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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

ZrNoB1A, Princefs of ARMENIA, wife to RHa-
DAMISTUS.

Ruapamistus, Piince of IBERIA.

TiriDATES, a2 PARTHIAN Primnce, in love with
ZENOBIA.

AL, a thepherdefs.

ZorYRus, a falfe Friend to ReapamisTus, in love
with ZeNoBi1A.

Miruranes, Confidant to TIRIDATES.
Followers of ZoryRvs.

Soldiers of TIRIDATES.

ScENE near ARTAXATA, the capital of ArRMENIA.



Z EN O BT1IA

ACTIL SCENE L
A deep flony valley, furrounded by rocks and fhaded

with thick trees.

Ruapamistus affeep upon a rock, ZOPYRUS ob-
JServing him with attention.

Zop. O! no, I am not deceiv’d, ’tis Rhadamiftus:
How favouring ftars have anfwer'd to my wifhes !
I have long purfued his fteps ; and chance has now
Expos’d him to my arm, immers'd in fleep,
Alone in this fequefter'd part. Negle&t not
The gift that Fortune offers—Let him die :

This even his father bids; he hates in him
The rival of his throne, and I, in him,
The rival of my love—Then let me ferve
My vengeance and my king.
[about to draw his fword.
Rhad. [dreaming.] Leave me in peace.

Zop. He wakes! malicious fate !—We muft

diffemble.
Rhad. Leave me in peace, O ever honour'd
fhade ! ’ [waking.

B2 Zop.
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Zop. Almighty powers ! A
[ feeming not to have feen him before.
Rhad. My ftars ! what do I fee!
Zop. Ha! Rhadamiftus !

Rhad. Art thou Zopyrus? - [rifing.
Zop. O! prince! thy country’s boaft, the care
of Heaven, '

- Belov'd of Afia and thy faithful Zopyrus ;
And is it given me once again to fee thee ?
O'! let me on that royal hand imprefs

A thoufand times the kifs of layalty.

Rhad. What evil chance has led thy feet to tread
Thefe horrid rocks, which fcarcc the fun has
known ?

Zop. 1 fly the rage of impious Pharafmanes.
Rkad. Guard more thy fpeech : remember he’s
' thy king,
And Rhadamiftus’ father—Say, what crime
Secks he in thee to punifh ?
Zop. This alone,
That I am friend to yeu.
Rhad. Alas! 'tis juft;
All, all fhould now abhor me—I confefs it.
O'! I'm an objeét hateful to the livi ing,
And hateful to myfelf.
~Zop. Not fo, my lord,
You are unharoy, but not criminal ;
I know
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I know your cruel fortune.

Rhad. Little fure
Thou know’ft my fatal ftory.

Zop. Yes, I know
That all Armenia rofe in arms, and deem’d ,
In you they view'd the murderer of their king.
But well I know, that from your father came
The blow in {ecret dealt; that he with art
Transferr’d the guilt to you—Zenobia too—

Rhad. O! ceafe
Zop. And why, my prince ?
Rhad. With that dear name
Thou ftabb’ft my foul.
Zop. But late the was your joy.
I’m not to learn you fought her hand in marriage.

- Rhad. 1 fought and I obtain’d it—Such a trea-
fure,
Alas! was mine—But O! ye Gods !-——

Zop. You weep :
Have you then loft her? Speak: where is Ze-
nobia ?
What fate could ¢’er divide fuch happy bands?

Rkad. Ah! Zopyrus, fhe's dead, and died by
me. :

Zop. By you ?—]Juft Gods! and why—

Rhad. Becaufe the earth

Has ne’er produc’d a wretch like Rhadamiftus ;
A monfter
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A monfter void of good ; becaufe I knew not
To curb the mad excefs of jealous fury.

Zop. 1 know not what your words intend.

Rlad. Then hear:
Believ'd a traitor by Armenia’s fons
In tumult rais’d, thou know’ft I was conftrain’d
But late to fly. Along Araxes’ banks
I took my courfe : my lov’d Zenobia then
(Too virtuous confort !) would with me partake
My toil and peril ; but her tender frame
To thefe unequal prov’d—By flow degrees
Her firength grew lefs, and pale and breathlefs now
With tardy fteps fhe follow’d, when the tread
Of fierce purfuers, thickening at our heels,
Drew near and nearer— O! my much-lov'd
lord !” '

(At length fhe cried) I faint! I can no more——
¢ Save, fave thy life alone; but let thy weapon
« Firft pierce this bofom : leave me not expos'd
¢ To hoftile fury.” Think, O! think, my friend,
What then was Rhadamiftus—Loft in grief,
And frantic with defpair, I wept, I rav’d;
When, O! my Zopyrus, the fatal moment
Was come, when full before my eyes I faw
The Parthian Tiridates’ banners wave :
I faw, I knew him; and that inftant banith’d
My fmall remains of reafon : then to mind
I call'd the loves of him and my Zenaobia,
RefleQion told me all defence was vain

Ta
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To fave her from his hands ; and cruel fancy

Now fhew’d my confort in a rival’s arms.

I trembled, while a fudden chillnefs crept

Through all my veins, and every thought was
madnefs.

My tongue refus’d its utterance ; night appear-d

To cloud the air and veil the troubled fun.

"Zop. On what could you refolve ?

Rhad. Furious, diftracted,
I drew my fword and plung’d it, (Heavenly -
' powers !)
Deep in my confort’s breaft, and next my own :
Senfelefs fhe funk within Araxes’ ftream,
While on his banks I ftagger’d, reel'd and fell.

Zop. Unhappy princefs !

Rhad. For my punithment,
I died not with the wound : the fudden fall
Conceal’d me from the foes. At morning light
A ftranger’s pitying hand convey’d me thence—
—But thou attend'fl not; with diforder'd looks
Thou feem’ft abforb’d in thought. I know too
. well '

What thou would'ft fay—Thou marvell'ft flill to

fee

The earth fupport me ; that thefe favage rocks
Fall not in vengeance on my guilty head.
Believe that I am punifth’d ; Heaven is juft :
The righteous Gods have, for my chaftifement,
' Confign'd
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Confign'd me to myfelf to feel the ftings,
The cruel ftings of late but dire remorfe.

Zop. [afide]] What fhall I do? This arm will
not fuffice
Alone, to take the forfeit of his crimes.

Rhad. 1 know what juftice now demands. This
hand '
Should free a paflage for my guilty foul : |
But let me firft find out thofe dear remains ;
Pay them the laft fad rites of fepulture,
Then clofe thefe eyes in death. Unburied, now
Her {pirit wanders ‘midft thefe gloomy fhades ;
I fee it ever flit before my eyes :
I have no peace—O! let us then, my friend, :
Depart ta feek her. [ going.
Zop. Hold : for while the foes '
Enclofe us round, the attempt would prove in
vain. °
Here, in this vale, awhile remain conceal’d,
And wait for my return : with utmoft fpeed
I haften to purfue the pious fearch.
Rhad. Then beitfo. Go, Zopyrus, and then—
' Zop. No more: confide in me, nor quit this
place;;
Expect me foon. Meantime, my prince, compofe
Your troubled foul, and moderate your forrows.
Think what you owe yourfelf : forget that face,
And from remembrance rafe the once-lov’d name.

Rhad.,
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Rhad. Fain would I, Zopyrus, take thy friendly

council, .
But O! what power can drive her image hence?

Ah! why, when fated to fuftain
The lofs of all we love below,

Mutft recollection ftill remain
To keep alive a curelefs woe ?

When grief is vain the afflited mind.
Will prize the blefling once our own ;

And each negleted good we find
Then more, by lofs, feverely known.
[Exit.
SCENEIL

~ ZorYRUs alone.

Alas! Zenobia, all my hopes are vanifh’d—
Yes, tyrant, thou fhalt meet thy due reward.
Soon, with my trufty friends, not far conceal’d,
I'll haften to return and glut my vengeance,
And from its bofom tear thy treacherous heart. -

The wretch fhall fall with gafping’breath,
And ftruggling in the pangs of death,

Shall view the hand by which he dies.
Let him but fall : let Pheebus’ light
For me be chang’d to endlefs night,

So day to him its beam denies. - [Exiz.

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

An open country watered by the river Araxes: on
one fide are pafloral cottages, and on the other
Jfide the view is terminated by a range of pleafant
hills. At the foot of the neareft hill is a ruftic

~ grotto, the entrance almoff covered with ivy and
Shrubs. At a difiance beyond the river is feen
the royal city of Artaxata, with a magnificent
bridge leading 1o it. ‘The Parthian army en-
camped by the river.

Enter Zenos1a and ABGLE from one of the
cottages.

Zen. No, gentle Agle, feek not to attend
Zenobia’s fteps : I muft not now permit thee,
A wretched fugitive, who knows, alas!
Where fate may lead me next? Should I receive

thee
To fhare my dangers, ill muft I repay -
The goodnefs of thy heart; enough already
Thy kindnefs has been thewn : let this fuffice.
Twice have I liv'd by thee: thy pity drew me
From the fwift eddies of Araxes’ tide :
My wounded bofom by thy care was heal'd :
I found a fweet afylum in thy cottage,
And thou to me wert comforter and friend,

Companion and advifer : leaving thee,
1 My
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My lofs is more than thine. Thou muft not hence;
In this thou haft no will : thy duty here

Detains thee near an aged father ; mine
Commands me to purfue 2 hufband loft :

Our feveral duties claim us each—Farewell,

Agl. But thus alone, without a guide, to trace
Thefe favage woods—Such courage in a woman
Is furely wondrous.

Zen. Long I've been inur'd
To every trial. From my earlieft age
I learn’d to fuffer : thrice five years are paft
Since, once before, Armenia’s rebel fons
Conftrain’d my flight ; and then, alas! I loft
A dear and infant fifter, ravifh’d from me;

Or happier, fhe amidft the tumult perifh’d,
While I fiill live referv’d for endlefs woes.
Zgl. And would’ft thou, midft fuch peril, thus
purfue '
A cruel hufband’s fteps ?

Zen. More kindly name
A hero fam’d for every royal virtue.

/Egl. 13 jealous fury then a royal virtue ?

Zen. Say, who is perfe¢t ? Let us learn to par-

don
The faults of others while we view our own.
Agl. To flay his wife !—
Zen. Involuntary crimes

We call not guilt.—Alas ! in fuch a fate
My




12 ZENOBIA. [acT 1.

My Rhadamiftus was no more himfelf,

But, urg’d by fudden frenzy, rais’d his weapon.
Not Rhadamiftus then affail'd Zenobia :

Not love, but fury ftruck ; nor faw he then
The vitim of his momentary rage.

AZigl. O generous dame ! permit me now to
feek
For tidings of your {poufe, while you remain—

Zen. No, deareft Aigle, no—it muft not be.
My longer tarriance here would rifk too far
Zenobia's fame and virtue,

Agl. How, Zenobia

Zen. Full well I know thou little canft conceive
What mean my words : then hear, and truly fay
If fear in me is blame. The youthful leader"
Of yonder {quadrons, which thou fee’ft encamp’d,
Is Tiridates, brother to the king
Who fways the Parthian fceptre. Never yet
The Gods have form’d a prince who better claim’d
The love of all : a {pirit more exalted,

A form more graceful, or of gentler manners.

I lov’d him, and was lov’d, (without a blufh

- I may confefs a paffion fince fubdued)

He wifh’d, he fought my hand : my father gladly
Receiv'd his fuit, but Rhadamifius then

With him contended for Zenobia's faith ;

And hence the king, my father, urg’d my lover
To feek for fuccour from his royal brother,

Of arms and warriors : ftrengthen’d thus againft
2 His
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His rival’s force, to feek Armenia’s court,

And tie th’ expeéted knot. He parted thence,
And I remain’d. I tremble, while remembrance
Recalls that mournful parting : well my heart
Prefag’d in that, alas! our laft farewell.

While anxious, reftlefs ftill, my ardent vows
Would haften his return, one day my father
Declar'd, (O! death to hear!) he with’d me now
The wife of Rhadamiftus; that a caufe '
Of high import had chang’d his former purpofe ;
That my refufal would expofe to peril

- His peace, his throne, his dignity and life.
What could I do, a fubjeél and a daughter ?,

I wept, deplor'd my fate, and begg’d to die;
But I obey’d; nor was my hand alone

Given at his will : I gain’d a mightier conquett,
And moulded my affeGions to his choice :

With honour’s ties I fortified my virtue,

And facrific’d the lover to the wife.

Agl. And faw you never Tiridates more ?

Zen. Forbid it all ye powers! This fear alone
Now drives me hence ; not that I dqubt myfelf:
No, Agle, no; I feel Zenobia's foul
By reafon meafures every thought and deed—
My viftory is certain; but the firuggle
Is dreadful in extreme : we muft not lefs
Avoid the fhew of guilt than guilt itfelf.

A woman’s fame is like the cryftal, foil'd

With every touch ; or like the feeble reed,
‘ That
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That bends with every blaft.

Zgl. Unhappy prince !
What muft he feel at fuch heart-breaking news ?
Zen. To him ’tis yet unknown. A fecret mar-
riage
United Rhadamiftus’ fate with mine ;
And Tiridates to the promis’d nuptials
Return’d unconfcious of th’ event.
Agl. O! Heavens!
To find Armenia rous'd to general tumult ;
The throne now vacant and the monarch flain,
And all his hopes deftroy’d !—Zenobia too—

Zen. To find Zenobia in another’s arms. -
Zgl. O! cruel deftiny !

Zen. Now fay, my friend,
Can I expofe my conftancy to view
The grief of fuch a prince; of one fo lov'd ?
Of one who merits all? Who, when he hears
This heart is made another's——O ! farewell.

gl. And will you leave me ?

Zen. Yes, my deareft Agle,

I fly this. place, for danger threatens here ;

A thoufand thoughts, a thoufand kind memorials—
Zgl. And whom can harmlefs pity wrong ?
Zen. Alas!

The fnares of guileful pity muft be fear'd :

Farewell ! one kind embrace and reft in peace.

Ah!
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Ah! reft in peace, on all thy days
May fiars propitious fhine ;

Nor dart on them malignant rays,
As now they dart on mine.

Thou well may’ft render thanks to Heaven,
Thus born in humble ftate :

O'! might it e’er to me be given,
To change for thine my fate ! [Exit.

SCENE IV.

AGLE alone.

Unhappy princefs ! how my bofom feels
For all her pains! A fimple fhepherdefs,
Poor and unknown, to thee is caufe of envy !
Ah: what are Fortune’s gifts ? And what avails
To toil for thefe, if when Heaven frowns upon us,
Thefe gifts fo ill defend the fond poffeffars ?

Though Indian feas rich gems difclofe,
Not gentler there the current flows,
Nor more ferene the fkies.
The land that leaft will fear the power
Of ocean’s tide, where tempefts roar,
Is fome lone bay, whofe quiet fhore
The diftant wind defies. [Exiz.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

ZENOBIA alone, fearching round the flage.

O! Rhadamiftus! whither art thou gone ?

My lord, my hufband—Surely I beheld
And clofe purfued him—Midft thefe foreft paths
I've loft all track. That way his feet were bent—
Ah! whisher haft thou wander’d, ill-advis'd ?
Thefe parts are fill'd with Rhadamiftus’ foes :
Preferve him, Gods ! in fuch impending dangers.
But what is my deﬁgn\i Shall I proceed ?
I rifk too far—Then let me find out Agle,

* And fhe fhall feek—Suffice, ye cruel ftars !
Suffice, my wrctchednc,fs is now complete.

Leave, O! ye pitying powers! O! leave
My breaft awhile in peace ;

But if for ever I muft grieve,
Yet grant a fhort releafe.

So fhall, alas! my wounded mind,
Long firanger to repofe,
At leaft recruited vigour find
To bear redoubled woes. :
[ goes out and returns again.

O! wretched me !—Behold from yonder part
Where Tiridates comes ! Almighty powers !
O! how
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O'! how I tremble! All my foul’s in tumult !
Zenobia, fly—Ah! fly this fatal meeting.
That hollow cavern in thefe friendly rocks
Shall, while he pafles, hide me from his fight,

' [enters the grotto.

SCENE VL

Enter TIRIDATES. ZENOBIA in the grotto.

Tir. Mithranes not return'd ? His long delay
Fills me with terror—But he comes—Alas !
What mean thofe looks difiurb’d ? O! hafte, my

friend, ,
Kill me, or give me comfort—Where's my love ?
What tidings haft thou brought ?

SCENE VIIL

Enter MITHRAXNES,

M. Ah, Tiridates!

Tir. O Heavens! what cruel filence ! Speak—
Is then
Zenobia’s fate a fecret ? None can tell
What has befallen, or whither fate has driven her ?

Miz. Alas! too well ’tis known,

Tir. O fpeak.

Mit. She’s dead.

VOL. 11 c Tir.
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Tir. O! all ye powets of Heaven !

Mit. The wretch who flew
The father, took the haplefs daughter’s life.

Tir. What villain ?

Mit. Rhadamiftus; he, the mhuman,
By him Zenobia died.

Tir. O! murderous flave !
And could he then—O! no, it cannot be :
What heart would not relent at charms like hers ?
He lov’d her too—Believe it not, Mithranes.

Mit. Grant Heaven 'twere doubtful! On Araxes’
banks
He gave the wound, and from the further fhore
A fither faw her, with the cruel ftroke,
Fall in the rapid fiream : fwift plunging in
He fwam to give her aid, but all in vain;
She funk beneath the tide, from which he drew
" Her floating bloody veft. Alas! his tale
Admits no gleam of hope ; myfelf beheld
Zenobia’s veft, and knew it for her own.

Tir. Aflift me, heavenly powers !

Zen. [lifiening.] O! cruel trial !

Tir. The day now fails before my darken'd
fight. [leans againft a tree,

Zen. [apars.] O give me counfel, Gods!

M. Be calm, my prince :

The mighty Gods fuch fufferings fend to prove
A hero’s
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A hero’s virtue,
Tir. Leave me, ‘

Afir. Shall I leave you
In fuch a ftate ? How would the world reproach
Mithranes’ loyal truth 2

Tir. Depart, depart,

M;t. Muft I depart? Your mandate ftill
Direéts my faithful heart ;

Obedient to my prince’s will,
Reluctant I depart.

What dire effects from grief may rife,
That mines the fecret foul,
When counfel no relief fupplies
The danger to control. [ Exit.

SCENE VIIL
TirIDATES. ZENOBIA apart.

Tir. Is then Zenobia deadl, and does my heart

Still cherith life? For whom? What hope can
more
Attract thee now ? What haft thou now to wifh ?
Enjoyments, treafure, pomp, life, honours, all
For her were dear. I lofe the object now
Of all my toils and cares—To me the world
Is loft for ever ! —No, ungrateful flars | [rifes.
Think not to part me from Zenobia ever :
c2 This
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This fword, in your defpite, amid the dark
Oblivious realm fhall join me to my love.
[draws his fword.
Zen. [coming out of the grotte.] What do I fee !
Tir. [1o himfelf.] Dear obje& of my withes!!
Ah! think not yet to pafs the Stygian waves

Till Tiridates comes—'Tis this——
[about to frab kimfelf.

Zen. O! hold! [ fopping him.
Tir. Ye Gods!
Zen. O! hold and live. [takes away his_fword.
Tit. Zenobia! Heavens! [Zen. is going.
My life, my foul ! [ following her.
Zen. Forbear to follow me :
I am not what I feem. [ going.
Tir. Ha! would’ft thou then

[abont o follow.

Zen. Forbear to follow me—O ! let me, prince,
Entreat thus much ; and fhe who gave thee life
Can afk not lefs.

Tir. But is it poflible ? [ following her.

Zen. Stop, or I flay myfelf.
(about to flub herfelf.

Tir. Juft Heavens !—Ah! yet

Zen. If you advance a ftep this weapon’s point
Shall drink Zenobia’s blood.

Tir.
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Tir. Ah! hold—I yield
I quit thee—I obey—But Lear me : whither,
Ah'! whither goeft thou ?

Zen. Whither fate now calls. [ going.
Tir. Zenobia!—O! unkind—
Zen. Zenobia’s dead. - [Exit.

SCENE IX.

TirIDATES alone.

Princefs! my love! O! hear me ftill——Ye
powers !

Where fhall I turn? I dare not, thus forbidden,
Purfue her fteps, nor can remain behind :
This, this is torture.

SCENE X

Enter MITHRANES.

Mit. From Artaxata,
My lord, the ambaffadors are now arriv’d,
Deputed by Armenia.

Tir. [ feeing, but not attending to him.] Hafie,

my friend,
O! hafte—For me purfue—In pity hafte,
And ftay her flight. ‘

Mi:. Whom thall I ftay ? ‘
T;r.
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Tir. She hves!
And breathes this vital air.

Mit. Who lives, my prince ?
Tir. Zenobia lives.
Mit. Alas! he rayes.

Tir. Ot Heaven'! :
Why doft thou loiter ? Yonder lies the way :
Her track is there.

Mz, But yet——-
Tir. [impatiently.] While thou delay’ft
The time in vain debate-—the’s loft.

M. I go.
[#fide.] O 1 how excefs of grief diftracts the fenfe !
[ Exit.

SCENE XIL

TirIDATES alone.

»

I know not where I am—I'm ftruck with wonder,
And all appears a dream. Alas! how ill
Her former tendernefs agrees with rigour
So harth and cruel ! Does Zenobia hate,
. Or love her Tiridates ? If the hate me,
Why would fhe fave my life ? And if the love,
‘Then wherefore fly my fight? O ? 1 fhould doubt
"Twere all deception, but too deeply here,
Here in this breaft her image is engrav’d.

And can it be, fome other nymph may bear
: Thofe
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Thofe femblant features > Nature, with her work
Perhaps enchanted, might again produce
Another form like hers—O ! no, thofe eyes
Were fure Zenobia’s—Thofe, and thofe alone
Could wake the inward tranfports that I feel.
This foul could ne’er to other eyes confign

Such power to rule the heart of Tiridates.

I know ye well, dear beauteous eyes,
I know ye by the heaving fighs;
The tumults here confefs’d.
I'm not deceiv'd ; for ftill the fame,
Thofe looks alone can feed the flame
That burns within my breaft. [Exit,

ENXP OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE IL.-
The open country, with Agle’s cottage.

TiripATES, MITHRANES.

Tir.  But if myfelf I faw her? If myfelf,
Heard her but now > Yes, ftill her living form
Is plac’d before my eyes; her well-known voice
Still vibrates on my heart—Zenobia lives !

I dreamt it not, Mithranes.

Mit. Lovers, fir,
Even waking dream—AfHiion clouds the fenfe
* And blunts our reafon : what is not, we fee;
And what is prefent oft eludes our fight.
The foul, from habit, figures to herfelf
The ideas that delight us.—Each with eafe
Will feign what moft he wifhes.

Tir. No: thefe feet
Had trac’d her fieps, but that the cruel fight
Of my Zenebia, arm'd to pierce her bofom,
Froze all my vital powers.

Mit. O} think, my prince,
Think of the duties which your rank demands.
The Armenians offer you their vacant throne,
And afk, for this, the head of Rhadamiftus.
Embrace the moment of pro'pitious Fortune :

You know too well her favours never laft.
' Tir.
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Tir. Let Rhadamiftus then be fought; the
traitor
Shall meet his punifhment. But think not, friend,
The bright reward of royalty incites
The zeal of Tindates; no, I burn
To flay a vi¢tim to Zenobia’s wrongs.
Mi¢. Then fiill you cherifh hope ?
Tir. But late I queftion’d
A gentle fhepherdefs, her name is Agle :
Behoald her cottage here ; from her we beft
May learn more certain tidings.
Mir. But what faid
“The maid when quefiion’d 2
Tir. Nothing fhe replied.
Mit. And yet you hope?
Tir. I do—At what I afk’d
She feem’d confus’d : fhe look’d on me and blufh’d.
She ftrove to fpeak—began as if to explain '
Her fecret thoughts, then funk again to filence.
Mit. Alas! how little will fuffice to feed
A lover’s hopes.
Tir. T'll fpeak again with Agle;
Go, lead her to me. o
Mit. Inftant I obey. [ goes into the cottage.
Tir. What cruel confli& now of hope and fear
Divides my breaft ! No other ftate on earth |
Can equal what I feel. -

Mit.
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Mit. [returning.] The fhepherdefs
Is abfent thence, and vacant now the dwelling.

" Tir. I'll wait for her return.—Go, feek the
camp.
Mit. Your care is vain : the bloody robe whig:h

late
Thefe eyes bebeld:

Tir. Cruel, unkind Mithranes,
What have I done 2~—O'! take not from me thus
The laft dear hope—At leaft _

Miz. Too oft, my prince,

You know that hope is with deception join'd.
[Exis.

SCENE IL

TIRIDATES alone.

I know not if deceit may give
That hope the wretched find ;
But this I know, by hope we live ;
The balm that heals the mind.

I know that oft in fleep we prove
The folace of our woe;
And oft from dreams of thofe we love
Our waking comforts flow.
[ goes into the cottage.

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

ZexoBia, AGLE.

Zen. Go then, my friend, go feek and bring
him to me:

From what I have faid thou wiit not fail to know
The hufband I have loft. Amidft thefe woods
He furely dwells. ‘Till thy return I'll wait
Conceal’d within thy cottage—O! I tremble,
Left once again I mreet with Tiridates.
The firft encounter teaches me with care
To fhun a fecond.

Agl. He who loves you, princefs,
May plead forgivenefs : never have I view'd
A mien more graceful.

Zen. Haft thou feen him then?
Ah! where?

. Agl. But now I met him: he, who fecks
Tidings of you from all, with me awhile
Difcours'd of his Zenobia, _

Zen. Ah! what then

Could Zgle fay ?
Agl. With ftupid gaze I fiood
To wonder at his form, his gentle looks,
His pleafing fpeech
Zen, 1 atk not this, my ﬁnend ,
6 Awake
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Awake not thus, with fuch infidious praife,
The confli¢t in my bofom.—Did(t thou then
To him reveal my fortune ?

' Egl. I remember'd
Your caution given, and kept a faithful filence.

Zen. Now go, and with my fpoufe return
Take heed,
And fhould’'ft thou meet with Tiridates, fiill
Obferve my laws prefcrib’d.
Zgl. Were I difpos'd,
I never could betray you : in his prefence
My lips refufe an utterance to my words.

A magic in thofe eyes I view,
A charm that ne’er before I knew :
~ With him my tongue its fpeech denies.
He queflions me : I firive to fpeak ;
Confus'd, the blufhes ftain my cheek ;
And while in vain for words I feek,

My words diffolve in broken fighs. [Exit.

SCENE IV.
Zexopia. TIRIDATES in the cottage.

Zen. Alas! my heart, too well I underftand
Thy feelings now : thou gladly would’'ft embrace
(Thus left alone,) the freedom to complain.
Complaints are bred from weaknefs, but Zenobia

A Lefs
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Lefs fears another’s cenfure than her own ; \

And even in fecret would fhe bluth to find

Her firmnefs fhaken. You, ye powers! who
breath’d *

Such virtue in my foul, expofe it not

"To meet a {fecond trial ; let one proof

Suffice my triumph : lead me not again

To Tiridates’ fight.—How can I ever

Declare myfelf another’s 2> This confeflion

Might kindle all his rage againft my hutband.

- I tremble at the thought—And ah! his grief

Would ftrike' too deeply here. Should chance

once more .

This way conduét him—Let me hafte to fhun

The cruel ritk.  This cottage offers me

A wifl’d afylum—Ah! fome ftranger here—

I fee, or fear imprefs’d upon my mind,

Has feign’d—O ! Heaven! 'tis he ! ’tis Tiridates !

Tir. [coming out.] Zenobia! ’tis in vain to fly

me now : '

Where'er thou goeft behold me prefent ftill,

Zen. Stay, Tiridates—hold.
Tir. Alas! Zenobia,
What fhall I fay?
Zen. [afide.] Now, now my trial comes !

Tir. And am I Tiridates? Is it thus
Thou giv'ft me welcome ? Princefs moft belov'd,
Is this the hour for which fo much I languifh'd ?
Could
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Could the fhort fpace of two revolving moons
Suffice to change thee thus? What mean thefe

cold, -
Thefe freezing looks> Ah! what has robb’d me
thus

Of all thy wonted tendernefs ? Has aught
Againft me kindled thy refentment ? Speak :
Haft thou forgot thy faith ? Impoffible !
Thou art not capable of ftains like thefe,
I know, my life——- .

Zen. My lord, fince you compel me
With you awhile in converfe to remain,
Though but fome moments, let not thefe at leaft
Be fpent in vain.

Tir. And does it then difpleafe thee

Zen. It does—Relu@ant I remain; then hear
me, '
And give me proof of Tiridates’ virtue.
Tir. I tremble while thou fpeak’ft.

Zen. The facred ties

Of regal nuptials, by the hand of Fate

Are form’d in Heaven ; nor is the choice our awn.

For had the ftars allow’d me to direct

My life, I then had found in Tiridates

The man of all mankind to make me happy..

But this can never be ; our deftiny

For ever parts me from thee, and I bow

Bencath the hard decree.—Go then in peace,
And
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And leave me here in peace.—O! never more
Appear before thefe eyes ; take from us, prince,
Such danger to our virtue—Yes, that virtue
Which join'd us firft, and now diffolves the bands.
. Tir. Affift me, Gods! and muft I never more
Indulge my hopes ?
Zen. You have no longer hope.

Tir. But wherefore? Who, ah! who can bear
thee from me ?
What crime of mine ?

Zen. Ah! what avails it, prince,
To dwell on that with pain, which will but raife
The affections duty bids us now fubdue ?
Farewell ! too long already you detain me.
*Tis not your guilt or mine that parts us now :
Let this fuffice, and feek to know no further.

Tir. Barbarian! canft thou then {o coldly fpeak?
Thou know'ft not thou art my fame, my peace,
my life;
That if I lofe thee, all to me is loft ;
That never other objeét '
Zen. Prince, farewell ! [ going.
Tir. Tell me at leaft—

Zen. 1 cannot.

Tir. Hear me.
Zen. Oh!
I muft not hear you.

Tir.



39 ZENOBIA. Tacr 11,

Tir. Doft thou hate me thus ?
Thus fly my fight ?
Zen. Ah! did I hate you, fir,
I ftill might have remain’d.—I fear your prefence ;
*Tis hoftile to my duty :" though my reafon
Is firmly fix'd, yet great are your deferts,
And O! fuch confli&t ferves at leaft to rend,
If not fubdue my heart—And fee you not,
(O! Heaven!) that now before you———that re-
membrance—
Depart, depart—I fhall cpnfefs too much—
Refpect at once my virtde and your own.
Yes, I entreat you, prince, by all your foul
Has priz’d on earth, or moft reveres in Heaven ;
Even by the tender love that bound us once;
By the dear fpirit that informs your bofom ;
By thefe fad tears you force me thus to thed,
O! leave me—fly, my lord—avoid my prefence.

Tir. And mutft I fee thee never, never more ?
Zen. No, never, prince, if ftill to you are dear

My peace and glory.
Tir. Cruel, cruel fentence !

Zen. Go, feek for comfort and farewell !

And happy, though in abfence dwell,
Nor lofe a thought on me.

Tir,
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Tir. Ah! fpeak not thus, relentlefs fair.
But fooner from this bofom tear
The heart that bleeds for thee.

Zen. 1 feel a cold through every vein.
Tir. My pulfe forgets to move.

Both. What {ufferings now muft both fuﬁain!
O'! unpropitious love !

Such anguifh only death can cure :
Not fuch the happy know,
Who ne’er, alas! like us endure
The pangs of parting woe.
[Exeunt feverally.
[Befare the departure of Zen, and Rhad. Zop.

appears behind, unfeen of them, and flops so
obferve them.

SCENE V.

Zoryrus and followers.

Zenobia, Heavens! and Tiridates here !
Zenobia lives again ? And wherefore thus
Depart from him in tears ¥ It muft be fo—
She loves him ftill—But no; the rigid fair,
Virtuous Zenobia, wife to Rhadamiftus—
—Yet, what can rigour or can virtue aught
Awail to rule the bofom’s tendereft paffion ?
What cruel, what unheard-of jealoufy

VOL. III. D Is
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Is this I féel > To find fome happier lover.
Difpute her heart, yet know not who’s my rival.

With doubtful jealoufy that glows
Within my tortur'd breaft, nor knows
What fecret rival to oppofe,

A thoufand racking pangs I prove.
At once I love, at once I hate,
And fuch the tenour of my fate,

I dare not hope revenge or love.

[as ke is going ke fees Rhad. and flops.

But fee from far where Rhadamiftus comes,

And comes this way. "My followers are at hand ;

Delay not then his death. Perhaps already

He may fufpe& me : where we parted laft,

He ftay’d not my return.—But if Zenobia

Is Tiridates’ lover, by his death

I fhall but from a powerful foe deliver

A favour'd rival.—Could I find the means

To kindle firife between them ; make them fall

By mutual flaughter, and myfelf from both

Ufurp that fruit the victor thould have gain’d—

This were a mafter-piece of policy.

It muft be duly weigh'd. (20 his followers.]
Amidft thefe trees

Be now, my friends, conceald.——[zhey retire.]
Behold him here : '

Npw to my work—But with him comes a nymph.

rn
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I'll wait till {he retires, and he alone
Remains for my defign. [conceals himfelf.

SCENE VL

Enter Ruapamistus ond ARGLE, as in cin-
verfation. LOPYRUS apart.

Rhad. Deceive me not,
Ah'! courteous fhepherdefs.—To fport with mifery
Were cruelty, alas! that ill would fuit
Thy gentle nature.

Agl. Think not I deceive you:
Your confort lives.—I drew her from the fiream
Pierc’d with her wound, and fav’d her at the peril,
With her unhappy life to lofe my own.

Rhad. Ah! lovely nymph' my tutelary God-
. defs !
Is fuch compaffion found in favage woods ?
Yes—virtue there refides ; in peopled cities
Are only known the femblance and the name.

Agl. We now have reach’'d the place.-—Ex-\

pect me here;
ru haﬁe before you and prepare Zenobia.
[ goes into the cottage.

Rhad. 1 burn with fond impatience to behold
her,
.And yet I tremble to approach her prefence :
I'm warm’d by love and chill'd by deep remorfe.

D2 : ' ngI:
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Egl. [coming out of the cottage.} Zenobia is
departed ; vainly there
I feek to find her. | )
Rkad. O! Almighty Powers!

Zygl. Be not difmay’d : fhe furely will return ;
Perchance for us fhe feeks.

Rhad. O' no—She hates,
She fhuns me now—Alas! I cannot blame her;
Juft is her hatred, Agle; nor have I
Deferv’d to {uffer lefs from her refentment.

Agl. Zenobia hate you ? Shun you ? Ill indeed
You know your fpoufe : fuch falfe fufpicion wrongs
The trueft confort that the world has known.
For you fhe feeks, for you alone fhe fighs,

And trembles but for you,—She even defends,
And loves your cruelty ; while he, who hears

Her plead your caufe, no longer can condemn you:
She calls the hand that firuck her merciful.

Rhad. O let us hafte to find her; at her feet
Let me expire with love, with thame and forrow.

Agl. Removing hence, you may perchance but
lofe | '
Her whom you hope to find..
Rhad. Go then, my Agle,
Do thou purfue the fearch—Alas! delay not—
Forgive my hafty warmth—I figh to gain
A bleffing mourn’d fo long with heart-felt anguifh..

Zgl.
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Agl. Though prefs’d with anguith, who
would e’er
Beneath his grief repine ;
Who, though decreed fuch grief to bear,
Could fay, ¢ That heart is mine ?”

Two fouls whom equal paffions fway,
One only foul will prove ;
Since both but one defire obey,
And glow with mutual love. [Exit.

SCENE VIL
- READAMISTUS. ZOPYRUS apart.

"Rhad. O princefs, vlvorthy of a fpoufe lefs
cruel ; o
Generous Zenobia! When was ever known
A {pirit- more exalted ?—You, who feek
- With envy to detra& from female glory,
Say, which of all our heroes ¢’er could boaft
A virtue more fublime ?

Zop. [coming forward)) Where, where, my
prince, '
Have you at diftance wander'd? Is it thus
You waited my return ? "
Rhad. O! come and fhare
With me my happy fortune—my Zenobia—
Zop. Zenobia lives. -

Riady
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Rhad. And doft thou know it too ?
Zop. Would I had never known it |
Rhad. Say'ft thou?> YWherefore ?
Zop. Wherefore ? Enquire no further, Rhada-
miftus :’
Forget her—She’s unworthy of your love.
Rhad. Tell me what caufe .

Zop. Ah! what avails, my lord,
To affli¢t you further ?

Rkad. Speak : thy filence more
Affliéts me than thy fpeech.

Zop. 1 fhall abey.
I faw your faithlefs {poufe—but, prince, already °
Your cheek is pale—Forgive me, fir; it better -
Bécomes me to be filent.

Rhad. Speak, I charge thee.-

Zop. Since you command—then blame not me,
my lord :

But late I with her Tiridates faw
Your faithlefs confort : from their view conceal’d,
I heard them fpeak of love.—He to her mind
Recall’d each promife given, while fhe to him
With folemn vows declar’d her former flame,
Long cherifh’d, burnt with all its wonted warmth.

Rhad. Falfe traitor ! peace—Too well I know
Zenobia ;
She ne’er could thus betray me. .

Zop.
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Zop "Tis my duty
To fuffer all from you; but, O! my prince,
This fure I merit not, for having feen
Your deareft peace betray'd : yourfelf compell'd

me '
At firft to fpeak, and then

Rhad. O Heaven! I never
Would doubt Zenobia’s truth.
Zop. Without my fpeaking
- You knew fhe fled you—but perchance you knew
not .
That all her foul was fix’d on Tiridates,
And that a firft affection never dies.
Rhad. Too true, by Heaven !
Zop. [afide.] *Tis well—the poifon works.
Rhad. Immortal Powers! Are women thus in-
conftant ? ' '
0! happy you, by friendly ftars ordain’d
Inhabitants of old Arcadian fhades,
If you, as fame reports, deriv’d your birth
From fenfelefs trunks.
Zop. Ere you, my lord, afpir'd
To gain her heart, 'twas given to Tiridates,
And whilft he lives he ever will poffefs it.
Rkad. But fhall not long—l fly to pierce his
breatt.

Zop. Yet hold—What can you hope ? Anndﬁ

his guard
2 . Of
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Of troops in arms, you but in vain expofe
Your life to hazard.—Could we draw him thence
Far from his friends to fome fequefter'd part—

Rhad. But how?

Zop. Who knows ? Let me refle®t a little—
We muft {ecure the blow. . :

Rhad. But rage like mine.
Brooks no delay.

Zop. Then hear—By my contrivance,
A wily meflage, in Zenobia’s name,
Shall lure him to a place that fuits our purpofe.
Rhad. But what if he miftruft the truth ?—
"Twere well
At leaft to cloak it with fome {pecious token.
Ah'! hold—this fhall {fecure it—take this ring;
It was Zenobia’s, given by Tiridates
When laft they parted : fhe, that fatal day
Which faw our nuptial rites, (as if {he meant
To abjure all memory of her former love,)
On me beftow’d it—then a treacherous’ pledge,
But now the faithful inftrument of vengeance.
Zop. [afide.] Aufpicious Fortune! [70 Rhad.]
" In the lonely valley '
Where firft we met—

- Rhkad. But what

Zop. The charge be ming
"Ta make our plot fecure,

Rﬁad.
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Rhad. But fiill remember -
Ten thoufand furies firuggle in my bofom.

I nought but venom now refpire,
My heart Megeera’s torches fire,

- Aleto’s fnakes my bofom breeds.
No more with fighs and tears I mourn,
All grief is paft—I rave, I burn

With rage that every rage exceeds. [Eait,

SCENE VIIL
Zoryrus, and followers apart.

Zop. O! glorious viGtory ! For me my foes
Will wage the fight, while I, without a blow
Shall make Zenobia mine.——Come forth, my

friends, [they come ous.
Go hence, and round enclofe the vale of myrtles;
Thither will Tiridates come to fight
With Rhadamiftus : there rgmain conceal’d,
Nor interrupt their combat ; but when one
Shall fall beneath his rival, let your weapons
Transfix the vi®or, wearied with his toil.
Away—but fome behind abide with me:
I have a meflage foon for Tiridates,
Yet foft—I fear no follower of my own
Mutft be an envoy here : he might difcover—
Some artlefs nymph, or ruftic fwain were beft—

But




42 EENOBIA. [acT 11

But is not that I fce—[looking out.] Pmpmous
Gods!! N

Look there, my friends, ook where Zenobu comes:

I leave her to your care.—When I am gone,

By firatagem or force condudt her to me.

‘What have I more to afk, could I but call

That heart my own ; or could I know at leaft

Who would difpute it with me ? Both the rivals

*Tis true will perith, but of thefe my hatred

Knows not on which to fix ; and doubtful hatred

Mutt tarnifh all the pleafure of revenge.

This fecret fhall be known : my mind even now

Suggefts an artful falfehoed that fhall force -

Zenobia’s felf to unveil the truth to me.

SCENE IX,
Enter ZENOBIA.

Zen. [enterhtg] What do I fee? Thou in Ar-
menia here ;

Thou Zopyrus?
Zop. Ah! princefs, bleft event
That brings thee thus before me : 'tis from thee
I counfel feek, or rather feek command,
In what concerns thy heart’s moft dear affetion.

* Zen. Even now [ hiften to purfue my fpoufe.
Zop. To find or lofe him muft depend on thee. .

Zen. What doft thou mean ?
Zop.
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Zop. I'm bound by folemn compaét,
(Which nothing can annul,) to take the life
Of Rhadamiftus or of Tiridates.

Zen. O! heavenly powers !

Zop. Attend my words.—The firft
Is by my followers new detain’d a prifoner;
The fecond, by a meflage forg’d to blind him,
For which this gem muft feem a certain plcdgc,
' [ feews the ring.
Will foon be drawn to where his death is plann’d.
Zen. Whence did thy hand receive—
Zop. Firft hear me {peak :
- The power is mine of thefe to kill or fave
Him whom my will ele&s.—That choice fhall now
Depend on thee : the one by thee was lov'd,
And one thou haft efpous’d ; for me determine,
And, at thy pleafure, now abfolve or fentence.
Zen. And muft I then—O! cruel fate !—But
whence
Such impious mandate >—What detefted caufe—-
Who thus compels thee ?
Zop. Now ’twere long to tell ;
Time prefles : much already have I loft
In feeking thee—now open all thy heart,
And let me be difmifs'd.
Zen. Eternal Powers !
And could'ft thou then confent (O! meoft in-
human !)
Te
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To fuch a deed as this ?

' Zop. The fovereign mandate
Admits of no difpute : my life muft anfwer
~ Should I negle to obey. -

Zen. What punithment,

What recompenfe, what power, howe’er fupreme,
Can makz that juft which bears the ftamp of gmlt ?

Zop. Adieu !—I came not hither to difpute
With idle words.—Thou fee'ft how far, Zenobia,
Refpe& for thee mlght fix my wav cnng cho:ce
-+—Myfelf fhall then determine. - ' [ gomg

Zen. Stay, O! ftay. -
Zop [retummg] What would'ft thou fay> '

" Zen.. Fain would I-—yet rcﬁe&—— .
Affift me, Gods' ' .

Zop. 1 undcrﬁand thce well - f
I mutt, without thy fpeech, prevent thy wnfhes
This ever was the privilege of women.
Full well I know with reafon muft thou hate
Inhuman Rhadamiftus : well I know
His ﬁormy paffions, jealoufy unjuft;
The impious barbarous wound—enOugh-—ete long
Thou fhalt haVe ample vengeanée. © [ gomg

Zen. O pcrﬁdlous'

And doft thou think Zenobia’s heart can harbour
Impiety like this ?

Zop. Be no{ oﬂ'ended:
- . ) Thy

- 4



ACT n.;] ZENOBIA. 45

Thy filénce had mxﬂed me—Ho! condu&t
[#0 his followers.

The prmcefs to her confort, while I hafte. '
To take the forfeit life of Tiridates. [ going.

Zen. Yet hear me!—O! ye powers! you put’

my virtue

To too fevere a trial—Mutt thefe lips
Pronounce the dreadful fate of Tiridates ?
How has he injur’d me ? The foul of honous,
The pride of {potlefs faith—and can I ever—

Zap. Does ftill Zenobia doubt ?

Zen. She has no doubts :
She knows too well whom duty bids her fave,
But fhrinks with horror at the dreadful ranfom.

Zop. I muft no longer here remam-—dccxde
Or I am gone.

Zen. O yet a moment flay.

Thou furely may’ft confent
Zop. We lofe the time
In vain expoftulation.—One mutft die.

Zen. Let then the death—O Heaven! how

" fhall I fpeak it?
~—Preferve for me '

Zop. Say—whom ?

Zen. Preferve them both,
If thou would’ft have me owe to thee my peace ;
If both thou canft not fave—yet fave my hufband.

Zop..
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Zop. [afide.] 'Tis Rhadamiftus then enjoys her
love. '
(#0 Aer.] And canft thou then, chobla will the
- death
Of fuch a faithful lover ?

. Zen. [in agony.] Save my hufband !
And tell me not (O Heaven!) what victim dies.

Zop. Would'ft thou to life thy lord releafe,
- To loofe his bonds be mine ;
Would'ft thou preferve thy future peace,
That care to me refign.

I pardon every doubt of me,
Whofe heart thou ne’er haft known ;
But foon, by what I've done for thee,
Shall Zopyrus be fhown. [Exir.

SCENE X
ZENOBIA alone.

And doft thou fiill, mhuma.n' live, ftill breathe?

And could’ft thou then pronounce the fatal fen-
tence,
Yet feel not inftant death, or break with horror
The heart where gratitude no longer dwells 2
Since then—but what Zenobia, haft thou faid ?
Why wander thus >—Thou haft fulfill'd thy duty,
And now lanent’ﬁ with all a woman’s weaknefs.
O! think
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O! think this grief eclipfes every merit

Of fuch a triumph : equal is the guilt

Of evil allions done, or good repented.

Alas! ’tis true—yet Tindates dies !

And dies by my decree—even now, perhaps,

With his laft breath invokes Zenobia’s name.

Defend him, pitying Gods! Toe fave my hufband.

Was mine, ’tis yours to fuccour innocence.

The fuppliant prayers of one who knows not falfe-
hood ‘

Fly wing'd to Heaven.—I come not now before you

* 'With forrows that derive their fource from crimes:

From a pure {pring my tears unfullied flow.

Ye righteous Gods! who only know
The heart’s conceal’d defires,

Can tell if pure compaffion now
My blamelefs vow infpires.

"Tis true, from virtue's path fevere
You bid me ne’er depart ;
But different muft in Heaven appear
The juft and cruel heart. [(Exit.-

END OF THE SECOND ACT.

"ACT
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ACT IIl. SCENE I,
A wood.
RuADpAMISTUS and AGLE.

Rhad. 'Whence hadft thou, nymph, that ring ?

&Zgl. A ftranger’s hand
Intrufted it to me.

Rhad. To what intent ?
Agl. He, with this token, to the vale of myrtles
Gave me commiffion, in Zenobia’s name,
To invite prince Tiridates.
Rhad. Didft thou feek him ?
Agl. 1 fought him not.
Rkad. And why?
Agl. Becaufe I deem’d
"Some treachery was defign'd.

Rkad. [afide.] In evil hour
Did Zopyrus to this nymph intruft his charge.
[#o Aer.] But wherefore didft thou then accept
from him
The fecret meflage ?

Egl. Left another hand
Should execute his purpofe.

Rhad. [afide.] Now 1 know
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Why I fo long have ftaid, and ftaid in vain, -
For Tiridates at the appointed valley.
&gl 1 go to tell Zenobia all the treafon
My thoughts fuggett.
Rhad. Forbear: it nought avails
To tell Zenobia.
Agl. Yes, twere meet the knew
That fome dark traitor plots againft her fame
. And fpotlefs faith.
Rhad. And canft thou know to whom
Belongs the name of traitor, or of faithful ?
AZgl. And canft thou doubt ?
Rhad. There is no longer doubt— -
Zenobia’s falfehood
Agl. Hold : thou mak’t my blood
Run cold with horror.
Rhad. Know——

Zgl. 1 know full well .

That little thou deferv’ft fuch truth and love.
Rhad. But hear me, nymph, I am—
Zgl. Unjuft, ungrateful,

Inhuman, cruel
Rhad. If thou canft, remove

Sufpicion from me. [ following her.

Agl. Rather let it ftill
Dwell in thy breaft, and be thy punifhment. [ Exis.

