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AN ACCOUNT

OF THE

LIFE and WRITINGS

OF
Mr. THOMAS OTWAY.

?F}K}K HOMAS OTWAY,an eminent Tra-
T 2§ gic Write- in the Seventeenth Century,
aL?K was Son of the Rev, Mr. Humphry
Otway, Re&or of Wolbeding in Suffex,

and was born at Tiottin in that County, on the
3d of March 1651-2. He was educated at Win-
chefler-School, and became a Commoner at Chiift-
Church in Oxford, 1n the beginning of the Year
1669. He left that Univerfity without a Degree;
A3 and
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and is faid to have removed thence to St, John’s-
College 1n Cambridge, which feems very probable
from a Copy of Verfes of Mr, Richard Duke to
h m, between whom therewas always a ft1i& Friend -
fhip, He then went to London, where he not
only applied himfelf to Poctiy, but fometimes acted
upon the Stage, 1n order to {upport himfelf; and
afierwards by the Intereft of Charles Fitz-Chatles,
Earl of Plymouth, one of the natural Sons of King
Charles 1. was made a Cornet of Hotfe, in wh ch
Poft he attended the Enghth Tioops, 1n 1677, into
Flandeis. But he foon after rcturned thence in
very neceffitous Cucumfitances, and applied him{elf
agam to the Bulinels of wniting for the Stage.

He died at the Sign of the Bull on Tower-hill,
April 14th, 1685, and was interred 1n a Vault under
the Church of 5t. Clement Danes.

Mr. Langhaine is of Opinion, that his Genius in
Comedy lay a lutle too much to Libertinifm ; but
that in T'ragedy he male it his bufinefs for the moft
part to oblerve the Decotum of the Stage, and that

.he was a Man of excellent Parts, and daily 1m-
proved in Wriung ;3 though he fometimes fell into
Plegianifin, as well as cthers of his Contempo-
raries, and borrow’d very ficely from Shakefpear.
Mr. Addifon’s Charaller of him is greatly to his
Advantage, he hasfoilow’dNatuie fays that incom-
parable Cuine, m the Language of hws T'ragedy, and
therefore fhines 1n the puffioaate Parts more than
any of our Englih Poets, As theie 15 fumething

) fam:liar




of Mr.Tuomas Orway. vi

familiar and domeftic in the Fable of his Tragedy,
more than in thofe of any other Poet, he has little
Pamp, but great Force in his Expreffions. For
which Reafon, though he has admiiably fucceeded
in the tender and meliing Part of his Tragedies, he
fometimes falls into too great a Familiarity of Phrafe
in thofe Parts, which, by Ariftotle’s Rule, ought to
have been raifed and fupported by the Dignity
of Expreflion. It has been oblerved by others, that
this Poet has founded his Tragedy of Venice Pre«
ferved, on fo wrong aPlot, that the greateft Charae-
tets 1n it are thofe of Rebels and Traitors. Flad the
Hero of his Play difcovered the fame good Qualitizs
in the Defence of his Country, that he thewed for 1ts
Ruin and Subve:fion, the Audicncecould notenough
pity and adimre him. But as he is now repre-
fented, we can only fay of him, what the Roman
Hiftonian fays of Catiline, that his Fall would have
been glorious, had he {o fallen 1n the Service of his
Country.

M. Charles Gildon ftiles our Author ¢ a Poc.l:
< of the fir Magnitude ;” and tells us, that he was
a perfect Mafter of the tragic Pallions, and diaws
them every where with a juft and natural Simpli-
city , and therefore never fals to1aife ftrong Emo-
tions in the Soul : whereas Mr. Diyden, who aflefts
a quite differeut Stile, and feldlom o1 never touches
the Paflicns, for moft part of his time expiefled a
very medn, 1f not contemptible, Opinion of our
Poet, though at laft, efpecially in his Preface Dto

u
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Du Frefnoy, ke declared in his Favour; and yet
even there could not'But throw in fome Exceptions
againft his Di&ion. ¢ To-exprefs,” fays Mr. Dry-
den in that Paflage, ¢ the Paflions, which are feated
¢ jn the Hearty by outward Signs, is one great Pre~
¢¢ gept of the Painters, and very difficulr to per-
“¢ form. In Poetry, the very fame Paffions and
¢ Motions of the Mind are to be exprefled ; and
¢ in this confifts the principal Difficulty, as well as
¢ the Excellency of that Art. This (fays Du Fref-
“ noy) is the Gift of Jupiter; and, to fpeak in the
¢ {ame heathen Language, we call it the Gift of our
¢ Apollo, not to be obtained by Pains or Study,
¢ if we are not born to it, For the Motions,
= which are ftudied, are never fo natural as thofe
st which break out in the height of a real Paffion.
* Mr, Otway poflefled this Part as thoroughly as
4¢ any of the Ancients and Moderns. I will notde-
¢¢ fend every thing in his Venice Preferv’d; but I
¢ muft bear this Teftimony to his Memory, that
¢v the Paflions are truly touched in it, though per-
¢ haps there is fomewhat to be defired both in the
¢t Grounds of them, and in the Height and Ele~
¢¢ gance of Expreffion. But Natureis there, which
¢ is the greateft Beaury.”

He was undoubtedly Mafter of the moft affecting
Manner in exprefing the Paflions, and touched
them with great Skill and Delicacy. Ido notknow
of {uch another Inftance of this Foice as in the
Play of the Orphan. This T'ragedy 1s compofed of -

Perfons,
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Perfons, whofe Fortuncs do not exceed the Qua-
lity of fuch as we oidinarily call People of Condi-
tion: and without the Advantage of having the
Scene heightencd by the Importance of the Charac-
ters, his imimitable Skill in reprefenting the Motions
of the Heait, and its Affetions, is fuch, that the
Circumftances are great from the Art of the Poet,
rather than from the Fortunes of the Perfons repre-
fented. The whole Drama is admirably wrought,
and the Mixture of the Paffions (raifed from
Affinity, Gratitude, Love and Mifunderftanding
between Brethren, Ill-ufage from Perfons oblig’d
fluwly return’d by the Benefallors, the whale
grounded upon very probable Miftakes) keeps the
Mind in a continual Anxiety and Contrition, The
Sentiments of the unhappy innocent Monimia are

delicate and natural ; fhe is miferable without Guilt,
but incapable of uvmg with a Confcioulnefs of

having commutted an 1ll A&, tho’ her Inclination
had no Partinit. It wasonly in Otway’s Power, to
give thefe Diftrefles in Domeftic Life, Weight
enough to move the geneial Senfe of an Audience,
And Mrs, Barry, the celebrated Aétrefs, ufed to fay,
that in her Part of Mcnimia fhe never fpoke thele
three Words, ¢ Ah! poor Caflalia I’ without
Tears. Upon which occafion Mr. Gildon obferves,
that all that pathetic Force had been loft, if any
moie Words had been added ; and the Poet would
have ftriven invain to heighten them by the Addition
of Figures of Speech, fince the Beauty of thole three

plain
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plain fimple Words is fo greatby the Force of Nature,
thacthey muft-have been weakened and obfcured by
the mioft fhining Flowers of Rhetoric,

' The Faculty of mingling good and bad Characs
ters, and involving their Fortunes, feems to be the
diftinguifhimg Excellence of this Writer. He very
well knew, that nothing but diftreffed Virtue can
firengly touch us with Pity. ‘Therefore in Venice
Preferv’d, to make us have any manner of regard to
the Confpirators, he makes Piesre talk of redrefing
‘Wrongs, and mention all the Commen-place of
Malecontents,

"T'o fee the Sufferings of my Fellow-Creatures,
And own myfelf a Man : To fee our Senators
Cheat the deluded People with a Shew

—— —QfEibortyyrwhich yat they neler mullk tafle of s

*They fay by them our Hands are free from Fetters,
'Yet whom they pleafe they lay in bafeft Bonds ;
Bring whom they pleafe to Infamy and Sorrow
Drive us like Wrecksdown therough Tideof Power,
Whilft no Hold’s left to fave us from.Deftru@ion.
Al that bear this are Villains, and I one,

Not to roufe up at the great Call of Nature,

And check the Growth of thefe Domeftic Spailers,
"Fhat make us Slaves, and tell us its our Cliarter,

Jaffeir’s Wants and Diftrefles make him prone
enough to any defperate Refolution, yet fays he ;

But
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But when I think what Belvidera feels,

The Bitternefs her tender Spirit taftes of,
I.own myfelf a Coward : Bear my Weaknefs,
If throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck,
I play the Boy, and blubber.in thy Bofom.

JafFeir's Expoftulation afterwards is the Picture
of all who are partial to theirown Merit, and gene-
rally think a Relith of the Advantages of Life s
Pretence enough to enjoy them.

Tell me why, good Heav'n,

Thou mad'ft me what I am, with all the Spirit,
Afpiring Thoughts, and elegant Defires

That fill the happieft Man? Ah ! rather why
Didft thou not form me fordid as my Fate,
Bafe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens?

How dreadful is Jaffeir’s Soliloquy, after he is
engag’d in the Confpiracy.

I’mhere ; and thus the Shades of Nightaround me,
I look as if all Hell were in my Heart,
And I inHell. Nay, furely ’tis fo with me j~
For every Step I tread, methinks fome Fiend
Knocks at my Breaft, and bids it not be quiet.
I’ve heard how defperate Wretches, like myfelf,
Have wander’d out at this dead time of Night
To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk ;
Sure 'm fo curft, that, tho’ of Heav'n forfaken,
No Minifter of Darknefs cares to tempt me,
Hell! Hell | why fleepeft thou ?

7 In
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In this Play, he catches our Hearts by intro-
ducing, if I may fo call it, the Epifode of Belvidera,
Private and public Calamities alternately claim our
Concerp; and fometimes we are againt the whole
State for the fake of one diftreffed Woman, again
we come to ourfelves, and recover our Senfes in
behalf of a whole People in danger. ‘There is not
a virtuous Charaer in the Play but that of Belvidera ;
and yet fo wonderful is the Force of the Author’s
Eloquence and Skillin mingling Vices and Virtues,
and private with public Concerns, that the Ruffian
on the Wheel is as much the Object of Pity, as if
he had been brought to that unhappy Fate for
fome brave A&ion. I know not but thefe loofe
Hints may improve the Tafte of the Readers of this
Author, which is the fincere With of the Publifher ;
for he is fenfible nothing can prevent the Sale of
Mr. Otway’s Works, but Ignorance of his Excel«
lencies. ‘
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‘To the Right Honourable
CHARLES,

EARL of MIDDLESEX

My LORD,

FHEM AM fufficiently fenfible of my
g I {x-own Arrogance, that being al-
Y383 o moft a Stianger to every thing
of you but your Fame, I durft obtrude o’
abjed, a Trifle as this, under the Patro-
nage of fo emment a Perfon; but that gene-
rous Candour, wherewith you oblige all the

B2 World,




DEDICATION.
World, gave me courage to hope you might
at leaft pardon this firt Offtnce in me.
And though, perhaps, the beft Prefents
of this Nature may not be more than or-
dinary grateful; yet I have here my Withes,
if the Sincerity of my Zeal may atone
for the Meannefs of the Offering: That is
the farthef Profpe& I take, which, whilft
I bave in view, 1 dare not (though perhaps
as_joftly as fome others have done I might) -
complain of the Cenfuies of the World ;
for fince 1 have heard that your Lord-
fhip proved indulgent, I were unworthy of
the Favours you beftowed, thould I be con-
cerned at the Malice or Petulancy of thofe,
who (alas!) will needs think 1t modith to
be critical, but in the mean wlule forget it
is as gentle to be civil. No, my Lord, it
is under your Umbrage only I would court
Prote@ion, to whom Heaven has given a
Soul, whofe Endowtments are as much above
Flattery, as itfelf abhors it; apd which arg
as impoflible to be defcribed, as I am unable
to comprehend them. But as pooreft Pil-
giims, when they vilit Shrines, will make
fome
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foime Prefents where they kneel: fo I havg
heére brought mine, by your own Good-
nefs only made worthy to be preferved ;
in -whole Defence I can fay nothing more,
than that with 1t all my beft Endeavours
are, and ever fhall be 1eady to teftify how
much I am,

My LOR D,
the meft carmeft of your

Servants and Admiyersy

Tro OTwavw

. L -
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Spoken by Mr. Harris,

:: Ewer did Rbymer greater Haxard 1an

! *Mong f} us by your Sewersty undone :
The® awe, alas! o oblige you bave done maff,
And boughe y¢ Pleafures at your oavn fad Coff 3
Yet all our beft Endeawours bave been loft, s
80 of? a Statefiman laB'ring to be good,

Hes Honefly's for Treafon under food :

WhiR fome fulfe flatrring Minzon of the Courty

Sball play the Traztor, and be bowom’d for't.

To you hnowa Judges of avhat’s Senfe and Wity T4
Our Author fuvears be gladly wanll fubmir : .%
But therd's a fort of Thengs infeft the Pit, .
That awall be avirty, [prie of Natare too,

Aund 20 Is thought fo, hannt and pufler .ygu.'

Hiber fonittames thefe Waonld-be-tits vepair "

! In gueft of you 3 avbere if you not appear, &
Cries out Pugh ! Danm me, what do we do here @ N,
Strazt up be farts, bis Garmture then puts

In order, fo be cocks, and out he fliuts

To 1l Coffec-boufe, wb:re be about bim looks ;

Spaes Friind, cries Jack—1I"we brex to Night at th® Duke’s s
Thep, filly Rogues, are all undone, my Dean,
I gad ! wot one of Senfe that Ifaw thae.

B e ——nra &t v o e oy
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PROLOGUE

Ghus to himfelf he'd Reputatson gather

OF Wit, and good Acquaintance, but has verthers
Wit bas indeed a Stranger been of late,

"Mongfl 1ts Psotenders nought Jo frange as that.
Both Houfes too too long a Faft bave knowan,
That coa feft Nonfenfe goes moft ghbly down.
Thus the this Trifler never avrote bgfare,

Yet faith be vontur'd op the common Score :
Since Nonfonfe 15 Jo generally allow’d,

He hopes that bis may pafi amongft the Groud.

B Dramat's




Dramatis Perfonze.

M E N.
Agis, Mr. Medburnm, f 3
Alecsbiades, General of Athens, but fled ;
thencein Difcontent,and made Gene- p Mr. Betzerton. ; -
ral of Sparta, betiothed to Tmandr a, £
D3ffaphernes, the old General of Sparta, My, Sanford, 4
Patrocls, his Son, Friend to Alctbiades, Mr. Crofly. \ e
T beramnes, the now Arheniar General ; )
1n love with Timandra, ,} Mz, Harris, %
Polyzdns, a young Noble of Arbews . l :
jus Frien d ’} Mz, Gillow. v
WOMEN. ¥
Deadamia, Queen of Sparta, in love} {
with etbiades, ! Mrs. Mary Loss q
Timandre, anoble dibenian Lady, be-
trothed to Alerbiades, ’ } Mra. Bettersons 3
Drg;teliaé, Sitter to Alcibiades, and her} Mzs, Barty,
Ardella, Lady of Honour to the Queen }Mrs Gillow
of Sparta, : ' ‘IT
0
Priefts and Priefteffes of Hymen, Spirits, Guards, Meffens g 0

gers, Villains, Ladies, &', te
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ACT I SCENE L
SCENE, 4 Palace.

Enfer Tivmanora and Draxivne s
Shouts withaut, Theramues ! Theramnes ! Theranmey ¥

Enter a SERVANT.

TIMANDRAI.
WM'#\HAT mean thefe Shouts ? <eme——s

£ Wﬁ SERVANT.

& Oh all your Hopes ave cioft,
Y& 9596 The Gallant Akibiades 15 lofkt.

FIMANDRA,

SERVANT.
———When Inft Night the Youth of Atbess late
Rofe up the Oigza to celebiate,
‘The Bacbanals, all' hot and diunk with Wine,
He led to the Alonghty Thund'rer’s Shrine,
And there his Image feated on a Throne
They violently took, and tambled down :
This Qpportunity 74er amues got
To fupplint him, and his own Ends promote :
’ By - Far

Hah |
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For by the Senate he was doom’d to bleed,
And that his Rival fhou’d 1n all fucceed.
But he, the threatning Danger to evade,
Is to the Spartas Camp for ﬁefuge fled :
And now, by Order from the Senate, all
‘With Shouts proclaim 7%z amnes General,
TIMANDRA.

But is he fled } Has he {o meanly done,
'To leave me to be wretched here alone ?
Ta this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth!
©h too unkmi falfe, and unconftant Youth | [Ex. Serw.

DRAXILL A

Madam, believe not but my Brother’s juft,
You wrong his Honour by this mean Diftruft
"Think you that Diftance can s Lave rebate ¢

TIMANDRA.

Thy young Experience neves felt the Weight
Of Lovers Fears 5 if juft, he’ll eafily
Excule that Love, that breeds chis Jealonfy,

DRAXILLA,
But, Madam, for thefe Doubts no Grounds you have,
TIMANDRLA
Alas! goalk of Mad-men why they rave.
W hat more could Fate do to augment my Woe ¢
I love, am mad, and know not what I do.

1, who before had nothing in my Eyes
But Love and Glory growing to Delight 3

Like Chymifls waiting for their La%murs Prize,
My Hopes are dafh’d and ruin’d in their Height,

DRAXILLA.

Alas, we but with weak Intelligence

Read Heaven's Decrees; th'are writ 1n Myftic Senfe,
Por were they open laid to mortal Eyes,
Men would be Gods, or they no Deities,

Perhapy
&

ez 3
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Perhaps the wifer Pow’rs thought fit this way
To give your growing Happinefs Allay ;

Left fhould it 1n its high Perfefhion come,
Your Soul for the Reception might want room.

TIMANDR A

Thy Reafons, kind D:axille, weakly move:
‘What Woman e’er complain’d of too much Love 2
No, had I naked to the World been left,
Of Honour and its gaudy Plumes bereft,
Yet all thefeI with Gladnefs conld refign, y
So Alcabsades had fill been mine :
But he remov'd, what can they give alone ?
What is the Cafket when the fewel’s gone ?

DRAXILL A.

Madam, if he be gone, ’tis to obtain
A nobler Luftre, and retarn again:
Think you lus great Soul could with Patience feg
His 1ifled Honours heap’d on’s Enemy ;
And not his Rage have grown to that Excefs,
As muft have ruin'd all your Happinefs ?
But he withdrew, and like a zealous Heimit did forpo
Thofe little T'oys, to gain a Heav'n in you.

TIMANDRA

"That Zeal muft needs be very weak and faint,
That lets the Votary forfake his Saint;
No, he 15 happy 1n fome other Flame,
And from his Y1eaft has blotted out my Name 3
So that theic nothing more remains for me
But a kind Death, or a long Mifery
But Death alone’s th® enhappy Lover's Eafe,
That feals up to us an eteinal Peace ;
By that our Souls to endlefs Pleafures move,
And we cnjoy an everlafting Love. ,
Yet e'er I die, as die I feel | muft,
To Aletbiades | would be juft ;

B6 Fain
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Fain wou’d T let him know how I refign

All1n him, that his paft Vows had made mine ?
‘Then to its Seat 1n Peace my Soul fhould fly,
And calmly at my Lover’s Feet I’d die.
Draxilia, for thy Friend, what couldft thog do ?

DRAXILL A

Madam, I could do any thing for you ;
I know vot what you’d afk me 1°d deny,
Except that cruel thing, to fee you die.

TIMANDRA.

Some fafe Difguifes for us then provide,
¥rom watchful Eyes our fudden Flight to hide 5
Hence to the Spartar Camp 11 forthwith move,,
Boine on the Winga of Jealoufy and Love:

For I'm refolv’d to know the worit of Fate ;
"won'd be bleft; can be unfortunate ;
since "tis the only thing of Heav®n I crave,,
{'0 meet a faithful Lover, or a Grave.

ToeraAMNES at the Door,
THERAMNES.

S tay, kind Polyndus, here,.

W hilit T go pay my juitDevotign there: [ Srepping 2o Tim,

tce, faireft Queen of Love and. Beauty, hei=

Your faithfulleft and humbleft Worthipper,

Who comes to offer up a Sacrifice

To thofe eternal Glories of your Fyes;

Jt is a Ueart as fpotlefs and fincere,

As the chafic Vows of holy Veftals are

Accept, divine one, and pronounce my Doont

TIMANDR A
Asc you, my Iord, to mock my Sorrows come

THERAMNES.

No, (gmded by my Love) | huml}ly came
T my Duty, and prefent my Flame.
v pay My Dl A6 prESRt Y T I8 4 -
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TIMANDR 4,
What Flame or Duty can you owe to me
THERAMNES.
Next what the Holy to the Deity,
When they for Bleflings at the Alcais move §
*Tis Adoration, Madam, join’d with Love.
TIMANDR 4.
Love! I thought that had been e’e: this o’er-blown ;
T'm fure it had {mall Hopes to live upon.
THERAMNES.
"That Love, which only tedious Hopes fuftain,
Ts a dull, eafy, and ignoble Pain *
Mine’s an enliv’ning and tranfporting Fire,
‘Whofe Flames increafe, and &till aie prescing higher,
TIMANDR A,
Yes, as from Piles fome wilder Flames effay
T'o mount, but baffled part 1n Fumes away ;
So all that Love, you now {o firongly boatt,
Severd fiom Hope, in a weak Vapow’s loft,
But you tao urgent in your Soit appear.
THERAMNES,
Oh what's too urgent for a Joy {o deax!
TIMANDR 4.
Since then you Conftancy fo firmly vow,
Worthy Theramues, here [ do fo too. [ Gives Jer basd,
THERAMNES,
"Thus when the Storms of Love aie over-paft,
We gain the watht-for Port of Blfs at laft,
I neer conld doubt—- [Kifes ber hand,
TIMANDR A
——Then know I ne’er can ceale
From my vow’d Love to dlctbrades,
SHERAMNES,
P'm loft, and all thofe Joys I fuiw fo near,
Vanuh, and leave me wandiang i Defpau :
Thus,
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Thus, Madam, barh’rous Crueity y’ave hown,
Raifing me up only to throw me down,

TIMANDRA.

Not to deceive you, I (Ther amnes) know
How much I am oblig’d F'your Love and you.
Since you fuch amgle Kindnefs did exprefs,
In favour of my Alcibiades ;

How poorly did you envy the Efteem

I for his matchlefs Virtues had, and him!
‘When finding him abandon’d by the State,
You to advance your Int’reft, did create
New Feuds,
As if my Love were balane’d by his Fate:

No, he had nobler Charms my Breaft to mave,
Unblemifh'd Honauy, and a fpotlefs Love ;
Whach tho’ perhaps now know another Flame,
Yet I have Love ang Paffion for their Name.

THERAMNES,
Am I then of all Hopes of Blifs debarr’d ?
Oh too foft Charms {way’d by a Heart too hard !
TIMANDRA.
Y’are fomething difcompos’d, Sir, I perceive,
And ’tis but Modetfty to take my Leave.
THERAMNES.
Oh ftay, and pity a poor Lover’s Fate !
TFIMANDRA.
If Pity, Sir, is all you afk, take that.
THERAMNES,
Heavens, can fhe at thofe Chains fhe gave me fcoff'!
TIMANDRA.

You at your Pleafme, Sir, may fhake ’em off
[Excust 'Tim. and Drax.

Enier
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Eunter PoLYnDUS.
POLYNDUS.
How fares my nobleft Friend ?
THERAMNES.
A3 thofe who are
Tott’ring upon the Brinks of dire Defpair ;
Help and retrieve me with th* affifung Hand,
Love thrufts me forward, and I cannot ftand.
POLYNDUS
Then, Sir, turn back, and Face your driving Foe.

THERAMNES.
Alas! what can a fetter’d Captive do 2
The more I finve, the fafter [ am bound,
As ign’rant Swimmers are with firaggling drown’d,
3, POLYNDUS.
Timandra farely can’t in Honoor lefs,
Than crown your Love with frofperous Succefs 3
When fhe believes (ag certainly the muft)
That Alcibiades 18 prov’d unjuit.
THERAMNES.
Alas, the loves him with much greater Flame,
And pays Devotjon to his very Name ;
Diftance adds to their Loves a Violence,
And their Souls hold from far Intelligence.
'Thus my miftaking Policy out-runs
My Fate; and I’m by my awn Plots undone,
- ,POLYNDUS.
Why do you let your Soul be fo oppreft &
?Tis Patience beft befits a gallant Breaft.
THERAMNES,
Patience ! What's that ? the Mittrefs of tame Fools 3
That can in nothing elfe employ their Souls:
Noj; fince, Timandra, thou canit difapprove
My jult Flame, for an abfent Rival’s Love, -
i T
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P11 find that Rival ont, and fhatch his Breath,.
Tho' ev’ry Step I tread encounter Death.

POLYNDUS.

Now, 8ir, y’are brave
Already yon've difarm’d Témandra’s Charms,
Methinks I fee you rev’ling 1 her Arms !

Let’s then o’th’ Wings of Love and Honour fly

"To th’ Field, and meet th? infulting Enemy ;

‘Where thro’ the Paths of Death and Blood we’ll ger

To meet your Rival, and his Country’s Foe:

There the Remembrance of Timandra’s Charms,
hall add fieth Courage to your conqu’ring Arms,.

But if Fate the Succels fo order fhall,

That by your Rival’s Sword you chance to fall:

1 then (as Honour juftly will ecommand):

Infpir'd by Friend(hip and Temand; a's Name,,
Wil bravely ftem him, and with this bold Hand

Revenge or fall a Vi&tim to your Flame.

THERAMNES,

Oh noble generous Youth | whofe tender Years
Such gallant Courage and fuchHonour wear !
Howxtan my Aims but in my Withes end, {Eméraces bim,
That have {o worthy and fo brave a Friend ?
Come, my Pelyndus———
POLYNDUS.

On my Friend I'll wait,
Thio’ all tie Labyrinths of Love and Fate.  [Ewxeunt

SCENE U, The Tent of a Pavillion Royal ; the-
Kine and QusBn of Sparta, Arciniapgs, Tissa~
PHERNES, PaTrOCLUs, Grards, Ladies, &c.

KING. ,
Now muft prond Arbeas lay her Triamphs down,-

And pay her Glory’s ['mbute to my Ciown :
! Ne
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No more fhall ftupid Greees her Fetters wear,
Nor make difadvantageous Peace for fear
But the herfelf mult in Subjection come,
And humbly at my Feet expeét her Deom,

TISSAPHERNES,

Yes, Sir; 2ll Glories muft, when yours bieak forth,
Go out, and lofe their Beanty, and their Worth ;
And hike falfe Angels vanifh and be gone,
Dreading thofe Shapes they dutft befoie put on.

PATROCLUS.

Athens, the World’s great Maftrels, will not be
Courted with low and vulgar Gallantry ;
Her Glory 2ims at higher Chara&ers,
"Than heavy Gown-men clad in formal Furs :
‘Who wins her, Deeds *bove common Fate mult do 3
-And {o fhe’s only Miftrefs fit for you, }

KING.

Yes! And I only will enjoy her too.
Butnoble generous Youth, thonhaft alone [72 Alcibiadesa
"Things worthy the Athensan Honour done:
Thou like a tow’ring tagle foar’d’it above
That lower Orb in which they faintly move ;
A Flight too high for their dull Souls too ufes
‘Which prompted ’em that Honour to abufe;
Thinking their Bafenefs they might palliate,
With the dark Cloud of Policy and State.
But let them that black Myftery puifue,
By Worth and Honour Emgires greateft grow §
‘Which when abus’d, then Glory does {upprefs,
As revers’d Profpets make the Objects lefs.

ALCIBIADES.

Yours, Sir, like EHeaven’s great Soul, is general 3
Difpenfing its kind Influence on all.

"This makes Succefs and Viétory repair,

‘T'o move with you as'in their proper Sphere ; A

-
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As fragrant Dews leave the corruptér Earthl‘
Exhal'd by the Sun, from whom they heave theix Birthe

KING

The Truth of that we by your Laurels know,
Congqueft your Arms, Triumph fill waits your Brow 3
By your Succefs th’ Ardenian Greatnefs rafe,
Your Caurage featter’d their infulting Foes §
And from that Height to which by you they’re growny
*T1s your Succefs alone muift throw them down.
Thus have we made you Gen’ral of our Force ; )
And all thofe Honours you were robb’d of theres w
We'll make our Study fo redouble here.

TISSAPHERNES.

And T (if that my Malice tell me true)
As diligently fhall his Plagnes purfue. [ Afictes

ALCIBIADES

Of all my Courage or my Sword fhall do,
I the Succefs mufl to your Viitue owe,
‘The Honour and the Joftice of your Caufe
So glorions are, Fate mult from them take Laws §
So you o’er Athens this advantage have,
You Fortune rule, to whom fhe’s but a Slave.
KING :
Enjoy, my Tifapheraes, now thy Eafe,
And i)lznt % eﬂ;ﬂl-.f;.urels in the Shades of Peaces
‘The (Flories thou haft won fo num’rous are,
They Yeem as many as thy Age can bear,
But if* thy Spacious Soul thou canft confine
Within this nawow Manfion of mine,
Pe this the utmoft of thy Wifhes bound,
Poflefs his grateful Heart, whoft FHead th’ft trown'ds

TISSAPHERNES.

Heav'n knows my Age does feel no fharper Sting,
#Shan to want Power to ferve fo good a King.

T O

But
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ALCIBIADES 19
But fince Time tells me that my Glafs is run,
Setting me backward where I firft began 5
Since no way elfe they can their Duty Thow, z
Tl only employ my Hands to Heaven for you :
And what my Sword can’t, may Devotion do. )

KING.

How truly he a gloiious Monarch is,
That’s crown’d with Bleflings fo fublime as thefe!
How can [ but in all things happy be,
Propt by fuch Courage and fuch tiety ?
‘To me, with Gods, Simulitade is giv’n ;
*Tis Power and Virtue that fupports their Heaven,
Our Royal Standard to the Caty bear,
T’alarm it to Obedience, or to War.
"To-morrow muft decide th’ Asbenian Fate, ) Exeunt all
This Day to Joy and Eafe we’ll confecrate. §  &ut Tils

TISSAPHERNES.

Ungrateful King !, thy fhallow Aims purfue 3
But, my brtk upftart Favourite, have at you.
Was it for this my a&tive Youth I fpent
In War? and knew no Dwelling but a Tent !
Have I fo1 this thro® invious Mountains pait ?
Demolilh’d Cities, and laid Kingdoms wafte &
Still in his Caufe unweary’d Comage fhown #
And almoft hud his Head in Crowns I won ?
Upon my Biealt receiv’d fo many Scars,

They feem a War defcrib’d in Charadters ¢

And muft the Haiveft of my Toil and Bloed,

Ugon a fawning Rebel be beftow'd 2

Who having falfe to his own Countiy been,

Comes here to play his Treafons o’er again #

Mutft he at laft tumble my Trophies down,

And revel in the Glories I have won ?

Whiltt from my Honouts they me difengage,

With 2 dull Complunent to feeble Age.

. What
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What ails this hardy Hand, that yet it fiou’d
Tremble at Death, or ftart at recking Blood ?
Methinks thisDagger I as firmly hold, [Draws a Dagger.
And with a Strength as 1efolute and bold,

As he who kindly would its Point impart,

A Prefent to an envy’d Favourite’s Heart 3

And I, fond Youth, will try to work thy I'all,

'Tho’ with my own I crown thy Funerals

Envy and Malice from your Manfions flee,

Refign your Horror and your Snakes to me:

For I’ll a& Muichiefs yet to you unknown ; )
Nay, you fball all be Saints when I come down, [Exit,
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ACTIl. SCENE L
SCENE, A Grove adjoining to the Spartan Camp,

Entey TamManDRA and DrAxiLLA,

TIMANDRA.

HAT uncouth Roads affli&ted Lovers pafs!

How ftrange, piepoft’rous Steps their Sorrows
Oh, Alcibiades, 1f thou art juft, [trace!
Fargive th’ Excefs of T.ove that bred Diftrufl,
Duiven by that, difguis’d I hither came,
Yet here and ev’ty where my Giief’s the fame.
But kind Dy axedla’s Friendfhip can difpel
The thickeft Clonds that on fad Bofoms dwell:
That does alleviate my Griefs, and give
My weary’d Soul a foft and kind Reprieve 3
Which ever to foiget wonld be 2s hard,
And as mpoflible, as to reward.

DRAXILL A

"The ferving you, my Happinef fecures,
PI’m only fomething by my being yonrs ;
Since equally with yours, my Hopes weie croft,
‘When 1n your Lover 1 a Brothe: lofl;
Then like an Orphan, deftitute and bate
OFf all, but Mifery and {ad Defpasr,
‘Your Kindnefs gave my yielding Spirits Reft,
And rais’d me to a2 Dwelling 1n your Breaft :
Then ought [ net, in all, my Soul refign,
*T'o eafe he1 Griefs that kindly pity’d mine ?

| TIMAN-
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TIMANDRA.

In that Y did what Honour urg’d me to,
DRAXILL A,

And Honour tells me Gratitude is due,
TIMANDR A4, )

But how grows Gratitude to that degree,
To be aflicted thus and weep for me ?

DRAXILL 4,

Alas! that is the leaft that I conld dos
To our worft Enemies onr Tears we owe.
Friendfhip to fuch a noble Height fhould rife,
As thelr Bevotion does in Sacrifice,

‘Who think they fhew a Zeal remifs and fmall,

Except themfelves as nobler Victims fall.

'With as great Courage coeld I for you die,

And my triumphant Soul to Heaven fhonld fly 3

Thete I again my Friendthip would renew,

And lay up chicfeft Joys in ftore for you.
TIMANDRA.

Whatvaft and boundlefs Flights doesFriendfhip takel
Beyond what Search can fee, or Fancy track?
*Tis the Improvement of the Part Divine,
‘When Souls in their feraphic Tranfports join ;
In Souls united, fo we Friendfhip fee,
As many Glores make a Deity.

Euter ALCIRIADES fi om the back part of the Scents,
DRAXILLA

Madam, yonder he comnes who muft rettieve
Your drooping Hopes, and your faint Joys revive.
TIMANDRA.
My Alcsbeades I how I begin
To think my mifplac’d Jealoufy did fin!
Go meet him, {eem all troubled and in T:ezu-s,
And with the Tale | taught thee wound his Bars : Moy
[}
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Mean while I will withdraw myfelf this way,
Nor would my fivelling Paflions let me ftay.
. [Gezes 2o 1he Dosy,

ALCIBIADES.

What airy Vifions o'er my Eyes there move,
Like the good Genius of an abfent Love!
W here-e’er [ turn me, I methinks efpy
Tunandra’s Image foftly ghding by.

Such fond Ambition Love his Slaves does teach,
‘T'o make ’em fancy what they cannol reach,
For Oh, Divine One !

How fickly Joys, Hanour and Greatnels giant,
When thee the Glory of my Soul I want!

DRAXNIL L A,
My Lord!

ALCIBIADES,
————-QGuard me, ye Pow’rs! Draxiifa here,
And weeping too! Oh my prophetic Fear!
What is°t your coming here would feem to tell?
Relate, oh, quickly, 1s my Princefs well 2
DRAXTILLA.

Oh Sir! In that unhappy faral Night,
‘When to the §partan Camp you took your Flight,

When by the cruel Senate you were diove,

Both to forfake yonr Conntiy and your Love;
Temandra, and myfelf, as we were fat

In her Apartment, grieving for your Fate;

No foonei, with fad Jealaufies oppieft,

Her wearted Soul 1n Sleep fought after Ref,
But Grief new Scenes of Mifery broaght n,
And play’d in Dreams 1ts Horrars o'er again ¢
Sometimes her tender Arms the'd forwaid firetch,
T'hen fiercely at the empty Air would catch:
Weary’d with Grief, fhe then would nulder be,
And m a hollow tsgh fvnd out, Ah me!

vl
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At laft fhe rofe, and *hout the Chambey walkt 3
Scmetimes fhe ftarted, then ftood fill and talkts )
Anon repeat fome fhort and pithy Pray’r ;
Again grow wild, and tear her precions Hair:
‘Till having fo wrought Sorrow to that Height,
"T'hat her Soul grew too tender for the Weight 3
Ere [ my Courage could colleét, to go

And give a Hindrance to the fatal Blow,
She with her Dagger ftabb’d herfelf, and faid,
Thus dy’d Temandra, that unhappy Maid,

ALCIBIADES, "

Ye Gods! Is’t thus your Juftice you difpenfe,
To lay th’ Reward of Gult on Innocence ?
‘Whattho' thefe facrilegious Hands have thrown
Your Images, thofe pageant Glories, down !

Mauft you Revenge on her I lov'd transfer ?

You mught have plagu’d me, {o y’ad pity’d her,
But thus Ill fend my Soul, where it may tell

She lov’d too rafhly, but not lov’d too well : .

[ Qffers to fall on bis Sword, but s hinder'd &y Diaxilla,
Oh Sifter! do not hinder me my Death 3
Sighs are the only Ufe P've left of Breath :

One Blow will put an end to Griefand me.

Emter TiIM ANDR A

TIMANDRA,
That, Sir, you mait not do, nor muft I fee.
[ Alcibiades fartss
‘Why fly you back ? Nay, if you thun me now,
I fhall grow apt to think my Fears too true,

‘ ALCIBIADES,
Oh Heavens'! does then my dear Timandra live!
The Joy’s too mighty for me to receive ;

Tl}iﬁ\was the greaisft Blifs HHeaven had to give,
: Eow
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How rafhly did my impious Rage profane
Your Goodnefs ! Oh but wath away that Stain,
Then I with Vi€tims will your Altars load,
And have a Sacrifice for ev'ry God :

Till by thefe holy Fires this black Offence

Be putg'd, and pu1ify’d to Innocence,

But, Deareft, how could you {o cruel be,

"T'a let {uch Blifs be drefs’d i Mufery ?

To tell me you were dead !

How could you think but th’ Hovror of that Breath
Muft damp my Soul, and chill me into Death?

TIMANDRA
Alas| my Fears could find out no Relief,
But thus t’affault you 1n the Gaib of Guef;
This Trial of your Faith my Joy fecures,
As Thunder uthers 1 refrelhing Show’rs.

ALCIBIADES.

Let us no longer then to Doubts give way,
Bur hafte to th’ Confummation of our Joy 3
So, with our bright united Flames, difpel
' hofe anxious Mifis that on our Bofoms dwell,
Bemg of no other Jealoufy poileft,
But which fhall kindeR piove, and love the bett.

TIMANDRA

And when our faithful, happy Heaits thall be
Firmes united by that facred Tie,
How in an endlefs Road of Blifs we'll move,
Steering our Motions by our pesfuft Love!
There we with Pleafne will 1ecoant cach Waoe,
Which we have pafs'd, and others undeigo.
"I here we'll reflect o'th? vaious Hopes and Feas,
T he mounful d1ghs and the impatient Vears
Of diftreft Lovers, whilit we’ll kandly thence,
Thro® a ftrange myttical intelhgence,
Give ’em Rec%reﬂ'es by our Inflacnce.

Vou. L. ¢ T
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Till fo, by ours

Their full grown Joys receive a happy Birth,

As Planets in their kind « onjuntions blefs the Earth.
ALCIBIADES.

Then, my Tunandi a, to our Bhfs let’s fly,

Thexe’s but one Minute moie to Ecftacy. [Bxeunt.
Enter QUEEN and ARDELL A,
QUEEWN.

Oh my A della, whither fhall 1 tuin ?
'm all o’er Flame, in ev’iy Part I buin.
ARDELLA,
Your Majefty~——
QUELELN.
~—Fool, Majefty ! what's that ?
Th’ ill-natur’d Pageant Mockery of Fate;
When her unmateful fportive Pow’r fhe'd fhow,
Rarfing us igh
T'o har us of the Benefits helow.
But I'll her fervile Policy defpife,
And make her ftoop to Love’s great Vi€lories,
Th? Almighty Pow’) of Heav’n came down from thence,
1o tafle the Sweets of am’rous Excellence :
‘Why then fhould Princes, that are Gods below,
Think that a Sin which Heav’n 1s proud to do?

ARDELLA
Bot, Madam, is it not 4 cruel thin
T’abufe a loving Hulband, and lkind %{ing ? 4

QUEEN.
Dull Gi1l, thou know’® not what a Hufband is ;
Alas, they never reach the Height of Blifs,
But ipnoiantly with Love's Magick play,
T1ll they 1aife Sphits thy want Pow’r to lay.
Tn that brave Alesbiades there fwarm
So many Graces, he's all over Chaim;

Such

_
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Tuch killing Aiis in each part of him move,
His Brows dart Majefty, and his Eyes Love :
Qh my Ardella, | ain loft in Thought !

1 fain would bave thee — yet ’tis falfe, I'd not.

ARDELLA
Madam, your Royal Pleafure but relate,
T'll be as faithful, and as firm as Fate,
QUEEN.

Art. thou then fkilful in Love’s fubtle Arts,
Cunningly to lay Ambufcades for Hearts ?

Canft thou exprefs a melting kind Defire,

And give a feeling Draught of Love’s foft Fire !

ARDELLA
Madam, fo fubt’ly I’ll his Heart betray,
As one, who b?' fome great Magician’s Pow'r,
1s hurry’d thro’ the Regions in an Hour,
And for Retmin again can find no way.
QUEEN.
My better Angel! Fly then fwift as Time,
Or Thought; thou gan’ft a Queen in gaining him.
But ufe fuch Secrecy as floll’n Loves fhould have,
Be dark as the hufht S1lence of the Grave,
ARDELLA.
Madam, diftruft not but that I fhall do,
Doth what 15 to your Love and Honour due.
QUEEN.
Honour! a very Word ; an empty Name!
How dully wictched 15 the Slave to Fame'!

Give me the Soul that’s laige and unconfin’d ;
Free as the Air, and boundlefs as the Wind .

Nature was then in her firft I xcellence, ?

When undifiuib’d with puny Cenicience,

Man’s bacuifice was Pleafme, his God, Senfe. S
C: Eunter
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Enter T1s5APHERNES,
TISSAPHERNES.

Madam, by the King’s Command I’m to you ‘fent,
Who atiends your Royal Prefence in his Tent.

LY

QUEEN.
Igo [Exet Queen and Avl,
TISSAPHERNES.
~——Now all 1s ripe, methinks I fee
Ticafon walk hand in hand with Deftiny, E
And both in 2 kind Afpeét fmile on me.

Now the whole Court pioceeds to folemnize

*1 he Nupuals of proud Alcibrades ;

Where ev’ry thing does as I'd wifh combine,
To give a happy End to my Defign.

Jt 15 the Cuftom ac 2 Martiage Feait,

The Bridegroom ——

With a full Bowl picfents his chiefeft Gueft.
The Cups, by my great *cercey and Care,
With ftrongeft Potion all sufeéled are :

Which when out #lebic ces (hall bring,

And offer as his Duty (o the King, ,
The Porfon and his fudden Death will feem
Fully a ermterous Defign 10 him,

Then muit the Ciown defcend on me, and fo

| fealt my Rage, and mv Ambizon too.

Let Coward dpiuats a1t at Ciuelty,

Remorfe has 1ll a Seranger been to me.

1 can Jook on their Pains with the fume Eyes,
As Puefts behold the falling Saaiifice.

Whilit they yell out the Horrors of their Moans,
My Heart thall dance toth’ Mufickof their Groans. [[Eaxif.

Luter CaPTAIN of the Guards.
CAPTAIN,

Lock that your Care and Diligence be great,
See the Guards double, and each Cent'nef fet, [Bas.
YThe
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Fh» Seene dvanon, difeovers the Tent of a Pavilicns it
an Lhar, bobiad awhich are fiated the Kang and Quzen,
attouded by Trsa\PHED NFs, PacroCLUS, aid the 1¢ff
of the Camp , about the dltar fraud fevsral Prugfls of

Liymen.
KING,

Fach Day bilngs fome Surprize of Pleafure, here
Love vies hus ‘Triumphs with the God of War,

Six Pracfhs of Hymen danee.

The Dance ended, Enter Chief Pragft and Priefiefs of Hy-
men, Prief ladig T IMANDR &, and the Pruflys

Auvciniaves,
PRIEST fings,
Diftratting Jealoufies and Fears,
Heart breaking ~obs and reftlefs Tears,
Fly to the Brealts that are
Wrackt with Defpair:

In this,
PRIESTESS.

Qs this,
CHORUS.
No Tears but thofe of Joy, no Pantings but of Blifs.
PRIESTESS.
Ves, yes, by Love alone we fee
On Larth the Glories of a Deity
For *us the greateft Work above,
To be mnocent, and love.
Thofe then that lame {o nobly here,
What 1aviflung Lelights muft they have there!
CHORUS.
Who onEaith to their Honour are jnft, and their Love,
Muft reap the chiet Bleflings above.
PRIEST.
Let’s then proceed, and Hymer's Aid mplore,

To jotn thofe Hands whofe Hearts weie s.nk’d belore,
Cj PRIESYT-
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PRIESTESS.
Agreed.

PRIEST.
- Agreed.

PRIESTESS. -
Agieed.

PRIEST.
Agreed,

CHORUS,
Hymen, oh Hymen, come away,
Ciown the Wailhes of this Day,
See, fee thefe pure refin’d Defirea
WaitatchyToreh,waitatthy T'orch, toimprove theirFires,

FEhidft this Chor us 15 fingang, ymen enters avath bis Torch,
and jons thenr Hands auath a Bieath of Rejés, avkich
1l Prasfless firikes avith bz Spear and bieales ; then they
efer Soth puirs ngen the Aliar,

Thns Cetemony endid a Dance as perforutd by fonr Privfls
and Poicfl ffes of Hymen, all carrying in 1heiv. Hands
Jeort Spears mnfl'd wub Flowers qud Boughs of Fruet
after which a Bowl 15 brewpht in, and profented to
Avrcipiancs, whe mumediately upon the Recert hows 10
rhe Kine, avho defeends vtk the Quuiw, and receives
the Boawl of brm, then fpeaks.

KING,
To thew how ftri&t a Reverence I have

For ev'ry thing that loyal 1s and brave,

[Drawing near to Tiflaphernes.

"This fignal Honow only due to me,

Thus, Tiffapberues, I conferon thee. [ Prefents hum theBowwl.

TISSAPHERNES,
Confufion ! What means this ¢ .

* KING.
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KING.
- Nay, do not fart,
Tt is the Offering of a grateful Heait .
Cmine drink to fuch a Depth as may cxpiefs
Thy Wilhes for then Joy, and Spata’s Happinefs,
TISSAPHERNES,
I mufl obey your Majefty——
[Py offering to éhauky buts faalt the Bawl, and fectas
1o feuach bachs
PATROCLUS.
Alas, my Fatherl

KING °*
How fues 0w worthy Tiiend ?
Flence quickly, for oue chiet . hyfivtans fend.
So much this aged Hera I efieem,
I rather could part with my Ciown than him.

TISSAPHERNLS.

My Health, Sir, needs no other Help than this, [ faintly.
That you will pardon its Infimities.
The Wine was of fo itrong an Excellence,
Its Spiruts prov’d too mughty for my Senfe.

Alarm wvithout. Enter OFTFICER,

OFFICER.

Dread Sir, your Camp th’ Ahenian Force alarms :
Without the City Gates th’ appear in A1ms,
And with a numerous and wariike Tiain
Begn therr March upon the neighb'ring Plain,
Therr bloody Enfigns all difplay’d appear,
And hold an am’ious Combat with the Air,
Loofely they fly, and with a wanton Play,
Seem to fzlute the Sun-beams 1n their way :
Whilit therr il Tiumpets rattle in the Sky,

As 1f with Mufick they'd charm Viltery.
Ca And
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And this triumphant Fride does higher grow,
That they may make a Conqueft fit for vou.
KING.
*Tis well ; ev’ry Battalia reinfoice

With my late frefh *applies of Pufan Horfe.
Their Fate no longer will Delay endure;
Prepare to fight ’em in this very Iloar.

I'd bave this Day hereafier famous be,

Jror the Renown of Love and \ ictory, [ Shouts from afar.

Euter another OTFICER,

2OFFICER.
The Enemy, Sir, does on the Flain appear,
And with re-ecchoing Shoutings pierce the Air,
KING,
fo Beafts decreed fer Blaughter, ere they fall,
With thewr own Bellowings riag their Funeral. [ Exenst.

ACT '
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ACT III. SCENE L
SCENTE the Camp.

Enter T13sAPHERNES,

TISSAPHERNES.

URSE on my mggard Stars . they were fo poor,
s That my Revenge prov’d greater than their Pow’r 3
My Fury had begot fo vafi a Larth,
Vate wanted Strength enough to biing it forth.
(Trumpets afar off found a Charge-
That fprightly Sound daits nercely thio’ my boul.
Oh that | might one Minute Fate controul !
Could but command one hippy fatal Dart,
To fend 1tfelt into the Gen’ral’s Heart.

Entr Kinc and QUEEN attended,
KING.

Thus muft proudStates fubmit, when Monarchs claim :
They govern in 2 rude diforder’d Fiame,
As Stars 1n 2 dim Senate rule the Night,
Buat vanith at the Sun’s more potent Laght.
Arbens now feels the Fury of my Heat
A VPow'r hike thens, divided, can’t be areat.
It may tumultuous and numerous fhow,
But ne’er contract to give a {teady Blow,

QUEEN,
Tn States, thole monitous many-headed Pow'rs,

Ther private Int'relt pubuck tood devou.s.
C; 'Tis
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T1s tiue, when in their Hands a Rule they gain,
"They know to ufe that Power, not mantain,
Like Parates in a Fleet, awhile they may
Seem dreadful ; but when by fome jufter Force
Oppos’d
Each his own Safety feeks, and fhrinks away.
TISSAPHERNES.
You, Sir, have vanquifh’d Emp’rors, ferter'd Kings ;
States are fuch mean and defpicable Things,
Compar’d with other Glores y'ave fubdu’d,
Thewr Conqueft feems but a foft Interlude.
[T ampets from far found a Retrear,

Enter a MESSENGER.,

MESSENGER.

This Minute, Sir, your Glories aze compleat,
The routed Enemy makes a famt Retreat -
Viétory, bluthing they no more could do,
With a full Wing duedls hes Flight to you.

KING.

Thus, Decdama, are our, Withes crown™,
Love and Renown in the fame Spheie go round ¢
Car lafting Loves draw lafing Viftories,
Whillt Courage takes his Flame fiom Beauty’s Eyes.-

Eunter another MESSENGER.

2 MESSENGER.

Thus hourly, Sir, freth Glones you receive,
Atbens no moye’s your Enemy, but Slave,
Like the fad Ruins of a Hurrcane,
‘Their tatter’d Troops are {eatter'd o'er the Plain,
And in diforde)’d rarties make away.

KING,
Relate, how went the Bufinefs of the Day ?

ME 8-
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MESSENGER.

