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ARGOMENTO

211 7ciflao Re di Polonia ebbe due fglinoliy

Cafimiro ed Aleffandro: il primo di ge-
nio altero, feroceye Lafcivoy il fecondo di
temperamento delcey ¢ moderato. Tanii
& auc  Ssnvaghirono di Erenice Princi-
pella del fangue difcendente da gli antichi
Re di Poloniay ma con imtenzione molto diver(a. Caf-
wiro I’ and per goacriay Aleffandro per ifpofarla. Quegli
non ebbe riguardo di vender pubblico a 1usta la corze il
Juo amore; ¢ qye/?i, conofcinto sl genio violento di fuo
frazelloy ad ogn’.sliro nafcofe il fuoy fuor ché all amasa
Erenice, ed al’ amico Ernandoy, Generaley ¢ fanorito del
Re; anzi perché temeva dells ferocia di Cafimiroy pre-
g6 £ amico a fingerfi appaffionato per Erenice, affnckeé col
di lui mezzo pereffe pin ficuramente parlare della fuapaf-
fione alle Prexcipeffla.  Tamo fece per impegno d amicizia
Eynando, quantungue pofcia gli coftaffe caro © impegno
per U amore, che in lui 5 accefe verfo la flefa Evesice,
Riw/c3 la cofa di tal Manieri, che Cafimrio credesze, che
glé foffe rival nell amore il Generale, non il fratellos, eda
gucfia fua ingannevol credenza nafce I’ intreccio princi-
pale del Dramma. La morte & Aleffandro feguira per
man de! fratelioy I accufa d* Erenicey I condannay ¢
la coronazione di Cafimiro nella forma, che fi rapprefen-
1an0; fore axzioni trame dalla flefla fonte, da cui fi
rraffe il fosgets0.  Gli Amori di Cafimiro con Lucinda,
Gran Ducheffa di Litnania(grado che ver degni riguardi

fi ¢ conwenuto mutare in quel di Reina) fono ds mera ine

vernione. -
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)/ NCESLAUS, King of Polandy had
Bt two Sons, Cifisirss and Alexander:
dl The Eldeft of a haughty, fierce and
lafcivious Nature ; the Youngeft of
.2 fweer and modeft Difpofition.
e ——— They were-both in love with Ere-
nice a Princefs of the Blood defcended from the An-
tient Kings of Poland, but with a different defign.
Cafimirus his Love was to enjoy her, but Alexander’s
to Marry her. The firft was foimpudentas to make
his Love known to all the Courts but the other
knowing his Brother's ill and violent Nature; con-.
ceal’d his from every one except the beloved Erenice
herfelf, and his Friend Ferdinand, who was the
King his Father’s General and Favourite s and be-
caufe he fear’d his Brother's Wrath, he defir'd his
Friend to pretend a Paflion for Eremice, that by
his means he might more fafely exprefs his own to
the Princefs. Ferdinand atted fo far in this Affair
out of Friendthip to Alexander, that it afterwards
coft him dear, for it was the occafion of his own
falling in Love with Erenice in Earneft. Things
were carsied on in fuch a manner, thact Cafimirss
was fully perfuaded that the General (and.not his
Brother) was his Rival: And on thishis falfe Sup-
pofition is grounded the principal Plot ofthe Dram-
ma. 'Fhe Death of Alexander by the Hand of his
Brother; the Complaint of Erenmice; the Condem-
nation and Coronation of Cafimiras in the manner
as they are reprefented, are Paflages raken from the
fame Au:hors, from which the Subject is.

The Amours of Cafimirus with Lucinda, great Dut-
chefls of Lithuania (which Dignity for good Reafons
is changed into that of Qucen) dre nothing bur In-
vention, Dra-
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Vinciflao, Rz di Pologia. iﬁmﬁ

I s _ge I]Si ,CaVONi'
Cafimiro, ﬂa,thh!?- ' col‘a,érimaldi..

Aleffandro, altre fuo Figlio. Myr. Lawrence

Erenice ?r;')m}eﬁi Polscea) . o
difeendente dogl® anticki R4 S5 Ro-
d: Polonia. ‘ >

Ernando, Generale Fwaritoéf{ Sig. Anto-
4z Vinciflao. nioBernachi. |

. g i Tienania CLaSig. Pilotti
Lucinda, Regina di Luuama.g Sohi agv onetti.

. Gifmondo,Capitans dellegivar-? 1. Faw.
diey Confidente déCaﬁréiro. M:enc:y :
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S Cav Nlco-
Caﬁmxrus, bis Eldg/l ;m ,- :l%. Gtgmaldl.

Alexander, bis Second .S’on. Mr. Lawrence.i ‘

- deféended ﬁoﬂgtmzamt Mrs:F Robmfon.»

Eremce, a Polith ‘Prm:e/.‘r,
Kings of Po!and E

Ferdinand, General and Fa> .
vourite of ng Wincef-5> %g- Antonio |
laus. ernachx.

Lucmda, ngn of Luhua- Sig. Eliz. leotu
nia. chxavonettx.

Gifmond, Captam 0f the) 8
Guard.r, and Confident of >My-. Lawrence.
Cafimirus. _ §
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ATTOL SCENATL
Cortile.
Cafiiro fols, e Perifofo.
| Casmmiro.
ST 5 1 Giel cbe fa!
; &8 E qui poc® anzi giunta
Y La ébrezzam Lucinda;
: ; trice Odigfa -
“‘ De'l’ avior Moy coftei fen vmhe, € fexo
Aum la fe giurata,
Rinfaccierd de lamor mio le fiamme
I promelfi Imenei,
Chiamerd nel fuo pianto Uominiy e Dei.
Che far pafs’ Do? glafferti a Lei devuri
Mi g rapiti Erenice,
Sotto mentite [poglie

In ammanto viril ecco che giunge
S’e deffa offeruerd di qui non Lunge.

SCENE



King of POLAND.

ACT 1. SCENE L
A Court Tﬂrd - \

Cwﬁmxrus alone and penfptwe

CAsIMIRUS.,

AH Heav’ps! W,ha: cgm this megn!

1 This Inftant is arrivd -

81T h’ affronted and dcfpxpid Lz;tmd;z,
Th’ odicus Diftugher of my -Loye 3
¥She comes, and brings an.gndlefs Lxﬂ:
—— “Of my repeated ¥ows of Conftancy:
She’ll now upbraid me with my former Flamgs,
And Hymeneal Promifes,

And fummon Gods, and Men to her .Complaint.
What I can do? Th’Affe&tion duye to her

From me; fair Erenice has ftoll’n.

Ina difguifed Drefs,

And clad in Man’s Attire fhe comes.

If the it is, 'l watch ber near at Hand.
B2 SCENE




SCENEW

.. +"Lucinda da Uomo, Cafimifc., "
" Luc. Queff’ aura che refpire

. Che zanto il core adora -
Mallerta e ki riflora
' Bfs contemo il Cor. ]
: | " Queft &
Cal: (b che pur troppo ¢ deffa)
Luc. (/n qual bramate oggetro .
P affiffate o miei Lumi?) - : )
. Cal. (Finger mi gioui.). .
Luc. (Ob’ Numi!) .
Caf, Stranier, che tale a quefle [poglie fembri
E qual da miglior cielo a Porfe algenti
Forte caggion ti traffef ‘
Luc. (Non nii rawvifa) a mia gran forte afcriug
Che dal Ciel Lituano ‘
Qui giunto appena, ove portato & il piede,
T% incontriy Eccelfo Prence.
Cal. Ay b gltrous. ,
Giammai non vidiy ove fui Noto, € quando?
Luc. In Lituania, ov’ ebbi
L'alto onor & inchinarti.
(Ab! quafi diffi il fier deftin d&’ amarti.)
Caf. Qual ¥ apelli ?
Luc. Lucindo. '
Caf. L'uffizio twoé,
Luc. Di fegretario in grado
‘A Lucinda feruia.
Caf. Lucinda?
Luc. §i, J’Erede
Del Lituano Regno.
Caf. Tu con Lucinda?
Luc. I Seco
Era il giorno primier devoftri affettt




The FIR. Z’ACT S

SCENE ll

Lucinda (i Man’s Chafbs) aml Caﬁmmls

[ 8ke fays, that being now in tbe _/sz Air, ?}:
- awhich ber Lever breatbsy it botb pleq{és and
comforts ber Heart. e

Caf. (Ah! that ‘tis {he, is but too true.)
Lyc. (On what delightful Obje&
Are you fo fix’d, my.Eyes?) -

Caf. (I muft dxﬂ?:mblc)

Luc. (Oh Gods!) A

Caf. Stranger, for fo your Garb denotes you, -
What Motive urg'd you to remove - '
From milder Climates, to the frozen Bear? -

Luc. (He knows me not.) To kindeft Fortune I
My coming from the Lfthuanian Clime  [afcribe
In this propitious Hour, , .
In which, great Prince, I meet you here.

Caf. How, wher, or where cou'd I beknownto
Whom as T think, I never faw before ? [you,

Luc. In L:tbmma, where [ had
Th* Honour ot bowing low before you. .

(I’d like ¢’ have faid the cruel Fate of }ovmg you.)

Caf. Pray what's your Name?

Luc. 'm call'd Lucindo.

Caf. Your Bufinefs, pray.

Lzue. In Quality of Secretary
I ferve the tair Lucinda.

Caf. Lucinda?

Luc. Yesy yes, the only Heirefs
Of Litbuania’s Crown.

Caf. Was you then with Lz:n,.da

Luc. Yes, I was with her on
- Thart very Day of both vour firft Amaurs,

B2 . Thag
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A lor che Ie gmraﬂt elerno amore.
E alor che tiep artgfi
1o fol fui teftimon del Juo r?alore '
(Mifera!) e non mmm s
i fonvien qual io fia ?

Cul. Now W fouviene . -~ -

Lut. ok ¥ Jonreism ? Egm!v—»-

Cal.' A chi fauelli? = - -

Luc. 4 225 az. Ccy' wimpofe il dirti
La tua fedel Lucindas 5 efe (mi aggiunfe)
E [e nulla ostener pudt da gatl core:

Fas o’ io’l (appia, ond’ fo poffa
Eftinguer con il jbngue, il mio doiore

Cal. Fole mi narri.

Luc. (O dalcradele io ﬁm tradita s

Caf, Mo dousngie 1% vengs - ﬁ"gt)
E qualunque fij t%,

Paﬁt, 0 ﬂﬂaﬂdo, t #bm w:ardz_pm S N

Lisfeia tw Calita ail’ almia
Ebe fa:gobendo bgn’ oy

E non turbare il Cor

Con altro amore.

Pirtiti pur da me,

Che tanto &l mio gran faco,
Che Loco piu non v’ ¢

Per altro ardore.

- Lafciay &c.
SCENA I

Lucinda fola.

Cir 10 nign cercl di pits ? folo a tal fine
Mi partii dal mio Regnos

¥ arcai Provincie, e 86l

Grade, ‘¢ [effo m/zf/z, f fferfi ¢z m‘o,

i

| {Parte.




-That Hour in which you vow’d ggerna] Love, .
That Moment when you 'paﬁ.\@slf rom her Sighfs
And only I was Witnefs of hey Grigfi - © -
(Unhappy) and don’t you et = = . :
Remember who I am? e
Caf. I cannot recolle, .
*. Luc. Not recollect? Ingratge—
Csf. Who is’t you fpeak to? . - .
Lue, To yous; to you, thus your too kind Lucinds
Commanded me to fay : And'if (faid the)
And if you nothipg of that Heart obtain
Impart it foon to'me, that fod-may -
Extinguith with my Blood my raging Grief.
¢af. 1 can’t make Senle of what'yoy fay {betrgy’d
Luc. (Either he feigns, or of this falfe one I'm
Caf. But come from whence you will,
Or be what-€’er you pleafe,
Begone Lucindo, and gnquire no more. ,
[[He bids ber depart and not diffurb the Peace of
bis Soul, with mentioning any other Objett of
Lovey for bis Breaft bas room for wo wore.
Exir.

SCENE HI.
Lucinda aloiz.

That T enquire no more? W hen for no other End

I left my Kingdomand my Crown;

I pafs’d through Provinces, and crofs’d the Seas,
Difguis’d my Quulity and Sex, and {ufiar’d much.

' S B 4 Ui
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Vs faperlo, € pur teiia,
Cbe it [aperlo'mi- 4;caggion ¢ dz pmm‘o ' e
Auea I Idolo rsio o ceT
< Belvoltog e cor feded* "f’ S
Quando parti dame. . - R
Or che lo trono, ob Diot:
A la belta il crudely
, Ma non & pin Iafé ‘
] Auea, &c v [Parte;

sC E,»N& A 1V,

Glardmo eorrif pondente  gli Appartmeuu
d1 Erenice. '

- Erenice, POl Aleﬂ‘andro, ed [‘rnando.

Ercn. ’Laﬁz / cb’ Io ? b perduta
- O bella, dolces prima
Cara mia Liberta s
E fon qual Augclletto
Ch'ogn or tré Lacci Siretto®
In wan piangendo va:
Lafa’ &c,
Taciy Erenicey il caro ben’ qui gumge,
E feco ¢ §] Ducey il folo
Tefiimonio fedel del #oftro amore,
£rn. Bella Erenice? '
Eren. Invitto Ernands
Ern. (Ob vifa!)
Ere. A4 I'ombra de iuoi Lauri
La comun Eibertas pofa ficura,
Alel. E & tyoi rifehi il noftro bene ¢ Opm
Ern. Ben tic fai cb® & gran tempo
Ch’ ardono del tuo bello
Cafimiro e dleffandro

Queft



y1l know the Tmth, and yet. Ifcar B
The Knowledge of it will.increafc my. Grief. -
She fays, that when bor Lover lefe ber, be bad
both Beauty and. €onflancy 5 but now that:
Jbe bas found bim, . though be: ﬂzll v&am :
h: Beauty, be lm: Iaji bis. Conﬂwmy. S

[E.wfw )

s c:E;'ﬁf;xf:?fﬁﬁfi‘-’§-j':{"f
A Gardenbebind Exenice’s Apartmesr,

FErinice, and afterwards Alexaﬂder ind Fefdma):d

Eren. fays-fhe bas Ioft ber fweet and deatcﬂ
Liberty, and now (like a Bmi ina C'age)
is always complaining in vain. . -

Be fileat Erenice, here comes my Dear, -
And with him alfo.the brave Captain comes,
The only faithful Witnefs of our Love.: K
Ferd. Fair Erenice ? :
FEren. lnvincible Ferdinand.
Ferd, (Oh! what an amiable Lonk' )
Eren. Beneath your verdant Laurel's Shade -
The common Liberty refts now fecure.
Alex. Your hazards have produc’dour Happmcfs.
Ferd, You know fgll -well, thac loug ago :
Both Cafimire and Alexander
With your bright Rays have been inflam’d,

This
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Q;;elﬂi remendo 1] fuo riugl germano
Vuol cb'iaori finga amants 3 -
L odie di Cafimiro . -
Credutomsi vival tutt® in mé cadds,

B in age fol rifpestd I amor paterno =

La ﬂffyldgz:lia;;agllc : ; :
Mi efentd dalla ia: Io vinfi e'l prexzo
Effer idonea Erenic:gg ?

Sol per vender woi Lieti, (e mé Infelice.)
Ere. Cor generofo, e grande!
Ern. Godea, cbe a mé tenuti
Fofledi zanro: ** Cafimiro ail ’ora
“ Freme, fi oppofe, minaccid: compiacqui

. & Al o furer; tolfi congeda, € tacqui.

Ere. Perfidio!
Ern. Or la dimora
E commune periglio.
~ Alef. # M3 qual € il tuo Configlio?
Ern. Pria che riforga il giorno ‘
Stringasi Jpofi wn maritale ampleffo -
Ald. £ poie . ‘
Ern. Riparo alipra
Now aurd il fateo :
Alef. Ti; v° affent? 0 mia Cara!
Ern. In zemo ob Dio!
Alel. . Zewi ¢l mal non il bene.
Ern. Offendo D ouefta
Ales. Prendi, mia vite
Spofa mi fei.  Nel atto facro invoco

‘&' amor, lz fede, Brnands

Ern. Parti,priachequi gunga il tuo germany
Alef. Addio. - '

Yerrs ciuto dall onibre

A troua pace & 18 mia fpofa appreffs. _
Ern. (fo fui del miio morir fabro a me figffo.)

SCE
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' Thls 1aft, not to incur-his Brother’s Wrath,

" Defird that I would fgﬁmmy {elf g*»Lovci‘,f B

Thus Cefimirusy Rag heavy o me,

Suppofing me his Rival

And only for his Father’s fike ﬂieWs ‘me Refp&

Moldavis in Rebellion rifen, = - ¢

Caus’d my depart from Court; I ovemm

And Erenice was the Prize [ wone, i

That you may happy;-and I unhap hé)

Eren. O greatand gerittons S
Ferd. 1 was bath pleagd and- p'éﬂd

To ferve : $ But then Gifitnite

« Oppos’dy and rag'd, and ibreaten'd; 1 agpeas’d

“ Hic Fary; took my leave and beld my. peacs.
Eren. Perfidious Man! "
Ferd., The leaft Delay

Is' dangerous now to all. '

Alex. ¢ Bur whatis yow Advice? -
Ferd. Before the break of Day
Make your felves happy in coniugﬂ Mﬁnﬂ&
Alex. What then ? :
Ferd. Then Fate it it
Dare never be your Foe.
Alex. Do §ou, ray Desr, mxﬁdt’
Eren. Oh Gods! [ am afisid. .
Alex. Fear witds il, but never what i gcoa
Eren. 1 fhall my Modcﬁyoﬁend
Alex. Take this, my Lie,

You are my Spout‘c and in this facred A&,

1 invoke both Love and Faith, and Rerdsmend. -
Eren. Begone before yonr ‘Bmt’btfdoes sppear.
Alex. Adiens - E

Wrap’d up in Shades of Night Pllcome, -

And in your Arms find-all1 ‘can defire.

