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A N  A C C O U N T  

O P  T H E  

O F  

M L T H O M A S  O T W A Y .  

H O M A S  O T W A Y , p n ~ n l i n e n t T r a n  
gic Writc- in thc Seventeenth Century, 
was Son of the Rev, Mr. Numphry 
Otway, Re&or o f  Wolbetling in  Suffex, 

and w a s  born a t  T1otti11 in that County, on the 
311 of Mardl 1Gs1-a. He was educated at W i n -  
chcRa-School, ancl bccrme D Commoner at  Cl11 ¡R- 
Church ln Oxford, In the beginning of che Ycnr 
1669. He left h a t  Univeriity without a Dcgrce; 
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and is iaid to have removed thence to St. John’s- 
College ln Cambridge, which feerns very probrbIe 
from a Copy of Verres of M r .  R ~ c l ~ a r d  Duke to 
h m, between whom therewds always a ftli6tFFriend- 
hip. He then  went to London, where he not 
only applled himlelf to Yoctly, but fometimes sated 
upon the Stage, In order to fuppore himfelf; and 
aflcrwards by the  Intereit of Charles Fitz-Challts, 
Earl of Plymouth, one of the natural Sons of King 
Charles II. w . 1 ~  made a Cornet of Bol fe, in wh ch 
PUR he attendcal the Engllh T~oops, In 1677, into 
Flanders. Eut he faon aftcr rLturned thence in 
very aecefitous C~~curnflances, and applied Ilimfelf 
agam to the BuGnefs of W I  ltlng for the Stage. 

H e  tlrcJ at the Sign of the Bull on Tower-bill, 
April rqth, 1685, and WAS Interred 111 a Vault under 
the Church of St. Clcnrent Danes. 

Mr.  Lengbaine is of  Opinion, that his Gehius in 
Comedy lay a I~ttlc too much io Llbertinlfin ; but 
that m Tragedy he made i t  hls buhnefs fol the lnofk 
pJrt to &Cerve the Decol t u n  of che Stage, and that 

,he was a Man of ehcellent Pms ,  a d  daily l m -  

p r o d  i o  Wnung ; though he fornetinles fell into 
PIqgarrTrn, as well as rthers of bis Contempo- 
rd:1cs, and bolrodd very fiecely from Shakerpear. 
Mr. Addifou’s Charafier of him is greatly to  his 
Advdntage, hr hasfo:l.lw’dN,irule fdjs that incorn- 
pardlile k!tlc, 111 the Language of h t b  ‘I’ragcdy, and 
thcrzfore fllinrs III  the pdfioo;,te Parts more thdl1 

rny of our Englilll Poctu. As t h c ~ c  IS f h e l h i n g  
rdln:llu 



t $ M r . T ~ l o ~ ~ s  O T W A Y .  .vìi 
familiar and dornefiic in  the  Fable of his Tragedy, 
more than  in thofe of any  other  Poer,  he has little 
Pomp, but great  Force  in his EqmdXot~s. For 
whlch  Realon,  though he has admilably fucceeded 
in the tender and melting Part of his Tragedies, he 
fometimes falls into too great a Familiarity  of Phr,& 
in chofe Parts, which, by Ariitotle's Rule, ought to 
have been raifed and  fupported by the Dlgnity 
of Expreion. It has been obferved by others,  that 
this Poet has founded 111s Tragedy OF Venice  Prer 
í'crved, on io wrong aPlot, t h a t  the greateit  Charat- 
tels ln I t  are thofe of Rebcls and Traitors. Had the 
Hcro of his Play dlfcovered the rame gJoJ Qua1iti:s 
in the Defenceof his Country,  that  he fllewed for lts 
Ruin  andhbvelfion,  theAudltncecould  notenough 
pity and adlnlre him. But as he is now repre- 
lented, w e  can only fay of him, what  the Roman 
Hiitolmn fays of Catdine, that his Fdll  would luve 
bcen glorious, had he í'o fallen In the  Service of his 
Country. 

Mr. Charles Glldon fiiles aur Author CL a Poet 
U of the firR Magnitude ;" and tells us, that  he uas 
a perfelt  Mafier of the  tragic Pallions, and dlaws 
them every where  with a juit and  natural  Simpli- 
city, and therefore never fdds to 141fe firong Erno- 
tiom i n  theSou1 : whereasMr.  Dlydcn, who affeQs 
P qulte dtffcrellt Stlle, and fcldom 01 never  tourhes 
the P , ~ ~ L I I s ,  for moit part of bis time explertd ;I 
very mern, I f  not contemptible, Opinion OF our 
Poet I though at I d f i ,  efpccially in hls Preface to 
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viii .AZ kmmt qf t.bc Life, &c. 
Du Ftefnoys he declared, in his Favour; and yet  
even there could notbut throw in  firne Exceptions 
againfi his Diaíon, 6‘ Tosexprefss” fays Mt. Dry- 
den h rhat Phfige, the Pafions, which are feated 

h the Heart5 by outward Signs, is one great PreA 
64 oept of the’ Panters, and very difficulr ta per- 
4 #  form, In Poetry, the very  farne Pafions and 
eo Motione of the Mind are to be axprcfled ; and 
‘c in this confiils the principal Difficulty, well ae 
6‘ theExcellency of that Art. This (fays Du FreL  
4 m y )  is the G~ft of Jupiter ; and, to  fpeak in the 
‘g farne heaehenLanguage,,we call it the Gift ofour 
cc  Apollo, not ta he obtained by Pains or Study; 

if we are not born ta it. For the Motions, 
U which are itudied, are never fo natura1 as thok 

*S which break our in the height of a, real Pafion. 
Mr. Orway pd?effed this I’art as thoroughly as 

CG any of the  Ancients and Moderns. I wdl not 
*‘ fen¿ every thing in his Venice Prefcrv’d; but I 
4‘ m u i t  bear this TcRimony to hrs Memory, that 

the Paffions are truly touched in it, though per- 
(‘ haps there is fomewhar fo be d c h d  both in the 
6‘ Grounds of them, and in the Height and Ela- 
‘( ganee of Exprefion. But Naturc IS there, which 
fi is the greateft Beauty” 

He was undoubtedly Maiter of the moa aßk&lng 
Manner in exprcfing  the Pdions, and touched 
them with great Skrll and Dehcacy. I do not know 
of fuch another InRance of this Folce as in the 
Play of the Orphan. This Tragedy13 compofed of- 

Perfons, 



O ~ M , T H O M A S  O T W A Y .  ix 
Perlons, whore Fortuncs do not exceed  the Qua- 
llty of fuch as we oldinarily call People of Condi- 
tion: and without  the Advantage of having the 
Scene heightenrd by the  Importance of the  Charac- 
ters, his inlrnitable Skill in reprerenting the  Motions 
of the Healt, and its AfFeCtions, is fuch, that the 
Circumitances  are great from the Art of the  Poet, 
rather  than from the  Fortunes of the Perrons repre- 
h e d .   T h e  whole Drama is admirably  wrought, 
and the  Mixture of the Pafions  (raifed from 
Affinity, Gratleude, Love and  Mifinderitanding 
between Brethren, Ill-ufagc from Perrons oblig’d 
f l m l y  return’d by the BenefaAors, the whole 
grounded  upon very probable Miitakes)  keeps the 
Al tnd  In a  continua1 Anxiety and Contrition. The 
Sentiments of the unhappy innocent Manilnia are 
delicate and natural ; fhe is miferab]ewithout  Guilt, 
L u t  incapable or Ilvlng wlch a ConfCiOuhefS of 
having colnmltted an 111 A&, tho’ her  Inclination 
had no Part  in it. I t  was only in Otway’s  Power, to 
give there DiRreKes in Domeftrc Life,   Weight 
enough to move the genelal Senfe of an Audience. 
And Mrs. Barry, the celebrated A&trefs, ufed to fay, 
that In her Part of Mmirnla í%e never  fpoke  there 
three Words, Ah 1 poor Caflalirr 1’’ wlthont 
Tears. Upon which occalion Mr. Gildon obferves, 
that all that pathetic Force had been lolt, if any 
mole Words had been added;  and the Poet would 
haveitriven invain to heighten them  by  theAddition 
of Figures of Speech, fìnce the Beauty of thole  three 
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P An Atcomzg of t h  I& &c. 
p l i e l implew~r~~fogreatby  thcForceofNaturc, 
thrrrdq mukhave been weakened and obfcured by 
the Mo& ihining FIowc-ro OF Rhetoric, 

’ The Facdty ofrningllng good and bad Characd 
&FS, and involvjng their Fortunes, feems to be the 
dimguiihhing Excellerrie of this Writer. He very 
well knew, that nothing but diilreilied Virtue can 
flrongly touch us with Pity. Therefore in Venice 
Preferv’dl to ma$e us have  any manner of regaed to 
the Car~fpirators, he makes Piewe talk of redrcffing 
Wrongs, and mention all the Common-place of 
Malecontento, 

To &e the  SuFerings of my Fellow-Creatures, 
And own myiëlf a Man : To fee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded People with a Shew 

~ ~ ~ ; ‘ y - U t & c a f :  
They fay bp them our Hands are free from Fetters, 
Yet whom they pleafe they lay in bafefi Bonds 3 
Bxing whom they pleafe to Infamy and Sorrow i 
Drive UB like Wrecksdown the rough Tideof Power, 
WbilRnoHold’s left to fave us from.Defiru&Íon. 
All chat bear thls are ~ d l a i n s ,  and I ane, 
Morro rode up at the great Call of Nature, 
And check the Growth of there Domeitic Spoilers, 
That make us Slaves, and tell us its our Clhrter, 

JdEir’s Wants and Diffreffb make him prone 
enough ta any defpecate Refoludon, yet fays he ; 

But 



of Mi, T a o ~ ~ a s  O T ~ W A Y ~  xi 
3ut when I rhink what Belvidera feela, 
The Bitternefs her tender Spirit taRe8 of, 
I ~ w n  myfelf a  Coward : Bear my Wepknsfi, 
If throwingthus my Arms about thy Ne&, 
I play the Boy, and bluliber in thy Bdom. 

Jafiir’e Expohlation afterwards ie the Pieture 
of all who am partial to theirown Merit, and gene 
rally thwk a Relilh of ,the Advantageo af .Li& is 
Pretence  enough to enjoy them. 

Tell me why, good Ileav’n, 
Thou tnad‘it me what I am, with all  the Spirit, 
Afpiring Thoughts, and elegant Defires 
That fill rhe happiefl Man P Ah ! rather w b  
Didfi thou not form me fordid a8 my Fate, 
Bafe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens ? 

engag’d in the Confpiracy. 

I’m here; and thus the Shades of Night around me, 
I look as if all Hell were in my Heart, 
And I in Hell. Nay, furely ’tis Io with me ;-- 
For every Step I tread, methinks fome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breafi, and bids it not be quiet. 
I’ve  heard  how defpcrate Wretches, like myfelf, 
Have  wander’d out a t  rhis dead time of Night 
T o  meet the Foe OF Mankind in his Walk : 
Sure I’m fo curit, that, tho’ of Hesrv’n forfaken, 
No MiniRer of Darknefi cares ta tempt me. 
nel1 ! Hell I why fleepeft thou 1 .  

How dreadful is Jaffeir’s Soliloquy, after he is 
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xii AIZ ACCGUIA~ of ike Lve, &c, 
In  this Play, be catches our Hearts by intro- 

ducing, if I may fo call it, the Epifode of Belvidera. 
Private and public Calamities alternately claim our 
Coacera'; and fometlmes  we are againfi the whole 
State for the fake of one diftreffed Woman, agajn 
we  come to ourfelves, and recover our Senfes ~n 
behalf of a whole People in danger. There is not 
a virtuousChara&er rn the Play but thatof Belvid.ru : 

l and yet To wonderful is the  korce of the  Author's 
Eloquence and Skilbin mingling Vices and Virtues, 
and private with public Concerns, that  the Ruffian 
on the Wheel is as much  the  ObjeQ of Pity, as if 
he had  been brought to that unhappy Fate for 
fome brave Atlion. I know not but thefìe loofìì 
Hints may improve the  Tafte of the Readere of this 
Author, which is the Gncere Wifh of the Puhlifher; 
for he  is  fìenfible nothing can prevent the Sale of 
Mr. Otway's Works, but Ignoran& of hi5 Excel- 
lencies. 

A L C I -  
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D E D I C A T I O N .  
World, gave me courage to hope you miglli 
at  kafi pardon this firn Offence i n  mer 
And though, perhaps, the beíl Prefents , , 

of this NatÛre may no; be more than OF 
dinary gratefd ; yet: I have here my Wifnes, 
if the Sincerity of m y  Zeal may atone 
for the. Meännefs of the Offering : That is 
the farlhelt ProfpeB I take, which, whilft 
I have in view, J dare not (though perhaps 
as-jufily 533 fome others have done I might) 
complain of the Cenfu~es of the World ; 
for iince I have heard that: p g r  Lord- 
fl~ip proved indulgent, I wert: unworthy of 
the Favours you beitowed, fl~ould I be con- 
cerned at: che Malice or Petulancy of thofe, 
who (alay!) will needs think l e  modlfh to 
be critical, but in the mean wlde forget i t  
is as gentle to be civil. No, my Lord, I t  

is untler your Umbrage only I would coure 
Proattion, to whom Heaven has given a 
Sotll, whok Endowments are as much above 
Flatrrry, ats idelelf abhors ir ; and which are 
as inlpofible to be drfcribed, as I am unable 
t o  comprehend them. But as pooreff Pil- 
g~irns, when they vifir Shrines, will make 

fome - -  



D E D I I C R ~ O C ) . ~  

t folne Prefents where they kneel : fo I have 
I here brought mine, by your own Goo& 

nefs only made worthy to be preferved ; 
in w h o k  Defence I can fay nothing moreg 
than that wich I t  all m y  befi Endeavours 
are, and ever h a l l  be ready to tefcify hoy 
III LI ch I am, 

, 



i Spoken by Mr, Harris, 
I 





Dramatis Perfona. 





A ’ L C I B I A D E S .  

For by the Senate he was doom’d to bleed, 
And that his Rival hhou’d la dl fucceed. 
But he, the  threatning Dan er to evade, 
1s to the 8pWrUb Cam for Refuge fled : 
And now, by Order P rom the Senate, all 
Wirh Shouts proclaim Thatrpncs General. 

But is he Red ? Has he ib meanly done, 
T o  leave  me to be wretched here alone ? 
3% this thy pli hted Faith, is  this thy Truth I 
Oh too unkm$ M e ,  and unconfiant Youth I [S#. &rd  

D A A X I L L A .  

T I M A N D  RA. 

Madam, belleve not but my Brother’s juri, 
TOU wrong his Honour by this mean DiArufi ; 
Think YOU that Difiance can h1s Lave rebate ? 

9 ‘ I M A N D R A .  
Thy young Experience never Mt the Weight 

Of Lovers Fears 1 if juR, he’ll e d l y  
Excure that Love, that breeds chis Jealoufy. 

D R A X I L Z A , .  

T ‘ I M A N D R A .  
But, Madam, for there Doubts no Grounda you have; 

Alas ! go afk of Mad-men why they rave. 
What more could Fate do M augment my Woe f 
I Iove, am mad, and know not what 1 do. 

3, who tefiore had nothing in my Eyes 
Bot Love and Glory growing to Deli ht ; 

Like Chymiits waiting far their Lagbours Prize, 
My Hopes are dafh’d and ruin’d in their Heighr. 

D R A X I L L A .  
Ala-, w e  but wit11 weak Intelligence 

R e d  Hearcn’s Decrees ; th’are writ m MyEc Senfe, 
I‘or were they o en lucl to mortal Eyes, 
&kn wodd be C!ods, or they no Deities, 

fL 
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A L C I B I A D B S . ’  11 

Perhaps t h e  wirer Powks thought fit thie way 
T o  gwe  your growing Happinrfs Allay i 
Lefi lhould it m its hlgh PerfeEttlon come, 
Your Soul for the Reception might want room 

P I M A N D A A .  
Thy Reafons, kind Dtaxilla, weakly move : 

What Woman e’crcomplam’d of too much Love 
No, bad I naked to the World been left, 
Of Elonour  and ita gaudy Plumes bereft, 

So Ahirader had itill been mine : 
Bu t he  remov’d, what can they give alone ? 
What is  the Calket when the Jewel’s gone ? 

i Yet all thefe I with GladneL could refign, 3 

D R A X I L L A .  
Madam, if he be gone, ’tis to obtain 

A nobler  Lultre, and return  again : 
Think you 111s great Soul could with Patience fie 
HIS lifled Honours heap’d on’s Enemy ; 
And not his Rage have grown to that Excefi, 
As mufi have ruin’d all your Happlncfs ? 
But he withdrew, and ldcc a zealous Hel mit did forgo 
Thofe little Toys, to gam p Heav’n in you. 

T I M A N D R  A. 
That Zed muR needs be vcry weak and hint, 

That lets  thc Votary forfake lus Saint; 
No, he 1s happy l n  {orne other Flame, 
And from hls Y~eait Ilas blotted ou1 my Name : 
So that thelc notlung inore remains for mc 
But a kind Death, or B long Mll’ely 
But Death  donc’s  th’ unhappy Lover’s EsTc, 
That f d s  up to us an  etelnal Peace ; 
By that our Souls to endlefs Pleali~rcs move, 
And we cnJoy an  cverlnfiing Love. 
Yet e’er I dle, as dle I fccl 1 mufi, 
TO ,&lhUdPJ I Would be J t l f i  ; 
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1 rz A L C I I I I A D B S .  * 
Fain wou’d I let him know how I rcfign 
All In him, that his pail VOWS had made mine t’ 7 

Then to its Scat m Pesce my Soul fllould fly, 

Dtax&a, or thy Friend, what couldk thou do ? \ A:d 
nt my Lover’s Feet I’d die. 

D R A X I L L A ,  l 

Madam, I could do any thing br you ; 
1 know not what you’d alk me I’d deny, 
Except that cruel thing, to fee you die. ‘ $ 1  

T I M A N D  R A. q 

Some fafe Difguifcs for us then provide, 
Prom watchful Ejes our fudden FI1 ht to hide ; 
Hence to the Spartan Camp I’ll fort f 1 ~ 1 t h  mover 
Eolne on the Wings of Jealoufy and Love : 
Por l’m rdalv’d to know the w a n  of Fate ; 
’ wou’d be Mefi ; can be unfortunate ; 
;incc ’ti5 the only thing ofHcav’n I crave+. 
L’o nlect a faithful Lover, or a Grave. 

TnErnMNrs nt the Daav. 

THE R A M  N E S. 
-Stay, kind Pohnhs, here,.‘ 
Uhil i t  Tg0 pay my ju4Devotip t l u ~ c :  [St~++~tg io Tim+ 
>cc, f,rireít Qcen of Love and, Ecauty, hela 
Your faithfullelk and hu~nLleR Wotlhipper, 
\\%o comes to offar up a Sacrifice 
To thofe cternrl Glories of your rye3 ; 
) t  is R [kar t  os fp~t lef i  and íïnccre, 
AB the chnfic Vows of holy Vefials arc; 
Accept, divmc onc,  and pronounce my D o o ~ r  

P ’ I M A N D R  A. 
ALC ) m ,  m y  I ord, to mock my Sorrows come? 

TH2 R A M  N E  S. 
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A L C I B I A D E S .  13: 

T I M A N D  R A, 

T H E R A M N E S . .  
What Flame or Duty  can you owe to me T 

Next what the Holy to the Delty, 
When they for Blefllngs at  the  Altals move g 
’Tis Adoranon, Madam, join’d with Love. 

T I M A N D  R A. 
Love ! I thought that had been  e’el this o’er-blown 

I H B R A M N B S .  
I’m fure i r  had h a l l  Hopes to live upon. 

That Love, which only tedmus Hopes fífiain, 
Js a dull,  eaiy, and ignoble Pain 
Mme’s an enliv’ning and tmnfporting  Fire, 
Whore Flames increde, and ítill a1c plelcillg highcr. 

P I M A N D A A .  
Yes, aa from Piles fome wilder Flames eray 

To mount, but baffled part l n  Fulncs away; 
So all that Love, you now fo itrongly boait, 
Sever’d fiom Hope, in a weak V ~ ~ O U I ’ S  loR. 
But you too urgent in your S u ~ t  appear. 

T’HE R A M N E  S. 

TrMdRNDRA.  

Worthy T’eratme~, Ilel e I do To too. [Givr hm rbapirf, 
T H B R A M N B S .  

Oh what’s too tirgent for a Joy fo dear ! 

Since thcn yon Connnncy fo firmly vaw, 

Thus when the Storms of Love al e over-paR, 
We gam the w~ht-iol Port of 13Ms at lafi. 
I ne’er could cloubt- [K$è$ ber hand. 

T 1 M A N D R  R 
-Then know I ne’er can cenk 

From my vow’d Love to ,4‘!ctdzad#s. 
‘THBAAMNBS. 

l’mlolt, and all thofe Joyn I C t w  fo near, vítnllh, and leave 111e w a n d l ~ n , ~  111 Ycfp’pau : 
Tln13, 



A L C I B I A D E S .  

Thus, Madam, barb'mus Cruelty  y'ave &own, 
Raifing me up only to throw me down. 

P I M A N D  R A. 

New Feuds,- 
As if my Love were balanc'd  by his Fate : 
No, he had nobler  Charms my BreaR m move, 
Unblerniih'd Honour, and a fpot'leL Love ; Wh& tho' perhaps now knoiK another Flame, 
Yet I have Love and Pdion for their Name. 

T H E  R A M N E  S. 
Am I then of all Hopes of 3hfs debsrr'd ? 

011 too {oft Charms rwny'd by a Heale too hard I 

Yare fomethiig difcompos'd, Sir, I perceive, 
Q I M A N D R A .  

And 'ti5 but Modeity tb take my Leave. 
Q H E R A M N E S .  

T I M A N D R A .  
011 Ray, and pity a poor Lover's Fate ! 

If Pity, Sir, is all you a&, take  that. 
T H E  R A M N E  S .  

Heavens, can fhe at rhofe Chams he gave me fcoff! 
P I M A N D B A .  

You at your Pleahe, Sir, may íhake 'em o f f  
[Exczmt 'Iim. ami Drxx. 



A L C I B I A D E S .  t 5  
Enter P O L Y N D U S .  
P O L T N D U S .  

P H E R A M N E S .  
How fares my noblefi Friend ? 

-As thofe who are 
Tott’ring upon the Brinks of dire Defpair ; 
Help and retrieve me wlrh th’ af ihng  Hand, 
Love thruRs me forward, an¿ I cannot Rand. 

P O L Y N D W S .  
Then, Sir, turn back, and Face your driving Foe. 

! T H E  R A M l V E  S. 
Alas ! what can a feetter’d Captive do ? 

The more I firive, the faiter I am bound, 
As ign’rant Swlmmers are with itruggling drown’d, 

P O L Y N D U S .  
!Tïmutt&d .ftuely can’t in Honour lefi, 

Than crown your Love with rofperous Succefi 3 
When h e  behevea (q%certain e y h e  muR) 
That Aktbiade~ 19 prov’d unjufi. 

Q H B R A M N B S .  

And pays Devotion to his very Name ; 
Difiance adds to their Loves a Violence, 
And their Souls hold from far Intelligence. 
Thus my miitaking Policy out-runs 
My Fate; and l’m by my awn Plots undone, 
c , P O L T N D U S .  
Why do you let your Soul be fo opprett 

Alas, he loves him with much greater Flame, 

‘Tis Patience beR befito a gallant BrcaR. 
T H E  R A M N E S .  

Patience I What’s that ? the Miilrefi of tame Fools 
That  can in  nothing elfe employ  their Souls : 
No ; rince, Timamira, thou cana dlfapprove 
My juit Flame, for an abfint.Rival’s Love, ’ J‘D 



,r6 A L C I B I A D E S :  
1’11 lind that Rival out, and  Datch his Breathr 
Tho’ ev’ry Step I tread encountel: Death. 

BOLTNOUS. 
Now, Sir, y ’ w  brave- 

Already you’ve difarm’d Tìmaadra’s Charms, 
Methinks I fe you rev’ling ID her Arms ! 
Let’s then o’th’ Wings of Love and  Honour fly 
T o  th’ Field, and meet th’ infultmg Enemy; 
Where tho’ the Paths of Death and Blood we’ll ge 
To meet your Rival, and his Country’s Foe : 
There  the Remembrance of fitmr~dru’s Charms, 

but ~f Pate tho  Succefa To order hall, 
That by your Kivnl’a Sword you chance to fall: 
I thent (as Honour jufilg will aommand). 

Infpir’d by Friendhip  and Thand B’S Name, 
W111 bravely  Item him, and with this bold Hand 

Revenge or fall B Vi&tinl t o  your Flame. 

ball add fieh Courage to yous eonqu’ring Arms.. 

P‘HB B A M N E  Sb 
Oh noble generous Youth ! whoti tender Yeavs 

Sucl1 gallant Caurage and iuch‘Xonour wear ! 
l-lowsan my Aims but in my Wifhes end, [Embraces h t ,  
That have To worthy and io brave a Friend i’ 
Come, m y  Pcbrru’us 

P O L Y N D U S .  

Th1 o’ all tlie Labyrinths of Love and Yate. [Rxcwtb 

S C E N E IT. The Tent of a Puuìllh Ryal; the 

-On my Friend 1’11 w i t ,  

K I N G  Und Q U E E N  Of sputa ,  A I ~ C I B I A D B S I  TISSA- 
PnBRPfES,  PATROCLUS,  Guardr, Ladies, &c. 

K I N G .  
Now muit ptotld Ahsr lay her Triumphs down,. 

And pay her Glory’s I’nbute to my Clown ; 
I Ns 



A L C I B I A D E ¶ . '  '1 f 
NO more fhall ftupid Gtwcd her Fettere wear, 
Nor make difadvantageous Peace for fear ; 
But fie herfelfmuR in SubjeEtion came, 
And humbly at my Feet expeR her Doom, 

T I S S A P H B R N E S .  
Yes, Sir; all Glories muit, when yours bleak forth, 

G o  out, and lofe their Beauty, and their Worth ; 
And hke falfe Angels v a d h  and be gane, 
h e a d m g  thofe Shapes they dut& befale put onb 

P A P R O C L U S .  
Athem, the World's great WreTe, will not be 

Courted with low and vulgar Gallantry ; 
Her Glory aime at higher Cllarders, 
Than heavy Gown-men clad in formal Furs : 
Who wins  her, Deeds 'bove common Fate mufi do ; 
-And io fie's only M&& fit for you. 

K I N G .  
Y e s  1 And I only will enjoy her bo. 

ButnoblegenerousYouth, thoa,hnRalone [I"Alcibiades, 
Things worthy the Athama Honour done : 
Thou like a tow'ring h agie foar'd'ít above 
T h a t  lower Orb in which they faintly move ; 
A Plight too high for their dull Souls too ut& 
Which prompted 'em that  Honour to abub ; 
Thinking their  Bafenefi they might palliate, 
With the dark Cloud of Pdicy and State. 
But let them that black Myfie] y pul fue, 
By Worth and Honour Em  ire^ greateit grow : 
Which when  abus'd, the11 &lory does fupprefâ, 
As revera'd Profjefis make the Ob~c&ts leh. 

Yours, Sir, like Heaven's gleal: Soul, is general ; 
Difpeahg i& kind Influence ou all. 
Thia makes Succefs anci ViEtory repair, 
To move  th you as in their proper Sphere; 

A L C I B I A R B S .  



T 

l r r  A L C I E I A ’ D ‘ E ~ , ,  
A8 fragrant Dews leave the corruptef  Earth;‘ 
Exhal’d by the  Sun, from whom theyhíìve their’ B i r t h  

ICING.  
Thc Truth of that we by yonr Laurels know, 

conquefi your Arms, Triumph itill write yout Brow; 
By your Succefi th’ Ahmian Greatncfi rafe, 
Your Coulage fcatter‘d their inhl t ing Foes; 
And from that Height to which by you they’re grown# 
’Tu your Succefi alone mnit throw them down. 
Thus ]:ave we made you Gen’ral of our Force; 
And all thok Honours you were robb’d of them 
We’ll make our Study to ~tdouble here, 

T ‘ I S S A P H B R N E S .  
And I (if that my Malice tell me trae) 

As diligently fidl his Plagacs pudue. 
A L C I B I A D ~ ~ .  

Of all my Courage  or my Sword h a l l  do, 
I the Succefi muR to your Viltue owe, 
T h e  Honour and the Jnfiice of your Caufe 
So glorioas are, Fate mull from them  take LaW ? 
So you o’er Athens this advantage have, 
YOU Fortune rule, to whom heJa but a &ve. 

: 

KING. l 

Enjoy, my TtJa@mcs, now thy Eàf& 
A I I ~  platt f i e h  Laurels in the Shades of Peace* 
rlhe Glories thou hait won fo nurn’rous  are, 
They Teem as many as thy Age can bear. 
But iP  thy Spaciops Soul thou cana coufine 
Withm this nalra’ltr Manfion of mine, 
Ee this the utmoR ofthy Wifl~es bound, 
PoKefi his grateful Heart, whore Head th’R krown’de 

I I S S A P H X R N E S .  
Neav’n knows my Age does feel no harper Stings 

v 5 a n  to want Power PO ferve ío good a King. 
Bur 



X A C I B B A A D E S ;  39 
But finceTime telle me that my Glafi is run, 
Setting me backward  where I firR begun ; 
Since no way elfe they can their  Duty Ilow, 
1’11 only employ my Hands to Heaven for you : 1 
And what my S*ord tank, may Devotion do. 5 

K I N G .  
How truly he a glolious Monarch isJ 

That’s crown’d with Blelings io fublune as there ! 
How can I but in all things happy be, 
Propt by fuch Courage and ruch l‘iety it 
T o  me, w ~ t h  Gods, S i d i t u d e  is giv’n ; 
’Ti3 Power and Virtue that fupports their Heaven. 
Our Royal Standard to the City bear, 
T’alarm it to Obedience, OP to War. 
To-morrow muR decide th’ Ahenta?) Fate, t Exemt d l  
This Day to Joy and Ede we’ll confecrate, J h t  Tifr 

r I S S A P H R R N E 8 .  
Ungrateful King !, thy Ihallow Aims purfiuc P 

But, my brlík upRart Favourite, have at you. 
Was i t  for this MY aktive Youth I €pent 
I n  War ? and h e w  no Dwelliug but n Tent 1 
Have I fool this  thro’ invlous Mountains p& ? 
Demolifh’d Cities, and  laid Kingdom wane ? 
Still in his Cauh unweary’d Cowage fllown P 
And almolt 111d his  Herd in Crowns I won ? 
Upon m y  BlcaR rcceiv’d fo many Scars, 
They feem a War defcrib’d in Chal afiers ? 
And muR the HaIveR of my Toil and Blood, 
U on a fawning Rebcl be LeRow’d ? 
Y d ~ o  havulg fdre ta his awn Countly been, 
Comes here to plny his Trcafone o’er again P 
Mufi he at lafi turnblc my Trophm down, 
And revel in the Glorolcs 1 llave won i’ 
WhdR fiom my Honouls they  me difcngage, 
With a dull Compkment to feelde Age. 

, 

W ha$ 



20 A L C I B I A D I E S .  
What ails this llaldy Hand, thnt yet it  fl~ou’d 
Tremble at Death, or Aart at reeking Blood ? 

And with a Strength as leblutc and bold, 
As he who klndly would its Point impart, 
A Prefent to an envy’d Favourite’s I-lcrrt ; 
And I, fond Yooth, will try to work t h y  lkdl, 
Tho’ with my own I crown thy Punerah 
Envy and Malice from your Manlona flee, 
Relign your Horror and your Snakes to IW : 
Por l’l! d’t Mlfchiefs yct to you unlteown ; 
Nay, you fllall all be Snirlts when I co~nt: down. cs..rir. 

I Methinks thisDngger I as firmly hold, [DrcrwJ a]3qg“. 



A L C I B I A D E S :  !¿i 

S C E N E, A Grove adj,ìning t o  the Spartan camp.’ 
Enter TIMANDRA Und D R A X I L L A ,  , 

P I M A N D R A ,  

W ETAT uncouth Roads afFlu5tcd Lovers pafi ! 
How firnnge, plepolt’rous Steps their Sorrow4 

Oh,  dlczhiades, ~f thou art JUR, [trace ! 
Folglve th’  fixcefn of T m e  that bred DiRruR. 
Dliven by thar, difguis’d I hither came, 
Yet here and ev’ry where my G~ief’s t h  fame. 
Dut klnd Dtaxdìa’a Frlehdhp can diGe1 
The  thick& Clouds that on fad Bofo~ns dwell : 
That does alleviate my Gnefs, and give 
My weuy’d Soul a foft and klnd Repneve 5 
Whlch ever to folget would be 2s hard, 
And as mpoRiile, as to reward. 

1 

D R A X I L L A .  
The ferving you, m y  Nappineis Lcures, 

I’m only fornethmg by my being yows ; 
Since equally w ~ t h  your% my Hopes wele c d a  
When l n  your Lover 1 a Brothel l d  ; 
Then llke an Orphan,  defiltute and Lare 
Of all, but Mifery and  fad  Jlefpa~r, 
‘Your 1Sindnefs gave m y  yielding Spirits Reff, 
And r ~ s ’ d  me to a Dwclling In your Brcafi : 
Then ought I not, in all, my Soul refign, 
T o  enfc Ilel Gli& that kindly plty’d mine ? 

I Q I M A N -  



Alas! that is the leait that 1 could do; 
T o  our worfi Enemies our Tears we owe. 

As their &motion does ln Sacrifice. 
, Friendfii to fu& a noble Height fhould rife, 

h2 A L C I E I A D E S ;  
T I M A N D  R A. 

ln that I did what Honour uq’d me to, 
D R A X 3 L L A .  

And Honour tells me Gratitude i e  due, , 
T I M A N R R A .  4 

But how grows Gratitude to thnt degree; 
To be afflihed rhus and weep for me ? 

D R A X I L L A .  

_ _ ~  ~ 

Who  think they fhew a Zeal r&ih and hall ,  
Except themfelves as nobler ViAims fäll. 
With a3 great Courage could 1 fir you die, 
And my triumphant Soul to Heaven f iodd  Ay; 
There I again my Friendhip would renew, 
And lay up chiefefi Joys in fiore for you. 

( 

3 
t 

T I M A N D A Æ .  
WhatvaR  andboundlefs Flight8 doesFriendlhip tab2 

f 
l 
I 

Beyond what Search can  fee, or Fancy track ? 
’Tis the Improvement of the Part Divine, 
When Souls in their feraphic Tranfporte join ; 
Jn Souls unlted, To we Prmdfhip fee, 
As many Glories make a Deity. 

E&r AL C I BI A D E S fi a J z  the Jack $art of ibe S;e>i#S, 

D R A X I L L A .  
Madam, yonder he comes who muR retrieve 

Your droopq  Hopes, and your faint Joys revive. 
I ‘ I M A N D R A .  

My Alchader ? how I begin 
T o  think my mifplac’d Jealoufy did Gn ! 
Go meet hm,  iecm all troubled and i n  Tears, 
And rvith the Tale I taught thee wound l& EUS : 

Mcaq 



A L C I B I A P E S .  23 
Mean \vhile Itvdl withdraw myfelf this \vay, 
Nor would my fiveIhng Pafiona k t  me fiaYs 

+ [cal t 0  l’h DOOY, ’ 

A L C I B J A P E s -  
What airy Vifions o’er my Eyes there move, 

Like the good Genius of an abfent Love! I 

n here-e’er I turn me, I mechinks efpy 
Izmaudru’s Jmage foftly gbdi;ng by. 
Such fond,Ambltion Love his Siirves does teach, 
T o  make ’em fancy what they cannot reach, 

H o w  fickly Joys, Honour and GrentneG g1 ant, 
When thee  the Glary of my Soul I want ! 

* For Oh, Divine One! 

D R A X I L L A .  
My Lord !- 

--Guard me, ye Pow’rs I Drraxdh here, 
And weeplng too I Oh my prophewc Paar ! 
What is’t your cornmg here tvoltld feem to tell ? 

A L C I B I A D B S ,  

f prlrte, oh, quickly, l b  my Pl incefi well ? 

Oh Sir 1 In that unhappy fatal Nlght, 
D R A X I L L k  

When to the spurran Camp you took your Flight, 
, .When by the cruel  Sennte you were cllove, 
i Both to forLke yaw Count1 y and your Love; 

?imnndt-a, and rnylelf, as we were fat 
ln her  Apartment, grieving fol your Fate ; 

i No loonel, wlth fad Jealoufies opplel?, 
’ Her wearled So01 111 Sleep fought after ReR, 
. But  Grief uew Scenes of Mltëry brought I?, 

And play’d in  Dreams m Horrors o’er agam : 
Sornetilncs her tender grms he’d forwalJ Aretch, 
Then fiel cely at the empty Air woulcl catch : 
Weary’d w~th Grief, fie then would mlldcr be, 
And III D llollow hg11 fcnd out, Ah mc ! 



i4 A L C C B B A A D S S :  
At  lait f ie rofe, and ’bout the Chamber walkt: 
Sometimes fie itarted, then ítood itill and talkr t 
Anon repeat fome hort  and pithy Pray’r ; 
Again grow wild, and tear her precious Hair : 
Till having €o wrought Sorrow to that Height, 
That her Soul grew too tender for the Weight ; 
Ere I my Courage could colleQ, to go 
And give a Hindrance to the fatal Blow, 
She wlth her Dagger fiabb’d herfelf, and íàid, , ‘ 
Thus dy’d T Z I I I U I J ~ ~ ~ ,  that unhappy Maid. 

AL C I B I A D B S .  
Ye Gods1 L’t thus  your Jufiice you difpenfe, 

T o  lay th’ Reward of Gullt on Innocence ? 
What tho’ there €acrilegious Hands have thrown 
Your Images, thofe pageant Glories, down ! 
Muff you Revenge on hei I lov’d transfer 
You mlght have lagu’d me, fo y’arl pity’d her, 
But thus 1’11 fenlrny Soul, where it may tell 
She lov’d too rahly, but not lov’d too well : 

Oh SlRer 1 do not hinder me my Death ; 
Sighs are the only UR I’ve left of Breath : 
One Blow iqill put an end to  Grief  and me. 

[offers To fali On b s  sword, iaT 2s h’ader’d b D1 a x i I h  

T ‘ I M A N D R A .  
That, Sir, you muit not do, nor muR I fee. 

Why fly you back ? Nayr ifyou Qun me nolv, 
I fial1 grow apt  to think my Fears too true, 

rAlclbiadesJ,wt$+ 

A L  C I B  I A D  E S. 
Oh Heavens 1 does then my dear Thankra live ! 

The  Joy’s too mighty for me to receive 5 
Tl was the greateit B U  Heaven had to give, P3 );OK 



A L C I R I A D E S .  2 5  

How rafily did my i1nplou.s Hage proFane 
Your Goodnefi I Oh Lutwafll away that Stain. 
Then I with Viailns will your Altars Ioad, 
And have a Sacrifice for ev’ry God : 
Till by thde holy Piles this black Offencc 
Be pulg’d, and pulify’d to Innocence. 
But, Dearefi, how could you fo cruel be, 
T a  let fuch 13lifs be drefs’d m Mlfery ? 
T o  tell me  you were dead I 
H O W  could you think but th’ Horror of that Breath 
Mufi damp my Soul, and chill me into Desrt@ 

Alas l my Fears could find out no Relief, 
a u t  thus t’aKmlt you I n  the Gall  of Gllef; 
This Trial of your Fnlth m y  Joy fecures, 
As Thunder  thers 111 refrelhtng Show’rs. 

T I M A N D R A .  

A L C I B I A D E &  
Let us no longer then to D o d m  give way, 

nut haRe to th’ L’onfummation of our Joy ; 
SO, wlth our blight unlted Plmes,  dripd 
‘i h o b  anxmus MiRs that 011 our G O ~ I ~ S  dwcll, 
Bang ofno other  Jcrloufy polfcit, 
Eu t whch fl1nll ktntLcR plove, and lovc the befi. 

And when our faithful, happy Heal  ts h:dl be 
T I M A N D  RA. 

Fumel unlted by that hrred Tie, 
How in an endlek Road of BhG well move, 
Stecrmg o w  Motions Ly our pel fe& Love 1 
Tlwe  IL‘ with P l e a h e  will ~ccouot  c d 1  Ivoe, 
M’hic11 w e  h a w  pnk’d, and  othcrs unclclgo. 
‘4 hete wc’ll relied o’th’ V J I L O U S  Hope? and J7cal~,  
1 he moulnful ,ilghs a d  t h r   i m p n t ~ e u t  T C ~ I S  
Of diilreil Laovers, whrIIt we’ll Iandly  thcncc, 
Thro’ a firan e myltlcal Intelhgcncr, 
Give ’em Refrents by our Inflacnce. 

VOL, r. L! T111 



26 A L C I E I A D E S .  
Till io, by ours- 
‘I Ilcil full grown Joys receive a happy Birth, 
As Planers in ~helr  k ~ n d  Lonjunfions blefs the Earth. 

A L C I D I A D E S .  
Then, my T~mnr l rn ,  to our BMs letYs Ay, 

Thele’s but one Minute mole to Ecitxy. [-?heunt. 
E7rter Qu E E N a d  A R D E L L A. 

C U E  B N. 
Oh my Ade& whitl~cr hal l  I tul u ? 

’m all o’er Flame, in ev’ly Part I bo~n .  
A R D E L L A .  

EUEZN. 
-Fool, MajeAy ! what’s that ? 

Your MnjeRy- 

Th’ dl-natur’d Pageant Mockery of Irate ; 
Whcn her ~~lng~ateiul  irmtive Pow’r he’d fllow, 

l ’ o   RI us of the Bcnclits Rolow. 
Eut 1’11 her fcrvile Pol~cy dclpire, 
And make lier íloop to Love’s great Vitlories, 
Th’ Almighty Pow9 dHeav’n came down from thence, 
l’o tafle the Sweets of am’rous Excellence : 
Why then fllould Princes, that are Gods below, 
T h n k  that a Sin wh~cll Heav’n IS proud to do 

Kndng US high-- 

A R D E L L A .  
But, Madam, is it not .I c r t d  thln 

T’nbufc a lovmg Huband, and l r l n d k n g  ? 
% W E E N .  

Dull Gill, th011 know’fi not what a ESuhand is ; 
A ! n s ,  they never reach the Height trf I M s ,  
But igno~antly with Love’s Magick play, 
1’111 they la& Spilits thy want lJo\vJr to lay. 
J n  that brwe Aczlindes thcrc fivnrm 
SO many Graces, he’s ali w e r  Chalm ; 

Such 



A L C I B I A D E S ,  
Shch killin Ails in each part of hlrn  move, 
111s Brows fa r t  Majeity, and 111s Eyes Love : 
Oh my Ardelh, I am lolt ln 1 hought ! 
I f u  would have  thcc - yet ’tis falfe, I’d not. 

A R D E L L A .  
Madam, your Royal Pleafure but relate, 

I’ll be as faithful, and as firm as Fate. 
2 U . E  E N. 

