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To Her Grace the

DUTCHESS
O F

TORTS MOUTH.
Madam,

I
F Sophonhba receiv’d fome Applaufe upon
the Stage, I arrogate nothing from the

Merit of thePoem, but, as I ought, with
the humbled Acknowledgments and pro-

founded Gratitude, impute it to the favou-

rable Afpedts of the Court-Stars. But above

all, Imud paymy Adorations to Your Grace,

who, as You are the mod: Beautiful, as well

in the bright Appearances of Body, as in the

immortal Splendors of an elevated Soul, did

Hied mightier Induence, and darted on me
a largenefs of Glory anfwerable to your dock
of Beams. Hannibal himfelf, whole hardy

Spirit never bow’d but to the fair imperious

Rofalinda ; nay, he who in fpite of Beauty’s

A 3 Charms



Charms durft gaze upon that Sun with Ea-

gle-eyes, and tax her with a Blemifh, now
making his Approaches toYour Grace,feems
aw’d with the Source of fo many Rays, and

dazl’d with a Pretence fo illuftrious. He fees,

with new Bleedings, Eyes more attradlive

than thole of Rojalinda, fomething more
delicate in Your Shape, and lofty in Your
Mien; an Air lo charming Sweet, that ’tis

miraculous it Ihould be Majeftick too
;
Smiles

of more delightful Shine than April Suns

;

fuch Softnefies and Languilhings as the al-

mighty Poet’s Hand cannot defcribe, nor

Painter’s Pencil ever draw. Formyown part,

I am refolved to look up to You daily, and

dedicatemy Life andLabours toYour Grace,

to fpend all the ftore ofmy yet unexhaufted

Fancy in Your unbounded Fame. For I de-

clare, to be wreath’d in Lawrel from Head
to Foot, is not comparable Honour to that

of being, Madam,

Tour Grace s mojl Humble

and Devoted Servant,

Nat. Lee.



PROLOGU
To the Univerfity of Oxford.

Written by J. Dryden, Eftjuire.

* I 'Hefpis, thefirft Trofejfor ofour Art

,

At Country Wakesfung Ballads in a Cart
To prove this true, ifLatin be no Trefpafs
Dicitur & Plauftris, vexifie Poemata 'Thefpis
But y£fchylus, fays Horace, in fome Tage,
Was thefirft Mountebank e'er trod the Stage

:

Tet Athens never knew your learned Sport
Oftoffing Toets in a Tennis-Court
But 'tis the Talent of our Engliih Nation

,

Still to beplotting fome new Reformation
Andfome Tears hence

, ifAnarchy go on.
Jack Presbyter will here erect his Throne

,

Knock out a Tub with 5Preaching once a <Day*
And ev’ry Tray'r be longer than a Tlay
Then all our Heathen Wits fhallgo to Tot

,

For disbelieving ofa Topifij Tlot:
Nor fhould we want the Sentence to depart
Ev’n m ourfirfi Original

, a Cart.
Occham, Dun, Scotus, muff, though Learn'd, goAs ChiefSupporters ofthe Tripple-Crown :And Ariftotle, for UeftruPtion ripe

,

Some fay he call'd the Soul an Organ-Pipe-
Which byfome little help ofDerivation, ’

Mall thence be call'd a Pipe of Infpiration.
lour wifer Judgments farther penetrate.
Who latefound out one Tare amongfl the Wheat.
This is our Comfort, none e'er cry'd us down,
But who difiik'd both Bijhop and a Crown.

down i
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Dramatis Perform

Hannibal, General of Carthage. Mr. Mohun.

Maherbal, Lieutenant-General. Mr. Burt.

Bomilcar, Matter ofthe Horfe and Elephants. Mr. Winterfial.

Seifto, Confui of Borne. Mr. Kynaffon.

Lelius, His Lieutenant. Mr. Lydall.

Varro, A Tribune. Mr. Watfon.

Maffiniffa, King of Numidia, marry’d to'

|

Mr Hm
Sophonisba. j

Trebellius, A Roman Officer. Mr. Powell.

Majjina

,

Nephew of Maffiniffa. Mr. Clark.

Menander, The Confident of" Maffiniffa. Mr. Griffin.

Sophonisba, A Carthaginian Lady, Daugh-p

ter ofAfdrubal \ firft marry d to Syphax, > Mrs. Cox.

and afterwards to Maffiniffa. j
Rofalinda, A Roman Lady, theMiftrefsof^^

rs ^outell.

Hannibal. J

RezambeA Maids of Honour, and Confi-

Merna, i dents of Sophonisba.

"j^Mrs. Nep.Aglave,
i. PneftelTcs of Bellona.

Cumana, j

Attendants.

j
Mrs. Corey.
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THE
TRAGEDY

O F

SO T HON IS B A.

ACT I. SCENE I. ....

Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, Guards and Attendants.

Han. ^Onqueft with Laurels has our Arms adorn’d,

And Rome in Tears of Blood our Anger mourn’d.
^ Like Gods we pafs’d the rugged Alpine Hills,

Melted our Way, and drove our hilling Wheels
* Though Cloudy Deluges, Eternal Rills

:

What after Ages lhall with Pain believe.

Through Burning Quarries did our Paflage cleave j

Hurl’d dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infus’d,

Whofe horrid Force the Nerves of Flints unloos’d:

Made Nature Hart to fee us root up Rocks,
And open all the Adamantine Locks >

Shake off her maflie Bars, o’er Mountains go,

Through Globes of Ice, and Flakes of folia Snow.
On our laft Elephant while we did fleep,

In Arms foggy Fens and Marlhes deep,

B One



2 Sophonisba: Or,

One Light we loft, for Carthage underwent
^

War’s tedious Toils* our Blood and Spirits fpent, C
And all the (lock of Health which bounteous Nature lent. S
Mak. But what Return has that flow City made?

Admir’d by Foes, you were by Friends betray’d.

While you abroad fam’d Battels bravely fought,

The Traitor Hanno your Deftru&ion fought

:

No Succours were for your Afliftance meant >

For (till to Rome Intelligence was fent,

That did the Carthaginians Strength declare,

Which Way they pafs’d, and what their Numbers were.

Bom . By his Defign your Brother’s Death was wrought,

When he apart from you with Nero fought.

Too well that Barb’rous States-Man, Hanno, knew,

If Gallant Afdrnbal fhould join with you,

The Romans could no Hope of Safety have*

No Pow’r on Earth could their loft^Empire favc:

With wicked Policy he therefore try’d

Your two all-conqu’ring Armies to divide.

How fatally did his curs’d Plots fucceed ?

When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed.

Han . GreatStates-Men Kings fliould watch, while they employ $

Left, what they build, thofe under-hand deftroy.

Nor has his feparating Chiefs been known
Only on Land, but on the Ocean fliown

:

Where Fleets divided, by clofe praftis’d Arts,

Have melted Womens Eyes, and Soldiers Hearts.

Bom. Now all the Fiends thofe Traitors drag to Hell,

Who for Revenge, or Gold, their Country fell.

Han. How would the Slaves have quak’d, had they but feen

The Flights oiTrebid, or of Thrafimen^

Or dreadful Canute ?

Where the dire Sifters bit the Roman Looms,

As if their Hands were tir’d with cutting Dooms.
Bom. Where Fourfcore Valiant Senators we kill’d, %

The Blood of Seventy thoufand Soldiers fpill’d, >
And great Emihus Death our Conqueft fweli’d, j

Han ..
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Han. When all with Crimfon Slaughter cover’d o’er,

jVe urg’d our Horfes through a Flood of Gorcj
Whild from the Battlements of Heaven’s high Wall
Each God look’d down, and fliook his awful Head,

Mourning to fee fo many Thoufands fall,

And then look’d pale, to fee us look fo red.

Mah. That was a Time worthy fevered Fate,

When Viftory on Hills of Heroes fat.

And turn’d her Eyes all blood-lhot on the Fray,

And laugh’d, and clapp’d her Wings, and blefs’d the Day.

Han. And are we thus at lad rewarded then ?

v Dare they review our Dangers with Difdain ?

Dull Counfellors, who only talk of Harm,
Sleep ’till high Noon, to codly Banquets fwarm,

And with rich Wines drink their cold Spirits warm.
Indead of fighting Scipio> let us hade,

Set Fire to Carthage, lay her Glories wade*
Melt all their hoarded Treafures down, and pour
Into their thirdy Throats the fealding Oar.

Bom. Goon, Great Sir; their trudy Coffers burn

Their tow’ring Pride to Defolation turn.

Mah. How I fiiould laugh, to fee their Ermines fmoke

!

May fulph’rous Flames their gorged Vitals choke.

Han. MaherbaU day; though Carthage us’d me ill)

Spight of my Wrongs* fhe is my Country dill:

My Father, the great Mader of our Arms,
(Who, while he gave me Life, heard loud Alarms}

Swore me Rome's Foe, when in mv Age’s Bud,
Wean’d me from Milk, and nurs’a me up in Blood,

And taught me to be obdinately good

:

Rome, the World’s Gyant Emprefs, to invade,

’Till her bright Fame (hould flirink into a Shade,

And all her Golden Spires in Dud were laid.

Bom. Carthage and Rome, which did fo long divide

The troubl’d World, to prop their weighty Pride*

Will brook no more each others mighty Sway,
The Gods to this or that mud give the Day

:
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Since fuch Majeftick Pow'r to both is giv'n,

As each might take up all the Care of Heav'n.

Mah. Belides the natural Hate to Rome you bear,

With Scipio Love obliges you to war,

Since Rofalinda is a Pris'ner there.

Heav’ns! (hall he dare to keep your Love in Bands?

Beauty, like hers, Swords, Hands, and Hearts commands.

Han. O my Maherball thou wert always kind.

Seed all my Goods, but to my Ills art blind

:

Had I by thy Advice my Soldiers led,
' r

Hot with their Joys, and ftriding o'er the dead,

To Rome, to Rome , my Warrior But, 'tislod> ^
That Hour, that did fo many laft Hours coft

!

The Gods and Opportunity ride poll. j
Melting at Capua I in Pleasures lay y

And for a Midrefs gave the World away.

Mah . Grudge you the World J Could I fuch Hearts fubdue.

Were I great Jove himfelf, I'd give Heav'n too.

But I am rough, and not for Woman made,

In Nature's courfell Mold by Fortune laid.

Han. Hade to the Roman Camp, Bomilcar, fly,

Take Scouts along, unfeen as Spirits pry,

And learn the Pollure of the Enemy

:

Learn, if thy Knowledge may fo happy be,

Where Rofalinda mourns for Liberty >

Seek her as thou would!! Wreaths for Glory's Toil,

As after Conquell thou would!! feek for Spoil.

The SCENE • drawn difcovers a pieafant Grotto , King
Maflinifla, Madina, and Menander fitting upon a Bank :

Soft Mujick is heard.

Y^.Maf Since Love, the brighteft Jewel of a Crown,
That fires Ambition, and adorns Renown >

That with fweet Hopes does our harfh Pains beguile,

And 'mid!! of Javelins makes the Soldier fmile*

Since this great Trophy’s loft, quite loft to me,
What wretched things mu!! Fame and Empire be f

Men .
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Men. Yet once your Soul was of another ftrain,

And Hill you talk’d how God-like ’twas to Reign,

In myHick Empire to be plac’d alone >

And your Cheeks burn’d when you beheld a Throne:
Ev’n in your Nonage haughty were and bold,

And fmiling would your Father’s Scepter hold,

And talk’d, when young, how you would rule when old

K.Maf. Ambition then I lov'd; but now abhor.

MajJ. What is Ambition, Sir?

K. Maf The Luft of Power.
Like Glory, Boy, it licenfes to kill)

A ftrong Temptation to do bravely ill >

A Bait to draw the bold and backward in *

The dear-bought Recompence of higheft Sin

:

For when to Death we make the Conquer’d yield.

What are we, but the Murd’rers of the Field?

Men. In gallant Souls, Ambition is no more
The Bawd of Empire, or the Luft of Pow’r,

Than lawful Mirth is Lewdnefs in a Bride,

Or Neatnefs in a Veftal Virgin, Pride.

K. Maf. Then be it fo
)
yet I will out no more,

Since Love has wrack’d me on the long’d-for Shore.

No, but I had a Soul could Storms out-wear,

Durft againft Rocks, or over Quick-fands fteer.

For Love, if Venus had like Juno bid,

I durft as much as e’er Alcides did

:

But I am loft; Nothing, MaJJtna, now;
With Love’s each Blaft, I like a Bulrufli bow>
Am I not alter’d much of late?

Majf. Alas

!

You look like wither’d Flow’rs, or Mountain Grafs.

K. Maf. O Sophomsba

!

oh

!

Majf. Why fighs my Lord?
Speak, for I will revenge you with my Sword.

What cruel Vulture’s this that tears your Breaft?

Like fefter’d Wounds, it takes away your Reft.

You will grow mad, I think, you watch all Night,

And with your Groans the croaking Ravens fright.
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Who is it that thefc killing Griefs has wrought.

That bends your Brow, and turns you into Thought.

K. Map My Sorrow’s load, alas ! thou can’ll not bear. ?
Maff. Think you my Soul is capaole of Fear? C

What is it, for your fake, I could not bear

?

K. Maf. Maffina, thou art all that I would have}

There’s nothing after thee, but a low Grave

:

Obdurate ilubborn Heart, ftiil wilt thou hoid ?

Obferve me, Boy, when thou (halt fee me cold,

Grown by my Death a longer Line of Woe,

Pale as wrong’d Lovers Ghofts, that iigh below •,

Then learn to curfe the Author ofmy Fate.

Mafi: What horrid things are thefe which you relate.

K. Map. Thee from thy Childhood I have train d with Care,

I’th’ painful Difcipline of tedious War:

In Mountains bred thee, and on barren Sands,

And led thee near the Sun, through high parch d Lands •,

Show’d thee to chace Wild Boars upon the Heath,

And taught thy Infant Hands the Trade of Death.

When I by Boccar hotly was purfu’d,

And forc’d to plunge into the rapid Flood,

Thou leap’dft in after me.

Maff. I did, my Lord,

But you forgot the Whirl-pool in the Ford}

Where when I ftruggl’d, and my Strength grew flack,

You dalh’d my Fate, and bore me on your Back

:

So through the Hellespont Europa rode,

Half dead with Fear, though mounted on a God.

K. Maf. But, my Maffina, there’s one Danger more.

More dreadful than all thofe we pafs’d before:

Vile Women. '

Maff. Women, Sir, I oft have leen

Dancing with Timbrels on the flow’ry Green,

Or like fmall Clouds upon the Mountain s Brow ;

But never thought they Thunder bore ’till now.

