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' “T " 'H IS  poem prefumc« to ihroiv Itfelf at your f*et, 3* 
X  a piece more wanting jour protfttion, tl an worthy 

of your patronage. But it 11 as necrflary tor young au- 
thora, who ftiould b« confciouiof their imperteftioni, to 
Ik ret n themMies under grejt names; as it hat been 
always natural tJ »>«i» inal». to fly to a fan&uary.

Permit me then, Sir, more than to hope a (licltcr ; to 
promife myfelf fome reputation from this honour. Or, 
eren (hould the world determine of my performance to 
my di fad vantage; the filtitfa&ion I take in being altowci 
the privilege o f this addicfi, yield* me more plcafure* 
than tbeir cyifarc^cuuld give me pain.

But I am fo far from entertaining any feari of it» mrf- 
. 'carriage; that if my own partiality ana the judgment of 

thofe cbofen friends,

— %uibui h fc ,  J!*t fualia ium jvr, arriJire vrlim ,

have not confpireJ ‘IwUrcai' TSCjn fJT0’-lr • I n’*y 
presume, Aat liti's to allow it, wil'
be my beit exc ntthi* public pum-

•  Humble lervant,

• %

dicnt
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E C T R A.

A C T  L

SCENE, hrftrt tbt Reyal Palact in Mvceni*. 

Govt • /  Orcrtes, Orattei ami Pyladei.

H , for <
S u p i .

f**n, (He who once,
, led our vi£h>riou» Creeks 
hence may you furrey 

f ,  your ardent wifho:
^o> ! here, the grove

Supte 
To Troy » >1'
The obje<r> 11 
Behold yo 'f * ,v 
O f  Inachu. ’• ijf frantic daughter t 
And here, the F*m u Lycatan Forum Hands, 
Erected to the glorious gSd of day ••
T hii.-on the left, it Juno’i awful temple { 
Around the jjttt’ring tow’ra «l rtih Mvcrnar, 
With the Sire htiufe of blcody f tlo p i rite. 
Thence I  receiv'd you from your lifter'* arms. 
Snatch’d from the tote in which your father fell; 
1 took, preserv'd, and nourish'd you till now.
To grow the keen avenger of hu blood: 
BuVuow, Oreftes, anti you, Pyladei,
Thelcarett partner of hi*cares, times 
V * / i t id  deWtnine what our caule i. quires.
For fee,. thg^bV.irful light 1 ^gins touawn }.

; * 7arl^InJ birri^a1" * early fun;
•  v’rvXar n. nil in hit/.!Her glory.

to

* /

30
. ' y  '.jr  la.nti m hit/uUer glory, 
hen the bufy fcarchyi' jealous cyea 
Mt' !et’« fix fJbr it !s; m-ii'y rime •
off all (low debate, ;.ad ea*l»for ..Cti r̂.. 
rft. fhou truelifaicnd that ever terv’d hit prince, 
i iu t  thy lo ^  to me lliine out cuatpit uoui I 
j5 -'.c f-en’rou» ftced when weak with age, 

t i'iio rage, and Icenti the uiiianr liattie ;
Kou, though pifti'd with yean, work up our foula 
tm c , and folio* in the gloriou* cliaJe,. J »

* A  i  To



,6 ^
To thee my pufpot’d v u g /
Do thou with deep attcmirj 
And where my youth Hull <
Know, when I went to aft the Pythiand 
Vi hat method I Ihould take in my r e v e t* ; "
He thui in exprefs term* fpoke hil h ig t^^afu r .  
Clofe be thy ven^cance ; no loud force p r e p a y * ^  
But fleal upon th* unguarded murderer.
Therefore do thou, my venerable friend,
As foon as kind occafion will permit,
Enter the palace; dive into their counfelt;
And find out meam for thii our great attempt t 
fo r  rev’rend age haj plow’d thy features up,
Asd bent thee to the earth, that thou tluk pafs 
Succefsfully unknown, and unfufpe&ed. ‘
Then form a tale like tb it;—that thou art 
From Phocit, frotn Phanoteus, to re,t?>«,
(For he's their potent friend, their dear ally)
Nor (pare an oath to back the liceni’d fraud 
And win belief, how poor Orefre* pcrirti'd ;
Whirl’d from his chariot in the Pythian games.
This he the fum and fubjeilof thy errand ;
Mean while, i t  the great Lycian god injoin’jl,
W e, with oblations and devoted hair, * *
Will pleafe my father’s (hade, and crown hit tomb. 
That done, here let u» meet; and in our hands 
Bear to th* inccftuous court the brazen urn,
Which lies conceal’d in yonder verdan* thickets}
Thus by an artful fraud refembling tfuih, _
We may convince them of tHe nVa«n- %
That I am dead; that t . •  1
O f my burnt hones, ra 
W hy fhouUi I grieve tc 
While 1 rife t’airer from 
T o nobler life, to happ 
Korean the tale which 1 
Oft have I heard of me 
Revive and flourifh fro 
To lielh renown, and 
So on my foes from de:
Glare like a meteor, ai 
But, Oh, my country.
Receive me piofp’tous

v.



7
, paternal dome, to m I come, 7 j
the gods 10 rid the /o f pollution, 
me umdilhonour’d troin this land ! 

my lather’* throne,
I the Icourge of ufurpation, 

.^ j io ie iw —But now, my good old rtiend, 60 
IVtalk which thou haft undertook : 
del, will hence, time prclTct hard ; 
whofe friendly call the iiluci hang 
mortal aft ion s.

JU ttt. Oh ! oiy funune-
[Groaning/torn %vitbi*. 

Gov. Hark ! fure I hejrd the voice of fem.ile forrow. 8 j 
Orrft. Think you, ’twas not the poor Elc&ru groan’d f 

Say, fliall vffltay and lilten to her anguilh f
Gor>. Norfeurthe world Begin we from the god } 

And hi» commimK^lIfil: with due oblation*
Appeafc, invoke the mane* of your ftre: 9®
From hence we flail the hop’d event derive.
And draw a bletling on tin; flout work.

[Exeunt Oreftei am! 1’y lades at one Joor, G mtrntr and 
Attrmianti at another.

.  * .
S C E N E  ir.

EUR. [Alone.] Ob, facred light, and, Oh, thou am* 
bient air.

How have vew it"'’'-' •»»* conftant forrow*!
* , in rage of grief,

/
§• , and bleeding bofora !

•  laded with my woe :

heard my dcfpair I 
%& bed been curft,

’ :edanguifli! 100
unhappy fire,

ctdel battle fpar’d j •
am my mother llew !rou*toy*, 
turth ring axe 
ie hero down : 
doe* an oak. 
n  complains;
>r thcc, Ob, father,

105

With
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Without rezar piry murder’d *

T  R A.

And I, while life remam.V'H chrrifli p ie f j

« »•»*• IMJ IWVV WIUU|̂» J/iuvrnni| IV Vt UJ
Ye realmt of Pluto. and his gloomy contort! 
Infernal Hermet ! You, my jiotcnt curfet! 
And awful furic«, <Uuj;hteri of the gad», 
Behold the great are ialien, unjuitly iUin ! 
And vile adutf’ry lUint the royal couch !
Oh, rife, nflift, revenge « murder’d king. 
Urnu me my brother, my Orefte* hither,
To eafe nty forrowt, and to bear hi* • 
For, Oh ! I link beneath the dire «

Ch». Thou offspring of a molt unworthy mother, 
Uncomforted Ekctrj ! whet el ore flill 
Doll thou with iheamingeyei and piercing nixijtu 
For ever mourn the fate ot Agamemnon ?
Indulge affliction, nor permit the fpace
Ot intervening year* to wipe away
The mem’ry ot thofe fnarcs and female art*
That caught hit noble litc ? — Oh^ may the m*», 
Jf juftice warrant my dev;>t>"- 
That w rought hi* end, fail

FLU, Oh, gen’rous mi •
Kindly you come to (often i Im l  *.
I know you do, tn charm nn 
But, Oh ! I muu be deaf to 
Nor ever leafe to mourr^ny 
Therefore 1 mu ft conjurwoi , ,
By all your teuder oiiicctof 1 .
Let mo ii.iulge my rear?, and he a%vrach ;
Not urge me to remit my talk ot formw«

Cb*. But yet, norpray’n n o r  teatt, cun forte* at. j ;  
Or bribe th uopitying Hades to unlock s
Earth’t common prilon, and tend back fuar lather. 
Yet, fond of woe aod unavailing paliiou,

S C E N E  III. 

Ele&ra tmJ Chorui.
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E L E C T  V \ A .  9

urly wafies and preyi jipon your health, 
irn the Tils which rrabuming will not cure, i jo  

k vou ujurt immod’rate totrow thus ?
f.WwV uft be, fure, infentihle and tlupid, 
forgfls murder’d parent’s death.

^ e  ranwr like the wailing bird, 
x Vring herald of approaching fpring, i$ j

ever, murder’d Ity«, mourns, 
obe, my heart cflecmi a goddefs {

1 hou monument of unexampled fo, row !
Loft to thy fex, and hardened to a llone,
Thou ftill art Niobe, and wecp’ll for ever! 160

CU. Have you, Eleftra, only caufeto mourn?
Are there not thole have equal right to grieve f 
Though w u  furpafsthem in immod’rate tranfportt.
How doest^uvlothcmis fupprefs her anguilh '
And how IphiJTrtWt I ear her pain ? i6 f
Or how Oreftes droop in feciet exile ?

E M . Happy Oreiles, when the glad Mycen*
Views him returning o> his rightful throne j 
Sent by the fweet direftion ot the go<’» !
Whilft I exped him with unwearied hopes, 179
ChildefspaiTO de folate, dcbarr’dof wedlock,
Diflolv’d in tears, and worn away with anguilh.
■R.i* /-rvirl hr, regardlels of my pain,

’ jve and ardent invitations:
. , mth’d me dill with flatt’ring tidings i lyg

v hopes* in vain, of his arrival; 
s hopes ; for, Oh ! he will not come !—

* % lir not, lady, for there reigns above
d, that overlooks mankind ;
•ng hand r omit your anger; _ 180

J f. ... 'r ^fts ft; ill to wild diftraftion ; 
jull refentn^nts die forgotten : 
time kner j his rtglrefling hour, 

flsys on c rifa’s vftdant more, *
;mnoh*| fon, back’d with the pow’rt 18^
•nging Erebus, will come ; 
itfl fury, ar.d redrefs your wrongs, 
ch of my life has been already (pent, 
lought but unavailing hopes ;

J jer Rear the uneafy (Tate, 19*
•■in orphan, unfupported, weak, and fiicodlefs;

1 UsVl



10 fiTL C T  R A.

U»’d like a menial in mji father’s houfc^:
Robb’d of all tifclit* o f bifth and princely (tare ;
Clad in thefe homely weeds of wrctcht^gfa,

1 tsro^%
: e m (

Mournful return! And, Oh ! that b t i A o o j h

And ted with offals irom th’ imperial turner
Civ. Oh, difmal was the welcome o A is  triumphs

j  iglfot
To which the unfufpefting hufbind went,
And met the fudden axe ! Aceurft-d ftroke!
By fraud concerted, and by lull perform’d ; 
Adult’rou* lull with treachery cmihin'd 
In horrid mixture for the horrid aft j 
Whether fotnc god or man infpir’d the paffion !

JEltJi, Oh, day moft hated of the rolling year!
Oh, bluckeft n ight! And, Oh, prodigious grief* 
Which flow’d Irom that unutterable deed !̂
When both their hands upon my f-^lvyjrock,
To fpeak their union, and make rmJVurr fure.
I too wal (Iruek, undone by that dire blow,
And ajjontiing denth lie* heavy on me !
But may the great Olympian g<x>, may Jore 
Repay their trea'on with ftill growing anguilh !
l,t-t no fliort interval of jjladnd* chear them,
But guilt and b* •.ok. trmoife haunt them fcirevtr !

Cut. No more fm-li word* > f  outrage ; call to mind 
From what j  (late ol eafc y  <r rape has thrown you, 
And pull’d down woe by wilful provocation :
Enough of for*ow ha* thy foul endur’d.
By bearing up mid u.;i! ting the teiwjieft.
Bellevr it r a n  t’ attkil *VWl
And tempt the rugged #

E kH . S u d t iw te l*  *'■ r ’ . t
My heart i* confciou* < £  V c. ;
Yet danger foall not fc .
But while 1 live, I ivill »

f
rom whom, ye dear et ^  •
n i'uch extreme* ot 

The voice ot confolatior . advice fc 
Ceafe, eeafc your ftra n- of unprevailingcomfort: 
For never mull my labours find an end ;
Never mull 1 have truce with mv afflictions :
But be a uithfol wretch, and weep forever.

Cvt. AUs !—My love, like a fond mother, plead*



calm your breatf ; left your diftemper’d wrath 
» uld be the parent or lVill greater troub.t <

Utfl. Oh! (,'- .̂'jpiy ill#admit of 111 inertafet 
piety forge.' ^.father's murder? 

at men, what oirb’rouj nations, fay it can P 
let me not be honour'd in their thought!!

: were I to be match'd to fome fuch tame 
-rorgiving foul, I would not let the foft 
Ubjuft inleftten, clog my tow’ring r*gr;
Nor tor a moment flop my flirflt-tongu'd grief, 
Which flies to gratify my father’s flude:
For if my noble father unrcveng’d,
Mull moulder into duft, and be forgot;
Whilft they, triumphant in their happy guilr, 
Loiigh at thi.>krnc revenge that cannot reach them, 
Farcwel to virtcV.J^religious awe 
No more re ft rain mankind, but outrage fiourilh !

Che. In yours and in our own behalf uecame, 
T ’ exprefs our duty, and afluage your woe*:
But ii our words difpleafJ your princely mind, 
You muft o’ercome, and we fubmit in filence.

T7' H. T » ' that* my uneafy load
moderate or drain’d :
■y of forrow. 
ded, could behold 
not like me refent f 
g ills I fee,

* ad bluflom on each other:JL- *2S3BtL. it£^

sifted, when I fee 
other’s throne;

# il robes of ft ate ; 
jm  on that fpot, 
Agamemnon flow’d ? 

, muft divide my foal,



,*  E L  E C T  R A.

And guilty mother’* «rro» ? I f  virtue fuffer /
To call her mother, who with rank 08'cuce |
H u  injur’d nature in her {acred l»w»._ y
But flic enjoy* the wretch deform'd uftwtyood, »S i ‘
Nor fean the furiet round th’ adult’rofc bed ;
But with a wicked triumph at the fall,
Searche* impatient for the welcome day 
Whereon my father fell: Oh, horrid thought!
And when it come*, in wanton revel*, play*, 185'’
Feaflt, dance*, and with impiout facrifice,
Thank* all the god* for the fuccef*ful murder.
W hile 1, a forc’d fnedator of their riot,
(In mock’ry call’d the feaft of Agamemnon)
In fecrct mourn ; nor am allow’d to vent 
The anguilh of my lab’ring heart in freedom : 190
For (lie, with watenful and ungen’roui 
Eye* my diftref*, and thu* upl>rai<Wlfrpain.
Thou fcorn of Heav’n ! Hare none but thou been griev’d? | 
Art thou the only one whofe father dy’d ?
Be trebly curd, and may th’ i*fcrnal pow’rs 1^5
Never rcleafc thee from the woe thou’rt fond of.
Such i* her language;—but whene'er (he’* told 
Orcfle* foon will come, then, then fliirtre*,
And bellow* loud,—Thou fource of all my care*, 300
Thi* is thy work, who ftol’il Orefics from me,
And nurft’d him up to be thy mother’* ruip : V
But thou (halt pay the price of all my fear*.
Thu* doe* flic taunt; while her illuuriou* fnw fr
Standi by her fide, pleat’-1 • . :*>« A
That trifling cowan # ’"
Who only war* in c r  ‘—h  ̂ is
But while I wait to
T o  end my grief* an. • * j
Hi* vengeance fleep* » * • •}
Nor leave* me prefet^ f
To flatter woe, and k< >,
Jn fuch a flate ’ti* hari _w ; < V
And not accufe the uru (filling gods:
For in fuch ill* our paflions will tranfgrefs, 515 J
Rife with our fuff’rings, and like them grc»v Ix jndltf» I $

Cl»r. Tell me, Elciftra, is jEgylthui nigh?
Who might j  I f  he o’cr-he»rd, icffnt my wur^i./ |



E L  H C T  R A.

. FJcfl. Oh, think not I fliould taflc thcfe gentle freedoms
I I  he were nith ;«but, guiltlefs of my joy, 

traverfes the verdant fiddi of Argos.
* ' Cbo. With gr.Ster confidence I then lhall fpeak ;

Nor fear to alk the things I long to know.
E M .  Secure from danger, alk me what you pleafc. 
Cbo. Then tell me of Oreftes, will he come? 31$ 

Or is there dill a caufe to keep him back i 
Jt'.lcH. He fays he comes, but does not what he fays. 
Cho. Important a&ions move but flowly on.
E ltft. I mov’d not flowly when I fav’d his life.
Cbe. Fear no t; his virtue will not fail his friends. 33* 
E lf ft. In that belief I have protracted woe.
Cbo. No more— I fee ChryfothemU approach j 

Your filler, Madam, this way bends her (leps,
And in her h^WJ^Ilie bears lrpulchral off’tings,

S C E N E  IV;

Chryfothemit, Eleftra, anti Chorut.
Chryf. Why will you, Gfter, «t this public gate, j j j  

Repeat your grievance in fuch clani'rous accents f 
Nor let eipctitnce tcach you to difcard 

impotcnt*an3 Aiavailing palfion f 
Believe that I am confcious of our wrongs ;
And would, if I had pow’r, attetrpt revenge, * 540
And let my llrong relenrmrm Band confefs d :
But when our weaknefs dictates to our wrath,
’ Tis wifer to fubmit wir* lower’d fails.
-l"han ni^U ei't the ftorm and tempt dertrufiion. 
Thus*..oWd i c;iunfelyou to ftitje rage; 34 j

____ r 1 father fprung,
Should f!rfS%Je£l of fcis forgotten *T»rrh. 3^0

ide.withjthe faction ot' an impious mother:
'o' all yo .r counfels are by her prefcrib’d,

' And fpr?. hrr pleafufe but at fecond hand.
Vnheedii w J  >, confefs, and chufe thv crime,
That' thou, or know’ll not, or forgett'ft thy duty. j | j
1 o^fauj but now, i( you had pow’r to hate,



To bate to purpofe, you'd a*ow your anger;
Yet when 1 (Irugglc to revenge my fa*her,
Far from allilting, you obftrurt my work.
Ik not thi» Cowardice, or fomethmg ?
Tell me what great advantage would arife,- 
Should I fufpcod my grief, and put on gladnefs?
Do I not live, though ill the lile I lead ?
Ill as it"it, it it enough for m e:
Whilft ev'ry day 1 imerrupt their joys,
Contending Hill to pleafc my father’s (hade,
I f  the dectas’d are capablc of pleafure.
While you, whofe words profefs fuch fpccious hate, 
A ll in concurrence with the muidcrers.
But would they give me all my fiftcr’t gifts,
And all the ornamens in which you fhine;
1 would not yield a moment to them.— •
Let colli y banquets load ) ou r w a ,
And your foft life in delicacies flow } 
tiive me the meanefl neicffary food,
The virtue which hat earn’d, ^iall think it rich, 
And add a fweettiefs to the homely diet.
I fcorn the guilty honours you have purchas’d,
And fo fiiould _vou in wifdom : but, Cyi,41uyne '■ 
You court dif^-ave, and when you might be ftiI'd 
The glorious daughter of the bed of fathers,
You are the mother’s, her d:flingnifh’d d jrl!..- ' 
Thus at the price of cenfure, you be 
Your friend., and fell the blood f  

Cbe. For Heav'n’s fake, iet not a
you : (

You both (peak well, and Uith.may V ' 0  
J f  you will join, and by clB^rther pi ^

Cbry. This language 1 V u 
N or had I  now provok’d th \  repetition 
B it that 1 heard an *  il threaten her.
Which would at once fnd thel'e incena 

JS/W?. Name i t ; and if you can prt 
Greater than thefc 1 feel, 1 wilf obey 

Chry. Take then the fuin of what 
Unlef* you calm thefe palTions, they r 
To force you hence, u-'iere you (lull n 
The #h earful light ot day, f>jt lie t « i

*4 E L E C T R A.



E L  E C T  R A. i*

In fomedamp gloomy fuhterranean prifon,
• r t r  from this country ; there to groan unheard,

. T\nd breath yourl'orrows’niiJrt unwt olt'onir vapourt. 400 
But, Oh, be wife; pievcm thothre-ten d woe ;
Nor blame your lifter, who with early care 
Would labour to-divert th’ unripe dcllruftion.

. • J'./a'-l. And have they then determined thusagainft me f
Chty. As foon as e’er Aigyfthu* (hall return. 40 j  
Elu'i. Oh, may the threaten’d mifchief wing him hi

ther !'
Chty. What horrid with is this, unwary maid/
E/eH. That he would come and execute h s  malice. 
Chty. Ha! Are you loft tofeufe? What would you 

aim at }
EUR. T ^at I might fly from all of you, as far 41*

As earth has Dv^uids. ...........
C hy. -* jRffpeft you not yeur life t
Elcft. This life is wond’reus beautiful indeed,

K:l to be car’d for !
Chty.— W ert you wife it might.- 
E l,ft. Teach me not, filler, to betray my frieads.
Chty. I teach you not, bu tto  obey fuperion. 415
EU 8. ’Tis y«urs to flatter, I have no fuch foul.
Ghty. ’Tis prudent not to throw our lives away,
EltH. But glorious to refign them for a father.
Cbry. Our lather would not wifti us to purfuc 

Revenge at that rafti hazard—
F .ltit---------------Cowards only, 41*

' And rtV'/ul fouls, applaud fuch tim’rous ma»im«.
C/r» /va \ will you not be caution’d ’gainft affliction ? 
£/,.?. N o: for I wouIdflot quite forego my real'on.

Then I havt^Ase, <nd will purfue my order*. 
JUtA-What oiuuts!— J-And to whom thefe fun’rsl
V y  y  rftei > ’  4 >5
HtPf.V h e  que*n enjoins metfrti my father’s tomb, .  

m her to make libations.
k f  . -------------How! from her ?

1 tr. ike libatiom to that hated man ? 
y,, • " ;i him (he kill’d, for foyou would infer.
\UH. By whom perfuaded, whole advice was this f 430 
bry. ’Tis th^rpfult of a nocturnal fright.

EUH. Oh, all yc god* of Argos, aid me now!—
B 1 Cbry.
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Cbry. What {'rounds ror hopederirevou from her fears ? 
R lrtt. Tell me the vifirm, and I’ll tlien rcfolve you. J j
Cbry. Alas ! 1 know but little .....
RUB. —— —Tell me then 435

That little !---- Little fentences and words'
Hare often rais'd, ind ruin'd men as oft.

Cbty. ’ Tis whifper’d, that (lie faw our father come _
Ajjain to light, and feem'd once mote his w ile;
That he took in hi* hand the regal fee pier, 440
•<w hich once he bore, but now /KgyUhus bears)
And fix'd it in the earth j when flrait there fpr;>ng 
From it a thriving branch, which flouriih’d wide,
And over-ftmdowM all Mycenar’s land.
This did I learn from one who was at hand, 445
Wben to the rifiu^ fun (lie told her vifion, -  
T o  deprecate it’s omen. More 1 knowjy<f^
But (hat thele rites me owing to it^K>.ror*.

Rlrfl. Now I conjure you, by our genial gods,
Obey me ; fall not into rafli offence ; 4p>
But, e’er it be too late, avoid pollution.
And, deared filler, let no part of thofe 
Pefign'd oblations touch my father’s tomb j 
For 'tis not jufi, to bring his injur’d (hade* •
Uuhal’ow’d off 'linga from an impious hand :
But give them to the winds; or hide them deep 45 J
In  earth, at difiance from his awetul tomb.
Let the earth keep them fur her fun’ral 1 
T he fitted off’rings to adorn her grave.
Hud (lie not been the viled of her frx, . f
She would not facrifice to him (he (lew. 4 ' »  •
How do you think his injur’d phoft will b<
T o  talle the off'rings whicfc arajetit by h ^  ,
W ho, not content to rob huh of hfrlile, . ’- v ^  (
Mangled and hack’d him to tfcfarm refentn \  -

m And drove to wipe th ’ lam ination off#
Will impious off'rings fatisfy for murder?
And weak libations purge the guilt ot blooc 
No ; fling th’ offenfive facritice away ;
And from our heads let each prelect a lock 
O f fupplicating hair: too mean the g ift!
But all 1 have to give, except this girdle;
V. hich take, however plain and uuadorn’d.

. ,6 £  L  E C T  R A.
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J'koflrate, invokeVim to arife from enrth 5 
/^*To i

E L E C T  R A.

come propitious and deltroy our foes;
And fend Orc-tie', with avenging force, 475
T o  ftrike the'hoftilety ranis to the easth i 
Then fliall we richer facritices pay,
And crown his alhcs with mote grateful ofTring*.
My heart foggclU, "he care of our revenge 
Employs his ghoft, and frnt the hideous dream : 48^
Therefore, my filter, aid the gen’rous work;
The caul'e of you, and me, and that dear man,
Our common parent, who is now no more.

C!'». The virgin fpeaks with piety, and you 
In wifdoin (hould perform the duteous office. 4^ j

Cbry, I w ill: tor ’tis a vam and fenfclefs tftife,
For tw o to d tev in  awirV that’s jult,
And a Iks difpatafiT ’But no# that I confent,
By Heav’n ! you muft be lileat, friends j fur if 
M ’ inra^ed mother (hould dii»**r ought, 493
1 might hare caufc to cqpura the bold uttempt.

[Ejtil Chryfothnnis.

£ C E N E V.
v v  >.
C H O R U S.

Eletftra remain! in tb tfa g tw iilt l i t  CktTUl fr g t.

I.

e > - Or my prrphetic foul mi Oakes,
Or I in hope from reaf m e r r ;
Or vtngeance fjtift advances n akes,

^ y ^ j j p o n  the coiik.c'nce-fuunttd murderer.
''(j'Dvughter, (he,comes ; (he come* away 

£  - /  With pow’r and julljff in array j
'  I ’m Wring in hope,* the bod'mg dream,

The herald of her aweful terrors came.
The king's refentment* (lull r.ot ceafe,

Nor fhallAe :>ury wrung* but in redref*.
\  Oc, vengeful axe that gave the impious blow, 

Mindful of th’ imperial woe,
To kcll and heav’n calls out aloud 
For retribution, and for blood. to f

B j  The
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The brazen-footed fury (lull appear
With hundred feet, and hundred hands; 
To execute her fell commands,
Who yet conceal* her wrathful fpear. 

Unfeen (he does her future work furvey.
And ho vert o’er her unfufpelliog prey.
For impious aft* hare flam'd the royal bed ; 

A m  at which Hytnen flood difmay’d,
• W hile by concerted guile betray’d 

To give adult’ry fc pe, the hu<band bled.
But 1 in hope, lorefee fume d re event,

The thrcat’ning vifiom ot the night 
Shall havr their force, nor becptircnt 
To punifh guilt with baafeatiirtght.

Let birds, dreams, divinations lofe their force, 
And folrmn oracles no more difcourfe;

I f  thit appearance pa^es hence 
Without on happy confequence.

III .

Oh, inaufpicious chariot-race,
Which love-inftru^ted Pelops won ;
What mighty milchiets haft thou done,’ 

To this ill-fated place?
For e’er fince Mvrtilus yas thro 
Headlong from ihechanot, don 
The promontory's horrid brow 

Into the fuffocating furge below ;
L’unumber’d evils haie befnll’n the • i 
And Argos felt fuccelfivc Jtormt of f

tB £  L E C T  R A.
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A C t  II .  S C E N E  I.

Clytemneftr*, Lleftra and Chorus,

CuYTEMNESTRA.
OU’RE free, you think, and now may walk at large, 

_  Bc-aufe you know iEgyiihut it not here ,•
Who would confinc your walks, not let vou range,
T o  vent your fpleen, and execrate oui friend*.
But in h:i jibfence ^ou regard not m e; £
I am the theme ot your unmanncr’d railing!;
You brand me with injulnce j fav, I ’m fierce,
And play the tyrant over you and your*.

—JJut I abufeyou n o t; I  only pay 
Your handftiwe compliments to me in kind ;
And, firft intuited, bi^ return reproach.
And ltill your father is the ftalepretence,
As if I murder’d him : I did, I own i t ;
I  own I did i t ; and ’:was bravely done.
Juftice commanded, and^ gave the b'.ow ; i f
And you, if wife, had help'd the glorious work:
For he whom you fo obfunattly mourn,
Murder’d yojr litter; he, of all the Greek*
Could find a daughter for a facrifi
And bore to fee her butcher’d. Cruel man ! JO
A ftramwr to the pangs ot bleeding nature,

I the pains a mother feels.
. _  hom Iras ’hi* fair vi/lim fla:n f

;e I You will not furely fay it /
• * •  '  '  liberty to kill my daughter ?

his brother M-nelaus? 
icdie, who k.fl’d my child !)

' her children of his own ? 
they both had dy’jl than th e ; 
thfrand their m$iherdy’d, JO 1
nt alone the war her,an. 
tl God of Hell prcter 
i<od to any fecund vii'tim ? 
scrable father loft
but Menelaus not ? 35
jtroclaim him rath and impious ? 
ink, my cenfure has condemn’d him t

JMII
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And fo would injur'd Iphigenia too, •
Could the departed fpeak, accufe her father. V I
I do not then repent of what I did ; 40
But if  you think I ought, take heed you fprak 
In terms of calm refpeft. and urge your reafnni. *

E M . You cannot plead that you were now prorok’d,
And therefore did retort opprobrious language.
But might I be permitted, 1 would try 45
To plead my father’s caufc, and filler’s too.

Oy. You may : and did you always thus addreft me,
JQ ’Twould lpare you that reproach you murmur at.
\  F.ltH. Firft, you confefs that you my father flew ;
^  And can ihere be a blacker crime that this ; £0
\  The caufc be juft or no ? But that it was not,
I* I'll (hew you j drawn by your sduh’rous 14?e,
O'. Not for your daughter, blit your prelent fpoulc,
^  You did the aftion. Aflt Diana why, (
A Why flie delay’d fo long the courted winds f 5 J

;^V Or what the goddefi will not, ^ witl tell you. 
jy ’Tis faid, my father, (porting iu her grove,
'J Put up a noble-fpotted branching llag ;

ru  And as he chas’d and lew  the gloriousjirey,
ryi In triumph utter’d loine unhappy word. 6a

S '*  The goddefs, to revenge th ’ infult, detain’d
The fleet in Aulis, till my wretched fire 

V*. Should make atonement with his daughter's blood. 
a S  Thus fell (he j nor could any meaner bribe

I’urchafe a wind to fwell their fl»<ging fails 5 ml  j
For which, and not for Menelaus’s fake, •
With itruggliug forrows and reluftant pangr,
At laft he yielded to the fjcrificc. •
Bui had he \lone it for his brother’s fake,^* r  
Should you have kill’d him therefore ? By what Uw> 70
Take heed, left you repent the rules jo u  makp ; m -

* By your own laws yourftlf will ft-ind condemn d:
I t  murder muft with murder be repaid, t
Jutlice will tell you, you are next to bleed X \
Thus ev’n your ovm defence was turn^ againft yc i 
But tell me, if you can, on what account 
You now perfift in execrable guilt ? ,
Why have you commerce with the bloftdy wretch,
Who was th’ abettor o f your horrid crime i 
Why propagate by him a Uwlcfs broud.

National Library, K-OUata



And banifh far into another land
Tlu: virtuous offspring of your hufb.inii’j bed ?

this be reconcil’d ? Or will you fay 
Tlirfe arc the farther proofs of your rrvenge ?
’Tisbafe to fay i t ; it can ne’er t a  good 8-
To wed a traitor for a daughter’s fake.
Yet, deaf to juft reproof, you fpum at counfel;
Cry, that ’tis infolence t ’ upbraid a parcut;
And fhoot with all the arrows o f ) our tougue.
I  have a miltrefs, not a moiher in vou, 90
Opprefs’d with hardfhips, and condemn’d to all 
That you and your curs’d confort will impofe.
Kay, fcarce my brother did efcapc your rage ;
Who wears out wretched life in anxious exile.

T i l !  ITiVllln^hom you oft upbraid me with; 95
And fay, 1 nourifh a revenger for you !
And be aflurd, I wantAi not the will (
Therefore proclaim me to the world at large;
Brand nie with impudence ; call me foal railer;
The fignal characters ihal] make me kuown, to*
And mark me out forClytemneftra’s daughter I 

Cbo. I fee, her fierce refentment blazes high, 
Regardlefs whether reafon rules her anger.

Cly. And what regards can (he receive from me,
Who thus upbraids and vilifies her mother ? If  j
i > ------  retch !— Believe you not, my frieuds,

>blu<h at any a<ftion ? 
u inlfiake !— 1 blufli at what I do; 
bk  the words 1 fpeak 
y ilation, age or fortunes j 110
ions and malignant foul
o be rude agaiilft my will;

■nd f.ourifh by example, 
railer ! do my actions teach, 
yoj)r tongue to fpow offenfive ? i f f
ir offence that (peaks ; you d j the things, 
roper language mult be told, 
itana, when -Egyfthus comes,
. riAult me unreveng’d. 
me of the liberty you gave ; 1 ja

k, but will not hear with temper. ‘ 
2>t fuffer me to make oblations,

But
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But interrupt with inaufpicious words,
Bccaufe I bade you fpeak ? ’

Lh H. Good, perlorm %
T h ’ intended rites j I will no longer flop I ;£
The meritorious office, but be filent.

Cly. Then lilt thou up the i'upp:nini fruits on hi;;h ;
[ 7« her Atlfuia.it. 

Which, offer’d to the facred GkI of D:iy,
Shall ftee me from the tears which now 1 brar.
Oh, l’habus ! thou, whole hallow'd image Hands i ; o
Be lore tins palace, hear my hidden fenle ;
1 fpcak not airong Iritnds, nor is it fale 
Here to unfold the frcrets of inv heart 
Before thy radiant light, when fl.e is b»’ *
Lett with her envy, and her babbling 
She fpread the ftory over all the city.
But hear me thus—The vifion oftail night,
The doubtful dream, which lleeping 1 beheld,
I f  it be profperous, Oh, LycianKtng,
Fulfil and ratify its kind intent*; 149
I f  ill, turn all its horrors on my foes j
Nor proCper thofe who would dilturh my ftate,
And plot in private to undo my pow’w 
Thus let me always live, from danger free,
And rule this kin^lom and this houfe as now ; > 4^
Join’d to thofe friends to whom I now am join’d ;
Still crown'd with blifi, and with i'uch children who 
Nor hate, norenvioully ditturb a»y joys.
Grant this, Apollo, and look down propitious : f “*~ 
Grant this, and in the manner which 1 ate*'' •  •  i j p  
The reft thou know’ft, altho’ 1 fpeak it not;
For gods havepow’r to rtadour inmoft tb o u e h t^ .f^ v .  
And nought is hiddcd from the fons of'Jovel <• s£ m

s  c  e  n  e  h .  ^  ] i ! H m

G*i-trnor, Clytemneftra, Eleclra, and Ch. n  .

Gov. Ye virgins, may a ftranger type to learn, < ,,
I f  this tall fabric be the royal palace f

Che. It is.
G»v. ----- And this the Queen wh^m 1 be-hotl

Her drefs and perfonfptak Uj’ imperial rank.



Cite. You’re r i jh t ; ’tit flic.
O .-j, — — — 'Chen hsil, Oh, Queen ! I come

TWbring you and aEgyfthttt gutcful newi 
“From one who i» your friend.

*T/v.--------- ------ 1 embrace the new*— — if*
But next inform me from what friend you come.

Gov. From l’hocis, from Phanoteus, to relate
A bufinefs of concern-----

Cly ---------——— Pronounce it, ft ranker;
T he man you come from fpeals the errand good.

Girt\ To fum up #11, Orellet it no more, ifty
F.ltfl. Ah, wretchcd maid ! it br.ng* me to the grave. 
(  h  What faid you, ftranger i I.itlen not to her.
Gov. I fay again, Oreftet tt no more.
TfllTl liiniiini with him, and am too no more !
CVy. At dithince howl! --------But, ftrangcr, you pro

ceed. «------------------------------------- j ;o
Inftrufl us in the manner of his fate.

G<>v. To ihif was I employ’d — Know, mighty Queen, 
When young Orefles at the pliins arriv’d,
Where Grecia ce!ebrates%er Pythian gamej;
Soon as the herald's (brill-proclaiming voice 1
Summon’d each champion to the noble fporfl,
I> enter'd the broad litit, bright as a god,
The admirjrion of the throng’d Ipei'tat rt !

:ft to recount the thmg» he d.d; 
e Hated courfe of jgamet he ran, I So
triumph ev’ry prize away.
,-outh was hymn’d by ev’ry tongue ;

*• v  loud by th’ herald’t voice an Arrive, 
flet, Agamemnon’s (on,

. . I of Greece!—Aryl thus he flourish'd. r?5 
e gods oppo’e.the mightieil m m, 

t  'inks beneath th’ unequal match !

i  natur? of thelttlly fonteftt; 
t \ ;  rival troop advanc’d,
•'coDcjued in the charior-race. 
rtcd i*>t fo ; for when his (teed), 
lopet, fuccefsfltl wing’d their way ; 
rown’d him with the proinVd p.ire: 
jo a ta ith  » miilakcn breadth,



He ft ruck unwary on the oittmoft ctj'urr.n.
And broke his axle Ihort— He, with the (hock,
Feil from hit (’em, and 10 the twifrru harnefl ^
Intangled hung—Him, thu* precipitate.
T he frighted borfe*, with contuliun wild, . 209
Pragg’d to the middle courtc. W:tb yell* *nd Os ricks 
The pitying crowd beheld, and m o u r n th e  youth,
Fali’n frcm renown, and lofl to future cunqueft* i 
Now dafti'd agaioii the ground, and now molt 
Rebounding turioui; till the charioteer* 10$
(But, Oh, too Utc !) flopp'd hi* unruly deed*,
And loot’d him, with unfcemly wound* deform’d,
Torn, bruit’d, di*fij>tv.’d, and no longer known 
T o be OrcAn, by hi*«ie*reft irienda!
Some Phocian men, appointed to the talk, * .v»
Strait burnt hi* body, and luve brought, in^rn’d,
Hi* dud, the poor remain* of all li*> greatneft,
To find a tomb in hi* paternal foil.
Such w»» hie death ; how terrible to hear !
But, Oh, how more afHufting to the fight! 215
The worti of f|>e£Uclei thefc eye! have fcen.

CJjt. A la i! alai! then all my matter’* race'
Are perilh’d, rooted up, ar.d quite extinguidi’d.

Cjy. Oh, Jove ! what ncw» it thil ? Of joy, or horror ? 
That crown* with fafcty, yet with fonow wound* j 
Whild to allure my life, I lofe my fon. u »

Gov. Why doe* the prefeut dory make you fad i 
Cjy. I feel the mother draggling in my foul.
Gov. Vmn and unwelcome then i* thi* my labopfc.
Cjy. How vain,or how unwelcome? Since yo^"<wi^2 J J 

T o  bring me certain tokens of hi* death, * *
Who, tho’ my fon, and ooynfli’d ft\>m my bread,
Yet who forfook me, like a v agrant fled,
And chofe a ft 1 anger’* for his mother’* houfe ;
Who never faw u>e fince he left the laud ;
But, branding njewith parricide, he ftill >
W ith rebel menace* hai ftitbb’d my peace./
1 fcarce have flept by eight, or wak’d by d . \ .
Secure or plcafant; but each anxious iftinute 
Seem’d bur a lliurt reprieve from initant death.
But this kind morn diiburchent me of fear,
From him, and her; from her, the greater plague !

Bccatf
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Eeeanfe domeiVic, in my bofom warm’d,
T h ’ ungrateful fa-pent fucks my vital bi^od.
A‘.\ hurt no longer by her taunting malicc, s ,o

■ My eafy life (ball flow with pleaftirc on.
F.ltii. Wretched Klcftra !— Now it's time to mourn 

Thy fate, Ore ties, when thy mother triumphs
In thy dellruftion thus-..—God*! ii it well ?

Cly. With him ’tis wond’rous well, tlu>’ not with
thee. 14 {

F.left. Avenging gaddefs, hear her ctvuumel e>1 
Cly. Sh-j has already heard, and v eil determin'd.
Elett. Av, now intuit j your joys in.ieed arc rut).
1 \  ' —  Orefies help to m.iV ■ them let* i

' . t  (terforinim; anger. i j «
-  , deforre <>or love,

. J iftUincnurc.
\ j* . . tay now depart.
Cly. Not fo, my .. . .  old dilhonuur ut,

And him that fent you, thus to let you go. s ( j
f i t te r  the palace, and let’s leave this railer 
To howl abroad, and fpreatl her fluhborn gtief.

[ Ext uni Cl/temneUra, stltenjant aul Governor,

% C E N E III .

ElelVra ami Chorus.

EieS1. Had Hie the marks of forrow? Did the wretch 
Jonfefs defpair, or like a mother mourn ?

IVit \r»h malignant pleafure (talk’d away ! 26a
Deareil Or«rftes, how hart thou undone me !
Ttw ti»?has V.ll’d ir.e, r.iviflt’d all the hopes 
< ,^Stch my foul had fix’d herjati fupport,

tK’&w would’#  one day come, and with thy hand 
1 my"father and unhappy me ! >6$

.( P e r t  (hall Fretrear, forlorn, depriv'd 
liet, ...»u of my father ? Now Again,
(1 be iragg J to fcrve the eur e j  men 
kill’u aihrr. Can fwiet Heav’n permit ?
>y the goi\ , I ft’)I! 8 l< ger dwell «;o
th the h 'ted roof which n  vert them : 
ere on earth will make my h-rnr,:-: ed,

10, rill bU,'is wort away t.-. i*dncf».

E L E C T  R A. i j
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If  I ’m a torment, let them kill me flrait;
For I am Tick of life, anti fain would die :
When liieit irkfome, death i< a relief.

S C E N  E IV.

Elc&ra joint in the Cbtrai.

I.

Cbe. Poet not Apollo fee ? Will Jove not h e v  ?
When will it thunder, if it now be clear ? 

ElrSl, Alas! my fate—
Cbo. Why weep’ll thuu fo ?
E U a . o h  f -----------
Cbo. Soften thy tumultuous woe.
E lf S . You kill tne if you flop my grief.
Cbo. Hint ?
EltH. ------By teschinR vain relief.

By offering comfort to reflore,
When he in whom I hop’d is now no more. 

By fudt unavailing care 
Y* infult my grteft, and Aggravate defpair.

II.

Cbo. The fate of Amphiaram know,
By female avarice betray’d :

A viftim to his wife's perfuafions made:
But now the monarch in th<̂  (hades below—

K leB.Oh, killing thought!
Cbo. ------------ Immortal reigns; #

A prophet in th’ Elyfian
E M .  Woe on the caufe !•
C1'*. Ay, woe, indeed, /

On th* accutfcd matron’s head !
Elea. But (he too late Itfr trcafon ru^i. *
Cbo. I grant, revenge ner crime purfuet 
Elefl. That injur’d monarch found a fi 

His difcontentcd (hade i* appeaft 
But my unhappy (ire has node 
To give the plaintive phantom c
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III.
)h , virgin, great is thy diftrefc !

Too well I know 
The-weight of my oppreflmg woe ;

« )f griefs fucccffive, long, and mimbetlcfi I
Vith juilke you of aniiery complain. j r j
Therefore no onger wound my ear 

With Com'brt’s voice ; nor ho|>e to chcar 
My foul, that ne’er (lwl! u ik  again-—
What fay’ft thou, maid )

—» -----The fvvcets of peace.
Ne’er be charm'd to joy or eafe : JI«

Now the gen’rous youth is gooe,
*,y^ jr>c and vengeance are undone.

# IV.

Cbt. Death i« the pnrtion of mank ind.
’* t not like him, by furious courfers borne, 

tis’d, dii.figuj’d, mangled, torn, J t J
all all a deatlyrf horror find t 
irk, unforefeen it fate’s furprife. 
is fat«was unforefeen indec-d,

In a foreign land to h!cH t 
/itliour tbefe hands toclufe bi> eyt*. 3 >0

, aappy Prince!
—- No obfequk* to have; «.
sweeping tjknds to mourn thee to the grave.

En'd of the Stco.vo Ac t .

L '
A C T  IH . S C E N E  I.

'"'hryfothemis, Ele^tw, am! Chorus.

C h* vsoi h im is .
'O R  , my di-a rfl, I t. r^oi iny ft*,

■ ** Neglected dtrency, »uj ran i upatieat
4j- bring yen grateful ilea's ; whofc glad furprife 

il end thole .11s which )ou fo long hare mourn’d.
C 2 EJtJL
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Elc/t. Where canll thou find a cure for my 
tunci,

On which no beam of comfort eVr can dawn i 
Gfrry. Enlarge tby hopes: Orefte* i*arriv'd;

Arriv’d aafurely at 1 live to (peak it.
EltW. Or rather doll thou rave, unhappy girl!

And fport with my afflictions and thy own.
Chry. By all the gods, I do not (rifle wiih you,

Or d*!ly with your woes, but know he’icomc.
EltH. Bv what unerring argumcmscouvinc’d,

That you to (Irougly bend to their report.
Cbry, 1 owe not to report th* uncertain tale, r f

B ir to thefe eye*, that uiw th* unerring figm.
Fir it. What fign* f What coulu’ii tbou fee, too err- 

To kindle this lanuftic fever u p } [jJJteus mJWr
Cbry. Hear, I conjurc you, ere vou quite condemn, 

And iuditt, if reafon warrant my Jfcrtion. it>
£ M .  I f  the relation gives you pleafure, fp;ak.
Cbry, Thai, then : As I approach’d the hallow’d tomb 

Wherein my father’* peaceful »jirs lie,
1 fcw the ground with ftream* of milk diflain’d,
Frefh pour'd, and flowing from the tufted hillock*; i f  
And all the (lower* the genial feafon yinldt, 
tiuew’d in a circle round the fepulchte.
I faw, and ivond’red; and look’d all around,
1 ell any one unfeen diould Ileal upon me,
Afcd iuierrupi my fo rth . But when I fawr 35
AM things in (olitudeand perfeik r^tl,
1 nearer to the tojttb advanc’d,aud ih 
I'pen the utmoft pile, a Uxk uf hair, •  •
V re ft I cut, io wavet was fprcud j when 
l ’rtfenttd yout.g Oieftes i<* my thouuri • e'
And whif| cr’d me, ’twa* his which I b . 1
The trtkent of that de*r-lo» M man’! n I
) to,.k it up, and f p o k e I  pic ions vvotj *
And my glad eyes o'erflow'u with tears 
And then my confcioui foul believ’d as 
Thofe fun’ral honours came from none f 
To whom but me, or you, belong’d this 
1 did it not, I’m fure ; nor you, I thir 
I low could you, who from hence are 1 
A moment’* ablence, tho' to worfliip I



'■ ther------(lie ddigmt not in fuch atK ;
lid flic do it, but we mull have known.

• ut Oteltes then could pay thete honour*, 
itnfort, Sftcr; not the fame hatfh god

,  iremitting fury llillpurfuea; jc
■m o’erblown, a pleating calm fticcercl*; 
perhaps, the low’iingfcene w ill charge,

f
 ur foult, ai d brighten them with ^Udncls.

Oh, fenfelefs raptures! how I pity thee ! 
j  y .  W hat! il the ncwi ungrateful then *i (at) ?

BU S. You know not where you are, nor whit you 
fpeak.

Cbry. l)o I not know what thtfe my eye* beheld ?
- • . JE^-^JLofe not an hope in icarch of poor Ottllcs,

Nor buiOT'hy fafety there; for he—i» dead.
Cbry. Oh, heav n^! where did you learn the fatal 

news ? 60
BUS. From one who flood and faw the youth expire. 
Cbry. I ftand amaz’d ! Where it thit fatal hrrald ?
BU8 . Careft’Uwithitf, and welcome to my mother.
Cbry. Oh, fatal! Wh'.fc were allUiofe otTnngt then, 

Wrhi‘-h grac’d mv faiher’t tomb ?
EltH. -------------------------— We mullfuppofe (if

Some friend hat plac’d them there, the monument*
Of dead Orefle*’ lore.

C bry.----------------— Deceitful joy !
I  hailed, rarifh’d with theftiong delight,
Nor dreamt of thit iHiaftrout turn of laie.
But now too well I fmd our former illt 70

‘ > V ^ a i n  th«ir ground, and call up ftefh a(ff..rtioni!
• US. Too true th’ increaCy ; but if you’ll leain of me, 

I ’ll teach you how we may redeem ourlcWei.
Cbry. Oh, can we raile the dead to life again ?

Believe not mv conc«k» tow’r up to inadneft. 7$
*, l*/ V.T**at wOuId’ft thu.i *hcn prclcribe, that 1 c a n '1

'BUS. Re. >lve but to perform what 1 adriic. [ W i i f  
Cb)j 1( our huuour, fear not a reunite.
Elefl. Think* nothing can without to, re  paiot foccerd. 
C/fry. I do, and will contribute to my j«»w’r. 80

'’% BUS.  Hear then the ttfottMIM 1 have iortn’d 1
■ y V T '. - .c  vainio«rgc our want of friends to y«u,

»  Who know that we have none ; that cruel death
"  C j  Hat

, - V E L E C T  R A. J9 *
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I la* t<v-n them hence, and we are left alon 
While je t  Oreftes liv’d, my flatter’d grief 
hncourag’d hopes that he would one day cc 
And latisfy my father's crying blood :
Hut, now he is no more, f look on you,
To aid your filler in the pious work ;
And help to kill th’affiiirm, curs’d /Egyfthu 
I ’ll fpread ihccounfcls of my foul before yo 
And we with open bofotns will converfe.
Why fbould you ftill be paflive in your wro 
Is tliete redrels in hope, but from ourfelvls i 
l>oe» not opprcffion grind us every way ?
Are we not tpoil’d ot our paternal rights t 
IKbarr'd of Hymen’s joys, and wafting all /- 
Our bloom of life in virgin folitude ?
And, Oh, believe it raufl be ever thu<!
Nor will the tyrant’s caution give us room 
To proj agjte a race to his deft ruction.
But if you'll follow the advice 1 give,
Your tire and brother (hall confjfiretopraife, 
And, Iron* thcgr»ve, applaud the gen'rous action. 
Thco tliall you be faluied, noble, free,
'As nature :md your princely birth defign’d i 
And worthy youths (hall tigh for your embraci 
For vinue if a charm fire* every bieaft. 
t )o you not fee what glory, wh;it applaufe,
You putchafc to yourleit and me by this ?
What citizen, what ft ranger, fecin^us,
Will not with thefe encomiums rn.uk us out ?— 
■Behold the fillers!— friends, the rival pair, •
Who tiom deftru&ion rais'd their father's hou 
Who brav’d the fury of triumphant foes,
Attack'4 their pomp, and ft ruck the righteous I-
Ol life regaitllefs !.......-Thefe (hould always be
'I he fubjeCts ot' our w ondfer and our 1 *
Tbele (hould be honour’d, courted, not.
And in our lea lit, afTenibliet and our flrcet 
Hymn’d and diliinguiflt’d for heroic fouls.
Such language fliatl we hear from every u » i 
And live eternal in the voice of lame.
Follow me, then ; revenge your fatherVUoo. 
M.kc dead Oreftes (milt, and lefcue m«;



11 fctie vourfelf; (bakeoff the guilty chain : 
t76 r gtn’rous foul* difdain a vile dependance.

Cba, Prudence is ufet'ul in affairs like thefe,
To eounlel, or embrace th’ important talk.

Chry. Had (he but weigh’d her words before (he 
fpoke, i jo

ihe would, have kept what now (he has not done,
A model? prudence, and an ufeful caution.
What pro'pciS ot fuccefs, that thus you arm,
And alk me to aflift the daring work ?
Regard your feeble fex and tender form, j 3$
In ttrength inferior to the foe* you brave :
Behold how Fortune wooes them with her fmiles,

> ^ e  crutli’d by fate, and waite to nothing.
Who then, invading one defended thus.
But mufl expefl the de*h he thought to give ? 140
Tike heed we do nor aggravate our ill*,
And purchafc neiv diltrefs, if  overheard :

■ T.ioris th’ advantage of tfyat vain renown.
Which, panting to obtain, we earn by death !
The’ death, perhaps, will be cfteem’d a mercy ; 145
And when ’tis counted, life fhaJi lie our doom ;
To fufferon, andtallc protra&cd anguifli.
But, I conjurc you, ere we fur ou» run
Into the gripe of Fate, and call away
The laft remains of Agamemnon** blood, t go
Re lira in your rage, and what your rafhotft utter’d
Shall penfh, and be loft*to my remembrance.
Re wife at length, taught by prevailing woe; 
t . u ’t " ^ c e  unable to contend, fubmit.

Be .rul’d ; forwifdom and a prudent mind, 1
. created goods that men enjoy.
1 ur anfuer does nor dilapjmint mjr thought); 

'*-• F  ' ; " '■% 4 ‘ — J would rejeft tlie work :
.letafk remains Ar me.

,nd lha!l not want a hand. >60
you been of ibis heroic foul 
hfr fell, you*d done it then !

:i0 Q L  t :»e foul, but wanted years lot action.
% . nt them tii’II for deCp’raie arts like thefe.

ull'bf coynfel! barren of affitlancc ! lOg
.h attempts oft cru£h their wretched author.

KUH.
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F.M . Your wifdom J admire, your ("cars I hare.
Chry. The time will c>mc when 1 dial I have your pra
l . f . i .  The time will iicvcr come, when you'll de- 

lerve it.
Cbty, T h ’ event of thing* will bed determine this. 170 
E M . Begone; for I expert no aid from thee. ,
Cbry. You might. The fault i* in your ow n refolvcs. 
E M .  Go, and betray n.y counfeis to the Queen !
Chry. I nourfli not an hate that thirlh your ruin.
E M . Yet you could brook to draw nictoiiiilionour. 175 
Chry. Not to uiflionour, but to prudent a;re.
K M . Mod I then follow where your f.nry 3 
Chry. When you think better, you /hail l<a<
E M ....... ................—-   —’Tis Up

That fhe who fpeau fo well fliould aft fo i l l . ^
Chry. 7 he condemnation on y%urle!t return*
E M . But doe* not juftice warrant my deiigiu 
Chry, • I j, dang’rou* to be always fttiitly juff 
E M , Such maxims ne’er (ball regvlate my i ,W
Clry. Y .u would have caufe^o thai k me it 1 
E M .  By Hrav’n, I’ll not be fear’d irotr 

folvei.
Chry. And will you not bo wro»tght*to fafer 
E M . No j evil counfel t* the word of thin 

I'.hry. You fet a wrong corttruetmn on my w 
E M . My purpofe is not new, a jiart of patl 

But weigh’d with reafon, and confirm’d by t 
Chry. I’m gone, fince you my it-albns difa 

As I your action*.
E M . ----------- ——.Wherefore go ycutc

I could nor lo.uA you vvi^i my fecrctsmore,
Tho’ you (liould knetl in tear*, and beg to liis 
It argues foily to purfuea trifle.

