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TO THE !

RIGHT HONOURABLE

EARL OF BUT E.

My Lorbp,

S the performance I here offer to the public, under
A the fanttion of your name, bears no inmediate re-
Jatien to public affairs, this addrefs is more properly to
the private noblemun than to the minifter of flate. To
one, who in the former chaialer has diftinguithed him=
flf through the whole courfe of an unblameable life as
4 friend to all"the liberal arts, and whofe love of them has
arifen from his being able to tafte their genuine beauties,
and to difcern their rea} utility. - ‘The more ufeful have
been the employment of his ferious hours, the more or-
pamental the amuf¢ment of his leifure; and thofe who
cultivated either with any degree of fufficiency, have ever
found in him a patron as well as a judge. 1 wifh, for
the honour of my country, that this praife were not, al-
moft exclufively, his own.

But while I do this fcanty juftice to the man, I muft
sppear infenfible to the welfare of Britain, I had almoft
faid to the general interefts of humanity, if I omitted all
mention ofgctnhe minifter for fervices of gpother impor-
tance, and which have the happinefs of a whole people
for their aim. .

The beft and moft amiable of princes has ardently de-
fired that thislongand confuming tho’ fuccefsful war might
k¢ texminated by fuch a peace as fhould leave his domi-

. A pions
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nions fecure and—@reat and flourithing; and to render
this his paternal care of us effetual has been the firft ob-
je& of your Lordfhip’s miniftry. Yet in a government
conflituted as ours 18, where every memberof the com-
munity may freely difcover his fentiments, and where a
diverfity of interefts will fet the fame object in different,
perhaps in contrary, lights; an oppofition both to mi-
nifters and meafures may be the immediate confeqéence.
Indeed a diflike, real or pretended, of the former, has
ever, in the common courfe of things, produced oppo-
fition to the latter. But the good fenfe of the nation im
general, affifted by the moderation of fuch individuals as
think largely, and embrace in one comprehenfive view
the prefent and: future interefts of their country, muft
_gradually allay the heats that never fail to arife on fuch
occafions. And our pofterity will look back with admi-
ration and gratitude to the year feventeen hundred. and
fixty-two, as to the brighteft period of Britifh glory! In
the mean while, my Lord, the mens fibi confcia refti will
be your prefent reward; and to certain men, for th
appear among us but feldom, it is the nobleft and moft
valuable. To fuch men there is fomething beyond
wealth and titles and power, which no popularity can

ive, no temporary want of it can deftroy. Iam, my

ord, with the higheft regard, ‘ :

Your Lordfhip’s:
moft faithful
humble fervant,

D. MALLET.

'FRO-
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PROLOGUE

W AR is no more ; thofe thunders ceafe to roll,
That lately foook the globe from pole to pole 3

When Britain fought and trinmph’d o'cr ber fos
Wherewer avinds can -wa{: or avaters flow.
She, and fbe only could, bade difcord ccafe,
And, baving bumbled, gave the nations peace.
May its swoi/b’d influence thro® this favour’d ifte,
Ox every broaw, in every bofom, fmile !
"Yowas union made ber quen of land and main,
*Tis that alone ber triumphs can maintain ;
Improwe thofe bleffings, arts will now adorn,
Apd fend them fafe so Britons yet unborn.

Qb might no other fvife your bearts divide,
Than beav .a culprit-autbor. fbould be uyy'd !
Qurs, whem xo mean, nopartial interef? moves,
Would be the wiim of that peace he loves.”
Zet why this fear ? Good-nature is your boaft,
And who moff avant ity cver fecl it moff.
Abroad you knew to comquer and to fpare ;
And, as_your caufe, your condufl too was fair:
Tben what youe gave fa nobly to the foe,
At bome and to a friend you fure avill fheav.
. His fcenes to-night no feign’d adventure bring 3
JIf tears fball flow, from real ills they fpring.
What Lifbor trembling faw and truly mournd,
What ber firft mufe in ?ic Srains adorn’d,
What Paris next bedew’ d with copious tears,
Noww to the fons of Britain late appears.
Fo you, wherever truth and nature reign,
And terror fbakes, and pity melts the firain
Wherever thofe declare the gensine bard,
Your avarm applaufes are his fure reward :
Fhen awhile fuch judges firike our author’s wisap,
His fears are from bimfelf, and not from sou.

:As
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PRAMATIS PERSONZE.

M E N. :
" Drmy-Lanes.
Don Alonzo 1V, King of Portugal Mr. Garrick.’
Don Pedro, his fon, - Mr. Holland, -

Don Rodrigo, a Prince of the blood. Mr. Packer, -
Don dlvarex, a Grandee of Portugal Mr. Love.

Mendozo, Mr. Caftle.
Ramiresz, - - Mr, Ackmana

WOME N,

The Queen, - . Mrs. Pritchard,
Almeyda, her daugllxter, Mifs Bride,
Elvira, Maid of Honaur to the 0¢xeen, Mifs Younge,

An Ambaffador from the King of Cattile,
‘Courtiers, Guards, Attendants,
SCENE, the Patace of Alenzos

ELVIRA,
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4% Tbe lines diftinguifhed By inverted comas, ¢ thus,® are omitted in the
R.;rmi-, and thefe printed in lislics are the addistives of
catre,

the

ACT L
Enter Rodrigo and Alvarez,

A ArLvAREz.
YEALTH to your Highnefs !
- Rod. Brave Alvarez, welcome!

‘This long-expeéted, this aufpicious morn,
Will fee confirm’d the league of amity
Betwixt Caftile and Portugal. You time;
"' Your wifh’d arrival well, to be at once
‘The witnefs and partaker of our joz. ’

Alv. My abfence, and th’ unceafing cares of war
On Afric’s plains, againft her fwarthy fons,
Where, till Don Pedro, our brave prince, return’d,
The chief command was mine ; that tedious abfence
Has left meignorant, or ill-inform’d, ’
Of moft partrculars,

Rod. Then, know, my Lord,
Our prefent queen, the mother of Almeyda,
Brought with her from Caftile that blooming princefs,
‘The with of all beholders ! And, nodeubt,
You muft have often heard her lover’s voice
Moft lavith in the praifes of the fair-one
Whom he this day efpoufes, and in her
Whate’er is excellent ar lovely.



2 ELYIRA
Aly. Never, : »

Don Pedro, with that chafte referve and cautionr

‘Which would become the coldeft virgin’s fear,

Ev’n ona theme fo pleaﬁng ftill was filent,

Or only when alone indulg’d his rapture.
‘Rdd. Socotd aloverjand fo warin a hers,

Are contraries that feléom blend in youth.

Tis moft fuprifing! for, as we have beard,

His heat of valour is a rapid flame,

. Encreafing as it fpreads
Alw. And yet his prudence,
" Serenely cool, keeps meafure with his fire.
Had you, in this laft battle with the Moors,
JHad you bebeld the mutual poife of each,

As either was call’d forth by fair occafion,

Your praifes would be tranfport—But proceed.
Rod. Thefum qfall isthis., To-day he weds

The bright Caftilian princefs, and this hour

Her brother Ferdinand’s ambaffador

Has audience of our king — [Trampet founds.
Alv, That trampet fpeaks .

The happy moment come. ¢ May peace, my Lord,

¢ A long, a plorious peace, be the fairiffue !’ .o

. [Trampets found again,

€
) . . . -
Enter Alonzo, tle Queen, Elvira, and Courtiers,

Alon. The heavens, my Queen, look fmilingly upon
As pleas’d to fes thus folemnly fecur’d [us,
The league that joins your Ferdinand to me
In one true bond of love———Where is my fon 2
Not follow. us ! . .

Rod., His modeft fear avoids _

To be the hearer of his own' juft. praife. ,
Alon. Such fear, attendant on fuccefsful arms,.
Becomes the brave, and ‘moft of all in youth;
*Tis then the nobler conqueft. Gentle coufin,
The ties of blood have mude his glory yours;,
T know they have, Rodrigo. - You, Alvarez,
Were partuer of his day ; you nobly fought
And conquer’d with him.. Both of you muft fliare
The joy fincere that fwells a. father’s bofom,
Made young again and plooming in.a fon.
o : Entey



ELVIRA 4
Enter Ramirez. -
Ram. 'The ambaflador ef Spain, my Lord—eee
Alen, *Tis well.
Condué& him hither.
[ T4 King afcends bis throne, placing the Queen on bis lef?.
- The Ambaffador and bis train enter and range themfebveso
Awmb. Sir, my roysl matter,
Don Ferdinand, by his ambaffador,
Thus fpeaks the true fraternal he takes
In your full joy. He holds himfelf moft happy
That his lov'd parent fhares a throne with you,
And that his fifter, his Almeyda, weds :
So great a monarch’s heir, and who renews
The virtues of his race. Don Pedro’s fame
Spreads not o’er Portugal more welcome beams
Than o’er our friendly Spain: and you enjoy
The blifs fupreme that nobleft minds tafte deepeit,
A fon that loves the fire he emulates. ,
Yes, you have feen him, from his earliet youthy
Purfue the path your valour trod before
To conqueft and renown. Your arm, by him,
Has oft been felt in Afric, oft has thook
Her ftrongeft forts, her deepeft fquadrons pierc’d,
And now, ev'n now, of laurels fairly woa
A mighty harveft reap’d. Your interefts, Sir,
Are link’d with ours by borids of mutual fricadfhip
And whére allies are mutual in their love,
The happinefs is common. -Our Caftile,
Itfelf triumphant, triumphs too with- you. o
Alon. Your fovereign 1s the partaerof my heart,
His mother, now my queen, and who adorns
The feat fhe fills, has made our nations.one;
And that fame treaty which declar’d her rine,
Affures Don Pedro to her daughter’s arms,
Affures my kingdom’s fafety ; for thefe nuptials,
Tho’ by the guilt of intervening war
Too long delay’d, thall be accamplith’d now,
While to the holy temple Peace and Leifure,
His beft attendants, wait in Hymen's train. :
Go, bear this meflage to iny brotherback, o
That all Caflile may fhare the joy it givese - - .
~ [ Exeunt ali bnt Alanze, the Quees, adilgu.
N €3y
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Yes, Madam, your lo¥’d daughter foon fhall fee
‘This happy union fix her future fate,

Qu. 1 could have with’d the fame propitious morn
That join’d our hands, had feen compleated too-
*Their plighted vows; . :

Alon. It was fondeft aim.

But could a father’s love to fuch a fon
Deny what his impatieat courage urg’d,
Some fhort delay, fome refpite, till his arm,,
By deedsof noble daring, fhould have carn’d
The blefligg he afpir’d to,

¥. Yet, my Lorde—— .

. 1 plac’d myfelf the fword within kis land, |

And whetted his young fpirit. Fortune ofe
Companioss youth moft willingly, and leads
‘The neareft road to fame. I then forefaw
He wouyld be allthat I had been before.-
1 thenceforth ceas’d to conquer, but by him;
And, thanks t6 Heaven ! his altions have outgone
A parent’s warmeft hope.

Qu. T this my hears
Gives unreﬁrain’! affent.

Algx. ¢ The Moors you fee
¢ Reduc'd to The for mercy. Part, in chains,
¢ His conquering arm confefs, and grace his triumph ;
¢ The yeft, fubdu’d by his vi€torious name, -
¢ Lie trembling in the depth of ditant defarts,”

‘To him what glory ! what true joy to me !
1 now dare hope he may deferve to wed
‘The beauty he defires.*

Qu. Forgive me, Sir——— P
Have you no doubt, no forefight of refiftance,

Nay, of refufal, on the prince’s part?
For me, in fpite of all my partial hopes,
1 dread fpme bar, fome obftacle unknown,
Betwixt us and our wifhes. "

Alon. Whence can rife .

Sufpicions fo unlikely ?

Qu. 1 have.mark’d,
With all a motber’s watchfulnefs of fear,

His ftrange demeanour. Gloomy, loft in thought,,
e Iced hus bride, agif he faw hernote = .

1

- No

<
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No beam of kindnefsbrightens in his eye,
No word of tendernefs melts from his lip,
As if nor bloom, nor grace, nor geatle fpirit,
Grew with her opening years, ‘

Alon. Th’ alarmis vain. ° .
Grant fome indulgence to the pride of youth,
An early hero’s ardor, with the blaze
Of his firft conqueit dazzled and engag’d.

A fofter paffion, doubt it not, will foon
Difpel that gaudy dream, and leave his breat
All open fo the better blifs that waits him.

Qu. And yer my bufy fears ftill whifper to me,

Why was he abfent this diftinguifth’d day ?

‘Why with his prefence deign’d he not to

My Ferdinand, your brother and ally,

Here in the perfon of his minifter ?

Should he refift, my Lord

Alon. Refift! Juft Heaven! :

1 fhudder at the thought. 1n fuch refiftance,
Y'he rebel would at onceefface the fon. -

¢ Ha! fhould he pufh his pride to that extreme,
4 More guilty as the more with glory bright,

¢ He then fhould find that conqueft and renown,
4 That even the bonds of nature, cannot free *
4 A {ubje@ from the laws; thatallare light

¢ As the blown bubble, weigh’d with a king’s honour,

¢ Qu. Sir, I would yet advife——
¢ Alon, No; a firft fubjet,
¢ From whofe example each defcending rank
4 Should learn obedience, is himfelf maft bound,
¢ In himrefiftance would be deepett treafon.’
It cannot be, my Queen ; turn we our thoughts
From fuch forebodings of imagin’d guilt.
1 will, this coming moment, to the princefs
Difclofe what I have fix’d. That done, the prince
Shall know ty laft refolve.  ~ -
Qu.-Ah! in what words,
How will a father fpeak it ? , o
Alon. As his king. :

[Exite

Ra. Elvira—you have heard 'your queen’s complaints,

Have heard too what Alonzo, fix’d as fate,
And refolutely juft, has now determin’d,

The
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‘The fatal fecret that alarms us both,

I think, is in your keeping. 4
Elv, Heaven! in mine! . )
Ru. In yours, Whene'er the prince vouchfafes a vifig

‘To my poor court, his eyes are ever turn’d, '

Are ever fix'd on you———What fhould that mean?

Elvy, Your words amaze me !——

Qu. Are Almexda’s charms,

Whatever Nature’s kindeft hand can lavith

On favour’d-youth, to juftify at full

A mother’s fondnefs—tell me, are thofe charms

Hid but from him, while all beholders elfe

Divide with mine the tranfports they confefs ?

They feein her combin’d each brighter grace

Of look and air, fee virtue’s faireft ftamp

Ubpon her brow imprefs’d, and overall

And all exalting, modeft ignorance

Of her own worth. And have I yet to fear

For fuch a daughter coldnefs or difdain ? - o
Elkv. How can you deem the prince fo ftern of nature,

‘That beauty has no power upon his heart ?

No, Madam, he has felt it, and admires

Its awful influence in Almeyda’s eyes.

Qu. You know it then ?

Eiv. It is not mine to read .
The fecret of his bofom ; but he oft, .
With me, confefling her fuperior charms,

And that true virtue, lovely as unfeign’d,

‘The beam that lights thofe beauties into blaze, ,

Has oft proclaim’d her-all your fondnefs thinks,

Qu. Andfought out you, andonly you, to pour
His amorous rapture in your willing ear ?

Indeed !—Elvira—tremble !—You but pull

Deftruétion on your head—yes, fure deftruétien,

By daring to.deceive me. No, nother,

When you are by, his theme is not\dlmeyda,

Of you he talks, '

Elv. Of me! ' .

. Qu, Of you alone! ' ot

You either dare to lave——or, calm my fears,

And point me to the bofom I fhould.pieice ;

For here=1I here difclofe my ininoft foul —= - )
: : 3 She,
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She, the rafh fair one, who fhould lift her eyes
To that forbidden height; ¢ fhould wound my breaft,
¢ A parent’s breaft, in its moft tender fenfe,
¢ She, the devoted vi&tim of my rage,’
The wretch, the vain prefumer, then fhould feel
How fara motherand a queen can punifh !
Elv. Ye faints and angels |—Madam, let calm reafon—e
Qu. My daughter is to me health, rlafure, fame!
My fum of good orill is wrapt in her!
Mine her affront, her rival too is mine!
And to revenge her, earth and heaven in vain
Would bar my way. 1am on fire to know :
Where I fhould ftrike. Then—mark me—find her out,
This guilty head——or yuin hangs o’er thine ! [Exit.
Elv, What have L heard! If my ftun’d ear may credit
Her direful threats, the tempeft is at hand
That muft o’erwhelm us both ! And yet how firm,
Amid thefe horrors, would my heart be found,
If-only I ftood obvious to the bolt !
If all my fears were for myfelf alone !
Enter Don Pedra and Ramirez.
Don Ped. Elvira! my foul's happinefs —m——
Elv. Ah!. Prince! :
I have to tell—O heaven !—But look that none,
No eye may here furprize us,
Don Ped. You, Ramirez,
Will watch without.- Now, in the name of love,
What mean thefe ftreaming eyes ? this face o’ercaft
With dark defpair ? Speak, fave me from my fears.
Sufpence is torture !
Elv, And difcovery, death !
My Lord! my hufband ! now the hour is come,
The fatal moment -my fad thought prefag’d !
Even at the facred altar, when ourhearts
Were wedded with our hands; even then I fear’d jt—
0, were the threaten’d ruin all my own ! ’
Don Ped. Our fate is one ; our happinefs or woe
Infeparably link’d=———But whence, my love,
This deep alarm ? ' LA
Elv, Your marriage with the Princefs— )
O thence it fprings! ~ Alonzo too has nam’d A
Th’ appreaching hour to telé you, it is fix’d ! - ot
: T Yet
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Yet more, th’ offended Queen fufpedts our loves !
Had you beheld the rage to which her foul
Abandons all its faculties ! And now,

Made furious by defpair, to what a heigtht

Will jealoufy tranfport her, when its eye,

In this fufpeted miftrefs, finds a wife!

Don Ped, Yet calm thy fears. Since on Don Pedro’s
Depends the facred charge of faving thee, [faith -
His fum of blifs ! what anger, whofe revenge - :
Should wake fuch tempeft in Elvira’s bofom ?

Elv. Prince, judge more nobly of me. This alarm
Ysall for him, whofe every painis mine.
My -dangers touch me, but as your diftrefs ;
As they muft wound——for Oh, too fure they will!
Thy generous breaft. And it will witnefs for me,
‘The {plendor of a crown, that worfhip’d fun
Of vulgar eyes, could never dazzle mine :
For when I dar'd, in giving you my hand,
To violate the law, the rigid law, .
‘Thatmakes a marriage, fuch as mine, rebellion ; .
1 came the willing victim of your love,
Refign’d, devoted to whatever fate
Heaven may referve for either!

Don Ped. Yes, Elvira,
Thy generous virtue was the charm fupreme
‘That made me firft, and binds me thine for ever !

Elv. Nor do I now repent me. No, my Lord ;
Even on the {caffold, at the lifted ax
My heart could fmile ; remembering it had once,
By being yours, brought happinefs to both. o

Don Ped. The fame bright flame, which angels might
Infpires thy lover’s breat—for fuch I am, (avow, -
Such will todeath be found. The name of wife,
While it refines this paffion, makes it duty :
Andif I needs muft tremble for thy days,

All other names, however holy deém’d,
Son, fubje&, father, king, are light as air,
‘When in the balance laid to counterpoife
T Jofe, ftill more facred, that connubial love
Has rais’d, has fan&ify’d—— :

Elv. My foul fhrinks back
With horror from thefe tranfports, O remember,

hen
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When Hymen's fecret rite firft join’d our hand,
Remember what my tendernefs exacted,
And what your vows affur’d me—ftill to hold:
Elvira dear; but ftill, as death, tothun
The crime of civil war ! and © what doom,
What fate foever heaven may have in feore
For her you honour’d, never to forget,
Your father is your fovereign !
Don Ped. By the Power,
Whofe primal law has made our being one I
No promifes thall flay a hufband’s arm
From fheltering thee. There is on earth no claim,
No tie of duty ftrong enough to hold
My fierce impatience. ¢ Thou to me-artall,
¢ Faith, virtue, bonour : or thefe fhadowy names
¢ All vanifh at the brightnefs of thine eye !
¢ Elv. My Lord, I muft not hear you———=
¢ Don Ped. Then—retire -
¢ Fly, if it muft be, this tumultuous court,
¢ This fcene of florm and danger. To the fhade;
¢ To that fweet folitude where firt our loves
¢ Were ratify’d and bleft, where calm content'
¢ And true repofe have fix’d their foft abode,
& Return, Elvira: fafety there awaits thee.
¢ Elv. O dear remember’d fecenc! O hours of peace’
¢ That are no more! Beneath its penfive pines,
¢ And by the murmurs of its mazy ftream
¢ That breath’d out frefhnefs on our fecret walk,
¢ The morn arofe, the peaceful evening clog’d
¢ On our united hearts! All fear was far,
¢ All jealoufy of courts; for Love himfelf
¢ Stood guardian of the fhade !
¢ Don Ped. No more, no more :
¢ Thefe thoughts but foothe, but foften both to weaknefs.”
For me no colour of delay remains.
I know Alonzo well; his eye fevere,.
His breaft inflexible: and I this hour
Muft meet their utmoft terror. Then the Queene——
Should her unfleeping jealoufy at laft
Surprize the dangerous fecret of our loves,
The King, moft fure; to her infulted pride,
And to the voice of juftice, would give up- -
B2 El¥i-
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Elvira’s head— O fly, and guard my foul -
From this diftralting fear !
Elv, It muft not be. ,
For me to fly at prefent would be fatal :
At once difclofing what with all our care .
We fhould conceal. ’Tis fafer to remain
"Ta guide our fteps with prudence, and our breafts
With firmnefs arm, From this alarming hour,
We meet no more——and is it I, O heaven !
‘Who give the hard advice? no more exchange
A look, a fmile, where other eyes are prefent ;
For all around are hoftile !
Don Ped. Be it fo.

1 go refolved——But, O my foul’s beft treafure !
O’er every motion, every look and word,

Let clofe-ey’d Caution watch,

Elv, Alas, my Lord!

All that a woman’s feeble reafon can,
~Elvira will attempt.  Ye pitying powers, -

Who fee with what reluQance from his fight

1 turn my parting fteps; around his head

Spread your protecting wings ! for Oh! who koows *

What can affure us, but we both receive,
And both an everlafting farewel give !

Exnp of-the First Aer.

ACT IL
Enter Alonzo and Almeyda,

AlvoNzo.
O more, Almeyda.
Aim. Then I hop’din vain -
‘To touch a king, in whom my heart reveres
A fecond father? Yet, a while delay
This promis’d union of your fon and me,
Till he himfelf with fond impatience chides

™
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The tardy hours, and prefles to be mine.
It moft becomes us both.

Alon, 1t fuits at leaft
The confcious pride that dignifies your fex,
More nicely tram’d, more delicately coy,
Than grofier man, fuch chaftereferve, that fpreads
New brightnefs o’er your charms, exalts them too..
€omplaint, on fueh a theme, would ill befeem
Avirgin’s mouth. Iknow it: and the lefs
You urge my promife, a king’s honour given,
Exadls, with firiQer care, its full performance..
My orders are already fent.

Aim. Q Sir, :
If my true cares, by all a daughter’s duty
To merit your efteem, can Kave infpir’d
Alonzo’s leaft regard ; and.if amidft
A kingdom’s high concerns, you deign a-thought
On what may ftain Almeyda’s life-with fhame,.
Or make it bright and happy! yet recall
Fhofe orders : yet fufpend—

Alon. Your words amaze me !" -
1in my turn, am left o equal doubt ;-
Nor know I what this flrange relu®ance means..
My fon! Don Pedro!——is he to your thoughts:
An objet of fach horror! ¢ Why this dread.
¢ Of calling me your father ” Muft I think.
Contempt of him — :

Alm, Contempt ? Alas, my Lord,
Could he deferve it, did my.reafon judge him

Lefs worthy of the blood from whence he fprings.;;

Ithen—O Sir!—I then might wait his pleafure,.
With lefs emotion trembling at this hearr,
Toyou I dare difclofe its inmoft weaknefs,

THo” fhame-arifes blufhing to forbid me—
Then know—becaufe I love—I dread his anfwer !
Yes, from the moment I beheld him firff;.

A fudden foftnefs, to myfelf unknown,

Sprung in my bofom; charm’d at once and pain’d me

With all the mingled war of love and doubt ;
And gave me foon——alas! too foon to know,,
Almeyda’s future fate was in his power!"
And——if 1 mifs'd his heBart--—»

‘3.
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Alon, Proceed, fair princefs. :
The blufhthat reddens there is virtue’s colour :
Her chafte hand {preadsit. But proceed unmov’d :
And be affur’d a parent’s kindeft ear
Is open to your tale. -
Aim. 1 need not fay
How, with his rifing fame, my paffion grew,
>Twas glory fedit: and each added conqueft, -
Like heaven’s kind dew upon th’ unfelding rofe,
Nurs'd the new bloflom into ftrength and beauty.
But, more unhappy as more fondly his,
‘The cold that hangs o his conftrain’d addrefs
Is winter here, and withers all my hopes!
Hence grows, my Lord, the backwardnefs you blame :
Permit it to my fex, till ripening time :
Shall warm his bofom into mutual foftnefs.
Alon. Daughter !—for that dear name is juftly due.
To fuch exalted opennefs of heart,
True honout’s fair companion——truft to me-
Rely on all a father’s love. I feel,
Yes, feel already every foft emotion
‘Thefe tender names convey. Let not a dream,
A diftant doubt of ills impoffible
Alarm that gentle bofom. No, Almeyda!
When you {hall learn, as inftantly you may,
Not his obedience only, but his love,
Your fears will fly before them.
Enter-Ramirez,
Ram. Sir, the Prince
Attends your pleafue,
Alm. Ah! I muft be gone :
But if my tears have influence—=e
Aion. Go, my daughter,
And on my love repofe your every care [Exit Alm,
‘ : Enter Don Pedro. '
Alon, [Sits.] My fubjeds, Prince, the triumphs of your-
Have oft beheld, ‘oft hail’d with loud applaufe ; [ fword.
Alonzo too has{elta parent’s thare .
Of joy in theirs. The time is come at laft
For other feftivals, the gentler triumphs
That wait on love and hymeneal rites.
Thefe are the honours that can belk reward
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The warrior’s glorious toils+ and much it moves
My wonder, Prince, that I, who ought to find
In.your impatience all a lover’s ardor,
Muft here advife, nay mufl-impole, obedience !
Don Ped. Sir, from a father’s kindae(s I had hop’d
Commands lefs rigid, lefs feverely urg’d :
And that his love would in ny filence read,
What filial reverence ftifles on my tongue,
Ah, Sir! recall this harfh command.
Alos. Recall it!
By heaven, this rude demeanour, fhould I give
The rein to my juft wrath, might coft thee deatmeme
Nor think thy blindnefs to Almeyda’s worth,
This favagenefs of foul by love unfoften’d,
Thy fole offence.
Don Ped. Alas! what elfe can ftip
My fovereign’s anger ? .
Abn, A Kings word is paft !
Alonzo’s word and oath ! the league too feal’d
And ratify’d, on this exprefs condition !
Don Ped. And yet, Don Pedro’s heartem——
Alen. Ha! canft thop dream,
The nuptials of a prince, thofe general ties
On which depend the peace and blifs of millions,.
Are bound with flowery bands which fancy twifls
With idle fingers ? twifts for thofe alone,
Th’ inferior herd, who live but for themfelves ?
Far other maxims guide the royal.choice,
More noble, more exalted. ¢ Not enflav’d:
¢ By vulgar forms,’ the common good decides
A prince’s fate : and, where hie people’s welfare:
Direéts his judgment, there he gives his hand. .
Don Ped. Then—in the.deareft intereft of our heart, |,
Its trueft blifs orits fevereft woe, .
The heart itfelf has no election left ! -
‘Fhis would be binding hard, nay rivetting,
Thofe artificial chains, which craft of ftate
Firft forg’d, and vapity flill deigns te wear;
Yet nacure has her claims, her elder rights,
More holy, more inyiolably binding.
Ae thefe extinguifh’d.only to the wretch,, Wn
‘ . L - . . . ‘
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Who neareft to a throne, is mofta flave ¥
The loweft flave—

Alon, What mean’ft thou ? Whither tends
This raving talk ?

Dsn Ped. Yes, here the cottage-hind,
Burnt by the beam or fhivering in the fhade,
Smotéby the fere viciflitude thro’ life
Of cold, heat, hunger, is a king to him.

He, with his heart, can freely give his hand :
€an chufe—Ah, Sit, you tremble with your anger—
But, at your knees, behold a fon with pity !
. O with a father’s gracious ear receive
What now he muft unfold:!
Alon. Thou fhalt be heard.
"That juftice bids; by whofe eternal rule
Allkings fhould reign. Arife.

Don Ped, When firft the mother
Of Ferdinand became your queen, alas!

You deign’d not, Sir, to read my heart, or-know
“The fprings that move it ; but engag’d your faith,.
And promis’d me at once to his fair fifter.. . .

Alon. True: and that promife is inviolable.
What would a king be, where the reverend awe:
That makes his perfon facred, fhould mankind
Not dare to reft their faith upon his honour #

Atk thy own bofom.
Don Ped. O! 1 well believe,
‘The youth, the beauty of that charming maid:
Left you no doubt of their full influence :
On my touch’d heart :. you-could not then forefee:
The bar invincible it ftill oppofes——
I fpeak it with regret———to this wifh’d union..
Aion. [ Rifing.} Am Iawake 2 '
Don Ped. 1 feel, feverely feel,
Fair as the is, the never can be mine:
Tho’ beauty form'd her in-the trueft mold,
Tho’ love has added to her blooming. youth
Each winning grace, each airof {fweet attraltion ;:
By all unmov’d, how can 1 bear the thought
Of wedding her my heart can mever own ?
0! if my foul is precious.in your fight,
1§ vistuous deeds, infpired by your example,.

Have



ELVIRA, ax

Have made me not unworthy to be cajl'd
The fon of him who moft adorns a throne 3
To nature’s nobler law let thofe of ftate
For once give place ! and fave a breaking heart,
That cannot to itfelf be falfe or bafe,
My fire and fovereign ! fave it from the crime
Of difobedience ! :
Alon. ‘Thou haft faid : and il
A parent’s fondnefs here is ftrongly pleading
The caufe of mercy for thee. Yet, be warn’d ;
That parent is thy king ! and all his love
Will plead in vain againft the voice of duty.
¢ The fandlity of thrones fhould be preferv’d,
¢ Like that of altars, pure; the faith of lu;ueo,
¢ Inviolate, as Heaven’s'own law fupreme.’ .
And wouldft thou, by the breach of ties Kike ouss,
Wouldft thou afterd to Ferdinand pretence.
For kindling up, as then he fairly might,
The flames of wafteful war,
And leave to us the deep, the long remorfe
Of fhedding in a caufe unjuft and bafe
The blood of thoufands ? - )
Don Ped. Can Alenzo fear, '
Tolight a fire of ftubble, which his npd
Extinguifhes at once ?  The laurel in our reach,
Why paufe to make it ours ? No: rather urge,
Invite a foe, your power is fure to crufh ;
And from the wifh’d occafion, add Caflile
To thofe late conquefts that renown your arms. .
Let neighbouring nations feel, with dread and reverence,
Th’ afcendant of your genius: while your fon,
In fuch a fhining path, fhall ¢ount it glory
With his laft blood to feal a father’s fame ! :
Alon. This language, Prince, perhaps may well become
A hero’s mouth, whofe bufinefs is deftru&ion :
But I muft a& a nobler part—a king’s.! .
The father, the preferver of his people !
We war for them alone, to make them f{afer
And happier by our triumphs. Other wars,
Of mad ambition or of blind revenge,
But thame the prince, and curfe the land he rules..-
Atid may the Nimrods of each blood-ftain’d age,

’ ox-
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Th’ exterminating démons of mankind, _
Reap horror for their portion! Are we rais’d
Alone to conquer?* Are mankind but made,
- That we,.as luft or fury drives our will,
Should traftic with their blood ? We are the guardians
Of free-born men, not lords of flavith herds. ’
Upon their blifs is built our trueft fame :
And when we deviate from that glorious end,
We are not kings, but robbers, but affaffins.
Keep theft fair maxims ever in your eye ;
And when my death fhall make this fceptre yours,
Remember and fulfil them. Now, Don Pedro,
My fubjet now, fubmiffion is thy part.
Accquit my promife, make Almeyda thine ;
For thus, and in one word, thy king commands it.
Don Ped. O hear me, and reeall the ftern command——e
Ah, then—in one word too~for what I am
" Permits no more—1 cabnot. '
Alon. Ha'! '
. Enter the Queen and Elvira,
This rebel N

Refifts me to my face, ¢ and thews unveil’d
¢ That unfubmitting pride, which my fond love
¢ Durft not forefee. By this determin’d infule = " '
¢ To your Cattile,” he covers me and you,
And your Almeyda, with one common fhame:
And doubt I ftill to punifh him >—But, tell me,
Say, is there not fome partner of his crime,
- Some dark accomplice, whofe pernicious counfob
‘Thus hardens him in guilt? ‘
Qu. You fee her there,
Th’ accomplice you would find ¥
Hlon. . Elvira!
Elv. Me! ;
Qa. Drawn from his duty by her feeble charme;,
Aided, no doubt, with all th’ enfnaring fkill
Of female arts, to this degenerate paffion
He poorly offers up Alineyda’s worth,
And feeds a fubject’s vanity by boatting,
How rich a victim bleeds before her fhrine !:
dbon. Amazement § Can it be ¢

R



ELVIRA, 25

9x. Itis not now
I &irtt difcover’d whence his coldnefs grows.,

Day after day have I beheld his eye
Of love and foftnefs ever hung on hers :

Nay, when alone, when I the dreadful truth

Try'd to explore, the flarting tear, that flole

Down her flufli’d cheek, difcover’d all I fear'd.

Even now—1I {carce had reach’d my own apartment—r
They met i fecret ; and infecret long

Courerfing, parted, each with ftreaming eyes.

And fee, my Lord, read on their guilty cheeks
Diforder and alarm ! o

Elvy, 1am accus’d—

But "tis in vain—Sufpicions are not proofs—
Th’ imputed crime—

Den Ped. Elvira, we are born
Above difimulation. Yes—1I loves
And dare, without 2 blufh, avow my paffion ;

The objeét makes it glory—But, on me,
On my devoted head, fall your full vengeance :
Elvira,.Sir, is guiltlefs. She—
Alon. Be dumb !
Ungrateful! cruel !
Efv. Hear Elvira fpeak.
Make her untry’d, unjudg'd, the facrifice !
If fo, fair peace betwikt you and the prince
Might be reftor’d, a death fo juftly due
Would be my deareft with!

Alon. What? what remains ?

Let her own chamber henceforth be her prifon,
Till the her conduét juftifies at full.

Madam, with you I truft her: be it yours

To keep her perfon fafe.

Don Ped. Good angéls guard it ! '
With whom, my gracious Lord—Ah ! in what hands
Do you entruft her tender frame ?

Alon. Peace! peace! .

Nor further urge my fury. ¢ I fufpend

¢ Thy fate fome moments :* this laft day is given thee .

Yet to refle ; ¢ yetto efface thy crime .

¢ By prompt obedience : and,’ fhould it pafs in vain—

Thou art no more my fon! Away, Do
0o
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Don Ped. [ Afide.} Too foon '

I may return—more guilty than I go! [Borite:
Alon, Thou feeft, O heaven! the horrors of my lot ;
"That I may foou, in this offending fon, :

Be forc’d to punith whom I hold moft dear.

¢ Oppofe not now the monarch to the father!

¢ My heart would be the firft: imperious duty,
¢ Alas! may drive me to affert the king.’
Then teach fubmiffion to his ftubborn will,

That he may yet repent, and [ be bleft! [Exst.
Qu. You fee, your eyes enjoy the cruel triumph :

Of our defpair. But you are now my prifoner, -
: {Guards enter..

And, with your head, fhall anfwer what befalls !

For could your arts difarm Alonzo’s wrath,

You never fhall entreat a mother’s heart,

By jealous honour made inexorable.  °

Nay more ; fhould I refign the loofen’d rein

To'my full rage, one viétim-were toe few !

‘The cruel prince, whodares to ftain our name

‘With this difgrace, may then—The blood forfakes

Your cheek at his imagin’d danger—Know, .

And let it fhake your inmoft foul! the fear

You fhew for him—but wings the fateof both! - [Exit.
Elv. 1 rife above all horrors for myfelf

Of torments or of death. Don Pedro’s fate,

Inhuman queen ! his fate-alone can wound

Elvira’s breaft : her own fhe fcorns to feel.

1ls, that but touch ourfelves, all difappear; )

For what we love, we only know to fear !’ [Exit.

Exnp of the Skconp AcT.

ACT IIL .
Enter Alonzo and the Queen. A
ES, let her comg. ¢ The’ juftice ¢ ofaking, .
_ ¢ Thatlaw fupreme which ever ought to guide . .
¢ His public will,’ requires fhe fhould be heard. )
P ’

PR Het
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Her virtues too, aad the fair fervices
‘To former monarchs and to me perform’d
By her forefathers, make it jufter ftill,
9u. What weuld you more ? Is not her guilt confefs'
In that unworthy paffion. fhe infpires ?
Nor is the pride of her ambition bounded
Barely to fuffer it : I know, my Lord,
Thhat drawing glory from her conquegt won,
She fpares no- grace, no favour te maintain it.
Alon. Such oft is woman feen : to vanity,
‘To that mere idol—yet their greater god ;
For Love himfelf holds but the fecond place=e
Devoting even that honour they oppofe
To nature’s law !
Qu. And will you leave her then
_'To boaft this triumph o’cr a monarch’s oath ?
Leave her at large to firetch her boundlefs fway,
Up from your meaneft fubje to the throne ;
Where fhe will reign imperious in 2 heart
By love enflav’d : perhaps decide the fate,
The being of an infant, yet unborn,
Who is to heir yourthrone !
Alon. 1 hear, and weigh
What you fo juftly urge : and my firft thought
Was, with her death tohave aton’d her crime.
But no: that were on the wild fea of paffion .
To drive at random, ¢ as th’ unguided bark
¢ Is borne before the blaft’.—She fhall be heardes
Yourfelf fhall hear her ; found her fecret aims,
And fearch thro’ all the woman in her foul,
You know my thoughts, and what I purpofe for her :
Set thofe in open. light before her eyes.
With firmnefs—but with temper. [Exive
». Wife men tell us
That deep diffembling is th® imperial art
By which kings reign; and that its myftic veil
N{uﬁ {till be drawn betwixt them and the eyes
Of their prefuming fubjets. Muft I ftoop
Toe this felt bafenefs ? Is a fovereign’s will
By thofe to be controll’d whom heaven ordaing
The vaffals of his nod ? ¢ to crouch and kifs
¢ The foot that {purns them * Well ; thia art for once,
N C Defcend-
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Defcending from myfelf, I will effay——
Guard, call your prifoner hither—~and affume,
If yet 1 can—for juft difdain forbids it—=
‘This gentlenefs of look that is prefcrib’d me.
- Enter Elvira,
Draw near——Elvira.
Elv, Now affit me, heaven ! o
Qx. Your fears, perhaps, have form’d fome direful
Of the King’s wrath ; fome fanguinary purpofe, [image ..
By which yeur doom already is pronounc’d. '
Thofe fears reprefs, and with the calmeft ear
Attentive mark me. You, beneath this roof,
Have wide-diffus’d the flames of hateful difcord,
It may be, undefigning ; and the crime ‘
Yeour eyes have caus’d, ‘your heart mar difavow,
Ely. You judge me (ayirly, Madam ! :
Qu. ¢ Yet, attend.
¢ 1 dare not think you fhare Don Pedro’s fault,
¢ Encouraging the rebelin his breaft
. IV{ favour or connivance. You too- well
¢ Muft know the diftance, not to be furpafs’d,
¢ Betwixt you and the throne. It isa height
¢ A fubject’s eye muft from afar behold
¢ With reverend awe, but never hope-to reach !’
1 know you fair and virtuous': thefe endowments,
‘That now adorn you, if beftow’d aright,
May make you happy too. -
El, What mean you, Madam ?
Qu. Hear what Alonzo fpeaks by me. He owns
The ftate a debtor to your great forefathers,
For conquefts won, for blood profufely fpilt,
Not here alone in this our weftern world,
- But in remoteft regions, where the fun
Looks down direct at noon. He bids me dwell,
With chief regard, on what he owes Alghonfo,
Your grandfire, that good man who form’d his youth
‘To love of virtue ; whofe paternal care
‘Taught him, with no unequal hand, to wield
‘This kingdom’s fceptre.
Eb. ’ﬂﬂ"] Whicher tends her purpofe ?
9x. And when a king recounts a fubje&t’s worth,
What he has prais’d his glory bids him pay Witk
‘ ith.



ELVIRA, 5

With ample retribution.  You fhall find
He now refolves no lefs——Rodrigo loves you ;
Rodrigo, near of kindred to the throne,
1 know heloves you.
Elv., (Afide.) 1am loft for ever!
“Qu. He oft has urg’d Alonzo to reward
Hig ardent flame: and by a gifi fo noble,
Your fovereign deems not his imperial houfe
Diminith’d in its luftre, No: the world,
By this great inftance, fhall be taught to know,
He holds that man, whotrzin’d a king to honour,
As fecond only to the prince he form’d.
E. 1 hear with wonder this exalted ftrain
Of royal gratitude. - Yet, Madam, think,
The blood they fhed for him, of right was his ;
And to have loft it at fair honour’s voice,
Its own bright recompence! He who is call’d
‘Toferve his country, if he has deferv’d
That glorious truft, is paid by ferving well !
Butif too generous, great Alonzo’s bounty
Deigns to reward their fervices in me,
. Tﬂ’duty has no right—" § _
¢ 9x. You hefitate. .
¢ Speak boldly : let your ampleft claim be fhewn.”
Ekp. Then know, the fole return Elvira afksee
1s to be miftrefs of her humble fate ; .
That far from courts, and to Rodrigo loft,
She may with gentle peace live out her days !
2;;» our pride difdains him then ? :
Elp. Pride dwells not here:
To fuch a gueft this bofom is a ftranger.
9s. Yet can refufe, thro’ mere humility
A ptince from Feat Alonza’s blood deriv'd ?
And dare to tell it me ? .
EM. 1 dareto think,
That all the brighteft honours Hymen fpreads,,
When he would join our hands, sre airy toys,,
Or glittering load ; if love attends not too,.
To plight’ confenting hearts.. :
¢ Qu. I fee thro’ yours !
¢ I fathom its laft depth !
¢ Elv. Then you may ﬁrg',,
2
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¢ What equal Nature has toall indulg’d,
¢ Even to its pooreft creatures, truth and worth,
¢ The inmates of this heart! . :
¢ Qu. To boaft thy virtues '
¢ Before thy queen is Infult,
¢. Elv, Madam, no— -
¢ Omy full foul! (4fide.]——but juftice done myfelf
¢ To you is hiigheft reverence. Truth fhould ever
¢ Befound a fubject’s language to the throne :
¢-And I but meant to fay, our weaker fex,
¢ Even I, may think up to that height of honour,
¢ Which in all ages has ennobled man !
¢ The fame bleft power ' v
Qu. ¢ *Tiswell* thy foul is trac’d
Thro’ all its double mazes. Thofe fufpicions
1 fought to banith, now are truths confirm’d !
Ambitious ! yes, I mark the daring height,
‘The wild excefs, to which your pride of heart
Elates imagination ! you referve
That beauty for Don Pedro! you revelt
A prince, a fon, againft-his king and facher! :
Elv. You wrong me, Madam. By the faith finvere’
1 owe my king, this bofom never lodg'd et
A thought againit his dignity or peace. B
And if the prince~-I fhall betray my. heart—[4fdey
~ If I had power upon Don Pedro’s wll, - T
Eternal Concord with her theltering wing,
Should ever guard the throne.
Q. And what igfhe, ’
‘W hofe great ambition bufies thus itfelf :
In foatters of fuch weight ? ynfommon'dtoe =~
To this high tifk >e—Am I awake; Elvira'! .
‘What art thou ? ' ’ : s
Eiv. Mock me not—A fubje&t, Madam'! =~
A fubje&t and your fervant—ryet the child T
Of reafon, born to think and a& with choice
Sprung tootfrutn fuch a'race, fo great-and good,
Their daughter dares not deviate into bafenefs,

By wedding where fhe loves not ! o
Qu. 1 have found it ! R i
A flave to this rebellious paffion’s force, !

Don Pedro burns to mount a vacant throne,
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That you may there be worfhip’d as his queen—
¢ Ha! yet—who knows—it may, it may be true,.
¢ That, fpurning all the ties of facred law,
¢ He is already yours ! Pereli?is, his fate . | . -
¢ A fecret marriage has already fix’d ! o
¢ Should it be fo, fhould he have funk the throne-
- ¢ Tothar difgrace—the bolt is lanc’d already,
¢ That firikes you into duft ! Your grandfire, yes,.
¢ The very man;, whofe layalty I boafted, .’
¢ Prefcrib’d this law. Think of it well—Ah, heaven !*"
(A great Jbont is beard, and the foind of trumpets ap

a diffance. L )
What mingled uproar this way- fwells its ftorm 2 -
Enter'Mendoza, .
Mendoza ! fpeak. . o

Mend. Madam, the city fwarms,
In every ftreet, with multitudes enrag’d,
Who to the palace urge their furious courfe. .

Icame to know==
Rid, Not here ! Where’s theking? = -
%:.Rodri o—what ! s
od. The fum- of ‘all’ misfortunes! -
Arms in his-hands.and fury in his eyes,
Don Pedro, with a hoft of gather’d. rebels, -
Already fills the fquare, and threatens loudly.
Deftru&ion: on- our -heads—I muft return ;..
The king may want our fwords. . B § %/
9. l;gcrﬁdious ! fee, n o .
Bebold the curs’d effe@smm-
Elv. O Madan, fpare . ..~
This fruitlefs infult. . Can Elvira dread
Your impotence of anger, while her fears -
Embrace alike Alonzo and his fon ?
My bofom bleeds for both ! But Oh, the prince !
Whate'er hjs fate may be, the fame defpair E
Abides this tortur’d heart———fince I muft weep: :
His life, or virtue loft.! I '
Qa. And dares thy pride : :
Affe&t this glorious forrow, when ’tis you,:
You only who-have plung’d him into guilt 2 -
¢*But.yet~and Jetit as the knell of death -
B . C_. 3 B e ‘SOM'f
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¢ Sound iri thine ear—alone he thall mot fall?
& The thunder o’er thy head—think of it==think -
¢ ‘Thou art my prifoner ftiit! ‘
¢ Elv, I think withal, C o
¢ Thedeath you tlireatén is but my enlargement
‘6 From life’slow dungeon, fromi“its galling chains,.
¢ To bourdlefs freedom and to blifs fupreme,
¢ Referv’d by gracious heaven for every wretch
¢ Who fuffers here unjuftly !*
' Trumpets found againe
- Enter an Qfficers
s, Ha! what means ce
Thy look of wild diftration {'
Qfficer. Mighty Quecn,
Don Pedro— :
Qu. What of hinf?
Qffieer. Has brokendown . -
The palace-gates ; and now i$ rothing forward
‘To where you ftand— -
2u, Confufion ! ‘heis here—— L I[E.ﬁ;.
" ~Enter Don Pedro. .
Don Ped. [T thofe bebind.) Keep clear the fecret pafe
fage ; plant your friends :
Thro’ all its downward windings to the garden ¢
. 1follow on the inftant,
Have I found thee,
My heart’s fole wealth, the jewel of my bofom !
Let me fecure it, let me' lodge it fafe -
Beyond the reach of robbers.
Elv. Ah, Don Pedro!
What have youdone ? O you have loft for ever
A brighter gem, of dearer wortk and price, .
Your faith-and innocence! And now, your deed’
~ Opens my €yes on mine, and fets it full
In all its horrors, all its guilt before me!
Don Pcd. Cruel! what medn thy words ?
El, Ah, me! what means .
This blood upon thy fword ? Forbid it, heaven !’
‘That what my fearsfuggeft——
Don Pedi Thy fears are vain. =~
Wikth care I thun’d where ftern Alonzo ftood,
+Aod ftem’d the tide, majeftictho’aloge, .
3 -7 Oppof«
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Oppdfing a king’s firminefaSockhis.fary:.
1 turn’d another way : and what-yaqu.fee;
Thefe fanguine §ains are from) a vulgar breaft,.
That would hawe barr’d. my pafiags on so-you.
Then, let ax fiy, my:love, ' .
Elv, Ah, hopeitnat. . :
I dare to die——buttremble ats arime !
1 dare be deaf1a loseitfedf; and you ! .
Return, defend a parentand a. king.
Yes, throw that rebel-fivord beneath his feet:
I lefs fhall fuffer from the hand of fate,
To lofe you, innoceat, shan fave you, guilty ! o
Don Ped, What I have done, the meaneft of mankind,.
The peafant, would haye dar’d : have boldly met,.
With face eré@, earth’s-univerfal Lord,
Who from: his cottage had prefum’d to:gear.
The partner of his bofoni. :
Elvy, ,By:the hold .
1 have upon your heart! More dearthan life ;:
Than fame itfelf marefacred ! .yet xefume :
Yourbetter shoughts. 'Letme bshold your fatsaw,, -
Your filial penitencee— = -
Don Pid. :Ahsletme then,. )
Let me lodge thee,: where my-diftrafted. fondnefe -
No more may tremble for thy life. I-then.
Return to beg an injur’d fovereiga’s. mercy 3: - .
To afk it at his kmees: but, while I fear .
For thy dear fafety, duty pleads in vain !
Elv. Then, know, Don Pedro—fhould this guilty. pafe-
Deaf to-shevoice of-keafon, take nd.counfel {ﬁ’;m,u’
But from its headlong fury—~—ehere’l flay ! - ,
I here remain, yeur hoftige and your victim ! :
Dox Ped. Thew angelssruelty.!: Qocathen.a wife - -
Reject her hufband’s aidvw—— '
EnterAlmeyda.
Alm. :Don Pedro, fly! .
Your life is on the. aait; this sminuté’s chance .
Decides your future fate. Alonzo comes :
Thofe clamouring multitudes, at fight 6f him, .
Shrunk into tame fabmiffion. -Not theinboldeft
Could bear the mingled dignity and wrath ..
That threaten’d from his brow. . Begane,.my. Loxd, "
- Lt not a fathep’s vengeance find you here, Ehv
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Ebv.. O, unexampled goodnefs! ~ ]
DoD” Pe: Can ltg‘ee? for bis Eife,

ou take part, Al

’rhcyhfe ofo::: who mall your hate ?

4im. Ah, no! The]ellou‘yof Ihghte‘hn*

X ftifie here. My foul is rais’d .

The bafenefs of'revenge. 1 pudon nll,

So you are fafe. Fly then, this inflant fly,,

Even were it with m mal-—

El;z-‘ Sée! Don
The King, apgurl-— : ‘
Em MO.ZOI ]

" Alen, Yes, thou of many. crimes.!. ce
Thou complicated traitor! thoun artlof* .- . .
Where mercy cannot find thee——But bebold
Lo where he flands ! Say, is thine arm fhill m’d,
Sill eager for the fin of parricide ? :

This inftant yield thy fword ; . or plunge it here,

Full in a father”s breaft.

Don Ped. That word, my Lord,.
Thet dreadful found-lms wrench’d it from my.hands.

One moment’s madnefs has not feeffac’d -

Great Nature’s law, that Lfhould balance bere... .
And nowv, difarm’d T know-my.ruio-fure! -
My doom alread aﬂ"' Bus O, my Lord, ;
© let impantial Ju ]7' ite draw her line,
And feparate ftrictly innocence fromgmlt

Alon. Ha! innocence ?~

- Den Ped. Elvira's fafety, Sir; . -

. Unfheath’d my fword. -I thought her life in dangcg
And to fecure my blifs im guardng that, .

Tem seftuons paffion boresme into ,?m.lb
r firm vmue, firm above all
Deny’d to be th’ accomplice of my..crime.-
She chofe to ftay and anfwer- wnh her life
For my returning reafon. Save fuch goodnefi:
Protect it, Sir;- fvomoncteveageful arm, | -
1 afk no more, :
. Alon. Far otlier cares (hould now
Emplo frl thy thoughts. To ferve herbemf know :
Thou thouldft detend her lefs,. . ’Tns thine to tremb!e
For her and for thy{elt' :
Jbl.-

LY
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Don Ped, 1f I muft die, . A
Let Punifhment at once lift up her axe, i :
And ftrike this rebel ¢ for, while life is mine,

That life in herdefence will be employ’d. .

You think this recent tumuit quench’d and dead$
An inftant blows it into fevenfold dlameé.

Your fubjes then, letdoofe from all:regards,
May force my prifon-doors, and fet me froes
And I, amidft the horrors.of. my rage, '
May to its deep foundation fhake:this reaim !

Do things that reafon thudders but to think !

In that wild florm, :difcerning, fparing none,
Noble or bafe, but yowand this fair princefs!

Elv. His paffions blind him ! Al the guiltis-mine,
Who thus have arm’d a fon aguinft his fovereign,
Then let my head atone it ; let my death :
Reftore that peace——— ' : ‘

Alon.:Who waits-?—Confine the prince [Guardsenter3
To his apatment. ‘ :

Alm. Dear unhappy youth!. . ‘

" dlon. Atid guard im atuheperil of your hekds. [ ?

" Rlewo:comiudt: Don Pedroo bis dpartment,
Secure Elvira too. [ She is attended to bers by e ethérsy
Stern Juftice——-no,

« % . & o

P e e e e W

I have no fon ! 'I-am no ‘more a father! ~ . s
Alm. - Ob.Sir!. o - k
Alon, Follow me not—1I would-avoidmyfelf, .t

", [To Ameydes

Figtrom maitkind; orfakethivhated light, -
And'hide-my woes.in death’s eternal night!:  {Evondy

Eu;l of the Tarp Acr, . v

ToACT W,
‘Enter Rodrigo and Alvarez.
‘ ALV AREZ. S

¢ OU feem much.movd
¢ Rod. The borrid. vifion flill ]
! Purfaes my wounded fancy ! - Aoa
. oay
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¢ Apva. Speak, my Lord
¢ What have you fee:’; "R

¢ Rod. I am not proge to thape -
¢ Unreal forms, with fuperflition’s eye :
¢ But thusitwas, There, in rhat reverend pile.
¢ Where reft the bones of our departed kings,
¢ And wherein animated marble rife »
¢ Their fceptred forms around ; as on my knees
¢ I pour’d to heaven my heart in fecret prayer,
¢ At once a more than midnight-darknefs {pread
¢ Q’erall the folemn fcene : at once was heard
* A peal of groans, refounding from below !
¢ While fufden.lightnin.gt, darted ¢hro’ the gloem,
¢ agw'd every fanguine ftatue red with blood!"
¢ Chief that of old Alphanfo—you have feer him,, ’
¢ Elvira’s grandfire. : . o

¢ Alva. Yes: tocrown whofe virtues,
¢- The reigning monarch plac’d his honour'd form.
¢ Next thofe of our dead kings.

¢ .Rod. The very fame. .
¢ Down his flain’d armeur ran the crimfon drops,:

- & And his fhook jmage trembled on its bafe !
¢ Now, if I live, I faw it.* . ; )

Alva. That ;ood angl, " - .-
Who watches o’ct our {hate, avert the dyngers .
Such omens may forethew—The King ! he gnaws
His angry lip,'and flotm is on his brow., =~
R .~ Ester Alonzo,

Alon, Then=~it is fix’d<=The Lords that you have
Are they aflembled ? (fummon’d,,

Alva. They wait your pleafure, Sir,  °
There, in the council-chamber—

Alon. Could they fee
‘Their fovercign’sbreaft uaveil’d! But no: the curtain .
Muft be clofe-drawn, that eack man may advife
As unimpaffion’d reafon guides him (Afde.}—Leave me..

% *ﬂﬁ' Alv. and Rodo
Advife !=Thou General Parent of mankind |
Who bidft thy {un arife, thy rain defcend -
On all the various creatures thou haft made,
{Kuﬁ and unjuft alike! Is one fad father
eferved, in his grey years, himfelf to puaith °
) - . Alovdy

L ad
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A lov’d, an only fon? And muft he fie
In judgment on him ? hear the doom of death—
My foul revolts, all nature in my bofom
Shrinks and farts back from this detefted duty ;
But 'ds a king’s——and thou, Alonzo, thou
Art he, that king! Oh, did the beggar know
What fplendid mifery is lodg’d withia
‘The ¢ircle of a crown, he would not ftoo
His palfy’d hand to take it from the dut,
And be its wearer—— What, or how determine ?
Woas it _for this I weary’d heaven with vows
To give my throne an heir ? Was it in wrath,
Heaven granted my requeft? and have I form'd
His youth to_glory, ieen his fleps outrun
The {wifteft in her race, that he, this fon,
With her frefh laurel wreath’d, thould bleed at lat
Beneath the murderous axe ?
Suppert me, juflice, 'gainfl the fruggles bere.
Guards, bring my foa ;
¢ Coadu& Don Pedro hither.’
Once, once more
I mean to hear him——could I pardon too,
1 yet were bleft ! for my torn bofom feels
The pangs of guilt, in following virtue’s call.
¢ Then fummon all the moearch to thine aid !
¢ For think, the prefent, think, cach future age
¢ Will fix their eyes of cenfure or applaufe
¢ On this one aét of thine. Although a father,
¢ That private name muft bend before the large,
¢ The univerfal duties of a fovereign.
¢ Quit we the foeptre, orits rights affert; :
¢ Chaftife offence, while weeping o’er th’ offender 3
¢ That humankind may tremble to tran{grefs,
¢ Who fee inexorable }uﬁice ftretch :
¢ O’er allalike her rod of punifhment ;
¢ Noteven a prince, a throne’s immediate heir,
¢ Exempted from her arm !’
~ Ester Don Pedro.

dlon. The council, Prince, -_ .
Is now affembling, Your own breaft muft tell you
Th’ inevitable fentence it will pafs;
And when your fury plung’d you into guile,

P
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You on yourfelf pronounc’d it. Yet there is,

‘There ftiit remains one door of merey open :

¢ Take warning then in time. Your prompt obediencely,
¢ To me afon, to you reftores a father.’