Art thou then ikilful in Love’s fubtle Arts, 
Cunningly  to lay Ambufcades for  Hearts ? 
Cana thou exprefi a melting kmd Delire, 
And give a feellng Draught of Love’s foft Fire ? 

A R D E L L A  
Madam, fio fubt’ly 1’11 his Heart betray, 

As one, who b forne great Magicinn’s Pow’r, 
Is hurry’d thro Y the Regions in an Hour, 
And fol Rctuln again can find no way. 

e U B B N ,  
My better Angel I Fly then h i f t  as Time, 

Or  Thought ; thou gdln’fi a (..&em i n  g n ~ n ~ n g  him. 
But ufe fuch Secrecy as Roll’n  Loves flmuld llave, 



2 8  A L C I B I A D E % .  
.¿?ntPr. T I 8 6 A P H E R N R 8. 

I 

‘ T I S S A Y P H B R N E S .  
Madam, by the King’s Command I’m to YOU ‘fenb 

Z U E B N .  

L T I S S A P H E R N E S .  
-Now all IS ripe, methinks I fee 

T1earon walk hand In hand rwth DeRiny, 
And Loth i n  a kind AfpeA fmile on me. 5 
Kow the whole Court ploceeds to foblemnize 
‘I he Nupt~als of p~oud Aldrudtrs ; 
W here ev’ry thing docs JS I’d aifn combine, 
To give a happy End tn my Defign. 
I t  IS the C uitorn at a kinnlagc Fedi, 
T h e  Br~d~groorn - 
Wlth a fi111 Bowl p~cfcnts hls chkfë-,R GueR. 
T h c  Cups, by my grcn t ‘cclccy and Care, 
Wtth ftrongcft I’otirm al1 Inf t&xl  m c  : 
1V.hich rvl~en O U I  A c r C x r ’ E s  fllall Lrlng, 
And offer as his Duty L O  tbc King, 
The  Fodon and his ludden neath b d l  fcem 
Fully n trmterous Defigo In  hm, 
‘Then muit the L ~ o w n  defccnd on me, and To 
i fccalt m y  K g c ,  and mv Ambltlon too. 
Let Cownrd bpillts Rrrt a t  Cluelty, 
lccmolfc has fi111 B Ftlnngcl becn ta me. 
I can look on thcir Pa111s wlth tl:c fame KYFS, 
AS 1’11eits behold the fnll~ng Snclificc. 
Whilít  they yell out che Horrors of their Wonne, 
hJy€IeartIhnlldal~cetoth’Wr~Gckoftl~elrGronns. [.Exì<. 

Elttn. C A P T A I N of the G71otdr. 

Who attenda your Royal  Prcfence 111 his Tent. 

r g+-- [Exrt Queen urd Ad. 

C A P  TAI  ïv. 
Lock that gour Care and Ddigence Le great, 

See the Guards double, and each Cent’neJ kr.  [ E J A ~ .  
!ì-hl! 



QI this, 
C H O  R US, 

No Tears  but thofe of Joy, no Panting5 but of E& 
P A I B S P E S S .  

Yes, yes, by Love alone we fee 

For ' t19 the grcateit Work above, 
To be mnocent, and love. 

Thofe then that Harne fo nobly here, 
What ~ a v ~ f l u n g  L'eIights muit they have there1 

On Earth the Glories of a Dcity 

C H O R U S .  
Who onEal th to their Honour are juR, and theirLove, 

Mufi reap the chlet Heflings nbove. 
P R I E S T .  

To JOUI thofc Hmda whofe Hearts wele r,nk'd berolc. 
Let's then procerd, and Hynm's Aid mplolc, 

C Z  P R I E S T -  







3 3  A L C I R I A D E S .  
And this triumphant Frlde does hqhcr growr 
That they may make a Conquefi fit for Y O U .  

R I N G .  
"Tis well ; ev'ry Ba~eslla re~nfucc 

With my late frtrl~ !- upplles of A t J m  Horfe. 
'Thur Vare no longer w l l  D e h y  endure ; 
Prcpare to fight'rm in t h  v r ~ y  Hour. 
I'd bare this Day herearter famous Le, 
lor  the Renown ofLove and ittory. [ Sltouis from nfhc 

Evter motArt.  OFFICER. 

2 O F F I C B R .  
Thc Enemy, Sir, does on the Plain appear, 

And with rc-ecchoing Shoutings pierce the Air. 

.Po Renta decreed fcr Slaugl;ter, ere they fall, 
K I N G .  

M ' d 1  rhur OIVU Bellowing3 r i ~ g  their PuncmI. [Extant. 

A C T  



A L C I B I A D E S .  3 3  

A C T  111. S C E N E  I. 
S C E N E the Camp. 



34 A L C I B I R D E S .  
'TIS tlue, when in then Hands a Rule they gain, 
They know to d e  that Power, not rnalntaln. 
Llke Plrates in a Eleet, awhile they may 
Secm dreadful ; but when by forne julIer Force 

Bach his owa Safety leeks, and firinks away. 
Oppos'd- 

Y ' I S S A P H E R 1 V E S .  
Yout Sir, have vmquilh'd Empyrors, fettcr'd Kings : 

States are Tuch mean and derplcable Things, 
Compar'd with other Glor~es y*ave fubdu'd, 
Thelr Conquefi feerns but a foft Interlude. 

[T'' n 1 n p t ~  from far /arclld a Rctr'enr. 

E t z t e r a M s s s E ~ o ~ ~ .  



A L ’ C  I’l3’1 A D  E 3: 



- 36  A L C I B I A D B S ,  
Rire, Sir, and give this Ceremony o’er, 
The PoRure III becomes a Conquelor. [Alcib. 

Conqu’rors that are triumphant in the Field, 
Mutt at them Monarch’s Feet  their  Flophles yield ; 
For all thofe Glorles which their Conquefis clalm, 
They only have fubordìnnte from them 
Thus, tho’ my >wold this Captive has o’ercome, 
Ir is from you he muR expefi his Doom. 

A L C I B I A D B S .  

T H E  R A M N E  S. 
Yes, and  in thls you have o’ercomc hlm too, 

He cnnnot talk, Slr, half fo faR as you: 
d e ,  tho’ I am your l’riioner, I hate 

-o hear gour Pride upbrad me wlth my Rte.  

Why, Sir, was’t not m y  Favaur thar you I l r e ?  
A L C I B I A D E S .  

F ‘ N E W d i I Z N E S .  
No, for T hate  thnt Llf: 1 our I 3 . d  d ~ d  give. 

Km\-,, h;rd pour Fate been mmc-- 
J Ihould hme urg’d kind Deking more home, 
h d  thcra have levcll’d, R~vnl, in your room. 

A L C I B I A D B S .  
Slr, for you] Love, you h e w  but weak Pletence, 

x! Ilen all your Arpments me Iniolence. 
V ~ i . a ~ c e  dacs ~t Qmng ? 

P ’ N B R  A M N E  S. 
-From whence j o u r  Dl% you drnw, 

I,Ol’e, that ne’er clopg’d his P r d ~ l y t e s  wlth Law. 
1 I JV ’~  thn falr One hit, nnd you muR know 
I’j1 love hcr fiill, and whnt‘s a11 that to you f 

This R w l e d - ,  Sil, my Fury can’t e n g q e  : 
A L C T B I A D E S ,  

>-cl1 are 111 ma11nerYo, : I I ~  beuc.~rh my h g c  
F FI E- 



A L C I B I A D E S ,  
T H E  R A M N E S .  

But  know, 1’11 follow Rill my  Hate to thee ; 
Mor haII my Chans obltrnfi thy Deitlny 
Thou dldR  fiuupplanb me  in Tzinrandru’s Love, 
Por which I gave thy  Glories a Remove ; 
And on thy Ruins marl& rnyfelf more great : 
But fince mv Wdhes Fate would not corndeal; 
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A L C I B I A D E S .  
Your gen’rous Pity ro our LTithful Flames, 

’I hat Powel which i t  gave ’cm JuRly clums. 
Thus happy by you1 great hdulgence made, 

ln JOYS fo perfetl, nothmg can remove : 
Your fpreading Glollcs d e r  Ihall hink or fade,. 

’1 ill you forget t’afpire, and we to love. 
But how dare 1 u h p  the It ,it Pletence, 
W110 only bonon. .:Il m y  Laurels heace I [PornlLlrrg f a  Pat;* 
T h i s  is that noble Y o ~ ~ t h ,  who, w11e11 I Itood 
Dcfcct on ev’ly fide w t h  Ixath and Blor~d, 
T o  m y  1:cl~F iuch gcn’rous Succour Lruught, 
And thmgs io much &ve ev’n Wonder wrought. 

P A P R O C L V S .  
You, Sir, that taught me Pnendflllp, taught me too 

Wow nruch IS to that faclcd L Ltlc due. 
No, Sr, if lour L h  at hazard he, 
‘J-ho’ thourand Dtaths fl~ould dare mc, on 1’11 fly, 
And conquer all, or blavrly wlth YOU die. 

A L C I B I A D E S ,  

3g ~ L C I ’ B I A I i E S ;  
No greater Aims nor more Ambition know, 
Than how, Sir, to oblige him that ferves yon- 



A E C I B I A D E S ;  39.' 

I ' I S S A P H E R N B S .  
In this warm Comfort  patiently 1'11 fit, -. Till Fate  hall come and claim her lateli Debt. 

Sometlmes my Youth's paR l'riurnphs 1'11 review, 
And pleafe mpfelF they were  approv'd by you : f .  
Alas, l've nothing elfe left now to do. [ I v o h m l ~ .  

PoKef3 theFather asyou.'ve galn'd theSon. [8~nhareshtb:- 
I Oh my deal Boy ! Sir, be my Joy thus illown, 

K m e .  L 

Monarchs, thus propt, the Shocks of Fate defy : 
No Bonds fo firm PS thok whlch Bncndflnp tie. 

[ExifKmg uttendu'. 
Manent AI C I B I A D B ~ ,  T I M A N D R A ,  and DRAXILLA, 

A L C I B I A D B S .  

Thofc large Endearments, which your Love has made ?y 

8 u r  Hqypnefs w111 but imperfea prove, 
If 'midit the growing Plealures of our Love,* 
W e  nothlng elfc 1n Gratitude cau do, 
'Than only wilh n I-Iappl~~cfi  to you. 

N o w ,  noblelt Silter, how lhall be repay'd 

B R A X I L L A .  
What 1 have clone, Su, never had regalcl 

To r h t  Gnlltcr thmg we call Reward. 
Good Deeds their WOJ th and value have fi0111 hence, 
They  their o\vn G l o ~ y  are and Kecompcncc. 

Bu t SiRcr, if I myht one QueRion move ? 
A L C I B I A D B S .  

D R A X I L L A .  
Your Flea'iurc, Slr ?- 

A L C I B I A D E &  
-Could yoti not, Madam-love 

The P1 lend, l n  wham I'm happy h i c e  I came, 
ln lionours ;II I L ' I I O W ~ ' ~  as ln  ius N;unç p 

I-IC, 





A L C I B L A D E S .  
Rather than in my BI eaft his Image bear, 
l’d l u e  It from my Heart,  or flab i t  there. 

TIS  SAP IIE R NB S. 
Stay, Ieft you fllould 111 onounce too rnfll a Doom ; 

Belleve it 19, n E1o.v wlll wound you home. 
But l will try- 
~ ~ l l a t  gen’lou; Refolution yoti exprcfs. 
Know then you muít h m  Ælcllradef- 

P A T R O C L U S .  
Protelit me  Henv’n I can you command that I 

should break tbat Knot you did fo lately tie ? 
M ‘ d t  not  your Love that  dtd  our  Irmndlhip join I 
Dld not your ktnd Embraces fecond miner’ 

‘ T I S S A P I I E R N E S .  
Bmbraces I Love I and ICindneC I what are theh ? 

T h e  outward Varnilh that  our  Hearts dlfgulfe. 
Hait thou io long  with Colirts convelfant been, c 

The various Turns of Power and Greatnefa feen, 
And haR thou not this MyRery yet found, 
Always to h i l e  m’s Face we mean to wound i’ 
Come, you muft hate h m ,  nay and lcdl h m  toorn 

P A I ‘ A O C L U S  
Oh let me rnthcr  beg my Death from you. 

Can you command me, Su-, to wound a Heart,> 
%‘hereof I do poKefs fo gteat a Part ? i 
In  that 1 houid prove  a Sclf-murderer ; 
Plercing 111s B r e d ,  I fiab m y  own Image thelea 

I ’ I S  S AP H E  R N E  S. 
Come, lay thefe ~ d l e  boylfl1 Scruples down, 

Do as becomes your Vutue and my Son. 
Ca11 you behold hiln rcv’hng 111 my I’lace,, 
And turning n11 my Iqonours to 1)lfjpncc : 
And cao’you of fo little Value prim 
‘The I-!onour of you$ ljlood, not to flled h i 3  p -  

e A- 





# L C I B I A D E S .  4 3  
T I S S A P H E R N E S .  

1 fear I’ve too much trifled with this Boy ; 
Culfe on hls Honour, ’m111 my Hoper dehoy. 
But I’ll imooth all in tune. O my dear Son, 
NOW art thou worthy to be call’d my o m -  
None but a Heart, rhat’s tluly noble, conl’d 
Bvcr deferve a Title  to my Elood 
No, m y  y& Loth in your brave Friendhip be 
As truly happy as I am in thee. 
ThRt’s WAR- [A&&& 

PATR O C L US. 

Our  Friendhip a does he once more crown our Love D 
Oh, SII, let Lhus my Acknowledgment be glv’n, 
As we for Bl~f inp  offel Thanks  to Henv’s. [Kndr -  

T I S S A P H B R N E S .  

Is then my Father kind ? can he approve 

Rife, rife, thou Comfort  of my Age ; I now 
Hw.e underhod ail l could, wirï to knaw- 
Alas, in thls Difguife I dld but try 
The Stten th and VII tue of thy Lonfiancy. 
’ I is a Refefllment to this  hoaly Head, 
T o  prove that Va tue rvhlch mylelf have blcd. 
T Ilus blefi ln Pcace I’ll to my Grave defcend, 
As the declinmg  Sun goes down nt Night, 
Pleas’d with the R1hg of an Off-$ring Light. 

P A T R  O C L US. 
Such myitic Ways Fate does our Loves canfirm, 

As rooted Trees Rand fafier hy a  Stolm. 
After this Shock our Frw.ndlh1p’s more fecure, 
AB Gold try’dm  thePire comes folth more pule, [ E ~ g f r  

T I S S A P H B R N E S .  
There’s fome Foundatlon yet fbr my Delign ; 

The Captive’s brave, 1’11 tly to make him mlne. 
Unwrary’d I will let my Fu~y range, 
And leavo no Elenrt nniearch’d to find Revengc. [BAZA 

s c E N 8  





A L C I B I A D B S .  45 
T’HERAIMNB S. 

Tor what d u  IC Fnds do you thls QeRion bring? 
Dare ! s’dtath, old Sir, I dale do any thing. 

T I S S A P H E R N B S .  
That Word then a11 m y  former Doubts fecures; 

Be only lefolute, and I;mmdra’s youls. 
hQ stratagems fo fubtly I will hy, 
That to your Arms your MrItrafi 1’11 betray. 
Thus then,  as the firR Step to mir DeGgn, 
Your Guards 1’11 with adqlterated W m  
Secure; fo they charm’d l n  a lethargy, 
1’11 from your Bonds and P r h  fet you fiee. 
’l’hm, when lame luppy Moment fhnll prefënt., 
Th:undra left unguarded in her Tent, 
Both of us thlther ln clil’gull‘e wdl move, 
T o  cnd your lbval, and compleat your Love. 
For when you1 fill of Bkfs you have enjoy’d, 
And our full Pleafures wlth thcmfelves are cloy’d : 
J thlt i er will alarm our Enemy, 
Where by both Swords hc fllnll be h r e  to die. 
And the next N I  ht (the Watch-wold given by me) 
You may ’fcape t f 110’ the Gu.uds to bberty.  





A L * C ~ B I A D E S ,  
PAI‘R u CL Lis. 

Phch h i n t  Ei l iys  may C t  a coinmon R ~ I I I C ,  
But my Defires have B far nobler Aim, 
Religious NOIIOIII ,  md’a Zeal that’s t1 ue, 
Ra~s’d by that Delty to which i fue. 

W R A X I L C A .  
Thofe who to Ccities their Off’rings pay3 

Malce t h c u  Acldrdes in an lumblel way,  
Not I n  a Confidence of what they g m ,  
But modefi Hopes of what they Ihalf receive. 

PASROCLUS. 
I in my OfPlhg no Affurancc have, 

Tho’ an Ambltion to become your Slave. 
D R A X I L L A .  

Yes, but when once admitted to that Place, 
You’ll R111 be looking for Come AAS of Grace. 

P A P R O C L U S .  
Same little Favours Pity can’t deny, 

You are too noble to ufe Cruelty. 
D R A X I L L A .  

P A T R O C L U S .  
See, Sil, the Qeen 1 I beg yon, SII, folleal. 

Maddm, this way- [ EXCWJP. 

Ejltcr QU E B N Und A R D E L L A. 

~ U E S A ?  
Did he then Tuffer 110 Sllrpr~zc no h e w  

Of Alteration? Let’s the P~ogrefi a I. .IlOW. 

A B D E L L A .  
In order, Madam, to y o ~ r  Commnnd, I w x t ,  

And met him cornmg from the Royal Tent: 
Where, after th’ ufu’ual Ceremoma paR, 
E’er, I wndd fealt, r gave h m  firil n “h; 
7’old h i m  how 1nnc.h hls Courqc you “p rov’d, 
T h  he in no lnenn l’ad1 of Ghry r n o v ’ l  

\v110 
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4.8 A L C I D I A D E S .  
Who in his Arms had fo ftlccefiful becn, 
T’engage a Monarch, and oblige a Qleen. 
Then nealcr came, and whirper’d fiimetl~ing more, 
Began to ~ntimate Love’s mi hty Yow’r. 
He brikly took the h m ,  an 5 readlly 
Began to urge fome pretty 7’hings to me. 
By which encouraB’d, I to th’ Bufinefi drew, 
Told him in fine It only was his due 
To be admlr’d by all, and lov’d by YOU, 

2 p E B N .  
And did not then his nlter’d Looks betray 

Some Ecflafy forne Marks of livcly Joy 

No, Madam, he knew tettcr Policy, 
Talk‘d of your Honour, and his  Loyalty ; 
Pmc fmoorhing Tcrms to cloke a Pafion in. 
But If your Majelly- 

A R D B L L A .  

&!7SEN. 
M. hat ? 

A R D B L L A .  
-EInd Lut  fccn 

H o w  much his Carriapi did lus Words dcccive, 
Whcn with n gentle h1gl1 he took ]lis I cave, 
As if he Inngu~flAi t111 the M~note came. 

C U E B  N 
1)olt thou hen think hc e11tc1 tains m y  ]:l,lmc 3 

Let’s to m y  Tent, and wait 111s coming thcrc. 
buch Sw:vn1s OF LOVC w A i n  my lireali t h - c  me, 
1 he fleat’s too fu~~oua for m y  Soul to bear, 
W h  would I grve but for n l ’ a h  ot I 
Oh, thc clroicc Smects of ;L ~01’11 HappiluXs ! r&tttnt. 

A C T  
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%%SE% 
I 
?’ A C T  IV. S C E N E  I, 

> A L C I B I A D B S ,  pu. 
AL C l B I A D  B S. 

NDER what fatal Planet was I born! 
Sureat myBirth the Heav’ns themielves did mourn; 

> Dqointed  Nature did her Courre forbear, 
And held withm her Womb a Civil war. i 1 who but now dld Fame and Conquefi bring, 
And added to the Glouea of a Kmg, 

F MUR fee  my Trophies all thrown down again 
By the bare Panions of a lufiful ueen I 
w h y  was not I barn to a common B ate, 

, Free from the glorious Troubles of the Great ? 
I SO in fome humble Cell my Years have fpent, 

Blefi wlth a private peaceable Content. 
The vulgar Mortal fcels not Fortune’s Harms ; 
The highell. S t ruhres  Rill are b o k  wlth Storms. 
Sec too, fi‘& here, what hall I do or fpeak ¿ 
Fate has beret me, I’ve no way to take, 

Entt-rQuEEN a n d A R D B L L A .  

E U S  B N. 
My Lord, you fornethmg difcom os’d appear ; 

9 Surely there’s nothmg that can frlg K t you here. 
A L C I B I A D E S .  

MajeRy, Madam, 1s a thing divine. 

If that dlRurb you, Sir, L’Il lay by mine. 
Methinks I apprehend a reater bide, 
T o  view the Man whofe &lories fpread 5 wide. 

V O L .  1, D A L C I -  

I CUEEN. 



A L C I B I A D E S .  
A L C I R I A D E S .  

Madam, you on ’em fet too high a Pnce. 

Perhaps 1 fee not, Sir, with common Eyes : 
They beR of Honour Judge that Honour have : 
1 find a Secret in me fays y’are brave ; 
You need ‘not,.Sir, unfold it, you can gueL. 

How craftily ff~e would her LuR expre9, 

CUEBN. 

A L C I R I A D E S .  

And fet her 111s oKwith a winning Dreh ! 
What’s to be done, which way half I conclude ? 
I muit abufe my King, or muR be rude. 
l cannot {peak- 

A L c r B r A D E s .  
Smiles, Madam, were too infolent a Joy. 



1'11 wipe 'em off; iome, Si< your Fears &mov;, 
-You need not blulh to tell m e  that you love. 
1'11 do it for you, nay, I more will do, 
Blum for myfelf too when I blufh for you. 
Sure this will take ; what does your Wonder man) 
Is Love fo &ange ?- 

A L C I B I A D B S .  
-Oh name nor that again ! 

Could you h c h  Wrong M Royal Agis do ? 
Tkiak what's to Heaven and to your Virtue due. 

, , ZUEEN. 
MUR I be hated then I and, Si, by you ? [Angrily, 

Pih, why d'you talk of Heav'n  and Virtue now ? [Mtlu'b, 
A L C I E I A D E S .  

Not new-vade Mothcrs to their Infants bear 
A firmer Pallion, 01 a tend'rer Care. 
Shew me yours, 01 your Honour's Enemy, 
Sec with what Vi our t'your Reven 
FOI you with Li B e 1 willmgly cou1 r part:; Rym 
n u t  whillt that lafis, fimamira has my Heart. 

D z  qJm?3e'N. 



52 A L C I B I A D E S .  
X U E  E N, 

The heavy Pleafures of the Marriage Bed, 
D u l l  Repetition Coon wdl render dead. 
'raile fremer Joys, and when they tedious glow, 
Then Lhe old Pleafures may reem gay and new. 

Could I expeQ to hwe hch Language heard, 
, A L C I B I A D E S .  

U here Beauty and fuch Innocende appear'd 3 

1 CUP E N. 
3 l Can you my little reduty rhen  approve,' 

And is't io difficult a thing to love i . 

Love, Madam I only be as truly good, 
A5 you BTC fair, T hall not need bc woo'd ; 
I'll love you as the SlRer of my Blood. 

A SiRer's Love's a lean d i p d  Bhfs, 
So little, we can hardly name what 'm. 
Where is the Tranfport, EcSn$, Delight I q 

'1 1s like thm Meat to a harp Apytite, 1 d 

A L C I I I I A D E ~  
y,."4* 

$U E E hr. 

ALCIBIAD%S. 
I know y'rre beauteous as the blufhing Morn: 

Your Beam5 the 1 uitre of a King adorn, 
That Kin , whcfe Piety me happy made ; 
And c m  f In return profane h u  Hect? 
Tho', Madam, I've liv'd free, an¿ never  ret 

Yet raire not new ebeIGo&in my ßlood : 
Beauty hath  Darts toii'kecn to be withltood. 

Yet all ils Power has no 1 wce der  you, 
Your crucl ! en t's immoveable ; but know 
'rwll to y o u ~  I-'onrrur L but 111 apply'd, 
That €or your I ove a Q e e n  neg1cc;erl dy'd, 

- 1 i m m  to any t h i n y e  ea11 Relight, 

CUEEN 

. 
k AL G E  



A L C I B I A D B S .  53 
A L C I B I A D E S .  

What is’t your Majelly would have me do? 

EUS B N. 
Are you Co ignorant  that  you don’t know 

A L C I B I A D E S .  
Death 1 not to have forne Senfe, were to unman 

MyfeIf, but I’ll be Conqu’ror If 1 c m .  
Should I be made a Ca tive to her Charms, 

in my &mndra’s Arms ? 
I’ll for my Freedom try. [ApLfG. 

Madam,  no longer 1’11your Pow’r deny [To t h L & & ~ ~  
For if there Eyes had  ne’er T‘zinranh a known, 
YOU only rnlght have call’d my Heart your o\vn. 
But whilR with her I enjoy Love  and Life, 
And you remain the  nughty 44gìs’ W~fe  ; 
Know this is all 1 can In Juitice do, 
I’m ready on your lenit Commands, to hew 
I kve for her ; but yet could dle for p u .  

MUR T then  only border upon BliL ? 
Refi on the Confines of my Liapplnefs ? 
As Souls that  are excludcd Heav’n for Sin, 
See all its Glories, but can’t entel ln. 

ALCIBIADES. 
No, Madam ; free from che dull Clogs of Selbfe, 

% Q U E E N .  

We’ll reap I- ellghts of nJklcr d!ccllence. 
Cur  entnln’c! Soula each alhe1 fldl enjoy, 
’I’lcad Vlrtue’s Paths, and nevcr lore t1he.r way- 
I ut ~t one ln lus [V’otion chance to err, 
Strait regnlntc I t  by thc other’s Sphere. 
-1 111 at thc lafi, 
V hen  the  ihort Zodiac of this Life we’ve p& 
With new-impt Zeal beyond the  Stars we’ll fly, 
‘There meet, and mingle to a Deity, 

7 
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P I S S A P H I R N $ , $ ,  
Now, Sir, y’are free, and profperoz& move, 

To reap the long wiht Harvefi of yORr Love, 
One Minute and y’nre in TmLrmfra’s Arms, 
Naw fitter’d 111 rhe Power of her Charms : 
Methinks the Thought wan m y  old blood alarms. 

T U E R R M N B S .  
His Rage h e  works him to au Ecilafy : 

How the old Monfiel hag3 h&$dlnny 1 
Goad Sir, difpatch, I cannot bfook Delay ; 
J wafie in kxpeEtat1on of my Joy. 
But hark, did you not hear a murm’ring Talk ? 

Perhaps ’tis h e  corne in  d11s Grove to walk : 
Stny, here they are ; by Heav’n-the farne, ’tis fie. 
petreat awhile; bbR Opportunity ! [Thy gut0 ibcDo~+. 

Eatt?T 

T I S S A P H B R N E S .  

I 



P I I I I A N D R A .  
My Lord IThEvamnes C by what lucky Hap 

Have you from Guards and Prifou mqde Efcapc i’ 

’la of fuch pure Divinit potfefi, 
And from Ignoble BonJage fo fecure, 
That feeble Chains fall off, and lofe their Pow’r. 

4 I M A N D R A .  

LcR by fome fatal Chance y’are once more lolt. v 

I H E A A M N B S .  

P H B R A Y N I S .  I 

Who wears your facrcd Ima e in his BreaRI ’ 

Then, Sir, in  your intended Plight make haRe, 

No, 1 enjoy a noble1 Safety hrle ; 
N o  D;Lnger dares approach when you arc near : 
TheTc Grovcs to Lovcrs B l i h  are dedmte, 
Free from th’ uncivll 0utr:rges of Pate. 
Come, let’s to lomething like Ueltgl~t draw nigh, 
And lofe öurfclvesawhtle in EcRaly. lSeiaerroug@ PII hr. 

P l M A N D R A  
Guard me, ye Powers 1 Drxllln, htlp : my Lord! 

D 4  T I S -  



56 A L C J B I A D E S  
T ’ I S S R P H E R N E S ,  

Good, gentle Madam, if you pIcafe, one Word. 
[Draxdlarrmr ortt, nyingHc/p,n,~~Tin’~phernes @W her. 

TB4 A AMHIS s. 
I cannot fee my Rwal bleit alone ; 

TIM A N D  R A. 

Fee, Sir, it 1s liirrundta heds a Tear ; [T$ retnrns. 
Her whom you vow’d you lov’d with noble l+lome : 
Oh don’t by favn e Luit profirne that Name I 
If ’tis the Envy o f  your Rival’s Joyl 
Remove, remove th’ Oflince lbme other wa*- 

h.] uR he  reap all the bweets, and 1 have none ? 

_1 This OutraRe, on m y  Knees I beg, fo~bear: 

S w c  Lut my Honour, and my Llfè dehoy, 
T H E R A M N E S .  

Such Tenderneb might c001 another’s Bloodj 
fur I am too unh3ppy to be good. 
et Vutue to dull Anchorites repair, 

A ho ne’er bad Soul enough to know Defpaìr. ’ 
1’11 bsnjfi the Encroacher from my ErerR, 
And fl~ake him off e’er he take hold too.faR, 
Come, let’s retue within this L‘ove] t by ; 
1 am impatient, and my Blood toils high. 

T I M A N D  R A. 

T H B R A M N B S .  

T’lltiEAIVDRA. 

Ehrer A L o 1 B i A D E s. 
A L  C I B  IAW E S. 

OhHcav’nsI turll,bafe‘el~ell-~~ound,turn,anddie.[Dr~~,. 
P H E R  A M N B  S, 

That, Si, wrll thus be better underflood. [Drawr. 
T I  S- 

J will not go, 1’11 die a Martyr here. ~ 

Then 1 mufi drag you. 

- halb’mus Rsrvdhcr ! 
Oh+ oh! 

-Did 1 not hear a tender Lry 1 

I 

I 

‘4 
I 



A L C I B I A D B S .  A L C I B I A D B S .  57 1 
T I S S A P H E R N E S .  

E n t e r P A ~ n o c ~ u s .  
P AT’R O.CL US. 

How%  thls ? affaulted ! and by fuch bale Odds ! 
Courage, my  Friend 1 - 
[Aper ajerce FigAt ietwem Alcibiades adTheramnes, 

Patroclus andTiffirphernes, Patroclus dràlvez hisFutbtr 
- a f t b c  Stage, arrdAlubiàdes rws Theramnes tho&. 

J L C I B I A D E S .  
-To the chfi  Abode8 
Of tortur’d Sduls that ‘in dnrk  Horror dwell, 
Thus fly, and to thy fellow Devils tell, 
Tt was my Sword that fent thy Soul to Hell. 

I N E R A M N E S .  
Hold, Sir, enough ; 1 mufi your ViBlm fall, 

Tho‘ an Attonement for my S m  too Tma11. 
My h b y  Soul can makc no longer Stay, 
Death tolls his Leaden-bell, and cnlla away. , 
And now like fome fad Trav’ler tnkmg View 
Of the  long Journey that I have to go, 
WhilR I nly  Thoughts  tn IIrav’n’s fweet Manfions tond, 
Wltlloat 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 muR have  Welcome there, 
As Incede that 1s offer’d up with Pray’r. 

My  Pardon  and my Prayers  too receive ; 
Q I M A N D R A .  

More  than yonr Guilt could rik me I coalcl give : 
Be bnppy as your Penitence is true ; 
And may kind Heav’n forgive you, as I da, [Wfehs. 

T ’ H E R A M N B S .  k. 

Ah ! can your Piety  vouchfafe a Tear 
Of Plty on an ~mpious Ravilher ! 

D 5  MY 



58 A D C I B T A D E S .  
I U” 
I4 My Soul will ledve me in an EcRnfy ; 

And I h a l l  *ant the Senfe to know 1 die. 
Thus, pure  Divinity, at your Feet I bow ; 
Here ’tis my Soul would make  her lateit  Stay : 
Nor can he- 
Beginning  hence her Journey, m ~ f i  the Way. 
But I’d forgot ; beware of-, i [Birr. 

A L C I B I A D E &  
W h o  can fear, 

That is fecur’d by  Charms io pow’rful here ? 
Wlthin there Spheres m y  Guardlan Angels move; 
There are my Seats of Safety, as of Lobe, 

Q I M A N D R A .  
4. I L I  

They weakly  others guard, that  cann’f&$’hd I t 
Thernfelves ; I fear Tare Mifchief msy depend ~~~ ,, 
O n  thls Difafier- 

Entep P A T R O C L U B .  1 

So when a Storm blow&&, ’ 

, i, 

A L C I B I A D E S .  , 

rAnd a calm Breme  has imooth’d the rugged Deep, 
T h e  ~0yfi11 Mariners  can  fear no more : 
B u t t h u s e m b r a c e , a n d l u l l t h e i r C ~ r e ~ ~ a e ~ . [ ~ ~ b ~ a c e J ~ ~ ~  
Welcome m y  Life’8 Froteaor, only Friend. ’ 
H n h  ! what eoes  that fad Look, and Sigh intend j 
Are you, 511, wounded ?- 

P A T A O C L U S .  

AL C I B I A D B S .  
Yes, too deep, I fear. 

Forbid it, Heaven ! 

-Oh here, Sir, here i 
My Soul is ierc’d, Pm tortur’d ev’ry where : 
Your Frien B I ah let that Tit le  be no more; I 

Bcl~old me as a Wretch forlorn and poor. i’ ’4 ’ ’ 
Imagina 

Y 

4 



A L C I ß r A D E S .  

il Tnlagine ev’ry Form of Mifery ; 
And when you’ve furnrn’d up all, then look on me. 

A L C I R I A D E S .  

P A T R O C L U S .  
Oh, Sir, you mut? not hear,  nor muff I f eak. 

Palnt o u t  black Horror m its deepeit D r e d  
And Troops of Murder hov‘rinz o?er  your Head; I 

And when that hideous Mzfiuëof HéIl you fee, 
Think, ifyou cm, that they came all from me. 

Confuiion 1 haw my Thoughts begin to fiart ! 
A L C I B I A D E S .  

A new unwonted Heat has redd m y  Heart, 
Somethin unruly, that would fain get place i 
But 1’11 fuP6duyt.-13e free, kind Friend, alas I 
Force me not wrong our Friendhp and yonr Worth* 

P A T R O C L U S .  
That Charm’s refiitlefa, and I fcel ’twill forth. 

But oh it muR not; Duty does forbid ; 
Yet what’s my Duty if my Honour bleed ? 
Know then,-now that this flubborn Henrt wouldbreak! 
My cruel Father-oh P dare not fpeak. 

A L C I B I A D E S .  
Hah I 

P A V R O C L U S . ”  
Led  by fome blind mikaken jedoufy, 

Heaps Trenfom upon you? and Shame on me, 
I t  was by him Thet n m m  made Efcape, 
And ’trvq he back‘d him i n  this impious Rape. 
But  oh no more ! Shame doeo m Words hppref‘s : 
Yet think what he will do that J urR do t h m  
1’11 go and try if I hia Rage can itay : 
I dwbf the Stream another wcy, [ E d  Patrocllw. 

D 6  ALCI- 



€2) A L C I B I X D B S ,  
AL C J B l R D  B S. 

Kind Youth, I cnnnot fear thy Father’s Hate : 
He fills his Honour at too cheap B Rate. 
What have J done that could be call’d a Wrong ? 
No, I’ve a Guard of Innocence too itrang ; 
Whilit I unfpotted that and  Frlendhhip lmr, 
Nu Danger IY fo great that I need fear, 

T J M A N D R A .  
Yet be not, Sir, regwllcfs of my Fenrs ; 

$orne Pity have ofthere Cad Sighs and ‘Tears. 
Mrl1itller, oh wll~ther would your Rnlhnefi leed 8 
TO urge a Ruin  lerell’d at your Head ! 
1 cc W- 
T o  fome Recefs that’s fafe and humble go: ’ . 
flmanrlra cat1 bear an thhg wich you, 
Let Jnt’relt the unfix’ LI .and wnv’ring fway ; 
With US-- 
Lova hall fupply what Fortune t~lccs away. 

Sure ’tis not my Pïmurdra’e Voice Z Itear : 
She ne’er hnd Cade to think thar I could f w 9 .  

IIrve I fo man Dangers over paR, 
Poorly to hrin Y E from ~ i ~ l n n y  at laa P ‘  
No, with my lnnoaence 1’11 brave his Elate, 
A d  meet i t  I n  a free undaunted State : 
See n11 with Smiles, al  fe~rlcfi n11d aa gay, 
As Infante unconcertPd at Dnllgurs play. 

A L C J B I A D E S ,  

T.; 
1 7  

T Z M A N D R A ,  
Then 1’11 perform what ta m h v e  is due 1 

UaReddy Doubts be one $lidFears adieu : 
1 wcre wworthy of $e deart you gave, 
Were 1 thnn you lcfi faithful, or lefa brave. 
Alrd OF my Courr~gc too this l’roof 1’11 give, 
Whcrl you dare mect a Death, 1’11 icornato live, 

Nor 



A L C I B I A D B S .  ax 
Nor longer be Q Vaffal to my Fear ; 
We’ll in each other’s Chance a Portion bear. 
So Fate has thus at leaR fome Kindnefs fhown, 
Neither can wretched be, nor LleR alone, [Exertfrt. 

S C E N E III. The Camp. 

Eettr T r S S A P H B R N B S and four Yilhhs. 
, T I S  S-APHE R N E  S. 

Idt done ?- 
~ t v r u A m .  
t your Will’s fulfill’d ; 

ads, as they lay drunk, were kifl’d : 
y the Ambulh you had laid 

For your Retreat, was in  her Phght betray’d. 
4 1 S S A P H E R N E S .  

Ne t, as from me, be there aMelTage rent, 
T d  l$& my Son attend me in my Tent ; 
In’s l’affage thlther you may reize him, fo 
Convey hun to the Cave- 

I V I L  z A m .  
-My Lord, we go. 

YOU know your Bus’npfs : So, the dng is here. 

P I S S A P H E R N E S .  
Ye are the belt: of Rogues ; but difa pear : [Ex. 3 &l. 

Enter K r n c an¿ Q u  B E N mmdrd. 
KING. 

Q I S S A P H E R N Z S .  
Lead to the Grove- 

Oh, Sir,  there’s Treafon in the Camp ; retreat, 
But now the Guards t in Confuíìon met, 
Who led me where Tbcratnner I beheld, 
T h e  late Athcnram Captive General, kill’d. 
That little Breath he had left, h’employ’d to h e w  
His Honour, and his Gallantry to you ; 

Treafona 



62 A L C I B I A D E S .  

Treafonq ío Rrangc and horrid did relate, 
As would fcem a h o i t  Treafon to  re ear. 
But, Sir, you have no longer Safety P lere : 
Secure yourfelf, and Ieave all to my Care. 

K I N G .  
No more ! you know not what you urge me to ; 

Secure myrelf! am I a King or no ? 
The Monarch, who when Dan er’s near fits down, 
Shews but a feeble Tide to a i! htonq: 
The  beR Securities in Courage are ; ** 

We but fubfcribe to Treafons which we fear. 
Be  free, and let me the bold Traitor know, I 

To Rem the  Torrent I myfelf will go : 
.In State 1’11 meet the fond capricious Wretch,’r’ , , I 

And dace him with that Crown which he would faatch. 
T ‘ P S S A P H B R N E S .  

Alas, dread Sir, force me not to declare, 
The Nnme would wound your faued BreaR to hear. 
I in revealing, Honour &odd offend : 
H e  once was Noble, Sr, and call’d me Friend, I 

K I N G .  
How, Sir, your Friend ! and Traitor  to my Crown : 

Reveal him, or hi6 Treaf6ns are your aka, 
F ~ S S A P H E R N E $ .  

AIas, but mull I l-’& fo foul a Deed, 
r cannot fpeak. 

K I N G .  

$ I S S A P H E R N B S .  
Hell, Sir; d’ye play ? Proceed. 

Then to be Ihort, he you fo.lkt2ly hove 
T’engage in  all the firweft Tyes of Love,, 
H e  whom you almofi had fiom nothing rais’d, 
And on the highell Seats of Honour plac’d ; 
Has thence this Uie of all your Favours fh~wn, ’ I ’  ’ 
T o  make ’em Steps to mount into your Thrane. 

K I N G .  



A L C I B I A D E &  

K I N G .  
Defend me ! what do I hear I- 

: "  ~ I S S A P H B R N E S .  
Yee, Sir, 'tis he, and thus his Plots were laid. 

Th' Account I from the dymg Captive had ; 
Whom he with Liberty had bnb'd, to Jorn 
With him in this his treacherous DeGgn : 
This Night wlth th! +Enemy  your Camp' t'invade, 
On Promde i t  fhould be by him betray'd. 
Which when S e  gallant CaptweAdid  difdati, 
He was to Combat dar'd, and by h1m flain. 
If you mfìfi on farther Evidence, 
Theranmes' murder'd Guards enough convince-. 
Hence you my falther Confirmation have. 

Be bold ; fpeik wHat thou know&- 
K I N G .  8 ,  

' (  ;. ~ , 4  vILLÀrx  ~- 
=l '-When'to relieve 

The 



A L C I B I A D B S ,  
The Captive’s Gliarda, J by Command was fent, 
I found ’em murder’d at the Door o’th’ Tent. 
In one Of’em fome Life did yet remain, 
Who told me they were  by our General flain, 
’Caufc they Tberumm’ Freedom had deny’d. 
More he had faid, but at there Words he dy’d. 

K I N G .  
Tt was enough. Treafon, how dark art thou ? 

h Shapes more various than e’er Proteus knew. 
By Heav’n 1’11 make him bare, defpis’d and poor, 
More wretched than e’er Monfier. was befòre, 
Naked, and Rript of all his Dignities, I 

1’11 lay his odious Crimes beföre his E es. 
Then when his  Mind 1s lab’rìog with K egret, 
To make his Infamy the more corn leat, 
Some common Slave fidl on him futlice do, 
And fend his Soul among the Damn’d below. 
Guards wait on hii- [Te Trffaphernca. 
G o  e’er my Love return and I repent, 
Andfeize u OA t h e  Traltor in h ~ s  Tent. 
A fpeedy d n g c a n c e  bell befits this Wrong, 
’Twere too much Mercy to delay it long. 

8Rim A L C I B I A D E S  a d T I M A N D R A .  

A L C I R I A D B S .  

! Z - 1 S S A P H B R N E S .  

Thus, Sir, the ging falutes you. (GuuydJJezge Alc. 
A L C I B I A D B S ,  

* I  

This way’s the King ? 

He’s bere  lea t inro e V  Net, 
0 

Slaves, retreat. 

Alas, my Lord t 
‘ T ’ I M A N D R A .  

T ‘ I , S S A P H R R N E S ,  

The IeaR of ‘em f never durit witlIRand, 
-Sir, ’tis rhe  King’s Command, 

B L C L  

Y 



A L C I B I A D E $ .  65 
ALC IR I A D  E S 

But, Sir, what Meaning can  this Urage  bear ? 
TISSAPHERNER 

T h e  Eng, SW, qulckly all your Doubte will clear. 
K I N G  

Away with h m ,  thou Poifon to my Eyes. 