\

[ going.

VOL. III. B SCENE T
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SCENE IL

RHADAMISTUS alone.

But hear me—give me but at leaft fome proof—

In whom fhall I confide ? While Zopyrus

Proclaims Zenobia falfe, as firmly Agle

Maintains the thotights that drive my foul to
madnefs,

Are light as empty dreams.—Immortal Gods !

“Who now deceives me, Zopyrus or Agle?

Fell Jealoufy! thou tyrant of my heart,

Still, fill thou fay'ft, « 'us Agle that deceives
thee.”

Ah'! wherefore, fince I thus deteft

The jealous fear that haunts my breaft ;

Still muft I feel the cruel peft,
That rankles at my peace ?

What calm can ¢’er this heart regain ?

When every hour I firive in vain

To clear my doubts, but flill retain
Such'doubts as never ceafe ? ,

[as ke is going he hears the woice of Zenobia;
he flops to lifien, then returns.

Zen. [within.] But whither do we go?
Rhad. What voice is that ?
Or I'm deceiv’d, or 'twas my wife that fpoke—
The
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The found was furely thence—now let me feck
her; ,
And favouring Fottuhe fmile upon my wifhes !
[awhile Rhad. goes out the way where he heard
the woice, Len. and Zop. enter by another.

o

SCENE Il

ZExoBI1A, ZoPYRUS: RuADAMIsTUS, who enters .
again dnfeen behind.

Zen. [entering.] And yet I know not whither
thou would't lead me.
Zop. Fear nothing : follow me,
Zen. [afide.] My heart prefages
Some evil is at hand, [ Aops.

Rhad. [to himfelf.] Behold her here,
And with her Zopyrus.—Awhile I'll liften,

And prove his truth. [ fands ap;zrt.
Zop. [#0 Zen,] What doft thou? Come, Ze-
nobia,

I lead thee to thy hufband.

Zen. When, O! when
Shall we behold him ? Zopyrus, but now
Thou feign’dft him little diftant.—Long, ah ! long
With: thee I've firay'd in thefe bewildering paths,
And yet [ fee him not,

Zop. Thou batt him prefeat,

3 , Zen,
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Zen. My hufband prefent !'——O ! immortat
Gods !

Say how—where is he ?
Zop. I—I am thy hufband.
Zen. Eternal Powers !
Bhad. [apart.] Ha'!—let the traitor die—
No—let us firft learn all th’ extent of treafon
His impious arts have plann’d.
[about to draw his fword and dj fca'ver himfelf 3
ke flops.
Zen. And haft thou thus,
Thus dar'd to addrefs the wife of Rhadamlﬁus ?

Zop. 1 now addrefs his widow.

Zen. Heavenly Powers !
Does not my hufband live ?
Zop. But now I fent him
To meet his certain death.
Rhad. [apart.] 1 burn with rage !
Zen. O! perjurd traitor! Is it thus thou
keep'ft
Thy plighted faith 2
Zop. In what have I deceiv’d thee ?
Zen. In what? And faid’ft thou not that Rha-
damiftus,
Or Tindates muft, by doom fevere,
Be made a wretched victim ?

Zop. "Tis moft true.
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- Zen. That 1 might one of thefe at choice eled,
And thou would’ft to my .tears enfure his fafety ?
Zop. Even fo.- '
Zen. And did I not entreat thee then
To fpare a hufband’s life ?

- Zop. Thou fay'ft it well :
I fwore to obey thee, and to keep my oath
Preferv’d for thee a {poufe in—Zopyrus.

Rhad. [apart.] I can no longer hold.

Zen. O! wretched prince ! '

O! my betray’d, my murder’d Rhadamiftus !
Zop. In vain thou call'ft on him, who now re-
fides
Amongft the dead.
Rhad. [difcovering himfelf.] Thou lieR——he
‘ lives, thou traitor !
To be thy punifhment.
Zop. I am betray’d,
. Zen. My life ! my lord !
Rhad. Thou double traitor ! thus—-
[draws, and is about to attack him.

Zop. Forbear, or by this hand Zenobia dies.
[draws a dagger with his right hand and
Jeizes Len. with kis left, in acl to firike her.

Rhad. [ flopping.] What would'ft thou do?
: Zen. O cruel, cruel fortune!
’ ' Rhad,
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Rhad. 1 cannot curb the fury that impels me—
—Moft impious wretch ! '
Zop. If thou but mov ﬁ a fiep,
Zenobia’s dead.
Rhad. What mifery is mine !
Zen, O! my lovid fpoufe! fince Heaven re.
‘  ftores my fame, :
Let not his threats affnght thee:—No, my blood
Shall from this bofom freely flow, if pure
The purple fiream, my foul, from mortal bonds
Be gladly loos’d ; if loos'd, fhe leave behind
Without a blufh, this chafte, unfullied frame.
Rhad. O dcareft part of me ! O! lively pattern
Of loyalty and truth—to find thee thus,
And in fuch hands!—O'! Zopyrus ! have pxty‘
If fill thou bear'ft a fenfe of human feelings,
Some remnant of the man—Reftore my wife ; -
I never, never will exact revenge ; \
I {wear it here—forget, forgive thee all.
Zop. O! no—~I fhall ngt tyuft thy plighted
faith—— o
Depart and leave me. .
Rhad. By the immortsl Gods——
Zop. Depart—or fee her perith.
" Rhad. Savage monfter!
A fury worfe than black Cocytus’ fiends :
' O let
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O! let me tear from that detefted bofom—

' [advancing.
Zop. Take heed— [#hreatening Zen.
Rhad. O! hold—Where art thou, Rhadamiftus!

O! give me counfel, Gods'!—my wife !—thou
traitor |

What torture do I feel !'—At once my foul

Laments and raves—my heart is torn between

Contending pangs of tendernefs and rage !

thou, Rha- -

Zop. Zenobia, come with me
damiftus,
Unlefs thou mean'ft to fee her dead before thee,
Beware how thou purfu’ft us.

Rhad. Pity now

Gives way in me to fury.-
Zsp. Come, Zenobia.
Zen. And does my lord forfake me thus ?
Rhad. O! no——

Take this, thou wretch!  [abous to attack him.
Zop. Then let her die. [about to fab Zen.

Rhad. O! hold!
Yet, yet forbear,

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter TiriDAT ES.

Tir. What would it thou, impious flave ?
[ feizing him,
Zop. O Heaven!

Tir. Refign thy weapon.
’ [wrefis the dagger from him,

Zap I am Joft! [%e flies.

,Rlzad Perfidious traitor ! vainly would’ft thoy

"{cape me, ' [Extt in a rage,
SCENE V,

ZevosiA, TIRIDATES,

- Zen. AR whither goeft thou ? Stay, my lorde
» [ going after Rhad,
Tir. Ingrate ! :

So foon would'ft thou forfake mc I3

Zen. Prince—O Heaven !

I begg'd of thee to fhun me,

Tir. Ah! what myftery

Is hid beneath thy words >—I will obey—
But tell me, wherefore doft thou ﬂy me thus?

Zen,
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Zen. Thou wilt know all, and know it all too
foon :
Farewell. [ gsing,
Tir. Forgive me~—I muft follow,

Zen. No—
It cannot—muft not be,

Tir. But now I faw thee
Threaten’d by ruffian force.——The hand that
threaten’d
I knew not, nor the hand that would have fav'd
thee, :
I could not bear to leave thee thus alone, .
Expos'd to certain peril,
Zen. Greater peril
Awaits me here with thee,

Tir. At leaft'T may——

Zen. Leave me in peace—in pity grant my fuit;
Life is your gift, with gratitude I own it; -,
. But wherefore make to me your gift unhapp)\

O! let me now at leaft obtain
A momentary reft ; a

Nor thus a war and ftorm again
Awaken in my breaft.

A ftorm, in which my foul may rove,
- And rifk a fpotlefs name ;.
A war, in which the firife may prove
Deftru@ive to my fame. - [Exis.

SCENE
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SCENE VL

TIBRIDATES alone.

I know not what Zenobia's words import,

Nor what myfelf intends—She drives me from
her,

Yet, tells not why.—There’s fomething from that
lip

So fweetly founds ; there’s fomething on that brow

So awful fhines, as ever muft defend her,

And ftrike all cenfure dumb, ,

SCENE VIIL

Enter MITHRANES,

Mit. My lord, I bring -
Moft welcome tidings—Rhadamiftus now -
Is made your prifoner.
Tir. Ha! and where, Mithranes?
Mit. He came himfelf, unweeting, midft your
troops
To wear your ready chains.
'Tir, Relate the whole. _
Mis. In fwift purfuit a flying warrior’s fleps
He follow’d, and with matchlefs boldnefs enter'd

Within your tents.—Againft a thoufand {fwords
~ That
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That glitter'd round to oppofe bis furious paffage,
Eager he fought the obje& of his vengeance.
.At once he faw, o’ertook, and piere’d his breaft,
"Tir. Unheard-of rathnefs
Mit. Yet all is not told.
This done, he hop’d again to leave the valley,
And might have {cap’d, but at his greateft peed
His fword broke fhort, and left his hand defence-
lefs. .
And ftill, though numbers round him countlefs
prefs'd.
With threatening arms, alone, without a weapon,
He fcarcely deign'd to yield,
Tir. The wretch who fell
Beneath his rage was furely he, whom late
I here beheld.

SCENE VIIIL

Enter AL behind, unfeen.
Mit. The life of Rhadamiftus
Behold is in your hand.
Agl. [to0 herfslf.] What do I hear?
#%:. O! let the traitor fuffer for his crimes,
77:-. Then be it fo——Mithranes, let us go.

[ going.
Agl.
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+ Agl. [coming forward.] Forbear, O! prince,
forbear to vent your anger
On one whom cruel Fortune’s frown purfues.
~ Tir. And what can urge thee to defend the life
Of this perfidious ?
AZgl. Yet I deem not, fir,
His guilt fo certain.
" Tir. But Zenobia’s father
By treafon he deftroy’d.
" Mit. And next the daughter
He fought to flay : for he, whofe eyes beheld
The affaffin’s barbarous ftroke, could not deceive
me.
£gl Think better yet.—We muft not l”lghtly
give
Our faith to common rumour.—With a foe
Mercy is ever lovely.
Tir. Tiridates
Might in oblivion fteep his private injuries,
But never can forgive Zenobia’s wrongs :
To her his blood in facrifice is due.
ZEgl. Believe me, fhe requires not this.
Tir. Though fhe
Demand it not, her virtue claims it from me.
[ going.
. Aigl. Yet hold—O Heavens! [afide.] Behcve

what now I fpeak:
If
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If thou canft love Zenobia, then refpe&

The life of Rhadamiftus : headlong zeal

Would plunge thee deep in error; thou would'ft

. ferve

Zenobia’s honour, and thou kill'ft her peace.
Tir. Ha! does the love him then?
Agl. Alas! my lord,

She would—if more than this thou feek'ft to know,

I muft—Already have I faid too much.  [afide.

Tir. Thou feem’ft confus’d What can this
mean, Mithranes?

A chilling damp—"tis true, that Rhadamiftus

- 'Was once my rival.—Now conceal’d he lurks
Amidft thefe woods, where too Zenobia dwells.
In her defence he ftood, and fhe purfued

His flying fieps; but me fhe heeds no more :
ZEgle has fince declar'd.—O! gentle nymph,

[v0 Agl.

Whate’er thou know’ft in pity now reveal.

Zgl. I can no further fpeak——Enough already
My lips have utter'd.

Tir. Ah! what freezing hand
"Weighs heavy on my heart ? What cruel deubts
Are thefe I feel > My peace is loft for ever!

By proof I know the heart may bear
A beauty’s cruel reign;

But torments from a faithlefs fair
No lover can fufiain,
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- -
If fhe I love my hope deceive,
And all her vows forego,
Ere I, ye powers! this truth believe
Let death conclude my woe ! [Exit.
SCENE IX.

AEcLe, MITHRANES.

Agl. Unhappy prince ! O! how my bofom feels
For all his fufferings ! How that pleafing afpe&,
His eye’s foft glance, the mufic of his words
Command each heart to fhare with him in {forrow;
A lover form'd like him, alas! deferves
Far other fate.—O! that "twere given to Agle
To make his days more happy!

Mit. Doubtlefs Agle
- Difplays a feeling mind, and Tiridates
Is worthy all her pity : but fuch feeling
Is warmer fure than mere compaffion knows.

Thy looks, O! gentle nymph, difplay

The thoughts that now thy bofom fway ;

Thine eyes, where beams of foftnefs play,
No inbred cruelty proclaim.

Though yet unfetter'd in his {nares,

Thy foul to Love no hatred bears ;

And modetft pity oft prepares
The virgin's heart to catch the flante. [ Exst.

2 SCENE
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SCENE X

AGLE alone.

Ah me! too true—My paffion far exceeds
The bounds of pity—Haplefs, haplefs Agle !
To what .would'ft thou pretend ? Thy thoughts

are rais’d
To obje&s far above thee.—Heaven has doom'd
A cottage for thy dwelling: quench fuch flames
As only fuit the torch of fplendid loves.
If this thou canft not do—at leaft fupprefs
The confcious fire within, and wafte in filence.

What greater anguith can I feel 2
When he I love is nigh ;

I figh, but ah! I dare not tell
That ’tis for him I figh.

My feeble powers no more fuffice
My fufferings to fuftain ;
Nor yet, alas! my heart fupplies
The courage to complain, [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE XL

A garden belonging 1o the palace of the kings of
Armenia, inhabited by T1RIDATES.

TiripDATES, MITHRANES.

Miz. *Tis all too true: too well you now con-’

ceive

The words of /Egle.—Yes, Zenobia’s love

Is fix'd on Rhadamiftus : when fhe heard

Your troops had made him prifoner, from her
cheek

The colour fled : with eager fpeed fhe flew

To reach the tents, and fought admittance to him,

But found accefs denied. :

Tir. And yet, Mithranes,
I cannot, muft not think

Mit. By her you foon
Will find the truth confirm’d.—She comes to afk
Of you the prifoner’s life. ' '
~ Tir. O Heaven! fhe dares not
Infult me thus.

M;:. Ere this fhe had preferr’d
To you her fuit, but that two Roman warriors,
‘Who bring a written meflfage from their camp,
Detain her now impatient on the way.

Tir.
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Tir. She muft not meet my eyes—O! no, th’

ingrate,
I cannot bear her prefence.

Mi:. See, fhe comes.

SCENE XIL

Enter ZENOBIA.

Zen. Ah! prince! '
Tir. The mighty fecret, Heaven be prais'd !
Is now difclos’d.—At length the powerful caufe
Of all my wrongs is known.—What feek’ft thou ?
Speak » '
Be not difmay’d—The worth of Rhadamiftus
May plead excufe for every broken vow.
And com’ft thou now to afk from me his freedom?
To afk him for thy fpoufe ? Muft Tiridates
Prepare the torches for thy happy nuptials ?
Zen. My lord
Tir. It;human, barbarous, falfe Zenobia !
Is this the recompenfe for love like mine ? -
And doft thou thus betray me ? And for whom ?
For whom betray me ? Righteous Gods! for one
Whofe murderous guile depriv’d thee of a father ?
And then
Zen. You are deceiv'd : falfe rumour fix’d
The guilt on him. '

VOL. 1II. F ) Mit.
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MGt. [#o Tir.] "Tis true.—By Pharafmanes
The deed was plann’d.—Perfidious Zopyrus
‘Confefs'd it dying.

Tir. Wilt thou then believe
A traitor’s words ?

Mit. A paper found upon him
Confirm’d the whole : in this are given at full
The feeret orders for the monarch’s death ;
All writtent by the hrand of Phara{manes.
Zen. Behold, my lord
Tir. Be filent : while you plead
For Rhadamiftus thus, your love condemns him.

Zen. "Tis true, I love him, and attempt not now
To hide my love.~His danger brings me hither ;
Zenobia comes to give him lLiberty :

She comes from you to afk it.—Rome once more
Makes me the offer of Armenia’s fceptre.
In my behalf behold from Syria march
The Latian bands : meantime the Armenians call
On thee to fill therr throne.—Do thou ¢onfent ;
Zenobia here will fecond their defign :
Refiore to me in freedom Rhadamiftus,

And rule Armenia’s kingdom.

Tir. Surely mighty
For a new lover {uch a facrifice. -

Zen. But not, O prince ! too mighty for a huf-
band.

Tir.



AcT 1] ZENOBIA, 67

Tir. A hufband!
Zen. 1 have faid.

Tir. Can this be true? .
Such fecret too from me till now conceal’d ?

Zen. 1 fear'd to excite your rage againf my
confort ;
I fear'd your juft affli¢tion.—Know, my heart
Too weak to witnefs fuch a fatal trial,
At leatt at diftance——

Tir. Cruel and inconftant !
Ungrateful woman!| Whom fhall we believe,
Or whom, Mithranes, truft ? All is deceit
We hear or fee—Zenobia has betray’d me,
And truth is loft for ever !

Zen. Tindates,

Think not 'twas I betray’d thee.—No, ’twas Hea-
ven,

And ’twas a father’s will oppos'd our nuptlals
I know not whether fear or hope induc’d
The cruel change : I know that thou wert abfent,
And that this hand was deftin’d to another. °

Tir. And could’ft thou then—

Z:n. What power, alas! was mine ?
. “Behold” (he cried) ¢ the only way, my daughter,
“To fave my life, my kingdom and my honour.”
Now fay, had Tiridates been as me,
What would he then have done ? -

Tir. Have died, Zenobia.

F2 . Zen.
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Zen. I do far more—1I part from thee and live :
Death would have only ferv’d to render fhort
My time of fuffering : I with mine had clos’d
Thy dearer life, and difobey’d a father.

Tir. Thy recent bands are little irkfome to thee:
Well haft thou toil'd for Rhadamiftus’ fafety,
And he has well fecur’d thy heart.—I fee
~ Report was falfe, that e’er he fought thy life.

Zen. O! no, ’twas true; but this can never -
make ‘
My bands more irkfome.

Tir. How !—not irkfome ?

Zen. No.

Tir. He fought thy life and thou canf love
him @ill ?

And love fo firmly, that to cnfure his fafety
Thou offer’ft in exchange a kingdom’s rule.

Zen. Yes, Tirdates—could Zenobia lefs,
She muft negleét her glory, ftain the honours
Of all her anceftry; forget the duty
A wife fhould cherifh ; flight the immortal Gods,
That witnefs'd her efpoufals.—Thee, O! prince,
Thee muft Zenobia wrong : where would be then
The fpotlefs innocence, the pride of foul
That charm’d thee once in her? Say, fhould I

then’

Have c’er been worthy Tiridates’ love ?

Tir.
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Tir. Alas! what virtue fate has-ravifh’d from-
me !
Zen. If it indeed be true that love is born
Of minds congenial, wherefore with that virtue
Should now thy grief contend ? No—imutate,
Or rather, prince, furpafs it—Tiridates
Can far outgo example.—Well I know
Thy conftancy of temper.—Let us quit
The paths of vulgar lovers: let the {parks .
Of emulation glow in either breaft.
O'! think what we muft feel when we review
Our glorious conqueft ; while the world fhall learn
That love, when cherifh’d in a noble heart,
Can breed, and only breed the fruits of virtue.

Tir. Run—{fly, Mithranes——to our preferice
bring

In freedom Rhadamiftus.—How thy words,
Exalted dame ! can change the mind at will !
Thou kindleft in my breaft another flame
That quenches now the firft.—I fee with envy
The greatnefs of thy foul, and blufh fo long
To lag behind thee.—I perceive my heart
Is wholly chang’d : no more I love Zenobia ;
I worfhip, I adore her—If I love her,
A jealous lover of Zenobia’s fame ;
A zealous follower of Zenobia’s virtues:
I love her—as a mortal loves the Gods.

Zen. All thanks, protecting powers! Zenobia
now

Has
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Has not a foe : the greateft is fubbued,

The thought of thy diftrefs.——Go, prince, and
reign

(For thou art worthy) in Zenobia’s ftead.

SCENE XIIL

Enter ALGLE.

Zgl. O! let me, deareft fifter, clafp thee thus
Clofe to my breatt.  [embraces Zen.

;. Zen. What means my gentle Agle?
What dream is this ?
Agl. No longer am I AEgle:
Behold your loft Arfinge.—See the mark
" Of crimfon here, on the left arm imprefs'd
Of all our race.
Zen, 'Tis true, by Heaven |
Tir. Ye powers !
Zen. In one fhort moment what a tide of blifs !
How knew'ft thou this ? [10 Agl. -
Zgl. From him, the aged fhepherd,
Till now believ’d my father.—Thrice five years
Have roll’d their courfe fince from the Armenian
rebels
He had me then an infant; and till now
Has kept me fiill the darling of his love :

But late he heard the fortunes of Zenobia,
And
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And well he knows thee too, but not from me,
I kept my faith unbroken.—Whether now

Thy fufferings mov’d him ; or that verging near
The clofe of life, he was refolv’d again
To give me back the honours of my birth,
He call'd me to him, and with many a tear
Told all the tale, and fent me to Zenobia.

Zen, Well in thy face [ read thy princely mind,

SCENE LAST,

Enter Ruavamisros,

Rkad. Ah! Tiridates——
Tir. Come, my lord, O1 come:

Behold Zenabia here, thy long-fought w1fe,
I thus reftore her to thee,

Rhad. [to Zen.] O! forgive,
Forgive your Rhadamiftus,
Zén. What offence
Awaits my pardon ?
Rhad. Heavens |—my jealous rage. :
Zen, Your jealous rage was kindled in your

breaft
From love’s excefs.~The caufe I ever cherifh,
" Th® effett I have forgotten. [embrace.

_ Tir. Heavenly goodnefs |

Zen.
6
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Zen. [to Tir.] To me, O! prince, the Gods
reftore a fifter,
To whom I owe my life, and fain would fhew
The gratitude the merits.—Well I know
She loves thee, Tiridates: let that hand,
Devoted once for mine, be given at leaft
At my requefi—beftow it on Arfinge.

Tir. Receive it, princefs——{[gives bis hand.]
What thou bid'ft, Zenobia,
To me is ever facred.

Agl. Happy hour!
Rhad. O! faithful fponfe!
Zen. O! generous Tiridates!

CHoRrus.

*Tis falfe that Love, with tyrant fway ' |
Bids every will his rule obey, ’
And o’er our freedom reigns. -
But lovers thus, while each purfues. -
His wayward courfe, would faults excufe
Which Fate in them ordains.

END OF THE THIRD ACT.

THEMISTOCLES.
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THEMISTOCLES.

ACTI. SCENE L
The palace of Xerxes.

TueMIsTOCLES, NEOCLES.

Them. What would'ft thou do?

Neoc. Permit me to chaflife :
That haughty Perfian,—feeft thou not, my father,
How little he attends to thy demands ?
What further infults muft we yet endure ?

Them. Reftrain thy ill-tim'd ardour? Thinkft
thou ftill

We tread the foil of Greece; and that thou fee’ft
Thy father circled with the flattering crowds,
That ever throng to him whom Fortune favours ?’
All things muft change ; and, Neocles, the wife
Submit to prefent evils. See in this
The palace of our foe : no longer now
Am I the hope, the darling pride of Athens ;
A poor, a wandering exile, thunn’d of all, '
An outcaft of mankind,  what have I left,
Save this, (the greateft good) I ftill retain
My conftancy unfhaken,

Neoc, Pardon, Sir,
Such
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Such conftancy I fcarce with temper bear.

I fee thee driven, excluded from thofe walls,
Which late thy blood preferv’d; in every part
To find the hatred of thy cruel country
Purfue thee ftill, and with infidious policy,
Forbid thee an afylum. Malice feems

To grudge thee even a foftering fpot of earth,
To feed the wants of nature; yetl hear

No murmurs pafs thy lips : I fee thy looks
Unmov'd and placid. Is it poffible ?

How canft thou thus fupport the unnatural ftroke
Of man’s ingratitude ?

. Them. Alas! my fon,
Thou ’rt newly enter’d on the path of life,
And all to thee is firange : I blame thee not ;
For wonder is the child of ignorance,
And mother fiill of wifdom. Know the hatred,
Thou fee'ft in human breafts, is moftly found
The recompenfe of every good conferr'd ;
The ungrateful hate (and many fuch there are)
The galling weight of benefits in him '
From whom they come; while he, from whom

they come,

Loves, in the man he ferves, the benefits
By him befiow’d ; and hence, my fon, procecds
My country’s hate to me, my love to her.

Neoe. Were only men unjuft to thee, my father,

I might fupport the thought; but even the Gods
Seem mindlefs of thee.

Them.
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Them. Mindlefs ?

Neoc. Can we call
This wretched ftate, thy virtue’s due reward ?

Them. Of good or evil, know'ft thou which tg
name, ' :
Reward or punifhment ?

Neoc. What means my father ?

Them. By {uffering, virtue is refin’d, but grows
Corrupt by profperous fortune. Limpid flows
* The fiream midft broken rocks, but in a pool
Stagnates impure ; the weapon, that in war
Refplendent blazes, rufts in lazy peace.

Nsoc. But thus to change from triumphs patt

. to meet
With trials {fuch as thefe.

Them. Futurity
Perhaps may envy more my prefent trials,
Than all my former triumphs.

Neoc. Beit fo: _

But fay, what caufe has brought thee to this place,
“In fearch of other perils ? Is the hatred

Of Greece fo little? Would'ft thou ftand expos’d
To Perfia’s fury ? Doft thou not remember

That Athens, when affail'd, led on by thee,
Oppos’d the united force of Afia’s arms,

And fcoff'd at Xerxes and his idle bridge ?
Ah'! think not that fuch tranfient anger {wells
The heart of kings.—Here fhould’ft thou be dif-

cover'd
7 To
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To whom wilt thou recur ? In other parts
Thy foes are many, here thy foes are all.

Each, from thy counfels, has in battle loft
A friend, a relative, a fon or father.
Ah'! let us fly, my lord—in pity—
Them. Peace :
Some one I fee approaching—ILeave me; hence
And wait for me apart.

Neoc. And fhall 1 not
Remain with thee, my father ?
- Them. No: 1 dare not
Confide in thy forbearance ; and our fiate
Requires it much. ‘

Neoc. And now——
Them. Obey.

Neoc. At leaft,
In fuch a dreadful tempeft, O! take heed
And guard thy fafety.

Them. Hence and hope the beft.

Neoc. And can I fay, O! fire belov'd !
That hope will e’er be mine ;

Or fiars, that late have cruel prov'd,
Will now benignant fhine ?

I dread the frowns of Fate fevere
Againft thy peace combin’d ;
But more than all her frowns I fear
Thy conftancy of mind. [Exit.
SCENE
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SCENE IL

Aspasia, SesAsTES. THEMISTOCLES apart,

Them. [afide.] This firanger, by his looks and
bearing, feems
Of high concern and manners more refin’'d :
Of him I may enquire—but foft, what maid
With him appears; and by her vefts a Greek ?
Afp. [0 Seb.] Yet hear me. ‘

8eb. No; I cannot, fair Afpafia,
Now longer here remain : the king expects me.
[ going.
Afp. Yet one fhort moment : is it true the king
Has made this cruel edi&t ?
8eb. *Tis moft true :
Whoe’er to Xerxes brings Themiftocles,
Alive or dead, fhall gain immenfe reward.
[ going.
Afp. Unhappy father! [afide.
Them. [to Seb.] Tell me, gracious lord,
(If thus far may be known) can all alike
Prefume to approach the feet of royal Xerxes,
And when and where fuch honour is permitted ?
AJp. [afide.] How fhall I warn my father ?

Seb. [to Them. Izauglmly] Hence and learn
From
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From others what thou feek’ft.

Them. If 1 perhaps
Have err’d unweeting, courteous deign to inftruct
me ; ,
A ftranger am I'; and to me unknown
The country’s cuftoms here.
Seb. Farewell, Afpafia.
[Exit, without attending to Them,

Them. What fenfelefs pride !

SCENE I
THEMISTOCLES, ASPASIA.
Afp. [to herfelf.] Conduét not, mighty Gods !
My father to thefe fhores ! '

Them. [afide.] Then let me feek
Some better knowledge from this Grecian dame.
[#0 Aer.] Fair virgin, if the Heavens—Almighty
Powers !
What features do I fee!

Afp. Eternal Gods'!
*Tis fure my father, or fome form like his !

Them. O! fay
Afp. Themiftocles !
Them. Afpafia!
Afp. Father!

Them.
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Them. My daughter ! [embrace.
Ap. Fly, O! fly
Them. And doft thou live ?

Afp. Ah! fly, my deareft father.—O ! what ftar
In evil hour has brought you to this palace ?
Ah! Xerxes feeks your life, and vaft rewards
Are promis’d him who brings you to his fight—
Alas! delay not—fome one may difcover—

Them. Thou wilt thyfelf difcover me, Afpafia,
With this excefs of fear—Say, when to Argos
I fent thee for a fhelter from the dangers
Of war and tumult, was not then thy fhip
Engulph’d in roaring waves ?

Afp. It was; and none,
Save I alone, furviv’d the cruel wreck ;.
By wondrous chance efcap’d from ftormy feas
To pay with liberty my ranfom’d life.

Them. Say how was this ?

. Afp. A vefltl from the waves—
(O Heaven ! I freeze with terror !) from the waves
A hoftile vefiel took me, fcarce alive,
And bore me _prifoner to this fated land.

Them. Is here thy birth difclos’d ? -

Afp. No.—Xerxes gave me
(My race unknown) a prefent to the princefs,
The fair Roxana.—How I oft invok’d
A father’s name ! How oft I wearied Heaven
VOL. 1II. G ‘ With
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With vows to fee him! But I little thought
To find my vows fo fatally fulfill'd.

Them. Compofe thyfelf, my daughter joy and
“grief
Are plac’d with bounds fo near to each, the paffage
Is but a moment’s work. This day our fortune
May take a different afpect ; finding thee, .
Already do I feel my fufferings lefs. .

Afp. But how! how have you found me here ?
A wretch,

In fervile bonds ! And how are you arriv'd ?
A fugitive profcrib’d ! A lonely exile !
Alas! my father, where is now the fplendor
That once encircled you ? The pomp, the menials,
The wealth, the friends >—O! Deities unjuft !
O ! moft ungrateful Athens! and does earth
Support thee ftill ? And ftill the thunder fleep’
In Jove’s eternal hand ?

Thkem. Forbear, Afpafia!
And learn, more wife, to keep thy griefin bounds;
Know, the, who calls for vengeance on her country,
Can ne’er be daughter to Themiftocles ;
Nor will I bear thou thould’ft one moment harbour
Such impious thoughts.

Afp. When you defend her caufe,
Your country’s guilt is doubled.

Them. Hold ! no more.
| Ap-
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Afp. Yet, let me beg you fly l—Ah! quit this

land.

Them. Whence is thy dread, if here to all un-
known—

Afp. To all unknown ? And where! ah! where,
is then

Themiftocles unknown ? The chara&er

Of majefty imprefs'd upon his brow,

That fpeaks his foul, fuffices to betray him.

. This day the peril threatens more : from Athens
At Sufa an ambaffador arrives :

From him and from his followers, who fhall now
Conceal

Them. But tell me, know'ft thou yet his
bufinefs,
And what his name ?

Afp. 1 know not; but the king
Will give him fpeedy audience.—See already -
Where yonder throng the impatient populace
To reach the deftin’d place.

Them. May each that wills it
Be prefent at the meeting ?

A/p. Doubtlefs each.

Them. Remain thou here : T hafte to fatisfy
A with I long have cherifh’d in my Breaft,
Thus face to face to meet my ancient foe.

Afp. Forbear——Unhappy me! What would
g you do?

G2 You"
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You kill me with affright! O! if you love me,
Forego the thought—By this unconquer’d hand,
On which, a trembling and a fuppliant daughter,
I now imprefs the kifs of filial duty ;
Even by that country, which, to you a foe,
You ftill have reverenc’d ; which you have de-
fended,
Howe'er to you ungrateful
T hem. Lov'd Afpaﬁa,
Come to thy father’s breaft : full well in thefe,
Thefe fond emotions of an anxious daughter,
" I read thy heart; but fink not thus beneath
Thy birth and virtue.—Leave to me the care
To guard myfelf—Farewell ; and from thy father
Learn to defpife the frowns of niggard Fortune.

Amidft the rage of adverfe fate
He neither fear nor tumult knows,
Who, ftill prepar'd for every ftate,
A heart to all undaunted fhows.

Thofe evils that attend on life
Are leflons to the noble mind ;
As from the winds and waves at ftrife
Their ufeful fchool the feamen find. [ Exst.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter Roxana.

Afp. [to herfelf.] Alas! through all my trem-
bling breaft I feel
Each fibre fhake with fear !

Rox. Permit me now,
Afpafia, to complain; and why conceal
Thy happy fortune thus > Though not a friend,
I hop’d at leaft to find thee more fincere.
Afp. [afide.] Klas! fhe knows it all. Themif-
tocles
Too furely is difcover'd.
Rox. Thou art pale !
Thou anfwer'ft not? And have I truly heard,
And have I near me then my deadlieft foe.
Afp. Ah! princefs !
Rozx. Peace, ingrate, to thee I told
My fecret foul, to thee intrufted all,
And thou, mean time, ' haft us'd each art to win
From me the heart of Xerxes.
Afp. [afide.] What I fear'd
Employs not now her thoughts.

Rox. Is this, Afpafia,
The recompenfe for all my friend(hip fhewn ?

AJp. Sych taunts and infults ill become Roxana,
Poflefs
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Poffefs, without a fear, the heart of Xerxes,
I never fhall difpute it—no !—too well

1 know myfelf; think not Afpafia’s hopes
(Beyond her rank) afpire to mount the throne.

Rox. Diflimulation all! A thoufand thoughts
Confirm my fears, fince Xerxes firft beheld thee,
I find a daily change, while cold indifference
Succeeds declining love. I mark his looks,
Intent on thee ; I hear his converfe dwell
Too oft on thee ; and when I {peak of love,

He feems confus'd ; then feeking an excufe
To veil his luke-warm paffion, lays the blame
On all thofe cares that vex a monarch’s peace.
A/p. Not love, but generous pity warms his
breatft, :
For poor Afpafia’s fortune.

Rozx. Pity oft
Is but a {pecious name.

4/p. Refle&, Roxana,

How great the diftance twixt myfelf and Xerxes.

Rox. Love equals thofe moré diftant.

Afp. But a ftranger }——

Rox. *Tis that I fear, Sometimes the fancied

value K ,
Outweighs the true ; thofe gems are little worth
Where Nature heaps them with a lavith hand,
But from their {carcenefs oft are treafures deem’d.

- Afp. For pity’s fake, Roxana, be not thus
Ingenious
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Ingenious to your pain? You wrong Afpafia,

You wrong yourfelf and Xerxes : if the cares

Of love can find admiffion in this breaft,

('Midft all the fufferings of my prefent ftate)

Not Xerxes is their obje&. In this heart

Another form is grav’d ; and learn, Afpafia

Has not a heart that knows how love can change.
Rox. And wilt thou then

SCENE V,

Enter SEBASTES.

Seb. [ o Rox.] If, princefs, you would fee
The Athenian envoy, he prepares to take
His audience of the king.

Rox. I come, Sebafies.

Afp. Hear—know'ft thou yet his name ?

Seb. Lyfimachus,

Afp. [afide.] Eternal Powers! tis he, my heart’s

dear lord !
But wherefore comes he ? [ #0 Seb.

Seb. As 1 learn, he comes
To feek Themiftocles.

Afp. [afide.] Andis uE then,
Is then my lover too my father’s foe ?
All, all the earth confpire in waging war
With one unhappy exile !
3 Ros.
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Rox. Go, Sebafles,
Before me to the king—farewell Afpafia.
[to Afp.] Betray me not. [£xit Sebafies.

Afp. Ah! banifh from your mind
Thefe jealous doubts >—Ah! how can thoughts
like thefe
E'er fird admittance in a noble breaft ?

Rox. A lover I'! too well I know ;
From jealoufy what torments flow,
The bane that heightens cvery woe,
And’ poifons every joy.
The monfter with an hundred eyes,
_ Creates the bad, the good belies,
And every cruel pang fupplies,
To work the foul’s annoy.
[Exir.

SCENE VL

. ASFASIA alone.

Can this be true! And is Lyfimachus,
Is he too leagu’d againft a wretched father ?
O faithlefs man ' already he forgets me ;
He thinks me dead ; and thinks that to the dead
*Tis folly to be conftant :—Cruel fiars, '
Midft all my fufferings this alone was wanting.
~ What
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‘What maid, alas! has ever feen
Her ftars more adverfe thine ?

What tender heart by fate has been
Condemn’d to pains like mine ?

My fighs fucceed each other ftill :
- One woe another breeds ;
And each fucceeding grief I feel,

The former grief exceeds. .
| " [Ewit.

SCENE VIL

A magniﬁcmtﬂace for public avdlence. A throne
onone fide. View of the city at a difiance.

- THEMISTOCLES, NEOCLES.

Neoc. My father, whither goeft thou ? Still in
vain .
I would divine thy purpofe ; while I mark
Each look with fear, and think that every eye
Is fix'd alone on thee. Behold the guards !
The king is near at hand ; let us depart.

Them. Here, mingled with the crowd, we may
remain. -

Neoc. Think of the danger, fir.

Them. No more !—be filent.

Neoc. [afide.] 1 tremble for th' event,

(#hey retire to one fide.
6 ‘ SCENE



od THEMISTOCLES. [acT 1.

SCENE VI

Enter XERXES and SEBASTES with a numerous
attendance.

Xer. Go, call before us

The ambaflador from Greece ; he fhall be heard.
[a guard goes out.

Sebaftes, tell me, does Themiftocles
Still hide him from my vengeance ? Have I then
In vain held forth fuch hope of high reward ?

Seb. He cannot long be hid : too many fnares
Are laid for him to efcape them.

Xer. While he lives
I cannot reft,—fay, has he not beheld
The flight of Xerxes? Midft the unnumber'd
thips, ‘
With which opprefs’d th’ Agean billows groan'd,
He knows, that chac'd by him, (O! fhame to
think !)
My life was trufied to a fingle bark,
Poor and defencelefs ; that, by thirft conftrain’d,
I drank the fcanty water, foul and putnid ;
And prais’d with eager lips, the favoury draught ;
And fhall he live, who lives to boaft of this ?
O! no!—it ne’er fhall be, and in my heart
The thought alone is madnefs.
Lafcends the throme,

Neoc.
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Neoc. [afide to Them.] Hear you this ?
Them. 1do!

" Neoc. Then let us fly.
Them. Peace, Neocles.

SCENE IX.

Enter LysimacHus with a train of Greeks.

Lyf. Great king ! in whom, though in a foe te
Greece,
Athens not only pays the honours due
To regal majefty, but, from thy virtue
(Unbounded as thy empire) now cxpc&s
A gift beyond the nobleft.

Xer. Let it not
- Be peace thou feek’ft :—then fit and freely fpeak.
Neoc. [to Them.] Is that Lyfimachus? :
' [Lyf. fits.
« Them. Tt is?
Neoc. The friendfhip
Of one fo dear, may ftand you much in ftead.
Them. [to Neoc.] Be filent or depart.

Lyf. [to Xer.] To {weep from earth
A rafh difturber of the public peace
One common intereft claims from all that rule;
Even foes thould here concur : the fingle ftate

That fhelters one profcrib’d, muft injure all ;
For
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For hope of an afylum ever tempts
The mind to each excefs. Themiflocles,
(Forgive me, haplefsfriend!) is now the criminal
That Athens feeks. Within thefe palace walls
"Tis thought he dwells; the could of right de-
mand him,
But rather afks him as a gift from Xerxes.
Neoc. [afide.] O! cruel embafly? O faithlefs
friend ! '
Them. [afide.] O! loyal citizen !
Xer. We fhall not now,
Ambaffador, explore the fecret purpofe
That hither turn’d thy fteps, nor what our truft
Due to the Grécian faith; but this I know,
‘Not all thy ftudied artifice of fpeech
Can hide the boldnefs of a claim like this.
Say, what imports to me the peace of Athens ?
Muft I be made the power fubfervient here
To do your bidding ? Who fhall thus prefume
To frame new leagues to bind contending foes ?
And com’ft thou now to give me laws or counfel ?
The laft I little truft, the firft I fpurn.
Let not a fingle vi€tory, fwell you thus
With tranfient pride ; for know, the fate of Greece
Is little yet fecur'd ; and know, to Athens
The-way lies open flill for Xerxes’ arms.:

Ly/. But what imports to you Themiftocles ?
Xer. Learn that, when Xerxes finds him in his
power— :
Lyyf.
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Ly/. And dwells he» not in Sufa?

Xer. Were it {o,
Of him I hold no conference with thee.
Lyf. My lord, your hatred of the Grecian name
Blinds you too far, and if I now begin
On peaceful terms—
Xer. No more : I have forbid thee
. To fpeak of peace.
Ly/. *Tis true ; but yet—
Xer. Enough : :
I know what thou would't fay, and have reveal'd
To thee my thoughts at full—thou may'ft depart.

Ly/. 1 go; but fince fo little weighs -
With thee the name of friend ;

Think not a boaft can win the praife,
That muft on deeds depend.

Foes may be felt, though lightly priz'd,
As Afia late has tried ;
Foes, that the more they feem’d defpis’d

Have dangers more defied.
[Exit with tram

SCENE
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SCENE X

XErxEs, SEBAsTES. THEMISTOCLES and NEo-
CLES apart. Aitendants.

Xer. The Greeks, Sebaftes, think Themiftocles
Is now in Perfia—Lofe not then a moment
To explore the truth, and eafe thy anxious mafter. .
This vittim can alone appeafe the hatred
That preys upon me and confumes my peace.
Neoc. [afide.] And yet my father flies not.
Them. Now's the time
To make the trial. ~
[making his way through the guards.
Neoc. [afide to him.] Hear me, O! my father.
Them. [before the throne.] Great king.
Seb. What means this frenzy? Madman, hence!
Guards, take him from the prefence.
Them. Human prayers
Offend not even the Gods.
- Seb. Away !
Xer. Not fo: .
He fhall be heard.—W hat would’ft thou, ftranger ?
Speak.
Them. 1 feek a thelter here from adverfe For-
tune, »
And only Jove or Xerxes can protect me.

Xer.
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Xer. Who art thou? Say.
Them. At Athens was I born.

Xer. And dar'ft thou then, a Greek, appear
' before me ?

Them. Yes, Xerxes, though full well I know
that name
Is here a crime ; but now a mighty fervice
Abfolves in me that crime.—Themiftocles

Thou feek’ft, and him I here conduét before thee.
Xer. Themiftocles? Can this be true ?

Them. With kings
What lips fhall utter falfehood ?

Xer. Such high fervice
No recompenfe can anfwer.—Where, O! where
Is this long-fought-for objet of my hatred ?

Them. He ftands before your fight.
Xer. Where is he ?

Them. 1—
I am Themiftocles.

Xer. Thou!
Them. T am he. '
Neoc. [afide.] Where fhall I hide me? [Exir.
Xer. Doft thou fear fo little

To meet my juft refentment ? Dar'ft thou thus—
Them. Hear me, and then determine.—See be-

fore thee o
Capricious
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Capricious Fortune’s fport.—In me, O! king,
Behold that fame Themiftocles who thook

So late thy throne, who now reforts to thee
For fuccour and fupport.—He knows thee mighty;
Nor is he yet to learn a foe’s refentment
Enkindled long againft him ; yet the hope

To find in thee a guardian and prote&or
Conduéts him hither.—In thy virtue, king,
He thus confides.—Behold me in thy hand,
*Tis thine to fave me, or 'tis thine to take

A wifh’d revenge.—If love of noble fame -
Glows in thy breaft, behold an ample field
For virtue worthy thee : fubdue thyfelf,

And ftretch thy hand to raife a proftrate foe.
If hatred fway thee, paufe a moment yet:
What praife to conquer unrefifting weaknefs ?
How ufeful to acquire a faithful friend.

Think that thou art a king, and think that here
Thou fee’ft an exile who confides in thee,
And came a willing vi¢tim to this land ;
Refle@, and calmly then decide my fate.

.Xer. [afide.] Ye righteous Gods! was ever
known a foul
More firm and more unfhaken! What intrepid,
What unexampled virtue ! Thus alone,
Difarm’d, an enemy, to ftand before
The face of Xerxes! Thus in confidence—
O | ’tis"too muche—[#0 Them.] Tell me, Phemil:
tocles,
What
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What would'ft thou? With my hatred make my’
glory

Difpute the viQory ?>—O ! now at leaft

Thou fhalt not conquer.—Let me clafp thee then

Clofe to my breaft : whate’er thou hop’ft is thine ;

Take what thou wilt.—My treafures thall be open’d

 [defeends from his throne and embraces Them.,

To give thee aid ; my kingdom fhall be arm’d

For thy defence ; and from this happy hour

Themiftocles and Xerxes are the fame.

Them. Oking! butnowmy hopes appear’d excefs,
And yet thy generous heart out-goes them all :
What can I offer then ? My toils, my blood,
My life > For fuch tranfcendent grace beftow'd,
My life, my blood, my toils were worthlefs all.

Xer. Be thou my recompenfe ; Themiftocles
Is Xerxes’ friend.—Yes, our contention fiill
Shall not have end ; though here I caft afide
All hatred for my injuries of old,

I mean with thee to wage a nobler war.

Do thou confent, a nobler part
Hereafter each may prove ;
Since glory now in either heart

Has hatred chang'd to love.

Thy former enmity forget ;
My vengeance I refign ;
Do thou fupport my regal feat,
Thy fafety thall be mine. [Exit gttended.
. YOL. 1L, H SCENE

N
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SCENE XL

TueMistocLrs alone.

How oft, unftable Fortune, doft thou fhift
Thy afpect thus; and vainly now would'ft tempt.
me
To truft thy treacherous feeming.—No : too oft
I've prov’d thy fmiles and frowns : thy favour ftill
I little heed, and hold thy wrath in fcorn.

Uncertain Fortune ne’er beguxlcs,
Nor lures me with her harlot-fmiles,

Nor warms with hope nor chills with fears.
I know that oft in vernal bowers '
The ferpent glides amidft the flowers ;
I know that oft in midnight hours

We praife a ﬁar, when none appears.

[Exiz.

SCENE XIL

Aspasia alone.

Where am I ? Who will now, ah! haplefs maid,
Shew me my father ? Here in vain I feek him,
Yet felf-difcover'd here but now heé ftood
Before the king—fo Neocles declar’d :
~ He could not be deceiv'd,

. SCENE
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SCENE XIIL

Enter RoxaNa.

Ah'! princefs, hear,
In pity hear tme, and proteét my father
From angry Xerxes’ vengeance.
Rox. Say'ft thou ?—Father? .
Afp. O! yes—behold in me, immortal powers !
“The wretched daughter of Themiftocles.
Rox. In thee? Can this be poﬁible ?
Afp. No more
Ik aught avails to keep my birth conceal'd.
Rox. [afide.] Alas! my rival now has fironger
charms. '
Afp. Go, generous princefs, plead, 'implore his
pardon. '

\Rox Pardon for him ? Then fure thou know'ft
not all.

Afp. 1 know my father here to angry Xerxes
Difclos’'d himfelf : my brother, who in vain
Oppos’'d his purpofe, fled in terror hence.

He faw me fince, and from his trembling lips
I heaid the fatal truth.

Rax. Now learn the reft :
Know thene—r

B2 SCENE

‘2931691
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SCENE XIV.

Enter SEBASTES.

Seb. Afpafia, haften; Xerxes now
Requires your prefence ; for Themiftocles
Has own’d you for his daughter : never yet
The king appear'd to hear more grateful tidings.

Rox. [afide.] Death to my hopes !

Afp. [afide.] O Heaven!—Is then his hatred
Rooted fo deep in Xerxes?

Seb. Hatred ? No:
Themiftocles is now his only joy.

Afp. What do I hear, Sebaftes! "Twas but now
. He fought his death.

Seb. And now, with all the warmth
A friend can feel, he clafps him to his breaft ;
Calls him his life ; direéts all eyes to him,
And only fpeaks of his Themiftocles.

A/p. Farewell Roxana—O! the heart-felt rap-
ture !

Th® excefs of joy which now I find
. Becomes a pleafing pain
A joy like this my fuffering mind
Might long have hop'd in vain.
| With,
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With Fortune’s {miles my foul appears
So rapt in blifs extreme ;
I tremble ftill with anxious fears
Left all thould prove a dream. [Exit.

-

SCENE XV.

RoxANA, SEBASTES.

