !

And let thefe ftreaming eyes and breaking heart

To gentle pity melt the gen’rous. youth,

And clear my love, my honour, and my truth. [Exi, -

. Exp of the Seconp AcT.

ACT I
SCENE, Marcia's Hpa;tmext.
Appius, Claudius, and Marcia.

Cravb1us. .
H AST thou well weigh’d th’event ? Confider, Appius,
When once theattempt is made, there’s no.retseat ;-
To tail were ruin. ‘
gp. Ceafe thy groundlefs fears ;
Th’ event is fure; thy claim is plaufible ;
Thy proofs moft clear; my hardy veterans,
That crowd in throngs, ali ready to avouch
Whate'er 1diCtate; and myfelf thy judge.
Thoa
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Thou art ungrateful, Claudius—Ha!—methinks
Thou art much bound to me, who ftrive to gain thee
So fair a flave !---What fay’ft thou, gentle Marcia ?

Mar. This black contrivance ftartles me---this fhews me

My own offence---what, feize her as a flave !
A free-born maid ! and with hir’d perjury,
Mifcreants fuborn’d, and bought for gold, defpoil her
Of liberty, of innocence, of peace,
Of fpotlefs fame ! Thou canft not be fo bafe !
“Ap. It feems that Marcia then, of all her fex,
Is turn’d an advocate for faith, and honour !
Mar. Upbraid me well thou may’ft—my own fad heart,
Confcious of guilt, upbraids me yet more bitterly,
And tells me, the fevere reproach is juft;
Yet, thanks to the bleft gods, at length thefe eyes
Are open’d, and my flumb’ring virtue wakes ! .
Ap. Hence, all ye idle {ets of vain philofophers !
Sages, and moralifts, and prating fophifts !
Hence, with your pedant wifdom ! —I’ll no more on’t--e
Let me learn truth and virtue from a woman !
Now, Marcia, hear (to fhew the deep effeéts
Of thy reproof) that yet before the ftar
Of night arife, thou fhalt behold Virginia,
Thy fgiend Virginia, claim’d, prov’d, and adjudg’d
A flave in th’ open Forum j a born flave -
Mark me, and by my fentence too, fair Marcia,
Mar, Thou {prung from gods! and doft thou claim
defcent o :
From Hercules, who pyrg’d the earth of monflers !
Claud. Marcia, no more —— ;
Mar. Away, vile fycophant !
I will not call thee brother !'——This bafe counfel
Was thine : ’tis fuch pernicious flatterers,
Such bufy, ready, fawning flaves, as thou art,
" ‘That choak, and flifle truth, poifon all virtue,
And curfe mankind with tyrants and oppreffors !

Claud. ’Tis deeply Epoke---but whence this fudden
For if Lerr not, who of late, but Marcia, [change ?
To forward Appius’ wifh !-<-Whofe arts contriv’d
To make a breach between two faithful lovers,
And to effe it, broke through all the ties
Of holy friendship 2 .

-

.
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Ap. Claudius, peace——perhaps
The all-perfe& Marcia thinks our groffer fenfe
Could né’er difcover lurking at her heart
The little wanton god, who fometimes loves
To {port with fuch high virtue !
Claud. Doft thou blufh,
Degenerate maid ?---Was this the fecret {pring
Of all thy zeal for Appius, all thy cares
For poor Virginia, and her threaten’d honour ?
And now thy hopes are loft, would’t thou affume.
A virtue which thou know’ft not ?
Ap. Worthy Marcia,
(To quit the licence of thy fpeech) learn thig——
*Tis vice defeated, baffled, difappointed, '
That makes fuch virtuous profelytes as thou art,
And fills the world with prating hypocrites !
Mar. What fhall I fay ! Alas, what an(wer make
To this deep charge !---forgive me, pitying Heav’n !
And, Ob, ye haplefs pair, whom I have injurd,
Forgive me too ! while thus with confcious blufhes
1 own my fault I own, ’twas treach’rous love,
"Chat firft feduc’d my wand’ring fteps from virtue ;
Yet guilty, and unhappy as I am,
My foul ftarts back with horror from a crime
Dike this---’tis true, while Appius meant with honour:
. To wooe Virginia for his virtuous bride,
1 aided, though by means not wholly juft;
But this is fuch perdition! words are wanting
To give a name to it !---Oh, Appius !---Claudius !
Quit, quit betimes this fatal enterprize,
Nor call down thunder'on your impious heads .
Ap. Away, fhe dreams let’s leave her this way
Claudius. [Bxeunt Appius and Claudius.
Mar. All’s loft---there is no hope---nothing can fhake
_ ‘The dreadful refolution he has taken
What fcenes of blood and rage do I forefee !
Mifguided, wretched Marcia! with what mifcreants
Halft thou combin’d !---Now learn how dangerous
It is to venture near the verge of bafenels:
A gen’rous mind fhould aever dare to quit
Virtue’s firm hold; that gone, that facred anchor
Once parted from, there 18 no ftop~——down drives

The
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The defp’rate bark before. the foaming torrent,
Breaks on a rock, and finks to rife no mere !
But, Oh, that injur'd maid! that dear Virginia!
She little thinks what frightful mifchiefs wait her!
Much lefs what treach’rous hand has lent its aid,
To her undoing !---Quick, let me fly---Ay, yet
Prevent, if poffible, th'uplifted blow ! :
*Tis worfe than death !—Yes, thou fhalt know my gujlt,
In fpite of fhame thou fhalt ; ‘'and if there be .
A way for thee to *fcape, although the paffage
Lie through this heart, I'll pierce it for Virginia !

[ Exit Marcia,

‘SCENE, Icilius’s Tent in the Roman Car}r; at Algidum,
Firft an alarm, then aretreat is foanded.

Icilins enters difordered, as from fight.

Lil. Will nothing rid me of my mifery !
Dd 1 in vain provoke the fomward foe
To end me!—Oh, Virginia !—falfe Virginia e
Great gods, behold me here, a wretch complete,
The work of your own hands, in all your wrath !
*Tis death muft give me eafe—in the fill ure
Virginia’s perfidy and all my woes
Shall fleep: reft then, my heart, nor let a groan -
Efeape to tell Virginius, his falfe daughter )
Has ruin’d all thy peace! She has bafely fold :
Her love---for wealth and pride !

, [Walking abvat difodered.
Virginius here ! . [Surprized.
Enter L. Virginius. o

L. Vire Ay, here Icilius e~

‘Now, in the name of all the gods, what means -
This wild defpair, that fhuns the light ? I mafk’d thee,
“When to the camp thou cam’ft---there on thy vifage -
O’erfpread with ghaftly pale, I faw a'grief ‘
That ftruck my heare---Art thou refolv’d on death 2
Why elfe rufh defp’rate on a thoufand -fwords,
As ev’n'but now thou didft, as'if toeonrtit®’
Alas, Icilius ! little doft thou fhow
Regard for me, and lefs for poor Virginia,
Whofe life, whofe being, hangs'on thine ! - :

. . . o L KA
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ILil, Oh, torture!
But yet I muft diffemble. [4fde.] Say, Virginius,
Much honour’d,and much lov’d ! fay, isit »
A Roman fhould forget the thoughts of danger,
When glory, and hiscountry’s wrongs, infpire him 2
L. Zir. This falfe referve, Icilius, is unworthy
Both of thyfelf and me. Is our alliance
So hateful, that for refuge thou wouldt fly
Into the arms of death ? Perhaps Virginia,
Too fond, has furfeited thy fickly flame,
And now is cheap in thy efteem. If fo,
1 will abfolve thee from this odious contra& ;
And duty, and fubmiffion to a father,
Shall teach her, howfoe'er it wring her heart,
Without complaint, or aught but filerit tears,
Unmurm’ring to refign thee. .
Icil. Down, my heart! -
Down, fwelling grief ! [ 4fe.] Virginius, hear me {peak;
If e’er my foul, fince firft fhe could diftinguith .
Among mankind, wifh’d other than tobe
Join’d i indiffoluble bonds to thee,
Thy blood, and all thy virtues, may the gods
Abandon me this hour ! Then wound me not
So deep, to think that ought in thy alliance
Is irkfome to me ; much lefs, that Virginia
Has furfeited my.love with too much kindnefs.
Ah, no!—Perhaps I may—I know not why——e
But to myfelf, methinks, my foul feems heavier
Than fhe was wont to be; and I would rouze me
By attion. This diftemp’rature of mind,
This wayward ficklinefs, that has no name,
Is one of thofe conditions human nature
Holds her frail tenement by —— But it will pafs —
L. Vir. Words, words, mere words !=—I fee, thro’ all
A black corroding grief, thatgnaws thy heart; [this veil,
Which fince thou’rt obflinate to hide—No more ——
I've done—This only, then farewel—Whene’er
Thy need requires, I tell thee, old Virginius
Has yet a heart that’s firm, a hand toaid thee
Againft the werld-combin’d; But have a-care,
Take heed, young man—My friendihipand my honour .
Muit pot be trifled with—bl‘his touches bothrwme
. N - This

+
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Thismean referve !—By heav’ns, I know neart 3
For I have nought.to hide. But in thy breat
1 find thatother maxims rule. There’s myfery,
And dcep difguife, which noble minds difdain.
There's fomething dark—and where ’tis dark—"tis foul.
, [Exit angrily,

&H. Atlengthhe’s gone. This was a trying conflict,
With rage and grief fupprefs’d, my heart was burfting,
Yet fcorn’d camplainr.  No, fhould I ftoop to ufe
A father’s pow’r, to gain aforc’d«confent,
And hug a wretched carcafe in my arms,
‘The nobler part, the mind, all over ftain’d, S
Blotted and fcrawl'd with Appius’ hated image ?
Could I bear this ? No." Could the angry gods
Add aught to.the full load of woe I bear, -
It weuld be thus, thus to poffefs Virginia!

Enter a Guard with Caius.

Guard. A meflenger =~
To Lucius Icilius from Rome. '

Caius. This, from Valerius, to ‘his friend Icilius

1 am cemiffion’d to deliver. [ Prefenting aletters
Jeil, Valerius! Ha! what may this meflage mean 2
[Reads] ' [4dfide.

¢ Valerius to Icilius fends health. '
¢ Thefe fhall inform you, that your prefence and aid
* are here moft neceflary, in defence of the unhappy Vir-
ginia, againft the attempts of the enraged Appius, who,
finding all his arts to feduce hef vain, now threatens open
violence. The diftrefled maid, whofe truth and conftancy

your unjuft fufpicions have much wronged, is prepared to .

give mott fignal, tho’ fatal, proofs of both, unlefs you in-

terpofe your timely fuccour. . Farewel
Heavens!-can it be ?—1 fee Valerius’ hand
A witnefs to its truth. Can I have been
So fatally deceiv’d !~—My heart mifgives me !
Caius. Icilius, pardon me—th’ extsemity
In which I left Valerius and his friends,
Demands my utmoft hafte. I hav’t, befides,
In charge, to let Virginius know what ruin
Awaits his moft .unhappy child. :
Iil, Oh, Caius! . ‘ )
. I knew
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I know thee now ; Virginius’ faithfulfreedman..
Alas! for pity, tell me, if thou know’ft’
Aught of Virginia———What has driv’n the tyrant -
o this precipitate courfe *
Caius, A frefh repulfe, ’
Which, urg’d with too much Bitternefs and'fcorn,,
Has fir'd him ev’n to madnefs, and he breathes
Nought but revengeand violence: I faw,
Ere I departedy at her father’s houfe;
Fhe haplefs maid, all fainting, drown’d in tears ;
With her Valerius, and her uncle-Numitor,
Horatius, Plautia; Marcia, Claudius™ fifter,
Who, weeping, afks forgivenefs, owne fome treach’ry .
She has been guilty of ; and ’tis from: her
Appius’ defigns are known.
1cil. Why, then, there lives hat
A wretch fo curs’d as 1! [ 4fide:] Oh; Caius! hafte,
Lofe not a moment—Hence ! [£.xit Caius.] Virginia le—
Forn with remorfe and fhame, delpair and love,
I fly, thou dear, thou gen’roue, faithful maid,
To thy relief. Grant me, all-gracious Heav’n,
But one blefs’d hour, to wipe my guilt away,
To pierce the tyrant’s heart, and to-protect )
My injur'dlove ; the next, decreemy fal. =~ [Ew&

S CE N E, Virginia’s dpartments
Enter Virginia and Marcia.
" Mar. Yetlet me call myfelf thy friend, Virginia &
And fhall I faithful add,
Tho’ for a while mifled by fatal love; '
Thdt wand’ring and decsitful fire, I jtray’d,
Wide erring from the paths of truth and honour ¥
Yes, let this thame, thefe tears, wafh out the ftain,
Oh, might I live to fee thee fafe from treafon,
And blefs’d with love, my foul could atk no'more !' . -
But if the fates, averfe, have doom’d, fveet maid,.
That thou mutt fall, for glory fall, thy Marcia,
Once the companion of thy youth.and truft,
‘Tho* now a wretch, fhall nobly perifh with thee:
Vir. Mareia, once more belov’d, and faithful toe!
I fee thee now, I know thee by that virtue

lonce fo lov'd, and brighter now thanever! . . .
D2 *  'The
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The intervening mift, that paffion rais’d,
Is clear’d away, and all is fair again.

Mar. This goodnefs weighs me down, My heart’s too
To fpeak—then let me thus poyr out my thanks,  [full
My grateful tears, in'thy forqiving bofom.

Vir. Ah, niy lov’d Marcia! *is enough—too much,

- I'm fauisfy’d.  Urge then no more a faule
‘I'hy haplefs paffion caus’d. 1 know too well
The tyrant pow’r of love; Icilius’ charins,
How irrefiftible,

Mayr. Thou haft reftor’d 'me
To life and happinefs!

Fir. From this fweet union , :
My breaft derives new hopes ; and may the pow’rs
‘That watch o’er innocence look down propitious}
But chiefly thou, bright goddefs, Chafgty !
Thou, to whofe honour ancient Rome decreed
Temples and altars, when thy own Lucretia
For glory bled ! do thou proteét thy votary
From violence and fhame!

Enter Plautia,

Plaut, Thy uncle, Numitor,
Without expeéts thee. News of great import
Are from the camp but now arriv’d. All Rome .
Is in confufion ; what the circumftance, B o
He can defiver.  We muft now attend him, [ Exenns,

‘'S CENE, a Garden.

Entcr Appius.
Ap. Wherefore did trifling love’s ignoble fire
Melt this firm breaft ? My foul was form’d for emplre,
- For warj to guide the car, to wield the fword,
Or in the fenate teach the ftubborn fathers
My will waslaw, and my decrees were fate.
But now the.war, the;tumault is within ¢ [Marcia !
It rages here. [Pointing to bis breafl.) Deferted too by
Curfe on ker ill-tim’d tears, and.coward virtue !
Enter Rufus 10 bim bafily.

Ruzf. Appius, I come with news to fhake all fpirits
But thine.. From different quarters meflengers,
Breathlefs with heat and fpeed, are juft arriv’d,

Who tell of the defeat of both our annies :

On
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On the firfk-onfet, the perfidious cohorts
‘Turn’d back, and fled ; not broken by the enemy,
But refolute beforehand not to coriquer, - :
Thro’ hate and{pleen te the decemvirate, .
Left aught of happy fheuld.befal the. ftate:
Beneath their government.

Ap. Malicious.gods!" : -
From this time I renounce your temples, altars;,
Your falfe, precariousaid; and on this arm . .
And this firm fpiritalone will build my fortuge..
What, is the fatal news divulg’d ?-

Ruf. *Tis fpread :

Thro” univerfal Rome ; the madding populace:
Tumultuous rife; confufion, haveck, fpoil,

Are all on foot: '

* Ap. Oh, for the bolts of Jove;

To wi¢ld amongft them !—Yeet this very night,.
Whate’er befal, I fwear to facrifice

‘That peevifh, fcornful maid, that racks me thus,,
"To love and to revenge !: -

Ruf. Surely, my Lord;.

"Twere fafer to defer the.execution - -
Of your.defign, till this moft dang’rous ftorm
Be ovexllslown —_—
. Ap. No, by my great progenitor;.

Alk:iﬁes, I wil); on}; gﬁke%i:f, 1’ll combat

This many-headed monfer, this bafe hydra;,

“The rafcal people, to the utmoft verge

Of 1life and death !

- Ruf. Howe’er,.thefe dire commotions:
Should inftantly be quell’d ; we muft affuage-
‘The prefent heat,
Ap. Go thou, and find out Claudius;

Bid him inform my. colleagues of this news;.

Let them aflemble ftraight, in Mars’s-temple,

The fenate—We muft ufe them now—We want:
Their popular name, and their authority,

To quell the rabble rout.. This dene, let Claudiuss
Repair to me before I meet the fepate:: -
For Iil not quit, or flack, forthis impediment,

The courfe I have refolv’d. 'The proud Virginiay,
Before another: fun gilds thefe feven hills,,

D 3. Shall:
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Shall yet be mine; nor fhall the curs’d Icilius -
Efcapathiearm. Then let to-morrow come 3
- And if I fall, I fall with glorious ruin !
Secure of blifs, whate’er my fortune prove,
I’ll eriumph, glutted with revenge and love ! .
- [Exennis
Exp of the THIRD AcT. :

ACT 1V,
SCENE, au Apartment in Virginius's Houfes
Enter Virginia, Plautia, and Marcia,

VirGINIA. - -
WHAT doft thou tell me ? My Icilius come ?

Plaut. The flaves without have feen him hur<
With eager looks and pace. [rying hither,
Mar. Let meretire; .
. I1dare notlook on him. The wretched Marcia
Mutt needs be horror to his eyes.
Vir. No, Marcia, : :
“Thou fhalt femain, and he fhall know thy fervices,.
And all thy generous friendfhip.
Enter Icilius,
4il. My Virginia ! '
[After fome paufe, as recollecting bimfelf,
Als! forgive me, that I call thee fo.
1 had forgot I was a wretch, a criminal,
And muft novcall thee mine. The fight of thee
Had banifh’d for a- moment from my memo
My deep dy’d guilt, and call'd back former times,
And happier fcenes, when all was peace and dove,
Yethear me; for I afk thee not for pardon ;
1 afk theé¢ not to give me back that love,
‘Which once was all the treafure of this heart;
T've (quander’d it away, and muft not murmur
That nothing now is left me but mere mifery,
To fill the aching void.
¥ir. My vows arc heard! - e
He is return’d, and full of truth and love ! [4,}‘.12.
: ci
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Zil. Turn not away, but hear.me; for, I fwear, .
The dang’vous cloud that’s burfting o’er thy head,
Once paft, with patient grief I will endure
Whate’er thy utmoft rigour fhall impofe. -

Zir. Nomore; I cannotbéarit, Yes, my Luciug
I’m thine, for ever thine ! My kindling heart, -

At thy approach, with fympathetic love,
To meet thee fprings, and with thy gen’rous flamé
Tranfported, longs to mix its faithful fires. “

Icil. Gods, gods ! this is too much ! fuch fudden blifis

Pouring upon me ! —Bure I’m in a dream !

Some {weet illufion, that thus mocks my fancy

With thadowy fcenes of joy !—Here let me fall,

And breathe my fighs—— [Kneclinge
Vir, [Raifing him,] How {fweetitis to love !

Methinks my bofom feels as if fome treafure,

Long loft, were now, by an immediate a&

©f Heav’n’s own bounty, to my hopes reftor’d.

Icil. ‘1s’¢ pofible ? Ab, let me prefs thee thus

Againft my trembling breaft, and hold thee faft! .
o : . [Embracings
Thus folding thee, thus, let thy pitying heart
Tell mine, in nimble beatings, thou forgiv’ft me,
That I am blefs’d, and thou art ever mine !
Ha! do my eyes deceive me ? Marciahere!

Vir. If thy Virginia’s love indeed be precious
In Lucius’ eyes, next to the gracious gods,  [perhaps,
Behold the gen’rous friend, [Pointing to Mar.] to whom,
Thou ow’ft that yet fhelives; that without fhame
She dares lock up, and fondly gaze upon thee! :
Thou dear; kind maid ! [ Embracing Mar.] without whof@

timely fuccour . ,
The loft Virginia had perhaps this moment
Been a defpis’d, dithonour’d, wretched flave..
Oh, Lucius !

Mayr, Ceafe, Virginia, to opprefs. .

His gen’rous mind. Thou know’ft, th” unhappy Marcia
Haslefs deferv’d his pardon than hisfcorn..

Icil. No more, fair Marcia ; let nought inaufpicio.uq,
Let no unkind remembrance now pollute ‘
This perfect blifs. Haft thou not fav’d Virginia ?--

- And can I €er repay the mighty debt 2

Ido
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3 do believe thy foul is virtuous, noble,
Tho’ for awhile thy guardian genius flumber’d,.
Negleétful of his charge—— But yet, my heart,
Thou-muit not know repofe.. ,
¥ir. What means my. Lucius ?
There’s fometliing lab’ring in thy breaft..
Itil, Thou dear,
Lov’d maid! my foul, long tofs’d in: troybles,
Amidft thefe sranfports, for a while fufpended
Her racking cares, and catch’d at hope too foon..
Pir. Oh, eafe my throbbing bofom !
Zeil. My Virginia !
The jewel I had loft, I have recover’d !’
But, Oh, not yet fecur’d! For, know, torender -
All oppofition to his defp’rate purpofe-
HMopelefs and vain, the tyrant has affembled
His crew of ruffians from all parts. Thelevies
New rais’d, are juft arriv'd in dreadful throngs,,
And awe the trembling city.  No affiftance,
No human aid can now defend thy innocence ;;
Nothing but flight, :
¥ir. Ye guardian pow’fs, prote& me !:
Where thall I fly #—
Ieil.. Compofe thy troubled breatt :
All may be well, ith a fond lover's care
1 would attend thy fteps,.and guard'my treafure.
From ev’ry ill ;. but, Oh! imperious honour
Forbids me now to leave my wretched country.
A prey to fattion, tyranny, and rapjne;
That reign within thefe walls;: while the proud foe,,
‘With fire and fword, advancing to our gates,
‘Threatens to lay imperial Rome in duft,
‘Thy uncle Numitor will be the guide:
And partner df thy flight; he will conduét thee,
‘To Ardea, where the good Herminius, bound
By ties of blood, and ancient friendfhip, dwells
His facred hLiearth, and. hofpitable gods.
Are ready to receive thee.
Pir. Ah, my Lucius " ,
How tranfient was the momentary joy-
‘That fwell’d my eager hopes !=—Methinks I 'feel’
- : : A fhivering,

[Afiden
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A fhivering, like the approach of death !
Sure fome prefage | —— . .
Icil. Thou deareft maid! have comfort.
Are there not godsabove ? When virtue {uffers,
>Tis theirown caule. Butlet us hafle; the fenate
Is now aflfembling. Letus{eize the occafion o
(While Claudius and the fierce Decemvir meet them).
*Tolead thee hence, When once th’ impending ftorm,,
"T'hat’s gathering o’er our heads, be overblown,
Thou quickly fhalt return to blefs thefeeyes: ™
‘Then fettled calms, and gentle peace, fhall footh
Each anxious care; aufpicious Love fhall prune -
His ruffled wings, and point each fhaft with gold ;
And facred Hyien light his nuptial torch,
To guide us on our way to endlefs blifs. [Exeunt,

SCENE, a Strest in Rome,

Enter Appius, Rufus, and Claudius, .
Ap. Icilius now in Rome ! )
Ruf. By your command,
Warching in yon retreat, I faw him enter
Virginibs® gates.
Ap. Confufion! we’re difcover’d ! -
There’s fome defign on foot. Is thy band ready'?~ -
- [To Claudiuge
Claud. They’re all prepar'd. :
4p. Ha, Claudius! look, look yonder ! ‘
‘They’re coming forth thisinftant. Marcia too !
*Tis (he who has betray’d us——There they gom—w
See, Numitor conduéts my lovely prize!
By Heav’ns, Icilius quits her, and returns !-——
Fortune, I thank thee !~—Claudius, now advance
With all thy force, and meet them in the front
* "That way——On my tribunal thou fhalt find m¢. = .
. -+« [Eweunt Claud. and Ruf,
Now, my propitious ftars, fhine out ! Now fpeed
My glorious hopes, that I may tafte the fweets
That wait on empire! Letthe vulgar herd,
By flow purfuits of art, and patient labour,
Attain theirends j but let me, likeagod,
At once ftretch out my arm, and feize my joy ! ' [Esits

 SCENE,
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SCENE, #be Gate Colling in Rome,

While a march is playing, L. Virginius enters with-a band
of foldiers,

L. Vir. At length, my valiant friends, and fellow-fol-
We tread the parent foil, where firft we drew [diers,
Our breath. This is no time for ftudied forms
Of fpeech.  With hurry’d march, and wounds unheal’d,
We’ve left our camp, and here are come, to conquer
Or die. " There is no mean ; our hard oppreflor,
Already victor o’er our laws, our hberties,,

Our fortunes and our lives, is not content,,

Unlefs he may extend his wide dominion,

€Qver oar honours too : our maids, our matrons,

Muft glut his impious luft ; force muft compel,.

Where treafon can’t feduce—My child, Virginia,,

My age’s darling, whom my choice and word

Had long finee deftin’d to the brave Icilius,

Your tribune, muft be fore’d from my embrace,

‘To a loath’d purpofe. Will ye bear it, Romans j

Say, fhall your,o]d centurion, bent with years,

And cumb’rous arms, who on his breaft yet bears.

‘The mark of many a wound, in battle fhar’d‘

“With you, my brave companions, now at laf

Be ftabb’d with fuch a fight ? A helplefs daughter,

In vain imploring aid, dragg’d to pollution 2

No, ineach eye I'read your noble purpofe,

‘To die, orfree your finking, bleedng country

¥rom this pernicious tyrant.
. Enter Marcia £ L. Virginius baflily.

Mar. Ab, Virginius ! '

L. Zir. Marcia, what mean thefé wild and frightedi
‘Fhis breathlefs hafte # - [looks,,
*  Mar. Virginia, Oh, Virginia ! ——

My treach’rous brother —

L, Zir. Ha! Virginia, faidft thou: >

Claudius '—Virginia !—Ye avenging gods ! ——
‘Why join’ft thou thus their names ¢—Speak, thou-dear-
‘Tho? thy. perfidious brother be a traitor, (maid¥
Thy faithful, gen’rous breaft holds no alliance: '
Weithhigblack crimes,.

Mars
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Maer. Yes, thou brave fon of Rome ! .
I am awretch !' I've wrong'd thee, bafely wrong’d thee !
‘The tale’s too long to tell ; but I've betray’d
My friend, my truft, nor dare I to prophane
‘The facred name of faithful. But I'll die,
Or my guilt away.
I}’.u;’%:. [qu/Iz‘Iy.] &here is mydaughter ?' [A flave ¢
Mar. Torn from my arms! She’s loft ! fhe’s gone '—
L.FZir. A flave! What mean'ft thou ?—Death and
Where is the ? [madaefs |—Speak—
Mar. Ah'! where now theis I know not. 4
But, fome few minutes fince, my impious brother,
Atsended by a band of ruffians, feiz'd her, '
As we were coming forth, and dragging her,
Spite of the gath’ring crowd, to the tribuaal
Of the Decemvir, claim’d her for his {lave.
L. Vir. My friends, my fellow citizens, my country-.
Say, fhalla Roman fuffer wrongs likethefe ? [men !
Mar. Then ftarted forth a train of perjur’d mifcreants,
‘With ready witnefs to fupport th’ impofture ;

- And the fieree judge, without remorie or fhame,
Atonce pronounc’d herdoom. Icilius then’
Rufh’d in between ; a defp’rate tumult rofe ;
Daggers were drawa ; a mingled cry was heard 5
Blood fiream’d on ev’ry fide; the women fled,
Loud fhrieking. Soon the torrent bore away
Virginia from my fide. °*Midf the confufion,
“Your name and your arrival were proclaim’d.
That inftant, {purr’d by friendfhip, grief, and duty,
I flew to find you out, and to relate
The horrid tale. Farewel! Thefe fwelling eyes
‘Shall ne’er be closd in fleep, till I have found
Where my perfidious brother has conceal’d
The injur’d maid. [Exite

L. Zir. Oh, miferable Rome1
“To fure deftruction doom’d ? Oh, Mars, Quirinus!
“Our tutelar gods ! where flept your watchful care,
When, in an evil hour, yourblinded fons,
Misjudging, trufted to the grafp of tyranny )

. Their precious birthright, freedom ; nay, held out
“Their hands for bonds ¢ —Away, my friends, away ! a
, ' Arm’
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Arm’d as we are, let’s ruth into the Forum,
And inflantly affaule our curs’d oppreffor.
Let us not drag our chains 2 moment longer ; -
Let us not think we live, till we are free.
Awasy, to conquer, or to die ! [Goingd
Enter Icilius,
Zeil. Virginius, :
A moment hold. Where doft thou run? : i
v L, Fir. Icilius, ) :
My fon! whereis Virginia >—Ha, fpeak ! where,
Where haft thou left my child ?—Diftraction ! death !
Without her 2——Ceould not love and glory teach thee
-Ta’ve feen her piecemeal torn before thine eyes, )
And afterwards to’ve dragg’d her quiv’ring limbs:
To greet her father, rather than have left her
A prey to tyranny and luft ?
Zcil. Virginius,
But ftay and.hear me—
L. Zir. Too, too long Pve ftaid !
My lov’d Virginia ! had thy wretched father
Been near thee, never hadit thou known this thame !
Icil. Thou ceuldft have done no more ———
L. Vir. Away, awdy ! '

Icil, Why this is madnefs, rage— [Impatiently
L. Vir, [Surveying bim.] 1 fee thee living—
Yet fee not her— [Raifing bis woicés

I:il. Virginius, if th’ impatience
Of thy juft griefy; had left me paufe for fpeech,
Ere this I had inform’d thee, that thy daughter
Lives yet unhurt, her freedom, and her honour
Safe and invielate ——
L. Vir. Thank the blefs’d gods ! -
Still may fhe be their care ! —But yet, Icilius—
Safe, andinviolate !'—Why then not with thee? -
Zcil. 'Know then, thisisthe caufe: When I oppos™d ~ =
Appius" untighteous judgment, which decree C
Virginia to the cuftody of Claudius =~ -~
*Till thy return—
L., Zir, What, has not the Decemvir
Adjudgd der Claudiug’flave ¥ - - Coee
[ I 2 Ll

.
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Infus’d a noble and ingenuous {pirit,
To bave it now difputed, after all,
If fhe be mine or not 2—If fhe fhall live,
As the was bred, in freedom andin honor,
‘The virtuous daughter of a Roman citizen,
Or funk in everlafting infamy,
The flave and harlot of a villain #=——Ah ! ——
That thought is death ! I'll not endure it longer !
I'll know the wor{t—This torturing fufpenfe
1sinfupportable ! —
I:il, What wouldft thou do ? _
By force redrefs thy wrongs, and hazard all
pon one defp'rate caft ?—Be more advis'd,
And wait till—
L. Virg. Wait! When ev’ry hour’s delay
Cries out difhonour on me !---No, by Heav’ns,
‘The thameful caufe fhall be this day decided !
Another fun fhall never more behold
Virginius crouching, and deprefs’d with fear -
Of being father to a firumpet ! e
Lil. Gods! _
Wilt thou rufh headlong to deftruftion ? Aid
The tyrant’s fouldefign, and wait thy doom
From his corrupt tribunal ?---This bafe claim
Of Claudius, and his profecuted right,
Thou know'ft is mere delufion, a vile mockery
OF juftice and wilt thou---
L. Virg, No more, Icilius---
But be perfuaded that Virginius knows.
The duty of a father and a Roman.
I:il. Think on the tyrant’s ftrength---
‘What counterpoife
Canft thouoppofe to fuch unequal weight ?
‘What valour ’gainft fuch odds ?---’Tis fure perdition
And muft I fee, with patient eyes, my love, ‘
My hopes all facrific’d ?---
L. Virg. 1 pray thee leave-me---
My breaft is all confufion. If my grief,
Ourancient friendthip, or my pray’r &n touch thee,
Be this the proof—A while avoid Virginia ;
Forget the ties of love, and all th’ engagements
Of plighted faith—Till this bafe caufe 1s ended,
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1 dare not call her mine, nor canI give,

Or thou receive the doubtful gift with honour.
Now, my try’d warriors, if yéur old Centurion,
Whene’er he led you forth to arms and glory,
Suftain’d the fhock of battle with the foremoft,

- And, drop for drop, pour’d out his blood with yours,
Now comes the time to claim your love, your aid ;
To you, andto thegods, I truft my doom,

And ftand or fall with liberty and Rome.

EnD of. the FourTu Acr.

‘

- ACT V.,

SCENE, 4 Apartment in L. Virginius's Houfes

L. VirGiNivus. o
HE timedfaws near : and fate comes haft’ning on
Virginja’s fate and mine—I muft compofe
This tempeft here, and fettleall within
‘To meet whate'er may fall—Diftralting doubts,
Be flill!---Ye horrid fhapes of fear, avaunt!---
*Alas, in vaip ! My lab’ring fou! can find
No reft—Where'er fhe turns, terror ftarts up )
To thwart her way—Oh, my belov’d Virginia!
Should’ft thou be torn from me !—Let me not think on’: §
Alas, fhe comes this way }—I muft not feec her—
$he melts me fo!---I cannot--- [Turning away.

, Enter Virginia,  ; :
Virg. Sir, my father! ¥

‘Turn not away, what have I done ?taeee
L. Virg. Virginia, '

Why doft thou come to waken with thy prefence

Thofe tender thoughts, thofe foft remembtances,

That warupon my firmnefs ?--Fly, my child,

Fly from a wretched parent, whon the wrath

Of fate purfues---perhaps I muft forget

Iever was a father!

E a, ' Firg,
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Virg. Oh, my heart!
Do you forfake me too! Ah, whither, whither,
‘Wilt thou betake thee now, undone Virginia,
When ev’n a father’s arms are fhut againit thee !
Oh, Sir! (fince now the tender name, my infancy
Firftlearn’d to lifp, muft ever be forgot)
What fhould I think ?—Am I indeed not yours ?
Or do you fcorn to acknowledge me your daughter,
Stain’d as [ am, and branded fora flave !
L. Virg., My tears will choak me! [Afde.] Go, re-
tire, my daughter ‘
Thou art my own ! my deareft, tendereft child !
1 glory that thou art !---Go in a while---
Let me colle& myfelf---The fight of thee
Difarms me of all ﬂren‘ggh, alt pow’r, and fhakes
My firmeft refolutions | o -
- Virg. Mutt Igo,
Thus doubtful of my fate, thus driven from you?
Behold the poor Virginia at your feet! [Kneeling .
Behold thefe falling tears ! —~—whatever be
‘The purpof= of your foul (it muft be noble,
Since ’tis my father’s.) Oh, unfold it all!
I will not fhirink, but meet it as becomes ,
A Roman maid, and daughter to Virginius! - [while;
L. beg. She cleaves my heart.! [afide.] Repofe thyfelf a
(4 - a1

Within few momeats I return—Mean time
Avoid Icilius—let not heedlefs paffion :
Thwart my command, but, as thou lov’ft, obey. [Exit.

Virg. What can this mean #————My father’s ftri¢t com-
T’ avoid Icilius—The ftrange war of paffions. - [mand
Conflicting in his breaft, his broken voice, :
His ftarts, his eager looks, all, all declare,
Some dread event is near !

© - Enter Icilius, _

Icil. Alas, Virginia !— B .
We’re loft—thy cruel father’s favage honour
Is hurrying to deftroy us! but ev’n now.
I met him going forth, and would have {poke—
‘When frowning ftern—Forbear, he cry’d, Icilius,
To thwart me thus, and fiercely paft along.
I know his fatal purpofe—Oh, %irginia !
Urg'd by the Furies, heis gone toclaim

o Imme.
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Tmmediate judgment, and provoke a fentence
‘That will undo us alle= ——
Firg. Fatewel, facewdl! [(Weeping.
Xkil. And wilt thou leave me thus to my defpair ?
Can thy own heart confentt’ abandon me?
Or is Icilius fuch a firanger there,
‘That thou canft banifh hus remembrance from thee
Without a pang; nay, ev’n with cold indifference ?
Firg. Alas! too well thou know'ft this heart, Icilius,
‘To think that ever cold indifference
Can harbour there=—my duty, not my withes,
Commands me hence; his will, which ever was
And ever muft be facred to Virginia. ‘
Zcil. *Tis well—thy duty bids thee tear this hear,
And thou obey’ft—how pow’rful is thy duty !
But Oh, Virginia, Oh, how weak thy love.
Virg. Cruel Icilius! .
- Icil, Yetl {wear to heav’n,
T will bot leave thee till this day be paft,
‘Tho’ men and godsoppofe—Thou artmy own— .
1 will defend thee, and my rights in thee,
.While I have life, nor truft to otheraid ;
Where’er thou goeft, I will purfue thy iteps,
Andjoin my fate with thine. :
Virg. Away, Icilius!e—
It feems, thou know’ft me not---Haft thou forgot,
1 am Virginius® daughter ?---Wouldft thou cancel
‘The bond of my obedience ?---Learn to render
Thy paflion worthier of . thyfelf and me !
Learn to refpeét my duty, and my glory ;
For tho’ Ilove, yet fill I am a Roman!
Iil. Fareweltoall my hopes !—Virginia’s heart,,
‘Which once.I fondly thought my own, it feems,
Is Roman all! and in the blaze of glory,
Love’s weaker flame is loft !
Enter Plautia end Marcia.
Plau. My child ! thy father
Impatient of his wro::lgs, this moment waits
To lead thee to the judgment-feat of Appius!
Our fireets are throng’d—Rome pours her numbers forth,,
All anxious for thy tate—My heart is broke
With mndctncfs., and forrowt -
coln ' E3 Blaws
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Mar. Thou dear maid, .
Whom I haveinjur'd! fee, the wretched Marcia, -
Binking with guilt and griefand fhame, is come
To follow thy fad fteps, and loud proclaim
To heav’n and earth, ev’n in the face of Appius,
And her falfe brother, the detefted perfidy
. They have contriv’d againft thee !
Vir. My kind Marcia, :
Allwill be well ~ Methinks my foul feems arm’d
With heav’n-imparted firength ; and lighter grown
. Than ufual, is beginning to fhake off .
‘Thefe earthy bands that hold her—Now, my Lucius,
Once more farewel—forgive the few harfh words, -
Which while my tongue pronounc’d, my heart difclaim~.

ed; .
For Oh, that I have ever fondly lov'd thee,
And ever will, till the laft pulie of life.
Shall ceafe to beat within this conftant heare, ..
Let this embrace, and this, perhaps the laft {Embracing.
That €’er fhall bind thee to Virginia’s breaft,
Bear witnefs ! .
. Jeil. Oh, my foul !—here let me grow! [Embracing.
And twift my vital thread with thine fo faft,
The envious Fates fhall be cblig’d to clofe - -
Th’ inexorable fhears on both.at once !
Pir, Icilius, I muft leave thee!
Icil, May the gods
Abandon me, ifaught fhall now divide us !
No, fincet is defp’rate courfe is fix'd, Virginia, -
Myfelf will guide the: to this bafe tribunal,
Where rob’d iniquity fits high enthron’d, N
To tread on innocence !—Now, ye juft pow’rs,
Whom we adore, exert your dreaded influence!
Now ftrike on virtue’s fide ; confound the guilty,
Succour th” oppreft, and fhow that yeare gods ¢
- [Exeune,

SCENE Appivd’s Fribunal in the Forum, 4 nume-
rous train of Lifors, Guards, .
Enter Appius and Claudius. They come forevard to the

- [front of the flage,
4p. s all prepar’d ? ’ o
; ' Clag.