The bafeR Wretch  not unconntkd dies. 
Sir,  let me know what ’tis that 1 have done, 
Unworthyof m Honour  or our Cmwn. 
I f   in  your (hU2 who’d Epen i h ~ s  dear& Blood, , , 
And is, to be your meanelk Vdal, proud, 
No greater Welfare than in yours does know, 
I f  he be an Offender, I am To. 

And gild wlth hat tery hm foul Intent 1 
How cunpin ly he would feem innocent, 

Thus Tmtors in their Fall are  like  the Sun, 
Who f i l l  looks fairen a t  his goin down. 
‘Sdeath, Slr, do you believe me A d d  or Fool, 
Whom ev’ry fawning Word or Toy can  rule 3 
By Heav’n 1’11 let you fee, Sir, your MlRake ; 
Hence with theTraltor  quickly  to  the  Rack. 

A L C I B I A D B S .  

K I N G .  

A L C I B I A D G S .  
Sir, hear me fpeak- 

K I N G .  
What isst that yo11 can fay, 

Who would my Crown and your o%vn I ruR betray ? 
W hen you fiam Pnfon €et the Cnptlve free, 
Barely to win him to your Treachery . 
Whom,  when on  him yoor Flots could  nothing do, 
You kill’d, kaufe he Inole Honour had than YOU. 

A L C I B I A D G S .  
ry all above, Sir, I am innocent. 

I ne’er knew what the Thou h t  of Treafan  meant. 
B u t  laow from whence  this Terloufy you drew, 
From him that  hates me, and a h f i s  you . 

r.ct.amnes 



i 66 A L C I E I A D B S .  
‘i%crmnver had hisLiberty from hence : ~T’TiffapBernes. 
And for Deligns io bafe- 

- 4 1 S S A P H B R N E S .  
-Oh Impudence l 

T o  what prodigious Height will Treafon climb,! 
Dare you, Sir, charge me with your heavy Crime !’ 
Old as I am, my bword hall do me ngl~t. 
BU t- 

A L C I B I A D E S .  
-Monfier  hence, and them that fear thee fiight : 

Think’fi thou to play w t h  the black Decds th’ail done 3 
Were I but free, tho’ naked and alone, L 

Thou too defended by a derp’rate Crew, 
And all indeed more near being damn’d than thou 2 
This fingle Arm mould prove my C d e  IS good, 
And chlonicle my Honour i n  their Blood. I 

I K I N G .  
Is’t thus, Sir, you would plead  your Innoc&e ? 

Thiuk yon t’outbrave us with your Im udcaco 1 
Once more th! Traitor to his Toaurea!ew. 

But, Sir, your JuItlce,noM in too fevere. 
CUEEN. - 

’Twere an  ill  Trlumph after Viaorieù, 
To make the Conqueror the Sacrifice; 
That Gallantry fonle Privilege a a y  plead. 

X I N G .  
Hia Treafons arc too plain, and open Inid, 

And all  his Menta weigh’d again& them light. 
CUER N. 

Should we him guilty of w o r k  Crimes admit, 
And that in’s Denth you’d Rortlmfi Jufiice h e w p  
Yet to forgive's the llobler of the tHo. 

When Derdcmra pleads, l can’t deny : 
K I N G .  

HIS Doom’s this tunc recall’d, he hall  not dlc ; 





68 A L C I B I ~ D P S .  
Grief equaIly ignoble were las vain, 
Smce we at leafl in Heav’n haIl meet again. 

l 
A L C I B I A D E &  

So from their  Oracles  the Deities 
InRruA the ignorant World in MyRenes 
But, part! that Word would make a Samt derpair. 
Obedience cannot be a Vzrtue here. 
Jf Eo, ye Gods, ye have fuch Precepts giv’n, 
That an Example would conhund your Hmv’n : 
Dutles beyond Omnipotence you enjoin ; I 

Can you forfake jour Ileav’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 halt of thy Ends defpair, 
My Soul halt wait u on her ev’ry where, 
Nay I’¿ not fly to 8eily’n till fie came  there. 

Shall I thus fee myfelf out-brav’d ? Away, 

l 
I 

X I N G .  

He is a  Traitor  that but feems to say. 
[Ahbigdesjmtcht~ a Sword from ont oftkc Guard.. 

A L C I B I - A D E S .  
Now I am arm’d, Death to that Wietch that flics. 

K I N G .  
Si r ,  do not think to look us intu Fears ? 

I ; ~ f a r m h ~ m , G u ~ d s , o r k i I l h l m . [ ~ ~ g ~ g h t a r d ~ ~ ~ ~ b i ~ ~ .  
T I S S A P H E R N E S .  

A L  C I B l A D  ES. 
Pufh home, ye Dogs- 

-Sordid Slnres. 
Thus ev’ry Afs the helplefs Lion braves. 
Adleu, divine11 of thy Sex, adien 1 
I never thought that I could part till now. 
Now I dcferve the wore Fate has in Itore, 
‘l hat in fo brave a Caufc fhould do no mole. 

[Tbe G I M ~ J  I D  l e d   hit^^ @ L ce, 



A L C ~ B I A D E S .  
Yet itay, one took. Thau doea the Needle Reer 
T o  his lov’d North, and fain would come  more near; 
When m  the eager ProfpeRof his JOY, 
H e  is by fome rude ArtiR  fnatch’d away. 
Farewell - 

T ‘ I M A N D R A .  I 

Ere trouble you with fuch a thing as r, 
Let not a Sigh come  from you, but  belleve 
I’d rather be forgot, than you  Ihou’d gryfe. 

Farewel, and if your Memory 

- 1 .  v A L C I B I A D E &  
Such Worth hall in each Temple have a Shrine 

What, to  regam  her, would I not rehgn ? ’ 
,But he’s too  heav’nly to be longer mme. 

[Excurrt/everal way guarded, lookmg tack at each other. 
K I N G .  

She’s gone, but oh what mighty Charms there lie 
Couch’d In the narrow Circle of an  Eye I 
Had Ihe but Raid another Mlnute here. 
I had WOJ n L hains, and been her Prifoner : 
And lhll 1 fear my Hcart 1s not my own I 

For If io bnght when to R Dungeon gone, 
How wouldhe lhine umnphanton  aThrone ? [&S. 

CUE B N. 
So, now or never muit my Love  fucceed ; 

Valnly, weak Kmg, haR thou hls Doom decreed. 
In  thls beginnlng of his Fall th’d fiown 
h u t  the imperfea Flgure of thy own. 
Few t lours remun ’twixt thee and Dellmy, 
Till when grow dull in thy becunty. 
T‘’rmmdr u’s an1 thy Death 1s one  Defign ; 
ThealF a ,ro.vn can t e m p  him, beìs mm% [lbh. 

A C T  



A C T  V. S C , E N E  I. 
T l 8 S h P H B R N B B J Ô l W J .  

Y I S S A P H E R N E S ,  
O W like a Cion on my Prey I'll feaR ; 
Revenge, thou Solace to a troubled BEaR ! 

Could but T'heramnes in EIirum know, - I 

How would his Ghoft rejoice at what I do ! 
I [ Therrunnes's GkoJ $h, 

G H O S T .  

41s SAP EIE R NE S. 

Begone,dull GhoR; ~f thou artdamn'd, what's that tornai 
GBOST, 

0 1 1  no- 

Death, what is that 1 hear and fee I 

From deepeft Horror of eternal Nighr, 
Where Souls in everlaRing Tormenta groan, 
Where I~owli~ígFiends lie cllainad, and where's nolight, 
But thickeit Dwknefs coven ev'ry one, 
I come to warn  thee, Mortal, of l thy Sin ; 

' Slmt tme is here left for thee to remain ; 
"were fit that thy Hepencance Coon begin, 
For thmk what 'tis to Ilve in endlers Pam. 
Fmewel- [DgccldJ. 

T I S S A P H B R N B S .  
-'TWBS an odd Speech ; but be it To : 

Pifh ; Hell itfelf trembles at what I do; 
And its "ubmlllion better  to exprefi, 
Sends this Ambafkdor to make its Peace. 

8 

f 

1 

I 

Let f, 

1 



A L C I B L A D E S .  
Let idle Fears the SuperRitious awe; 
WitK me my Refohtion is a Law. 
Repentance now would  be too late  begun : 
Ages  can’t expiate what I have donc, 
And if below for Souls fuch Torments are, , 
Methinks thele’s yet rolhe Brav’ry in Def‘pav. 
The eafy King looks little in  his State, 
His C r c m  is for his Head tao grdt a Weight: 
But I will eire him, and adorn this Brow. 
Thus to m Aimy no Lilnlte I’ll daw. 
Kavenge., &ntdtiony dl that’s ill, hall be 
My B,qa’n$à ; fo 1’11 bat% Defliny. 
Hall! N- 
l’I1 a& fu& Things whilR here I have Abode, 
Trll my own Trophies raire me to a God. 

Emter QJU n E N. 

ZUE B N., 
Now fuch an  Engine is it I would have, 

I know he is a Traitor’ and is brave. 
1’11 bait him with Ambition that lhnll move ; 
Then if complacent to m y  Bands he p o w  
ln Cemin to comply wid1 his DeRgn, 
1’11 lnnlcefirn but an lnfirumcnt to mine : 
Por when  Succefis me to my Wiflles c d h  
1’11 fllako him OK, and then unyropt he falls. 
My Lord- 

P I S S A P H E R N E S .  

EUBE N. 
Madam. 

My Father lov’d you well, 
l’ve heard hiln oft of your Atchicvcments tell ; 
Urllen in 111s Camp fuch gallant Iheds you wrought, 
And always Bitlory and I’riCillinph brought. 

TIS 



72 A L  c I B  I A P  B s. 
P I S S A P H E R N B S .  

Madam, your Father was all good and jufi. 
CUE B N. 

He could, why may not I, your Honour truR ? 
! T I S S A P H E R N B S .  

Yap wrong it elfe, your Father lives in YOU ; 
As I was his, I am your Champion too. 
Tho’ old, againfi your Foes thls Sword hall  plead 

’ Your Right ; name but your Traitor, and he’s dead. 

Nay, Sir, the Traitor’s not alone my Foe, 
C U E  E N .  

His inpries extended are to youl 
T o  you to whom he owes all he enjo S, 
Yet barely him that gave h m  Growti dehoys ; 
Whin for his Ills he would hls Kindnet 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 kJonour fave. 

T I S S A P H E R N E S .  
Your hhjeity would mean the KJng. D’ye try 

My Refolution, or my Loyalty ? 
CUEBN. 

Your Courage, Sir, is known ; your Loyalty, 
Tf you have any, lou’ll find due to me. 
Thro’ me there Honours ou in S’mm bore, 
And ’twm my Father ma B e you great before. 
NOW kno\v it is t h e  Kzng, whofe perjufd Soul 
Has done me lnjuncs To hafe and foul, 
That nll that’s good will bluih at ; hu Vowe paR 
T o  me, all In another’s Love are loR. 
Nay, with my Honour too my Life muR bleed ; 
I-Ie with the Gen’ral’s has my Fall deaeed, 
TO take the fair Tz’rmmdra to his Fed. 

t et’s go furprize hlm now he’s full of Wine, 
evengc me on hia Life, his I rown is thine. 

TI S- 

I 



A L C S B L A D E S .  

C T I S S A P H E R N B S .  
Madam, indeed the Injuries you feel 

Cry loud ; nor do I tamely fee m y  U1. 
But you mufi fwear to me you will be true. 

%UR6 N. 

T I S S A P H E R N 6 S .  
By al1 tllat’s holy 1’11 be îo to you. 

I’ll do’t ; but, Madam, know, I undertake 
To hazard Life and Honoqr for yoyr Sake ; 
Should you betray me- 

E U S  E N. 
Nay, now you are unkinder than before. 

To my firfi Oath 1’11 add a Million more. 
: 

P I S S A P H E R N E S .  

CUE E N. 
And you will itill be mindful of the Clown 3 

< -  

I-hd he ten  thourand, they wele all your  own. 
I TIS‘S AP NE R N& S, 

He han’t have ’I‘irne enongh to make a P~ny’r. 
”his then’s 111s Fate ; pity a Crime were hele. : 

[DI ~ V J J  u Dqget . .  
CUEEN. 

ße bold ; and p~ofper in thy brave Dcfign ; 
And when hrsDeath’s pelfornl’d, the next is tlline.[Afle, 

‘ T I S S A P H E R N E &  . 
[iw. 

This Trap was dang’roufly and fbbtly lay’d, 
But I am not To cafily beLmy’d. 
Her Love to Lhbindc~ 1 Itnow ; 
Her Wonml for me dld that Kindnet do : 
And  fince fie is fo good at t h  Defig11, 
I’ll to oblige her give her one ofmrue. 
My zealous nrging of her Oath was done, 
Nat m prevent her Ploes, bue hide my OWL 
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.. 
' Y4 A&. C J h B  l A D II-S, 

1'11 cherih he; in all that fie pretends, 
So make her Aims but Covers to my bp&- 
;For whep l'm Seated on the Spartan Throne, 
30th her and all her  Treafons 1'11 difown : 
Prove both her Judge and her Accufer too, 
And on her my' firit A& of Judice do., \ 

So all my Doubts and Fears will be der-pa& 
And by her FaU I fix rnyfelf more fafi. [E&* 
At) At#rtment, with n CJaw g State, and b~ it a 5'3fG 

J I N G .  

wrtb tbc Crown atad S c u p  o. 
,&tor R I N G  and L O R D S .  

My Lor'ds, no more, we've drank toodeep ! X'd T OW 

L O R D S .  
-Royal Sir, we go. [S%. Lords, 

Boy take thy Lute, and with a pleafing Air 

,A while be private, 

K I N G .  

fippeafe my Sorrows  and delude my.Cgre. , ISitJ dunus, 



He fleeps ; now lee the fatal Deed be done. 
Hah I what are thcfe) the Sceptrt? and the Crown ! 
Sr, did the droufy Dragad ilet! , when he 
LOR the rich Froits’of the H&wh Tree. 
krf i  we’ll  fecure his Crown, and then he dies. 

Thus I’m difcharg’d of all my Promifes. 
Take this, and if i clma youí- Promife too, 

k’are King, and JuRice is your Duty ~ Q I Y .  
Come, by hu Fall- 
This your flrIt Step to Glory EoIemnize, 
I’ll make p u  King, make him my Sacrifice. 

T f S S A P H E R N E S .  

[Takes ‘/p the Crowji. 

[PatJ it on LisJï¿=aL 

1’11 do’t, but filly- [Adwarms to.runfdr the Kingi 
Q J E B N .  

-May, quickly to him go ; 
Sir, hc cxpe€ts no Ceremony now, 

~ ~ I ~ S S A H E R N N E S .  
Thus tHeli I-hah 1 how alter’d am I grown ! 

k Rand amaz’d, and dare not venturc on. 
There is in Majelty a fecret Charm, 
That puts a Perter on a Traitor’s Arm : 
E cannot do’r.- 

eu6 B N. 
Then look on her thnt dares. 

h v  derpicable is the Man thnt fears ! 
E z  E h  



$6 A L C I B I A D E % .  
*Give me the fatal JnRrumcnt of Death ; 

Wyfelf will i n  his Heart this Dagger fheatfe : 
Then bluih to think, if ehr the World fllould knw, 
Tha t  a frail Woman durfi do more than you. 
,Gurage--he €milesa- i,.&ha?zces lozrmds th8 King. 
.Some pleafing Dreams his ancy entel tain 5 
0 4 1  it were Pit he Ihould wake again. 
Thus, King, t iy  Life and Empire I command : 
Accept t41s from thy Derdamiu’s Hand. [&u& him, 

[Tdes the Dag er from b b .  

I ”  

X I N ’ G .  
Hah, mudetad ! Deidama, and by yop ! 

What is% that faithlefg Woman will not dQ p 
Henceforth all Loyal and Love farewel, 
When After-Ages ih L? 1 this Story tell, 
’Tw111 be a Truth too fad to be recciv’d; 
Hor hall the World be by itfelf bekev’d. 

To k y  all my Ambition at your Feet ; 
When at the Altar firiL3eR Vows 1 paid 3 
Nor were they with Id8 Zeal perform’d than  mada, 
J lov’d you far above thnt Life y’ave fpiIr, 
Till ev’n my Pafiion wa5 become my Guilt, 

for your fake depriv’d. Heav’n of Its due, 
ook Adoration thence to pay ir you. 

And Inuit this be th’ Reward for all I’ve done ? 
Yet I íhall have this Comfort when I’m gone, 
What I no longer hal l  yid1 thee remain, 
put pie in hspes we ne’er ha l l  meet again, ~PJ’ØJ. 

1 for this ev’n Crown aud Empi1 e quit? 

Izcr 

CUB 6 N, 
FIeS gonc, and now, my Lord- 
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A L C I B I A D E S .  i 
&VS E N.‘ 

Help ! Murder 1 Treafon ! help ! 
E n t e r L o ~ ~ 8 .  

1 L O R D .  
How, r ; l rapknwt~,  am’d againR the Queen e’ 

What means this Polture, Slr ?- 
EUE E N. 

-Oh noble Lord, 
If e’er our Pity could a Tear aRord, 
Weep &WII an Ocean here ; behold the Spring 
Of S’ta’s Hopes Iles murder’d m her K i n  
And had not I the Traitor’s Rage withfiw!; 
I3c with m Huhand’s too had mix’d my Blood. 
Sce whete l e guilty Ran95. 

L O R D .  
L. -Great Agir ff ain ? 

By SJajBwucr too 1 
2 U E d Y X .  

Yes, he to gain 
Tbc Sparkm crown, this bloody Deed has dos& 
See he nlpady haa ufurpt the Crown ; 
His hot Ambitian could not bear Delays, 
But on the Royal Spoils thue proudly preys ; 
Infults in’s Treabn. 

I I S S A F H E R N E S .  

Sa Far, that all Hopes of Recovery’s gone : 
Aut, Madnrn, can you dare to Iay this Guilt 
On me3 was’t not by yau Ilia D h b d  was fpilt ? 

-J am now run do!vn 

SUB E N. 
Ry me 1 bafe WetchT would ehy Impiety 

Lay t h s  inhumane Regicide on me ? 
I wound this Bred  ? ah,, deueR Saint, toa well 
J. h e w  thy Wprt6 ! [ T C q J .  

r1 S- 



L C I ’ B  I ’ A ’ D  B 9. 

P ’ J S S A P H E R N E  S. 

Phta will glow In love with her for thisr 

My Lord, T r e a h ’ s  above d l  Pardon. 

aeath ! he’ll be Q e e n  of Hell: 

L O R D .  

PIS S A P  HE R N B  S. 

L O R D -  
Then, Sir, to Jukice. 

F I s s a P H B R N E ‘ s .  
S, thus I deny. [Pr@r his Dat@ 
Gv’d not by it,  not will by it  die. 

Was it for this my Stratagems I laid 
To ruin her, to be b her betray’d ? 
Curfe on my narrow Fate ; but yet to (hew 
That  1 love Murder too as well ae youl 
’Phus, perjur’d Queen- 

[Ofeers toJab tbc @em, but 13 hindcr’d hy the Lords. 
EUE E N. 

See, how hz’d itill purfue ais Treafon ! hence to Juitice with him go : 
Hourly let on the Rack his Pains encreafe, 
Till he  the  Horror of hls Guilt confefs. 

P I S S A P H E R N B S .  
That haII not nced. 1’11 own the Deed a9 mine, 

But glory m’t, it was a brave Defign. 
T,he 1Cmg k~ll’d ! and I ruin’d I to compleat 
Thy Lufi, a[l by one  Stratagem, was great I 
So great, that for its fake 
3 c m  wlth Sat~sfa&tlon yleld my Breath, 
Elre 1 fhotlld take rAo Pleafurs m, my Death. 
Rtlt ere 1 un. he deas’d to entertam 
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A L C I D I A D E S .  
HÒ& thls ! the Qeen ? what can her coming mean i 

Ardclla, with the Rufians here remain 3 
1'11 III, and with fofr Words  her  Temper  try ; 
If without him  he'll live, he f l ~ l l  not die. 
Madam !- 

T I M A N D  K A. 

%WB E N. 
-Your Pfenkre ! 

Oft I've heard y'are bl ave ; 
gut the beR Proof cf Gallantry you ave,- 

, when of your noble  Lord yuu were%ereft,- 
And fuch a Blifs with fo rare Patlence left. 

T ' I M A N D R A .  

%UR ZN. 
Then you may b e ,  fince you can with him parto, 

Be Iras made a  ConqueR o'er my tender Heart. 
Love governs here ; and fince my Huband's dead, 
Fate and m y  choiceR Wllhes have decreed, 
I.Ie Ihoul+ both m hls Love and Thlone iucceed. 

Do you believe Empires or Crowus can make 
I ' I M A N D R A .  

I'lim his fintundra and his Faith forfakc ? 
Or thlnlc ou 1 an Atom will refrgn 
Of that dkart  which by holy Vows is min2 ? 

I No, I will keep him, maugre Cruelty. 

T I M A N D R A .  
Yes, 'tia to lay thcfe Clogs our Bodies by, 

And be remov'd to bleR Eternity. 
l i 6  







86 A L C I E T A D E S ;  
How’s this, in Mourning Weeds ? unveil, my Fail. 
Hah, not Tìmandra ! fQeen atwueihr 

%UESNS 
-No, Sil, tho’ ’t!s one 

T h  loves aa nobly as Innanrr’ra can, 
O p  could, dld file yet Ilve, but h e  is dead, 

A-& C I B  I A D  E S. 
How, deadl- 

EUBB& 
Yes ; ‘ZÎ&herueJ that black Deed did dop 

Prompted by his Ignoble Hate to you, 
But you wlll wonder more when I hal l  tell,. 
That by his Rsnd the rnlghty Rgts fell. 
The King i n  íhin, both I and Saarta notv 
3avc no Hspes left, but what remiun in youí. 

A& C I B  $ A D  B S. 

hmz‘ra dead I curR  ever Lie the Hour 
Whelein io fair an Innocence was loR. 
Hedv’n juitly now may of its Glories bonfl;. 
For the moR bright and precio119 Saint, that e’er 
The World enjoy’d, i s  íled, and feated there. 

Ta me !’ das!  1 am  a Wretch too poor. 

CU E B N.* 
Why do you let p u r  Griefs dittra€t your Soul:? 

Call up jour Reafon,’and let  Pafion cool. 
See here a Qeen, that courts you w ~ t h  the Charms- 
Cf Love, a Crown, and Empile, to her qrms : 

I will fupply all you havè loit In her : 
I’ll love you as he did. 

A L C I B X A D B 8 ,  

- N o  longer fot -T~;mandta Sorrow wear ; 

-Oh, Madam, no ; 
T o  love like her’s a *I‘& too hard for you, 
Love me as h,e did! why, each ‘Jhought fie had 
Of me, wis fuch,  migh,t make $1 Phgil glad, 

- 1  FOJ~ 
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A L C I B I A D E S :  
FOP Crowm, tho’ Emp’ror of the World I were, 
I’d turn o Beggar to recover  her. 
Oh, Madam, tempt no further; all’s but vain 
I ne’cr can  have a Thought of Love again, 

Never !- 
E U E  E N. 

A L C I B I A D E S ,  

C U B  B M 
-Can you then fo foonh 

No, never- , 

Forget yopr Promife ? or will you difown> 
That e’er, if you Tirnundra ihould fìrvive, 
You vow’d  you only for my fake would live P 
You fee how Heaven has decreed- 

A L C I B I A D E S .  

E then rhe Blelllng knew, but not the Lois; 
Betides, I now muit die- 

-Alas I 

eUEBN. 
How, Sir, is’t rhus my pro&r’d Love you prim j, 

A L C I B I A B E S .  
J do not hate you ; m y  not that fiuffice I 

%WE EN. 
Ungrateful, no I but 1’11 reward thy Príde. 

Draw back:- 
5% Scene draw*# Afiewwj Timandra 011 4 Cor& 
m t h  M;# gher Paim. 

-Go Dotard in, enjoy th Bride, 
And know, by me thy lov’d & m a d a  dy’d : 
Yes, cllucl Man, by me- 

T I M A Y D R A .  

And itill to all thy Ra e L‘efiance gives. 
Do I Behold my deare a Lord fo nigh ! [S’;Cs Alcib; 
Shall I again fee him before Z clic t 

-No, Queen, flle lives, 

ALCI-  



18’ k L d’I B I A D E ’ S . ‘  
X L C I B I A D B S .  

F I I M A N D R  A. 

defi Koppes and Comfort of my Life, I’m here. 
How tare3 my Love f- 

Oh, come not, come  not near; 
My Blood’s all Fire, InfeQion’s in each Vein, 
And Tyrant Death  in ev’ry Part does reign ; 
But  I for Yeu could M e r  much more Pain. 

A L C J B I A D B S .  
Hind Heav’n I let oll her Pangs upon me fall : 

And add ten t h a u h d  more, I’ll bear ’em all, 
Do but rekore he1 back. Oh curfed Queen 
Vhat Dei l  srm’d thee t o  f i  damn’d a bin I* 
:ou’dR thou be guilty of To foul a Deed ir 

CUBEN. 
Yes, I did do’t ; by me the King too bled : 

Jnworthy Wretch 1 and all for love of you ; 
;nt had 1 Potv’r A now would kill thee too. 

A L C I B I A D E S .  
Oh’do’t, 1’11 blot O U L  dl-th’afi done before, 

And never cal1 thec bafe, nor cruel more. 
Here is  my BreaR,  foon the kind Work beginv 
Advance thy Poniard, fend it  l d d y  in. 

No, thou hdt live for Ilarder Dcïiiny, 
.Rut firR halt fee thy dear 9‘maudrn die. 

C U E  E N. 

AL C I B  I A D  B S. 



A m i  c I E r Ã D  E 3.' 89 
]Mow the black Storms of Fate are al1 blown o'er, 
And we hall  meer, and ne'er be gated more. 
But oh farewel- p i t s  

A Z C I B I A D B C  
q -My dear Q'iwrrdra, flay ! 
Ah precious Saul, fly not fa fooqnrway ! 
But one Look more ; will Death have no Remorfe 2 
See, 'tia thy 2 h h l c s  implorea. 
Bur oh he's gone 1 &ize there that M u r d d s -  

I 

' I  t U E E  N. 
-Nó : 

Seize me I $ís more than all your Camp can ab : 
Whoe'er cornes, hero's my Guard ; das, mean FOOL 

[Pt*&tr her Duggv. 
My Pate's o thing too groat fbr thce to rule ; 
There lies our LonAane [Poitrtirrg t o  Timandro. 

[Akibia KesJhs t o  t h  &cm, und&#tcba #h# h g g w  
porn &en 

J L C I B I A D E S .  
rnfernal Hag! 

Whofie d r y  Breath i n k b .  each Look's a Plagpe ! 
Could not thy Fury on my norom refi, 
Bur thou rnuit wrcak thy Vengeance on this B r e d  3 
T o  murder her !-curfe on me that I nand 

p Thus idle 8 now thy Hear- 
[Prfinfs tbc Dqgw t o  bw Breaf. 

-But oh 'twould brand 
M y  Trophies with eternnl Infamy, - 
I f  by my Hand io baie a Thing lhauld die : 

They would clifglace an Executioner. 
Yet I'd do fornethmg; ob I have't, I'll tear [Rasi&. 
Her piece-meal :-but 5'%tavtrfrra's gone too f i r  : 

* Her Ills io many, and io odious m. 

[Miidh. 
Yonder 



I I  

" go 'AL C I B ' I A  D EsK.  - 
Yonder he mounts ! trium haut Spirit bay I. 
See where the Angels bear K er Soul away ! 
NOW all the Gods will grow in love with her : 
And I hall meet fteih Troops of Rivals there 
But thus I'll haile wd foflow- 8 [stabs bi7tfig 
I-DBVII, there- CTbrtw~ the Dqggeil t o  QiieeU.. 
Die, if thou hait Courage enough to claw 
But ah! 
A heavy  Baintnefs daes each Senfe hrprite : 
Yet  ere I clofe up th& urhappy tres, 
Here their lait duteous Sorrows they hall pay11 
And at this Obje& melt m Tears away. 
Bleit Centex of my Hopes! In whom I plnc'd 
TOO choice, too pere aHappineTe t!d lait 
I any Loh lefg than thy Death hnd griev'd I 
How weH could I have dy'd, fo thou hadR liv'd I 
Damn'd Fiend ! ' ' [IO r k  Queen4 
Bur oh wby do I rave at  her, 
That heve fi little tune to tarry  here ? 
One parting IliiTe, and  then in Peace 1'11 die : 

NOW, firewel W?rld welcome Eternity, 

1 

[K@J Timandkr 

ììntcr P A T K o c tu S, Lordi, UM Guard$. 

P A T R O C L U S .  
Horror of Horrors ! this was a difmal Chance ; 

' A L C I B I A D E S ,  
Alas, my Friend 

-Thy sfeleL Grief refr:Lin : 
Farewe'f; we mall hekafter meet agam. [DIES. 

P'AT'R O C .E US. 

EWSE'N.  
Guards, reize the Queen- 

-$clze me, rude  Slaves ! forbear. 

P d a l R  0- 







E P I L O G U E ,  

Spoken by Mrs, Mary Lee, 
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I 

TO his Royal Highnefs the 

S I R, 
Fg;e#;IS an approved Opinion, There 
'T g is not io unhappy a Creature in 

ks%g#t the World, as the Man that wants 
Ambition : For certainly he lives to very 
little Ure that only toils in the Gime liound, 
and becaufe he knows where he is, tho' in 8 

dkty Road, dares not venture cn a h o o t h t r  
Path for fear of being lolt. That I a m  
Qot the Wretch I cozdemn, your Royal 

VQL. I. F High- 





D E D I C A T I O N .  
Praife on this, but even (beyund my Hopes) 
to dechre in fdvour of m y  firR 1Niy of this 
Natule, and add yet the Encouragement of 
y a w  Comlnands CO go forward, when I had 
the Honour ta kifs yatu Royal Hjghneis‘s 
Hand, in tolrcn of your Permifion to make 
a Dedication to  you o f  the fecond. I muit 
cmfefs, and boait, I am very proud of i t ;  
and It were enuugh to malce n x  niare, were 
T not fenfible how far I m undeferving. Yet 
when I confidçr p1.1 never give your Favour3 
precipitately, bur that it i s  a certain Sign of 
fome Defert when you vouchfife to promote : 
I, who have terminated my bcil Hopes in it, 
fhould do wrong to your Goodneis, íhould I 
not let the World know, my Mind, as well 
as m y  C‘oncllticm i 5  radd  by it. I am certain 
none that know your Royal Highnefs will 
difapprove my afpiring to the Service of io 

apparent to all thofi who have the Honour 
to be near you, and know YOLI by that Title) 
never rais’d without Merir, or difcounre- 
nmc’d without Juflice. It is that indeed 

P weae and fo good a Maiter One who (as is 

F 2  obliging 



D E D I C A T I O N .  
obliging Severity which has in all Men 
creaEed an awful Love and Refpea to- 
wards you ; ìince in the firmels of your 
lielolution the brave and good Man is f x e  
af you, vrhilfc the ill-minded and malignant 
fears you. This I could not pais over, and 1 
hope your Royal Higllnefi will pardon it, 
fince i r  is unaffekedly my zeal to you, who 
am in nothing io unfortunate, .as that I have 
not a better Opportunity to let you and the 
U7orJd know how much I am, 

THO. OTWAY. 



T H E  

P R E F A C E .  
R E A D E R I  

jraj$gg#E IS nut that I have sny great Affcfliun to 
g ,T )& Scnbbliog, that I pelle; thee with a Pre- $2 face, for anmngft Frlclvla, I f :  1s a1moR as 
kFpA poor a 'T'rade wlch h e t * ,  ab 1 1  I T  with 
t h o h  hat wrírc tlaclcncy untlcr Attornies, I t  w d  
hardly keep us in Ale and Cheek. E h e R  Ati3llJ 
began to be fenfibk of it in his Time, who maLee 
hi8 Complaint to this Purpofe ; 

Ipity tboj who in tbej luttcr Days 
Do write, when Bounty hufhflttt up her Gate : 
Fi%cre an3 Night in vain good W 9 h - s  knick, 
Andfor t d sir Laboun ft bave but a Mock. 

Thus T find it accordin to Sir John Hnrringtsn's 
?"ranflation ; had I under 8 ood fiufiatr I would hava 
given it thee In the Original,  but  that is not my 
Talent ; therefore to proceed : This Play was the 
fecond  that  ever I writ, or thought of writing. I 
muit confers, I had often a Titillation to Poerry, 
but never durit venture on my Mufe, till I got her 
into a Corner in the  Country ; and then, hke a 
b~ihful young Lover, when I had her in private I 

F 3  h ad 









j P R O L O G U E ,  

1 

. 
Drnmntu 



Dramatis Perfònaa 
1 

M E N. 

W O M E N d  



D O N  C A R L O S ,  
i 

P R I N C E  of S P A I N .  

l A C T  I. S C E N E  I. 
S C E N E, a Palace Rqval. 

f i e  Curtain drawn, d$o$ers the King nsd 
attcnded, Don Carlos, the Marqurs of v ob, 
Rui-Gomez, Mc. Eboli, Hennetta, Galcla, 
Attendants, Guards. 

1 
WJ, 

I Add Weight tb the bfight D~adem he wears ; 

K I N G .  
Appy the MonArch, oli whde Brows no Cares 

Llke me in all that he cali with for, blcR. 
RenownrndLovec~~egentleitCalmsof Refi, 
And Peace, adorn nky brow, enrich my 

Break 3 1 4  

To me reat Eations tributary are ; 
Tho’ w h i t  my va(t Dorninlone f read !O far ; 
Where moil I reign, I rnufi p ~ y  kornage here 

F 6  HP- 





p R PH C E 0)’ S P A I N. 109 

D a n  C A R L O S. 
Oh might I but enJoy L& Pkafurc itill, 

Here  would 1 worfllip and for ever kneel. 
C U E E N  

spore Heaven, my L01d ! YOU know not what YOU do, 

Still fiere ap ears  Dikurbance on his Brow ; 
K I N G .  

And in hls Loo E S an Earneitnefs I read, 
WJlich  from no common Caures can proceed. [A@& 
1’11 probe him deep- 
-When, when, my dearefi Joy, [ F u  t h  2ueee. 
Shall I the mighty Debt oFLove defray I‘ 
Hence  to Love’s fccret remple let’s retire, 
There on his Altara kindle th’ am’lous Fire, 
Then  Phœnix-like each in  the Flame expire. 
6till he is fix’d- [LuukIng on Dun Carlos. 
-GmezJ obrerve the Prince. [Tu Rui-Gomex. 
‘Yet fmile on me, my charming Excellence. 
Vwgins lhould only Fears and Blufhes how; 
But you muit lay afide that Title now. 
T h e  DoRrine  which I reach, by Heav’n, is good : 
Oh, the impetuous Sal P les of my Blood ! 

CUE R N. 
To what unwelcome Joys I’m forc’d to yield ? 

Now Fate  her utrnoit Mahce has fulhll’d. 
Carlos, farewel; for fince I muli fubmlt- 

KTNG. 
Now wing’d with Ra ture let us fly, my Sweet. 

My Son, all Troublcs Zorn thy Bleait refign, 
And  let  thy Father’s Happi~~efs be thinc. 

[Exemt K t y  aed *teen attended. 
Don C A A  L O S. 

What King, what God would not his Pow5 ,’ores, 
T’WJOY To much Divinity below ? 
Didlt thou behold her, Z’o,’aP 

P O S A .  



-Your B u h $  now ? 
A 471-G O ME Z. 

I’vc with Concern beheld yollr clou&cd Row, 
Ah ! tho’ y’avc loll n Icnnty well miglrt nanka 
Your firitlefi Honour and your Duty f l l a k ~ ,  

L C  t 
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Iat not a Father’s 111s milguide your Mind, 
But be obedlent, tho’ he% prWd unkind. 

BOR C A R L O S. 
Hence, Cynic, to dut1 Slaves rlxy Morde teach, 

I have no Leifurs now to heat thee peaeh : 
Still you’ll uf&F a Power o’er Wilb 

R U I - G O  ME 2. 
S r ,  yau my Services interpret ill : 

Nor nced it be To foon forgm that I 
Have been your Guardian from your Infancy, 
When to my C k g Ø  ~ohmnritt~d, I ahje 
Infirutle¿ y m  how ru expell a Cruwn ; 
Taught you Ambition, add War’s nolrloR Arta. 
How to Icad h M i e . 5 ,  tub3 to conquer Hearts ; 
WhilR, tho’ bat youfig- 
YOU would mrh Pleaflm read of S l e p  gm, 
And h i l e  to hear af b€o* Bab;& fought ; 
And Qil1,tho’ not controd, L may adviie., 

Dan CARAOS.  
Alas, th PtMe \OL%Y$ a too thfn Difg‘goife : 

TOO well P know rhe Palmaod df thy Saul, 
Which ra my Father rendet’d me To foul, 
’Flat hardly as his Son a Smile I’ve known, 
But always as d Traitor met bis Ii’rown. 
My forward Honom was Ambition call’d : 
Of if my Frieds m early Fame extoll’d, 
You dmp’d my Fat K er’s Smiles itill as they fprnng, 
Perhading I repin’d he  bv’d ta6 long. 
So all m Hupes by you were fruhnte made. 
And, ro E b’d of Sud-mine, wither’d ln the Shade. 
Whillt, my Good Pamot ! you difpos’d the Crown 
Out of my Reach, to have It in your own. 
But 1’11 pryeht pur Poky- 

A U h 



[ f ‘ o  R, Oomer. 
You 
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You wrong ; but if L have, you can forgive, 
Heav’n ! cm I do this abje& thing, and live ? [AJdu. 

R UI-G o M B  2. 
Ah, nly good tord,  it makes toa large amends, 

When to hu Vaffd thus a Prince defcende ; 
Tho’it was fomethingrigid, and unkind, 

, ’Pupbraid your faithful bervant and your Friend. 
Don CAR L O S. 

Alas, no more ; all Jealodes hall ce&, 
Between ua two, let there be hencefirth Peace. 
So may jufi Heav’n afilt: me when l fue, 
As I to Gomsz always will be true. 

B U ï - G  O M E  2. 
Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour taka 

All the Return Sincerity CM make. 
BleR in your Father’s Love, as l’m i n  youn, 
May not one Fear diRurb your happy Hmrs : 
Crown’d with Succefi mny all your Wifiea be, 
And YOU lie’er fibd wode Enemies than me. 

[Exemt L). Car. a d  P o h  
Nor, fpight of all hi9 Greatnefs, hall  he need : 
Of too long Date his Ruin is decreed, 
S$zkz’a early Hopes of him have been my Fearr p 
’ was I the Charge had of his tender Years, 
And read in all the Pro refá of his Growth, 
An untm’d, haughty, got and furious Youth ; 
A Will unruly, ana a Spirit wild ; 
At all my Precepts Ail1 with Scorn he tmil’d. 
Or when, by th’ Power I fiom his bather had, 
Any ReRraint was on his Plcafures l a d ,  
Uher’d with Frowno on me his Soul would rifo, 
And threaten futule Vinprncc fiom his bycs. 
Bue now to all my Fe<r?-S 1 bid adieu ; 
FOI, Prince, 1’11 humble both your Fate and yam. 

H m  



1x4- D & a  C A R L O S ,  
Here c m e a  the SEU by whdm hy Courfe I fteer. 

Rmr Id n u L I, 

Welcome, my Lev#- . c’- 

Leiing the Plenfure of thin happy Nig K t ? 
When all the Gourt are ‘neltin in  Dellght, 

‘You toil with the dull Bus’nef of the State. 

’ ~ J ? O L I ,  
My Lord, why Ra you here, 

R U T - G O M B Z .  
Only, my Pair One, how to make thee Great, 

Thou tak’R up all the Bus’neliof m y  Heart, 
And only to It Phfures can’& impart. 
Say, fay, my Goddcfa, when hall 1 be blefi I 
11 16 an Age fince I wo9 happy InR. 

E B 0 L . I .  
My tord, I come hot hither now to hear 

Your Love, but ofif fomething to your Bar. 
I f  you have well obferv’db you mu& have feen 
To Day fome Rrange Diforders in the Queen. 

Yes,  futh as youthful Brides do Rill exprcfi, 
R UILG O ME 2. 

Jmpatient Longings for the H a  pihek. 
Approachmg Joys will fo d h r  i! the Soul, 
As Needles always tremble near the Pole. 

E E O L I .  
Come, come, my Lord, fe& not To blind ; too \V& 

I’ve feen the Wrongs whlkh y61 from Cærh fee1 ; 
An¿ know your Judgment is t60 ood, to lofe 
Advantage, where you may fo T&ly choofh 
Say now, if I infolm YOU, how you jnay 
With full Nevehgc all your pan Wtongs repay. 

R UI- 
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R U M  O ME 2. 

My WJ1, my Ld, my Hopes are all thy own. *B 

E $ O L I .  

BleR Oracle 1 f eak how it  may be done : 

Hence t h ,  and Idth yourfiriQeR Cunhing try 
,What of the Qleen ahd Prlnct YOU tan defer>.; 
, What ev’~y Look, each quiek and fibtle Glance; 
Then we’ll from all ploduce fuch Circumltance 
A8 lhnll the King’s new Jealoufy advance. 
Nay, Sir, I’ll try what mighty Love you hew : 
Jf you will make me great, begm it now. 
1 3 0 ~ ~  Sir, d’ye nand confideling what to do ? 

R UI-G O ME 2. 
No ; bue methinks I view fiom hence a King, 

A Queen, and I’nncc, three goodly Plowers @ring ; 
WhilR on ’ern llke B fubtle Bee 1’11 prey, 
Till To theit. Strength nnd Virtue drawn away, 
Unable to recover, each hall  droop, 
Grow pale, and fading hang his wlther’d Top : 
Then fraught w ~ t h  Thyme triumphant back 1’11 como, 
~hdunladeallthepreclousSweets athornc [ExtrGomez. 

E B O L f .  
Tn thy fond  Policy, blind Fool, go on, 

And make what hafie thou canR to be undone, 
WhilR I have nobler Bus’nefa of my own. 
Waa I bred u i n  Greatneh 2 Have 1 been 
Nurtur’d ,t[ glorious Hopes to be a Queen ? 
Made Love my Study, and with pra&tls’d Charms 
Prepar’d myfelf to meet a Monalch’s Arms ; 
At lak to be condemn’d to the Emblace 
Of one, whom Natule made to her Dikrace ; 
An old, idperfeft, feeble Dotard, who 
Can only tell (alas 1)  what he would do ? 
On him to throw awa my Youth and Bloom, 
As Jcwclr that m loir t’enrich a Tomb ? 

No, 
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Yet Rill with greedy Eyes- 
Purfues the Vllion ILS it ghde~ awayt 

B R O L I .  
Prote& me, Heaves, I dare 1111 langer h y  

Your Looks [peak Danger. T fee l  fomething too 
That bids me fly, yet wrll not let me go. [&rYu$fu. 