Seb. [afide.] Take courage, heart, and hope,
fince jealoufy
Has touch’d Roxana’s breaft.
Rox. What means, Sebaftes,
‘The impatience thewn by Xerxes now to feek
The converfe of Afpafia?
Seb. What fufpicion
His thoughts fuggeft, Sebaftes fears to {peak.

Rox. And wherefore ? Freely {peak.

Seb. To me it feems
That Xerxes loves her : when he heard her birth,
A fudden pleafure brighten’d in his features,
And told the fecret workings of his heart,

Rox. O! no—it cannot be—'tis but a dream
Thy fancy fhapes.

S¢b. Heaven grant it prove no other!
But yet ’tis ever well to fear the worft.

Rox. Ye powers! Should this be true what
courfe befits
Roxana
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Roxana then ? :

Seb. What courfe > To feck revenge.
What may not beauty fuch- as yours achieve ?
"Tis joy to punifh a perfidious lover.

Rox. Revenge at firft may yield a fhort relief,
But ne’er can recompenfe our hopes deftroy’d.

Amidft a thoufand hearts to choofe
A heart in whom our hopes repofe ;

Yet there betray’d, our peace to lofe,
Is fure the worft of human woes.

You beft can tell, whofe bofoms know

The pangs from faithlefs lovers found :
Of all affli&iogs felt below,

Misfortune gives no deeper wound. [Exir.

SCENE XVI

SEBASTES alone.

Heaven fmiﬁ:s upon me, fince Afpafia now
In Xerxes finds a lover, and refentment
Has warm’d Roxana’s breaft.—The care be mine
To cherifh love in Xerxes, and in her
To increafe the jealous fury.—Should fthe once
Be rous'd to with revenge, I then may rifk
A deed of high import.—My numerous friends
With her's united foon might make Sebaftes
Even fear'd by Xerxes,—To the Perfian throne .

' I may
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I may perhap::z—-Who knows ?—"Tis true I own
That hope is ever daring; but we find
“That fortune and that boldnefs oft unite.

Though rafh was he who durft explore

The threatening waves unplough’d before,

And fought to find a diftant fhore
In regions long unknown :

Yet had the failor ne’er defied

With venturous oar the roaring tide,

What treafures ftill, in lands untried,
Had ne’er been made our own. [(Exit,

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE I

A magnificent apartment deflined for THEM!STO(\:LES.
Vafes with gold and jewels.

THEMISTOCLES alone.

Beholdthy fortune chang’d ! Behold thy fiation,
How different now, Themifiocles ! But late
Opprefs'd with every want ; thou foughtft in vain
The fhelter of a cottage : now pofiefs’d
Of this rich dwelling, blazing round with pomp
Of wealth and fplendor : Thou behold’ft in heaps
Unbounded treafures : to thy will fubjeéted,

A kingdom and a king. Upon the ftage

Of this vain world, who knows what part may next
Themiftocles be thine : too well I fee

That human life, at beft, is but a tale ;

And mine as yet unfinifh’d.

SECNE IL

Enter NEOCLES,

Neoc. Once again
Father belov’d, on innocence and virtue
The ftars propitious fhine : from every danger
We now are freed. When Athens fhall receive
Thefe wondrous tidings, how will terror fhake
Her

7
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Her citizens ungrateful! Now begins

Our fortune’s happy courfe : I fee it all. St
And now, with thee, I feem to reap my part

Of wealth and honours, fhare with thee the praife
Of palms and triumphs ; pafs Alcides’ bounds,
And conquer kings and give to kingdoms laws.

Them. Hold, Neocles ; and truft not yet too far
Our prefent ftate. Thy ardour now exceeds, -
As late thy fear ? When adverfe winds prevail'd,
Thou trembledft near the port; and now they thew
A moment’s favouring change, at once, my fon,
Thou open’ft all thy canvas to the breeze,

Ill tim'd in both. Thy confidence of foul

Is now a fault, but then had been a virtue :

And that diftruft, which once fo far deprefs'd thee,
Was then a fault, but would be virtue now.

Neoc. And what have we to fear ?

Them. In what to truft ? :
Thefe treafures ? Thefe a moment has beftow’d,
A moment may refume them. In the friends
Thou faw’ft me late acquire ? Thefe are not mine,
They come with Fortune, and with ber depart.

Neoc. But royal Xerxes' favour will fuffice
To make our ftate fecure.

Them. And Xerxes’ anger,
Suffice to be our ruin.

Neoc. No: the king

Is far too wife and juft.
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Them. A king fo great,
Beholds not all himfelf, too oft deceiv’d
When wicked men befiege the royal ear;
And wicked men abound in every clime.

Neoc. Thy virtue ftill muft make thee rife above
The calumny of courts.

Them. O! no, where each
Attempts o’er all to make his merits fhine,
The virtue, moft admir'd, is leaft fecure.

Neoc. What then remains ?—
Them. Depart—The king approaches.

Neoc. In all thy words what magic feems con-
ceal’d !
But now I thought us blefs'd, and now I fear
A thoufand perils. In a few fhort moments,
All, all to me affumes a different form.

Beforg the pleas’d fpectator’s eyes
Thus various forms fucceflive rife,
Which oft the mimic ftage fupplies,
“With every art beftow'd.
A prifon, dark as dreary night,
Becomes a palace fair and light ;
And groves of verdure cheer the fight,
Where late the billows flow'd. \
[Ear.

SCENE
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SCENE I

Enter XERXES.

Xer. Thcmiﬁqcles.
Them. Great king.

Xer. I ftill am bound
To thee in grateful ties, and owe thee much.
I promis’d recompenfe to him who brought
Themiftocles to Perfia. I have now
My utmoft with, and with impatience come
To make my promife good.

Them. So many gifts
Already lavifh’d—fhall not thefe fuffice ?

Xer. No, every recompenfe too little feems
For fuch a friend obtain’d, as fwells my heart
With generous pride.

Them. And means——

Xer. T mean to amend
The injuries of Fortune, and to raife thee
In her defpite. Miuntes, Lampfacus,
The city, wafh’d by fair Meander’s fiream,
Are from this inftant thine : hereafter Xerxes
Will give more fhining proofs to mark the love,
With which he juftly honours thy deferts.

2 Them,
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Them. O! fir, be moderate ; ufe not thus your
triumph,
Nor call my blufhes forth : what have I done
That thus from you may claim——

Xer. What hatt thou done ?
And doft thou think it little to confide
In Xerxes’ generous faith ? To intruft with him
" A life like thine ? Toopen him a field,
Will make his name immortal ? To reftore
To Perfia’s kingdom in Themiftocles,
In him alone, whate’er before was loft.

Them. Refle&, from me, what ruin, blood

Xer. The glory
To honour thus the virtue of my foe,
Compenfates all : the firft was Fortune’s work,
And Fortune's blame—this glory is my own.
Them. O! generous fentiments ! that well befit
The fubftitute of Jove. Oh! happy land,
To fuch a king fubjected.

Xer. Hear me further.
I mean to follow now the grateful conteft
Of mutual friendfhip. To my power thy life
Thou hatt intrufted ; to thy valour I
Intrut my power. Thou fhalt be fovereign
leader T
- Of Perfia’s armies : come, and take before
The affembled troops, the enfign of command,
Thou firft fhalt hence to punith the prefumption

of
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Of refilefs Egypt. Greater deeds we then _

May hope to achieve : with thee, Themiftocles,

I truft to triumph o’er the world in arms.
Them. And will my generous king fo far
Xer. Away,

Prepare for other triumphs. Let thy deeds

Speak what thou mean'tt to fay.

Them. Benignant Powers !
Preferve for me a prince fo like yourfelves,
O! let me ftill remember all his goodnefs,
For Xerxes triumph or for Xerxes die.

I feem to hear, with loud alarms,
The trumpet’s wakening breath,

That calls me forth for thee in arms
To encounter fields of death.

Undaunted let me meet my fate,
And view, with fearlefs eye,

.My tomb prepar'd, butne’er ingrate . -
To thee, my king, I'll die. [(Exit,

SCENE IV.

XErXES alone.

"Tis ever true : a regal diadem
Is heavy to fupport, and with it brings ,
A thoufand troubles; but the power it gives -
To recompeafe the good, fet virtue free

il

-

From
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From the blind empire of capricious Chance ;
To make the worthy happy ; is a privilege

. Atones for all, and opens to the foul

The pureft joys of frail humanity ;
And (if a mortal boaft may thus prefume)

‘Can make 2 monarch equal to 2 Gad.

Such have I prov'd it, fince the day in which

I gain’d Themiftocles? It now imports me

To make this gain fecure. I mean to raife
Afpafia to the throne : her birth, her virtue,
Her beauty well deferve it. In my empire
Themiftocles will then affert the rights

Of all his future offspring, whilft the ties

Of blood fhall make our mutual love increafe.
Yet would I firft confult Afpafia’s heart:
Already, at my will, Sebaftes goes

To found her fecret purpofe. But as yet,

I fee him not return—perchance he’s here,

O | Heavens !~It is Roxana !—l¢t me now
Avoid her prefence, , [goinga

SCENE V.

Evser RoxaxA.
Rox. Whither goes my lotd 2
Do you then fly me !
Xer. No! but other cares
Of high concernment call me now away.
' Rox.
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Rox. And yet amongft thofe cares Roxans once
Has borne a part.

Xer. But now they claim me wholly. )

" Roz. 'Tis true, and well I underftand thee,
Xerxes. .

I fee how far Themiftocles muft now
Employ thy thoughts ; -and juft it feems, a gueft
So noble fhould engrofs the heart of Xerxes.
Thy mind (nor firange I deem it) is perplex’d
Between the father’s merits and——

Xer. No more—
Princefs, farewell. [going.
Rox. Yet, hear me, cruel man!
Xer. [afide] She muft be nndecexvd [t0 her]
——attend Roxana ;

*Tis time I fhould to thee difclofe my thoughu
Know then—-

SCENE VL
Enter SEBASTES.

Seb. My lord, the Ambaflador from Greece
Once more demands an audience.
Xer. Wherefore, fay ?
Then is he not departed ?
Seb. No, he learns
That here Themiftocles refides in Sufa,
: And
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And means to make large offers to obtain him;
Xer. O! ’tis too much ; he trifles with my pa;

tience : .
I will not hear him~—charge him to depart,
Nor dare to difobey me. ~ [Seb. going.

Rox. [afide.] This refentment,
Alas! proceeds from love.
Xer. Yet hear, Sebaftes;
Pve better thought—Go, bring him to our pre-
fence,
I'll punith his prefumption. [Exit Seb.
“Rox. Speak at length
Your fecret purpofe. '
Xer. ’Tis no longer time. [ going.
‘Roz. You promife, Xerxes, firft to tell me all,
Then, cryel man! you anfwer not, but leave me.

Xer. Alas! when {peechlefs I depart,
Could’ft thou, Roxana, read my heart,
My thoughts would then unfolded lie.
For oft we feem but to conceal
Thofe truths which looks too well reveal,
When filence only makes reply.  [Exir.

Roz. In vain, alas! I would deceive myfelf.
Afpafia triumphs—but behold fhe comes,
The haughty fair-one.

SCENE
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SCENE VIL

Enter Aspasia.

[losking at Afp. with attention.] Where’s the
mighty charm
That thus in her my Xerxes fo adores ?

A/p. At length, Roxana, all your doubts are
ended. ’

Rox. [afide, looking at her.] I cannot find a caufe
for chains fo binding.

, A/p. What doft thou }—~Wherefore gaze in

filence on me?

Rox. I feek the wonders of that face,
Thofe powerful eyes, and every grace,
That rifk a king’s repofe.
A lover whom fuch charms affail,
Mutft find excufe if e’er he fail
In faith of former vows. [Exit.

A/p. What harfh reproaches ! Tyrant Jealoufy,
How doft thou torture hearts! I too, O Heaven !
.Have prov’d no lefs for my Lyfimachus.

VOL. III. B | 'SCENE
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SCENE VIIL

Enter LysiMACHUS.

Lyf. [entering.] O! let me for a moment but
behold her,

And then—[ fzeing her.] But fure I dream !—It
is my love !

Ajp. [10 herfelf, not feeing him.] He furely
knows I live; for public fame
Mutft widely fpread the chance—Alas! he glows
With other flames than mine—ungrateful man!
And yet I cannot fhake him from my thoughts;
But hence—it fhall be fo—thefe ties diffolv’d—
N ' [ going.
Ly/. Hear me, my life!
Afp. [turning.] Who calls me thus his life ?
[ feeing him.] O Heavens !
Ly/. Thy own, thy true Lyfimachus;
Yes, fair Afpafia, once again my fate
Has brought me to my lov’d-one’s fight.
Afp. Afpafia?
I am no longer the—Afpafia’s dead.
Ly/. So fame, I know, declar'd; but well I
know '
The tale was falfe; I know how Heaven preferv’d
thee.

Ap-
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Afp. Then add to this, what yet thou haﬁ not
learn’d,

And further know—for thee ] live no mare.

Ly/. Ah! wherefore thus transfix my bleeding
heart ?

AJp. So true a lover and fo firm a friend
Muft merit fure from me. a tender greeting.
And haft thou dar'd, ingrate |. my father’s foe,
To meet Afpafia now and fpeak of love ?

Lyf. Thy father’s foe ? Alas! thou littleknow'ft
The conflit that I feel.—A facred duty
Compels me to obey my country’s mandates 3
While every moment, in my tortur'd breaft,
The lover with the citizen contends,

Afp. Thou mutt relinquith one,

Ly/. Ah! one I cannot,
And one I ought not.—Every hour I ftrive,
With agonizing pangs, againft my peace,
And feek to gain what, gain’d, muft make me '

wretched,
Afp. The Heavens be prais’d! thou yet haft
nothing gain’d.

Lyf. Alas! Afpafia, I have gain’d too much
Forgive me, O! ye guardian Gods of Athens!
If to her griefs I pay this tender figh.

Afp. 1 tremble—{peak—fay, what haft thou
obtain’d ?

Ly/. The king gives up Themiftocles to Gmece.
12 : J!f?o
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Afp. Wretched Afpafia!

- Ly/. Even this very hour
He plights his word to fend him hence.

Afp. O Heavens!
[afide.] Ah! Xerxes thus will punith my refufal.
[fo Lyf.] Lyfimachus, have pity ! Thou alone
Canft fave my father.

Ly/. O! what power is mine ?
Perhaps already may the king expect me,
Where now the people and the troops are met.
Before them all he means to render up '
The vitim to my hands.—O! think what power
Can reft with me.

Afp. All, if thou wilt, is thine:
Confent that by a fecret flight——

Lyf. Afpafia, '
What would'ft thou afk ?

Afp. 1 from a lover afk
A certain proof of love : thou canft not fure
Rejeét my prayer.

Ly/. Alas! before I lov'd
My duty was prefcrib’d by otherlaws,
A citizen of Athens.

Afp. Does the name
Of citizen compel thee to purfue
A guiltlefs exile ?

Lyf. O! Ifeek it not:

I but
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I but fulfil my duty.
Afp. Beitfo:
We have our feveral duties—this is mine.
Farewell for ever! ' [ going. -

Ly/. Whither, whither goeft thou ?

Afp. 1 go to Xerxes’ arms.

Ly/. What fays Afpafia?

Afp. Yes, Xerxes loves me, and to aflift a father
All nature pleads within me.—Ere I lov'd
My duty was prefcrib’d by other laws,

The daughter of Themiftocles.
 Ly/. Yet hear me. ,
Give not the world, Afpafia, this example
Of broken faith.
Afp. I follow where thou lead'i,
And but fulfil my duty.

Ly/. Does the ftruggle
So little coft thee ? '

Afp. Little coft ? Then learn
To thy confufion, ’tis to punifh me
That Xerxes gives my father : but even now
He fent to offer me his hand and throne ;

And the, to whom it little cofts to leave thee,
Has, for thy fake, refus’d the Perfian throne.

Ly/. What fay’ft thou, O! my love?

A/p. Nor is this all.
- Hear, cruel man! thou know'ft I've many a caufe,
' - And

!
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And yet I cannot hate thee : now reduc’d
"To this extreme, to part from thee for ever,
1 feel my heart divided from my breafi.
I fhould conceal my weaknefs—but in vain,
In vain I firive—Behold, ungrateful man !
In fpite of all, my tears will find a way.
Ly/. Ah! weep not thus—I yield~—What have
I faid 2 :
Farewell, my life, farewell !
- Afp. And whither goeft thou ?
Ly/. 1 fly from trials which my virtue fears.
Afp. If any fpark of pity yet remain—
Ly/. No more—I dare not truft my wavering

duty.

What magic power the fair attends,
Who loft in grief appears;

‘What then the fterneft heart defends
From lovely eyes in tears ?

1 fly, my love, an exile hence;
If ftill with thee I ftay,
No more my virtue makes defence,

Nor Athens I obey. [Exit.

- SCENE
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SCENE IX.

AspasiA alone.

Then all my hope that now remains, is this,
To give my hand to Xerxes.—O ! Afpafia,
What grief, ye Powers ! what cruel fate is thine.

The heart that gentle love retains,

Muft mourn when doom’d with other chains
Of tyrant bondage to comply.

Life is not life in fuch a fate,

Compell'd to yield to vows we hate,
And pity, where we love, deny.  [Lait.

SCENE X

A magnificent pavilion, open on all fides ; a throne
on the right hand adorned with military enfigns.
View of a vaft plain, with the Perfian army
drawn up. :

XEeRxESs, SEBASTES, A train of Satraps, Guards
and People. ‘

-

Xer. Sebaftes, is it true ? Does then Afpafia
Reje& my profferr'd nuptials ?
" 8Seb. Every beauty

Is coy when firft we woo: perhaps in fecret
Afpafia
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Afpafia may have felt an equal paffion,
But blufhes to confefs ; and only waits
A father’s fan&ion to declare her love.

Xer. That fanion foon

Seb. Behold the illuftrious exile ;
And with him comes the ambaflador of Athens.
Xer. Sebaftes, fee that now to me be brought
The enfign of command. .
[Xerxes afcends the throne, Seb. flands next him,
and one of the Satraps brings the flaff of mili-
tary command, with which he flands near the

throne.

SCENE XI

Enter TueMisTocLES with Lysimachus.—Ly-
SIMACHUS, as he advances, fpeaks to THEMIs-
TOCLES, 70t heard by XERXES.

Ly/. Alas! my friend,
To what a cruel tatk has Heaven affign’d me !
How mutft I blufh
Them. And wherefore fhould'ft thou blufh ?
Themiftocles can judge between the friend,
And citizen of Athens: well he knows
Our country is the Deity, to which
Mut all be facrific’d.—Were I as you,
Themiftocles had been Lyfimachus.

Xer.
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Xer. Draw near. Themiftocles: See here af-
‘ fembled :
"'The braveft, chofen troops of Perfia’s hoft :
To thefe feleted warriors only wants
A general worthy them : that charge be thine.
Take this, and with this enfign I elet thee
Their chief and leader.—In my ftead, difpenfe
Rewards and punithments.—Go, fight and con-
quer:
To thee I truft my fame and Perfia’s fate.
Lyf. [afide.] The king has then deceiv'd me,
or Afpafia
Has found the means to appeafe him.
. Them. [recesving the flaff.] Mighty king!
Confiding in your goodnefs I accept
- The weight of this high charge, and here I fwear
Eternal faith.—The Gods decree that Fortune
For thee may ever combat on my fide !
Or fhould the ftars forebode difafirous chance,
Themiftocles be doom’d, and he alone,
To meet their anger : let the {quadrons conquer,
And let him perifh !—So may Xerxes fee,
Return’d with laurel, not with cyprefs wreaths,
Amidft his conquering bands their leader flain.

Ly/f. Is this the way, O ! Xerxes, that to Athens
You give Themiftocles ?

Xer. 1 only fwore )
To fend him back to Greece.—Then hear if now |
- 1 fhall
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I fhall fulfil my promife——[#> Them.] Valiant
‘ chief !

- At length I mean to punifh this prefumption.

Another may conduct our arms in Egypt :

Be thou my fcourge in Greece.—Go, burn, de-

firoy, '
Spread defolation ; heap our galling chains
On Sparta, Corinth, Argos, Thebes and Athens.

Them. [afide.] Now am I loft !
Ly/. And was I call’d
Xer. Go, bear

- Thefe glorious tidings to thy countrymen ;
Say how their exile will revifit Greece,
And what companions on his fteps attend.

Lyf. [afide.] O! my unhappy country! falfe
Afpafia! [Exit with Greeks.

SCENE XIL

XERXES, THEMISTOCLES, SEBASTES.

Them. [afide.] Themiftocles a traitor !

Xer. What employs
Our general's thoughts ?

Them. Ah! change, my king, your purpofe;
* For many nations yet are unfubdued.
* Xer. If firft T trample not on hoftile Greece,
The conquer'd world can give me little pride.

Them.
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Them. Refle again—
Xer. Already ’tis determin’d ;
And he who dares oppofe this enterprife
Encounters my refentment.
Them. Then eleét
Some other leader.
Xer. Wherefore ?

Them. At 'the feet
Of Xerxes I lay down this honour'd enfign
Of Perfia’s high command. .
[lays down the faff at the foot of the throne.
Xer. What can this mean ?
Them. And would'ft thou have Themiftocles a
rebel
‘To o’erturn his native walls >—Misfortune never
Can change me thus.
Seb. [afide.] What unexampled daring !
Xer. Not Athens now, this palace is thy coun-
try : o
The firft profcribes thee and purfues thy life,
The laft receives, defends and gives thee being,
Them. Whoe'er defends me, I was born at
Athens, . '
And 'tis by nature’s inftinét that we cherith
Our dear paternal feats.—In foreft glooms
The favage beafts will love their native, caves.

Xer.
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Xer. [afide.] 1 burn with rage——1[r0 him.]
Then Athens ftill remains
The miftrefs of thy heart ? But what in her
Can ftill Themiftocles fo highly prize ?
Them. All, fovereign lord! the afhes of our
fatHers,
The facred laws, the tutelary Gods,
The language, manners, my repeated toils
For her endur'd ; the honours heap’d upon me;
The very air, the trees, the foil and walls.

Xer. Ingrate! and doft thou thus before my
) face (defeends from his throne.
Thus proudly boaft a love fo hateful to me ?

Them. 1 full am—Xerxes—

Xer. Thou art ftill my foe :
In vain, with benefits conferr'd, I ftrove—
Them. Thefe in my heart for ever fix'd remain
In chara&ers indelible.—Let Xerxes
Point out his other foes : for him my blood
Shall freely flow ; but if he fiill would hope
To employ my courage for my country’s ruin,
With rebel arms, then Xerxes is deceiv’d :
For her I've ever livid, for her will die.

Xer. No more—refle€t—refolve—thou canft
not live
The guard of Athens and the friend of Xerxes.
—Choofe as thou wilt.

Them.
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Them. Thou know'ft my choice.
Xer. Remember :
This moment feals thy fate.
Them. Foo well I know it.
Xer. Thou anger'ft him whofe power can make
thee wretched.
Them. But not a rebel.
Xer. Tis to me, thy life.
By me preferv’d, is due.
Them. But not my honour.

Xer. Greece hates Themiftocles.
Them. But Greece I love.

Xer. [afide.] Ye Gods! what infolence '—-[to
him.] Is Xerxes thus '
By thee rewarded ?

Them. 1 was born at Athens.
Xer. [afide.] 1 ¢an no longer hold—Guards!
from our prefence
Remove the ingrate for future punifhment :
We yet may fee that dauntlefs courage tremble.

Them. Where guilt is not, there never harbours
fear.

Thefe placid features, midft my chains,
Shall ftill unmov’d appear ;

*Tis guilt alone, not threaten’d pains,
Can mark this cheek with fear.

If
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If truth the name of guilt can wear,
I juttly yield my breath ;
While, fuffering for a ¢rime fo fair,
I triumph in my death.  [Exs# guarded.

SCENE XIIIL

Enter Roxana.

Rox. I {carcely, Xerxes, can believe—

Xer. Ah! princefs,
Whoe’er could have believ'd it ? In my palace,
Before the world Themiftocles infults me.
He worfhips Athéns fiill ; he boafts for her
His faith unfhaken ; for her fake, with fcorn
Foregoes the friendfhip and the gifts of Xerxes.
Rox. [afide.] My hopes revive—[s0 Xer.] Who
knows > Perhaps the daughter
May change his will.

Xer. The daughter and the father
Alike to me are foes.—Yes, every Greek,
By natural inftinét, bears to Xerxes hatred :
T will on both have vengeance.
Rox. [afide.] Happy change!
[to Xer.] All have not, fir, the heart of your
Roxana. )
Xer. 1 know it well, and blufth at what is paft.

Rox. And yet I fear that if again Afpafia
6 Should



AcT 11.] THEMISTOCLES. .o127

Should now returg——

. Xer. Afpafia? O! fhe dares not
So far prefume.

SCENE XIV.

Enter Aspasia.

Ap- Have pity, gracious lord !

Rox. [to Xer.] See if fhe dares fo far—
liften not
To her feducing words.

but

Xer. Yes, let us hear ‘ )
What fhe would urge. ’

Ap. O! Xerxes, fave my father.

Give him an offering to your noblc nature,
And give him to my tears,

Xer. [afide.] Enchanting forrow!

Rox. [afide.] 1 fear the trial now.
Xer. And art thou come L
T'o implore my pardon ? Thou, who feem’ft o'er
' all, -
To fcorn my bounty.

Afp. No! you are deceiv'd.
Shame prompted my refufal. Should you now
Reftore my father, modefty would find
A fpecious veil to hide a maiden’s blufhes,——
My heart might then be yours. :
i Rox.
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Rox. [afide.] O! patience, Heaven!
Xer. And fhall I then forgive the ingrate, who

loves :
My deadlieft foe ?
Afp. O! no!l—'tis lefs I afk !
Sufpend your anger: I perhaps may bend

His will to yours.—Can you deny me this ?
Oh ! T was born unhappy ! Ne'er till now
The wretched went from Xerxes unreliev'd :

I am the firft to prove his cruelty—

Alas! it cannot be,—TI’ll ne’er believe it,

You do but feign a rigour not your own,

And, while you pity, only feem fevere,

O'! mighty king! indulge your generous heart,
Yield to its feelings, to Afpafia’s hopes,

- Or fee her with Themiftocles expire.

Xer. Afpafia, rife—[afide.] What power en-
chants me thus !
Rox. [afide.] Again am I deluded.

Xer. Let thy father .
Obey my will, I pardon all the paft.

Say, that on him his fate depends,
Whate’er his choice may guide,

Say that my arm the bolt fufpends,
But lays not yet afide.

Then
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Then let him merit to obtain
The pardon I beftow ;
For anger ftay'd, when rais’d again,
- Will give the weightier blow. [Exit.

SCENE XV.

Enter ROXANA, ASPASIA, SEBASTES. -

Rox. [afide.] 1 feel my fpirits fink.
Afp. Forgive, Roxana,
The duty that compels—
Roxz. Go, haughty maid,
Avoid Roxana’s prefence. Thou haft conquer'd:
I fee, I own it all—I yield him to thee.
What would’ft thou further ? Seek’ft thou greater
triumph ?
This infult is too much !—I'll bear no more.

A/p. Thine anger patient I fuftain,

I pity thy diftrefs ;

Thou canft not fee my inward pain,
What griefs my heart opprefs.

Ah'! who fhall tell, fince none can view
The thoughts I only know,
~ If envy for my blifs is due,
Or pity for my woe.
- [Esst.

VOL. III. K SCENE
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SCENE XVL
' Rox;\.x'A, SE#AST#s.
Seb. [afide.] This anger may avail me.

Rox. Oh! Sebafies,
Could I revenge myfelf for Xerxes’ falfehood—
Seb. The means are ready. If my faithful
friends
But join with yours, your vengeance is fecur'd,
And Perfia’s fceptre is at our difpofal.
Rox. What friends haft thou to offer me.

Seb. The bands
Of numerous malecontents, in Perfia rais'd,
On'me depend : Orontes is their leader,
By me ele@ed, and at my command :
Perufe this paper late from him receiv'd.
' ' [gives a paper.
Rox. Go, friend ; await me now in my apart-
ment, «
I'll join thee foon. "Twere dangerous here withthee
To hold fuch converfe.'
Seb. May I then prefume
To hope
Rox. Away.—Fear not, I will be grateful :
I'owe thee much and well I know thou lov’ft me.
Seb. [afide.] At length my hopes have found a

happy hour. [Exit.
SCENE
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*

SCENE XVIL

Roxaxa, alone.

And canft thou, O! Roxana, then refolve
To cruth the man whom late thy foul ador'd ?
Yes, let him fall—the ingrate contemns my love,
And he fhall pay the forfeit to my wrongs :
O! I could fee him to a thoufand foes
Expos'd, and fee him with a tearlefs eye ;
Would at his Jateft hour——O ! Heaven, I boaft
Of anger, while my trembling heart belies me,

The bofom now with anger burns
To punifh an ingrate :

But foon to love our anger turns,
And foftens at his fate.

We feek revenge on him who pain’d
The fond believing breaft ;
But when we find it near attain’d,
The vengeance we deteft,
[Exir,

END OF THB SECOND ACT.
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ACT III. SCENE L

An apartment where THEMISTOCLES is confined.
THEMISTOCLES alone.

O! Athens! O! my country ! facred name
To me fo fatal. Sweet till now it feem'd
For thee to bend my cares, for thee to thed
My dearoft blood. With patience I endurd
Thy harfh decrees : amidft my woes refign'd,
I rov'd frorh fhore to fhore ; but to preferve
My faith to thee, I find myfelf compell'd
'To appear ingrate ; and to a king fo generous,
Who, powerful and incens'd, forgets the claims
Of paft refentment ; clafps me to his breaft ;
Heaps honours on me ; .and to me intrufts
His dignity and empire. Pardon, Athens,
This is too much. Thou ftill fhalt be the God
Of all my thoughts, as thou haft ever been ;
But now I feel, and firft begin to feel
How dear my duty cofts me.

SCENE IL

Enter SEBASTES.

Seb. Xerxes fends
By me, Themiftocles, and wills to know
At once thy final choice : he trufts to find thee
Repentant
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Repentant of thine error : this he hopes ;
And fays, he never can fo far believe
Themiftocles ungrateful.
Them. Never, never
Shall fuch reproach be mine:. this witnefs, Hcaven [
That fees my heart,—O ! could my king as well
There read Themiftocles.—Condu& me, friend, .
Conduc me to him.
Seb. *Tis not now permitted.
Firft on the facred altar come prepar'd
To {wear eternal enmity to Greece, -
Or hope no more to view the face of Xerxes. ‘
Them. And muft I, atno other price, obtain
To fee my benefa&tor ?
" Seb. No.—fwear this,
And thou art Xerxes' friend; but this refus’d
I tremble for thy fate : in this thou know't
The king implacable.
Them. [afide.] Then mutt I prove
A rebel to my country, or be ftain’d
" With bafe ingratitude > Before the world
Might I not plead my love, my faith to Xerxes,
Or dying own his benefits conferr'd ?.
(thoughsful,

-

Seb. Rcfdlve.

Them. [afide.] It fhall be fo—let us efcape
This cruel labyrinth, and be the means
'Worthy Themiftocles: [s0 Seb.] Go now, prepdre
The



134 THEMISTOCLES. [aeT 11,

The altar, beverage and the facred vafe,
Whate’er the oath requires—my choice is made ¢
1 follow thee.

Seb. With fpeed I bear to Xerxes
The gladfome tidings.

Them. Hear me.—Say, is yet
Lyfimachus departed ?

Sed. From the port
His anchors now are loos'd.

Them. O! hafte, detain him
Let him be prefent at the folemn rite :
Sebaftes, bear my wifhes to the king.

Seb. It fhall be fo. Thou now may'tt rule at
will :
'The heart of Xerxes. | [Exit.

SCENE IIL

THEMISTOCLES alone.

Be my life’s laft hour
With fplendor clos'd ; and, like a dying torch,
"Quench’d in a blaze.—Ho ! guards, call hither
to me
Neocles and Afpafia.~Let me think—
What is this death ? Is it a good ? We then
Should hafte to welcome it.—Is it an evil ?
We then fhould fhorten our expe®ance of it :
The greater evil.—FHe deferves not life
Who
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Who rates his fame beneath it.—Life is ftill
The privilege of every mortal born,

But fame th’ exclufive privilege, the treafure
Of noble minds.—The vile may fear his death,
Who, loft to others, to himfelf unknown,
Died at his birth, and with him carries all
Unnotic'd to the tomb.—He dauntlefs yields
His lateft breath, who can, without a blufh,
View how he liv’d, and viewing, calmly die.

SCENE 1V,

Enter NEocLES and Aspasia.

Neoc. My deareft father. -

Ap. O! my much-lov'd lord.
. Neoc. Is it then true, that you will choofe a life
Of gratitude to Xerxes ?

Afp. Is it true
That you at length have yielded to compaffion
For us and for yourfelf ?

Them. Be filent both,
And calmly hear me—Know ye well the obedience
A father's will requires ?

Neoc. That law is facred.
~ Afp. A tie that nothing can diffolve.

Them. "Tis well.
I charge you to gonceal what I impart
. Till
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Till all I have determin’d with myfelf
Shall be matyre.

Neoc. His promife Neocles
Moft firmly plights.

Afp. To this Afpafia fwears. ,
Them. Sit then; and give me each a proof of

courage
In liftening to my words. [ Ats.
Neoc. [afide.] 1 freeze with terror ! [ Ats.
Afp. [afpide.] Alas! I tremble. [ fits.

Them. Hear me, O! my children,
*Tis the laft time we ¢'er fhall fpeak together :
Till now I've livid with glory ; if my life
Be ftill prolong’d, I lofe perhaps the fruit
Of every toil—Themiftocles muft die.

Afp. What fays my father?
Neoc. O! what thoughts are thefe ?

Them. The noble Xerxes is my liberal patron,
My country, Greece: to him my gratitude,
To her I owe my truth.—Each duty now
Oppofes each : if either I infringe,
Rebellion or ingratitude muft ftain
Your father’s name : by death I may avoid
The dread alternative.—With me I carry
A potent friendly poifon——
Afp. O! my father,

Have you not given but now your word to Xerxes
’ : To
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To meet him at the altar?

Them. In his prefence -
The deed muft be completed.’

Neoc. But Sebaftes
Affirm’d, that at the altar you would take
A folemn oath

Them. 1 know he fo believes :
This fuits my purpofe well ; with fuch a hope
Xerxes prepares to hear me.—I would with
All Perfia to behold the glorious deed ; .
Would call, to every thought my breaft conceals,
To all I feel for Athens and for Xerxes,
As judge and witnefs, a recording world.

- Neoc. [afide.] O! wretched, wretched we !

A/p. Undone Afpafia ! [they weep.
Them. Ah! children, whence this wcakneﬁ?
- Hide from me

Such unavailing grief, nor make me blufh
That I'm your father.—You indeed might weep -
If e’er Themiftocles had fear'd to die.
Afp. When you ’a're dead, ah! whither fhall
we fly?
Neoc. What then remains for us ?
Tkem. For you remain
The love of virtue, the defire of glory,
The guardian care of Heaven and my example.
Afp. Alas! my father. ‘
' 1 Them.
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Them. Hear me: 1 muft leave you,
Alone and orphans, in a foreign land,
Amidft your foes, without the due fupport
That nature claims ; 'and little yet cxpencnc 'd
In all the fickle turns of human life.
And hence (I well forefee) you both muft fuffer,
And fuffer much; but ever bear in mind
You are the children of Themiftocles :
Let this fuffice ; and may your deeds proclaim you
In every trial worthy of the name.
Let the firft objeéts of your thought be honour,
Your country, and that duty which the Gods .
Have call'd you to fulfil; and know the mind
In every ftate can make itfelf illuftrious,
And ftill employ the choiceft gifts of Heaven,
To grace no lefs the cottage than the throne.
Sink not beneath the weight of adverfe fortune :
Evils too great to bear wili never laft,”
And evils we can bear, may be fubdued.
Let virtue urge you ftill to deeds of praife,
And not the recompenfe.—Abhor the guilt,
And not the punithment ; and if your fate
Should €’er impel you to an aét unworthy,
One way remains—and learn that way from me.
[rifes.
Neoc. O! do not leave us yet. [rifes.

Afp. My deareft father!
And fhall I never, never fee you more ?

Them.
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Them. Here break we off—nor vainly thus pro-

long
Thefe laft adieus.—1It is too much, my children,
Too much for feeble nature—our affections
Too far will weaken—I—1I am a father,
And O! I feel—farewell my deareft children !

[mlbf ace.

Ah! ceafe thefe unavailing tears,
Nor think that.now to death I go:
I go to triumph o'er the ftars, .
And every ill that mortals know.
I go to crown my laft of days
With added wreaths of virtuous fpoils ;
I go to enfure, with endlefs praife,
The fruit of all my former toils. [ Ewis.

SCENE V.

Asprasia, NEocLEs.

Afp. O! Neocles.

Neoc. Afpafia.

~Afp. O! my brother!

,Neoc. What dreadful ftroke is this !

A4/p. O! moft unhappy !
And whither fhall we go?

Neoc. To prove us worthy
6 o of
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Of fuch a father, [ firmly:] Let us hence, ‘my
fifter, :
And fee, mtrepxd fee, Themiftocleés - :
Thus triumph o’er himfelf.—Our noble bcanng
Will make his death more pleaﬁng
Afp. Let us go:
—Alas ! I cannot—till my trembling feet— [ fits.
Neoc. And will you thus difgrace the birth you
boatt ?

Afp. And can your conftanty fupport the fight?
Neoc. What I may want his virtue fhall fupply.

While from his features, pale in death,
"~ The beams of virtue thine,
The courage in his lateft breath
Shall give new force to mine.

A father calls me hence to thow
A fon's undaunted breaft ;
To obey a father’s call I go,
And leave to Fate the reft. [ Exit.

SCENE VL

AspPASIA glone.

Then fhall my brother bear a firmer mind
Than I, alas! can boaft ?=—Does .not the blood .
His father gave him warm Afpafia’s veins ?

- Like his my birth was from Themiftocles.
Yes,
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Yes, we will pay him every pious duty :

And let him, when he breathes his laft, repofe

On this fad breaft, while on his clay-cold hand

An orphan daughter prints the farewell kifs,

And clofes with her hand his dying eyes.

—O Heaven ! what cruel image ! Ah! what
chillnefs

Through every fibre creeps—I fain would go,

And yet I ftill remain—I freezé with horror,

And glow with fear and thame : at once I'm urg’d,

At once repuls’d—I lofe the time in tears,

Refolve on nothing, while my father’s loft.

While honour bids me hence remove
" My trembling feet detain me here ;
And ftill diftrefsful change I prove,
By courage rais’d, deprefs'd by fear.
Ye Gods! from this unhappy breaft
Bid wearied life at length depart :
Enough, alas! by woes deprefs'd,
That long have rent my bleeding heart.
' [ Exsz.

SCENE VIL

XERXES alone.

Where is my general ? Where Themiftocles ?
Let him no longer keep from his embrace
A king that loves him.

SCENE
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SCENE VIIIL

Enter RoxANA with a paper.

Rox. Xerxes, I am come
In fearch of thee.

Xer. [afide.] Unfortunate encounter !
Rox. Hear me; and let this hearing be the laft.

Xer. Full well I know, Roxana, that your anger
Is kindled now againft me : well I know ‘
You threaten me with vengeance.

Roz. 'Tis moft true,
I would revenge—I am indeed the offended :
Then learn my vengeance. Xerxes, know thy life
And fceptre are in danger. In this paper’
Read all the black defign : prevent the treafon,
Preferve thyfelf—farewell. ' [ going,

Xer. Yet hear me, princefs :
At leaft permit me for this generous gift—

Rox. Let this fuffice—Roxana is reveng'd.

What {weet revenge the generous mind
Will ever prove, a wrong defign'd
With friendthip to repay ? -
This fhall Roxana’s heart reftore
To every joy it knew before,
And all her pangs‘allay. [Exit,

"~ SCENE



ACT 1IL.] THEMISTOCLES. 143

SCENE IX.
XERXES alone. |

This paper to Sebaftes is confign'd,
And written by Orontes.—Let us now— [reads.
O Heaven! what impious treachery ! Sebaftes
Is then the fecret author of the tumults
In Egypt rais’d ; while ever at my fide,
With well-diffembled zeal—Behold him here ;
And dares the traitor now appear before me ?

SCENE X

Enter SEBASTES.

Seb. At length I come, O Xerxes, to requeft
A recompenfe for all my truth and toils.

Xer. So great indeed, Sebaftes, are thy merits
Thou well may'ft hope for every thing from Xerxes.
What would’ft thou ? Speak.

Seb. Themiftocles departs’

To conquer Athens : but for Egypt's bands
No chief as yet is nam'd : of thefe I afk
From Xerxes the command.

Xer. Would'ft thou no more ?
Seb. Sebaftes only feeks to give to Xerxes

Proofs of his zeal.
Xer.
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Xer. Already have I many. ,
This tafk is worthy thee : but know'ft thou well
The foil of Egypt > »
Seb. All htr mountains, rivers,
Her forefts, ways, defiles; I could defcribe
Her very rocks.
Xer. All this will not fuffice :
It much imports to know the names of thofe
By whom the tumults have been rais'd.
Seb. Orontes,
And he alone. S
Xer. 1 deem'd that other chiefs
With him were join’d : this paper bears the names;
See if to thee they're known. [ gives the paper.
Seb. And whence, my lord,
Receiv'd you this !—O Heaven ! what do I fee'!
Xer. How now ! thou art difturb’d ; thy colour
changes—
What, art thou filent ?

Seb. [afide.] Ah! I am betray'd.

Xer. Ungrateful vaffal! pale with dread,
Too late thy looks appear ;

When firft thy dark defign was laid,
*Twas then a time for fear.

But
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But ever wife are Heaven’s decrees,
Which nothing can withfland :
. The traitor ne’er his danger fees
Till thipwreck is at hand. [Exit.

SCENE XIL

SEBASTES alone.

Difloyal princefs ! haft thou then betray’d me ?
Infenfate ! fhall I rafhly dare to accufe her?
And does a traitor now complain of treafon ?
This have I well deferv’d.—Ah! fly, Sebaftes,
But whither ? From myfelf I cannot fly,
And in my breaft I bear my own tormentor.
Where'er I go will terror and remorfe
Purfue my fteps and fet my crime before me.

Ye cruel pangs that mortals know,
When thefe on guilt attend ;

Ah! wherefore, heavenly Powers, fo flow
A traitor’s heart to rend ?

Ye dreadful voices! ever near,
. Whofe founds my bofom chill,
Why not till now my trembling ear
With warning terrors fill ? [Exit.

VoL, 111, L SCENE
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SCENE XIL

The palace. An altar with fire kindled, and upon
" the altar the cup prepared for the oath.

Xerxes, Aspasia, NeocLes, Sarraps, Guard:
and People.

Xer. Why, Neocles, fo fad? Whence, fair
Afpafia,
Thofe ftarting tears ? Now, when the father comes
To fwear to me his faith, the children mourn..
" Ate then the-friendfhip and the love of Xerxes
By you difaftrous deem’d ? Speak.
Afp.

} O! ye Powers!
Neoc.

SCENE XIIL

Enter Roxana, Lysimacuus and Greeks.

Rox. What would’ft thou with Roxana ?

Lyf. Xerxes, fay,
‘Why am I fummon’d hither ?

Xer. *Tis my will -
Roxana and Lyfimachus be prefent.

Lyf. To witnefs now fome new affront to Athens ?
Rox. To bear again my injuries unmov'd?,
| Ly
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Ly/. To fee the inconftancy of falfe Afpafia?

Afp. You are deceiv’d : affliét me not unjuttly,
Cruel Lyfimachus. Believe me ftill
The fame Afpafia, nor opprefs a mind
Already funk with grief.
Xer. What do I hear!
Are you then lovers ?
A/p. To conceal it longer
Were hopelefs : I've already faid too much.
Xer. And didft thou not, Afpafia, promife
Xerxes
To give to him thy hand ?
Afp. A father’s life
Requir'd this facrifice.
Xer. [#o Lyf.] And didft not thou
Seek to his foes to render up the father
Of her thy foul ador’d ?
Ly/. So Athens will'd.
Xer. [afide.] Tranfcendent virtue!
Rox. See the Grecian leader
Is now at hand.

Neoc. - [afide.] Why wears not Neocles
A look like his, intrepid and ferene ?
‘ [Jooking out on his father.

" Afp. O! feeble heart, how doft thou tremble
now !

L2 SCENE
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SCENE XIV.

Enter THEMISTOCLES.

Xer. Atlength, Themiflocles, thou haft refolv’d

To be the friend of Xerxes: once again

Return to meet the embraces of a king

Who honours thus [adwvances to embrace him.
Tkem. Forbear. [drawing back refpecifully.
Xer. And why forbear? |

" Them. 1 am not worthy yet—My merits now
Reft on the folemn act that brings me here.

Xer. See on the altar, for the rite prepar'd,
The cup with beverage crown’d.—Themiftocles,
Approach, and, with the vow requir'd, begin
The chaftifement of Greece. '

Them. Attend me, Xerxes:

Know firft, thou art deceiv’d : I promis’d here .
My prefence, not my oath.

Xer. How'!

Them. Hear me, Xerxes,
And thou, Lyfimachus, hear all ye people,
Affembled thus fpectators, hear and judge
Themiftocles with truth ; and each be now
His witnefs and defender.—Adverfe fate
Compels me here to incur the guilt of treafon,
Or black ingratitude : no choice remains

But
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But this, to hold or to relinquifh life,

The liberal gift of Heaven.—To keep me fiill
Without a crime I fee one only way,

The way that leads to death—that choice be mine.-

Ly/. What do I hear!
Xer. Eternal Gods'!

Them. This poifon, [sakes it from his bofom.
Companion ever in my mournful exile,
Mix'd with the draught yon facred cup contams,
. Shall make the work complete.
[ pours the poifon into the cup.
And every God,
That reads my heart, be prefent at the offering
A willing victim makes ; a vi¢tim here
To loyal truth, to gratitude and honour.
Afp. 1 feel my fenfes fail.
Xer. I'm firuck with wonder.

Them. Lyfimachus, my friend, do thou affure
My country of my love, and plead at leaft '
Indulgence for my afhes.—1I forgive
The worft of fortune if I find a tomb
Where firft I found a cradle.—Mighty king !
Repent not of thy benefits conferr'd,

The admiring world fhall be their recompenfe.

All I can now repay thee (cruel Fate!)

Is to profefs my gratitude and die.

Ye gracious Powers ! if e’er the dying vows

Of thofe who know not guile afcend to Heaven,
Prote&t
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Prote& your Athens! To your care receive
This king and kingdom : in the heart of Xerxes
Infpire the with to war with Greece ho more :
~ Yes, Xerxes, with my life conclude thy hatred.
Friend! children! king and people, all farewell !
[rakes the cup.
Xer. Ah! hold—what doft thou? Touch not
with thy lip
The deadly cup.
Them. And wherefore ?

Xer. Never, never
Shall Xerxes thus permit

Them. And why, my king?

Xer. Too many caufes ruth upon my mind
To fpeak them now. [takes the cup from him,

Them. Thou canft not, Xerxes, take
From me the means of death : this power alone
Is not allow'd to kings.

Xer. Ah! live, the hero, [throws away the cup.
The glory of our age! Still lave thy country,
To this I now confent; fhe’s worthy of thee.
Even Xerxes' felf almoft begins to love her:
And who could ever hate the happy foil,
The glorious mother of a fon like thee?

Them. Ye Gods ! can this be true? So far be-

N yond |
My beft of hopes!
Xer.
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Xer. Hear then the great effets
Of virtuous emulation—Qn this altar,
For you prepar'd to fwear eternal hatred,
I vow eternal amity with Greece.
Now let her reft, and owe, illuftrious exile,
To fuch a citizen her wifh’d repofe.
Them. O! generous king! what art haft thou
' attain’d
To triumph o’er Themiftocles > Such virtue
Exceeds a mortal’s aim.—O Greece ! O Athens !
O'! happy, happy exile! .
A/p. Rapturous moment !
Neoc. O! profperous day !
Ly/. Permit me, noble friends,
To fail for Greece, and there to all proclaim
* Your generous firife of honour; well I know
Alike for both her gratitude will warm ;
For him, whe thus afferts his country’s caufe,
And him, whefe gadlike gift enfures her peace.