Fulfil the treaty, wed that virtuous princels :

You live on thefe conditions, Thefe refus’d—

1 may be wretched—but your doom is pat! .

+ Don Ped. Then—know your fon, with all his failings:
My foul, like yours, thus guilty as I am, [on him.
. Beholds, anmov’d, the nedreft face of danger;

And you would blufh, would deeply blufh tor both,

If fear or force debas’d me to fubmiffion.

What love and reverence, to a parent due,

Could not perfuade, nor tortures can obtain,

Alon, Thoucruel! Why, deferving all my hate,

Preferve this greatnefe, that but more embitters

The grief 1 fgel already ? Shew me rather

A mortal encmy, 2 fon ingrate .

Prepar’d to firike his parricidal knife
. Deep through my heart. Reduc’d to wifh thy death,

Let me behold it too —without defpair! .

Don Ped. 1 have deferv'd to dic.
Alon. My pity ftill '

Would bid thee live, -

Don Ped. What muft I do?

Alon. Obey ! )
Don Ped. ‘Then allis o’er. It cannot be. '
Alon, Retite—— S [Exit Don Ped,

- A tear would foRow—~but I blot it out.

The back SCENE opens and difeovers tbe Lords of the
. Cowniil, Rodrigo, Alvarez, dnd others. '

Enter the King, walking flowly xj to bis Chair of State.

_ Mlon, Be feased; Lords—Alas! Ilook around,
And read én every face the fecret pangs
Your bofoms fhare with mine. The ready drop .
Stands trembling in each eye, asif yourfelves
Had each a fon to judge and to condemn !
But ler us rife above all private feelings
Remorfe fhould have no place, where juftice reigns :
LA..mi thofe, whow heaven appointsto counfel kings,* d
: An

- '
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And fhed no tear, but for offended fawsa
All other grief is-weaknefs, or is guilt.
The prince, a rebel to the law and us,
Has fet at nought the binding faith of oaths j
The folemn ties of treaties ratify’d, :
Whatever links one nation to another,
Andkingto king, Nog is this all. You faw,
With horror faw him, at the head of traitors,
Affault this palace ! force its gates againft me !*
And, if he fhunn’d himfelf the guilt fupreme
Of parricide, he left his king expos'd,
His father,at the mercy of thofe rebels
Whom he had made fo !'—Thefe are his offences. |
*Tis yours to judge them, and pronounce his deom.
Rodrigo, fpeak. '
Rod. Alas! I fhould be filent. .
You know, and have ¢.pprov’d the tender love
1 bear Elvira, To my happinefs
Don Pedro is the fole, the fatal bar;
And fyou command me, Sir, to judge a rival
But far be from me each imagin’d hope, ~
However dear, that but refpects myfelf !
Is it a queftion, can it bear debate, .
If he, though deem’d a criminal, fhould kive?
Search your own breaft ; the powerful pleadings there
Will beft inform you what I fhould advife.
Forgive, my Lord, this tranfport.
Alon. Let calm reafon
Guide all you fay. Proceed.
¢ Rod. 1 afk again, -
* Is it in queftion, whether your renown
¢ Should hive by him, or be for ever loft ?
¢ He, and there is none other, can fupport
¢ The fceptre’s weight ; he only, after you,
¢ Preferve this kingdoni flourithing and happy. -
* Weigh then, with candor weigh, againft lus crime,
¢ Th’ackpowledg’d prize of benefits like thefe.
¢ Mlon. But treaties fesl’d, and fan&ify’d by oaths,
¢ He dares to violate. : ) :
¢ Red. Are treatics then,
¢ But leagues of regal cruelty and force ?*
Muft you to pleafe & neighbouring monarch’s pride, I
S o In
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In your own fon éxterminate your race? = - -
Extinguifh every future hope ? and would not
‘The cheek of Ferdinand burn red with fhame,
Should lis lov’d fifter owe 4 hufband’s hand
To cold obedience ; while, in other reaims,
New thrones, new henrts, attend the fair one’s choice ?
He forc’d the palace gates. Thecrime isown’d;
But no defign againft your crown or perfon
Urg'd that b ind violence. Alas! his aim
Was but to fcreen th’endanger’d life of one,
His fondnefs trembled for. ~ You fee him thus—
A rebel? No: alover in defpair!
And can a moment’s rafhnefs merit death ?
: let him live—and though my bofom bleeds
At “hat I utter—yes, mdulge his love !
His life is «ll; a life like mine is notlnng' '

Alon, You approve the blood yot fpring from; and this
This generous violence you do your heart, [effort,
While it mifleads, both hopours and exales you.
But ’tis the hero, not the judge has fpoken. -
What fays Alvarez

4lv. Could your eye, my Lord,
P.erce inward to my heart, the confliét there,
The war that duty and aﬂ«.&non wage,
Would leave it doubtful which you moft fhould pity,
Don Pedro or: thJudge. ¢ He fav’d my life.
¢ Beneath an African’s vpliftéd fabre, . ~
¢ Fainr, bleeding through my former wounds, I lay.
¢ Hefaw, he flew, and on-his fhield receiv’d
¢ Th xmpendmg fword ! Was i it, good heaven, for th\s,
¢ That I, who but for his prote&ting arm,
¢ Had now been duft, fhould fit to judge his fate ?
¢ Ah, no, my Lord; I would be dumb for ever!

Alon. Truth, honour, and the duty of this place
Exuét it of you; call onyou to fpeak
By truth’s unbiafs’d dictates, ¢ This great caufe
¢ Imports ourfelf, our realm, and all mankind.’

Alv. ¢ Alas, my Lord, towhat alternate hotror,
¢ Asfubject and as man, am I expos’d ?
¢ But hence all private ties, the firft and deareft!
¢ My life is his; my duty, Sir, is yours ;

* And from the fear, {o bufy here within, ¢ of
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¢ Of being deem’d ungrateful to a friend,
¢ I dare not be a traitor to my king.’
‘The law has fpoke. His fentence is pronounc'd,
Is paft already ; in defpite of tears,
Of all the pain’d reluétance pity tirives with :
For when the fovereign majefty of kings
Is once invaded, but one way remains
To expiate that offence. Th’infulted rights,
You fit ta judge of, are not yours. They grow
Inherent to the throne ; and you, my Lord,
Are to all prefent, all fucceeding monarchs
Accountable for what you now decree.
I go wo far. ’
Alon. Goon.
Alv, It caunot be: '
"Tears chaak iny voice,
Alon. Keep nothing from my view ;
Thy virtue here demands it. .
Akp. 1 obey.
‘Should pity now prevail in his behalf,
You are no more a king! You reign at mercy
Of winds and feas in his ungovern’d paffions !
Your fubjets too, the rebels of to-day,
Who now will think him-formidably theirs, -
Are from this moment his. A nod from him.

* Will be their law; and each licentious hour .

‘Wear its red mark of civil broils and murders:;
Fhe crown, the fceptre may remain with you,
he power, that fhould fuftain them, will be his !
~Alon. Heroic proaof of loyalty and truth !
1 can difcern the painf throes of foul
This firmnefs cofts thee : ¢ but its fele afcendant,
% The fovereign influence of fuch virtue, chides

" ¢ Fond nature from my bofom.” How, who elfe:

Among you, Lords, ftands forth to give his fuffrage 2
What ! no one rife >~—Alas! the tesrs that ftream
From each dejeted eye, this mournful filence,

Big with all horror, bat too clearly fpeak,

What you have judg’d—My fon is then condemn’d
For you, for all my people, for mankind,

I here devote him—Were I but a father,

He ftill might live-=A movarch muft be juft s:

: . D . Who
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Who has betray’d the law would be a tyranei!
He fhall not reign : no, from that threaten’d danger
I now deliver you, your wives, and children,
Letallretire; and you, Rodorigo, go
Inform him of his tatem——
Alon. What will be mine ?
Oh, tyrant duty ! art thou fatisfy'd,
‘While I with Roman names of cruel greatnefs,
‘With Bratus) Manlius, fhare the fame abhorr’d
Of being more, or lefs, than man was meant ?
¢ Buthow ? or when?—The blackeft hour of nighs
¢ Mutft cover this dire deed—Ha! there, behold
¢ Th’uplifted axe! Ha! heaven! it falls—and, lo
¢ A headlefs trunk ! a fcaffold red with blood 1’
Oh, thou, All-Juft, whodoom’d me t6 a throne !
Why, withits duties, leave this writhing bofom
Acceflible to papgs; that but a child
Can pierce the foul with—and a parent know »
Enter the Queen and Almeyda, . _—
Alm, What have I heiid ? This moft inhuman fentenge,
_ Isit then paft? Each face bedew’d with-tears, ,
And every eye cakin defpair on heaven,
1 faw the council part ; and on your brow
1 read my fate in charaéters of horror!
You have condemn’d your fon !
Alon, 1 have done juftice. ,
Alm. Oh,heaven! can you avow, and can I hear it ?°
Queen. This wound, my Lord, muft, in a father's heart,
Be deeply felt. Why, by his guilty rathnefs,
Why has Don Pedro pufh’d you to the brink
Of dire neceffitymm——  ° .
Alon. Madam, no more.
If in obedience to relentlefs duty, '
If deaf to all that bleeding love can plead :
In.this fad bofom, 1 condemn a fon;
?Tis yours to think, that merey was his due.
Unhappy boy ! alas, itis too plain,
¢ has no mother.
Aim. 1f my life is dear :
‘To her who gave it, feize, Oh, feize shis moment—
You fce Alonzo foftening into hature—
Kneel, prefs, adjure him—and you fave ghe prince |

Ruetns
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Queen. 1go.  Your pains-and pleafures all are mine :

Be moft affur’d they are~And, though the fkies
Look frowning rcund us, yet methinks a beam
Of day-light breaks upon the doubtful horror !
It lights me—yes, it points the fecret path

I thould purfue ! Almeyda—truft to me.

Alm. Sir, bring your prifoner ; by the Queen’s com-
1 have to talk with her. (mand
(Guard goes outs

1t muft be fo
Yes, to preferve him, I will ftoop to beg
Arival’s aid:  Even fhould he live for her;
Is any price too high, atwhich we fave
The li): of him we love? She comege—
Eater Elxira,

Alm. Alas!
Don Pedro is found guilty !
Elv. Oh, defpair !
©Oh, death to all my hopes !
Aim. Elvira, now,
On this important, thie deciding moment
Our mutual fate depends.  You long have mark’d:
My paffion for the prince; thar, in defpite
Of fcorn in him, of jealoufy in me,
Beyond whatever nature elfe can boaft
I hold him' dear . .
Elv, 1 have with hecart-felt grief,
-And flowing eyes beheld it; and even now.
Fhey fiream afrefh! . T e
dim. The Queen:is gone ta try..
Her tendereft influence on a hufband’s heart.
I too will clafp his knces, and beg for mercy .
But'will thefe arts, thefe little aids prevail
Againt his dread feverity of nature ?
It you have thoughy, or if inventiye love

Can prompt your breaft with more fuccefsful means,,

Advife, Elvira; for yourcounfels here
Shall be my law. Whatever you fuggeft,.
At peril of my life I will perform,
Elv. Ah! how reply ? What cqual anfwer find!
To fuch exalted worth ? All that my thought
Lsbig with, your true‘vi‘mlls, -my diftrefs,.

3
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All prefs me with confufion. In your fight
The prince muft feem ungrateful and unjuft;
"And I a worthlefs rival,, caft beneath
Your Jeaft regard, 5.
Alm. Let virtue make us equal. :
'The prince to both is dear: let both upite,
Without a farther thought, to fave his life.
Elv, Oh, amiable goodnefs! Wonder fills
And joy again attempts to chear my bofom !
‘There rifcs to my eye one glimpfe of light,
One ray of hope: but you, and only you
Can make it real. Clofely here confin’d,
Alas! I have no means—Go then—and heaven
Succeed your pul?ofc! from the King intrear,
-Obtain a moment’s audience for Elvira—
1 yet may calm his u:lgcr; yet prolong
Don Pedro’s threaten’d days—perhaps for you!
Aim. It would be cruel, as ’tis moft unjuft,
“To think fuch hopes could animate my zeal.
Elvira, no: the fire that warms this breaft
Is of a purer beam. 1 go to find
‘Th’ unhappy King ; with prayers and tears to try-
If he is yet a parent, or a man! _
Elv. Oh, may the fair attempt fuccefsful prove I
May ftern Alonzo hear the voice of love !
Oh, may we both preferve, what both adore !
‘Sa he but lives—1] atk of heaven no more!
[Tbe guards conduit ber back,

Em;‘of the FourTn Acr.

ACT V,

Enter Mendoza and Ramirez;

RAMIREZ. -
CONDEMN’D to die, you fay ?
Blen. This very moment
The fatal preparations are begun ;
. 4 . The
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The gloomy pomp that fhews us death more dreadful !
Surrounding guards, whofe filence terrifies
Beyond the din of their confliting arms ;
The bloody theatre, with cyprefs hung—
Alas! the colour that ten thoufand meurners
Mutt thortly wear—And then the victim comes §
. ITis horrible to thought !
Ram. Who has in charge
To fee this murder done ?
Men. On me, my friend,
On me the cruel duty is impos’d
By our relentlefs mafter.
Ram. 1sthe hour
Appointed, and the place?
. Men. Both, both are fix’d ;
And when the midnight-bell with mournful call
Tolls up the cloifter’d fathers of Saint Francis,
Whe have been nam’d on his departing foul
To beg heaven’s mercy—when that fatal warning
Has ftruck my ear, Don Pedro is brought forth,
Ram. Apd whither then ?
Men. To that fequefter’d fpot,
Wall’d high around, where oft the nobleft blood
Of Portugal has flow’d. ’Tis there the Prince
Mutt lofe his head.
Ram. Mine fhall be rifk’d, by heaven !
Nor mine alone : a thoufand more fhall fall,
Ere that inhuman fentence takes effect.
A deed like this will ftain our hated annals
Through all defcending time. Let us prevent it,
The people, ftill tcumultuous, like their fea,
May foon be blown into a fecond ftorm.
It fhall be try’d. :
Men. You caft yourfelf away,
And ferve not him.your firiend(hip aims to fave.
The palace-gates are ftrongly barr’d ; at each
A triple guard is planted ; and the King
Commands, on pain of death, that none approach him,
Ran. But fure thefe arders are not for the Queen;
And fhe, a woman, by thofe tender feelings, ‘
That are her fex’s glory, muft be fway’d—
She moves this way, and with her, fair Almeyda. £
nler
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: Enter the Queen and Almeyda, _
Ram, Oh, Queen! and you, lov’d Princefs.! hear me
Queen, Withdraw at once. ' [fpeak—
Ram. Don Pedro, gracious miftrefs—- -
Queen, Ha |—leave us—go. )

Ram. Heaven! in herlateft hour,

When fhe would plead to thee, remember this! [Exit,

Queen. Elvira fee the King! What haft thou done ?
Difhonour’d as we are, you feem to dread
‘The vengeance due to your difgrace and mine,

Far from refenting thefe repeated infults,
You, by your tears, folicit new and greater; - .
For they may live, the hated pair may live
To fee our mutual fhame, and triumph o’er it!
Alm. Let not the pious mieltings of compaffion:
Offend you, Madam. Let her virtue ftill
Be your Almeyda’s happinefs and pride.

Queen. Whatis your aim ? what vifionary purpofe
Deceives yqu into wifhing they may’'meet ¢ Co
’Tis madnefs all. . .

Alm. When Lifbon firft beheld .

It bleft your daughter’s fteps, As peace and eafe
Came, her companions, fhouting thoufands rais’d
Her name to heaven, and hail’d their guardian-genius,.
But what a peace, good angels ? writin blood,
And feal’d with murder! Was I then but meant
The meflenger of heaven’s fevereft vengeance?
To tear afunder nature’s clofeft ties ;
And by the fire affaffinate the fon ?
’I'is more than horror! May Elvira’s tears
Prevent thefe threatened iifchiefs—
Queen. May the rage,
This bofom fwells with, rather be affivaged
By feeing both expire ! Rejeed ? heaven !
The daughter of a king! in whofe high veins
Flows undebas’d from a long line of heroes
‘The nobleft blood ! Shall Europe hear it told, '
She has been fet at nought ¢ Ha!—and for whom ’
Degenerate boy ! I, with my own, could purchafe
His death, this moment ! :

A.m, Do you then wiflr mine #

.. Lueens Ah, can’tt thou love him flill?- : .
: - Al
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Alm. 1 1hll adore him,
Ungrateful, cruel as he is ! *
Qu. Oh, fhame!
Oh, fall ignoble from the high-rais’d fenfe
Of that refentment wrongs like ours demand,
¢ Nay, fan&ify, and make our vengeance virtue I’
Can fhe, a child of mine, ¢ whofe every pulfe
¢ Should beat with driving fury and difdain,*
Whofe bofom fhould expand to take in all
That brave revenge avows, thus melt away
In tears and fighs, like fome fond village-maid
Beneath her willow, ¢ by the brook obfcure
¢ That fooths her amorous folly ?
Alm. Oh, yet think !
There is sevenge more noble, more divine,
That fpreads no blufh upoi the injur’d cheek,
By rendering good forill,
Qu. My Ferdinand !
Son of thy mother’s foul, when thou fhalt know
Thy fifter’s abjeQ {pirit, thus refign’d
‘To injuries and fcorn, thy breaft will flame
With anger uncontroul’d ! On thee alone
My hopes, my life depend—Who waits ? —"Tis glory
To fall reveng’d.

L1

Enter Guard.
" Guard. Your pleafure, Madam ?
Qu. Go,
Call'in th’ ambaffador of Spain,
Alm. Ah, me!
Whence this new ftorm of paffion ? °
Enxter AM&qﬂ;’lbf .
2a. You have had
Your audience. Then begone; this moment go;
On all the wings of hafte to Spain return ;
And there this letter, as you prize my tavour,
Deliver on the inftant to m¥ fon. [Gives a latterg
Yet ftay—You may be ufeful, and inforce
With your beft reafon what my letter urges ;
That he fhould arm inceffantly, and lead
His troops the neareft road tow’rds hated Lifbon,
Extremeft need, mine and Almeyda’s fafety ~ ~
Requires he fhould. That writing will explaia What
: a

\
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What elfe remains. (Exit Ambqffadors
My brain’s on flame—Afcend .
From night eternal, and profoundeft hell,
Ye powers of vengeance ! Punifh home with me
. This obje& of my hate! thro’all her frame
Spread ‘fires unquench’d! then with his funeral torch
Let death attend, to light her bridal bed !
And thus compleat my great revenge, as fits
A mother and a queen ! - [Exize
Alm. My blood ftops fhort, : i
And freezes in its courfe, to hear her threats,
But love and rage diftract her.
Erter Alonzo.
Alon. Princefs, yes,
Your tears have vanquith’d. I will hear Elvira,
But be mofkfure her hopes are empty air,
Leaye me—fhe comes. : [Exit Almy
Enter Elvira and Guard, .
Ely. This moment, Sir, : '
‘This awful moment, is, perhaps, the laft
‘That €’er Elvira’s voice fhall reach your ear,
Or fight offend your eye.. But let me now
Indgat this guard may go—He is already
Puflefs’d of what I purpofe,
dlon. Beit fo.
Do what you have in ¢harge, " [Exit Guardy
Elv, Speed wing thy fteps ! ——— . -
‘You have, againft the voice of earth and heaven,
‘To-day condemn’d your firft, your only hope,
A fon who loves you, who reveres the voice
- That dooms him to the block ; an early Hero,
By you belov'd—Oh, Heaven !—And tho’ I fee
Remotfe fit fadand filent on your brow,
You yet devote this vi€tim, that mankind
With dread amazement may revere the juftice
“They tremble to behold—You turn away——
May I proceed ?
Alon. Go-on.
Ely, Thus far is well,
But then—"tis ftill the firft, the law fupreme,
Ou kings moft binding, to be juft in all.
. Guilt may appear where yet no crime is founds - | -..
R A rebely



ELVIRA, R ¥

A rebel, an ingrate, deferves to die :
And yet thefe pdmes may not belong to him,
To your unhappy fon. .,

Alon. Thy words are wild ;

Defpair and love thy reafon have unfettled.

Elv, Ah, no!—If he, againft the faith of treaties,

Refus’d Almeyda’s hand, it was not, Sir——
Belicve thefe tears—’twas not the crime fuppos’d
Of difobedience ————s

Alon. How |

Elv, And if he forc’d
Thefe palace-gates, his noble foul abhorr'd
All criminal attempt againft his king.

A word, a breath, his innocence had prov'd ;
But he, a hero in his cruel filence,

To fave Elvira greatly chofe to die !

"Tis therefore mine, the fole remaining purpofe
Of my laft hour, to clear his injur’d naine,
And lead you into truth,  Don Pedro’s fauits
Were thofe of duty, Sir—He is my hufband !

Alon. Ha! hufband ! he! my fon !—And ean thy fond-
Think by difcovery of this daring crime [nefs
To move compaffion ? When no hope remains
Of grace to his oftence, doft thou prefume
On mercy for thy own acknowledg’d guilt ? .

Elv. 1afk for none ; my parting thoughts are fix’d’
On fomething nobler, dearer far than life, -
Therigid law, by you declar’d inviolable, .

I only have tranfgrefs’d

Alon. True; andthy life
The penalty fhall pay. -

Elv, It1s mott juft.

I bring no plea, I urge no vain defence,
That love for him—fuch love as would in heaven
Le held no crime— :

Alon. Away !—that very love
Makes thesbut ftill more guilty .

Eilv. Sir, recall
That dreadful moment, when your court beheld
This fon, this blooming promife of a hero,
His eye extinguifh’d, and his fading cheek
Of its frefh rofe forfaken, to the grave

“Untimely
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Untimely finking, and a father’s tears

In hopelefs fitence ftreaming o’er his faces

I urge it not, that, to preferve his youth,

And fave your only hope, I gave my hand
Where I had vow’d my heart—1I urge not this 3
But now at laft devcte myfelf for both ;

In death exulting to have fav’d him twice. .

Alox. Thro® all the horrors guilt has thrown around
Thy virtue yet looks lovely—but in vain; . [thee,
Thy crime and his ftand manifeft to view,

And what the laws exaét fhall be fulfill'd.

Elv. Juft Heaven! fhouldft thou, when kings addrefs
For mercy on theirown offences, then (thy throne
Be deaf to them, as he is now to me—— ’

But on, my Lord ; purfue thefe favage maxims ;
Without remorfe confummate your revenge.
Yet other viQims, other heads attend, -
To fatiate its full fury—See, Oh, King !
"Lo! where they ftand
[Her tawo children are brought in by their Governéfs.
Acknowledge them for yours, -
By dooming both to bleed.
Alon. Ye holy Powers!
Whatdo1 fee ? :
Elv. Yes, by one common fate,
Wife, children, hufband—let us perifh all! ‘

Alon. What fayft thou ?— Juftice! Mercy ! how ye
My heart! [rend

Elv, Forgive the language of defpair.

My children, kneel with me ; your infant tears
May wake at laft the parent in his breaft.
Sir, they are yours—behold them not as mine.
‘The law demands a vitim—here, on me
Exhauft its utmoft rage.  But, Oh, to thefe
A father fave, and to yourfelf afon !
Yet fome few moments from his ear conceal
Elvira’s death ; for fhould it reach him nox,

. His own too fure wou'd follow.

Alon. ’Tis-too much !

*Tis not in man to bear it !—Call thy fon !
Fly, let him know—Elvira i his owa !
My daughter !eme—

A

Kiv,:
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Ely. Oh, unutterable joy !
Here at your feet, to Heaven and you I pour
My grateful bofom
Alon. Nature, thou haft conquer’d !
Iam a man, a father—Rife, Elvira;
Lise, and be happy long—Oh, my dear children !

Take, take me all ! .
) Enter Don Pedro.
Doni Ped. My king! my father !e——m [Kneels.
Alon. My fon! £ canpot fpeak——
Thefe tears muf? tell thee all—=ElDira’s thine e
There, sake ber to thy arms.
Don Ped. I’m mad with tranfpore !
Elvirs—from the grave to me reftor’d !
To thefé defpairing arms ! —And you my little ones !
Elv. Oh, I am blefs’d ! beyond all utterance blefs’d !
And my tranfported heart———Ah, me | '
" Alon. Elvira!
Thy cheek is pale !
Elv. Ob, I have death within me!
Don Ped. This flood of joy, my foul’s beft happinefs,
O’erpowers thy teader frame, .
Ely, Ah,no! Iburn;
A kindled furnace rages in my bofom—
Convultions fhake me—fweats of death bedew
My trembling limbs !
Don Ped. Oh, Source of Life! look down
With pity on her
Elv. Ha! a fudden night
Spreads dark around—You fwim before my eyes—
Their light s loft—But I.will hold you faft—
Again I'burn! ’ .
Alon. Oh, moft in{,gmzn'(ween!
This Stygian draug’i®, toc fure, was by thy hand,
Thy fat}z:%hand, prepar’d. / y Y
Don Ped. Did Heaven look on,
And fuffer this >—Yet, by my {oul’s ftrong anguifh,
Not fhe alone, her Spain thall weep in blood
This deed accurs’d!
Elv, *Tis paft Don Pedro, love
My memory~—Alonzo, cherifh thefe— '
Oh, my; poor babes !—-ang blefs their dying mother,

But
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Buf that fair princefs—yes, reward for me
Her noblcneig of virtue ——My lov’d Lord,
" Thefe arms would fold thee ftill—But, Oh !— [ Djes,
Alow. She dies !, . T
In that laft figh the gentle fpirit fled.
Don Ped. Miné fhall rejoin it ere it finds that heaven
Prepar’d for fouls like hers——1I will not live !
This fword, reftor’d — ' [Drawing his fworda
Alon, [Seizing his hand.] Away !—Shall fury flill
Sway all thy actions ? No, reward her truth
A nobler way. Thefe infants claim thy care;
And thou muft fuffer life to guidg their fteps
Safe from the fnares that courtly fraud and falfhood
Spread daily in a yopthful prince’s walk, '
¢ Spread for his ruin. And’ now,'warn’d thyfelf,
Let all mankind, by one example know, '
From paffions unreftrain’d what mifchiefs grow.

[Exeuns,

Enp of the Firrn AcT,
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POSTSCRIPT

HAV-ING found, by frequent experience; how much

the mind is apt to flag under :ﬁ: fame kind of em-

ployment, too long and too uniformly continued, I had

an inclination to try whether a different forc of labour

might not be at the fame time a fort of relief. To this

experiment only the reader is indebted for the pleafure

or diftafte of the preceding poem. The melancholy

event on which it is built has a foundation of truth in

hiffory, and was celebrated long ago by the famous Por-

taguefe poet, Camoéns, in his Lufiad. There he has

defcribed at large, and with all the graces of his poetry,

the beauty, the virtue, and the tragical fate of that lady,

towhom 1 have here given the name of Elvira, . Don

Pedro, to whom fhe had been privately married white

fhe lived in a pleafing folitude on the banks of the Mone

dego, was long happy in her truth and tendernefs. After.
her death, when he became king of Portugal, he had

her fkeleton taken out of the cofhin, placed on a magnifi-

cent throne, folemnly crowned, and acknowledged for his .
queen. Itis reported, that he obliged the principal per- .
fons of his court to kifs the bones of thofe hands which -
had once been the objeé of his love and fondnefs. But’
itis true, that he ordered fuch of her enemies as fell
into his power to be punifhed with circumftances of great,
feverity. They were burat alive.

A writer of diftinguifhed reputation, who found the
fubjet extremely fit for a tragedy, broughtiton the
French theatre, with great and univerfal applaufe. The
reader who cares to give himfelf that trouble, will eafily
difcover how much and how generally I have followed
my original ; and he only has a right to determine whe-.
ther I have done it wellorill, If he is acquainted like-
wife with the hiftory of our ftage, he muft have remarked,.
that. it was no unfrequent praftice among our poets,.
efpecially during the laft part of the former century,.
firft to borrow very freely from our neighbours on the:
continent, and then in their prefaces to boaft how much
they had excelled their benefattors. But furely the prac-
tice is too unfair to be juftified, and too illiberal to be
copied. Let the reputation therefore of Monficur de la.
Motte remain entire and igviolate,

EPI.



EPILOGUE.

Written by Mr. GArrick.

" Spoken by ELvIRA.

LADJES and gentlemen—"Tis fo ill-bredmmem
4 We have ao epilogue, becaufe I'm dead ;
For he, our bard, with frenzy-rolling eye,
Swears yow fhan't laugh, avben be bas made you cry.
At avbich I gave bis flaeve a gentle pull,
Suppofe they fbould not cry, and fbosld be dull ;
In Juch a cafe *twonld furely be no harm, -
A little lively nonfenfe taken werm : .
Qu critic flomachs delicate and queazy,
'Towill even make a beavy meal fit eafye
Rbetonwn bates epilogues— 1t is not true 3
Dasfaver'd that for you, and you, asd you, .
[To pit, boxes, and 18 gallery.
Fbiy call for cpilogues, and borspipes t60 e L
T . [To the up,:« gallery.
Madam, the critics fay~———T0 you they're ciwil,
Hers, if they bawe ’em not, they'll play the dewil :
Quz aof this boufe, Sir, and to you alone, .
They'll fmndle, cry Bravo! Charming !—Here they groan.
A fingle crivic will not frown, look big,
Harwnilcfs and pliast as a fingle twig; .
But crouded bere they change, and ’tis #ot 0dd ;
For twigs when bundied up, Zacome a red, .
Critics to bards, like beansies to each other,
W ben téte A téte their enmity they fimother——m
5;{: me, my dear—how do you ?—Charming creature !
at Jbape, what bloom, avhat fpirit in each feature o
Xou flatter mew—"Pon bonour, no—2ox dor
My friend—my dear—fincerely yourse—ddien! 2
3 ¥t

. e
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But avben at routs, the dear friends change their tonpmmmes
I fpeak of foreign ladies, not oxr own.
ill_you permit, good Sirs, thefe gloomy folk,
9o givve all tragedy, without one joke !
They gravely tell us—tragedy’s defign’d
To purge the paffions, purify the mind ;
To which I fay, to /ﬁih thofe blackbeads dumb,
With phyfic always give a fugar-plumb ;
1 love thefe fugar-plumbs in profe or rhymes,
No one is merrier than myfelf fometimes ;
Yet I, poor 1! with tears and conffant moan,
Am melted down almofi to fkin and bone.
This night in fighs and fobs I drexy my breath,
Love, marriage, treafon, prifon, poifon, death,
Were fearce fufficient to compleat my fate, -
Two children avere thrown in to make up weights
With all thefe ﬁ;ﬂ'rings, is it not provoking,
90 be deny’d at laft a little joking ?
If they avill make new laws, for mirth's fake, break 'em ;
Roar out for epilogucs, and ket me fpeak "em.

e
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P R O L O G U BE

ESIDE bis native Thames oxr poct long
“Hath bung bis filent barp, and bu/b’d bis fong.
Kind Commerce avhifper’d, ** See my blififul flate,
And to no finiles but mine rfign thy fate ;
Beneath the pregnant branches reft awhile,
Which by my cxiture [pread this favour'd jjle;
On that fair tree the fruits of evlry coaf?,
All which the Ganges and tve Volza boaft, '
Al awbich the fun’s luxuriant beam fupplies,
Or floswly ripens under frozen flies, : }
In mix’d waricty of growth arife.
The copious leawves benefcence o fife,
”’bic?ou afftiction dreps vojilarirg dosve,
And birds of bope among the loaded fprays,
Tuxe with enchantment their alluring lays, }
9o cheer defpondence and 15’ indBtive raife.
Ref bere, fbe cry’d, and finiling time again
May firing the lyre, and I apprové the firain®
Atleagth bis mufe from éxile be recalls, ~
Urg'd by bis patrons in Jugufta’s zvalls., i
Thofe gen'rous traders, «vho alike fu,%ain
Their nation’s glory on 11’ obedient main, }
And bounteous raife aflition’s dreoping train ;
They, awbo benignant to bis 10ils afford
Their fhelt'ring favour, bave bis mufe reflor’d.
They in ber future fame will juffly fhare,
But bher difgrace berfelf muft Jingly bear
Calm bours of learncd leifure they bave giv’n,
And could no more, for genius is from beaw’n.
90 open nowv her long-hid roll fhe tries,
Where wary’d forms of pictur’d paffions rife. .
Reverge and pride their furies firft unfold,
By artlefs wirtue farally controlld.
Scenesy awrought avith gentler pencils, then fucceed,
Where lowe perfuades a faithful wife to bleed; .
Where, join’d to public cares, domeftic avoz
L feen from manly fortitude to flow,
But if ber colours mock the candid eye
By fjurious tinfls, unmir’d with neture’s dve,
It friendly hands, refirain your fruitlefs aid,
And wwith juft cenjurc let ber labours fade.
DRA.
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DRAMATIS PERSON &£

M E N.

Drary-Lane.
Dumnoriz, - . - - Mr. Garrick.
Tenantins, - - = Mr. Burton.
Ebrancus, - - - Mr. Mozeen.
Flaminius, - - - Mr. Havard,
Enobarbus, - - Mr. Moffop.

"W O ME N,

Boadicia, - - « Mre, Pritchard,
Venufia, - - =  Mors. Cibber,

Roman Anb.flador, Icenians and Trinobantians.

SCENE, the Britifh Camp Lefore the Tent of Dumnoriz,

BOADICIA,
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B O ADTICGCTI A

€ Tke lires diffinguifled by irverted comas, “.thus,’ are omitted in the

Reprefentationy and thofe printed in ltelics are the additions of
the Tbeatre.

ACT L

Boadicia, Dumrorix, Icenians, Tricobantians, and Ro-
man Ambalador..

Romax AMpasgsanor.

UETONIUS, leader of the Roman arms,
With gentleti greetings to rh’lecnian queen, |

And Dumnorix, the Frinobarti.n chicf,
Sends health, and proiters friendthip.  Let the wrongs,
The mutual wrongs futhin’d by Rome and Biitain--

Bead. May ftern Andate, war’s victorious godidets,
Agiin refign me to your impious rage,
It e’er I blot my fuff’rings from remembrance;
If e’er relenting mercy cocl my ven: eance,
Till I have driv’n you to our vtmell ihores,
And caft your legions on the erimfon’d beuchs
Your coflly dwellings thali be fusk ia athes,
Your ficlds be ravag’d, your afpiring bulwarks
O'erturn’d and levell’d to the meansft thrub;
Your gafping matrovs, and your children’s blood
With mingled ftreams fhall dye the Britifh fivord 3
Your captive warriors, victims at our alturs,
Shall croud each temple’s fpacious round with dea hs
Elfe may each pow’r, to whom the Druids bend,
Ancul my hopes of conqueft and revenge !

Do, {10 the Ambeffudor.] You come to offer terms,
Stand forth and aniwer.

A . " Did
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Did not Prafutagus, her dving lurd,
Cn your infatiate emperor beftow
Hait of his rich pofleffions, vainly deeming,
T'he reft might pafs unpillag’d to his children 2
What did ye then, ye favage fons of rapine ?
You feiz’d the whole inheritance by force,
Laid wafte our cities ; with the fervile fcourge
Difgrac’d a royal matron; you deflow’r’d
Her fpotlefs daughters, ftole our nobleft youth
‘To ferve your pride and luxury in Rome ;
Our priefts you butcher’d, and our hoary elders ;
Profan’d our altars, our religious groves,
And the bafe image of your Caefar thruft
Among the gods of Britain; and by heav’n,
Do you repair to thefe vifcrious tents
With profler’d peace and friendfhip ?

Rom, Am. Yes, to treat,
As faith, benevolence and juftice ditate.

Dum. How fhall we treat with thofe, whofe impious
Have ront the facred bands of mutual truft ? {hands
How fhall we treat with thofe, whofe ftony hearts
Compatfion cannot melt, nor thame control,

Nor juftice awe, nor piety reftrain,
Nor kindnefs win, nor gratitude can bind ¢

Rom. An. Thouart a ftranger to our gen’ral’s virtues.
No pillager, like Catus, but a foldier,

‘To calm and fober difcipline inur’d,
He would redrefs, not widen your complaints,

Dum. Cante reftore the violated maid
To her untainted purity and fame ?

Can be perfuade inexorable death
To yiew our flaughter’d elders_from the grave ?
No, nor by foothing tales elude our vengeance.

Rom. An. Yet hear us calmly, ere from yonder hills
You call the legions of imperial Rome,

And wake her eagles, which would fleep in peace.

Boad. Begone, and bear dcfiance to your legions,
Tell them, 1 come, that Boadicia comes,”

Fierce with her wrongs, and terrible in vengeance,
To roll her chatiot o’cr their firmeft ranks,
To mix their foaring eagles with the duft,
And (purn their prige beneath her horfes’ hoofs,
4 Roms
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Rom.-Am. Then be prepar’d for war,
Bod. We are prepar'd.
Come from your hills, ye fugitive remains
Of fhatter’d cohorts, by their fear preferv’d.
Th’ embattled nations of our peopled ile,
Yet frefh from feventy thoufind fliughter’d Romans,
Shall add yon refufe to the purple heap. »
And yet amid triumphant defolation,
Thouygh flames each Roman colony devour, .
Though each diftra&ted matron view herinfant
Grafp with its tender hands the piercing fpear,
Though your grey fathers to the falchlon’s edge
Each teeble head furrender, my revenge
Will pine unfated, and my greatnefs want
Redrefs proportion’d to a queen’s difgrace. .
Dum. Go, and report this anfwer to Suetonius. °
Too long have parents’ fighs, the cries of orphans,
And tears of widows, fignaliz’d your fway,
Since your ambitious Julius firft advanc’d
His murd’rous ftandard on our peaceful fhores,
At length unfetter’d from his paticnt floth,
- The Britifh genius lifts his pond’rous hands
To hurl with ruin his colle&ted wrath
For all the wrongs, a century hath borne,
In one black period on the Roman 1ace.
Rom. Am. Y et e’re we part, your price of ranfom name
For the two captive Romans."
Road. Not the wealth, )
Which loads the palaces of fumptuousRome,
Shall bribe my fury. Hence, and tell your legions,
The hungry ravens, which inhabit round
The chalky cliffs of Aibion, fhall affemble
To feaft upon the limbs of thele your captains,
Shall riot in the gore of Roman chiefs,
Thefe mafters of the woiid. Produce the pris’ners.
. , [CTI/ an I(.'Cl)iano
Enter nobarbus and Fliminius i7 chains.

Boad. Stay, if thou wilt, and {ce our vitims fall.
[To the Ambaffador.
Znob. [TaBoad.] Dart not on me thy fiery eyes, bar-
Vain are thy efforts to difmay a Roman, [barlij'? .
. ife

.
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Life is become unworthy of my care ¢ o
And thefe vile limbs, by galling chains difhonour’d,
1 give moft freely to the wolvesand thee.

Amb. Miftaken Queen ! the Romans do not want
Thefe inftigations, nor thy proud defiance
To meet your numbers in the vale below.

Fnob. [ To the .4mb.] Then wherefore doft thou linger
Commend us toSuetonius; bid him ftraight [here in van 2
Arrange his conquering legions in the field,

There teach thelfe rafh barbarians to repent
Of their difdain, and with for peace too, late.

Amb. [To the prifoners.] Yes, to Suetonius and the Ro-
Thefe heavy commendaiions will webear:  [man camp
‘That for two gallant couctrymen, our love
And indignation at their fate may fharpen
Each weapon’s point, and ftrengthea ev’ry nerve,

Till humbled Britain have appeas’d their thades. [Exite

Znob. Come, let us know our fate,

Boad. Prepare for death. ’

Znob. Then ceafe to loiter, favage,

Dum, [To AEnob.] Now, by Heaven,

Wert thou no Reman, I could fave and love thee.
That dauntlefs fpirit in another breaft,

And in a blamelefs caufe, were truly noble,

But fhews in thée the murderer and rufhan,

A nob.. Thy hate or favour arc alike to e,

. Flam. [To Dum.] May ‘I demand, illuftrious Trino~
Why muft we full, becaufe uncertain war [bantian,
Hath made us captives ?

Dum. 1t in open battle, )

With' gen’rous valour to have fac’d our arme,

Were all our charge againft thee, thou might’ft reft
Secure of life; but leading thee to die

Is execution on a gen’ral robber, [barbarians ?

Enob. | To Flam.] And doft thou meanly fue to thefe

Flam. [To Dum.] Though our rapacious countrymen
Your juft refentment, we are guildefs both. [have drawn

Boad. {To Flam.] So are ten thoufand intants, whom
The fingle name of Roman fhall condémn, [the name,
Like thee, to perifh by th” unfparing fword, -

Llam. Yet more than guilde’s, we may plead defert
With Boadicia, ) ;
: Boad,

4
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Boad. Infolent pretenfion !
A Roman plead defert with Boadicia !
This fhall enlarge the portion of thy fuff’rings g
For this not only fhall thy blood embrue
Andate’s furine, but torture fhall be added,
And fury wanton in thy various pains.
Enob. [To Boad.] Produce thy tortures; them and
thee we fcorn.
Tenan. Fall back with rev’rence, Trinobantian foldiersy
Sce who advances from your gen’ral’s tent.
» Euter Venufia,
Pen. ViQorious fifter, may th’ unrefting labour
Of fortune weave new honouts to adorn thee,
And Dumnorix, thy colleague, and my lord,
But if, amid thefe watlike confultations,
Ere yet the order’d pomp of battle moves,
A fupplicating found may.reach thy ear,
Stoop from thy glory to an a of mercy."
Thy doom pronounc’d on thefe unhappy captives ——
Boad, Ha!
Ven. Their defervings, and thy daughter’s pray’r,
Mix’d with my own compafion, from the tent
Have call’d me forth a fuitor to thy pity,
That thou wouldft hear, and fpare them,
Boad, Spare thefe captives !
Dum. Why this requeft, Venufia ?
Ven. Give them hearing :
They can unfold a ftory .which demands
Your whole attention, " - .
Dum. Let ys hear, Proceed. [70 Flamy
Flam. Tte Romans’ late injuftice we abhor:’d,
Nor join'd the band of fpoilers. In that feafon
We chanc’d one day to wander through the foreft
Which pgrts our confines from th’ Icenian land.
We foupd a beautcous virgin in our way.
Boad. Wretch! dotl thou hope to barter with our fiftert
For thy bafe life ?
Flam, 1 fcar not death, Oh, Queen !
But dread dithonour ev’n among my foes.
Znod. Death is thy terror; reafon elfe would teach
No gratitude with crueity can dwell. [thee,
Fam. Deep in that wood we met the lovely maid,
, ) ' Chas’d
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Chas’d by a brutal foldier. " At our threats

He foon retreated. To our heme we led her,

From infult guarded, fent her back with honour ¢

Nor was fhe lefs than Boadicta’s daughter.

Ven, Now, deare.t fifter, whofe fuccefsful ftandard
Not valour more than equity upholdsy :
And thou, my hufband, who doii rife in arms,

* Oppreflive deeds in others to chattife,

From your own’ guiding-juftice will you firay,

And blend defervers with the herd of guilt? .
Dum. And are you Romans ? Yes, we will, Venufia, -

Repay theit worthy deed.  Strike off their fetters.

Boad. What do I hear? A Britith chief’s command &
Whoe’er unchains a Roman, on mankind
Lets loofe oppreflion, infolence and rapine,

Sets treafon, falthood, vice, and murder free. .
Pen. Yet thefe preferv’d thy Emmeline from fhamee,
Boad. Not lefs the vi&tim of eternal fhame

Was the condudted to their hateful manfion.

‘To guard her honour, and be lefs than ruffians,

Had been repugnant to their name and race ;

But fear of me ¢ompell’d them to releafe her.. .

‘Then fhall two Romans, nurs’d in fraud and falfhood ;.

From childhood train’d to each flagitious deed, :

By colour’d pleas to fhun the fate they merit,

Here find regard againft the thoufund mouths

Of Boadicia’s fuft’rings? No, this moment’

Shall they expire in torture.

Ven. Yet reflett ;

Of all the paths which lead to human blifs,

‘The moft fecure and grateful to our fteps

With mercy and humanity is mark’d.

‘The fweet-tongu’d rumour of a gracious deed

Can charm frum hoftile hands th” uplifted blade,

‘The gall of anger into milk transform,

And drefs the brows of enmity in {miles.

Boad. Still doft thou dare, Venufia

Dum. Gently, fiiter :

And, truft me, thefe refemble virtuous men.

Boad. Was I not virtuous, whom the Romans lafh’d ¢
‘Were not my violated children virtuous ?

Bear them this inftant to the fierceft rack g And

n
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And while their trembling limbs are firain’d with torture,
While thraugh the cruel agony of pain,

The bloudy drops bedew their fhiv’ring cheeks,

Te!l them how gentle are the p.ngs thay feel,

To thoie the foul of Boadicia prov’d,

When Roman rage her na- ed himbs expos’d,

And mark’¢ her flefh with ever-during thame.

- Dum. {To the Britons.] Withold ycur hands,

Boad., What means the [rinobantian ?

Dum. ‘Lo fave thy benefaors, and proclaim
Whate’er by vabour we extort from fortune,
We yet deterve by juftice.

¢ Boad. To cuntend
¢ With Boadicia, and prote ¢t her foes,
¢ Did fhe awaken thy jgnoble floth,
¢ Which elfe without refentment of thy wrongs
¢ Had flept ob{cure at home ?

¢ Dum. Forbear; be calm.

¢ Boad. Yes, under bondage thou hadit tamely bow’d,
¢ Had not I fir'd thy flow, inactive foul.

¢ Dum. Notwith unbridled paffion, I confefs,
¢ I wie!d the fword and mount the warlike car.
¢ With careful eyes I view’d our fuft’ring ifle,
¢ And meditated calmly toavenge her,
¢ Unmov’d by rage, my foul maintains her purpofe
¢ Through one unalter’d courfe; and oft before
" ¢ As I have guided thy usraly {pirit,
¢ Againtt its wildnefs will | now prote& thee,
¢ And from a bafe, inhuman action fave thee.’

Bead. Thy boufted calmnefs is the child of fear ;
Thou trembleft to exafperate the foe.

Well was it, Britons, in our former contuefts,
That I prefided o’er the fcene of tlaughter ;

Xlfe had thole thoufands of the Roman youth,
Whote bodies lie extended on our fields,

Stood at this hour a threat’ning hoft againft you,
Come, then, ye warriors, follow your conductrefs,
And drag thefe flaves to deaths”

Dum, They will not move,

Fix’d with amazement at thy matchlefs frenzy.
Do thon revere thefe warriors, who with fcorn
Obferve thy tolly. :
Ven,
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. #en. Hufband, fifter, hear !
Oh, if my humbled voice, my proftrate limbs,
If tears and fighs of anguifh, may atone
For this pernicious difcord I have rais’d—
Boad. [To Ven.] Hence with thy defpicable fighs and
tears. [7¢ Dum.
And thou, prefumptuous, what invidious power,
Foe to thy fafety, animates thy pride ~
Still to contend with Boadicia’s wrath ?
Dum. No, by Andate, I contend not with thee,
At this important feafon, when the foldier
Thirfts for the confli&, it would ill become me
To trifle here in difcord with a woman.
Nay, do not fwell that haughty breaft in vain ;
When once the facred evidence of juftice
Illuminates my bofom, on a rock,
Which neither tears can foften, nor the gufts
Of paflion move, my refolution ftands,
Boad. Now Heav’n fulfil my curfes on thy head !
May ev’ry purpofe of thy foul be fruftrate,
May infamy and ruin overtake thee,
May bafe captivity and chains o’erwhelm thee,
May fhameful crimfon from thy fhoulders ftart,
Like mine, difhonour’d with the fervile fcourge !
With pain all fhiv’ring, and thy flefh contracting,
Low mayft thou crouch beneath th’ expeéted ftroke,
Ev’n from the hands thou fav’ft !
Tenan. Alas, great Princefs !
Divert this wrath againft th’ impending foe,
Whofe formidable ranks will foon defcend
From yonder hill.
Boad. [ Tothe Britons.] Ungrateful and perfidious !
Now would I draw my fpirit from your camp,
Leave you with him defencelefs and expos’d,
Then fhould your fhatter’d chariots be o’erthrown,
Your jav’lins broken, and in bafty flight
Far from your trembling hands the buckler caft,
Did not th’ infatiate thirit which burns my foul
To empty ev’ry vein of Roman blood
Prote& you, traitors, trom my ind:.gnation,
Bur, by th’ unfanguin’d altars of -Andate,
~ : Thou,
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Thou, Dumnorizx, be fure, fhalt rue thisday;

For thou henceforward, art to me a Roman, [Exite
Fen. Oh, Dumnorix! :

Dum. Let not this frantic woman

Grieve thy mild nature—Romans, ceafe to fear,

Thefe are my tents ; retire in fafety thither.

" [ Exenst Flam. and Buob:

Do thou go forth this inftantand command  [70 Tenaa.

Earch ardent youth to gird his falchion round him,

His pond’ruus {pear to loofen from the turf,

And brace the target firmly on his arm.

His car let ev’ry charioteer prepare,

His warlike feat each combatant affume,

That ev’ry banner may in battle wave,

Ere the fun reaches his meridian height. . [ Exit Tenane
Fen. My lord and hufband ! '
"Dum, erefore doft thou hold me,

Andin my paflage thy endearments plant 2

I muft prepare this moment to confront

The foul and ghaftly face of cruel war:

And, by the gods, {rather court at prefent

That fhape of horror, than thy beauteous form. )

Then go, thou dear intruder, and remove

Thy foftnefs from me.

Ven., 1 willftay no longer '

‘Than brave Tenantius hath perform’d thy orders,

Long have I known thy valour fkill’d to throw

The rapid dart, and lift th’ unconquer’d fhield.

A confidence like this hath ftill diffus’d

Enough of firmnefs through my woman’s heart, -

Ne'er to moleft thee with a woman’s fears,

This day excepted ; now my weaknefs governs,

And terror, too importunate, will fpeak.

Haft thou encounter’d ‘yet fuch mighty powers

As dJown that mountain fuddenly will rufh ?

From ev’ry part the Romans are affembled,

All vers’d in arms, and terrible in valour.

Dum. Tell me, thou lovely coward, am not I

As terrible, or falls the Roman fword L

On the tough buckler, and the crefted helm -

With dmdlfcr weight than mine ? Away and fear not,

Sccure and calm, repofe t;ee in thy tent ;

A}

Think
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Think on thry hitband, and believe he conquers ;
‘Amid the rage of bartle he wiltthink -

On thee; for thee he draws the martial blade,
For thy lov’d infants'gripes the pointed ath,

Go, and expe& me to Teturn viltorious ;

‘Thy. hand fhall drefs my wounds, and dlt be well.

Fen. Far betrer be our fortune, .than for thee .
‘To want that dffice from my faithful hand, .
Or me to ftain thy triumphs with my tears. ‘

Dum. Fearwot. I tell thee, when thou feeft my Lk
With duft befpread, my brows with glotious fweat, =~ -
And fome diftinguith’d wound to grace my breaft,

Thou in the fultiefs of thy love fhalt view me,

And fwear, | feem moft comely inthy fight,

“Thy virtue then fhall fhew me worthier of thee,

Than did thy tondnefs.an our nuptial day. )

Ven. 1t thall be fo. ~ All wounded thou.fhaltfind ~
My heart prepat’d o fifle its regret, :

And fmooth my forchead with obedient calmnefs,
Yet hear me further ; fomething will I offer

More than the weak e¢ffe@s'of temalé dread; -
‘Thou go'ft to fignt in difcord with thycolleague: * -
It is a thought which muttiplies my fears. — =

Dum. Well urg’d, thou deareft'counfellor, who wl
Cantt heal thig mifchief, Let thy meCkhceLﬁ ey .
The foft perfuafion of a private conf’rence,

‘To win from error a bewilder’d fifter, .
While none are prefent to alarm her pride. .

Ven. 1 go, but, trembling, doubt my vain attempt 3
Unlefs, commiffion’d with thy dear injunétions,

My foul, exerted to perform thy pleafure, =~
Could give perfuafion all my forceof duty, . - [Exits
Dum. Hark! we are fummon’d.. n i

Fenan. Ev’ry band is form’d :

‘The Romans too in clofe arrangement ftand,

Dum. Ye warriors, deftin’d to begin the onfet,
My Trinobantians, itistime tofeek ° )
Th’ embattled foe. And you, all-judging gods?
Look down benignant on a righteous caufe,
Indeed we cannot give you, like the Romaps,

A proud and fumptuous oﬂ'eringﬁ we abound not’
In marble temples, orin fplendid altars ;

Yet
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Yet though we want this vain, luxurious pomp,
Rough though we wander on the mountain’s head,
Through the decp vale, and o’er the eraggy rock,
We ftill demand your favour; we.can thew
Hands which for juftice draw th’ avenging fieel,
Firm hearts, and manners undebay’d by fraud. .-
To you, my dauntlefs frionds, what need of words 2
Your cities have been fack’d, your children flain,
Your wives difhonour’d——L.o! om yonder hills
You feq the fpeilers ; there the ruffians ftand,
Your hands arearm’d ; then follow, and revenge.

R . [E-.'m’o
Ewp: of the Szconp. AcT, .

ACT 1
Ester Plamhiiin exd Hnobarbus,

FLAMiN2ZUS, .
0! ZEnobarbus, thou ma{ft now come farward,
What lus thy angry foul been hrooding o’er 2
Zxsd. Well thou haft fued, and haft obsain’d. thy fuits
Of thefe barbarians meanly. haft implor’d
Thy wretched life, and haftit. Muft I thank thee
For this uncommon privilege to ftand
A tame fpeQator of the: Roman fhame,
To fee exulting favages.o’esturny - :
Our walls and ramparts, fee them with thie (poils .
Of our wafte dwellings, witlhiour captive eagles .
And ancient trophies, ravith’d from our temples,
March in rude triumph o’er the gads of Rome 2
Flam. What, thou hadft rather die !
Znob. And thou hadft rather -
Live, like a dog, in chains, than die with courage,
Thou moft unworthy of the Roman name. ,
Flam. Did tnofe who now inhabit Rome deferve
The name of Romans,.did the ancient {pirit
Of our forefathers ftill furvive among us,
1 fhould applaud this bold contempt of life .
B2 » Our
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Our anceftors, who liv’d while Rome was free,

Might well prefer a noble fate to chains

They loft a bleffing we have never known :

‘Born and inur'd to fervitude at home,
We only change one mafter for another,
. And Dumnorix is far beyond a'Nero.
Enob. Mean’ft thou to meck me ?
Flam. No; I mean to thew -

‘Thy ftern opinidns fuit not with the times. -
AEnob. Still by our valour wecontroul the world,

And in that duty will I match the foremoft.

If our forefathers’ manners be negleéted,

- Free from that blame, I fingly will maintain them,

My fentiments are moulded by my fpirit,

‘W hich wants thy pliant qualities to yield

With ev’ry guft of fortune, rude or mild,

And crouch be neath example, bafe or worthy. _
Flam, Well, if thou eanft not hrook a Britith mafter—=
£Enob. No, nor thy wanton folly will I brook,

Which fports alike with flavery or freedpm, ~

Infenfible of fhame.

Kilam. Suppofe I free thee.

Anob. Freeme! . » R ;
Flam. This day, if fortune be propitious, . .
*AEnob. Ha! do not cheat me with delufive fables,, .

Andtrifle with my bonds. - '
Flam. By all my hopes,

1 do not trifle. !

AZnob. Wilt thougive my bofom . -
Once more to buckle on the foldier’s harnefs,
And meet in battle our infulting foes ?

Shall my keen falchion gore the flying rout,
And raife a bleeding trophy to revenge, -
For each indignity which ﬁome hath borne ?

- Hold me no longer in fufpenfe ; inftruct me
From whence thefe hopes proceed.

