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TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE, 

I O 
EARL OF MULGRAVE, 

\ 1 ’ 

Gentleman of His Majefties Bed-Chamber* 
and Knight of the moft Noble Order of 

the Garter. 

My Lord, 

HEN I hear by many Perfons, not indifferent 

Judges fow Poets are cenfur'd moJi,even where 
they mofi intend to pleafe; and fometirnes by 

thofe to whom they addrefs, condemn d for Flatterers, Syco¬ 
phants-, little fawning wretches, I confefs of all undertakings, 

there is none more dreadful to me than a Dedication. So 
nicely cruel are our judges, that after a Play has been gene¬ 
rally applauded on the Stage, the Induflrious malice offorne 
after Obfervers [hall damn it for an Epifile, or a Preface. For 
this Reafon, my Lord-, Alexander was more to feekfir a Pa¬ 
tron in my troubl'd thoughts, than for the Temple of Jupiter 
Ammon in the fpreadmg Wilds, and rovAing Sands. ’Tis 

certain too he mufl have been loft, had not Fortune, whom l 
mufi once, at leaf, acknowledge kind in my Life, prefnted 
me to your Lordfbip : Ton were pleas'd, my Lord, to read it 

A 2 over, 



The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
over. Aft by Aft, and byparticular praifes, proceeding from 

the fweetnefs, rather than thejuflice, of your temper, lifted me 
up from my natural Melancholy, and Diffidence, to a bold be¬ 

lief that what fogreat an underflanding warranted, could 
not fail of fuccefs, And here l weremofl ungrateful,if Ifhould 
not fatisfie the judging World of the furprixel was in. Par¬ 

don me, my Lord, for calling it a jurprize, when I was fir ft ho¬ 

nour'd by waiting upon your Lordfhip'. So much unexpefted, 
and indeed, unufual ajf'abilityfromPerfons ofyour Birth, and 
Quality; fo true an Eafmefsffuch Franknefs, without a ffeft ac¬ 

tion, I never faw. Tour coiifiant, but few Friends, (how the 
firmnefs of your Mind, which never varies, fo God-like a Vir¬ 
tue, that a Prince puts off His Majefty, when he parts with 
Refolution. In all the happy times, that I attended you, un- 
lefs bufinefs, or accident, interpos'd, I have obferv'dyour Com¬ 

pany to be the fame,. Tou haveTravell'd through all tempers, 
Sail'd through all humours of the Courts unconflant Sea, you 
have gain'd the gallant Prices, which you fought, your fe¬ 
te fted, un valuable Friends: And I am perfe ftly perfwaded, if 
you trafficlfbut feldome abroad, 'tvs for fear of fplitting upon 

Knaves, or Fools. Nor is it Pride,but rather a Delicacie of 

your Soul, that ma\esyoufimn the Sordid part of the World, 
the lees and Dregs of it, while in the noble ft Retirement you 
enjoy thefiner Spirits,and have that juft Greatnefs to be above 
thebafer, How commendable therefore is fuch Refervation ; 
how admirable fuch a Solitude l If you arefingular in this, 

we ought to blame the wild, unthinking, diffolute Age; an Age, 
whofe bufinefs isfenfelefs Riot, Neronian Gambols, and ridi¬ 

culous Debauchery; an Age that canproduce few Perfons, be¬ 

fit your Lordfhip, who dare be alone. All our hot hours, 
burnt 



Tlie Epiftle Dedicatory, 

bur n’t In Night-Revells, or drown'd in D ay-dead fieep; or if 

we wake-, ’tit a point of reding Honour joggs us to the Field, 

where, if we live, or dye, we are not concern’d; for, the Soul 

woe, laid out before we went abroad, and our Bodies were after 

aided, by meer Animal Spirits, without Reafon. When 1 more 

narrowly Contemplate your Perfon, methinkj I fee in your 
Lordfbiptwo of the moji famous Characters, that ever Anci¬ 

ent, or Modern, Story could produce; the mighty Scipio, and 

the retir'd Cowley. Tou have certainly the Gravity, Tempe¬ 

rance, and Judgment, as well as the Courage, of the firjl ; all 
which, in your early attempts of War, gave the nobled dawn 

of Virtue; and will, when occafion prefents, anfwer our ex¬ 

pectation, andfbine forth at full. Then, for the latter, you 

poffefs all his fweetnefsof humour in peace, all that Halcyon 
Tranquillity of Mind, whereyour deep thoughts glide, like ft- 
lent Waters, without a Wrinkle, your hours move with foftefl 

Wings, and rarely any Larum ftrikes to difcompofe you. Tou 
have the Philofophy of the firCl, and which, / confefs, of all 
your qualities. Hove moft, the Poetry of the latter. I was ne¬ 
ver more mov'd at Virgil's Dido, than at a Jhort Poem of -\ 

your Lordfhips; where nothing but the floortnefs can be dif- 

lik_d. As our Church-Men wiJJj there were more Noble Men 
of their Fundion, fa wifb I, in the behalf of deprefl Poetry, 
that there were more Poets of jour Lordfbips Excellence, and \ 

Eminence. If Poetry be a Virtue, [be is a ragged one; and j 
never, in any Age, went barer than now. It may be objeCled, 
Jhe never defervedlefs. To that I mufl not anfwer; but Jam 

fure, when floe merited moft, floe wasalwayes diffatisfted, or foe \ 

would not baveforfaken themoftfflendid Courts in the World. 

Virgil, and Horace, Favourites of the mightieft Emperour, 

retir'd | 
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The Epiftle Dedicatory. 

retir’d from him., preferring a Mif refs, or a white Boy, and 

two or three cheerful drinking Friends, in a Country Village, 
to all the Magnificence of Rome: Or if fometimes they were 

fnatch’d from their coolerpleafures to an Emperial Banquet, 
We may fee by their Verfes inpraife of the Country Life, ’twas 
againsl their Inclination; Witnefs, Horace in his Er>od. Be¬ 
ams illequi prccul, iyrc. part of his fixth Satyr, his Epiftle 
to Fufcus Ariftius ;' Virgil’s Georgic, O Forcmratos nimi- 
um bonafi, tyre. All render'd by Mr. Cowley, fo Copioufly, 

and Naturally, as. no Age gene before, or coming after, fhall 
equal, though all Heads join'd together to out-do him. I 
(peak, not of his exaftnefs to a Line,but of the whole. This then 

may be] aid, as to the condition of Poets in all times, few ever 
arriv'd to a middle Fortune, moft have liv'd at the lowefl, 
none ever mountedto the highefi; neither by Birth, for none 

was ever born a Prince, as no Prince, to my remembrance, was 
ever born a Poet; nor by Indufiry, becaufe they were alwayes 
too much tranffortedby their own thoughts from minding the 
grave bufinefs of a World, not of their humour: Whereas, 
even Slaves, the Rubbiffo of the Earth have, by moftprodigi- 
ous Fortune, gaind a Scepter, and with their vile Heads, ful¬ 

ly d the glories of a Crown. Praife is the greatest encourage¬ 
ment we Camelions can pretend to, or rather the Manna that 
keeps Soul and Body together; we devour it as if it were An¬ 

gels Food, and vainly thinkwe grow Immortal, For my own 
part, I acknowledge, I never receiv’d abetter fatisfadion from 

the applaufe of an Audience, than I have from your fingle 
Judgment. Tou gaze at Beauties, and wink, at Blemifhes', 

and do both fo gracefully, that the firft difeovers the acute- 
nef of your judgment, the other the excellency of your Na¬ 

ture. 



The Epiftle Dedicatory. 

lure. And I can affirm^ to your LordflAp, there is nothin? 

transports a Poet, next to Love, like commending in the right 

place. Therefore, my Lord, this Play rnufl be yours ; and 

Alexander, whom I have rais'd from the dead, comes to you 

with an ajfurance, anfwerable to his Char abler, and your Vir¬ 
tue. Tou cannot expdi him in his Majefty of two thoufand 

Tears ago, I have only put his illuLlrious Afhesinan Vrne, 
which at enow offer’d, with all obfervance, to your Lordjhip« 

» t T I T. 

\ ' . ' • ' •> Uflj Af ff.i . ' J " 

My Lord, 

your Lordlhips moll humble, obliged, 
and devoted Servant, 

. * jf • *> r • ’ ' • 

wytr. lee. 

i ■■) ,1 *\v .v. V. *o , •"•••)• 

■— 

Dramatis 



men, ... 
TCi . / • V,W .'V : : ' - . • - ■ > 

By k\fc iv;> 

'Alexander the Great. ‘ v Mr. Hart, 
Clytus^ Mafter of his Horfe. Mr. Mohunl 
Lyfimacbus^ Prince of the Blood. Mr. Griffin. 
HepheJlion\ Alexander s Favourite^ Mr. Clarke. 
Cajfander, Son of Antipater. - Mr. Kenajlon 
Popper con3 Commander of the phalanx\ Mr. Goodman5 / -. * ^ 
Philip Brother to Caffander. Mr. Powell. C onjpiratorSi 

TkejjaltMj the Median. Mr. mltjhire. A 
Perdjccas^: 
Ertmene'S) *>' great Comihandeys. 1 
Meleager, 3 t ^ 
Arifiander, a Southfayer. 

W'ONfEN. 

p- Mr .Lydall, 
Mr .ivatfon. 

tfOvtL M¥. Perin. 
Mr. Coyfb. 

By 

Syfigambis3 Mother of the Royal Family. Mrs. 
Statira, Daughter of Darizss Married too 

Alexander, j Mrs, Pout ell. 

Pox ana. Daughter of Cohort amts, firfto w „ „ 
Wife of Alexander. |Mrs- 

Parifatis, Sifter to Statira5 ^Mrs. 
Lyfimachus# 4 

Attendants, 
Slaves. 
Ghofi. 
Dancers. 
Guards. 

Scene, Babylon, 

PROLOGUE. 



PROLOGUE 
T 0 ' 

ALEXANDER. 
Written by Sir Char. Scroop, Baronet. 

! . < V' ; * *" *< if 

HO W hard the Fate is, of that Scyibling Drudge, 
who writes to all, when yet fo few can judge ! 

wit, Like Religion, once Divine was thought; 
And the dull Crowd believ d, as they were taught: 
Now each Fanatick Fool prefumes t* exp lain 
The Text, and does the [acred writ prophane : 
For, while you wits each others Fall purfue. 
The Fo*>s ufurp the Power belongs to you, 
Ton think y are challenged in each new P lay-bill, 
And here you come for try al of your skill 3 

where, Fencer-like, you one another hurt, 
while, with your wounds, you make the Rabble [port. 
Others there are, that have the bruit al will 
To Murder a poor Play, but want the Skill. 
They love to fight, but Jeldome have the wit 
To fpye the Place, where they maythrufl and hit • 
And therefore, like [ome Bully of the Town, 
Ne*re Jland to draw5 but knock the Poet down. 
With theje, like Hogs in Gardens it Jucceeds, 
They root up all, and know not Flowers from weeds. 
As for you, Sparks, that hither come each day 
To Alt your own, and not to mind our Play - 
Rehearfe your ufnal follies to the pit. 
And with loud Non-fenfe drown the Stages Wit: 
Talk of your Cloaths, your lajt Debauches telly 
And witty Bargains to each other fell; 



Gloat on the (illy she, who for jour fake 
Can Wanity, and Noife, for Love miflake 5 

'Till the Coccjuet, trithe next Lampoon, 
Is by her jealous Friends font out of Town, 
For, Duelling Intriguing Age, ^ 
T/b^ Love you mzke is like the War you wage • > 
7' are y?i// prevented e*re you come t'ingage. j 
But *tis not to fuch trifling Foes as you, 
The Mighty Alexander daigns to fue: 
Tou Perfians of the Pit he does defpife, 
But to the Men of Sence, for Aid, he flies ; 
On their experienc'd Arms he now depends, 
Nor fears he odds, if they but prove his Friends : 
For as he once, a little handful chofe, 
The numerous Armies of the world t’oppefe. 
So back'd by you, who underjf and the Rules, 
He hopes to rout the Mighty Hofl of Fools. 

Some Books Printed this Year, 1^77. for J. Maenes, 
and R. Bently. 

Madam Fickle 
Town Fop. 
Abdellazar. 
The Deflrutfion of Jerufalem, by 

Titus Vefpafian. 
The Fool turn'd Critick. 
The Happy Slave, Firlt and Second 

Part in French and Englifb. 
The Falfe Count Brion. 
Moral Effays, by the Met tires of 

the Port-Royal. 

Plays Written by Mr. Lee. 
7 he Tragedy of Nero.. 
Sovhonisba, or Ha nib a?s Overthrow• 

dorian, or the Court of Augnfltts 
C<efar. 

The Rival Queens, or the Death 
of Alexander the Great. 

The French Novels. 
id Fieureux Efilave. 
Galant Ejcroc. 
Princeffe Momferrat. 
Le Cercle. 

L'Hifloire des Hifiers. 
Memoires de Suede. 
Relation D'Efpagne. 
Touchant Don John. 

THE 



To Mr. Lee, on his Alexander. 

THE Blaft of common Cenfure cou'il I fear. 
Before your Play my Name fhou'd not appear ; 

For 'twill be thought, and withfeme colour too, 
I pay the Bribe l firji receiv'd fromTou : 
That mutual Vouchers for our Fame ire Hand, 

To play the Game into each others Hand; 
And as cheap Pen orths to our felves afford 
As Beflus, and the Brothers of the Sword,. 
Such Libels private Men may well endure, 

When States, and Kings themfelves are not fecure : 
For ill Men, confcious of their inward guilt. 
Think, the bed AH ions on By-ends are built. 
And yet my filence had notfeap'd their fpight. 
Then envy had not fuffer'd me to write: 
For,fmce 1cou'd not Ignorance pretend. 
Such worth I mufl or envy or commend. 
So many Candidates thereflandfor Wit, 
A place in Court vs fcarce fo hard to get; 

In vain they croud each other at the Door; 
For evn Reverfons are allbegd before: 
Defert, how known fo erefvs long delay'd'. 
And, then too. Fools and Knaves are better pay'd. 
Tet, as fome Aftions bear fo great a Name, 

That Courts themfelves are juH, for fear offfjame : 
So has the mighty Merit of your Play 

Extortedpraife, and forc'd it felfa Way. 
'7is here, as 'tisatSea; who fartheflgoes, 

Or dares the mojl, makes all the rtfi his Foes} 



Tet, when fume Virtue much ouUgrows the reft-, 
It [/roots too faft, and high., to be opprefl; 
As his Heroic worth ftruck Envy dumb 
Who took, the Dutchman, and who cut the Boom: 
Suchpraife is yours, while you the Pafftons move. 
That ’tis no longer feign d; !tis real Love: 
Where Nature Triumphs over wretched Art; 
We only warm the Head', but you the Heart. 
Alwayes you warm! and if the riftng Tear, 

As in hot Regions, bringthe Sun too near, 
Tis but to makeyour Fragrant Spices blow, 

Which in our colder Climates will not grow. 
They only thinkyou animate your Theme 

With too much Fire, who are themfelves allPhie me : 
Prizes wou’d be for Lags of ftowell pace. 
Were Cripples made the Judges of the Race. 
Defpife thofe Drones, who praife while they accufe 
The too much vigour of your youthful Mttfe : 
That humble Stile which they their Virtue make. 
Is inyour pow'-r ; you need but ftoop, and takg> 
Tour beauteous Images muftbe allow'd 
By all, but fome vile Poets of the Crowd; 
But howJhou'dany Sign-poft-dawber know 
The worth of Titian, or of Angelo? 
Hard Features every Bungler can command; 
To draw true Beauty fhews a Mailers Hand. 



EPILOGUE to Alexander the Great, 

WH AT e're they mean, yet ought they to be cur ft, 
who t': is Cen[orions Age did pol/Jh fir ft : 

who the be ft Play, for one poor Errour blame. 
As Pr lefts againft our La foes Arts declaim. 
And for one Patch, both Soul and Body damn. 
But vphat does more provoke the A51 ors rage , 
( For vpe muft Jbow the grievance of the stage) 
Is, that our Women vpho adorn each Play 
Bred at our coft, become at length your Prey : 
while green, and four, likes Trees vpe bear 'em all. 
But when they re mellow Jlraight to you they fall: 
Tou watch 'em bare and fquab, and let 'em reft ; 
But with the fir ft young down, you fnatch the Neft. 

| Pray leave thefe poaching tricks, if you are wife, 
| E*re we take out our Letters of Reprize. 

For we have vow'd to find a fort of Toys 
Known to black Fryars, a Tribe of choopping Boys : 
if once they come, they l quickly fpoilyour fport; 
There's not one Lady will receive your Court: 
But for the Youth in Petticoats run wild, 
with oh the archeft wagg, the fweeteft child. 
The panting Breafts, white Hands and little Feet 
No more /hall your pall'd thoughts with pic afire meet. 
The woman in Boys Cloaths, all Boy fhall be. 
And never raifeyour thoughts above the Knee. 
Well, if our women knew how falje you are. 
They wou'd ft ay here, and this new trouble Jfa/e: 
Poor Souls, they think all Goff el you relate. 
Charm'd with the noife of fett'ling an Eft ate : 

~ But when, at laft, your Appetites are full. 
And the tir'd Cupid grows, with all ion, dull • 
Foul find (ome trick to cut off the Entail, 
And fend'em back to its, all worn and ft ale. 