Don J o H N. 
Take Vows and Pray?# IC ever I prove falfe ; 

See at your Feet the humble Ar#& falls, [Kheh. 
E-B O L I. 

Rife, rife,- [ A uRrh r$&. 
My Lord, why would you thus deceive? [ S : g k  

DWI J O H N .  
H o w  many vrays to wound me you contrive p 

Speak, wouldR rhou I w e  an Empire at thy Feet ? 
Say, wouldit thou rule the World 1’11 conqua it. 

E B O L L  
No ; above Empi! c far I çquid pize YOU, 

df you would be but- 
Bolt J O  HN. 

B B o L r .  

D## jl o HN. 

-What ? 

-For ever true. 

Thnt thou may’fi oe’erlllrvc Caufe to fear thofeHarms, 
1’11 be confia’d for ever i n  thy Arm4 : 
Nny, I’ll not onc f l m t  Minute fion, thee firay, 
Mvfelf 1’11 on thy tcadcr Bofom lav, 
‘1 ill in ~ t s  Walmths I’m nlclted d l  away. 

&fer* G A R c I A. 

G A B  C u .  
Madam, your Lord- ‘ 



1 2 0  D O W  C A R L O S ,  
E B O L I .  

Don J O  FIN. 
-Oh ! fly, or I’m undohe. 

Mufi I without my Blefing dien Le one ? 
f . t azJ  her. Hand. 

E B O L I .  
Think thou this Indlfcretion merits one ? 

[Pulls àt Jack. 
Don J O HN. 

I’m aw’d- 
As a fick Wretch, that on his Death-Bed lies, 
Loth with 111s Friends to  part, jufi a9 he dies, 
Thus fen& hie Soul in Wlhes from hi Eyes. [Ed# .  

EBOLI. 
Oh Heav’n ! what Charms in Youth and Vigour WC ! 

Yet he in Conquefi is not gone too far; 
Too eafily 1’11 not myfilf refi n : 
Ere I am his, 1’11 make him F urcly mine c 
Draw him by fu’ubtle Baits into the Trap, 
T111 he’s too  far got in to make Efcapc ; 
About him fw’wlftly the foft Snare 1’11 can, 
And when I have him there, I’ll hold him faR. 

E&r R u I-G o M E 2, 

R ur-G o MB z. 
Tlluus unaccompany’d I fubtly range 

The folital Paths of dark Revenge : 
The fea f u r  Deer in Herda to Covcrta ru1 , 
While Beans of Prey nffeQ to roam donc. 

B B O L I .  
Ah I my den1 Lord, how do you fpend yonr €Iou:s ? 

You little tlunk what my pool 1-11 n1 t cndares ; 
WlrilR, with pour Abfc~~cc tortur’d, I in v;rin 
Pant after Joys I ne’er can hope to p i n .  

R ur- 
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R U I - G O M E  2. 
You cannot my Unkindneíi fure upbraid ; 

kou fl1onld forgive thde Faults yoarfïlf have made. 
Kemembcr you the Tafk you gave ?- 

B B o L r .  

Your Pardon, for I do remember now, 
If 1 forgot, 'twns Love had d l  my Mind : 
And 'tis no Sm, I hope, to be too kind. 

How happy am I in a faithful Wife I 

--'Tis t1 ue ; 
[SI&, 

R UI--G O M E  Zb 

- 011 thou moR preclous BleRing of my Llfe ! 
E B Q L I .  

Does then Stlcccfs n l p d  upon you1 Tod ? 
I long to fee you revel in the Spoil. 

R UI-G O Md 2. 
What firittefi Dlligence could  do, I've done, 

T'incenfe an angry Father'$-& hls Son. 
1 t o  advantage told hlm all that's paR, 
Dcfclib'd with Art each mn'lous Glance they cnR : 
SO thnt this Night he ihunn'd the Malliage-Bcd, 
Which t l u d  thc Cou1 t has vnlious Mullnurs fpead. 

BlliE? t% I< 1 N C fltlCdCd t!'J P O E 4. 

See where he comes with Fury in  his Eyes ; 
Kind Ilenv'n Lut p a n t  the Storm may higher lifer 
lf't grow too lomi, I'll l u r k  In fome ciarl: Cell, 
And laugh to hcal my Magit work io well. 

ICING. 
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Cws’d Jealoufy, that podons all Love’s Sweets ! 
How heavy on my H e a ~ t  th1 Invadel fits I 
Oh Gotnez, thou haR giv’n my mortal Wound. 

R UI-G O ME Z. 
Whatis’t does {o your Royal Thoughts confound ? 

A Ihng his Pow’r unbounded ou ht to llave, 
And ruling all, mould not be Pa R. 1011’s Slave. 

K I N G .  
Thon counfell’R well, but art no Stlanger fule 

T o  the fad Cade o f  what I now endure. 
Know’R thau what Poifon thou d~dR lately give? 
.4nd doit not wonder to behold me live ? 

R ULG O MB Z. 
T only did 2s by my Duty ty’d, 

l u d  never itudy’d any thlng bcfide. 
.R I‘N G. 

I do not blame rhy Duty or thy C m  : 
Qlickly, what paR between ’em more declare. 
How greedily my Soul to Ruin flies I 
As he, who ln  B Fever balnul lics, 
FLR of hls Fnends does for a 5 rop implore, 
Which taRed  once, unable to glue o’er, 
Knows ’tis l a s  Bane, y e t  fidl th11 Rs after more. 
Oh tllcn- 

R U I - G O M E Z .  
-T fcar that you’ll interpret wrong; 

’Tis true, they yadd, but ’tww not very loag. 
SX I X  G. 

.Lie Itill, my Hcrrt : Not lopg, was’t that you h i d  2 

No longer &an thcy In your Prcfence Rny‘d. 

No Icusgcr ; Wh. n Soul i n  lefi time flics I 

R U 1  Cod18 Z, 

K I N G .  

To l:eav’n ; and they hm L‘ cllasg’cl theus &t theu Ryes. 
l i cncç  
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Hence  abjefi Fears, be gone ; he’s d l  dlvine. 
+aka  Fliends, can Angels i n  Perfeaion fin ? 

Angels that fhine above, do oft bellow 
‘Their Influence on poor Mortals hele below. 

But Carlosfis my Son, and always near; 

R UI-G O N E S .  

Z ’ I N G .  

Seems to move wlth me in my glorious Sphele. 
True, h e  may Ihow’r plomikuous Blefings down 
On Slaves that gaze fol what falls fiom a Crown : 
But when too kindly ille his Brigbtnefs fees, 
It robs my Luftre to add more to 111s. 
But Oh ! I dare uot tl1ink- 
That  thofe Byes fhould 21: l ~ a f i  fo humble Le, 
T o  íloop at him, when they had vmquifh’d ma. 

Sir, I am proud to think I know  the Princo, 
POSA. 

, Thnt  he of Virtue has too great a S e n k  
To  chcrith but a Thought beyond the Bol~nd 
Of firi€teil Duty. Eje to me has own’d 
I-IOW much was to 111s forlner Pafion due, 
Yet itill confefs’d he above all pnz’d yon. 

You better recancr le, Sil , +n advire : 
R UI-G O MB Z. 

Be not mole challtable than y’are  wife. 
The King is tick, and we fllould give lin1 Eafe, 
But firit find out the Depth of 111s Dlfeafe. 
Tao fudden  Cures have oft pelnicious glown ; 
We n ~ u n  nut hcd  up fekl’d Wounds tao faon. 

K I N G .  
By this then you a, Pow’r would o’er me gun, 

Wounding to let me linger i n  the Pain. 
1’m fiung, and won’t the 1 ortule lnng endure : 
3rpents  thal wound, llave Blood thoie Wounds to curer 

G 2  R U$- 
:;,t ! 
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R VI-G O MB 2. 

Good Heav’n forbld that I fllould ever dzre 
TO quefiion Vutue in a Queen fo falr , 
Tho’ h e  her Eyes  calt on you1 plol io~s  Son 
Men oft fee Tleafuules,  and  yet covet none, 

X I N G .  
Think not to blind me wlth dark Ilonles, 

The Trych dlrguls’d  obfcule Contienes. 
KO, I ~ v d l  trace 111s Wlndlngs ; a11 her  dark 
And hbtleR Paths, each little AEtmn-mmk. 
If fie prove filfe, as yet I fear, f ie  dles. 

Enta Qv E P N ntterrrfd,  and 13 E N R I B T T A I 

H a  ! here I O let me turn away my Eyes, 
For all around he’ll her  brrght Beanis dlfplny : 
Should I to eale on the ~wld Meteor Ray, 
Spite of m y h f  I flmll be led  aftmy. 

[Exzt the Kmg altended, looktng at the Queen. 
C U E E N .  

I-Iow ítornfully be is withdrawn ! 
Snre e’er his Love he’d let me know 111s Tow’r : 
As Heav’n oft thunders ere I t  fends n Show’r, 
This SpanrJJ Gravity IS very  odd : 
-411 ‘I’hmgs are by Seventy io a d d ,  
That llttle Love dares hardly peep abroad, i 

H E N R I E T T A ,  
Alas I what can you fiom old Age eqe t l ,  

When frail uneafy hqen themfelves neglea 
Some little Warmth perhaps Inay bc behind, 
Tho’ fuch a6 in extmguilh’d I’ircs you’ll find; 
Where fome R e m a m  of I-kat the Ahes hold, 
Which (if for more you open) itraight are cdd. 

$‘-WE E N. 
’Twas Interefi and Safety of the  State ; 

Jnt’reíl, that bold Impofer on o w  Fate ; 
That 





Don C A R L  O S. 
W hy would you be gone ? 

Es Carior’ Sight ungrateful to you grown ? 
I f  ’us, fpeak : In Obedience I’ll retm. 

C U E E N .  
KO, )ou may Epeak, but mufi advance no nigher.. 

Doz C A R  E, O 6. 
Wurt I then at that awful DiRance fue, 

Ax our Fo~e-fathers were compell’d to do, 
When they Petitions madc nt that great Shrine, 
Whe~e  none hut che High Pricit mlght cnter 111 3 
1 et me approach ; I’ve aothing for your Ear, 
Dnt what’s fo pure i t  might be offer’d there. 

!&¡YEEN. 
Too long Vis dang‘rous for me here to Ray : 

If you mult @e&, proceed : What would you fay ? 

Nay, this íhange Ceremony pray gh~ o’er. 

Was I ne’er in this Portule feen before ? 

[Carlos knreh. 

Don C A R  L, O W 

Ah I can J our cruel H e m  io faon rtfign 
All Senfe of theie fad Sufferings of mine 
To your more jolt Remembmnce, I f  you cm, 
Kecnl how Fate feem’d kindly to ordain 
T h n t  nnce you Ihould be m n e  ; which I belicv’d : 
‘ I  hu’ now, alas 1 I find I was decuv’d. 

CUE E N. 
- r m ,  SW, you nlould your Fate, not me upbraid, 

DOZE C A  R L O S. 
‘ t < J ’ l  ~ 1 ) :  fly )”ate bloke the Vows you made; 

r I. 

8 r’t $ 1 1 1  I O I C  P O U  rvould not quite forget 
’ L, Wretch y’me oft icen dying a t  your Feet4 
P nd now no other Favour begs to have, 
T l ~ a p  hcJ1 Jand Pity as becomes your Slave, 

For, 
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For ’midR your higheR Joys, without a Clime, 
At  leak you now and  then may think of hlm. 

CUE B N. 
If e’er you lov’d.me, you would  this folbelr; 

I t  1s B Language  which 1 dare not hear. 
My Heart and Faith becomc  your Pathel’s Right ; 
All other Palfions 1 muR now forget. 

Don C A R L  U S. 

Upon your Heart íiuch mighty Influence, 
That 1 muit be for ever banllh’d thence ? t, 
Had I Leen rals’d to alJ the Heights of Pow’r, 
In Triumph crown’d the World’s great Emperor, 
Of all its Rlchel, all its State poMs’d, 
Yet you ihould itill have govern’d ln my BreaR. 

Can  then a Crown and Majeky dirpenfe 

C U B  E N. 
Tn vain on her you Obllgatlons fay, 

Who wants not Will, but Power to  repay, 
H E  NR I B  T’TA.‘ 

A t  lcait firive to aKorord him all you could. [ AJflk 
Dorr C A R  L O S. 

Oh 1 fay not you want Pow’r ; you Inay wlth one 

4 

Yet had you EI~t~nctta% Heal t, you would1 

Kind Look pay doubly all l’ve underzonc. 
And  knew you but the  InnocenccI bear, 
~ a o w  pure, how fpotleíi all m y  tfrlflm me,  
You would not fcruple to fhrpply my Want, 
When all 1’11 a k  you may ii, hfcly p n t .  

I know not what to grant, too well1 find 
?JTEi?N. 

That  fill! at leaR I cannot be unklnd. 
I Do?# C A  R L O 8. 
I Afford m e  then that  little whrch I crave. 

You h,dl not Jymt*what I lnay let yon have- 
EUSSN. 

[Gzwcs lzcr Hmd,@it:g. 
DGM G +  
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Or if I can’t my M~ferles ont-wear, 
They  never more fl~all come t’ offend you1 Ear. 

C U E  B N. 
Love then, brave Prlnce, whdft 1’11 thy Love admire ; 

[Çawe$ her .€im$’ whrch Unn Carlos cfunng all this 
Speech kt&s evlger 6 .  

Yet keep the Flame fa pure’ fuch chaRe Detrr, 
7 hat  wlthout Spot heleafter we above 
May meet, when we íhall come all Soul, all Love, 
Till when-Oh ! whither am I run aitray ? 
J grow too weak, and muR no longer Ray. 
For fl~ould I, the fofr Charm fo Rrong would grow, 
I find that I f id l  want the Powcr to go. 

[Zx. Queen aad I-Tcnnetta. 
Don c 4 R L o s. 

O hcet- 
If fuch TranGort be in a Tafte fo fmall, 
How blefs’d nluR he be that polfeffcs a l l !  
W here am 1, P& P Whae’s the Q e e n  ? 

[Srn?ZCfl?~ mC?a%’tL 
q . P O S A .  

-My Lord, 
A while iome Rcfpite to you] Hcal t affold 
l ’he  Queen’a Jetu d- 

D07t C A R  L o 8. 
-RetiI’d I And did fl~e then 

J U I I  íhew mc Heav’n, to h u t  It in again? 
‘ t  his llttle Eafe augments m y  Pain the more 
For now I’m mole lrnpaticnt  than bcfore, 
And have dlfcovel’d Riches make lnc mad. 

POSA. 
Bot  fìnce there T r e a h c s  me not to be had, 

You ffiould correa Ilciires that diive y011 on 
Beyond that Duty which becomes D Son. 

( 3 5  N U  



130 D o n  C A W E C J O , ~  
No longer Ict the Tylaet Love invade ; 
The Bravc may bp thefifelveape happy made,’ 
YOU to yo111’17athel POW muR all refign, 

DO?) C AR Ln O S. 
Bur ere he robb’d me of her fio was mine. 
TO be my Pliend is all thou hait to do,- 
For7 half my Miferie8 thou canR not know. 
Make m fdf happy ! Bid the Damn’d do fo; 
Who in  &l Flhmes nluR be for ever toL‘d, 
Yet Rdlin view of  the Iov’dI-Teav’n tll’avc loil [~%ftltJjJ 

c 

A c ‘ P  



A C T  III. S C E N E  I, 
The Grove cot&inues. 

Eltter Dora J O H N  O I A U S T R I A .  
Don FOHN, 

]HI %$its on Love, whofe Nature brooks no Laws?‘ 
vainly would dull MoraliRs impofe ’ 

B Love IS a God,  and  like a God fllould be 
InconRant  with unbounded Llberty, 
Rove as he liR- 
I find It ; for ev’n now I’ve had a Feaí€, I 

Of which a God might covet hbr a ’raffe. 
Methlnlcs I yet- 
See wlth  what foft Devot in  in her Eyes % 

T h e  tender Lamb came to the  Sacnfice. 
Oh how her  Chalms  hpriz’d  me as L lay! 
Like too near Sweets they took my Senfe away; 
And I ev’n loR the Pow’r to reach at Joy. 
But thoie crofs Wltchcrafts ioon unravell’d were, 
And T was lull’d 111 ‘Trances iwccter fm : 
As anchor’d VeKels i n  calm  Harbouls  Irde, 
Rock’d on the  Swellin 8 of the floatrng T d e .  
H o w  wretched’s then t T le Man, who tho’ alone 
H e  thinks he’s bleR, yet as conhn’d  to one, 
I5 but at belt a Pns’ner on a Throne ? 

Tu h m  K I N G  attended, POSA, n t z d G o ~ s z .  

K I N G .  
Y c  mighty POW’IS, whok SubRitutcs w e  are, 

OIL whom y‘me b i n  of Ea1 th  the Rule and Cale, 
G G  Why 
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R U I G O M B Z .  

M Loynlty will teach me how t o  wait 
All I i c SucceKes of my Sov’leign’s Fate. 
What ls’t, Great Sir, you would command m e  E 

K I N G .  
H o w  ?- 

What d t A  know not  what I’d llave thee  do : 
Study  Revenge for me, ’tis that I want. 

Don J O HN. 
Alas I what Frenzy does your Temper haunt E 

Revenge ! On whom 
K I N G .  

, an my falfe Q e e n  and Son. 
R UI-G O ME Z. 

On them! goodHeaven1 whatis’t that they havedane; 
Oh had my ’l’ongue been curs’d cre it Ilad brcd 
’l his Jealody- LHayfnJde. 

K I N G .  
-Then  cancel  what thon% faid. 

DidA thdu  not teII me, that  thou faw’k 1111n Ras& 
Prmting foft Vows in Ihlies on  her Hand ; 
WhilR ln Requital h e  fuch Glances gave, 
Would  qwcken a dend Love1 ln his Gravc ? 

B U I - G O M E Z .  
I did ; and what lefi could  the Queen allow 

T o  him, than you to ev’ry Vaffal f l ~ w  ? 
Th’ affording h m  that  little from Love’s Store, 
Imply’d that h e  for you rcfcrv’d much more. 

, K I N G .  
Oh, dosbtlefs, flic muR have 8 wondrous Itore 

Of Love, that fells it  at II rate io poor. 
N o w  thou’dit rebate my Pdions with  Advice ; 
And when thou ihou’dlt be aQlve, wou’dfi be wifc, 
No, lead me wherc I may  thcir InccR fee, 
Do, or bp Heaven-do, and 1’11 worhip thee I 

Oh 
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Oh how my Pafions drive me to and fro ! 
Under  their heavy Weight I yield and bow. 
Eut  1-11 re-gather yet my Strength, and itand 
Erandifhing dill my Thunder in my Hand. 

Light fata r ly and heavy on your Foeb. 
But let your Loyal Son and Confort bear 
qo Ill, fince they o f  any guiltlefs are. 
Tere with my Sword Defiance I proclalm 
-0 that bold Traitor  that dales wrong  their Fame, 

I too dare with my Life  their  Caufi  make good. 

Sure well their Innocence y’ve underflood, 

POSA. 
And ma it be rent hl th, and where it goes 

Don J O  HN. 

K I N G .  

That you {Q prodigal are of your Blood. 
Or wouldit thou {peak me Comfbrt ? I would fin& 
’MongR all my Counfellers at  ¡eaR one kind. 
Yet any thing like that 1 muit not  hear; 
For To my W~bngs 1 fhould too tamely bear, 
And weak1 g r 6 ~  my own fond Flatterer. 

My Lolds, all this y’ave heard, 
Pgu, wlth d raw- [Exit P O P .  

h UI-G O ME 2. 
Yes ,  I obierv’d ir, Sir, with  dritt Regard : 

T h e  young Lord’s Friendhip was too  great to hide. 
R I N G  

Is he then fo to my falie San dly’d ? 
I am environ’d ev’ry way, and  all 
My Fate’s unhappy  Pnginee plot my Fall. 
Like Cafnr in  the Senate,  tllushl Itand, 
WhilR Koln threaten’d h m  on ev’ry Hand. 
From each Side he had warnin he muR die; 
Yet fill he brav’d his Fate, an8 io will I. 

Ta 





D O N  C A R L O S ,  

PqZs &y Enemy ; and true, he’s pea t .  
Alas. I’m arm’d ’painfi all that hc c m  do ; 

But Ray; there’s fometlling I’ve omitted yet ; 

For mvsnarks  large  enough to hold him too ; 
Yet JJl difguife that Purpofc for  while . 
But when he with the reit is caught i’th’ Toil, 
I’ll boldly out, and  wanton in the Spoil. 

Enter F o S A. 

POSA. 
My Lord Rvr-Gowex .’ and the Ring not hcre f 

You, who fo elninent a Fm’lIte  ale 
In a King’s Eye, mould ne’e~ be abient thence. 

R UI-G O Ml? 2. 
No, Sir, ’tis you that by a r~fing Pnnce 

Are  cherih’d, and fo tread a fafcr way, 
Rich  in  that Blifs the World waits to enpp. 

POSA. 
Since whsc may blefi thc World w e  ought to puiae, 

I v d h  there were no pubhck Euernies 
No lulking Serpents Podon  to dlfpenfe, 
Nor Wolves to prey on noble Innocence ; 
No Flatt’rels, that  with  Royal  Goodnefi fport, 
Thore f h k l n g  Weeds that over-run a Cou] t. 

R UI-G O Ai? E Z. 
Nay, if good Wlfhes any thlng could do, 

I have as ealneR Wllhcs, SII, as you : 
That thoy pc111aps our King enjoys the  bdl  
Of Pow’r, yet may he fill be doubly blefs’d, 
May he- 

P O S A .  

Since for Great Phlrp’s Good, I would you WCIC 
( I f  pofible] morc 11oncR than you are, i 

R U E  

Nay, Gossz, you hall ne’er out-do me. thcre; 
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R UI-G O M B  2. 

Why, Po/.  ; what  DefeA  can  you difcern ? 

Nay, half  your MyRerles I’m yet to learn ; 
P O S A .  - 

Tho’ tlus I’ll boldly juRify to all, 
That you contrive ;L gen’rous Prince’s Falt. 

Nay, think not by your Smiles, and cneleis Pol t, 
T o  laugh i t  off: I come  not  here  to  Gart, 
I do not, Sir. 

[ Gonlez J ~ I I ~ , P ,  

A U I-G Q M E  2. 
Young Lord, what Meaning  has 

This Heat ? 
POSA. 

T o  let you Tee I know y’are bafi. 
R UI-G O ME 2. 

Nay then I Pardon afls that I did h i l e  : 
%v Heav’n, I thought y’had jeited a11 tlus while 
E d e  !- I 

P’O S A. 
Yes, mole bafe than  impotent or old. 

All Virtue 111 thee, llke thy Blood, runs cold : 
‘I hy lotten  putrid  Cp~cnL IS Ids  full 
Of Rancour and  Cdtaglon  than thy Foul. 
Ev’n nõw before the Ktng I faw it  plam ; 
Dut Duty to that Prefence aw’d me then : 
Yet theLe I dw’d thy ‘Ileafon with m y  Sword: 
Eut fill!- 
T h y  Vlllany talk’d all ; Courage had not II Word. 
Truc, thou al t old ; yet If thou haR a Frlend, 
T o  whom thy curfed Cade thou dar’ll commend; 
’GdnR him III Publ~c 1’11 the Innocence 
Maintain of the fair Queen and inJur’d  Prince. 

R UI-G O M E 2. 
Farcwel, boId Ll~an~pion- 

Lcnrn 



138 D O N  C A l k L O , S ,  
Learn Letter how your Pailions to diíjpife, 
Appear leis choleric, and be more w1fc. [Exit R. Go. 

P O S A ,  
How fra11 i 3  all the Glory we defign, 

WhllR fuch as there have Pow’r to undermine ? 
Unhappy Frince I who might’it have fafely flood 
I f  thou hadit been I d s  great, or not Eo good. 
Why the vile Mbnltel’s IJlood did I not hecl, 
And all the Vengeance draw on my own Head 
My Honour fo h d  11ad this jult  Defence, 
That I preferv’d my Patron and my YrinCC, 

&ter CARLOS and QußEN. 
Brave Cador : Ha! he’s here. (Y Sir, take  heed, 
By an unlucky Pate your Love is led. 
The  King, the Klug your Father’s jealous grown ; 
Ibrgetting het his Queen, 01 you his Son, 
Calls n11 h ~ s  V e n p n c c  up agalnlt you both, 

Don C A R  L O S 
Has then the falb Rz&Goaes b1okallia Oath ; 

And, aficr all, my Innocence betray’d? 
P O S A .  

Yes, all his fuLtleR Snares are fol you laid. 
The King within t h i o  b i n u t e  wilt t e  hele, 
And you are  rmn’d, if but íken with her. 
Retire, my Lord- 

<US E N. 
How I is  he jcnlous grown 2 

I thought my Virtne he had bette1 known. 
HIS unjuR Doubts haw foon found out t h  way, 
T o  make their Entry on our Maniaggc-Day : 
For yet he has not known wlth me B Night: 
Perhapb his Tyranny is his Dehghc ; 
And to fuch Height bis Cruelty is glown, 
He’d exerrlie it on his Queen an3 Son. 

D at 
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But fince, my Lord, this time we muft obey 
Our Intereit, I beg you would not flay : 
Not, feting you, he may to me be jutti 

Should I then leave you, Madam? 
Don C AR L O S. 

QlUE E N. 
Yes, you muh. 

Not then when Storms againfi your Virtue rife. 
DOM C A R  L OS, 

No ; fince to lofe yon, wretched Cnrh dies, 
He’ll have the Honour of it, in  your Caufe. 
This is the nobleit thing that Fate could do, 
She thus abates the Nigoul of her Laws, 
Since ’tis fome Plearule but to &e for you. 

CUE B N. 
Talk not oFDeath, for that ev’n Cowards dare, 

Whcn-thew baie Fears compel ’em to &fEair :, 
Hope’e rlle fa1 nobler Poffion of the Mind ; 
Porcune’s a MlRrefs that’s with Caution kind; 
G o w s  that rhe Confiant merit her done, 
They who, tho’ he feem froward, yct court on. 

Don C A R  L O d. 
l To wretched Minds tl~w íhl1 ibmc Comfort gIeams : 

And Angels cafe OUI Gnefs, tho’ but w t h  Dreams. 
I have too oft already Leca decoiv’d, 
And the Cheat’s lown too plam to be bcliev’d. 
&XI, Madarn,,bufrne go [Looding eatnqfb nt the cmtti. 

CUE E N. 
Pou mufi. 
P O S A .  

You hall. 
-Blas, X Iove you, would not fee you fall ; 
And yet may find fome Way t’evadc it all, 

Don CARLOS. 
Thou, Pob, ever wert my t i  ueR Friend i, 

I-dmofi w i h  thou wert not now fg !Lind, 
Thou 



1 40 D O N  C A R L O S ,  
Thou of a Thing that’s loR ta1:’R too much Cal : 
And sou, fair Angel, too indulgent ale. [To ~ ~ L ~ ~ L c H .  
Great my n e f p u r ;  Lut i1111 m y  Love is hgher. 
W-ell-in Obedience  to you, 1’11 lctile ; 
Tho’ durin all the Stotrn I will be nigh, 
Where rf  I f ee the Dan er grow too hlgh, 
T o  fave yoal Madam, h l  come forth  and dir. 

[Exit  Don Callos. 

Enrey K I h C  nrzd RUI-GOMEZ. 

K I N G .  
Who would j ~ w e  gu2rs.d th:,t thls llad eve1 beell 

[ S c t r t g  l’oh crtìd l h  Q!tEUl. 
DjfiraQiolt I Where hall my Revenge begin 
Why, he’s the vcry Ezwd to n11 them .51n : 
And to cIlfgu.ulE It, puts on k~lenclfl~ip’s h f a k  
But his D~ípntch, Rtu-Golrrcz, is thy I ’ R k  
With him pletend forne private Conference, 
And undel that Difgulfe feduce him hence ; 
Then in fome Place fit For the Deed impart 
T h e  Bus’ne~a by a Ponyard to his  Heart. 

R U I - G O M E Z .  

K I N G .  
’Tis dolm- 

So, Madam- [stcps to  d e  .fym. 
%US E N. 

I underfiand you come to tyr..nnlre. 
1 hear you arc already jealous grown, 
And dare fufpeA my Virtue wlth your Son. 

-By the Fury in your Eyes. 

KIN G. 
Oh Woman-kind ! thy Myfl’rles who can kan,  

Too deep for eafy, weak, bellering hlrn 
Hold, Ict me look wdced, y’are aond’lons fail i 
So on the out-fdc Sodo;’orn S Apples wele : 

And 

l 
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&t¿r CARL o S, and inta ceps the GugraG. 

Don CARLOS. - HoId, Sir, be jufi. 

S o o d  Hcav’n I to merit this what have I done, E FirR look on me, whom once you  call’d your Son ; 
35 Tltle’I \va9 always proud to own. 

K I N G .  

That he too dares  before my Sight appear ? 
Don C AR L O S. 

Why, Sir, where is the Cade that I fhould fear i’ 
Bold ILL my Innocence, I come to know 
The Reafon why you d e  thls Prlncefs io ? 

K I N G .  
’Sure I ~ I I  find {orne way to raire  this Siege : 

He talks as if %were for his Privilege. 
Foul ravimer of all my HO~OIII  , hence ! 
Eut ílay I Guards, with the Q e e p  Cecure the Prince, 
Wherefore in my Reven e lhould I be flow ? 
NOW in my Reach, 1’11 f alh ’em at a Blow. 

E j ~ t t - 9  Dort JOHN of AUBTRIA, ~~ EBOLI, HENRIETTA, 
I .  and GARCIA. 

,4 Don J O HN. 
I come, great Sir, with Wondel here, to fee 

You1 Rage grown up to thls Extremhy. 
AgainR your beauteous Queen, and loyal Son ; 
What 1s’t that theyto merit Chams have done ? 
Cr i& yonr own ,wild Jedotdy alone ? 

0 AfflrJf2, thy vain  Bnqulry ceak, 
I f  thou halt any wlue for thy Peace. 
? y  mi hty Wrongs Co loud an Accent bear, 

K f N G .  

l’woulfi make thee mib~ablc but to hear. 

1 
f 

Dac 
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14.4 D O N  C A R L O S ,  
E R O L I .  

Loving the Q e e n ,  what is’t file lek can do, 
‘Than lend he1 Ard agaiult the dreadful Stolua ? 

Why can the Devil dwell too m that Form i 
T h ~ s  is thew little hg ine  by the by, 
A Scout to watch, and  tell when Dangel’s nlgh. 
Come, pretty Slnner, thou’lt inform  me all, 
Haw, where, and when ; nay do not feal-pu fld. 

K I N G .  

I J E ~ N R I E Q T A ,  
Ah, Sir, unkind !- 

-Now hold thy Syren’s Tongue : 
K I N G .  

Who wonld have thought  there was a Witch To yotlng 1 
Dan JOHN. 

Can you to hing Beauty fiop your Ears; 

Heav’n lays les Thunders bp, and gladly heals, 
When Angels are become Petitioners. 

[Tales up Hen. a n d r d e s  B u  Add p/s to  ber. 

E B O L I .  
Ha ! what makes Agria Co officious there? 

That Glance feems as It fent his Heal t to her. 
[AJde t o  Garcia, 

15 
I f  
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V to her Cade  you do not  Credit give, 
Fondly a ainR your Happincfs you’ll h ive  i 
As fome t f e  Heav’e, becaufe they won’t heIievb. 

Whil$ Prince, my Prefervation YOU dtfign, 
mot not your Virtue to add more to  mine. 
The Clearnefi of my Truth l’d not have mownJ 
By any other Light beiides its own. 
No, S i r ,  he thro’ Def am all this has faid, 
And owns Offences W g ich he never made. 
Why ihould you think  that I m u l d  do you wrong ? 
MUR I needs be uncllafie, becaure I’m young ? 

XUEh’N. , 

K I N G .  
UnconRant wnv’ring Heart, why heeav’fi thou To ? 

I hiver all, and know not what I do 
I who ere now have Armies led to Plght, 
Thwght  War a Sport, and Ranger a Delight ; 
Whole Winter  Nights ltood under Heav’n’s wide Roa$ 
Daring my Foes ; now am not Beauty proof. 
O h  turn away thde Bdliks,  thy Eyee ; 
Tb’InfiEtion B fdtal, and who fees’emdies. [Going awqb 

$ g B B  N. 
Oh, do not fly me; I have no Defign 

Upon you1 Life, for you may yet fiive mine. [K,~tuk 
Or if at IrR I muR my Breath fubmit, 
Here take it, ’tis an Off’ring at your Feet : 
Will you not look on me. my dearefi Lord 2 

K I N G .  

CUZ B N. 

rDo~t  C AR L O S. 

WLy ? WouldR thou live ?- 

Yes ,  I f  you’ll  ïay the Word, 

Q11 Heav’n I how coldly and uwnov’d he fees 
A praying Beauty profirate on her Knees ! 
Rife, Madam- [Stept to  tukt her up. 

OL. 1. H K I N G .  



, D O N  G A R E O ~ ,  
K - f N G .  

‘ -Bold qBcroacher, touch ber not : 
thto rny Brea&  her Glances thick are í lot.  
N o t  true ‘-Stay, let me, fee-by Heav’n, thou art 

-ekfalfe vile Woman-Oh m fboldh Heart:! 

And nevel Come into my Sight a@n: 
Be banilh’d eyer.- 

I [.LJOOkS b w ? z f l ~  on-38r. 

I J give *e Cifë-bu t &om thia tima W I! r i a ,  

B N. 
This you ~mtR-not do, , 

At  leaR tdl I’ve convinc’d p u  I am true. 
‘Grant me but fo much trme ; ancl when that’s done, 
If you thmk fit, for  ever I’ll Le,gone. 

& I N G .  
l’ve all this while been angr , but in vain : 

She heats me fisfi, then Rloacs r m e  tamp a qin,a 
Oh, wert thou vue, hoy hap~y ihould I c e t 

’Think’R thou ih4t 1 haw Joylto part yith,thqc+ 
No, all my Kingdom, fqr the ljlili &‘d give : 

Come, for I can’t avoid II, c h a t  me quite. 
I Nay, tho’ it were not fa, Lut, to Lelicve. 

aus 4 N, 
I would not, Sir, deceive you, if I might. 

h t  d you’ll tnke my Oaths, by u11 above, 
J’Jis you, and only you, t11.r~ l ~ 1 1 1  love, 

Thus as B Mariner that filile along, 
With Pleaiure llenre th’ enticing S w e h  Song, 
Wnahle quite his firong Dcfirea ro bound, 
Roldly leap3 in, tho’ ccrtm to bc drown’d. 
Come to my l,ofom thcn, nlnjce no Dela : 

K 3 N Q .  

I Tdkcs &v in h ~HNJ. 
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CUEEM. 

1ylNG. 
&pin xou’ll think that I unJuR will-prqve. 

No, thou art PII orer Truth, and 1 all Love. 
Oh that we might for ever thul remain 
ln  folded Arm, and never part again I 

%US E N. 

L I N G .  
Command m any thing, and try w u r  Pow+, 

Then from this Minute ne’er fee C u r h  more. 
‘?‘hou Slave, that dar’R do III with hch a Port7 
Por ever hele l banifh thee my  Court. 
Within fome Clo1Rer lead a private Life, 
That I may love and rule without this Strife. 
Here, EhoP, receiva her to thy Charge : 
The Treahre‘s precious, and the TruR istlarge. 
whi l í l  I retiring hence, myfelf make fit 
T o  wait for Joys, which are too fierce to meet, [&. King. 

Dort C d R  L O S. 
My Exile from hls Preience I can bear 

With$leafure : But, no more to look on her ! 
Qh ‘tis a dreadful Curfe I cannot bear. 
N o ,  Madam, all his Pow’r hall notkng do : 
L’l1 Ray and take my Danifiment fiom ou. 
Do you cornmad me, fie how fir 1’11 &. 
* Will Carla be at lait my Enemy ? 

X U 3  E N. 

Confidel, this Submiilîon I have ihown, 
-wore to preferve your Sdety  than my own. 
Ungratefully you, needlefa ways +devife 
T o  lofe a L& which I fo dearly  prize. 

Don C A R  L O 8. 

Alonci a naked W,andercr eo fllift. [..+ptrc. 
M 2 Madam, 

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



4 8  D O N  C A R L O S ,  
~Irrrn,youmigllth~ve~~r'd theCruclty;r~oorboQuecn. 

b.,s&'d with your Sight I w a g  prepor'$ to diu. 
But now to lofe it dlivcs me to Uefpalr, 
Maklng me win1 to die, nnd yet not dale. 
Well, to fome folitary Shol e 1'11 roanl, 
P,nd neqer nole into your Prerencc corne, 
:InCe I already find I'm troubleforno. [IJ gni//g. 

CUE B N. 
Stay, Sir, yet Ray :-Yon fl~all not loave mc To. 

Don C A A Z O S .  
K n  !- 

$-WEEN. 
-1 muR talk with you tefirc you go. 

Oh Carlos, ,how unhnppy is our Stntc ? 1 

I l b w  foul a Game WZIY plny'd LIS by our Pate ? 
W h o  pramis'd fair wllcn WC dit1 hl1  bcgh, 
Till envpng to fce us l i k c  to !vin, 
Strait fcll to cheat, and rl1rew tllc rnlfc Lot in. 3 
My VOWB lo you I now rctnenlbcr nll. 

Den C A R L O S, 
Oh Madam, I can hear no more- ![K/l& 

L!pl?BN.  
---You fl1dl.- 

Por I can't chafe t u t  let you know, tlrrrt T, 
If you'll rcfolvc OII'L, yct will  with you dic. 

Snre noblcr Gnllnntry wan ncver known, 
Don C AR L O S. 

Good I-Ienv'n 1 l'his ulcllin& is too much fÒr Oilc : 
No, 'tis cnou h for m e  to  Idle dono. 
My Pnthcr, P F 1 m y  Foeß I now forgive. 3 

eUBBN. 
Nay, Sir, 1) d l  our Lovca I chrrrgo you livc. 

nut to what Countr , wI~crcrOc'cr yc~a p ,  
EoSgct not mc, for i& rerncmbcr you. 

Y 

v 
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D09Z C AR L O S. 

Shall I' fuchvirtue an¿ fu& Charms forget i' 
Wo, never. 

CUE B N. 
--Oh that we had  never met, 

But in  our diRant Climates llill been Free I 
I mlght have heard O ~ ~ O U ,  and youpof me: 
So Fwalds Happlnefs more fafely mov'd ; - 
And rimer been thus wretched, j e t  have lov'd. 
What makes you look fo wildly ?-Why d ye fial t ? 

A faint cold Damp is thckning roundmy Heart. 

What ka11 we do?- 

Don CAR L OS. 

CUE B N. 

- '  ' .  Darr C AR L O S. 
Do any thing  but part'; 

Or Ray h long 'till my poor Soul expires - 
l n  view of d l  the Glory it admires. 

E B O L I .  
In fuch a Laver bow might I be blels'd I 

Qh ! were I of that noble Heart poffdb'd, 
How f'oft, how eafy would I make his Badds! [@de* 
But, Madam, you forget the Ihng's Commands c 

[To thr Q e e n .  
Longer to itay, your PLngers you'll renew. 

Or what ~t is to part, as we muR do. I 
Part too fol ever- 
After one MinuLe, nevel more to Rand 
Fix'd on d10fe Fyes, or prefing thls foft Handl 
'Twcre t u t  enough PO feed one, and not llarve : 
Yet that is more than I dld c'el dererve : 
Tho' Fate to us is niggardly and poor, 
'$hat from Bternity can't $are one Hour, 

Don C AR L O S. 
'Eh Princefs I Lover's Pains you never knew 5 

H 3 $JJEI%.m 





P R  I N  C E of 5 P A  PN. 
q. venture the Encounter I’ll be bold ; cuds ber t o  t h  

certainly m y  Heart w~ll Io long hol . [DUOP.  
p-aewel-be happy 88 y’ate fair’and true. 

g J ? E  h N: 
h a d  all Heav’n’s IcindeR Angels wait on you. 

b [&bit &thgboli~ 

T h u s  10% T’vc wander’d in Loye’a crooked Ways, , 

CARLOS. 

BY Hope% deluding Meteor led affray : 
=or ere  I’ve half the dang’~ous Derert crol’d, 
T h e  glim’ring Light’s gone out, and I am loR. 

[$.nt, D& Carlos+ 



152-  . D o w  C A R L O S ,  

A C T  IV. S C E N E  I, 



P R I N C E   SPAI IN. 153. 
And that to head their Fol ces J dkfign ; 
SO vindicate thei18Caufe, If they dale mine. 

P O S A .  

Don C AR L 0.8; 
T o  th' RebEIs ?v 

No, th'are Friends ; their Cauh is jufi; 
Or, when I milkc it  mine, at l e d  it muR. 
Let th' common Rout Idce Deaite love to be dull, 
WhilR foldidly they live at Ede and full ; 
SenfeIeG what Honour and Ambition nleam, 
And ignorantly drag thelr Load of Lhains. 
I am a Prince, haveshad a Crown in view. 



x L4 D O N  C A R L O S ,  
E B O L I .  

yes, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do ; 
We both can talk of nothmg elfe but you : 
Whllit from the Themeêv’11 Emulation í‘priingel 
Ea& itriving who hall fay the  kindeR Things. 

Don C A R 4  O S. 
But from that Chanty I poorly live, 

Which only pities, and can nothing give. 
E E O L I .  

Nothing! propofe what ’tis you claim, and I, 
For ought you know, may Le Security. 

DQN C A R  L O S. 
No, Madam, what’s my  Due none e’er can pay ; 

Thele  fiands that Angel Honour in the way, 
Watching his Charge with never-fleeping Eyes, , 
Apd itops my Entrance into Paradife. 

B B O L I .  
What Paradife ? What Pledires can you know, 

Which ale not in my Power tb beitow ? 
Don C A R  L O S. 

Love, Lwe, and all thofe eager melting Charms, 
The Queen mulk yield when in my Father’s Arms. 
That Qteen, io excellentIy, richly fa i ,  
Jowuc, could he come again a Lover here, 
Woald court Mortality to die for ber. 
Oh, Madam, take not Pleaiure to renew 
‘I hofe P a m ,  wh~ch If ) ou felt, you would not do. 

Unklnclly ulg’d : Think yon no Senfe T have 
E B O L I .  

‘Of what YOU fiel ? Now you may take youl. Leave : 
Solnethmg I had to fay ; L u t  Ice it die. 

Don C A A  L O S. 
Why, Madam, who l m  injur’d you ? Not T. 

H B O L I ,  

1 

, 

I 





S -  

356 Do's C i a L o s ,  
When to her Pame I pqid Devotion firlt, 
Expehng BETS, but loft It: I am curs’d, 
C‘urs’d too In &ee, who from m y  Srnt darw Real , 
The only Kelic’left her of my Zeal; 
And with the SQcrllcge yeempt my Heart. 
Wert thou mole charming than thou thmk’fi thou art, 
Almigay Love $tefedes the Fort for her, ’ >I 
And bids Defiance to thy Emtrance there. 1 -  

E B Q L I .  