Eren. ’Nowﬁ,#he Muttbrefsotmy‘fﬂfhavcbtm

SCENE

L [ 2%}



1z VINCISLAO

SCENA V. .

. Erenice, ed Ernzndo. -

Ere. Pace al Regno recaftiy e gisie a noi
Evnando gonerafos o o
MM 13 cofs penfofo? e che ¥ affligge ?
Ernan.  Bocca bella del mio duols
Non i chieder il perché ;
- Il faper ti bafti folo .
Che mi rendono infelice
- Amifiadey amor ¢ f2,
S Boccay s,

SCENA VL

Caﬁmfrp, Erinice, ed Ernando.
Ere. Qual funcllar?

Caf. Felici amantiy il mio
Importuno venir tofto non priui
Del piacer d'una vilta i voftri Lunii
Ere. Sefai & cffer moleffo a che ne wieni ¢
Cas. Perche rifpetti- Evnando .
Stglecchi d* Erenice us mio commando.
Ern. E qual iz mai!l.
Cal. Da leiy cb’ adoriy or prendi
L’ wltimo addio :
Ern, Perche?
Caf, Perche Ernando ¢ vaffulloy ed io fon Re.
Ern. L’ amar belta, che 22 pur ami, o Prence
Non e offefa al tso grado
« E omaggio, che fi rende al be] che piace;
¢¢ Nel amor mio fon giufto, e non audace,
Cas. « * guifto anch’io fard in ‘punirti.
Ab 1roppo 188 baldanza Sinoltra
In atto d’ porre manoalla fpada.
Ere.
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"SCENE V.
‘Erenice and-fci‘dixgég.. L
- Eren. The Kingdom’s Peace; and all our Joys
Moft gen’rous Ferdiuand, is due to you:
But why fo thoughtfdl? What'difturbs you 2
Ferd, Intreats her' nos to. ask; bim the Reafon of
bis Grief : Becanfe Friendfbip and Love maks.
bim wunbappy. '

SCENE VL

Cafimirusy Erenice, and 'F:rdinnnd.

Eren. What is’t you fay?
Caftm, Let not, you happy Pair, - _

My importune Approachdeprive your Eyes -

Of that Content which kindeft ‘L.ooks afford.
Eren. Why come you, if you know you're trouble-
Cuafim.| come, thatin yourPrefence I may lay [ fome?

My ftrit Command on Ferdinand . . » .
Eren. What can itbe? - -°
Cajim. Of her whom you adere

Take now your laft Farewell. :

Ferd. But why? A
Cafim. *Caufe Ferninand's 4 Subjeét, 1a King.
Ferd. To love a Beauty which (great Prince)

Is to ycur Greatnefs no offences - - [youlove,

¢« Nor is it ought but Homage to fuch Beauty due.

¢ In my Amours I'm juft, and no ways beld.
Cafim. And I’ll be juft in punithing your Crime,

Youi Pride has rais’d. you much too high.

' [ He paints ta his Sword.
Eren,
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Ere. Ea troppo ancora
T trafporta lo [degno
Partitiy 0 Duce - R

Ern. Addioy fignor, per poco
Tempra, o [ofpe:  almen l’adw mortale ;.

- Entro al ventwro gmno

Nex fardy qM ns tr.:dz, ¥ Vzm riwdle. .

'SCENA VI
Ereoxce, e Cafimiro.
Ere, Cofmsire?

Cal. Mia Cara?
Ere. Anshe per 12 fia quefto
L’ nltimo addio yche da Ereniceor prmdn.
Caf. Come ¢
Eren. L’ amat # Esnando
Grande offefa & al tno grado.
L’ amor di Cafimiro
Pis grave offefa, éal amor miol
C‘%tf Percb£§
Eren. Ereniced. I’Jtﬁlld, & 1 fei Re.)
Caf. (Si vendica d 'fmcda)
Tua beltade & U impere
Sul cor di &ﬁ'n‘fﬂ,
Erven. llmio divieto
Dxmguc 1i fia commaando.
Caf. Queft’ &L tmo [il.commando
Cui abbidir non poffo..
Ere. Che danque brami 2
Caf. Amore;
Ere. Quef’¢.l 2uo fol defio
Cui we abbidir, de.compiager pofs *io
Meca non giaswniil fiugere
iova il fafpirars
‘Z)/Jc /ixghzm venwi
Tenta. migncvic ¢ [prexzi

{Parte;

AR ¢ \OMBATY Meco, .
5 mon 1i. paffo mar ] » B



The FTBST ACT.. .  i%
Eren. And much too high '
Your Wrath tﬁﬁfports yOti- '
Captain, depart. .
Ferd. Adieu great Sir, anid moaerate & while,
Or yer at leaft {ufpend your Pufficn: - -
Before the end of the mmg Day “
I bc no Rival, Sir,2snow you thmk ‘hmi zf Exk.

SCENE VI

Erttifce: a»ﬁf@ﬁmus

Eve. Cafimirus ?

Cufime My Deat?

Eren. Although i’rﬁs ?s’the mt %‘Meﬂ
Which new from Erénict you ree:exvvég

Cafim. How? ‘

Eren. The Love oF Frifmand
Is to your Grandeur an Offence; -
And yet the Love of Cafimire
Far more offenfive is to me,

Cafim. Your Rezifon, pray?

Eren. *Caufe Evenice s Subj e I aﬂd youa King.

Cafim. (With Fermamds Arms fhe now defends
Your Beauty enjoys tht averainty [her felf)
O'cr ‘Cafemtrus Hleart.

Eren. Then let my flat Refufal be
My firft and chief Command. )

Cafim. This yor Comthanid’s the only one
Which ! can ne’er obey.

Eren. What i5°t'hen'yen defite?

Cafims. YourLove. -

Eren. This your defire’s the only one
Which 1 can ne’er obey, nor like.

Ske fays it is-in-vsin for ins so-sliffemsbles fighy
or flattery threateny or Wlighty “for ‘fbe cin

never love him.
SGCXE%NAE
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-SCE N A VIII
Caf mu'o folo.

iR

Amare, amar f ;mpm -yt
Beira pin: inginfla, -¢ iy fsperéﬂ ) Ob Dw

- Be Vingratd-Erénice, | o -

Si feruc.amor per cnﬁ:garmz. & godc _
Che mia. pena ora fis il fiio rigordi . .
Di gual fallo. for veod “rifponde il core,
Cheli. Sperginrs aﬁm, _
La f¢ mentitay €i Iu/t}xgb:m acwm 3

* Le promeffe in amir: vaney e fallaci,
Lucinda amata, e poi, tradita_fono

La Colpa mia: Taci, cormio, deh’ Mt‘l! L

clta, che pit now piace

' Lﬂjl’xar -

D’ amar

S pus.

Seil cielo in pm /Emémrm

I doni fhoi ver[o ;. >

 do percba inginfboa :mm
Un Jol » admrb

o | Belea e, [Parte.

. " SCENA IX.
- Sala con Trono. |

Dopo breue finfonia entrano’ in Sceéna Vmcxﬂao,

¢ Cafimiro, confeguito.

. Vide: F Figlio, nel forte Ernando.
=T proponga ui’efempio . . .

Di Virtss generofa. ‘

TTE [l orme di- lm

~ Saggio cammina;, e degno

Sarai deb amor mioy [arai del Regno. -

Ca



Wa’*@jaﬁy@’;’r - ’:‘.'? X B R " ‘»" . - -r - LR _,:.:A T . ‘ .
T The BERWET AT

SCENE WlII.
0 Capmies. fobus S
‘Love! Is it paffible to love, Oh Gods! . . .
A Bﬂaﬂty more unjuﬁ’ and\prong 2 R
Love, to chaftize me, makes a Scourge: . .
Of this ungrateful Erenice, who's pleag'd - -
To fee my Pains theProdact. of her Gyuslty, .
What am I guilcy of 2 My Heart replies,,
The Perjurd, the’ once fond,; Affe@ion,
Falfe Faith, and flattring Words, . .
Vain and fallacious Promifes of Love, . .
Lucinda onge helov'd, buz:aew-betray'ds o .
Theg are'my-Crimegs::.Jdold then your Peace, my
 Heart. ' T T

R
LT
B

SCENE IX.
A Rooms with ¢ Tbrone.

After a fhore Simphony, enter Winceflaus gnd ,' |
- Cafimirus, with Attendanss. ' ‘

Win, My Son, in valiant Ferdinand
1 now propofe you an Example
Of Gen’rous and Heroick Virtue;
Max_'kin§ his Footfteps, S
You'll fagely tred, and will be worthy judg'd
Both of my Kingdomé and my Love. cof:
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Caf. Anche la gloria, o Padve,.

' De l'aver vinto ¢ tuo reteaggios, vinfe

C.l armi tue, col tuo gran nome - Em:mda 5 ;

Ty Core. ed ei Minifiro, -

T reggefti la mann, ci firinfe il brando.
Vin. Venga il Nunzio firanier. '

[Alle Guardie, e fede in T rono‘

Cafl. (Chi fera mai? . 4

Fors* é Lucmda? ab Cor! clie ﬁzr dsum:?

SCENA X.
Lucinda con_feguito e detri.
Luc. R: la cui minor Gloria, ¢ la Fortum;
Quellay ck eftimo il genitor Quﬁavo
Di Lituania or regge .
Le belle Jpiazge, il fertil fuol Lu;mda,
A te la cui gran’ fama
Non v é, cui unta. o Vinceflao non Jia
Per alto affar mé fuo miniftro invia.
Vinc. A4 f Llluftre donzella
La cui virts fublime
E’ fregio al debil fefo, invidia al forze,
CP do fervir poffa & cenni é wiia gran [irte,
Caf. (Ob Dei! fia meglio allomtanarmi.)
[in atto di partire.
Luc. drrefts
Prencipe, i paff, a quanto
Dir mi viman ti v prefente.
Caf.. (Ob inciampo!) -
Coflui, Signor, mente I'vffizio, e ’lgrado.
Luc. /0 mentir, Cafimiro?
Quefto, b al Re pfqﬁmto ’
Foglio fedel, quefto atri s io mento.
[Lucinda porge al Re una Leitera, che
fembra di credenzi, il Re [Papre,
e Leggendola guarda minacciofo il

figlio.
Luc
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" Caf. And all’olo'f'f-youij Glory; Su‘l ~+ [aown,

Ferdinand, tis true, o’ercomes, but yoursis tne Re-
He conquers ‘with*yous: Arms, and with your Name.
He’s only the Difpenfer of your Valour, . - -
And though be ‘wiclds the Sword, ’tis you that guide
- his Hand. - -
Win. Admit the Foreign Minifter.
Caf. (Whocanitbe? .-

1t is perhaps Luciudz? Oh Heart! what fhall 1do?)

SCENE X,
Lucinda with Attendants and the abovefaid.
Luc. Great King, whofe Fortune is your {fmalleft -
Glory, ' AT - ; :
She who (c’er fince her Sire Guftavus’ Death)
The Lithuanian Kingdom rules, - . [mean,
‘Thofe pleafant Plains, that fertile Soil; Lucinda [
To you, greatWinceflaus (whafe glorious Fame :
Both far and near, to all:the World is fpread)
On high Affairs hath me her Envoy fent.
Win. If 1 can ferve a Virgin fo renown’d,
{(Whofe Vertue in an eminent Degree
Gives Luftre to her Sex, and Eavy unto ours)
To my good Fortune I thall owe my Thanks.
Caf. (Oh Gods! the beft I now cando istodepart.) -
. [ As be is going out.
Luc. Stay, Stay, : .
Great Sir, don’t yet remove, becaufe
i much defire youw’ll hear what, yet remains.
Caf. (Oh what a Rub.is this?) /
Sir, he belies his Charadter.
Luc. Do I belie my felf, bafe Cafimire?
Thefe faithful Lines, which | prefent the King,
Will quickly prove if what I fay is falfe.
[ Lu-inda gives the King a Letter, which
feems 1o be the Credentials 5 the King
opans ity rveads iz, and loo%s angrily

on bis Son.
Ca Lue.
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" T# Caualier? t* Brence?

" Tua Innocenza commerri €

20 VEINCISLA®O. 3
Luc.; (Lempio, £ turbay ¢ impellidifee. } -

Via., (Ob Abze!) ,
Cal. (Nieghifi tutto, @ bi proer sl paoge.)

Vin. (Che Lafi?) ab figho! fglio! apre fou queflc
Degné a'z 12 degne del fa,,‘gu‘ ond' ‘]ﬁi 2

o [Scend= 4.4 Trouo.
Caf. 4 che ?
Vin. Rimira
Quei Caratteri impreffi 5
Son di tua man? Li ricomofci? Leggi,
Leggi pure a gran woce, e del zus ernore
Dii Prim'Ligz'a a la pena il rxo 15ffore.
 Caf. [Legge.] Per quanio 3 di pin facro
11 Prence Cafimiro, a tc proments
La Marisal fua fede,
A 1€ Lucinda, Erede
Del Regno Litnano
E fegna il ccr cio che detto 1a mapo.
Luc. (mfidocor!)
Vinc. Leggefti? a qual difefa

Cal, Or orail diff. Us mensitor # guelii.
Signor, mentito € *lgrado
Mentito il Atiniftero. Io né ghurat
A Lucinda la fede
N? vergai quefto foglio, !
NE promifi Imenes i

" Né Mai la vidi, o pur inzefs.

Luc. (Ch Dei!)
Caf. £ perche alcun de lz meadace accafs
Teftimon pii: non reftiy

‘Lacerato in piz parti

Or t¢ foglis infedele, il pié calpefti.
[Swaccia la carta, € le cilpefie

WL
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Lz, (The wicked Wretch is angdy, and waxes. -
Wi, (Ob whar 2 Writing’s thigd) - (pite.)
Cof L muft deny frafl; chennothing cagbe prov’d.
Wen. (What have Lresd?) Ab Sont A Son! a

arethofe Dreeds =~ - ) '

Worthy your felf, worthy the Blood from whence

you fprung? .y o

Are you & Cavalicr, are you 3 Phifice?

B defeends the Toroe,
Caf. Why doyou ask? =~
Win. Look with Actencion

On thefe written Lines; S ,

Is this yoor Hand? Or know you whofe it is?

Read, read aloud, and with a Crimfom Bluth

Begin your Penance for fo foul 2 Crime. o
€af. [He reads.] By all thar facred is

Prime Cafimirus promifes ’

His Matrrimonial Faith to yous

Zoyow Lucinda, only Inberitriz

Of tke Lithuanian Momarchy,

fond what his Hand doth wrizey bis Heare doth fign.
Exc. (Falfe Man!) ,
Wis. Have you perus’d it? Now on what Defence

does your Itmuocence confide ?
Caf. *Tis faid already, Sir, this Man’sa Lyar,

He bas belyed his Quality,

Bs well as Chara&cr. 1 never vow'd

Unto Zucinda any Faith,

1 never wrote thofe Lines,

Nor made her Promifes of Marriages,

Nay more, [ never faw her yet,-nor heard herf{jeak.

~ Lac. (Oh Gods!) .
€zf And now leftany Evidence remains

Ta avouch this lying Accafation,

’Ehus’, torn in Bits,

Filfe Bond, I ftamp thee under Foot.

[ He tears the Papery and [bamps upon it

C 3 pViﬂo
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Vinc. Tant?’ ofa?

Lucin. Cafimiro,
Mentitor mé dicefti? in campo chinfo
A fingolar tenzone _
Forte guerrier, per nafiitaye per grade
Tuo egual, che meco io traffi .

"Dai Lituani Lidi,

Per mia bocca or FPimvita,
E tua pena facri la tua mentita,

Cafi. I paragon de Parmi io mnon vicufo.

Lucin. 4nzi, che cada il fole
Tu, Ré, il coencd.
Vincil. Affents,
E ([pettatore io ne fars!
Lucin. T’afpetto
Colaal cimento.
Cafi. Ed is Iz sfida accetto.
Lucin. ‘T attendo in campo armato,
Mendace caualier
Ingrato amante.
Coli decida il fato,
S’io fono menzoguer,
Se ti incoftante.
. ' L attendo, £5c.

SCENA XI
Vinciflao, e Cafimiro.

"Vincif. Cafimiro, innocente,
Verrebbe, ¢ pur non (& crederti il core :
Guarda, che del tuo ervore
Parto non fiano un di le tue ruine.

Che de [uperbi é fempre infauflo il fine.
Non pué Regnare
Chi non & Calma,
E fida I'alma
Guidar non (23

E ogn’or fara

[Parte.