Flam< Thou know’ft 1. lov’d
The Britifh Princefs. o :

Anob. Haft thou rais’d my hopes
To freedom, future victory, and honour,

And doft thou talk of love ? '

Fiam., That love fhall fave us,

. Thou
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Thou faw’ft, the gentle-Emmeline but now-
© owr tenty, and gave the tend’reft welcomes.
Unchang’d | found-her, foft-and artlefs ftill,
The yen’sous maid already hath fuggefted
The means of flight. The bartle apce hegun,,
While ev’ry Briton-is intent on war,
Herfelf will §u.de us 10 a place of fafety,.
twa. Now I'commend thée..
Flam. Thou apgrov’fk then,.
JE”- Ay' . . R
Flam. And fee, the joyful moment is approaching 3
Sce, where th’ unnumber’d Trinobantians fpread
In rude diforder o’er the. vale bepeath,
Whofe broad extent this entinence commands,
Mark their wide-waving multitude,. confus'd
With mingling ftandards, and tumultuous carssi -
But far fuperior to the.reft.behold, .
The brave apd.gén’rous Dumnorix, ere&t.
With eager hope, his lofty jav’lin fhakes,.
And wirhiunpolith’d-muajefly adosns
TFhe frontof war. ' N
Anob. I mark the rabble well;: . :
And foon fhall view the Romans from-their flations .
Bogween. thofe woods, which. thade the adverfe hills,
Sweep with refitkefy ardouy co the vale,. - :
And trample o’er the favages;. like duft. - [ A4 march,.
¢ Flam. Thas fmiling.vale with pity I’mnte,mplate, ,
¢ And wifh more gentle footdieps might be feen =
% To prefs its verdure, and:that fofter.notes,
* Than war’s tepificiclamouss,imigat-be tun’d-
* From thofe fugrownding fhades, ta join the. murmurs,,
¢ Of that fair chanpel,, whafe {ogoraus bed :
¢ Receives the, iream,. defcending from. this grove
¢ Do fdem: thmdimpidimaze, . which fhines below.
¢ /Enob. 1 {eedt glill’nipg.in the noon-day, fun..
¢ But Britifh goewill chamgq its glafly hue,
¢ Flam, Oh} mightwe rapher on its friendly banks

T

¢ EreCt a graweful momumens o Peace;

¢ That fhe; herifinay refumiog, inight afford me-

* To clafp the galiant Duwynarix,: and fyle him

“ My friend, myfbengfador, andh preferver, ———'

Sund from befpre this tempett, while it paffes, SO
3 . .';393,,_ " Entew |

v

.

Sy
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Enter Boadicia and Icenians,

Boad. Oh! Icould drive this jav'lin through my heart

To eafe its tortures,  Difobey’d ! Countroul’d {

Ev'n in my army’s fight ! M{llignant pow’rs,

If fuch there be, who o’er revenge prefide,

‘Who fteel the breaft with ever-during hate,

And aid black rancourin its purpos’d mifchief, .
Be prefent now, and guide my indignation ! [Pasfess
‘The Trinobantians are advanc’d before me. - o
Let them fuftain the onfet ; let-the Romans .

On Dumnorix with ev’ry cohort prefs,

Till he intreat for Boadicia’s aid,’

Then fhall my eager eyes enjoy his ruing

And when th’infulting boafter is o’erthrown,

His bands difpers’d, or gafping in the duft,

Then will I rufh exulting in my car,

Like fierce Andate, on the weary’d foe .

Lead rout and flaughter, through atide of gore -
Impel my clotted wheels, redeem the day,

And from the mouth of danger fnatching conqueft,
Crown my revenge with glory. : v

o . . Enter Venufia,

Ven. Stand apart, C
At my requeft, Icenians. O unbend, {72 Boad.
That louring brow, and hear a fuppliant fifter !

So prone to error is our mortal frame,

‘Time could not ftep without a trace of horror, . . -
If wary nature on the human heart

Amid its wild variety of paffions

Had not imprefs’d a foft and yielding fenfe,

That, when offences give refentment birth,

The kindly dews of penitence may raife

The feeds of mutual mercy and forgivenefs. -

Boad, Weak wretch, and yet whofe impotence afpires
To mix in warlike councils, and determine .
‘The fate of captives, won in fields of death,

Thou wouldft do better to referve thy tears ;
Thou fhalt have caufe for pénitential torrents.

Pen. They will not wait a fecond birth of woeg
- At thy feventy they burit already, :
¢ Why turns on me that formidable afpe&t;. -
¢ Wont with commanding fternnefs 'to behold
¢ Its foes abath'd, and victory ity vaflal ?

-
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¢ Yet how much brighrer is the wreath of glory,
¢ When interwove with clemency and juftice ?
¢ Thou go’ft to battle, there obtain renown ;
¢ But learn compaffion from my tears, nor think,
¢ Benignity enfeebles, or difhonours )
¢ The moft exalted valour.
¢ Boad. Shall the tears .
¢ Qf abje@ importunity detain me,
¢ While vengeance, ftriding from his grifly den,
¢ With fell impatience grinds his iron teetz,
¢ And waits my nod to fatisfy his hunger ?
¢ Hence to th’ employment of thy feeble diftaff’!
- ¢ Pen. Not fkill’d, like thee, in war’s ennobling toils,
¢ Inferior praife, and humbler taks I court,
¢ And own my fafety in thy loftier virtues ;
¢ Yet not like, thee, with unforgiving wrath
¢ Could I refign a fifter to her grief
¢ At this tremendous hour, fo near deciding
¢ The fate of both. One gentle word beftow,,
¢ And I will Jeave thee with obedient hafte ;.
¢ Nay I will feek the altars, and requeft, -
¢ That in the future triumphs of this day
¢ Heav’n may refufe to Dumnorix a fhare,,
¢ And give thee all,
Boad. Does Dumnorix confent
To facrifice the Romans ? Art thou mute *
S1ill does he brave me ? But your favour’d captives
Shall not efcape. They foon fhall join the vi&ims,
Which this unconquer’d jay’lin- fhall referve
To folemnize the fall of Rome’s dominion,
Then to my glory Dumnorix fhali bend..
In fight of Britainthall his baffled pride
The pomp of public facrifice behold,.
Behold and pine. You take a band of foldiers ~
[Foan Iceniam
Watch well around the Trinobantian tents, .
And guard thefe Romans, as your lives. I tell thee,

[Tv Ven.
Their gore fhall yet befmear Andate’s altar.
Ven. In filent awe 1 heard thy firft refentment,
Yet hop’d, the well known accents of affe&tion,
Is kindpncfa whifper’d to thy fecret ear,
) Might
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Might to thy breaft-recal its exil’d pity,
‘That gentle inmate of a woman’s.heart.

Boad Durft thou, prefumpruaus. entertain a thoughe
To give this bofom, nerv’d with-manly firengshy,
The weak fenfations of a. female fpirt ? .

Pen. When I remind thy elevated foul,

‘That we by mutual int’reft are butaney.. i .

And by th’ ind'floluble tres:of birth; C

Are thofe fenfations weak;, which nature prompted-

With juftice ftrengthen’d, can:her pow’rful voice

- Find no perfuafion e |~ :
Boad. None. Ptovoke no-

With:plaintive murmurs: my indignant ear...

‘Thou, and thy hufband, authors of my fhamey.. - -

Before th” aflembied chiefs, may.reff affur’d,.

No pray’rs fhall foften, no attenement bribe,, ..

And no fubmiffion fhall appeafe the wrong.

May defolation trampleon my.dwelling:

A fecond time, rapadieus forceagain;, '

And infult revel through my inmoft chambers;.

If I forgive you. . Thou hait food:for anguith 3. -

6o, and indulge its apperite at leifure. : N

Ven. Yes, I will haften to the holy fhrine, -
‘There wring my hands, and melt in copiaus-forrowy. :
Not for my injur'd felf, burthee remorfelefs, - -

To mcurn-thy fdded:-honours, which, deform’d:

By hargrinjuftice to thy blamelefs friends,

Ne’er will revive in beauty.” Not fuccefs,.

Not trophies rifing round thee, notithe throngr - -

Of circling captives,. and theirconquer’d-ftandards,..

Nor glorious duft of viflory can; hide: - e

From juft reproach thy vnreledting fcomny, =~ ¢+ .

‘While none deplore thee, but the wrong'd .VEeMﬁG.-EW

.o o e [ Bt .

' Béad. Stern pow’r of war, my patronefsand guide;

"To thee each captive Roman I'devore: A

Come then, v'maﬁ&'ma goddefs,.in thy terrors;.. ..

O’Arwhelmiwith wrath his fzcrilegious head; '

Who would defraud.thy altafs + ©rconfonpd, - . 0 "0

* His ranksy his fleedds, his charints, and thy. fevewri ..,

To me, thy mastial yetarefs, condisxey. . i1 { vy .

< Lot e e n Aml
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In fex like'thee, and glowing with thy fires,

[Exennt all bus Baobarbus and Flaminius.

. no. Do thou come forward now, and fay, what ter-

Has thy dejected foul been brooding o’er ? [rors

Yon furious dame, who fill’d thee fg with dread,

Is marching onward. Raife thy head, and look 5

See, where ev’n now with fullen pride fhe mounts

Her martial feat ; yet wondrous flow, by heav’n,

Her car defcends, nor foon will reach the vale.

Thou lookit defponding.  Art thou ftill difmay’d ?

Thinkft thou, yon dreadful woman will return ?

From ug thé moves, though, flowly ; then take comfort.
Flam. Far other care, than tertors, fill my bresft.
ne. What means this langour? Wherefore heaves

that figh ? : ‘
Flam. O /Enobarbus, wilt thou bear my weaknefs ;
1 fee the moment of deliv’rance neur, :
Yet pine with grief.
Ano, Whate'er the folly be,

With which thy bofom teems, the' gods confound ite
Flam. To fee the deareft obje& of my foul,

uft fee her after fuch a tedious abfence, -
n vanifh from Ber Sght perhaps ior ever 3

When thefe refletions rife, the {weet exchange

From bonds to freedom, which to her I owe,

Is mix’d with bitternefs, and joy fubfides.

Ago. Why didit thou leave the fair Italian fields,

Thou filken flave of Venus ? What could move

~ Thee to explore thefe boift’rous northern climes,

And change yon radiant fky for Britain’s clouds ?

What doft thou here, effeminate ? By heav’n,

Thou fhouldft have loiter’d in Campania’s villas,

And in thy garden nurs’d; with careful bands, ,

The gaudy-vefted progeny o{ Flora; .

Or indolently c’g the pebbled fhore,

And ey’d the beating of the Tufcan wave .

To wafte thy irkfome leifure. Wilt thou tell me,

What thou doft here in Britain # Doft thou com

To figh apd pine ? Could Italy afford ‘

No food for thefe weak paffions ? Muft thou travesfe

Such tracts of land, and vifit this cold.region

To love and languith? Anfwer me, what motive
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Firft brought tkee hither ? But forbear ta urgey
It was in queft.of honour ; for the god,
Of war difclaims thee.
. Flam. Well, fuppofe 1 anfwer,
That fneud(h:p drew me from the golden Tiher,
With thee to combat this inclement Iky, ‘
Will it offend thee ? :
AEno. No, I am thy friend,. .
And I will make a Roman of thee flill3
But let me fee no languifhing deje&mn .
More on thy brow,. nor hear unmanly fighs.. . -
Gods ! canft thou dream of love, when yonder&q;
The Romen legions, .all array’d fopbattie, .
. Aste now defcending ; . fee their drisaded eagles,, -
Their dazzlmg helmets, and their crimfon plunmes :
A grove of jarlins glitters down-the dée
‘They point their terrors on th’ aﬁmn[h’cr foes
Soon will they charge the Britons in the vale,..
And with the aufpicious glaries of this.day
Enrichshe annals of imperial Rome.,
O curft captivity.! - with double weight o
1 feel thee now ! malicious fate:! to fufféri . . -..° i
& Roman thyste:ftand confin’d in bondage, : ~ ¢
And fee the:triumphs, which he-cannor thares i..1° - -/
By heav’n, Flaminius, I will never bearie. * .0 ' .- |
Whereis-thy Briton® Will fhe lead us hence ? .-
Elfe, by the:god of war, unarm’d I rufh C
Tojoin the glarious {cene, which opene there. “
Flam. 1 {ee her coming, and will iy tomeer her: [Ea'il’. :
Ano. Our time is {hort, remcmber donordally, - 1
¢ I have a thought, lies rip'ning in my'hraﬁf,
¢ And teems with futune glory, if the fi
¢ Prove undecifive,.and thefe.tents fubfi
Soon will I bid thee, hoftile camp, farewel,
Thou faw’ft me comg in thraldom ; I'depart
A fugitive: if ever I return,
‘Thou fhalj-recetve:mesin another gmfe $
"Then fhals thou feebme¢ when my fliinin helnv
Shall ftrike cold terrorkhrough thy. boldb:(ig
And femitalofey cieft detruétion:fliake:

Enp of tthEconnAcr. .
e ) ' ) ACT
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ACT III
Enter Flaminips end Enobasbus,
UR lovely auid FraMixius,
ovely guide auands us, T impatieneg
O Hath call’f:c loit’rer, W -
<Eno. Thou mayft loiter fil].
Thou canft not haften, nor resard our fate,
Which is i!revocablx fix'd,

Flam, “What fay’ft thoy ?

Zno. lfay, prepare todie, If Boadicia
Return once more, our dettiay is fix'd,
Whate’er her mercilefs tevenge may purpofe,
Elate with cenqueft, or incens’d by iofs,

If on the rack to fIrain our burftiag finews,

1f from the bleeding truaks to lop our limbs,

Or with flow fires protrac she hours of pain,

We.mutt ahide it 51. Collect thy fpint,

And, like a Romgn, dauntlefs wait thy deem,
Flam. 1 hear thee, but thy meanipg—

no. ‘Hear 3gain ;) '

Before the tent fome paces as] flood,, -

And jeyful faw the Trinobaation guatd,’

Of us negle@ful, from this quaster dgawn

To view the impending battle; ona fudden

A curs’d Icenian caft his jealous eye

Athwart my fteps,.then call'd a num’roys baad,

Who prowl around us, as a deftin’d prey, -
Flam. Malicioys fortune! . .
“Eno. Now thou feett my Rmepning.

Flam. Our flight were vap, while thefe Obfcﬂe.w
no. True,

What has thy tame fubmiflion now avail’d,
Thy abje fupplication to barbarians 2
Hadft thou with courage met thy fate at firft,,
We had'been dead, ere now,
Flam. To view.phe fun . )
Through his gay. progrefs from the morn, till even,
Poflefs my friends, my parents, and my love,
Within the circle of my native walls, w
cre



8¢ BOADICIA.

Were joys, I deem’d well worthy of my care ;
But fince that care is fruitlefs, I'can leave
‘This light, my friends, my parents, love, and country,
As little daunted at my fate, as thou,
“Though not foumconcern’d. :
Zinob. Oh, Mars and Vefta!
Xs ita vifion. which you raife before me ,
“T'o charmh my eyes ? -Behold a fcene, Flaminius, .
‘To chéer a Roman in the gafp of death. Co
‘The Britons are defeated ; look, Flaminius ;
Back from the vale in wild tumultuous flight
Behold their numbers fweeping tow’rd the hill s
Already fome are fwarming up its fide .
‘To reach their camp for fhelter; paledifmay
With hoftile rage purfue their broken rear,
While maffacre, unchidden, cloys his famine,
And quaffs the blood of nations. - Oh, in vain
Doft thou oppofe thy bofom to the tide '
©Of war, and brandifh that recover’d ftandard ;
¢ Vain is thy animating voice to thofe, :
¢ Whom fear makes deaf ;> Oh, Dumniorix; thy toils
Are fruitlefs; Brirain in the fcale of fate ‘
Yields to the weight of Rome. Now, life, farewel ;-
¢ Shine on, bright Pheebus, thofe, who reft behind
¢ To fhare thy fplendours, while I fink in darknefs,
s Are far beneath my envy;’ I refign :
Thefe eyes with pleafure to eternal fhades,
‘They now have feen enough.
Flam. Whence this deipair ?
A blind cenfufion fills the fpacious camp,,
Already confternation hath difpers’d
Our guard. Ev’n Dumnorix retires—He comes ;
Avoi% him—Truft: me, I am well inftru&ted,
And will condud@ thee to a fafe retreat.
Enter Dumnorix with a fandard. - ’
Dum. Fhou hard-kept remnant of our fhatter’d fortune,, -
Stand there before the partial eye of heav'n,
Which has prefers’d the Romans’ fplendid altars,
‘To the plain virtue of a Britifh heart. :
Prefumptuous frenzy ! Why is Heav’n reproach'd ?
Ob, Boadicia,” thou perfidious mifchief! .

Enter
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) E nter Venufia.
Ves. Now let my duty o’er my fear prevail,
Fill my whele breaft with tendernefs, and heal
With {weeteft comfort thy diftrefs.
Dum. My wife!
Thou moft unlike to yon degen’rate woman,
Her country’s bane !
Pen. 1 tremble at thy words.
Dum. Be not difmay’d ; the camp is ftill our awn,
Night is impending, and the Romans halt.
Ven. But what of Boadicia ?
Dum. Hear and mourn,
The Trinobantians fcarce had fill'd the vale,
When from a narrow pafs between the woods
Forth burft the Romans, -wedg’d in deep armay.
1 found our ftruggle vain, and feat for aid
To Boadicia; fhe with fcorn reply’d,
1 did not want th’ affiftance of a woman ; i
Nor left her ftation, till my broken ranks
Were driv’n among th’ Icenians ; in a moment
All was confufion, flaughter and defeat.
. Enter Boadicia.
Dam. Gods! art thou fafe ?
Vex. Oh! mof} unhappy fifter !
When 1aft we parted, cruel were thy words,
Afure prefage of endlefs grief to me ;
Yet my defponding fpirit ne’er forboded, -
That thou couldit deviate from a profp’rous courfe,
When ev’ry gale confpir’d to fwell thy glory. .
Boad, Throw not on me the crime of envious-fortune,
Dum. Doft thou blame fortune, traitrefs ?
Boad, Then the blame -
Takeon thy fingle head.
Dxm. Avoid my fight.
Boad. Thou led’ft the van,
Dum, Avaunt.
Boad., Thou fled’ft the firft.
Now find’ft too late th’importance of a woman,
Dum, Too true I find a woman curs’d with pow’r
To blaft a pation’s' welfare, Heav’nly rulers?
How have.the Britons merited this fhame 2
Have we with fell ambitiog,'like the Romans, -
. - -
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- Unpeopled realms, and made the world a defart ? .
Have.we your works defac’d ; or how deferv’d
So large a meafure of your bitt’reft wrath,
‘That you thould cloath this fpiritof a wolf -
In human form, and blend her lot with ours ?
Boad. Befef with perils, as [ am, purfu’d
By rout and havoc to th’ encircl’ing toil ;
Untam’d by this reverfe, niy lofty foul,
Upbrad ing ftill thy arrogance, demands,
ho fpar’d the captive Romans ? Who provok’d
My juit refentment ? Who, in pow’r, in name
And dignity inferior, but elate .
With blind prefumption, and by envy ftung,
. Dard to difpute with me fupreme command,
Then pale and trembling turn’d his back on dangér? - -
Ven. Oh, onceunited by the friendlieft ties,
And leaders both of nations, fhall this land
Still view its bulwarks, tott'ring with difunion, -
. Enhance the public and their own misfortunes ? !
Thou, my complacent Lord, wert wont to {mooth
‘That manly front at pity’s juft complaint ;
And, thou entrufted with a people’s welfare,
A queen and warrior, let dildain no more '
Live in the midft of danger—Sece Venufia ' -
Upon her knees—— ,
Dum. Shall thy perfeétions kneel
To thig———— ' .
Ven. Oh! flop, nor give refentment utt’rance.
I fuch a caufe the proudeft knee might fue
To lefs than Boadicia——Turn not from me !
: {70 Boadicia,
Look on a proftrate fifter ;. think, thou hear’ft
Our children’s plaintive notes enforce my pray’r,
And Albion’s genius mix his folemn moan;
That lamentations through thy ears refound
From all the wives and mothers of thofe thoufands,
Whofe limbs lie ftretch’d on yonder fields of death 3
Thofe wretched wives and mothers, Oh! refiect,
,But for the fatal difcord of this day,
Wi ith other looks, with other cries and geftures,
sWith diff’rent tranfports, and with diff’rent tears,
»Might have receiv’d their fons and hufbands home,
3 - ¢ Than

AR
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¢ 1 bonds to humble that majeftic head

BOADICIA.
* Than they will now furvey their pale remains,
¢ Which there lie mangled by the Roman fword®
To feed the raven’s hunger.

—yet relcne !
et let reftoring union clofe our wounds,

And to repair this ruin be thy praife !
Dum, Rife, rife. Thymildnefs, whofe perfuafive charm
o cruelty, bue hers, could hear unmov’d,
In vain would render placable and wije
at malice, inhumanity and frenzy,
Which have already watted fuch a fiore
Of glory and fuccefs,
Boad. Oh 1
Dum. Doft thou groan ?
Boad. No, no, I'do not feela moment”s pain,
Dum._Thy words are falte, Thy heare o’erflows with
anguifh,
Bead, No, 1 defpife both thee and fortune fiill,
Dum. By heav’n, I know dittraion rends thy foul,
And 10 its view prefents th’upproaching f. ene
thame and torture, whea th'indignant Remans
Exa 2 tenfoid vengeance for their futPrings ;
™ when thou pafieft through their fircets in chains,
be jut derifion of infulting foes,
fantic woman, who refign’d her hopes,
And t0indulge an empty pride, betray’d
¢r children, friends and country ; then recal,
hat once was Boadicia, falt'n how low
"om all ker honours, by her folly fali’n
Tom pow’r, from empire, viGory and glory,
o vileft bonds, and ignominious ftripes.
Boad. May curfes Elaﬁ thice, worle than I can utter
 keener pangs than whips or fhackles feize thee |
Ver. O 1 filter, how unfeemly is this rage
om doft thou load with thefe ungen’rous curfes ?
y fiithful friend, thy counfellor and brother,
om thoy haft injur'd, injur'd paft the pow’r
s eParation. ¢ Doft thou eall for whips
« 2 Print thofe venerable limbs with fthame,

s muft honour ? Y’et, i chains

e}

. bich foes themf(elve
ut b

¢ gy L be our fate, what cruel hand hath forg’d'them,
Sut th,

ine alone? Thy haod hath heap’d deftru&ion
Ca ' ¢ On
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¢ On him, thy once rever’d ally, on me,
¢ On my poor children, guiltlefs of offence,
¢ Andon thy own, who claim’d prote&ion from thee 3*
Yet thou, obdurate, to thy rage a.prey,
Doft chide remorfe and pity from thy breaft.
Dum. Source of thy own afflitions! to behold thee

Diftraéted thus, thus fall’n and loft, to fee
‘Thus ftrongly painted on thy lab’ring features
‘The pangs, thou feel’ft within, awakes compaflion.
Boad. Ha! no——divine Andate fball uphold me: .
Above thy pity. Think’ft thou, Boadicia :
Is thus deferted by her patron goddefs,
‘Thus void of all refources ? Think fo ftill,
And be deceiv’d. Ev’n now I feel her aid ; [ Afde.
I feel her here; the warlike queen infpires
My preguant foul; the mighty plan is forming ;
It grows, it labours in my ardent bofom ;
Tt {prings to life, and calls for inftant adtion ;
Lead on, exert thee, ‘goddefs, till the furies,
Which heretofore have thunder’d at thy heéls,
Start at the new-born horrors of ‘this night. - [Ex#t,
Vex. Oh! Dumnorix, how virtue hath recoil’d
Upon itfelf! my interpofing pity,
‘Thy manly firmunefs in a gen’rous
Gave thefe difafters being.
Dum. 1 forbid thee  »
“To blame thy virtues, which'the gods approve,
And I revere. Now leave me 1o concert
- With our furviving chiefs the means of fafety.
“¥en, Oh! that, like me, compliant, at thy word
Peace a benign companion would attend,
And moderarc thy cares, while I depart.
Dam. Have | been guilty ? anfwer me, my heart,
‘Who now wouldit burﬁ my agonizing breaft,.
Hath Dumnorix been guilty # Wilt thou, ‘Britain,
‘To me impute the horrors of this day ?
Perhaps a Roman’s policy had yielded,
And toa colleague’s cruelty and pride -
Had facrific’d humanity and juftice ?
1 did not fo, and Albion is deftroy’d.
Yet, Oh, be witnefs, all ye gen’rous {pirits,
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So lately breathing in thofe heaps of death,

That in this day’s extremity and peril, .
Your Dumnorix was mindful of his charge ;

My fhiver'd javelin, my divided fhield,

And blunted fword, be witneis for your mafter,
You were not idle in that dreadful hour ;

Nor ev’n amid the carnage pil’d around me,

Wil 1 relinquith my purfuit of hope——

Hope may elude me: For myfelt I fear notem—
But my Venufia——Ha! prepare, my foul——
There is thy ftruggle, on her tender mind -

To thy firmnefs, which can welcome death,
And hold it gain, when liberty is loft. -

Enp of the Tuiap Acr.

"ACT V.

2

Enter Dumnonix.

: . Dumnorix.
TLL good Tenantius and' the reft return,
1 have been led by folitary care
Fo yon dark branches, fpreading o’er the breok,
Whick murmurs through the camp-; this mighty camp,
Where once two hundred thoufand fons of war
With reftlefs dins awak’d the midnight hour,
Now horrid ftillnefs in the vacant tents
Sitsundifturb’d ; and thefe inceffant rills,
Whofe pebbled channel breaks their fhallow ftream,,
Fill with their melancholy found my eara,
Asif I wander’d like a lonely hind,
O’er fome dead fallow far from all refort 5.
Unlefs that ever.and anon a groan
Burfts from a foldier, pillow’d oe his-fliield:
Intorment, or expiring with his wounds,
Aad tutns my fix’d attention into horror.
Yeaufia comes The hideous fcene aroundme
C 3 Mowe
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Now prompts the hard but neceflary duty, smsss
Yet how toname thee, death, withousthy terrors [
Enter Venufia.
Ven. Thou didft enjoin my abfence. I departed.
With ill-tim’d care if now returningr—e—
Dum. No. . ‘
Fen. Alas! deep-plung’din fadnefs flill I find thee.

s

Dum. Doft thou ? Come nearer. Thou heft feen this ‘

How thy perfidious, thy invet’rate fifter + [day,
Hath ﬁa)i'n’d my glory, ’;nd my forture bafled ; Lay
‘Thou haft receiv’d me vanquith’d, who before

Was us’d to greet thee with the found of conqueft.

Now tell me truly ;. am I fill the fame :

In my Venufia’s eyes?

FPen, What means my Lord?™

Dum. Am 1 fill lov’d and honour’d, as before ?

Ven. Canft thou fufpe&, that fortune rules my love ?
Thy pow’r and honours may be fnatch’d away, '

Thy wide poffefions pafs to other lords,

And frowning heav’nrefume, whate’er it gave,
All but my love, which ne’er fhall know-decay,
But ev’n in ruin fhall augment its fondnefs.

Dum. Then will my ditates be regarded ftill.

Pen, Impart this moment thy rever’d commands ;
And if it prove within my flender pow'r -~
To eafe thy troubles, I will blefs the gods,

And, unrepining, to our fate fubmit,

.Dum. Think not my own calamities diftrefs me ;
1 can encounter fortune’s utmoft malice: . -
But, Oh! for thee, Venufia——

Pens Do not fears _

Whilein thefe faithful arms I hold my Lord,
1 never fhall complain:  Letev'ry ill,

Let ruin and captivity o’ertake me,

With thee I will be happy. -

Dum. Ha! Venufia!

Could thou and I find happinefs together,
Depriv’d of freedom ? Doft thow mark 2

Ven. 1 do. .

Dum. Thou art moft fair ; but could thy lovely face
Make flavery look comely ? Could the tauch
Of that foft hand convey delight to mine
With fervile fetters on 2 ’

<

Feri,



BOADICIA. it

Fen. Why doft thop gaze
Thus ftedfaftly upon m‘??z
_Dam. 1.would have thee _
" Refle& once more upon the lofs of freedom.
Ven. 1tis the heavieft fure of .human woes.
¢ Dym. Learn one thing more, and though relentlefs
¢ Its care withdraws from this ill-detin’d ifle, [heav’n
¢ Thou in the fall of nations thale be fafe.’
Oh! heed Venufia! never did thy welfare
Raife in my breaft fuch teader cares before ;
¢ Elfe from the public danger would I fpare
¢ Thefe precious moments te affitt thy virtue.”
Fen. Thou mak’ft meall attention. -
Dum. Reach thy hand.
Now while I hold thee, do I blefs Andate,
That this free hand, prote&ed by my fword,
Hath noget known the fhameful doom of bondages.
Ven. Nor fnall 1 know it ; thy unfhaken valour
Will be my fafeguard fill.
Dur. If fate confounds
My utmoft efforts, can 1 then proteét thee ?
Fex. Why doft thou lead me to defpair ¢ Why fill.
My breaft with terrors ? Never did I fee thee,
Till this fad hour, thus hopelefs and dejeéted.
Oh'! how fhall I, a woman weak and fearful,
Suftain my portion of the gen’ral woe;
If thou, in perils exercis’d and war,
Doft to ill fortune bow thy, gallant fpirit?
Dxm. Think not, Venufia, I abandon hope,
No, on the verge of ruin will I ftand,
And dauntlefs combat with our evil fate ;
Nor tiltits rancour bear me to the bottom,
My foul fhall ever entertain defpair :
But as the wifeft, and the beft refolv’d
Cannot control the doubful chance of war,
I would prepare thee for the worft event, K
Ven. Fly where thou wilt, my faithful fteps fhall follow
¢ I can purfue thy courfe with naked feet,
¢ Though roaming o’er the rough and pointed crags,
¢ Or through the pathlefs trat of deepeft woods ; a,
¢ By thy dear hand fupported, would I pafs ¢ Thed
~ e ' reis
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¢ Thro’ the cold fnow, which hides the mountain’s brows

¢ And o’er the frozen furface of the vale.’

Dum. ¢ Thou beft of women, I believe thow wouldft,
¢ Believe thy conitant heart would tedch thofe limbs,

¢ Thus feft and gentle, to fupport all hardihip, -

¢ And hold with mefociety in toil,> ~ - . ¢

But fhould we want the wretched pow’s to fly, -

What then ? ’ ‘

FPen. What then ? :

Dum. The Romans may furround us. -
¥en, How wouldft thou a& in fuch a dreadful feafon #
Dum. Ne’er fhall the hands of Dumnorix endure

The fhame of fetters ; ne’er-fhall Rome behold:

This breaft, which honourable war hath feam’d, -

Pant with the foad of bondage : gen'rous wounds;

Yedeep engraven charaters of glory,

Ye faithful monitors of Albion’s caufe, ,

Oft, when your midnight anguith hath rebulcd: -

Oblivious {lumber from my watchful pillow,

And in her danger kept my virtue waking ¢

You, when that office can avail no more, .

Willlook more graceful on my death-cold bofom, -

‘Than to be thewn before the fcoffing Romans,

Should they behold that Dumnorix in fhackles, -

Whom once they dreaded in the field of war.. !
FVen. Aflit me, Heav'n!

Dum. Speak out.. Iwatch to hear thee,.

My pow’rs are all fufpended. with attentiona. ol
FPen. What fhall [ do > - : . i
Dum. Explain thy thoughts, :
Pea. 1 cannot. :

Dum. Why eantt thou not ? Remember who thou art,,

And who thy hufbnd is..

Fen. The firlt of men,

foin’d to the iéaft deferving of Her fex.

Dum. View thy own heart; be confcious of thy merits

\nd in ts ftren;h confiding, be fecure, ,

‘hat thou art worthy of the greateft man,

ind not uri-qual to the nobleft tafk. .

Ven. Oh, [ will ftruggle to affert that claim "

(et, deareft Lord, extendithy whole indulgence,

C : . Nas:

?
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Nor undeferving of thy love efteem me,
While trembling thus.
Dum. 1 know thy native foftnefs.
Yet wherefore doft thou tremble ? Speak, my love.
Fen. Oh, I have not thy courage, not been us’d,
Like thee, to meet the dreadful thape of death ;
1 never felt the anguith of a wound ;
Thy arm hath ftill kept danger at a diftance 3
If pow it threatens, and my heart no more
Muft treat with fafety, it is new to me.
Dsm. Itis, my love. My tenderne(s implies
No eﬂ»eaation, that thy gentle mind
Should be at once familiariz’d with fate,
Not infurmountable I hold our danger.
But to provide again(t delufive fortune.
* That thou mayft bear; unterrify’d, the lot,
¢ Which beft fhall fuit thy dignity and name,”
Demands thy care ; take counfel of thy virtue,
Pen, 1 will.
Dum. And arm thy breaft with refolution.
Pen. Indeed I will, and atk the gracious gods
To fill my heart with conftancy ,mf fpirit,
And fhew me worthy of a.man, like thee ;
¢ Perhaps their fuccour, thy rever'd injunétion,
¢ And high example may control my terrors ;°
But, Oh ! what pow’r fhall footh another care,
Than life more precious, and a keener pang,
Than death’s fevereit agony, relieve ;
The fad remembrance of .my helplefs infants,
Our love’s dear pledges, who betore me rife
Inorphan woe, defencelefs and forfaken,
And all my borrow’d fortitude diffolye. ‘
Dum. Thou perfeét pattern of materas! fondnefs,
And conjugal compliance, reft aflur'd,
That care was never abfent from my foul.
Confide in-me; thy children fhall be fafe. -
Ven. How fafe ? 3
- Dum. Shalllive in fafety. Thou fhalt know.
Mean time retire. .Qur anxious chiefs, return'd,
Wait my commands, and midnight is advancing.
. [Exit Venufia,
She goes—=her love and duty will furmount Thi
is
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This hideous talk—Oh, morning bright in hope,
Clos’d by a night of horror, which reduces

‘This poor——dear woman, yetin blooming years,
Blefs 1n her hufband, in her offspring blefs'g,
Perhaps to cut her flem of being fhort ’
With her own tender hand——1If ever tears -
Might fort with valour, nor debafe a foldier,

It would bé now——Ha! whither do I plunge ?

Eunter Ebrancus, Tenantius, azd Trinobantians.

Dum. Well, my brave friends, what tidings ? ~
Ebran. Through thy quarter
With weary fteps and mourning, have we travers'd
A filent defart of unpeopled tents
Quite to the dillant ftation of th’ Icenians.
Their chiefs we found in council rourd their queen;
‘The multitude was arming : twenty thoufand
Were yet remaining, and unhurt by war,
Unlike our Trinobantians, who, unaided, :
The fatal onfet bore. Thofe huge battalions,
Which Rome fo dreaded, are, alas ! no mare.’
Dum. Benotdejected. Far the greater part -
Are fled for fhelter to their na-ive roofs,
And will rejoin us, when with force repair'd
We may difpute our ifland ftill with Rome,
But have you gain’d accefs to Boadicia ? . -
Ebran. We have.
Dwm. Whatfaid fhe ?
Ebran. She approv'd thy counfel,
Dum. You told her then my purpofe to retreat
Through yonder foreft. -
Ebran. To herfelf alone
We told it.
Dum. 1 commend you. You have fav'd us
A confeience, both needlefs and unpleafing.
Ebran. She further bade us note, how all th’ Icenians
Were then in arms, and ready to advance. e

Dum, Return, and tell her; (let thy phrafe, Ebrancus,
Be foft and humble) ere two hours be wafted, ’

‘We muft begin our march. Do you explore :
(To the other Trinobanti:a‘l‘ns.
he
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‘The fecret paflage, and with winged hafte .
Bring back your tidings. Thou, Tenantius, wait.
[ Exexnt kbrancus and Trincbantiang,
Dum. To theg my inmoft bofom I muft open,
Ard to thy friendfhip truft my tend’reft cares.
Thou muft purfue thy journey, heed me well,
" Quite through the forefi—Dofl thou know ghe pafs ?
Fenan. Ycs, where thofe guthing waters leave the grove
To feek the valley, deeperin the (hade
From the famé fountain flows a fmaller brook,
. Whofe fecret channel through the thicket winds,
And will conduct me farther down the vale—
Dum. Which once attain’d, proceed and gain my
dwelling.
Give me thy honeft hande—Come nearer, foldier,
Thy faithful bofom would I clafp to mine~—
Perhaps thy general and thou may never
Embrace again.
Tenan. W hat means my fearlefs chief ?
Why haft thou call’d this anaccuftom’d moiflure
Into thy foldier’s eyes ! : .
Dum. Thou doft not weep, :
My gaMant vet’ran——1I have been to blame.
A tendernefs refulting from a care, -
Which ftruggles here, fubdu’d me for a moment,
This fhall be foon difcharg’d, and all be well,
1 have two boys If after all my efforts,
(I fpeak not prompted by defpair, but caution)
Rome fhouid prevail againft me, and our hopes
Abortive fall, thou take thefe helplefs infants ;
With thee tranfport them to our northern frontiers,
And hide them deep in Caledonian woods,
There in their growing years excite and cherith
The dear remembrance of their native fields ;
That, toredeem them from th’ Italian fpoiler,
If e’er fome kind occafion fhould invite,
Forth from the'r covert they may fpring undaunted,
¢ Ne’er let the race of Dumnorix divert
¢ One thought from Albion to their own repoft. :
¢ Remind them often of their father’s toils,
¢ Whom thou leav’ft grappling to the latt with fortune,
And if beneath this ifland’s mould’ring fate

.

»l te
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1 ro avoid difgraceful chains muft fink,
Fain would my fpirit in the hope depart,
That on the ruins, which furround my fall,

A new-barn ftru@ure may heteafter ftand,.
Rais’d by my virtue, living in my fons. {Exexnty

Enxp of the Fovgtu Act.

ACT V.

Enter .Venuﬁa. : .

' VEeNvusia.
Hollow found of tumult ftrikes my ear;
A Perhaps the howl of fome night-roaming wolves,
Who, wak’d by hunger, from their gloomy haunts
Are trooping forth to make their fell repaft
On my frefh-bleeding countrymen, whofe limbs
O’erfpread the valley. Shalll mourn your fall,
Loft friends,,who, ‘couch’d'in death, forget your cares,
1, who may fhortly join your ghaftly band,
Unlefs that foreft yield its promis’d aid ¢
O hope, fweet flatt’rer, whofe delufive touch
Sheds on affli¢ted .minds the balm of camfort,
Relieves the load of poverty, fuftains
The captive, bending with the weight of bonds,
And fmooths the pillow of difeafe and pain,
Send back th’ exploring meflenger with joy,
And let me hail thee from that friendly grove:
: Enter Dumnorix.
Dum. Why haft thou left thy couch ?
Fen. I heard a found,
Like tumult at a diftance.
Dum. Sodid I,
As near the op’ning pafs I ftood, to watch
Our meflepger’s return,,
Enter-Ebrancuse
What means this hafte? - -
Why lookft thau pale 2 L
N . Ebran,
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Ebrax. With thy infiru&ions charg’d,
I fought th® Icenian quarter. All around
Was folitude and filence. When I call’d,
No voice reply’d. To Boadicia’s tent B )
With fearful hafte I trod. Her daughters there -
1 found in confternation. 1enquir'd
‘The caufe: they anfwer’d only with Yheir tears ;
Till from the princefs Emmehine at laft
1 leatn’d, that all th’ Icenians were that hour
In filent march departed ; but their courfe
She could not tell me : that her furious innther
Had with a fell, determin’d look enjoin’d them
'To wait her pleafure, which fhould foon be known 3
Mean time to reft immoveable and mute.
Enter an Icenian cayying a bowol.
Pen, MI.LDumnori:, defend me.
Dum.  what means
This wild demeanour—wilt thou fpeak, Icenian ? ==
Fear not, my love ; ‘thy Dumnorix is near.
What is that bowl, thou carry’tt?
Icen, Honour’d chief, :
If ought appears diforder’d in my gefture,
Which ill becomes the reverence I owe thee,
Charge that demerit to my horrid errand,
And not to me.
Vexr. What will befal us now !
Dum. [To the Icen.) Wilt thoy begin 2
Icen. 1 come from Boadicia.
Daum. Where is the ?
Icen. Far advanc’d o’er yonder vale,
Dam. With what intention 2
Zcen. To affail the Romans. . .
Dum. Affail the Romans ? .
Icen. Tofurprize their camp,
At this dead hour, with unexpedted flaughter,
Before fhe march’d, to me this fecret charge
In words, like thefe, the gave.—~Obferve our courfe ;
When I have pafe’d the camp’s extremeft verge,
Back to my daughters and Venufia fpeed :
Tell them, I go our fortuse to reftore,
If unfuccfsful never to return. . -
Should that ftern doom attle)nd me, bid them take h
: e
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The laft, beft gift, which dying I can leave them 3
That of my blood no part may prove dithonour’d,
The Trinobantian, op his Roman friends
fo well deferving, may accept their grace,— -
‘This faid, with wild emation in her breatt,
Her vifage black’ning with defpair and horror,
She ftreight committed te my trembling hands -
Two fatal bowls, which flow with poifon’d ftream:
I have accomplifh’d half my horrid tatk = -+ o
With Boadicia’s daughters.. : :
¢ Dum. Frantic woman ! S ‘
¢ Who hopes with fury and defpair to match-
¢ The vigilance and condué& of Suetanius. '
¢ Icin. From this ill-fated hand receive the draught, - -
. ¢ Whofe hue and odour warrant it the juice
¢ Of that benumbing plant, the Druids gather ; '
¢ That plant, whofe drowfy moifturelulls the feafe;
¢ And with a filent influence expels-
¢ The unrefifting {pirit from her feat.’
Dum. Miftaken wonan! did fhe deem Venufia
Was unprovided of this friendly potion—
Perform thy orders ; bear it to my tent.—
Thou mayft not want it yet—take comfort, love.
Eunter a fecond Icenian.
Second Icen. Oh ! Dumnorix.
Dum. Icenian, fpare thy voice.
Thy flight, thy terror, and thy.wounds iaterpret;
Too plainly. G ,' :
Sccond Icen. We are vanquifh’d, e )
Dum. 1 believe thee. -~ DR
Second Icen. Oh! I have much.totell thee—but I faint.
Dum. [To Ebrancus.] Condué him hence, and learn
the whole event. CY T
. ( Exit Icenian-with Ebrancus,
. Pen. On you, celeftial arbiters, we call. - -
Now as we ftand environ’d by diftrefs,
Now weigh our adtions paft, deform’d, or-fairy
If e’er oppreflion hath defil’d his valour,
In help and pity to the woes of others: o
Our hearts been fcanty, and our hands refere’d,- -
Let our tranfgreflions ratify our doom : ’
Elfe with your juftice let our merits plead, P
Te
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To hold its fhield before us, and repel
Thefe undeferv’d misfortunes,
-Dunm. Heav'n may hear,
And through that foreft lead us ftill to fafety,
Ha! no; each pow’r againft us is combin’d;
What but their anger, level’d at our heads,
Could bring Tenantius back, fe ftriétly charg’d
To feek our home~The intercepting foes
Have feiz’d the fecret pafs.
Ven. Whofe guardian care
- Now to the gloomy fhelter of a defart,
To folitary innocence and peace”
Will guide our friendlefs orphans ?
"Dum. “True, Venufia.
Through ev’ry trial heav’n is pleas’d to lead us,
Droop not—one comfort never can forfake us,
The mind, to virtue train’d, in ev'ry ftate
Rejoicing, grieving, dying, muft pofiefs
Th’ exalted pleafure to exert that virtue,
Enter Tenantius,
Ven. Speak, fpeak, Tenantius.
Temen. 'We purfi'd-our coutfe,
But had not travel’d far, .before we beard
The found of footfteps, dathing throagh the brook,
Whofe winding channet marks the fecret way, -
Not long we ftood in wonder, ere'a troop
Of Romans fally’d forth, and made us gaptim.'
"Dim. Why then, farewel fo what was left of hope.
Tenan. Not fo, my lord. ' ’
Ven. Speak, What rofourte is left ? .
Tenan. We were conducted to the Roman leaders ;
One fierce and haughty, gentler far the other,
Who calm’d his ftern"companion, gave us comfort,
Nam’d thee with rev’rence, then an earneft zeal
Difclofing for thy fafety, and requefting
A fhort, but frierdly conference between you,
With courtefy difmifs’d us.
FVeno Is he near?
Tenan. Hard by he waits impatient for an anfwer,
Juft where the pafs is open to the tent,
Dum. What would the Roman ?
‘D 2 Ve

4
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Pen. Haften back, Tenantius,

And fay, that Dumnorix confents to parley. ,
Dum, Ha! truft our freedom in a Roman’s pow’r ?
Tenan. Unarm’d and fingle will the Roman join thee.
Dum. Oh, ineffeCtual effort ! c
Ven. Only fee him,

If but to parley for thy children’s fafety.

‘Weak as I am, unequal to thefe confli¢ts,

I would embrace deftruction ere requeft thee

Once to comply with ought below thy greatnefs.

Dum. Let him approach.

: Bater Ebrancus,

‘What haft thou learnt, my foldier ? .
Ebran. Like ours, th’ Icenian force is all deftroy’d.
Dum. And Boadicia ? ’

Ebran. Nought of her I know,

_But that fhe found the Roman hoft embattled,

Which fhe had fondly deem’d immers'd in fleep.

Dum. And g is fall'n a vi&im to her folly. .
Retire. . , . - [Exit Ebrancus.

Enter Flamipius. :

Tenan. [To Flam.] Thy helmet caft afide, reftores thee
To my remembrancé. Lo! thy benefators. '

Flam. Brave Dumnorix !

Dum. My captive !

Flam. Yes, Flaminius,

Who owes to thy humanity his life.

Dum. Where haft thou hid thee from my notice ? Ra-
‘Whenece now return’ft, ennobled with command, {ther,’
No more in‘thrakdom, but a Roman leader ? .

. Flam. Amid the tumultof your late defeat

We fought th’ adjacent foreft; thence we pafs’d

‘The vale below, and reach’d the Roman tents,
Dum. And now are mafters of our late retreat——

Had I been cruel, Britain had been fafe.

Flam. Was this an a&t unworthy of a foldier?

Dum. Our woes are all the progeny of folly,

Not charg’d to thee or fortune,

Ven. Heav’n, well pleas’d,

Perhaps ordain’d this unforefeen event,

That our benevolence to brave Flaminius

Jts due return of gratitude fhould find.

3 ° F Iaﬁh

’



BOADICIA, . st

Flim. The life you gave me, to your mutual welfare
Ibéredevote. My influence, my pow’r,
My thoughts, my care, to foften your uffliGions,
Shall a]l combine.. Burrender to. your friend,
Before Suetonius with his legions pours
On your defencelefs camp, who long in arms
Hath ftood, ‘é3 ing the appointed fignal,
Which he emjoin’d us with the dawn to rear. :
Dum. Though throu didft well, accepting life from me,
That-gift from thee maft Dumnorix refufe.
Flam. Thou wilt not rob my graritude of pow’r
To thew Bow well thy poodnets was beftow’d.
Dam. Thou canft not.fhew it. If thou fav’ft my life,
Canft thou from bonds protet me and a triumph ? ~ .
Flam. Alas, I cannot!
Dum. Wouldft thou fee nre led
A fullen captive, and through haughty Rome,
Inglorious, count my paces fo the clink
Of my own chaids ? T his faithful woman t60 —e
Ven, Like thee, difdains a being fo preferv’d,
Flam. Oh, let me water with my tears your feet !
¢ If ev’ry drop which iffues from my heart,
¢ Could from the doom you juftly {corn fecure you,
¢ Before you now the purplef{luice fhould open §’
And let my knees, in humbleft adoration,
Before fuch ¢levated virtue bend.
Oh, godlike Britons ! my acknowledg’d patrons
And benefactors, if my foul retain not
Your memory for ever dear and facred,
May difappointment, poverty, and fhame,
rm my life, and pining ficknefs clofe'
M thful eyes untimely in the grave ! .
,}I')Z;“ 'Thqﬁqf:em’ﬂ, of le the Romans, to poffefs
A heart which feels for others. Rife and hear.
Though we reject the wretchied boon of life,
Thou may’ft, Flaminius, yet repay our bounty.
Flam. Then will [ ak no other gtace from Hedv’a,
Dum. We have two childten—
Ven. Ok, my bleeding heart !
My poor, deferted infants, whom thefe arms
No more muft cherith, nor my tulling voice

Hugli'in the quiet of my fhelt’ring bofom !
- D3 Dum.



4 " BOADICIA

Dum. [Afide.} Yet fhall not this unman me. 1 will feel

A father’s anguifh, but conceal the pain. [nantius,
Yo Flam.] Know then, I meant this faithful friend, Te-
hould traverfe yonder wood to reach my dwelling,

‘Which lies remote, and thence convey my fons

Far from thefe borders, to extremeft north,

Where they might reft fecure, nor fhare the ills

Doom’d to their parents. . Wilt thou let him pafs?

Flam. 1 will, and Jove be witnefs to my word.

Dum. Give thy laft charge, Venufia, to Tenantius.
One word apart with thee, my Roman friend.
As thou art gen’rous, anfwer me with truth.
‘When muft thou make thy fignal ?

Flam. Atthe dawn,

Whofe beams, though faint, already tinge the eaft, A
Dum. What time will bring your legions near this tent 2
Flam. An hour at fartheft,. ~
Dum. 1have heard, Flaminius,

Of your forefathers’ {pirit, how they fell

Oft on their fwords to fhun ignoble bondage. .

‘This part have weto at; and, friendly Roman,

When thou fhalt fee our cold remains—my own

"Are little worth attention—-Oh, remember

Venufia’s goodnefs, and her gentle clay

Defend from fthame and infult !

Flam. Thou doft pierce
"My heart—I cannot anfwer—But believe
Thefe tears fincere. .

Dism. Enough. Perform thy promife,

Thy obligations will be then difcharg’d.

Farewel. Fulfil thy General’s commands. [ Exir Flam.
Pen, [To Tenan,]) Thou future: parent of my orphan -

Soon astheir gen’rous minds imbibe thy precepts, [babes,

And thy example warms their budding virtues,

Do not forget to tell them, that no perils,

Nor death in all its terrors, can eftace

Maternal love ; that their ill-fated mother, -

Amid this awful feafon of diftrefs, - ,

Wept but for them, and loft her fears in fondnefs.

Dum. We have been long companions, brave Tenantius,
Thy leader I, once fortunate and great,

And

-
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And thou my faithful and intrepid foldier,
Nay, do not weep ; we have not time for wailing,
By thy approv’d fidelity and love,
‘Thy chief, juft ent’ring death’s unfolded gates,
Stops, and once more conjures thee to retain
‘Thus his laft charge in memory—nhis children.
EE::‘: Tenantius,
The fun is ris’n.  All hail ! thou laft of days
To this high-finifh’d being. Radiant pow’r!
Thou through thy endlefs journey may’tt proclaim
That Dumnorix dy’d free, for thou fhalt view it.
Behold th’ appointed fignal from the grove,
Juit as Flaminius warn’d us, is uprear'd,
.To call Suetonius and his legions on.
¢ Come, Defolation, Tyranny, refort
¢ To thy new feat ; Come, Slavery, and bend
¢ The neck of Albion, all her fons debafe,
¢ And ancient virtue from their hearts expel.’
Now, then, ye honour’d manfions of our fathers,
Ye hallow’d altars, and ye awful groves,
‘The habitation of our gods, farewel !
¢ And yet the guilty auth’refs of thefe woes
¢ Deferves a fhare of praife, who, ftill retaining
¢ One unextinguifh’d fpark of gen’rous honour,
¢ Scorn’d to remain fpe&tatrefs or partaker
¢« Of Albion’ fall, and, dying, ftill is free.
¢ Need I fay more, Venufia #’
This lafl embrace. And now prepare, Venufia.
Ven. Oh, my lord! .
Dum. Why heaves that figh 2
Ven. Alas, Iam a woman! .
» Dum. True, a defencelefs woman, and expos’d
‘To keener forrow by thy matchlefs beaury,
That charm, which captivates the vitor’s eye,
Yet, helplefs to withftand his favage force,
Throws wretched woman under double ruin.
But wherefore this ? Thy virtue knows its duty.
Ven. Stay butalittle.
Dum. Would I might for years !
But die that thought !—Falfe tendernefs, away !
Thou Britith genius, who art now retiring
. From this loft region, yet fufpend thy flight,
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" And in this conflit lend me all thy {pirit——s Lot
We only afk thee to be free, and die. [A4fde.
Well, my Venufia, is thy foul refolv’d, ‘

Or fhall I ftill afford a longer paufe :

Ven. Though my weak fex by nature is not atm'd

With fortitude like thine,.of this be fure, .
‘That dear fubjeétion to thy honour’d will,
Which hath my life direéted, ¢v'n indeath -
Shall not forfake me; and thy faithful wife
Shall with obedience meet thy laft commands.

But canft thou tell me? Is it hard to die ?

Dum..Oh! rather atk me, if to live in fhame,
Captivity, and forrow, be not hard ? :

¥Ven, Oh, miferable !

Dum. In a foreign land
‘The painful toils of fervitude to beat.

From an imperious miftrefs ?

Ven. Dreadful thought!

Dum. Or be infulted with the hatefol love
Of fomé proud mafter?

Ven. Oh, proceed
No further } - :

Dum. From thy native feat of dwelling,

From all the known endearments of thy home,
From parents, children, friends, and—hufband torn,

Ven. Stop there, and reach.the potion ; nor to drink
The cure of troubles will I longer paufe.  [Exit Dum.
For ev’ry pafs’d poffeflion of delight, .

Both in my offspring and their godiike fire,
A dying matron bends herigrateful knee.
Ye all-difpofing pow’rs ! as now thefe blefliigs
Muft reach their period, to my fons transfer
‘That copious goodnefs I have fhar’d fo long !
Through my refigning foul that promif¢é breathe,
And my laft moments comfort thiis with peace !
Re-enter Dumnorix aith a bow!.
Dum. [ Afide, fecing Venuhia on ber knees.] Hold, refo-
lution ; now be doubly arm’d L
[ He gives ber the boavl, and fbe drinks.
¢ Now ftand a while betore the fanning breeze ;
¢ So with its fubtle énergy the potion, -
¢ Lefs rudcly ficaling on the pow’rs of life, - —
i
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‘¢ Will beft perform its office, to remove
¢ Pain, fear, and grief for ever from thy breaft.’
Doft thox not feel already ev’ry terror
Begins to leffen, that a calm fucceeds
Within thy bofom, banifbing the fenfe
Of prefent pain, and fear of future awoes ?
How doft thou fare, Venufia ?
Ven, 1 perceive
No alteration ; every fenfe remains
Yet unimpair’d. Then while thefe moments laft,
Let me on thee direct my eyes to gaze,
While unobftructed ftill their ﬁﬁht endures ;
Let me receive thee to my faithful bofom,
Before my heart is motionlefs and cold.
Speak to me, Dumnorix, my lord, my hufband !
Give one kind accent to thy dying wife,
Ere yet my cars be frozen, and thy voice
Be heard no longer; join thy lip to mine,
While I can feel thy laft and tend’reft kiffes,
Dum. Yes, I will utter to thy dying ear
All my fond heart, fuflain thee on my bofom,
And cheer thy parting fpirit in its flight, '
Oh, wherefoe’er thy fieeting breath fhall paf,
‘Whate'er new body, as the Druids fing,
Thou thalt inform hereafter, ftill thy foul,
Thou gentle, kind, and ever-pleafing creature,
Shall bear its own felicity along,
Still in its native fweetnefs fhall be blefs’d,
And in its virtue, which can thus fubdue
The fear of death, ftill brave the pow’r of fortune !
But thou beginn'ft to droop.
Ven. My eyes grow dizzy. ’
Dum. Keep firm, my heart. [Afides
Ven. A heavinefs, like fleép, '
Q’ercomes my fenfes—Every limb is faint=eme
Thy voice is fcarce diftinguith’d in my ears.
Dum. Indeed! .
Ven, Alas, thou look’ft fo kindly on me !
My weak and darken’d fight deceives me fure,
Or thy fond eye did never yet o’erflow
With teadernefs like this,

N

Dam,
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Dum. 1 never view’d thee
For the laft time.

Ven, Look, look upon me ftill——

Why doft thou turn thy face away ?

Dum. For nothing.

FVen. Nay, thouart weeping, Dumnorix—And where-
‘Wouldft thou conceal thy tears ? { fore

Dum. I%annot hide them. :

Pen. And doft thou weep ?

Dum. 1 do.

Fen. Then didft thou love me
With fuch excefs of fondnefs ?~~For Venufia
Do thefe foft ftreams bedew that awful fuce ?

Dum. Lovethee ! Behold, when Albion.groans around
Yet thou thefe fprings of tendernefs candt’ open, [me,
To wet the.cheeks % Britith Dumnorix.

Pen. Oh, ecftacy ! which ftops my parting foul,

And gives it vigour to enjoy thefe tranfports femmmm
Once more receive me to thy breaft. o

Dum. Venufia!

Pen. Thytendernefs makes death. dehghtful 10 me——
Oh, I would fpeak '-—muld’auﬁwer tothyvkindneﬁ—
My falt’ring tongue ——

Dum. What fay’ft thou ?

Ven, Ceafe tol grieve——

No pain molefts me—every thought ig calmo—
Support my drowfy burthen to thatcouch
‘Where death —{¢éreriely. fmiles. [ He bears ber -off

Enter, Flaminius Jpeaking to the Rammu ér/mtd tbe j?me.