Perhaps they* l find our stage^while they have rang'd 
To feme vile canting Conventicle5 chang'd: 
where ^ for the Sparks who once re for ted there 
With their curl'd wigs that fcented all the Air3 
They l fee grave Blockheads with jhortgreafie Hair. 
Green-ApronSyfteeple-HatS) and Collar-Bands • 
Dull fniv ling Rogues that wring, not clap, their Hands i 
whereof or gay Punks that drew tbejbining Crowd, 
And Miffes that5 in Vizard^ laught aloud 3 

They*l hear young Sijlers figh5 fee Matrons old 
To their chop't Cheeks their pick'led Kerchers hold 3 

whofe Zeal too5 might perfwade5 in {fight to you^ 
Our flying Angels3 to augment their Crew : 
while Farringdon their Hero flruts alout'em, 
And nere a damning Critick dares to flout 'em. 

F I 3^1 S. 



Rival Queens, 
o R 

ALEXANDER 
THE GREAT. 

AGTl. SCENE!. 

Enter Hepheftion, Ly{\\mzh.nsfighting, Clytus parting them. 

Cly, T 71 7 H AT, are you Mad-men! ha-- Put up I fay 
V V Then, mifehief in the bofoms of ye both. 

Lyf. I have his Sword. 
Cly. But mull not have his Life. 
Lyf. Mult not Old Clytus ? 
Cly. Mad Lyfimacbi*s, you mud not. 
Hepb. Coward Flelh! O feeble Arm, 

He dallied with my point, and when I thruft. 
He frown’d, and l'mil’d, and foil’d me like a Fencer, 

v O Reverend Clytttt! Father of the War; 

Moft famous Guard of Alexanders Life, 
Take pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword: 
Lyf mac bus is brave, and will not fcorn me; 
Kill me, or let me fight with himagiin. 

Lyf. There, take thy Sword ; and fince thou art refolv’d 
For death, thou haft the nobleft from my hand. 

Cly. Stay thee Lyftmetchue^ Hepheflion, hold ; 
I bar you both, my Body interpos’d. 

B Now 



Or z The Rival Queens^ 
Now let me fee which of you dares to ftrike; 
By Jove*ye've ftirr’d the Old Man, that rafli Arm 
That firft advances, moves againft the Gods, 
Againft the Wrath of Clytm and the Will 
Of our great King, whole Deputy I (land. 

Lyf. Well, I fliall take another time. 
Jfepb. And I. 
Cly. Tis falfe $ 

Another time, what time? what foolilh hour? 
No time lhall fee a brave Man do amifs. 
And what's the noble Caufe that makes this madnefs ? 
What big Ambition blows this dangerous Fire ? 
A Cupids puff, is it not Woman's breath ? 
By all our triumphs in the heat of Youth, 
When Towns were fack'd, and Beauties proftrate lay. 
When my Blood boil'd, and Nature work'd me high, 
Clpus ne're bow'd his body to luch fhame: 
The brave will fcorn their Cobweb Arts-The Souls 
Of all that whining, finding, coz'ning Sex 
Weigh not one thought of any Man of War. 

Lyf. I muft confefs our vengeance was ill-tim'd. 
Cly. Death 1 I had rather this right Arm were loft. 

To which I owe my glory, than our King 
Should know your fault — what, on this famous day l 

Heph. I was to blame. 
Cly. This memorable day 

When our hot Matter, that wou’d tire the World, 
Outride the lab'ring Sun, and tread the Stars 
When he inclin'd to reft, comes peaceful on, 
Liftning to Songs 5 while all his Trumpets deep, 
And plays with Monarchs whom he us'd to drive - 
Shall we begin diforders, make new broils ? 
We that have temper learnt, fliall we awake 
Hu fil'd Mars^ the Lion, that had left to roar ? 

v L^f. ^is true, Old cly to* is an Oracle. 
Put up Hepheflion^-did not Paffion blind 
My Reafon, I on fuch occafion too 
Could thus have urg'd. 

Hepb. Why is it then we love? 
Cly. Becaufe unmann'd, - 

Why 



A L EX A E \ the Cj>m 
Why is not Alexander grown Example ? 
O that a Face (liould thus bewitch a Soul, 
And ruine all that’s right and reafonable. 
Talk be my bane, yet the Old Man muft talk,’ 
Not fo he lov’d when he at ////« fought 5 
And join’d in mighty Duel great Darius, 
Whom from his Chariot flaming all with Gems 
He hurl’d to Earth and cruili’d tn imperial Crown, 
Nor cou’d the Gods defend their Images 
Which with the gawdy Coach lay overturn’d: 
’Twas not the lhaft of Love that did the feat, 
Cupid had nothing there to do, but now 
Two Wives he takes, two Rival Queens difturb 
The Court; and while each hand do’s beauty hold. 
Where is there room for glory ? 

Hepb, In his heart. 
cly. Well faid. 

You are his favourite, and I had forgot 
Who I was talking to, fee Syfigambis comes 
Reading a Letter to your Princeis; go, 
Now make your claim, while I attend the King. 

Enter Syfigambis, Parifatis. 

Tar. Did you not love my Father ? Yes, I fee 
You did, his very name but mention’d brings 
The Tears howe’re unwilling to your Eeys. 
I lov’d him too, he would not thus have forc’d 
My trembling heart, which your Commands may break, 
But never bend. 

syf. Forbear thy loft complaints, 
Urge not a fuit which I can never grant. 
Behold the Royal Signet of the King ; 
Therefore refolve to be Hepbeflions Wife. 

Par. No, fince Lyfimacbus has won my heart, 
My body fliall be Aflies, e’re anothers. 

Syf. For fixty rowling years who ever ftood 
The fliock of State fo unconcern’d as I ? 
This whom I thought to Govern being young, 
Heav’n, as a Plague to Power, has render’d ftrong 5 

B 2 



4- Tie Rival Queens, Or 
Judge my diftrefles, and my temper prize • 
Who, though unfortunate, wou’d ftill be wile. 

Lyf. To let you know that mifery dos fway [Both kneel. 
An humbler Fate than yours, fee at your Feet 
The loft LyfimachiM: O mighty Queen 
I have but this to beg, impartial Hand ; 
And fince Hepbeflion ferves by your permillion, 
Difdain not me who ask your Royal leave : .. c 
To call a throbbing heart before her feet. 

Hepb. A bl effing like pofieffion of the Princefs, 
No Services, not Crowns, nor all the Blood 
That circles in our Bodies can deferv e, 
Therefore I take all helps, much mere the Kings - 
And what your Majefty vouchfaf’d to give, 
Your word is part, where all my hopes muft hang. 

Lyf. There perilh too—all words want fenfe in Love * 
But Love, and I bring fuch a perfect Paffion 
So nobly pure, ’tis worthy of her Eyes, 
Which without bluffiing ihe may juftly prize. 

Hcpb. Such arrogance, Ihould Alexander WooeD 
Wou’d lofe him all the Conqueft he has won, 

Lyf. Let not a Conqueft once be nam’d by you, 
Who this Difpute mult to my mercy own. 

Syf Rife brave Lyfimacbns, Hepbeflion rile, 
’Tis true Hepbeflion frit declar’d his love 5 
And’tis as true I promis’d him my aid! 
Your glorious King turn’d mighty Advocate,. 
How noble therefore were the Victory, 
It we could vanquish this difordered Love ? 

Hepb. ’Twill never be. 
Lyf. No, I will yet love on. 

And hear from Alexander s Mouth,In what 
Hephef'ton merits more than I. 

.Syf I grieve, 
And fear the boldnefs which your Love infpires; 
But left her fight Ihould hafte your Enterprize, 
’Tis juft I take the Obje6i from your Eyes. {Exeunt Syf. Par. 

Lyf. She’s gone, and fee the Day, as if her look 
Had kindled it, is loft now Ihe is vaniffied. 

Hepb. A 1’udden gloominefs and horrour comes 
About me, Lyt 



ALEXA^(T>E%, the (jnat, 
Lyf. Let’s away to meet the King, 

You know my fuit. 
Heph. Yonder Caffander comes, 

He may inform us. 
Lyf No, I wou’d avoid him, 

There’s fomething in that bufie Face of his 
That ihocks my Nature. 

Heph. Where and what you pleafe. 
O 

Enter Caffander. 

Caff- The Morning rifes black, the lowring Sun, 
As if the dreadful bufinefs he foreknew. 
Drives heavily his fable Chariot on: 
The Face of Day now blulhes Scarlet deep, 
As if it fear’d tfie ftroke which I intend, 
Like that o{Jupiter—Lightning and Thunder : 
The Lords above are angry, and talk big. 
Or rather walk the mighty Cirque like Mourners 
Clad in long Clouds the Robes of thickeft Night, 
And feem to groan for Alexander’s fall; 
Tis as Caffander s Soul cou’d wilh it were. 
Which whenfoe're it flies at lofty mifchief 
Wou’d ftartle Fate, and make all Heav’n concern’d. 
A mad chaldaan in the dead of Night 
Came to my Bed-fide with a flaming Torch; 
And bellowing o’re me like a Spirit damn’d, 
He cry’d, Well had it been for Babylon 
If curs’d Caffander never had been born. 

Enter Theflalus, Philip, with Letters. 

The ff. My Lord Cafander j 
Caff. Ha J who’s there ? 
Phil. Your Friends. 
Caff. Welcome dear Theffaltos and Brother Philip] 

Papers — with what Contents 1 
Phil. From Macedon, 

A trufty Have arriv’d - great Antipater 

Writes that your Mother labour’d with you long, 

5? 

[Exeunt. 
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Your Birth was flow, and flow is all your Life. 

Caff. He writes, difpatch the King—-Craterus comes, 
Who in my room muft Govern Macedan 5 
Let him not live a day—he dies to night, 
And thus my Father, but foreftalls my purpofe • 
Why am I flow then ? if I rode on Thunder 
I muft a moment have to fall from Heaven, 
E’re I could blaft the growth of this ColoJJus. 

Theffs The haughty Polyperchon comes this .way, 
A Male-content, one whom I lately wrought. 
That for a flight affront, at Sufa giv’n, 
Bears Alexander moft pernicious hate. 

Caff So when I mock’d the Per [tans that ador’d him, 
He ftrook me on the Face, and by the Hair 
He fwung me to his Guards to be chaftis’d ; _ 
For which, and for my Fathers weighty Caufe, 
W hen I abandon what I have refolv’d, 
May I again be beaten like a Slave. 

But lo,where Polymer chon comes,noW Fire him [Enter Potyperchon. 
With fuch complaints, that he may Ihoot to ruine. 

Pol. Sure I have found thofe Friends dare fecond me • 
I hear frelh murmurs, as I pafs along. 
Yet rather than put up. I’ll do’t alone. 
Did not Paufanias, a Youth, a Stripling, 
A beardlefs Boy fwell’d with inglorious wrong, 
For a lefs caufe his Father Philip kill ? 
Peace then full heart! move like a Cloud about. 
And when time rip’ns thee to break-, Ofhed 
The ftock of all thy Poyf’n on his head. 

Caff All Nations bow their heads with homage down. 
And kifs the Feet of this exalted Man 5 

The Name, the Shout, the Blaft from every Mouth 
Is Alexander, Alexander burfts 
Your Cheeks, and with a crack fo loud 
It drown’s the Voice of Heaven, like l3ogs ye fawm, 
The Earth’s Commanders fawn, and follow him; 
Mankind ftarts up to hear his blafphemy. 
And if this Hunter of the Barbarous World 
But wind himfelfa God, you ecchoe him 
With Univerfal cry. 

“ Pol 
—  
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Pol. I ecchoe him ? 

I fawn, or fall like a fat EafternSlave 
And lick his feet? Boys hoot me from the Palace 
To haunt fome Cloifter with my fenfelefs walk ? 
When thus the noble Soul of Polypercbon 
Lets go the aim of all his actions. Honour. 

rbeJJ, The King (hall fley me, cut me up alive, 
Ply me with Fire and Scourges, rack me worfe 
Than once he did Philot xst ere I bow. 

CafJ, Curie on thy Tongue for mentioning Philot.ts, 
I had rather thou hadft Ariftander been ; 
And to my Souls confufion rais’d up Hell 
With all the Furies brooding upon horrours, 
Than brought philot x' s Murder to remembrance. 

Phil. I faw him rack’d> a fight fo difmal fad 
My Eyes did ne’re behold. 

Cajf. So difmal I Peace, 
It is unutterable let me ftand 
And think upon the Tragedy you faw: 
By Mars it comes, ay now the Rack’s fet forth. 
Bloody Craterus his inveterate Foe, 
With pitilefs Hephejlion (landing by: 
Tbilot,is like an Angel feiz’d by Fiends 
Is ftraight difrob’d, a Napkin ties his Head; 
His Warlike Arms with ihameful Cords are bound, 
And every Slave can now the valiant wound. 

Pol. Now by the Soul of Royal Philip fled 
I dare pronounce young Alexander, who 
Wou’d be a' God, is cruel as a Devil. 

CajJ. Oh; Poly per ebon, Philips Theffalxs 
Did not your Eyes rain Blood ? your Spirits burft, 
To fee your noble fellow Souldier burn, 
Yet without trembling, or a tear endure 
The torments of the damn’d ? O Barbarians, 
Cou’d you Hand by, and yet refufe to fuffer ? 
Ye faw him bruis’d, torn, to the Bones made bare; 
His Veins wide lanced, and the poor quivering Fleih 
With Pincers from his manly Bofome ript, 
’Till ye difeover’d the great Heart lie panting. 

Pol. Why kill’d we not the King to lave philot as 1 

Caff. 



8 The Rival Queens, Or 
Caff. Affes! Fools! but Afles will bray,and Fools be angry 

Why flood ye then like Statues ? there’s the cafe, 
The horrour of the fight had turn’d ye Marble. 
So the pale Trojans from their weeping Walls 
Saw the dear body of the God-like Hector 
Bloody and foil’d, dragg’d on the famous ground, 
Yet fenfelefs flood, nor with drawn Weapons ran 
To fave the great remains of that prodigious Man. 

Phil. Wretched Philotas! bloody Alexander \ 
Theff. Soon after him the great Parmenio fell, 

Stabb’d in his Orchard by the Tyrants doom5 
But where’s the need to mention publick lofs. 
When each receives particular difgrace ? 

Pol. Late I remember to a Banquet call’d 
After Abides Goblet fwift had gone 
The giddy round, and wine had made me bold, 
Stirring the Spirits up to talk with Kings 
I faw Craterns with Hep he jit on enter 
In Per/ian Robes, to Alexander s health , > 
They largely drank, then turning Eaftward fell 
Flat on the Pavement and ador’d the Sun, 
Straight to the King they facred reverence gave 
With folemn words, O Son of Thundring Jove, 
Young Ammon live for ever, then kifs’d the ground. 
I laugh’d aloud, and fcoffing ask’d ’em why 
They kifs’d no harder ; — but the King leapt up 
And fpurn’d me to the Earth with this reply; 
Do thou,— whilfl with his Foot he preft my Neck 
Till from my Ears, my Nofe, and Mouth the blood 
Gufh’d forth, and I lay foaming on the Earth, 
For which I wilh this Dagger in his heart. 

Caff. There (poke the Spirit of Callifthenes. 
Remember he’s a Man, his Flefh as foft 
And penetrable as a Girls: we have feen him wounded 
A Stone has flruck him, yet no Thunderbolt: 
A Pebble fell’d this Jupiter along, 
A Sword has cut him, a Javelin pierc’dhim. 
Water will drown him, Fire burn him, 
A Surfeit, nay a Fit of Common-ficknefs 
Brings this Immortal to the Gate of Death. 

Pol. 



ALEXANDER, the gnat. 
Pol. Why lliou’d we more delay the glorious bufineft, 

Are your hearts firm ? 
Phil. Hell cannot be more bent 

To any mine, than I to the Kings. 
Theft. And I. 
Pol. Behold my hand, and if you doubt my truth, 

Tear up my bread: and lay my heart upon it. 
enjoin then, O worthy, hearty, noble hands, 

Fit Inftruments for fuch Majeftick Souls; 
Remember HermoUus, and be hulh’d. 

Pol. Still, as the Bofome of the defart Night, 
As fatal Planets, or deep plotting Fiends. 

Caff. To day he comes from Babylon to Suft 
With proud Roxana. 
Ha 1 who’s that, -— look here. 

Caff. Now by the Gods, or Furies which I ne're 
Believ’d, - there's one of 'em arriv’d to (hake us. 
What art thou? glaring thing, fpeak: what! the Spirit 
Of our King Philip, or of Polyphemus ? 
Nay, hurle thy Trunchion, fecond it with Thunder, 
We will abide.— Theff.dus^ {aw you nothing ? 

heff Yes, and am more amaz'd than you can be. 
Phil. 'Tis faid that many Prodigies were feen 

This Morn, but none fo horrible as this. 
Pol. What can you fear? though the Earth yawn’d fo wide 

That all the labours of the deep were feen. 
And Alexander ftood on til' other fide, 
I'd leap the burning Ditch to give him death. 
Or fink my felf for ever. Pray to the bufinefs. 

Caff. As I was faying, this Roxana whom 
To aggravate my hate to him I love, 
Meeting him as he came Triumphant from 
The Indies, kept him Revelling at Suja 5 
But as I found, a deep repentance fince 
Turns his affections to the Queen statira, 
To whom he (wore, before he cou'd efpoufe her, 

C 
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That he wou’d never Bed Roxana more. 

Pol. How did the Per pan Queens receive the news 
Of his revolt ? 