Sua



The PFIRST 'ACT. 23
Win. How dares he be f*bold? ..
Luc. You Cafimire

Have faid I lyed. Inany privaté’ place

Toa fingle Duel v

A Valiant Youth, your Equalboth in Birth

And Quality, that I brought over

. From pleafant Litbuania’s Shore,

Sends youby me a Challengé,

That fo your Perjury may proveyour Punifhmert.
Cafim. So fair a March, I don’t refufe.
Luc. Grant this great Sir,

Before the Sun gocs down.

Win. 1 give confent,

And will my felf Spe&ator be.
Luc. 1 fhall expect you

At the appointed place.

Cafim. And I accept the Challenge. o
Lucinda fays, foe will wait for bim in the Field,
and that Fate [ball there decide, whether fbe is
a Lyar, or be inconflant.

SCENE XL
Hinceflaus and Cafimirus.

Win. My Heart defires, yer can’t believe,
That Cafimire is Innocent.
Take heed left your Deftrution proves to be
Th’ ungrateful Fruit your Crimes produces
For an unhappy end always attends the Proud.
He [ays that a Prince who bas not g [erene Mind
and faithful Heart can never reigny and that
the Beauty be adores, will prove bis Torment.

Cy SCENE
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Sua pm&riq*
Cio che defia, =
Da una boiéd: > < & [P
- - (Non pud, &de: . [Paxte.
SCENA XI
‘Cafimniro; ‘e foi Erenice.
Cafi. Amor, tu mivuii morto
E d'efferti fedel ferbo il cofiame -
Se in piti beltd Padords
Con-mé 1i (degni a torto L
Cbe [e cangio Paltar, non cangio Nume.
Eren. Cafimiro ?
Cafi. Mia bella
E qual propizia fi¢lla
Guida 1 bei lumi tuoi

, A confolarmi il cor? dimmi,che vao:
" Eren. Molto uvtréiy (¢ il tuo lafciuo amote

Non s arrecaffe Orrore
¥ Mai fe non come amiante
¢ Ma qual Prence, che fei
¢ Compiacer mi vorrai
¢- Ardita io chiedero. ) .
Cal. Non fia conty’ il mio amor, chiedi ed aurai.
Eren. Non & contriltuo amor, Ernando——
Cafi. Ernando,
Quelloy che Yitmamora
Forfe vuol preffo 1é far pins ditnora?
Kre. Tal non & il fuo difio
Ma folo tale & il mio.
Cafi. Perche Pami cio vuoi!
Eren. Io wd. Lo bramo
Come foffe il mio amore, e pur non Pamo.
Cal. Non Pami? e qual pietd
Se non.: un forte amor, i fiinge a ¢io ?
Ere. Giuro che non ¢ amor. che fia ? non [i.
Cafi. Erenice m’inganri:
Per Erando daffanni
Ai 2 Panima cinta, opreffo il corey :
E guefto non ¢ amor ? Eren.
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SCENE XK. - i
Cafimirus and afterwards Brain,

Cafim. ©.GoA of ‘Love, you il cm%'gﬁfz

Tho' I fo obfervang am of yct_x_g(:o;nmand's.

If T adore you in Beauties more thanone -~

You're always Angry, though without a caufe

For though my Altar I change, I mever chan emg
Eren. Cafimirns? L EGO .
Cafims. My Faireft,

“ And what kind Star

“ Hath guided your fair Eyes, .

% To comfort the¢? Pray téll me your Requeft.
Eren. Much I cou'd ask, if your lafcivious Love

Reis'd net fuch horror inmy Miand., . .

% But if you'll lay the Lover'spart afide .

“ And only aét thet of a Prince, ..~ .

“ And cendefcend to faveur my Requeft,

€ Then I'll make bold to ask. .. A
Cafim. If not againft my Love; ask and obtain.
Eren. *Tis not againft your Love. Ferdinand g
Cafim. Oh! Ferdivand, S .

Yes, he whom you’re enamour'd with .

Wou'd you pérhapsthat he with you fhou'dloageér
Eren. He defires no fuch thing, “[fay?

"Tis only I defire it. -
Cafim. This you delire, becaufe you Love him.
Eren. Not 15 yet with him full as well

Asif T lov’d, and yet I love him not.. »
€sfim. Not love him? What Compaffion then

But violent Love can your Affeion move?
Eren. It isnot Lovey I vow. What then Idonot
Cafim. Now Erenice, you deceiveme:  [know.

For Ferdinand his fake 1 know '

Your Soul's affli¢ted and your Heart’s oppreil 5

And what is this but Love? ' ren,
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Eren. N non & Aamore.
Cafi. Parta Ernandoy che mppo
Molefto & & l'amer mio ; :
E [é del tuo difio
Seguace mi vorrai ' T
Non fia contr il mso amor : cbted;, ed‘aumr. e,
" Quefto’ conforto folo
- Avanza al mio gran duola,
- Al mio smdrtoros :
- E tatta Ia mia f2
Anima miia per t¢
Guardami ch® io moro.

a@ ’
e EPartc‘
'SCENA XII

Ernando ed Ercmcc |
" Ern. (a parte) Non molto arzdraz, cbe & Ennice in
Godra Pamico. Jo I nodo [ fone
Strinfi: affrettais cor ebbi a farlo, e Plodo?
Eren. Ernando a cercar vengo'
el piacer detuoi lumi
Una parte del mio.
Etn. Del nol cercar,bellz Erenico addio,
Eren. Che? temi nel vedermi :
Dirritar Cafimiro? :
" Er. 4Altro, temo Erenice, altro Jofpiro.
Eren. Che mai? Aprimi il cor fauella.
Em. Sig lubidirtiy o bella, '
Gran parte di difcolpa al mio delitto 5
Arde per té queft’ alma
Eren. T4 feberziy e fi amorq/b
A favor & Aleffandro ancor mi parli.
Ern. Chi puo mirar quegh occhiye non amarli ?
Eren. Dov’ ¢ virts, doue amiftade in terra
Se la tradifce Ernando ?
M2 nd 5 non @ capace

Di 2al vilta quel’ alma
Em.




o Tbe FIRSEYACT. . ey

‘Eren. No, no, it is not Lave.. .. =/
Cafim. Let Ferdinand-with fpeed depart,
For he too much molefls. my.kwoves: «: .7
And if with your Requett - IR
You wifh' I may comply, - Ceowme oo
If not againft my. Lové, ask and-obtain.. -
He [ays that the only Comfort. which remains to
appeafe bis Griefy and. mitigate . his, Tegments, 35
that be fiill hopes fbe will-yet look kindly o[”b‘ﬁ?.
- EPSRPIPSY PR O t.

TX A B
. -
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SCENE XIIL
Ferdinand and Erenice. :
Ferd. Soon fhall my Friend (fair Erenice) ergoy:

With fpeed 1 tyed the Nuptial knot, and ha

Courage to do it, and now have reap’dthe Praife.
Eren. 1 come, brave Ferdinandyta view

In the Content your Looks declare,

Part of my own. , o
Ferd. Oh! Come not nears fair Erenice, adicu,
Eren. What ? are you afraid, in feecing me’

To kindle Cafimirus Wrath? o '

* Ferd, 1 fear another, for another figh.  [mind.
Eren. ' What is’t you mean, {peak and difclote your
Ferd. Accept then my Obedience, faireft Maid -

As an Aronement of my Crime, 4

This Soul of mine is byrning in your Flames.
Eren. Either you jeft, or elfe exprefs your Love

Not for my own, but Alexander’s fake, [Eyes?
Ferd. -Who canbut Love, when he beholdsthofe
Eren. Oh! Where can Virtue or Friendfhipc’er

If Ferdinand doth once betray it?> =~ [be found

But no, it cannot be, his Generous Soul’s

Incapable of any thing {o vile.

, Ferd,



X
!

4.-3'8 RN V‘IN’*ﬁls L A oi‘

‘Ern. Tamo Erenicey Io #'amo,
Ma damicsy &4g forte o
Che non [pira alivi amovi il tuy femsbiants.
Eren. Panne; ti credo amilco, ¢ on amante.
Ern. Mio bel name dal tuo ardore
Infiammato & queffo eore
M now as di m? pietd
Oasfto folo per mercede
"Wio tire da 18 chiede
Perche more '
Tutto amore ¢ fedelsa. Mioy e,

SCENA XIV.

Erenice e poi Cafimiro.
* Eren: S’ wery che m’amsi Ernando
Mia beltade, io compiango i tuoi trionfs :

Fyor del mio foﬁ ogn’ altra
' e‘te}a

Tua vittoria y 0gn’ altr’ onore,
Ne 1i chiedo troféi dopo il fuo core.
- 7 #‘Entra Cafimiro)

Cafi. Felice incomtro. “Arreflay
Bella Erenice, il picde. ‘
%ﬂd, che ti wedi inante

on & pin Cofimivo '

well importune, e quel laftive amante.

- Ifﬁ 3 il Prence, ® Derede

el Polonico feettyo: o
Fus amntory nea pudice: e che deffina .
9% al fuo Regno, ¢ &l fiuo amor Moglie, ¢ Régina
_Eren. Come? ts Cafimiro, erede, e Prente
Del Polonico feettro, :
Chiedi in moglie Erenice, il vile oggetto
Del’ impuro tuo affetro? . ,

Cafi. §i, Principeffa 3 8 quella fianima 5 ond® arfi,
Purgai quanto d’impuro avea ne Palmia, '

Eren. Pune Lifinghe. Do wveggio

Aicora in té quell’ amaroy Lafcive, oo
' De




" The FIRST ACTY  2f.
‘Ferd. 1 Love you Erenice, 1Love Yo .

el

Butyet I Love youasaFriend .~ = .0 ",
For your chaft Looks infpire noother Love.
Eren. G0, 1 believe youa Friend and nota Lover.
" Ferd. Says her Beauty kas inflans’d bis Heart,
and yet will mot pity bis Pain.

SCENE XIV.
Erenice and afterwards Cafimirus.
Even. 1f, Ferdinand, ’tis true yeu loveme;
Then all your Triumps I'lament::
All Conquefts, be they ne’er fo great |
And Honour too, without my Spoufe, Iflight;
No brighter Trophies than his Heart I crave,
Cafim. O happy Encountes. Stay
Fair Erenice '
He that you fee before you
Is now no longer Cafimire
That lewd audacious Lover,
He is the Prince, he is the Heir
Of all the Polifp Realm o e
Your civil Lover, who defigns to makeyou  _ -
Equal Partaker of his Bed and Crown. ;
Eren. How is't? that yougreat Cafimiré a Prince.
That muft the Polifp Sceptre {way, 7
Shou’d chufe for Wife poor Erenice, vile Obje&t
Of your much viler, and impure Affeétion. '
Cafim. Y es Princefs yes,for thofe in which I burn’d,
Have purg’d my Soul of all that was impure.
Eren. N uu flatter me in vain, 1 fill perceive
Under Diiguiv: @ vile Iafeiviens Lover,
“ My
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. Del’ onor mio nemico, ,
LN\ H . .
Now per virtis, ma per furor pudico.

gy LT T N T
Cal. S'errai, fu giovanezza, e non difprezzo. .

- Bren, E.s'io fodio, & raggione, e non vendetta,
Cal. Cancella un pentimento ogmi gran® ¢.lpa.
Wren, Macchia d'onor mai non fi terge, e fpeflo

Infidia ¢ il pentimento.
Caf. Sarai mia [pofa.
Eren. lo Cafimiro ?
Caf. E meco
T2 Regnerai falice,
. Exen. Non trouerai Lucinda, in Erenice.
- Lafciami pur d'amar ‘
Che’ ad ézﬁri vo ferbar
L'alma, ¢ la feds.
Non & per te il mio cor,
Sei troppo ingannator
- N, gﬁ ti crede. .
. Lafciami, &c.
SCENA XV.
C Cafimiro folo.
Mie delufe [peranzs
Non andrete impunite ;
D'un tal rifiuto Ernando ¢ la caggion’:
Giad, gia m’ & noto
Che a’occulti fponfali
Ne la ventura notte
Ernando, ed Erenice
Devon farmi infelice; ‘
B sempo omai di vendicarfi, Iniqua
Ma nel rival fuperbo 1
1o punird della crudel Dorgoglio :
Nacq ei per vbidir, Io nacqui al foglio,
O Morire o del mio bere
Uus penar tra le catene
Ne tornare in Liberta;
Che Lontano da cbi adoro
Crefce tanto il mio martoro
Che ftruggendo il cor mi va.
O Morive, &c.



My Honour’s Mortal Enemy. : )
Not made by Virtue modeit, but by Rage. .
Gaf. E €er herrd, owas Youth; -not -Difefped. -
Eren. And'if 1'Hate; *tis- Realon, not Revenge.
Caf.’ Repentance carncéls quite the greateft Faults.
Eren. ‘The:Stains of Honour never will wath out,-
And many times Repentance is a Snare. '
Caf. But you fhall be my Spbufe. '
Eren. Who, 1?2 C
Caf. And then with me
Shali happy Reign. S N ‘
Eren. In Erenice, yowll n€’er Lucinda find, .
She defires bim 1o deff# lwing of ber, becaufe
Jbe referuves ber Love for another.

i

SCENE XV.
Cafimirus glwe.

You my deluded Hopes

Shall never unreveng'd remain.

Of my Repulfe Fernands is the Caufe:

I'm now inform’d and know -

That Ferdinand and Erenice

This very enfuing Night,

By a clandeftine Naptial Knot :

Defign to make me an. unhappy Man.

"Tis more than time to feek Revenge: Unjuft!

But on my proud infulting Rival's Head

ll punifh moft feverely her Difdain, - *

For fhe was born t’obey, and I to reign. :

He fays, that be will eitber die, or bear the

Cbains of bis Dear, without ever eydeavouring
bis Freedom. :

End of the Eirft A8,



ATTO I. SCENAIL
Atrio con Trono

Lucinda con feguito.

Omimi Des, inonti eterne .

3186 mal fu I' Are vofire
Pittime elette’ io fai cadery s'a voi
Giunfer mai con gl* incenfs
G’ innocenti miei prieghi, a mé volgete
Raggi propizi, € in quefta
Faral temuta grena :
Finite la mia Vita o la mia pena..

SCENA IL

Vinceflao con feguito, €}detti.

Vinc, Impazienza, e [degno
Ben qui 15 traffe frettolofo.
Luc. Sono unch'i breut indugi
A cbi cerca vendetta ore di pens.
" Vinc. Straniery cadens® & il [ole; e meglio fora
Sofpender I ire al di vensuro, e I' armi. /
Luc. Tauro rimane, o fire,
Di giorno ancor, che' w'avra fin’ la pugna
Gindice, e Re 12 fteffo,
L’ ora affegnaftiy °l campo, ed or paventi ¢
Vine. Pugnifi pur, Non entra nel mio core
Deboli affetti, e w'é viltd sbandita:
E s'ora tewo, temo .

~ SCE-



ACTI SCENEL"
[ Place for an Engagement, and a Throne.

Lucinda with Attendants.

Reat Gods, eternal Beings, oo

If e’er my Vi&ims on your Altars bled
Regarded by your Deities; ife'er -
My pureft Prayers (with Incence join’d)
Afeended, and accepted were by you,

Now grant me your propitious Aid;
And in this fatal, dreadful Place, >
Fisith my Life, or quit me of my Pains ¥

SCENE 1L

Winceflaus with Atrendants, and the abovefaid,

Win. Wrath with Impatience mix’d . -
Hath haften’d your Approach.
Luc, To him that feeks Revenge
The leaft delay feems Hours of Pain.
Win.The Sun,braveStranger’salmoft fet;’twere befk
Thatyou till Morn your Wrathand Armsfafpend ?
Luc. Day-light enough (Great Sir) remains
To finith the defigned Fight.
You your own felf, as King and Judge,
Aflign’dboth Time and Placeyand do you now relent ?
Win. Fight then. No fond Affetion ’er fhall
_ [feize my Heart,
Nor one mean Thought find Harbour in my Breaft.
And if I fear, that which I fear .
Is my Son’s Innocence, and not his Life.