SCENE LAST.
Exter SEBASTES. ’

Seb. For all my crimes, my fovereign lord, I
here
Entreat the punithment : I hate a life
That thus to you—- [kneels.
. Xer. Scbaftes, rife : this day
‘ Shall
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Shall only know content : I pardon thee.
I render back Afpafia’s promife given,
And leave her heart her own : my royal faith
I plight to recompenfe Roxana’s love.
Afp. My dear Lyfimachus !
Rox. Ah! generous Xerxes !
Them, O! grant, ye Gods! Themiftocles may
prove
Still grateful to his king.
Xer, Implore the Gods
To guard thy life, and I fhall find thee grateful ;
And if my virtue kindle from th’ example
Thy virtue gives, thou render'ft back to Xerxes
Far more than Xerxes ever gave to thee.

CHorus,

From emulation virtue grows
- With added fplendor bright :
So torch to torch united glows,
And yields redoubled light,

END OF THE THIRD ACT.

SIROES.
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA,

Cosroks, King of Pers1a, in love with Laobice,
SiroEgs, his eldeft Son, in love with EmiIra.
Meparses, his youngeft Son.

EmMira, Princefs of CamBAYa, difguiféd in man’s
apparel, under the name of H\DASI’ES, in love

with SiroEs.
Laobice, in love with Siroes, Sifter to Araxes.

Araxes, General of the armies of PErsia, the
friend of SiroEs.

ScENE, SELEUCIA.



. SIROES.

ACT I. SCENE L

A temple dedicated to the fun, with an altar and
image of the Deity.

Cosrors, Sirors, MEDARsEs.

Cyof. To you my fons, not more am I a father
Than father to the state : to you I owe
Paternal tendernefs; but to the flate,
A fucceffor, whom Peifia fhall confefs
A worthy heir of our imperial feat.
‘This day, between you fhall our choice decide ;-
And him, I choofe, mutt thare with me the throne,
And learn with me ta guide the reins of empire.
O'! happy Cofroes, could I live to fee,
Ere lafting fleep has clos’d thefe aged eyes,
A fon who, wife in peace and brave in arms,
Might fhade the luftre of his father’s fame.

Med. On you my fate depends.

8ir. And whom will Cofioes
Efteemn the worthieft P

Cof.
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Cof. Equal is your merit ;

In Siroes I regard the gift of valour,

~And praife the gentler virtues of Medarfes :

Cofroes in thee diflikes thy haughty fpirit;
[#o Sir.

In hlm his mexpcncnc’d age; but time ‘

Will cure the faults of both : meanwhile I fear

My choice proclaim’d may kindle in your bofoms

New flames of mutual ftrife. Behold the altar,

Behold the God : let each now {wear in peace

Fo abide by our decree, and {wear to obey,

Without a murmur, our appointed heir,

In loyalty and truth.

Sir. [afide.] Shall Siroes’ lip
Pronounce an oath like this ?—O ! no.—~
Med. Behold :
Medarfes prompt to obcy—-the throne is mine,
[afide.
[ad'vances to the allar.]
-« Before thy prefence, to whofe foftering power
¢ Her bleffings nature owes, Medarfes bends, -
« And fwears to pay the new-cleted king
¢ His earlieft homage ; if I fail in aught
¢ This oath exa&s, O! let thy cheering beams
“ Be chang’d for me to more than midnight
darknefs.” - .

Cof. My deareft fon! Now, Siroes, thou draw
near,

And learn obedience from thy younger brother.
‘ " Med.
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Med. He thinks, but fpeaks not.

Co/. Why doft thou delay '
To enfure my peace? How are thy thoughts
; employ’d ?
Sir. And wherefore fhould I fwear ? Such caufes
lefs doubt
Offends your fon ? What are the merits, fay,
By which Medarfes now afpires to reign ?
My father, well you know how far my claim
To elder birth ; already was my heart
Inur'd to bear the wrongs of adverfe fortune,
“When firft a father in the cradle heard
His infant cries : you know the hoflile {poils
By Siroes added to your former triumphs.
You know the wounds your fame has coft a fon,
I groan’d beneath the fteely corfelet’s weight,
In fields of blood and in the face of death;
“While he in floth dragg’d on his days, *midft all
A parent’sfond endearment. This, my father,
You know, and wherefore then muft Siroes
fwear?

Cof. I know yet more—I know, in my defpite,
Thou lov’dft Emira, daughter to Afbites,
My deadly foe : T heard thy fights of anguith
The day I took from him his life and kingdom :
Then didft thou vow deep hatred to thy father;
And were Emira living ftill, who knows
To what, by love impell'd, thy rage might tend.

Sir.
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Sir. Proceed : indulge at full the blind affection
That makes you, Cofroes, thus unjuft to me.
Break, for Medarfes, all the ties of nature,

And let him from the throne give Perfia laws ;
While Siroes, mingled with the ignoble herd,
Shall on his younger brother’s hand (a hand
Unfjt to wield the fceptre of dominion)

Imprint the Kifs of bafe fervility.

But Gods there are, whofe juftice ever wakes

To aid the opprefs'd : the world confefs Medarfed
To Siroes yields in merit as in years.

C»/. Rathboy! and doft thou threaten ? Know,

my will.—

Med. Be calm, my father | and to him refign
The Perfian throne, fuffice for me your love.

Cof- No: for his punifhment, this day fhall fec
The audacious rebel bend to thee his king :

I will fubdue his pride ; and fain would fee
What world will arm to raife him to the throne.

[to Sir.] Since, fwell’d with pride, thy ftubborn
heart,
Paternal love difdains,
Expe&t to find that fterner part
" The judge fevere maintains.

YWhate'er a rebel bofom knows,
Perchance in thine may dwell :
But ere mature the treafon grows, ‘
I'll crpth it in the fhell. [Ewit.

: ' SCENE
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SCENE IL

S1rors, MEDARSES.

Sir. Canft thou, Medarfes, fix without a blufh
" Thine eyes on Siroes ?

Med. Ha! Does Siroes thus ‘
Addrefs his king ? Thou know'ft that I this day
To thee am arbiter of life and death :

Think then how life to merit as my gift.
Sir. Thou art too hafty, prince, to affume the
A ftile :
That fits a monarch : the paternal crown
Infolds not yet thy brows ; and ere the day
Declines, our father may repent his purpofe.

SCENE I

Enter EMIRA in a man's habit, under the name of
Hypaspes.

Em. Ah! princes, wherefore this -ushappy
ftrife ?
Forbear fuch conteft as fo ill befeems
The name of brethren. On this joyful day
Let not Seleucia view you hateful rivals,
But knit by equal ties of love and honour.

- Med.
2 i
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Med. 1 ftrive to appeafe my brother’s caufelefs
anger, ’
And bear my wrongs in filence, but in vain.
Sir. O well feign'd modefty !

Em. [#0 Sir.] I'm not to learn
The meeknefs of Medarfes.
Sir. Dear Hydafpes,
It ever was his wont to veil his infults
With dark diffimulation.
Med. [10 Em.] Mark, my friend,
.His fluthing face, his eyes’ malignant glances,
Thus fpeak the hatred rankling in his heart.
Em. [to Med.] Depart, incenfe him not ; leave
me alone
In converfe with him.
Sir. O | perfidious.
Med. Heavens !
Withouta caufe you now infult your brother.
Appeafe him, dear Hydafpes; fay, inhim
I venerate our Perfia’s great fupport,
And own, in Siroes now my fovereign lord.
Em. Go, leave us then. '

Med. [afide.] My triumph is at hand.
[Exit Medarfes.

SCENE
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SCENE 1IV.

EMira, SiroEks.

Sir. O! lovely and belov’d Emira.

Em. Hold.
Reveal me not, but call me ftill Hydafpes.
Sir. No ear is nigh, and you are known, Emira,
To me alone : behold the wrongs I fuffer
From an unfeeling father.
'Em. Yes, I've feen, .
And feen it long : but what does Siroes do ?
He refts meanwhile in ftupid apathy,
. The lethargy of mean degenerate fouls ;
And while a kingdom moulders from his hope,
He, like a child, a helplefs infant, finds
No other arms to oppofe his cruel fortune,
But fruitlefs fighs and idle lamentation.
Sir. And what could Siroes do ?
Em. What could hedo?
What could he not ? For him his faithfal peoplc
With loyal fury burn : a fingle blow
Secures thy triumph, and at once completes
My vengeance and thy own.
Sir. Alas! Emira,
What would'ft thou afk ?
Em. 1afk afingle blow,

Needful to both—and know’ft thou who I am ?
YOL. IIL M Sir. -



162 SIROES. : [acT 1.

Sir. Ah! well I know thee for my foul’s beft
treafure,

Cambaya’s princefs—yes, thou art Emira.

Em. Say, I am fhe, whofe fire Afbites died
By Cofroes’ cruel hand ; that haplefs daughter,
Who ftript of empire, in a foreign clime,
Now wanders far from her paternal feat ;
Who veils, in this attire, her woman’s weaknefs,
And hopes at length to reap a great revenge.

Sir. O Heaven ! by me receiv’d within the palace,
You found the means to win the heart of Cofroes :
His favour all is yours; and can you now,
Forgetful of his benefits conferr’d,

Still brood in fecret o’er revenge and hatred.

Em.. The tyrant loves Hydafpes not Emira.
Remember, if you wifh Emira’s hand,
I wifh for Cofroes’ death.
~ Sir. And could Emira
Receive me ftain’d with blood, this face diftorted
With all the horrors of a father’s murder ?

Em. And how can I, forgetful of my oath,
Behold a parent’s pale and bleeding fhade
Still hover round and call on me for vengeance;
While carelefs, ftretch’d upon my downy pillow,
I flecp befide the fon of him that flew him ?

Sir. If then

Em. If then thou wouldft receive' my hand,
Thou know'ft what fervice can alone deferve it :

6 . Thou
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Thou muft affit my vengeance.
Sir. Never! never !

Em. Hear, if thou, Siroes, ftill refufe thine arm,
Another’s is not wanting : yes, this day
Completes the work ; and he whofe courage aids
Emira’s caufe, Emira’s love rewards :

Thus, fhould thy coward hand refufe the firoke,
Thou lofeft me, and canft not fave thy father.

Sir. Are thefe, Emira, thefe the tender feclings
With which you once were wont to footh my
anguifh ?
"Twas hatred led you hither, while to me
You feign'd your guide was love,
Em. 1 kept from thee
My hatred hid, while Cofroes was a father
But now he finks the father in the tyrant,
No longer deem in thee to find a fon. ‘
Sir. And would'ft thou have me then a parricide?
And does the crime of loving thee deferve
A punithment fo dreadful?
Em. Now full well
I read thy heart: thou never lov'dfi Emira.
Sir. 1 never lov'd !
Em. Behold Laodice,
She, who enjoys thy love, fhe beft confirms it.
Sir. Laodice | I but endur'd her paffion |
With faint repulfe, to footh, by harmlefs guile
In her, whom Cofroes loves, a powerful foe.

™2 SCENE
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%

SCENE V.

Enter Laopick.
Em. At length thou com'ft in time, Laodice,
To eafe a faithful lover, who fo oft
With tender fighs has languifh’d in thy abfence.

Laod. Hydafpes {peaks, and ah ! my eafy heart
Too foon believes.

Em. The reft let Siroes fpeak.

Sir. [afide.] Unfeeling maid to torture thus my
bofom !

Laod. [to Sir.] And can I think, illufirious
prince, your heart
Will fo debafe itfelf in loving me ?

Em. [to Laod.] His love is firmly yours.
Sir. [afide to Em.] Hers, fay’ft thou, hers ?
Em. [to him.] Peace, perjur'd man.
Laod. Does love fo little then
Give utterance to his lips ?
Em. A faithful lover
Whofe bofom burns, ftill feeds the flame in filence.
Laod. Yet oft the glances of an eye betray
The filent lip : but not a look from him
Is turn’d on me ; nay rather, as confus'd,
He bends his eyes to earth in ftupid gaze,
And feems to give thy every word the lie.
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Em. Not fo, Laodice, you are deceiv'd ;
You know not Siroes: but I know him well ;
He ftands abafh’d in prefence of Hydafpes.
Sir. [to Em.] Alas, my love! far other doft
thou know.

AcT 1.] SIROES.

Em. [to him.] Traitor, no more.

Laod. Abafh’d before Hydafpes ?
Thou know'ft he has no fault, or if a fault,
"Tis courage in extreme, not timid thame.

Em. But love, that changes all, can render valiant
The coward heart, and fearful make the bold.

Sir. [afide.] Unfeeling maid! to torture thus
my bofom.
Em. *Twere beft to leave you: conftant lovers
ever, ’
Who love like you, abhor fociety.
Laod. Hydafpes, yet I tremble left he ftill
Deceive thee and myfelf.
Em. 1 dare not wholly
Condemn your doubts ; for well by proof I know,
In trufting others never does the mind
Exert the caution confidence requires ;
We feldom find fidelity in love.

The faith of every lover ftill,
How dangerous to believe ;
Their fighs, their prayers, their tears at will

The eafy heart deceive.
: Shall
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Shall man, by felf reproach unblam’d,
The fair, he wrong’d, furvey;
As if the crime were venial nam'd,
Affe@ion to betray ? [Ewit.

SCENE VL

Siroes, Laobick.

Laod. You fpeak not, Siroes—what is now your
fear ?
Hydafpes is not prefent : freely then
Difclofe your fecret.
Sir. [afide.] Why am I purfued
With love fo fatal >=~~Ah ! Laodice,
Subdue a paffion that endangers both,
Should Cofroes, who adores thee, ever learn——-
Laod. O fear not him, he never will dlfcover
Our gentle intercourfe.’

Sir. But then, Hydafpes——
Lgod. Hydafpes is a friend ; and, Siroes, he
Approves our love. ,
Sir. Not always do the lips
And heart agree.
Laod. We but torment ourfelves
With fancied ills; if obftacles like thefe
Muft from our breaft expunge fuch dear affeétion.
- 8ir. Others there are—Laodice, farewell.
Ladd.
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Laod. Yet ftay—and why conceal them ? _

Sir. Heavenly powers !
Spare me the fhame of fpeech, and fparc thyfclf
The pain to hear them.

Laod. Will you leave me then’
Thus loft in cruel doubts ? Speak, prince, Ah'!
fpeak.

Sir. [afide.] O pain to fuffer | —hear me then
declare,
Ah! no—forgive me—I muft leave thee.

Laod. Never,
Till you have given me firft to know your fecret.

Sir. Some other time fhall tell thee all.

Laod. But now,
Now is the eventful moment.

Sir. Hear me then,
Since thou wilt know, I burn with other flames ;
My faith is plighted to a lovelier obje& ;
The faireft of her fex : I love not thee,
Nor ever yet have lov'd, and fhould thy hopes
Afpire to change my heart, fuch hopes are vain :
Diftra& me not—my fecret now is known,

If €'er thefe lips could love declare,
Thefe eyes foft glances dart ;
Thefe treacherous lips mutft falfely fwear,
Thefe eyes belie my heart.
Then
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Then feek fome other breaft to move,
All thoughts of me forfake ;
. And for thy recompenfe in love,
This friendly council take. [Exit.

SCENE VIL

Laobice alone.

And fhall I then endure fuch cruel {corn ?
Oh'! no, Laodice ; affront like this
Muft be reveng’d. Shall that ungrateful baaft
His triumph in my thame ? A thoufand foes
Will, at my bidding, rife at once againft him,
It fhall be fo—his father muft believe
The fon his rival, both in love and empire ;
And by my arts impell'd, fhall now my brother
Araxes, offer to Medarfes’ aid
The troops in arms ; and if I meet not all
My wifh, at leaft I will not figh alane,

S§CENE VIIL

Enter ARaxEs.

Arax. My fifter, withimpatience have I fought .
thee.

Laod. And now moft opportune for me, we
meet. '

Ar. Thy help was ne’er more needful.
Laod.



ACT I1.] SIROES., 169

Laod. Nor have I
So wifh’d thy converfe : know my brother—

Ar. Hold : :
Firft hear me, fifter: fird with hafty paffion,
Cofroes will raife Medarfes to the throne :
Orders are iffued for the folemn pomp ;
The people vent complaints ; the foldiers murmur,
Thou, if thou canft, appeafe an angry father,
Incens'd unjuftly, and in Siroes fave
A hero to the land.

ZLaod. A hero?—No,
Thou art deceiv'd ; for in the breaft of Siroes
Refides a foul moft obftinately favage ;
A heart o’erflow’d with pride : he feems to prize
Himfelf alone, and thinks the fubje& world
Mutt all pay tribute to his matchlefs valour.

Ar. Is this my fifter {peaks? And doft thou

_think—

Laod. 1 think his ruin is by us, Araxes, .
~ Moft firmly to be wifh’d : his fall is near, .
Prevent not thou his fate.

Ar. And who has thus
Eftrang’d Laodice ? ‘

Laod. *Tis not for thee
To fathom yet my fecret.

Ar. Every one
Will blame your fickle and inconftant nature.

- Laod. “’Tis oftenconftancy to change the mind.”
5 If
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If ocean gently lave the fhore,

And now in ftorms, with deepening roar
The mariner difmays ;

No fault is his, who but the power

Of ftronger winds obeys.

If I with changing fortune veer,
Yet let me not be blam’d ;
. What once inconftant might appear
May now be virtue nam’d. [ Exis.

SCENE IX.

ARAXES alone.

I fhall not for Laodice betray
My friendfhip or my duty.—Who can tell
The fecret caufe from which her anger {prings ?
Such is the genius of the weaker fex: =
O! woman, beauteous woman! how might man
Indulge his rapture in your love beftow’d,
If conftancy were join’d with female charms.

The uncertain fiream that murmuring flows

Between its banks, the wind that blows,

Oft fhifting through the ruftling boughs,
Is fteadier far than you.

-~

Yet
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Yet fimple lovers fiill prepare
New food to nourith amorous care ;
With tears and fighs purfue the fair,
And hope to find her true. [Bsit.

SCENE X

An inner apartment belonging to Cosrors. A table
with feqts.

SiroES with a paper.

Still let me from Emira’s {nares preferve
My father’s life.—This paper, thus imprefs'd
With charadters difguis’d, defcribes the danger,
But keeps unknown the traitor.—If my filence
Conceal the firft, I muft betray my father;
And if I tell the laft, I facrifice
My cruel, lov'd Emira~Ha ! the king
Seems this way bending—Whither fhall I turn?
Should he perceive me here he’ll fure fufpet
From me the warning comes, and force me then
To name the guilty : beft awhile retire
And hide me from his fight—O Gods! defend,
Defend Emira, guard my father’s life,
And ah! prote& my innocence. [retires.

SCENE
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SCENE XIL

Enter Cosrogs.

Co/. Shall then
The heart of Cofroes from a rebel fon
Receive its laws ? *Twere madnefs but to think it.

SCENE XI.

Enter Laobice.

Co/. What brings my fair-one unexpected here?
Cofroes’

Laod. 1 come to claim prote&ion.
favour
Suffices not, even in thefe palace walls,
To fhelter me from fear; nor thofe are wanting
"That outrage and infult me.
Cof. Who can dare
So far prefume ?
Laod. My crime, alas! is truth
And loyalty to you.
Cof. Declare the guilty,
And leave with me the care to punifh him.
Laod. Your fon attempted to feduce my love,
" And when I durft rejeét his impious fuit,
He menac’d me with death. -
' ' Sir.
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. Sir. [lifiening.] What do I hear?

Co/. My lov’d Medarfes could not thus offend :
No—Siroes is the criminal.

Laod. *Tis true.
What can a woman, helplefs, unproteted,
Againft the royal heir of Perfia’s king ?

Sir. [apart.] All, all the world confpire againft

my peace !

Co/: And fhall he prove my rival too in love 2

Dry up thofe tears, O! lovely mourner, calm

Thy troubled thoughts.——O! moft ungrateful
Siroes !

And haft thou dar'd ? Believe not I am Cofrocs
If I forget—enough—Laodice,
Yes, thou fhalt fee

Sir. [apart.] O! pain to think!
Laod. [afide.] "Twas wife
In me to accufe him firft. -
Cof. [ fits at the table.] Unw@rthy fon!
[ fees the paper left by Sir. and reads to himfelf.
Laod. Had I forefeen fuch anguifh to your heart

I never then [afide.] What paper's that? He
reads

Abforb’d and loft—he changes colour !
Cof. Gods'!

What worfe could angry Heaven have rais’d againft
me !

Was
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Was ever day like this ? [rifes.
Laod. My gracious lord,
What now afflits you?

SCENE XIIL

Enter MEDARSES.

Med. Father, I behold
Your features chang’d.

Cof. [ gives him the papet.] Read there, belov'd
Medarfes,
And tremble as thou read’ft.

Laod. [afide.] What can this mean ?

Med. [reads.]  Cofroes, a fnare is laid to take
« thy life,
“ By one believ’d moft loyal : on this day
« The blow is meant. Sufpet in every one
¢ The fecret traitor : death is furely thine,
« If from thy prefence thou remov’ft not all
 That fhare thy beft affe€tions—he who gives
¢ This counfel is thy friend : believe and live.”
‘ [he returns the paper to Cof.

Laod. 1 freeze with horror !

Co. What inhuman pity
Thus, thus to fave me ! From a hand unknown
- The warning comes, but points not out the guilty.
Then muft I ever fear my friends, my fons ?
In
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In every cup believe my death conceal’d,
And fee the cruel threat in every fword ?
Is this to be preferv’d ? Is this to live ?
Sir. [apart.] Unhappy father!
~ Med. [afide.] Lofe not now, my foul,
This fair occafion.
Cof. Still, Medarfes, filent?
Laodice, thou doft not fpeak.
Laod. Alas!
I'm ftruck with terror.
Med. If 1 fpoke not yet,
I wifh’d to hide the guilty from your anger,
The guilty dear to both ; but when I fee
The cruel anguifh of a father’s heart,
I can no longer hold—that paper’s mine..
Sir. [apart.] Infidious falfehood !
Cof. Know'ft thou then the traitor,
And yet conceal'ft him from my juft refentment ¢
Med. [kneels.] O father moft belov'd! forgive
the guilty ; o
Let it fuffice, thy life has been preferv’d
Ah'! think not ever in fuch blood to ftain
Your royal hands : know, he who feeks your life
Is your own fon—and your Medarfes’ brother !
. Sir. [apart.] Mutt I be filent fiill ? |
 Cyf. Medarfes, rife :
What tongue to thee reveal'd the dreadful fecret ?

Med.
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Med. Siroes himfelf difclos'd it.
Laod. [afide.] Can it be!

What heart would have conceiv'd it ?
' Med. Long he tried

To make me partner in his crime—I pleaded,

I begg’d, but all in vain, he vow’d your death ;
And hence Medarfes in that {croll reveal’d
The dire defign.

Sir. [difcovers himfelf.] Medarfes is a traitor :
That paper’s mine.

Med. [afide.] O Heaven'!

Laod. [afide.] What do I fee ?

Cof. Ha! Siroes here, conceal’'d in my apart-
ment !

Med. "His guilt is clear.

Sir. *Tis falfe : defire to fave
Your threaten’d life, my father, brought me hither:
A defperate foe, unknown, defigns your death,
And you're betray’d.

s

SCENE XIV.

Enter EMira.

Em. [entering.] And who betrays my king ?
In his dgfence behold this arm and fword.

. Sir. There wanted but Hydafpes to complete
The wretchednefs of Siroes.

Cof.
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Cof. [to Em.] See, my friend,
To what has Heaven referv’d me.  [gsves the paper.
Laod. Strange events!
Em [having read the paper returnsit.] Whence
- came this warning ? Is the traitor known ?

Med. Medarfes has reveal’d the whole.

Sir. My brother
Deceives thee, good Hydafpes,- know "twas I
Difclos’d the fecret.

Cé/ﬁ Wherefore then forbear
To name the affaffin ?

Sir. Thus far have I fpoke,
But dare not utter further.

Em. Q! perfidious !

And would'ft thou thus conceal thy impious
treafon

With virtue’s thin difguife ? A friend to none,

The offender nor the offended ; both betray'd.

The monarch is not fafe ; the firoke defign'd

By thee prevented ; now thou com'ft to boaft

The warning given in that ambiguous paper.

Yes, traitor, I would fa.m—-[ta Cof.] forgive, my
king,

This warmth of temper : ’tis my duty {peaks :

As loyalty has bound me ta the father,

So far refpeét is wanting to the fon :

Your danger is my own.

VOL, III. N Laod.
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Laod. [afide.] What noble daring !

C»/. What do I owe to thee, belov’d Hydafpes ?
[#2 Sir.] Learn, learn, mgratc, behold a ftranger
born; 7
The blood of Cofroes circles in thy veins :
To him I gave my favour, thee thy life,
And yet behold he flands to guard my fafety,
- While thy infidious arts invade my throne.

‘Sir. 1 dare no further plead in my defence,
And yet I am not guilty. '

Med.. Innocence v
Is ever bold, nor keeps a fullen filence ;
Medarfes freely fpeaks.

' Em. [10Sir.] Away: what now
Employs thy thoughts ? VVhat doft thou? He
who goes
So far, would doubtlefs foon complete his purpofe;
T hou anfwer'ft not: Iknow thou art confus'd;
It galls thee now to find thy heart reveal'd,
And all thy falfchood open’d to Hydafpes ;
And hence thy filence, hence thy looks of thame,
And hence that fear to cafi thine eyes on mine.
" 8ir. [afide.] There wanted but HydafPeh to

' complete
The wretchednefs of Siroes.

Cof. Yes, Medarfcs,
His filence juftifies the unputcd guilt,

. 6 . . Med.
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Med. Medarfes truly fpoke,

‘Em. But Siroes’ lips
Are fraught with falfehood.

Sir. *Tis too much, Hydafpes,
And fhall not this fuffice ? What would'ft thou

more ?

Em. Do thou from anxious doubts relieve my
~ king,.
Sir. What can I fay ?
Em. Say? That thy crime is mine,
Say that, with thee, I'm partner in the guilt ;
Or rather fay that all the guilt is mine,
And thine the loyalty : for this, and more
A mind like his might feign. [#o Cofroes,
‘Cof- But fruitlefs all.
"Tis not an ealy tafk to impofe on Cofroes :
1 know thy truth too well. [to Em.
Em. O! would to heaven
That Siroes’ loyal faith could equal mine !
 Cof- I know him ‘too—all, all proclaxms him-
traitor ; ‘
Ile neither makes defence, nor fues for pardon.
Sir. 1 can no further plead my haplefs caufe,,
And yet I'm innocent.
Med. Ts he not guilty,
Who could refufe but now a folemn oath
To calm a father’s peace ?

N2’ Laod,
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Laod. Is he not guilty,
Who cherifh’d in his breaft prefumptuous love?
Cy/. Is he not guilty, whom myfelf I found
Conceal’'d in fecret here ?
Em. 1s he not guilty,
Who firft could claim this paper as hxs own,
And when I prefs’d him clofe with words of truth,
Stood mute and terrified ? )

Sir. All, all confpire
To fix my guilt, and yet I'm innocent.

What foes like thefe, alas! combin'd,
Could ruthlefs Fortune fend ?

To judge me and condemn I find

A cruel fair and brother join’d,
A father and a friend.

I fee all prefent help is vain,
All hope from future time ;

Yet that [ ftill my truth retain, :
Is made my only crime. - [Exit.

SCENE XV,

Cosrogs, EMirA, MEDARSES, LaopicE.

Cof. Ho !—let the prince be watch’d.
(#0 the guards withous.
En. Myfelf will keep

Your royal perfon fafe.
Med.
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Med. Why fears my father,
Enclos’d with faithful friends, a fingle traitor ?

Laod. You are too deeply mov’d.

Co/- And who can tell
What friend is true ; or know what fnare is laid ?

Em. You fear nof me, my lord.

Cof. No, dear Hydafpes,
On thy untainted faith I truft my all :
Search deep this treafon, and defend in Cofroes
A prince that loves thee.

Em. Nor can Cofroes truft
His peace to one, who bears a heart more loyal :
If all his aid, his counfel nought avail,
Hydafpes, jealous of his truth and honour,
Will thed his deareft blood in your defence.

Cof. Thus while I lofe a fon, I find a friend.

Fate hovers, like a rufhing tide,
That from the cliff defcends:

But thou, dear youth, fhalt turn afide
The ruin that impends.

Near and more near the dangers threat,
And, doubtful where to fly,
If eer thy faith a king forget,
On whom fhall he rely 2 [Exit,

SCENE
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'SCENE XVI.

Exira, MepARrsEs, LAaoDpICE.

Med. Who would have thought in Siroes e’er
to find :
A traitor to his king ? '
Laod. Or who conceiv'd
A heart fo treacherous and a love fo daring ?

Em. And what can urge thefe mean unworthy
infults
On one who hears them not ? Medarfes furely
Might own fome fecling to a brother’s name ;
And yon, Laodice, with more refpect
Might judge a prince like him: believe not al-
way's :
The unhappy are the guilty.
Med. Does Medarfes
Such pity feel for Siroes ?
Laod. Thou to plead
In his behalf ?
Med. And didft not thou, Hydafpes,
Tiil now infult him ?
Load. Say, what caufe excites
Thy anger againft us ?
Em. From me perchance

He might deferve reproach, but not from you.
: Med.
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Med. So foon to change, and now defend the
man
Whom late you fought to ruin ? -

Em. You believe
Hydafpes chang’d, Hydafpes is the fame.

Laod. The fame? I know not what your
fpeech intends.

Med. A mind unchang’d could never diftate
words,
‘That fpeak the thoughts fo various.

Em. Beitfo:
Believe it myftery, but believe it true.

Have you beheld the fummer rain
With kindly fhowers refrefh the plain;
Where, near the purple violet, blows
With tints renew’d the blufhing rofe ?
Both flowers one {oil maternal breeds,
'And both one genial moifture feeds.
My heart is one, though now I feem
To abfolve the prince and now condemn.
One caufe impels me, while by turns
My pity melts, my apger burns.

[ Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE XVII

Laopice, MEDARSES.

Lacd. The words Hy&afpcs utter’d fure contain
Some ftrange and hidden fenfe,

Med. Ah! little read
In human kind ; and doft thou then believe him ?
Thou thouldft be vers’d in courts : ’tis ever thus
With him who holds the favour of his prince ;
His artificial plots are hidden fecrets :
The lefs the vulgar comprehend, the more
They worthip and admire.

Laod. 1 cannot think
Hydafpes’ meaning fuch ; ’tis true I know not
To what it tends, but whilft I hear him fpeak,
Like him I change my purpofe and my thoughts,
And know not what I I hope, or what I fear.

No certain fears my bofom fill,
Nor know I hope fincere ;
And yet in hope I wander ftill,
And wander fiill in fear.
" Tknow not why, but fiript of reft,
All peace is banifh’d from my breaft.
' [Exit,

SCENE
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SCENE XVIIL

MEpARsEs alone.

Great are my aims : and thus far well advanc’q
My proje& thows. The recompenfe at hand,
Amidft fuch tumults fill I ftand unfhaken :

He never trufts the fea who fears a ftorm.

Amidft the ftorm, while fearful night
Has hid the ftars from human fight, .
Acrofs the gloom a ray of light
Already fortune thows.
This labour o’er, my care fhall ceafe,
My troubled foul return to peace,
And thoughts of dangers paft increafe
The fweets of calm repofe. . [Eir.

END OF THE PIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE L

A royal park.
Laopice alan;.

How fatal is the pleafure of revenge!
Revenge, that follow’d, endsin deep repentance.
This I too well have prov’d ; for Siroes’ danger
My breaft is torn with horror and remorfe.

SCENE IL

Enter Sirogs.

 Sir. At length, Laodice, you are reveng'd
And Siroes {ufters for a fault of yours.

Laod. Ah! prince belov'd ! fuch anguifh rends
my bofom,

I dare not fpeak.

Sir. And yet, Laodice,
You fear’d not to accufe me.

Laod. Blind refentment
For your difdain impell'd a jealous woman
To fuch detefted falfehood : O! forgive,
Forgive the madnefs of a love like mine,
And let my grief fuffice for punifhment :

Twill -
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I will difclofe the whole, and Cofroes now
Shall know ’twas I

Sir. Your ruin, that would follow,
Cannot enfure my fafety : were I clear’d
Of love to you, a crime of deeper dye
Is charg’d upon me. Ceafe, Laodice,
Thy pity may awaken new fufpicions
Of our imputed loves.

Laod. What thallI do

To merit your forgivenefs ? Tell me, Siroes,
Behold me ready now to atone my guilt.

Sir. I blot it from my mind, andif you think
That fuch oblivion merits fome return,
Henceforth forget to love me.

Laod. O ye powers !
How can I ceafe to chenith love like mine ?

In filent anguifth will I mourn
The fate I'm doom’d to prove ;

But hope not that this breaft forlorn
Can ever ceafe to love.

Ah! cruel, what offence if I
Within my heart retain,

The wretched privilege to figh, .
And figh, alas! in vain? [Exit.

Sir.O! that my words could calm Emira’sanger,
As now they have appeas’d Laodice. [going.

Enter
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Enter EMiRrA.

Em. Stay, faithlefs man !
Sir. And cannot yet my fuf'fcrmgs
" Suffice thy cruelty ?
Em. And art thou yet
Contented to betray me ?
Sir. Now perchance
Thou com’ft again with cruel taunts to infult
A wretched guiltlefs prince.
Em. And thou perchance,
Now feek’ft thy father to reveal the fecret
That paper had with-held. '
Sir. At leaft the paper
- Offends not thee : the guilt is fix'd on Siroes :
I groan beneath the charge, and yet am filent.
Em. And I, what did I, whenI{eem'd to infult
And moft reproach thee ? Firmly I fecur'd
The confidence of Cofroes in my faith,
More for thy fafety, than for my revenge.
Sir. Ah! then, my love, do more for Siroes’
fake ;
Forgive his father; or at leaft, if fuill
You feek revenge, then feek it in this bofom.
Em. 1 cannot fo confound the fon and father :
Cofroes I hate, but thee Emira loves ;
I with but to revenge a parent flain. .
2 Sir.
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Sir. And I, by nature’s law,, defend my own ;
And juftice higher fan¢tifies the duty
To guard the living than revenge the dead.

Em. Go then—purfue thy nobler enterprife,
And leave to me my own : but knowft thou well
‘What both our duties claim ? In us, the children
Of foes profefs’d, our paffion is a crime. .

No, we fhould hate each other : duty bids thee

Reveal my purpofe to the ear of Cofroes;

And duty bids me to prevent difcovery.

Thou in Emira thould’ft behold a foe,

Cruel, implacable ; in Siroes I

Deteft the unworthy offspring of a tyrant :

Then henceforth let us both be deadly foes.

: [ going.

Sir. Stay, flay, my life ! '
Em. And call'tt thou me thy life ?

Would'ft thou unite the lover with the foe ?

At once thou but betray’ft, what nature made thee,

A faithlefs lover and a feeble foe. '

Sir. You wrong me much, my love,

Em. Be filent—love
Is loft in hatred—f{peak to me of rage,
Of vengeance fpeak, and I with pleafure hear thee.

Sir. And muft I then—

Em. O! yes, forget Emira.

Sir. Farewell, Emira, thou wilt have me guilty,
Wilt haye me dead—thou thalt be fatisfied.

Tl
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I'l to my father dnd avow his fon
The fecret traitor—thus thy cruelty :
. Shall be at full appeas’d. " [going.

Em. Hold—go not yet.

 Sir. What wouldft thou have ? Leave, leave
to my fate. '

Em. Yet hear—to make thee guilty nought
avails :
To me or Cofroes.
Sir. *Tis enough for me
To perith innocent : hear me, Emira,
‘At length I find I'm more a fon than lover;
I can no longer live, and ftill be filent :
If nothing lefs can fave him from thy fury,
I will difclofe the whole.

Em. Go, traitor, go,
Accufe thyfelf or me. In fpite of thee
Thy purpofe I'll prevent: then fee who moft
Will gain belief. [going.
_Sir. I fee, too cruel maid!
My blood is fought and I will fhed the ftream,
Now fate thy cruel heart with Siroes’ death.
[draws his fiword.

- SCENE

T
»
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SCENE IIL
Enter Cosgoks.

Cof. [entering fees the fword drawn.] What doft
thou, impious youth ?

Em. [afide] O! heavenly Powers !

‘Cof. Wretch! haft thou drawn thy fword
againft my friend ?
Can’fl thou refute this truth 2 Tho’ none befide
Accufes thee, mine eyes are not deceiv’d ;
Say that I charge thee falfely.

Sir. All is true :
Yes, I am guilty; I betray my father;
I hate my brother, and infult Hydafpes.
Death, death is my defert : you are unjuft,
If longer you delay the welcome firoke.
I heed nor Gods nor men, deteft myfelf,
And loath the light of Heaven.

Em. [afide.] Ye Powers! defend him.
Cy/. Ho! guards! fecure the prince.
[guards enter.
Em. He meant not, fir,
Offence to me, but blind with fudden paffion,
Perchance againft himfelf defign'd the weapon.
€of. In vain thou feek'ft to veil bis crime with
arts -

Of
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Of pious falfehood. Wherefore didft thou fly ?
Em. My flight was not from fear.
Sir. O! ceafe, no more:
Hydafpes, ceafe : my greateft foe is he
Who now would fave me; death, and death alonc .
Muft end my prefent torment.
Cof. Take thy wifh ?
Thou haft few moments, traitor, more to live.
Em. What fays my king? On Siroes’ life pro-
long’d
Depends your own : he has not yet confefs'd
The accomplice of his crime : with him would die
The important fecret.
Cyof: True. How much, Hydafpes,
I owe thy love : be ever near me fill.

Sir. So may you run perhaps on certain fate :
Who knows but that Hydafpes may betray you ?

Em. Who, I betray him !

Sir. Every one may prove
A foe conceal'd; take heed nor truft appearance :
Who can difcern the traitor ?

Cof. Peace and leave me.

Sir. You think me faithlefs ; henceralone
The fecret pangs I feel : .
What tongue can make the traitor known-—
[afide.] O! torture to conceal. '

A father
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A father, hence your fon you fend,
And fend with doom fevere :

Yet think what dangers now impend,

And O! to few your truft extend ;
But learn in time to fear. [Exit guarded.

SCENE 1V.

Cosroks, EMIRA.
Em. [afide.] The king is thoughtful.
Cof. [to himfelf.] From fuch numerous proofs
I know my fon is guilty—yet thofe words—
Em. [afide.] Perhaps his mind begins to admit
~ fufpicions '
Suggefied thus by Siroes.
Cof. [to himfelf.] Can it be !
" Hydafpes to betray me ?
Em. If he once
Sufpe& my truth, my purpofe half is loft.
He heeds me not—W e are alone—the time-
Now calls upon me—
Co/. He perhaps that’s guilty
Accufes him to make his crime the lefs,
By partnerfhip of treafon.

Em. Now, Emira, [&aws her fword.
Now flay the victim to thy father’s ghoft.

YOL. III o ‘ SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter MEDARSES,

. Med. My.lord.

Em. [afide.] O! heavenly powers !

Med. Hydafpes, fay
Whatmeans that weapon ?

Em. At his foot to lay
The pledge of loyalty : there are who durft
Excite his fear of me. My jealous honour
Admits not doubt—Hydafpes deem’d a traitor !
Yes, Siroes here has touched me—Mighty Gods!
Has touch’d my inmoft heart, and till this truth
Be deeply fearch’d, behold me now difarm’d
And Cofroes’ prifoner.

Cof. O! exalted faith !

Med. Perchance my brother fought another
name
To veil his crime.
Cy/. Hydafpes, to its place
Return thy fword, to wear in my defence.
Em. Forgive me, when a monarch’s life’s in
danger
A fhadaw is a fubftance ; from your mind
Be banifh’d firft the doubt that wrongs Hydafpes,
Then to its place return the unfullied weapon, .
- Fit guardian for your fafety.
Cy.
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Co/: No, Hydafpes,

Refume thy fword. ‘

Em. I muft not, Sir, obey you.

Co/. *Tis my command.

Em. What you command, Hydafpes
No longer dares oppofe. But yet permit me’

To leave the court, left new fufpicions, rais’d
By envious minds, fhould taint my innocence,

Co/. No; ’tis my will Hydafpes fhould remain
To watch my danger.

Em, 1?

Cof. Yes, thou Hydafpes.

Em. Who can to me enfure the faith of numbers
To whom your life is trufted ? I muft ftand
Pledg’d for the truth of each—Had | myfelf
The fole difpofgl——

Cyf. *Tis enough—in thee
That power be vefted : from the royal guards
Take thofe approv’d the trufiieft : at thy will,
Difpofe and change them ; and the care be thine
To find the latent traitor,

Em. 1 obey
The royal will, and truft no lurking treafon
- Will fong be hidden from my fearching eyes.

[#fide.] My veffel now has nearly reach'd the
port. : :

02 From
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From every fear your mind releafe,
Compofe your beating heart to peace ;
For you my cares fhall never ceafe :
Still think me juft and true.
That moment I forget to obey
The duties claim’d by fovereign {way,
And wrong my king, may Heaven repay
The wrong with vengeance due. © [Exit.

SCENE VL

Cosrogs, MEDARSES.

Med. *Tis wondrous, fure, to find fuch loyalty
In one a firanger born ; but yet, my King,
All this fuffices not : our deftiny
Demands a fironger pledge.

Cof. Before this day
Declines, thou fhalt be partner in my throne :
Then little can one madman’s pride prevail
Againft the power of two united kings.

Med. Your love to me will but incenfe him
more : o
. Already Siroes has feduc’d the people,
And numbers own his caufe : feditious threats
Are heard on every hand.—Alas! my lord, |
Unlefs the plant is rooted from the foil,
- It fiill muft grow and fpread to our annoyance.
A remedy is fure—but harth to {peak—
5 The
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The head once fever'd, faction in the vulgar

Soon lofes all its vigour.
Cof. Oh! my heart

Recoils from fuch a deed—
Med. 'Tis true, the thought

Congeals my blood.—No other way remains

To enfure your fafety, but to pardon Siroes,

And raife him to the throne.—To him, my father,

I gladly yield the now conteftéd fway, ’

To wander far an exile from my country,

And eafe his fears of me : fhould this be little,

My vital blood fhall gladly flow to appeafe him ;

Strike here, and deem me happy in the wound

That renders peace to him who gave me being.

Cof. 1 feel my eyes o’erflow with tendernefs :
Ah'! dear Medarfes, let me hold thee thus,
Clofe to my heart. Why did not Heaven beftow
Two fons like thee ! .

Med. Alas! could I refufe
My worthlefs life to buy your future fafety,
‘I were indeed unworthy fuch a father.

From you the light of Heaven I drew,
And now I ftand prepar'd for you
My life or death to find.
My life, if living I can cure
The anxious pangs you now endure,
Or death, if dying I enfure
Your future peace of mind. [Exit.
SCENE
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SCENE VI

1

Cosrogs alone.

No, Cofroes, no—thou canft no longer doubt,
And Siroes is the traitor.~— Juftice now }
Should fentence guilt; but O! I cannot fix
My weak refolves ; and midft my deep refentment
A remnant of paternal kindnefs
Here lingers in my breaft and pleads his caufe.

With anger and with love opprefs'd,
Thofe tyrants of the human breaft,
What foes my peace affail !
© White jealoufy would guard the throne,
While pity would preferve the fon,
- All hopes from counfel fail.
This way and that my foul to bend,
The father and the king contend,
While neither can prevail. [Exit,

SCENE VIIL
' Apariments, witk a view of the royal gardens.

SiROES difurmed. ARaxEs.

Ar. He who refufes fuccour juftifies
The rigour of his fate : defpair, my prince,
Not
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Not virtue makes you thus condemn in me,
A zeal that has improv’d the people’s favour
In your behalf.

Sir. The firoke of adverfe Fate
'Is conquer'd by %endurance.

Ar. Seldom Fortune
Is friend to merit; and fhe takes offence
That ever man fhould more confide in virtue
Than in her partial favours.

Sir. Know, the foul
That warms this bofom would far rather bear
The pangs of fuffering innocence than find
Such happinefs as follows profperous guilt.

Ar. That innocence is little priz’d which meets
The world’s reproach.—The vulgar from events
Dire¢t their judgment, and believe thofe gullty
Whom Fortune has deprefs'd.

Sir. Enough for me
To know myfelf and die with felf-applaufe.

Ar. Still in defpite of this too rigid virtue,
The care be mine to fave you from your father,
“Unjuft and cruel Cofroes: yes, the people,
The fquadrons will unite in fuch a caufe.

Sir. But this is furely treafon, not defence.

A,
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Ar. Since you, though innocent, would lofe
That aid a friend fupplies :

To meet the confli& you refufe,
My valour fhall fuffice ;

And few the treafon will accufe
By which a traitor dies. [Exit.

SCENE IX.
S1rRoES, MEDARSES.

Med. Alone, my brother ?

Sir. I have ever with me
The fad fociety of adverfe Fortune.

Med. Thy happinefs is furely now fecur'd.
This inftant Cofroes will be here : perchance
He comes to give thee comfort. '

Sir. See what comfort
My deftiny has fent : inflead of Cofroes
Medarfes comes. '

Med. Yes, doubtlefs 'tis thy with
Without a witnefs to receive thy father:
So might'ft thou pradtife every foothing art
To varnith o'er thy guilt; but could thy folly
E’er hope Medarfes would confent to this ?

Sir. Thou art deceiv’d : as gladly would I.fpeak

When thou art prefent : he who knows not guilt
Ne'er
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Ne'er feels the glow of thame.—In feeing tlice,
It only grieves me to reflect our blood
Flow'd from one common {pring.

Med. 1 afk no virtues
But royalty and empire.

SCENE X.

" Enter Cosroks and EMIRA.

Cof. [entering.] Guard, Hydafpes,
The entrance here, and let Laodice
Be near to wait my biddmg.
Em. 1 obéy. [retires apart.
Csf. Medarfes, leave us. -

Med. Muft 1 leave you, fir?
And fhould I be accus’d, what friend will then
Defend my innocence ?

Cof. I will defend it.
Sir. [t0 Med.] Remain, if fo thou wilt.

Cof. [to Sir.] No, I would firft
Converfe with thee alone.

" Med. And can you, fir, |
Intruft yourfelf with him ?

Cof. Enquire no further:
Leave us, Medarfes.

Med. 1 obey ; but yet

Cs
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Cof. No more, Medarfes—go—retire awhile.
Med. [afide.] My cruel fortune now begins to
frown. [Exit.

SCENE XI

CosroEs, SiroEs. EMIRA apart.

Cof. Sit, Siroes, now, and liften while I fpeak.

[ fits.
Behold I come a father or a judge,
Even as thyfelf would’ft choofe me. If a father,
Then mark how far my clemency extends ;
Or, ifa judge, obferve how well with thee
I can fupport the duty.

Sir. Siroes fears not
The name of judge, and venerates the father.

[ fits.
Cof. May I expe the obedience of a fon

To one command ? Speak not till I have finifh’d—

But hear me with refpect.
Sir. 1 promife, fir,

Till'you permit my fpeech, to attend in filence.
Em. [hearing them.] What would he fay ?
Cof. I {ee thee, Siroes, guilty

Of many crimes; but let me firft recall them

To thy remembrance. I from thee requir'd

An oath that might fecure the kingdom’s peace,

And this thou didft refufe. I pardon’d thee,
And
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And thou, ungrateful, didft abufe my mercy.

A paper told me that fome traitor lurk’d

Amongft my deareft friends; and while my mind
Was labouring with fufpenfe and anxious terror, -
I found thee, then conceal’d in my apartment.
What would I more ? Medarfes has himfelf
Reveal'd thy crimes——

Sir. And can you, fir, believe

Co/. Obferve thy promife, hear me and be
filent.

 Em. [to kerfelf ] Unhappy prince !

Co/. All vent complaints againft thee,
Thou hatft {coff’d at all decorum in the court ;
And from thy infolence is none fecure.
Medarfes bears thy infults ; and thy love
Has rafhly dar’d to affront Laodice,
Nay offer threats; and even, before my eyes,
Thou wouldft have flain Hydafpes. Add to thefe
The people’s murmurs rais’d againft my peace,
Excited firft by thee
Sir. Ah! falfehood all !

Cof. Obferve thy promife, hear me and be filent,
Behold me now, provok’d by fuch excefles,
As if compell’d to fentence thee; and yet
I pardon all, and blot them from remembrance.
Come then, my fon, let us again revive
"The love of child and parent. Name the traitor, -
Or thofe that fhare his treafon : from the offender

6 An
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An injur'd father claims no recompenfe
But penitence fincere and future truth.
~Em. [to herfelf.] 1 fee that Siroes now is
greatly mov'd :
Alas ! fhould he betray me——
Sir. O! my lord,
I cannot fpeak
Co/f. Then hear me,—Doft thou fear
For him that's guilty ? Know thy fear is vain,
If thou art he, confeffion to a father
Abfolves the crime and fmooths thy path to
empire ;
But if thou art not he, difclofe his name
And freely I forgive him. If thou wilt;
Receive this royal hand, the pledge of pardon.