Brave Alcibiades has Wonders done,

e’e) greate) Coorage was in Sparfa thown,
Traops were not able to withftand his Shock,
Like Chunder from 2 L loud his Fury bioke
On all his Enemies; and like that too,

Death and Amazement did‘attend each Dlow.
Long doubtful Fortune dally’d on her Wheel,
And neither feem’d to move 1t, no1 ftand fill,
Tilt at the lak the brave Polyndus fell,

His Lofs did fo amaze the Enemy

That 1n diforder they began to fly. -

Yet biave Tha amnes 1ally’d in their Head ; %

Wyl

‘"o’ fo their Fate was but aw hile delay’d,

Tor by our Gen’1al he was captive made,

At which again they did chers Flight renew,

With Numbers too o tattei’d and [o few,

It had been Barbanfm to pu fue,

Then fan Timandr 2, who from far had been

An anxiou, Looker on this Tiagic Scene,

With all the halte Joy could, or Love afford,

Flies to congratuldte hea conqu’ring Loid 3

Now boli in folemn Trumph this way mave,

To ciown yoar Glores as you crown’d they Love,
[Tt umpets,

Buter AvLciBiapcs, PaTrocLus, TIMANDR Y,
and THRw AMNES Pryfoner,

[Alcibiades drezls 20 the King,
KING.

i1, of your Braviy {’ve alrealy heard,
So muach above the Powe, of Feomd;
It were but juft thet | heuwll Homage do,
And ofier up Acknowledrments to you,
Co Rile,
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Rife, Sir, and give this Ceremony o’er,
The Pofture 1lI becomes a Conqueior, [Alcib. 1ifes..

ALCIRBRIADES.

Conqu’rors that are triumphant in the Field,
Moalt at thesr Monarch’s Feet their Tiophies yield ;
For all thofe Glories which their Conquefts claim,
‘They only have fubordinate from them
Thus, tho’ my swoid this Captive has o’ercome,

It is from you he muft expet his Doom,

THERAMNES.

Yes, and in this you have o’ercome him too,
He cannot talk, Sir, half fo faft as you:

urfe, tho’ I am your Prifoner, I hate

"o liear your Pride upbraid me with my Fate,

ALGCIRIADES.
“Why, Sir, was’t not my Favour that you live §
THERAMNES.

No, for T hate that Lif: your Hand did give.
Kuow, had vour Fate been mine—
1 fhould have urg'd kind Deftine more home,
And there have 1evell'd, Rival, in your room.

ALCIBIADES.
Sir, for yom Love, you fhew but weak Pietence,

W hen all your Arquments me Infolence.
VvLence dees 1t fpring ?

THERAMNES.

From whence your Blifs you draw,
Love, that ne’er clopg’d his Proftlytes with Law.
1 lav’d this fair One [uft, and you muft know
T'il love her ftill, and what's all that to you
ALCTB14DES.
This Rederef, Sh, my Fury can’t engage:

Yeu are all manner’s, and bencath my Rage
7 HE-
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THERAMNES.

But know, I'll follow full my Hate to thee;

Nor fhall my Chains obftruct thy Deftiny

Thou didft fupplant me in Timandra’s Love,

For which | gave thy Glories a Remove ;

And on thy Ruins made myfelf more gieat:

But fince my Wifhes Fate would not compleat,
My Fury with my Fortune fhan’t decieafe,

P11 @l purfue thy Life and Happinefs ;

By all Defpairs, dark Arts, thy Fall defign,
Tl in thy Blood [ write $imandra mine.

’ ALCIBIADES.

Rave on ; know of your Threats no Senfe [ feel,.
I’d langh at them, weic’t not to lofe a snule.

KING.

: But I’ll take care that he fhall better know,
What 'tis a Captive for his Lufe does owe.
Tiow daie you offer heie thefe Injurics ¢
Know you how much this gailant Nan I piize ?
Guards, to Confinement the Cffender bear,
Be his Bonds naitow, and Reitraint fevere,
Since in your Dieaft fuch 2 hot Frenzy reigns,
We'll try how you can brave it i your Chams.

THERAMNES.

80, King, as thou fhalt envy what th’all done ;
T have a +oul can fmile when thou dolt tiown,
Wil | Timandra’s fau Idea weal,
1 can't want Freedom, for ¥’1l think ofher [Ever pua dede
KING.

. Thus, Vadam, to your kyes mult Conqueft bow,
Who arc yous Slaves no other I ctters know,
YIMANDRA,

If any Chaims in me theie can appear,
"They only are wonfin’d and bounded there :

No
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No greater Aims nor more Ambition know,
‘T-han how, S1r, to oblige him that ferves you.

ALCIBIADES.

Your gen’rous Pity to our faithful Flames,
T hat Power which it gave ’em juitly clamms,
Thus happy by yow great Indulgence made,
In Joys fo perfett, nothing can remove:
Your fpreading Gloiies ne’er fhall thrnk or fade,-
"1ill you forget t’afpire, and we to love.
But Lhow dare | vfu.p the le It Pierence,
Who only boriow o1l my Laurels hence ! [ Pantzug to Pat,-
This is that noble Youth, who, wheu T flocd
Befet on eviiy fide wath loeath and Blood,
T'o my Relwf fuch gen’rous Succour brought,
And things fo much abuve ev’n Wonder wrought.

PATROCLUS.

You, Sir, that taught me Friend(lup, taught me too
How much 15 to that facied [itle due.
No, &, if your Life at hazard le, - .
‘TTho® thoufand Deaths fhould dare me, on L1l fly,
And conquer all, or biavely with you die,

ALCIBIADES,

Tn Gallantry you are {0 abfolute,
‘That { grow faine, and {lag 1n the Puifnit,
Yet that Retuwin accept in hleace here, .
Winchisfogreat'twill no Exprefion beai, [ Embraces hints

TISSAPHERNES,

Hell' Sure my blood is grown degenerate.
Can this my Son embrace the Man [ hate? [ Afides

KING. -

Haw, Tefaghernes, is thy cood Age bleft
In fuch a ton, of {uch a ffiend pofleit!
Thus from thy 1ev’iend ‘Dionk fieth Glories fpread,
And wath therr pous Laurels thade chy EHead,
2 778
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TISSAPHERNES.

In this warm Comfort patiently I'li fit,
‘Tl Fate fhall come and claim her latell Debt.
Sometimes my Youth’s paft 'riumphs I'll review, }

And pleafe myfelf they were approv’d by you :
Alas, I’ve nothing elfe left now to do.  [fromscally,
Oh my dea: Boy ! Sir, be my Joy thus fhown,
Pofiefs the Father asyou’ve gain’d the Son. [ Ewds aces both:-
KING. "
Monarchs, thus propt, the Shocks of Fate defy :
No Bonds fo firm as thofe which Friendiup tie.
[Exu-King attended.
Manent A1ciBiapes, TIMANDRA, and DraxiLLa,

ALCIBIADES.
Mow, nobleft Siiter, how fhall be repay’d
Thofe large Endearments, which your Love has made i
©ur Happinefs will but imperfect prove,
1f *midjt the growing Pleafures of our Love,.
We nothing elfe an Gratitude can do,
'Than only with a Happinefs to you.

DRAXILLA.
What T have done, Sir, never had 1egd
To that finfter thing we call Reward.
Good Deeds their woith and value have fiom hence,
They their own Glovy are and Recompence,
ALCIBIADES.
But Sifter, if I might one Queftion move ?
DRAXILLA.
Your Flea‘ure, Sir?

ALCIBIADES.

Could you not, Madam-———-]Jave
The Fiiend, 1n whom I’'m happy fince I came,
In Honoars as 1enown’d as 1n has Namg ?

He,
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He, when T to him often would relate

The fad Adventuzes of my Love and Fate
So much your gallant Friendfhip did admire;
That with-your Character he giew on Fire ;
And bears a Flame fo noble and {ublime,
As not to love again would be a (rime.

DRAXILLA

Sir, that's a thing | cannot now difcourfe ;
Love rarely conqjuers with a fudden Force.
Nor muft 1 that acknowledge as my due,
Which was perhaps a Compliment to you :
If any.thing 1n me he can approve,

I may believe 1t Gallantiy, not Love.
ALCIBIADES.

1 thall no moee vour PModefty offend:
Pasdon a forward Zeal to fe1 e my Friend.
But 1f oughe add a Bleffing, 'twill to fee
You made as happy as vou have made me,

Enter TrssaPHERNCSand PATROCL U 5.

TISSAPHERNES.
D’you underftand, Patroclys, what y've done ?
Have you confider’d that you aie my Son?
PATROCLUS.
8i1, 'tis a Title I am pioud of
TISSAPHERNES.
How can vou then defecend to things fo bafe,
That blot my Glory, aud my Name defwe?
W hilft thus your blinded Folly fo adores
The only Trautor, that my Sonl abhors.
PATROCLUS.
How, Sir! I doat upon the Man you hate !
No, 1 had never Thoughts fo impious yet,
By all my Hopes, if any Wretch there be
Yunhappy to ie held your Lnemy,

[Eacunt,

Ratler
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Rather than in my Bieaft his Image bear,
I'd 1aze 1t from my Eeart, or ftab 1t there,

TISSAPHERNES.

Stay, left you thould pronounce too rafh a Doom 3
Believe it 18,2 Blow will wound you home,
But I will try
What gen’1ous Refolution yau exprefs,
Know then you muft hate Alcibrader.

PATROCLUS,

Protet me Heav’n ! can you command that [
Should break that Knot you did fo lately tie?
Was't not your Love that did oar Friendfhip join ?
Dud not your kind Embraces fecond mine

TISSAPHERNES.

Embraces | Love ! and Kindnefs | what are thefe #
The outward Varnifh that our Hearts dufguife.
Haft thou fo long with Courts conveifant been, .
‘The varjous Turns of Power and Greatnefs feen,,
And haft thou not this Myftery yet found,
Always to fmile 1n’s Face we mean to wound ?
Come, youmuft hate him, nay and kill him too.

PATROCLUS .
Oh let me rather beg my Death from you. "il' "Eié%ﬁ%
~y

Can you command me, bir, to wound a Heart,.!
‘Whereof I do poflels fo great a Part?
In that { fhould prove a Sclf-muorderer ;
Piercing lus Breaft, I ftab my own Image theies

TISSAPHERNES.
Come, lay thefe 1dle boyifh Scruples down,
Do as becomes your Virtue and my Son.
Can you behold him rev'ling m my Place,,
And tarning all my Honours to Difgiace :
And can'you of fo hittle Value prize .
‘T'lie Horour of your Blood, not to flied his 2+

P4




42 ArLcisraprs.

PATROCLUS.

C1, §ir, no farther urge this horrid Cheme,
*Twill blaft your Gloiies, and yoar Wcaths Jdefume.
Do but look on that Life you wonld ' oy,
See 1f it bew’t as fLotlels and fereu
As that which in their Heav'n bleft  nta enjoy,
Pure and untouch’d but with a 'l f i 3ht of Sin.
By all th’ Bundeaiments of a filin] L. «, [ Knvelta
And if that Chaim cannot your Py nove,
By my dem Mother's Glioft, whof: .lying I'ray'r
Bequeath’d me her chief 1ieafu. 0 your Core,
This unjuft ciuel Linmity lay divm,
And do not in his lriend deilroy your Son.
On the paft Brav’ry of your Youth look back,
There the bright Paths of all your Triumphs track :
Think what ’twill be thofe Gloiies to exchauge,
For a bafe, brutal, infimous Revenge,
Oh, 8Sir, recal, recal the dire Decree, }
t

*Ts fuch a Leed'as Face will fhrink to fee,

TISSAPHERNES,
Then 'tis the fitter to be done by me,
Give this unmanly childifh ity o’cr,
Or ne'er prefume to call me Father more,

PATROCLUS.

'I'hen fee how I refign that Inteielt here:  [Rifes.
Thus all the Nonds of Duty cancell’d aie,
W hillt fuch black Hoirors in your Soul I fee,
Y’are not my YFacher, but my I'nemy.
Now againil me let all your Vengeance come,
Thus, thus my Breaft for your Revenge has room.
Brave dleibiades-
No, fince {uch barb’sous Mifchicfs you dare do,
1°ll die for him, bue feorn to live for you,
Why don’t you ftrike, Si1 ? 1s yom Rage prown faint ?

718
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TISSAPHERNES,

I fear I've too much trifled with this Boy ;

. Cuife on his Honour, *twill my Hopes deftroy.
§‘ But I'll fmaoth all in tume. O my dear Sen,

{ Now art thou worthy to be call'd my own.

g None but a Heart, that’s tiuly naoble, con’d

H Ever deferve a Title to my Dlood
% No, may yé both in your brave Friendfhip be
% As truly happy as I am in thee.

i That’s cmft [Afidr-

PATROCLUS.
Is then my Father kind ? can he approve
Qur Priendfhip * does he once more crown our Love
Oh, Su, let thus my Acknowledgment be g1v’n,
As we for Blefiings offer Thanks to Heav'n, [ HKaeelr.

TISSAPHERNES.

Rife, rife, thou Comfort of my Age; I now:
Hac underfiood all { could, with to know.
Alas, in this Difguife I dud bat try
The Strength and Vutue of thy Conftancy,
> is a Refiefhment to this hoary Head,
To prove that Vutue which mylelf have bied.
Thus bleft 1n Peace Il to my Grave defcend,
As the declining Sun goes down at Night,
Pleas'd with, the Rafing of an Off-fpring Laght.

PATROCLUS.

Such myfiic Ways Fate does aur Loves canfirm,
As rooted Trees ftand falter by a Stoim.
After this Shock our Friendfhap’s more fecure,
As Gold try’d 1n the Fire comes foith more pue, [Eazt.

TISSAPHERNES,

There’s fome Foundation yet for my Defign ;
The Captive’s brave , Ill try to make him mine.
Unweary’d [ will let my Fuiy range,
And leave na Heart anfeacch’d to ind Revenge.  [Eaza

. SCENL
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S C E N E IL /f ot £ 71::.’2'»:

THsRAMNEE fu Chain,
THERAMUNE S

How fiveat o Quictude’s in Fetters found !
Tlat 1t feems almoit Fieedom to be bound.
1'ho’ thus confin’d, my agl Thonghts may fly
Thio’ all the Regions of \ axiety,
Here in atrice t con the Woxlc{mn o'ery
And finith whole Yeus T ahours in an Foar,.
But oh my Muhels ' wy Timandra lott |
That is the only Bitterncis I taite.
‘This outward Fetter but my Body chains,.
But that the Freedom of my Soul detains,
Why by my Rival’s Sword did I not fall ?
Sa bravely have embrac’d one Death for all 2
Yet why fhould [ court fuch an abject Fate ?
Courage is the Supportes of the Great,
Methinks I've fomething yet to do, might prove
Becomuwp both my Glory and my Lova,
Lllmalul this does my bufy ’Hmughts prevent,.

Inter TI18sAPHERNES,
Is that old Fiend for a T'ormentor fent ?

Caod Sir, upon what Meffage are yoa come ?
Am 1 then deftin’d to foine harder Doom ?

TISSAPHERNES,

No, T am come to give your Sorrows cafe.
I know you hate, Sir, Ak ediades ;.
Nay, and I know you love 9imandra too.

THERAMNES.
Well, 8ir, all this | know as well ay you,
T'ISSAPIHTERNES.
Came, if you dueg be hiave, be't on this Theme s
Luwe you, 8it, ravilh her, and muider him

THE.
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THERAMNES.

"Por what dauk Fnds do you this Queftion bring ?
Dare! s'death, old Sir, I daie do any thing.

TISSAPHERNES.

That Word then all my former Donbts {ecures;
Be only 1efolute, and Trnandra’s yous,
My stratagems fo fubtly [ will lay,
That to your Arms your Muitrefs £’{l betray.
Thus then, as the firft Step to onr Defign,
Your Guards I’ll with adulterated Wine
Secure; fo they charm’d 1n a Lethargy,
T'll from your Bonds and Prfon fet you fiee.
Then, when (ame happy Moment fhall prefent,
12 1amdra teft unguarded in her Tent,
Both of ug thither 1n difgmie will move,
‘To end your Rival, and compleat your Love,
For when yow: fill of Blifs you have enjoy'd,
And yoar full Pleafures with them(elves are cloy'd:
I thither will alarm our Enemy,
Where by both Swords he fhall be fure to die.
And the next Night (the Watch-woid given by me)
You may *fcape thio’ the Guaids to Laberty.

THERAMNES.

Revenge! my Love enjoy’d, and Freedom toa!
"Then 1n the Name of Plats be it {o.
Whae ftupid "gnorance the Woild pofleft,
That only Fury plac’d 1'th’ youthful Bicait?
Wo, "tis 1n Age alone great Spints aie young *
The Soul’s but infant when the Do ly’s it ng.
Thel: heary Heads like gafly Comets ate,
Which always threaten Ruin, Death, and War.

TISSAPHERNES.

Alas, fuch tame Souls know bat halfa growth :
DIl make my Age a Step to a new Youth.

Such




46 ALcIsiapurs

Such Murdeis and fuch Cinelties maintain,
V1l fiom the Blood I fhed grow young again.

THERAMNES,

Let’s in the Name of Horror then go on s
Methinks 1 Jong to have the Bus'nefls done :
Something Jike Con{tience elfe may all defeat 5
You know, Sir, I’m but a raw Villain yet,

TISSAPHERNES,
Confcience ! a Trick of State, found out by thofe
That wanted Power to fupport their Laws ;
A bug-bear Name, to ftartie Fools : But we,
‘That knaw the Weaknefs of the Fallacy,
Know better how to ufe what Nature gave.
‘That Soul’s no Soul, which to itfelf’s a Slave,
Who any thing for Conftience fake deny,
Do nothing elic but give themfelves the Lye. [Exenst,

SCENZE III. The Comp.

Enter PaTroOcLUS and DRAXILL A

PATROCLUS,
Why, Madam, do you fly a Lover’s Prayh ?
Is Cruclty the Privilege o’th’ Fair ?
DRAXILL A,
You cannot, Sir, i’th’ Camp be Beauty’s Slave,
Whete Honou’s th? only Miltrefs of the Drave.

PATROCLUS.
But ’tin a rugged lonour got in Arms,
W lien not made foft by Deanty’s {fiweeter Charms
T hat melts onr Rage into a kind Defire,
Whilft Love 1elines it in his parer Fiie,
DRAXILLA,
Tovers, whofe Flights {uch fublime Pitches clinde,
Oft foat too high, and i then Quany lofe,
Bat you, bir, know to maderate your hewht,
Mifiing your Game, can cus'ly flack the Flight.
AT RO-
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PATROCLUS.

Quch faint Eflays may fit a common Flame,
‘But my Defires have a far nobler Aim,
Religious Honoui, and'a Zeal that's tiue,
Raus'd by that Deuy to which 1 fue.

DRAXILLA

Thofe who to Deities their Off’rings pay,
Make their Addrefles in an humblet way,
Not 1n a Counfidence of what they pive,

But modeft Hopes of what they fhall receive,
PATROCLUS.

I in my Off"1ing no Affurance have,

Tho' an Ambition to become your Slave.
DRAXILLA,

Yes, but when once admitted to that Place,

You’ll full be looking for fome Aéts of Grace,
PATROCLUS.
Some little Favours Pity can't deny,
You are too noble to ufe Cruelty.
DRAXILL A
See, Si1, the Queen ! I beg yon, Su, foirbear.
PATROCLUS.
Madam, this way

Enter QUEEN and ARDELL a.

QUEEMN.

Did he then {uffer no Surprize? no fhew

OF Alteration? Let’s the Piogrefs know.
ARDELLA.

In order, Madam, to your Command, I want,
And met him coming from the Royal Tent:
Where, after th’ ufual Ceremonzes paft,

T’er, I would fealt, T gave hun firll a 'Cafle;
Told him how much his Courne you approvid,
That he in no mean Path of Glory mov'd,

[ Exeurs,

Who
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‘Who in his Arms had fo fuccefsful been,
T'engage a Monarch, and oblige a Queen.
‘Then neaier came, and whifper’d (ometliing more,
Began to intimate Love’s mighty Pow’r.
He brifkly took the Hint, and readily
Began to urge fome pretty Things to me.
By which enconrag’d, I to th’ Bufinefs drew,
Told him in fine 1t only was his due
To be admu’d by all, and lov’d by you,
QUEEN.
And did not then his alter’d Lools betray
Some Ecftafy ¢ fome Marks of lively Joy?
ARDELLA.
No, Madam, he knew better Policy,
Talk’d of your Honour, and his Loyalty ;
Func fmoothing Terms to cloke a Paffion in.
But 1f your Majelty

QUEEN.
W hat ?
ARDELLA,
, —Had bat feen

How much his Carriage did hus Words deceive,
When with a gentle Mgh he took his | eave,
As if he languih’d ull the Minute came.

QUEEN

Dokt thou then think he eateitaing my Flame }

Let’s to my T'ent, and wait his coming thaie.
Such Swurms of Lave within my Breall there me,
T he Ieat’s too furious for my Soul to bear,
What wonld | give but for a aftc of Dlifs!
O, the choice Swects of o flol'n Happinefs! [Lacunt.

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I

AxcipIiAaDES, folus,

ALCIBIADES,
NDER what fatal Planet was [ born!

Sureat my Birth the Heav'ns themfelves did mourn;

Dijointed Nature did her Courfe forbear,
And held within her Womb a Civil War.

I who but now did Fame and Conqueft bring,
And added to the Glones of a King,

Mouft fee my Trophies all thrown down again
By the bafe Paffions of a luftful Queen !

‘Why was not I born to a common Hate,

Free from the glorious Troubles of the Great?
So in fome humble Ce]l my Years have fpent,
Bleft with a private peaceable Content.

The vulgar Mortal feels not Fortune’s Harms ;
‘The highelt Struftures fill are fhook with Storms.
Sec too, the’s here, what fhall I do or {peak ¢
Fate has befet me, I've no way to take.

Enter QUEEN and ARDELL A,

QUEEN.
My Lord, you fomething difcompos’d appear ;
Surely there's nothing that can fright you here.
ALGCIBIADES,
Majefty, Madam, 15 a thing divine.
. QUEEN.
If that diftarb you, Sir, Il lay by mine.
Methinks I apprehend a éreater Pride,

To view the Man whofe Glories {pread fo wide,
Vou. I, D A4
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ALCIBIADES.
Madam, you on ’em fet too high a Price,
QUEEN.

Perhaps I fee not, Sir, with common Eyes :
They beit of Honour judge that Honour have :
I find a Secret in me fays y’are brave;

You need not, Sixr, unfold it, you can guefs.

ALCIBIADES.
How craftily fhe wounld her Luft exprefs,
And fet her Ilis off with a winning Drefs |
What’s to be done, which way fhall I conclude ?
I muft abufe my King, or muft be rude, [Afedes

I cannot fpeal—
QUEEN. .

——My Lord, let’s fit a while:
Won’t-you vouchfafe your Vifitant a Smile ?
ALCIBIADES.
Smiles, Madam, were too infolent a Joy.
QUEEN .
Fie! put thef fdrmal Compliments away,
, Brdellz, fing' that Song I heard to Day,

§ ON G..

L
The brighteff Godeefs of the Sky,
Hoaw did jbe panting, fgbing lie,
And languifbing difire to die !
For the trngifpbam od of War
Amdt bis Trophies did appear,
As charming Rough as fbe was Fair,

.

T heir Loves nvere bleft, they bad a Sow,

The httl Cupid 5 avlo has foown

Mere Congucfts than Fis Sire 26 won.
He gieww the mughtieft God abevs,
By avhich ave bim & Rebel prove
Yo Heaven, that daves be fo to Lovwe,

IlI, Hoge
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111,
Houw foft the Delights, and how charming the Fay,
Where Love and E ryfymmt each ather ﬁqbpoft ! ?
Let the Cynical Fool call Pleafure a Tty,
Wéa ne'er Fame '8l Camp bad, nor Lowe 1n the Conrt
O /o kandly the Combats ench ather fuccred,
Where *tis Triumph to die, and a Pleafure to bleed,

ALCIBIADES,
The Air is charming
QUEEN. i
~——Retire, [Exiz Ardella,
No lively Sythptoms of a growing Fire !
Tl urge him fﬂrther [ 4fide,
My Loid, your Hand ; how beats your Pulfe } [ fear
Yareill; cold Drops upon your Hrows appear;
Yll wipe ’em off; come, Sir, your Fears remove,
-You need not blufh to tell me that you love.
T’} do it for you, nay, I more will do,
Blufh for myfelf too when I blufh for you.
Sure this will take ; what does your Wonder mean ?
Is Love fo ftrange } ’
ALCIBIADES,
Oh name not that again !
Could you fuch Wrong to Royal 4pis do?
Think what’s to Heaven and to your Virtue due.

. QUEEN.
Muft I be hated then ? and, Sir, by you? [ dugrily,
Pifh, why d'you talk of Heav'n and Virtue now i [Mldly,
ALCIBIADES.

Not new-made Mothers to their Infants bear
A firmer Paflion, o1 a tend’rer Care.
Shew me yours, o1 your Honour’s Enemy,
Sec with what Vigour t'your Revenge I'l] Ay,
Foi you with Life I willingly could part;
But whilft that lafts, Timandra has my Heart.

D2 QUEEN,
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QUEEN,
The heavy Pleafures of the Marriage Bed,
Dull Repetition foon will render dead.
‘Tafle frether Joys, and when they tedious giow,
‘Then the old Pleafures may feem gay and new.

 ALCIBIADES.

Conld [ expedt to have fuch Language heard,
W here Beauty and fuch Innocence appear'd ¢

. !
QUEEN, ‘L

Can you my little Peauty then approve,’
And is’t fo difficult a thing to love

ALCIBIADES. k

Love, Madam ! only be as truly poad, L
As you are fair, T fhall not need be woo’d; 77
I'll love you as the Sifter of my Blood.

QUEEN.

A Sifter’s Love’s a lean wnfipid Blifs, vk
So little, we can haydly name what "us,
‘Where is the Tranfport, Ecflafy, Delight? N
? 115 like thin Meat to a fharp Appetite,

ALCIBIADES.

I know y'are beauteous as the blufhing Morn:
Your Beams the | uitre of 2 King adorn,
That Kmfy whefe Piety me happy made ;
And can ['1n return profane his Bed ?
Tho', Madam, P’ve livid frep, and never fet
1 imus to any thing we call Relight,
Yet raife not new %\ebelﬁoﬁ‘s“in my Blood :
Beauty hath Darts tog"keen to be withitood.
QUEEN -
Yetall its Power has no I cice o’er you,
Your creel t ea t’s immoveable ; but know -
* Twall to yous Fonour b but 1ll apply’d,
That for your 1 ove a Cueen negletted dy'd.
. AL G-
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ALCIBIADES.
What is’t your Majelty would have me do?

QUEEMN.
Are you fo ignorant that you don’t know ?

ALCIBIADES.

Death! not to have fome Senfe, were to unmzn
Myfelf, but Il be Conqu’ror 1f 1 can.
Should I be made a Captive to her Charms,
Eie | am warm in my Timandra's Aris ?
One Stratag&g 1’1l for my Freedom try, [Afide.
Madam, no longer I’ll your Pow’r deny = [To the Quara.
For if thefe Eyes had ne’er Timand) a known,
You only might have call'd my Heart your own,
But whilft with her I enjoy Love and Life,
And you remain the mighty 4pfs’ Wife;
Know this is all | can n Juftice do,
1’m ready on your leaft Commands, to fhew
I Live for her ; but yet could die for you.

QUEEN.
. Muft T then only border upon Blifs ?
Reft on the Confines of my Happinefs ?
o As Souls that are excluded Heav’n for Sin,
. See all its Glories, but can’t enter 1,

ALCIBRIADES,
] No, Madam ; free from the dull Clogs of Sewfe,
? We'll reap L ehghts of nober 2 acellence.
‘ Cur entwin’d Souls each othes fhall enjay,
. Th1ead Virtue’s Paths, and never lofe the.r Way.
Y Iut 1if one 1n hus Motion chance to err,
S Strat regnlate it by the other’s Sphere.
T1ll at the Jaft,
V hen the fhort Zodiac of this Life we've paft,
With new-impt Zeal beyond the Stars we'll fly,
) "There meet, and mingle to a Deity,

. D3 QUEEN,

W




54 ALCIBIADES.

QUEEN.
Then to a1l Hopes of Happinefs adieu,

Since my chief BLifs I've IOE in lofing you.
Oh the tyrannic Ciuelty of Fate,
That lets us know our Happinefs too late,
Yet why fhou’d [ to Fears and Sorrows bend,
If only on therr Fate my Hopes depend ? :
A Kival, and a King, | may remavey’ :
There's nothing difficult to them that Igve. [ Exiz Quéen,,

. ALCIBIADES. ~, o, .

]

&

]
She’s gone ] At b
Greatnefs, thau gandy Torment o%,pur%&h e I
’| he wife Man’s Fetter, and the Rzngg of Pools, .~ 3 i
Who 15°t wou'd comt thee 1f he knew thy 1lls ¢ . | A LR

o

He who the greateft Heap of Honour piles, g e
Yines nothing elfe but build a dang'rous Shelf, ’
f+r creft Monntams to o’erwhelm himfelf. [Bafte, '

S CENE II. A4Grove adoining to th&Camp.

Eunter T1sSAPIERNES and THERAMNES difguisd.
TISSAPHERNE.;,
WNow, Sir, y’are fiee, and profpero:f{iy move,
T'o reap the long wiiht Harveft of your Love.
One Minute and y'are in Twmandra’s Arms, .
Now fotter’d 1n the Power of her Charms:
Methinks the Thought ev’n my old blood alarms. )

THERAMNES.

His Rage fure works him to an Ecftafy :
How the old Monfter hugs hitVillany ! |
Good $ir, difpatch, I cannot brook Delay ; |
1 wafte in Bxpe@ation of my Joy, |
But hark, did you not hear 2 murm’ring Talk ?

TISSAPHERNES.

Perbaps 'tis fhe come in this Grove to walk :

Stay, here they are ; by Heav'n'the fame, *tis fhe,

Retreat awhile ; bleft Opportunity ! [They go to 1he Doors
Euter

‘ _
_
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ButerT1m anpr A with a Baokin ber Hand,and DiaxILyA.

TIMANDRA.
Methinks, Draxilla, when Atlanta ran,
And blaughter was the only Prize fhe wan ;
Her Power a too cruel Rigour bore,
Ta kilt thofe the had wounded fo before.
[Theramnes throwws off bis Dijguife.
, THERAMNE S,
Then, Madam, be not guilty of her 11l :
Mg the poorl_eretch y'ave wounded, do not kill.
Al 1n your Heart, 1f fuch a Senfe there be
Of the Injuftice of her Cruelty ;
How much more Pity from your Breaft is due
'To him, who ev’ry Minute dies for you !
TIMANDRA.
My Lord Theramnes ! hy what lucky Hap
Have you from Guards and Prifou made Efcape ?
THERAMNE S, :
Who wears your facred [mage in his Brealt,
“Is of fuch pure Divinity poffeft,
And from 1gnoble Bondage fo fecure,
That feeble Chains fzll off, and lofe their Pow'r.
TIMANDRA.
Then, Sir, in your intended Flight malke hafte,
Left by fome fatal Chance y’are once more loft.
THERAMNES.
! No, | enjoy a nobler Safety heie s
§ No Danger dares approach when you arc near:
: Thefe Groves to Lavers Blifs are dedacate,
Free from th' uncivi] Outrages of Fate.
* Coime, let’s to fomething like Delight draw nigh,
Andlofe ourfglvesawhile in Echtaly. | Seies roughiy on ber,

TIMANDRA
Guard me, ye Powers | Drasmila,hdlp: my Lord!
D4 718
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TISSAPHERNES,
Good, gentle Madam, if you pleafe, one Word.
[Draxilla 7uns ant, erying Help, and Tiffuphernes after ber,

THERAMNES.
I cannot fee my Ruival blett alone;
Muit he reap all the bweets, and 1 have none {
TIMANDRA.
This Qutrage, on my Knees I heg, foibear:
See, S, it 18 Timandra theds a Tear ; [T veturns,
Her whom you vow’d you lov'd with noble Flame ;
Oh don’t by favage Luft profane that Name | .
1f *tis the Envy of your Rival’s Joy, e ,
Remove, remove th’ Offence {ome other ways*: .
" $ave but my Honour, and my Life deftroy.
THERAMNES. )
Such Tendernefs might cool another’s Bloods _
lur [ am too unhappy to be good. ’
et Virtue to dujl Anchorites repair,
A ho ne'er had Soul enough to know Delpair. *
I} banzth the Encroacher from my Breatt,
And thake him off e’er he take hold too.faft,
Come, let’s retue within this Coveit by ;
1 am impatient, and my Blood boils high.
TIMANDR A,
I will not go, I’ll die a Martyr here.
SHERAMNES.
Then | muft drag you.
TIMANDRA
~——— Barb’raus Ravifher}
Oh? oh! '
Enter ALoIBIADES,
ALCIBIADES.
Did I not hear a tender Cry ? .
OhHeav’ns| turn,bafeliell-hound,turn,and die.[ Draws.
THERAMNES.

That, Sir, will thus be better underfiood. [ Draaws,
' T1I8-

5

.
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TISSAPHERNES.
Y’ve undertook, Sir, more than you'll make good.
(Draws. [Theydoth make g hinss

. Enter PaTROCLUS.

PATROCLUS
How’s this ? affaulted ! and by fuch bafe Odds !
Courage, my Friend | —
[Af2er a fierce Fight betnveen Alcibiades and Theramnes,
Patroclus and Tiflaphernes, Patroclus drives bis Father
- off the Stage, and Alcibiades runs Theramnes 5 ough.

ALCIBIADES.
~—To the curft Abodes
Of tortur’d Sduls that in dark Horror dwell,
Thus fly, and to thy fellow Devils tell,
It was my Sword that fent thy Sou! to Hell.
THERAMNES,

Hold, §ir, enough ; 1 muft your Viéum fall,
Tho® an Attonement for my Sin too fmall. -
My hafty Soul can make no longer Stay,

Death tolls lus Leaden-bel], and calls away.

And now like fome fad Trav’ler taking View

Of the long Journey that I have to go,

Whillt I my Thoughts to Heav'n's {weet Manfions bend,
‘Without your Mercy no Admittance find.

Oh but one Word of Pardon ere L die;

Secure of that, my Soul dares boldly fly.

Abfolv’d by you, it muit have Welcome there,

As Incenfe that 1s offer’d up with Pray’r.

TIMANDR A
My Pardon and my Prayers too receive ;
More than your Guilt could atk me I could give:
Be happy as your Penitence is true;
And may kind Heav'n forgive you, as I do. [ FFeeps.
y THERAMNES.
Ah! can your Piety vouchfafe a Tear
Of Pity on an impions Ravither!

D5 My
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My Soul will ledve me in an Ecftaly ; ‘
And I fhall want the Senfe to know I die,

Thus, pure Divinity, at your Feet I bow ;

Here ’tis my Soul would make her lateft Stay :

Nor can fhe |
Beginning hence her Journey, mufs the Way.
But I’d forgot ; beware of—,! [ Dies. %

ALCIBIADES.

- -

‘ ~——Who can fear, L
That is fecur'd by Charms fo pow’rful here
Within thefe Spheres my Guardian Angels move ;

Thefe are my Seats of Safety, as of Love, N %
TIMANDRA. .. %

They weakly athers guard, that ecan’: ﬁﬁ’fé’n’d PR
Themfelves; I fear more Mifchief may depend . « '
On this Difafter ~— o '115

Enter PATROCL US,

ALCIBIADES, St
So when a Storm blows o%r,
And acalm Breeze has fmooth’d the ragged Deep,
The joyful Mariners can fear no mors: '
Butthnsembrace,andlull theirCares ﬁzﬂeep. [Edbraces bim
. Welcome my Life's Froteftor, only Friend.
Hah! what c'oes that fad Look, and Sigh intend ?
Are you, 5u, wounded ?-=—
PATROCLUS.

Yes, too deep, I fear.
ALCIBIADES.
Forbid it, Heaven ! whega,is’t ?
PAPROGCLUS,
~——-Oh here, Sir, here ;
My Soul is pierc’d, I’'m tortur'd ev’ry where:
Your Friend ! ah let that Tatle be no more; +
Behold me as a Wretch forlorn and poor, ' 7'’
Tmapine

‘ T
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Imagine ev’ry Form of Mifery ;
And when you've fumm’d up all, then look on me.
ALCIBRIADES. IR
Now fome blelt Angel to my Soul reveal
This Doubt Can he be wrong’d, and I not feel ?
Ah! kind Patroclus, this fad Silence break. L

PATROCLUS.
Oh, Sir, you muft not hear, nor muft I fpeak.
Paint out black Horror 1n its deepeft Dread,
And Troops of Murder hov'ring o’er your Heads .
And when that hideous Mafque of Hell you fee,
Think, if you can, that they came all from me.
ALCIBRIADES.
Confufion | how my Thoughts begin to ftart!
A new unwonted Heat has feiz'd my Heart,
Something unruly, that would fain get place}
But I’l1 {ubdu’t.—Be free, kind Friend, alas!
Force me not wrong our Friendfhip and your Worth.
PATROCLUS.
That Charm’s refiftlefs, and T feel *twikl forth,
But oh it muft not; Daty does forbid ;
Yet what's my Duty if my Honour bleed ?
Know then,—now that this ftabborn Fleart wounld break?
My cruel Father—oh I dare not fpeak.

ALCIBIADES.

Hah!

. PATROCLUS. -
Led by fome blind miftaken Jealoufy,
Heaps Treafons upon you, and Shame on me,
1t was by him Ther amnes made Efcape,
And *twag he back’d him in this impious Rape.

a0 But oh no more ! Shame does my Words fupprefs ;

Yo Yet think what he will do that darft do this.

: Pll go and try if I his Rage can ftay :

L I may duvert the Stream another way, [ Ewit Patroclus,
! D6 ALGCI-
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ALCIBIADES,

Kind Youth, T cannot fear thy Father’s Hate :
He fells his Honour at too cheap 2 Rate.

What have | done that could be call'd a Wrong ?
No, ’ve a Guard of Innocence tao ftrong ;
Whilft I unfpotted that and Friendfhip bear,

No Danger 13 {o great that I need fear,

TIMANDRA,

Yet be not, Sir, regardlefs of my Fears;
Some Pity have of thefe fud Sighs and Tears.
Whither, o whither would your Rafhnefs lead s
T'o urge 2 Ruin levell'd at your Head !

Letus
To fome Recefs that’s {afe and humble gos
Timandra can bear any thing with you,

Let Int’relt the unfix'd and wav'ring fway ; o
With ug———-—

Love thall fupply what Fortune takes away.

ALCIBRIADES,

Sure *tis not my Timandra’s Voice I hear:
She ne'er had Caufe to think that [ could fear.
Iave [ fo many Dangers over paft, |
Poorly to fhrink from Villany at laft @

No, with my Innoeence I'll brave his Hate,
And meet it 1n a free undaunted State :
See all with Smiles, as fearle(s and as gay,
As Infants unconcern’d at Dangers play.

TIMANDR A4,

Then PII perform what to mﬁy Love is due;
Unfieddy Doubts be ione hiifY Pears adjen :
1 were unworthy of the Heart you guve,

Were | than you lels faithful, or lefs brave,
And of my Courage too this Proof I’ll give,
When you dare meet, a Death, I'll {feorn‘to live,

Nox

T S
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Nor longer be a Vaflal to my Fear;

We'll in each other’s Chance a Portion bear,

So Fate has thus at leatt fome Kindnefs fhown,
Neither can wretched be, nor bleft alone. [Exennt,

SCENE I Th Camp.

Enter T1ssaPHERNES and four Fillaius.
' TISS4PHERNES,
Is’t done ?

. v FILLAIN,

Sir, jtdsa_Point your Will’s fulfill’d 3
TheramiieifGuards, as they lay dronk, were kill’d ;
Draxidla too, by the Ambush you had laid
For your Retreat, was in her Flight betray’d.

TISSAPHERNES.

Next, as from me, be there a Meflage fent,

T bid my Son attend me in my Tent ;
In’s Paffage thither you may feize him, fo
Convey him to the Cave—
1 PILLAIN.
~—My Lord, we go.
T'ISSAPHERNES.

Yeare the beft of Rogues 5 butdifappear: [Ex. 3 #il,

You know your Bue’nefs : So, the King is here.

Euter K1n6 and QU B EN attended.

KING.
Lead to the Grove——
TISSAPHERNES.

Oh, Sir, there’s Treafon in the Camp ; retreat,
But now the Guards [ in Confufion met,
'Who led me where Theramnes 1 beheld,
The late Zthenian Captive General, kill’d.
That little Breath he had left, i’employ’d to fhew
His Honour, and his Gallantry to you ;

Treafons




A

62 ALciBraDES.

"Treafons fo firange and horrid did relate,
As would feem almoft Treafon to repeat.

But, Sir, you have no longer Safety here :
Secure yourf{elf, and leave all to my Care,

KING.

No more ! you know nat what you urge me to;
Secure myfelf! am I a King orno ? ,
The Monarch, who when Danger’s near fits down,
Shews but a feeble Title to a Throng:

The beft Securities in Courage are; *~

‘We but fubferibe to Treafons which we fear,

Be free, and let me the bold Traitor know, -

To fltem the Torrent I myfelf will go: -

-In State 1’ll meet the fond capricious Wretch,™* ., .

And dare him with that Crown which he would fnatch.
TISSAPHERNES, w

Alas, dread Sir, force me not to declare, -
The Name would wound your facred Breaft to hear.

1 in revealing, Honour fhould offend :
He once was Noble, Sir, and call’d me Friend, °
KING,

How, 8ir, your Friend ! and T'raitor to my Crown :
Reveal him, or his T'reaféns are your oW,
TISSAPHERNES.
Alas, but muft I | ——"ti5 {o foul a Deced,
I cannot fpezk.
KING.
Hell, Sir; d’ye play ? Proceed.
TISSAPHERNES.
Then to be fhort, he you fo-Tately frove
T*engage in all the firmeft T'yes of Love,,
He whom you almoft had from nothing rais’d,
And on the higheft Seats of Honour plac’d ;
Has thence this Ufe of all your Favours thown,

To make *em Steps to mount into your Thréne. V.
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KING.

Defend me! what do [ hear |——
Sir, you have ra1s’d a Tumult in my Breaft,
Which will not be o fuddenly appeas'd ¢
By Heav'ns, fee all that you inform be troe,
Or may all Torments which to th’ Damm’d are due, \
Light on me, if inflifted not on you.
The brave Athenzan falfe it cannot be :
His Soul ne’er dreamt of fuch Impiety.

. TISSAPHERNES.
Sir, yare, y,qk?nd if you fufpedt me falfe,
I neyer,yet-abus’d your Ears with Tales;
: nyftick Policy purfu’d, '
d now been kindlier nnderftood.
KING.

Alag, dear Friend, mifconftrue not my Zeal,
Weigh not my Paffions in nice Reafon’s Seale.
;ﬁ%@ww]d believe a King fhould blindly place

ove {o firmly; for Returns fo bafe ?
Rack me no more, but thé dark Scruple clear :
My Seul's in a Convulfion till I hear,

" TISSAPHERNES,

Yes, Sir, ’tis he, and thus his Plots were laid.
Th’ Account I from the dying Captive had 5
Whom he with Liberty had brib’d, to jon
With him in this his treacherous Defign :

This Night with th' Enemy your Camp' t’invade,
On Promufe 1t thould be by him betray’d,

Wihich when lie gallant Captive.did difdain,

He was to Combat dar’d, and by him flain,

If you mfift on farther Evidence,

Theramnes murder’d Guards enough convinces
Hence you my faither Confirmation have.

_KING, o -
Be bold ; fpeak what thou knoweft——
W 4 VILLAIN, .- :
. ! ’ '=When. to relieve

The
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The Captive's Guards, ] by Command was fent,
I found *em murder’d at the Daor o’th’ Tent.

In one of em fome Life did yet remain,

Who told me they were by our General flain,
*Caufe they 75eramuss’ Freedom had deny’d.
More he had faid, but at thefe Words he dy’d.

KING.

It was enough. Treafon, how dark art thou ?
Tn Shapes more various than e'er Proteus knew.
By Heav’n I’l] make him bafe, defpis’d and poor,
More wretched than e’er Monfter was before,
Naked, and ftript of all his Dignities,
Pl lay his odious Crimes before his Eyes.
Then when his Mind 15 lab’ring with Repret,
To make his Infamy the more compleat, .
Some common Slave fhall on him Juftice do, &
And fend his Soul among the Damn’d below. e
Guards wait on him [Te Tiffaphernes,
Go c’er my Love return and I repent,
And feize upon the Traitor in his Tent.
A fpeedy Vgngeance belt befits this Wrong,
*T'were too much Mercy to delay it long.

Enter ALCIB1ADES ard TIMANDRA.

ALCIBIADES. "'
‘This way’s the King?
TISSAPHERNES.
He’s here leapt into th’ Net,
Thus, Sir, the King falutes you. [Grards fuze Ale,
ALCIBIADES.
Slaves, retreat.
T TIMANDRA.
Alas, my Lord ¢
TISSAPHERNES.
—Sir, ’tis the King’s Command,
The lealt of 'em I never durft withitand,
ALC L
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ALCIBIADES
Bat, Sir, what Meaning can this Ulage bear ?

TISSAPHERNES.
The King, Sir, quickly all your Doubts will clear.
KING.
Away with im, thou Poifon to my Eyes.

ALCIBIADES.

The bafeft Wretch not unconvifted dies.
Sir, let me know what ’tis that I have done,
Unworthy of my Honour or your Crown.
If in your Caufe who'd fpem{ his deareft Blood, -
And is, to be your meanelt Vaffal, proud,
No greater Welfare than in yours does know,
. ]f he bean Offender, I am fo.

KING.

How cunpingly he would feem innocent,
And gild with %lnttery his foul Intent !
Thus Traitors in their Fall are like the Sun,
Who #till looks faireft at his going down.
*Sdeath, Sir, do you believe me Child or Fool,
‘Whom ev'ry fawning Word or Toy can rule 2
By Heav'n I'll let you fee, Sir, your Miftake 5
Hence with the Traitor quickly to the Rack.

ALCIBIADES.
Sir, hear me fpeak-—
KING,
What is't that you can fay,

Who would my Crown and your own | ruft betray ?
When you fiom Prifon fet the Capuive free,
Bafely to win him to your Treachery .
‘Whom, when on him your Plots could nothing do,
You kill'd, *caufe he moie Honour had than you.

ALCIBRIADES.
s Ty all above, Sir, I am innocent .
Fy, I ne’er knew what the Thought of T'reafon meant.
But know from whence this %ealoufy youn drew,
From him that hates me, and abufes you.

Theranmnes
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Tberamnes had his Liberty from hence : [To Tiflaphernes, i
And for Defigns fo bafe———
TISSAPHERNES.

~——0h Impudence |
To what prodigious Height will Treafon climly !
Dare you, Sir, charge me with your heavy Lrime ?
;.)Id as [ am, my bword fhall do me right.

Ut——
ALCIBIADES,

—Monfter hence, and them that fear thee fright =
Think’ft thou to play with the black Deeds th’aft done ?
Were [ but free, tho’ naked and alone, : ®
Thou too defended by a defp’rate Crew,

And all indeed more near being damn’d than thou %
‘This fingle Arm fhould prove my Caufe 15 good,
And chionicle my Honour in their Blood.
KING, : !
Is't thus, Sir, you would plead your Innocénce 7
Think you t'outbrave ns with your Impudence
Once more the Traitor to his Tortures bear. ,
QUEEN. - i
Bue, Sir, your Juftice.now is too fevere, ,
*Twere an ill Triumph after Victories,
To make the Conqucror the Sacrifice;
That Gallantry fome Privilege may plead.
KING.
His Treafons are too plain, and open laid,
And all his Merits weigh’d againft them light.
QUEEN.
Should we him guilty of worfe Crimes admit,
And that in’s Death you’d worthieft Juflice thew,
Yet to forgive’s the nobler of the two.
KING,
When Desdamia pleads, | can’t deny:
His Doom’s this tume recall’d, he thall not dic;

But
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But (robb'd of all his Joys) let him be fent -
To a perpetnal Imprifonment ;
His Treafures rifled, and his Wife a Slave.

ALGIBIADES.
Here on my Knees let me one Favour crave.
What-ever Fate you have defign’d for me,
It is embrac’d: but, bir, let her be free ;
Let all the Weight of the alledg’d Offence
Light upon me ; wiong not her Irnacence.
"wig TIMANDRSA,
How mean and ahject is your Courage now !
Think you that I dare fuffer lefs than yon ?
No, Sir; 1n this he has no Raght to plead 3
Whate'er yoy think exther has meiited,
Lst equal Juftice orf us both be thown :
And as we are, fo let our Fates be cne..

ALCIRIADES, '
_"Thon Wonder Gf thy Sex, -

KING.
L1l hear no more:

How dare you tempt an angry Monarch’s Pow’r 2
But fince his Fate fo gratefully you efteem ;
Let her be Pris’ner too, but far from him.
He mutt not he fo happy to have her,
For Fetters would he Bleflings were the there,
Go, fee ye execute our Orders fhiaight.

TIMANDRA.

Thus we with Smiles will entertain our Fate.
My deaieft Lord, farewel ; let not a Sigh
Or Tea1 proclaim we grieve, our Paiting’s nigh.
Were it to quit our Happinefs a Pan,
%?y were not then a Blefing, but a Chain.

0, let us part as dying Martyis do,
Who leave this Life only to gain a new.

Grief
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Grief equally ignoble were as vain, .
Since we at leaft in Heav’n fhall meet again.

ALCIBIADES.

So from their Oracles the Deities
Inflre@ the ignorant World in Myfltenes .
But, part! that Word wonld make a Samnt defpair.
Obedience cannot be a Virtue here.
If fo, ye Gods, ye have fuch Precepts giv’n,
That an Example would confound your Heav’n
Duties beyond Omunipotence you enjoin ;
Can you forfake your Heav'n, or I leave mine ?
‘Till when thus, King, I'm fix'd beyond remove,
With all the Cements of an endlefs Love. ’
Kill me, thou yet fhalt of thy Ends defpair, '
My Soul fhall wait upon her ev’ry whese, G
Nay I’d not fly to Heav’n till the came there.
KING.
Shall I thus fee myfelf out-brav’d } Away,
He is a Traitor that but feems to fay.
[Alabiades fuaiches a Savord from one of the Guards,
ALGIBIADES. '
Now I am arm’d, Death to that Wretch that ftirs.
KING.
Sir, do not think to look us into Fears !
Difarm him,Guaids,or killham. [ They fight and difarm bim.
TISSAPHERNES.
Puth home, ye Dogs
ALCIBIADES.
Sordid Slaves.
Thus ev’ry Afs the helple(s Lion braves.
Adieu, divineft of thy Sex, adien !
I never thought that | could part tll now.
Now [ deferve the worft Fate has in itore,
L hat in {o brave a Caunfe fhould do no maie.

[The Guards offer 1o lead hins
Yet
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Yet ftay, one Look. Thus does the Needle fteer
T'o his lov’d North, and fain would come more near;
When 1n the eager Profpe& of his Joy,

He is by fome rude Artilt fnatch’d away.

Farewell

TIMANDRA. .
Farewel, and if your Memory
Ere trouble you with fuch 2 thing as [,
Let not a Sigh come from you, but believe
I’d rather be forgot, than you thou’d grieve.
v, ' ALCIBIADES. ’

Such Worth fhall in each Temple have a Shrine
What, to regain her, would I notrefign?

,But fhe’s too heav’nly to be longer mune.

[Bxeunt feveral ways guarded, looksng back at eack other,
KING,

She’s gone, but oh what mighty Charms there lie
Couch’d 1n the narrow Circle of an Eyel
Had fhe but ftaid another Minute here,
I had woin thains, and been her Prifoner:
And (]l | fear my Heart 18 not my own,
For 1f {fo bright when to a Dungeon gone,
How would the thine utumphanton aThrone ¢ [Exit.
QUEEN,
£o, now or never muit my Love fucceed ;
Vainly, weak King, haft thou his Doom decreed.
In this beginning of his Fall th’aft thown
But the imperfett Figare of thy own.
Few tours remain *twixt thee and Deftiny,
Till when grow dull in thy Security.
Trmandra's anl thy Death1s one Defign ;
Thenaf a .rovn can tempe him, he is mine, [Exie.