CENE
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Cafimiro con feguito, ¢ detti. "~~~ F
Call E vita, ed innocenza
Affdata al mio braccio, @ gia ficura. .
Luc. Impotente & I ardir in alma impwra. .
[ Vinceflao va 3 federe ful” Trono
O Té cl® ancor mon veggio 8
Qual ti debba chiamar, wemico, & amico, g
‘e Poffibil fia, ch’ efpor ti1 voglia al fiero
¢ Sanguinofo cimento, ¢ fama, € vita ?
‘¢ £ ingiufto fofterrai la tua mentita?
Dimmi, di; Cafimiro, Ignoto il volto
T ¢ di Lucinda, el nome? , .
Fede non le giurafi? | Cafimiro non la guarda}

Amor non prometeefti? E dir tu I puoi 2
T foflener ¢ feuotiti al fin. Ritorni
La perduta raggion. Gia per mia bocca
L’ amorofa Lucinda or fi ¢ dice
Cara parte di queff’ alma,
Trous, torna & confolarmil
Spofo amato. :
Cal. All' armi, all armi,  [Cava la fpada,
Luc. Traditore ' -
Piy b amozt p -
. Brami piaghe, ¢ vwi [venarmi ? -
Caf. AP )!rpr;if all armi, -
Luc. Dungue ali* armi, fperginroy [dadimanodj
Seguafi il ruo fuvor, fpada,
Caf. Sei t1 guel forre : ,
Campion, cb'a darmi morie
Sin dal Ciel Litwan’ teco traefti?
Luc. Io quegli fono, e meco
Hé la raggion de I' armiy
Meco i numi traditi,
La feds vilipe[ay i tuoi fpergiuri,
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SCENE I,

Cafimirus with Arsendanss, and the ahw‘ﬁzid,{ o

Caf. Both Life and Innocence
Back’d by my Valour are fecure. - - .
Lsc. Valour in Souls impure is impotent. . 4
[ Wincefléus a/cends dbe Tirone,
You, who as yet I cannot tell ' - -
If Friend or ¥ee, 1 vught to €all,
Is't poflible you chufe t'expole
To bloody Steel your Life and Fame?
And being unjuft defend your Falfity?
Say, Cafmirus, fay, is fill - .
Lusinda’s Face and Nameunknown to you?
Did not you Vow hegFaith? . - »
[ Cafimirus looks another way.
Did you not promife Love? Dare you dény?
Dase youdefenda Crime? Quitwhatis bafe;and let
Right Reafon be recal’ld. And by my Mouch - -
Hear now the kind Luvinds fighing fay
O Deareft part of this my Spoufe,
Return, retarn to comfort me.
Beloved Spoufe. .
Cif. To Arms, to Artus, [ He draws his Swerd.]
Luc. Traytar, ' _
Who more than Love, :
Do Blood defire, and wou'dyou kill me?
Csf. To Arms, to Arms. L )
Luc. To Arms, Ialfo fay, you perjur’d Man;
And let your Fury be obey'd. [She ig: her Hand s
Ca/. Are you that valiant Champion then,{ ber Sworde-
That from the Lithuanian Clime you brought -
On Purpofe to procure my Death ? .
Luc. Yes, I am he, and with me I bring
The right of Arms,
Th’ offended Gods N

Your flighted Faich, and Perjuries.
D Now

. - e
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Sk flingi il ferro,  “ E temi
s Le piaghe, che ricevi, o
<« Ma piua quelle che fai. Pil del tuo fangue -
& Temi il miofangue, e fia -
¢ J] tuo rifchio maggior la morte mia.
¢ Ma che diffi mia morte?
¢ La tua morte vogl’io : Peifidio all” armi.
Ben Sapris queft° acciano -
A quel core infedel farfi la firada, :

Cal. (o wolgerd comsro coftei la [pada 2 )

[In atto di partire; Lucinda lo trattiene,

Luc. Ns, né: da gucffo Inoge ad armi afciuite
Non fcirem.

Caf. (Corre all’ occafe il fole,
E in braccio ad Erenice Einando é attefs.)

Luc. Chefai 2 che miri? omas
O ¢ difendiy o ti trafiygo inerme.

Cafl. Pugnifi al nuono giorno. '

Luc. Nd, #d : pugna or volefti, ¢ pugnaor voglio:
T# dei cadervi, od io,

Cafl, (Tolgafi queft’ inciampo a I amor mio.)

[Segue il combattimento, in cui Cafimiro

: guadagna a Lucinda Ia fpada.
Sei winto, ed é il tno 10rt0
Chiaro a g’ occhi del Padrey a ques del mondo.

Luc. Ai vintoy o vily ma generofo, e forte
Ne le perdite mie reftami il core.
Forfe de twoi trionfs.
Non godrai lungamente, & traditore. v
Tuts’ armate atwo danno '
Le Litnanc fpade empier di firagi
Quefta Regga fapranne 5
£ 15 Ptincipe indegno,
Piangerai la tua forte
Senz’ onor, fenza fide, ¢ [énza Regno.

vinc. Sitemerario!

Cal. Afcolia

T HANIE
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Now draw your Sword, ¢¢ And fear -
« Far lefs the Wounds which you. receive:
« Then thofe you give. Fearnow my lofs: of Blood
« More than you'do your own, and let
« My Death your greateft Danger be.
« But hold, my Death then did I fay ? ,
« *Tis yours I want: To Arms, falfe Manto Arms.
This Sword’s inftrufted how to find
A Pafige to your moft unfaithful Breaft.
Gft (And {hall I raife my Sword agzintt her?)
[As be going off Luucinda detains him.
Luc. No, no, with bloodlefs Swords _
We won’t depart from hence.
Csf. (The Sun is hafting to the Weft,
And Erenice expe&ts her Ferdinand.)
Luc. What doyedo? What gazeat, either defend
Or elfe Unarm’d TI'll run you through. [your felf,
Caf. We'll fight to Morrow Morn. .
Luc. Ne, no, you now wou'd fight, and fight I
And either you or I muft Die. | [will,
C4f. (Then I'll remove this hindrer of my Love.)
(They fight and Cafimirus difarms Lu= -
* cinda. ' o -
You're overcome, and your bad Caufe appears)
Both to my Father and all the World befide.
Luc. You've overcome, youbaleyet gen’rous Man. ' .
Though worfted, flill my Courage remains,
Traitor, perhaps you won’t )
Enjoy your Triumphs long.
The Lithuanian Forces all in Arms’ .
Know to your Sorrow how to fill ' -

This Kingdom full of Blood and Ruin.
And you unworthy Prince '
Shall then lament your Fate,
Void both of Honour, Faith and Realm.
vin. He’s very rath! S

4. Obferve : .
' D3 How
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-Quanto audace ¢ coffwi. , /
,Mpuc. Dx}ememria @ torto -
j tacci o Re: La wia raggione, il giufte
Parlan st g:efto Labroy € j‘ég 77 f:iegb?”ﬁ | ol
Di vendicarmi, ie fieffa R
Fard Ie mie vendette: H) avuezza anwch’ Io :
Lz fronte alls Coronay il piede al Tronoy
S0 puniry so Regnar, Lincinda io Somo. A
Vinc. Lucinda? [Scende dal Troni,
Caf. Eb! Padre, un mentitore 2 deffo H
Denss gid il grado, ed or mentifce il feffo: o
Non fei Lucinda, nbds confufo, e vinto o

-

Pien di [corno, e di duolo )
Rimanti. (il padrs vieney a lui m’inuolo’) [parte,
SCENA IV.

Vinciflao, ¢ Lucinda.

Vinc. (Fugge Ia mia prefinza
4] colpenole ﬁg%) yr /
Col tacermi il tuo grado, ¢ Ia tua forte
Atoffendefis o Regina. '
Luc. A 6 poc anzi
Sire, parlo’ Lusinda, Augfta erede
Di piis Tromiy ¢ pik Regnis '
Ne dowevan di lei,
E del fuo grado effer gF accenti indeghi.
O taccia 3] Regio labrey ¢ parli folo
Per implorar giufliziay © almen pietade
Di Lucinda infelice il pianto, *lduolo.
Vinc. 1] poter di Monarcas
Lautorita di Padre
Sul cor del figho a tuo favore §mpegno:
Ne 1a raggion confida,
Nel amor nofiro, ¢ rafferena il ciglio :
Sara tuo [pofoy o non fard mio figlie.

e,

dich
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How bold he fpeaks, | ‘

Luc. You tax me wrongfully, O King,

Of being rath: My Juftice and my Right. e

Plead with my-Tongue; and if you flill forbear

To fec me now reveng’d, then I my (elf

will firaight my own Revenger be: My Brows

Are alfo crown’d, my Feet afcend the Throne

] punifh and 1 reign, I am Lucinda. :
Win. Lucinda? . [He defeends the Throne.
Caf. Ah! Sir, this Man’s a Lyar;

He firft bely’d his Quality, and now his Sex.

You're not Lucinda, no, but overcome, P

Confounded, full of Shame and Grief remain. .

(My Bather comes, and I muft fly away) [Exiz.

SCENE 1V,

Winceflaus a#d Lueinda.

Win. (My guilty Son
Avoids my Sight)
In your concealing of your Quality
You have, Great Queen, difpleafed me,
Luc. *Till now, great Sir, Lasinds {poke,
Lucinda Sovereign Heirels o
Of many Crowns and many Realms;
Not ought her’ Words unworthy be -
Nor of her Perfon nor her Dignity.
But now let Royal Lips be thut; let nothing fpeak
But. poor Lucinda’s Tears and Gricf R
T'implore your Juftice, or at leaft your Pity.
Win. The Princely as well as the Paternal Power
Which o’er my Son I have,
I hall exert to favour your Requeft.
Truft to the Juttice of your Caufe,
ruft our good Will, and look ferene:
For he fhall be your Spoule, or thall not be my Son:
. D4 ‘  From
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Lucil. Men da Iz tua virtude alto regnante
Attender non potea Lucinda amante.
Vincis. Speffo vola un baffo affetto.
A ofcurar d'un Rege il petto;,
Perd Aftreay b’ e aﬁﬁz in tromo
Dileguando Pombre va.
E quel fangue ancor fumante
Che ¢ a la deftra d’un Regnante,
Se tal or niega perdono,
Par rigore, ed’ e pieta,

¥

Spefo, &c.
"SCENEA V.
Lucinda fola.

Lufinghiamoci ancora

Ne difperiam, teneri affetti. L’alma

Del tuo piacer riempi,

Speranza adulatrice ;

£ vieni i] dolor mio

Di Letargo a coprir, [e non d’oblio.
Tu folcafts il mare infido
Agitata Navicella s
Or ribaci il caro Lido
Col fanor & amica fella.

' Tuy &e,

SCENA VL Notte.

Hanza di Cafimiro cornitauolino, e fedia. Vinciflao,
, e poi Gifmondo.

* Gil. La Notte avanzas; e PPrence

WNon viene ancora. Ei folo .

Co! [uo furor rispafe,

Zorbido, Minacciofo,

E riuale, e gelofo.

- Vin. Gifmendo, ov’ ¢ *Imio figlie?

Gil. fo qui Partendy, =~ _

- ' Vinc
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From your ftrié Re&itude, great Sir,
Loving Lucinda cou'd expeét no lefs.

He [ays, that many times a mean Affelion en-
deavours to obfcure @ Reoyal Mind. But that
sthe Goddefs of Fuftice fitting on the Throne
difperfes it. I -

SCENA YV,

Lucinds alone.

And now my Affe&ions :
Let’s blandifh Sorrow a while, left we defpair.
Come flat’ring FHope B '

And fill my Soul with Joy;

Oh come and cover all my Grief

With a Lethargick Slecp, or elfe with Death.

She fays, that like a flutuating Ship fbe
bas been tofs’d by the Unconfiant Seay but
now by the Favour of a friendly Star is
landed on the pleafamt Shore. ,

TN

SCENE VI Nigk.

Calmirus’s Chamber, with a Table and a Chair.
FEnter Winceflaus and afterwards Gifmond.
Gif. The Night’s far fpent, and yet the Prince
Doth not appear. He all alone
Doth with his Rage remain
Difturb’d and threatning,
And jealous of his Rival.
Win. You Gifmend, where’s my Son?
Gi/. 1, Sir, am waiting for him here. -
in.
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' Vinc. Ob Dio: L’alma prefages S &

B¢ di fventure, e per Evnando io teme : i
Gif. Ancar non vien'. . :
Vinc. Gsfmondo,

Chiamifi tofte il Duce Ernando. .
Gifm. 4l cenno '

Affretto il pie veloce.

(Temo anch’ io Dire d’un amor feroce ) [Paste,

SCENA ViL

Vinciflao, e poi Cafimiro con. flile infanguinsta
in mano. _

Vinc E pur crefie nel feno fiede vicino 3 un taw
E Paffanno, ¢’1timor; qual motte ¢ quefia,  [olino.
* In cui fognafi orrori ad occhi aperti?

Cor di R, cor di Padre

Qual acciar ti trafigge? ‘E qual gran male

Futto gelar f& nelle vene il [angue ?

Il fupplizio de rei

Proua quefy’ alma, e in che v'offsfi, ob Diei?
Appoggiandefi al tuolino fi copre gl’ occhica
coa la maro. '

Entra Cafimiio con ftile Infanguinato.
Caf. Dolce brame di vendetia
Gia la vittima cade.
‘Cafimiro volendoporre lo flile ful tauolino,
vedeil Padre nello fteflo momento, in cui il Pa-
dre alzando gI’ occhi vede il, figlio.

- Vinc. Sparite, ob de lza mente”

Forbide larve Figlio

Cafim. Padre tob flelle 1)

Vinc. CB’ acciaro & quel? Che fangue
Ne flilla ancor ? qual colpo. a
Meditiy ¢ qual facefti?

Che



#in. Ob Gods! my Soul prelages fome Mifhapy

1am in dread for brave Fernandy's fake,
Gif- He has not yet appear'd. o
Win. Gifmond,

-Go quickly and call Ferdinand

Gjf. Sir, your Commands

I'll inftantly obey. -
(Lalfo dread a furious Lover’s Wrath.)

SCENE VIL

Winceflaus and afterwards Calimirus with a Bloody.
Dagger in bis Hand.

#in. Trouble and Fear increafe flill inmy Breaft,
Oh what a Night is this, S L
In which fuch horror’s dream’d, tho’ I'm awake?
O you my Royal and Patesnal Heart
WhatSword hath pierc’d you? What prodigiousili
Makes all your Blood congeal within yoyr Veins?
My Soulnow feelsthe pain £'Offenders due.

In what have Joffended you. ye Gods? .
ganing upon the Table,be covers bis Eyeswith bis
and.

- Enter Cafimirus with a bloody Dagger.

Cafi. He bids Fate now to do her worft, for
he fhall never fear herbecanfe he haskill'd
his Rival, and now livespleas’d and content.

As Cafimirusis laying the Dagger on the Table,be

Jees bis Father 5 iu the [ame inflant bis Father rai-
fing bis Eyes looks.on bis Son,

Win. Oh, vanifh from my Thoughts
You frightful Ghoft — My Son —

Caf My Father— (Oh Srars!) . .

Win. What Dagger’s that? What reeking Gore
Still from it drops! and on what Bloody Wound
Arenow your Thoughjs imploy’d, what havé you

Es
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Cb} orrory che turbamento

7 fparge il volto?

: Caﬁ:g (Ab! che dird?)
Vinc. Rifpend;. o
Cafi. Signer R
Vinc. Parla.

- QCafi. Pec’ anzi

Andai——Venni — Famore . i

Lo [degno——(una ne Paltra : ;

Mancan le voci s attonito. vifpondo)

Nullz, o Padredir poffo,e mi confondo.
Vinc. Grantimidoéun granreo:

Erraftiy o fighio, e gravemente ervafii:

Raggion mi rendi or di quel fangue.
Cafi. Quefta—

Prepara pur conty’ i} mio fen, prepasad

Le pitz atroci vendette, :

Quefbo (i1 dird) del mio rivale & fangue :

Sangue & &’ Ernando,

Vinc. Ob Dei!

Ernando é morto?
Cafi. Ed jo,

1o ne fui Vemicida.

Vinc. Perfido! Ernando e morto?
Cafi. E mfim’ w ebbi.

‘Vinc. Di fvenarmi in quel core
Ragione avefii? Barbaroy [pictato
Th pur morrai. Vendickerd

" SCENA VI
Frnando, e detti

Ern. A4’ tuoi cenni

Oui pronte ——
Vinc. Ernando vive? Ernando, Amico.

Cafi. (Pive il riual? Voi ns’ ingannafie, 0 Lumiy
O ti sman mi tradifti ?
Vinc. Mé nol diseftsy o figlioy
Poc’ anzi eftinto ? |
' Caf.



'What horror and difturbance - ¢
Make fuch impreflion on your Looks?
Csf. (Oh! Now what thalllfay/)
Win. Anfwer me, T

Win. Spe
Csf. Juft now
I went——I came the Love
My Wrath——(My Voice quitc fails me,
1 {peak like an aftonifh’d Man)
I can fay nothing, I'm confounded, Sir.
Win. A guilty Soul is always fraught with Fear,
You’ve err’d, my Son, and greatly err’'d.
Let me now know what B is that,
Caf. This— |
Prepare againft my Breaft, prepare
All the Revenge, that Angercaninvent,
This, (Iwill tell it) is my Rival’s Blood.
Itis the Blood of Ferdinand.
Win. Oh Gods/
And is Fernando dead ?
Caf. And 1,
And 1 his Murtherer was.
Wis. Oh Wicked! 1s Fernands Dead?
Caf. And 1 had reafon.
Win. And had you reafon téo :
To ftab mein his Breaft. O barb’rous, cruel Wretch
You'll furely die. I will Revenge——— .

SCENE VIIL
Ferdinand and the absvefaid.

Ferd Sir 1 am here
At your Command.
Win. Is Ferdinand alive? Friend Ferdinand.
Caf. (My Rival yetalive? You have, my Eyes,de-
Or you, my Hands, betray’d me.) {ceiv’d me,
#in. Did you not fay, my Son,
That he was lately Dead?

Caf.
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Caf. Io fon confufo. N S
Vinc. .4k Ducey .
Io moria per dolor de Iatsamorte. ‘
Ern. Jomorto ? 5vitays [pirtoy
M per verfarlo in t40 [ervigio, ofire,
Cofi Ernando, cofts dee fol morire.
Vinc. 8b la tua fede
Cafi. Ob ferro
In qual feno rimmerfil
Qual mifero [vendi? Cieli perverfi!
| SCENA IX.
Frenice, ¢ Detti. (singinocchia 6 piedi di Vinciflao)
Eren. Signory cb’il tuo poere '
Fra gi‘qﬂizia', ¢ pieta libri egualmente,
Difenfor de le leggi
Scudo dell’ innocenz?y ‘
Giuflo Re, giuflo Padre, o & tuoi piedi
Principeffa dolente s -
Chiedo Ia mia vendetsa

Chiedo 1o tua, lagrsme chiedo, € fangues v
“Ti vo giudice, ¢ Padre. Ah ! rendi al mondo
A prd del giufto, ed a terror del” empio- -
Di virtl, -di fortezza un raro efempio.