Em. [afide.] Alas! 1 fear.

Sir. O! could I furely know
Your juftice never would purfue the treafon,
I might reveal

Em. [interrupting them haflily.] Does not my
lord remember
That now Laodice awaits his leifure ?
Sir. [afide.] O! Heavcns' what means the
here ?

Cof. [to Em.] I know it well :
Retire Hydafpes.

Em. 1 obey my fovereign.
[afide
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[afide to Sir.] Perfidious! dare not now betray
my fecret. _ [revires.
Sir. [afide.] Cruel Emira !
Cof. [#o Sir.] Siroes, fpeak, retrieve
My patft affe@ions.—Still, fill art thou filent ?
"Why art thou thus difturb’d ?

Sir. O! Heaven!

Cof. 1 fee
Thou canft nét bear to hear without emotion
Laodice but nam’d. In this, my fon,
Thou fhalt be happy : I will here prevent
Thy warmeft withes ; I confefs my weaknefs ;
I love Laodice, (with fhame I own it,)
And yet to thee refign her: only {peak,
Difclofe the hidden fnare, fecure my peace,
And take her for thy bride.

Sir. You would not, fir,
Believe your fon

Em. [interrupting them.] Laodice impatient
-Has prefs'd to be admitted ; and in fear
She might intrude upon your privacy,
I have difmifs’d her hence. '

Co/." And is fhe gone ?

Em. Sheis, my king.

Cs/. Go, hafte and call her back.

Em. I go, my lord——Thou wilt not fure be-

tray me ? [afide to Sir.

Sir.




206 SIROES. [acT nm.

Sir. [afide.] What anguith do I fuffer ?
Cof- Speak, my fon,
Laodice is thine—What would’ft thou more ?
I fee thee ftill in doubt.

Sir. 1 never lov'd
Laodice——and yet I muft not fpeak.

Cof. [rifing.] Perfidious! now too plain I rcad.
thy purpofe,
To live a traitor and a traitor die.
What could'ft thou further afk ? I feal thy pardon,
Invite thee to my throne, and to thy arms
Refign a maid, the obje& of my love;
Yet all will not fuffice. My death, my blood,
I know thou long haft fought. Unworthy fon !
Indulge thy wifh : behold me here before thee,
Unguarded and alone—Inhuman ! now,
Difarm me now, and plunge the weapon here.
[ points to his breaft.
Em. [interpofing.] What caufe excites fuch
anger in my king ?
I muft not leave you thus without defence ?
Behold me here.

Co/. Go, bring Laodice.
[Exit Emira,’

SCENE
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SCENE XIL

Cosroks, Sirogs. :
Sir. My lord, if e¢'er I lov’d Loadice,
May Heaven in juftice— ’
Cof. Do not tempt the Gods
Again with perjuries.

SCENE XIIL

Enter Laopice, and EMiRa,

Laod. 1 come, my lord,,
Obedient to your fummons.

Cof. Hear me, Siroes,
*Tis the laft time : once more I offer mercy.
Speak and afcend the throne ; and with the throne -
Poffefs Laodice ; butif thou fhll
Perfift in filence, in a dungeon’s gloom
Expect thy death. Hydafpes, in my ftead,
Shall here be prefent, name to him the traitor,
I leave thee for awhile, do thou improve
The few remaining moments; but if then
Thou fee’ft the thunder fall, the fault is thine
That hatt refus'd to avert the impending ftroke.

By
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By thee my pity now is flown,
My breaft with rage on flame ;

And, traitor, 'tis by thee alone
I bear a tyrant’s name.

Thou can’ft not fay the guilt,is mine, .
That fentence waits on thee :

O! no, ingrate, ’tis only thine _ '
And not the king’s decree. [Exit. -

SCENE XIV.

Siroes, EMira, Laopice.

Sir. [to himfelf.] On what fhall I refolve ¢

Em. Ye happy lovers,
Hydafpes joys to fee your fortune {mile.
O'! what has future time in ftore for Perfia
From fuch an union ; fhould the rifing offspring
Refle@ the mother’s charms and father’s virtues ?

Sir. [to himfelf.] And does fhe mock me too ?

Laod. May favouring Heaven
Improve the gladfome omen! Silent fiill 2
He feems irrefolute and loft in thought.

Em. [t Sir.] Speak, for 'twere madnefs longeér
to diffemble.

Sir. O! Heavens !—Away and leave me.
Em. Well thou know’ft |

The
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The king has charg’d thee in Hyda{pes’ prefence
To choofe a prifon or Laodice.
Laod. On what wilt thou refolve ?
Sir. 1leave Hydafpw
To fix my chaice : his will fhall be my law.
Meantime I go, amidft my chains, to expect
- What fate determines next.
Em. 1 know not, prince——— _
Sir. Thou haft known enough to torture me
till now,

[afide.] And may Emira fhare the pangs I fuffer.

My breaft a thoufand paffions rend,

A thoufand racking doubts contend :—

On thee my laft refolves depend ; [#0 Em.
To rule my heart is thine.

Say, muft I now for death prepare ?

At your command my fate I dare :

Or thould you bid me woo the fair,
Your will, alas! is mine, [Exir.

SCENE XV,

EMmirA, Laobice.

Em. [afide.] How fhall I now addrefs Laodice?

Laod. Hydafpes, on the fentence of thy lips i
"My happinefs and Perfia’s fate depend.

VOL. III. B Em.
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Em. It feems that unconftrain’d Laodice
Would give herfelf in marriage ties to Sitoes.

Laod. That were indeed a blifs.

Em. You love him then ?

Laod. My fondeft thoughts are his.

Em. And do you hope
His hand will ever.

Laod. Yes, by thee I hope
To fee it given to mine.

Em. Your hopes are vain.
Laod. And wherefore, fay ?
_Em. Shall I difclofe my fecret ?
Laod. With freedom f{peak.
Em. 1 am myfelf a lover;
Forgive my boldnefs—I adore your beauties.
" Laod. Mine, mine, Hydafpes ?
Em. Yours, Laodice ?
Ah! who unmov’d could view thofe locks of
gold,
Thofe rofeate cheeks, and lips of coral hue,
That ivory breaft, and thofe {oft-beaming eyes ?
Ah! fhould you doubt what flame confumes my
heart
Look in this face and read my paffion there.

Laod. And filent yet till now.
Em, Till now ref pect

5 Refirain’d
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Reftrain’d my tongue.
Laod. Then mark me well, Hydafpes,
"I never can return thy love.

Em. O! Heaven!
Too cruel fair.

Laod. If it be true thou lov'ft ;ne,
Be friend to my affections; give to me,
With virtue that becomes thy noble nature,
The prince belov'd.
Em. You claim too much from virtue,
Laod. Siroes is loft.
Em. Heaven guards the innocent.
Laod. If hope to thee fhould feign thou hatt
my pity,
Know hope deceives thee
Em. Can you be fo cruel ?
Laod. My cruelty was taught me by Hy-
* dafpes. '
Em. O! give me patience, Heaven !

Load. Yes, while Ilive,
I'll hate thee ftill, nor fhalt thou e’er have caufe
To fcoff at my misfortunes.

Em. Yet one comfort
At leaft remains—both thare the pangs of love.

P2 Laod.
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Laod. When fafe in port my veffel rides,
You drive me back to ftormy tides,
And fink me in the main.
But love may give you foon to know
- An equal fhare of equal woe,

" Such woe as I fuftain.
[Exir.

SCENE XVI

EMIRA alone.

Such various fhapes, as love and hatred fway,
I take by turns, that oft my mind perplex'd
In paffion’s maze, {carce knows its own defign.
I hate the tyrant, and to take his life

Would fingly little fear a thoufand bands

Of foes in arms : but then the thought recurs
That he is father to the man I love.

Yes, Siroes is myfelf, and O! with grief

1 fee his danger which myfelf have caus'd :
But when I think he is the tyrant’s fon,

O'! then my heart is rent with fecret anguith,
Alike in hatred, and in love unhappy.

‘Why was not I by Heaven decreed,

A fhepherdefs to tread the plain ?
My bofom then no cares would breed,
But care my tender lambs to feed

And join in love fome fimple fwain.

6 But
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But princes, born in regal ftate,
Still find their fortune infincere; -
Since near the throne for ever wait
In ambufh plac’'d—Deceit and Fear.
[ Exit.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.

ACT
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ACT IlII. SCENE L

A court yard.
CosroEs, ARAXES.

Cof. Araxes, he muft die: enough till now
Has nature pleaded for him in this bofom,

Ar. Who will enfure you, fir, that, Siroes dead,
The people will not feek to avenge his death ?
And that the means employ’d to quell the tumults,
May not increafe them ?

Cof. Be it thine, Araxes,
With vigorous fecrecy to oppofe the plans
Of thefe feditious ; and to them be fhewn,
The fever'd head of my degenerate fon.
Soon fhalt thou fee rebellion’s current dried
When once the fountain fails.

Ar. Before we prove
A remedy like this, we may employ
Some dt\hcr not fo dreadful.

Co/. And what other
Remains untried > Hydafpes and myfelf
Have toil'd, and toil'd in vain,—this rebel fon
Thirfts for my blood, refufes every gift,
And ftill perfifts in obftinate concealment.

Ar.
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Ar. Then muft I, O! my liege——

Cof. Yes, go—Araxes,
His death is needful for me ; I pronounce
The fatal fentence—but, O Heaven! I feel
My heart congeal’d, my eyes o’erflow’d with tears,
And fhedding Siroes’ blood I thed my own.
Ar. With anguith I obey; but yet, my lord,
I will obey : ’tis true I'm Siroes’ friend,
But I am Cofroes’ fubjeét: well my heart, -
My loyal heart knows what that name implies,
That all muft yield before its facred duties.

To keep a loyal fubjet’s name
Your blood I cruel thed :
Whene’er a monarch’s peace may claim
A guilty rebel’s head,
We praife the tyrant’s law, and blame
The heart to pity bred. [Exit,

SECNE IL

CosroEes alore.

Before I prov’d the frowns of angry Heaven, -
I then was bleft in life and bleft in empire :
But to preferve them, fince my heart muft fuffer
A punifhment fo dreadful, life and empire
Are both a burden.

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

Enter Laobick.

- Laod. Hafte, my king ! the palace
Is now encompafs’d by a rebel-band
That call for Siroes.

Cof. They fhall have their wifh :
They fhall—already to a faithful arm
- His death is given in charge : perhaps even now
Through many a wound his treacherous foul is fled,
And thus I give him to his friends.

Laod. O Heaven!
Wretched Laodice !—What have you done ?
[#o Cof.

Co/. What have I done? Aveng'd offended

majefty,
Aveng'd offended love, thy wrongs and mine.

Laod. O! you aredeceiv’d! Reverfe the cruel

order,
The prince has never injur'd you in love—
*Twas falfehood, falfehood all.

Co/. What fay'ft thou—ha!

Laod. In vain I ftrove to win the heart of Siroes, °
Till fird with rage, to punifh his difdain,
I forg’d the tale.

Cof. Haft thou betray’d me too ?

Laod.
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Laod. Yes, Cofroes, here behold the criminal :
Let me be flain, but let the guiltlefs live.

Cof. What, guiltlefs ! he who fought a father’s
life ?
Who kindled in thy breaft the flame of love ?
He’s guilty, guilty of the worft of treafon;
Guilty of pleafing thee—and he fhall die.

Laod. To obtain the life of a devoted fon,
And from a father, was a gift fo mighty
I ought not to have hop’d it.—What avail
Thefe haplefs charms, that fail to move your pity?
You never lov’d me, ’twas deception all.

Co/. Ungrateful maid! I lov’d thee but too
well : | -
I meant to feat thee on the Perfian throne;
Nor is this all : within my bofom brood |
A thoufand cares : I know that thou art falfe,
And yet, (O fhame to think !) I could confefs
That many pangs I feel are caus'd by thee.

Laod. Then yield, my lord, to my entreaties °
yield :
O! fave the prince, and let my death appeafe you,
Moft kappy if my blood——
Cof. Laodice,
_ Depart : by feeking thus to favc his life,
Thou mak’ft his guilt the more—thy fuit offends
me. .

Laod.
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,Laod. The tigrefs fee by nature ftung, .
When danger threatens near,

Impetuous flies to guard her young
Againft the hunter’s fpear.

I ne’er like thine a heart have known,
No love can there refide ;

Nor pity can in him be thown ‘
By whom a fon has died. [(Exit.

SCENE 1IV.

Cosroes alone.

Now let us fee how far my fate will ﬁrge
Her barbarous rigour : yes, I'll meet it all.

SCENE V.

Enter EMIRA.

Em. O fir! releafe the prince, reftore him now
To appeafe the furious people : threatening loud
On every hand, with undiftinguifh’d cries
They vent their maddening rage, and in a moment
From fhouting multitudes refounds the name
Of Siroes.

Cof. Is the tumult then fo high ?

Em. The loweft of the vulgar now affume
' The
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The pride of rebels : in ten thoufand hands
Ten thoufand falchions flath; and fuch the frenzy,
That creeping age and timorous childhood fly
With arms and weapons to fupply the ftrong.

Cof. Refift the tumult yet fome moments longer
And, I no more fhall fear it.

Em. Say, what mean
My fovereign’s words ?

Cof. Already is Araxes
Difpatch’d by my command to flay my fon.

Em. And could’ft thou thus refolve—revoke,
O Heaven !
The fatal fentence—I myfelf will go
The harbinger of mercy—give me, fir,
The royal fignet.

Cof. Thou in vain demand'ftit :
His death muft be my fafety.

Em. O! how chang’d

Art thou from Cofroes ! where are now the virtues

That grac'd thee once, companionsin the throne ?

Ah ! whatwill Perfia fay, and what the world ?

Cofroes till now the idol of his fubjeéts,

And terror of his foes ; whofe conquering arms,

By wealthy Ganges and the fertile Nile,

The furtheft Ind and Aithiop’s tawny fons

Admird and feard? O! think what thou haft
loft, ) |

In one dread moment ! If thou canft forget

The
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The laws of nature thus, one fatal at
Blots all thy glories—Still, O! fill refle&,
Yet, yet recalt

Co/. But Siroes is a traitor.

Em. But Siroes is your fon, a fon that ever

Was worthy you, who from his father’s deeds
Has learn’d fo well to triumph : yet a child
Cofroes in him avow'd his hope and joy.

Oft have I heard that, when array’d in arms,
You fought the foe, or came victorious home,
His was the parting and returning kifs ; -
While playful he firetch’d out his little hands

«To clafp a father’s neck, and fearlefs {mil'd
To fee the dazzling helm and nodding plume.

Cof. How haft thou wak’d remembrance |

Em. Yet this fon .

Is doom’d to death,and doom’d, O ! Heaven! by
whom ?

A father's voice.

. Cof. I can refift no longer—

Em. O! if my fervice ever claim’d reward,
O! let not Siroes perith. Send me hence
Refolve—a moment more the dcadly ftroke
May then be paft recall.

Cof. Here, take my fignet,

And fly to fave him.
- Em O! tranfporting founds.

[ going meets Araxes.
SCENE
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SCENE VL

Enter Araxes.

, Em. Araxes, Heavens!

Cof. With anguith in his looks—
O! Gods!

Em. Speak, lives the prince ?

Ar. He lives no longer. '

Em. O! Siroes!

Cof. O! myfon!

Ar. At once he fell,
And by a fingle firoke : his generous foul -
One moment linger’d en his dying lips
To cry—¢ Araxes, guard my father's life—"
Then fled for ever.

Cof. O! fupport me, Heaven!
Hydafpes, O! I faint! ‘

Em. Inhuman! thou!
Doft thou lament ! and who has murder'd Siroes ?
Say, barbarous man! of whom do’ft thou com-

plain ?

Go, tyrant ! go, and from his bofom rend
The heart ftill panting ; fate thy rage with blood,
With filial blood ! a fpeQacle of horror,
The ftain of Perfia and the world’s abhorrence !

Cy.
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Cyf- Is this Hydafpes fpeaks ? has frenzy feiz'd
him,
Or does he feign this madnefs ?
Em. Till this hour
He feign'd indeed, but feign’d till time fhould
ferve :
To pierce the heart of Cofroes.

Cyf. How has Cofroes
Deferv’d thy hatred ?

Em. Impious ! how deferv'd ?
Haft thou not murder'd now my plighted lord ?
By thee I've loft a father, and by thee '
Have liv'd an exile from my rightful throne.
Behold in me thy foe—I am Emira.

Cof- What do I hear!
Ar. O'! wonderful difcovery !
Cof. Now do I know who "twas feduc’d my fon.

. Em. *Tis true, I tried, but vainly tried to fhake
His fajth to thee—this learn for my revenge.
And know, perfidious! from Emira’s hatred
He watch'd thy fafety : know ‘twas he who plac’d
That warning paper : know, 'tis he who dies
A guiltlefs vitim ; know, that each fufpicion,
And charge againft this truth was falfehood all.
Go—think, and if thou can’ft in peace repofe.

Cof. Araxes, let her be referv’d in chains

To fatiate my refentment.
Ar.
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Ar. 1 obey.
[#o Em.] Refign thy fword.
Em. My hand alone difarms me:
There—take my weapon. [gives her fword to
Arax. who goes out and returns with
a guard
[#o Cof.] Be not thou deceiv’d
To hope that threats can terrify Emira.
Cof. Leave me, ingrate ! fociety like thlne
But adds to what I feel.
Em. Let Cofroes’ guilt,
Without my aid, fuffice to make him wretched,

[Exit guarded.

SCENE VIIL

Cosroes, ARAXEs.

Cof: Where am 1! cruel, cruel recolleion !
Do I yet live ?

Ar. Take comfort, dear my lord :

Think what may now preferve your threaten’d
empire ;

Think of your own repofe.

Co/. I hope for none.
My fubjects are my enemies, and Fate
Is arm’d againft me. Heaven has not a ftar
That fhines on Cofroes with propitious beams ;
And I myfelf am now my worft of foes.

Through
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Through every vein benumb’d with cold,
I feel the lazy current roll'd,
And, hovering round, with dread behold
A murder'd fon’s lamented fhade.
And pow alas! too late I find,
By me to cruel death confign'd,
A youth the nobleft of his kind,
A heart by every virtue fway'd. [Exit.

Ar. Bring back the prifoner. ‘
[Emira brought in by the guards.

SCENE VIIL

AraxEgs, EMIRA.

Ar. Now, benignant ftars |
Succeed my great defigns. Retire.
[0 the guards who go out.

Em. What would
An impious king’s more wicked minifter ?
Mutt I prepare for death ?

Ar.-No, mighty princefs ;

Live and preferve yourfelf for him you love,
Your plighted lord—for know that Siroes lives.
Em. Is't poffible ? /

Ar. 1 gladly from the king -
Receiv’d the fatal charge; but ’twas to employ
The means to fave him.

Em.
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Em. Wherefore from the father,
Repentant of the deed, conceal his fafety 2

Ar. Becaufe to me it feem’d his pity rofe,
As fear fubfided : fhould he now be told
That Siroes lives, his pity might again
Be chang’d to fear : for pity fways no more
When ftronger fear prevails : the firft is rais’d
By other’s pains, the fecond by our own.

Em. But where is Siroes ?

Ar. He in chains expedts
His fpeedy death.

Em. Haft thou not yet enfur'd
The prince’s fafety ?

Ar. 1 muft firft collet
My faithful friends fecurely to condu& him,
Where now the impatient people wait his prefence ;
And fince the father thinks him dead, with eafe
We may complete our purpofe.

Em. Let us hence— [ going.
But ah! Medarfes comes. ‘ h

Ar. Be not difmay’d,
I will depart do you awhile remain,
And learn what next the treacherous prince deﬁgns
Fear not—be conftant.

Em. 1 confide in thee. [Exi# Araxes.

_YOL. 111 e SCENE
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SCENE IX.

Emira, MEDARSES.

Em. What caufe difturbs you, fir?

Med. Allis in tumult,
And would’'ft thou have me unconcern'd Hy-
' dafpes? )
Em. [afide.] Asyet he knows me not. [0 Med.}
' Then let us hence
To oppofe thefe daring rebels.

Med. Other fuccour
Our danger claims—I haften now to Siroes.

. Em. And mean’ft thou then to free the unwor-
thy author
Of all our evils ?

Med. Think me not fo fenfelefs—
I go to take his life. -

Em. I heard that Siroes
Had breath’d his laft.

- Med. Ha! dead! by whom, Hydafpes?

Em. I know not whom, for doubtful and
confusd \ ’ ]
To me the rumour came. And thou, Medarfes,
Didft thou not hear?
Med. The tidings never reach’d me.

6 - Lom.



acrim]” SIROES. - 227

Em. Then 'twas fome - fition by the people
fram’d.
Med. No matter what : alive or dead, it now
Imports me much that Siroes thoulgd be found.

Em. 1gobefore thee, and whate’er thy purpofe,
Hydafpes will perform—I've heard enough.
[afide, Exit.

SCENE X

MeEparses alone.

No, if a brother crofs my path to empire,
He mutft not live : though nature fhrinks to a&,
Neceflity compels it. Time that prefles,
Big with furrounding evils, leaves me now
No other means, and in the laft extreme
-Of danger, every remedy is juft.

Though brother’s blood may ftain ‘the crown,
- Its fplendor ne’er decays :
The crime that leads us to the throne,
Condemn'd for ill fuccefs alone,
All, when fuccefsful, praife. [Eaxis.

v

a3 SCENE
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SCENE XL
" A part of the cafile defiined for the prifon of Siroes.

Sirors alone.

I'm weary now of fuffering, cruel Gods!
Your anger longer : what to me avail
My innocence and virtue ? While the loyal
Remain deprefs’d, the traitor is exalted.
If thus Afireea weighs the deeds of men,
Or chance muft rule, or innocence is guilt.

S.CENE XIL
Ehkr_ EMIrA.

Em. [entering.] Araxes truly fpoke, my Siroes
lives.
Sir. Emira! fay, how' haft thou gain’d admit-
tance :
Amidft my rigorous guards ?
Em. This royal fignet
‘Procur'd me entrance. -
Sir. Whence didft thou receive it ?
Em. From Cofroes’ felf.
Sir If to conclude my woes,
My father choofes thee his minifter ;
: For
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For fuch a death, to die by hands fo lov'd,
I pardon all the malice of my fate,

Em. Then hear and judge Emira——-

(.- SCENE XIIL
Enter MEDARSES.

Med. [entering.] Fear not, gu#rd;,_
The king has fent me.
Em. O! ye Powers !

" Med. Hydafpes
Already here, and here thhout thy fword
In my defence ? '

" Em. But now, upon my entrance,
The guards difarm’d me—Would to Heaven
Araxes
Were yetarrivid ! ' [afide looking out.
Sir. And does Medarfes come
Again to infult me ? Onwhat diftant fhore
Can Siroes hide him from a faithlefs brother ?

Med. Peace, or thoudieft.  [draws kis fivord.

Em. The guilty little fuffer
In meeting death they wifh : fome moments ftill _
Sufpend the firoke : reflection then will thew him
Its utmoft horrors : I meantime may vent
* My hatred in reproaches : well you know -

He is my foe, that even within the palace
His
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His fword was drawn againft Hydafpes’ life.
Sir. Muft I endure all this?
Em. [afide.] O! would to Heaven,
Araxes were arriv'd ! [looh'ng out,

Sir. And can Hydafpes,
Forgetting faith and friendfhip, Jom a traitor ?

Med. Peace or thou dieft.
Sir. Kill, kill me, cruel man;
The death were doubly.welcome, that remov'd
Such objeéts now, fo painful to my fight.
Med. Die then—my heart recoils. [afide.
Em. [afide.] Help, mighty Gods!
Med. [afide] 1 feel, 1 know not how, fome
fecret horror :
Unnerve my arm.
Sir. Barbarian ! why thls paufe ?
Em [afide.] And yet he comes not.
[fooking out.
Med. [afi a'e] What unmans me thus? .
Em. [to Med.] Thy colour changes: to my
hand refign
The weapon, and by me fhall jufiice pierce
His treacherous heart. Hydafpes can alone
Exac revenge for thofe his decds have wrong’d.,
Med. There, ufe it in my fiead.
: [ gives the fwword to Em.
Sir.
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Sir. [to Em.] And am I then

So hateful to thee ?
Em. [to Sir.] Now, thou falfe-one, fee
What hope for thy efcape——Defend thyfelf,

My deareft Siroes !—this fhall guard thiy life.
(delivers him the fword.

' Med. What haft thou done, Hydafpes? Wilt
thou thus ‘
Betray me, him who trufts his all to thee ?
Em. No! theu art deceiv’d; no longer I'm
Hydafpes— ‘
Behold in me Emira,
Sir. Ha! what means

Emira now?
Med. Ah! traitors! at my voice
The guards fhall feize on both. |
Sir. Peace or thou dieft, [threatens him.

SCENE XIV.

Enter ArAxes, and Guards.

-Ar. Hafte, Siroes, hafte, .
Med. Defend thy lord, Araxes.
Ar. Araxes comes but in defence of Siroes.

Med. Perfidious traitor! [fo Sir.] All Selucia
yields ' '

To your command : then let us not delay,
: But
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But with your prefence cheer your faithful friends.

The paffage now is free; and thefe I leave

For your protection : come and learn, my prince,

What I till now have:wrought for your deli~
verance, - [Exit. Guards remain,

SCENE XV,

Stroes, EMira,* MEDARSES, Guards.

Med. O! Heavens!-3ll, all forfake me!
Em. Let us go,

My deareft Siroes, nor negleét the good

By favouring fortune given : purfue my fteps,

Behold the path that leads you to the thrane.
Sir. Is it then true, thou treafure of my foul,

That thou no longer now art Siroes’ foe ?
What torture did I feel to think thee falfe ?

Em. And couldft thou ever doubt Emira’s
truth ? '

Sir. Forgive me, beft belov'd, but Siroes lives
A wretch {o hateful now to every fiar;
. What elfe might feem unpoﬁible, if leagu'd
Againft my peace, I can believe it all.

Em. Think not thofe eyes fhall ever ceafe -
To rule Emira’s heart; .
" Nor think that I would wound thy peace,
With wiles of female art, .
[ Thofe
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Thofe eyes, whofe power could firft infpire
The flame my breaft retains,

Shall nourifh there the gentle fire,

* While vital breath remains. [Exit.

SCENE XVL

SiroEs, MEDARsEs, Guards.

Med. O! Siroes, I confefs the rightful fate
From which, in me, you have preferv’d a traitor ;
And more, believe me, I deteft the guilt
Than fear the punithment. Afcend the throne..
But firft, " as here I ftand without defence,
Cut fhort this wretched being.

Sir. Take thy fword : [gives his fword.
Live ftill, -in this embrace receive my pardon.

.~

Do thou, with better faith, reftore
A brother’s love, I atk no more,

No more the paft review.
Expeét a purer peace of mind,
Since now thy foot, from ill declin’d

Shall honour's paths again purfue.
[Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE XVI,

MEDARSEs alone.

Alas ! Inow by fad experience learn
That innocence is fill the fureft guide.
He who confides in guilt, hould Fortune frown,
Has nothing left ; but he who puts his truft
In virtue, though deprefs'd with every fuffering,
Enjoys life’s fovereign blefling, peace of mind.

* A torrent foul that deeper grows,
While wintry ftorms its waves fupply ;
No longer fwell'd by melting {nows,
And mountain floods, more flowly flows,
And leaves at length its channel dry.

The purer fiream, that from the veing
Of porous earth derives it fource,
Though fed no more by drenching rains,
With waters purified from ftains,
Continues ftill its gentle courfe.
[Exis.

SCENE
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SCENE XVIL

A great fquare in Seleucia; a view of the royal
palace, with magnificent preparations for the
coronation of MEDARSES, which are afterwards
ufed for the coronation of SIROES. At the open-
ing of the feene a Jkirmifk appears between -the
infurgents and royal guards : the laft are defeated
and driven off.

Cosroes and EmMIrA with drawn fwords: Cos-
roes defending himfelf againff fome of the conpi
rators ; he fulls. '
Co/. I am not conquer'd yet.

Em. Forbear, my friends,
This ftroke is mine. [advancing on Cofroes.

SCENE XVIIL

Enter Siroes, his fuword drawn.

Sir. [snterpofing.] Emira, hold! what doft
thou ? ‘
Fear not, my father, Siroes is your guard.

" Em. O! cruel fate | [afide.
.Cof. And doft thou live, my fon !
_ &ir. 1live, and live to die in your defence.

Co/. And who preferv'd thy life.
) SCENE
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SCENE XIX.

Eriter ArRaxEs and péople.

Ar. [emtering.] "Twas I preferv’d him.
I wifh’d to free the prince, yet keep my truth
Unfhaken to my king : your faithful people -
Require no more. - If Cofroes fhould refufe
To abfolve me for the paft, the power is his - °
To punith my deceit.
'-Cq/l O! fair deceit !

SCENE LAST.

Enter MEDARSEs, and LAooDiCE. _

Med. My father.

Laod. O! my king.

Med. [knge]s,] Behold Medarfes
Now fues for pardon, or for punithment.

" Laod. 1too-am guilty, and fubmiffive bend
Before my judge: ’twas I that chiefly rais’d
This cruel tempett. .

" Cof. Siroes is the offended.

Sir. Siroes f'orgets the offenders and the of-
fence;

And
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And thou, Emira, calm at length thy anger.
Ah! think how ill the name of foe unites
With her, the objet of my foul's affeGion: .
Difmifs thy love, or think no more of , ven-
geance. )
Em. 1 can refift no longer: fuch example

Of godlike virtue from my breaft removes
All former hatred.

Cof. [to Em.] Henceforth let the throne
With you for ever prove the feat of peace :
Siroes fhall be your fpoufe.

g:"} o! hap,l.)?' day ' '
Cof. Perfia, behold your king: from me the
crown
Shall pafs to Siroes’ head. I gladly here
Refign the charge ; and he whofe earlieft years
‘Were fpent for you, fhall better now fuftain,
With vigorous youth, the burden of domimion.

’

CHorus.

The man, who knows that peace fincere
Which warms the virtuous breaft,

Forgets thofe paffions, rage and fear,
The foes to mortal reft.

If
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If nourifh’d in the lap of grief,
Our joys can vigour gain

This thought fhould give the wretch relief':
¢ That pleafure follows pain.”

END OF THE THIRD ACT.
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

Recurus.

Mancius, the Conful.
Arrivia, Daughter to Recurus.
Pusrius, Son to REcuLus.

Licivius, Tribune of the People, in love with
ATTILIA.

BARCE, a noble African Lady, a captive to PuBL1us.

AMiLcAr, Ambaflador from Carthage, in love
with BARCE. '

Scexg, the Susurss of Rome.



R EGULUS.

ACT I. SCENE I

Court yard of a palace belonging to MaxL1us, in
the fuburbs of Rome. Steps leading to his apart-

ments.

AtTiLta, LiciNius from the fleps. Liclors and
People.

Lic. My fair Attilia ! Heavens ! Ilittl¢ thought
To find the daughter of our Regulus
Amidft the li¢tors and Plebeian throngs.

A1z, Iwait the Conful’s coming : I would teach
' him
At leaft to blufh : ’tis now no time, Licinius,
For timorous forms : five tedious years my father
Has groan’d in Africa a wretched captive :
None feek to obtain his freedom ; I alone
In Rome lament, and dwell ypon his fufferings.
- If T were filent, who would plead his caufe ?
- Lic. Ah! fpeak not thus unjuftly. Where is he
Who does not figh for his return, and think
All Afric, if fubdued, were little gain'd
VOL. HI. R Should
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Should fuch a citizen be loft to Rome ?
I fpeak not thus from partial ties to thee :
He is thy father, whom my foul adores :
Beneath his fight I learn’d the ufe of arms,
And all the Roman virtue that I boaft
He firft infpir'd.

- Att. And yet, alas! I fee not

Lic. What could I fingly do? "Twas not the
. with
Of blind ambition urg’d me to procure -
The power of Tribune : no, by this I hop’d
To give my purpofe weight : I now fhall call
The general people in the Tribune’s name—

Art. Referve a meafure, bold as this, to apply
When all has elfe been tried : let us not wake
Difienfion "twixt the people and the fenate :
Thou know’ft too well the jealoufy in each
Of fovereign power, by each in turn abus'd :
‘What one demands, the other ftill denies.

A milder way remains. I know this inflant
From Carthage an ambaffador to Rome

Is here expected. In Bellona’s temple
The Fathers are affembled to receive him ;
And there the Conful may for Regulus
Propofe the ranfom.

Lic. Manlius?> O! remember
He ever has oppos'd thy father's counfels
From earlieft years: to truft in him were vain.
' ' Manlius
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Manlius his rival ?

Art. Manlius 1s 2 Roman,
Nor will purfne his private enmity
With power that ftation gives him. Let me fpeak
To Manlius firft and hear him. -

Lic. Choofe at leaft
Some other place to addrefs him : let not Manlius
Find thee thus mingled with the vulgar herd.

Art. Yes, I would have him fee me thus, and
feel B
A confcious thame, thus in the public hearing
- His audience give, and make me his reply.

Lic. He comes.
Art. Depart, Licinius.
Lic. O! Attilia,

Not one kind look ?

Art. Remember, O! Licinius,
I am a daughter, not a lover now.

Lic. A daughter thou, indulge the care
A father’s flate requires 3

But ah! forget not quite, my fair,
What faithful love infpires.

Let no offence thy virtue take ;
Attilia may forgive

Her thoughts of him, who for her fake
Alone can wifh to live. [Exi/.’/

R2 . SCENE
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SCENE IL

Enter MANvLIUS from his apartment.

Art. One moment, Manlius, ftay and hear me
fpeak.

AMan. Is this a place, Attilia, fuits with thee ?

Az It {uited not when I could boaft a father
Unconquer'd and in freedom : now, alas!
It fuits-too well the daughter of a flave.

Man., And wherefore com’ft thou ?

Att. Wherefore am I come 2
Ah! fay how long, to every nation’s wonder,
To Rome’s difgrace, has Regulus to languith
In ignominious bonds ? Swift pafs the days,
The years are heap’d on years, and none remember
He lives in fervitude. What crime of his
Has merited from Romans to incur
Such bafe forgetfulnefs ? Perhaps the love
With which he priz’d his country’s good before
His children and himfelf ? His great, his juft,
His uncorrupted heart 2 Perhaps, in rank,
Of high eftate, his noble poverty ?
And is there one who breathes this common air
Can Regulus forget ? What part of Rome
Speaks not of him ? The public ways? Through
thefe
He pafs’d in triumph once. The forum ? There
' - He
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He gave us wholefome laws. The walls where now
The fenate meet ? His counfels there full oft
Have plann’d the public fafety. Enter now
The temples, Manlius ; mount the capitol ;
And fay who deck’d shem with fuch foreign tro-
phies ;

Sicilian, Punic, Tarentinian fpoils.
Thefe very liCtors, that precede thee now,
That conful’s purple robe, thefe, thefe were once
Beheld with Regulus—And now he’s left
To die in bonds, and nothing more remains
To fpeak his virtues but Attilia’s tears
Here fhed, and fhed in vain.—Alas! my father,
Ungrateful citizens ! ungrateful Rome !

Man. Juft is thy grief, Attilia, but unjuft
Thy accufation ; fince with us the fate
Of Regulus excites indeed compaffion :
We know what impious treatment he receives
From cruel Carthage

Att. *Tis not Carthage merits
The name of cruel : Carthage but opprefles
An ancient enemy, while Rome forgets
A faithful citizen. The firft remembers
Her injuries from him, the laft has cancell’d
His labours for her fake : the one revenges,
In him her thame, the other perfecutes
The man who twin’d the laurel round her brows.
Then which of thefe is cruel, Rome or Carthage ?

Man.
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Mazn. What can we then to avail him ?
Ast. Let the Senate

Now proffer to the ambaffador from Afric

For him exchange or ranfom.
Man. As a daughter

Thou fpeak’ft, Attilia; but with me it ﬁts

To a& as Conful. We muft firft debate

If fuch propofal glorious be to Rome.

He who has long inur'd his hands to chains—
Art. Whence haft thou, Manlius, learn’d thefe

rigid maxims ?
" Man. From great examples ever prefent to me.

At Say rather, Manlius, thou haft to my father

Been ever oppofite. '
Man. Am I to blame

If he fubmitted to a tham’d defeat ;

If he remain'd a prifoner midft the foes ?

Ast. Ere his defeat he gave full many a proof—

Man. The Senate now, Attilia, are affembled,
1 can no longer ftay. Infpire the reft
With maxims lefs fevere : thy voice perhaps
May foften them and make my rigour vain :
Manlius is conful, not a king in Rome.

By thee my heart is cruel deem’d,
And fway'd by favage laws;
‘But grief is not a judge efteem’d
Impartial in her caufe.
I know
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I know a daughter’s anxious love ;
Yet no reproach to me,
If what fo many may approve,
Is grief alone to thee ? [Exit.

SCENE IIIL
ATTILIA alone.

Then nothing more remains for me to hope
From either Conful : one is abfent hence,
And one a foe. Then let us call in aid
The fuffrage of the people—Haplefs fither !
On what uncertain turns muft now depend
Thy liberty and life ?

SCENE 1IV.

Enter Barce haflily.
Bar. My dear Attilia !
Attilia.
Att. Why this hafte ?
Bar. The ambafiador.
From Afric is arriv'd. -
Ast. Such tranfport fure
Thefe tidings merit not.

Bar. Others I bring
Of far more weight. .
' A,
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Art. Speak, Barce, what are thofe ?

Bar. With him is Regulus.
Att. My father!

"Bar. He :
Thy father.

Ast. Barce, O! thou art deceiv'd,
Or thou deceiv’ft Attilia,

Bar. T myfelf
Beheld him not—but every one—

Ar. My Publius!
[Jooking out fees her brother.

SCENE V,

Enter PusLius.
Pub. P'm wild with tranfport! Regulus, my
fifter,
Is now in Rome.
Att. O! Gods, what joyful found !
Condu& me to him—where, where is he, Publius ?
O! let us hafte.

Puyb. 1t is not yet the time :
He, with the ambaffador from Carthage, waits
Admittance from the Senate.

Art. Where, my brother,
Where didft thou fee him ?
Pub. Well thou know't, as Queftor,
My
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My office is to welcome every envoy

From foreign ftates. I heard the ambaflador
Of Carthage was arriv’d, and towards the gate
Advanc’d to meet him : when I thought to view
A face unknown from Afric, I beheld,

With rapture I beheld, my lord, my father.

Att. What faid he, and to him what faid my
Publius ?

Pub. Ere my arrival had he gain’d the fhore;
And filent on the Capitol, that part
In profpet rofe, he thoughtful fix'd his eyes.
I faw, I knew him, cried, ¢ My deareft fither!”
And fwiftly ran to kifs his honour'd hand.
He heard, he turn’d, then backward drew his ftep,
And with that look of awful majefty,
With which he once made conquer’d Africtremble,
“ In Rome” he faid, “ no captive is a father.”
I would have anfwer'd, but abrupt he afk’d
If yet the Senate met, and where their meeting,
This heard, he to the temple bent his pace,—
Nor further fpoke. I flew to tell the Conful,
Where fhall I find him? I behold not here
The attending Liflors.

Bar. To Bellona’s temple
He went but now.

Ast. Is Regulus return’d
To us a captive ?

Pub. Yes, but well I know
He
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He brings the terms of peace, and that on him

Depends his defiiny. '
Att. Who knows from Rome

If thefe will find acceptance ?

Pub. Had'ft thou feen
How Rome receiv’d him, never would thy breaft
" Have harbour'd doubts like thefe.—All, all,
' Attilia,
Are wild with joy: too narrow were the ways
To admit the {fwarming throngs; each points to
him -
" With eager gaze: by what endearing titles
I heard him nam’d! and O! what numbers
view'd him,
With eyes that moiften’d fhone with tender tears!
What fight, Attilia, for a fon like me,

Art. Where, where is now Licinius? Seek
him, Publius,
Not fhar'd with him, imperfe& is my joy.

If I rejoice, let him rejoice,
The deareft object of my choice :
As when, alas! I woes fuftain,
His bofom fhares with mine the pain.

For ever happy may he prove
The ties that bind his foul to love :
Enough till now his faithful mind -
Has felt the pangs that lovers find.  [Exis.

' SCENE
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SCENE VI

Puzrivs, Barce.

Pub. Farewell, my lovely Barce.

Bar. Hear me yet; -
And know’ft thou not the name of him, who comes
Ambaffador from Carthage ?

Pub. Yes; he’s call'd
Amilcar.
Bar. Is he Hanno’s fon ?
Pub. The fame.
Bar. [afide.] Itis, it is my love,
Puyb. Thy colour changes—

What can this mean ? Perhaps from him proceeds
Thy coldnefs thewn to Publius.

Bar. Sir, from you
And from Attilia, have I prov’d fuch goodnefs,
As never yet to feel a captive’s chains :
And O! ’twere moft ungrateful to deceive you.
_ Permit me to difclofe my inmoft heart :
Know then

Pub. Be filent: I too well forefee
Thy candour will be fatal : *midft the draught
Of this day’s joy, ah! mix not deadly poifon.
If thou art vow'd another’s ; let me ftill
Remain at leaft uncertain of my fate.

If
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"If now fome happier obje¢t dwell
In Barce’s gentle mind, '
Let not thy lips, my fair-one, tell

The truth I dread to find.

Though dire fufpicion, rankling fiill,
Can damp the pureft joy,
Yet certainty of greater ill
Mutft every hope deftroy. - [Esic.

SCENE VIL

BARCE alone.

Is it then true that I {fo foon fhall fee
The man I love ? The firft, the only objeét
For which I knew affe¢tion >—O! my heart !
How wilt thou feel before Amilcar’s prefence,
‘When now thou trembleft but to hear his name ?

She only knows, who long has mourn’d,
When truly to rejoice ;

Who fees again from far return’d
The objet of her choice.

From flowing tears and heaving fighs,
That hours of grief employ,
Remembrance then the thought fupplies
That turns to prefent joy. [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE VIIL

Infide of the temple of Bellona, feats for the Ro-
man Senators and for the Ambaffadors of foreign
States. Liclors guarding the feveral entrances to
the temple ; a view of the Capitol and the Tiber.

Manvrivs, PusLius, Senators.
Man. Let Regulus appear and with him bring
The ambaffador from Afric :—Do the foes
Then afk for peace ? [#o Publius.

Pub. At leaft they afk to make
Exchange of prifoners ; and to Regulus
Have given in charge to obtain it from the Senate.
If nothing he oi)tain, his faith is plighted
For his return to Carthage, with his blood
To anfwer Rome’s refufal. This he {wore,
And, ere he parted, faw the preparation
(A dreadful objet!) for his threatened death.
Ah! letit ne’er be faid that to endure
Such punifhment, a citizen like this

Man. No more—he comes, [the Confal,
Publius and all the Senators take their
places : a place remains vacant next the
Conful, formerly occupied by Regulus. Re-
gulus and Amilcar pafs between the Lic-
tors, who open their ranks to receive them,
and clofe again after they are paffed.
Regulus on entering the Temple, flops
Jor a fhort time in a thoughtful attitude.
SCENE
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SCENE IX.

Mavxvivs, PusLivs, Senators, REGuLus,

AMILCAR.

Anil. [afide to Reg] Why, Regulus, this
paufe?
Say, is this place to thee {fo new an objet ?
Reg. [to Amil.] Ithink what hence I went, and
what return.
Amil. [addreffing the Conful.] The Senators of
Carthage, who defire
To fheathe the flaughtering fword have fent by me
Their greeting to the Senators of Rome :
If Rome defire a peace, they fend it now.

Man. Sit then and fpeak their purpofe.
[Amil. fis.

[#o Reg.] Regulus,
Approach, and re-affume thine ancient feat.

Reg. Firft tell me, who are thefe ?
Man. The confcript Fathers.
Reg. And who art thou?
Man. Doft thou fo little know
‘The Conful Manlius ?
Reg. Tell me: with the Conful
And reverend Fathers fhall a flave have place 2

"Man. No! but for thee the rigour’of her laws
2 - .Rome
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Rome now forgets ; for thee, to whom the owes
Such numerous triumpbhs.

Reg. But if Rome forget,
I bear them here engrav’d.
Man. [afide.] Whoe'er beheld
Such rigid virtue ?
Pub. Nor can Publius now ~
Be feated longer here. [rifes.
Reg. What doft thou, Publius?. |
Pub. 1 but fulfill my duty : if the father
Refufe a feat, it fits the fon to rife.
Reg. Are then the manners now fo chang'd in
Rome ?
Before I fail'd for Afric, 'twas a crime,
~ In public cares, to think of private duties.
Pub. But yet—
Reg. Sit, Publius, fit, and learn henceforth .
To fill thy place more nobly.
Pub. Such refpect
Sure natute juftly claims before a father.
Reg. When he was vanquifh'd, then thy father
died.
Man. Now let Amilcar fpeak.  [Publius fiss.
Amil. To Regulus
Has Carthage given in truft to make to Rome -

Her wifhes known : what he fhall fpeak, is fpoken
By me and Carthage.

Man.
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Man. Regulus then fpeak.
Amil. [afide to Reg.] Remember now 1f no-
thing thou obtain

Thou then haft fworn

Reg. [to him.] What Regulus has fworn
He fhall fulfill.

Man. [afide.] His life is now at ftake.
What words will he employ ?

Pub. [afide.] Ye Gods of Rome !
Do you infpire his lips with eloquence.

Reg. The Carthaginian foe, on this condition,
That all he holds be now confirm’d his own,
Of you, O! confcript Fathers, afks a peace,
If peace be will'd not, he at leaft demands
A full exchange, on either fide, to end
The mournful exile of your mutual captives :
My counfel is on thefe—rejeét them both,

 Amil. [afide.] What do I hear?

Pub. [afide.] Alas!

Man. [afide.] I'm mute with wonder.

Reg. 1 fhall not labour here to explain the evils
Attendant upon peace : but if the foe
So much defire to treat, it argues fear.

Man. But then th’ exchange ?

Reg. Th’ exchange conceals defigns
To you more dangerous——

Amil. [afide to Reg.] Regulus, remember.
. Reg.

.
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Reg. [to him.] What Regulus has fworn he
fhall fulfill,
Pub. [afide.] O! Heavens! my father’s lofi.
Reg. Th’ exchange. propos’d
Includes a thoufand mifchiefs ; but th’ example’
Is more pernicious. Farewell, Fathers, then
To Rome’s high honours, valour, conftancy,
And military virtué, if the coward
May hope to elcape with liberty and life.
What profits Rome that HE to Rome returns
Who bears upon his back the marks of thame, |
The fervile fcourge ? Who living left his arms
Unftain'd with hoftile blood, and bafely chofe,
Through fear of death, to meet the victor’s fcorn ?
O'! fhame, eternal fhame!

Man. Whate’er th’ exchange
May prove, the good of Regulus alone
Compenfates every evil.

) Reg. Manlius, no:

Thou art deceiv’d, for Regulus is mortal.

I feel already the decays of age,

And little now can I avail to Rome :

But much thofe vigorous youths, for me ex-
chang'd,

Will ftrengthen Carthage : be not then fo blinded

Againft yourfelves, I to my country gave

My beft of days, and to the foel give

The ufelefs remnant : let him poorly triumph

To fee an old man die; but let him fee

¥YOL. III. Yy His
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His triumph vain, when here in every part,
A Regulus fhall rife to bleed for Rome.

Man. [afide.] Unheard-of fortitude !
Pub. [afide.] O! fatal courage!

Amil. [afide.] What fentiments, till now to me
unknown ! ’

Man. We muft not merely weigh what ferves
the ftate,
But weigh, with fervice done, the Roman honour;
And furely Rome can ne’er with honour prove
Ungrateful to a citizen like thee.

Reg. Would Rome be grateful to me, Regulus
Shall point the way to fhew her gratitude.
Thefe rude barbarians, Fathers, dar'd to think
My foul fo bafe, that abject fear of death
Might fend me here with purpofe to betray you.
This thought alone exceeds the fharpeft pangs
That tyrants can infliét—Revenge me, Fathers—
I was a’ Roman once—Arm, arm with fpeed,
And from their temples fnatch the imprifon’d
eagles,
Nor fheathe your weapons, till this rival power
Be crufh’d for ever ! Let me, when returp’d,
Even in the face of my tormentors read
The dread of your refentment : gladly then
I perith ; in my lateft hour, to fee
How Afric trembles at the Roman name.
Amil. [afide.]] My indignation now is loft in
wonder.