Theft. With grief incredible: 
Great Syfigambls wept, but the young Queen 
Fell dead amongft her Maids, 
Nor cou’d their care, 
With richeft Cordials, for an hour or more. 
Recover Life. 

Caff. Knowing how much lhe lov’d, 
I hop’d to turn her all into Medea • 
For when the firft guft of her grief was paft 
lenter’d* and with breath prepar’d did blow 
The dying Sparks into a Towring flame, 
Defcribing the new love he bears Roxana, 
Conceiving not unlikely that the Line 
Of dead Dariw in her Caufe might rife. 
Is any Panthers, Lionelfes rage 
So furious, any Torrents fall fofwift 
As a wrong’d Womans hate ? Thus far it helps 
To give him troubles which perhaps may end him," 
And fet the Court in univerfal uproar ; 
But fee it rip’ns more than I expe&ed. 
The Scene works up, kill him* or kill thy felf y 
So there be mifchief any way, ’tis well : 
Now change the Vizor, every one difperfe, 
And with a face of fjriendfliip meet the King, [Exetwh 

Enter Syfigambis, Statira, Parifatis, Attendants. 
St at. Give me a Knife, a draught of Poyfon, flames 5. 

Swell heart, break, break thou ftubborn thing | 
Now, by the facred Fire, I’ll not be held 5 
Why do you wifli me Life yet ftifle me 
For want of Air ? pray give me leave to walk* 

Syf. Is there no reverence to my Perfon due ? 
Dar'w wou’d have heard me, truft not rumour* 

Stat. No, he hates* 
He loaths the Beauties which he has enjoy’d, 
Oy he is faife,that greats that glorious Man; 

Is 
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Is Tyrant midft of his triumphant fpoils, 
Is bravely falfe to all the Gods, forlworn • 
Yet, who would think it ? no, it cannot be, 
It cannot What that dear protefting ManI 
He that has warm’d my Feet with thoufand fighs, 
Then cool’d ’em with his tears, dy'd on my Knees, 
Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 
And groan'd, and fwore the wondring Stars away ? 

Syj. No, *tis impoflible 5 believe thy Mother 
That knows him well. 

St at. Away, and let me dye, 
O 'tis my fondnefs, and my eafie Nature 
That wou'd excufe him * but I know he's falfe, 
'Tis now the common talk, the news o'th* World, 
Falfe to statira, faife to her that lov’d him. 
,That lov'd him, cruel Vi&or as he was, 
And took him bath'd all o*re in Per pan Blood - 
Kits’d ihe dear cruel Wounds, and waflTd 'em o're 
And o’re in Tears, - then bound ’em with my Hair, 
Laid him all Night upon my panting Bofome 
Lull’d like a Child, and hulh’d him with my Songs. 

Par. If this be true, ah, who will ever truft 
A Man again ? 

Stat. A Man] a Man, my parijatis 
Thus with thy hand held up, thus let me fwear thee. 
By the eternal Body of the Sun, 
Whofe Body, O forgive theBlafphemy, 
I lov'd not half fo well as the leaft part 
Of my dear precious faithlefs Alexander • 
For I will tell thee, and to warn thee of him, 
Not the Springs Mouth, nor Breath of Jefamin, 
Nor Violets Infant fweets, nor opening Buds 
Are half foTweet as Alexander's Breaft- 
From every Pore of him a perfume falls, 
He kilfes fofter than a Southern Wind ; 
Curies like a Vine, and touches like a God. 

Sjf. When will thy Spirits reft, thefe tranfports ceafe ? 
Stat. Will you not give me leave to warn my Sifter ? 

As I was faying, — but I told his fweetnefs • 
Then he will talk, good Gods how he will talk l 

C z Even 
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Even when the joy he figh’d for is pofleft, 
He (peaks the kindeft words and looks fuch things, 
Vows with fuch Paflion, fwears with fo much grace, 
That his a kind of Heaven to be deluded by him. 

Par. But what was it that you would have me fwear ? 
St at. Alas, I had forgot, let me walk by 

And weep a while, and I (lull foon remember. 
syf. Have patience Child, and give her liberty ■ 

Pafiions like Seas will have their Ebbs and Flows: 
Yet while I fee her thus, riot all the Ioffes 
We have receiv’d fince Alexanders Conquefb 
Can touch my hardn’d Soul, her forrow reigns 
Too fully there. 

Par. But what if (he fliould kill her felf ? 
St at. Roxana then enjoys my perjured Love: 

Roxana clafps my Monarch in her Arms; 
Doats on my Conquerour, my dear Lord, my King, 
Devours my Lips, eats him with hungry Kifies : 
She grafps him all, die, the curft happy (he. 
By Heav’n I cannot bear it, ’tis too much; 
I’le dye, or rid me of the burning torture. 
I will have remedy, I will, I will, 
Or go diffracted . Madnefs may throw off 
The mighty Load, and drown the flaming Paflion. 
Madam, draw near, with all that are in prefence, 
And lift’n to the Vow which here I make. 

Syf. Take heed my dear statira, andconfider 
What defperate Love enforces you to fwear. 

St at. Pardon me, for I have confidered well; 
Aud here I bid adieu to all Mankind. 
Farewel ye Corners of the eafie Sex, 
And thou the greateft, falfefl: Alexander; 
Farewel thou moft belov’d, thou faithlefs Dear • 
If I but mention him, the Tears will fall: 
Sure there is not a Letter in his Name, 
But is a Charm, to melt a Womans Eyes. 

Syf. Clear up thy griefs, thy King, thy Alexander 
Comes on to Babylon, 

St at. Why let him come, 
Joy of all Eyes, but the forlorn Statira*s. 
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Syf. W i'tt thou not fee him ? 
St At. By Heav’n, I never will, 

That is my Vow, my facred Rcfolution; 
And when I break it.—<— 

Syf. Alt, do not ruine all. 
St At. May I again be flatter’d and deluded, 

May fudden death, and horrid, come inftead 
Of what I wilh, and take me unprepar’d. 

Syf. Still kneel, and with the lame Breath call agen 
The woful Imprecation thou haft made. 

St at. No, I will publilh it through all the Court, 
Then in the Bowers of great SemirAmis 
For ever lock my woes from human view. 

Syf. Yetbeperfwaded. 
stAt. Never urge me more, 

Left driv’n to rage I Ihould my Life abhor, 
And in your prefence put an end to all 
The faft Calamities that round me fall. 

Par. O angry Heav’n, what have the guiltlefs done? 
And where fliall wretched PariUtis run? 

Syf. Captives in War, our Bodies we refign’d, 
But now made free, Love does our Spirits bind. 

st At. When to my purpos’d lonenefs I retire, 
Your fight I through the Grates fliall oft defire. 
And after AlexAndefs health enquire : 
And if this Paflion cannot be remov’d, 
$.sk how my Rcfolution he approv’d? 
How much he loves, how much he is belov’d: 
Then when I hear that all things pleafe him well, 
Thank the good Gods, and hide me in my Cell. 

[Kneels« 

[Exeunt, 

vv 

— 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

Not fie of Trumpets founding far off. 

The Scene draws? and difcovers a Battel of Crows? or Ravens? in the Air - 
an Eagle and a Dragon meet and fight • the Eagle drops down with all 
the reft of the Birds? and the Dragon flies away. Souldiers walk off? 
fl:aking their Heads. The Configurators come forward. 

Caff. T T E comes, the fatal glory of the World, 
J, iThe headlong Alexander? with a Guard 

, Of thronging Crowns comes on to Babylon? 
Though warn'd, in fpight of all the Pow’rs above, 

I Who by tbefe Prodigies foretell his ruine. 
Pol. Why all this noife, becaufe a King mud dye ? 

Or do's Heav’nfear becaufe he fway’d the Earth, 
His Ghoft will war with the high Thunderer ? 
Curfe on the babling Fates that cannot fee 
A Great Man tumble, but they muft be talking. 

Caff. The Spirit of King Philip? in thofe Arms 
We law him wear, pafs’d groaning through the Court, 

| His dreadful Eye-balls rowl’d their horrour upwards 5 
He wav’d his Arms, and fhook his wondrous Head. 
I’ve heard that at the crowing of the Cock 
Lions will roar, and Goblings fteal away 5 
But this Majeftick Air ftalks ftedfaft on 
Spight of the Morn that calls him from the Eaft, 
Nor minds the op’ning of thelv’ry Door. 

Phil. Tis certain there was never Day like this. 
Caff. Late as I mufing walk’c behind the Palace 

I met a monftrous Child, that with his Hands 
Held to his Face, which feem’d all over Eyes, 
A Silver Bowie, and wept it full of Blood. 
But having fpy’d me, like a Cockatrice, 
He glar’d a while; then with a fhriek fo fhrill 
As all the Winds had whittled from his Mouth, 

; He daih’d me with the Gore he held, and vanifhed. 
Pol. 
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Pol. That which befell me, though ’twas horrid, yet 

When Iconfider it appears ridiculous •, 
For, as I pafs’d through a by vacant place, 
I met two Women very old and ugly, 
That wrung their Hands, and howl’d, and beat their Breafts 
And cry’d out Poyfon: when I askt the caufe, 
They took me by the Ears and with ftrange force 
Held me to Earth, then laugh’d and difappear’d. 

Caff. O how I love dellruCtion with a Method 
Which none difeern, but thofe that weave the Plot : 
Like Silk-worms we are hid in our own Weft, 
But we fhall burft at laft through all the firings 5 
And when time calls, come forth in a new Form : 
Not Infects, to be trod, but Dragons wing’d. 

Theff. The Face of all the Court is ftrangely alter’d: 
There’s not a Perfian I can meet but flares 
As if he were diftra&ed. Oxyartes 
Statiras Unckle openly declaim'd 
Againft the Perjury of Alexander. 

Phil. Others, more fearful, are remov’d to Sufa, 
Dreading Roxana's rage, who comes i’th’ Rear 
To Babylon. 

CajJ. It glads my rifing Soul 
That we fhall fee him Rack’d before he dies : 
I know he loves Statira more than Life, 
And on a Crowd of Kings in Triumph bom 
Comes, big with expectation, to enjoy her. 
But when he hears the Oaths which ihe has ta’ne. 
Her laft adieu made publick to the World, 
Her vow’d divorce, how will remorfe confume him ? 
Prey, like the Bird of Hell, upon his Liver ? 

Pol. To bawk his Longing, and delude his Luft, 
Is more than Death, ’tis Earned: for Damnation. 

CajJ. Then comes Roxana, who muft help our Party • 
I know her jealous, bloody, and ambitious. 
Sure ’twas the likenefs of her Heart to mine, 
And Sympathy of Natures caus’d tne love her : 
Tis fixt, I muft enjoy her, and no way 
So proper as to make her guilty firft. 

Pol. To fee two Rival Queens of different humours. 
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With a variety of Torments vex him. [Enter Lyfima, Hepheft. 

CafJ. Of that anon- but fee Lyfimachtts 
And the young Favourite; fort, lort your fel ves, 
And like to other Mercenary Souls 
Adore this Mortal God, that foon mull: bleed. 

Lyf, Here I will wait the King s approach, and {land 
His utmoft anger if he do me wrong. 

Hepb. That cannot be, from Power fo abfolute 
And high as his, 

Lyf. Well, you and I have done. 
Pol. How the Court thickens i [Trumpets found. 
Caff. Nothing to what it will, — Does he not come 

To hear a thouiand thoufand Embaflies, 
Which, from all Parts, to Babylon are brought. 
As if the Parliament of the whole World 

‘ Had met 5 and he came on a God, to give 
The infinite Affembly glorious audience. 

Enter Clytus, Ariftander in his Robes, with a wanL 

Arijl. Hafte Reverend Clytus^ hafte, and ftop the King. 
clyt. He is already entred: then the Prefs 

Of Princes that attend fo thick about him 
Keep all that wou’d approach at certain diftance. 

Arif. Though he werehenTd with Deities Fde fpeak to him. 
And turn him back from this Highway to Death. 4 

Clyt. Here place your felf, within his Trumpets found. . 
Lo, the C aide an Priefts appear, behold 
The facred Fire, Near chits and Eumenes 

| With their white Wands, and dreft in Eaftern Robes, 
To footh the King, who loves the Perfian mode ; 
But fee the Mafter of the World appears. 

Enter Alexander, all kneel but Clytus. 

Heph. O Son of Jupiter live for ever. 
Alex. Ri'b all, and thou my fecond felf, my Love • 

O my Hepheflion^ raife thee from the Earth 
Up to my Breaft, and hide thee in my Heart, 
Art thou grown cold ? why hang thine Arms at diftance ? 

I Hugg 
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Hugg me, or elfe by Heaven thou lov’il me not. 
Hepb. Not Love, my Lord ? break not the Heart you fram’d 

And moulded up to fuch an Excellence • 
Then ftamp’d on it your own Immortal Image. 
Not love the King ? Such is not Womans love, 
So food a friendfhip, fuch a facred flame, 
As I mull doubt to find in Breafts above. 

Alex. Thou doft, thou lov’fl: me, Crown of all my Wars, 
Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Lawrel, 
I know thou lov’ft thy Alexander more 
Than Clytas does the King: no Tears Hepheflhn, 
I read thy Paffion in thy Manly Eyes; 
And glory in thofe Planets of my Life 
Above the Rival Lights that fliine in Heaven. 

Lyf. I fee that Death mull wait me, yet Tie on. 
Alex. I’le tell thee Friend, and mark it all ye Princes, 

Though never mortal Man arriv’d to fuch 
A height as I, yet I wou’d forfeit all- 
Call: all my Purples, and my conquer’d Crowns, 
And dye to fave this Darling of my Soul, 
Give me thy Hand, fliare all my Scepters while 
I live; and when my hour of Fate is come, 
I leave thee, what thou meriteft more than I, the World. 

■Lyf. Dread Sir, I call me at your Royal Feet. 
Alex. What, my Lyfimachus, whofe Veins are rich 

With our illuftrious Blood ? my Kinfman, rife • 
Is not that Clytus ? 

• Clyt. Your old faithful Souldier. 
Alex. Come to my hands, thus double Arm the King • 

And now methinks I ftand like the dread God, 
Who while his Priefts and I quaff’d facred Blood, 
Acknowledg’d me his Son. My Lightning thou ; 
And thou my mighty Thunder, -1 have (een 
Thy glittering Sword out-fly CelelHal Fire : 
And when I cry’d Be gone, and execute, 
I’ve feen him run fwifter than ftarting Hinds, 
Nor bent the tender Grals beneath his Feet : 
Swifter than Shadows fleeting o’re the Fields, 

D Nay, 
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Nay, even the Winds, with all their flock of Wings,' 
Have puffd behind, as wanting Breath to reach him* 

L)f. ButifyourMajefty.— 
clyt. Who would not lofe 

The laft dear drop of Blood* for fuch a King ? 
Alex. Witneis my elder Brothers of the Skie 

How much I love a Souldier. — O my Clytusy 
Was it not when we pafs’d the Grume us 
Thou didft preferve me from unequal force ? 
It was when Spithridates, and Rbefaces, 
Fell both upon me, with two dreadful ftroaks, 
And clove my temper’d Helmet quite in funder • 
Then I remember, then thou didfl me fervice: 
I think my Thunder fplit him to the Navel. 

Cl)t. To your great felf you owe that Victory,’ 
And fure your Arms did never gain a nobler. 

Alex. By Heaven they never did, for well thou knoweft. 
And I am prouder to have pafs’d that Stream, 
Than that I drove a Million o’re the Plain. 
Can none remember ? Yes, Iknow all mull, 
When glory, like the dazling Eagle, flood 
Perch’d on my Bever in the Granick Flood. 
When Fortun’s felf my Standard trembling bore. 
And the pale Fates flood frighted on the Shore, 
When the Immortals on the Billows rode, 
And I my felf appear’d the leading God. 

Arijl. But all the honours which your Youth has Won 
Are loft, unlefs you fly from Babylon: 
Hafte with your Chiefs, to Sufa take your way, 
Fly for your life, deflruftive is your flay. 
This Morning having view’d the angry Skie, 
And mark’d the Prodigies that threatn’d high, 
To our bright God I did for fuecour fly; 
But, Oh. 

Alex. What fears thy Reverend Bofome fhabe ? 
Or doft thou from fome Dream of horrour wake? 
If fo, come gralp me with thy lhaking Hand, 
Or fall behind while I the danger ftand. 
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Arifl. To Oro\mades Cave I did repair 

Where I atton’d the dreadful God with Prayer: 
But as I pray’d I heard long groans within, 
And Ihrieks, as of the damn’d that howl for Sin: 
I knew the Omen, and I fear’d to ft ay, 
But proftratc on the trembling Pavement lay; 
When he bodes happinefs, he anlwers mild, 
*Twas fo of old, and the great Image fmil’d 5 
But now in abrupt Thunder he reply'd 
Lowd as rent Rocks, or roaring Seas, he cry’d, 
All Empires Crown, Glory of Biby'on, 
Whofe Head ftands wrapt in Clouds, muft tumble down.’ 

Alex. If Babylon muft fall, what is’t to me ? 
Or can I help immutable Decree ? 
Down then vaft Frame with all thy lofty ToWers3 
Since ’tis fo order’d by Almighty Powers • 
Prefs’d by the Fates, unloofeyour golden Bars, 
’Tis great to fall the envy of the Stars. 

Enter Perdiccas, Meleager. 

Mcle. O horrrour! 
Terd. Dire Portents! 
Alex. Out with ’em then,' 

What are you Ghofts, ye empty lhapes of Men ? 
If fo, the Myfteries of Hell unfold, 
Be all the Scrowls of Deftiny unrowl’d ? 
Open the brazen Leaves, and let it come - 
Point with a Thunder-bolt your Monarchs doom.” 