I know they are all black, have rolling Eyes,

Thick Lips, flat Nofes, Breads of mighty iize.

K. Maf.
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xt

^

ou ”^ver y« in ftiining Courts haft been-Nor the fair part ofWoman-kind haft feen,Who clofe in Afrtck Palaces refide,
And from th’ injurious Sun their Faces hide

:

To whom compar'd, thefe feem all hideous Night'BUmYC

T
lkC Cmthi

iS Silver Crefc^t, briglft.

nr 1 U r
lC

f
^ln to acquainted, Sir,With thofe white Maids, that are fo Fine and Fair?K Mdf. Shun em, Maflina, as thou wou’dft thv Fate-As things which by Antipathy we hate.

Not all the Horrors ofa bloody War,
Not Lions, Tigers, fuch hid Fury bear:
Thofe appear Monfters, but thefe feem all mild •

None ever yet deftroy’d, but ftill (he fail'd.
1 hey are aft Grief, when they appear all Toy-.
Like Lightning, while they glitter they deftroyLye down, fweet Yoath. A Fair White Woman was,Of what thou feeft me now, the cruel Caufe

3

Rriai!?
F

,°
rm a,PPear

’d
’ ^Aout one Stain,Bright as thofe Bodies which o’er Darknefs reign,Her Soul is blacker than the Skin of Moors-,

ForJTirh^Uty does his Lodgmg take.^ °f Fk>w '
r!'

Seas °fs,n

:
h
j ^

ods to° know with what obliging SmilesAnd blulhing Joy, flic prais’d my mighty Toils:And when to ki/s her Hand I bendecTW, *

Alin?-? p
m
M
eC

i

m
^
LipS’ and Prefs>d too.

All this m Publickj but from light remov’d,
Fierce were our Joys, and with a loofe we lov’d.

Men.
.
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Men. You may remember. Sir, that I was by,

Call’d as a Witnefs to the fecret Tie ;

Thrice we invok’d the God of Marriage there,

With rich Sabean Scents perfum’d the Air,

And utter’d facred Vows, and binding Prayer.

K. Maf. When you were gone,

And none but I left with that charmmg Maid,

What furious Fires did my hot Nerves invade?

With open Arms upon my Blifs I ran,

With Pangs I grafp’d her, like a dying Man :

Like Light and Heat, incorporate we lay

;

We bleft the Night, and curIt the coming Day.

Maff. Now as I love bright Arms, the Story s fine.

Tell it all Night, my Lord, the Stars will June.

K Maf. Soon as the Birds did on the Morning call,

Her brio-hter Eyes a fhow’r of Tears let fall :

Which m my panting Bofom trickl’d down,

She preft me clofe, and cry’d, Muft you be gone.

Then round my Neck her fnowy Arms did twine, •

She figh’d; But will you be for ever mine

.

Will you be true? and then our Lips did join.

Majr. Kind, pretty Heart.

K.Maff. Her laft Words were,

Hear me, ye Gods, may I be never bleft,

If Maffmiffa be not to this Breaft

The fweeteft, deareft, everlaftmg Gueit.

Yet flic, this fair, this fofc deluding (he.

Forgetting all her Vows, forgetting me;

While I for Carthage follow’d Wars Alarms,

Refign’d her felf up to another’s Arms.

Enter Lelius andVarro.

Lei At length he’s found: Rife, Maffiniffar, rife;

Shake off theie Clouds that hang about your Eyes :

Glorv's in view, and courts us with her Gall,

New ftorms of War like Hail around us fall.
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Var. Fury, that fate at home, on maifie Shields,

Now heaves ’em up, and ranges through the Fields

With all her hundred Whips of Wire lhe comes,

And drives defpairing Monarchs to their Tombs.
Lei. Syphax and Afdrubal their Forces join,

With Arms the Mountains and the Vallies Ihine:

Ha ! what unwonted Charm your Soul enchains ?

Is your high Blood congeal’d within your Veins,

That from the dully Field you thus retire,

And feek cool Shades, when all the World’s on Fire?

Var. Kings caft their Silks, and Armour make their Robe-,

Inftead of Lutes, Ihrill Trumpets charm the Globe}

Yet you from this great Race of Honour run,

Wave falling Palms, and courting Laurels lhun:

Why Ihould you Sophonisba’s lofs bemoan,

When Syphax, who enjoys her, cries, Come on ?

K. Maf. Ha ! That the bafe Ufurper did but dare

Meet me alone, without his Crowds of War

!

Lei. If you die here fo filently, you’ll fall

As if Fate knew not of your Funeral

:

And cens’ring Fame, will fay, when you are gone,

His Thread of Life was by a Woman fpun.

But, Varro, we miftake •, this is not he :

This is fome Porer on Morality }

Some ftudious Youth, who does the Heav’ns furvey.

And in dull Science fools his Life away.

K. Maf Awake ! Where haft thou been, my drowfie Soul ?

In Lethe fteep’d, or freezing near the Pole?

I feel her now my benumb’dLimbs infpire,
^

My Spirits Ihoot and dart, and mount up higher,
£

Like Sparks that fcatter from a kindling Fire: 5
The Plots of Love inglorious are and dark.

Blindly he aims, and Night is all his Mark:

Like Day I’ll dart him through and through} I will:

To cure my Honour, I my Love will kill}

Kill her my felf, cut piece-meal all her Charms,

War} how it founds! away, to Arms, to Arms:

C Let’s
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,

-
"•

Let’s go where the Illuftrious Scipio calls >
:

I’ll be the firft fhall Scale proud Carthage Walls

:

Wing’d with our Glory, come, my Friends, let’s fly,

To Conquer bravely, or as bravely die.

Lei

.

Spoke like your felf> thus we our Homage pay*

So look’d Achilles when T'roy loft the Day.

Var. Fierce and Majeftick as young Mars you ftand

:

’Tis fit that Look this Africk fliould command.
K. Maf. As Lovers, big with Expe&ation, burn >

My Soul to Battel does all fiery turn

:

Swift as the Gods, in hafte out-ftrips the Wind,
And leaves the Courfers of the Day behind.

Yet ftay *, methinks I am uneafie ftill*

What real Pleafure can it be to kill ?

Lei. Frail Prince! how wav ring all his Aftions be,

By Paflions tofs’d in Love’s tempeftuous Sea ?

War fires the Brave.

K. Maf. Yet War contrails a Guilty

And the Brave grieve when many Lives are fpilt

:

Love, like a Monarch, merciful and young,

Shedding no Blood, effeminates the ftrong*.

But War does, like a Tyrant, vex us more.
And breaks thofe Hearts, which Love did melt before. [Exeunt .

A C T II. SCENE I.

>
•* -

< i :
<

: V
'

Enter Scipio, King Maflinifla, Maflina, Menander,
Lelius and Varro.

%.THE Scouts of Hannibal, have they furvey’d

x The Camp?
Lei. Your Will exaftly was obey’d.

Scip. I hear, my gallant Friend, and grieve to hear,

That you the Chains of Sophonisba wear*
In Glory’s School you had the forem.oft Name,
Skill’d in the dark myfterious Book of Fame >

Did
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Did thofe worn Characters with Piealure read,
Which told the Stories of the Mighty dead :

But by this aft of Softnefs you will drown
Thofe noble Parts, and forfeit your Renown;
Truant to all the Honour that you had,
Drunk with Love’s Tears, with Smiles ofBeauty mad.
K.Maf. Iftrove, Sir, by your great Atchievements taught,

To drive this Beauty from my lab’ring Thought;
But I as well to Heav’n might carry Wars,
And quench the Influence of our crofler Stars

:

Like thofe, with fatal Fire (he gilds my Way,
And leads me on, that I may further ftray.

Seif. Then I muft angry grow, fince you are frail;

And Corrofives apply, where Cordials foil

;

To prove me civil, for your felf be wife

;

You have my Friendfhip, therefore I advife.
K.Maf. Mean you, my Lord, not Sophonisba love?
Scip. As (he’s the Foe of Rome, I difopprove

All Treaties with her; fhake her off in time,
Or againft Honour you commit a Crime.

K. Maf. And would you have me live?
Scip. When fhe is dead

:

Why fliould you wilh her Life, that has betray’d
Both you and Rome ? Sjphax, whom I had wrought,
Her cunning Tongue to fide with Carthage brought

:

By Heav’n 1 fwear, if fhe my Captive be,
1 11 ufe her as the Romans Enemy.
K.Maf. You’d have me fhake her off and live; I’d know

Whether this Fifth you wear you can forego,
And be the fame. Here through my Bofom run
Your Sword; and when the bloody ‘Deed is done,
When your Steel fmoaks with my Heart’s reeking Gore,
Bid me be well as e’er I was before.

Scip. You are refolv’d, it feems, to crofs my Will-
But from a Friend I’ll conftrue nothing ill.

K Maf O then endure yet more, and let me fpeak,
Without fome Vent my lab’ring Heart will break

:
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*Tis as a Friend your Life, your Life I fpare,

Not as you, more than King, Rome's Conful are, C
The far-fam’d Scipio, and God of War. y
Can any Man that’s brave

His Miftrefs Injuries with Patience hear?

Let any other in your Caufe appear,

And juftifie the Words that you have faid >

By the Immortal Powers, I’ll ftrike him dead.

T Mv T nrH I As the Kins moves for™ard> Lelius
l^el. My ^ora. ^^ Hmdm^
Scip. Your gen’rous Temper, Lelius, hold*

He (hall be hotter yet, to be more cold

:

My Virtue all the ltorm$ of Paflion knows,
Has try’d its Calms, its wondrous Ebbs and Flows.

Since a Requeft fo fmall you can deny,

From greater Proofs how would your Friendfliip fly?

K,Maf, Try me, my Lord, but any other way,
Heav’ns ! with what readinefs would 1 obey

!

While Blood kind warmth does to thefe Limbs afford, ~
While I can (hake a Spear, or wield a Sword, Cj

You (hall be ever MaJJiniJJ'a's Lord : yI

Go on, and wander the wide Ocean o’er,

Go fail to fome unhofpitable Shoar,

Where dreadful Monfters guard the horrid Land*
Though down to Hell I fink, at your Command S*

I’ll throw my Body on the untry’d Sand

:

Wou’d you have all the Carthaginians flain,

Or fee their Cities levell’d with the Plain ?

With chearful Toil the Bufinefs (hall be done.

Give me but Sophonisba for my Crown.
Scip. To conquer Enemies abroad’s no more

Than ev’ry Tribune here has done before:

Search all the Army through, and find that one, ^
Who, if I bid, the force of Fire dares (hun, C
Or will not from a Precipice leap down: 5
At my Command* Lelius, wou’d you refufe

To die?

LeL My Fate for Empire I’d not lofe>

At
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At thy Command, Temples and Shrines fhou’d blaze ;

I’d fpoil their Gods, their Statues, Altars raze*

And with my Fury make ’em dread thee more.
Than I fear them when all their Thunders roar.

Scip. To conquer Kingdoms, and on Scepters tread.

Is but to imitate great Heroes dead

:

Shou’d you your Arms to the World’s Limits bear,

The mighty Alexander pierc’d as far

:

But if ungovern’d Pafiion you can bind,

And quench th’inglorious Ardour of your Mind,
Your Fame fhall with that haughty Vidor’s vie.

Which all the Eafterh Beauties cou’d defie

:

If ftill you are refolv’d her Charms to trull.

The World may truly term you rafh, unjuft;

And when you perifti, fay, he dy’d for Lull.

K. Maf. You taxj'me, Sir, with Crimes I do not know
But urge me not too far for I may grow
Beyond all Limits, juft Revenge purfue.

And, blinded by my Rage, let fly at you.

Scip. Unhand him By the Gods your worft I darc
;

A Angle Arm Rome’s Conful cannot fear

:

I fhine above thee like a Star fix’d higher,

Whom though you cannot reach, you may admire.

YL.Maf. Like Meteors rather you falfe Glory take,

Whofe fhort-liv’d Blaze, low Earthy Vapours make:
Yet, fince with fancied Fires you fill the Sky,
Shall not one Prince at your dread Afpcdl die ?

Scip. How have I err’d? Your Trial’s at an end;

Heav’n ! that I e’er fhou’d call this Man my Friend J

How cou’d my Soul fo grofly be o’erfeen ?

From all Mankind wert thou felected then ?

O moft ungrate ! ill-temper’d, barb’rous King,

No Good aid ever from this Africk fpring.

Did I for this each Roman Friendship fliun.

And to thofe Savage Arms for Refuge run ?

When with the weighty Cares of War oppreft,

Lean’d all my Troubles on that fullen Bread;
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Took no Petition* granted no Command,
But v/hat was given by MaJJina's Hand ?

What Triumphs did I ever yet defign,

tVherein your Glory might not equal ftiine?

Yet for a Woman* and a falfe one too,

Your Fame, your Faith, and Friendfhip you forego.

Still let the Great of Favourites beware >

They mod deceive us, who mod trufted are.

[The Conful turns away.

K.Maf Stay, Conful 5 (lay, my Friend, my noble Lord

>

Could you then caft me off for one rafli Word ?

Forfake me ever? O, you never lov’d

Your Muffini/fa, who could be thus mov’d.

Go, if thou pleafe, leave this ungrateful King,

This favage, barb’rous, indigefted Thing.
Whatever my Pafllon did fhould pardon’d be,

For I confefs you are a God to me.
Yet it had been more friendly, and more kind.

Not to have met the Tempert of my Mind.
Scip . But was it poflible in this our Strife,

That Maffinijfa fhould attempt my Life ?

K.Maf. Pronounce my Death, cut off thefe curfed Hands,
Send me to Syphax, bound with fhameful Bands,

That I may all the fubtleft Torments bear,

And after Death no more Reproaches hear.

Scip. By this return of Virtue I am made
For ever yours Say, do I now upbraid?

Are thefe Reproaches ?

K. Maf. O ye Powers look down,
And hear me lwear by your Eternal Throne:
Whatever this your Likenefs fhall command,
Though Sophonisba from my trembling Hand,
I will obey: Or curfe me where I Hand.

Scip. As your firft Trial, ftrait to Cirta flv,
e

And perjur’d Syphax at his Gates defie.

Our Troops mu ft conquer, when led on by you:
Chiefly his Wife endeavour to fubdue*

Whofe
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Whofe fubtil working Wit wrought all this Care,
And with her beauteous Griefs renew’d the War .