Chry. Enjoy your (antieJ wifdom by you 
When ruin’d, you’ll ttto late fpprovt inv

[/i<. c

SC£N. .
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S C E N  E II.

C H 0  R U S.

33  ‘

eftra remains on the Stage while the Choral /»gs.

|  I .

Why, when th’ inhabitant! of air, 
With tender duty, grateful care,

Grant their aged parents food joo

To whom their mile fouls they ow'd ;
Why do not reas’ning men the fume,

And their whole lives by thofe dumb patterns frame *
...~  "^C^t by Jove’s (Viafts with terror bright,

By heavenly Themii, and eternal right, *05
The wretch tHit dares their pow’r, (hall foon 
Be from his guilty triumphs thrown.

Thou, Fame, that doft all mortal aft ion 3 know,
Thy melancholy trumpet blow j

l ’ieree the centre with the found, 110 
The ears of the Atridse wound ;
Whil)i thou doft a-tale relate,
Full of forrow, full of fate !

II.
How all their houfe in wild diforder (lands j

jrtJSW? The children difuyite their friendly hands; a ig
1 Eleftra, wreiched maid !

^  a thoufand iils betray’d,
er father melts in tears,

’* • 1 con(lant fotrow*wears :
forrow-finding drains n o
lojrntul nightingale complains, 
fj o t danger and j f  death, 

puld a viftory obtain, 
pthe two domeftic furies (lain, 
e glorious caufe refign her breath. 2
.•ho*of noble parents born,
(lave to guilt and impious (corn ? *

III.

r
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I II .

The wcll.drfeemied ana the great, 
Throw off rise tile mcumb’ring weight 
Ot thing* that would obfcure thcTr taiuCj 

Aflat their glory, and redeem their name. 
Thou, Oh, noble, wretched air !

W ho hali a life of irkfome woes 
Be-tore difhoncti honour* chafe ,

Thou (halt double praile* wear ;
Stand eternally renown'd,

With juftke and with wifdom crown’d.

IV .

Oh, an?y’ft thou live, luceetd, and 
In ftrength above the tyrants’ foar i 
Ait much as now thou :ir%t’ck>iv,
And cnidi’d by tbeir injurious pow’r. 
i ’ve feen thee flrugglinf; with thy fate, 

Inimitably Ihine;
Amidlt thy forrowi rcfolutelr great, 

Religious, conllaut, and divine.

E « d of the T i h d  A ct.

*35
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A C T  IV* S C E N E  I. 

Oreftcs, Pyladet, E kSra, Chorus, and Aucmlatis ea 
Orelle*.

O s e t T i s .

YK virgins, will your gondnefs fet me ‘ ??■
If, milinform'd by guide*, I tread i 

Che, Whom do you (eek, or whi'her W'
Ortfi, My fearch determines in ifigyflh 
Cbo. This is the dome : accufe not v l 
Ore/}. Wb ch of you will inform the n 

Some I’hoeian men have bufinef* witR JE 
R lfl ,  Oh, heav’n s! are thefe the mefl 

Who bring the proofs of the repot: we he



%■

m?. I know dot wfiat you heard; but aged Stro-
f  phius I0
latch'd nve here with neves about Orertes.
\ba. What is it, ft ranker f Oh, I flake for fear !
,tjl. In tharfmalt urn we bring the final I remains 
iis dead body.
'.In i.------—— Oh, my wretched flute!

L H C T  R A. 35

|  :n is the meafure of my forrow* full.
5^ }r,ji. It' thefe your tc-m are for Ore lies flied,
**** ....ow, that tills 11 m Contains the innn vou mourn.
* EL-8 . OS, then, if ever piry touch'd your brcart,

Permit me to receive it in thefe arms;
T o mourn my own and his difailrous fate,

^And walh his r.flies with unfeigned tears.
Orrji!* vV:-»ve’cr Ihe be, furrender her the urn ;

She aflcs not like it toe ; but all her words 
j,, Befpeak a friend’s conccVh, or kindred love.

F.LH. Oh, dear memorial of my deart it friend ! 
%Vcfc»»ty relics of Orertes!—Oh, 
f  lliJw different from him n>y hopes had form’d ! 

r^From him I fenr, do I receive you now ?
Diflblv’d to diift, and crumbling into nothin g.
I fent you forth a pterious blooming child ;

! But, Oh, that I had dy’d an hundred times, 
thus condemn’d you to a iuckleCs exile ! 

f  Sioi'n from thy mother’s rai;e. and flu ’d from [laughter; 
f  For on that day thou might'll hav«gnll’n tecure,

* ' ’ '  " if AganyrmnonVromh!
me, tlretch’d on a foreign (hore 
There no filler was at hand, 
and ftitfen’d limbs, or bear 
up thy fun’ral* flame, 
n^ers’ hands at length you comc, 
little urn.
faljle nurfing carej, 
paid your yourh, 

jrs o’er your infant years,

iO

35

40

;h t ' Eleftra rear'd thee up, 
inels eas'd th’ attendant’s talk ; 
joy above thy mother’* raptures, 
ler in dillin^uifti’d p.itTion. 
y has mow’d down all my laboun,

45

And,

r
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And, like a whirlwind, fwept their memV
And thee with them. My father went bet .
Now I am dead to thee, and thou to me.
Our foes infult j our mother, in contempt 
O f nature, triumph*, and grows mad with |
On whom 1 long nave fed deluiive hope* < .
That thou woulo’tl come, and reap the vengt 
But fate ha* fruilrated the juft event, f  i
And mock'd my expectations with thy dull.
Oh, weight of forrow ! moil untimely chan}
Unhappy progref*, and deftruCrive games ! m>
How haft thou kill'd thy filler, poor Orcllc* !
Receive me, therefore to thy little houfe,
Like thee, a lltadow : fo may we convene.
And nxet below, to mourn our mutual fuff’rings *- '
For whilft thou wcrt on fjrth , my foul partc»>k 65
O f all thy pltafure*, griev’d in a^ thy pain* ;
Ami therefore would 1 die and (hare thy tomb :
For all i» peace, all quiet in the grave.

Civ. Oh, think, EUCtra, on your mortal Hate !
Think too, Orertes, like vourfelT, was mortal, >0
And let that calm your lorrows. Death’s a debt 
All owe to nature, all at times mud gay.

Oreft, What (hall I fay ? My bofoin (well* for vent, 
And I ’m no longer mailer of my tongue.

E tirt. Wlicmc i» tli* opjrcllion of your hejvirn 
breall?

Orrji. Is that Eleflra’i celebrated face ?
F.lrtf. This it her face ; but ill its charms are de,ad 
Ore/i. Curfe cn the futf'rings that have fpoil'd 

beauty I
E M . How cun my griefs from thee t'eft rvc 
Orcfl. Oh, beauteous form, confum’ii and w 

forrow* !
FJr.l. All your complaints will centre in thi 3;
Orejl. To wade hei*youth in virgfc foliti-ik 
Fie./. Why d( ft thou look upon me thif,, an.*:
O nji. I was a fttangrr to my griefs till n>.w«jpi 
F.leR. And can you fee them by ft-fleCtion h'/ ">
Ch fjl. I Ice thee vex’d with unexampled w ros.;;
F'.litt. You fee but little of the ills I beat.
Orejl. Can forrow furniCi out a fceuo-mare t



\
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E h S . Ye*; to be forc'd to dwell with murderer*.
5 Or<Jl. Of whom f

}
®| E k a . ----------My father: forc'd to be their fia^e. 90

Orrft. Who is the author of this cruel force?

I'Jeti, One Whole fell action* give the lie to nature ;
And lay, (he's not my mother-------

j Orrft,---------But the means ?
i  Does (lie by tVmg compulfion bow you down,

Or favagely withdraw your life** fupport ? 9$
** E'uQ. £y all th'cxtremeshcr iropioi.* bcartc.in think,
* "J She gi»es me woe------

Orrjl. ------------1* no prote&or near ?
E M .  None; be that would have been, is be rr—in duft. 

}'■■■ Orrji. My heart is wounded w ith your he!j>tef* time.
E itit. Thou only lull with kind compaflion view’d 

me. _ 109
Orefi. I only feel the (ympathetic pain.

Elect. Doll thou to tie* of blood owe thy companion ?
; Might I confide my fortunes with tbele maids,
1 ou then fiiould lcam— •—

E/a'f. ------------ Their faith is bound to me.
Orrjl. Set down the urn, and you (hall hear my 

ftory. •  105
EleSl. Now, by the gods,-let me pcfleft this treafute. 
Orrjl. Be counfell'd, maid ; you will not err in this. 
KhH. Bv all the honour* o f your birth, I beg,

Force nor thefe dear remains from my embrace.
Orrjl. You mufl nufckecp thCm-----

■ *M\it. —— -----Oh, increafe of w tx ! 110
V  deny’J  to bnry thee, Occftes.
-Jl. Aufpiciou* fpeak ; your forrow is not juft. 

xukci. Do I not juftly mourn my brother’s death ? 
Orrjl. The word is out of time ; forbear thefe found 1. 
FJtcl. Am I not worthy then to mourn his fate ? 115
Orrjl. Of noujjhfcuaworthy ; i>ut your furrow* err. 
Ek& . WhaK. when I bear his a(hcs in my hat ds ? 
Orrjl You <snly carry his imagin’d dud.
Eiccl, Ah! whfjre is then the wretched youth interr’d ; 
Ortjl* No where—the living covet not tt grave. 12 j
E ltB . Is 4ea!i<e >------
(>r, f  ., 1 , He is, if  I am (o,
X.I-. S . And art thou be ?

L> Crrfl.
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O r/J f.------------ Behold my father'* fignef.
And know your brother from the happy proof.

Eleil. Oh, bltfTcd day !
Orrft. ' •— I join to blef* it with you.
Flea. And do I hear thee fpeak )
Orejl, — ----- Diflruft not, maid. 1JJ
F.ltd. Do my >rm« hold thee ?
O nji. — —----- May they ever do fo.
F.le/i. My dear companions, do you fee Orcftes, 

Reviving by thofc art* that fpoke him dead I m
Clio. 1 fee. Oh, virgin ! and the fudden joy 

Trickle* in tear* of pleafure from my eyes. J 30
EUa. Oh, thou lov'd offspring of my much-lov’d fire, 

You’re come, you’ve found 1 long-cxpe&ing friend ! 
You’re ccmie, you’ve feen whom Tong you wi(h’d to fee! 

Orrft. I ’m come ; but fpeak r ot with foloud a joy. 
F.Ua. Wherefore ?
Orj}. ----- — Left they within o’er-hear your tran-

fportf.
hlt&. But, by Diana, the utfcor.quer'd n 

F.leftra will not condcfeend tp fear
W hat women’* impotence can do againft us* ^  . !

Orrft. Remember, women have theft- mar y! .£8 
E tta . Oh, you have fet before my eyes a '- 

JThc glaring image of my father's wrongs; 1 '• »
Anever-livxngfceneof villainy,
Ne’er 10 be expiated, ne’er forgot!

Orrft. J know our wrongs, and*at a propel f>: / ; ,
You (hall relate the mournhii tale entire.

F.UA. It it a theme will fuitwith ev’ry^i' •
But mod with thi* ; for v  this prefent hour 
I  have regain’d rhe liberty of fpeecK.

Orejl. Be (ludiou* topreferve what you’ve 5 
E M .  How?
Orejl. By reftraininf thefe ext»tic*}oySy 
FJeH. Who could be Clent in a joy liKe mi 

Who fmother the big rapture, thus ♦mfpbrted 
When I behold thee in a glad furprifa,
As rii’n from death, and by a wonder refcu’d ?

O rtjl. You faw me, when the gods



EleS. My joys encreafe with every word thou fpcak'il* 
And thy lalli accent! yield fupcrior pleafure.
For if the gods inftrufted thy return,
Il-tjd Heav o concerns itfell in our diftrefs,
And fure will profper what itfelf began. 160

Oreft. I would indulge the tranfport* of your joy,
But ttar they’re too exceifive to be fafe.

F.Uit. Since after fuch a painful age of ahfeoce,
At length you come to blefs my longing eyei, 16*
That have been quench'd u ith forrow, do not now——  

Ortfi. W hat muft I not f
F .ltd .------------ Deprive me of the joy,

T h ’ unmeafur’d joy 1 feel in gating on thee.
Orrjl. I will not, fitter; ’twuuld difpleafc me much, 

Should any one attempt in that to wrong thee.
F.U\-J. And does my Qjndnef* plcafe thee ?
O r — Shouldit not _ «;<*
liA ii. Oh, friends, 1 heard the dreadful tale of death ! 

Then my Urongpalfion wa* without a voice,
I'Mnpcli’d to  hcar, ncrfuffcr’d to lament:
But now I hold thee, and thy lovely form,
Whofe image forrow could not e’er erafe, 1 “ f
With cordial fmile#revivei my*fainting foul.

Ortfl. Oh, flop this wild career of fu elling pleafure ! 
Nor ten me now my mother’* impious deed* ;
Nor how 4igvfthu( drain* my lather’* houfe,
Squander* his wealth, and riot* in hi* fubftance. 180
T h’ untimely fpeech would hinder our defign.
Rather inftruft the courfe of my revenge : 
r  ■'II wc witfc »pen force rulli boldly on them,
O b ■ _ licens’d fraud deceiveoyr foe*,
AAdiuddenly furprife them into ruin? x
But, Oh, take heed, ftipprefs your flniggling joy,
Nor let your mother trace ittinlant pleafure*!
S ill wear the forrow*whieh you did before.
And for death fuppot’d, difleinbling figh.
When fa*-has crown’d ui with th’ event* we with, «<p 
Then mav * e fmile. and give < loofe to joy.

Itfr3. *Oh. brother, (hi! your plealure Ihall be mine !
P .-a l l  my pie Ail rc taVej it* rile fromyou:
K.> comfort* hwHiiedlra from herfelf;
Noe would I rob you of » moment’* cafe, 1 <>f

S  D a  *I *

E L E C T R A .  j*)



To purchafe to myfelf the grea'eft joy :
For (hould my tranfports flop your glorious ain 
They would affront the now aflifting pcw’rs.
You know th’ affair* within, anti have been tol 
j k p  fthus i« net there ; my mother i».
But harbour not a thought, that Die (hall e’er 
Behold a tranlport kindle on thi* check ;
Hate (hall controul and da(h each rifing pleafttf 
And ev’n beholding thee, my tear: atrelh 
Shall ftieam for joy : lor how fliould I forbear,
Who in the fpuce of one fhort morn have feen the*
Dead and alive, miraculous for prize !
Should my dead father now return  from eartb , 
i  (IkiuU  not wonder, but believe my fenfe.
Since then fo unexpefted thou art come, a 1 o
Pet form the work which elfe wasliuom’d for me :
For ere you came, my foul had entertain’d 
Ilefolve* of vengeance, with a glorious view 
Of noble freedom, or of noble death.

Orrft. But foft: for fo;ne approach tit fromIriti 
E M . Strangers, go in j—j e meflengerb of i ,  4/

Kwie can rciuk, yet nouc with joy receive.,

S C E N E II. ■ .
Governor, Otcllet, Pylades, Attendants, Ele ’ ' .

Chorus.
G tv. Oh, loft to wifdom, aud all prudent the 

Have you abandon d all concern for life ? ‘
Shook hands with reafon, and bid Fate dcfi%pct «• .
Who (land not near, but in the midft of dange 
And thofe the ereateft toS, yet know it not ? •
For had not I fccur’d thefe outward gate*

4o E  L E C T  R A.

Employ’d their ears, and guarded ev'ry feafe,
gate*, I
rv feafe, * 1

Your mcafures had by t^iu, been allie tiay’u :
But I have cover’d you a* yet with care ;
Whetefore give o’er thefe talkative delays; ,
And thi* infatiate burfl of noil'/ joy ; f * J | |
And enter ftrait: for in attempts like thefe,
Delays are ill, when deed* require difpatcli^

Orcft. Are all things ready to reccivf etc the 
G tv. All, a ll; nor can they know you.

i s l E #  ^  'f 1  -

■f\r
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Orr R.— — ——----- Then you told
The necefliirv tale of my deceafe.

C#v. Bef'ure, you're dead to all the world hut u».
Did they with rapture! hear the ncwi, or how ?

GtV.. Suspend the long recital rill anon ; i
For all looks well within, yet all’s not well.

F.Utl. For Heav’n's tweet fake, Oieilcs, who is this ?
Orrjl. Know you not him f
RUH. -------------------1 omnot call to mini!.
Orrjl. Have you forgot to whotn you once bequeath’d 1

me f
FJrfl. Whom do you mean f

. O rrjl.-----------------By whofe officious hands
Tour love convey’d me to the Phocian land?

EU8. Is this that only faithful man 1 found,.
Durft aid th’ atHirSed whfn my father fell?

Orrjl, He i s ; at prefent feck no farther proof. 14 j
Elrtl. Oh, bleflings on thy head, thou great fuppart 

Of»* g.imOBttoa't hoi-.fe! And art thou he 
Redeem’d us from fuch ills ? Oh, let me kif»
Thofe hands, ar.d kneel ('embrace thofe aiding feet.
How could you kcjp yourfrlf -fo long conceal'd ? i fo
Or how my eyes miltakc you, though dilguW’d I 
Your words were cruel, but your work* were kind; 
ill was your news, but friendly its deftgn.
Hail, father ! (for I fee my father in vou,)
H a il! Never was a man in one Ihort day 1 y
?o much detelled, and fo much ador'd ! —-

G*z>, Enough of praife; until the circling bours 
L  ‘orm you farther how we have difcrv’d ;
A..d 1 each you all the feries of our fortunes.
H it now I turn inyfclf toyou, my prmce; 260
’Tis time lor attion ; Clytemnertra’s now 
Alone without her gyard ; if you omit 
This happy moment, think you ufill be drove 
T '  encounter numbers arming in her refcue.

Orrjl. The prefent bufinefs wants no more debate j 26$ 
But, O h ! my Pj lades, let’s haftc to arftion :
T *•» bending 10 thefe genial pow’rs for aid,
Who grace tlic j ^ ia l ,  and protedl the dome. .

Oieltes, Fyladcs, ajiiGtVfTMT.

SCENE
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S C E N E  III .

Elc&ra and Chorus.
EUH. 0  king Apollo, hear them when th g j i

And me with them ; who with a bounteous . t  ' #  
Have ever, to roy pow’r, adorn’d thy (brine.
And now, O Lycian god, proftrate, with aw 
I blefs thy godhead, and implore thy favour',
A flift the righteous vengeance now in hand,
And (liew mankind with what dctetting eyes aye
The god* behold and punifli guilty mortal*!

S C E N E  I V.

C H O R U S .

Of*. See where the god of battle (talks, 
Breathing difcord, foaming blood ; 

Through all the guilty haunts he 
T h ’ avenging lurics at lui heels prov 

The deftin’d ftro^e.
No more to be avoided, or withftnot 

For horror now the fcene does dra 
Which nay prophetic foul forefaw

II.

Agamemnon’* (hade t* afpcafr,
With filent fteps behold the fon,
Beneath the guilty roof i* gone ;* *
And fee! the *engeful fword he t  . 

Mutt’l  fon attendance pays,
And wrapt in clouds the youth conve;'

While he the talk of fate obeys, 
Unknowlbgof delays!

Eno of the F ou* th A ct.

r
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A C T V .  S C E N E  I.

Eleftra aid  Chorus.

E lkctr a.

W
A IT  with attentive lilence, deareft maids;

For fir.iit they will achieve the work of horror. 
C'/w. Oh ! how do they proceed ?
E ltfl. ■■■■■ ■ While ihc prepare*

The cuftomary banquet, to allay 
The forrow of her ton’s imagin’d death ; £
They prefs around her, watchful —

c te .-------------Wherefore then
Nf)id you come forth ?

EUiH.-------------------To guard a gain ft furprize,
And give them notice, fcoulcl -/Egynhus come.

Ciy. [Within.] Oh, fatal hou r! fome help----- 1 am
befet;

ked of friends, and cover'd with dcftroyers ! IO
‘ Uti. What fhrieks Ae thofc ? Did you not hear 

them, friends?
Che. 1 heard the frightful fry, and ftiake with horror. 
Cjy. [Within ] (?onfution ! Oh, jEgyllhus, Oh ! where 

are you i 
EL'fl. The noife grows louder.
Ciy. [W ith in .]------------ Oh, my fon, my fon,

Have pity on thy mother!
E 1& . —— ------ -»-Thou had’ft none 15

On him, or on his bleeding father.------
' * ..............  1 ■1 ■■■■ -"——O h !

(*h, wretched city ! Oh, difaftwus race !
Death and deftruftion lay the princes walle!

Ch. [Within.] Oh ! I am hurt.
EUR. ..................... — Repeat, repeat the blow.
Ciy. [Within.] A fct! for merjy -
S M . — ------------ Oh, that curft jBgyfthus, j o

Caught .a the toil, did groan like thee, defencelefs !
C!n>. The potent execrations are fulfill’d !

T ’ e Ion* deceas’d revive ; and drain the blood 
o f  thofc, wliMe handa were once cmbru’J ia Ikughter!

i T  . SCENE

W

V
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S C E N E  II.

Elc&ra, Oreftrs, l’ylodct, /J/tiadann,

Elrff. Behold they rnme ! And their difa! %s 
Drop with ihe crimlon facrifice of Ma>*! wi 
Speak, my Ortrtct, how fuiceed* our caufc I . v . ^ *  

Orfft. AH'* well within; unless the g«d <b$j|§jH&• 
The wretch i* dead j nor neeu you longer fe» f  
Tour mother’* pride (hall e’er iufult you mon

Ch». No more;------ (or, lo! JSgyilhut i»i.. n^iu.
EUR. Oh, yet ictire ; he conic* a* you could wifltfl* 

Hi* mme* in triumph from hie rural fpotts;
And unfufpeflingjoj glow* on hi* cheek.

Cbe. Therefoie with fpeed retire, ere he behold: Jf-
And fmcc aufpiciou* fate ha* led (jir way.
Complete the work you have Co well begun.

Ortft. Fear not; fuccef* fliall crown u«—
E U R .------------*------ But, retire.
Orrjl. 1 go

Eua.
[Orefte*, Pylade*, a r j AtitnJants rttirt, 

— And leave thebuftnef* here to me.
40Cbo. ’Twere fit a while we entertain tfte tyrant 

With courteou* accent*, and diflembled meeknefs.
To win him on, and footh him into ruin. — .

K

S C E N E  III .

JEgyilfcu*, Ele&ra, anli Choru*.
JE gjfi. Who can inform u* where thofe I'hocians arc,1 

W ho bring the tidings how Orefle* perifh'd,*
Thrown from hi* chariot in the Pytjfap games *
You, 1 fuppofe—whofe daring iufulencc , ,
Till now ha* lived in h im : you, I fuppofe, f '
As moll concern'd, can pive the beft account.

EUR. Too well, I caff; for how mould 11 
Thedcareft accident which could bcf»l me ? 

jE zyft. Inftrutt u* <juickly where the ft rang'
EUR. Within; they meet a kind reception 
jEgx/l- Do they br ngcertain nrtvs that he ii 
EUR. They do not tell it, but they fh«̂ »*ii<
JEzxfi. May we then witnef* to it will! our 1 
EMU. You may behold the fpctUde of hurt 

1



i ever joy’d to hear thee fpeak till now !—
Oeas’d, if  things like thefe can give you

. * lure.
■ lilent, and fet open all the gates;

r ,  nay, all Argos fee: 6a
."  ...;:oiirag’d empry hopes,

* : i.l the carcali of this man ;
1 ,'■? to my pow’r ; nor hence prefume
'  v > tit pr'de to wake my wrath.

%  ... obey your orders-----tor at length
I've learnt fubmilfiun j and niutt (loop to pow'r.

E L E C T  R A.  45

S'.

■~V
S C E N E  IV.

T?NE opening difcovers tb< bo.bofC\y temneflra covered; 
Oreftes, Py lades, and Attendants round it, yligyfthus, 
Elcdra, and Chorus. *

( ' AEfv/!. By Heav’n, he’s fallen j nor undeferv'd hi*
But, if my word* tranfgrefs, I fay no more. (fate ! 
TaUc from his face the vcii, th*t I tray pay 
M y debt of forrow o’er my kinfman't body ! 70

Orejl. Yourfelf unveil i t ; it belongs to you,
Firft to behold an«>mourn the friend's difafter,

jE g jjl. You well advife, and I ’ll obey your counfel;
X-ct fome go call my Clytemneilra forth. —------

** Orejl. She’s near you j look not any where, but here—
• [Uncovers tbt body.

JEgyJl. Death to my eyes!
,  Orejl. ----- Of what are you »fraid ? 76

•* A *  yeu a ftragger to your confort’t  face ?
\AigW i- In whofe damn’d fnares am I unhappy fall’n ? 
'’Orrft. Do you but now begin*to apprehend 

You’ve parly d with the man, imagin’d dead f So
■ 'i  ** A£$yft. Ala*! I underftand the vaunting fpeech,

And tear Orertes fpofce it.——  „
Or</l, r — -Boaft thyfelf 

N o mor* a prophet, who.fo long haft err'd !
AK&yft. 1 fed, I am undone j but give me leave

To argue for a while.------
*£tem  ----- Now, bv the god*, 8$

• TVjmit him not walle the time in words.
YV ju t caa a lhort reprieve from death import,



r

Perplc*’d with fe.irt, and lengthen’d out with pain ?
Difpatch ihe villain ftrait; and let them throw 
Hi* body forth, a prey to dog» and vulture* ?— 90
Far from our fight! for this aione remains 
To cure my forrows, and conclude our vcrigcance.

Ortft. No more delay of words j but enter there;-—
You ate not now to argue, but to die. 

iE gxfl• But wherefore enter there?—-—If  honour 
flriket, t)£

Why fliould you flume to give the blow in public?
Orrjl. Contend not with thy doom ; but ftrait obey:

For where you kill’d my father, thou (halt die. *
JEgvJl. This houfe fhall be the future fcene of death, »

And drink the blood of all the race ot Pelopi........
Orrjl. Thine it fliall drink; I dare forctel thee, tyrant.
M gyjl. Your fire had no fuclyalent of prediction ! —
Orrjl. Your fpeech offends; and 1 delay too long.

C o on-----  ,
M gyjl. But lead the way.
O rrjl.------------ N o; thoufkaltlead. /04
Aig yjl. Do you fuf|>e& 1 (hould efcape your wrath ?
Orrjl. Heav’n guard my vengeance from a fear like i

th a t! •  '
But I would rob thee of content in death*
And make it bitter in each circumftance. . . *
Did juflice thus purfuc the finner clofe, ' S|J
Nor lag with lazy fleps behind the crime 5 11» • *
The world would then be frighted into virtue. *

[(.'«■/ »*, driving Avgyfthu* biforc him. .  « 
Cbe. Oh, feed of Atrrus, how haft thouiicen crof.’AL 

Through what varieties of anguifh tofl! j
Till late, with ftern attempts, the vengeful'fcvord *
Ha? peace and bsnilh’d liberty rcftortf. . t i e  . w.

N

E md of tfce F itth Ac r. *I
•J
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T
HE fubiefl of this tragedy is the returnof Orefte* 
Irom rhocil to Argns, and his revenge of hi* 

faffcer’s murder, in the d#ath of -Egyflhui anJCIytrm- 
ncftra. But the poet did not think fit to give this poem 
a title from that impoitant incident, which makes its ca- 
taftrophe ; but rather chi fe toxall it Ele^tra. Thi» lady 
was the elder filler of Orcftes, and who (when their 
father Agamemnon, on his return from Troy, was inhu- 
manly murdered by his own wife Clytcmneftra, and her 

.  paramour Jigyfthu*) was the inflt jment o f fecurinjj 
her tender brother fr^m the rage, of the murderers, by 
conveying him to StrophiuJ, king of I’hocis, through 

care of a/aitlitul and fecret fervant. ClytenmetFra 
ai.d jEgyflhus, after Agamemnon’s death, pofliiTing 
tftfmfclvcs of the government b f Argos, flipped no op
portunities <jf exprtlfing their refentmcnt towards Eleftra 
for this aiiion.

The poet in her *haraifter has^laboured to  exprefs her 
miferies with vaft variety: and given her the true fea
tures o f  an heroic daughter through the whole poem. 
All her fetitiments give a frefli fubjeft for admiration ; 
and /be is equally wonderful in her ftrong and implaca- 
Vic refcntroe^js againil her father's muruerersj in her 
impatience forS^cilei to come and revenge him ; m her 
esceffire forrow s fur her brother’* fuppcicd dikfter; in
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her tranfpom, when (lie come* to know he it living; 
and in her zeal, for the performance of hit revenge 
when once on foot.

1 fhall take notice of the artful eonftitution of 
tragedy, in my following note* on the feveral % Ctff and .  
what a natural foundation there is for the refpedive in- JS? 
eidrnts, wh ch are prepared without being forefeen.

The fubjefl of ./Egvtlhus and ClvteinAefira’s death 
employed the pent of the three great Greet tragedians; 
but they are all fo different in the difpofition at the 
fame ftorie*, that 1 believe (with Moniicur Hcdelin, in 
bis whole art of the (lagc ;) they were the cattfe of that

■ grand difonkr and contulion, there is in rtory and thro- ^  
tir.logy in thofe old times: becaulc that they, ha*incf 
changed both the timet and event* for their own encS, 
have influenced fomehUlorians, jfho thought 10 pick outf'f U, 
them the truih of ftory, and lo made all things uncertain.
Any body that will read the Elettta of Euripides, thi* 
of Sophocles, and the Caphoraeof /Bfchylus, wiU Citiiy 
fee that they made no difficulty of contiadifting oneffiw- 5*:t 
ihcr, not cvi,u ihemfelves.
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"N o •Vcf. I. G 'tvrnrr.] He fupprtm the part of * very
! If#*? k ; and hy him rhe poet has artfully rx-

j *V. r  audience the place ot die fcenc, Myceltx
iitM &?tojfe i , :  time when the i t i  on commences, the
b > '.■ rhe mai.ner he received O relies from li« 
f t  K , to he conveyed to Phocis; and Hyladcs’a 

• ^  ... of Oreltes, trvrn Pfcocia, in his return to

•y  Inm'otts'i — whole name wsa
, > .• ’orv having no manner of trillion to the

i- ( : 1 fliall refer the tender tor it to my Pro.
■: vs* ■ Mjfettylut, which will (hortly he pubiiOcd,
■M.ii >■ ; v i ample occafion tor touching her kiftory in

>  * •’ »nce».
* • r 1 inuiGoti e f  <lnv.\ The original has it r i

of the ileifMrJfr»yi*g God', but I was of 
opinion, this epithet would make no very beautiful ap. 
pearancc in Englrth; and therefore was not obliged (ac
cording to Horace^ vtrlmm t t r io  rcJJtrt. Betides, that
I do not remember the rtory o f Apollo’* deftroying the 

^  wnl*e* ; any farther than as Mr. Lloyd, in hi* Lexicon
P *  Hillorieo-Poeticum, ftyi, (ou the word, Lycius) that
* • there n n  an oracle of the Lycian Apollo, quia in Lycia

* maxim} e l f  m  fu it *b T.iferum intrr/ifltunrm : or, perhaps,
* % be obtained the epithet from the M oil ’* bcui;{ facriticed la

him, as a braH obnoxious to his difple.ifure, who w*a 
the god ot the (hejiherds. Or «t’,ato, if we will leam 

f theVtuih from Tneitniul (one ot the fcholiails,) on thi*
p.llage, it will come very ne.ir my tranflatiun of i t : lor, 

f '  he fays, Apollo it to be eonfidMed allegoric ally as the
u  fun; who by his preface and reffl?ei;cecxtinguilhe« the
*  dkwn, wh:th  relem les the colour o f a wolf, ( r i  Xk *,)

psjB therefore is called in Greek, Mmifu;.
I * Ver. 9. J*x°> a—fu l ttmplr. J T h e  Gretk fayi, her 
\  fame j i  temple ; and Sophcclcs very (ki'luliy takes notice
r  j> W »  temple tc\Jie r there, becatife Argot (as likewife
*  Jdvotr.ar, Sparta/S.rros, &.c.) was jieculLuly facted to

E . *

*' V vC' . ■
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-------In ’funnnis honerem
A/itum die it eqtta j4rg$s, dil/fque Afycciui.

fay* Horace ; thofe who are curious of knowing her . 
claim to thi» icgiou, may confult Nat. Com. 1. 8. * *  
cap. i t .

Vcr. 16. ^n Jy tu , PyUidtt. 1 A fla king prince'vould 
make bur a very odd figure on our theatre, however the 
mute cbara&er wa« re.illicd by the Athenian!. Sophocles 
ba« not given tbit prince leave to open hit mouth ; 
vEichylui indeed, in hit Curpbor*, hat fo far compli
mented hit quality, at to make him fpeak three verict:
And Euripides, who, in bit Ele&ra, hat tied the totsgup 
o f Pyladet, even when he had that lady given him jf 
her brother, to wife; hit in tpmc meafure made bit. 
amrndt in bit Ordles and Iphig. Taurien, in both wbic 
he fpeakt, at well as a£tt, like a prince and a Iriend.

Ver. J4- Man while, as i/.<e great.) The learned Dr. >
Potter, in hit Antiquities of «Grccce, has inadvertently 
run into mou than one error on thitpa(T<ge: for quoting 
it, he take* notice, “  That liledtra in Sophocles fays,
“  that Agamemnon had commanded 4ier and Chryfothe- 
“  mia to dedicate their hair to hit tomb j"  and there lure 
thus he traullattt it, <

“  With drink-ofPrings and lockt of hair, we muft, •
“  According to hi* wiU, hi* tomb adorn.”

Now, in the fiift pUce. thi* it not fpoke* by Eleftra * **
her lifter, but by OreQes to Pyladet. Aud thit crt. 
betrayed him into a worfc mtftake in the verfion *rt'.

i fu h )  which he rctidert (according /* his me*: 
ing Aji->niemnon’», l iu n o t che lcaft reg ird  to Agamtr l

non, bu t diredly toW pollo; at any learned evamin f,
may fatitfy himfclf. J f t  Pfert in lantt ja>%eji ohreb, 
femnutn. V

Vcr. 68. O ft have I  heard.] The fcholiaft thinks S 
phocles had nn eye to the  ltory concerning I’vthag^r 
(to'.d by Her.n.pj' ■* in Diog. I.aertius^ “  That wh •r %
“  he came to Italy,^he made a jv ^ s e  room q,r» •
“  ground; aud having cauled a report to be fpread •
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“  his death, he hid himfelf in that room, ordering hit 
“  mother to let him down meat primtelv from time to 

time, with an account in writing ot'.all atlairs that 
happened in Ci otona, and the placet shoot. After* 

“  time he comes abroad, pretending to be rifen from the 
“  dead, aud tells all the things that had happened liner 
“  his fuppofed death, as if hr h>d learned them m the 
“  other world.” Which project proitired him a mighty 
authority. Tertullian, in hii book of the Soul, give* 
the fame account of th s rtorv ; only add* thin particular, 
that he Hared under ground fc»en yean. ’T h  not im
probable, that Sophocles might have an eye to thisllory, 
as a thing not very dillant troin his own nge : but that 
Orgies, who fpeaks, lliould do fo too, would be to make 
v m guilty of an Anachronifra w ith a vengeance. There* 
Etc I am inclined to fttppole, it may have a retctcnce to 
plyflet more properly j but fo this the fcholiaft will 

"object, i  ydf «ri*ga«lai ti tiwtm *Q&wir, there no fucll 
thing happened to Ulyfles: No, he did not h;de under 
ground for a featon; but* he was Ior.g fuppofed dead at 
Ithaca, and role upon them fuddcnly lrom obfeurity to 
fplendor.

Ver. 90. Appttfe, invoir.'] 'This ii one mark of the 
poet’s art in his fcenery, that he will not permit Orelles 
to flay on the ft age to be fatisfied in hlectra’s caufc of 
forrow ; for then the difcorery of hit return would be 
too early : but he clears the fee no, not only to make 
room for Eledtra’s complaints to herfcM ; but likt-wife by 
fending Oreftes to make oblations at hit father's tomb, 
pfrparct a remembrance which cannot be forefcen, and 
which he hat referved for the opening of hit third aft.

'^cr. ib f. And haw, tpbianajfa. ] Triclir.ius upon thit 
plare fays, that Euripides and the other poets, mean one 
pcrfon by Iphigenia and Iphi inafla. That the Latin 
poets, as well at thwGreek, cooftmnd thefe two names, 
is plain fr<*m thefe lines of Lucretius,

JuU Je quo f.iH o T r iv ia i y i ’g in it aram  
Ipbianajfai turftdrunr fan^uine f i t d i  
jDtu'Lm, ^anaum dtUHi, fr ia a  virorum.

W  ‘ E a But
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Jl it then the commentator* arc daggered to know, why 
the poet flmuld make the Chorus mention IpbianafTa, or 
l|ihijjcni)i, who wit now at Diana’s thrne in Tauri«
Bi,t I riclin us fay*, theChoru* mention her though r.b- " ^ 4;

with the fame reafon they tip Otefles ; .
Mho, ai> they thought, « »  at Pnocis. 1 mull cun refs, I 
do n i ncirud  to l>e crrtaid whom the poet here intend* 
h , i, iiunulft; but I think, with fubmitfion to Trk-j. ,
S . , iix fct did not here mesh Iphigenia: for it w&

'v try  abfurd to fuppofe Ip'iigcnia in a living cap,ii> *
mourning tor her father, when in the firrt Icene <■■£. r 
fccnnd act, C Vtemr.cilra cucufct her muffler of A. 
meinnnn, a* * iuft reprif.il upon him, for factifici- , h ,
daughter Iph!j..cni» i n D\ao*'k altar at Auli*.

Ver. 171. Urban',I n f  wW/nrf.] 'lire poet tht V 
out this tragedy, in many p h r* ,  inftouite# the ha . 1* . ,«
Upon Etedtra, ot beiii}- denied the pririlegff of mart ^  
and makes hrr complain rn Chryfothemi*, that jEsft r , ,  >
would never fuffer the n to propagate a race to I *«■■. ' \
ttniiitioa. Euripides make* figyllhu* marry her , *’
prritin who boails of his family, but i* decayed H’ 
fortune*. Some, who favour Sophocles's opinion, wfft ‘i
have her derive her name from hrr' fingle ilate, qu.iji 4
tifJuTfmt, i. t. fine Tfxalamn. j th an  in his Various H i. 
llory inform* us, that Xanthus, the Lyrick poet, fay* ^
her finl name was Laodice; but, that *fter Agamem- “*•»
non'* tnutdcr, aXiilfd cajStiu Ajyifti * ■
’Hs > i*»>.icra», J.ot t» apingii*t tc)
hbi!(V. growing old in virginity, the Arrives called her 
Elirtra, bccaufe of her living without wiSiufoand.

Ver. 184. O t G rift's vrrfaa!JbsTr.] CrfTa, or (V* 
was a town o f 1'hoo* neir the Corinthian h» 
from its neigbbouthooi to that town, was- cj v
C nfl.ius. ^

Ver, 19^. An.1 f r , l tivV-* •f'al, ] The Greek 1 
i^ifapw Tfavt£ai;, / <tw f,t at rmpty tables. •

\  cr. J3*. O nyf a<pbty^i *
ly introduced the charac^ r of Chrytothrmi 
mild and condcfcriid."g temper, to heigh 
manly and fhibb'ru fcntitrrrit* or E h jfn  
»t;ain the (nut of If. nr !ir in hi« Anti gone, 
tu n ic  of Chryfcihcmis is likcuifc rcry art:



n o t e s  u p o n  e l e c t r a . j j

cefiary to the carrying on the plot of the play : for at
Clytemnellra's ugly dream naturally required expiation* 

j p "  t o  avert its horrors, fo her fending Chryfothemij to  
nuke oblations at Agamemnon's tomb, etlily prepares 
the fir ft remembrance and fuggeflion of Oreftes’s r tru tn ,  
by her finding a lock of his hair on the monument, and 
figns of other cuftomary honours paid to the feputefcre.

* Ve 398. Sni'trrraitran /r i/!«.] It was a cuiiom with 
the ancient*, when they would nuke awav with any one, 
and not be polluted (as they thought) with his blood ; 

jL. • to (hut him up in a dark cavern, ird  there loavo him to 
K  die. I will give a confirmation ot this by cne example 

vpuLot our own author: Creon having actually comlem- 
, J^ a  Antigone to the fame piwifhment with which fc.Wb.t 

L tV re  threatened, waists ht» bauds of her blood; lay*

"HfiUi y i f  afio! T«wi Trith ivr ilwl,
r

Fpon which the fchpliaft comments thin, (rwl.'ri*
V  * MMMtnU) t i  fit*  Tt fT U ,  pr»i, ii» r i ftli X‘tc '“ “<■'*«* 

•Wtxi'rM.
Ver. 464. Ta Jifarm rtfo ihM tt.] Thefe words I have 

added in explanation of a very odd cuiiom, alluded to 
by the poet. I f  any one killed another treatheroofly,

* he ltr.n cut off all the extreme p*ru o f  the ottrmoft
.  members of the ja iny  (lain, and fcwing or  tying them'

together, wore 'MRm under hit »rr».pits; us an amulet 
t or l’pell to prevent ihe tunes from haunting the miitdc rer.
*  And they b*J,eved, that haiing part ot the murdered 

body in their power, at an holtage, to do what they 
uV*i!d with, the ghoft of the party would not offer to 
middle with them ; or elfe would Ipaio the bearer^ for

of the carriage. ') he pieces thus cut off, they
* called mufvl’ma, and*»*r<wji»a7», <jr ts 'in  Apol--

loniut: »i|d the a£Hon fo mutilating the perfon, w at' 
c .ted : fo n.metime* the pieces cut off, they
called from the a£tion of.

^  fixioe them  under their a rm -pin  ; which lad term  it ulcd
-# -h rre  by  S o p i t e s .

Ver. 46;. I i \u  tb t abeminrtt os irff.'] The fir ft fiholiaft 
J f ^ /on*thit paflage fays, he tha: hid killed another, wiped' 
f off- th t luins of blood irotn his fword, either oa  the*hair

E j. of



of his own head, or of the party Haiti. Triclinius h y s  
particularly on die hair of the parry (lain, which is u n - jC  
doubt fdiy the rrueft. 1 will go a Hep farther than either ^  
of the (cholialU on this place, by informing the reader, 
fhat they only thu* wiped away the abomination of the 
fjft, when they fpilt the Blood unjuftly. But it' they 
thought they did it in a good caufe, they ufed to take 
the (word, and hold it up towards the fun with the blood 
on it j Q'siiSkhit r i liKa.luf •Ritpcnvxitou, fays the fcholijft on 
Euripides in O rtfte t; to Ihew that they feared , not if  
Heaven were witneft.

W r.  ̂28. Per r'cr Jinct Myrliti/i."] He was the fon of 
Mercury by Phaethuia ; when he diove Oenomau* I
«hji lot-race, bring corrupted by the promifes of Pelopi 
he fo ordered it, that his malleus chariot broke by*H 
w ay ,  and hit mafier wiih the fall, broke his neck 
Ocnomaus expiring, conjured 1’clops to revenge his death; 
whoatterwaut, when Mvrtilus demanded the reward ot 
hit trencher)*, thtew him from 9 rock into the fea, Which 
from hit name was called the Myrtoan fea.

NOTES upon th* SECOND ACT.

Ver. 1. jEgx/lbut 1is net here.] The poet’s contrivance 
it wonderful in making /ligyllhus a l ^ n t ; for thereby .
lie lake# occafion to heighten El<;rt4 pdiftrefs, by iky
ing, flic could not have hud the liberty of flirring our o 
the palace, if he were at home ; and likewfC by leav 
Clytemnetira alone, lie facilitate* the ciraUrophe ot 
poem. Eunpidet has likcwife, in hit Lledtra,* fent iv"* 
into the field? to do lacrifi.e, and make a. rural b \  
tjuct.

Ver. 18. M ttrrU i'ttlynfrJiftcr.] This confirms w’n: 
have obferved on the firil aft, that lphianafla £Ould
V  intended for Iphi^rnia by Sophi>cle», whom he 
often in Clytemnelira’s (perch cxprefsly intimates t< 
dead ; and therefoie Triclinius, on one paiiage, n 
thus, Vr*> % ‘lf if lin a, u% vr LT 'Afltfuijjp- afwaAT—.,«•.£« 
aKKi iiyu7<i. But 1 dctigned ijj;. note of •  <Sf
ferent nature j all diicourfes brought on the ftage, ougii 
to have no particular leferencc to the diverfioh oi®the 

s v aodictce.
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*«c!tcncr, unlefs drawn from the very ground and nature 
.of the l'ubjcft, and abfolutely necellary to the fame.
I  tear Chtemneftra’s vindication of her hu(band's death, 
»nd Elei&ra’s condemnation of her for it, will tall under 
the difpleafure of this rule; for however fine and a (feel
ing the difcourfes may be in ihemfelves, I doubt they 
are introduced with re^ivd to the fpei'fator* alone ; for at 
Agamemnon bnt) beeu killed twenty years ago, it necef- 
fatly  argues, that the juflice, or guilt ot his death, muft 
have been a fobjedt alieady fuflKtently can.atKd betwixt 
Cytrmnertra and her d.iughr?r.

Ver. if). Ibty bath btt.i ./rV.] The old auihoii vary 
Vnvfhtily in regard to Helen’s Children. Eufiathius en 
jfoiuer fays, (lie only bore Ifermumr, and that Hie wa*

■ ■ MLpermittcd to have aay more children, becaufe child- 
fcittli is accounted to fpoil women’s beauty. Hut forre 
fay, (he bore two children to Paris. Sophocles here give* 
her two by Menelaus; which agrees, ai tlic fchuliaft 
obferves, with Htliod’s account,

'H JSfmXilki
' O v X o t u l c t  d' f t - i k i»  N u . o r a l M ,

But Paufanias in Corintbiac, fays, Menelaus had Ni- 
eollratus and Mtgajienihes by a ftie-flave; but others 
fey. her proper name ivas i. e. Strva.

Ver. 115. faanfputeuj r fv / i .]  ’Tis at me ft too well 
knnwti to require a note, how fupeiftitious the old Greeks 
were in poin*-of all ominous words, and particularly in 
matters of religion. Before tHeir holy ceremonies be- 
w?h, the cryer gave this charge 10 the people, 

ilich anfwers to the term* afterwards ufed by the 
nans, fa v ttt Unguis; ubich do not fo ftriifly enjoio 

p (lienee, as stit abftaming’ frcim all prophane and 
j u * *»ords,

N O T E S  U P O N  P L E C T R A .

-M ali ominatit 
Pat cite itr&ii. H or.

Far they reefcofc"'d that fuch term* prophaned the facri- 
fioe; (and therefore Ptaunis calls it, obfc*nare) and if 
t h e f ? expreflkns were uttered by auy oac nearly related

*0



to the perfon, whofe bufinef* was in hand, they took 
the greater notice of them, aud accounted them f o _ ^  
much the worfe. Or if the omen were immediateljr*'' ■ 
cached by the hearer, or Aruck upon bis imagination,  ̂ . 
it was of the more force. "**

Vet. U9. Shall fre t mt from the fears.} W e hare heard 
already in the firlt aft, that Clvtemneilra had difclofed 
her dream to ihe R 'fng Sun, to deprecate it* omen : 
this (lie did conformable to the cuiloms of the ancients; 
and Tricliniu* help* us out with their rrafon for it, *»’ 
Strut* i'moIiO- (nrtr.pt ir«{ ir» r i  wull, aatlfasi*
î ymtrriixt, U/c. herauft the fan being contrary to O t tight, 
might have pixwtr to avert, or expel all evils brought I 
fame. And theicfoie they ^av-j the fun or Apollo 
CptthetS of itrA firu»••, . fee. But this trlR 
of dream* was not always appiopriarcd to one partiAl 
deity, but fomctimcs to Hercules, Jupiter, or the House
hold Gods. Nor was the dil'clofing of their fears reckon, 
ed fuflicicnt, but they were t(} offer inceofe, or oriier 
oblations, and pray (as Clytemncftra here docs) that if 
good was portended, it might be brought to pa f t ; if the 
contrary, that the gods would avert .whatever ill was 
boded by them. /lilchylus, in his Perfiaos, let* us into 
another cuftom in thefe cafes j Queen Atoflii being ter
rified by a nocturnal vilion, as fuon as (he rule went to, 
u river, and walked away the pollution* ot the ui^ht, 
before (lie approached the altars of, the gods ;

$6 N O T E S  U P O N  E L E C T R A .

*£vii 3‘ lilirxr, x~ K‘̂ ‘r 
"i.4-* u n  fcnyi,, (vt fyiwi** j j f l  

wpwrtfnt, 1
&&.BOX Si- i. ftlllKI, ' S t  TlX« Ttih. X

The fcholiail on this pljcr. of jEfcyiu* give* a different 
rcafon, why the fun w js  looked upon as the jverur of. 
dreams, rum -/“{ cl Imtftk •>««>cufrZat, p  •
be <mcejbi*i*g, dreams vamjh and are rijjip fftrj.

Ver. 157. Her dref and perfon.] th e  ori^nal is teffaru 1
tl( rv ftx fr  un (« i, which Mr. lohnltwCs late edition 

renders, Dtcoro e*,m, at rrgina, videtngfltuk*. But L 1
cannot think thi* esprefles the whole meaning of t te "

Gvetk,



Gretk, as if ihc governor knew Clytemncftra to be a
queen only by her face ; but (as the Icholtart fays better)

• f f l r f * *  ** *} ri> liinkilw, he concluded her
luch, trotn her robes and regalia.

( Ver. i 72. j W ,  m g f-tf^ren  ] I have taken a liber* 
ty in this narration, for which, houever 1 may be ;<c- 
t*ufed by the adorers of Sophode«, 1 Ifcall be eniily par* 
rfoned by every English reader: I h»ve venturcJ rather 
to mike an apree .bie imtoTation on." than be a faithful 
tranllator of, a palTage which contains too tedious and 
graphical a defciiptiun ot the Pythian <pmu* to be reli(h* 
cd at thi« time of day ; and cools the paffi n which it 
ihould excite, and keep warm by it* conciienj.s and di* 
|tr?fs.

rer. 174. Crkbratn hrr Pythianganttt.] AriftoHe fin.'s 
Jt with this narration in the Eleftra ; opro whhlt it 

:iv not be improper to add part of Mr. Daciei't re
mark*. Sophocles was not fo prudent nod jttd« k>u» in 
the management of lome other of his piece*, as he wu» 
in "Oedipus; for in his*Elrftra, he wa* guilty of the 
very fault that Anftotle here mentions, by putting in 
fomething that was abfurd, and which it the more vi- 
cious, beutufe h* was the author ot it. In the fecund 
feme of the fecond aft. he who bring* the talfe new* of 
Oreftes’s death, fay*. That that prince being at the ce
lebrated meeting of the Grec'uns, to .illit) at the Py
thian games, won all the prizes, but wns killed in the 
race ot the chariois. m Arillotle thought this was abfurd, 
and out of all reafon, not becaufe it wat not pr.habit, 
that iEgvfilmis and Clyiemneftra Ihould nor hear the 
news before the arrival of tbjfe who brought OrefW* 

es, fof there were a thoufand things wtiich might 
fidcr th a t; but becaufe the Pythian games were not 

r Ktuicd till above five yes-rs after Oreftes was dead, and 
s fallhootf ruinest all ihe.proljab lit) ot the piece, of 
ich it*ea« the foundation.— Without doubt, Sophocles 
ught his audience d!d not know the rife of thofe 
nes, or elfe he would have taken care not to hi re 
le fuch an alteration in the epocha ; otber.vife the 
irdtty is jdrr.irably well hid, under the uondcrtul 

, tins whicliaac in tbe relation, but that don’t juilify

' -  Ver.
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Ver. 387. Tht f i le  o f Ampbiamus.] He was a great
foothfaycr, who foreteeing that all who went with 
Adraftu* to the Theban war ftiouid perifli, Adraftus < nly 
excepted, relufed to go along with him, and prevented 
feveral other* from entering into the fame-leaguc. Adra- 
flu« was told, lw need only give the necklace to Eriphyla, 
(Amphiuraui'i wife) which Polvnice* had brought trom 
Thtliei, and which had been dedicated to harmony, to 
prevail on Amphiaraut to make one in the expedition. 
Adraftu* obeyed the advice, and Eriphyla, charmed with 
the beauty ot the neckutcc, protnifed to engage her huf- 
band ; for that depended only on her, Amphiaraut hav
ing fworn to obey hit wife in every thing.

Ver. at;*. Found a /<>*.] Alcmeon was the fon of Am* 
phiaraut j the father, on hi* departure tor Thebe*, ftri 
ly charged hi* fon, who wa* then very young, t' 
when lie came to age, he fhoufd revenge hi* dcatl/ b 
killing lii* mother. Alcmeon obeyed ihefe order* ve 
punctually : feveral of ihe poet* reprefewed thit llory 
111 tragedy; and thi* murder of Eriphyla by Alcmoon, 
the ancicnt* faw with great pkatute ailed on their 
flaget.

N O TES upon tbt T H IR d ’aC T .

Ver. 1. For joy, my tlearrfl.] Chryfothemis having 
been at her lather’* tomb to otfer her own and filter'* 
hair thereon, meet* with the libations there, which had 
been poured by Orcfte*, and by ‘them fuggellt he wa* 
returned to Argo* : lor that Clytemnclha h^d not offered 
them, nor yet Eleftra, nor Chryfothemis, and therefore 
it muft beOiefle*. ’ * ,

Ver. 14. H'ith flrtam i o f milk.] The libations wi>\h 
they made at a Icpulchre, confuted tor the mod part of- 
honey, and milk, and wine : upon w^ich they fomeiime* 
fprinkled h-rley-flou rr.' The manner of uliog thefe 
liquors, wa* t > go round the monument j and pour ou 
fome, as they went, out of a bottle a* Eu
ripides fayi in hi* Ele£lr») and as they otic red, they u ed  
certain fpeecties aud prayer* to ihe ghulls of tue de*d to 
be propitious to them : and therefore th^^ rg i* , otl:Ua- 
lions, were ufually termed and
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Ver. 26. And all tbr flw e n  ] The cuflom of ltrewing 
flowers -about the grave fcems rather in honour of the 
manes, than any Wi.y* propitiatory. They fometime* 
wove them into garlands belore they presented them, and 

t  this was r»p*»5> t v  riftZot, a crawaiag o f tbt tomb. Thrfe 
garlands were called either liotn their e* prelimg
lure; or i’rom r(-a»0>, bccaufe compol'ed of a collvftmn 
ot flower*; or laAfy, becaufe they were thrown is! rw 
"K^ou, Upon the earth. The rcafon o f it, lay* the fcho- 
liali upon Euripide*, was t i  n/tmi «»• r*»
ttKKilur, to ben.'ur tbt dead as tbey 1t/ed to do l i t  li-jmg 
wbtn tbty IX'O* tbe games.