ACT
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BRSO LT oL IS

ACT V. SCENE L

TresAaePHERNES i,

TISSAPHERNES,
OW like a Lion on my Prey I'll feaft ;
Revenge, thou Solace 1o 2 troubled Breaft!
Could but Tleragmnes in Elizium know, -
How would his Ghoft rejoice at what I do |
‘ [ Theramnes's Ghof rifess

GHOSY.
Oh no——

TISSAPHERNES.
Death, what is that I hear and fee ! )
Begone, dull Ghoft; 1f thou artdamn’d, what’s thattome

GHOST,

From deepeft Horror of eternal Night,
Where Souls in everlalting Torments groan,
‘Where howling Fiends lie chain’d, and where’s noLight,
But thickeft Darknefs covers ev’ry ane,
I come to warn thee, Mortal, of  thy Sin ;
Shait ime is here left for thee to remain ;
*Twere fit that thy Repentance foon begin,
For think what *tis to live in endlefs Pawn,

Farewel [ Defecnds.
TISSAPHERNES.
~——Twas an odd Speech; but be it {o;
Pith; Hell itfelf trembles at what I doj;
And its "ubmaflion better to exprefs,
Scads this Ambaffador to make its Peace. L
et

8
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Let idle Fears the Superftitious awe;

With me my Refolution is a Law.

Repentance now would be too [ate begun: .
Ages can’t expiate what I haye done,

And if below for Souls fuch T'orments gre,
Methinks theig’s yet fome Brav’ry in Defpair.

The eafy King looks little in his State,

His Crewn is for fis Head too great a Weight:
But I will esfe him, and adorn this Brow,

Thus to my Aims no Limits Il allow.

Revenge, Ambition, all that's ill, hall be

My Bys'nefs ; fo I°ll bafie Dettiny,

Helll Ngem— -
PIl a& fuch Things whilt here I have Abode,
T1ll my own Trophies raife me to a God.

Enter QUEEN.

QUEEN.

Now fuch an Engine is it I would have,
I know he is a Traitor, and is brave.
T'll bait him with Ambition that fhall move;
Then if complacent to my Ends he prove,
In feeming to comply with his Defign,
Pl make him but an Inftrument to mune :
For when Succefs me to my Withes calls,
P’ll fhake him off; and then unpropt he falls.
My Lord

TISSAPHERNES,
Madam.
QUEEN.

My Father lov’d you well,
Pve heard him oft of your Atchicvements tell ;
When in his Camp fuch gallant 1Jeeds you wrought,
And always Vitory and I'riumph brought,

TI®
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TISSAPHERNES.
Madam, your Father was all good and juft.
QUEEN.
He could, why may not I, your Honour truft §
TISSAPHERNES.

You wrong it elfe, your Father lives in you s
As I was his, I am your Champion too.
Tho’ old, againft your Foes this sword fhall plead
Your Right; name but your Traitor, and he’s dead,
QUEEN.
Nay, 8ir, the Traitor's not alone my Foe,
His Injuries extended are to you,
‘T'o you to whom he owes all he enjoys,
Vet bafely him that gave um Growth defhoys ;
‘Whilft for his 111s he would his Kindnefs plead,
To heap your Honours on your Rival’s Head.
- Rally your Courage up, if you are brave,
And at once mine, and your own Honour fave,
TISSAPHERNES.

Your Majefty would mean the King. Dye try
My Refolution, or my Loyalty 2
QUEEN.
Your Courage, Sir, is known ; your Loyalty,
If you have any, jou’ll find due to me.
‘Thro® me thefe Honours you in Spa: ra bore,
And ’twas my Father made yon great before.
Now know it js the Xing, whofe perjur’d Sou!
Has done me Injunes fo bafe and foul,
That all that's good will bluth at; his Vows paft
To me, all i another’s Love are loft.
Nay, with my Honour too my Life muft bleed ;
He with the Gen’ral’s has my Fall decieed, §
‘To take the fair Tamandra to his Eed.
.ket’s go forprize him now he’s full of Wine,
evenge me on his Life, his Crown is thine,
TIS-
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TISSAPHERNES.

Madam, indeed the Injuries you feel
Cry loud ; nor do I tamely fee my Il
But you muft fivear to me you will be trae,*

*QUEEN.
By all that’s holy I’ll be fo to you.
TISSAPHERNES,

Tll do’t; but, Madam, know, I undertake
T'o hazard Life and Honour for your Sake;
Should you betray me

QUEEN.
Nay, now you are unkinder than before. :
To my firft Oath 1’1l add a Million more.
TISSAPHERNES,
And you will ftill be mindful of the Ciown }
o QUEEN.
1ad he ten thoufand, they weie all your own,
TISSAPHERNES,

"This then’s hus Fate ; pity a Crime were heres

He than't bave Time enongh to make a Pray’s,
[Draws a Dagger,

QUEEN.
Be bold ; and profper in thy brave Defign ;
And when hisDeath’s perform'd, the next is thine.[ A/f7e.
: [Exits
TISSAPHERNES.
This Trap was dang'roufly and fubtly lsy’d,
But I am not fo cafily betiay’d.
Her Love to Llczbiades 1 know ;
Her Woman for me did that Kindnefs do s
And fince fhe is {o good at the Defign,
Pl to oblige her give her one of mine.
My zealous urging of her Oath was done,
Not to prevent her Plots, bt hide my own.

,VOL- L E s

|
1
1
1
|
5
'
1




"4 ALcIBIADES

Y11 cherith her in all that the pretends,

So make her Aims but Covers to my bnds.

For when 1’m feated on the §partan Throne,

Both her and all her Treafons I'll difown : ‘

Prove both her Judge and her Accufer too,

And on her my'firlt A€t of Juftice do.

So all my Doubts and Fears will be o’er-paft,

And by her Fall I fix myfelf more faft, [Exir.

An Apartment, with a Char of State, and by it a Tabls,
avarh the Croawn and Sczpts o,
LEnter Kine and Lor ns,
_ KING.
My Lords, no more, we've drank toodeep ! I'd now
A while be private,
LORDS,

Royal 8ir, we go. [£%. Lords,
KING.

Boy take thy Lute, and with a pleafing Air
Appeafe my Sorrows and delude my Care. LSit.r Aoz,

§ O N G.

Prances that rale, and Empires fway,
How traufitory is thew State !
Sorvonvs the Glovees da allay,
And richeff Croayns hae greateft Weigh, g
L.
e mighty Manarch Treafon fears,
Amétitayu: T honghts fr.u:tbm');im ravey
His Lift all Difecontent and Cares,
Aud be at beft 15 bt a Slave.
1L
Fainly e think awith fond Del:ght
To eaft the Burden of our Cares
Each Giief a fecond does invite,
And Sorrowis pre each other's Heirse

v,
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IV.
For me, wy Honowr I'll maintain,
Be Gallant, Generousy and Brawe,
And wwhben I Quietuds awaonld gain,
At leaft I find 2t wn the Grave.
[The King falls afldep.
Enter QUEEN and T'1ssAPHERNES with 4 Dagger.
QUEEN
He fleeps ; now let the fatdl Deed be done.
Hah! what are thefe, the Sceptré and the Crown!
So did the droufy Dragon {leép, when he
Loft the ric¢h Fraits'of the Hy/perian Tree.
Firkt we’ll fecure his Crown, 2nd then he diss.
[Takes up the Croava,
Thus I'm difcharg’d of all my Promifes. ~
Take this, and if I elaum your Promife too,
[Pars it an bis Head,
Y’are King, and Juftice is your Duty now.
Come, by his Fall————
‘This your firlt Step to Glory folemnize,
Pll make you King, make him my Sacrifice.

TISSAPHERNES,
V'l do’t, but ftay— [ Adwances towards the King
' QUEEWN.
———Nay, guickly to him go;
Bir, he expetts no Ceremony now.
. 'TISSAPHERNES.
Thus tHen I—=-hah ! how alter’dam I grown!
ftand amaz’d, and dare not venture on,
There is in Majefty a fecret Charm,

That puts a Fetter on 2 Traitor's Amm :
 cannot do’ts———e

QUEELN.

Then look on her that dares.
How defpicable is the Man that fears!

E 2 Give
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£ive me the fatal Inflrament of Death ;

[Takes the Dagger from bim.
Myfelf will in his Heart this Dagger {heatﬁe:
Then blufh to think, 1f e’er the World fhould know,
'That a frail Woman durft do more than you.
KLdurage—he fmiles,— ;Adrvmzte.r towards the King.
Some pleafing Dreams his Fancy enteitain ;
Ol it were Pity he fhould wake again.
'Thus, King, thy Life and Empire I command :
Accept tlus from thy Desdamia’s Hand, [ Stabs bim,

KXING,

Hah, murder’d! Deidania, and by you !
‘What is’t that faithlefs Woman will not de }
Fenceforth all Loyalty and Love farewel,
‘When After-Ages fhall this Story tell,
>T'will be a Truth too fad to be receiv'd ;
Nor thall the World be by itfelf believ'd.
Did 1 for this ev’n Crown and Empise quit, N
To lay all my Ambition at your Feet ;
‘When at the Altar firicteft Vows 1 paid ?
Nor were they with lefs Zeal perform’d than made.
I lov’d you far above that Lafe y’ave {pil¢,
‘Till ev'n my Paffion was become my Guilt,
I for your fake depriv’d Heav’n of its due,
ook Adoration thence to pay it you,
And muft this be th' Reward for all I’ve done ?
Vet I thall have this Comfort when I'm gone,
IThat I no longer fhall with thee remain,
But dic in hopes we ne'er fhall meet again, [Diese

QUEEN,
He's gone, and now, my Lord
TISSAPHERNES.

m——0h, what is’t you have done?
§ while lay your unruly Paflions down,

View

0



g

AnrciBiADES ¥

View but tlie fiveet Compofure of that Face,
Where Grandenr {at attended by each Grace:
Now there grim Death hus ghaitly Revels keeps,
And pallid Horror o’er eath Feature’ creeps.
Weep, Madam, weep, to think your Rage has giv'n'
That Blow, which 10bsg the World to enrich Heav'n.
Oh my dear Loid, that c’er I liv’d to know
This Day! Madam, | can’t conccal it
QUEEN .
* ew———Bay you fo f
Bue, Sir, I fuorn to be betray’d by you.
[ e the Nofe of Peaple emtring, throws away the Dagger)
then fulls upon her Kuees, and lyps bold of aflapheruesy
then Jpoaks.

Treafon, Ureafoh, Trenfon, $9¢, mm—m .
16't not enough y*ave fhed my Hulband's Blood -
., TISSAPHERNES.
The Devil | —meee
QUEEN.

And robly’d the World of all that's great and good,,
But you mukt feck my T.ife; Lh Pity take,
If not for mine, at leaft for Virtue’s fuke !
TISSAPHERNES.
Hell and I'lagues | ———o
QUEEN
But why do I name wiatr forall that eer
The World had left of 1t, lies murder’d therey;
TISSAPHERNES.
Veiy nme.
QUEEN
Yet tho’ you’ve robb'd him of his Life, fave mine 1
Il Live to afk Heav'n Faraon for your 1n.
TISSAPHERNES.
So, now I'll £ p youm Jlousn,
[Breaks jrom ber, and 1akes up the Dagger,
E3 QUEEN,
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QUEEN."
Help! Murder! T'reafon ! help!

Enter Lor Db,
1LORD.
How, Tifapberaes, arm’d againft the Queen 3
What n’xeans this Pofture, Sir 2o

QUEEN.

mte——Oh noble Lord,
If e'er your Pity could a Tear afford,
Weep down an Ocean there ; behold the Spring
Of Sparta’s Hopes lies murder’d 1n her King.
And had not I the Traitor’s Rage withﬁqog,
He with my Hufband’s too had mix’d my Blood.
Bee wheze he guilty ftands,

LORD,
—— —Great Jgis flain }
By Tefapberuce tao ?
QUEEMN.
Yes, he to gain

‘The Sgartan Crown, this bloody Deed has dong
See he already has ufurpt the Crown ;
His hot Ambition could not bear Delays,
But on the Royal Spoils thus proudly prays;
Infults in’s Treafon.

TISSARHERNES.

~—I 2m now run down
So far, that all Hopes of Recovery’s gone
But, Madam, can you dare to lay this Guilt
On me ¢ was't not by you his Bload was fpilt ?
BUEEN.
By me! bafe Wretch, would thy Impiety
Lay this inhumane Regicide on me ?
I wound this Breaft ? ah, deareft Saint, too well
J knew ¢hy Worth ! [PPecps.
718

~
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TISSAPHERNES,
- Death! the’ll be Queen of Hell:
Plure will grow 1n love with her for thisi
LORD. b
My Lord, Treafon’s above all Pardon.
TISSAPHERNES.
~—'Tis,
LORD.
Then, 8ir, to Jultice.
TISSAPHERNES.
Xo, thus T deny. [Prefents bis Daggess
Fliv'd not by it, nor will by it die.
Was it for this my Stratagems I laid
'To ruin her, to be by her betray'd ?
Curfe on my narrow Fate ; but yet to thew
"That 1 love Murder too as well as you,
"Phus, perjur'd Queen
[Offrs to_fab the Queen, but 1t hinder’d by the Lords.
QUEEN.
See, how he'd fill purfue
His Treafon! hence to Juftice with him go:
Hourly let on the Rack his Pains encreale,
Till he the Horror of his Gualt confefs.

TISSAPHERNES.
That thall not nced. I’ll own the Deed as mine,

But glory 1n’t, it was a brave Defign.
The King kill’d! andI ruin’d! to compleat
T'hy Luft, all by one Stratagem, was great |
So great, that for its fake
1 can with Satisfation yield my Breath,
Elfe [ fhould take no Pleafure in my Death,
But ere 1 go, be pleas'd to entertain
The lalt kind Precepts of a dying Man,
Be bloody, falfe, revengeful, luftful, all

That ¢an be found recorded on Hell’s Roll
- E 4 Embrace
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Embrace ; where-e’er you rifing Virtae fee;
Down with i, and fet up Impiety.
Make thet your Theme, leave nothin g ill undone,
8o copy Tyfipbar aes when he’s gone 4
Wha leaves this Counfel ns a Legacy ¢
2Tis my Religion, and I'll in it die, [Evis TH. guarded,
RQUEEN.,
Hence with the Wretch——
Mean while to my dead Lord I'll Sorrows pays
And ufter his figh my own Life away, [Lx. Lords
“0, now they are grofe—a~sEinh, who comes there ¢

Ewter Arpurta,
ARDRELLA

. QUREN
Ardelliy on that thing eatt back an Byl
*{ wanoneen K ing, bat thank thefu Hande now none s
. Nay, itarg not, "J’g"y}q)/m-m.- too dagona ¢ [Ardella fayh
11is Troafures all ave thine as o Reward,
ARDELL A,
Yon a2 100 kingemioe—m
' -‘?_,UE \E Nn
Sec ftraight a Draught prepard,
" nd Murderers ; Timandra next mult fal ;
You kuow pur Will, let it be done.

ARDELLA4,
It fhall, LEaeumt feveradly,-
8SCENE II. A darkerrd Tent.

"LimaNDRA afficp upon a Coueh, a Spirit comes and  fings,
MERLIN,
Geme, my Salla, come away,
94y wieihn calls,
SdL LA, avithin,

AV ather P
o MERLIN,

Y

N
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MERLIN.
Hither 3 we'we no Bufiugfs To-day *
And where Innocence flecps we fecurely may play.

SALL 4.

I come, [Enters,

MERLIN.

So welcome my Dear, '

But firft let's dypirfe the black Glouds that are herdl
BOTH,.

Round about 1his Place e + ange,

And its gloomy Darluefi changs

To a bright deliyhtful-Giove,

A proper Scens for bappy Lowe.

The,Scene changes to Elyzeum:

MERLIN.
Next, fo diverf tha Fair One, ail
Qur wing d Companions we'll call,
And the Lir for Mufick charm,
WWhilff they 1henr Meafines. bere perfornts
BOTH.
Come all ys bright Forms that inbabat the Air,
| .And eafe wunth your Pleafures the Cares of the Fair
Here frohick and flsp, Ob no longer delay !
But It each clap bis Wings, and away.
Several Sp\irits of the Air, defcend, and dance.
SALLA.
Now let us difrover the Manftons of Reft,
Where Lovers wuth eternal Fiys are bleff.
{A glorious Temple appears in the Air, where the Spiritd
of the Happy aie feated. ]
See, Farr One, fee, not lan‘g ere you
+ o thofe glosons Seats foall go.
" B Anothef

4
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Ancther §PIRIT,
The uftful Dueen thirfis for your Blood,
And _yau“ar;‘\f"m' the World teo good, ’
MERLIN,
Nor fhall you come alowe, your Lower tog
* Muft meet & Fate the fame aouth you,
SAL LA
Bur here gonr Troubles all foall ceafty
*Fis tbe Seat of endlefs Blift,
CHORUS,
Hore in endlyfs Pleafures they
KReep eternal Holyday.
Hore they 1evely fport, and are
Grown’d avith Joys full nenv and rarey
Their Pleafitres too can newer die,
But Ik themfelves bawe Fmmorealitn,
MERLIN.
See the kind Spirits findle, and nonw
They'll blefs ber avith a wearcy Fiow.
[The whole Body of the Temple moves downward,
CHORUS.
Defeend, ob ye Glorses defeend !
Whe noith Blofiugs eternal are crowntd ;
g this Nympl your kind Influeucs lend,
FPhilft she Spheres all aveth Harmany 1 efouna,

MERLIN.
She avales s lot the Apparition go s
By 1 Damp upon my Wings I huoww
Somerbing 1l 15 dravving wear ;

Coms, Salln, come avvay 5 ob como aauqy, my Dear.
_They all wanifb, and the Scens changes again to the Tent,
TIMANDR A4,

T've had a Dream might make a Lover bleft ;
Oh fweet Delightia of everlafling Rejt!

[Queen appecn s at the Entrance,
¥ How’s.
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How'sthus! the Queen 7 what can her coming mean }

QUEEN. ¥
Ardella, with the Ruflians here remain 3
I’ll 1n, and with foft Words her Temper try ;
If without him fhe’ll live, fhe fhall not die.

Madam ! .
TIMANDR A.
————Your Pleafure !
QUEEN.

Oft ’ve heard y’are biave ;
But the beft Proof of Gallantry you gave,-
When of your noble Lord yon were bereft,-
And fuch = Blifs with {o rare Patience left.
TIMANDRA.

Madam, oui Flames a nobler Paffjon rules
"Phan Fondnefs, th’ idle Guilt'of wav’ring Fools 3
Qur Loves knew a far hightr Excellence,

‘Than the half Pleafures of 2 Minute’s Senfe.

QUEEN.

"Then you may love, fince you can with him part,-
He Iras made a Conqueft o’er my tender Heart.
Love governs here ; and fince my Hufband's dead, %

Fate and my choicelt Wilhes have decreed,
He fhould both 1n his Love and Thione fucceed.
TIMANDR A.
Do you helicve Empires or Crowns can make
Him his Timandra and his Faith forfake ?
Or think you I an Atom will refign
Of that l-i‘»:art which by hely Vows is mine?
No, I will keep him, maugre Craelty.
QUEEN.
But, Madam, do you know what *tis to die ¥
TIMANDRA.
Yes, *tis to lay thefe Clogs our Bodies by,

And be remov’d to bleft Eternity.
L6 v
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By Death Relief fiom all owr Griefs we gain,

And by one put an Ind to Years of Pain ;,

By that we jn one Minute find out mote,

Than all the bufy Gown-men fludy for;

Who after in dull Search th'nve Ages fpent,

L earn nothing but to know th’are ighorant. »

Death is a Blefing, and a 1 hing fo far

Above the worlt of all our Frailtics, Fear,

It claims our Joy, fince by it we put on

The Top of Happinefs, Perfection :

Quit him ! no never whilt I here have Breath

He’s mine in fpite of Cruelty or Death,
QUEEN,

‘Then cater, ye g1im Minilters of Fate,

. Emter Marderers aith Poifons
Does nat your ubhorn Courage now abate ?
TIMANDRA.

No, my Relolves more fixt and fim are grown !
Riing dreadful Racks and Toitures yet unknown,
Provide one for each Senfe, and then do thoun
Tempt me my Love and Tnttelt to forego,

"Midik all my Pains I’ll fiile and tell thee no.
QUEEN.

But, Minion, foon your Infolence (hall ceafes

Come, fince fuch Refolution yon cx})reﬁ.
"I'ake this, demar not; do’t--| Gives ber a Boavl of Poifons
TIMANDR 4
And is thia all
I thought o have had & more heroic Fall,
upcited o have nobleft Tortures met,
Not by dull Poifen to have found my Fate:
But any way ] eau thy Power defy ;
1o for my dlibeader | die, [Qpirs ta drink,
QIEEN.

Cet yield, and live m—mmm—
T IMA N
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TIMANDR A
S——Live! what hayel to do
With Life, when giv'n by one fo bafe as you ?
Thus I defpife it—— [Drinksa
QUEEN.
What difmal Torture ftrait will on her feize!
So | ’twas a Health to Alesbiades.
[ After Timandra bas dranuk the Poifons
TIMANDRA
Now blufh at what thy impious Rage has done;
My Alcibrades is full my own : -
And if thou him embrace when I amr gone, g
Each Night thy Bed Pl haunt, and challenge there
Thofa Joys, of which then halt bereft me here.
Anxtogs fhail be each Day, difturb’d each Night, }-

L

‘A reftle(s Shade Il fiill be in thy Sight;
‘And thes i"th’ Height of all thy Pleafures fright,
Heav'n, what do I feel |——

QUEE N,
Oh, does-the Dranght fucceed !

ARDELLA.
Madam, great Alcsbiades 15 freed,
And juft is entrng.——
QUEEN.
————Strait, with frricteit Care
Conyey her 1n, and wait my Pleafure there.
\Tbe Murderers lead 11 Timandra}
Sweet Murder | Oh no Phyfic is fo good
For th’ hopelefs Lover a3 & Bath of Blood.
But here he comes, ——=

4

Enter ALCIBIADES,

———Now to my Griefs again. [(Vers.
ALCIBIADES.
T¢ niakes me wonder how 1 Freedom gain
Allthings confus’d and in Diforder are.
) How's
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Fow’s this, in Mourning Weeds ¢ unveil, my Fai1.
Habh, not Timandra ! [Queen unweils:
QUEEN.
No, 8i1, tho® ’t1s one
That loves as nobly as Teandra can,
Or could, did {he yet live, but fhe is dead.
ALCIBIADES.
How, dead | —mr——ur
QUEEMN,
Yes; Tifapherues that black Deed did do,-
Prompted by his ignoble Hate to you,
But yon will wonder more when 1 fhall tell,-
That by his Hapd the mighty Agus Fell,

The King is flain, beth I'and Sgarta now
{ave no Hapes left, but what remain in youi.
ALCIBIADES.

Tn me ' alas! I am a Wretch too poor.
Timandra dead | curft ever be the Hour
Wheiein fo fair an Innocence was loft.

Heav’n juftly now may of its Glories boaft ;-

For the moft bright and precious Saint: that ¢’er

'The World enjoy’d, is fied, and feated there. -
QUEEN. .

Why do you let your Griefs diftrac your Soul??
Call up your Reafon, and let Paffion cool.

See here a Queen, that courts you with the Charms:
Qf Love, a Crown, and Empiie, to her Arms:
- No longer for Timand:a Sorrow wear ;
I will {fupply all you have loft 1n her:
T’ll love you as fhe did, -
ALCIBIADEBES,
Oh, Madam, no;
To love like her’s a Tafk tao hard for you,
Love me as fhe did! why, each T hought fhe had
Of me, was fuch, might make }1'1 Apgel glad,

9

Foy-
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For Crowns, tho® Emp’ror of the World I were,
I'd turn a Begpar to recover her.

Oh, Madam, tempt no farther; all’s but vain 3
I ne'er can have a Thought of Love agaim

QUEEN.

Never | canms
ALCIBRIADES.

No, never—r—imm—es

QUEEN.
s——Can you then fo foon'
Forget your Promife ? or will you difown'
'That e’er, if you Timandra fhould furvive,
Vou vow’d you only for my fake would live &
You fee how Heaven has decreed

ALCIBIADES.
Alas!
¥ then the Blefling knew, but not the Lofs 3
Befides, I now muit die—~—
QUEEN.
How, Sir, is’t thus my proffer’d Love you prize 7
ALCIBIADES.
I do not hate you ; may not that fuffice ?

QUEEN.
Ungrateful, no! but ['ll reward thy Pride.
Draw back:
The Scenp dranvn, diftovers Timandra on a Couchy
15 the Midf of ber Pains. .
»———Go Dotard in, enjoy thy Bride,
And know, by me thy lov’ .‘l!mmmim dy’d:
Yes, cruel Man, by me——
TIMANDRA
No, Queen, fhe lives,
And fill to all thy Rage Defiance gives,
Do I behold my deareft Lord fo nigh!  [Spies Alcibi
Shall I again {ee him befors I dje
dLCL
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ALCIBIADES.
Heft Hopes and Comfort of my Life, I'm here.
How farés my Love ?—
TIMANDRA.
Oh, come not, come not near;
My Blood’s all Fire, Infe@ion’s in each Vein, }

And Tyrant Death in ev’ry Part does reign ;
But I for yeu could fuffer much more Pain.

ALCLBRIADES,

Kind Heav’n ! Jet all her Pangs upon me fall :
And add ten thoufand more, I’ll bear ’em all,
Do but reftore het back. Oh curfed Queen !.

What Deyil arm’d thee to fo damn’d a Sin ¥
‘ouw’dft thou be guilty of fo fout a Deed #
QUEEN.
Yes, I did do™t ; by me the King too bled :
Tnworthy Wretch! and all for love of you;
nt had | Pow’r i now would k1l thee too.

ALCIBIADES. =

Oh'do’t, Il blot out all-th’aft done before,
And never call thee bafe, nor cruel more.
Here is my Breaft, foon the kind Work begin,
Advance thy Poniard, fend it }oldly in.

QUEEN. i

No, thou fhalt live for Larder Defliny, -
But firft thalt fee thy dear Timaudra die.

ALCIBIADES. |
Oh Mifery beyond the damn'd beneath! |
Muft I not happy be in Life nor Death? ) |

. TIMANDRA. &
Alas! ceafe you unneceffary Moan 3 -

I find my Torments quickly will be gone.

Tho’ I could with they might to Years renew, _

89 [ mighe {isll be blek with feeing you. b

Nowe:
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Now the black Storms of Fate are all blown o'er,
And we fhall meet, and ne’er be parted more. )
But oh farewel~w— {Dits

ALCIBIADES.

s—My dear Timandra, ftay !
Ah precious Soul, fly not fo foon away !
But one Look more; will Death have no Remorfe ¢
See, *tis thy dlesbiades implores.
But oh the’s gone) feize there that Murderefs.

QUEEN.
} —No: ,
Seize me| *tfs more than all your Camp can do ¢
‘Whoe'er comes, here's my Guard ; alas, mean Fool,
[ Prsfonis her Dagger.

My Fate’s o thing too great for thee to rule;
There lies your Conflancy. [ Pointing to Timandra.

[Alcibindes ffies to 2he Queen, and fnaickes vhe Dagger

Jrom ber,

ALCIBIADES.

Infernal Hag!
Whole ew'ry Breath infefts, each Look’s a Plagne!
Could not thy Fury on my Bofom reft,
But thou muit wreak thy Vengeance on this Breaft
T'o murder her |[~—curfe on me that I ftand
Thus 1dle ; now thy Heart———
[ Prefents the Dagger to ber Breaff.
«—But oh ’twould brand
My Trophies with eternal Infamy, -
If by my Hand fo bafe a Thing fhould die:
Her Ills fo many, and fo odious are,
They would difgiace an Executioner.
¥et I'd do fomething ; oh T have’s, Pll tear [Rawingh.
Her piece-meal : =—but Timandra’s gone too far :
[Mildly.
Youder

vq
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Yonder fhe mounts ! triumphant Spirit flay 3

See where the Angels bear her Soul away!

Now all the Gods will grow in love with her :

And I thall meet freth Troops of Rivals there .

But thus PI! hafte and folow m——ce o [Seabs bimfelfe

——Devil, there—— [Throws the Dagger to vhe Qyecha-

Die, if thou haft Courage enough to dare. ‘

But oh! .

A heavy Faintnefs does each Senfe furprize :

Yetere [ clofe up thefg enhappy Lyes,

Here their laft duteous Sorrows they fhall pay,-

And at this Obje&® melt 1n Tears away.

Bleft Center of my Hopes! in whom I plac’d

Too choice, too piire a Happinefs £ lait

I any Lofs lefs than thy Death had griev'd)

How well could I have dy'd, fo thou hadit liv'd |

Damn’d Fiend! ' [Te the Queens

But oh why do I rave at her, -

That have fo little time to tarry here ?

©ne parting Kifs, and then in Peace I’ll die: ,
[Kifer Timandraa

Now, farewel World ; welcome Eternity,

Enter Pat wocrvs, Lordi, and Guards.

PATROCLUS.
Horror of Horrors ! this was a difmal Chance ;-
Alas, my Friend!
' ' ALCIBIADES,
- . ——"Thy ufelefs Grief refrain s
Barewel; we fhall hereafter meet again. [Dzess
PATROCELEUS.
Guards, feize the Queen—
QUEEN.
——8c1ze me, rude Slaves ! forbear,

PATRO-
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PATROCLUS.

You fhall in fhort your Accufation hear.
To kill the King, my Father firlt you made
Your Property 5 then bafely him betray'd,
Your Woman all confelt, and by the Guard
Is now fecur'd to a more jult Reward,
And (tho' too late) this blnck Defign I knew 3
Yee all your Stratagema are ufelefs now,
EHence with the Muiderefs to JuRtice.
QUEEN.
. w—Halt.!
Think you that I will die by formal Law ¢
No, when Iin dead be thus my Fame {upply'd 5
She liv'd & Murd’refs, and a Murd'refs dy'd :
[Stabs barfelfs
,]uﬁice would bat my Hnm}inefs retard.:
Thus I defcend below to a Reward,
X thall be Queen of Fate : The Furies thene
For mea ﬁloriona Crown of Snakes prepare;
T long to be in State; my Liords, farewel s
Now noble Charen ! hoifl up Sail for Hell. [Disse
LORD
Elor Soul is fled—
PATROCLUS.
~—With her for ever die
Mer Treafons, and her odious Memory.
But whither is the falr Draxille gone ?
LQRD.
Diftracted at the Mifchiefs that are done,.
She's fled ; but whither is to all unknown.
PATROCLUS.
Quickly let after her be made pw fuit ;
I'll ranfack all the World to_find her out.
Propitious Eleav'n to her will fure be kind,
Bnter
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, Eunter Lo r .

2 LORD.
My Lord, we in our Notes have all combin'd
"T'o make you King; the Camp, with Shouts aud Cijes
©f Joy, fend their Joud Withes to the bkies, N
[ Sbouts woithiu, Eoug liwe Patroclue King of Spartas

PATROCLUS.

Go bid ’em their unwelcome Noife forbenr :

‘Turn all their “houts to Sighs of Sorrow here.
Turus ta ¢be Redive,

Th'nre gone; and with ’em all T will'd to keeps
Now | could nlmoft turn a Boy and weep,
My Friend! my Miftrefs! and-my Facher JolL|
Never were growing [Hopea more fadly croft.
Now Fortuna has her utmoft Malice thown,
She’d court me with the Flatt'ry of a Crown ¢
A thing {o far beneath chofe Joys I mifs,
*Tis but the Shadow of & Huppinefs.
For how unendily on 4 hrones taey fit,

That. mult, like me, be wietched to be great.
’ ’ g[Exeum OMALs,

FVT.
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Spoken by Mrs, Mary Lee,

Tas true, the Varlets care got much to fight 5
But fuith they claw it of whend'cr they avrite §
Are Bully-Rocks nor of the commen Size 5
JGll ye Men fafter than Domitian Flies,

NO W awho Jays Poets dow’t in Blood dolight P }

Qurs made fuch Hawack that the filly Rogus '
Was forc'd to make me vife for 1’ Epilogue,

The Fop damn'd me, byt erp to Hell I go,

D4 wery fain be fatisy'd if you }
Think it not juft that he aere firv'd fo ton,

s ke hath yours, do you his Hopes beguile 3

Youw'we been in Purgatory all this while,

Then damn bim down to Mell, and wever fpare ;

Pes baps be'll find more Fawour theve than beve s
Nay of the two may chufe the mnch lefs Ewil y

If you're byt good when pleasdy ev'n [i's the Dewil,
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Prancipibus placwiffe wiris won nltima lans ¢f,  Hor.
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To his Royal Highnefs the

D U K E

SIR,

FFsLMIS an approved Opinion, There

*T Y% 15 not fo unhappy a Creature in
% %37 o the World, as the Man that wants
Ambition: For certainly he lives to very
litrle Ufe that only toils in the fame Round,
and becaufe he knows where he is, tho’ in &
dirty Road, dares not venture cn a fmoother
Path for fear of being loft. That I am
not the Wretch I condemn, your Royal

Vou. L. F High-
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Highnefs may be fufficiently convinc’d, in
that I dutlt prefume to put this Poem under
yom Pationage. My Motives to it were
not ordinary : For, befides my own Propen-
fity to take any Opportunity of publifhing
the extieme Devotion I owe your Royal
Highnefs, the mughty Encouragement I
recetved from your Approbation of it when
prefented on the Stage, was Hint enough to
let me know at whofe Feet 1t ought to be
laid. Yet whift I do this, I am fenfible the
cutious Woild will expedt fome Panegyric
on thofe heroic Virtues, which are through-
out it fo much admi’d. But as they aic a
Theme too great for my Undertaking, fo
only to endeavour at the Truth of them muft,
in the diflance between my Obfcurity and
their Height, favour of a Flattery, which in
yout Royal Highnefs’s Efteem I would not
be thought guilty of : Tho' in that part of
them which relates to myfelf (wiz. your
Favours fhowet’d on a Thing fo mean as [
am) I know not how to be filent. For you

were not only fo indulgent as to beflow your
Praife
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Praife on this, but even (beyond my Hopes)
to declare in favour of my firlt [iffay of this”
Natute, and add yet the Encouragement of
your Commands to go forward, when [ had
the Honour to kifs your Royal Highnefs's
Hand, in token of your Permiffion to make
a Dedicatian to you of the fecond, I muft
canfefs, and hoaft, I am very proud of it
and 1t were enough to make me more, were
I not fenfible how far I am undeferving, Yet
when I confider yau never give yaur Favours
precipitately, but that it is a certain Sign of
fome Defert when you vouchfafe to promote
I, who have terminated my beft Hopes in it,
fhould do wrong to your Goodnefs, thould I
not let the World know, my Mind, as well
as my Condition s rais’d by it. Iam certain
none that know your Royal Highnefs will
difapprove my afpiring to the Service of fo
great and fo good a Malter; One who (as is
apparent to all thofe who have the Honour
to be near you, and know you by that Title)
never rais’d without Merit, or difcounte-
nanc’d without Juflice. It is that indeed
Fa obliging
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obliging Severity which has in all Men
created an awful Love and Refpett to-
wards you; fince in the firmnels of your
Refolution the brave and good Man is fure
of you, whilft the ill-minded and malignant
fears you. This I could not pafs over, and I
hope your Royal Highnefs will pardon i,
fince it is unaffectedly my zeal to you, who
am in nothing fo unfortunate, as that I have
not a better Opportunity to let you and the
World know how much I am,

Your Royal Highnefs's

woft bumble, moft faithful

and moft obedient Servans,

Tuao. Orway.

P




READER, .
AL %18 not that I have any great Affeflion to
2l Re Scribbling, that | pefte; thee witha Pre-
P W face, for among(t Friends, it1s a'moft as
k};}jﬂ poor a T'rade with Poete, as 1t 15 with

thofe that write Hackney under Attornies, 1t will
hardly keep us in Ale and Cheefe. Honelt 4riyfis
began to be fenfible of it in his Time, who makes
his Complaint to this Purpofe ;

I pity thofe who in thefe latter Days

Da write, when Bounty bath fhut up ber Gate :
Fhere Day and Night in vain good Writers knack,
And for their Labours oft have but a Mock.

Thus I find it according to Sir Fohn Farringtm’s
"Pranflation ; had I underftood ftafian I would havs
given it thee in the Original, but that is notmy
Talent ; therefore to proceed : This Play was the
fecond that ever I writ, or thought of writing. I
muft confefs, [ had often a Thtillation to Poetry,
but never durft venture on my Mufe, till I got her
into a Corner in the Country ; and then, like a
bathful young Lover, when I had her in privateI

F3 had
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had Courage to fumble, but never thought fhe
would have produc’d any thing 5 till at latt, [ know
not how, ere J was aware, 1 found myfelf Father
of a Diamatic Birth, which I called Alibiades : But
I might, without Offence to any Petfon in the Play,
as well have call’d it Nebuchadnezzar ; tor my Hero,
to do him 1ight, was none of that fqueamith Gen-
tleman I make him, but would as little have boggled
at obliging the Paflion of a young and bcau-
tiful Lady, as I thould myfelf, had I the fame Op-
portunities, which I have given him. This I pub-
lifh to antedate the Objeltions fome People ma?
miake againdt that Play, who have been (and much
pood may it do ’em) very fevere, as they think,
npon this, Whoever they ate, I am fure I never
Hifubhiged them ; not have they (thank my good
Fortune) much injur’d me: In the mean while I
fuigive ’em, and fince J am out of the reach on’t,
Jeave ’em to chew the Cud on their own Venom, I
am well fatisfy’d Ihad the greateft Party of Men of
Wit and Senfe on my Side ; amopgft which I can
never enough acknowledge the unfpeakable Obliga-
tiond ] receiv’d from the Ear! of R. who, far above
what Tam ever able to deferve fiom him, feem’d
almaft to make it his Bufinefs, to eftablith it in the
good Opinon of the King and his Royal Highnefs ;
fiom both of whom I have fince receiv’d Conflrma-
tion of their good liking of it, and Encouragement
to proceed.  And it is to him, [ muft in all Grati-
tude confefs, I owe the greateft part of my good
Succefs in this, and on whofe Indulgency 1 ex-
tremely build my Hopes of a next, I dare not pre-
fume to take to myfelf what a great many, and
thofe {1 am fure) of good Judgment too, have bet;_n

[
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fo kind to afford me, (wiz. Thatitis the beft He-
roic Play that has been wiitten of late; for, I
thank Heav'n, I ath yet not fb vain, ButthisI may
modeftly boaft of, which the Author of the French
Bernice has done before me, in his Preface to that
Play; that it never fail’d to draw Tears from the
Eyes of the Auditors; I mean, thofe whofe Souls
were capable of {o noble a Pleafure ; for it was not
my Bufinefs to take fich as only come to a Play-
houfe to fee Farceafools, and.laugh at their own
deformed Pictures. ‘Fho’ a certain Writer, that
fhall be namelefs, (but you may guels at him by
what follows) being afk’d hig¢ Opinlon of this Play,
very gravely cock’d, and ¢ry’d, I gad b knew not a
Linein it hewould be Author 5f  But he 15 g fin: fa-
cetious witty Perfon, as my Friend Sir £oraal his
it ; and to be even wi.h him, | know a Comedy of
his, that has not fo much h¢ & Quibble i it whicit
1 would bé Authurof. Aund (v, Readéy, I Bid Bim

and thoa
Farewel.




PR OL OGUE

" }‘ ¥ HEN firft our Author took this Play in band,
He doubted much, and long was as a fland.

He huzww the Fame and Memory of Kings

Weae to be treated of as_facred Things.

Not as they're reprefented an this Age,

FPhere they appear the Lumber of the Stage ]

Us'd only juft for rmmnlmg Tools,

Or swhat is aworfe, made Villains all, or Foolss

Brfides, the Charaders be fooavs to-night,

Hz found rwq;le wery defficult to nurite :

He faund the, Fame of France and Spain ar flake,

Therefore long pans'd, and fear'd awhich Part to thke )

Till 2his bis Fudgment fafeft underfiood,

o make *em both Herosc as he con’d,

But now the greateft Stop avas yer unpaft,

He found bimfelf, alas ! confin'd oo faft.

He 15 2 Man of Pleafure, Sirs, hite you,

And therefore hardly conld o Bufingfs boww,

Toll at the loft be did this Congueft get,

Ta make bis Pleafure Whetftone to bis Wit, }

Ss_fometunes far Fas ety be worn,

But as thofe Block-heads, abo difeonrfe by rote,

Sermetsmes [peak Senfe altho’ they rarely kuows't :
‘ 8




PROLOGUE
So be feczrce knew to avhat bis Work swould grows,
But *twwoees a Play, becaufe it awould be fo :
Yot well Be knows rhis 15 a aweak Pretence,
For Idlernefs 15 the averft awant of Senf,
Let baum 220t now of Careleffuefs be tax’d,
HPll avrire in eai neft, when be awrites the next @
Mear auwizle
Prune bis _fuperfluons Branches, nzver fpare s
Yet do i Aindly, be not too fovere,
He may Sear better Frut anotber Year.

¥ Dramata

D —————
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Dramatis Perfonze

4

M E N,

Philip 1. King of Spain, Mr. Bettertons.
Don Carles, lus Son, Mr. Swnih,
Don Febu of Aufiria, Mr, Harris.
Marquis of Po/a, the Prince’s Confident, Mr, Crofyq
Rur-Gomez, Mr. Medburp,
Officer of the Guards, Mr. Norris.

W OME N,
Queen of Spain, Mrs, Mary Lee.
Dutchefs of Eloli, Wife to R. Gomez, Mrs, Shadavell,
Henrsetra, Mz, Gibds.

Carca, Mrs. Gillgnv,
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Donx CARLO S,
PRINCE of SPAIN.

ACTIL SCENEL
SCE N E, a Palace Royal.

The Curtain drauin, difcovers the King and Queen
attended, Don Carlos, the Marquis of Pofa,
Rul-Gomez, Ege. Ebeli, Hennetta, Gaxcm,
Astendants, Guards,

KING.

WU Appy the Monarch, on whofe Brows no Cares
Add Weight to the bfight Diadem he wears ;

H Like me 1n all that he can wifh for, bleft.

RenownandLovethegentleftCalmsof Reft,

And Peace, adorn my brow, enrich my

Breaft.
To me great Nations tnbutary are;
Tho’ 1%11(’: my vaft Dominions {préad fo far; %
Where moft I reign, I muft pay Elomage here.

[Fo the Queen.
Fo Ap-
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dApproach bright Miftrefs of my pureft Vows :
Nor how me him that more Rebgion owes
To Heav'n, or to its ‘Altars more devoutly bows.

Dom CARLOS,

8o Merchants, calt npon fome favage Coaft,
Are forc'd to fee their deareft Treafines lofl.
Curfe ! What's Obedience} A falfe Notion made
ByPriefts,whowhen theyfoundoldCheatsdecay’d, ¢ py,,
By fuch new Arts kept up declining T'rade,
A Father? Ohl—

KING.
‘ ——Why dotvs my-Carlor fhroud
His Joy, and when all’s Sunfhine wear a Cloud ?
My Son, thus for thy Gloiy 1 provide ;
From this fair Charmer, and our Royal Bride,
Shall fuch a noble Race of Heroes {pring,
As may adorn the Court when thou art Kung,
Don CARLOS,
A greater Glary I can never know,
Than what already I enjoy in you.
The brighteft Ornaments of Ciowns and Pow’rs
1 only can admire,' as they are yours.
' KING.

Heav'n ! how he ftands unmov'd ! not the leat Mrews

Of Thanfport.
D CARLOS.
——Not admire your Happinefs } I de

As much admire it s ] revience you.

Let me exprefs the mighty Joy 1 fecl.
"I'hus, Sir, Lpay my Duty whenlkneel. [ Kneels to1he Queese.

QUEEN.
1low hard jt s his Paflion to confine !
T'm fure 'tis b, if 1 mayjudge by mine. [dfrete.

Alas, my Laid, y'aie too’obiequous now. [7e Carlos.
Don
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Don CARLOS.

Oh! might I but enjoy this Pleafure fiill,

Here would 1 worfhip and for ever knecl,
QUEEN
’Fore Heaven, my Loid ! you know not what you do,
KING.

Still there appears Difturbance on his Brow ;
And in his Looll(Js an Earneftnefs [ read,
Which from no common Caufes can proceed.  [Afd'r.
P’ll probe him deep——
—~—When, when, my deareft Joy, [To the Ducen,
Shall I the mighty Debt of Love defray }
Hence to Love’s {fecret I'emple let’s retire,
There on his Altars kindle th’ amm’1ous Fire,
"Then Pheenis-like each in the Flame expire.
Still he is fix’dmm— [Looking on Don Carlos.
—Gomez, obferve the Prince. [7o Rui-Gomez.
Yet {mile on me, my charming Excellence.
Virgins thould only Fears and Blufhes thow ;
But you muit lay afide that Title now.
The Doétrine which I preach, by Heav'n, is good :
Oh, the impetuous Sallies of my Blood !

QUEEN.

To what unwelcome Joys I'm forc’d to yield 2
Now Fate her utmoft Malice has fulfill'd.
Carlos, farewel ; for fince I muft fobmit—
KING.
Now wing'd with Rapture let us fly, my Sweet.
My Som, all Troubles fiom thy Bieaft refign,
And let thy Father’s Happinefs be thine.
[Exennt King and Queen attended,
Don CARLOS,
What King, what God would not his Pow’r fore 30,
T’enjoy fo much Divinity below #
Didit thou behold her, Psa?
P3aS§ 4
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POSA
ir, I did.
Dow CARLOS.

And is fhe not a fweet-one ? Such a Bride !
O Pofa, once {lié was decreed for mine :
Once | had hopes of Blifs. Iadit thou but feem
How bleft, how proud I was if I could get
But leave to lie a Proftrate at her Feet,
Ev’n with a Look I could my Paine b(}guile;
Nay fhe in pity to6 would fometimes fmile ;
T411 at the Falk my Vows fuccefsful piovid,
And one Day fighing ﬂi'e confef’d ihe lov'd,
Oh! then | fomnd no Limits to our Joy,
With Eyes thus lmgudhin% wa laok’d all Day;
S4 vigorous and frong we darted Beams,
Qur meeting Glances kindled into Ilames;
Nothing we found that promis’d not Delight
For when 1ude Shades depiiv'd us of the Light,
As we had gaz'd all Day, we dreamt all Nigh,
But after all thefe Labours undergone,
A cruel Father thus deltroys his son ;
Tn their full Height my choiceft Hopes beguiles,
And robs me of the Fruit of all my Tlils.

y deaeft Pg/a, thon wert ever kind ;

ring thy beft Gourtel, and dirett my Mind.

Entar G oM i 7.
RUILGOME Z,
Still he is heres~—NMy Lord.
Do CARL O S,
w—Your Buftnefs now ?
RUI-GOMEZ,
Pve with Concern beheld your clouded Brow,

Al tho' y'ave loft a Beauty well might make

Your f{tricteft Honour and your Duty {hake,
Let
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Let not a Father’s lils mifguide your Mind,
But be obedient, tho’ he’s prov’d unkind,

Don CARLOS,

Hence, Cynic, to dutl Slaves thy Morals teach,
I have no Leifure now to hear thee preach :
8till yow'll ufwrp a Power o'er my Wilk

RUI.GOMEZ.

Sir, you my Services interpret il :
Nor nced it be fo foon forgot that I
Have been your Guardian from your Infancy.
When to my Cliarge committed, | alone
Inftruéted you how to exped a Crowr ;
Tanght you Ambition, and War's nolileft Arts,
How to lead Armues, and to conduer Hearts ;
Whilft, tho’ but young—
You would with Pleafure read of Sieges got,
And {mile to hear of bloody Battels fought:
And #fill,.tho’ not controul, I may advile..

Din CARLOS.

Alas, thy Pride wears a oo thin Difguife =
Too well I know. the Fal(idod ¢f thy Soul,
Which to my Facher retider’d me fo foul,
That hardly as his Son a Smile I've known,
But always as 4 Traitor met his Frown.
My forward Honour was Ambition call’d :
Or if my Fiiends my early Fame extoll’d,
You damp’d my Father’s Smiles ftill as they fprung,
Perfuading I repin’d he Liv'd too long.
Sa all my Hopes by you were fruftrate made,
And, robb’d of Sur-fhine, wither'd 1n the Shade.
Whilft, my Goed Patriot! you difpos’d the Crown
Out of my Reach, to have 1t in your own.
But 1]l prevent your Policy mem

RUL
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RUIGOMEZ,
——— My Lozd,

This Accufation is ynjult and hard.
The King, your Father, would not {o upbraid
My Age. Is all my Servace thus repaid ?
But I will hence, and let my Mafter hear
Ilow generoufly you reward my Cure;
Who on my juft ComPlnint, 1 doubt not, will
At lealt wtyxeﬁi the Injuries I feel, [Exit Gomez,

POSA

Alas, my Lord, you too feverely ur,
Your Fate, his [nt’tefl with the King 1s large.
Befides, you know he has already feen
The Tran{ports of your Paflion for the Queen.
The Ufe he may of that Advantage make
You ought at leaft t’avoid, but for her fuke.

Don CARLOS.

Ah ! my dear Friend, th’aft touch’d my tender'fl Part 3
I never yet learn’d the diffeubling Aie,
Go, cill him back, tell him that 1 implore
His Pardon, and wall ne’er offend him more,
The Queen! kind Fleav'n, wwabe her thy neareft Care.
0! fly, o’crtake him ere hie gous too far, | Bxir Pofa,
How are we bandy’d up and down by Fate?
By fo much more unhappy as ware great.
A Prinee, and [leir o Sparu’s great Monarch born,
T'm forc'd to crurt 2 Slave whom moll 1 feorn
Who like & Bramble *mongfl a Cedin’a Boughs,
Vexeg his Pence nunder whofe Shade, he grows,
Now he returns : Allitk me, Falthood, dows,
"1 hou Rebel Paflion —-——

Re-enter Rui-Gomes and Posa.

8ir, I fear I've done [#% Ry Gomez,
You
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You wrong ; but if I have, you can forgive,
Heayn! e T do this abjeét thing, and live ? [fde.

RUIGOMEZ,

Ah, my good Lord, it makes too large amends,
When to his Vaflal thus a Prince defcends ;
Tho' it was fomething rigid, and unkind,
"upbraid your faithful bervant and your Friend.

Don CARLQS.

Alas, no more ; all Jealoufies fhall ceafe, i
etween us two, let there be henceforth Peace,
S0 may jult Heav’n afift me when 1 fue,
As I to Gomex always will be true.

RUIGOMEZ.

Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour take
All the Return Sincerity can make,
Bleft in your Father’s Love, as I’m in yonrs,
May nat one Fear difturb your happy Hours ¢
Crown'd with Succefs may all your Wifhes be,
And you nie’er find worfe Enemies than me,

[Exeunt D. Car. and Pofa.