Vinc. Sergi, Erenice, ¢ la wendetia attendiy
CP’ il tuo dolor mi chisde-

_Eren. Qual iv fia ben Pe noto. )
Vinc. 4 tuoi grand’ Avi y 2
uel diademay cb’ i cingos ornd le tempia.

Eren. Senz’ offendertiy € fire
Amar potea Pun de 1803 fighi?
Vinc. Amore
Non e mai colpay 0V¢ Poggetto e pari.
Eren. Del pari ambo i tuoi figl
Per me avvampars ma # foco
Fi fenfo in Cafimiroy
T wirthv in Aleffandros

Piacque’l pudico amante,odiai Pimpuro.
. Anmory
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'Caf. 1 am confounded. - = . -
Tlfin. Ah, Worth{‘({gncral;- R

he grief for yours, hid dike Yhavg caus’d my Death

Ferd, 1 dead? I yet have Spirity yet have Life
As yet to fpend it in your Service, Sir 3 -
Thus, only thus, Fermanda ought to die.

Hin. 1 know your Loyalty. -

Caf. O Steel, - -
In whofe barc Breaft haft thou beca drench’d? -
Who hatt thou kil’d? O cruel Stars!

' SCENE IX. |
Erenice andtbe aforefaid. (fhe kneels before Finceflaks.)
Eren. Great Sir, whofe Pows -
"Twixt M.rcy and Juftice makes an equal Scale,
“ Defender of the Laws, . :
“ Shield of the Innocent, o
Jutt King, juft Sire behold here at your Feet
A Weeping Princefs;
I beg my own Revenge, . -
Nay yours I beg; Tears T beg and Blood; )
1 claim you both as Fudge and Sire. Ab fet the World,
(In favour of the Fuft, and terrour of the Bad) -
A rare example of Virtus and of Fortitude.
Win. Rife Erenice, and expe&
All the Revenge your Grief demands.
Eren. You know, Sir, who I am. _
Win. This Crown which now 1 wear ¢
Did Circle once your great Fore-fathers Brows.
Eren. And cou’d 1, Sir, without Offence
My Affe&ion fix on either of your Sons?
Win. Love is no Crime )
Where both the Lovers equal are.
Eren. Then both your Sons were equally
In love with me, but Cafimiras ¥lame
Was only Brute and Senfual,
And that of Alexander pure,
The chaft Amour 1 lik’d, but hated the izapure
And

L4
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Amory che firinfe i coriy, . .

Strinfe le defirey e.fa fegrete ilmodo Co

Per tema del rival, non per tua offefa. o
Cafi. (Mio rivale il Germano ?) '
Eren. In quefia notte appunto.

A me recar conforte il primo ampleffo

Egli dovea’y Pora vicina, e d’ombre

Sparfo era il ciel, quand’ egli .

Ne tet1i mieiy fulle mie foglie, e quafs

Sugl occhi miei trafitto—aimé—! perdona

La liberta del piantom——

" Freddo, efanimes efangue .

Verfo da pis ferite, re Valma ¢l fangne. . . .
Vincel. Come? Morto Aleffandro? L,
Ermn. Mifero Prence! ' 1
Cafim. (Oh Cieco ,

Furory dovem’ ai tratto; io Fratricida ?)

Eren. 82, morte, e Pinfelice; etofto,ch’io

Ti miri Vendicata o

Ti fequir6 a gI’ Elifi ombra adorata,

Vinc. $’agita al Tribunal de la vendetin
La miay non la tua coufa.
Erenice, 00’ ¢ il vep?

Eren. Quande 12l fappia

Aurai cor di punirlo ? _ ,
Vinc. §id qual\ff vuol, pronta e lafeure; il capo .

Viperdera. Gid data, @ la fentenza. .

Eren. Non tel dica Erenice, il cor tel dicay’

Tel dica il guardo. Ai Puccifor prefente.

4 [Additando Cafimiro, che fti confufo.)
uell’ orvor, quel pallore

Quegl’ occhi a terra fifi,

11 filenzio del labro, e pi%s di tutto

Quel ferro ancor fumante -

De I firage fraterna, a té gia grida,

CP un figlio del tuo figlio ¢ I'omicida
Vinc. Gia cedo al nnouo affanno. |

Cafim.
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And Love that binds all Hearts: [kept,
Bound faft our Hands, and yet the knot was fecret
But for the rivals faké ; not to give you offence.
Caf. (And was my Brother then my Rival?)
Eren. 'This very felf-fame Night
My Confort thou’d have brought his firft Embrace ;
Th’ appointed hour at hand,the Heav’ns all cover’d
With {fhady fable Veils, when he [o%er
Juft at my Lodgings, at my very Door,
And almoft in my fight was ftabb’d——Ah me
The freedem of my Tears [forgive
Cold now and lifelefs, Pale and Wan
Through many Wounds, he fhed his Souland Blood.
Win. How's that ? Is Alexander dead ?
Ferd. Unhappy Prince.
Caf. Oh blindeft Wrath,
Where haft tranfported me? Am I Fratricide?
Eren. 'Th’ unhappy’s dead. O my adored Shade,
As foon as e'er I fee thy Blood reveng'd
Thy fleps DI follow to th* Elifian Fields, .
Win. My Caufe, not thine thall foon be try’d
At the Tribunal of Revenge.
Pray Erenice, where’s the Offender?
Eren. When you his Name fhall know.
Will you then have the Heart to punifh him ?
Win. Be who it will, the Axis fure; his Head
Shall off. The Sentence is already paft:
Eren. 1 need not fpeak, for your own Heart wilk
Confult your Eyes, the Murdereris here.  [tell yow
[ Peinting to Cafimirus,who looks [irpriz’d.
That Horror, and thofe ghaftly Looks,
Thofe Eyes fo fix’d upon :he Ground,
His filent Tongue, and more than all,
That Dagger recking fill
In Brothcr's Blood, cries out to you aloud,
And fays, your Son, was Murtherer of your Som.
Win. This new AffliGion I accept.
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Cafim. (Ob defira ! o ﬁ'rro./) ‘ A

[5i Lafcia ceder.lo ftile dalla mane,
Ern. (Miferabil Padre!) - ‘
Ere. Cafimiro Puccife. Ei' fece un colpo

Degno di lui. Se nol punifciy o fire,

Avido ancor di fangue

Verra quello a votar, cb’ai nelle vene.

L’ Tecifor dun fratello

Efferlo pus d un Padye.

Pendettay o Rey vendetta

Di téy di me: Ragiony Naturay, dmore

La dimanday al tuo core:

Se Riy fe Padre a me negar I puoi,

Numi del cieloy a voi la chiedo, a wvoi.
Vinc. Parla! Le tue difcolpe

Gindice attendo.

- Cafi. 1] ciel voleffey o Sire,

Che del misfaito enorme

Come w2 il cory foffe innocente il braccio :

Sen reoy [on fratriciday .

Non ¢ difcolpe s il mio [upplicio ¢ ginfro;

1o feffo mi condannoy do freffo abborro

Quefla <ita infelice

Dal mio Ré condamnatay ¢ da Erenice.
Vine. 72 Priucipeffa, ed a mé laftiailpefo

De la commun vendetta.

~Eren. Deflra real ti bacio :
E ’L mifero amor mio da té Pafpetta.
Sofpiva quefto cor
L pena I'alma mia,
E il fiero fuo dolor
Vendetta fol defia.
Sofpira, &3¢,

SCENA X
Vinciflao, Cafimiro, Ernando, ¢ poi Gifmondo.
Vinc. Reo, convinto, La [peda
Depouiy o Cafimiro, )
Caf. La [pada? Vinc,
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Caf. (Oh hand! Oh Dagger '), o
[ He lets the Dagger fall out of bis Hand.
Fer. (Oh miferable Father!) . [hinifelf;
Eren. *Twas Cafimirus kill’d him; he acted like
If you Great Sir, let him unpunifh’d go, -
He Thirtty ftill of Blood L
May hap to drain ev’n that that’s in your Veins.
The Murtherer of a Brother
May to a Father prove the fame.
Revenge, Great King, Revenge for your own fake.
And mine : Both Juftice, Nature and Love
Demand it of your righteous Heart: '
But if a King and Father {h:ll refufe it, .
Of you, juft Gods, I beg it; and ofnone butyou.
Win. Plead your Defence :
I asa Judge attend.
Cef. 1 wifh to Heaven, Sir,
That of this heinous Fat
My Hand were but as Innocent as my Heart:
1 own my Guilt; I am a Fratricide,
Phave no excufe; my Punithment is juft;
And I condemn my felf; I quite abhor
This my Unhappy Life ‘
Condemn’d both by my King, and Erenice.
Win. Pray, Princels, go and leave to me the
Of this our mutual Revenge. [weight
Eren. 1 kifs your Royal Hand,
And my Aflited Love expedls it of you.
She fays ber very Soul fighs and [uffers Pain, and
that Sorrow defires nothing but Revenge,

SCENE X, ,
Winceflaus, Cafimirus, Ferdinand, and afterwards
Gifmond. -

Win. As a conviéted Criminal
You Cafimirus lay down your Sword.

Cz/. vy Sword?
E 2 Hin.
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Linc. Si la fpada.
Caf. Eccola, 0o Re; gia il core
Digongo a [offerir mals pi% atroci.
vn. (Qual raggio a noi volgefle afiri ferocil
Vinc. %fmondffg ete afri feroci)
Gifm. Sono & tuoi cenni.
Vinc. Cuftodirai ne la vicina torre
Prigiene il Prence.
Gifm. Efeguiro fedele.
Vinc. T# cola attendi il tno deflino.
Cafi. Of¢fo
Or che deggio laftiarts,
Gid [ento in mt Ia tua fierexza.
Vinc. Parti.
Cafim. Da #: parto, e parto ajflitto
O mio giudicey o mio Re,
Polea dir, mio genitors g
M2 poi tacqui il dolce nome
Che pis aggrauna il mio delitto,
E piiz accrefce il tuo dolor.
Da te parto, &c.
[Parte feguitato da Gifmondo.

SCENA XL

Vinciflao, Ernando, e dopo Lucinda da Donna.

Vinc. Nou fon pie: Padre, Ernando, un colpo fle
Mi priud di due figli.
Ern. Cafimiro ancor vive.
Vinc. Chi e vicino a morivy gid quafi e morto.
Ern. ¢ UnPadre Rében puofaluareun figlio.
Vin. ¢ S'il danna il R¢, non puo faluarlo il Padre
Ern. Dungue il Prence condanni ?
Vinc. ({o ;zrol’ condanno 1
1] [angue del frately chiede il fuo fangue
é.ré. L’ tuofighio. fio forg
Vinc. Ma reo.
Ern. Natura offend?
Se vibri il colpo,

Vinc,
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Win. Yes, yes, your Sword. [my Heart
Caf. °Tis down, Great Sir; and I *veprepar’d
To fuffer Pains, though ne’er fo exquifite. '
Ferd. (O cruel Stars, what Thunderclap isthis?)
Win. Gifmond.
Gifin. I'm here at your Command..
Win. Confine the Prince a Pris’ner
In the Adjacent Tower.
Gifin. Your Orders Ill faithfully obey.
#Win. And there you may attend your Fate.
Caf. Now that I'm forc’d
To leave you fo in a Paffion.
I feel already in my Breaft your rigour.
Win. Be gone.

Caf. Says, be departs affiicied from bis King and
Fudge, but dares not call bim Father, leaft that
fweet Namefhould aggravate bis Guilt and jn-
ereafe bis Grief.

[Exit follow'd by Gifmond.

SCENE XL

Winceflaus, Ferdinand, a#d afterwards Lucinda in
Womens Cloatbs.

Win. 1 am no more a Father, Ferdinand,

One only ftroke deprives me of two Sons.
Ferd. Your Cafimire is yet alive.
W'n. He that is ncar to Death, is almoft dead.
Ferd A4 Father that’s a King, can fave bis Son..
Win. But when the King condemns, the Father cansnot
Ferd. And do you thencondemn the Prince? [faze.
Hin. 1 don’t condemn him, -

His Brother’s Blood demands that his be fhed.
Ferd. He is your Son. ,
Win. But Criminal
Ferd. Nature you’ll furely offerd

It e’er you frike the Blow. .
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Vioc. E (e nol vibro,il Gielo. [Lucinda fopraginngel
Morira Cafimiro. ‘
Luc. (Ob Dio! pur trogpo
Il fuo periglio é certo.)
Vinc.(Lurgi, 0 2eneri afferti.)
T vg mio Nunzio @ lui, digli, che forte
Nel di veneuro ei fi difponga a moite.

SCENA XIL

Lucinda, Vinciflao, e Ernando.

Luc. Nel di venturo a morte e

Perdona, o Ré, di Cafimiro il capo

Con Pamor mio da le tue leggi efento,

E’ R¢ di Lituayia,

Tal lo dichiaro, e come Ré né dee

Ne pus d’altro Regnante effer foggetto

¢ Al giudizio alle Legsi;

¢ Rifpetta il grado, e il tuo rigor correggi.
Vinc. Regina, in far la colpa

R¢ Cefimiro ancor non era: egli era

Mio fuddiro, e mio figlio,

Tal lo condanno: ¢ 1l grado, a cui inalzi

« Lo troua reo, lo troua

“ Vittima del fuo fallo

¢« Suddito de le Leggi:

‘¢ Rifpetra il giufto, € I'amor tuo correggi.
Luc. « Mifero Cafimiro,

¢ Vinciflao vive, e tu perdefti il Padre.

¢ Pia mifera Lucnda,

¢ Muore il tuo fpofo, e ’ltuo dolor pur vive.

Quefia, o Regnante, quefia e la tua fede ?

¢ Cofi mi f{yofi al- figlio? -

¢ Cafimiro mi rendi?

Ob dal fizlio, ob dal P.dve

Ob due wolte ingannara alma infelice !
Pinc. * (De la Real promefia

 Or mi fouvien, Ch’ella s'adempia ¢ giufto;

t¢ MA la giuftiziaoffefa? e la mia fede?

«« Mora
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Win. And if Idon', 1 fhall offend the. Gods.

Let Cafimiras die. : * [Lucinda enzers.
Luc. (Oh Gods! ' .

Too manifeft his Danger is.) e
Win (Begone you tender Affections from my Breaft:)

Go you unto my Son, bid him couragious be

And by to Morrow’ Light prepare for Death.

SCENE XIL

Lucinda, Winceflaus, @zd Ferdinand.

Luc. To Morrow muft he die?

Pardon, O King, your Cafimirus’ Head,

Who by my Love is from your Laws exempt ;
He now is Lithuania’s King,

So I declare him, and as a King he can’t

Nor ought unto the Judgment or the Laws

Y Of any other King a Subject be. ‘

“ Regard bis State and fo corret your Rage.

Win. Great Queen, when Cafmirus did the Fault
He then no Menarch was: [commit
He was my Subjeét and my Son,

As fuch he is condemn’d : « Zbe Stare 10 whi. b
“ You now exalt bim, finds bim guilty,

“ Finds bim a Piétim for bis own Lemeriz,

“ And fubject to the Laws:

“ Regard what's juft, and fo correlt your Love,

Luc, ¢ Unbagpy Cifimire
“ Winceflaus lrves, yet you've your Fatber luff.

“ Lucinda you much more unbappy are,

“ Tour Spoufe muft die, but yet your Sorrows live,
Is this, O King, is this your promis'd Faith?
“ And do you 1hus efpoufe me 10 your Son?

% And do you give me Cafimire? ‘

Both of the Rather and the Son

Twice this unhappy Soul has been deceiv'd.

Win. (¢ Of my Ruyal Promifes now
“ I vecolletl; 'tis juit i be fulfii’d
$ But then offonded Fuftice ? andd oy 117 1d?

E 4 L
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¢ Mora il reo figlio, mora.)
Ern. ¢ (Oh Dei! che penfa?)
Viac. (Mas’ei more, a Lucinda
% Le mie promefle come
€ Serbar potro?)
Luc. < Spenta € per me pictade.

Vinc. Regina, il pianto affrena; a la gromefa,

A Ponor ruo fodisferalfi—Ernando.
Ern. Sive.
Vinc. Dal duro uffizio

Gia i difpenfo,

- Em. g I’{;bbidia con pena?
Luc. AMio cor refpira,
Vinc. Andiamo; -

Al colpendle figlio
Rechiamo gl Tmenei.
Luc. © Ma fe I Prence al mio amore
& Perfifte ingrato
Vine. “ Eh, non temer, Regina,
$¢ Sarai fua fpofa, e ferbero la fede.
Luc. Lietagode queft’ alma, e piss non chiede.
Vinc. M prepara il tuo core ardiro, e forte
A nuovi affalti di variabil forze.
S’hai nel petto vn alma, forse
Sprezzerai ogni dolore
Ed’ armata a tanto affanno
Trouerai cb’ ¢ giuflo il danno
Bench’ a ¢ fembri rigors.
S’hai, &c.