Perd. As Meleager, and my felf in Field, 
Your Perftan Horfe about the Army wheel’d : 
We heard a noife, as of a milling Wind, 
And a thick Storm the Eye of Day did blind: 
A croaking noife refounded through the Air, 
We look’d, and law big Ravens battling there: 
Each Bird of Night appear’d liimrelf a Cloud, 
They met, and fought,and their Wounds rain’d black Blood. 

Mcle, All, as for honour, did their Lives expofe 5 
P 2 
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Their Talons clafh*d,and Beaks gave mighty blows, 
Whilft dreadful founds did our fear’d fenfeaflail. 
As of fmall Thunder, or huge Scythian Hail. 

Perd. Our Augurs fhook, when with a horrid groan, 
We thought that all the Clouds had tumbl’d down. 
Souldiers, and Chiefs, who can the wonder tell, 
Strook to the ground, promifeuoufly fell • 
While the dark Birds, each pondrous as a Shield, 
For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field. 

A 'ex. Be witnefs for me, all ye Powers Divine, 
If ye be angry, ’tis no fault of mine * 
Therefore let Furies face me, with a Band 
From Hell, my Virtue fhall not make a hand 5 
Though all the Curtains of the Skie be drawn, 
And the Stars wink, young Ammon fhall go on • 
While my Statira fbines, I cannot ftray, 
Love lifts his Torch to light me on my way. 
And her bright Eyes create another Day. 

Lyf. E’re you remove be pleas’d, dread Sir, to hear 
A Prince ally’d to you by Blood. 

Alex. Speak quickly. 
Lyf. For all that I have done for you in War, 

I beg, the Princefs Parijatis. 
Alex. Ha,- 

Is not my word already paft ? Hepheflion^ 
I know he hates thee, but he fhall not have her ^ 
We heard of this before. Lyfimachm, 
I here command, you nouriih no defign. 
To prejudice my Perfon in the Man 
I love, and will preferr to all the World. 

Lyf. I never fail’d to obey your Majefty, 
Whilft you commanded what was in my power. 
Nor cou’d Hepheflion fly more fwift to ferve. 
When you commanded us to ftorm a Town, 
Or fetch a Standard from the Enemy : 
But when you charge me not to love the Princefs, 
I mult confefs, I ditobey you, as,. 
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I wou’d the Gods themfeives, fhould they command. 

Alex. You ihou’d, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dumb, 
When by my order, curft C.ihflhenes, 
Was as a Traitor doom’d to live in torments; 
Your pity l'ped him in defpight of me. ~ 
Think not I have forgot your infoletice • 
No, though I pardon'd it., yet if again 
Thou dar’lt to crofs me with another Crime* 
The Bolts of Fury fhall be doubled on thee. 
In the mean time think not of Parifatis; 
For if thou doft, by Jupiter Ammon, 
By my own Head, and by King Philip's Soul, 
Fie not refped: that Blood of mine thou fhar’fl, 
But ufe thee as the vileft MacedoniAn. 

Lyf. I doubted not at firft but I fhou’d meet 
Your indignation, yet my Soul’s refolv’d, 
And I fhall never quit fo brave a Prize, 
While I can draw a Bow, or lift a Sword. 

Alex. Againft my Life, ha? wasitfo? how now? 
’Tis faid that I am rafh, of hafty humour 5 
But I appeal to the Immortal Gods, 
If ever petty poor Provincial Lord 
Had temper like to mine? My Slave, whom I 
Cou’d tread to Clay, dares utter bloody threats. 

Clyt. Contain your felf, dread Sir, the noble Prince, 
I fee it in his Countenance, would dye, 
To juftifie his truth, but love makes many faults. 

Lyf. I meant his Minion there Ihould feel my Arm, 
Love asks his blood, nor (hall he live to laugh 
At my deftru&ion. 

Ale at. Now be thy own Judge, 
I pardon thee for my old Clytu* s lake ; 
But if once more thou mention thy rafh Love, 
Or dar’ft attempt Hepbeftions precious Life, 
Tie pour fuch ftorms of indignation on thee, 
philotas rack, Calijlhenes dii’grace, 
Shall be delight to what thou fhalt endure. 
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Enter Syligambis, Parifatis. 

Heph. My Lord, the Queen comes to congratulate 
Your fafe arrival. 

Alex. O thou beft of Women,” 
Source of my joy, bleft Parent of my Love. 

Svf. Permit me kneel, and give thofe adorations 
Which from the Perfian Family are due : 
Have you not rais’d us from our ruines high. 
And when no Hand cou’d help, nor any Eye 
Behold us with a Tear, your’s pittied me. 
You, like a God, (hatch'd us from forrow’s Gulph, 
Fixt us in Thrones above our former ftate. 

Par. Which, when a Soul forgets, advanc’t lo nobly. 
May it be drown’d in deeper mifery. 

Alex. To meet me thus, was generoufly done j 
But ftill there wants to crown my happinefs 
Life of my Empire, Treafure of my Soul I 
My dear statira! O that Heavenly Beam, 
Warmth of my Brain, and Firerof my Heart* 
Had fhe but lhot to fee me, had Ihe met me, 
By this time I had been amongft the Gods 5 
If any Ecftafie can make a height, 
Or any Rapture hurle us to the Heavens.’ 

clyt. Now, who ihall dare to tell him the Queens Vow ? 
Alex, How fares my Love? ha,-neither anfwer me! 

Ye raife my wonder, Darknefs overwhelm me 
If Royal Syfigambis does not weep. 
Trembling, and horrour, pierce me cold as Ice. 
Is (lie not well ? what, none, none anfwer me ? 
Oris it worfe ? Keep down ye rifing Sighs, 
And murmur in the hollow of my Bread:: 
Run to my Heart, and gather more lad Wind; 
That when the voice of Fate Ihall call you forth, 
Ye may, at one ruih, from the Seat of Life, 
Blow the Blood out, and burft me like a Bladder. 

Hepb. I w'ou’d relate it, but my courage fails me. 
Alex. 
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Alex. If ihe be dead,—That if’s impoffible; 

And let none here affirm it for his Soul: 
For he that dares but think fo damn’d a Lye, 
Fie have his body ftraight empal’d before me 5 
And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. 

CajJ. How will this Engine of unruly Palfion 
Roar, when we have ram’d him to the Mouth with Poyfon? 

Alex. Why {land you all, as you were rooted here, 
Like fenfelefs Trees, while to the ftupid Grove 
I, like a wounded Lion, groan my griefs, 
And none will anfwer, — what, not my Hefheftion 1 
If thou haft any love for Alexander, 
If ever I oblig a thee by my care 
When my quick fight has watch’d theein the War- 
Or if to fee thee bleed I lent forth cryes, 
And, like a Mother, walk’d thee with my tears. 
If this be true, if I deferve thy Love, 
Eafe me, and tell the caufe of my difafter. 

Heph. Your mourning Queen, (which I had told before,’ 
Had you been calm,) has no Difeale but Sorrow ; 
Which was occafion’d firft by jealous Pangs: 
She heard, (for what can fcape a watchful Lover?) 
That you at Sufa, breaking all your Vows, 
Relaps’d, and conquer’d by Roxana's Charms, 
Gave up your felf devoted to her Arms. 

Alex. I know that fubtle Creature in my Riot, 
My Reafon gone, feduc’d me to her Bed • 
But when I wak’d, I (hook the Circe off, 
Though that Enchantrefs held me by the Arm, 
And wept, and gaz’d with all the force of Love - 
Nor griev’d I lcls for that which I had done. 
Than when at Thais luit, enrag’d with Wine, 
I fet the fam’d Per[epolis on Fire. 

Heph. Your Queen statira took it fo to heart, 
That, in the Agony of Love, lhe fwore 
Never to fee your Majefty again; 
With dreadful Imprecations {lie confirm’d 
Her Oath, and I much fear that (lie will keep it, 
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Alex. Ha I did fhe fwear? did that fweet Creature fwear? 
Tie not believe it, no, fhe is all ioftneis, 
All melting, mild, and calm as a rock’d Infant, 

I> Nor can you wake her into cryes • by Heaven, 
She is the Child of Love, and fhe was born in ifniles. 

Par. I, and my weeping Mother, heard her fwear. 
Syf. And with fitch fierceners fhe did aggravate 

The fouinefs of your fault, that I cou’d wifh 
| Your Majefty wou’d blot her from your breaft. 

Alex. Blot her? forget her? hurle her from my bofome 
For ever, lole die Star that guilds my Life, 

[ 1 Guide of my Days, and Goddels of my Nights! 
j No, flie fhall ttay with me in fpight of Vows, 
! My foul, and body both are twitted with her : 
f The God of Love empties his golden Quiver, 

Shoots every Grain of her into my heart - 
She is all mine, by Heaven I feel her here 
Panting, and warm, the deareft, O statira ! 

Syf. Have patience. Son, and truft to Heaven and me - 
If my Authority, or the remembrance 

j. Of dead Darius, or her Mothers Soul 
Can work upon her, ihe again is yours. 

Alex. O, Mother help me, help your wounded Son, 
jj And move the Soul of my offended Dear • 
;* Butfly,hafte, e’rethe fad Proceflion’s made. 

Spend not a thought in a reply.—Be gone. 
If you wou’d have me live—and Pari]at is, 
Hang thou about her Knees, wafh ’em with Tears: 

J Nay hafte, the breath of Gods, and eloquence 
Of Angels go along with you —O my heart l [Exeunt Syf and Pm. 

Lyf. Now let your Majefty, who feel the Torments, 
And fharpeft Pangs of Love, entourage mine, 

pi Alex. Ha.--- 
Cljt. Are you a Mad-man ? is this a time ? 
Lyf. Yes, for I fee he cannot be unjuft to me, 

Left fomething worfe befall himfelf. 
A 'ex. Why doft thou tempt me thus, to thy undoing ? 

Death thou fhould’ft have, were it not courted fo; 
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Bat know, to thy confufion, that my word, 
Like deftiny, admits not a reverfe -■ 
Therefore, in Chains, thou flialt behold the Nuptials 
Of my Hef hellion,—Guards take him Prifoner. 

Lyf. I llnll not eafily refign my Sword, 
’Till I have dy’d ic in my Rivals blood. 

Alex, I charge you, kill him not, take him alive- 
The dignity of Kings is now concern'd, 
And I will find away to tame this Beaft. 

clyt. Kneel, for I fee the Lightning in his Eyes. 
Lyf. I neither hope, nor ask a pard’n of him ; 

But if he Ihou’d reftore my Sword, I wou*d, 
With a new violence, run againft my Rival. 

Alex. Sure we, at laft, (hall conquer this fierce Lion: 
Hence from my fight, and bear him to a Dungeon : 
Perdiccas give this Lion to a Lion • 
None fpeak for him, fly, ftop his Mouth, away. 

Clyt. The Kings extremely mov’d. 
Earn. I dare not fpeak. 
Clyt. This comes of Love, and Women, ’tis all madnefs • 

Yet were I heated now with Wine I (hou’d 
Be preaching to the King for this rafh Fool. 

Alex. Come hither and my dear Hephefion 5 
Lend me your Arms, help, for Fm Tick o’th’ Hidden: 
I fear betwixt statira s cruel Love, 
And fond Roxanas Arts, your King will fall. 

Clyt. Better the Perfian Race were all undone. 
Heph. Look up,my Lord, and bend not thus your Head,. 

As you wou’d leave the Empire of the World 
Which you with toil have won. 

Alex. Wou’d I had not, 
There’s no true joy in fuch unweildy Fortune. 
Eternal gazers lafting troubles make, 
All find my fpots, but few my brightnefs take. 
Standoff, and give me air,— 
Why was I born a Prince, proclaim’d a God ? 
Yet have no liberty to look abroad ? 

E 
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Thus Palaces in profped barr the Eye, -> 
Which pleas'd, and rree, wou’d o’re the Cottage fly } > 
O’re flow’ry Lands to the gay diftant Skie. J 
Farewel then Empire, and the Racks of Love» 
By all the Gods, I will to wilds remove. 
Stretch’d like a Sylvan God on Grafs lye down, 
And quite forget that e’re I wore a Crown. 

ACT. 
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Act III. 

Enter Eumenes, Philip, Theffalus, Perdiccas, 
Lyfimacfius, Guards. 

Etun.TlArewell, brave Spirit, when you come above. 
Commend us to Thilotasy and the reft 

Of our great Friends. 
Thef. Terdiccas, you are grown 

In truft, be thankfull for your noble Office. 
Terd. As noble as you fentence me, I’d give 

This Arm that Theffalus were Co imploy’d. 
Lyf. Ceafe thefe untimely jarrs, farewell to all, 

Fight for the King as I have done, and then 
You may be worthy of a death like mine. — Lead on. 

Enter Parifatis. 

Tar. Ah my Lyfimachus, where are you going ? 
Whither ? to be devour’d > O barbarous Prince! 
Cou’d youe*po(e your life to the King’s rage. 
And yet remember mine was ty’d to yours? 

Lyf. The Gods preferve you ever from the ills 
That threaten me 5 live, Madam, to enjoy 
A nobler fortune, and forget this wretch: 
I ne’rc had worth, nor is it poflible 
That all the bloud which I (hall lofe this day, 
Shou’d merit this rich forrow from your eyes. 

Tar. The King, I know, is bent to thy defti uftion; 
Now by command they forc’d me from his knees : 
But take this fatisfa&ion in thy death, 
No Power, Command, my Mothers, Sifters tears, 
Shall caufe me to furvive thy cruel lofs. 

Lyf'. Live, Princefs, live $ howe’re the King difdains me, 
Perhaps unarm’d, and fighting for your fake, 
I may perform what (hall amaze the World, 

E And 
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And force h-im yet to give you to my arms. 
Away Perdiccas h — dear Eumenes, take 
The Princefs to your charge. Exeunt Perd. Lyf. Guards. 

Eutn. O cruelty! 
Par. Lead me, Eumenes, lead me from the light, 

Where I may wait till I his mine hear, 
Then free my Soul to meet him in the Air. Exeunt. 

Phil. See where the jealous ^>roud Roxana comes, 
A haughty vengeance gathers up her brow. 

Thef. Peace, they have rais’d her to their ends} ob(erve3 
• • -j ■ • 

Enter Roxana, Callander, Polipercon. 

Rox. O you have ruin’d me, I fhall be mad, 
Said you fo paffiortate, is’t poffible? 
So kind to her, and fo unkind to me ? 

Caf. More then your utmoft fancy can invent: 
He fwouned thrice at hearing of her Vow, 
And when our care as oft had brought back life, 
He drew his Sw-rd, and offer’d at his breaft. 

Pol. Then rai/d on you with fiich unheard of curies., 
Rox. Away, be gone, and give a whirlwind room, 

Or I will blow you up like duff 5 avaunt : 
Madnefs but meanly reprefents my toyl. 
Roxana, and Statlra, they are names 
Thatmuft for ever )arr$ eternal dilcord, 
Fury,revenge, difda'n, i nd indignation 
Tear my fwoln breaft, make way for fire and tempefh 
My brain is burft, debate and realon quench’d. 
The ftorm is up, and my hot bleeding heart 
Splits with the rack, while paffions like the winds 
Rife up to Heav n and put out all the Stars. 
What faving hand, O what Almighty arm 
Can raife me finking ? 

Caf. Let your own arm fave you, 
Tis in your power, your beauty is Almighty : 

Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light ’em: 
Wake then, bright Planet that Ihou’d rule the world, 
Wake like the Moon, from your too long Edipfe, 
And we with all the Inftruments of War, 

Trumpets 
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Trumpets and Drums, will help your Glorious Labour, 

ToU Put us to aft, and with a violence, 
That fits the Spirit of a mod wrong’d woman: 
Let not Medea a dreadfull vengeance ftand 
A pattern more, but draw your own Co fierce, 
It may for ever be Original. 

Caf Touch not, but dath, with ftroaks fo bravely bold* 
Till you have form’d a face of (omuch horrour, 
That gaping Furies may run frighted back $ 
That Envy may devour her (elf for madnefs. 
And (ad Medufas head be turn’d to Stone. 

Rox. Yes, we will have revenge, my Inttruments t 
For there is nothing you have faid of me, 
But comes far fhort, wanting of what I am. 
When in my nonage I 2xZogdia liv’d, 
Amongft my She-companions I wou’d reign 5 
Drew ’em from idlenefs, and little arts 
Of coining looks, and laying fnares for Lovers 5 
Broke all their Glades, and their Tires tore : 
Taught ’em, like Amazons, to ride and chace 
Wild Beafis in De(arts, and to Matter men. 

Caf. Her looks, her words, her ev'ry motion fires me. 
Rox. But when I heard of Alexanders Conquefts, 

How with a handful! he had Millions (lain, 
Spoil d all the Eaft, their Queens his Captives made. 
Yet with what Chaftity, and God-like temper 
He (aw their Beauties, and with pity bow'd 5 
Methought I hung upon my Father’s lips, 
And wi fil’d him tell the wondrous tale again : 
Left all my fports, the Woman now return’d. 
And fighsuncalld wou’d from my bofom fly 3 
And all the night, as my Adrajle told me, 
In flumbers groan’d and murmur’d, Alexander. 

Caf Curfe on the name! but I will .(oon remove 
That bar of my Ambition and my Love. 