T~ s Youth
’ mY Kinfman, as a Pledge I leave-My All, the Darling of my Soul receive,

As I in War fhall Falfe or Faithful be,
So may juft Heav’n do both to him and me.

Majf. Ah! if I am that Darling ofyour Heart,How can you leave me thus forlorn behind ?
Take me along, or I /hall think ’twas Art
That made you feem fo pitiful and kind.
K. MaJ. Now all the Gods thy precious Life defend.

Something that’s fatal fure thefe Tears portend-
I was not us’d to weep.

Scip. Nor muft not now.
At your Requeft we will to Zama goj
From hence to Bagrada our Forces draw.
To try our Strength with defp’rate Hannibal, '

And keep that Famous Conqueror in Awe,
That talk’d of giving Laws i’th’ Capitol.

K. Maf. My Blood boils in my Veins, and catches Fire ;Such Words, fuch Courage would the Dead infpire •

Yes, we will Fight, my Lord, with Hannibal,
lo bloody ’Count his boafted Valour call.

Like fome vaft ill-built Tower, fo high he grows,H
^
M^rbiC^ront nods with each Blaft that blows

ShallTf; °Ur
}

ike Thunder, levelled at his Crown,
f j

aI1
.

a
L°

nce’ hurl d b7 our R^e, rulh on,And m a Moment roll his Glories down.

Maf. Was ever Youth unfortunate as
Hut I will be reveng’d on him, and die.
Perhaps to lofe me in the Wars he fears,
As ir my Soul did not out-go my Years.

Enter Rofalinda.

RlMJ^fcap
;1

wl
L
th muft ado fhe Tribune’s HandsHut tis the Conful who muft break my Bands,

15

}
j'Manet Madina folus.

And
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And fend me with a Pafs-port back Who s there?

What are you?

Maff. Firft indruft me what you are,

And how you came to be thus Heav’nly Fair:

What is it makes your Cheeks fo frefh and bright,

The Red of Rofes, or the Lillies white?

Rof Were you ne’er thus before ?

Muff. I never knew

Such Agues in my Blood, and FeaverS toe.

Rof. i’ll leave you, Sir.

Majf. You cannot ifyou would j

You may as eafily forego your Blood

:

Like that, I’ll bluihing creep about you ftill,

And my fick Thoughts with filent Pleafures fall.

Rof. What is’t you’d have?

Maff. Alas! I do not know,

Something there is which Nature will not mow

:

When e’er you fpeak, as at melodious Strains,

There’s fomething purls and trickles through my Veins

Like Quick-filver it moves, fo cold and fait *

Then my Eyes twinkle as they’d look their lad.

Rof. It (hews like Love > but in its Birth deftroy

A Paflion which fcarce Pity can enjoy.

Maff. Perhaps you think me Born of common Race

But Royal Blood does my high Lineage grace

:

Ah ! do not then put out this harmlefs Flame,

Since from your Eyes the tingling Torment came.

Rof In vain your PaiIion?s Ardour you alledge,

The Fort’s impregnable, break up your Siege }

No Force nor Art can the lead Out-work win.

There’s one, for you too mighty, enter’d in:

The haughtied, braved, foremod Man on Earth,

Who from the Blood of Gods derives his Birth

Maff. To his Immortal Kindred leave him then }

You may be better plac’d with Blood of Men.

Beiides, who knows but his Divinity,

As Gods will fometimes very froward be,

May chance take Pet as you in Love engage,

And Thunder you to pieces in his Rage?
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Rof. *Tis true, in War moft dreadful he appears,

All Cruel, Glorious > Dangers thick he wears:

Nor to amufe you, when you have nam'd all

That's Great and Lovely, think on Hannibal.

Majf. Is't pollible

!

In Age can Beauty ought that’s lovely fpy ?

Can Dreams of Glory waking Youth fupply ?

Rof. Though his Blood mov’d like freezing Currents flow,)
Were his Head whiter than the Alpine Snow, r

* My Youth his Age, into one Piece fhould grow. ^

Majf. All you have faid, I know, in jeft was fpoke*
What fhould you do with fuch a faplefs Oak?
When a young pleafant Vine fo near you Hands,

And bows with all his Clufters to your Hands.

Rof Honour to Youth and Beauty I prefer,

I'm for the belt and braveft Man in War 5

And fince the World knows none fo great as he.

None elfe (hall Lord of my Affe£tion be:

In fhorter Joys let other Maids delight,

Thofe Tranfitory Pleafures of a Nighty
But I more lading Happinefs defign :

In my Illuftrious Warrior's Heart to fliine,

Arid have my Name on his high Tomb Engrav’d,

This, this is (lie who Hannibal enllav’d.

Majf. Though I no dawn of Comfort can defery,

Yet in this hopdefs Love I will engage,

And ev’ry Thought of Royalty cad by,

Through all the World attend you as your Page:

For all my Pams I will not beg one Kifs,

That were to wrong your mighty Man of War*
Give a kind Look, and I will prize the Blifs

Above thofe Hopes which the Ambitious bear.

Roj. Since then you are refolv’d a while to wait,

As your firft Task, fhew me the Conful ftraight:

My Beauty, like a Comet, (hall arife,

That Template Lord of Nations to furprize, ^
I’ll Thunder in his Ears, and Lighten in his Eyes. J [Exeunt,

D SCENE
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SCENE, The Carthaginian Camp.

Hannibal is difcover'd in his Tent
•> fitting at a Table with Lights.

Han. How great’s the Care, the Toil and ling’ring Pain,

That racks a General’s Bread, and breaks his Brain

!

Argus a hundred Lights had, I but one,

Yet all the Day ’tis bufie as the Sun*
And all the Night ’tis watchful as the Moon.
When fliall I fleep from Noife and Bufinefs freed?

’Tis hufh’d, but Beauty Bufinefs does fucceed

:

Beauty, which Jove could draw from Heav’n s high Tow’r*
When Nymphs in Groves his Godhead Hoop’d t’ adore.

So much he lov’d Delight above Almighty Pow’r:
In his deep Blood the loft Contagion ran,

Staining his Son, that vaft Immortal Man,
The Great Alcides j who a Diftaff made
Of that huge Club, which Nations could Invade*

Would in his Mifirefs’s Glafs kind Looks devife,

Lefs’ning the Glories of his God-like Eyes,

And tun’d his mighty Voice to tender Cries.

Since Gods themlelves, and God-like Men have lov’d.

Why fhould not I with Beauty’s Charms be mov'd?
The higheft Pow’r has Love’s blind Mazes trod*

Then Hannibal love on, and imitate a God.

Enter Bomilcar.

Bomilcar here ? fo fuddenly return'd ?

You look as if your Journey you had mourn’d.

Bom. My Lord, we were difeover’d.

Han. Ha ! How then ?

Was your loft Freedom given you again?

Bom. The gen’rous Conful knowing who we were,

Commanded us to difllpate our Fear:

Then to his Officers gave ftrifl; Command,
To let us take a view of ev’ry Band*

But
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But fuch brave Men, and fuch drift Difcipline !

Han. You fpeak, Bomilcar> as you knew not mine.

Bom. My Lord, your Pardon, if I fay, thefe Eyes

Ne’er yet beheld fiich gallant Enemies.

When we had feen what might lefs Spirits damp,
He generoufly difmifs’d us from the Camp.

Han. This civil Brav’ry has oblig’d me fo,

I (hall to Battel with half Fury go*
Doubts enter here, which yet my Bread ne’er felt

:

Doubts beget Fears, and Fears my Courage melt.

But of my Love, Coufin, you nothing faid *

Is (he alive ? How I that Anfwer dread ! r*

Or is it poffible (he can be dead? ^

Bom. Though in the Search our utmod Wit effay'd,

We nought could hear of that illudrious Maid.

Han. Perhaps his Heart, for Temp’rancc fo Renownki,
From her all-conqu’ring Eyes might take a Wound,
And now he keeps her dole* which (hould he dare.

With Fire and Sword we’ll carry on the War.
Yes, we will indantly our Bodies join*

The World’s at dake, let it be his or mine,
Bom. Throw boldly at the Sum which the Gods fet

* ^
A hundred thoufand Lives at once are met,

That on your fide will all their Fortunes bet.

Enter Maherbal.

Mah. Come forth, my Lord, hade from your Tent,

Sights that may chill the fiery, daunt the bold *

Shrill Trumpets Eccho through the Arch of Heav’n,
Battels proclaim’d, and bloody Signals giv’n:

Two Suns their gaudy Chariots Curtains furl,

And at each other brandifh’d Lightning hurl*

Red Bolts ru(h darning through a bloody Sky
Wounding the Air, vad pointed Splinters fiy,

Immortal Spirits drop down, and feem to die*

A Hod of Heav’nly Warriors bright and gay,

Appointed dand, and ready for the Fray:

D 2

behold

In
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In Golden Arms their Aiming Chiefs appear,

Helmets and Shields of Diamonds they wear,

And Spears, with Stars of value fet, they bear.

Han. The End of all things fure is drawing nigh.

Mah. Through the void Place fwift Darts obliquely fly-.

Black fwarthy Demons hold a hollow Cloud,

And with long Thunder-bolts they drum aloud*

Their Trumpets all with Sun-beams are inlaid,

Where dreadful Sounds by fiery Breath are made*
Mountains are bury’d in the Womb of Earth,

A Grave they find where firft they had their Birth *

Our Houfliold Gods fweat as they (land, and all

Your Garlands from their Temples untouch’d fall.

A Wolf but now, his Jaws all bloodied o’er,

And by his fide a Savage foaming Boar,

Your Out-guards fac’d, and Slaughter there began*

Nor flopp’d they, but through all the Army ran*

'Till fatiated with Blood, the Monfters fled,

Vanilh’d from fight, and in dark Fcrefts hid.

Han. Lead to the Place from whence we may defery

Thefe dreadful Prodigies that fill the Sky.

Command our Priefts a Sacrifice prepare,

T’appeafe the angry Demons of the Air. \_Exeunt .

The SCENE drawn difeovers a Heaven ofBlood, two Suns, Spi-

rits in Battel, Arrowsfoot to andfro in the Air s Cries ofyield

-

ingBerfons, &c. Cries 0/ Carthage isfall
y
7i, Carthage, &c .

Re-enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar.

Han . What mean the Gods by thefe phantaftick Forms?
And unprovok’d, why do they raife fuch Storms ?

Mah. When dreadful Prodigies like thefe appear,

The fure Deftrudfion of fome State is near.

Our Gen’ral’s mov’d, his angry Looks dart Fire,

And noble Rage does his griev’d Soul infpire.

Han. Can this be true? Anfwer, ye Pow’rs Divine*

Shall in our Death the Roman Glory thine ?

Has
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Has Fate our Ruin fix'd? Is it decreed

That Carthage fall, and Hannibal muft bleed ?

Yet with unfhaken Souls our Doom we'll wait,

And perifli bravely, though unfortunate

:

Yes, ye malicious Powers, this Hannibal,

Whom you untimely to Deftruftion call,

Still what he was, fliall like a Soldier fall.

Let Hanno Oliver in the Arms of Death

>

But loud Reports fliall wait our parting Breath

:

We'll drown the talking Gods with our laft Cry,
And Earth fliall thunder back upon the Sky. \Exeunt .

A C T III. S C E N E I.

Scene, A Roman Camp

.

Enter Scipio, Lelius, Attendant

s

y Varro, Guard.

Scip.^ I ^IS ftrange that we no News from Cirta hear>

§ No Soldier thence?

Lei. N one, Sir, does yet appear.

Scip. 'Twere fit fome Tribune with our Horfe fliould go.

And the Intents of MaJJinijJ'a know.

Enter Rofalinda and Mafllna,

Rof. Where is the Gen’ral? By your Majefty,

And auguft Garb, you fliould the Conlul be

:

If fuch you are, I charge you fet me free.

Scip. Your ftrift Commands are told in fuch a way,

The Conful doubts whether he fliould obey >

Nor know I, Fair One, what, or whofe you are,

Wrongfully held, or Prifoner of War.

Rof. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads like mine,
5
Tis fit you ftraight my Liberty enjoin *

To
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To keep me here againft my Will* is wrong,
Since I to Hannibal the Great belong:

Dare you detain what’s his ?

Seif. We all things dare,

But would not willingly offend the Fair 5

None (hall prefume your Freedom to deny,

If with the Gift we way your Friendfhip buy.

Rof. My Friendfhip? No> to Death I hate you all,

All that bear Arms againft my Hannibal;

A Man fo great, I, though a Roman born,

Can, for his fake, my Friends, my Country fcornj

Who drives the Braveft of you from the Field,

As I in Cities make all Beauties yield.

Rome l (he’s not fit, though fhe her Head Jay down,
To be his Foot-ftool, when he mounts a Throne.

Seif. My yet unfhaken Soul, with Virtue bound,
No force ofWT

ar, or Love could ever wound:
But Mars and Cupid now at once appear,

And ftrike me with an Objeft fierce and fair.

How her Eyes fhine? what killing Fires they dart!

And all within I feel the fatal Smart.

Away with her, fhe is a Sorcerefs, go.

MaJJ. Stay, ftay, my Lord, remember file’s your Foe 5

Befldcs I love her * and if (he depart,

Or fuffer any Wrong, 'twill break my Heart.

By all thofe noble Promifes you made, [.Kneels f

When Afdrubal in Spain before you fled,

.
And I your Pris’ner was, you lov’d me then,

With Gold and Jewels fent me home again,

And hung about my Neck a Diamond Chain.

Scip. At your Requeft, fhe (hall not go, but ftay

With me.

Majf. With you? Difpatch her, Sir, away.

A Rival in my Love I cannot bear

:

Love-toys, my Lord, below your Greatnefs are,

They’ll take you off the Bus’nefs of the War.
Scip. Though War ufurp the Day, Love claims the Night,

At leaft well try this am’rous new Delight.
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Maff. Yes, you may try, but ne’er can pleafe like me *

You’ll ft ill be dreaming, Sir, of Vi&ory,

Of (forming Forts, and digging Trenches deep,

And call for Arms, and break your Miftrefs’s Sleep.

Rof The ferious Trifles of your Love adjourn.

For know I view you both with equal Scorn.

O mighty Hannibal

l

thou all Divine,

This Loyal Heart (hall never be but thine 5

How little thefe compar’d to thee ? how low ?

Scip. Trophies as great, and Conqueft we can (how,
Noble as thofe which his fam’d Arms adorn.

From as dire Dangers Viftory hath torn.