SCENA XIL

Lucinda ed Ernando.
Luc. Di cofi ofcuri accenti
I fenfi non comprendo.
Ern. 4b no, Regina
Non temer ;, dé § Diademi
Senpre nel fun dover [alda ¢ la f2.
Luc. Ma temo ancor, '

Ex
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¢ thews my guilty Son.) S
Ferd. (Ob Gods bow are bis Thoughbts employ’d?)
Wein. ¢ But if be dyes,
« How can I then
¢ My Promife to Lucinda keep? o
Luc. ¢ No Pity then for me remains. [and
Win, GreatQueenrefrain your Tears; my Promife
Your Honour thall be fatisficd~——Fernando,
Fer. Sir. "
Wir. 1 now difpenfe
With your ungrateful Task.
Ferd. And I obey’d you in’t with Grief.
Luc. My Heart new Life receives.
Win. Let’s go :
And call my guilty Son .
To Hymen's Rights.
Luc. ¢ Bur if che Prince perfifts
« Ungrateful to my Love——

- Win. Oh never fear great Queen [Promife.
% You foon his Spoufe thall be, and F’ll perform my
Lne. My Soul is joyful, and requires no more.

Win, But now with Courage arm your Heart
‘Gainft frti}h A(gaulis }J]f \Zarious Fatc.ﬂ . dff 7
He [ays that 1f fbe bas Courage, [ba'll defpifea
the Frowns z;‘Fate; and will findber Troubles
Jufts thongh they [eem rigorous.

SCENE XIIL

Lucinda and Ferdinand.

uc. Of fo obfcure a Speech

1 canot comprehend the Senfe.
- Fely Ah no, fear not, great Queen,

The kymifes of all Crown’d Heads,
Are aswey ought both fiedfaft and fincere.
CLueoyr fil T fear, '

St T Ferd-
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Ern. D’ un Padre?
Fantafini di doloré
Non ti turbin le gioje; Ecco vicine
Di Talaffio le faci N
Che d’Imeneo fan flrepitar le tede.
Q@odrai, Lucinda. _
Luc. E pur il cor nol crede.
Ern. Gofi del mio Gupido
avvivaffe lavampa
Nel [en de Limplacabile Erenice,
Luc. Godrat 22 aneora.
Ern. Epur il cor nol dice.
Se dewo in fen’ afcondere
La framma del mio cor
Io nom potro refiftere
Al =fpro rio dolor
E tu~ per non offenderla
E2f> 'an’ma fia vittima
D'ui infelice amor. ,
Se deuo, &c. [Parte, -

SCENA XIV.

L.ucinda.

Speranza Lufinghiera,
Che degl’ amanti fei dolce conforto,
Spira un’ aura Leggiera,
Che mi conduca dei contenti al porto.
A té mio Cafimiro, '
Che tane ams, e [ofpiro, a te vegn® io;
Mia Speme, mio piacer, e mio defn.
Perté caro mio ben
Do fento dentro il [en
Gisia ¢ diletts;
E prono gis il piacer
Che dice che goder
Deve il mio peszo,  se
eree, &e
e ENE
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Ferd. What, fear a Father ?

Let not a fancyed III' .

Difturb your real Joy. . Behold

Tur Marriage Rites draw wnear,

And Hymeneal Flames already burn.

Lucinda, you fhall foon rejoice.

Luc. 1 can’t believe it. -
Ferd. 1 wifh my Flame of Love
Would but as fure revive - .
In Erenice’s frozen Breaft. _
Luc. You yet will happy Days enjoy.
Ferd. My Heart doth promife no fuch thing.

He [aysy If he conceals in bis Breaft the Flame
of bis Heart, be fball never refiff Pain.; but
thar left fbe be offended, be offers bis Life a

. Viltim ro uncomfortable Love,

"SEENE XIV.

Lucinda.

Theu flatt’ring Hope, .

Who to poor Lovers deft fweet Comfort bring,

Breathe out a pleafant Gale that may

Convey me to the Port of true- Content.

To you, my deareft Cafimsire, . . _

Whom 1 folove,and figh for, and to.whom 1 comes

For you’re my Hope, my Joy, and all I can defire.

She fays, That now fbe feels Foy and Delight in

ker Heart, and tafles already the Pleafure,
which ber Conflancy always deferved.

SCENE
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"SCENA XV.

Giardino, con Vrna Sepolcrale, nel mezzo che
’ 3 fabricando. / che
o Erenice. |
Vina, cbe del mio fpofo
Chiuder dovrai le ceneri adorare,
In quei pallidi Marmi '
Non ben mi piaci, Ancora
Ti manca il pi% bel fregio. Il cor ti manca
Di Cafimiro. Io vel porrs. Lo artendi
Da un amor difperato, - '
Tinto poi di quell’ oftro
L tuo pallido orror faré pit grato,
SCENA XVL
Ernando, e detta.

Ern. Principeffa, a té viene
Un' amico, un’ amante
Ad unir le fue pene al tuo dolore.
Eren. Di vendetta, fi parli, e non d'amore.
Ern. Vendetta fi vendetta
Anch’ io voglioy anch’ io giuro,
[S'accoftajall’ urna, ¢ fnuda Ia Spada
O ti che fanguinofa
Qui d'intorno v aggiri, ombra infspolra,
. Tu rieevi § miei voti, e tu gli afcolta.
Lo [degno, e°l fido brando "
Ernando a té confacra, alma diletta,
E fari Glovia mia le tua vendetsa.
Ere. Quanto mi piace odio tua.
Ern. Lo irriza
Amor nel tuo dolore
¢ Ern. E pur ritorni a raggionar & amore 2
Ern. Amor che non offende
Nela tua fé né’l amifta &' Ernando,
Non puo rvitares, 1 mali tuoi nol fanno . i
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SCENE XV. -

A Garden, in the middle of which they are vaifing 4
: Sepulchral Urn. '

Erenice.

You direful Urn defign’d

T’ inclofe in your pale Marble Bounds,
Th' adored Afthes of my Spoufe,

Your fight to me no fatistaltion gives.
Becaufe you want the chiefeft Ornaments,
You want Cas'mirss Heart. [ll put it in.
You may expe& it of a defp’rate Love.
And when y Wre painted with @ Crimfon Dye,
Your horrid Afpeét will lefs frightful be,,

SCENE XVI

Ferdinand a7d Erenice.

Ferd. To you, great Princefs, both
A Friend and Lover comes
To join his Sortow with your Grief.

Ere. Lets talk of Vengeance, not of Love.

Ferd. Revenge, revenge
Isalfo what I with and what T vow.

(ke comes near the Urny and draws bis Sword,

0 thou unburied bloody Ghoft
That hovereft here about this Urn,
O liften and accept my Vows. ,
To thee, Dear Soul, Fernando conlecrates
His Wrath, his Courage, and his trufty Sword.
‘Twill be my Glory to revenge thy Death.

Ere. How much your Hatred pleafes me.

Ferd. *Tis daily increas’d
Both by your Love and Grief.

Ere, Why is’t you fpeak again of Love?

Ferd That Love which neither offends your Virtue
Nor Ferdinando’s Friendthip,
Should not difpleafe you, But your Su&'cringsM k

. ake
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¢« Pir ardito, ¢ baldanzolo. Eglié ben forte
Mz difperato.
‘Eren. E seglié taly I’ accetto,
Difperato anch’ ¢ il mio.
Eren. Talesl promerto..
Eren. T3 riceso compagne
Nel mio furore. :
Ern. Andiamo. 1o pin d’ un feno
T’ additerd dove inferire.
Eren. Andiamo ;
Mai tua fola mercede, . '
Fia cb’ Erenice a Pamor tuo dia fede.
. Amay [ofpira, piangi
" BMinon cercar pictd.
L’ amor, che chiede affetto
Solamailfuo diletto,
Pizt che U Altrui belsa.

Ama, Xc.

SCENA XVIL

Ernando.
L’ opra illnfire compifciy anima amante,
E gia che la fperanzay a 1¢ vien tolta
Las gloria tua, non la tna brama afcolra.

Tocco il porto ¢ ancor . pavento
Doppio vento

M combatte, e mi flaggella s
L’ un mi fcorge amico al lido
L’ altro infido
7% rifpinge alla procella.
' Tocco, e

Fine dell’ Atto Secondo.

ATT0
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Make me both bold andrefolute. *Tisfirong indeed
But defperate. . '

Eren. 1 then accept it if it’s fo.
For mine is alfo defperate. C

Ferd. My own I’lfpromiﬁ: you is fuch. -
Eren. Then I accept you =

Asa Companion in my Wrath.

Ferd. Levs go.  And Yl dire& you

Where you Wound more Breafts than one.

Eren. Let’s go.

And take this as your fole Reward,

That Erenice believés your Love.

She fays, be may love, figh and.weepy but not exs
pe&t Compalfion. )

SCENE XVIL

Ferdinand, ,
Attempt, (enamour’d Soul) Hluftrious Deeds,
And fince that Hope unkindly turns her Back,
Mind only Fame, and ftop your Ears to Love.
He fays that thomgh he is near his Porty beis not
out of Danger, for he is combated by swo diffe-
vent Winds, one Kind the other Crofs.

End of the Second Ak

ACT
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" Priggione
Cafimiro incatenato.

Ve fiete € che fatey
Spirti di Cafimiro? Io di R fighio
do di pi# Regni erede:
Io 174 marmi riffresso? To ceppi al piede 2
Dare ritorte
Con braccio forte
Vi feuatero
Vi fpezzerd,
Puole il Padve ch'io mora2 Abi! che far;?
Ch'io mora 3 e tanto grave ¢ il mio delitto?
Ab fi! per mé cadde il fratel; ma cadde
Senza colpa del core.]
Polea morto il rival 5 #° 4 colpa amore.
¢ Amor, fi, fi, tu folo ‘
< Sei mia gran colpa, Oh &’ Erenice, oh’ troppo
¢ Bellezze a mé farali, io vi detefto.
« Son mifero, fon reo, fon fratricida
« Perché v’ amaij fono fpergiuro ancora,
< Spergiuro, ed empio a chi fedel m’adora.
Ombre [quallide, furie & amor
Sis venite,
Tormentate,
Lacerate
Quefto cor
Date marte-==-ah’ nd, fermate
E lafciate
Tanto folo a mé di vita,
Che dir poffa lagrimando,
Cara fpcfis fedely ios* 9 sradita
ACT
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Cafimirus in Chains. =~

Here art thou now ? What doft thou do o

Couragious Soul of Cafimirc ¢ Pm aKtng s Séﬁ,’..
P'm th’ Heir of many Realms; = - o
Yer thus confin'd, and Fetters on my Fcct?

You flubborn Chains, -

By ftrength of Arm

I’ll fthake you off,

And trample you to Duft, '
Wil then my Father let me dic 2 What ﬁ:all I do’
Aod mutt 1 dic ? And is my Crime fo greac? =~
Oh yes! 1 caus’d my Brother’s Death; and yet he
Without a willful Fault in me. [died -
1thought I had my Rival flain 3 the Fault was Lovc S

- 4 Yes, yes, Love, you, and only you

~ & Have been my greateft Fault. Ol Beauty of. Eréenice |
- “ To me too Fatal. I henceforth deteft you. ~ ~
- % Pm an unhappy, guilcy Fratricide

% For loving you; nay more, 'm perjurd too,”

“ Perjur’d, and falfe to her, who’s true to me.
Arife Loves Furies, o
Grizly Shadesarife
Torment
Aund wound my Heart
Give mé my Death ~---Ab’ no, hold back
And leave me only [yout Hand
So much Life
That | may yer, flill weeping, fay
My dearctt fauhfu Spoufe,l have betray’dthee’

SCENE
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2% Gifimohdo, Lueindd, -¢-detto, -
Gif. Lucinda a 1é fen® viene.
Caf. Lucindz a me? per'‘qual deffino? oby Deil -
Luc.” (Sécondi amor propizio i vori miei)’ .
* Caf. Regira ¢ Dir nen poflo
“ Lucinda, fpofi, nomi s
 In bocca fi crudel trappofoavi)
¢ Leggo {u la tua fronte .
¢ Laf{orte mia.  Tu wieni :
Niunzia dells mia morre, e [pettatrice.
Di buos cor la vicewo, =
Ma la vicenoyin pena
D’ averti iniguoy -0 mia fedel, tvadita
¢ Se pur laria fentenza ‘
‘¢ Sul’ labro tuo morte non ¢é, md via.
Gif.. (Defla piera:) - : :
Luc. (Care dolor 1) caftadi,
- Al pie di Cafimiro 4
St tolgan le ritorte.
G;% Lo impane il Re.
Call  Che cangiameszy & guefto!
Luc. Da me iz morce aticadi 3
Da ¢ cradel — )
Cal. Da 2,y ch’ offgfi—
Luc. Zggraso '
Call Bex we 8 dvlory md indegno
Di tua pietade io fono,
Ed’ er bella, a tnoi piedi ‘
Chicdo la pene mia, non il pevduno. !
Luc. Cafimiro, altra pena
WNos chicds a 18, che I awior tuoy del primo
T o pianto io (or° contenta,
Gedo di perdosarts
E la vendetta mia fial’ abbraceiard.
Cyf. ¢ Edcvero o mig cana
& Ché¢ non fi1 ingamno il mio goir ?

Lt
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SCENE IL
_ Gifmond, Lucinds, «sd Cafimirus
Gif. Lucinda’s come tofeg you.” . .. = -1~
Csf. To me Lucinda?. 'To whatend? Oh{ !
Lxc. (May Love propitiousbe to iy Defires.).
_ Caf. Great Queen. ¢ (Lucinda, or Spoule
« I dare not fay, for thefe arc Names too Gwees
¢« For {uch a cruel Mouth as mine.)
« Upon your Brows I plaialy read - -
« My Fate: You comey-not oaly-as 2 Meffenger,
But as a Witnefs of my Death, ' :
And T receive it with a chearful Hearz,
But yet receive it as a Penance due - !
For having bafely, conftant Maid, betray'd you.
“ The rig’rous Seatence, by your Lips pronouac’d,
& Shall not my Death, but Lafe accounted be. -
Gy (This moves Compaffion.) o
Luc. (Dear Sorrow) Guards, - 3
Take off the Chains - S
From Cafimire’s Foot. O
Gi. For fo the King commands.  * °
Caf. What Revolution’s this 2 -
Luc. Do you fear Death from me ?
Fear't from your felf, you cruel Mane——e
Cy. Fromyou, whom I’ve offcaded——
Luc. Ingrate.
Caf. I'm full of Grief, but yetl am
Unworthy your Compaffion;
And now, my Faireft; at your Feer, '
1 do my Penance not my Parden crave,
Luc. Dear Cafimirus, I demand
No other Penance but youi Loves
Your former Vows ftill give Content,
I joyfully forgive your Faults,
And let this kind Embrace ‘be now wmy fole Re-
Caf. ‘¢ But is it true, my Dear, { venge-
“ That ’m thus blef’d withont Deceis?
Fa B,

T
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Luc. '« Ti accerti .
*¢ Anche il labro Real.

Caf. ¢ Scordo gia tutti, °

% Vicino a té mio. bene, i mali mici.
Luc. ¢ o ¢’ otrenni il perdon, remer non des.
Gif. liRe V'artendes io s preceda. [_Par[e.
Luc. dndiamo . - 5

Ob cara gioia! : : ‘

Caf. Ob forte! -
Az ¢ Jeiolga an fi bel Lamo altri che morse.

* (Segue il ductto)
Luc. Vi
Cal. Vengo; ma concedio—m
Luc. Che? mio bene?
Caf. Cb’ 4 tuoi pied;
Chieda prm—-—-
Luc, N3: #i perdono,
Cara parte del mio cor.
Caf. Sei Iz calma del miio cor.
Caf. T ¢ Tradita
Luc. £4 io t'abbraccio.
Caf. 77 0 fuggim.
Luc. Ed io ¢ allaccio,

Con_pin forte, Jalds amor. .
Caf, E4’ io torno al primo amor. (Partono.

SCENA IIL
Sola Reggia

Vmcxﬂao, ¢ poi Gifmondo.

Vinc. Nozze pii firane, ¢ meno attefey ¢ quandos
Folonia udifti2 onor le chiede : lmpegno '
L: ftringes ¢ quefts Reggia
Ne ferve all’ apparato, ¢ le feffeggia,
¢¢ Ahi! che mentre nel petro
¢ Di giudice, e di Ré fenro il rigore,
€¢ L’ amor di Genitore
“ Con pil fosza contrafta,
¢ E a foffrir ranti affalii it cor non baita.