Pub.
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Pub. [afide.] None anfwer, O! ye Powers |

Man. So great a queftion
Demands matureft counfel. We muft give
Some time to recolleét our thoughts, opprefs'd
With juft aftonithment. Thou foon, Amilcar,
Shalt know the Senate’s will : but firft the Fathers
Will to the temples go, with pious vows '

' To invoke the Gods. [%e rifes, and all rife at
the fame time.

Reg. Andis there yet a doubt ?

Man. Yes, Regulus, I fee not if the peril
Be greater to-neglect fuch weighty counfel ;
Or greater peril, in purfuing that,
To lofe the man from whom fuch counfel came,

Thou great defpifer of thy death,
Canft for thy country yield thy breath ;
Thy country, doom’d fuch death to fee,
Muft mourn her nobleft fon in thee.

Thou calmly feek’t for her to die,
And ferve her at a price too high ;
Since rarely Heaven on man below
‘Will virtue great as thine beftow.
[Exit, followed by the Senators and Li&ors.

82 SCENE
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SCENE X. .
ReguLus, PusLivs, AMILCAR.
Amil. Does Regulus thus keep his plighted

faith ?

Reg. My word was plighted to return to Car-
thage ; .

* My word fhall be fulfill'd.

Amil. But yet

SCENE XI
Enter ArtiLiA and LiciNivs.

Att. My father!
Lic. My lord !
JL!:: } On this motft honour'd hand.
[attempting to kifs his hand.
Reg. Away.
The Gods be prais’d I have not yet my freedom.
Att. Is then the exchange refus'd ?

Reg. Condu&t us, Publius,
To that abode, prefcrib’d by Roman laws
For me and for Amilcar.

Pub. Wilt thou not
) Revifit
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Revifit now thy own paternal Lares,
Thine ancient feat ?

Reg. No hoftile meffenger
Muft enter Rome.

Lic. This too fevere decree
Is not for Regulus.

Reg. But fuch decree,
If not for all, were partial tyranny.
At At leaft permit, where’er thou goeft, my
father,
Permit me to attend thee.
Reg. No, Attilia,
The prefent time demands far other thoughts
Than thofe a daughiter and a father feel.

Art. Why art thou chang’d from what I knew
my father ? ‘

Reg. My fateis chang’d, but Regulus the fame.

With laurel wreath’d, or bound in chains,
I bear a foul refign'd s
The thraldom that my limbs reftrains,
In freedom leaves my mind.

In various forms my virtue ftill,
Through every change of ftate,
Can combat, with unthaken will,
The rigorous turns of fate.
[Exit, foliowed by Publius,
Licinius and people.
SCENE
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SCENE XIIL

ATTILIA in fufpenfe, AMILCAR going, BARCE

enlermg

Bar. Amilcar.

Anil. Ah! my Barce. [returmng] Thou agam?
"Thou art loft to me, fince Regulus diffuades
The Senate from th’ exchange.

Bar.

A

Amil. Farewell, my love, I muft attend on

Publius. :
O ! I have much to tell thee.

Bar.- Yet thou'rt filent.

} O'! Heavenly Powers !

Amil. If fill thou lov'ft, thy lover’s mind
Thou canft not vainly feek;

Thou in thefe eyes the thoughts wilt find
My tongue denies to {peak ¢

Since I, who caught from thee the fires
That in my bofom glow,
Can from a figh thy lip refpires,
A thoufand fecrets know.
[Exiz.

SCENE *
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SCENE XIIL

ATTILIA, BARCE.

Ast. Ah! who would thus have fear'd ? My
father, Barce,

Confpires againft himfelf.

Bar. But fhould the Senate
As yet determine not ; for thee, Attilia,
There much remains to hope. Go hence, employ
Each power of fpeech, before the Fathers meet
To new debate. ’'Tis now the time to adopt
Whatever art or eloquence can do:
The love of his aflociates, and the faith
Of bofom friends; Go :——every where implore

* “The fuffrage of the Romans to thy aid,

A, All fhall be tried, but little is my ho})e.

But late I feem’d in port to lie,
With waters fmooth and cloudlefs fky ;
When fiercely now the tempeft fweeps
And bears me helplefs to the deeps.

To tremble now can fcarce be fhame :
I merit pity more than blame,
If midft a ftorm fo cruel toft,
In black defpair my hopes are loft.
[Exiz.

SCENE
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SCENE XIV.

BARCE alone.

Alas! what haplefs deftiny is mine,
If once again, without me, fhould Amilcar
Return to Carthage !—at the thought alone
I feel myfelf——no, rather let me hope—
The unhappy eve: find a time to mourn :
From folly, not from wifdom, mortals feek
With cruel art to look for future woes.

The ideas fram'd of difiant ill
‘Which timorous fancy drew,
We find, by fage experience, fiill

More painful than the true.

‘Who rafhly figures in his mind
Some mifchief to deplore,
Is certain then a pang to find
That doubtful was before. [Exit.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE I

Apartmenis within wiew of Rome, in a palace of
the [uburbs appointed for the refi dence of the
Carthaginian amba/fadors.

RecuLus, PusLivs.

Reg. How ! Publius here? The glory now of
. Rome,
Thy father’s honour and the public peace
Are in debate ; then fay, what means my fon
Thou art not in the fenate ?
Pub. Pardon, fir,
As yet they're not affembled.
Reg. Go—delay not ;
Support my counfel firmly with the Fathers,
And prove thyfelf deferving of thy race.
Pub. How! would you have me then cmploy
the means 7
To bring deftruétion on you?
Rgg. That to me
Is not deftrution which can ferve my country.
Pub. O! yet, my lord, have pity on yourfelf,
Reg. And think’ft thou, Publius, that my mind
is now

By frenzy urg’d ? Believ'ft thou I alone,
of
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Of all mankind, am hateful to myfelf ?

O! no—thou art deceiv'd : like each that lives,
I would fecure the good and thun the evil. -
But know the laft I only find in guilt,

The firft in virtue. Guilt it were to gain

My freedom with the fufferings of my country ;
Hence life and freedom are to me an evil.

"Tis virtue with our blood to ferve our country ;
Hence fervitude and death to me are good.

Pub. Our country ftill

Reg. Our country is a whole
Of which we form the part. "Tis criminal
In one that bears the name of citizen,
To weigh his private weal diftin¢t from hers.
By him is nothing to be wifh’d or thunn'd
But what may harm or benefit that country,
To which he owes his all. Whene’er he toils,
Or fheds his blood to ferve her, from himfelf
He nothing gives, but only renders back
What he from her receiv’d.” She gave him birth
And nourithment : fhe rear’d his infant years
To ripen’d manhood ; with her laws proteéts
From home-bred fpoilers ; with her arms defends
From foreign infults : fhe on him beftows
Name, rank and honours : flie rewards his merits,
And vindicates his wrongs : a tender mother,
She labours to procure him all the happinefs
Which earth can yicld. But bleffings fuch as thefe
"Tis
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*Tis true muft have their claims, and who rejeéts
them

Mutft give up every title to the advantage

Of law and focial compaét : let him feck

The inhofpitable woods, there feed contented

On fcanty acorns in fome fordid ftye,

.And at his will enjoy a life of freedom.

Pub. Your words, with reverence heard, con-
vince my reafon,
But cannot touch my heart; and nature fhrinks -
To do your bidding. I am ftill a fon,
And never can forget it.
Reg. Weak excufe
For one 2 Roman born. There have been fathers—
Virginius, Manlius, Brutus——
Pub. O! ’tis true
But fortitude like theirs has found example
In fathers only : Rome has never yet
Produc’d a fon to facrifice his parent.
Reg. Then, Publius, thou afpire to ftand the
firft
And glorious pattern to fucceeding fons.
—Away.
Pub. Yet hear—

Reg. No more. I wait from thee
The tidings of my fate. )

Pub. You afk too much
From me, O'! fir, too much.

Y 6 . ch.-
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. Reg.  Say, would't thou have me
A ftranger or a father? If a firanger,
Negle& not then the good of Rome for mine ;
And if a father, Publius, then refpet
My will and leave me.
Pub. Could a father fee
* Th’ emotions of my heart he then might claim
Lefs rigid duties. '
Reg. From thy heart he claims
The proofs of conftancy and not of love.

Pub. Ah! would'ft thou prove me, father, fay
What proof fhall I beftow ?

Before thy feet my life I lay,
For thee my blood fhall flow.

But that a fon fhould now appear
A parent’s life to feek ;

Forgive me, mighty fire, if here _
I find my virtue weak. [Exit.

SCENE IL

REecurus alone.

The important hour is nigh, and much I fear
The fathers yet may paufe—O ! hear me now,
Ye guardian Gods of Rome! Infpire their fouls
With nobler thoughts..

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

Enter ManLivs.

Man. [ fpeaks as entering.] The litors may re-
main
To guard the entrance, and let none prefume
" To come thus far.

Reg. [afide, feeing Man.] Manlius ! what means
he here ? '

Man. Ah'! let me prefs thee to my eager bofom,-
Exalted hero!

Reg. Think what thou would ft do;
A conful {ure

Mun. T am not, Regulus, .
A conful now : I here am only one
That venerates thy fortitude and virtue,
And burns with emulation ; owns himfelf
By thee fubdued, and here confeffing all
His ancient enmity to thee unjuft, ,
Now fues to knit with thine his hand in friendilip.

Reg. Such is the wonted firain of noble minds.
The ftormy wind upon the profirate tree
Or blows no more, or lifts it from the ground,
*Tis to my happy flavery I owe
A friend fo gain'd in thec.
. Man. *Tis true, thy fortune
0 Has
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Has thewn me what thou art ; and ne’er thefe eyes
Beheld thee fo majeftic as in chains.
Oft have I feen thee from the foes of Rome
Return a victor : now thou art return’d
A greater vi¢tor o’er thyfelf and Fortune.
Thy laurels rais’d my envy, but thy chains
Excite refpec. I own that Regulus
Then feem'd a hero, now he feems a God.

Reg. Enough, enough, O ! Manlius, praife be-

ftow’d .

By fuch a lip might fhake the firmeft virtue :
Believe me-grateful then, that Manlius deigns
To honour with his love my laft of days.

Man. Thy laft of days! I mean to fave thee ftill
Long, long to blefs thy country; and have la-
bour'd
For thee my utmoft, that th® exchange propos’ d
May meet the general {uffrage.

Reg.- [difturbed.] Is it thus

- That Manlius has begun to prove his fnendfhnp 2

What could’ft thou more had fiill thy hate purfued

me ?

O'! thou wilt rob me thus of all the fruit

I hop’d from thame. Iam not here in Rome

To thew my chains and to. excite her pity :

I come to fave her from a fatal nifk ; '

The ritk of liftening to infidious terms.

If thou canft give no other pledge of love,
Return
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Return again to hate me.

Man. But th’ exchange -
Rejeéted feals thy death.

Reg. Is then the name
Of death fo dreadful in the ears of Manlius ?
I need not now be told that I am mortal :
The foe can only take from Regulus -
‘What nature foon will claim ; and that which now
Would be a willing gift muft then become
A certain tribute : let me teach the world
That Regulus has liv’d but for his country ;
And when his life has reach’d its fated clofe,
At leaft can make his death of ufe to Rome.

Man. O glorious fentiments! O'! happy foil
Producing fuch a fon! Ah! who could ¢’er
With-hold from thee his love ?

Reg. If thou will love me,
Then love me as a Roman : thefe alone
Our terms of friendfhip : let us offer each
To Rome his ready vi€tim ; I my life,
And thou thy friend ; fince ’tis but juft thy virtue
Should make fome oftering to thy country’s good,
Go then—but promife to fupport my counfel
Amidft the Senate. On this fole condition
I here accept the friendthip Manlius gives. .
Say then

Man. [after a pafe.] It fhall be l?)—-I phght
my faith.

Reg.

\
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Reg; In Manlius for my friend I here embrace
A gift from favouring Heaven.

. Man. Why am-not I .
Thus honour'd with the weight of chains like

thine ?

Reg. Let us not lofe the ime. The confcript
Fathers . '
Perhaps are met. Remember, to thy truth
I truft my country’s fame, my peace and honour.

Mun. Farewell, our Tiber’s glory !
Reg. Friend, farewell. (they embrace.

Man. What flame of glory now I feel
While thus thy voice with virtuous zeal
The patriot’s godlike name maintains !
The wretch, howe’er debas’d with fear,
Infpir'd anew fuch words to hear,
Would give a kingdom for thy chains.
' [ Exir.

SCENE 1V.
Enter Licinius,
Reg. [to himfelf.] 1 now begin to breathe ; pro-
pitious Heaven
Sure feconds my defigns.

Lic. [1o Reg.] At length I come :
Ta
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To addrefs thee once again with better omens,

Reg. And whence thy joy, Licinius?

Lic. In my heart ,
The happieft hopes revive. For thee till now
I've every means effay’d. '

Reg. For me, Licinius ?

Lic. For thee; and doft thou, at a time like this,
Believe thy goodnefs loft to my remembrance ?
O'! no—'tis ever prefent : thou to me
Wert patron, general, father. Firft by thee
My feet were guided through the paths of honour:
Thou gav't me, fir—

Reg. [impatiently.] But fay, in my behalf
What hatft thou done ?

Lic. Thy life and liberty
I have defended.

Reg. [diflurbed.] Say'ft thou?

Lic. At the entrance
I waited ngar the temple, where the Senate
Are now affembled, Singly, as they pafs'd,

I urg'd the Fathers, and in{pir'd in each
‘The wifh to ferve thee.

‘Reg. [afide.] Gods! what do I hear?
[#o Lic.] And haft thou then—

Lic. Not I alone have labour'd ;

Let me not take the praife another claims :

"Tis true I've pleaded for thee—but Attilia
voL. 111, i T Has
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Has far out-gone Licinius. -
Reg. Who?
Lic. Attilia,
In Rome no daughter better loves a father.
O'! how fhe fpoke; what eloquence difplay’d
To wake the tendereft feelings! How fhe blended
Her grief with modefty ! and how employ’d,
In every form, reproaches, prayers and praife !
Reg. What faid the Fathers ?
Lic. When Attilia fued,
Who could refift ?—Behold, fhe comes: obferve
What kindling joy in every feature fmiles.

SCENE V.

Enter ATTILIA.

Art. At length, my deareft father—
Reg. [ feverely.] Hafl thou dar'd
Again to fee me ? Ah! [ little thought,
- Till now, to find thee leagu’d amongft my foes.
Att. Who I thy foe, my father!
Reg. Are not they
My foes who rafhly thall oppofe my counfels ?
Azt Alas! is then my pious wifh to fave thee
A proof of enmity ?
Reg. And know'ft thou then
What faves me, or deftroys > Who call'd on thee
' © To
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To take a fhare in bufinefs of the ftate ?
Who made thee guardian of my deftiny ?
And whence
Lic. O fir, too far—
Reg. And fpeaks Licinius ?
His filence beft would plead in his defence,
As that might feem repentance—Mighty Gods !
A daughter, and 2 Roman !—
Att. As a daughter
I deem’d, my lord
Lic. And as a Roman, I
Believ'd that thus to avert thy cruel fate—

Reg. Be filent—I no Roman deem
The daftard advocate for thame ;

Be filent : mine I ne’er efteem
‘A child who ftains the Roman name.

*Tis now from you alone I find

An anxious thought in galling chains;
*Tis now by you alone my mind,

Amidft my freedom loft, complains. [Exir.

SCENE VL

AtTiLIA, LIciNius.

Az, Tell me, Licinius, doft thou think a maid
Was ever born more wretched than Attilia ?
: T2 To



276 REGULUS. {acT .

To love lke me a father; to purfue

All means to faye him ; for his {fake to feel

A hearnt transfix'd with anguith : thefe were virtue
In others, but in me are deem'd a crime,

Lic. Take comfort, my Attilia, nor repent
Thy pious work. One duty calls on us,
On Regulys anether : if to him
Contempt of life is glory, "twould in us
Be impious not to fave him : thou fhalt fee
He will be grateful : let not then his anger
Difirefs thy gentle foul. The fick man oft
The fage phyfician blames, and cruel calls
The friendly hand that minifters his cure.

Ars. His keen reproaches pierce me to the heart;
My courage fhrinks before them.

Lic. Tell me then
Would you, for thefe, confent to lofe a father?

Att. O no, fiill let him chide, but let him live.
Lic. Believe me, he fhall live—Ah! ccafe to

weep,
And be thofe lovely eyes again ferene :
To fee thee mourn diflolves my firmett temper.

On you, ye gentle flars of love,
Depends a lover's fate :

Too well your ruling power { prove ;

At will you every pafiion move,
And every change create.

6 . When
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When you with pleafure kindle bright
My kindling fpirits rife ;
But when a cloud obfeures your Lght,
With you my courage dies. [Exit.

SCENE V.

ATTILIA alome.

Alas! ’tis al too true : n6 bounds are fet
To Fortune's frowns or fmiles : with lavifh hand
Her gifts fhe fcatters ; and the heaps affliction
Beyond & mortal’s fufféerance. I, alas!
Am now the haplefs object of her anger.
I fee the fkies around me veil'd in clouds,
And who ¢an tell what tempefts théy conceal ?

If other bolts you how preépare,
Ye adverfe powers, my breaft I bare ;
On me your judgment I invoke,

But fave my father from the ftroke.

Refpedt, in that unfhaken mind,
An image of your heavenly kind ;
And leave to us a pattera here
Of one who knows not guilt or fear. [ Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE VIIL

A gallery in the fame palace.

RecuLus alone.

Why doft thou throb, my heart, and whence
th’ emotions
Till now to thee unknown ? Thou haft defied
The rage of feas, the dangers of the field,
With all the monfters bred on Afric’s foil ;
And now thou trembleft in the bare expectance
Of what thy fate determines. Thou indeed
Haft caufe for fear: till now was ne’er thy glory
Expos'd to peril thus. Yet fay, ye Powers,
What is this glory ? But a tyrant-paffion,
Which, like ¢ach rebel paffion of the foul,
Our reafon muft fubdue ? O! no—fuch language
Befits the daftard : he in vain was born
‘Who lives but for himfelf : ’tis glory teaches
To hold another’s good beyond our own.
Whate’er on earth is priz'd to this we owe :
This lifts our nature from the fervile ftate
‘Where men would ruft without the fenfe of honour:
. This blunts the fting of pain; from danger takes
The fenfe of fear; ftrips death of every terror;
Enlarges kingdoms ; gives to tities fafety ;
Can favage cuftoms change to gentle manners, |
And teach mankind to imitate the Gods.
By this—Ha! Publius comes—he fcems to tread
With
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With timid fteps—What bring’ft thou? Has the
fenate
As yet decided ? What is now my fate ?

SCENE IX.

Enter PusLivus.

Pyub. O! fir—what tidings for a fon to utter!
[afide.
Reg. Why art thou filent ?
Pub. Would to Heaven my tongue
Were dumb for ever!
Reg. Tell me
Pub. Every offer
~ The Senate have rejected.
Reg. Then at length
The happy Roman genius has prevail’d,
Thanks to the Gods! I have not liv'd in vain.
Go—feek Amilcar: nothing more is wanting s
The work is now complete. We muft depart.

Pub. Unhappy father !

~ Reg. Call'ft thou him unhappy,
Who at his lateft hour can ferve his country ?

Pub. 1love my country : I lament thy bondage.

Reg. Each has his bonds, fince life is fervitude;
He that laments, let him lament the fate
Of every one that’s born, not, Publius, mine.

Pub.
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. Pub. The rage of thefe barbarians, O! my fa-
. ther,
Will facrifice thy life. |
Reg. And end my flavery. .
Farewell—but let me now depart alone.

Pub. And can you then refufe from me, my
father,
The laft fad offices of filial love ?

. Reg. For thee I've other duties. Whilft I haften
For my departure, thou remain to keep
Difconfolate Attilia from my fight.

Her grief would damp my triumph : ever duteous

To me has been her love : fhould now her forrows

Exceed the bounds, bear, Publius, with her weak- .
nefs.

We muft not from her nature hope to find

A manly fortitude : do thou advife her:

Let thy example teach her that fubmiffion

The great occafion claims : direét, confole her

Fulfil to her the office of a father.

To thee I truft a daughter, and to thee

I truft thyfelf, my Publius! Let me hope—

But O! I fee that nature ftruggles in thee—

I deem'd thy foul more conftant——Have my
thoughts

Been then deceiv'd >—No, Publius, thou art ftill

The fon of Regulus, the fon of Rome.

Be
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Be ne'er thofe pleafing hopes deceiv'd,
Which from thy early years I drew :

The deeds by patriot fouls achiev’d
With emulation now purfue.

O! let me leave in thee an heir
That well his father’s love may claim
Nor ever give this cheek to wear,
(Remembermg thee) the blufth of thame,
[Exit.

SCENE X.
PusrLivs alone.
Take courage, Publius. Though thy tafk be

dreadful

Thou muft fubdue thyfelf : thy blood demandsit;
The blood of Regulus: his great example

Before thy eyes now loudly calls upon thee.

Thy heart, that yielded firft to nature’s impulfe,
Muft a& more firmly : imitate a father,

And make amends for all thy former weaknefs.

SCENE XIL

Enter ArriLiA and Barce.

An. Is it then true, my brother—
Bar. Publius, fpeak.
: Pub.



282 REGULUS. ° [acT 1.
Pub. It is moft true : the Senate have decided,
And Regulus departs.
Att. O Heaven'!
Bar. What fay'ft thou ?
Att. Have all alike betray’d me ?
Bar. Ts there then
Pub. Now nought avails.
Bar. Have pity—O ! Amilcar! [ fees Amil.

S CEN E XIlL

Enter AMILCAR and Licinivus.

Amil. [to Bar.] There is no longer hope.
Lic. [to Att.] All, all is loft !
Att. Where, where is Regulus? With him at
leaft
Attilia will depart.
Pub. Forbear : this grief
Will but offend thy father.
Att. Hope not, Publius,
To keep me longer here.
Pub. 1 hope, Attilia,

At length will yield to reafon, and remember
To her ’tis not permitted

Atit. 1 remember
. This,
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This, this alone—Attilia is a daughter— -
—Leave me.
Pub. 1 muft not leave thee.
Azt. But my father
Meantime departs.
Pub. Fear not he will depart
While here Amilcar ftays.
Az, Alas! who now
Will give me aid or counfel > Speak, Amilcar.
- Amil. Between contending paffions I am loft.
Att. What fays Licinius ?
Lic. From the fudden ftroke
I fcarce can breathe.
Ast. O! Publius.
Pub. O! my fifter,
Exert thy firmer conftancy. Our father
Should teach us how to fuffer adverfe fortune
Thofe only merit to be call'd his children
Who emulate his virtues.
Atr. Speak’ft thou thus?
Thou, that with mine fhould'ft blend a brother’s
forrows ;
Thou that fhould'ft mix thy fighs and tears with
mine.
What means my Publius ?
Amil. Well I know the meaning.

His love is fix'd on Barce ; fhe departs
' " If
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If Regulus remain : beliold thé canfe
That gives this boafted fortitude to Publius.
Pub. [afide.] Ye Gods! fhiall Publius hear and
hear unmov’d
That tongue’s calumnious f:'fehood ?

Amil. Every power
"Of art and fpeech he doubtlefs has employ'd
To make the Senate fpurn th’ exchange propos'd.

Pxb. A thought like this, Amxlcar, well befits
A barbarous fon of Carthage.
Amil., Yet
Pub. No more— '
Now hear me fpeak : thou know'ft the fate of Barce
Is in my hands.
Amil. Tknow it. As a gift
Thy mother had obtain'd her from the Senate :
She dying fince, the maid beheld in thee
Her future lord.
Pub. Now mark how Publius ufes
The power that fortune gives him. More than life
1 love the charming Barce ; but I love
My honour more. I know with fouls like thine
- Has virtue rarely credit : let me then
In fordid minds expunge the leaft pretence
For fuch fufpicions. Barce, thou art free,
Go with Amilcar, and return to Carthage.

Bar. Ye Powers! can this be true ?
Amil. Such wondrous virtue

Pub.
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Pub. Learn hence, Amilcar, how a Roman loves.
(Eeit.

SCENE XIIL

LiciNius, ATTILIA, BARCE, AMILCAR.

Ast. [to Lic.] Behold the inhuman, how he

leaves Attilia. [he not hearing her.
‘Bar, [to Amil.] Héard'ft thou not Publius ?
(ke not hearing her.

Ast. [to Lic.] Yet thou anfwereft not ?
Bar. [to Amil.] Doft thou not hear, my love ?

Amil. Barce, farewell, [ firmly.

Await for my return. { going.
Lic. Farewell, Attilia. { going.
Az,

Bar. } Ah! whither, whither goeft thou ?
Lic. [to Att.] To preferve
For thee a father. 4
Amil. [to Bar.] Regulus to fave.
A, [to Lic.] Alas! what can’ft thou do?
. Bar. [to Amil.] What means Amilcar ?
Lic. [to Att.] A defperate evil claims a defpe-
rate cure. _
Amil, [#0 Bar.] The Roman pride may rivals
find in virtue.

Atr. [to Lic.] Ah! take me too.
Bar.,
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Bar. [to Amil.] Let me attend on thee.

Lic. [to Att.] O! no—I then fhould tremble
for thy fafety.

Amil. [to Bar.] No! thou muft here remain.

Bar. [to Amil.] And wilt thou not
Reveal thy purpofe ?
- Au. [#0 Lic.] Wilt thou not at leaft
Give me to know
. Lic. I:to Att.] Ere long thou fhalt know all.

Amil. [to Bar.] Confide in me.

Lic. In Rome fhall Regulus
Be ftill detain’d or fee Licinius perifh. [Eais.
. Amil. Yes, Africa, like Rome, thall boaft her

heroes. [ going he returns.

If lefs our pride, notlefs our mind
Can virtue breed ; nor lefs we find
By us is known the path to fame.
Though from the capitol afar,
Our worthies may with Rome’s compare ;
. And Gods extend their guardian care,
To thofe who boaft no Roman name.
[Exis.
SCENE XIV.

ATTiLIA, BARCE.
Att. O Barce!
Bar. O! Atulia!

Art. Speak, my Barce.
. Bar.
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Bar. What can we hope ?

As. Alas! 1 know not what.
Doubtlefs Licinius, with the people means
" To raife a tumult : this may fatal prove
To himand to his country, yet fupply
No aid to fave my father.

Bur. Struck with wonder
At Publius’ generous a&, but deeply ftung
With his reproach, Amilcar goes to prove
His foul as noble. 'What may he attempt,
And to what dangers may he ftand expos’d !

'Art. O! mighty Gods! affift my dear Licinius!

Bar. And O'! ye Powers, preferve my plighted
fpoufe. '

Art. 1 fhake with terror.

Bar. Let us not, Attilia,
Be abject in our fears: the heavens now thew
A brighter afpeét, and a ray of hope
Gleams o'er the profpe&®. -

Ait. True my deareft Barce,
And yet I cannot raife my drooping heart.

My hope is not the gentle beam
Diffus’d from fkies ferene,

But 'tis a thort and languid gleam
From troubled meteors feen.

A gleam,
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A gleam, we fee by fits appear,
That fhines but to diftrefs,
That thews, alas! the danger near,
But pever makes it lefs. ' {[Exit.

SCENE XV.

Barce alone.

I feek to calm diftrefs’d Attilia’s bofom,

Would heal her fears and tremble with’ my own.
My heart was firmer when my hopes were lefs :
Uncertain fear then only made me fuffer

For future ills; but now, alas! I dread

To lofe a blifs, I deem’d fecurely mine.

Whoe'er his dangerous path purfues
Through ftormy feas, muft rifk to lofe
His life on faithlefs billows toft.
But lucklefs he, who fcapes in vain
The dangers of the diftant main,

To find a thipwreck near the coaft. _
[(Exir.

END OF THE SECOND A€T.
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ACT IIl. SCENE L

A hall with a profpec? of the gardens.

Recurus, African Guards.

Reg. Why this delay > And knows not yet
Amilcar _

The Senate’s purpofe ? Whither is he gone ?
He muft be found. Time warns us to depart.
Since nothing more remains for him to hope
Or me to with, our longer tarriance here
Is criminal in both—Ah! come, my friend,
Come to my breaft. : [ feeing Manlius.

SCENE IL

Enter MaNL1US.

Without thy aid, my fame
Had been in danger: ’tis by thee I fill
. Preferve my chains : thou haft fecur'd the fruit
Of all my fervitude.
Man. "Tis truc;" but yet
Thou wilt depart : °tis'true, but we muft lofe thee.
Reg. You lofe me, Manlius, if I ftill remain.

Man. Ah! why did I begin fo late to love thee ?
. VOL. 1II v Yet,
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Yet, Regulus, thou now receiv’ft from Manlius
Too fatal proofs of friendfhip.
Reg. Greater proofs \
X ne’er could hope from him, whofe heart fihcere
Names me his friend ; but if the noble Manlius
‘Would give me others, I fhall tafk his friendfhip.
Man. O! name them.
Reg. Every duty thus fulfill'd
‘The citizen demands; at length, remembrance
Tells me I am a father. 'Well thou know'ft
I leave behind two children here in Rome =
Thefe, Publius and Attilia, next my country

" Are the dear objets of my heart’s affetion.

By nature virtuous both, but both appear

Two plants yet immature, that ftill require

The cultor’s watchful care. To effeét this work
Has Heaven to me denied. Take, Manlius, then
The pious charge : do thou with ufury

Supply my lofs, and to thy noblc heart

And prudent counfels let the father owe

His glory, and the children every aid

That youth derives from more experienc’d age.

Man. 1 pledge my truth : with jealous care I'll
guard, ’

Thy dear remains ; and both fhall find in me

If not as noble, yet as kind a father.

I'll point them out the paths of Roman virtue,

Nor arduous this will prove : fuffice for fouls

By nature warm’d with every generous paffion

To
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To hear the flory of patetnal deeds.
Reg. Then there’s no more to wifh.

SCENE IIL

Enter PuBL1vs in hafie.

Pub. Manlius! my father!

Reg. What has befallen ?

Pub. All Rome is now in tumult ; L
The people rave, and with a general voice
Forbid you to depart. [#o Reg.

‘Reg. And can it be ) .
That Rome will ¢’er confent to fuch exchange,
Injurious to her fame ?

Pub. No!—Rome reje&ts
Th’ exchange and peace ; but wills you to remain.

Reg. Who ? 1 remain? and whege is then my

promife ?
My folemn faith ?

Pub. Each one declares no faith
Is due to thofe, who ne’er by faith were bound.

Reg. Shall then osie crime fuffice to veil another?
And who will ¢’er be guilty, if example
Exculpates an offender ?

Pub. Now the affembly
U2 of
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Of Augurs meet : the important queftion there
Will be decided.

Reg. Think not I have need
Of oracles like thefe. Suffice for me
My word is plighted I thall hence depart.
Rome may debate on peace, oron th’ exchange;
It refts with me to judge of my return;
The firft concerns the public weal, the laft
Refpets myfelf alone : I am not now
The thing I was at Rome ; and none can claim
A right to thofe who wear another’s chains.

Pub. At leaft hear what our Augurs may
decree.

Reg. No, Publius, if I wait for their decifion
I give my fanétion to it. Guards lead on,

o [to the guards.
Condué@ me to the port—my friend, farewell.

[#o Man. going.
Man. No, Regulus, farbear. Should'ft thou
encounter .

The furious populace, by open force
Thou may'ft be here detain’d, and make, thyfelf,
All Rome thus guilty of a breach of faith.

Reg. Shall I then fail ¢
Man. O! no—thou fhalt depart.
But let me firlt go hence to appeafe this tumult.

The Confular authority thall check
Such ill tim'd rathnefs.

Reg.
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Reg. Manlius, on 'thy faith,

I fhall remain—but if.

" Man. I underftand thee :

Enough ; thy glory now is all my own,
And well I know thy heart——on mine rely.

On me rely, remember ftill
I boaft by birth 2 Roman name ;
Like thee, within my breaft I feel
The kindled warmth of glory’s flame.

*Tis true that fate to me denies,
Like thee fuch honour’d chains to bear;
But though in vain fuch chains I prize, -
“At leaft I merit fuch to wear, [(Eir.

SCENE 1IV.

Recurus, PusLivs.

Reg. And is it then fo hard a tafk in Rome,
Such labour to preferve our faith unfhaken ?
Is then—Ah! Publius, ftill thou linger'tt here,
So little mov'd? And leav'ft a friend alone
To reap the fame of Joining toils with mine ?
Go hence with him, make my departure fure :
Fain would I ftand indebted to a fon
For what fecures my glory.

Pub. Dea_reﬁ father,
I fhall obey; but yet——r-F
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Reg. Why fighs my fon ?
That figh befpeaks a mind opprefs'd with anguifth

Pub. Yes, I muft own my fuffering heart
The cruel confliét fcarce furvives :

But greater furely my defert

To a&, though griev’d, the Roman part,
While duty with affection firives.

What facrifice had I to to make ?
’ What praifes, father, claim from you,
If paffions, nature mufi awake,
Which now I quell for glory’s fake,
Were not fo painful to fubdue ? [Exir.

SCENE V.

 Enter AMILCAR.

Amil. Then, Regulus, at length—
Reg. Without thy fpeaking
I underftand, Amilcar, thy reproaches.
Heed not this tumult : Regulus alive
‘Will not remain in Rome.

Amil. 1 know not yet
What tumult thou wouldft mean. 1 am not here
On thee to vent reproaches: I am come
For thy fupport. Think not on Tiber’s banks
- Are heroes only born ; fince we no lefs
Can boaft, amongft us, fouls to cope with theirs.

Reg.
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Reg. Tt maybe fo: but ’tis not now a time
For vain contention. Summon all thy train
And fee that each be ready to depart. |

Anil. Firft hear and anfwer me.

Reg. [afide.] T'll tim’d delay.

Amil. Is gratitude our glory ?

Reg. Gratitude
Is fure a duty : but this duty now
So little meets regard, that to fulfill it
May well be titled glory.

Amil. What if danger
Attend the grateful ?

Reg. It may then be call'd
A god-like virtue

Amil. Then from me thou canft not
With-hold this virtue : hear me now. Thy fon,
Touch’d for himfelf with fenfe of jealous honour,
Refigns to me my Barce ; yet his foul
Adores the lovely maid : from him I caught
The generous flame, and now am come to fave
For him a father, and expofe myfelf
To all the rage of Carthage.

Reg. Wouldft thou fave me ?

Amil. 1 would.

Reg. And how ? |

Amil. By leaving thee the means

To efcape at will. With art I fhall remove
’ i Thefe
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Thefe guards to diftance. Cautious thou conceal
Thyfelf in Rome, till, with diffembled anger,

As if compell'd without thee to depart,

I loofe my anchors from the port.

Reg. [afide.] Barbarian.

Amsl. What fayft thou ? Speak. Artthou not
ftruck with wonder
At fuch propofal 2

Reg. Doubtlefs,

Amil. Couldft thou e’er
Have hop’d from me this offer ?

Reg. No, Amilcar.

Anil. And yet my fate is not to be a Roman,
Reg. Full well indeed I fee it.

Amil. [to the guards.] Leave us, guards.
Reg. [to them.] Not one depart.

Amil. And wherefore ?

Reg. Think me grateful

For all thy kindnefs; but with thee I mean
Again to vifit Carthage.

Amil. Doft thou then
Defpife my mercy ?
Reg. No: I pity thee,
Thou know'ft not what is virtue : thou haft now,
With fpecious fthew of zeal and feeming mercy,
Degraded me, thy country and thyfelf,
Amil. 1, Regulus?
: Reg.
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Reg. Yes, thou :—what right is thine
To give me liberty ? Am I a flave
To thee, or flave to Carthage ?
Amil. *Tis not fure
For thee to weigh if benefits receiv’d—
Reg. Great is indeed the benefit! to make me
A criminal, a fugitive, a wretch
Alien from truth

Amil. Thy prefervation now,
Thy life’s at ftake. Thou knowft, at thy return
What torments Carthage has for thee prepar’d.
“Thou know’ft that there thou wilt to all be made
A dread example.

Reg. Doft thou know, Amilcar,
‘What Romans are ? And doft thou know they live,
They breathe for honour. This the conftant {pur
Of every deed, its object and its end ?
With looks unchang’d we here are taught to die,
And every fuffering fcorn that gives us glory,
While only bafe difhonour caufes fear.
Amil. High founding words and flattering to
the fenfe ! '
"With me they little weigh : I know that life
Is dear to all, that thou thyfelf—
Reg. Too much
Thou doft abufe my patience. Let thy fhips
Approach the fhore : collet thy fcatter’d train,
Complete thy tafk, barbarian, and be filent.

Amib,
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Amil. Thy looks may thus intrepid thow,
Thy tongue infult a noble foe,
And every foul reproach beftow
Amilcar to defy.
On Tiber’s banks thy words fevere
Unanfwer’d pafs Amilcar’s ear,

But foon, rafth man, expect to hear
In Afric*his reply. . [Exir.

SCENE VI,
Enter ATTILIA.

Reg. [to himfelf.] Publius not yet return’d?
And Manlius too ?

[#0 Att.] Attilia! ha? what brings thee hither
thus
‘With hafty ftep, and looks of feeming joy ?

A1t. Our fate, my father, now depends on thee.
Obfervant of thy counfels, Rome rejeéts
Th’ exchange or peace ; but thou may’ft here re-

main.

Reg. Yes, with the thame——

Ast. O! no: on this the Senate - ‘
Pronounce their fentence thus: it refts with thee
To ftay or to depart. « Thine oath was pledg'd
 When thou wert captive, and a captive’s oath
4¢ Can never bind himfelf.”

Reg. Who fears not death
Is
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Is always free, and he who fhall, to excufe

His a&ions, plead conftraint, will but cenfefs
His own degenerate bafenefs. Regulus

Swore what he will'd to fwear, and having {worn,
Will now depart,

t-

SCENE VR

Enter PysLivs.

Pub. You hope it, fir, in vain.
Reg. And what thall ftay me then?

Pub. The united people.
My father, nothing longer can reftrain them;
All fly impatient to the port to oppofe
Your paffage to the fhips: the ftreets of Rome
In other parts are all deferted now.

Reg. And where is Manlius ?

Pub. He alone has dar'd
To ftem the general torrent ; but in vain
He prayers and threats employs; none Rear his
voice,

And none obey. The people’s headftrong fury
Increafes every moment. Pale with fear

The lictors fcarcely in their hands fuftain

The trembling fafces; and, in fuch diftration,

« Not one attends the confular command.

Reg. Farewell, Attilia—Publius, follow me.

[ going.
Art,
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Arz. Ah! whither would you go?

Reg. To affift my friend ;
To wipe away from Rome her foul difgrace ;
To keep for me the honour of my chains,
And hence depart, or on thefe fhores expire.

[going.
Ast. Ah! ngy my father, fhould you leave me
thus— [wweeping.

Reg. Attilia, to a daughter’s tender name,
Much to thy fex and years I have till now
Indulgent given—Enough—no more of {forrow—
Let not thy woman’s tears conf{pire with Rome
To rob thy father of his promis’d triumph.

Art. Alas! for me fuch anguith—  [weeping.

Reg. Well I know
Thy anguifh is to lofe me ; but remember,
Such trials wives and daughters oft muft feel
Who boaft the honour of a Roman name.

Az, All other proofs with joy—

Reg. What proofs, Attilia ?

Say, would'ft thou go to meet the confcript Fathers

Amidft the affembled fenate, with thy counfels

To regulate the defiiny of Rome ?

Or rather with the helmet o’er thy brows,

Would'ft thou, in fighting to fubdue the foe,

Endure the toil of arms ? If thou’rt unfit

To meet misfortune for thy country’s fake

Without fuch abjeét weaknefs, tell me, daughter,
- What
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What wilt thou do to ferve her?

A, O! ’tis true. - I
But yet fuch conftancy

Reg. It is indeed
~ A virtue hard to praltice; but, Attilia,
Thou art my daughter and thou wilt attain it.
[ going.
Atet. Yes, all I can I'll imitate my father,
Your great example—but, O Heaven! you leave
me,
And leave me in difpleafure !—I have loft
Your wonted love.

Reg. O! no, Ilove thee ftill :
Believe me not difpleas’d ; and as a token,
Take this embrace—yet let not this embrace
Melt thee to foftnefs, but infpire thy mind
With fortitude and honour. '

Ast. Ah! my father,
You leave me thus, and leave without a figh.

Reg. 1 bear for thee a father’s love,
But little thould a father prove,
If leaving thee, I left behind
Th’ example of an abjeét mind.
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My breaft, like every mortal, bears
A heart that feels a mortal’s cares ;
But paffions in my heart obey,
And rule in thine with tyrant fway.
(Exit with Pub.

SCENE VIIL

ATTILIA alone.

Be firm, my heart! And O! be banifh’d far
All weak affe€tions ; from their fources dry
Thefe woman’s tears : enough of ufelefs forrow :
Enough of cruel doubts. My native virtue
Mutft kindle with a father’s juft reproof.

Let not Attilia be the only branch
Unworthy of the ftock from which fhe {prings.

SCENE IX.

Enter Barck.

Bar. Ts it then true, Attilia? In defpite
Of Rome’s united people, of the Senate,
The Augurs and his friends ; of all the world ;
Will Regulus depart ?

Art. [ firmly.] *Tis all moft true.

Bar. But whence proceeds fuch unexampled

frenzy ?
A
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Asz. With more refpeét let Barce fpeak of he-
roes.
Bar. How! does Attilia then indeed approve
Her father’s blind perverfenefs ?
© A, 1 adore
The unfhaken virtue of a father’s heart.
Bar. A virtue that delivers him to chains,
To hoftile fury, and a thameful death. '
Ait. Be filent. Know, thofe chains, that hof-
tile fury,
That fhameful death, [ fbe relapfes into tendernefs)
Wwill prove my father’s triumph.
Bar. Doft thou exult at this ?
Ast. O Heaven! - [afide, weeps.
Bar. For me
I never can conceive
Ast. No: thofe who drew
Their breath, ill-fated, in a barbarous clime,
Conceive not how a daughter’s mind enjoys
A father’s deathlefs name.

Bar. And yet you weep ?

Ast. Again may peace relieve the breaft,
When grief, that late each thought opprefs'd,
Is fpent in kindly tears :
As fhines the fun ferenely bright,
Whene'er the cloud that veil'd his light
In fhowers diffolv’d appears. [Exir.

2 SCENE
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SCENE X.
BArce alone.

‘What firange ideas does the love of praife
Excite in Rome ?—With envy Manlius views
His rival’s chains ; while Regulus abhors
The public pity that would fave his life.

The daughter glories in her father’s {ufferings ;
And Publius, (this furpafies all belief )
Publius, my beauty’s flave, for honour’s fake,
Refigns the miftrefs whom his foul adores.

The heart that thus can love’s defire
Without a figh refign,

May fhew a virtue I admire,
But never wifh it mine.

In Rome a fond purfuit of fame
May every thought control ;
But, thanks to Heaven, no Roman dame,
I boaft no Roman foul. [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE XIL

Magnificent porticoes on the banks of the Tiber;
JShips ready for the embarkation of REGuLus. A
plank laid to the neareft fhip. A numerous crowd '
of people that block up the paffage to the fhips

The Africans are feer on board. Liftors attend-
ing on the Conful.

Manvrius, Licintus.

' Lic. Rome never will confent that Regulus
Should quit the port.

Man. The Senate and myfelf ;
Are we no part of Rome ?

Lic. The united people
" Are far the greater part.

Man. But not the nobleft.

Lic. At leaft more generous and humane. In-

fpir'd

With love and gratitude, we feek to fave
The life of Regulus.

Man. And we—his honour.
Lsc. His honour

Man. *Tis enough—I come not here

To hold debate with thee—What ho! let each
" Leave free the paffage.

[ta the peopk
voL,. 111,

x : Lic,
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Lic. No—1let none remove.

Man. *Tis I command obedience.
Lic. 1 forbid it.

Man. Darft thou, Licinius, thus oppofe the
Conful ?

Lic. And dar'ft thou, Manlius, thus oppofe the
Tribune ?
Man. Soon fhall we fee—Now, liGors, clear the
pafs.
[the Liors raife their fafces and advance.
Lic. Defend it, Romans. )
[#he people prepare so oppofe them,
Man. O ye Gods! with arms
Is thus my power refifted ? Is it thus
‘The majefty
Lic. The majefty of Rome
Dwells in the people : this thou hat infulted
By fuch contention. :

People. Regulus fhall ftay.
Man. [to the people.] Permit me but to thew

what now mifleads
Your better judgment.

People. Regulus fhall ftill

Remain.

Man. Yet hear me—
People. Regulus fhall ftay.

- SCENE
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SCENE LAST.

Enter Recurus, and with him ATTILIA,
"AMILCAR, PuBLius and BaRck.

Reg. [cntermg] Ha! Regulus fhall ﬁay ! and
is my fenfe '

Deceiv'd, or may I credit what I hear?
Is perfidy requird ? Requir'd in Rome ?
From me requir'd 2 What people has this land,
This wretched land produc’d ? What lips avow
A wifh fo infamous 2 What heart conceives it ?
Where, where are now the noble race of Brutus,
Fabritius and Camillus ? Glorious names !
Shall Regulus then ftay ? For what offence
Have I deferv'd to merit thus your hatred ?

Lic. O fir! our love would break your cruel
chains.

Reg. And what were Regulus without his chains?
"Tis thefe will hand me down to lateft times
A great example; to my foes a thame ;
And to my country, honour: but of thefe
Deprive me, what muft Regulus be nam’'d? -
A perjur'd flave, a worthlefs fugitive.
Lic. Your word was plighted to a faithlefs people,
And plighted when in bonds : the Augurs fay—
Reg. No more. O! let us leave to favage na-
tions,

X2 The
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The untutor’d Arab, and the cruel Moor,

Such fhameful pleas to fanction breach of faith.
Be Rome to all the world a pattern ftill '
Of uncorrupted honour.

Lic. What may Rome
Not fear to lofe, in lofing thee, her father ?

Reg. Let Rome reflet that father is but mortal ;
That now he ftoops beneath the weight of years ;
That life creeps languid thro’ his fhrivell’d veins; -
That he no longer now can fhed his blood,

Or toil for her; that nought for him remains
But, as a Roman ought, to meet his end.
Heaven opens to me now a fplendid path ;.
I now can clofe my latter days with glory :
‘It cannot be—I know, I know too well
The hearts of Romans. Every one whofe birth
Gave him with rhe to breathe one common air
That fans the Capitol, from Regulus
Will not in thought diffent. I know that each .
Applauds me in his heart with generous envy ;-
That midft th’ emotions,. by a tender feeling
Unwarily betray’d, he breathes to Heaven
His ardent vows for fortitude like mine.
No moye of weaknefs then, but caft to earth
Thofe ill-tim’d weapons. O'! delay no longer
The triumph I have fought. My friends, my

) children, :
My fellow-citizens ! I, as a friend,
Entreat of each; as citizen exhort you,

~ And
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. And as a father let me now command.

Ast. [afide] O Heaven! already each obexs
his mandate.
Pub. O! mighty Powers' fee every hand dif-
arm'd.
Lic. Behold the pafs is clear’d.
Reg. Accept my thanks,
Propitious Gods ! the path is free. Amilcar,
Afcend thy fhip, I follow where thou lead’ft.

Amil. [afide.] 1 now begin to envy what I hear.
[afcends his fhip.
Reg. Romans, farewell ! and let our parting now
Be worthy of us. Thanks to Heaven ! Ileave you,
And leave you Romans. Ah! preferve unfullied
That mighty name, and be ‘the arbiters
Of human kind, till all the world become,
By your example, Romans. Guardian Gods !
That watch this happy land ; prote&ing Powers
Of great Aneas’ oftspring ! I intruft
To you this race of heroes. Still defend
This foil, thefe dwellings, thefe paternal walls.
O! grant that valour, glory, conftancy,
Juftice and truth may ever here refide ;
And fhould fome evil ftar, with adverfe beams
E'er threat the Capitol, fee, mighty Gods!
See Regulus—Ilet Regulus alone
Be made your vi¢tim, and the wrath of Heaven

Be all confum’d on my devoted head :
5 Let
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Let Rome unhurt—but why thofe tears—
——Farewell !

CHorus.

O! thou, the glory of our clime,
Father of Rome, farewell !

By thee our triumphs fnatch’d from time
What future tongues thall tell ?