-,
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- Without delay to prifon.
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Claz. Nothingis wanting—Guards ’
Are plac’d in ev’ry quarter——Three ftrong cohorts

- Poflefs the Forum, and forbid accefs
‘To all but friends Virginius’ followers,

A defp'rate, raging band, juft hot from war,
We unawares furpris’d, fecur’d, difarm’d them ;
. Not without blood —— - :
4p. That’s well, my trufty Claudiua,

" By Heav’n that’s well |—bur how haft thou difpos’d
Thy fifter Marcia ?—Ha !—fhe may be dangerous !
She knows too much, and is too keen a foe. :

Clax. Rutushas my command, if fheapproach,
To feize and inftantly convey her home ;
He likewife has’t in chargeto apprehend
Icilius, as a rebel, and to bear him

Ap. "Iis enough ——
I’'m fatisfied—and yet methinks---Ah, Claudius!
There’s fomething heavy here, that weighs me down ——
I know not what. )
Clau. There’s no retreating now---
The die is thrown
Ap. 1 hear em coming---Now,
My genius ! Now, be mighty, and fupport me !
[Apy us afcends the Tribunal,
Appius, feated on bis Tribunal. Claudius delow. L. Vir-
inius enters, leading by the hand bis daughter Virginia,
' %‘lautia, with a train of wecping matrons following,
Lidtors, Guards, &, clafe up cach fide of the flage, lkav-
. ing only the front open. . '

’

Ap. Romans, you fee me from this awful feat
A fecond time conftrain’d to render judzment,
Ina determin'd caufe; our laws, ’tis true,

Our rights, our cuftoms, all cry out aloud

Againft fuch violation ; ‘bur, ajas!

So the neceffity cf thefe bad times -

Demands ;- for bold fedition ftalks abroad

With fuch gigantic firides, that Juftice felf

Is forc’d to quit her path!---I’il not repeat

The high indignities, the outrages,

‘Fhe infults offer’d to the fov’reign magiftrate 3 N
- . 0,
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No, Romans, let my wropgs fargotten die---
It is pot-forrevenge, but law, I fland;
The facred tables, and the even courfe
Of fteady juftice---This is Appius’ ain-a-
Romans, I've done---Let either fide ftand forth-=-
I reft in equal poife to weigh the right.
Clax. 'I‘hen} let my right prevail---My proofs theg
Frow’tt--- :
This apcient flave---a witnefs to the birth .
Of thyt young maid, in my own houfe---my frepdman
Davus---who, with the maher's privity )
Sold her to childlefs Numitqria,
Virginius’ wife--- .
Ap. Thefe proofs, fo long conceal’d. ' -
Why now produc’d ?
Clau, Does Appius atk the-caufe ? .-
Does he ?---"Tis well---thou fhait be fatisfied 3
But then complaip not after, when thou hear’#
Xngrateful truths---
Ap. What mean thefe obfcure hings,
Thefe dark furmifes ?>--Speak--+I dare thy worft,”
Clax, Know then, it is for thee I profecute
This odious, this unpopular claim-»-For thee
Am loaded with the bitter hate, and rage
Of allthe Commons. ‘
Ap. Traitor !~-How ?---for me ?-— -
Clau. For thee---Thy defp’rate, inaufpicious love
‘For this ycun§ maid, known to all Rome---(Nay, frown
not---
Fhreaten’d a union, which the facred tables
Have doom’d accurs’d---My freedman, ftruek with horror,
To think a flave thould fain"the Appian race,
~ Difclosd his guilt, till then conceal'd from me ;
I urge'my right, to fnatch thee from deftruclion.
Ap. Pm nottolearn, that boldeft cenfyre lives
In bafeft mouths---The herd will ftill affe&
To know and reafon deep !---But couldit theu thisk
J meant to blot my name with fuch perdition ?
Clau. Forgive my fears, if they have done thee wrong;
Thy glory was the caufe ; theretore unmov’d
I wait thy final fentence ; if Virginius
Have aught ¢’ _objedt, now Jet him urge it home. .
: .
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L. Vir. Thou traitor !---I have hitherto been filent,
And patiently have heard that impious tongue ‘
Wrong Heav’n and earth !---only that I might learn
The full extent of this abhorr’d contrivance ;
Glaring, asis the day, to ev'ry eye!

But, Oh, thou pander flave !---think’ft thou, Virginius
Will deign an anfwer to the perjur’d tale ?
.Difprove thofe caitifts, whom thou haft produc’d,
Andwait a fentence from that faithlefs judge,

Who leagu’d with thee---

Ap. Virginius, fuch intemp’rance
Befpeaks a doubtful caufe---Were I indeed
The tyrant thou pretend’ft, what hinders me,

But that this mement, feizing the advantage

Thy infolence and-outrage gives, I might

Proceed to inftant judgment, and ftand juftify’d,

‘To envy’s felf?---Think then, and be advis'd,
While yet ’tis time---1f thou haft aught tooffer -
That can avail thee, or invalidate - ,
Th’ accufer’s claim, fpeak free, thou fhalt be heard
With favour ; nay, by Heav’ns, myfelfwill joy

‘To fee this innocent, haplefs, virtuous.maid,
Whom I admire and pity, fav’d from ruin,

L.Jir. Oh, Jove, the thunderer!.--This temperate
How calm, how cool he meditates oppreflion! [villain! .
‘With what ferenity he gives the ftab !

‘Thou tyrant, who, if Juftice had her courfe,
Trembling and pale, ought’ft now to ftand before
"The terrible tribunal of the people,

To give account of all thy,crimes '—Think’t thou
There is that peafant flave, who could be gull’d

By fuch apparent fraud ! —Behold the Forum
Block’d up with troops !—My friends, by bafe furprize
Q’erpower’d, in chains !—Ev’'n now, a band of ruffians
Burft forth, and feiz’d Icilius—Nay, with violence,
‘The gen’rous Marcia (Ab, too nobly good,

To be allied to a perfidious brother !) -

They feiz'd, theydragg’dialong the fireets of Rome!
Becaufe the could unfold thee, lay thee open,

With all the foul corruption of thy heart,

To public view !—Thou feeft I know thee, Appius;
Spare then all farther feigning---Thou'tt play’d o’er Th

*
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. Thy partaflign’d ; now be thyfelf again,

Th’ oppreflive, bloody, bold, rapacious tyrant!
And fuatch’d by open force !
. Thou infolent, .
. Audacious rebel ! Think’ft thou to patch up
Thy rotten plea, by ribaldry aod railing?
Or with thy clam’rous cries, extort thro’ fegr,
What right denies thee ?---No, thy venom’d rage ‘
Shall burft thee, erel fhrink ?---Claudius, thou haft,
By fair and open proof, by living witnefs, =
Supported well thy claim ;- which this foul railer
Retufes to reply to, but byflander: i
Take then thy own ; for this is my award ;
Which, by the Gods, and the oficnded majefty
Of Juftice, unrevoked fhall ftand---So, hence,
And take her with thee.
Clax. 1 thank thee, Apiups---Comg——we muft re-

tire--- (Laying bold of Virginia:
Vir, Off !——Touch me not |——1nfidioys, treach’»
rous monter ! ,

[She fruggling, Claudius endeqvesrs to force ber awap
Oh, gods !---help, help !---my father ! Romans ! help}
Save me ! : . ‘ :

Clav. In yain thou fruggleft---Thou muft hence :
With me—and fhalt—Thou art my flave, young yaid 3
Know thy condition ; and henceferwgrd learn -
"Obedience to my pleafure~—— )

Vir. Triumph o’er
Alifelefs corfe thou may’ft, and thefe torn limby,
Stifping in death, trai] after thee——but never,

No, never think, while fenfe and vital heat -
Inform this garthly mafs, to part me from”

‘The fock where fizft I grew! [(Clinging to ber father,
. L. Vir. No more, my daughter--- .
Thoy feeft refiftance & in vaip—We muft

Fulfil our deftiny : thereis nohelp:

Submit thee dxen, and, arm’d with patience, fuit

Thy mind to thy hard fortune,

Vir. Righteovs Heayen ! :

What, does my father give me up #-~+Does he
Copfirm the cruel fentence pafs’d upon'me fe— = -
Behold me then a flave ! ——FHeze, .m.mmdcle{}.u

: . . ow



VIRGINI A, .59

Thou perjur'd minifter !---Here---bind thefe limbs !
In fervile fetters, manacle thefe hands ! :
This wretched frame thall not be fubject long
To thy inhuman power !---Come then---drag me’
To dungeons, death and darknefs ——

L. Vir. Hold, Virginia—
Appivs, thou feett I yield, nor dare I longer
Contend againft the fov’reign pow’r ; the law,
That robs me of my daughter, tho’ fevere,
1 do fubmit to ; and I pray forgive
Awretched father, if my unweigh’d fpeech
Have been too bitter : now, before I go
For ever to lofe fight of this poor maid,
Whom certdinly %always thought my own,
And as my own have lov’d, and bred, and cherifh’d ;
If thou haft pity, grant this one requeft;
The privilege but of afew fad moments,
To breathe ott all the anguifh of my foul,
And glut myfelf with grief—’Twill be fome eafe
Before we part, to take a laft farewel, -
To fold her in my trembling arms once more,
And rain my bitter tears into her bofom,
Ere I refign her

- Ap. Be'itfo---but let

A guard, for morefécurity, attend. : -

L. 7ir. *Tis well—1 thank ye——This way, Vir-

?
\

TP ,
Vir. §'Iy beating heart ! [Following,
L. Vir. Support me, gods! [ Afde.
{L.Virginius and bis daughter come forward on the flage.
L. Vir, My child! :
Ah, my belov’d Virginia!
PVir, My dear father! . -
L. Zir. I capnot utter it | —When I would fpeak,
My heart-ftrings tremble, and affrighted nature
Backward recoils !—My child !---muft ic then be ?
Muft I forge all feelings of a father, :
And of a man ?---Muit I blot out all traces
From this diftradted brain, of what I have been?
How 1 have lov’d, how train’d up thee, fweet maid,
Now for pollution mark’d ?---Oh, bloody Appius!---
Gods, gods !---if yc are juft !-=-Draw nearer to me---
: ' " [To Virginia,
: . Let

J
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Let me weep over thee a while---and then——-

Caonft thou not guefs !---Oh, fay, and fpare my tongue
The dreadful word !---Cant thou read the purpofc
‘That fhakes me thus !

Zir. What may this mean?

L. Vir. Seeft thou )

‘This mortal poing f—— - [ Pulling out the dagger.

Fir. "Tis as my beding heart L
Prefag’d---here then my cares and danger end, [ dfide
My father, tho’ my fex and years, till now
Unvers’din forrow, flart to look on death;

Tho’ nature ftruggles hard, and fain would ward

The fatal blow, that cuts off all my hopes ;

Yet my foul feels, and owns the deed is noble,

And worthy of my father ! .

L.7Zir. *Iis cruel, but yet glorious l---Thou muft die,

To fave thee from pcrdntxon !---Think, Oh, think
Wirat *tis to live a flave ! the butt and mark
Of hourly fhame. and infult !---think upon °

uth, thy innocence and maiden bloom,
Stam £ and defac’d by barb’rousluft and outrage :
~ Think when the brutal tyrant fhall be cloy’d,

‘To have thy rifled beauties then confign’d
To th’ pext grofs ruffian and the.next---Diftrattion !”

Vir. Quick, quicky difpatch )
Tear up my bofom.with thy fteel, but fpare - '
To rend my foul with founds like thefe---Oh, ‘ftrike !-.-

L. Vir. Thus then---[Lgﬂmg the dagger.] my hand

fhrinks back, and ev’ry nerve
Stiffens with horror !---turn afide, my eyes,
Nor view the bloody deed!---
Vir. No more, my father——
Oh, godﬁ'--‘-We are obferv’d '---They’ll tear me from
~ thee -
Here firike !-.-Oh, let me aid thy trembling hand ! -
A moment loft conﬁgns me o’er to thame !
L. Zir. Juft gods !---[Looking up to' Heaven.] thuo
then---and thus [Stadbing ber.
The only way I can, Ifet thee free !

Ap. What has he done!  [Starting up on bis ﬂz&anal.
- Plaut. Oh, horrid, cruel, iather!

Shc finks ---Sne dles l---Help !--- [Rum to fupport her

o Vire
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L. Virg. [Holdi ius. i
xrgﬁ&:ﬁ;{i:&w&nuwpus]mnm,

‘Thee, and thy impious head, I thus devote
To the inferpal gods! [ Exit, Bolding wp the dagger.
Ap. Perdition feize me,
But he has murder’d her !—Artach him, LiSors,
And bear him inftant—What nofg: is thar ?
{4 rumyltnous noife is beard avithout.

Enter Rufus o Appins, baflily.
Ruf. My Lord, Icilius, sefcu’d by the populace,
Js coming at their head ; the guards on poft
They have breke thgough, and bear down all before ’cm.
Ap. Contufion !—I’m betray’d !—The fluves have fold’
Claad. Letus cfcnpe, betore it be too luter= {mel
We muft give way to ch’ correat— .
4p. No, this arm .
Shall ftem it—and the troops that fled, fha'l conquer,
When Appius ieads thesa on-—~Away ! [7¢ Claudius. Ap-
pius defeends in bafie from bis ari , &nd gees ouk
with Claudius,

Bater Marcia, <uith 4 traln of weeping matront,

_ Mar. [Sea Yirqm' is's doy.] Oh'!
Support mea!m-;‘here "—heyeis a fight ! - turn hery,
And ftiffen into ftone ! —See that fweet bofom,
All gor’d and bloedy, heaving yot in death !
Lack gn her quiv’ripg lips, and that dead pale
That creegs o’cr all her bloswa ! [ A dowd fpont is beards.

Then enters cilius at the bead of the people. :

Teilins, [Seeing the bedy, be is firuch wwith borror, and flands
Sixed in aflonifbmens for fome time——at laff be kacels
doavn §y ber.] My Virginia ! )
[Virginia ar the found of hbis woice, endeavewrs to raife
berfelf—=8he looks at bim for fome time, unable to fpeak ;
then finks down, and awith a groan expires.
Leilius. {Storting up from tbe ground.] Oh, blaft thefe
eyes, . ,
Some fpegd? fire from heav's !—dry up all fight!
Left looking here, I firike againft <he gods,
That doom’d g fuch 2 mc;%h ! Gone, goye for evey !l
‘ {4
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It'is not to be’borne ! ——the only way :
1s thus ! _ [Going to fab bimfelf.
Enter L. Virginius, evbo catches bis arm.,

L. VZir. What means thy rage ?---Look bere ! —his
impious blood
Smokes on my dagger’spoint! |, ' ‘
, - [ Holding up the bloody dagger,
Icil. [Struggling.] Unhand me, murd’rer !—
‘Thou butcher of thy child !—there, parricide !
Behold thy triumph there ! —
. [Pointing to Virginia’s ody:
L. Vir. [Wapinig.] My old heart {plits with forrow !
Sweet haplefs flow’r ! ’
Untimely cropt by the fell planter’s hand !
My eyes weep blood to look on what I’ve done ~~=e
And yet "twas pity nerv’d my apm to firike
The blow ! )
kil. Diftra&tion feize thee !—=then firike here !
Give me thy pity too ! ,
L. Vir. Icilius, hear me—— ,
Look on the cold remains of thatdear maid—
She fleeps in peace and honour !—Wouldit thou rather,
Behold her thus, or ftain’d with foul pollution ?
~——Naw, as thou art a Roman,
Declare ——
Lil; Away !---1 wifh to die, Virginiug——e
LiVir. Todie?—Are Rome and glory then forgot ?
At fight of this hot knife, fmoking with blood,
All Rome was fir'd, and aided my old arm
To reach the tyrant’s heart | —And fhall we now
Give up thefe glorious hopes ?---The Roman name
Again fhall rife Again fair liberty )
Smile o’cr th’ affliked land !---For fuch a jewel,
A patriot breaft mutt know no price too dear; ’
Not ev’n a daughter’s blood !--.Remember Tarquin,
His exil’d race, and Brutus® guilty fons,
Great Curtius, Cocles, and th® Horatian brothers !
Heroes of old, who for their country bled,
And all tW illuftrious lift of mighty dead !
Warm’d with their diftant rays, let us afpire
To trace their fteps, and emulate their fire; .
4 T’extend
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T” extend our fame beyond this narrow fpan,
And in the Roman to forget the man! = -

. Enp of the Firtu AcTt.

E'PIL OGUE
Written by Mr. GARRICK.

H E poet’s pen, can like a conjurer’s wand,

Or kill, or raife bis beroine at command

And I fball, fpirit-like, before 1 fink, o
Not courteoqﬁ enguirve, but tell you what you think,
From top to bottom, I /ball make you flare,

By hitting all your judgments to a hair,

And firfR, with you ahove, I /ball begine-*
Good-natur'd fouls, they're ready all to grin,
Though twelve-pence feat Sou there, fo near the cleling,
Tbe folks below can’t boaft a better freling.

No bigh bred prud’ry in your region Iuré, :

You boldly laugh aud cry, as Nature works,
Says Jobn to Tom, (ay---there they fit together,
As boneft Britons as eer trod on leatber ;)
8¢ *Taveen you and I, my friend, tis wery vild,
That old Vergeenus fbould bave finck his child :
I would have bang’d him for't, bad I been ruler,
And duck'd that Apxs too, by wiay of cooler.”

Some maiden-dames, who hold the middie-floor,

And fly from nanghty man at forty four ;t '
With turw’d-up eyes, appland Virginia's feape,
And wosv they'd do the fame to Jhun a rape ;

So wery chafie, they live in conflant fears,

And apprebenfion ﬁrmitbem avith their years.

Ye bucks, who from the pit your terrors find,

Yet love difireffed damfels to befriend ;

~ % Upper Gallery: + Middle Gallery,
' N . Tom



EPILOGUE

Yox think this tragic joke oo far was carried;
And awifb, 1o fet all right, the maid bad married :
Yex’d rather fee (if fo.the fates bad willd)
Ten wives be kimd, than ene poor wisgin kilkd.
May 1 approach unto the boxes, pray---

Anud there fearch owt a jadgment on the play ?

In vain, alas! I fbould attempt to find it---
Fine ladies fee azplqy, but neer mind it——er
*Tis oulgar to be mov’d by alted fqﬁdm,

Or form opinions, till they're fix'd by 2/bioke
Qur author hotes, 1bis fickie goddefs Mode, -
With us awill make, at leaft, nine days abodey
9o prefent pleafure be contralts bis wiew,

And leaves bis futare fame, to timge and yo¥e

‘-t
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

SIDNEY Lord GODOLPHIN,

Lord High-Treafurer of England, and Knight of
the moft Noble Order of the Garter,

My Lozn,

IF thofe cares in which the fervice of a great Queen,
and the love of your country, have fo juitly engaged
your Lordhip, would allow any leifure to run back and
-remember thofe arts and ftudies, which were once the
grace and eotertainment of your Lordthip’s youth; I
have pre(umptior enough to hope, that this tragedy may,
fome time or other, find an hour to divert your Lordfhip,
Poetry, which was fo venerable to former ages, as in
many places to make a part of their religious worthip,
and every where to be had in the higheft honour and
efteem, has miferably languifhed and been defpifed, for -
want of that favour and prote@ion which iy found in the
famous Auguftan age. Since then, it may be afferted
without any partiality to the prefent time; it never had a
fairer profpe& of lifting up its head, and;returning to its
former reputation than now : and the hgft reafon can be
iven for it, is, that it feems to have. s particular hope
trom, and dependence upon your Lordthip, and to ex-
pect all juft encouragement, when thofe great men, who
have the power to prote& it, have fo deiicate and polite a
tafte and underftanding of its true value. The reftoring
end preferving any part of learning, is fo generous an
aftion in itfelf, that it naturally falls into your Lordfhip’s
’ : A: pro-
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province, fince every thing that may ferve to improve
the mind, has a right to the patronage of fo great and
univerfal a genius for knowledge as your Lerdthip’s. It
is indeed a piece of good fortune, upon which I cannot
help congratulating the prefent age, that there is fo great
a man, at a time when there is fo great an occafion for
" him. The divifions which your Lordfhip has healed,
the temper which you have reftored 10 aur-counctls, and
that indefatigable-care and diligenee-which you have ufed
in preferving our peace at home, are benefits fo vir-
woufly and fo feafonably conferred upon your country,
as faall draw the pruites of ali wife men, and the blef-
fings of al good men upon yaur Lordthip’s name. And
when thofe unreafonable feuds and animofities, which

keep faction alive, fhall be buried in filence and forgotten,

that great public good fhall be univerfally acknowledged,

as the happy effect of your Lordfhip’s moft equal temper

and right underftanding. That this glorieus el may -

very fuddenty fucceed to your Lordfhip’s candor and ge-
xous epdesvonrs afver ir, nofl be the wifh of every good
\hmzn. Iam, -

'

My Led, - ,
¥our Loodiphy madt ebedion
. Humble fervant,

N. ROWE,

'PRO-
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O-night, in bonour of the marry'd life,
Our author treats you with a virtueus awife ;

A lady, whe, for twenty years, withflood
Tbe preffing inflances of fifb and blood ;
Her bufband, flill a man of fenfe reputed,
{Unlefs this tale bis wifdem bave confuted,)
Left ber at ripe eighteen, to feck remocun,
And battle for a barlot at Troy town ;
9o fill bis place, frefb lovers came in fboals,
Much fuch as mow-a-days are Cupid’s tools, . }
Some men of wit, bat the moff part were fovls,
They fent ber billets-doux, and prefents many,
Of ancient tea and Thericlan china ;
Rail'd at the gods, toafied ber o'er and o'er, ‘
Drefsd at ber, danc’d and fought, and figh'd, and fivore
In fbort, did all that men could do to have her,
And damn’d themfebves to get into ber favour ;
But all in wain, the virtwoxs dame flood duff,
Ard let them know that foe was coxcomb proof :
Meffieurs the beaux, what think you of the matter ®
Don’t you beliewe old Homer given to flatter ?

When yox approach, “‘ff'#”g the foft band. }

H

Favours, with aell-bred impudence, demand,
K it in woman’s weaknefs to withfland ?
Ceafe 10 be wain, and givve the fex their due ;
Our Englifb wives fball prove this fory true »
We bave onr cbafle Penclope’s, swbo mourn
Tbeir widow'd beds, and wait their lords return s
We bave our berocs too, who bravely bear,
Far from their home, the dangers of: the war ;
Who carelefs of the winter feafon’s rage,
Neaw r0ils extlors, and in new cares engage ;.
From realm to realm their chief unwveay’'d goes,
And roftlefs journies on, to give the avorld repofe.
Such are the cogflant labours of the [un,

" Whofe allive, glorious courfe is never done ;,
And though, when bence be parts, with us’tis night,
Still be goes on,. and lends to other worlds bis light,
Ye beauteous nymphs, with open arms prepare
To meet the warriors, and reward their care ;
May you for ever kind and. faithful prove,
And pay their days of toil v,Auitﬁ nights of -love,

. } 3
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DRAMATIS PERSON X

ME N.

Ulyfes, king of Ithaca, concealed for
fome time under the name of Etboz.
Eurymachus, king of Samas.

Polydamas,

Thoon, { Neighbouring prinecs,
Agenor, pretenders totheQueen..
Ephialtes,

Felemachus, fon to Ulyfesand Penclope.
Antinous, a nobleman of Ithaca, fe-
cretly in love with the Queen.
Cleon,
Arcas,
Mentor, tutor to Telemachus.
Eumeus, an old fervant, and faithful o
Ulyfes.
'Ceraunus, 8 Samian officer belonging to
* Eurymachus. .

Friends to Antinoas,

WOMEN:

Penclope, queenuf Ithaca, Mrs. Hunter.”

Semanthe, daughter to Exrymachus. 4

Several Samian and Ithacan Officers and Soldiers, with, -
qther Attendants, Men and Women.

SCENE, ITHACA

ULYSES.
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ULYSSES.

- ACT L
S C EN E, a4 Palacs
' Znter Telemachus exd Meator,

; TELEMACHUS.,
H, Mentor! urge no more my royal barth,
Urge not the honours of my race divine,

Call not to my remembrance what I am,
Born of Ulyfles, and deriv’d from Jove;
For *tis the curfe of mighty minds 6pprefs’d,
To think what their ftate is, and whar it thould be ;
Impatient of their lot, they reafon fiercely,
And call the laws of Providence unequal.

Men. And therefore wert thou bred to virtuous know-

And wifdom early planted in thy foul ; Fledge,

That thou might’tt know to rule thy fiery paffions, -

To bind their rage, and ftay their headlong courfe,

To bear with accidents, and ev’ry cha ‘ :

Of various life, to ftruggle with adverfity,

To wait the leifure of the righteous gods,

Till they, in their own appointed hour,

Shall bid thy better days come forth at once,

A long and fhining train ; 'till thou, well-pleas’d,

Shalt bow, and blefs thy fate, and own the gods are juft,
Tel. Thou prudent guide and father of my youth,

Forgive my tranfports, if I feem to lofe

The rev’rence to thy facred precepts due :

*Tis a juft rage, and honeft indignation.

Ten years ran round e’er Troy was doom™! to fall ;

Ten tedious fummers, and ten winters more,

By turns have chang™d the feafons fince it fell ;

And yet we mourn my godlike father’s abfence,

As if{he Grecian arms had ne’er prevail'd,

But Jove and HFe®or ftill maintain’d the war,

’

Mea,

-

.t
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Men. Tho’ abfent, yet if oracles are true,

He lives, and fhall return. Where’er he wanders,

Purfu’d by hoftile Trojan gods, in. peril

Of the wafte defart, or the foamy deep,

Or natipns wild as both, yet courage, wifdom,

And Pallas, guardian of his arms, s with him.
.gel..And, Oh, to what does the god’s care referve him 2

Where is.the triumph fhall go forth to meet him ¥

What Pean fhall be fung to blefs his Fabours? =~ _-

-What voice of joy fhall cfy, Hail King of. Ithaca ?

Riot, and wrong, and woful defolation, i

Spread o’er the wretched land, fhall blaft his eyes,

And make him curfe the day of his resurn. .

Men. Your gueft, the ftranger, AEthon.

Enter Athon. ’

7el. By my life, .
And by the great Ulyfles, truly welcome,
Oh, thou moft worthy Athon ! thou that wert,
In youth, companion of niy father’s arms,
And partnier of his heart, does it not grieve thee,
To fee the honour of his royal name
Defpis’d and fet at nought, his ftate o’er-run,
Devour’d and parcell’d out by flaves fo vile,
That if oppos’d to him, *twould gnake comparifon
Abfurd and monftrous feem, as if to mate’
A mole-Rill with Olympus? ~ =~~~

Zth. He was my friend 3~ ,
I think I knew hifn ; and, to do him right,
He was aman indeed. Not as thefeare,
A rioter, or doer of foul wrongs; '
But boldly juft, and more like what man fhould be.

Tel. From morn till noon, from noon till the fhades dar-
From evening till the morning dawgs again, © [ken
Lewdnefs, confiifion, infolence, and uproar, :

Are all the bus’nefs of their guilty hours;
‘The cries of maids enforc’d, the roar of drunkards,
Mix’d with the braying of the minftrels’ noife,
Who minifters to mirth, ring thro’ the palace,
And echo to the arch of heav’n their crimes.
Behold, ye gods, who judge betwixt your creatures,
Behold the rivals of the great Ulyfles !
Men. Doubt not butall their crimes, and all thy wrongs
_ el S 4 A
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Are judg'd by -Nemefis and equal Jove.
Suffer the foals t0 leugh and loil fecure;
‘This is their day ; but there is one behind
For vengeance and Ulyfies.
Aosb, Till thatdsy,
That day of recompence and righteous juflice,
Learn thou, mpy fon, thecruel arts of courts ;
Learn to diffemble wrongs, te fmile at injuries,
And fuffer crimos thou want’ft the power to punifh ;
Be eafy, afluble, familiar, friendly, .
Search, and know all mankind’s myfterious ways ;
But truft the fecret of thy foul to none.
Believe me, feventy years, and all the forrows
‘That feventy years bring with them, thus have taught me,
Thus only, to be fafe in fuch a world as this is. .
 Ant. Hail to thee, Prince thou fon of greac Ulyfls
nt. Hail to thee, Prince! thou »
Offspring of gods, moft worthy of thy rece;
May ev’ry day like this be heppy to thee,
Fruition and fuccefoatrend thy wifhes,
And everlaftmg glory crown thy youth,
9el. Theu greer’t me fike a fnend. Comenear, An.
May I believe that emen of ‘my happinefs, [tinous 3
That joy wiich dances m thy chearful ?
Or doft thou, fer theu knew? my'foad,m heart,
Doft thou betray me to deceitful hopes,
And footh me, like an infant, with at2le
Of fome felicity, fome dear delight,
Which thou didft never purpefe to beftow ?
. _ Ant. By Cytherea's sitar, and her doves,
By all the gentle fives that burn before her,
I have the kindeft founds to blels your ear with,
Nay, and the trueft s0o, 'l fwear, 1 dink,
That ever love and immocence infpir’d.
Tel. Ha! from Semanthe ?
Ant, From th; fair Sermanthe,
The gentle, the forgiving——em——
Te% Soft, my Agrnoul,
Keephe dearfecret {afe ; wifdom and
Reafon perverfely when they judge of love.
A bus’nefs of a moment calls mehence, - [To Metor.
That ended, ¥H attend the Quoen; till then, ot

’

Mcn§o5
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Mentor, the noble ftranger is thy care——
Fly with me to fome fafe, fome facred privacy, - {70 Ant.
‘There charm my fenfes with Semanthe’s accents,
There pour thy balm into my love-fick foul, .
And heal my cares forever. =~ [Eaeunt Tel. and Ant.
Eth. 'This fmooth fpeaker, -
This fupple courtier, isin favour with you.
Mark’d you the Prince, how at this man’s approach
‘The fiercenefs, rage, and pride of youth declin’d, 3
His changing vifage worea form more gentle, .
And ev’ry feature took afofter turn;
As if his foul, bent on fome new employmeat,
Of ditferent purpofe from the thought before,
Had fummon’d other counfels, other pafions,
And drefs’d her in a gay, fantaftic garb, _
Fit for th” adventure which fhe meant to prove ?°
By Jove, I lik'd it not : S
" Men. The Prince, whofe temper . e
Is open as the day, and unfufpecting, :
Efteems him as devoted to his fervice, ]
, Wife, brave, and juft; and fince his late return
From Neftor’s court at Pyle, he ftill has held him
In more efpecial nearnefs to his heart.
Atb. ’Tis rath, and favours of unwary youth.
‘Tell him, he trufts too far. 1f I miftook not,
You faid he was a wooer. .
Men. True, he was; . .
Noble by birth, and mighty in his wealth,
Proud of the patriot’s name and people’s praife,
By gifts, by friendly offices, and eloqueace,
e won the herd of Ithacans tothink him
Ev’n worthy to fupply his mafter’s place.
b, Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful Ithaca!
But, Mentor, fay, the Queen, could fhe forget
‘The difference "twixt Ulyfles and his flave 2,
Did not her foul refent the violation,
And, fpite of all the wropgs (he labour’d uader,
Dafh his ambition and prefumptuouslove?.
Men. Still great and royal in the worlt of fortunes,
With native power and majefty array’d, .
She aw'd this rath Ixion with Rer frown, ., ..
Taught him to bend his abje& head to casthy .

And
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And own his humbler lot. He fieed rebuk’d,

And full of - guilty.forrow for the paft,

Vow’d to repeat the daring crime no more,

But with humility and loyal ferviee

To purge his fame, and wath the ftains away.
Ath. Deceit and artifice ! theturn’s-too fudden ; -

Habitual evils feldom change fo foon,

But many days muft pafs, and many forrows,

Confcious remorfe and anguith muft be felt,

‘To curb defire, to break the ftubborn will,

And work a fecond nature in the foul,

Ere Virtue can refume the place fhe loft ;

*Tis elfe difimulation. But no more;

The ruffling train of fuitors are at hand,

‘Thofe mighty candidates for love and empire !

*Tis well the gods are mild, when thefe dare hope

To merit their beft gifts by riot and injuftice.

Enter Polydamas,'j'Agenor, Thoon, Ephialtes, and

, Aitendants. ‘

Pol, Our fauls aré out of tune, we languifh all, >
Nor does the {weet returning ‘of thedawn - . L
Cheer with'its ufual mirth our droufy fpirits,

That droop’d.beneath the lazy leaden night. '

gen. Can we, who fwear we love, fmile or be gay,
When our fair queen, the goddefs of our vows,

She that adorns our mirth, and gilds our day,
Withholds the beams that only can revive us ?

%o, Night muft involve the world till {he appear,
The flowersin painted meadows hang their heads,
The birds awake not to their morning fongs,

Nor early hinds renew their conftantlabour;
Ev’n nature feems to flumber till her call,
Regardlefs of th’ sapprodch of any other day.

Fph. Why is fhe then withheld, this public good ?
Why does fhe give thofe hours that fhould rejoice us,
To tears, perverfenefs, and to fullen privacy,

While vainly here we wafte our Jufty youth,
In expe&tation of the uncertain bleﬂi);g ?

Pol. For twice two years this coy, this cruel beau
Has mock’d our hopes, and crofs’d them with delays ;
At length the female artifice is. plain,

- The
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‘The riddle of her myftc web is kaowa, © .
Which ere her fecond chioice fhe fwore toweavei;
While flill the foeret malice of the night

Undid the labours of the former day.

Agen. Hard are the laws of love’s.defporic rule, 3
And ev'ry joy isorebiy bought with ‘pain ; -
Crown we the goblet then, and call on Bacchus,
Bacchus, the jolly god of: laugbing pleafures,

Bid ev’ry voice of harmony awake,
Apollo’s lyre, and Hermes” tuneful fhell §
Let wine and mufic join te fwetl the trivmph,
To footh uneafy thought, and luil defive. °

_ AEth. Is this the rev’rence due tofacred beauty,
Or thefe the rights the Cyprian geddefs claims ?
Thefe rude licentious orgies are for Satyrs,
And fuch: the drunken homage which they pay
‘To old Silenus-nedding on his afs. :
But be it as it-may, it fpeaks you well,

Epb. What fays the flave ¢ o

Tho. Oh, ’tis the fnarler, ZEthon !

A privileg’d talker.  Give him leave to nail;
Or fend for Irus forth, his fellpw droll, -
And let them play a.mawch of mirth-before us,
And laughter be the prize to crown the victor.

Zth, And doft thouanfwer 16 reproof with:laughver?
But do fo ftill, and be what thon wert born ;

Stick to thy native fenfe, andfcorn infiruction.
Oh, Folly ! what an empire haft:thou here!

What temples fhall be rais’d co thee ! what crowds,
Of flav’ring, Hooting, fenfelefs, thamefal ideots:
“Shall worfhip at thy tgnominious alktars, '
~While princes ave thy priefts |- .

Pol. Why fhouldit thou chink,

O’erweening, infolent, unmanner’d flave,
‘Thatwifdom does forfake the wealth, the honours, -
And full profperity of princes’ courts, -

To dwell with rags and wretchednefs like thine?
Why doft thou.call him fool

Ath, Speech ismoft free ;

It is- Jowe’s gift to all mankind in comnion, e
Why: doft thou call me: poor, and think me wretched ¥
Pel., Becaufe thouawt 19, . , !
Lo i Ath.

R
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Eth. Anfwer to thyfelf, o
Aad let it ferve for thee, and for thy fiiend.
Agen. He talks liké oracles, obfcure and fhort.
- Ath. 1 would be underflood ; but apprehenfion
1s not shy talent——Midnight furfeits, wine,
Aad painful undigefted morning fumes,
Bave marr’d thy underflanding,
Epb. Hence, thou mifcreant!

My Lorde this railer is not to be berne. )
th. Angdwherefoge art thou berne, thou public grie-

Thou tyrant, bora to be a nation’s punithment; [vance,

To fcourge thy guilty fubjedis for their crimes,

And prove Heaven’s fharpeft vengeance?

. Epb. Spurn lnm hence, ‘ -

And tear the rude unhallow’d railer’s tongue

Forth fram his throat. ‘

. Ath. If brutal violence,

And luft of foul revenge, fhould urge thee on,

Spite.of the Queen and hofpitable jove,

T opprefs a franger, fingle, and unarm’d,

Yet, mark me well, I was not bara thy vaffal 5

And wert thou ten times greater than thou are,

And ten times more a king, thus would I meet thee

Thus noked as I am, I weuld oppofe zhee, .

And fight a woman’s battle with my hands, .

Ere thou fhouldft do me wrong, and go unpunifh™d.
?b. Ha! doft thou brave me, dog? [Coming »p to Eth.
Pbo. Béevga:m !’ ’ v : oo

ol, ne!l .
.- Emter Evrymachus,
JExr. What daughter of old Chaos and the Nighr,

What fury loiters yet.behind the fhades,

To vex the pedceful morn wig‘ rage and uproar ?

Each frowning vifage doubly dy’d with wrath,

Your waices in tumultuous clamours rais’™d, -

Venting reproach, and ftirring firong contention.

Say, have you been at variance ?-~Speak, ye Princes,

Whence grew th’ occafign ? ST
Eth. King of Samos, hear me.

To thee, as- to a king, worthy the name,

The majeity and rightdivine of pow’r,"

Boldly I dare appeal. This King of Seripho8, -

‘ ) [Pointing 20 Eph,

B This
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This ifland lord, this monarch of a rock,:
He, and his fellow-princes there, yon band
Of euting, drinking lovers, have in fcorn.
Of the gods’ laws, and itrangers’ facred privilege, .
Offer’d me foul oflence, and moft unmanly injuries. . T
Eur. Away! It is wo much——You wrong you¢
honours, . |90 the wwocers.’
And ftain the luftre of your royal names,
Tobrawl and wrangle with a thing beneath you, .
Are we not chief on earth, and plac’d aloft 2.
Aad when we poorly ftoop to mean revenge,
We ftand debas’d, and level with the flave
‘W ho fondly dares us with his vain defiance: “
Eph. Henceforward let the ribald railer learn
To curb the lawlefs licence of his fpecch ;
Let him be dumb; we wo’ not brook his prating. .
Exr.Goto! you are too bitter, But no more. [70 £th,
. Letev'ry juring found of difcord ceafe, . =~ . . -
“Tune all your thoughts and words to beauty’s praife,
To beauty, that, with fweet and pleafant influence,
Breaks like the dgy-ftar from the chearful eaft;
For fee, where, circled with a crowd of fair-pnes,. .
Frefh as the {pring, and fragrant as its flowers,
. Your queen appears, yaur goddefs,. your Pepelope.

Entcr the Duten, avith Ladics, and other Am:mdér(l.{.

a“ -

Diana thus'on Cynthus’ fhady top, = -

Or by Eurota’s ftream, leads to the chafe
* Her virgin train, a thoufand lovely nymphs,

Of form celeftial all, troop by her fide ; .

Amidft a thoufand nymphs the goddefs flands confefs’d, -

In beauty, majefty, and port divine, . . , 4
-Supreme and eminent. . 2,

Qu. If thefe fweet foynds, Ty e

This humble fawning phrafe, this faithlefs flattery,,

If thefe known arts could heal iy wounded foul, -

Could recompenfe the forrows of my days,

Or footh the fighings of my lonely nights,

Well might you hope to wooe me to your withes, .

And win my heart with your fond tales of love.