N O T E S  »(,««t h  F O U R T H  A CT.

y  V cr. * O. But aged Strjfbim , ] He wa* king o f Phocin, 
Jnd lather of Pyladet. But aiier all, why tnuit Orerte* 
and hi* governor vary in their rtory f 6 relies tumfelf 
comes from Sirophiu*, but he charge* his governor to 

“Tay? he i« a Pbociaa, a#d fent troin Phanoteua, 
mi'trU »«»», it I d<> not mifundetfland this p-iflage ;
fur the tcholiaft lay*, «■«*t i f  01 «»pix fuirl r i <puniiv{ ; 
th.it Phanotru* was faid to W the name of a ciiy ; if 
this be fo, I indeed have erred ; but there i( a fecond 
place, whith, I believe, will jufli/y my conduction, 
ver. 672. J ®.'«iif, fay* the governor, Phanoreut
tbe Phocian : tor Sophocles could nevt t mean the go
vernor (iiouiit fay, th{ Phanottan, the Phocian, which 
he mofl do, if Phanoteu* were a city.

Ver. 59. 4  torch to kindle »/>.] For it was cuflomary 
for the pile to be lighted by tome of the dead perfon * 

(tsreft relation* or triend*; woo did it svith their face* 
Jrned from the pile, to l)iew themfelvrs arerfe to fo 

'loumtul an offke. io  at Mifcnua’i funeral ia Virg.
» .

4 ■ ■ SubjiHam martparentum
Averfi ten ttu e foam .

Ver. 108. Uy all the honours.] The original ha* ir, 
*«, >■■»«#, &»■'. D° tut I  conjureJt0* iy  jour chin or
heard: but thawconjuration would frem very trivial and 

'* jurlefqae to ut, howeier venerable amongft the antirm*.
Tk*t

N O r t S  U P O N  E L E C T R A .  5,



That it was the ctiAom of old, for ftippliann to take 
hold ot t ic  beard 01 the perfon to whom they made 
tiieir catrcMty, ii evident from Homer,

------- i ‘o f i v  iKuam
Awvvin

And thi* t u  <me manner of faiutation among the He- 
brciVF, >i appears by 2 Sain. 30, 9 ; And Jhab took 
An./tja by tht beard with the right hand to iiji him.

Ver. 111. lit bold apt father's fgnet.] Gr. Mtv Qf^aLict 
up<m which the fcholufU have commented very 

varUNllty , I’ricliniu* thus, t»[> i4 *Xipxti^ vyxt, o» ot it
Hi?**®- «»Ufiutnu 1 iTffw ii f« r .  TO Qpfaryi&a «>»̂  *"
im lifM i. The ivury thouldir, which the drfctmd^nts e f  
lof>< Iron : hut others fa r , it is fad fur a feed. The (I 
ltholiaA pur* a Kill dilterent glofs u j x »i i  it,

xueaK.-et r ii v^to'i.vu *} t 5 *<a«rn ^aiua'l>, th» *»,'« 
w a r i a  t£ ifiu tt«I{i aFxm/jmiii ; (hat is, the male
• •J  turn e f  bit fa c t and b '.ha altogether rrfemfding* his 
father Agamemnon. 1 have truntlaied it fignet ; but am 
DJt abfoiuttly deienniued, whether that was the inten
tion of Sophociet. Anti ode takes notice of a remem
brance made uf« of by the poet Carcinus in his Thyeftes, 
by the means ot a Aar |  but perhaps (hat remembrance 
may be much the fame as ours, and borrowed from 
Siiphoclcs: for Kobortelltts coiijtftuies, and not without 
fctcal probability, (in Mr. Iiaciej’s opinion,) that in- 
Jtead of the word . which lignitirs a Jtar, Arifiotie
writ trim, which liquifies bones, and that Jie means tlx 
k'ne o f ivory with  “UW cb the god< repaired PeUps's jheuldir, 
and which appeared in bis dtfcetuUnii.

i
NOTES upon tlx  F IFTH  ACT. V

•
Ver. 4. The cttfiomary banquet. ]  G r. t ;  r « f  

which Mr. Johnlon renders, in f*n  
adit sa t; however i have relied on the w< 
of the  lcholiaAs; the latter of which, as. cc. it 
a  full eiplanation, 1 (hall here (ranter^*- 
xmfQb l*X»T &». ti>  rmrw «i> r i  /**<**■ *
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MKffr; x*7a7*$ilxi, x.' i  c »Vi c?ia. y«c«
fc l*!etvQa $ r« tr*fo> *>x«r xofMi >t.\7* »t's n fu , 
TiriVn KWftii Ji&ror n"t w«^*7et-ia». For after the tuneraJ
w as oTtr, (fay* Dr. l'oner) the company met toyether 
at the houl'cof. the decea'ed tv.rf.m’s neareft relation*, u»

* ili vert them from forrow. Here there was an entertain
ment p onded, which was termed n*{iiWu.

See.
Vcr. 1<>. CrimfrH fatrifiif o f H'arj,) /. f .  tt'j>A /■/■/! WW 

they IaiijbtJ. r«6* &p&&k"A/r<y. fay* Sophocles ; and 
1 believe he certainly exptrllw’himlelt' thin, in allufion

■ to the human viftims which were on fume occntior.4 
facrincrd to Mars. Triclinus remarks on iKi« palTago 
thus, nyut Sw.x?, Jtoi 'Afn*.

yke xxJufrmt i that is, with the l'actifice, or l>lo>xt 
•^which Mars receivci in facrilice, for he is termed a lover 
*"pt Uood. •
'  Ver. 68 But i f  my w r i t  traitfertfi.] Tbe G rek has 
it, 11 i' fu n  tU to ; ; which, I eonleis, gave me no (mall 
trouble to uftderftand ; and unlefs another pafliige in this 
play have helped me tcf a right conception ot them, I 
fhall as freely own myfelf Hill in the dark. Clytemnc- 
ftra in the fecond aft, triumphing on account of Oreftet’* 
difaler, Eleftra trie* out,

Upon which Triclinim remarks, Viuirn, SiA 
T*< ▼» (  i$t£/.£c/lx<  Jtj rtrntf t i I. e. AV-
mtfii ii a geJMrft <u>ho reftnu and fun jb ti all tnfulss ufm  
thf.ikad. So jEgyflhut, triumphing on the like occa-
»iq>, Stops fhort,----- hut i f  I  err, tr jb a ll i t  f n i j b t j  f t r
<7 I  fa y  nt mere.
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TO T H E  R I G H T  H O N O V H A l L t

T h e  E A R L  o f  J E R S E Y ,

L o u d  C h a m b e r l a i n  o r  Hit 

H o u i h o l d ,  bfi.

Mr Lo«d,

I
F any tiling may a ton w for the liberty I  take in offer* 

ing thit trifle to your Londfliip, it it, that I will en
gage not to be guilty of the common vice ol dedication*, 

nor pretend to give the world an account of the many 
goodcjualitiei they ough? to admire in your Lord (hip. 
I hope, I may reckon on it ai foree little piece o f merit, 
in an age where there are fo many people write pane- 
gjricka, and fb few deferve them. I am fure you ought 
not to fit for your pifhire, to fo ill a hand ai mine. Men 
of your LorcUhip’i figure and ftation, though ufeful and 
ornamental to the age they live in, are yet refervcd for 
the labours of the hiftonan, and the entertainment of 
pofterity ; nor ought to*e afperfed with fucti pieces of 
flattery while living, a* may render rhe true hilrory fuf- 
petfted to thofeMiat come after. That which ftmukltak* 
up all my-care at prefeut, i» moA humbly to beg your 
Lord/hip’s pardon for importuning you on thi* account ; 
for imagining that your Lordfbip (whofe hmiri are ail 
dedicated to rhe beu and n o t  important ufea) Can have 
any leiftire for thit pitce of poetry. I beg, my Lord, 
that you ifill receive it, a* it wa» meant, a murk o f my 
entire refpeft and veneration,

T hope U may be fome advantage t»  me, that the tow n 
h «  not receiveihhii pfayiH. To have depended merely 
upon your Lonl(hip’« good-nature, and have oflerfd 
fomething without a»y degree of merir, would hare been 
in  ucimnionable fiwir, efpeciaily to fo good a  judge.

A a  The
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The play itfelf, at I  prefent it ro j-our Lordfhip, is a 
much m<jtc pcrfirdl poem than it is in ihe reprefentarioa 
t>n the fl*ge. I wjt led into,m error in the writinz of it, 
by think ng that it would be eafier to retrench than to 
add: but when I.WU at tail neeelTitated,' by reafon of tli£ 
ettrrm e length, to cut off Dear fix hundred lines, I found 
that it was maimed by it to a great difadvantage. Tne 
fable (which has no manner of relation to any part of 
true hiftory) wat left dark and intricate, for want of a 
great part of the narration, which was left out in the 
hrftltene; and the chain and connexion, which ought 
to be in the dialogue, was intcrruped in many of the 
other placet. But lince what was omitted in affing Is 
now kept in, I hope i( may indifferently entertain your 
■Lordfhip, ai an unbending hour. The faults which Ve 
jnoft jjein rally found (anti uhifeh I  coulil be very proud 
i>l fnbuHCtH'g to your Lordfliip’t judgment, if you can 
have leifure tor lb trivial » caufe) are, that the c’JU4ftro- 
pUe in the fifth act is lyrbarous, and fliocki the audi
ence. Some people, whpfi; judgment I ought to lf|ve a 
deference for, have told me, that they wilhed I had gttrtt 
ihe latter part of the ft wry quite another turn s that Ar- 
m e tx es  and Amcil(i» yught to baveteen preferred, and 
nude happy in the concluded of the play ; that befides 
the faristaChon which the fpeflators would have had, to 
have feen two virtuoup. (or at leart innocent) charaftets 
rew arded and fuccefsful, there might have been alfo a 
more noble and mltro&ive moral drawn that way. I 
muft eontelV, if this be an error (as perhaps it may) it 
is a voluntary one, and an error of my j«dgm ent: "fmce 
in the writing, I a&ualjy made fuch a fort of an objec
tion to n'yfelf, aud cliofe to wind up the (lory this wav. 
Tragedies have been allowed, 1 know, to be written both 
ways very beautifully: but fince terror and pity are laid 
down for the ends of •tragedy, by» the great maftef and 
father of ciitjClfm, I was always inclined to  fancy tlut 
the Uft and remaining imprellions, which ought to l>e 
left on the minds ot an audieuce, (hould proceed from 
one of thefe two. They Atould be fttuck with terror in 
feveral parts of the play, but always conclude and go, 
away with p ity ; a fort of regirt proct®ling from gped- 
tuture, which, though an uneaftnefs, i» uot altogether

Uifa-
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difagTeeabt'e to the perfon w*o feeh  Jr. It was this Mf. 
fion that the famous Mr. Otway fucceeded fo wefl in 
touching, and mull an<i will si all times stftft people, 
who have any tendemefl or humanity. I f  therefure I 
+iad faved Artaxerxe* and AircAris, I believe (with tub* 
miflioo to ray judge*) I had diitroved the greatell ocea- 
fion for companion in the whole pJ.iy. A:iy body may 
perceive, that (he is ralicd to fume degree* of happioef*, 
by heating that her father and huftaul are living (whom 
(he had fuppofed dead) and by feeing tbe enemy and per- 
fecutorof her family dying at her teet, purpofcly, th*» 
the turn «f her death may be more furprifm^ and piti
ful. As for that piit of the objeftion, which faya, that 
innocent perfons ought not to be (hewn unfortunate; the 
fuccefs and general approbation which macy of the bell 
tragedies that have been*writ, and which were built on 
that foundation, have met with, will be a fuilictent aiu 
fwer for me.

That which they call the poetical juftice, i*, I think, 
ftri&ly obferved; the two principal contriver* of evil, 
the Statefman and I’riefl, are punifhed with death ; atul 
the Queen is depofed from her authority by her own 
fon ; which, I fuppofe, will be allowed ai the lcvereli 
mortification that could happen to a woman ut her impe
rious temper.

I f  there can be any excafe for my entertaining your 
Lordfhip with this detail of crJticifms, it is, that I would 
hare this firft mark of Ibe honour I have for your Lord- 
(hip, appear with as few faults as poffible. Did not the 
prevailing character of your I.ordif,ip’s excellent huma
nity and good-nature encourageVie, whal ought 1 not to 
(car from the nicenefs of your tafte and judgment f The 
delicacy of your reflexions may be very fatal to fo rough . 
a draught as this is ;.but if I will believe (a* 1 am fure I 
ought to ^o) »ll men that 1 have heard fpeak of your 
Lordlhip, they bid me hope every thing from your 
goodnefs. This it that, I muft (incerely own, which * 
made me extremely ambitious of your Lordfhip’i patron
age for this piece. I am but too fenfible that there arc a 
multitude of favinin i j ; but fince the (cocd-r.ature ot 
the town has covered, or not taken notice of there, I 
mufrhave fo muth dilcretion, at not lo look with an af- 

A 3 felted
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fc&ed nicety intothero myfelf. With all the feults and 
impci fciftions which it may have, I mull own, 1 ilull be 
yet very well fatisfied with it, if  it gives me an opportu
nity of reckoning myfelf from thi» time,

Tour Lordfliip*smoft obedient

and devoted humble ferrant,

N . R O W E ,

<#*• 

k .  *  jaS
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J F  dying lovm yrt d frrv t a tear.
I f  a j'adfiory o f d ma 'i t i dftp.iir,

Yet move ctmpcrjjuin in ikep’̂ ing fair ;
This day the feet does hit 'arts rmplny,

,  The fo ft acCefis o f your foul- to try.
Nor let the Stoic i. «Ji bit nUnd ntm ov'd ;
The brute philojopl/.r, w to ne’er has prov'd 
Tbe joy o f loving and o f being lav’d ;
Who fo rm  hit human nature to eotfefs,
Andflriving to i t  more that: man, n  lejk.
Nor let the men the weeping fair accnfe,
Tljofe kindproteSort o f the tragic mate,
W ltrfe tears did moving Ot way's labours errjnit  
And made the poor Monimia's g rir f their #tt>» : 
Thofe teari their art,, not weaineji, has ctrnftfl,
Their g rie f approv'd the OtunrJ's o f their ta/le,
And they wept mo/?, becaufe (leyjudg’d  the btji,
O could this age's writers hope to find 
An audience to companion tlu i inclin'd,
Tbe'Jlage would need no J'dhe, nor Jong, nor Matter, 
Nor capering Monjicur brought from  active France : 
Clinch, and his orgau-pipe, bit dogt and bear,
To native Barnet might again repair,
Or breathe, with Captain Otter, Jlaukjuit air,
M ijejiic Tragedy Jleuld once again 
In purple pomp adorn the Jkveliing fc tn t .*
H  r Jtorch Jboultlranfaik all the ancients flore.
The fortunes o f their Irvtt aud arms explore,
Such as might grieve you, but Jhould plcaft yon more. 
What Shake,‘pe/he durfl not, this bold age Jhould doy 
AndJ'amout Greek and Latin beanfijijhew : 
HiakeJpeare, whofe genius lo ilfelf a laru.\
Could men in every height o f nature drawt 
And copy'd all but women that he fe w .
Thofe ancient heroines four concern Jlnzld move,
Tbeirgriej'andanger much, but tesojl their love ;
For in the account o f every ago wo find  
The Aejlandfaireji o f that- fex were kind,
To pityakvan i and to love inclin'd.
.fp r t,y e  fa ir  ones, who in judgment fi t, 
l  oaf ancient tmfire over love and w it i

ftp://ftp.iir
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Rrfartn our fenfe, anti tra d  l i t  mia t ’oif} :
1  ivy 11 leave tbtir inm i/iag, f ,  you UaJ lift 'Xeg. . 
l i t  but wW  thoj'c before la Otvjay -xtre:
O were you but at kitul/  »v</Um jeu .a u  <ufair.

D R A M A T I S  P E R S Q N £  

M  E  N .

Drtity-Lam.-
Artaxrrxei, prince of Ptrfia, eidrr fon

toK.iiig.i^/aiv', by » rormcr <}*een, Mr. KJerf«*ood.
Artahan, Inn to by Artrm fa , Mr. Holland.
Memnon, formerly general to Arfaces, 

now dilgraced, a fritnd to Attar 
xn x ts, —— * Mr. Mntfop. *

lifr za , firft minifler of date, in the
inteiefl of .'trttmtf* aid ,Antaban, Mr. Branfby.

Magas, priert of the Sun, friend to
Minta and tb*4W«a, —  Mr. Burton.

C l e a n fiiend to .■frtab<m, Mr. becafe.
Ore banes, captain of tlio guauU to the 

%urct, ------  ——  Mr. Auitiu.
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*

jtrfrmifa, formerly rhew%fuof 7/rib.t- 
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AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER.

The .'i/m marktd w h l rpmmst9 *thn,* *rt emiunt in tk$
* mfjttfhuiii**

A *C T  I.

SCENE, A  Rryat PaUce. 

Enter, at/everaPJtcrt, Mirra and Magai.

< Minr.A.

W
H AT Hring’ft thou, Magai ? Say, how farei the 

King ?
Mag. As one, vrhofn when we number w‘fth the living, 

We lay the moft we can ; tho’ ftireir muft 
Be happier far to quit a wretched being,
Than keep it on fucb te 'tn«: ‘ for at 1 enter’d
* The royal'lodging. an uniretfal horror
* Struck thro* thy eye«,*nd chill’d my very heart ;
* Tbe cheartul day was every where (H r out
‘ With care, and left a more th*an midnight darknefi,
‘ Such a« might even be fe lt: a few dim lamp*,
‘ That feebly lifted up their fickly head«,
* Look’d faintly tKg/ tbe lhade, and made it feem
‘ Morecjjfmal by fuch light; while thofe that waited 
‘ In fofemn forrow,-m'T’d with wild amazement,
* O bfch’d a dreadful lilence.

* Mir. Did ft thou fee him ?
, i  ‘ Hf<r*. My Lord, I did: treading with gemle ftep»,
* I reach’d the bed, wbichifceli the jxvir rcroaith
* l ) f  gieat Arfaces : juft U I approach'd,

• * Hit



to THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER.

* His drooping lid*, thatfeem’d for ever clos’d,
* Were faintly rear'd, to tell me that he liv’d :
* The balls ot fight, dim and depriv’d of motion,
* Sparkled no more with that majellic fire,
4 At which ev’n king* have trembled : but had loft 
1 Their common awful office, and were (haded 
4 With an eternal night. Struck with' the fight,
* That fliew’d me human nature fidl’n fo low,
* 1 haltily retir’d.

* M ir. He die* too foon ;
4 And fate, if potlible, muft be delay’d.
* The thought that labour* in my forming brr.in,
4 Yet crudc and immature, demand* more time.
* Have the phyficiam given up all-their hope* ?
* Cannot they add a lew day* to a monarch,
* In recommence of thouftnd vfilgar fates,
* Which their drug* daily haften i

* Mag. A* 1 patl
* The outward rooms, I found them in confult;
* I a Ik’d them if  their art wa* kt a Sand,
* And could not help the king. They (hook their head*,
* And in moll grave and folemn wife unfolded 
4 Matter, which little purported, but word*
* Rank'd in right learned phrafe ; all I could learo^was,
* That naiuie't kindly warmth wa* quite exuntit,
* Nor could the breath of art kindle again 
« T h’ ethereal fire.’

M ir. My royal miftref* ArtemifA fata,
And all her Ion young Aruban’* hi^h hope*,
Hang on thi* lucky crifi* ; (Loco this day 
The haughty A ruicixes’and old Mcinnua 
Enter Pedcpolis : the yearly feaft 
Devoted to our gloriou* god rhe Sun 
Hides their defigni under a holy veil ;
And thus religion it a maik tor faction.
But let their guaidian lieou ftill be watchful.
For it they chance to nod, my waking vengeance 
Shall furely catch that moment to dcitroy them.

‘Ti» f*»d l-air Amcftns, Meranoo’s daughter, 
Come* in thciv company.

Mir. That ratal beauty,
With moil malignant iafltrer.ee, haft croft
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My firft and great ambition. When my brother, 
The great Cieander, tell by Mem non’« hand,
(You know the itory ot our houfet’ quarrel) 
i  (ought the kja§ hir judicr. on the murderer ;

* And to confirm my intereft in the court,
* In confidence ot' mighty wealth and power,
4 A long del'cent from noble ancrllort,
* And fomewhat of the beauty of tbe maid,’
1 offer'd my Cleone to the priuce,
fierce Artaxerxea ; he, with rude difdain.
Refut'd the proffer; and to grate me mvie, 
Publickly own’d hit paflion tor ArocAtit ;
And, in defpite ev’n ot hit father’t  juiiice,
Efpout’d the caufe of Memnon.

Mag. Ev’n from that noted are, I remember, 
You dated all your fervfce to the Queen,
Our common millrrft.

M ir. 'T it true, I did fo : nor wat it in vaio ;
Sh,e did me tight, and fatitfv’d my vengeance : 
Mem non was banifh'd, A d the prince, dilgm 'd, 
Went into exile with him. Since that time,

Since I have been admitted to-her council,
And fees her, with unerring judgment, guide 
T he reint of empire; I have been amaz'd,
T o  fee her more than manly ftrength of foul,
4 Cauriout in good iucceft, in bad unfhaken ;
4 Still arm’d again It th’ uncertain turn* of chance,
* Untouch’d by any weakneftof her (ex*
* Their lupermtioci, pity, or their few i
* And it a wtomanooly in her cunning.*
What ftory tellt o f great Setniratnit,
O r rolling time, that gather! at it goes,
Hat added more, fuch Artemiia it.

Mag. Sure 'twat a mark of an uncommon geniwa, 
T o  bend a tout like*that of great Arf-iccs,
And cha*rm him to her fway. >

2Sr. Certainly fate.
Or fomewhat like theiorce of fate, was in i t }
And (till whene’er remcmbranoe felt that fecne 
Before my eyet, I view it with amazement.
* M ag. i  then was young, a ur anger to the court.
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An3 only took the flory as reported r
By diffcrcnt/ame ; you tnuft have known itfeetter.

M ir. indeed I did ; then favour'd by jjic King, l
And by thst means a fliarer in the fecrct. ,
’Twason a day of' public lefiival,
When beauteous Arieinifa flood to view 
(Behind the covert of a golden lattice^
T he King and court returning tram the temple : 
Whenjuft as by h*r tland Arlaccs pall, T-
Thc window by defign or cbance tell down.
And to hi* view expoa'd her bluihing beauties.
She fecm’d futpri* d, and*pre(ently withdrew ;
But ev'n that moment was un age in love :
So was the monarch’s heart fur pafiion m oulded,
So  apt tofakc at firft the foft imp reflion.
Soon a* we were alone, I found it*  evil **
Already paftw remedy, and vainly ,
Urg'd ihe refenrmentof her iajui'd lord ;
His love was deaf to all. 1

flag. WaiTiribafus abfent ? *
Ahr. He was then general lot the horfir,

Under old Memnoti in the Median war.
But it- that dillant view fo much had charm'd him, 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my means.
He view’d her beauties nearer ; when each a<ftion,
And every graceful found confpir'd to charm him : < •
* Joy of her couqueft, and the hopes of greatnefa,
* Gave hiflre to her charms, and m»de her feent > »
* Of more than mortal excellence.’ In fluwt, •»
After ftme faint refiflance, like a bride c *
That drives a while, tho’ eager tor the bills, ‘
The furious King enjoy’d h e r :
And to fecure their joys, a fnare was laid 
For ker unthinking lord, in which he fell,
He tore the fame ot this could reach l*s ears.
Since that, (he ftill ha* by fucoetsful a m  
Maintain'd that pow’r, which firtl her beauty gain’d.

Atag. With deepelf lore tight, wifely has the laid ^
A lure foundation tor the future grtatncls 
O f Artaban, her only darling fon.
Juich bufy thought, that rolls within het bread,

3 Labours



Labours for him : ihc King, when Hrfi he Ikken’d, 
Declar’d hefliould fuccecd him in the throne.

Mir. That wasa point well gain’d ; nor were the elder. 
O t Artaxerxes worth our leaft of fears, [(hip
I f  Mt-mnon’s interell did not prop his caufe.

•Since then they liand fecur’d, by being join’d,
From reach of open force, it were a nuftcr-piece.
Worthy a thinking*hcad, to fow divifion 
And feed* of jealoufy, to loofe thofe bonds 
Which knit and hold them up; that lo divided.
With eafe they might be ruin’d.

Mag. That’s a difficulty next to impoflible.
Mir. Ceafe to think fo.

* The wife and active conqutr difficulties,
4 Bj‘ daring to attempt them : Sloth and Folly,
4 Shiver and Ihrink at fight of Toil and Hazard,
4 And make th’ itnpoffibmty they fear.’
Ev’n Memnon’s temper feems to give th’ occafion }
O f wrong impatient, headlong to revenge ;
Th<^’ bold,'vet wants that#faculty of thinking,
That (hould dircft hi* anger. Valiant fools 
Were made by Nature tor the wife to work with ;
They are their tools, and 'tis thefporr of ftaicfincn, 
When heroes knock j  heir knotty heads together,
And fait bv one another.

Mag. What you’ve f.iid,
Has wak’d » thought in me which may be lucky ;
Ere he was bamlh’d for vottr brother’* murdet, 
Therewiwafriendfhip’fwixtus ) and tho' then 
I left his barren foil, to root my frit 
Moie falely uJUeryour nufpicious (hade,
Yet ftill pietcnding ties’of ancieJit love,
At his arrival here I’llrifit him :
Whence this advantage may at kail be made,
To ford his lltallow fyul. *

Mir. 0 £ ! much, much more ;
* Twas happily remember’d : 4 nothing ^ulls
4 Thefe open unt'ufpefting fools, like tueudftiip •
4 Dull heavy things! whom Nature has left honeu 
4 In mere frugality, to fave the charge 
4 She’s at in fettingout a thinking foul:
4 ft'bo, tncc th«w own ftiott unidcrllajidings reaih

B * 4 i f .
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4 No furtlier th in  the prefent, think even the wife,
* Like them, difclofe the lac rets of their brcaiif,
* i>|.*'.-ak ukstlhcy think, and tell tale* ot theinielve*/ 
Thy funftion too will v.unilh o'er our am ,
And fanCtily diflemltiing.

•V/rfjf. Yettlwl Ldoufc, •
Hit caution may draw back, and frar a fmre.

Mir. Tell him, the belter to afill tfie fraud,
That even I with hi* friendfhip, and would gladly 
Forget that caufc of lute, wlr.ck long hat held ua 
At mortal dillance, give up my revenge,
A grateful off’ring to the public peaie.

Mag. Could you afford him fuch a bribe sts. that,
A brother’* blood yet uaatou’d t 

Mir. No, Maga»,
It it not in tiie power of Fate to m e '
That thought from out my tnelftory :
* Ktcnul night, Yu true, may call a ftiade
* On all my faculrict, extiuguilh knowledge,
* And great revenge may with my l-oiog ccafe ; ,
* But whilii I m a, that evei wifi remain,
* And in try latell kpiritt ftill furvive.’
Yet I would hive tUce puxnifc that, and more ;
The friendlhip of the Queen, the rcftiuriou 
Ot hit command, and honour*, that hi* daughter 
Shall be the bride of Artaban j fay any thing:
Thou knuw’ll the faith of courtiers, and their oaths, 
Like thole of lovcts, the GtxU laugh at ’em.

Mug. Doubt nut my zeal to fcfve our royal nullref*, 
And in her interell yours, my liicud and patron.

M ir. My worthy Prieft ! ailk be inV friend, and 
fhare ■* *

The uuuoit of nu pow’r :  by grearocft rait’d,
( Embracing.

Thou, like the God thou fcrv’it, IJjalt fliine alofr,
And with thy influence rule the under world.(
But fee I the Queen appears ; * Ihe teems to mufe ;
‘ Her thoughtlul foul tubour* with fume event
* Of high import, which bullies like an embryo
* In itt dark room, and longs to be difclos’d.’
Retire, left we diilurb has.

£ Ti/ry r ttin  f  t)x fid t i f  tite Stbgf. 
j  • iZnitr



Enter th* Queen attnt&A.
S>ucf<i. Be fil’d, tny fotfl, fix’d on thy own firm haftftt 

Re conihnt K> thyfelt; nor know the weftknefs,
The ]KK>r irrafolurion of mv fnt :
* Difdain thofe fliews of danger, that would bit
* My way ro glory. Y<* div i v r  Pmv’i
4 By iv horn (ii fjid,w«-are: from who it l>rij»ht M b j i  
‘ Thofe affive part* were ffrutlt wftith move our clay;
‘ I feel and I omtefc t,V ethereal energy.
4 That btify refrtef* principle. WHofe atjpcritc'
* Is only pleas’d with fnr»tn<(* like yonr own :
* W hy have you dodg'd it then with thn  eKill maft,
4 And ftv.it it up in woman t Why debut’d it
*■ To an interior p?rr of the err- ?io« ^
1 Since your own heavenly bat-ds mHlook my lot,
* ’ Tis yoy have err’d nor i . '  Coulti fate e’er mem
Me for a wife, a flare, fo Tirbafu# !
4 To fuch a thing a* he ! A wrctclv ! A frotbaud ! *
T"h ere to re in julfeaflfcrtion ot myfelf,
I ihqpk him off, and pais^j thofe natrow lirtiir*,
Which law* contrive m vain for foul* bom grcar.
There is not, muft not be, a bond for ereatnef* !
Pow’r gives i  lanftion, and make* «H thing* juft.
H a! Mirza! Worthy Lord, I faw-thee not,

[String Mir**,
So bufy were my faculrie* in thought.

Mirza. The thought* o f prince* dwell in facrrd
privacy, • [B nvitg .

Unknown and venerable to the vulgar;
And like a temple’* inntrmoft recedes,
None enter to’ behold the hallW d myfterief,
Unbidden of the God tiiat dwelf* within.

2>nefn W it: Mirza ! Were my foul a temple, fit 
For God* and godlike cotmfel* to inhabit,
Thee only would I <Juife of all mankind,
To be thejwieft, ftilT favour’d wirh aceeft ;
Whofe piercing wit, fway’d by unerring judgment, 
Might mingle even with aflembled Goa*,
When they devife unchangeable decree*,
And call ’e-n fare.

Mint*. Whate’er I am, each faculty,
Tii^ utraoii power of my exerted foul,

.  B z Preferre*
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Prefervcs a being for your fervtce ;
And when I am not youn, I am no more.

Shfttn. Time tball not know an end of' my acknoic. 
Bui every day of our continu'd live* [ledgemtntt* : 
Be witnefs ot my gratitude, to draw 
The knot, which holds our common interell, clofer: •
Within tix dayi, my fon, my Artaban,
Equally dear to me ai life and glory, *
In public fliall efpoufc the fair Cleonc,
And be my pledge of everlatting amity.

M  r»a. O, royal Lady ! you outbid my fervice t 
And all returnt are vile, butwordt the pooreft.

£>ueeit. Enough! be, as thou baft been, ftill my 
1 alk no more. But I obferve of late, [friend,
Your daughter grows a ft ranger to the court;
Know you the caufe ?

Mir*,/. \  melancholy girl j *
Such in her infancy her temper was,
Soft, even beyond her fex's tendcruefs ;
* By nature pitiful, and apt to grieve
‘ For the mifhapt of others, Aid fo make
* The farrows of the wretched world her own i *
Her clofet and the Godt (lure all her time, •
F.vcent when only (by fome maid attended)
She feeks fome fliady folitary grove,
Or by the gentle murmurs of fome bnook 
Sits fadly lift ning to a tale of forrow,
’Till wiih her tejrs file fwcll the narrow dream.

gitrtti. It is not well, thefe thoughts mull be remov'd ( 
That eating canker, grief, with walleful fpite.
Preys On the rofy bloom of youth and braSty :
But 1'ive flull chafe away* thefe clouds of fadnefs j 
My fon frail breathe fo warm a gaie of fight,
As f}> <11 diffolve thofe ificles that hang 
Like death about her heart.
Attend us, Iwly Magas, to the Kmg,
Nor ceafc to importune the mighty Gods *
To grjnt him kralth, tho’ much I fear in vain.

[ E xf* it Queen, Magas, en j 
AfVjva..TUi« meddiing Prieft, lon(;s to be toundatool:

* Thinks he that Mc.nnon, foluicr as he is,
* Thought-



* Thonghtlefs and dal!, wilt lifteti to hit fooihinj?' 
HowcVr I gave h i s  wife propofaf w h y ,

Nay, urg’d him n> go- on ; the (hallow fraud 
Will ruin him for ever with mv cneimri.
And make him (Irmly mine, fpir^of his lean,
IVini natural ioconl'r mcy.
While choice remains, h e  wifi be frill unfteaiy,
And nothing but nreefliry fftn fix him. (Elr/u

Emit Artaxerse?, Mcmnon, aa<l Jkumihmttt

Artax. MrthiriVs. my n«Me father and mv friend,
We enter here lite (hangers, and ottlook’d for;
Ench bufy face we meet, with womler 
And feem< amar’d to fee ot.

Mem. U'ell may th’ ignoble herd 
Start, if  with heedlcfs ficjj* they mrnwrct 
Tread on the lion’< wall : a prince** grniuj 
Awes with fuprrior greattiefs all beneath him ;
With wonder they behold the great Arfaces 
RerK ’d again in godlike -Vm erxei.
In you thry !ec him, fuch a* oft thev did *
Returning from hi? wars', and ctW n d with conquelt, . 
When all our virgins met him on the war,
And with their longs and danccj blrfl his triumph :
Now bafely aw’d bv faffous priclh and women,
They ftort at majelty, and feetn furptiac’d,
At if a God had met Vm. In honotrtfi name,
Why hare we let this Nj r Why h-.ive wo UnguiflfV,
And fu'ffer’dfuch a government sis rt»i'u 
To waftc onr (JictigtlT. and w a r  our empire hw  ?

jfrtax. Cur i d  be the rormt ty- which thefe ilW aruft* . 
Fatal alike to me as to my ciuntry j 
Which my gneat foul, cmable to ret-engr,
Has yet with mtSt^rtaticni only feen.
Cut off, Hy arts of coward prit fls antf ftatefmcn,
(Whom 1 <li:ijait:’$ with fervile fmijr. to court,)
From the great right irlficfc God artti ffattate give, ,
My birihri**tf to a ibfirtSf.

M tm. Ni*r pH eft', ror lhtrfmen,
Could have compUafrd fuch an ill as that, 
is u omin had not m i ^  'd'iB ihs itulcliief;

§  3 IP<
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I f  Artemi fa had not by her charms.
Ant) all her fox’* cunning, wrought the King,
Old, obvious to het ait>, decay’d in greatncl*,
Df«d to the memory of what once he ivas,
‘ Juft crawling on the »*rge of wreuhed life,
‘ A burden to himfelf, and hit friends pity,’
Among hit other lailfegt, to forget ,
All that a father and a king could owe 
To fuch a Ton at you ~ to  cut you off
From your fucceflion, from your hope* of empire,
And grafi her upflart offspring on to royalty.

Anax. But if 1 bear it,
Oh, may I live to be my brother’! (lave,
T he feyrn of tliofe brave fritndi that own my raufe 5 
May you, my father, fpurn me for a coward,
Leave me to vile defpair. By hcav’n, my heart 
Sin lighter in my bofom, when! think 
That 1 this day mall meet the boy my brother,
Whofe young ambiiion with afpiriog wingi 
Darei ev’n to mate my great nefy .

Alcm. Fame, that fpeaki 
Minutely every circumlUnee of princei,
Defcribrs him bold, and fiercely fond of power,
‘ Which ev'n in fpite of Nature he affeftt 
Impatient o f command, and hardly deigning 
T o  becontroul'd by hii imperioui mother.
’Til foil I too * ak no means were lelt untry'd,
• Which might prepare and fit him to contend
• With a fuperioi right and merit"
That book! and the politer am  * (which thofe
• W ho know admire) ’ have been his care ; already 
He mingles in their councils, sod they truft
Hit youth with fecret* of important villainy.
The crowd, taught by his creature* to admire him,
Stile him a God in wildom. ,

Arte.r. Be that hi* glory : .
Let him with pedants hunt for praife in books,
Pour out his life atnongft the Uzy gown-men,
Grow old and vainly proud in fancyVI knowledge, 
Unrcjual to the talk of valt ambition ;
Ambition ! the defire of aflive foul*,
That pufl.c* 'cm beyond the bound* o f Nature, *

•And



And elevates the hero to the God".
But foe ! My love, your beauteous daughter, comes,
Aud cv'n ambition iickens at her fight.

Enter Ameftris aitriiM .
Revenge and fiei'ce defires of ylory ccafe 

•T o  urge my paifioni, mifter’d by her eyes;
And only gentle fists now warm my breaft.

Am. I come, my father, to attend your order.
f la  Memnom

Mem. ’Tis w ell; and I would have thee flill be near me. 
T he malice o( the laftion which I hate,
Would vent itfelf fcv 'n  on thy innocence,
Wert ihou not lafe under a father’s care.

Artax. Oh ! fay a lover’s too ; nor can you have 
An intcrell in herVafctv more than mine.
Love gives a right fupeijorev’n to Nature;
Or love it Nature in the noblell meaning,
The caufe and the prefcrverof the world.
Thefe arms, that long to prefs thee to my bofom,'
For ever (hall defend thci^

Mem. Therefore, my fan,
Unto your carc I leave our common charge ;
Tigranes with our friends expert my orders;
Thofe when I have difpnrch'd, upon the inrtant 
1 will return, and meet at your apartment.

, [ Exit Memnon.
Artax. Come to my arms, and let me hide you there 

From all thofe fears that vex thy beating heart;
Be fate and free from afl thofe fancy t  dangers,
That haunt thy apprehenfion.

Am. Can you blame me,
I f  from retirement drawn, and pleating (olitude,
I  fear to tempt this ftormy fea, the world,
Whofe e r ’ry beach i* ftrew’d with wreck* of wretches 
That daily pcrifli in iv? Cur ft ambition f 
Why doft t^ou come to trouble my rep»fe,
* V\Tio have ev’n from my infancy diiclaim’d the« (*

Artax. Ceafe to complain, my love, and let no 
thought,

But what bring* peace and joy, approach thy bread.
Let me impart my manly fire* to thee,
7  o Varm thy fancy to a tafle of glory;
Imperial power, and purple greatncu wa»t thee,

And
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And fue for th - acct-ptanc-*; by the Sun,
And by ArfattV head, 1 will not if.cunr 
The thi one ot Cyiua, Wm to fliare it with ihee.

Am . V an flicwt o f hippinefs! Detertl'ul pageantry ! 
Ah, Prince ! hadil tl.«u but known thejpy* that dwell, 
W ith humbler fortune*-, thou would# cur.e thy ruyalry 
Had fate allotted w/omcohfeure village,
Wherpor.ly bled wiih life's necdSin*,
We might have paiVd In pcacc our happy dayt ,
Free from (hecurci which crowr.i and empires bring; 
There no Aep-n-other, no ambitious brother,
N o wicked ftatefman. would with impious art*
Hare ftrove n  wreft from os our final! inheritance,
Or flir the fimp’e hiadi 10 ticiiy faftion:
Our niehrs had nil beenliV.rt with balmy fhirtib#*.
And allour waVing hour* breu clown'd with life.

A ttnx. Ex.jmfiie chirmer! Now by Orofnuder, - 
I iwcjt, thy ea.h foft accent melts my foul:
The j y of vonqutft, and immortal triumph,
H nout and greatneff, all ih.tt !*re» the hero •
To high exploit# and overlalMn^ fame,
Grow* rile in fight of thre. My haughty foul, 
lly Nature fiercr, »nd panting after glory,
Could be content to live obicuie with thee.
Forgotten and unknown of all but ray Amertfij,

Am, No, fon-of gre.u Artacea, tho* my foul. •
Shares in my (ex’* weaknefc, and would fly 
From nftife and fart'on, and from Satal gteatceft;
Yet for thy lake, thou idol of my heart,
• (Norwi.l I biuih to own the factx-d (hire
* Thy fifths and '« « » ha*c /inriled in im- brealt) *
For thy lov'd f.ike, fpite of rr.y bodingfcirj,
I ’ll moet the danger w hich ambition brings,
And tread one path with thee : 4 Nor fhait thou lofc 
'  The glorious portion which thy fafe defgns time,
* For thy Amelins’ fear#. ■» •

* Arrau. G in  me thofi: feari;
‘ For all things will be welf.

* Am. G r.n t it, ye Powers!’
Thi* day before your ultav* will I kneel.
Where ail my ro tft (hull for my prince be offer'd ; .
Still let fuccef* tattnd him, l a  ;ur.kiud

Adore
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Adore in him your vifible divinity ;
Nor will I importune you for niytelf,
But fum up all I a(k in Artaxerxes.

Artax. And doubt not hut the Gods w ill kindly hear 
Their virgin vo{lry, and grant her pray'r ; - 
O ur glorious Sun) the fotircr of light and heat,
Whole influence cigars the world he did create,
Shall fmile on thee from his meridian Ikies,
And own the kindred beauties of thy rye* ;
Thy eye* which, fliouid hi* own lair botms decay, 
Might (hine for him, and bleli the vrorld with d.tv.

[ Exeunt.

E nd  o f tlie F i r s t  A ct .

A <f T  II.

SCENE, an Apartment o f  tie Palact,

• Enter MftWtfcON and M a g a s .

M e m n o .V. •

T
HOSE who are wife in courts, my lmly Sir, 
Make friendship* with tbe minifter* of llate, 
Norfeek the ruins of a wretched exile,

Left there Ihould be contagion in tu is fortune?,
And make th’ alliance fatal.

JMagat. Friend* like Mem non 
Are worth btitig foughfrin danger i '  finer this age,
• O f mod flagitious note, degenerate*
‘ From the lam’d virtue of our anceftor*,
‘ And lfave* but few examples o f their excellence,’ 
Whom fhould we leek for fnendfliip but thofe lew, 
Thofe happy few, within whole bread* alone 
The fiiotllcps of loft virtue yet remain.

Mem. I pr’ythee p&ce : for nothing mi (become* 
The man tlLi would be thought a fir end, like ilaitery^ 
Flattery, the meaueft kind of bale diflemblir.g!
A»d only us’d to catch the grofled foil* : 
llrlidet, il flains the honour of «hy tunct on,
Which, like rhe G< d* thou fcrvV, Ihould be fincert.

Mag. By that finceritj, by all the trrvice 
My fricndlhip can exprcfc, 1 would »pj>rovc i t :
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And tho* I went not from Perfepol**
Companion at yfivr exile, yer my heirt 
Wat with you fttli; iiift what I could I-did,
Brfeevhiog i »>/ t i ;>4 tor ynur return.
‘ Not «.-re tWiife vowwin vain, fi nee on*e again f 
‘ *Ti* giv’a fiv niend; tiiy H oik  •
• Wunldyoii iiaruc, to keep you i-Ctc l̂u ever.

M m  The G «li, ’tis true, are ini;, and luxe, I hope, 
At length decretd an end to my miafortune*;
At lea If they give me this* iodic With honour.
When lite growt vile or burdenforae.

IMag. By me they offer all tlut you o n  aft,
And [joint an rafy way to happitiefr.
Sp ‘>K them the wounds oar wietched country kail,
The thoufand ills which civil difcurd brings.
Oh ! Hill that nwTe of war, wh^fe dread alarms 
Frighten repofe from country viiia^r ,
And liirrude tumult up, nadw;ld oulra&hn 
In all our peaceful cities.

M nf. V i men for n.e, f  ,
Ye awful Gods, who view our inmofi thoughts;
I took not arms, till urjj’d by fclf-defence,
The elded law of n-ittire.
Impute not then thofe ills thar may onfue 
To me i but rhofe who witKjncelT, nt hate 
Purfuc my life, whofe mafic? fprtads the flame 
To every part, that my devoted fabric 
Mny in the univer&t,ruin burn.

Mi,f. Arrd yet ev’n there perhnVs you judge too rafi.ljr* 
Impetuous portion hurries you fo raft,
YoqeaOoot mark th* advantage of your fortune.

Mem. Has not the lau'betn utg’d to fet a brand 
Of foul di (honour on my hoary head f  
Ha ! Am I not profcrib’d ?

M ap  Forget that thought, t.
That jarring grates your foul, and turns the harmony 
Of rVllcd peace to cuil> infernal difcord.
Hate and its fatal caufes'all fhall ceafe,
And Mtmnon’s name be honour’d as of old ; *
The bravetl and the mull fuccefsful warrior,
The tortunatr defender of his country.

Mem. ’ Fit true (uor will it icon a boaft u> own)
i  hare



I have fought well for I’erlia, ‘ and repay M
* The benefit of birth with hone ft fervice.’
Full fifty years harnefs’d in rugged Heel,
1 have endur'd the biting whiter * blurt,
And the feijererJleats of parching iumroer: 
jrVhile \ c A w h t \ i r a  ut lionis-on la/.\ couches 
A-niHihrfWY of lfarlota and folt eunuchs,
Were at my W i fee u re in luxury :

► This is a julficc M ine’* felf rau.l ilo me.
Mu*. Even he, thu’ fatal accident* Ivare fet 

A moll unh.ippy bar between your jr endlhip.
Lamenting that there had lieen caufe of enmity,
And owning all the merit of your virtue*,
.Will ott<*n with fate had ocdain’d you friend*.

Man. Our God, the Sun, fhalt foo&er dunce  hi* 
^  ■ And all th’ impollibilitits, which poets [couile.

Count to.extravagance oiloole Uclcription,
, Khali fooner be.

Mag. Yet hear me, nohle Memnonj 
Why) by the dury of my urietlhood mov’d,
4 And in juiidtttfiation ot the mifchief* •

fc . 4 Intcliine jar* produce,* I Utg’tl wiie Mirxa,
* By his concurrence, help, and healing eounti-l,

T o  flop thole wound*#t which hi* country bleed* 5 
Griev’d at the thought, he vow’d hi* whole endeavour 
Should be to dole thefe breaches :
That ev’n Cleander’* death, and all thofe quarrel*
That long have nouriOi’J hatred in your buulet,

. Should be in joyof pubic ponce forgotten.
Men. Oh, (ouhlft thou 1 harm the malice of a ftatef*

And make bi.tftjuit hi* purjHife ot revenge, [man,
Thy preaching uiight reform the? guilty world,
And vice would I e no more.

M.tg. Nay ,ev’n the Queen
* Wili bind the confirmation by her fon,

And afks the fair A me* 1 is for prince Artaban.
Mem. Were that tiic only term*, it were impiffible.
Mag. You wou’d not flum th’ alliance ot a l ’rincc i
Mem. No, for it i» the gloty of my fate.

That Art a i t  rat* U defign’d my (on,
^V _£JW iih  every gfac» and royal virtue crown’d ;

4 Great, .iufl.aod merciful, fuch a* mauk-.nd
‘ (When
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* ( When in the infant world firli governments
1 IVc^in by choice) would have dt-iign’d a king.

’M at. ‘ Unbounded pow’r, nod height of grcatnefs give
* To kings that liilire, which we thick divine ;
* The wife who know ’em, know they £re but men,
* Nay fometirnci weak ones too: the /m u- .liui/cd, f
* Who kneel be fort the image, not thfc O i4 t  "v**- *
* Worfliip the deity their hands have made."
T he name of Amban will be a* great
At that ofCyrus, when he flail polTcl'a 
(As lure he fliail) hit throne.

Mem. Ha! What means he ?
This villian j'rivft ! But hold my nge a little.
And Itarn ditfrmularion; I’ll My him further. • [AJLk. 
You talk in riddles, when you name a throne,
And Amban ; the Grda, * who portion out
* The loti ot princcs at of private men.’
Have pur it bar between hi* hopes and empire.

Mug. What bir i
Ah m. The befr, an-elder brothcr’i claim.

That’s ealily retnov’tf; the King their father, 
On juft and weighty icafons, has decreed 
Hia fcepter to the younger: add to thU,
The joint concurrence ot our Perlian lord*.
Who only want"your voice to make it firm.

Mim. Can I, can they, can any huntil hand,
Join in an act like this i Is not the elder 
By nature pointed out for preference ?
* Is not hi* right iuroll’d among thofe law* [order ? * 
‘ Which keep* the world's vail frame in bcauieous 
Aik ihofe thou nam’d’ll but now. what ma'de them lord* ? 
What title* had they ha‘d, if merit only
Cou’d have conferr’d a right, if Nature had not 
Strove hard tothrurt the worft deferring lirft.
And ftamp’d the noble markofeldfi lliip 
Upon their bafer metal.

A3ug. Sure there may be 
Kealbn* ot fo much puw’rand cogent force,
As may ev’n l'et alide this right of birth j 
It fons have rights, yet fathers have *«m too.
'Twerc an invidious talk to enter into * £*,

The
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The infolence aiuJ other fault* which mov'd .
Royal A r faces to a jut) difpkafure 
A gain ft his eldefi fun, princt Ariaxerxe*.

Men. Ha ! l>»re not for thy life, I charge tboe, dane 
To bra^l virtue of my prill e [mar
^  »hjJ§^_ j p  of \o f t  bnfc nod damn'd contrivance,
I  te l l ' i lu t^ 'f  viou\prcft, fhottld thejuft god*
Require fever* account of thy part life,
And charge remembrance to>ii p >fc thy crimci 
In rank and huteoui »>rkler «o tfcy view,
Horror and guilt of foul would malt thee mad.

. Mag. You take the matter further than I meant it s
My frien^diip only aims at your advance ;
‘ Would point you oui a way tope ace and honour ; 

j  , ‘ And, in return of th i, your rag« unlindly
* laiadi me with injuriei.»

Mem. Away ! I cannot bear thy hafc diffemhling,
My honeft foul 4 'fdairn rhce and thy friendfhip.
How haft rhou dat’d 10 think fo vilely of me,
T hat'I  would condefcend t« thy mean »m,
And traffic with (bee for a prince's ruin f 

I t - * A prince rhe joy and honour of mankind,
* A* much fpperior to the reft of kings,
* As they themfcKes are above common ineo;
‘ And ii the very image of the gods.’
Wert thou not privileg’d like age and women,
My fivord ihould reach thee, and revenge the wrong 
Thy tongue has done hl\farr,e.

Mag. Ungrateful lord !
Would’ft thou invade my life, i t  a re'utn 
For prcfft t'd lore r But let th’ ev*nt declare 
1 low gieat a good, by me fincerely rtlet'd,
Thy dull romantic hi.nuur has reful d.
And fince I have difcha^d the dibt I ow’d 
T o  former frirndilitp, *f the god» hcreafrer 
Send ruin d«wn, iiiiJ plague thee with eonluEoo, 
Remember roe in vain, andcurfc thy folly.

[Exit MigM.
Mem. No, my remembrance treafureihoneft thought*, 

Afid h ilds por th>4= like thee; I f r r o  thy fruudOlip, 
— 'wd.wotild not owe my life to fuch a vitl*:n :

But thou art hardly faint en-uigh to ptopbefy.
• C Were
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Were all thy tribr like thee, it might well ftartle 
Our lay unlearned faith, when through fuch hands 
The kno wledge of the eml* it reach’d to man.
But thu* thofe god* inftrurt us, that 
(VVh<> like intruders thru ft into their 
And turn the holy office to a trade)
Participate their facred influence.
This then is your own caufe; ye awful powers,
Revenge yourfclvrs, your violated altars,
Thai thofe who with tmhallow'd hand* approach,
M*y tremble at your juftice. [E xit.

S C E N B, tbt Pahct.
%

E n in  tbt Qijeen, Artaban, Mi tea, Magas, anj 
ArltnJantl.

Ari.i. Mv brother then it cSme ?
M im s. My lord, I faw him j 

With him old haughty Memnon : a* they pafs’d,
With fierce difdain they viewed the gazing crowd, #
And with dumb pride feem’d to neglert that worlhip 
Which yet they wifli'd to find : this way they move,
'T it faid, to a(k an audience of the King.

QtUfH. Mirza, ’tis well, I thank thy timely care;
Here will we face this ftorm of infolcnce,
Nor fear the noify thunder : let it roll,
Then burft, and fpeud at once it* idle rage.

Arta. Why meet we thu* like wrangling advocates,
To urge the juftice of our caufc Vith words ?
I hate this parle, ’ril tame : if we muft meet,
Give ine my arm*, and let us (lake at onA 
Our right* of merit and of eldeifcip,
And prove like men our title.

M iras. ' fwete unfafe.
They come furrounded by a craw^} of friends ;
T o  (trike thro’ thel’c were dangerous and rath.
Fate wilts for them elfwhere With certain ru in :
From M ina's Hand expert it.

Be it fo :
Aufpicit'u. fage, I truft thee with my fortune,
My hojji: of greatnef*, do thou guide ’em all,
For me aud for thvfelf. My loa, give way, '  '

.  * N*r

x
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Nor let thy hafty youth difturb with outrage 
The prefent necelfary face of peace ;
Occasions great and glorious will remain 
Worthy rhyarro* and courage.

th* unmanly talk.
• WoVui/sQ indtVl your proviuce.’

Mir. My royal mi ft re I),
Prepare to meet with more than hrutal fury 
From theficrce Prince and Memnon.

igKire*. Well I know 
The infolence and native pride pf each,
With fcurrile taunta and blackeft infamy 
They load my name: but let them rail,
AVWfnan’i vengeance wait* them.

M ir. They are here. ,

Enter Artaxerxet, Memnon, mml Aitt.i,iaxn.

Art. Ye tutelar rods, who guard thi» royal fabric, , 
And thou, O, Orofmade% the proieflior 
O f the great Perfian race, e’er yet my father.
Royal Arfaces, mingle with your godhead*,
Grant me once more to lay before hit feet 
Hit eldefl bom, hi* once-lov’d Artax era ea,
To offer my obedience to hi* age j 
All that a Ion can owe to fuch a father.
You, who with haggar’d eye* flare wildly on me,
I f  (at by your attendance here you feem)
You ferve the King my father, lead me to him.

tguttn. AmVdoft thou wonder that mankind Ihould flare, 
When parricide* and rebels, in df fpite 
O f nature, majefty, and reverend age.
With impioui force and ruffian violence.
Would rob a king and father of hi* life i 
Cut off hi* Ihrtrt remain*—

Art. f i t  ! fay’ft thou, woman f 
1 pr’ythec peace, and urge not a reply;
I would nor hold acquaintance with tin* infamy.