Nor, fpight of all his Greatnefs, fhall he need :
Of too long Date his Ruin is decreed,
{‘ain’s early Hopes of him have been my Fears §
*T'was I the Charge had of his tender Years,
And read in all the Proprefs of his Growth,
An untam’d, haughty, hot and furious Youth ;
; A Will unraly, and a Spirit wild ;
At all my Precepts fill with Scorn he fmil’d.
Or when, by th' Power | fiom his }ather had,
Any Refiraint was on his Pleafures lad,
Uther'd with Frowns on me his Soul would rife,
And threaten futme Véngeance fiom his Lyes,
But now to all my Fears { bid adien ;
Foi, Prince, I’ll humble both your Fate and you,

Hore

i
%
L
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Here comes the Star by whom my Coutrfe I fteey.

Eser Envoirn

Welcome, iy Lovg———-
. EBOLI
My Lord, why ftay you here,
Lofing the Pleafure of this happy Night?
When all the Court are Melting in Delight,
“You toil with the dull Bus'nefs of the State.
RUIGOMEZ.
Only, my Fair One, how to make thee Great,
Thou tak’ft up all the Bus'neft of my Heart,
And only to it Pleafures can’ft impart.
Say, fay, my Goddefs, when fhall | be bleft ?
It is an Age fince I was happy Iaft.
EBOLL
My Lord, I come hot hither now to hea
Your Love, but offer fomething to your Ear.
If you have well obfery’dy you muft have feen
To Day fome ftrange Diforders in the Queen.

RULGOMEZ.

Yes, futh as youthful Brides do fill exprefs,
Impatient Longings for the Happinefs,
Approaching Joys will fo difturb the Soul,
As Needles dlways tremble near the Pole,

EBOLL

Come, come, my Lord, feetn not fo blind ; too weld

I’ve fecn the Wrongs whith you from Carlos feel 3
And know your Jadgment is téo good, to lofe
Advantage, where you may fo faély choofe,

Say now, if I inform you, how you may

Wich full Revenge all your paft’ Wrongs repay.

RUL
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RUILGOMEZ.

Bleft Oracle! fpeak how it may be done :
My Will, my Life, my Hopes are all thy own.

EBOLL

Hence then, and with yous ftricteft Cusning try

,What of the Queen and Prince you ¢an defery ;

, What ev'ry Look, each quick and fubtle Glance ;
Then we'll from all pioduce fuch Circumitance

As fhall the Kinp’s new Jealonfy advance.

Nay, 8ir, I'll try what mighty Love you fhew:

If you will make me great, begin it now.

How, 8ir, dye ftand confideiing what to do ¢

RUIGOMEZ.

No; but methinks [ view fiom hence a King,
A Queen, and Prince, three goodly Flowers fpring ;
Whilt on *em like a fubtle Bee 1'll prey,
Till fo their Strength and Virtue drawn away,
Unable to recover, each fhall droop,
Grow pale, and fading hang his wither’d Top :
Then fraught with Thyme triumphant back 1’1l come,
Andunladeallthe precions Sweets athome [Ex:+Gomez.

EBOLL
In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go on, }

G rnd Ly

And make what halte thon canft to be undone,

Whillt I have nobler Bus'nefs of my own.

Was I bred vp in Greatnefs ? Have | been
Nurtur’d wnﬁ glorious Hopes to be a Queen?
Made Love my Study, and with practis’d Charms
Prepard myfelf to meet a Monmch’s Arms;
At lalt to be condemn'd to the Embiace

Of one, whom Nature made to her Difgrace ;
An old, inlperfe, feeble Dotard, who

Can only tell (alas') what he would do?

On him to throw awa{ my Youth and Bloom,

As Jewels that are loft t'enrich a Tomb ?
No,

g
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Nao, tho’ all FHopes are in a Hufband dead,

Another Path to Happinefa I’ll tread ;

Elfewhere find Joys which i’m in him deny’d :

Yet, while he can, et the Slave ferve iy Pride.

Still P11 in Pleafure live, in Glory fhine,

The gallant, youthtul Anfiria thall be mine ;

To hun with all my Force of Charms I'll move.

Let others toil for Greatnefs whiltt I Jove, [ Exit.
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ACTIL SCENE L
SCENE, An Orange Grove.

Enter Don Jouw of AusTRIA

Dox FOHN.

HY fhould dull Law rule Nature, who firlt made
That Law by which herfelf is now betray'd ?

Ere Man’s Corruptions made him wretched, he

Was born moft Noble that was born moft Free :

Fach of himfelf was Lord, and unconfin’d,

Obey'd the Di&ates of his God-like Mind.

Law was an Innovation brought in fince,

When Foels bqgan to love Oiedience,

And call’d their Slavery Safety and Defence,

My Glorious Fathe: got me in his Heat,

When all he did was eminently Great :

When wailike Belgia felt hus conqu’ring Pow’r,

And the prond Germans own’d hun Emperor.

Why fhould it be a Stain then on my Bgood,

Becaufe I came not in the common Road,

: Bat born obfcure, and fo more like a God ? }

Na, tho’ this Diadem another weai, }

I,

At leaft to all his Pleafures I’ll be Heir.
Here | fhould meet my Ebols, my Fau.

Enter Enornr,

She comes ; as the bright Cyprien Goddefs maves,
When loofe, and in her Chatiot drawn by Doves,
She rides to meet thé warhike God fhe loves.

EBOL
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EBOLIL
Alas, my I ord, you know not with what Fea
And Hazard I am come to meet you here.
Dor FO H N,
O banifh it : Lovers like us fhould fly,
And mognted by their Wilhes foar an high,
Where foftelt Fcftafies and ‘Franfports ave,
While Fear alone difturbs the lower Air,
EROLL
But who 13 fafe when Eyes are ev'ry where
Or if we could with happieft Secrely
Enjoy thefe Sweets, ah, whither fhall we ly
Tefcape that Sight whence we can nathing hide ?
Dor ¥Q HN.,
Alas, lay this Religion now afide
IIl hew thee one more pleafunt, that which Foue
Set forth to tho old World, when from above
He came him{elf, and taught his Mortals Love, }

EBQLL
Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame }
My Loid, you might confider who 1 am,
Den FOHN,

I know y’are her I love, what thould I mote
Regard frmm

FBOLL
s———By Heav’n, he's brave—- [ fide.

—lut ean fo poor
A Thought poffefs your Breait, to think that I
Will brand my Name with Luft and Infamy

Don FOHN,

Thofe who are noblefl born fhould higher piize
Love's Sweets, Oh! let me fly fnto thole Lyes !
There’s fomething in ’em leads my Soul aflray :

As he who fn a Nectomancer's (lafy
Belolds his wilh'd-fin Fortune by him pafs,
Yet

4
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Yet fill with greedy Byes——— -
Purfues the Vifion as it ghdes away,

EROLL
Prote& me, Heaven, I dare no Janger fay ;
Your Laoks fpeak Danger . T feel fomething too
That bids me fly, yet will not let me go. [ Hulf" afide.
Do FQ HN.

Take Vows and Pray’ra 1f ever I prove falfe;
Sec at your Fect the humble Auffria falls, [ Koneels,

EBULL
Rife, rife,—— [Aultria rifes
My Lord, why would you thus deceive ? [ Seghs.
Do FOHN,

How many ways 1o wound me you contrive ?
Speak, wouldft thov have an Empire at thy Feet }
Say, wouldit thor rule the Waorld * I'll conquey it.

EBOLL
No ; above Empiie far | ¢ould prize you,
¥f you would be bat-err
Dan FO HN.
—What ?
EBOLL
~———TFar ever true.
Doy YO HN.

That thou may*t ne’er have Caufe to fear thofeHarms,
P'll be confin’d for ever in thy Arms:
Nay, 'll not one fhort Minute fiom thee firay,
Myfelf 1*lf on thy tender Bofon lay,
Till in 2ts Warmths ’m mcled all away.

Enrer GARCI A,

GARCIA
Madam, your Lord—— °
EBROLL
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EBOLL
~——Q0h! fly, or I'm undohe,
Don FO HN.
Muft I without my Blefling then be gone ?
fK:ﬁ: ber Hand.,
EBOLI,
Think thou this Indifcretion merits one ?
[Pslls it back,
Den FOHN,

'm aw'd———
As n fick Wretch, that on his Death-Bed lies,
Loth with hus Friends to part, juflt as he dies,
Thus {fends his Soul in Withes from his Eyes. [Eair.
EBOLL
Oh Heav’n! what Charms in Youth and Vigour are }
Yet he in Conquelt is not gone too far ;
Too eafily 1’1l not myfelf refign :
Ere I am his, ]’ll make him i%rcly mine j
Draw him by {ubtle Baits into the Trap,
Till he’s tao far got in to make Efeape ;
Abount him fwifily the foft Snare 1l caft,
And when I have him there, I’l] hold him faft.

Euter Rui1-Go ME z,

RUIGOMEZ,

Thus unaccompany’d I fubtly range
The folitary Paths of dark Revenge :
The fea:ful Deer in Herds to Coverts run,
‘While Beails of Prey affett to roam alone,

EBOLL
Ah! my dear Lord, how do you fpend your Hours #
You little think what my peor Flait endures 3
Whilft, with your Abfence tortur’d, [ in vain
Pant after Joys I ne’er can hope to gain,
RUL
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RUI.GOMEZ.
You cannot my Unkindnefs fure upbraid ;

Remember you the Tatk you gave 2

o | EBOLL

- *Tlis ine;

‘ Your Pardon, for I de remember now,

1f I forgot, *twas Love had all my Mind :
And ’tis no S, I hope, to be too kind.,

RUILGOMEZ,
How happy am [ in a faithful Wife ]
©Oh thou moft precious Blefling of my Life!
EBOLL
Does then Succefs attend upon yow Tail ¢
Ilong to fee you revel in the Spoil.
RUIGOMEZ,
What firicteft Diligence conld do, I've done,
Tincenfe an angry Father ’gainft his Son.
I to advantage told him all thar’s paft,

¥

7 ir bach.

So that this Night he thunn'd the Maniage-Bed,

Euter the K1 NG attemded by Pos a.

See where he comes with Fury in his Eyes

121

E You thould forgive thofe I'aults yourfelf have made,

[Ssgbr,

Defc1ib’d with Art each am’ious Glance they caft

Which tluo’ the Couit has vaiious Mutmars {p1eada

Kind Heav’'n but giant the Storm may higher 1ife.

If't grow two lowd, 1l lurk in {fome darlt Cell,

1, who o’er Nations have vi€torious been,
Now cannot quell one httle Foe within.

UL i Vor. L

‘v@% — And laagh to hear my Magice work fo well.
“ KING.
- What's all my Glo1y, all my Pomp ? how poo
Jurs? g Is fading Greailnefs ? o1 how vain 1s Pow'r?
; i Where all the mighty Conquefts I have feen ?

ll

Cur:d
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Cuis'd Jealoufy, that poifons all Love’s Sweets !
How heavy on my Heat th’ Invade fits!
Oh Gomex, thou haft giv'n my mortal Wound.
RUILGOMEZ,

What is’t does fo your Royal Thoughts confound ?
A King his Pow’r unbounded ought to have,
And ruling all, fhould not be Paflion’s Slave.

KING,

Thou counfell't well, but art no Stianger fine
To the fad Caufe of what I now endure.
Kunow’#t thon what Poifon thou didit lately give?
And doft not wonder to behold me live ?

RUI.GOMEZ.

T only did as by my Duty ty’d,

And never fludy’d any thing befide.
KXING,

I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care:
Quickly, what paft between 'em more declare.
How greedily my Soul to Ruin flies!
As he, who 1n a Fever buimng; lics,
Fitft of his Friends does for a%)mp implore, E

‘Which tafted once, unable to giee o’er,
Knows *tis his Bane, yet {hill cthufis after more.

Oh then ——
RULGOMEZ,
~——T fear that you'll interpret wrong ;
*T'is true, they gazld, but ’twas not very long.
KXING.
Lie fill, my Heart : Not lopg, was’t that you faid ?
RUIGOMEZ,
No longer than they 1n your Prefence ftay*d,
KING.
No lovger # Why, a Soul in lefs ime flies

To [leav’n ; and they have chang’d theus at theu Fyes.
Hence



h".
\

Privece of Searw.

Hence abjeét Fears, be gone ; fhe’s all divine,
bpeak, Fiiends, can Angels in Perfetion fin ?

RUIGOMEZ,
Angels that fhine above, do oft beftow

"Their Influence on poor Mortals heie below.

KING.
But Carlosis my Son, and always near;
Seems to move with me in my glorious Sphere.
True, {he may thaw’r promilcuous Blefings down

On Slaves that gaze for what falls from a Crown :

‘But when too kindly fhe his Brightnefs fees,

It robs my Luftre to add more to hus.

But Oh! I dare not think e

That thofe Eyes fhould at leafl fo humble be,
To ftoop at him, when they had vanquifh’d me.

PO S A
Sir, L am proud to think I finow the Princa,

. 'That he of Virtue has too great a Senfe,

To cherifh but a Thought beyond the Bound
Of firiefl Duty, He to me has own’d
How much was to his former Paflion due,
Vet fiill confefs’d he above all priz’d you.

RUIGOMEZ,
You better reconcile, Sh, than advife:
Be not moie chaitable than y’are wife.
The King is fick, and we thould give him Eafe,
But firft find out the Depth of his Difeafe.
Tao fudden Cures have oft peinicious giown ;
We mauft not heal up fefie’’d Wounds teo foon.

KING.

By this then you a Pow’r would o’er me gain,
"Wounding to let me linger in the Pain.
Pm ftung, and won’t the 7 ortuie Iong endure :

123

Serpents that wound, have Blood thofe Wounds to cures

Gz R
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RUIGOMEZ,

Good Heav’n forbid that T fhould ever dare

To queftion Vutue in a Queen fo fair,

Tho’ fhe her Eyes caft on you glotiouvs Son:

Men oft fee Tieafuies, and yet covet none,
KING,

Think not to blind me with dark Tionies,
The Tryth difguis’d 1n obfewse Contiaries.
No, T will trace lus Windings ; all her daik
And fubtleft Paths, each little Aftzon maik.
If fhe prove falfe, as yet I fear, {he dies,

Enmter QUEEN attendedy, and HENRIET T AL

Ha! here! O let me turn away my Eyes,
For all around fhe'll her bright Beams dufpluy :
Should I to gaze on the wild Meteor ftay,

Spite of myfelf I fhall be led afiray.
[ Exs¢ the King attended, looking at the Queen.
QUEEN.

How {cornfully he is withdrawn !

Sure eer his Love he'd let me know has Pow’r :

As Heav'n oft thunders ere 1t fends a Show’r,

'This Spauyd Gravity 1s very odd :

All Things are by Severity fo aw’d,

That little Love dares hardly peep abroad.
HENRIETT A.

Alas! what can you fiom old Age expet,
‘When frail uneafy Men themfelves negleét ?
Some little Warmth perhaps may be behind,
‘Tho' fuch as in extinguifh’d Fires yon’ll find ;
Where {ome Remains of Heat the Afhes hold,
Which (if for more you open) ftraight are cold.

QUEEN,
>Twas Intereft and Safety of the State ;

Int’reft, that bold Impofer on our Fate ;
That
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That always to duk Ends mifguides ou1 Wills,
And with falfe Happinefs fimooths o’e1 oor 1ls,
It was by that unhappy Frauce was led,
When, tho’ by Contrat [ thould Caslas wed,
I was an Offering made to Philip’s Led.
Why figh'tt thou, Henrretta? [Hen. fighs-
. HENRIETT A,
Who 15 1t can
Know youw: fad Fate, and yet from Giief refrain ?

With [leafure oft I've heard you fimling tell
OF Carjos® Love.

QUEEN.

~———And did it pleafe you weil ¢
In that brave Piince’s Courtflup there did mect
All that we could obliging call o1 fwe.t,
At eviry Point he with Advantage ftood ¢
Fierce as a Lion, if piovok’d aboad , }
Ilfe, foft as Angels, chaiming as a God,

HENRIETT A,

One fo accomplifh’d, and who lov’d you too,
‘With what Refentments muft he pait with you ?
Methinks [ pity him,——Dutoh! in vain:

He's both above my Pity and my Pain, [ Afidr,
QUEEN.,
‘What means this flrange Diforder
HENRIETTA.

Yonder view,
"That which I fear wall difcompole you too.

Enter Dou CARLOS, and Pos a.

' QUEEN.

Alas, the Prince! There to my Mind appears
Something that in me moves unufual l'eais,
Away, Hewt 1éttn —— (Offers ta go.

. G 3 Do,

%
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Don CARLOS.

W hy would you be gone ?
¥s Carlos’ Sight ungrateful to you grown ?
1f *us, fpeak: In Obedience I'll retire,
QUEEN.
No, you may {peak, but muft advance no nigher..
Doz CARLOS.

Mut 1 then at that awful Diitance fue,
A« our Fore-fathers were compell’d to do,
When they Petitions made at that great Shrine,
Where none hut the High Prieft might enter i 2
1 er me approach ; I've aothing for your Ear,
But what's fo pure it might be offer’d there.

QUEEN.

Too long ’tis dang’rous for me here to flay :

If you muft fpeak, proceed: What would you fay ?
[Carloa 4ucels.

Nay, this fluange Ceremony pray give o'cr.
. Dox CARLOS,

Was I ne’er in this Poftuie {feen before ?
Ah' can jour cruel Heart o foon refign
All Senfe of thefe {ad Sufferings of mine ?
To your more jult Remembrance, 1f you can,
Recal how Fate feem’d kindly to ordain
That once youa fhould be mine ; which I believ'd :
s hu’ now, alas ' I find T was decerv’d,

QUEEN.
"hen, iy you fhould your Fate, not me upbraid.
Dox CARLOS.

“«w.'lwut Dy y'ave broke the Vows you made;
© r'v uylore you would not quite forget
't Wreteh y’ave oft feen dying at your Feet;
2nd now no other Favour begs to have,
"Fhan fuch kind Pity as becomes your Slave,

For,
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For *midft your higheft Joys, without a Ciime,
At leaft you now and then may think of him.
QUEEN.

If €’er you lov’d.me, you would this forbear;
It 15 a Language which 1 dare not hear.
My Heart and Faith become your Father’s Right ;
All other Paffions I muft now forget.

Don GARLOS.

Can then a Crown and Majefty dilpenfe ]
Upon your Heart fuch mighty Influence,
That | muft be for ever banith’d thence ? X
Had I been raie’d to all the Heights of Pow’r,
In Triomph crown'd the World’s great Emperor,
Of all its Riches, all its State poflefs’d,
Yet you fhould itill have govern’d in my Breafl.

QUEEN.
TIn vain on her yon Obligations [ay,
Who wants not Will, bat Power to repay.

HENRIETTA
Yet had you Henrsetta’a Hearr, you would:
At leaft ftrive to aflord him all you could, [Afiele.

Don CARLOS.
Oh'! fay not you want Pow'r ; yon may with one
‘ Kind Look pay doubly all I've underpone.
g And knew you but the Innocence [ bear,
: How pure, how {potlefs all my Wifhes ae,
You would not feruple to fupply my Want,
‘When all I’ll alk you may fo fafely grant.
QUEEN.

I know not what to grant, teo welll find

That fll at leafl I cannot be unkind.

; Dow CARLOS.
.A’ﬂ"ord me then that little which I crave.
QUEEN.
You fhall not wantwhat I may let you have,
[(Grves ber Head fighing.
G 4 Don

"|'I .
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Do CARL QS,

Like one awmeeee
That fees 2 Heap of Gems before him cadt,
Thence to chufc any that may pleafe him beft ;
From the rich Treafure whilil I Choice fhould make,
Dazzl'd with 2, I know not wheie to take.
I would be 1ichm——m—

QUEEN.

~—rNay, you too far encioach;
U fear | have abieady giv'n too much,  [Turns fi om hitks

Don CARLOS.

Oh! take not back again th’ appearing Blifs,
Jow difficult’s the Path to Happinefs ?
Whalft up the Precipice we climb with Pain,
One little Slip throws us quite down agam.
Stay, Madam, tho’ you nothing moie cau give
1 han juit cnough to kcep a W retch alive ;
At leatl remember how I've lov'd ——

QULELN.
T Wil
Don CARLQS,

T hat was fo kind, that 1T muft beg more flill 3
Lot me love on « ltis a very poor
Aund caly Graat, yee Pl tequefl no more.

QUEEN.

Do yoy believe that you can Tove 1ctain,
And not expedt to be bhelov’d again ?

Don CARLOS.

Yee, T will love, and think ’'m happy too,
8§ tang av L ean hnd tha you e fo :
All my Dilguiets banifh fiam my Breall .
T will enleavour to do fo at lealt, [Sighing d«'r['/;l.
Or
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Or if I can’t my Miferies out-wear,
T hey never more fhall come t’ offend yom Ear.

QUEEN.
Love then, brave Prince, whilft I’l] thy Love admire 3
[Gives ber Hang, which Don Carlos during all chis
Speech luffes eagesly.
Yet keeP the Flame fo pure, fuch chatte Defire,
"T'hat without Spot hereafter we above
May meet, when we fhall come all Soul, all Love,
Till when Oh! whither am ! run aftray ?
1 grow too weak, and muft no longer flay.
Yor thould J, the foft Charm fo ftrong would grow,
I find that] thall want the Power to go.
[£x. Queen and Henrettas
Don CARLOS.

O fweet
If fuch Tranfport be in a Tafte fo fmall,
How blefs’d muft he be that poffefles all !
Where am I, Pofa ? Wheie's the Queen ?
[Standing amaz’d.

_POSA.

My Lord,
A while fome Refpite to yous Heait affoid
The Queen's 1etu d

Don CARLOS.

Retii’d! And did fthe then
Juft fhew me Heav’n, to fhut it in again?
"Lhis lictle Eafe augments my Pain the more
For now I'm moie wmpatient than before,
And have difcover’d Riches make me mad.
POS A

But fince thefe Treafuies are not to be had,

You fhould correét Defires that diive you on

Beyond that Duty which becomes a Son.
G 5 No
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No longer Ict the Tyiant Love invade ;
The Brave may by themfelves be happy made.
You to your Father now muft all refign.

Don CARLOS.
But ere he robb’d me of her fhe was nine.
To be my Fiiend is all thou haft te do,- !
For half my Miferies thou canft not know.
Make myfelf happy ! Bid the Damn’d do fo3
‘Who in fad Flames muft be for ever tofs'd,
Vet tllin view of the lov’d Heav’n thave loft, [Ewcwndd

acw
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ACT III. SCENE I,

The Grove continues.

Eunter Don JoEN of AUSTRI AL

Dor FQHN.

" ¥ OW vainly wonld duli Moralifts impofe '
Lamits on Love, whofe Nature brooks no Laws ¥

Love 15 2 God, and like 2 God fhould be
Inconftant with unbounded Liberty,
Rove as he lift
I find 1t ; for ev'n now I’ve had a Feaft, .
Of which a God might covet for a Tafte,
Methinks I yet————
See with what foft Devotion in her Eyes-
The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice.
Oh how her Chaims {upriz’d me as [ lay! .
Like too near Sweets they took my Senfe away ;
And I ev'n loft the Pow’r to reach at Joy.
But thofe crofs Witchcerafts foon unravell’d were,
And [ was Jull’d 1n Trances fiwceter far :
As anchor’d Veflels in calm Harbowms 11de,
Rock'd on the Swellings of the floating Tide.
How wretched’s then the Man, who tho’ alone }

He thinks he’s bleft, yet as confin’d to one,
Is but at beft a Pnis’ner on a Throne ?

To him Kinc attended, Posa, and Gomez.

KING.

Ye mighty Pow™rs, whofe Subllitutes we are,
Oun whom y'ave liin of Eaith the Rule and Cate,
G 6 Why
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Why all our Tails do yon reward with 11,
And to thofec weighty Cares add gicater dll ?

Or how conld I your Deities eniage,
That blefs*d my Youth, thus to alfiét my Age?
A Quecen and a Son’s Inceft! difmal Thought !

Don FOHN,
What is't fo foon his Majefty has brought [T¢ Gomea,
From the foft Avms of his young Dride ¢
KING,
——Ay true!

Is fhe not, Aufls ia, young and chatming too ?
Dol thou not thunk her to a Wonder faii ?

“Tell me

Pon FOHN.,
——Tiy Heaven more night than Planets are .
Her Beauty’s Force might ev’n their Pow’r out-do.

KING,

Nay, flie's as falfe, and as unconflant too.
Gh Auftira, that a Form fo outward biight
dliould be within all dark and ugly Naghe ¢
For fhe, to whom 1'd dedicated all
My Love, that dearcll Jewel of iny Soul,
T'akes from 1ts bhrine the precions Relique down,,
‘I*adorn a little Tdol of het own,
My Son! that Rebel both to ITeaven and me !
Oh the diftracting: 'I'hrocs of Jealoufy !
But as o drowminge Waeteh jull like to fink,
Seeing him that threw him in vpon the Bink ;
At the third Plunge Inys hold upon his Foe,
And tugs him down into Dellruétion too:
So thou fiom whom thefe Miferies I've known,
Shalt bers me out again, o1 with me diown.

! [ Sedzer roug bly on Rur-Gomez,

RU-
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RUIGOME Z,

My Loyalty will teach me how to wait
Al the Succeffes of my Sovhieign’s Fate,
What 1s°t, Great 8ir, yon would command me ?
KXING.
How: fo—
What 1s’t—1] know not what 1'd have thee do:
Study Revenge for me, ’tis that [ want.
Doz FOHAN,
Alas! what Frenzy does your T'emper haunt #
Revenge ! On whom @
KING.
Qn my falfe Queen and Son,
RUIGOMEZ.
On them! good Heaven! whatis’t that they have dones
Oh had my Tongue been curs'd ere it had bred
T his Jealoufy— (Half afide.
KING
——Then cancel what thou’ft faid.
Didft thou not tell me, that thou faw'ft him ftand,
Printing foft Vows in Kiffes on her Hand ;
Whilft in Requital the fuch Glances gave,
Would quicken a dead Lover in his Grave?
RUI.GOMEZ,
I did ; and what lefs conld the Queen allow
To him, than you to ev’'ry Vafial fhow?
Th’ affording him that little from Love’s Store,
Imply’d that fhe for you referv’d much more.
. KING.
Oh, doybtlefa, fhe muft have a wondrous flore
Of Love, that fells it at a rate {o poor.
Now thou’dft rebate my Paflions with Advice ;
And when thou fhou’dft be afive, woun’dlt be wife,
No, lead me wherc I may their Enceft fee,
Do, or by Heaven—de, and I’ll warlhip thee

’

Oh,
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Oh how my Paffions drive me to and fro !

Under their heavy Weight I yield and bow.

But I'lt re-gather yet my Strength, and ftand

Brandifhing all my Thunder in my Hand.
POS A

And may it be fent forth, and where it goes
Light fatally and heavy on your Foes.
But let your Loyal Son and Confort bear
Jo IlI, fince they of any guiltlefs are,
Jere with my Sword Defiance I proclaim
“o that bold T'raitor that daies wrong their Fame,

Don FOHN,
I too dare with my Lafe their Caufe make good.

KING

Sure well their Innocence y’ve underftood,
"That you {o prodigal are of your Bleod.
Or wouldft thou {peak me Comfort? I would ind4
*Mongft all my Counfellers at leaft one kind.
Yet any thing like that I muft not hear; ;
For fo my Wiengs 1 fhould too tamely bear,
And weakfiy grow my own fond Flatterer,
Pgfa, wathdraw [Exit Pola.
My Lads, all this y*ave heard.

RULLGOMEZ,

Yes, I obferv'd i, Sir, with ftriét Regard :

The young Lord’s Friendfhip was too great to hide.

KING

Is he then fo to my falfe Son ally’d ?
I am environ’d ev’ry way, and all
My Fate’s unhappy Fngines plot my Fall.
Like Czfar in the Scnate, thus-T ftand,
Whilt Rwin threaten’d him on ev'ry Hand.
From each Side he had warning he mof die;
Yet ftill he brav’d his Fate, and fo will I,

Ta
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o ftrive for Eafc would but add more to Pain ¢
As Streams, that beat againil their Banks in vain,
Retreating fivell into a lood again,
No, ’l1 do things the World thall quake to hear :
My jult Revenge fo trae a Stamp fhall bear,
As henceforth %—Iezw’n itfelf fhall emulate,
And copy all its Vengeance oat by that,
All but Rui-Gomez I muft have withdrawn,
I've fomething to difcourfe with him alone.
[Ex. Omues, preter King and Gomez.
MNow, Gomez, on thy Truth depends thy Fate:
Thow' it wronght my Senfe of Wrong to fuch a Height,
Within my Breaft it will no lénger ftay,.
But grows each Minaute till it foice its Way
1 would not find my{elf at Iaft deceiv'd.

RULGOMEZ.

Nor would I *gainft your Reafon be believ'd.
Think, Sir, your Jealoufy to be but Fear
Of lofing Treafics, which you hold fo dear.
Your Queen and Son may yet be innocent :
1 know but what they did, not what they meant.

KING.
Meant ! What thonld Looks, and Sighs, and Preflings
No, no; I need not hew it o’er again, [mean ¢

No Repetitions——fomething muit be done.

Mow there’s no 111 I know that I would fhun,

U1l {ly, till them Ilve in their Inceft found,

Rull charg’d.with Rage, and with my Vengeance hot ;
Like a Gianado from a Cannon fhot,

Which lights at laft apon the Tuemy’s Ground,

Then breaking deals Deflraction all around. { Ba King,

RUIL.GOMEZE.

So now his Jealoufy is at the top,
Yach little Blait will ferve to keep it up,

3 Tut
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But ftay ; there’s fomething I*ve omitted yet ;
Pof’'s my Encmy ; and true, he’s gieat.
Alas, I'm arm'd ’gainit all that he can do ;

Yet I'll difguife that Parpofc for awhile .
But when he with the reft is caught i’th’ Toil,
'l baldly ent, and wanton in the Spoil.

For my Snare’s large enough to hold him too; §

Enter Pos a.

POS A
My Lord Rus-Gomex ! and the King not here!
You, who fo eminent a Fav'itte ale
In a King’s Eye, fhould ne’er be abfent thence.
RUIGOMEZ.
No, Sir, *is you that by a rifing Prince
Are cherith’d, and fo tread a fafer way,
Rich in that Blifs the World waits to enjoy.
POSA.

Since what may blefs the World we ought to prize,
T wifh there were no publick Enemies -
No luiking Serpents Poifon to difpenfe,
Nor Wolves to prey on noble Innacence ;
No Flatt’reis, that with Royal Goodnefs {port,
Thole flinking Weeds that over-run a Couit.

RUIGOMEZ.

Nay, if good Withes any thing could do,
I have as eaineft Withes, Su, as you:
That tho’ peihaps our King enjoys the befl
Of Pow’r, yet may he ftill be doubly ble(s’d.

May he

POS A

Nay, Gomez, you fhall ne’er out-do me there;

Since for Great Ph/p’s Good, I would you were
(If pofiible) more honeft than you are.

RUL
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RUILGOMEZ,
Why, Pofa ; what Defe@t can you difcern ?
POS4. -
Nay, half your Myfteries ’m yet to learn ;
Tho® thus I'll boldly juftify to all,
T'hat you contrive 2 gen’rous Prince’s Fall.
[Gomez finiles.
Nay, think not by your Smiles, and caielefs Part,
‘To laugh it off : I come not here to {port,
I do not, Sir.
RUILGOMEZ.
Young Lord, what Meaning has
This Heat ?
POSA4.
'T'o let yon fee [ know y’are bafe.
RUILGOMEZ.
Nay then I Pardon atk that [ did finile :

"By Heav'n, I thought y’had jefted all this while.
Dafe !

.

POSA.

Yes, moie bafe than impotent or old,
All Virtuc m thee, like thy Blood, runs cold ¢
Thy 1otten putrid Caicafe 15 lefs full
Of Rancour and Cortagion than thy foul.
Ev'n ndw before the King [ faw 1¢ plan ;
But Duty to that Prefence aw’d me then:
Yet thete | dar’d thy Tieafon with my Sword :
But il ~——
Thy Villany talk'd all; Courage had not a Word.
True, thou att old ; yet 1f thoun haft a Friend,
To whom thy curfed Caufe thou dar'ft commend 5
*Gainft him 1 Public I’}] the Innocence
Maintain of the fair Queen and injur’d Prince.

RUI-GOMEZ,
Farcwel, bold Champion

Learn
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Learn better how your Paffions to difguife,
Appear lefs choleric, and be more wife. [Ex# R. Go.

POS A4,

How fral is all the Glary we defign,
‘Wlulft fuch as thefe bave Pow’r to undermine ?
Unhappy Frince! who might’ft have fafely flood
If thou hadft been lefs preat, or not fo good.
Why the vile Monitei’s Blood did I not fhed,
And all the Vengeance draw on my own Head 2
My Honour fo had had this jult Defence,
That I preferv’d my Patron and my Prince,

Enter Carvos and Queew,

Brave Carlos : Ha! he’s here, O Sir, take heed,
By an unlucky Fate your Love is led.
‘The King, the King your Father’s jealous grown 3
Forgetting her his Queen, o1 you his Son,
Calls all lus Vengeance up againit you both,
Don CARLOS

Has then the falfe Rai-Gosesx biokehis Qath ;

And, after all, my Innocence betray’d ¢
POSA4

Yes, all his fabtleft Snares are for you Iaid.
The King within this Minute will be heie,
And you are rum’d, if but feen with her,
Retire, my Lord

QUEEN.

How | is he jealous grown ?
I thought my Virtue he had bettes known.
His unjuft Doubts have foon found out the way,
To make their Entry on our Martiage-Day :
For yet he has not known with me a Nights
Perhaps his Tyranny is his Delight;
And ro fuch Height kis Cruelty is giown,
He’d exercife it on his Queen and Son. B
ut



PrincE of Sraiw 139

But fince, my Lord, this time we muft obey
Our Intereft, I beg you would not flay:
ot feeing you, he may to me be juft
Do CARLOS.
Should I then leave you, Madam? .
QUELEN,
Yes, you muft.
Don CARLOS,

Not then when Storms againft your Virtue rife.
No; fince to lofe you, wretched Carlps dies,
He'll have the Honour of it, in your Caufe,

‘This is the nobleft thing that Fate could do,

She thys abates the Rigom of her Laws,

Since ’tis fome Pleafuic but to die for you,
QUEEN.

Talk not of Death, for that ev’n Cowards dare,
When thewr bafe Fears compel ’em to defpair :.
Hope's the far nobler Paflion of the Mind ;
Fortune's 2 Miftrefs that®s with Caution kind ;
Xnows that the Conftant merit her alone,
They whp, the’ fhe feem froward, yet court on.
Don CARLQS.
T'o wretched Minds thus full fome Comfort gleams?
And Angels cafe our Griefs, tho® but with Dreams.
I have too oft already been deceiv’d,
And the Cheat’s g1own too plawn to be believ’d. .
You, Madam, bid me go [Looking earncfily at the Queen.
QUEEN.,
You muft.
POS A4
You fhall,
Alas, I love you, would not fee you fall ;
And yet may find fome Way tevade it all.
Doy CARLOS,
Thou, Po/a, ever wert my tineft Friend ;,
Lalmeoft with thou wert not now o kind, -
ot
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Thou of a Thing that’s loft tal'ft teo much Caie
And you, fair Angel, too indulgent are. |70 the Quecn.
Great my Defpair ; but fhll my Love is higher.
Well—-in Obedience to you, I'll 1ctite ;
The’ during all the Stotm T will be nigh,
Where 1f I {ee the Danger grow too high,
To fave you, Madam, I'll come forth and die.

[Exit Dan Cailos,

Enter K1ne and Rui-Gomiz,

KING. ;
Who would have guafé'd that this had ever been
[Seerng Pola and the Queea.
Diftra@ion ! Where thall my Revenge begin ?
Why, hes the very Bawd to all their d1n
And to difguife 1t, puts on Fiiendihip’s Mafk,
But his Difpatch, Rue-Gomez, is thy I'alk,
With him pietend fome private Conference,
And under that Difguife feduce him hence 3
‘Then in fome Place fit for the Deed impart
T'he Bus'nefs by a Ponyard to his Heart.
RUI-GOMEZ,
*Tis doneseme—
KING.
So, Madam~—— [Steps to the Lueen,
QUEEN.
——-By the Fury in your Eyes,
T underftand you come to tyr.nmze.
I hear you are already jealous grown, |
And dare fufpe& my Virtue with your Son. i
KING,
Oh Woman-kind ! thy Myfi’ries who can fcan,
Tuo deep for eafy, weak, believing Man ?
Hold, let me look 1ndecd, y*are wond’1ons fai1 3
8o on the out-fide Sodess s Apples weie:

And
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And yet witlin when open'd to the View,
Not hatt f» dang’rous, or to foul as you.

BUEEN,
Unlmppy wreiched Woman that I am |

And you unwerthy of u Hufband’s Name!
Do you not blufh @
KING
Yes, Madam, for your Shame.
Blufh too my Judgment e’er fhould prove fo faint,
‘T'o let me chule a Devil for a Saint.
When firft | faw and [ov'd that tempting Tye,
"I'he Fiend within the klame 1 did not {py,
But il 1an on and chaifl’d my Defies,
For heav’nly Beams miftook infernal Jaes:
Such raging Fires, as you have fince thought fie
Alone my Son, my Son's hot Youth fhould meet,
Oh Vengeange, Vengeance !-—-
QUEEN,
—— —1oor nngeneious King !
ITow mean’s the Seul from which fich thoughts mufl
Wad it £ this 1 did fo Lae fubmit, [fimmg !
To let you whine and Luwgraith atmy teel
When with falfe Quaths you did my Lleant beguile,
And proferd all your lmpive for o Smle?
Then, then my Freedom 'ewas [ did refign,
Th' vou il fvoie you woubld preferve it mine,
Aud i1l it all be {o, tm from thiv ooy
I vow o hate, and nevee for you mmy,
Nuy, hown not, Phdip, ton you foon thill kinow
1 can refent and 1age as \vclf a8 YUl
KINCG
By Ulell, her Pride’s as ragying iy her Tafl,
A Guard there =——S§eize the (dueens —— | Earr Guard,

LEuser
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Enter CaArLOS, and inves cepts the Gugrds.

Don GARLOS,
~—— Hold, Sir, be juft
Firft look on me, whom once you call’d your Son ;

A Titlel was always proud to own,
KING.

“Good Heav’n ! to merit this what have I done,

That he too dares before my Sight appear ?
Don CARLOS,

Why, Sir, where is the Caufe that [ (hould fear
Bold 1n my Innocence, I come to know
The Reafon why you ufe this Princefs fo?

KING.

‘Sure I fhall find fome way to rdife this Siege :
He talks as if *twere for his Privilege.
Foul ravither of all my Honou1, hence!
But ftay ' Guards, with the Queen fecure the Prince,
‘Wherefore in my Revenge fhould 1 be flow ?
Now in my Reach, I’ll dafh ’emn at a Blow,

Euter Dot Joun of AvusTria, Esonr, HENRIETTA,
, and Garcia,

re Dan FO HN.
I come, great Sir, with Wonde1 here, to fee
Your Rage grown up to this Extremity.

Againft your beauteous Queen, and loyal Son ; "

‘What 18’t that they*to merit Chains have done ?

Cr is't your own wild Jealoufy alone ? ;
KING,

O Ayfirea, thy vain Enquiry ceafe,
If thon halt any value for thy Peace,
My mighty Wrongs fo loud an Accent bear,
’1‘woul§ make thee miferable but to hear,

Dex
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Don CARLOS,

) Father, if I may dare to call you fo,
Since now 1 doubt, if {'m your Son or 110
As you have feal’d my Doom, I may complain,

KING,
Will then that Monfter dare to fpeak again §

Dor CAR.LOS,

Yes . Dying Men thould not their Thoughts difguile;
And fince you take fuch Joy in Cruelties,
-Lire of my Death the new Delight begin,
e pleas’d to hear how cruel you have been.
"Time was that we wee finil'd on by om Fare,
You not unjult, nor I unfortunate.
I'hen, then, 1 was your Son, and von were glad
"T'o hear my eaily Praife waas tall’d abrond,
"I hen Love’s dear Sweets you to me would difplay,
Told me where this rich [‘;c.mtcuus Treafure Iny, ?
And how to gain’t inftrutted me the Way.
I came, and fiw, and lov'd,and blefs’d you for’t.
But then when Love had feal’d her to my 1lcart,
You violently tore her fiom my Side
Nnd *caufe wy bleeding Wound 1 conld not hude,
But ftill fome Pleafure to behold her took,
You now will have my Lite but for a Look,
: Wholly fowgetting all'the Pains [ bore, %

Your Hewt with envious Jealoufy boils o’er,
2Canfe [ can love no Iofs, and you no more.
HENRIEIT A,

g Alas | how ean you hear hin fufe Complaint,
Aud pot yows harden®d tubborn Heae reledt ¢
“T'urn, Hir, fosvey thae eomely, awfal Man,
And to my Pray'rs be cruel if you can,

KING.
Away, Deluder ; who taught thee to fue ?

Dot EBOLIL

. S
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EBOLL

Loving the Queen, what is't fhe lefs can do,
Than lend her Aid againit the dreadful Storm #
EKING.
Why can the Devil dwell too in that Form ?
This is theur little Engine by the by,
A Scout to watch, and tell when Danger’s migh.
Come, pretty Sinner, thow'lt inform me all,
How, where, and when ; nay do not feai——you fhall,

HENRIETT A.

Ah, fir, unkind {~—
KING.
wmenee Now hold thy Syren’s Tongue ¢
‘Who wounld have thought there was a Witch fo young ?
Don FOHN.
Can you to fuing Beauty ftop your Ears;
[Takes up Hen. and makes hss Adds efs to ber.
Heav’n lays 1ts Thunders by, and gladly heais, 4
When Angels are become Petitioners. ]
EBOLLIL
Ha! what makes Aufiria {o officious there?
That Glance feems as 1t fent his Eeait to her.
[Afide 2o Garcin,

Do CARLOS,

A Banquet then of Blood fince you defign,
Yet you may fatisfy yowfelf with mme.
I love the Queen, 1 have confe(s’d, ’tis tiue
Pioud too to think T love het more than you,
Tho’ fhe, by Heav'n, 1s clear——-but I indecd
Have been unjuft, and do deferve to blecd,
There weie no Jawlefs 'Thoughts that [ did want,
Which Love had Pow’r to alk, or Deauty grant ;
Tho' [ ne’er yet found Hopes to 1aife 'em on,
For fhe did il preferve her Honour's I hrone,
And dafh the bold afpining Devils down.
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If to her Caufe you do not Credit give,
Fondly againft your Happinefs you’ll frive ;
As {ome lofe Heav’n, becaufe they won’t believe,

' QUEEM ,

Whilft, Prince, my Prefervation you defign,
Blot not your Virtue to add more to mine,
'The Clearnefs of my Truth I'd not have fhowny
By any other Light befides its own.
No, Sir, he thro’ Defparr all this has faid,
And owns Offences which he never made.
Why fhould you think that [ would do you wrong ¢
Muft I needs be unchafte, becaufe I'm young ?

KING,

Unconftant wav’ring Heart, why heav’ft thou {o ?
I thiver all, and lknow not what I do
1 who ete now have Armies led to Fight,
Thought War a Sport, and Danger a Delight;
‘Whole Winter Nights ftood under Heav'n’s wide Roof,
Daring iy Foes; now am not Beauty proof.
Oh turn away thofe Bafilitks, thy Eyes;
Th'Infection’s fital, and who fees’emdies. [ Going away,

QUEEN.

Oh, do not fly me; I have no Defign
Upon you Life, for you may yet fave mine. [ Kneelr,
Or if at laft [ muft my Breath f{ubmit,
Here take it, 'tis an Of'ring at your Feet
Will you not leok on me, my deareft Lord &

KING.
Why ? Wouldft thou live ?——
QUEEN.
Yes, 1f you'll {ay the Word.
Dow CARLOS,

Oh Heav’n | how coldly and unmov’d he fees
A praying Beauty proftrate on her Knees! :
Rife, Madam— [Stepi 1o take her up.

Vou L H KING,

|
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KING,

* we——=Bold Bncroacher, touch her not:
¥nto my Breaft her Glances thick are fhot.
Not trae '~—=8tay, let me: fee—by Heav’'n, thou art
o . [Loaks earneftly on bar,
——Afalfe vile Woman Oh my foolih Heart:}
T give thee Life—but from this time rofrain,
And never ceme into my Sight again:
Be banifh’d eyer.——

LUEEN. .

This you mmiftnot do,

At leaft tall I've convinc’d you | am true.
Grant me but fo much time ; and when that's done,
I you think fit, for ever I’ll be gone.

KING,

I've all this while been angry, but invain:
She heats me firft, then ﬁmafés me tame aggin,,
Qh, wert thou tyue, how happy fhould I bel
“Think’ft thou that I have Joyito part with.thge?
No, all my Kingdom, for the Blifs I'd give:
' Nay, tho' it were not fo, but, to belicve,
Come, for I can't avoid 1, cheat me quite.

QUEEN,
1 would net, Sir, deceive you, if I might.

But if you'll take my Oaths, by all above,
»1is you, and only you, thir L will love,

KING,

Thus as a Mariner that {nils along,
With Pleafure hears th’ enticing Sires’s Song,
‘Unahle gyite his firong Defires to bound,
RBoldly leapa in, tho’ certain to be drown’d,
Come to my Lofom then, make no Delay : :
(T akes I)};r in bis drong,

My Rage 15 hufh’d, and [ have room for Joy.
QUEEM
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QUEEN.
Again you'll think that I unjult will-prove.
KING.

No, thou art all o’er T'ruth, and I all Love.
©h that we might for ever thus remain
In folded Arms, and never part again |

QUEEN.
Command me any thing, and fry your Pow'r.
KING,

Then from thizs Minute né’er fee Carlos more,
Thou Slave, that dar’t do Ill with fuch a Port,
For ever heie 1 banifh thee my Court.

‘Within fome Cloifter lead a private Life,

That I may love and rule without this Strife.
Mere, Eboli, receive her to thy Charge :

The Treafuire's precious, and the Truft is-Jarge.
‘Whilft I retiring hence, myfelf make fit

14.7

To wait for Joys, which are toofierce to meet, [£x, King,

Don CARLGS,

My Exile from his Prefence [ can bear
‘With.Pleafure: But, no more to look on her!
‘Oh *tis a dreadful Curfe I cannot bear.

No, Madam, all his Pow’r fhall nothing do:
1’li ftay and take my Banithment from you.
Do you command me, fee how far I’ll fly.

QUEEN.

» Will Carlos be at Jaft my Enemy ?
Confide1, this Submiflion I have thown,
More to preferve your Safety than my own.
Ungratefully you needlefs ways devife
To lofe a Life which I fo dearly prize.

Don CARLOS.
So now her Fortune’s made, and I am left

Alone; a naked Wanderer to fhift.

;

[Afsde.

H:2 Madam,
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{am,you mighthave {par'd the Cruclty ;[ 72 1beQucen,
D.is'd with your Sight I was prepar'd to die.
But now to lofe it diives me te Defpair,
Making me wifh to die, and yet not dae.
Well, to fome folitary Shote 1'll roam,
And never moie into your Prefence come, )
smgce I already find I’'m troublefome. [Ls goiug.
QUEEN.
Stay, Sir, yet ftay :—You fhall not leave me fo.
Don CARLOS.
Ha e
QUEEN.
—f muft talk with you before you go.
Oh Carlos, how unhappy is our State ¢ v
How foul a Game was play’d us by our Fate ?
Who pramis’d fair when we did fill begin,
Till envying to fee us like to win,
Strait fell to cheat, and threw the falfe Lot in.
My Vows to you I now remember all,
Do CARLOS,
©Oh Madam, I can hear no more~——- ‘[ Kucelss
QUEEN.
——You fhall.—
For I can’t chufe but let you know, that J,
If yow'll refolve on't, yet will with you die,
Don CARLOS.
Sure nobler Gallantry was never known,
Good Heav'n ! This Blefling is too much for one :
No, 'tis chongh for me to die alone.
My Father, all my Foes I now forgive.
QUEEN,
Nay, Sir, bx all our Loves I charge you live,
But to what Country, wherefoe’r you go,
Lorget not me, for I'll remember you,
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Do CARLOS.

Shall T fuch Virtue and fuch Charms forget?
o, never, e

QUEEN.

~———=0H that we had never met,
Bat in our diftant Climates 11311 been free!
I might have heard of you, and yoo.of me:
So towairds Happinefs more fafely mav'd ;
And never been thus wretched, yet have lov’d,
What makes you look fo wildly »~—~Why d ye ftait ?

Din CARLOS,
A faint cold Damy is thickning ronnd my Heart,

QUEEN.
What fhall we do?
e Don CARLOS.
-Do any thing but parts

Or fray b long uill my poor Soul expires
1o view of all the Glory it admires,
EBOLI

In fuch a Laver kow might I be blefs'd !
Qh ! were | of that noble Heart poflels’d,
How foft, how eafy would I make hus Badds! [ Afide.
But, Madam, you forget the Kung’s Commands &

[T ths Queen.

Longer to ftay, your Dingers you'll renew.

) Din CARLOS.

AR Princefs! Lover’s Pains you never knew 5
Or what 1t is to part, as we mufi do.
Part too for ever
After one Minute, never more to ltand
Fix’d on thofe Fyes, or prefling this {oft Hand:
*Twere but enough to feed one, and not ftarve:
Yet that is more than | did e’e1 deferve :
Tho' Fate to us is niggardly and poor,
‘That from Lternity can’t {pare one Hour,
' ) H 3 QUEEMN.

1
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QUEEN,
If It were had, that Hour would foon be ‘gone,
And we fhounld wifh to draw anather on,
No, rigorous Neceflity has made
Us both his Slaves, and now will be obey’ds
Come let us try the parting Blow to bear,

Adien~—
Dein CARLOS,
Laokwng at each others

Farewel. &
I'm fix'd and 100tcd here, |

T cannot Rir——

QUEEN.
Shatl I the Way then fiow ?
Now hold, my Heart———
[Goes to the Door then flaps, and turns back agais,
Nuy, Sir, why don’t you go{
Don CARLQS,
Why do you ftay ?
QUEEN,
I won'tyem

Don CARLQS,
—You fhall awhile [Kuselrs
With one Look more my Miferies beguile,
That may fupport my Ieart till you are gone,
QUEEN,
Ch Eboli  thy Help, or P'm undone,
(Tiekes bold on Tiboli,
Here take it then, and with it too my Life.
[Leans into Tibolts drms.
Do CARLOS,
My Courage with my T'ortures is at Strife
Siuce my Giuiela Cowneds are, and darve not kill,
Pl try to vangueth and out-toil ehe U,
Well, Madam, now I'm {fomething hatdier grown :
Since I at laft paceive you muil be pone, :
' |0
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=" venture the Encounter I’11 be bold ; [Leads ber 2o the
For certainly my Heart will fo long hold. [Door.
Farewel =~be happy as y’ate fair'and true,
) QUEEN.
Amnd all Heav'n’s kindeft Angels wait on you.
o o [Buwit avirbEbolis
Do CARLOS,
T hus long T’ve wander'd in Love’s crooked Way,. |
By Hope's deluding Meteor led aflray :
For ere I’ve half the danghous Defert crofs'd,
T he glim’ring Light’s gone out, and I am loft.
. [Ea# Dor Carlos,

He o AcCT



|

152- .Don CarLosg,

ACT IV. SCENE L

SCENE, The Auti-Chamber to the Queen’s
Apariment,

Enter Don CarvLos and Posa,

Den CARLOS.