But fince whate’er I've {uffer’d for my lord,

From Troy, the winds and feas, the gods, and you, I

. . i s

. .
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¥s deeply writ' within my fad remembrance, =
Know, Princes, all your eloquence is vain, * o
. Agen. If thofe bright eyes, that wafte their lights with
Would kindly fhine upon Agenor’shopes, ' [weeping,
Behold he offers to his charming Queen
His crown, his life, his ever-faithful vows, "
What joys foe’er or love or empire yield, :
‘To blefs her future days, and make *em happy all.
Pel. Accept my crown, and reign with me in Delos,
Zho. Mine, and the homage of my people wait yow,
Epb, 1 cannot court you with a filken tale,:
With eafy ambling {peeches, fram’d on purpofe,
Made to be fpoke in tune——But be my queen,
And leave my plain-fpoke love to'prove its merit. N
Qu. And am I yet to learn your love, your faith ?
Are not my wrongs gone up to heav’n againft you ?
Do they not ftand before the throne of “Jove, ’
And callinceffint on his tardy vesgeance?
What fun has fhone that s not feen your tnfolence,
Your wafteful riot, and your impious misth, ,
Your fcomn of old Laertes’ feebleage, '
Of my fon’s youth, and of my woman’s weaknefs ?
Ev’n 1a my palace here, my lateft refuge, = -
(For you dre lords of all befide in Ithaca)
‘With_ruffian-vio'ettce and murd’rous rage, °
You menace the defencelefs and the firanger,
And from th’ unhofpitable dwelling drive
Safety and friendly peace. -
'tb. For me it matters not 3 .
Wong is the portion ftill of feeble age.
My toilfonie length of days full oft has taught me
What ’tis to ftruggle with the proud and powerful =
But ’tis for thy unhappy fate, fair Queen, -
*Tis to behold thy beauty and thy virtue, ‘
‘T'ranfcendant both, worthy the gods who gave them,,
And worthy of their care, to fce them left,
Abandon’d and fotfaken, torude outrage,
And made a prize for drunkards ; “tis for this
My foul takes fire within, and vainly urges
My cold enervate hand to affert thy caufe.
Qu. Alas! they fcorn the weakne(s of thy dge,
Asof my fex——But mark me well, ye Pringes !
. B2 Whoe'er

.
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Whoe’er amangft you dares to lif his hand
Againft the hoary head of this old man,

This good old man, this friend of my Ulyffes,
Himn will I hold my worft, my deadliett foe,’
Him fhall my curfes and revenge purfue,

And mark him from the refiwith moft diftinguith’d hatred,
Eph. That you are weak, defencelefs, and opprefs’d,
Impute not to the gods, they have befriended you, .
With lavi(h hands they fpread their gifts before you ; -

What pride, revenge, what wanton love of change,

Or woman’s wifh can afk, behold, we offer yous

Curfe the perverfenefs of your ftubborn will then,
That has delay’d your choice, and in that choiee yousg

bappiaefs.

9Qx. And muft I hear this fill, and fiill endure it ?
Oh, rage ! difionour ! wretched, helplefs Queen ¢

Return, return, my hero, my Ulydles ;
Bring him agaia, you cruel feas and winds §
‘Troy and adult’rous Paris are no more’;

"Reflore him then, you righteous gods of .Greece,

T’ avenge himfelf apd me upan thefe tyramts,

And daa fecond ‘{u’ﬁice_ bere o home, :
Ewur. Among

Great names, and fam'd for highefl deeds in war,

His honour’d fhade refts from the toils of life, .

In everlailing indolence and eafe,

the mighty menes of the Greeks,

Carelefs of all youx pray’rs and vain complainings, [nefe, -
- Which the winds bear away, and featter ia their wanton-
Tum thofe bright eyesthen from defpair and death,

And fix your better hopes ameng the liviag ;
Fix them or one who dares, who can defend you,
©ne wasthy of your choice.

Bu. If my free foul
Muft floop to this unequal hard condition,
If I Mpnuhe this fecond hated choice,
Yet by connubial Juno, here I fwear, -
None thall fucceed my lord, but thas brave man
‘That dares ayenge me well upon the reft.
‘Then let whoever dares to Jove be bold,
Be, like my former bere, made for war,
Able tq bead the bow, and tofs the fpear ;

 SPON
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For év’ry wrong his injur'd Queen'has found,
'Let him revengeand pay it with a wound ;
Fierce from the ﬂau%hter let the viétor come,
" And tell me that ?v ocs have met their doom 3
" Then plight his faith upon his bloody fword, : :
And be, what my Ulyﬁcs was, my beft, my deareft lord.
[ Exennt all bt Athon.
. Eth, Oh, maxchkfs proof of faith and love unchang’d ¥
" Leftin the prideythe'withing warmth of youth,
Fpr ten lopg years, and ten long years to that,
And yet fotrue ! Befet with firong allurements,
With youth, proud porip, and foft bewitching pleaﬁu’q
*Tis wonderful ! and wives in later times
Shall think it all the forgex‘y of wit, .
A fable curioufly contriv’d ¢’ upbraid - .
Their fickle eafy faith'and mock them for thexr llg,hme{s. ’
* But fee, the Samian King returns. .
Enter Eunymachul.
. Ewr.1 fougllt ou. - : .
Amidft the crowd of princes who atten&
The Queen to Juno’s temple. -7
Ath. When 1w :
. And bow myfelf before thc awful gode, -
1 mingle not with thofe who feorn their laws; .
With ra brutal, loofe, voluptuous crowds,
Who mﬁ. t%:e gods. o gluttons like themfelves..
Eur, Thisfutico gasb, this moody difcontent,,
Sits on thee well, and I applaud thy anger,
Thy juft difdain of this licentious rout & -
Yetall are not like thefe ; nor ought thy quarrel - .
Be carry’d on to all mapkind in-common. - ’
«Eth. Perhaps the untaught plainnefs of my words
May makeyou think my manners rude and favage ;,
Butknow, my coumtry is the land of liberty ;.
Phzacia’s happy ifle, that gave me birth, :
Forbids not any to {] peak plainandtruly ;
Sincere and open are we; roughly honeft,
Upnghtm deed, tho” fimple in our fpecch«,.
As meaning.not to flatter or offend:; .
The ufe of words we-have; but not the art 3
And ev’n as nature diftates, fo.we fpeak. .
,Eur Now, by greas Juno, guardmoﬁour Sumos Iu:l
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In firong defcription, hagt-thav well exprefs’d - .
That masly virtue I would make a friendof, .
Nor thou, brare Aithen, thals difdnineur Wt}'; :
- Our profer’d love; for know, that kings, like gods,
With all things gaed.adern their own.creasion, -
And where their favour fixes, there is happineis..
« 4B, Yes, Sir, you are a king, a great one too ; i
My humbles bisgh bas caft me far beggath you, ..~ -
And madg 4ne for-the profler’d grace.unfit: . .
Friendthip delights in equal fellow(bip, . .
Where rity of sank and metual offices .
oth fides ahke, and keep the balance evcn. o

’Tns irkfome to a_geu’rous, grateful foul, .
To be opprefs’d beneath a load of favours,
Still to receive, and run in debt to friendfhip,
Without the pow’rof paying fomething back. . - | ,
~ Ewr, I know thee grateful ; juft and gen’rous mingds
Arealways fo; nor js thy pow’r o feanty,
But that it may vie with a king’s munificence,
* May make me large amends for all my bauaty,
May blefs me with a benefit 1 want,
And give me that which my foul moft defirés s
‘The Queen

Eth, How, Sir, the Queen !

Eur. The beauteous Queen,
That fummer-fun in full meridian gbf‘y
Rrighter.than the faint prowmife of the
Wuh blefli ings npen ’d to. the gath’rer’s h
Mature for Joys and in p«fc&m lovely,
Ev'n fhe! :
The pride of Grcece. the wifh of yoathful prmceo, :
Severe, and cold, and rigid as theis, .
Looks gently on thee, Authon; fhe beholds thee . :
With kind yegard, and lifleas to thy counfels. [gom.

Lth. Be ftill, thou beating heare ! [Afide.] Well, Sir,

Ewxr, Nomare, there needs no more ; thy piercing wik,
T read it in thy eyes, hath found my purpofe, .
Be favourable then, be friendly.to me; .
Nay, I'll conjure thee, by my hopes, by thime,
Whether they foliow wealth, ar power, or fame,
Or what defires foe’er warm thyoid breat, . - .. _ .
@ounfel me, aid me, teach me, bcmx fricnd. . .«L‘z(\

.
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b, Suppofe me fuch, whaz thould my fﬁcadﬂup
profit you? -
Esy. Ob, by tea thoufind: ways' ‘Has not that aga

_That tur’d” thy rev’rend locks fo filver wlme,

* Has it not giv’n thee fkill in woman kind, v o
Sagacious wifdom to explore their fubtlenee, S e
Their coy averfions, and theis eager appetites, =~ - -*
‘Their falfe demxlsrand their {ecret yieldings ¢ :
Yet more, thy friendthip with: her former lord -

Gives thee a right to- fpeak,-amd be believ’d.
«Etb. 'Then you would bave me woose her for you, win

Thisqueen, this wife of him that was my friend ? fher,
. Ear. Thou fpeak’(t me well; of him that was my friends.

His death bas broke thoft: bonds of love and-fncndﬂn p, .

And left me free and worthyito fucceed - - e

Both in ber hearrand thine. . -
Ath, Excufe me, Sir, .

Nor think I theant to queftion your lugh wortk, -

I am bug ill at praifing, or my tongue

Had fpoke the great things that my-heart thinks of you&

Suppofe me wholly yours—=Yet do you hold .

‘This fov’reign beaury made of fuch hght ftotf, -

So like the common changelings.of her-fex, -

That he that flatter’d, figh’d, and fpoke h«ﬁur,

Could win ber from her ftubborn refolution, .

And chafte refervednefs, with his fweet perﬁnﬁou? -
Eur, No, were the form’d like them, fhcwerea mqmﬁ

Beneath a monarch’s love, or 7Ethon’s wit. - }

Nopt but I think fhe has her warmer wifhes,

*Twere monftrous elfe, and nature bad deny’d

Her choiceft blefling to her faireft creature,

Her foft defires, that fteal abroad unfeen,

Like filver Cyuthia fliding from: her orb,

At dead of night, to young Endynlonn ames. ...
Eth. How! think you foi-But fo-tis true it may beg.

The beft of all the fex is but a weman ;

And why fhould Nature break her rule for one,

To make one true, when 2}l the neftare falfp-? -

‘To find thofe wifhes then, thofe fond defires,

. To trace the fulfome haunts of wanton appcmc,
She muft bc try’d,.
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- Euwr. That to thy care, my A:ihany
Thy wit, and watchful friendthip; I commend.
"~ ABtbh. Yes, Sir, be certain on’t, fhie thall be try’d;
Thro’ all the winding mazes of her thoughts, ~ ~
. Thro’ all her joys, her forrows, and her fears,
“Thro’ all hertruth and falthood, I’} purfue her; .
. She fhall be fubtler than deceititfelf,
“ And profperoufly wicked, if fhe '{cape me. L
- Eur, Thouart my genius, add my happier hours
Depend upon thy providence and rule. - S
"Fhis day, at her returnfrem Juno’s aliar, - -
I have obtam’d an hour of piivate conference. -
.. Ath,-What! private, faid you? "Twasa mark of fa--
- Diftinguithingly kind. ' [voury
" - Ewr. Somewhat L urg'd - L
- Fhat much concern’d her honour and her fafety ; . -
Nay, ev’n the life of her belov’d Telemachus, - -
Which to lwer ear alone I would difclofe.. =~ _ .
" 'Thou fhalt be prefent———How I mean to prove her,
hich way to thake the temper of her fout, )
" And where thy aid may me moft in ftead, -
- I will'infiryét thee as we pafs along,
Ath, 1 wait you, Sir. -~
Exr. Nor doubt of the fuccefs. . . .
This ftubborn beauty {hall be taught complhiance,
Fair datighter,of the ocean, {miling Venus, .
‘Thou.joy of gods and men, affit my purpofe! .
Thy Cyprus and Cythera leave a while, :
‘Thy Paphian groves and fweet Idalian hill,
To fix thy empire in.this. rugged ifles -
Bring all thy fires from ev’ry lover there,
‘To warm this coy, this cruel frozen fair ; . .
Let her no nore {rom nature’s laws be free, - 8
But learn obedience to thy great decree,. . } ‘
Since gods thamfelves fubmét to Fate, and thee, - .
- S © . [Excunt.

Exp of tﬁe!lny Aty -

t
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" Enter Anr.ixious, Cleon, asd Arcam - ;
o ~ ANTINOUS., -
’ TIS thug, my fellow-citizens and friends,,
- "Tis thus unhappy Ithaca muft groan. = *

Beneath the bondage of a foreign lond § )
" A needy upftart race of hungry firangers R
Shall fwarm upon the land, eat its ipcreafe, BRI
Devour the lagzurs of the teiling hind, o
And gather all the wealth and hopayrs of eur ifle. . »
Cle. The filken minions of the Samiap court, -
To lord it o’er the province fhall be fent, o
To rule the fate, to be the chiefs in war, . -- -
And lead our hardy Ithacans to battle.
Freedom and riglit flmll ceafe, our corn, wine, @if,
The fatnefs of the year, thall all be theirs; ~—
Our modeft matrons, and our virgin daughtess,
Ev’n all we hold mof dear, fhall be the fpoily < -
The prey of our imperioys hm:gh;y matters, . . ..
“Are. Waonld T could fay I did mok fear thefe evils b
Ant. Oh, honeft Arcas! ’tis tqo plain a danger. -
The Queen, requir’d by public voice towed;
To end at once the hopes and riotous coneousfe
Of princely guefts, contending for her love, - S
O’er-patling all the nobletl of our ifle, .
Inclipes to fix ber choice on proud Eurymachys, -
Cle. Why rides the Samian fleet within our harboug,
But to fupport their tyrant’s title here ? .
With caufes feign’d they linger long, pretending - -
Rude winter feas, with omens that forbid ’ -
The frighted mariner to leave the fhore ; L
While Neptune fmooths his waters for their pafage,
gently whiflling wiads invite their fails, - -
As if th'e}'l wifh’d to waft them back to-Sames. S

Are Ulyflesis no more; the partial gods, - . 7 -
Who favour’d Priam and his haple(s race, : q
Havg poar’d their wrath on his devoted head, ' .
And now, in fome far diftant realm, expos’d, - B

To glut thevulture’s-and the lion’s maw, - -
Or in the opzy bottom of the degpy -~ -

-

N
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Full many a fathom down, the hero lies,
And never fhall return——What then remains,
But that our country fly to thee forfucepur, - [0 Ants
To thee, the nobleft of the lords of Ithaca ? ‘
And fince, fo fate ordains, our Queen muft wed, - -
Be thou her fecond choice, be thou our ruler,
- And fave our nation from a foreign yoke. ‘
Ant, You are my friends, and over-rate my worth ;
But witnefs for me, for you ftill have known me,
Whene'er my country’s fervice calls me on,
No enterprife fo dou{tful, or {o dangerous,
But I will boldly prove it, to preferve thee, y
Oh, Ithaca! from bondage. - -
Cle. Wherefore urge you not -
" Your fuit among the reft ?
Art. The cruel Queen S
Rejeéts miy humble vows with angry fcorn ? _
And when I 6nce prefum’d to fpeak my -paflion,
She call’d it-infolence———Since then I've firove
‘To hide th’ unlucky folly from all eyes’
But yours, my friends, who view my naked foul, -
" dre. Avow your flame in publie, tell the'world,
Antinous is worthy of a queen: -
*So many valiant hands fhall own your caufe,
Lo fhall the voice in Ithaca be for you, - ‘
The Queen fhill own your love has made her great,.
And giv’n her back an empire thehad loft.
Ant. Think not I dream the hours of life away, -
Supirie, and negligent of love and glory 3 ~
No, Arcas, no; my active rhind is bufy,
And {till has labour’d with a vaft defign;
- Ere long the beauteous birth will be difclos’d,
Then fhall your pow’rs come forth, your fivords and coun
And manifeft the love you bear Antinous.. [fels,
‘Till then be {till——To favour my defign, '
With low fubmiffions, with obfequious duty,
And vowy of friend(hip fit to flatter boys with,
" T’ve wound myfelf into the Prince’s heart.. '
Cle. *Tis faid the love-fick youth doats ev’n to death
Upon the Samian Princefs, fair Semanthe. -
Ant. Let it go.op ;7’8 a convenient dotage, -
Axd fuits my purpofe well—=The youth by nature -

2
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Is adlive, fiery, bold, and greac of foul ; BN
Love is the bane of all thefe noble qualities, MDE
The fickly fit that palls ambition’s appetite ; RN
And rherefore have I nurs’d-the fond difeafe, . .
Infpiring lazy withes, fighs, and languifhings, N1
Unaétive dreaming floth, and womanifh fofgt:nefs, : )
'To freeze his veins, and quench his manly fires, .
The froward God of Love, to beaft his pow’r, R
Has bred of late fome little jars between them; = .

But *twas my care to reconcile their follies, Cd
And, if my augury deceives e not, ‘ :
‘This day a prieft in private makes them one, "

Unknown ot to the Queen or to Eurymachus.
But fee ! they come——Retire. -
: Enter Telemachus and Semanthe,
Do, figh, and fmile, " ‘ A
And print thy lips upon the foft white hand;
Sceptresand crowns are trifled none regard,
‘That can be blefs’d with fuch a joy as thisis. . . .
‘ " [ Exeunt Ant. Cle, a2d Arc,’
Tel. Yes, my Semanthe, ftill 1 will complain, . '
Still I will murmyr at thee, cruel maid, :
For all that pain thou gav’t my heart but now,
‘W hat god, averfe to innocence and love,
Could fhake thy geatle foul with fuch a florm ? :
{lu& at that happy moment, when the priet . [thee,’
ad. join’d our hands, thou ftart’dft as death had ftruck.
And, fighing, cry’d, Ah, no !—it is impoffible !
Sem. And yet, Oh, my lov’d lord ! yet I am yours;
‘This hand has giv'n me to you, and this heart,
‘This heart, that achs with tendernefs, confirm'd it, )
7el. And yet thou artnot mine ; elfe why this forrow 2
Why art thou wet with weeping, as the earth, R
When vernal Jove defcendsin gentle fhow’rs, . o
‘To caufe increafe, and blefs the infant yeas, - .
When ev’ry fpiry grafs, and painted flow’r, ST
Is hung with pearly drops of heav’nly rain ? A
" Sem. Ye woods and plains, and all ye virgin dryads,-
Happy companions of thofe woeds'and plains, -
Why was 1 forc’d to leave your chearful fellow(hip, . ..
To come and lofe my peaceof mind'at Ithaca? .- .-
And, Oh, Semanthe! wherefore didft thow liften
2 P . N . - + Te-
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To that dear voice? Why didft theu bredk thy" vaw,
Made to the hmitrefs, Cynthia, and her train ? |
Ah, fay, fondmaid ! fay, wherefore didft thou love’
Tel. Alas, my gentlelove! how have I wrong’d thee ?
By what unwxlkng crime have I offended,
“That thug with ftreaming eyes thou fhouidlt complain,
Thus dafh my joys, and quench thofe holy fires,
By yellow Hymen’s totch fo lately lighted, .
“Thus ftain;thus bleffed day, our bridal day, -~
With the detefied omen of thy forraws.
Sem. Of what theuld I accufe thee? Thouast noble,
Thy heart is foft, is pitiful, and tender;
And thou wilt never wrong the poo:Scxmnthe.
And yet -
9’:1 What- mcan’ﬁ thou ?
Sem, What have we been doing 2
el. A deed of Bappinefs.
Sem. Are we not marry’d ?
Tel. We are ; and like the careful, thrifty hiad, .
Wha,’ pnovxdent of winter, fills his ﬁores
With all the various plenty of the autumn,
We’ve hoarded up. & mighty mafs of joy,
To laft for ail our years that are to come,
And fweeten ev’ry bitter hour of life.
Sm. Fainvould 1 footh my foul with thefe fweet hopcs,
the anguith of my waking cares,
And all thofé boding drcams that haunt my ﬂumbers.
Latt night, when after many a heavy fig
And many a painful thought, the god ot'
Infenfible 3nd foft, hzd?ql: upon me;
Methought I found me by a musin’ring brook,
- Reclin’d at eafe bpon the flow’ry margin, o
‘And thou, thou firft and laft of all m huughu, :
Thou dear, efernal object of my mfzn
Clofe by my fide wert laid wmsims
Tel. Delighttul vifion! .
And, Oh, O, pity that it was noc real ¢
Squi Awhile on many 2 plerfing theme we talk’d,
And mingled fweet difcouse; when onthe fudden,’
The cry of hounds, the jolly huntfinan’s horn,
With all the chearful mufic of the chafe, - .
Surpris’d:my ear, and fraight a.troop.of npmphs, -
Que the dear purtacrs of my virgin hears, Fl
- &lew
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Flew lightly by us, cager of the fpore ; .
Latt ca:%e t{le ypdde(’s, great Latol::;": daughter, -
With more than mortal grace the ftood confeft,
1 faw the golden quiver at her back,
. And heard the founding of her filver bow ;
Abafh’d I rofe, and lowly made obeyfance ;
But fhe, not fweet, nor affable, nor finiling,
As once fhe wont, with ftern regard beheld me;
And wherefore doft thou loiter here, fhe faid,
Of me, thy fellows, and our fports unmindful ?
Return, thou fugitive ; nor vainly hope
To drefs thy bridal bed, and wafte thy youth
In wanton pleafures, and inglorious love !
A virgin at my altar wert thou vow’d,
"Tis fix’d by fate, and thou art mine for ever.
_ With that fhe fnatch’d a chaplet from my hand,
Which for thy head in fondnefs I had wove,
And bore me {wiftly with her.—In my flighe,
Backwards, methought, I turn’d my eves to thee,
But found, thee not, for thou wert vanifh'd from me,
Aud in thy place my fither lay extended
Upon the earth, a bloody lifelefs corfe ;
Struck to the very heart, 1 fhriek’d aloud,
Apd waking, found my tears upon my pillow.
7el. Vex not thy peaceful foul, my fair Semanthe,
Nor dread the anger of the awful gods,
Safein thy native unoffending innocence.
Still when the golden fun withdraws his beams,’
And drowzy night invades the weary world,
Forth flies the god of dreams, fantagtic Morpheus,
Ten thoufand mimic phantoms fleer-around him,
Subtle as air, and various in their natures,
Each has ten thoufand, thoufand diff’rent forms,
In which they dance confus’d before the fleeper,
While the vain god laughs to behold what pain
Imaginary evils give mankind. .
Sem. Not happy omens that approve our withes,
- When bright with flames the chearful altar fhines,
And thie good gods are gracious to our offerings,
Not oracles themfelves; that {peak us happy,
Could charm my fears; and lull my'froward forrows,
Like the dear voice of him whom my foul loves.
Ev’n while thou fpok’ft my bréaﬂ begun to glow, I fel
clt
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1 fete fweet hopes, and joy, and peace returning, -
And all the fires of life were kindled up anew.
7el. Hence then, thou meager care, ill-boding me-
Anxious difquiet, and heart-breaking grief;  {lancholy,’
Fly to your native feats, where deep below
-Old night and horror with the furies dwell,
Love and the joyful genial bed difclaim you -
‘To-night a thoufand little laughing Cupids
Shall be our guard, and wakeful watch around us ;
No found, no thought fhall enter to difturb us,
But facred filence reign ; unlefs, fometimes,
We figh and murmur with excefs of happinefs.
Sems. Alas, my Lord!
9el. Again that mournful found ! )
Sem. What other pain is this  ‘What other fear,
So diff’rent quite from what I felt before ?
Alternate heat and cold fhoot through my veins ; -
Now- a chill dew hangs faintly on my brow,
_ And now with gentle warmth I glow all o’er ;
Short are my fighs, and nimbly beats my heart, °
I gaze on thee with joy, and yet I tremble ;
*Tis pain and pleafure blended, both at once,
*Tis life and death, or fomething more than either.
7el. Thus untry’d foldiers, when the trumpet founds,
Expe the combat with uncertain paffions ;
Thus Nature fpeaks in unexperienc’d maids, :
And thus they blufh, and thus like thee they tremble.
At even, when the queen retires to reft, '
T’ll meet thee here, and take thee to my arms,
“Thy beft, thy fureft refu%::.
But fee ! the firanger Athon comes; retire ;
1 would not have his watchful eye obferve us.
Enter Athon.
1 charge thee loiter not, but hafte to blefs me,
Hafte, at th’ appointed hour——
‘Think with what eager hopes, what rage I burn,
For ev’ry tedious minute how I mourn ;
Think how I call thee cruel for thy ftay,
And break my heart with grief, for thy unkind delay.
‘ (Exeunt Telemachus and Sem.
Aith. Ha! what, foclofe! How cautious toavoid me !
As who fhould fay, old man, you are too wife, Wh;t
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What has my youth to do with your inftruions,
While folly is fo pleafant to my tafte,
And damn’d deftruction wears a face fo fair?
This Samian king is happy in hisarts; .
His daughter, vow’d a virgin to Diana,
Is brought to play the wanton here at Ithaca:
No matter for religion; let the gods
Look to their rites themfelves : the youth grows fond,
Juftto their with! and fwears himfelf their vaffal.
His mother follows next—— But foft——They come ;
Now to put on the pander—That’s my office.
Enter the Queen and Eurymachus.
. Rueen. Have | not anfwer'd oft, it is in vain,
* In vain to urge me with this hateful fubje& ?
As thou art noble, pity me, Eurymachus,
Add not new weight of forrows to my days,
That drag too flow, too heavily along; ~ .
Compel me not to curfe my life, my being, ,
To curfe each morn, each chearful morn, that dawns
With healing comfort on its balmy wings, A
To ev’ry wretched creature but myfelf;
To 1fie it brings more pain, and iterazed woes.
Eur, Oh, god of eloquence, bright Maia’s fon !
Teach me what more than niortal grace of {peech,
founds can move this fierce relentlefs fgfr,'
This cruel Queen, that pitylefs beholds
My heart that bleeds for her, my humble knée,
In abje& low fubmiffion bent to earth, .
To deprecate her fcorn, and beg in vain, -
One gracious word, one favourable look.
Dueen. Count back the tedious years, fince firft my here’
. Forlook thefe faithful arms to war with Froy ;
‘And yet in all that leng, long.tra& of time,
Witnefs, ye chafter powers,. if €’er my thoughts
Have hatbour’d any other gueft but him;
Remember, king of Samos, what I have been,
Then think if I can change ——/Bthon, come near.
: [ Athon comes forward,
Good honéft man! how rare is truth like thine! ~
Thou great example of a loyal friend !
<Etb,; Oh, lady, fpare that praife ; if few like me
Are friends, yet none have ever lov’d like you ;
4 Cz2 ‘Why

.
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Why what a mighty fpace is twenty years !
’I}'is irkfome to remembrance, to back

your youth, .that happier part of life,
Lt;l)c? fome fair field, of ﬁ?:n aqdpfenile foil,
That might have bleft the owner with abundance,
But left unheeded, like 2 barren moor,
Lies fencelefs, wild, uncultivate, and wafte.

Queen. Alas! )

Eur. Were youth and beauty giv’n in vain ?
Why were the gods fo lavith of their gifts
To one whofe fullen pride neglecs to ufe them,
As if fhe fcorn’d the care heav’n took to make her happy ?

Ath. More than enough of forrow have you known ;
Give eafe at length to-your afliicted foul,

Be comforted, and now while time is yours,
Tafte the good things of life, yet e’er they perifh,
Yet ¢’er the happy feafon pafs away.

Quecn. What fov’reign balm, what heav'nly healing
Can-cure a heart o torn with grief as mime, [art,
Can ftay this never-ceafing firesm of tears,

And once more make my fenfes know delight ?
Ewxr. Whatgod can work that miracle but Love
. Love, who difpenfes joy to heav’n itfelf,
And cheats his fellow-gods more than their nedar,
*Till wrapt wich vaft, unutterable pleafures,
Such as immortal natures only know,
Each owns his pow’r, and blefles the fweet boy. )

Queen. Now, ZEthon, by thy friendfhip to my Lord,
Anfwer, I charge. thee, to thiscruel king; '
Demand if it be noble to prophane
My virtue thus, with loofe difhoneg courtthip.

Eth. Arelove and virtue then fuch mortal foes,
That they muft never meet ? '

Qucen. Never with me,

Unlefs my Lord return.’

Eth. Vain expe&ation !

Qucen. Ha! Surely 1 miftook !=——What faid’tt thou,-

' Athon? ,

Ath, That you bave waited long for that return,
Waited too much of life, and caft away .

‘Thofe precious hours, that might have been employ'd
“To better ufe than weeping.

. - ) .2:«.1@



ULYSSES. 29

Queen, This from thee!

Oh, faithlefs | Truth is vanith’d then indeed.
Oh, /Ethon |—art thou too become my enemy !

b, 1t, to reward your faith to loft Ulyfles,

1 pray the gods to heap their bleflings on you, -
‘To make you miftrefs of a mighty nation,

An empire greater, nobler than your own,’

And crown you with this valiant monarch’s love,

If this be enmity, you may accufe me,

.Queen. Doft thou folicit for him ? Doft thou dare
Invade my peace, my virtue ? B

Ath. Not for him, :
But for the common happinefs of both.

Queen. Traitor! no more—at length thy wicked arts,
Thy falfe diflembled friendthip for my Lord,
Thy-pious journey hither for his fake,

"Fhy care of me, my fon, and of the ftate,
“Thy praife, thy cotnfels, and thy fhew of virtue, -

So holy, fo adorn’d with rev’rend age,

All arereveal’d, and thou confeft a villain ;-

Hire, and the fordid love of gain have caught thee ;
Gold has prevail’d upon thee to betray me,

And bargain for my honour with this prince,

. . - ([ Pointing to Eurymachus.
b, Ttgrieves me I offend you—fure Iam, )
I meant it asa friend. ]

Queen. Hence from my fight ! .

Ewur. ZEthon, no more—Since love and willing friend-
Employ their pious offices in vain, [thip
Learn we, henceforth, from this imperious beauty,
Learn we, from her example, to be cruel; :

And though our fofter paflions reft unfatisfy’d,

Yet the more fierce, the manly, and the rough,

Shall be indulg’d and riot to excefs. -
_Up then, Revenge, and arm thee, thou fell fury,

Up then, and fhake thy hundred iron whips ;

*I'o-day I vew to facrifice to thee, .

And flake thy horrid thirft with draughts of royal gore.

Queen. What fays the tyrant? [ 4fide.] Oh, Euryma--
What fatal purpofe has thy heart cunceiv’d ? [chus !
‘What means that rage that lightens in thy eyes, '
That flathes fierce, and menaces deftruction ?

Eur. The lambent fire of love prevails no more,

Cis
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And now another mightier flame fucceeds ;-
_Vaunt not too fuon, nor triumph in thy fcorn ;
For know, proud Queen, in fpite of thy difdain,
There is a way ev’n yet to reach thy heart.
Thou haft a fon, the darling of thy eyes—
Queen. Oh, fatal thought ! »
Fear, like the hand of death, hath feiz’d my heart,
Cold, chilling cold——my fon! Oh, my Telemachus !
Eth. That ftroke was home---now, Virtue, hold thy .
owa, . { dfide.
Eur. Know then, that fon is in my pow’r, and holds -~
His frail uncertain being at my pleafure ;
And when'I frown, dea%b and deftrution, greedy,.
Watchful, intent like tygers on their prey,
Start fudden forth, and feize the helplefs boy.
Three hundred chofen warriors from my fleet,
Who undifcern’d, in parties, and by fealth, -
Late came a-fhore, now wait for my commands ;
Think on them as the minifters of fate,
For when Lbid them execute, "tis done.
Queen. If, as my foul prefages from thofe terrors
Which gather on thy ftern, tempeftuous brow,
‘Thou art feverely bent on death and vengeance; -
Yet hear me, hear a wretch’s only pray’r,
Oh, fpare the innocent, fpare my Telemachus,
Let not the ruffian’s fword nor murd’rous vielence
Cut off the noble promife of his youth,
Oh, fpare him, andlet all thy rage fall here;
Remember, ’twas this haughty, ftubborn queen
Refus’d thy love, anddet her teel thy hate. .
Eur, Afecret joy glides through my fullen heart,
To fee fo fair a fuitor kneel before me.
But what have I to do with thoughts like thefe ?
Zthon, go bear this ring to bold Ceraunus, -
‘The valiant leader of our Samian band ;
" My laft of orders, which this morn I gave him,
Bid him perform ; hafte thou, and fee it done.,
Queen. Stay I conjure thee, Ethon——Cruelking! |
Spcak, anfwer me, unfold this dreadful fecret ;-
Where points this fudden, dark, myfterious mifchief ?
Say, at the head of what devoted wretch - - ’
. his,

N S
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This winged thunder aims—Say, while my fears
Have left me yet a little life to hear thee.
Eur. Already doft thou dread the gath’ring ftorm,
That grumbles in the air, preluding ruin ?
But mark the ftroke, keep all thy tears for that,
Too foon it fhall be told thee— Aithon, hence.
Queen, [Holding BEithon.) Not for thy life---No, not
till thou haft heard me. (70 Eurymachus.
Toowell, alas! I underftand my fate, ,
How have I been, among the happy mothers, -
Call’d the moft happy, now the moft miferable
Then basren, comfortlefs fate down and wept,
hen they compar’d their marriage-beds with mine ;
The fruittul, ‘when they boafted of their numbers,
With envy and unwilling praife, confeft
That I had all eheir bleffings in my one. ,
Our virgins, when they met him, figh’d and blufh’d,
Matrons and wives beheld him as a wonder,
"And gazing crouds purfu’d and bleft him as he pa(s’d.
But then his youth! histendernefs! hispiety! -
Oh, my Telemachus! my fon! my fon!
Eur. And what are all thefe tears and helplefs wailings,
What poor amends to injur’d love and me ?
How have I mourn’d thy fcorn, unkind and cruel ?
How have I melted in unmanly weeping? )
How have I taught the ftubborn rocks of Ithaca,
And all the founding fhore to echo my complainings ?
And hatt thou e’er relented? Now mourn thou,
And murmur not, nor think thy lot too hard,
Since equal juftice pays thee but thy own.
Queen. Oh, didft thou know what agonies 1 feel,
Hard as <hou art, thdu would{t have pity on me :
Death is too poor a name, for that means reft,
But ’tis defpair—’tis mad—tormenting rage,
*Tis terrible—"tis bitter pain—it iy
A mother’s mourning for her only fon. - -
Eth. Now, now her labouring heart s rent with as-
Oh, nature, how affeting are thy forrows ! [guify!
How moving, melting in a mother’s eyes ! 4
So filver Thetis, on the Phrygian thore,
Wept for her fon, fore-knowing of his fate,
The fea-nymphs fate around, and join’d their tem:s‘,?‘7 il
' : (]

T
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While from his loweft deep old father ocean

‘Was heard to groan, in pity of their pain, [Afde:
Eur. Fair mourner, rife— Thus far thou haft prevail’d.

[Offering to raife ber.

If, toatone for all I have endur’d,

For all thy cold negle&, thy arts, delays,

For all my years of anxious expetation,

This night thou give thy beauties to my arms ;

This night! for love, impatient of my wrongs,

Allows not ev’n a moment’s {pace beyond it; -

The prince, thy lov’d Telemachus, fhall live,

And danger and diftrefs fhall never know thee more.
Queen. Oh, fhame! Oh, modefty ! connubial truth

And fpotlefs purity ! Ye heav’nly train !

-Have I preferv’d you in my fecret foul,

To give you up at laft, then plunge in guilt,
Abandon’d to difhonour and pollution !

Oh, never ! never! let me firft be rack’d,

Torn, fcatter’d by the winds, plung’d in the deep,

. Or bound amidft the flames———Oh, friendly earth

Open thy bofom———And thou, Proferpine,
Infernal Juno, mighty queen of fhades,
Receive me to thy dark, thy dreadful empire, -
.-And hide me, fave me from this tyrant’s fury.
AEth, Oh, racking, racking pain of fecret thought!
[ Afide.
Eur, Hence ! hence, thou trifler, love ! fond, vainﬁ:{:-
I caft, I tear thee out—Athon, begone! [ceiver !
Queen. Then drag me too !—Yet hear me once, once
_ For I will fpeak to thee of love !—of rage! [more,
Of death ! of madnefs! and eternal chaos!
Eur. Away, thou loiterer ! [To ZEthon.
th. Then I muft go?
Queen. Eurymachus! - [Holding out ber band to bim.
Eur. Speak—————a :
Queen, Mercy !
Eur. Love!
Bucen. Telemachus. :

- Eur. My queen! My goddefs! Art thou kind at laft !
Oh, foftly, foftly breathe the charming found,
And let it gently fteal upon my foul, B
Gently as falls the balmy dew from heav’n,

Or
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Or let thy kind confenting eyes fpeak for thee,
And bring me the fweet tidings from thy heart;
She’yields! Immortal gods, the yields !
Queen. Where is he ?
Where ismy fon ? Oh, tell me, is hefafe,
Swear to me fome moft facred folemn oath,
Swear my Telemachus is free from danger.
Eur. Hear me, great Jove, father of gods and men,
And thou, blue Neptune, and thou, Stygian Pluto,
Hear, all ye greater and ye lefler powers,
That rule in heav’n, in earth, in feas, and hell,
While to my queen, on this fair kiand I fwear,
That royal youth, that beft-lov’d fon is fafe,
Nor dies, unlefs his mother urge his fate.
.At night, a prieft, by faithful Achon’s care,
In private fhall attend at thy apartment,
There while rich gums . we burn, and fpicy odours,
The-geods of marriage and of love invoking,
I will renew my vows, and at thy feet,
Devote ev’n all my pow’rs to thy command.
Queen. "Till then be kind, and leave me to myfelf ;.
Leave me to vent the fulnefs of my breaft,
Pour out the furrows of my fou] alone,
And figh myfelf, if poffible, to peace.
Oh, thou dear youth, for whom I feel again
My throes, and twice endure a mother’s pain ;
Well had I dy’d to fave thee, Oh, my fon !
Well, to preferve thy life, had giv’n my own 3
But when the thoughts of former days rerura,
When my loft virtue, fame, end peace I mown, -
The joys which ftill thou gav’ft me I forget, '
4nd own I bought thee at a price too great, [Exit,
Exr, Av length we have prevail’d: fear, doubt and
Thofe peevifh female virtues, fly before us, {fhame, .
Acd the difputed field at laft is ours.
- A1h, Yes, you have conquer’d, have approv’d yourfelf -
A matter in the knowledge of the fex.
What then remains, but to prepare for triumph,
To rifle all the fpoils of captive beauty,
And reap the fweet reward of your paft labours ?
What of the prince ? ‘
Eur. He lives, but muft be mine, .
i , ' And.
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_And my Semanthe’s love the band to hold him;
But to townorrow’s dawn leave we that care :
The prefent day, for deep, for vaft defigns,
And hardy execution is decreed.
‘This night, according to their wonted riot,
The rival princes mean to hold a feaft.
Ath. 1 mark’d but now the mighty preparation,
When to the hall the fweating flaves paft in,
Bending beneath the maffie goblets® weight, _
Whofe each capacious womb, fraught with rich juice
Drawn from the Chian and the Lefbian grape,
Portended witlefs mirth, vain laughter, boafting,
Contentious brawling, madnefs, mifchief, and foul mur-
While to appeafe the glutton’s greedy maw [der;
" Whole herds are flain, more than fuffice for hecatombs,
Ev’n more than zeal, with pious prodigality,
Beftows upon the gods to feed their priefts with,
. Eur, Thea mark'me well, ore’er the rowling night
Hath finifh'd half her courfe, the fumy vapours
And mounting fpirits of the deep-drunk bowl,
Shall feize the brains of thefe caroufing lovers ;
Then fhalt thon, ZAthon, with my valiant Samians,
Arm’d and appointed all at thy command, :
Surround the hall, and on our.common _foes
At once revenge my queen, thyfelf, and me.
Ath, Ha! Atablow !—'tis juft—"tis greatly thought !
By Jove th’avenger, ’twill be noble flaughter ;
Nor doubt the event. I anfwer for them all,
Ev’n toa man. :
Eur. Thine then be all the care,
While I with.fofter pleafures crown my hours,

And revel in delight.
A&th. How! At that hour! (Starting.,
Ha! In enjoyment! Can that be? )

~ Eur. 1t muft.
Fierce for the joy, in fecret, and alone
I'll fteal upon my love.
Ath. Stay! that were well!
Alone you muft
Eur. None but the confcious prieftm—
That too muft be thy care, to chufe one faithful,
One for the purpofe fit, .