Rof. Tis true fome Glory you atchiev’d in Spain,

And Carthagina by Surprize did gain >

For your lace Conqueft poorly did conlpire.

Pretending Peace, you fet the Camp on Fire:

Yet you will loudly talk of Roman Fame,
When all your Eagles Dove-like flew fo tame

:

But Hannibal with Noife to War proceeds,

Makes the World ftart at his unequal’d Deeds >

He like fome rolling Whale, who as he laves.

With his bright Armory gilds all the Waves >

Daflies the frighted Nations from his fide,

That pale and foaming Fury far off ride.

O’er all the wat’ry Region does command

;

The Ocean’s Lord and Tyrant of the Land:
While your tame Legions, like the fmaller Fry,

Glide filent on, 2nd only twinkle by.

Scip . Take her, Maffina, bear her from my Tent,

To Freedom, Chains, to Death or Banifhment:

Bear her where I may never fee her more.

[Madina leads her off.

She’s gone, and now I am as heretofore,

My panting Heart with Third of Glory burns *

Fame flies before, and beck’ning Fortune turns,

Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and maflie Shields,

And all the wonted Objects Fancy yields,

Black Hills, and dufty Plains, and bloody Fields,

Enter
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* Enter Mahcrbal.

What art thou ? ’Tis the Conful fpeaks.

Mah. From Hannibal I come with you to Treat,

E’er Fortune half the frighted World Defeat:

The Grace which for his Spies you did command,
He thanks you for: But with his Sword in Hand*
He who ne’er yet a Parley wifh’d with Rome,

Since War is to the dreadful Upfhot come,
Would hold Difcourfe with you of the Earth’s Doom.

Scip. ’Tis granted* where’s the Place?

Mah. On Zama's Plain,

Attended only with Five hundred Men*
Soon as the Morn’s firft Blufhcs (hail appear,

Expeft the Terror of your Armies there.

Scip. Would it were done, the great Decifion made*
Rome Crown’d, and in the Duft great Carthage laid.

Enter Trebellius.

Treb . Laurels, and all the Trophies Conqueft yields.

Colours and Standards, bought with Blood in Fields,

King MaJJiniJJa does to Scipio fend,

His Goddike Mafter, and his Warlike Friend.

Scip . Relate in brief the Progrefs of his Arms,
Treb. Soon as King Syphax heard our dread Alarms,

He lent fome Troops of Horle abroad to fcout,

Which were by equal Numbers put to rout.

Urg’d with Defpair, and by his Charming Wife,

Whofe Beauty has been fatal to his Life,

He came in Perfon forth to end the Strife.

Our Battels join’d, and fiercely it was fought,

’Till to the laft Extreams our Troops were brought*

When MaJJiniJJ'a more than Man appear’d.

And with his overflowing Valour clear’d

Thofe mighty odds, which firft our Soldiers fear’d.
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Scip. Some wond’rous Afr of Fortitude was fliown,

Which could rcfettle Troops half overthrown.

Treb . Where e'er our Gen’ral turn'd Death mark’d his Look,
And whom he ey’d, with his cold Arrow ftrook*

Like fome vaft Flame he made his glorious Way,
And all about him Defolation lay*

Syphax, whofe Name he made to Heav'n refound,

With Cries of ecchoing Joys at laft he found,

Trembling, though with his Guards encompafs'd round >

Swift as Revenge could dart, he on him flew,

Whom from his Horfe with his Hands force he drew,
And pierc'd his Heart in both the Armies view

:

Which feen, with one confent the Soldiers fled,

As if all Hopes were writh their Monarch dead.

Sap. Cirta fhould after fuch a Lofs, in courfe.

Surrender to the Victor's dreaded Force.

Treb. It did, great Sir: To MaJJiniJJ'a now /
The graveft Lords with willing Homage bow -

9
*

Where, as I did amongft the foremoft ride,

’Twas wifh’d the Queen might prove the Victor's Bride.

Scip. I rather wifh thou cou'dft not Conqueft boaft.

And that the King were with the Battel loft.

To Cirta, Lelius, inftantly repair,

And make that fubtil Queen our Prifoner

:

If MaJJinijJ'a (hould oppofe you, fay,

'Tis my Command, who fwore you to obey. [.Exeunt >

Enter Hannibal, Maherbal and Bomilcar.

Han. My Rofalinda freed, and in my Tent?
But wherefore was that Stranger with her fent?

Thou haft a Tempeft rais’d within my Mind*
Speak, was this Youth fo Fair, and fhe fo Kind?

Bom. Your Rofalinda's Beauty did appear

Bright as Noon-day > all piercing, fprightly clear:

But he who led her feem'd fo foft and young,

As if that Pity handed Love along >

E And
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And Tears his blufhing Cheeks did fo adorn,

Methought the Sun came ufher’d by the Morn.
Han. Ceafe thy unwelcome Praife> what did (he fay ?

Bom. That (he would there for your Appearance (lay

:

P bow'd, and went, but being curious grown,

I flopp'd a while, to mark that Fair unknown:
When (he with languifhing Intreaties faid,

Is this your Love? Shall I not be obey'd

?

Be gone, be gone, if Hannibal fliould come,

And but fufpeft, Death were a certain Doom.
Han. Peace, Harbinger of Fate 5 with Ravens dwell,

Thy Tale at Midnight to the dying tell:

Oh ! it has pierc’d me like a poifon’d Dart,

Which by degrees infefts the Blood and Heart >

And now it higher mounts, divides my Head,
Where, like a Plague, its pointed Venoms fpread*

My Brain ten thoufand various Tortures turn*.

Now Agues chill me, and now Feavers burn.

Oh Rofalinda! Falfe, ungrateful Maid,
Am I for lofs of Glory thus repaid ?

But let’s away, to my Pavilion lead ^

That Ravifher of all my Hopes (hall bleed.

[
'Exeunt .

Enter Rofalinda and Madina.

Rof. Why will you flay? if you did ever love,

Let me conjure you, from this Place remove.

Majf. Permit me, as your Menial Servant, flay,

And near your Perfon figh my Life away

:

Is that fo much?
Rof. It cannot, muft not be,

That you (hould idly fpend your Hours with me

:

You, like the Golden Planet of the Day,
Should, as you rife, all glorious fet, all gay >

A gen’rous Pity does my Heart fubdue.

Which bids you now Eternally adieu.

Majf. Say, your Difdain. Alas! how can I part?

Methinks I go as if I had no Heart

:

But
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But fince you are refolv'd it mull be fo,

Near to Tome murm'ring Brook Pll lay me down 5

Whofe Waters, if they (hould too (hallow flow,

My Tears fhall fwell 'em up that I will drown.

Enter Hannibal, Bomilcar, Aiper.

Rof. MaJJina, flay j
I ftri&ly charge you live.

Han. Not Heav'n nor Earth can grant him a Reprieve,

Since Hannibal has vow’d that he (hall die

:

Bomilcar, bind him, bind him inftantly

:

Falfe Rosalinda

!

Bear him from my fight,

And fhaae his Beauties with Eternal Night.

Is it for this at laft we meet again ?

Wou'd you had (till the Coniiil's Captive been.

Rof. Oh Hannibal

l

can you refill my Tears?

What change is this your ftormy Temper wears?

He (hall not die, Bomilcar, Afper> flay,

'Tis I command you * dare you difobey ?

Han. Be gone, he dies who liftens to her Pray'r,

Pull off his Bracelets, let him Shackles wear,

With Fetters fret his foft and fupple Skin*

Too light a Pennance for fo foul a Sin. [Maffina is taken away.

Rof If Rofalinda yet has any part

Left in that cruel, yet renowned Heart,

This Stranger’s Freedom inftantly enjoin.

And you fhall ever be the Lord of mine.

Han. How dar’ft thou plead for him, falfe as you are?

Falfer, ifpoflible, than thou art Fair:

In his behalf no Interceffion make,

His Torments (hall be doubled for thy fake.

Rof Henceforth wrong'd Innocence from Courts retreat,

Thou bed, but rare Companion of the Great

:

Since thus abus’d, ah ! vifit them no more,

But reft thy Sorrow's at fome Shepherd's Door.
Han. Oh Guilt ! canft thou to Innocence appeal,

Who to this Youth fuch Kindnefs did reveal?
- *

* /r . # _v
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Rof If Pity Kindnefs be, I was mod kind,

Who all my Softnefs to his Griefs refign’d *,

And what but Marble Hearts could fee him mourn.
Yet fo much Sweetnefs with fuch Sorrows fcorn?

Han . Pity, like yours, that does fo fwiftly move.
Is the Forerunner of approaching Love.

Rof, Unworthy of the Honour you poflefs*

My Pallion’s great, wou’d I cou’d make it lefs

:

Know, moft unjuft and jealous, therefore vain,

For Jealoufie’s great Weaknefs in great Men*
My conftant Soul did for thy Glory wave
The Rich, the Young, the Beautiful, and Brave.

My Charms the cold and temp ’rate Conful felt,

Whilft Beauty’s Beams did fiercely on him play

:

The Froft, which long had bound his Heart, did melt,

And Love, like Sun-fhine, thaw’d his Ice away.

Han . Your Looks methinks have quite another Air*

Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been try’d,

So faint Love’s Colours in your Face appear.

Like Silks that lofe their Glofs by being dy’d.

Rof. That Scipioy nor this Prince, whom cruel you
Have bound, cou’d nothing on my Heart prevail,

Is as Heav’n’s high Decree moft juftly true >

And I am innocent, as thou art frail.

Han. Alas ! ’ewas Innocence to fay, Be gone,

If Hannibal fhou’d but fufpeft, you’re dead

!

Rof. Compaflion, for a Love I could not own,
Urg’d me to fpeak what you have heard was faid>

Therefore releafe him inftantly from Bands,

And yield him fafe into the Conful’s Hands

:

Without Delays or Murm’ring free him ftrait*

Or may your Laurels never more be green*

Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate,

Nor Rofahnda but with Frowns be feen.

Han. Stay, Madam, Hafte, the Captive Prince unbind*

My Heart, to others rough, the Soldier’s Crime,

As Rocks to Seas, or ftubborn Oaks to Wind,
Shall bow to you, as thofe muft yield to Time:
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Forgive my Temper, harden’d with the Steel,

In which I flood almoft Immortal Man,
’Till Love let fall a Blow that made me reel.

And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran

:

Can you forgive the Rudenefs ofmy Mind?
Rof. Forego your Jealoufie, and I’ll b$ kind.

Enter Malllna unbound

.

Han. May a ralh Man, wrong’d Prince, your Pardon crave ?

Maff. No, Sir, my Pardon you (hall never have*

For know, I hate thee on a double Score,

Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick Pow’r:
Princes who have like me difhonour’d been,

Should blufh to be diflionour’d fo again.

Fall, die, difpatch, to Fortune’s Malice bow,
Thy Royal Uncle would not own thee now.
Life proffer’d with the World I wou’d not take *

Yet I cou’d live for Rofalinda’s fake

:

Speak, Hannibal, wilt thou thy Share refign?

Rof. He may * but I can never part with mine.

Maff. How, never?

Rof. Never.

Maff. O unkind hard Heart

!

Love, when he (hot me, fure miftook his Dart,

Or chang’d with Death, whofe quick deftroying Shaft

Thus drinks my Blood, thus with a full deep Draught.

[
Stabs himfelf.

Rof. Hold, cruel Prince-, the Dagger from him wreft.

Han. Too late, alas! I drew it from his Breaft.

Rof. What have you done ?

Maff. Only my Body drain’d

Of that fick Blood, which Hannibal had ftain’d

:

What lefs than Death could I to Honour give?

And Love neglefted charg’d me not to live.

Now you may take him, take him to you all.

This cruel, haughty, happy Hannibal.

Han.
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Han. The bus’nefs of our Life’s a fenfelefs things

Why burns th’ ambitious Man to be a King?
Or to what purpofe does the Warrior call

For Arms? Or Gown-men buftle in the Hall?

Sport for the Gods, they whirl us here and there,

As Boys blow watry Bubbles in the Air.

My Help ?

Maff. Ah let me not be touch’d by thee.

If Foes may capable of Pity be.

Your Rofalmda feizc, and with her fly

To Golden Beds* embrace her faft, while I S>

Within my dark and dully Dungeon lie. b [Hies.

Han. Crouds of ill-boding Thoughts my Soul difmay.

His Body to the Roman Camp convey,

Hears’d in a Mourning Chariot, foftly tread,

And look fo fad that they may think you dead.

[They bear off the Body .

Rof. This your Sufpicion of my Honour was

:

See the Effe&s where Jealoulie’s the Caufe.

Ah cruel Victor, I could curie thee now*
Wilh all thy Lawrels blafted on thy Brow.
Love fickens, with this Deed, my Tranfports fade;

Would we were both in Earth’s low Cavern laid,

Curtain’d with lhady Horrors, where the Sun
And Stars their fiery Courfers never run, >
But all the Bulinefs of the World is done. J [Exit,
Han. Oh that my Heart her future State could find

:

Know to what Good or 111 this Life’s defign’d.

Prudence againll fuch Knowledge may advife

:

But who of all Mankind was always wife?

For the great Secret to the Gods I’ll go>
And if they fail me, fathom for’t below,

Though hid by Fate under a thoufand Rocks,
And drag it up by the dark jetty Locks.

Let it as ghaftly as a Gorgon come.
Stiff with the View, I will out-gaze my Doom.

The
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The SCENE the City of Cirta.

Enter King Maflinifla and Menander.

{
Trumpets Sound a lofty March .

K. Maf Was ever Vi&ory fo fwiftly won?
We fcarce had leifure to demand the Town

:

Their Gates were open’d with fuch hafte and fear,

As if our conqu’ring Swords Enchanted were.

Men. Syphax, the great Ufurper of your Throne,
Is to revenging Furies downwards gone :

In Hell’s low V allies grown the darkeft Weed,
And feels the Stings that make Ambition bleed.

K. Maf Straight to the Palace bid our Forces turn,

Where Sophonisba does her Lodes mourn.
We’ll vifit that Forfworn, Illuftrious Fair,

To let her fee how unconcern’d we are.

Men. Since you have promis’d that you would forfake,

Why fhould your Virtue needlefs Trials make ?

Love, though fcarce warm, within your Bofom pent,

Fann’d with her killing Sighs, may get a Vent:
Like Heat which ftifled in fome cloler fpace,

If any Air gets in, fires all the place.

K. Maf Dar’ft thou fufpeft? I fay, it cannot be:

Has Air, or its wing’d Rangers, Liberty ?

Loofe, like the Wind-, as the wide Ocean free-.