Gif. 8’ ananzza & cenni tisos

Lz vegalcoppia. . SCENA,
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Lm. « The ng s own royal Word
« Will jufbify the Truth. .
Csf «¢ Favow’d by you, (my only Good)
« All my paﬁ: Evils I forger.
Lxc. 1 beg’d your Pardon, and you need not fear.
Gif. The ng expedls you: ry gc bcfore [_E;mo
Lsc. Let’s go . .
My Deareft Joy. ' ,
Cy. Oh kindeft Fortune! ‘
Az, Let nought but Death this Krot untye
© The Ductio. '
Luc. Come, come.
Caf. 1 come, bur grant
Luc. Grant what, my Dearet >
Caf. That at your Fect,
I firlt may beg—
Luc. No, no [ Pardonyou,
You dearctt Portion of my Heart: -
C4f. You are the Appeafer of my Mmd
Buc I’ve betray’d you.
Luc. And I embrace you.
Csf; But I fled from you.
Luc. But now [ bind you
In Bonds' more firm and ftrong.
Caf.And I with Joy,to my firt Lovercturn. [Exe

SCENE I

A Royal Apartment.
Winceflau, and afterwards Gifmond. ,
Win. A March fo ftrange and unexpeded, when
Did Poland fce? But -Honour fo requires it.
My Word compells it, all the Court applauds ir.
And wait with Pomp to fignify their Joy..
“ But ah ! whilft in my Breatt [ fecl
“ The Juftice of a King and Judge,
“ Paternal Love, as {esfibly

“ A powerful Oppofition makes.
“One Heart's too weak for two fuch firong Aflunlts,

@if. The royal Pair
Are waiting your Commands. SCENA
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SCENA 1IV.
Virciflao, Cafimire, e Lucinda.
/' Vine. Figlio - in onta & tue colpe
Son Padre agcora. A Pary che morte attendi
A gl Imenei vinvito, e ti prefento
In Lucinda una [pofa: -
Luc. (Ch: mai dira?) -
Cafi. Deb! come
E poffibiley ¢ Padre,
" Cbe fi toffo fi cangi
La forte mia? Dovea morir ——
Vincif. Eb Lafiia
Le memoria funeffa
Penfa or folo & goder. Tua [pofa & quefia.
Cal. Caro pizz dellz vita -
AP 2 il dono tuoy laccetto
Non perche tiy ma perche amor Vimpone,
E a la bella Lucinda :
Non mi [pofa il timor, ma la raggione.
Luc. E d: gioia non moro?
Vinc. Or quefla gemma
Confernii a les Ia marital tua fode
[Di un anello a Cafimiro, che poilopone
alla deftra di Lucinda. :
Cafim. M2 pik di quefia gemms -
Te lo confermi il core.
Luc. Mio conforto.
Cafim.  Mio ‘ben.
a 2 Mio dolce amore.
Vinc. % Spafiy £ cafti ampleffe
¢ Lafciar fi denno in Libertd.
Cafi.  Dae volte
€ Mi fofii Padre
Luc. ¢« E vita
¢ Ti deggio anch’ io.
Vinc. Regina
< Tamor tuo fi & fodisfatto?

Luci. j
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SCENE:IV
Winceflaus, Cafimirus, MLxmmdz. v

Win. 1n fpight of all your faulis,m
T A R thiryo Al
Expect your Death, 1 proffer you a !y/ht'ch,
And in Lucinda offer youa Spon'e,

Lyc. (What can Cas’mirus fay?) -

Cafi. Oh! dearctt Sire, R
How is it poflible T
That thus my Fortune thould
So foon be chang’d? I ought to dye.

Win. Let all.unpleafant thmgs
Be now forgort,

And think on nought but Joy. ‘Thisis your Spoufe.

Caf. Your Gift's morc pre.ious to:me thap my
And I accept it o [Life,
Not becaufe ‘you, but becaufe Love commands ity
And to the fair Lacinda FARE S

' i R

" It is not Fear; but Redfon joins me.

Luc. (How isit 1 don’c expire with joy ?) '
#in. Then let this Jewel-now confirm-+ -
To her, your Matrimonial Vow.
{ At gives a Ring to Cafimirus which be af-
terwards put on Lucinde’s Finger,
Caf. My Hearr confirms my Vow
More than this Jewel ¢an.
Luc. My Comforr.
Caf. My Joy.
Both My {weeteft Love.
Win. ¢ Your chaft Embraces, happy Pa;r,

% Ought not in publick, but in private be,

Caf. ¢ You’re now a Father, Sir, .
“ Afecond time.

Luc. ¢ And [ as well as he
“ Owe you my Life.

Hin. Is this, Great Queen, °

Full Satisfaction to your Love ?
F 4 Lse,



7% VI NCYSL AAQX %
Luci. Appiens. :
Vinc. Sei paga?
Luci. In Cafimiro - -

Tutta Lieta & queft’ alma, e pitt non chicde,

. Vinc. Egli é tuo pofo, ed io ferbai Ia fede.
Luc. §i, In ferbafii. | ' :
Vinc, Addio, null’ altro d [pofi

Bui far mi reflay or che Ia fo ferbai ; ‘ ‘
Mz, Cafimiro————
Cafim. Padre. S
Vinc. Deggio altrui pur ferbarla. Oggimorrai.:
' [Parte.
SCENA V.
; Lucinda, e Cafimiro.
 Luc. Oggi Morrai? dirlo & potuto un Padre? .
. Lacinda udirlo? Oggi morvai? [pietato
¢« 'Giudice, iniquo Ré. Cofi mi ferbi
'« La fé per-piut tradirmi ? .

¢ Mi dai lo fpofo, € mel ritogli? ohnumi!

E tii che fai? che non ti fcuoti? 1l cenno -

Udift;i d'un Tiranno, e non d'un Padre. s
Cafim. Lucinda, anima mia o

Che fary che dir pofs’ lo? Veggio i nfei mali,

E fo di meritarli.

" Penfo al tuo duoloy e ti-compiango : ob [pofa,

 Mifera [pofa! giunta '

& A wederti tradire,

¢ A4 vedermi morire.

Luc. ¢ Morir? me forfe.credi -

¢ Si vil, fi poco amante

¢ Che fofferire il pofla?

Meco 0 guesrieri, o meco ardirey O meco,

Amor, forza, e raggione

< Ecciterd ne papoli lo [degno,

Empiers dire il Regno,

Di tumnlti la Reggia

Tratten 1
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Luc. Compleatly Sir. - (

i Win. Have I now paid my Debt?
Luc. In Cafimive my Soul

Injoys its all, and has no more to beg. . o
Win. Heis your Spoufe, and I. have kept my

Luc. Exally Sir. .. [Word..
Win. Adieu, kind Pair, and now my Promife is
I've here no more tode. . . - [fulfilld,
But Cafimire—————— S
Caf. My King and Father. -~ - [dye.
Win. V've ftill another to perform. This day you
' * E - [Exir,
SCENE V.

Lucinda, a#d Cafimirus. = .

Lué. This day you dye? and can a Father fpeak
Lucinda hear it? Dye to day? o Te?
« Mercilefs Judge, and wicked King ; Is’t thus -
« You keep your Word,that you may worfebetray

S 57 [me?
« Give mg¢ a Spoufe, and take him? Oh, ye Gocti:s L
What will you do? W hat, don’t this move you! .
You've heard a Tyrant’s, nota Father’s Voice, -

Caf. My dear Lucinda '

What can I do or fay? I {ee my Fate,

And know Iwell deferve it:

% *Tis on your GriefI think,and much bewail you:
¢« O Spoufe! Unhappy Spoufe! '

“ I'd rather dge, ‘ : .
“ Than fee you thus abus’d. [vile?

Luc. ¢ Dye, do you fay? Judge you me then fo

« So little a2 Lover,
% That 1can fuffer fuch a Deed?
I want not Soldiers, Love nor Céurage,
And 1 am arm’d with Strength and Reafon.
‘ My People I'll excite to Wrath,
I'll fill the Kirgdom full with Rage,
And with Tumultous Mobs the Court,
Nought



Tratters ferro e foco, :
E [z teco io non vigrd,
Teco, [pofo, io morre.
Cal. Un ﬁ)ccmﬁ rifiuto, ,
Ch effer pud mia delitto, e tuo periglio,
Il R w’ & Padre, 10 [on vaffal, e figlio,
Lic. * Crudel, fei fpofo ancora; .
¢ Serbi il nome di figlio 2 chi t’ vecide,
& Nieghi il nome di (pofo 2 chi t’adora? .
Caf. ¢ Anzi quefi” € il {ol nome
¢.Che pit.m’€ caro: io meco. .
¢ Porterollo a g’ Elifi ombra coftante
¢ E i diro, fon di Lucinda amante.
Luc. Vi par 5 t' & cava il veggio,
Lamorte tua, vame, I incontra, all' Enpio .
Caruefice fa corey ¢l colpo affrersa :
M fappi Io pur miorré ‘
Dal ferro uccifa, o0 dal dolor. Ti piangi?
. T impallidifci 2 il mio morir 1 vemi?
Ne temi il tuo'? che pieta é queflal Prina
Mivuoi d’ alma, e di core, e vuoiy b’ io viva ¢
Caf. Si viviy il dono ¢ quefto, )
Che ti chiedo in morendo, ~ Addio mia [pofa
Degna di miglior forte,
E di [pafo miglior.
Luc. T% parti 2 (Cal) Addio.
Tollerar pis non poffo
La pictd di quel giantos andro men forve’
Se piy ti miro, andro’y mia cara, a morte.
Parto non b; coftanza
Per rimirarti a piangere 3
?ofa £ abbraccin: addio.
¢ pist YimAango io mioro,
M non faria moriv
Su gl occbi di cbi adoro
Il morir mio,

Parro, ¢re.
[ Parte.

SCENAJ‘
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Nought fhall be feen but Fire and Sword.
And if with you I cannot live = -
With you my Spoufe Il dye. -

Csf. That Succour I refufe, which may
To me a Crime, to you moft dangerous be; -~
The King’s my Sire, his Son and Subje& I. - *

Luc. * You cruel Man, you're now my Spoufes
# Do you own your felf s Sonto hitythat kills you?
% And not a Spoafe ro her that ftill-adores you? *

Caf. ** That rather is the only' Name = *

& Which is to me moft dear; when ¥’m a2 Ghoft
“ Il carry it withme to th’ Elyzian Plaips,
« And there declgre my felf Lucinda’s Lover. .

Luc. Go then, 1 plainly fee you with for Death,
Go meet the Tyrant, go, L
Encourage th® Executioner, haften the Sgoke: -
But know that I by Sword '

Or clle of Gricf fhall dye, What, do you weep?

Do you grow pale? Do you then fear my Death?

And yet not fear your own? What Pity’s this ?
when you : '

Deprive me of Life and Soul, wou'd you yet have
me live 2 '

Caf Yery live, this is the fole Requeft
That at my Death I beg. Adieu, my Spoufe,
Worthy of better Fatce '

And better Spoufe. ‘
 Luc. And do you go? (Csf") Adicu.

I can no longer bear
To fee you weep; and fhall lefs valiaot go
If longer 1 look, I go, my Dear, to dye.
He [ays, He bas not Courage 10 fee ber weep s
-and that fhould be ffay any longer, be fbould die
before be came 10 the Place of Execurion.

SCENE
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SCENA VI

Lucninda fola.
Correte @ riviy a fiumi amare Lagrime,
Tolto da mé Io fpofe
Ha I ultimo congedo..
Piis non Io rivedrs.  Barbaro Padre!
Miferabile fpofo ? Inginfti Numi!
Sty Lagrime correte a riviy a fiumi.
DMa che giova qui il pianto ? all’armiy allarmi,
Gia che tutto difperi, '
Tutto ardifeiy O Lucinds. Apriti a forza
Ne ia Reggia Pingreffo. Ecco gis parmi
Di fvenare il Tiranno,
Di dar morte & i Cufiodiy, |
Di dar vita g mio [pofo, e d'abbracciarlo
Fuori d? ceppi— b dove fon? che parlo?
- Col piacer di vendicarmi
Cara [peme a confolarmi
Gia fen riede nel mio Cor 3
M2 [aprd gia vendicata
Poi feguirti alma adovata

Futta fedeye tutt’ amor. '
’ Col piace, &c.

SCENA VII. Camera.

Ernando ed Erenice conferro alla mano.
Eren. Tutta ¢ cinta dal Popolo feroce
La farmatica Reggia: Ogn’ vn la vita
Chiede di Cafimiro: .
¢ Teco fia lor paflai. né fu chi ’lguardo
« Torvo a noi non volgefle. Ancor nel petto
Mi trema il cor.
Ern. Sizoffo
S’auvilifce il tuo sdegno?
Eren, N0, noy mora il crudel, e pera il Regnos

Bin. Pera anche il Réy me ] colpo
Efea da ln tua mano. g
re.
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SCENE VI =

Lucinda alome. .
Run bitter Tears in Rivers and in Floods.

My Spoufe hath taken now - R
His laft and long Farewel. . N
I ne’er fhall fec him more. O barb’rous Sire! N

happy Spoufe! Unjuft Divinicy !
g ?thgﬁ,y m}ft) Tears, ('pé]ur. out i Streams and Floods,
But what can Tears avail? To Arms, to Arms, .
Now that there’s nothing but Defpair remains,
Recur to Fire and Sword, Lucinda; and make
By Force an Entrance into thg Palace.
Methinks I may the Tyrant kill,
Put all the Guards to Death, o
Give unto my Spoufe, and yer embrace him
Free from his Chains. Ah! where am I? what do
I fay?
She fays, That kind Hope returns to_ comfort ber, .
with the Pleafure of Revenge: And that when
e is revenged, clad allin Love and -Conflancy,
Joe’ll follow bis ador’d Soul. :

SCENE VI A4Chamber.

Ferdinand , and Erenice with a Dagger in ber Hand.
Ere. The Royal Palace is begirt,

And quite firrounded by the People,

And all are begping Cafimiro’s Life:

““ Through them I pafs°dwith yous wor was there one

“ Wio did nor on us caft a frowning Look.
Ferd. And is

Your Anger then fo foon appeas’d ? [petifh.
Ere. No, let the Cruel dye, altho’ the Kingdom
Ferd. Let the King jointly perifh with his Realm,

But by your Hand let then the Stroak be giv'n.

- Ere.
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Ere.' I fvenar Vinciflao? :
Ern. 8¢ quelle [on le regie fanze :
Ere. Ernando,
Cerco vendetta, € ncn infamia.
Em. il ferro - -
Che des paffar nel fen del figlio, & prima
In quel del Padre a ripaffar. cke importa
Che 14| commandiy é il vibri ?
Ere. Come, val tanto adunque
D’un rev la vita?
Era. Parmi
Tuttz incendio, e tutt’ armi
Peder la Reggia. Abi! doue andranno, dove
Lire a cader; [% 1@ cadran, fu 1¢
Mifera Patria, ¢ miferabil K& !
Eren. Mz che dee farfi?
Ern. Al [l perfarvi io tremo,
Sudo s’ aggbiaccio. Do primo offefo, io primo
Rimunzio a la vendsita, e getto il ferro.
QGenerofa Erenice,
Nel to dolor a tua raggione afcolra,
Perdona a Cafimiro, ansi perdona
A la Parria, al Monarca, alz tna Gloria,
«¢ Con fi bellavendetta
¢ Meglio noi placherem’ 'ombra diletta.
Ere. Io dar perdono? Ernande—
Era. S'apre I'vfcio Real. Vanne, ed implora

Al Regio pi¢
Eren. 73 penfar meglio ancora,
A due.
Ern. Penfa.

Eren. Al fol rigrre,

Ern. Nos tlaca il tuo bel core

Advpra la Cleme:za _

Eren. I? Cor non Uvol clemenza

Ern. Da luogy alla pieta ; :

Eren. A, cbe non hd pieta 5 -
Ern. Senti

Eren. 8ol le mie pene

Exrn. Mira,



The T H. 1R D°4CT. 79
Ere. 1 kill King Pinceflags? y

Ferd. Yes, that’s the King's Apartmcnt

Ere. No, Ferdinand ;
Revenge, not Infamy, I ek, - '

Ferd. The Sword that Eaﬂ'cs Caf MiT4s’s Breaﬁ
Muft through his Father’s firft its paflage make. Is'c
. The fame to give command, [not
Or wield the Sword your £1F?
+ Ere. Is thenthe Guxlcg' s Life
Efteemn’d at fuch a rate?

Ferd. Methinks I fee
The Palace all in Flames ' :
- Andall in Arms. Oh! Whither will they go?
Where willthe Light'ning fall? *Twill fall onthee, .
Unhappy Country, and mi‘erable King. [onthee .
- Ere. But what ought to be done? A

Ferd. The very thoughts on’t makes me fhake,

[may makes me at once

Both fweat and freeze. 1was the firftoffended,
. And will be firft in quitting Vcngc:mce and the
G.nerous Erenice, [Sword.
In all your Grief confult your Rca{'on
S-are Cafimirus’s Life, and then youw'll fpare
Your Country, Monarch, and your Fame.
“ dnd thus, with fuch a Izeaytzﬂd Revenge -
“ We'll better pleae the dear beloved Shade.

Ere. Give Pardon? Ferdinand ——

Ferd ‘The Royal door is ope’y goand implore
The King.

Eren. Tl firft thinkbetter on’t.

A duno.

Ferd. Think

Eren. On nothin ‘5 but Rigour,

Ferd. No, appeale your fmr Brealt,
And thow your Mercy.

Ferd. Give place to Pity.

Eren. I have no Pity.