/Eri.
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Zth. Moft worthy office ! _ ) [ Afde.
“One to yout wifh, try’d in thefe pious fecrets,
My friend of ancient date, is now in Ithaca;
Him fworn to fecrecy, and well prepar’d,
I will inflruct to wait you with the Queen.
Eur. Then be propitious, Love!
AEth. And thou, Revenge,
Shoot all thy fires, and wike my {lumb’ring rage,
Let my paft wrongs, let indighation raife
My age to emulate my youthful praife ;
Let the ftern purpofe of my heart fucceed,
Let riot, lufl, and proud injuftice bleed ;
Grant me but this, ye gods, who favour right, )
1 afk no other blifs nor-fond delight, - }
Nor envy thee, Oh, king, thy bridal night, [Exeuns.

Enp of the Seconp Acr.

A cC T III
Enter Athon, Mentor, and Eumzus.

. AETHON.
F virtue be abandon’d, loft and gone,
I No matter for the means that wrought the ruin g
Whether the pomp of pleafure danc’d before her,
Alluring to the fenfe, or dreadful danger
Came arm’d with all its terrors to the onfet,
She fhould have held the battle to the laft,
Undaunted, yieldlefs, firm, and dy’d or conquer’d.
Men. Think on what hard, on whatunequal termg
Virtue, betray’d within by woman’s weaknefs,
Befet without with mighty fears and flatteries, .
Maintains the doubtful confli&k---Sure if any
Have kept the holy marriage-bed inviolate,
If all our Grecian wives are not like Helen,
‘That praife the Queen, my royal miftre(s, merits,
Eum. And, Oh, impute not one unheeded word,
Forc’d from her in the bittereft pangs of forrow,
When fierce confliting paffions ftrove within,
Like all the winds at once let loofe upon the main, .
When wild diftraction rul’d———Oh, urge not that,
. 1 . A blemith
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A blemith on her fair, her matchlefs fame, ' )
Ah. Oh, Mentor, and Eumsus, faithful pair!
To whom my life, my honour, all Itrut, -
Thefe eyes beheld her yielding---<Curfed object !
Beheld her in.the Samian king’s embrace ;
The fight of hell, of baleful Acheron
That rolls his livid waves around the damn’d,
Roaring and yelling on the farther fhore,
Was unot fo.terrible, fo itkfome to me,
As when I faw his arms info!d Penelope. . -
+ T heard the fagal compaét for to-night,
“The joys which he propos’d, nor fhe deny’d ———
But fee fhe comes
Men. How much unlike a bride !
Euter the Queen.
Bchold her tears, fee comfortlefs affliction,
Anguifh, and helplefs, defolate misfortune

- Wit in her face.

- AEh. Retire ; I would obferve her.
[Men. and Kum. retire to the back part of the flage.
Queen. And doft thou only weep ? Shall that put oft
Th’ approaching hour of fhame, or fave thy fon ?
Thou weep’it, and yet the fetting fun defcends
Swift to the weftern waves ; and guilty night,
Hatfty to fpread her horrors o'er the world,
Rides on the dufky ai —And now it comes,
‘The fatal moment comes, ev’n that dread time
When witches meet to gather herbs on graves,
When difcontented gheits forfake their tombs,
And ghaftly roam about, and doleful groan;
And hark ! the fcreech-owl fcreams, and beats the window,
 With deadly wings---And hark !---More dreadfulyet,
Like Thracian Tereus to unhappy Philomel, :
‘The furious bridegroom comes,---the tyrant ravither!
And fee! the fhade of my muchesinjur'd Lord
Starts up to blaft me !---Hence !-—Begone, you horrors,
For I will hide me in the arms of death,
Aud think on you no more---That traiter here !
- {$eeing Athon.
Atb, Hail, beauteous Queen ! The god of love falutes
And thus by great Eurymachus he fpeaks : [thee,
Be forrow and misfortune on thy foes ;

But

-
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Butlet thy days be crown’d with {miling peace,
Content and everlatting joy dwell with thee. . -
Queen. Com’ft thou ta greet me with the founds of joy,
Thou meflenger of, fate ?—So the hoarfe raven
Croaks o’er the manfion of the dying man,
And often warns him wich this difmal note,
To think upon his tomb, ;
Ath. Or Imiftook, - - ‘ . )
Or I was bid to treat of gentler matters, ,
Kindly to afk at what aufpicicus hour,
Your royal bridegroom and the prieft fhould wait you.
Queen. Too well my boding heart foretold thy tidings.
WNow what reply ?—There is no room for choice,
*Tis one degree of infamy to doubt : :
What muft be muft be—Let me then refolve,
’Tis only thus—no more---and Iam free. = - [Afde.
Say to the Samian king, thy mafter, thus; :
When Menelaus and the fate of Greece N
Summon’d my Lord to Troy, heleft behind him
None worthy of his place in‘love or empire. .
Ath, How, lady !—Whither points her meaning now ? .
. . , , {Afide.
Quecn, Say.too, I've held his meritin the balance, - -
But find the price of honour fo much greater,
That ’twere an ideot’s bargain to exchange them ;
Yet tell him too, I have my fex’s weaknefs,
I have a mother’s fondnefs in my eyes,
And all her tender paffions in my heart. . .
- Zth. Ay, there! ’tis there the’s loft ! [(Aftes
RQueen, Norcan Ibear '
To fee what more, far more than life I joy in,
My only pledge of love, my Lord’s dear image,
My fon by bloody hands mangled and murder'd ;
(Oh, terrible to nature!)- Therefore one,
‘One remedy alone is left to fave me, .
To fhield me from a fight of fo much horror,
And tell Eurymachus, I find it——anhere. S
" [8be offers to flab berfelf; MEthon catches hold of her
- army and prevents ber,
b, Forbid it, gods ! Perifh the tyrant rather,
Let Sum.s be no'more. :
Quecn, Off! Off, thou traitor !
N D

Give
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Give way ¢o my juft rage ! ——Oh, tardy hand !
To what haft thou betray’d me! Let me go,
Oh, let me, ler me die, or1 will curfe thee,
*I'ill hell hall trémble at my imprecations, :
’Till Heav’n fhall blaft thee —loft !'—undone forever !
Zth., Oh, trifler that I am! Mentor, Eum=zus, -
. { They come forward,
Come to my aid !——Be calm but fora moment,
And wait to fee what wonders'it will thew thee,
Guard her upon your lives, remember that,
Guaid her from ev'ry inftrument of death, -
Booth and dffuage her grief, till my return ;
Unfold the mighty fecret of her fate,
And once more reconcile her foul to peace.
, . , [Exit Athon.
- Quéden. And are you too my foes ? Have you confpir'd
And join’d with that falfe Ethon to betray me ? k
Here fit thee dowh then, huinbly in the duft,
Here fit, a poor, forlorn, abandén’d woman ;
Caft not thy eyes up to yon’azure firmament, -
Nor hope relief from thence, the gods are pitilefs,
Or bufy in their heav’n, and thou not worth their care 3
And, Oh! Oh'! caft them not on earth, to feek
For fuccour from the faithlefs race of man;
But as thou art forfaken and alone,
Hope not for help, where there is noneto help thee,
But think ’tis defolation allabout thee?
. Men. Far be that thoughit, to think you are forfaken
*‘Gods and good men fhall make.you ftill their care.
And, Oh! far be it from your faithful fervantsg
For all thofe honours mad ambition ‘teils for, -
For all the wealth that bribes the world to wickednefs,
For hopes or fears, for pleafures or for pains,
. To leave our royal miftrefsin ditrefs,

Eum. At lengthtime’s fulnefs comes, and that gredt
For which o many tedious yearsroll*d round ; [period,
WAt length the white, the fmiling minute comes, -
To wipe the tears from thofe fair eyes for ever;

That good we daily pray’d for, but pray’d hopelefs,

That good, which ev’n the prefcience of the gods

(So doubtfully was it fet down in fate,) :

Uncertainly forefdw, and darkly promis’d, Th
1 ’ : at
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That good, ose day, the happieft of our lives,
Freely and fortunately brings to pafs.
" Men. And hark ! vindi&ive Jove prepares his thunder,

] [Thunders.
Let the wrong-doer and the tyrant tremble ;
‘The gods are prefent with us And behold !
The folid gloom of nightis rent afunder,
‘While floods of dazzling, pure =therial light,
Break in ypon the fhades —She comes, the comes !
Pallas, the fautrefs of my mafter’s arms, '
And fee where terrible in arms, majettic,
- Celeflial, and ineffably effulgent, v
-She fhakes her dreadful Hgis from the clouds &
Bend, bend to earth, and own the prefent deity.
- {1t thunders again.
The SCENE opens above, and difiovers Pallas in the Clonds.
. ' They kneel, S
Eum. Daughter of mighty Jove, Tritonian Pallas,
Be favourable! Oh!——GCh ! be propitious,
And fave the finking houfe of thy Ulyfles. ,
Men. Goddefs of aris and arms, thou blue-ey’d maid,:
Be favourable! Oh!—Oh! be propitious,
And glad thy fuppliants with fome chearful omen.
Rueen. Virgin, begot and born.of Jove alone, -
Chatfte, wife, victorious, if by thy afliftance ‘
The Greeks were well aveng’d on perjur’d Troy,
If by thy aid, my Lord from Thracian Rhefus
Obtain’d his fnowy fleeds, and brought fuccefsful
Thy fatal image to the tents of Greete;
Once more be favoprable——be propitious,
~ Reftore my Lord —Or, if that be deny’d,
Grant me to fhare his fate, and die with honour; :
-[Thunder again—The Scene clofes above—Tbey rifs,
Men. Thie goddels fmiles—Moft happy be the omen?
And to the left aufpicious rolls the thunder. O

" Enter Bthon, or Ulyfles, avithout bis difguife, magnifi--

' - cently arm’d and habited. . :
RQueen. What other god art thou 7—Oh, facred form!

I dream, 1 rave !~Why pus’ft thou on this femblance ?
Da _ . Whgs
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What thall T call thee ?~=—"S8ay, fpeak, anfwer me.
[She advances tawo or three fieps looking amazedly.
Son of Laertes! King! My Lord ! —Ulyfles™! ’
U.yf. Why doft. thou gaze ?— Am I fo dreadful ftill ?
Is there fo much of thon ftill about me ? -
Or haft thou—- s it poffible forgot me ?
Does not thy heart acknowledge fomething here ?
Queen. b{ay, *tis, *tis moft impoflible to reafon.
Butwhat have I te do with thought or reafon ?
Thus mad, diftracted, raging with my joy,
T’ll rufh upon thee, clafp thee to my bofom,
Acd if it be delufion, let medie, =~ .
Here let me fink to everlafting reft,
Juft here, and never never think again.
~ Unff. No, live, thou great example of thy fex,

Live for the world, for me, and for xhyfelt);
Unnumber’d bleffings, honours, years of happinefs,
Crowns from the gods, enrich’d with brighteft ftars,
Al} heav’n and earth united in applaufe,

Wait, with officious duty, to reward thee.

Live to enjoy ev’nall thou haft deferv'd,

‘That fulnefs of delight, of which thefe arms
And this tranfporting moment gives thee earneft.

- Queen. 1 gaze upon thy face, and fee thee here.

‘The fullen pow’rs below, who rule the dead,

Have liften’d to my weeping, and relented,

Have fent thee from Elyfium back to me;

Or from the deep, from fea-green Neptune's feats,
‘Thou’nt rifen like the day-ftar; or from'heav’n
Some god has brought thee on the wings of winds ; -

Oh, ecflafy !---But all that I can kncw,
1s that I wake and live, and thou art here.

. Uhyf. Troy, 1 forgive theenow ! Ye toils and perils
Of' my paft hife, well are you paid at once. '
For this the faithlefs Syrens fung in vain;

For this I ’fcap’d the den of monftrous Polypheme,
Fled from Calypfo’s bonds and Circe’s charms ;

For this, feven days, and feven long winter nights,

Shipwreck’d I floated on a driving matft ;

Toi{"gy the furge, pierc’d by the bitter blafts
Of bleak north-winds, and drench'd in the chill wave,
1 firove with all the terrors of the deep,
. Rucen,




ULYSSES., 4t

Queen. Yes, thou haft borne it all, I know thou hatt,.
‘Thefe wars, winds, magic, monfters, all for me.
Bledt be the gracious gods that gave thee to me !
Say then! Oh, how fhall I reward thy labougs ?
But I will fit and liften to thy ftory, L
‘While thou recount’ft it o’er; and when thou fpeak’ft
Of difficulties hard and near to death,
T’ll pity thee, and anfwer with my tears;
But when thou com’ft to fay how the gods fav’d thee,
And how thy virtue firuggled through the danger,
For joy, I'll fold thee thus with foft endearments,
And crown thy conqueft with ten thoufand kiffes,
Uly. 1tis a heavy and a rueful tale,
But thou, wilt kindly fhare with me in all things ;
It fhall be told thee then, whate’er I fuffer’d,
Since, in a lucklefs hour, I firft fet out,
Ev’n to that time, when fcarce twice ten days pat,
A from Phaacia homeward bound, to Ithaca, ‘
A ftorm o’¢rtook and wreck’d me on_the coaft 3
Alone and naked was I caft a-fhore.
And only to thefle faithful two made known,
>Till Jove fhould point me out fome opportunity,
Once more 1o feize my right in thee and empire.
Men. *Tis hard, injurious, an offence to virtue,
To interrupt your joys, ye royal pair ; ,
But, Oh, forgive your faithful fervant’s caution,
Think where you are, \{l/h;t eyes fma‘ticim.;s chance.
May bring to psy into the happy fecret o
Unfimelygto dl:’i?;ofz the fatal birth, ’
And rafhly bring it immature to light.
UlyJ. Mertor, thouwarn’t us wel —Retire, my love, -
%um,. What muft we part already, ? / .
1,4: Fora moment,
Like waves divided by the gliding bark,
‘That meet agdin, and, mingle as, before.
Queen. Be {ure iy be motlonger.
UlyJ. Sweet, it fba’ not. -
Yll meet thee {oon, and bring our mutual blefing,
Our fon, t’increafe the joy. .
_ Queen. I muft obey you. o
Remember well how long thou haft been abfent, |
And what a poor amends this fhort epjoyment ‘makes me.
v . D3 Oh,



42 | ULYSSEKES.

Oh, T fhall die with ftrong defire to thee,
Shall think this one impatient minute more, '
Than all thy long, long twenty yearsbefore.  [Ex:z,
Enter at the other door Telemachus.
Fel. The Qﬁeen my mother, paft fhe not this way 2
Men. Shedid,” my Lord, ev'n now. :
Tel. Saw you not too L
The Samian princefs, fair Semanthe, with her ?
Say, went they not together ? :
Ulyl: MightI fpeak,
I think it is not fir they were togcther ; .
For wherefore fhould the queen of Ithaca
Hold commerce with the daughter of Eurymachus 2
. Pardon'me, Sir, I fear you are offended,
And think this boldnefs does not fit a firanger.
" el *Tis true, thou art a ftranger to my eyes; °
And yet, methought, thou fpok’ft with Athon’s voice,
Save, that th’untoward purpofe of thy words
- Seem’d harth, ungentle, andp not like my friend.

Ulyf. Whate’er I feem, believe me, princely youth,
‘Thou haft not one, one dear felected mate, :
‘That ought to ftand befére me in thy heart;

Though from your tender infancy till now,
He dwelt within thy bofom, thou in his,
Though every year has knit the band more clofe,
Though variance neverknew you, but complying
Each cvér yielded to the other’s withes, )
" ‘Though you have toil’d and refted, laugh’d and mourn’d,
And ran through every part-of life together,
‘Though he was all thy joy, and thou all his,
Yet fure he never lov'd thee more than I do.
Tel. Whoe'er thow art (for though thou ftill art Ethon,
“Thou art not he, but fomething more and fgreater) '
>

c €

9

1 feel the force of every word thou fpeak
My foul is aw’d with reverential fear, -
A fear not irkfome, for’tis mix’d with love,
Ev'n fuch a fear as that we worthip Heav’n with 3
Oh, pardon if I err, for if thou artnot -
Zthon, my father’s friend, thou art fome god.
Liyfl. If barely to have been thy father’s friénd
Could move thee te fuch tender, juft regards,

[
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Thus, let ine thus indulge thy filial virtue,
. [Embracing him.
‘Thus prefs thee in my arms, my pious fon, ,
And while my fwelling heart-rugs o’er with joy,
‘Thus tell thee that I am, Iam thy father..
9el. Oh, moft amazing !——
Men. Yes, my royal charge,
At length behold thy god-like fire, Ulyfles.
Bleft be my age, with all its cares and forrows,
Since it is lengthen’d out to fee this day,"
To give thee back, thou dear entrufted pledge,
Thus worthy as thou art, to thy great tgther’s arms.
9el. Oh, tis moft certain fo, my heart confefles him,
My blood and fpirits, all the pow’rs of life, v
_ Acknowledge here the {pring gzm whence they came,
Then let mebow me, caft me at his feet, '
‘There pay the humble homage of my duty,
‘There wet the earth before him with my tears,
Fhe faithful witnefles of love and joy:
And when my tongue for rapture can no more,
Silent, with lifted eyes, I’ll praife the gods, :
Who gave me back my King, my Lorg, my father,
Ulyfl. Oh, rife, thou oﬂ'spring of my nuptial joys,
Son of my youth, and glory of my firength,
Rob not thy father’s arms of fo much treafure,
But let us meet, as Jove and Nature meant us, . -
‘Thus, like a pair of very faithful friends ; i
And though fa made harfh mention of thy love, )
(Oh, droop not at the name) by blue-ey’d Pallas
T meant it not in angry, chiding mood ;
But with 2 tender and a fond concern,
Reminded thee of what thou ow’ft to honour.
Tel. When | forgetit, may the worft afflictions,
Your fcorn, your hate, and infamy o’ertake me;
Be that th’ important bus’nefs of my life,
Let me be tatk’d to hunt for it through danger,
Through all the roar of the tumultuous battle,
And dreadful din of arms; there, if I fail,
May cowards fay I’m not Ulyfles’ fon,
And the great author of our race difclaim me.
Ulyf. Oh, noblenefs innate ! Oh, worth divine !
Zthereal fparks! that fpeak the Bero’s lineage, H :
o ow
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How are you pleafing to me }——So the eagle,

That bears the thunder of our grandfire Jove,

‘With joy beholds his hardy youthful offspring

Forfake the neft, to try his tender pinions,

In the wide untra&t air; till bolder grown, :
-Now, like a whirlwind, on the fhepherd’s fold L
He darts precipitate, and gﬁ‘ges the prey;

Or fixing on fome dragon’s fcaly hide,

Eager of combat, and his future feaf},

Bears him slofe, relu@tant, andin vaig

Writhing his {piry tail. .

7ol 1 would bea&tive,

Get mea name diftinguifh’d from the herd

Of commen men, aname worthy my birth,

Ulyf. Nor fhalt thou want th’occafion ; now it eourts
Stands ready, and demands thy courage now. (thee,
Were I indeed as other fathers are ;

Did 1 but liften to foft Nature’s voice;
1 fhould noe urge rthee to thishigh exploit,
For though it brings thee fame, it brings thee danger..

Tel. Now by the god of war, fo much the better:
Let there be honour for your fon o win, -

And be the danger ne’er fo rude and deadly,

No neatter, *twill aphance the prize the more, -
And make it lovely in a brave man’s eye ;

So Hydra’s- and Chimera’s form’d in gold,

Sit graceful underneath the nodding plume, -

And terribly adern the foldier’s heho. -

Ulyf. Know then, on this important night depends
The very crifis of our fate; to-night o
That fleeping vengeance of the gods fhalt wake,

‘And {peak confufion to our foes in thunder :

Juttice entrufls her fivord to this right hand,

And | well fee it faithfully emplbygth

7el. Byevirtue and by arms ’tis noble work !

1 burn impatient for'it——Oh, my father,, .

Give me my portion of the glorious labour,

" Uby. Onee moreimmediate danger threats thy mother,
That to avert, muft-be thy pious care, . '
Whils Mentor, with Eumzus and ourfélf,
Back’d by a-chofen band,  (whom kow prepar’d,
_How gather'd to quraid, the preffing hous,  © .

= . P L - e Anom.
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Allows ‘not now tell) invade yon drunkards,
Immertt in riot, carelefs, and defying
The gods as fables, ftart upon them fudden,
And fend their guilty fouls to howl below, R
Upon the barks of Styx : while this is doing,
Dar'ft thou defend thy mother ?
.- Tel. Oh! to death,
Againft united natiens would I ftand
Her foldier, her defence, my fingle breaft
Oppos’d againft the rage of their whole war ;
She is fo good, fo worthy to be fought for, .
‘The facred caufe would make my fword fuccefsful,
And gain my youth a mighty name in arms. -
_ Ulyfl. Theun prove the peril, and enjoy the fame.
Ere the mid-hour.of rolling night approach,
Remember well to plant thee at that door,
‘Thou know’tt it opens to the Queen’s apartment.
To bind thee yet more firm ;. for, Oh, my fon !
L ‘ . }tmei'ng his.fuwerd,
With powerful oppofition fhalt thou ftrive, . -
Swear on my fword, by thy own filial piety,
By all our race, by Pallas and by Jove,
Ig any of thefe curfed foreign tyrants,
‘Thofe rivels of thy father’s love and honour,
Shall dare to pafs through that forbidden entrance,
To take his forfeit life tor the intrufion.
Tel. 1 fwear——And may my lot in future fame . .
. [ Telemachus kneels and kiffés the faverd.
Be good, or evil but as I perform it. . S
Ulyj. Epough——1I do believe thee.
Men. Hark ! my Lord! = | I
; : [ 4 confufed noife is beard within,
How loud the tempeft roars! The bellowing voice '
" Of wild,, enthufiaftic, raging mirth, - i
With peals of clamour fhakes the vaulted roof,
. Tel. Such furely is'the found of mighty armies -
In battle join’d, of cities fack’d at midnight,
Of many waters, and united thunders ;
My gen’rous foul takes fire, and half repines, g
To xgink fhe muft not fhare the glorious danger, - . '
' Where numbers wait you, worthy of. your E:or .« Lo
. Ul No more, thou haft thy charge, look well to th;‘t 3
: ' or
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For thefe, thefe riotoys fons of noife and uproar,
1 koow their force, and know I am Ulyfles.
So Jove look’d down upon the war of atoms,
And rude tumultuous chaas, when as yet
Fair nature, form, and order had not being,
But difcoré and confufion, troubled-all ;
Calm and ferene upon his throne he fate,
Fix'd there by the eternal law of fate,
Safe in himf(elf, becaufe he knew his pow'r ;
And knowing what he was, he knew he was fecure.
’ ’ [Exenns.
Enp of the Turgp AcrT. '

A CT MW
Enter Telemachus and Atinous.

, ARTINOUS. o S
.TBE king, return’d 2~ So long conceal’d in Ithaca ?
ZEthon theking ? What words.can fpeak my won-
Tel. Yes, my Aatinous, "tis moft amazing, [der?
2Tis all the mighty working of the gods ;
Unfearchable and. durk  to humaa éyes :- '
But, Ob, let me conjure-thee by our. friendhip,
Since to thy faithful breaft alone 1’ve trufted
The fatal fecret, to preferve is fafe,
As thou weuldft do the life of thy Felemachus. -
. it. Wrong not the truth of your devoted flave,
To think he would betray you. for whole worlds. :
Have you not faidit, that your own dear life,
And all your royal race, depends ic?
Far from my lips, within my breaft ’llkeep it ;
Nor breathe it fofily to myfelf alone, .
Left fome officious murmuring wind thould tell it,

And babbling echoes catchi the feeble found. -
7el. No, thau art true, fuch have I ever found thee ;
But hafte, my friend; and fummon to thy. aid T
What force the fhortnefs of the time-allows thee ;

Then with,tby fwifteft diligence retum,

Since as Lurg’d to thee before, it may

Import the fafety of my royal parents. e
. .Seme
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Somie black defignis by thefe Rranger-ptincés
Contriv’d againft the honour of the Queen.
Ant. Ere night a bufy ramour ran around,
“Of armed parties fecretly difpos’d
Between the Pa}ace:garaens and the fea;
Bold-Cleon ftraight, and ‘Arcas I difpatch’d
To fearch the truth, that khown, with hafte to-raife
And arm our citizens for your defence : :
Ere this they have ‘obey’d me ; ‘when I’ve join'd
- The pow’r tireir-diligenicethas drawn together,
“I’ll wait you here again upon the inftant. - [Exir.
Tel. ©h, love! how are thy precious fweeteft minutes
‘Thus ever crofs'd, thus vex*d with difappointments !
- Now pride; now ficklenefs, fantaftic quarrels,
And fudden coldnefs, give us-pain by turns ;
Malicious meddling chance isever bufy
Tobring'us fears, difquiet, and delays ;
‘And ev’n at laft; when after all our waiting,
Eager, we'think to foatch the dearibought blifs,
Ambition calls us to its fullen cares,
And honour ftern, impatient of negle®,
Commands us toforgetour eafe and pleafures,
As if we had been made for nought but toil, B
And love were not the. bus'nefs of our lives.
Enter Eurymachus. . R
Enr. The Prince_yet hiere ! Twice have I fought, fmce
To pafs in private to the Queen’s apartment, [night,
But found him ftill attending at the door..
Whatcan it mean ?
“Tel. Itis Semanthe’sfather!
Ha !—Surethe gods, in pity of ourloves,
Have deftin’d him to ’feape Ulyfles’ vengeance.
Eur. How comes it, gentle youth when wine and mirth
Clieer ev'ry ‘heart to-night, and banith care,
1 find thee penfively alone, avoiding =~
The pleafures and companions of thy youth,
And, like the fighing flave of forrow,; wafting
The tedious time in melancholy thought ?
~Tel. Behold the ruins of my royal houfe,
My fathet’s abfence, and my mother’s grief, - -
‘Then tell me if I have not caufe too great ‘
_To mourn, to pine away my youth in fadnefs ?
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Exr. Our daughter once was wont to fhare your

Believe me, fhe has reafon to complain, [thoughts ;
If you prefer your folitude to her. '
While here you ftay, difconfolate and mufing,
Lonely fhé fits, the tender-hearted maid, .
And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your abfence.

“fel. /The conftant, faithtul fervice of my life,-
My days and nights devoted all to her,

Poorly repay the fair Senanthe’s goodnefs :
Yetthey are hers, ev’n allmy years are hers,
My prelent youth, my future age, is hers,

All but this night, which here I've fworn to pafs,
Revolving many a fad and heavy thought,

And ruminating on my wretched fortunes.

Eur. How, herel—to pafs it here !

9el. Ev’n here, my Lord. ,

Eur. Fantaftic accident |—Whence could this come ?

) - [ﬂﬁdfo
Well, Sir, purfue your thoughts. I have fome matters
Of great and high import, which, on the inftant,
I muft deliver to the Queen, your mother. .

Tel. Whate'er it be, you muft of force delay it

. Till morning. '
Eur. How, delay it |—"Tis impoffible.

But wherefore ?——Say.
Fel. The Queen is gone to reft, L

Opprefs’d and wafted with the toil of forrows,
eary as miferable painful hinds,

That labour all the day to get them food, .

She fceks fome eafe, fome intervalof cares, ~

From the kind god of fleep, and fweet repofe.

Ere fhe retir'd fhe left moft ftri command, ‘

None-fhould approach her till the morning’s dawn. |

Eur. Whate’er thofe orders were, I have my reafons »
To think myfelf excepted. And whoe’er
Brought you the meflage, thro’ officious hatte,
‘Miftook the Queen, and has inform’d you wrong.

7el. Not fo, my Lord ; for, as I honour truth,
Ev’n from herfelf did I receive the charge.

Eur. Vexation and delay !—Then "tis thy own,

Thy error, and thou heard’ft not what fhe faid,
I tell thee, Prince, ’tis at her own requett,
»” : Her
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Her bidding, that at this appointed hour

I wait her here. Detain me then no more

With tedious vain replies : for I wmuft pafs.’

Fel. Were it to any but Semauthe’s father,

That miftrefs of my reafon and 'my paflions,

" Who, charming both, makes both {ubmit alike,

Perbaps I thould in rougher terms have anfwer'd ;

. But here imperious love demands refpect,

Conflrains my temper, to my fpeech gives law,

And I muft only fay, You cannot pafs. *
Eur. Ha!—Who fhall bar me ?

Tel. With the gentleft words

Which reverence and duty can invent,

I willintreat you not to do a violence, oy -
Where nought is meant to you but worthieft honout. ,
Eur. Oh, tiifling, idle talker ! —Know, my purpote

Is not of fuch a light, fantaftic nature,

That I thould quit it for a boy’s intreaty. . i

More than my?ife orempire itimports, =

All that good fortune or the gods can do for me,

Depends upon it, and I will have entrance,
7el. Nay, then ’tis time to fpeak like what I am,

And tell you, Sir, you muft not, nor you fha’ not.
Eur. ’ I'were fafer for thy rafh, unthinking youth

To ftand the mark of thunder, than to thwart me.

Beware, left I forget thy mother’s tears, ‘

The merit of her foft complying forrows,

Dreadful in fury left I ruth upon thee, .

Grafp thy frail life, and break it like abubble,

To be diffolv’d, and mix’d with common air.. .
Tel. Oh, ’tis long fince that I have learnt to hold

My life from none, but from the gods who gave it ;

Nor mean to render it on any terms, '

Unlefs thofe heav’nly donors afk it back, :
Eur. Know’ft thou what ’tis to tempt a rage like mine ?

But liften to me, and repent thy folly, ' :

‘This night, this night, ordain’d of old for blifs,

Mark’d from the reft of the revolving year,

And fet apart for happinefs by fate,

The charming Queen, thy mother, is my bride., o
9el. Confution ! Curfes on the tongue that fpoke it! .
Eur, To-night the yields, ev’n for thy fake fhe yields:

E ‘ To-night

s,
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To-night the lovely mifer, grown indulgent,
Reveals her flores ot beauty, long referv’d,
She b'ds me revel with the hidden treafare,
And pay my:eif for all ker years of coldnefs.
Tel. Perdition co the fzlthood !
Eur. Dare not then . )
To crofs my tranfp.res longer; if thou doft, »
By ail the pangs ot difappointed love, [Drawing.
I’ll fozce my way thus thro’ thy heart’s beft blood.
9ei. How is my plety and virtue loft,
And all the heav’nly fire extin@ within mé !
1 hear the facred name of her that bore me
Traduc’d, dithonour’d by a ruffian’s tongue,
And I am tame !—Love, and ye fofter thoughts,
1 give you to the winds *—Know, King of Samos,
y breath, like peftilential blafts, inte@s
The air, and grows offenfive to the gods :
If thou but whifper one word tmore, one accent,
Againft my mother’s fame, it is thy laft. _
Eur. Bravd b{ a boy !—a boy ! —the nurfe’s mitk
Yet moift upon his li(f {—feeble 1n infancy,
Effaying the firft rudiments of manhood,
With ftrength unpra&is’d yet, and unconfirm’d !
Oh, fhame to arms ! —But I have bornetoo long.
Fly fwift, avoid the tempeft of my fury,
Or thus Pl pour itin a whirlwind on thee, -
Dath thee to atoms thus, and tofs thee round the world.
Tel. 1laugh at all that rage, and thus I meet ie.
T : [They fight,
ZEur, Hell and confyfion !=To thy heart. .
7¢l. Tothine N '
This greeting I return. :
Eur. The Furies feize thee ! " '(Eur. falk,
Thou haft ftruck me to the earth, blafted my hopes ;
‘The partial godsareleagu’d with thee againft me,
To load me with dithonour——Oh, my forcune !
Where is my name in arms, the boafted trophies
Of my paftlife ? For ever loft, defac’d, ‘.
And ravith'd from me, by a beardlefs tripling.
7cl. What ‘means this foft relenting in my foul »
‘What voice ig this, that fadly whifpers tome,
_ Behkeld,
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Behold, Semanthe’s father bleeds to death ?
Why would yeu urge me ? [ 7o Eurymachus.
Ewr. Off, and come not near me ;
But let me curfe my fate, and die contented.
Fel. And fee, he finks yet paler to theearth,
‘The purple torrent gufhes out impetuous, ’
And with a guilty deluge ftains the ground.
No help at hand! What, hoa ! Aatinous ! [Exis
Eur. Let there be none, no witnefs of mny fhame,
Nor let officious art prefumeto offer
Its aid; for I have liv’d too long already.
Enter Semanthe,
Sem. Sure I have ftaid too long ; and while I fat,
Sadly attentive to the weeping Queen,
Hearing her toll of forrows upon forrows,
* Ev’n to a lamentable length of woe,
‘Th® appainted hour of love pafs’d’by unheeded.
My lord, perhaps, willchide ; Oh, no! he’s gentle, -
And will not urge me with my firft offence,” - -
aft as I enter’d here, the bird of night, o
1l-boding, fhriek’d, and ftraight, methaught, I heard .
A low complaining voice, that feem’d to murmur
At fome hard fate, and groan to be reliev’d.
Ye gracious gods, be good to my Telemachus ! :
Esr. Ha! what art thou, that doft thy hoftile orifons
Offer to Heaven for my mortal foe ?
Sem. Guardians of innocence ! ye holy pow’rs,
Defend me, fave me !
Eur, Art thou not Semanthe ?
" Sem. My father! On the ground ! ——Bloedy and
: pale! [Running to bim, and Aneeling By bim.
Oh, horror, horror '—8peak to me—Say, whow—
What curfed hand tasdune this dreadful deed,
That with my cries I may call out for juftice,
Call te the gods, andito my dear Telemachus, -
For juftice on my royal father’s murderer !
Eur. If there be yet on€ god will lifien to thee,
Solicit him, that:only equal power,
'To rain dowa plagues, and fire, and fwift deftruion,
Ev’n all his whole attillery of vengeance,
On him, who, aided by my adverfe flars, ‘
Rgbb’d me of glery, lovo,Emd- lifew—ee—"TTolomachus,
z

-Sem,
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Sem, Whatfays my father —No—it is impoffible !
He could not, would not—for Semanthe’s fake.
Enter Telemachus. .
9el. Alas! there is none ncar; no help—Semanthe!
. L : [Crying out.
Eur. And f¥e, he bears the trophy of his conquett;
Behold his fword yet reeking with my blood; -
Then doubt no more, nor aik whom thou thouldft curfe ;
Itis Telemachus ; on whom revenge me,
But on Telemachus ?—~Why do I leave thee
A helplefs orphan in a foreign land,
But for Telemachus ?>~—Who tears thee from me ?
Telemachus. Why is thy king and father
Stretch’d on the earth a cold and lifelefs corfe,
Inglorious and forgotten ?—Oh, Telemachus !  [Dies.
Sem. Cruel!=—unkind and cruel ! )
(She. faints, and fall; upon the body of Eurymachus, -
Teb. She faints ! .
Her-cheeks are cold, and the laft leaden fleep _
Hangs heavy on her lids——Wake, wake, Semanthe !
Oh, let me raife thee from this feat of death! :
[Raifing ber up, and fupporting ker in bis arms,
Lift up thy eyes. Wilt thou not fpeak to me ?
Sem. Let me forget the uie of ev’ry fenfe,
Let me not fee, nor hear, nor {peak again,
After that fight, and thofe moft dreadful founds.
Where an lg now ? What, lodg'd within thy arms !
Stand off, and let me fly from thee for ever, .
Swifter than lightning, winds, or winged time ;
Fly from thee till there be whole worlds to part us,
Till Nature fix her barriers to divide us,
Her frozen regions, and her burning zones,
Till danger, death and hell do ftand betwixt us,
And make it fatc that we fhall never meet,
Tel. *Tis juft, I own thy rage is juft, Semanthe ;
Each faral circumftance is ftrong againft me.
Then if thy heart feverely is refolv’d
Never to liften when I plead for mercy,
Tho’ piety and honour join with love,
And humbly at thy feet inake interceflion,
If thou art deaf to all, then this alone
1s lefi-ute, to receive my doom, and dic. s
L ‘ M
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S:m. Arelove, ate piety, md honour, parrieides?
Are they like thee ? Do they delight in bloed ?
Oh, no! celeftial fiveernefs dwells with them;
Friendly forgivenefs, gentlene(s and peace,
“Mercy and joy ; but.thou haft-vielared :
The facred traity, brought murdér in amongft them 5
And fee, difpleas’d, to heav’n they take their-flight,
And have abandon’d‘thee and mefor-ever. =
Tel. 1f fudden fury have not chang’dthee quite,
If there be any of Semanthe left, - )
One tender thought of that déar maidremaining, -
Yet, 1 conjure thee, hear me. T -
Sem. *Tis in vain ; C
And that known voice-can never charm me more.
7el. Be wirnefs for me; Heav’n, with what reli@anc®
My hand was lifted'for this fatal firoke: R
With injurtes- which manhood could not brovk,! -
Wish violetree, with proud infulting feorn, -
And ignominious. threat’nings, was-Furg'd 5’
Long, long I firove with rifing indignation,
And long-reprefs’d my fwelling; youthful rage ;
I groan’d, and felt an.agony within : : _
was hard indeed ; but to myfelf I faid, ,
It is Semanthe’s father, and I'Hbearir. - [fofferings ¥
Sem. And couldft thou: do no more? CalPtt thou thefe
Thefe fhort, tumultuous, momentary paffions ? -
What woiild not 1 have borne for thee, thou cruelone #
For thee, fo fondly was my-heartféton thee, :
Forgetful of my tender, helplefs fex, :
Iwould have wander’d over the wide workd;
Known all calamities and ail diftrefles,
Sicknefs and' bunger, co'dand'bitter want} :
For thee retir’dwitliin fome glocomy cave,” = -
1 would have watted uW'my days in weeping, * ' ¢
And livid and dy'd'a wretch to muke thee happy; - -
‘Till I had been‘a ftory to pofteriry, =~~~ !
Till maids, in afcer-times, had faid, behold
How much fhe fuffer’d for the man fhe lov'd,
Fel. And is there any one, the moft affli@ing
Of all thofe miferies mankind is born to, o
Which for thy fake I would refufe ?—mmeBut, Oh,.
Mipg was 4 harder, a feverer tafk' L :

E3 The
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The Queen, my mother, trufted to my charge,
My royal father’s honour, and my own,
The pledges of eternal fame, or infamy,
United urg’d, and call’d upon my fword.
* Sem. Whatis this vain, fantaftic pageant, honour,
This bufy, angry thing, that fcatters difcord
- Amongft the mighty princes of the earth,
And fets the madding nations in an-uproar ?
But let it be the worfip of the great; A
Well haft thou warn’d me, and I’ll make it mine :
Yes, Prince, its dread command fhall be obey’d ;
@@ Samian arms fhall pour deftru&ion on you, .
Your yellow harvefts and your towns fhall blaze, =,
The fword fhall rage, and univerfal wailings
‘Be heard amongft the mothers,of your Ithaca,
‘Till war itfelf grow weary, and relent,
And thit poor bleeding King be well reveng'd. .
7¢l, Halte then, and let the trumpet found to arms,
Semanthe’s vengeance fhall not be delay’d ;
Prepare for flaughter and wide-wafting ruin,
Prepare td feel her wrath, ye wretched Ithacans !
Lift not a fword, nor bend a bow againft her,
But all, like me, with low fubmiffion meet her,
And let us yield up our devoted lives, :
Nor once implore mercy ; for, alas!
Cruel Semanthe has forgot to pardon: .
For blood, deftruétion, and revenge fhe calls,
And gentlenefs and love are ftrangers to her.  [thought!
Sem. Love ! didft thou fpeak of love 2—Oh, ill-tim’d
Behold it there! behold the love thou bear’ft me!
’ {Pointing to the body of Eurymachus.
Behold that, that ! —more dreadful than Medufa ;
It drives my foul back to her inmotft feats, .
And freezes ev’ry ftiff 'ning limb to marble.
Seefl thou that gaping wound, and that black blood |
Congealing on that pale, that athy breaft ?
Then mark the face—how pain and rage, with all
The agonies of death, fit frefh uponit.
_"This was my father—— Was there none on sarth,
No hand but thine ?
Fel. Within my own fad heart
1 felt the feel, before it reach’d to his. :

.Hw,
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How much more happyis his 19: ? Thefleep -
Of death is on him, and he is in peace ; o7
While I, condemn’d-to live, muft mourn for hun,
Mourn for myfelf, and, to compleat my woes,
Feel all thy pains. redoubled on Telemachus, y
Sem. 1know thowhat'ft me, and that deadly blow
Was meant to doa murder on Semanthe.
But, Ob, it needed not! for thy unkindnefs -
Had been as fatal to me ss thy fword. .
If one cold look, one angry word, had told me
That thou wert chan ’d, and I was grown a burthen to
I thould have underitood thy cruel purpofe, {thee,
Sat down to weep, and broke my heart, and dy’ d N
Tel. It is too much, and I will bear no more.
Oh, thou unjull thou lovely falfe accufer !
How haft thou wrong’d my tender, faithful love !
In fpite of all thefe horrors of my guilt, - -
And that malignant fate that doom’d me to it,
In fplte of- all, I will appeal to thee,
Ev’n te thyfelf, inhuman as thou arr,
If ever maid was yet belov’d before thee,
With fuch heart-aching, eager, anxious fondnefs,
As that with which my foul defires my dear Semanthe ?
Sem. Detcited be the name of love for ever'! ‘
Henceforth let eafy maids be warn’d by me,: : '
No.mere to truft your breafts that heave with ﬁghmg,
Your moving-accents, and. your melting eyes; -
Whene’er you boaft your trarh, then let them fly you,
Then fcorn you, for *tis then you mean decemng :
If yet there fhould fome fond believer be,
Let the falfe man betray the wretch, like thee,
Like thee, the loft, repenting fool dxfclalm, N
For crowas, ambmon, and youridol, fame ; ‘
When warm, when languifhing with fweet dehgbt, :
Withing fhe meets him, may he blaft her fight }
‘With fuch a murder, on her bridal night. - [Eait,
Zél. Now arm thee for the conflict, Oh, my foul ! .
And fee how thou cantt bear Semamhe’s loﬁa ;
For fheis loft-—moft certain—gone irrevocable, . -
Mentor nor Athon now, my kmg, my father,
Shall need ¢’ upbraid me with th’ unhappy paffion —
Ha ! that bas wak'd a thought<—’ [is certain fo; And

>
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And this is all the work of- cruel poliey- '
‘The danger of the Queen was from Eurymachus,
Therefare my fword was chofen to oppofe it,
Tha: it might cut the bands of love-alunder.
Oh, dreamer that I was !