Flam. My warlike friends, -
Keep back—-Our troops on ev’ry ﬁdeadvance~
T cannot long controul them. Yet I tremble
To enter there— By Heav’n, he lives, and fees me |
Reeater Dumnotix with bis fword drawn, .

Dum. Importunate Flaminius ! art thoutome . - ..
To rob my dying moments of their quier? .

Flam. Forgive the crime of 1gnofance—-$otgwc, \
Since accident hath join’d us once again, . .
If ftrong compaffion at thy fate, yet pleads——m—m

Dum. What, when Venufia is no more ?

vattem, No more !

Dum.,_
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Daum. No; and be futtherleflon’d by a Btiton,
Who, fince his union with the beft of women,
Hath never known an interval from love,
Acd at this folemn paufe yet melts in fondnefs ;
While death’s black curtain fhrouds'my cold Venufia,
Of dearer value doth my foul efteem her,
Than fhould thofe eyes rekindle into luftre,
And ev’ry charm revive with double pow’r
Of winning béauty, if alone to fhine
Amid the gloom of bondage. .
Flam. 1 will urge X
No more. Farewel—our legions hover nigh, (Exit,
Dum. Now in my breaft refume thy wonted feat,
Thou manly firmnefs, which fo oft has borne me
Through ev’ry toil and danger. Oh, return,
Rife o’er my forrow, and complete thy laft,
Thy higheft tatk, to clofe a life of glory——
They come !—Be {wift, my fword—ﬁy thee to fall,
Near that dear clay extended, beft becomes :
A foldier’s courage, and a hufband’s love, [Exit

Enter Znobarbus, Flaminius, and Romans,

nob. To Boadicia’s quarter I advanc’d,
At thy requett, who fince her lafl defeat,
Blind with defpair and difappointed-fury,,
Fled to her tent ; expiring there-I found her,
With one ill-faied daughter,- both by, Poifon :
Nor had the friendly Emmeline efca d,
But by the fwift prevention of myhand. .
Doft thou not thank me, whofe-fuggeftion prompte
Our quick return to feize the fecret pafs ?
Thou gav’ft me freedom ; love and fame repay thee,”
Flam. If thou couldft add, that Dumnorix furviv’dee
- /Enob. [ Leoking into the tent.] Thou feeft the gods have
otherwife decreed.
Forbear to mingle vain regret with conquett,
He hath done nobly. Fair befall his urn,
Death is his triumnph, which a captive life
Had forfeited to Rome, with all the praife -
Now from the virtuous to his afhes due.
Flam. Then art thou fall’n at laft, thou mighty tow’r,
And morg than Roman edifice of glory ?
Sec
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See too Venufia, palein death’s embrace,
Prefents her faded beauties. Lovely ruin !

Of ev’ry grace and virtue once the feat,

‘The laft kind office from my hand receive,
Which fhall unite thee to thy hufband’s fide,
And to one grave your mingling reliques truft,
‘There foon a hallow’d monument fhall rife ;
Infculptur’d laurel with the myrtle twin’d,

The well-wrought ftone adorning, fhall proclaim

His gen’rous valour, and thy faithful leve.
' [Excunt,

END of the Firtn Acr.

EPI
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Spoken by FLaminius.

OW awe bave fbewn the fatal fruits ife
A kero bleeding with a v{r.uaufwg’e,efﬁf ’
A field of war embru’d aith nations’ gore,
Which to the duf the bopes of Albion bore :
If weak defiription, and the languid flow
Of firains uncqual to this theme of woe
Hawe fail'd 10 move the [ympatbifing breaff,
Axd no fof? eyes their melting fenfe exprefs'dy .
Not all the wit this after fcene might jbare -
Can give fuccefs where you refu’f a tear ;.
Much lefs, if bapp’ly fill the poet’s art
Hath fiol'n er_/gﬁve to the feeling bearty.
Will be with fancy’s awanton band cfface
From gen’rous minds compaffon’s pleafing traces
Nor from their thoughts, while penfiwe they purfue
This maze of forrow,. [natch the moral clues
If yet to bim thofe pow'’rs of }/iu"red JSong
9o melt the beart, and raife the mind, belong,
Dar’d be to hope this fletch of early youth
Might famd 1h’ award.of nature and of truth,
Encourag’d thus, bereafter might be foar
Wiib double firength, and loftier fccnes explore,
And, following fortune through ber warious wiles, .
Shew firuggling wirtue, drefi'd in tears, or Smiles 5 .
Perbaps bis grateful labours aould requite
With frequent off rings one propitious nights

2/ ™

E.



Digitizes

s Google






Digitized by G 008 [6



% BELL'S EDITION.

C R E U S 41

. QUEEN OF ATHENS.

A TRAGEDY.
i 4; written by Mr. WILLIAM WHITEHEAD.

. DISTINGUIINING ALSO TRE
| YARIATIONS or tuz THEATRE,
AS PEAFORAMED AT TRR » |
@beam ]Royal m Bwrp-Lane,
p.egulma fmn the Prompt-Book,
By PERMISSION of the MANAGERS,

By M:r, HOPKINS, Prompter.

LQNDOMNMN
Priated for Joun Brrr, near Exeter-Exchange, in the Swand,

MPCCLXXYI1L.






TO THE -
'RIGHT HONOURABLE
GEORGE BUSSY,
LORD VISCOUNT VILLIERS,
THE FOLLOWING TRAGEDY IS
INSCRIBED, BY |
HIS LORDSHIP'S
MOST OBLIGED.
AND MOST AFFECTIONATE
HUMBLE SERVANT,

- W. WHITEHEAD.






[ s7T

ADVERTISEMENT.

HE fubje& of the following fcenes is fo ancient,,

fo flightly mentioned by hiftorians, and fo fabue

loufly treated by Euripides, in his tragedy of Ion, that:
the author thought himfelf at liberty to make the ftory.
his own. Some glaring circumftances he was obliged to»
;lichere to,. which he has endeavoured to render probae-

[
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ROLOGUES of old, the learx'd ix langnage /oy,

Were merely introduélions to the ilay,
Speken by gods, or ghofis, or men who knew

te'er auas previous 1o the feenes in wiev 3

And complaifantly came to lay before ye
Tbe feveral beads, and windings of . the fory,
But modern times and Britifb rules are fuch,’ o
Oxr bards beforeband mufl not tell too much 3
Nor dare ave, like the neighb’ring French, admis
Ev's confidantes, who might infiruél the pit,
By afking queflions of the leading few, .
And bearing fecrets, which before they knew,
“Yet what-we can to belp this antique piece
Ve will attempt.—Our feene to-night is Greece,
Andy by the magic of the Laet’: rod, .
This flage the temple of the Delpbic God !
Where kings, and chiefsy and fages came of old,.
Like modern fools, to bave their fortunes told ;
4nd monarchs were enthron’d, or nations freed,
4s an oldprieft, or wither'd maid decreed, . . 4
Yet think not all were equally deceiv’d), :
Some knew, more doubted, many more belienv’d,,
In fbort, thefe oracles, and witching rbimgs
Were bus the pious frauds of ancient timess
Wifely contriv’d-to h;p mankind in awve,
When faith was wonder, and religion law !
Thus much premis’d, to every feeling breaft
We leave the fenes themfelves to tell the refte
~Tet fomething furewas to the critics [aid)
Which 1 forget,~—/[ome invocation made f. =
Yecritic bandsy likéjalods guardians plac’d .
To watch 1h’ encroachiments on the realms of tafle
Fromyiou exr auther aonld tavo boons obidin, =~ = .l
Not avholly diffident, nor wholly vain: .
Two things be afksy *tis modcft fure, from yos
Who can do all things, to requeft but two;
Firfl, to bis fcenes a kind attention pay,
Tben judge l=avith candour judge=—=and we obey.

DRA-
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Xuthus, Kingof Athens, mwen Mr. Berry,
Byffus,- an unknown youth, atren-

dant on the templeat Delpbi, — Mifs Macklin.
Aletes, a Grecinn {age, ———  Mr. Garrick.
Phorbas, anold Athenian, e Mf.%fﬁp..)
Priefts of .

Citizens of Lthens,
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dwz‘a, Queen df Atheny, v Mrs. Banry..
Pythia, pricttefs'of sdpolle, -— MifsIfangirom.
ZRycea, and otherwomenwuttending

on the Queen,, - Mive, Gowper, ke
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Guards, &c.
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®.8 The lines nrlul with inverted commas, thus,’ are urimlu e
reprefentation.

.
o’

ACT I.
SCENE she Viftibule of the Templas
Enter llyfuo and Virgins,

- Irvssus, ' o
AST‘E hafte, ye virgins ; round the columns twine

Your flowery chaplets ;- and thh ﬂreams frethe
Of Caftaly, bedew the facred po [drawn

Of the great God of Day." Alrcady fee
His orient beam has feach’d the double top
Of high Parnaﬂ'us, ‘and begins to thed _
A gleamy luftre o ‘er the laurel grove !
Hafte, hafte, ye virgins, " From the vale beneath
I hear the noife of chariots and of fteetly,
Which hither bend their courfe ; “for every found
Seems tiearer thin the former.<=— Apd behold
A reverend ftranger, who perhaps’ proc‘lmms
Th’ approach of fome great moparch, to' confult
All-feeing Pheebus, or implore his aid, -
Haﬁe, haﬁe, ye vu'gms ! o ’* o .
Enter Phdkbas* J" B
Phor. Tell me, gentle #ids,- ’
And thou, fajy gouth, w cemﬁ to lead the’ trami
Is this.the témple, of theyDelphic god ?

Ily/i Itis; and'on thd'middle point of earth
Its firm foundautm by.iﬁxmor(al hands

Sta_:idi ’
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Stands fix’d :——But break we off ; the folded gates
Unbar, and lo! the prieftefs’ felf appears !
(The Pythia fpeats as fbe defcends from the tevsplis.
Pyth, Henre, ye pofane ! norwith unhallow’d ftep. -
Poltute the threfhold of the Delianking, °
Who flew the Python !—Say, from whence thou art,,
And what thy bufinefs, firanger. o
Phar. Sacred maid, - o
From-Athens am I come, the harbmger
Of great Creufa, mine and Athens’ queen.
Pyih. Comes {he-on pious purpofe, to-adore:
The myflic fhrine oracular?
Phor. She dees; - .
And with her comes the partner of her bed;, -
Zolian Xuthus - he whofe pewerful aym.
Sav’d Athens from her fate, and in return’
From good Ereétheus’ bounteous hand receiv’d’
His daughter and his crown,~Would he'had found
Some other recompence ! [Half afdé,.
Byh, [Owérbsarigg him] Wosld he had'faund !
O1d gge is talkative, and I may learn. :
mewhat of moment from him—Whzrefore come shreg?i
oes Tamine threaten, or wide-wafting plague ’
Infeft-the land:? ,
Phor. Thartk Reaven, our.creuded Ttreets.
Have felt no dire difeafe; -and Plenty ‘ill
Laughs in our blooming fields. Alas! 1fear
The childlefs godde(s who ;prelides o%r. Atkrens:
Has found a furer method to.declare
How ill The brooks that any ftranger hand.
Should wield th’ Athenian fogpter.
Pyth. Dass from her
The vengeance come ?
Phor. 1 know.not whence it'comes,
But this I know,. full fifteen years have roll'd
Since firft their hands were join’d, and rall’d inwain j;
For flill the reyal pair in filence moura,.
Cursl with a barren bed. For this they. coms,
‘T’ explore-the latent caufe, and beg of heav’n
"To grant an heir, or teach them where tofix,
©n.what fele@ted head, the Atheniah crown. Py
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Ty baiie,aedved ve it prepare. 8 (ooeren
lyflus, hafte, and bid the pricfls peepare. reyer;
l"zr facrifice. You,.Nyﬁl:t:nd your fifters, {preyer
Amid the laurel grove with fpeed. pe: forex
The morning’s due luftration.
Then hither all remn.——Myfelf mean while
Will tempt the vice of age, and try vadmw
. Some ufetul {ecrets from:him, [Afden
The good king .
Of whom you fpeak, Erettheus, did kis poeple
Efteem and loye him asthey ought? for Fame
Talk’d largly of his worth. He was akingm——
Phor. He was my good oldimafler, fuch a king .
Asheaven but rancly femds. Did we efteem
And love hun, dofk thou afk.? Oh, weador’d him 3
He was our father, not our king.—Thefe tears
At leaft may fpeak. my heart.—We muft not hape
inthefe degemorate: times to {ve:himequal’d.
Hedncver did an unkind .at, but once,
And thenhe thought the:public uic'diity
Tho’ much I 'feargx& e\é}l??ver m:eq
#rom thenee derive. dhetr origin.
Pyth. What act? .
What unkind act?
Plor. O maid, twerelong totell
“The whole uphappy flory, yetin. part
‘Hear what to:mre appears too clofely join’d
With thefe:our-prefentils. There was 2 youth .
Athenian born,.but not of royal blood,
His name Nicander; him unlucky fate:
Had made the lover of our prefentqueen;
While yet a maid.. Wihar will nat love atcempe
In young ambitious minds ?# He told his paim,
And won the fair in fecret te:admit,
Ard to return his paffion. The good kingr
Was for a time degeiv’d, but feund at laft:
TK’ audacious fraud, and drove the guilty yauth:
“To banifhment perpetval. Some fay
*Twas by his means he fell, tho? that my heart
Confents not to believe.. Thus much isfure,
Nicander wander’d forth a wretched exile,
And ere few days: had paft,.upon the road.

Were
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Were found his well-known garments flain'd with blood. .
Sure fign of murder, and-s fure a fign *
No needy robber was the inftrument, -
Pyth. How bore Creufa this ?
Phor. At firft her forrows .
Were loud and frantic. Time at length fubdued
Her rage to filent grief. The-good old king,
‘To fodth her woes, confented fhe fhould raife
A tomb to her Nicander ; and perform
A kind of annual rites to parted love. ‘
Pyth. But that not long continued, for we find
‘She married Xuthus. : -
Phor,-)Twas a match of ftate; ... e
He fav’d her country, and the gave her hand
Becaufg that country afk’d it. Buther heart
Is buried with Nicander.- Still to him;,
And Xuthus’ felf permits it, fhe performs
Her yearly off’rings, and adorns with flowers
An empty tomb.—Would he had liv’d and reign’d
Her wedded lord! we had not wanted then
Th? afliftance of a ftranger arm to guard
Th’ Athenian flate, nor had we then been driven *
To fearch for heirs at Delphi. ‘
Pyth. Stop thy tongue,
Or {peak with rev’rence of the facred fhrine.
~—Thy words were hafty, but thy filence now
Makes juft atonement for them.—Then perhaps
Thou thiik’ft this want of heirs a curfe entail’d
By heaven on Athens for Nicander's death
And Xuthus’reign ? . Lo
Phor. Iam Athenian born, T
Nor love ZBolian kings, however great .
And good they may be. : .
Pyth. The imperial Xuthus - S
Ismuchrenown’d. = .
. Phor. 1s virtuous, brave, and pious ;
Perhaps too pious
Pyth. How !
Phor. Forgive me, maid,
1{peak my thoughts with freedom.
Pyh. What thou fpeak’tt
To me, is facred, Then perchance thou rank’ft - .
. 2 T His
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is jourmey hither to addrefs the god
Among thofe acts which thou weuld'(t cali too pious ?
? . Pher. For me the gods of Athens would fuffice.~—
w Jetdo 1 Pay juft rev’rence, holy maid,
. To thee, and to thy fhrine. .
~ Pyth, Thy zeal for Athens
Is too intemperate.— But the train retumns
And interrupts our converfe. Say, Ilyflus,
Are they prepar’d ?
Enter Ilyflus and Virgine.
Iy, They are, and only wait
Th’ approaching victims.
Pyth. By yon traim, the Queen
Isnow on her arrival.  Thou, Ilyflus,
Reccive her here ; while 1, as cuftom wills,
Deep in the temple’s inmoft gloom retire
And wait th’ infpiripg God.—Ilyfles, hear;
When thou haft paid dwe honours to the Queen,
Hafte to Aletes, in the laurel grove
Impatient I expe& him ; tellhim, youth,
Things of uncommon import do demand
His inftant prefcnce.—But the croud approaches:
Stranger, farewel. ——I feel, I feel within
An heav’n-born impulfe, and the feeds of truth
Are lab’ring in my breaft.—3tranger, farewel.
{The Pythia verurns to the temple, and the gates fout.
Enser Creufa and Aiendants,
" Cre. No farther nced we conduct.  Bid the guards
Return, and wait the King.
Pbor. Does ought of moment
Detain him on the road ?
Cre. He ftops a while
At great Trophonius’ cave, that he may leave
No duty unperform’d, Heaven grant his zeal -
May meet with juft {uccef(s!
llyf. Pleafe you, great.Queen,
In yon pavilion to repofe, snd tafte
Some light refetion.
Cre. #la!——I ycea,~——Phorbas, )
What youth is this ? ‘There's fomething in his eves,
His fhape, his voice.—What may we call thee. yourh ?
4&y/. "The fervantof the lgo}d3 » who guards this fane.
Cre.

-
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Cre. Bear’ft thou no name?
Ily/. Tiyflus, gracious Queen,
‘The Prielts and virgins callme, | .
Cre. Ha! Ilyflus! .
That name’s Athenian, Tell me, gentle youth,
Art thou of Athens then? -
Iy/. 1 have no country,’
Nor know I whence I am,
Cre. Who were thy parents?

. ‘Thy father, mother ?

/. Ever honour’d Queen,
I never knew a mother’s tender cares, ’
Nor heard the inftrutions of a father's tongue.
Cre. How cam’ft thou hither ?
Ihyf. Eighteen years are paft
Since in the temple’s portal I was found
A fleeping infant. '
Cre. Eighteen years! good heaven !
‘That fatal time recalls a fcene of woe— -
Let me not think.—~—Were there no marks to fhew
From whom or whence thou wert ? ‘
Ily/. 1 have been told
An ofier bafket, fuch as fhepherds weave,
And a few fcatter’d leaves, were all the bed -
And cradle I could boaft, :
Cre. Unhappy child!
But more, O ten times more unhappy they .
Who loft perhaps in thee their only offspring !
‘What pangs, what anguifh muft the mother feel,
Compell’d, no doubt, by fome difaftrous fate———
—But this is all conjeG&ure.~= _ '
Ilyf. O great Queen, '
Had thofe from whom I fprung been form’d like thee 5
Had they e’er felt the fecret pangs of nature,
‘They had not left me to the defert world
So totally expos’d. I rather fear N
I am the child of lowlinefs and vice,
Aud happy only in my ignorance.
~—Why fhould fhe weep? Or if her tears can fall
For even a ftranger’s but {ufpeGed woes,
How is that peeple bleft where the prefides
As mother and as queen !—Pleafe you retire ?
Cre. No, ftay. Thy fentiments at leaft befpeak
3

A ge.
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A gen’rous education. Tell me, youth,
How bas thy mmind becn form’d ?
Ihf. In that, great Queen, .
I never wanted parents. The good priefts
And pious prieftefs, who with care fuftain’d
My helplefs infancy, left not iny youth
Withoytinfiruétion. But O, more than all,
The kindeft, beft good man, a neighb’ring fa
‘Who has known better day:, tho’ now retir’dge
To a {mall cottage on the mountain’s brow,
He deals his bleﬁ‘m,ge to the fimple fwains
In balms and powerful herbs. He taught me things
Which my foul treafures as its deareft wealth, -
And will remember cver. The good priefts,
*T'is true, had taught the:fame, but not with hatf
That force and energy ; convittion’s felf
Dwelt on Aleres’ tongue.
Ore. Aletes, f3id’it theou ? :
Was thag the good man's mame.? - -
/. Ttis, great Queen, . -
For yer helives, and guides me by his counfela,
Cre. What d.d he teach thee ? ~
liyf. 'To adore high heaven, e
And venerate op earth heaven’s image, ¢ruth !
To feel for others’ woes, and bear my own
With manly refignation.———Yet [ own
Some things he taught me which but ill agree .
With my condition here. .
Cre. What things were thofe?
Tlyfe They were for exercife, and to confirm
My growing firength. And yet I often told him
The exercife he taught refembled much
What [ had heard of war. He was himfelf
A warrjor ence. &
. Cre. And did thofe fports delight thee ? - :
iy Great Queen, I do.confefs my foul mix’d with them,
Whene’er I grafp'd the ofier-platted fhield,
Or fent the mimick javelin to its mark,
I felt I know not what of fpirit in me.
But then I knew my duty, and reprefs'd
The {welling ardor, "Tis toB fhades, I cried,
a ‘

The
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The fervant of the temple muft confine

His leis ambitious, not lefs virtuous caress
C'e. Did the good man obferve, and blame thy ardor 2
Iy, He only {mil’d at my too forward zeal ;

-Nay feem’d to think fuch fports were neceffary

To foften what he cali’d more rig’rous ftudies.

« Cre. Suppofe when I return to Athens, youth,

7T hou fhould'ft attend me thithes ! would’ft thou truff

‘To me thy future fortunes?

Ibyf. O mcft gladly ! )
— But then 10 leave thefe fhades where I was nurs’d
The fervant of the gcd, how might that feem ¢
And good Aletes too, the kind old man
Ot whom I-fpeak ?—But wherefore talk I thus,

You only throw thefe tempting lures to try
°Th’ ambition of my youth.——Pleafe you, retire.

Cre. 1lyflus, we will find a time to {peak ’
More largely on this fubjed, for the prefent
Let all withdraw and leave us.  Youth, farewel,

1 fee the place, and will retire-at leifure,
Lycea, Phorhas, fay, )

Iiy. [ Afide.] How my heart beats !

She muit mean fomething fure. The’ good Aletes
Has told me polifi’d courts abound in falthood.
But I will bear the priefiefs’ meffage to him,

And open all my doubts. [ Exis,
Phor. Great Queen, why ftand’ft shou filent? Some-
‘To labour in thy breaf. {thing feems

Cre. Alas! good Phorbas,

Didft thou obfere thatyouth ?  When firft my eye
Glanc’d on his beauteous form, methought 1 {aw
The perfon of Nicander.

Pbor. Gracieus Queen, . .
Your heart mifleads your eyes. ‘The image there
‘Too deeply fix’d makes every pleafing obje&

Bear fome refemblance to itfelf.
Cre. Lycea, - -
And yet, tho’ thoy waft there I well believe
- ‘Thy youth can fcare remember how he look'd,
When from the fight triumphant he return’d
Grac’d with the victor laurel; fuch a wreath
.Asnow llyflus wears. Indeed, Lytea,

'Th‘y
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Thy mother, had the liv'd, had thou%was I do.
Nay when he fpake the voice too was icander's,
1 know not what to think, perhaps "twas fancy,
Perhaps 'twas fomething more,

Pbor, Illuftrious Queen, -
You do abufe your noble mind, wndlend
To mere illufions of the brain, the force:
And power tomake you weetched, Grant there: were
Some flight nefemblance of Nicarders tform
In young Ilyfies, the’ MYy eyes perceive not
Evz: thg ngdﬂant li&ea?;:; grant there were,
Yet wherefore fhauld the fight fo nearly touch thee,
Cafual fimilitude ; we know teo well
Nicander left no heir. [She ferms difurbed.,
I fay not this, . e ;
Great Queen, to ig ren, bet relieve your forrows,
- And ba(r%(h from yourbreaft each vain l,'::umi‘fe
Which fancy might fuggeft..

Gre. Toawell indeed,.
O Phorbas, mucheeo well indeed we know
Nicander left mo heir to his-perfedtions,
No image of himfel.—— And yet, good Phorbas,
Blame not my foily, mor demand a reafon

I intreat thee v oxamine trictly

The fortunes of this young unknown. The priefts.
prieftefs may know more than they entruft

To his unwary youth. ‘Phe fage he fpake of,

Could’ft thou not fearch him ‘out; ’fis fomewhete near.

He dwells, I think, upon the mountain’s brow,

Thou wonder’fl atme ;. call it, if thou pleafe,

Awoman’s weaknefs ; but-ob. me, Photbas,

Phor. You fay I'wonder ; “tis indeed to fee :
My honour’d Queen employ her thoughts thus idly ~ *
On griefs long paft ; when things of dear-concern
To her and Athens fhouldatarm her nearly,

Cre. What things of near concern ?

Phor. See’tt thou rot, Queen, :

Yy crown, Erectheus’ crown, the crown of Athens, .

4v’ring in fortune’s power? '

Cre. The gods will fix it.

Phor, Thegods! Ab, great Creufa, may my fears

¢ vain and groundlefs ; but I fear the gods
Jekt us to ourfelves. When we refign’d
B Th’
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'Th’ Athenian fcepter to a ftranger hand

We did rejet their guidance. herefore come we
To Delphi now, but that th’ offended gods -
Have turn’d too long an inattentive ear

- 'To our ill-judg’d petitions.

Cre. Why ill-judg’d ?
We afk’d for heirs.

Phor. We did; for Xuthus® heirs,
The race of Zolus. 1 know, great Queen, .
‘They were to fpring from thee ; but Heaven permits not
‘The native purenefs of th® Athenian foil
Should mix with foreign clay. I with we find not

. More alien kings at Delphi.

Cre. Think’ft thou Xuthus

"Deceives us then ? His worth, his piety,

Forbid the thought,  Befides, the facred place
Admits not of deceit. ‘
Phor. Credulity )
Is not the viceof age. Forgive me, Queen,
1If I fufpeé that prety which brings us
To fearch for kings at Delphi. Might not Athens
Have chofen her own monarch ¢ Her brave youth,
Her bearded fages, are they not the flower
And pride of Greece ? Nay, might’ft not thou, Creufa,
With liberal hand beftow th’imperial wreath ?
And who has better right ? '
Cre. The gods, who gave &
To me, and my great anceftors.
Phor, Whate’er
The gods beftow can never be refum’d, . -
Tho’ we repent. The pions populace
Will rev’rence kings from heaven.
Lre. And wherefore not ?
Pher. O, Queen! perhaps my fears are too officious
But let thy fervant beg: ‘
Cre. I know thy zeal _
For me, and for thy country. Ref affur’d,
Creufs never will confent to aught
Which can endanger Athens.
- Phor. My heart thanks thee !
Cre. Mean while the youth, Ilyflis e
Phor, Should theking,

Confirm’d
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Confirm’d by oracles, prefume to fix
A ftranger on the throne— \
Cre. He will not doit.
Pbor. I hope he will DOt ; YOt e
Cre. The youth I fpake of, - - '
Wilt thou enquire ?—
Pbor. Should Xuthus lay afide
His ufual mildnefs, and affume at once.
The monarch and the hufband, couldt thou then e
Cre. In Athens’ cayfe I could refift them all,
But ceafe thefe vain fufpicions. A few hours
Will prove thy fears were groundlefs, Meap while, Phora
Thou wilt find methods to inform thyfelf - [bas,
Touching this unknown youth,
Phor. By yonder guards,
The King fhould be at hand.
Cre. 1 will retire
To the pavilion, and expe@ him there,
Yet hear me, Phorbas 3 let not Xuthus know
Why thou enquir'ft, ’ :
Pbher. Xuthus has other cares. °
Cre. The priefiefs too, I would confer with her:
Tho’ that Lycea may perform. Farewel, ,
And profper in thy tafk— Alas, Lycea ! [Zxit Phorbas,,
There is a {ecret labours in my breatt,
But fate forbids that I fhould give it utterance,
This boding heart was early taught to feel
Too fenfibly ; each diftant doubt alarms ity
It ftarts at thadows —— But retire we, maid.
Grief is th’ unhappy charter of our fex;
The gods, who gave us readier tears. to thed,
Gave us more caufe to fhed them.

[Eaeuns,

ENnp of the First Acry,

Act
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ACT II
ST E N E, th Lawrd Grove,
Enter Aletes and Tlyflus.
. ALETES. ., - -
EEM’D fhe difturb’d when the beheld thes ?
- Iiyf. Much; -
And when I gave her the flight hiots I knew .
‘Relaring to my fortunes, fhe diffolv’d ‘
In filent tears : fuch foft humanity
Sure never dwelt in any breait but hers. -
Nor did I think till now that I had caufe
Of difcontent ; but fince the wept my fate,.
1 feem to find a reafon in her guef, -
And feel myfelf unhappy.
Alet. Why unbappy ?
Ziyf. Tknow not why : and yet to be confin’d
"Fhus to a finglc fpot, to draw in-air,
To take in nourifhment, to live,.to. diey
For tifis was man defign’d ? Ab, good Aletes !
Sure thou haft taught me,.godlike man was made
For nobler purpoles of general good,
For action, not for reft.  The Queen propos’d
. Ifhouid attend hertoth’ Athenian ftate ;
Wouldft thou advife it ? Doft thou thiak, Aletes,.
She meant I fhould attend her 2.
Alet, Doubtlefs, youth,. o
If fhe propos’d, fhe meant it.. o
Ziyf. And wouldft thou
Advife1 fhould attend her?
Alet, Wherefore not ?- \
Ily. May I defert thefe fhades 7 Or can I leave
Thee, thee, my good Aletes? - _ :
Alet. O, Lyflus " ' .
‘Strive not to hide thy heart ; from me thou eant not :-
1 form’d it, and I know it. Delphi’s fhades
Have now no peace for thee ; thy bofom feels
Ambition’s altive, unrelenting fires.
Thou witheft and thou hop’ft thou know’ft not what. -
is
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*Tis glory thou wouldil have. Go then, drave youth,
Where virtue calls thee : be the means but noble,
Thou canft not foar too high,

2y My more than father!
Thy words infpire me, and I feel 2 warmeh
Unknown before——But then, my birth e

Alet, Thy birth ! .
Did I not teach thee early to defpife
A cafual good? Thou art thyfelf, Ilyflus.
Inform me, youth, wouldtt thou be what thou art,
Thus fair, thus brave, thus feafibly alive
To glory’s fineft feel, or give upall,
To be defcended from a line of kings, -
The tenth perhaps from Jove? 1fee thy cheek
Glows a repeat.nt blufh—¢ Qyr greatett heroes,
¢ Thofe gods on earth, thofe friends of human kind,
¢ Whofe great examples I would fer before thee,
¢ Were once unknown like thee,’ Ang yet, if birth
Concern thee, know, prophetic is mz fpeech ;
Thy fate is now at work, and a few ours .
May thew thee what thou art—M y wo:ds alarm thee,

45f. They do, indced. Oh, tell me !

Alet, *Tis in vain
Thou wouldft enquire from me what Heaven concealq
- Till its fic time. ~ Didft thou got fay, Ilyflus,

The Pythia would be here ?

Ibf. She comes,

Alet. Retire, )
And leave us to ourfelves,

15/, 1 will—And yer,
Might I not know——

Alet. From me thou canft know nothing,

Tly/. A few hours, faid you ?

Alet. Hence, ardd beg of Heaven .
To profper the event. Rewire, and leave us. [Eusy Ilyt,

Enter Pythia,

Pyth. Now, good Aletes, if thy regnant mind,
Deep judging of events, has ever tjr’am d
Such artful truths as won believing man -
Tothiok them born of Heaven, and made my name
Renown’d in Greece, Oh, now exert thy power !
Nocommon caufe demands it. Kings and flates

Are
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Are our folicitors, and Athens’ fate . e
Hangs on my lips,
Alet, 1know it. And new,
If, as thou fay’ft, my fecret kind advice,
And worn experience in the ways of men,
Have gain’d thy altars credit, and with gifis
Loaded thy fhrines, now, by one grate%ul ad,
Thou may’ft repay me all.
Pyth. What aé{ i Oh, fpeak!
And gladly I obey, .
Alct. An al, my Pythia,
‘Which, tho’ at firft it may fcem bold and dangerous,
Shall in the end add luftre to thy fhades, )
" And make ev’n kings prote&ors of thy fane.
Oh, Pythia! "twas the hand of Heaven itfelf
Which brought thefe royal fuppliants to thy fhrines
- 1 cou)d unfold a tale—butlet it reft.
"Thou fhalt erg night know all, and blefs with.me
_ Th’ indulgent Powers above. Only in this
Obey me blindly, Pythia.

Pyth. Say, in what ?

Alre. Declare Ilyflus heir to Athens' crown. .

Pyth. 1lyflus heir! What mean’ft thou ? *Tis a fraud
Too palpable, , .

> Alet. 1 knew *twould ftartle thee.
But ’tis becaufe thou know’# the fraud, my Pythin,
That it alarms thee. Didft thou really think
This youth were heir to the Athenian crown,
Wouldft thou not feize the haPpy gift of chance,
And to the world proclaim it .

Pyih. True, I fhould;
And blefs my fate that in thefe facred fhades
1 had nurs’d up unknowingly a king
For my proteCtor. But what then might feem
The confequence, now feems the caufe, Aletes s -

Wil they not fay I made the king, to gain
The kind protector ?

Ales. So to thee it feems; '
But who will fay it ? The believing many .
Will bow with. rev’rence and implicit faith
To what thy fhrine ordains ; and for the few
Whe may fufpeét the cheat, tcue policy

Wil
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Will keep them filent. Should they dare detet

A fraud like this, and {purn at right divine,

Where were their power? The many headed beaft
Would feel the flacken’d rein, and from his back
Shake off thelordly rider. ¢ Nay, fhould Athens

¢ Be blind to her own good; the ftatesof Greece,

¢ Thou know’ft it well, would arm in thy defence,

¢ And force her toreceive the king thou gav’ft her.

¢ His form, his unknown birth, his winning foftnefs,
¢ His education here in Heaven’s own eye,

¢ All plead in his behalf. And, as he tells me,

¢ The Queen already with uaufual marks

¢ Of favour has beheld him. _ For the King,

¢ A pious awe and rev’rence for the gods

¢ Ishis ditinguifh’d ateribute,”  Thou feem’ft
Toweigh my words. To ctear thy doubts at once,
Kuow, m4ny days are paft fince firft I knew ~ ,
Of their approach. Thou think’it I fhould have told thee,
Itneeded not. I have myfelf prepar’d

Each previous cifcumftance, and found due means
To forward theevent. Thy part is eafy ;.

Behold the oracle. : [woe.”?
Pyth, {Reads.] ‘¢ A banifh’d youth is Athens’ caufe of .
How know’ft thou that ? [ Looking carneflly at him. .

Alet. Demand not, but read on.
Pyth. [Reads.] ¢* For that youth banifh'd Athens muft .
Another youth ; and on the young unknown,  [receive
Who ’tends my fhrice, and whom I call my fon,
Beflow th’ imperial wreath. ‘The god declares
No more.”
Alet, Thou feem’it amaz’d.
Pyth, 1am indeed,
To find thee thus inftruted on a theme
1 came ptepar’d to mention. The Queen’s paffion,
Her lover banifh’d——
Alet. What thou feeft I know
May tell thee I know more. ¢ But fay from whence
¢ Thou gainedit thy intelligence.
¢ Pyth. From one
¢ Whofe zeal may thwart thy fchemes ; 2 warm old man,
¢ And firm in Athens’ caufe, who came to-day
¢ Before the reft, and, led by my enquiries,

a

¢ Gave
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.¢ Gave me thofe hints on which I thought to build
¢ Prophetic, doubtful anfwers. But I find
¢ My beft inftruétor here.
¢ “Aler, Perhaps thou doft.
¢ Of this reft well affur'd, I ne’er had afk’d
¢ Of Pythia ought but what I knew with fafety
¢ She might comply with.”
Pyth. Te'l me what thou know’ft.
Alet, Not yet ; *tis better thou remain in ignorance .
°Till all be finifhi’d. But pronounce the oracle,
And leave the reft to me. Doft thou diftruft me ?
Pyth, 1donot. Yet if on flight hints alone
Thou form’ft this weighty fraud, confider well
\ What may or may not follow. By thy looks, A
There fhould be fomething hide ¢ Thy coming hither
¢ Was much upon the time we found this child ;
¢ And fince, with what almoft paternal care »
¢ Thou haft inftruéted him. Tho’ that indeed -
¢ Might fpring from thy benevolence of hearr,
¢ Which I have known is boundlefs.” Say, Aletes,
What fhould T think ? Thou {mil't. .
Alet, " Wilt thou obey me ?
Pyth. T will: ¢ and yet if ’ds a fraud, Aletes,
* The warm old man of whom I fpake detefts
¢ A ftranger king. Ev’n Xuthus’ felf, whofe worth
¢ He doth acknowledge great, he views with pain
¢ Upon th’ Athenian throne. ' '
4 Alet. 1 know him well ;
< *Tis Phorbas. Do not wonder at my words,
¢ 'But find a means that I may fee the Q:ieen
¢ In fecret, unobferv’d by prying eyes,
¢ And all that old man’s tears and rage fhall vanifh.
¢« He fhall with joy receive a ftranger king.
¢ Wilt thou devife the means ?
¢ Pyuh.’ I now begin
To hope indeed. There is fome fecret hid
Of moft important weight. But does the Queen »
Alet. T will not anfiver thee ; my time’s too precious.
Ouly devife fome means that 1 may fee her
Quite unobferv’d by all.
Pyth  You cannot fee her
Till'all be patt. Wil that fuffice }

.

A le?s
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Alet. Tt will,

Py:th. Here in the laurel grove,
Aler. No place more fit. '
But, Ob, be careful, Pythia, that the King
Obferve us not ! for ’tis of mighty moment
He fhould believe this fubftituted youth
Of race Zolian. Towhich end, my Pythia,
I have among the priefts thefe few days patt,
When they iguf d not th’ _approacz of Xuthus,
Dropp’d doubtful hints as if I had difcover’d ~ -
Some antique marks amid.the ofier twigs
Which form’d Ilyflus’ cradle, that denote
He fprang from AEolus. And at the cave
Of great Trophonius have I ta’en due care
Such anfwers fhould be given as would induce
Oncof lefs faith than Xuthus to expet
An heir of his own family.
Psth. The boy,
Knows he of thy intentions ?
Pyth. No, nor muft
Till ripening time permit. His fate depends
Upon hisignorance. Soft, who comes here ?
Pyth, Itisthe warm old man, and, as I think,
Some fair attendant of the Queen. Retire, )
1 would know more, but—— Wherefore doft thou gqze
So ardently upoa them ? -
Alet, Hence, away ! .
‘We muft not now be feen. ) ) [Exeunt,
Enter Lycea and Photbas, = *~ |
Lyc. This place feems quite retir’d. Here if thou wiit,
1 will inform. the Queen, and her impatience ’
Will bring her on the inftant. Surely, Phorbas, = .
Something myfterious lurks beneath her tears,
_ Her ftrange anxieties. . Since thou wert abfent
‘This unknown youth alone has fill’d her thoughts 3
Of him alone fhe talks, recounts his words, ‘
Defcribes his looks, his geftures, loves to dwell
On each particular. Ere thou wert gone
She wifh’d and even expected thy return;
Difpatch’d me often, tho’ the knew ’twas vain,
To watch for thy arrival. When the King .
Approagh’d, the fmooth’d lécr brow, as if toiide rh
. : ]
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The ftrugglings of her mind § nay, feem’d afraid
He fhould fufpeét her forrows.

Pbhor. Thento him |

She mcnnon’d not this youth ?
. Her condué there : :
Was mofl myfterious, With a voice of fear, ’
She flightly dropp’d that fhe bad feen a youth
Whom fhe could wifh to bear with her to Athens,
" The King confented, and with {miles propos’d
‘They fhould adopt him.

Phor. Ha! adopt him, faidft thou ?

Lyc. In fhort, he fpakc, but at his words a glow
©Of fudden joy fpread o’er her face, her tongne
Forgot reftraint, and in his praife grey lavifh ;
Then ftopp’d again, and, hefitating, ftrove
‘To check its zeal, as fearful to betray
Some hidden tranfy port.

Phor. Whatfoe’eritbe, . ‘
1 foon fhall damp her joy. This youth Lycea,
Moutft not to Athers — But behold, the Queen.

Lyc. Oh, how impatient ! ere I could return .
To tell her thou wert here, fhe comes herfelf
Eager to learn thy tidings.

Enter Creufa,

Cre. Now, my Phorbas,

Sag what thou know’ft atonce. The King alreadyf
Confents he fhould attend us.

"~ Phor. Never, never

Shall Athens fee that youth.

* Cre. What mean’ft thou Phorbas ?

Phor.. Too much already of /Edian blood
Has haplefs Athens known.

Cre. Eolian blood !

Phor, The King confents ! I doubt not his confente=
Yes ’twas my word, great Queen, Zofian blood; |
This youth defcends from Aolus.

Cre, Be dumb,

Or bring me bether tidings.
Phor. Worfe I cannot ;
" But what I fpeak is truth.

Cre. Peace, monfter, peace !

Thou know’tt not truth, *Tis thy affeCted zeal

3 . ‘ For -
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For Athrens, for thy country, that fuggefts '
% bis horrid falfhood ; ’tls thy hate of Xuthus.

Phor. What means my Queen ¢ Or how have I de-
Such harfh expreffions ? Dues my honeft love ferv’d:
For Athens and Creufa fubje&t me :
- To fuch unkiad fufpicions ? c

Cre. Gracious Gods! : -
It cannet be—Alas, forgive me, Phorbas !
1 know not what I fay ; thy words ftrike thro’ me,.
They pierce my very foul.  Oh, 1 had hop’d ! ——
But tell me all; tho’ I believe thee honeft, '
Thy zeal for Athens, and for ine, may make thee
Too hafty of belief. Why arrthou filent ?

Phor- Antazement flops my tongue ; thefe ftarts of’
This violence of grief, muft have a caufe. [ paffion,.

Cre. Perhaps they have, perhaps to thee, good ho: bas,
This burfting heart may open all its forrows. :

But tell me firft, what are thy proofs? From whence
Gal’dft thou this curs’d intelligence ?

Phor. O, Queen! ° : ‘

Thy looks, ‘thy words———1I know not how. to anfwer..
Yet if there be offence in what I {peak, :
My ignorance offends, not I offend.

Know then, Créufa,, from the priefts who ’tend

This Delphic fhrine; by your command I learnt

My firft intelligence. :

Cre. And did they fay
This youth was of Aolian race?

Phor. They did:
At leaft their words imported little lefs.
They judg'd me Xuthus® friend, not enemy,
As would thy rage fuggeft, and as a friend,
Dropp’d hints they thought would pleafe me.

Cre. Then, perhaps, ‘
It was not truth they fpake; hq but deceiv’d
Thy ear with well-judg’d flattery. -

bor. What follow’d C '

Confirm’d‘it trmth. Has the King mention’d to thee:
What promifes were given him at the fhrine
Of fage Trophonius ?

Cre. General promifes
Of fure fuccefs, np more. : :

. Ca Phor,
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Phor. Know then, great Queen,
As I return’d from converfe with the priefts,
I met his friend and bofom favourite, Lycon,
Joy fparkied in his eyes, and his vain tongue
O’erflow’d with tranfport. I obferv’d it well,
And gave the torrent paffage, nay, with art,
Ev’n led it blindly forward ; till at length
He open’d hie whole foul, and, under {cal
Of firmeft fecrefy, told me the King
‘Would find an heir at Delphi, fuch an heir
As would rejoice the unapparent fhades
Of his great anceftors, At that I ftarted.
He found his error then, and told me, %lozing,
‘That great Trophonius had almoft proclaim’d,
‘Tho’ not exprefsly, Xuthus here fhould find
An heir of his own race.
Cre, Of his own race! . L
Ppor. So faid he. Whether great Trophonius fpake -
‘This oracle, 1 know not ; but I know
Too well whofe oracle to me declar'd it.
Cre. Think’tt thou this youth ——
, T.le'. Grant it Were only done . :
o try my zeal, why, thould they try it now,
Unlefs for);e@:ll:afe efigr r_equiry’d ?};m trial 2
Yes, mighty Queen, I'do befieve this youth:
Is ourintended king, But, by yon heayen,
If it be he, or any other he A e
Of Xuthus’ race, he fhall not reign in Athens,.
This poignard firft thall dsink his blood.. .
Cre. Forbear! ny L .
That thought'diffracts me—Tho’ perhaps "tis juft—s
Oh, Phorbas ! ’twas my hope, my with, my prayer,
‘That youth might reigh in Atheds. But thy words
-Strike deadly damps, like baleful acorite,
And poifon all within, |
Phor. What means my Queen ?
Cre..O, Photbas! O, Lycea!—But firf fivear
By Nemefis, and the trémendous Powers.
Who punifh broken faith, no word, . hint, .
Shall *fcape your lips of all your Queen declaess
Both, We fwear. -

% . - C'r:.
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Cre. Knew then, Oh, pain to memoty !
1 had afort, ‘ S
Pbor. Afon!
Lyc. Good Heaven !
Phor, Afon'! ' , -
Cre. Oh, my full heart !—~Thy mother, my Lycea,
Knew all the fatal procefs of mg’woes; ‘
And was their only folace. Phorbas, yes;
1 had a fon ; but witnefs every god -
Whofe genial power prefides o’er nuptial lengues,.
Nicander was my wegded lord, ‘That pight,
That fatal night, which drove him forth from Athens,.
Forc’d from my fwelling womb, ere yet mature, -
Its precious burthen. To thy mother’s cares
Iow'd my life. In fecret fhe affuag’d - ..
My piercing pangs, and to Nicander’s arms =
In fecret fhe convey’d the wretched-infant. :
What follow’d weéll thou know’ft. “Nicander fell,
And with him doubtlefs fell the dear, dear charge
. Confign’d ta his protection.” Yet, good Phorbas;
When'I beheld this youdh; his looks,, his voice, .
His age, his unknown birth; all, all confpird
To cheat me into hopes.. Alas, how fallenr!.
How blafted all! <. -
Phor. Great Queen, my-tedw confefs,
An old man’s tears, which rarely fall, confefs
How much I fhare your anguith. l-lad I known
. Nicander was your lord, by earth and heaven,
1 would have rais’d 4l Athensin his caufe,
Nay, been a rebel to the beft of mafters,
Ere the dear pledge of your unfpotted loves
Should thus have fall’n untimely. Now, alast -
I have not ev’in one flattering hope to give thee..
. Till now I oft have-wonder’d why to far ,
. Bheir rage purfu’g-Nicander. ?Tis too plain
They knew the precious:burthen which he bore,
And for the haplefs ¢hild the fatherdied. ,
Cre. Ob, Gods! I feel the truth ot what thou utter';.
And my heart dies within me. Oh, Lycea! ~
Who, who wouldBe a mother? :
Phor. Be a queen, :
And wrn thy grief to rage. Shall aliens fport
g - C3 - , Wile

Y.
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With thy misfortunes ? Shall infulting fpoilers

Smile o’er the ruins of thy haplefs ftate, .

While all the golden harveft is theix own ?

Shall Xuthus triumph ? Shall his racé fucceed,

While thine (I mean not to provoke thy tears)

‘Thy tender bloffoms, are torn rudely (i .

Almoft or ere they gfpom ?

Cre. Itfhall notbe; . ,
No, ye immortal Powers !——=Yet let us wait
Till the dire truth glareon us. One fhort hour,

And doubt fhall be no more. Then, Phorbas, then,
Should he prefume to place on Athens’ thirone

His alien race, nay; tho’ this beauteous youth,
"This dear refemblance of my murder’d lord,

Should be the fatal choice, Ky that dear fhade,
Which perifh’d as it reach’d the gates of life,

I will—T think I will—aflift thy vengeance—e——
Soft! who comes here ?—"Tis he! how innocent,
How winning foft he looks | Whate’er it be,. _
He knows not the deceit. Look on him, Phorbas ;
Nay, thou fhalt qucftion him,

Phor. Not I. fareat Queen, .

Refume yourfelf, rior let this fond petfuafion
Betray you to a weaknefs you fhould bluth at.
Cre. If poffible I will.
Enter Ilyflus. .
Jiyf. Hluftrious Queen, - .
‘The altar ftands prepar’d, .and all things wait
Your royal prefence. From the King 1 come
His meflenger,

Cre. We will attend his pleafure,

Be near me, Phorbas ; I may want thy counfel.

Jyf. She looks not on me fure as fhe was wont, .
I'll fpeak to her, [4fde.] Permit me, gracious Queens
To pay my humbleft thanks ; for, by your means uE
The King is kind as you are, :

Cre. Rife, Ilyffus, :

Perhaps you needed there no advocate,

Phorbas, lead on. My refolution melts,

And all my fex returns. One look from him
Outweighs a thoufand proofs. Phorbas, leadon, o
©Or Iam loftin'weaknefs, [Exeunt Creuls and Phorbass’

.
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- Ihf. tSrpping Lyeen.] Gentle maid, S
Sta };'cﬁ moment. Whereforedces the Queen

Look coldly on me ? Know!ft thou if in ought .
e “Taings o mightcti » :

e s of miightieft import .

At prefent ﬁ?iber m:gd, nor lg:e they room

For lefslaﬁmh; . My duty calls me he‘l‘)cc. (Exire
Ik it is no more ; yet each a rance

Ala%s me ni;v. Aletes, thouybaﬂ ratis’dpPea ,
Such confliéts here, fuch hopes, fuch fears, fuch doubts,
That apprehenfion finks beneath their weight,

Well might’ft thou fay thefe folitary fhades
Have now no'peace forme. Yet once thou taught'ft me,
‘That the pure mind was its own fource of peace,

But that philofophy I find belongs
To private life; for where ambition enters
I feel it is not true: [ Exits

ENp of the Szconp Act.

ACT 1L

SCENGE, the Peflibale of the Temple,
Enter Aletes._

. . ArgTes.
HY fhould I doubt ? It will, it muft fucceed,
Yet I could wifh that I had feen Creufa
Before *twas undertaken ; for perhapgemm
*Tis better asit is. Her part had then
Been difficult to a&t ; now what fhe does,
Affifting or oppofing the defign,
Will all feem natural——The Pythia fure
Will act as 1 direéted Hark ! the rites
Should be ere this perform’d.” Why ftay they then 2,
That noife proclaims them finifh’d, and the croud
Will foon be here——They come: I muft not yet
Be feen ; the Pythia in the laurel grove i
May tell me what has pafs’d, . Ex;fﬁ
reu
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;Cr‘eufa defeends baffily from the temple in great diforder,
: Lycea followixg. S

Lye. Stay, mighty Queen ; B
You know not what you do ; your rage.tranfports you 3
You leave the rites unfinifh’d, and the croud o
In wild amazement gaze on your departure,

- Cre. 1 will not ftay ; nor will I tamely bear
My difappointed hopcs. Oh, honeft Phorbas !
Oh, good old man! thy penetrating mind
Saw early their defigns. ’Tis to fupply
Nicander’s Iofs (Oh, ne’er to be fupply’d ')

‘That we muft call in ftrangers to the throne,
Aaid yield our fceptres to AHolian hands,,

Yes, ye great fhades of my progenitors,

I hear ye call; ye fhall, ye fhall have vengeance!

Lyc. Whatever you defign, concealat leaft
This tranfport of your rage., :

Cre, Why loiters Phorbas? . +
He faw my anguifh ; wherefore comes he not
To its relief ? They fool me paft endurances
&ely.they on the weaknefs of my fex? - e
Lycea, they fhall find this feeble arm
In fuch a caufe can lay she diftaff by, .

And grafp th’ unerrig thunderbolt of - Joves
©h, Phorbas, art thou come ?

. Enter Phorbas from the tempie,

Phor. Now, mighty, Queen,

Are my fufpicions juft? Is Phorbas honeft #

Cre. As light as truth itfelf,. My counfellor,.
My Yofom friend ! ‘ :

Phor, Now fhall a cafual likenefs,
¥ fuch there be, a femblant caft of features,

"‘The fport of nature in a human form, -
Shall trifles light‘as thefe weigh down conviction ?
Oh, Queen! trom firft to laft th’ apparent fcheme
Glares on us now. Why were we brought to Delphi,.
But that this youth has long been nurtur'd bere.  ~
In fecret from the world ;. perhaps.the fon.
Of Xuthus’ felf, plac’d here at firlt, to-hide
The guilt and fhame of fome difhoneft mother,
Tho’ now applied to more pernicious ends,

P
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Cre; 1t may be fo.
Phor. And why, {ay why, to-day,
While Xuthus ftays behind for oracles -
He wanted not, is young Ilyufls bid
‘To meet your eyes, and win with‘artfdt tales
Your eafy heart ? .
Cre. Bid! Washe bid'todo it ?
Pbor. 1 faw the prieftéfs whilper fomething to him,
Then loud fhe bid him wait for thy approach,
She muft, forfooth, retire to facred glooms,
And wait for infpiration. Xuthus® gold
Was what in{pir’d the tranreis. Yer, good heaven,
When from the fhrine fhe gave the fraudful words,
With what ftrange art the holy hypocrite
In mimic trances died !—*¢ A banifh’d youth'
Is Athens’ caufe of woe.” Too truly l)aid;
The® for a wicked purpgfe, toallure
Thy eafy faith, and lead thee to admit
The fraud which follow’d.
Cre. Never, never, Phorbas,:
Will 1 that fraud admit, How readily
" Did Xurtius, when my foolifhi fondrrefs afk’d it, ‘
Confent to my:requeft ! Thou heard'fthim (ay [¥5 Lyc,,
We thould adopt this youth ; in feeming fpore
He fpake it, but ev’n then th’ infulting tyrant
Couch’d fatal truths beneath th’ ambiguous phrafe.
Pbhor. Why fhoulda youth defign’d for folitude:
Be taught the arts of war ?  He.faw himfelf
The impropriety. Who is this fage
That hasinftrocted him ? And’why fhould'Lycon
O’erflow with fudden' joy, but that He* found,
From thy apparent fondneft for tire boy,
Their fchemes grew pradicable: Nay, to-day,
When to the pricftels’ felf my toneft love
For Athens, and diflike of ftranger kings, =
Burft freely forth, fhe chid.my hafty zeal,
Commended Xuthus, talk’d ofy piety
And reverence to the gods : *twas'to their priefts
She meant, their meddlin Y_ﬁeﬁs, who dare prefume” |
To fport with throtres to fell their'gods for gold, - .
lﬁndﬁzmp rank’ falfhoods with ke feafl of heaven, ’

.

Lyce



3 CREUVSA.

wyc. Forbear, you are too loud fo near the tem; ple 5
Xuthu. himfelf will hear.
Cre. We would be heard. -
Inftrugt me, Phorbas, by what means to cruth
This impious combination.
Pbor, Athens yet
Has honeft hearts. Yes, Phorbas yet has friends.
Who dare be patriots, and prefer their country
To Xuthus’ kindeft fmile. Some fuch are here,
Ev'n now at Dclphii  But, illuttrious Queen,
We muft with caution a&®. The name of heaven,
Howe’er ufurp’d, adds vxgour to their caufe,
And weakens ours, ‘We mnght in fecres find
A fure revenge.
Cre. What ?
Phor. Death,
Cre. Of Xuthus?
Phor. His -
Might follow, but the more immediate caufe
Should earlieft be remov’d, the boy.,
Cre. The boy! . ’
. Why fhould he'die? Believe me, honeft Phorbas,
Hc knows not of the fraud. His every lock
laims his innocence. . If impious men
Makc him their inftrument of evil deeds,
Can he be blam’d ? Bred up in fhades, poor youth,,
- He nevex knew the arts of bafe mankind _
.Nor feuld he fhare their punithment.
Phor. O Queen,
They have too well fucceeded. 'This fond paﬂion,,
Which their infidious cunning firft infpird,
Clings clofe about your heart, and may at laft
Undo us all. ——But bark, that noife declares
The finifh'd rites,. Retire we to the grove,
And there will I enforce——
Cre. No, let us ftay.
X will confront this artful politician,
And thew him Iam yet a queen.
Phgr. Perhaps
*Twere better to retire till our “full fcheme
Were ripe for vengeance,—~Yet if we remain,. :
: T ; Higk
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High ‘words muft rife, which will alarm her pride

Aid fit her for my purpofe. [ Afide.

Enter Xuthus, Llyflus, Priefls, Virgins, Guards, tc. from
the temple.

Xut. [Coming xp to Creufa.] Thy looks, Creufa, thy
abrupt departure :

Affronting to the god himfelf, and thefe
His facred minifters, too plainly fthew
Irreverent rage, refifting heaven’s high will,
.Nor doft thou want, I fee, unthioking woman,
Inflamers of thy folly’—But of this
Enough ; behold the youth whom heaven defigns
Thy heir, and mine.

Cre. My heir! ‘

Xut. Thy heir, Creufa,
What means that haughty look?  Why with contempe
Doft thou'behold him ? Is he chang’d Creufa ?
Have a few hours fo totally transform’d him ? “
1s all that winning grace of which thou fpak’ft
Almoft with rapture, is that native charm
Ofinnocence all vanifh’d ? Hear him fpeak,
Hear if he talks lefs fenfibly than.when
Thy pleas’d attention hung upon his words,
And lent each fyllable an added grace.
What hatt thou found, or thy grave monitor
What has he found, which can fo fuddenly
Have wrought this wond’rous change ? Is it becaafe
The gods have thought with thee that he deferves
A crown ? or is it that my will confents ?
And therefore thine, proud Queen, perverfely ftrives
‘To combat thy affections ?