But dearly muft the glory coft
To Rome that lofes thee :

An age again fhall {carcely boaft
A Regulus to fee.

END OF THE THIRD ACT.

ROMULUS.
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

.

Romuirus, King and founder of RomME.
HEersiLiA, a Sabine Princefs. -

VaLERIA, a noble Roman lady, in love with -
~ AcronTEs, forfaken by him. -

HosTiLius, a Roman patrician, friend to Romu-
LUs, in love with VALERIA.

CurTius, Prince of the ANTEMNATI, father of
HegsiLia.

AcronTes, Prince of the Ceninenfians, an im:
placable enemy to RomuLus.

Cuorus of the Roman people.

The ation is reprefented in the ancient city of
' RoME.



ROMULUS AND HERSILIA.

ACT I. SCENE 1.

A great fquare in Rome, furrounded with private
and public buildings, part unfinifhed, intermixed
with trees.  The Capitol, with a ruftic appear-
ance, an altar and a fire kindled before an
ancient oak confecrated to Jupiter, from which are
paths leading down to the plain. The altar, the
mountain, the buildings and the trunks of the ‘trees
adorned with fefloons of flowers, in honour of
the folemnization of the nuptials between the Ro-
man youths and the Subine virgins.

A numerous crowd of Warriors, Li&ors, and Peo-
ple, fpectators. While to the found of wvarious
infiruments, thal accompany the following Chorus,
the new married couples defcend by feveral paths
from the hill, and mix in a dance upon the plain,
RoMmuLus th}t HersiLia, and HostiLius with
VALERIA, by different paths flowly follow the pro-
ceffion, and none remain above but a number of

priefts round the altar of Jupiter.
Cuorus
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CHorus.

Propitious from Olympus’ height,

On glad Tarpeia’s rock alight,

And every happy nuptial rite
Protecting Powers ! attend.

ParT CHORUS.

O! God of arms! do thou infpire

In manly breafts the hero’s fire,

And bid the virtues of the fire
From fon to fon defcend.

Cuorus.
Propitious from Olympus’ height
Protecting Powers ! attend.
Part CHorus.

O! Goddefs! whofe benignant care

Can man’s decaying race repair,

The heaits of thefe, the brave and fair,
Inflame with faithful love.

CHoRUS., -

Propitious from Olympus’ height,
On glad Tarpeia’s rock alight,

.And every happy nuptial rite,

Proteting Powers ! attend.
6 _ Rom.
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Rom. At length, O! moft ador'd, and con-
quering fair,

Who triumph o’er your vi€tors, we behold
Your hands with Romans join'd in fpoufal vows.
Since Heaven has granted to this infant kingdom
In you its deareft hopes, Ah! make with us
The fweet exchange of love : for not impell'd
By hatred or revenge, or heat of youth,
The Roman valour fought fo deara prize.
Ah! deem more nobly of us. With the bands
Of near alliance would we hope to change
Our enmity to friendthip. Well you know.
That in a chafte afylum ;, midft a train
Of holy matrons, in the guardian care

Of Heaven, you have refided, till fubdued
" By every merit of refpe@ful fervice,
You willingly fulfill’'d the folemn rites.
Difdain not then thefe humble firft attempts
To found a warlike race. The Gods prefcribe
No bounds for virtue. Yonder Capitol,
Now ruftic and unknown, in times to come
May boaft a mightier name. My heart dilates
With every glorious hope. And you, ye fair !
(Now Roman conforts) will with us partake
One common fate; and while your minds revolve
The prefent nuptials and the future trophies,
O! fecond with your love thefe happy omens.

CHoRvs.

4
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CHoRrvus.

Propitious from Olympus’ height
On glad Tarpeia’s rock alight,
And every happy nuptial rite
Proteting Powers ! attend.
«  [while this Chorus is ft ngtng the
married couples join again in a
dance and go out.]

SCENE IL

-Romurus, HersiLia, HostiLivs, VALERIA.

Rom. [to Her.] And midft fo many, whom this
day has blefs’'d,
Belov'd Herfilia! muft I ftill remain
Uncertain of my fate?
- Her. O! Heaven! [afide.
Hoft. [0 Val.] And fay,
Cannot the example of the Sabine rigour
Subdu’d at length, for me, Valena, move
One Roman virgin’s heart ?
Val. Tll-fated love ! [afide.
Rom. Ah' princefs, fpeak.
Her. By thee I was requefted,
Not as a bride, but as {petatrefs, here

To attend the facred rite : I yielded to thee:
What
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What can I further fay ? To thee are known
The duties that engrofs Herfilia’s thoughts :
Thou know'ft I am 2 Sabine and a daughter.

Rom. 1 know I muft not hope to obtain thy
hand, '

Unlefs 'tis granted by thy noble father ;
And, truft me, I in thee admire and love
A daughter’s firi€t obedience. Since he firft
Repuls’d me harfhly, I've agsinrenew'd
My earneft fuit. Ah! while I trembling wait
Th’ eventful iffue, giveme comfort : fay,
‘What fhare have I, Herfilia, in thy heart?
Say, doft thou love me ? If the true affe@ions
Of faithful lovers :

Her. Romulus, Ah! ceafe,
And do not forfeit thus the former ment,
Of all thy generous cares.

Rom. What crime is mine ?

Her. Freedom of fpeech, like. tlus, to Sabmc '
dames,
Our country’s ufage gives not : never words
Of fond endearment there efcape the lips,
"Till firit the altar fanQifies the paffion.

Rom. What charm has beauty when with virtue
grac’'d !
[fo Hoft.] Go, friend, and fecond my impati-
ence—go,
‘Afk if the wifh’d-for meflenger returns ;
Moments
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Moments are ages to me.

Hoyff. More than you
The Roman people brook not this delay.
Eager they languifh with their king to fee
A confort on the throne. Already now
"Tis whifper'd thou thould'ft in thy thoughts re-
volve '
Some other bride more eafy to be won,

Rom. Some other bride! Ah! never muft
they hope
Herfilia ean be banifh’d from this bofom.

Behold the fair, decreed by love
My fondeft thoughts to claim :

*Tis fhe, and fhe alone fhall prove
The object of my flame.

Till now the Gods, of all her kind
Ne'er fram'd a maid fo fair :
But with the virtues of her mind,
No outward charms compare.
' [Exit with Hoﬂ

SCENE IIIL

HEeRsILIA, VALERIA.

Val. And does not then our hero, my Herfilia,
Seem worthy to be lov’d ? And if his rule
Cannot fometimes refirain a headfirong people,
At leaft his wifdom well atones for all.

Her.
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Her.. 1 fee it truly.

- Val. Does thy heart meantime
Plead nothing in his caufe ?

Her. 1 praife his virtues,

Val. But tell me; does Herfilia love or hate
him?
Her. Alas! my friend ; I know not whatI feel:
A thoufand paffions ftruggle in my bofom,
Unknown before ; and Romulus has left
His looks and words engraven in my foul.
To me he feems the greateft, and the beft
The firft of mortals! But, alas! to me
What, what avails it ? Shall Herfilia prove
A rebel to a father’s facred will ?
Forgetful of the Sabines’ rigid duties,
Catt off her wonted conftancy of {fpirit
For which fhe once was fam'd’d ?~—O! never,
never !

Thou God, who rul'ft the feeble mind,
Now vainly feek’ft in me to find
What fways fo oft the female kind,

Thou art no God for me.
In vain thy threaten’d chains prepare :
With firmnefs arm’d to break the i_'narc;
My foul, for ever free, fhall dare

Thy boafted chains and thee.

[Easz.

SCENE -
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SCENE IV.

VALERIA alone.

Yes, fage Herfilia, though fhe little knows it, '
Is warm’d with love, but warm’d with noble fire ;
Whilft I,. unhappy as I am, .adore
A falfe, ungrateful lover. Well I know
" By many a proof Acrontes has deceiv’d me ;—
What do I fee !—He comes— ’

And yet, O! Heaven !—

SCENE V.-

" Enter ACRONTES in @ Roman habit.

Acr. [ fees her as he enters.] Tll-fated meeting.

Pal. Whither doft thou go . '
O'! unadvis’d—while all the Sabine race
Confpire the fall of Rame; wilt thou, a Sabine,
In borrow'd vefture, ritk thy fafety here ?

Acr. 1 fear no rifk to blefs my eyes with thee.

" Val. Thou falfe one ! Well I know thou heed't
not longer s .
Thy plighted faith to me.” Thy bofom now
Glows only for Herfilia. -
Acr. Mine, Valeria?
Val, Acrontes, thine. Think'ft thou to me

unknown .
Thy
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Thy fuit in vain preferr’d, her fire’s refufal,
Thy rage of difappointment ?

Aer. O! thou wrong’ft me :
I call down Heaven to witnefs——

Val. Oh! forbear.
I would not blufh at perjuries like thine—
Go—if thou heed’ft not me, yet heed thyfelf,
If me thou doft defpife, defpife not yet
My friendly counfel : worthlefs as thou art,
Let me not tremble to behold thy danger.

Acr. Canft thou be thus alarm’d to fee my
danger, ,
And yet, Valeria, think me ftill a traitor ?

Val. Yes, I'm deceiv’d ; and know too well
Who aéts the traitor’s part ;

Yet cannot, O ye Power’s! expel
Hisimage from my heart.

Yes, cruel, thus by Fate opprefs’d
Unheard-of woes I prove ;
For while the treafon I deteft,

The traitor ftill I love.
[Ewit.

VOL. III. Y . SCENE
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SCENE VI

ACRONTES alone.

This meeting is ill-omen'd to my purpofe :
But let me fiill be conftant. Rome thall fall :
I only, with my Ceninenfian bands,
Prepar’d for inftant action, will impel
The Sabines’ tardy vengeance—But Herfilia—
She muft be firft fecur’d ; a hoftage left
Like her, might check the ardour of my foul
* With chilling doubts. ~Already have I one
To guide me to her—but as yet he ¢omes not—
He muft be fought. ' (going.

SCENE VIL

Enter CurTIUS.

Ha! Curtius !
Cur. Ha! Acrontes [meeting and gazing
at each other for fome time.
~ Aer. And art thou he?
Cur. And am I not deceiv’d. _
Aer. The fovereign of th’ Antemnati in Rome ?
Cur. And here the Ceninenfian prince ?

Acr. At length
Impatient of your long-delay’'d refentment,
I gave -
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I gave the reins to mine. Myfelf, of all

Our injur'd Sabines, will alone revenge

The common caufe. This day I mean to make
The affault on Rome ; and hence it firft behoves
To explore the weak and leaft defended parts :
This tafk I truft to none but to Acrontes.

O'! if a zeal like mine inflame thy breaft,

Unite with me ; fufpend all former hatred.

I, from this hour, expunge from my remembrance
The wrong thou didft me to refufe Herfilia :
Now fpeak we but of honour. Henceforth ceafe
All rancour for our private injuries,

. Till to the univerfal world be thewn

Our vow’d revenge for every public wrong.

Cur. But know'ft thou not to-day what new -
affront

We muft fuftain? This day they celebrate,
Between the Roman youth and Sabine maids,
The hymeneal rites. The certain tidings
Of this have reach’d us, and the feftive thews
I fee on every hand confirm the truth.
I cannot bear the thought : unconfcious yet
‘What courfe to take, I hafte to fnatch my daughter
From thefe detefted nuptials.

" Aer. Curnus, now
Too late thou com’ft.

Cur. Say'ft thou?

Aer. The nuptials, prince,
Y2 Already
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Already are completed.

Cur. Heavenly Powers !
And was Herfilia too—It cannot be—
Too well I know her: ever was her mind
Refpedtful, duteous; and her life was led
In due obfervance of her fex’s laws,
And firm obedience to a father's will,

Acr. And yet is the a bride.
* Cur. Who dares affirm it }—
How kaow'ft thou this ?
Cur. But fxow, in this attire
Difguis'd, and mingled with the crowd, I faw
The nuptial pomp.
Cur. And was Herfilia too—

Acr. Herfilia too was there am(;ngft the brides,
The joyous brides of Rome’s ferocious youth.

Cur. O! cruel ftroke!
[ fits down in an agony of rage and grief.
Acr. But wherefore linger now ‘
In tardy floth ? Prevention comes too late,
. But vengeance ftill is ours. Hafte then, unite
Thy fcatter’d warriors, and with me combine
In impious Rome’s deftruétion.

Cur. [not attending to him.] O! Herfilia!
The child of Curtius and a Sabine maid !
Aer. He hears me not—his madnefs of defpair

May raife fome tumult, or perehance obftruét
1 : My
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My purpos'd fcheme to bear Herfilia hence :

*Twere wifdom to provide againft this evil.

[#o Cur.] Then tell me, Curtius, may I learn from
thee

Cur. O leave me, leave me!

Acr. Muft I leave thee, Curtius ?
Then be it fo—now to my great defign.  [Euxir.

SCENE VIIL

CurTius alone.

And is Herfilia then indeed become
A willing Roman wife ? Midft all my woes
This, this I little fear’d.—O ! perjur'd girl !
Perfidious ! vainly fhalt thou hope to efcape
Thy punithment : not earth fhall yield to thee
A wifh’d afylum ; think not e’er to find
A fhelter from my rage, though plac’d befide
Thy new-made fpoufe, or in the arms of Jove!

Hence thouglits of every gentle kind,
Affetions that my heart remind

I bore a parent’s name :
To madnefs and revenge refign’d,

The father I difclaim. [Exis.

SCENE
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SCENE IX.

Apartments in the palace deflined for HER:SILIA, on
the Palatine Aill. '

Hersiia, HosTiLivus.

Hoff. But doft thou know, Herfilia, all the
merits
That Romulus can boaft ?
Her. 1 know them all.
Hyfl. And yet thou lov'ft him not ?
Her. With us, Hoftilius,
Love is the child of duty.
Hyf. Then for Rome
No hope remains but from a father’s mandate,
Her. And that were vain to expe@—I know
my father.
. Hoft. If adverfe thus thy fire rejeét our king ;
If coldly thou, Herfilia, canft receive him,
" At leaft thou may’ft fecure our pation’s peace,
Her. Who I? Say how.
Hyf2. The people with to fee
Their king efpous’d ; and nearly this defire
Degenerates into tumult. If the fates
Deny. thee to our withes, Romulus
May from thy counfel choofe another bride.
2 ' Her.:
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Her. What mean’t thou? By my counfel ?
Hyf. Yes, Herfilia. S

Her. But fay what rfght have [—

Hyp. That right which love

Claims o’er his heart ; and who fhall hopc to guide
Like thee his foul’s aﬂ'eéhon 2

Her. Muft Herfilia
Be call'd to fix the deftiny of Rome ?
Shall I, a firanger, feek for you a queen ?

Hyft. Thou need'ft not feek’: behold her near.
Her. Her name?
Hyf?. Valeria.
Her. Ha! Valenia?
Hof. Since the throne
Mufl not be honour’d with Herfilia’s virtues,

At leaft it never can receive difgrace
From noble, chafte Valeria.

Her. If thou think’ft
Herfilia can avail—but fure, Hoftilius,
*Tis wondrous firange—Valeria is a lover.

Hopt. 1 know it well ; and for her evil fate
She loves Acrontes : "twere a deed of friendfhip
To break fuch chains as ill befeem Valeria.

Her. It may be fo—yet—

Hoff. Romulus this moment
In fearch of thee approaches.

Her. Romulus! : :
 Hoff.
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Hof. Even he: fupport, Herﬁha, my defign ;
Ufe every means—

Her. Thou would'ft inftrut me furely

- To rave like thee—Who can divine thy purpofe ?
I dll this moment deem’d thy fighs of love
Breath’d for Valeria, yet thou bid’'ft me give

Her beauties to another. Doubtlefs firft

Thou haft deceiv’d, or muft deceive me now.

Hpf. Ah! no, believe not that I once deceiv'd,
Or I deceive thee now: beyond myfelf
I love Valeria; hence my warmeft withes
Purfue her honour, glory and her peace.

With lying boaft thofe lovers claim
The praife to faithful lovers due;

Who in the objeét of their flame
A felfith happinefs purfue.

What generous paffions fway his breaft,
What love is to his fair-one thown,

Who when his power can make her bleft
Derives not from her blifs his own ? [ Exis.

SCENE X

HEeRsILIA alone.

*Tis virtue fure to fecond the defign
_Of generous love~—but paufe awhile, Herfilia,
And weigh the tafk enjoin’d. To Romulus
Shall
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Shall I give counfel ? Make him this requeft ?
And offer him a bride ?—My heart revolts

From fuch a thought—What words fhall I employ
To {peak—Alas! what mean thefe fudden doubts
That fuit not Sabine honour ? Whence the tumult
That reigns within this bofom ?

SCENE XI

Enter CurT1vs.

Cur. Have I found thee ?
Degenerate girl ! |
Her. What voice is that? My father!
O! fir—
~ Cur. Be filent; nor with lips like thine
Profane that name.

Her. Alas! my father.

Cur. Caft
Thofe daring eyes to earth. A Roman wife
Can nc'er be Curtius’ daughter.

Her. Ha! a wife!
A wife, Herfilia ?

. Cur. Perjur'd as thou art,
Add not a falfehood to increafe thy guilt.

Wert thou not now, with thy rebellious friends,
Before the hated altar ? '
Her. A fpe&atrefs,

' ‘ But
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But not a bride.
Cur. And was not then thy hand

 Her. Herfilia’s hand will never be beftow'd
Without a father’s fanétion.

Cur. Art thou then
Her. 1 am a Sabine ftill.

Cur. An offer'd throne
Will never change

Her. A throne to me were vile,
Unlefs to thee I ow’d it.

Cur. And the threats
Of hoftile rage

Her. No other threats, my father,
Could make me tremble, but thé¢ threats alone’
Deriv'd from thy difpleafure, Death itfelf-
Were far lefs dreadful than the juft reproach
Of him to whom I owe my life, my all |

Cur. Thou deareft part! thou treafure of my
foul !
Come to my breaft : forgive my hafty rage ;
A happier day for me till now—Herfilia,
Thou trembleft !

Her. *Tis for thee, for thee, my father,
I tremble—On the inftant Romulus
Is here expected—Should’ft thou now be found
In this difguife, amidft a hoflile city, -
Alas! who knows—O'! let us hence, my lord,
Where’er
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Where'er thou goeft I will purfue thy fteps.

Cur. No, daughter, this might hazard all, and
make '

Our hopes abortive. 'We muft patient wait

The favour of the night.
Her. Meantime—O Heavens !

Behold he comes ! [Jooking ot
Cur. 1'go—take heed, my child,

Thy fears betray me not.

Her. Where canft thou now
In fafety wait ?

Cur. A faithful friend is near _
To fecond my defign. When time fhall ferve

Expe& my quick return—"till then farewell !
[Exit,

SCENE XIL

HegsiLiA alone.

O! me unhappy! midf® my adverfe fortune
There wanted only this, of every evil
The worft, to tremble for a father’s fafety.
In this diftrefsful ftate how fhall I meet
The eyes of Romulus ?—Alas ! he comes—
Let me avoid his prefence. [ going.

SCENE
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SCENE XIIIL

Enter RomovLus.

Rom. Doft thou fly me?
Fly me, Herfilia?

Her. [afide.] O ye Powers! affift me.

Rom. Fear not, O! princefs, I fhall fpeak of

' love: '

No, I too much refpe the native manners
Held facred by thy fex; yet furely thefe
Are more than virtue claims. To curb my paffion
I muft confefs is pain; but greater pain
To hazard thy difpleafure.

Her. [afide.] Generous prince !

Rom. It will not fure be deem’d I fpeak of love,
To fay but this: if Heaven and if thy father '
Had given me to poffefs Herfilia’s hand,

No blifs had equall’d mine. '

Her. [afide.] Alas! Herfilia.

* Rom. Thou would'ft have added fplendor to the
throne :

In thee had Rome beheld her guardian goddefs,

And I the unrivall’d fovereign of my heart.

Her. My lord—no more—permit me to retire.
Rom. Am I then hateful to thee ?
" Her.
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Her. [afide.] Cruel fate!

Rom. If with the Sabines ’tis a crime to love,
Yet fure your laws compel you not to hate ;

And ’twixt fuch adverfe paffions fouls like yours

May reft uncenfur'd ; and though Heaven forbids
me

To find in thee a lover and a wife,

Herfilia may be yet a grateful friend.

Her. [afide.] Where am I?—Cruel Powers !

fhall I depart,

Or ftill remain ? How fain I would excufe

My feeming rigour—but I dare not {peak,

And every accent that I ftrive to utter

Converts between my lips to broken fighs.

Rom. Is ftill Herfilia filent 2 Will fhe not
Vouchfafe me one poor look ? Ah! tell me when
I have offended ? Say, what crime is mine ?

Her. Sir—if you think—[afide.] O Heaven !

Rom. Why doft thou paufe ?

Some new diftrefs—for never till this hour

Thy heart has ftruggled with fuch varied paffion.
Thou blufheft now, and now thy cheek is pale:
It feems thou fain would'ft tell what yet thy tongue
In vain would fpeak, while every look confeffes
A bofom tortur'd with confli¢ting pangs.

In pity fay

Her. O fir! I cannot fpeak. [wweeps.

Rom.
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Rom. Alas! what mean thofe tears that flow
From forrows of the heart ?

Her. Ah me! I die—but dare not now
The pangs I feel impart.

Rom. Am I then guilty of thy grief ?
Her. 1 would farewell.

Rom. And wherefore go?

Her. My ftay to neither yields relief.
Rom. Yet leave me not, Herfilia, fo.

Botk. Ah! who like me by fate opprefs'd,
E’er knew fuch cruel pain ?

I ne’er till now, howe’er diftrefs’d, ,

Have known fuch paffions rend my breaft
As I this day fuftain. [ Exeunt feverally.

END OF THE FIRST ACT,

"ACT
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ACT II. SCENE I.-

An inner apartment of the palace, from which is a
view of the Porta Carmentalis, and the Tar-
peian Rock. :

HEeRrsiLia alone.

Alas! ‘’tis all too true, and nought avails
Still to conceal this weaknefs from myfelf,
I am no longer now the auftere Herfilia ;
The firft of every thought is Romulus :
Unconf{cious what I fay, his name for ever
Dwells on my lips. If any, if my prefence,
But fpeak of Romulus, I feel the glow
Of mantling blufhes : oft as he approaches,
I am diftwb’d, the colour leaves my cheek :
I'm filent, I'm confus’d ; while in my breaft,
My heart beats quick with mingled grief and joy,
If this be not, ah! tell me what is love ?
Since thou fo ill canft guard thee from the foe,
Contend no more, Herfilia—fly, O! fly;
And fave at leaft thy glory by thy ﬂxght,
For flight in love is victory.

SCENE
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SCENE IL

- Enter CurTius.

Cur. My daughter—-
Herfilia.

Her. Ah! my father, Jet us hence
Without delay—if now thou com’ft to feck me,
Behold I am prepar'd.
Cur. 1 come, my child,
To warn thee of a danger unforefeen,
That threatens thee. The Ceninenfian prince
Is now in Rome : with him I have convers'd,
He feign’d to quit the city : but this inftant,
Near thy apartment, from afar again
I faw the infidious prince : he doubtlefs plans
Some dark defign : but late he fought thy hand.
At my refufal fird, he gives the reins
' To mad refentment, bending all his thoughts
To outward violence and fraud. Take heed.
Her. Ah! then, what longer thould detain us
here ?
Let us depart.
Cur. It is not yet the time,
But reft in peace a few fhort moments more.
Her. In Rome, alas! there is no peace for me.
I cannot bear this dwelling : take me, father,

Take me from all I fuffer : let me fly
. : From
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From every obje& here ; and breathe at length
The tranquil Sabine air.
Cur. My deareft daughter,

How am I charm’d to hear thy fond impatience,

In which the Sabine virtue brightly fhines.

Be calm : ere long expet me to return,

And give thee freedom. Let this thought mean-
while

Confole thee, that thou may't with confcious
pride |

Review thyfelf. Let every daughter learn

From thee, my dear Herfilia, to refpe&

Her country and her father ; triumph o'er

Th’ enfeebling perils of her fex and youth,

And, midft the flatteries of infidious love,

Preferve the free dominion o’er her heart :

My hope ! my glory! and my beft fupport !

When, I, ye Gods! to thought recall
That fuch a daughter’s mine ;

Whate’er may chance, I pardon all,
Nor more at Heaven repine.

"On me let adverfe Fortune frown,
And woes on woes increafe ;
That dear remembrance ftill fhall crown
A father’s days with peace.
[Exit.

voL. HI. 2 ' SCENE
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SCENE IIIL
HEeRsILIA alone.

Where fhall I hide myfelf ? Thefe praifes given,
So ill deferv’d, are to my foul reproaches.
And fhall a father prize in thee, Herfilia, '
That virtue which thou haft not? Shall he thus
Deceiv’d, applaud thee, love thee, honour thee,
This canft thou hear, and not with fhame expire ?
Does not thy confcience fhrink from fuch approval,
Or feel 2 generous impulfe to deferve it ? '
It fhall he fo—and flying fhall fecure thee.—
But in the fight of Romulus, O | Heaven !
I dare not truft myfelf—by proof I know
How cruel is the trial.—Then in me
Is love neceflity ? [ fhe fits.] To me alone
Has Heaven denied the liberty of choice ?
Ab! no—refume, to guide the ftubborn paffions,
Thofe reins, Herfilia, thou haft thrown afide :
A firm determin’d virtue conquers all.
My fears are vanifh’d now : the greater trial,
The greater is my triumph ; I abjure
The affections I condemn, Henceforth Herfilia
Decrees to be the miftrefs of her will.
Now, where is Romulus ? Hoftilius, fay.

[rifes with firmnefs.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter HosTiL1vs.
Hyp. He comes this inftant from the fenatehoufe,
And haftes to his apartment. :

Her. May Herfilia
Have leave to fee him ?

Hop. Leave to fee him, princefs ?
Forgive me, but fuch doubt were moft unjuft.

Her. 1 would convetfe with him.

Hyfi. Then Rome perhaps
May cherith hopes propitious to her vows,
And Romulus moft welcome to his love.

Her. Herfilia was not born for him or Rome.
But if, as thou haft faid, indeed ’tis true,

The will of Romulus depends on mine ;
This day fhall thy Valeria be a queen.

Hyf. Ah! then——

SCENE V.

Enter VALER1A,
Her. [to Val.] My friend, if happy ftars affifi,
I go to obtain for thee a regal crown.
 Vai. Forme!
z2 Her,
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Her. For thee : but think not mine the merit
Of fuch a choice : I owe to good Hoftilius
The generous thought : in thee has he propos’d
A confort worthy of the king of Rome.
With reafon I approve, and now afpire,
In fuch a work, to emulate his praife.

Val. Believe me grateful : but you bothr difpofe
Of that for me, which is not mine to give.
My love, you know, is plighted to a lover:
Though faithlefs I. am his, and love becomes
In me neceflity.

Her. The fond pretence

" To excufe our weaknefs. Let us ufe our will

To better purpofe ; or, if we refufe

To break thofe ties, which love has render’d dear,
Accufe not Fate for errors all our own.

Let none againft his ftars exclaim,
Or midft his fufferings Fortune blame,
Who ftill a willing flave remains,
Of what avail are tears and fighs
To his relief, who only tries
To find his pleafure in his chains ?
[(Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE VL
Hosru.ws, VALERIA.
Val. What can this mean, Hoftilius? Ibeliev'd
Herfilia’s love for Romulus ; but now, -
By proof, I find my error. Once I deem’d
In thy affections I had borne a part ;
But now I find thou didft but mock my ear

With flattery feigning love. I own, Hoftilius,
I know not what to think,

Hopt. If you have err'd
In deeming love had touch'd Herfilia’s heart,
I cannot well divine ; but this I know,
I love Valeria with the tendereft paffion,
And ever will preferve for her my flame.

Val. Then wherefore feek in me your future
queen ?

Hof. In what does your advancement to the
throne
Oppofe my love ? The paffion that I feel,
Is far, far different in its purity
From that of vulgar lovers. Ever fiill
The admirer of your virtues, jealous ever
Of all that may advance Valenia’s honour,
Exulting in her fortune, I fhall ftill
Through life adore her, as I now adore.

Val. Ah! peace, Hoftilius, fpare me the remorfe
2 : My |
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My heart muft feel to be to thee ungrateful.
What lover e’er could boatt a love like thine ?
Ah'! learn at leaft that well I know thee now
And were the ties, in which, alas! I langm(i,
Lefs hard to be diffolv’d, the noble gift

Of fuch a heart as thine, in my ambition
Wauld far ontfhine the {plendors of a throne.

When firft a lover I became
A lover's fighs to prove,
Why did I feed anether flame,
And figh not for thy love ?

Ah! why fo little does the mind
Its firft affe@tions know, _
That where we deem our blifs to find
Too oft we find our woe ? [Exit,

SCENE VIL

HosTiLius alone.

0Ol Héevcn, I'm not deceiv’d. Valeria now
Is more than grateful to me. My affetion
In all its punity, to that dear breaft
Is not a ftranger. ©.! the certainty
Of fuch e blifs * What rapture do I feel !
In this excefs of joy, my foul muft own
No greater recompenfe awaits on love.

-
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If one there be who little knows
The blifs that now my foul o'etflows,
He well may pity claim :
And furely brief his joys muft prove,
Who never knew fuch thoughts as move
My panting heart, fince gentle Love
Here kindled firft his flame. [Exiz.

SCENE VIIL

Apartments, with covered walks on the fide of the
Palatine Aill.

RomuLus albone.

O'! no—'tis not alone the Sabine rigour
That agitates Herfilia. In that face
And from thofe lips methought I faw, I heard—
Ah! Romulus, begirt with threatening foes,
Amidft a growing empire’s many cares,
How has thy bofom found a place for love ¥
Such weaknefs—Surely tis not always weakriefs,
When love with reafon joins ; it changes then
Its former nature. My Herfilia fhines
The friendly ftar that regulates my thoughts
With more than:mortal influence. Yes, her virtue,
The ancient {plendor of her anceftry,
The welfare of the realm, the people’s fuffrage—

But hark ! what clath of fwords is this I hear?
5 What
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What means the fudden tumult?  [Jooking out.
Acr. [within.] No—this weapon
Is not an eafy conqueft.

Rom. How ? My guards
" In confli® with 2 Roman ?

SCI;ZNE IX.

Enter ACRONTES.

Acr. Adverfe Gods ! [dropping his fword as
: he enters. '
Rom. Forbear, my friends, and touch not him,
who now
Has no defence.—Ye Powers! Am I deceiv'd ?
Thou art not fure Acrontes ? '
Aer. T am he. [Raughtily.
Rom. Acrontesand in Rome? Inmy apartments?
In Roman veftments ! What is thy defign ?
Acr. Of this I render no account to thee.

Rom. Thy boldnefs fuits but ill the prefent time :
- Remember now Acrontes where thou art.
Acr. Where’er Acrontes is, with him he bears
His valour ftill.
Rom. But, prince, fuch valour here
In thee were rathnefs. Speak : is it the love
Thou vainly bear'ft Herfilia, or the hatred
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Long nourifh’d againt me, that blinds thy reafon ?

Acr. Spare, Romulus, thy queftions: know I
come not
To anfwer at thy bidding : ufe thy fortune.
I fland determin’d and prepar’d for all :
I know what treatment I decreed for thee,
Had now that ftate been thine, to which the fates
(Adverfe to valour) have reduc’d Acrontes :
And hence I know what to expeét from thee.

Rom. Thou doft but ill prefage.—Li&ors, return
His weapon to the Ceninenfian prince ;
And you, ye warriors, give him conduét fafe
Beyond the precinéts of the Roman walls,

Acr. My fword !

Rom. Receive it, and in yonder field
Regain, with this, what thou haft loft in Rome.

" Aer. Thy folly, Romulus, may coft thee dear:
Revenge, for oftentation thus negleced, -
Too late thou wilt repent.

Rom. Revenge? On whom?
If thou’rt a madman, I forgive thy frenzy :
If thou'rt a lover, thou haft then my pity ;
A foe, I heed thee not; and if thou com’@t
A traitor, vers'd in treafon, I defpife thee.

- Acr.



346 ROMULUS AND HERSILIA.  [ACT M.

Acr. Contemn me now with haughty fpcech
This arm perhaps ere long may teach
Thy tongue an humbler firain.
Then fee if fiill thy pride will dare
From yonder Capitol afar,
As here at Rome, in fields of war
To infult me once again. [Exit.

SCENE X.

Enter HerstLIA,

Her. [entering.] Behold him—To complete my
victory
The time now calls upon me.
Rom. [to' himfelf.] Wondrous ftrange
Such courage and fuch fiercenefs !

Her. [to herfelf.] Gods! what means
This new enchantment ? In his prefence now
I feel again difturb’d.

Rom. [#0 himfelf.] And can it be,
Such valour thould be found to infpire a foul
Where dwells {o little virtue ?

Her. [to herfelf.] No, Herfilia,
Let not thy throbbing heart difarm thy purpofe :
- The boldeft warrior finds in every confli&t,
The hardeft trial in the firft encounter.
[advancing
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[advancing to Rom.] My lord, vouchfafe but for
a few thort moments
To give me audience.
Rom. Is it poffible !
Do I not dream ? The deareft of my cares,
My only with, the fair Herfilia comes,
And comes, ye Powers! to feck me.
Her. Romulus,
Wilt thou not hear me then? [with 2 _ferious air.
Rom. What means Herfilia ?
Her, Thou know'ft fuch words offend me.
[ ferious.
Rom. In defpite
Of all my beft refolves my heart will rife
Spontaneous to my lips.
Her. If thou would'ft have
Me prefent ftill, fpeak not in tender accents,
Nor ever fay thou lov'ft me.
Rom. [afide.] Surely yet
She hates me not—[#o Zer.] I fhall obey—What
would'ft thou ?
Her. 1 come from Romulus to implore a grace.
Rom. A grace from me! And muft thou yet be
, told,
That from the moment I beheld thee firft,
Thou hadft dominion o’er my heart and throne ;
O’er all—forgive me—I will curb my fondnefs,
, And
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And never more tranfgrefs.

" Her. [afide.] Be firm, Herfilia,
And urge him to receive Valeria’s hand.

Rom. What would Herfilia ? Speak

Her. That Romulus
Would deign from me to accept another bride.
Rom. 12—, Herfilia ? [with furprife.
Her. Yes—I offer thee
My friend Valeria.
Rom. Mec | [diffurbed.
Her. Thou know'ft Valcria
Deferves to fhare thy heart.
Rom. And doft-thou thus,
Ingrate, infult my love? Does then my faith,
My candid truth and conftancy deferve
This recompenfe ? And canft thou, cruel, thus
Diftra¢t a heart that bears thy image grav'd ;
Where, cruel as thou art, thou ftill fhalt reign ?

Her. {afide.] Ye rigid Sabine laws ! fupport me
fill.
Rom. Give me another bride! Almighty Powers!
Could not thy cold indifference then fuffice ?
To heap contempt and anguith on the man
Who lives not but in thee!

Her. [afide.] My breaking heart !

Rom. Infenfate as I was! I fondly deem’d

My love return’d by thine : thofe broken accents,
Thofe
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Thole changing looks, involuntary tears,
That feem’d to fpeak fome paffion ill conceal’'d ;
And thefe, Herfilia, were deception all! [tenderly.

Her. Ah! thefe were no deception.  [senderly.
Rom. How, Herfilia!
And was I not deceiv’d?  [with pleafing furprife.
Her. [afide.] Eternal Powers!
What have I faid ?
Rom. Thou treafure of my foul !
[swith warmth of affeion.
Is it then true ? And have I then thy love ?

Her. O! hold nor triumph o'er Herfilia’s
weaknefs. ‘

Rom. But could’ft thou, loving Romulus, pro-
pole

To him another bride ?

Her. O! Heavenly Powers !
No more diftraét me—Could'ft thou read my heart,
Ah! didft thou know how much it felt to make
The harfh propofal, (unavailing effort
Of tyrant duty!) which to thee appear’d
A woman’s cruel infult: fhould I tell thee
What dreadful confliét of contending paffions
Has rent my foul—Ah! Romiulus, ’twould raife
Thy pity and thy wonder.

Rom. Rather fay
My tendernefs and love. - What mortal ever
Was bleft like me ? The ador'd Herfilia’s mine !

Behold‘
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Behold the ftar to blefs my growing empire !
O'! happy Rome!
Her. Alas! it cannot be.

Vain is that hope—a hope that muft deceive thee:
I never can be thine.

Rom. Not mine, Herfilia !
Say, what forbids it now ?

Her. 1 am a daughter.

Let this fuffice; by thee fubdued,
My rigour now is o’er :

By thee my inmoft heart is view'd ;
But ah! exa&® no more.

Still conftant fhall my foul remain
Her duty to fulfil;
Though every effort prov’d in vain
Her weaknefs to conceal. [Exis.

SCENE XL

RomuLrus alone.

Ah! ‘Romulus, no longer doubt thy triumph ;
Thou haft conquer'd all Herfilia’s rigid coldnefs :
Her father fhall forget his enmity,

And yield at length confent. Entreaties, offers,
With every 'vantage ; nothing fhall be left
Untried to gain her.

SCENE
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SCENE XIIL

Enter HostiLius haflily.

Hyf. Romulus, to arms !

Rom. What means Hoftilius, ha!

Hof. Rome is in danger.
Acrontes, mindlefs of thy generous treatment,
Had fcarcely gain'd his freedom when he threaten'd,
With all his force conjoin’d, to affail the city.

Rom. What force is his?

Hpf. His Ceninenfian bands.
All thefe in ambuth did he hold prepar'd
In various quarters : at his fignal given
I faw the neighbouring country fill'd with arms;
A thoufand unexpeéted weapons blaze,
" And open’d banners ftreaming to the wind.
Rom. The infenfate thinks to find us unprepar'd:
His punithment fhall teach him other thoughts.
[ going.
Hof. 1at thy fidle—— [ preparing to follow.
Rom. No: here remain, Hoftilius:
Rome I intruft to thee. Defend thy country ;
Defend Herfilia: who can tell what next
The traitor may attempt ? Some fecret guile,
As yet to act, perhaps remains behind.
Go,



352 BOMULUS AND HERSILIA.  [ACT IL

Go, but delay not.
Hoft. On my faith repofe. ' [Exir.

SCENE XIIL

Romuorus alone.

All thanks to thee, O God of arms! to thee,
Mother of mighty Love! from whom my blood
Derives its deathlefs fource. My happinefs
Is all your gift, and yours the noble warmth
That now my bofom feels : in every trial
Be near me ftill, and let your favouring prefence
For me ftill open every path to fame. -

Amidft the toils of arms I go
A double wreath to find;

And with the amorous myrtle thow
The martial laurel twin'd.

A vi€tor and a lover bleft,
Shall I returning home,

With either conqueft proudly grac'd,
Triumphant enter Rome. [Exit.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE I

A wild part of the Palatine gardens, amongft high
craggy rocks, watered by a falling fiream, and
Shaded with a number of thick trees.

Enter Curtivs in hafie.

Where fhall I find her ? Let me not neglect
The profperous moment Fortune offers now—
Behold fhe comes.

SCENE IIL

Enter HERSILIA.

My deareft daughter, thanks
To all the Gods ! at length we may depart ;
The time is now arriv'd.
Her. Alas! you know not
A dreadful battle rages now between
The Romans and the Ceninenfian bands
Behind the Palatine : the quarter there
Is throng’d with arms and men, and every way
Barr’d from accefs to reach the Sabine land.

Cur. Not all are barr'd. s

Her. Yes, doubt it not, my father:

YOL. III, AA - I from
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I from my lofty dwelling view’d beneath
The furious combatants ; and from the fight
With terror flying

Cur. What thy fear has form'd
An obftacle to our intended flight,
But makes it eafier. Rome, in tumult now,
Pours all her numbers to the threaten’d hill,
While, on the other fide, Tarpeia’s rock
Is left deferted. Well thou know'ft the Tiber
Runs at its foot : while on the fide oppos’d
The combat ftill continues, we on this
May pafs the fiream: the further bank prefents
Etruria’s friendly land ; fecurely thence
We to our native country may return.

Her. Behold me ready to attend your fteps.

Cur. No: here I leave with thee a trufty guide;
With him depart. My followers, now conceal’d,
Collected firft, I'll join thee on the way :
Nought can remain to frufirate our defigns.
Behold the fun is reddening in the weft :
We, unobferv’d, may fafely go from Rome ;
And where the river bathes Carmenta’s gate
A bark will then expeét us.

Her. [afide.] Cruel parting !

Cur. Thou trembleft fiill—fear not, confide in

me ;
I've weigh’d it all, Herfilia, and remov'd
Whate'er
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Whate’er might thwart our purpofe: calm once
more .
Thy troubled bofom : liberty is near.

He breathes again, who fees once more

The long'd-for port he left before ;

Who ne’er again to view the fhore
Had hop’d his wifh’d return.

When paft the gloom of dreary night,

We deem, an object dear to fight,

The early beam of dawning light, .
That tells the approach of morn. [ Exiz.

SCENE HIL

HEeRrsiL1A alone.

‘O! Tiber! Rome! and O! delightful fhores
On which I breath’d my earlieft fighs of love,
I now forfake you; but with you I leave
My heart’s far dearer part!| How oft your name
Will to my lips return ! "How oft my thoughts
Haunt the dear paths of thofe frequented hills !
Unbleft Herfilia! never was a ftate, '
A deftiny fo cruel—Yes, I know
The foul of Romulus; and he, like him '
To whom all, all he hop’d has Heaven denied,
Muft feel an anguifh that furpaffes mine.
—Could I, ere yetT go, at leaft but learn—

“AA2 SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter VALERIA.

Valeria, tell me—if thou know'{t—O! tell me
The fortune of the fight; nor let me longer
‘Remain in anxious doubt.

Val. The fight is ended.
Her. And who has conquer'd ?

¥Val. Romulus had firft
Obtain’d the palm.

Her. But now?

Val. *Tis yet unknown
Whofe brows the laft decifive wreath will crown.

Her. Alas! what means Valeria ?

‘al. Patient hear,
Thou thalt know all.

Her. Speak then.

Val. The battle’s fate

Seem'd near determin’d, and on every fide

The foes, with broken ranks, no longer fac’d

The Roman {words : a thoufand figns declar'd

Their courage loft ; and falling, as they fled

They crufh’d each other with promifcuous flaugh-

ter;

When fierce Acrontes, bearing in his looks

The rage of furies, 'midft the wounded fteeds
. And
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And gafping warriors, breaking through the tide
Of fugitives, and trampling under foot
The dead and dying, clear'd his defperate way,
And call'd from far on Romulus by name ;
Then join’d him foon, and with infenfate boldnefs
Defied the victor to a fingle trial.

Her. O! rathnefs '—What enfued ?

Val. Our hero then
Difdaining all advantage, with a glance
Bade every warrior ceafe to wield his arms.
The battle paus'd ; an ample fpace was left :
Alone, with look fedate, he then advanc’'d
To meet the foe and anfwer to his challenge,

Her. What follow'd then ?

Val. Of that I know not yet.
When he, from whom I learn’d what I've imparted,
Had left the field the victory was doubtful.

SCENE V.

Enter HosTiL1vus.

Hof. *Tis fo no longer—Romulus has conquer'd.
Her. Is it then true? .

Hyft. Thyfelf fhalt foon behold

The firft rich trophies, borne by folemn vow,
In triumph offer'd to the king of Gods.

Val. The trophies !—Heaven ! Acrontes then—
Hoft.
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Hyf2. By proof
Acrontes thew’d how blinded rage muft yield
To art and valour. All-athirft for bload,
He firuck at random, heedlefs of defence,
While Romulus ftood wifely on his guard,
And let the madman wafte his firength in vain.
When now he faw him panting, and perceiv’d
His blows lefs fierce and frequent, clofe he prefs'd
Th’ enfeebled foe; who yielding to the thock,
Retreated flowly, trembled, reel'd and fell ;
And falling, loft his fword : to him ferene
The vi&or hafted, rais’d him from the ground,
And gave him back his weapon,

" Her. Generous prince !

Hyf. And foon forgetting enmity, he thought
To clafp him to his bofom, when he faw
At him Acrontes aim a treacherous blow :
Then rous’d to wrath, all terrible he rufh’d
Upon the traitor, drove the conquering fteel,
As yet unftain’d with his perfidious blood,
Deep through his breaft, and lifelefs left the foe.

Val. O! help me or I faint! ° [ finks down.

Her. Valeria, now
Exert thy fortitude—A ftroke like this—

—O Heaven ! my father waits me. [afde.] Thou,
' Hoftilius,
Watch o'er a haplefs maiden, Give, my friend,
From thee another proof of generous love :

Thxs plous office well becomes Hoftilius,
The
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The gufh of fudden grief forgive,
Since love to thee is known :
Nor let the fair unpitied live
For forrows like thy own.

If the muft ever hope in vain
To fee her peace return;;
Yet let her now at leaft obtain
The liberty to mourn, [Exit.

SCENE VL

Vareria, HosTiLius,

Hop. Ador'd Valeria! fuffer me to own
1 envy him his fate, who thus receives
The glorious tribute of fuch precious tears.

Val. Hoflilius, go: too much I fecl my thame
To view in thee fuch witnefs of my weaknefs.

Hop. Thy will to me is law ; but know, Valeria,
I blame not thy diftrefs, and fhould I fpeak
My fecret foul, perhaps a firmer heart
Would charm me lefs, than foftnefs fuch as thine.

Amidft thofe pearly drops of woe
That trickling down thy features flew,

Through which thine eyes more lovely fhow
Thy
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Thy tender heart appears.
The charms of that enchanting face,
Where pity blends a foftening grace,
More powerful feem in tears. [Exit.

SCENE VIL

\
VALERIA alone.

Whom doft thou mourn, Valerja? Ah! this
grief

Makes thee partaker in another’s guilt. [refes.
Call, call to mind the errors of Acrontes,
And call to mind thy wrongs—Awake thy virtue ;
Forget an impious——O ye Powers ! to thed
. Oblivion o'er a paffion long indulg'd,
Demands full many a pang of lingering forrow !

One inftant may the affections bind
In love’s refiftlefs power ; A
~ But not one inftant can the mind
" To liberty reftore.

The bird, though 'fcap’d the vicious {nare,
The clammy juice retains : ’
So feeble Virtue long will wear
Ier cuflomary chains. - [Exir

SCENE
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SCENE VIIL

A fpacious part at the foot of the Palatine hill,
decorated for the nuptials with the Sabine dames.
A magnificent flight of feps afcending to the palace
of RomuLus, fituated on the hill.

A numerous crowd of people affembled to welcome
the return of the vilor. RomuLus enters crowned
with laurel, preceded by the Li&ors and the Sa-
bine prifoners, with the irophies of flain Acrox-
TEs, jfollowed by his victorious army.

CHoRrus.

Our hero’s glory to fuftain,
Ye Gods! your favour thow :
O'! teach him every art to reign,
And triumph o’er the foe.

Still thrive the laurel that may frame
The wreaths his brow fhall wear,
And ever his vi©torious name
Let earth and feas declare.

Rom. O Rome! in conqueft learn to read
The future will of Fate;

What honour'd paths thy fons may lead
To exalt the Roman flate.

If
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If fome the foul with knowledge fire ;
To ftars their titles give ;

Bid figur'd bronze with life refpire,
And fculptur’d marble live :

For thee by friendly Fate defign'd
Shall Tiber laws proclaim,

To exalt the lowly of mankind,
And haughty nations tame,

CHoRus,

Our hero’s glory to fuftain,
Ye Gods ! your favour thow :
O! teach him every art to reign
And triumph o’er the foe.

Rom. O! Rome, in conquering, learn to read
The future will of Fate

SCENE IX.

Enter VALERIA in hafie.

Val. O help, mygraciouslord! thy prefence
now
Is needful to us——we have foes in Rome.

Rom. Ha! foes in Rome?
Val. Alas! ’tis true.
Rom. Say, where?

Val. Towards Carmentas’ gate are all inarms :
6 ‘ Some
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Some thither run, whil¢ fome with terror fly ;
And every moment wider fpreads the tumult.

Rom. Follow me, Romans.

SCENE X.
Enter HosTIL1Us,

Hyf. All is now at peace,
Referve your valour for a nobler caufe.
[#o Rom.

Rom. What caufe
Hyf. Would'ft thou believe it, Romulus?
One has but now been found to make the attempt
To bear Herfilia hence.