I .  

NegleRed ! cc01 n’d by Father and by Son ! 
What a m a l ~ í o u s  Courre my Stars have run,? 
But fince I meet with fuch u~llucky hate 
Tn Love, 1’11 try how I can thrive 111 Hate : 
My own dtlll Hufband may afliit in that 
To hls Nevenge 1’11 gwe him freh Alalrns, 
And with the grey old M‘izard muRer Ch:rrms. 
I have?; thnks,  rhanks, Revenge: Prince,’tis thyBane. 

Can you forgive me, Sil f hope you can. 

1’11 try t o  recompenfe the Wrongs I’ve done, 
And better finllh what is ill begun. 

[&Ja& 

[To CPIlOS nrifdb. 

Don C A R  L OS. 
Madam , you at fo ilrange a Rate proceed, 

I fidl begin to think you lov’d indeed. 
m o L r .  

No matter ; be but t o  my Honour t1 ue, 
AS you hall  ever find 1’11 be to you. 
7hc Queen’s my Charge, and you may, on that Score, 
Prehme that you fin11 fee her yet once rnolc. 

- 3’11 lead you to  thofe fo much worhipp’d Lharme, 
And yield you to my happy Rival’s A T ~ s .  

In what a mighty Sum fi:rll I be bound ? 
I clid not think fuch Vlrtue eould he found. 

Don C A R  L O S. 

That# 



P R 1  & C  B‘ O f - S  l? A f N, 157,  
’Thou Mifilefi of all beit Perfebions, Ray : 
Haln 1 in Gratitude would fomething fay ; 
But am toofar i n  Debt for Thanks ta pay. 

I 

. E n t e r D o n J o n ~  of A U S T R I A ,  
I 

. D~rr 70 HAC 
Where is that. Prince, he whore AffliRiö~is eau 

SO loud, IS all Hearts  but his own might b r a &  t 

M y  Lo~d, what Fate has left me, I am here 
Ivfere Man, of all my Comfolt Rripp’d and Sare. 
Once, like a Vine, I flauriilfd, and was young, 
Rich in my ripening Hopes that fpoke me firong : 
But now a d and wther’d Stock am grown, 
And all m y  Zluiters and my hanches gone. 

Don C A R  LO Sb 

Don J. O HN. 
AmongR thofe Numbers which your Wrongs deplore, 

Than me  there’s none that can refent ’em more. 
I feel a gen’rous Grudging ln my BreaR, 
T o  fce fuch Honour, alid fuch Hopes opprds’dr 
The  King your Father is m y  hother,  hue; 
But I fee more that’s like rnyfelf i n  )ou 
Flee-born I am, and not on him depend. 
@bhg’d to none, bat  whom I call my Friend. 
And if that  Title you thmlc fit to bear, 
Accept the Confirmation of it hele. , [Xrnlraces; 

Don C A R  L O S. 
From you, to whom lym by ftlch Kindnefi ty’d, 

The  Seclets of my Soul 1 will not hide. 
This gen’rous Prlncefs has her Promife iv’n, 
I once more ihall be brought ln S~ght  O B Henv’n; 
T o  the far Qleen my laft Devouon pay . 
And then for Flanderr I intend my Way, 
Where to th’ infulting Rebels l’H ive Law, 
T o  keep myfelf from Wrongs, m i them in Awe. 

Do4 



158 D O N  C A R L O S ;  
Don J O H N .  

Prorpcrity ‘to the Deíîgn, ’tis good ; 
BQth worthy of your Honour and your Bhod. 

Above the Reach or Shoc E of DeRiny ; 
Mine early nigt, like Buds untimely die. , I 

Bntw 0 P P I c B R of the Guar.&. 

O F F I C B R .  

DOPZ C d R L O S, 
My Lord,  your fpreadin Glories dourill1 high, 

My Lord, I grieve to tell what you muR hear; 
Tllcy are unwelcome Orders wlr~ch I bear, 
Which arc to guard y011 as a Prifoncr. 

Dou C A R  L O S. 
A Prie’ner ! What new Garne of Fate’e begun .S 

3encefiwth be ever  cure’d tho Name of SPII, 
jlncc 1 mult be a Slave, bccnufc I’m one. 
Duty I to whom? I-Ie’s not my Father: No : 
Back will1 your Older3 to tllc I’yrent go; 
Tell him lue Fury dlives too much one Way; 
l’m w e a ~ y  onV,  and can no more obey. 

Don y OHN, 
If aflc’d by whok Commands you did decline 

Ydur Ordn S, te\~myBrother,’t~as byminc.[Bx. Oficer. 
Don C AR L O S. 

Now were I certml it  wotlld link m e  qnitc, 
I’d fec thc Q p c n  once nlnre, tho’ bnt In íìAc ; 
‘l’ho’ lia with n11 his Pury were 111 place, 
1 \vould calcfo and court her to his Pncc. 
0 1 1  thnt I codd thirc Minute die, if fo 
tVIlnt ho hnd’loit he mi r l l t  too lately know, 
C~ufing hin1íblf to t h i n i  w’hnt he has clone : 
Por 1 ~V:M cvw an obcdient Son ; 
With 1’lc;rfuure alt 111s Glorien Gw, whcn younl;, 
Look’tl, and with l’ride coniidoring wlrcnce I iprunfl ; 

Joyfully 
G 



joyfully under him and free I play%, 
Bak’d in his Shine, and wantoq’d in his Shade- 
But now- 
Cancelling all whate’er he then conferr’d, 
He thrufia me’ out among the cPminon Hard : 
Nor quietly will there permit my Stay, 
But drives and haunts me lrke a Beail Qf Pley, 
AffllCtion I 0 AffliAion I ’tis too great, 
Nor have I ever learnt to fuffer yet. 
Tho’ Ruin at me from each Side takes Aim, 
And I itand thus encompds’s‘d round with Flame; 
Tho’ the devouring Fire aproaches fdfi ; 
Yet will I try to plunge 5 lf Pow’r wafte, 
I can at worn but fink, and burn at InR. 3 

Doa 7 O H N. 
[J%. Don Carloe. 

Go on, parfue thy Fortune whdc ’tia hot: 
I long for Work where Honour's to Le got. 
Bue, Madam, to this Prince you’rc wond’rourr kind, 

E R O L I .  
You arc no Icfssto Hewitt, I find. 

Why hc’a B Beauty, tender, young, and fi&. 
I thought I might in Cllar~ns l~ave equalI’d hcr. 

Dom 7 OHP. 

B B 0 L . I .  

You told ln& once my Ueaury wu3 not lefi, 
1s this your Faith ? Arc theCe your Promifees ? 

Dot1 g o €1 N. 
You wotlld fccm jealous, but arc crafty grown : 

Tax  me of Falflloocl to conceal your own. 
G o ,  y’alu a Wonun- 

E B O L I .  
Yca, 1 know I am : 

And by my Wenhefs do d e b e  tha! N m g  
VC’Jlela 





P R E N C E  Of S P A T H .  16s 
Don J O  XN. 

Come, let it be no more! l’m hufh’d and Rill I 
Will you forgive ? 

B B O L R  - How c a  you doubr my Wili ? 
I do. 

Don J o HN;  
Then fend me not away unblefs’d. 

Till you return I wlll not think ofReR :S 

B B Q L L  

tarior will hither  fuddenly lepair. 
The next  Apartment’s mine; 1’11 m i t  you there. 
Parewel. [Eboll/isPnrr to  w e &  

-__I D~~ yo I r x  
O do not let me fee a Tear; 

It quenchee Joy, and Rifles Appetite. 
I ike War% fierce God upon my BllB I’d prey g 
who, from the fulious Tade of Arma dl Day, 

otarniag home ta Love’s fair Qeen at Night, 
pmes riotouiand hot with fullDelight-[Ex. D.  John. 

B B O L I .  
He’as reap’d his Joys, and now he would be free, 

And ta e%& IE puts on Jealou+: 
B u t  I’m as much a Libertine as lte ; (5 
As fiesce m): )Yi& a furious my Detres- 
Yet will 1 hold him ; tho’ Enjoy~nent t~res, 
Tho’ Love and Appetlte be at the LeR, 
I-Ie’ll Elwe, as common Meats fill up n nean, 
And look llke klenty, tho’ we ncvel taRc. I 

E ~ ~ t e r  R II I-G Q M I! z, 

3 

I 

OldEDrd, I’bring thee News &Il make thee ybungr 

Speak i there W R ~  always Rd+ m thy Ton ue 
R ur-G o M B  z. 

VI 5 R Q L b ;  



162 , D O N . C A R L O > S ,  
BBOZJ. 

T h r  Roes are tott’nng, and  the Day’s thy own 5. 
Give em but one Lift now, and t h y  gQ down. 
Q i c k l y  to th’ Kang and al1 his  Doubts renew ; 

ppear dilturb’d,  as if you fornethmg knew 
00 difficult and dang‘roua to relate, $ 

Then bring him hither lab’pring with the Weight. 
I.will take care that Curlus íhall be here : 
SO for hia jealous Eyes a Sight prepare, 1 

Shall prove  more fatal than Madfu’a’e Head, 
And he more monfirous feem .than fie e’er mader. 

Btltei K x N G attmì#d,: 

Y .  K I N G ,  

E 
FJuteer, and  hardly  fettle  any more- 
Ha, Gomrz, what ar t  thou thus mufing on 3 [&c$ Gome@& 

R U L G O  ME Z. 

What mighty bares, and what tern eRuoue Stria 
Atlend on an unha py Father’s Lig : 
How Children Ble K mgs  feem, but Torments are, 
When young, OUI Folly ; and when old, our Fear. 

Why doit thou brmg there odd ReRcEtina here 3 

I’m thinkip what it is to have a Son, 

K I N G .  

Thou enviefi fure the Q i e t  which I bear, 
R UI-GO M E 2. 

No, Sir, I joy id th’ E d e  which you palrefs, 
And wifll you nevermay have Caule for lefi. 

K I N G .  
Have Cnufe for MS ! come nearer, thou a1 t fad, 

And look’lt aa thon wouldR tell me that I had. 
NOWØ 



#owa now 1 feel it r i h g  up  again- 
, Speak quiclrly, where IS Carlos P where the Queen ? 

What nota Wordf Havemy WrongsJrucktheedumb? 
Or art t h y  fwol'n and labouring with my Room, 
Yet dar'R not let the fatal Secret come,? 

R UI-G O M6 2. 
Henv'n great Tnfirmitíea to gge allots : 

l h  old, and  have a tllosfand doting Thoughts, 
Seek  not to kmw km, ,Su. I 

b 3' 

K I N G ;  

R U L G O . M G Z .  

IC IN G, 

, I By Heav'n I mufi.. 

Nay, I would not be by Compuliion jufi. 

h Bet, if without it you refufè, you hall. 
t R QI-GO Y E  E 

Grab; me thehone RequeR, €'ll:tell p a  a&- 

l 

I 

. +  
' R I N G .  9 

'$ami &y Petition, and conclade i t  dona. 
R U 4 G  Q M E  2. c 

Tt 5s ltlSsrtyou would hele forgive your Son,, 
gar all h i 8  pail Offences to this Hour. 

K I N G .  
Th'aR  almafi ak'd a Thlng beyond my Pow'r+- 

But fo much Gomdhefa iØ&' Requeft I lind, 
Spite of myfelf I'll for thy Sake be kind : 
His Pardon's feal'd ; the Secrct now declare, 

R U L G  O M E Z .  
Alas l 'tis only that I faw him here.- 

K J N G .  
Where 2 With the Queen 4 Yea, yes, 'th io, I'm fure, 

Never were Wrongs Co great as I endure : 
So great, that they are grown beyond Complaint, , 
Por half my Patience mlghr have made r Saide. 
Oh Woman! Manitrous Woman E 

Did. 

t 



i r6+ D o w  C ~ A R L O S ~ ,  

Did I for this into my Ereait receive 
The  promifing repenting Fugitwe ? 
But, Gatnsz, I will throw lier back again ; 
And thou halt fee me hile, and tear her them 
Pll cruth her Heart where all the Poifowhes, 
Till when the Venom’s out, the Viper dies, 

The the beR Mehod of Revenge purrue, 
’Who 2 contrwe that i t  may JuRice hew ; 
Stay till their Wrongs appear ar fuch a Herd,  
That Innocence rnny have 110 Room to plead. 
Your Fury, Sir, at leaR a while dela- 
1 guefi the Prince mny come again  this way : 
Mere I’ll withdraw, and watch his Privacy- 

R UX-G O ME Z. 

K I N G .  
And when he’s fida, be fure bring word to me$ 

Till then I’ll bridle -Veq eance, and retirë, 7 I 

Within my Ijreait fuppre f a thie angry Fire, 
Till to my Eyes my Wroage ,themieIves aifplay 5 
Then, like a Fnulcon, ently cut my Way, 
And with my Pounces B eize th’ unwary Prey. 

[Exit xìiug, 
E72fW E B O L I* 

B B O L I . .  
I’ve over-heard the. Butnefi with Delighl; 

And find Revenge w d l  have a Feait to Night- 
‘rho’ thy clechnrng Years are in their Wane, 
L can perceive there% Youth ítill in thy Brain. 
Away : ‘I he Qeen is cornmg hither. [Emf  R. Gomex, 

Bater ~ U E B N  and Women. HEN RIETTA.  

I %ìYE ZN. 
-NOW 

T o  rll’$ekity a long Adieu . 
Whe~c arc you, Ebulr P 

E B  O L  1.- 





:I C6 D A O ~  C 4 R t O . S ;  
Don C I R I .  OS. 

Pour dl t4y Curfes, Heav’n, upon this Head, 
For I’ve the work of Vengeance merited, 
That yet I impudently llve to bear 
Myfelf upbraided of a Wmng to her. [He #-;SB.. 
Say, has your HoJlour hepn by me betray’d ? 
Or have I Snares t’ cptrap yopr  Virtue lai&? 
Tell me, if not, w4y do you then ypbaid ? 

r cuaaa. 
You will not h o w  th’ AffliRions which you give J 

Was’t not my laR  Requefr, that you would Irve? 
[ by our Vows conjur’d it; but I fee, 
Torgettin them, unmindful too of me, 
Zegardlel, your own Rum you defi n, 
rho’ you are~fule to purchafe it wlt fi aine.‘ 

S W !  C A R L  O S. 
I, an YOU baite me live, obey’d with Pride ; 

Tho’ It was harder far  than to have dy’d. 
’But. Lofs of Liberty my Life difdains ; 
Tllefe Limbs were never made to fuffer Chains. 
My Father hould have ingled qut fome Crown, 
And bidden  me go conquer’t far my own : 
He ihould have Feen what Curlor would,hare done. 
But to  refxibe my Freedom, fink me IOW 
To ba P e Confinement, where no Comforts flow; 
Hut black Defpair, that foul Tormentor, lies ; 
With all my prehnt Load of Miferies ; 
Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, 
And rous’d the fleeping Lion in my Heart. 

X U E  E N. 

? know, the ledl Subrniltion:wdl’affuage ; 
You’re hot with Youth, he’s cholemwitl1 Age. 3 
T o  him, and put a true Obedience on ; 
BC humble, nlld exprds’ yourfelF o Som 

Y&t then h k i d  ; your anery Father’e Rage 

Carlor, 
I 





Sra . - D 0 N  C A R L O S ,  
K I N G .  

Hait Oen 
T h e  Prince ? 

A‘UI-G O Y B  Z. 
J have. ‘4 3 

KING. 
Where is he ? 

R UI-G QME 2. 
With the Queeh. 

KING.  
N o w  ye that dwell in everlding Flame, 

An¿ keep Records of all yemean to damn, 
shew me, if ’mon R your Precedents there e’er 
Was Feen a Son I1 f e hm, or bife llke her. 
Hark, Gon~m, dldft not hear th’ Infernala groan ? 
Hum, Hell, a httle, and they are thy own. 

P O S A .  
Who &odd there be ? The Kih and Gonm, rire : 

Methinks I m l h  that C w h  were k u r e :  [At u dfluncr. 
Por  Flanders hls Dlfpatches I’ve prepar’d, 

K I N G .  
Who’s there ? ‘Tis Pga, Pander to their LuR 

1 JDyawtng neal ta  kip 
Now, Gomez, to his Heart thy agger thrufi; 
In the Purfuit of Vengeance  dlive 1t for : 
Strike deep, and if thou cana, wound C a v h  thele, 

I’ll do’t a9 clore as hap y Lovers kifi : 
May he fil ike mine, if of%s Heart I mlfi. 
Thus, Sir- [ Stah h u a  

P O S A .  

R U I - G  O M B  Z. 

Ha, Gqez I Villain ! thou hali done 
Thy worit : Eut yet I would not die alone : 
Here, Dog- 

A UI-G O ME 2. 
[StnL nt hì#Ø?. 

SO brik ? Then takc it once apiin.  
[As are/h.qghrg, tbc Dl/patchesjaIZ otrt o/ PoQ’r 

:?was only, SII, to put you out of Pain. [&+n. 
[Stnk hm agam? nnd Pofa f M r .  

P o S J .  
2 



P R I N C E  $ S P A I N .  I69 
P O S A .  

I famt) be  mindful of your Queen and Son. [ D i u .  
K I N G .  

My Lord the King, (but Liíe too far is gane, 

The Wave in  Death repents, and warns me. Yes, l 

I fldl be very mindful. What are there 

Here’s Vdlany has yet been unrevead  
See, Gotea, PraQices igunlt my Crown ; [Sbms ’CM him. 
Treafon  and Lufi have join’d to pull me down. 
Yet itill 1 Rand like a firm fiurdy Rock, 
Whdft they but fpht themielves wlth their own Shock- 
But I too long delay : glve word I come. 

R UJ-G O M E  2. 
What, hoa ! within ; the Ring is nigh, make roam. 

‘3” S C E N E drawl, a d  d$owet s Dot1 John nnd 
Bboli emb? acitg. 

K I N G .  

[T[kAel t k  Dz$utrbt.$. 
For FlaBderJ t With the Prince’s Si  net fed’d ! 

I 

Now let me, if I can, to Fury add, 
That when I thunder I may f i l  ike ’ern dead. 

IIR-Gpmex? on this Truth dcpends thy Life. 
W h y  that’s our Brother &?riLa ! 

[ Loookmg ear#& m ’cm. 

R UI-G O ME 2. 
And my Wife I 

Embracing clore. WhilR I wasbufy grown 
In others Kums, here I’ve met my own. 
Oh I had I pcrllh’d ese ’twas underfiood. 

K I N G .  
Tlíis is the Nelt where Luit and Faifhond brood. 

Ts i t  not admirable?-iBh. 2). John a d E b o h  endpming. 
V O L ,  I. I R VI‘- 







3 72 D O N  C A R L O S ,  
When you folgot S Father’sLove, and quite 
Deprld’d me of a Son’s and Plince’s Rlght, 
Ptrntled my Honour, and pulru’d my Llfe, 
Mg Duty long with Nature was at btrde. 
Not t lm I ferr’d my Memor o1 Name 
Could fuffer by the Voice o P conmon Fame ; 
Al thing 1 itill elteem’d beneath m y  Pride 
For tho’  condemn’d by all the Wolld befide, 
Had you Lut  thought me ~ u f t ,  I could have dy’d. 
t\t lait t l m  only way I found to fly 
Your :\llger, and dive] t your Jedoufy- 
To go hr Fiandtrs, and be lernov’d 
From all I ever honorlr’d,  ever lov’d : 
There in your Right hoping I might complent, 
Splght of my Wrongs, forne ARion truly great. 
7 bus by my Faith and Sulferings to out-wear 
You1 Hate, a d  h u n  that btom which threaten’d here. 

C U E  B N. 
And cm this merit Hate? he would förego 

The o 5 and CIMI rns of Courts to pulchafe you ; 
Bani di 1 imielf, and item the dang’rous Tide 
Of lowlefs Outloge and rebellious Pride, 

K I N G .  
Ho;v eveldy h e  pleads in his Defence 1 

So blind is Guilt when ’twould  feem  Innocence. 
blle thinks her hoftnefi m a  my Rage d lhm.  
NO, Sorcerefi,  you’re milla k en in your Charm, 
h d  whilll you footh, do but affift the Stolm. no, take full view of your tall able Slave ; 

I,ool;hard ; it is the IrR you’re like to have. 
[Queen luoRzng on Callos, 

Don C AR L O S. 
&?y Life or Emth ale in your Power to give. 

Yes, and thou dy’lt, 
KING. 

Dol& 





I re D O N  C A R L O S , ’  

K I N G .  

Euter Cead. 
Seize on that Traitor- [To Carlq. 

Dovr C A R  L O S. 

All  are falfe : A Guard. 

Welcome ; I’m prepgr’d- 
S y E  B N. 

K I N G .  
Stay, Sir, let me die too : r c m  obey. 

No, thou fldt live. [Scemi& rEd. 
By Heav’n, Lut not a bay. lAjd8.  

J n Revenge To exquifite have fram’d, 
Elle unrepcntil~p dies, and To fl~e’s damn’& 

H E  NR I E  T‘PA. 
’ If ~ I C F  Pity could your Heart engage, 

Jf e’a YOU hope fol BleKu~gs an your Age, 
Jnchne your Ears to B poor Virgin’s Pray’r, 

Tdare not aenturc thee, thou art too fair, 
K I N G .  

What nould’fi thou lày ? 
NB NR I.?? ‘TT4f. 

Defl~oy not, in one Man, 
More Virtue than the Wo11d can bonfi again. 
View him the cldeft Pledge of your firR Low, 
Your Vir&in-Joys ; that m a y  fome Plty Inove- 

KO ; fbr the M‘longs I ftllfcl wcigh it down : 
K I N G  

I’d IIOW n o t  fpare his Lifc to f w c  nly OWL 
Awn y, 
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Away, by thy loft Tongue 1'11 not be caaght. 

By al1 thnt Hopes can frnme I beg. If not, 
R B  N R  I E  PTA. 

May you by Eome bafc Hand unplty'd die, 
And childlufs Mothers cnrk your Memory. 
By Hohour, Love, by Lifé- 

KING. 
, F O I I ~  Gn1, sway. 
By tleav'n, 1'11 kill. thee elk. Still dar'fi t: OD Ray P - 
Cannot Death terrify thee ? . 

HENRIEY'I'A.  

If you rerule mc, am leloolv'd to die. 
DOII C A R L O S. 

ka 

-NO; 4 r  I, 

Kind Fair ohe, do not wnRc y o u  Sorrows ' er: 
On me, too wxtched, and not wwth a Tear. 
There yet fol you are mighty Joys in ílora, 
When t in I l d i  a~ll laid, an¿ feen 110 mole. 
Oh Madm1 [fi t h  Queen, 

EUEBN. 

Por me ? no Mercy 111 a 
l 

A Tendernefi that rnlíbeconv3 my Heart : 
For fincc I mufi, I like a Prince would fall, 
A ml to m y  Aid my manly Spirits call. 

2 U E B N .  

May clle, but lct m e  be a Woman fldL [IdirprG 
K I N G .  

Th'art Woman, a true Cop of the tirfi, 
In whom the Race of dl Man E ind W R S  cur,'d, 
Your SCK by Beauty was to Heavln ally'd: 
Bur lour grc.lr Lo~d, LIE Devil, tan& you. Plide. 

You, likr a Man, n5 roughly ns you will 

L 4  HG 
- 
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H e  too an Anwel, till be durfi rebel ; 
And you are kre  the Stars that with him fell. 
Weep on ; a Stock of Teus hke Vovs you have, 
And always ready when ou would decave. 

C U E  E N. 
Cruel I Inhuman ! Lh my Heart! why fllould 

J throw away a T d e  that's fo good, 
O n  one a Stranger to whatc'er was fo 
Alas, I'm torn, ancl know m t  what to do. 
?'he jnlt Refennnent of my Wrang's Co great, 
M y  Spmts fink Lencath the heavy Weir ht 

'Tyrant, fiand off. I: hate thee, and wrll try 
If l have Scorn enough to make me die. 

[Refi+ to&& with &@x. 

Dorr C A R  L O S. 
Bleb'd Angel, Itay- [Tub her it1 Lis Artm. 

%UR E N. 
C a t h ,  the fole Embrace 

you ever took, you have beFole hls Face. 
Don C A R  L OS. 

NO wealthy Monarch of the plenteous Eafi, 
ln  all the Gloriea of his Empire drefi'd, 
W as ever half fa rich, or hrIf fo blefs'd 
B o t  from f k h  BliL, how wretched is tllc Fall! 
#l hey 'too like us muR drc, and leave it all. 

K I N G .  
Al1 this before my Facer' what Soul  could bcrr't ? 

G o  force her fiom him. [Ofice! npproarhcs. 
Don C AR L O S. 
-Slave, 'twill colt thy Heal t. 

' 'l h'adR better meet a Lion on his bvay, 
' An3 from his hungry Jaws reprlzc the I'rcy. 

She's Mrltrefi of my Soul, and to prepare 
Mylclf for Death, 1 muR conMt wlth her. 

R U€- 



Ikvc  pity - 
RING.  

Hcnce 1 how wletchedly he rules, 
Thnt’a lerv’d by Cowm ds, and atlvis’d Ly Fools. 
011 I’orture l- 

Dort C AR L O S. 
-Rouxe, my Soul, coltfider now, 

Thnt to thy Ulifsful Manfion thou mu& go: 
rillt I fo mighty Joys have tailed helc, 
I Ilordl fl1uII have Senfe of any there, 
Oh f d m  Blollbms, and yet fwcetrr f i r  I 

Swcctcr than lnccl~fc which to I-Ienv’n aicenrls, 
Tho’ 91s pfcntcd  thcrc by Angels IIands. 

[Lenainp all i r r  RoJttt. 

K I N G .  

 dar^ C A R  L O S. 
Still in his Arma ? Cowards, go tear her filrth. 

You’ll rooncr fiom ita Center fllnke the Fnrth: 
I’ll hold her fafi till my lalt Hour is ni811 ; 
‘Ihn I’JI bequeath her to you when 1 d~e. 



D O N  C A R L O S ,  
Etay, unhappy T'rlncc- 

Turn, turn'  O Tormen11 mtlR I leave you fo f 
No, ílay, and take me with >ou where you go. 

D m  C A R L O S. 
'Hat Ir, Slaves, my Godclef1 fummons me to flay. 

Doge ! ha1.e you hyes, and can you dlfobey ? 
Sec her Oh let me but JUR touch my blirs 

K I N G ,  
By Hell he ihan't : S h e s ,  are you mine ar Ids? 

e U E  E N. 
M y  Life- 

Don C AR L O S. 

< V E E N .  

[Pr&g forward 

My Eonl, farewer- [ E x i t  Carlogs. 

-He's gone, he's gone, 
Now, Tymnt,  to thy Rage l ' m  left done ; 
Give m e  my Death,  hat hate both Life and thee. 

K l N G .  
I know thou doík ; yet live. 

E U S  B N. 
-0 Miiery ! [Thows hecIJêvea the Flopì-. 

Why waa I born to Le thus curs'd ? or why 
bllould Lifc be folc'd when 'tis io lweet to die ? 

K I N G .  
Thou, Wonlan, hak been fnlfe ; but ta renew 

Thy C'1cdi~ in m y  Heart, aRiR rnc now. [$i Btoli. 
I'reptc B D~nugllt of Poifon, fuch as wdl 
AB flow, mtd by Degrees of Torment krll. 
h v e  it  the Qpccn, and to prevent all tenfe 
Uf dying. tell he1 I've releas'd the Ptince, 
And that cle Morning lre'll attcnd her. I 
In a Difguife his Yrercnce will fuupply ; 
BO glut  Any Rage, and fmiling fee hcr die. 5 
I You1 hlajclly Pm11 be obey'd- 

X I ? O L I .  g 

R U L  



B b 



J so D O N  C A R L O S ,  

A C T  V. S C E N E  I. 
Enter. K I N G JoIus. 

K I N G .  - 

’T 1s Night ; the Scafon when the Happy take 
Repofe, and only Wretches are awake : 

Now dlfcontented GhoRs begin theu Roonds, 
Haunt 1uin’d Eu~ldings and unwholefom Grounds; 
Or at the Curtains of the ReRlcfs wait, 
T o  fi lghten ’em wlth iorne fad T d e  of Fate. 
H hen I would reR, I can no ReR obtain : 
T l ~ c  Ills I’ve borne ev’n o’w my Slumbers reign, 
And i n  fad Dreams torment me o’er again. 
‘I he fatal Bus’ncfs IS ere this begun : 
I’m fllockt, and Bart to think what I have done, 
Xut I folget how I thar Phiht am, 
5 0  much hr ConRancy renown’d by Fame ; 
W h o  thro’ the Pmpgefs of my Life byas ne’er 
Ey Hopes tlarfported, or deprel’d by Fear. 
No, It 15 gone too fm to be recall’d, 
And btedta8nefs wdl make the AEt extoll’d.. 

Enter E B o L I IR a Ntght-GowIz- 

B B O L L  

K I N G .  

M’ho Ehlr ? 

My Lord. 

E B  O L  r. Is the Deed done ? 

XI%, and chc Qem to feelc Repob is gone 

Can f i e  e q  c& it, who allow’d me none ? 
K I N G  



P R I N C E   SPAE EN. L8E 
NO, EloB ; her  Dreams mufi be as full 
Of EIolror,,and as hellifh as her Soul, 
Does h e  believe the Prince  has Preedomgainsd? 

E B O L I .  

K F N G :  
H o w  were the Tidings entertain’d ?. 

B B O L I .  
O’er all her Face young wand’ring Blbfies were, 

Such  as fpeak  Hopes too weak to conquer Pear :- 
But when confirm’d, no Lover e’cr fo kind ; 
She clafp’d me fail,  carefs’d, and call’d me Friend, 
Which Uppol tunlty I took, to give 

She does, 

- The Poifun ; and till Day Ille cannot h e .  
K I N G .  

Quickly then to he] ; €ay that Carlos here 
Waits to confirm 1149 Hap inefs with her. 
Go ; that my Vengeance P may finilh quite : 
’Twould be imperfe&, ihould I lofe t%c Sight. 
But to contrwe  that I may i q t  be known, 
And Ille may R 9  rn~fiake mk for  my Son, 
Remove all Light  but  that which may fuffice 
T o  let her Tic me fcorn her when íhe dies. 

You’ll find her all i n  rueful Sables clad, 
B B 0  LI. 

With one dim Lamp that yields imperfeA Light, 
&Ich as l n  Vaults afliR the ghraly bhade, 
Where wretched Widows come to Weep at Night. 
Thns he lefolaes to dle, or living mouln, 
l i l i  Curios fl~all with Liberty  return. Exitb 

K I N G .  
011 fieclfafi Sin ! incorrigible Luit ! 

Not damn’d ! it i s  impofible; flle mufi. 
How do I long to fee her  in hcr  Pains, 
T h e  pols’nous Sulphul lolling through hcr Veins? 

Ej~tcu 



482 Dora C A R L O S ,  
Enter DDH J O H N and Rttem'aatr. 

Who's there ? my Brother ? 
Don J O HR. 

Yes,  Sir, and your Friend: 
What can yoal Plelënce here fg late  mend. 

R I N G ?  
Oh AUprin, Fate's at work ; a Deedas in hand. 

Will put thy youthful Courage to a itand, 
Smvey me j do l look as heretofore ? 

Don 7 O ZN. 
You look like I(m of S'nrw and Lord of Pow't ; 

Like onc who Itill kke f (9 Gtory on t h e  Wing : 
You look as I would do, were I a Kmg. 

X I N G .  
A King ! why I am Inore, I'm all that can 

Be counted miferable in x n'Jan. 
But thou niale fee how calm anon H 1  grow: 
1'11 be as happy and as  gay as thou. 

Don JO HN. 
No, Sir, my HappineS you cannot havk, 

Wlrilit to your abJett PaRions thus a Slave, 
%o know my Eafe you Thoughts like m~ne mufi hing, 
Be fomething  lefi  a Man, and more a King. 

K I N G .  
I'm growing To, 'ti3 truc, that  long I Rmve 

With pleading Nature, combated with LOVC, 
Thofe Witchcrafts that had bound my Soul fo f.a ; 
Eut now the Date of the Enchantment's pafi. 
Before my Rage llke Ruins down they fall, 
And 1 mount uy tlue Monarch o'er 'cm all. 

Don J O H N .  
I Itno)* your Queen and Son y'ave doomyd to dit?, 

Pnd fcnr by th13 che fard Honr i3 nigh. 
Why 
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KING. 

Mifgmunded Fears ? Why, 15 there any Truth. 
I’n Woman’s Vows, or difobedient Youth ? 
T! €ooner would belleve this World werc Heaven, 
Where I have nought but rI‘olls and ‘forment met., 
And never Comfort yet to Man was given. 
But thou ha l t  fee how m y  Revenge 1’11 treat. 

S C E N.E ,druwr and d ~ c o v c ~ s  the ueen uhrc in 
Maunmg 011 ber Cowcb, W& n S y brr. 

Look where fhe fits as quiet and fclene, Cirozicalb. 
AS if fie never had a 1 llought of S m  ; 
Jn Mourning, her wrong’d.Innorence to h e m  : 
SlI’as fivorn’t €o oft that he believes it true. 
O’er\vhelm’d wlth Sorrow lh~’l1 m Uarknefs dwell : 
SO we have heard of Witches i n  a cd, 
Treating withFiends, and maklng Leagues with Hell. l 

[T’# Queen t +J, urd caws tmuard~ &m. 

CUE E N. 
My Lord ! Prince C u r h  P may it be believ’d ? 

Am my Eyes blet’d ? and am I not decelv’d ? 
K I N G :  

Z U E  E N. 
I; My Qeen,  my Love, I’m here- [Etnbruces h. 
I My Lord the King ? 
i This is furprizing Bindnefi which you bring. 

I Can you believe me lnnocent at lait? 
Methinks my Griefs are hdf tfheady pan. 

K I N G .  
O Tongue, i n  nothing prrfiis’d Lut Deceif ! 

TOO well fie knew him, not to find the Cheat. 
Yes, vile inceituous Woman, i t  is 1, 
Thc  King a look on me well, defppdr, and die. 

q J 7 E  E N. 
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CUEEN. 

Why had you not pronounc’d my Doom before, 
Sulce to Af!li&ion you could add no more ? 

n& 
Methinbs Reath is lefs welcome, when 1 find 
You could but counterfeit a Look that’s kind. 

K I N G .  

Thou couldfi have bcen more wicked, thon hadit IivU. 
l iv’d and gone o11 in Lui? and Rlot Itill; 
But I perdv’d thee early ripe for Hell: 

ThiaN‘ight Wattdrank rhy Bane, th’art poifon’d; yes, 

Si!-€TBß N. 

b$l* 

mrPlrJ. And that of the Reward thou might’il not mifs ; 

No, now th’art fit for Death : Had T bellev’cl 

Thou =t--- 

-Then welcome everlafiin Blifs. 
But ere I die, let me here make a 6 ow, 
By Heav’n, and all I hope fir therc, I’m true. 

I tim, K I N G .  
1, ’ 4; OW you had ebayys rea* ~ h ç ~  you fpoke c 
F I  OW m‘any of ’em have you mad$, and broke ? 

Yet there’s a Power that doee your Fallhood hear, 
A jurt one LOO, that lets thee live to fwear. 

TO permit Sin, and make u5 Infidels ? 
*, 1 - h ~  colncs I t  that above iuch Mercy dwelle, 

P CUEEN. 
Y o u  hnve becn ever io eo all that’s good, 

My Tnwcencc had clfe been undclllood. 
At firfi your Love wu nothing Lut your Pride.. 

‘ 1 ’  When I auiv’d to be the I’lGnte‘s hide, 
You then x kind lnclulgent Fathel were : 
But finding me unfortunately fah, 
Thought ma a Prize too hish to be polfcfs’d 
By him,. and forc’d yourfclf into my RreaR : 
Where you rnaintein’d an 1rarcfiRcd I’ow’r ; 
N’Qt your own Daughter conld have lav’d you mor.% d . 7 it!! 

. .  
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Till confcious of youk Age, m y  Faith was blam’Q 
And I a leud Adulterefs proclaim’d, 
Accus’d of foulefi lnccit with yohr Son. 
What more could lriy worR Enemy llave done 

Nothing, I hope ; I would not have it fiud, 
That  in my Vengeance any Fault 1 made. 
Love me oh low Prctence ! too feebly built 1 
Eut ’tis the confiant Fault of dying Culle, 
I’v’n to elle laR to c’y they’re Innoccnt ; 
When them Defpar’s io great, they can’t repcnt. 

Thvs having urg’d yoor Malice  to the Tlead, 

K I N G .  

< U B E N .  

Y ou fpightfully are come to rad me dead. 
Had 1 been Mm, and had an l m  IOUS W I ~ C ,  
With fpeedy Fury I’d have fimtct’d her Life ; 
Torn a broad Parage open to her HeartL 
And  thele havc ranfack’d each  polluted Part ; 
Triurnph’d and laugh’d t’ have ben the iffuing Fluo<d 
And wantonly have bath’d my Hands In Blood. 
That  bd out-done the low Revenge you bnng, 
Much fitter for 8 Woman thln rr King. 

K I N G .  
I’m glad I know  what  Death you’d wilh to ~ W C ,  

You wou’d go down in  S~lcnce to your Grave ; 
Hemove fio111 futtue P3me, a3 prefcnt Times, 

I 
I And bury w x t h  you, if you co~lld, your Crumb 
I No, I wdl bave my Juhce  underfiood, Proclaim thy Fallhood afid thy tufi aloud, 

About it then, the noble Work begin ; 
ß e  loud and boalt how crud you have been. 
011 \ow a hIonalcl1’s tilory ’tw11 alIvance ! 
Po, quickly 1~ r t  resch the Eals of Franc#, 

C U E E N .  

I’ve 
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Inve there B Royal Blothe1 that is young, 
Who’ll ce1 talnly revenge his Siller’s Vv rong 3 
Into thy S’am n mighty Army bring, 
Tumble thee from thy 1 hrone a wretched thing, 
Aud make thee quire forget thou e’er wert Xing. 

I ne’er had Plenfure with her till this Night : 
The Vlyer fisda fie’s cruk’d, and fain would bite. 
Oh I WL” he here,  and duff  maintain that Word, 
I’d llke an Eagle feizc the callow Bud, 
And gripe him till the daRard Craven cry’d ; 
Then throw him panting by his Siiter’s Side. 

X I N G .  

Z U E E N .  - 
Alas ! I faint and fink ; my Lord, your I-Iand : 

“My Spults fall, and I want Strength to itand. [Ta b. 1- 
Do72 JOHN. 

O Jealoafy ! U 

Curfe which none but he that bears it knows ; 
[LsanS ber t o  II Chair- 

So rich a Tredure who wou’d live to lofe ? 
K I N G .  

The Poifin  works, aeav’n ran t there were enough 5 
She is To foul, he may be Por f; on proof, 
Now, my falie fair one- 

, Q Y S S N .  
Tyrant, hence be gone, 

This Hour’s my la$ and let it he my own. 
Away, away ; 1 would not leave the Light 
Wich fuch a hated Obje& i n  my bight. 

K I N G .  
No, r will Rag, and ev’n thy Play’ls prevent ;& 

I would not $ve thee  Leifure  to  repent ; 
Btlt let thy Sins all 111 ono ’1 hrong combine 
T o  plague thy Soul, as thou haR tortul’d mine. . 

-L Q Zr E E hr. 



I 188 D O N  CAR LOS^ 
EUE E N. 

Glut then  your Eyes ; your T mnt-Fuv fie& 
And triumph ; but remember, W x en I'm dead, 
Hereafter on your  dying Pillows you 
May feel thole Tortures which ya@ gibe me now= 
G o  on,-your worfk Reproaches 1 can bear, 
And w ~ t h  'em all you ha l l  not force a Tear- 

Thus, Agria, my loR Freedom I obtain,. 

Love held mc fafi, whlllt like a f i i 08~;by ,  
And once more ihall appear myfelf' 

1 of the tbing was fond becaufe  'twaa g q  ;. 
But now  I've thlown the gaudy Toy away. E 

E B O L I .  
Help, Murder I hclp- PboIi wtAirr, 

-See, A j t z u ,  whence that Cry : 

K I N G .  

J c r N G .  

Call up ou1 Gt~alds, there may be Danger nigh. 
EBntw Gtlarrb. 

% anter B B O L I ber Night-&$, worcsded and llced~tg.; 
R u I-Cì o ar E z purfuzng her. 

B B O L I .  
Oh ! guard me from that cruel Murderer: 

But 'tis m vain, the Steel has gone tQo far. 
Tul  n, wretched ling, T've Zomctlmg to unfold; 
Bor can 1 dle t111 the fad Secret's told. 

K I N G .  
The Wo~van'a mad ; to fonle Apartment LT 

Remove her, wheu fie m g  grow tarne and d m  
Fate came abroad EO Night, reiblv'd to range : 
I love a kind C ompanion in Revenge. [ I lqp  R. Ge, 

B B O L I .  
Tf 1h your Heart  Truth any Ifavour wins, 

I f  e'er you would lepent of fecret Sins, 
H e a r  me a Word. 

K I N G .  
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K I N G .  

B B O L I .  
-.What wouldR thou fay ? Be brief. 

Do what you can to {ave that precious Lib  ; 
Try ev’ry Art thnt may her Death prevent : 
You me abus’d, and f ie  ì a  innocent. 
When I percelv’d my Hopes of you were vain, 
Led by my LuR I praatis’d all my Charme 
T o  gain the Prince, Don C ~ O J ,  to my Arms. 
But there too crofs’d, 1 did the Fur oie change, 
And Pride  made him my Engine for If evenge : [To R ,  G& 
Taught him mraiie your growing Jenloufy. 
Then my wlld Paffion at this Prince  did fly, [ T a  D .  J. 
And that was done for which I now muR ~ L C .  ’5 

K I N G .  
Ma, Game% ? fpeak, and quickly ; is it To ? 

l’m forry you fhould doubt if‘t be or no, 
She, by whofe Luit my Honour waa betlay’d, Ø 

Cannot want Malice now to take my Head ; 
And therefore does this Penitence  pretend. 

Oh AnJrin, take away that ugly Fiend : 

R UI-G O MEZ. 

E B O L I .  

He h i l e s  and mocks me, waiting for m y  Soul; 
See how hi3 glaring fiery Eye-balls roll. 

R UI-G O M B  Z. 
Thus in  her Fancy tortur’d by her Guilt : 

But fince you’ll llave my Blood, let it be fpilt. 
K I N G .  

No’ more- [ F a  R .  Go. 
Speak on, T charge thee, by the Ren T” Eboli. 

Thou hop’R, the Truth, and as thou fllalt be 6 lefi’d. 
m o u  

As what I’ve faid is EÏ, 
Them 



. 

D O N  C A R L O S ,  
There may I find, where I muR anfwer all, 
What molt I need, Heaven’s Mercy oq my soul. [ B k  

K I N G .  
Heav’n ! She was fenfible that h e  fllould die, 

His Guilt’s too plain; fee his wild itsring Eye. 3; 
By Unconcelm he would hew Innocence : 
But harden’d Guilt ne’er wanted the Pretence 
Of great Submlfllon, when ’t had no Defence. 5 
Thus whiIR of Life you fhew this little Care, 
you fecm nor gmltlefs, but betlax Defpail, 

And durR not in the Msnu te tell a Lye, 
DD?Z JOHN. 