My enlarg’d Soul rolls wantonly along,

Can hear unmov’d the warbling Syren's Song*
Braving her Eyes, her Falfhood I’ll upbraid,

For thofe rude Wrongs (he on my Virtue laid.

Men. Your Majefty beft knows what’s fit to chufe>

I humbly offer'd what you may refufe.

K. Maf Perhaps my prefent Rage I may not keep>

For fhe has Words would make tfie Cruel weep >

And Charms as powerful as Circe's Wiles >

As ravifh’d Virgin’s Sighs, or Infant’s Smiles.

But
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But I more blind with Rage than (he with Tears,

Maugre the Cunning which her Sorrow wears,

Her Hopes will laugh at, and defpife her Fears.

The SCENE the Ralace.

Enter Sophonisba, Rezambe and Merna.

Soph. Rome and the World againft my Life combine;
Mcthinks Pm dill a Queen whilft this is mine.

Though MaJJiniffa has the King o’erthrown,

And his Victorious Troops poftefs the Town;
Yet Sophonisba is, and (hall be free,

Spight of the frighted Senator’s Decree.

They blufh to fee this Life fo glorious fhine>

And fear their Eagles Eyes (hould dazzl’d be with mine.

Merna, if I have ought from thee deferv’d.

Be grateful thus, and thou haft nobly ferv’d.

Mer. Not for the World.
Soph. Rezambe, thou art brave,

Strike, and the Carthaginian Glory fave.

How will the Juft, the Valiant, and the Wife,

Extol thy Virtue, and thy Courage prize?

Who durft the Softnefs of thy Sex forego,

And free thy Country with one defperate Blow ;

A Deed that will even Hannibal out-do.

Rez . Rather than I would live to fee thofe Hands,
Which Kings have kifs’d, fetter’d with Roman Bands;
That Body, like a Pageant Wretch adorn’d,

Gracing the Viftor’s Wheels your Greatnefs fcorn’d:

Rather than this endure, by all that’s good,

Pd bathe this Dagger in your Life’s warm Flood,

’Till the Haft reek’d with your Heart’s Royal Blood.

Soph. O thou moft noble, martial, worthy Maid,
If by thy Eyes my Soul could be furvey’d,

Thou wou’dft believe what cannot be exprefs’d,

How dear thou art to Sophonisba’$ Breaft.
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Thy Voice, like fad, but pleating Mufick flew;

Like dying Swans, ’twas fweet and fatal too.

Now ftrike, and bravely aft thy Tragick Part:

Juft here, ftrike through and through this wretched Heart.

Rez. Death’s our laft Remedy, as ’tis the worft

:

’Tis fit you try the Viftor’s Mercy firft.

Prince MaIJiniJJ'a lov’d you once ; who knows
But the fame Paflion in his Bofom glows ?

Blow it into a Flame ; try all your Charms;

Love laughs at brandifh'd Swords and glitt’ring Arms.
Mer. Never was Man like MaJJimjJa kind

;

By Nature mild, and am’roufly inclin’d.

Not vanquilh’d Syphax dying fell fo low,

As this charm’d Prince will to your Beauty bow.

Rez. Impu e<. Treachery you ought to clear;

Lee Guilt ftirink back, and Innocence appear

:

I’ll hide the Ponyard in my Robe; if he

Dooms you a Slave, this gives you Liberty.

Soph. When Breach of Faith join’d Hearts does difingage,

The calmeft Temper turns to wildeft Rage:

He thinks me falie, though I have been moft true;

And thinking fo, wliat may his Fury do?

Rez. His Trumpets Clangors make the Palace ring;

Here wait your Fate, and this Victorious King.

Enter King Maflinifta, Menander, Attendants.

K. Maf. Madam, I come to tell you that you are

No more a Queen, but Prifoner of War.

The King, whofc Lofs ’tis probable you grieve,

To whole lov’d Memory thofe Tears you give,

For Judgment is to Heav’n’s Tribunal gone

;

And now I come to claim my Father’s Throne.

You in the War have been Unfortunate;

Not but your Caufe deferv’d a better Fate.

Soph. Of Empire’s Joys to you a Gift I make,

More willingly than I aid ever take.
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Freely as ever Syphax made it mine.

To MaJJiniJf

a

I my Crown refign.

K. Maf. Not as your Gift * Crowns I fliould then dcfpife.

But as my Right by Birth and Valour’s Prize,

My Father Galla's Diadem 111 bear,

And all the Royalties of Cirta wear.

Soph. Thefe Springs of Grief Unkindnefs now fupplies.

K. Map. Syphax cfeferv’d that Tribute from your Eyes.

Soph. There is a Caufe more worthy of thefe Tears.

K. Maf. More worthy! what, than Syphax

?

for your
Did he not Fame and Empire Viftims make.
Giving Love over-meafure * when at laft.

He threw his Life up for you as a Caft ?

Soph. If what I fpeak might kindly be receiv'd

But Mifery can never be believ’d.

K. Maf. Not you believ’d ! O Gods, is it clear Day ?

So manifeft are all things that you fay.

Not you believ’d ! what harden’d Infidel

Shall dare to doubt the Oracles you tell?

Soph. I will, when Sorrow (hall permit me, fpeak $

But fure my Heart muft with Unkindnefs break.

1L. Maf ’Tis poflible* yet, Madam, e'er I go,

Exprefs your Will, for I have much to do

:

My Men I have not plac’d* my Father's Throne
We have not fill'd * I muft, I muft be gone.

Menander, do we Triumph ?

Men. Bravely, Sir*

All like your felf, and more than Conqueror.

Rez. Merna, we’re loft* with what a haughty Scorn

He turns away, and fmiles to fee her mourn

!

Soph. Are you not MaJJiniffa call’d ?

K. Maf I am.

Soph. Have you not heard of Sophonisba’

s

Name?
She who unmov’d your high Difdain endures*

Yet Sophonisba , who was always yours.

K. Maf. Oh Heav’ns!

Soph. Whom wafting Cares did all the Day devour,

Who watch’d all Night, counting each tedious Hour:
And never found that there were Joys in Pow'r

K.
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K.Maf Ha! Sophonisba! Yes, I knew her well,

That Angel fair, and lov’d her e’er (he fell.

Oh, Sophonisba, hadft thou but a Mind
Half beauteous as the Cafe where ’tis inflirin’d,

Thou wert but (he is dangerous to name

:

My Reafon’s fnatch’d by a tempeftuous Flame.

Menander, help

Or I (hall fink in the Abyfs of Thought,
My Vows, my Friendftnp, Glory, all forgot:

As when we launch into the Sea, the Land
Goes backward, with the Trees, and all the neighb’ring Strand

Men . Be gone, my Lord, you’re ruin’d if you (lay.

K. Maf. What, from the vanquiftfd (hall we run away?
Mer. Still there’s fome Hopes, fince at her Name he (hook y

And now he eyes her with a kindling Look.

Rez. With that laft Glance methought Love (hot him there

K.Maf Yes, Madam, this is Majfmiffa here

j

I am (to thy Confufion be it known)
A walking Grave, with Sorrows over-grown.

With rooted Cares, and every baneful Weed,
That nightly Watchings and pale Troubles breed.

Once I was free from thefe, and flouriftfd fair,

Like a tall Tree I bloftom’d in the Air,

My chearful Friends like Birds about me fung*.

Free from the Charms of thy deceitful Tongue,
And rip’ning Hopes blooming around me hung

:

’Till thou, fair Murd’refs, didft like Lightning fall.

And blafted Bloftoms, Branches, Root, and all

Soph. O, Majfyijfa, hear I this from thee?

Y^.Maf ’Tis equally a Truth from him or me,

Or any here: Why, Madam, not from me?
But if my Prefence (liould a Trouble prove,

I will for ever from your Sight remove.
Soph. Stay, Majfmiffa, ftay, my Life, my Soul 5

Why do your Eyes with fuch ftrange Motion roll?

Your-Fury in this Heart that loves you hide.

K.Maf Where does that Searcher of the Soul refide.
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Who through blind Tracks finds out a Woman’s Heart?

Lo here’s a Bar, a Stop to all his Art-, M
Who wou’d not fwear that fuch a Love was true ?

Soph. Do I not love you ? By the Gods I do.

K. Maf. Oh thou Diflembler ! Once this would haye done;

But all thy pra&is’d Wiles at laft are known,
juft fo (he talk’d, and fo fhe wept before.

And with that beauteous honeft Look (he fwore

:

Gods! if I ltay, I fliall believe again;

Farewel thou greated Pleafure, greated Pain.

Soph. By all our Loves, this cannot, mult not be;

Thofe cruel Words could not be meant to me.

To me, who love you with an Heart entire,

A Flame more lading than the Vedal’s Fire;

To me, who am indeed all one Defire.

Ah Prince, thy Love is all my Light and Health,

The Treafure I would hoard, my only Wealth :

Take not that from me.

Y^.Maf. ’Tis but vain Delay.

Soph. Unkindly urg’d; why do you turn away? \Kneeh.
You fliall not go, ’till you have left me dead

:

My Tears ’till now were never vainly flied.

O hear my Sighs, my Vows, ye Pow’rs above,

If any Pow’r like me could ever love,

Let loofe your Fires, arid thaw this frozen Heart;

And thou, dread God of Love, try ev’ry Dart,

You fha’not dir,

K. Maf. What means this rifing Flood? [JVeip?,

Soph. Nature will dart at fuch Ingratitude
^

Revenge on after Ages this Difgrace,

And only Monders make of Human Race:
Inhuman thou.

Y^.Maf She fliall not; yet flie fliall;

She grafps my Heart, and cries, (hell have it alb

’Tisfo, her Eyes refidlefs Magick bear

;

Angels I fee, and Gods are dancing there.

Rife, Madam, rife > each Sigh, each foft’ning Glance,
Lulls my loud Wrongs; Pm hufli’d, and in a Trance.

Men
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Men. His Sighs flow from him with fo ftrong a Gale,

As if his Soul
4 would through his Lips exhale.

Soph. Could you be thus? On your poor Miftrefs frown ?

What was my Fault, alas] What have I done?
Nothing; why, nothing; only this thou art,

My Life, my Soul, my Spirits, Blood, and Heart;

Whofe Hand’s leaft thrilling Touch does pleafe above

The very Aft of any other Love.

Gods, how flie charms ! none fure was e’er like thee

;

Nor wild as I : Storms borrow Rage of me.

But thou art foft* and fweet, and filent all,

As Births of Rofes, or as Blofloms fall.

Soph . This Rofe that flicks fo near, your Heart will fade,

When planted by your Hand in Death’s cold Shade.

K. Maf. By mine ! Not Savages would harm thy Breaft;

Oil whofe refrefhing Pillows Jove might reft, C
And with Immortal Sweets be ever blefs’d. j
So Fair, ’tis well thou art not Faithful too;

I could not bear my Blifs, if thou wert true.

Soph. Think me not falfe, though I did Syphax wed.
Who ever was a Stranger to my Bed.

Forc’d by my Father’s pofitive Command,
I muft confefs I fuffer’d him my Hand

:

Heaven curfe me if I ever granted more

;

Could I be his, having been yours before?

K. Maf. Why do you flop? ftill as a Statue low
I ftand, nor fhall the Wind prefume to blow.

Speak, and it fhall be Night; not one fhall dare

To flgh, though on the Rack he tortur’d were.

Nor for his Soul whifper a dying Pray’r.

Soph. Make your Love long, and let it burn lefs faft

:

Thefe fudden Raptures are too hot to laft.

K. Maf. Right, Madam; long if we fuch Joys fhould feel,

The furious Tranfports of Delight would kill.

Menander, to the Temple lead away.
By my clear Fame this is our Marriage-day.

Soph. Your Fame does far above all Cenfure fit.

Free from the Taunts of low repining Wit,
Kings,
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King?;, though they err, fhould never be arraign’d
>

But if I yield my Glory will be ftain’d.

What will the World report of fuch a Bride,

Who marry’d the fame Day her Husband dy’d?

K. Maf. Since Seipto is your mortal Enemy,
It mud be fo upon Neceflity.

Who yet will not moleft you being mine.

Soph. Then to the Gods let me my Breath refign.

K. Maf. Can you confent, rather than be my Wife,

To hazard Honour, Liberty, and Life?

Soph. But, Sir

Y^.Maf But, Madam, fay what you can fay,

You ought not, muft not, and I cannot flay*

One Minute more carts both our Lives away.

Soph. Know, mighty Prince, I was, and am the fame*
And though the World this Aft may juftly blame,

I will be yours, and in that Way you name.

But firft, by all the Gods and Glory, fwear.

Rather than yield me up Rome's Priloner,

That you fome fatal Token will prefent.

To free me from inglorious Punifhment.

K.Maf. I fwear by Heav’n, by Glory, and by Arms,
By fomething more, by your own Conqu’ring Charms,
You fhall be ever from the Romans free*

Or I by Death will give you Liberty.

Soph. Now lead me where you pleafe.

K. Maf. A Tafte of Blifs.

The God of Marriage feal our Vows with this
> \_KiJJes

Nectar, and Flames, the Sweets of Hibla grow,
About her Lips Ambrofial Odours flow.

Let melancholy Monarchs Counfel take,

Wed by Advice, and fullen Nuptials make*
But I prefer what thus my Arms infold,

To all the Wealth that Earth or Seas can hold,

To Rocks of Diamonds, or to Hills of Gold.

Spight of proud Rome> and all her haughty Mien,
She was my Miftrefs, and (hall be my Queen.
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. .

Bellona’r Temple.

An Altar is Jhown with a Soldier lying upon it, arm'd all but his
Head: Aglave, Cumana, ftanding each upon a Tripos, with
Daggers in their Right Hands, and Cenfers in their Left.

’dtgla. f^’ER we our Solemn Rites begin,

1

The Sacred Cavern purge from Sin

:

About the dreadful Altar go*
About it Incantations blow.
Cum. The dire Oblation thus we drain,

And with his Blood our Temples ftain

:

The Screech-Owl warns us with her Note,
Strike your Dagger in his Throat:
Gafli him deep, and fuck his Blood;
Prepare his frighted Ghoft a Shrowd.

/Igla. Rife, ye Sulph’rous Flames, arife;
Confume the baleful Sacrifice

:

That ofitfiis Allies we may take.
And clotted Cinders with ’em rake.
And Viands for Bellona make.

Cum. Our Goddefs fmil’d
; ’tis done, ’tis done ;

The Romans have the Battel won

:

From yonder Battlement of Heav’n,
I faw the Carthaginians driv’n.