HE next is the Apartment of the Queéen :

In vain I try, I muft not venture in. [Ir going.

T'hus is i¢ with the Souls of muarder’d Men, [ Rezarns,

Who to theit Bodies would again repnir ;

Butfinding that they cannot enter thdve, | :

Mourning and groaning wander in the Air,

Robb’d of my Love, and as unjuftly thrown

J'rom all thofe Iopes that promis’d me a Crown ;

My Heart, with the Dithonours to me dons,

ls poifon’d, fvells too mighty for my Breaft:

llat 1t will break, and I thall be at Reft,

Ho: Dull Delpair this Soul thall never load

‘s he® Patience be the Virtue of 3 Goil,

Gods never feel the Hls that govern here,

Or are above the Injmics we bear.

Farber and Kng ; both Names bear mighty Senfe :

Yet {we there’s fomething too in Son and Prime,

1 wuy bopn high, and will not fall lefs great;

Smce Priamph crewn'd my Bicth, Il bave iy Fate

As ploious and majeitic too as that.

"'o Flanders, Pafus, haight my Letters fend 3

‘el *ean the mmjur'd Curfos 15 their Friend And
: n
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And that to head their Foices I defign;
So vindicate theil Caufe, if they daie mine,

POS4

To th® Rebtls }——
Don CGARL O.&
No, th’arc Friends ; their Caufe is juft;
Or, when I make it mine, at leaft it muft.
Let th’ common Rout hike Deails love to be dull,
‘Whilt foadidly they live at Fafe and full 3
Senfelefs what Honour and Ambition means,
And ignorantly drag their Load of Chains.
I am a Prince, have-had a Crown in view,
And cannot brook to lefe the Frofpe& now.
If th’art my Friend, do not my Will delay.
- POSA.

LIl do’c [Exit Pofa,

Eutty EBOL T,

EBOQLIJ,
My Lord,
Dom CARLOS.
Who calls me ?
EZBOLI
You muft flay,
Don CARLOS.
Whiat News of frefh Aflition can you bear ?
EBOLI
Suppafe it were the Queen ; you'd ftay for her §

Dou CARLOS.

For her? yes, ftay an Age, for ever flay;
Stay ev’n till Time 1tfelf fhould pafs away 3
Fix here a Statue never to remove, .

An everlattine Monument of Love.
‘Tho’, may a '] hing fo wretched as I am

But the leaft Place in her Remembiance ¢laim ?
Hg EBOLL
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EBOLIL
Yes, if you dare helieve me, Sir, you do
‘We both can talk of nothing elfe but you:
Whlft from the Theme‘ev’n Emulation {prings,
Each firiving who fhall fay the kindeft Things.

Don CARLOS.
Bat from that Charity I poorly live,
Which only pities, and can nothing give.

EBOLL

Nothing! propofe what ’tis you claim, and I,

For ought you know, may be Security.
Don CARLOS.

No, Madam, what's my Due none e’er can pay ;
Theie ftands that Angel Honour in the way,
‘Watching his Charge with neves-fleeping Eyes,
And ftops my Entrance into Paradife.

EBOLL

‘What Paradife # What Pleafures can you know,
Which aie not in my Power to beftow ?

Don CARLOQS.

Love, Love, and all thofe eager melting Charms,
The Queen mult yield when in my Father’s Arms.
That Queen, fo excellently, richly fai,

Hove, could he come again a Lover here,
Would court Mortality to die for her.
Oh, Madam, take not Pleafure to renew
‘I hofe Pains, which 1f you felt, you would not do.
EBOLL
Unkindly mg’d: Think you no Senfe I have

Of what you feel } Now you may take your Leave :
Something I had to fay ; but let it die.

Do CARLOS.
Why, Madam, who has injur'd you § Not I.

EROLI,
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‘ EBOLI
Nay, Sir, your Prefence I would not detain ; .
Alas! you do not hear that I complain,
Tho’ could you half of my Misfortune fee,
Methinks you fhould inclinc to pity me.
. Don CARLOQS,
I cannot guefs what mournful Tale yow'd tell y
But Iam certain you prepare me wells
Speak, Madam weee—— )
EBOLI
. Say I lov’d, and with a Flama,
‘Which even melts my tender Heart to name
Lov’d too a Man, I will not fay ingrate,
Becaufe he’s far above my Biith or Fate:
Yet fo fa he at lealt does ciuel prove,
He profecntes a dead and hopelels Love,
Starves on a barren Rock, and won’t be blefs’d,
Tho’ I invite him kindly to a Veafl,
Don CARLOS.
What flupid Animal could fenfelefs lie,
Quicken’d Ey Beams from that illuftrions Eye ?
EBOLI
Nay, to encreafe your Wonder, you fhall know, '
That I, alas ! am forc’d to tell him too, '
Till ev’'n I blufh, as now I tell it you,. '
Dor CARL QS.
You neither fhall have Caufe of Shame or Fear,
Whofo Seciets fufe within my Bolom are.
EROLI
Then fuither [ the Riddle may esplun,
Suivey that Face, and blame me if you Lan.
. [ Sherys Lam bis atun Piviare,
f . Don CARLOS.
: Dithaction of my Kycs | what have they feen ?
*Tis my own Piftuie, which; fint che Queen,
I.

When

:
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When to her Fame I paid Devotion firit,

Expeing Blifs, but Joft 1t: I am curs’d,

Curs'd too 1n thee, who fram my Smnt dar'ft fleal
'The ooly Relicleft her of my Zeal ; '

And with the Sacrilege attempt my Heart, I

Wert thou moie charming than thou think’# thou art
Almigly Love preferves the Fort for her, D
And bids Defiance to thy Entrance there. ,
EBROLI,
Negle®ted ! Scojn’d by Father and by Son!
What 2 malicious Courfe my Stars have run?
But fince 1 meet with fuch inlucky Fate
In Love, I’ll try how I can thrive 1 Hate: }
My own dull Huiband may aflift in that
"To his Revenge I'll give him frefh Alaims,
And with the grey old Wizard mufter Charms.
1have'ts thanks, thanks, Revenge: Prince, ’tis thy Bane,
[-Aﬁdb’r
Can yon forgive me, Si1 * T hope youn can.
[Ze Cailos wildly.
Y1l try to recompenfe the Wrongs I’ve done,
And better fimfh what is ill begun.

Don CARLQS.

Madam, you at fo firange a Rate proceed,
I jhall begin to think you lov’d indeed.

EBOLIJ

No matter ; be but to my Honour tiue,
As you fhall ever find ’ll be to you.
The Queen’s my Charge, and you may, on that Score,
Prefume that you fhall fee her yet once mosc.
¥'1] lead you 1o thofe fo much worthipp’d Charms,
And yield you to my happy Rival’s Arms,

Don GARLOS.

In what 2 mighty Sum fhall I be bound ?

I did not think fuch Virtue gonld be founcl,
Thon
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Thou Mihiefs of all beft PerfeCtions, flay : }
¢

Fain [ in Gratitude would fomething fay ;
But am too'far in Debt for Thanks to. pay.

Enter Don JouN of AUSTRI A,

Don FOHN. :

Where is that Prince, he whofe Afliftions {peals
80 loud, as all Hearts but his own might breal ¢

Dor CARLO S,

My Loid, what Fate has leftme, I am here
Mere Man, of all my Comfoit ftripp’d and bare,
Once, like a Vine, [ fourifl’d, and was young,
Rich in my ripening Hopes that {poke me firong :
But now a dry and wather’d Stock am grown,
And all my g].uiters and my Branches gone.

Don 30 HN.

Amongft thofe Numbers which your Wrongs deplore,
‘Than me there’s none that can refent 'em more.
I feel a gen’rous Grudging in my Breaft,
To fce fuch Honour, and fuch Hopes opprefs’d,
The King your Father is my Prother, tiue;
But I {ee more that’s like myfelf in jou
Tree-born [ am, and not on him depend,
Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend.
And 1f that Title you think fit to bear,
Accept the Confirmation of 1t heze. . [Embraces.

Don CARLOS.

From you, to whom 1’m by fuch Kindnefs ty’d,
The Seciets of my Soul 1 will not hide.
This gen’rous Princefs has her Promifefgiv’n,
I once more fhall be broaght in Saght of Heav'n;
To the farr Queen my laft Devouon pay .
And then for Flanders I intend my Way,
Where to th’infulting Rebels I'tl give Law, -
‘To keep myfelf from Wrongs, and themn in Awe.

Doy
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Do YOHN.
Profperity to the Defign, *tis good ;
Both worthy of your Honour and your Blood,

Dan CARLOS,

My Lord, your fpreading Glories flourifh high,
Above the Reach or Shack of Deftiny ;
Mine eatly nipt, like Buds untimely die.

Enter OFF1C ER of the Guards.

OFFICER.

My Lord, X grieve to tell what you muft hear;
They are unwelcome Orders which [ bear,
Which are to guard yon as a Prifoner.

Do CARLOS.

A Prig'ner! What new Game of Fate's begun ?
Henceforth be ever curs’d the Name of Sou,
since 1 muft be a Slave, becanfe I’m one.
Outy ! to whom? He’s not my Father: No:
Back with your Orders to the T'yrant go;

‘Tell him his Fury diives too much one Way;
I’m weay on’t, and can no more obey.

Do FOHN.

If afl’d by whofe Commands you did decline
Your Orders, tell my Brother,’twas by mine.[ Ex. Officer.

Don CARLOS.

Now were I certam it would fink me quite,
I'd fec the Quecn once more, tho' bat an fpitc ;
Tho’ he with all his Fury were 1n place,
1 would cauiefs and court her to his Face,
Oh that I could this Minute die, if fo
What ho had*loft he might too lately know,
Cmfing himielf to thini what he has done :
For I wus ever an obedient Son
With Pleafure all his Glories faw, when youne,
Luok’d, and with Pride confidering whence I {prunp
‘ p Joyfully
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Joyfully under bim and free I play’d,

Bailk’d in his Shine, and wanton’d in his Shade———e
But now
Cancelling all whate’er he then conferr'd,

He thrufls me out among the common Hord ;
Nor quietly will there permit my Stay,

But drives 2nd haunts me like a Bealt of Pyey,
Affaétion | O Afliction! *tis too great,

Nor have I ever learnt to {uffer yet.

Tho® Ruin at me from each Side takes Aim,
And I ftand thus encompafs'd round with Flame j
Tho’ the devouring Fire approaches faft ;

Yet will I try to plunge ; if Pow’r wafte,

I can at worft but fink, and buarn at lag.

[Ex. Don Carlos.

Doz ¥OHN,
Go on, purfne thy Fortune while ’tis hot :
1 long for Work where Honour’s to be got.
Buot, Madam, to this Prince you’re wond’rous kind,
EBOLL
You are no lefs-to Heyriet, 1 find.

Don FOHN.
Why the’s a Beauty, tender, young, and fair,
LZROL L
T thought I mightin Charms have equall’d her.
You told mé once my Beauty was not lefs.
Is this your Faith ? Are thefc your Promifes?
Dax FOHN.

You would feem jealous, but are crafty grown s
Tax me of Falfhood to concenl your own.
Go, y'aie a Woman

EROLL

Yes, ¥ know I am:
And by my Weakuefs do deferve that Name,

When

_
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When Heart and [Honour I to you refign’d.
Would I were not 2 Woman, or lefs kind.

Doz FOHN, |
Think you your Falthood was not plainly feeny

When to yout Charge my Brother gave the Queen b
Too well T faw it; how did you dupenfe

* T Looks your I'ity to to’ aiflitted Prince ?
Whilit | my Duty paid the King, your Time .
You watch'd, and fix’d your melting Iyes on him,,
Admird himn |

EROLIL
Yun, 8ir, for his Canflincy ——
But *twas with, P, to thiuk' you falft to me,
When t6 another’s liye yon Homage paid,
And my tiue l.ove wrong’d and uegleied laid, .
Wrong'd too fo far as nothing can rellose,
Dun [f O HN,
Nay, then let’s part, and thnk ot Love no mores
Fuewel —— ' [Don Jobn is gning.,
EROLL

Tarewel, if y'are refolv'd to gos
Inhuman Aufria, can you leave nw fo?
Enough my Soul is by your Ialthood rack'd 3
Add not to your Inconflaney Neglett,
Methinks you {o far wight have giateful prov'd;,
Not to have quite forgotten that | lov'd,

Dou YO IIN.
If ere you lov’d, *Lis you, not |, forget; .
For a ’emove is here too deeply fet,
Firm 10oted, aud for ever mult remain.
[Lvboli furas aavay.

Why thus unkind ?
EROLL
Why are you jewlous then ? [Turns ro bim. -
Den
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Don O HN.
Come, let it be no more! I’m hufh’d and fill !
Will you forgive ?
EBOLL
- How cant you doubt my Will ?
I do. ‘ -
Do FOHN.
Then {end me not away unblefs'd.
EBOLI
Till you returr I will not think of Reft ¢
Larles 'will hither fuddenly 1epair.
The next Apartment’s mine; Il wait you there.
Farewel, (Ebol1 feems to weeds
e Do FOHN
O do not let me fee 2 Tear;
1t quenches Joy, and fifles Appetite.
Iike War's fierce God npon my Blifs I’d prey;
‘Who, from the fulious Tails of Arms all Day,
%eturniug home to Love’s fair Queen at Night,
omes riotous and hot with full Delight—[ Ex. D, John,
EROLI,
He'as reap’d his Joys, and now he would be free,
And to effe@ 1t puts on Jealoufy:
But I’m as much a Libertine as le;
As fiexce my Will, as furious my Defires.
Yet will 1 hold him; tho’ Enjoyment tires,
Tho' Love and Appetite be at the beft,
He'll ferve, as common Meats fill up a Tealt,
And look Like flenty, tho' we ncver tafte. }

Epter Rui-Gamez.
<

01 Lord, I'bring thee News will make thee youngs
RULGOME2Z.

Speak ; there was always Mulic i thy Tongue
" ROLL

»
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EBOLI

Thy Foes are tott’ring, and the Day’s thy own 3.
Give *em but one Lift now, and they go down.
Quickly to th’ Kmg and all his Doubts renew ;
%ppear difturb'd, as if you fomething knew

oo difficult and dang’rous to relate, 5
‘Then bring him hither lab’ring with the Weight.
Y. will take care that Cerlos fhall be here 2
So for his jealous Eyes a Sight prepare,
Shall prove more fatal than Medu/z’s Head,
And he more monftrous feem than fhe ¢’er mades.

LS

Buter 1N G attended,:

o KING,

Still Kow this T'yrant Doubt tarments my Rreaft! .
When fhall T get th’ Ufurper difpoflefs’d & i
My Thoughts, like Birds when frighted from theirRefts
Around the Place where all was hufh’d before
Elutter, and hardly fettle any mopg-——

Ha, Gomex, what art thou thus mufing on. § [Sees Gomemy
' RUIGOMEZ,

I'm thinkipg what it is to have a Son,

What mighty Cares, and what tempeftuous Strife
Attend on an unhappy Father’s Life :

How Children Bleflings feem, but ‘T'orments are,
When young, oms Folly; and when old, our Feat.

KING.
‘Why doft thou bring thefe odd Refletions here 2
'Thou envieft fure the Quiet which I bear.
RUI.GOMEZ.
No, 8ir, I joy in th’ Eafe which you poflefs,
And wifh you never may have Caufe for lefs.
KING.

Have Caufe for lefs | come nearer, thou ait fad,
And look'ft as thon wouldft tell me that I had.

t

Now,
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Now, now [ feel it xifing up again .
Speak quickly, where 1s Carlos ? where the Queen ?
What nota Word !} Havemy Wrongsftruck theedumb?
Or art thoy fwol’n and labouring with my Doom,

Yet dar'ft not let the fatal Secret come ?

RUILGOMEZ.
Heay’n great Infirmities to 4 ge allots :
Pm old, and have a thoufand doting Thoughts.
Seek not to know em, Sir. ‘
KING;
. By Heav’n I muft..
RUIGOMEZ.
Ney, I would not be by Compulifion juft,
KING, '
Yet, if without it you refufe, you fhall,
- RULGOMEZ,
Grant me then one Requett, Filtell you ally.
KING.
*{Name thy Petition, and conclade it dones

RUIGQMEZ, b

Tt is.that you would heie forgive your Son,,

Por all hus paft Offences to this Hour.
KXING.

Th’att almof afk’d a Thing beyond my Pow'ry
But fo much Goadhefs i’th’ Requeft [ find,
Spite of my{elf I'll for thy Sake he kind :
His Pardon’s feal’d ; the Secrct now declare,

RUI.GOMEZ.
Alas ’tis only that I faw him here.——

KING.
Where ? With the Queen! Yes,yes, *tis fo, ’'m fure,
Never were Wrongs {o great as I endure :
So great, that they are grown beyond Complaint,
For half my Patience might have made a Sairt.
Oh Woman ! Monftrous Woman !} Did
- id.
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Did I for this into my Breaft receive
'The promifing repenting Fugitive ?
But, Gamez, 1 will throw Rer back again 3
And thou fhalt fee me fmile, and tear her them
P11 cruth her Heatt where all the Poifon- hes,
Till when the Venom’s out, the Viper dies.
RUIGOMEZ,

They the beft Method of Revenge purfue,

ho fo contrive that it may Juftice fhew ;
Stay till their Wrongs appear at fuch a Head,
‘That Innacence may have no Room to plead.
Your Fury, Sir, at leaft a while delays
I guefs the Prince may come agam this way :
Here I’ll withdraw, and watch his Privacy.

Kivne.

And when he’s fix’d, be fure bring word to me
Till then Pl bridle Vengeance, and retiré,
Within my Dreaft fupprefs this angry Fire,
'Till to my Eyes my Wrongs themfelves difplay ¢ -
Then, like a Fanlcon, gently cut my Way, -
And with my Ponnces feize th® unwary Prey.

. [Exit King,

Zuter Enovrr, -

EBOLIL.

I've over-heard the Bufinefs with Delight,
Ana find Revenge will have a Feaft to Night.
‘Tho’ thy declining Years are in their Wane,
T, can perceive there’s Youth ftill in thy Brain.
Away: 'The Queen is coming hither, [Eaxs# R. Gomez.

Enter QUEEN and Women. HENRIETTA.

QUEEN.
, , —Now
To all Felicity a long Adieu.
Wheie are you, Ebvls ? .
' EBOLL
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EBOLIL
——Madam, P'm here,
QUEEN.,
Oh how frefh Fears aftault me every where ¥
Ihear that Garlos is 2 Prifoner made.
EBROLL
No, Madam, he the Orders difobey'd
And holdly owns for Flander s he intends,
T'o head the Rebels, whom he ftiles his Friendsg
But ere he goes, by me does humbly fue,
That’he may take his laft Farewel of you, &
QUEEN.
Will he then force hus Deltiny at Inft:2
Hence quickly to him, Edolr, make halte s
Telt him, I bqg his Purpofe he'd delay, s
Or if that can’t his Refolution ftay,
.Sy I have fworn not to furvive the ‘Hour
Jn which I hear that he has left the Shore.
Tell him, I’ve gain'd his Pardon of the King,
Tell him~——w=to {tay him—=tell him any thing -
EBOLL
One Word from you his Duty would reftore : X
And tho’ you promis’d ne'er to fee him more,
Methinks you might upon fo jull a Score,
But fee, he’s herg-—
Enter Don CArLoOS.
Do CARLOS,
Run ont of Breach by Fate,
And perfecuted by a Father’s ITate,
Weary'd withal, 1 panting hither lly,
‘I'o lay myfclt down at your Ieet, and die.
(Kucels, and biffes her Heamds
QUEEN.
Oh too unhappy Carles ! Yet unkind !
'Gnintt yor what [Tarms have ever I defigu'd,
"That you fhould swith fuch Violence decree
Tngratefully at latt to mwder me?

&

Don
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Dot GARLOS.

Pour all thy Curfes, Heav'n, upon this Head,
‘For I've the worft of Vengeance merited,
That yet I impudently live to hear
Myfelf upbraided of a Wrang to her. [Hz rifee.
Say, has your Hanour hegn by me betray’d ?
Or have [ Snares t’ entrap yopr Virtue laid'?
Tell me, if not, why do you then uphraid ;

14 QUERN.

You will not know th* Aflictions which you give s
Was’t not my laft Requeft, that you would live?
[ by our Vows conjur’d it; but I fee,
Torgetting them, vnmindful too of me,
Lepardlefs, your own Ruin you defign,
Tho’ you are fute to purchafe it with mine,’

Don CARLOS.

I, as you bade me live, obey’d with Pride ;
‘Tho' 1t was harder far than to have dy’d.
"But Lofs of Liberty my Life difdains;
Thefe Limbs were never made to {fuffer Chains.
My Father fhould bave fingled oqut fome Crown,
And bidden me go conguer't for my own:
He fhould have feen what Carlos would have done,
But to prefcribe my Freedom, fink me low
To bafg Confinement, where no Comforts flow;
But black Defpair, that foul T'ormentor, les ;
With all my prefent Load of Miferies ;
Was to my Soul too violent 2 Smart,
And rous’d the fleeping Lion in my Heart.

QUEEN.

Yet then be kind ; your angry Father’s Rage
1 know, the leaft Submiflion:will*aflnage ;
You're hot with Youth, he’s choleric with Age.
'To him, and put a true Obedience on ;
Be humble, and exprefs’ yourfelf a Son. '

Garlos,
[}

S
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Carlos, I beg it of you: Will you not
Do CARLOS, .

Methinkatis very hmd ; but yet Pll do't.
T muft obey whautcver you prefer,
"Knowing y’are all divine, and cannot err.
For if my Doom’s unalterable, 1 {hall
‘This way at leaft with le(s Dithonour full :
And Princes lefs my Tamene(s thus condemn,
When I for you fhall fuffer, tho’ by him.

QUEEN,

In my Apartment farther we'll debate
Of this, and for a happy Hlue wait,
Your Prefence there he cannot difappiove,
When it fhall fpeak your Duly, and my Love,
[ Eaeunt Curlos and Queem,

 Buter Rui-GoMLy,

EBOLI !
__Now Gomew, triumph ; all is vipe; che Toil
Has caught ’em, and Fate faw it with a Smile,
Thus far the Work of Doftiny wns mine ;
But I'm content the Malter-picee be thine,
Away to th! King, prepare his Soul tor Blood :
A Myftery thou well halt underftood :

Whilit I go reft withia a Lover's Aims, [Afietn
And to my Auffria Iny out all my Charms. [Brxits
RUIL.GOMEZ,

Fate, open row thy Dook, and fet 'em dawn 3
I have already mark’d ’em for thy own.

Enter Kinc and Posa at a diffeuce,

My Lord the King ?
KING,
Gomes P
RULGOMEZ,

The fame, ’
KING,
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KING,.
Haft feen
“The Prince ?
RUI-GOMEZ, '
I have. a
KING.
Where ishe ?
RUILGOMEZ,
With the Queen,
KING.
‘Now ye that dwell in everlaiting Flame,
‘And keep Records of all ye_mean to damn,
Shew me, if 'mongft your Precedents there e’er
‘Was feen a Son hie him, or Wife hike her.
Hark, Gome, didft not hear th’ Infernals groan ?

Hufh, Hell, a Iittle, and they are thy own.
POSA.

‘Who thould thefe be ? The King and Gomer, {ure :
Methinks I with that Car/os were fecure: [4: a diffance.
For Flanders his Difpatches I've prepard,

KING,
‘Who’s there ? *Tis Pofa, Pander to their Luft
: Drawng near 1o Pofia.,
WNow, Gormez, to his Heart thy agger thruit ; !
In the Purfuit of Vengeance diive it far:
Strike deep, and if thou canft, wound Carles thete,
RUIGOME?Z,
Y1l do’t as clofe as happy Lovers kifs :
May he fhike mine, if Of}.’his Heart I mifs.
Thus, Sir. [(Seabs b,
POS A

Ha, Gomez 7 Villain! thou haft done
Thy worft : But yet I would not die alone ¢
Here, Dog— [Szads ar bim.
RUILGOMEZ,
So brifk ? Then take it once again,
[ As they are fruggling, the Difparches fall ot of Pola’s

~

»T'was only, Su, to put you out of Pain. {Bofiru.
[Stads bim agarn, and Pofa fallr.
POS.d.

2
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POSA,

My Lord the King, (but Lafe too far is gone,
I faant) be mindful of your Queen and Son, [ Dias.

KING.

The Slave in Death repents, and warnsme.  Yes,

I fhall be very mindful. = What are thefe ?
[Twkes up the Difpatches.

For Flanders ! With the Prince’s Signet feal’d !
Here’s Villany has yet been unreveal’d,
See, Gomes, Practices againtt my Crown ; [Sheavs *em bims.
Treafon and Luft have join’d to pull me down.
Yet flill T ftand like a firm fturdy Rock,
Whlft they but {plit themfelves with their own Shock.
But I too long delay : give word I come.

RUIGOMEZ,
 What, hoa! within ; the King is nigh, make room.

The S CENE Araws, end difeovers Don John and
Eboli embracing. )

KING.
Now let me, if T can, to Fury add,
‘That when I thunder I may ftike sm dead.
[Lovksng earueftly on *ema
Ha Gomez ! on this Truth depends thy Life,
‘Why that’s our Brother Anffria!

RUILGOMEZ,
And my Wife!
Embracing clofe. Whillt I wasbufy grown
Jn others Ruins, here 1've met my own,
Oh| had I penfh’d ere *twas underfood.
KXING,
This is the Nelt where Luft and Falthood broed.
Ts it not admirable ?—f[ Ea. D, John a#d Ebol emtbracing.

You. L. I RUL
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1y
RUI-GOME Z.
O Sir, yes!
Ten thoufand Dewils tear the Sorcerefs ——
KING,

But they are gone, and my Difhonour’s near.
Inter DonCarros and QUEEN dyeouwrfing.

Look, my 1nceftuous Son and Wife appear,

See, Gomuz, how fhe languithes and dies.

s death! there are very 1 ulfes in her Eyes, .
[Dor Carlos appr vaches the King,

Don CARLOS.
Tn Peace, Heav’n ever guard the King from Haims;

In War, Succefs and [rionph crown his Arms ;

* 111 all the Natians of the World (hall be

Humble and proftiate at his Feet like me. [Kneels.

1 hear your Fury has my Death defign'd ; |

Tho' [’ve deferv'd the worft, you may be kind :

Lehold me as yow paa: unhappy Sen,

And do not {pill that Blood whach 1s your own,
KING,

Yes, when my Blood grows tainted, T ng’ey doubt
But fo1 my Health *us good'to let it out ;

But thine’s a Stranger, like thy Soul, to me,

Or clfe be cuis'd thy Mothu’s Memory |

Ard doubly curs’d be that unhappy Naght,

In which I purchas’d T orment with Dehght,
Din CARLOS.

"Thus then Tlay afide all kaghts of Blood, [Rifes beldly,
My Mother cms'd! the wzs all juilt and good.
“1y1ant' too good to flay with thee below,

Anud theretore’s blefs’d, and 1e1gns above thee now,
tubmfhon! which way got it Lntrance hete ?
KING.

Feshops at cume erc ‘I reafon was awae,
Thy
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T'hy traiterous Defign’s now come to light,
T'o0 preat and horiid to be hil i Night.
Sec here my Honour and thy Duty’s Staing

(8heres the Dippatrclus,
Dve paid your Secretary for Lis Pains.
He waits you there, to Council with him go,

[$heaws Poft’s Boays
Afk what Intelligence fiom Flauders now.
Don CARLQS,

My Friend here flain, my faithful Po/a "tis,

ood Heav’n ! what have [ done to merit this ¢
What Temples fack’d, what Defolation made,
T'o pull down fuch a Vengeance on my Flead ?
T'his, Villain,was thy wotk . What Fiiend ofthine| 70 Go,
Did I e'er wrong, that thou thouldt murder mine ?
But I'll take care it hall not want Reward— [ D1 anws,

KING.

Cournge, my Gomex, fince thy King’s thy Guard,

Come, Rebel, and thy Villanics fulfil,
Don CARLOS.
No; the? unjull, you are my Father i1l
(Thiorws awap Mis §reard,
And from that Title muft your Satety own :
*L'is that which awes my ITind, and not your Crown,
"I'is tiae, all there contain’d | had defign’d ;
"o {uch a Height your Jealouly was grown,
It was the only way that | could find
"V'o work your Peace, and to procure my own.
KING.
Thinking my Youth and Vigour to deeicafe,

1 You'd cafe me of my Crown to give me Peace.
; Do CARLO S,
Alas! you fetch your Mifeonltrultions far ¢
# "The Injuries to me, and Wrongs wo hey,
¢ Weie much too great for Bmpire to reparr,
; Iz Wien

k/
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-
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‘When you forget a Father's Love, and quite

Depriv’d me of a Son’s and Piince’s Right,

Rrended my Honour, and pw fo’d my Life,

My Duty long with Nature was at Strafe.

Not that I fear’d my Memory o1 Name

Could fuffer by the Voice of common Fame ;

A:thing ! {till efteem’d beneath my Pride

For tho’ condemn’d by all the Woild befide,

Had you bat thought me juft, I could have dy’d.

At laft this only way [ found to fly
Your Anger, and divest your Jealoufy:
"To go for Flanders, and be fo 1emov’d
Trom all ! ever honour’d, ever lov’d :
There in your Right hoping I might compleat,

Epight of my Wrongs, fome Aétion truly great.

T bus by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear

You Hate, and fhun that Stoim which threaten'd here,

QUEEN,

And can this merit Hate? he would forego
The ﬂloﬂs and Chaims of Courts to purchafe you ;
Banith himf{elf, and ftem the dang’rous Tide
Of lawlefs Outiage and rebellious Pride,

KING.

How evenly fhe pleads in his Defence!
So blind is Guilt when *twould feem Innocence.
She thinks her “oftnefs ma{ my Rage difaim. }

No, Sorcerefs, you’re miflaken in your Charm,
Aud whilil yon footh, do but affift the Stoim,
Do, take full view of your tall able Slave;
[Queen lookzng on Cailos,
Iook hard ; it is the laft you’re hike to have.

Dan CARLOS.
My Life or Death aie in your Power to pive.
KING.
Yes, and thou dy’ft,
Doz
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Don CARLOS,

Nat till the give me leave:
She is the Star that rules my Defliny ;
And wlilit her Afpeét’s kind, [eannot die,

QUEEN.
No Prince, for ever live, be ever blely'd.
KING,

Yes, T will find lLum to’s eternal Refl,

Oh! had I took the journcy long ago,

«I ne'er khad known the Pains that rack me now.

QUEEN. ,
What Pains} what Racks? [Appreaching bim.

KING,
Avoid, and touch me not.
I fec thee foul, all ene inceltuous Blot 5
Thy broken Vews arc in thy guilty Face,
QUELEN.
ITave I then in your Pity left no Place ?

KING.

Oh! thus it was you drew me in hefore,
With Promifes you ne’er wou’d fee Jum moge,
Dut now yow fubtleft Wilen 1o weak aie grown,
I've gotten Freedom, and U'll keep my own.

QULELN.,

May you be ever fiee; but can your Mind
Concerve that any 111 was Leie delign'd #
¥le hither came, only that he might fow
Obedience, and be reconeil'd o you.

You faw his humble dotiful Addicl,
KINCG,
But you before-hand fign'd the happy Peace.
Euter Lnoth

Oh Princefs, thank you for the Care you talze.
Tell me how got this Monlter Entrance ? {pealz,
13 EBQLL

-
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EBOLI,
Heav’n witnefs *twas without my Knowledge done.
RUIGOMEZ.
Mo, the had other Bus'nefs of her own. [Ahde.
Oh Blood and Murder!
KING.

All are falfe; A Guard.
Euter Guard.

Seize on that Traitor

Don CARLOS.
Welcome ; 1’m prepar’d-——

[ 72 Carlos.

QUEEN,
Stay, Sir, let me die too: I can obey,
KING.
No, thou fhale hive. [ Scomingly kind.

By Heav’n, but not a Day. [4fde,
T a Revenge fo exquifite have fram’d, '
£he unrepenting dies, and {o fhe’s damn’d,
HENRIETTA.
" If ever Pity could your Heart engage,
If e’e1 you hope for Bleflings on your Age,
Incline your Ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r.
KING.
T dare not venture thee, thou art too fair,
What would’ft thou fay ?
HENRIETT 4.
Defliay not, in one Man,
More Virtue than the Walld can boalt again.
View him the eldeft Pledge of your firft Love,
Your Virgin-Joys; that may fome Pity move———
KING
No; for the Wiongs [ fufter weigh it down ;

I'd now not fpare his Lifc to fave my own.
Away,
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Away, by thy foft Tongue I’ll not be canght,
HENRIETTA.
By all that Hopes can frame [ beg. If not,
May you by fome bafe Hand unpity’d die,
And childlels Mothers curfe your Memory.
By Honour, Love, by Life— .
KING.

. Fond Gul, away. -
By tieav'n, I'll kill thee elfe. Still dar'ft tl on fay ¥

Cannot Death terrify thee ? “
HENRIETTA.
~——No; forl,
If you reful: me, am tefolv’d to die.
Don CARLOS.
Kind Falr ofie, do not wafte your Sorrows 'ers
On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear.
There yet for you are mighty Joys in flore,
When | in Dull am laid, and feen no moie.
Oh Madam ! [To ¢ 5 Qucen,
‘ QUEEN.
Oh my Carlos ! muit you die
For me? no Mercy ma Fath?'f Eyet

{
;
K

Dan CARLOS. |
Hide, hide your Tears, intd my Soul they dart
A Tendernefs that mitbecomds my Heart:
For fince I muft, [ like a Prince wonld fall,
And to my Aid my manly Spirits call,
DUEEN.
You, like 2 Man, a+ roughly as you will
May die, but let me be a Woman {hll. [Fecps
KING.
Th'art Woman, a true Copy of the firft,
Tn whom the Race of alt M:mi:.ind was car.'d,
Your Scx by Beauty was to Heav'n ally’d:
But your great Loid, the Devil, taught you. Pride.
Ls He

ot -
T

-
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He too 2n Angel, till he durft rebel ;
And you are fare the Stars that with him fell.
Weep on 3 a Stock of Tears Iike Vows you have,
And always ready when 1 ou would decewve,
QUEEN.
Cruel ! Inhuman ! Ch my Heart! why fhould
T throw away a Title that's {o good,
On one a Stranger to whate’er was fo ?
Alas, I'm torn, and know not what to do.
‘Fhe jult Refentment of my Wrang’s fo great,
My Spunts fink beneath the heavy Weicht
[Ready ta fink with Paffion.
‘Tyrant, ftand off* I hate thee, and will try
If 1 have bcorn enough to make me die,
Don CARLOS.
Blefs'd Angel, ftay— [Tates ber in bis Arus,

QUEEN.
Catrlos, the fole Embrace
You ever took, yon have befoie his Face.
Do CARLOS,
No wealthy Monarch of the plenteous Eaft,
In all the Glories of his Empire drefs'd,
‘W as ever half {o rich, or half o blefs'd
But from fuch Blifs, how wietched is the Fall!
“i hey “too like us muft die, and leave it all.

, KING,
All this before my Face? what Soul could bear’t ?
Go force her fiom him. [Officer approaches.

Don CARLOS,
' Slave, ’twill coft thy Heatt.
Th’adft better meet a Lion on his way,
And from his hungry Jaws reprize the Prey.
She’s Muitrefs of my Soul, and to prepare
Myfclf for Death, 1 muft confult with hei,

RUL




. Priwvwce of Srarn, i
' RUI-GOMEZ,
Iave pity e [Tronicallp
KING.

Hencel how wietchedly he rules,
That’s ferv’d by Cowaids, and advis’d by Fools.
Oh Torture !

Don CARLOS.
— Rouze, my Soul, confider now,
That to thy blifsful Manfion thou muf gos
But I fo mighty Joys have tafted here,
I hardly fhall have Senfe of any there,
Oh foft as Bloffoms, and yet {weeter far |
(Zeaning on ber Rofan.
Swecter than Incenfe which to Heav’n alcends,
Tho’ *t1s prefented there by Angels ITands.
KING.
Still in his Arms § Cowards, go tear her forth.
Don CARLOS.
You’ll fooner fiom ita Center fhalke the Farth:
Il hold her faf till my Iaft Hour is nigh ;
Then I'll bequeath her to you when [ die.
KING,
Cut off his Hold! or any thing.r————
Doy CARLOQS.

Ay comes
ITere kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb.

e, g

3 i’d have my Monument erected here,

1% With bicken mangled Limbs ftill clufping hes.
4 QUEEN.

! Yiold, and P'IL quit his Atms -

[The Guar ds offr their Axes,

‘ KING.

B Mow bear him hende. [They part.

i QUEEN.

: Q hoirid Tyrant | [ Guards are huriying Car. cff.
ls Llay,,

e ..
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Stay, unhappy Princeom——
Turn, tarn! O Torment! muf ¢ leave you fo ¥
No, ftay, and take me with you where you go,
Dar CARLOS.
'Haik, §laves, my Goddefs fumnmons me to fay.
Dogs! have you Eyes, and can you difobey ?
Sec her * Oh let me but juft touch my blifs

(Prefing foravard.

KING. LS

By Hell he fhan’t: Slaves, are you mine or his?
QUEEN.

My Life—
Don CARLOS.
My Soul, farewel

QUEEN,
He’s gone, he’s gone,
Now, Tyrant, to thy Rage I'm left alone;
Give me my Death, that hate both Life and thee.
KING.,
I know thou doft ; yet live,
QUEEN.
O Mifery!  [Thsowws ber felf on the Floor.
‘Why was [ born to be thus curs'd ? or why
Should Life be foic’d when s fo fweet to die ?

KING.

Thou, Woman, haft been falfe ; but to renew
Thy Ciredit in iy Heart, affift me now. [7% Eboli.
Prepaie a Diaught of Poifon, fuch as will
A& flow, and by Degrees of Torment kilk
(nve it the Qucen, and to prevent all tenfe
Of dying, tell hex I’ve releas’d the Prince,
And that cie Morning Le'll attend her, I ‘g

[ Exét Carloss

In a Difguife his Prefence will fupply ;
so glut my Rage, and finiling fee her die.
EROLL "
v Your Najefty thall be obey'dem—m—
' RUL
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RUILGOMEZ.

Do, work thy Mifchiefs to their laft Degree,
And when th’are in their Height Il murder thee, [/

KING.
Now, Gomes, ply my Rage, and keep it hot:

O’er Love and Nature [’ve the Conquelt got.

Still charming Beauty triumphs 1n her Eyes;
[Looksng at the Queen,,

Yet for my Honour and my Reft fhe dies.
- [Bxennr Queen and Women,

But, oh ! what Eafe can [ expect to get,
When [ muft purchafe at fo dear aRate ? [ Exennt Quunss.

Io ACT
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SIS SO I IO TR

ACT V. SCENE L

Enter K 1N G Jfolus.

KING. -

2 T IS Night ; the Seafon when the Happy take

Repofe, and only Wretches are awake :
Now difcontented Gholts begin their Rounds,
Haunt 1uin’d Bulldings and unwholefom Grounds ;
Or at the Cartains of the Reftlefs wait,
To fitghten em with {fome fad Tale of Fate.
W hen I would reft, [ can no Reft obtain:
The Nls Pve borne ev’n o’er my Slumbers reign, E
And in fad Dreams torment me o’er again.
"L he fatal Bus’nefs 1s cre this begun :
I’m fhockt, and ftart to think what I have done.,
Lot | forget how [ that Philep am,
Lo much for Conftancy renown’d by Fame ;
Who thro’ the Progyefs of my Life was ne’er
By Hopes tianfported, or deprefs’d by Fear.
No, 1t 15 gone toa far to be recall’d,
And stedfallnefs wall make the A& extoll’d..

Enter BnoL1 i a Night-Gown,

Who® Ebele ?
EBOLL

EBOLL
~Tis, and the Que:n to feek Repofe is gone }
KING

Can (he exj et it, who allow’d me none ? -
No,



PrinNce of Sparn, 18K

No, Ebelz ; her Dreams muft be as full
Of Hoiror, and as hellifh as her Soul,
Does the believe the Prince has Freedom gain’d ?

EBOLL
She does,
KING:
How were the Tidings entertain’d »
EBOLLI

O’er all her Face young wand’ring Blufhes were,
Such as fpeak Hopes too weak to conquer Féar ; e
But when confirm’d, no Lover e’er fo kind ;

She clafp’d me faft, carefs’d, and call’d me Friend,

‘Which Oppoitunity I took, to give

‘The Poifon; and tll Day fhe cannot live,
KING,

Quickly then to her ; fay that Carlos here
Waits to confirm g Happinefs with her,

Go; that my Vengeance fmay finith qulte:
*Twould be imperfeét, fhould I lofe the Sight.
But to contrave that I may siqt be known,
And fhe may full miftake meé for my Son,
Remove all Light but that which may fuffice
"To let her fec me fcorn her when the dies.
EBOLIL
You'll ind her all in rueful Sables clad,
With one dim Lamp that yields imperfeét Light,
Such as 1n Vanlts affift the ghaftly Shade,
Where wretched Widows come to weep at Nighe,
Thus fhe :efolves to die, or Living mown,
Till Qarles thall with Liberty return. [Exst,
KING.
Oh ftedfaft Sin ! incorrigible Luft!
Not damn’d! itis impoffible ; fhe muit.
How do I long to fee her in her Pains,
The pors’nous Sulphui 10lling through her Veins?

LEuter
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Enter Don Jou N and drtendanits,

‘Who’s there * my Brother ?
Don TOHN,
Yes, Sir, and your Friend.
What can yous Piefence here {g late intend.
KING,

Oh Ayftria, Fate’s at work § a Deed’s in hand,
Will put thy youthful Courage to a fiand,
Suivey me; do 1 look as heretofore

Den FOHN,

You look like Xing of 82azz and Lord of Pow’t ;
Like onc who ftill feeks Glory on the Wing :
You look as I would do, were I a King.
KING,

A King ! why I am more, I'm all that can
Be counted miferable in & Man,
But thou fhale fee how calm anon I’ll grow:
P’ll be as happy and as gay as thou,

Do FO HA.

No, Sir, my Happinels you cannot have,
Whilft to your abject Paflions thus a Slave,
T'o know my Eafe yon Thouﬁhts like mine muft biing,
Be fomething lefs a Man, and more a King.

KING,

I’m growing fo, *tis truc, that long I ftrove
With pleading Nature, combated with Love,
Thofe Witchcrafts that had bound my Soul fo falt;
But now the Date of the Enchantment’s paft.
Before my Rage ltke Ruins down they fall,
And I mount up tiue Monarch o’er "em all.

Den ¥ O HN.

I know your Queen and Son y’ave doom’d to die,

And fear by this the fatal Hour is nigh. Wi
‘hy
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Why would you cut a fure Suceeflion off,

Atwhich your Fiiends mult gileve, and Foes will Langh ;.
As if fince Age has fiom you took away ®
Increafe, you'd grow malicious and deftroy ?

KING.
Doubt it not, Aufriz : thou my Brother art,
And in my Blood ’'m certain haft a Part,
Only the Juftice of my Vengeance own;
"1 how'rt Heir of Spain, and my adopted Son,

Don FOHN,

T muft confefs there in a Crown are Charftis,
Which I wonld court in bloody Fields and Arms:
But in my Nephew's Wiong | muft decline,
Since he mult be extinguilh’d ere [ {hine.

To mount & Throne o’er Battlements 1’d climb,
W here Death fhould walt on me, not I 6n him,
Did you e’er love, o1 have you ever known
'Fhe mighty Valse of fo brave a Son.#

XING,

I guef’d [ thould be treated thus before 3
I know it is thy Kindnefs, but no more.
Thou living fiee, alas! ait eafy grown,
And think’lt all Hearts as honeft as thy own.

Doz FOHN.
Not, Sir, fo eafy as I maft be bold,
And fpeak what you perhaps would have untold ;
"I hat y’are a Slave to th’ vileft that obay,
Such as Difgrace on Royal Favom lay,
And blindly follow, as they lead aftray :
Voracious {/nrlets, fordid 1Langera-om,
Beft by Familianty th’are known, %
Yet fuiuk at Frowns, but when you fmile they fawn,
They’re thefe have wrong'd you, and abus’d your Ears,
Toflefv’d your Mind with falfe mifgrounded Fears.

KING,



184 Dion CAarLoOsS,
KING.

Mifgrounded Fears? Why, 1s there any Truth:
Tn Woman’s Vows, or difobedient Youth?
T fooner would beueve this World werc Heaven,
Where I have nought but T'orls and Torment met;.
And never Comfort yet to Man was given.
But thou fhalt fee how my Revenge I’ll treat.

The SCE N.B draws and difcoucrs the Qlieen alone in
Mourmng on ber Coueh, wwsth a Lamp by ber.

Look where the fits as quiet and feiene, [Zrozically.

As if fhe never had a 1 hought of 8in ;

In Mourning, her wrong’d.Innocence to fhew :

Sh’as fworn’t fo oft that fhe believes it Lrue.

O'erwhelm’d with Sorrow fhe’ll in Darknefs dwell :

So we have heard of Wacches in a Cell, %

Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hell.
[T#he Queen #1fes, and comes toavards bim,

QUEEN,

My Lord ! Prince Carlos # may it be believ’d ?
Are my Eyes blefi’d ? and am I not deceiv’d ¢

KING:
My Queen, my Love, ’'m here—— [Eunbraces ber.
QUEEN.
My Lord the King ?

This is furprizing Kindnels which yon bring.
Can you believe me 1nnocent at laft
Methinks my Griefs are half aheady paft.

KING,

O Tongue, in nothing pra&is’d but Deceit!
Too well fhe knew him, not to find the Cheat.
Yes, vile inceftuons Woman, 1t is I,

The King, look on me well, defpair, and die.

QUEEN.
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QUEEN.

Why had you not pronounc’d my Doom before,
Since to Aflliction you could add no more ?
Methinks Death is lefs welcome, when 1 find
You could but counterfeit a Look that’s kind.

KING.

No, now th'art fit for Death : Had I behev’d
"Thou couldft have been more wicked, thon hadft Liv'd,
Yiv’d and gone on in Luft and Riot ftill ;

But I perceiv’d thee early ripe for Hell:

And that of the Reward thon mighi’fl not mifs;
ThisNight th’aft drank thy Bane, th’art poifon’d; yes,
Thou art

QUEELN.
Then welcome everlafting Blifs.
But ere I die, let me here make a Vow,
By Heav’n, and 2l I hope for there, I'm true.

KING,

gows you had always ready when you fpoke:

ow many of ’em have you made, and broke ¢
Vet there’s a Power that does your Falthood hear,
A juft one too, that lets thee live to fwear.

How comes 1t that above fuch Merey dwells,

To permit Sin, and make us Infidels ?

' QUEEN.

You have been ever fo to all that's good,
My Ingocence had elfe been under ftood.
At firft your Love was nothing bat your Pride..
When I auiv'd to be the I'rinee’s Diide,
You then a kind mduolgent Fagher were:
But finding me unfortunately faix,
Thought me a Prize too high to be poflefs’d
By him, and fore'd yourfelf into my Breafk:
Where you maintain'd an unrefified Pow’r ;
Not your owa Daughter could have lov'd you mare, «

. b ik
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'Till confcious of your Age, my Faith was blam’d,
And ! a leud Adulterefs proclaim’d,

Accus'd of fouleft Inceft with your Son.

What mote could miy worlt Enemy have done ?

KING.

Nothing, I hope ; T would not have it fiud,
‘That in my Vengeance any Fault | made.
Love me ? oh low Protence ! too feebly bailtl
But ’tis the conitant Fault of dying Gult,

Iv’n to the laft to cry they’re Innocent ;
‘When thetr Defpair’s {fo great, they can’t repent.
QUEEN.

Thys having urg’d yoar Malice to the Head,
You fpightfully are come to rail me dead.
Had 1 been Man, and had an 1mpious Wife,
With fpeedy Fury 1’d have fhatch'd Ler Life;
Torn a broad Palfage open to her Heart,
And there have ranfack’d each polluted Part;
Triumph®d and laugh’d £ have feen the iffuing Flood,
And wantonly have bath’'d my Hands in Blood. '
‘That had out-done the low Revenge you bring,
Much fitter for ¢ Woman than 2 King.

KING.

I'm glad I know what Death yon’d wifh to have,
You wou’d go down in Silence to your Grave;
Remove fiom fatme Farme, as prefent Times,
And bury with you, if you could, your Crimes,
Wo, I will have my Jufhce underftood,

Proclaim thy Falfhood aid thy Luft aloud,

QUEEN.
About it then, the noble Work begin ;
Be proud and boaft how cruel you have been.

Oh how a Monaich’s Glory *twill advance !

Do, quickly leg 1t reach the Bais of Francs,
Iy
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I’ve there a Royal Biothel that is young,

Who'll certainly revenge his Sifter’s Wrong 3

Into thy Spam a mighty Army bring,

Tumble thee from thy Throne a wretched thing,

And make thee quite forget thou e’er wert King.
KING.

Ine’er had Pleafure with her till this Night : f
"The Viper finds fhe’s crufh’d, and fain would bite,
Oh ! were he here, and durft maintain that Word,
I'd hke an Eagle feize the callow Bird,

And pripe hum till the daftard Craven cry'd;
Then throw him panting by his Sifter’s Side.

QUEEN. .

Alas! I faint and fink ; my Lord, your Hand:
* My Spints fail, and I want Strength to ftand. [ToD. [
’ Don FOHN.
O Jealoufy ! «
A Curfe which none but he that bears it knows 3
[Leads ker to a Chaire
So rich a Treaflure who wou’d live to lofe ?

KING.
The Poifon works, Heav’n grant there were enoughg
8he is {o foul, the may be Pot%on proof,
Now, my falfe fair one ———
- QUEEN.
Tyrant, hence be gone,
This Hour’s my laft, and let it be my own.
Away, away ; 1 would not leave the Light
With fuch a hated Objeét in my dight.
KING.
No, I will ftay, and ev’n thy Piay’is prevent j
¥ would not give thee Leifure to repent ;
But let thy Sins all 1n one 1 hrong combine
"To plague thy Soul, as thoa haft tortur’d mine.

QUEEN.
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QUEEN.

Glut then your Eyes; your Tyrant-Fury feed,
And trinmph 3 but remember, wﬂen I'm dead,
Hereafter on your dying Pillows you
May feel thofe Tortures which yow give me now.
Go on, your wordt Feproaches | can bear,

And with ‘em all you thall not force a Tear.

KING.

'Thus, .Luffria, my loft Freedam I obtain,.
And once more {hall appear myfelf again.
Love held me faft, whilit like a foolith Boy, h
1 of the thing was fond becaufe ’twaa gay ;. }
But now I've thiown the gaudy Toy away.

EBOLL
Help, Myrder | help—— [Eboli av:tbin,
. KING. .
Sce, Aufl1:a, whence that Cry :

Call up our Guaids, there may be Danger nigh.
[Buter Guards.

s Euter LBOLY in ber Night-drefs, wonnded and bleeding 3
Rui-Goscz purfiang ber.

EBOLL
% Oh! guard me from that cruel Murderer:
But ’t1s 1n vain, the Steel has gone too far.
Tuin, wretched King, 've fomething to unfold 3
Nor can [ die till the fad Secret’s toud.