Rox. At laft to Zogdia this Triumpher came, 
And cover’d o’re with Laurels forc’d our City: 
At night I by my Father’s order flood, 
With fifty Virgins, waiting at a Banquet. 
But oh how glad was I to hear his Couit, 
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To feel the preflure of his glowing hand, 
And taft the dear, the falfe-protefting lips. 

Ca/Wormwood,an J Hemlock henceforth grow about ’em; 
Rox. Gods! that a man fhould be (o great and bate ! 

What (aid he not when in the Bridal Bed 
He clafp’d my yielding body in. his arms: 
WhenVith his fiery lips devouring mine. 
And moulding with his hand my throbbing bread, 
He fwore the Globes of Heav'n and Earth were vile 
To thofe rich Worlds^ and talk'd, and kifs’d, and lov'd. 
And made me fhamethe morning with my blufhes. 

Caf Yet after this prove falfe! 
Eol. Horrid perjury ! 
Caf. Not to be match'd. 
Tol. O you muft find revenge. 
Caf. A perfon of your Spirit be thus (lighted! 

For whole defire all Earth (hould be too little. 
Rox. And (hall the Daughter of 'Darius hold him? 

That puny Girl, that Ape of my ambition? 
That cry'd for milk, when I was nurs'd in bloud! 
Shall the, made up of watry Element, 
A Cloud, (hall (he embrace my proper God? 
While I am cad like Lightning from his hand ! 
No, I muft (corn to prey on common things 5 
Though hurl’d to Earth by this difdainfull 7eve, 
I will rebound to my own Orb of fire, 
And with the wrack of all the Heav'ns expire. 

Caf Now you appear your (elf} 
'Tis noble anger. 

&ex> May the Uluftrious bloud that fills my womb3 
And ripens to be perfect Godhead born, 
Come forth a Fury, may Barfinas Baftard 
Tread it to Hell, and rule as Soveraign Lord, 
When I permit Statira to enjoy 
Roxana's right, and ftrive not to deftroy. 

Enter Syfigambis, Statira, in mourning, 

Caf Behold her going to fulfill her Vow} 
Old Syfigambis whom the King engag'd, 
Pvefifts and awes her with Authority, 

Rox, 
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Rox. Twas rafhly vow’d indeed, and I ftiou’d pity her. 
Syf O my Statira, how has paffion chang’d thee! 

Think if you drive the King to fuch extremes, 
What in his fury may he not denounce 
Againft the poor remains of loft Darius. 

St at. I know, I know he will be kind to you, 
And to my mourning Sifter, for my (ake $ 
And tell him, how with my departing breath 
I rail’d not, but fpoke kindly of his per(on, 
Nay wept to think of our divided Loves, 
And fobbing (enta laft forgivenefs to him. 

Rox. Grant, Heav’n, fome eafe to this diftratted wretch l 
Let her not linger out a life in torments, 
Be the(e her laft words, and at once difpatch her. 

Syf. No, by the Everlafting fire I fwear, 
By my "Darius Soul, I never more 
Will dare to look on Alexanders face, 
If you refute to fee him. 

Rox. Curfe on that cunning tongue, I fear her now. 
Caf. No, (he’s refolv’d. 
Stat. I caft me at your feet, 

To bath ’em with my tears, or if you pleafe, 
I’le let out life, and wafh em with my bloud 5 
But ftill conjure you not to rack my Soul, 
Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfeft madnefs- 
Shou’d now Darius awfull Ghoft appear. 
And my pale Mother-ftand befeeching by, 
I wou’d perfift to death, and keep my Vow. 

Rox. She (hews a certain bravery of Soul, 
Which I fhou’d praife in any but my Rival. 

Syf Dye then, rebellious wretch, thou art not now 
That (oft belov’d, nor doft thou (hare my bloud. 
Go hide thy bafenefs in thy lovely Grot, 
Ruine thy Mother, and thy Royal Houfe, 
Pernicious Creature! fhed the innocent 
Bloud, and Sacrifice to the King’s wrath 
The lives of all thy people } fly, begone,. 
And hide thee where bright Virtue never fhone: 
The day will ihuB thee, nay the Stars that view 
Mifehiefsand Murders, deeds to thee not new, 

Will 
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Will ftart at this Go, go, thy crimes deplore, 
And never think of Syfigambk more. Exit. 

Rox. Madam, I hope you will a Queen forgive, 
Roxana weeps to fee Statira grieve : 
How noble is the brave refblve you make, 
To quit the world for Alexanders fake? 
Vaft is your mind, you dare thus greatly dye, 
And yield the King to one fb mean as I: 
Tis a revenge will make the Vi&or fmart, 
And much I fear your death will break his heart. 

Stat. You counterfeit a fear, and know too well 
How much your Eyes all Beauties elfe excell: 
Roxana, who though not a Princefs born. 
In Chains cou'd make the mighty Victor mourn. 
Forgetting pow’r, when Wine had made him warm, 
And fenfelels, yet even then you knew to charm: 
Preferve him by thofe arts that cannot fail, 
While I the lofs of what I lov’d bewail. 

Rox. I hope your Majefty will giv^me leave 
To wait you to the Grove, where you wou'd grieve 3 
Where like the Turtle, you the lofs will moan 
Gf that dear Mate, and murmur all alone. 

Stat. No, proud Triumpher ore my falling ftate, 
Thou (halt not (lay to fill thee with my Fate: 
Go to the Conqueft which your wiles may boaft, 
And tell the world you left Statira loft. 
Go feize my faithlels Alexander's hand. 
Both hand and heart were once at my command : ~ 
Grafp his lov’d neck, dye on his fragrant breaft. 
Love him like me, which cannot be expreft, 
He muft be happy, and you more then bleft. 
While I in darknefs hide me from the day. 
That with my mind I may his form furvey, 
And think fo long, till I think life away. 

Rox. No, fickly Virtue, no, 
Thou (halt not think, nor thy Loves lofs bemoan, 
Nor (hall paft pleafures through thy fancy run 5 
That were to make thee bleft as I can be. 
But thy no thought I muft, I will decrees 
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As thus Tie torture thee till thou art mad, 
And then no thought to purpofe can be had. 

Stat. How frail, how cowardly is womans mind? * 
We fhriek at Thunder, dread the ruftling wind, 
And glitt’ring Swords the brighteft eyes will blind. J- 
Yct when ftrong Jealoufie enflnmes the Soul, 
The weak will roar, and Calms toTempefts roul. 
Rival, take heed, and tempt me not too far. 
My bloud may boy], and bluQies (hew a War. 

Rox. When you retire to your Romantick Cell, 
He make thy (olitary Manfion Hell 5 
Thou (halt not reft by day, nor deep by night, 
But (till Roxana (hall thy Spirit fright: 
Wanton, in Dreams, if thou dar’ft dream of biifs, 
Thy roving Ghoft may think to fteal a kifs; 
But when to hisr fought Bed, thy wandring air * 
Shall for the happinefs it wifh’d repair, ( 
How will it groan to find thy Rival there ? ) 
How ghaftly wilt thou look, when thou (halt fee, 
Through the drawn Curtains, that Great man and me, 
Wearied with laughing joys, (hot to the Soul, 
While thou (halt grinningftand,and gnafh thy teeth,and houl, 

Stat, O barb rous rage ! my tears I cannot keep, 
But my full Eyes in fpight of me will weep. 

Rox. The King and I in various Pictures drawn. 
Clafping each other, (haded oke with Lawn, 
Shall be the daily Prefents I will fend, 
To help thy forrow to her Journeys end. 
And when we hear at laffc thy hour draw’s nigh. 
My Alexander, my dear Love and F, 
Will come and haften on thy ling’ring Fates, 
And fraile, and kifs thy Soul out, through the Grates. 

Stat. Tis wTell, I thank thee 5 thou haft wak’da rage,. 
Whofe boiling now no temper can aft wage: 
I meet thy tides of Jealoufie with more. 
Dare thee to dwell, and dafh thee o’re and o're> 

Rox. What wou’d you dare? 
Stat. Whatever you dare do, 

My warring, thoughts the bloudieft trafrs perfue, 
I am by Love a Fury made, like you: 
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Kill, or be kill’d, thus afted by defpair. 

Rox. Sure, the difdain’d Statira does not dare* 
Stat. Yes, tow’ring proud Roxana, but I dare. 
Rox. I tow’r indeed o re thee 5 

Like a fair Wood, the fhade of Kings I ftand. 
While thou,fick Weed, doft but infeft the Land. 

Stat. No, like an Ivy I will curl thee round, 
Thy faplefs Trunk of all its pride confound, 
Then dry, and wither’d, bend thee to the ground. 
What Syfigambk threats, objefted fears, 
My Siftersfighs, and Alexanders tears, 
Cou’d not effedi, thy Rival rage has done s 
My Soul, whofe ftart at breach of oaths begun, 
Shall to thy ruine violated run. 
Tie (ee the King in fpight of all I fwore, 
Though curft that thou mayft never fee him more. 

Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syfigambis, Attendants, 

Terd. Madam, your Royal Mother, and the King. 
Alex. O my Statira ! O my angry dear ! 

Turn thine Eyes on me, I wou’d talk to them: 
What (hall I (ay to work upon thy Soul ? 
Where (hall I throw me ? whither fhall I fall ? 

Stat. Forme you (hall not fall. 
Alex. For thee I will : 

Before thy feet Tie have a Grave dug up, 
And perifh quick, be buried ftraight alive : 
Give but as the Earth grows heavy on me, 
A tender look, and a relenting word 5 
Say but, 5twas pity that (b great Great a man, 
Who had ten thoufand deaths in Battels (cap d, 
For one poor fault (o early ftiou’d remove, 
And fall a Martyr to the God of Love. 

Rox. Is then Roxanas love and life (o poor, 
That for another you can chu(e to dye, 
Rather then live for her ? what have I done ? 
How am I alter’d fince at Sufa laft 
You fwore, and feal’d it with a thoufand kiffes, 
Rather then lo(e Roxanas (mailed:charm, 
You wou’d forgo the Conqueft of the world ? 

Alex. 
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Alex. Madam, you bed can tc]J what Magick drew 

Me to your charms, but ]et it not be told 
For your own dike, take, take that Conquer’d World, 
Difpofc of Crowns and Scepters as you pleafe, 
Let me but have the freedom for an hour, 
To make account with this wrong’d Innocence. 

Stat. You know, my Lord, you did commit a fault, 
I ask but this, repeat your crime no more. 

Alex. O never, never. 
Rox. Am I reje&ed then ? 
Alex. Exhaudmy Treafures, 

Take all the Spoils of the far conquer’d Indies 3 
But for the eafe of my affli&ed Soul, 
Go where I never may behold thee more. 

Rox. Yes, I will go, ungratefull as thou art! 
Bane to my life! thou torment of my days! 
Thou murd’rer of the world! for as thy Sword 
Has cut the lives of thoufand thoufand men, 
So will thy tongue undo all woman-kind. 
But fie be gone 5 this lad difdain has cur’d me, 
And I am now grown fo indifferent, 
I could behold yoiYTufs without a pang, 
Nay take a Torch, and light you to your Bed: 
But do not trull: me, no, for if you do, 
By all the Furies, and the flames of Love, 
By Love, which is the hotted burning Hell, 
fie fet you both on fire to blaze for ever. Fxit. 

Stat. O Alexander, is it pofiible ? Good Gods, 
That guilt can (hew fo lovely! — yet I pardon, 
Forgive thee all, by thy dear life I do. 

Alex. Ha ! Pardon ! faidd thou, Pardon me ? 
Syf. Now all thy Mothers bleffings fall about thceB 

My bed, my mod belov’d, my own Statira. 
Alex. Is it then true that thou had pardon’d me ? 

And is it giv’n me thus to touch thy hand, 
And fold thy body in my longing arms ? 
To gaze upon thy Eyes, my happier Stars? 
To tad thy lip, and thy dear balmy breath, 
While ev’ry figh comes forth fo fraught with fweets, 
Tis incenfe to be offer’d to a God. 

•»'0 * T7* Ca . j 
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Stat. Yes, dear Impoftor, ’tis rqoft true that I 

Have pardon’d thee 3 and ’tis as true that while 
I ftand in view of thee, thy eyes will wound, 
Thy tongue will make me wanton as thy wifties 3 
And while I feel thy hand, my body glows: 
Therefore be quick, and take your laft adieu, 
Thefe your laft fighs, and thefe your parting tears 3 
Farewell, farewell, a long and laft farewell. 

.Alex. O my Hepheflion^ bear me or I fink. 
Stat. Nay, you may take,— Heavnhow my heart throbs^ 

You may, you may, if yet you think me worthy, 
Take from thefe trembling lips a parting kifs. 

Alex. No, let me ftarvefirft^ — why^ $tatira> why ? 
What is the meaning of all this ? — O Gods! 
I know the caufe, my working brain divines: 
You’l lay you pardon’d but with this referve. 
Never to make me. bl^ft, as I have been,. 
To (lumber by the fide of that fake man, 
Nor give a Heavn of beauty to a Devil, 
Think you not thus ? fpeak Madam. 

Syf. She is not worthy, Son, of fe> much forrow 
Speak comfort to him, fpeak, my dear Stat/ra, 
I ask thee by thofe tears 5 Ah canft thou e’re 
Pretend to Love, yet with dry eyes behold him! 

Alex. Silence more dreadfull then fevereft founds: 
Wou’d (he but fpeak, though Death, eternal Exile 
Hung at her lips, yet while her tongue pronounces, 
There muft be Mufick even in my undoing. 

Stat. Still my lov’d Lord, I cannot fee you thus 3 
Nor can I ever yield to (hare your Bed 
OI (hall find Roxana in your arms, 
And taft her kiflfes left upon your lips : 
Her curs’d embraces have defil’d your body. 
Nor fhall I fipd the wonted fweetnefs there, 
But artificial fmells, and aking odours. 

Alex. Yes, obftinate, I will .3 Madam, you (hall, 
You fhall, in fpight,of this refiftjels paffion, 
Be ferv’d 3 but you muft give me leave to think 
You never lov’d : —- Q cou’d I fee you thus! 
Hell has not half the tortures that you raife. 
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Cljt. Never did paffions combat thus before. 
Alex. O I (ball bur ft, 

Unlcfs you give me leave to rave a while. 
Syf Yet e’re deftruftion fwecps us both away. 

Relent, and break through all to pity him, 
Alex. Yes, I will fhake this Cupid from my arms, 

If all the rages of the Earth can fright him 3 
Drown him in the deep bowl of Hercules 3 
Make the World drunk, and then like JEolus, 
When he gave paffage to the ftruggling winds, 
Tie ftrike my Spear into the reeling Globe 
To let it bloud 3 let Babylon in a blaze, 
And drive this God of flames with more confiiming fire. 

Stat. My prefence will but force him to extremes 3 
Befides, ’tis death tome to fee his pains: 
Yet ftand relolv’d never to yield again. 
Permit me to remove. 

Alex. I charge ye ftay her 3 
For if fhe pafs, by all the Hells I feel, 
Your Souls, your naked Ghofts (hall wait upon her. 
O turn thee! Turn! thou barb’rous brightnefs, turn ! 
Hear my laft words, and fee my utmoft pang : 
But firft kneel with me, all my Souldiers, kneel, Q All kneel. 
Yet lower, — proftrate to the Earth : — Ah Mother, what 
WiflO^ou kneel too ? Then let the Sun ftand ftill 
To fee himfclf out-worfhip’d 3 not a face 
Ee (hewn that is not wafh’d all o*re in tears, 
but weep as if you here beheld me llain. 

Syf Haft thou a heart ? or art thou Savage turn’d? 
But if this pofture cannot move your mercy, 
I never will fpeak more. 

Alex. O my St at trad 
I fwear, my Queen, Tie not out-live thy hate, 
My Soul is ftill as death: — But one thing more. 
Pardon my laft extremities, — the tranfports 
Of a deep wounded breaft, and all is well. 

Stat. Rife, and may Hcav n forgive you all, like me. 
Alex. You are too gracious 3 — Clytus, bear me hence, 

When I am laid in Earth, yield her the world. 
There’s fomething here heaves, and is cold as Ice, 

F a That 
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That flops my breath 5-— Farewell, O Gods! for ever. 

Stat. Hold off, and let me run into his arms, 
My deareft, my all Love, my Lord, my King 5 
You (hall not dye, if that the foul and body 
Of thy Statira can reftore thy life : 
Give me thy wonted kindnefs, bend me, break me 
With thy embraces. 

Alex. O the killing joy ! 
O extafie ! my heart will burft my breaft, 
To leap into thy bofom$ but by Heav’n 
This night I will revenge me of thy beauties, 
For the dear rack I have this day endur’d : 
For all the fighs and tears that I have fpent, 
Fie have fo many thoufand burning Loves 5 
So fwell thy lips, fo fill me with thy fweetmefs, 
Thou fhalt not deep, nor clofe thy wandring Eyes 1 
The finding hours fhall all be lov’d away, 
We’l furfeit all the night, and languifh all the day. 

Stat. Nor fhall Roxana --— 
Alex‘ Let her not be nam’d_—- 

O Mother! how (hall I requite your goodnefs ? 
And you, my fellow Warriours, that cou’d weep 
For your loft King: — But I invite you all. 
My equals in the Throne as in the Grave, 
Without diftin&ion to the Riot come. 
To the Kings Banquet..-- 

Clyt. I beg your Majefty 
Would leave me out. 

Alex. None, none fhall be excus'd 5 
All Revel out the day,’tis my command 3 
Gay as the Terfian God our felf will (land, 
With a Crown’d Goblet in our lifted hand. 
Young Ammon and Statira (hall go round, 
While antick Meafures beat the burden’d ground, 
And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors (bund. 