Rom. But how, enclos'd
Within the city, could the ravither
E’er hope ta efcape ?
Hof?. Already had he brib’d )
The guards that watch’d the gates, but could not
thus
Deceive my vigilance ; my charge was given
The centinels fhould take their poft by turns;
And hence they never long remain’d the fame.
The traitor, coming with Herfilia, found
The pafs defended, which he ftrove to force.
His followers all, theugh fiercely bent on con-
quett,
Were flain, and he himfelf remain’d a prifoner.
Val
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Val. O! wondrous daring!
Rom. And Herfilia then

Hyft. Herfilia panting then and wild with
terror

-

SCENE XI

Enter HERsILIA.

‘Her. Ah! Romulus, have pity—mercy! pardon!
[ goes 0 kneel to Rom.

Rom. O princefs, rife [ prevents her.] What
would'ft thou? Calm thy tcrror,
Thou art now in fafety here.

Her. Preferve my father :
Preferve him from the foldier’s infolence ;
Preferve him from the people’s rage.

Rom. Thy father?

Hoff. O! Heaven! was he who held thy hand,
whofe valour '
I mark’d with wonder in the fight, was he—

Her. He is my father.

Rom. Say Hoflilius, then
What has befallen him ?

Hofl. He remains a prifoner.
I deem'd it prudent to fecurein him
The means of more difcovery ; while his afpe&t
And valour claim’d refpect

Rom. But where is now

The prince difpos'd ?
Hop.
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Hofp. 1 left him 'midft the guard.
Rom. Condué him inftant hither.
Hoff. See—he’s here.

SCENE LAST.

Enter CurT1US guarded.

Rom. O! valiant prince! and muft our enmity
For ever laft ? Shall daily caufe of ftrife
Divide too warlike nations, form’d by Heaven
To rule the fubjeét world ? Here end at length
Our mutual hatred. To its place reftor’d,
Return thy honour'd weapon : thou art free,
For Romulus has now no claim on Curtius.

Cur. [afide.] What unexpected words are thefe
I hear?

Rom. Thou anfwer'ft not, O! pnnce!
Her. (afide.] Alas! my father

Remains implacable.

Rom.. Ah'! fince thy power,
With fuch a gift as Heaven on thee beftow'd,
Can happinefs confer; neglect not now
The bleft occafion. Should’ft thou grant to me
Herfilia’s hand, what treafure would be mine,
Mine by thy goodnefs! Afk me then whate’er
A grateful heart can pay : thyfelf prefcribe
- The laws to bind our friendfhip ; Curtius, then
Dire&t my future fate,

5 Cur.
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Cur. [afide.] O! mighty Gods!
Why was not Romulus a Sabine born ?
Her. [afide.] Alas! he ftill is filent.
Rom. Speak, Herfiiia. .
Her. O! Heaven! What can I fay? Iama
daughter ;
I know my father’s will, and this to obey
I need not tell thee is my firft of duties.
Rom. My fate is then decided ; fince no lefs
His filence, than thy fpeech, declares his pur-
pofe.
Ah'! Curtius! every hope I fee is vain
To fhake thy conftancy. Though nought avails
To conquer Curtius, ftill to me remains
The conqueft o’er myfelf. Go hence in freedom,
And bear thy daughter to her native land.
Cur. And doft thou then reftore Herfilia to
me ?
Rom. 1 do.
Cur. O Gods!

Rom. A lover and belov'd,
A conqueror, I reftore her to thy arms.

Cur. [afide.] O! virtue more than human!

Rom. O! farewell ! [70 Her.
Farewell my only joy! Heaven fiill preferve
thee

Thy fex’s pride, thy noble father's honour,
My
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My foul's fond worfhip and the world’s ex-
ample.
Her. [afide.] Support me, Heaven!
Cur. [afide.] And who can hate this Roman ?
Rom. Yet fpeak, O! prince, at leaft vouchfafe
a look )
Ere yet we part; and fince thou will not own
A father’s name, yet deign to part a friend,
And let our former enmity fubfide.
Cur. Enough, enough, my fon, Herfilia’s
thine;
Thou haft conquer’d.
Rom. Do I dream ?
Her. Can this be true ?
Cur. Ihave not in this bofom, O! my children,
" A heart of flint. 'Who loves not Romulus
That knows his virtues ? Love him, my Herfilia,
I love him too, adore him, and am thankful
To Heaven that fav’d me for fo bleft a day.
Rom. O! happy Rome !
Her. My father and my hufband !

CHorus.

Ye Gods! whofe power direéts below
Th’ events of mortal men;

By whom their fortunes mingled flow,
The cloudy and ferene.

Propitious
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Propitious days by you be given
To blefs this faithful pair ;

Since nuptial chains for thefe in Heaven
Were fram’d beneath your care.

ENDP OF THE THIRD ACT.
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THE DISCOVERY OF JOSEPH.

PART THE FIRST.

Josern, THANETES.

Jo/. None of the Hebrew brethren yet return’d ?

Than. None yet, my lord.

Jo/. Haft thou difpatch’d, to explore
The public ways ? ’

Than I have ; but fent in vain
Full many a meflenger.

Jof. Yet not fo far
Is Mambre's valley from thefe regal walls,

But fince they parted hence, their tardy feet
Might long ere this have meafurd back the
way. '

Than. Forgive me, if I know not what to think
Of fuch concern: a few poor fimple fhepherds
Appear an obje far beneath your care.

Jof. [afide.] Thanetes little thinks thefe fimple

thepherds

Are
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Are Jofeph’s brethren—[#0 him.]—I'm offended,
friend,
To find myfelf deceiv’d : to thefe I gave
In charge to bring with them, at their return,
Young Benjamin, old Jacob’s lateft born.
Thou heard’ft with what unwilling lips they
vow'd

To do my bidding.

Than. But your wifdom well
Secur’d compliance, by detaining one
A hoftage for their faith : if this fhould fail,
The force of famine muft again compel
Thefe Hebrews back. The barren provinces
Yield not fufficient nurture to fuftain
The pale inhabitants : the blighted corn
Dies in the blade, or fhoots not from the foil.
The feeble thepherd mourns bis leflening flock,
The famifh’d cattle chew the unfaveury ftubble
Unmeet for nourithment : the hufbandman,
With trembling feet, each field explores in vain
For life-fuftaining feod; while Mempbhis only
(Such thanks to you we owe) abounds with

plenty .

Of well-ftor'd harveft, and the affli¢ted world
To fly from famine, all repair to Egypt.

Jof. If Benjamin, a vitim to the rage
Of envious brethren, fhould no longer live,
What hopes to fee him here ? '

Than. And whence, my lord,
Can
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Can fuch fufpicions rife within your breaft ?
Jo/. The boy was Jacob’s hope.
Than. What then ?
Jo/. Mylelf,
Myfelf, like him, bave known the calumny,
The treacherous wiles of deep fraternal envy.—
O ! powerful King of Heaven! protect and fave
him.
Than. What means this tendernefs for one un-
known ?

Jo/. My life with Benjamin’s is nearly pair'd,
His fortune bids me recolle& my own,

By nature to compaffion mov'd,
We feel the griefs of thofe,

Whofe haplefs deftiny has prov'd
The touch of kindred woes.

A fympathy the heart conftrains
To pity the diftreft ;
When, by ourown, we judge the pains
That rend another’s breaft.

Than. And this, fhall this fuffice to make you
wretched ! .

- Alas! how true, that here on earth is found

No perfe happinefs : forif to pafs

From life’s worft evils to the higheft rank

Of human honours, be indeed a blefling,

Who fhould like you rejoice ? A flave, a ftranger
.o 1 You
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You came to Memphis; flander'd by a bafe

Unhallow’d tongue and bound in cruel chains,

Your life was forfeited, when righteous Heaven

Declar'd itfelf for Jofeph : future time

Woas open’d to your view : to one your words

Greatnefs prefag’d, to one they menac'd death.

All Mempbhis heard your prophefies : the king

Perplex'd recurr'd to you ; your wifdom folv'd

His anxious doubts ; difclos’d the impending evils,

And fhew'd the remedies: th’ event declar’d

Your counfels juft. Behold you now remov'd

From prifon to the palace ; fee your fetters

Exchang’d for glittering gems and coftly robes,

Sublimely feated on the regal car,

You pafs thofe ways, which once your feet had
trod .

A fhackled prifoner ; hear your name proclaim'd

The saviour or Mankinp. Now minifter

Of king and people, ripe with blooming honours,

Rich in a beauteous offspring, bleft by all

The grateful world, and highly lov'd of Heaven,

It feems that nought is wanting to your withes ;

And yet amidft this unexampled flow

Of carthly bleffings, your inventive mind

Can for itfelf create unthought-of evils.

Did every outward feature thow
The inward pangs of fecret woe,
How oft would thofe our pity know,
That now our envy move.
*Twould
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"Twould then be feen, in many a breatt,
What cruel foes their peace moleft ;
And thofe, who feem to us fo bleft,

As wretched then would prove. »

Jof. Thanetes, go—Afenetha approaches.
Forget not my command : if Jacob’s fons,
If Benjamin fhould come, return with {peed
To welcome their arnval.

Than. 1 obey.
My gracious lord, henceforth be to yourfelf
What you are flill to others ; every comfort
You give to them, but to yourfelf diftrefs,
You heal another’s pains, but feed your own.

ASENETHA, JosEPH.
Afen. My confort, is Afenetha permitted
To afk a boon.
Jo/. 'The doubt, my love, offends me.

Afen. Releafe the Hebrew prifoner from his
bonds.

Jy/. Simeon ?
Afen. The fame.
Jo/. But what excites thy pity

For one thou know'ft not ? -
Afem. And what rigour, fay,
Has mov'd you to the punithment of one,
Who ne’er to you was guilty ?
Jo/.
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Jof. And how know’ft thou
That he is innocent ?
Afen. His crime I fee not :
His punifhment is prefent to my fight.
Jo/. And isit lefs a crime becaufe unknown ?

Afen. But yet it merits fure, forgive me Jofeph,
A judge more merciful.’
Jof. But not unjuft.
Afen. Alas! my lord, without the touch of
pity,
Juftice were gruelty.
Jof. And but for juftice,
Pity were weaknefs.
Afen. Let us imitate
The cause of aLL, who fheds his kindly rain
Alike on good and wicked : equal RE
Wills that his bleffed fun thould fhine on both.
Jof. Who feeks to be like him, fometimes muft

fcourge,
For their correction, thofe whom moft he loves.
Afen. But what you feel for Simeon, pardon
fir,
By outward figns more hatred feems than love.

Jof. Condemn me not too foon. How apt is
" man
To judge of others harfhly ! Wretched fruit
Of blind felf-love! The blame we caft on others
Is flattery to our pride : we feem to gain
‘ That
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-+ That which we take from them ; and ever feek-

To find companions of our faults in others,

Or faults which we have not; and hence it comes

We change the names of things: fear, in our-
felves,

Is prudence call’d, and meannefs, modefty.

But feen in others, modefty is meannefs,

And prudence fear. ’Tis hence we ever prove

So partial to ourfelves ; and hence it comes

With flow belief we join the voice of praife,

While cenfure ever finds our open ear.

Ah! fiill with hafty judgment fear
To view another’s deed ;

For what may cruelty appear,
‘From mercy may proceed.

More cautious weigh whate’er can move
Your thoughts to vain furmife :
~ As cruelty may mercy prove,
So mercy may chaftife.

Afen. If you refufe to fet the prifoner free,
At leaft confent to hear him: this, my lord,
You will not fure deny.
Jof. 1 grant thy fuit :
Bring Simeon hither. [7 4 ﬁrvant] Little does
fhe know
The fecret treafon once employ’d againft me;
‘That Simeon is my brother and my foe.  [afide.

Afen,
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Afen. Thus by his {peech, his action and his
looks o
You may divine his innocence or guilt..
- “Jof. ‘Fallacious figns, Afenetha, are thefe.
"Tis not for us to penetrate the fccrets
" That lurk within the heart: the mortal fight
Views .but the outward femblance : God alone
Beholds the foul of man.

Afen. But oft the {oul
That aétuates life, impreffes on the body
Such {irong emotions, that the paffions lie
Unveil'd, and looks and geftures {peak the man.

Each tree will by its afpe¢t thow

W hatc'er defeét is hid below ¢

By leaf and fruit and flower we know

. What from the eye the root conceals.

In vain the face may features wear

To veil the mind’s corroding care;

W hile borrow'd {miles would peace declare,
A look the war within reveals.

JosepH, AsExETHA, SiMEON.

Jof. Sce, Simeon comes—I[afide.] O! could he
) but divine
- That Jofeph lives in me—Eternal Jufiice !
Behold him in my power; behold him bound,
Beund in a brother’s chains whofe life he fought !
—Shepherd,
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" —Shepherd, draw near.

Sim. Thus proftrate, mighty lord,
Thus humbly at your feet——

Jof. Rife.

Sim. [afide.] Sure that voice—
What means that likenefs ? Wherefore do I trem-
ble ?
Why have I loft all courage ?

- Afen. Speak.

Sim. 1 dare not «
I feel, I feel in prefence of your lord
A fudden coldnefs freezing at my heart.

Jof. [afide.] ‘Remorfe has touch'd hlm, yet he

knows not why.
Jo/. Shepteerd, thy name
Sim. Thou know’ft it well—"tis Simeon.
Jo/. Thy country ?
Sim. Carra.
Jo/. And thy father?
Sim. Jacob.
Jo/. Thy mother?
Sim. Leah.

Jof. Who are thofe that came
With thee companions at thy firlt arrival ?

Sim. My brethren,
J#. Was not Jacob then a father

To
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To more than thefe ?

Sim. Alas! alas! he was:
The beauteous Rachael bore him other fons.

Jof. Their names were ? Say.
Sim. Jofeph and Benjamin.
Jof- Why came not thefe with thee ?
Sim. The youngeft ftay’d

To cheer his aged father.
Jo/. And the elder?
Sim. O! powerful God !—the elder—
Jof. Speak—what follows ?
Sim. I know not what befel
Jof. [afide.] But well I know.
Afen. [afide.] The colour leaves his cheek.

Jof. Tell me at leaft—
- Does Jofeph live ?
Sim. His father mourns his death.
Jof. Is he then dead ?
Sim. To us his fate’s unknown.
- Jof. Thy words but ill agree.
Sim. Yet truly fpoken.
Jo/- But what was Jofeph's fortune ?
Sim. Mighty lord,
Speak not of Jofeph more—his name alone
~ Is tenfold anguifh to the heart of Simeon.

Jof.
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Jof. What crime has he committed ?
Sim. None—O'! none.

Jof. Perhaps, ungrateful to a tender father,
Falfe to his brethren’s love, with impious guile
He fought your lives, and merits now your hatred.

Sim. O! he was innocent, was juft to all—

Ah! fir, what have you afk’d? How wak’d re-
membrance

To dreadful images ! Difmifs me hence ;
For pity’s fake difmifs me to my dungeon :
You know not how you rack me—O! that look
Has wither'd all my ftrength, and every queftion
Infixes in my breaft a thoufand ftings.

O! mighty God! I now behold
The tears that down his features roll'd ;
The tears of innocence and truth.
I hear his fighs, I hear him mourn,
Thus from a fire’s embraces torn,
In all the bloom of early youth.

Jof. [afide.] My foul is mov'd |—O! let me
now, to give
His forrows eafe, reveal the brother—no—
Time is not yet mature—[to 4im] Thy doubtful
words : |
Increafe my firft fufpicions ; while to this
Thy brethren’s long delay——

Joszen,
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. JosepH, ASENETHA, SiMEON, THANETES.

Thkan. His brethren, fir,
Are now amriv’d.

. Jo/. And Benjamin?

Than. Behold him ;
Obferve that firipling who with tardy fteps
Now lags behind the reft.
Jof. [looking out.] O! powerful nature !
How do I trace in him a mother’s likenefs ! [afide.
—Thanetes, go; prepare the friendly banquet :
Let Simeon be releas’d from bonds, and you,
Ye thepherds, now draw near—[afide.] Betray me
not, : ‘
My yearning heart !

- JosepH, ASENETHA, SiMEON, THANETES, Ju-
DAH, BENJAMIN, and the r¢ff of JosEPR's
brethren.

Judah. Our promife, mighty lord,
Behold fulfill’'d : behold us once again
Thus proftrate at your feet: then caft afide
Your former doubts, and now vouchfafe to take,
With every zealous vow of grateful homage,
Thefe prefents offer’d here.

Jof: What prefents ? Say.
Judah.
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s Judah. Accept our humble tribute here,
The balm of many an odorous tear
Difiilling from the Arabian tree :
The liquor fweet, as cryftal clear,
The produce of the labouring bee.
In gifts like thefe no wealth is fhown ;
But what we give we boaft our own,
The fruits of fimple indufiry.

Jof. 1 take your offer'd prefents: rife, my
friends,
Say, is your father well ? The hoary Jacob
Of whom ye fpake, fay does the good man live ?
Judah. He lives, your fervant lives, but bow'd
beneath
The weight of years.
Jo/. And Benjamin, the youth
Of whom ye fpake ?

Judah. Behold him here.

Jo/. My fon
[afide.] O! how his fight alone aﬁ'c&s my
foul !
- [#o him.] Heaven! O my fon, be watchful o’er
thy days,
And keep thee ftill.—[afide.] O God! what fud~
den tumult
Of burfting paffion ! [ta him] Still, my fon, pre-
ferve——

[afide.]
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[afide.] My eyes o’erflow with tears——1I can no
longer
Reftrain their courfe-—O ! let me feek elfewhere
To hide me from their prefence.
[retires with Thanetes.

Jupan, SimeoN, BeNyaMIN, and the reft of the
brethren.

Benj. Does he then
Abruptly leave us thus?

Judah. 1 know not, brethren,
‘What mean thofe broken accents.

Sim. Ah! too furely
He has till now conceal’d, beneath the veil
Of placid looks, the anger in his bofom.

Judak. Who knows for us what Fate has next
prepar'd?
Benj. Whither, my brethren, would you lead

me now ?

Sim. We meritall we feel : for Jofeph's fuffer-
ings
The Almighty now purfues us: prayers and tears
Alas! avail'd not him.
Judgh. In vain I urg'd,
Touch not the guiltlefs youth, andlo! from us

His blood is now requir'd.
Jupan,
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Jupan, SimeoN, BENjAMIN, the reff of.
Josern's brethren, THANETES.

Than. Shepherds, my lord
Requires your prefence ; he would have you (hare
With him the focial banquet.

Sim. Ah! fome fnare
Is furely laid for our unhappy lives,

Benj. O! what a day is this |

Judah. O fatal banquet !

Than. Why loiter thus? Come thepherds, let

us go.

Jupan, Simeon, BrNjaMIN, and the refl
JoserH's brethren. -

All, Great Gop of Ifrael ! hear; defend thy
peoplc.

CHoRrus.

Great Gob of Abraham ! we confefs our guilt,
But we are ftill thy people : deal not then
Thy judgments ftrily ; for before thy fight
What living foul fhall ¢’er be juftify’d ?

And whither, whither fhall we fly to fhun

A Gob incens'd but to a gracious Gop?

Our hopes, our fears, on thee alike depend,

On thee our Judge, our Father and our Friend |

END OF THE FIRST PART,
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PART THE SECOND,

Josepn, THANERTES.

Jo/. Haft theu obferv’d my bidding ?

Than. All is done.
From me the Hebrew brethren have receiv'd
The corn thou gav'ft in charge, and in the portion
Conﬁgn’d to Benjamin I have conceal’d
The filver chalice, us'd by thee at banquets
And folemn auguries ; and this to them
Unknown, the thepherds are with joy departed :
But from amongft thy menials one at diftance
Purfued their fteps; and fcarce they fhall have
pafs'd
The city’s gates, when he will feize and queftion
Of their imputed theft, and then condué them
As criminals before thee.
Jof. As I bade,
Thou duly haft difcharg’d—but whence the
-wonder
Thy looks declare 2

Than. Who would not, gracious lord,
But marvel at the ftrange difcordant paffions,
Which I have mark’d in you ? I've feen you loft
In tender feelings and inflam’d with anger,
- ' All
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All in the felf-fame moment. As a friend

You welcome Jacob’s fons, and then confus'd
Abruptly leave them : to the feftive banquet
You bid them guefts, and then with fecret {nares
Would feem to feek their ruin. Benjamin

You have diftinguifh’d by a thoufand tokens

Of tendernefsand love ; and yet on him
Would fix'd the proof of this imagin'd crime.

Jof. *Tis not permitted thee, Thanetes, yet

To fathom Jofeph’s thoughts. Go, bring once
more '

Thefe shepherds to my fight. Without enquiry
To know my counfels, blindly thou obey
My will unqueftion’d, tho’ obfcure; nor think
On thee my laws too rigidly impos'd.
Each man, by focial compaé, muft be fubje¢t
To powers {uperior: thefe degrees are fram'd
By God’s high ordinance, and he whofe will
Refifts his mightie'r’s will, refifts his God.

Than. My zeal would not be rath, but when
permitted
Would humbly fpeak, or filently obey.
Thy laws I'honour, nor am yet to learn
What duties fuit the ftation of Thanetes.

The fervant ill his lord obeys,
-And forfeits all a fervant’s praife,
Who each command prefuming weighs,

And firft approves or blames.
cc? He
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He flights th’ eternal laws that bind

‘The various ftations of mankind,

Who, mindlefs of his place affign’d,
Himfelf a judge proclaims,

Josern alone.

O! thou ETERNAL TrRUTH! who read'ft the
fecrets

Of every heart, thou know’tt if ¢’er I cherifh’d
Againfi my brethren aught of fell revenge. .
Almighty Power ! for ever from my breaft
Avert fuch dire defign, which fiill returns
To plague its author; which employ’d on thofe
Above our ftrength, is folly ; on our equals,
At leaft is dangerous : and on thofe beneath us,
Is abje&t tyranny. The feign'd refentment
My features wore, fought only from my brethren
Repentance for the paft : I only with’d
To fet before them all the dreadful fufferings,
To which the wicked tend, that thus the fear
Of juft reproach awaiting on guilty deeds,
Might henceforth teach them to abhor the crime.

A mother fuch refentment wears,
Soft pity in her eyes;

Each moment threats, but ftill forbears
Her darling to chattife.

She
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She lifts her hand, but lifts in vain,
For ere her hand defcends,

In a& to ftrike, her love reftrains,
And love the ftroke fufpends.

JoserH, ASENETHA.

Afen. Alas! my lord, too truly have you
‘ fpoken ;

"I now reproach my own too eafy faith.

Jof. What fince has chanc’d ?

Afen. *Tis now a time for rigour.
Thy guefts ungrateful, who but late have left us,
By fraud contriv’d to fteal the facred chalice
Employ’d by thee to read events to come.

Jof- What fays Afenetha ?

Afen. 1 {peak but truth.
When by thy menials feiz'd, they firmly firtt
Denied the charge. ¢ Let him, whoc’er is guilty,
Let him (they cry’d) be punifh’d, let him die;
And let the reft remain in Egypt flaves.”
Thy minifters purfued their fearch, and found
The unworthy theft conceal’d amid'( the corn
Confign'd to Benjamin, The brethren then
Loft all their courage : breathlefs, pale and filent,
Without defence, they all with one accord
Their veftures rent and wept in floods of anguifh.

Jof. Perhaps they are not guilty.
Afen.
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Afen. Do my words
Deferve fo little faith ?

Jo/. It was but now
You thought them innocent, and now afﬁrm
That you were then deceivd. Who knows but
foon
You may, Afenetha, repeat the fame,
And call your prefent thought a new deception.

Afen. Forgive me, confort, fure your frequent
~ doubts
Are carried to the extreme.

Jof. And yet we never
Exert fufficient caution : outward objedts
Are known but dimly by the foul, enclos’d
“ Within this wall of fleth.” Our partial know-

ledge

The fenfes give, fallacious minifters !
For thefe are ever fubject to miftake:
Yet, on their faith, we pardon or condemn
With doubtful judgment.

Afen. Ever muft the foul
Remain uncertain of the truth; and live
Blind in her fate of darknefs ?

Jof/. Yes, in vain
We hope for light, unlefs in vim we feek it,
The fole, immutable, eternal fount
Of light eternal ! nim the firft, the greateft,
The caufe of every caufe: in whom alone

We
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We move and live ; who centers in himfelf
Whate'er is good ; light, {pirit, peace and juftice,
And wifdom infinite, and truth and life !.

Afen. What heavenly f{plendor lightens in: thy

features !
While, as thou fpeak’ft, thine accents firike my
- fenfe '

With more than mortal founds ! I fhake with awe
To hear thy voice, and while thy foul feems rapt
To Gob’s high prefence, here I lag below
And feel the clog of this ¢ fin-tainted mold.”

As loft in gloomy woods I ftray,
I view befide me pale Difmay,
Nor know what path muft yet be tried.
O! thou, my fun, reveal thy light ;
. For who but thee can lead me right,
My faithful counfellor and guide?

JosepH, AsENETHA, THANETES, JupAH, SIMEON,
BeNJAMIN, and the reff of JoskeH's brethren.

Than. Behold the criminals.

Afen. See where they lie,
Stretch’d humbly at thy feet.

Than. And not a tongue
Dares break the folemn filence,

Jo/. Thoughtlefs men,
‘ What
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What have ye done? Infenfate ! not to know
My fkill in divination.

Fudah. Mighty lord,
How fhall we anfwer? What can words avail ?
‘What plead in our behalf ? Th’ Eternal Power
Too well remembers now our paft offences—
This day exa&ls the forfeit.—Mighty Gop !
I feel thy hand avenging: well I fee
The fecret workings of thy juftice, arm'd
Againft the hidden deeds of finful man.

Behold the man with guilt oppreft !
By day, by night he mourns;

By thee, his confcience, ne'er at reft,
With flames unceafing burns,

Till every treafon in his breaft *
Upon himfelf returns.

Jof. Forbid it heaven, that Jofeph e’er fhould
take
Such rigorous meafures. No, the theft was prov'd
On Benjamin: let him alone remain
With me in fervitude ; and you, ye brethren,
Return in freedom to your father’s prefence,
Judah. How can we e'er return to Jacob's fight?

Benj. Return, return! and I alon¢gemain
A flave in Egypt ?

Jo/. Only thou: the reft
This inftant muft depart.
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Benj. A little ftay:—
Ah! Judah, tell me, Judah, is it thus
You keep your promife given? At leaft, my
brethren,
Refufe me not one tender laft embrace.
Alas! you all depart, and leave me here
A guiltlefs prifoner ! What will now became
" Of Jacob, aged Jacob, when he learns
The fate of Benjamin his darling child ?

If yet your breafts compaffion know,
And feel a wretched brother’s woe,
For me to mourning Jacob go,
And kifs for me a father’s hand.
Tell him his child alive remains,
And ftill for him his love retaing ——e—
But tell him not I live in chains,
A flave, O! Heaven, in Egypt’s land !
Jof. [afide.] Be fiill my beating heart !
Judak. And is there none,
No hope to appeafe you ?
Jof. None : the word is given
And muft be now obey’d.
Judah. Hear me at leaft
Without refentment : hear me, gracious lord.
Jof. What canft thou fay ? Difpatch.
Judak. You well remember
When firft I came to Memphis.

Jof:
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Jof. 1 remember
I gave thee then in charge to bring before me
Thy brother Benjamin : thou mad'ft reply, .
His mourning father will not live, depriv'd
Of him, his age’s hope. I anfwer'd then :
Think not without the child to fee me more.

Judak. On this condition we return’d to Jacob.
Again he urg’d us to revifit Egypt :
« Tn vain” (I cry’d) “ our journey, if the youth,
If Benjamin remain.”  “ And how (he faid)
Can Jacob live, depriv’d of all his fons ?
Alas! alas! I bore of Rachel’s love .
Two pledges only : one, O'! Heaven! the firft,
Was made to favage beafis a bleeding prey :
You knew it well, for you, my fons, you brought
The fatal tidings—him I faw no more !
If now this fecond leave me, thould fome chance,
Some difmal chance, o’ertake him on the way,
You haften to the grave my hoary age.”
Meantime the famine now increas’d : what then,
What then could wretched Jacob ? If he fill
Retain’d his Benjamin, he died with want;
And fhould he part from Benjamin, the grief
Of fuch a parting kills him: «O! my father,”
(I thus at length) <O father moft belov'd! -
To me intruft him : if T fee thy face
Without the child, to all fucceeding time
Impute to me the guilt.” He heard, believ'd -
My plighted faith. I parted and fulfill'd

5 Your

L}
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Your ftri@® command. Now hear me, graciouslord ;
Thou art a father and haft been a fon : '
O! for a moment to thyfelf tranfplant

Thy fervant’s feelings : can I ftand before

My father’s fight without his trufted pledge ?

Ah! no——O! then let Benjamin return

To forrowing Jacob ; I, and I alone,

Will here in fervitude for him remain :

Ah ! rather let me fuffer all, than witnefs

The frantic ravings of paternal forrow.

Jof. [afide.] My heartis rent—I cannot bear—
Judah. Ah! why,
Why doft thou hide thy face ? Alas! in pity,
If not for me, yet fure a wretched father
At leaft may claim it O ! my gracious lord,
Had you been prefent at this cruel parting !
It feem’d as if his life and darling fon
At once were ravifh’d from his aged breaft.
¢ Farewell” (he cried) and once again embrac’d
him;
Again to this, to that he recommends
The weeping innocent ; then calls on Rachel,
Then recolleéts his Jofeph ; finds them both
Trac’d in the features of his Benjamin ;
And finds in them his every lofs renew’d,
All !—all !—you weep—what means this gracious
fign?
Our woes have touch’'d your heart—O! mighty
God? -

Improve
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Improve thofe kindly tears.

Jo/. Enough, enough—
I can no longer hold—my deareft brethren,
Know your own blood—I here abandon all
My late affum’d refentment—come, O! come,
Come to your brother’s bofom—I am Jofeph.

Judak. Jofeph!
Benj. Eternal Gop'!

Sim. Ah! wretched we,
Where fhall we hide us now ?

Than. O! firange events !
Afen. Moft wonderful !

Jof. No, let not the remembrance
Of Jofeph fold to bondage now afflict you :
To that event, both Egypt and yourfelves
Have ow’d your prefervation : to this land
Gop fent me firft but to prepare your way.
Return, returs,' my brethren, to your father,
Tell him the greatnefs of his fon, and tell him
To hafte and fhare it with me. Silent till ?
Perhaps you yet may doubt me? Anfwer, Judah.
Simeon, be comforted : draw near, my brother,
My Benjamin !

Afen. Was ever feen, Thanetes,
A fpedtacle like this ? Obferve how all
The impatient brethren crowd around my lord,
‘While mingled paffions ftrive in every face

Of fear and gladnefs : On his forchead one
Imprints
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Imprints an eager kifs ; that, on his hand ;
This on his cheek, and that his veft, whil®t he
With equal warmth would anfwer all their loves
And give themall himfelf. Their tongues can find
No words diftiné,, and in th’ excefs of joy,
Inftead of words, they mingle tender tears.
How well thofe ftruggling paffions thow,
What language fcarce reveals :
From fuch a filence well I know,
Whate’er the breaft conceals.

. A joy fincere requires not words
Its feelings to difclofe ;
And little aid the tongue affords
When blifs the heart o’erflows.

Judah. O! merciful as juft!
Sim. O! generous brother !
Benj. O! happy Jofeph!

Judah. Lo! thy dreams are now
At length fulfill'd.

Sim. Eternal Providence !
To thee all human wifdom is but folly.
By us was Jofeph fold left future time
Should fee us fubje& to him ; and behold
The fame unfeeling at that gave him bonds,
Has brought us here to worthip at his feet !
Judah. So Gob, the great difpofer of events,

In wifdom plans, that they who moft oppofe,
2 Fulfill
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Fulfill his fecret purpofe.

Jof. O! my brethren,
The firange viciffitudes of Jofeph’s life
Mutt veil fome fecret truths. To you I came
In love fincere, commiffion’d from my father ;
You fought my death ; you fold me for a price
To rude barbarians : then, a flave in Egypt,
Accus’d and innocent, I bore the thame
Without defence, and fuffer’d punithment
Due to my falfe accufer : plac’d between
Two haplefs criminals ; to one my lips
Predi&ted death, to one a happier change.
In friendfhip now with them, fo late my foes,
I minifter'd the food of life to them
Who fought my death. Iheard myfelf proclaim’d
THE SAVIOUR OF THE EARTH. Am I the image
Of one far greater ? Sure fome mighty work
Is ripening now, and Jofeph’s life is given
A type and thadow by myfterious Heaven.

CHorus.

Infenate he, whofe impious folly dares
Oppofe his Gop : he falls into the fnares
He laid for others, that at laft enclofe
The wifeft with inextricable woes.
True Virtue, like a palm, all force defies,
And, more oppreft, fhall ftill more vigorous rife,

END OF THE SECOND PART,

h}
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'FISHING.

ALREADY evening fhades prevai,

And hover o’er the darkening feas :
Come, Nyfa, come, with me inhale
* ‘From placid waves the frefhening breeze.

Of pure delights they little know,
Who ne’er, along this fhore reclin’d,

Have watch’d the peaceful waters’ flow,
Light curling to the gentle wind,

Come, Nyfa, leave awhile thy calm retreat,
Leave thy favour'd ruftic feat;
For pleafure dwells not there alone,
Thefe rocks and waves have pleafures of thelr
own.

»

Here, when the night has veil'd each eye,
In yonder fea, that feems another fky,

The innumerous ftars that gild the {phere,
Bright and more bright, increafing ftill, appear :
And loek, the moon’s refle€ted beams
Sparkle, with broken light, amidft the bripyftreams,
VOL. IIIL " PD . At
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At morn I'll found the twifted fhell, °
‘Which not our oaten pipes excel :
And fince, alas! my Nyfa’s ear
Difdains her lover’s plaints to hear,
I'll fing of Glauce, Doris’ name,
I'll Galatea’s pains proclaim,
And Thetis better known to fame.
Thou, from the beach, fhalt viéew thy harmlefs
] breed
Of favourite lambs on tender herbage feed,
And twixt the fheltering branches thun
The fervors of a mid-day fun :
Meantime thy hand the tapering reed may bcar,
And with infidious hook the fith infnare :
So fhall my fair in either province fhine,
To hold the rural crook, -or guide the angler’s line.

No more in ocean’s weedy caves
The scaly tribe remains ;
All cut, with eager fin, the waves,
All rufh impatient to be flaves
In lovely Nyfa's chains.

* The nymphs, in cryftal waters bred,
Shall cull their precious ftore,
Fair fthells, and coral fhining red,
In Nyfa's lap to pour.

THE
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THE DREAM.

Since oft in flumber comes the fair
To footh, with kindnefs, every care
I fuffer for her fake :
Ah! Love, my fiate with juftice view;
Make all my blifsful vifions true,
Or let me never wake!

Upon the margin of alonely ftream,

I fate at early morn’s firft purple beam,

And dream’d (though yet methought ’twas not a
dream) '

I faw thee, Phyllis, at my fide :

I feem’d the notes of birds te hear,
The tinkling found of waters near,
And whifpering leaves that to the wind replied.

Then gazing on thofe lovely eyes,

I foon perceiv'd the wonted tumults rife :

My pulfe beat quick ; but when my Phyllis fhow’d

A pity, ne'er till then beftow’d,

T fear’d, alas! the whole might prove
An idle phantom of deluding love.

What flattering words my fair one fpoke !
And from her lips what rapturous accents broke !
Ah! how thole trembling glances feem'd to

impart

The tendereft withes of the heart,

) DD2 O! didtt
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O'! didft thou know what power thofe eyes can
arm, :
When pity gives their beams a fofter charm ;
Ah! Phillis, never, never more
Should I thy cruelty deplore."
What then within my bofom wrought,
What then I faid, what then I thought,
No tongue can tell—but this I know,
On that dear hand of living fnow
A thoufand kiffes I beftow’d,
While on thy cheek the modeft rofés glow'd.
When fudden from the neighbouring
brake ‘
I heard the rattling branches fhake :
I turn’d, and turning I beheld
My rival, half from view conceal’d ;
Philenus, who with looks of jealous fpite,
And envy in his foul, had mark’d my ftoln de-
light. - :
With mingled anger and furprife,
My ftruggling paffions feem'd to rife,
- Till fleep difpell’d and all the vifion paft,
I found that, even in dreams, my joys could
never laft!

"Tis true, that with the fleeting fhades
My tranfient pleafures fly ;

But never; though the femblance fades,
Shall love, my Phyllis, die.
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If fleep, with momentary power,
Can blifs in dreams excite ;
feel, alas! my forrows more,
With day’s returning light.

405

THE
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THE NAME.

st —

On thee that name belov'd I write,
" Infcrib’d within my breaft ;
Fair laurel, Pheebus’ chief delight,
By Pheebus ever blefs'd !

As ftill thy leaves unchang’d remain,
May Chlosis prove to me:

‘But never let my hopes be vain,
Unfruitful found like thee.

Yes, happy plant ! exalt thy ftately head,
And with frefh verdure all thy branches fpread ;
While, with thy trunk below,
" The name ador’d fhall grow.
The nymphs who dwell in limpid floods,
The nymphs, who haunt the hanging woods ;
And every Sylvan power,
In grot or tufted bower,
With one accord, fhall each returning year,
To honour thee, in ruftic dance appear.
"To thy fuperior claim fhall yield
The leafy tenants of the wood and field :
The knotty oak and pine fhall bend to thee,
The Idum:an palm and towering Alpine tree.

6 ~ Ne
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No wreath, but thine, fhall bind my hair ;
Shelter'd by thee, each live-long day,
I'll fit and tune my amorous lay,
And every fecret of my love declare.
*Tis thou, dear plant! alone fhalt know
The grace my fair-one may beftow :
To thee her anger I'll reveal ;
Whate'er I think, whate'er I feel ;
And allmy varied fcenes of mingled blifsandwoe.

May fpring, in every charm array’d,
- With conftant bloom be thine ;
And ftretch’d beneath thy peaceful fhade,
May never faithlefs {wain be laid,
Or cruel Nymph recline,.

No bird, of unpropitious flight,
: Amidft thy branches reft ;
But Philomel there only light,
To build her tuneful neft.

SPRING
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SPRING.

O ! Heaven! Philenus, fee the mead renew

Its cheerful robe of verdant hue,

While every gladden'd eye perceives

"The trees put forth their tender leaves ;

And Zephyrus, with purple wing,
Flutters amid the boughs, the harbinger of

{pring.

The genial feafon now, that nature warms,

Calls thee, alas ! to camps and hoftile arms;

How wilt thou then, diftrefs'd Irene, give
Thy days to grief, and how without Philenus

live !

~ Ye gentle gales! forbear to blow
In pity of Irene’s woe ;
Nor groves fo foon your verdure fhow
To clothe the naked fpray.
For every flower’s reviving bloom,
For every breeze that wafts perfume,
What fighs my love muft pay !

Ah wretch! who firft from harmlefs fteel de-
fign'd .
A murderous weapon to deftroy mankind,

2 And
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And made of cruelty an art :
_Sure banifh’d from that ruthlefs heart,
Were foft humanity and love :
What more than madnefs could his bofom
move, '
A tender fair-one’s fondnefs to forego,
For the ftern threatenings of a favage foe ?
Be not deceiv’d, Philenus;. if the alarms
Of war and tumult for thy foeul have charms,
Each lover has his wars and Love has too his
arms. '
In love mutft toil, through heatand cold,
Th’ experienc’d, artful and the bold :
In love, furprizals, {nares we meet ;
Defence and fkirmifh and defeat ;
Conquefts and triumph in their turn :
We {mile in peace, in anger burn;
But anger, {wiftly put to flight ;
And peace, that ever gives delight ;
And triumph, undiftinguifh’d here,
Alike to vanquifh’d and to vi€tor dear:
And even the pains of love—but hark ! from far
The trumpet founds a peal of war—
It calls thee hence—Ingrate! Ah! why
So fudden from Irene fly ?
I feek not to difgrace thy name,
Ah! cruel! {fmall the boon I claim ;
O! grant me but a look, and quit me then for
fame. L,
Go,
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Go, beft belov’d! but ftill in thine
Preferve Irene’s days :

Go, but return in fafety mine
With all a victor’s praife.

Where’er thou art, to me forlorn
Some kind remembrance give;
And fay, «“ My abfence doom’d to mourn,
 Does poor Irene live "
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THE RETURN.

——————

‘WHAT means Irene, thus to meet,
And thus return’d Philenus greet ?

Thy own Philenus, who fo long believ'd
His diftant exile mourn’d, is coldly thus receiv’d!
The fame am I, but thee, alas! I find
Far different from the maid I left behind :
I left thee gentle then, but fee thee now unkind!
. What can this mean ? Perchance the tonguc
Of rival guile has done me wrong ;
And thou, too eafy to deceive,
Againft thy lover’s truth could lying tales believe.
But would Irene give to thefe an ear?
Irene, who fo oft has prov’d my faith fincere—
Ah! no—a rival’s words defpife,
And truft alone thy piercing eyes;
They beft can fearch my foul through all difgwfe.
By thefe my caufe be tried ;
My features read, and then decide,

Ah! who fhall e’er this heart explore
Where all its fecrets lie,

But fhe, whofe eyes with fovereign power,
My inmoft thoughts defcry 2

She
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She firft, when love, by fear fupprefs'd,
Scarce own’d the lover’s name, -

Could only pierce Philenus’ breatt,
Where glow'd the fecret flame.

O! ill advis’d ! for while my erring mind
In others feeks the caufe to find
Of all my woes, in her alone
The caufe of all my woes is krnown.
Not rigour now that bofom arms,
But pride, alas! of female charms. -~
When laft we parted, ripening time
Had fcarce matur'd her beauty’s prime :
Her care was then her conquefts to maintain,
And not perhaps the loweft of her train,
To hold Philenus in her chain:
Meantime her form more lovely grew,
(Il chance for me) and round her numerous
lovers drew.
One calls her his delight, and THis proclaims
The fair his life, and TaAT his Goddefs names.
In gentle murmurs one complains ;
One pours his grief in dying ftrains :
Her lips, that like the ruby glow,
Some praife ; and fome her breaft of fnow.
A thoufand cheeks grow pale before her glancing
eye;
Her f{mile can make a thoufand figh :
She feels her fway with fecret joy,

And while new fchemes her thoughts employ
On
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On numbers fiill to increafe her power,
Ah me! fhefcarce remembers poor Philenus more.

Stll, fair Irene, call to mind
The faith to me you vow'd ;
Reftore, O! lov'd of all your kind,
" The love you once beftow’d.

O.! Heaven, canlife a comfort give ?
Can hope henceforth be mine ?
For whom, unhappy, fhall I live,
If I your heart refign ?

FIRST
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FIRST LOVE,

R ——

Aras! 'tis true, the gentle flame

That warms the bofom firft and gives the lover's

name, .
Can ne’er with length of years expire,
Within ftill burns the fmother’d fire :
But fearlefs while we danger court,
And with the fleeping embers {port,
A flender breath the fparks can raife,

Till from its athes burfts the fudden blaze.

Ah'! let me but a moment view
My dear, my lovely foe,

1 feel the former warmth anew
Within my bofom glow. -

For her again I breathe my fighs,
For her my death implore ;

And ever in my fair-one’s eyes
My deftiny adore.

Not only in my Nyfa’s fight I burn
For Nyfa’s charms, but ah! where’er I turn;

New fuel for the flame I find ;
And now I here recall to mind
How firft fhe made my heart her flave ;

And there, how firft to me fhe gave
' . Her



CANTATAS. . 415

Her plighted faith. This place has known
‘To me, O! Heaven! her anger fhown;
And that has, in my happier thought,
Her kindnefs to remembrance brought.
That place prefents a lively fcene of ftrife ;
And this of peace, that fweetens life.
What more ? The nymphs, whom oft to footh my
pains,
I feem’d to woo in amorous ftrains,
Even thefe remind me of the fair :
When Chloris’ fhape, or Sylvia’s air,
Sometimes I praife, admire their grace
Of flowing locks or beauteous face ;
Oft as my lips, in flattery tell
How thefe, how thofe by turns excel,
My heart in whifpers ftill replies :
« But Nyfa, lavely Nyfa bears, from all, the
Pl'ize.”

Let her, who ftill unrivall’'d reigns,
Who taught me firft the pleafing pains,
My lafting homage take. '
Whate'er I feel, no more I mourn,
Since blefs'd is he, by fortune born
To figh for Nyla's fake.

TIMID
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TIMID LOVE.

WaaT would’ft thou, O! my heart > What
power
Has waken'd tumults there, unknown before ?
And now thou firuggleft in my breaft
That fcarce retains its panting gueft,
And now thou feem’fi awhile compos’d to reft.
Ah! heart, that feels fuch change by turns :
It freezes now, and now it burns;
And (firanger fhll) can often find
‘At once th’ effet of fire and froft combin’d !
Is pain or pleafure thine? O! fay,
Does fear deprefs thee, or does courage
fway ? '
Ah ! me, I now recall to mind the day
- When firft incautious I receiv'd the flame,
That from a piercing eye confumes my vital frame,

Ah'! well I know my heart betray'd
By beauty’s powerful wiles,
Laments itfelf a prifoner made
To love’s endearing Ifmiles. ,

Bﬁt ah ! without 2 murmur ftill
Be every pang fupprefs'd ;
Nor dare, though wretched, to reveal

The affetions of thy breaft.
Then

.
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Then muft I ever languifh, keep untold
My fecret pains ?—No, Love befriends the bold.
To her my lips thall now difclofe .
The nymph for whom my paffion glows :
I'll fay thofe eyes at firft infpir'd
My foul with love, and then to rathnefs fird:
The guilt was theirs; yet nature’s law allows
To plead compaffion for our woes.
But thould the thus my fuit requite,
To drive me ever from her fight !
Intru& me, Heaven! I now would fain reveal
My fecret love, and now as fain conceal.

” Should'ft thou, mild Zephyr, flutter nigh
The maid that rais’d my flame,
O! call thy breath a lover’s figh,
But tell not whence it came,

Dear fiream, if €'er thy waters glide
To grace my fair’s abode,

O! fay a lover’s eyes fupplied

The tears to {well thy cryfial tide,
But tell not whence they flow'd. /

VOL. III. EE THE
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THE NEST OF LOVES.

Ask me thy beauties to admire, -
Irene fair, thy fuit obtain :

From me the fighs of love require,
Irenc fair thy fuit is vain.

Thy winning wiles to conquer hearts,
Thy charms from me may wonder claim;
But neither charms nor winning arts
For me can amorous fhackles frame.

Blame me not, courteous nymph, if I decline
Thy profferr’d grace,
To accept a place
In fuch a heart as thine ;
Irene’s heart, a fruitful neft that breeds
Innumerous LovEs, where each to each fucceeds.
One {carcely yet is pois'd upon his wings,
Swift-darting from the fhell another fprings,
While thefe, already born, the nurture give
" To thofe who but begin to live;
And thefe, cre long, their nurfelings find
In thofe who yet remain behind.
And now, with thickening prefs,
The numbers fo increafe,

Archytas



CANTATAS. 419

Archytas* would be pos'd to count the motley
crew ;
Their feathersall of various hue :
One fpreads his violet, one his lily plumes;
One takes a greyith hue; vermillion one affumes;
And fome a dufky brown ; while fome unfold
(Not always comelieft thefe) their wings of gold,
And thefe o'er all the reft dominion hold.
Their different humours they oppofe,
Thoughtful and filent thefe ; frank and loquacious
thofe.
This face an open ‘oy difplays,
And that fufpicious guile betrays.
One threatens loud ; one mildly greets;
One roughly feizes ; one entreats :
A bow, by ftealth, this from his fellow takes ;
A torch, or fcarf, his prize another makes.
They now embrace, and now prepare,
For each in turn, fome hidden fnare.
They fear, they hate, but ftill their poft main-
tain :
And canft thou think with fuch a train
To fee me dwell :—Such thought is vain.
Deem not fo ill my reft I prize,
With thefe to mingle, ftunn’d with wrangling
cries,
And pinions fluttering round before my dazzled
eyes !

* An ancient mathematician.
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Believe me, both a wifer choice may make:
Do thou a better inmate take ;
A home more calm let me fecure :
While either keeps the point in view, .
Which either withes to purfue,
Thy neft do thou preferve, and I'll my peace
enfure.

In life, Irene, muft I meet
A harder lot than thine;

Thou fooner fhalt thy hopes complete,
Than I fucceed in mine.

‘Thou feekft from fimple hearts to gain

A crowd of {flaves to wear thy chain :
One conftant I would woo.

Defpair not thou the firft to find,

For numerous are the fimple kind—
But where’s the maiden true ?

END OF THE THIRD VOLUME.
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