K I N G ,  
His Life ? What SatiefaEtion  can that give D 

Eut oh! in Doubt I mult for ever live, 
And lofe my Peace-Yet I the T ~ u t h  will find : 
1’11 rack him for’t. Go, in this Mmute bind 
Him to the Wheel- 

R U1.G O M3 2. 
How have I this delerv’d, 

Who only your Commands obey’d and h v ’ d  I 
What would you have me do ? 

K I N G .  
-I’d have thee tell 

The Truth . Do, GDfJIKz, dl h a l l  then be weI1. 
A ZII-G O M B  2. . Alas I llke you, Sir, in a Cloud L’m loR, 

And can but tell you wbat I think at moil. 
You L t  me ns B Spy upon the Prlnce, 
And 1 Ili11 brought the beit Intclligeace 
3 could ; till findmg hlm too noch aware 
Of nw, I nearel Iweafures took by her. 
M hlch if 1 after a falfc Copy dlcw, 
’Tis I have been anfoltunate as you. 

K I N G .  



P R I N C E  S P A I N .  Ig& 
K I N G .  

An¿ is this aI1 thou haR for Life to h o w  P 

Dear Sir, your Pardon, it 1s a l  I know. 

Then,  Vlllain, I apr dclmu’d as well ag thou. I R U L G  O N E  2. 

K I N G .  

Reav’n 1 where 19 now thy fleeping Providence, 
That took lo little Cars of Innpceuce ? 
Oh Ar$‘na, had i to thy Truth Inclln’d, 
Had I been half io good ns thou wert kipd! 
But I’m too tarne;  fecure tile Tialtor. Oh ! 

Earth open, to thy Center let m e  go, 
And there for ever hide my irnploqs Head. 
Thou fawell, purert Crzature Heav’n e’cl made, 
1 hy inpr’d  Trsth too late I’ve nnderfiqxl: 
Yet Ilve, and Le unmorta! as th’art good, 

Can you to,  think ve inpocent incline 

[ GaardJ R. Gon 

ZUE E N. 

On her bare Wold, and wopId not credit mine 
The Poifon’s aely tyfy ar my Heart ; 
Methinks I ftc bent11 fllake his threatning Dart. 
Why arc you kind, and make it hard to dke ? 
PerfiR, contmuc OLI the Il1July : 
Call m e  itill vde, incehous, all that’s foul. 

K I N G .  
Oh pity, pity my defpairing Soy1 ; 

Sink i t  not quite. Rwfe m y  Phyficinns RrPightj 
Halten them quickly ere ir be tpo late ; 
J’rapofc Rewalds 1n.1~ fcct t h c ~ r  Slcrll a t  RliFc: 
1111 git7c m y  Crown to him that Caves l m  Life. 
Curs’d 20g  I - [To Gomea. 

Vile I’rqllitutc ! 
nol1 J o m?. 

KI1VG.- 
a 



-192 D O N  C A R L O S ,  
K I N G .  

-Revengeful Fiend ! 
But I’ve forgotten half; to Curlor fcnd; 
Prevent  what his Ddpair may make hrm do. 

&ter H B N n x I T T A .  

H B N R I B I ‘ I ‘ A .  
Oh Horror, Horror ! evellaiting Wue ! 

The Prince, the Prrnce ! 
K I N G .  

Ha I fpeak. , 

H E N R I E T ‘ T A .  
-He dies, he dies, 

Within upon his Couch he bleedlng lies, 
Jufi taken from the Bath, his Veins all Cut ,  
From which the ipringin Blood flows fiviftly our. 
H e  threatens Death on a fi that  haIl oppofe 
His Pate, t0 fave that Life which he wdl lofe. 

K I N G .  
Dear AuJriu, haiten ; all  thy Int’reit de. 3 

Tell  him it is  to Friendhip an Offence, 
And  let him know bis Father’s Penitence. 
Beg him to live.- 

R U L G  O ME Z. 
Since you’ve decreed my Death, know ’twill bc hard : 

T h e  Bath  by me *as poiibn’d when prepar’d. 
I ow’d h1m that for 111s late Pride and bcorn. , 

There never was fo cure’d a Villain born. 
But by Revcllge fuch I’ains he f ld l  go thro’, 
A3 ev’n Rel~g~ous c ruelty ne’er kncw. 
Kack him ! 1’11 bloll hlm, burn him by deglees, 
Fleh  Tormel~ts fol him ev’ry 13our devlle, 
TU he curie Heaven, and then the Caitiff clles. 

K I N G .  

~ U E E 2 V .  



’ P R I N C E  af S P A E N .  ‘>y$ 
. RUEEN. 

dl T o  wait th’ unhappy MiiUefs to her Tomb ? 
I brought thee hither from thy Parents young, 
And now muit leave thee to Beav’n knows  what Wrong1 

Such Goodnefi, let it then thy Queen forgive. 

My faithful Renrzetta, art thou come 

l But Heav’n to its Proteaon will receive 

H E N R I B I ‘ T ‘ A .  * 
L 
I How much I lov’d you, Madam, none can tell; 
y‘ For ’tis nnfpeakable, I lov’d io W&. 

A Proof of it the  World hall uiclqly find; 
Por when you die, 1’11 fcorn to l ay  behind. 

Enter Dot: CARLOS &parted J e t w m  two, and Jlced?l@ 

Sorr Y O  HN. 

K I N G .  
See, Sir, your Son. 

My Son ? But oh ! how a m  , 
I ufe that bTme, when this fad Obje&% near P 
See, injur’d Prmce, who ’tis tby Pardon craves, 
No more thy Father, but the worlt of Slavee : 
Behold the Teals that fiom there Fountains f l o w n  

Doa C A R  L Q S. 1 
1 come to take my Farewel, ere ’l go 

To that bright Dwelling where there is no room ’ 
lbr Blood, and where the Cruel nwer come. 

T know there is not. therefore muR derpair. 
K I N G .  

Oh Heaven 1 lus Cruclty I cannot becar. 
.Doit thou not 11ear thy wretched Father Zue B 

Dorr C AR L O S. 
My Father ! fperk the Word oace  more i& you 2 I 

And may I think the dew  Çopverfion t u e ?  - 
Ch  that1 could. I 
Ypb I. H K I N G .  







.+ fj D O N  C A R L O S ;  
_. 2 raire ’em up, gently : Ye Slaves, down, down 

Ye glorloua Toils, a Sceptre and a Crown, 
Por ever be forgotten ; In your itead, 
Only Eternal  Darknefi wrap my Head. 

EUEE N. 
Where are you ? Oh I farewel, I mufi be gone. 

K I N G .  
BleL’d happy Soul, take not thy  Flight fo foon ; 

Stay till I dle, then bear mine wlth thee too, 
And guard It up, which clfe muit fink below. 

From all my Injuries, and all m y  Fears, 
C U E  B h? 

From Jealoufy, Love’s Bane, the work of Cares, 
Thus I rèmove to find thnt Strange1 Rd, 
Cnrlo+ thy Hand , receive me on thy Bred ; 
Within this Minute how ílall  we be bief€ ? 

Don G A R L  O S, 
Oh, far above 

Whatever Wiflles fram’d, or Hopes defign’d ; 
Thus, where we go, we hal l   thc  Angeh find 
For ever  pralfing, ana for  ever kind. 

G I EUSEN, 
Make haRe, in  de CrR Sphere I’ll for you Ray ; 

Thence we’ll rife both to everlníting Day. 
Farcwel- [ Q ~ e s ,  

Don CAR L O S. 
Ifollow you ; now clore my Eyce , [ Lemu O¶Ø ber R~/ôorr~, 

Thus all o’er Bljíi the happy Carlus dles. [D14. 
K I N G .  

They’re gone, they’re gone, where I muit m’el nfRi1 e. 
Run, fally out, and fit the World on he, 
Alarum Nature,  let looíê all the Wlnds, 
Set fiee thofe  Spirits whom Rrong Magic binds ; 
Let the  Earth open all  her fuIph’rous Vcina, 
TheFiends fiart from their Hell and hake th& Chains ; 

l‘iU 



R UI-G O M E Z ,  
’ rwns aim’d well nt my Heart ; 

That 1 had Strength enough but to letort. 
f i l l  Life, io tamely muR I from  thee part? 
Curfes and Plagues I Revenge, whcre m t thou now ? 
Meet, meet m e  at thy own dark Hode below. [Di& 

K I N G .  
He’s gone, and now there’s not fo vile a thing 

AS I, 
Don J O HU. 

K I N G .  
Rcmember, Sir, you are a King. 

A King! it is too litth ; I’ll be more, 
I tell thee. Nero was an  Emperor ; 
He kill’d his Mother, but I’ve that  out-done, 
Mulder’d a loyal Wife and guilrlefi Son. 

K 3  rra 



l$!$ D O N  C A R L O S ,  &c, 
Yet, A u j h ,  why lhould I grow mad for that P ~ 

IS it my Fault I was unfortunate ? 
Don J o HN. 

Collefi your Spirits, Siry and calm your blind. 
KING. 

qouk to’t; itrangeThings I tel: thee me defign’d. 
Thou, A f l f i n ,  halt grow old, and in thy Age 
Doat, doat, my Hero Oh, a long grey B:ard, 
With Eyes di lh lhg  Rheum, and hollow Cheelrs, 
Will be fuch Cllarms, thou canR not want Succeis. 
But above all bewale of Jedoujjr ; 
It was that dreadful Culie that ruin’d I ~ C .  

Don yo&!iv. 
Dread Sir, no more. 

Oh Heart O Heav’n ! But ffay, 
X I N G .  

Nam’d I not Henv’n ? I did, and at the WOIJ 
(Il/lcthonght I fd\Vyt) the Azure Fabric fiirr’d, 
Oh, fm my Queea and Son the Sninto p~cpare. 
Rtlt 1’11 purrue and overtalte ’em there, 
Whid, ílop the Sun, arrcR his Charioteer ; 
I’ll ride in that wa all, 1111 him down. 
Oh, haw I‘ll hurl tg$ild-&c a3 I run l 
NOW, now I tnwnt - [Runr n f r a ~ i n g i  

Den J O  HN. 
Look to tl~eRing. 

See of this Fair onc too, itlitt Care be had. 

Defpair, bow vafi o Triumph hafi thon made i‘ 
No more in Love% enervate Charms I’ll lie ; 
Shaking oFSoftneia, to the Camp 1’11 fly, 
Where ThirR of Fame the a&ve Hero w;lrma : 
And what l’ve 102 ln Peace, legals in Arms. 

[ P o t d n g  t o  Hcnriett& 

[ E x t z ~ r  omwI  

B P I- 
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firne as have as little to do there, as him- 
felf; who mufiering up all their püny Forces, 

' damn as pöfitively as if, like MRggletm, it 
were their Gift ;, when indeed they have as 

' y  little right to Wir, as a Journeyman Taylor 
.I can have to Prophecy. 

Wit, which was the Miitreis of former 
Age$, is become the Scandal of ours : Ei- 

, '  thkf-dk.  old Satire, to let LIS underRand 
what he has known, damns and decries all 

y Poetry but the Old; or elfe the young af- 
' k&ed Foal, that is impudent beyond  Cer- 
,' re&&, and ignorant above Initruttion, 

I will be cenfuring the prefent, though he 
; ' mlfplace his Wit, as he generally does his 

Courage, and ever makes d e  of i t  on the 
~ Wrong Occafion. - 1  

How great a Hazard then does your Lord- 
' Chip run in fo ficdfaltly pr&e&ing a poor ; 

i exil'd thing that has io many Enemies I but j, 
I .. that your Wit is moce eminent than all 
' their Folly or Ignorance, and your Good- 

nefs greater than any Malice or Ill-Nature 
-1 can be. I a m  iure (and I mufi own it with 

Gratitude) I have _ -  taited of it m u +  above 
my; 

1 

i 
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2x0 TI TU^ an~! E B R E N I C Z .  
As once you feedd the Monarch of 1 1 ~ 1  B~cafi, 
Too firmly featcd to be ddjoffeft ; 
Nor can the Pride file doth in Tmr take, 
'Already iö fevere Ddtance make. 

A N T I 0  C H U S .  
Yes! itill that Wretch An?mcbns I am. 

But Love I Gh how I tremble at the N m c  f 
And my J~LhaBed Soul at t l p e  doth e r t ,  
Which once was all the Pleafurc o Í  my Healtj 
Smcc Be>educc has 111 my Hopes cleltloy'd, 
And eternal Sllunce on n;c I.>:cl. 

ARSACES. 
That  you rcfent her Pnde, I fee with Joys 

'Tis that whch does her Gratltttde deAroy : 
Eut Frlcndfhlp wrong'd lhould iato Hntrtd turnp - 
And yo11 methlnks might learn hcr Rrr to Eo]& 

AtJzctJ, how fnlíe Menfil es doR thou take ! 
Remove the Poles, and M d  rhe Sun go back 5 
Invert all Natule's Oders, Pate's Dccrccs ; 
Then .bid me haka the ahhsk.rrlrig Btimiri. 

ANF'IO C H U &  

,ARSACES. 
Well, love her bu t let her know yaur Pain 

Reblve It, you (hall fee, and {peak agam ; 
urge to her Face pour rightful Clam aloudr 
And coult hcr Baughtily, as flle is  ploud. 

Au/acts, nm;,-lhe's gentle as a neve, 
A N T I 0  C H U S .  

Her Eycs are  Tyranes, Lut her Soul's all LWCS 
And owes fo little for the Vows I've macle, 
That if íhe pity me, I'm m01c than pald. 

But fee, the Man I fcnt at laR returns ; 
Oh how my Heart with ExpeEtation burnsl! 

Enter R u T I L I u a, 

RlttiYkpp 



TITUS and B E R E N I C E .  2 1 1  

Aa~rbrrs ,  have you Ze~crrrc~ fecn ? 
R U Q I L I U S .  

A N P I O C H U B .  

R U P I L I U S .  

I have. 

Oh fpcnk! what iiys the chmniug Quccn T 

1 prek’d with difiicalty thro’ the Croud ; 
A Thlong of C‘Oult-Attendants round her fiood. 
T h e  Time now pa2 of his fivere Retreat, 
f i f r r  laments no more his Pathel’s Fate. 
Love takes up all his Thoughts, and all lm Cares, 
WhiM he to meet thofe mighty Joys prc ares, 
Which may in Beretme’s Arms be founi!, 
For h e  tkls Day w d I  be Rom’s  Emprefs crown’d. 

Wbnt  do T hear ? Confufioo on thy Tongus ! 
A N P I O C H U S .  

To tcll me this, why was thy Speech fo hog 
Why didit not Rum with more fpeed afford ? 
Thou mightit have +eke, ahd kill’d me in B Word. 
But may l not one Moment with her í-peak, 
And my poor Heart difclofe before it break I 

She rwe~tly fmll’d, and her f u r  Head mclin’d : 
fzsur ne’ei fiom her had a Look makc kind. 4 

Enter B E R B N I c r r  a n d P H z E N c C .  

B E R G N I C E .  

OftImfe new Friends, whom my new Fortunes breed., 
The tedious Form of their Rcfpe&k I [hun, 
T o  find out hm whofe Words and Heart are one, 
Ajtthcbtcs, for I’ll no Flattery ufe, ** 

Since you ne@&, I juitly may accufe. ’ 

IR U T I L  IUS. 
You ka11 - For when I told what you defgn’d, 

She’s here. 

At laR fiom thc  rude Joy I’m fieed 

How 



How great your Cares fer Bermre Ilare been, 
Ev’n 211 the EaJ, and R a m  itfelf has feen. 
Jn my worn Fate I did your Friendhip find, 
But now I grow more great, you grow lefi kind. 

Now durfi I hope, 1 would forget my Smart ? 
A N T ’ I O C H U S .  

SO well í‘he underilands to both my Heat. 
But, Madam, it’s a T~uth by Rumour  fprerd, 
That  Tz‘rrus í‘hall t h ~ s  Night poffefi your Bed. 

B E R E N I C E .  
Sir, all my ConfllCts 171 to you reveal, 

Tho’ half the Fears h e  had, I cannot tell : 
SO much dld Irtus for lus Father mourn, 
I almon doubted Love would ne’er return : 
H e  had not for me that afllduous Heat, 
As when whole  Days fix’d on my Eyes  he fat : 
Grief i n  his Eyes, Cares on his Bron3 did dwell ; 
Oft came, and look’d; faid nothing, but Farewel. 

A N T I O C I I U S .  

B E R B N I C E .  
But now his Endnefi he renews agaín. 

Oh! he will doubtly recompenfe my Pain 
For that : if any F d h  may be dlow’d 
Two thoufand Oaths, two thoufand times  renew’d i 
Or any J u R ~ c e  in the Pow’rs Divine, 
htmhrrr, he’ll be for ever mine. 

A N P I O C H U S .  
H O W  file inhlts and  tnumphs in m III ! 

Sh’as wlth long Praace learnt to h& and kill, 
Oh, Berenm, eternally farewel. 

B E R E N I C E .  
Farewell goodHeav’n! What Language da Ilcar ! 

Stay ! I conjure you, Sil-by all that’s  dear, 
A ~ h o c h u ,  what IS i t  I have  done ? 
Why don’t you fjeak ? 

A ïv TI- 
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A N z - " I O C H U S .  

B E R E N T I C B .  
Madam, I muit be gone, 

HOW cruelly yop ufc me ! 1 implore 
The Rcafon- 

A N T ' I O C I I U S .  

B E R B N I C E .  
For Heav'n's fake tell, you wound me with delay, 

ANT1 O C H U S .  
At leaR remember, I your Laws obey. 

I mui l  never fee you more. 

Why fiould L here wretched and hopdefi Ray# 
If the Iievcrnbrance  ben't extmgullh'd quite 
Of that bleR Place,  where firR you faw the Light ; 
' h a s  there, oh there began my endleíi Smart, 
When chofe dear Fyes prevdl'd upon my Heart I 
Then BJrC7JJp# too my Vows approv'd, 
Till happy rztzu came and was belov'd. 
He did with Triumph and with Terror come, 
And in his Hands bore the Revenge of Rom. 
yrldea trembled, but 'twas I alone 
EirIt &It his Weight, and found myfelf undone. 

B E R E N I C E .  

A N T I D  C H U S .  
Hah I 

You too, then t'encreafe the Pains I bore, 
Conunandeci me to f rak of Love no morc. 
So on your Hand I Lore at Ink t'obey ; 
And for that TaRe of U1113 gave all away. 

B B R E N I C E .  
Why da you Rudy ways t' aIRi& my Mind 1 

have been kinder much than I dekrv'd, 

y o n  may believe, b r ,  I am not unlrmd. 
Alas, I'm fenilble how well y'ave ferv'd, 

ANT"I- 





T I T U S   B BE RI NI CE. '21,s 
P H A ' N I C E .  

T grieve for him ; a Love To true as this, 
Deferv'd, methlnks, more fortunate Succek. ! 

j Are you not tloulled, Madam?- , 
B E R E N I C E .  

Yes, I fee1 1 Something within me difficult to quell. 
P N A ' N I C E .  

'f YOU fllould have finid km. 
B E R E N I C R .  

Who, I Ray him 9 no. 

1 His Fancy does with wddDllt~aQlon row, 
Brom my Remembrance rather lct h m  go. 

Which thy raw Ignorance Interpets Love. 
L P H Æ N I C B .  

k, S t u r  his Thoughts, yet to unfold, dellies; 
' And Rom beholds yon but with jealous Eyes. 
. Its riplous Lnwy create my Fears for you ; 

Bo711ans no foleign M a r r l w -  allow , 
I To kin ly Power itilt Enemies they've been, : -- Nor wii, I feal, d m l t  of you a Qeen.  

B E A B N I C E .  
I Pfr,etkza, no ; m y  l ' ime  of  Zear 1s  paR ; 
' 8  Me Tttrrr loves, and h i t  includes the leR. 

The Splenclor of th19 Night thou balk beheld ; 
Are not thy Eym with his blight Grarldeur fill'd 2 
Thde Eagles, F&-s, marching all in State, 
Alld cloucls of hmps that wil11 their Tributes wait ; 
Trlumplls below, and Ulcfinga from abovc, 
Seen? all 'at ~tnfe to SI ace this hlan of Love. 
AWL!, Pb.mma, let's go mcet llrm Rraight, 
1 can no lower for his Coming W u t .  

eager%iifllae dnve me wildly on : . Nor wlll be temper'd trll my Joy's begun. 



2 ~ 6  T I T U S  find B E R E N I C Z d  > 

S C E N E  If. 

Zeter T I T v S, P A v L I N u S, and Attmriarris. 
- T. YBSPASIAN.  

T o  th’ Syrian King did you the MeKage bear O 
And does he know that I expea him here ? 

Sir, in the Queen’s Apartment,  he alone 
was feen, but ere I there nmv’d, was gone. 

P A U L I N U S .  

4: Y B S P A S I A N ,  
’Tis well, Parlrnrrs : for there ten Days pail 

J have to Bwe’elme a Stranger been ; 
But you can tell me all- what does  the Qeen ? 

P A U L I N U S .  
She does, what fpeaka how much fie values you ; 

Wnen you mourn’d for your Father, fie mourn’d too,’ 
So juit a Sorrow m her Face was Ihown, 
It feem’d as if the Lois had been her own, 

c V E  S P A S I A N .  

How hard a Tria R undergo. [8Jdt. 
Heav‘n I Oh my 

P A U L I N U S .  

Oh lovely fib * * e doit thou know 

What ie ’ t  your Grief fllould raifo 
I Por her, whom almofi all the Eu$? obeys ? 

p: F B S P A S I A N .  
Commaodd Prczhur, that all there retreat ; 

: [Paul. m o w  L ~ J  Hard, m d  the reJgo o d *  

! Rome of my Purpofe is uncertain yet, 
JtxpeBs to know the Fortune of the Q e e n  ; 

i Their Murm’ringa 1 have henrd, nnd Troubles feen. 
The Bufinefi ofour Love is the Difcourfe 
hnd Expe&tntion of the Univerk, 

An4  
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And by the Face of my Affairs, I find, 
*Tu tlmc that T refolve and fix my Md. 
Tell me, Panlzms, JURIY, and be free, 
What fays &e WolId of Bcrem’ce and me. 

i n  every Heart you Admxration raife ; 
P A U L I N U S .  I .  

All your high Virtues, and her Beauty praife. 

Alas I thou anfwel’lt wide of my Dafire : 
f. V B S P A S I A N .  

Punlinur, be my Friend, and come yet  nigher, i 9 : 
How do they of my Sighs and Vows apptove 3 1 c i . 
Or what expeEt they from fo true a Love ? 

P A U L I N U S .  
Love, or not love, Sir, all is in your Power; I 

The Court wdl iecond itill the Emperor. 
I: v s s P d S I A N .  

Courtiers, Paulznlu, íeldorn ale fincere ; 
To pleafe their Mailer they have too much Care. I 

The Court did Nera’e horrid Aas  applaud, 
To all his Lues fubicrib’d, and cll’d him God. I 

Th’ idoIatrous Court ha l l  never jbdge fbr me : 
No, my Paulznus, I rely on thee. 
What then muh Berenare expea, declare ; 
Will Rame be gentle to hell 01 feverc ? _. 1 

My Happineis is plac’d in her alone , I 

Now they have r a d d  me to th’hperisl Thrdne;, I * 

Where on my Hcad continual Carerr nmfi täll, 
Will they deny me what may FwLten all i’ 

P A U L  I N U S .  
Her Virtues they acknowledge, and Dekrt, 

Proclaim indeed Ole has a Rorrmn Heart : 
But he’s a Queen, and that done withffands , 
All which her Benacy and hor Worth dcmands. 
ln Rotne the Law has long unaltcr’d h o d ,  
Never to mix ita fiace wnh btrnngers Blood. 
- VOL. r. rd T. Z’BS- 



218 T I T U S  C d  B E R E N I C E .  

T. Y B S P A S I A N ,  
Tt i 3  a Sign they are capmcious rown, 

When they defpife all Virtues but $ e u  own. 

rdus, who firR fubdu’d her to his Alms, 
P A U L I N U S .  

And quite had  filenc’d Laws with War’s Alarms, 
Buomg for C l e o p m ’ s  Love; to Fame 
More juf€, fled fmm her Eyes, and h d  his Flame. 

But which way from my Heart hall 1 I C ~ U V G  

-+ 4. YB S P AS IAN.  

So long eltabhlh’d and deep-rooted Love ? 

The Conflitl will be difficult, I guefs ; 
But you your r ihg  Sorrows muR foppreb. 

PAULIINUS.  

T. Y B S P A S I A N .  
Who can a Heart that’s not his own controul? 

Her Prefence was the Comfort OF my Soul. 
After a thoufagnd Oaths confirm’d i n  Tears, 
By wluch I vow’d myfelf for ever hers, 
I hop’d with all my Love, and dl her Charms, 
At lak to have her in my longing Arms. 
But now I can fuch rare Perfeaons crown ; 
An¿  that my LoveWmore great than ever grown. 
When in one Hour a happy Malriage may 
Of all my five Years Vows the Tlibntetay; 
I 60, Puafims,-how my Heart does rlfe ! 

P A U L I N U S .  
Whither 

r. Y B S P A S I A N .  
TO part  for ever fi om her Eyes. 

Tho’ 1 rcqu~r’d th’ Ailiflance of thy Zed, 
T o  crulh a Paflion that’s fa hard to qtlell; 
h‘ly Heart had of Its Doom refolv’d before; 
Yet B m m c  does itill difpnte the War. 

Tho 



T I T U S  a d  B u K B N l c B ,  2rg 
The Conqueit of fo great B Flame mut% cok 
Confiitts, i n  which my Soul will oft be toit, 

P A U L I N U S .  
Yon in your Birth for Empire were deiìgn’d, 

And to  that Purpofe Heav’n dld frame your Mind, 
Bate in that Day wXe Providence did hew, 
Flxlng the Deillny of Rome in you, 

P: YE S P AS I A N .  
My Youth rejoic’d in Love and glorious Wars, 

But my Remains of Life mufi waRe in Cares. 
Rome my new Condu& now obferves, ’twould be 
Both ominous to her, and mean ln me, 
I f  ln my Dawn of  Power, to clear my Way 
T o  Happinefs, T fhould  her Laws deitroy : 
No, I’ve refolv’d on’r,  Love and a11 hall go ; 
Alas l i t  muR ince Rome will have i t  lo. 
But how fhdl I poor &%WC# prepare ? 

PAULIINUS.  
You mufi  reliilve to go and vifit her ; 

Sooth her rad Heart, and on her Patience win : - 
Then by degrees- 

T‘. Y E S P A S I A A r .  
-But ]IOW fl~all  I begm ? 

Oh, my Pul~lirrrrs, I have oft delign’d 
T o  fpeak my Thoughts, but filil they itny’d Lel~ind. 
1 hop’d, as h e  difccrn’d my troublcd BreaR, 
She might a little  at the Caulk llave guefs’d . 
But nought furpetlin as 1 weeplng lay, 
Wlth her fair Hand  be’d wipe the Teale m ~ y ,  
And in that Mifi never  the Lofs percew’d 
Of the fad Heart, fhe had coo much believ’d. 
Bue now a firmer ConRancy I take, 
Either my Heart haIl vent Its Grief, or bleak. 
I thought t’ have met drrtioc/wr, and hele 
AI1 I e’er lov’d furrender’d to hie Cue. 

L 2  ‘l-* 
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To-nforrow he  conduas  her  to the EaR, 
And now I go to figh, and look my lait. 

P A U L I N U S .  
I ne’er  expeQed lefi from that Renown, 

Whxh all your Afkona mufk with Glory cro\i“. 
Q. YB S P AS I A N .  

How lovely’s Glory, yet how cruel tao 1 
H o w  much more faav and charming were llle now, 
If thro’ eternal Dangels to be won ! 
So I might R111 call Bevenire my own. 
In  jVwds Court, where I was bred, my Mind 
By that Example to all Ills lnc11n’d ; 
‘I he loofe wlld Paths of Pleafure I purh’d, 
Till Ecrevrice firk taught me to be good. 
She aught  me Virtue; but, oh curfed Rame ? 
T h e  Good I owe her, mufi her Wrong become, 
For To much Virtue, and Renown fo greati , 
For all the Honour I dld ever get. 
Her for whofe Sake alone I Fame ptlrfilyd, 
J mufi forego, to pleafe the Multitude ! 

P AULINUS.  
You cannot with Ingratitude be chag’d, 

Y o u  have the Bounds of Pale/tue enlrrg’d. 
Ev‘n to Et lpknm her wide Power extends ; 
50 many Ilmgdoms Bermre commands. l 

T. B E S P A S I A N .  
Weak Comforts, for the GlleFs muR on her d\rcll. 

I know fur  Bt~cntce,  and kliow too well 
T o  GI ertnefs flle f .  little dld incline, 
Her  Heart sk‘d never any thing but mine. 
Let’s talk no more of her, Pnrthnrts. 

P A U L  I m r s .  
Why ? 

P’. YE S P AS IAN. 
The Thought of her but fl~akes my Confiancp : 

Yet 
l 



F 
.
 .
.
 

U
 

C
I 

N
 

Y
 

O
 



222 T I T U S  und B E R E N I C E .  
I: V E S P A S T A N .  

7 hst B e r m c c  is alwzys in my Heart : 
Nor Time, nor Abfence can you thence remove: 
My Heart’s all yours, and you alone I love. 

Douht i t  not, Madarn : By the Gods I fivenr’r, 

B E R E N l C E .  
You vow yoor Love perpetual and fincere, 

But ’m wlth a Rrsnge Coldnefs that you fiveer. 
1% hy the JUR Gods to wjtnefi did you call I 
1 don’t pretend to doubt your Faith at d l ;  
In you I truR, would only for you live, 
And what you fay, I ever muR believe. 

T. V E S P B S I A N .  

B E R E N I C E .  
Madam I 

Proceed. Alas, w l ~ e ~ ~ c c  this Sutplixe 
You feem confus’d, to turn away jour Byes, 
Nothin but ‘Trouble m yoar Pace l find : 
Does fifil aFnther’sDeath aRiQ your Mind? 

Oh ! did my Father, good Vedaja., live, 
T.‘ VE S P A S IAN.  

Idow happy hould I be ? 
B B A B N I C E .  

Ah, ceafe to grieve I 
Your Tears llave revcrenc’d  hi^^ Mem’ry now. 
Cares are to Rwne and your own Glory duc. 
A Pather you lament, a fceble Grief, 
WhM far your Abfence I find no Relief. 
But i n  your Prefence only take Delight, 
J, who flu111 die, If but debarr’d your Sight. 

4: Y B S P A S I A N .  
Madam, what is it that your Griefs declare? 

What ’I  m e  d’ you chde ? For PltY’S falce forLeal, 
You Bounocs m) Ing1rt1tude proclaim. 

B E R &  
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B E R E N I C E  
You can do nothmg chnt deferves that Name ; 

Ho, ‘ir, you neve1 can engrateh1 prove. 
h h y  be I’m fond, and tlre you airh my Love. 

T. V E S P A S I A A V .  
No, Madam, no ; my k h r t  (fincc r muR fpcak) 

Was ne%r mole full  OF Love, or half fo like to break t 

B E R E N I C E .  

I: V E S P A S I A N ,  

I I E R E N I C B .  

I’, V E  S P  .4 S I A N .  

B E R  E N I C E .  

T. Y9 S P ASS I A N .  
011, the difrnal Secret will not come- 

Away, P a d m t ~ ,  erc I’m quite undone. 
My Speech forfakea me, and my Heart’s all Stone. 

But- 

IV’Vhat ? 

Alns ! 

Proccctt 

The Bmpirc Ro?#t- 

Well. 

[Ex .  Tit. and P: U!. 
B E R E N I C E .  

So foon to lcave me, and in  Trouble too ? 
Tgtu~,  how  have 1 this deferv’d from you ? 
What have I done, PhrBI1ma, tell me, fpeak. 

P N A N I C I A .  
Does nothing to gour Memory appear 

That might provoke him ?- 
B E R E N I C E .  

By all that’s to me dear, 
Since the firR Hour I f w  h1s Face, till now, 
Too much of Love is all the Built  1 know. 
This Silence is too ~nde, and racks my Breaft, 
l’n the Uncertainty I cannot relt ; 
He knows, Phaxicra, all my Moments pan. 3 

L 4  Perhaps 



2 2 4  T I T U S  am! B E R B N S C E .  
Perhaps he’s jealous of the 8yrmn King; 
‘TIS that’s the Root whence all this Change muflfpring. 
‘I;tus, th13 VrEtory I hall not boait. 
I w ~ l h  the Gods would try me to the moR, 
%th a more potent Rival tempt my Heart, 
Onc th3t would make me greater than thon al C : 
Then, my dear Ttrw, fhouldfl thou foon difccm, 
Hom much for thee I all Mankind would Fcorn. 
Let’s go, Pbmtcia, w t h  one gentle Word 
d e  wdl be fatlsfy’d, and I reltor’d. 

‘ I  M y  mnjur’d Truth by m y  Corn liancc find, 
. - \ J X ~ I ~  he has aHesrt, he mufl!e kind,” [Exmttt, 

I 

1 
A C T  
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A C T  II. S C E N E  I. 
I Enter-TITus, A N T I O C H U S ,  U d h R S A C B S ,  

i 
b T. V E  S P AS IAN.  [ A  Ntiochur In that you’ve .t you’ve kept done this your Secret Friendhip hid fo long. wrong, , 

What  ìs’t that  your  Departure does incite, 
Which, not onjultly, 1 may call a Phght ? 
For tho’ on the lmpcrlal l‘hrone I’m plac’d, 

b So highly feem a l t h  Fol tune’s Favour grrtc’d ; 1 As ~f fie nothing farther  had  to grant ; 
i I more  than ever do  your   Fr iendhp want. 
l A N T I O C F I U S .  

Sir, your great  Kindneii I fo \vel1 did know, 
I durR not itay, where I fo much  did owe. 
When firR Nzdm heard your loud Alarms, 
Yon made  me  your  Companion In our Arms, 
Nay,  nearer PO you dld with Frien J f h ~ p  jom, 
And lodg’d the Secrets of your Brealt ln mlne. 
Yet all this Goodnefs but augments my M, 
Por I have falfe and moil ungrateful been. 

I can’t forget, that to your Arms alouC 
T. P E S P A S I A N  

I OWE the Half of dl l ever won a 

Witneib thofe peclous SpolIs you hither broug:lt, 
Wan from the ’j%ws, when on m y  S d e  you lot~gllr 
T o  all thofe Purch,rfcs 1 lay no Llaim ; 
Y m r  Ilcal t und F r i e n d h p  are my only A m .  

L 5  d h  



zaG TITUS and B B R E N I C X .  
A ~ ~ ~ c H u s .  

My Heart ! my Friendfhip ! Heav’n, how you mifialce f 
On my Deceit how weak a Glofs you  make ! 
When firR you thought yourfelf of me polTeí€, 
You took avery Serpent to your BreaR. 

T. Y B S P A S I A N .  
Alrthchw, I find where thou al t Rung : 

Tell me th’ officious Slave that does me wrong, 
Some  bare Detraaor has my Honour Raln’d, 
And in yonr eafy Heart a Credlt gain’d, 
Abus’d, and told you 2ï tw was unjuit : 
But 1 will know the treacherous Fiend, I muB. 
‘I ho’ you mkindly from your Frlend would run, 
And own th’ InJuRlce whrch you think I’ve done, 

Oh Tttru, if I durit but f eak my Heart; 
But ’tu a Secret hard from t R ence to part : 
’TIS not h m  you, It is from Rome I fly, 
There’s a afeafe in’t I muR fiun or &e. 
Seek then no more yhat’s dangerous to know, 
When moil yaw Friend, I fl~alI appear your FOC. 

A N T I 0  C H U S .  

T. Y E  S P A S I A N .  
I either to your Heart a Stranger am, 

Or furc Anttocbrrr is  not  the fame : 
What elle hoold make you not your Mind declare ? 
What Is’t thnt you dare ft-ty, I dare not hear I 

Tf then, whnte’er I utter, you dare hear, 
A m r 0  C H U S .  

Recewe the f i t d  Secret in your Ear. 
But arm your Heart with Temper : Well, ’ti5 this\ 

T. Y B S P A S I A N .  

A N T I 0  C H U S .  
Go on. I 

1 

J low the cllmning Beterrrcc. 
T. YE s- 



TITUS and B E R E N I C E ,  a27 
I: V E  S PAS  IAN.  

A N T I O C H U S .  
Yea, 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 dld appear, 
You fack’d Jerufilem and conquer’d her. 

b T‘. P E S P A S I A N .  
A braver  Rival I’d not w ~ l h  to find, 

Than  him  that dnies be jufi, and tell his Mind. 
So far’s Refentmen t from my Heart remov’d, 
That Berenice i s  by my Friend belov’d, 
That  I, Antiockrrs, the thing  extol, 
For ¡he w u  made to  be adoI’d b all : 
And happy he  that hall  poBfs  ier .  

Hah I 

I 
I 

A N Q I O C H U S .  
True g 

But ’tis fit none hould be fo blek fave you : 
And Bele?uce for nope codd be defgn’d, 
But  him that’s the  Delight of a11 Mankind. 
’Tis for this Caufe to Qrzn I repair: - 
Por when you’re  Mefi, no Envy lhould be  near. 

T. V B S P A S I A N .  
O my Antlochlrr, when thou i h d t  fee 

I-IOW hall’s  the Happiners in  Itore for me, 
Thou need9 not f e u  t h y  Envy ; let me have 
Thy Pity and thy Aid, ’ris thnt K crave. I 

My beit and trueR Friend, you mult be io, 
For there’s none fit ful’t in the World bot YOU : 
None  but a IGng, my Rival, nnd n ~ y  Friend, 
Is fit to fpeak the  Tollnents of m y  Mmd. 
ln my Belmlf yoa Be1 e m - e  muR fee. 

A N T I O C H U S .  
Is thnt an Oftice, Z í t r u ,  fit for me 2 

L 6  Ts’t 
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Is't not enough her Cruelties I bear, 
Bnt you muR too folicit my Defpair 3 
I h o r e  for ever fiom her to deput, 
Alas ! and dare not trult again my Heal t, 
Yotu PaKin by asqther may bc Ihown, 
1 Lave enough to do ;o rule my own. 

4: FESPASIAN. 
He that To well hia own Misfortunes bears, 

Cm heR initrult her how to  temper hels, 
Nay, my A t r t r o r h ~ ,  you muR not Aart ; 
I know by mme, you1 News wdl hake her Hm: t, 
Por I n~uR too for ever fiom lier pal t. 

ANT'IQCf lUS.  

4: YE S PASIAN.  
You part ? 

Yes 1 curR Necefity I 'tis true. 
She that both conqua'd rne and fetter'd you, 
I n  whom ahne I fumm'd up all Delight, 

;Mufi be for wer ban1fll:d fio& my Sight. 
A N T I 0  C H U S .  

Tt ca.mot be.: NO Slave that wears her Chains, 
Upon fo eafy Telms his Freedom gains. 

1. V E S P A S I I N .  
Lord of tlìe World my Empire wide does flw, 

1 can  make fings, and can depofe 'em too: 
The itubborn'lt Hearts muit to my Pow'r bow down, 
A n d  yet I am not Mafier of my own. 
R a m e ,  that to Kings io long a Foe hab been, 
Will  not admit my Marrlage with the Queen. 
I f  Bcrenrce to-morrow be not gone, 
T h e  Multitude.wil1 to her Palace run ; 
A nd from their' rude outrageoue Tongue flle'll hear 
The News'I dread to tell, and you to bear. 