Exeunt• 
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Act IV. 

Enter Clytus in hk Macedonian habit$ Hepheftion, 
Eumenes, Meleager, &c. in Perfian Robes. 

) fii fpj t/Iiid »A 
Clyt, A Way, I will not wear thefe Terjian Robes 5 

/\k Nor ought the King be angry for the reverence 
I owe my Country, facred are her Cuftoms, 
Which honeft Clytus (hall preferve to death. 
O let me rot in Macedonian rags, 
Rather then (hine in fathions of the Eaft. 
Then for the Adorations he requires, 
Roft my old body in eternal flames, 
Or let him Cage me, like Calijlhenes. 

Eum. Dear Clytus^ be perfwaded. 
Heph. You know the King 

Is God-like, full of all the richeft Virtues 
That ever Royal heart poffefs’d ? yet you 
Perverfe, but to one humour will oppole him. 

Clyt. Call you it humour! 'tis a pregnant one. 
By Mars there's venom in it, burning pride 5 
And though my life fhou’d follow, rather then 
Bear fuch a hot ambition in my bowels, 
I’d rip'em up to givre the poyfon vent. 

Mei Was not that Jupiter whom we adore 
A man ) but for his more then human atts, 
Advanc’d to Heav'n, and worfhipt for its Lord ! 

heph. By all his Thunder, and his Sov’raign Power, . 
Tie not believe the Earth yet ever felt 
An arm like Alexanders 5 not that God 
You nam'd, though riding in a Car of fire, 
And drawn by flying Horfes wing'd with Lightning, 
Cou'd in a fpace more (hort do greater deeds, 
Drive all the Nations, and lay waft the World. 

Clyt. There's not a man of War amongft you all 
That loves the King like me 5 yet Lie not flatter. 
Nor (both his vanity, 'tis blamable, 
And when the wine works, Clytus thoughts will out. 

heph, ■ 
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Heph. Then go not to the Banquet. 
Clyt. I was call’d, 

My Minion, was I not, as well as you ? 
Tie go, my Friends, in this old Habit thus, 
And laugh, and drink the King’s health heartily $ 
And while you blufhing bow your heads to earth, 
And hide’em intheduft, He ftand upright, 
Strait as a Spear, the Pillar of my Country, 
And be by fo much nearer to the Gods —- 
But (ee, the King and all the Court appear. 

Enter Alexander, Syfigambis, Statira, Parifatis, &c. 

Tar. Spare him, O (pare Lyfimachus his life 5 
I know you will, Kings ftiou’d delight in mercy. 

Alex. Shield me, Statiray fhield me from her forrow. 
Tar. O lave him, lave him, e’re it be too late } 

Speak the kind word before the gaping Lyon 
Swallow him up 3 let not your Souldier perifti, 
But for one raftinels which defpair did caufe. 
Tie follow thus for ever on my knees, 
And make your way fo flippery with tears, 
You fhall not pafs. — Sifter, do you conjure him. 

Alex♦ O Mother, take her, take her from me, ( kneels. 
Her watry eyes affault my very Soul, 
They fhake my beft refolve. *>—* 

St at. Did not I break 
Through all for you? nay now my Lord you muft. 

Syf Nor wou’d I make my Son fo bold a prayer. 
Had I not firft confulted for his Honour. 

Alex. Honour! what Honour! has not Statira faid it? 
Were I the King of the blue Firmament, 
And the bold Titans Aloud again make War, 
Though my refiftlels Arrows were made ready, 
By all the Gods (he ftiou’d arreft my hand. 
Fly then, ev’n thou his Rival fo belov’d. 
Fly with old Clytus, fnatch him from the jaws 
Of the devouring Beaft, bring him adorn’d 
To the Kings Banquet, fit for loads of Honour. 

Exeunt Heph. Eum. Par. 
St at. 
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St at. O my lov’d Lord! let me embrace your knees, 

I am not worthy of this mighty paflion : 
You are too good for Goddeflcs themfelvcs. 
No woman, not the Sex, is worth a grain 
Of this illuftrious life of my dear Matter. 
Why are you (b Divine to cauft fuch fondnefs ? 
That my heart leaps, and beats, and fain woud out, 
To make a dance of Joy about yoiu* feek 

Alex. Excellent woman! no, ’tis impoffible 
To fay how much I love thee: — Ha! again ? 
Such Extafles life cannot carry long 5 
The day comes on lo fatt, and beamy joy 
Darts with fuch fierceneft on me, night will follow. 
A pale Crown’d head flew lately glaring by me, 
With two dead hands, which threw a Chryftal Globe 
From high, that (batter’d in a thoufend pieces. 
But I will loft theft boding Dreams in wine 5 , 
Then warm and blufhing for my Queens embraces. 
Bear me with all my heat to thy lov’d bofom. 

St at. Go, my bett Love, and chear your drooping Spirits. 5 
Laugh with your Friends, and talk,your grief away. 
While in the Bow’r of great Semnawis^ 
I drefs your Bed with all the fweetsof Nature, 
And crown it as the Altar of my Love $, 
Where I will lay me down and foftly mourn, 
But never clofe my eyes till your return. Ex. Stat. Syfig^ 

Alex. Is (he not more then mortal man can wi(h! 
fDianas Soul, caft in the flefh of Venn* ! 
By Jove ’tis ominous, our parting is 5-. 
Her face look’d pale.too, as (he turn’d away : 
And when I wrung her b y the Rode fingers, 
Methought the firings of my great heart <1 id crack. 
What (hould it mean ? -Forwa 

Iff . Cf)jncj§n3v ^"r.'ji i 
Roxana meets hivty with CaffandAPolipr PhillUjWiThelT. 

jl:r. /> It, cirri;, bloa srb ni b'cpfih rnir! e: 
Why Madam gaze you thuiJ .n ; ; nr. ik rh. / I 

Rox. For a lad: look, if jht folds' Ilk hand. 
And that the memory of Roxanas wrongs 
May be for ever printed ip yourmind. 1 v 
bn A Alex, 
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Alex. O Madam, you muft let me pafs. 
Rox> I will 3 

But I have (worn that you (hall hear me (peak, 
And mark me well, for Fate is in my breath: 
Love on the Miftrefs you adore to death : 
Still hope 5 but I fruition will deftioy : 
Languifh for pleafures, you (hall ne re enjoy. 
Still may Statiras Image draw your fight, 
Like thofe deluding Fires that walk at night 3 
Lead you through fragrant Grots, and flowrie GrQVes, 
And charm you through deep Grals with deeping Loves 3 
That when your fancy to its height does rile, 
The light you lov’d may vanifh from your eyes, 
Darkneft, Delpair, and Death your wandring Soul furprize. 

Alex. Away 3 lead, Eeleager, to the Banquet. Ex. cum ft/s. 
Rox. So unconcern’d! O I cou'd tear myflefh, 

Or him, or you, nay all the world to pieces. 
Caf Still keep this Spirit up, preferve it dill, 

Lofe not a grain, for (uch Majeftick Atomes 
Firft made the world, and muft preferve its greatnefs. 

Rox. I know I am whatever thou canft fay 5 
My Soul is pent, andhas-not elbow room 3 
Tis (weird with this laft flight, beyond all bounds: 
O that it had a fpace might anfwer to 
Its infinite defire, where! I might (land f 
And hurl the Sphears about like (portive Balls. 

Caf We are your Slaves, admirers of your fury 3 
Command Cajfander td obey your pleafure, 
And I will on, fwift as my nimble Eye 
Scales Heav’n when I am angry with the Fates. 
Mo Age, nor Sex, nar.dignity of bloud. 
No tyes of Law* or Nature, not the life 
Imperial, though guarded with the Gods, 
Shall bar Cajfander s vengeance, he (hall dye. 

(hall hedyS? HhalbFconfent tokill him ? 
To fee him clafp’d in the cold arms of death, 
Whom I with (uch an eagerneft have lov’d?: 
Do. I not bear his Image in my womb ? 
Which while I meditate, and roul revenge, 
Starts in my body like a fatal .pulley a. . J 

* D. And 



‘Death of Alexander the Cjreat. 41 
And ftrik.es compaftion through my bleeding bowels. 

‘fW.Thele (cruples which your Love wou’d raifc might pals, 
Were not theEmpireof the world confider’d: 
How will the glorious Infant in your womb, 
When time (hall teach his tongue, be bound to curfe you3 
If now you (hike not for his Coronation! 

Caf If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor fhall your Child $ old Sjfigawbis head 
Will not be idle : — fure deftru&ion waits 
Both you and yours 5 let not your anger cool, 
But give the word, fay Alexander bleeds^ 
Draw dry the veins of all the Terfan Race, 
And hurl a ruine o’re the Eaft, ’tis done. ‘ 

Tol. Behold the Inftruments of this great work. 
Thil. Behold your forward SlaVe. 
Thef- Tie execute. . r 
Rox. And when this ruine is accomplith’d, where 

Shall curft Roxana fly with this dear load ? 
Where (hall (he find a refuge from the arms 
Of all the Succeffors of this great man? 
No barb’rous Nation will receive a guilt 
So much tranlcending theirs, but drive me out: 
The wildeft Beafts will hunt me from their Dens, 
And Birds of prey moleftmein the Grave. 

Caf No, you (hall live, pardon the infolence 
Which this Almighty Love enforces from me, 0 
You fhall live fafer, nobler then before, 
In your CajJanders arms. 

Rox. Difgra.c’d Roxana, whither wilt thou fall! 
I ne*re was truly wretched till this moment 5 
There’s not one mark of former Majefty, 
To awe my Slave that offers at my Honour. 

Caf Madam, I hope you 1 not impute my paffiion 
To want of that refpett which I muft bear you 5 
Long I have Lov’d -- 

Rox. Peace, moft audacious Villain! 
Or I will ftab this paflion in thy throat. 
What, fhall I leave the bofom of a Deity .! 
To clafpa clod, a moving piece of Earth, 
Which a M Ac hcav:s ? fo far art thou beneath m 

G Caf. 
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Caf Your Majefty (hall hear no more my folly. 
Rox. Nor dare to meet my Eyes; for if thou doft, 

With a Love-glance thy plots are all unravelfd, 
And your kind thoughts of Alexander told ; 
Whofe life, in fpight of all his wrong9 tome, 
Shall be for ever (acred and untouch’d. 

Caf I know, dread Madam, that Cajfander's life 
Is in your hands Co caft to do you fervice. 

Rox- You thought, perhaps, becaufe I pra&is’d charms 
To gain the King, that I had loofe defires: 
No, ’tis my pride that gives me height of pleafure. 
To (ee the man by all the world admir’d, 
Bow’d to my bofbm, and my Captive there : 
Then my veins fwell, and my arms grafp the Poles, 
My breafts grow bigger with the vaft delight, 
Tis length of Rapture, and an age of Fury. 

Caf. By your own life, the greateft oath I fwear, 
Cajfanders paffion from this time is dumb. 

Rox. No, if I were a wanton, I wou’d make 
Princes the Vi&ims of my raging fires: 
I, like the changing Moon, wou’d have the Stars 
My followers, and mantled Kings by night 
Shou’d wait my call 5 fine Slaves to quench my flame. 
Who left in Dreams they (hould reveal the deed, 
Still as they came, fucceffively fhou’d bleed. 

Caf To make attonement for the higheft crime, 
I beg your Majefty will take the life 
Of Queen Statira as a Sacrifice. 

Rox. Rife, thou haft made me ample expiation : 
Yes, yes, Statira, Rival thou muft dye, 
I know this night is deftin’d for my ruine, 
And Alexander from the glorious Revels 
Flys to thy arms. 

Tkil. The Bowers of Semiramh are made 
The Scene this night of their new kindled Loves. 

Rox. Methinks I fee her yonder, O the torment! 
Bufie for blifs, and full of expectation: 
She adorns her head, and her eyes give new luftre 5 
Languifhesin her Glaft, trys all her looks; 
Steps to the door and liftens for his coming y 

Runs 
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Runs to the Bed, and kneels, and weeps, and wiflies, 
Then lays the Pillow cade for his head, 
Warms it with fighs, and moulds it with her kifles. 
O I am loft, torn with imagination! 
Kill me, Cajfander, kill me inftantly, 
That I may haunt her with a thouland Devils. 

Caf Why d’ye flop to end her while you may ? 
No time lb proper, as the prelent now: 
While Alexander feafts with all his Court, 
Give me your Eunuchs, half your Zegdian Slaves, 
Tie do the deed} nor (hall a waiter ’(cape. 
That lerves your Rival, to relate the news. 

Pol. She was committed to Eumenes charge; 
Rox. Eumenes dyes, and all that are about her: 

Nor fhall I need your aid, you! Love again 5 
I’le head the Slaves my (elf, with this drawn Dagger, 
To carry death that’s worthy of a Queen. 
A common Fate ne’re rulhes from my hand, 
Tis more then life to dye by my command. 
And when (he lees 
That to my arm her ruine (he mull owe, p 
Her thankfull head will ftraight be bended low, C 
Her heart (hall leap half way to meet the blow, j Ex. Rox. 

Caf. Go thy ways, Semele , < (he (corns to fin 
Beneath a God :-we muft be fwift, the ruine 
We intend, who knows, (he may difcover. 

“Pol. It muft be acted fuddenly, to night 
Now at the Banquet Philip holds his Cup. 

Phil. And dares to execute, — propofe his Fate. 
Caf. Obferve in this (mall Viol certain death 5 

It holds a poylon of (uch deadly force, 
Shou’d Efiulapius drink it, in five hours 
(For then it works) the God himfelt were mortal. 
I drew it from Non arris horrid Spring, 
A drop infus'd in Wine, wilHeal his death, 
And (end him howling to the loweft (hades. 

Phil. Wou’d it were done. 
Caf. O we (hall have him tear 

(Ere yet the Moon has half her Journey rode ) 
The world to Atoms, for it (catters pains 

G 2 All 
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All forts, and through all nerves, veins, arteries, 
Even with extremity of froft it burns: 
Drives the diftra&ed Soul about her houfe, 
Which runs to all the pores, the doors of life, 
Till fhe is forc’d for air to leave her dwelling. 

Tol. By Tluto s felf the work is wondrous brave, 
Caf. Now (cparate, Thilip and Theftfalus 

Haft to the Banquet 5 at his fecond cal), 
Give him the fatal draught that crowns the night, 
While Tolipercon and my felf retire. 

(~ Exeunt omnes prater Caffand. ] 

Yes, Alexander, now thou payft me well, 
Bloud for a blow is Intereft indeed : 
Methinks I am grown taller with the Murder, 
And ftanding ftraight on this Majeftick pile, 
I hit the Clouds, and fee the world below me. 
O tis the worft of racks to a brave Spirit 
To be born bafe, a VaflaJ, acurft Slave: 
Now by the projeft lab ring in my brain, 
Tis nobler far to be the King of Hell, 
To head Infernal Legions, Chiefs below, 
To Jet ’em loofe for earth, to call’em in. 
And take account of what dark deeds are done, 
Then be a Subje<ft-God in Heav’n unbleft, 
And without mifrhief have Eternal reft. Exit. 

The Scene draws, Alexander is feen ftanding on a Throne 
with all his Commanders about him, holding 

Goblets in their hands. 

Alex. To our Immortal health, and our fair Queens > 
All drink it deep, and while it flys about, 
Mars and Be Hon a joy n to make us Mufick. 
A hundred Bulls be offer’d to the Sun, 
White as his beams. — Speak the big voice of War, 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our Silver Trumpets, 
Till we provoke the Gods to aft our pleafure SSound while 
In bowls of Eletyar, and replying Thunder. \ they drink- 

Enter 
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Enter Hepheftion, Clytus, leading in Lyfimachus in his 
Shirt bloudy, Perdiccas, Guard. 

• «‘i • »• • :Mv-‘ 

Clyt. Long live the King, and Conqueft crown his Arms 
With Laurels evergreen } Fortunes his Slave, 
And kiffes all that fight upon his fide. 

Alex. Did I not give command you ftiou'd prelerve 
Lyfimachus ? 

Heph. You did. 
Alex. What then portend thofe bloudy marks? 
Heph. Your mercy flew too late 5 Terdiccas had. 

According to the dreadfull charge you gave, 
Already plac'd the Prince in a lone Court, 
Unarm’d, all but his hands, on which he wore 
A pair of Gauntlets 5 fuch was his defire, 
To fhew in death the difference betwixt 
The bloud of the JEacides, and common men. 

Clyt. At laft the door of an old Lyons den 
Being drawn up, the horrid Beaft appear'd : 
The flames.which from his eyes fhot gloomy red, 
Made the Sun ftart, as.the fpetftators thought, 
And round 'em caft a day of bloud and death. 

Heph. When we arriv’d, juft: as the valiant Prince 
Cry’d out, O Tarifatis take my life, 
'Tis for thy Hike I go undaunted thus 
To be devour'd by thismoft dreadfull creature. 

Clyt. Then walking forward, the large Beaft difcry’d 
His prey, and with a roar that made us pale, 
Flew fiercely on him 5 but the aftive Prince 
Starting afide, avoided his firft (hock*. 
With a flight hurt, and as the Lyon turn'd, 
Thruft Gauntlet, arm and all, into his throat, 
And with Herculean force tore forth by th' roots 
The foaming bloudy tongue $ and while the Savage, 
Faint with that lofs, funk to the blufhing Earth 
To plough it with his teeth, your conqu’ring Souldier 
Leap’d on his back, and dafh’dhis skull to pieces. 