Enter Antinous, Cleon, and Arcas wuth Soldiers..

Ant. My Lord, where.are-you? "
‘Thus to his fon, our King, the greas Ulyfles,
By mecommands : Your reyal mother’s.danges -
Is now no more, fince.alt the rival princes
Are in the halt befet, and ev’n.this moment-
- Revenge and flaughter are let loofe among them =
Hafte then. to join. your godlike. father's arme,
To bring your pious valour to his aid,
And fhare the conqueit and the. glory with him,
Tel.'"Ha ! com’st thou from thie.-hall,; Antinous? -
Ant. Ev'n.onow, my Lordi AsT was bafting hither,.-
It was my chance to meet my.royat mafter.;
Eager with joy, I threw me at hisfees, .
‘With wond’rous grace he rais’d me and embrac’d me;
Then bid me fly to bear his orders to you. -
_ By the.loud cries, the.fhoute, and clufh of arms,
Which, jufbasI had loft himg fiouck my-ear,
1 guefs ere thisshe combat.is begun,
Tel. Yes, yes, my friend, that danger of the Queen
Is now no more. Howewer, bethon.near,.
Tp guard her, to fuppost hes, left the terrors
Of this, tumulenous, this mofbdreadful:nighe,
May fhake her foul. I wiil obey.the King,
And gladly Iofe the life he gave me, forhim.
And fincethe pleafare.of my ddys is lofh,
Since my youth’s deareit, only hopesare crofs'd,
Carelefs of all, P} rufhintothe war,
Erovoke the lifted fivord, and,polnted fpear,
};’ é ) l;“ o’er wounds, I fink amidd the: ﬂain;,
ol the friendly hand thas rids me of my paim.
Py ' [E¥ir Teh
The S:mi?:};g;u’ my Lord; and wonder here with-us ;
Su = prri Uy machug | "Tis he..
T fing accidege l—=Whenge came thisblow ? -
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But ’tis no matter, fince it makes for us,

Nor have we time to wafte in vain enquiry ;

Let it fuffice that we have loft an enemy.

Hafle to the Queen, my Cleon, and perfuade her
To feek her fafety with us in the city :
If fhe refufe, bear her away by force.
Do you attend him. .

Arc. Had you ta’en my counfel,
The Prince fhould not have "fcap’d us.

Ant. Arcas,no!

A life like his 1s but a fingle ftake,
Unworthy the contention it might coft.
Gaining the Queen, I have whate’er I wifh.
Fear of the Samians and the fubtle King,
Forbade my coming with a ftronger-power, .
Left they had ta’en th’ alarm, and turn’d upon uss
Therefore ] held it fafer by a wile .
‘To work upon the youth, and fend him hence,
‘And that way gain adinittance to his mother.

" Are. Our Ithacans, who give the King for loft,
Shall deem this tale of his return a fable ;
Or tho’ they fhould believe it, yet will join us,
And with united arms affift our caufe.
Why do we linger then ?—Heard you that cry ? .

o ‘ [Cry of awomen awithin,

Succefsful Cleony of his prey poffe(s'd,
Leads us the way, and haftens to the city.

Ant. Come on, and let the crafty fam’d Ulyfles
Repine and rage, by happier frauds escell’d,
Let the forfaken hufband vainly mourn
His tedious labouts, and his late return ;
In vain to Pallas and te Jove complain, .
‘That Troy and Heétor are reviv’d again, .
Poflefs’d, like happy Paris, of the tair, . }

[To the Soldiers.,

)

I’ll lengthen out my joys with ten years war,.
And think the reft of life beneath a lover’s care.

, [Exennt.
Exnp of the Fourta Acr. '

. ' DR N . . ”.‘AC’I“



s& ULYSSES.

ACT V,
SCENE, e Cig
Enter feverally Mentor and Eumzaur,
Eumzvs,
HERE is the jay, the baa of conqueft now ?
In vain we triumph o’er our foreign tyrants,
So foon to perifh’by domettic foes. -
Why fhone the great Ulyffes dreadful, fierce
As Mars, and mighty as Phlegrean Jous ?
‘Why reeks yoa marble pavement with.the flaughter
Of nval kings, that fell beneath his fword,
Victims to injur’d honpur and revenge,
Since, by the fatal error.of Telemachus, )
The prize for which we fought, the Queen, is loft,
Is yielded up a prey to falfe Anginoug ?: i
en. He teufted in the holy name of frigndfhip,
And, caufcious of his own u?righmcfs, thoughe
The man whom he had plac’d{s near his heart
Had fhar'd as well his virtues as his love,
Eum. How bears the Prince this-chance ?
Men. Alas, Eumesus |- . .
His griefs have rent my aged heart afunder.
Stretch’d on the damp uawholfome earth he lies,
Nerhad my pray’rs or- tears.the power tqraife him ;.
Now motionle{sas death his eyesare fix’d}
And then anon he ftarts and cafts them upwarde,
And groaning, cries, I.am th’ accurs’dof Heav'n,
My wother ! ‘12)‘ Semamtl_\ey aun:i my mml;fbl'e! he
Eum. The King, whofe tem ike t '
“Was ever calm and éonﬂ:an::z itfelf} -P“’ : godh
Seruck with the fudden, unexpe@ed avil, -
Was mov’d.to rage, and chid hinsfrom his fight.
But now seturning to the father’s fondnels,
He badg me feck him out, {peak comfort to him,
And bring him to his arms,
Men, Where have you left
Our royal mafter?
Eum. Near the palace gate,
Attended by thofe tew, thofe faithful few,
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Who dare be loyal ata thne like this,
Wheh ev’n their utmoft hope is but to die for him.

Men. Thatlak relief, that refuge of defpair,

Is all I fear is i€t usmiscFroni the city,

Each moment bfings the growing danger hearer g
There’s nota m#in in Ithaca butarms;

A thoufand blaging fites make bright the fireets,
Huge gabbhihg crowds gather, and roll along,

Like roaring f€as thet enter at a breach ;

‘The neighb'ring rocks, the woods, the hills, the dales,
Ring with thedeaf’ning found, while bold rebetlion
With impicus peals of acelathation greets

‘Her trait’rous chief, Antifious Vhere is then
One glimpfe of fafety, when we hardly number

Our friends a twentieth part of this fierce multitude ?

Eum. Yet nvore, the Satnians, by whofe arms affitted

We late prevail’d againtt the tiotous wooers,

By fome finiiter chahce have learnt the fate

Of their déad monaych, and call loud forvengeance
With cloudy brows the fullen caprains gather

In murmn’ring crowds around their weeping princefs,
As if they wairéd from her mournful hps

The fignal for defirud¥ion; from her forrows
Catching new matter to eneteafe their rape,

And vowing to tepay her tears with blood.

But fee, the comes, attended with her guard.

Men. Retire, and let us hafte to feck the Prince;
This danger threatens him. If he'fliould méét them,
His piety would be repaid with desth, T
Nor could his youth or godlike courage fave hi, L
Unequally opprefs'd, and erufh’d by numbers. '

e [ Exexnt Mentot and Eumemuy,

Enter twwo Samian Captains and Soldiers, fome bearing the
body of Eurymachus ; Semanthe following with Qfficerd
and Attendants, .

Sem. Ye valiant Samtian chiefs, ye faithfol followers

Of your ushappy king, juftly perferm '

Your pious office to his facred relics ;

Bear to your fleet his pale, kis bloody corfe,

* Nor let his difconvenved ghoft repive,

Fo
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To think his injur’d-ahes falk-be mix'd :

With the detéftcd earshepf cryel Tthaca. (theg,
1 Capt, Oh, rayal maid ! whofe tears look lovely on

. Whofe cares the gods\fliall fayour and reward, :

Queen of our Samos now, to whom we offer

Our humble homage, to whofe juft command

We vow gbedience, {uffer not the feaman

T’ unfurl his fails, or call the winds to fwell them,

Till the fierce foldier have indulg’d his rage,

‘Tl from the curled darlings of their youth,

And from the faireft of their virgin daughters,

‘We've chofe a thoufand vifims for a facrifice,

T’ appeafe the manes of our murder’d lord. [d'rer?
Sem. Now, now, Semanthe, wilt thou name the mur-

Wilt thou direct their vengeance where to ftrike ? [ 4fide,

Oh, my fad heart ! -Hafte to difpofe in fafety

Your venerable load ; and if you lov’d him,

If you remember what he once was to you,

How great, how good and gracious, yield this proof

Of " early faith and duty. to his daughter,

Reftrain the foldiers’ tury, till I name

The wretch by whom my royal father fell,

Let fome attend the body to the fhore,

The reft be near and wait me. -
[Excunt fome with the body 5 ‘the reft retire avithin the

Jeeney and wait-as at a diflance. :

Enter at the other door Telemachus.

Fel. Why was I born ? Why fent into the world,
Ordain’d for mifchievous mifdeeds, and fated
To be the curfe of them that gave me being ? .
Why was ‘this mafs ta’en from the heap of matter,n*
Where innocent and {enfelefs’it had refted,
To be indu’d with form, and vex’d with motion ? ~

‘Mow happy had irbeen forall that know me, =~ = °
1f barrennefs had blefs’d my mother’s bed ! .
Nor had fhe been dithonour’d then, nor loft,

Nor curs'd the fatal hour in which fhe bore me: )

Love had not been offended for Semanthe, . -
Nor had that fair-one known a father’s lofs.
Sem. What kind companion of Semauthe’s woes
Is that, who, wand’ring in this dreadful pight,
1 Sighs

1
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Sighs out her name with fuch a mournful aecent ?- -
Ha ! ——but thou art Telemachus—-Let darknefs

Still fpread her gloomy mantle o'er thy vifage,

And hide thee from thefe weeping eyes for ever, .

Tel. Yes, veil thy eyes, or turn them far from me;
For who can take delight to gaze on mifery ¢ :
Fly from the moan, the cry of the afflicted, :
From the complaining of a wounded fpirit,

Left my contagious griefs take hold on thee,
And ev’ry groan I utter pierce thy heart.

Sem. Oh, foft enchanting forrows ! Never was
The voice of mourning half fo fweet—~Oh, who
Can liften to the found, and not be mov’d,

Nor bear a part, like me, and fhare in all his pain? [Afide,
7el. Butif perhaps thy fellow-creature’s fufferings

Are grown a pleafure to thee, (for, alas !

Much art thou alter’d) then in me behold

More than enough to fatisfy thy cruelty ;

Behold me here the fcorn, the eafy prize,

Of a protefting, faithlefs, villain friend.

1 have betray’d my mother, I betray’d her,

Ev'n I, her fon, whom with fo many cares

She nurs’d and fondled in her tender bofom,

Would I had d§’d before I faw this day !

I left her, I forfook her in diftrefs,

And gave her to the mercy of a ravifher,

Sem. Yes, I have heard, with grief of mind redoubled,
The too hard fortune of the pious Queen; :
For her my eyes enlarge and fwell their fireams,

Tho’ well thou kuow’it what caufe they had before
‘To lavifh all their tears. I pity her,

1 mourn her injur'd virtue: but for thee,
Whate’er the righteous gods have made thee fuffer,
Jutt is the doom, and equal to thy crimes.

Fel. *Tis juftice ali, and fee I bow me down
‘With paticnce and fubmiffion to the blow ;

Nor is it &it that fuch a wretch as I am
Should walk with face ere& upon the earth,
And hold fociety with man-- Oh, therefore
Let mg conjure thee by thofe tender ties
Which held us once, when I was dear to thee,

And thou te me, as life to living creatures,
F Or



62 ULYSSES.

Or light and heat to univerfal nature,
The comfort and condition of its being,
Complete th’ imperfect vengeance of the gods,
Call forth the valiant Samians to thy aid,
Bid them ftrike here, and here revenge —————=

Sem. Oh; hold! :
Stay thy rafh tongue, nor let it fpeak of horrors
‘That may be fatal t0 ~wm———

7el.. What mean’ft thou ?

Sem. Something
For which | want a name——1Is there none near ?
No confcious ear to catch the guilty found ?
- None to upbraid my weaknefs, call me parricide,
And charge me as confenting to the murder ?
For, Ok, my fhame, my fhame! I muft confefs it,
‘Tho’ piety and honour urg’d me on,
Tho’ rage and grief had wrought me to diftration,
I durft not, could not, would not once accufe thee,

Tel, And wherefore art thou merciful in vain ?
Oh, do not load me with that burthen, life,
Unles thou give me love, to cheer my labours.
Tell me, Semanthe, is it, is it thus ) {ing,
‘The bride and bridegroom meet # Are tears and mourn.
This bitternefs of grief, and thefe lamentings,
Are thefe the portion of our nuptial night 2

Sem. But thou, thou only didft prevent the joy,
*Tis thou haft turn’d the blefling toacurfe:
‘Live, therefore, live, and be, if it be poffible,
As great a wretch as thou haft made Semanthe,

Tel. It fhall be fo ; T will be faithful to thee,
For days, for months, for years, | will be miferable,
Protra&t my fuff'rings ev'nr to hoary age, :
And linger out a tedious life in pain;
In fpite of ficknefs and a broken heart,
1 will endure for ages to obey thee.

Sem. Oh, never fhalt thou know forrows Kke mine !
Never defpair, never be curs’d as I am,
Yes, I will open my afflicted breaft, R
And fadly fhew thee ev'ry fecret pain,
Tho® hel] and datknefs with new monfters teem,
*Tho’-furies, hideous to behold, afcend,
‘Lofs their infernal flames, and yell around me ;

' - The'
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‘Tho’ my offended father’s angry ghott
Should rifeall pale and bloody juft before me,
‘Fill my hair ftarted up, my fight were blafted,
And ev’ry trembling fibre thook with horror ; -
Yet—yér—Oh, yet, I muft confefs I love thee !
9cl. ‘Then let our envious ftars oppofe in vain
Their baleful influence, to thwart our joys;
My love fhall get the better of our fate, -
Prevent the malice of that hard decree,
That feem’d to doom us to eternal forrows 3
And yet in fpite of all we will be happy. .
Sem. Let not that vain, that faithle(‘: hope deceive thee, -
For ’tis refolv’d, ’tis certainly decreed,
Fix’d as thatlaw by which imperial Jove,
According to his prefcience and his pow'r,
Ordains the fons'of men to good or evil;
’Tis certain, ev’n our love, and all the mis'ries
Which mutft attend that love, are not more certain,
Than that this mement we muft part for ever.
¥el. How! Part for ever ? That’s a way indeed
To make us miferable. Is there none,
No other fad alternative of grief, "0
No other choice but this ?—What, muft we part for ever?:
Sem. Oh, figh not, nor complain! Isnot thy hand
Stain’d with my father’s blood ? Juftice and nature,
‘The gods demand it, and we muft obey :
Yes, I muft go, the preiling minutes call me,
Where thefe fond eyes ﬁlalfnever fee thee more,
No more with languithing delight gaze on thee,
Feed on thy face, and fill my heart with pleafure,
Where day and night fhall follow one another,
Tedious alike and irkiome, and alike )
Wafted in weary lonelinefs and weeping. .
el Here then, my foul, take thy farewel of happinefs ;
That and Semanthe fly together from thee:
Henceforth renounce all commerce with the world,
Nor hear, nor fee, nor once regard what paffes.
Let mighty kings contend, ambitious youth
Arm for the battle, feafons come and go,
Spring, fammer, autumn, with their fruitful pleafures,
And winter with its filver froft, let Nature '
Difplay in vain her various pomp before thee,
Fa *Tis
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"Tis wretched all, *tis all not worth thy care,
*Tis all a wildernefs, without Semanthe.
Sem. One lat, one guiity proof, how much I love thee;
(Forgive it, gods!) Ceraunus and the Samians
Shall bring thee from me, ere 1 part from Ithaca,
That done, I’!! hafte, I'll fly, as I have fworn,
For thy lov’d fake, far from thé fight of man,
Fly to the pathlefs wilds, and facred fhades,
Where Dryads and the mountain-nymphs refort,
There beg the rural deities to pity me, -~
To end my woes, and let me on their hills,
Like Cypariffus, grow a mournful tree,
Or melt, like weeping Byblis, to a fountain.
7el. Since fate divides us then, fince I muft lofe thee,
For:pity’s fake, for love's, Oh, fuffer me,
Thus languifhing, thus dying, to approach thee,
And figh my laft adieu upon thy bofom !
Permit me, thus, to fold thee in my arms,
To prefs thee to my heart, to tafte thy fweets,
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with delight.
Thus for my laft of moments gaze upon thee,
Thou beft, thou only joy—thou loft Semanthe ¢
8em, For ever I could liften; butthe gods,
The cruel gods, forbid, and thus they part us,
Remember, Oh, remember me, Telemachus !
Perhaps thou wilt forget me; but no matter 3
I will be true ta thee, preferve thee ever
The fad companion of this faithful breaft,
While life and thought remain ; and when at laft
1 feel the icy hand of death prevail,
My heart-ftrings break, and all my fenfes fail,
I’ll fix thy image in my clofing eye, ~
Sigh thy dear name, then lay me downand die.  [Exits
7el. And whither wilt thou wander, thou forlorn,
Abandon’d wretch ?—The King thy father comes ;
Fly from his angry frown, no matter whither ;
Seek for the darkeft covert of the night,
Seek out for death, and fee if that can hide thee,
If there be any refuge thou canft prove, :
« Safe from purfuing forrow, fhame, and anxious love[.E '
Xilo

Enter
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Enter Ulyfles, Eumzus, and _dttendants,
Ulf. To doubtif there be juftice with the gods,
Or' if they care for aught below, were impious.
Oft have I try’d, and ever found them faithful ;
In all the vanious perils of my life,
In battles, in the. midft of flaming Troy,
In ftormy feas, in thofe dread regions where
Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark abode,
Divided from this world, and borderers on hell,
Ev’n there the providence of Jove was wich me,
Defended, cheer’d, and bore me thro’ the danger :
Nor is his pow’r, nor is my virtue lefs,
That I fhould fear this rude, tumultuous herd.
Eum. So feeble is our band, fo few our friends,

‘We hope not fafety frem ourfelves, but thee ;
In thee, our king, we truft, in thee, our hero,
Favour’d of Heav’n, in all thy wars vi€orious.
But fee where proud rebellion comes againét thee, [Shour.
Securely fierce, and breathing bold defiance.
Neow let our courage and our faith be try'd,
And if, unequal to thy great example, :
We cannot conquer like thee, yet we can die for thee, ~

Shout, drums, and trumpets ; then enter Antinous, Cleon,
and Soldiers.

Ant, What bold invader of our laws and freedom,
Ufurps the facred name of king in Ithaca 2 ‘
Who dares to play the tyrant in our flate,

And in defpite of hofpitable Jove,
Defames our ifland with the blood of ftrangers ?

Ulyf. Have you forgot me then, you men of Ithaca >
Did I for this, amongft the Grecian heroes, :
Go forth to battle in my country’s caufe ?

Have I by arms and by fuccefsful counfels

Deferv’d aname from Afia’s wealthy fhores

Ev’n to the weftern ocean, to thofe bounds

That mark the great Alcides’ ugmoft labours,

And am I yet a ftranger here at home ¢ ftions, -
Ant. And wherefore didit thou leave thofe diftant na-

Thro’ wh'ch thy name acd mighty deeds were fpread ?

We aever fought to know;hee, and wow known,

3 Regard
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Regard thee not, unlefs it be to punith

' Thy violation of our public peace.

’

Ulyf. And doft thou dare, doft thou, audacious flave !
‘Thou rafh mitleader of this giddy crowd,
Doft thou prefume to match thyfelf with me,
To judge between a monarch and his people 2
If Heav’n had not appointed me thy mafter,
Yet it had made me fomething more than thou art,
Then when it made me what 1 am—Ulyfles !

nt. ‘TChen be Ulyfles! echo it again,
And feewhat homage thefe will pay the found :

([ Pointing to the Soldiers,

Tell them the ftory of your Trojan wars, ‘
How He&or drove-you headlong to the thore,
And threw his hoftile fires amidit your fieet ;
Then mark with what applaufe they will receive thee,
Say, countrymen, will you revenge the princes

" This wanderer has {lain, and join with me ?

Omnes. Antinous! Antinous !
Ant, What of your monarch ?
Omnes, Drive him out to banithment. [carclefs,
Ulyf. Were there no gods in heav’n, or were they
And Jove had long forgot to wield his thunder,
And dart deftru@tion down o crimes like thine;
Yet, traitor, hope not thou to *fcape frem juftice,
Non let rebellious numbers fwell thy pride ;
For 'know, Ulyflesis alone fufficient
To punifh thee, and on thy perjur’d head
Revenge the wrongs of love and injur’d majefty:
Ant. And fee, 1 ftand prepar’d to meet thy vengeance 3
Exert thy kingly pow’r, and fummon all
Thy ufeful arts and courage to thy aid :
And fince thy faithful Diomede is abfent,
Since valiant Ajax, with his feven-fold fhield,
No more fhall interpofe "twixt thee and danger,
Iavcke thofe friendly gods, whofe care thou art,
And let them fave thee, now affert thy caufe,
And render back to thy defpairingarms
The beauteous Queen, whom, in defpite of them
And tkee, this happy night I made my prize.
Uly. Hear this, ye gods ! he triumphs in the rape, *
oft glorious villain !~ But we paufe too long. o
. n
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On then, and tempt our fate, my gallant friends,
From this defier of. the gods, this monfter;

Let us redeem my Queen, or die together ;

And, equal to our great forefatbess’ fame,

Deicend and join thofe demi-gods of Greece,
Who with their blood enrich’d the Dardan plains,
To vindicate a hufband’s facred right. : [Sboxts

: Enter Arcas avounded, .

Ant. What means that fudden thunder-clap of tumult2
Art thou not Arcas ?—Thou art faint and bloody.

Arc. 1 have paid you the laft office of my friendrhip ;. -
Scarce have 1 breath enough to fpeak your danger:

The furious Samians, led by young Telemachus,
Refiftlefs, fierce, and bearing all before them,

Have from the ¢aftle forc’d the captive Queen ;

¥ird with fuccefs, they drive our fainting troops,.
And hither urge their way with threat’ning cries,
Loudly demanding your devoted head,

A juft atonement for their murder’dlord.. ’

Ulyf.. Celeftial pow'rs !' ye guardians of the juft!
‘Fhis wond’rous work is yours, and yours be all the praife.

Ant. Coniufion '—Wherefore didft thou not praclaim
My innocence, and warn them of their. error ?

Arc. Behold thefe wounds, through which my parting
Is hafting forth, and judge my truth by them, [foul
.Whate’er I could, I urg’din thy defeace ;

But all was vain: with clamorous impatience,

They broke upon my fpeech, and fwore *twas falfe ;

Their Queen, the fair Semanthe, had accus’d thee,

And fix'd her royal rather’s death on thee.

If any way be left yet, hafte and fly;

Th’ inconftant, faithlefs Ithacans join with them,

And allis loft ——Whaut dearer pledge than life

Can friendfhip afk ? Behold I give it for thee. [Diese
[Shout.

Ulyf. They come! Succefs and happinefs attend us !
Pallas, and iny victorious fon, fight for us!

Ant, Thou and thy g.ds at lait have got the better.
Yet know, I fcorn to fly ; that great ambition iR
That bid me firft afpire to love and empire,
8till brightly burns, and animates my foul. B

. c
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Be true, my fword, and let me fall reveng’d, Sy
And I'll forgive ill fortune all befides.
[Ulyfles, Antinous, and their parsies, fight.

Eater Telemachus, Ceraunus, and Samian foldiers ; they
Join Ulyfles, and drive Antinous, Cleon, and she reff
off the flage. Then enter at one door Ulyfles, at the
other the Queen, Mentor, and Attendants. .

Ulyfl. My Queen! my love! Embracing,
QyMyYh& ! my U’l'yﬂés ! L& ol
Once more thou art reftor’d, once more 1 hold thee !
At length the gods have prov’d us to the utmoft,
Are fatisfy’d with what we have endur’d,
And never will affliét nor part us more.
*Tis not in words to tell thee what I’ve felt,
The forrows and the fears ; ev’n yet I tremble,
Ev’n yet the fierce ideas fhock my foul,
And hardly yield to wonder and to joy.
Men. A turn fo happy, and fo unexpeéted,
None, but thofe over-ruling pow’rs who caus'd it
Could have forefeen. The beauteous Samian Princefs,
Within whofe gentle breaft revenge and tendernefs
Long ftreve, and long maintain’d a doubtful confli&,
At length was vanquifh’d by prevailing love,
And, happily, to fave the Prince, imputed
‘To falfe Antinous her father’s death.
Heav’n has approv’d the fraud of fond affe&ion,
The juft dece:t, a falfhood fair as truth,
Since ’tis to that alone we owe our {afety.
Enter Telemachus.
Fel. Here let me kneel, and with my tears atone
[Krecling.
‘The rafh offences of my heedlefs youth ;  [Ul. raifes bim.
Here offer the firft trophies of my fword,
And once more hail my father King of Ithaca,
Antinous, the rebel faction’s chief,
Is now no more, and your repenting people
Wait with united homage to receive you ;
The ftrangers too, to whom we owe our conquett,
Hafte to embark, and fet their fwelling fails,
.- To bear the fad Semanthe back to Saunos.
o Joy,
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" Joy, like the cheerful morning, dawns on all,
And none but your unhappy fon thall mourn. :
UlyfJ. Like thee, the pangs of parting love I’ve known,
My heart like thine has bled——But, Oh, my fon !
Sigh not, nor of the common lot complain ;
‘Thou, that art born 2 man, art born to paia:
For proof, behold my tedious twenty years,
All fpent in toil, and exercis’d in cares.
*Tis true, the gracious gods are kind at laft,
And well reward me here for all my forrows paft.
. [Baxennt,.

-~

Exp of the Firrz Act,

EPI



EPILOGV¥E
Spoken by SEMANTHE. -

7{]87 going to take avater, at the flairs
I fopp’d, and came again 10 beg yoar pray'rs;3
You fee how ill my love bas becn repaid, -
That I am like to live and die a maid ;

Poetic rules and juflice to maintain,

1 to the woods am order’d back again,

To Madam Cynthia and her virgin train.

*Tis an uncomfortable life they lead ;

Infead of quilts and docvn, the [ylvan bed,

ith fRins of ‘beafts, with leaves and mofs, is [Pread ;

_ No morning toilets do their chambers grace,

Where famous pear! cofmetics find a place,

With powder for the teeth, and Zlag/?er Jor the face.
Bt in defiance of complexion,, toey, o

Like arrant howfewives, rife by break of day,

Cut & browun cruft, faddle their m:{:, and mounting,
In feorn of the green-ficknefs, ride a bunting.

Your fal, and bartfborn drops, they dealnot ins 3

They bave no vapoxrs, ner no witty fpleen.

No cofffee to be had ; .and I am told,

As 1o the tea they drink, *tis mofly cold,

For converfation, nothing can be worfe,

'Fis all among ff themfelves, and that’s the cunfe

Ose topic there, as bere, does feldom fail, .

We women rarely want a theme to rail 5 -

But, bating that one pleafureé of backbiting,

There is no eartbly thing they can delight in.

Shere are no Indian boufes to drop in,

And fancy fuffs, and chufe a pretty fereen,

To while away an hour or fo——1I fwear

Thefe cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear ;

And if fome unexpeled friend appear,

The d{m.'{} !—be could bave /%glzt to meet you bere ?

We fbould but very badly entertain

You that delight in toafting and champagne,

But keep your tender perfons fafe at horae s

We know you hate bard riding : but if fome

Tough, bhoneft country fox-hunter would come,

Fifst our goddefs, and ber maiden court,

VTis ten to one, but we may fhew bim fporss

}
§
}
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DEDICATION .

TO THE

SUBSCRIBERS.

AS I efteemed it my happinefs to live undera govern--
ment where national liberty was eftabliflied by law,

and the rights of fubjets interwoven with their allegiance,.

fo I ever thought it my fafety to at with fuch allowable

freedom, as did not contraditt any of our written and:
known regulations.

Tho’ inconfiderable in myfelf, I am yet a fubjet of
Great-Britain ; and the privileges of her meaneft mem-:
ber are dear to the whole conftitution.

Among thofe privileges, I claim that of juftifying my
condud, I claim that of defending my property, and wifh I
could do both, without giving difguft, even to thofe by
whofe cenfures I am a fufferer. '

When I wrote the following fheets, I had ftudied the
ancient laws of my country, but was not converfant with
her prefent political ftate. ~ I did not confider things mi.
nutely ; in the general view, I liked our conftiturion,
and zealoufly wifhed that the religion, the laws, and li--
berties of England might ever be facred and fafe. I had:
nothing to fear or hope from party or preferment. My
attachments were only to truth ; I was confcious of no
other principles, and was far from apprehending that fuch
_sould be offenfive. :

Aa 1 took
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1 took my fubjeé from the Hiftory of Sweden, one of
thofe Gothic and glorious nations, from whom eur form
of government is derived, from whom Britain has inhe-
rited thofe unextinguifhable fparks of liberty and pa-
triotifm, that were her light through the ages of igno-
rance and fuperftition, her flaming fwerd turned every
way againft invafion, and that vital heat which has fo
often preferved her, fo often reftored her, from inteftine
malignities. Thofe are thefparks, the gems, that alone
give true ornament and brightnefs to the crown of a Bri-
tith monarch; that give him freely to reign over the free,
and fhall ever fet him above the princes of the earth, till
eorruption grows univerfal, till fubjeéts wifh to be flaves;
and Kings know not how to be happy.

I was pleafed with the fimilitude between the princi-
ples, ancf, as I may fay, between the natural conftitutions
of Sweden and Britain, I looked no further for fenti-
ments, thanas they arofe from faélts ; and for the fa&s 1
am indebted to hiftory : nay, I ingenuoufly confefs, I
was fo far from a view of merit with the difaffeéted, that
I looked upon this performanceas the higheft compliment
I could pay the prefent eftablifiment—Such was my ig-
norace, or fuch is-my misfortune. .

Many are the difficulties a new author has to encounter
in introducing his play on the ftage. 1 had the good fore
tune to furmount them. This piece was about five
‘weeks in rehearfal ; the day was appointed for atting ; I
had difpofed of -many hundred tickets ; and imagined I
had nothing to fear, but from the weaknefs of the per-
formance. .

But, then it was, that where I looked for approbation, -
I met with repulfe. I was condemned and punifhed in
my works, without being accufed of any crime; and
made obnoxious to the government under which I live,
without having it in my power to alter my condué, or

“knowing in what inftance I had given oftence.

However fingular and unprecedented this treatment
may appear, had I conceived it to be the intention of the
legiflature, Ifhould have fubmitted without complaining ;
or had any, among hundreds who have perufed the manu-
fcript, obferved but a fingle line that might inadvertentlﬁ-

: tep
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tend to fedition or immorality, I would thenthave been the
firft to ftrike itout; I would now be the laft to publifh j¢.

Had the dignity of the Lord Chamberlain’s office cone

defcended, as fome would infinuate, to a theatrical exa-
mination of the drama, to a critical inquifition of the con-
du&, the unities, and tricks of fcenery, even fo I might.
have hoped for equal indulgence with farces, pantomimes, .
and other performances ofg like tafte and genius,

But this is not the cafe ; the Lord Chamberlain’ office -
is alone concerned in thofe reafons which gave birth to.

. the_ftatute ; it.is to guard againt fuch reprefentations ag
he may conceive to be of pernicious influence in the com-
monwealth;; this is the only point to which hjs prohibi-
tions. are’ underftood to extend, and his prohibition lays
me under the neceffity of publifhin‘g this piece, to con..
vince the public, that (though of no valuable confe..
quence) I am at leatt inoffenfive,

Patriotifm, or the love of country, is the great and-
fingle moral which I had in view through this-play. This.
love (fo fuperior in its nature to all other interefts and af-.

- feQions) is perfonated in the charader of Guftavus, Igc
is the love of national welfare ; national welfare 18.n3-.
tional liberty ; and he alone that can- be conicious of it, .
he alone can contribute to the fupport of it, who is pers.
fonally free. ,

By perfonal freedom I mean that flate refulting from .
virtue, or reafon ruling in the breatt, fuperior to appetite .
and paffion; and by national freedom, I mean a fecurit
(arifing from the nature of a well-ordered conftitution),
for thofe advantages.and privileges that each man has 2.
right to, by contributing as a member to the weal of that,
€ommunity, .

The monarch, or head of fuch a conflitution; is as the -
father of alarge and well-regulated family ; his fubjects .
are not fervants, but fons; their care, their affectiows,
their attachments are reciprocal, and.their-intereft isone, ,
is not to bedivided. .

This is_truly to reigh ;. this only is to reign. How -
glorious, how extenfive, is the prerogative of fuch a mo...
narch!-He is fuperior to fubjeéts, each of whom js equal ;
te any monarch, who is oniy fuperior to flaves, He is.
feeptered in the hearts ofA his people, from whence he di. .

redts -
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refts their hands with double force and energy. His
office partakes of the divine inclination, by being exerted
to no other end but the happinefs of a people.

Oh, never may any fubtleties, any infinuations, raife
groundlefs jealoufiesin a people fo governed ! never may
they be influenced to imagine that fuch a prince is inva-
ding their rights, while he is only folicitous to confirm
and preferve them !

And never may any miniftry, any adulation, feduce
fuch a prince from that his true interéft and honour !

1 fhould not have had the affurance to folicit a fubfcrip-
tion in favour of fentiments that any circumftance could
ever make me retra¢t. Thefe, and thefe only, are the
principles of which you are patrons; and the honourable
names prefixed * to this performance, lay me under fuch
a future obligation of condu&, as thall ever make me cau-
tious of for?:iting the advantages I receive from them.
They are alfo to me a lafting memorial of that gratitude
with which I am,

Your moft obliged, moft faithful,

And moft humble fervant,

HENRY BROQKE.

* The author was favoured with a very nﬁmerous and refpeitable
fubfeription.

PRO-
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PROLOGUE

BRI'T ONS! this night prefents a flate diftre(?'d,
Tho' brave, yet vanquilb’d; and tho' great, opprefs'd ;.
Vice, rav’ning wulture, on ber vitals prey’d,
Her peers, ber prelates, fell corruption fway'd ;
Their rights, for pow'’r, th’ ambitious weakly fold,
The wealthy, poorly, for fuperfiuous gold.
Hence wafling ills, bence fev’ring factions rofe,
And gave large entrance to invading foes;
. Truth, juffice, bonour fied 15’ infelled fhore,
For freedom, facred freedom,avas no more.
Then, greatly rifing in bis country’s right,
Her hero, ber deliverer, fprung to light ;
A race of hardy, northern fons be led,
Guiltlefs of courts, untaintedy and unread,
Whofe inborn fpirit fpurn’d th’ ignoble fee,
Whofe bands fcorn’d bondage, for their bearis avere free.
Ak yewbat law their congw’ring caufe conftfs'd? ’
Great nature’s law, the law avithin the breaf? ;
Form’d by no art, and to no fe& confin’d,
But flamp’d by Heav'n upon th’ unletter’d mind.
Such, fuck, of old, the firfi-born natives were,
Who breath’d the wirtues of Britannid’s air 5
Their realm, when mighty Ceefar vainly fought,
For mightier freedom againfi Czfar fought,
And rudely drove the fam'd invader home,:
To tyrannize o’er polifh’d—wenal Rome. )
Our bard, exalted in a free-born flame,
To ev’ry nation would transfer this claim :
He to no flatey no climate bounds bis pagey.
He bids the moral beam thro® ev'ry age;
Then be your judgment gen'rous as bis plan, -

Ye fons of freedom !—[ave the friend of mattn.

DRA.
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DRAMATIS PERSON E

M E N.

Criftiern, King of Dénmark and Nor-
way, and Ufurper of Sweden, Mr. Wright.
Trollio, a Swede, Archbifhop of Upfal,
and Vicegerent to Crifliern, Mr. Cibber.
Pete‘%m, a Swedifh noblemau, fecretly
of the Danith party, and friend to
Trollio, - - Mr. Turbutt.
Laertes, a young Danith Nobleman, at-
tendant to Criflina, - Mr. Woodward:
Guflavus, formerly General of the
Swedes, and firft coufin o the de-

ceafed King, - Mr. Quin.
Arwida, of the royal blood of Sweden, .
friend and coufin to Guffavus, Mr. Milward;.

Anderfom, Chief Lord of Dalecarlia, ~ Mr. Mills,
Arnoldus, a Swedifh Prieft, and chaplain

in the copper mines of Dalecarlia, = Mr. Havard..
Sivard, Captain of the Dalecarliaps,  Mr. Ridout._

W O M E. N.

Criftina, daugh;érto Crifficrn,. Mrs. Gifardd
Axgufia, Mother to).p . _
whavus, P‘g:‘:!;;; n:: Mrs. Bytler..