Ferd, 1 think,

Eien. On nothmg but my Grief. v

Ferd. Confider , Esen.
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Eren. Morto il mio bene
ETanima traditay
Vendetta ne fara, o
Ern. Nénbdolce mia vite
Placa la crudelta. C
. ' Penfa, Ee.
.= . (Partono)
SCENA VIL
Vinciflao, e poi Erenice,
Vinc. Giorno, oh! quanto diver[o
Da quel che ti [perai! Giorno fatale!
Nei trionfi 4’ Ernando
Oggi givie fognsua, ¢ ne i figli
- Oggi dewo morire ‘
Importuno dover, quanto mi cofti!
Eren. Vengo —— .
Vinc. Erenice, ad affrettar ne vient
Del Reo figlio I pena '
Rifparmia i voti. A té de la vendetta
Debitor non ti fono. ‘
11 figlio condannato affolve il Padre.
Ere. E té neaffolva ancora
La pietd d° Erenice
Per mé non veggia il Regno
La natura in tumulto,
Lz Patria in armiy In pieté in efighos
A Pombra & Aleffandro
Bafti il mio piantoy e ti ridono il figlio.
 "Vinc. No, con la tua pietdio non m’affolvo.
¢ Se reftano impunite
¢- Paffan le colpe in legge,
“ E non le teme il volgo _
¢ Se I’efezapio del Re, non le corregge.

SCENA IX.

Ernando, e detti

Ern. Anch’ io0, Sire
Vinc. Opportune = T
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Eron. My Loveisdead, . . . = =~
And I betrayd o o
Will have Revenge.

Ferd. No, no, my Deir, . ‘
Abate your Cruelty. S o

SCENE VIIL
- Winceflaus, a#d afterwards Erenice.
Win. O Day, how different thou art_
To what I hop’d to fee! O Fatal Day !
To Day I dream’d of notight but Joy
In Ferdinando’s Triumphs. But now o
The Death of both my Sons,will caufe my own;
Troublefome State, how dear thou cofts mef
Erén. I-comey—— _
Win. Yes Erenice, you come t’accelerdte
My Guilty Son’s due Punifhment ; '
Spare your Requeft; for I no longeram
Your Debtor,now inthe Revenge youfeck.
The Son condemn’d, the Father is abfolv’d:
Eren. By Erenice’s Goodnéfs noy
You alfo are abfolv’d.
Let Nature never for my fake
~ Perceive the Kingdom in fermeri,
My Country in Arms, and Mercy an Exile made;
My Tears to Alexander’s Soul
Shall an Atonement be, and fo I fpare your Son.
#in. No,no,your Goodnefs can never abfolve me.
“ If Crimes unpunif’d once remain,
$6 They quickly make a precedent,
 And are not by the vulgar fear'd,
 Except th* Example of the King corrests ‘enm.

SCENE IX.
Ferdinand and the aforefaid.

Ferd, 1 alfo, Sir——
#in. You're oppertuncly come
G
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T giungiy amico. In fi grai:i"uapb 50 CEFCoy
O raggioney o conforto. ‘ :
Ern. Per chieder grazieal Regio pi¢ mi porte.
Vinc. ¢ L'avrai, quand anco foffe
¢ La metd del mio Trono. _
Frn. & 77 chiedo
Vinc. E che?
Ern. Del Prencipe il perdono.
Vinc. ¢ Come? . ’
Ern. “ Nan la tus fede i ot mieiy -
¢ In cio non Rey ma debitor mik fei. o
Vinc. Tutto & t2 deggiv, ¢ Regno, ¢ wita, Jolo..
La mia ginfiizia, Ponor mio, 14 ftrs .
Cufiodia de le leggi 5 o won ¢i dejgio. o
Ern. (Prencipe al tuo deftin fcampo non veggio.)
Di nubi tal ora ‘
Sl Ciel fi riuefie, _
Con tuoniy e con lampi
A miferi campi
Minaccia tempefie g
Ma poi e Dindora
11 fol coi fuoi rai
Da nembo fi nero
Spuntar tu vedrai

Di pace foriero
Bel Arco celefle. - D 'nubi, E3¢.
[Ernando parte.
SCENA X

Gifmondo, Vinciflao, ed Erenice
Gif. Prefto, Signore all’ armi
Vinc. Che fia Gifmondo? .
gif. 1] Prence
inc. Mori? Per effer ginflo
Gia finii d ¢ffer Padre. g A
Gif. B’ pise grave il periglio
La Corona perdefli, e nen il figlio.
Vinc. Che? Vive Cafimiro ?

Gilm..
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My Friend. In fo extream a Gafe ' o
I either Counfel, or clfe Comfort feek. ,

Ferd. To beg a Favour at your Feet, Icome,
Win. It fhall be granted '
¢« Though ’twere half my Throne.
Ferd. ¢ I humbly beg—
Win. Whart? :
Ferd. The Prince’s Pardon, Sir.
Win. How? ‘
Ferd. ¢ To my Requeft you pramis’d adifpatch;
In this, you, not my King, but Debtor are. _ -
Win. *Tistrue L awe you all,both Crownand Life,
Only my Juftice, Honour, and the Laws -
Moft Sacred Guards, Iowe younot. ' [Fate)
Ferd. (1 feenot, Prince, how you can ’fcape your
He [aysy that though the Sky is fometimes covered
withClouds charg’d with Thunder; yet the Sunat
lof} breaks through them, and més a glovious
Day, : “[Exit.

SCENE X,

Gifmond, Winceflays, gmd' Erenice.

g;[m ‘I\);’I’z;]l_;c ha]?e’ hGrcat Sir, to Armsk?

in. y What has happen’d, Gifmond?

Gifm. ThcyPrincc-—-—-——PP » Gifpnd:
Win. 1s dead? For being juft

Inow no longer am a Father.
Gifm. *Tis a greater lofs;

You've loft your Kingdom, Sir, but not yeur Son,
Hin, Bow 2 does then Cafimirus live?
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Gifm. E wiuo, il vaole . R SO
La Miliziay la Plebg, ed il Senato 3- SUNRT A
G anno rotto Ii ceppiy e mel tumulto S
E fra gl altrs Lycinda. "

Vinc. 8i. fi, Popoli, Ernando, -

Erenice, Lucinda, (dafe paﬁ'cgglando.)‘
Dover, pieta, legge, patura, a tum
Sodisfaro, ﬁd ‘sfard & meé fleffo.
Seguami ogn’ ano. 1l mondo
Apprendera da me,
Gid che puo la Pietade, in cor .di Padre,
Cid che pud la giuflizia in cor di Re.
8’ Afirea regge il penfier
Benche fia il braccio armate
Non vibra cmdelz‘a,
Giamai fi congera
* In barbara vendetta :
Cis che Giufliziay ¢ il fata

All’ alma infegnera.
S’ Aftrea, &Je.

[Parte,

SCENA XL
Erenice fola.

Che [ara? ob del mio [pofo

Adorata memoria, :

.Nafz per wiltdy, ma  perdonai per gloria.
Perche ingannarmi cara [peranza
Se now lo merita gzzq/}o mio Cor
Perche allettarmi licta in  fembianza

Per poi abbatterwmi con pit dolor.
Perche &5¢c.  [Parte.

SC P_, N A XII. Sala con Trono.

Cafimiro con fpada alla mano, Lucinda Popoli, ¢
~+ Soldati,

Luc Vina, e Regni Cafimive. Viua vina.
Caf. Duciy Soldan, Popoliy, Lucinda

Qi



- The THERD 4CT. 3%

~ @ifm. The Ariny, People, and the Senate, -
will have him livey . : o
They’ve brqke the Chains, and in the Crowd
Amongtt the refty Lycinda is, o ‘
win. Yes, yes, the Peaple, Ferdinand, =
Erenice, Lucinda, n \ '
State, Mercy, Laws, Nature, and all;
1 now will fatisfie, and fatisfie my felf,
Let each one follow my Example,
And all the World will learn of me,
What Mercy in a Father’s Heart can do, ..
What Juftice can in Monarchs Hearts perform. -
" He [ays, That folong as bis Fudgment is ruld.
by Juftice, ‘2bough bis Sentence feem Jeverey
iz can never be accounted cruel, -

SCENE XL o
Erenice alone, , )
What will this end in? Oh adored Memory

Of my deareft Spoufe, (fake.
1 pardon’d not through Weaknefs, but for Glory’s
She asks Hope, why fbe deceives ber when fbe don't
deferve it,-and why fou comforts ber a while,
and then cafts ber down again into greater

Sarrew. :

Exit,

SCENE XII. 4 Hallwitha Throne.
Cafimirus, with Sword in Hamd, Lucinda, Pecpla,
and Soldiers.
Luc. Long live, great Cafimire, long live, longlive.
Caf: Caprains and Soldiers, People and,l.tici‘%i;s
What
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wal Zelo Yarma, qual furor vi move 2 :

.%unque'in onta del gadrs A

Fiurs piz Reo? Dovro la vita al voftre

Tumultuofo amore ? _ s

¢ Dopo un German con minor colpa uccifo

‘¢ Vceidero con pill mia colpa un Padre?2

¢ Non ¢ quefta la vita, :

st Ch’ Io chieder poffo. Ah! prima.

¢ Rendetemi i miei ceppi, :

Traetemi al fupplizio, o quefto ferro

¢ Trafiggerammi. E zs danf al fin pace

¢ Mio folo amor, mio fol dolor, in quefta

¢ Sorte mia difperata

Raro efempio di f3, fpofa adrata.
Luc. ¢ Empio, ingrato, crudele,

& Tu miamafti? 1 mi ami? Ah fiera forte!

E Vuoi Lafciar la [pofas tua fede]g,

Per incontrar con gloria tua la morte!

SCENA Ulima!

Vinciflao, Erenice, Ernando, Gifmondo e detti.
Vine.  Ed ¢ vero, ¢ lo veggio?
Caf. Padre, fignor, ritornq
* Volontario a tuoi ceppi,
‘¢ Depongo ancor la fpada, ¢ piego il capo.
* Solo'a quefto rerdona
“ Popol fedel. Zelo indifcreto il mofle;
“ Di me'difponi: In m¢ le Leggi adempi;
¢ In mé punifci il fallo, - it
¢ Fratricida infelice io morir poffo
¢ Non mai figlio ribely non reo Vaflallo.
Vinc. Popoli da quel giorno, in cui vi piacque
: [Va ful’ trono,
Pormi in fronte il diadema, in man lo fcetiyo, '
Refi ginflizia, e fui . o
Miniftro delle Leggs," € nan fovrano,
Ora non fiz, cb’ 10 chinda |
Con



What Zeal has ‘arm’d you, and what Fury mowes
Shall 1 in Spight then of my Father {you?
still live more guilty ? And{halll owe my Lite
To your tumultuous Love ? :
« Having with leffer Gimes a Brother flain,
« Shall 1 with greater far a Fatber&ill? .
¢ And fuch a Life as this ’
« I never can defire. Rarber than fs
s Give me nty Cbains again CoR
Leac} me to Executg; “or this Sword - : ‘L \
Shall pierce me my Heart, %and only Love,
¢ My only Grief,'ybt'&ﬁc n o R
« So defperate a Fate, and thew yourfelf '/
Adored Spoufe, arare Exataple of Liove. - % ¢

Luc. ¢ Wicked, wngriteful, cract Many - -
* And did you love ‘me?¥o you lovere® Ah cruel
Do you at laft your faithful Spoede forfake, [Fate?
To encounter with your Glory #t your Déath?’

SCENE shelaf )
Winceflaus, Erenice, Fetdinand, Gifmond, end:be
aforefaid,

Win. ¢ And is it true, and do 1 fee it?

Caf. © My Lord and Father, '
¢ I freely to my ‘Chains return, '
“ My Sword too I repofe, and yield Weck.

- P yicid my NECx

Only fpare thete Loyal Men, SRR
¢ Mov’d by a Zeal too indicreet ; :
¢ Do as you pleafe with me: ‘And letthe Laws
¢ In me fulfilled be; andFaules chaftis'd. ]
¢ As an unhappy Frarricide ¥ can; ‘ :
(% Not as a Rebel Son, or guilty Subje&) dye.

Win. Fromth’ Hour(my People) in which yoaall

were ﬂeas‘d ‘to placc |
3 afcends the Throne.
The Crown upon my Brows, aff '

id Scepterin my Hand
Juftice has rul’d, and I have only been
Adminiftrer of Lasws, and nota ‘Soveraign.
Nor will I now with Mercy that’s unjuft P
I
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Con ingiufla pietade e Regno, e vita. |
«¢ Si deve un fratricida
“ Punir nel figlio. I1’condannai. La legge
¢ Reé mi trouo, non Padre,
¢ Voi nol volefte ; ed ora
¢ Padre non ré mi troverd Naturs,
Figlio ti accofla.
Cal. Al foglia
Piego umil le ginnocchia. ‘
[Cafimiro afcende il grado del Trono e s’ingis
' nocchia innanzi al Padre.
Luc. (Now anchbe o Cor £'intends.)
Vinc.  Qual r¢ aveftiy o Polonia, il raro, il grande
¢ Atto per cui Lo perdi,ora t'infegni
¢ Volermi ingiufto, e non voler ch’ io Regni.
[Vinciflao fi cauala corons, € la Vuol por-
re al figlio.
Gaf. Cbe fai fignor?
Vinc. Conviene
Far cader lz tua tefta, o Coronarla.
Cal. More il figlio, ¢ ti: Regna,
Vine, ¢ I’ Re tu fei.
% Col voler d’Erenice;,
¢ Con la virtu d’Ernando
¢ 11 Popolo tacclama: o reo ti danno. ,
¢ E affoluer non ti poffo. [Corona il figlis.
€ Orche tu fei fourano
Affolverti porrai con la tua mano,
Luc. (Gioie non n'opprimete.)
Cafl. La Gorona io riceno
In depofito 0 Pudre, ¢ non in dono,
I% farai Ré, iv ferno,
Le Leggi tue pubblicheré dal Trono.
Ern. 1o pur in té, nuouo Monarca, adoro
¢ L’alto voler del gao gran Padre,
Caf. Ernando, =%
Non eredito ré gl odii priuati :
I abbraccio amico; e 1% Erenice, in Lut




’ at lzﬂ: Reign and Life.
E’ﬁg’frmicid':ym& be chaftizd .
« Thoughin a Son. And Iccndann’dhm. .
« The Laws found me aKing, and nota Fazher,
« You like it not; and therefore now :
« Nature fhall find me 2 Fathcr, nota ng.
Draw near, my Son.
Caf. Bcforcy our Throne o
I humbly my Knee. ‘
[Cafimirus ofcends tbe fep of t&eﬁmﬂe aﬂd
kseels before bBis Fatber.
Lsc. (I can’t tell wlnt to think.) [raxc
Win. % WhatKing you’ve had,O Polard, Eetdns
“ And wondrous A&, gj which I lofe it,teach you. .
% You'd have me unjuft, or clicnot letmereign.
[ Winceflas zakes off bis Crowmyandoffers
10 pat it oe bis Son’s bead.
Cof. What do you do, Great Sir?
#'m. *Tis mees and juft,
You cither lofe your Head, or have it crown’d.
Czf. Letyour Sondye; zndyoumy Father reign.
Wim. You are the
S By Erezice’s Favonr
“ And Ferdsmszds’s Valour
¢ The People have proclaim’d you. ¥,as2 Criminal
¢ Condemn’d you, and cannot now abfolveyou.
[#2 Crowns bis Son.
“ But now that you're 2 Soveraign
“ By your own Power, you may abfolve yom' fcIF
Luc. (Joys opprefs me mor.) -
Caf. As 1 Depofirum, Grear Sir,
Not as 2 Gifi, the Crown I do accept.
You thall be King, and I yoar Servant,
Your only Laws Il publith from the Throne.
Ferd. © In yom, mew Monarciv, I revere
“Your Sovereign Father’s Will.
Csf. The King, Feruazds, [
Do:s not inherir any private bate:
Friend, I Embrace you. And Erenize.
H Acsept



ov TV R INEGRE
Da m? prendi uno [pefo,
Se nel fratello un te ne tolfs.

Ern. Qb forte?

Eren. Signors erra infepolta
Ancor Pombra amorofa. dimen wi lafein
Pianger Peflinto, anzi b’ il vivo abbracei.

Ern. ¢ Mi bafta or fol, che rea
< ]12\Icll’ am’:ifti no? fia la mia fperanza, .

ren. “ Tutto fperi in amor merto ﬁama'
- Caf. Ultimo a tésu' valgo s G o
Diletta [pofas cari : ,
Solo per 1 mi fon la vitay ¢l Regno,

Luc. € Tanta é la gioia mia,
€ Che parmi di fognar mentre ti annodo; .

Ern. * Col tuo giubilo, o Patris, efulto, ¢ godo,

‘ CORO.

Viui e Regna fortunase
Nofiro Duge, ¢ nofiro Ré,
¢ f vnifea a far beato <
Yémpo, e jbrte, Amory ¢ f2.

FINE
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Accept him' as a Spoufe from me, =
If in my Brother, I depriv’d you of one, S
Ferd. Oh Fate! 1 L
Eren. Great Sir, th’Am’rous Shade doth fiill
Unburied wander in the Air: Oh-let me firft -
Bewail the dead, before I'm to the living kind,
Ferd. « °Tis joy enough at prefent, that my bope
“« In lrving of you is not Guilty judged. _
Eren. Merit and Conftancy have caufe in hopeto -
Caf. And laft of all, beloved Spoufe, [truft.
I turn my felf to you, for whofe fole fake -
My Life and Kingdom I eftcem. _
Luc. “My Foy's o great, I feem to dream .
« Ev'n whilfp 1 bave you in my Arms. ‘
 Ferd: At your blefi Fate, Dear Country, I rvejoyee;

CHORUS.

They with their King lc;ng Life and Profpe-
rous Reign; and that Time, Love, Loyart:
I?d Fate may join and confpire to make him -

APpy-

THE END.

’