Alex. By all my Laurels ’twas a God-like a<3y 
And ’tis my Glory, as it (hall be thine, 

That 
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That Alexander cou’d not pardon thee. 
O my brave Souldier! think hot all the prayers 
Of the lamenting Queens coud move my Soul, 
Like what thou haft perform’d $ grow to my bread. C embraces 

Lyf. However Love did hurry my wild arm, \ him. 
When I was cool my fev nftibloud did bate, 
And as I went to death, I bleft the King. 

Alex. Lyfimachus^'we. both have been tranfported, 
But from this hour be certain of my heart: 
A Lyon be the Imprefr of thy Shield, 
And that Gold Armour we from Torcus won 
The King prefents thee 5 but retire to Bed, 
Thy toils ask reft. 

Lyf. I have no wounds to hinder 
Of any moment 5 or if I had, though mortal, 
I’d ftand to Alexanders health, till all 
My veins were dry, and fill ’em up again 
With that rich bloud which makes the Gods Immortal. 

Alex. Hephejiion, thy hand, embrace him dole 5 
Though next my heart you hang the Jewel there. 
For (carce I know whether my Queen be dearer, 
Thou (halt not rob me of my Glory, Youth, 
That muft to Ages flourifti. --Tarifatis 
Shall now be his that ferves me beft in War. 
Neither reply 5 but mark the charge I give. 
And live as Friends. —Sound, Sound my Armies Honour; 
Health to their bodies, and eternal Fame 
Wait on their memory, when thofe are allies 5 
Live all you muft, ’tis a God gives you life. ( Sound. 

[Lyfimachus offers Clytus a Perfian Robe, and he refufes itC] 

Clyt. O vanity! 
Alex. Ha! what (ays Clytus i * 

Who am I? 
Clyt. The Son of good King Thilip. 
Alex. No, ’tis fake. 

By all my Kindred in the Skies 
Jove made my Mother pregnant. 

ClyU I ha done. 
Here 
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Here follows an Entertainment of Indian Singers and 
Uancers : The Mufiek, flourijhes. 

Alex. Hold, hold, Clytns, take the Robe. 
Clyt. Sir, the Wine, 

The weather’s hot 3 befides you know my humour. 
Alex. O ’tis not well, I’d burn rather then be 

So Angular and froward. 
Cylt. So wou’d I 

Burn, hang, or drown 3 but in a better caufc 
I‘le drink, or fight, for Sacred Majefty, 
With any here. — Fill me another Bowls 
Will you excufe me ? 

Alex. You will be excus’d 3 
But let him have his humour, he is old. 

Clyt. So was your Father, Sir,— This to his memory. 
Sound all the Trumpets there. 

Alex• They thall not found 
Till the King drinks 3 — by Mars I cannot taft 
A moments reft for all my years of bloud, 
But one or other will oppolc my pleafure. 
Sure I was form’d for War, eternal War 5 
All, all are Alexanders Enemies, 
Which I cou’d tames —* yes, the Rebellious world 
Shou’d feel my wrath: — But let the (ports go on. 

The Indians Z>ance. 

Lyf. Nay Clytns, you that cou’d advife — 
Alex. Forbear 3 

Let him perfift, be pofitive, and proud. 
Sullen, and dazl’d,amongIt the Nobler Souls, 
Like an Infernal Spirit that had ftole 
From Hell, and mingled with theHughing Gods. 

Clyt. When Gods grow hot, where is the difference 
Twixt them and Devils ? — fill me Greek wine, yet fuller. 

For I want Spirits. 
Alex. Ha! let me hear a Song. 
Clyt. Mufick for Boys; — Clytns wou’d hear the groans 

7 ' Of 
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Of dying perfons,and the Horfes neighings^ 
Or if I muft be tortur'd with fhrill voices, 
Give me the crys of Matronsjn lack’d Towns. 

Teph. Lyfimachus, the King looks fid, let us awake him: 
Health to the Son of Jt/p/fer Ammon * 
Ev’ry man take his Goblet in his hand, 
Kneel all, and kifs the Earth with adoration. 

Alex. Sound, (bund, that all the Univerfe may hear. 
That I cou’d fpeak like Jove^ to tell abroad 
The kindnefi of my people. — Rife, O rife. 
My hands, my arms, my heart is ever yours. 

C Comes from his Throne, all kjfi hand. ] 

Clyt. I did not kifi the Earth, nor mull your hand, 
I am unworthy, Sir. 

Alex. I know thou art, 
Thou envieft my great Honour: — Sit, my Friends, 
Nay I muft have a room: — Now let us talk 
Of War, for what more fits a Souldiers mouth ? 
And (peak, (peak freely, or ye do not love me, 
Who think you was the braveft General 
That ever led an Army to the Field ? 

Veph. IthinktheSunhimfelfne’refawaChief 
So truly great, fo fortunately brave, 
As Alexander 5 not the fam’d Alcides, 
Nor fierce Achilles, who did twice deftroyq 
With their all-conqu’ring Arms, the famous Troy, 

lyf Such was not Cyrus. 
Alex. O you flatter me. 
Clyt. They do indeed, and yet you love ’em for it, 

But hate old Clytus, for his hardy Virtue. 
Come, fhall I fpeak a man more brave then you, 
A better General, and more expert Souldier ? 

Alex. I fhou’d be glad to learn, inftrudtme, Sir. 
Clyt. Your Father Thilip, — I have (een him March* 

And fought beneath his dreadful Banner, where 
The ftouteft at this Table would ha3 trembl’d. 
Nay frown not,Sir, you cannot look me dead. 
When Greeks joyn’d Greeks, then was the tug of War, 
The labour’d Battle fweat, and Conqueft bled^ 

Why 
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Why fliou’d I fear tofpeak a truth more noble, 
Then e’rc your Father Jupiter Ammon told you $ 
Thilip fought men, but Alexander women* 

Alex. Spite! by the Gods, proud fpite! and burning envy! 

Is then my Glory come to this at laft, 
To vanquilh women ? Nay he faid, the (touted herd 
Wou d tremble at the dangers he has feen. 
In all the (icknelTes and wounds I bore, 
When from my reins the Javelins head was cut, 
Lyjttnachttfy Hephejiion, (peak, Ferdiccasy 
Did I tremble ? O the curfed Lyar! 
Did I once (hake or groan ? or bear my feff 
Beneath my Majefty, my dauntlefs courage ? 

Heph. Wine has tranfported him. 
Alex. No, Tis plain, meer malice:- 

I was a woman too at Oxydrace, 
When planting at the walls a Scaling-Ladder, 
I mounted fpite of (howrs of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 
And all the lumber which they thunder’d down, 
When you beneath cry’d out, and fpread your arms, 
That I (hou d leap amongft you* did I Co ? 

Lyf. Turn the difeourte, my Lord, the old man rav’d. 
Alex- Was I a woman, when like Mercury 

I left the walls to fly amongft my Foes > 
And like a baited Lion, dv’d ray (elf 
All over with the bloud of thofe bold Hunters : 
Till fpent with toil, I battel’d on my knees. 
Pluck’d forth the Darts that made my Shield a Forreft, 
And hurl’d ’em back with moft unconquer'd fury. 

Clyt. Twas all Bravado, for before you leapt. 
You (aw that I had burft the Gates in fundetf. 

Alex. Did I then turn me like a Coward round 
To (eek for fuccour? Age cannot befobafei 
That thou wert young again, I wou’d put off 
My Majefty to be more terrible, 
That like an Eagle! might ftrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth : (hake thee to dull, and tea: 
Thy heart for this bold Lye, thou feeble dotard* 

Clyt. What do you pelt me like a Boy with Apples A He toffes Fruit at 
Kill rue, and bury the difgrace I feel. £ him as they rife: 

H 



%o 7 he Kival Queens, or the 
I, know the reafon that you ule me fo, 
Becaufe I lav’d your life at Grannies us. 
And when your back was turn’d, oppos’d my bread 
To bo'd Rhefaces Sword; you hate me for’t. 
You do, proud Prince. 

Jlex- Awa y, your breath’s too hot. (flings hint from him. 
Clyt. You hate the Benefactor, though you took 

The Guift, your life, from this dilhonour’d Clytus, 
Which is the blacked, word ing, ititude. 

Jlex. Go, leave the Banquet $ thus far I forgive thee. 
Clyt. Forgive your (elf for all your Blafphemies, 

The riots of a mod debauch’d, and blotted life, 
‘Philotas murder-- 

Jlex. Ha! what laid theTraytor? 
Lyf -Enmenes, let us force him hence. 
Clyt. Away. 
P’eph. You (hall not tarry ; 

Drag him to the door. 
Clyt. No, let him lend me, iff mud be gone, 

To ‘Philip, Attilus, Calijlhenes, 
To great Parmenio, and his flaughter’d Sons: 
Parmenio, who did many brave exploits 
Without the King, — the King without him nothing. 

Jlex. Give me a Javelin. (takes one from the Guards. 
Ftph: Hold, Sir. 
Jlex. Off, Sirrah, led 

At once I drike it through his heart and thine. 
Lyf O (acted Sir, have but a moments patience. 
Jlex. Preach patience to another Lionwhat, 

Hold my arms.* I (hall be murder’d here, 
Like poor Darius, by my own barb’rous Subjeds. 
\Perdiccas, found my Trqrapets to the Camp, 
Call all my Souldiers to the Court*; nay had. 
For there is Treafon plotting gaih.d my life, 
And I (hall perifh e’re they'come to refeue. 

\ bet us all dy<?, eVe think lo damn’d a deed, (kneel. 

Jlex. Where is the Traytor?., 
Clyt. Sure tjiere’s. none ubp#t you;, 

But hetedands-honed C!jtus} die Sing 
Invited’ 
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Invited to his Banquet. 

Alex. Be gone, and fup with T hi lip, K firikei him 
7 ar memo ^ Attain/, CaliSlheties, ^ through> 
And let bold Subje&s learn by thy fad Fate, 
To tempt the patience of a man above ’em. 

Clyt. The rage of wine is drown’d in gufhing bloud $ 
O Alexander, I have been too blame, 
Hate me not after death, for I repent 
That fo I urg'd your nobleft, fweeteft nature. 

Alex• What’s this I hear > fay on, my dying Souldier. 
Clyt. I ftiou’d ha’kill’d my felf, had I but liv’d 

To be once fober :.— Now I fall with honour, 
My own hand wou’d ha’ brought foul death 5 O pardon.(<#w. 

Alex. Then I am loft, what has my vengeance done ? 
Who is it thou haft (lain ) Clytus 5 what was he ? 
Thy faithful Subjeft, worthieft Counfellor, 
Who for the favingof thy life has now 
A noble recompence 5 for one rafh word, 
For a forgetfulnefs which wine did work, 
The poor, the honeft Clytus thou haft (lain! 
Are thefe the Laws of Hofpitality ? 
Thy Friends will (hun thee now, and ftand at diftance, 
Nor dare to fpeak their minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor drink, left by thy madnefs they dye too. 

Heph. Guards, take the body hence. 
Alex. None dare to touch him, 

For we muft never part 5 cruel Hephejlion, 
And you, Lyjimachus, that had the power, 
Yet would not hold me. 

Lyf Dear Sir, we did. 
Alex. I know it 5 

Ye held me like a Beaft, to let me go 
With greater violence: — O you have undone me! 
Excufe it not, you that cou’d ftop a Lion, 
Cou'd not turn me 5 you ftiou’d have dra wn your Swords, 
And barr’d my rage with their advancing points} 
Made Reafon glitter in my dazl’d eyes, 
Till I had feen what ruine did attend me. 
That had been noble, that had fhew’d a Friend, 
Clytus wou’d (o have done to five your lives. 

H 2 
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lyf. When men (hall hear how highly you were urg'd— 
Alex. No, you have let me flam my rifing virtue, 

Which elfe had ended brighter then the Sun. 
Death, Hell, and Furies! you have funk mv Glory ; 
O I am all a blot, which Seas of tears, 
And my hearts blond, can never walk away 5. 
Yet 3tis but juft 1 try, and on the point 
Still reaking hurl my black polluted breafb 

tfeph. O (acred Sir, this muftnotbe. 
turn. Forgive my pious hands. 
Lyf. And mine, that dare difarm my Mailer. 
Alex. Yes, cruel men, you now can fbcw your ftrength, 

Here s not a Slave but dares oppofe my Juftice$ 
Yet I will render all endeavours vain 
That tend to fave my life : — here I will lye (fait* 
Clofe to his bleeding fide, thus kifling him, 
Thefe pale dead lips that have fo oft advis'd me, 
Thus bathing o’rchis Reverend face in tears, 
Thus clafping his cold body in my arms, 
TilJ death, like him, has made me ftiff and horrid. 

JLeph. What {hall we do? 
Lyf I know not, my wounds bleed afrefh 

With driving with him^ferdicca^kn Js ypur arm. f Fx.Per, 
Heph. Call Arijlande? hitjae.r, , f(\ \ Lyfi 

Or Meleager, lets force him from the body. 

.r:*:ft riano: r) 'U -r>' 
Cries without. Arm, Arm, Treafon, Treafon, 

Enter Perdiccas blondy• 

Terd Haft, all take Arms 5 LJephestion, where s the King ? 
1Jeph. There, by old Clytus fide, whom he has fiain. 
Terd Then mifery on mifery will fall, 

Like rouling billows to advance the ftorm. 
Rife, facred Sir, and haft to aid the Queen, 
Roxana fill'd ,wjth furious Jealonfie, 
Came with atjuard of Zogdean Slaves unmark’d, 
And broke upon me with finch fiudden rage, 
That all are perilh'd.who refiftance made: 
I only with thefe vvoujruls through clafhing Spears 
Have forc’d nay waj, togivc you timely police, 
■j. : « Alex* 
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Alex. What fays Terdiccas ? is the Queen in danger ? 

She dyes unlels you turn her Fate, and quickly 3 
Your diftance from the Palace asks more fpeed, 
And the afccnt to th’ flying Grove is high. 

AUx. Thus from the Grave I rile to favc my Love, 
All draw your Swords, with wings of Lightning move 3 
When I rufh on, fare none will dare to ftay, 
* Tis Beauty calls, and Glory (hews the way. Exeunt. 

Act V. 

Statira is difeoverd feeping in the Bower ^Semiramis. The 
Spirits of Queen Statira her Mother, and Darius, appear 

funding on each fide of her, with Daggers threatning her. 

They Sing. 

Dar. T'J* Innocence fo void of cares, 
-** That it can undifurbed Jleep, 

A mid si the noife of horrid Wars, 
That make Immortal Spirits weep ? 

Stat. No boding Crows, nor Ravens come, 
To warn her of approaching doom .<? 

Dar. She walk?, as fie dreams, in a Garden of Flowers, 
And her hands are employ d in the beautifull Bowers : 
She dreams of the man that is far from the Grove, 
And all her foft Fancy fill runs on her Love. 

Stat. She nods ore the Brook? that run purling along, 
And the Nightingales lull her more fall with a Song. 

Dar. But fee the fad end which the Gods have decreed. 
Stat. This Boniard’s thy Fate. 
Dar. My Daughter must bleed. 
Chor. Awake then, Statira, awake, for alas you muf dye >’ 

Ere an hour be past, you mult breath out your laf 
Dar. And be fuch another as /, 
Stat. As 7, 
Chor. And be fuch another as L > , 

Statins 
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Statira fola- 

St at. Bids me ye Pow'rs above, and guard my Virtue! 
1 faw, nor was’t a Dream, I faw and heard 
My Royal Parents, there 1 faw ’em ftand 5 
My eyes beheld their precious Images: 
I heard their Heavnly voices 5 where, O where 
Fled you fb fall, Dear (hades, from my embraces? 
You told me this, •— This hour (hould be my laft, 
And I muft bleed 5 «*_ Away, kis all Delufion ! 
Do not I wait for Alexanders coming? 
None but my loving Lord can enter here 5 
And will he kill me ? — hence, phantaftick (hadows! 
Arid yet methinks he (hould not ftay thus long! 
Why do I tremble thus? if I but ftir, 
The motion of my Robes makes my heart leap. 
When will the dear man come, that all my doubts 
May vanilh in his breaft ? that I may hold him 
Faft as my fears can make me, hug him clofe 
As my fond Soul can with, give all my breath 
Infighs, and kifles$ fwoun, dye away with Rapture! 
But hark, I hear him:- {noife within. 
Fain I would hide my blufhes, 
I hear his tread, but dare not go to meet him. 

Enter R oxana with Slaves, and a T>agger. 

Rox. At length we have conquer’d this ftupendious height, 
Thefc flying Gloves, whole wonderfull afcent 
Leads to the Clouds. 

Stat. Then all he Vifions true, (retires. 
And I rauft dye,lo^e my dear Lord for ever : 
That, that’s the mu rder. 

Rox. Shut the Braze n Gate, 
And make it faft with a'l the maffie Bars: 
I know the King will fly to her relief, 
But we have time enough : —- where is my Rival ? 
Appear Statira, now no more a Queen, 
Roxana calls, where is your Majefty ? 
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Stut. And what is file who with fuch Tow’ring pride, 

Wou’d awe a Princefs that is born above her ? 
Rox. I like the Port Imperial Beauty bears, 

It (hews thou haft a Spirit fit to Fall 
A Sacrifice to fierce Roxanas wrongs. 
Be Hidden thenvput forth thelc Royal Breads, 
Where our falfe Maftcr has fo often Janguifh’d, 
That I may change their milkie Innocence 
To bloud, and die me in a deep Revenge. 