They fly, they fly: The Conful there
Purfues ’em through long Trafts of Air

:

He puts their General to rout;
And drives ’em like a Storm about.
Agla. Our Goddefs (hall have Death enough;

Her Shrine with Fat of thoufands fluff

;

With goary Heads her Altar fill:

And Tuns of Blood upon ’em lpill.

Enter
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Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar.

Cum. But lo, who comes? what, what are thefe,

That pry into our Myfteries?

Speak, fpeak, Aglave j I'll be gone, ^
Their Bufinefs know, I’ll come anon : s
The Fit of Prophecy’s come on. j
Our Goddefs does the Tunnel wind,
And facred Horrors (yse11 my Mind. [Exit.

Agla. What are y^u ? and what is it you would know ?

Han. Men call me Hannibal, Rome's dreadful Foe*.

Who after many Battels loft and won,
Refolve to perifli, or my Conqueft Crown.
One Day the World’s great Empire muft decide*
But, what the Gods and that great Day provide,
We wifh to know, who dare the worft abide.

Agla . Cumana to the facred Tunnel cleaves.

Her Breaft enlarg’d, the Goddefs now receives,

And now (he rages like a Bacchanal,

With Fury’s afred, rends the Holy Veil

:

Full of the Deity, about fhe roams,
Stares, Gapes, and on the hallow'd Curtain Foams:
Cuts her hot Flefh, grovels upon the Ground,
Sings, Dances, kicks the Golden Tripods round.

I

Enter Cumana fcratching her Face, ftabbing a Dagger into

her Arms : Spirits following her

.

Sings.

Beneath the Foplar's Shadow lay me

i

No raging Fires will there difmay me

:

Nearfome Silver Current lyings

Under fleepy Foppies dying

.

I fwell, andam bigger than Typhon e'er was

}

With a ftrong Band of Brafs, O bind me about

:

Left my Body jhould burfi, for the Secret to pafsy

And a Vent being given, the Fury got out.

1
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I cannot, I will not be vex'd any longer j

While I rage, Igrow weak, and the Goddefs growsflronger.

Shefpeaks.

If Hannibal to Zama tend,

His Valour Scipio fliall commend.
And near Bagrada, on the Plain,

There lhall be thoufand Romans flain.

Thou with thy old Italian band

Shalt put the Conful to a Hand.

Sings.
'

Hark, hark, the Drums rattle,

Dub a dub to the Battle

.

Tararara, Tararara the Trumpets too rattle.

Now, now they come on, andpell mell they mingle

.

What rufling and bufling *

Andfplinters ofLances with broken Armsjingle,

Gold Trappings, bright Bevers, Swords, Bucklers and Daggers ?

Thefont Manflies on, and thefaint-heartedflaggers .

See, the Saddle-Girts burfl.

And the Gen'ral's unhorfl ,

But he rallies again.

And brings up his Men,
Spight ofForttine and Fate,

And the Gods that oppofe i

He hacks, and he hews.

Through the Hearts ofhis Foes.

Ceafe, Goddefs, ceafe, thy Servant to torment*

My Lungs are with Prophetick Fury fpent

The ftruggling Fates within my Bofom turn,

And Heav’nly Fires my trembling Heart- firings burn.

When will thy Godhead let me reft,

Too mighty for a Mortal Breaft ?

G Agla ,
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Agla . Cumana> to a Period hafte:

You fhall have Eafe when you have done*

And fweet refrelhing Slumbers tafte,

Upon the borders of the Moon.

A 'Dance of Spirits.

Cum. Lo afar off the curfs’d Bythinian Band,

A poyfon’d General rules upon the Sand.

Gods, how he fwells! how bloated is his Look!
Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took. \Exit
Han. Shall Romans fall by Carthaginians Swords,

And Carthage fink? what mean thefe myftick Words
A foolifh Bard as much as this might tell* f
Or a white Witch, without the aid ofHell. A
More I mud know* fpeak Rofalinda’s Doom:
Let all the lofles of a Batfd come,
May Scipio in the Dull our Glory foil,

Well bear the Frowns of Mars, if Cupid fmile.

Agla. Too curious Mortal, leek not what, once known,
May fnatch your Sleep, and make you ever groan.

Your Fate crowds back, and would not come in view*
Do not too far th’unwilling Gods purfue

:

Like one, who rafhly dares give Spirits chace.

They fly a while to fome dark ruin'd Place,

Through Caverns run, through Cloyfters dodge him round,

Or dance before him over Fairy Ground 5

’Till urg’d too far, a Face all pale and fad

Turns quick upon him, and the Fool runs mad.
Bom. Let’s go, my Lord* I am not us’d to fear.

And yet methinks I aread to tarry here.

Mah. Heaps of the Slain I often have beheld.

And with my Battel-Ax have Hundreds fell’d *

Yet here I’m fhaken, th’Objeft’s too funeft,

I’d rather fee a Jav’lin at my Breaft.

Han . Aglave, by your Goddefs Arms I fwear,

We will not from the facred Cavern ftir,

Till
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’Till youXavc c^car,<^ rny Doubts * though ev’ry Star

At you/oread Call ftart from his flaming Sphere*

Thoughfrom her Orb, clofe mantled in a Cloud,

The/loon Aide down to wander in this Wood

*

Though with your Charms the Sun diflolve in Blood

:

J/thom the Depth of Deftiny below,

And all the Terrors of your Magick fliow.

Agla. Beneath thofe burthen’d Branches ftand,

Safe from the Spirit I Command.
Arife, appear thou whom his Soul does love*

His Heart with vifionary Horrors move.

Rofalinda rifes in a Chair
,
pale^ with a Woundon her Breaft $

two Cupids defcend\ and hang weeping over her .

Han. Shall Rofalinda then untimely die?
5
Tis falfe* and all thefe damn’d Deceivers lie.

Facing thy Fate, with my Sword drawn I’ll ftand.

Back’d with my Conquering old Italian Band *

With the fame haughty Fiercenefs rufhing on,

Which the Saguntins City thunder’d down

:

Like Troy’s young Hero;
Who, while the World about him did admire.

His Father bore through Night, Death, Blood and Fire,

Spite of oppofmg Hell, and War’s worft harms;
So will I bear my Love upon my Arms.

Bom. To Horfe, my Lord* and leave this curfed Place,

Let’s go, and inftantly the Conful face.

Mah. No more in this damn’d Sorcerefs confide;

Permit my Sword her Body to divide:

Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head,
And her black Brains upon the Altar filed.

Han. We’ll go, Maherbal, with to Morrow’s dawn,
On the vaft Plain our Squadrons (hall be drawn:

Yet for fome minutes Battel fhall decline*

We’ll fee this Conful e’er our Bodies join*

And ifon equal Terms a Peace may be.

For Carthage fake I’ll court my Enemy.
G 2 Bom.
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Bom. ’Tis juft you ftiould Deliberation take.

With Caution deal, and manage the laft Stake.

Mah. Your Armies are the Cards which both mult pi*
v

At leaft come oft
7
a Saver, if you may.

Han. But like Sol’s OfF-fpring, fwell’d with dang.rous Fues,

He to the Management of all aipires

:

Alone the Scepter of the World would fway,

Alone would rule the fleav’n, and drive the Day.

Like that indulgent God, I’ll firft advife

;

Shew him the Tracks through which Ambition flies:

If deaf to all, let him afeend the Throne,

Snatching at Glories which mult weigh him down ;

Like Jove we’ll tofs him from his glift’ring Chair, >

Sing’d in the Clouds, hilling through liquid Air, <*•

• i i 1 t J1 1 !1-« _ C 11, m/t Cr., « ^
And dart him headlong like a falling Star. \Exeunt.

Enter Scvp\o> meeting Lelius difarm’d , \ arro, Trebcllius.

Scip. Lelius return’d! and fad ! Tell the Event.

Lei. Too late, my Lord, I was to Cirta fent:

For e’er fome thoufand Paces got from hence,

I Majfmijja met, that wretched Prince

:

Not as I us’d, arm’d with a Warrior’s grace.

Like Mars when thund’ring on the Plains of Thrace:

But in a Chariot drawn by Milk-white Steeds,

Like foft Adonis driving through the Meads ,

And Sophonisba leaning on his Breaft,

Like Venus with her wanton Fluntfman bleft.

Scip. Are thefe his Vows? Some new way we mult try;

Rather than live dilhonour’d, he Ihall die.

Lei. Soon as the Tyrant Syphax was o’erthrown,

With Menaces he forc’d the frighted Town

:

Which enter’d, ftraight he to the Palace flew.

Forgetting all his Vows, he lov’d a-new j

The Conquer’d did the Conqueror fubdue.

In fhort, her Tears, and Beauty won fo far,

In view of all the World he married -her.

}

They
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doth *££ P]ai0i

Sacnhce for B,°°d «. [£.M4,

£«/« King Mallini/la, Sophonisha..

wLmf"T°''™ tteraighfy reft

h ‘s Brealtr

S wi SCfSlSifeSr™eFThou Soul of Love! all charmino-
Whole very Look dnWc n Excellence !

Does all the BIeifinaS of the*Go hence>

Why dOft ,ho„ 1 n
G
0t;fc-

(

Heart Pantj or caufe thee fhed I TV%>£. Alas, my Lord, ’twere betrer r
Te

f' ,In my cold Grave fife from rZc £ 1
7ere deac?>

Rather ten thoufand Racks let me
^

'

’tI" true

Ce

tI r

brOUg
u
ht Xnf° the fWr.

Defend me™ y°U haVe dcep!y fworn y°u wou’d

Or mayfbyfome
7
Sward mangkd lye

Soph , I know not what the C'nrlc
But >tis molt certain I am near my End:

7°U WtCndi

&

Not
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Not that Death’s darkeft Horror I can fear }

t,,y Rcft’

'

And caff thy Melancholy on this Breaft.

This Heart is ever thine.

,/^nSu7bSk—but you will keep your Word,

M7„urSL> yet HraVn aud you know beft,

^nnie furfeit with their Love, as on a Feaft,

And then they loach when onee 'hey|re famtedr

t>
r vnu>ii remember me when I am dead,

Khefe dear Eyes Co endleft Shade^ov d.

None e’re will love you fore as I have lov d.

Enter Trebellius.

Tret. Guards ware without -My Lord, you muft ref,go

SafeS may’ll with Thunder play, kefs Free,

Grapple with Death, a Peftilence invade,

With all his fatal purple Pomp array d.

Trebellius goes to feize her, Maffinifia kills him

Treb. Cut off in my foil Growth ! curie on your Strife }

To die thus, when I bufmeffhacl for Life .

Juft Scipio will revenge my Death
> ^'

var
’ [Dies.

11 walh thy GuiltU
Who durft the r-ancor of thy Heart di p ay,

And fully with rude Hands the fo^ft Piece

That the
y

Gods ever drew. Your Troubles c

Pm in ;
and now no hope of Safety s mg ,

Yetftill a King, we will attended die.

Like a brave Merchant, , ff . if.c

Who, when his long-tofs’d ioaded Veffel t

Againft fome Rock, and with loud Horror iplits.
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?hlg
fr

f
fr

0n
^
Cask

f
C which does *11 contain,Then fearlefs, (hoots himfelfinto the Main-

fy
on
Jy

Wealth, my All,

Th
C

r
C nUm r°US flain at Iaft muft fellThe Nolie comes near: Here fafe, retire from View-Glory and Love fhall teach us what to do.

Enter Scipio, Lelius, Varro, Guards.

Z,e/. Trebellius flain ! and in a Woman’s -Caufe

»

?Jf
me

fl

to our difgrace to Honour’s LawsWhat flames ofMifchieffrom this fpark might rife?Tis juft with Rigour you his Fault chaftife

Tif^r
^Cl

t
thou lhalt dearly buyThy ill-got Love, and fatal Gallantry

1 V

R
Ur
fc°

n m
ru
WZnt

°r
Ways’ hask in her Charms }By MarSi (he is a Victim to our Arms.

King Maflinifla meets him.

,,
7^5

* ^our high Difpleafure in your Face I fnyWhen rteg’car fr°rS; great Zngetsrigb"'
1 he Fad I muft confefs, done in defence

&

°f
c?!

au
!? wrong’d, and hejplefs Innocence.

!>ctp. Where is that fair Incendiary fled ?E er to extreameft Rigour we proceed,
'

I ftnftly charge thee bring her forth to bleed:

a

r
?
n

.

t

£
C

,

r 0̂11 * WIH Vengance take;
And Pcri(h thy Miftrefs’s fake.

If bv fhfrf
h grC

r
dy J°y 1 °ffer y°u m7 Life,If by the Gods you fwear to free my Wife^

NnrtJZ l
no

!
for her fake tore to die,Nor will I give her Life or Liberty.

For Rome, not for your fake, this War was wag’d.You only as a Voluntier engag’d :

g ’

Therefore what ever Towns, or Captives, fall
Into your Hands, they are the Romans all.

47

K. Maf.
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K. Maf. Then thus I draw ;

think it not Infolence,

For it’s not meant, Sir, in my own Defence;

But to preferve a facred Innocence.

From their bright Thrones perhaps the Gods will glide,

And range themfelves in Battel on my Side:

Beneath a Caufe fo juft I cannot fall

;

I, and the Gods, will fight it with you all.

Scip Thou deem’ ft thy Luft an Aclion great and good;

Death ought to cool this Feavcr in thy Blood.

With me contending, againft Fate you ftrive,

Yet I will Pity (hew : Take him alive.

K. Maf. Inglorioufly you have a Conqueft made.

That Breaft my tim’rous Arm durft not invade^

My Heart, though prompted by her pow’rrul Charms,

Fainted before the Mafter of my Arms.

Nor Ihall you yet my Soul’s lov’d Treafure reach,

My Body thus dams up the narrow Breach:

And he who dares

Rafhly on this forbidden Earth to tread,

I’ll grafp his Soul, I’ll fpurn him to the dead.

t

Trumpets within, enter Menander,

\

Scip. What means this mournful Noife, whofe Tragick found

With folemn Horror docs my Thoughts confound?

Men. O, facred Sir.

Scip. What, Soldier, all in Tears?

Men. Sorrow her felf clofe Mourner now appears:

The Prince MaJJina {lain; fee blafted there

The Hopes you lov’d, the Darling of the War.

That beauteous Captive who with you did treat,

He to the Carthaginian Camp did wait

:

Where Hannibal,
of’s Beauty jealous grown,

Caft him in Bands; but when his Birth was known,

As foon unbound;.but then Defpair did move,

Defpair of Glory, and Defpair of Love

:

Which when theRoval Youth had raflily weigh d,

And Fate with murm’ring Thoughts a while delay d

;
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A Poniard from his Robe unmark’d he took,

And to his Heart the deadly Weapon ftrook.