Queen. Ye righreou* pow’r*, whole juilice atve* tli* 
t  world,

your thunder* fleep, when crime* like thefe 
Stalk in the tpen air.

C a Art.



28 THE AMBITIOUS STEP MOTHER.

.h  t. Thy prieft intlrufts thee,
Elfc furt thou hadlt notdar’d to tempt the gods,
And ttifle with their juflice. Can it thou name it, 
Anil look on me ? On me, whom th; n “  
Have rtrovc to bar tram native right 
M;«ie me a ftr.ini>ef to 1 lather’s love 
Ami broke the bands of nature, whic 
The neareft to hi# heart.

.•Jurfn. Had lie not renfon,
Whan ihou, with rebel infolcnce, didrtdare 
To own and to protect that hoary ruffun :

And in defpite ev’n of fhy father*! jullice,
To Oil the iaftioua rabble up to arm* *
For him ; and make a inuvd’rer’t caufe thy own ?N  ̂

M m . I had another name ; run IhouUitt thou more I 
Infulting Queen, to word*, did not remembrance 
With horror rting my foul for Tiribafui,
T hy  murder'd lord, when by m r fatal order*,
Anti by his own high courage vyg’d, he tell, •
To make thy way to guilty gtcatnefs eafv.
1 thought him then a traitor (for thy aits 
Had taught the royal mandate fo to call him)
Too big for public jullice ; and on that pretence 
Conlented to the fnarc that catch’d hit lite ;
So my obedient honefly was made
'1'he pander to thy luft and black ambition.
Except the guilt of that accurfird day,
In ah iny iron yeara of wart and’danger.
From blooming youth down to decay «>g aj^e,
Mv fame ne’er knew a tiuin of foul diflionour ;
And it that made me guilty, think whw thou art, 
T h e tiu fe  a-id the contriver of that mi&hiet.

What, nam'll thou Tiribifu!1 Be his guilt 
Forgotten with his memory. Thin^ cn Cleander,
A tut let the furies that enquire fbr blood, ,
R.ir horror up, aud bitterell retnorfe,
To gnaw thy anxious foul. Oh, great Cleanser! 
Vnwonhy wa» thy taie, thou firli of warrior*,
T o  tail beneath a bafe a (Tiffin’* ftab,
Whom idl the thirty inlliument* ot death 
Had in the field of bat lie fought in vain.

[Pointing to Mem not'..



Mem. In fight of heaven and of the equal gods,
I  will avow that my revenge was jud,
My injur’d honour could not alk for left ;
Since lir retits’d.ln do a foldier's judicc,
^us’d h \  ̂ Vhr.

' •>- j  xz) n \bold nefi!
Anddar’tFthou cat! that act a foldier’s judicc 5 
Didd thou not meet him with diflembled frieadrtiip* 
Hiding the rjucourof thy heart in fmiles ?
When he (whofe open unfufpecting nature 
Thought thee a foldier honett as lumfelf )
Came to the banquet a* fecure of peace,
4 By mutual vows renew’d ; and in tlie level 
‘ O f t)tat luxurious day, forgetting hate,
* Atra every caafe of ancient animolitv,
4 Devoted all his thoughtf to mirth and friendfhip :** 
Then, Memnon, (at an hour when few are villains,
The fprightly juice infufmg gentler thoughts,
4 AtyJ kindling love ev’n iyp thecoldell breads)’
Unequal to him in the face of war,
Stole on Cleander with a coward’s malice,
And druck him to the heart.

M>m. By the ftern god,
By Mars, the patron of my honour'd wan,
’Tis bafely falfe. In his own drunken brawl 
The boader fell. I bore his lavilh tongue.
Nor thought him worth myfword, 'till (his cold temper 
Warm’d with the wine J he dat’d me to the combat ; 
Then pleas’d to meet him in that fit of valour,
I  took him at &is word, and 4 (with my fword 
4 Drawn againd his in equal oppohtion)’
1 kill’d him while it laded.

A 't. Ceafe we, my friend,
This women’s war ot# railing; when they talk,
Men (hou!d b^ Dill, and let noife tire itfelf.
1 came to fend a father, tho’ my fears 
Suggeft the word of evils to my thoughts,
And make me dread to hear Arfiues’ tate.
Lead, Memnon, to the pr-feoce.

“  ’’ ' ce, you paf» not.
the door. The King your father lives— 

C J .4rh
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A n . Ha ! if  he live*, why lives he not to me ? 
l \ ’hy *tn I thus (hut out and banifli'd from him ?
Why «it my vein* lich with hi» royal blood ?
Why did he give me life, it not to fcrvahiin ?
Forbid me not to wait upon hi* bed,
And watch hit fickly flumWr*, that m ^ o u t j  
May with it* fci vicc gl.id his droopinjpige, •
And hi? cold hand may blcfa me ere he <lie.
Kay, be a queen, and rob me of hi* crown,
Bui lit me keen my right to filial piety.

Sly cm. Well hull ihou urg’d the fpecious name of duty 
To liide deform’d rebellion : haft thou not 
W ilh thy falfe art* poito n 'd  his people's loyalty ^
V. hat meant thy pompous progrefs thro’ the cmpii* ? 
Thy \ aft profufion to the fartiou* noble*, \
Whufe intcteft fw jiy* the crowd^aml ftir* up mutiny ?
W hy did thy haughty, ficrce, difdatnful foul 
Simp to the mcaneft arts which catch the vulgar ;
Herd with them, lawn upon tbetn, ar.d carets them ? 
Appeal to them, to them relatt«hy wrongs, *
And make them judge* of thy father’* jurtice ?
Thy cruel and unnatural luft of power 
Ha* funk thy father more than all his yean,
And made him wither in a green old age.

A n. Falfe all a* hell: nor had i arm’d my friends
But to defend that right.------

rturcn. Doft thou not come,
Impatient of delay, to halltn fate<?
'Pii bring that death, the lingering difeafc 
Would only for a day or two defer ? <

A rt. I hear thee, and Wifdaiu thy little malice,
That dare* to (Urn my virtue with a crime 
It vievj’l with moft abhorrence ; but reproach 
la loft on thee, lince mode It y, with all 
'I he virtue* that adorn thy tcx, it flctf.

H\ttttn. Audacious tebel!
A n . Infamous adulierefa! -

Stain of *»y father's bed, and of hit throne !
A na. Villain, thou ly’fl. O, Madam, give me war, 

[7k tht J vA't> b*Ui lira, Jraiving bii 
Whatever hirt my fury, calls me bafc, ’ —
Uuwoithy of the Honour of your fon.
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Hold, Artnban : my honour fufFers not 
From his lewd breath, * nor (hall thy twonl profane
* With brawls of blood th* reverence of this place,
1 To pcace andjBcrvd majerty devoted.*

art thou ?
S ^ * v * f 0 . , \  great A> face*. [contrivance.

Art, Ifo,*’tis falle ; thv for^inr mother’s damn’d 
Seek for thy father in that plotting tcflow,

[PuMMtqr tt  Mirza. 
The hero’s race difclaims thee. Why doll thou frown, 
Aud knit thy boyifli brow ? Do ft thou dare ought 
Worthy the rank of the divine Arface* ?
I f  fo, conic forth ; break trom that woman's arm*,
And rafrt me with tby good fword like a man.

t y a .  Yes, Arraxerxes, ye* ; thou limit be w e t:
T he  mighty god* have h«fd us in the balance,
And one of us is doom’d to fink for ever ;
Nor can I bear a long delay of fate,
But wifh the great decifkio were even now j 
Proild and ambitious prin&, I dare like thee 
All that is great and glorious. Like' thine,
Immortal thirft ot empire fires my foul :
My fool, which ot fupcrior poser impatient,
Difdain* thy cldrrfhip j therelore in arm*
(Which give thenob!eft right to kings) I will 
T o  death difpute with thee tbe throne of Cyrus.

Art. Do this, aud thou art worth/ of my auger.
Oh, energy divine of gseat ambition,
That can inform the fouls of beaid’efs boys,
And ripen them lo men, in fpitc of nature !
I tell tbe«,ix>y, that empire i* a A ult,
For which the gods might wage immortal war.
Then let my foul cicrt her mmoit virtue.
And thmk at teafl thou art ArC«ce»’ fon,
That the idea of thy Taney'd lather 
May raife Snd animate thy leffer genius.
And make thee fit (o meet my arm in turtle.

Aria. O h! doubt uot but my foul is chArm’d with 
greatncii,

* So much it rival* ev’n the joy of knowledge
* ih&&Yacred;widiom. What make* god* di vise,
* But power and fcieocc infinite ?'

Heat
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Hear only th is; our father, prefs’d by age,
And along train of evilj which that brings,
Languithes in the laft extremes of life :
Sincc thou wouldft blot my birth with 1 
Be this my proof of filial piety ;
While yet he lives, ceafc we our cnmirj 
Nor let the hideous noife of war difturb 
His parting foul.

Art. I  take thee at thy word :
Let his remains of life be peace betwixt us,
And after that let all our rime be war.
Remember when we meet, (inceone mull fall,
Who conquers and furviyea, furvives to empire. »

[Exeunt fevrrally Qafcn and Artaban, ArtaxtrjSi artj 
Memnon, i*/n fu ts. X  ^

Mir. Moll fortunate event! ^vhith gives us more 
Thao ev’n our wiflies could have nflt’d. This truce 
Gives lucky opportunity for thinking ;
’Twill lull thcle thoughtlefs heroes to fecurity. t

M ar. T h ’ appioaching feftifal will more confirm i t :
* O f all thofe facrcd times which heretofore
* Rcligltm has diftinguifli'd from the reft,
* And to the fervice of the gods devoted,
4 This has been ftill molt venerably held.
* Amongfl thevulpir toil and labour ceafes,
* With chaplets crown’d they dance to the Ihrill pipe,
* And in their fongs invoke thofe milder deities,
* That foften anxious life with | »acc and pleafure ;
* Slaves arc enfranchis’d, .md inveterate foes
* Forint, or at the leaft fufnend their hate, *
* Ano meet like friends.* Pernicious ditcordfeems
* Out tooted fiom our more than iron-age:
* The gods are worihip’d wiih unufua! reverence,*
Since none, not cv'n our kings, approach their temples, 
With any mark of war’s dcftruflive rage,
But facrifice unarm'd.

Mir. A lucky thought 
1$ in my mind at once compltatly form’d,
Like Grecian Pallas in the head of Jove.
When Mcinnoa, Artaxcrxes, and their triod?, f
Shall, in obedicnce ro the hoiy rites, j
To-morrow at the altars bow unarm'd, .

I Orchace*
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Orchanes with a party of the guards.
Who in my palace dial I this night be plac’d.
May at that private door which opens into 
The temple, rufli at once, and feire them all.
T he Ihmls fqcaafc , the mean and heart lets crowd 

b^tifpera’d. 
i f l i P j j ^ i t  ytApropofe 

Wears a iuccefsful tacc, were it as innocent :
An art of fuch outrageous profanation,
May fliock the thoughtsev n o f our clofeft friend*,
Ana make them Hart from an abhorr' J alliance,
That draws the vengeance of the gods upon them.

* Mir. Art thou the firft to ftart a doubt like that ?
* Art thfcu (who doll infpire their oracles,
* A nd«ach them to deceive the cafy crowd 
j—I^loubtful phrafe) alr^jd of thy own gods?
* In e£pry.thaii£e they were on thy fide Rill,
* And fore they will not leave thee now for trifles.
* The gods fliall certainly befriend our caufc,
‘ Afctcaft not to be our ft^s ; nor will they leave 
‘ Their happy feats (where tree from care and pain,
4 Blefs’din themfefm alone, of man rcgardlcfs,
* They loll fereue in everlaftingcafc)
* To mind the trivial bufinefsot ourirc rld.

• Mag.' But morel tear theluperftitious vulgar, 
W ho, tho’ unknowing what religion means,
Yet nothing moves them more than zealous rage 
For its defence, when they believe it violated.

Mir. * I wastobUme to tax the pricft with fcruples,
‘ Or think his care of inw etl was his confucuce.

[.4JU*.'
My caution fliall obviate all thy fi nr* ;
We will give out that they fhemftlves Jtfign’d 
To fire the temple, and then kill the King.
N o matter, tho’ it fiwgis not very probable ;
More monjlrou* tales have olt Anus’d the vulgar.

Mag. 1 yield to your direction ; and to lirengthcn 
The enterpnze, will fecretlv J;fpofc 
A party 01 riy own withiu the temple,
To join with your*.

M  r, Ir jo/< my hftrt fn think 
That 1 (hall &lut iny veugtame vn th'a Memnon;
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That I (lull fee him ftrive in vain, and curfe 
The happy fraud thar caught him. ‘ Like a lion,
‘ Who long has reign’d the tenor o f the woods,
‘ And dar’d the boldell huntfinen to th«tO'iba: ;
*■ ’ fill catch’d at length within fomr
* With foaming jaw* he bites the r.\U
* And roars, and rolls his firry eyes in rain^ >
* While the furrounding fwains at pleafurc ground him,
* And make his death their fport :
4 Thus wit dill gets the mattery over courage.
4 Long time unin itch’d in war the hero (hone,
4 And mighty fame in fields of battle won .
‘ ’ Til! one fine ptojifl of the flatefman’s *
4 Bereaves him of the fpoiU his arms did ^
* And tenders all his beaded prowefs vain"’

•
E n d  of the Second Act.
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A C T  III .

SCENE, A  Cur Jen bringing ta Mirza’s P ain t,

Cleonc is iifiavtred tying on a bank ofjt+ -jxn, 
Beliza attending.

SO K G , by B. Stcjtk, Efq.

UPON a Ibady bank repos’d,
PUilamhe, amorous, young, ant fair, 

.Sighing, to the grav« diiclus’d 
The llory of hercaie.

The vocal groves give fome relief,
While they her notes return jr.

The waters murmur o’er her grief, »
And Echo fee ms to mourn.

• A fwain, that heard the nymph complain;
In pity of the fair,

Thus kindly ftrove to cure her pain, \ »
And eafc her mind of care.
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’Tis juft that love tliou'd give you reft,
From love your torments came ;

Take i bat warm cordial to your bicaft,
Aud meet ikinuer flame.

mrtuift the woman prove,
^  , fe*nymph, beware)

Whoiir fdf y fcorns another*! love,
And courts her own del'pair ?

OV. Oh love ! thou bane of an unhappy maid ! 
Still ait thou buly at my panting heart !
Still doftthoii melt my foul with thy fot't imngeu, 
And make my ruin pleating ! Fondly 1 try,
By jyJfs of hglis and floods of flreaming tears, 

^ T i V t t i t  my forrows ami affttage my pajuom : 
StiXIrcfti frifplics renew^h* exhautlcd ftorcs. 
Love"WJms my tyrant, to himfelf alone 
He vindicate” the empire of my bread,
And bnniflies all thoughts of joy forever.

S it. Why ate you iHlMms cruel to yourfelf f 
Why do you feed and cherith the diTeaft, ,
Thai preys on your de ir life f How can you hoj>e 
To find a cure tor love in folitude ?
Why rather chufeyou not to ftiine at court ;
Ana in a thoufand gay diverfions there,
To lofe the memory of thi* wretchcd paftkm ?

CU. Alas ! B ciia , thou haft never known 
Tbe fatal power ot a r;fiftlefs love :
Like that avrnging guilt that haunts the Impious, 
la  vain we h*»pe by flying to avoid i t ;
In courts and temples it purfues us ft ill,
And in the loudett clamours will be heard:
It grows a part of ut, lives in our blood.
And every beating puile proclaims in force.
Oh ! think not then^tat I can flrin royfelf;
The grave can only hide me from my forrows.

J)J. Allow me then at leaft to flure yuur griefs ; 
Companion! in mi»!ormnes make them let*;
And 1 could I'uffer much lo make you eafy.

CU. Sit me, gentt-- maid, and while I tell 
wretched tale of unregarded lore,

4



I f  thou, in kind companion of ir.y woes,
Shalt ligh, or fr.ed a tear for my miflhap,
My gtaicful c \e i fliall pay it back with iotet 
Help me to rail at my too eafy heart,
That rafljy entertain'd thi* fatal gueft:
And you, mv eyi-f, why were you it ill JTpl 
O f anv other light but Aiuxerxe* i f  
Why did you make my woman’* heart acquainted 
With nil the thousand gracc* and perfrftions,
That dref* tlie lovely hero up for conquetl ?

lirl. Had vou oppos'd thi* paflion in it* infancy,
Ere time hail given it ltrength, it might have dy’d.

Clf. That wa* the fatal error that undid m e:
My virgin thought*, and uncxper.enc’d innotc*
Found not the danger till it im* too late.
And tlio’ when fiilT I faw the drirming prince,
I felt a plcafmg motion at my heart, “ v .  
Short-breathing figh* heav’d in my panting breaft,
* The mounting blood tlufli'd in my glowing face,
4 And dy’d mv cheeks with mote than ufual Ulyfljes,’.
I thought him, fure, the wonder of his kind.
And wifli’d my fate had giv’n me fitch a brother :
Yet knew not that I lov'd, but thought that *11,
Like me, beheld ami blefi'd him for his excellence.

JM. Sure never hopelcf* maid was cunt before,
With fuch a wretched paiBoa ; all the gods 
Join to op|)ofe your happineft; 'tis fan?,
Ib is  day the Prince fliall wed the fair A me it ri«.

Ck. No, my Belita, I have n e w  known 
The plealing thoughts ot’ hope: certain il^'piir 
I V b o r n  ut once, ar.d jrith my love ir.cre.i' t*.

‘ fid . Think you the Prince hat e V  p r r ^ i r ’d your 
thought* f

• Cl*, forbid it, all ye chaftei power*, that favour 
4 The mocVlly and innoccnce ot nv^U :
4 No, till my death, no other W aft but thitie. .
4 Shall e’er pattieipate the fatal fecnet.
4 O h ! could 1 think that he had ever knows 
4 My hidden flume, (ha me and con hi ti on 
4 Wou’d force, my virgin foul to leave her m:
4 And certain 8earh enfue.’ '
Thou naoi'J’ft the fait Ameftri?, didit rhi\i n
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[uJam, I did. 
i eu»y not her happinef*. 

s'l. ■ .*• few of our tea are blcfledlike her 
i godlike lord.

<<V«iWi< ■ i, haiJViet's a man !
v1*»:h?6.;>-tuur the^  I might have fought his fricndftup |  
Perhaps from long experience of my fuith,

|  He might have lov’c me better than the reft.
A mid ft the danger* of the horrid war,
Still had 1 been the neared to his 'ide ;
In courts and triumphs ftill had (hat’d his joyn 

A  Ov when the fporttul chafe hud call’d us fortn,
Togethc# had »c  cheer’d our fawning deeds,
Together prefs’d the favnge o’er the plain :

- And when o’er-labour’d with the pleating toil, 
btreirh’d on, 'J»e verdant l&il had llept together.
But whttne r doe* my roving uncy wander >
Thefe are the fick orrsMttt of fam a/tic los e.
* So jn the calenture the f^aman fancies
* Green field* and How’ry meadowy on the ocean,

* « 1111 leaping in, the wretch is loft for ever.
♦  ‘ Bel. Try but the common remedies of love,

* And let a fecond flame e*pe! the firft.
‘ Or. Impotfible: as well thou may’ll imagine,

‘ When tlum complain'd ot heat at Scorching m oss,
* Another fun fliall rife to fliine more kindly.
* Believe me, my Beliza, 1 am grown

w. ‘ So lond of the delufiorf ihut has charm’d me,
* I  hate the otttckm* hand that otter* cure.’

p  Jitl. Madam* prince Anaban. #
CU. My cruel flars !

Do yew then envy me my very folitude >
But death, the wretch’* only remedy, 
iiiall bide me from ytnff hated light for over.

EtUrr Arraban.
♦  , lovely imwmcr ! ftill, ftill wilt thou blaft

I e with inaulpicious tear* ?
" ■ *; Ay icet I kneel, and fue for pity,

f \  ‘ *hy cold regard* complain,
» * I 3«1» nufwer me wiih hgb* t

> my lord, what unfwer i-aa I ghrt t
* lain you with my erief,
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Pity the temper of a wretched maid,
By nature fad, and born thechild'of forrovv 
In  vain you afk for happinefs from me,
Who want it for my felf.

Aria. Can blooming youth,
And virgin innocence, that knows 
Know any caufe for griet f  

4 Clr. Do but furvey
* The miferable flatc of human kind,
* Where wretches are the general increafe,
* And tell me if there be not caufe for grief.

* A na. Such thoughts as thefe, my fair philofophe*;
* Inhabit wrinkled cheeks and hollow eyes ; ,
* The marks which years fet on the withqj^i *3 e
* The grntle goddefs, Nature, wifely has :*%, f t
* Allotted other caret for you A and beauijt,^
The god of love llands ready with his torch",,,.';
To light it at thy eyes, but flillin vain;
I or ere the flame can catch, ’tis drown’d in t

• Clt. Oh! Name not love,1'the worftofalli. '- f5v w e ,
* The common ruin of my eafy fex,
* Which 1 have fworn for ever to avoid,
4 In memory of all thofe haplefs maids,
* That love has plung’d in unexampled woe*/

A na. Forbear to argue with that angel face,
AgainJl the paflion thou wert form’d to raife.
* Alas ! Thy frozen heart has only known
* Love in reverfe, not tailed of tos joys ;
* The wiflies, folt deGret, and pleating paint,
* That center all in moft extatic blifs. •
‘ Oh, lovely maid, mtVpend no more that treafure 
4 Of youth and eharmt, which lavifh nature gives;* 
The raphian goddefs frowns at thy delay ;
By het fair felf, and by her foo fh^ fwears,
Thy beauties are devoted to herfervice.
Lo ! Now (lie (hoots her fiies into my bread,' 
t>he urges my detires, aud bids me feiie thee,

[Takiag bet I,ami and I 
And bear thee as a vlffim to her altar:
Then offer up ten thoufand thoufaod joys, V 
As an amends for all thy foimer coldacU.



!(•' . v orbtar, mv lord ; or I muft fwcar to tly 
Tot ever from your fight.

‘ A na . Why doft thou frown, 
e And damp the.fifing joy within my bnraft.
* Art thou rrj^jv'd to force thy gentle nature, 
^8cni{«.ir!-.infie tc\all the world befi.de,

p * And only to me cruel } Shall my vow*,
* Thy father’* intercelEon, all be vain.

O t. Why do you urge my fathrr’i fatal po\v»r,
curfeyou with a faJunlucky bride ? 
tund your eyes on our gay Eaftcrn court),
: fmihng beauties, born to better fate,
•jio the beholders j 
Vf» tome happy princef* with your vows, 

the poor Cleone to her forrows.
quceiimre^box of mail eelefli.il form, 
can drive thy image from my heatt t 

:y call in nature’s f»»iert mould,
Cynthk’* fnimng train of liar*,

* „,mi a the fotreft thethft ever clafp’d
* Her lover, when the bridal nigh’t was p»tt ; *
I  Iwear 1 would prefer thee, O Cleone,
‘ With all thy fcom and cold indiflerl.nce,,
Would chooie to languid* and to die ibr (her,
Much raiherthau be bleft’d, and live tor them.

O t. Oh, prince! It is too much, nor am 1 worthy 
The honour ot your paflion, fincc ’tis fix’d 
By certain and unalterable fate,
That I can never yield to a return : 

i f i  My thoughts #rc all to chafte Diana vow’d,
Jf. And 1 have fwom to die a virgin’votary.

A na . ImpofT.ble! thou caoft not give away 
Mine and thy-fathcr’* right, ev’n to the gods :
Diana will difown th’ unjutt donation,
Nor favour fuch an injury to love.
T o  every (tw rr  divine 1 will appeal,

. . eauty bribe ’em to be partial.
■j . vexpe&us; come, fair fainf,

Aiy.sffgftit-tTit abide their righteous doom, 
dccice my happineU,

’HE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER. j

ii»: enng», anil my name approve,
■ :lve» have felt the powci of love. fE>, 
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.  SCENE, the Ttmflt " f  the San.

Enter Artaxenre«, Ameltrii, ami Attendant!.
At t. *Tis done! Mis done! Oh, let me find fome way 

T o tell the might/ joy that fills my bread”,
Left I grow mad with height of furiou»bl?IK ^
TJichniy prieft ha* ty’d the facred knof,
And my Ameftris now i» all my own.
Oh, thou foft charmer ! thou excelling fweetnefs!
Why art thou not tranfported all like me ?
1 fwear thou doft not love thy Artaxerxcs,
I f  (hou an calm in thi* excci* of happinef*.

Am. Ala* ! My lord, my panting heart yet trembles,
* In vail fufpenfe between unruly joy*
* And chilling fear*.’ Somewhat methinks there i*
That check* my foul, and fayi»l wa* too bqM . i 
T o  quit the pleafute* of my virgin date,
To barter ’em lor care* and anxious love.

Art. Thefe are the fears which wait on every bride, 
And only feive for preludes to V r  joy* j 
Short light, and all thole motion* of thy heart.
Are nature's call, and kindle warm defire*.
Soon a* the friendly goddcft of the night 
Shall draw her veil ot dirknefs o'er thy blulhe*,
Thefe little cold unneceflkry doubt*
Shall Hy the circle of my folding arm* j
* An3 when 1 prtfs thee trembling to my bofotn,
* Thou (halt contrf* (if there be room lor word*,
* Or ev'n for thought*) that all thofe thought* are blifi.

* Am. Yet fjrely mine *re more than cocnraon fears,
‘ For, Oh, my prince !'when my foreboding heart
* Surveys th’ uncertain Hate of human joy*,
* How feiretly the malice of our fate
* Unfeen pur!ue«, and often blalli •tirhappsocrs
* In lull fecurity ; 1 julUy dread, *
* Left death or parting, or lbn»e unfeen accident,
* Much worfe, ifpofliUe, thaoeai h of thefe,
* Should curie u* more thau ever we were blef>'d.

* Art. Doubt not the god*, my toir. * hole rightcoul
‘ Shall favour and protect our virtuous lover. (powr'
* It llill «ho*i apprehend’!1. approaching dau^e*,
* Let ut mAc hulc aud match th’ untciikus jov,

' * While
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* While fate it in our power.
, > * Now let u* flirt, and give a loofe to love,

* I ‘ Feafl ev’ry lenfe, with each lu*uriou* pleafure, 
g * Improve our tpinuret, malic ’em mote thin yearly 

4 Th»n Agei. ’and ev’n live the life of god*.
4 If  after thjp/’d<ath or ill-fortune come*, 

f  ‘ ' i t  cannot irtjure ut, fincewe already
< * Have liv’d and been before-hand with our fate.

* I * Am. Oh ! Itt me eafe at once my tender heart,..
* And tell my dearefl lord my worft of fear*.

: * There i* an ill which more than death I dread:
* Should you by time and long fruition fated, *

, 4 Grow Uithlefir, and forget the loft Amcftfit;
* Foratt that everlaft'mg truth you vow’d,
*• Th-i'fure J Ihould not publicly complain,

' ,* * Vor to the godiaccuf^my perjur’d prince,
* Y »» mi- Oft foul would link beneath the weight J- 
‘ I Ihould grow mud, and curfe my very being,
4 And wifli 1 ne’er had been, or not been lov’d,

4,  A rt. Doll thou—wtyjo every happier flar (hinetfor
* And with propitiou* influence gild* our fortune, [u»,
4 Doft thou invent fcmtaftie form* of danger,
* And fright thy foul w.th thing* that are impofiible f
* Now by the poient god of love I fwear,
* I will have ample vengeance for thy dbubtt.
4 My foft complaining iair, (halt thou not pay me 
4 In joy* too fierce lor thought, for thefe lufpicioruf*

I  4 The band* which hold our love are knit by late,
■V 4 Nor (hall decaying Time or Nature loolc ’em.

* Beyond the limit* of the Glent grave,
y j * Love lhall (urvive, immortal /» our keirg i:

! » And when at once we climb yon azure lkic»,
*• We will b{ Ihown to all tbe bltft’d above 
4 For the ntoft conllant pair that e’er defer*’d'.
4 To mingle wiih their liars.

* Am. ’ Ti* true! ’ Ti* true !
* Norough: I to fufpeft chee. Oh, my hero !
4 The god* have lorm’d thee for the nearc.i pattern;
* Of theirown excellence and prrfefl truth.

Oh* let me fii.k upon thy gencie bofom,
' A”-!, blurtiing, teli how greatly I am blcfl'd.
* Forgive inc., modclly, il here I row 4

** D j . -  4 T h * .

w F W m  ’■ : w- v
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* That all the pleafures of my virgin flaie
* Were poor and trifling to the pretent rapture : '
‘ A gentle warmth invades my glowing breaft,
* Ami while I fondly gaze upon thy fac^,
* Ev’n thought ii loll in exquifite delight.

‘ Art. Oh, thou delicious, perfect, anfet] woman !
* Thou art too much for mortal fenfc to bear s
* The vernal bloom and fragrancy of fpices,
* Wa/ted by gentle windi, are not like thee.
* From thee, as from the Cyprian queen of love,
* Ambrafial odours flow ; my every faculty
* Is charm’d by thee, and drinks immortal pleaf"",
* Oh, gloriou* god ofday, fly iwiftly forward,
* And to thy fifter’s rule refign the world :
* Nor hafte to rife again, but let rhe night .
‘ Longblefs me with her flay, ,that thy return
* A; morn may find me happit-ft of my kuidTV*

F.ntrr Mem non.
My father! Is there an increafe of joy t 
W hat can ye give, ye gods, to^nake it more t % 

M m . Ye bleflingsof my age ! Whom when I view 
The memory of former woes is loft.
Oh, prince 1 Well has this glorious day repay*!
My youth and blood (pent in Arfaces’ fervice.
Nor, had the gods indulg’d my vaineft wilhcs,
Durft 1 have alk'd for fuch a fon as you are.
But I tira roughly bred, in words unknowing,
Nor can I phrafe my fpeech in apj exprcflion,
To tell how much I love and honour you:
Might I but live to fight one battle for you4 
Tho* with my life 1 bo«nht the vidory,
Tho’ my oW batter’d trunk were hew’d to piece*,
And fcattcr’d o’er the field, yet lhould I bleis 
My fate, and think my ycai s wound up witli 

A rt, Doubt not, my noble father; b*t e>. - 
A large remain of glory is behind,
When civil difcord (hall be reconcil’d,
And-tll the noife of faction hufti'd to peace;
Rough Greece alike in arti and arms fever*,
No more lhall brand the Perfian name with ( ’ . * 
Athens and Stwrta wond'ring, ftull behold ut 
Strifl in out difcipUnc, uudauntcd, pattcat

3  -



! 9  f tr ’s tlero toil, and dread our botlile virtue, 
i 't * 4js: llubbora conmonwealtht, that proudly dare 
1 *’ m in  the glorious monarch of the Eaft,

u 1 pay their homage to the throne of Cyru*. 
w''hvfaureucover’d we return,

I"  love tttalpmeet, and fmiling blefi our triumph,
»f ipiHe at her feet I lay the fcepters of the wot Id.

Oh, glorious theme ! By lieav’n, it fires my ag(^ 
^ (1 .kindle* youth again in my cold rein*.

,■ 1. Ha! Mir*a and th e Q jrrn  ! retire, my fairj 
t ’ni’pntle hate and bt aw ling rjjjr tball not 
Difturb thepeace, to which this happy day 

Forward to the attar.
,  [Exeunt A'taxcnre*, Ameftris, Memnon, 

I ' • aĤ  sUttnJuHty,
, - frier J u r , Queen, Mints, mnJ J/HnJoAtt.

I ,  ftfjflgN Ail aredifpot’d, and late but wait* our orders 
'.:g blow.

Wfien. Your caution wg»
B» tii wile and faithful, not to trod my Ion 
Too rafiily w iih i fecret of this nature :
The youih, tho’ great of foul, and fond of glory*.
Yet leans to the Unmlltc rules of honour.
Would hefitate at fuch an ait as thi*,
Tho’ future empire fhould depend upon it-

M trsa. Wheu time (hall add experience to that know* 
W ith which hi* early youth is richly fraught, [ledge, 
He’ll be convinc’d (hat only fools would lofc 
A crown for notionary principles.

1 Honour is th? unthinking (oldief** boaft, 
i Whole duU head cannot reach thwfc finer arts,

By which nun kind i» govern'd, 
j And yet it gives a lulUe to the great,.
‘ And mikes the crow<Cdort> ’em.

Altrza. .Your fon (hall reap 
: The whole advantage, while we besrthe guilr:

You, Mad*m, when the (acred hymn* are (inifh’d .
Mud with the prisce retire; our foe* wljcn Ceil’d,
.Within the temple may be befl iccui’d 
."ill v’ou difptrfc thcii late.

TH E AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER. <4
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Queen. The rife* attend us ; [Solemn Mujic it btar, 
This day my fon it monarch of the tall.

Mir%a. Lend ut, ye gods, your temples but this da , 
You fliall be paid with a^cs of devotion, .
And alter thit, lorever undiflurb’d, 7 
Brood o’er your fmoakingaltart. 'n .

[Exeunt Qijeen, Mirza, and AttouJt

Tbr Scene tfening, Jhf-.vs tbe Altar tbe Sun, M vr~  f  
frveral other P ritftt attending. Solemn Muju it;
Tfjen enter cn cue Side Memnon, Artaxerxef, A
and Attendant! \ on tbe other Side tbe Qut.r!' r j t..
Artabjn, Cleone, Cleanthet, and Attent,:.
all bow tenvardi tbe Aitar, and then range tb
tacb Side o f tbe Stage, •while dte Joll*win( JB'-.-tvs if w t\
form 'd in Parti, and Cbnrut by the Priejtf, ’

I I  Y M  N to tbt Sun, fy  W. Shi p* .  ! <«j£ > 4
Hail, Light, that doubly glads our fph?
Glory and triumph of the year !
Hail, fcftival, forever blfft.
By the adoring ravifh’d E alt!

* Hail, Mithra*, mighty deity !
* For fire and air, ard earth and fw,
* From thee their origin derive,
‘ Motion Mid Form from thee receive,

. 4 When matter yet unsfled lay,
* No fooner thou infus’d’ft tVft' ray,
4 But the dull maft itt.power obey’d.
4 But an harmouious world was made.*• »
4 Which llill, when thou wi'.hdraw’fl thy boras.
4 An undiflinguifli’d Chaos feemt,
4 For what areob Vets without fight f 
4 Orvifion, when involv’d in tight?

4 Night it an univerfal grave,
4 Where thingt but doubtful being have ;
4* T ill them thy beams illuminate,
* And, as it were, again create,’

Chorus, 6cc.



* Hail, fource of immaterial fire,
* That ne’er began, can ne’er expire j
* Whofeorb, with ftreaming glories fraught,
* Dazzles t lie ken of human thought.’

All the dependent fphere* above,
By thy direction fhine and m ore:
Allpui«r bcirtg. here beiow,
From Ihy immediate ellcnce How.

What » the foot of man, but light.
Drawn down from thy tranl'ccndient height t  
What but an intellectual beam ;
A (park of thy immortal flame ?

* Forafcthou rul’ft with gladfome ray* 
s  4 The ijrca'cr worlJ* lb tbit the lefa:

u And .tic thy own diftulive loul,
* Shoot* lite and vigour thro’ the whole.

w* bincc then from rtjpe at firil it came,
* To thee, tho’cViggM, it point* its flame:
* And confcioua ofSuperior birth,
A Defpifes thia unkindreU earth /

Chorai, tic.

Hail, Orofmade*, power divine !
Permit us to approach thy Ihnne 2 
Permit thy votaim to raife 
Thrir grateful voices to thy praife.

Thou art the father of our kings,
The ftcm whence their high lineage fpringi;
* The lovereign lord, that doe* mantaia
* Their nncontrol’d and boundlefs reign.

Oh, then aflift thy drooping fon,
W bo lonj; has grac’d our Ptrfian throne I 
Oh, tnay be yet exteod hit fway I 
We yet Arfaces’ rule obey !

•

4 Let thy vitality impart
* New fpiriti to hi* tan tin jjheirt:

. * Let him, lileihee (from whom be fprung)
• * Beeveraifti»'e, ever young/
Eg* * Chorus, &c.

[M r*
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[Itl'm  tbt Mufu is ended, Memnon, Artaxersel,

Queen, Arraban, tlfc, go off at they etucred, frvtraJfjtji, 
cnlt Mirza comei forward, and tin Scent Jbuts ; be lo. 
after Amelins going out, and then fpeafa

M ir. What means thii foreign warmth w ith ia& ^s 
breaft ? .

Is this a time for any thought but vrngcancc ?
That fata! beauty dazzles my weak fenfe,
And blafls the refolution of my fou l:
‘ My eyet in contradiction to my purpofe,
‘ Still bent to her, and drunk the portion in ;
‘ While I flood ilupid in fufpence of thought, .
‘ And now like oil my flaming fpirit* blaze; '
* My arteries. my heart, tny br.nn if fcorchlT, _
* And I am all one fury,’ Fectfie Mirza ! *
Cunrt thou give way to dotage, and become
T hr jefl ot fools f N o! ’tit impolfible i 
Revenge (hall rouie, 1 and with her iron whip*
* Lafh turth this lazy ague froffi my blood, *
* This malady of girls. Remember, flatefm*n»
* Thy fate and future fortunes now are forming,
* And fumtnon all thy counfels to their aid,’
Ev’n thy who'e foul------It wo’not be s Amcftrii
Still rifcs uppermoft in all my thought*,
The matter-piece of nature. The boy god 
Laughs at my rage, and triumphs o’er my folly.

[.4 ntmkltuout noift it heart*. 
Ha ! by the gods, ’tis doing ! Now, my flars,
Be kind, and make me mailer o f  my willi a; once. •

Enter Magas.
But fee, the prieft—Why doft thou dare and tremble * 
H-ive wefucceeded f fay ; and eafemyfean.

Mag. My foul is pieic’d with horror ! Every god 
Seems from his tlirine to threaten us with vi u sance  
The temple reels, and all its pond’rous roof u
Nods at the prolanation.

M ir. Bafe and fearful !
* How t-an thy wretched foul conceive fuch monflen ? 
Can ft thou, who wouldft be great, lie fuperfiitious K '  
Bui ’tis the coward’s vice. Say, we our enemies iocur\

M
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T»g. They are ; the Prince, old Me;unon, and hi* 
•. An Orchanes’ hands; only Tigranet [daughter, 
IV'ih fome of lefler note are tied.

Mir. No matter:
TS cfe are the Ibul, the reft a lifelcfs mafs, 

f t worth our apprchcnlion. .
Will you ftay,

^ K n c c t the furious thunder of their rage f
Mii-. I wil l : thou may’ll retire, and fumtnon back 

'i ,iyfc»ttcr’d fpir ts : >et not the crowd fee 
Thy feari; ’twill nuke thee vile and cheap among ’em.

(Ejcit Mag,
JL*ttr Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Ameferii,^r//»*(Tj, 

OrcK tries and Guardi.
, Art. S hm  ! Villain ! Anfwer—fay—how haft thou 
"■’T o  do this infblence f • [dat'd

On-/’. I know my order*,
Which from the Queen roy mi ft refs I receiv’d,
Who will avow her own authority. [poflible !

lir ti Ha ! from the Qlieen ! She durft not, ’us im* 
’ T il facrilege ! Yu treafon ! "ti* damnation !
Am I not Artaxerxet i Born to empire,
The next degree to gods t O thou bright Sun,
That roll’ll above, the object of our worthi p,
Cam! thou behold, and not avenge thy race ?
Thy injur’d race i If I could ought admit 
Unwqithyof thy great original,

, l .e t  me be doom d to lall this villain’s ftave.
I f  not, why am I made the fcorn of wretches
* So much h*iow me, that they hardly fhate 
‘ Tbe common privilege of kind : but are
* A* be alls to men — ’

Afiv*. See where the mafter-villain ftand* ! I'nmov’d 
h. d harden’d iD impiety ; he laugh*
At the fictitious jultfce of the goat,
A ui thints their thunder has not wings to reach him.
But know, the joy thy triumph bring* it (bon ;
B.y fate (iftbe gods govern) or at leaft 
My mind, ’t beyond thy reach, and fcomt thy malice, 

M ir. Dull, valiant tool, tby ruin it the ieaft,
Tlie*noft ignoble triumph of my w it 
CIcandcr’i blood aUu for fubHautial vengeance,

* And
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4 And when the  th o u g h t that labour* in my bread 
4 Appear* in action, thou (halt Ln<*r the  Caufe
* Why I remain to view thy luted face,
* That blafl* me with its prefence. Thou (halt km',* 
Andcurfe thyfc'f ; curfr the ill-omen’d Aay
T hat gave thee birth ; renouncing all the god*,
Thyfelf of them renounc’d, (halt link to hell 
In bittereil pang*, and mingle with th* furies.

Afrm. L’nhallow’d dog, thou ly’ft ! The utraoft : r# 
O f all thy Audy’d malice cannot move me
* To any aft that mifbecomes my courage 
And it the gods in trial of my virtue.
Can yield my life up to the hangman’* mercy,
I ’ll (hew thee with what eafe the btave and honed 
Can put off life, till thou (halt damn thy aK?J"
•Thy wretched art*, and impoterfce of malice.

Mir. Rell well aflur’d̂  thou flwlr have caufe to try 
The pbilofophic force ofpaflive virtue.

A rt. Oh, death to greatncf* ! Can we fall (blow,
To be the ikvifli objeft of hi* fcirth i  *
* Shall my jufl rage and violated honour
* Play the buffoon, and minifter to laughter ?
4 Down, dpwn, my fwellinghearr, hide thy refentmenj,
* Nor profiitute the ruffled majefly
* Of injur'd prince* to the gaz/mg crowd ;
4 My face (hall learn to cover the emotion
* My wounded foul endure*.’ Ha ! my Ameflri* 1 
My love ! my royal bride ! The fpoiler, Grief,
Dcface*every feature : like the deluge
T hat rail'd the beauties of the firllcreation-'- 
1 cannot bear it— Villain*, give roe wav—•

[He iresiifrom  tht Guards that bold him, m j  ;M .' 
b e ll i f  Ameftri*.

Oh ! let me hold thee in my throbbing bofom,
And ftrive to hide thy forrow* from tAy fight;
1 cannot fee thy griefs : and yet I want 
The power to bring relief.

Am. Ah ! no, my Prince :
Thsre are no remedies tor ills like ours ;
My helplef* ft* by nature fand* expos’d 
T o  all the wrongs and injuries of fortune t 
Detcncciefs in inyfclt, you went my retug*,

* v



1 v  iu are my Lord; to whom fliould I complaint 
‘jb  ace you cannot redrefs me f  Were you not*
The houour, joy, and fafety of Amefttit f 
1 For you alone I liv'd, with you alone
* I could be happy.’ Oh, my Artaxerxet !
One influence guides our confenting furs.
And Hill together we areblefi’d or cura’d.

‘ M ir. With a malignant joy my ear> drink i*
* Her each hurmomou accent; every glance
* G « i  to my heart, and flirt alternate motion*
* O f heat and cold ; aU*y pleafure now,
‘ Thrill* all my reins, anon deftre grows hot,
* And my old finewt flirink before the flame. [

4 A rt. Go on, and charm me with thy angd’t voice,
4 Sooik-<*r i*tfuage the fury in my breaft,
•* That urget me to unbee*niing pillion :
4 My rage growl cool amidfi thy foft complainings ;
4 And tho’ thou talk’ll of wots, of death, and ruin,
4 T it heaven to hear thee.

4 A n . Since thit it all ctir wretched confutation,
4 Let ut indulge out grief, till by long ufe 
4 It grows habitual, and we lofc the pain.
4 Here on the marble pavement will we fit,
4 Thy head upon my breaft; and if remembrance 
4 Of cruel wrong* lhall ves thy noble hear,
4 The murmur of my fight fhall charm rhe tumukj 
4 And Faie fliall find u* calm : nor will the godt,
4 AVholiere inhabit an^ behold our fuffering*,
‘ Delay to end our woe* iu immortality.

4 A rt. Ha fay’ft thou i  God* ! V ti, certain there 
arc gods, •

‘ To whom my youth with reverence fiill ha* bow’d 
Whofe care and providence are rirtue’t  guard t 
Think then, my lair, they have not nude u* great,
And like themlclvesf for mifcrablc end*.’
M ir. GctU might behold her, and forget their wifdom. 

' \  [AjtJe.
■M t  delay too long. Orchanes, lend thy ear.

[Mirza 'vdj j'pen Orchsnet, E xit. 
Mem. My children, you are Uill my joy and fcappi- 

ncfis ;
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Why am I made your curfe ? Tbij hated head 
To  death devoted, has involv’d your innocence 
In  my deftru&ion,

[Guard.i lay heldon Artaxerxes and Amm ¥ 
Am. Akis ! my father!
A rt, Baibarovii dogs ! What mean you f 
Orcb. Convey the lady to Lord Mirxa’* palace,

*ri* the fjueen’s will (lie (hall he there confin'd.
Art. 1 hou cauft nor mean fo damn'd a villainy'

Thou dar’ft not, (halt not part u s : Fate can’t do u.
Mem. Curfed old age ! Why have I liv’d to fee thi* t  

O h , my children !
Orcb. Force them afunder.
Art. Hew off my limb*, ye dop, I will notloofe’env 

4 Oh, deni ! Death and luiie* P MyV»uc~*Oy i®s. |  
Am. My Lord, my hufcifid!------ (Amelins* *

[Orchanes and one party e f  tbr G uardi firre  Artaxer: 
a id  Mom non oj'enc *iv»y, and the ether party bt 
Amelbis another. , .

R c-n ttr  Mira-a.
%Tir. This was molt noble mifihief! it (lung home 

*Twa» luxury of vengeance—* 'Twas not ill
* T« keep aloof: thefe boiilerous beafti have pawl, { 
4 And might have fcratch’d : the wife (hould not allov
4 A polTibitity lo Fortune’* malice.'
Now to the reft ; tlm Prince, this huftund, die* ■> |  .i
To-morrow’t dawn brings bis and Memnon’t late, i 
Thi« night let them dcfpair, and ban, aud rage.
And to the wooden deities within
Tell frantic tales : my hour* (lull paf* more pleating—
I f  love (which yet I know not) can give pleafure.
* Love I What is love * The paflion n r t  boy, )
4 That fpends his time in laiinefs and fonaets:
4 Lull is the appetite of man ; and Hull 
4 Be fated, till it loat'< the cloying banquet.
* The wife arc privileg'd by human frailty
4 To tafle ihefe pleafure*, but not dwell upon them j.
4 They mar and dull the faculty of thinking.’
O i t  night I fafely may indulge in riot,
4 'Ti* politic lewdnels, and aSiiU my vcngeance ’
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grow young and forfeit on her charms,
• afcious fweets; then rifing from her aims,

• naufeous, momentary joy forget, 
i  . m yfelf again ; again be wile and g r o t .  [ £ n ' / »

E n d  o f  the T h i r d  A c t .

THE AMBITIOUS STEr-MOTHER. f»

A C T  IV.

SCENE, 7 le Palace.

Enter Aruban an, I Cleanthes.

A btabam,
“'I S  bafe and impious! Where are the tin  

JP A,. Shal^cep mankind in order, if religion 
P ■ ut)lic fairt) be violut< l̂ ? ’Tis an lujury

beards both gt>ds and men, and dares their juftice.
-  Cua*. The tearful croud already take th'alarm,
'Break off their folcmn fporti, their fongi and dances, 

An»^Wildly in tumultuous concert join :
;f  and danger fit in every face,
itile they dread tbe anger of the god*,
fe, who know th’ effect* of popular fury,

;hem expeft that vengeance which they tear.
. i. Thefacred power of majetty, which fiiould 

'  ic, owns and praters the violence.
~u-i not, fliall not be : who fleaU a crown 

like thefe, wears it unworthily, 
r . The Queen, yrfUr mother, Sir, (he will rxpefl 

lould approve that aft her power hat done. 
a. I’ll inCet her as I ought, and fliew myfelf 

i iy the noble rivalfliip ot empire.

Enter the Queen, Mirra and A t ten Jan is.

•iren. My fon, I cgme to joy you of a crown 
glory, certain now. Vour fate at length 
matter'd that malignant influence 
1 which it flruggled long : you are a king,

■ r'greateti that our eattern world beholds; 
i  U«o’ my widow’d bed be caufe for grief, 

for thy fake, my for, I joy to fay 
«ccs is no more.

E i  Ai ts .t  i t
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Ana. ‘ ’Twere vain and foolilh 
‘ T o  mourn hi« death with ceremonious forte-- *
* For tho’ he died the greateft of our race,
* Yet fince decaying age had funk him low,
‘ And all the native majefly wa« loft,
* *Fwas time the foul mould feek for immon
* And leave the weary body to enjoy
* An honourable reft from care and fiikncfj;
Peace to hit afliet, and eternal fame
Dwell with hit memory; while we who live 
Look back with emulation on hi* greatnefs,
And with laborious lie pa drive to afcend 
That height where once he fat.

Thou haft already 
Attain’d the lofty fummit of hit glory; m  , , ,
Hit throne, expeas thee but to fi(and fill it.

A na . No, Madam ; when the godt choofe worthy 
On whom to place fuch greatnefs, they furr*
The glorious pri*e with toil aud thorny danj 
And bid the man who would b j great, dare- 
Be it lor dull elder brothers to )x)(Ttfs 
Without deferving ; mine’s a nobler claim,
Nor will 1 tafte the god-like joys of power,
’Till men and gods with juftice (hall confcf*
* Tit barely the reward of what I merit.

Hkctn. What means my fon t 
A n a . Towreflle for a crown.
$*«*. With what famaftic (badow wouldfUhou’̂ v 

The hauphty rival of thy hopes it*faU‘n t * 
l i e  lire* indeed, but 'tis to grace thy trnimp ,
And bow before thee; tljcn be fwept away 
l.ike the remembrance of an idle dream,
Which tho’ of yeiirrnight, is now forgotten.

Aria. It grieve* me much to fay, my royal 
I rannot take a crown upon thefe tewns,
Tho’ even from your luinds: the confciousv 
That witnefles within my breaft for glory,
Point* me to greatnefs by the paths ot honot f ,
And urges me to do as a king ought,
That would not wear his purple as the gift 
O l impious treachery and bale deceit.

^ ; Sify, V r%'w '-



Queen. Amazement turns tny fenfes! Or, I dream !
For lure thou canft not mean fo poor a folly.

* * Haft thou been bred in the wife arts of em pire ?
t  4 Been early taught to know the worth of power ?
s 4 And wouldft thou lofe the golden opportunity,
f  ■ * With which thy fortune courts thee, for a notion ?

4 An empty found of virtue ? A dry maxim, 
i 4 Which pedants have devis’d for boys to canvas ?’

Can my fon think fo me»nly f Go, let free 
(Since honour bids) this lordly elder brother.
Bow like a flave beiore him, wait his pleuturcs,

, Aud live •dependent on his feaoty pcntion;
1  He may reward thy lervile loyalty,
J. And make chce ruler of fome petty province,

‘ ; xJi recompetice of royalty giv’n up.
►  A na. No ; (tho’ I mull confefs I would not hold hitn

, ■ 'w Caught in avillain’s {nare, * nor do a murder
* Unworthy of a hangman’ ) yet to death 

1  I ltiH defy him as my mortal toe. 
fT . f And lince my father > Utc*dlIoWei that truce 
I  1 T-o which Lltoodengag’d , ’tis vvar agajj. 

i Amiiil^jhe fteely fcjuadruns will 1 fctk 
l T h i s  haughty brother, by his fiWiils furrtntnded,,

And back’d with all th’ advantage of his birth j 
Then bravely prove upon him with tny fword,

< fi He fillfidy brands me for a bookilh cow ard,
That Nature’s error only gave him pcefcreoce, 
jjjnce Fate meant me flu: king.
. Queen. A mother’icaie is walchful for tby (kfety,,
Elfe wert thoft loft, tlnu honourable to i l :
"Long might’ft thou vainly hunt in bloody fields 
For that advantage which tby willing fortune

* Now reaches to thy hands : 4 in battles with- 
•> Uncertain wiegs t^e wave ring goddefs Hus,

, 4 And oft with pariial hand bellows her favour
*> 9 °  fo°'* at>d thick-fcull’d heroes ;’ fciie bet now,

W file (he is thioe, or Die is loll for ever,
" Z f t J i i . A n .  No matter, let her fly ; the eagle Viittie 
/  1 " ,ih?*' foar beyond her, and command bet flight:

t p/>rtune is not n>y iniftrefs, but my ll.ivc.
' '■ .'ofterity, that reads the name of Aruban
»  ^it ‘JkeiecorJo of empire, (hall not biulli

£ . y  T *
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T o think I plotted with aknavifh prieft.
The fcandal of his venerable fun&ion,
* And mark of the god* vengeance,’ to betr,
A princc my enemy ; ‘ as if being coufcious
* Of leffer worth, and of unequal courage,
‘ I dvrft not fairly ft rive with him for greatu 
Let the abhorr’d and impious treachery 
Obfcurely die unknown to future ages ;
Or if our fliame mull be deliver’d down,
By all the kingly hope* that fire my foul,
It fhall not pnl» without a brand of punilhm :•

‘ Qturn. ’ Tis wond’rou* well ! Young mu 
it rarely !

‘ You mean to l>e renown'd for early jullice^ 
‘ And mark your oftenratious lo y  of virtue,
* Ev’n in their bloods who lift you up to pow> r ;
* Perhaps we too ourfelves mult be arraign’d
* Before your puny liar, and feel your axe j 
‘ Twill be a noble fubjeft for w>ur praife,
* And yield much mutter to declaiming flatted

* A rt.' You, Madam, are my mother : W
And bids me fee no faults in her that bore me 
Thofe other (lave* that dare" ■

J*iut*. Maybeiinmort.il, 1 t- i/
For ought th»t thou canll do to caufe their f. • \
* Is nor thy power the creature of my favou
* Which in precatiuu* wife ou me depending
* Exiihby mv concurrence to its Wing ?’
Miftakfti youth ! 4 whofe giddy brain ambiri
* Has. like the fume of d(unlen vapours, ttf 
Thii.k’ll thou that 1, whofe foul was form’d &.♦ 
Would lay the golden reini of empire down r 
Or truft them to the guidance or a boy,
Who fhall difpofe of me, or thofe th*t ft-rvetr 
According to the diftates of old morals.
His bearded tutor gleans from mufty authors ?