KING,
The Woman's mad ; to fome Apaitment by
Remove her, wheic fhe may grow tame and dies
Fate came abroad to Night, refolv’d to range :
I love a kund Companion in Revenge. [Hugs R, Gu,
EROLL
If 1 your Heart Truth any Favour wins,

If e’er you would 1epent of fecret Sins,
egr me a Word,

XING
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KING.
e What wouldf thou fay ? Be brief.
EBOLL
Do what you can to fave that precious Life ;
Try ev’ry Art that may her Death prevent:
You are abus’d, and fhe is innocent.
When I percerv’d my Hopes of you were vain,
Led by my Luft I prattis'd all my Charms
To gain the Prince, Don Carly, to my Arms.
But there too crofs’d, T did the Purpofe change,
AndPride made him my Engine forRevenge: {70 R, Go,
‘Taught him to raife your growing Jealoufy.
Then my wild Pafionat thisPrince did ly, »[72D.J.
And that was done for which I now muft die.

LYo KING.
N i Ha, Gomez ! {peak, and quickly; isit fo?
%‘ . 3 RUI-GOMEZ,
(S | I’m forry you fhould doubt if’t be or no,
. She, by whofe Luft my Honour was bet1ay’d, ;

Cannot want Malice now to take my Head ;
And therefore daes this Penitence pretend.
EBOLL

Oh Auflvia, take away that ugly Fiend s
He fmiles and mocks me, waiting for my Soul;
See how his glaring fiery Eye-balls roll.

RUIGOMEZ.

3 Thus is her Fancy tortur’d by her Gnilt :
i Bat fince you’ll have my Blood, let it be fpilt.
il KING.

No more [72 R. Go,
Speak on, I charge thee, by the Reft [T0 Eboli,
Thou hop’ft, the Truth, and as thou fhalt be blefs’d.
EBOLI
As what I've faid is fo,

Thera
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There may I find, where I muft anfwer all,
‘What moft I need, Heaven’s Mercy on my Soul, [Dies.
KXING.,

Heav’'n! She was fenfible that fhe fhould die,

And durft not in the Muinute tell a Lye,
Don FOHN.

His Guilt’s too plain ; fee his wild ftaring Eye.
By Unconcern he would thew Innocence :
But harden’d Guilt ne’er wanted the Pretence
Of great Submiflion, when ’°t had no Defence.
Thus whilft of Life you fhew this little Care,
You feem not gultlefs, but betiay Defpail,

KING,

His Life ? What Satisfaétion can that give ?
But oh! in Doubt I muft for ever live,
And lofe my Peace—Yet I the Tauth will find =
P’ll rack him for’t. Go, in this Minute bind
Him to the Wheel

RUILGOMEZ.
How have I this deferv’d,
‘Who only your Commands obey’d and feiv’d?
‘What would you have me do?

KING.
. = I'd have thee tell
The Truth . Do, Gomex, all fhall then be well.

RUILGOMEZ.

. Alas! like you, Sir, in a Cloud I’'m loft,

And can but tell yon what I think at moft.
You fut me as a Spy apon the Prince,
And I flill brought the beft Intelligence
I could; till finding hum too much aware
Of me, [ nearer Meafures took by her.
Mhich if 1 after a falfe Copy diew,
*Tis I have been unfortunate as you.

KING,
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XKING.

And is this all thou haft for Life to fhow ?
RUI.GOMEZ,
Dear Sir, your Pardan, it 15 all I know.
KING.

i"l

Then, Villain, I am damn’d as well ag thou. "
Fleav’'n' where 19 now thy fleeping Providence,
That took {o little Care of Innpcenge ?
Oh 4uftria, had 1 to thy T'rath inchin’d,
Had I been half fo good as thou wert kind!
But Pm too tame; fecure the Tiaitor. Oh!

[Guards feize R, Gon
Earth open, to thy Center let me go,
And there for ever hide my 1mpioys Head.
Thou fatrell, pureit Craature Heav'n e’c1 made,
1 hy 1njur'd T'ruth too late I’ve underftapd
Yet live, and be unmortal as th’art good,
QUEEN.

Can you to think me inpocent incline
On her bare Woid, and wapld not credit mine ?
The Poifon’s very bufy at my Heart ;
Methinks | fte Leath {hake his threatning Dart.
Why are you kind, and make it hard to die?
Perfift, contunue on the tnjuy :
Call me {till vile, inceftuous, all that's foul.

KING.

Oh pity, pity my defpairing Soyl ;
Sink it not quite. Raue my Phyficians ftraight ;
Haiten them quickly ere it be too late ;
Prapofe Rewaids may fet their Skall at fhife:
I'll give my Crown to him that faves hei Life.
Curs’d Dog | — _ [7e Gomez,

Dor TOIIN.

Vile 'roflitate !

KING.-
8
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KING.
—Revengeful Fiend !
But I've forgotten half; to Carlos fond ;
Prevent what his Defpair may make him do.

Enter HENRIETT A

HENRIETT A
©Oh Horror, Horror! eveilafting Woe!
The Prince, the Prince !
KING.
Hal {peak.

HENRIETTA.
~He dies, he dies,
‘Within apon his Couch he blecding lies,
Juft taken from the Bath, his Veins all cut,
Trom which the fpringing Blood Rows fwiftly out.
He threatens Death on aﬁ that fhall oppofe
His Fate, to {fave that Life which he will lofe.
KING,
Dear Auftria, haften ; all thy Int’reft ufe,
Tell him it is to Friendfhip an Offence,
And let him know his Father’s Penitence.
Beg him to live.——
RUI.GOMEZ.
Since you’ve decreed my Death, know *twill be hard :
The Bath by me was poifon’d when prepar’d.
I ow'd lum that for his late Pride and Scorn.
KING.
There never was fo curs’d a Villain born,
But by Revenge {uch I'ains he {hall go thro’,
As ev’n Religious U ruelty ne’er knew.
Rack him ! I'll bioil him, burn him by degiees,
Fieth Torments for him ev’ry Hour devile,
Till he curfe Heaven, and then the Caitifl’ dies.
» . QUEEN.
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QUEEN. l
My faithful Henreetta, art thou come
To wait th’ unhappy Miftrefs to her Tomb ?
I brought thee hither from thy Parents young,
And now muit leave thee to Heav’n knows what Wrongg
But Heav’n to its Proteétion will receive
Such Goodnefs, let it then thy Queen forgive,
, HENRIETT A,
How much I lov’d you, Madam, none can tell ;
For *tis unfpeakable, I lov’d fo well.
A Proof of it the World fhall quickly find ;
For when you die, I'Il {corn to gay behind,

Euter Dot Carvos fupported beraween tawo, and bleedingd

D FOHN,
See, Sir, your Son.
KING,
My Son ? But oh! how date
1 ufe that Name, when this {ad Objeét’s near ¥
See, injur’d Prince, who *tis thy Pardon craves,
No more thy Father, but the worft of Slaves :
Behold the Teas that fiom thefe Fountains flow.
Don CARLOQS. 1

I come to talke my Farewel, ere I go
To that bright Dwelling where there is no room *
Yor Blood, and where the Cruel never come.

KING,

T know there is not, therefore muft defpair.
Oh Heaven ! his Cruclty I cannot bear.

Doft thou not hear thy wretched Father {ue ?

D CARLOS.
My Father! fpeak the Word once more ; is’ you?

And may I think the dear Converfion tine i -
Ch that I conld.

Vou L K XKING.
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KING.
By Heav'n thou muft——it is!
Let me embrace and kifs thy trembling Knees.
‘Why wilt thou die # no, Iive, my Car/os live,
And all the Wrongs that I have done forgive,
Do CARLOS.
Life was my Curfe, and giv’n me fure in fpite,
Oh' had I perith’d when I firft faw Light,
I never then thefe Miferies had brought
On you, nor by you had been gulty thought,
Prop me . Apacel feel my Life decay.
The Iittle T'ime on Earth I have to flay,
Grant I without Offence may here beftow ;
[Pointing to the Queen,
You cannot certainly be jealous now.
KING.
Break, break, my Heart——
[Leads Done Carlos to the Chairy
Pon CARLOS,
. You’ve thus mo: ¢ Kindnefs fhown,
'Than if y'ad crown’d, sind plac'd me on your '['hione,
Methinks fo highly happy I appear,
That I could pity yeéuy to fee you there,
‘Take me away again: You are too good,
QUEEN.
Carlss, is’t you? O flop that Royal Flood
Live, and poflefs your Father's Thione, when {
In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten he.
Don CARLOS,
Crowns are beneath me, 1 have higher Dride:
Thus on you fix’d, and dying by yom Side.
How much a Life and Lmpire I difdain? 2
No, we’ll together mount, where both fhall reign
Alove all Wrongs, and never meie complain, .s
QUEEN,
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QUEEN,
O matehlefs Youth ! O Conftancy divine!
Suie there was never Love that equall’d thine 3
Nor any fo unfortunate as mine—- |
Henceforth forfaken Virgins fhall in Songs,
When they would eafe their own, repeat thy Wrongs §
And in remembiance of thee, for thy Salze,
A folemn annual Proccflion make,
In chafle Devotion as_ fair Pilgrims come, .
With Hyacinths and Lilies deck thy Tomb.
But one thing more, and then, vain Werld, rdicw
1t is, to reconcile my Lord and you.
Do CARLOS.
H’as done no Wiong to me, I am poffefs’d 1
Of all, beyond my Expsttation blefs’d,
Dut yet methinks there’s fomething in my Heaig
Tells mé, [ muft not too unkindly part,
Tather, draw nearer, 1aife me with your Hand; ' :
Before | die, what 15't you would command 2
KING. B
Why weat thon made fo excellently good
And why was it no {fooner undeiftood ?
But I was cuis’d, and blindly led afiray.
Oh! for thy Father, for thy Father pray.
"1 hou may'it afk that which I’m too vile to daieg
Aud leave me not toimented by Defpair.
Do QCARLOS.
Thus then with the Remains of Life we kneel
[ Dan Carlos and the Scer fi 1k vat of the Chaui sy and LneTy

i

May you be ever tice fom all that’s 1ll
QUEEN.
And everfalling Peave upon you dwell,
KING,
No more : This Vittac’s too divinely bright 3 %
My daiken'd Soul, too converfant with Nughe,
Giows blicd, and overcome with too much Light.

. Hae
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.. raife ’em up, gently: Ye Slaves, down, down!
Ye glortous Toils, a Sceptre and a Crown,
For ever be forgotten ; in your flead,
Only Eternal Darknefs wrap my Head.
QUEEN.
Where are you? Oh! farewel, I mult be gone,
KING,
Blefs'd happy Soul, take not thy Flight fo foon ;
Stay till T die, then bear mine with thee too,
And guard 1t up, which clfe muft fink below.
‘ QUEERN.

From all my Injuries, and all my Fears,
From Jealoufy, Love’s Bane, the worlt of Cares,
Thus I remove to find that Stranger Relf,
Carles, thy Hand , receive me on thy Breaft;
‘Within this Minute how fhall we be bleft ?

.Dﬂﬂ C}A RLOS .

Ob, far above
‘Whatever Withes fram'd, or Hopes defign'd 3
Thus, where we go, we (hall the Angels find
For ever prafing, and for ever kind.

w., QUEEN,

Make hafte, in the firft Sphere I'll for you flay ;
Thence we’ll rife both to everlatting Day.
Farewel —— [Dies,

Don CARLOS.

I follow you; now clofe my Eyes, [Leans on ber Rofone,

Thus all o’er Blifs the happy Carlos dies. [Dies.

KING,

They’re gone, they’re gone, where I muft ne’er afpire,
Run, fally out, and fet the World on fire,
Alarum Nature, let loofe al] the Winds,
Set fiee thofe Spirits whom ftrong Magic binds ;
Let the Earth open all her fulph’rous Veins,

" Theliends flart from their Hell and fhake their Chaiqg :

Tilk
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Till all Things from their Hlarmony decline,
And the Confufion be as great as mane.
Here I'll lie down, and never more arife,
Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Ciies.
Don FOHN,
Hold, Sir, affo1d your lab’ring Heart fome Lafe,
, KING.

Oh! name it not : thete’s no fuch thing as Peace,
From thefe warm Lips yet one foft Kufs Il take, Z
How my Heart beats! why won’t the Rebel break ?

My Love, my Carlos, I’'m thy Father, fpeak.

Oh ! he regards not now my Mifeiies,

1 But’s deaf to my Complaint, as 1 have been to his.
Qh, now | think on’t better, all 1s well ;

Heie's one that’s juft defcending into Hell :

How comes 1t that he’s not already gone ?

The Sluggaid’s lazy, but I'll fpar bim on.

Hey | How he fhes ! [Stads R. Gomez,

RUILGOMEZ,
' ?P'was aim’d well at my Heart 3
That I had Strength enough but to ietort.
Daull Life, fo tamely muft I from thee part?
Curfes and Plagues! Revenge, where art thou now ?
Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houfe below.  [Dies,
KING,
A I-ie’s gone, and now there’s not fo vile a thing
S de
. Doz ¥ O HN.
Remember, Sir, you are a2 King.
KING.
A King! it is too little ; Il be more,
T tell thee. Nero was an Emperor 3
He kill’d his Mother, but I’ve that out-done,
Muider'd a loyal Wife and guiltlefs Son.
K 3 Xeofd
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Yet, dufirsa, why fhould I grow mad for that# -
Is it my Fault I was unfortunate ?

Don FO HN.
Colle& your Spirits, Sir, and calm your Mind.
KING,

Look to’t; firange ThingsI tel] thee are defign’d.
‘Thou, Aufia, fhalt grow old, and in thy Age
Doat, doat, my Hero Oh, a long grey Beard,
‘With Eyes difalling Rheum, and hollow Cheels,
Will be fuch Charms, thou canlt not want Succefs,
But above all bewaie of Jealoufy ;

It was that dreadful Cutde that ruin’d me,

Den ¥ O HN.
Dread Sir, no more.
KING.

Oh Heart ! O Heav'n! But flay,
Nam’d I not Heav'n ? I did, and at the Word
(Methonght I faw’t) the Azure Fabric flire’d,
Oh, for my Queen and Son the Saints piepare.
But I'll purlue and overtake ’em there,
\Whul, flop the Sun, arreft his Charioteer ;
Tl nide in that way; pull, pull him down.
Oh, haw I'll hysl t{gﬁ ild-fire as I run! L
Now, now I mounte——s [Runs off ravinge

Derr FO HN.

Look to the King,

See of this Fair one too, thi¢t Care be had. 3 ;
[ Posnting to Henriettile |
Defpair, how vaft & Triumph haft thon made §
No more in Love’s enervate Charms I’ll lie;
Shaking off Softnefs, to the Camp I’[l fly,
Where Thirft of Fame the ative Hero warms 3
And what I’veloft in Peace, 1egain in Arms.
[Encunt ominese

EPL.
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EPILOGUE,

Spoken by a Girl.
. O W awbar d'ye ihink my Meffage Buther means ?
" Youder's the Poet fick bebind the Scenes :

b

"
?
»

£

He told me theve was Pity 1z my Face,

And they¢fine fens me bere to make bis Peraces
Let ms for once perfuade ye to be kind ;

For he has promis’d me to fland my Friend,
And if this time I can your Kindnefs move,
He'll avrite for me, he fwears by all above,
When I am big enough to be in Lowe,

Now wen't ye be Good-natur™d, ye fine Men 2
Indesd I'll grow as faff as e I can,

Aud try if to bes Pramife be'll be true. ‘
Think o't avhon that Time comes, you do not Enowt

But I map grow 1z Love with fome of you.

O:, at the worft, I'm ceviaan I fhall Jeo

¥ Anmongft you thefe who'll fwear they've fo wwith mee
But o, if by my Suir you'll wet be awon,

2

Tuou know whai yonr Unlindnefls oft bas dane 3
D'll @en forfake the Play-Houfe, and turn Nuny
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Titus and BERENICE,
A
T R A GE DY,
With a FARCE call’d

The CHE ATS of SCAPIN.

Gy andis Oratio non eff Turgida,
Sed natur ali pulchrrtudine exfurgite  Pet. Arbd

.
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To the Right Honourable
¥ 0 H N,

EArRL of ROCHESTER,

One of the Gentlemen of his Majefty’s
Bed-Chamber, &c.

My LORD,

WX HReprcaTrons are grown Thingg
D & of fo nice a Nature, that it is al-

W 303 o moft impofiible for me to pay your
Lordthip thofe Acknowledgments I owe you,
and not (from thofle who cafnnot judge of
the Sentiments I have of your Lordfhip’s Fa-
vours) incur the Cenfure either of a Fawner
or a Flatterer ; both which ought to be as
hateful to an ingenuous Spirit as Ingratitude.
None of thefe would I be guilty of, and
Ké gt



The Epifle Dedicatory,

yet in letting the 'World know how good
and how genetous a Patron I have, (in
fpite of Malice) I am fure I am honeft.

My Lord,

Never was Poetty under fo great an Ops
preflion as now, as full of Phanaticifms as
Religion, where every one pretends to the
Spitit of Wit, fets up a Dofrine of his
own, and hates a Poet worfe than a Quaker
does a Prieft.

T'o examine how much gocs to the making
up one of thofe dreadful Things that refolve
on our Diffolution, It is for the mofl parta
very little Iireneh Breeding, much Affurance,
with a great deal of {T'alk, and no Senfe.

‘T'hus he conggs to a new Flay, enquires
the Author of '1t, and (if he can find any)
makes his perfonal Misfortunes the Subjeét
of his Malice to fome of his Companions,
who have 8 little Wie, and as much Xl
Nature ns himfelf; and o to be fure (as
far as he can) the Play is damn’d,

Ar Night be never fails to appear in the
Withdiawing-room, where he picks out

fome
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fome as have as little to do there, as him-
felf; who muftering up all their puny Forces,
damn as pofitively as if, like Muggleton, it
were their Gift;, when indeed they have as
little right to Wit, as a Journey-man Taylor
can have to Prophecy.

Wit, which was the Miftrefs of former
Ages, is become the Scandal of ours: Ei-
ther ~the old Satire, to let us underftand
what he has known, damns and decries all
"7 Poetry but the Old; or elfe the young af-
fected Fool, that is impudent beyond Cor-
retion, and ignorant above Inftrufion,
will be cenfuring the prefent, though he
mifplace his Wit, as he generally does his
Courage, and ever makes ufe of it on the
‘Wrong Occafion.

How great a Hazard then does your Lord-
fhip run in fo ftedfaftly provefing a poor
exil’d thing that has fo many Enemies ! but
that your Wit is more eminent than all
their Folly or Ignorance, and your Good-
nefs greater than any Malice or Ill-Nature
can be. Iam fure (and I muft own it with

Gratitude) I have tafted of it much above
my




qhe Epifile Dedicatord

my Merit, or what coven Vanity mighe
prompt me to exped : Though in doings
this, I fhall at beflt but appear an humble
Debtor, who aclinowledpes honeftly what e
owes, though to keep up bis Credit he mufk
be forced to borrow morc: For my Genlus
always led mec to feck an Interefk in your
Tordfhip ; and I never fee you, but I am
fird with an Ambition of being in your
Favour. For all I have received, the highe{t:
Return | am able to make, is my Acknow-
ledgment 3 in which I can hardly diflingui{h

whether my Thankfulnefs or my Pride be -

the greater, when I fubferibe myfelf

Your Log%zp s
Mofp obliged and

wmoft devoted Servarty

Tno, Qrwav,

N




PR OL OGUE,
Spoken by Mr. UNDERHEILL.

(Allants, our duthor et me bere To-day,

And begg'd thar I'd fay fometbing for bis Play.
You Wags, that judge by Rote, and damnu by Rule,
Taking your Meafures from fome Neighbour Fool, }
Hho *as Impudensce, @ Cozxeomb’s ufeful Tool ;
That akways are fevere, you know not avky,
Lnd avould be shought great Critscks by vhe bye

s Witk wery much Ill-Nature, and mo Wi,

TufF as you ars, we kumbly beg you'd fit, }
Hud wnth your filly felves divert the Pir

You Men of Senfs, who berstofore allow'd

Our Author’s Follses, Hake bem once more proud,

But for 1he Youths that newly *re come from France,
#Phofe Eeads awant Senfé, the’ Heelr abound with Dance »
Qur Luthor to their Judgment wwon’t fubmity

* But fwears, that theyy who fo infoft the Pit %

Hirh their anune Follies, ne'er ¢an judge of Wit
PTis thence be chicfly Favonr wonld implore 5

[To thg Boxes,
‘#nd, Fair Ones, pray oblige biwe on my Score :

Confine bas Foes, the Fops, within their Rules;
Fory Ladies; yon know baw to manage Foolss




Perfons reprefented in the TRAGED Y-

M E N.

Yitus Vefpafian, Emperor of Rome, Mr. Betterton, -
Auntzochus, King of Comagene, Mz, Smuth.
Panlsnus, the Emperor’s Confident, Mtr. Medbonra.
Arfaces, dritsochus his Confident, Mr. Crofby.
Rutrhus, a Tribune, Mr. Gilloww.

W OME N.
Berence, Queen of Paleffene, Mis. Lee.
Phezmce, her Confident, Mrs, Bariy.

The SCENE, RO ME.

Perfons reprefented in the Far ¢ &,

M E N.
gf’:;fy ’ } Two old Merchants, { Rgf %Z:-'Z‘bwf'
L ) «
Ofavian et My, Nort s,
Leauder, ! }Then- Sons, My, Percivall,
Seaprn, a Cheat, Mr. Antb. Lesgh,
g{by‘ ) } Seapin’s Inftruments, m;_ » Rechar s,
y 3
o W O M E N.

Luia, Thrifty's Daughter, Mis. Barry,
Clara, Gripe's Daughter, Mrs. Gibbs.

The SCENE, DOVER,




AND

BERENICE

ACTI1 SCENEL

SCENE, 4 Palsce,

Enter ANTIOCHUS and ARSACES,

ANTIOCHUS.
s
# HOU, my Ar/aces, art a Stranger here ¢
Fﬁ%;%‘ W Thisis thyApartment of the chﬁrming Fair,
? That Berenece, whom T7tus {o adores ;
}K}K The Univerfe is his, and he is hers .
Here from the Court himfelf he oft concealss
And in her Ears his charming Story tells ;
Whilft I 2 Vafial for admittance wait,
And am at beft but thought impartunate,
ARSACES.
You want Admittance? who with gen’ious Care
Have follow’d all her Fortunes ev’ry where,
Whofe Fame throughout the Woild fo loudly rings,

One of the greateft of our Eaftern Kings, A
]
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As ance you feem’d the Monarch of her Bieaft,

Too firmly featcd to be dafpofleft ;

Nor can the Pride fie doth in T s take,

Already fo fevere a Diftance make.
ANTIOCHUS.

Yes! fill that Wretch .Autsechas [ am.

But Love! Ch how 1 tremble at the Name ¢
And my diftracted Soul at thac doth ftis,
‘Which once was all the Pleafure of my Heaitj
Since Bezzaeee has all my Hopes deftioy™d,
And an eternal Sience on me loid.
ARSACES. -

That you refent her Pride, I fee with Joy;
*Tia that which does her Grattude deftroy :

Eut Friendfhip wrong’d fhould into Hatied turn,
And you methinks might leain her Art to fcoine
ANTIQCHUS,

A faces, how falfe Meaftnes doft thou take !
Remove the Poles, and bid the Sun go back 5
Invert all Natuie’s Oiders, Fate's Decrees 3
Then bid me hate the charming Direnice,

ARSACES.

Well, love her fill ; but let her know your Pain %
Refolve 1t, you fhall fee, and {pcak again;
Urge to her Face your rightful Clum aloud,
And cowmt her haeghtily, as fhe is proud,

ANTIOCHUS.

Arfaces, no; fhe’s gentle as a Dove,

Her Lycs are Tyrants, but her Seul's all Lovey

And owes fo little for the Vows I've made,

That if fhe pity me, I'm moie than paid.
Enter RuT1L1US,

But fee, the Man T fent at laft returns;
Oh how my Heart with Expeétation burns.!

-

Rutifivey

e

—k =T
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Rutslens, have you Baorewrce feen }
RUTILIUS.
I have.
ANTIOCHUS,
Oh fpeak! what fays the charming Queen ?

RUTILIUS.

1 prefs’d with dificulty thro’ the Croud;

A Thiong of Court-Attendants round her flood.

The Time now paft of his fevere Retreat,

Titus laments no more his Fathei’s Fate.

Lave takes up all his Thoughts, and all h1s Cares,

Whilft he to meet thofe mighty Joys prepares,

‘Which may in Beremce’s Arms be foundl.) R

For fhe this Day will be Reme’s Empre(s crown'ds
ANTIOCHUS.

What do T hear } Confufion on thy Tongue!
'To tell me this, why was thy Speech {o long ?
Wy didit not Run with more {peed afford 7
Thou mightit have fpoke, and kill'd me in a Word.

" But may [ not one Moment with her fpeak,

And my poor Heart difclofe before it break 2

IRUTILIUS.
You fhall- For when I told what you defign’d,
She fweetly fmil'd, and her farr Head inclin’d :
& ytus ne'el fiom her had a Look mote kind.

Enter BERENICE gnd PHENICE,

She's here.
BRERENICL.
At laft from the rude Joy I'm fieed
Of thofe new Friends, whom my new Fortunes breed..
The tedious Form of their Refpeét I {hun,
To find out him whofe Words and Heart are one,
Antiochus, for I’ll no Flattery ufe, .

Since you neglet, I jultly may accufe. :
How
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How great your Cares fer Berenice have been,

Ev’n zll the Eaft, and Rome itfelf has feen.

In my worft Fate I did your Friendthip find,

But now I grow more great, you grow lefs kind.
ANTIOCHUS,

Now durit I hope, 1 would forget my Smart ?
So well fhe nnderftands to footh my Heat.
But, Madam, it’s a Tiuth by Rumour {pread,
‘That Tzras fhall this Night poffefs your Bed.

BERENICE.
Sir, all my Conflifts I’/l to you reveal,
Tho’ half the Fears I’ve had, I cannot tell
So much did T for hus Father mourn,
I almoft doubted Love would ne’er return ¢
He had not for me that afhduous Heat,
As when whole Days fix’d on my Eyes he fat:
Grief in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell 3
Oft came, and look’d; faid nothing, but Farewels
ANTIOCHUS,
But now his Kindnefs he renews again.
BERENICE.
Oh! he will doubtly recompenfe my Pain
For that : if any Fiith may be allow’d
T'wo thoufand Oaths, two thoufand tmes renew'd 3
Or any Juftice in the Pow’rs Divine,
Autrockus, he’ll be for ever mine.

ANTIOCHUS,

How fhe infults and triumphs in my 1!

Sh’as with long Prattice learnt to fmile and kiil.
Oh, Bereusce, eternally farewel,
BERENICE.

Farewel! good Heav’n! What Language do I'hear!
Stay ! I conjure you, Sii-——by all that’s dear.
Antrochus, what 15 it I have done?
Why dan’t you fpeak ?

ANTI-
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ANTIOCHUS.
Madam, I muft be gone,
. BERENICE.
ow cruelly you ufe me ! 1implore B
The Reafon. T ?
ANTIOCHUS.
I muft never fee you more,
RERENICE.
For Heav'n's fake tell, you wound me with delay,
ANTIOCHUS.
At lealt remember, I your Laws obey,
Why fhould I here wretched and hopelefs ftays?

If the Remembrance ben't extinguith’d quite

Of that bleft Place, where firft you faw the Light ;
*I'was there, oh there began my endlefs Smart,
When thofe dear Fyes prevail’d upon my Heart
Then Bsreusee too my Vows approv’d,

Till }mppy Titus came and was belov’d.

He did with Triymph and with Teerror come,
And in his Hands bore the Revenge of Rome.
Judea trembled, but *twas [ alone

Furlt £l his Weight, and found my(elf undone.

BERENICE.

Hah |

ANTIOCHUS,

You too, then t’encreafe the Pains I bore,
Commanded me to fpeak of Love no more,
So on your Hand I fwore at laft t' obey ;

And for that Tafe of Blifs gave all away,
BERENICE.

Why do you ftudy ways v afiiét my Mind }

You may believe, Sir, I am not ynknd,
Alas, I’m fenfible how well yave ferv'd,
Awl have been kinder much than I deferv'd, =,

ANT I
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ANTIOCHUS. '

Why in this Empire fhould I longer flay,’
My Paflion and 1ts Weaknefs to betray ?
Others, tho’ I retire, will bring their Joys
To crown that Happinefs which mine deftioys, :
BERENICE,
You triumph thus becanfe your Pow’r you know 3
Cr of you did not, you'd not ufe me fo.
The' crown’d Rewse’s Emprefs T the Throne afcend ;
What Pleafure 11 my Greatnefs can I find,
When I fhall want my befl and trucft Friend ?
ANTIOCHUS,
T reach your T'urpofe, yon would have me there,
‘That you might fee the worft of nxy Defpair ;
T know 1t, the Ambition of your Soul.
*T1s tiue, I’ve been a fond obedient Fool :
Yet come this Time but to new-frerght my Heart,
And with more Love pofleft, than ever, part.

BERENICE

Tho’ it could never enter in my Mind,
Since C/ri’s Fortunes muft with mine be join’d,
That any Mortol durlt {6 hardy prove
T? wnyade his Right, and tall to me of Love ;
1 hear th’ unpleafif§Marrative of yours,
And Friendfhup, what my Honour {huns, enduses,
Nay mote  your paiting I with trouble hew,
For you, nexc hum, we 10 my Soul moit dear.

ANTIOCHUS,

In Juflice to my Memory and Famic,
1 fly from 7% that unlucky Name :
A Name, which ev'ry Moment you 1cpeat,
Whillt my poor Heart lies bleeding at your Fect.
Faewel, © Uh, be not at my Ravings gievd: 7
Wihen of my Death the News thall be 1eceiv'd,
Eemember why 1 dy’d, and what 1 1iv’de [ B Ant. “S

P I B
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PHENICE.

T grieve for him ; a Love fo tiue as this,
Deferv’d, methinks, more fortunate Succels,
Are you not tioubled, Madam e

BERENICE.

Yes, I feel
Something within me difficult to quell,

PHENICE.
You fhould have faid hum.
BERENICE.
Who, I ftay him * no.
From my Remembrance rather let him go.
His Fancy does with wild Diftiaétion rove,
Which thy raw Ignorance interpiets Love.

' PHAENICE,

Tztus his Thooghts, yet to unfold, denies;
And Rome beholds you but with jealous Eyes,
Its rigorous Laws create my Fears for you;
Romans no foreign Marrigges allow,
To kingly Power itill Enemies they’ve been,
- Nor wiﬁ, I feas, admit of you a Queen.
BERENICE.
Pheenicia, no; my Time of fear s paft;
Me Titus loves, and that inclodes the 1eft,
The Splendor of this Night thou haf beheld ;
Are not thy Eyes with his biight Grandeur fill’d?
Thefe Bagles, Fafees, marching all in State,
Aund crouds of kangs that with their Tributes wait
Trinmphs below, and Bleflings from above,
Seen: all ‘at ftrafe to grace this Man of Love,
Away, Phenica, let's go meet him fraight,
Ican no longer for his Coming wat,
My eagerEW ifhes drive me wildly on ;
Nor will be temper’d tull my Joy’s begun, [ Bxennr,

- S NE

9
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SCENE IL

Euter T17vsy, PavLiNus, and Abendantss

9. VESPASIAN.

To th’ §yrian King did you the Meflage bear ?

And does he know that I expeét him here?
PAULINTUS,

Sir, in the Queen’s Apartment, he alone

Was feen, but ere I there arnv’d, was gone.
9. FESPASTAN.

*T1s well, Paulinus : for thefe ten Days pafl
T have to Berenzce a Stranger been ;

But you can tell me all what does the Queen ?
PAULINUS.

She does, what {peaks how much fhe values you ;
When you mourn’d for your Father, the mourn’d too,*
So jult & Sorrow 1n her Face was fhown,

It feem’d as if the Lofs had been her own,
T.VESPASIAN.
Oh lovely fair One, little doft thou know

How hard a Trialthon muft undergo, dfide.
Heav'n! Oh my ﬁg&tl 8 C
PAULINUS.

What is’t your Grief thould raifo
For her, whom almoft all the Eqf# obeys ?
T.VESPASTAN.
Commandy Pawlinus, that all thefe retreat ;
[Paul. moves bes Hand, and the reff go ount.
Reme of my Purpofe is uncertain yet,
Espedls to know the Fortung of the Queen ;
Their Murm’rings I have heard, and Troubles fcen.
'he Bufinefs of our Lave is the Difcourfe

£nd Expe@ation of the Univerfe,
And
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And by the Face of my Affairs, I find,
*T1s tume that T refolve and fix my Mind.
Tell me, Paulnus, juftly, and be free,
What fays the Woild of Berenice and me.

PAULINUS. |
In every Heart you Admaration raife;
All your high Virtues, and her Beauty praife.

S VESPASIAN.

Alas! thou anfwer'ft wide of my Defire :
Paulinus, be my Friend, and come yet nighér. | + zr

How do they of my Sighs and Vows apptave? @ <i. .
Or what expett they from fo true a Love

PAULINUS. '
Love, or not love, Sir, all is in your Power;
The Court will fecond ftill the Emperor.

7. VESPASIAN.

Courtiers, Panlinue, feldom aie fincere ; ‘
To pleafe their Mafter they have too much Care.
The Court did Nero’s horrid A&ts applaud,

To all his Lufts fubferib’d, and call’d him Gad,

Th? idolatrous Court fhall never judge for me:

No, my Panlinus, 1 rely on thee.

What then muft Berenice expeét, declare 3

Will Rome be gentle to her, o1 fevere ¢ w o
My Happinefs is plac'd in her alose ,

Now they have rais’d me to th’ Imperial Throne,,
Where on my Head continual Cares muft fall,

Wil they deny me what may fivéeten all?

PAULINUS.
Her Virtues they acknowledge, and Defert,
Proclaim indeed fhe has a Roman Heart :
But {he’s a Queen, and that alone withfaads .
All which her Beauty and her Worth demands. g
Jn Rome the Law has long unalter'd itood,
Never to mix ita Race with Strangers Slood.

- VOL- Iq L g..- }’ES—
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T. VESPASIAN.
Tt is a Sign they are capricious grown,
When they defpife all Virtues but their own.
PAULINUS.
Fubus, who firt fubdu’d her to his Aims,
And quite had filenc’d Laws with War's Alarms,

Burning for Clespatra’s Love ; to Fame
More juft, fled from her Eyes, and lud his Flame.

N 7. PESPASIAN,

But which way from my Heart thall T 1ecmove
So long eftablifh’d and deep-rooted Love ?

PAULINUS,

'The Confli& will be difficult, T guels 3
But you your rifing Sorrows muft {upprefs.

T.VESPASIAN.

Who can 2 Heart that’s not his own controul ?
Her Prefence was the Comfort of my Soul,
After a thoufand Oaths confirm®d in Tears,
By which I vow’d myfelf for ever hers,
I hop’d with all my Love, and all her Charms,
At lalt to have her in my longing Arms.
But now I can fuch rare Perfeftions crown ;
And that my Love's*more great than ever grown.
When in one Hour a happy Mairiage may
Of all my five Years Vows the T1ibute Pays;
I go, Paulinus,~——how my Heart does rife !
PAULINUS,
Whither ?
T. VESPASIAN.
T'o part for ever fiom her Eyes.
Tho’ T requir'd th’ Affiflance of thy Zeal,
'Ta crufh a Paflion that’s fo hard to quell
My Heart had of 1ts Doom refolv’d before :
Yet Bereasce does fill difpute the War,

The
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The Conqueft of fo great a Flame muft colt
Conflitts, in which my Soul will oft be toft,
PAULINUS,

You in your Birth for Fmpire were defign’d,
And to that Purpofe Heav'n did frame your Mind,
Fate in that Day wife Providence did thew,

Fuang the Defliny of Rome in you.

7. VESPASIAN,

My Youth rejoic’d in Love and glorious Wars,
But my Remains of Life moft wafte in Cares.
Rome my new Condué&t now obferves, 'twould be
Both ominous to her, and mean 1n me,

If 1n my Dawn of Power, to clear my Way
To Happinefs, I fhould her Laws deftroy :
No, I’ve refolv'd on’t, Love and all fhall go;
Alas! it muift fince Rome will have it fo.

But how fhall I poor Berensce prepare

PAULINUS.

You muft refolve to go and vifit her;

Soath her fad Heart, and on her Patience win: ~
Then by degrees
T. VESPASIAN.

But how fhall I begin ?
Oh, my Panlinus, I have oft defign’d
To {peak my Thonghts, but full they ftay’d behind.
1 hop'd, as fhe difcern’d my troubled Breaft,
She might a hittle at the Caufe have guefs’d .
But nought fufpedting as | weeping lay,
With her fair Hand fhe’d wipe the Teais away,
And in that Mift never the Lofs perceiv’d
Of the fad Heart, fhe had too much believ’d.
Bat now a firmer Conftancy I tke,
Either my Heart fhall vent its Grief, or bieak.
I thought ' have met Antiochus, and here
All I ¢’er lov’d furrender'd Izo his Care.
2 Te
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To-mlorrow he conduéts her to the Eaft,
And now I go to figh, and look my laft.

PAULINUS.

I ne'er expefled lefs from that Renown,
Whach all your Ations muft with Glory crown.
9. VESPASIAN.
How lovely’s Glory, yet how cruel too ]
How much more fair and charming were (he now,
If thro’ eternal Dangeis to be won !
So 1 might tll call Berenice my own,
In Ners's Court, where I was bred, my Mind
By that Example to all Hls inclin’d 5
'T he loofe wild Paths of Pleafure [ purfu’d,
"Till Perenice Airft taught me to be good.
She taught me Virtue; but, oh curfed Rome?
The Good ! owe her, muft her Wrong become,
For {o much Virtue, and Renown fo great; |
For all the Honour I did ever get.
Her for whofe Sake alone I Fame purii’d,
1 muft forego, to pleafe the Multitude !
PAULINUS.
You cannot with Ingratitude be charg'd,
You have the Bounds of Palefsye enlarg’d,
Ev’n to Enplrates her wide Power extends ;
So many Kingdoms Berenzcz commands.
7. VESPASIAN.
Weak Comforts, for the Giiefs muft on her dwell.
I know fawr Beicatce, and kiiow too well
To Gieatnefs fhe fo little did incline,
Her Heart afk'd never any thing but mine.
Let’s talk no more of her, Panlinus,
PAULINUS,
. Why ¢
9. VESPASIAN,

The Thought of her but fhakes my Conftancy :
Yet

e e e =
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Yet in my Heart if Doubts alieady 1ife,
What will it do when 1 behold her Eyes 2

Eater Ruririvs,

RUTILIUS,
Sity Berenico defires admistance hesee—

T. VESPASTAN,
Pankinus amaee Oh |

PAULINUS.
Can yon already fear ?
So foon are all your Refolutions fhook ?
Now, Sir's the Timemm— [Ex. Rut.

Enter BERENICE, PURNICIA, and Attendants,

T VESPASIAN.
1 have no Power to look.

BERENICE.
Sir, ben’t difpleas’d that I thus far “prefume ;
It is to pay-my Gratitude I come.
Whiltt all the Court affembled in my View,
Admire the Favour you on me beftow,
Tt were unjuft, thould I remain alone
Silent as tho’ I had a Senfe of none.
Your Mourning’s done, and you from Griefs are free 3
Are now your own, and yet not vifit me ?
Your Prefent of new Diadems I wait,
Oh! give me more Content and lefs of State:
Give me a Word, a Sigh, a Look at leaft,
In thofe th* Ambition of my Soul is plac®d.
‘Was your Difcourfe of me when I airiv'd ?
Was I fo happy, may it be believ'd ?
8peak, tell me quick, is Berencz fo bleft ?
Or was [ prefent to your Thoughts at leaft?

L 7. VES§-

-
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T.VESPASTAN.

Doubt it not, Madam : By the Gods I fwear’t,
That Beremer is always in my Heare:
Nor Time, nor Abfence can you thence remove:
My Heart’s all yours, and you alone I love.

BERENICE.

You vow your Love perpetual and fincere,
But "us with a ftrange Coldnefs that you {wear.
Why the jult Gods to witnefs did you call 2
1 don’t pretend to doubt your Faith at all;

In yau I truft, would only for you live,
And what you fay, I ever muft believe.

T.VESPASIAN.
Madam |
BERENICE.
Proceed. Alas, whence this Surpiize}
You feem confus’d, ta turn away your Byes,
Nothing but ‘Trouble 1n your Face 1 find:
Does full a Father’s Death afiict your Mind?
T . VESPASIAN.
Oh! did my Father, good Pz/paffan, live,
How happy thould I be ¢
BERENICE.

Ah, ceafe to prievel
Your Tears have reverenc’d his Mem’ry now.
Cares are to Rome and your own Glory due.
A Father you lament, a fceble Grief,
Whilft far your Abfence [ find no Relief.
But in your Prefence only take Delight,
I, who {hall die, 1f but debarr’d your Sight.

7. VESPASIAN.

Madam, what is it that your Griefa declare?
What 'fime d’ you chufe ! For Paty’s fake forbeat,
You: Bountes my Ingiatitude proclaim.

BZRE-

g
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LBERENICE
You can do nothung that deferves that Name ;

No, “ir, yon never can ungrateful prove.
hay be ’'m fond, and tire you with my Love.
T.VESPASIAN,

No, Madam, no; my Heart (fince [ muft {fpeak)
Was ne’er mote full of Lave, or half fo like to break }

Bat———
BERENICE,
What ?
T.VESPASIAN,
Alas!
BERENICE,
Proceed
I, VESPASIAN.
The Empire Ronpam—om
BERENICE.
“'eﬂ-

T.VESPASIAN.

Ol, the difmal Secret will not come——
Away, Pauliuns, ere Pm quite undone.
My Speech forfakes me, and my Heart’s all Stone.

[Ex. Tit, and £: ul,
RERENICE.
So foon to Icave me, and in Trouble too ?

Ttus, how have 1 this deferv'd from you @
What have I done, Phemcra, tell me, fpeak.

PHAENICIA,
Daes nothing to your Memory appeat
That might provoke him ?
BERENICE.
By all that's to me dear,
Since the firft Hour [ faw his Face, till now,
Too much of Love is all the Guilt | know.
This Silence is too tude, and racks my Breaft,
In the Uncertamtyl cannot relt;
He knows, Phauicia, all my Moments paft.
L 4 Terhaps
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Perhaps he's jealous of the §yriax King
*T1s that’s the Root whence all this Change muft fpring.
Titus, this Viory I thall not boaft,
Y with the Gods would try me to the mofl,
‘Wath a more potent Rival tempt my Heart,
One that would make me greater than thou ait:
Then, my dear T#ras, thouldft thou foon difcern,
How much for thee I all Mankind would fcorn.
Let’s go, Phanicia, with one gentle Word
He will be fatisfy’d, and I reftor'd.
“ My wnjur’d Truth by my Compliance find,
¢ Andaf he has a Heart, he muft beleind” [Exounts

ACT
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ACTI SCENE L

Enter TiTUus, ANTIOCHUS, and ARSACES,

T. VESPASIAN.

Ntiochus ! you've done your Friendfhip wrong,
In that you've kept this Secret hid fo long.

‘What is’t that your Departare does incite,

Which, not unjuftly, 1 may call a Fhght ?

For tho® on the Impemal Throne I'm plac’d,

So highly feem with Foitune’s Favour grac’d ;

As if The nothing farther had to grant ;

I more than ever do your Friendfhip want.

ANTIOCHUS.

Str, your great Kindnefs I fo well did know,
I durlt not ftay, where I fo much did owe,
When firft Nudea heard your loud Alarms,
Yon made me your Companion 1n your Arms,
Nay, nearer to you did with Frienzﬂ‘up join,
And lodg’d the Secrets of your Breaft in mine.
Yet all this Goodnefa but augments my din,
For I have falfe and moft ungrateful been.

T. VESPASIAN

T can’t forget, that to your Arms aloné
T owe the Hulf of all | ever won
Witnefs thofe piecions Spoils you hither broughit,
Won from the Fraus, when on my Side you fonghe
‘To all thofe Purchafes 1 lay no Claim ;
Your Heart and Friendihip are my only Amm.

Ls 4 A
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ANTIOCHUS.

My Heart! my Friendihip ! Heav’n, how you miftake I
On my Deceit how weak a Glofs you make !
When firlt you thought yourfelf of me pofleft
You took avery Serpent to your Breaft,

T. FESPASIAN,
Antiochus, I find where thou ait ftung:
Tell me th’ officions Slave that does me wrong,
§ome bafe Detraftor has my Honour flain’d,
And in your eafy Heart a Credut gain’d,
Abus'd, and told you Tzzs was unjuft:
But ! will know the treacherous Fiend, T mult.
Tho’ you unkindly from your Friend would run,
And own th* Injuftice which you think I've done,
ANTIOCHUS,
Ch Turns, if 1 durft but {fpeak my Heart;
But ’t1s 2 Secret hard from thence to part:
*T'is not from you, it is from Rome I fly,
There’s a Difeafe in’c I muft (hun or die.
Seek then no more what’s dangerous to know,
When moft your Friend, I fhall appear your Foe.
7. VESPASIAN,
I cither to your Heart a Stranger am,
Or {ure Anteochus is not the fame:
‘What elfe hould make you not your Mind declare ¢
What 18't that you dare fay, I dare not hear?
ANTIOCHUS.
[F then, whate’er I utter, you dare hear,
Recerve the fatal Secret in your Ear,
But arm yonr Heart with Temper: Well, *tis this

T. VESPASIAN.
Go on.

ANTIOCHUS.
T love the charming Besenece.

7. VES-
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T.VESPASIAN,
Hahl
ANTIOCHUS.

Yes, nor was I hateful to her Eyes,
'Till you came on, and robb'd me of the Prize.
‘When at your Army’s Head you did appear,
You fack’d Ferufalem and conquer’d her.

T. VESPASIAN.
A braver Rival I'd not with to find,
Than him that daies be jufl, and tell his Mind.
So far’s Refentment from my Heart remov’d,
That Berenice is by my Friend belovd,
'That I, Antiochus, the thing extol,
For fhe was made to be ador’d by all :
And happy he that fhall pofles her.
ANTIQCHUS.
Trues
But *tis fit none fthould be fo bleft fave you :
And Berzmce for nope could be defign’d,
But him that’s the Delight of all Mankind,
*Tis for this Caunfe to Syrza [ repair: -
For when you’re bleft, no Envy fhould be near.

7. VESPASIAN.

O my Antiochus, when thou fhalt fee
How fmall’s the Happinefs in ftore for me,
‘Thou need’ft not fear thy Envy ; let me have
Thy Paty and thy Aid, ’ts that L crave,
My beft and trueft Friend, you maft be {o,
For there’s none fit foi’t in the World but you :
None but a King, my Rival, and my Friend,
1s fit to fpeak the Toiments of my Mind.
In my Behalf yon Bz eurce muft fee,

ANTIOCHUS.
Is that an Office, Titus, fit for me 2
L6
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Ts’t not enough her Cruelties I bear,
But you maft too folicit my Defpair ?
I fivore for ever fiom her to depait,
Alas ! and dare not truft again my Heait,
Yow Paflion by anather may be thown,
1 have enough to do to rule my own.

7. ¥ESPASIAN.

He that fo well his own Misfortunes bears,
Can beft inftruét her how to temper heis,
Nay, my Antrechus, you muft not ftart ;

I know by mine, your News wall fhake her Hea:t,
For I muft too for ever fiom her pait.

ANTIOCHUS.

You part ?
7. VESPASTAN.

Yes! curlt Neceflity ! *tis true.
She that both conquei’d me and fetter'd you,
In whom alone I fumm’d up all Delight,
+Muit be for ever banifh’d fiom my Sight.
ANTIOCHUS.
Tt cannot be: No Slave that wears her Chains,
Upon {o eafy Teims his Freedom gains,
T, PESPASIAN.
Lord of the World my Empire wide does flow,
I can make Kings, and can depofe *em too:
The ftubborn’it Hearts muft to my Pow’r bow down,
And yet I am not Mafter of my own.
LRome, that to Kings fo long a Foe has been,
‘Will not admit my Marniage with the Queen.
1f Beremice to-morrow be not gone,
‘T he Multitude will to her Palace run
And from their rude outrageous Tongae {he'll hear
"The News'I dread to tell, and you to bear.

ANTI.
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ANTIOCHUS,

Now if m}( Heart was to Revenge ally’d,
How might [ triumph in her falling Pride!
To fee her Cruelties to me repaid,
And with ’em all her tortar’d Soul upbraid,
But, T2z#s, ’'m more juft ; and 1ather mov'd,
That ev'n, Si, you dare wrong the thing I lov'd,
T. VESPALSIAN,

‘When I th' Imperial Power did firlt aflume,
I firmly fwore t* uphold the Right of Roms,
Should I to follow Love from Glory fly,
Forfake my Throne, in ev’ry Vaffal's Eye,
How mean and defpicable muft I prove!
An Emperor Jed about the World with Love !
No, Prince, the fatal Story you muft tell,
And bid me from poor Berenics farewel.
But if the Hopes of reigning in my Heart,
May any Eafe to her fad Mind umpart,
Swear, Friend, by all that to my Soul is dear,
Entire I will preferve her ever there,
Mourning at Court, and more exil’d than the,
My Reign but 5 long Banifhment fhall be
From all thofe, Joys that wait on Pomp apd Power,
To-morrow fhe her Journey hence muft take,
And fo I all that e’er I lov’d forfake.
Her to your Care and Conduct I commend ;
For tho’ my Rival, as a King and Friend,
The dearel{ Treafure I dare with you truft.

ANTIOCHUS.
Sir, do not tempt me, left I prove unjuit :
Her Charms that made me my own Fame forego,
‘Will be too apt to make me falfe to you.
7. VESPASIAN.

No more; I know thee, have thy Honour try’d,
Firm full in Dangers found thee by my Side,
Thoun
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Thou knew’t my Love, whilft thine was yet conceal'd,
When all thy Hopes by my Succefs were quell’d :
Even at that time thou didft no Falthood fhow,

And wilt not wrong me on Advantage now.
Exst T Velpafiam..

ANTIOGHUS.

No, PIl not {ee her, neither dare I go:
T'oo foon from others her hard Lot fhe’ll know.
Doft thou not think her Fate’s enough fevere,
Unlefs that I th’ unwelcome Meflage bear }
T, who her Hate enough have felt before,
And need not feek new Ways to purchafe more:
ARSACES.

See, the approaches ; now the Coward play,
And, when you might have conquer’d, run away.

Emter BERENICE and PHENICIA,

ANTIQCHUS.
Oh Heav'n !
BERENICE.

My Lord, I fee you are not gone;
Perhaps ’tis me alone that you would fhun.

"ANTIOCHUS.
You come not here, Antiochus to find,
‘The Vifit to another was defign’d ;
Cazfar : And ’t1s on him the Blame muf light,
If now my Prefence here offend your Sight.
They’re his Commands are guilty of the Sin ;
It may be clfe I had at Offra been.

BERENICGE, §
His Friends are always with his Prefence grac’d,
’Tis I alone that cannot be fo bleft. i

ANTIOCHUS.
Too much has Prejudice upon you gain'd :

3Twas for your Sake alone I was detamn'd.
: BERE
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BERENICE.
For mine § away.
ANTIOCHUS.
Tyrannic Fair, *tis true,
He kept me heye, only to talk of you.
BERENICE.

Of me, my Lord | forbear this courtly Art,
Youo’re brave, and fhould not mock an eafy Hearts
In my Diftrefs what Pleafure could you fee!

Alas! or what could Twus fay of me ?
ANTIOCHUS.