I l.* 
.I 

A N TI- 



T I T U S  and R E  K E N I  C E, zzg 
A N I I O C H U S ,  

~ d ~ v  if m Heart was to Revenge ally’& 
might !triumph in her  falling Pride ! 

fee lux Cruelties tQ me repaid, 
~~~d ’em all her tortur’d Soul upbraid, 
But, Thur, I’m more *ufi ; and lather mov’d, 
T h a t  &nr Sn, you i are wrong the thng I lov’d. 

T’. V E S P A S I A N ,  
When I th’ Imperial Power dld firfi affume, 

I firmly fwore t’ uphold the Right of Rom. 
&,Duld I to follow Love from Glory Ay, 
Forfake p y  Throne, in ev’ry  Vaffal’s Eye, 
How mean and defpicable mufi I prove! 
An Emperor led  about ehe World wlth Love ! 
NO, Prmce, the fatal Story you muR tell, 
And bjd me from poor Berenm farewe]. 
But if  the Hopes of reignlng in my Heart, 
May any Zafe to her rad Mind Impart, 
Swear,  Friend, b all that to my Soul is dear, 
Bntire I will pre Y erve her ever there. 
Mourning  at Court, and more exil’d than fie, 
My Reign but 3 long Banifihmont fia11 be 
From  all thofq JOYS that Walt on Pomp and Powver, 
To-morrow fie her Journey hence mufi take, 
And io I all that e’er I lov’d  forfake. 
H e r  to your Care and Condu& I commend ; 
For tho’ m Rival, as B Icing and Friend, 
The deare K Treafure I dare  with you trufi. 

Sir, do not tempt me, lek I prove nnjufi : 
A N T I 0  C H U S .  

)fer  Charms that made me my own Fame forego, 
Will be too apt to make me falfe to you. 

1. Y E S P R S I A N .  
No more ; Tknow thee, have thy Honour try’d, 

Firm hll in Dangers found thee by my Side. 
Thon 



2 3 ~ ’  TITU-S  a d  B E R E N I C E . ”  
Thou knew’fi my Love, whilR thine was yet  conccal’d, 
When all thy Hopes by mg Succefi were quell’d : 
Even at  that  time  thou didit no Falhood how, 
And wilt not  wrong me  on Advanta e now. 

b x t t  T. VefpoBam- 
A N P I O G H U S .  

NO, I’ll not b e  her, neither dare I go : 
Too b o n  from others  her  hard Lot fl1e’Il know. 
DoR thou not think her Fate’s  enough  fevem, 
Unlefa that I th’ unwelcome Meffage bear? 
J, who her  Hate  enough have felt before, 
And need  not Lek ncw Ways to purchafe mor= 

See, h e  approaches ; now the Coward play, 
And, when you might have conquer’d,.run  away, 

A R  S R C  E S. 

Enter B E R E N I C E  U # d F H Æ N I C I A .  

A N T I Q  C HUS. 

B E R E N I C E .  
Oh Heav‘n ! 

My Lord, I Tee you are not gone; 

- A N T I 0  CHUS.  
Perhaps ’ t is me alone  that you would ihm. 

You corne not here, Antiochrrr to find; 
The Vifit to another was  defign’d ; 
C&far: And ’t19 on him the Blame muR light, 
If now my Prefence here offend  your Sight. 
They’re his Commands are guilty of the Sm ; 
I t  may be dfu I had at OJ:a been. 

B E R E N I C E .  

T i s  1 alone that  cannot be fo bleR. 
His Friends are always with his Prebnce 

ANPIO C H U S .  
Too much has Prejudice upon you gain’d : 

aTw~s for your Sake alollc I was detam’d. 
B E R ì 3  

i 

P 



For mine ? amy. 
A N T I O C H U S .  

Tyrannic Fair, ’tis true, 

B E R E N I C E .  
He kept me here, only to  talk of you. 

Of me, my Lord 1 forbear this courtly Art, 
You’re brave, and kould  not mock an ea$ Hear+, 
In my DlRreis what Plea€ure could you fee ! 
Alas ! or what could litUr fay of me ? 

A N T I 0  C H U S .  
Better S thoufand times than I can tell; 

So firm a Pafion in hrs Heart does dwell, 
When you are nam’d  be’s from h ide l f  transform’#, 
And ev’ry way betrays how much he’s  charrp’d. 
Love in  his Face does hke a Tyrant rife, 
And Majelly‘s no longer in his Eyes. 
But there are things behind I dare not fpeak r 
Por a t  the News your kender Heart would break. 

B E R E N I C E .  
How, Sir ? 

AN?’Ja C H U S .  
Ere Night the Tluth of what I’ve faid you’ll know, 

A n d  then, I doubt not, jukify me too. 
Farewel. 

E E R B N I C E .  
Oh, Heav’n ! what  can this Language mean ? 

You fee before your Eyes a wwetched cueen. 
Sir, of my Qpet if you have fuch Care, 
O r  if lnyfclf your Eyes held ever dew, 
lhfpel this MIR of  Trouble fiom my Soal. 

A N I I O C H U S .  

Bor your own Sake it IS that I refuse. 
Madam, yourrelf excufe, 



r 1 232 T I T U S  ~ V Z ~ B E R E N I C E .  
’Twill not Le long before the Doubt’s remov’d. 

B E R B N I C E .  
You told me Olm, A h d u r ,  you lov’d 

Rut h e  ’twm only that you might betray ; 
*Or elië you more would fear to difobey. 

I difobev VOLI ! ak my Life, and t l v  

I 

A N T I 0  C H U S .  ,1 
‘ I  

1 
!I 

I 
1 
I 
1 

HOW gloribifly 1 for ydur Sake cRn &c, 
It would by far be tllc mare  welcome Pate, 
Than now to fpeak, and ever gain your Hate, 

No, Sir, you nevel fhall m y  Hatreil find ; 
B P R B N I C Z .  

9Tis my Defire, and YOU mufi be fo kiod. 
Wlil you ? 

ANPfQCI-.- .U#~ 
Hcav’s! this Coahq.int is wo& thau Death. 

You drive, and will not give me tirnc to b~catllc. 
Oh. Madam ! Dut me to no f i11  thcr h i n ,  1 

B E R B N I C B .  
MUR 1 then ever beg, and beg in vain ? 

Hcncc, froward Prince’ either the Truth relatc, 
Forbear, or be aKuryd foi evcr of my Hate. 

A N Q ’ I O  C H U S .  
My Hea4t was olwnye yOUr8, and is fo fiill, 

For ever mufi depend upon your Will, 
I wilh another way your Pow? you’d rry’d ; I 

But you’le rcfolv’d, and muk LC Lihfy‘d. 
Yct  f l a t t a  not yotufclf, I fl~all dcclate 
‘I‘hofe Horrors wh~cll perlja E you duc l m  hral.. 
you cannot b u t  beliovu ; I Enow your I-Ie.tI t ; 
l a o k  then to feel m e  itrikc its tondul’it Parr, 
5 % ~  has told me- 

Bd’&DBlC,E. 
W l ~ n l ?  {car 110 !iurpidc. 

m r r o  C H U S ,  
Thnt h e  mull: part fur evcl fi0111 your Ilycs. 

B E R &  1 
4 
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B B R E N I C B .  

il We art l Can Things mother Nature take ? 
Or !&m ever Berenice forfake ? 

- ANT1 o c HUS. 
Perhaps ‘ t i e  Rran e that I fllould tell YOU to: 

Ilut you f i l l  find 161 do hini Juitice too. 

Love with Derpair mufi dreadful COU. B d create, 

Than  ever does fair 3 erenice adore. 
But what avails it, that t’ch Love he QOWS ? 

’ A Queen fì@e€ked to Rome’s Empire growa, 
And litm cannot with her Laws difpenfe ; 

I For therefore ’tis you mufi be bandh’d hence; 

p< Whatever in a Heart, both kind and reat, 

I I Taw In his: H e  we S, lamente, and more 

B B R E N I C B .  1 

What do1 hear, alas, P b m i c i u  1 

Nay, To-morrow is your lait and utmofi Day : 
A N P I O C I I U S .  

Tn bearing this the Courage we11 you’ll prove 
Qf chat groar haughty Soul, which fcoxn’d my LoveL 

B E R G N I C B ,  
Wfll St& leave his Beredce forlorn I 

I H e  who io many Oaths fo oft hath fworn ! 

1 I’m fure he’s guiltlefi,  and you dó him Wrong : 
I This is a Snare’to difunite us laid; 

Titus, thou lofR me, dolt not wifh me dead. 
NO, firmt I’ll fee him, and fècure all Fear. 

1’11 not beheve’t ; his Love and Faith’s more drong J 

Lpt’s go, 
A N T I U  C H U S .  

B B R G N I C I P .  
Too well you may behold him here. 

Too well you wifi it, to perfuade it. NO. 
In this your baie degenerate Soul you lhow ; 

When 
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When YOU no other  Stratagem could find 
T’abule my  Heart, you would betray your Friend. 
Howe’er he prover  know I your Sight abhorp 
And from this Minute never fee me mole. 

Oh Berenit# ! remorfelefi  cruel Fair 1 
Born  only  for my Torment and Defpair; 
Was It for this fo faithfully I ferv’d 
Is this the Recorn ence I have deferv’d ? 
6, who for you ¿I 1 all Amb~tion wave, 
And left a Kingdom to Become your Slave! 
Curk on my Fate ! 

A N T I 0  C H U S ,  

B B R E N I G E ,  

You never had this  Cruelty devis’d ; 
Never  to work my Torrncnt been ellus bold, 
And To triumphantly the Story told. 
Away, PAanraa ; qo more 1’11 hear him fpeak. 

If e’er my Heart you priz’d, 

[ E x .  Ber, atld Phrcn, 
AdNPIQ C H U S .  

Now, my Afaces, would my Heart but break ; 
But yet I hope l n  part I’ve Freedom won, 
And what Love would not, by her  Hate he’s done. 
T h e  Pain I late endur‘d thou ha& beheld; 
I left her  all  enamour’d, jealous, wild : 
Bat now pelforming  this  ignoble Part, 
Pelhnps, V11 ever banlfll her my Hcm t. 
She left me  cruelly, and let her go ; 
My Honour and Repofe command it too : 
For ever to  my Byes a Stranger be, 
Till I have learnt to i‘corn as well W Ille. [ E w w L  



A C T  III. S C E N E  T. 
Entcr B B R E N I c E in d>rdtr. 

B E R E N I C E .  

I Of my Wrong too well am fatìstjr’d : 
T o  fee the perjur’d l i t r u  twice J try’¡¡ ; 

Twice fir Admittance to him begg’d In vain, 
Nor is Pbænárla yet leturn’d again. 
Pbæmrra ha3 no Anfiver to bnng back, 
lngratcfid T h r u  will not hear her beak : 
Eut hides himielf, and fiom my Fury Aies;. 
Nor will have Style, tho’ Bcrs/zm dles. 

~ % f w - P  H Æ N I C I A. 

P h z k i t z ,  well, ~ p y  Ç ‘ h  haR thou fien 1 
What ? will he come and make me h e  again t 

P R A 3 N I C I A .  
Madam, the Emperor I alone dld find ; 

And raw in his the Trouble of your Mlnd ; 
I k w  the Tears he would have hid, run down; 

B B R . E N I C E .  
But was he not aiham’d they fiou’d be fllown Z 

Look’d he not as he thought his Love Difgrace F 
And was not  all the Emperor in h1s Eace 

P H - & N I C I A .  
Doubt it  not, Madam, he will foon be here: 

But wherefore will you this Diforder wear ? 
Your ruffled DreL let me in order place, 
And thefe dllhevePd Locks that hide your Facer 

B E R E -  



Oh, my unruly Sorrow I Oh, m y  Feard 
Who’s here ? 

ANr’IO C ZIUS. 4 la- 
&/accz, Ba enice in Tcara t 1 ba 

’ Inc B E R B N I C B .  r * j  And 
dntìorbrrs ! Pbænrcra, let’s away ; 

To let him fee my Tormenta I’ll not fay. [B& 
AN410 C H U S .  

Now whìther’a all my Refohtion gone ? 
Ar/aaceJ, who could fee’t and be his own ! 
I k id  I’d never fee het Face ag.2in : . 
But come and find ,my Eoafiip a all were.yain ;. 
Seeing het Sufferings, all her  forget, 
And l o h p  ~ n d e  my Vbng&ncesánd rh H m .  n 

And Labour my own M i f i e f a  I repare l 
How poorly all my Injqries haue, gorn ! 
HopeleGt undone, and to myIelf a Scoln. 
Leave me alone unhappy as r am ; 
I wonld not have a Witnefi of my Shame. 

Wretched Avrtiorh+,” Mith hokr much E are 

- &MW T. VESPASIAN atten+¿. , 
I t ,  , 

T. Y E ’ S E A S I R N .  
Twas vuel  not‘to fee her : my Heart I 

And now I go to fee her, but to pal t. 
Rlttrlzrrr fly, and footh the Queen’s Defpair, 
And for our meçting Berc9m prepare. 

A N T I -  
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A N I ‘ I O  CHUS.  

What have you done, Sir ? BcrtlyE will dìe ; 
3 faw he1 hence with H& dlfllavel’d fly. 
* ris only you her Fuly can furceale ; 
Wheae’er you’re narn’d, Ihe’6 inflantly kt peace. 
Her Eyes fiil1 bent to your Apartment were, 
And ev’ry Moment fe‘em’d to mh you mar. 

T. YB S P ASIAN. 

I’m not prepar’dJfor the fad hterview : 
I have not yet conrulted well my H e u  t, 
And doubt it ia not fiong enou h to part, 
Since firfi I took poilefion of t f e  Throne, 
What is it for my Honour I have done 
My Love and Folly on1 I’ve difclos’d, 
And nothing &t my daknefees expos’d. 
T h e  Golden Days, where are they to ba found, 
So much expe€ted wllan this Head was wown’d 
Whore Teara have I dry’d up ? 01 in what Face 
C a n  I the Frultstof any good A& -trace ? 
Know I what Years Meav’u has for ma decreed ? 
And of rhofe few, how ‘few arc to fucceed ? 
And yet how many have I fpent in walte ! 
But now EO Honour 1’11 malce greater haRe : 
Alas ! ’tis but one Blow, and all IS paR. 

Antìococbm, affiR me what to do ; 

’ 

Zntm l3 I R B W I c B preJirg from R u T I L I u a unna* 
P A U L I N U S .  

1. 

B B R E N I C E .  
Let me alonet your Counbls ail are weak; 

See lum I muR, he’s here, and I: will fpcnk. 
Has Titm then forfaken m e  ? ie  i r  true,? 
M UR we too part ? does he oomman’d i t  too ? r 

2“. VJ3-S- 
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q. YESPASIAN. 4 

O 1 Rop the Deluge,  which To fiercely Aowa; 
This is not  time t’ allay each others Woes : 
Enough 1 feel my own Affli6tions fmart, 
And need not thofe dear Tears to damp my Heart. 
But if we neither can our Griefs command, 
Yet w t h  fuch Honour  let ’em be hltain’d, g 
As the whole World to hear it told hall fmart ; 5 
Por, dearelt De>em’ce, we muR part. 
And now I would not a Difpute maintain, 
Whether X lov’d, but  whether I muR reign. > ’  l 

.RE R E N I C  E. ‘ I  
Reign (Cruel) then, and fatise your Pride, 

, 
And for your Cruelties  be deify’d. 
I’ll ne’er ddpute i t  farther. 1 but ky’d  
Till Tirru> who fo many Vows had made 
Of fuch a Love as nothing could Impair, 
Should come himfelf and tell how falfe  they were. 
Now I bclieve’t, enough l’ve heard you  tell, 
And I am gone-eternally  farewel, 
Eternally-Ab, Su, confider now 
How  harh  that Word is, and how dreadful too. 
Confider oh 1 the Mireries they bear, ‘ I  
Tha t  are for ever robb’d of all that’s dear; 
From this fad Moment never more to meet : 
Is i r  for Day to dawn, and Day to fet, 
In which I muR not find my Hopes fi111 young, 
Nor yet once fee my T h  all Day long 3 
Heav’ns ! how f wildly rave- to lofe my Pains 
O n  hi ungratcf~~l,  that m y  Tears difdains ! 
Of all thofe Days of Abfcnce 1 hall  count 
With k m ,  the Number will  to nothing mount. 

T. YBSPASIAN. 
Doubt i t  not, Madam, there wdl be no need 

To-count the Days that fial1 your Lofs ficced : Y 

r I Ilope 
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J b p e  ere long that you will hear from Fame, 
How very wretched and how juit  I am. 
My Heart bleeds now, I feel the Drops run down ; 
Nor can it be long dying when you’re  gone, 

B E R E N I C E .  
Ah why, Sir, muk we part, if this be true ? 

My Clams to Marriage 1’11 no more  renew. 
W111 Rom nccept of nothhg  but my Death ? 
Qr why &ye envy me the Air I breathe ? !T. Y B S P A S I A N .  

Madam, you are too pow’rful ev’ry  way : 
Shall I withiland i t  ? no, for ever Ray, 
Then I fiom Blifi muR always be debar’d, 
And on my Heart: for ever keep a Guard: 
With Pears tho’ all my Courre of Glory move, 
LeR ere aware I lofe  myfelf, and Love. 
Ev’n now my Heu t is fiom my Bofom itray’d, 
And all its Swellmgs on a fudden laid, 
Bent thus to you by all Love’s fofteR Podrs, 
And only this remembers, that ’tis yours. 

B E R  E N I C E .  
O T h ,  wldR this charrnlng Tale you tell, 

D’YÆ fee the Romam ready to rebel ? 
Q. V B S P A S I A N .  

How they will look on the ARront, who knows, 
Jf once they murmur and then fall eo Blows ? 
Mult l in Battle juRify my Cade ? 
Or if they mould fubmit and fiet their Laws, 
How mu!€ I be expos’d another Day ! 
And for their Patlcnce too how largely pay I 
Wlth Gricvanccs and wild Demands fi111 curk, 
%hall 1 dare plead the Laws that break ’em firR ? 

B E A B N I C E .  
How much you are an Emperor now I find, 

’Tis plain i n  your unfieddy anxious Mind, 
6 You 



A 
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you weigh your People's Rights to your own Fepa, 
Bat never value Berenice's Tears. 

T. VE S P AS IAN. 
Not value 'em ! Why are you io unJuIl J 

Now, by the Honour of my Father's UuR, 
Dy Heav'n, and  all the  Gods that govern there, 
If an thing  to me be half fo dear; 
May f be as a Slave,  depos'd and ferve, - 
O r  elfe forlorn in fome wild Defart ílarve, 1 

il1 I'm BS wretched as my Ills deferve. 3 
B E R E N I C E .  

Laws you may change ; why will you for their Sake, 
Into your Breafi eternal Sorrows take 3 
Ronre has her Privileges ; have not you 
Your Interefis ? your Rights are íäcred too. 
Say, fpeak. 

P: V E S P A S I A N .  
Alas 1 how do you rend my BreaR ! 

I know indeed I never  can  have Reit; 
And yet  the Laws of R O ~ J C  I cannot change. 
Do, break my Heart; and take your full Revenge. 

B E R E N I C E .  
How weak a Guard does now your Honour kcep ! 

T. V E S P A S I A N .  

J weep, alas' I ilgh and tremble too. 
For when to Empire firlt 1 dld  attain, 
Rome made me hear I would her Rights ln&tain. 
I h d ,  and mufi pelform what r then vowyd ; 
Others before me to the Yoke llave bow'd : 
And 'tis their Honour: Pt in Ieavillg you, 
All their auitereit Laws illall out& : 
And an Example leave io h a v e  and p a t ,  
AL none flu-dl ever after intimntc. 

You are an Emperor, and yet you weep I 

I grant it. I am knfible I do, 

B l A E -  
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B B R B N I C B .  

x30 on, and Infamy be your I4ewarcf 
Long iince my Fears your Fallhood had difplay’d ; 
Nor would I at our Suit have longer itay’d. 
Would I the bag Indignities hpve  borne 
Of a rude People, public Hate and $COYU ? 
No, to t h i E  Ereach I would have fpurr’d yon onl 
And I am pleas’d it is already done. 
No longer ha l l  the Fear of me prevail ; 
Alas I youmuit not thmk to hear me  rail, 
Or I-leav’n iavoke, its Vengeance to prepare : 
No, for if Heav’n vouchfife to hear m y  Play’r, 
J: beg no Memory inay there remain, 
OE a the r  your lnjuitlce, or my l’un. [Kneels, 
But  the fad norenice, before Ille dies, 
Is fure to have  Revenge, if you h ~ v e  Eycs. 
Nor, Titus, need I go to find it far, 
No further  thap thpt Heart, I have it there. 

Within yourfelf hall rife yaur dreadfull’fi FOC ; 
&l pnR Integrities, my Tormente now, 
W I ich you, ungrateful pcrlul’d Man, have brcd, 
My Blood, which in your Palace T fl~all Ihed, 
Suficient  Tcrrols to yoqr Saul flmll give, 
And’tis to them that myRcvengel’l1 leave.[.E#.fwiot&e ’ 

TO your Barbarity there’s nothin hard : 

I 

.l 

[PoiutJ to  bis .?3reaj. 

P A U L I N U S .  
Thus, Sir, at laR the CpnqueR you hnve won, 

The Qeen you fee’s contcnted LO be gonc. 

T. Y ‘ E S P A S I A N .  
Ctde  on  thy Ronm Rudenefi, that cnnfi  fee 

Such,,Tem unmov’d, and mock Tuch hkbry I 
Qh ! I am loR, and ’tis i n  vain to filive; 
I f  Bererrice dies, 1 cannot live. 

VOL. I, M Ply 
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Fly and prevent that  Fate to w!lich he's gone. 
Bid her  but live, tell  her the Vv orld's her own. [Ew. Rut, 

P A U L I N U S .  
Sir, if I might advife, you lhould  not fend, 

Rather command her Women to attend ; 
They better cm her  Melancholy cheer; 
The  worit i 3  pait, and now 'tu- mean to fear. 
I Caw your meltmg Pity  when h e  wept, 
And my rough Heart but very hardly Rap'd. 
Yet look a llttle farther, and you'll find 
That, fplte of all, your Fortune  yet IS kind. 
What   humphs  the whole WolId prepales, you'll fee, 
And then hereafter think how great you'll be. 

T. V B S P A S I A N .  
Who for Rarbrrity would be ador'd ? 

J hate myfdf. Nero io much abhorr'd, 
That  bloody Tyrant, whom I bluh to name, 
Was never half io cruel as I am. 
No, 1'11 purfue the  queen, he loves me fill, 
Will pardon me when at  her  Feet I kneel : 
Let's go, and  let  proud Rom fay what it will. 3 

PAULINUS. 

P: V E S P A S I A N .  
How, Sir? 

By Heav'n, I know  not what I fay: 
Excef's of Sorrow drives my Mind ahray. 

P A U L I N U S .  
O follow where your full Renown does lead, 

Your lait Adleus Iceport abroad has fp~ead. 
Rom that dld  mourn, does now new l'riumph flame, 
The  Temples fume wlth  Offerings to your  Name : 
T h e  People w~ld  ln  the Applaule you've won, 
With  Laurel Wreaths to crown you1 Statues  run. 

- p: YE s- 
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I‘. Y E S P A S I A N .  I 

a y  L1mt their favage Naturee they betlay ; 
’ Por fo wild BcaRe roar o’er their murder’d Prey. 

. - Sgnce moR in danger when we highen rife : f For who by Oreatneh e’cr did hap y grow F 
b;:’ Nona but the heavy Slave is truly 8, 
f ~ ( ’ ’  Who travels d l  his Life in  one dull Rondb 

’’” Seeking no fartller than rhe Needs of Life, 
And, drudging on, in quiet laves his Load ; 

knows what% his own, and fo exem t from Strife, 

- Lives by the Clod, and thinks of notlung higher; 

who would have Senfe the Sweets of Pow’r to  prize .P 

1 ;- And cherilhee his homely careful &e, 
I 
p Has all, becde  Ire cannot much defirc. 1, Had I been born To low, I Ilad been blefi: 
I of whar I love, without control, poil’clt : 

Never had Honour or Alnhtion known, 
Nol- ever to be Grent had Lecn undanc. [ S h o ~ t s  d t h k  

Thc Tlibuncs, Sir, and Senate with their State, 
P A U L I N U S ,  

’ P t l P  Name of d l  the Enlpire for you wait ; 
They’re follow’d too by an im atiene Throng, 
who fcem to nrur~nur you dc P uy fo long. 

T. V E S P A S I A N .  
Toil me no more, difperfe that clamorous Raut 

Tell ’cm, they hall no inore hnve Caule to doubt: 
The queen’s De arture they’ll to-rnorrgw Cec, 
Ahd m e  wretcid as they’d have’ me be. 
Take this, Pauhts ,  bear it to the Qcen ; 

For flmuld WO meet, I nluR rchpk ngain ; 
l’ve bid her here eternally adicu : 
Stay while Ilre rends ir, clnd her Trclublca view, 
And bring me FGthful Word, ILS thou art true, 

[Wt-I’tcr on II TaCk 

M z  Hold ! 
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Hold 1 Oh my Heart ! yet go, i t  mult be done, 
For what’s Necellity we cannot fiun. 
Would I had never  known  what ’t13 to live, 
Or a new Bemg to myfelf could ive ; 
Some monitrous and unheard-of S Q ape now find, 
As ravage, and as barbarous as my Mind. 
Antrotbru ! 

A N P I O  C H U S .  
My lait Adieu to pay 

I come, and dare m Rome no longer Ray. 
My Gliefs and my AffliAlons grow io high, 
If noi by Abfence  flacken’d I muR die. 

T. P E S P A S I A N .  
What Reafons have Lhe Happy to repine ? 

Now Rerenrre for ever will be thlne. 
With all her Chams recelve her to thy Breaft, 
And be of all I ever lov’d poffeR. 

A N T I  o c HUS. 
It is beneath you, Sir, to mock my Pain : 

1 ever  kneel to Berenrre again’ 
No, Ihould I itay to fee you when you part, 
Tho’ I am fure the bight would break my Heart, 
Yet he, as flill my Pray’rs have  been deny’d, 
Tho’ J but begg’d one  Blelling ere I dy’d, 
Ev’n then with Sc01 II would th~ow me from ber Side. 

T‘. Y B S P A S I A N .  
Oh I-Ieav’n ! lile's entnng, from her Charms let’s fly : 

Meet and preven t her- [Es. T. VC$. 
‘ Enfer B E R E N I c E, WC, 

B E A B N I C E .  

Ingratcful ! Dea elt  perjur’d fittu, Ray. [Kmdr. 
How he hailes away! 

AìHlc- 
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But now a t  lafi his Breach of Faith you fee, 
d n d  bear it nobly too : How can you be 
T’ yourlelf To juR, and yet fo hard to me ? 

B E R E N I C E .  
What cruel Storms and fierce  Affaults you make, 

ill you have broke it. Will you not give o’er ? 
To batter down a Heart you cannot take, 

No, rather let me go, and hear no more. 
A N T ’ I O C H U S ,  

Pity the P a m  and Anguifh [endure, 
In  Wounds, which you and none but you can cure. 

Look back, whilR at your Feet myfelf I caR, 
And think the Sigh that’s cornmg is my I d .  
Vly Heart  its fad eternal Farewel takes ; 
l e  but io kind to kee me when i r  breaks. 

O Ray, finee OF the VI&% you’re fecure ; 

[Ktzeels. 

B E R E N I C E .  
Rife, r i 8  my Lord. The  Emperor’s return’d, 

ConduA me hence, let me no more be fcorn’d. 
Emter T. V E S P A S I A N. 

T, Y E S P A S I A N .  
Now am I lolt ! refolve on what I will, 

Spite of myfelf I wander t h i e  way Rill. 
Why would you, Bereme, my Pretknce fhun? 

B E R E N I C E  
No 1 1’11 hear nothin I’ve refolv’d on Flight’ 

And will bc gone. Wry come you in my Sight ? 
Why comc you chue t’ exafperate my Defpair ? 
Are you not yet content ? I know you are. 

If ever  yet my Heart was dear to yours, 
By al1 our lighted Vows, thofe Toftell Hours, 
In which &z ever to be true I fivore, 
I beg that you’d afford me yet one more. - 

I: Y E S P A S I A N .  

B B R E -  
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B E R E N l C l L  

I till To-morrow had your L e y  to Ray : 
But my Kefolvcv ale to be gpne lo-day ; 
A d  l depart. 

Would you poor .il. l t ~  in his Gxlcfs fbrhlcc ? 
NO 1 Stg- 

n T, Y E S P A S l A N .  
No otlrney molt YOLI take- 

D B R E N I C B ,  
I flay ! Ungrateful an you are; 

For what! a People's rude .Mironrs to bear : 
'I hat with-the Sound of my Misfortunes rend 
The Clouds, md Shouts to Hcav'n in Volleys fccncl ? 
Does not their cruel Joy yet  reach your E.us. 
WhilR I donc torment m y f d f  in 'I'enrr 
By whet Ofhcc or Crime are they thus rnov'd! 
Alas I what have I done, bue too much lov'd? 

T, V E  S P ASIAN. 
D'yau mind the Voice of an outrlrgeoua Throng 3 

I eyer thought your CorRaucy mole Rrou : 
Never believ'd your Heal t To weak could f e, 
Whore powerful Chnrmn had cnptlvatctl me. 

A11 that T fee Diltlnaion docs crentc : 
B E R B N I C E .  

Thefe rich Apartments, and t h s  ponlpous Stale, 
Thefe l~lnces wbero I fpdnt my IiappiGfi HOUJ'h 
And plighted alt my Vowa,  firlfi Man, to yours i 
All, t l ~  I ~ O R  vile Impofiors, I detek 
H o w  itrarrgely, Tim, milr;ht WC llave been bl&! 

This Art to torture Souls wherc did you lcnrn 
T'. V E S P A S I N .  

Or was 1t in our Natarc with you born ? 
Oh Btrdre Y how you dehoy mc l 

[Attcrrdanr's Iri12.g a Ch1 
M 4  B E  R 

l 
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B E R G N I C E .  

No, 
Return, and to your famous Senate go, 
?hat for your Cruelties applaad you io. 
Have you not Honour to your fu11 Delight I 
Nave you not prbmis’d to forget me qu’te ? 
What more in Expiahon can you do ? 
I h - e  you not ever h o r n  to hate me too ? 

T. YB S P A S I A N .  
Cm yo11 do any thing to make me hate P 

Or can I ever Bcretoice forget? 
This hard Sufpicion unjuRly ur 
’Gainit a poor Heart, too much be !ld ore furcharg’dr 
Oh, Madam ! know me better, and reca1 
The Wrod? fince firR I at your Feet did fall : 
?ount all t e fiugle Days and Minutes pall, 
Wherein my Vows and my Defires I preit, 
And at &is time your greateft Conquefi know a , 
For you were never fo belov’d as now ; 
Nm ever- 

B B R E N I C B .  
Still your Love you’d have me own, 

Yet you yourfelf command me to be gone. 
Is my Defpair To charming to your View ? 
D’you thlnk the Teats I ihed are dl too few 2 
Of fuch a Heart a vam Retmn you make ; 
No, never call thofe dear Ideas back ; 
But fuEer me in thls Belief to reR, 
That fecretly long fince exil’d your BrenR : 
J only fmm a fnlthlcfs Wretch depart, 
And one that never lays the Lofs to Heart. 
I f  you had Iw’d me, thls Ilad ne’er been rent : 
Here you’ve commanded me to Banifhment. 

[O~CIIJ thæ T a b h  

w h s  
J 
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Let me alone, and vex my Soul no more; 
B E R E N I C E .  

Pou of your Vutue talk’d enough  before : 
Urge it not nil1 M aggravate my  Shame, 
When crown’d with Conquefi from the W h  you came, 
I know you brought me but to fill your  State ; 
For elfe the Triumph had not been  compleat. 

Since you hare then refolv’d, 1t íhall be fo ; 
T. VES P A S I A N .  

And Judge by this if you’re  belov’d or no. 
N O  longer Torments on my Soul fhall prey, 
Since 1 to Freedom fee io brave a Way 
A Way by more than one great Romarr fhown, 
Who when theu Mlferies had preit ’em dQwn, 
Fropt from within, hook oft with Llfe the Wei ht, 

And thus fell nobly g1 apling with theu Fate. 
[ofils hf l&d5* , l f i&  

B E R X N I C E .  
Oh Ray ! to wrong me mole what way  d’ye take? 

Would Tiirrr die for Berenzre’s Sake ? 
I fee tlie Elow you cruelly prepale 
T o  wound that BrerR, where J, you fay, have  Share. 
TO hurt what’s mine would  be unjuRly done ; 
No, ratheritnke this Heart that’s all your ownl 

57 VE S P A S I A N .  
BeR of thy Sex I and deareft I now I fee 

z h v  poor is Empire when compar’d to thee. 
I-lence,  ye prrplexlng Cares that clog the Brain, 
WhiIfi Rruck with EcRafy, I here fall down, 
Thus BI. your Feet a happy Proftrate lud, [Kncch, I 
I’m much more bleit than if the World 1 fwwq’d. 

B E R E N I C E .  . 
Now the bleR Bcrenm enough has feen : 

I thought your Love had quite extinguilh’d been : 
But 

i 
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But ’twas my Error ; for you fill are true, 
Your Heart 1s troubled, and your Tears I view. 
&’n my worR Sufferings much o’er-pmd I Eee, 
Nor hall th’ nnllappy vvorld be CUIR for me. 
Nothmg, fincc firR ’twas yours, my Love \ V O U ~ ~  hake, 
So abfohlte a Conquefi did >ou make : 
But now 1’11 bring it to the atmolt TeR, 
And with one funeral A& crown all the refi. 

Ha! tell me, Rerenzcc, what wlll you do ? 

Far  from your Sight and Ronre for ever 60 : 

T” YIì S P AS I A N .  

B B R E N I C B .  

I have refolv’d on’t, and I t  nld1 be fo. 
T V B S P A S I A N .  

Anriochus ! I’m bom to be undone; 
When I the  gleateit Conquefi thought t’have won, 
Bv’n in m y  nobleit Race 1 am out-run. 
But thou wert always gen’rous, always kind : 
Your enlarg’d Kingdom Ihn11 to her’s be Join’d. 
And now how much you are my faithful Friend, 
In being fo to her, you’ll bek exprefi. 

Never forrake her in her fad DIRrefs. 
Where-e’er fie goes, for ever with her be ; 
And ibmetimes in my Abbnce figli for me. 

[Fulling oh his N e d .  

A N P I O C N U S .  
AJucer ! on thy Bofom let me lie, 

B B R E N I C B .  
WhilR I but take one lafi dear Look, and die. 

Na, live, and by a generous  Stlife out-do 
Us both, and of yourfelf be Conqu’ror too. 
Parewel. 
Let UB all three a rare Example prove, 
Of a mgfi tender tho’ wnhappy Love. 

M 6  Thus, 
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Thus, Sir, your Reace and Empire refiore ; 
Farewel, and reign, Ill never fee you more. [Ex. Ber. 

ANPIOCHUS. 

E V E S P A S I A N .  

4 

Oh Heav’n ! 

She’s gone,  and all I vdu’d loR : 
Now, Friend, let Rome of her great Emp’rar banit. 
Since they themfèlves firfi taught me Cruelty, 
1’11 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 urchafo Fame, 
And malce the World 8s wretchelas I am. 

[Exeunt WIM. 

i 
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* C H E A T S  of S C A P I N ,  

A C T  r. S C E N E  I. 
Enter* O C T A V I A N  a n d S H 1 ~ ~ .  

I 

5 S H I F T ,  

1 
i 

#Tis but too true. 
o CT'AYIAN. 

That he arriv'd this Mornlng ? 
S g I F T .  

This very Morning. 
O C P A V I A N .  

And that he is come with a Refolution to mny me 
S W I F  T'. 

Yes, Sir, to rnatry you. 

i 

f 



254 qbe C H E A T S  O ~ S C A P I N .  
O C T A Y I A N .  

I am ruin’d and undone ; p’ythee rdvife me, 
S H I P  1. 

Advìfe you ? 
O C F A  V I A N .  

Yes, advife me. Thou art as M y ,  a b  if thou ~eal ly  
couldit do me no good. Speak : Has Neceflity taught 
thee no Wit 1 Hait thou no Shift ? 

S H I F T .  
Lord,  Sir, I am atpreient wry bury in contriving forne 

Trick to fave myfelf; 1 nm firR prudent, and then 
good-natur’d. 

OCT’RYIAN.  
How will my Father  rage and Rorm, when he un- 

derftands what Thinga have happen’d in his Abfencc ?’ 
I dread his Anger and Reproaches. 

S H I F T .  
Reproaches 1 Wou’d I codd bc quit of him fo eafdy ; 

methmks 1 feel him already on my Shoulders. 
O C T A V I A N .  

Diiinheriting is the leslit i can expea. 
S H I F T .  

You hould have thought of this before, and not 
have Pll’n In love wlth r know not whom, one that you 
met by chance ln theDowet--Coach : She is indeed a good 
fmug Lat, but God know6 what he IS befides i perhaps 
fome- 

O C PA PIAN. 
ViUJn. 

S H l F  T, 
I: have done, Sir, I have done. 

O C T A V I A N .  
I have no Friend that can appeafe my Father’s Anger, 

S H l F f i r .  
and no,w 1 ll~rll be betray’d to Want and Mifery. 
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S H I F T .  

For my part, I know but one Remedy in our Mif- - 
fortunes. 

O C TAYIAN. 
Pr'ythee, what is it ? 

S H I P  T. 
You know that  Rogue and Arch-Cheat, &a##. 

O CPAYIAN. 
Well : what of him ? 

SHIP T. 
There is not a more fubtleFellow breathing; fo curi- 

ning, he can cheat one newly cheated; 'tis fuch a 
wheedling Rogue, I'd undeltake in two Hours he 
make your Father forgive you all; nsy,nllow youMoney 
for you1 neceirary Debauches : I faw hlm In three Daya 
make  an old csurious Lawyer turn ChymiR and Pro- 
jetlor. 

O C PAVIAN. 
H e  is the fittea Perfon In the World for my Bufinefi ; 

the impudent Varlet çan do any thing with the peevifh 
old Man. Pr'ythee go look h m  out, we'll fet him to 
work immediately. 

S H I F T .  
See where he  comes Scapin. 

&ter S c A P I N. , 
SCAPIN. 

Worthy Sir l 
S H I F T .  

I have been giv ing  my Maiter a blief Arcount of thy 
moil noble Qualities : I told him thou wert aa valiant 
as R ndden Cuckold, fincere as Whores, honefi as Pimps 
in  Want, 

S C APIN. 
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SCAPIN. 

Alas, Sir, I but copy you : ’Tis you we brave ; YOU 
fcorn the Gibbets,  Halters and Prifons  which threaten 
you, and valiantly proceed in Cheats and Robberiee. 

O CTAVIAN.  - 
Oh Scapkl I am utterlymin’d without thy Anifionce. 

Why, what’s the Matter, good Mr. OL?awian 7 

My  Father is thls  Day arriv’d at Dover with old Mr. 

SCAPIN. 

O C PAVIAN. 

Gr+, with a Refolution to m m y  me. 
S C A P  IN. 

Thon knowell I am already marry’d : How will my 
Father refent my DifobeQence i’ I am for ever lof& un- 
lefs thou cana find fom means to reconcde me to him. 

SCAPIN. 
Does your Father know of your Marriage ? 

O C TAPIAN.  
I am afraid he is by this tlme acquainted with it. 

SCAPIN. 
No matter, no matter, all hal l  be well ; I am pablic- 

fpirited : I love to help dihered young Gentlemen ; 
and thank Heaven 1 have had good Succeis enough. 

O CTAYIAN.  
Befides, my  prefent Want muR be  conlidcr’cl; I am 

in Rebellion wlthout any Money. 
SCAPIN. 

I baveTricks ahd Shifts too to get that : I can cheat 
upon occafion; but cheating is now glown an ill 
Trade ; yet Heaven be thank d, there welc never more 
Cullles and Fools; but the great Rooks and  Chcate 
d1ow’d bypublic Authoriryrum ~uuchlittleundcr-tradcrs 
aa I am. 

o c: TA- 
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O CY'AYIAN.  

Well, get thee Rraight about the Bufinefi : Canfithow 
incake no ufe of my Rogue here ? 

SGAPfN. 
Yes, 1 hall  want his AfiRance ; the Knave has curi: 
ng, and may be ufeful. 

s k r m .  
Well, well. 

o crAn,m,  
kere cornea my deareft Clara. .. 
Ah me, OBawan ! 1 hear fad News ; They fay, your 

C L A R A .  

hcher is seturn'd, 
OCTAVf 'AN.  

Alas 1 'tis true, and I am the moil unfdrtunaL Perf?.$ 
in the Wokld ; but 'tia not my own Mifery that I con- 
fider, but yours : How can you bear h f e  Wants ta 
which we muit be both reduc'd 

C L A R A .  
Love  hall teach me, that can make all Thinge dafg 

to us ; which is a Sign it is the chiefeR Good : Sut1 have 
other Cares. Will yon be  ever  confiant ? Shall not Lout 
Father's Severity conítrain you to be faIfe I 

4. C PA- 
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OCQAYIAN.  
Never, my Dearefi, never. 

CLARA. 
They  that love much may be allow’d fome Fears. 

SCAPIN. 
Come, come; we have now no time to hear you 

{peak fine tender  things to one  another : Pray do YOU 
prepare to encounter  with  your Father, 

C L A R A .  
I tremble at  the Thoughts of it. 

S C A P  IN. 
You mufi appeal retolute at firR: Tell him you 

can live wlthout troubling him ; threaten him to turn 
Soldier; or, what will frighten him worfe,  .íay, you’ll I 

turn Poet. Come, 1’11 warrant you, we bnng hm to 
Cornpoiition. 

o C T A Y I A N .  

SCAPIN. 
What wouId I give ’twere over ? 

Let us pra&te a lzttle what  you are to do. Snppofe 
me your Father, very grave, and very angry. 

O C T A  VIA N. 
Well. 

SCAPIN. 
Do you look very calelefly, like a fmall Caul tier upon 

his Country Acquaintance; B little more tur1dy.- 
Very well :-Now I come full of my Fatherly Au- 
thority- 
Oh’uwintt, thou makeR  we weep to fee thee ; but  alas I 
they are not Tears of Joy, but Tears of Sorrow. Did i 
ever Co good a Father beget fio lewd a ‘;on ? Nay, but for 
that I thmk  thy Mother virtuous, I ihould pronounce 
thou art not  mine; Nmptts-Hird, Rogue, Villain, whar 
a Trick hait thou play’d me h my Abbnce ? Mtrrry’d ? 
Yes: But to whom? Nay  that thou ImoweR not. 1’11 war- 

rant ! 
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rant you forne Waiting-Woman corrupted in a, civil 
Family, and reduc’d to one of the Play-houfes, remov’d 
from thence by fome f iep ing  Coxcomh, or- 

CLARA.  
Hold, Sraprk, hold- 

SCAPIN. 
NO Offence, Lady, I fpeak but another’& Words. 

Thou abominable Rafcal, thou ha l t  not have a Groat, 
not a Groat. Beiides, I will break ali thy Bones ten times 
over,  get thee ouc of my €Ioufk- Why, Sir, YOU 
reply not a Word, but fiand as bafhfully as a Gd thac 
js examin’d by a Daudy Judge about a Rape. 

O C‘TAVIAN.  
Look, yonder comes my Father. 

SCAPIN. 
Stay, Sbzp, and get you two gone : let me alone t4 

Jhanage the old Fellow. [Ex. O&. and Clara. 
Enter T H R I P T Y. 

P H R I F T T .  

SCAPIN. 
Was there ever fuch a raíh Afiion ? 

He has  been iuform’d of the Bufinefi, and is now fo 
full of it that he vents it to hlmrelf. 