Scip. Behold, of furious Love the dire Event

!

Yet, MaJJinijfa, wilt thou not repent?

Behold the Pledge you left, for your Default,

By Heav’n’s high Juftice to Perdition brought. .

K. Maf. Was ever Man thus wretched, and durft live?

Yet will I not one Tear to Nature give >

Left Bankrupt-like I lavifh what’s not mine*

Since all my Stock of Sorrow, Love, is thine.

Scip. Remove the Prince’s Body from his fight,

Left too much Grief (hould to Diftrattion fright.

Yet if thou’lt bring her forth, we will forget

This daring Ra(hnefs, which is Paflion’s heat-.

Thy Glory with frefh Laurels we’ll advance,

And with due Praife thy valiant Afts inhance

:

Thy Pile ofHonour this Right-hand (hall build.

Why doft thou weep?
K. Maf. Becaufe I dare not yield

:

No, Sir, my Love I never can betray,

Though you have touch’d me in the nobleft way.
Scip. Canft thou both Promifes and Threats refufe?

K. Maf. Death, and what’s worfe, you only bid me chufe.

Scip. Bring forth thy Love, and Life thou malt enjoy.

K. Maf. Is that a Life? Your Purpofe adt* deftroy

:

Turn all your Jav’lins points againft this Bread*
But let it not of Love be difpofleft.

Scip. Muft I, who can command, thus vainly fue?

K. Maf. My ftubborn Heart De^th only can fubdue.

Scip. Then take that Death which you fo little dread.

Enter Sophonisba.

Soph. Stay, Tyrant, hold*, firft thou (halt ftrike me dead,*

Come on, with thy brave Sword rip up my Bread,

And fix my panting Heart on thy proud Creft*

There let it-hang, thy Valour’s Trophy grown,

To all the wond’ring World let it be fhowri

:

That none but Fools the Conqueft may deplore,

While all the Brave admire the Conqueror.

H A
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A Conqueror fo great, with one foie Blow,

He cou’d even Hercules himfelf out-do.

O Heav’ns ! he durft attempt, (what fhall I fay ?

What Words his Heart’s fierce Grandeur can difplay ?)

In heat of Blood he durft a Woman flay

!

Sap. When Ladies rail, a Soldier fhould be mute

:

Befides, I have no Leifure to difpute.

As.Helen did to Troy Perdition bring,

Where e’er you come your Eyes Deftruftion fling.

When will your thirfty Charms with Blood be cloy’d?

Two Kings you have, like that fair Greek, deftroy d,

Spight of your Pride, you fhall to Rome be led -»

And there, for all your Witchcrafts, lofe your Head.

Soph. On with thy Threats, thy violent Courfe purfue.

Enjoy thy bloody wifhes, Tyger, do ;

Barbarian, for in Rome thou wert not born *

By fuch a Wretch her Glories are not worn,

Unlefs when drefs’d up to be Sacrific’d

:

To thee, the Moors and Goths are civiliz’d

:

Gorge thy felf, Saturn, make my Flefh thy Food,

And laugh when thou art drunk with a Queen’s Blood.

K. Maf. All will be well; fair Excellence, retire;

Add not frefli Fuel to the dying Fire.

Soph. To you, and Heav’n, my Heart mull ever bow;

Conful, with thee I am not angry now.

Sap. Obferve, ungovern’d Prince, with how much eafe

This Royal Foe we, if we wou’d, might feize;

Yet, on your Promife that fhe fhall not go

’Till we the Fate ofWar at Zama know.

We will permit her in your Tent remain.

But oh, my Friend, break this inglorious Chain

:

Contrive fome means to keep your Faith with me

;

And fet your Heart from that curfs’d Charmer free. [Exit.

K. Maf. O rigid Honour, muft we fepflate then !

Lofe all the fweets of Life to purchafe Pain

!

Men. If fhe were dead, your Glory were fecure.

K Maf But cou’d I then this wretched Life endure?
Without
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Without her live? It’s fatal to refufe,
And Glory ruins me if Love I chufe.
What Help, Menander ?

’Tis the fport of Heav’n,
When Ships on Rocks are in the Harbour driv’n •

Having through thoufand ftormy Dangers pafs'd

'

Pro'Pea ofyour Blifs, you’re wrack’d at laftK Maf. Like one, who, having Tcap’d the Waves, arrivesTofome lone Rock, and there more wretched lives-
Half famifli d, on the ragged Flint he ftands,

’
' _Vlewing with wat’ry Eyes the diftant Strands, t

And, paft his Call, Men walking on the Lands : \With Sighs he Avells the Wind ; and looking round.
Mourns his fad Choice, or to be ftarv’d or drown’d {Exeunt

Han.

ACT v. SCENE I.

Enter Hannibal and Scipio.

T.thou the Chief whom Men fam’d Scipio call?
Art thou the much more famous Hannibal

t

nan. oince by our partial Fate it is ordain’d,
That L who have fuch dreadful Battels gain’d,
That Torrent like, which from fome Mountain falls,Ran from the Cloudy Alps, to Rome’s proud Walls,
Shou d now at laft for Peace inglorious fue ;
I tLank the Gods that they have chofen you
To reap that Honour by this Interview.

Sap. In civil Praife, and from Co brave a Foe,
True Courage does a fence ofPleafure fliow:
Thy Words infpire me with fuch vaft Delight,
Twill fcarce be more to vanquilh thee in Fight
Han. ’Twas much the Gods to our Fore-fathers gave,

1 hat you Ihould Italy, we Africk have }

Our Africk Arms much Roman Blood has fpilt,
And Carthage has the Roman Fury felt:
What fay’d thou, Scipio, is it Peace or War?
Th’ Invafion made by us we will repair

:

H 2
We’ll

l
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We’ll give you Cicily ,
Sardinia, Spain,

And all the Wands which our Arms did gain,

’Twixt Italy and Africk, on the Main

Thy boiling Courage does to W ar incline,

And Glory more than Profit you defign-.

Such Fortune once did on our Genius flame:

But lon CT Experience, and the Chance ofW ar,

Makes me at prelent certain Peace prefer.

Graft) not at Scepters which may turn to Ro .

To Dav is yours,*to Morrow is the Co
, _T

Scip
Y
ThIt your late Landing upon Leptts Coaft,

Reftor’d thofe Hopes which drooping Carthage loft,

All mull confefs •, we know you are that Man,

Whofe Glory to the utmoft Thule ran i

Born in a Winter’s Camp, m Battels bred,

whilft vet a Stripling durft an Army head ,

Whofe very Na£e wold make the **«« mourn,

todforSPdead Groans from ev'ry hoUow Urn

:

The boldeft Senators began to droop i

Yet when all fainted, I alone flood up.

And fac’d that Storm which threaten d from af ,

Shot Warmth, and rofe upon em
^rL’d

Tn Africk came, and in few Months retriev a

In tta your Arms for many Years arch.ev d.

Peace I refufe, unlefs you ofter more

.

You e ye nought yet but what was ours before.

Stme Xhe nlghbour Kings out Atons eye,

It reds at lad we Ihould our Fortune try

,

AegWbus^WdrouldW

I“^;^db

.ho

B
u

a

cotc°,IeSon,
,

Twfe by whofe .Force his Father was o^hrown?

Scipio, thou may’ ft too lute repent thy Pride,

gSSS'ZSZZ&£&£« Harms

SSr Sword, AWto, broken b, my Arms:
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Remember great Etnilius (lain by me

}

And then think laft what may thy Fortune be.
E’er yet the Day be done,
Mf ith Seas of Gore we’ll drown the neighb’ring Wood •

And yonder Sun (hall fet in Roman Blood.
Sap. Prepare to hear thy laft, thy laft Alarms.
Han. In Battel we (hall meet : To Arms, to Arms. [Exe

Enter Rolalinda in Man's Apparel.

R°f\ Th
,

us drefs’d, and with this warlike Weapon drawn,W hat binders but an Army I lead on ?O cruel Nature, why didft thou difgrace
So brave a Spirit with a Female Face?
All Women wou’d, but Cure no Woman can,
Be chang’d into the Lordly Creature Man.
However, with this Garb I fit my Mind,
Whofe high Ambition has great things defign’d

:

1 11 out, and ichafe, if Hannibal fucceeds •,

And ifhe falls, then Rofalinda bleeds.

Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar.

Han. Both Wings are loft, the. Carthaginians yield,
fierce Cams Lelius drives ’em through the Field:
The Gauls and the Ligurians quit their Ground }The MaJJiJilian King does all confound

:

With fuch (wife Force his Arms our Troops aflail,
As Hurricanes tofs Showers, and fcatter Hail.
Bom. Wild as our Elephants, about he raves,

And tramples on thofe mercenary Slaves,
Who fcouring through the Field avoid his Stroke,
And fly like flocks of Doves before a Hawk.
Mah. Your valiant old Italian Troops ftand faft,

Refolv’d to fight your Battel to the laft.

The Conqu’ring Conful riding o’er the Plain,
With all his Officers and braveft Men

:
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The Hajlati and Triarii this way comes.

With Trumpets founding, and with beat of Drum .

Han. Aufpicious Juno, thou that didft eer-w

Favour our Caufe, and on our Carthage_fmile,

Profper our Arms this bloody dreadful Day,

And Hannibal (hall the Foundation lay

Of fuch a Temple, facred to thy Name,

As ne’er was found in the Records ofFam , [
Exeunt .

Enter King Maflinifla, Lelius.

K Maf. Their Flight has wing’d the Cowards; let ’em fly,

Not worthy by fuch Conqu’ring Swords to die.

Tis time we to the Conful (hould repair,

Rejoin our Forces, and conclude the War.

SCENE of Hannibal and Scipio fighting, *** Conffl gives
S

ground: Enter K. Maf. and Lei. and beat Han. off.

Scip Gods, what prodigious Valour have you fent,

And what Rewards are worthy to prefent

.

With whafimpetuous fwiftnefs Fortune’s Wheel

Turn’d with thy Strokes ! how did the Valiant reel

!

Lei. As when fome diftant Lab’rer hews an Oak,

We fee his Arm rais’d for a fecond Stroak,_

F’er the firft Blow’s Report can reach our Ear;

So flash’d our Senfe; nor could it reach him there.

SaP° Th’Italian Troops (hrunk from his Marfhal Fire,

But Hannibal himfelf did laft retire

.

Whoma'bold Band of Huntfmen having found,

And dar’d to roufe, he rolls his Eyes around,

Lalhino- his Sides, and tearing up the Ground,

With Trouble from th’ unequal Skirmilh goes,

Majeftick ftalks, and turns upon his hoes:

So from the Fight went the great General,

Proud in his Lofs, and rifing from his Fall.

}

[Exeunt.
T7 vi tcT
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Enter SoUiert skirmi/iing, Rofalinda falls.

This Heart, this Youth and Beautv only thine >
Pride and Negleft on ev’ry Lover hurl’d.
Scorn d him that Conquers thee, and all the World ?From me, loft Hero, learn, be great, and die

:

The Brave fliould bleed for lofs of Vi&ory.

Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar.
Han. Carthage is loft, and Hannibal overthrown.What is there left that we may call our own >

The bleeding World Rome does by Conqueft claim

y« rfr
s th

;l’
rize™h

=

’

Yec fpight of Fate our length ofEarth we havr.
Thus vanquish'd, Glory Ihrowd thee in a Grave

’

£<m. Hold, General; the Gods your Death forbidVengeance is due; firft let falfe Hanno bleed

*

W
*mTn

G Wl”gs °FConque(l ’till fte fell!By me he ftall be headlong fent to Hell

:

Where Fiends for Treafon kindle double Fire

:

^ C^e âmous Hannibal expire
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hM WOl'"cled Fair:

The fame Majeftiek Air, and charming MienHan Hz', thou haft rows’d a Thought thThan all the Lofles I in Battel bore
8 ’

Lither I dream, or m this doling EyeMy dazzled Senfes Rofalinda fpie

That would to Fat “2d 2m to
'h“ Ih°“’

that wracks me mors

Dilguis’d



^ Sophonisba: Or,

Difguis’d and dying Rofalinda fee,

Who mourns in Death thy lofs of Vittory:

That laft Difgrace.

Han. Dire Goddefs of the War,

Too true I find all thy Prefages are.

The Gods have given a double Overthrow ,

Wou’d I had bravely perilh’d by my Foe

:

Stretch’d in the Field, this Lofs I had not known.

Nor (hould my tortur’d Soul thy Ruin moan.

Rof. Is it fo hard our Willies to obtain?

Sad Hearts with Bleeding lofe Love’s burning Pam.

Han. O dying Fair, lookup, revive a while 5

With one (hort Joy eternal Care beguile

:

The fetting Sun, all curtain’d round with Night,

At his Departure gives a larger Light.

Rof. Flow falter, Blood: It will not be, I fearj

The Wound’s fo fmall, Death cannot enter here.

But (hall I Hay behind, when Honour’s fled?

Han. Live, and I'll raife that Honour from the Dead.

Rof. Renown runs on like Time, but ne’er turns back.

Han. Then we that fwift Renown will overtake:

We’ll halte where Glory baits, to every Hold,

And mount new Fame ’till we outftrip the old.

Rof. Dear Hannibal, alas ! I wilh I cou’d

:

But ’twill not be> Life trembling takes the Flood,

’Till well-nigh fwallowed in Waves of Blood.

The Roman Glory fhines too fatal Bright)

And with its eath’ring Luftre dims my Sight:

Spent in one Sigh j
the Riot of rich Death.

Now by my Arms the Gods too partial are,

Or elfe they envy’d my full i rade of War

:

Which cou’d fo vaft a State of Beauty buy,

As far lurpafs’d the Mannors of their Sky.

Dead Rofalinda
Bom.
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Bom. Raife you from the Ground,

And let not Love your Virtue’s force confound}
Where is that Heat and haughty Courage gone,

Which againft Nature’s Lets your Troops led on?
Mah. Think you for naught the Gods fuch Valour gave?

You Ihould prop Thrones, and falling Kingdoms fave.

Buried in thought, and deaf to Honour’s Call,

Your Soul beneath her mighty pitch does fall.

Han. Maherbal, no; aftonilh’d thou flialt be;

We dare be brave in fpight of Deftiny.