Guflava, Sifter to
Gu/?a;:m, a child, camp,
Mariana, attendant apd confident to
Criftina, - - - Mrs. Chetwoods

Mifs Coles

- Soldiers, Peafants, Meffengers, and Attendants. .

Sceny, Dalecarlia, a northern province in-Sweden,

GUST As



t-e 1

GUSTAVUS VASA.

ACT 1L : i
SCENE, the infide of the Copper-Mines in Dalecarlia,
Enter Anderfon, Arnoldus, and Servants, with torchess

ANDERSON.
OU tell me wonders.
Arn. Soft, behold, my Lord, -
. [Points behind the fienes
Behold him ftretch’d, where reigns eternal night, -
The flint his pillow, and cold damps his éov'ring ;
Yet, bold of fpirit, and robuft of limb,
He throws inclemency afide, nor feels
‘The lot of human frailty.

And. What horrors hang around ! the favage race
Ne'er hold their den but where fome glimm’ring ray
May bring the cheer of morn——What then is he ?

His dwelling marks a fecret in his foul, ’
And whifpers fomewhat more than man abouthim,

Arn, Draw but the veil of his apparent wretchednefs,
And you fhall find his form is but affum’d,

To hoard fome wond’rous treafure lodg’d within, .

And. Let him bear up to what thy praifes fpeak him,,
And I will win him, fpite of his referve,

Bind him with facred friendthip to my foul,
And make him half myfelf.

Arn. *Tis nobly promis’d ;

For worth s rare, and wants a friend in Sweden ;
And yet I tell thee, in her age of heroes,

When nurs’d by freedom, all her fons grew great,
And ev'ry peafant was a prince in virtue.. .
I greatly err, or this abandon’d ftranger :

Had fteppd the firft for fame, tho’ naw he feeks
To veil his name, and cloud hig fhine of virtues ;
Forthere is dangerin them. :

!

And,
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And. Trae, Arnoldus,
Were there a prince throughout the fcepter’d globe,
‘Who fearch’d out merit for its due preferment,
With half that care our tyrant feeks it out’
_ For ruin, happy, happy were that flate,
Beyond the golden fable of thofe pure
And earliet Wherefore this, good Heav’n 2
Isit of fate, that who afflumes a crown
Throws off humanity ?
Ara. So Criftiern holds. :
He claims our country as by right of conqueft,.
A right to ev’ry wrong. JXv’n now ’tis faid,
‘The tyrant envies what our mountains yield
Of health or aliment ; he comes upon us,
Attended by a num’rous hoft; to feize
‘Thefe laft retreats of our expiring liberty.
And. Say’tt thou ?
Arn. This rifing day, this inftant hour,
Thus chafed, we ftand upon the utmoft brink
Of fteep perdition, and muft leap the precipice,
Or turn upon our hunters.
Axd. Now, Guftavus !
- ‘Thou prop and glory of inglorious Sweden,
‘Where art thou, mightieft man ?—Were he but here-=
I'll tell thee, my Arnoldus, I beheld him,
Then when he firft drew fword, ferene and dreadful,
As the brow’d evening ere'the thunder break ;
For foon he made it toilfome to our eyes
‘T'o mark his fpeed, and trace the paths of conqueft ?
In vain we follow’d where he fwept the field ;
?Twas death alone could wait upon Guftavus,
Arn. He was indeed whate’er our with counld form him,
And. Array’d and beauteous in the blood of Danes, -
‘Th’ invaders of his country, thrice he chafed
‘This Criftiern, this fell conqu’ror, this ufurper,
With rout and foul difhonour at his heels,
‘To plunge his head in Denmark.
Arn. Nor ever had the tyrant known return,
‘To tread our necks, and blend us with the duf,
Had he not dar’d to break thro’ ev’ry law
That fan&ifies the nations ; feiz’d our hero, ™
e
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“The pledge of fpecious treaty, tore him from us
And ch hgun chmi to Dengark. ’
And. Then we fell. '
If ftill he lives, we yet may learn to rife 3
But never can I dare to reft a hope )
©On any arm but his. 4 :
Arn. And yet, I truft,
“This ftranger, that delights to dwell with darknefs,
Unknown, unfriended, compafs’d round with wretched.
Conceals fome mighty purpofe in his breatt, (nefs,
Now lab’ring into birth, : :
And. When came he hither ?
Arn. Six moons have chang’d upon the face of night, -
Since here he firft arriv'd, in fervile weeds,
But yet of mien majeftic. I obferv’d him,
And ever as I gaz’d, fome namelefs charm,
A wond’rous greatnefs, not to be conceal’d,
Broke thro’ his form, and aw’d my foul before him,
Amid thefe mines he earns the hireling’s portion,
His hands out-toil the hind, while on his brow
Sits patience, bathed in the laborious drop
Of painful induftry ——1I oft have fought,
With friendly tender of fome worthier fervice,
‘Towin him onm his temper; but he fhuns
All offers, yet declin’d with graceful act,
Engaging beyond utt’rance.  And at eve,
When aﬁ retire to fome domeftic folace,
He only ftays, and, as you fee, the earth
Receives him to her dark and cheerlefs bofom,
And. Hag o unwary moment ¢’er betray’d
‘The labours of his foul, fome fav’rite griet:v
Whereon to raife conjeGture ?
Arn. I faw, as fome hold peafants late deplor’d
"Their country’s bondage, fudden paffion feiz'd
And bore him from his (?ceming 3 ftraight his form
'Was turn’d te terror, ruin fil'd his eye, ‘
And his proud ftep appear’d to awe theworld ;
When check'd, as'thro’ an impotence of rage,
Damp fadnefs foan ufurp’d upon his brow, \
Apd the big tear roll’d gracetul down his vifage, \'
And. Your words imply a man of much importance.
Arz. $o1 fufpeited, and at dead of night
’ \ Slole
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Stole on his flumbers ; his full heart was bufy,
And oft his tongue pronounc’d tke hated name
Of—bloody Crittiern There he feem’d to paufe,
And, recolletted to one voice, he cry’d, .
Oh, Sweden! Oh, my country ! Yet I’ll fave thee.
And. Forbear; he rifes——Heav’ns, what majefty !
Enter Guftavus.
Your sardon, ftranger, if the voice of virtue,
If cordial amity from man to man,
And fomewhat that fhould whifper to the foul,
‘To feek and cheer the {uff’rer, led me hither,
Impatient to falute thee. - Be it thine
Alone to peint the path of friendfhip out,
And my beft pow’r fhall wait upon thy fortunes.
Gu/f. Yes, gen’rous man! there is a wond’rous teft,
‘The trueft, worthieft, nobleft caufe for friendthip ;
Dearer than life, than int’reft, or alliance.
And equal to your virtues,
And. Say, unfold.
Guf. Artthou a foldier, a chief lord in Sweden,
And yet a ftranger to thy country’s voice, -
‘That loudly calls the hidden patriot forth ?
But what’s a foldier - What’s a lord in Sweden ?
All worth is fled or fall’n ; nor has a life
Been fpar’d, but for difhonour; fpar’d to breed
More {laves for Denmark, to beget a race
-Of new-born virgins for th’ unfated luft
Of our new mafters. Sweden, thou art nomore !
Queen of the north! thy land of liberty,
Thy houfe of heroes, and thy feat of virtues,
Is now the tomb where thy brave fons lie fpeechlefs,
And foreign fnakes engender.
And. Oh, ’tis true! '
But wherefore ? To what purpofe ?
Guf. Think of Stockholm. :
When Criftiern feiz’d upon the hour of peace,
And drench’d the hofpitable floor with blood,
Then fell the flow’r of Sweden, mighty names! *
Her hoary fenators, and gafping patriots.
The tyrant fpoke, and his licentious band
Of blood-train’d miniftry were loos’d to ruig.

_ Invention wanton’d in the toil of infants

1 B -TASKT
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Stabb’d on the breaft, or reeking on the points
Of fportive javelins, Hufbands, fons, and fires,
With dying ears drank in the loud defpair

Of fhricking chaftity. The wafte of war

Was peace and fHendhip to this civil maffacre.
Oh, heav’n and earth ! s there acaufe for this ?
For fin without temptation, calm, cool villainy,
Delib’rate mifchief, animpaffion’d luft,

And fmiling murder ? Lie thou there, my foul :
Sleep, fleep upon it, image not the form

Of any dream but this, till time grows pregnant,
And thou canft wake to vengeance. [fortha

And. Thou’tt greatly mov'd me. Ha! thy tears flart /

Yes, let them flow, our country’s fate demands them; .

1 too will mingle mine, while yet ’tis left us /
To weep in fecret, and to figh with fafety. /
But wherefore talk of vengeance ? *Tis a word
’Should be'engraven en the new-fall’n fnow,

Where the firft beam may melt it from obfervance,
Vengeance on Criftiern ! Norway and the Dane,

The fons of Sweden, all the peopled north,

Bends at his nod ——My humbler boaft of pow’r

Meant not to cope with crowns.

Gu/. Then what remains

Is briefly this; your friendfhip has my thanks,
But muft not my acceptance. Never—no—
Firft fink, thou baleful manfion, to the centre,
And be thy darknefs doubled round my head,
Ere I forfake thee for the blifs of Paradife,
To be enjoy’d beneath a tyrant’s fceptre :

No, that were wilful flavery ——Freedom is
T he brilliant gift of Heav’n, ’tis reafon’ felf,
The kin of Deity——1I will not partit,

And., Nor 1, while I can hold it ; but, alas!
That is not in our choice.

Guf. Why ? Where's that pow’r whofe engines are of”
To bend the brave and virtuous man to flavery ¢ [torcé
Bafc fear, the lazinefs of luft, grofs appetites,
Thefe are the ladders, and the groveling foot-ftool,
From whence the tyraot rifes on our wrongs,
Secure and fcepter’d in the foul’s fervility.

He has debauch’d the 3cnli‘us of our country,
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And rides triumphant, while her captive {ons
Await his nod, the filken flaves of pleafure,
Or fetterd in their fears.

And. 1apprehend you.
No doubt, a bafe fubmiffion to our wronge
May well be term’d a voluntary bondage :
Butthink the heavy hand of pow’rison us;
Of pow’r, from whofe inprifonment and chains
Not all our free-born virtue can prote& us.

Guf. *Tis there you err ; for I have felt their force ;
And had I yielded to enlarge thefe limbs,
Oy thare the tyrant’s empire, on the terms
Which he propes’d, I were a flave indeed."
No, in the deep and deadly damp of dungeons,
The foul can rear her fceptre, fmile in anguifh,
And triumph o’er oppreffion.

And. Oh, glorious fpirit ! ‘Think not I am flack
‘To relith what thy noblefcopeintends ;
But then the means, the peril, and the confequence !
Great are the odds, and who fhall dare the trial 2

Guf. I dare,
Oh, wert thou ftill that gallant chief .
Whom once I knew ! I could unfold a purpofe,
Would make the greatnefs of thy heart to {well,
And burft in the conception.

And. Give it utt’rance.
Perhaps there lie fome embers yet in Sweden,
Which, waken’d by thy breath, might rife in flames,
And fpread vinci%ive round. You fay you know me ;
But give a tongue to fuch a caufe as this,
And if you hold me tardy in the call,
You know me not.. But thee I’ve furely known ;
For there is fomewhat in that voice and %rm,
Which has alarm’d my foul to recollection :
But ’tis as in a dream, and mocks my reach.
- Guf. Then name the man whom it is death to know,
and.I am he.
vus ! Heav’ns! *Tis he! ’tis he himfelf!
Enter Arvida, Jpeaking to a Servamt.

“ ' And. Gu

L " "ﬁ*v. I th‘ank you, friend; he’s here ; you may retire.

[Exit Servant,

And,
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Ard. Good morning te my noble gueft; you're early.
&Gultai'us walks apart,
-Arv. I come to take a fhortand hafty leave. .
"Tis faid, that from the mountain’s neighb'ring brow
The canvas of a thoufand tents appears,
Whitening the vale——Suppofe the tyrant there ;
You know my fafety lies not in the interview——
Ha ! what is he, who, in the fhreds of flavery
Supports a ftep fuperior to the flate
And infokence of ermine 2

G/, Sure that voice
Was once the voice of friendfhip and Arvida ! ,

Arv, Ha! Yes, ’tis he ! —ye pow’rs, it is Guftavus !

Gu/. Thou brother of adoption ! In the bond
Of ev’ry virtue wedded to my foul,

Enter my heart ; itis thy property.

Arv. I'm loft in joy, and wond’rous circumftance.

Guf. Yet, wherefore, my Arvida, wherefore is it,
Thatin a place, and at a time like this,

We fhould thus meet ? Can Criftiern ceafe from cruelty ?
Say, whence is this, my brother ? How efcap’d you ¢
Did I not leave thee in the Danifh dungeon ?

Arv. Of that hereafter. Let me view thee firfl. .
How graceful is the garb of wretchednefs, ‘
When worn by virtue ! Fafhions turn to folly ;
Their colours tarnifh, and their pomps grow peor
‘To her magnificence. ,

Guf. Yes, my Arvida ;.

Beyond the fweeping of the proudeft train
‘That thades a monarch’s heel, I prize thefe weeds ;
For they are facred to my country’s freedom. '
A mighty enterprize has been conceiv’d,
And thou art come aufpicious to the birth,
As fent to fix the feal of heav’n upon it.
Arv. Point but thy purpofe—Ilet it be to bleed ——

Gz/. Your hands, my friends.

All. Our hearts,

Guf. 1 know they’re brave,

Of fuch the time has need, of hearts like yours,
Faichful and firm, of hands inur'd and ftrong ;
For we muit ride upon the neck of danger,
And plunge into a purpofe big with death.

: B2 Ande
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B Az;ell Here let us kneel, and bind us 1o thy fide.
ya
Gx/. No, hold —if we want oaths to join us,
Swiltt let us part, from pole to pole afunder.
A caufe dike oursis itsown facrament;
Truth, juftice, reafon, love, and liberty,
Th’ eternal links that clafp the world, areinit;
And he who breaks their fanction, breaks all law,
And infinite connedtion.
Arn. True, my Lord.
Aud. And fuch the force I feel.
Arv, And 1. .
Ara. And all.
Guf. Know then, that ere our ryal Stenon fell,
While this my valiant coufin and myfelf, .
By chainsand treach’ry lay detain’d in Denmark,
Upon a dark and un{ufpeéted hour,
The bloody Criftiern fought ta take my head.
‘Thanks to the ruling Pow’r, within whofe eye
Imbofom’d ills, and mighty treafons roll,
Prevented of their blacknefs——1 efcap’d,
Led by a gen'rous arm, and fome tire lay
Conceal’d in Denmark ; for my forfeit head
Became the price of crowns. liach port and pady
Was fhut againt my paflage; till1 heard
That Stenon, valiant Stenoa fell in battle,
And freedom was no more. Oh, then whatbounds
Had pow’r to hem the defp’rate ? 1 o’erpafs’d them,
'II‘ravers’d all Swedc:‘:i thro’ ten thoufand foes,
mpending perils, and furrounding tongues,
Thg: fromgh?mfelf enquis’d Guﬁagvns og:t.
Witnefs, my country, hew I toil’d to wake
Thy fons to liberty—In vain; for fear,
Cold fear, had feiz'd on all——Here laft I eame,
And fhut me from the fun, whofe hateful beams
Serv’d but to fhew the ruins of my country.
When here, my friends, *twas here, at length, I found,
What I had left to look for, gallant fpirits, -
In the rough form of untaught peafantry. :
And. Indeed they once were brave ;_our Dalegarlians
Have oft been known to give a law to kings;
And as theironly wealth has been their liberty, -

From

0y




GUSTAVUS VASA. 17

From all th’ unmeafur’d gnl"rings of ambition
Have held that gem untouch’d—tho’ now ’tis fear’d
Guf. It is not fear’d—I fay, they ftill fhall hold it.
T’ve fearch’d thefe men, and find them like the foil,
Barren without, and to the eye unlovely, »
But they’ve their mines within ; and this the day
In which I mean to prove them.
Arn. Ob, Guftavus!
Floft aptly haft thou caught the paffing hour
Wpon whofe critical and fated hinge
The ftate of Sweden turns.
Gu/f. And to thisheur
I've therefore held me in this darkfome womb,
That fends me forth as to a fecond birth
Of freedom, or thro’ death to reach eternity.
This day, return'd with ev’ry circling year,
In thoufands pours the mountain peafants forth,.
Each with his batter’d arms and rufty helm,
In fportive difcipline well train'd, and prompt
Againft the day of. peril. Thus difguis’d,
Already have I ftirr’d their latent fparks: . .
Of flumb’ring virtue, aptas | could wifh,
To warm before the lighteft breath of liberty.
Arn.. How will they kindle, when, confefs’d to view,,
Once more their lov’d Guftavus.ftands before them,,
And pours his blaze of virtues on their fouls!
Arv. It cannot fail.
" And. .It has a glorious afpect.
Arv. Now,.Sweden, rife and re-affert thy rights,,
Or be for ever fall'n.
And. Then be it fo..
Arn, Lead on, thou.arm of war,
To death or viftory.
Gu/f. Let us.embrace.
Why, thus, my friends, thus- join'd in fuch a caufe;,
Are we not equal to'a hoft of flaves ?
You fay the foe’s at hand—Why, let thiem come;.
Steep are our hills, nor eafy of accefs,"
And few-the hours we afk for their.reception ;
For I will'take thefe ruftic fons of liberty.
In-the firft warmth and hurry of their fouls )
And fhould the tyrant theﬁ attempt our beights,, |
3
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He comes upon his fate—Arife, thou fun!
Hafle, hafte to rouze thee te the call of liberty,
That fhall once more falute thy morning beam,
And hajl theeto thy fetting.
Arn. O blefs’d voice!
Prolong that note but one fhort day thro’ Sweden,
And tho’ the fun and life fhould fet together,
1t matters not——we fhall have liv’d that day.
Arv. Were it not worth the hazard of 3 lite
To know if Criftiern leads his pow’rs in perfon,
And what his fco?e intends ? Be mine that tatk,
Ev’n to the tyrant’s tent I’ll win my way,
And mingle with his eouncils.
Gnfi. Go, my friend.
Dear as thou art, whene’er our country calls,
Friends, fons, and fires thould yield their treafure up,
Nor own a fenfe beyond the pu{lick fafety.
But tell me, m{‘mvida, ’ere thou goett,
‘Tell me what hand has made thy friend its debtor,
And giv'n thee up to freedom and Guftavus ?
Arv, Ha! let me think of that, ’tis fure fhe loves him.

Afides
Away thou fkance and jaundice eye of jealoufy, e
That tempts my foul to ficken at perfeétion ;
Away ! Twill unfoldig To thyfelf
Arvida owes his freedom.
Gaft. How, my friend ? [dungeon

Arv. Some months are pafs’d fince in the Danifh
With care emaciate, and unwholefome damps
Sick’ning I lay, chain’d to my flinty bed,

And call’d on death to eafe me———ftrait a light
Shone round, as when the miniftry of heav’n
Defcends t?dkneeling fa‘i.uts. ButOh! the form
‘That pour’d upon my fight Ye angels f !
For yg?\k)ne are like heg; or prefent g fpak
Such vifions pictur’d to the nightly eye

Of fancy trans’d in blifs. She then approach’d,
The fofteft pattern of embodied meeknefs,

For pity had divinely touch’d her eye,

And harmoniz’d her motions Ah, fhe cry’d,
Unhappy ftranger, art not thou the man

Whofc virtues have endeas’d thee to Guftavus 2

G”j.
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Guf. Guftavos did fhe fay ?
Arv. Yes, yes, her lips
.Breath’d forth that name with a peculiar fiweetnefs,
Loos’d from my bonds, Irofe, at her command,
When, ftarce recov’ring fpeech, I would haveé kneel’d,
But hafte thee, hafte thee tor thy life, fhe cry’d;
And O, if e’er thy envied eyes behold .
Thy lov’d Guftavus ; fay, a gentle foe
Has giv’n thee to his friendThip, o
Gufl. You’ve much amaz’d me! Is her name a fecret 2
Arv. Tomeit is but you perhaps may guefs,
Guft. No, on my word.
Arv. You too had your deliv’rer. i
Gu/t. Akind, but not a fair one —Well, my friends !
Our caufe is ripe, and calls us forth to attion.
Tread ye not lighter ? Swells not ev’ry breaft:
With ampler fcope to take your country in, .
And breath the caufe of virtue ? Rife, ye Swedes !
Rife greatly equal to this hour’s impertance,
On us the eyés of future ages wait,
And this day’sarm ftrikes %orth decifive fate;
‘This day, that fhall for ever fink or fave ;
And make each Swede a monarch ——or a flave.

Enp of the Firsr Acr.

ACT 1L
. SCENE Tbe Camp.
Enter Criftiern, Autendants, &c. Trollio meets bim,

Trorr1o. :
LL hail, moft mighty of the thrones of Europe !
A The morn falutes thee with aufpicious brightagfy,,
No vapour frowns. prophetic or her brow, )
But the clear fun, who travels with thy arms,
Still fmiles, attendanton thy growing greatnefs s
His evening eye fhall fec'thée péaceful lord
Of all the noruh; of wimoft Scandinavia ;
. Whence
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Whence thou may’ft pour thy conquefts o’er the canthh,,

*Till fartheft India glows beneath thy empire, .
And Lybia knows no regal name but yours.
Criff. Yes, Trollio, % confefs the godlike thirft,.
Ambition, that wou’d drink a fca of glory.
But what from Dalecarlia 2
Troll. Late laft night,
I fent a trufty flave to Peterfon,.
And hourly wait fome tidings.
Crift. Think you ?—Sure
The wretches wiltnot dare fuch quick perdition,

Troll. 1 think they will not—Tho’ of old I know thens

Al born to broils, the very fons of tumult ;

Wafte is their wealth, and mutiny their birthright, -

And this the yearly fever of their blood,
Their holiday of war ; a day apart,
Torn out from peace, and facred to rebellion..
Oft has their battle hung upon the brow .
Of yon wild fteep, a living cloud of mifchiefs,
Pregnant with plagues, and empty’d on the heads:
Of many a monarch. -

Crift. Monarchs they were not;.

Pageants of wax, the mouldings of the populace;.

Tame, paultry idols, fcepter’d up.for fhew,,.

And garnifh'd into royaky—No, Trollio,

Kings fhould be felt if they wou’d find obedience ;:
The beaft has fenfe enough to know his rider :- -

When the knee trembles, and the-hand grows flack,.

He cafts for liberty ; butbends and turns
For him that leaps with boldhefs on his baek,

And {purs him to the bit. _

- Enter a Gentleman Ulber, and fevergl Peafants, whe kneel:

ard bow at a diffaace.. -

grg‘[;.l\\?{%atﬂaves_ are thofe ?-f "
ent, racious lie r fubje&s..
Criff, Whenee 7 B YOUT A
Gant. Of Sweden,.
From Angermannia, from Helfingia fome, '
Some from Gemtian and.Nerician provincess.
Criffi Their bufinefs,

)

Gents.
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Gent, They come to fpeak their griefs.
Criff. Their griefs! tl})xeir infolence !
- Is nog the camel nrute beneath his burden ?
Were they not born to bear # Away !——Hold ! come,
What wou’d thefe murmurers ?
Gent. Moft royal Criftiern,
They fay they have but one—one gracious King,
And yet are bow’d beneath a hoft of tyrants,
Tafk-maflers, foldiers, gatherers of fubfidies,
All oflicers of rapine, rape, and murder ;
Will-doing potentates, thelords of licence,
Who weigh their fweat and blood, and heavier fhame,
Ev’n as a feather puff’d away in fport,
The paftime of a gale.
Criff. V'l hear no more,
1know ye, well I know ye, ye bafe fupplicants ;
Fear is the only worfhip ef your fouls,
And ever where ye hate, ye yield obeyfance.
Wretches ! Shall I go poring on the earth,
Left my imperial foot fhould tread on emmets ?
Is it for you I muft controul my foldier,
And coop my eagles from their carrion ? Nowe
Are ye not commouers, vile things in nature, ,

Poor pricelefs peafants ? flavgs can know no property ¢
Qutof my fight! - N [Exennt Peajantss
Lnter Arvida guarded, and a Gentieman.

Arv, Now, fate, I'm caught, and what remajns is obe
Genta A prifoner, good my lord. [ viouss
Criff. When taken? .
_Geat. Now, ev’n here, before your tent ;
* T'mark’d his carelefs action, but his eye
Of ftudied obfervation—then his port
And bafe attire ill fuiting—I enquir'd,
But found he wasa ftranger.
Criff. Ha! obferve.
{Damn’d affeQation) what a fullen fcorn
Knits up his brow, and frowns upon our prefence.
What——ay-——thou wou'dft be thought a myftery,
Some greatne& in eclipfe ——Whence art thou, flave 2
Sjlent ! Nay, then—Bring forth the torture therem——a
A fmile ! Damnation !——How the wretch aflumes
The wreck of ftate, the fuff’ring foul of majefty. Wh
’ at
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What have we o pre-eminence, no claim ?

Doft thou not know thy life is in our pow’r 2 -
Arv, *Tis therefore I defpife it. '
Criff. Martchlefs infolence !

What art thon ? Speak !

Arv. Be fure no friend to thee ;

For I’m  foe to tyrants.
Criff. Fieuds andfire t : .

A whirlwind tear thee, moft audacious traitor. [Criftiern.
Arv. Do, rage and chafe, thy wrath’s beneath me,

How poor thy pow’r, how empty is thy happinefs,

Wheen fuch a-wretch, as I appear to be,

Can ride thy temper, harrow up thy form,

And firetch thy foul upon the rack of paffion.  [hence!
Criff. I'll know thee—I will know thee! Bear him

Why, what are Kings, if flaves can brave us thus ?

Go, Trollio, hold him to the rack—Tear, fearch him,

Prove him thro’ ev’ry poignance, fting him deep.

Exit Trollio with Arvida guarded.
Enter a Meffenger as in hafte,
Criff. What wouw’d’ft thou, fellow ¢
Mej. O my fovereign lord,

1 am come faft and far, from ev’n 'tiH morn,

Five times I’ve crofs’d the fhade of fleeple(s night

Impatient of thy prefence. . . L
Criff. Whence?

" Mef. From Denmark ;

g""}mﬁde’{; from the confort of thy throne "

o fpeed and privacy. : . k out,
C}z)’f'ﬂ. Youl;' wocr)(;s wou’d tafte of terroé,[Ap\?fretc .

Nor dare to tremble here——for didft thou bear t

Thy tidings from a thoufand leagues around,

Unmov’d, I movethe whole, thecent’ring nave,

Where turns that mighty circle——Speak thy meflage.,
Mef. A fecret malady, my gracious liege, .

Some fatious vapour, rifen from off the fkirts

Of fouthmoft Norway, has diffus’d its bane,

And rages now within the beart of Denmark.

Criff. It muf not, cannot, ’tis impoffible-*

What, my own Danes ? Nay, then the world wants weed--

1 will not bear it Hell! I’d rather fee, [ing..

This earth a defart, defelate and wild,

S And
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Ard like the lion ftalk my lonely round, ‘
Famifh’d and roaring for my prey.———Call Trollio,
I’ll have men ftudied, deeply read in mifchiefs,

Enter a Servant, who kneels and delivers a letter.

_ Criff, From whom ?
" Serv. From Peterfon,
* Griff,  To Trollio

How’s this? Be gone .

Go all——without there——wait my pleafure,

O curfe! How hell has tim’d its plagues!

! Enter Trollio.
Grift, Come near, my Trollio.

We've heard ill news from Denmark—that’s a trifle

But here’s to blaft thy eyes——Read ———— :
9roll. Ha! Guftavus ! _

Se near us, and in arms ! time
Criff. What’s to be done? Now, Trollio, now’s the

To fubtilize thy foul, found every depth, -

And waken all the wond’rous ftate{man in thee.

For I muft tell thee (fpite of pride and royalty,

OY guarding armies, and of circling nations

T hat bend beneath my nod) this eurs’d Guftavus

Invades my fhrinking {pirits, awes my heart,

And fits upon my flumbers —————All in vain

Has he been daring, and have I been vigilant;

Spite of himfelf he ftill evades the hunter,

And if there’s pow’s in heav’n or hell it guards him.

When wds 1 vanquifh’d, but when he oppos’d me ?

W hen have I conquer’d, but when he was abfent ?

His name’s a hoft, a terror to my legions.

And by my tripled crown, I fwear, Guftavus,

1°d rather meet all Europe for my foe, '

Than fee thy face inarms !

Troll. Be calm, my liege; -

And liften to'a fecret big with confequence,

‘That gives thee back the fecond man on earth

Whofe vilour cou’d plant fears around thy throne ;

“Thy pris’ner
Criff, Whatof him ?°
Trol. The prince Arvida,
Criff, How !

< ~

Right. [Readse

!
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TroN. The fame, -
€riff. My royat fugitive ?

Troll. Moft certain.
Criff. Now then ’tis plain who fent ilm hither.
Troll. Yes. ) [me——

Pray give me leave, my Lord——a thought comes crafs

1f fo he muftbe ours - [Paufess

Your pardon for a queftion—e—Has Arvida -

E'er feen your beauteous daughiter, your Criftina #

Criff. Never—yes—poflibly he might, that day

‘When the proud pair, Guftavus and Arvida,

Thre’ Copenhagen drew a length of chain,

And grac’d my chariot wheels—but why the queftion ?

* Yroll. Pl tell you—while e’en now he flood before us

1 mark’d his high demeamour, and my eye

Claim’d fome remembrance of him, tho’ in clouds

Poubtful and diftant, but a pearer view

Renew’d the characters effac’d by abfence,

Yet, left he might prefume upon a friendthip

Of ancienr league between us, I diffembled,

Nor feem’dto know him On he proudly ftrode,

As who fhould fay, Back, foftune, know thy diftance !

‘Thus fteadily he pafs’d, and mock’d his fare. :

When, lo! the Piincefs to her morning walk

Came forth attended ——quick amazement feiz’d

Arvida at the fight ; his fteps took root,

A tremor fhook him ; and his alt’ring cheek

Wow fudden fluth’d, then fled its wonted colour ;

While with an eager and intemp’rate look

He benr his form, and hung upon her beauties.

Crifi. Ha! Did our daughter note him?
Troll. No, my Lord 5 _

She pafs’d regardlefs——Strait his pride fell from him,

And at her name he ftarted.

Then heav’d a figh, and caft 2 look to heav’n,

Of fuch a mure, yet eloquent emotion,

As feem’d to fuy, Now, tate, thou hatt prevail’d, -

And found one way totriumph o’er Arvida!

Criff. But whither wou’d this lead ?
Troll. Lift, lift, my Lord!
While thus his foul’s unfeated, thook by paffion,
Cou'd we engage him to betray Guflavus weemmeme
2

Crif,
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Criff. O empty hope! Impoffible, my Trollio,
Do I not know him, and the curs’d Guitavus 2
Both fix’d in refolution deep as hell,
And proud as high Olympus !
Troll. Ah, my liege,
No mortal footing treads fo firm in virtue,
As always to abide the flipp’ry path,
Nor deviate with the bias Some have few,
But each man has his failing, fome defet
‘Wherein to flide temptation——Leave him to mes
Criff. I know thou haft a ferpentizing genius,
Canft wind the fubtleft mazes of the foul,
And trace her wand’rings to the fource of aétion.
If thou canft bend this proud one to our purfofe,
And make the lion crouch, ’ts well if not,
Away at once, and fweep him from remembrance.,
Troll. Then Imuft promife deep.
Criff. Ay, any thing; out-bid ambition. A
Troll. Love? : [himg
Criff, Ha! Yes—our daughter too—if fhe can bribg
But then to win him to betray his friend ?
Zroll. O doubt it not, my Lord—for if he loves,
As fure he greatly does, I have a ftratagem
‘That holds the certainty of fate within it.
Love is a paflion whofe effects are various,
It ever brings fome change upon the foul,
Some virtue, or fome vice, ’till then unknown,
Degrades the hero, and makes cowards valiant.
Criff. True, when it pours upon a youthful temper,
Open and apt to take the torrent in;
It owns no limits, no reftraint it knows,
But fweeps all down tho’ heav’n and hell oppofe ;.
Ev’n virtue rears in vain her facred mound,
Raz’d in its rage, orinits {wellings drown’d. [ Exexnt:

SCENE opens and difeovers Arvida in chains, guards pre-
paring infiruments of death and torture, He advances in

confufion.

Arv. Off, off, vain cumbrance, ye confliting thoughts!
Leave me to heav’n. O peace ! — It will not be——
Juft when I rofe above mortality, .
To pour her wond’rous w«zi:ghtof charms upon me!

At
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Atfuch a time, it was, it was too much !
‘To pluck the foaring pinion of my foul,
While eagle-ey’d fha held her flight to heav’n,
O’er pain and death triumphant! Help, ye faints,
Angelic minifters, defcend, defcend !
And lift me to myfelf; hold, bind my heart
Firm and unfhaken in th’ approaching ruin,
The wreck of earth-born frailty ! and, O heav’n?!
For ev'ry pang thefe tortur’d limbs fhall feel,
Defcend in ten-fold bleffings on Guftavus !
Yes, blefs him, blefs him ! Crown his hours with joy,
His head with glory, and his arms with conquelft;
Set his firin foot upon the neck of tyrants,
And be his name the balm of every lip :
That breathes thro’ Sweden ! Worthieft to be ftil'd
“Their friend, their chief, their father, and their king !
: Entcr Trollio, :
Troll. Unbimd your prifoner,
Arv. How ? L
Troll. You have your liberty,
And may depart unqueftion’d.
Arw. Do not mock me. .
Itis not to be thought, while pow’r remains,
‘That Criftiern wants a reafon to be cruel.
But let him know I wou’d not be oblig’d.
He who accepts the favours of a tyrant
Shares in his guilt ; they leave a ftain behind them,
Troll. You wrong the native temper of his foul;
Cruel of force, but never of election :
Prudence compell’d him to a fhew of tyranny ;
Howe’er thofe politicks are now no more,
And mercy in her turn fhall fhine on Sweden.
Arv. Indeed! Itwerea ftrange, a blefs’d reverfe,
Devoutly to-be wifh’d, but then the caufe, -
‘The caufe, my Lord, muft{urely be uncommnon.
May I prefume?
Perhaps a fecret.
Troll. No——or if it were, .
‘The boldnefs of thy {pirit claims refpet,
And fhould be anfwer’d. Know, tle only man,
In whom our monarch ever knew repulfe,

Is
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Ts now our friend ; that terror of the field,
"Th?’ invincible Guftavus. .
Arv. Ha! friend to Criftiern ? Guard thyfelf, my heart!
A

de.
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Nor feem to takealarm——Why, good my Lord,
‘What terror is there in a wretch profcrib’d,
Naked of means, and diftant as Guftavus ?
Troll. "There you miftake—Nor knew we till this hour
Fhe danger was fo near——From yonder hiil
He fends propofals, back’d with all the pow’rs
Of Dalecarlia, thofe licentious refolutes,
Who, having nought to hazard in the wreck,
Are ever foremoft to foment a florm,
Arv. 1 were too bold to queftion on the terms,
-Troll. No—truit me, valiant man, whoe’cr thouart,
T wou'd do much to win a worth like thine,
By any a& of fervice, or of confidence.
The terms Guftavus claims, indeed, are haughty ;
The freedom of his mother and his fifter,
His forfeit province, Gothland, and the ifles
Submirted to his fceptre But the league,
‘The bond of amity,and lafling friendfhip,
TIs, that he claims Criftina for his bride.
You ftart, and teem furpriz’d,
Arv, A fudden pain ~
Juft fruck athwart my breaft———But fay, my Lord,
I thought you nam’d. Criftina.
Troll. Yes. | ' -
Arv. O torture ? [ Afde.
‘What of her, my good Lord; - .
Troll. 1 faid, Guftavus claim’d her for his bride.
Arv. Hisbride! his wite !
You did not mean his wife! Do fiends feel this? [ Afide
Down, heart, nor tell thy anguifh ? Pray excufe me,.
Did you not fay, the Princefs was his wife ?
Whofe wife, my Lord ?
" Troll; 1did not fav what was, but what muft be.
Arv. Touching Guftavus, was it not ?
Troll. The fame. :
Arv. Hisbride !
Tyoll. 1 fay his bride, his wife ; hislov’d-Criftina !
Criftina, fancied in the very prime o
- Ca2 ) And
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And youthful fmile of nature ; form'd for joys
Unknown to mortals. You feem indifpos’d.

Arv. Thecrime of conftitution—Oh, Guftavus ! [4fide.
This is too much ! —And think you then, my Lord—
‘What, will the royal Criftiern e’er confent
To match his daughter with his deadlieft foe ?

Troll. What fhould he do ? War elfe muft be eternal.
Befides, fome rumours from his Danith realms
Make peace effential here.

Arw. Yes, peace has fweets,

That Hybla never knew ; it fleeps on down,

Cull’d gently from beneath the Cherub’s wings 3

No bed for mortals——Man is warfare All

A hurricane within: yet friendfhip ftoops,

And gilds the gloom with falfehood—finiles and varnifh !
For fhill the ftorm grows high, and then no fhore

No rock to fplit on ! *Twere akind perdition

To fink ten thoufand fathoms at a plunge,

And faften on oblivion there we hold

Andall is

Troll. Help, bear him up. O potency of love !
That plucks this noble fabrick from his bafe.
Bend, bend him forward—He revives—How fare you ?

Arv. 1 know not—yet a dagger were moft friendly.
Return me, Trollio, O return me back
To death, to racks { Undone, undone Arvida! ,

Troll. Is’t poflible, my Lord! the Prince Arvida!

[Faintsa

My friend ! (Embraces bim,
Arv. Confufion to the name ! [(Turns.
Troll. Why this, good heav’n? And wherefore thus

difguis’d?

Arw. Yes, that accomplifh’d traitor, that Guftavus ;
While he fat planning -private fcenes of happinefs,
O welldiflembled ! He, he fent me hither;
My friendly, unfufpecting heart a facrifice,
‘Yo make death fure, and rid him of arival.
Troll. A rival! Do you then love Criftiern’s daughter ?
Arw. Name her not, Trollio ; fince fhe can’t be mine:
Guftavus ! how,ah ! how haft thou deceiv’d me !
Who could have look’d for falthood from thy brow 2
Whofe heav’nly arch was as the throne of virtue,
Thy eye appear'd a fun to chear the world, -
' Y
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Thy bofom truth’s fair palace, and thy arms,
Benevolent, the harbour for mankind.
Troll. What’s tobe done ? Believe me, valiant Prinee,
I know not which moft fways me to thy int’refts,
My love to thee, orhatred to Guftavus. - [quickly!
Arv. Wou'd you then fave me? Think, cuntriveic
Lend me your troops—Dby all the pow’rs of vengeance,
Myfelt will face this terror of the north,
‘This fon of fame—this—O Guftavus—What ?
‘Where had I wander’d ?~~Stab my bleeding country !
Save, fhield me from thac thought..
Troll. Retire, my Lord ;.
For fee, the Princefs comes.
Arv. Where, Trollio, where ?
Ha! Yes, the comes indeed! her beauties drive
‘Time, place, and truth, and circumftance before them !
Perdition pleafes there —pull—tear me from her !
Yet muit I gaze—but one—but one look more,
And I were loft for ever.
Enter Criftina, Mariana, aud Aitendanis.
Criflina. Forbid it, fhame! forbid it, virgin modefty.
No, no, my friend, Guftavus ne’er fhall know it.
O 1am over-paid with confcious plealure ;
The fenfe but to have fav’d that wond’rous man, .
Is ftill a {fmiling cherub in my breaft,
And whifpers peace within. [quence,.
Mar. *Tis ftrange a man, of his high note and confe--
Shou’d fo evade the bufy fearch of - thoufands ;
That fix long months have fhut him from enquiry, .
And not an eye can trace him to his covert,
Criftina. Once ’twas not fo, each infant lifp’d, Guftavus!:
It was the fav’rite name of ev’ry language,
His flighteft motions fillI’d the world with tidings ;
Wak’d he, or flept, fame watch’d th’important hour,,
And nations told it round.
Mar. D’ve heard, my Princefs,
What time Guftavus lay detain’d in Denmark,
Your royal father fought the hero’s faiendfhip, .
And offer’d ample terms of peace and amity.
Criftina. Hedid ; heofjer’d that, my Mariana, .
For which contending monarchs {u’d in vain,
Hg ofier’d me, his darling, h(i‘:s Criftina; .
3

[Exeunt. .
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But I was flighted, flighted by a captive,
Tho’ kingdoms fwell’d my dower.