T H R I F T Y - .  
I would fain hear what they can fay for themfehes. 

SCAPIN. 
I We are not unprovided. [At II Dt&nte, 

T H R  IF PT. 

SCAPIN. 
will they Le To impudent to deny the Thing P 

We never intend it. 

Or will they endeavour to excufe it ? 
T H B  IF m .  

S CA- 
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SCAPIN. I ’  

That perhaps we may do. 

But 9 íhall be in van. 

Well try that. 

1 know how to lay that Rogue my Son fall: 

That we muR prevent. 

And för the Tatterdemalion Sh), 6’11 thralh him t@ 

T H A I B P T .  

S C A P I N .  

T H R I F T Y .  

SCAPIN. 

THRIFTY. 

Ceath ; I will he three Years a s u d g e h ~ g  him. 
S H I F I :  

I wonder’d he had forgot me fo long. 
T H R I F T Y ,  

Oh, oh ! Yonder the Rafcallu, that brave Governor ! 
he tutor’rl my Son finely, 

SCAPIN. 

T H R I F T Y .  
Sir, I am overjoy’d at your fafe Return. 

Good-morrow, Scaprrr-Indeed you have follow’d m 
Infirutlions very exafly, my Son has behnv’d himfe Y E 
very prudently in my Abknce, has he nut, Rafcal, hns 
he not ? [Pò Shift. 

SCAPIN. 

T’HA I P T T .  
I hope you m e  very  well. 

Very well-Thou fay’fi not a Wordvarlet, thou 
fay’it not a Word. 

SCAPIN. 

I H R I F ‘ i r K .  
Had you a good Voyage, Mr. Tbr:fi P 

Lord, Sir, a ver good Voyage ; pray gite a Mnn a 

s CA- 
little leave to vent l IS Choler. 

:! ’ 

1 
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s c m m .  

Would you be in Choler, Sir. 
THRIFTY. 

i Ay, Sir, T would be in Choler. 
SCAPIN. 

Upon what  Reafon ? 
PHR IF T‘Y. 

SCAPIN. 

P U R  I F 43”. 
1, c I hea?d a little idle Story. 

’ A little idle Story, quoth-a! why Man, my Son’s an= 
done, m y  Son’s undone. - -  

S CAPIN. 
Come, come, Things have not been wen carry’d ; 

but I would a d d e  you to make no more of It. 
THRIFTY. 

I’m not of your Opinion, 1’11 make the whole Town 
ring ofat. 

SCAPIN. 
Lord, Sir, I have Rorm’d about thisBufìneíi as much as 

y0u can do for your Heart, but what  are we both the 
better ? l told him, indeed, Mr. OtTavran, you do not 
do well to wron fo good a Pather : 1 preached him thee 
or four tlmes a a eep, but all would  not do ; t111 at lafi, 
when 1 had well exhined the Bufinefi, I found you had 
not fo much Wrong done you as you imagine. 

Q H R  I F T X  
How, not Wrong done me, to have my Son marny’d 

without my Courent to a Bcggar! - -  
S C L  

t 
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&CAPJN. 

T H R I F T Y .  
Alas, he was ordain’d to It. 

That’s fine indeed ; we fhall Red, cheat, murder, alid 
fo be hang’d, then €ay  we were ordain’d to it. 

S C A P I N .  
Truly, I did not thmk you fo fiubtle a Philofophe1 b 

X mean, he was fatall) engag’d h this Affair. 
T‘HA fF PY. 

SCAPIN. 

d u l d  you have him as wlfe as yourfelf I 7PoungMen wd 
have their Follies, witnefs my Charge, €emdet. ; who 
has gone and thrown  away hirnfelfat a Rranger rate than 
your Son. 1 would fam  know If you were not once 
you.ng yourfelf; yes, I warrant you, and had your 
Fralltles, 

THRIFTY. 
Yes, but  they never cok me any thing; a Man may 

he as frail and as wicked as he pleafe, if i t  COR h m  
nothing. 

S C A P  IN. 
Alas, he was fo in love with the young Wench, that 

if he had not had her, he  muk have certnlnly hang’d 
hirníelf. 

S H I P  I: 

Why did he engage hirnfelf ? 

Very true indeed, very true; but f y  h on you now 3 

Mufi ! Why, he had already done it, but that I came 
very ièafonably and cut the Rope. 

PNR IF Pr. 
DidR thou cut  the Rcpe, Dog ? I’ll murder thee for 

that; thou houldR have let him hang. 
S C A P I N .  

BeSdes,herKindred furpris’d him wilh her, and fol c’d 

TH R IF CY. &¡m to marry her, 

4 
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Then íhould he have prefently  gone, and protefied 
T H R I F T Y  

again1 the Violence at a Notary's. 
SCAPIN. 

TTIR IF TT. 
Then might I eaíìly have  difannull'd the Marriage, 

S C A P I N .  
Dirannull the Marriage ? 

PNR IF 
s c A P m .  

P H R  I F P Y ?  
YOU hall  not break the Mxrriwc. 

Ellall not I break 1t ? 

Q H R  IF TY. 
What, hall not T claim the Privilege of a Father, and 

have SabsfaQmn for the Violence done to m y  Son ? 
SCAPIN. 

'Tis a thing he \vi11 never  confent to, 
F'HR IFT'T. 

H e  will not confient to ! 
SCAPIN. 

No : Would you have h m  contefi he was hetlor'd 
into any thing ? that is to declare  himfelf a Coward : 
Oh fy, Sir, one that has the I-Ioaour of bang your Son, 
can  never do fuch B thing. 

SCAPIN. 

f H R I F f K  
Who íhall difinherit him ? 

That will J, Sir. 
S CA. 
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A C T II. S C E N E  I. 

&Iter T H R I F T Y  and G R I P E .  
G R I P E .  

SIR, what yod tell me concerning your Son, hrtb 
hangely  fiuítrated  our Ilefigns. 

THRIFTY. 
Sir, trouble not yourfelf about m y  Son, T have un- 

dertaken to remove all ObRacles, which IS the Uufnefe 
I am To vigoroufly m purfud of. 

G R I P b .  
In TIOL~,  Sir, I'll tell you what I fay to you: The 

Education of Chddren, after the gettlng of 'cm, ought 
to be the nearefi Concern of n Father. And had you 
tutur'dyour Son wlth  that  Care  andDuty incumbent  on 
you, he never could fo fllghtly  have forfelted 111s. 

T R A  IF TY. 
Sir, toreturn you n Sentence  foryourSentence : Thofe 

that are io quick to ccnfure and condemn the Condu& of 
others, aught firR to t& care that dl be well at home. 

G R I P E .  
Why, Mr. rfi~f't, have you heard any thing con- 

cerning my Son t 
n r R  I F TT. 

G R I P í ? ,  

It may be I have; and it may be worfe than or 
my own. 

Whnt is't I pray ? my Son ! 
P'HRIFP'Y'.  
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I ’ N R  I F 2 - Y .  

Even  your own Srapm told it me, and you may  hear 
it from him 01 fomebody elfe . For my part, t am your 
Friend,  and  would not willingly be the t13eKenger o f d l  
News to  one  that I think fo to me. Your Servant : 1 
muit haiten to my Counfel, and  adv~fe what’s to  bedone 
in  this Cafe. God be wlth you  till 1 fee you again. 

[Exu’ Thrifty. 
G R I P E  

Worb  than hie Son ! For my pare I cannot imagine 
how ; fol a Son to marry  impudently without the Con- 
ient of his  Father, is as great  an Offence as can be ima. 
gin’d, I take it : But  yonder he comes. 

Enter L E A N D E R. 
L E A N D E R .  

Oh my dkar Father, how Joyful am I to fee you 
ìàfely return’d 1 Welcomc, as the Blefing which 1 am 
now craving will be. 

G R I P E .  
N o t  io fait, Friend a’mme ; foft and  fair goes far, 

Sir. You ale my Son, as I take it. 
L E A N D B R .  

G R I P E .  

LEANDEA. 

G R I P E .  

L E A N D E R .  

G R I P E .  

LEAMDER. 

What d’ye mean, S v  ? 

Stand Rill, and  let me look In thy Face. 

How muit I íland, S n  ? 

Look upon me with both Eyes. 

Well, S I ,  I do. 

What’s the meaning of thls Report ? 

Report, Sik ? 
N Z  G R I P E .  
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GU I P  E .  

Yes, Report, Sir 1 I fpcrk E,.&& as l take i t  : What 
h ’ t  that you have done in my Abfence 

L B A N D  E R .  
Whnt d t ,  Su, which you would have had me donc 

G R I P E .  
I do not alk you, what I would  have had YOU donc 3 

but what hare you done f 
L E A N D E R  

Who I, Sir f why I have d o l x  nothlng at all, not 1, 
Sir. 

G R   I P B .  

L E f f N D E R .  

G R I P E .  

L E A N D E R .  

Nothing at all ? 

No, Sir. 

You have no Impudence to fpeak on. 

Sir, I have the  Confidence that becomes a Man nnd 
my Innocence. 

G R I P E .  
Very well ; but Scopm, ‘d’ye mark mc, young Man, 

Sraprn has told me fome l‘ales of your Behaviotu. 
L E A N D E R .  

GRIPE. 
Srapln I 

011 have I caught you that Name makes yc bl111l1, 
does i t ?  ’TIS well you have iome Grace left 

L E A N D E A .  
Has he f a d  any thng concerning m e  

G R I P E ,  
1 hat f l ~ l l  be cxnlnin’d anon . 111 the rncan wllilc get  

you I ~ o I ~ c ,  d’ye IlcaI, and ltdy till m y  Kettun , but look 
to’1, 

D 
thy 

1 
M r  

! 

7’ 
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Yonder he come3 I’m overjoy’d to fee you, gooa 
M r .  Dog 1 

SCAPIN. 
Sir, your mafi humble Smvant, )ou honour m c  too fal. 

L E A N D E R .  
You a& an ill POOl’3 Part ; but 1 hall teach you. 

S C A P I N .  
Sir ? 

O C T A P I A N .  _ _ ~ - ~  
Hold, Leaadw. 

LXANDER. 
No, Ofitnvinn, I’ll ~n.rlcr him confefb the Treachel y he 

has cofiunutcd ; yes,. Val let, Dog, I Itnow the I ’rlck you 
have play’d me : you thought perhaps nobody would 
have told me. But 1’11 make you confds I t ,  or 1’11 run 
m y  Sword into your Guts. 

S C A  P IN. 
Oh Sir, Sir, would yao have the Heart to do fuch a 

t h q  ? have I. done you any Injury, b v  ? * 

N 3  L B A N -  



’Twm faid flle d, ’d for love of me, Sir: But let that 
pars. 

LBANDER. 
Death, you trifling Buffbon. 

S cn PIN. 
About a Week after hcr Death, 1 dreit up myfelf Ilk0 

her GhoR, and went into Kadam LIINCZ, your MIRlefi’s 
Chambcr, where the Isy half in, half out of Iled, with 
her Wo~slnn by her, reacllng an ungodly Play-Book. 

4 S d N -  



Fba C H E A T S  ~ S C A P L N .  271 
L E A N D E R  

And was IC your Irnpltdence dld rhrt f 
SCAPIN. 

They both belleve it was a GhoR to this Hour Butit 
was mglelf play’d the Gnblin, to friphtenhcr flom th: 
Scurvy CuRorn of l y q  :wake at thole unicalonable 
Hours, hearing fiithy h y s ,  when ihe had never faid ilel 
Prayem 

LEANDER. 
I ha11 remcrnbe~ you for ail in tune and place : But 

come to the Pulnlt and teil m e  what thou hdf i  k i d  to 
my Father. 

S C A P  I N .  
To your Father i I havc not io much as &en him 

fince h ~ s  Retuln, and if you’d ak h m  he’ll tell you Io 
hidelf. 

L E B N D E A .  
Yes, hc told me himfelf, -,nd told me all that thou hnR 

faid to him. 
SCAPIN, 

With your good Leave, -11, then he ly’d ; 1 k g  your 
P,lrdon, t mean he WJS mlRaken. 

Extrr S L s. 

SLY. 
Oh, Sir,, I bring )*ou the moiI unhappy New.  

L B A N D E R .  
What’s the matter I 

S L Y. 
Your MiRrefs, Sil, 1s yonder arreRed m au Aaion of 

two l w ~ ~ d r e d  Pounds. They f.ry’tis aDebt Iheleft unpal? 
at LOjZdOIZ, In the hnRe of hcr Efcape hither to D a ~ f ‘  
and If yau don’t 1aife Money wltlnn thele ttvo H O U  
PO diichnrge h a ,  he’ll bz hulry’d to Priion. 

L Bdb N 4  







S C A P I N .  
Sir, your brrmtle Servant. 

I"HR ?Fry.  
How do you, Scupzn 

S C A P I N .  
What, you are rumlnat~ng on yourSon's ran1 Allions ? 

T''HAIFT'2: 
Have I not Redon to be troubled 1' 

SCAPIN. 
The Life of Man is .full of houbles, that's  the Truth 

on't : Eut your Phhfoophcr is always prepar'd. I re- 
member an cxellet~t 1'10vc1b of the Anc~eats, very ht 
for you1 Cafe. 

T'HR I F ¶'Y'. 
What's that 

SCAPIN. 
h a g ,  mind it, 'twill da yc a Wot Id of good. 

T € I R  I F T'Y. 
Nllat  is't, I ailc you 

SCAPIN. 
Why, when the R43firr of n l ~ ~ m i l y f h d l  be nbfcnt m y  

cnllfiderablc tune f ~ o m  l u s  I-Iome or Manfion, he oughl 
~nt~on~rl ly ,~~~~~ely,w~lrly,andph~lofoph~cal ly , torevolve 
a l ~ t l l l n  111s I \ h d  d l  t lu  conclurent Cncumitaoces, that 
may, dunny: rhe Intuval, confplre to the Conjuntttlonof 
thofe~~sfu~tu~~esandt~o~tblefoln~Acc~dentsthatmay~n- 
telvcne upon the f a d  Abfince, and thc lntnluption of 
Ius Otcnno~nicnl lnfpeI11011, Into the IiemiKnefi, Ncgh- 
grncies, h . ~ i ! t w ,  and h:lgc and pcrilous Errola, wll~cll 
111s bthilitutes, lervants, 01 rrulfecs, may be capable 
of, UI 21. ble , t ~ ~ c l  obnoxious unto ; which mayaarrfc fiom 

tbc 
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Q H R  I F  IT. 

You have Rearon, if thcre we1 e any other way. 
SCAPIN. 

Come, l have found one. ?'he Truth is, 1 have R great 
CompatTion íbr you1 Grlef; I cannot, when I fee tender 
F.ithers afllctcd fol their Sons Mlfcarllages, but llave 
Bov~els for 'em ; 1 have much ado to relialn  weeping 
Cor you. 

T'NR IF TT. 
Truly my Cafc i s  fad, vely fad. 

S CAPIN. 
Solt is ; 'rears wlll burlt out , I llave a great Refpelt 

for your Perron. [Cornrlerfcts 'tueepzng. 
T'HR IFTY. 

Thank you w t h  all my Heart, in  tloth we Ihould 
have a Felluw-feellnp. 

SCAPIN. 
Av, io we fllodd ; I affure you there is not a Perfon 

i n  the World whom I refpeft more than the lloble Mr. 
Thrzfg. 

QIiX I F T K  
Thou art honcfr, S c c p n .  Ha'done, ha'done. 

SCAPIN 
Sir, your moll humble Selvant. 

P'I fRIFTY.  
B u t  what I5 you1 1; ay ? 
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SCAPIN. 

Why To I faid ; and  after  much Argument T brought 
him to this . Damme, fays he, I am going to the Army, 
and I mufi ham two good Horfes for myklf, for fear one 
hdulddie; and thoie will cofi at Icafi threekore Gumeas. 

‘T’HA IFTY 
Hang him, Rogue ! why fhould he have two Holfcs 

B u t  I care not If 1 give thlcefcore Guineas to be n d  of 

Sb. 

Nota Sous, da1m’c.l Raical,  let hrm tulnFoot-Soldier 
and Le hangid. 

S C A P I N .  

O eternal Ii 
him, 1 think! 

Then, fays 
buy a Mule, t 

No, I’ll do 

NO, hot fa 

Confider: 
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Q H R  I F  TY. 

Oh damn’d unconfc~onable R a h 1  ! well, if i t  muit 
be B, let him have the otber  twenty. 

SCAPIN. 
Twenty ! why it comes to fbrty. 

THR IF PT. 
No, I’ll have nothing to do ln it. Ob, a covetous 

Rogue ! 1 wonder  he is not alham’d to be fo covetous. 
S C API#.  

W h y  this il nothing to the Charge at DaQam-Com- 
W C O ~ J  ; and tho’ her  Brother has uo Money, fie has an 
Uncle able  to  defend her. 

THRIFTY. 
O eternal  Rogne I well I nulit  do’tl  the Devil‘s ln 

him, I think I 
S C A P I N .  

Then, fays he, 1 mull cany into FrQIJCC Money to 
buy a Mole, to cmly-- 

P H R  I F T E  
Let him go to  the Devil with h i s  Mnle, 1’11 appeal 

to the Judges. 
SCAPIN. 

Nay, good Sil, think a Ilttlc, 

No, I’ll do nodling. 

Sir, Sir, but  one little Mule ? 

No, hot fo much as an Ais ! 

I PHR IPI‘P:  

S C A P  I&-. 

P’HR I F T‘Y. 

SCAPIN. 

I will not cofifidcr, I’ll go to Law. 
SCAPiN* 
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Confidtations and Pleadines ofDo?ors, for the Regiller, 
Subltitutc, Judgments, Slgnings- xpcdltlon-Pees, 
hefides the vaR Prefeatu to them and tllclr Wlves. 
IIang't, the Fellow i5 out of Employment, glre hlrn the 
Money, give h m  it, I i ly.  

THRIFQ'Y.  
What, Two hundred Poands' 

Ay, ay, w h y  you I I  p 1 1  one hundred and fift Founds 
. S C A P I N .  

by it, I hme fumm'd il up ; I Ciy, gwe It  him, l d d l  do. 
THì? I P  T'Y. 

Wh, TWO h u d l e d  Poanil~ 1 

SCAPIN. 
A : befidcs you ne'el think how they'll rail at pou 

i n  P K cdding,  tell all you1 F O I ~ I C ~ C ~ O ~ S ,  Baliardlugs, and 
Cornmurings in their Lourts. 

PIIR rF Fr. 
I defy 'cm ; let 'em tell of my Wlwing, 'cis the 

S C R P I N .  
Fahion. 

Pcace ; here's the Brother. 

O Heaven I what hall I do ? 
Q H R  I F v .  

Enter S n I F T a'&~i?¿ lzke a Bu&. 
S H I  F I: 

Damme, where's this confounded Cog, this FathZr of 
O8awian P Null the Mnlrlnge ! By all the Honour of 
m y  Ancefiors 1'11 chine the V111a1n. 

I 'H R I F TY. 

SCAPIN. 
Oh, oh ! [Hrdps hzmj!f behind Scapin. 

He cares not, Sir, he'll not gtve the two hundred 

8 H I F T .  
Paunds. 

E 



Ilours. 

I 
s C A P I I { .  

Q'NR I F Y T .  
Sir; he Ilas Courage, and feal s YOU not. 

Kold 
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S C A P I N .  

Hold, Sir, we  are none oPyour Enemies. 
S H I P I :  

No, but I will find the Vlllmns out wl~llc my Blood 
is up ; I wlll dehoy the whole Farnlly. Ha, ha,-hah ! 

 EM^ Shifr, 
THRIFTY. 

Here, Scupk, I have two hundred Guineas abont me, 
take 'ern. No male to be fmd, Let me never fee h13 
Pace again, take  'em, I fay : This is the Devil. 

SCAPIN. 
Will you not give 'em him vourrelf ? 

No, no I I will never fee him more : I hall not ICCO- 
ve1 this thefe three Months. See  the Dufinefi done. 
I t1 UR III thee, honeit Srapm : I muR repofe famewlme : 
I am mightily out of older-fl Plague on all Bullies 
I €y. [Exit Thrifty. 

S C A P I N .  
SO, there's  one difpatch'd ; i muR now find out Gtz$ .- 

I-lc's here ; how Heav'n bllngs 'cm into my N e t s  one 
afcer another ! 

E: ter G R I 1' B, 

S C A P I N .  
OhHeav'n 1 unlook'd-forMisfo1 tone; poorMr.Grzp, 

what wilt thou do ? [WuL#s adont drJfr ah'tbh, 
G R I P E .  

What's  that he filys of me ? 
SCAPIN. 

1s there nobody can tell me News of Mr. Grip P 
G R I P E .  

Who'o thac ? Scnjra ! 

I H R  I F n .  

SCAPIN. 
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S C ~ P I ? ? .  
I-low I run up and doLw to fillcl him to no p l l , p f e  ! 

Oh! Sir, 1s there no wav to hear of ?L% Glile? 
G R I P E  

Art t h o u b h d ?  I habe been juRunder thpN<>fd r l i i s  

SCAPIN. x 

G R I P E  

S C J P  I N .  

Sil- 

1; hat's the mnttcr i 

Ch ! Sir,  pou^ Son- 

Ha, m) Fon- 

Is fallen into the lhangeit RhCo~tune  in the World- 

What Is't ? 

I met him awhile ago, dIiolder'd for fomething  OU 
had faid to hm, wherein you vel y idly made ufe  o f  m y  
kame. And reeking to divert his Meloncl~oly, \ve went 
to walk upon the Pier ArnongR other things' he took 
~ar' t~colar~Jot~cenfa  n e w  Caper in her Full  T r i m  : ¡'he 
Captam invlted us aboard, and gnve us the h a n d f u m c f i  
Callabon I ever met with. 

G R I P E .  

S C AP Ihr. 

G¡? I ?  E.  

ScAPrPJ.  

G R I P E .  

SCAPIN. 
Well, and wherc's the DihRcr of all this 1 

While we were eating, he ptlt to Sea ; and when w e  
were a good Diltance fiom the Shore, he dlfcover'cl hinl-  
felf to be m Englr/h Renegade that was entc l ta in 'd  in 
the Dutch kervlce, and íënt mc off in his Long-boat 
to tell you, 'I hat if you don't forthwid1 fend h i111 t w o  

hundred 

B "'1 

Ther 
Mlichlr 

9 Scap, 
vant, 

As 1 
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to PCC 
of yo\ 

W 1  
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hundred Ponnds, he'll carry away )our Fon P~ifoner : 
Nay, for ought I know, he may  carry hm a Slave to 
&et s. 

G R I P  E.  
How, in the Devil's Name Two hundred Pounds ! 

SCAPIN. 
Yes, Sir;  andmore  than thdt, he has allow'd me but 

two Hours trme ; you muit advife quickly  what Courre 
to take to favc an oldy Son. 

G R I P E  
What a Devil  had he to do a Shipboard ?-Run 

quickly, Sc.+z, and tell the Villam, 1'11 fend my 
Lord chef-jukicc's Warrant after him, 

SCAPIN. I 

0 law ! h1s Warrant 111 the open Sea : d'ye  thmk Pi- 
rates are Foola ? 

G R I P E .  
I'th' Devil'sNatne, what Bufiners had he a Shipboard 

SCAPIN. 
There i5  an unlucky  Fate  that often hurries  Men to 

Mirchief, Sir. 
G R I P E .  

Srapm, thou muR now a& the Part of a h t h f u l  Set- 
vant. 

S C A P I N .  

G R I P E .  
As how, Sir ? 

Thou mufi go bid  the Plrate fend me my Son, and Ray 

". 

as a Pledge ln his loom. t111 1 can lade the Mouey 
S C A P I N .  

Alas, Sir, thnk you the Captain has fo little Wit as 
to accept of í i c h  a poor rdically Fellow as I a m  illfiead 
of your Son ? 

G R X P E .  
What a Devil dld he do a Shpboard ' 

S CA- 
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SCAPIN. 

D’yc remember, Sir, that you have but two Hours mat a Devil 

G R I P ì ? .  hShipbCmd I 
Thou fay’it he demands - Heaven $3 m y  

SCAPIN. $*as poffible, and 
Two hundred Pounds. ir Father’s K5ndm 

G R I P E .  

SCAPIN. 
Two hundxd Pounds1 Has the Fellow noConEience Woll, 3’11 p 

3 ~ t  Nicne- 
O law I the Cnnfclence OF R Pirate ! why  very few 

lawful Captains have any. No, TYm han 

Has he no Reafon nabher ? Does he know what the What, Ts-a hl 

SCAPIN i NO, Sir, I nzei 

G R I P E .  

Sum Two hundred Pound is P 

Yes, Sir ; Tarpawlins  are n fort of People that 1111- i’%iIing. 
’deritand Money, tho’ they have 110 peat  Acquaintance 
with Senfe. Eut  for Heav’n’s Sake di@atch. I’&’ Cevil’s E; 

G R  IF E. hfounded Shi 

SCAPIN. This SGpbar 
Here, tRke the Key of m y  Compting-Hode. 

so. 
G R I P E .  

Very good. 
G R I P E .  

In the I.efr-hmc1 Window lies the Key of my Garrct ; 
go take  all the Clotl~es that arc in  the great Cheit, and 
fell ’em fa the Drckera to redeem my Son, 

SCAPIN. 
Sir, y’are mad ; T Ihan’t get fifty ShilIings for dl that’s 

G R I P B .  
there,  and you know how l am itraitned for Time. 

5 
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G R I P E .  

What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ? 

Let Shipboald alone,  and  confider,  Sir, your Son. 
p; But Heaven is  my Witnefs, I ha’ done for h m  as much 

RS was poffible, and if be be no1 redeem’d, he may thank L: his Father’s Kindnefs, 

SCAPIN, 
! 

! G R I P E .  
F”,,’ 

s cAPrN. 
1 No, Two hundred  Pounds. 
l G R I P E .  

* +  W‘ell, Sir, I’ll go fec if I a n  raife the Money. Was 

1 it not Nincfcore I’ounds you fpoke of? 

What, Two hundled I’ounds D&d, ha? 
SCAPIN. 

i - No, Sir, I mean Enghfi Money, Two hundred Pounds 
Sterling, 

G R I P E .  , 
I’th’ Devil’s Name, whatBufinefa hadhe a Shipboard ? 

Confounded Shipboald I 
SCAPIN. 

This Shipboard flicks m his Stomach. 
G R I P E .  

Hold, Scapin, 1 remember I receiv’d the  very Sum 
jufi now in Gold, but did not think I mould  have  parted 
with it fo foon. 

Heprdents  Scapin his Pwfe ,  irrt will not Zrt it go ; 
and a n  bzs ‘Trat&or&wntr, pulls krs Arm to and 

fro, wh@ :icappln rcachei ut st .  
S C A P I N .  

AV, Sir. -~ 
G R I P E .  

But tell the Captain, he is a Son of a Whore. 
S CA- 



Right, Sil. 
G R I P b ,  
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G R I P  E .  

What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ?-Damn’d 
Pirate, damn’d Renegade, all +e Devils in Hell purhue 
thee. [ E ~ f t n  

- SXAPIN.  

\ 
1 
l 

Farher. 

Then may I go hang myfelf. Friends both,  Adieu. 
SCAPIN 

D’ye hear, d’ye hear, theDevd has no fuchNeceAity I 

for you yet, that you necd ride Poil. With much ado 
I’ve got your Bufaminefs done too. .I 

LEANDGR. 

SCAPIN. 
I Is’t  pofìible ? 

But on condition that you permit me to revenge my- 
{elf on your Father for the Trick he ha8 fenr‘d me. 

L E A N D E R .  
With all my Heart, at thy own Difcretion, good ho- 

neR Scupk 
V O L .  I, O S Cd- 





A C T  III. S C E N E  r. 
Enter L U C I A  anal C L A R A ,  

L U G 1 4  

W AS e v ~ r  fuch a Trick play'd, for us to run away I 

from our Governefles, where our  CarefulFathers \ 
had plac'd us, to follow a Couple of youn Gentlemen, 
only becaufe they faid they lov'd us I &nk ít was a 
very noble Enterprize I I am afraid the ood Fortune 
wsfiallget by it, will hardly  recompenfe tfeReputation 
we have Toit by it. I 

C L A R A .  
Our greatell SadefaBion is, that they are Med of 

FaKion and Credit, and for my part I long ago refolv'd : 
xot to marry any other, nor fuch aone neither, tdl I had ' 
a pePfeB Confirmatlon ofhls Lave ; and it was an Affi- 
I ance of O&ada~'s that brought me hither. 

L UCfA. 
I muR confers, I had no lef. a Senre of the Faith and 

Honour of Leander. 
C L A R A  

But fe& it not wonderful,  that the Circumhaces of 
our Fortune mould be io near1 ally'd, and ourklves 

. To much Strangers ? Eefides, i l l  mifialce not, I fee 
fomething in Ltmfcr, io much refembling a Brother of 

O 2  mine 
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mine of the fame Name, that did not,the T h e  iince I 
faw hun make me fearful, I Ihould be ofken apt to cJ1 Yct ruch the ent to, like A 

k n ~ l i n g  with 

in  Ir&, and jnfi aa m y  Father took his Voya e, re- 1 Twenty to 
turn’d borne; not knowmg whe1.e to find me, I%ehcve L W C  cnrernl Fa 
is the Reafon I havenot feen him yet, But I f  I deceive 
not myfelf, there IS fomething in your O¿?uoiarr that 
extremely dief ies  my Memory of him. 

L UC IA. 
I have a Frother too, whole Name’a O&uuian, bred 

Parents th 
Bindda in 

CLARA.  theìt Hvlma 
I wih we might be% happy as we are inclin’d to they make t 

I’d no nt 
to 1 Pool, I 

L VC u .  ”’ wvys ride 8 

hope ; bur there’s a’firange bhnd Side in our Natures, 
which nlways makes us apt to belleve, \vhat wellnoit 
carneRly defirc. 

The word at lad, is Lut to Le forfaken ’by our Batl~ers : 
And for my Part, I had rather lofe an old Frrlhcr t11m 
a young Lover, when I may with Reputation keep him, * See, hem 
and fecure myfelf a p n R  the Impofition OE fathclly IL callow SI 

Aurboru.y. 
‘CLARA. 

How unfufferdle  it is to be fiuific’d to the Arma of Ladiea ! 
a naufeous Blockhead, that llns no  other Senfe than to 
eat and dlink whcn i t  is provided for hm, rife in  the I 

Morning, and o to Bed n t  Night, and wlth much ado 
Oh, Sa 

be pmruaaed t o t e e r  l&nfelf denn ! a Strange 

L U C I A .  Faith, 
A thing of mcrc Fleh  and Blood, 2nd that of the Time; I 

worfi fort too, with a fquinting meager  hang-dog  Qaun- extreme1 
tcnance, that looks a8 if he always wantcd I’llylic tor 
the Worms. Methi 

wan of 
CL A R  A. 
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C L A R A  

Yet ruch their filly Parents are  generally  moR indulm 
ent to, hke Apes,.nevel fo wellpleas’d, as when they’re 

L - W C 1 k .  
kxdlmg with thclr ugly Iflue. 

Twenty ta one, Lut to fome fuch charming Creatures 

C L A R A .  
Parents think they do their Daughters the greaten 

OUI careful Fathem had defign’d us, 

Eìndnefs in the Wor€d, when they get them Fools for i 
their liufbands, and et are very apt to take it 111 if I 
they make the righe dk of thhom. 

L U C I A .  
I’d no more BC bomd to fpead my Days in Marriage 

to R I~ool, becade I might rule him, than I would al- 
ways ride an his, becade the  Creature was gentle. 

C L A R A .  
* See, here’s Scapiu, as ful€ oFDefigna  and Affairs, a8 
a callow Statehan at a Treaty of Peace.. 

Entw S c A P K H. 

SCAPIN. 

C L A R A .  
Ladies ! 

Oh, Scqi t t  ! What’s the Redon you have been ruch’ 
a Stranger of late ? 

S C A P I N .  
Faith, Ladies, Bufinefs, Bufinela has taken up my 

Time ; and t1 uly 1 love an a&ve Life, love my Bufinefs 
extremely. 

L uc  IA .  
Methinks tho’, this lhould be a difficult Place fbr 2 

Mon of your Excellenc~es to find Employment in. 

0 3  SCAPIN. 
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SCAPIN. 
Why faith, Mrrdnm, I'm never fi to my Friends : 

My Bufinefs is, in hort, like that orall other Men of 
Bufinefs, diligently  cantliving how to p l y  the Knavu 
and cheat t6  get  an honeit  1,ivelihood. 

CLARA.  
Certaioly Men of Wit nnd Parrs need never be 

drivFa to indue& Courfes. 
S C A ' P I N .  

Oh, Madam I Wit and HoneRy, like Oil and Vine- 
gdr, with  much ado mingled  together,  give a Relifll to 
a good  Fortune, and p& well enough for Sauce, but are 
very thin Pare of thernfelvea. .No, give me your Knave, 
your thorough-pac'd Knave ; hang his Wit, fo he be but 
Rogue  enough. 

L U C I A .  
You're rown very much aut of Humour w i h  Wit, 

8cnprn ; I f lope yours has done )ou na  Prejudice of late. 
SCAPIN. 

No, Madam, your Men of Wit ale good for nothing, 
dull, lazy, reitive Snails ; 'tis your nndertnking, impu- 
dent, pufihg Pool, that commands his Fortune. 

C L A R A .  
You me very plain and open in this Proceeding, wlrnt- 

ever you are in othels. 
SCAPIN, 

Dame  Fortnne, like moQ others of the Female Sex, 
(J fpak dl ,  thiswith refpeEt to your Ladyhip) is gene-. 
rally more indulgent to the nimble  rnettkd Bloclcbosds ; 
Men of!%% w e  not for her turn, ever too elloughtfid 
whcn they mould be .nRive : Why, who hclievcs m y  
Md11 of Wit LU have To mach os Couragc 2 No, L:ldios, 
ifyou've any Friends thnt hope to r d i k  tlrctnlclvas, ad- 

vi fi 

I wo 
that BI 
decent 

Dif 
accon I 

Begì1 
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vife them to-be as much Foola a1 they can, and they’ll I 

ne’er want Patrons : And for EhneRy, if your Lady- 
h i p  think fit to retire a little further,.you hall fee me 
prform upon a Gentleman chat‘a cornlng this way. 

C L A R A .  
Pr’ythee, Lads, let us retreat a little, and take this 

Opportunity of fome Divertifernent ; wluch has been 
V a y  fwce here hithcrto. 

E#W S H I B..+ WìtJ 4 Sack. 

SCAPIN. 

8penk.not too loud, my Malt$s coming. 

T am glad m ’ t ,  I h a l l  teach him to betray the S 
crets of hia Friend. I f  any Man uta a Tnck  up01 
me without return, may I lofe this K oie with the Póx, 
without the Pleafure of getting it. 

S Z l 1 F - T .  
I wonder at thyValour, thou art continually venturing 

that Body of thine, to  the Indignity of Bruifes and in- 
decent Barinadoea. 

S C A P I N .  

- SCAPZN. 

Difficulties in Adventures make them pleafaqt when 
accomplfi’d. 

S H I F T .  
But your Adventures, how comicd foever in the 

Beginmnng, ale lure to be  tragical ln the End. 
S C A P I N .  

’Tis no matter. I hate your pufillanimoua Spirit : 
Revcnge and Leachcry are never fo pleafant as when you 
ventule hard for them ; begone : Here comes my Man. 

0 9  Bntw 
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Oh, Sir, Sir, fiifr for yourfdelf, quickly sir, quickly Sir, 
for Heav’n’s fake. 

G R I P B .  

SCAPIN. 
What’s the Matter, Man ? 

H e d n  ! is this a Time to alk Qeflions 3 Will pou 
1 bc morder’d infiantly ? I a111 ofidd you’ll be kill’d 

w t h m  theb two Mmutcs. 
G R I P B .  

Mercy on me ! kill’d ! for what ? 
s S C B P I N .  

They are every wl~ere looking out for YOII. 

G R  r m .  
Who ? Who ? 

S CAP IN. 
The Rrothcr of her whom your Son has marry’d ; he’s 

P Captain of a Privateer, who has all forts OF RO~PC‘S, 
Zngìtfi, Scotrk, IT@, Irï&, Frmc& under his Com- 
mand, alld all lymg in wmt now, or feearching for yo11 to 
klll you, becaulb yotr wonld null the Mnrrlage : T h y  
run t1p and down, crying, whure 19 clle Rogue G~ipc ? 
Whele IS the Dog? whcrc itl tl~c Slave G++#? Thry 
watch for ynu fo nalruwly, thnt there’s nogetrlng l~onle 
to your !dosfe. 

G R I P E .  
Oh, Scn$v! What fl1rll 1 do I’ what wil l  Lccolnc of 

me ? 
SCAPIN. 

Nay, [Tenv’n knows; b u t  I F  you cmnc w i t l l i n  thcil 
Reach, they’ll De K;t you, rhcy’ll tc,w yotl in ~ L ’ C C C Y ;  

h ark, 
c rt I 1) E. 

Can& thou 

G o o d  Scq 

God for1 



Oh Lord ! 
SCAPIN. 

Hum, ’tis none of them. 
G R I P E .  

Cana thou find no way for my EEape, dear Srapm P 
S CAPIN. 

I think I have found one, A+ 

G R I P E .  
Good Scapin, thew th blf  a Mon now. 

S N. 
I hall venture being moh immoderately beaten.. 

G R I P E .  
Dear Scaprn, do; 1 will reward thee bounreoufly 1’11 

ive thee this Suit when I have woln it eight or niqe 

S CAPIN., 
h o n t h s  longer. 

Lifien ! who are  there ? 

God forgive me, Lord have  Mercy upon WS. 
SCAPIN. - 

No, there’s nobody ; look, if you’ll f v e  your Life 

G R rPB.  

go i o  to this  Sack  prelen tly 
G R I P 3 .  

Oh I who’s there ? 

No body : Get into the Sack, and itir n4 
s c A P r N ;  

hagpens ; 2’11.cur you ae a Bundle of Go 
your Enemies to z e  Major’s H o d e  of the Caille. 

An admirable hvention : Oh Lord 1 quick. 
G R I P E .  

[Get# into the Sack. 
SCAPIN, 

Yes, ’tis an excellent Invention, ifyou knew all : keep 
in yourHead. Oh, here’s aRogue coming to look for you. 

Q S  S C A P I K  





and Nues. 

down that Lanc. 
U hy, truly, Sir, I know not where he is, but he went 

9% Lone, /a~jzye P &f;.adi;n, dy'r Lue ,  at1 h b 

G R I P B .  
Oh, goad Scapin ! go on quickly. I 

apld, here's another, [Gripe pop$ in bit Head 
S C A P I N .  

L an Jrih Tone. 
DoJ tbou W e m ,  S a c - m n  P I prra'ee fart i s  de d m d d  

Why, what's that tp you ? What know I ? 
Dog Glipe ? 
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L U C I J .  
W a s  ever fo plalicious Impudence fccn-hnh- 

ke not, that fiould be my Father. 
C L ARA. 

And the other mine, whom Staph has us’d thus. 
Q L U C J A .  

Elefs u5 ! Retum’d, and we not knaw of it ? 
S% C L A R A  

What will they fay to find us here ? 
& U C I A .  

My dearefi  Father, welcome to ,??~~glmd 
I^HRIPPI= 

My Daughter Luec I 
t U C I A .  

$be 

The fan 

M y  C.& 

Yes. Si 

W hat i 

Hey 

Oh, I 

Goal 
needs t 

L O O  
a mim 
n o t  le1 
ter he 

1’11 
I Eve 
enterl 

Ye 
and 2 

La 
bego 

a 



L U C I A ,  
The fame, Sir. 

Wry Clam here too ? 

Yes, Sir; and happy to fee your fafe Arrival. 
C L A R A .  

QJiRjF 9-r. 

I 

What firangeDeltinyhas-direQed thisHappineL ta us? 
+' 

Hey day ! 

Oh, Son l 1 have a Wife for you. 

Good Father, all your  Propofïtions are vain ; I ml 

THR 1FY-Y. 
Look you now ; is not thle uqry fine I Now I have 

a mind to be merry, and to be friends wlth you ; you'll 
not let me now, will you ? I tell you,.M.r. Grqe'n Daugh- 
ter here- 

O C P A Y I A N .  

QHR IF W .  

o c T A  vrAL&. 
needs be free, and tell you, E un engaged. 

1'11 never mnrry Mr. Gr@ D 
I live : No, yonder's f ie  that-l_>n 
entertain the Thouglm of nny o 

CL AR A. 
Yes ,  O&'uwian, I hove at lait met with my Father, 

THRIFT% 
Law ye now, you would be wifer than the Father that 

begot you, would 1 ou ? Did not I alwaye fay you ihould 
marry 

and all our Pears and Troubles are at ala End. 



LXANDEA. 
Sir,- T beg your Pardon, 1 fincl m y  bfarliyc i a  dir- 

cover’d , nor would I indeed h.ne longcl conweI’d it ; 
this is my Wife, I mult OLWI her. 

i home, they a r e  
Jnn, -and befpe 
I have ready t( 
Debt to Night 

G R I P E .  
, did you ever fee the like, did you 

ever fee the hke ? ha I 
G T’HR IF T-Y. 

Own her, quoth-a I w l ~ y  kilj her, kih Ber, Man ; 
adbodikins, when I wan a young Fellow, and WRY f irB 
mnrry’d, I did nothing elfe for three Months. 0 my 
Confcience 1 got my Boy Ch%’ there, t h  firlt N@t, 
before the Curtains wele quite drawn1 

G R I P  B. 
Well, ’tis his Fathez’s nown Child, Jufifo, Brother, 

wu 

I kau obey 

T h e n  d’you 
(blind or not 1 
not To much a 
Cymbal in a ( 

Wcll, what 
fmgs the Son 
would makc a 
he ihould fet a 
lait rimc. 
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L B A N D E R .  
1s then my Father reconcil’d  to me ? 

GRIP.??. 
Reconcd’d to thee ! why l love thee at myHearr,Man, 

at my Heart ; why ’ti9 my Brother ‘3%*@y’a Daughter, 
Mrs. L 7 y ,  whom I always deGgn’d for thy Wife; and 
that’s thy SiRer Clara marry’d to Mr, O&a there. 

LBANDEB. 
Oflu-vdan, are we then Brothers ? there is nothing rhat 

1 could have rather wifh’d after  the compleating of my 
Happinefs with my charming Lucia. ’ 

T H R  IF T K  
Come, Sir, hang up your Compliments in the Hall a t  

home, the are old and out of FdlGon. ShJj?, go to the 
Inn, and leipeak a Supper may cok more Money than 
I have ready to pay for’t, for I am refolv’d ta run in 
Debt to Night. 

S H I F T .  
I hall  obey your Commands, Sir. ‘ 

T H R  I F  PT. 
Then d’you hear, fend out and muller up all thePidlers 

(blind or not blind, drunk or fobel) m the Town ; let 
not Io much as the RoaRer of l unes, w t h  bis crack‘d 
Cymbal ln a Cafe, ckapc ye. 

G R I P E .  
Well, what would I give now for the Fellow that 

h g s  the Song at my Lord Mayor’a FeaR: I myfelt. 
would malre an Epithalamium by way of Sonnet, and 
he hould fa n ‘t’une to I t ,  ’twas the plettiek  he had, 
lait timc. 

8UteP 
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THRIFTY. 

For my part, I pardon thee freely ; go, and die in 
p a c e .  

SCAPIN. 
But ’tis you, Sir, I have moil oflended, by the inhu- 

man Baflinadoes which- 
G R I P E .  

Pl’ythee fpealt: no more of ir, t forgive thee too. 

’Twaa 3 mon wicked InfoJelence in me, that I niould 
S C A P m  

with vile Crab-tree Cudgel- 
G R I P E .  

Pik, no more, I fay I am fatufy’d. \ 

GCAPIN: 
And now To near my Death, ’tis an unexpremle Grief 

thar I ihodd dare to lift my Hand againit- 
G R I P E .  

Hold thy Peace, or die quickly, I tell thee I have 

SCAPIN. 
Alas I how good a Man you are ! But, Sir, d’you 

pardoll  me fieel d from the Bottom of your Heart, 
thofe mercllefi that- 

forgot all- 

G R I P E .  
Pi’ythee fpeak no more of  it ; I forgive thee freeIy,. 

hcre’s my Hand upon%. 
S C A P I N .  

Oh ! Sir, how much your Goodnefi revives me ! 
[Pr& f f f  hrs Cup, 

G R I P E .  
HOW% that ! Friend,  take noelce, T pardon thee, but 

’ti3 upon Condjtmn that you arc fure to die. 



308 Fhe C H E A T S  @SCAPIN. 
THR IF P'I: 

Come, fie Brother, never let Revenge employ your 
Thoughts now ; folgwe hlm, forgive him without m y  
Conditian, 

G R I P E .  
A duce orl't, Brother, as 1 hope to be hv'd, he beat 

me barely andfcurvily,fiever Rir he  d1d : Bur fmce YOU- 
will have ît Co, I do forgive him. 

T'HRfPT'Y .  
Now then let's tu Supper, nnd in o w  Mirth drown. 

and forget all Troubl~s. 
SCAPIN, 

T i r e ,  
, and let the& cnrry me to the lower End of- rha 

Where in my Chair of State, 1'11 fit at Eaíê, 
And eat and drhk,that I may die in peace. [ADaw. 

[Exmnt o ~ n t l u ~  

Spoken by N 
was 