A na, Nay then, ’tis time I ftiould exert m;
And tho' you gave me bitth, yet Iron* the go 
(Who made my father be a* he was, royal,
And liampt the mark of greatnef»on my wul 
I  claim my right to empire : may 1 fall
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ViJc and forgotten, if I ever own 
Any fuperior being but thofe gods.

Qarrn. Thou rav’il, and halt forgot me.
Aria. No, you are 

My mother, aud a woman, form’d to obey ;
On that condition all the lex’* privileges 
Are founded : the creating hand hat mix’d 
Softneli and beauty in ) our competition,
T o  charm and bend the mind of man, i.upaticnt 
O f the ignoble pleafure ; you were made for 
The weaknefsar.d neceflities of Nature 1 

! •"'nr tieeble fouls for grcatneft fuited :
irnment is monllrous in you. 

jou mighty goddefa, Nature! dolt thou hear 
i  f Tnis 111 mien t apbraider,

» urs'd in my indulgeht bofom f 
m e  future greatnclk to the (kies,

'oul has Ubour’d more than when 
forrow for his birlh :

>y!------  *
, that vaunt’ll ihyfell upon thy manhood,
It he thv rougher kind e’er bad,

i : *onfcf« d woman's fuperior wit,
i our fex’sjuit prerogative.’

ither’i fondncis plead hard for thee,
■r -ould pay the forteit of thy imblence ;

-/know, young *ing, that I am fate in Pcrfia, 
d life and death depend upon my pleafure.
Art. The world would be well govern’d, fhould the 
:pute thrit providence to woman’s care, [god*
id trull them with the fate of kings and empires.

‘ Yet thou an fafc’—Away, nor tempt me fur
ther.

ie patience ev’n of^god. themfelrcs has limits,
" ‘-o’ they with long forbearance view mao’* folly ;’ 

if thou dill pe 'fill 10 <Ure my power, 
f i^ th e m , I  may be urg’d to loofe my vengeance,
Jwr iho’ thou wen my creature, itrike thee dead.

M i' Befeecb you, Sir, retire ; the Qi>een your mo- 
' ^>ours with wt^vit fortfjght lor your good, [ther,

<d i* incens’d to ice you thwart that purpolc,
A n a , a
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Ana. What ii the good of greatnefs, but the power ^ 
Madam, 1 leave you ; my own innate virtue 
Armi me againft your rage, unjuft and impotent:

.Wait but the gieat fuccefs my foul divines,
And you will own your little juggling arts 
Have only ferv’d to oblirutt a w.iile my glory.
An.' Ik ret n this cider brother from my conrjueft.

[Exeunt Artaban an./'Cleanthei.
* i^uccn. Some envious puw’r above, fome holtile de

mon,
* Works underhand againft mv ftronger ge ,
‘ Ai:d countermines mr withdomeftic jari.
* Mulkious chance ! When all abroad was f 
‘ To f  art an unfeen danger from nu le lf!
* Mirza, didft not thou n-.irk thg haughty b
• With what aflinning pride ho own’d hit da
♦  And claim’d fupeiiority of power ?•
‘ Oh, can I live and bear to l«ccontroul’d ?
‘ To fltare the plcafureof fupjjeme oummai
• With him or any one ) Oh, Artcinila !
‘ Didft thou difdain fubje&ion to a hutband 
4 'Hie proudeft title of that tyrant man,
• Andcanil thou yield t’ a boy, a fon, by n -
* And grateful duty to obrdience Ixiund i '

Mir. Madam, let me intreat you, by the
To calm your jiift rcfcntments. * Meddlii 
4 (Whofe malice labours to perplex the wilt 
4 I f  not prevented will unravel ajfr
• Thofe liner arts, which we with care have 
The Prince led on by thjp pernicious honoA 
M ayfet the pris’ners free; think, if  that ha 
To what a (hock ot fate we ft and expos’d.

«W ». ’ Tis tiue ; thi. foolifh honour rub
• Ridiculous notion ! ai if lcif-int£i

*4 Were not the firft and nobkft law of natun, *
Say then, wife Lord, and let tby ready wit, Jv 
Still prefent to itfelf, avert this blow.

• • M ir. One methoil, tho’-ungentle, yet remi If 
To  remedy the fears this iil prodace i>;
’fhisinftant let a guard confine the Prince; 
t i e  he o n  gain the meant i  (hat mild.. « .?i
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ditates a gain ft himfelf and us :
>rrow, early as the morning dawns 
ifoners all fliall die ; that once difp*tch*d, 

i >g'ng fit of honour will relax,
ive him leifurc to conlidcr coolly 

. .if antagc of his fortune.
.rtf. You hare reafon ?

: adly brook confitieniei , muft learn 
arit a» he can j perhaps ’twill bend him,
Jake |iis youth more pliant to my will.

Mir. Your orders cannot be difpatth’d too foon,
,a "the Hying hours is prccious.

: f 's u n u c h  liagoas, let him attend us, 
i ... e inlbuiHons on the inflant.

{[Exeunt t ’.m Queen an j Mirza, J\vtral!y.

SC EN E, Mirxa’s P a!aft.

( ' iu a Man t Habit, lo iti a Dark-Lantbtrity
HtWiAtfoilmviHg. 

ttle powers who view our cares with pity, 
rtpalfion to the poor Ameftris. 
a ! was not thy foul wounded,

- i 1 now we part by her apartment) 
fee . . accents of her loud complainings f  

; * v , fiy akiiig heart bleeds for her fufferings.
Bel. ‘ Tis rare (he feels the bitterell pangs of woe j 

nd were not all my thoughts to you devoted, 
er grief would deeply link into my foul.
'by will you jempi alone ter. thoufand dangers * 
aur father’s mid the furious Queen’* refentment ; 
tie crucl guards, and all thole fatal accidents, 
hich in the horror of this dreadful night, 
ight fluke the refolution of a man.
CU. Pr’ytbec no m;>re, thou know’ll I am refolv’d, 
id all thy*kind advice is urg’d in vain ;

^snd millaking fears prefent the danger 
dreadful than it is : this maller-key 

mitt me thro* that paflage to the temple,
• .inch the guards, who feized the unhappy prince 
i*»orning, enter’d ; that of all the relt

n ‘ u ao’ I fear his haughty will



I t  only tef'i unguarded, and from (hence,
Alfifted by the triendly veil ot night,
We may cundtwft him thro’ my father’* palace 
In fafety to the ftreet: There undiftinguifn’d 
Amon2li the bufy difconteniedcroud,
Thai (warm in murmuring heap*, he may retire : 
Nor (hall my father or the Queen e*er know 
The piout fraud my love wai guilty of.

/>’<•/. Vet Hill I fear---------
CU. No more, retire and leave me ;

My drooping heart fit* lighter than it’s wont,
And cheerfully pref»ge» good fuccef*.

Where flull I wait you f 
CU. At my own apartment.
Bel. The mighty god» proteft you.
CU. S oftly  : retire. *

What noile wa» ihutr—The creature of rr fk ii.
In vain, fond maid, would# thou belie thy .«&,
Thy rowatd foul confefles thee a woman. If 
A foolifl), rafli, fond woman where am I 
T o  fave my godlike hero. * Oh my hearer
* It panti and tremblei, fure’ti»joy not f ra  j -
* The thought hai giv’n me courage : I Jhjjr
* That idailmgof my eye*.’ What if I It i 
Then death ii in my reach, and endi my ft

(54 di 
W hy doll thou (hake, my hand, and fear tc 
This inllrumetit of fate? It I fucceed,
■\ i t  Artaxerxe* will not live for me 
Aud my defpair ivill want thy friendly aid.
Death ev’ry way fliut* up«ny gloomy profp
* It then there be that Lethe and Rlybuin,
4 Which prieth and poet* tell, to that darte
* My foul, of lite impatient, fhall make hall?
4 One healing draught my <juict flia^ relio.,
4 And love forgotten, ne’er dillurb me

' ' * i

A  Nigbt-Si txe • /  th< Templt e f  lU

F.nt/r Memnon and Artaxeixe 
A rt. Still *tu in vain ! this idle rage i* va 

And yet my ftvelling paiHuns will have way ,
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‘ And rend my labouring breaft 'till they find vent.
* Was it tor this, ye cruel gods, you made me
* Great like yourlelves, and as a king, to be 
‘ Your facrrd image ? VYas it but lor this ?
* To be cut dmvn, and mangled by rile hands,
‘ Like the falfe nbjcrt ot mniaken worlhip?’
Why rather was I not a peafant Have,
Bred from my birth a drudge to your creation,
%ud to my dellin'd load inur’d betimes?

Mtm. The malice of our fare were not compleat,
Had we not been by juft degrees to happinefs 
Rais’d, only to lie plung’d the deeper down 
In anabyf* of woes. Early fuccels 
Met and attended, all my youthful wars ;
•• .*.«3 «iA;n 1 nub’d :i mid It the dreadful battle,
* 'l he weaker Genii ofciur Afian monarch*
* Shrunk from the force of ourfuperior larej
* O’er-marcb’d they fell, and by my fword were f.vept
* Like common beings from tbe glorious field.’
Then wa* theday of triumph, then,
My foul was lifted high, ev’n to the liar*.
Hut now—what am I now 5 O, damn’d reverfe of tbmme! 
Now, when my age would he indulg’d in ealc,

■•And joy in pleafure of my former fame,
Now I am curs’d ; held at a villain’* mercy,
My toe* derilion, and the from of coward*.

Art. Oh, torture of my foul! damn'd racking thought! 
Am not I too referred for ferrile vaflalage ?
To fie the fubjti‘1 ot a hoy’* command )
* A boy b;j nature fet beneath my fn'ay,
* And bom to be my flavc ! Shall he triumph,
‘ And bid me live or die ? Shall he difpofe
‘ His beardlef* vifage to a fcornful fmile,
* And tell me thar his pleafure i* my fate.*
No ; my difdainfuHbul fliall llruggle out.
And Hart at once from it* dithonourM minfion.

,Mrm. Ob, royal thought! nor (lull they keep back 
frho’ its common mea- * be not in reach. [death,

ohyll my old (bldier’t outlide, rough and h.rdy,
Scarr’d o’er with many an honourable mark.
Be rag’d for public (corn ' Shall Mtrjui tell me,
Tbit* didii thluu once,and now thou ir t  my llaje ;
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My foot (lull fpurn thee, tread upon thy neck,
And trample in the dull thy lilvcr hairs ?
Shall 1 not ratherchoak, hold in my breath,
Or fmear fume wall or pillar with my brains?

A n . R.igc, or fomc god, (hall fare us from dishonour 
But Oh, my father! C«n we take our flight,
Tho’ to the llsr», and leave my love behind ;
Where is die now ) Where is my queen, iny bride, 
My charmer, my Amellris ?

Mem. Speak not of her.
A n . Not fpeak?
Mem. Nor think of her, if poflible.
A n . Was fhc not fnatch’d, 4 t*rn (

4 Wbilft ever)1 god look’d on, and faw t 
4 Heard her loud cries, which vainly lit 
4 Their llow unready vengeanqc !’ Wa j
Torn from my panting bofom (yet I live •
Ev’n on our bridal-day ? 4 Then wher.
4 Were kindly join’d, and made but one 
4 Then, when Ihe ligli’d and giv&’d,and b w‘
4 When every touch, when every joy g 
4 And thofe that were behind were mop ’ u ,
To lofe her iheu ! Oh ! -----
Ami yet you bid me think of her no more.

Mem. I do j for the bare mention turns my brain, 
And even now I border upon madnefs;
So dreadful is the very apprehension 
O f what may be.

4 A n . Can we make thought go back ?
4 W ill it not turn again, cleave to our breads,
4 And urge remembrance ’till it fling us home ?
4 H* ! now the ghaftly frene is fet lifore me ;
* And as thou faia’ll, it runs me to ditlnuft on ;
4 Behold her beauties, form’d for kings to ferve,
4 Held vile, and rreatcd like an abjeft Hive !
4 Helplefs am id it her cruel toes lhc (land*, •
4 Intuiting ArtcmiTa mocks her tears,
* And bids her call the gods and me in vain. J

4 Mem. Would that were nil.*
A rt. Ha ! Whither would)! thou drive me ? **•
Mem. Did you like me confioer that <lô  M 'rtl,  

Early to heti devoted, aud the luric;,
I I



Born, nurs’d, and bred a villain, you would fear 
The ivorft effefte his malice could exprefs 

jj On vinue which he hates, when in his power.
| r $ &  A rt. What is the word?
Ef ■».; Mem. What my old fault'ring tongue 
; Trembles to u tte r ; goatilh luft and rape.
V C A rt. Ha ! rape! if  there are gods, it is impoffiblf.
L  j-' Mem. Oh ! dreadful image fora father’s thought!

' | To have his only child, her fex’s boaft,
\T h c  joy of fight, and comfort of his age,
Tpmeg'd by a villain, (lave, ‘ his ruthlefi hand 
4 VVound in her hair,’ to fome remote dark cell, 

fcene for horror fit, there to be blotted 
;jSy his foul lull, * ’till appetite be gorg’d.’

| f a t  fuvage firft, let this old hand
'rhat oft ha»blefs’d her, in flrr blood be drench'd ;
JLet me behold her dead, dead at my foot,

„ To fpare a father’s greater ftiame and forrow. 
jhSKjdfr/. A father ! VVhat's a father’s plague to mine ?
^  I* htifband and a lover! if it Pan be, , 

j  V  there is fuch a boarded curfc in dorr, 
f  . nmsfi* me now, ye gods, now let your thunder 

r jail on my head, and llrike me tn rhe center,
(tlsef1, if I ihogkl furvive my ruin’d honour 
lAtid injur’d love, I ftiould ev’n curfe your godheads, 
Kun banning and blafpheining thro’ the world,

■ ‘And with my execrations fright your worlhipper*
* From kneeling at your altars.’

Enter Cleone tuitb a Dark- Lantbtrn artJ Key.
«* CU. This way/he echoing accents fecm to come; 

k L '; '/1 1 ’*** the wretched prince ! 4 Oh*, can you hear him,
I'^  et refufe to lend your aid, ye gods i 

‘ *' frt. This gloom of horiid night fuits well my fou!,

r
* e, forrow, confcious worth, and indignation,

mad confufion in nfy Ub’ring breail,
. rt ,1 am alfo’er thacs,

J 4 i this, alas !
fit of Artaxerxe*, Perfia’s heir ?

Af . e^poorlamp to chear the difmal (hade 
S n fS f  tig ‘nuge holy dungeou ! • Slave*, murderen,

F ‘ Villain*
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* Villains that crofles wait for, arc not us’d thus.’
I ’n fliew my felf.

[Sir turns tbe Light, and comes tnvardt 
Artaxerxes and Memnon.

Mem. Ha ! whence this gleam of light i
A rt. Fate is at hand, let’s hafte to bid it welcome,

I t  brings an end of wretchednefi.
Cle. Speak lower ;

I am a friend : long live prince Artaxences.
Art. What wretch art thou, that hail’ft me witha curfe? 

Come from that cloud that muffles up thy face;
And if thou haft a dagger, Ihew it boldly:
We wiflito die.

Cle. Think better on my errand ;
I  bring you bleHings, liberty y\d  life.
And come the miniiter of happier fate.

[Turns t!>e Light on herfclf. 
Now down, my blood, down to my trembling heart,
Nor fparkle in my vifage to b^ray me. \ltfid t,

A rt. Ha! a* I live, a boy ! a blulhingboy!
Thou wert not form’d fure tor a murderer’s office ; ( 
Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou art.

Cle. Oh, feek not to unveil a trivial fecret,
Which known imjxurs you not. I am a youth 
Abandon’d to misfortunes from my birth,
And never knew one caufe to joy in life, „ <
But this that puts it in my power to favc 
A prince like Artaxerxes. Aik n<S more.
But follow thro’ the mates that I tread,
Until you find your fafcty. '

A rt.Thus forbidding,
T hou giv’ft me caufe t’ enquire: are then the guardi 
T hat when the day went down, with ftrifteft watch  ̂
Obferv’d the temple gates, remov’d  or fled ?

CU They are not, but with numbers reinforc'd j 
Keep every pillage; only one remains <
Thro’ Miria’s palace, open to our flight. _ . >

Mem. Ha! Mkxa ! there’s damnation in his narat, 
Ruin, deceii, and treachery attend i t ;
Can life, can liberty or fafety, come
From him, or ough- ih.u has an intcreft in him f  »
Bather, fufpea Uiis feigning boy his inilrument,



To plunge us deeper yet, if  pollible.
In  mifery ; ‘ perhaps fome happy accident,
* As yet to ut unknown, preferves u» from
* The urmod malice of his hate while here,
* This fets his wicked wit at work to draw us
‘ Forth from this holv place ; much better be
* The pris'ners of the gods, than wear hi»-fctters/

Cle. Unfortunate fufpicion what fliall I fay
To urge 'em to be fafe, and yet preferve 
My wretched felf unknown ? [AfiJe*

4 A rt. Surely that face
* Was not defign’d to hide difTembled malice.
* Say,youth, art ihouof Mirza’s houf*(asfure thou nuidr
* I f  thou pretend'd to lead us ihat way forth)
* .Aud canU thou be a friend to Artaxerxes,
* Whom that tell dog, rit.it miniller of devils,
* With moll opprobrious injunct has loaded ?

4 Cle. Tho’ I am hi», yet fure I never (har'd
* His hate— Shall I confeis and own my Hume ?
* Oh, heavens!— —  • [AfiJts

‘ Mint. Mark, th’ unready traitor ftammers;
‘ Half-bred, and of the mungrel ft rain of mitehicf,
1 He hat not art enough to hide the cheat,

■«* His deep-defigning (ord had better plotted.
4 Away I Thinks he fo poorly of our wit,
* To gull ut with a novice?— —Ifour fate
*■ Has giv’n ut up, and mark'd ut for deftru£lion,
* Tell him, we are refolv’d to meet it here.

4 Cle.' Yet bear me, prince, fince you fufpefl me fent 
By Mirza, enfnare you, know I fenre 
(Oh, godt '/ to  what am I reduc’d !) [A/ule.y—-hit daugh- 
Lome god compaflionate of your woet hat (tirred [ter ! 
A vt-cman's pity in her (bfter bread ;
And 'tit from her I come to give you liberty. 
j. beg you to believe the. [Sir vittfs.

Art. Set, he weeps !
4 Mem. The waiting teart flood ready for command, 
And now they flow to varniffi the falfe tale.’
A rt, His daughter, (ay'll thou ? 1 have fcen the maid# 

Dcfl thou ferve her ; and could flic fend thee to me ?
’T it an unlikely riddle.

. jjfrw. Perhaps ’til meant,
C  F z  That
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That (lie who (hares his poifonous blood, lhall (hare 
The pleafure of his vengeance, * and inure
* The woman’s hands and eyes to death and mifchief.* 
But thou, her inftrument, begone, and fay,
T he fate of princes is not fport for girls.

CU. 4 Some envious power Wafts my pious purpofc,
* And nought but death remains: O that by that
* 1 might pcrfuade him to believe and truft me ;
4 And fly that fate which with the morning waits him !

4 [ # * . '
I grieve, my lord, to find your hard fufpicion 
Debars me from preferring your dear life,
(Which not your own A me (iris willies more.) 
To-morrow’s dawn (Oh ! let me yet prevail)
T h e  cruel Queen refolves (hall be your laft.
Oh, fly ! let me conjure you, fifrcj,-ourfelf.
May that moft awful god that here is worfliipp’d 
Deprive me of hischearful beams for ever,
Make me the wretched’ft thing he fees while living,
* And after death the lowtft ot fhe damn’d ,’
If 1 have any thought but for your fafety.

Art. No, I have found the malice ot thy m'.ftrefi ; 
Sincc I refus’d her love when fhe was proffer’d 
By her ambitious father for my bride,
And on a worthier choice bellow’d my heart,
She vows revenge on me for flighted beauty.

C!t. My lord, you do her moft unmanly wrong;
She owns the merit of the fair Ameltris,
Nor ever durft imagine flic dcfer*’d you.
Oh ! fparethat thought, nor blot her virgin^*ame>
In filencc ftill fhe wonder’d at your virtue#, \
Blcfs’d you, nor at her own ill fate repin’d ; /
This wounds her moll, that you fcf^A  unkindly 
T h ’officious piety that would have fav’d ysu.
Carelefs of in oflended father’* rage.
For you alone concern’d, (lie charg’d me guide you.
When midnight deep had clos’d obferving eyes,
Safe thro’ her father’s palace with thi* key— ——
And if I met with any that durft bar
Your pafluge forth, me bid me greet him thu;——  '

ffffidlr ftujpj 
[ Artaxerxes catchts btr a ijb t /all.



A rt. What haft thou done, rafh boy f
O f. Giv’n you the laft,

And only proof remain’d, that could convince you
v  I  held your life much dearer (han my owh.

Mem. Horrid amazement chilli my freezing veini ?
CU. Let me conjure you with my lateft breath,

Make hade tofeiie the means that may preferve you;
> 4 T h ii key, amidft the tumult of this night,

[Giving tin Kry, 
Will open you a way thro’ Miraa’n palace.

\  May every god aflift and guard your tiiglit :
And Oh ! when »U your hopei of love and glory

1 »  Are crown’d with juft fuccefs, will you be good,
^)  And think with pity on the loft Cleone ?

A rt. Ten thoufand difmal fancies crowd my thoughtl^.
* * Oh ! is it poflible thou caBrt be fhc,
. , Thou molt unhappy fair-one i
■ ’ : > CU. Spare my lbamc,

L Nor call the blood that flowi to give me peace,
[ Buck to my dying checkin Can you forget 

Who was my father ; and remember only 
How much I wifh’d I had deferv’d your iriendfhip f  

*» N ay, let my tongue grow bold, and fay, your love? 
f  But ’twas not in my fate.

Art. Whatfhall I fay,
To witnefi how my grateful heart is touch’d f 
‘ But, Oh ! why would’A thou give thii fatal inftancoJ* 
Why haft thou lfain’ii me with thy virgin blood I 

,:*? ■ 1 fwear, fweet faint, for thee 1 could forgive 
, The nfaliceof thy father, ‘ tho’ he feeks

• My life 4&d crown ; thy goodhef* might atone
* Fv’n for a nation’s fins.’ Look up, and live,

|  And rtiou flialt ftill be near me at my heart.
CU. Oh, charming founds, thatgemly lull my foul 

Toltverlafting reft ! *  fwear ’til more,
> More joy to die thui blefi’d, than to have liv’d

. .1  monarch’s bride : may every blelTmg wait you ;
In war and peace, ftill may you be thegieatell.
The favonrite of the godi, and joy of men------
I  faint—Oh, let mt Itan upon your arm—  [Hitdirt.
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Art. ‘ Hold njpihc light, my father.’ Ha ! fhefwoom! 

T be  iron hand ot death iion her beauties.

W  r 3 ** •
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And fee, like lilies nipp'd with froft, theylangnifh.
Mem. My tough old foldier’s heart melts at the fighf, 

And an unwonted pity moves my breaft ;
Ill-fated maid ! too good for that damn’d race,
From which thou drew’ft thy being ! fure the gods, 
Angry, ere while will be at length appeas’d 
W ith this egregious viftim : let us tempt ’em 
Now while theyfeem tofmile.

A rt. A beam of hope 
Strikes thro’ my foul, like the firft infant light 
T hat glanc’d upon the chaos ; i f  we reach 
The open city, fate may be ours again:
JSnr Oh ! white’er fuccefs or happineis 
Attend my life, ftill fair unhappy maid,
Strt! fhall thy memory be my grief and honor,
O n one fix’d day in each returning year,
Cyprefi and mvrtle for thy fake I ’ll wear ;
I v ’n my Ameitris thy hard fate fhall mourn,
And with frefh rofes crown thy virgin urn,
‘Till in Elyfium blcfs’d, thy gentfe fliade
Shall own my vows of forrow juftly paid. ’ [Exeun^

E nd  o f  t he  F o u k t h  A c t .

A C T  V.

SCENE, Mirza’s PaU tt.

Enter Miria, Magas, anJ Attendants, ivitb Lights^

‘ M im a .  \

P
HO ! You o’er-rate the danger. j

* M ^ a t. I f  I do,
* W e er*- in the evtrerae, fince you efteyn it
* As much too lightly. Think you then ’til nothipg,
* This horrid jar of tumult and confufion?
* Heads white with years, and vers’d in long experiencet
* Who vet remenibei ill the different changes
* A rollii'g agr produces, cannot call
* To ntsnd one ’n11 nee dreadf ul as this night.,
* Imernal dift d, hideous to behold,
* Hangs, like it* efil genius, o’er the city,

* And



* And fends a fnake to every vulgar breath
* From feveral quarters the mad rabble fwarm,
* Arm'd with the inftrutnentsof hafty rage,
* And in confus’d diforderly array
* Moil formidable march : their differing clamort,
* Together join’d, compofe one deafening found j  
i*1 Arm ! Arm ! they cry, religion is no more,
‘ Our gods are flighted, whom if we revenge nor*

* ‘ War, peftilence, and famine, will enfur,
* And univerfal ruin fwallow all.

* Mir. A crew of mean, unthinking, heartlef* Haver,
* With eafe ftirr’d up to mutiny, and quell’d
I With the fame eafc, with like exprefhons ihew,
* Their joy or anger : both are noife and tumult,
* And ftill, when holidays igake labour ccafe,

* t  They meet and (hout: do thefe deferveour fears t
* Mag. Moft certainly they may ; if we confidcr

* Each circumftance of peril that concurs;
|  y i  Tigranes, with the reft thjt ’fcap’d the temple,

* Are mix’d amongft this herd, and urge the wrong* 
Which with the gods their prince and Memnon l'uffer.

: ‘ Mir. N orn tea  we fearev’n that, fafe in the aid
* And number of our friends, who treble their*:
* For this mad rout, that hum and fwarm together,
* For want of fomewhat to employ their folly,
* Ipdulge ’e*f in their fancy for religion.
* Thou and thy holy brotherhood ofprieft*
‘ ShalH i proceffion beA the facred fire,
‘ And all our golden gods; let their friends judge
* , f  ?jll they V*t>k not kindly at o^old ;

a moil apt amufement for a crowd,
»*l' gaze and gather round the gaudy fliew, 

f  quite forget the thoughts of mutiny.
•ird ftull wait yoy.
'or. Why go r.ot you too with us j
• hold vour wifdom in moll high regard, 
vill be "greatly fway'd by your perfuafioii ; 
iccafton is we'll worrh your tare and prefence.

O h ! you’ll not need my aid: beii ies,iny friend, 
 ̂ ours this nif;ht are drftiu’d to a talk

are import than are the fates of millions 
p p r  : - .groveling foul* as theirs. As yet the fecrct ^
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* Ii immature, not worth your prefent knowledge :
* To morrow that and all my breaft it yourt.
* Im uftno t, dare not truft him with my weaknefs,
* ’Twill mark me for hit fcorn; ’tit yet fome wifdom,
* It we muftneedt be fools, to hide our folly. \Afidei

* Mag. He meant the prifonert’ death; let him engrofs
J The people’* hate, monopolixe damnation,
* ] will be fafely ignorant ot mifchief. [Afidr—
‘ Hereafter when your wifdom (hall think fit
« To fliare thofe thoughtt, and truft ’em with your friend*,
* I (liall be pleat’d to know ; this inftant hour
* My caret are all employ’d on my own province,
* Which ha Oct me hence.

‘ M ir. May all yourgods aflift vou.r  [ Exeuut^,

THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER.

I

SCENE, an Apartment th Mirza’t Palace►

Enter Ameftrii. - 4
Am. Will ye not hear, ye ever gracious Gods P  f t

(Since fure yon do not joy in ovy misfortunes, i I
But only try the ftrength of our frail virtue)
A rt not my forrows full ? cun ought be added ? J
My royal lord, and father! yet dear names 
In which my all of happinefs w«t fumm’d.
What have the miniflert of fate done with you
Are you not dead t Too fure! that’s part n doubt: [band I"
Oh,Memnon! Oh, my prince! my father! Off, my hu£».

Enter Mirza. f  ̂ (
M ir. Such Juno was (except alone thofe »<nr«> -■

When, upon Idu’t top (he charm’d the god,
That long had been a ft ranger to her bed ; "I 
Made him forget the hufineft of the worlj,
And lay afide hit providence, t ’employ 
The whole divinity upon her beauty.
And fure ’twas worth the while; ha*i I bee Jin * '
So had I too been pleat’d to be deceiv’d . fi
Into immortal joyt. O crafe thy teart'—  \

Am. Give ’em me back, or if the grave Ok, ’ u
Reftorc to none, Oh, join my fate to theirt 
Shut ut together in fome iilent vault,
* Where 1 may fit and weep till death’s kiiv it*
* Shall lay me gentl\ by my lord's dear fim,
And hufh my forrow* in eternal flumber.

« Mi'-. In pity to your lorui afTuage thofe tears,
Sorrow •
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. / P  Sorrow is beauty’s bane ; nor let your breaft 
pi1 Harbour a fear: I wage not war wiih fair ones;
1  ‘ But wi(h you would efface thofe ugly thoughts,
■  * That live in your remembrance to perplex you
* Let joy, the native of your foul, return,

Ami love's gay god fit fmiling in your eyes,
*!■ As erft he aid ; 1 bring you j j v  and glory,

And would fo fully recompenle the loft" 
p You fondly mourn, that when yoa coun: the gains, 

i |  Yourfelf fltouidown your fortunes a.-e well chang’d.
Am. Oh, impious comfortrr ! talk’ft thou of joy, 

i  When nature diftatcs only death and horror f
■ § Is there a god can break the laws of fate,

* And give m« back the precious lives I ’ve loft ?
W hat nam’lt thou recompence f Can ought atone

*For blood ? A father’s antf a hufband’t biood !
. Such comfort brings the hungry midnight wolf.
When having llain the fllephcrd, fmear'd with goro,

•; H e leaps amidlt the helplefs bleating flock.
,;l * Mir. Away with this pAverfenel* of thy fex,

■. ♦ Thefe foolilh tears, thefe pecvifh fight and fobbings,’ 
""^Xook up, be gay, and chear me with thy beauties,

• And to thy with I will indulge thy fancy.
M ot all t h ’ imagin’d fplendor of the gods
S’ all match thy pomp, fublime’y (halt thou ft-.ine,

■t leboaft a r t  glory of our Afian world ;
>r fliall the of all thv tow’ring fex 
•• ►**••1 t«ce (thou lovcfy fair) in power.

. ■ power, on power, and place fupreme.
f re  is but one, one only thing to think Oil) 
‘M lord, and his dark gaping grave,

.. * . unclos’d impatient ot my coming.
, Jiften, gentle maid, while J impart 
fuch foftnefs to thy ear, 
ie halcyort brooding o’er the waves) 

i its influence hufli thy rtormy griefs.’
; ne ! and if thou bear’rt one thought of pity 

M  breaft, Oh, leave me to myfelf,
* ‘J  y  prefence, hideous to my foul, 

x  d confutation*, drive to add 
■il woes, thatfweU’d without thy  help , 

gfct w . i f t  and bubble o’er th e  m argin,
M r ,



Mir. W hat if I talk’d oflovc ?
Am. Of love ! Oh, monfter!
Mir. Iflove be monftrous, fo it this fair frame,

This beauteous world, this canopy, the Qsy,
* That fparkling Ihines with gems of light innumerable!
* And fo art thou and I, fince love made a ll;
* Who kindly reconcil’d the jarring atoms.
* In friendly league, and bid ’em be a world.
*• Frame not thy lovely mouth then to blafpheme
* Thy great Creator; thou art his, and made for j  
‘ His more peculiar fervice ; thy bright eyes,
* Thy moift red lip, thy rifmg fnowy bofom,
* Thy every part was made to furniih joy,
* Ev n to a riotous excefs of happinefs.
Oh, give me but to tafte thy blilaful charms,
And take my wealth, my hunotcr, pow'r, take all,
All, all for recompence.

Am. Execrable wretch !
Thus, is it thus thou would ft sfiuage my forrowa f 
When thy inhuman bloody cruelty,
Now with redoubling pangs cleave my poor heart,, 
Corn'll thou befp»tt*d with the rcccnt (laughter 
T o  proffer impious love ; accurfed fiend !
Horror and grief flull tum me to a fury;
Still with my echoing cries I willpurfue thcc.
And halloo vengeance in thy guilty car* ; /
* Vengeance for murder ! tor my prince’s m a ile r !
‘ And for my poor old father !’ Think not, vif,iia. - 
Who art the plague and fcourge of human-kind,
That there is peace for thcc, whi 1ft I run mad
With raging forrow. Wngeance, vengeant • wait* thec( 
Great as my woes ! ‘ my dear, dear Artaxen 

Mir. I am not lucky at the glofuig art 
O f catching girls with words; b u t‘tis no matter ;
Force is a fure refort: and when atriaft 
Fierce as a tow’ring faulcon from her height*
I floop to (trikethe prey, it is my own. \A £
Ohftinatc fool, how dar’ft thou crofs my wi&es?
* Since the fame hand that has avenged me well
* Upon my other foes, commands thy fate ?*
Tho’ mercy, in compaffton of thy beauty 
Reach out her h u d  to fave thcc, yet, if  I  urg'd,

Rere
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Revenge may ftill take place—think well on that.
Am. That, that is all the mercy which 1 aJk ; 

indulge thy thirfty malice in my blood,
And haften me to peace, * my woman'* heart
* Shall gather all its little flock of courage
* To arm me for the blow. Tho’death be terribly
* Ghaftly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him.
* My better life already is deftroy’d,
* ImperfeiS now and wanting hall myfelf,
* I wander here in rain, ana want Miy hand
* To guide and re-unite me to my lord.

Mir. Alas! thou haft not read aright thy dlftiny, 
Matter of much import requires thy life,
And ftill detains thee here. Come, I’ll inftruift thee, 
And put thee in the way of fete’* delign.

• [Laying boUta her,
Am. Unhand me, rillain !
Mir. Nay, you muft not ftruggle.

Nor frown, and look alkcw : fantaftie fex !
''Hmt r " '  men on the drudgery to force you 
3.0 v u '  fa lion.

1  i • . , c, non Her! Shall he brare you,
> i>i .>{ all not your lightning blaft him ?

Mtr* O h , : ;ir gods have pleafurcs of their own j
charms the wanton Jove,

-tint. iV'-'' - » he revels, norhai leifure
■ r^-ing.
,, x ta . . aft -v, fweet heaven !

' ' n i Oh fave me! fave me! fave me J 
0 1  I tf i  tu u e  along ! yoli lee you drive in vain.

f Striving with brr, 
j£jf " W  hope of aid from gods or men ?

.’tSb-J ;• (i thee then, kneel to thee, 
ith my prayer? and tears implore thy pity.
. Speak, for enchantment dwells upon thy tongue, 
all the fluttering fpirits in my blood 

ce nimbly on to the celeftia! found.’
. What fliall I fay to move him to companion ? 
gnorelm^, proiVate thus upon the earth, 
e conjure you, fparemy virgin honour; 
re to commit a wrong to you unprofitable,
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* Yet worfe to me than torments, racks, and death
Kill me, the laft ot my unhappy race.
And let old Memnon’* name with me be loft.
‘ I f  dtath be not enough, let me live wretched;
‘ Pull oft’ thefe robes, and clothe me like a (lave,
* Then fend me out to labour ai fome village,
‘ Where. 1 may groan beneath a cruel mafter,
* Be hardly ut>’d, and want e’en food and raiment,
* Till cold, and dirt, and poverty lhall change
* And make me loath fome at my fellow-wretches.
* Oh ! let my ragt claim only this one privilege,
* To wrap me in the grave a fpotlefs maid.’

M ir. That tongue which plead*, maket all entreating 
vain,

(  Thy every motion, each complaining accent,
‘ Warn* mealrefll, and urge* ntw defire j 
‘ Thou art, thou inuft be mine, nor heaven nor earth, 
‘ Nor rhe confpiring power of hell (lia!l fave thee 
I long to lofe my age in thy embraces.
To balk and wanton in thy warnjpr fun 
Till a new youth (hoot thro’ me.

Am , Chafte Diana,
And thou, the guardian of the marriage he'd,

(() ctting h tfe ft em him. 
Tbou, ‘royal Juno, Oh, p rot eft thy votary!

Mir. * My jaded age and weak t nrvcrateljr'b*
* Falter and llirink unequal to their office.’ ' >*■
i  pr'yihcc yield ; come, yield and be a queen ;

I Laying Mdrni ha t^a'a. 
Yield, and be any thing. 1 cannot bear ;
Thei'c fierce convulfive ilam, tliu raging fla r 
H u t  drinks my blood.
* Am  Oh, never, never, never.
* A caufe like this will turn me to a fighter,’
T o  my laft gafp, to death 1 will refifh

M ir. My coward llrcngth, 1 doll thou gr '  a . i  
beauty ?’

Roufe, and defer vc ihe pleafure thou would . -sM.- 
Am. Unmanly traitor !—fcize him, all y< - 

? [J* tbejtrmegkjl* Jrawl ii i  aw* f.<aiarjt 
f A : :ir. [ faUmg. ] Damnation! Oh, my fc- r'.JjgjMkt ■' 
Has ftruck me to the earth.

TH E AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER.



I

A n . There fink for ever ;
Nor rife aorain to plague the wretched world.

Mir. My heated blood ebbs out, and now too lsie 
My cooler reafon bids me curfe my folly.
Oh, idiot, idiot! to be ough t fo poorly !
‘ Where are thy fine arts now ? Unravel'd all,
* Mangled and cut to pieces by a girl !
‘ Oh, iliaine of wildom ! when revenge wag fure,
‘ And fate was in my grafp, to lofe it .til,
4 Negleft the noble game, run out my years 
‘ On the purfuit of joys 1 could not u i l e —
My memory muft be the jell of boys.

Am. My boaftcd courage links at light of blood.
‘ [Leu mg full tbt ptniarJ.

* Tho* juftly Ihed, and I grow ftilf with horror.’
f MirA athmptifg tv r f i t fa lli again. 

j. ^  Mir. It wo’not be ! Life gulhes out amain,
And I Hull die without revenge or aid.

J  [Trampling ivitbaut,
* * What Boife.it that withou*there ? Help !

^Am. Oh, heavens !
'* ~? }ut will become o f  me ?

j  K nif Beanes baflilj.
f&i* M v Lord * Where are vou i

— ;e ground ! What wretched accident t
y « i _

8C ,U honors ne’er (halt match.
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;< h "> i to make this night tompleat,
St. nvik'V< < horrors i*e’er ftiali match.

'S  O* relia#«! 1 am ullen vilely,

V

1 li> , to t life wilt Tolly all
A  .••«<$!• tv •; ren.mn of what is paft.’

j i; alk’ft of horrors’, fpeak ’em boldly, 
an add to this conluliou. 
my Lord, and fummon all your ivifjom,

• toniy of foul, t ■ heart—
/ • fiwd ! I tannor wai< my preparation,

< s -v.ie take me as it bmU me.
ear it thus ; your d.ugntet’s dead— —

. * J; 1 er/ghtcr ?
h>’ words have met with an unguarded fide,

* p trce ev’n thro’ my foul. Say, how? Where? 
t'$ . Tell me !------
O i l .  As with a guard I kept the terople-gatei,

O  I heard



: '■

I  heard old Memnon and the pris’ncr prince 
Loud as the roaring ocean in a itorm,
‘ Echoing their rage thro* the vail founding dome ;* fi. - 
When on a fudJen, ere th - night had gain'd «
Four hours at raofl, the noife wat hufl/ii in'filcnce. 
Wond’ring, and curiou*ot the caufe, i eiftcr’d,
And found (On, grief to fight!) your lovely daughter 
Prefs’d like a boy, thou warm, and newly dead.
One wound was on her breath Why (he was there,
Or how, we know n o t; to compleat the til,
The prik’ner* bo>h are flrd.

M'-r. Fled ! ’iis impoflible.
H a 1 Which way > Whither ? How f They could not fly. & *

Am. Oh, wond’rou* turn of joy ! Are they not dead 
th'-n I [A/Ms. I

Orch. They could not ’fcajfc the guard*; no other n a f x "  , 
Remain'd but yours, aud even that was fa/1.
Upon the inftant I befetearh avenue
Which to your palace lead*; happily a* yet > k
They are not pifs’d from theacc, *

Am. Guard ’em, ye gods !
Afir. Find’em again, Orchanes, ere I die,

Or I am more than doubly damn’d j this lois A
I* worfc than mine, worfe than my daughter’s death, .
'Tis death of my revenge. 4 Maliciou*(toitune ! ,
* She took the moment >.hen my wifdoni -tddcJ,
‘ And ruin’d me at once. O doating fool!
* Thou fool of I > e, and of perryiious worn; >!’ ,
1 fickcn ; nature tails me ; Oh. revenge ! V.
Will not thy cordial keep back flyinj> life ;
I t (liall ; Orch.*ne», drig tin t trt'ttrcf* to ml ,

Am. Oh, if thou art a man, I th  u jje thei ’-'of
* fcom hi* bidding, fcorn t > be*ii»tlave,
* A devil’* drudge in ruifciuer.’ Save me from d- 
H.tve pity on my youth ; Oh.fpa e t»y Jrouth !

(Orchanc*fu ll, \ineltrrs </<>■:.'« la 
Mir. Uearken not to her, drag her, pull herds;

Shall Memnon boa ft of thee, while 1 die chiiJlef*
No, to Cleone’s ghoft thou art a victim.
» O c-iuld I but have fee -i thee with rhofe eyes 
« 1 view thee now, I hud been wile a .K ® ft;
* That Uce (hall uiakc no more fools ia this world,
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* Down, bear thy fatal beauties down to hell,
* And try if thou cauft charm among the dead.’
Die, witch ; cncbuntrel'j, die. [H tJ .ih  btr.

Am. Ah! meicy, heaven*!
M 'r. I rhank th;x, hand, at lead for thi* laft fervice. 

Now fly, Grikau $, h*lle aud tell the Queen, 
iM y lauft breath tUys for her—Something I would

[hjut Oicitancj. 
Important to her Service— I breathe fhorr,
Lite flavs in p in ,  and tiruggles to He gone,
I ttrive !o v*m to ho!d it----- Ha ! what mean

feThefe fleeting (hades that dance before toy tight ? 
i T i»  deaih, i fell :t plain t th< dtcarit'ul clttn^e

That nature flans at, ilcath ! -----Death!------ Wh»t i*
’Tis a raft difquifuion : pi ii"fts and fcholari [death t

in q u i r e  whole ages, and ajp yet in doubt.
My head turn* round—I cannot form one thought 
That pleafes inc about it.—Dying —muft refmve me;

[Mirza diet.
- Am. Oh, my hard fortune ! muft I die ? die now, 
When Artaxerxes calls andbids me.lirc ?
' * y dear lov’d image ftayi my parting foul, 
t  rid makes it linger in its ruin’d houle.
* H i !  fure he’s dead— ’tis fo, and now he (lands

* £L**ii*g0* Mir?.*. 
‘ Arraign’d br%fe the dread impartial judges,
‘ T o r.:/ - r  to a long account ot crimes.*
Had I but s rength, perhaps my fate may yet 
f .  ^ ./w a y  tv>l»ve1ne.
TMv ... / m i  father make life worth my care, 

my bl iodflow* faft : this *vay, I think.
[Geti offaiA ’If.

at tbt otbtr Sid/ Arraxentes an,! Memnon, with a 
Sn.trd and JDari-Lantbttn.

n. Ha ! heve are lights, ‘ hold up thy weapon, fon.* 
. And tee, blood and a body on the floor! 
means thi-. fceneof death ! what wretch art thou f 
ilyciuttcf powers! ’tu Mirza, fee,
:ms new dea!.
ir. • Damnation’ ibyftm i/hmiifihcnit new to him. 
f there be one deeper pit of fulphur,
SSKf ■ . G  t  One
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One plague above the reft in thofe dark region!,
He, as (hr mod abandon'd dog, raay claim it, \
And vie for preference with devils thcmlelves. tjw
This tx'ay, myprince, let us attempt. [Exeunt and return.

Re-enter Ameftris.
Mem. Jfre mujl return, we cannotpaft that ceay.
Am. The doors are guarded, fate ha.-clos’d me round.
A rt. Ha ! art thou my Amcllris ?
Mem. Oh, my daughter : [^TV run to her.
Am. Are ye then come at laft to blefs my eyes.

Which,could not clofe without one parting view i
Oh, hold me, or I link---------

Mi*t. Al*»! my child —
Art. My crucl lean ! why art thou pale and fa’nt ?

H a! whence this blood ? O h! killing Ipcltacle !
Am. Forth I tom my heart th t crimlon river flows, • .

My lavifh heart, that’haftily confumes 
Iti (mull remain ot life. Oh, lay me gently 
On my laft bed the earth, whole cold hard” bofotn rgL
Moft fhortly be the place of me lone reft. •

Mem. What have wc done i or, O h ! if  we have Can’
What has thy innocence dor.; to merit th is! t

Am. That villain Mirza--------- \
Mem. Ha! • lay, what of him?’
Am. Offer’d mi'll brutal outrage to nr <»:.t 

. Art. Oh, ye eternal ru|e»s of the worlc 
Could you look on tin mov’d I But fay, i 
That I may bow before the gedth^t fav*

Am  Sure’twai lame challer pow’rth  *
And taught my trembling hand to find t 
With his own poniird to* the vitltia’s het 

Mem. Thou art my daughter ftill ! O 
That gives in death an interval of joy.

Am. Juft in that hour of fate a villain 
By whole afTillance the revengeful M iua 
Forc’d me to (hare death with him.

Art. • ’Tit paft, ’tis paft, .' i%. .
* And nil thole fires that lighted up my in. j
* Glory and bright ambition languilh uoW.
‘ And leave me dark and gloomy us the 
Oh, thou foftdyinglwecmeis!—flull I rj*.
And curie myfelf ? curfe ev’n the gods ?- 'w  
1 am the flave of late, aud bow bcniatb



The load that prefles me ; am funk 10 rarth,
And ne’er (hall rife again : here will I fit 
And gaze till I am nothing.

Am. Alas! my lord,
• Fain would I ft rive to bid you not be fad,’
Fain would I chear your grief, but ’tit in vain:
I know by my own heart it it impoffible ;
For we have lov’d too well. * Oh, mournful nuptials!
* Are thefe the joyt of bridct;’ indeed ’tis turd,
*Tit very hard to part; I cannot leave you ;
The agonizing thought diftrattt m e: hold me,
Oh, hold me tuft, death ft)all not tear me from you*

A rt.O  could my armt fence thee from dertiny.
The god* might launch their thunder on my heaid, 
Plague me with woet treble to what I teel :
With joy I would endure^t all to fate thee.
What (hall I f«y ? What (hall I do to five thee ?
Grief fl»akes ray frame, it ir.eltt my very temper.
My manly cohihmcy and royal courage
R i p. gufliing thro’ myeyA : Ohvmy Ameftrit!

Am. And fee my lather ! his white beard it wet 
.Vith the lad dew. I 

Mem. I try’tl to man ray heart,
But could norftnr.d the buffet of this fempeft.
It tears me up—my child ! ha! art thou dying ?

A11 t e j t e f  I’m very fick. Oh, hold me up ! 
tfy pais. *nc?TSaf'-'">, and ac^lddawp dew 
lanpt r  * my face. U there no help ? no e»fe i 
lavr. ’ vour »r:fi, toy love ?

ift ; my heart,
. old? $

ijU you not forget me,
1 , to moulder in my tomb ? -?

•ill not, ftill there will be room 
brunfe in your nrhle heart;
>v'd me truly.’ Now I taint.
Ihield me from that ugly phantom, 

th ! how dark and deep it is i 
! fight■ — ... . 'tia hideout horror ! 
wi o'er me—let me not lie there.

f Atrxftrit din 
t fr-.ytt  lilt tare way, and the laft rufy breaih 

G  1
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Went in that figh. * Death like a brutal viftor,
* Already enter’d, with rude hafte defaces
* The lovely frame he’us nia Tier'd ; lee how foon 
‘ Thefe Harry eyes have loft iheir light and luftre !
* Stay, let me clofe iheirlidt.’ Now for reft ;
O.d Memnon ! ha ' grief has transfix’d his brain,
And lie perceive* me not.—Now what of thee t 
Think’ft thou to live, thou wretch ? Think not of any 
Thought it damnation, ’tit the plague of devils (thing ; 
T o  think on» hut they are. And fee, tliii weapon 
Shall (hield melrom it, plunge me in forgetfulnefs,
Ere the dire fcorpion, thought, cau rouze to fting me. 
1-cnd me thybufoni, my cold bride : ill-fortune

[Lji»g byt>tr'
Ha* done iti worft, and we flutt part no more;
Wait for me, gentle fpirit, fmce the liars 
Together mull receivc us. [Stafa binftlf. j Oh, wett’aim’d ! 
How foolifti is the coward s fear of death j  
Ol death, the gveatell-------- f^iell way fc1

[MemnonJImhiis lotting on tie- 
aaj then Jfxaki.

Mtm. Yet will I p ta e ! yet, tho’ my i 
And tut n to ileel or marble. Here’t a ligl 
To blcii a father! thefe, thefe were yoi 
Y< bounteous godi! 4 You’ll fparc my t 
You gave me being too, and fpun me ou 
T o  hoary wretchcdief*. ‘W ay, ’i water 
Oh, curled, curfed, curfed fourfcore yea *
Ye heap of illi, ye monft’ioui pile of pli 
Sure they lov'd well, the very flrenms of 
That ^owfrom their palcbofonts, meet am, * “
Star, letree view ’em bewer— 1 nay, \i* i
It thou art like thy mother------Qietiy’J tt
W het* it Ihc ?—Ha ! that dog, that »illai 
He bears her from m e: lludl we not purfui * 1
T he w hii I of battle comes acroft me, fly { .
Bf^nX ; they (ball not, dare uot brave m ■
* H«y, ’tis a glorious found {’ rufli on, m . *
We’il llart and reach the goal of fate at onct

f; J
£mtrr Ml tbt ethe^ fd r  Queen end After. Jan!

Qutrn. Why am 1 fumnwa’d with iliis c

•
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This i« no common ruin; A rm encn !
And Memnon’s daughter ! • Mira*, thou art fallen
* In pomp 'iis (laughter: could nor ail ihy art*,
‘ That d .l'd ab ut deftrn&ion to our encmie*,
* Guard thy own life from fate ? Vain fxmii of wifdom,
* That with fantsftk pride, like baty children,
* Builds paper rowns and houfes, which at once
* Tho fund o f chance o’erturtu, and loofely leaner*!’

1\ft At. Oh, difmal fig t ! [LlhcjMg.
Quint. What i* it fright* thy e/e* ? 
i)l A t. Oid Memnon'n body
• S^etn. ’ Ti* a grateful horror.’
\ft At. Upon the floor the butter'd carrafe lie* 

W ch’ring in gore, ‘ whilft on the marble-wall
* A dreadful maf* of brain*, grey-hair, and Wood,

*  * I* fnear’d in hidcou* fcxture.’
iguerr. Fierce defpair 

Ha» lorc’d a w»y tor the impetuou* foul.
'T u  well, he is in pef.oe— What mean* this tumult f

•  [Sheml, 1 luthing , f  fverdK. 
Enter an Officer, bitfiirerd drawn.

OJi. Fly, Miriam, leftyouc perfon be not lafe ;
The traitor Bag< a.;, to whofe charge you trulted
The prince vottr fon, ha* drawn the guard* to join him, _
And now, tflHfed by the furiou* rabble,
3n ev "v  .u* they charge thofe tew who keep 
rh'w pal'* e and the temple, with loud outcriei,
’roctotr .ng that they mean to free theprn’ner*. 
h  th-- <*, ere 1 fled to gitc you notice,
-'ell oy the prince's hand; the aging torrent 
->6redowt» jur weak refinance, and purfuing 
rt :*h •ous h»fte, e r’n trod upon my flight :
"hi' mftant bring* them here.

^•uen, Let them eomc on, 
cannot fear; this ftorm it rais’d too late,
'land fecure of all I wilh already.

[S/nut and i lajhing efJhw rJi again*

r ^er Artaban, Cleanthe*, anil AttcniUuitt, w ill tbtir 
fis.'trds drawn.
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Oh, nature 1 let me turn my eye* away,
Lett 1 am blafted by a mother’s fight.

Queen. Ungrateful rebel! do thy impioui arm* 
Purfuc me for my too indulgent tondnels 
And carc for thee ?

A rt. Well has that care been fltewn ;
Have y ou not foully ftain’d my facred fame t  
Look ot* that feene of blood the dire efTeds 
O f cruel female art*. But, Oh, what recompenfe ? 
What t an you give me for my murder’d love ?
Hat not the labyrinth of your fatal counfelt 
Involv’d my fair, my lovely, loft Cleone ?
By out bright god« I fwear, I will alien 
The majclty ot manly government.
Nor wear again your chains. ' Still at our mother
* Be honour'd ; rule atnongft yftur ma^d aud eunuchi,
* Nor mingle in our ftate, where m^d loniulion
‘ Shakes the whole frame, to boaft a woman's cunning/ 

Queen. Thou talk’ll as if thy infant hand could gulp , 
Guide, and command the lortane of the 
But thou art younj; in pow’r. Rememb'
Tby father, once the hero of age,
Was proud to be the fubjeft of try fway j 
Th'- warrior to the woman’s wit gave way 
And found it was his iutereil to obey.
And doft thou hope to (hake oft' my comir 
Doil thou, the creature of my fawning lu 
When I alkrt the pow't thou dar’ft^nvade,
Like Heaven 1 will rcfolve to be obey’d,
And rule or ruin that which once 1 mace,

* (/Cjtlr**/ Q trrft 
An. L et a guard wait the Queen : iho’

Tor teveicnct to her pcrCon, jealous povve 
Muft watch her (ubtien&d ambitious wit.
Haft thou fei. ’d the impion. prietlf Clea:
Ma»a», that wretch that proftitute* our gc 

Clou. Already he has met the fate h i t  
‘ This night tbe hypocrite in gtai-.d piocel
* March’d through the city toappesfe the
* And I'ore :he gr>d» along to aid hi> p iu f
* When an afuc. cn, ;ike a hurricane,
■* That Uaruaicnee, aud tuiUctail tl e i
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Some fury more than mortal fciz’d the cimvd :
At once they rufli’d, at once they cry’d ,  Revenge; 
Then fnatch’d and tore the trembling piieft to pieces.