Cre. We, methinks,
‘Have chang'd affections.  The calm, fteady Xuthus,
Whofe equal mind ne’er knew the formy gufts
Of difcompofing paffion, now can feel .
Indecent warmth, when touch’d by pious zeal.
Nay he, to whom the tend’rer fentiments
Seem’d but the weakaefs of the human frame,
Now wakes infpir’d with fome unufual foftnefs,
Have oracles the power to raife at once
‘The kind affetions ¢ Or did he conceal
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* “The {mother’d. flame, ’till, authoris’d by Heaven,

It might burft oat unquéftion’d ?
Xuth. Haughty Queen,

& undetftind theeiwell ;. thou think!ft this youthé .
A {ubftitute of mine,. and dar’# affront

144

Yon awful fhrine, the feuntain-of pure truth.

*But by that god who bears the vengeful bow,

And whofe large eye——Yet wherefore fhould I ftrive
By oaths to undeceive thee; breafts like mine <
Can fcorn th’ imputed falfhood they deteft.
Nor am I riow to learn from what vile fource
Thy vain fufpicions rife. But know, proud Queen,
This youth fhall reign in Athens; and yet more -
To pdnifh thy vain pride, fince thou provok’ft it,
1 do believe him of Aolian race.

Cre. Thou doft ?

Xuth. 1do, A race as glorious, Queen,

*As Cecrops’ boafted lineage. - For the youth,

Were I to beg the choiceft boon of Heaven
From my own loins to rife, I could not hope
A nobler offspring,
Phor. Hear'tt thou that? , [A4fide to Creufa,
Cre. 1 do,’ '
And will revenge the infult. . .
" Ilyf. [Kneeling.] Gracious Queen !
'What have I done which fhould eftrange thee to me ?
Am I the unhappy caufe of thefe difientions?  °
Cre. Kneel not to me, Ilyflus.
‘Xuth. Kneel not toher;
YTis I am thy protector, and thy friend,
Nay, now thy father.
~ Jly/. ¥et, Oh,-mighty King, s
Permit me at her royal feet to pay
My humbleft duty. If I call thee father, .
She fure muft be 2 mother,  [She turns away difordered,
Xuth. Rife, Iyflus,
Thou feeft fhe ftands unmov’d,
Ilyf. No, now fhe foftens,
1 fee it in her eyes. ’
Cre. 1 will, I will
Be miftrefs of my foul. ‘Why kneel'ft thou, youth,
I'blame not thee, o
‘ Xuth,
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Xuth. Me then thou blameft, Creufa.

I am the obje& of thy rage. ’Tis Xuthus
Thou think’ft unworthy of th’ Athenian throne.

Cre. Athens might well have fpar'd a foreign luftre,
Secure of fame, had Xuthus ne’er been born.

Xuth. Ungrateful queen, had Xuthus ne’er been born,,
What now had Athens been ? ) .

Cre. Perhaps in ruins, ,

And better fo than to become the prey
Of needy wand’ring ftrangers.

Xuth. Earth and Heaven! <
This the return ?—1I knew thou never lov’dft me,
Yet, witnefs Heav’n, I ravifh’d not thy hand;

Thou gav’lt it fullenly, but yet thou gas’ft it;
And I well hop’d thy female feofe of honour,

Of duty to thy Lord, might have fecur’d

At leaft my future peace. Thy tend’rer thoughts,
The wife’s beft ornament, I knew were buried

In a plebeian grave.

Cre. Plebeian grave !

Xauth. Fool that I was, I flatter’d thy vain forrows,
Indulg’d their weak excefs, and raisd, I find,
Imaginary rivals in the-tomb :

But never more, Creufa, never more
Shalt thou affront my ill-requited fondnefs.
1 will deftroy that pageant of thy paffion,
Tear from that idol fhrine th’ infulting wreaths,
And cancel thy mock worthip.
Ily/. Gracious Queen,
Retire a while. ,

Cre. Begone.—Infulting tyrant,

Touch but a wreath that’s facred.to Nicander,
And, by pale Hecate’s awful rites, I fwear

Thy life fhall pay the forfeit ; nay, the lives
Of thy whole daftard race.——Plebeian grave !
Had that Plebeian liv’d, imperial Xuthus

Had crouch’d beneath his feet.

Xuth. Oh, would to Heaven .
This fcepter’d arm could raife him from the earth,
That thou might’ft fee how infamous a flave .
Thou dar’ft prefer to Xuthus. Come, Ilyffus,

We leave her to her follies. Look not on her,

She
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She merits not thy tendernefs. Away!
If reafon fhould again refume its feat,
We may €xpe& her at the banquet, Come,
All here -muft be our guefts. :
{ Exewnt Xuthus, Ilyflus, &c.
- Phor. Curb not thy paflion, give it vent, great Queen,
And let it burft in thunder on thy foes. N
Cre. It fhall, by Heaven, it fhail.—I thought till now
My griefs were facred, but this monfter dares
Infult even mifery itfelf, Oh, Phorbas,
Forgive me, if my tears will force a paffage.
Now, they are gone, and I will weep no more.
Come, faithful counfellor of vengeance, come,
Inftruét me how to a&, fteel ali my foul ;
Let not remorfe or pity’s coward voice,
‘The bane of noble deeds, intrude to crofs us.
Nicandér’s injur’d ghoft fhall aid our counfels.
Say, fhall he die?
Phor. Not yet, firft be his {chemes
Abortive all, his politic defigns,
Then let him die defpis’d.
Cre. Agreed; buthow? .
Phor. Now at the banquet may we crufhat once
His full blown hopes. The fatal caufe femov’d,
Th effet of courfe muft ceafe.
Cre. What caufe ?
Phor. The boy.
" 1 fee thou fhudder’ft at it; ¢but, great Queen,
¢ Hear but the cogent reafons I fhall offer,
- ¢ And thou wilt think as I do.” For the boy,
Heav'n knows, I wifh' to fpare him, but no means
No earthly means but this can cur{=completely
This politic defigner, ¢ Doubtlefs, long
¢ This fav’rite {cheme to place on Athens’ throne
¢ His hated race, haslabour’d in his breaft, P
¢ And all his hours employ’d. On this alone
¢ He builds the firm foundation of his peace,
¢ His happinefs to come. His death were nothing,
¢ He knows his friends, the minions of his fortune,
% He knows all Greece, fuch is their dread and awe
¢ Of Delphi’s fhrine, will join in the fupport
¢ Of this deeeitful claim ; and that firm hope Wil
¢ Wi
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¢ Will make him triumph ev’n in death, and laugh
¢ At our too fhallow vengeance.

¢ Cre. Laugh he fhall not.
¢ No, I will punith home.’

Phor. ¢ ¥ou caanot punith
¢ By any means but this. And’ know, great Queen,

I have a poifon of fuch fabtile force,

(Why doft thou ftart ?) of fuch amazing ftrength,

Yet fo peculiar in its operation, :
That it thall feem the furfeit of the feaft,

Not we have done the deed. At leaft fhall feem fo
Toalhbut Xuthus’ felf ; far he, methinks, i
Should Ryow the truth. atleaft fufpeét it itrongly,

And yet dare revenge.

Cre. I canpot bear it ; 1
Howe’er e fail in our revenge; my Phorbas, -~ )
The boy muft live., )

Phor. Good Heav’n! Is this Creufa ?

Is this the vengeful Queen who would not hear
Remorfe or pity’s voice ——Farewel.then, Athens;
Yes, my poer country, thou mutt fink enflav’d: ’
To foréign tyrants. She who thould defend T
Thy rights, thy liberties, fands tamely by, : 1
And fees the yoke impos’d, nay, fmiles to fee it:
Thy Queen, the laft of ber illuftrieus line,
Confents to thy deftrution.

Cre. Never, Phorbas,

Do what thoa wilt, With this laft parting pang
I give him to thy rage.—Yet, Oh, beware
I fee him not again. ©ne logk from him
Would baffle all thy fchemes.
Phor. Now at the banquet

" Will we infufe the draught, ev’n in the cup
Which the King’s-felf prefents to his ydung heir
In token of election.

Cre. Stay, good Phorbas.

Phor, Alrveady have I for the juft defign
Suborn’d a faithful flave. Nay, fhould it fail,

I have a trufty band, a chofen few,
Athenian fouls, who fcorn to bow the knee,
To aby foreign lord; thefe will I place
‘ . Da At
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At the pavilion doors, if need require,
‘To fecond our attempt.
Cre. Yet ftay, good Phorbas.
How kindly did he feem to fympathize
With my dittrefs ! Nay, almoft chid the King,
When his loud rage
Phor. He had been taught his leffon.
>Twas all defign, all artifice to work
Upon a woman’s weaknefs.
Cre. Think’ft thou fo ? ]
Phor. 1do. Butr, Oh, my Queen, be moré than wo-
Conquer this foible of thy fex. [man,
Cre. Heav’n knows
How much it cofts to do it. Go then, Phorbas,
T cannot bid thee profper. 1+ [EzéiePhorbas.
Oh, Lycea, : : .
‘Thou know’ft not what I feel.—Hafte,. call him back.
No, ftay——1 think the bitternefs is paft,
And I can bearit now. Lend me thy arm,
1 would retire, Lycea.——Yet from what
Should I retire ? 1 cannot from myfelf lememm
Oh, boy ! thouartreveng’d; whate’er thou fuffer'(t
Is light, towhat thy murd'refs feels ! {Exenss

EnNp of the Tuirp Acr.

-A'CT IV,
SCENE, the Laurcl Grove, .
Phorbas and A:henians,

ProrBaAs. .
THIS way,“my friends ; at the pavilion doors
Stand ready arm’d, thatif. we need your aid,
You may obferve the fign, and crufh at once
Thefe vile ufurpers on the rights of Athens.
1 hepe we want ye not.—I mutft be hid
A while, left Xuthus fhould fufpet my prefencs. Th
¢
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‘The Queen too may repent, I'll therefore fhua her
Till the deed’s done, irrevocably done.

—But ftir not till I come—W hat noife is that ?
Retire, my friends, the temple’s poftern door
Grates on 1its hinge.—Be fecret, and we profper.

{ Exeant fewerally,’
Enter Aletes and Pythia.
Alet. This quarrel-was unlucky, A flight breach
Had lent my purpofe ftrength ; but wrought thus high

1t may defeat our hopes. She cannot now
With eafe recede from her too rath refolves,
Atleaft not unfufpe@eds  Did the, fay’ft thou,
Rejeét thy meflage? -

Pyth, Scateely did fhe pay
The decent dues my facred office clairhs.
And when ¥ preft her mote, with fullen pride
She filently withdrew.

Alet. See herF muft.

_ Where went fhe ? .
Pyth. To the fhades which over-hang
Th’ Aonian fount.

Alet. 1 will purfue her thither.

Pyth. 1t -may not be, for now I know thy fecret
'Tis my turn to be prudent. Knew'ft thou net
Thou fhould’ft be cautieus, nor expofe thyfelf
To prying eyes ? I heard her, as the pafs’d,

In broken whifpers bid Lycea hate

To Phorbas, and inform that trufty friend

Thet fie would wait him in the laurel greve,

Here then thoa may’ft furprife them beth, and crown
At oneg thy whole defign.

Alet. Thou counfell’ft well, .
And I will guide me by thy kindadvice.
¢ Oh, Pythia, how did every thing confpire
¢ To give me hopes that I thould place the boy
¢ Secure on Athems’ throne, unknown to all
¢ But thofe whom fate had made his firmeft friends,
¢ The very means I us’d to make it fure, -
¢ Have been moft adverfe to the caufe I labour’d:
¢ Had I relied en Xathus’ piety;
¢ Nor mention'd Zolus, {ueeefs were nrime ;
¢ And let me hope it ftill."DWl'mmoﬁ I fear

3 Is
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Is the Queen’s warmth of paffion. To whichend
1 muft proceed with tendernefs, and hide,
For fome thort time, Ilyflus from her knowledge.
1 have unnumber’d cautions to premife,
Which her o’erflowing joy may haply ruin.
‘The banquet, is it'ready ?

Pyth. It has long :
In vain expeéted its illuftrious guefts,
The King already has forgot bis rage, :
And hopes returning thought may move the Queen
‘To equal amity: he therefore finds
Continual caufes to delay-the feaft.

Alet. Retire, Perhaps *tis fhe; I hearthe fteps
Of fome who move this way, ' [Exit Pythis.
What meauns he here ?

Why art thou abfent from the banquet, youth?
' Enter Ilyflus, - :
, Ilyf. It has no joys for me. I fear, Aletes,
Thou and the Pythia have moft foully play’d -
For my advancement, .

Hlet. Ha! '

Ilyf. Where are the parents
Whom thou didft promife to my hopes? Alas !
1 find no parents here, no kind regards,.
No inexpreflive fondnefs. Stern debate,
And foul diflention kindle here tkeir torch
‘To ufher in my greatnefs. Ev’n Creufa,
Whofe tendemegs I know not how alarm’d p
My throbbing. heart with hopes, and doubts, and fears,
Unfelt before, ev’n fhe has taught her eyes
To look with ftrangenefs on me. The good King,
Who yet withdraws not his proteGtion from me, -
Seents loft in anxious thought. Unkind Aletes,
Art thou the caufe of this? Say, am I {prung
Of race Aalian? For by Heaven I fwear,
By that pure fountain of immertal truth,
1 will not brook deceit. I will again, -
Howe’er the glitt’ring mifchief tempt my youth,
Become that humble unknown thing I was,
Rather than wear a crown by falthood gain’d,
& Speak then, and give me eafe,’

Alet, Mydcardl bO)'———-

3 .



His virtue charms me, though it may prevent
His own fuccefs. Oh, happy, happy Athens, |,
To gain a king like him, whofe honeft foul
Starts at imagin’d fraud ! [Afides
Iky/. Speak on, Aletes,
And do not by that look of tendernefs,
And murm’ring to thyfelf, alarm me more,
Alest. What thould I fpeak ? This very morn, Ilyflus,
This very morn I told thee a few hours
Would fhew thee what thou wert ; but thy impatience
Brooks not that fhort delay. Itfeems Aletes
Has loft his ufual credit with Ilyflus,
Ev’n with the youth his anxious care has form’d.
Think’ft thou, the man who taught thy feeling heart
To ftart at falthood, would himfelf commit
The fraud thou fhudder’ft at 7. What have I done,
Which fhould induce thee to a thought fo bafe ?
Did e’er my precepts contradi®t my heart ?
Did I e’er teach a virtue I not practis’d ?
---1 fee thou art confounded. Know then, youth,
I blame not thy impatience, nay, I praife
That modefty which can fo foon refume
Its feat, when all things round are big with wonder,
Ere night thou fhalt know all ; till then, Ilyffus,
Behave as Athens’king:
Iyf. Ob; good Aletes,
Forgive my rathnefs. Yes, I know thee honeft
As truth itfelf, and know the wond’rous debt
T owe thy goodnefs. Yet, if thou confefs
That I have reafon for thefé anxious cares,
Thou wilt permit me ftill to queftion thee.
Nay, look upon me whilft I {peak to thee.
Perhaps thou haft fome fecret caufe, Aletes,
For all that kind attention thou haft fhewn me,
From infancy till now ? Why doft thou turn
Thy eyes to earth ? *Tis plain thou haft & caufe :
Thou know’ft from whom I fpring ; how canft thou elfe
With confidence aflerr, that yet ere night
1 fhall know all 7—Say this at leaft, Aletes,
Shall the Queen’s anger ceafe 2
Alet. It 'thall, Ilyflus. ’
Ev’n now I wait hier here; on what defign
. : I muft
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I muft not yet inform thee, The next time
‘Thou fhalt behold her thou wilt find a change
incredible indeed, from rage to fandnefs,
From cold referve to tears of burfting joy.
Nyflus is going to [Peak eagerly,

——Afk me no more.— et{'omcthing gfidif?hou fajzz"’
Relating to the caufe which fix’d me here :
‘Thy guardian, thy inftrutor, and——thé time
Will come, when thou fhalt know it all, Ilyflus,
And blefs my memory.

Ilyf. Thou weep't, Aletes.
My tears will mingle too.

Alet. Forbear, andleave me,
Yet flay a while, for now perhaps we part
‘To meet no mere.

I)yf. Nomore! Thou wilt not leave me ' ‘
When moft I want thy care! "Twas my firft thought,
*Twas the firft boon I afk’d of the good King,
That thou might’ft be my kind inftructor fhll.
He prais’d my gratitude, and I had promis’d
To bring him to thy cottage. He himfelf
Shall be 2 fuitor to thee, . '

Alet. Thou haftalk’d .

Thou know'ft hot what : it cannot be, Ilyflus,
‘That Xuthus and Aletes e’er fhould meet

On terms of amity, The fimiles of greatnefs’
To me have loft their value. For thy love

1 could do much, and to be fever’d from thee
Pulls at my heart-firings. But refiftlefs fate
Has fix’d its feal, and we muft pare for ever,
How hard foe’er it feem. Thy youth will foon,
Amidft the bufy fcenes of alive greatnefs, -
Forget its monitor : but I muft bear ‘
In hopelefs falitude the pangs of abfence

Till thought fhall be no more.

Jy/. Oh, hegv’nly powers ! ; : :
Then there is fomething dreadful yet conceal’d.
I cannot part from thee in ignorance.

Tell me, Aletes. ) .

Alet. Would I could! But now S
It muft not be.—Hafte to the banquet, youth,
‘Thy duty calls thee thither. . ’

3

7
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14f. Go I cannot,

Till thou affur’ft me we fhall meet again.

Alet. If poffible we will.  If not, remember,
When thou fhalt know thyfelf, that on thyfelf
Thy fate dependsj that virtue, glovy, happinefs,
Are clofe conneted, and their fad reverfe
Is vice, is pain, is infamy.—Alas!

Thefe were the leflons of thy private life,

This I have told thee oft, but my fond tongue
Rubs o’er its former precepts, and forgets
Thou now muft mount a throne; alarger fcene
Of duty opens.

Ilyf. Yet the tender friend,

Who fhould dire& me, leaves me to myfelf,
Canft thou abandon me ?

Alet, Would fate permit
1 would attend thee ftill. But, Oh, Ilyffus,
‘Whate’er becomes of me, when thou fhall reach
That envied pinacle of earthly greatnefs,

Where faithful monitors but rarely follow,
Ev’n there, amidft the kindeft fmiles of fortune,
Forget not thou wert once diftrefs’d and fri¢ndlefs.

45

Be firiétly juft; but yet, like Heaven, with mercy

Temper thy juftice. From thy purged ear
Banith bafe flattery, and fpuin the wretch
Who would perfuade thee thou art more than man ;
Weak, erring, felfith man, endued with power
To be the minifter. of public good.

If conqueft charm thee, and the pride of war
Blaze on thy fight, remember thou art placed
The guardian of mankind, norbuild thy fame
On rapines, and on murders. Should foft peace
Invite to luxury, the pleafing bane .
Of happy kingdoms, know from thy example
The blifs or woe of namelefs millions fprings,
Their virtue, or their vice. ¢ Nor think by laws
¢ To curb licentious man ; thofe laws alone

¢ Can bend the headfirong many to their yoke,

¢ Which make it prefent int’reft to obey them.’
Oh, boy =

Enter
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_ Enter Pythia baflily.

Pyth, 1yflus! wherefore art thou here ?
The King expets thee, and the banquet waits.

Ilyf. 1 cannot go.

Alet. ‘Thou muft; thy fate depends
Upon thy abfence now. The Queen approaches.

Attcr the banquet I again will fee thee,

And thou fhalt know the whole. I will, by Heaven.
(Exit 1lyflus.

Pythia, away, and wait mg in the temple. [ExitPythia.

She faw them not ; on’her contraéted brow .

Sits brooding care. She fpeaks ?. My heart beats thick, -

And my tongue trembles to perform its office.

Now fate attend, and perfe& thine own work !

Enter Creufa.

Cre. To what have I confented !—Fa! who art thoy
‘That thus intrud’ft on facred privacy, '
When the o’erburthen’d mind unloads its griefs,

Its hoarded miferies.

Alet. Thy better genius ! .

Cre. That voice is fure familiar to my ear !
Who art thoy.? Speak.

Alet, One whom adverfit : -
Has taught to know him{elz I bring thee tidings
Of an ynhappy man who wrong’d thee much,
But much repented of the wrongs he did thee;
Of thy Nicander, Queen.

Cre. Nicandes, fay’ft thou ¥
Oh, then thou art indeed my better genius !

Alet. Now arm thy foul tor wonders yet to come !
Perhaps he lives. :

Cre. He lives? [ Looking on bin with amazements

Alet. [ After great irrefolution and firuggles with himfelf.}

Behold him here ! [She faints,
—What has my rafhnefs dooe !—The blufh of life
Has left her cheek, the pulfe forgets to move.
Where fhall Iturn? I cannot call for aid, ,
Nor can I leave her thus, She breathes, the ftirs!

. =—Yes, yes, Creufd, thy Nicander lives, :
And he will catch at leaft this dear embrace,
Though now thou art another’s,
Cre. Gracious gods!

Ie
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It is, &t is Nicander, *is my Lord!
Oh, [am only thine, no power on earth
Shall e’er divide us more.
~1It cannot bey my fenfes all deceive me—m—s
And yet is is;~~—0h, let me gaze upon thee,
Recall each trace which marks thee for my own, ..
And gives me back the image of my heart.
How time and grief have chang'd thee ! ¢ But my lave
¢ Can know nochange. My Lord, my life, my hufband
Where haft thou wander’d? How hait thou been hid .-
From love’s all-piercing fight ? The bloody ruffians,
How didit thou efcape thesr fage? Ordid they wreak
Upon the helplefs innocent slone - . . o
Their impious vengeance ? 1 -
/ic. Nor on me, nor him
Did vengeance fall.
€re. Does he live ?
Nic. He does.
¢ Cre. Oh, honeft Phorbas ! Murder now is virtue.
¢ (Afide,
¢ Nic.> The fabled murder was all ftratagem
Contriv'd for thy dear fake ; no impious ruffians
Purfued our feps, I found that I had wrang’d thee
Beyond redrefs, por’knew another means
But by my death to fave thee from difhonour.
¢ De(%air 1 thought might conquer love, and thou
¢ Once more be Athens’ pride.” - The precious charge
Forbade a real death, I therefore ftain’d - .
With blood my well-known garments, which preduc’d—
Cre. A curfs’d effe®.—But I have nearer fears
How cam’ft thou hither? Wherefore to thefe fhades ?
The boy, where ishe? x
Nic. Far from hence——
Cre. Thank heaven !
Nic. He lives in peaceand fafety.—~What difturbs thee ?
Cre. Nothing—I dare not tell him what I fear’d,
His honeft breaft might fhudder at the.guilt,
Though now it be more needful.—The dear boy,
Say, is he brave?
Nic. As woman coulddefire.
Crc. And form’d like thee?

Nic. His perfon far exceeds
- What
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What my moft vig’rous youth could boaft, Cieufa.
And his firm mind is wifdom’s aged ftrength
‘With all youth’s graces foften’d.

Cre. "Tis too much.

Oh, happy mother ! Call’ft thou him, Nicamder ?

Nic. No, lon, ’twas the name the matron chofe,
Who gave him to my care.

€re. Then Ion be it, -

Ton fhall reign in Athens. Know’ft thou, love,
The curs’d defign which this Aolian here,
And the vile maid— -
Nic. The prieftefs, it fhould feem,
With Xuthus has confpir'd to fix his race
On Athens’ throne.

Cre. But never fhall his race
That fceprer wicld. ¢

Nic. Itnever fhall, Creufa.

I have a means—

Cre. My means, thank Heaven, is furer. [ dfde.
. Nicy Butl will tell thee all from firft to laft.

Hear then, and weigh my words, for fate is in them.
Xuthus, th’ Athenian king ——

Cre. I think not of him.

Nic. Beware of that. Whate’er thou think’ft, Creufa,
Xuthus muft ftill reign on, thy Lord and hufband. .

Cre. Xuthus, my Lord! then what art thou, Nican-
Doft thou defpife me for a crime thyfelf der ?
Haft forc’d me to commit? My foul was thine
Ev’n when I gave my hand, and ftill remains
Untainted, aadefil’d.

Nic. Iknow it well,

Thou deareft, beft of women.——My torn heart

Drops blood while I propofe it, yet we muft,>

Wemuft for ever part.———Forbéar, Creufa,
Thatkilling look ftrikes through me.—Think, Oh, think,
What in this age of abfence I have boroe,

How combated each tender thought, and liv’d

For thy. dear {uke a vi&tim to defpair.

But now if thou confent’tt, all, all is mine,

And I forgive my fate.—The dear, dear boy,

1 have a means to place on him on the throne

)
1 will
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I will proclaim him to the world as mine,
And Athens fhall with joy receive its fov'reign ;
The tyrant Xuthus fhall be taught to fear
A mafter’s frown.
Nic. Thy rafhnefs, my Creufa,
May ruin all.
Cre. 1 will be rafh, if this
Be rathnefs, to declare to earth, to heav’n,
A mother’s heart-felt joy, whofe only child
Snatch’d from the grave, unhop’d for, comes to claim,
With every. grace and every virtue crown’d,
Th’ impenal feat of his great anceftors,
And fhall we want a means ?
Nice. We need not wait ; :
For by my care th’important means is found .
Already, and no human power but thine .
* Can hinder our fuccefs. I would have hid
The fecret from thee till thy wifh’d confent
Had giv’n my purpofe ftrength, but thou defeat’ft
My utmotft caution, and wilt force me tell thee,
Ityffus is young lon' Ha! Creufa! :
What means this look ? Good Heaven! how her eye fixes!
¢ What have I done? What faid, which could attack
¢ The feats of fenfe with this amazing force ?*
My wife, my Queen, Oh, fpeak ! e—
Cre. Off, touch me not,
Thou canft not bring relief., Oh, I am curs’d -
Beyond all power of aid. Thou too art curs’d
And know’ft it not. He dies, he dies, Nicander!
Nic. Amazement! Who? ' :
Cre. Oh, had he not been mine, .
His youth, his foftnefs, each attralting grace
1 fhould have ftaid whole ages, ere in thought
1 had confented to fo damn’d a deed.
Tears, tears, why burft ye not ?—But what have I
To do with tears? thofe are for tender mothers.
¢ The tygrefs weeps not o’er her mangled prey.’
He dies, hedies, Nicander. )

Nic. Who? Ilyflus ?
Speak, fpeak, Creufa. ‘

Gre, Phorbas urg'd thel;:deed,

Aad
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And I confented; at the feaft he dics
By poifon.—¢ Oh, my foul !’
Nic, Fly then, thisinftant
Perhaps thou may’ft prevent it, as thou cam’ft-
He parted hence.—I knew not to his death !
Cre. 1go, 1 fly. A
Nic. Yet ftay, thy rafhnefs there,
If fate hasfav’d him, may undo us yet:
—The Pythia! true, the Pythia fhall rufh in
To ftop the fatal banquet, and declare
‘The feaft unhallew’d ; ¢ at this lucky moment
¢ She waits me in the temple.’—Stay, Creufa.
[Exit Nicander,
Cre: The Pythia, no; I will myfelf outftrip
The lightning’s fpeed. Whatever be th’ event,
*T'is not tao late to die. (Exie,

Exp of the FourTu Acr,

ACT V.
SCENE, the Laurel Growe.
Phorbas and Lycea.

Lycea. ‘ .
: H, earth! Oh, heaven! Oh, wretched, wretched
Athens! ~
Phor. Speak on, Lycea ; wherefore art thou filent ?
Why doft thou lead me to this fecret thade ?
“What mean thy flowing tears ?
, Lyc. The Queen, the Queen!
Phor. Say, what of her?
Lyc. 1know not; allto me
T terror and confufion. '
" Phor. What thou know’ft
Relate.
. Lyc. She fent me forth to feek thee, Phorbas ;
1 found thee not, but met at my return :
Creufa®
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Creufa’s felf. Defpair was in her eyes,
With hafty fteps fhe fhot impatient by me,
Nor liften’d when I fpake. 1 follow’d wond’ring,
And enter’d the pavilion.

Pbor. Fhe pavilion !
Why went fhe to the banquet ?

Lye. Eager went, :
Defpair and anguifh mixing on her look.
But, O good heaven, how chang’d was that defpair
Toinexpreflive joy, when from the croud
She learnt Ilyflus had delay’d the feaft,
And won the King once more to afk her prefence,
% Where is he? let me clafp him to my breaft,”
Shecried ; ¢ I now no longer will I'Cﬁz
Heaven’s high command.” Imperial Xuthus refe
With tranfport to receive her, and loud thouts
Proclaim’d the people’s joy. When, death to fight !
Eternal pain to memory ! the flave
Prefents the goblet; Fill, fhe cried, a third,
I too will hail Ityflus King of Athens,
But firft, all fwear, fwear by immortal Jove,
By the far-darting god who here prefides,
And the chafte guardian of our native fanes,
Swear here, {wear all, and binding be the oath,
Hyflus only fhall be Athens’ King.

Phor. What could the mean ;.

Lyc. Attentive Xuthus caught
With joy the happy omen, and aH fwore
llyflus only fhould be Athens’ King.

This done; I faw her from Ilyflus’ hand:

Snatch the dire goblet, and to him refign :

Her own untouch’d. The flave who mix’d the draughe
Turn’d pale and trembled, I with eager zeal

Prefs’d forward, but in vain ; fhe firmly gra(p'd

The bowl, and fmiling drank it to the dregs.

Phor. The poifon, ha {—1I knew her foolith fondnefp.
Would ftart at murder’s name. But wherefore die 2
Why turn upon herfelf her impious rage *

"Twas madnenfs all ; or elfe fome new contrivance,

Some frefh /Eolian fraud.—I care not what,

Iyet will blaft their fchemes.—Yes, let her die,

By her own folly perifh.  Athens flill.
Ea Sutviyos
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Survives, and fhall furvive.—I muft be fudden.

She doubtlefs will betray me to the King,

And cut off ev’n this laft refource. Lycea,

Be fecret, and thy country fhall be free.

Lyc. Were it not better, Phorbas, firft to fee her.

Perhaps fome fecret unreveal’d may lurk

Beneath this fhow of unexampled rathnefs.

She left the banquet foon, and with the Pythia

Enter’d the temple.

Pbor. With the Pythia, fay’ft thou ?

Then there is mifchief towm{.

Lyc. Yet now alone

We may furprize her, for I faw the maid

Quick from the fane return with hafty fteps,

Asif difpatch’d on fome importanc meflage,

Perhaps to find thee out. Sure thou fhould’ft fee ker
Pber. And perifh, ha !'—No, no, my facred country,

“Too much already have I been deceiv’d ; b

I will not leave thee in a woman’s power.

~—Yet hold, Lycea may inform her of them’

* And my defigns prove yet abortive. Maid,

Thy prefence may be needful.

Lyc. Mine! Good heaven,

Inwhat? Creufa will requre my aid

At leaft my tears are due to my poor Queen

In her laft moments.

Phor. Stay, fhe wants them not ;

I know the peifon’s foree too well, Lycea,

To tear adeath fo fudden. This way, maid ;

Nay, thou muft go; I fhall have bufinefs for thee,

Some fecret meflage to the Queen, Lyces,

Which thou alone can’ft bear. [Excuat.

Enter Pythia and Nicander,
Pyth. *Twas he, I faw him and Lycea with him.

Sure he fhould be inform’d !—Thou hear’t me not. ‘
Nic, This altion of the Queen fits near my heart.
Pyth. She bade me tell thee.—But why walte we time,

‘Thou now may’ft enter at the poftern gate

Unfeen by all.

Nic. Why did’ft thou not rufh in, and ftop the feaft ?

Thy fpeedy prefence there had fav’d us all,

Pyth, What could I do ¢ The Queen was there llrt.ef;';l
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Aud all feem’d peace and joy ; could I fufped’
That poifon lurk’d beneath fo fair a feeming ?

Nic. She breaks thro’ my defigns.—Unhappy woman !’
My foul bleeds for her, and confufion hangs
On every rifing thought.——The dear, dear boy !e=-
Where 1s he, at the banquet ftill?

Pyth. Heis. -

Nico And where Creufa 2

Pyth. 1 already told thee,
But thou regard’it not, in the temple’s gloom:
Retir'd fhe fits, expedling thy approach..
We there may fettle all.

Nic. 1 fear her much.
¢ Thou feeft her paffions are too near concern’d:
¢ To be of ufe to us; thy cooler fenfe
¢ Muft here dire&t:us,’ Does the poifon’s powet:
Affett her yet ?

Pyth, Not yet ; I would have tried
Some powerful antidote to quellits force ;.
But fhe refufds life, and only.begs
To fee her fon and thee.

Nic. 1 will attend
Upon the inftant.  But firft hiear me, Pythias:
Thou feeft on what a precipice we ftand,
It were in vain to hopé we could conceal
The truth from Xuthus, from the reft we may ;:
'Tis thy tafk therefore—— :

Pyth, What ? To own the fraud,
And publifh to the King that Delphi’s fhrine-
Isnot oracalar? Hal: ~

Nie. To the King
"Twete better fure to publifti the deceit
Than to tbe world ; and where’s the means but this-
To hideit? By Creufss art thou fay'ft.
He is already bound in folémn oaths
To leave Ilyflus heir to Athiens’ throne..
Can’ft thou net add fiill ftrenger oaths, orere-
Thou doft reveal the fecret of our fate #°
Then who fhall dare to break them ? Shall the King-
Thou know’ft his fcrup’lous piety extends _
Almoft to weaknefs, What fliould tempt him to it
Creufa dead cati framte n0 échemcl againft biae ; -

. 3‘ .
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‘The boy to him alone muft owe his greatnefs ;
And for Nicander, never more thall Greece -
Hear his forgotten name,
Pyth. It muft be fo;
And yet
Nic. What yet? To Phorbas thou with eafe
May’ft own the truth? He will not ftart at fraud
In facred things, But fee, the Queen approaches
Impatient of our ftay. She changes not !
The bloom of health is flill upon her cheek !
Fain would I hope——DBut hopes, alas ! are vain.—~—
What haft thou done, Creufa?
Cre. [Entering.] Sav'd Ilyflus !
Nic. Thou might’tt have liv’d with honour,
Cre. Livd! good heaven !
1 ftart, I tremble at the thoughts of life.
Can’ft thou reflect on what I had defign’d,
On what I am, and what, alas ! I have been,
And not perceive death was my only refuge ?
—Am I not Xuthus’ wife and what art thou ?
O had’ft thou feen the torments of my foul,
When in one hafty moment it ran o’er
The bufinefs of an age, weigh’d all events,
Saw Xuthus, thee, 1lyflus, Athens bleed
In one promifcuous carnage !—Light at length
Burft thro’ the gloom, and heaven’s own voice proclhaim’d
One vi&tim might fuffice.——
For Xuthus honour ftrove, and mightier love
Affum’d Nicander’s caufe. Who then could fall ?
Could Xuthus ? Could Nicander ? No ; Creufa.
Nic, Would thou hadft been lefs kind ! ——But, O my
To blame thee now were vain, ——— (Queen,
Cre. To blame! ’Tis praife,’
*Tis triumph I demand. Helives! he reigns !
Young Ion lives ! young Ion reigns in Athens !
O bring him, Pythia, bring him to my arms ;
Let-me but pour a laft fad blefling o’er him
And death has loft its terrors. !
How now, Lycea?
Enter Lycea baflily.
Lye. Mighty Queen, Iknow net .
If thy command would authorize th’ attempt, Bt
> NN - Bw
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But Phorbas, with anarm’d Athenian band,
Now enters the pavilion, to deftroy
The King and young Ilyffus.
Nic. Earth and heaven!
What fay’ft thou, maid ?
Cre. O let me fly to fave him,
Here fhall their poignards
Nic. Reft thou there, Creufa. -
Thy embaffies to-day have prov’d too fatal.
My life for his I fave him from the ftroke,
And on the inftant fend him to thy arms,
Now, fate, be doubly mine! [Exis.
Cre. Off, let me go, I will not be reftrain’d,
They tear him piccemeal !
Pyth, Patience, mighty Queen !
What man can do Nicander will perform.
Cre. He is a father only to my child,
He cannot tell them what a mother feels.
—Phorbas was born the curfe of me and mine,
I might have known to what his impious rage
Would urge him on, and thould have firft inform’d him,
—Gods ! muft I never know fweet peace again ?
Not even in death havereft!
Pyth, Behold who comes .
To blefs thee ere thou dieft, and ceafe to murmur
At heaven’s high will, i
Enter Ilyflus.
Cre. It is, it is Ilyflus—
My fon, my fon !
Ilyf. Good heavens! and do I live
To fee a parent melt in fondnefs o’er me!
—Aletes fav’d me from the feldiérs’ arms,
And bade me fly to find a mother here.
Artthou indeed that mother, mighty Queen!
And may I call thee fo? Thou art, thy looks
Thy tears, thy kind embrace, all, all proclaim
The truth—O let me thus, thus on my knees—
Cre. Rife, rife; my child ; I am, I am thy mother;
Ilyf. O facred found, Ilyflus is no more
That outcaft youth, A mother and a Queen
He finds at once, -

. Cregs
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Cre. Butart thou fafe, my child ¢
HMatt thou no wound ? :

Jlyf. The old grey-headed man, *
Who brought this morn the news of thy arrival,.
Had rais’d againft my breatt his eager fword,
Defencelefs I'; when good Aletes came
And fnatch’d me from the ftroke. I would have ftaid,. -
Unarm’d with him have ftaid, but his command
Was abfolute, that I fhould fly to find,

What I have found, a mother! [Embracing..
Yer, Oh, Queen !
Why am I thus encompafs’d round with wonder.?
May I not konow this riddle of my fate ?
Why firft condemn’d to pafs my infant days
In this obfcure retreat ?- If I am thine,
Thy fon, illuftriaus Queen, fure 1 was born:
To threnes and empires
Cre. Thou art born to thrones, .
And fhalt in Athens reign.

Zlyf. As Xuthus’ heir
Is Xuthus then my fire ? Forgive me, Qgeen;,

I have a thoufand, and a thoufand doubts..
Can Xuthus be my fire?.

Pyth. Forbear, Ilyflus,.

Nor prefs thy fate too far. When time permits;,
Thou fhalt know all. :

Cre. Shalt know it now, Ilyflus.

Not Xuthus is thy fire, but that brave maa,. -
Who but this inftant fnatch’d thee from thy fate;.
And by that aét proclaim’d himfelf a father., -

. Aletes ? ! )

Cre. Not Aletes, but Nicander,. R
My wedded Lord, thy fire !—And fee, he comess
To blefs thet, and confirm the facred truth,.
~~Good Heaven, he bleeds !

Lnter Nicander..
Nic. To death, to death, Creufa.
Amid the fray I'met the fate I fought for..’
All elfe is fafe, and Xuthus sew purfues
A fcatter’d few, who fall beneath his fword..
~—Where is my boy #~——Ye guards of innocenee!:
How has he been befet, and how efcap’d !.
. m=Wherg
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- =—Where is my boy ? for I may own him now,

And clafp him to my breaft ; no'more Aletes,

The fage inftru&or of a youth unknown,

But the dear father weeping o’er his child.
Iyf. Oh, Sir, what gratitude before infpir’d

. Letduty pay.

Nic. I have no time to wafte
In fondnefs now. Hear my laft words, Ilyflus,
And bind them to thy heart, Thou ftill mutt live
The fon of Xuthus. The Eood hia here
Will tell thee all the flory of thy fate;
And may’ft thou profper as thou doft obey

. Her facred counfel. - Xuthus too muft know

The fatal tale ; but to the world befid
1t muft be hid in darknefs. :
Pyth, Phorbas fure
Should be inform’d. -
Nic. Phorbas has breath’d his laft ;
And the brib’d flave who mix’d the poifonous draught -
Fell by this hand.—Ilyflus, Oh, farewel,
1 will not bid adieu to thee, Creufa,
Thy colour changes, and the lamp of life
Fadesin thy eye; we foon fhall meet again,
Ilyflus, Oh!——
Iy/. How hard he grafps my hand !
My Lord, my father! Have I learn’d fo late,
To call thee by that name, and mutft I lofe,
For ever lofe ¢ Good heaven, fhe grafps me too !
What means it, Pythia ? the cold damps of death
Are on her. ‘
Cre, Oh, my child, enquire no farther;
"Tis fitting we fhould part, Lycea, Pythia, *
Intreat of Xuthus——yet I need not fear .
His goodnefs, though I wrong’d him, foully wrong’d him,
He yet will prove a father to my child,

- And from the world conceal the fatal truth,

Oh, I am cold——what bolts of ice fhoot through me !
How my limbs fhiver !——Nearer yet, my child,

My fight grows dim, and I could wifh to gaze _
For ever on thee.——Oh, it will not be— ’
Ev’n thou art loft, Ilyflus.=Oh—Farewel. [Dies.

. -
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Ily/. She dies, fhe dies. Was I then only mock'd
With a vain dream of blifs, to be plung’d back
In deeper mifery ? Did I but hear -

The tender name of child breath’d fondly o’er wte,
To make me feel what ’tis to lofe that name ?
Oh, T am ten times more an orphan now,
Than when I knew no parents.

Enter Xuthus, {Jc.

Xuth. Where is this murd’refs, who with vile deceit
Seem’d to confent to ours and Heaven’s defigns,

Only to make us a more eafy prey
To her affaffins ?—~Ha, Creufa dead ! .
And the brave ftranger who preferv’d us all
Is he too dead ?—The boy—— :

Pyth. Ilyflus lives. : S .
And thou haft fworn, great King, that he fhall reign
Supreme in Athens. Say, doft thou confirm
‘That oath ? T :

Xuths 1do, by Heaven !

Pyth. Afk herg no more. v
'Fhe fatal tale is for thy private ear.
Retire, and learn it all, For peor Creufa,

She wrong’d yot thee, upon herfelf alone .
She drew Heaven's vengeance. And too furely proves .
That murder but intentional, not wrought )
‘To horrid a&, before th”eternal throne :
Stands forth the firft of crimes. . Who dare affume,
Unwarranted, Heaven™ high prerogative = .
O’er life and death, with deuble force fhall find
.Turn’d on themfelves the mifchiefs they defign’d.

’

. Bxp of the Firrh Acvw.
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<« EPILOGUE
. Spaken in the Chara&er of PyrHia.
A T length Fm freed from tragical parade,

No more a Pythian pricflefs,—thongh & maid 3

At once refigning, with my facred dwelling,

My wreaths, my wand, my arts of fortune-telling,
Tet fuperfiitious folks, no doubt, are here, )
Who fill regard me avith a kind of fear,

Left to their fecret thougbts thefe prying eyes

Sbould boldly pafs, and take then by furprize.

Nay, though I difavow theawhole deceit,

And fairly otvn my fecience all a cheat,

Should I declare, in fpite of ears and eyes, ,

The beaus were handfome; or the critics wife,

Tbey'd all believe it, and with dear delight,

Say to themfelves at leafl, '

 The girl bas tafle ;” ¢ the woman’s in the right ™
Or, fbould I tell the ladies, fo difpos’d,

They'd get good matches, ere the feafon clos'd,

They'd fmile, perhaps, with feeming difcentent,

And, fueering, wonder what the creature meant §

But awbifper 10 their friends, with beating heart,

$* Suppofe thrre fhould be fomething in ber art.”
Grave flatefmen too would chuckle, fbootld 1 fay,

On fuch a motion, and by fuch a day,

They avould be fummon’d from their own affairs

70 ’tend the nation’s more important cares;

S Well, if I msftmme—bionve’er 1 dread the loady,
Dl xndergo ite——rfor my country’s good.”

Al men are bubbles, in a_filful band,

Tbe ruling paffion is the confurer’s avand.
Whether ae praife, ﬁrdd]{ perfuade, advife,
*Tis that alone confirms as fools or wife.

Tbe dewil without may fpread the tempting fim, -
Buz the fure congueror s5——the devil within,

0
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Another EPILOGUE:

STJ ¥, ladies—Though I am.almaf? tir'd 1o death
Wish this long part—and am fo out of breath—
et fuch alucky thought kind Heaven bas fens,
That if 1 dic for't, I muff give it vent,
The men, you know, are gone. And nosw, fuppofe
Before our lords and majir: are rechofe, St
We take th’ advantuge of an empty town,
And cbz/e a houfe of commons of our own. -
What think ye, cannot we'make laws ?—and then
Cannot ave 100 unmake them, like the men ?
Oh, lflace us once in good St. Stephen’s ;e‘w:, ]
Well fbeww them wemen bawve their public ufe.
Imprimis, they fball marry ; not a man
Paf twenty-five, but what fball wear the chain,
Next, ae'll in eatneft fet about reclaiming ;
For, by my lifz and foul, we'll put dowon gaming,
W&l fpoil their drep defiruétive »?idm;gbrf@ ;
The laws we make we'll force them to obey ;
Unlefs awe let them, when their fpirits flag,
Piddle with us, ye lma’fv, at Quinze and Brag.
8¢ I hope, my dearef?,”” fays fome well-bred 2,
s %Zeﬁcb a bill fball come before your ba{:?“:,'f’
That you'll confider 1nen are men—at leaft
Thatyou'llnot fpeak, my dear.”—Not fpeak !—The beafl!
What, would you wound my bonour }—Wrengslike thefomm,
For this, Sir, Ifhall bring you on your knees.
=—Or, if we're quite good natur’d, tell the man
- Wl do bim all the fervice that we can.
Tben for ourfelves, wbat projects, what defigns ?
We'll tax, and double tax their nafly qvines;
But duty-free import our blonds and laces, .
Brench boops, French filks, French cambricks, agd—Fyench
aces. : :
In _/bort‘,f my [cheme is not completed quite, -
But F may tellye moré anotber night.
So come agaiv, come-all, and let us raife
Such glorious tropbies to our country’s praife,
That all true Britons fball with one confent -
" Cy ont, ** Long live the female parliament.”

€%
€9
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PROLOGUE

IN antient times, when Britain’s trade was arms,
And the lov’d mufic of ber yonth, alarms,

A god-like race fuflain’d fair England’s fame: -

Who has not beardof-gallant Picrey's name.?

4y, and of Douglas? Such illuftrious foes ~

In rival Rome and Carthage never rofe !

From age 1o age bright fhone the Britifb fire,

And every hero aas a herd’s fire. -

When powerful Fate decréed one avarrior’s doomy

Up fprung the Planix from bis parent's tomb.

BatifE thefe Yénerous ¥ivals fonght and fell, .

Thefe generons rivals lov'd each otheravell ;..

Though many a bivody field avas loft and won,

Nothing int hate, in bonour allavas dome. .

When Pisrcystorong’d, defy’d bis prisce or peers,

Faft came the Douglas, with bis Scottifb fpears

And, when proud Douglas made bis King bis fos,

For Douglas, Piercy fmt bis Englifb bow,

Expelld their native bomes by adverfe fate,

They knock’d alternate ateach other's gate :

Then blag’d the caflle, at the midnight boxr,

For him awbhofe arms bad fbook its ;rmg? tower,

Tbis night a Douglas your prote@ion clajmsg *- -

Awife! a mother! pity’sfofteft names

The fory of  her cvoes indulgent bear,

And grant your ﬁ;ﬂiam all foe begs, a tear,

In confidenee, fhe begs; and hopes to find

Each Englifl h'mﬁf like noble Piercy's, kinds

As DRA.
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DOUGLAS.

®o® The lines diftinguifped by inverted commas, € thus,’ are omitted in
e o ~ the reprefentation.

SCENE, the Coxrt of a Cafile, furrounded with Woods.
- Enter Lady RanpoLPH,

LapyRanporLrH,

E woods and wilds, whofe melancholy gloom
Accords with my foul’s fadnefs, and draws forth

The voice of forrow from my burfting heart,
Farewel a while: I will not leave you long;
For in your fhades I deem fome fpirit dwells,
Who from a chiding ftream, or groaning oak,
Still hears, and an{wers to Matilda’s moan.
Oh, Douglas ! Douglas ! if departed ghofts
Are e’er. permitted to review this world,
Within thé circle of that wood thou art,
And with the- paffion of immortals hear’ft
My lamentation : hear’ft thy wretched wife
Weep for her hufband flain, her infantloft.
My brother’s timelefs death I {eem to mourn 3
Who perifh’d with thee on this fatal day.
To thee I lift my voice ;. to thee addrefs
The plaint which mortal ear has never heard.
Oh, difregard me not ; though I-am call'd
Another’s now, my heart is wholly thine.
Incapable of change, affection lies

. Buried, my Douglas, in th bloody grave.

! 3
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But Randolph comes, whom fa ¢ has made my Lord, .
‘To chide my anguifh, and defraud the dead.

Enter Lord Randolph,
Lord R. Again thefe weeds of woe! Say, doft thou
To feed a paffion which eonfumes thy life ? [well

he living claim fome duty ; vainly thou
Beftow’ft thy cares upen the filent dead,
Lady R. Silent, alas ! is he for whom 1 mourn :
Childlefs, without memorial of his name,
He only now in my remembrance lives. [guifh,
. Lord R. Time, that wears out the trace of -decpeft an-
Has paft o’er thee in vain. ¢ Would thou wer’t not
¢ Compos’d of grief and tendernefs alone !’
Sure thou art not the daughter of Sir Malcolm :
Strong was his rage, eternal his refentment :
For when thy brother fell, he fmil’d to hear
‘That Douglas’ fon in the fame field was flain.
Lady R, Oh! rake not up the afhes of my fathers :
- Implacable refentment was the crime,
And grievous has the expiation been.
Contending with the Douglas, gallant lives
Of either houfe were loft; my anceftors
Compell’d, at laft, toleave their ancient feat
On Tiviot’s pleafant banks; and now, of them
No heir is left. Had they not been fo ftern,
I had not been the laft of all my race.
. Lord R. Thy grief wrefts to its purpofes my words.
1 never afk’d of thee thavardent love,
Which in the breafts of fancy’s children burns.
Decent affetion, and complacent kinduefs
Were all I wifh’d for; but I wifh’din vain.
Hence with the lefs regret my eyes behold
The ftorm of war that gathers o’er thisland :
If 1 fhould perith by the Danifh fword,
Matilda would not fhed one tear the more. »
Lady R. Thoeu doft not think fo : woeful as Iam,
1 love thy-merit, and efteem thy virtues,
But whither go’ft thou now ?
Lord R. Straight to the camp,
Where every warrior on tip-toe ftands
Of expe&tation, and impatient afks
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Each who arrives, if he is come to tell
The Danes are landed.
Lady R. Oh, may.adverfe winds,
Far from the coaft of Scotland drive their fleet !
And every foldier of both hofts return
In peace and fafety to his pleafant home!
Lord R. Thou fpeak’it a woman’s, hear a warrior’swilh
Right from their native land, the ftormy north,
May the wind blow, till every keel is fix’d
Immoveable in Caledonia’s firand !
Then thall our foes repent their bold invafion,
And roving armies fbun the faral fhore
¢ Lady R. War I deteft: but war with foreign foes,
* Whofe manners, language, and whofe looks aie ftrange,
¢ Is not fa_horrid, nor to me fo hateful,
¢ As that which with our neighbours oft we wage.
¢ Ariver here, there an ideal line
¢ By fancy drawn, divides the fifter kingdoms,
¢ On each fide dwells a people fimilar,
¢ As twins are to each other, valiant both,
¢ Both for their valour famous.through the world.
¢ Yet will they not unite their kindred aring,
¢ And, if they muft have war, wage diftant war,
¢ But with each other fight in cruel conflict.
¢ Gallant in ftrife, and noble in their ire,
¢ The battle is their paftime. They go forth
¢ Gay in the morning, as to fummer fport :
¢ When ev’ning comes, the glory of the morn,
¢ The youthful warrior, is a clod of clay.
¢ Thus fall the prime of either haplefs land ;
¢ And fuch the fruit of Scotch and Englith wars,
¢ Lord R. I'll hear no more : this melody would make
¢ A foldier drop bis fword, and doff his arms,
¢ Sit down and weep the conquefts he has made ;
¢ Yea, like a monk, fing reft and peace in heav’n
¢ To fouls of warriors in his battles {lain.”
Lady, farewel : I leave thee not alone ;
Yonder comes one whofe love makes duty light. [Exit.
Enter Anna.
Anna. Forgive the rafhnefs of your Anna’s love:
Urg’d by affection, I have thus prefum’d
To interrupt your folitary thoughts ; Aud
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And warn you of the hours that you negle,
And lofe in fadneft, ' 7 T

Lady R. So to lofe my hours
Is all the pfe I with to mfake of time.

Anna. ‘T'o blame thee, lady, fuits not with my ftate
But fure I am, fince death firft prey’d oh man, -
Never did fifter thus'a brother mourn. '

What had your forrows been if’ you had loft, ,
In early youth, the hufband of your heart

Lady R, ObY " < 7' ' '

Anna. Have I diftrefs’d you with officious love,
And ill-tim’d mention of your brother’s fate?” -~
Forgive me, lady : humble though I'am, -

The mind I bear partakes not of my fortunes
So fervently I love you, that to dry T
Thefe piteous tears, I’d throw my life away.

Lady R.”Whit power direted thy unconfcious tongue
To fpeak as thou haft done? to name— Co

Anna. 1 know not:

But fince my words have made my miftrefs tremble,
I will fpeak {6 nomore ; but filentmix - "
My tedrs with hers. o
Lady R.' No, thou fhalt not be filent:
I'll truft thy faithful love, and thou fhalt be
Hencefoith th’ inftructed partner of my woes.
But what availsit ? Can thy feeble pity
Roll back the flood of never-ebbing time ?
Compel the earth and ocean to give up
Their dead alive ?* :
Anna. What means my noble miftrefs ? '
LadyR. Didft thounot afk what had my forrows been, ==
If Lin early youth had loft a-hufband 2= - - -~~~
“In the cold bofom of the earthis lodg’d,
Mangl'd with wounds, the hufband of my youth ;
And in fome c¢avern of the oceah lies * -« C
My child and his. ‘

‘Anna. Oh! lady, moft rever’d!

‘The tale wrapt up in your amazing words
Deign to unfold. ST

Lady R. Alas! an ancient feud,
Hereditary evil, was the fource
Of my misfortunes. Ruling fate decreed,
That my brave brother fhould in battle fave

{

»

The
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The life of Douglas’ fon, our houfe’s foe :
The youthful warriors vow’d eterngyl friendthip.
To fee the vaunted fifter of his friend,
Impatient, Douglas to Balarmo came,
Under a borrow’d name.—My heart he gain’d ;
Nor did I long refufe the hand he begg’ﬁ s
My brother’s prefence authoriz’d our marriage.
Three weeks, three little weeks, with wings of down,
Had o’er us flown, when my lov’d Lord was call’d
To fight his father’s battles ; and with him,
In fpite of all my tears, did Malcolm go.
Scarce were they gene, when my ftern fire was told
That the falfe ftranger was lord Douglas’ fon.
Frantic with rage, the baron drew his fword
+And queftion’d me. Alone, forfaken, faint, -
Kneeling beneath his fword, fault’ring I took
An cath equivocal, that I ne’er would
Wed one of Douglas’ name. Sincerity!
Thou firft of virtues, let no mortal leave
Thy onward path ! although the earth fhould gape,
And from the gulf of hell deftruion cry
“To take d:fimulation’s winding way.
Anna. Alas! how few of woman’s fearful kind
Durft own a truth fo hardy!
Lady R. The firft truth
Is eafieft to avow. This morallearn,
This precious meral, from my tragic tale.——
In a few days the dreadful tidings came .
That Douglas and my brother both were flain.
My lord ! my life! my hufband !—mighty Heaven ¢
What had I done to merit fuch affliction ?
Auna. My deareft lady ! many a tale of tears
I've liften’d to ; but never did I hear
A tale fo fad as this
~Lady R, In the firft days
Of my diftralting grief, I found myfelf———
Aswomen wifh to be who love their lords.
But who durft tell my father ? The good prieft
Who join’d our hands, my brother’s antient tutor,
With his lov'd Malcolm, 1n the battle fell «
They two alone were privy to the marriage.
On filence and concealment I refolv’d,

t
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Till time fhould make my father’s fortune mine,

That very night on whith my Yon #asBor, *!

My nurfe, the only confidant $'had, '~

Set out with me toreach her flitet’s houfe :

But nurfe, nor infant, have I ever {éen;

Or heard of, Ani.a, fince that fital hdur.

¢ My murder’d ¢hild '—had thy fond mother fear’d

¢ The lofs of thee, the Kad loud fanie defy’d, ™'

¢ Defpis'd her fathét’s rdge, ter father’s grief,

¢ And'wander'd with theé thréugh the fcdrning world.”
Anna. NotTeen, not heatd' of ! then pérhaps He lives.
Lady R. No." It wasdark Decbmber{ wind and fafn

Had bedt all dight. "Adrofd'the’Carfonlay  ** 7~/ “.v.