Better a thoufand times than I can telk
So firm a Paffion in his Heart does dwell,

When you are nam*d he's from him/felf transform’d;
And ev’ry way betrays how much he’s charm'd.
Love in his Face does [1ke a Tyrant rife,
And Majefty’s no longer in his Eyes.
Baut there are things behind I dare not {peak r
Tor at the News your tender Heart would break.
BERENICE,
How, Sir ? )
ANTIOGCHUS.

Ere Night the Tinth of what I've faid you'll know,

And then, I doubt not, jultify me too.

Farewel.
BERENICE,

Oh, Heav’n! what can this Language mean }
You {ee before your Eyes a wietched Uueen.
Sir, of my Quuet if you have fuch Care,

Or if myfelf your Eyes held ever dear,
Difpel this Mift of Trouble fiom my Soul.
ANTIOCHUS,

Madam, yourfelf excufe,
For your own Sake it 15 that I refufe,

Twill
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*T'will not be long before the Doubt’s remov'd.

BERENICE.

You told me once, Aatiockus, you lov'd 3
But fuie *twas only that you might betray ;
‘Or elfe you more would fear to difobey.

ANTIOCHUS,

T difobey you! afk my Life, and try
How glorioufly 1 for your Sake can dic
Jt would by far be the more welcome [ate,
Than now to fpeak, and ever gain your Hate,

BERENICE.

No, Sir, you neve: fhall my Hatred find ;

*Tia my Defire, and you muft be fo kind.

Wil you ? ‘
ANTIQCHUS.
Heav'n! this Configint is worfe than Death,
You drive, and will not give me time to bieathe.
Oh, Madam ! put me to no futher Paia,
BERENICE.
Muft 1 then ever beg, and beg in vain ?
Hence, froward Prince, either the T'ruth relate,
Forbear, or be aflfur’d foi ever of my Hate,
ANTIQGCHUS.
My Heavt was always yours, and is fo fill,
For ever muft depend upon your Will.
I wifh another way your Pow'r yo'd try’d; .
But you’ie refolv’d, and muft be fatisfy’d.
Yet flatter not yowdfelf, I fhall declaie
Thofe Horrors which perhaps you dae not hear,
You cannot but beliove ; | know your Heant;
Look then to feel me firike its tender’tt Part,
Zeus has told me

BERENICE,
What? fear no Surptize.
ANTIOCHUS,

T'hat e muft part for ever fiom your Iiyes.

BERE.
4
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BERENICE.

‘We part! Can Things another Nature take 2
Or Titus ever Bereuice forfake ?
ANTIOCHUS.

Perhaps 'tis ftrange that I fhonld tell you fo:
But you (hall find "Il do him Juftice too,
Whatever in a Heart, both kind and me’
Love with Defpair moft dreadful could create,
I faw in his: He weeps, laments, and more
Than ever does fair Berenice adore.

But what avails it, that fuch Love he fiows ?

A Queen fufpedted to Rome's Empire grows,
And Tirus cannot with her Laws difpenfe;

For therefore ’tis you muft be banifh’d hence.

What do'I hear, alas, Phznicia !
ANTIOCHUS.
Nay, T'o-morrow is your laft and utmoft Day ¢
In bearing this the Courage well you’ll prove
Of that great haughty Soul, which fcorn’d my Love.
BERENICE

WHIL Tirus leave his Beremice forlorn
He who fo many Oaths fo oft hath fworn!
T'll not believe't ; his Love and Faith’s more ftrong 3
I'm fure he's guiltlefs, and you do him Wrong:
This is a Snare’to difunite us laid;
Titus, thou lov'tt me, doft not with me dead.
No, ftrait ’ll fee him, and (ecure all Fear.
Lgt’s go,
’ ANTIOCHUS.
Too well you may behold him here.

. BERENICBE

Too well you wifh it, to perfuade it. No.
In this your bafe degenerate Soul you fhow;

When
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When you no other Stratagem could find

T’abule my Heart, you would betray your Friend.
Howe’er he prove, know I your Sight abhor,
And from this Minute never fee me moe,

ANTIOCHUS.

Oh Berenice ! remorfelefs cruel Fair !
Born only for my Torment and Defpair;
Was 1t for this fo faithfully I ferv’d?
Is this the Recompence I have deferv’d ?
X, who for you did all Ambition wave,
And left 2 Kingdom to Become your Slavel
Curfe on my Fate!
BERENICE,
If e’er my Heart you priz'd,
You never had this Cruelty devie’d ;
Never to work my ‘T'orment been thus bold,
And fo triumphantly the Story told.
Away, Phenicia ; no more Ill hear him fpeak,
[Ex. Ber, and Phzen,
ANTIQCHUS.
Now, my dr/aces, would my Heart but break ;
But yet I hope 1n part I've Freedom won,
And what Love would not, by her Hate fhe’s done.
‘The Pain [ late endur’d thou haft beheld ;
I left her all enamour'd, jealous, wild :
But now performing this ignoble Part,
Perhaps, I"ll ever banifh her my Heait.
She left me cruelly, and Jet her go ;
My Honour and Repofe comnmand it too:
For ever to my Eyes a Stranger be,
‘Fill I have learnt (o fcorn as well a5 fhe. [Ewennt.
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4

AN AT L LHERL:

ACT III. SCENE L
Enter BERENICE in diforders

BERENICE,
I Of my Wrong too well am fatisfy’d :
'Fo fee the perjur'd Tares twice I try’d
Twice for Admittance to him begg’d 1n vain,
T h Nor is Phenicia yet 1eturn’d again.
: - Phamera has no Anfiver to bring back,
Ingrateful Teres will not hear her fpeak :
But hides himfelf, and fiom my Fury flies;,
Nor will have Senfe, tho’ Berenice dies.

Enter-PrENIC1A, -

Phanicia, well, my 77tus haft thou feen 2
: What ¢ will he come and make me live again ¢
L PHAENICIA,
- Madam, the Emperor I alone did find ;
And faw in his the Trouble of your Mind ;
I faw the Tears he would have hid, run dowm.
BERENICE,
But was he not atham’d they fhon’d be fhown ?
Look’d he not as he thought his Love Difgrace?
And was not all the Emperor in hus Face
PHENICIA
Doubt it not, Madam, he will foon be here s
But wherefore will you this Diforder wear ?
Your rufled Drefs let me in order place,
And thefe dithevel’d Locks that hide your Face:

BERE.
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BERENICE,
Forbear, Phenicra, let it all alone :
No, he thall fee the Triumph he has won 3
How vain thefe foolilh Ornaments muft prove,
If neither Faith, nor Tears, nor Moaas can movel

* Epter Anviocuvs and Arsacss.

Oh, my unruly Sorrows | Oh, my Fears|
Who's here } ’

ANTIOC HUS.
drtaces, Beienice in Tears| '

BERENIGE.
Antiocbus ! Phaemcia, let's away 3 '
To let him fee my Torments I'll not ftay. [Bxir,
ANTIOCHUS.
Now whither’s all my Refolution gone }
Arfaces, who could fee’t and be his own |
1 faid I’d never fee her Face ggnin: . ]
But conte and find my Boattings all were,yain ;, i
Seeing her Sufferings, all her Scorn forget,
And lofe gt onde my Vengeance 'and thy Hate, -
‘Wretched Autiochud!” with how inuch Care
And Labour my own Mifchiefs I prepare |
How poorly all my Injuries have born !
Hopeleﬁg, undone, and to myfelf a Scotn.
Leave me alone unhappy as [ am;
I would not have a Witnefs of my Shame.

Eanter T, VBsPasian attended,

7. VESPASIAN,

"T'was cruel not to fee her : Oh my Heart!
And now I go to fee her, but to pait. .
Rutzlzns fly, and footh the Queen’s Defpair,
And for our mecting Berewmce prepare.

ANTI-
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ANTIQOCHUS.

What have you done, Si1 ? Berensce will die 5
T faw het hence with Hair duhevel’d fly.
® I'is only you her Fuiy can f{urceale;
‘Whene'er you’re nam'd, the’s inftantly at peace,
Her Eyes ftill bent to your Apartment were,
And ev’ry Moment féem’d to wafh you near.

7. FESPASIAN,

g Antiochus, afift me what to do;

E,  I'm not prepar’d.for the fad Interview :

L. I have not yet conlulted well my Heait,

it And douht it is not firong enough to part,

k< Since firlt I took poffefion of the Throne,
‘What is it for my Honour I have done ?

My Love and Folly a‘r’}}y I've difclos'd,

And nothing but my Weakneffes expos’d.

The Golden Days, where are they to bz found,
So much expefted when this Head was crown’d ?
Whole Teara have { dry’d up # o1 in what Face
Can I the Fruitssof any good A& “trace ?
Xnow [ what Vears Heav’n has for me decreed ?
And of thofe few, how ‘few are to fucceed ?
And yet how many have I {pent in walte !

But now to Honour I’ll make greater haflte :
Alas! ’tis but one Blow, and all 1s paft,

Enter BERBENTICE prefing from RUTI1L1U§ ane
PaviIinvs.

BERENICE.

Let me alone, your Countels all ave wealk s
See hum [ muft, he’s here, and [ will fpeak.
Has Titus then forfaken me ? is it true.p
Muft we oo part? does he command it too?

.V ES.
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T. VESPASI14N.

O1 fop the Deluge, which fo fiercely flows ;
This is not time ¢’ allay each others Woes :
Enough I feel my own Afli&ions fmart,

And need not thofe dear Tears to damp my Heart.
But if we neither can our Griefs command,

Yet with fuch Honour let ’em be fuftain’d,

As the whole World to hear it told (hall {fmart ;
For, deareft Be enice, we muft part.

And now | would not a Difpute maintain,
‘Whether I lov’d, but whether I muft reign,

BERENICE.

Reign (Cruel) then, and f{atisfy your Pride,
And for your Cruelties be deify’d.
I'll ne'er dufpute it farther. I bat ftay’d
T'ill Tizus, who fo many Vows had made
Of {uch a Love as nothing could impair,
Should come himfelf and tell how falfe they were,
Now [ believe’t, enongh 1’ve heard you tell,
And I am gone eternally farewel,
Eternally Ah, Sir, confider now
How harfh that Word is, and how dreadful too,
Confider oh | the Miferies they bear,
'That are for ever robb’d of all that’s dear3
From this fad Moment never more to meet
I5 it for Day to dawn, and Day to fet,
In which I muft not find my Hopes fhll young,
Nor yet once fee my Tizas all Day long?
Heav'na! how I wildly rave—— to lofe my Pains
On him ungratefnl, that my Tears difdains |
OF all thofe Days of Abfence I fhall count
With him, the Number will to nothing mount,

7. VESP.ASTAN,

Doubt it not, Madam, there will be no need

To count the Days that thall your Lofs fucceed :
; I hope
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Thepe ere long that you will hear from Fame,
How very wretched and how juft T am.
My Heart bleeds now, I feel the Drops run down ;
Nor can it be long dying when you’re gone,
BERENICE.

Ah why, Sir, muft we part, if this be true ?
My Claams to Marriage I’ll no more renew.
; Will Rome accept of nothing but my Death ?
£ . Or why d'ye envy me the Air I breathe

] T.VESPASIAN.

Madam, you are too pow'rful ev’ry way :
Shall I withftand it} no, for ever ftay,
Then I fiom Blifs muft always be debar’d,
And on my Heart for ever keep a Guard :
With Fears thro’ all my Courfe of Glory move,
Lelt ere aware I lofe myfelf, and Love.
Ev'n now my Heat is from my Bofom ftray’d,
And all its Swellings on a fudden laid,
Bent thus to you by all Love’s fofteflt Pow’rs,
And only this remembers, that ’tis yours.

BERENICE.

O Titys, whilft this charming Tale you tell,
D'ye fee the Romans ready to rebel ?

7. VESPASIAN,

How they will look on the Afftont, who knows,
If once they murmur and then fall to Blows ?
Mutt I in Battle juftify my Caufe?
Or if they fhould fubmit and fet their Laws,
How mult I be expos’d another Day !
And for their Patience too how largely pay |
With Grievances and wild Demands ftill corft,
Shall I dare plead the Laws that break ‘em firfk

BERENICE.

How much you are an Emperor now [ find,
*Tis plain 6in your unfteddy anxious Mind,
You
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You weigh your People’s Rights to your own Fears,
Bat never value Berenice’s Tears.
7. VESPASIAN.
Not value ’em! Why are you fo unjuft ?
Now, by the Honour of my Father’s Duft,
By Heav'n, and all the Gods that govern there,
If any thing to me be half fo dear;

May I be as a Slave, depos’d and ferve, - 2

Or elfe forlorn in fome wild Defart ftarve,

Till ’m as wretched as my 1lls deferve. f
BERENICE,

Laws you may change ; why will you for their Sake,
Into your Breaft eternal Sorrows take ¢
Rome has her Privileges ; have not yon
Your Interefts > your Rights are facred too.
Say, fpeak.
7. VESPASIAN.

Alas! how do you rend my Breaft!
I know indeed I never can have Reft;
And yet the Laws of Rome I cannot change.
Do, break my Heart; and take your full Revenge.

BERENICE,

How weak 4 Guard does now your Honour keep!

You are an Emperor, and yet you weep !
7. VESPASIAN.

Igrantit. I am f{enfible I do,
T weep, alas' I figh and tremble tno.
For when to Empire firft 1 did attain,
Rome made me fwear | would her Rights maintain,
I did, and muit perform what I then vow'd ;
Others before me to the Yoke have bow'd ;
And ’tis their Honour: yet in leaving you,
All their auftereft Laws {ﬂmll out-do:
And an Example leave {o biave and great,
As none fhall ever after intimate,

BERE-
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BERENICE.

"T'o your Barbarity there’s nothing hard :
Go on, and Infamy be your Reward.
Long fince my Fears your Falfhood had difplay’d 5
Nor would I at your Suit have longer ftay’'d,
Would I the bafe Indignities have berne
[ Of a rude People, public Hate and Scorn ?
L, No, to this Breach [ would have fpurr’d you ong
.  AndI am pleas’d it is already done.
No longer fhall the Fear of me prevail ;
Alas | you.muft not think to hear me rail,
Or Heav’n invoke, its Vengeance to prepare §
Ng, for if Heav'n vouchfafe to hear my Piay’r,
I beg no Memory may there remain,
Of either your Injuftice, or my Pan, [ Kueeels,
But the fad Rerenice, before fhe dies,
Is fure to have Revenge, if you have Eyes.
Nor, Tirus, need [ go to find it far,
No further than that Heart, I have it there.

[Poiuts to bis Breafts

Within yourfelf fhall rife your dreadfull'®t Foc;
'M{; paft Integrities, my T'orments now,
Which you, ungrateful perjui’d Man, have bred,
My Blood, which in your Palace T fhall fhed,
Sufficient Terrois to your Soul fhall give,
And’tis to them that my Revenge'll leave.[ Zx. furionflys ’

PAULINUS. .
Thus, Sir, at laf the Conquelt you have won,
The Queen you fee’s contented 1o be gone.
T. VESPASIAN.

Curfe on thy Reman Rudenefs, that canft fee
Such, Tears unmov’d, and mock fiach Mifery |
Oh' X1 am loft, and ’tis in vain to thive;
1f Bereuice dies, 1 cannot live.

Yor. L, M Fly
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Fly and prevent that Fate to which (he’s gone.
Buid her but live, tell her the World’s her own, [ E#. Rut,

PAULINUS.

Sir, if I might advife, you fhould not fend,
Rather command her Women to attend ;
They better can her Melancholy cheer;

"The wortt is paft, and now ’tis mean to fear.
1 faw your melting Pity when fhe wept,
And my rough Heart but very hardly fcap’d,
Yet look a little farther, and you’ll find
That, {pite of all, your Fortune yet 1s kind.
What I'riumphs the whole Woild prepaies, you'll fee,
And then hereafter think how great you'll be.

7. VESPASIAN.

Who for Barbarity would be ador’d ?
I hate myfelf. Ners fo much abhorr’d,
That bloody Tyrant, whom I blufh to name,
‘Was never half fo cruel as I am.
No, 1’1l purfue the Queen, fhe Ioves me fhll,
Will pardon me when at her Feet I kneel :
Let’s go, and let proud Rome fay what it will.
PAULINUS.
How, Sir?
T. VESPASIAN.
By Heav’n, I know not what I fay:

Excefs of Sorrow drives my Mind altray.

PAULINUS,

O follow where your full Renown does lead,
Your laft Adiens Keport abroad has {piead.
Rome that did mourn, does now new Triumphs fiame,
The Temples fume with Offerings to your Name:
'The People wild 1n the Applanie you've won,
With Laurel Wreaths to crown yowr Statues run,

7. VES-
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7. VESPASIAN.

By that their favage Natures they betiay ;

" Faor fo wild Beafts roar o’er their murderd Prey.
Who would have Senfe the Sweets of Pow’r to prize ?

Since moft in danger when we highefl rife :

For who by Greatnefs e'er did happy grow !

* None but the heavy Slave is truly (‘g,

‘Who travels all his Life in one doll Road,

: .« And, drudging on, in quiet loves his Load ;

Seeking no farther than the Needs of Life, }

Knows what’s his own, and {o exempt from Strife,

. And cherifthes his homely careful Wife,

¢ Lives by the Clod, and thinks of nothing higher;
Has all, becanfe he cannot much defire,

Had I been born fo low, I had been bleft:

OF what I love, without control, poffeft :

Never had Honour or Ambition known,

Nor ever to be Great had been undone, [Shoats avirbin.

PAULINUS.

The Tiibunes, Sit, and Senate with their State,
¥th* Name of all the Empire for you wait ;
They're follow’d too by an impatient Throng,
Who feem to murmur you deluy fo long.

T.VESPASIAN,

Toil me no more, difperfe that clamorous Rout }
Tell *em, they fhall no mare have Caufe to doubts:
‘The Queen’s Departure they’ll to-morrow fee,

And me as wretched as they’d have me be.
Take chis, Paulinus, bear it to the Queen ;
[Prites om & Table.
For fhould we meet, I muft relapfe again ;
T've bid her here eternally adieu s
Stay while fhe reads it, and her Troubles view, %

o - And bring me faithful Word, as thou art true,
LE Mz Hold !
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Hold! Oh my Heart! yet go, it maft be done,
For what’s Neceflity we cannot fhun.

Would I had never known what *t1s to live,

Or a new Being to myfelf could give ;

Some monftrous and unheard-of Shape now find,
As favage, and as barbarous as my Mind.
Antrochus !

Enter ANT1O0CHUS, Attendants, and ARSACE 8.

ANTIOCHUS.
My latt Adieu to pay
T come, and dare 1n Rome no longer ftay.
My Guiefs and my Afifhons grow fo high,
If not by Abfence flacken'd [ muft die,
T. VESPASIAN.
‘What Reafons have the Happy to repine ?
Now Berensce for ever will be thine.
With all her Chaims recewve her to thy Breaft,
And be of all I ever lov’d pofleft.
ANTIOCHUS.

It is beneath you, Sir, to mock my Pain :
I ever kneel to Berence again!
Neo, fhould I ftay to fee you when you part,
Tho’ I am fure the “ight would break my Heart,
Yet the, as flill my Pray’rs have been deny’d,
Tho” I but begg’d one Blefling ere I dy'd,
Ev’n then with Scoin would thiow me from her Side.

9. PVESPASIAN.

Oh Heav'n ! {he’sentring, from her Charms let’s fly :
Meet and prevent her [£x. T. Vefp.

"Enter BEREWI1CE, £Fc

BERENICE,
[Tow he haftes away !
Ingrateful ! Dearelt peijur'd Titus, Ray. [Kueels.

Alilic-
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AffliGtions catch him, great as thofe I bear. -
My Lord, at lalt I have teceiv’d my Doom -
*Tis feal d : But ere I part fiom you and Rome,
1 afk, and I you: Pardon would receive,
Can you the Wrongs which 1 have done forgive #
ANTIOCHUS.
1 never any Injuries did find :
No, Berensce has always been too kind.
With one foft Word, how {uddenly ’m loft,
And have no Senfe of my Difgraces paft!
But muft I then for ever lofe you ig?
1 am no Reman, nor was eer your Foe,
NO,. rather here continne, anc{ be Gieat,
Whilft 1 lie cver hopelefs at yom Feet.
BERENICGE,
Should I fay heie, and my Wrongs tamely beax
For him that huns, and flies me ev'ry where 1
I have a nobler Mind, and you fhall fee
I can difdain and fcorn as much as he:
For tho’ ’tis true, I never can be yours;
Both Rems and him my Heart this Four abjures.

ANTIOGCHUS.

T'o banifh him your Heart whill you preparey
What will you do with all the Love that’s therc i
There’s no one Moital can deferve it all,

And fure a little to my Share might fall.
BERENICGE,

Oh of that killing Subject talk no more ;

I would have lov’d you, if I cou'd before.

Love for another fruck me with his Dart,

And ’tis not in my Power to force my Heart.
ANTIOGHUS.

When firlt my Paffion was difdain’d for him,
You kept me yet alive with your Lfteem.
M 3 But
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But now at laft his Breach of Faith you fee,
And bear it nobly too : How can you be
'T? yourfelf {o yuft, and yet {fo hard to me ?

BERENICE.
‘What cruel Storms and fierce Affanlta you make,
To batter down a Heart you cannot take,
"1 ill you have broke it. Will you not give o'er ?
No, rather let me go, and hear no more,

ANTIOCHUS.
O ftay, fince of the V1&’rly you're fecure § % )

Pity the Pains and Anguifh 1 endure,

In Wounds, which you and none but you can cure.
[Kneels.

Look back, whilft at your Feet myfelf I caft,

And think the Sigh that’s coming is my laft.

My Heart its fad eternal Farewel takes ;

Re but fo kind to fee me when it breaks.

BERENICE.
Rife, rife, my Lord, 'The Emperor's return’d,
Conduét me hence, let me no more he fcorn’d.

Enter T.VEsPAsSTAN,

q. VESPASIAN.
Now am I loft! refolve on what I will,
Spite of myfelf I wander this way fill,
‘Why would you, Berenice, my Prefence thun ?

BERENICE
No! I'il hear nothing, I’ve refolv’d on Flight,
And will be gone. Why come you in my Sight #
Why come you thus t’ exafperate my Defpair?
Are you not yet content ¥ I know you are,

- T.VESPASIAN,
If ever yet my Heart was dear to yours,
By all our plighted Vows, thofe fofteft Hours,
In which fgr ever to be true [ fivore,
I beg that you'd afford me yet one more. -
BERE-
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BERENIGE.

1 till To-morrow had your Leave to ftay
But my Refolves aie to be gone To-day §
And | depart.
T.VESPASIAN,
Nquourney muft you take.
Would yon poor T7tus in his Griefs forfake 2
No! Stay eee—
BERENICE.
I flay ! Ungrateful as you are ;
For what! a Pepple’s rude Afironts to bear ;
T hat with the Sound of my Misfortunes rend
The Clouds, and Shouts to Heav'n in Volleys fead 2
Does not their crasl Jay yet reach your Baus,
Whilft [ alone torment myfelf in ‘'enra?
By what Offence or Crime are they thus mov’d!
Alas | what have I done, bat too mnuch lov'd ?

T.VESPASIAN.

D’you mind the Voice of an ontrageous Throng ?
I ever thought your Conftancy more Itmu%:
Never believ’d your Heart fo weak could be,
Whofe powerful Charms had captivated me.

BERENICE.

All that T fee Difhiaflion does crente :
Thefe rich Apartments, and this pompous State,
"Thefe Places where [ {pent my happiclt Hours,
And plighted all my Vows, fulfe Man, to yours ;
All, as molt vile Impoftors, T deteft
How ftrangely, Tiras, might we have been blef!

7. VESPASIN.
This Art to torture Souls where did you lenrn
Or was it in )/our Nature with you barn

Oh Berevice ! how you deftroy me!
[Attendants bring a Char

M4 BER
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BERENICE.

No,
Return, and to your famous Senate go,
’[ hat tor your Cruelties appland you fo.
Have you not Honour to your full Delight ?
Have you not promis’d to forget me quite ?
‘What more in Expiation can you do §
IHave you not ever fivorn to hate me too ?

7. FPESPASIAN.

Can yon do any thing to make me hate }
Or can I ever Berenice forpet?
'This hard Sufpicion was unjuftly ul;g'd
*Gainft a poor Heart, too much before furcharg’ds
Oh, Madam ! know me better, and recal
The Wrong, fince firft I at your Feet did fall ¢
Count all the fingle Days and Minutes paft,
#herein my Vows and my Defires I prefl,
And at thiis time your greateft Congueft know s |
Far you were never fo belov’d as now;
Nar ever-—

BERENICE.

Still your Love you'd have me own,
Yet you yourfelf command me to be gone.
Is my Defpair fo charming to your View #
D’you think the Tears I thed are all too few ?
Of fuch a Heart 2 vain Retwin you make;
No, never call thofe dear Ideas back ;
But {uffer me in this Belief to reft,
That fecretly long fince exil'd your Breaft :
1 only from a faithlefs Wretch depart,
And one that never lays the Lofs to Heart. :
1f you had lov’d me, this had ne’er been fent:
Here you’ve commanded me to Banifhment.

[(Opens the Tablets, )

What

'—_
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What wond’rous Love you bear me this doth fhow:
Read, read, ungrateful, read, and let me go,
[Gives bim the Tablets,

T.VESPASIAN,

You (hall not go, T have not given Confent,
Nor will I ever to you: Banifhment :
Your cruel Refolation I defery,
To be icveng’d of me you feek to die.
And then of all I love, except the Pain,
Nought but the fad Remembrance will remain.
Anrtiochus ! be thou a Witnefs here [ Ber, fuks in a Chair.,
Of all my Mifery and my Defpair.

ANTIOCHUS.

Defpair’s a Theme I only underftand :
You, if you will, your Withes may command,
Such Beanty ready for Pofleflion fee,
And leave that ugly Hag, Defpair, to me,

T.FESPASIAN.

Behold thofe Eyes, how dull and dark they grow!
Madam, when at youy Feet I fall thus low, [ Kueels.
Vouchfafe my fad Aflitions to believe,

Alas ! 'tis all the Bafe I'm like to have,
When firft the dreadful Minute I beheld,

That by my Duty and the Laws compell'd,

I found it forc'd that you mult hence depart,
'T'ho’ nothing e’er can banifh you my Heart:
*I'way then my Soul had firft a Senfe of Fears,
Foiefceing your Reproaches and your I'ears.
T then expefted, Madam, all the Weight

OFf Woes that can on wotfe Musloitanes light,
But whatfoever D'ears oppiefe’d my Heart,

1 find 1 but forefaw the lefler Purt,

I thought my Virtue not {o apt to bow ;
And am afham’d ‘s thus entangled now.

Mg BER k-
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BERENICE.

Let me alone, and vex my Soul no more ;
You of your Virtae talk’d enough before :
Urge it not fill 1o aggravate my Shame,
‘When crown’d with Conqueft from the Wars you came,
I know you brought me bat to fill your State;
For elfe the Triumph had not been compleat.

T, PESPASIAN.

Sinceyou have then refolv’d, 1t fhall be {0 ;
And judge by this if you’re belov’d or no,
No longer Torments on my Soul fhall prey,
Since 1 to Freedom fee fo brave a Way
A Way by more than cne great Raman {hown,
‘Wha when thetr Miferies had preft ’em down,
Propt from within, thook oft with Life the Weight,

[Oférs ta fab fnmfelf,
And thus fell nobly giapling with cheir Fate.

BERENICE.
Oh ftay! to wrong me mote what way d’ye take ?
Would Titas die for Berenzce’s Sake ?
I fee thie Blow you cruelly prepaie
‘To wound that Breaft, where I, you fay, have Share,
To hurt what’s mine would be unjultly done ;
No, rather ftrike this Heart that’s all your own.

7. VESPASIAN,
Beft of thy Sex! and deareft ! now I fee
How poor is Empire when compar’d to thee.
Hence, ye perplexing Cares that clog the Brain,
Whilft firuck with Ecftafy, I here fall down,
‘Thus at your Feet a happy Proftrate lad, [ Kueels, -
Y'm much more bleft than if the World 1 fiway’d,

BERENICE.

Now the bleft Beremice enough has feen :
1 thought your Love had quute extinguifh’d been :
But
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But *twas my Error; for you fill are true,
Your Heart 13 troubled, and your Tears I view.
Ev'n my worft Sufferings much o'er-pmd I fee,
- ; Nor (hall th’ unhappy World be cuilt for me.
W.eame, . B Nothing, fince firfl *twas yours, my Love would fhake,
' i So abfolute a Conquett did you make :
But now DIl bring it to the utmoft Teft,
And with one funeral A& crown all the reft. \

o T. YVESPASIAN.
g Ha! tell me, Berenzce, what will you do ?

BERENICE
Far from your Sight and Rome for ever go:
I have refolvd on’t, and 1t fhall be fo,

T VESPASIAN.

Mntiochus ! I'm boin to be undone;
When I the gieateft Conqueft thought t* have won,
Bv'n in my nobleit Race | am out-run,
But thou wert always gen’rous, always kind :
Your enlarg’d Kingdom fhall to her’s be join’d.
And now how much you ate my faithful ¥riend,
In being fo to her, you’ll beft exprefs.
[ Falling oit kis Neck,
Never forfake her in her fad Diftrefs.
Where-e'er (he goes, for ever with her be;
And {ometimes in my Abfence figh for me.

ANTIOCHUS,

A faces ! op thy Bofom let me lie,
Whillt I but take one laft dear Look, and die,

BERENICE.

No, live, and by 2 generons Suife out-do
Us both, and of yourfelf be Conqu’rer too,
Farewel.

Let us all three a rare Example prove,
Of a maft tender tho' unhappy6Love.
M

1are,

acelr, «

But Thus,
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Thus, Sir, your Peace and Empire I reftore ;
Farewel, and reign, I'll never fee you more, [Zx. Ber.
ANTIOCHUS.
Oh Heay'n!

7. VESP ASIAN,
She’s gone, and all I vala’d loit:
Now, Friend, let Rams of her great Emp’ror boaft.
Since they themfelves firft taught me Cruelty,
I’ try how much a Tyrant I can be
Henceforth all Thoughts of Pity I'll difown,
And with my Arms the Univerfe o’er-run.
Robb’d of my Love, thro® Ruins purchafe Fame,
And make the World as wretched as I am.
[ Exeunt emuese

THE

PO




CHEATs of ScarIn,

ACT 1 SCENEL

Enter OCTAVIAN and SHIF T,

OCTAVIAN,

MRS is unhappy News ; Tdid not expet my
T Father in two Months, and yet you fay he s
returned ahieady.
SHIFT,
?Tis but too true.
OCTAVIAN.
That he arriv’d this Morning ?
SHIFCT,
This very Morning.
OCTAVIAN,
And that he is come with a Refolution to marry me ?
SWIFT,
Yes, Sir, to marry you.
0cCcT,
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OCTAVIAN.
I am ruin’d and undone ; pi*ythee advife me,
SHIFYT.
Advife you?
OCTAVIAN.

Yes, advife me. Thou art as furly, as if thou 1eally
couldft do me no good. Speak : Has Neceflity tanght
thee no Wit * Haft thou no 8hift ¢

SHIFT.

Lord, Sir, I am at prefent very buly in contriving fome
Trick to fave myfelf; [ am firf prudent, and then
good-natur’d.

OCTAVIAN,

How will my Father rage and florm, when he un-
derftands what Things have happen’d in his Abfence i
I dread his Anger and Reproaches.

SHIFT.
Reproaches! Wou’d I could be quit of him {o eafily ;
methinks 1 feel him already on my Shonlders.
OCTAVIAN.
Difinheriting is the leaft I can expeét.
SHIFT.

You thould have thonght of this before, and not
have fall’'n 1n love with T know not whom, one that you
met by chance in the Dower-Coach : She isindeed a good
fmug Lafs, but God knows what fhe 1s befides ; perhaps

fome
OCTAVIAN,
Villain.
SHIFT,
I have done, Sir, [ have done.
OCT AVIAN.

I have no Friend that can appeafe my Father’s Anger,
and now I fhall be betray’d to Want and Mifery.

SHIFT.
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SHIFT.
For my part I know but one Remedy in onr Mif~
fortanes.
OCTAVIAN,
Prythee, what is it ?
SHIFT,
You know that Rogue and Arch-Cheat, Scapix.
OCTAVIAN,
Well: what of him ?
SHIFT.

"There is not 3 more fubtle Fellow breathing ; {6 cun-
ning, he can cheat one newly cheated; ’tis fuch a
wheedling Rogue, I'd undeitake in two Hours he fhall
make your Father forgive you all; nay,allow youMoney
for yom neceflery Debauches: I faw him n three Days
make an ald cantious Lawyer turn Chymiit and Pro-
jector,

OCTAVIAN.

He is the fitteft Perfon 1n the World for my Bufinefs ;
the impudent Varlet can do any thing with the peevifh
old Man. Prythee go look him out, we'll fet him to
work immediately.

SHIFT.
See where he comes Scapin

Enter ScariIn, .
S§CAPIN,
Worthy Sir!

SHIFT.

I have been giving my Mafter a brief Account of thy
moft noble Qualities : I told him thou wert as valiant
as a rndden Cuckold, fincere as Wliores, honeft as Pimps

in Want,
SCAPIN.
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SCAPIN,

Alas, Sir, I but copyyou: 'Tis you ate brave ; you
{corn the Gibbets, Halters and Prifons which threaten
you, and valiantly proceed in Cheats and Robberies.

OCTAVIAN.
Oh Scapin/ I am utterly.ruin’d without thy Affiftance.
SCAPIN.
‘Why, what's the Matter, good Mr. OZavian #
OCTAVIAN.

My Father is this Day arriv’d at Dover with old Mr.

Gripe, with a Refolution to many me,
S§CAPIN.

OCTAVIAN.

Thou knoweft I am already marry’d : How will my
Father refent my Difobedience? I am for ever loft, un-
lefs thou canft find fome means to reconcile me to him.

SCAPIN.
Does your Father know of your Marriage ?
OCTAVIAN,
I am afraid he is by this time acquainted with it.

SCAPIN.

No matter, no matter, all fhall be well ; T am public-
{pirited: 1 love to help diftrefled young Gentlemen
and thank Heaven 1 have had good Succefs enongh.

OCTAVIAN,

Befides, my prefent Want muft be confider’d ; I am

in Rebellion without any Money.
SCAPIN.

I have Trricks ahd Shifts too to get that: T can cheat
upon occafion; but cheating is now giown an ill
Trade ; yet Heaven be thank d, there weie never more
Culhes and Fools; but the great Rooks and Cheats
allow'd by public Authority ruin fuch littleUnder-traders

as I am.
0CT A

Very well.

2
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OCTAVIAN.
Well, get thee ftraight about the Bufinefs: Canftthow
make no ufe of my Rogue here 2
SGAPIN,
Yes, I fhall want his Afiiftance ; the Knave has cun=
.ning, and may be ufeful.

' SHIFT.

Ay, Sir; but like other wife Men, I am not overs
Jvaliant: Pray leave me out of this Bufinefs : My Fears
‘gllil_aetra.y you ; you fhall execute, L'll fit at home and
.advife.

SCAPIN,
I fland not in need of thy Courage, but thy Impu-
dence, and thou haft enough of that: Come, come,
‘thou fhalt along : What Man, ftand out for a Beating 2
that’s the worft can happen,
: SHIFT,
Well, well.

- EButer CL AR A

OCTAVIAN,

Here comes my deareft Clara. 2

CLARA.
*  Ahme, Ofawian ! 1hear{ad News: They fay, your
,1'| Father is return‘d,
A OCTAVIAN,
“. Alaal *tis tetle, and 1 am the moft unfortanate Perfort
in the World ; but ’tis not my own Mifery that I con-
fider, but yours: How can you bear thofe Wants ta
which we muft be both reduc’d

CLARA.

Love fhall teach me, that can make all Things ealy
to us ; whichisa Sign it is the chiefeft Good : ButIhave
other Cares. Will you be ever conflant ? Shall not yout
Father’s Severity conftrain you to be falfe ? 6CT A
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OCTAVIAN.
Never, my Deareft, never.

CLARA.
They that love much may be allow’d fome Fears,

SCAPIN.

Come, come; we have now no time to hear you
fpeak fine tender things to one another: Pray do yow
prepare to encounter with your Fathery

CLARA.

I tremble at the Thoughts of it.

S§CAPIN,

You muft appear refolute at firft: Tell him youw
can live without troubling him ; threaten him to tarn
Soldier; or, what will frighten him worfe, fay, you’ll
turn Poet. Come, [’ll warrant you, we bring him to
Compofition.

OCTAVIAN,

What would I give ‘twere over?

S§CAPIN,
Let us pradtife a hittle what you are to do. Suppofe
me your Father, very grave, and very angry.
OCTAVIAN.
Well.

SCAPIN.

Do you lock very catelefly, like a fimall Comtier upon
his Country Acquaintance; a little more furlily, ——
Very well : Now I come full of my Fatherly Au-
thority .
OZavian, thou makeft we weep to fee thee ; but alas !
they are not Tears of Joy, but Tears of Sorrow. Did
ever fo good a Father beget fo lewd a “on } Nay, but for
that I think thy Mother virtuous, I fhould pronounce
thou art not mine ; Newgate-liird, Rogue, Villain, what
a Trick haft thou play'd me in my Abfence } Marry'd ?

Yes: Buttowhom? Nay that thou knoweft not, I'll war-
rant
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rant you fome Waiting-Woman corrupted in a civil
Family, and reduc’d to one of the Play-houfes, remov’d
from thence by fome Keeping Coxcomb, or——
CLARA.
Hold, Scapin, hold———
SCAPIN.

No Offence, Lady, I fpeak but another’s Words,
Thou abominable Rafcal, thou fhalt not have a Groat,
nota Groat, Befides, I will break all thy Bones ten times
over, get thee ont of my Houfe—— Why, Sir, you
reply not a Word, but fand as bafhfully as a Garl that
s examin’d by a Baudy Judge about a Rape.

OCTAFIAN.

Look, yonder comes my Fathes.

SCAPIN.

Stay, §5ift, and get you two gone: let me alone ta
ananage the old Fellow. [Ex. O&. and Clara.

Emwer THRIFTY.

THRIFTY.
‘Was there ever fuch a rath Aétion?
SCAPIN,
He has been inform’d of the Bufinefs, and is now fo
full of it that he vents it to humlelf.
THRIFTY,
I would fain hear what they can fay for themielves.
SCAPIN,
We are not unprovided. [ a Diftanee,
THRIFTY.
Will they be fo impudent to deny the Thing ?
SCAPIN.
‘We never intend it.
. THRIFTY.~
Or will they endeavour to excufe it ?

8CA-
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SCAPIN.
That perhaps we may do.
THRIFTY.
But all fhall be in vain.
SCAPIN.
We'll try that.
THRIFTY.
I know how to lay that Rogue my Son falt:
SCAPIN.
That we muft prevent.
THRIFTY. .
And for the Tatterdemalion Sk, Fl] thrath him t&
Death; I will be three Years a eudgelling him.
SHIFT.
I wonder’d he had forgot me fo long.
THRIFTY,
Oh, oh ! Yonder the Raftal 15, that brave Governor !
he tutor'd my Son finely, ..
SCAPIN.
Sir, I am overjoy’d at your fafe Return,
THRIFTY.
Good-morrow, Scaprn—Indeed you have follow’d m
Inftructions very exadtly, my Son has behav’d himfelf
very prudently in my Abfence, has he not, Rafcal, has

he not } [Ze Shift.
SCAPIN.,
I hope you a1e very well.
THRIFTY,.
Very well Thou fay’ft not a Word Varlet, thou
fay’it not a Word.
SCAPIN.
Had you a good Voyage, Mr. Thrifty ?
THRIFTY,

Lord, Sir, avery good Voyage; pray give a Man a
little leave to vent his Choler.
8C4-
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SCAPIN.

Would you be in Choler, Sir.

THRIFTY.

Ay, Sir, T would be in Choler.

, SCAPIN.

Pray with whom #

THRIFTY.
‘With that confounded Rogue there.
SCAPIN.
Upon what Reafon ?
THRIFTY.

Upon what Reafon? Haft thou not heard what hath A,

happen’d m my Abfence?
S§CAPIN.

I heard a little idle Story.

. THRIFTY. '

A little idle Story, quoth-a! why Man, my Son’s une
done, my Son’s undone.

SCAPIN.

Come, come, T'hings have not been well carry’d ;

but [ would advife you to meke no more of 1t,
THRIFTY,

I’m not of your Opinion, 1'll make the whole Town
ring of at,

§CAPIN.

Lord, Sir, I have ffiorm’d about this Bufinefs as much as
you can do for your Heart, but what are we both the
better ? | told him, indeed, Mr. OZfavian, you do not
do well to wrong fo good a Father: | preached him thiee
or four times aEeep, but all would net do; tlil at laft,
when | had well examined the Bufinefs, I found you had
not fo much Wrong done you as you imagine.

THRIFTY,

How, not Wrong done me, to have my Son many'd

without my Confent to a Beggar! \
T §CA.
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SCAPIN,

Alas, he was ordain’d to it.

THRIFTY,

That's fine indeed ; we fhall fteal, cheat, muzder, and

fo be hang’d, then fay we were ordain’d to it.
SGAPIN.
Truly, I did not think you {fo fubtle a Philofophe1 §
I mean, he was fatally engag’d in this Affair.
THRIFTY.
Why did he engage himfelf?
SCA4PIN,

Very true indeed, very true; but fy upon you now
would you have him aswife as yourfelf} Young Men wil
have their Follies, witnels my Charge, Leander ; who
has gone and thrown away himfelfat a ftranger rate than
your Son. 1 would fain know if you were not once
young yourfelf; yes, I warrant you, and had your

Frailties.
THRIFTY.

Ves, but they never colt me any thing; a Man may
be as frail and as wicked as he pleafe, if it coft him

nothing.

. SCAPIN.

Alas, he was fo in love with the young Wench, that
if he had not had her, he muft have certarnly hang’d

himfelf.
SHIFT,
Muft! why, he had already done it, but that I came
very feafonably and cut the Rope,
THRIFTY.
Did#t thou cut the Repe, Dog ? I'll murder thee for
that; thou fhouldf have let him hang,
SCAPIN.
Befides, herKindred furpriz’d him with her, and forc'd

him to marry her.
THRIFTY.

4
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THRIFTY
Then fhould he have prefently gone, and protefted
gagainil the Viclence at a Notary’s,

SCAPIN.,
O Lord; Sir, he {fcorn’d that.
THRIFTY.
Then might I eafily have difannull’d the Marriage,
SCAPIN.
Difannull the Marriage ?
THRIFTY.
Yes.
SCAPIN.
You fhall not break the Marriage.
THRIFTY.
&hall not I break 1t?
SCAPIN,
NOI *
THRIFTY.

What, fhall not I claim the Privilege ofa Father, and
have Satisfaction for the Violence done to my Son ?
SCAPIN.
*Tis a thing he will never confent to,
THRIFTY.
He will not confent to!
$CAPIN.

No: Would you have him confefs he was heétor’d
into any thing ? that is to declare himfelf a Coward:
Oh fy, Sir, one that has the Honour of being your Son,
can never do {uch a thing.

THRIFTY.
Pifh, talk not to me of Honour; he fhall do it or be

difinherited.
SCAPIN.
Who fhall difinherit him ?
THRIFTY,
That will I, Sir,
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SCAPIN. ~—Hang-dc
You difinherit him ! very good. “’u‘f‘-l whi

of my Mis

THRIFTY,
How very good 2
78 SCAPIN. ‘Sithe mean
You fhall not difinherit him .
THRIFTY. 410! Fthank
Shall not I difinherit him ?
SCAPIN. - _mgt con
No' . s e 3 I
THRIFTY. EMoney
No!  the lean
SLAPIN, #ald Aacl
No. ; datenance
THRIFTY,
Sir, you arevery merry ; Ithall not difinhes it my Son? Mo
SCAPIN, ' a Fellc
No, I tell you, ww Bull
THRIFTY. 0“0“'
Pray who fhall hinder me ? Fnance
SCAPIN. .
Alas, Sir, your own felf; Sir; your own felf, 7 gy vake
THRIFTY. 3 ot af
I myfklf? B 2 Bully
o S§CAPIN, he H p
Yes, Sir, for you can never have the Heart to do it. i
THRIFTY. el
You fhall find I can, Sir.
SCAPIN,

Come, you deceive yourfelf; Fatheily Affe@ion muft
fhow itfelf, it muft, it muft, do not I know you were _
ever tender-hearted ? 3@

THRIFTY ¥

You’re miftaken, Sir; you’re miftaken :——Pith, why &

doI fpend myTime in Tuttle-tatcle with thisidle Fellow? ;
~—Hang .
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~———Hang-dog, go find out my Ra!cc-Hell -
[ 7o Shifr.] whilit T go to my Brother Gripe, and inform
him of my Misfortune. .
SCAPIN. .
Tn the mean time, 1f [ can do you any Service——
THRIFTY. .
O! I thank you, Sir, [ thank you— [ Exat Thrifly.
SHIFT,

T muf confefs, thou art a brave Fellow, and our
Affairs begin to be in a better Pofture but the Money,
the Money—we are abominable poor, and my Mafer
has the lean vigilant Duns that toyment him moie than
an old Mother does a pooi Gallant, when fhe folicits a
Maintenance for her difcarded Daughter.

S§CAPIN.

Yow Money fhall be my next Care let me fee, I
want a Fellow to Canfl thou not connterfeit a
roaring Bully of Alfarra >—5talk -— look big-—very
well Follow me, I have Ways to difguife thy Voiceand
Countenance.

SHIFT.

Pray take a little Care and lay yoar Plot {o thatl
may not ac the Bully always ; 1 would not be beaten
like a Bully.

§CAPIN.

We'll thare the Danger, we’ll hare the Danger.
LExcunt.
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ACTI. SCENEL

Futer THRIFTY and GRIPE,

GRIPE,

IR, what you tell me concerning your Son, hath
S firangely froftrated our Defigns.
THRIFTY.

Sir, trouble not yourfelf about my Son, T have un-
dertaken to remove all Obftacles, which 1s the Bufinefs
I am fo vigoroufly 1n purfuit of,

GRIPE,

In Thoth, Sir, I’ll tell you what I fay to you: The
Education of Children, after the getting of ’ecm, ought
to be the neareft Concern of a Father. And had yon
tutur'd your Son with that Care and Duty incumbent on
yon, he never could fo flightly have forferted his.

THRIFTY.

Sir, to return you a Sentence for your Sentence : Thofe
that are {o quick to cenfure and condemn the Condud of
others, cught firft to take care that all be well at home.

GRIPE,

Why, Mr. Thifty, have you heard any thing con-

cerning my Son {

THRIFTY.
It may be I have; and 1t may be worfe than of
my own.
GRIPE,

What is’t I pray ¥ my Son |
THRIFTY.
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THRIFTY.

Even your own Scapin to'd it me, and you may hear
it from him o1 fomebedy elfe . For my part, I am your
Friend, and would not willingly be the Meffenger of 111
News to one that I think fo to me. Your Servant: I
muft haften to my Counfel, and advife what's to be done
in this Cafe. God be with you till ! fee you again.
[Ex:t Thrifty.
GRIPE,

Worfe than his Son! For my part I cannot imagine
how ; fo1r a Son to marry impudently without the Con-
fent of his Father, is as great an Offence as can be ima-
gin’d, I take it: But yonder he comes.

Enter LEANDER.

. LEANDER.

Oh my dear Father, how joyful am I to fee you
Tafely return’d! Welcome, as the Blefling which 1 am
now craving will be,

GRIPE,

Mot fo faft, Friend a’mine ; foft and fair goes far,

Sir. You aie my Som, as [ take it.

LEANDER.
‘What d’ye mean, Sir ?
GRIPE,
Stand fill, and let me look n thy Face.
LEANDER.
How muft I ftand, 5ir ?
GRIPE.
Look upon me with both Eyes.
LEANDER.
Well, Sir, I do.
. GRIPE.
‘What's the meaning of this Report?
LEANDER,
Report, Sir?
N 2 GRIPE.
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GRIPE,
Yes, Report, Sir! I fpeak Zuglyh, as I take it : What
is’t that you have done in my Abfence ?
LEANDER.
What 15°t, 81r, which you would have had me done ?
GRIPE.

I do not afk you, what I would have had you done,
but what haive you done ?

LEANDER
Who I, Sir? why | have done nothing at all, not I,
Sir,
GRIPE,
Nothing at all?
LEANDER.
No, Sir.
GRIPE,
You have no Impudence to fpeak on.
LEANDER.
Sir, I have the Confidence that becomes a Man and
my Innocence.
GRIPE,

Very well; but Seaprn,"d'ye mark me, young Man,
Scapsn has told me fome Tales of your Behavioui.
LEANDER,
Scapin !
GRIPE.
Oh have I caught you ? that Name makes ye blufh,
does it? *Tis well you have fome Grace left
LEANDER,
Has he faid any thing concerning me ?
GRIPE,
That fhall be examin’d anon . In the mean while get
you home, d’ye Leas, and itay till my Retwin , but look
to’l,

&
4
i
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to't, 1f thou halt done any th.ng to difhonour me, never
think ta come within my Dours, oy fee my Face more ;
but expe@ to be as miferable as thy Folly and Poverty
can make thee. [ Exit Gripe,

LEANDER
Very fine: Tamn ahopiful Condition: Thus Rafeal
has bettay’d my Marriage, and undone me ¢ [ow there
is no way left but to turn Qutlaw, and live bv Rapine;
and to fei my kand in, the firlt thing fhall be to cut the
Thiott of that peifidious lick-thank Dog that hus
rund me,

Kuter Ocravian and Scapry.

OCTAVIAN,
Dear Scapin, how smfineely am 1 oblig*d to thee ft
thy Care |
LEANDER.
Yonder he comes* I'm overjoy’d to fee you, gooa
Mr. Dog!
SCAPIN.
§ir, your moft humble Scivant, you henour me too fa1.
LEANDER.
You a& an ill Fool's Part ; but I fhall teach you.
SCAPIN.
Sir?
OCTAVIAN.

Hold, Leander.

LEANDER.

No, OFavian, 'll make him confefs the Treachery he
has cafnntted ; yes, Vailet, Dog, | know the 'mick you
have play’d me : you thought perhaps nobody would
have told me. But 1’1l make you confefsit; or ’ll run
my Sword into your Guts.

SCAPIN.

Oh Sir, Sir, would you have the Heart to do fuch a
thing ! have I done you any Injury, dir# ’

N 3 LEAN-
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LEANDER,.

Yes, Rafcal, that you have, and Pli make you own it
too, or U'll fwinge it out of your already tann’d thick
Hide. [Beats bun

"SCAPIN.

The Devil’s in’t. Lord, Str, what d’ye mean ? Nay,
good Mr Leander, pray Mr. Lecuder , *Squire Leander
~——A4s | hope to be fav’d——

CQCTAVIAN,
Priythee be quiet, for fhame ; enough. [luterpofit.
S§CAPIN.
Well, Sir, I confefs indeed that=———
LEANDER.
What! fpeak, Rogue,
SCAPIN,

Abcut two Months ago you may remember, 8 Maid-
rvent dy’d in the Houfe

LEANDER,
What of all that ?
SCAPIN.
Nay, Sir, if I confefs, you muft not be angry.
LEANDER,
Well, go on.
SCAPIN.
{’_Twas faid fhe d,'d for love of me, Sir: But let that
pas LEANDER.
Death, you trifling Buffoon.
SCAPIN.