!•' What was moft ft range, no injury was offer’d
3 jF To any ot‘ the brotherhood belide,
i  But all their rage was ended in his death :
if Like formal jullice that fevcrely ftrikes,

And in an inltant is fcrcne and calm.
A r t .  Oil, my Cleanthes! do bur call thy thoughts 

Back on the recent ltory of this night;
And thou with me wiit wonder, and confef*
‘I he gods are great and juft. Well hare ynu mark’d,
‘ CcWftial powers, your righteous detection 
‘ Of facrilegej of b*(e ami tdoody treachery.*
May this example guide my future fw«y:

• Let honour, truth, and j j*vce, crown my reign,
Ne'er let my kingly word be giren in vain,
But ever licred with my foe* remain.
On thefe foundations (hall my empire (hnd,
The gods (hall vindicate ntf juft command,

)  ■_ Aftd guard that power they trailed to my hand.
|  [Extant.

r E nd o f  the F i i-th  Ac t .
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C T1TE fplttn and vapours, and tbit doltful ploy,
*  Have murtijy'd me to that bright to-day, 
That I am almofl in the mortal mind.
To die indeed, and leave you all befynd.
Know then, fince I  refolve in peace to part,
I  m, an to Itetnt to one alone my heart : 
fh a ft favours w ilt admit o f no partagc,
I  bar alifharing, but upon tbt ftare)
To one vibo can vuiib one alone be oleft. Zf '',44*.', 

Hip:f  be peaceful monarch o f a f.ngle If'a ft :
To one----- Hut, Ob ! h o j bartP’uvill be to fit
That pba'nix in your ficlle changing kind !
Hew loves, iwu> inter efts, and religions new,
Still your fantqftic appttitts purfue. t
Tour Jii My fancies la th  n  'hatyou poffefs, / '
Aud nury reftiefi fool would change bis place.
Some iwary o f tbeir peace and quin gtown, _ *>
Want to be h»:fte,l up aloft, a u d jfw n  ;
W h'M fom  tbe r*:y’d beig/'t, tb, wife get fa f, kJo-.v^\ J 
We find your wavering temper to imr <rjt, %
Since all ear pain> and can pi, aft is loft.
Mnftc in vain fupporti -.oitb fvund'y aid 
H r i ftfter poetry* declining head ; t
Shew but a mimic ape, or Frrnctj buffoon, 
i'on to tbe other boufe in f t  tali are gone, 
jii d  have us here to tune our crowds alone.
M*ft Sh.iifprare, Fie'.her. andhuwiou, Be 

; J> le ft fo r Scaramouch anJ Harlequin f  
jiilo-ivyon are in. onftait, yet 'eii ftrange,
Forfrnfe is f i l l  the fame, and ne'er can cbang»
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i H E r ' *  <» that you vary as the reft,
¥  ilsS H‘ -v **ietu aretref(fi.

y  Kay, tb tr tt a * w it has found, as am told,
-2 'B® Kew ways to bravtn, drjpairirg o f tbt eld:
mm. f ie  f  wears he'll f  t i l  the clerk andfextvu's trade, 

if' Belli Jhaii no mote he rung, nor gravei i t  made : 
yVw bearfe and fix  no lestftr he in fajhttn,

• i f  Since all the tbt faithful may exf'ttt fanjlation. 
E: Jfhat think you o f the projtH t I ’m for t y :ng,

i n l l  /*// lay afide tkefefooli/b thoughts e f iking i
• 6  Prtfervt my youth audvigou' for th

I AtuI be tranjlated in a good old age.

• AfcUI.
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I N T R O D U C T I O N .

T H E  txftfiti** t f  tbtft pt{fitat nubitb mtft prejudice 
baataa aaturt, nubieb, •utitu im f i l l  p<Jj<£ioa »/ tbt 
k a r t, prteipitatt Htttatt tbt mtft ntitltat and irrtpa- 
rablc a /li, is Habit tmpltymtat far a dramatic Author'> 
fen. H bert tht a o*ld  Shakoipeare fiad a fitttr tbtmt, 
than jtahufy t  iubieb Dr. Young, im bit hold imi- 
ta tim  t f  tbit play, emphatically tallt, tbt "  Hydra 
M t f  calamities, tb t fn ttt- fo U  death,” A  moft ftrik- 
in |  piSurt t f  caution it here bt/d up to v t t v :  that, 
in Matters t f  fa tb  deep ctacertt, nut IhtuU aot g iv t 
•way t t  appearance!, honoemer plaufiblt aud corrobo
rative ; ntr trnft friendly prtftjfons, nttbea they bavt 

fa ta l tendency. Emery tnttlligtnt perftn -will tafilf 
tfte tv t nX/itb -what a vaji ponutr t f  idea be bus 
reared bit fubjeci; •with nubat unfpurred fpeed bit 
?egafu5 mam:atm a daring figh t-, iwith what ir- 
reftfiiblt ftrce bn maft takes poftejfitn t f  oar hearts, 
and It -what ftth/ime pie a Jure bt hath as, through tie  
paths t f j ju a . la  this edition, though the unities are 
f i l l  iHfruJtd upon, the pluj may be tfteemed regular, 
•we bad a.'meft fa id  perfect.

D R A •
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T H E L L O.

A C T  I.

S C E N E ,  a S in n  im Venice.

Euttr Rodorigo MaJ fago."

R o o  or  t o o .•

N
E V E R  tell m-( I t«ke it much onkindlv, *

That thou, Jar^ who hilt tad my purfe,
As if the ftringi were thine, thouldit know ot this.
_ U p  . But you’ll not hear me.
If  ever I dic^dream of fuch a matter, abhor me.

Rod. Thou told'tl me thou did'll hold him in thy hate. 
lurt. Defpite me,

I f  I do not. The great ones of the city,

• T V  eharaAm ef left in<l RfDtrife, ire not only well con- 
tnftcd, but drawn in a mallerly manrier- Id performance, £*- 
Jmft requires no!King but fmartneft of figure, alrioef* of de
portment, and pertncft of cxorcfGon. The addition of I vrfant 
-all of features mult be nf uk*ntage. Tar., though great meal 
f e»pr (ton may be ifpenfed with, if well fupporteil, mnft have 

u»lij and variable pow«« ; depth of voice for m» ihliloqutcs, and 
Ik  weightierj 0 m ; familiar freedom for rhe lighter onei. Hit 
r-ajtetuor^Tlvuild be pLiufiblc, hut pregnant jrith def'gn ( and 
tpwhle, not only of m.rking the villain wrongly, but orcafionait* 

affiiming the tetnM«nce of aa h*>rfO man. TM» part, rhtngh 
uch eurul.J in th.- att'nf, Is dill fo long, nnd has fo many 
tloonirs, that, without nrpltal rfnlkWi and (Iri/t acteotioo, it U 
poiolc to iu k juiiice, 10 rcprti .i.tion.

A 3  In



la perfonal Aiit, to make me his lieutenant,
©fi-capp’d to him : and by the faith of a man,
1 know my piice. I ’m worth no worfe a place.
But he, at loving his own pride and purpofe,
Nonfuits my mediators. “  For crrtes,” fayvhe,

1 have already chofo ray officer."
And what was he f 
Forfooth, a great arithmetician,
One Mi that I LoJT’t ; a fellow 
That never fee a fquadron in the field,
Nor the divifion of a battle knows,
More than a fpinfter.
He, in good time, mod hit lieutenant be.
And I, fir, (blefs the mark!) his moorfhip's ancimtv 

Rot/. By heav’n, I raihcr would have been his hang mart 
Iigc. Now, fir, be judge yoiflfclf,

I f l  in any juft term am aflign’d 
To love the Moor.

Red. I would not follow him, then.
/<*«. O, fir, content you; •

I follow him, to fcrve my turn upon him.
Heaven i« my judge, not I ,
For kive and duty ; but, fceming fo,
For my peculiar end.
Por, when my outward art ion doth demotvflrate 
The native act and figure of my heart,
In compliment extern, ’tit not lone after 
But I will weat my heart upon my Seeve,
For daws to peck at. I'm not what I feem.

Rod- What a full foitupe docs the thick-lipt owe, 
I f  he can carry her thus!

laee. Call up her father,
Route him, make after him, poifon his delight.
Tho’ his j<ty be joy,
Yet throw (uch changet of vexation'on’t,
As it may lofe fome colour. _

Red. Here is her father’s houfe. I’ll eallSioud.
Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 

A? when, by night and negligence, a fire 
Is 'fpicd in populous cities. .

Red. What, hoa! Brabant is! fignior Brahm a , h o a j
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n  t  h  e  r  t  o .  f

igt. Awake I What, hoa! B raiem it! hoa, thievcif' 
thirvei!

k to your houl'e, your daughter, and your bagt,
. wres, thieve*. •

Brabantio appiart aie*/, at a ■ u W m

B P B p '
*». What i* the mauer, there t
J. Signior, it all your family within (
>•*. Are all your doort lock's?

• a. Why f Wherefore aik you thit f 
, i f». Sir, you're robb’d : 

x • have loft half your foul -, 
t v «  new, M*’« very m m , an old H ad ran f  
/( tapping ytnr vtbite rwA  Arife, arife.
Awake the fnortrn^ citi* nj with the bell,
Or elfe the devil will make a grandftre of you.
Arife, I fay.

Bra. What, have youalofl your w iti!
Rod. Mod reverend fignior, do you know my voice ? 
Bra. Not I. What arf you i •
Rod. My name it Rodongo.
Bra. The worfe welcome.

In honed pUuiaefit, thou haft heard me fay,
My daughter s not for thee. And now in madnefa 
Doft thou come to ftart my quiet.

Rod. Sir, fir, firlnr
Bra. But thou muft needs be fure,

** • fpirit and my place have ii^their power 
wake thit bitter to thee.

Rod. Patience, good fir.
Bra. What, tell'ft thou me of robbing ? Thit it 

I'tnirt; 
houfe it not a rran g e .

Th* . at Cuch a limf, and in fach a manner,
II inufimd, ptoviaj a |<x>rf inrr<Klg<Hm to npeninf thr plw. 
Tbe lm« n.rtin-u ft-d by itaiict, fa Itktid to«»cy, AmiM be 

.ltd, though u ml y (fuk-a.
Rod.
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Rod. Moft brive Brabantio,

In ftmple and pore foul, 1 c»me to yoq.
Iart. Sir, you'll have year dau hter covered tvitb a 

Bar hart borfe : you’ll have your ntfbmas mtigb to j e t :  
yem'U have cturfert fo r ceufim j and grnneti fa r yer- 
mam.*

Bra. W hit profane wretch art thou f 
laps. 1 am one, fir , that eomei to tel! you, 

daughter and the Moor are **ui making tbt btaft w ith 
two baekt.

Bra. Thoa art—•  villain.
I  ago. You are—a fenator.
Bra. T h ii thon (halt anfwer. I know thee, Rodorigo. 
Rod. Sir, 1 will anfwer any thing. But I befeech you. 

Straight fattsfy yourfclt.
I f  (he be in your chamber, or ^our houfe,
Let loofe on me the jullice o f the flare,
For thui deluding you.

Bra. f  Give me a taper— Call up my people.—  
This accident it not unlike dream ;
Belief of it oppreffe« me, already.
Light; I fay, light!

/ago. Farewel; for I  muft leave you.
I t  feema not meet nor wholefome, to my place,
T o  be produc’d (as, if  1 Hay, I fhall) .
Againft the Moor.
In which regard,

•

• ThU, and logt't new fftoch, merit the font fate, for I 
fame reafon. Would no( a tf jutcion from

Jm Jimpli 0*4 ftte kti I ttmt to yen, 
to Broiootit'i manaee,

7th  tho f i t  h i.
be aa eligllile mam of avoidbg in nflence co .Ititncy.

f  In rcprtfcnuiion, HrdiJtlu ll.oi.IJ l.«* f.ilt-incd b* a Yeoer; 
•ppr.iaucc, andameiium decree of (he pathetic. He i» draw 
tender father; hUcliafjte, of charm t, fpeUt, .Si i\T>*7v$ver ftn>r 
it ftronfiy charaAeriftir. It it not to Ik inr rrcj that firote 
wtt weak enough t>» #ive into an imj. au belief of their putrr 
IhM that nothin; beneath fnfcriaturtl tr.t* I could inMuĉ ec 
daughter (u> uh liH «*o »v'd..)

'it fou in In* With what fhe scal'dlo Utk on. ,

J T



Tho’ I do hate him, as J do hell’s pains.
Vet, for neceffity o f prefent life,
I muft (hew out a flag and fign of love,
(Which is, ind.ed, bat fign.) That you m»y furely 
Lead to the Sagitiary the railed fearch ; [find him,
A '-  there will 1 be with him. So farewel. [Exit,

Ertttr Brabantio, aad S tnan tj w ith Tar elm.

Bra. i l l s  too true »»■ evil. Gone foe isf 
Now, RcJarigt,
Where didft thou fee her? Oh! unhappy girL 
With the Moor, faidft thou ?
Mow didft; thou know 'twns he ?
C,et more Vipers.
Rsife all my kindred—Are they married, think you ? 

Red. Truly, they are.*
Bra. Oh heaven! How gat (he out?

Oh trcafon of my blood!
Fathers,, from hence, trait not your daughter’s mindi, 
By what you fee them aft*  Are there not charms,
By which the property of youth and maiU-hood 
May be abus’d ? Have you not read, Rtdmige,
O f fome fuch thing )

Rut. YeJr Cr, 1 have indeed.
Bra. Call ug my brother :

Some one way, fome another—— Do you kuow 
Where we njav apprehend her and the Moor?

Rad. 1 think I can leftover him, i f  you pleafe 
T o  get good guard, and go along witn me.

3ta . Pray you, lead on. At^ev’ry houfe Pll call* 
iay command at moil. Get weapons, hoa! 
d raife fome fpecial officers of might.
, good RoJtngc, I ’ll defsrve your pains.

[F.xruat.
•

C E N ^ V a l^ fc  It anctktr Strut, biforttbt Sagittary.-

Enter Othello, and I ago.

ago. Tho* in the trade of war I have flam men,
. ?•> I hold it  bafe and infamous,

To
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T o  do a contriv'd murder,— Niue or tea times,
I  thought to’ve jerk’d him here under the ribs.

Otb. I t’t better at it i». 
la p . Nay, but he prated,

And fpoke fuch fcorvy and provoking terms,
Againft your honour,
T hat with the little godlincfs I hare,
1 did foil hard forbear him. But! pray, fir.
Are you faft irarried ? for be fure o f  thit,
That the magnilico* is much belov’d,
And hath in hi» effett a voice potential,
As double as the duke’t. He will divorce yoc 
Or put upon you what reflraint or grievance,
T he law (with all i t ’s ni ght t’enfbrce it on)
Will give him cable.

Orb. Let him do hit fpite ?
My fervicet, which I hive don* the fignory,
Shall out-tnngue hit complaint!. ’T it  yet to know 
(Which when I know that bnafting is an honour,
1 (hall promulgate) I fetch try  life and being 
From men of royal fioge: and my demerit*
May fpcak, and bonnetted, to *s proud a fortune,
At this that I have reach’d. For know, J * .
But that I love the gentle Dtfdtmtna.
I  would not my unhoufed free condition 
Put into circumfcription and confine,
For the fca’s worth. But look! W hat light* come 

yonderI f

Enter Caffio, tvilk Torebtt and Art ndantr.

/* * .  Thefe are the raifed father, and his frien’ 
Yon were heft go in.

Otb. Not 1 « 1 muft be found.

• Mtgmjif, • n«M»o>»n of 1’ri.kr. **
f  There it not In the whole (capt of i  charj

which iemtndt jtoter re^tnntrs, thin 9thtthPmS U» thcrt 
vbich give* more lupport to, or call* for motr  from, the hi 
Hit tppetrtnee IhouU bt unitblj cltgint. and show t!« mi 
(Utinr; hit etprt-fljon full •nil fcntcntiowt, tor the dalunai 
ftrt; florin^ «r>J harmonious, for the tove-lreoci} r.’Bid 
fo»ctl«l, for each violent climax ofJcalotu r«g«. _ *

>« O T H E L L O .
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parts, my title, and my perfeft foul,
J l  manifcft me rightly. Is it they ? 

lag*. By 'Jamu, 1 think no.
Oth. The fervants of the duke, and my lieutenant, 
e goodncl's of the night upon you, friend* 1 
t j t  is the news ?

'*Caf. The dnke does greet you, general j 
1 .l i jp f t  requires your hade, pofUhafte appearance, 

n on the inflant.
3/b. What is the matter think you?
Zuf. Something from Cyfrm, as 1 may dtrine, 

on hare been hotly call’d for j 
'nen, being not a t your lodgings to be found, 
he fenate fcnt above three ievcral quells,

T o  fearch you out.
„ Oth. ’Tis well I  am £»«nd by you .*

I will but fpend a word here in the houfe,
And go witn you. [Exit Othello,

Cef. Ancient, what makes he here?
Iagt. Faith, he to-nighr !*»th boarded a land carrackj* 

I f  the prove lawful price, he’s made, for ever.
Caf. I do not understand.
Iage. He’s married. *
Cm/. T o  whom?
I t  go. Marry to— Come, captain, wiH you go?

Emur Othello.

Oth. Have with yotf,
Caf. Here comes another troop, to feek for yon.

Ur Brabantio, Rodorigo, •with Officers and Tortbtt.

It is Br buntio. General, be advis’d.
>mes to bad intent.
4. Holla I St-ndf there. 
i .  Signk’ic s t  is the Moor.
». C-wn with him, thief.

[They drmn, at both fidtt.
-a

* A o n  id', is a rich Blip.
lag*



Jago. You, R titrigo! Come, fir, I am for you—
Oth. Keep up your bright fwordt, for the dew will 

ruIt them. ,
Good figtiior, you fhall more command with years. 
Than with your weapons.

Bra. O, thou foul thief! Where haft thou fth n 'i 
my daughter? ""

Damo’d a> thou art, thou hail enchanted her; V ^ ,  *
For 111 refer me to all things of fenfe,
I f  Ihe in chains of magic were not bound.
Whether a maid, fo tender, fair, and happy,
So oppofite to marriage, that (he (hunn’d 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,
Would ever have, t’incur a general mock,
Run from her guardagc to the footy bofom,
O f fuch a thing at thou, to frar, not to delight ? f  
I therefore apprehend, and do attach thee,
For an abufer of the world, a praflifer 
O f arts inhibited, and out of warrant.
Lay hold upon him ; if he do refill,
Subdue him at hit peril.

Oth. Hold your hands.
Both you of my inclining, arid the reft.
Were it my cue to fight, I Ihould have known it, 
Without a prompter. • Where will you I go,
T o  anfwer rhit your charge?

Bra. T o  prifon, ’dll fit time 
O f law, and courfe of direft fcflion,
Call thee to anfwer.

Oth. What if I do obey ?
How may the duke be therewith fatiificd 
Whofc meflengers are here about my fidi 
Upon fome prclent bu&neft of the tlatc.
T o  bring me to him i

' '■ f ***"- iy*
t  There it fomewhat very pbmfilile in 

here; » » 4  we tehend the jullirc of ovr ream
He. it fulBeiently cnforcrxJ here, a t " *>*’ ; 

f rea t, ifb«Te the  p*rtict u x  before the f o r
• Thii i* » fpwiwd rdiJve A brw  nun - 

when he a a  do it with hoaour.

fz O T H E L L O .
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Caf. True, moft worthy ftgnior,

T he d a te 's  in council, and your noble felf.
I ’m fure, is fent for.

Bra. How! The dnke in council,
' In thia time o f the night ? Bring him away {

JV4fne’» not an idle caufe. The duke hiinfelf,
'  O r irny or my brothers of the lute,

but feel this wrong, a s ’twere their own.
For if fuch aft ions may have paflage free,
Bond-flaves and pageaats f Bull our iiatclmcn be.

[ExtUMt.

*
S C E N E  cbangn tt tbt S/natr-bcn/t.

Du i t  'ami S tn tttn  f t t  *al a TatL, tuitb Light! and 
Attendant i.

Duke. There is no compofuion in thefe news,
T hat gives them credit.

I
 i Sen Indeed, they’re difprOpartion’d.

My letters fay, a hundrad and fevcn gallies.
Duke. And mine a hundred and forty, 
x Sm. And mine, two hundred.

But though tl»y jump not on a juil account,
Yet do they all confirm 
A Tmrkijh fleet, aud bearing up to Cyprut.

Dnkt. Nay, it is pftflible enough to judgment.

Siftir Officer, a*t? MeJJengrr.

Offi. A m«flenger from the gallies.
Duke. Now!—’What’s die bufinefs t

9

f  A difft" .*» oflaM  h u  niCttt bttweca pageant* t«4  
p a p a :  -«  Jacliat to th t futmar, because we cannot Aapfuie 
i '« t  l i  Venetian flaw wwjU have mada • p*f*b  >*><■■ r pmciti i 
►  Ut*, pageant., taken ai cyphert, brut aa »latiipbk nhaaiof. 
'.b e  fiat feaatat, ui tbc e u j  f la t  p«*e, afei the «<»d azarijr to 

. ’ , ; r f  aft,

B t i f f .

\  ■
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Mrff. The Turiifh preparation makes for Rh dts.
So 1 was bid report hrre to the liatc.

Puke. How lay you, by thii change f 
1 Sen. ’Tii a pageant, /

T o  keep u» in falfe gaze. ^
Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for Rhode/. •
O ff. litre 's  more news. >J

Fut. r another Mrfftngtf.

t  Mrff. The Ollomiict, (reverend and gracious)
Steering with due courfe Towards the iflc of Rhodes, %
Have there injoin’d them with an after fleet—

] S n Ay, fo I thought. How many, as you guefs f 
Meff. Ot thirty fail s and no*' they do re-ilem 

Their backward courfe, btaring with frank appearance.
Their purpoles toward* Cyprus. Signior Minium,
Vour trufly and molt valiant fcrvitor,
With his free duty, recommends you thus,

[Givci « racket.
And prays you to believe him.

Duke. ’T it certain then for •Cyfrut. Marcus Luciui,
Is ht not here in town f 

Sen. l i e ’s now in Flortuee.
Duke. Write from ut to him, poft, poft-hafte,

diijiatch.
I Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moar.

- • -•

T» tLfm enter Brabantio, Othello, Caflio, laeo, Re-do- / .  
ngo, and Off.art.

Duke. Valiant OthtUo, we muft flrait cm 
Agiiinlt the genual enemy Otto/nan.
1 did not fee you. Welcome, gcnjle figui

We lack’d your counfel and your help,"*!R- 
Bra. So did i yourt. Good your grace,

Neither my place, nor ought 1 heard o f hi)
Hath rais’d me fiom my bed i nor dr>th tht 
Take hold on me j for my particular gri.
I t ot fo fl».>d-gatc and o’w bearing na'.are,

6



That it cngluts and (wallows other forrow?,
And yet ij llill itfclf.

D uh. Why i whit's the matter >
Bru. Mv datiirhicr! oh, my daughter !—
Sen. Dead f 

^  Bra. T o  me.
Shuris abus'd, Helen from me, and corrupted 

fp'.ii* .ind medicine* bought ot mountebanks •
For rature lo pref.nfterouiV to err.
Sins witchcraft, cou'd not—

/>««. Whoe’er he be, thut in this foul proesetfi&y 
Hath thus beguil’d your daught:r <*f h:iteU,
And you of her, the bl ody b ’o k o f  la*'
You (hall yonrfelf read in the bitter letter,
And your own f:nfe j yea, tho* our proper foil 
Stood in your action. •

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace.
There is the man, this Moor, wh’om now, it f.-:m», 
Your fpecial miniate, for the fiate-jffairs.
Hath hither brought. *

Dhfo. We're *ery Carry for*t.
What in your own part can you lay to thU?

IT , Othello.
* Bra Nothing, but it is fo.

O ii. Mod potent, grove, and reverend f;gnior»»
My very noble and approv’d good r.ia icr* ;
That I haie ta’en away this old nun's daughter,
It is moil true ; triy, I have married her ;
Tt>e very head and front of my offending.

. \  extent; no more. Rude am I in fpeech,* 
blefj’d with the foft phrafe of peace;

‘hefe arms of mine had feven years pith, 
four: nine moons walled, they have u*’d 

;fl action in the tented field ;
•

Bnrdr.llj thirjrt himfr'f with *H»r h:« <wi'o»jr,
'  V ie ferae, n  t t.'.Ji'tf j Irv' if.er* it b;«uty ni

»» a niic- nlk 10 icinre his r u:(* rf i»•«, tod ti* 
himfeii w th too autfa »a4 cvij<*cy, w*

B z And
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And little of this great world can I fpeak,.
More than pertain; to feats of broil* and battle; 
And therefore little ftiall 1 grace my caui'e,
In fpeaking for myfelf. Yet, by your patience,
1 will a lound unvarnifh’d tale deliver,
<>f my whole course of love; what drug*, whatch 
V/lmt conjuration, and what mighty magick,
(For fuch proceeding I am charg'd withal)
1 won hi* daughter with.

Bra. A maiden, never bold ;
O f fpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion 
Rlufli’d at itfclf: and (he, in fpite of nature,
O f yrar«, of country, credit, every thing,
T o  fall in love with what Ihe fear’d to look on—
I therefore vouch again, #
T hat *ith fome mixture* pow'rful o'er the blood, 
Or with fome dram, conjur’d to tliii effeft,
He wrought upon her.

Dukt. To vouch this, i* no proof.
OtM le, fpeak ;
Did you by indirefl and forced courfe* 
fcubdue and poifon this young «naid’* affeftiom ; 
Or came it by requeft, and (uch fair queliion,
A t foul to foul affordeth i 

Orb. 1 bifeech you, •
Send for the lady to the Sagittary,
And let her fpeak wf me before her father j 
I f  you do find me foul in her reptfrt,
The truft, the office, I do hold of you,
Net only take away, bet Ut yotr fcntence 
l'.vfii fall upon my life.

Duke. Fetch Drf.itmina hither,
Otb. Ancient, condutt them, you bell 

place. [^ri/jtagc
And, till ihe come, a* truly a* to heav’n 
1 do CQnfefi the vice* of my Wood,
So jullly to your grave ear* I’ll prefent 
How I did thrive iu the fair lady’* love,
And fhe in mine.



I Dukt. Say it, Othtllo.
Otb. Her father lov’d me, oft invited m e;*

Still queltion’d me the (lory o t  my life,
From year to year; the battles, fieges, fortune**
T hat 1 hare path
1 ran it through, e’en from my boyifh clays,
T j / th e  very moment that he bade me tell i t : 

i*^icrcin I fpoke of moil diiall'rous chances ;
O f moving accidents by flood and field ;
Ot hair-breadth 'feapes in the immincut deadly breach 1 
O f being taken by the infolent foe,

_ And fold to 11 a very j of my redemption thmce;
O f battles br-vely, hardly fought; o f viflorir-,, f
For which the conqueror mourn'd, fo many fell j 
Sometimes I told the ilory of a Cicgr,

—• Wherein I had to combat plague* and famine;
Sold eri unpaid i fearful to fight,
Yet bold in dangerous mutiny.
All thefe to hear
Would D jdtntna  ferioiMy incline:
But Hill the houfc-affairs wonld draw her thence,
Which ever as (he cou!^ with hafte difpatwh,

' She'd come again, and with a grcedv ear.
Devour up my difcourfe ; which i obferviue,
'i'ook once » pliant hoar, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earned heart,
That 1 would all my pilgrimage dilate,
W hereof by parcels fiie had functfiing heard,
But not diitin&ively: ldidconfe.it,
Ami often did heguile herofjicr tears,

k o f foaic d» irefstul ttrrske,
1 Vv fufftr’d. My ftory being done,

my pains a world of fight. {ihartge,
In Jaith, ’twas ftranRr, 'twa* paling

i, *(fca» wond’rouj pitifai. —
V

1 fpnfcf ih- ptn nf , |r »» ir»V | uiJ fb-i-jh 
■uo*, sou LtU to fk*U ma<h ta ir< iicic.i.

B j  She

; J  ' '> *> i r f  ̂

a .  j - . .  ,- .f  .. m * . . . L i S S S I V
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Shewilh’d (he had not heard i t ;—y<t (he wilh’d.
T hat heaven had made her fuch a man:— fhe than!
And 'onde me, if  I had a friend that lov’d her, [me,
1 (hould but teach him how to tell my ftory,
And that would woo her. On this hint I fpake ; %
hhe lov’d me for the dangers I had pafs’d ; *
And I lov’d her, that Ibc did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft I have us’d.
Here comes the lady. Let her witnefs it.

Dkkt. I think, this tale would win my daughter.
Good Brabattio, [too—
Take up this mangled matter at the beft 5 
Men do their broken weapons rather ufe,
Than their bare hands.

Bra. I pray you he.ir her fapak.
I f  (he confefs that (he was half the wooer,
Dcilruflion on mv head, if  my bad blam*
Light on the man 1

Enter Dcfdemona, 'd (.

Come hither, gentle miflref#, *
Do you perctitc in all this noble company,
Where you o u t  owe obedience i  t

Urj. My noble father,
I do perccive here a divided duty:
T o  you I’m bound, for life and education ;
My life and education both do teach me 
How to rcfpeil you. You’re the lord of d u ty ;
I ’m hitherto your daughter. But there’s »
And fo much duty as my mother (tew’d 
T o  you, prefeting you before her father ;
So much 1 challenge that I may profefa 
I>t»« to the Motr, my lord.* «

Bra. 1 have done. ^  ,
1 had rather adopt a child, than get it,

* TWtit i t iU u t i f u l  4rftte »f «bUc8 cm&ltgcc
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Come hither, Moor:
J here do give the? that, with a'l my heart.
Which, but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I  would keep from thee.
Befcech you now to the affairs o’ th’ date.

I)aie. The Turk, with a moft mighty preparat’on, 
m j |f )  for Cyprus: Otbt'lc, the fortitude of the place is 
f#lt known to vou. You mull therefore be content to 
flubber the glofs of your new fortune*, with thi* mot* 
ilubborn and boiil’rous expedition.

Otb. Thy tyrant cuftom, moft gtave fenators.
Hath mad> the flinty and tteel couch of war 
My thrice driven bed of down.+ I do ag’iiize •
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardincft ; and do undertake 
This prefent war again)) the Ottoman.
Moft humbly therefore bending to your ftate,
I crave fit difpofition for ray wife.
Due reverence of place and exhibition j -
With fuch accommodation and befort.
As levels with her breeding. ,

Dukt. Why, at her fether'i.
Bra. 1 will not have it fb.
Otb. Nor L
Dtf. Nor I. I would not there refide.

T o  put my father in impatient thoughts,
By being in his eye. Moft noble duke,
T o  my unfolding l*nd your gracious ear.
And 1<" -  : find a charter in your voice,

• fitnplencfs. , 
lat would you, DtftUmttna P 

I did love the Moor to live with him, 
it violence and ftorm of fortunes, 
to the world. My heart’s fubdu’d, 
try  Quality of my lord ; 
fniage in his mind,

,?-■

*1 »dt* it v »ck'4 in ibefe fact,
‘dHflHNi: • v ;tuWn|[i,



And to his honouis and his valiant parts  f
Did 1 my foul and fortunes cosfccrate; X
So that, dear lords, if  i be left behind,
A moth of peace, and he go to the war,.
The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me :
And I a heavy interim (hall fopport, i
By his dear abfcncc. I-et me go *ith him.

Oth. Your voices, lords; bcleeth you, let her win* ..... ,
Have a free way. J therefore beg it not,
T o  plcafe tl.e palate of my appetite;
But to be free and bounteous to her mini.
And heav'n de fend your good fouls, that you think,
1 will your ferioes and great bufineft fcant, ^
For (he it with me.— No, when light-wing’d toys*
O f feather'd C.upid foil with wanton dulncfs 
My fpeculative and aflive inftfliments.
T hat my difports corrupt and taint my buanefs,
Let all indign and bafe ad verities 
Make head ngainft my ntimation.

Duke. Be it as you (hall pri#ately determine,
O r for her flay or going ; th ’ affair cries hafte;
And fpeed muft anfwer. You/nuii hence, to-night. '

DeJ. T o  night, my lord i 
Date. This night.
Otb. With all my heart. •
DuU. At nine i’th’ morning here we’ll meet again.

Othel'o, leave fome officer behind,
And he (hall our cotnraillian bring* to you ;
And foch things dfe of quality and refped,
As doth import you. ,

Oth. I'lcftl: ynor grace, tags', •
(A man he is of honefty and truft)
T o  his conveyance I affign my wife,
With what elie needful your good grac« foal’ *u:«V 
T o be feat after me. *

•  Thi« ti ■  J*K|htfiil tig h t of »o< a. 
fenf#, ifecmgk he bow* to th t £L. »c ttf »ovr,
«Lc ior^tua Caricc;ni ul Uic*
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Duke. Let it be fo.
Good-night to every one. And, noble fignior,
I f  virtue no delighted beauty lack,
Your fon-in-law is far more fair than black.

Bra. Look to her, Moor, if  thoo haft eyes to fee ; 
She h s deceiv’d her father, and may thee.

iExit Duke, •will St nut h i. 
i—Hon eft /jj-j,

My D fdtmwa mail I leave to thee ;
I pr'ythee let thy wife attend on her;
And bring her after in the bell advantage.
Come, Dt/Jemtna, I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matter and direftion,
To fpeak with thee. We muft obey the time.
&  •  [£ * « •*

;
Mantat Rodorigo and Iago.*

JIcJ. Iaro.— •
Jagt. What fay’d thou, noble,heart?
Rod. What will I do, think'ft thou ?
Jagt. Why, go to bed,' and flcep.
Rod. 1 will incontinently drown myfelf. 
lagt. W elL if thou dofl, I (hill never love thee afte*. 

Why, thou filly gentleman 1
R»J. It ii fillinefr to live, when to live is a torment j 

and then we have a prefcription to die, when death is 
our phyfician.

taga. O villainous! I have look’d upon the wor'd 
for four tunes fevcn years, and fince I could dif- 
inguiili betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never 

found man that knew how to love himfell. Ere I 
wiuid f ty  I would drown myfelf, for the love of a 
Guinea hen, I wojjld change my humani ty wji* a

j a t  lhould I do t I confcfs, it i» my ftiamo

O T H E L L O .  2i

r e n t  it vtrj W J i h ,  m i v trj prop«ily, n ivv d ,  from i«  
iain.

to



to be fo fond; but it it not in my virtue to amend 
it.

Java. Virtue! a fig. Come, be a m?" ■ ’
thyfelf I drown cats and blind puppies, 
fell me thy friend, and I could nevcl 
thee, than now. Put money in thy f • 
thou thefe wart { I fay, put money in t • r v  . n 
cannot br, that D//d,mc«a ftiouIJ long •’ 4 '̂ 
love to the Moor— put moniry in thy pu 

Rod. Wilt thou be ftft to my hopes, i . 
the i(iue?

L ip . Thou art fure of me.—Go, ma«e money.—  
T have t<>ld thee, often, and I tell thee, again m*J 
again, I hate the Moor. My caufe is hearted ; thine 
hath no lefs rcafon. Let us be conjunftive in our re
venge againft him. If  th8u can’ll cucko'd him, 
thou doft tbyfeif a pleafure, me a fpott. Traverfe, 
go, provide thy money. We will have more of thi* 
to-morrow. Adieu.

Red. Where (hall we meet? i’th’ morning/ 
lago. At ray lodging. ,
Red. T il  be with thee, berimes.
Jagt. Go to. Parewel. Do you hear, Rsdorigt t  
Rod. What fay you f
U p ,  No more of drowning ; do you 'hear ^
Red. 1 am chang’d ; I 'll  go fell all my land.

[Exit.
*

Manet I ago.

Jetg*. Thus do I ever make my fool my porfe;
For 1 my own gain'd knowledge fhoulJ prophane, ‘ ( 
I f  1 Ihould time expend with fuch a fnipe,
But for my fport and profit. I hate the Moor,
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt mv fhaets 
He has done my office. 1 know n> v  if 
But 1 for mere lutpicion in that kina)*" “

•  Slthrfpian, « );»  hid the orlt Ho of > ■'
JmIou.), is view, tuu &«> tveu«4 « . . V ‘ v
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-'■• I do, as if  for furety. He hol.lj me well— 
bettiy (hall my purpofe work oft him.
’» a iropcr mao : iet me fee, now }—
■t h i 'p la ce , and to plume up my will j 
ble knavery— tlow > how?—let’* fee—
>me tirtie, t’abufe OtM/a's ear, 

is too fam:liar with his wife.*—
,  • a perfon. a«d a fmooth Jifpofe,

bv lufpelfted ; fram'd to make women falfe. 
i he Moor it of a free and open nature.
That think* men honclt that but laem to be fo ;
And will a* tenderly be led by th* nole,
At affl-5 are.
I hav’t— it it ingendered—hell and night
Mull bring thu monllrouj birth to the world’* light. +

m indt) the fubtle, glomny temper ef /<{•, touched with It, drter- 
n inei upt'n • rr*rn|r b»l- «  delihcmtt, un<*r [he imilfnf, lfe*ch-r - 
cut m»lk »f fneixUhlp) leneiooi, »ntilpetlln | he»n, hie
ing fuikid in Ihe poilbi, e n ttn  ujun >n open, tMeot decimation of 
hi relentjwnt. Hereia the pact, «  in moft of hi* pictei, 0i'» t * 
coriefl kn .wledge ot human nil Jtc.

f  T h i l A c t  m fufHckntly iupplied with bufineli. T he  plot »hl 
r b i n d ' r i  ere will opened, tad  ihe writing, *11 through, eijiult tup 
thing we Could w.rtv

R jtd  o f  the F m f r  A c t .
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A C T  II.

S C E N E ,  the capital Ciy «/ C y p r /

Enter Caflio, Montano, ami Genllcmt.

C a • • i o.

T
H A N K S  to the valiant o f thi» warlike ifle, f  
That fo approve the Moor: oh, let the hcav'nt 

Give him defence againft the elements,
For 1 have loft him on a dangerous lea,

Mont,

f  The Second Art commonly Veins here; ret we think
th e  fceae which precedes, ai originally w ritten , Ihould "be retained, 
■ t  it contains Tome fine patiagcs, and rail'd « p la l in g  proper anxiety, 
for OihtUe'i Safety ; uhere to ic  we give it to pcrufal.

M o n t a n o  end O l » T U N t » .

Mon. IThJt, from flu c tft, can ptu iKf.erti at f ie  f  
C*»'. Kctbiag at all: it it a Hgh-vrrougbtJlttsd ;

/  c.mnot, 't%’ixt tie  httsv'n and main,
Vefcry a /ail.

Moji. hiethinh the v/iaJ hath fp tic  altni at land j 
A  fuller Uajl nt'cr Jkoit our battlements :
I f  if hath rujfitn'd f i  *p*n the fra,
U’hat rial o f ta t, late* inMntaies mill en them,
Can bold tir  mtrtirt* H i,it flail v e  hear ej tins f  

id  G t  H. A  ferregatln • /  tie Tnrkijk fe e t;
Ferula but jiend up»n the ftamn f  flier r,
Ike cUSnr H/ltws teem It cbeci tbt lim it ;
Tbe vrin£j*atd . f r f t ,  H’itb b ifi null mo%4'lW ns.-ia, 
Stems U cat -t aler k  tie iarnirg Bear,
And jnenei th  l “*rt* » /tb' roer-fbttt p ie ,
I  never iid Me tnnUJtatieu lievr 
On tie enebafed flttd.

M o n  • I f  that tkt Tvtktji fleet ,
i t  net en/brlter'd and embay'd, tbe/udm rn 'd .
I t it inptfiblt to bear it out.

Enter a third Gentleman.
G r» .  News, Icrdt: Our v a n  are done

T ie  differ ate temfefi bestir f t  tang'd tbe 'tu b s



Is he wall Shipp’d ?
ii* b«rk is Rontlv timber'd, and his pildt 
expert and approv'd allowance.
] A fail, a fail, a fail I ,

J fT  E ttn r a Gtttlematt.

What noiPt f 
Gent. The town li empty ; on the brow o’th’ fea 

Stand ranks of people, and they cry, a fail.
C a f  My hopes do fhape him for the governor.

I pray you, fir, go forth,
And give as truth who ’tis that is arrived.

Gent. I (hall. * [Exit.
M tn t. But, good lieuynant, it your general wiv’d f 
Cm/. Moft fortunately, he hath achiev’d a maiJ, 

That paragons defcripiion and wild fame.

That I heir h ltt . A tith-r Atf t f  Vcnit*
Hath feen t  jtfiKaw i /Tak t td ja f 'r o n .r ,
Ot ruit/l fort of the Jieet.

Mos. Hntr! it thit true • ,
I G in .  The foif U hen fa t lit.

A  Vennefe ; Michwl C«6i#,
Lieutenant of the -war Kb M  n r, Oliicllo,
It tor/8 m  ju re  i t h  M tt f 'i hbilelf at fen,
And is in full nmmij/hn her* for Cjrptui.

M o t .  I 'm  riad n ' t ; ’th a ittslhy revenue.
G r * .  fl* I this Jam^CtSUo, that A  be /feats t f  ccmfttl,
.  Ttw tw g tht 'ftrhjh Uft, _*•! he M tfndly,,

A nd fra y  the Sloe r he f i f e ;  for the; vert fitte d .
By foul aud violent temfefi.

M om. Fray hetv’t)  he h i
,  For I  have ferv'd tin , aid the mttrt ommtndt 

like a fu ll jiUier. Lei's tv tht fea-jidc,
A t veil u  f i t  the veffel that ttmet it.
At to throw Oft our eyes for hrave Ol hello,
E v’n till Tf/maie the 'malts and th' aerial Hue 
A t  im tfs a  regard.

» i.et n  d* fo.
For entry m m ti it etftStncy  
Of w.trt trnvuK t,
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Enttr a Cattleman.

How cow ? Who has put in f
Gtnt. It it one logo, ancient to the gcnerr 
C.af. He’* had moll favourable and hap|»«.'

Tempefts themfelves, high feas, and howui 
As having fenfe of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal nature?, letting fafe go by 
T he divine Dtfdmena.

Mont. What it (he ?
Caf. She that I (poke of, our great captain’s captain, 

Left in the conduft o f ihe bold la p .

Enter Eefdemona, lago, Roiorigo, and iEaiilia.

O behold !
The riches o f the (hip 11 come on fhore :
Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heav’n, 
licforc, behind thee, and on •very hand,
Enwheel thee round.

Dtf. 1 thank you, valiant 
What tidings can you tell me o f myHord ?

C*f. He is not yet arriv’d, nor know 1 ought 
But that he’s well, and will be (hortly fcere.

DtJ. O, but 1 1 ear—how loft you company i 
Caf. The great contention of the fea and (kiei 

Parted our tellowfhip. •
Good antient, you arc welcome. Welcome, raiftrcf*. 
Let it not gall yoar patience, good la p , [ fv  E m ilia . 
*1 hat I extend «ny manners. ’ l i» my breeding,
T hat gives ine this bold (bi* of courtely.

J jp .  Sir, would (he give you fo much of her lips, 
A* cm her tongue flie oft ix fcw i on me,
Yoo’d 'have enouch. \

Dtf. Alas! (be liai no fpeceh. 
la p . In faith too much.

M any, betbre your Udyfliip, I g n n t,  - 
She puts her tougue a little in hci heart, I k  •
And chides with thinking.



/. Vou have little caufe to fay fo. [doors,
X'oine on, comc on ; you’re piftures out o’ 

jour parlours, wild cats in your Idtihem, 
injuries, devils bcine offended, 

in your houfcwifery, and houfewives in your 
L j,. O, fie upon thee, fiandercr! [beds’
iSgt. Nay, it is true; or elfc I am a Turk;

You rife to play, and go to bed to work.* 
jE m il Vou (hall not writ* my praifc. 
lat »- No, let me not.
D tf. What would* ft Utou write of me, if  thou ffiould’l  

praife me f f  
lago. Oh gentle lady, do not jput m eto 't,

For 1 am nothing, if  not cri ical.
Dtf. Come, one effRy. Tht re’s one gone to th? 
Caf. Ay, madam. * [harbour t
Dtf. I *oi not mefry ; but I da beguile 

The thing- I am, by letming otKcrwiit". - fintlcol? 
What praifc could thou bsttow or n deferring woman. 

l«go. Shi that «u> > i #itr 'fiur, anJ it ; <r pro t />
Had t*»fut at Hull, and je t  » w  !•*! j 
Never last'll gety, and y t  nvtnt tttt.tr <>/•. •
F ltd fn m  btr *ijh, and ji t  faid, now I ro»y j 
S it that ivbta anger’d, her revngt bttmg nub, 
Badt btr vntng Jltty, and her dt/pU -fart ri, ;
Sht that (Quid think, aid t t ’cr tk fd tp  htr »»W, 
Have funon  /w W m ;, am! not took bikini ;
She tuai a mjrgbt, ( i f  tv tr  fuck •wight utitrtj— 

Def. T o  do what ?
I ago. 7 a fui.ll* f»«h, and cbrcniek ftnall- beer.

• Through the -hole of thlt feme, laft expctfe biMfelf 
fomewhat too y, both (o hi* ui* .uni DefJtmuti| t.lit it 
there not a fining trs< of chanftrr In. h ? ; He thought, w« 
prsfumc, in  extggejfttd frankneli the b</l im I l  io t  hu pnvnU
purjKjfcj.

+ In reprefentjtlon, we expert nothin* from  the two <ka- 
t t f  D tfiem otui tm l Mrm&j, hoi icHctey o f  appe-itince .<>.1 
eiprcffion, In the fo rm e r ;  with t  fc iu n  J e g a c  ul fp iril

C 2
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Dcf. Oh mofl lame and impotent ccncls 
not learn of him, sEmiHa, tho’ he be thy „ 1 
flow fay you, Caffio, is he not a moil pro, 
liberal cenfurer)

Caf. He fpea/.s home, madam ; you ma- *. 
more in the foldier, than in tbe fcholar.

Itigo. \ Jfid. .'] He takes her by the palm i ay, V tn  
(aid—whifper— With as little a web as this, will I 
enfnarc as great a fly as CfJJic. Ay, fmile upon her ; 
do—You fay true, ’tis fo, indeed.— If  fuch tricks as 
thefe fttip you out of your lieutenancy, it had been 
b-uer you had not kife’d your three fingers fo oft. 
{Trumpet founds], The Moor-r-I know his trumpet.

[ 7  nmtj>et.
Dtf. Let's meet him, and receive him.

Enter Othello, and Atttndants.

O ti. Oh, my fair warrior!
DtJ\ My dear Qtbtllo. •
Oth. It civet me wonder great as my content,

To fee you nere before me. O jny foul's joy I 
If i f t r r  every tem’peft come fuch calms,
‘May the winds blow till they have waken’d death: 
And lei the labouring bark climb hills of feas 
Qiympw high i and duck again as low,
As hell’s from heav’n! I f  I were now to die,
’Twere now to be moil happy ; for,’ I fear,
M y foul hath her content fo ahfolute,
That not another comfort like to thi;.
Succeeds in unknown fate.

D tf. The hrav’m  forbid,
But that our loves and comforts Ihould encreafe,
Ev’n as our days do £row !

Otlr. Amen to that, fweet powersV^
1 cannot fpeak enough of this content,
I t flops me here: it U too much o f joy.
And this, and this, the greatcft difcords br,
T h a t  « '«  our hearts fl»»U make. [ ATj

B  ' *• . dSBipv /•:
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Oh, yon arc well tun’d, now; but I’ll let 
that nuke this mu tick, as honed as 1

g - '  - 14* .
KVtis, friendt, onr wars are done; the 1 nrh 

■are drown'd.
» our old acquaintance of thi* ifle i 

MontA-, you (hall be well defir'd in C /fra i;
I ’ve found great love amongli them. Oh, my fwrct,
I prattle out of fathion, and I dote,
In mine own comfort. Pr’ythee, good Ugt,
Go to the bay, and difrmbark my coffers.
Brinjt thou the mailer to the citadel ;
He is a good one, and hts worthinei#
Does challenge much refpeft. Come, D-fd<msna,
Once more well met at < /̂prm.

[Extant Oth -Ho, Defdcmona, iSV.

M jiunt Iigo and Rodorigo. *
•

logo. Come hither, ReJarift, i f  thou be’lt valiant: 
lill me ; the lieutenant, to-night, watches on the court 
of guard. Firft, I rnuif tell thee this j J)f/dtmena is 
dirrflly in love with him.

Rod. With^iim ! why, ’ti$ not poflible ! 
lag . Lav thy fingers th u s; and let thy foul lie in- 

ftrafted. Mark me with what r  olence Ihe fird lov’d 
the Moor, but for J'ragaing, and telling her fan- 
udical lici And wilt the love him fttli for prat
ing ? Let n i t  thy difcrcet he§rt think »»• Her eye 
mud be fed. And u h.u delight Aull Ihe have to look 
on the drvif I

Rod. I cannot believe that o f her, Ibe’s full of moll 
blefs’U condition.

lag*. Blefi’d (» !> rn d !  the wine (he drinks It made 
of grapes. B lry n  -udding? did’il thou not fee bet

* tr.rthoJof worflhv*, tIirot?»li the ttfcfilt plttf, on this
"M nus to -I of W* '-‘L c k  U ij^u s , U fa il v f  cunuing, 
} o i  jrt.

C 3 paddle

M  
- .
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paddle with the palm of his hand? Did’ 
tfiat f

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but cc 
/ j fa .  Lctchery, by thi* hand •, an index; .. 

prologue to the hiftory of luft, and foin 
&ir, be you rul'd by me. I hare brought 
Vtnitt. Watch you, to-night; for the com.' >, _ _i 
Jay’t upon you. Cnffia know* you not: I ’ll not be , 
fir  from you. Do you find fome occafipB to anger f  
C-iJJie, either by fpeaking too loud, or taunting his 
I'ifclpline, or from what other courfe you pleafe, which 
the time (hall more favourably minifter.

Rod. W ill.
Inge. Sir, he’s rath, and very fudden in choler : and, 

haply, way llrike at you. Pit^oke him, chat he may; 
for even of that will I caufe thofe o f  Cjfriu to mutiny; 
whofc qualification (hall come into no true ttfte again, 
but by the difplauiiug of CaJJio.

Rod. I will d,$ this, if you can bring it to any op
portunity. '
1 1.ifu. 1 warraqt thee. Meet rot, by a»d by, »t the 

citttiel. I muft f.tch his neceff*ries a(hore. i arew-1.
Rvd. Adieu. [ Ex t.

Manet Ia g O . •

lege. T hat Cqjjia love* her, I do well believe ;
That (lie loves him, ’tis apt, and of great credit.
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not.
Is of a conflant, loving, noble nature ;
And, I dare think, he’ll prove to D'Urmona,
A moll dear hu lund. Now I Jove h.-r too.
Not out of abftlute lull, (tbo’, perad venture,
1 (land accountant for a* great a (in;)
Rut i arriy led to diet my revenge,
.For that I do fufpeft t  ic luftful Moors
Hath leapt into my feat;* The th ou f\t whereof

Doth,

* T lw  author h a t aga'n  Tap very properly m 
Jto lvu t W f io im  o f the U o o r, *» * ica<U»g

‘ W : :‘ ' P & i S J ? - .
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like a poifoi.ous mineral, gnaw my inwards;
•«.thing can, or dial., content toy }fouI, 

a n  even'd with him, wife for wife ;
5 lin^ fo, yet that I put the Moor 
♦ft into a jealoufly fo ftiong, 
judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 

is poor hrach f  of rimia, whom I trace 
lo r  his quick huntit g, (land the potting on,
I ’ll have our Mtdetd Cttfla on the hip,
Abufe him to the Moor in the rank garb ,•
(For I fesr Crjfie with my night- e*p, too)
Make the Moor thank me, love me, aud reward me, 
For making him egregioufly aft afs ;
And prattiiing upon his pe\ce and qsi.'t, 
liven to u;adncf». ’T i^ h n e —but yet conftn’d : 
Knavery’s plain face is never- fern, till us’d.

[Exit.

s c e n i ;  Cm su  C ite,

Enter Othello, Dcfdcijwna, CalTnJ, anil Attendant!.

Otb. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night. 
Let’* teach ourfelvcs that "hoaouiabjc llop,
Not to out fport dikrctk>n.

C.u/ Jagt hath direction what to do.
But, notwithftanding, with my perfonal eye,
Will I look to’t.

Otb. lafo is moft honrib 
'Michael, good-night. ’1’o-mor‘row, with your earlieft, 
Let me have fpeeth with you. Come, my dear love, 
The purckafe made, tlte fruits aw to enfue ;
That profit’* yet to come, ’tween me and you. 
Good-night. ^

[Exeitnt-'AUeilo and Defdemona, into tht Cajtlt.

T'tlilnoui revenge. The whole prttejnre ot "thi* trncheraui 
, fte«« great caution, much polity, j« d  dctp  madljntut*

:

trait, i  Juad o f ta ttl in g  bound.
inter
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• ' Enter IagO.

Cajfie. Welcome, lege ; we muft to the v
Iago. Not thii hour, lieutenant. 'Tis l 

o’th’ clock. Oar general caft us thus cai 
love Of his De/Jtmena ; whom let us not there 
H r hath not yet made wanton the night wit! ; 
fhe ii fport tor J tv t .

Ca/. She’i a moll exqnifite Indy.
Jjigo. Ai.d I'll warrant her, full of game.
Cnf. Indeed (he’s a moll frefh and delicate creature, 

W lut an eye (he has ? methinks it founds a 
parley to provocation.

Co/ An inviting eye; and*yet, methinks, right 
tnodert.

lug*. And when (he (peaks, is it not an alarum to 
love ?

Ca/. She i s  indeed, perfe&ign.
la^t. Well, happinefs to their (hecn. Come, lieu

tenant, I have a Hoop of wine, and litre without are a 
brace o f  Cyprus gallants that fcould fain have a mea- 
fure to the health of black Otb/ll».

Ca/. Not to-night, good ’Jage. I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking. 1 could well wiili 
courtefy would invent tbmc otiier cuftoni of entertain
ment. -

late. Oh, they are our friends ; but, one cup ; I’ll 
drink for yon.

G>/ I have drank l>ut*ene cop, to-night, and that 
was cart fully qualified too: *nd behold what innova
tion it make* here. I am unfortunate in the infirmity, 
and dare uot ta& my weaknefs with any more.

/c£j. What, tr.an ! *tis a night revels, the gal
lants defire it.

Ca/. \ \  here are they i ’ 
a l “l t .  Within. I pray you, call them hither.

C i/. I’ll do’t, but it didikes me. j[£.w* <"■'
If 1 can fallen but one cup upon hit 

W ilk (hat which he hath drank to-night alt. i
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He'ii he as full of quarrel and offence,
As my oune- miftrefs'j dog.- —
Now r  y '"icic. fool, Rodsrifo,
Whom love bath turn’d almort the wrong tide out.
T o  DeJtmona  hath to-night carom’d 
1’otatu o* pottle d**p; and he’» to watch.
Threw lads of Ctprui, noble fwcllmg fpirits,
(That hold their honours at a wary dirtance,
The very elements of this warlike iflc,)
Have I, to-night, flullcr'd with flowing cur*.
And they watch too. Now, ’mongft thi* flock ofdrunk- 
Am 1 to put our Cafii* in fome attion, [ards,
That may offend the iflc. But here they come. 

j I f  conlequencc do but approve my dream,
My boat fails freely, botji with wind and ft ream.