The deftin’d 'road ; and 'iff'its fwelling S

My faithful férvant perift’d with my-child,

¢ Oh, haplefs'fon’! 6f a moft haplefs fire' f——

¢ But they 4re both at reft;' and Talode = ¢

¢ Dwell in this world of "'woe; “condéfim’d to walk,

¢ Like a guilt-troubled ghoft, my*painful Youlidys®

Nor has defpitefil fate perthitfed me * * *2 % -

The comifort of 4 folitary forrow.* -

Though dead to'lové, T was compell'd to wed

Randolph, who fnatch’d'me'ftdm’“a villaid*% arms 3

And Rardolph now pofleffes (he domaihs, * '™ -

That by Sir Malcolm’s death’on iné devolv’d;

Domains, that fhould to Douglas* fon’ hhve giv'n

A baron’s title, and'a batdi’s lower, ™

- ¢ Such were my foothing thoughts; while I bewail'd

¢ The flaughtes’d father 6f 4 fon unborh. -2 * >

¢ Aqgd when that fon ¢ame, 1ike’a’ray from heaven,

¢ Which fhines and difappears’;“aldf ! my child ¥

¢ How long did thy fond mbthet grafp the hope

¢ Of having thee, fhe knew not how, reftor’d.

¢ Year after year hath wdrn her hope awidy ;

¢ But left ftill undiminifh’d her defire. i
¢ Anna. The hand, that fpins th® uneven thread of life,

¢ May {fmooth the length that’s yet to come of youfs.
¢ Lady R. Not in this world: I have confider'd well

¢ Tts various evils, and on whom they fall,” * = '

¢ Alas? how oft does goodnefs wound itfelf ?

¢ And fweet affetion prove the fpring of woe.?

Ob! had I died when my lov'd huftiand fell ! Had

. LY . ol 2w .



T VN

. . DOUGLAS. 1
Had fome good angel op’d to me the book
Of Providence, and let me read my life, .,
My beart had broke, when 1 behelq the fum
Ofy ills, which ong by one ] haveepdur’d,, -
.c Anna. That Pawer, whofe minifiers good abgels gre,

ath fhut the book, in mercy to mapkind, |

:But we muyft Jeaye this theme : Glenalvon comes:
I faw him bend on you, his thoughtful eyes, '
And hitherwards he flowly ftalks his way.

Lady R. 1 willayoid him. An ungracious perfon
Is doubly irkfome ip,an hour like this. B L

Anng. Why fpeaks my lady. thug of Randolph’s heir.

Lady R. Becapfe he's pot the heir of Randolph’s vig-
Subtle and threw'd, he offers to mahkind [tues.
An artificial image of himfelf;, . '
And he with eafe can vary to thetafte
Of different men, its features. . ¢ Self-denied,

* And mafler.of his appetijes be feems : ‘
* But his fierce pature, like a fox chain’d up,,
¢ Watches 1o feize unfcen the with'd-for prey.
¢ Never werg vice and yirpye pois’d fo ill,
¢ As in Glgnalyon’s ynr¢ienting mind,’
Yet is he brave and politic in war,, .
And ftands aloft i thefe ppryly times, . .,
Why d defgrihe him, thyus 1’il tell hereafter,
Stay, and detain him till I reach thecaffle. -
[ RS R .'e [Ex" L‘JJ Rénf“dph'

Axna. Qhybuppinefs | where art thou to be found ¢

‘kfe¢ thou dwglleft pot with birth and beauty,
~ Tho’ grac’d with grandeur and in wealth array’d:
Nor doft thoy, it wquld feem; with virtue dwell ;
Elfe had this gentle lady mifs’d thee not.
Enter Glenalvon,

Glen. What doft thou mufe on, meditating maid ?
Like fome entranc’d and vifionary feer,

On earth thou ftand’ft, thy thoughts afcend to heaven.
> adnna. Would that I were, e’en as thou fay ft, a feer,

o have my doubts by heavenly vifion clear’d !

Glen. What doft thou doubt of ? What hatt thou to do
With fubje&s intricate ? Thy youth, thy beauty,
Cannot be queftioned: think of thefe good gifts ;
And then thy contemplations will be pleafing,

 q A

Anna.
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Ama. Let women view yon monument of woe,
‘Then boaft of beauty : who fo fair as fhe ?
But I muft follow ; this revolving day )
" Awakes the memory of her antient woes. [Eaxét Anna.
Gles. [Solus.] So !—Lady Randolph fhuns me; by and
Y11 woo her as the lion wooes his brides. {by
‘The deed’s a doing now, that makes me lord
Of thefe rich valleys, and a chief of pow'r,
‘The feafon is moft apt ; my founding fteps
Wil not be heard amidft the din of arms.
Randolph hasliv'd too long : his better fate
Had the afcendantonce, and-kept me down ¢
When I had feiz'd the dame, by chance he came,
“Refcu’d, and had the ludy for his labour;
“1 *feap’d unknown ; a flender confolation!
Heav’n is my witnefs that I do not love
‘To fow in peril, and let others reap
The jocand harveft: “Yet I am not fafe:
By love or fomething like it, fung, inflam’d,
Madly 1 blabb’d my paffion to his wife,
And the has threaten’d to acquaint him of it.
The way of woman’s will I do not know 3
But well I knowthe baron’s wrath is deadly.
I will notlive in fear : the man I dread
Is as a Dane to me: ay, and the man
Who ftands betwixt me and my chief defire,
No bar but he ; fhe has no kinfman near;
* No brother in his fifter’s quarrel bold;
And for the rightcous caufe, a ftranger’s cdufe, .
1 know no chief that will defy Glenalvon, [Exits

© . Exp of the Fizst AcT,

. S ACT
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ACT IL
S CENE, & Court, &c.

Exter Scrvants and a Sm'uger.at one door, and Lady Ran-
‘ dolph axd Anna at anotber. -

Lapy Ranporrh.

HAT meansthis clamour? Stranger, fpeak fecure ;
Haft thou been wrong’d? Have thefe rude men
To vex the weary tfaveller on his way ? [prefumd
v/ Servant, By us no firanger ever fuffer’d wrong :
This man with outcry wild has call’d us forth ;
So fore afraid he cannot fpeak his fears.

Enter Lord Randolph and a young man, with their fovevds
drazvn and bloody.

- Lady R, Not vain the ftranger’s fears | How fares my
. Lord?

Lord R. Thasit fares well, thanks to this gallant youths

Whofe valour fav’d me from a wretched death !

As down the winding dale I walk’d alone,

At thfe crofs way four armed men attack’d me:
Rovers, I judge, from the kicentious camp,

Who would have quickly laid Lord Randolph low,
Had not this brave and generous ftranger come,

Like my go‘Qd angel, in the hour-of fate,

And, mocking danger, made my foes his own.

They turn’d upon him ; {but hisadive aym .
Struck to the ground, from whence they rofe no more,
The fiercelt two; the others fled amain, i
And left him mafter of the bloody field.

Speak, Lady Randolph:y,upas beauty's tongue
Dwell accents pleafing to the brave and bold,

Speak, noble dame, and th,,an{( him for thy Lord.

Lady R. My Lord, 1 gannot fpeak what now I feel
My heart o’eitlows with gratitude 1o heav’n,
And to this noble youth, who all unknows
To you and yaurs, deliberated pot,

Nor paus’d at-perii, but humanely brave
. B Fought

‘
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Fought.on your fide, againft fuch fearful odds,
Have you not learn’d ot him whom we fhould thank ?
Whom call the faviour of Lord Rasdolph’s life ?
Lord R, 1afk'd that queftion, and he anfwer’d not ¢
But I muft know who my 8eliverer is.. [ To the Strangers
Strang. A low born man, of parentage obfcure,
Who riought can boaft but his defire to be a
A foldier, and to gain.a name in arms.
Lord R. Whoe’er thou art, thy fpirit is ennobled
By the great King'of Kings! thou art ordain’d
And fampt a hero by the fovereign hand 7
Of nature! blufh not, flower of modefty .
As well as valour, to cecldre thy birth. :
Strang. My pame is Norval : on the Grampiom hills
My father feeds his flocks ; a frugal fwain, ' ;
Whofe conftant cares were to increafe his ftore,
And keep his only fon, myfelf, at home. o
For I had heard of battles, and I long’d |
‘To follow to the ficld fome warlike lord ;
Ard heav’n foon granted what iy fire dény’d.
‘This moon which rofe laft night, round as my fhield,
Had not yet fill’d her herns, when, by her light,
A band of flerce barbarians from the hills,
Rufh’d like a torrent down upon the vale,
Sweeping our flocks and herds.. The fhepherds fled
For fafety, and for fuccour. [ alone,
With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, f
Hover’d about the enemy, and mark’d
The road he took ; then hafted to'my friends,
Whom, with a troop of fifty chofen men, -
I met advancing. The purfuit T led,
*Till we o’ertook the {poil-encumber’d foe..
We fought and conquer’d.  Ere a fword was drawn,
An arrow from my bow had pierc’d their chief,
Whe wore'that day the arms which now I wear.:
Returning home in triumph, I difduin’d !
The thepherd's flothful lite ; - and havingheard
‘That our good king had fummon’d his bold peers
‘To lead their warriors to the Carron fide,
X left my father’s houfe, and took with me
A chofen fervant to condut my fteps :——
Yon trembling coward, who forfook his mafter.
Jourpeye

- A e =
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Journeying with this intent, I paft thee towers,
. And, heaven -directed, came this day to do
The happy deed that gilds my huamible name.
Lord R. He is as wifc as brave.  Wus ever tale
 With fuch a gallant modefty rehears’d ?
My brave deliyerer ! thou fhalt enter sow
A nobler lift, and ina monarch’s fight
Contend with pringes for the prize of fame.
; Twill prefent thee to our Scottifh king,
i Whofe valiant {piit ever valour lov’d,
| Hy! my Masilda! wherefcre ftarts that tear ?
Lady R. 1 cannot fay : for various affcét ons,
| Aud ftrangely mingled, in my bofom fweil ;
| Yet each of them may well command a tear.
| Rjoy that thouart fafe; and I admire
| Him and his fortunes who hath wrought thy fafety,
¢ Obfcure and friendlefs, he the army fought,
» Bent upon peril, in the range of death
" Refolv’d to hunt for fame, and with his {word
To gain diftin&tioh which his birth denied.
* Inthis attempt unknown he might have perifh'd,
And gain’d with all his valour, but oblivion.
Now grac’d by thee, bis virtue ferves no wore:
Bencath defpair, The foldier now of hope
He ftands confpicuous; fame and great renown
» Are brought within the compafs of his fword.
01 this my miod refleted, whilft you fpoke, -
And blefs’d the wondes-working hand of Heaven.
Lord R. Pipus apd grateful ever are thy thoughts ¥
My dceds fhall follew wherg thou point’ft the way.
. Next to myfelf, and equal to Glenalvon, |
In honour and cammand fhall Norvai be.
Nor. 1 know not how to thank you. RudeIam,
In fpeech and manners: never till this hour
Stood Y in fuch-a prefence : yet, my Lord,. -
There’s fomething in my breaft, which makes me buld:
To fay, that Noival ne’er will fhame thy favour. .
Lady R. I will be fwora thou wilt not.. Thou fhalt be:
’My knight; and ever, as thou dott to-day,.
'With happy valour guard the life of Randolph,
Lord R. Well haﬁ thou fpake. Let-me. forbid reply..
(Za Narval..

.Bz We
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We are thy debtors ftill; thy high defere

O’ertops our gratitude. I muft proceed,

As was at firft intended, to the camp. :

Some of my train I fee are fpeeding hither,

Impatient, doubtlefs, of their Lord’s delay.

Go with me, Norval, and thine eyes fhall {ee

‘The chofen warriors of thy native land,

Who languifh for the fight, and beat the air,

With brandifh’d fwords. .
Nor. Let us be gone, my Lord.
Lord R. [To Lady Randolph.] About the time that

the declining fun ]

Shall his broad orbit o’er yon hills fufpend,

Expe& us to return,  This night once more

Within thefe walls I reft; my tent I pitch

To-morrow in the field. Prepare the feaft,

Free is his heart who for his country ‘fights :

He in the eve.of battle may refign

Himfelf to focial pleafure; fweeteft then,

When danger to a foldier’s foul endears A

‘The human joy that never may return. =~ = . .

{Exeunt Randolph and Norval, |

Lady R. His parting words have ftruck a fatal trath.

Oh, Douglas! Douglas! tender was the time -

‘When we two parted, ne’er to meet-again! '

How many years of anguith and defpair ‘

Has heaven annex’d to thofe fwift pafling hours o

Of love and fondnefs. ¢ Then my bofom’s flame

¢ Oft, as blown back by the rude breath of fear .

¢ Return’d, and with redoubled ardour blaz'd.” © |
Anna. May gracious Heav’n pour the fweet balm of |

Into the wounds that fefter in your breaft! =~ [peace

For earthly confolation cannot cure them. o .
Lady R. One only cure can Heav’n itfelf beflow ; —

- A grave—that bed in which the weary reft.

Wretch that1 am! Alas! why am I fo? .

At every happy patent I repine ! .

How blef the mother of yon gallant Norval ! * -

She for a living hufband bore her pains,

And heard him blcfs her when a-man-was born

She nurs’d her fmiling infant on ber breaft; - .

Tended the child, and rear’d the pleafing boy : Sh
o Ml e
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She, with affe@ion’s triumph, faw the yauth ,
In grace and comelinefs furpsis his peers:

Whilft I to a dead hufhand bare a fon,.

Axd te the roaripg waters gave my child,

Axna. Alas! alas! why will you thus refyme
Your grief afreth? I thought that gallant youth
Woukf for a-while have wan you fram your woe.’

On him intent you gazed, with a look
Much more delighted, thap your penfive eye
Has deign’d on other objeés to béftaw..

Lady R. Delighted, fay’ft thou ? Oh ! even there mine
Found fuel for my life-confuming forraw ; (eye
1.thought, thet had the fon of Douglas liv’d,

He might have been like this young gallant firgoger,
Aud pair’d with him in-features and in (hape.

1n all endowments, as in years, I deem,

My boy. with bloomiag Nurval might have number’d,
Whilft'thus I mys’d, a.fpark from fancy fell

On my fad heart, and kindled up a fondnefs

For this young ffranger wand ring from his home,
Apd like an orphan caft upon my care,

Lwill prote& thee, faid I to myfelf,

With all my power, and grace with all my favour..

Anna. Sure heav’n will blefs {o gen’rous a reflolve,
You muf}, my noble dame, ezert your power :.

Y.ou muft awake : devices will be fram’d,
And dwows pointed at the breaft of Norval.

Layy R. Glenalvaw’s falfe and crafty head will wask

Againft arivalin bis kinfman’s love,.

If 1 deter him pat; lonly can.

Bold as he is, Glenalvoan will beware:

How he pulls down the fubric that I raife.

I’ll be the artift of youag Norval’s fortupes.

¢ *Tis pleafing to admire! moft apt was 1

¢ To this affe&ion in my better days ;.

¢ Though now I feem to you fhrunk up, retir'd:

¢ Within the parrow compafs of my woe,

¢ Have yau not fometimes feen an easly flower:

¢ Open its bud, and fpread its filken leaves,

¢ To'catch fweet airs, and odours to beftow ;-

¢ Then, by the keen blaft nipt, pullin its leaves,

¢ And, though flill living, die to fcent and beaury ? -
B 3 ¢ Emblem
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¢ Emblem of me; affliGtion, like a ftorm,

¢ Hath kill’d the forward bloflom of my heart.”

. Enter Glenalvon,
Glex. Where is my deareft kinfman, noble Randolph # -
Lady R.Have you not heard, Glenalvon, of the bafe—
Glen.’ 1 have; and that the villains may not *fcape,

With a ftrong band I bave begirt the wood.

If they lurk there, alive they fhall be taken,

Aud torture force from them th’ important fecret,

gfh?her fome foe of Randolph hir'd their fwords, = ¢

: ife— : o
_Lady R. That care becomes a kinfman’s love.

1 have a counfel for Glenalvon’s ear, - [£Exit Anna. .
Glen. To him your counfels always are commands. = -
Lady R. T havenot foundfo; thou art known to me. -
Glen, Known! -~ . -
Lady R. And moft certain is my caufe of knowledge.
Glen. What do you know ? By Heaven, -

You much amaze me. No created thing,

Yourfelf. except, dusft thus accoft me. ' :
Lady R. Is guilt fo bold ? and doft thou make a merit:

Of thy pretended meeknefs? This to me, :

Who, with a gentlenefs which duty blames,

Have hitherto conceal’d what, if divulg’d,

‘Would make thee nothing ; or, what’s worfe than that;

.An outcaft beggar, and unpitied too: ‘ »

For mortals fhirdder at a crime like thine, , T
Glen. Thy virtue awes me.. Firft of womankind?. -

Permit me yet to fay, that#he fond man '

‘Whom love tranfports beyond firict virtue’s bounds, -

If he is brought by love to mifery, coe

1In fortune ruin’d, as in mind forlorn, :

Unpitied cannot be. Pity’s the alms ‘

Which on fuch beggars freely is beftow’d :.

For mortals know that love is ftill their lord,

And o’er their vain refolves advances ftill :

As fire, when kindled by our fhepherds, moves

Through the dry heath before the fanning wind,

Lady R, Referve thefe accents for fome otherear.

To love’s apology I liften not. B

Mark thou my words ; for it is meet thou fhouldft.

His brave deliverer Randolph here retains,

. o \Pcrhap
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Pechaps his prefence may not pleafe thee well ¢

But, at thy peril, pradtife ought agaioft him ¢

Let not thy jealoufy attempt to fhake

And loofen the good root be has in Randolph ;

Whofe favourites 1 know thou haft fupplanted.

Thou look’ft at me, as if thou fain would'ft pry

Into my heart. ’Tis open as my {peech.

1 give this early caution, and put on

The curb, before thy temper breaks away.

The fricndlefs ftranger my proteion claims:

His friend I am, and be not thou his foe, [ Exix
Glen. Child that 1 was, to ftart asmy own fhadow,

And be the fhallow fool of coward confcience!

1 am not what I bave b¥en ;. what 1 thould be,

The darts of deftiny have almoft pierc’'d

My marble heart. Had I one grain of faith

In holy legends, and religious tales, .

1 thouid conclude there was an arm above

That fought-agaift me, and malignant turn’d,

To eatch myfelf, the fubtle {narc I fet.

Why, rape and murder are not fimple means !

Th’ imperfe& rape to Randolph gave a fpoufe ;

And the intended murder introduc’d

A favourite to hide the fun from me ;

And worftof all, arival. Burning hell !

This were thy center, if I thought the lov’d him.!

Tis certain fhe contemns 1pe ; Nay,. commands me,,

And waves the flag of her difpleafure o’er me,

Io his behalf. And fhall I thus be brav'd 2

Curb’d, as fhe calls it, by dame Chattity ?

Jofernal fiends, if any fiends there are

More fierce than love, ambition, and revenge,.

Rife up, and fill my bofom with your fires

¢ And policy remorfelefs! Chance may fpoil:

¢ A fingleaim; but perfeverance muft '

¢ Profperat laft. For chance and fate are words &

¢ Perfiftive wifdom is the fate of man.’

Darkly a proje& peers upon my mind, .

Like the red moon when rifing ‘in the eaft, : :

Crofs’d and divided by ftrange-colour’d clouds.

"1l feck the flave who came with Norval hither,

And
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And for his cowardice was fpurned from hinr
I’ve known fuch foilower’s rankled bofom breed:
-Venom-moft fatal to his heedlefs lord, [Exits.

h:nn of the Seconp Aor..

ACT IH
'
SCERE, 4 Court, &c, as béfore.-

Enter Anna..

AnNa, .ot
RHY vaffils, grief, great nature’s order bresk,
And change the noon-tide to the midnight heurs.

Whilft Lady Randolph fleeps, I will walk forth,.
And tafte the air that bresthes on yonder bank.
Sweet may her flambersbe! Ye minifters
Of giacious heaven who love the human race,.
Angels and feraphs-who delight in goodnefs |
Forfake your fkics, and to her couch defcend !"
There from her fancy chafe tho‘e difmsl forms.
That haunt her waking ; her fad fpirit charm:
With images celeftiz], fuch as pleafe ’
"The bleft above upon their golden beds..

.. Enter Servant, .

Ser. Oneof the vile affaffins is fecur'd..

We found the villain lurking in the wood::
With dreadful imnprecatious he depies 4
All knowledge of thecrime.. But this is net:
His firt eflay : thefe jewels were conceal’d.

In the moft fecret places of his garment ;

Belike the fpoils of fome that he has murder'd..

Anna. Let me look on them. Ha! hereis a heart,.
The chofen creft of Douglas’ valiant name !
Thefe are no vulgar jewejs. Guard the wretch,

, [Exit Anna.

‘. —Eﬂfm.
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Enter Servants with @ Prifoner,

Prif. 1know no morethan does the child unborn
Of what you charge me with.

1 Ser. You fay fo, Sir!

But torture foon fhall make you fpeak the truth,
Behold, the Lady of Lord I{andolph comes :
Prepare yourfclfyto meet her juft revenge.
Enter Lady Randolph and Anna.

«Ansa. Summon your utmoft fortitude, before
You fpeak with him. Your dignity, your fame,
Are now at ftake. Think ef the fatal fecrer,
Which in 2 moment from your lips may fly. :

Lady Ran. Thou fhaltbehold me, with adefperate heart,
Hear how iny infant perifi’d, See, he kneels.

: (The Prifoner kneels,

Prif. Heav’n blefs that countenance fo fweetand mild ¢
A judge like thee makes innocence more bold,

Oh, fave me, lady ! from thefe cruel men,
‘Who have attack’d and feiz’d me; who accufe
Me of intended murder. AsI hope

For mercy at the judgment-feat of heaven,
‘The tender lamb, that never nipt the grafs,
Is not more innocent than ¥ of murder.

Lady R. Of this man’s guilt what proof can ye proe

duce? : '

1/ Ser. We found him lurking in the hollow glynn,
When view’d’and call’d upon, amaz’d he fled, .
We overtook him, and enquir'd from whence
And what he was: he faid he came from far,

And was upon his journey to the camp. :
Not fatisfied with this, we fearch’d his clothes,
And found thefe jewels ; whofe rich value plead
Moft powerfully againft him. Hard he feems
And old in villainy. Permit us to try

His ftubbornne(s againft the torture’s force.

Prif. Oh, gentle lady! by your Lord’s dear life ;

‘Which thefe weak hands, I {wear, did ne’er affail §
And by your children’s welfare, fpare my age !
Let not the iron tear my-ancient joints,
And my grey hairs bring to the grave with pain.
Lady R, Account for thefe 3 thine own they canmot llarex
- - of
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For thefe, I fay : be ftedfafl to the truth;
Deteted falthood is moft certain death.
[ Anna removes the fervants and retirise
Prif. Alas! I'm fore befet! let never man,
For fake of lucre, @n againt hisfoul !
Eternal juftice is in this mofl juft !
I, guiltlefs now, muft farmer guilt reveal, .
Lady R. Oh! Auna hear !—once more I charge thee
The truth dire@ ; for thefe to me foresel {fprak
And certify a part of thy narration ; - .
With which if the remainder tallies not,
An inftant and a dreadful death abides thee.
Prif. Then,thus adjur’d, I'll fpeak to you as juft
As if you were the minifter of heaven, ) ..
Sent down to fearch the fecret fins of men. -
Some eighteen years ago, I rented lagd,
Of brave Sir Malcalm, then Balarmo’s Lord ;
But falling to decay, his fervants feiz’d
All that 1 had, and then turn’d me and mige,
(Four helplefs infants and their weeping mother}.
Out to the mercy of the winter winds. .
A little hovel by the river’s fide i ) :
Received us: there hard labour, and the fill -~ . ;
. Ip fitbing, which was formerly my {pors, - ) .
Supported life, Whilft thus we poorly Liv'd, ’
One flormy night, 83 I remember weH, -
The wind and rain beat hard upon our roof :
Red came the river down, apd loud and oft
The angry {pirit of she water fhriek’d. . o
At the dead hour of night was heard the cry
Of onein jeapardy. 1 rofe, and ran ‘
To where the circling eddy of a pool, ,
Beneath the ford, us'd oft to bring within
¥ reach whatever floating thing the ftream
H ad caught. The voice was ceas’d; the perfon loft :-
BUt Loqkmg fad and earneft on the waters,
Ayb: ﬂ: maon’s light [ faw, whirl’d round and.round,
And n:&; foon I'drew it to the bank, :
Lay, Red curious there an infans lay.
Pri. H, Was healive? .
Lrife He ya,
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Lady R. Inhuman that thou #rt !
#How couldft thou kill what waves and tempefts fpared ?
Prif. 1 an not foisthuman,
Lady R. Didft thdu mor ?
Anna. My neble miftrefs, you are. mov'd too much 5
This man has not the afpe&t of fiern murder;
Let him go on, and you, I hope, will hear
Good tidings of your kinfman’s long loft child,
Prif. The needy man, who has known better days,
One whom diftrefs has fpited at the world,
Is he whom tempting fiends would pitch upon
To do fuch deeds as makes the profperous men
Lift up their hands and wonder who could do them,
And fuch 2 man was ¥; ‘a man declin’d,
Who faw no end of black adverfity :
Yer, for the wealth of kingdoms, 1 would not
Have touch’d that infant with a hand of harm.
Lady R. Ha! doft thou fayfo; then perhaps he lives !
Prif; Not many days ago he was alive,
Lady R.- Oh! heavenly powers | Did he then die fg
Prif. 1did not fay hedied ; I hope he lives. [lately 2
Not maniy-days ago thefe eyes beheld
Him, flourifhing in youth, and health, and beauty,
Lady R. Where s he now ? :
Prif. Alas! I know not where. )
Lady R."Oh, fate! 1 fear thee flill. Thou riddler,
Dire(t and clear'; elfe I will fearch thy foul. [fpeak
Amna. ¢ Pérmiit me, ever honourd ! Keen impatience,
¢ Though hard to be reftrain’d, defeats itfelf,’~—
Purfue thy ftory with a faithful tongue,
To the laft hour that thou didft keep the child. '
Prif. Fear not my faith, though I muft fpeak my thame,
Within the cradle where the intant lay, '
Was ftow’d a mighty ftoreof gold and jewels ;
Tempted by which, we did refolve to hide;
From all the world, this wonderfulevent,
And like a peafant breed the noble child.
That none might mark the change of our eftate,
We left the country, travell’d to the north, _
Bought flocks and herds, and gradually brought fosth
Our fecret wealth, But God’sall-feeingeye -

Beheld our avarice, and fmote us fore,
For
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' For one by one all our own children died, -~ - - -
And he the firanger, fole remain’d the heir -
Of what indeed was his. Faid thea would I,
Who with a father’s fondnefs lov’d the boy,
Have trufted him, now in the dawn of youth,
With his own fecret : but my anxious wife,
Forboding evil, never would confent.
Mean while the fripling grew in years and beauty ¢
And, as we oft obferv’d, he bore himfelf, -
Not as the offspring of our cottage blood ;
For nature will break ont: mild with the mild,
But with the froward he was fierce as fire, . -
And pight and day he talk’d of war and arms.
I fet myfelf agaipt his warlike bent ; .
But all'in vain ; for when a defperate band
Of robbers from the favage mountaing came —~— -
Lady R. Eternal Providence! What is thy name ?
- Prif. My nameis Norval ; and my name he bears,
Lady R. Tis he ! ’tis he himfelf! It is my fon!
Oh, fovereign mercy ! *Twas my child.I faw!
No wonder, Anna, that my bofom burn’d,
Anna, Juft are your tranfports: ¢ ne’er was woman’s

~

. bhvart - .

¢ Prov’d with fuch fierce extremes. High fated dame !*
But yet remem”cr that you are beheld
By fervile eyes ; .your geftures may be feen :
impaflion’d, firange ; perhaps your words o’erheard. -
- Lady R. Well doft thou counfel, Asna: Heav’n be-
On me that wifdom which my. ftate requires. = [ftows

¢ Anna. Themoments of deliberation pafs,
¢ And foon you muft refolve. This ufeful man
¢, Muft be difmiffed with fafety, ere my Lord
¢ Shall with hisbrave deliverer return.’ . o

Prif. If 1, amidft aftonithyent and fear, .
Have of your words and geftures rightly jody’d,
Thou art the daughter of my ancient mafter ;
The child I refcu’dit from the flood is thine.

Lady R, With thee diffimulation now were vain,
1 am indeed the daughter of Sir Malcolm ;
"The child thou refcu’dft from the flood is mine,

Prif. Bleft be the hour that'made me a poor man'!

“v poverty hdth {av’d my mafter’s houfe !

wing, -
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Lady R. Thy words furprize me: fure thou doft mot
!

fei
The tear ftands in'thine eye: fuch love frem thee
Sir Malcolm’s houfe defery’d not ; if aright
Thou told’ft the flory of thy own diftrefs.
Prif. Sir Malcolm of our barons was the flower ;
The fafteft friend, the beft and kindeft mafter.
But, ah! he knew not of my fad eftate,
After the battle, where his galiant fon,
Your own brave brother, fell, the good old lord
Grew defperate and recklefs of the world; :
And never, as he erft was wont, went foith
To overlook the conduct of his fervants,
By them I was thruft out, and them I blame:
May Heav’n fo judge me as I judge my after!
And God fo love me as I love his race ! '
Lady R. His race fhall yet reward thee. On thy faith
Depends the fate of thy lov’d mafter’s houfe.
Rememb’reft thou a little lonely hut,
That like a holy herinitage appears
Among the cliffs of Carron?
Prif. 1 remember
The cottage of the cliffs.
Lady R. "Tis that | mean:
There dwells a man of venerable age,
Who in my father’s fervice {pent his youth
Tell him ly fent thee, and with him remain,
*Till I fhall call upon thee to declare,
Before the king and nobles, what thou now
To me haft told. No more but this, and thou
Shalt live in honour all thy futuredays ;
Thy fon fo long fhall cali thee father ftill,
And all the land fhall blefs the man who fav’d
The fon of Douglas and Sir Malcolm’s heir.
Remember well my words ; if thou fhouldft meet
Him whom thou call’ft thy fon, ftill call him fo ;
And mention nothing of his noble father.
Prif. Fearnot that I fhall mar fo fair an harveft,
By putting in my-fickle ere ’uis ripe.
Why did I leave my home and ancient dame ?
To find the youth, to tell him all [ knew,
And make him wear thefe jewels in his arms, :
- C Which

.
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Which might, I thought, be challeng’d, and fo brimg *
To light the fecret of his noble birth, ‘
' [ Lady Randolph goes-toviards the fervantss”
Lady R. This man is not th’ affaffin you fufpeted, -
‘Though chance combin’d fome likelihoods againft him.
He is the faithful bearer of the jewels
To their right owner, whom in hafte he feeks.
*Tis meet that you fhould put him on his way,
Since your miftaken zeal hath dragg’d him hither.
. [ Excnnt Stranger and Servantss
My faithful Anna! doft thou fhare my joy ? L
I know thou doft. Unparaliel’d event! : :
Reaching from heav’n to earth, Jehovah's arpa’
Snatch’d from the waves, and brings to me my fon !
Judge of the widow, and the orphan’s father,
Accept 2 widow's and a mother’s thanks
For fuch a gift! What does my Anna think
Of the young eaglet of a valiant neft ?
How foon he gaz’d on bright and burning arms, :
Spurn’d the low dunghill where his fate had thrown him,
And tower’d up to the region of ‘hisfire! = . -
Anna. How fondly did your eyes devour the boy !
Myfterious nature, with the unfeen ¢ord
Of powerful inftinét, drew you to your own.
Lady R. The ready ftory of his birth beliey’d
Suppreft my fancy quite; nor did-he owe -
To any likenefs my fo fudden favour i«
But now I long to fee his face again,
Examine every feature, and ﬁnga out
The linedments of Douglas, or my own.-
But moft of all, I long tolet him know -
Who his true parents are, to clafp his neck,
And tell Iim all the ftory of his father. '
Arna. With wary caution you muft bear yourfelf
In public, left your tendernefs break forth, ’
And in obfervers itir conje&tures ftrange.”
"¢ For, it a-cherub in the fhape of woman
¢ Should walk this world, yet defamation would,
¢ Like a vile cur, bark at the angel’s train.’—=
To-day the baron ftarted at your tears.
Lady R. He did fo, Anna! -well thy miftrefs knoirs,
if the leaft circumftance, moteof offence,. oo
S : Should
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‘Should toych the baron’s eye, his fight would be,
With jealoufy diforder’d. But the more
It does behove me inftant to declare
The birth of Dduglas, and affert his rights,
This night I-purpofe with my fon to meet,
Reveal the fecret and coofult with him:
Forewife he is, or my fond judgment errs.
As he does now, fo look’d his noble father,
Array’d in nature’s eafe: his.mien, his {peech,
Were {weetly fimple, and full oft deceiv’d ‘
Thofe trivial mortals who feem always wife.
But, when the matter match’d his mighty mind,
Up rofe the hero; oa his piercing eye
Sat Obfervation ; on each glance of thought
Decifion follow’d, as the thunder-bolt
Purfues the flath,
Axna. That demon haunts you fill:
Behold Glenalvon.
Lady R. Now-I {hun him not.
i3 day I brav’d him in behalf of Norval s
erhaps too far : at leaff my nicer fears
For Douglas thuinterpret.
; - Zater Glepalvon,
Glen. Noble dame! . ‘
The hov’ring Dane at laft his men hath landed :
No band of pirates ;. but a mighty hoft, =
That come to fettle. where their valour conquers s .
To win a country, or to lofe themfe]ves.
Lady R. But whence comes this intelligence, Glenal.
Glen. A nimble courier fent from yonder camp, [von?
To haften up the chieftains of the north, '
Inform’d me, as he pafs’d, that the fierce Dane
Had on the eaftern coaft of Lothian landed,
¢ Near to that place where the fea-rock immenfe,
¢ Amazing bafs, looks o’er a fertile land.
¢ Lady R. Then mutft this weftern army march to join,
¢ The warlike troops that guard Edena’s tow’rs.
¢ Glen. Beyond all queftion. If impairing time
¢ Has not effac’d the image of a place, '
¢ Once perfet in mv breaft, there is a wild
¢ Which lies to weftward of that mighty rock,
¢ And feems by nature formed for the camp .
- ’ Ca Of
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¢ Of water-wafted armies, whofe chief ftrength
¢ Lies in firm foot, unflank’d with warlike horfe 3
¢ It martial tkill dire&s the Danifh 1ords,
¢ There inacceffible their army lies
¢ To our fwift-fcow’ring horfe, the bloody field
¢ Muft man to man, and foot to foot, be fought.’
Lady R. How many mothers fhall bewail their fons !
How many widows weep their hufband’s flain !
Ye dames of Denmark, ev’n for you I feel,
Who, fadly fitting on the fea-beat fhore,
Long look for lordgs that never f{hall return. ‘
Glen. Oft has th’ unconquer’d Caledonijan fword
Widow’d the north. The children of the flain
Come, asI hope, to meet their fathers” fate,
‘The monfter war, with her infernal brood,
Loud yelling fury, and life-ending pain,
Are objels fuited to Glenalvon’s foul.
Scorn is more grievous than the pains of death ;
Reproach, more piercing than the pointed fword, -
Lady R. 1 {corn thee not, but when I ought to fcomn-3
Nor e’er reproach, but when infulted virtue
Againft audacious vice aflferts herfelf.
I own thy worth, Glenalvon ; none more aps
Than I to praife thine eminence in arms,
And be the echo of thy martial fame.
No longer vainly feed a guilty paffion :
Goand purfue a lawful miftrefs, Glory.
Upon the Danifh crefts redcem thy faule,
And let thy valour be the flield of RandoI?h.
Glen. One inftant ftay, and hear an alter’d man,
When beauty pleads for virtue, vice abafth’d
Filies its own colours, and goes o’er to virtue.
_1 am your convert ; time will.thew how truly
Yet one immediate proof I mean to give.
That youth for whom your ardent zeal to-day,
Snmewhat too haughtily, defy’d your flave,
Amidit the thock of armies I’ll defend,
And turn death from him, with a guardian arm.
¢ Scdate by ufe, my bofom maddens not
¢ At the temultuous uproar of the field.’
Lady R. #&thus, Glenalvon, and 1am thy friend¥
But that's thy leaft reward, Bclieve me, Sir, Th
: ]
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The truly generous is the truly wife ;
And he who loves not others, lives unbleft, .
[Exit Lady Randol?b.

Glen. [Solus.] Amen! and virtue is its own reward e

I think that I have hit the very tone

In which fhe loves to fpeak. Honey’d affent,

How pleafing art thou to the tafte of man,

And woman alfo! flattery direét '

Rarely difgufts. They little know mankind

Who doubt its operation : ’tis my key,

And opes the wicket of the human heart.

How far I have fucceeded now, I know pot,

Yet I incline to think her ftormy virtue

Is lull’d awhile : ’tis her alone I fear:

Whilft fhe and Randolph live, and live in faith

And amity, uncertain 18 my tenure,

¢ Fate o’er my head fufpends difgrace and death,

¢ By that weak air, a peevifh female’s will,

¢ Iam not idle; but the ebbs and flows

¢ Of fortune’s tide cannot be calculated.’

That flave of Norval’s I have found moft apt ¢

I fhew’d him gold, and he has pawn’d his foul

To fay and fwear whatever I fuggeft,

Norval, I’m told, has that alluring look,

*Twizt man and woman, which I have obferv’d

To charm the nicer and fantaftic dames,

Who are, like Lady Randolph, full of virtue.

In raifing Randolph’s jealoufy I may

Bug point him tothe truth. He feldom errs

Who thinks the worft he can of womankind.

Exo of the Tuirp AcT.

‘C_; ACT



5o DOUGLAS.

. - A C T 1IV.

F Iou‘rg'/z of Trumpets.

Enter Lord Randolph attended,

. Lorp RanpoLrh. .
Ummon an hundred horfe, by break of day,
To wait our pleafure at thecaftle gate,
. Enter Lady Randolph. -
Lady R. Alas, my Lord ! I’ve heard unwelcome news g
‘The Danes are landed. ~
Lord R.' Ay, no inroad this
Of the Northumpbrian bent to take a fpoil :
No fportive war, no tournament effay,
Of fone young knight refolv’d to break a fpear,
And ftain with hoftile blood his maiden arms.  ~ ’
The Danes are landed: we muft beat them back,
Or live the:flaves of Denmark.
Lady R.. Dreadful times ! . -
Lord R. The fencelefs villages are all forfaken ;
The trembling mothers, and their children lodg’d
In well-girt towers and caftles ; whilft the men
Retire indignant. - Yet like broken waves,
They but retire more awful to return.
Lady R, Immenfe, as fame reports, the Danifh hoft !
Lord R. Were it ag numerous as loud fame reports,-
An army knit like ours would pierce it through :
Brothers, that fhrink not from each other’s fide,
AndYond companions, fill our.warlike files :
For his dear offspring, and the wife he loves,
The hufband, and the fearlefs father arm.
In vulgar breafts heroic ardour burns,
And the poor peafant mates his daring lord.
Lady R. Men’s minds are temper’d, like their fwords,
for war ; -
¢ Lovers of danger, on deftru&ion’s brink
* They joy to rear ere their daring forms.
. ¢ Hence, early graves; hence the lone widow’s life ;
[}
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¢ And the fad mother’s grief-embitter'd age.’
Where is our gallant gueft ?
Lord R. Down in the vale
1 left him, managing a fiery fteed,
Whofe ftubbornnefs had foil’d the ftrength and fkill
Of every rider. Butbehold he comes,
In earneft converfation with Glenalvon.
Enter Norval and Glenalvon,
Glenalvon ! with the lark arife; go forth,
And lead my troops that lie in yonder vale :
Private I travel to the royal camp :
Norval, thou goeft with me. But fay, young man !
Where didft thou learn {o to difcourfe of war,
And in fuch terms, as I o’erheard to-day ?
War is no village fcience, nor its phrafe
A language taught among the fhepherd fwains.
- Nor. Smallis the fkill my Lord delights to praife
In him he favours. Hear from whence it came.
Beneath a mountain’s brow, the moit.remote
And inacceflible by fhepherds trod,
In a déep cave, dug by no mortal hand,
Ahermitliv’d; a melancholy man,
Who was the wonder of our wand’ring fwains,
‘Auftere and lonely, cruel to himfelf,
Did they reporthim ; the cold earth his bed,
Water his drink, his food the fhepherds’ alms,
I went to fee him, and my heart was touch’d
With reverence and pity. Mild he fpake,
And, entering on difcourfe, fuch ftories told
As made me oft revifit his fad cell. .
For he had been a foldier in his youth ;
And fought in famous battles, when the
Of Europe, by the bold Godfredo led,
Againtt th’ ufurping infidel difplay’d
The bleffed crofs, and won the Hbly Land.
Pleas’d with my admiration, and the fire
His fpeech ftruck from me, the old man would fhake
. His years away, and a& his young encounters: :
‘Then, having fhew’d his wounds, he’d {it him down,’
And all the live-long day difcourfe of war.
To help my fancy, in the fmooth green turf
He cut the figures of the marfhal’d hofts; *

Defcrib’a.
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Defcrib’d the mmotions, and explain’d the ufe -
Of thedeep column, and the lengthen’d line,

The {quare, the crefcent, and the phalanx firm,

For all that Saracen or Chriftian knew

Of war’s vaft art, was to this hermit known.

Lord R. Why did this foldier in adefart hide
Thofe qualities, that fhould have grac’d a camp ?

Nor. That too atlaft Ilearn’d.  Unhappy man !
Returning homeward by Meffina’s port,

Loaded with wealth and honours bravely won,

A rude and boift’rous captain of the fea

Faften’d a quarrel on him, Fierce they fought ; -
The ftranger fell, and with his dying breath
Declar'd his narse and lineage. Mighty pow’r !
The foldier cried, my brother ! Qh, my brother !

Lady R. His brother!

Nor.:Yes ; of the fame parents born 3 ’
His only brother. They exchang'd forgivenefs s
And happy, in my mind, was he that died ; .
For many deaths has the furvivor fuffer’d.

In the wild defart on a rock he fits,

Or onTome namelefs ftream’s untrodden banks,
And ruminates all day his dreadful fate.

At times, alas! not in his perfet mind,
Holds dialogues with his lov’d brother’s ghoft ;
And oft each night forfakes his fullen couch,
To make fad orifons for him he flew.

Lady R, To what myfterious woes are mortals born !
In this dire tragedy were there no more
Unhappy perfons ? Did the parents live ?

Nor. No, they were dead ; kind Heaven clos’d their
Before their:fon had fhed his brother’s blood. [eyes,
Lord R. Hard is his fate ; for he was not to blame !

There is a deftiny in this firange world, )
Which oft decrees an undeferved doom,
Let fchoolmen tell us why—From whence thefe founds ?
' (Trampers at a difiance,
Enter an Qfficer. .

Of. My Lord, the trumpets of the troops of Lorn =
Their valiant leader hails the noble Randolph.

Lord R. Mine ancient gueft ! Does he the warriors
Has Denmiark rous’d the brave old knight to arms? [lead 2

A : o
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Of. No; worn with warfare, he refigns the fword.
. His eldeft hope, the valiant John of Lorn,
Now leads his kindred bands,
Lord R. Glenalvon, go.
' With hofpitality’s moft ftrong requeft
Entreat the chief. [Exit Glenalvon,
Of. My Lord, requefts are vain,
He urges on, impatient of delay,
Stung with the tidings of the foe’s approach,

Lord R. May vi&tory fit on the warrior’s plume !
Braveft of men! his flocks and herds are fafe ;

Remote from war’s alarms his paftures lie,
By mountains inacceffible fecur’d :

Yet foremoft he ipto the plain defcends,
Eager to bleed in battles not his own.

Such were the heroes of the ancient world ;
Contemners they of indolence and gain ;
Bu till, for love of glory and of arms,
Prone to encounter peril, and to lift
Againft each ftrong antagonift the fpear.
T’11 goand prefs the hero to my breaft. [ Ewxit with the Off

Lady R, Thefoldier’s loftinefs, the pride and pomp’
Invefting awful war, Norval, I fee,

Tranfport thy youthful mind.

. Nor.- Ah! fhould they not ?
Blefs’d be the hour I left my father’s houfe !
I might have been a fhepherd all my days,
And ftole obfcurely to a peafant’s grave.
Now, if I live, with mighty chiefs I ftand ;
And, if I fall, with noble duft I lie.

Lady R. There is a generous fpirit in thy breaft,
‘That could have well fuftain’d a prouder fortune.
Some lucky chance has left us here alone,

Unfeen, unheard, by human eye or ear,
1 will amaze thee with a wond’rous tale.

Nor. Let there be danger, Lady, with the fecret,
That I may hug it to my grateful heart;

And prove my faith. Command my fword, my life »
Thefe are the fole pofleflions of poor Notval.

Lady R. Know'it thou thefe gems ?

Nor. Durft I believe mine eyes,

I'dfay I knew them, and they were my father’s.

Lady R.”
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Lady R. Thy father’s fay'ft thou ? Ah, they werethyr-
Nor. I faw them once, apd curioufly enquird [ father’s B~
Of both my parects, whence fuch fplendor came ?
But 1 was check’d, and more could never learn.
Lady R. Then learn of me, thou art not Norval’s fon.
.«Ner. Not Norval’s fon! i e
Lady R. Nor ot a fhepherd f]
Nor. Lady, who am I then? pruse:
Lady R. Noble thouart;:
For noble was thy fire.
Nor. I will believe ——=
Oh, tell me farther ! Say, who was my father 2:
R. Douglas! :
< Nor. Lord Douglas, whom to-day I faw ?
Lady R. His youpger brothes, :
Nor. And in.yonder camp ?
Lady R. Alas! .
Nor. You make me-tremble—Sighs and tears!
Lives my brave father? _
Lady R. Ah, too brave indeed !
IR felliin batile ere thyfelf was born.
But does my mother live-? I mey conclude,
From my own fate, her portion has been forrow.
Lady R. She lives ; gut waites her life in conftant-woe,,
Weeping her hufbaud flain, her infant loft. : )
Nor. You that-are fkill’d fo wellin the {ad:flory
Of my unhappy paremts, and'with.tears-
Bewail their deftiny;. now haye compaffion
Upon the offspring of the friends you lov’d.
Oh, tell mewhoand where my:mother is !
Opprefs’q by a bafe world, perhaps fhe bends
Beneath the weight of other-ills than grief ;
And, defolate, impjores of Heaven the aid- .
Her fon fhould give. It is, it muft be fom———
Your countenance confeffes that fhe’s wretcheds
Oh, tell me her condition ! Can the {word~e——
‘Whodghall refift me in a parent’s caufe ?
Lady R. Thy virtue ends her woe—My fon! my fon !
Nor, Art thou my. mother ? . ,
Lady R. 1 am thy mother, and the wife of Douglas !
- [ Falls upon bis neck:

Nore

~
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Nor. Oh, heav’n and earth ! how wond'rous is my fate ¢
Ever let me kneel !
. Lady R. Image of Douglas! fruit of fatal love!
All that I owe thy fire I pay-to thee.
Nor. Refpe& and admiration fiill poflefs me,
Checking the love and fondnefs of a fon :
Yet I was filial to my humble parents.
But did my fire furpafs the reft of men,
As thou excellet all of womankind ? }
Lady R. Arife; my fon. In me thou doft behold
- The poor remains of beauty once admir'd,
‘The autumn of ty days is come already ;
For forrow made my fummer hafte away.
Yet in my prime I equall’d not thy father:
His eyes were like the eagle’s, yet fometimes
Liker the dove’s ; and, as he pleas’d, he won
All hearts with foftnefs, or with {pirit aw’d.

Nor. How did he fall? Sure *twas a bloody field
‘When Douglasdied. Oh, I have much to afk!

Lady R. Hereafter thou fhalt hear the lengthen’d tale
'Of all thy father’s and thy mother’s woes.

At prefentthis—Thou art the rightful heir

Of yonder caftle, and the wide domains .
MWhich now Lord Randolph, as my hufband, holds.
But thou fhylt not be wrong’d ; I have the power
To right thee ftill. Before the King I’ll knecl,

And call Lord Douglas to protet his blood.

Nor. The blood of Douglas will prote itfelf.

Lady R. But we fhall need both friends and favour, boy,
To wreft thy lands and lordfhip from the gripe
Of Randolph and his kinfiman. Yet I think
My tale will move each gentle heart to pity,
My life incline the virtuous to believe.

Nor. To be the fon of Douglas is to me
Inheritange énough. Declare my birth,

And in the fie]d I'll feek for fame and fortune. .

Lady R. Thou doft not know what perils and in uftice
Await the poor man’s valour. Oh, my fon* ‘
The nobleft blood in all the land’s abafh’d,

Having no lacquey butpale poverty.

Too long haft thou been thus attended, Douglas,

Too long hatt. thou been deem’d a peafant’s child. . .
£ : The

0
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‘The wanton heir of fome inglorious chief
Perhaps has fcorn’d thee in the youthful fports,
Whilft thy indignant {pirit fwell’din vain,
Such conrumely thou no more fhalt bear :
But how I purpofe to redrefs thy wrongs
Muft be hereaftertold. Prudence djreéts
That we fhould prt before yon chiefs return,
Retire, and from thy ruftic follower’s hand
Receive a billet, which thy mother's care,
Anxious to fee thee, ditated before
This cafual opportuuity arofe . ,
Of private conference, Its purportmark;
Foras 1 there appoint we meet again.
Leave me, my fon; and frame thy manners ftill
‘To Notval’s, not to noble Douglas’ ftate,
Nor. Iwillremember. Where is Norval now ?
That good old man. :
-Lady R. At hand conceal’d he lies,
An ufeful witnefs. But beware, my fon, .
Of yon Glenalvon ; in his guilty breaft
Refides a viilain's fhrewdnefs, ever prone
To falfe conjeture  He hath griev’d my heart,
Nor. Has he indeed ¢ Then let yon falfe Glenalvon
Beware of me. [Ex¥.
Lady R. There burft the fmother’d flame,
Oh, thou all-righteous and eternal King !
Who father of the fatherlefs art call’d,”
Prote&t my fon ! Thy infpiration, Lord !
-Hath fill’d his bofom with that {acred fire,
Which in the breafts of his forefathers burn’d :
Set him on high, like them, that he may fhine
‘The ftar and glory of his native land !
Then let the minifter of death defcend,” =~ -
And bear my willing fpirit to its place.
Yonder they come. How do bad women find
Unchanging afpeéts to conceal their guilt,
When I, by reafon and by juftice urg’d,
Full hardly can diflemble with thefe men
In nature’s pious caufe ?
Enter Lord Randolph and Glenalvon,
- Lord R. Yon gallant chief,
Of arms enamour’d, all repofe difclaims,

1, .i.aé' R.
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Lady R. Be not, my Lord, by his example fway'd,
Arrange the bufinefs of to-morrow now,

JAnd when you enter {peak of war no more. (Exit.
 Lord R. 'Tis fo, by heav’n ! her micn, her voice, her
And herimpatience to begone, confirm it. (N

(

Glen. He parted from her now. Behind the mo:{t,
Amongft the trees, I {aw him glide along.

Lerd R. For fad fequefter'd virtue fhe’s renown'd.

Glen. Moft true, my Lord.

Lord R. Yet this diftinguith’d dame
Invites a youth, the acquaintance of a day,

Alone to meet her at the midnight hour.

This affignation, [Shewvs a letrer.] the affaffin freed,
Her manifeft affetion for the youth,

Might breed fufpicion in a hufband’s brain,

Whofe gentle confort all for love had wedded :
Much more in mine. Matilda never lov’d me.
Let no man, after me, 2 woman wed

Whofe heart he knows he has not ; though fhe brings
A mine of gold, a kingdom for her dowry. ‘
For let her {feem, like the night’s thadowy queen,
Cold and contemplative—he cannot truft her;

She may, fhe will, bring.fhame and forrow on him ;
The worft of forrow, and the wordl of fhames !

‘Glen. Yield not, my Lord, to fuch afliting thoughss ; *

But let the fpirit of an hufband fleep,

Till your own fenfes make a fure conclufion,.”

This billet muft to blooming Norval go:

At the pext turn awaits my truity fpy ;

T'll give it him refitted for his. mafter.

In the clofe thicket take your fecret ftand ;

The moen fhines bright, and your own eyes may judge
Qf their dehaviour. o

Lord R. Thou doft caunfel well.

Glea, Permit me now ta make one flight effay,
Of all the trophies which vain mortalsboatt, =~ -
By wit, by valour, or by wifdom won,

The firt and faireft in a young man’s eye,

s woman’s captive heart. Succefstul love

With glorious fumes intaxicates the mind,

And the proud conqueror in triumph moves, ‘

Air-born, exalted above vulgar men. .
. D Lord
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Lord R. And what avails this maxim ?

Glen. Much, my Lord.

Withdraw a little;; I'll accoft young Norval,
And with ironical derifive counfel =
Explore his fpirit. If he is no more

T han humble Norval, by thy favour rais’d, .
Brave as he is, he’ll flirink aftonifh'd from me ¢
But if he be the favourite of the fair,

Lov'd by the firft of Caledonia’s dames,

He’ll turn upon me, as the lion turns

Upon the hunter’s fpear.

Lord R. 'Tis threwdly thought,

Glen. When we grow loud, draw near. Butlet my Lord
His rifing wrath reftrain. [Exit Randolph,
*Tis ftrange, by Heav’n! *

‘That the thould run full tilt her fond career
To one fo little known. She too that feem’d
Pure as the winter ftream, when ice imbofs’d
Whitens its courfe. Even I did think her chafte,
Whofe charity exceeds not. Precious fex !
‘Whofe deeds lafcivious pafs Glenalvon’s thoughts !
. Enter Norval,
His port I love; he’s in a proper mood -
To chide the thunder, if at him it roar'd. [4fide;
Has Norval feen the troops ? :

Nor. The fetting fun

With yellow radiance lightch’d all the vale ;
And as the warriors mov’d, each polifh’d helm,
Corflet, or fpear, glanc’d back his gilded beams.
The hill they climb’d, and halting at its top,

Of more than mortal fize, tow’ring, they feem’d
An hoft angelic, clad in burning arms.

Glen. Thou talk’ft it well ; ‘no leader of our hoft
In founds more lofty fpesks of glorious war.

Nor. If 1 fhall €’er acquire a leader’s name,

My fpeech will be lefs ardent. Novelty
Now prompts my tongue, and youthful admiration
Vents itfel freely; nce no part is mine
Of praife pertdining to the great jn arms. " [deeds
- Glen. You wrong yourfelf, brave Sir; your martial
Have rank’d you with the great. But mark me, Norval ;
Lord Randolph’s favour now exalts your youth .

- Above
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Above his veterans of famoue fervice.
Let me, who know thefe foldiers, counfel you.
Give them all honour: feem not to command ;
Elfe they will fcarcely brook your late fprung power,
Which nor alliance props, nor birth adorns.
Nor. Sir, I have been accuftom’d all my days
Fo hear and fpeak the plain and fimple truth :
And tho’ T have been told that there are men
Who borrow friendfhip’s tonguc to {peak their fcorn,
Yet in fuch language I am little kill’d.
Therefore I thank Glenalvon for his counfel,
Although it founded harhly. Why remind
Me of my birth obfcure ? Why flur my puwer
With fuch contemptuous terms ? :
Glen. 1 did not inean )
To gall your pride, which now I fee is great.
Nor. My pride!
GHens Supprefsit, as you with to profper.
Your pride’s exceffive. Yet, for Randolph’s fake,
1 will not leave you to its rafh dire&tion.
If thus: you fwell, and frown at high-born men,
Think -you, will they endure a fhephierd’s fcorn 2
Nor.. A fhepherd’s fcorn ! ' .
‘Glen. Yes 5 if you prefume . .
Tobend on foldiers thefe difdainful eyes,
As if you took the meafure of their minds,
And faid in fecret, you’re no match for me,
What will become of you ?
Nor. If this were-told ! —— _ . [Afides
Hatt thou no fears for thy. prefumptuous felf?
Glen, Ha! doft thou threaten me ?
Nor. Didft thou not hear ? .
Glen. Unwillingly I did; a nobler foe
Had not been queftion’d thus. But fuch as theew——
Nor. Whom doft thou think me ?
Gleno Norval,
Nor. So 1 am— .
And who is Norval in Glenalvon’s eyes ?
Glen. A peafant’s fon, a wandering beggar-boy ;
At beft no more, even if he fpeaks the truth, o
Nor, Falfe as thouart, go& thou fufpeét my: truth ?, . ’
- ‘2 0]
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Glen. Thy truth! thou’rt all a lie; and falfe as hell
Is the vain-glorious tale thou told’ft to Randolph.
Nor. If I were chain’d, unarin’d, and bed-rid old,
Perhaps I fhould revile ; but as Iam,
1 have no tongue torail. The humble Norval
Is of a race who ftrive not but with deeds.
Did T not fear to freeze thy fhallow valour,
And make thee fink too foon beneath my {word,
1°d tell thee—what thou art. I know thee well.

Glen. Didft thou not know Glenalvon, born to command
Ten thoufand flaves like thee
Nor. Villain, no more !