Stut. No, barb’rous woman! though [ durft meet death 
As boldly ns our Lord, with a rcfolve 
At which thy Coward heart wou’d tremble: 
Yet I difdain to ftandthe Fate you offer, 
And therefore fearlefs of thy dreadful threats, 
Walk thus regardlefs by thee. 

Rox. Ha! fo (lately! 
This Pure will fink you. 

St at. No, Roxana, no 5 
The blow you give will ftrike me to the Stars, 
But fink ny murdrefs in Eternal ruine. 

Rox. Who told you this ? 
Stat. A thoufand Spirits tell me: 

There’s not a God but whifpersin my ear, 
This death will crown me with Immortal Glory 5 
To dye fo fair, fo innocent, fo young, 
Will make me company for Queens above. 

Rox. Preach on. 
Stat. While you the burden of the Earth, 

Fall to the Deep fo heavy with thy Guilt, 
That Hell it Pelf muft groan at thy reception. 
While fouleft Fiends (hun thy fociety. 
And thou (halt walk alone, forfaken Fury. 

Rox. Hcav’n witnefs for me, I would Ppare thy life. 
If any thing but Alexanders Love I Were in debate 5 come give me back his heart, 
And thou fhalt live, live Emprefs of the world. 

Stat. The world is kfs then Alexander Love, 
Yet cou’d I give it, ’tis not in my power: 
This I dare promife, if you Ppare my life, 
Which I difdain to beg, he (hall fpcak kindly.. 

  
R$#i. 
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x Rox* Speak! 19 that all? 

Stat. Perhaps at my requeft, 
And for a gift fo noble as my life, 
Beftow a kifs. 

Rox. A kift! no more ? 
Stat. O Gods! 

What (hall I fay to work her to my end? 
Fain I would tee him: -—— yes, a little more, 
Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. 

Rox. Oh the provoking word! Your Friend! Thou dy’ft ? 
Your Friend! what muft 1 bring you then together ? 
Adorn your Bed, and fee you foftly laid? 
By all my pangs, and labours of my Love, 
This has thrown oft'all that was fvveet and gentle $ 
Therefore «—— 

Stat. Yet hold thy hand advanc’d in air 5 
1 fee my death is written in thy eyes. 
Therefore wreak all thy luft of Vengeance on me, 
Wafti in my bloud, and deep thee in my gore;, 
Feed like a Vulture, tear my bleeding heart. 
But O Roxana l that there may appear 
A glimpfe of Juftice for thy Cruelty, 
A grain of Goodnefs, for a mals of Evil, 
Give me my Death in Alexanders pretence. 

Rox. Net for the Rule of Heav’n: —• are you fb cunning ? 
What you wou’d have him mourn you as you fall ? 
Take your farewell, and tafte filch healing kilfes, 
As might call back your Soul? No, thou ftaltfal! 
Now, and wben Death has feiz’d thy beauteous limbs, 
Tie have thy body thrown into a Well, 
Buried beneath a heap of Stones for ever. 

Enter a Slave. 

Slav. Madam, the King with all his Captains and his Guard? 
Are forcing ope3 the doors, he threatens thoufand deaths 
To all that ftop his entrance, and I believe 
Your Eunuchs will obey him. 

Rex, Then I muft hafte. (jlabs her. 
Stat. What is the King fo near ? 
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And dial] I dye fo tamely, thus defeucelefs ? 
O ye good Gods! will you not help my weaknels ? 

Rox. They are far off. j .. (JIMfng her. 
Stat. Alas! they are indeed. 

Enter Alexander, Callander, Polipercon, 
Guards and Attendants. 

Alex. Oh Harpy! thou (halt reign the Queen of Devils. 
Rox. Do, ftrike, behold my bofom fwclls to meet thee* 

*Tis full of thine, of veins that run ambition, 
And I can brave whatever Fate you bring. 

Alex. Call our Phyficians, haft, Tie give an Empire 
To fave her : — Oh my Soul, alas Stalira ! 
Thefe wounds, — Oh Gods, are thefe my promis’d joysl 

Stat. My cruel Love, my weeping Alexander, f Enter 
Wou’d I had dy’d before you enter’d here, \ThyJicians. 
For now I ask my heart a hundred queftions 5 
What muft I lo(e my life, my Lord, for ever ? 

Alex. Ha! Villains, are they mortal > — what, retire! 
Raife your dafh’d Spirits from the Earth, and fay, 
Say (he (hall live, and I will make you Rings. 
Give me this one, this poor, this doly life. 
And I will pardon you for all the wounds 
Which your Arts widen, all Difeafes, Deaths, 
Which your damn'd Drugs throw through the lingring world. 

Rox. Rend not your temper, fee a general filence 
Confirms the bloudy pleafure which I fought. 
She dyes. - 

Alex. And dar'ft thou, Monfter, think to (cape? 
Stat. My life is on the wing, my Love, my Lord, 

Come to my arms, and take the laft adieu: 
Here let me lie, and languifh out my Soul. 

Alex. Anfwer me, Father, wilt thou take her from me? 
What is the black, fad hour at laft arriv’d, 
That l muft never clafp her body more? 
Never more bask in her Eyes-ftiine again. 
Nor view the Loves that play’d in thofe dear beams* 
And (hot me with a thoufand thoufand (miles. 

Stat. Farewell, my dear, my life, my moft lov’d Lord, 
I I 
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Ifwear by Orofmades ’tismore pleafure. 
More fatisfadiion that I thus dye yours, 
Then to have liv’d anothers: — Grant me one thing* . 

Alex. AH, all 5 — but (peak, that I may execute 
Before I follow thee. 

St at. Leave not the Earth 
Before Heavn calls you: fpare Roxana s life, 
Twas Love of you that caus’d her give me death; 
And, O fbmetimes amidft your Revels think 
Of your poor Queen, and e’re the chearful Bowl 
Salute your lips,.crown it with one rich tear, 
And I am happy. ( dyes. * 

Alex* Clo(e not thy eyes 3 
Things of Import I have to (peak before 
Thou takft thy Joui ney: — tell the Gods, I’m coming 
To give em an account of life and death, 
And many other hundred thoufand policies, 
That much concern the Government of Heavn. —• 
O (he is gone! the talking Soul is mute! 
She’s huDh’d, no voice, no Mufick now is heard! 
The Bower of Beauty is more ft ill then Death 3 
The Pvoles fade, and the melodious Bird 
That wak’d their Tweets, F&s left ’em now for ever. 

Rox. ’Tis certain now you never (hall enjoy hers 
Therefore Roxana may have leave to^hope 
You will at laft be kind for all my fufrerings. 
My torments, racks, for this laft dreadful murder, 
Which furious Love of thee did bring upon me. 

Alex. O thou vile creature! bear thee from my fight. 
And thank Statira that thou art alive : 
SUe thou hadftperiftfd 5 yes, Iwoud ha5 rent 
With my juft hands that Rock, that Marble heart 3 
Iwou’dhave div’d through Seas of bloud to find it. 
To tear the cruel Quarry from its Center. 

Rox. O take me to your arms, and hide my blufties* - 
I Love yoUylpight of all your cruelties 3 
There is fo much Divinity about you, 
i tremble to approach 3 yet here s my hold, 
Nor will I Jeave the Sacred Robe^ forfaeh ^ 
Is e v ry thing that touches th^t Meft Body's ? • 
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"Tic kifs it as the Relique of a God, 
And Love (hall grafp it with thefe dying hands. 

14/ex. O that thou wert a man, that I might drive 
Thee round the world, and fcatter thy Contagion, 
As Gods hurl mortal Plagues when they are angry. 

Rox. Do, drive me, hew me into (mailed pieces, 
My duft (hall be infpir’d with a new fondness 
Still the Love-motes (hall play before your eyes. 
Where e’re you go, however you defpife. 

Alex. Away, there’s not a glance that flies from thee, 
Eut liken Bafili$k comes wing’d with death. 

Rox. Ofpeak not (iich harfti words, my Royal Matter, (fecefa 
Look not fo dreadful on your kneeling Servant 5 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 
By the dear Babe, the burden of my womb, 
That weighs me down, when I wou’d follow fatter. 
My knees are weary, and my force isfpent: 
O do not frown, but clear that angry brow! 
Your eyes will blaft me, and your words are bolts 
That ftrike me dead 5 the little wretch Tbear, 
Leaps frighted at your wrath, and dyes within me. 

Alex. O thou halt touch’d my Soul fo tenderly, 
That I will raile thee, though thy hands are ruine. 
Rife, cruel woman, rife, and have a care, 
O do not hurt that unborn Innocence, 
For whole dear fake I now forgive thee all. 
But haft, be gone, fly, fly from thefe fad eyes. 
Fly with thy pardon, left I call it back $ 
Though I forgive thee, I muft hate thee ever. 

Rox. I go, I fly, for ever from thy fight,. 
My mortal Injuries have turn’d my mind/ 
And I cou’d curfe my (elf for being kind. 
If there be any Majefty above, 
That has Revenge in ftore for perjur’d Love, 
Send Hcav’n the fwifteft ruine on his head. 
Strike the Deftroyer, lay the Vidior dead 5 
Kill the Triumpher, and avenge my wrong 
In height of Pomp, while he is warm and young, 
Bolted with Thunder let him ru(h along. 

12 And 
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And when in the pangs of life he lyes, 
Grant I may ftand fo" dart him with my eyes 3 
Nay after death 
Perfue his (potted Ghod, and (hoot him as he flies. Exit*, 

Alex. O my fair Star! I (hall be fhortly with thee 3 
Fori already feel the fad effefts 
Of thofe moil: fatal Imprecations. 
What means this deadly dew upon my forehead? 
My heart too heaves. 

Caf It will anon be dill ——* ( afide 
The poyfon works. 

fW. Tie fee the wiftfd effect (ajide. 
Ere I remove, and gorge me with Revenge 

Enter Perdiccas and Lyflmachus. 

Terd. I beg your Majefly will pardon me, 
A final Meffenger 3 
Great Syfigambti hearing Stafira’s death* 
Is now no more. 
Her lad words gave the Princefs to the brave 
Lyjimachns ? but that which mod will ftrike you. 
Your dear TJephetfion, having drank too largely 
At your lad Feaft, is of a furfeit dead. 

Alex. How, dead! Hephcjlhn dead! alas the dear 
Unhappy Youth! — But he fleeps happy, 
I mud wake for ever: — This objett, this, 
This face of fatal Eeauty, 
Will dretch my lids with vad, Eternal tears. -— 
Who had the care of poor Hephejlioris life ? 

Lyf Ehilarda, the Arabian Artid. 
Alex. Fly, Meleager, hang him on a Crofs: 

That for Hephcflion. —- 
But here lies my Fate 3 Hepheftion, Clytus, 
All my Victories for ever folded up: 
In this dear body my Banners Jod, 
My Standards Triumphs gone ! 
O when (hall I be mad ? Give order to 
The Army that they break their Shields, Swords, Spears 3 
Pound their bright Armour into dud away. 
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Is there not caufe to put the World in mourning ? 
Tear all your Robes: ~ he dies that is not naked 
Down to the waft, all like the Sons of forrow. 
Burn all the Spires that (eemto kifs the Skie$ 
Beat down the Battlements of every City : 
And for the Monument of this lov’d Creature, 
Root up thole Bowers, and pave ’em all with Gold: 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor 3 
To build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars (pare, 
But ftrip the fhining Gods to make it rare. Exit. 

Caf Ha! whither now? follow him, Tolipercon. Ex* Pol. 
I find Cajfanders Plot grows full of Death 3 
Murder is playing her great Mafter-piece, 
And the fad Sifters fweat, (o faft I urge ’em. 
O how I hug my (elf for this Revenge! 
My fancy’s great in milchief 3 for methinks 
The night grows darker, and the lab’ring Ghofts, 
For fear that I fhould find new Tortures out. 
Run o’re the old with moft prodigious fwiftneft. 
I fee the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth, 
The Sieve brim-full, and the fwift Stone ftand ftilL . 

Enter Polipercon.- 

What, does it work ? 
Tol Speak foftly. 
Caf. Well. 
Tol It doe9 3 

I follow’d him, and faw him fwiftly walk 
Toward the Palace 3 oft times looking back, 
With watry eyes, and calling out, Statira. 
He ftumbrd at the Gate, and fell along 3 
Nor was he rais’d with eafe by his Attendants, 
But (eem’d a greater load then ordinary, 
As much more as the Dead out-weigh the Living: 

Caf. Said he nothing ? 
Tol When they took him up, 

He figh’d, and enter’d with a ftrange wild look. 
Embrac’d the Princes round, and laid he muft 
Difpatchthebufinefsof the world in haft. 

Ettia 
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Enter Philip and Theflalus. 

Thil Back, back, all (carter: — with a dreadful (hout 
I heard him cry, I am but a dead man. 

Thef. Thepoyfon tears him with that height of horrour,. 
That I could pity him. 

ToL Peace 5 — where (hall we meet ? 
Caf In Saturn's Field. 

Methinks I fee -the frighted Deities, 
Ramming more bolts in their big-belly’d Clouds, 
And firing all the Heavhs to drown hi« noife. 
Now we (hould laugh. •— But go, difperfe your (elves, 
While each Soul here, that fills his noble VefFel, 
Swells with the murder, works with mine o’re : 
And from the dreadfull deed this Glory draws, 

. We kill’d the greeted man that ever was. 

The Scene dram. Enter Alexander and all hk Attendants. 

Alex. Search there,nay probe me,(earch my wounded reins. 
Pull, draw it out. 

Lyf. We have (earch’d, but find no hurt. 
Alex; O I am (hot, a forked burning Arrow 

Sticks crofs my (boulders, the (ad Venom flies 
Like Lightning through my fle(h, my bloud, my marrow. 

Lyf. This muft beTreafon. 
Terd. Wou’d I could but gueft. 
Alex. Ha! what a change of Torments I endure ? 

A bolt of Ice runs hizzing through my bowels. 
'Tis (ure the arm of Death, give me a Chairs 
Cover me, for I freeze, my teeth chatter. 
And my knees knock together. 

Eerd. Heav’n blefs the Ring! 
Alex. Ha! who talks of Heav’n? 

I am all Hell, I burn, I burn again. 
The War grows wondrous hot, hey for theTygris 5 
Bear me, Bucephalus, amongd the Billows : 
O *tis a noble bead! I would not change him 
For the bed Horfe the Sun has in his Stable : 

For 

1 / 
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For they are hot, their Mangers full of coals, 
Their Mains are flakes of Lightning, curls of Fire, 
And their red Tails like Meteors whisk about. 
/yf Help all, Furrieries, help, I cannot hold him. 
Alex. Ha, ha, ha, I (hall dye with laughter. 

Tdrtncnio, Clylus, doft thou lee yon fellow > 
That ragged Sotfldfer, thar poor tatter’d Greeks? 

See how he puts to flight the gaudy Tcrfaus, 
With nothing but a rufty Helmet on, through which 
The grizly briftles of his pulhing Beard 
Drive ’em like Pikes. — Ha, ha, ha, 

Terd- How wild-he talks > 
Lyf Vet warring in his wildnels. (comer 
Alex. Sound, found, keep your Ranks clofe, ay now they 

O the brave dinn, the noble clank of Arms! 
Charge, Charge apace, and let the Thalanx move* 
Darius comes, -— ha! let me in, none ddre 
To crofs my fury 3 —Thilotas is unhors’d 3 — Ay, Vis 2 
I fee, I know him by the (parkling Plumes, 
And his Gold Chariot drawn by ten white Horfes: 
But like a Tempeft thus I pour upon him. 
He bleeds, with that laft blow I brought him down 3 
He tumbles, take him, fnatch the Imperial Crown.-- 
They fly, they fly, — follow, follow, — Victoria, Vittorio 
Victoria, -— O let me deep. 

Terd. Let’s raife him foftly, and bear him to his Bed. 
Alex. Hold, the lead motion gives me fudden death 3 

My vital Spirits are quite parch’d, burnt up, 
And all my fmoaky Entrails turn’d to afhes. 

Lyf. When you the brighteft Star that ever fhone 
Shall let, it rauft be night with us for ever. 

Alex. Let me embrace you all before I dye: 
Weep not, my dear Companions, the good Gods 
Shall (end you in my (lead a nobler Prince, 
One that (hall lead you forth with matchleft conduct 

Lyf Break not our hearts withfuch unkind expreflions, 
Terd. We will not part with you, nor change for Mar:* > 
Alex. Terdiccas, take this Ring, 

And (ee me laid in the Temple of 
Jupiter. Ammon* ;v 
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Lyf. To whom does your dread Majefty bequeath 

The Empire of the World ? 
Alex- To him that is moft worthy. 
Terd. When will you, facred Sir, that we (hould give 

To your great memory thofe Divine Honours, 
Which fuch exalted Virtue docs deferve ? 

Alex. When you are all moft happy, and in peace. 
Tour hands,-O Father, if I have difeharg’d ( rifes• 
The duty of a man to Empire born 5 
If by unwearied toil I have deferv’d 
The vaft renown of thy adopted Son, 
Accept this Soul, which thou didft firft infpire. 
And with this figh, thus gives thee back again. (dyes. 

LjJT Eumenes, cover the fain Majefty, 
If there be Treafan let us find it out: 
Lyfimachus(lands forth to lead you on, 
And fwears by thofe moft honour’d dear Remains, 
He will not taft the joys which Beauty brings, 
Till we revenge the greateft, beft of Kings. 
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