Eattr Caflio, Montano, anJ Gent lenten.

Cef. ’Fore heaven they have given me a toufe, 
already.

Moat. Good faith, a little one. Not paft a pint* 
as I’m a foldier. *

I  ago. Some wine, ho : [I#go /»£••
And Ut me the ganaiin clink, clutk, clink,
And Ut me the canttkm iUni.
A  JcUier'i a man ; oh, man t lift '/  but a /fa n  ;
Why then Ut a /U u r  frink.
Some wire, boys.

•  C a/ ’Fore heav’n, an excellent fong.
lago. I Icarn’t it in E*glanJ; where, indeed, they 

are moft poteat in potting. Your Dane, your German,
and ryour iwng-bflly’d Hollander!---- Drink, hoi are
nothing to  yoor Englijh.

*  Ca/. Is your EagUpmanfo exquifite in bis drinking ? 
Ikgo. Why, he urinki you witli facility, your Dan* 

dead drunk. Hefweats not to overthrow your A/main. 
He give- your Holtamdm a vomit, ere the next pottle 

be filled.
le /. T a  the health of our general.
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Ment. I am for it, lieutenant, and 
juitice.

I  age. Oh, fo t t t  Englnd.
King Stephen uu i, and a ivertiv perr,

Hit brtith t cefi him bt^.a cro-iv*;
He hr Id them fix-p nee all toe d,ar, 

l f .tb  th»t he call’d the taj/lor Imun*
Some wine, ho.

C tf. Why, thii is a more exquifite fong than the 
ether.

luge. Will you hear’t again }
Caf. No, foi I hold him to be unworthy of hi* 

place, that does thofe thing*. W ell—  Heaven’* 
above all; and there be foulsth;it muft be faved, and 
there be fouls that muft not be faved.

I  age. It’s true* good 1 eutAant.
-Ca/ For mine own part, (no offence to the general, 

nor any man of qualit ) 1 hope to be faved.
I  ge. An I fo do I too, lieutenant.
Ca/. Ay, but, by your leave, not before irte. The 

lieutenant is to be faved before the nncicnt. Let’i 
have no more of this: let’* to our affair*. Forgive 
us our fins— G'ntlfreen, let'* look to our bufinefs. 
Do not think, gentlemen, 1 am drunk. Thi* it my 
ancient; this i* my right hand, and thi* is my left, 
I  am not drunk, now ; 1 can ftand well enough, aud 
1 fpeak well enough.

Gent. Excellent well, •
Ca/. Why, very well then. You muft not think 

then that I am drunk., [£jw7.

M.meitt Iago and Montano.

I  age. Yflu fee this fellow that is gone before; 
He is a foldier fit to ftand by G r/3^
And give direction. And do but fee his v ice;

•  Ciro’l  m etlioJ o f w orking on Ctjjit'%  wcakoefe, i» 
e re iin g lj  u ti 'ttl,  u- the veil o t f o d i l  jo ll« y  covers
itC ga.

✓
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1 1.-.1 r, the troll Otlallt putt him in,
On ft ne odd time of his infirmity,
■Will i'lakc.this ifland.

M o.t. But it he often thus I
lag . 'T is evermore the prologue to his flcep.
Mart, ft were well 

The general were put in mind of it.
Pertnpt, he fees it n o t; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Gq/fit,
And looks not on hit evils. 1* not this true I

Enter Rodorigo.

Iago. IIow now, Rodorigo!
1 pray you after the lieutenant, go. [Ext! Rod.

Mont. And ’tis great'pity, that the noble Moor 
Should h.izird fuch a place at his own fee >sd,
With one of an ingraft infirmity ;
It were an honeft .itlion to fay fo 
Unto the Moor. •

Iago. Not I, for this fair ifland.
I do love C.affio well, ai^l would do much
T o cure him of thit evil. [If'iibia. Help, help!

Rt-% /tr Caflio pur/uing Rodorigo.

Ca/. Yon rogue, you rafc.tl!
Mont, Wnat* the* matter lieu tenant J 
Ca/. A knave, te 'ch me my duty! I’ll beat the 

knave into a twiggcn bottle.*
Rod. B at me!—
Ca/. Doit tVmu prate, rogoe }
Mont. N .y , gfx»i licutei 4ttt t [Slaying M l.

I | ray you, fir, hold your h^nd.
Ca/. Let me , Jy , fir, or 1*11 knock you over the 

mzzard. •
Moat. O tn c , come, )Ou’rc drunk.
Ca/. Drunk i [Tbt,y fg b t.
Iago. Away, I fay, go out and cry mutiny.

.[Exit Rod.
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Nay, good lieutenant—— fir—- -  Menton 
Help, mailer*! Here’s a goodly watch, i 
W ho’s that T Who ring* the bell——  

rife,
Fy! fy! lieutenant! holds 
You will be (hamed for ever.

Enter Othello and Attendant!. < >1;T,, ,

Otb. Hold, for your lives.
W hy, how now? Hoi From whence arifcth this ?
Arc we turn’d Turks ? and to ourfclve* do that,
Which heaven hath forbid the Otumitesf
For chriftian ftiame, put by thi* barbarous bawl.
He that ftir* next, to carve for his own rage,
Hold* hit foul l ig h t: he diesa upon hit motion.

[Dell ring/.
Silence that dreadful be ll; it frights the ifle 
From her propriety. What is the matter ?
Honeft Jag*, that looks dea^wiih grieving.
Speak, who began thi* f on thy love, 1 charge thee.

Jag*. I do not know. Friend* all, but now, even now t  
In quarter, and in terms, likfc bride and groom 
Diverting them for bed ; and t! <*, but now—
(At if fome planet had tin win I men),
S ivords out, and tilting one nr t-ther’* breads,
In oppofition bloody. 1 can’t (peak 
Any beginning to this peeviU, ydd«»
And would in a&ion gli ri- i. I rud ioil 
Thofe legs, that brought me tv. a part o f it.

Otb. How comes \\M itbent, y. u are thus forget ?
(!•/. 1 pi ay you, pardon me, 1 canout fpeak.
Otb Worthy Mtmtnne, you were wont be civil :

The gravity and fUllneft o f  your youth
T he world hath noted ; and your name is great..
In mouths o f  wifeft cenfurc. W hat* the matter.
That you unlace your imputation thus,
And l'pend yottr rich opinion, for the name 
Ot a night-brawier r Give me anfwer to it.

Mturt. Worthy OthrlU, 1 am hurt to danger:
Your oi&cer lot*  can inform you, 4  " i

t  Whiu t



O f all that J do know ! nor know i ought 
By jnekhat’* faid, or done, amifa, this nightf 
Unlefsifelf-charttv he fomrtimcs a vice,
And to defend ourfclve*, it be a Jin,
When violence :i(Tails at.

Oth. Now, by htav'jt,*
I f  I once ftir.
Or do but lift this arm, thr bc .1 of ron 
Shall fink in my rebuke. Ghre me, to know 
How this foul rout Wg*n. Wht> fit it o n ;
And he that it approv’d in this offence,
T ho’ he h*d twinn’d with me, both at a birth.
Shall lofe me.——— What, and in a tow* of war*
Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear.
T o  manage private and^inmeftic quarrel ?
In night, and in the court of guard and fafety *
’Tis inoirtrous. Say, lagt, who h-gan’t.

Mint. I f  partially affin’d, or leagu’d in office*
Thou doll deliver more *r lcf> than truth,
Thou art no foldi:r.

I lego. Touch me hot fo near : +
I ’d rather have this trmgSe cut from my mouth*
Than it (hould do offence to Micbatl Cufllo.
Yet, I perfua k  tnyfrlf, to fpeak the truth,
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus ’tis general.
Montano and inyfelf being in fpeech,
There comes a fellow*, crying out for help 
And CaJJU following, with,determin'd fword.
T o  execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to CaJJio, and intreats his paufe ;
Myfelf the crying fellow did purfue,
Left, by hi* clamour (as it lo fell out)

* Wc think, the f-'.iowint lines of ih* original ftouU be re
timed, »  bcjutiful and figtiifiont : .

My Hud itpKt my ftftr fialti to mlr,
Atdfnffui, my iff judgmtil tMtt'i,
AJftu to It id lit ------------ I f  I omee, &c.

t  T h u  account of the bnwt exhibit* art uncommon fliire of
__ 't  f t c i  diffiaulurre policy.
•*’*  n  -ru .



The town might fall in fright. lie , fwift of 
Out-ran my purpofe : I return’d, tbe rather, .
to r  that 1 heard the d ink  and fall of (words, I
A nd CaJJic high in oath; which, till to-night, '
1 ne’er might fay before. When I came back,
(For this wa* brief) I found them clofe together,'
At blow and thrufl; even as again they were,
When you, yourfelf, did part them.
More o f  this matter cannot I report.
But men are men ; the brft fometimea forget.
Tho’ C.efiio did fome little wrong to him,
Ai men in rage flrike thofe that wifh them befl^
Yet furcly, C.afit, 1 believe, receiv’d
From him that fled, fome Orange indignity, .
Which patience could not pafe.

Otb. 1 know, lag*, a
T hy  honcfty and love doth mlnccthis matter.
Making it light to Caffiv. CaJ/tc, I love thee,*
But never mote be officer of mine.--------- fr

Enter DefJcmona.
• * p '

I.ook, i f  my gentle love be not rais’d u p :
I ’ll make thee an example.

Prf. Wiiat’i the matter ?
Otb. All ia well, faceting, come to bed.

Sir, for your butts, myfrtf will be your furgcon.
Lead him off. * [Montauo it ltd cjf.
Look with care about the town,
And filence thofe whon. thrs vile brawl diftra&ed.

V$**£ »■•••' ■ u - f.-.y *.■■■■ j 'tf ;/f
•  T lu T t ?c p u t  diftnity o f  crnfure, o f  reproach, a n j  puniih- 

(n e n ti i r  this Ui»rt «djrcw tu  Cujfic. •
f  Though wf may Oth:Ih't rebnlf and difchar.;c of

,C'#> to his very ptercng, yot, reafoa »ni oMore deiy h i fuf- 
Cfirnejr to  teftorf a perfon fo (luj-)d <ft (uch S>!<r ftnft. An4 
the author himfe!f focms confciow* o f this, by miking an aj-olo- 
jry. a v*fv Utoc one, in attfrcr*o icgt't, <(uctt r>n, “  Mow

« n ,r *oa tfcuv reeovemi?” »»h*t Cijfic ( i j i  of him-
sjfflf.,inj t«» fcpnilpdfrni, i |  fo l'eai&k, we rutty be glad <>: -feis 
wejverf.

■ .  C cm e,

3* O T H F- L L O.



Come, Dtfiitatm.4, 'tis the foldier's life.
T o  have his balmy (lumbers wuk'd with ftiife.

'  * [F.W*

Manent Iago ant Clffio.

Jagt. What, are you hurt, lieutenant i :
C a/. Pall all (urjerjr.
Ittge. Marry, heav'n forbid !
C a / Reputation, reputation, rcpataiirn! Oh, t 

Have loA my reputation! 1 ‘have lolt the iuimort I p * t i ‘ 

of myfelf, and what nm ains i* betTul. My 
tion ! /«/», niv reput m o n l—

l i f t ) .  A i l  am an honed man, 1 thought y"<> 1-1  
r.ceived fome bodily wound : Uiero i» tnu<« i'vut -v» 
that, t an in reputauoi* Rcputatio i i .hi . *t I 
moil falic impofttion j oft got without infill, 1 Jc*i 
without deCcjviug. You have loll no r put»tu>i>, a *. 

all, unleft you repute yourfclf AkU a l»iu. VVhat, 
b u d — there are w»>» lojccover tl.e g f 'W al again. Sue 
to him again, and he’s yean .

CoJ 1 will lather (ke.to be dffpiftt?! than to t!eceWe 
fo good a commander, ♦.ith (b Uu\l*fK f<) ihunken. and 
to indifcreet en ofheer. CJj, t! ou invincible fpirit- 
c f  wine! i f  t^oa haft no name to be known by, let u» 
call luce devil,

l a t e .  What was he that yoo followed with tho 
fword? What had ly  done to you i •

C .a / 1 know not. 
lagt. 1s t poffible i  >
Cm /. I remember a maf» of thin?*# but nothing tlif- 

tmtlly : a quarrel, but nothing wFi-refonr. Oh, that 
men Ihould pot an enemy in their mouth* to fteal 
away their brains!

la^t. Why, but you are now well enough: how 
oame you thus recovered I .

C a/. It has pleated the devil, dronkenneft, to give 
place to the devil, wrath ; one unperfeflnef* (hew* me 
another, to make me frankly defpife myfelf.

/a g o .  I could heartily wi(h thu  had not befallen^ but 
*TB&ce it is as it ii, msnd it, for our own good.

D z  C o/.
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Ccf. I will a(k him for my place again ; he (hall tell' 
me, 1 r.m a drunkard!—Had I as many raotuhs a* 
UjJra, fuch an anfwer would (lop them all. *To be 
no* a fcnfiblc man, by and by a fool, and prefcntly*a, 
beaft '—every inordinate cup is unblefs’d, and the in
gredient ii a devil.

I  ago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
«,rcature, if  it be well ui’d : exclaim no more againlt 
it. And, good lieutenant, I think, you think 1 love 
you.

Cm/ .  I have welt approv’d it, fir. I d n in k !
Jago. Yob , or any man living, may be drunk, at 

fcmt time, man. 1 tell you what you (hall do: our 
general’s wife is now the general ; importune her 
help, to put you in your place again. She is o f fo 
free, fo kind, fo apt, fo bleflcG a difpofition, (he holds 
it a vice in her goodoefs not to do more than is rc- 
quclted.

Cm/ You *dvife me well.
protcil, in the fincority o f lore, and honeft

kimlncfi.
C tf. 1 think it freely: and betimes in the morning 

1 will befeech the virtuous Bt/dtmona to undertake 
for me : 1 am delperatc of my fortunes, if  they check 
me here. *

iagn. Yon are in the right. Good-night, lieutenants 
I mull to the watch.

C“/ .  Good-night, honeft lags. < [ Exit Caflio.

Mont* I»go.

1 'g*. And what’s he then, that fays, 1 play * villain ? 
When this advice I give, is free arid honeft,
Likely to thinking, and, indeed, the courfe 
T o  win the Moor ag-Tju. For ’tis moft caly i
T h ’ inclining; Dr/dtmoua to fubdue, 
lu any honeft fuit. Am 1 then a villain,
T o  counfel Ci<Jpo to this parallel eoitrfe,
P ited ly  to his good i 'T is bell’s divinity ;
When devils will their blacked fins put on.
They do fugged at ftril with hcav'nly Ihswi,

A*

(  M
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As' I do now. For white this honeft fool 
Plies Dtfdtm-.ni to repair his fortune,
And file  for him pleads ilrongly to the Moor*
1*11 pour this peililcnce into his ear,
That (he repeals him fur her body’s lull:
Aud by how much (he drives to do him good,
She fh .11 undo her c edit with the Moor.
So uill 1 turn her tirtue i n t o p k h ;
And out of her own gnodnefs fnake the net,
That (hall enmefh them all, How now, Rednngt!

Entrr Rodorigo.

Rut. 1 follow here in the chace, rot lilt'- a hound 
that hunts, but one that Mlj ap the cry. My money 
it almutt (pent; I havtf been to night exceedingly 
well cudgelled; aud i  think the-iffae will be, I (Kill 
have fo much experience for my pain*; and f t  with 
no money at all, and a little more wit, return again 
to > W .  a

Iago. How poor are they, that have not patient* I 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees i 
Thou knoweft we work by wit, and not by witchcraft < 
And wit depend* on dilatory time.
Does’t not go »cll > Coj/io hath btatrn thee.
And thou, »y thatfmall hurt, full c*jfurr'd Cajfio. 
Retire thee; go where thou art hillctted.
Away, I fay ; thou (halt Icuow more, hereafter;
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Kodorigo.
Two things arc to be done ; ,

• My wife mu it move for Cajfio to her millref;:
J’JI fet her on :
Myfelf, the while, to draw the Moor apart,
And bring him jaatp, when he may Caff.tr End
F li iting hi* wife.— Ay, that-* the w«y;
i>u!L but device, by toldnefi and delay,* [£. t,

E«d of the S i c o .n o  A c t ,

» Thi» Sc oml A c t  onie* pUt tbwi •* »n«<#
battel aaJ fj irk iu it.

D } A C  r

1 ' 
r \
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A C T  III.

S C E N E  changes /« an Apartment in the Palate.. 

Enter Defdcmona, Caffio, and .(Emilia.*

B
E thou affur’d, good Caffit, I " i l l  do 

All my abilities in thy behalf. 
jE m il. Good madam, do: I know it grieves my 

As if the caufe were his. (hofband.
Dr/. Oh, that's an honeft fellow ; doubt not, C.'Jfit, 

t u t  1 will have roy lord and you again 
As friendly as you wero.

C»/ Mod bounteous madam.
What ver (hall becomc of M imhae! Coffin, 
i l c ’a never any thing but your true lervant.

D /. 1 kmiw’t, 1 thank you ; you do love my lord, 
You've known him king j ar.cf, be you well affured.
He (hall in llrangenefs iland no farther off.
Than in a politic difctnco. •

Ca/. Ay, but. lady.
That policy nwy either laft fo long,
Or feed upon fuch nice and watvifh diet,
T hat I being abfent, and my place fupply'd,
My general will forgetmy love and frrvice.

DtJ. Do not d«ubi th a t; before A'.miUa here,
1 g i.e  thcc warrant of thy place.
Therefore be merry, Ccffi*;
For thy fclicitor (hall rather die,
Than give thy cattle aw*y.

•  Si.ih  frtn rt has furnilhed, i t  the beginning o f the ih irJ  af>^ 
4 very irillin |t, non-e8em iil feent, o f  two pigrt, to  g r im y  th« 
jm itu u  u ltc  o f  k it  audiences, hm »)iich  is now aw  It juiUy uj<A* 
ii ,  lix (Meaning much bcticr bcre.

D E 5 D E M o  N  A..

•f Enter
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£a.'ir Othello Iago, *; a DJtaact.

JEmih Madam, here comes ray lord. 
i'.a f Madam, i’ll take my leave.
D  / .  Why, (lay and hear me fpeak,
Ca/. Madam, not now : I'm very ill at cafe,

Unfit for m ne own puiyofes.
Df/. Well, do your difcrction. [iVij Caffio.
Jjgt. Hah! 1 like not mat—
Otb. What doft thou fay i

Nothing, my lord : or if—I know ro t what. 
Oth. Was not that CaJJit p. rtcd (ruin my wife f 
la fit. Cuffi", my lord ?—110, fure, 1 cannot think it, 

That he would deal away fo yiilty-likc,
Seeing you coming- •

Qtb. I lulieve ’was he.
DtJ. How now, my lord.!

1 have been taking with a 1‘uitor litre,
A man th it laaguifhcstft your difpleafure.

Oth. Who i»’t you mean I
D / .  Why, your lieutenant Caffio. Good, my lord. 

I f  I have any grace or ftowcr to move you,
His prefent reconciliation take*
For if he hetfiot one that truly loves you,
That errs in igucrawcc, and not in cunning,,
I have no judgment in an lioneft fuec*
I pr'ythee, call him»back.

Otb. Went he h.-oce, now?
D f/. In (both, fo humbled,.

That he hath left part of his grief with me.
T o fuffer with him Good love, call him back.

Otb. Not now, fweet De/J'tnona: fome other tia»e,‘, 
D tfi But <hali‘t be (hortly ?
Otb. The fooner, fweet, for you.
D / .  Shall** be to-night at (upper f 
Otb. Not to-night.
Dr/. To-morrow dinner, then f  
Oth. 1 fha!l not dine at borne:

I  meet the captain at the citadel.
D</. Why u«n  to-monow night, or T u/daj morn,
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Or TuifJay noon, cr nigh*, Or Wtdntfday morn,
] pr’ythee, u.iuie the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three <iays; in faith, he’s penitent:
When (hail he come ?
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my fonl 
What you would aik me, that I would deny.
What! Michael Ccjpc!
Th..i came a wooing with you, and many a time, 
WJicn 1 have fpoke of you difplcafingly,
Hath ta’en your pa rt; to have fo much to do 
To bring him in ! truft me, I could do much—

Oib. Pr’ythee, no more; let hitn come when he will, 
I. wiil deny thee > othing.
Whereon I do befetch you grant me this,
To leave me but a little to mj felf.

D f.  Shall I deny you? no:*fareweI, my lord.
Otb. Farewel, my l>rjdemma, I’ll come llraic.
D rf jUmilia, go ; be as your fancies teach you j

■Otb. Excellent wrctch! *—1’trdiiion catch my fou), 
But 1 do love thee; aud when 1 love dice nut,
Chaos is come again. .

Jags. My noble lord,—
Otb. \\ hat doil thou fay,, luge? 
logo. Did Micbad Cujfut, when you woo’d my lady, 

know of vour love i 
Otb. lie  did, from firil^to laft. Why doft thou ilk !  
la£0. Hut for a  faiisi'aition o f my thought;

No fat liter harm.
Otb. Why of thv thought, l i f t >

1 did not think he’d beeu acquainted with it. 
Otb. Oh, yes, and weut between ut, very aft. 
lag*. Indeed!
Orb. Ind ed! ay, indited. Difccin’ll iLou on *

Whate’er you be, I am obfdient. [Exeunt.

Maneut Othello aud lago.

Is he not honeft i

V>'e think -until much ro«r« ciljiblt ti,u> x>r<ni,
lag*. *
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Jhgo. Honeft. my lord 1 
Otb. Honeft! ay, honeft.
Iago. My lord, for ought I know.
Otb. What doft thou think i j#
Iago. Think, my lord!—>
Otb. Think, my lord! why, by h sv'n thou echo’ft 

As if  there were fume munfter iu thy thought, [nie. 
Too hideout to be thewn. Thou doft mean Something s 
1 heard thcc fay but now. tbtu  h i'fi "it t>ct—
When C.ijte left tny wife. What did'ft not like?
And when 1 told thee, he w u  of my couafcl.
In mv whole courie of wooiegs thou ciy'dft,
And didft contract and purfc thy brow togethct,
Ai if thou then haiFft (hut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit: if  thou doft love me,
Shew me thy thought. •

Itigc. M y lord, you know I love you.
Otb. 1 think thou doft.

And, for I know thou’rt full of love and hcncfiy,
And weigh’d thy words before thou giv’ft them breath, 
Therefore thofe flop* of thine fright me the more:
For fuch things in s falfe difloy.il knave,
Are tricks of cuftom : but, in a man’s that’* juft, 
They’re cold dilations working from the heart,
T hat paflion cannot rule.

Vtgf. Far Micbatl Cajjio,
I  dare be fworn, 1 think, th»t he U hor.ell.

Otb. I think f t  toai
Iago. Men Ihould be what they feem,

Or, thofe that be not, would they might feem nonet 
Otb. Certain ; men ihould be what they feem.
Jagt. Why then, 1 think GaJHt'% an honeil man.
Otb. Nay, yet there’s more in th is;

I pray thee, fpeak to roc as to thy thinkings.
As thou doft ruminate ; and give thy worft 
O f  thoughts the worft of wordsj 

/.if*. Good, my lord, pardon me.
Tho’ I am bound to every aft of duty,
I am not bound to that all (lives are free to;
Utter my thoughts!—Why, fay they’re vile and fal(e j 

*Xs a here’* that palace where into foul things
Sometimes



9

Sometimes intrude n o tJ *
Oth. Tkot) doft Confpire againft thy frierc?,

I f  thou but think'fthim wrong’d, and irukft his eat 
A ftranger to thy thought*.

Iagt. I do he leech you,
T h  jagh I pcrehanee am vicious in my guefs— {
(•A*. I confefs, it is mv nature’s plagce 
T o  (pi into abufe j and oft my jealoufy 
Shapes faults that are not;) I inrreat you then,.
From one that fo improbably conceits,
Your w ifdom would not build yonrfelf a trouble,
Out of my fcattering and unfure obfcrvance:
It wtre ta>t for your quiet, nor your good.
Nor for my manhood, honefly, and wifdom,
To let yon know my thoughts.

O/A. What dofl thou mean J
/fli’ff. Good name in man, and woman, dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their fools.
Who iitali my purfc, (teals trafh: 'tit  fome<hing, no

thing ; *
’Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been (lave tc thoofandsj 
But he that filches from me ray good rtr.ie,
Robs me of that, which not enriches him,
And makes me poor, indeed. +

Oth. I’ll know thy thoughts—  *
Inga. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; , 

Nor (hall not whilft ’tis in my cuftody.
Otb. Hat
lago. Oh, beware, my lord, o f  jealoufy;

I t is a grcen-ey’d monfter, which doth make 
T he meat it feeds on. That cuckold ires in blifs, 
Who, certain o f hi* fate, loves not his wronger;

• There i* great fubtlrty, and Ikew of briucfly, la this fpcec£ ; 
cliimiug independence of thought, gives n tir of truth, eonfc- 
qucntlv credit, to whit tonjes *tter.

| The hrliu-.ive, dubious loudc of working t p the Moor, it 
finely conceived, ind his uti&dpe&ing manner at fo-iUowiug jw  
(Unity's inisdious p..ifon, happily diipuy’d.

+ ThU ipc rli it held in lueli gtrerel, iufl eflcesn, tr.d fiii! ecu 
fo urteo quoted, thut any cocimeut upon it it unaeed&ry.
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H u t  oh, what damned minute* telis heft’er.
Who doats, yet doubts; lufpccls, yet iltongiy loves 1 

Otb. O m fiery!
Iago. Poor and content, is rich, tncT rich enough ) 

But riches endlefs, it as poor as winter,
To him that ever fears he (hall be poor.
Good heav’n, the fouls of ail my u ibc defend 
From jea’oufy I

Oth. Why I why is thi« f 
T hink’ft thou I’d make a life of jealoafy t 
T o  follow Dill the changes of the moon,
With fre(h fufpicions* N o; to be onco in doub#,
1* once to be refolv’d.
’Tis not to make mr jealous,
T o  fay, my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company,
•Is frre of fpeeeh, ftngs, tyays, and dances well j 
Where virme is, thefe w  moll viituous.
Kor from my own weak merits will ( draw 
T he {mailed fear, or doubt c f  her revolt s 
For (he had eyes, and ch*fe me. No, l‘£».
I ’ll fee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove;
And on the proof, there #is no more but this,
Away at once with love, or jealoufy/

Ia%o. I ’m glad of this : for now 1 (hall have reafon 
T o  Ihcw the lave and duty that I bear you.
With franker fpirit. Therefore, as I’m bound, 
deceive it from me. I fpeak not yet of proof.
•Looklo your wife, ofcfcrve her well with CajJio %
Wear your eye, thus: not jealous, nor fecure ;
I woufd not have your free and noble nature 
O ut of felf-bounty be abus’d ; look to’t.
I know our country’s difpolition w ell;
In i'tm tt they do let h a v ’n'fee the pranks 
They dare not (hew their hulhands: their bed eoft* 

. fcience
I i  not to leave’t undone, but igeep’t unknown.

• There i» » jrwrt Aurrof p.'tod to te, tery wet) «prtHtd, in 
this ipeccli j for tcrum k is, rtat polite jcc.-MnpiiihmuBU aoi 
vivacity arc ruber as araunent, than a taint, to virtue.

Otb.



Otb. Doft thftu fey fo !
U gt. Sli<- did dtccivc her father, marrvir^ yoa f 

And when fee feem'd to (hake, and fear your looks, 
fcfce lair’d them mod.

Otb. And fo (he did. 
logo. Go to, then s 

She that fo young cuuid give our fuch a feem inf,
T o  feal her father's eyes up, clofe as oak-*- 
1 fe thought ’t<»uj witchcraft—but I'm much to blam* :
1 humbly do befeeCh you o f  your parden,
For too much loving you.

Olb. I’m bound to you for even
h g t. I fee this lias a little dalh'd your fpitits,
Oth! Not a jot, not » jot. 
h g t. Truft ine, I fear it h a s :

I hope j-ou will confidcr whfft is fpoke
Comes from my love. But, I do lee you’re mov’d—
I am to pray you not to drain my ipccch 
TogrofTer iflVe, nor to larger reach,
Than to fufpicion. •

O/b. 1 will not.
Iage. Should you do fo, my lord,

My Ipccch would fall into luch vile fucccfs,
Which my thoughts aim not at. G{^V* my

Otb. No, not much mov’d—
I do not think but D<JJ.mtna’t honeft.

/<*?». Lonp live (lie fo! and Ionjtj live you, to ihfnk fo!
Otb. And yet, hyw niture'erring from itfelf----
lagi. Ay, there’s the»point i—as (to be bold with you) 

Not to affeft many propofed matches,
O f  her own clime, complexion, and degree,
Whereto we fee, in all things nature tends.
F oh1 one may fmell, in fuch, a will mod rank,
Foul difpropoitions, thoughts unnatural.
But, pardon me, 1 do,not in pofition 
Dillinflly fpeak of h e r ; tho’ I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment,
Kiav fall to match you with her country forms, 
And, haplv, fo repent.

My lord, I fee, you’re mov’d —

6 OtGT
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0 : i. Fare we}, farewel;
I f  more thou doll perceive, let me know more }
Set on thy wife t’oWrve. Leave me, fag*.

Jagt. My lord, 1 take my leave.
Otb. Why did I marry f 

This honeft creature, doubtlefs,
Secs and knows more, much more, than he unfolds.

Iar*. My lord, I would I might intreat your honour 
To (can this thing no farther ; leave it to time ;
Altho’ ’tis fit that Ctffio have his place,
For fure he tills it up with great ability;
Vet, if  you pleafe to hold him off, * while.
You (hall by that perceive him, and his means |
Note, if your lady ftrain his entertainment,
With any ftrong or vehement importunity,
Much will b? leen in tlfat. In the mean time,
Let me tie thought too bufy in my fears,
(As worthy caufe 1 have to fear I am)
And hold her free, I d a  befecch your honour.*

Otb. Fear not my government.
lagt. I once more take my leave. [£x</ I ago.

Mantt Othello.

Otb. This /ellow’s of exceeding honefly,
Anti knows all qualities, with a learned fpirit 

' O f human dealings. If  I prove her haggard, X 
’ I ho’ that her jeffes were ray dear heart.itrings,
I’d whittle her off, and let her down the wind,
T o  prey at fortune. Haply, (fit I’m black,
And have not thofe (oft parts of converfation,
That chamberers have; or, for I  *m declin'd 
Into the vale of year*— yet that’s not much—
She’s gone, I  am abus’d, and my relief

• /.£!>'t pretrndcd regard for DeLlemcvi fcy throwing doubts 
■»n hit own ubfcrvittoju, it in iimitiblc device to cover hi* 
art! tire.

|  Huttard, wild, irrecUiimblc.
I «r*p» put round the lcj* of * hi »k, to keep it

•n the liaad.
E Mttft



Mart be to loath her. Oh, the curfe of marriage! 
T hat we can call thefe delicate crcatures ours,
And not their, appetites. I had rather be a toad,
And live upon the vapour o f  a dungeon,
Than keep a comer in the thing I love,
1'or other a ufc. Dt/dtmcua comes !

Eahr DcJUemona and /Emilia.

If  (he be falfe, oh, then-heav*n mocks itfelf.
I ’ll r.9t belicve’t. f

„ tf. How, now, my dear Otbtllef 
Your dinner, and your generous iflandcrs,
By you invited, do attend your pretence.

Otb. 1 am to blame.
DeJ. Why do yeu fpeak fo Taintly f 

Are you not well i 
Otb. 1 have a pain upon my forehead, here.
Dqf. Why, that’s with watching, ’twill away again; 

Let me but bind it hard., wiifcin this hour 
It will be well.

Otb. Your handkerchief is too li ttle ;
drcpt btr handktnbitf. 

Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in with you.
Dr/. i am very fo try  that you are n«t«well.

N.m tt .EmiH*.

JEmil. I  am glad ^ have found this handkerch: 
h rre :

This wa* her fiill rememUrance from the Moor:
My wayward huib&nd huh  a hundred times 
Woo’d me to flea] it. I ’ll have the work ta’en ou 
And give’t I*g*. What he’ll do with it, > \  
Heav’n knows, not 1 ; *
1 no th ing , bu t to pleaic his L i ju fy .

■J- The luJJcn efleft of Dt/J ;;
f ’e ifm J *»J  n a tu ra l; tor (he I
jroMj iwpofol on, juJg» ' ' ■ r

5© O T H E L L O .
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Enter Iago. ,

W  How now, what do you do here, alone ? 
JEmil. Do not you cbidc ; i  have a thing for you. 
lag*. You have a thing lor me 1

It is a common thing—
X m l .  What?
lag». To have a foolifh wife.
A .m l. Oh, i» that a l l! What mill you give me now.

For that fame handkerchief f ’ .1
W hat handkerchief?

Jtuul. What^ handkerchief 1 
Why that the Moor firll gave to De/dtmtmti 
That, which fo often you did bid me ileal. 

lore- Hall ftalen it tr^tn her?
A.m il. No, but Ihe let it drop, by negligenec s 

And, to th ' advantage, i being here, took’t up.
‘ io. , here it is.

e. A good vvcuch,#give it to m#. 
mil. What will you do with’t, you have been fo 

«s»*< me filch it r [eaincti
Why, what is tiAt to you ! it.

I. If *t be no t/o r fome purpofe of import, 
k  : pe again. I’oor lady ! ihc’ll run ra*d,

•: ’ ic fhall raHs it.
He not you known on’t!

- s $ e for it. L*ave m ;—Go— [Exit AmiL
■ 'ajjit'i lodging lofc this handkerchief, 

m find it. Trifles light as air,
* jealous, confirmations ftrong,

/  typly writ. This may do fomelhing, 
already chingts with my poifons.

Enter Othello.

5 he comes! Not p typ y , nor mandragora, 
drowly fyrups of the worid,

ikerchicf, m > corroborative ciroinftancc, ii hup- 
l fmcc nothing can be more true th .a taj*We- 

' tri8« light at air, &e.” .
E z ShaJl



St,nil ever medicine thee to that fwcct fleep,
Whirh thou ow’dit yefierday.

Oth. H a ! falfe to me !
Iago. Why, how now, general? No more of thaf. 
Otb. AvauntI begone! thou’ft fet me on the raik :

I fwear ’tit better to oe much abus’d,
Than but to know a little.

Ja p . How, my lord f
Otb. What fenfe had I, in her ftol’n hours o f  luft?

J faw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not m e;
I flept the next night well; was free and merry ;
1 found not Cuffin's kifles on her lips.
Hr that i» robb'd, not wanting what is ftol’n,
Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d at all,

Jap . 1 am not forry to hear this.
Otb. i  had been happy, if^he  general camp, 

(Pionrers and all) had tailed her fwcet body,
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Parcwel the tranquil mind ! Farewel content I 
l'arewel the plumed troops, afcd the big war,
Chat make ambition virtue! Oh, farewe! 1 
1'areweJ the neighing Heed, jnd the fhrill trump,
Tho fpirit-ftining drum, the ear-piercing fife,
The royal banner, aud all quality,
Pride, pomp, and circumitauce of glorteu* w ar!
And, ch, you mortal engines, whofe rude throat*
Th* immortal 7 riv’s dread clamour* counterfeit, 
Farewell *Otbilk'* occupation f  gone!

J*gt. I i 't  poifible, my lord ?
jQtb. Villain, be fu*c thou prove my love a whc—? 

Be fute of i t : give me the ocular proof,
[Cat/biHg IcUcJ « 

Or, by the worth o f  mine eternal foul,
Thou had (I better have been born a dog, lag”.
Than anfwer my wak’d wrath.

Ja p . I i ’t comc to thii ? '

• This irrftffiooed rlupfody is extremely ftriking *»4 ixai 
Oniltfftatt, herein, *s iveil -s through tj»e wUoic 5 t, his f 
forth » tvoA ot jciiu*.
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Otb. Make me to fee’t ; or, at lead, fo prove it,
■ That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop.

T o hang a doubt o n ; or, woe upon thy life !
%;• Ijgo- My noble lord—

O/A. I f  thou dofl (lander her, and torture me, 
ft* N : ver pray more ; abandon all remorfe ;

SS On horror’s head, horrors accumulate ; 
i Do deeds to make hcav’n weep, all earth amaz'd : 

i For nothing can’ll thou to damnation add,
Greater than that. 

f?V la y . Oh, grace! oh heav'n, defend me!
ii j |  Are youam an? Have you a foul ? or fenfe ?

Ileav’n be w’you; take mine offence. O w.-etched fool, 
8 H i  '1 hat liv’d to make thine honefty a vice I

■  Oh, rr.onftroes world ! Tjdce note, take note, oh world, 
H To be direft and honed, is notlafe !

? 1 thank you for this profit, and) from hence,
\e I’ll love no friend, fith love breeds fpch offence.

Q ti. Nay, day---- Thou fliould’ft be honeft—
I  age. 1 (hould be wife ,• for honedy’s a fool,

* And lofes what it works for.
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L Uib. Uy the world, ,
1 think, my wife is honed j and think, (he is no t;
' that thou art juft ; and think, thou art not;

t  fome^jroof. Her name, that was as frelh 
' ; vifage, is now begrim’d and black,

■ wn face. I f  there be cords or knives, 
i" : , i> 'Vf fire, or fuffocating dreams,

idure’t— Would I were fatisfied !* 
fee, fir, you are eatcft up with paflion j 
it me, that i put it to you.
Id be fatisfied I 
ould 1 nay, and will.

through nil the fcenes of thi* A c t ,  requires mod 
ten of exprcfliont fte f  c»nn ( rift too fir, u»W. 
re claims grcii judgment »r>d fcnfMliiy, without 

... ut fluni the fccrct workings of a viHiinout heart !
t Ctleth’i, a« Clit clklbas oS •» woundeJ, generous, (icdulou* one.

\
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Iago. And m ay; but how? How fatisfied, my lord 
Would you be fupervifor, grofly gape on i 
Behold lie j—— i

Otb. Death and damnation ! Oh ! 
lego. It were a tedious difficulty, I think.

T o  bring ’em to that profpefl. Damn them, then,
I f  ever mortal eye* do fee them bolder,
More than their own. What then ? how then f 
What fhall I fay f where’s fa tis faction ?
It  is impoflible you fiiould fee thi*.
Were th -y as prime as £oat*, as hot as monkics,-}- 
A* fait as wolves in pride, and fool* as erofs,
A* ignorance made drunk. But yet, I lay,
If impntation, and ftrong circumtlances,
Which lead direflly to the dooj o f truth,
Will give you fatisfafiion, you might have’t.

Otb. Give me a living reafon Ihc's difloyal. 
la te. I do net like the office;

But ttnce I ’m enter'd into this caufe fo far,
Prick’f to’t by fooliffi howdy tnd love,
1 will go on. 1 lay with CtjJio, lately,
And, being troubled with a rjging tooth,
1 could not fteep.--- 1—
There arc a kind of men fo loofc of foul, . .-miI M  
That in their flreps will mutter their affair* {
One of thi* kind is CnJRt.
In fleep, I heard him fay, “  Sweet Difdcuvut,
“  Let us be wary, let us hide oui* love* j,”
And then, fir, would he gripe and wring my hand* 
Cry,—“  Oh fweet creature !’* and then k i ii  roe ha 
A* if  he ptuck'd up kiffca by the roots,
T hat grew upon my lips { and then
Cry, “  Curfed fate! that gave thee to the Moor.”
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Otb. Oh, monSrous! monftrous!
Iago. Nay, this was but his dream. *
Otb. But this denoted a foregone conclufion :

’ I'is a (hrcwd doubt, tho’ it be but a dream.
Iago. And this nay help to thicken other proofs, 

That do demonstrate thinly.
Otb. I ’ll tear her all to pieces.
I  ago. Nay, but be wife j yet wc fee nothing doncj 

She may be honelt, yet—Tell me but this,
Have you not fometiuies feen a handkerchief,
Spotted with ftrawberries in yoar wife’s hand ?

Otb. I gave her fuch a one; 'twas my firft gift.
lag'.. 1 know not th a t ; but fuch a handkerchief, 

H’m fure, it was your wife’s) did I to-day,
See CoJJio wipe his beawl with.

Otb I f  i t  be that--------
Iago. If  it be that, or »ny, that was hers,

I t  fptaks againft heft with the pther proof*.
Otb. Oh, that the fi^ve had forty thoufand lives! 

One is too poor, too weak, for my revenge.
Now do 1 fee ’tis trut— Look here, Iago,
All my fund love thus io  I blow to heav’n :
’Ti* gone.---------
* *-V»ck y:ngcance, from th’ unhallowed ce ll!
’ oh love, thy crown and hearted throne,
’ i us  hate! fwell, boibm, with thy fraught,

--if afpicks tpngues.
. :t t*e content.
j  i blood, blood, bloq^----  [change.
! .tience, I fay ; your mind, perhaps, may 
;ver, Iago. Like to the Poniici fea,

. current and compulfivc courie 
$ retiring ebb, but keeps due on,

Ufi, and the lItl!tf( o«t; 
ody thoughts, with violent pace, 
back, ne’er e&b to humble lore, 

pable and wide revenge 
pp—Now, by yon m irbl; heav’n, 
pence of a facted vow, [ lit kneth. 
ay words—

Jag*
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Inge. Do not rife yet.* [ k g °  inteh.
Witnefs, yc ever burning lights above.!
Tc clcmcnn that clepe us round about!
Witnefs, that here lago doth give up 
The execution o f his wit, hands, heart,
To wrong’d Othello I fervicc. Let him command,
And not to obey, (hall be in me remoife,
What bloody bufmefs ever.

Otb. I greet thy love.
Not with vain thanks, but, with acceptance bounteous,
And will upon th; inftant put thcc to’t.
Within thefe three days let me hear thee fay,
That Caffio'i not alive.

I.igo. My friend is dead ;
’Tis done, at your requeft. R*it let her live.

Oth. Damn her, lewd minx! oh damn her, damn 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw, [herl I
To furnifli me with fome fwift means of death, t
For the fail devil. Now art thou my lieutenant—

luge. I am your own, f o r tv A .f  [Exifint: f

S C E N E  an Aftrtmtnm i» tbt J In t C tfilt.

Enter Defdemona end yEmili*. t  •

Dtf. Where (hould 1 lofe that handkerchief, JEmtlii'. f  1
JKmil. 1 know not, madam. .  I
Dtf. Believe me, but my noble Moor 

Is true of mind, and made of no fuch bafencffe 
As jealouf creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking.

A,m il. Is he not jealous ? .

• Lire's kneeling here, is fuch a nufter-flrokt of hypi• ' i ,  j 
that ii fcldom fails to eaui'c laughter in one, and to draw ex. • - 
lions from another fart ot ihe audience. jggUg.

f  Sbairjfterc, in a (lunge flight of fancy, crummcd a do * 1"
into tbit uagedy, who has been, wilh Anft juftiec, Ixinifli 
at alio another excrtH-rnce, mid refs, Bian/a. Wc thin I
the Third Ad wjuld end well here.

Sl O T H E L L O .
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D tf. Who, he! I think the fun where he was born, 
Drew all fuch humour* from him. 

jEm il. Look, where he comes,
Dtf. I will not leave him now, till Cafftt be 

Call’d to him. How it it with you, my lord f

Oth. Well, my pood lady. Oh hardnefi to diflemblc! 
How do you, D ijiim tnat 

D tf. Well, my lord.
Otb. Give me your hand j this hand is anift, my lady* 
D tf. It yet hath felt no age, nor known no forrow. 
Otb. This argues fruitfulnef*, and liberal heart: 

jjLHot, hot, and moift— tWs hand of yours require*
A fequeller from liberty ; failing and prayer,
Much caftigation, cxercife devout;
For \ere’a a young and fweating devil here,
Th*t commonly rends .,  ’Tis a good hind,
A very frank one.

Dtf. You m*y, indeed, fay fo:
For ’twas that1 hand thJt gave away my heart.

Otb. A liberal hand. 1 he hands of old gave heart* f
< new heraldry is hand*, not heart*, 

cannot fpe&lc of this. Come, now your promife, 
feWfe,. • Vhat promife, chuck ?

ye fent to bid Cafftt come fpeak with you. 
have a fait and foir) rheum offends me : 

i  thy handkerchief. , 
t f e ,  my lord, 
hat which I gave you.'

[ E m i l i a  m itts .

Eat/r Othello.

>bM m :ke hrr amiable, fubdue my father 
■ ely to her love; but it (be loll it,

Or



Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits hunt 
After new fan'bics. She dying, gave it me ;
And bid me, when my fate would have me wiv’d.
T o  give it her. 1 did fo; and take heed on’t ;
Make it a darling, like your precious eye ;
T o  lofe’t, or give’t away, were fuch perdition^
As nothing elie could match.

D rf Is’t poflible }
Otb ’Tis true; there’s magick in the web of i t ;

A Silyl that had numbered in the world 
O f the fun’s courfe two hundred compaffcs,
In her prophetic fury few’d the work :
T he worms were hallowed that did breed the filk ;
And it was dy’d in mummy, which the (kiiful 
Conferv’d of maidens hearts. *'

D tf. Indeed! is’t true?
Oth. Moft veritable ; therefi. 'nok to’t well.
Dtf. Then would to heav’n that I had never feen't!
Otb. Ha! wherefore i •
Dtf. Why do you fpeak fo ftartinglv and ra(h )
Otb. l i 't  l e d ! i»’t gone/ fpeak, is t  oat o ' th 'w a y f  f ; 
D tf. Blefs as! S T*
Otb. Say you!
Dtf. I t  is not foil; but what, and i f  it were)
Otb. H a!
Def. I fay, it is not loft.
Otb. Ketch it, let me fee’t. •
D f.  Why, fo I can, fir, but I will not now ;

This is a trick to put from my fuit.
Pra.v you, l e tC \tfi» be receiv’d again. [ j r

Otb. Fctr.h me the handkerchief—my mind 
D tf Come, you’ll ne’er meet a more fufficic •
Otb, The handkerchief—

58 O T  H E L  L O.

* There is fomtthinjj durwingly iwful in (lit Moc 
m{ jjivinj; ihe handkerchief tvuic^ucacei xni Difirvu* 
jupplicauon for fsjit ii finrlr im£»ioed, uni 6 
i«uj» to flrcngiheu her UuiVsuJ's jcU^tfy.
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7) '/. A man, that alt his time

l a- $9

, !if Hath founded his good fortunes on your 
P  Shar'd dangers with you.

Oii>. The handkerchief—
D ef In footh you are to blame,

love j

Otb. Away!— [Suit Othello.

M eant Defdemona *»</ /Emilia.

,£ m ti Is not this man jealous?
D if. I ne’er faw this before.

Sure, there’s fome wonder in this handkerchief:
; I ’m moll unhappy in the lofs of it.

ALmil. ’Tis not a year or too thews us a man :
Look you! Cafftt, and n y  hufbajid.

Enter Iago «W Caflio.

There is oo'utner way, 'tis (he muft do't)
, the bappinefs! pg and importune her.
How now, good CtijJis, what's the news with 
Madam, my former fuit. (you?
Alas! good CnJSeJ 
-jiatioii is not now in tune ;
:<js ii"t^tiy lord; nor Ihould I know him,

• n favour as in humour alter’d, 
my lord angry !

-Je went h^jice but now ;
■liiJy, in Grange unquiunefs.

• in he be angry! ,
t of moment then; I ’ll go meet him: 

j-’ythee do fo. 
n ^  ̂wre’s matter in’t, indeed, i f  he be angijr^

i» t Defdemona, ^Emilia, amJ Caffio.

,,...»:hing, fure, of (late, 
m Pearce.
limit. P « y  heav’n, it be
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State matter as you think ; and no conception,
Nor jealous toy, conccrning you.

D tf. Alai^the day, I never rave him caufe.
JEmil. But jealous fouls will not b« anfwer'd fo; 

They are not ever jealous for a caufe;
But jealous, for they're jealous, i t ’s a monfter 
Begot upon itfclf, born on itfelf.

D tf  H e a v ’n keep that monfter from OthtUo’i m ind! 
ufimil. L ady , amen.
D  f .  I will go feek him. Caffic, walk hereabout;

I f  I do find him  fit, ['11 move your fu it,
And feek t ’efieft it to my uttcrmoft.

Caf. I humbly thank your ladylhip. •
[Ex. Def. and ALmil. at **r dcor, Caf. nt the ether.-j

E nd  o f  the T h i r d  A c t .

A C T» IV.

S C E N E ,  a Court' btfcrr tbt F

Enur Othello and Ligo.

*  I I  A C O.

W I L I ,  you think fo ? J 
Otb. Think fo. Jug* I •
What, to kifs in pnvaw t  

Otb. A(i, unauthoriz’U kifs >

« iat
Kh3 :bctte.

• TheThirJ Aft enJs hrtitr l.ere, uithctit ini 
and hit female cypher. Ai > main engiu* ef his 
inf, ihe Mihor Jij tux nuke die lieuienant * I 
he Ihoul.l be rrprefemed by a hnn.ifomc figure, jo 
lien n tlrtd rate roqtiihies will »k>.

f  We are of opini.m, that thit Aft i* the befi that4 
lor fci rl t ,  ctuciit ot conception, boUuels of paint 
JeGfn, a n d  probability of enc t̂s.

t It dk>e» great fenrjre to fcejin th
ht»e, as the fix original pages ahicb precede, *rc

i  ♦ - 1



|  fmgo. I f  they do nothing, ’tis a venial flip:

• O T H E L L O .  fit

i
it if  I give my wife a handkerchief—
Otb. What then ?

Iago. Why then, 'tis hers, my lord ; and being hers, 
le may, I think, beftow’t on any man.
Otb. She is proteftrefs of her honour, too: 
ay (he give that f
Iago. Her honour is an e(fence that’s not fern, 
hey have it very oft, that have it n o t : 
it for the handkerchief—
Otb. By heav’n, 1 would moft gladly have forgot i t : 
hou faid’tt— oh, it comes o'«r my memory,
» doth the raven o’er th ’ infe&ea houfe,
>ding to ill,— he had my handkerchief.
Iago. What if  1 faid, I’d feen him do you wrong ! 
r heard him fay, fas kifaves muft blab )
Otb. Hath he faid any thing i
Iago. He hath, my lord, but be you well afiur’d,
o more than he’ll un fwear.
Otb. What hath he faii !
lags. Why, that he did—I know not what he did. 
Otb. What ? What ? #
Iago. Lie—
Otb. With her?
Iago. With h e r ; on her—what you will—
Otb. Lie with her!

I’wili chop her into meftes: cuckold me !
\ Iago. Oh, ’tis foul "in her. 

i  >:JTB-* . « • - . wie|i mine officer!
hat’s fouler. •

:t me fome poifon, Iago, this ‘ ‘ • I ’ll 
ulate with her, left her body an beauty 
my mind again—this night, Iago.
) it not with poifon ; ftranglc her in bed j
• bed which (he hath contaminated.

•
a»J oftm indecent j tb t hioa hu •'.ready been M- 

(bt u» j bcfrfci, the tharaAer o! Othtlit, aa It iww 
ouch aa tny treat iyilit and idling powcri css £0
t, muft bak the ablefi pnformci.

bejjomnf th* Aft at ibis Hot would fct- dtlfcjey a 
( nJ be, ia that ies<c, an imftoranaic.

F Otb.
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Otb. Good, ^ood ;
The jufticc o f  it pleaffs; very good.

/ago. And’for Caffie, let me De hit undertaker:
You (hall-hear more, by midnight.

Otb. Excellent, good :— [A  trumpet •within, | j
W hat trumpet u  that fame?

fags. Something from Venice, fure. ’Tis Ledovict ■ 
Come from the duke : and fee, your wife is with him.

Enter Lodovico and Dcfdemona.

Ltd. Save you, worthy general.
Otb. With all my heart, fir.
Ltd. The duke and fenators of Vtnict greet you.

[ Givet btm a Utter, 
Otb. I kifs the inftrumrnu of their pleafures.
Dr/. And what's the news' good coufiu Ledwict f  
l.'gs. I am very glad to fee yon, fignior.

Welcome to Cyprm.
Led. I thank you. How does lieutenant Caffio t  
luge. Lives, fir. •
D tf. There’s fallen between him and my lord 

An unkind breach : but yo« (hall make all well.
Otb. Are you fure of tha t)
Dr/. My lord !—
O tb. Tbit fa i l  you net te d s, at you •uf!U~*
Led. He did not call; he’s bufy in tl 

Is there divifion ’twixt my lord and Ca,
D tf A moft unhappy one ; I would c 

T* atone them, for the love I bear to Ca,
Otb. F ire and brimftone 1 
Dr/. My lord!
Oth. Ar you wife ?
D r/ What, i» he angry ?
Lod. May be the letter mov’d him.

For, a< 1 think, they do command him 
Depuiing C ijjie in hi* government.

D i/. Truft me, l*m glad on’t.
Otb. Indeed !
De/. My lord I
Otb. I ’m glad to fee you mad.

j
fD-
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I

Dt/. Why, fweet Otbtlla? 
lf. Otb. Devil!— [Striking h r.

Dr/. 1 have not deferred this.
|  Led. My lord, this would not be believ’d in Vrn'tct,
\ Tho’ I Ihould fwear I faw’t. ’ Tis very much j 
; Make her amends—(he weeps.

Otb. Oh devil, devil!
|  If that the earth could teem with woman’s tears,
I Each drop (he falls would prove a crocodile.
| Out of my fight—

Dtf. I will not flay t’oftend you. [Ceti^.
Led. Truly, an obedient lady.

I do befeech your lordlhip, call her back.
1 Otb. Miflrefs—
S Dc/. My lord.

Otb. What would yoif with her, fir.
£ Led. W ho, I, my lord )

Otb. Ay, you did wi(h, that I would tntka her turn :
zmM  Sir, (he can turn and turn, and yet £o on ;
■ n  i And turn again. And (W" can weep, fir, weep ; 

And (he’s obedient, as you fay, obedient;I,,.

V
 ';l Very obedient—proc-'ed you in your tea**—
„  Conrrrfi--* (his, (jr>_ o h ,  well painted paflion !— 
M' : __ J .4  i________ _ .

i t

nanded home— get you away,
• y<», anon.—Sir, i obey the mandate, 
turn to K n itt—Hence, avaunt !— 
uve my place. And, fir, to-night, 

that wennay I'up together.
Iconic, ftr, to Cyfrut— 
lonkies! >

[Exeunt Othello and Defdemona,J iv  rallj.