Draw and defend thy life. I did defign
To have defy’d thee in another caufe :
.But Heav'n accelerates its vengeance on thee.
Now for my own and Lady Randolph’s wrongs. -
Enter Lord Randolph,
Lord R. Hold, I command you both, The man that
. Makes me his foe® : (ftire
Nor. Another voicethan thine
That threat had vainly founded, noble Randolph.
Glen. Hear him, my Lord; he’s wond’rous conde-
Mark the humility of fhepherd Norval ! [fcending!
- Nor. Now you may feoft in fafety. [Sbeaths bis fworde
Lord R, Speak net thus,
‘Taunting each other; but unfold to me
‘The caufe of quarrel, then I judge betwixt you.
Nor. Nay, my good Lord, tho’ I revere you much,
My caufe I plead not, nor demand your judgment,
I blufh to fpeak ; I will not, cannot fpeak
Th’ opprog:ious words that I from him have borne.
To the liege-lord of my dear native land
T owe a fubje@t’s homage : but ev’n him
And his high arbitration P'd reject.
‘Within my bofom reigns another lord ;
Houour, fole judge and umpire of itfelf,
If my free fpeech offend you, noble Randolph,
Revoke your favours, and let Norval go
Hence as he came, alone, but not dithonour’d,
Lord R. Thus far I'll mediate with imparcial voice :
‘The ancient foe of Caledonia’s land ’
Now waves his banners o’er her frighted fields,

Sufpend
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Sufpend your purpofe till your country’s arms--
Re;f; the boldl:nvader: then decide 4 :
The private quarrel,
Glen, 1 agree to this,
Nor. And 1. o :
Enter Servante.
Serw. The banquet waits. .
Lord R. We come. [Exit with Servant..
Glen. Norval, .
et not our variance mar-the focial hour,,
Nor wrong the hofpitality of Randolph. .
Nor frowning anger, nor yet wrinkled hate,
Shall ftain my.countenance.. Sooth thou thy brow ;.
Nor let our ftrife diftusb the gentle dame.
. Nor. Think not fo lightly,%ir, of my refentment,
When we contend again, our ftrife is mortal,
. ' [Excane,
Enp of the FourTH AcT: :

ACT VY
SCENE,. the Wood..
-Enter Douglas,

DovcLas..

HIS is the place, the centre of the grove ;

. Here ftands the oak, the monarch of the wood.
How fweet and folemn is the midnight fcene !
‘The filver moon, vnclouded, holds her way
Thro’ fkies-where I could count each little ftar.
The fanning weft wind fcarcely ftirs the leaves ;
The river, rufhing o'er its pebbled bed,
Impofes filence with a flilly found.
In fuch a place as this, at fuch an hour,
If anceftry can be in ought believed,
Defcending fpirits have convers’d with man,
And told the fecrets of the world unknown,

D3 Enter
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Enter Old Norval. -
Old Nor. *Tis he. But what if he fhould chide me
His juft reproach 1 fear. [hence ?

[Douglas tarns afide and fees bise
Forgive, forgive,
Canft thou forgive the man, the felfith man,
Who bred Sir Malcolm’s heir a fhepherd’s. fon ?
Doyg. ¢ Kneel.not to me ;* thou art my father ftill :
‘Thy wifh’d-for prefence now compleats my joy.
Welcome to me ; my fortunes thou fhalt fhare,
And ever honour’d with thy Douglas live.
Old Nor. And doft thou call me father? Oh, my fon !
1 think that I could die, to make amends
For the great wrong I did thee. *Twas my crime
Which in the wildernefs fo long conceal’d
The bloflom of thy youth.
Doug. Not worle the fryit,
‘That in the wildernefs the blofflom blow’d.
Amongft the thepherds, in the humble cot,
1 learn’d fome leflons, which I’ll not forget
‘When 1 inhabit yonder lofty towers.
1 who was once a fwain, will ever prove
‘The poor man’s friend ; and when my vaffals bow,
Norval fhall fmooth.the crefted pride of Douglas.
Nor. Let me but live to fee thine exaltation !
Yet grievous are my fears, Oh, leave this place,
And thofe unfriendly towers !
Doug. Why fhould I leave them ?
.Old Nor. Lord Randolph and his kinfman feek your life,
Doxg. How know’ft thou that ?
Old Nor. 1 willinform you how. -
When evening came, I left the fecret place
Appointed for me by your mother’s care,
And fondly trod in each accuftom’d path
‘That to the caftle leads. Whilft thus I rang’d,
I was alarm’d with unexpected founds
(Of earneft voices. On the perfons came.
Unfeen I lurk’d, and heard them name
Each other as they talk’d, Lord Randolph this,
And that Glenalvon. Still of you they fpoke,
And of the Lady : threat’ning was their {peech,
Tho’ but imperfe@tly my ear could hear it, -
’ was
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*Twas ftrange, they faid, a wonderful difcov’ry ;
And ever and anon they vow’d revenge.

Doug. Revenge! for what ?

Old Nor. For being what you are,
Sir Malcolm’s heir : iow elfe have you offended ?
When they were gone, I hied me to my cottage,
And there fat mufing how I beft might find
Means to inform you of their wicked purpofe,
But I could think of none. Atlaft, perplex’d,
1 iffued forth, encompafling the tower
With many a weary ftep and withful look.
Now Providence hath brought you to my fight,
Let not your too courageous fpirit fcorn
The caution which I give,

Doug. 1 fcorn it not.
My mother warn’d me of Glenalvon’s bafenefs :
But I will not fufpe the noble Randolph.
In our encounter with the vile affaffins,
I mark’d his brave demeanour: him I'll truft,

Old Nor. 1 fear you will, too far,

Doug. Here in this place
I wait my mother’s coming : fhe fhall know
‘What thou hatt told : her counfel I will follow,
And cautious ever are a mother’s counfels.
You muft depart: your prefence may prevent
Our interview.

Old Nor. My blefling reft upon thee !

. Oh, may Heav’n’s hand, which fav’d thee from the wave,
And from the fword of foes, be near thee ftill ;
‘Turning mifchance, if ought hangs o’er thy head
All upon mine ! :

Doug. He loves me like a parent 3
And muft not, fhall not, lofe the fon he loves,
Altho’ his fon has found a nobler father.

~ Eventful day ! how hatt thou chang’d my ftate !
Once on the cold, and winter-thaded fide
Of a bleak hill mifchance had rooted me,
Never to thrive, child of another foil ;
Tranfplanted now to the gay funny vale,

Like the green thorn of May my fortune flowers,
Ye glorious ftars ! high heaven’s refplendent hoft !
To whom I oft have of my lot complain’d,

4 Hear

’

{Exits
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Hear and record my foul’s unalter’d with !:

Dead qr alive, let me but be renown’d ! .

May Heav’n infpire fome fierce gigantic Dane,.

To give a beld defiance to our hoft !

Before he fpeaks it out I will accept ;

Like Douglas conquer, or like Douglas die;
Eunter Lady Randolph.

Lady R. My fon! I heard a voicew——-

Doug. The voice was mine. :

Lady R. Didft thou complain aloud to nature’s ear,
That thus in dufky fhades, at midnight hours,

By ftealth the mother and the fon fhould meet ? N

- ( Embracing bim .

Doug. No ; on this happy day, this better birth-day,
My thoughts and words are all of hope and joy.

Lady R, Sad fear and melancholy fhll divide
‘The empire of my breaft with hope and joy..

Now hear what I advife

Doug. Firft, let me tell .

What may the tenor of your counfel change..

Lady R. My heart forebodes fome evil..

Doug, *Tis not good—— -
At eve, unfeen by Randolph and Glenalvon,. :
The good old Norval in the grove o’erheard
‘Their converfation : oft they mention’d me
With dreadful threat’nings ; you they fometimes nam’d,
*Twas ftrange, they faid, a wonderful difcov’ry ;

And ever and anon they vow’d revenge. - :

Lady R, Defend us, gracious- God! we are betray’d ;.
They have found-out the fecret.of thy birth:

It muft be fo. That is the great difcovery. N

Sir Malcolm’s heir is come to claim hisown, . -
And they will be reveng’d. Perhaps even now, .
Arm’d and prepar’d for murder, they but wait
A darker and more filent hour, to break ,
Into the chamber where they think thou fleep’ft, .
‘This moment, this, Heav’n hath ordain’d to fave thee ! .
Fly to the camp, my fon ! . o

Doug. And leave you here ?

No: to the caftle let us go together, .
Call up the antient fervants of your houfé, .
Who ia their youth did eat your father’s bread, .

Then.
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“T'hen tell them loudly that I am your fon.
- If in the breafts of men one fpark remains
Of facred love, fidelity, or pity, ‘
Some in your caufe will arm. I afk but few
‘To drive thofe fpoilers from my father’s houfe, .
Lady R. Oh, Nature, Nature! what can check thy
‘Thou genuine offspring of the daring Douglas ! [force 2
But ruth not on deftrution: fave thyfelf,
AndI am fafe. Tome they mean no harm,
‘Thy ftay but ritks thy précious life in vain.
‘That winding path conduds thee to the river.
Crofs where thou feeft a broad and beaten way,
Which running eaftward leads thee to the camp,
Inftant demand admittance to Lord Douglas ;
Shew him thefe jewels, which his brother wore.
“Thy look, thy voice, will make him feel the truth,
Which I by certain proof will foon confirm, -
Doxg. 1yield me, and obey : but yet my heart
Bleeds at this parting. Something bids me ftay
And guard a mother’s life. Oft have I read
Of wondrous deeds by one bold arm atchiev’d.
Our foes are two ; no more : let me go forth,
And fee if any fhield can guard Glenalvon.
Lady R. Itthou regard’ft thy mother, or revelf
Thy father’s memory, think of this no more.
One thing I have to fay before we part :
Long wert thouloft ; and thou art found, my child,
In a moft fearful feafon. War and battle
1 have great caufe todread. Too. well I fee
Which way the current of thy temper fets :
‘To-day I've found thee. Oh ! my long loft hope ¢
- If thou to giddy valour giv’ft the reign, '
To-morrow I.may-lofe my fon for ever.
The love of thee before thou faw’ft the light,
Suftain’d my life when thy brave father fell.
If thou fhalt fall,: I have nor love nor hope
In this wafte world! My fon, remember me! .-
Doug. What fhall I fay ? How can I give youcomfort 2 .
The G!od of Battles of my life difpofe ’
As may be beft for you ! forwhofe dear fake
1 will not bear myfelf as I refolv’d. -
But yet confider, as no vulgar name
That

/
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‘That which I boaft founds amongft martial men,.
How will inglorious caution fuit my claim ?
The poft of fate unfhrinking I maintain.
My country’s foes muft witnefs who I anr.
On the invader’s heads I’ll prove my birth,
*Til friends and foes confefs the genuine ftrain,
If in this ftrife I fall, blame not your fon,
“Whoiif he lives not honour’d, muft not live,
Lady R. 1 will not utter what my bofom feels.
‘Too well I love that valour which I warn.
Farewel, my fon ! my counfels are but vain. [Embracing.
And ashigh Heaven hath will’d it all muftbe. [Sgparase..
Gaze not on me, thou wilt miftake the path; -
I'll pointitout again. . . [Fuf as they are feparating .

Enter from the wood Lord Randolph and Glenalvon. .

Lord R. Not in her prefence.
Now .
Glen. 'm prepar’d, .

Lord R, No : I command thee fay,.

1 go alone : itnever fhall be faid |

That I took odds to combat mortal man.

‘Fhe nobleft vengeance is the moft compleat,. [Exire

- [@lenalvon makes fome fieps to the fame fide of tha:
Sage, liftens and [peaks.

Glen. Demons of death, come fettle en my fword,

And to a double flaughter guide it home !

‘The lover and the hufband both muft die. .
Lord R. [ Bebind the fcenes.] Draw, villain ! draw ¢ -
DPoug. [Without.] Affail me-not, Lord Randolph ;

Notas thou lov’tt thyfelf.. (Clafbing of fawords,
Glen. [Running out.] Now is the time. .

Enter Lady Randolph,, ot the oppofite fide of the flage,
Saint and breatblsfse L
Lady R. Lord Randolph, hear me; all fhall be thine
But fpare ! Oh, fpare my fon ! . [own:
Enter Douglas. with a fword in each band,
Doug. My mothers voice !

¥ can protect thee ftill.
Lady R, Helives, he lives;

© Ear
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Yor this, for this toheaven eternal praife ! “ s
But fure I faw thee fall.

Doug. It was Glenalvon.

Juftas my arm had mafter’d Randolph’s fword, - .
The villain came behind me ; buc I flew him.  [child,

Lady R. Behind thee! Ah! thou’rt wounded ! Oh, my
How pale thou look’t ! And fhall I lofe thee now ?

Doug. Do not defpair ¢ I feel a little faintnefs ;

1 hope it will not laft. (Leans upon bis_fword, -

Lady R. There is no hope !

And we muft part! The hand of death is on thee!
O my beloved child! O Douglas, Douglas !
) . {Douglas growing more and more faint,

Doug. Too foon we part: I have not long been Dou-
O deftiny ! hardly thou deal’ft with me: (glas.
Clouded and hid, a ftranger to myfelf,

Inlow and poor obfcurity I've liv'd,

Lady R. Has Heav’n preferv’d thee for an end like this?

Doug. Oh, had I fallen as my brave fathers fell,
Turning with fatal arm the tide of battle !

Like them I thoyld have fmil’d and welcom’d death,
But thus to perifh by a villain’s hand ! :
Cut off from nature’s and from glory’s courfe,
Which never mortal was fo fond to run.

Lady R. Hear juftice; hear! are thefe the fruits of

virtue ? . [Douglas falls.

Doug. Unknown I die ; no tongue fhall {fpeak of me,~
Some noble fpirits, judging by themfelves
May yet conjecture what I might have prov'd,

And think life only wanting to my fame :
But who fhall comfort thee ?

Lady R. Defpair, defpair !

Doug. Oh, had it pleafed high Heaven to let me live
Alittle while |~——my eyes that gaze on thee
Grow dim apace! my mother— [Dies.

" Enter Lord Randolph ard Anna,

Lord R. Thy words, thy words of truth, have pierc’d
1am the ftainof knighthoodand of arms. ~ [my heart ;
Oh! if my brave deliverer furvives
The traitor’s fword—

Anna: Alas!.look there,-my Lord.- - ‘

Lord R, The mother and herfon ! How curft I arsv!'

as



3 " DOUGLAS.

Was I the caufe? No: I was not the caufe.
Yon matchlefs villain did feduce my foul
To frantic jealoufy.
Axna. My lady lives s~
'The agony of grief hath but fupprefs’d
A while her powers.
Lord R. But my deliverer’s dead !
¢ The world did once efteem Lord Randolph well,
¢ Sincere of heart, for fpotlefs honour fam'd :
¢ And, in my early days, glory I gain’d
¢ Beneath the holy banner of the crofs,
¢ Now paft the noon of life, fhame comes upon me ;
¢ Reproach, andinfamy, and public hate,
¢ Arenear at hand : forall mankind will chink
¢ That Randolph bafely ftabb’d Sir Malcolm’s heir.’
Lady R. [Recovering.] Where am I now ? Still ia
this wretched world ! :
Grief cannot break a heart fo hard as mine.
¢ My youth was worn in anguifh : but youth’s firength,
¢ With hope’s affiftance, bore the brunt of forrow ;
¢ And train’d me on to be the obje&t now,
¢ On which Omnipotence difplays itfelf,
¢ Making a fpeQacle, a tale of me,
¢ To awe its vaffal, man;’
Lord R. Oh, mifery !
Amidft thy raging grief I muft proclaim
My innocence.
Lady R. Thy innocence !
Lord R. My guilt ‘
Isinnocence, compar’d with what thou think’ft it. _
Lady R. Of thee I think not : whathave I to de
With thee, or any thing ? My fon! my fon !
Mfy beautiful! my brave ! how proud was I
Of thee, and of thy valour! my fond heart
O’erflow’d this day with tranfport, when I thought
Of growing old amidft a race of thine,
Who might make up to me their father’s childhood,
And bear my brother’s and my hufband’s name :
Now all my hopes are dead ! A little while -
Was [ a wife! a mother not fo long ! .
What am I now ?—I know,—But I fhall be
That
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That only whilft I pleafe; for fuch a fon -
And fuch a hufband drive me to my fate. [ Ruws oxts
Lord R. Follow her, Anna: I myfelf would follow,
But in this rage fhe muft abhor my prefence.

[El'l'f Anna.

Enter Old Norval, ‘

Old Nor. 1 heard the voice of woe: Heaven guard my-

Lord R. Already is the idle gaping crowd, ~ [child {
The fpiteful vulgar,” come to gaze on Randolph,

ne.
g;d Nop. 1 feartheenot. I will not go.
Here I'll remain. I’'manaccomplice, Lord,
Withthee in murder.  Yes, my fins did help
To crufh down to the ground this lovely plant.
Oh, nobleft youth'that éver yet was born !
Sweeteft and beft, gentleft and braveft {pirit,
That ever blefs’d the world ! Wretch that I am,
Who faw that noble fpirit fwell and rife
Above the narrow limits that confin’d-it 2
Yet never was by all thy virtues won
Todo thee juftice, and reveal the fecret,
Which timely known, had rais’d thee far above
The villain’s {nare. Oh ! I am punith’d now!
Thefe are the hairs that thould have ftrew’d the ground, -
And not the locks of Douglas. L e
: (Tears bis bair, and throws himfelf upon the ground.
Lord R. 1 know thee now : ¢ thy boldnels I forgive ¢
¢ My creftis fallen.” For thee I will appoint
A place of reft, if grief will let thee reft.
I will reward, altho’ I cannot punith.
Curs'd, curs’d Glenalvon, he efcap’d too well,
Tho’ flain and baflied by the hatid he hated.
Foaming with rage and fury to the laft,
Curfing his conqueror, the felon died.
Enter Anna.
Anna, My Lord! My Lord!
Lord R. Speak: I can hear of horror,
Anna. Horror, indeed'!
Lord R. Matilda ¢ -
Anna. Isno more :
She ran, fhe flew like light’ning up the hill;
Nor halted till the precipice fhe gainid,
. E Beneath
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Beneath whofe low’ring top the river falls
Ingulph’d in rifted rocks : thither fhe came,
As fearlefs as the eagle lights upon it,
And headlong down —— .

- Lord R. Twas I, alas! ’twas {
‘That fill’d herbreaft with fury ; drove her down
The precipice of death ! Wretch that Iam !

- dwna. Oh, had you feen her laft defpairing look ¢
Upon the brink fhe ftood, and caft her eyes
Down in the deep : then lifting up her head
And her white hands to heaven, fgeming to fay,
Why am I forc’d to this ? fhe plung’d herfe
Into the empty air, '
. Lord R. .1 will not vent,
Ia vain complaints, the pafion of my foul,
Peace in this world I never can enjoy.
‘Thefe wounds the gratitude of Randolph gave 5
They fpeak aloud, and with the voice of fate
Denounce my doom. Iam refolv’d. I'll go
Straight to the battle, where the man that makes
Me turn afide muft threaten worfe than death,
Thou, faithful to thy miftrefs, take this ring,
Full warrant of my power. Let every rite
With coft and pomp upon their funerals wait :
For Randolph iope: he never fhall return,

[Exeusts |

Exnp of the Firrn Acr.
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.EPILOGUE

jﬁ epilogue I aff’d ; but not one word
Our bard will write. He wows ’tis moft abfurd

With comic wit'to contradiét the firain

Of tragedy, and make your forroavs vain.

Sadlyﬁ ays, that pityis the bcfl,

And nobicf paffion of the buman breafl :

For avhen its facred fireams the beart o’er-flow,

In gufbes pleafure with the tide of woe ;

And when its waves rctive, like thofe of Nile,

Fhey leave bebind bim fuch a golden foil,

That there the wirtaes withowt culture grow,,

Sbere the faveet bloffoms of affection blow.

Thefe were his words; woid of delufive art,

Zfelt them : for be fpoke them from his beark

Nor avill I now attempt, with <witty folly,

Fo chafe away celeflial melanchboly.



oatizesty GOOGle



oatizesty GOOGle



IV ROMAN FATHER . Scene.

. Roberm del. Wlﬁrﬁrlbw Theacr: April 1778 Thormskarat fix - |

. 7~ :
M MITH ,1/11/% 671(1/71'10716/1/ / PUBLITS



! BELLS EDITIONMN

R e ————t

THE
" ROMAN FATHER.

A TRAGEDY.
Altered from Mr. W. WHITEHEAD.
PISTINGUISHING ALSO THEX

VARIATIONS or Tuxr THEATRE,

AS PERFORMED AT TARE

. Theatre-Wopal in Covent-Garden.

Regulated from the Prompt-Book, .

By PERMISSION of the MANAGERS,
' By Mr. WILD, Prompter

Utcungue ferent ea fufla Minores,
Vincet Amor Patria, Laudumgue inmenfa Cupida ! Virs.

LONDON
Printed for Jorn Berr, near Exeter-Excbange in the Strand.

MPCCLXXVYIII, -






TO THE HONOURABLE
THOMAS VILLIERS,

One of the Lorps CoMMIssioNERS for exe-
cuting the Office of Lord High Admiral of

Gereat Britain,

-w-

THE FOLLOWING TRAGEDY
18 INSCRIBED, |
BY
His moft obliged,
And moft obedient

Humble fervant,

W. WHITEHEAD.

A2






ADVERTISEMENT.

Think it neceflary to acquaint the public, that I

fhould never have thought of writing a play on the
following fubje&, if I had not firft read tie Juftly cele-
brated Horace of Mr. Corneille, and admired his ma-
nagement of fome parts of the ftory. They will find
me tracing him very clofely (with fome few alterations)
in the latter end of the third a&, and in the beginning of
the fourth. In the other adls I am hardly confcious to
myfelf of having borrowed even a thought from him ;
though I might have been proud to have tranflated
whole fcenes, if my plan apd charaéters would have ad-
mitted of it.
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PR OL OGUE

RITONS, to-night, in native pomp we come,
True heroes all, from wirtueus ancient Rome ;
In thofe far difiant times, swhen Romans knew
The fueets of guarded Jiberty, like you ;
And, fafe from ills which force or fadion brings,
Saw freedors ra'fc beneath the fmile of kings.
et from [uch times, and fuch plain chicfs as thefey
What can-we Frame a polyb’d age to pleafe?
Say, san yon lifien to the artlefi esoes
Of an old tale, which every chool-bgy kuoths ?
Where to your bearts alone the feenes apply ;
No merit theirs, but pure fimplicity.
Our bard has play’d a moft adventurous part,
Aud turn’d upon bimfelf the critic’s art :
Stripp’d each luxuriant plume from Fancy's quings,
And torn up fimiles from wulgar shings:
Nay, ev’n each moral, fentimental, ﬁa&c,
P here not the charaller but poet e, .
He lopp’d, as foreign to bis chafie defign ;
Nor fpar’d am ufelefs, tho® a golden, tines
Thefe are his arts; if thefe cannot atone
For all thofe namelefs errors yet unknovum,
If, Jounning faults which nobler bards commit,
He wants the force to firike 1b° attentive pit,-
Be juft, and tell bim fo5 hbe afks advice,
Willing to lears, and would not afk 3 swice.
Your kind applaufe may bid bim write=—=bewars!
Or Kinder cenfure teach bim to forbear.

DRA.
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DRAMATIS PERSON X

M E N.
‘ ! . Cwmt;Gaer. -
Tullus Hoflilius, King of Rome, Mr. Clarke,
Horatius, a Roman Senator, Mr. Sheridan,
Publius Horatius, his fon, Mr. Lewis.\ '

Valerius, a young Patrician, Mr. Wroughton,

WOoMEN
Horatia, daughter to Horatius, Mrs. Barry.
Valeria, fifter to Valerius, .. Mrs. Hunter.

Citizesis, Guards, and Attendants,,

SCENE, ROMNE

THE
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® T'bg lines marked with inversed commas, ¢ thwr,’ are omitted in the
reprefentation.

s

ACT I

SCENE, « Roows in Horatius’s Houfe.
A Soldier croffes the flage, Horatia ﬁllmmg.

‘HoraAT1aA.

TAY, foldwr As you parted from my father, .
S Somethin I ovesheard of near, concgrn,
But all imperfe@ly. Said you not Alba
‘Was on the brink of fate,and Rome determin’d
This day to cruth her haqghty Tival’s | power, .

Or perith in th’ attempt ?
Sold. *Twas fo refolv’d
This mornmg,,lady,ue { left the camp. .
Our heroes are tir'd out with ling’ring war,
And half-unmeaning fight.
Horatia. * Alas! 1 hqp’d
¥ The kind remorfe which touch’d the kindred ftates,
* And made their fwords fall lightly on the breafts
¢ Of foes they could aot hate, might have produc’d ’
¢ A milder refolution,” Then this.day
Is fix’d for death or conqueft ? [He &aw:.] To mcdmtll.‘
‘Whoever conquers ! [ 4fide.] 1 detain you, Sir.
Commend me to my brothersy fay, I wifhe—-
But wherefore fhould I wnh ¢ The godsmu CrowR

'rhe&

. l
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‘Their virtues with the juft fuccefs they merit———
Yet let me afk you, Sir. ' .
Sold. My duty, lady,
Commands me hence. Ere this they have engag’d ;
And conqueft’s felf would lofe its eharms to me,
Should I not thare the danger. [ As the Soldier goes ont,

Enter Valeria, awbo looks firft on the Soldier, and then on
‘ Horatia,

Paleria. My dear Horatia, wherefore wilt thou court
‘The means to be unhappy ? Still enquiring,
Still more to be undone. I heard ittoo;
And flew to find thee, ere the fatal news :
Had hurt thy quiet, that thou might’ft have learnt it
From a friend’s tongue, and drefs’d in'gentler terms.
Horatia. Oh,I am loft, Valeria! loft to virtue.
Ev’n while my country’s fate, the fate of Rome,
Hangs on the conqueror’s fword, this breaft can feel
Afo?ter paffion, and divide its cares. _
Albato meis Rome. Wouldft thou believe it ?
1 would have fent, by him thou faw’ft departing,
Kind wifhes to my brothers ; but my tongue
Denied its office, and this rebel heart ]
Ev’n dreaded their fuccefs.  Oh, Curiatius !
Why art thau there, or why an enemy ! :
Valeria. Forbear this felf-reproach ; he is thy hufband,.
And who can blame thy fears ? If fortune make him
A while thy country’s foe, fhe cannot cancel
. Vows regifter’d above. What tho’ the/prieft
*Had not confirm’d it at the facred altar ;
Yet were your hearts united, and that union~
Approv’d by eath confenting parent’s choice.
Your brothers lov’d him as a friend, a brother ;
And all the ties of kindred pleaded for him, -
And.ftill muft plead, whate’er our heroes teach us
Of patriot-firength. Our country may demand
‘We fhould be wretched, and we muft obey ;

Buf never can require us not to feel ol
That we are miferable : nature there
Will give the lie to virtue. N

Hpratia. True; yet fure
A Roman virgin fhould be more than woman.
Are we not carly taught to mock at pain, And
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And look on danger with undaunted eyes ?
But what are dangers, what the ghaftlieft form
Of death itfelf 7—Oh, were I only bid -
To ruth into the Tiber’s foaming wave, | - -
¢ Swoll’n with uncommon floods,’ or from the heigh
Of yon Tarpeian rock, whofe giddy fteep
Has turn’d me pale with horror at the fight,
Y’d think the tafk were nothing! but to bear
Thefe.ftrange viciffitudes of tort’ring pain,
“To fear, to doubt, and to defpair as% do——
Faleria. And why defpair? Have we fo idly learn’d
The ncbleft leffons of our infant days, -
Our truft above ? Does there not fhill remain
"The wretch’s laft retreat, the gods, Horatia?
*Tis from their awful wills our evils fpring,
And at their altars may we find relief. .
Say, fhall we thither 7—Look not thus dejected,
But anfwer me. A confidence in them,
Ev’n in this crifis of our fate, will calm : .
Thy troubled foul, and fill thy breaft with hope. [plain,
Horatia. Talk not of hope; ¢ the wretch on yonder
¢ Who hears the viQtor’s threats, and fees his fword
¢ Impending o’er him, feels no furer fate,
¢ The’ lefs delay’d than mine.” What fhould I hope ?
“That Alba conquer ?—~Curs’d be every thought
Which looks that way ! ¢ The fhrieks of captive matrons
¢ Sound in my ears!’ ,
VPaleria. Forbear, forbear, Horatia;
Nor fright me with the thought. Rome cannot fall.
Think on the glorions battles the has fought;
Has fhe once fait'd, though oft expos’d to danger ;
A nd has not her immortal founder promis’d
That fhe fhould rife the miftrefs of the world ?
Hbratia. Andif Rome conquers, then Horatia dies,
Valeria. Why wilt thou form vain images of horror,
Induftrious to be wretched ? Is it then - v
Become impoffible that Rome fhould triumph,
And Curiatius live ? He muft; he thali; : ,
ProteQing gods fhall fpread their fhields around him,

And lovefhall combat in Horatia’s caufe. :
Horatia. Think’ft thou fo meanly of him ?«==N¢, Vales
His fodl’s too great to give me fucha trial ; WA

1 Or
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Or could it ever come, I think, myfalf,

Thus loft in love, thus.abje&t as I am,

1 thould defplfe theflave who dar’d furvive

His country’s ruig:  Ye immortal powers !

1love hu.!{me too well, his fpotlefs honour, :

At leaft I hopel do, to wxfh him mine + )

On any terms which he muft bluth to ows.

Horatius. [Without.] What ho! Vindicus. [Valem »

Horatia. What means that fhout ?==¢ Might we not afk,
Didft thou not wifh me to the temple?—Come, .

I will attend thee thither ; the kind gods. . -

Perhaps may eafe this throbbing. lvean, and 'fpreaa -

At leaft a temporary calm withur, - - o
Valeria. Klas, Horatia, ’tis not.to the temple-

That thou wauld’'ft ﬂy ; - the fhout alone alarms thee.:

But do not thus anticipate thy fate ;

Why fhould’ft thou learn each chance of.varying war,

s Which takes a thoufand turns, and fhifts the fcene

¢ From bad to goed, as fortune fmiles or frowns ?* -

Sty but an hiour perhaps, and thou fhalt know -

‘The whole at once.—F’'H fend—1I"ll fly myfelf .

To eafe thy doubts, and bring thee news of joy. :
Horatia, Again, and nearer too~—I muft attend tbee.
Vakeria. Hark! ’tis thy father’s voice, he comes to

cheer thee.

: . Enter Horanus, and Valenus,

" Horatius. [entering.} News from the camp, my child !

Save you, fweet maid ! P . [Seaing Valeria,

Y ous:brasher brings the ndnfnjs, for, alas !

1 am no warstor now ; my ufelefsage,

Far fram the paths of honour lojters here

In fluggith inaétivity athome.

Yet1 remefmber—~—— -

Horatia. Youlll forgive us er,

If with.impatienoe we: expe&the tidings.

‘Horatius.. 1 had forgot ; the thoughts of what I was
Engrofs'd my. whole attention.—Pray, youngfoldier,
Relate it for me ; you beheld tbcﬁ:bne, g
And can report it juftly. ‘

Palerius. Gentlelady, .

The fcene-was pxteous, though its end be pences

Horatiai

1ot
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Horatia. Peace? O my flutt’ring heart! by what kind
" means?
Valerius. *Twere tedious, Lady, and unneceflary
To paint the difpofition of the field ;
Sufhice it, we were arm’d, and front to front
The adverfe legions heard the trumpet’s found :
But vain was the alarm, for motionlefs,
And wrapt in thought they flood ; thekindred ranks
Had caught each other’s eyes, nor dar’d to lift
The fault’ring {pear againft the breaft they lov’d.
Again th’ alarm was given, and now they feem’d
Preparing to engage, when once again .
They hung their drooping heads, and inward mourn’d ;
Then nearer drew, and at the third alarm,
Cafting their fwords and ufelefs fhields afide,
Rufh’d to each other’s arms.
Horatius. *Twas fo, juft fo,
(Tho’ I was then a child, Jet I have heard
My mother we?ing oft relate the ftory)
Soft pity touch’d the breafts of mighty chiefs,
Romans and Sabines, when the matrons rufh’d”
Between their meeting armies, and oppot’d
Their helplefs infants, and their heaving breafts
To their advancing fwords, and bade them there
Sheath all their vengeance.—But I interrupt you—
Proceed, Valerius, they would hear th’ event.
—And yet, methinks, the Albans—pray go on.
Valerius. Our King Hoftilius from a rifing mound
Beheld the tender interview, -and join’d
His friendly tears with theirs ; then fwifc advanc’d,
Ev’n to the thickeft prefs, and cried, My friends,
If thus we love, why are we enemies ? '
Shall fiern ambition, rivalthip of power,
Subdue the foft humanity within us ?
Are we not join’d by every tie of kindred ? .
And can we find no method to compofe
Thefe jars of honour, thefe nice principles
Of virtue; which infeft the nobleft mind ? [fcenda
- Horatius. There {poke his country’s father! this tran-
The flight of earth-born kings, whofe low ambition
But tends to lay the face of nature wafte, '
And blaft creation !—How was it receiv’d ?
B ‘
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Valerius. As he himfelf could wifh, with eager tran(-
In fhort, the Roman and the Alban chiefs [port.
In council have determin’d, that fince glory -
Mouft have her vi&tims, and each rival flate,
Afpiring to dominion, fcorns to yield,”

From either army thall be chofe three champions
To fight the caufe alone, and whate’er flate’

Shall prove fuperior, there acknowledg’d power -
Shall fix th’ imperial feat, and both unite
Beneath one common head.

Horatia. Kind Heaven, I thank thee!
Blefs’d be the friendly grief that tauch’d their fouls !
¢ Blefs'd be Hoftilius fgr the generous counfel ! )
. ¢ Blefs'd be the meeting chiefsg I and blefs’d the tongue,
Which brings the gentle tidings ! !

Valeria. Now, Horatia, -
Your idle fears are o’er.

Horatia. Yet one remains.
Who are the champions ? Are they yet eleted?
Has Rome Co

Valerius. The Roman chiefs now meet in council,
And afk the prefence of the fage Horatius, o

Horat. [ After hawing feemed fome time in thought,] But

ftill, methinks, I like not this, to truft "
The Roman caufe to fuch aflender hazard—
Three combatants! *tis dangerous—

Horatia. [In a fright.] My father!

Horatius. 1 might, perhaps, prevent ite——

Horatia. Do not, Sir,

Oppofe the kind decree.
_ Valerius. Reft fatisfied,

Sweet Lady, ’tis fo folemnly agreed to,
Noteven Horatius’s advicecan fhake it.

Horatius. And yet’twere well to end thefe civil broils ;
. The neighb’ring ftates might take advantage of them.
~—Would I were young again ! How glorious
Were death in fuch a caufe !=—And yet, who knows,
Some of my boys may be feleGted for it
Perhaps may conquer——Grant me that, kind gods,
And clofe my eyesin tranfport ! —Come, Valerius,
I’ll but difpatch fome neceffary orders,

And ftraic attend thee,~——Daughter, if thou lov'ft

Thy
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Thy brothers, let thy prayers be pour’d to Heav’n,
‘That one at leaft may fhare the glorious tatk ! [Exit.
Valerius. Rome cannot truft her caufe to worthier
hands. )
‘They bade me greet you, Lady. (7o Horatia.
¢ Well, Valeria, . ‘ :
¢ This is your home, I find ; your lovely friend,
¢ Andyou, I doubtnot, haveindulg’d firange fears,
¢ And run o’erall the horrid fcenes of war.
¢ Paleria. Tho’ we are women, brother, we are Ro-,
¢ Not to be fcar’d with fhadows, tho’not proof [mans,
¢ *Gainft all alarms, when real danger threatens.’
Horatia. [With fome befitation.)] My brothers, gentle
Sir, you faid were well, -
Saw you.their noble friends, the Curiatii ?
The truce, perhaps, permitted it. .
Valerius. Yes, Lady, '
I left them jocund in your brothers’ tent,
Like friends, whom envious ftorms awhile had parted, _
Joying to meet again. : )
Horatia. Sent they no meflage? = . ~
Valerius. None, fair-one, but fuch general falutation
As friends would bring unbid, ' ,
Horatia, Said Caius nothing ?
Valerius, Caius ?
Horatia, Ay, Caius ; did he mention me?
Falerius. ' Twas flightly, if he did, and ’fcapes me now—=
O yes, 1 do remember, when your brother
Afk’d him, in jeft, if he had ought tofend,
¢ A figh’s foft waftage, or the tender token
¢ Of trefles breeding to fantaftic forms,”
‘To footh a love-fick maid (your pardon, Lady)
Hefmil’d, and cry’d, Glory’s the foldier's miftrefs.
Horatia, Sir, you'll excufe me—fomething of impor=-
tance—— .
- My father may have bufinefs——Oh, Valeria!
. [4fide to Valerias
Talk to.thy brother, know the fatal truth '
1 dread to hear, andlet me learn to die, .
If Curiatius has indeed forgot me. {Exn
Palerius. She feems diforder’d ! ;
Faleria. Has fhe not caufe?
B2 Can
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€ .n you adminifter the baneful potion,
And wonder at th’ effect ?
Falerius. You talk in riddles ! i
Valeria. They’re riddles, brother, which your heare
T.0" you affect furprize. .Was Curiatius [unfolds,
Indeed fo cold ? Poor thallow artifice,
The trick of hopelefs love ! I faw it plainly,
Yet what could you propofe ? An hour’s uneafinefs
To poor Horatia ; for be fure by that time
She fees him, and your deep-wrought fchemes are air.
Valerius. What cou’d I do ? this peace has ruin’d me 3
While war continued, I had gleams of hope ; :
Some lucky chance might rig me of my rival,
And time efface hisimage in her breaft.
But me
Paleria. Yés, now you muft refolve to follow
Th’ advice I gave you firft, and root this paflion
Entirely from your heart; for know, fhe doats,
Ev’n to diftraétion doats on Curiatius ;
And every fear fhe felt, while danger threated’d,
Will now endear him more, ’
Valeriys. Cruel Valeria,
¥ou triumph in my pain !
Valeria. By Heaven, I do not;
I only would extirpate every thought ‘
Which gives you pain, nor leave one foolith with
For hope to dally with. ¢ When friends are mad,
¢ *Tis moft unkind to humour their diftraction ;
¢ Harth meant are neceffary,
¢ Palerius, Yet we firft
¢ Should try the gentler. '
Vaieria. Did I not? Ye powers ! ‘ ‘
Did I not footh your griefs, indulge your fondnefs,
While the leaft profpeét of fuccefs remain*d ?
Did I not prefs you ftill to urge your fuie,
Intreat you daily todeclare your paffion,
Seek out unnumber’d opportunities,
~ And lay the follies of my fex before you ?
¢ Valerius. ‘Alas! thou know’ft, Valeria, woman's
¢ Was never won by talcs of bleeding love: [heart
® *Tis by degrees the ily enchanter works
* Affuming %rjendfhiy’s name, and fits the fSul

¢ For
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¢ For foft impreflions, ere the fault’ring tongue,
¢ And-guilty-bluthing cheek, with many a glance
¢ Shot inadvertent, tells the fecret flame.
¢ Valeria. True, thefe are arts for thofe that love at
¢ You had no time for tedious ftratagem ; [leifure ;
¢ A dang’rous rival prefe’d, and has fucceeded.”
Valerins. 1 own my error—yet once more affift me— -
Nay, turn not from me, by my foul I meant not
To interrupt their loves.—Yet fhould fome accident,
*Tis not impoffible, divide their hearts,
I might perhaps have hope : therefore 'till marriage
Cuts off all commerce, and confirms me wretched,
Be it thy tatk, my fifter, with fond ftories,
Such as our ties of blood may countenance,
To paint thy brother’s worth, his power in arms,
His favour with the King, ¢ but mott of all,
¢ That certain tendernefs of foul which fteals
¢ All women’s hearts,” then mention many a fair,
No matter whom, that fighs to call you fifter.
' Valeria. Well, well, away—Yet tell me, ere you go,
How did this lover talk of {is Horatia ? [ject?
Valerius. Why will you mention that ungrateful {ub-
Think what you’ve heard me breath a thoufand times
When my whols foul diffolv’d in tendernefs ;
*Twas rapture all ; what lovers only feel,
Or can exprefs when felt, He had been bere,
But fudder orders from the gamp detain’d him,
Farewel, Horatius waits me—but remember,
My life, nay more than life, depends on you. = [Exit.
Valeria. Poor youth ! he knows not how I feel his an-
Yet dare not feem to pity what I feel. [guifh,
How ‘fhall T a& betwixt this friend and brother ? i
Should the fufpect his paffion, fhe may doubt
My friendfhip too; and yet totell it her
Were to betray his caufe. No; let my heart
With the fame blamelefs caution ftill proceed ;-
To each inclining moft as moft diftreft; '
Be juit to both, and leave to Heav’n the reft !

[Ex:'t‘ '

.

Enp of the fonéi‘{&ci. -

B3 ACT
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ACT I
SCENE continxes. .
Enter Horatia azd Valeria.

Horaria.
LAS, ¢ how eafily do we admit
¢ The thing we wifh were true ! yet fure,’ Valeris,
This feeming negligence of Curiatius :
Betrays a fecret coldnefs at the heart.
May not long abfence, or the charms of war,
Have dimp’d, at leatt, if not effac’d his paffion ?
I know not what to think.
Valeria, Think, my Horata,
‘That you're a lover, and have learn’d the art
To raife vain fcruples, and torment yourfelf
With every diftant hint of fancied ill.
Your Curiafius ftill remains the {ame.
My brother idly trifled with your paffion,
Or might perhaps unheedingly rdl;te
What you too nearly feel. %nt fee, your father. :
Horatia. He feems tranfported ; fure fome happy news
Has brought him back thus early. Oh, my heart !
Ilong, yetdread toafk him. Speak, Valeria.
' Enter Horatius. .
Faleria. You're foon return’d, my Lord.
Horatixs. Return’d, Valeria!
My life, my youth’s return’d, I tread in air! |
=1 cannot fpeak ; my joy’s too great for utterance.
~=Oh, I cou’d weep ! —my fons, my fons are chofen
" Their country’s combatants ; not one, but all !
Horatia. My brothers, faid you, Sir?
Horatius, All three, my child,
All three are champions in the caufe of Rome.
Oh, happy ftate of fathers ! thus to feel
New warmth revive, and fpringing life renew’d
Even on the margjg of the grave !
FPaleria. The time ~~ ° ’
-Of combat, is it fix’d 2
g A ol Hora-
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Horatixs. This day, this hour
Perhaps decides our doom.
Faleria. And is it known
With whom they muft cagage ?
Horatius. Notyet, Valena;
But with iinpatience we expe& each moment
The refolutions of the Alban fenate.
And foon may they arrive, that ere we quit
Yon hoftile field, the chiefs who dar’d oppofe
Rome’s sifing glories, may with fhame confefs
‘The gods prote& the empire they have rais’d.
Where are thy fmiles, Horatia? Whence proceeds
This fullen fileace, when my thronging joys :
‘Want words to fpeak them ? Pr’ythee, talk of empire,
‘Talk of thofe darlings of my fdul, thy brothers.
Call them whate’er wild fancy can fuggeft,
‘Their country’s pride, the boaft of future times,
‘The dear defence, the guardian gods of Rome !—
By Heaven, thou ftand’ft unmov’d, nor fecls thy breatt
‘The charms of glory, the extatic warmth
Which beams new life, and lifts us nearer heaven !
Horatia, My gracious father, with furprize and tranf-
T heard the tidings, as becomes your daughter.  [port
And like your daughter, were our fex allow’d
The noble privilege which man ufurps, )
Could die with pleafure in my country’s caufe.
But yet permit a fifter’s weaknefs, Sir,
‘To feel the pangs of nature, and to dread
The fate of thofe fheloves, howerver gloriouss
And fure they cannot all furvive a conflict
So defperate as this.
-Horatius. Survive! By Heaven,
I could not hope that they fhould all furvive.
No; let them fall. If from their glorious deaths
Rome’s freedom {pring, I fhall be nobly paid
For every fharpeft pang the parent feels.
Had I a thoufand fons, in fuch a caufe °
1 could behold them bleeding at my feet,
And thank the gods with tears ! .
’ Enter Publius Horatius.
Puxb. My father! [Offering to kneele
Horatius. Hence!
! S . v - Kneel
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Kneel not to me—ftand 6ff; and let me' view
At diftance, and with reverential awe, = :
The champion of .my country !—Oh, my boy !
That I fhould live to this—my foul’s too full ; -
Let this and this fpeak for me.—Blefs thee, blefs thee !
: [Embracing binms.
But wherefore art thou abfent from the camp ¢ :
Where are thy brothers ? Has the Alban ftate
Determin’d ? Is the time of combat fix’d ?
Pub. Think not, my Lord, that filial reverence
However due, had drawn me from the field,
Where nobler duty calls; a patriot’s foul
Can feel no humbler ties, nor knows the voice
Of .kindred, when his country claims his aid.
It was the King’s command I fhould attend you,
Elfe had I ftaid ’till wreaths immortal grac’d
. My brows, and made thee proud indeed to fee
Beneath thy roof, and bending for thy blefling,
Not thine, Horatius, but the fon of Rome!
Horatius. Oh, virtuous pride !—’tis blifs too exquifite
For human fenfe !—thus, let me aniwer-thee. a
' (Embracing bim again,
Where are my other boys 2 - R
Pub. They only wait :
Till Alba’s loit’ring chiefs declare her champions,
Our future vi@tims, Sir, and with the news
Will greet their father’s ear.
Horatius. It thall not need, - -
Myfelf will to the field. Come, let us hafte,
My old blood boils, and my tumultuous fpirits -
Pant for the onfet. O, for one fhort-hour - :
Of vigorous youth, that I might fhare the toil
Now with my boys, and be the next my laft!
Horatia. My brother ! : :
Pub. My Horatia! ere the dews
Of evening fall thou fhalt with tranfport own me ;
Shalt hold thy country’s faviour in thy arms,
Or bathe his honeft bier with tears of “joy.
Thy lover greets thee, and complainsof abfence
‘With many a figh, and many a longing look
Sent tow’rd the towers of Rome. .
Horatia. Methinks, a lover ' :
WMight take th’ advantage of the truce, and bear
. His
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His kind complaints himfelf, not truft his vows
To other tongues, or be oblig’d to tell
The paffing winds his paffien.
Pub. Dearett fifter, »
He with impatience-waits the lucky moment
That may with honour bear him to your arms,
Didft thou but hear how tenderly hetalks,
How blames the dull delay of Alban councils,
" And chides the ling’ring minutes as they pafs,
>Till fate determines, and the tedious chiefs
Permit his abfence, thou would’ft pity him,
But foon, my fifter, foon fhall every bar
Which thwarts thy happinefs be far away.
We are no longer enemies to Alba,
This day unites us, and to-morrow’s fun
May hear thy vows, and make my friend v brother.
Horatius, [Having talked apart with Valeria.] 'Tis
truly Roman.—Here’s a maid, Horatia, :
Laments her brother loft the glorious proof
Of dying for his country.—Come, my fon,
Her {oftnefs will infe&t thee; pr’ythee, leave her.
Horatia. [ Looking fir/? en ber fatber, and then tenderly on
ber brother.] Not ’till my foul hes pour’d ité
withes for him. . <t
Hear me, dread god of war, proteét and fave him !

. (Kneeling,
For thee, and thy immortal Rome, he fights ! '
Dafh the proud fpear from every hoftile hand
That dares oppofe him ; may each Alban chief
Fly from his prefence, or his vengeance feel!
And when in triumph he returns to Rome, [Rifngs
Hail him, ye maids, with grateful fongs of praife,
And fcatter all the blooming {pring before him ;
Curs’d be the envious brow that {miles mot then,
Curs’d be the wretch that wears one mark of forrow,
©Or flies not thus with openarms to greet him.
Enter Tullus Hoftilius, Valerius, and Guards,
°  Valerius. The King, my Lord, approaches.
Horatius. Gracious Sir, -
W hence comes this condefoenfion ? . :
Fullys. Good old man; : >
Could I have found a nobler meflenger, -
- 1 would
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I would have fpar’d myfelf th’ ungrateful tafk

Of this day’s embafly, for much I fear

My news will want a welcome,
Horatius. nghty King!

Forgive an old man’s warmth-—'l‘he‘y have not fure

Made choice of other combatarits !—My fons,

Muft they not fight for Rome?

Tullus. Too fure they muft.
Horatius.. Then I am bleft !
Tullus. But that they muft engage

Will hurt thee moff, when thou fhalt know with whom,
Horatius. 1 care not whom,

Tullus. Suppofe your neareft friends

The Curiatii were the Alban choice,

Could you bear that? Could you, young man, fupport

A confliét there ?

Pub. 1 could perform my duty,

Great Sir, though even a brother fhould oppofe me.
Tullns. Thouart a Roman ! Let thy king embrace thee,
Horatius. And let thy father catch thee from his arms,
Juliws. [To Publivs.)' Know then that tnal muﬂ be

" thine. * The Albans '

With envy faw one family produce

‘Three chnefs, to whom their country dared entruft

The Roman caufe, and fcomn’d to be outdone.

". Horatia. Then I1am loft indeed ; was it for this,

For this, I pra ’d ! [Swoor{:.
Pab. My i a ’
Valeria, My Horana' Ob ﬁ:ﬁm ber!” '
Horatius. Oh, foolifh gxrl to fhame thy fathcr thus‘

Here, bear her in.

Horatia is carricd in, Valerius and Valeria Jollows

1 am concern’d, my-fovereign,

That even the meaneft part of me fhould blaft

With impious grief a.caufe of fomuch glory.

But let the virtue of my boy excufe it.

Tullus. It does mioft amply. She has caufe for forrow.

The fhock was fudden, and might well alarm :

A firmer bofom. ¢ The weak fex demand

¢ Our pity, notour anger ; their foft breafts

¢ Are nearer touch ’d, and more’ expos’d to forrows

¢ Than man’s expercer fenfe. Norlet us blame Th

- - ¢ at

i
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€ That tendernefs which fmooths our rougher natures, -
¢ And foftens all the joys of focial life.’ ,

We leave her to her tears. For you, young foldier,
Youmuft prepate for combat. Some few hours’
-Are all that'are allow’d you. But I charge you-
Try well your héart, and ftrengthen every thought |
Of patriot in yau, Think how dreadful "tis ‘
To plant a dagg‘ér in the breaft you love ; |
To {purn the'ties of nature, and forget
In one fhort hour whole years of virtuous friendfhip,
Think well on that, =~
P, 1do, my gracious fovereign ; _
And think the more 1 dare fubdue affc&ion,
The more my glory, -
Tullus. ‘1 rue; but yet confider,
Isit an'eafy tafk to change affetions ?
In the dread onfet can your meeting eyes
Forget their ufual intercourfe, and wear
Atonce the frown of war, and ftern defiance ?
Will not each look recall the fond remembrance
Of childhood paft, when the whole-open foul
Breath’d cordial love, and plighted many a.vow
Of tend’reftimport? Think on that, young foldier,
And tell me if thy breaft be ftill unmov’d ? _
Pub. Think not, Oh, King, howe’er refolv’d on com-
_ Ifit fo loofely to the bonds of nature, [bat, -
As not to feel their force. I feel it ftrongly.
1 love the Curiatii, and would ferve them
At life’s expence : but here a nobler caufe
Demands my {word : for all connetions elfe,
All private duties aré fubordinate
To what we owe the public. Purual ties .
Of fon and father, hufband, friend or brother,
Owe their enjoyments to the public fafety,
And without that were vain.—Nor need we, Sir,
Caft off humanity, and to be heroes _
Ceafe to be men. ~ As in our earlieft days,
While yet we learn’d the exercife of war,
We ftrove together, not as enemies,
Yet confcious each of his peculiar worth, -
And fcorning each to yield; fo will we now

Engage
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Engage with ardent, not with hoftile minds,
Not fird with rage, but emuldus of fame. ;
Twdlus. Now I dare truft thee; go and teach thy bree
To think like thee, 4nd conqueft is your own., " [thers
This is true courage, not the brutal force
Of vulgsr heroes, but the firm refolve
Of virtue'and of reafon. He who thinks
Without their aid to fhine in deeds of arms,
Builds on a fandy bafis his renown ;
A dream, a vapour, or an ague fit
May make a coward of him.—Come, Horatius,
Thy other fons fhall meet thee at the camp,
For now I do bethink me ’tis not fit
They fhould behold their fifter thus alarm'd.
Hafte, foldier, and detain them.  [70 one of the Guardss
Horatius. Gracious Sir,
We’'ll follow on the inftant.
Tullus. Then farewel.
‘When next we meet, ’tis Rome and liberty ! :
[Exit with Guards,
Horatixs. Come, let me arm thee for the glorious toil.
I have a fword whofe light’ning oft has blaz’d
Dreadfully fatal to my count?"s foes ;
Whofe temper’d edge has cleft their haughty crefts,
And ftain’d with life-blood many a reeking plain,
This fhalt thou bear; myfelf will girdit on,
And lead thee forth to death or victory. [Going,
And yet, my Publius, fhall I own my weaknefs ;
Though 1'deteft the caufe from whence they fpring,
I feel thy fifter’s forrows like a father. \
She was my foul’s delight.
‘Pyb. And may remain fo. -
This fudden fhock has but alarm’d her virtue,
Not quite fubdued its force. At leaft, my father,
Time’s lenient hand will teach her to endure
The ills of chance, and reafon conquer love.
Horatius. Should we not fee her?
Pub. By nomeans, my Lord; ‘
You heard the King’s commands about my brothers, .
And we have hearts as tender fure as they.
Might I advife, you fhould confine her clofely,
Leﬁ fhe infe the matrons with her grief,

-

And
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And bring a ftain we fhould not wifh to fix -
On the Horatian name. -
Horatixs. 1t fhall be fo.
We’ll think no more of her. *Tis glory calls,
And humbler paffions beat alarms in vain. [Exit,
[4s Horatius gaes off, Horatia enters at anotber docr.
Horatia. Where is my brother ?—Oh, my deareft Pub-
If e’er you lov’d Horatia, ever felt lius,
‘That tendernefs which you have feem’d to feel, i
Ob, hear her now!
Pub, What would’ft thou, my Horatia ?
Horatia. 1 know not what I would—1’m on the rack,
Defpair and madnefs tear my lab’ring foul.
=-And yet, my brother, fure you might relieve me.
Pub. How! by what means? By Heaven, I'll die to
Horatia. You might decline the combat. (dojt.
Pué. Hal 7
. Horatia. ] donot
* Expet it from thee. Pr'ytheelook more kindly.
—And yet, is the requeft fo very hard?
I only afk thee not to plunge thy fword
Into the breaft thou lov’ft, not kill thy friend;
Is that fo hard ?—1I might have faid thy brother.
"~ Pub. What can’it thou mean ? Beware, beware, Hora-
‘Thou know’ft I dearly love thee, nay, thou know'ft {tia;
1 love the man with whom I wmuft engage. .
Yet haft thou faintly read thy brother’s foul,
If thou can’ft think entreatics have the power,
‘Though urg’d.with allthe tendernefs of tears,
‘To fhake his fettled purpofe: they may make
My tafk more hard, and my foul bleed within me,
But cadnot touch my virtue.
Horatia. *Tis not virtue
‘Which contradiéts our nature, ’tis the rage
- Of over-weening pride. Has Rome no champions <
She could oppofe but you? Are there not thoufands
As warm for glory, and as tried in arms,
Who might without a crime afpire to conqueft,.
©Or die with honeft.fame 2. | ' o
Pub.” Away, away !
Talk to thy lover thus. But ’tisnot Caius .~
‘Thou would’ft have Snfamoné. -
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Hor. Oh, killme not p
With fuch unkind reproaches. Yes, I own
I love him, more— .

Pub. Than a chafte Roman maid
Should dare confefs. - v v

Horatia. Should dare! What means my brother #
I had my father’s fan&ion on my love, :

And duty taught me firft to feel its power.

—Should dare confefs !—Is that the dreadful crime ?
Alas, but fpare him, fpare thy friend,. Horatius,
And I will caft him from my breaft for ever.

‘Will that oblige thee #—* only let him die

¢ By other hands, and I will learn to hate him.”

Pub. Why wilt thou talk thus madly ? Love him ftill
And if we fall the vitims of our countr{, :
(Which Heav’n avert!) wed, and enjoy him freely,

Horatia. Oh, never, never. What, my country’sbane !
The murderer of my brothers ! may the gods -

Firft ¢ téar me, blaft me, fcatter me on winds,
¢ And’ pour out each unheard-of vengeance onme !
_ Pub. Do not torment thyfelf thus idly=—Go,
Compofe thyfelf, and be again my fifter.
Re-enter Horatwus, aith the fword. -
Horatius. This fword in Veii’s field—What doft thou
here ? T :
- Leavehim, Icharge thee, girl—Come, comhe, my Publius,.
Let’s hafte where duty calls. .
Horatia. What! to the field ?
He muft not, fhall not go; here will I han
Oh, if you have not quite caft off affe€tion! - -
If you deteft not your diftratted fifter—

Horatius, Shame of thy race, why doft thou hang upen -
Would’ft thou entail eternal infamy ~ - fhim?
On him, on me, on all ? ’

Horatia. Indeed 1 would not,

I know I afk impoffibilities ;
Yet pity me, my father } :

Pub. Pity thee!” . o,
Begone, fond wretch, nor urge my temper thus, S
By Heaven I love thee as a brother ought: -
Then hear my laft refolve ; if Fate, averfe
To Rome and us, determine my deftruion, o

- I charge
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I charge thee wed thy lover; he will then

Deferve thee nobly. Or, if kinder gods

Propitious hear the prayers of fuppliant Rome,

And he fhould fall by me, I then expet

No weak upbraidings for a lover’s death,

But fuch returns as thall become thy birth,

A fifter’s thanks for having fav’d her country. [Eait.
Horatia. Yet ftay—Yet hear me, Publius—But ong

word. . .