Mar. Amazement fix me,
Reje&ted by Guitavus!

Criflina. Yes, Mariana ; ——but rejeéted nobly.
Not worlds cou’d win him to betray his country !
Had he confented, I had then defpis’d him.
What's all the gaudy glitter of a crown ?

What, but the glaring meteor of ambition,
That leads a wretch benighted in his errors.
Points to the gulph, and. fhines upon deftruétion.
Mar. You wrong your charms, whofe pow’r might 1e-

Things oppofite in nature—Had he feen you !— [concile.
Crifiina. He has, my Mariana, he has feen me.
T’ll tell thee ——yet while inexpert of years,

I heard of bloody fpoils, the wafte of war,

And dire confli¢ting man; Guftavus’ name
Superior rofe, ftill dreadful in the tale:

Then firft he {ciz’d my infancy of foul,

As fomewhat fabled of gigantic fiereenefs,

Toa huge for any form ; he fcar’d my fleep,
And fill'd my youngidea. Not the boaft

Of all his virtues, graces only known

Fo him, and heav’nly natures ! .cou’d erafe

The ftrong impreflion ; ’till that wond’rous day
In which he met my eyes. But O, O heav’n'!
O:love, and all ye cordial pow’rs of: patfion !
What then was my amazement ! he was chain’d,
Was chain’d, my Mariana! Like the robes

Of coronation, worn by youthful kings,
Hedrew his fhackles. The Herculean nerve
Braced his young arm ; and.foften’d in his cheek
Liv’d more than woman’s fweetnefs ! Then his eye ¥
His mein ! his native dignity ! He look’d,

As tho’ he led captivity 1n chains, -

And all were flaves around.

Mar. Did he obferve you #

Criftina. He did: for as I trembled, look’d and figh’d;
His eyes met mine; he fix’d their glories on me.
Confufion thrill’d me then, and fecret joy,

Faft throbbing, flole its treafures from my heart,
And mantling vpward, turn’d my face to crimfon..
I wil'd
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I wifli"d——but did not dare to look
When fudden, as by force, he turn’d away,
- And would no more behold me.
. Enter Laertes.
Laer. Ah, brightimperial maid! my royal miftrefs !
Crifiina. What wou'dft thou fay? Thy looks fpeak
terror to me. '
Laer. O you are ruin’d facrific’d, undone !
I heardir all; your cruel, cruel father
Has fold you, giv’n you up a fpoil to treafon,
‘The purchafe of the nobleit blood on earth
Guftavus ! ———nu
Crifiina. Ah! Whatof him ? Where, where is he ?
Laer. In Dalecarlia, on fome great defign,
Doom’d in an hour to fall by faithlefs hands :
His friend, the brave, the falfe, deceiv’d Arvida,
Ev’n now prepares to lead a band of ruffians
Beneath the winding covert of the hill,
And feize Guftavus, obvious to the fnares
Of friendfhip’s fair diffemblance. And your father
Has vow’d your beauties to Arvida’s arms,
The purchafe of his falfehood.
Criftina. Shield me, heav’n!
Firft, duty, break thy filial bands in funder,
And blot the name of parent from the world !
Is there no lett, no means of quick prevention ?
Laer. Behold my life ftill chain’d to thy direction,
My will fhall have awing for ev’ry word,
‘That breathes thy mandate.
Criftina. Will you, good Laertes ?
Alas, I fear to overtafk thy friendfhip,
Say, will you fave me then O go, hafte, fly !
Acquaint Guftavus if, if he muft fall,
Let hofts that hem this fingle lion in,
Let nations hunt him down let him fall nobly.
Laer. 1go, my Princefs——Heav’n dire& me to him !
. Exits
Criflina. I wou’d pray too, to fave me from RollEtion ;.
Detefted flain, the touch of the betrayer ! :
But mighty love the partial pray'r arrefts,
And leaves me only anxious for Guftavus.
For him cold fears. my fainting bofom chill,.
His cares diltract me, and his dangers kill ;.

5n

he gaz’d;

Ye
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Ye pow'rs! if deaf to all the vows I make,
Yet thie!ld Guftavas, for Gufitavus’ fake ;
Protet his virtues from a faithlefs foe,
And fave your only image, left bclow.
[ Exeunt.
+ Enp of the SEconDp AcT,

A CT IIL
SCE NE, Mountains of Dalecarlia,
Enter Guftavus, as @ Peafant—Dalecarlians following.

Gusravus.
E men of Sweden, wherefore are ye come ?
Seé ye not yonder, how the locufts fwarm,

"To drink the fountains of your honour up,
And leave your hillsa defart Wretched men!
Why came ye forth ? Is thisa time for fport ?
Or are ye met with {ong and jovial feaft,
To welcome your new gueflts, your Danifh vifitants ?
To ftretch your fupple necks beneath their feert,
And fawninglick the duft ?—Go, go, my countrymen,
Fach to your feveral manfions, trim them out,
Cull all the tedious earnings of your toil
To purchafe bondage Bid your blooming daughters,
And your chafte wives to fpread their beds with fok‘tn';
Then go ye forth, and with your proper hands :
Condudt your mafters in : conduct the fons
Of luft and violation O Swedes, Swedes !
Heav'ns ! are ye men, and will ye fuffer this ?

Enter Arnoldus, wbo talks apart with Guftavus.

1/ Dale. How my blood boils !

2d Dale. Who is this honeft fpokefman ;

3d Dale. What, know ye not Kodolphus of the mines ?*
A better lab’rer ne'er ftruck fteel to ftone.

Gu/f. There wasa time, wy friends ! a glorious time ;
When, had a fingle man of your forefathers
Upon the frontier met a hoft in arms,
His courage fcarce had turn’d ; himfelf had flood,

Alone
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Alone bad ftood the bulwark of his country.
Your fires were known but by their manly tronts,
On their black brows, enthron’d, fat liberty,
‘The awe of honour, and contempt of death.
1/# Dale, We are not battards,
2d Dale. No.
3d Dale. We're Dalecarlians,
Guf. Come, come ye on then. Here I take my ftand!
Here, on the brink, the very verge of liberty ;
Altho’ contention rife upon the clouds,
Mix heav’n with earth, and roll the ruin onward ;
Here will I fix, and breaft me to the fhock,
?Till I, or Denmark fall.
Siw. And who art thou ?
That thus wou’dit fwallow all the glory up
That fhou’d redeem the times ? Behold this breaft,
‘The fword has tili’d it; and the ftripes of flaves
Shall ne’er trace honour here : fhall never blot
The fair infcription—— Never fhall the cords
Of Danifh infolence bind down thefe arms
That bore my royal mafter from the field.
Guf. Ha! Say you, brother ? Were you there—O grief?
Where liberty and Stenon fell together ?
Siv. Yes, I was there—A bloody field it was,
Where conqueft gafp’d, and wanted breath to tell,
Its o’er-toil’d triymph.  There, ourbleeding King,
There Stenon on this bofom made his bed, -
And rolling back his dying eyes upon me 3
Soldier, he cried, if e’er it be thy lot
‘To fee my valiant coufin, great Guftavus,
"Tell him—for once, that I have fought like him,
And wou'd like him havg
Conquer’d—he fhou’d have faid—but there, O there
Death ftopt him fhort.
Guf. Cometo my arms, and let me hide thy tears,
For I have caught their foftnefs— O Danes, Danes!
" You fhall weep blood for this. Shall they not, brother ?
Yes, we willdealour might with thrifty vengeance,
A life for ev’ry blow, and when we fall,
There fhallbe weight in’t ; like the tort’ring tow’rs
That draw contiguous ruin, &

Siv,
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Siv. Brave, brave man! R
My foul admires thee—By my father’s fpirit,
1 wou’d not barter fuch a death as this
For immortality ! Nor we alone—
Here be the trufty gleanings of that field
Where laft we fought for freedom : here’s rich poverty,
‘Tho’ wrapp’d in rags, my fifty brave companions,
Who thro’ the force of fifteen thoufand foes
Bore off their King, and fav’'d his great remains. [Captain,
Gzf. Give me your hands, thofe valiant hands.—Why,
We ceuld but die alone, with thefe we’ll conquer.
My tellow lab’rers too What fay ye, friends 2
Shall we not firike for't ? . 4
All. Death ; victory ordeath {
No bonds, no bonds ! ’
Arn. Spoke like yourfelves—Ye men of Dalecarlia,
Brave men and bold! Whom ev’ry future age,
"Tongues, nations, languages; and rolls of fame
Shall mark for wond’rous deeds, achievements won
From honour’s dang’rous fummit, warriors all |
Say, might ye chule a chief, for high exploite,
From the firft aBnal, to the lateft praife
‘That breathesa hero’s name—Speak, name the man:
‘Who then fhould meet your with ?
Siv. Forbear the theme.
Why wou'dit thou feek to fink us with the weight
Of grievous recollection ? O Guftavus!
Cou’d the dead wake, thou wert that man of men,
Firft of the foremoft. .
Gu/. Didft thou know Guftavus ? [worth
Siv. Kpow him! O heav’n! whatelfe, who elfe was
"The knowledge of a foldier # That great day,
When Criftiern, in his third attempt on Sweden,
Had fum’d his pow’rs and weigh’d the fcale of fight :
On the bold brink, the very pufh of conquett,
Guftavus rufh’d, and bore the battle down ;
In his full fway of prowefs, like leviathan
‘That fcoops his foaming progrefs on the main,
And drives the fhoals along—forward I fprung,
All emulous, and lab’ring to attend him ;
Fear fled before, behind him rout grew loud,
And diftant wonder gaz’d—At length he turn’d,
And having ey’d me with a wond’rous look

Of
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Of fweetnefs mix’d with glory—Grace ineflimable !
He pluck’d this bracelet trom his conqu’ring’arm
And bound it here—My wrift feem’d treble nerv'd ;
My heart fpoke to him, and Idid fuch deeds
As beft might thank him—But from that blefs'd day
I never faw him more—yet ftill to this,
I bow, as to the relicks of my faint:
Each morn Ldrop a tear on ev’ry bead,
Count all the glories of Guftavus o’er,
And think I ftill behold him.
Guf. Rightly thought;
For {o thou doft, my foldier.
Give me my arms—Off, off, ye dark difguifes!
For I will be myfelf. Behold your general,
Guftavus ! Come once more to lead ye on
To laurel’d viftory, to fame, to freedom !
1/ Dale. Isit? :
2d Dale. Yes.
3d Dale. No.
4th Dale, *Tishe!
5th Dale. *Tis he !
6th Dale. *Tis he ! [A fout,
Siv. Strike me, yc¢ pow’rs !—=—1It is illufion all !
It cannot.
Guf. What, nonearer ?
Sio, *Tis, itis! [ Falls and embraces bis knces,
Guf. O fpeechlefs eloquence !
Rife to my arms, my friend.
Siw, Friend! faid you, friend ? _
O my heart’s Lord! My conqu’rer! my!
Guf. Approach, my fellow foldiess, your Guftavus
Claims no precedence here: friendfhip like mine
Throws all refpeéts behind it ’tis enough.
1 read your joys, your tranfports in your eyes ;
And wou’d, O, wou’d I had a life to fpend,
For ev’ry foldier here ! whofc ev’ry life’s
Far dearer than my own ; dearer than aught,
Except your liberty, except your honour.
Perith Guftavus, ’ere this facred fun,
That lights the reft of Swedcn to their fhame,
Should bluth upon your chains ! Why faid I chains !
I -

To
-
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To fouls like yours, I fhould have talk’d of triumphs,
Empire, and tame, and hazards imminent,
Occafions will’d, for glory hafte, brave men !
Collet your friends to join us on the inftant ;
Sumunon our brethren to their fhare of conqueft,
And let loud echo. from her circling hills,
Sound freedom, ’till the undulation fhake
The bounds of utmoft Sweden. '
[ Exeunt Dalecarlians, crying Guftavus, Guftavus, liberty!
Enter Anderfon.

And. There was a glorious found !

Guf. Yes, Anderfon,
The long-wifh’d hour is come the ftorm is up,
And wrecks will follow. Where they are to light
Let Heav’n determine.  Well, my noble friend,
Has Peterfon fet out ?

And. He has, this inflant ;
And bears your pacquet to the tyrant’s camp.

Guf. What think you of his zeal ?

And. In truth, my Lord,
It wears a gallant fhow.

Guf. *Tis fpecious all, -
Flafh without fire, the lightning of acloud
‘That carries darknefs in the rear—— For Peterfon,
To fpread my letters through the camp of Criftiern,
And feek for fuccours in the jaws of death,
It fhew’d too bold, too much the flaming patriot.
Befide, I know him for the friend of Trollio.

And. Why would you then employ him ?

Guf. There’s the myftery.
? [is not his faith, but treachery I truft to.
My letters are directed to the chiefs
Or thofe inglorious inercenary Swedes,
Whom Criftiern has feduced to join his hoft,
And turn the fword of conqueft on their country ;
- 'T'o each of thofe I have addrefs’d in terms
Of fpecial correfpondence, meant to rouze
‘The jealoufy of Criftiern; as I think
My pacquet can’t efcape him——What enfues ?
The tyrant hence concludes himfelf betray’d,
Sitts all his legions, thins the ranks of fight,
And leaves them open to our bold invafion.

Bue
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But grant that Peterfon deceive my aim,
And hold the rank of viitue; then the Swedes
May waken to the glorious call of honour.
So——ev’ry way it faves us from the guilt »
Of Swedes encount’ring Swedes, and fpares the blood
Of brethren, though revolted.

And. On my foul,
This is a ftratagem that faps the miner,
‘Makes treafon turn a traitor to itfelf;
And mock its own defigns. .

Gu/f. Oh, noble friend, faft winds the great machine
"That ftrikes the fate of Sweden---Go, my Anderfon,
Aflemble all thy brave adherents round thee,

With warlike infpiration warm their fouls,
And hafte to join me here. .

And. 1 will, my Lord. [Exits

Enter Laertes, .

Laer. Thy prefence nobly fpeaks the man I with, Guf-

‘Gyf. Yes. 'Fhou hatt a hoftile garb, {tavus.
Ha! fay---Art thou Laertes ? If I err not,
There 1s a friendly femblance in that face,
Which anfiwers to a fond iinpreffion here,

And tells me ’'m thy debtor——my deliv’rer!

Laer. No, valiant prince, you over-rate my fervice,
There is a worthier obje& of your gratitude
‘Whom yet you know not---Oh, I have to tell —

But then to gain your credit, muft unfold
What haply fhould be fecret——Be it fo;
You are all honour,

Guf. Let me to thy mind, .
¥or thou haft wak’d my feul irto a thought
That holds me all attention.

Laer. Mightieft man'!

To me alone you held yourfelf oblig’d

For lifé and liberty~~Had it been fo,

1 were more blefs’d, with retribution juft

To pay thee for my own : for on the day

When by your arm the mighty Thraces fell,

Fate threw me to your fword—You fpar'd my youth, \

And in the very whirl and r::]gp of fight ;

Your eye was taught compaflion—=from that hour
D Ivow'd

.
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I vow’d my life the flave of your rememb’rance j
And often, as Criftina, heav’nly maid !

The mittrefs of my fervice, queftion’d me

Of wars and vent’rous decds, my tidings came

Still freighted with thy na'ne, until the day

In which yourfelf appear’d, to make praife fpeechlefs,
Criftina faw you then, and on your fate

Dropp’d a kind tear ; and when your noble fcorn
Of profter’d terms~provok’d ber father’s rage

To take the deadly torfeit; fhe, fhe only,

Whofe virtues warch’d the precious hour of mercy,
All trembling, fent my fecret hand to fave you ;
Where, through a pafs unknown to all vour keepers,
1 led you forth, and gave you to your liberty.

Guf. Oh, 1 am funk, o’erwhelm’d with wond'rous good-
But were I rich, and free as opening mines [nefs ¥
That teem their golden wealth upon the world, * -
Still I were poor, Unequal to her bounty.

Nor can I longer doubt whofe gen’rous arm
In my Arvida, in my friend’s deliverance,
Gave double life, and freedom te Guftavus.

Lacr. A fatal prefent! Ah, you know him not ;
Arvida is mifled, undone by paffion ;

Falfe to your friendfhip, to your truft unfaichful,

Guf. Ha! hold!

Laer. 1 muft unfold it,

Guf. Yet forbear :

This way—1 hear fome footing—pray you, foft-—
If thou haft aught to urge againft Arvida,
The man of virtue, tell it not the wind ;
Leit flander catch the found, and guilt fhould triumph.
. [Eacunt, .
Arvida entering, fpeaks to a Soldicr. ;

Arv. He’s here——bcar back my orders to your fel- .
That not a man, on peril of his life, _ lows
Advance in fight till call’d.

Sold. My Lord, I will—

Arv. Have ] not vow’d it, faithlefs as he is,

Have I not vow’d his fall? Yet, good Heav’n!
“Why ftart thefe fudden tears ? On, on I mutt,

For I am halt way down thedizzy fteep,

Where my brain turns---A draught of Lethe now--«
Oh, that the world would fleep---to wake no more !
) Or
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Or that the name of friendfhip bore nocharm
To nrake my nerve unﬂeadiy and this fleel
Flee backward from its tafk ! It fhall be done.
Empire} Criftina! though th” affrighted fun
Start back with horror ofgthe direful ftroke,
It thall be done. Calm, calm the hell within,
Thy leoks may elfe turn traitors---Ha, he comes !
How fteadily he looks, as Heav’n’s own book,
The leaf of truth, were open’d on his afpect.
Up, up, dark minifter his fate call out

[Pauts up the dagger.

To nobler execution ; for he comes
In oppofition, fingly, man to man, -
As though he brav’d my with.

" Enter Guftavus.

[They look for fome time on cach other ; Arvida lays
bis band on bis frverd, and avithdraavs it by turns;
then advances irvefilutely.

Guf. Is it then fo ?

Arw. Defend thyfelf

Guf. No—— firike——
I would unfold my bofom to thy fivord,
But that I know the wound you give this breatt .
‘Would doubly pierce thy own.

Arv. 1 know thee not
It is the time’s eclipfe, and what fhould be
Ik nature, now is namelefs,

Guf. Ah, my brother!

Arv. What wouldft thou #

Guf. Isit thus we two fhould meet ¥

Arv. Artthou not falfe ? Deep elfe, Oh, deep: mdeed
Were my damnation.

Guf. Dear, unhappy man'!
My heart bleeds for thee. Falfe I'd furely been,
Had I like thee been tempted.

Arv. Ha! Speak, fpesk,
Pid thou not fend to treat with Criftiern ?

Gufl. Never.
I know thy error; but I know the arts,
The frauds, the wiles, that pra{hs d on thy virtue ; 5
Firm how you ftood, and tow’r’d above mortality ;:
*Till in the fond unguatded hour of love,

D2 . The

-
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The wily undermining Trollio came,, A
And won thee from thyfelf—a moment won thee ::
For ftill thou art Arvida, ftill the man ’
On whom thy country calls for her deliv’rance.
Already are her braveft fons in arms,
Mark, how they fhout, impatient of our prefence,
To lead them on to a new life of liberty,
To fame, to conqueft---Ha, Heav’n guard my brother,
Thy cheek turns pale, thy eye is wild upon me,.
Wilt thou not anfwer me 2 \
Arv. Guitavus !
Guf. Speak.
Arv, Have I not dream’d 2
Gu/. No other I efteem it.
Where lives the man whofe reafon flumbets not *
Still pure, flill blamelefs, if at wonted dawn
Again he wakes to virtue,
Arv. Oh, my dawn
Muft foon be dark, Confufion diffipates,,
To leave me worfe confounded.
Gu/. Think no mare on’t.
Come to my arms, 'thou deareft of mankind !
Arv. Stand off! Pollution dwells within my touch,
And horror hangs around me---Cruel man!
Oh, thou haft doubly damn’d me with this goodnefs ;
For refolutiop held the deed as done,
‘That now mutft fink me---Hark ! I'm fummon’d hence,
My audit opens! Poife me! for I ftand
Upon a fpice, againft whofe fightlefs bafe
Hell breaks his wave beneath., Down, down I dare nat,
And up 1 cannot look, for juftice fronts me,
‘Thou fhalt have vengeance, though my purpling blood.
Were netar for heav’n’s bowl, as warm and rich,
As now ’tis bafe, it thus fhould pour for pardon.
[Guftavus catches bis arm, and in the firuggle the dage

er falls.
G+f. l-ﬁ\! Hold, Arvida---No, I will not lofe thee---
Forbid it, Heav’n ! thou fhalt not rob me fo ;
No, I will ftruggle with thee to the laft,
And fave thee from thyfelf. Oh, anfwer me!
Wilt thou forfake me ¢ Anfwer me, my brother,
My beft Arvida.

Arv.
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_ Aro. 1 would fpeak to thee—— -
ut let it be by filence——©Oh, Guftavus !
Gu/f. Say but you'll live.
Arv. Oh!
€u/. For my fake.
- Arv, Yes, take me;
Expofe me, cage me, brand me for the tool
©f crafted villains, for the verieft flave,
©On whom the bend of each contemptuous brow
Shalklook with loathing. Ah, my turpitude
Shall be the vile comparative for knaves
To boatt and whiten by !
- Guf. Not fo, not fo.
Who knows oo fault, my friend, knows no perfcQion.
The rectitude that Heav’n appoints to man
L.eads on through error; and the kindly fenfe
Of having ftray’d, endears the road to blifs;
Tt makes Heav’n’s way more pleafing! Oh, my brother,.
*T'is hence a thoufand cordial charities
Derive their growth, their vigour, and their fweetnefs,
This fhort lapfe .

Shall to thy future foot give cautious treading,
Ere& and firm in-virtue..
Arv. Give me leave. LOffers to pafsi.
Gu/. You fhall not pafs..
Arw; 1 muft,
Guf.. Whither ¥
Arv. I know not—— Oh, Guftavus.!.

Guf. Speak..
A;i. m can’t forgive me,
Gxfl: Not forgive thee!.
Arv. No.
Look there.. .
And yet when I'refolv’d to kill thee,
I could have died---indeed I could---for thee
1. could have died, Guftavus?!
Guf. Oh, I know it. :
A gen’fous mind, theuglr fivay’d a-while by paffion,.
1s like the fteely vigour of the bow,
Still hold its native reétitude, and beods
But to recoil more forceful. Comc,,forgetit,

D3 * Baterr

[ Points to the-diggere
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Enter a Dalecarlian,
Dale. My Lord, as I now pals’d the mountain’s brow,;

I fpy’d fome men, whofe arm¢, and ftrange attire,

Givé caufe for circumf{pection. o
Guf. Danes, perhaps;

Hafte, intercept their paflage to the eamp. [ Exi# Dal.
Arv. Thofe are the Danes that witnefs to my thame.
Gu/. Perithth” opprobrious term ! not fo, Arvida ;

Myfelf will be the guardian of thy fame ;

Truft me, I will-—Our fiiends approach-—~Oh, clear,

While I attend them, clear that cloud, my brother,

That fits upon the morning of thy youth ;

It hangs too near the heart of thy Guftavus, [Exit-
Arv, Of thy Guftavus! Oh, wretch, wreteh, curfed
wretch !

What is this time apd place, and toys of circumftance ;-
‘That wind our actions, fo, as Heav’n’s own hand
What’s done may not unravel ?---Pardon may !
There’s the-Lethean fweet, the fnow of heav'n,

New blanching-o’er the Negro front of guilt,

That to the eye of mercy all appears

Fair as th’ unwritten page---yet felf-conviét,

‘Tho’ Heav’n’s free pow’r fhould pardon, where’s my: peace #
‘Thus, thus to be driven out from myy own breaft !

‘To have no fhed, no fhelt’ring nook at home:

To take refletion in ! How looks the wretch:

Whofe heart cries villain to- itfelf ¢ il not

Endure its battery—~-Somewhat muft be done

Of high import ere night, that I may fleep,

Or wnke for ever,

Enter Guftavus, foilowed éy the Dalecarlians, Anderfon;
Arnoldus, Sivard, Qfficers, &', -

1f# Dale. Let us all fee'him ¥

2d Dale. Yes, and hear him too,

3d Dale. Let us be fure ’tis he himfelf.

4th Dale. Our general.

§th Dale. And we will fight while weapons can be found,
6th Dale. Or hands to wield them.

9t Dale. Get on the baok, Guftavus,

4And. Do, oy Lord.

Gufe My countrymen lemmm -
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v/ Dale. Ho ! hear him.

2d Dale, Peace !

3d Dale, Peace !

4th Dale. Peace! .

Guf. Amazement I perceive hath fill'd your hearts,
And joy for that your loft Guftavus, *fcapd
‘Fhro’ wounds, imprifonments, and chains, and deaths,
Thus fudden, thus unlook’d for ftands before ye.

As one efcap’d from cruel hands I come,

From hearts that ne’er knew pity ; dark and vengeful 3

Who quaff the tears of orphans, bathe in blood,,

And know no mufic but the groans of Sweden.

Yet, not for that my fifter’s early innocence,

And mother’s age now grind beneath captivity =

Nor that one bloody, one remorfelefs hour

Swept my great fire, and kindred from my fide 3

For them éuﬂavm weeps not, though my eyes-

Were far lefs dear, for them I will not weep.

But, Oh, great parent, when I think on thee !’

Thy numberlefs, thy namelefs, fhameful infamies,

My widow’d country ! Sweden? when I think

Upon thy defolation, fpite of rage———

And vengeance that would choak. them—tears will flowt.
4nd. Oh, they are villains, ex’ry Dane of them,.

Practis’d to ftab and fmile; to ftab the babe

That fmiles upon them, :

Arn. What accurfed hours
Roll o’er thofe wretches, who to fiends like thefs
In their dear liberty, have barter’d more ‘
‘Than worlds will rate for ?

Guf. Oh, liberty, Heav’n’s choice ‘premgaxive r
"Frue bond of law,. thou focial foul of property,
‘Thou breath of reafon, life of life itfelf!

For thee the valiant bleed. Oh, facred liberty !

Wing’d from the fummer’s fnare, from flatt’ring ruis,

Like the bold ftork you feek the wint’ry fhore,

Leave courts, and pomps, and palacesto flaves, |

Cleave to the cold, and reft upon the ftorm. . b

Upborn by thee, my foul difdain’d the terms |

0? empire——offer'd at the hands of tyrants.

With thee, Ifought this fav’rite foil ; with thee,

Thefe fav’rite fons I fought ; thy fons, Oh, Liberty :F
or
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For ev’n amid the wilds of life you lead them,
Lift their low rafted cottage to the clouds,
Smile o’er their heaths, and from their mountain tops:
Beam glory to the nations.
A. Liberty ! Liberty!
Guff. Are ye not mark’d, ye men of Dalecatlia,
Are, ye not mark’d by all the circling world
As the great ftake, the latt effort for liberty ?
Say, is 1t not your.wealth, the thirit, the food,
‘The {cope and bright ambition of your fouls ?
Why elfe have you, and your renown’d forefathers,
From the proud fummit of their glitt’ring thrones, -
Caft down the mightieft of your lawful kings
That dar’d:the bold infringement ? What, but liberty,,
Through the fam’d courfe of thirteen hundred. years,.
Aloof hath held invafion from your hills,
And fanétify’d their thade ?— Ard will ye, will ye:
Shrink from the hopes of the expecting world ;.
Bid your high honours ftoop to toreign ipfult,,
And inone hour give up to infamy
‘The harveft of a thoufand years of glory ¥
1f# Dale. No.
2d Dale. Never, never.
3d Dale. Perifh all firft.
4th Dale, Die all!
Guf. Yes, die by piecemeal !’
Leave not a limb o’er which a Dane may tAumph:!"
Now from my foul I joy, I joy, my friends, .
To fee ye fear’d ; to {ce that ev’n your foes.
Do jyftice to your valours ! —There they be, -
The pow’rs of kingdoms, fumm’d in yonder hoft;.
Yet kept aloof, yet trembling to affail ye.
And, Oh, when I lock round and fee you here,
Of number fhort, but prevalent in virtue,
My.heart {wells high and burns.for the encounter..
‘True courage but from oppofition grows ;
And what are-fifty, whata thoufand flaves,
Match’d to the finew of a fingle arm
_That firikes for liberty ? That ftrikes to fave
His fields from fire, his infants from the fword;
His couch from luft, his daughters from pollutisa ;:
And:his large honowrs from eternal infamy 2. - ,
What
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What, doubt we then? Shall we, fhall we ftand here
*Till motives that might warm an ague’s froft,
And nerve the coward’s arm, fhall poorly ferve
To wake us to refiftance ?—Let uson!
Oh, yes, I read your lovely fierce impatience ;
You fhall not be withheld ; we will rufh on them—
This is indeed to triumph, where we hold
‘Three kingdoms in our toil ! Is it not glorious,
Thus to appal the bold, meet force with fury,
And pufh yon torrent back, ’till ev’ry wave
Flee to its fountain ? _
3d Dale. On, lead us on, Guftavus; one word more
Is but delay of conquetft. : o
Guf. Take your wifh.
He, who wants arms, may grapple with the foe,
-And fo be furnifh’d. You, moft noble Anderfon,
Divide our pow’rs, and with the fam’d Olaus
‘Take the left rout—You, Eri¢, greatin armst
With the renown’d Nederbi, hold the right,
And fkirt the foreftdown : then wheel at once,
Confels’d to view, and clofe upon the vale :
Myfelf, and my moft valiant coufin here,
Th’ invincible Arvida, gallant Sivasd,
Arnoldus, and thefe hundred hardy vet’rans,
Will pour directly on, and lead the onfet..
vy, joy, I fee.confefs'd from ev’ry eye,
our limbs tread vigorous, and your breafts beat high *
Thin though our ranks, though fcanty be our bands,
Bold are our hearts, and nerveus are our hands.
With us, truth, juftice, fame, and freedom clofe,
Each, fingly equal to an hoft of foes,
I feel, I feel them fill me out for fight,
They lift my limbs as feather’d Hermes’ light !
Or like the bird of glovy, tow’ring high, ]
Thunder within his grafp, and light’ning in his eye®

Exp of the Tuizp Acr.

ACT
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ACT IV.
SCENE Jefore the Camp.
-- Enter Criltiern, Trollio, and Attendants,

CRISTIERN, :
OUR obfervation’s juft, I fee it, Trollio ¢
Men are machines, with all their boafted freedomy,
Their movements turn upon fome fav’rire paffion; . -
Let art but find the latent foible out,
We touch the fpriivg, and wind them at our pleafure.
Trol. Let Heav'n fpy out for virtue, and then flarveit
But vice and frailty are the ftatefman’s quarry,
‘The objeéts of our fearch, and of our fcience,
Mark’d by our fmiles, and cherifh’d by our bounty 3
*Tis hence you lord it o’er your fervile fenates ;
How low the flaves will ftoop to gorge their lufts
‘When aptly baited : ev’n the tongues of patriotsy
(Thofe fons of clamour) oft relax the nerve
Within the warmth of favour,
Crift. How elfe fhould kings fubfift ? For what is pow’r,.
But the nice condu& of another’s weaknefs ?
That thing callld Virtue, is the bane of government,
A libel on the ftate, that afks fuppreffion 5
It has a hateful and unbending quality ;
It ferves no end, ftill reftive to the rein,
And to the fpur unfpeedy : they who boaft it
Are trajtors, rivals of their king, my Trollio ;
And, wanting other fubjels, greatly dare
To lord it o’er themfelves. Such is Guftavus,
If yet he be——
And fuch Arvida was; though now, I truft,
He i too far advanc’d in our defigns
To think of a retreat.
Trol. Impoflible ¢ A
Already has he leap’d the guilty. mound
That might appal his virtue ; for the world
He dare not now look back; where fhame purlues,
And cuts off all retreat.

Eunter-
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Enter Gentleman Ulber and Peterfon, ewbo Enecls.
Gent. My liege, Lord Peterfon. .
Crif?. Rife to our truft, moft worthy Peterfon ;
Rife to our friendfhip : by my head, I fwear,
Bur but our Trollio here, there’s not a Swede,
Who holds thy valued level in our heart !
For thou’rt unfhaken, though thy nation {werve ;
Faithful among the faithlefs,
Peter. WhatI am, :
Let this inform your majefty. [Gives a pacqucs,
Trol. A pacquet! '
Whence had you that, my friend-?
Peter. Even from the hauds
‘Of the once great Guttavus,
Criff, Then you have feen him. Tell me, tell me,.
. Peterfon,
What faid he? Eh! How look’d the mighty rebel ?
His means, his fcope, the pride of his prefumption,
Give me the whole ! :
Peter. Laft night, my gracious Lord, ,
While yet I held your meflenger in conference ;-
Arriv'd, who brought a letter from Guftavus,
Wherein, digefling many flagrant terms
Of mutinous import againit the ftate
Of your high dignity ; by morning light
He pray’d me to attend him ; boafting much
Of plenteous hopes, and means of boldeft enterprize.
Of this I gave you notice ; and ere dawn ]
Ser out for fiefh intelligence—I came ;
I faw him fhrunk, that glory of the riorth,
Soil'd with the vilenefs of a flave’s attire ;
Where in the depth and darknefs of the mines,
For fix long months he hath not feen the fun;
Colleagu’d with circling horrors; hourly toil
Hath been his watch, and penury his earning ;
But like the lion, newly broke from bonds,
‘Che mingling paffions from his eyes dart glory 3
Pride lifts his ftature, and his opening front
Still looks dominion.
Crif. Who were his adherents ? .
Perer. The traitor Anderfon, and a few friends,
To whom, ere I fet out, he ftood reveal’d.
And when I ftem’d to queftion on his pow’rs of
2
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©Of rival(hip, the props whereon he meant
“To lift contention to the prineely front
Of fuch high oppofition; he reply’d,
His powers were near your perfon, ‘
Criff. How! what’s here? [ Looks on the pacquet,
To Laurens, Aland, Haquin, and Roderic, )
Confufion ! Treafon’s in our camp! Who’s there 2
Gent. My liege !
Crift. Bear this to Norbi——Bid him fgize
: [Gives a fignet.
“The Swedith captains. ,
Trol. Might 1 but prefume—
Crift. 1 will not be controul’d—Dbid him feize all,
Soldiers and chiefs! By hell, there’s not a Swede,
But lurks an iaftrument to prompt rebellion,
.And plots upon my life! Look there, ’tis evident:
[Gives Trollio a letters
“They are all leagu'd, confed’rate with Guftavus, '
“Th’ abettors of his treafon.
rol. It thould feem fo :
And yet it fhould not—Tell me, Peterfon,
Art thou affur’d thy credit with Guftavus -
Will anfwer to a truft like this?—Ha ! Say.
Peter. Yes, well aflur’d: my zeal appear’d too warm
To give the leaft cold colour for fufpicion.
rol. 1 fear, my friend, I fear he has o’er-reach’d you,
Divide and conquer, is the fum of politics.
Beyond the dreaded circfe of his fword,
Guftavus triumphsin an ample genius ;
He walks at large, fees clear and wide around him;
"Calm in the fiorm and turbulence of a&ion ;
He ponders on the laft event of things,
And makes each caufe fubfervient to the confequence.
Criff. You over-rate his craft; they’re falfe, my Trol-
Falfe ev’ry Swede of them; I read their fouls. [lio,
Eauter Criftina and Mariana.
Criftina. 1 heard it was your royal pleafure, Sir,
1 fhould attend your highnefs.
Criff. Yes, Criflina, ‘
But bufinefs interferes. [ Exeunt Chriftina and Mar,
Enter an Qfficer.
Off. My fovereign liege!
‘Wide o’er the weftern fhelving of yon hilly-

. L)

We



GUSTAVUS VASA. 49

We think, tho’ indiftin&ly, we can fpy,-
Like men in motion muft’ring on the heath ;
And there is one who faith he can difcern
A few of martial gefture, and bright arms,
" Who this way bend their a&tion.
Crift. Friends, perhaps :
For foes it were too daring ——Hatfte thee, Trollio,
Detach a thoufand of our Danifh horfe,
‘To rule their motions. - We will out ourfelf,
And hold our pow’rs in readinefs. Lead on. [Exeunts:
Enter Criftina and Mariana, ]
Mar. Ha! did you mark, my Princefs, did you mark 2-
Should fome reverfe, fome wond’rous whirl of fate,
Once more return Guftavus to the battle, R
New nerve his arm, and wreathe his brow with conqueft,
Say, would you not repent that €’er you fav'd
‘Thisdreadful man, the foe of your great race,
Who pours impetuous in his country’s caufe,
To fpoil you of a kingdom ?
Criftina. No, my friend ;
Had I to death or bondage fold my fire,
Or had Guftavus on our native realms .
Made hoftile inroad, then, my Mariana,
Had I then fav’d him from the ftroke of juftice,
1 fhould not ceafe my fuit to Heav’n for pardon.
But if, tho’ in a foe, to rev’rence virtue,
Withftand oppreflion, refcueinjur’d innocence,
Step boldly in bet%vixt my fire and goilt,
And fave my king, my father from diflionour;
If this be fin, I have fhook hands with penitence.
Firft, perifh crowns, dominion, all the fhine
And tranfience of this world, ere guilt fhall ferve,
‘To buy the vain incumbrance.
Mar. Do not think
I meant, my Princefs, to arraign your. virtues,
Howe’er I {feem’d to queftion on the confequence,
Criftina, The confequence of virtue muft be good;
It muft. Tho’ it fhould prove my father’slot, -
In being refcu’d from one a&t of guilt, -
To lofe the whole of all his wide dominions,
He were a gainer. Blafted he that royalty,
Which mugder muft maké.: fure,.and crimes inglorious!
: : The
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The bulk of kingdoms, nay, the wor'd is light,

When guilt weighs oppofite. Oh, would (0 Heav'n,

The lofs of empire would reftore his innocence, .

‘Reftore the fortunes, and the precious lives

Or thoufands, fall’n the vi&tims of ambition !

Enter Laertes.

Ha, Laertes! ‘moft welcome—Well, and have you? Say,
Laer. O, royal maid ! [Laertes——
Cviffina. Thy looks are doubtful, Speak-——

Why artshou filent ? Does he live 2
Laer. He does: o

But death, ere night, muft fill’a long account, , .

The camp, the country’s in confufion ; war

And changes ride upon the hour that haftes

“Fo intercept my tongue I elfe could telt

Of virtues hitherto beyond my ken ; '

‘Courage, towhich the lion floops his creft,

Yet grafted upon qualities as foft '

Asa rock’d infant’s meeknefs ; fuch as tempts

Againft my faith, my country, and allegiance,

.So wifh thee fpeed, Guftavus.

Criftina. "Then you found him.
Laer, 1did; and warn’d him ; butin vain ; for death

‘To him appear’d more grateful than to find

His friend’s dithonour. [Laertes !
Criflina.-Give -me the manner—quick——{foft, good

Enter Criftiern, Trollio, Peterfon, Danes, c.

Criff. Damn’d, double traitor! Oh, curs’d, falfe Arvida!
Guard well the Swedifh pris’ners; bind them hard.
‘Stand to your arms. Bring forth the captives there. .