Though robb’d of all the Riches Love could give,

And ftript of Glory too, yet we will live :

Courage is form’d of the Etherial Mold,
And round it Bands of Adamant are roll’d.

To this ftill haughty Breaft fuch Fire is giv’n,

I could the Summons meet of Hell or Heav’n :

Cou’d, like the great Eternal Mover, fway

The World in Arms, and teach him to obey.

’Twas noble Grief that lately chang’d my Form,
But I am ruffled now into a Storm.

Bom. Your Miftrefs Body hence we will convey,

And in fome hallowed Vaulc her Relicks lay.

Mah. Like Pilgrims, once a year we’ll Mourning go, >
And on her Urn fad Yew with Cyprefs throw, r*

And all our ftock of Tears and Sighs bellow. s »
Han. For ever, brighteft of the Kind, farewel,

Who wert too worthy} therefore early fell.

As the young Phoenix does in facred Myrrhe
His Father’s Dull to the Sun’s Temple bear.

So in Fame’s Houfes (halt-thou Honour’d be.

And every God fliall have a grain of thee.

Mah. Since Glory with her laft Breath Ihe profeft,

May wilh’d Dominion widen all your Breaft.

Han. Hafte, hafte, Maherbal, and frelh Levies make

}

Honour, that did but now calm Slumbers take, ?•

Shall like the Ocean in a Tempeft wake: ^
We’ll pafs new Alps, new Confuls overthrow.

To Rome with far more dreadful Armies go>
I Forceing
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Forcing the Apian and Emilian way,

To the Suburra we’ll purfue the Fray-,

Nor (top ’till Rofalinda’s Statue, Crown’d,

Sits in the Capitol with Gods enthron’d.

Enter Scipio, K. Maffinifia, Lelius,

Sap. I grieve, brave Prince, fo often to deny ;

She muft a Captive be, or we muft die.

K. Maf. I know (he muft, if you will have it fo;

But Pardon may be granted to a Foe:

0 fpare her then 5 as you would be forgiv’n

At your laft Hour, when you prepare for Hcav’n.

Scip. Learn to ask Bleillngs •, thofe you (hall not want

:

This is a Curfe, which I can never grant.

Like one, who in a burning Feaver lyes,

And begs for Water, if he drinks, he dies:

I, like a wife Phyfician, thwart your Will,

And vanquilh your Diftemper with my Skill.

K. Maf. For the Gods fake, for Friend(hip, Glory, Love,

By all that’s good below,'or blefs’d above,

Let not at laft my well-taught Courage droop;

Break noc the Heart, which you have fofter’d up.

Oh Sophonisba! Give her to my Pray’rs,

To thefe faft rifing Sighs, and falling Tears:

No other Crown I asK as Valour’s due,

For all that I have done, or all that I (hall do.

Lo, at your Knees, behold a Monarch fall:

Yet more, your Friend, and then I have faid all.

Scip. Let not your Paffion Royalty degrade;

Rife, Valiant Prince, I’ve thought of what you faid

And, as your Friend, my Temper cannot keep,

Mourn your Misfortunes, and like you can weep

:

Curfe Roman Tyranny, and wi(h you were

For ever join’d with that unhappy s' air.

K. Maf. Oh you have blefs’d me

!

Scip. Mafftnijfa, ftay
; _

You only heard what Friendfhip bid me lay

:

But as Rome’s. Conful, and the Lord of Pow’r,

1 now command you never fee her more,

[Exeunt.

&c.

Unlefs
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Unlefs the View to her may fatal be>

This is my laft immutable Decree.

K. Maf Is your fain’d Pity come to this? Your Tears,

Falfer than thofe which Egypt’s Monfter wears ?

Tyrannick Rome l Barbarous are all thy Laws>
Have I for this, in thy accurfed Caufe,

Starv'd Life, by laviflnng her precious Food,
My Spirits loft, emptied my deareft Blood,

Fought 'till I Rampiers made of Bodies round j

So mark'd with Fate, that I appear'd one Wound,
Yet rais'd thy bleeding Eagles from the Ground?

Scip. Think no more on't* her Memory forget.

K. Maf Cut me to Atoms, tear my Soul out* yet,

In ev'ry fmalleft Particle of me,

You (hall the Form of Sophonisha fee:

All like my Soul, and all in ev’ry Part:

Bath'd in my Eyes, and bleeding in my Heart.

Scip. Lelius, fecure the Queen.
|

K. Maf Stay, Lelius, Stay >

I’ve done, my Lord, and will your Power obey

:

The Queen fliall die, on a King's Word (he (hall*

She muft a Victim for the Empire fall.

How am I now ?

Scip . For Sophonisba’s lofs,

Your Arms Numidia’s Empire fliall engrofs.

For your late Gallantry at TLama fliown,
H

Kind Rome prefents you an Imperial Crown,
Salutes you King. Now all your Griefs defie*

Thus we embrace thee as our brave Allie.

Give your Grief Truce * thus praifs'd and thus adorn’d.

Let all the Beauties of the Earth be fcorn’d. \_E

K. Maf Scorn'd be your Glory more, and Roman Pride,

While I in Winding-flieets embrace my Bride.

For 'tis decreed that we muft never part,

We'll be one Spirit, as we're now one Heart:
Traverfe the glittering Chambers of the Sky,

Born in a Cloud, in View of Fate I'll lye 5

And prefs her Soul, while Gods (land wifliing by.
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Men. My Lord, if you will hear.

K. Maf What canft thou fay?

Men. Reafon’s a Rebel, when high Paflions fway.

K. Maf And fuch art thou
>
yet (peak, what fhall I dor

Inftruft me to be greatly falfe or true.

Men. The Queen muft die.

K. Maf. Ha ! muft ? no more.

Men. She to the Gods is giv’n, or Roman Pow’r.

K. Maf. Neither > (lie (hall not die* nor (hall (he live

The Romans Slave 3 Pll give her Reprieve.

Men. But how ?

K. Maf. Why thus : Pll kill my felf, kill thee,

Rome, Carthage, all the World
* and then (he (hall live free

Men. Glory or Beauty ’tis ordain’d you lofe.

K. Maf O Rome ! Oh Heav’n! both equally my Foes:
Was ever Heart thus miferable torn?

Were ever Woes like mine fo calmly born?

From the Contagion ofmy Troubles take

As much as might the Spring a Winter make.
Freeze the hot Blood of a Crown’d Conqueror,
Damp the wife’d Joys of a young bridal Pair *

Yet then I (hall have more than Man can bear.
*

Men. When Virtue, thus opprefs’d, Mankind does lee.

What fearful dreaming Fool will pious be?

Martyrs no more fliall Racks or Flames require.

Nor Dying wife ; but only Life defire.

To murder Pnefts, and Temples fet on fire.

K. Maf. Why, ye Immortal Gods, is all 'this Carer
Why do you drive your Creatures to Defpair?

Had l upon my Throne fate King of Fears*

The Orphan wrong’d, or drunk the Widows Tears:

Had I brav’d Heav’n by fome outragious Sol,

For thefe Afftiftions there had Realon been :

But ’tis all well, I nolnjufticehave*

The Gods but take the Being which they gave.

Menander, hafte, two Bowls with Poyfon fill *.

And when I call, like Fate, come forth, and kill;

Men. ’Tis a dread Deed to which you urge my Hand'
K. Maf It’s glorious too 5 difpute not my Command.
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Men. I’ll not prefume to fathom your deep Though t;

But ftraight your Will (hall by your Slave be wrought.
K. Maf. Love and Ambition have their utmoft done*

’Twas Love allur'd, Ambition led me on.

Like a ra(h Boy, who a fteep Mountain climbs,

Big with brave Thoughts of reaching Heav’n betimes,

And puffs and blows, and mighty Pains he takes,

Plies all his Strength, and much ado he makes;
But having reach’d the Top, he views aloof

The fancy’d Hcav’n, and all the painted Roof:
So did Ambition draw me with a Wile,
And fleeting Love my towring Hopes beguile. {Exit.

Enter Sophonisba,

Soph. The Conful is return’d with'Conqueft Crown’d*,
Triumphant Voices rend the Ecchoing Ground,
And to the Heav’ns the Trumpets Clangors found

;

Yet I no News of MaJJiniJfa hear:

Shou’d he be flain, which I with Reafon fear,

Moft loft of Women, defperate, undone,

What could’ft thou do? what Gods would’ft thou attone?

Abhorr’d, thou mu ft to angry Rome repair.

And all the Cruelties of Bondage bear.

No, Sophonisba, think what thou haft been.

The Miftrefs of two Monarchs, .twice £ Queen.
If thou muft fell, bravely refign thy Breath,

Are you alive ? and do I hold you fgft ?

K. Maf.. Beft of thy Sex, and dearer than my Life,

The faireft Miftrefs, and the gentleft Wife

!

So great and glorious, Emperors envy thee;

And art fo good, that the Gods envy me.

They fent thee here, but as an Angle- fcout,

With a fhort Lightning view, to gaze, and out:

Torments of Hell, and Racks of Deftiny

!

Thou muft, oh that I live to fpeak it ! die.

Soph ,
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Soph. Bleft Sound ! we (hall not then to Rome be led >

But folemn Triumphs have in Honour’s Bed.

This lad Alarm my drooping Spirits chears,

As when the Warrior his lov'd Trumpet hears ;

His Martial- blood begins to warm apace, O
And boils, and dufhes in his kindling Face, ^
And much he longs to drive in Glory's Race. ^

Speak Death again, my Guard and dire Defence *

It bears a mighty Sound, and mighty Senfe.

K, Maf O keep thee there; now, while thy Virtues glow,

And dart Divinity, I’ll give the Blow.

Come forth, Menander, with thofe fatal Bowls, O
Whofe Juice, though it the Body’s Force controls, P*

Revives the Mind, and flakes the Third of Souls. ^

Enter Menander, with two Bowls.
•

Give me the Draught.

Soph. What means my Royal Love ?

K. Maf. By your bright Self, by all the Pow’rs above
No Angel’s Eloquence my Soul (hall move.
To die with thee, and thy dear Honour fave* ^
What greater Glory cou’d th’Ambitious have?
’Twill build a Palace for me in the Grave. ^

Not but that in the Agonies of Breath,

I tremble when I think upon thy Death.

Soph . Thou bed of Men, whofe Fame* where e’er it dies,

Shall draw up bleeding Hearts, and weeping Eyes,

Let not your Soul tremble for me* for I

Can fear no Torment, but to fee vou die.

K. Maf Then chearfully let’s go> here’s to my Love,

And to pur meeting with the Blefs’d above. \fDrinks .

Soph. Give me the Bowl, mark if my Hand does fhake,

Or the frefh lpringing Blood my Cheeks forfake.

Undaunted to my Lips the Draught I lift,

’Tis to my Lord, this is his Nuptial Gift. \fDrinks.

K. Maf. Menander, faithful Confident, farewel.

Hade, and our Story to the Conful tell.

On thy Allegiance go without Reply, ,

Thou fhoald’d rejoycc to fee me bravely die. [Ex. Men.
How
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How fares my only Love? My firft, laft Dear?

The Sweets of thoufand Springs are blowing here.

All in thy Sighs

!

Soph. Ah, give your Kindnefs o’er,

Or \vc (hall live, and feel the Roman Pow’r.

Methought Death touch’d me with a chilling Pain>

But your warm Kiffes (hot through ev’ry Vein

A kinder Heat, and kindled Life again.

K. Maf. Thus let us launch into Eternity:

Sink in Death’s Bottomlefs and Boundlefs Sea

:

Like drowning Friends, link’d in Embraces fail,

Our Arms, Love’s Nets, about each other caft.

Soph . What could long Life or Empire give like this?

K. Map. Thy Love is Empire, and eternal Blifs.

Soph. I go, where (hall we meet?

K. Maf. The Gods can tell.

Heav’n’s Peace, and golden Slumbers with thee dwell.

Enter Scipio, Lelius, and Menander.

Men • See there, Great Sir, th’Effe&s of your rafli Doom,
The Victims you have offer’d up to Rome.

Lei. What cruel Eyes could Pity here refrain,

Beholding two fuch Royal Lovers (lain ?

Scip. Thefe unexpected ObjeCts fo amaze

My Reafon, I could ever on ’em gaze.

Since thou, moft great and lovely Prince art dead,

War’s Marches Scipio (hall no longer tread

:

With Carthage Peace we’ll inftantly conclude.

Which, had’ft thou liv'd, our Arms might have fubdu’d

:

To Rome our droopingEagles then (hall (leer.

Where, after tirefome Honours, we’ll repair

To fome fmall Village, Lelius, thou and 1 3

And ftudy not to Live, but how to Die.

63

[
'Dies

.

[Dies.
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EPILOGUE, Spoken to Sophonisba, at

its Playing at OXFORD.

T O this Learn3d Audiencegladly wefubmit
At once our Action, and our Poet's Wit,

Whofe Shades wellpleas'd to thefefam'd Seats repair ,

To hear the Mufes breath their Native Air

:

Free from the partial Cenfure of the Town

,

Where fenfelefs Faction runs the Poet down

:

IFhe^eflat

t

3

ring Hectors on the Vizardfall

,

One half o'th
3 Play theyfpend i?i Noife and Branl

,

Sleep out the reft, -then wake, and damn it all

.

Toyou the Labour'd Scene is better known

,

In which no Poets have excell'dyour own

:

When fome fam'd Hero 071 the Stage is feen

,

7ouftraight refelf Such was his God-like Miens
To fuch Extent did his yaft Conquefls fwell,

He Reign'd thus Glorious , thus untimely fell.

Knowing th
3
Original, you the Copy praife

,

And Crown the Artift with deferved Bays.

Thus to their Merits we our Poets leave

,

-

Butfor our Selvesyour milder Cenfure crave j

That all Defeats i'th' Ahiion you'd impute

T'our ftraitned Stage j *tis ours, the Women's Suit

:

The Gown to Beauty never was unkind

,

Butform'd by that th' Ideas of the Mind:
'Twas from the Schools our firft RefpeHs we gain'd.

Who ofour Sex their Sciences have feign'd.
Thus were the Mufes, thus the Graces drefs'd

,

And Plato thus his Virtue has exprefs'd.

We know what's due to Sophonisba’-r Fame,
And more to RofalindaV Chafer Name

:

Nor can we wholly ignorant appear

Of thofe Learn'd Languages thatfotirifh here.

Be not furpriz'd, if we invadeyour Right,

And Ovid\r or Catullus Loves recite *

Or pafs from Virgil
3 Labours of ./Eneas,

To Menin aeide thea Peleiade 6 Achilleos.

FINIS.