Horatius, Forbear, rafh girl, thou'lt tempt thy father

‘To do an outrage might perhaps diftra& him.
Horatia. Alas, forgive me, Sir—I’m very wretched,

Indeed I am—Yet I will firive to ftop

‘This fwelling grief, and bear it like your daughter.

Do but forgive me, Sir. !
Horatius. 1do, I do——

Go in, my child, the gods may find a way

To make thee happy yer. But on thy duty,

Whate’er reports may reach, or fears alarm thee,

I charge thee come not to the field,
Horatia. 1 will not,

¥ youcommandit, Sir. But will you then,

As far as cruel honour may permit,

Remember that your poor Horatia’s life

Hangs on this dreadful conteft ? :
Horatius. ¢ Lead her in.’ [Exit Horatia,-

[Losking afier her.] Spite of my boafted ftrength, her

griefs unman me.

—But let her from my thoughts! The patriot’s breaft

No hopes, no fears, but for hiscountry knows,

And in her danger lofes private woes. ' [Exit. -

\

i
v

Exp of the ASx”coun‘ AcT.

Cs AC"I{
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ACT 1L
T3¢ SCENE continses, -

. Valerius ard Valeria miceting.
s VALer1US. o
NOW, my Valeria, where’s the charming the
. That calls me to her ? with a lover’s hafte
1 fly to execute the dear command. '
aleria. *Tis pot the lover, but the friend fhe wants,
&f _thou dar'ft own that name. : -
Valeriws. The friend, my fifter !
There’s more than friendthip in a lover’s breaft,
* More warm, more tender is the flame he feels—
Faleria. Alas! thefe raptures fuit not her diftrefs :
She feeks th’ indulgent friend, whofe fober fenfe,
Free from the mifg of paffion, mightdire&
Her jarring thoughts, and plead her doubeful caufe.
Valerius, Am1thatfriend ? Oh, didfhéturn herchoughe
On me for that kind office # A .
Paleria. Yes, Valeriug,
She chofe you out to b2 her advocate
To Curiatius ; ’tis the only hope
8he now daregcherith; her relentlefs brother
With fcorn rejets her teafs, her father flies her,
And only you remain to footh her cares,
And fave her ere fhe finks,
. Valerius. Heradvocate
To Cutiatius | '
Faleria. *Tis to him fhe fends you, .
To urge her fuit, and win him from the field,
But come, her forrows will more ftrongly plead
Thao all my grief can urter. ,
Falerius. To my rival !
To Curiatius plead her caufe, and teach
My tongue a leflon which my heart abhors !
Impoffible! Valeria, priythee fa -
Thou faw’ft me not ; the bufinels of the camp
Confin’d me there. Farewel. (Going,
Valeria, What means my brother ? Yi
ou
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You cannot leave her now; for fhame, turn back ; -
Is this the virtue of a Roman youth ?
Oh, by thefé tears !
Valerins. They flow in vain, Valeria:
Nay, and thou know'ft they do. Oh, earthand heaven!
This combat was the means my happier ftars
Found out to fave me from the brink of ruin ;
And can I plead againtt it, turn affaffin
On my own life ?
Valeria. Yet thou can’ft murder her
Thou doft pretend to love; away, deceiver !
’ll feek fome worthier meflenger to plead
In beauty’s caufe ; but firft inform Horatia,
How much Valerius is the friend fhe thought him. .
. - [Going.
Palerius. Oh, heavens! ftay, fifter; ’tis an arduous taf{.
Valeria. 1 know the tafk is hard, and thought I knew
Thy virtue too.
Valerius. 1 muft, I will obey thee.
Lead on.—Yet pr'ythee, for a moment leave me,
*Till 1 can recolle¢t my fcatter’d thoughts,
And dare to be unhappy.
Valeria. My Valerius ! :
1 fly to tell her you but wait her pleafure. [Exit.
Valerius. Yes, I will undertake this hateful office ;
It never can fucceed.—Yet at this inftant
It may be dangerous, while the people melt
With fond compaflfion.—No, it cannot be ;
His refolution’s fix’d, and virtuous pride
Forbids an alteration. To attempt it .
Makes her my friend, and may afford hereafter
A thoufand tender hours to move my fuit.
That hope determines all. [Exit,

SCENE, another Apartment.
Horatia and Valeria. - Horatia avith a Scarf in her Hand.,

Horatia. Where is thy brother? Wherefore ftays he
Did you conjure him ? did he fay he’d come?  [thus?
1 have no brothers now, and fly to him
As my laft refuge. Did he feem averfe

_'To thy intreaties ? Are all brothers fo? T
C3s : ¢ Alas,
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¢ Alas, thou toldft me he fpake kindly to thee! ’
¢ *Tis me, ’tis me he fhuns; I am the wretch
¢ Whom virtue dares not make acquaintance with.
¢ Yet fly to him again, intreat him hither,
¢ "Tell him for thy fake to have pity on me.
¢ Thou art no enemy to Rome, thou haft -
¢ No Alban hufband to claim half thy tcars,
¢ And make humanity a crime.’ .
Valeria. Dear maid,
Reftrain your forrows ; I’ve already told you
My brother wiil with tranfport execute
Whatever you command. -
_ Horatio. Oh ! -wherefore then
Is he away ? Each moment now is precious 3
1f loft, *tis loft for ever, and if gain’d,
Long fcenes of lafting pesce, and fmiling years
Of happinefs unhop'd-for wait upon it.
Paleria. ) will again go feek-bim; pray, be caim ;
Succefs is thine if it depends on him. (Exits
Horatia. Succefs! alas, perhaps ev’n now too late
1 labour to preferve hiim ; the dread arm
Of vengeance is already ftretch’d againft him,
And he muft fall,  ¥etlet.me firive to fave him.
Yes, thou dear pledge, defign'd for happier hours, [To the
The gift of nuptial love, thou fhaltat leaft fearfs
Effay thy power-
Oft as I fram’d the web,
He fate befide me, and would fay in fport,
This prefent, which thy love defigns for. me,
Shall be the future bond of peace betwixt us. -
By this we’ll fwear a lafting love, by this,
Through the fweet reund of all our days to come,
Afk what thou wilt, and Curiatius grants ite +
O 1 fhall try thee near}y now, dear youth;
Glory and 1are rivals for thy heart, !
And one muft conquer.
o , Enter Valerius aad Valeria.
Palerius, Save you, gracious lady ;
On the firft meffage which my fitter fent me
1 had been here, but was oblig’d by office, -
Ere to their champions each refign’d her charge,.
To yatlfy the league “twixt Rome and Alba.
' Horatia,
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Horatia. Are they engag’d then !

Valerius. No, not yet engag’d ; -
Soft pity for a while fufpends the onfet;
The fight of near relations, arm’d in fighe
Again& each-other, touch’d the gazers heartsg
And fenators on each fide have propos’d
‘To change the combatants. -

Hoeratia. My bleflings on them!

Think youthey will fucceed ?

Palerius. The chiefs themfelves
Are refolute to fight.

Heratia. Infatiate virtue !

I muft not to the field ; 1 am confin’d

A prifoner here ; or fure thefe tearswould move

Their flinty breafts.—Is Curiatius too"
Refolv’d on death ?— O Sir, forgive a maid,
Who dares in fpite of modefty confefs
‘Too fofta paffion. Will you pardon me,
If1intreat you to the field again
An humble fuitor from the verieft wretch,
That ever knew diftrefs.

Palerius. Dear lady, fpeak !

“What would you I thould do 2

Horatia. O bear this to him,

Palerius. To whiom ?

Horatia. To Curiatius bear this fcarf:
And tell him, if he ever truly lovid’;
If all the vows he breath’d were not falfe lures

3t

To catch th’ unwary mind—and fure they were not! .

O tell him how he may with honour ceafe

To urge his cruel right ; the fenators

Of Rome and Alba will approve fuch mildnefs.
Tell him, his wife, if he will own that name,
Intreats him from the field ; hisloft Horatia

Begs on her trembling knees he would not tempt’
A cértain fate, and murder her he loves.

‘Tell hifn, if he confents, fhe fondly fwears,

By every §°d the varying world adores, -

¢ By this dear pledge of vow’d affe&tion, fwears,’
To know no brothers and no fire but him ;

With him, if honour’s harfh commands requireit,

e’ll
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She’ll wander forth, and feek fome diftant home, .
Nor ever think of Rome or Alba more.

¢ Paleria. Well, well, he will. Do not torment thyfelf.

¢ [Horatia catches bold of the Jearfy which fhe Jooked

upon attestively while Valeria jpoke.

¢ Horatia. Look here, Valeria, where my needle’s art -
* Has drawn a Sabine virgin, drown’d in rears
¢ For her loft copntry, and forfaken friends ;
¢ While by her fide the youthful ravifher
¢ Looks ardent love, and charms her gricfs away,
¢ I am that maid diftrefs’d, divided fo .
¢ *Twixt loveand duty. But why rave I thus ?
¢ Hafte, hafte to Curiatius—and yet ftay ;
¢ Sure I have fomething more to fay to him:
¢ I know not what it was.’

Valerius. Could 1, fweet Lady,

But paint your grief with half the force I feel it,
I need but tell it him, and he muft yield. .

Horatia. It may be fo. Stay, ftay ;" befire you tell him,
If he rejects my fuit, no power on earth
Shall force me to his arms. I will devife ——

I’ll die and be reveng’d!

Valeria. Away, my brother ! , .
But, Oh, for pity, do your office jutly ! [A44de 10 Val, '
Let not your paflion blind your reafon now i
But urge your caufe with ardor. o

Valerius. By my foul, '

I will, Valeria: Her diftrefs alarms me H

And I have now no intereft but hers. [Exie.
¢ Valeria. Come, deareft maid, indulge not thus your

¢ Hope fmiles again,and the fad profpect clears. (forrows :

¢ Who knows th’ effe@ your meflage may produce ?

¢ The milder fenators ere this perhaps

¢ Have mov'd your lover’s mind ; and if he doubts,

¢ He’s youyrs.’

Horatia. He’s gone—I had a thoufand things—

And yet I'm glad he’s gone, Think you, Valeria,
Your'brother will delay ?—They may engage
Before he-reaches them, :

Valeria. The field’s fo near,

That a few minutes brings him to the place, .
' ; ¢ And
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* And ’tis not probable the fenators
¢ So foon fhould yield a caufe of fo much juftice.
¢ Horatia. Alas! they fhould have thought on that be.
¢ *>Tis now too late. The lion when he’s rous’d [fore,
¢ Muft have his prey, whofe den we might have'pafs’d *
¢ Infafety while he flepr. To draw the fword, B
¢ And fire the youthful warrior’s breaft to arms
¢ With awful vifions of immortal fame,
¢ And then to bid him fheath it, and forget
¢ He ever hop’d for conqueft and renown==
¢ Vain, vain attempt !
¢ Paleria. Yet when that juff attempt
¢ 1Is feconded by love, and beauty’s tears
¢ Lend their foft aid to meit the hero down,
¢ What may we not expect ?
¢ Horatia, My dear Valeria'!
¢ Fain would I hope I had the power to mové him.”
Faleria, My dear Horatia, fuccefs is yours already.
Horatia. And get, fhould I fucceed, the hard-gain'd
May chance to rob me of my future peace. [frife
He may notalwayswith the eyes of love '
‘Look on that forrdnefs which has ftabb’d his fame,
He may regre: too late the faerifice
. Hemade to love, and a ford woman’s weakmeft 7 -
And think thé milder joys of focial life
Butilt repay him for the mighty lofs
Of patriot-reputation !
Valeria, Pray, forbear;
And fearch mot thus intoc eventful time
For ills to come. ¢ This fatal temper, friend,
¢ Alive to feel, and curious to explore
¢ Each diftant obje& of refin’d dixrefs,
¢ Shuts out all means of happinefs, nor leaves ie
¢ In fortune’s power to fave you front deftrué¥ion.’
- Like fome diftemper’d wretch, your wayward mind
- Rejects all nourifhment, ot turns to gall
The very balm that fhould religve its angurith.
He will admire thy love, which ¢ould perfuade him
To dive up glory for the mildertriumph .
Of heart-felt eafe and foft humanity. :
Horatio, 1 fain would hopefo. Yet we hear not of him.
Your brother, much I fear, has fud in vaia, o
uld
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Could we not fend to urge this flow exprefs P—

This dread uncertainty ! I long to know

My life or death at once.

. ' Valeria, The wings of love

-¢ Cannot fly fafter than my brother’s zeal

- ¢ Will bear him for your fervice.
¢ Hiratia, 1 believe it,

¢ Yet doubtittoo. My fickly mind unites

¢ Strange contradictions.’

Faleria. Shall I to the walls ?’

I may from thence with eafe furvey the field,

And can difpatch a meflenger each moment,

To tell thee all goes well. ‘
Horatia. My beft Valeria!

Fly then; I know thy heart is there already.’

Thou art a2 Roman maid ; and tho’ thy friendfhip

Detains thee here with one who fcarce deferves

That facred name, art anxious for thy country,

futyet for.charity think kindly of me ;

or thou fhalt find by the event, Valeria, :

T'am a Roman too, however wretched. [Exit Valeria,

Am I a Roman then? Yepowers! I dare not

Refolve the fatal queftion I propofe. = '

If dying would fuffice, I werea Roman:

But to ftand up againtt this ftorm of paffions .

Tranfcends a woman’s weaknefs. Hark! what noife je

*Tis news from Curiatius '—Love, I thank thee ! )

Enter a Servant. o

Well, does he yield ? Diftra& me not with filence.

Say, in one word=— )

Serv. Your father——
Horatia, What of him ?

Would he. not let him yield ? Oh, cruel father !
Serv. Madam,-he’s here—— -
Horatia. Who?

Serv. Borne by his attendants.
Horatio. What mean’ft thou ?

... Enter ﬁoratius, led in By bis Servants,
Horatins. Lead me yet a little onward ;

" thall recover ftraight.

Horatia. My gracious fire ! : ,
“Horatixs, Lend me thy arm, HoratiaeSo—My child,

. Be
™

-
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Be not furpriz’d ; an old man muft expe&®
Thefe litke fhocks of nature; they are hints
Lo warn us of our end. ~
Horatio. How are you, Sir?
Horatius. Better, much better. My frail body could
Support the {welling tumult of my foul. {not
Iz::-atia. No accident, I hope, alarm’d you, Sir!
My brothers
Horatius. Here, goto the field again,
You, Cautus and Vindicius, and obferve
Each circumftance. I fhall be glad to hear
The manner of the fight.
Horatia, Arethey engag’d ? :
Horatius. They are, Horatia. But firft let me thank
For ftaying from the field. I would have feen [thee
The fight myfelf ; but this unlucky illnefs .
Has forc’d metoretire. Where is thy friend ?

Enter a Servant, who gives a paper to Horatia, and retires;

What paper’s that ? Why doft thou tremble fo ?
Here, letme openit. [Takes the pager and opens it.] From
Curiatius! '
Horatia. Oh, keep me not in this fufpence, my father !
Relieve me from the rack. : ‘
Horatius. Heé tells thee here,
He dare not do an a&tion that would make him
_Unworthy of thy love; and therefore ——
Horatia. Dies!— .
Well—I am fhtisfied.
Horatius. 1 fee by this
Thou haft endeavour’d to perfuade thy lover
To quit the combat. Couldft thou think, Horatia,
He'd facrifice his country to a woman ? :
Horatia. 1 know not what I thought. He proves toe
Whate’er it was, I was deceiv’d in him [plainly,
Whom I applied to. :
Horatius. Do not think fo, daughter ;
Could he with honour have declin’d the fight,
I fhould myfelf have join’d in thy requeft,
And forc’d’him from the field. But think, my child,
Had he confented, and had Alba’s caufe, oL
Supported by another arm, been baffled, Wi
. at

\
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What then couldft thou expe@ ! Would he not curfe
His foolifh lowe, and hate thee for-thy fondnefs ?
Nay, think, perhaps, twas artifice in thee
To aggrandize thy race, and lift their fame
‘Triumphant o’er his ruis.and his country’s.
Think well on that, and reafen muft convince thee.
Hotatia. {Wildly.] Alas! had reafon ever yet the po-
‘To talk down grief, or bid the tortur’d wretch [wer
Not feel his anguith 2 *Tis impoffible.
- Could reafon govern, I fhould now rejoice
They were engag’d, and count the tedious moments
Till conqueft {mil’d, and Rome again was free.
Could reafon govern, I fhould beg of Heaven
‘To guide my brother’s fword, and plunge it deep
Ev'nin the bofem of the man I love : *
1 fhould forget he ever won my foul,
Forget *twas your command that bade me love him,
Nay, fly perhaps to yon detefted field,
And fpurn with fcorn his mangled body from me.
Horatius. Why wilt thou talk thus ? Pr’ythee, be more
I can forgive thy tears; they flaw from pature; [calm.
And could have gladly wifh’d the Alban ftate
Had found us other enemiesto vanquifh.
But Heaven has will'd it, and Heaven’s will be done !
The glorious expetation of fuccefs
Buoys up my foul, nor lets a thought intrude
To dafirmy promis’d joys! What fieady valour ,
Beams from their eyes : juft fo, if fancy’s pawer
May form conjecture from his after-age,
Rome’s founder muft have look’d, when, warm in youth,
And flufh’d with future conqueft, forth he march’
Againft proud Acron, with whafe bléeding fpoils
He grac’d the altar of Feretrian Jove——
Methinks I feel secover’d : I might venture
Forth to the field again, What ho! Valfcinius! -
Attend me to the camp. :
Horatia. My deareft father, -
Let meintreat you flay ; the sumult there
Will difcompofe you, and a quick relapfe
May prove moftdangerous. Pl reftrain.my tears,
If they offend you. -
Horatins. Well,.I’'ll be.advig’d, -
- "Twere

-
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Beheld his valour, and approv’d his ﬂnght,
Againtt fuch oppofition.
Horatius. Tell not me! .
What's Rome to me ? Rome may excufe her traitor 3
" But I'm the guardian of my houfe’s homour, .
And 1 will punith. Pray ye, lead me forth ;
1 would have air. But grant me ftrength, kmd gods,
‘Fo do this-alt of juftice, and I’ll own,
Whate’er "gainft Rome your awful wills decree,
You ftill are juft and merciful to me, [Exexnt.

Exp of the Tairp AcrT.

ACT IV
SCENE 4 Raom in Horatms: Houﬁ.

. Enter Horatius,, Valena foIlowmg. ]

- HorATIUS.

WAY, away 1—1 feel my ftrength renew’d,
A And I will hunt the viilain thro’ the world :
No defarts hall conceal, nor darknefs hide him.
He is well kill’d in ﬂ:ght ; but he fhall find
, *Tis not fo eafy to elude the vengeance
Of awrong’d tather’s arm, as to efcape
" His adverfarv’s fword.
" Valeria: Reftrain your rage
Biit for amoment, Sir.  When you fhall hear
The whole unravell’d, you will find he’s innocent,
. Horatius, It cannot be.
" - FPaleria. And fee, my brother, comes: - . -
He may perhaps relate— y Pooss

S

Horat'm:. I will not hear him; 3
I will not hﬁen to,my fhame again, ; e
Enter V. :ﬁ:nus. .t ‘
Valerm: I' come with kind condolance, from the King,
To footh a father’s grief, and to exprefs——
Horatius. I've heard itall ; I pray you fpare my blufhes.
I want

-
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1 want not copfolation ; his enough

They perifh'd for their country. ~But the third
Palerins. True, he indeed may well fupply your lofs,
And calls for all your fondnefs.
Horatius. All my vengeance :
And he fhall have 1t, Sir.
¢ Falerius. . What means my Lord?
¢ Are you alone difpleas’d with what he has done P
¢ Horatius. *Tis 1 alone, I find, muit punifh it.”
Valerivs. Vengeance !
¢ Punifh,’ my Lord! What fault has he commmcd ?
Horatius. Why will you double my confuﬁon thus ?
Is flight no fault ? .
Valerius, In fuch a.caufe ashis
*Twas glorious:
Horatius. Glorious! Oh, rare fophifiry !
“To find a way through mfamy to glory !
Valerins, 1 fcarce can truft my Fenfes—lnfamy !
‘W hat, was it infamous to fave his country ? e
Is arta cnme ? Is it the name of ﬂxght
We can’t forgive, though its"ador’d effect:
Reftor’d us all to freedom, fame and empire ?
Heratius, What fame, what freedom ? Who has fav’d
his country ?
¥ almu:. Your fon, my Lord, has done xt. o
Horatius. How, when, where ? :
Valerius. 15t poflible 2 Did you not fuy youknew ?
Horatius. 1 care not what I'’knew—Oh, tell me all !
Is Rome ftill free ?~—~Has Aiba ?—Has my fon?
Tell me———
Falerius. Your fon, my Lord, has flain her champlons.
Horatius; What, Pubhus ?
Valerius. Ay, Publivs. .
Horatius. Oh, let nic clafp thee to me!
Were there not three remaining ¢
Valerius. True, there were ;
But wounded all.
Horatius. Your fifter here had told us
That Rome was vanquifh’d, that my fon was fled
Falerius. And he gxd fly; "bus” twas that flight prpierv’d
All Rome as well as fhe has been deceiv’d. .~ [us.
Hmum.s. Let me again embrace thee—Come, relate i.
D: Did
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Did I not fay, Valeria,.that my boy

Muft needs bedead, or Rome vifteridus?

1 long to hear the manner——Well; Valeriusm
Valerius. Your other fons, my Lord, had paid the dek

They ow’d to Rome, and he slone remain’d -

’Gainft three opponents, whofe united ftrength,

Tho’ wounded each, and robb’d of half their.force, © : 3

Was tilltoo great fur his.: A while heftood .

Their fierce affaults, and then .pretended flight

Only to tire his wounded adverfaries. i
Horatius. Pretended flighit, ahd this fucceeded, ha! :

Oh, glorious boy 4
Falerius. *Twas better ftill, my Lord ;

For all purfued, but not with cqu.xl fpeed. . S

Each, eager for the conqueﬂ prefs'd to reach.him ; |

Nor did the firft, till *t¥as too-late! .pencavc

His fainter brothers panting far behind. £
Horatius. He rook- memfmgly thcnl’ Ameﬁfqun ,

*Twas boy’s play oaly, - . ' \
Falcrius. Never did I fee -

Such univerfal joy, as when the {aft :

Sunk on the ground bencath ‘Horatius?’ fwond ;

Whofeem’d-a while t6 patley as-a friend, / .

And would have given him life, but Caius &orn’d xt.
Valeria. ©ius !-Ohj poor Hormtia ' vy
Horatius. Peace, Icharge theee r = {1 .4y -

Go, dréfsthy face in fmiles, and bid thy’ friend

Woke to new tranfports. Létambition firé her, .,

Wh..t'is a lover loft 2 There's nota youth

In Rome but will adore her. Kings will feek

For her alliance now, anéd m:ghncll chiefs ~ ...

Be honour'd by her fmiles. - Will'they not; youth ¥ ST

~ [ExitVa .
Valeriut. Motk fure, my Lmd, thxs:day has added WorE)

_To her whofe merit was hetorevnnequah d. -,
Horatius, How could 1 ‘doubt his . virtue '—Mugh

Thisis true glory, to preferve his country, - [godd

And bid by one brave act th’ Horatian name . RN

In fime’seternal volumes be enroll’d. ;

¥ Methinks already I behold his triumph.. o

"¢ Rome gazes on him liké a fecond founderg. -\ |~

- T‘hc wond’ring eye of elnldhood views with awe
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™
# The new divinity ; and trembling age
¢ Crowds eager on to blefs him ere it dies !
s ‘Efe long, perhaps, they will raife altars to him,
3 And even with hymns and facrifice adore
v, "Che virtue | fufpe@ted ’—Gracious Heayven !
Where is he ? Let me-fly, and nt his feet
Forget the father; and mplore a pardon
or {uchinjuftice.
Valerius. * You may foon, my Lord
& In his embraces lofe the tond remembrance.
¥ Of your mifiaken rage.” The Kigg erg shis™ *
das from the field difpatch’d him; ¢ he bur ftaid’
‘Till he could fend hjm .home with fome flight honours
bOF featter’d wreaths; and grateful fongs a praife.
¥ For till to-morrow he poftpones the pomp
Of folemn thavks, and:facrifice to HeavVen Lo L
For liberty refloi’d.” But hark'! that fhout !
W hich founds,from far, and feems the mmg‘led vclcc
f thoufands, {peaks him onward on’his wa ' ‘
Eoratiys, How my heart dances'—Yet I blufh to meet
But I will cn. Come come, Horatia ; -leave

him
- [Callmg at t/)e door,
by ofraw far he,hrpd and let'ns fy
¥ith open agms te grtgtoqr qommon glory " [Exit.
N . Bnter Iqum,xa and V. dlena =
8 Horatia. Yes, I will go; thig fa: her s harq command
ghall be obey’d ; .and I will mect (hc corqueror, :
But notin fmiles.. - .
Valerius. Oh, go not, gemle lad)
fight I advife
¥ aleyao Y our gnefg are vet too frefh, "
nd.may oftend him. Do’ not, my Horatia,
" Palerius. Indeed "twere better toav oid his prefcnce ;
will revive: your-{orrows, and reca!l -
51 Horatia. Sir, when L faw you laft T'was a woman,
e fool of nature, a fond prey to grief,
ade upof fighsand tears. Butnow my foul
*Thfdains the very thought of what I was;
vn too callous to be mov’d with toys.
newelly am I netnobly chang’d ¢ -
fad eyes, ot heaves my breafl one groan ?
weldn LDy T No:
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No; for I doubt no longer. *Tis not grief, -
* I'is refolution now, and fix’d defpair.
Valeria. My dear Horatia, you ‘ftrike terrors thro’ me;
‘W hat dreadful purpofe haft thou form’d? Oh, fpeak !
Valerius. ¢ Talk gently to her.’—Hear me yet, fweet
You muftnot go; whatever you refolve, - ! Llady
There is a fight witl plerce ot tb the f(wl. :
Horatia. What fight ?
Valerius. Alas, 1 Ihou!& be glad tb hxde it
But it is——
Horatia. What? "
Palerins, Your brothér wears it mumph it
The very fearf 1 bore to Cutidtius.
Haratmi (WAldy.) Ye gods, hhank ye' 'nsmth joy
hear it, |
If I fhould filter now, tHat fghfWonM rbhze ( -
My, drooping raie, and fiwell the tetpelt louder,” . -
~——But foft; they may prevent me ; tiy: wildpaffion
Betrays my purpote.—I’ll ‘diffémble with them.
[Sbe fits down.
. Valerius. She foftens now. * = - . e
' Paler.a. How do you, my Horatia? :
- Horatia: Alas, my friedd, ti¢ madiefl which T uttefim
Smce you perfuade me tﬁcn, Twill nétigo,. 1./
But lejve me to myfelf ; I would fit heke ;
Alon¢/in filent fadnefs pour my réhfs, .= 7
And editate on my unheard-6f woes, . .
Valerius. [To Valeria.] *Twere well to humour tlns.
But may the nor,
If left alone, do outrage on herfelf.-
Valeria. 1 hdve, prevemed that; fhe has nob near her
One infirument of degth, ' . ]
Valerius. Retire we then.’
¢ But, Oh, not far, fdr now I feel my foul
¢ Still more perplex’d with love. ' Who knows, Valena,
¢ But when this ftorm of grief has blown i its fill,

¢ She may grow calm, and liften to my vows.’ !
[E.mmt Valerius and Valena.

After a jbort ﬁle)m, Horaaa rifes, and comuforwaf}

Horatia. Yes, they are gone; and newbe ﬁrm,my fonl t
. 'This way I can eludetheit fearch, - The heart,
Which

g
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Which doats like mine, muft break to be at eafe. '
Juft now I thought, bad Cuglatips liv'd,
I could have driven him from my breaft for ever.
But death has cancell’d all my wrongs atonce.
—They were not wrongss 'twas virtue which undid us,
And virtue fhall yaige us in the grave,, =’
1 heard them Tay, as they departed hence,
‘That they had robb’d me of -all means of death.
Vain thought! they knew not half Horatia’s purpofe.
Be refolute, my brother ; -let no-weak -~ - .
Unmanly fondnefs mingle-with thy virtue,
And I will touch thee nearly. - Oh, .come on,
*Tis thou alone edn’ft give-Horatia peace, [Exit,

Enp-of the Povren Acr.
¢ o A

‘ACT V.
' SCENE, a Sireetof Rome. - .

Chorus of 1 oubhs and Vitgu: ﬁn:g:’ag aﬁd. /&ttﬁing Bm:ba
of Oak, Flowers, &c... Then eaters Horatius leamiug an
. -~ ¢he. Arm of Publius Horativs. i - . ..~ o
' . CHORUS. .-
THUS, for freedom nobly won, . -
‘Rdme her hafty tribute poursj . ©
And on one vi&torious fon S
Half exhaufts her blooming flores,
R - "A Yourn. " °"
" Scatter here the laurel crown, . " -
Emblem of immortal praife ! S

: '.h;Wvond,’fouaLyouth_!. to thy renown’
Future times fhall altars raife. ;

et o
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A Vném‘. ‘ ' v
Scatter here the myrtle wreath, °
~ Though the bloodlefs victor’s due ; °

Grateful thoufands fav’d from death
Shall devote ‘thjl% wreatli' ¥o you,

| AYours, .
Scatter here the oaken bough; .-
Ev’n for ane averted. fate

We that civic meed beftow—
‘Hefav’d all who fav'd theflate.

ol G-HQ R-U.S, -
Thus, for freedom, &Se.
Horatius. Thou doft forgive me then, my deareft boy,
I cannot tell thee half my ecftafy.
The day which gave thee firlt to.my glad hopes
Was milery to this——I’m mad with tranfport !
Why are ye filont there'?. Again féner .
Your fongs of praife, and in a louder {train
Pour forth. your joy, and tell thg lik'ning fphéres -+
ThacRome is frded by my Horatlus hand. . .
Publius. No more, my#riends.<¥alb muft permit me,
To contradi& you here. Not but my foul, [Sir,
Like yours, is open to the/cHarms of praife:
There is no joy. beyond it, whep the mind -
Of him who hears it can with honeft'pride’

Confefs it juft, and liflen to its mufic.,. ,
But now the toils I haye fuftain’d require ,
Their interval of reft, and every Tex?ﬁ: Y
Is deaf to pleafure. Let me leave you, friends ;
We’re near our home, and would be private now :
To-morrow we'll expeét yourkind attendance
To fhare our joys, and waft our-thanke to heaven.’
- ['4s they are-going off .Horatia rufbes in,

Horatia. Where-is this:mighty chief-? - -

Horatius. My daughter’s voice ! .
I bade her come ; fhe has forgot her forrows,’
_And i3 again my child.

Horatia,
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Horatia. 1s mssnw,‘ hero - o
"That tramples nature’s ties, andnobly foars i
Above the d tates ot humanity ? ’
Let me obferve him well, - ":.
© Pub. What means my fifter?

Horatia, Fhy fifter ! - I difclaim the impious title 5 -
Bafe and ishuman ! Give me back iny hufband, '~ . ™
My life, my foul, my murderd Cusiativs ! ' {

Pub. He rlfh'd tor ‘his coumry : i

Horatia, Gtacious yods, - - ol 1 !
Was’t not enough that thou had'ﬁnmurderéd him, -~ %
But thou muft triumph in-thy guilt, and wear
His bleeding fpoils P—Oh, let me tear them from theé,
Drink the dear drops that ifiu’d from his wounds
More dear ¢¢ me than the whole tide thabfwells © ' .. &
With impious pride a hoftierbtotHer’s: heate. :

Horatizs. Aur { awuke: or 1 it allillafop? ' . -
Was Refor-his thoutcam?ft ... =" o

Publius. Huratia, hear e, - ' Co
Yet I am calm, and can for‘gwe thy folly 3
Would I couldcalt it by no harfher name. . -

But do net tempt e farther-Ge; my fifter, :
Go hide thee from e wotld tor. leta Roman < .|
Know with what iafolence thou dar’ft asow

‘Thy infamy, or what'i§ mare,- my thame

How tamely T forgave it—Go, Horatia.

Horatia, I will not go =What havel touch’d thce then)
And can'lt thou feel ?~——Oh, think not thou fhalt lofe -

Thy fhare of anguifh. I’llpurfue thee fill,
¢ Jrge thee all day with thy .utinatural enmls,
¢ Tear, harrow up thy: breaft:?: and then dt night’
I'H be the fury that fhall haunt chy dveams ; .
Wake thee with fhrieks, and place before thy fight
Thy marigled friendsin all their pomp of horror,

Pub, Away withher! ’tis womanifh complaxmng.
Think’ft thou fuch trifles can alarm the man
Whoie nobleft paffion is his country’s love ?

¢ —Let it be thine, and learn to beéar affliction.’

Horatia. Curfeon my country’slove, the trick ye teach
*To make us flaves beneath the mafk of virtue; - [us
To rob us of each. foft endearmg fenfe,

. And
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And violate the firft great law within us.

1 fcorn the impious paflion.
Publius. Have a care;

Thou’ft touch’d a ftring which may awake ,my vengeance.
Horatia. {.4fide.] Then it fhall ¢ do it.’
Pub. Ob, 1f thou'dar’t prophane

‘That facrcd tie which winds about my heart,

By heaven 1 fwar,\by thegreat gods who rule

The fate of empires, 'tis not this fond weakpefs .

Which hangs upon me, and retards my juflice, -

Nor even thy fex, which fhall protect thee from me.

[Clapping bis band on bis fword.
Horatius. Dragher away—thou’lt make me curfe thee,
girl— . . -

JIndeed fhe’s mad. i [7'0 Publius,
Horatia. Stand off, Iam DOt mad-— :

Nay, draw thy fword ;. I do defy thee, murderer, .

Barbarian, Rowan '—Mad' The name of Rome .

- Makes madmen of youall; @y curfes on it,

¢ 1 do deteft its.impious’ pohcy.

Rife, rife, ye ftates (Ob, that my voice could fire

Your tardy wrath !) confoundits felfith greatnefs,

Rafe its proud walls, and lay its towersin athes! =
Pub, llbearpomore— .- . [Drawing bis fword,
Horatius, DiftraGion !——Force her oft—

a, Hara/x S BStrugglmg] Could I but prove the Hclen
: eftro :
’I’l'ns curs'd t,mfoclal ftate, I’d die with tranfport
Gaze on the fpreading fires—"till the laft pile

Sunk in the blaze—then mingle with its ruins, =
Pub. “Thou fhalt notliveto that.” . [Ewxit after btr.
Thus perith all the enemiesof Rome.’ [li’ubo:u.
Re-enter Valerius.

Palerius, Oh, horror! horrar! execrable adt ;
If there be law in Rome ; ; if there be juftice,
. By Rome, and allits gods, thou fhalt not ’fcape. [_E.wt.'

Re-enter Publius, followed by Horatia, wounded.

Horatia. Now thouw’ft indeed been kind, and I forgive
The death of Curiatius; this laft ‘blow .+ [you
" Has cancell’d all, and thou’rt again my brother.

Horatius. Heavens! what a Eght' )
‘ A daughtc:
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A daughter bleeding by a brother’s hand ! -
My child! my child! S
Horatia. What means this tendernefs ? I thought to fee
Inflam’d with rage againft a worthlefs wretch . [ydu
Who has difhonour’d your illuftrious race,
And ftain’d its brighteft fame~: in pity look not
Thus kindly on me, for I have injur'd you.
Horatius. Thou haft not, girl ;
I faid *twas madnefs, but he would not hear me.
Horatia. Qh, wrong him not; his a& was noble juf«
I forc’d him to the deed ; for know, my father, [tice,
» It was not madnefs, but the firm refult
Of fettled reafon, and deliberate thought.
1 was refolv’d on death, and witnefs, Heaven,
1’d not have died by any hand but his,
For the whole round of fame his worth fhall boaft
‘Threugh future ages.
Horatius, What haft thou faid ? Wert thou fo benton
Was all thy rage diffembled ? [death ?
Horatia. Alas, my father!
Allbut my love was falfe ; what that infpir'd
1 utter’d freely. . -
But for the reft, the curfes which I pour'd
On heaven-defended Rome, were meerly lures
To tempt his rage, -and perfect my deftruction.
Heaven ! with what tranfport I beheld him mov’d !
How my heart leap’d to mget the welcome point,
Stain’d with the life blood of my Curiatius,
Cementing thus our union ev’n in death, - | :
Pzb. My fifterlive ! I charge theelive, Horatia! -
-Oh, thou haft planted daggers here, - ,
Hobratia. My brother ! - _ .
Can you forgive metoo! thenI am happy.
1 dar’d not hope for that? Ye gentle ghotts
‘That rove Elyfium, hear the facred found !
My father and my brother both forgive me !
I have again their fanétion on my love..
Ol let me haften to thofe happier climes,
Where unmolefted, we may fhare our joys,
Nor Rome, nor Alba, fhalldifturb us more. [Dies.
Horatius, *Tis gone, the prop, the comfort of my age.
Let merefleét; this morn I had three children,
- :N'o happier father hail’d the fun’s uprifing :

.

Now,
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Now,.] have none, for, Publius, thou muft die:
Blood calls for blood—to expiate one parricide, -
Juftice demands another—-Art thou ready ? o
Publius. Strike ! *Hs the ‘confummation of iny- wifbles
To die, and by your hand.” = "~ e T
Horatius. Oh; blindoldman! -~~~
Would't thou lift up thy facrilegious band .
Againft the chief, the god that {av’d thy eountry ? v
_There’s fomething in that face, that awes my foul,” -
Like a divinity. Hence, thou vile weapon, * )
Difgrace my hand no more.' * cor
(A ery without. Juftice! * Jaftice !

What noife is that?’
' Enter Volfcinius. Ee

olf. All Rome, my Lord, has taken the alarm, and

Of citizens enrag’d, are pofting hither, i [crowds
To call for juftice on the head of ‘Publius. :

- " Horatius. Ungiateful men! how dare they ¥ Let them
come. ' DR

Enter Fullus, .Yale‘riué,. :c'u‘x;_l Cjtfzéﬁ}.

Palerius. See, fellow citizens, fee whers fe lies, = !
The bleeding victim. S Co
Tuilus. Stop, unmanner’d youth?! :
Think'ft thou we know not wherefore we are here ?
Seeft thow yon drooping fire ? : .
Horativs. Permit them, Sir. ~ v
Tullus. What would you, Romans? :
Falerius, We are come, dread Sir,
In the behalf of murder'dinnocence ; bt
Murder’d by him, the man Lo L
FHoratius. Whofe conquering afm '
Has fav’d you all from ruin.  Oh, fliame ! -fhame !
_ Has Rome no gratitude # Do’ye not bluth
To think whom your infatiate rage purfues? < ' "
Down, down, and worfhip Wl Lt
1/ Citizen. Does he plead for him?:"+ - =
d Citizen.Does'he forgive his daught ’s dedth ?* !
Horativss He does, = =~ -7t 7 AL !
- And glories in it, gloties ih the thought "
. That there’s one Roman left who dares be grateful 5
1f youare wrong’d, then whatam 12 Muft 1
I S -
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Be taught my duty by th’ affected tears ,
Of ftrangers to my blood ? Had I been wrong’d,
d know a father’sright, and hadrnot atk’d
This ready-talking Sir, to bellow for me,
And mouth my wrongs in Rome.
" Palerins, Friends, countrymen, regard notwhat he fays ;
Stop, ftop your ears, nor hear a frantic father
Thus plead againft his child.
Horatius. He does belie me, .
What child haveI? Alas! I have but one,
And him you would tear from me.
Al Citizens. Hear him ! hear him !
Pxb. No; lliet me {peak. Think’ft thou, ungrateful
outh, '
To hurt m};v quiet? Iam hurt beyond :
Thy power to harm me. Death’s extremetft tortures
Were happinefs to what I feel. Yet know,
My injur’d honour bids me live; nay, more,
It bids me even defcend to plead for life.
But wherefore wafte I words # ’ I'is not to him,’
But you, my countrymen, to you, I fpeak;
He lov’d the maid.
1/ Citizen. How ! lqv’d her!
Pxb. Fondly lov’d her;
And under fhew of public juftice, fcreens
A private paffion, and a mean revenge,
Think you I lov’d her not ? High heaven’s my witnefs,
How tenderly I lov’d her ; and the pangs
I feel this moment, could you fee my heart, °
*Twould prove too plainly, I am fill her brother,
1 Citizen. He fhall be fav’d. :
Valeriys has mifled us.
Al Citizens. Save him ! fave him !
Tullus. If yet a doubt remains,
Behold that virtuous father, who could boaft
This very morn, a numerous progeny,
‘The dear fupports of his declining age ;
‘Then read the fad reverfe with pitying eyes,
And teH your eonfcious hearts they fell for you.
Horatius. 1T'am o’erpaid by that, nor claim I ought
On their accounts ; by high heaven, I fwear,
E

~
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1°d rather fee him added to the heap,
Than Rome enflav’d.

1A Citizen. Oh, excellent Horatius !

Al Citizens. Save him ! fave him !

Fuwllus. Then I pronounce him free. And now, Hora-
The evening of thy ftormy day atlaft [tius
Shall clofe in peace. Here, take him to thy breaft. *

Horatius. My fon, my conqueror ! ’twas a fatal ftroke,
But fhall not wound our peace. This kind embrace
Shall fpread a fweet oblivion o’er our forrows ;

Or, if in after times, though ’tis not long |
"That I fhall trouble you, fome fad remembrance,
Should fteal a figh, and peevifh age forget
Its refolution, only boldly fay
Thou fav’dft the ftate, and I'll entreat forgivenefs.
Leatn hence, ye Romans, on how fure a bafe
The patriot builds his happinefs ;
Grief may to grief in endlefs round fucceed,
And nature fuffer when our children bleed ;
But ftill fuperior muft that hero prove,

Whofe firft, beft paffion, is his country’s love,

Exp of the Firtn Acr.
5 o
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"EPILOGUE,

I ADIES, by me our courteous author fends
~ His compliments to all bis female friends,
And thanks them from his foul for every bright
Indulgent tear which they have fbed to-night.
Sorrow in wirtue's canfe proclaims a mind,
And gives to beauty graces more refin’d.
Oby who could bear the lovelicf form of art,
A cherub’s face, avithout a feeling heart !
*Tis there alone, whatewer charms we boaf?,
"Though men may flatter, and.though men may toaft,
*Tis there alone they find the joy fincere,
The avife, the parent, and the friend are there,
Al elfe, the verieft rakes themfelves muft own,
Are but t&efahg; Play-things of the towwn ;
The painted clouds, which glittering tempe the chac:
Then melt in air, and mock the vain embrace.
Well then ; the private wirtues, *tis confeff,
Are the foft inmates of the female breafi.
But then, they fill fo full that crouded fpace,
That the poor public feldom finds a place,
And I fufpeit there’s many a fair-one bere,
Who pour’d ber forrows on Horatia's bier ; .
That fiill retains fo much of flefb and blood, . :
She'd fairly hang the brother, if fbe could. -
Why, ladies, to be fure, if thatbe all, _
At your tribunal he muft fland or fall,
Whate'er bis country or his fire decreed,
Zou are bisjudges now, and he muft plead.
Like otber culprityouths, beavanted grace ;
But could have no felf-intereft in the cafe.
Had fbe been wife, or miftrefs, or a friend,
1t might bave anfwer’dfome convenient end ; 5
‘ ut
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But a mere fifier, whom be lov'd—to take
Her life away,—and for bis country’s fake !

" Faith, ladies, you may pardon bim ; indeed
There’s wery little mer the crime fbould fpread.
True patriots are but rare among the men,

And really might be ufeful now and then.

Lben do not tf:ck, By your difapprobation,

A [pirit which might rule the Britifb nation,

Aud fill might rule——vould you but f¢1 the fafbion,

&
k= .

¥



AN

ALPHABETICAL LIST
| or
P L. A Y S
- .In thi§ WO"RK.,

o e

_ v : ' Vol. .
- Ctiilles, an Opera, by Gay —— 9
-\ Albion Queens, a Tragedy, by Mr. Banks 14
Alchymift, a Comedy, by Ben Jonfon 17

Alexander the Great, a Tragedy, by:Lee. —— 7
All for Love, a Tragedy, by Dryden

Alzira, a Tragedy, by A. Hill, Efq.« ‘' —— 'xg
Ambitious Step-Mother, a Tragedy, by Rowe 16
Amphitryon, aComedy, by Dryden -~ " =% - 1T
Aana Bullen, aTragedy; by Banks =~ e—— 14
Barbaroffa, -a-Tragedy, by Dr. Brown = —— 10
Beaux Stratagem, by Farquhar —_— 2.
Beggar’s Opera, by Gay — 9.
Beadicia, a-Tragedy; by Glovet 20 .
Bold Stroke for-a:Wife; by Mrs. Centlivre 6

Byothers, a-Tragedy, by Dr. ¥oung = - ewmea 14
Bufiris, a Tragedy, by Dr. Young - — 16
Bufy Body, a Comedy, by Mrs, Centlivie mmee 8

E 3 o Comg



[ 2]
’ Volo
Carelefs Hufband, a Comedy, by Colley. Cibber 8
Cato, a.Tragedy, by Addifon : T3
Chances, a Comedy, by the Duke of Buckingham 13

Committee, a Comedy, by Howard 2
Comus a Mafque, by Milton —— "9
Cuufcderacl, a Comedy, by Sir John Vanbrug 15
Conlciuus Lovers, a Comedy, by Steele 4
Conftant Couple, a Comedy, by Farquhar 15

Counuay Wife, a Comedy, by Wycherly —— 13
Country Lafles, a Comedy, by Charles Johnfon 19
Creufa, a-Iragedy, by W. Whitehead, Efg. ~ ° 20

Diftreft Mother, a Tragedy, by A. Phillips —— 1
Don Sebaftian, a Tragedy, by Dryden — 12

Double Dealer, a Comedy, by Congreve 13
Double Gallant, a Comedy, by C. Cibber 13
Douglas, a Tragedy, by Hume  — 20
Drummer, a Comedy, by Addifon — Ir
Eart of Effex, a Tragedy, b;' Jones - —

Edward the Black Prince, a Tragedy, by Shirley 1&

Eleftra, a Tragedy, by Theobald
Elvira, a Tragedy, by D. Mallet 20
Every Man in his Humour, a Comedy, by Ben Jonfon 2

16

Eurydice, a Tragedy, by Mallet — 16
Fair Penitent, a Tragedy, by Rowe — 3
Fair Quaker of Deal, by Shadwell »7
Foundling, a Comedy, by Moore —_— 13-
Funeral, a Comedy, by Steele — 3
Gametfter, a '_I'ragc;dy;_ by Maore . . wm—— 12
Gamefters, a Comedy, by Shirley — 19

Gentle Shepherd, an Opera, by Allan Ramfay 9
George Barnwell, a Tragedy, by Lillo = ——
Guftavus Vafa, a Tragedy, by Brooke —_— ,§

{gnc Shore, a Tragedy, ﬁy N.Rowe = 1

nconftant, a Comedy, by Farquhar =~ —— 13
1fabella, a Tragedy, by Sputhern | - emamm = -
2 —— T : - King "’
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King Charles I. a Tragedy, by Havard —_ 12

Lady Jane Gray, a Tragedy, by Rowe o 7
Lady’s Laft Stake, a Comedy, by Cibber ~— —em xg
Love Makes a Man, a Comedy, by C. Cibber
Love for.Love, a Comedy, by Congreve .—— 8
Love’s Laft Shift, a Comedy, by Cibbés = am . 1%

Mahomet, a Tragedy, bx Miller  ~— Y 4
Mariamne,_a Tragedy, by Fenton —_— 14
Merope, a Tragedy, by Hill — 10
Mourning Bride, a Tragedy, by Congreve: == 3
Mifer, aComedy, by Fielding _— 6
Miftake, a Comedy, by, Vanbrugh — 1g

OEdipus, a Tragedy, by Drydenand Lee @~ — 12
Old Batchelor, a Comedy, by Congreve  ew——— 3
Orooncko, a Tragedy, by Southern —— 10
Orphan, a Tragedy, by Otway —— 5

Phzdra and Hippolitus, a Tragedy, by Smith 10 .
Philafter, a Tragedy, by Beaumont and Fletcher 18
Polly. an Opera, by Gay 9
Provok’d Wife, a Comedy, by Vanbrugh e 2
Provok’d Hufband, a Comedy, by Cibber — 6

Recruiting Officer, a Comedy, by Farquhar —— 4
Refufal, a Comedy, by Cibber 13

. Rehearfal, a Comedy, by the D. of Buckingham 1 5
Relupfe, a Comedy, by Vinbrugh — 11
Revenge, a Tragedy, by Young - —— 12
Rival Queens, a Tragedy, by Lee —_ 7
Roman Father, a Tragedy, by W. Whitehead 20

Royal Convert, a Tragedy, by Rowe o 7
Rule 2 Wife and have a Wife, a Comedy, by Beaumont
and Fletcher - 4

She Wou’d and She Wou'd Not, a Comedy, by Cibber 6
Siege of Damafcus, a Tragedy, by Hughes 1
Sir Harry Wildair, a Comedy, by Farquhar 15
Sophogifba, a Tragedy, by Thomfon — 18

Spanifh
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Spanith Frhf, a Comed y by Dryden - 12 -
Sapll":)‘iciousHufbahd, a éomedy, by Dr. Hoadley- 'i "
‘Famesrlane,-a Tragedy, by N. Rowe -+ ' s 5 .
"Fancred and Sigifmunda, a Tragedy; by Thothfos ' g
Tender Hufhand, a Comedy, by Steele: " - ol ' § -
"Bhepdofius, a Tragedy, by .Le¢ 't ) e ey
Twin Rivals, a Comedyy by Farquhar:: — gy

Venice Preferv’d, a Tragedy, by Otway * - we - - 1

Virginia, a Tragedy, by Crifp ~ - s~ = ;8
. Ulyfles, a Tragedy; by Rowe /" commemmcs’ 18
Volpens; -a Comedy, by Ben Jonfon.  — * 59
Way of the World, a Comedy, by Congreve - T
Wonder, a Comedy, by Mrs. Ceptl@vre A
Ximena, a Tragedy, by Cibber = e

Zara, a Tragedy;-by A;Hill: -~ . —& - x

{?@
i
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ALPHABETiC'AL LIST

0’ THE

PERFORMERS

Reprefented in the PLATES. -

Charaflers. Plays., . 7l,
Bington Mrs. in Clarinda, Sufpxcnous Hufband, _ ¢
in Mifs Prue. Love for Love. 8

in Eftifania. Rule a Wife and have

: aWife,. ..

in Aurelia. Twin Rivals, 11
in Mrs. Pinchwife. The Country Wife, 1q
Baddeley Mr. in Petulant, Way of theWorld. 11
Barry Mr. in Jaffier. Venice Preferv’d. 2
in Bajazet. Tamerlane. 3
Barry Mrs, in Bclvndera. Venice Preferv’d. 2
in Selima. Tamerlane. 3
in Athenair, Theodofius. 7

in Phadra. Phedra and Hippoli-
o tus. 10
in Mariamne. Mariamne. 14
e~ in Sophonifba. Sophonifba, 18

Benfley:
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Characters. Plays. . - Pal.
Benfley Mr. in Mahomet.” 'Mahomct « 7
———— in Bufiris. . Bufiis. - 16
Booth Mr.in Lord Froth. . The Double Dealer. 1 3
Brereton Mr. in Don Alonzo. The Revenge. 12
Brown Mifs in Polly. Polly. 9

Bulkley Mrs. in Angelina, Love MakesaMan. 6
in Lady Dainty. The Double Gallant, :3
in Mrs. Wilding.  The Gamefters. 19

Catley Mifs in Euphrofyne.. , Comus. - - - 9
Cibber Mrs. in Monimia, The Orphan. 5
Clarke Mr. in Procles. Eurydice. 16
Dodd Mr. inLord Foppington. Carelefs Hufband. 8
m ’I'mfel The Drummer. 1L

l"oote Mr. in Fondlemﬁe. ' “Fhe OId Batchelor, =z
Garrick Mr m Lufi Zara. 3
it Joh rutc. The Provek’d Wife. 2

in Ranger. Sufpicious Hufband. 4

in Tancred. Tagcred andSigifmun-
Qv 2y

.in Demetrius, . . The Brothers. C af

= in‘Abel Drugger.  Alchymift, 1y
Grevxlle Mrs. in Sir Harry, ~ Sir Harry Wildair, 15
Hartley Mrs. in Jae Shore.  Jane Shore. 5
.——-—-m Cleopatra, - All for Love. Iy
in Lady Jane Gray. Lady Jane Gray. 7

in Imoinda, Oroonoko. - " 10

in Almeyda. ‘Don Sebaftian. 12

in Mary Q_ of Scots. Albion (Lleens. 71

— ip Elvira, Elvira, - 20

. Henderfon Mr. in Bay et The Rehéarfal. 15
in Don John... The Chances. - 18

Hopkins Mrs. in Lady Brump- ] »
ton. The Funeral, 8
Mifs P. in Aura. The Country Laffes. 19
Hopkxns Mifs P. in MifsNotable, Lady’s laft Stake. 19
e Mifs in Irene. Barbarofia, 10

Hopkins
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CharaBers.

Hopkins'M_'gfp in Arettiufa,
. Hull Mr. in King Charles,

eme—— in Voltore. -.

 Hunter Mrs. in Penelope,

1n Boadicia.

King Mr. in Liffardo.
in Marplot. -

Leflingham Mrs. in Oriana.

XLewis Mr. in Zamor.

Macklin Mr. ia Sir Gilbert

~Wrangle.
Mifs in Camillo.
Mafley Mrs. in Chriftina,

“Mattocks Mr. in Achilles.

Mzts. in Elvira.
Moody Mr. in Teague.

j’alrﬁér Mr. in Beverley.

Parfons Mr. in Periwiakle.

Pope Mifs in Biddy Tipkin.

+———in Corinna. -
in Dorcas Zeal,
in Rofetta.

Pullen Mafter in Child,

Quick Mr. in Judge Gripus.
—————in Alderman Smug-

gler.
Reddifh Mr. in Bevil.

Robigfon Mrs. in Amanda,

Rofs Mr. in Effex. |

Sheridan Mr. in Cato,

in OEdipus.
Shuter Mr. in Lovegold,
S.nith Mr, in Phocias.

Plays, Pol.
Philafter. : 18
King Charles,- -- -- -#2

. Volpone. e s _'9
Ulyﬂ.CS‘ i - - ]-g
Boadicia, .. -20.
The Wonder. 4

. The Bufy Body.

.The Inconftant.’ - 13

Alzina, 10
~TheRefufal, © 1g
‘The Miftake. 19
Guftavus Vafa, 18
Achilles. o 9

The Spani(h Friar. 13

‘The Committee, 2

' The Gametter. ‘ 413

A Bold Stroke for a

Wife. ~ 6
Tender Hufband. - 8
The Confederacy., - 1 5
Fair Quaker of - Deali-17
The-Foundlings- <13

Ifabella. 5
A&)phitryon{. S 11

The Conﬁant Couple, 1 [

The Confcious Lovers, 4
Love’s Laft Shift, - 1y
The Earl of Effex. 3

Cato. 3
OEdipus. 12
The Mifer.

6
Siege of Damafcus. 1
Smith



[ 4
. Charalers.
Smith Mr. in Lord Townly..
in Archer.
in Alexander.
in Norfolk,
in Publius.

Vernon Mr. in Macheath,
Vincent. Mr. in Eumenes.

Ward Mrs. in Rodogune.
Webfler Mr. in Douglas,
Woodward Mr. in Bobadil,

in Captain Brazen.
Mrs. in Peggy,

Wrighten

Wroughton Mr. in Barnwell. -

in Prince Edward,

Yates Mr. in Don Manuel.
Yates Mrs. in Zara.

in Califta.

— in Ifabella, .
in Lady Townly.
in Berinthia,
e 1 Ximena. - -
in Ele&rﬁ. i

in Virginia,
Younge Mifs in Zara,

in Artemifa,

in Creufa.
in Hermoine.
e in Sigifmunda,

<

" The Royal Convert. -

3

Plays,
Provok’d Hufband.
The Beaux Staatagem.
Alexander the Great.

VAR

-- Anna Bullen.

Roman Father.

The Beggar’s Opera. .
Merope. 1¢

-

Douglas. 2¢

_ Every Man in his Hu- B

mour. - z
TheR ecruiting Officer. 4
The Gentle Shepherd.
George Barnwell,

Edward the Black
Prince. 16

She Wou'd and She
- Wou’d Not. - 6
- Zara. Co 1
. The Fair Penitent. 3
Ifabella, 4
Provok’d Hufband. 6
The Relapfe. - 1§
Ximena. - I4
Ele@ra.- 16
Virginia, 18

The Mourning Bride, 3

The Ambitious Step-
Mother. 16

Cr:ufa,

. Q
‘The Diftreft Mother. 1

- ‘Tancred and Sigifmun-

da,

5
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