. Enter Augufta and Guftava guarded.

Trol. My liege———— )

Criffi. Away! D’ll hear no more of politics.
Fortune! we will not truft the changeling more,
But wear her girt upon our armed loins, -
Or pointed in our grafp.

. . Enter.ax Qfficcr.

Off. The foe’s at hand.

With gallant fhew your thoufand Danes rode forth,
But thall return no more. I mark’d the ation ;
Aband of defp’rate refolutes ruth’d on them, .

Scarce

1Y
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Scaree numb’ring to a tenth, and in mid way
They clos’d ; the fhock was dreadful, nor your Danes
Could bear the madding charge; a while they ftood,
Then fhrunk, and broke, and turn’d ; when, lo, behind,,
Faft wheeling from the right and left there pour'd,
‘Who intercepted their return, and, caught
Within the toil, they perifh’d. A
Criff, "Tis Guftavus !
No mortal elfe, not Ammon’s boafted fon,
Not Cazfar would have dar’d it. Tell me, fay,
What numbers in the whole may they amount to *
Off. About five thoufand,
Criff. And no more ?
Off. Nomore,
That yet a’:pear. o
Criff. We count fix times their fum.
Hafte, foldier, take a trumper; tell Guftavys,
We have of terms to offer, and would treat
Fouching his mother’s ranfom ; fay, her death,
Sufpended by our grace, but waits hisanfwer, [ £z Of..
Madam, it fhould well {uit with your authority 70 Aguf,
To check this frenzy in your fon. Looktoit,
. Or, by the faints, this hour’s your laft of life.
Auguf. Come, my Guftava; come, my litcle captive ;
‘We fhall be free ; our tyrant is grown kind ;
And for thefe chains that-bind thy pretty arms,
‘The golden cherubim fhall lend thee wings,
And thou fhalt mount amid the fmiling choir
Of little heav’nly fongfters, like thyfelf,
All rob’d in innocence.
Guflava. Will you go, mother ?
Auguf. So help me, mercy ! Yes, I'll go, my child;
And I will give thee to thy father’s tondnels,
And tothe arms of all thy royal race
In heav’n, who fit on thrones, with loves, and joys,
And pleafures {miling round. :
Cr 8, Isthis my anfwer?
Come forth, ye minifters of death, come forth,

Enter Ruffans, who feize Augufta and Guftava.

Pluck them afunder. We fhall prove you, lady.

*Tis my damn’d lot, thus ever to be crofs’d

With rank blewn pride, and infolence eternal, -
" E 2 Guflavar
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Guflava. Ch, mother, take me, take me from thefe
They fright e with their looks. [men!
Auguf. Alas, my child, I cannot take thee from them !
- Guflava. Oh, they will hurt me! Can’t you take me,
mother ? ‘
Auguf. They can’t, they cannot hurt you, my Guftava,
Fear not, my litrle one ; your name fhould be
A charm o’er cowardice ; for you are call’d
After your valiant brother. He’ll difown you;
He will not love you, if you fear, Guftava,
- Criflina. Ah, Icanholdno longer! Royal Sir,
Thus on my knees, and lower, lower ftill ——
Criff. My child! What mean you ?
Criflina. Oh, my gracious father !
- Kill, kilt me, rather; let me perifh firft ;-
But do not ftain the fan&ity of kings
With the fweet blood of helglefs innocence ;
Do not, my father; fpare thelittle orphans,
And let the lambs go free, |
- Auguf. Ha! who arr thou, ¢
‘Fhat look’ft fo like the ’habirants of heav’n?
Like mercy, fent upon the morning’s blufh,
‘To glad the heart, and cheer a gloomy world
Witk light till now unknown ¢
_ Crift. Away! they come.
T’Il hear ne more of your ill-tim’d petitions.
Criflina. Oh, yet, for pity !
. Criff. T will none on’t. Léave me.
Pity ! it is the infant fool of nature,
‘L'ear off her hold, and bear her to her tent,
[Excunt Critiina, Mdr. Laer. and Altendanss.
’ Enter an Qfficer. :
Off. My liege, Guftavus, tho’ with much relu&ance,
Confents to one hour’s truce. His foldiers reft
Upon their arms, and, follow’d by a few,
He comes to know your terms.
Crift. 1 fee; fall back.
Stand firm: Be ready, {laves, and, on the word,
Plunge deep your daggers in their bofoms. [Pointsto Aug,

Enter Guftavus, Arvida, Anderfon, Arnoldus, Sivard, &'c.

Hold! '
Guf. Ha! ’tis, it is my mother! Crifts
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Crifi. Tell me, Guftavus, tell me, why is this,
‘That, as a ftream diverted from the banks
Of fmooth obedience, thou haft drawn thofe men
Upon a dry unchannell’d enterprize,
1’0o turntheir inundation ? Are the lives
Of my mifguided people held fo light,
That thus thou’dit pufh them on the keen rebuke
Of guarded majefty ; where juftice waits,
All awful, and refiftlefs,. to affert
Th’ impervious rights, the fantitude of kings,
And blaft rebellion ?
Guf. Juftice, fan&itude,
And rights ! Oh, patience! Rights! What rights, thou
Yes, ifg perdition be the rule of power, {tyrane ?
If wrongs give right, Oh, then, fupreme in mifchief,
Thou wert the lord, the monarch of the world !
‘Too narrow for thy claim. But if thou think'ft
That crowns are vilely propertied, like coiu,
‘To be the means, the fpecialty of luft,
And fenfual attribution ; if thou think’ft
That empire is of titled birth or bloed ;
That nature, in the proud behalt of one,
Shall difenfranchife all her lordly race,
And bow her gen’ral iffue to the yoke
Of private domination ; then, thou proud one,
Here know me for thy king. Howe’er, be told,
Not claim hereditary, not the truft
Of frank election,
Not ev’n the high anointing hand of Heav'n,
Can authorife oppreflion, give a law
Forlawlefs power, wed faith to violation,
On reafon build mifrule, or juitly bind )
- Allegiance to injuftice. Tyranny
Abfulvesall faith ; and who invades our rights,
Howe’er his.own commence, can never be
But an ufurper. But for thee, for thee
There is no name. Thou haft abjur’d mankind,
Dath’d fafety from thy bleak, unfocial fide,
And wag’d wild war with univerfal nature, .
Crifl. Licentious traitor ! thou canft talk it largely,
Who made thee umpire of the righ:s of kings,
And pow’r, prime autribute ? As on thy tongue :
U E 3 The

53
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The poife of battle lay, and atms, of force,
To throw defiance in the front of duty.
Look round, unruly boy ! thy battlé comés
Like raw, disjointed muft'ring, feeble wrarh,
A war of waters, borne againfit the rock
Of our firm continent, to fume, and chafe,
And fhiver in the toil.
Guf. Miftaken wan !
1 come impower’d, and ftrengthen’d in thy weaknefs 3
For tho’ the ftruture of a tyrant’s throne
Rife on the necksof half the fuff’ring world,
Fear trembles in the cement ; prayers, and tears,
And fecret curfes fap its mould’ring bafe,
And fteal the pillars of allegiance ﬁrom it:
Then let a fingle arm but dare the fway,
Headlong it turns, and drives upon deftru&ion.
Trol. Profane, and alien to the love of Heav’n !
Artthéu ftill harden’d to the wrath divine,
That hangs o’er thy rebellion ? Know’ft thou not
Thou art at enmity with grace, caft out,
Made an anathena, a curfe enroll’d
Among the faithful, thou and thy adherents
Shorn from our holy church, and offer'd up,
As facred to-damnation ?
Guf. Yes, Iknow,
‘When fuch as thou, with facrilegious hand,
Seize on the apoftolic key of heav’n,
It then becomes a tool for crafty knaves’
‘To fhut out virtue, and unfold thofe gates,
‘That Heav’n itfelf had barr’d againft the lufts
Of avarice and ambition. Soft and fweet,
As looks of charity, or voice of lambs
That bleat upon the morning, are the words
Of chriftian mecknefs ! miffion all divine !
The law of love fole mandate. But your gall,
Ye Swedith prelacy, your gall hath turn’d
The werds of fweet, but indigefted peace,
To wrath and bitternefs. Ye hallow’d men,
In whom vice fanctifies, whofe precepts teach
Zeal without truth, religion without virtue ;
Who ne’er preach heav’n, but with a downward eye,
That turns your fouls to drofs ; who, fhouting, loofe
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The dogs of hell upon us. Thefts and rapes,
Sack’d towns, and midnight howlings thro’ the realm,
Receive your fantion, Oh, ’tis glorious mifchief !
‘When vice turns holy, puts religion op,
Aflumes the robe pontifical, the eye
Of faintly elevation, blefleth fin,
And.makes the feal of fweet offended Heav'n
A fign of blood, a label for decrees,
That hell would fhrink to own,
Crift. No more of this.
Guftavus, wouldft thou yet return to grace,
And hold thy motions in the fphere of duty,
Acceptance might be found.
Guf. Imperial fpoiler! :
Give me my father, give me back my kindred,
Give me the fathers of ten thoufand orphans,
Give me the fons in whom thy ruthlefs fword
Has left our widows childlefs. Mine they were,
Both mine, and ev’ry Swede’s, whofe patriot breaft
Bleeds in his country’s woundings. Oh, thou canft not !
Thou haft outfinn'd all reck’ning ! Give me then
My all that’s left, my gentle mother there,
And fpare yon little trembler.
Criff. Yes, on terms
Of compa& and fubmiffion.
Guf. Ha! with thee?
Compat with thee! and mean’ft thou for my country,
For Sweden ? No, fo hold my heart but firm,
Altho’ it wring for’t, tho® blood drop for tears,
And at the fight my ftraining eyes ftast forth—
They both fhall perifh firft.
Crift. Slaves, do your office.
€1x/. Hold yet——Thou canft not be fo damn’d? My
I dare not afk thy blefling. Where’s Arvida? [mother!
Where art thou ? Come, my friend, thou’it known temp-
And therefore beft canft pity, or fupport me.  [tation,
Arv. Alas! I fhall but ferve to weigh thee downward,
To pull thee from the dazzling, fightlefs height,
At which thy virtue foars. For, O, Guftavus |
My foul is dark, difconfolate and dark ;
Sick to the world, and hateful to myfelf.,
I have no country now ; I’ve nought but thee; And
n
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And thould yield up the inc’reft of mankind,
Where thine’s in quettion.

Augufia. See, wy fon relents,

Behold, O King ! yet fpare us but 2 moment ;
His little fifter fhall embrace his knees,

And thefe fond arms around his duteous neck,
Shall join to bend him to us. 3 i

Criff. Could I truft ye

Arv. Tll be your hoftage.

Criff. Granted.

Gyf. Hold, my friend e————

[ Here Arvida breaks from Guftavus, and paffés to Cri--
ftera’s party, while Augufta and Guftava go over to
Guftavus.

Augufla. 1s it then giv'n, yet giv'n me, ere I die,

To fee thy face, Guftavus ? Thus to gaze,

To touch, to fold thee thus ?——My fon, my fon !
And have Iliv’d to this ? It is enough.

All arm'd, and in thy country’s precious canfe
Terribly beauteous ; to behold thee thus !

‘Why, 'twas my only, hourly fuit to Heav’n,

And now ’tis granted. Oh, my glorious child !
Blefs’d were the throes I felt for thee, Guftavus ;
For from the breaft, from out your fwathing bands,
You ftepp’d the child of honour.

Guf. Oh, my mother !

Auguffa. Why ftands that water trembling in thy eye 2
Wihy heaves thy bofom ¢ Turn not thus away ;
*Tis the laft time that we muft meet, my child,
And I will have thee whole, Why, why, Guftavus,
Why is this form of heavinefs ? For me,

I truft, it is not meant; you cannot think
So poorly of me. 1 grow old, iy fon,
And to the utmoft period of mortality,

I ne’er fhould find a death’s hour like to this
Whereby to do thee honour.

‘Gxf. Roman patriots !

Ye, Decii, felf-devoted to your country,
You gave no mothers up ! W.ll annals yield
No precedent for this, no elder boatt,
Whereby to match my trial ?
Augufla, No, Guftavus;
1

For
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For Heav’n ftill fquares our trial to our ftrength,

And thine is of the foremoft. Noble youth'!

Ev’'n I, thy parent, with a confcious pride,

Have often bew'd to thy fuperior virtues.

Oh, there is but one bitternefs in death !

One only ftinge——

Guf. Speak, fpeak!
Auguft. ’Tis felt for thee.

Too well I know thy gentlenefs of foul,

Melting as babes ; ev’n now the preflure’s on thee,

And bends thy lovelinefs to earth. O, child !

The dear, but fad foretafie of thy affiiction

Already kills thy mother. But, behold,

Bchold thy valiant followers, who to thee,

And to the faith of thy protecting arm,

Have giv’n ten thoufand mothers, daughters too,

Who in thy virtue yer may learn tobear

Millions of free-born fons to blefs thy name,

And pray for their deliverer. Oh, farewel !

‘This, and but this, the very laft, adieu! -

Heav’n fit viGtorious on thy arm, my fon,

And give theeto thysmerits,

Criff. Ah, thou trait’refs !
- Guffava. O, brother ! an’t you ftronger than that man ?

Don’t let him take my mother,

Augufia. See, Guftavus ;
My little captive waits for one embrace.
* Guf. Cometo my arms, thou lamb-like facrifice ;

Oh, that they were of force to hold thee éver,

To let theeto my heart, there lock thee ¢lofe,

And circle thee with life! But ’twill not be.

Guflava. T'll ftay with you, my brother.
Guyf. Killing innocence !

"That I was born to fee this hour!

‘The pains of hell are on me! Take her, mother.
Gufiava. 1 will not part with you ; indeed I will not.
Guf. Take her—Diftrattion! Hafte, my deareft mother;

Oh !—elfe I fhall run mad —quite mad—and fave ye.
Arv. Hold, Madam—Hear me, thou moft dear Gufta-

Thus low I bend my pray’r;- rejeét me not ; [vus?! ~

If once, if ever thou didft love Arvida,

-Oh, leave me here to.anfwer to the wrath

Of-
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Of this fell tyrant ! Save thy honour’d mother,
And that fweet lamb from flaughter.
Guf. Cruel friendthip !
Griff. And, by my life, I’d take thee at thy word,
Thou doubly damn’d! but that I know ’twould pleale thee.
Augufta. No, gen’rous Prince ; thy blood (hall never be
The price of our dithonour. Come, my child;+ [thee,
Weep not, fiveet babe; there fhall no harm come nigh
Crift. *Tis well, proud dame ; you are return’d, I fee.
Each to his charge. Here break we off; Guftavus ;
For to the very teeth of thy rebellion
We dath defiance back.
Guf. Alas, my mother!
Grief choaks up utt’rance; elfe I have to fuy
‘What never tongue unfolded——Yet return,
Come back, and I will give up all to fave thee s
For on the cov’ring of thy facred head
My heart drops blood. “Thou fountain of my life {
Dearer than mercy is to kneelin, penitence,
My early bleffing, firft and lateft joy,
" Return, return, and fave thy loft Guftavus!
Criff, No more, thou trifler !
Augufla. Oh, farewel for ever!
- [£xeum Criftiern and bis party.  Guftavus and bis pars
ty remain.
Guff. Then fhe is gone——Arvida! Anderfon !
For ever gone—— Arnoldus, friends, where are ye ?
Help here! heave, heave this mountain from me—Oh !
Heav’n keep my fenfes ! ——So—We will to battle ;
But let no banners wave—Be {till, thou trump,
And ev’ry martial found that gives the war
To pomp or levity ; for vengeance now
Is clad with heavy arms, fedately ftern,
Refolv’d, butfilent as the flaughter’d heaps
O’er which my foul is brooding.
Arn. Oh, Guftavus ! .
Is there a Swede of us, whofe fword and fout
Grapples not to thee, as to all they hold
Of earthly eftimation ? Said I more,
It were but half my thought,
And. On thee we gaze,
As one unknown till this important hour ;
Pre-cminent of men !
Sl"‘l’.
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Siv, Accurs’d be be,
Who, in thy leading, will not fight, and firive,
And bleed, and gafi; with pleafure ! -
And, We are thine,
All, all, both we and ours ; whom thou thisday
Haft dearly purchas’d.
Arn. Tho’, to yield us up,
. Had fcarce been lefs than virtue,
" Guf. Oh, my friends !
¥ fee "tis not for man to boaft his ftrength
Before the trial comes. This very hour,
Had I a thoufand parents, all feem’d light,
When weigh’d againft my country ; and, but now,
One mother feem’d of weight to poize the world,
+ Tho’ confcious truth and reafon were againft her.
For, Oh, howe’er the partial paffions fway,
High Heav’n affigns but one unbiufs’d way 3
Dire&t thro’ ev’ry oppofition leads,
Where Thelves decline, and inany a fteep impedes.
Here hold we on, tho’ thwarting fiends alarm,
Here hold we on, tho’ devious {yrens charm ;
In Heav’n’s difpofing pow’r events unite,
XNor aught can happen wrong to him whe aéts aright.
[Exeunt.

\

_EnD of the FourTn AcT.

ACT V.
SCENE, the Royal Tent.
Enter Criftina and Mariana.

CrisTINA.
ARK, Mafiana! lift—No, all isfilent——
It was not fancy, fure—Didft thou hear aught ?
Mar, Tooplain, the voice of terror feiz’d my ear,
And my heart finks within me.
Crifiina. Oh, I fear :
The war is now at work !—As winds, methought,
J.ong borne thro® hollow vaults, the found approach®d;
Ooe
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One found, yet laden with a thoufand notes
Of fearful variation ; then it fwell’d
To diftant fhouts, now coming on the gale ;
Again, borne backward with a parting groan,
All funk to horrid ftillnefs.
Mar. Look, my Princefs ;
Ah, no! withhold thy eyes ! the place grows dark,
A fudder ¢loud of forrow ftains the day,
And throws its gloom around.

Enter four flaves as bearing the bodies of Augufta and Gufta-
va on a bier covered; four women, in chains, follow
wecping. .
Criftina. Whence are you, fay, you daughters of afflic-

‘Their {peech is in their tears—Avert, ye faints, [tion ?

Avert that thought !—Soft-—hold ye ! I’ve a tear

For ev’ry mourcer—Ah! [ Looks under the covering.
Mar. What mean you, Madam ?

Criflina. Refleftion, come not there---See it not, eyes!

How art thou fplit, thou blood of royalty !

Clofe at the palenefs of its parent-breaft

The babe lies flaughter’d, Tell me, whodid this ?

No, hold ye—Say not that my father did it;

For duty then turns rebel. Cruel father !

Oh, that fome villager, whofe early toil

Lifts the penurious morfel to his mouth,

Had claim’d my birth! Ambition had not then

Thus ftepp’d "twixt me and heav’n.

Mar. Go, bear it hence

Turn, turn, my royal miftrefs.
Crif}ina. Ah, Augufta!

Among thy foes thou’rt fall’n; thou’rt fall’nin virtue,

Exalt thyfelf, O Guile! for here the good -

Have none who may lament them. Sit we down ;

For I grow weary of the world; let Death

Within bis vaulty durance, darkand ftill,

Receive me too ; and where th’ afflited reft,

There fold me in for ever.

" Enter Laertes.
Laer. Arife, Criftina; fly, thou royal virgin!
‘This morn beheld thee miftrefs of the North,
Bright heirof Scandinavia ; and this hour
Has
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Has left thee not, throughout thy wide dominions,
Whereon to reft thy foor.
_ Criffina. Now, praife to Heav’n !
Say but my father lives———
Laer. At your command
I went; and, from a neighb’ring fummit, view'd
Where either hoft ftood adverfe, fternly wedg’d,
Reflefting on each other’s gloomy front
Fell hate and fix’d defiance.  When at once
‘The foe mov’d on, attendant to the fteps
Of their Guftavus—He, with mournfu! pace,
Came flow and filent ; till two haplefs Dancs
Prick’d forth, and on his helm difcharg’d their fury:
. Then rouz’d the lion—To my wond’ring fight
His ftature grew twofold ; beiore his eye
All force feem’d wither’d, and his horrid plume
Shook ‘wild difmay around ; as Heav’n’s dread bolt
He fhot; he pierc’d our legions ; in his ftrength
His fhouting tquadron gloried, rufhing on
‘Where’er he led the battle. Full five times,
Hemm’d by our mightier hoft, the foe feem’d loft,
And fwallow’d from my fight ; five times again
Like flame they iffued to the light ; and thrice
Thefe eyes beheld him ; they beheld Guftavus
Unhors’d, and by a hoft girt fingly in,
And thrice he broke through all.
Criftina. My blood runs chill,
Laer. Withfuch aftrenvous, fuch alabour'd confli&,
Sure never field was fought ! until Guftavus
Aloud cfy’d, Vi&tory ! and on hisfpear
Rear’d high th’ imperial diadem of Denmark.
‘Then flack’d the battle, then recoil’d our hoft §
His echo’d, vidtory ! and now would know
No bounds ; rout follow’d, and the face of fight——
She heeds me not.
Criftina. Oh, ill-flarr’d royalty !
My father! cruel, dear, unhappy father!
Sutnmon’d fo fudden! fearful, fearful thought!
Step in, {weet mercy ! for thy time was——Ha!

F ‘ Entey
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Enter Criftiern, flying, without bis belmet, in diforder,
his fword broken, and his garments bloody ; be throws
away bis_fword, and [praks.

Criff. Give usnew armsof proof ; frefh horfes, quick !
A watch without there—Set a ftandard up, '
‘To guideour fcatter’d powers—Hafte, my friends, hafte {
We muft begone——Oh, for fome cooling ftream,
To flake a monarch’s thirft!
Laer. A poft, my liege,
A fecond poft from Denmark fays——
Criff. AlVs loft.
Jsitnotfo? Begone! Perdition choak thee
Give me a moment’s folitude—Thought, thought,
Where wouldft thou lead ?
Criftina. He fees me not—Alas, alas, my father !
Oh, what a war there lives within his eye !
‘Where greatnefs ftruggles to fi urvive itfelf.
I tremble to approach him ; yet I fain
Would bring peace to him—Don’t you know me, Sir 2
My father! look upon me: look, my father!
Why ftrains your lip, and why that doubtful eye,
Thro’ fury meling o’er me ! Turn, ah, turn !
1 cannot bear its foftnefs How ! nay, then,
There is a falling dagger in that tear,
To kill thy child, to murder thy Criflina.
Criff. Then thou’rt Criftina.
Criftina. Yes.
Crift. My child?
Criffina. Lam,
Crifi. Curfe me, then, curfeme ! join with heav’n, and
And hell, to curfe ! [earth,
Criftina. Alas! on me, my father,
Thy curfes be on me ; but on thy head
Fall bleffings from that Heav’n which has this day
Preferv’d thy life in battle. ]
Crifft. Whathavel,
To do with Heav’n? Damnation! What am I?
All frail and tranfient as my laps’d dominions !
Ev'n now the folid earth prepares to flide
fFrom underneath me. Nature’s pow’r cries out,
Leave him, thou univerfe !—No—Hold me, Heav'n!
A Hold
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Hold me, thou heav’n whom I've forfaken—hold
Thy creature, tho’ accurs’d !

Criftina. Patience and peace .
Poflefs thy mind! Notall thy prideof empire
Eer gave fuch blefs’d fenfatiun, as one hour
Of penitence, tho’ painful—Let us hence—

Far from the blood and buftle of ambition.
Be it my tatk to watch thy rifing with,
To finooth thy brow, find comfort for thy cares,
And for thy will, obedience; ftill to cheer
The day with fmiles, and lay the nightly down
Beneath thy flumbers.
Criff. O thouall that’s left me!

Ev’n in the riot, in the rage of fight,
Thy guardian virtues watch’d around my head,
When elie no arm could aid—for thro’ my ranks,
My circling troops, the fell Guftavus rufh’d ;
Vengeance! He cry’d, and with one eager hand
Grip’d faft my diadem—his otherarm,
High rear’d the deathful fteel—fufpended yet;
For in his eye, and thro’ his varying face,
Confliting paffions fought—he look’d —=he ftood
In wrath reluant— Then, with gentler voice;
Criftina, thou haft conquer’d! Go, he cry’d,
I yield thee to her virtues.

Enter Trollio and Guards, fvords drawn.

Troll. Hafte, O King!

The foe hath hem’d us round ; O hafte to fave
Thyfelf and us! : .
Criff. ‘Thy {word. [Takes a fword fromone of the Guards.

. Troll. What means my—

Criff. Villain! L
Well thought, by hell ! Ha! Yes,—thou art our minifter,
The rev’rend monitor of vice—the foil, :
Binefuland rank with ev’ry principle,

Whence grow the crimes of Kings. Firft perifh thou !
[Stabs bim.

Who taught the throne of pow’r to fix on fear,

And raiie its fafety, from the public ruin ;

Fall thou into the gulph thyfelf haft fix’d

Between the Prince and people ;. cutting off

Communion from the ear of royalty,
‘ - Fa2 ) And
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And mercy from complaint—away, away,
Thy death, oid man, be on thy monarch’s head ;
On thine, the blocd of all thy countrymen,
Who fell beneath thy counfels. [Exeunt.
Trollio attempts torife and then fpeaks.
Troll. Thou bloody tyrant! late, too late I find,
Nor faith, nor gratitude, nor friendly truft,
No force of obligations can fubfift
Between the guilty—Oh, let none afpire
To bea King’s convenience! Has he virtues,
‘Thofe are his own ; his vices are his minifter’s.
Who dares to ftep "twixt envy and the throne,
Alike to feel the caprice of his Prince,
As public deteftation.—Ha ! I'm goin
But whither ? Noone near! to feel! to catch !
‘The world but foran inftant! for one ra
T'o guide my foul! Her way grows wond'rous dark,
And down, down, down ! [Dies.

Enter Guftavus, Anderfon, Arnoldus, Sivard, &', in #ri-
umph.  Gultavus advances, and the reff range themfelves
on each fide of the flage.

Gu/. Thatwe have conquer'd, firft we bend to heav’n !
nd. And next to thee!
All. To thee, to thee, Guftavus !
Ga/. No, matchlefs men; my brothersof the war !
Be it my greateft glory to have mix'd
My arms with yours, and to have fought for once
Like to a Dalecarlian ; like to you,
The fires of honour, of a new-born fame,
To be tranfmitted, from your great memorial,
‘To climes unknown, toage fucceeding age,
*Till time fhall verge upon eternity,
And patriots be no more—
Arn. Behold, my Louid,
The Danifh pris’ners, and the traitor Peterfon,
Attend their fate. i ;
" Guf. Send home the Danes with honour,
And let them better learn, from our example,
To treat whom next they conquer, with humanity.
And. But then for Peterfon!

. Guf
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Guf. His crimes are great:
A fingle death were a reward for treafon :
Let him flill languifh—Let him be exil’d.
No more to fee the land of liberty,
‘The hills of Sweden, nor the native fields -
Of known, endear’d idea.
. And. Royal Sir,
This is to pardon, te encourage villains ;.
And hourly to expofe that facred life,
Where all our fafety centers.
Guf. Fear them not.
The fence of virtue isa chief ’s beft caution ;
And the firm furety of my people’s hearts
Is all the guard that e’er fhall wait Guftavus.
1 am a foldier from my you:h ;. yet, Anderfon,.
Thefe wars, where man muft wound himfelfin man,
Have fomewhat fhocking in them : truft me, friend,
"Except in fuch a caufe as this day’s quarrel,
I wou’d not fhed a fingle wretch’s blood
For the world’s empire ! .
Arn. O-exalted Sweden ! : '
Blefs’d peaple! Heav'n! wherein have we deferv’d
A man like this to rule us ?

Enter Arvida /eading in Criftina.. He runs o Guftavus,

Guf. My Arvida !

Arv. My King! O hail!t Thus let me pay my ho-

mage. ( Knecls.

Guy/. Rife, rife, nor thame our friendfhip. [frailty.

Arw. See, Guflavus I Behold, nor longer wonder at my

Gu/. Befaithful, eyes! Ha.! Yes, it muft be fo,
>Tis the—For Heav’n would chufe no other form
‘Wherein-to treafure every meartal virtue,

Criftina. Renown'd Guttavus ! mightieft among men !
If fuch a wretch, the captive of thy arms,
Trembling and aw’d in thy {uperior prefence,
May find the grace that ev’ry other finds,

For thou art faid to be of wond’rous goodnefs!

Then hear,,and O excufe a toe’s prefumption!

While low, thus low you fee a {fuppliant child,

Now pleading for a father, for a dear,

Musgh lov’d; if cruel, yet unhappy father,
Fj 0, let
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O, lethim ’fcape ; who ne’er can wrong thee more !
It he with circling nations could not ftand
Againtt thee fingle ; fingly, what can he,
When thou art tenc’d with nations ?
Guf. Ha! that pofture!
O rifc—furpriz’d, my eye perceiv’d it not, .

* Criftina ! thou all form’d tor excellence !

I’ve much to fay, but that my tongue, my thoughts
Are troubled ; warr’d en by unufual paffions.
*Twashence thou had’ft it in thy power to afk,
’Ere I could offer—Come, my friend, affift,
Inttrué& me to be grateful, O Criftina !
1 fought for freedom, not for crowns, thou fair one,
‘They fhall fit brighter on that beauteous head,
Whofe eye might awe the monarchs of the earth,
And light the world to virtue—My Arvida !

Arv. O great and good, and glorious to the la ft !
T read thy foul, I fee the gen'rous confli&,
And come to fix, not trouble thy repofe.
Cou’d you but know with what an eager hafte
1 fprung to execute thy late commands ;
To fhield this lovely object of thy cares,
Aud give her thus, all beauteous to thy eyes !
For ’ve no blifs but thine, have loft the form
Of ev’ry with that’s foreign to thy happinefs.
But, O, my King! my conqu’rer! my Guftavus!
It grieves me much that thou muft (hortly mourn,
Ev’n on the day in which thy country’s freed.
That crowns thy arms with conqueft and Criftina,

*  Guf. Alas! your cheekis pale—You bleed, my bro-
Arv. 1 do indeed—to death. (ther!
Gu/. You have undone me :

Rafh, headftrong man! O was this well, Arvida ?

[ Turns from bsm,
Arv. Pardon, Guftavus! mine’s the common lot,

“*The fate of thoufands fall’n this dayin battle,

1 had refolv’d on life, to fee you blefs’d ;

To fee my King and his Criftina happy.

Turn, thou beloved, thou honour'd next to heav’n !

And to thy arms receive a penitent, '

Who never nore fhall wrong thee,

Gy,
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. Guf. O Arvida ! S
Friend! Friend! [Purns and embraces him,
Arv. Thy heart beats comforttome ! in this breaft,
Let thy Arvida, let thy friend furvive. -
O, ftrip hisence lov’d image of its frailties,
And ftrip it too of ev’ry fonder thought,
That may give theeafflition Do, Guftavus ;
Itis my laft requeft; for heav’n and thou
Art all the care and bufinefs—of Arvida. [Dies.
Guf. Friend! brother! fpeak—He’s gone—-and here
That’s left of him who was my life’s beft treafure. [is all
How art thou fall’n, thou greatly valiant man !
In ruin graceful, like the warrior {pear
Tho’ fhiver’d in the duft—fo fall Guftavug—
Butthou art {ped, haft reach’d the goal before me ;
And one light lapfe throughout thy courfe in virtue
Shews only thou wert man, ordain’d to ftrive,
But not attain perfeétion.— :
Doft thou too weep ? tranfcendent, lovelieft maid !
Pardon a heart o’ercharg’d with {welling grief,
That in thy prefence will not be exil’d,
Tho’ ev’ry joy dwells round thee.
Crif. O Guftavus! :
A bofom pure like thine muft foon regain
The heart-felt happinefs that dwells with virtue;
And heav’n on all exterior circumftance
Shall pour the balm of peace, thall pay thee back
‘The blifs of nations, b:eathing on thy head
/The {weets that live within the pray’rs of foes
Subdued unto thy merits —fare, farewel!
Guf. Thou fhalt not part, Criftina. A}
Criflina. O—1 muft—
Guf. No. thou art all that’s left to fweeten life,
And reconcile the wearied to the world.
Criffina. Itwill not be Idare nothear——
Guf. You muft. .
Iam thy fuppliantin my turn—but O
My fuit is more, much more than life or empire,
Than man can menit, or worlds give without thee.
Criftina. Now aid me, aid me, all ye chafter pow’rs
That guard a woman’s weaknefs ! —’tis refolv’d=—
Thy own example charms thy fuit to filence,

Nor
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Nor think alone to bear the palm of virtue,

Thou, who haft taught the world, when duty calls,
'To throw the bar of ev’ry wifh behind them.
Exalted in that thought, like thee I rife,

While ev’ry lefe’ning paflion finks beneath me,
Adieu, adieu, moft honour’d, firt of men,

Igo, I part, I fly, but to deferve thee.

Guf. Yet flay—a moment—tilLmy utt’ring heart
Pour forth in love, in wonder pour before thee..
Thou cruel excellence——Wou’dft thou too leave me
Not if the heart, the arms of thy Guftavus
Have force to hold thee.

Criftina. O delightful notes !

That I do love thee, yes, 'tis true, my Lord,
The bond of virtue, friend(hip’s facred tie,
‘The lover’s pains, and all the fifter’s fondnefs,
Mine has the flame of ev’ry love within it :
But I have a father, guilty if he be,

Yet is he old; if cruel, yeta father.
Abandon’d now by ev'ry fupple wretch
‘That fed his years with flattery, I am all
That’s left to calm, to foouth his troubled foul,
‘To penitence, to virtue ; and perhaps
Reftore the better empire o’er his mind,,
True feat of all dominion—Yet, Gutiavus,
Yet there are mightier reafons—O farewel !

Had 1 ne’er lov’d I might have tay’d with honour,
[Exits

Guftavus looks after Criftina, then txrns and looks on Arvida,
~—Ander{cn, Arnoldus, {5¢, advance.

And. Behold, my Lord, behold the fons of war,
Of triumph, turn’d to tears; while from that eye
All Sweden takes her fate ; and finiles around,

Or weepswith her Guftavus.
Arn. Wile thou not cheer them, fay, thou great de-
Siv. O General ! (hv’rer
_ 1f Dale. King !
2d Dale. Brother!
3d Dale. Father !

A, Friend ! . a
Gy



GUSTAVUS VASA, 69

Guf. Come, come, my brothers all, yes I will ftrive
To be the fum of every title to you ;
And you fhall be my Q{re, my friend reviv’d,
My fifter, mother, all that’s kind and dear,
For fo Guftavus holds ye——O I will
Of private paffions all my foul diveft,
And take my dearer country to my breaft.
‘To publick good transfer each fond defire, -
And clafp my Sweden with a lover’s fire.
Well pleas’d, the weight of all her burdens bear ;
Difpenfe all pleafure, but engrofaall care.
Still quick to find, to feel my people’s woes,
And wake that millions may enjoy repofec.

A Tragie
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A Traci1-CoMmIC
E PI L OG U E,

By Way of ENTERTAINMENT.
By Mr. OG L E.

Intended for Mr. Wright, Mrs, Giffard, and My, Clive,

Mr, WriGaT,
ELL, Ladies, to the court your plea fubmit,
Box, Upper-Region, Gallery, and Pit,
Our poet, trembling for bis firf} cflay,
Fear'd to difmifs you, tho’ you fav’d bis play,
Cry’d Nell (in pity for the ba/bful rogue)
$ Give’em a joke! a joke was once in vogue !
¢ Thus anthorsus’d, in lefs judicious times,
§ When merry cpilogues avere thought no crimes.
¢ Tnat (faid Criffina) wou’d bis ruin crown
¢ Notbing, but virtue, takes this virtwous tosvn.
¢ No! let bis epilogue be clean and chafie.
¢ This is the fenfe of ev’ry man of tafle! —="
High rofe the conflicl in our room of flate,
Where tragic Kings and Queens maintain debate;
When, lo! <we heard, *¢ your powers began to rife,”™
Whofe borrid cat-call is our avorff excife !
Our inmoft palace felt the loud diffention ;
Where each new tragedy’s a neww convention.
Whence we determin’d without further pother,.
Do give you, of the one, and of the other.

Mrs. GIFFaRD.
Ovur author on the brave and choffe relies;
He thinks, the wirtuwous are the only wife.
And, if bis mufe, avith woice exalted, fings,

OFf camps and courts, of miniflers and kings ,
Ter,
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Tet, be not, to the great, bis rules confin’d !

Hismoral is a leffon to mankind.

If wirtuc, beautcous ; wice, deform’d, be drazvs 3

Zou, that applaud bim, foundyour own applaufe.

Where vice, diftafte, where virtue, gives delight,

Alike, whojudge or paint, are juft and right,
Virtue, like vice, ¢fcapes the public eye,

In bumble life, yet blazes in the bigh.

Hence, tragedy, that oxwns no wulgar Hight,

Shines, with the King, in a mild phere of light,

Or wagrant, with the tyrant, firains torun,

A burning comet—not a cheering fun!

That worth is worth, beby Gufiavus known ;

More glorious in a mine, than on a throne !

And, for Criftina, might I hope a [mile,

Lefs great avas fbe in empire than exile!

Some worth it fbows, 10 aim at werthy praife.—
Then, wither not the plant that you may raife !
Crufb not bis youth ? No!---give bim age to fpread !
For we have heard you rumbling o’er his bead.
Fell a few flafbes, with portentous blaze,

To blaft th’ ambitious branches of bis bays;
Let, if foft forrows fiream’d from virtuouseyes,
If rofe, from gen'rous breafis, regaling Sighs :
Refrefb’d by the attack, the laurel flands,

Aud dares the loudeft thunder---of your bands.

~ Mrs. CLive.

Great the defign !---1 grant—the moral, good !
But, 'tis my weaknefs, I am flefb and blood.
What wirgin, bere, fo tender and fo kind,
19 0u’d not ber love, <with ber own bands, unbind?
Preliminaries fettle in the dark,
And, tho’ fbe loft ber father, fix ber fpark ?
Or, when fbe bade 1h’ attendant, ¢ Save bim! Fly »
Wou'd fbe not fend, abillet, by-the-by ?
Not article ? *Tis nonfenfe to fay, Not!
Had fbe no feel, no guefs, of what-is-whar ?

At ber expence, the great Guftavus fbines ;
My lovery be!-- Dd fend him to the mines.-<e-n
Arvidajalls !---Guflavus wails hisend !
And many a [poufe carcffes fuch a friend.

' well,
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- Well, let him avail bis death.; then, rife to life :
" Clafp the fond maid, too firict to be his avife !
He beld ber inbis camp ; might hold, alone
Compuifion fome bumanity bad fbown. .
Thy countrymen---will damn thee-<-thy third day=--
This isnot, fure, the true Hibernian way? -

But, 1 forgive bim. He's ayoung beginner !
Not quite a proftitute ! And yet, a finner !
Foravard, to pleafe ! Yet awikaard, to delight 1
He wants a kindly bandto guide him right ! ~
A novice yet-==Infiru& bim---He wvill mend---
Full many a widow wi/bes)[ucb a friend?

Ev'n marry'd dames may think a greater curfe

The flows performex, that growvs worfe-and-worfe !
This, with a blufb, I fay, bebind my fan---"
Cherifbthe boy, you'll raife bim to a man!

. Mr. WrigHT.

The caufe is heard. . Ve gentle, and ye brave,
Tis yousto damn him---Bat, you join to. fave--<
Then, hail Gufarwus, who bis country freed !
Yﬂ'a/bm of Rritainy praife, the glotious Swede!

0, bravely rais’d, and generoufly releas’d, ¢
From blood-frain’d tyrant, and perfidious pricf,
The flate and church expiring, at & breath !
Who beld a life of flav’ry worfe than death ! .
Reform'd religion ! re-effablifp’d lasn ! - ..
wa-sdnd, that you dare to praife bim, bail Nafan!--»
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