About 2 Week after her Death, | dreft up myfell ike
her Ghoft, and went into Madam Lucia, your Miftiefs’s
Chamber, where fhe 12y half in, half out of Ded, with
her Woman by her, reading an ungodly Play-Book.

LEd4N-
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LEANDER

And was 1t your tmpudence dud that?

$CAPIN,

They both believe it was a Ghoft to this Hour + Butit
was myfelf play’d the Goblin, to frighten her fiom the
feuryy Cuftom of lying awale at thefe unfeafonable
Hours, hearing filthy Pl.ays, when the had never faid her
Prayes.

LEANDER,

T thall remember you for all in tune and place : But
come to the Point, and tell me what thou hafy faid o
my Father.

SCAPIN.

‘T'o your Father ¥ I have not fo much as feen him
fince his Retun, and if you'd alk han he’ll tell you fo
himfelf,

LEANDER,
Yes, He told me himfelf, and told me all that thon halt
{aid to him.
SCAPIN,
With your good Leave, ~11, then he ly’d ; I bag your
Pardon, [ mean he was miftaken.

Euter Suvy.

SLY.
Oh, §ir, I bring you the moft unhappy News.
LEANDER.

What’s the matter {
SLY.

Your Miftrefs, S$i1, 15 yonder arrefted 1n an Adtion of
two hundred Pounds. ‘They fay ’tis a Debt fhe left unpaud
at Loadon, 1n the hafte of her Tfcape hither to Dover
and if you don’t 1aife Money withmn thefle two Hou
to difcharge hei, the’ll be huiry'd to Prifon,

N 4 LEAD



272 Zhe CHEATS of Scarin,

LEANDER,
Within thefe two Hows?
SLY.
Yes, Sir, witlun thefe two Hours.
LEANDER
Ah, my poor Scapim, [ want thy Afiflance.
(Scapin aal's about fu, lily.
§CAPIN.,
Ah, my poor Scapin ! Now V’m your poot Seapen, now
you've nced of me,
LEANDER
Nomore . T pardon thee all that thon haft done, and
worfe 1f thou ait guilty of 1t.
SCAPIN.
Nbo, no, never paudon me; 1un your Sword in my
Guts, yow'll do better to murder me.
LEANDER,
For Heav’n’s Sake, think no morc upon that, but ftudy
now to adit me
OCTAVIAN.
You mufl do {fomething for him.
SCAPIN,
Yes, to have my Bones bioken for my Pains.
LEANDER.
Would you leave me, Scapen, 1 this fevere Extremity ?
SCAPIN,
To put fuch an + {ont upon me as you dud.
LEANDER,
T wrong’d thee, 1 cant:(.
S§CAPIN.
To ufe we hike a tcoundiel, a Villain, a Raleil, to
thicaten to ren your Sword 1 my Gats,
LEANDER,
T cry thy Mercy wuh all my [Heart » and 1r thou walg
have me thiow my felf at thy koet, ULl do't )
QCT 4.
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OCTAVIAN,
Faith, Scapian, you muit, you cannot but yield.
SCAPIN,
‘Well then : Dat d’ye mark me, Sii, another time
better Words, and gentler Blows.
LEANDER,
Will you promife to mind my Bufinefs ?
SCAPIN,
As I fee convenient, care fhall be taken,
LEANDER,
But the Time you know is fhoit,
SCAPIN, °

Pray, Sir, don’t be fo troublefome . How much Money
is’t you want ?

LEANDER,
Two hundred Pounds
SCAPIN.,
And you ?
OCTAVIAN.
As much,
SCAPIN, [70 Leander.

No more to be faid ; it {hall be done For you the
Contivance is laid alrealy , and to1 yonr Father, tho® he
be covetons Lo the laft degiec, yet, thanks be to Heav'n,
he's buta fhallow Peifon, his Paits arc not extraordinary:
Do not take 1t 1ll, Sir, for yau have no tefemblance of
him, but that y'me very like him. Begone; 1fee Ofa-
wian's Father coming, I’1l begin with him

[ Eactne O, and Leand.

Futer THRIFTY,

Here he comes, mumbling and chewing the Cud, to
prove himfelf a clean Deait.

N § THRIFTF,
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THRIFTY,

Oh, audacious Poy, to commit fo infolent a Crime,
and plunge himfelf 1n fich a Mifchef!

S§CAPIN,
§ir, your humble Servant,
THRIFTY.
How do you, Seapen ¢
SCAPIN.
What, you are raminatng on yourSon’s ralh A&ions ?
THRIFTY.
Have I not Reafon to be troubled ?
SCA4PIN.

The Life of Man isfull of J'roubles, that’s the Truth
on’t: But your Philofopher is always prepar'd. I re-
member an excellent Iovarb of the Ancients, very fit
for yow Cafe.

THRIFTY.
What's that ?
SCAPIN.
T1ay, mind it, *ewill do ye 2 Woild of good.
THRIFTY.
What is’t, I afk you?
§CAPIN.

Why, when the Mafter of a Family fhall be abfent any
confiderable time from his Home or Manfion, he ought
1ationally, gravely, walely, and philofophically, torevolve
within his Mind all the concutrent Cncomitances, that
may, during the Inteival, confpire to the Conjunétion of
thofe Misfoi tunes and tronblefome Accidentsthat mayin-
tervene upon the fmd Ablence, and the Intennuption of
his Occonomical InfpeQlion, into the Remiffnefs, Negh-
oencies, Frailnes, and hage and paiilous Errois, which
his Subfitutes, fervants, oy L'ruftecs, may be capable
of, u1 h ble and obnoxious unto ; which may anfe fiom

the
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the Tmpe: fection and Corruptnefs of ingenerated Natures,
or the Tamt and Contagion of coirupted Eduacation,
wheieby the Fountain-head of Man’s Dafpofition becomes
muddy, and all the Streams of his Manners and Con-
verfation run confequently defil’d and impme: Thefe
Things premis’d, and fore-confiderd, aim the fard pru-
dent Philofophical Pater-Familias, o find his Houfe laid
wafte, his Wife murdei’d, s Danghters deflower’d, his
Sons hang'd .
Cum muliss alus quee nunc prefribe e longuns ¢ff,
and to thank Heaven ’tis no wotfe too. D’ye maik, Sir ?
THRIFTY,
§'death! Is all this a Proveib?
SCAPIN

Ay, and the beft Proveib, and the wifeft in the Would.
Good Sir, get it by Heart : "Twill do ye the greatefl
Good imaginable ; and don’t tiouble yourfelf: 1'll 1e-
peat it to you till you have gotten it by Heait.

THRIFTTY.
No, I thank you, Sir, 1’Il have none on’t,

SCAPIN

Pray do, you’ll like it better next time ; heai it once

more, | fay——hen the Malter of 2 —
THRIFTY.

Hold, hold, I have better Thoughts of my own ; ’m

going to my Lawyci ; I’ll null the Marrage.
SCAPIN,

Going toLaw! Aie you mad to ventwe yow felf among
Lawyers? Do ye not fee every Day how the Spunges
fuck poor Clients, and with a Company of foolith, non-
fenfical Terms, and knavith Tiicks, undo the MNation ?
No, you thall take another way.

N 6 THRIITY,

-
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THRIFYTY.
You have Reafon, if there were any other way.
S§CAPIN.

Come, Thave found one. The Trathis, [ have o great
Compaflion for youw Grief; I cannot, when I fee tender
Fatheis afllicted fo; their Sons Mifcarnages, but have
Bowels for ’em ; 1 have much ado to rehain weeping

for you.
THRIFTY,
Traly my Cale is fad, veiy fad.
§CAPIN.

Soitis; Tears will burlt out , I have a great Refpect
for your Perfon. [Counterfests weeprng.
THRIFTY.

Thank you with all my Heart, in tioth we fhould
have a Fellow-feeling.
SCAPIN.
Ay, fo we fhanld 5 T affure you there is not a Perfon
in the World whom I refpe@ more than the noble Mr.

T brifty.
THRIFTY.
Thou art honeft, Scopen.  Ha’done, ha'done.
SCAPIN
Sir, your moft humble Seivant,
THRIFTY.
But what 15 yom Way ?
SCAPIN.

Why, in nief, T have been with the Drothe: of her
whom your wicked Son has married.

THRIFTY.

SCAPIN.
A molt outrageous 10a1ng Fellow, with a down-hang.
ing Louk, \contiaéied Biow, with a fwell’d red Face en-
flamed

What is he?
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flamed with Brandy ; one that frowns, puff: :

big at all Mankind, roars out Oaths, aad 1;;{{;‘33:‘;‘;:
Curfes enough 1n a Day to ferve a Garnfon a Week ;
bred up 1n Blood and Rapine, ufed to Slaughter fiom his
Youth upwards ; one that makes no more Confcience
of killing a Man, than cracking of a Loufe; he has
killed Sixteen : Four for taking the Wall of hin, Five for
looking too big upon him, T'wo he fhot piffing againt
the Wall. In fhort, he 15 the moft dreadful of ail the
Race of Bullies.

THRIFTY.

Heaven | How do I tremble at the Defeription #
what's this to my Bufinefs } ption ¥ But
SCAPIN,

Why, he (as moft Bullies are) 1s in want, and T have
bioaght him, by threatning him with all the Courfes of
Law, all the Affiftance of your Friends, and your great
Purfe, (in which I ventur’d my Life ten times, for o
often he drew and run at me) yet, I fay, at lalt T have
made him hearken to a Compofition, and to nnll the
Marriage for 2 Sum of Money.

THRIFTY.

Thanks, dear Scagsz ; but what Sum ?

SCAPIN.
Faith he was damnably unieafonable at firft, and *gad
I told hum fo very roundly.
. THRIFTY,
A Pox on him, what did he ak?
SCAPIN.
Afk? Hanghim, why he afl’d five hundred Pounds.
THRIFTY.

'Ouns and Heart, five hundred Pounds! five hundred
Devils take him——and fry and fricafice the Dog;
does he take mc for a Mad-man ?

SCAPIN.
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SCAPIN.

Why fo I faid ; and after much Argument I brought
him to this . Damme, fays he, [ am going to the Army,
and [ iuft have two good Horfes for myfelf, for fear one
fhoulddie; and thofe will coft at leaft threeflcore Guineas.

THRIFTY

Hang him, Rogue ! why fhould he have two Hoifes ?

But [ care not 1f ! give thicefcore Guineas to be rid of

this Aftair,
SCAPIN

Then, [ays he, my Piftols, Saddle, Horfe-Cloth, and
all, will coil twenty more.
THRIFTY.
‘Why that's Fomfcore. .
SCAPIN.
Well reckon’d : ’Faith this Authmetic is a fine Art,
Then 1 muit have one for my Boy will coft twenty more.
THRIFTY
Oh the Devil! confounded Dog! let um go and
oe damn’d, I’l] give him nothing.
SCAPIN.

THRIFTY.
Nota Sous, damn’d Rafcal, let him tuin Foot-Soldier
and be hang'd.

Sir,

SCAPIN.
He has 4 Man befides; would you have him go

afoot ?
THRIFTY.
Ay, and his Mafter too, I’ll have nothing to do with

him.
S§CAPIN.
Well, you are refolv'd to fpend twice as much at
Dactors-Commens, you are; you will fiand out for fuch

a Sum as this, do,
THRIFTY,

b fo,

T
Rogu

5oug
Unc

him,
buy

ot
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THRIFTY.
Oh damn’d unconfcionable Rafcal! well, if it muft
be fo, let him have the other twenty.
SCAPIN.
Twenty | why it comes to forty,
THRIFTY.

No, Il have nothing to doin it. Oh, a covetous
Rogue ! I wonder he is not atham’d to be {o covetons.
SCAPIN,

Why this is nothing to the Charge at Doffors-Com-

suons 3 and tho' her Brother has no Money, fhe has an
Uncle able to defend her.

THRIFTY.
O eternal Rogue! well I muft do’t, the Devil's in
him, | think!
SCAPIN,

Then, fays he, I mul cany into Franee Money to
buy a Mule, to cany———-~

THRIFTY.
Let him go to the Devil with his Mule, I'll appeal
to the Judges.
SCAPIN,

Nay, good Si1, think a Little,
\ THRIFTT,
No, 'l de nothing.
SCAPIN,
Sir, Sir, but one litcle Mule ¢
THRIFTY.
No, hot fo much as an Afs!
SCAPIN.

THRIFTY.
T will not condtder, Il go to Law.

Confider.

SCAPIN.
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SCAPIN.

I am fure if you go to [ aw, you do not confides the
Appeals, Degrees of Jurifdiftion, the intricate Proceed-
ings, the Knaveres, the Craving of fo many ravenous
Animals that will prey upon you, villainons Harpies t
Promoters, Tipftaves, and the like ; none of which but
will puff away the clearelt Right in the World for a
Bribe. On the other Side, the t'rofor [hall fide wath
your Adverfary, and fell your Caufe for 1eady Money :
Your Advocate thall be gain’d the fame way, and fhall
not be found when your Caufe 15 to be heard. Law is
a Torment of all Torments.

THRIFTY

That’s ttue . Why, what does the damn’d Rogue —

1eckon for his Mule ?
SCAPIN

Why, for Horfes, Furniture, Mule, and to pay fome
Scores that aie due to his Landlady, he demands, and
will have, Two hundied Pounds.

THRIFTY,

Come, come, let’s go to Law.
[Thnitty awalts up and down 1 a gicar Hear.

SCAPIN.
Do bat reflet upon
THRIFTY,
Il go to Law.
SCAPIN.
Do not plunge yourfelf
THRIFTY.
To Law, I tell you
SCAPIN,

Why, there’s for Procutation, Prefentation, Counfrls,
Pioduftions, Protors, Attendance, and feribling vaik
Volumes of Inteilogatories, Depofitions, and Aiticles,

Con-
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Confultations and Pleadings of Doftars, for the Regiiter,
Subltitute, Judgments, Signings— xpedition-Fees,
hefides the vaft Prefents to them and therr Wives.
Hang't, the Fellow is out of Employment, give him the
voney, give hun it, I {1y,

THRIFTY.
What, Two kundred Pounds!’
. SGCAPIN.
Ay, ay, why you Il gain one hundred and ﬁf}y Founds
by it, L have fumm’d it ap ; I fay, giveit him, Pfarth do.
THRIFTY.
What, Two hundied Pognds !
SCAPIN.,
Ay: befides you ne’er think how they'll rail at you

in Pleading, tell all yom Fornicarions, Ballardings, and
Commutings in their «ourts.

THRIFTY.

I defy ’em; let ’em tell of my Whoiing, ’*tis the
Falhion.

SCAPIN.
Peace ; here's the Brother.
THRIFTY.
O Heaven ! what thall I do?

Euter S v 17 7 difguis'd leie 2 Bully,

SHIFT.

Damme, where’s this confounded Dog, this Fathar of
O&avian # Null the Mmiriage ! By all the Honour of
my Anceftors ’ll chine the Villain.

THRIFTY.

Oh, oh! [Hides bumfelf bebind Scapin.
SCAPIN.

He cares not, Sir, he'll not give the two hundred

Pounds.
SHIFT.
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SHIFT.
Ry Heav’n, he fhall be Worms-meat within thefe two
Hours.
SCAPIN.
8ir, he has Courage, and fears you not.
THRIFYTY,
You lie, I have not Courage, I do fear lnm mortally.
SHIFT,

He! he! he! Cunds he ! would all his Family were in
him, )’d cut off Rout and Bianch  Iifhonour niy baftes !
This m his Guis . What Fellow?’s that @ hal )

SCAPIN,

SHIFY.
o1 none of his Frrends ?
THRIFTY.
No, Si2 : Hang him, I am his moi tal Enemy.
SHIFT.
Art thou the Enemy of that Rofcal ?
THRIFTY,
Oh! ay, hang hum—Oh damn’d Bully! [Afide
SHIFT.
Give me thy Hand, old Eoy, the next Sun fhall not
fec the impadent Rafcal alive.
SC4PIN,
He’ll mufter up all his Relauons agamft you.
THRIFTY,
Do no provoke him, Secapen.
SHIFY.
Would they were all hete . Hah' hah! hah!
[He _foyns every avay.with his Sawor d.
Here I had one thio® the Lungs, theie ancther mnto the
Heait. Ha! there another mto the Guts: Ah,Rogues!

theie I was wath you : Hahl——hah!
SCAPIN.

Not he, Sir.
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8§CAPIN.
Hold, Sir, we are none of'your Enemies,
SHIFCT.

No, but I will find the Viilains out while my Blood

is up ; Iwill defiroy the whole Famuly. Ha, ha,~hah !
[£as¢ Shift,
THRIFTY.

Here, Scapin, 1 have two hundred Guineas about me,
take ’'em. No moie to be fad, Let me never fee lus
Yace again, take ’em, [ fay: This is the Devil.

SCAPIN.

Will you net give *em him vour(elf?

THRIFTY.

No, no! I will never fee him more : I fhall not 1eco-
ver this thefe three Months, See the Dufinefs done.
I tiuft1n thee, honeft Scapsn - I muflt repofe fomewhere :
I am mightily out of ojder——A Plague on all Dullies
I fay, [Exit Thrifty.

S§CAPIN.,

So, there’s one difpatch’d ; I muft now find ovt Grape s
Idc’s here ; how Heavn brings ’em into my Nets one
after another!

Ecter Gr1PE,

SCAPIN.

OhHeav’n ! unlook’d-for Misfortune ; poor Mr. Grape,
what wilt thou do ? [Walts about difts adledly,
GRIPE.

‘What’s that he fays of me ?
SCAPIN,
Is there nobody can tell me News of Mr. Gripe ?
GRIPE,
Who's there { Scapiu !

SCAPIN.
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SCAPIN.
How I run up and down to find Lim to no purpo{'e !
Oh! Sir, 15 there no wav to hear of ¥ Grige #
GRIPE
H Art thoublind? 1 have been juft under thy No . 1hils
our.

SCAPIN, ~
7T p—
GRIPE
Vi hat's the matter ¢
. SC.UPIN.
Ch! Sir, yom Son——
GRIPE,
Ha, my fon
SCAPIN.
Is fallen into the ftrangeft Mis{foitune in the Waorld.
GRIPE.
What 15t ?
SCAPIN.

T met him awhile ago, doirder’d for fomething you
had faid to him, wherein you very idly made ula of my
Name. And feckin g to divert his Melancholy, we went
to walk upon the Pier Amongf other things, he tool
particalar Notice of a new Caper in her full Trim : 1"he
Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the hand fuimeft
Collation I ever met with.

GRIPE,
Well, and where’s the Difafter of all this?

S§CAPIN.

While we were eating, he put to Sea; and when we
were a good Diftance fiom the Shore, he difcover®l him-
felf to be an Engly/b Renegade that was enteitain’d in
the Dutch tervice, and fent me off in his Long-boat
to tell you, T hat if you don’t forthwith fend him two

lhundred
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hundred Pounds, he’ll carry away your Son Piifoner :
Nay, for ought [ know, he may carry lnm a Slave to

| i Algter 5,
’J;"’F"" 3 GRIPE.

R How, in the Devil’sName ? Two hundred Pounds!
ol iy SCAPIN.

Yes, Sir; and more than that, he has allow’d me but
two Hours time ; you muit advife quickly what Cowrle
to take to fave an only Son.

GRIPE

What a Devil had he to do a Shipboard ? Run
quickly, Scapn, and tell the Villam, Pl fend my
Lord Chief-jultice’s Warrant after him,

SCAPIN.

O law! his Warrant in the open Sea: d’ye think Pi-

rates are Fools ?

GRIPE.
patld ['th’ Devil’sName, what Bufines had he a Shipboard ?
SCAPIN.
There is an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men to
Mifchief, Sir.

riﬁr“ GRIPE.
4 B Seapun, thou muft now a& the Part of a faithful Se-
pe st vant,
otk SCAPIN,
y As how, Sir?
bomek GRIPE. v-

Thou muft go bid the Pirate {fend me my Son, and ftay
as a Pledge 1n his 100m, tll [ can 1a1fe the Money

SCAPIN.

Alas, Sir, think you the Captain has fo little Wit as
hen we . to accept of fuch a poor rafcally Fellow as I am inftead
ks, of your Son }
ivde & GRIPE.

What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ?
o= 1 §C4-
‘ 4
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8GAPIN.
D’ye remember, Sir, that you have but two Hours
time ¢
GRIPE,
Thou fay’ft he demands —
SCAPIN.
Two hundred Pounds.
GRIPE.
Two hundred Pounda! Has the Fellow noConfcience !
S§CAPIN,
O law ! the Confcience of a Pirate! why very few
lawful Captains have any,
GRIPE.
Has he no Reafon nesther 2 Does he know what the
Sum Two hundred Pound is 7
SCAPIN,
Yes, Sir; Tarpawlins are a fort of People that un-
derftand Money, tho’ they have no gieat Acquaintance
with tenfe. Lut for Heav’n’s Sake difpatch.

GRIPE.
Here, take the Key of my Compting-Fonfe.
SCAPIN,
So,
GRIPE,
And open it.
§CAPIN,
Very good.
GRIPE,

In the Left-hand Window lies the Xey of my Garret;
go take all the Clothes that are in the great Cheft, and
fell ’em to the Brokers to redecm my Son,

SCAPIN.

Sir, y'are mad ; T fhan’t get fifty Shillings for all that's

there, and you know how I am ftraitned for Time,
GRIPE,
5



The CHEATS of Scapin, 287

GRIPE,
What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ?
SCAPIN,
Let Shipboaid alone, and confider, Sir, your Son.
But Heaven is my Witnefs, I ha’ done for him as mach

ns was poflible, and if he be not redeem’d, he may thank
his Fathet’s Kindnefs.

GRIPE,
Well, €ir, I'll go fec if I can raife the Money, Was
it not Ninefcore Pounds you fpoke of 2
SCAPIN,
No, Two hundred Pounds.
GRIPE.
What, Two hundied ounds Datch, ha?
SCAPIN.
- No, Sir, I mean Engli/e Money, T'wo hundred Pounds
Sterling.
GRIFE.

Ith’ Devil’s Name, whatBufinefs hadhea Shipboard ?
Confounded Shipboaid !

SC4PIN.
This Shipboard fRicks 1n his Stomach.
GRIPE.
Hold, Scapin, T remember I receiv’d the very Sum
juft now in Gold, but did not think I fhould have parted
with it {o foon.
[ He prefents Scapin bis Purfe, but <will not ket it go
and sn bas Tranfporinents, pulls bis Arm to and
Jro, whilff Scapin reaches at st
SCAPIN.
Ay, 8ir.
GRIPE.
But tell the Captain, he is a Son of a Whore.

§C A
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SCAPIN.
Yes, Sn]J CRIPE m?!’,%,
A Dogbolt, T - h{:_%
a1, Sir. &
1 fhell, Sir CRIPE How
A Thicf, a Robber, and that he forces me to pay him :!:IH
Two hundred Pounds conttary to all Law or Liquily. whis"
S§CAPIN,
Nay, let me alone with him. -
GRIPE o
That I will never forgive him, dead or alive. W
. SCAPIN. 0 ]
Very good. fithe
GRIPE 7
And that if ever I light on hun, Il marder him pri- P\
vately, and feed Doga with him. T
| He puts up bis Pusfo, aud is going away. E;
SCAPIN. :
ight, Si1.
Right, &i GRIPL. -
Now make-hafte, and go redeem my Son.
S§CAPIN. D
Ay, but d’ye hear, bir? Whese's the Money ? for
GRIPE Tre
Did I not give it thee 2
S§CAPIN. 1
Tndeed, Si1, you made me believe you would, hut
you forgot, and putit up in your l'ocket apuin, ¢
GRIPE, fel
Ha——any Griefs and Feas for my Son make me do
I know not what.
S§CAPIN. e

Ay, §i1, I fee it does indecd
GRIPE,

s
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GRIPE,

What aDevil did he do a Shiphoeard }———Damn’d
Pirate, damn’d Renegade, all the Devils in Hell purfue
thee. ¢ ; [Exsts

- SCAPIN.

How ealily a Mifér fwallows a Load, aud how diffi-
cultly he difgorges a Graia® But PIL not leave him fo;
he’s like to pay in other Coin, for telling Tales ofme
te his Son. : M

Euter Oc'rAv:‘iﬁaﬂd LEANDER.
§CUPIN.
Well, Sir, I have fucceeded in your Bufinefs, there's
Two hundred Pounds which I have fqueez’d out of your

Father, [72 O&tavian,
OCTAVEAN.
Triumphant Scapiv. .
SCAPIN. |
But for you I can do nothingﬂ;-ha [7o Leander,
‘ LEANDER
Then may [ go hang myfelf. Friends both, Adieu,
S§CAPIN

D’ye hear, d'ye hear, the Devil has no fuch Neceflity
for you yet, that you need ride Poft, With much ado
Pve got your Bufinefs done too. f

LEANDER.
Is"t poffible ?
SCAPIN.

But on condition that you permit me to revenge my-
felf on your Father for the Trick he hag fervd me.
LEANDER. .
With all my Heart, at thy own Difcretion, good ho-
nelt Scapin.

Yor. L, (0] Scd-

_d
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SCAPIN.
Hold your Hand, theré’s T'wo hundred Potinds,
LEANDER.
My Thanks are too many to pay now : Farewel dear
Son of Mercury, and be¢ profpesous.
SCAPIN.
. Gramergy, Pupil. Hencé we gather,
Give Son the Money, hang up Father, E&xenss,
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ESEEL S SELEEEET L LGS

ACT H. SCENE I

BEnter LuciA and CLARA,

LUCIA.

JAS ever fuch a Trick play’d, for us to run zwagp

' from our Governefles, where our careful Fathers
had plac’d us, to follow a Couple of young Gentlemen,
only becaufe they faid they lov’d us? 1 ﬁﬁnk itwas &
very noble Enterprizel T am afraid the good Fortune
we fhall get by it, will hardly recompenie theReputation
we have loft by it.

I

CLARA.

Our greateft Satisfaftion is, that they are Men of
Fafhion and Credit, and for my part I long ago refolv’d
not to marry any other, nor fuch a one neither, till I had
& perfe&t Confirmation of s Love ; and it was an Aflu-
1ance of Ofaviax's that brought me hither,

LUCITA.

I muft confefs, I had no lefs a Senfe of the Faith and
Honour of Leander,

CLARA.

But feems it not wonderful, that the Circumftances of

our Fortune fhould be fo nearly ally’d, and ourfelves

. fo much Strangers? Befides, if I miflake not, I fee
fomething in Leander, fo much refembling a Brother of
(o I mine
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mine of the fame Name, that did not.the Time fince 1 v
{aw him make me fearful, I thould be often apt to call e
him fo. . ":;",
LUCIA. |
I have a Rrother too, whofe Name's O&awian, bred .
in Italy, and juft as my Father took his Voyage, re- . I‘ ‘
turn’d home ; not knowing where to find me, I'heheve U
is the Reafon [ havenot feen him yet. Butif [ deceive
not myfelf, there 13 fomething in your Ofawvian that P,
extremely ieficfhes my Memory of him. Ein
CLARA, thej
1 with we might be fo happy 2s we are inclin’d to the;
hope ; but there’s a-firange blind Side in our Natures,
which always makes us apt to believe, what weanoft ]
carneftly defire. to
LUCIA. L
‘The worf at laft, is but to be forfaken by our Rathers:
And for my Part, I had rather lofe an old Father chan -
a young Lover, when | may with Reputation keep him, 3
and fecure myfelf aganft the Impofition of fathaly
Authority.

. CLARA.

How unfufferable it is to be facrific’d to the Arms of
2 nanfeous Blockhead, that has no other Senfe than to
eat and diirik when it is provided for lum, rife in the 5
Morning, and go to Bed at Night, and with much ado
be perfuaded to keep himfelf clean !

LUCIA

A thing of mere Fleth and Blood, and that of the
worft fort too, with a fquinting meager hang.dog Coun-
tenance, that looks as if he always wanted Phyfic for
the Worms.

CLAR A
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CLARA

Yet fuch their filly Parents are generally moft indul-
Ent to, like Apes, neves fo well pleas’d, as when they're
ndling with their ugly 1ffne,
Lrucir4

T'wenty to one, but to fome fuch charming Creatures
ou careful Fathers had defign’d us.

CLARA.

Parents think they do their Daughters the greateft
Kindnefs in the World, when they get them Fools for
their Hufbands, and yet are very apt to take it 11l if
they make the right Ufe of them.

LUcrd.

I'd no more be bound to fpend my Days in Marriage
to & Fool, becaufe [ might rule him, than I would al-
ways ride an Afs, becaufe the Creature was gentle.

GLARA.
See, here’s Scapiu, as full of Defigna and Affairs, as

a callow Statefman at a Treaty of Peace.,
Euter Scarin,
SCAPIN.

CLARA.

Oh, Scepin ! What's the Reafon you have been fuch’
a Stranger of late ?

Ladies?

SCAPIN.
Faith, Ladies, Bufinefs, Bufine{s has taken up my
Time ; and nulyl love an ative Life, love my Bufineis
extremely.

LUCIA
Methinks tho, this thould be a difficult Place for 2
Man of your Excellencies to find Employment in.

03 S§CAPIN.
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SCAPIN.

Why faith, Madam, I'm never fhy to my Friends :
My Bufinefs is, in fhort, like that of all other Men of
Bufinefs, diligently contiiving how to play the Knave
and cheat to get an honeft [ ivelihood.

CLARA

Certainly Men of Wit and Parts nced never be
driven to indire@ Courfes,

SCAPIN.

Oh, Madam | Wit and Honefty, like Oil and Vine
gar, with much ado mingled together, give a Relifh to
a good Fortune, and pafs well enough for Sauce, but are
very thin Fare of themfelves. No, give me your Knave,
your thoreugh-pac’d Knave 3 hang his Wit, fo he be but
Rogue enough.

LUCTA.
You're grown very much out of Humour with Wit,
Scaprn ; I hope yours has done you no Prejudice of late.

SCA4PIN.

No, Madam, your Men of Wit ate good for nothing,
dull, lazy, reftive Snails ; ’tis your nundertaking, impu-
dent, puthing Fool, that commands his Fortune.

CLARA.

Youare very plain and open in this Proceeding, what-
ever you are 1n otheis,

SCAPIN.

Dame Fortune, like moft others of the Female Sex,
(} fpeak all this with refpeé to your Ladythip) is gene-
rally more indulgentto the nimble mettled Blackheads ;
Men of Wit aie not for her turn, ever too thoughtful
when they thould be.aétive: Why, who helieves any
Muan of Wit to have fo much as Conrage * No, Ladics,
ifyou've any Friends that hope to raile themfelves, “f}."

vife

T T

(o
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vife them to'be as much Fools as they can, and they’ll
ne’er want Patrons : And for Honefty, if your Lady-
fhip think fit to retire a little further, you fhall fee me
perform upon a Gentleman that's coming this way.
GLARA4.

Priythee, Lueia, let us retreat a little, and take this
Opportunity of fome Divertifement ; which has been
very fcarce here hitherto,

Enter Suiev auith a Sack.

S$CAPIN.
Qh, §hip £
SHIFY,
8peak.not too loud, my Mafter’s coming.
SCAPIN.

T am glad on’t, I fhall teach him to betray the )
crets of his Friend. 1If any Man puts a Trick upm
me without return, may I lofe this Nofe with the Péx,
without the Pleafure of getting it.

SHIFT.

I wonderat thy Valour, thou art continually venturing
that Body of thine, to the [ndignity of Bruifes and in~
decent Baftinadoes.

SCAPIN. '
Difficulties in Adventares make them pleafant when

accomphii’d. SHIFT

But your Adventures, how comical foever in the

Beginning, are fure to be tragical in the End.
S§CAPIN,

"Tis no matter. I hate your pufillanimous Spirit :
Revenge and Leachery are never {o pleafant as when you
ventuie hard forthem; begone: Here comes my Man.
04 Enter
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Enter GrR1P 2.

Oh, Sir, Siv, fhift for yourfelf, quickly Sir, quickly Sir,
for Heav'n’s fake.
GRIPE.
What’s the Matter, Man ?
S§CAPIN.

Heav’n! is this a Time to afk Queflions ? Will you
be marder’d inftantly ? I am afiaid you’ll be kill'd
within thefe two Minutes,

GRIPE.
Mercy on me ! kill'd! for what?
SCAPIN,
They arc every where looking ouat for you.
GRIPE,
Who } Who?
S§CAPIN.

The Brother of her whom your Son has marry’d s he's
# Captain of a Frivateer, who has all forts of Rognes,
Buglfp, Scotch, Wellh, Irifb, French, under his Com-
mand, and all lying in wait now, or fearching for you to
kil you, becaufe you wonld nnll the Marriage : They
ran up and down, crying, where 13 the Rogue G)ipe ?
Wheie 15 the Dog? where is the Slave Giipe # They
watch for you fo nairowly, that there’s no getting home
to your Houfe,

GRIPE.
?h, Seapin ! What fhall I do? what will become of
me
SCAPIN.

Nay, lleav’n knows; but 1f you come within thed
Reach, they'll De it you, they’ll tear you in paeces ;

hark,
GRIPE,
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GRIPE,
Oh Lord !
S§CAPIN.
Hum, °tis none of them.
GRIPE.
Canft thou find no way for my Efcape, dear Seapin?
SCAPIN,
I think I have found one, .,
GRIPE.
Good Scapin, fhew thyfelf a Man now.
8 C AP N.
I fhall venture being moft immoderately beaten..
GRIPE.

Dear 8caprn, do; T will reward thee bounteoufly + I'll
%/ilve thee this Suit when [ have woin it eight or nine

onths longer.
SCAPIN..
Liften ! who are thefe ?
GRIPE.
God forgive me, Lord have Mercy upon us,
SCAPIN. -
No, there’s nobody ; look, if yowll fave your Life
go into this Sack prefently
GRIPZS.
Oh! wha’s there 7
SCAPIN.
No boedy : Get into the Sack, and fir nolgawhatever
happens ; Pll'carry you ag a Bundle of Goods thro’ all
your Enemies to the Major’s Houfe of the Calftle,

GRIPE.
An admirable Invention : Oh Lord ! quick.
[Gets into the Sack.
SCAPIN,

Yes, *tis an excellent Invention, if you knew all 3 keep
in yourHead. Oh, here’s aRogue coming to look for you.
Ogs Scarin
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Scariy counterfeits @ Wellhman.

Do you bear, I pray you, where is Leander’s Fatber,
Jack you,

It Bis own Poice,

How fhould I know? what would you have with him—
Lie clofe, [Afede to Gripe.

Have avith bim, look you ! Bur bas uo croar Pus’mefs, bur
Dur wwonld have Satisfaltipns and Reparations, Lok you, for
Credits and Honours, aﬁé’t Tavy be fhall not put the
dujuyies and Affronts upon my Gaprains, look Jou now, Sir,

He afiront the Captain, he meddles with no Man.

You [ye, Sur, leok you, and bur avill Zive you Beatings
and Chaftifements for your Contradifions, awben ber If’j/e
Plood’s up,~look you, and bur awill cudgel your Packs and
Jour Noutles for at ,*;’gmke Yau that, pray yon noay,

[Beats the Sack.

Hold, hold, will you murder me ? I know not where

heis, not I.

Hior awsll teach fawey Facks bow they profock bur Welfe
Ploods avd bur Chollers : and for the old Rogue, bar avill
bave bis Gutts and Jus Plood, "look you, Sy, or bur wwill
newer aear Leek upon St. Tavy’s Day mose, look yan.

Oh! He has manl’d me, a damn’d Welft Rafcal,

X GRIPE.
You? Th@Blows fell upon my Shoulders, Qh! Oh!
SCAPIN,
*T'was only the End of the Stick fell on you, the main
Tubftantial Paxt of the Cudgel lighted on me.
o GRIPE.
Why did you not ftand farther off ?
SCGAPIN.
Peacemre——Here’s another Rogue.

"W

et
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In a Lancafhire Digled.

Yaw Fellee wi’th Sack there, done yaw knaw cwhear
¢V awd Rafeatt Griap is ?

Not [ ; byt here is no Rafeal.

Yaw Lean, yaw Donge, yaww kaawn weel eenub whear
Feis, an yawden reel, ond that be 15 a foo Rafeate as any
25 22 aw the Tawn ; I's tell & that by'r Lady.

Not I, Sir, I know neither, Sir, not I,

By the Mefs, an ay tack thee mn bont, ay's raddly 15k
Bones on 1hee, ay's keeble thee to fomee Tune,

Me, Sir ? I don’t underfiaid you.

Why, Tha'wars bis Man, thaw Hobble, I'll fuite tF
Nafe o'thee. .

Hold, hold, Sir, what would you have with him ?

Wy, I mun knock bim davwne avith my Kibbo, ibe firft
bawt to the grawant, and then I muy beat bim aw to Pap,
by 1B Mefi, and afper ay mun cut gff the Lugs and Naes on
en, and ay wat, be'll be a pretty fivatley Felle, bawt Lugs
and Naes.

W hy, truly, Sir, T know not where he is, but he went
down that Lanc.

This Lone, Jayunye ? Ays find bim, by’r Lady, au be be
abeve grawnt. :

8o, he’s gone, a damn’d Zancafure Rafcal.:

. GRIPEL,
Oh, good Seapin ! go on quickly. .
SCAPIN. ;
Hold, here’s another, [Gripe paps in bis Head.

In an Irith Tone.

Doff thou hear, Sack-man P I pridee fare is de damn’d
Dog Giipe ¢
Why, what's that tp you } What know I 2

06 Far's
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Fat's dat 1o me, Foy ? By my Soul, Fop, Iwill lay
great Blow upon’ thy Pate, and de Devil take me, B,z ‘3—
swill make thee know fare he is indeed, or I'll bear upon thes °
4ill thou doft knoww, by my Salvation sndeed.
I'll not be beaten.
Now the Dervil take me, I fwear by bim that made ppyp _
i{ thou doff not tell fare is Gripe, but Iavill bear £7,. 4
ather's Chabd wery much indeed, d |
What would you have me do? I can’t tell where Lo
is, But what would you'have with him ?
Far ewould I have awrd "513?1 ? Bymy Soul 1f Ido foe Bipy,
£ will make i der upon bim_for my Capran’s fake.
Murder him ¢ He’ll not be murder'd.
IF I do lay my Eyes upon bim, gad I anll put my Savp -2
iuto bis Bowels, de Dewil take me indeed, Fat baff doww 75
dat Sack, Foy ? by my Salvation I audll look inta st
But you fhall not. #! What have you ta do with it #
By my Sonld, Fap, I awill put my Rapeer into 11,

GRIPE.
Oh! Oh!

SCAPIN.
Fatt, it does grunt, By my Salvation de Devel take 2z
I avll fee 1t tndeed
You(hall notfee ml Sack; Iwilldefenditwithmy Lifee,
Den Iamll maks bear upon thy Redy s take that, Foy,
and that, and thist, upon my Sorl, and fo I dotakemy leave,
Jor. Beats him in the Sacls,
A Plagueon him, he’s gone ; he has almoft kill’d me..
t GRIPE,
Gh! I can hold no longer ; the Blows all fell on my~
Shoulders! .
SCAPIN.
You can’t tell me; thy fell on mine, Oh my Shonlders?
GRIPE.

Yours ? Oh my Shouldeis !
SCAPTN.
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SCA4PIN
Peace, they’ie coming.

In & boarfe Seamar’s Voice.

Where is the Dog ? Dl lay bum ox fore and aft, fwinge
bim with a Cat o'mue-tarl, Keel banl, and then bang. hanss

at the Mair Yard,
I broken.French-Englifh.

If dere be no more Men in Bpgland, I il kill bim, I
will put my Rapire in bis BédW¥' 1 will give him two tree
pufbe in de Gurt,

Here Scapin adts a Number of *em togethor.

We manx go this awvap——0' 1h* Right Hand, no fo th*
Left Hand lie clofe -Jeareh ev'ry where
by my Salvatzon F aunll kell the damin'd Dog e and ava
do catch ‘ext, we'll tear *en in picces, and Ido beer be went
thick way no, firazt foraward. Hold, bere is bus Man,
awhere’s yonr Maffer — Damn me, ahere ? m Hell #
Jpeak ——Hold, not fo furioully——iupnd you don't zel] us.
qwher e be 15, we'll murder thes———

Do what you will, Gentlemen, I krow not.
Lay bins on thuck, thwack him foundly.
Hold, hold, do what you will, 1’1l ne’er betray. my

Matfter,
Knock 'an dowwn, beat en xoundly, to'en, atley al’en at—
[As be s going ro firike, Gripe out, and
Scapin takes to bis Heels.
GRIPE,

Oh, Dog, Thaitor, Villain ! Is this your Plot ? Would
you have murder'd me Rogue ? Unheard of Impudence !

Eunter
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Enter THRIFT Y.

OR, Brother T%r¢fty / You come to fee me loaden with
difgrace ; the Villain Scapin has, as I am fenfible now,
cheated me of Two hundred Pounds. This beating

Nor was he content to take my Money, but hath.
abus’d me at that barb'rous Rate that | am afham’d, tg,
tell it; but he fhall pay for it feverely.

THRIFTY.

But this is not all, Brother ; one Misfortune is the
Foierunnerof anothgﬁi Juft now I receiv’d Letters from
London, that both'onr Daughters have run away from
their Governeffes, with two wild debauch’d young Fel-
lows, that they fcll in love with. .

Enter Lucta aud CLARA

LUucCrA
Was ever o malicions Impndence feen—m—hnh—
Surely, if I miffake not, that thould be my Father,
CLARA.
And the other mine, whom Seapin has us'd thus.
&X LUGCTA
Blefs us! Return'd, and we not knaw of it ?
& CLARM.
What will they fay to find us here ?
LUCTIA
My deareft Father, welcome to Eugland.
THRIFTY.
My Daughter Zuce !

krings all into my Memory. [4fide.
THRIFTY, i
The impudent Varlet has guli’d me of the fame Sum. |-
GRIPE.. i
&

AUCTA.
2
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LUCIA.
‘The fame, Sir.
GRIPE,
My Clara here too?
CLARA,
Yes, Sir; and happy to fee your fafe Atrival,
THRIFTY.

What ftrangeDeftiny has directed this Happinefsta us?

Enter Qcpavian.

GRIPE.
Hey day !
THRIFTY.
Oh, Sont Ihave a Wife for you,
OCTAVIAN.

Good Father, all your Propofitions are vainy [ m
needs be free, and tell you, I am engaged,

THRIFTY.
Look you now; is not thls wery finel Now I have

a mind to be merry, and to be friends with yon; you'll

not let me now, will you ? I tell you,Mr. Grepe’s Daugh-
ter here

OCTAVIAN.
Pl never marry Mr. Grepe’s Daughtsy, Sir, aslong as
1 live : No, yonder’s fhe that [ muyit oﬂvg%can never
entertain the Thoughts of any other, ™
CLARA.

Yes, Ofawian, 1 have at laft met with my Father,
and all our Fears and Troubles are at an End.

THRIFTY.

Law ye now, you would be wifer than the Father that
begot you, would you? Did not I always fay you fhould

marry
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marry Mr. Gripe's Daughter ? But you do not know
your Sifter Lace.
OCTAVIAN,

Unlook’d for Blefling! why the’s my Fiiend Leander's
Wife!

THRIFTY.

How, Leander’s Wife !

GRIPE.
What, my Son Leander
OCTAFFAN,
Yes, Sir, your Son Zeander.
GRIPE.

Tndeed ! Well, Brother Thrifly, ’tis tiue, the Boy was
always a Good-natur’d Boy. Well, now [ am o over-
joy'd, that I conld laugh till { fhook my Shouders, but that
I dare not, they arc {o fore. But look, here he comes,

Enter LEANDER,

LEANDER,
Sir,- T beg your Pardon, I find my Mariiage is dife
cover'd , nor would I indeed have longer conceal’d it ;
this is my Wife, I maft own her.

GRIPE.

Brother Thrifty, did you ever fee the like, did you

ever fee the ke ? ha'l
e THRIFTY.

Own her, quoth-al why kifs her, kifs her, Man ;
odfbodikins, when I was a young Fellow, and was firfl
marry’d, I did nothing elfe for three Months. O my
Confcience 1 got my Boy O there, the firlt Night,
before the Curtains were quite drawn|

GRIPE,

Well, °tis his Father’s nown Chikl, Juft fo, Brother,

was,

m

pom—

[Pr—
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was it with me upon my Wedding-day, T could not look
upon my Dear without bluthing ; but when we weie a
Bed, Lord ha’ mercy upon us—but I'll no more,

LEANDER.
Y5 then my Father reconcil’d to me ?

GRIPE.

Reconcil’d to thee! why L love thee at my Heart, Man,
at my Heart 3 why ’tis my Brother 7/rifty's Daughter,
Mrs. Luey, whom I always defign’d for thy Wife; and
that’s thy Sifter Glarz marry’d to Mr. Ocfa there.

LEANDER.

OZfavian, are we then Brothers? there is nothing that
1 could have rather wifh'd after the compleating of my
Happinefs with my charming Luciz,

THRIFTY.

Come, Sir, hang up your Compliments in the Hall at
home, they are old and out of Fathion, 8kift, gotothe
Inn, and Kefpeak a Supper may coft more Money than
I have ready to pay for’t, for I am refolv’d to run in
Debt to Night.

SHIFT,
I fhall obey your Commands, Sir.
THRIFTY.

Then d’you hear, fend out and mufter up all the Fidlers
(blind or not blind, drunk or fobe1) 1n the Town ; let
not {fo much as the Roafter of lunes, with his crack’d
Cymbal 1n a Cafe, clcape ye.

GRIPE,

Well, what would I give now for the Fellow that
fings the Song at my Lord Mayor's Feaft: 1 myfelf
would make an Epithalaminm by way of Sonnet, and
he thould fet a ‘['une to 1t, ’twas the piettielt he had
laft time.

Buter
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Enter St Y.
sSLY.
Oh, Gentlemen, here is the firangelt Accident fay
len ont. =
THRIFTY,
What's the master ¢
sSLY.
Poor Scapin,
GRIPE.

; I}ia! Rogue, let him be hang'd, Pllhang him maye_,
G (]
SLY.

Oh, Sir, that Trouble you may fpare; for paflinmee-_
by a Place where they were building, a great Stone fe
upon his Head, and broke his Scull fo, you may fee’
his Byains. B

THRIFTY.

Whete is he ?

SLY.

Yonder he comes.

Enter S A PN betaween two, his Head wrapp’d tegfy 772
Linen ar tf he had been ~wounded,

SCAPIN.

Ohme! Oh me! Gentlemen, you fee me, you fee
mein a fad Condition, cut off like a Flowerin the Prime
of my Years: Butyet I could not die withoutthe Pard o -
of thofe I have Wlonﬁ’d; yes, Gentlemen, I befeech
you to forgive me all the Injuries thac | have done ;5 but
more efpecially, 1 beg of you, Mr. 7447y, and 1myr

good Mailer, Mr. Gispe..
THRIF T 2.
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THRIFTY.
For my part, I pardon thee freely; go, and diein
pcace.
SCAPIN.
sident fale But *tis you, Sir, [ have moft offended, by the inhu-
man Baftinudoes which——
GRIPE,
Pi’ythee fpeak no more of it, [ forgive thee too.
SCAPFR
Twas a moft wicked Infolence in me, thatI fould
with vile Crab-tree Cudgel
}ﬂm nyw GRIPE,
Pifh, no more, I fay I am fatisfy’d.
SCAPIN.
' psﬂ#ﬁ- And now fo near my Death, *tis an unexpreflible Grief
one fell, that I thould dare to lift my Hand againit—wees
may o GRIPE.
Hold thy Peace, or die quickly, I tell thee I have
forgot all~——
SCAPIN. ‘
Alas| how good a Man you are! But, Sir, d’you
pardon me fieely, and from the Bottom of your Heart,
thofe mercilefs Drubs that———=
wp in. GRIPE.
Pt’ythee fpeak no more of it I forgive thee freely,.
here’s my Hand npon’t.
ou foo SCAPIN.
fl’rime 1 Oh! 8ir, how much your Goodnefs revives me!
Pard | [Pulls off bzs Cape
vl GRIPE.
s b t“ ! How’s that ! Friend, take notice, T pardon thee, but
Y v : *tis upon Condition that you are fure to die.
W SCAPIN.
ETT, J Oh me! I begin to faint again.

THRIFTY.
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THRIFTY.

Come, fie Brother, never let Revenge employ your
Thoughts now ; foigive him, forgive him without any
Condition.

GRIPE,
A duce on’t, Brother, as T hope to be fav’d, he beat

tne bafely and feurvily, never ftir he did : But fince you.

will liaye it fo, I do forgive him.
THRIFTY.

Now then let’s to Supper, and in our Mirth drown.
and forget all Troubles,

SCAPIM,
Ay, and let the carry me to the lower End of the
Tabfe s
Where in my Chair of State, I'll fit at Eafe,

And eat and drink, that I may die in peace.[ A Dance.
[ Exeunt omnese
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Spoken by Mrs. Mary | e
was out of Hu.u

O W hittle do yore guefs what X1 sn jay?

I’m not to afe boww you frhe Fuis ¢ or Play 2
Far you muft bnow, I e other Bufins s now 3
It is to tell ye, Sparks, bvw ave like you
Hoxw happy awere we, woben in bumble Guyfe
You came with bongft Heerts and har olefs Eyes ;
Sat withot Norfe and Tumult in the Pit z
Ob what a prectans Fewel then was Wit I
Tho' now *t1s grown fo comnion, let me die,
Gentlemen feorn to keep st Company,
Indulgent Nature bas too bovnteons besn,
Your too much Plenty s become your Sin.
Time awas ye averr as meek as now you're proud,
Did nat 1n curyf Cabals of Cretics croud, }
Nor thonght 1t wonity to be wery lud s .
But came to fee the Folliss you awould fbun :
Tha' wow fo_fondly Antec here you're growny
T anvert the Stage’s Pus pofe, and ats Rules
Mate us Speclators, whilft you play the Fools, 1
Equally antty, as fome waliant are 3
The fad Defells of both ave exposd bere.
For bere you'll cenfaure, wbo difdarn to avrste,
As fome make Quarrels here vhat feorn to fights

¥
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EPILOGUE

The vugged Soldier that from War returns,

And fiill wvith th* Heat of former Aéiron burns 5
Let bt but Inther come to fee a Play,

Proceeds an Ervaw Conrtisr ina Dy,

Shall fleal from th Pit,-and fiy up to the Box,
There bold imipertinent Chat awith tawdry Maux
Till ere aware tbe BlufPriy yfolls in love §

~dud Hero grows as harmlefs as a Dove,

With us the bind Remembrance yet vemains,
Fohen awe awere entertain’d bebmd.our Scenes,
Tho® now, alas, we muf your Lbfence monr e, .
PPlelft nought but Quality will ferve your turn.
Damn’d Quakty! that ufes poaching Arts,

And (as 125 fmd') comes mafl’d to prey on Hearts,

Lhe proper UJe of Vifors once avas made,

When only aworn by fuch as own’d the Trade »

Tho® now all mingle wwnth *em fo together,

Dhat you can bardly kuow the one from £ othsts

But’t1s no matter; on, purfue your Gang,

T3J] wearied you return at laft, and tame :

Hnow then *rwill be our Turn to be fevere ;

For avben yew've left your Stings bebind yon 1here, }
Fou laxy Drones, ye foan’t have Hu bour bere.

Enp of the First VOLUME