Mjnent Lodovico end Iago.

s the noble Moor, whom our full fcnatc 
1 fufficieut f  What, ftrike his wife! 
i, that was not fo fc-ell ; yet would I knew 

..... jLToke would prove the word.
Led. h  it his ufe i 

. Or did the letters work upon his blood,
, A ad nt w .create this fault f

Fa
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lago. Alas, a la s1.
It is not honefty in m« to (peak 
What I have (ten and known,
Do but go after,
And mark how he continues.

Lod. I ’m forry that I was deceiv’d in him. [Exeunt.

S C E N E  cbangtt to an Apartment in the Palate.

Enter Othello and ..Emilia.

Oth. You have feen nothing, then!
.lim it, Nor ever heard, nor ever did fufpeft.
Oth: Ye*, you have feen Cajtc and her together.
A m i!. But then I faw no harm ; and then I heard 

Each fyllable that breath made up between them.
Otb. What, did they never whifper i
JEmtl. Never, my lord.
Otk. Nor fend you oat o’th’ way i
A  mil. Never.
Otb. T o  fetch her fan, her glovei, her
j£m il. Never, «ny lord.
Otb. T hat’s ftrange !
JEmil. I  durft, my lord, to wager fhe is h<

Lay down my foul at flake: if  you think #th<
Remove your though', it doth abufe your bof 
If  any wretch hath put thi* in your head,
Let heaven requite it with the ferment’s corf 
For if  (he be not honeft, chafte, and true,
There’s no man happy ; the pureft of their wi 
Is foul as dander.

Otb. Bid her come hither—go. [Ext
She fays enough ; yet die’s a fimple bnvd 
T h a t cannot fay as much. This ii a fubtle ■
A clofet-lock and key of villainous fecrcts ; *
And yet (he’ll kneel and pray : I’ve feen her 

■»

Enter Defdemona and Em ilia.

Dr/. My lord, what is your will?
Otb. Pray you, chuck, come hither.
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D tf. What is your pleafure ?
Oth. Let me fee your eyes ; look in iny face.
Dt/. What horrible fancy’* this ?
Otb. Some of your function, miflrefs,

Leave procreants alone, and fhut the door ;
Cough, or cry hem, if  any body come.
Your myflery, your myttery— nay, difpatch.

[Exit ./£mili*>
D r/ .Upon my knee, what doth your fpeech import?

I undcrftand a fury in your words,
But not your words.

Otb. Why, what art thou f
D tf. Your wife, my lord ! your true and loyal wife. 
Otb. Come, fwear it j daicn thy felf; 1*11, being like 

one (
O f heav’n, the devils themfelves fhould fear to feiie 

thee.
Therefore be doubly damn’d : fwear, thou art ho»«ft.

? Dtf. Heav’n doth truly know it.
Otb. Heav’n truly knows,

That thou art falfe as hell.
„  Dtj. To whom, my l«rd f 
s W ith whom i How am 1 falfe i

Otb. Ah, D tfdnuna! away, away, away— 
p j D tf. Alai, the heavy day! why do you weep f 

\ Am I the motive of thefe tear*, my lord f 
Jlf, haply, you my father do fufpefl

■ An inilrumcnt of thi* your calling back,
Lav not your blame on me ; if  you hare lofl him,
Why, 1 have lofl him too.

Otb. Had it plrafed heav’n *
To try me with affl flion, had it rain’d 
All kind o f  fores and fhames on my bare head,
Steep*'! me n> poverty to the very I p*,
G r. 'n  to captivity me and my utmoft hopes;
1 'hould have found in fome plate of my foul,.
A drop of patience. But, alat, to make me

• Tim ffmlt it « vtrjr W*etiM fJufe of p»Io> fat icaiarjk to
few iu, owg pitbttkt Jf pifturtfijw,

X U : d i
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A fixed figure for the hand of fcorn
T o point hit flow and moving finger at----
Yet could 1 bear that too, well, very well.
Bat there, where 1 had garner’d up my heart,
Where cither I moft live, or bear no life,
The fountain from the which my current runs,
Or elfe diies up j to be difcarded thcnce ;
Or kce) it, as a ciftern for foal toads
T o knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there.
Patience, thoa young and rofe-lip’d cherubim;
Ay, there, look grim as hell. *

D tf. I hope, my noble lord eftccmi me honeft.
Oth. Oh, ay, as furamer flics are in the (h ambles, 

That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed !
Who art fo lovelv, fair, and fmcH'ft fo fweet,
That the fenfe akcs at thee ■
’Would thou had’ll ne’er been born f 

D tf  Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed ?
Oth Was this fair paper, this moft goodly book, 

Made to write whore upon ? What committed ?
— Oh, thou public commoner !
I fhould make very forges of ipy cheeks,
That would to cinders burn up modelty,
Did 1 but fpeak thy deeds.—What commit!
Hcav’n flops the nofc at it, and the m&>n 
The bawdy wind, that k i f b  all it meets,
Js hufil’d within the hollow mine of earth,
AnJ will not hear’t. What committed !- 

D tf. By hcav’n, you do me wrong.
Oth. Are not you a flrumpet!
Def. No, as 1 um a chnOiou.
Oth. What, not a v> hore !
D ‘f. No, as I (hall be fav’d.
Oth. 1 ciy you mercy, then.

I rook you lor that cunning whore of Venice,
That married with Olht'It.

• Th« mnninr ef ‘h'l patTife « (■bvioofly ifcil—IVen:f, 
in tye upan that lov'd, uiihitH vbjeQ, *a4 etrn j our tailing 
nruutsiuiac* mult tluogc t« ts;nd-l:k- gimncft of lefctinmnt,

tnttr
2
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Emir /Emilia.

B  Yoo, tsiftrefs,
w  That have the office oppofite to St. Pt/ir, 
jjfc And keep the gate of hell. You! you! ay, you! 
B W t  have done our courfr, there’s money for your pain t; 

H i  pray you, turn the key, and keep our eounfel. [Exit. 
M  jEmtl. Ala*, what does this gentleman conceive?
§  How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady?
|  Good madam, what's the matter with my lord ?

M  D tf. With whom, .Umiti.i?
J |  AS.mil. Why, with my lord, madam.

D tf. Who’,  thy lord ?
M  .'Emil. He that is your’*, fweet lady.
1®  Dtf. 1 have done. Do not talk to me, MmiUm,
E  Go, call thy hulhand hither.
B '-  ASmil. Here’s a change, indeed! [Em/.

H  D tf. ’T>s meet I ihould be us’d fo, very meet.

Enltr IajJb and .Emilia.

>,«•; la p . What is your pltafure, madam? how u t  with 
pv  you ?

D tf. I canncy tell. Tliofe that do teach your babe.',
* Do it with gentle means, and cafv taik. ;

He might have chid me fo; for in good faith, 
i  am a child to chit^ng. 

j,, lag*. What’s the matter, lady?
JEmil. Alas, la p , my lord has fo bewhor’d her, 

Throwr. fuch defpight and heavy terms upon her,
That true hearts cannot bear it.

D tf. Am I that name, la p  f  
la p . What name, fair lady?
Dtf. Such ai, fhe faid, my lord did fay I was.

. s£m,T. He call'd her whore ; a begg.ir in his drink 
Could not have laid fuch term! upon r.is callct.*

•  Cj I/i)  h t:e , m euu Uul , J . I  fcoW: «  it  ufcl «  p rt 'en f,
/« t» StiU.



D>f I know not; I’m fore I *m none fuch, 
la y .  Do not weep, do not weep. Alas, the d ay !' 
AZmil. Hath /he forfook fo many noble matches ?

Her father, and her country, and her friends,
T o  be call’d whore ? Would it not make one weep ?

D tf. It is my wretched fortune.
la y .  Befluew him for’t l  How comes this trick upon! 
D tf. Nay, heav’n doth know. [him ?|
jE miI. I will be hang'd, if  fome eternal villain,

Some bufy and infinuating rogue,
Some cogging, cozening flave, to get fome office,
Has not devis’d this dander; I’ll be hang’d, elfe. 

la y .  Fie, there’s no fuch man v it is impoffible.
D rf I f  any fuch there be, heav’n pardon him ! 
jEm il. A halter pardon him, and he’ll gnaw his

bones!
Why Ihould he call her whore ? Who keeps her com

pany ?
What place? what time ? what)form ? what likelihood?' 
T he Moor’s abus'd by fome moft villainous knave,
Some bafe notorious krave, fome fcorvv fellow.
Oh heav’n, that fuch companions thou'dft unfold.
And put in every honefl hand a whip,
T o  laih the rafc.il naked thro’ the world,® 

la y .  Speak within door.
JEmil. Oh, fie upon him ! Some foch ’ftjuire he \

That turn’d your wit the feamy fide without,
And made you to fufpeft me with the Mour. 

la y .  You are a fool.* Go to.
Dtf. Alas, la y .

What ftmll I do to win my lord again ?
Good friend, goto  him : by this light o f  heav'n,
I know not how I loft him. Here I kneel; [JT«m
I f  e’er my will did trefpifs ’gainft hi* love, .
Or in difcourfe, or thought, or tdua l deed ;
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any fenfe,
Delighted then on any cither form ;
Or that I do not yet, and ever did,



J l  And ever will, though he do (hake me off
H

™ ’po beggarly divorcement, love him dearly,
omfort forfwear me I Unkindnefs may Jo much-f 
nd his unkindnefs may defeat my life, 
it never taint my love.
lag*. I pray you, be content; ’tis but his humour j
he bufinefj of the Hate does him offence,
rid he docs chide with yon.
b tf. I f  ’twere no other*—
lag*. It is but fo, I warrant.
a in, and weep not ; all things (hall be well.

[Exeiut Defdemona and £niilis>

ow now, RoAorigo? •
Rod. I do not find that thou deal’ft juftly with inc. 
lag*. What in the contrary }
Rut. Every day thou doft Ii * me with fome device, 
(*i and rather, as it f(yrm» to'me now, kcep’ft from 
s all conveuicncy, than fupplieft me with the leaft 
vantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure 

Nor am I yet perfuadcd to put up in peace, what 
already I have fo foolifhly luffcr'd. 

lag*. Will y«u hear me, Roitrigt t  
Rtd. Faith, I have heard too much ; and your word* 

ind  performances are no kin together.
lag*. You charge aie moft unjuftly.

' R*J. With nought but truth. I have wafted myfelf 
out of means. T»c jewels you Jiave had from me, to 
'’•liver to Dtfdtmtma, would have half corrupted a vo- 

uriil. You have told me ihe hath receiv’d them, and 
rturn’d me expectations and comforts of fuddea refpeft 

and acquaintance; but I find none. 
lag*. Well, go to. Very well.
R*J. "Cery well; go to. I cannot goto , man, nor 

’'is not very well; nay, I think, it i* fcuivy, and begin 
to find myfelf fobb’d in it. 

lag*. Very well.

E»ttr Rodorigo I* lago.

• *>./>•/—?m\l me off.
Red.
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Red. I tell you, ’tis not very well, I will make 
myfelf known to Drfdtmana: if  (he will return me my 
jewels, I will* give over my fait, and repent my un
lawful folicitation : if  not, a (fure yourfell, I will feek 
f&tisfaftion of yen. 

logo. You have faid, now --—
Red. Ay, and faid nothing but what I piotcll intend* 

mcnt of doing.
Iago. Why now, I fee there’s mettle in thee; and 

even from this inftant, do 1 build on thee a better opi
nion, than ever before. Give me thy hand, Rederigo ; 
thou haft taken againft me a moll jutt exception ; 
but, I proteft, 1 have dealt molt dire&ly in thy 
affair.

Rod. It hath not appear’d.
logo. I grant, indeed, it Iftih not appear’d ;  and 

your fufpicion it not without wit and judgment. BurA 
Rodorigo, i f  thou hall that in thee, indeed, which I hat 
greater reafon to believe now than ever, (1 meai. 
purpofe, courage, and valour), this night fl»ew it. I 
thou the next nif»ht following, enjoy not, Dt/dnmna, 
take me from thit world with treachery, and devife 
engines for my life. *

Rod. Well, What is it? Is it within reafon and 
compafi, } *

Iago. Sir, there is a fpecial commiffion conic fro: 
Vtmct, to depute Caffio in Othello't place.

Rod. Is that true I Why, then Othtllo and De/dmctt, 
return again to Ftmct.

Iago. Oh, n o ; he c*es into Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the iv r  Iit/d?mma, unlefs his abode 
be lingered here by fome accident; wherein, none can 
be fo determinate, as the removing of C»£i ,

Rod. How do you mean removing him t 
Iago. Why, by making him uucapable o f  Qthtlls't 

place ; knocking out his Drains.
Red, And that you would have me to do ?
Iago. Ay, if  you dare do you rflf  a profit, and a 

right. He fups to-night with a harlot; i f  you will 
watch his going thence, you may take him at your

pleafure

A 1



|  pica fure: I will be near to fecond yoar attempt.
Come, ftand not amaz'd at it, but go along with me I
I will (hew you fudi a neccfiity in hit uiuth. that you 

U ® (hall think yourfelf bound to pat it on him. It is
Ilf ■ now high lupper-iiaie ; and the night grows to wafte.

About it.
RcJ. I will hear further reafon for this.

And you (hall be fatisfied. [Extant.

Enter Othello, Lodavieo, Defdemona, and Em ilia.

Lei. I do befccch you, lir, tmuble yoorlclf no further. 
Otb. Oh, pardon ine; ’twill do me pood to walk. 
I.0.1 Madam, good night I I  humbly th&uk your 

ladyfhip.
Dtf. Your honour is moft welcome.
Otb. Oh, Defdemuta t  
D ■/. My lord.
Otb. G ' t you to bed, on th* inflant, I will be re
nted, forthwith j difmifs your attendant there; look 

it be done. *
Dtf. 1 will, my lord.
Otb. Will you walk, fir t [Exerntf.
jEmil. How goes it nW ? He looks gentler than he 
D tf. He fays, he will return immediately, [did. 

And hath commanded me to go to bed,
And bid roe to tlifmift you. 

i JEmil. Difmifi me!
Dtf. J t was his bidding; therefore, good jEmilia, 

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu.
We muft not now difpleafe him.

jEm il. * i would you had never feen him ( f

E nd of the Fo v*tm Ac t .

• Th*re arc two pifri jaildauOf raniiM frrm the Utter port al
bis feme. .

i  T he  Fourth A c t ,  lUw»b not qone oquil to th u  which pn-
citt it, jti miitniiM tt> pl»<« with grot dignity, sod 4ocs its author 
tedit. The p'ot fra on with fine (liliuca.

A C T

O T H E L L O .  7t
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A C T  V.

S C E N E ,  a Strut btfort tbt Palatt.

Enttr Iago and Rodorigo.*

I a o o.

E R E ,  ftand behind this bulk. Straight will he 
com e:

___ r thy good rapier bare, and pot it home ;
It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that.
And fix moft firm thy refohition.

Rod. Be near at hand, I may mifcarry in’t. 
ta p  Here at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy fword. 
Rod. 1 have no great devotion to the deed,

Yet, he hath given me fatitfyyig reafons:
’Tis but a man gone. Forth my fword j he dies.

Iago. Now, whether he kill CaJ/io,
O r (jiJJio him, or each do kill the other,
Every way makes my gain, l iv e  Rodar(go,
He calls me to a reftitution large,
O f  gold and jewels, that I bomb’d from him,
As gifts to ftejdemona.
Jt muft net be.— If  Cajlio do remain,
He hath daily beauty in hit life, *
That makes me ugly ; and, beiides, the Moor 
May unfold me to h>m ! there ftand I in p e r il :
No, he luuit die. Be it fo. I hear him coming.

Rod. 1 know kit gait; ’tit he. Villain, thou dieft.
[ Hi- runt at Caffio, and imnmdt him. 

Ca/. T hat thruft had been mine enemy, indeed, ** 
But that my coat it better than thou know 'll:
I  will make proof o f thine. ,

‘ • Thii fccftc >» fonwtimft n u i t e ,  and we thmk proftilr, <hf It# 
of the Foarth Art, B> Aich diipofiuoa, the Fifth Ad Oj»u with 
• u t  and it mwe unifam.

Etqtr Caflio.

Red.



Rtd. Oh, I am {lain.
C */ I ’m maim’d for ever; help, hp*; murther, 
k tJ . Villain that J am, [murther!

Oh,- help 1 hoa, a furgeon.
Ca/. What, ho ? no watch * no piftige t Marther* 

murther •
R»d. Nobody come. Then {hall I bleed to death.

Enttr Iago, m hit fhirt, <wilb a Light and Su-trd.
•   

lag*. Who’s there ? What noife is this, that erica 
out murther ?

Cm/ la p ,  oh I i  n fpoil’d, undone by villains I 
■ 'G iv e  me fome help.
S  Jap. Oh me, lirtstenant! What villains have done 
■ k  Co/. J think, that <mc o f  ihcui 11 hereabout 1 [thin? 

d cannot make ;iwey.
Rod, Oh, help me there.

^  Cm/. That’s one of them.
ta p . Oh, murth’rou* (lave! ok, villain!

[Iago fiJbt him. 
Rod. Oh, damn’d /« /* / oh, inhuman d o g !
L ip . Kill men i'th’ dark! Where be thefe bloody 

thicv>y> ?
How fileot is this town 1 Hoa, murther! murther 1

Enttr Lodovico and Gratiano.

What may you be ? Are you of good or evil t 
Lad. As yrtu (hall prove us, praife us. 
la p .  Signior Ltdovi.o f  
Ltd. He, Cr.
/ago. I cry you mercy! Here’* Cuji* hurt by villain*.
Cira. Ca/}.* /
Jap . How is’t, brother? ,
Ca/. Mv leg is cut io two.

W . U p- Marry, heav’n forbid!
Know we thi* face t
Ala*, my friend, my dear countryman,

■ R-.Jtm p! N o: yes, fure. Ye», ’tis R td trip .

G Enttr



Enter vEmili*. 

JBmti. Alas, what is the matter? i
What is the matter, hulbar.d i

/ago. CaJJit hath here been fct on in the dark, 
By Rtdorigc, and fellows that are 'fcap’d ;
H e i  almoft flain, and Rodorigt dead.
JEmiiia, run you to the citadel.
And tell my lord and lady what hath hap’d. 
Will you go on afore?—This it the night. 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite.

Enter Othello, •with i  Li^ht and a Sword,

Oth. It is the caufe, it is the caufe, my foul: 
Let me not name it to you, ypu challe llart!
I t  is the caufe— Vet f ’ll not flied her blood,
Nor fear that whiter fkin of hers than fnow,
And fmooth as monumental Jlabalter:

Yet (he muft die; * elfe (he betray more men.
Put out the light, and then—put out the light ?
If I quench thee, thou flaming miniller,
I can again thy former light relk>re,
Should 1 repent; hut once put out thy light,
Thou cunnincMt pattern of excellent nature,
1 know not where is that Prtmttbum heat,
T hat can thy light rclumine.— [$«/ dvuin the Taper. 
When 1 have pluck’d thy rofe,
I cannot give it vital growth again ;
I t needs inutl wither.—I ’ll imell thcc on the tree ;

• The ftile and fcndmrm, la »h‘ch Otklb romioattt, ii *w<ut)yf 
foWron and natural Tfar GiuaJoa ot Vtfam iu, her ionuttntt, the , 
tofltcriatigo, and hn death, co-.jnioic jltr^lj to touch tht limp

S C E N E ,  a Bed-chamber: DefJemona it Ji/ctnertd 
ajle p, in her ted.

[Layt drwn the 5word.

e tree ; 
[K'jfing ier.
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i^Hi 0*1, balmy breath, that doll a!moll perfuade 
I B  Juftice to break her fword t One more ; one more ;
'JEk  ®e t ^us w'ben t'.ou art dead, and I willViH thee,

Hn And love thee after—One more, that'< the lull; ■
I  So fwect, was ne’er fo fatal I I mull weep, 
i  But they a/e cruel tears; this forrow’l litwerly 
I It ftrikes where it doth love.— She w*t»rs—

D / .  Who’s there/ O tM kP  
Otb. Ay, D t/i,■*]»*.
Dr/. Will you come to-bed, my lord ?
Orb. Have you pray’d, to-night, lirJJtmitm f  
Dtf. Ay, my kx«l.
Otb. I f  yon bethink yoorfelf of any crime, 

Umeconcii'd, as yet, to bcav’n and grace.
Solicit for it llraighr.

D ./. Alack, my lord, 
f t  W hat may you mean by that ?

Orb Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by. 
r I would not k illthv  un prep* reef fnirit t 

B  No, (heav’ns forfend !)» I would not kill thy foul.
D t/. Talk yon of killing !
Otb. A t,  1 do.
D</. Then he.tv’n haVe mercy on me (
Otb. Amen, with all my heart.
Dr/. I f  yofl fay fo, I hope you will not kill me.
Otb. Hum.
Dt/. And yet I fear yoo: for you’re fatal then,

I  When your eyes rolt fo. Why 1 ihould fear, 1 know not, 
Since guilt I know n o t: yet, 1 feel 1 fear.

Otb. Think on thy fins. •
| | :  D / .  They're lores I bear to yon.

Otb. Ay, and for that thou dy'tf. •
Dr/. That death’s unnatural, that kills for loving.

1 Alas ! why gnaw you fo your nctber lip f
SomeJ)loody palfion (halcc: your very frame ;
Thefe are portents: but yet Lhope, 1 tope.
They do not point on me.

• TH« mnt •"< > h«ojii«r rff-'t, by WVst
««oi,O.id cf bail lino, stun if Utc f|wub<i tu i U«i

W lc ■ ■
m  % c i  f>-b.



Oth. Pcace, and be ftill.
Dr/. 1 will fo. What's the matter r 
Otb. T luc handkerchief,

Which I fo lov’d, and gave thee, thou pav’ft Coffli, 
D t/, No, by my life and foul; fend tor the man, 

And a(k him.
Oth. Sweet fool, take heed, take heed of perjury : 

Thcu art on thy death-bed.
Dr/. Aye, but not yet to die.
Oth. Prefentlyj 

Therefore confefs thee fieely for thy fin ;
For to deny each article with an oath.
Cannot remove, nor choak, the Arong conception, 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die.

Dr/. Oh, heav’n have mercy on me !
Otb. I fay, amen.
Dr/. And have you mercy, too !—I never did 

Offend you, in iny life ; never lov’d CoJJii,
But with fuch general warranty of heav’n,
A i 1 might love. I never gavf him token.

Oth. By heav’n, I faw my handkerchief in’s hand. 
Oh, perjur’d woman 1 thou doft flone my heart;
And mak’ft me call, what i  intend to do,
A murther, which I thought a facrifice.
1 faw the handkerchief. ®

D /. He found it, then :
1 never gave it him. Send for him hither.
L it  him confeft a truth. *

Oih. He hath confri.
Dr/. What, my lordi
Oih. That he hath— us'd thee—
D f. How/ unlawfully/
Ofu. Ay.
Dt/. He will not fay fo.
Oth. No, his mouth is flopp'd t 

Hone ft lag* hath ta’en order for’t.
I  t/. My fear interprets, then— What h  he dead f
O h. Had all his haits been lives, my revenge 

H* I tlomuch for them alL
V / .  Ala.', he Is beiuy’d, and I  undone.

>- Oth,
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O rt. Out, (trumpet! werp’fl thou for him to my face ? 
D t/. O banifh me, my lord, but kill me not.
Oib. Down, (trumpet.
Dt/. Kill me, to-morrow, but let me live to-night.
Otb. Nay, if  you drive—
Dt/. But half an hour.
Otb. Being done, there it no paufe.
De/. But while I fay one prayer.
(Jib. ic it too late. [He/mothers her,

VKmilia ut tbt Dotr.

JEmil. My lord, my lord! what, hoa! my lord, 
my lord 1

Otb. What noife it th i i ! Not dead! not yet quite 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful; [dead 1
I would not have thee linger in thy pain.
So, fo. •

.■Emil, •uiitbia.'] What, hoa, mv lord, my lord !
Orb. Who’t  there f
jf.m il. Oh, my good lord, I would fpeak a word 

with you.
Otb. Yet, ’tit By and by—Shr’t dead.

’T it  like (be comet to fp*eak of C*/Jii' t  death j 
The noife wat high—Ha, no more moving!
Still at the grive. Shall (he come in t Were’t good I 
I think Ihe Sirs again —No— What’s the bell I 
J f  (he come in, (he’ll fure fpeak to my wife.
My wife! my wife!*What wife? I have no wife.
Oh, unfupportable ! Oh, heavy hour !
Methinkn, it (hould be now a huge eclipfe 
O f fun and moon, and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration—  f  

<£mil. { befeech you,
That I may fpeak with you. O good, my lord !

Oib I had forgot thee. [UiJecii tht Door.
•

’ •  It hu  W-m jurt'y trm triti, that, Dtfitmm*, hrr«,
reconcil > her rc«»crin« fp w tb , yet, dying anetwardij »hi«h i t  
•: her wife, h «u»iunl.

f  T h rrr  » a t>-ii natural, w,ll-4rawn cotfuUoD ia this fpctch 
•kch cuaclodo w.th |K a t  magnitude of Mat.

G j  What’*
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What’* the matter with thee, now? Come in,
Aim d. Oh, my good lord, ponder** foul inurthn | 
Otb. Whi»! now I [ttoueJ
Aim d. But now, mv lord.
Otb. It it the very error of the moon j 

She comes more rear the earth than ilie was wont,
And makes men mad.

Aim d. Cafiio, my lord, hath kill’d 
A younp Vtnetien, Called RcJcrigt.

0 .b. Rud<irigt kill’d ! and Cojfio kill'd!
,-feW/ No, C njh  is not kill’d.
Otb. Not Cajfio kill’d I Then murther’s out of tune, 

And fweet revenge fjrowi harlh.
D</. Oh falfe ly, falfcly munher’d!—
Aim d. Alas 1 what cry is that I 
Otb. T hatl what?
Aimd. Out, and alas'! that was my lady’s vo’ce. 

ITelpl help, hoa! help: oh Udv, fpeak again ; J  
Sweet De/drmnta /  oh fwect miiireft, fptak.

1> J. A guiltlcfs death 1 Ui<~
Aim d. Oh, who has done this deed ?
Dt/. Nobody, I myfelf, farewelL 

Commend me to my kind lord; oh, farewell. [D/W.
Oth. Why, how Ihould fl;e be marthcr’d ?
A im d. Ala#! who know* ? •
Otb. You heard her fay hcifclf, it was cot I.
Aim d. She faid fo, J moll needs repot the truth.
Otb. She’s like a liar gone to burning hell;

’Twas 1 that kill’d her. [devil.
Aim il. Oh, the mor*angel (he, and yoo the blatkef*
Otb. She turn'd to folly, and fhc was a whore. 
A 'm il. Thou dofl Ik lie her, and thou art a devil, 
0 /4. She was falfe as water,
Aim d. Thou art rafh as fire, to fay 

That (he was falfe. Oh, (he was heav’nlv trae. > „ 
Oth. C-ijJie did ufe h e r ; a!k thy hulband rile.

Oh, 1 were dama’d beneath all depth in hell.
But that I did proceed upon jail grounds.
T o  this extremity. Thy hulband knew it all.

A im il. M yhufband!
Otb. Thy hulbadi.

W *  •  <■ ^  JEmil.



L jf.m il. That Ihe was falfe to wedlock f
O il. Ay, » ith CmJJit; had Ihe been true,

’ I f  h tiv ’n would make me loch another*woiId,
I O f one entire and perfect chrylolite, 
f I'd not have fold her for it.

A  mil. My hulh:md!
I Oib. W hat mean s this iteration, woman f
I I fay thy hufb.uu!.

D o u n d r r t l a n d  the word >
I My friend, thy hulband, honell, honeft /*£#.

jtjK il. If  he fays fo, may bis pernicious (but 
Rot jiaif a grain a-day! he lies to tit’ heart;

[ ihe  was too fond of her moil nltliy bargain.
U,b. H a '------

I  jE m l. Do thy word:
I This deed of thine is no more worthy heav’n,

■  Than thou wail worthy her.
I  O tl. Peace, you were bell.

A.m il. Thou haft not half that power ro do me harm, 
As I have to be h u r t : ah pull I oh dolt!

I As ignorant at d i r t ' tnou’tl dooe a deed— —
I  I care not for thy fword. I'll make thee known, 
i T ho ’ I loft twenty livcs*-Help! helpl hoa1 helpl 

The Moor hath kill'd my millrcfs. Muither, murtherf
•

in ter Montano, Gratiano, Iago, and otbtrt. 

Mont. How now,.general f
ACmtl. Oh! are you come, la p !  you h»ve done well. 

That men muft lay t'teir murders on your ncck,
Ora. What is the matter ?
A  n il. Difprove the villian, if  thou be’rt a man.

He fays, thou told’ft him that his wife was falfe;
I know thou didft not: thou’t t  not fuch a villain. 

t Spcak^for my heart i* foil.
g | # Jag*. I told him what I thought; and told no more, 

Than what be found himfclf was apt and ttue. 
jEm il. But did you ever tell him (he was falfe i

[fa. l*z*. I did.
JEmit. You told a lie; an odious, damned lief 

‘ ..Upon my foul, a lie, a wicked lie.

O T H E L L O .  79
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She falfe with CajEo! Did you fay with CaJpoT 
Iago. WithC«jS», miftre'f;

What, are yo6 mad ? I charge you get you home.
Aim il. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to fpe^k ;

*Tis proper I obey him, but not ne w :
Perchance, lags, I will ne’er go home.

Otb. Oh! oh! oh! [Othello fa !h  on tbt bcJ.
Aim,I. Nay, lay thee down, and roar; j

For thou haft kill’d the fweetcft innocent,
That e’er did lift np eye.

Otb. Oh, flie was foul! \RtJtng.
Ifcar<edid know you, uncle: there lies your niece,
Whofe bie.uh, indeed, thefe I and* have newly ftcpp’d ;
I know thii a f t  thews horrible and grim.

Gra. l’oor Dtjdemonu /  I’m glad thy father's dead :
Did he live, now,

■ This fight would make him do a defp’rate turn ;
And fall to reprobation.

Oth. ’Ti« pitiful ; but yet lagt knows,
T hat Ihe with CeJJit had the i d  of fhame,
A thoufand times committed. Caffio confeft ft }
And ftie did gratify his amorous works,
With that recognizance and (fledge of love.
Which I firft ^ave her ; I faw it in his hand ;
It was a handkerchief, an antique token,
My father gave my mother.

A im !. Oh heav’n ! oh heavenly powers ! *
That handkerchief thou ft>cak’ft »>f,
I  found, by fortune, and did give my hu/band ;
For often, with a folemn earnrllnefi,
/More than, indeed, belong’d to fuch a trifle,)
He begg’d of me to fleal it.

Iagt. Filth, thou licft.
Jbrnil. By heav’n, I do not> I do not, gentlemen :

Oh, murd’rous coxcomb ! What Ihould fuch a fool 
Do with fo«ood a wife *

[Iago hrtaks through, anJ "Mounds his w ife, then ruts tut.

* The opcn'B* of riliiioy i, jajtcksi, *nd th* (r.diul, jet 
Aid tnjiuiiticu ui it, <mf kiufiihij.

C/i.

i)r "• w  ’V* Spmi

. . .
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t

Otb. Are there no (tones in heav’n,
But what lervc for the thunder > Precious villain I 

Gra. T he woman falls ; furr> he hat hill'd his wife. 
Must. Take this weapon,

Which 1 have here recover’d from the Moor:
Come, guard the door without, let him not pafs.
But kill him rather; I’ll after that fame villain.

[Extuxt Moat. W  Gra. 
Otb. I am not valiant, neither ;

But every punr whipfter get* my ("word.
But why mould honour out-li/e honeltv t 
Let it go all.

jUmtl. Moor, (he was chafte ; (he lov'd thee, cruel 
So come my foul to blils, as 1 fpeak true; [Moor, 

, So fpeaking as 1 think, I die, 1 die. [^Emilia din. 
L Otb. 1 have another weapon in this chamber,
I I t was a fword of Sfatn, the Sbrt'i temper ;
( Oh, her* it is. Uncle, I muft come forth.

Gra. w it bn .] I f  thon attempt it, h  will eofl thee dear) 
Thou haft no wrapon, and perforce muft fuffer.

Otb. Look upon me then, and fpeak with me,
Or, naked ap 1 am, 1 will aiTault thee.

Re-inter Gratiano.

U | Gra. What the matter f 
Otb. L o ! I have a weapon :

I l f  A better never did itielfiuflain.
Upon a foldier’s thigh. I’ve feen the dav,

I I I  Thai with this Angle arm, and this good fword,
I’ve mad>? my way through moit impidimcnts, 

jfcs] Than twenty times your Hop. But, oh vain boaft!
rt-) Who can controul his fate ) ’Tis not fo, now.

Man but a rufh aeainll Otbello’t bread,
And he retires. Where (hould OibiHo po f *

J \ ii* —̂ iow doft thou look, now* Oh ill-ftarr’d wench I 
Pale ai thy fmock 1 When we (ball meet at compt,

i •  1h- fitulion O’ttft> i, here n<erdin|’j  »n-1 tht tflor
A 1 h»', >n thit <i«ctth, *i io num mh«.« of ibc Flttll A&, • |;lur»H o f 

i .  Pwti(Tnny h t  t i /  n .

fflw The



T hit look of thine will hurl my Toni from heav’n,
And fiend* will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girt,
Ev’n like th^chaftity.
•* Whip me, ye devils,
"  From the poftieffion o f  thit hrav'nly figh t:
"  BU*w me about in winds, roaft me tn fulphur,
“  Wa(h me in fteep-down gulfs of liquid fire----- f
Oh De/demo *1! DifdtmottaY dead, dead! oh, oh!

ir .ltr Lodovico, Caflio led in nvOM’tdid, Montano, 
lago Prifentn, tu.th Officers.

Led. Where is this ra(U and moil unfortunate man 
Otb. That's he that was Otb I «.
Led. Where is that viper ? Bring the villain forth.
Otb. 1 look down towa dt his feet; but that’s a fableJj 

I f  that thou beeA a devii, 1 cannot kill thee.
[Othello *;wounds la g o .l  

Led. Wrench his fword from him." 
lagc. I bleed, fir, bat am not kill’d.
Otb. I am not furry, neither: I ’d ha*e thee live;

For, in my fenfe, ’t:s happinefs to die.
Led. Oh thou Oibelle, tha* waft once fo good,

Falln  in the prafticc of a curfeJ Aave,—
What ihall be faid of thee? p

Otb. Why, any thing ;
An honourable murth’rer, i f  you w ill:
For nought 1 did ip hate, but all in honour.

Led. I'his wretch hath part conftft hit villainy;
Did you and be co&feyt in Qcjfie’% death t

Otb. Ay. J f
G t f  Dear general, I never gave you caufe.
Otb. I do Mlieve it, and I alk your pardon*

Will \ou , I pray, demand that dewi-devil,
Why he hath thus enfnar’d my foul and body ? *

•f Thniftl* tbt ntatked linn affo«d a finf of rxprcffion, [
yrt, a»th*y onvtj **rjr »dra», we cool! wufc them emitted. _.r}\I

•  S*vi< |  1**9 tor 1*1*1 w t rp c th  and ic t r.®
fttii n /Emiti* A»kHisC tuft Ik.m kutcd, *uktt to fcx on h»m « *'

liw ibs+gt murdtr, )  , *

t
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lagi. DemanI me nothing; what you know, you 
clFrom  this time forth 1 ne’er wili fpeak a woed. [know; 

m  Otb. Well, thou doll bell.
Ltd. Sir, you lhall underftand what hath befall’n,

[ i  Which, a* I think, you know not, here’s a letter,
| | '  Found in the pocket of the (lain Rodirigt,

And, here, another; one of them imports 
The death of C ^ 7« to be undertook 
By Roderig*.

W  Otb. Oh, villain!
Ltd. Now, here’s another difrontented faper,

Found in his pocket too; and this, it f ems,
Rodorigo meant t’tuve fent thii damned villain ;

I  But that, belike, I,go in the interim 
I  Came in, and fatisfied him.
A  Otb. Oh, thou pernicioui caitiff!
M  How came you, C.ajjio, by that handkerchief,

:m  That was my wife’s-?
Ca/. I found it in my chamber.:

And he himfelf con if ft but even now.
That there he dropt it for * fpecial purpofe,
Which wrought to his defire.

Otb. Oh, fool, fool, Awl!
Caf There is, betides, in Rodorigo's letter,

How he upbraids Iago, that he mjule him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 

’;W M  I Hat I was ca ll; and even now he fpake,
After long feeming dead, Iago hurt him, 
iago fet him on.

L td. You rnufl fortake (hit rqpm, and go with u< | 
Your pow’r and your command is taken off,
And Cajpo rules in Cyfrut. For this (lave,
I f  there be any cunning cruelty,

, ■ « That can torment him much, and hold him long,
. It (hall be his Away with him. [Exit Iago guardti.

(lfall clofe prifoner reft, .
* f T ill that the nature of your fault be known,

J  T o  the Vtnttian ftate. Come, -bring him away.
Otb. Soft you; a word or two before you go.

I ’m  done the ftate fome fervic , and they know’t j  
No more of that. I  pray you, in yoar letters,

« When



When you (hall thefe unlucky deeds relate,
Speak o f me as I am t nothing extenuate,
Nor fet down‘ought in malice. Then mult you fpcaltgp* 
O f one that lov’d not wifely, but too well ;
O f  one, not eafily jealou*; but being wrought, %
Perplex’d in the extreme; of one, whofe hand,
Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearl away.
Richer than all his tribe ; of one whofe eye»
Albeit unufed to the melting mood,
Drop teari as fall as the Arabean trees 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down this*
And fay, befidcs, that in Aleppo once.
Where a malignant and a turban'd YurA 
Brat a Vtnerian, and traduc’d the (late,
1 took by the throat the circunicifed dog,
And fmote him thus.— J [Stall him ftlf and Jit* H

Ltd. Oh Spartan dog f [ 7e lago. 1
More fell than anguilh, hunger, or the fea I 
Cratiano, keep the houfe,
And feize upon the fortunes of the Moor,
For they fuccecd to you. T o  you, lord governor. 
Remains the cenfure of that kellifli villain : y
The time, the place, the torture, oh! inforce it.
Myfelf will (trait abroad ; and to the flate
This heavy aft, with heavy heart relate, f  [Exeunt.

• The otaflfopbe nf Otktlh it nobly fupported ( an) hia »olnntiry 
tSrath a natural flight of mind, toVn wfth rrmorfe for ha*)ng lacnfurd 
the idol of hu heart, to a falfc charge and an oohippy relent merit.

•f At ihe end cf the Thirl A€t a reader or fprdator ia imfoced to 
think his feeling* ca.nort be touched more lenfcbly, hut there it foch a 
veil conceived fuc«U»on of cvent>, foch variation of circom'lancej, 
fuch preservation of charter, foch a noble mellifluence of wrinnp, 
and fuch a melting dimat of eatalhophe, that fenbtioa ji flayed upon, 
vuth iocrcahng f«rtr, to the ve:y laft fpecih. .
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The End of Ot h il i o .
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EfL
TO HU GRACE TH I

DUKE  o f  NEWCASTLE,

Lord Chamberlain of hit Majcfty’s Houfiiold, &c.

M y L o u d ,

IF a dedication carries in in  nature a matk of our ac
knowledgment and eficcm, and is there moA due, 

where we are moft obliged, the late inftnnces I received 
of your Grace’* undeferved and uncommon favour in an 
affair of fome confluence (foreign to the theatre} ha* 
taken from me the privilege of chuoling * patron ; efjpc- 
cially for a performance tt^iiih, not only by iti kind, Ulla 
immediately under your * )race's authority, but which 
likewile by its gtxxj•fortune in a feaftm of fome danger 
to it, received from you* O nce’* free indulgence, it* 
life and fuccefs on the ftage. Thu* my ambition con
cur* with my datv, and it it my happir.rli not to l>e able 
to gratify the impulfc of the one, without obeying ar 

. /  Ihe fame time tht diitaie* of the otlicr.
< Addreflet of thi* nature, through a groft abufe of 

praifq» have juftly fallen under ridicule. How pleafanc 
it it, to hear one of ye A^fia y complimented on hm il-

- luftriou* a v ^ o r t f  A fordid perlon, on hit magnifi
cence i An illiterShc^retendcr, 011 his (kill in aril and 
fciences f Or a wretch contraiffed with felfdove on 
hit diffufive benevolence to mankind ? Yet trom the 

^ frequency of fuch a fhameful proftitution or the pen 
I* "“ t» thit, one advantage rel'ultt ;^it give* the grace o£ 

novelty and peculiarity to * dedication, that fltall re
claim panegyric from it* guilt, and refcue t'.ie late men
tioned fubhme diltinftion* of character from abfurdity

I and injuftice, by applying them to a Duke of Ncwcaftle.
, ' I t  it a kind of compliment paid to panegyric itfclf, to ufe

it  on to juP an occalion.
A a It



t  4 3
It-is letters, my Lord, which diftinj 

another; each period of time (hincs or f
they flourilh or decline ; and who knot. * • “
of letters i^letermined by the kind or colu _ 
great ? H o^ happy then it the prefent time, how t. 
an a(Tiiranee has it of being exempted from the death 
common ages, when we fee the politer an* triumphing 
in the care and encouragement of one who hat made an 
early and regular acquaintance with them at their own 
home, joining to the ampleft fortune the qualification! 
requifite (had it been wanting) to acquire and deferveir. 
One, who in the flower of youth, w hen the imagination 
it wairoett, and fit for furh a province, pretides over the 
lal>ourt of genius and fine tafle, and has it in his power to 
lival thofc he is pleafed to patronifc. One, in a word, 
who, covctous of learning, reaches beyond bis own nation j 
lor new fuppliet of it; who, zealous for m. it, pays 
honours to its very aihf»; and whofe being an excellent 
mailer in polite letters himfelf, is one of the fmalleft !i 
proofs he h is given of his ardent love towards them.

But I cannot turn my thod^ht that way, without being 
put in mind of the imperfection qf  the following fcenes. ,
I own they have many faults, as hia. >j I can allow, 
without refle&ingon the town, for the countenance they 
have received : but I hope they hav^ merit enough to 
entitle them to fome fhare of your (Jracc’l approbation, 
as well at errors enough to make them Hand in need of 
all your protection. The continuance of which it humbly 
hoped by,

My Lord, .

Your Grace’* murh •«

Moll obeuient, and

Moft humb'



J  O NG  have you fern the Greek and R eran nan 
A/fified by tlx  mn/e. renew th e ir /tu ft: 

W bileyet unjung tbo/cbertes/leep, from  si'om  
Greece /arm 'd  ber P ia tt's, and b tr Ceefar's Rome. 
Such, /E gypt, were tbyferns ! D ivinely great 

1 In  arts, and arms, in w tfltm , and in /la te .
Her car.v monarchs gave fncbgltries birth,
Their ruins are tlx  wonderl t f  the eat ib,
StruSures/»  va ft by timfe great kings dtjign'd,

• Are but fatntfietehes o f tixir bmendte/i mind :
2~et ne’el- has Aib'on't fctne, tbtetgh long rtntnvn’d , 
W ith thefiern tyrants t f  the Nile been crown'd. 
T lx  tragic mnfe In grandeur /h tu ld  excel, 
H erlfgurt blasts, and ber numbers/well.
7 beproud e f monarch t f  tbt proudeft age,
From A igypt comes to tread the R m ijh flage:
O ld Homer's heroes moderns are t t  tht/e 
W btm  tbii night’s venerake fcenes di/clt/e.

! Here pomp amfplene^r fe m e  but to prepare ;
T t touch they. ’C‘' t>ur peculiar ca rt;
B y  jn fl d iflre /s/c jt p ity  t t  impart,
And mendyour nature, while ttf moveyour heart J. 
Nor wouid then femes in empty ivtrds abound,
O r overlay the /< ntiment w ile  fu n d , 

t  T ’ Words (when the port wtwldyemr /ituls engage)
'  Are the mere garnijb o f an idle/iage.

Whenfaffion rages, elo./ufer is mean ;
Oef.ures andjotis befi/pftfe the moving /cent.

‘' fe jb in in j\fa ir  teniler woes in v itt
'o f  ‘ Topleafing anguij};.’and/evere delight,
® Jfyjttm r nfjiiHionyou computeyour gain,

A nd^t/e in plea fure, as you r ift in pain•
|> ^ J f  tbeiijufl nbjeiHs t f  ctncern arejbewn,

And your heart’ heave tvilb ftrrtW ! net year ow*p 
"f. _ Let ntu the gen rout impulfe be mitkfftoed,

Strive not vjitb nature, l.\ 'b  not t t  be good;
Sighs only /rtm  a noble temper ri/i.
A nd 'tis your virtuefw tU t in t t  your ej»i.

By a F r i e n d .

M A .
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\
D R A M A T I S  P E R S O N S

M E N .

Bufirit, king of Egypt, Mr. Btndey,
Myron, the prince.
Nicanor, father of ManJant,
Memnon, 1

Sfi:
Pbtran, J 
M ttu % a courticr.

W  O M  p

Mvrif, queen of Egypt.
Mundant.

S C E N E ,  M E M P H I S  in O U  E g y p t.

•

Y / ' "

BUSIRIS.
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B U S I R I S.

A C T  I.

SCENE, a Temple m Mem phi*.

Enter Pheron and Syphocei.

S t  p  h o c  i i .
F glorious Arufture* and immortal deed*,

Enlarge the thought, and fet ot r̂ foul* on fire,
My tongue hai been too cokl in I.g> p»’n prmife,
The queen of nation*, aid the boaftof timet,
Mother of fciencev#nd the houfe of god* I 
Scarce can I open wide my lab’ting mind 
To comprehend the vaft idea, bi^
With art* and ^rmt, fo boundleti* in their fame.

Pivr Thrice happy land ! did not her dreadful king, 
»r-t liris, whom the world revere*,

! ining winder* in difgrace, .
id pride.

ifoud, anti glories in ir,
■ Jupiter’s Almighty.

(hake hi* filver reins
O fi ha i \ t  d monarchs, to hi*chariot yok’d?

■,r.: ^  * jelly they llalk along,
U .■ ■ indignation and dcfpair,

. Jpft difplay* his in  (Sou* (late,
V* *' , 0 eir rifled kingdoms o'er his brow,
!u h jav’n in diamond and gold.

■V  left the tyrant'*cruelty than pride;
Hi* horrjd altar* flream with human blood,
And piety it murder in hit hand. \_AgreatJLmtt.

Syflf.
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Sypb. There rofe the voice of twice two hundrk 

thoufand,
And broke tfo; cloui*, and clear’d the face of day ;
The king, who fro . this temple’* airy height, _
With heart dilated, that great work furveys,
Which fliall proclaim what can be done by man,
Has ltruck his purple ftreamer, and dcftends.

Pbrr. Twice ten long years have feen that haughty 
Which nations with united toil advance, Lpile,
Gain on the (kies, and labour up to heaven.

Svpb, The king—or proflrate tall, or ditappcar.
[£ « » » /.

Enter Bufiris attend,/!.
Buf. Thi* ancient city, Memphis the renown'd, 

Almotl cottval with the lun himlelf,
And boaAing Artngth fcarce fooner to decay,
How wanton fit* (lie amid nature's (miles,
Nor from her higheft turret has to view,
But golden landscapes, and luxuriant fcene*,
A waAe of wealth, the florchoufe of the world!
Here, fruitful vales far Aretchfng fly the light,
There, faiUunnumbcr’d whiten aHir̂ he A ream;
While from the banks full tvwary thoufand cities 
Survey theit pride. and fee their gilded towrrs 
Float on the o aves, and break aguintt thx (here :
T o  crown the whole, this riling pyiamid

fSirwt ibtplan. 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the Aar*,
While every other objeft (liiinf* beneath 
Its mighty lhade, and \clleut'y’-, tie view,
As kings compar’d with me. > * *

I'.ntrr Aulett s, bt falhtft.-firatt,
Ju l. Oh, live tor ever,

Bufirn, firA of men !
Buf. Aulete*, rife.
Ju l. Ambafladors frojn vsrious climes arrive.

T o  view your wonder*, and to grett your fame;
Each loaden with the g>ft* his country yields,
O f Which the ineaneA rite to g>>ld and pearl:
T he rich Arabian fil's his ample vafe m 
With lacred incenfe; Ethiopia fends 
A thoufcmd couriers fleeter than the wind;
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And their black riders darken *11 the plain :
Camels and elephants from other realms,
Bending beneath a weight of luxury, *
Bring the bell feafons ot their various years,
And leave their monarchs poor.

Buf. What from the 1’erlian ?
Aul. He bends before your throne, and far outweighs 

The reft in tribute, and out-fhir.es in (late.
Buf. Away ! He fees me not; I know his purpofe, 

...A fpy upon my greatnefs, and no friend :
Take his ambullador, and (Vcw him Egypt,
In Memphis fliew him various nations met.
As in a lea, yet not confin’d in fpaee,
But ilreamipg freely through the fpacious flreets,
Which fend fonh millions at each brazen gate,
When e’er the trumpet calls ; high over head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along,
And leave in air a thunder of my own :
Jove too has pour’d the Nile into my hand,
The prince of rivers, ocean’s cldeft fon :
Rich ot myfelf, I mak8 the fruitful year,
Nor afk precariou^plemy from the fky——
Throw all my glories op«n to his view.
Then tell him/ in return for trifles offer’d,
1 give him tl^ s ; and when a l’erlian arm

[G inn him a iew . 
Can thus with vigour its reluctance bend,
And to the nerve iu,ftubborn force fubdue.
Then let bis matter thiuk of arms—but bring 
Mor« men than yet e’f^-pour’d.into the field j 
Mean time,«*Junk H ^ven , our tide of conqueft drive*
A different way, •jmrleaves him ftill a king.
This to the rcrfian—— I rtceive the reft,
And.give the world an anfwer. [E xit Dufiris.

attended by Prleflt an,l her f'irgiHi, it fttn  fa ,  I f  
firing at a ekf.an.e.

A  Hynu t» Ifis it fung, the Prieflt go tut.

Mandane, attended ly btr maieli, advance!*

Mand. My morning duty to the gods is o’er,
Yet ftill this terror hany  upon my Uiul,
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And faddens every thought—I  (till beho
The dreadful image, (till the threatening , •
Points at my brealt, and glitters in mine
But 'twas a dream, no more. My virgin
And thou, great Ruler of the world, be j
Oil, kindly fliine on this important hour!
This hour determines all ray future life,
And gives it up to miiery or joy.
Thefe lonely walks, this deep an J foleinn 
Where noon-day funs but glimmer to the 
This houfeof tears, and manfion of the i 
For ever hides him from the hated light,
And gives him leave to groan.

Back Scent draws, attJJht'Ms Memnon on bis fa ~
tbtr’s Tomb.

Was ever fcene
So mournful! If, my Lord, the dead alone 
Be all your care, life is no more a bletiuig.
How could you (hun me for this dilnul llude.
And feek from love a refuge iiAlefpair *

Mens. Why hail thou brought eyes to this fad 
place, ?

Where darknels dwells, and g t'ef would'-ligh it cure,
In  welcome horrors, and beloved night
Thy beauties drive the friendly (hades before them,
And light up day e’en here. Retire, ray love;
Each joyful moment I would (hare with thee,
My virtuous maid, but 1 would mourn alone.

Monti. What have you founflin me fo mean, tabope 
That while you figh, m y foulcw^be at jH-s.ce i  
Your forrows flow from your MarrtUn^ eye*.

Mem. Oh, my Mandane !— —
ManJ. Wherefore turn you fiom me ?

Have I offended, or arc you unkind I ,
Ah, me ! A fight as ftrange, as pititul!
From this big heart, o’ercharg’d with gen'rous forrow, 
See the tide working upward to his eye.
And dealing from him m large Glent drops, _
Without his leave !— Can thofe tears flow in vain ?

Mon. Why will you double roy diftrefs, and make 
My grief my crime, by difcompafing you i  f
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Und yet I can’t forbear ! Alas ■ my father !
.at name excufes all; what i> not due 
that great name, which life or death cah pay f 

SJgttii. Speak on, and eafe your hib’ring b re alt, it fwells 
And (into again, and then it fwells lo high,
I t  looks as it would break. 1 know’tin big 
With fomething you would utter. Oft in vatu 
I  have prefum’3 to atk your mournful ftory;
But ever have been anfwer’d with a frown.

Mem. Q£, my Mundane! did my tale concern 
Myfelf sQonfe, it would not lie conceal'd;
But ’tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt, 

herefore ’tis unfafe to touch upon’t.
II my tale, is to blow oft’ the allies 
deeping embers which will rife in flames 
;  leaft breath, and fpread deft ruction round. 
io u  art faithful, and my other felf;
Oh ! my heart this moment is fo full,
-{Is with its complaints, and I mull (peak, 
i, the prefcnt queen, was only filler 
-eat Artaxes, our late royal lord : 
is, who now reufts, was firft o f males 
eal blood, to which this crown defccnd*. 
with longofrcumftance to load my ilory) 
tious My r t  fir’d his daring foul, 
urn’d his fword againll her brother’s life: 
mounting to the tyrant’s bed and throne, 

y’d her fliame, and triumph’d in her guilt. 
m i. So black a ltorj4-wi.il might (hun the day.
Ph. Artaxes’ friends|(a virtucjus multitude) 
i fwept nw"4' by baftilhment, or death, 
rongs, and fa«^4 the devouring grave.
at her--------- Think, Mamlanc, on your own,
»?<don me !———— [IPe/pii
T;h ii- took nu\ then of tender years,
rtai’d me wi’S hit ton (a fog fincedead).
ainly hop’d, by (hews of guilty kinduefs
ear away the blackntf* of bit crime,
reconcile me to my father's fate ;
*  have I long been i«rc’d to flay my vengcaoce, 
n-j-ith my brow with Im.les, and curb my tongue, 
e the big woe lies thiobbing at my heart.

Enter
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Enter Pheron at a Aijiancc.
Pber. So clofe ! fo lo ring! Here I Sand ut.

And watch my fival’t  fate.
Mem. But thou, my fair,

Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death,
Thou yet canft make me bleft.

Manet. A* how, my Lord ?
Mem. Ah ! why wilt thou infult me ?
Man A. Memnon —
Mem. Speak. „  m

' MauJ. Nature forbidi, and when I would b£gin,
She (tides all my fpiritt, and 1 fam r:
My heart ii breaking, but I cannot (peak. '  ?" '
O h, let me rty.—

Mem. You pierce me to the foul. [HoUing ber.
ManJ. Oh f fpare me for a moment, till my heart 

Regnim its wonted force, and I will fpeak.
Pheron, you know, it daily urgent with me,
Brcakt through rettraintt, and will not be refut’d.

[Pbtttin jbewt a great concern. 
Yet more, the prince, the young impetuous prince, 
Before hit father Cent him forth to <?V,
And gave the Mede to hit definitive fword,
Ha*, often taught hit tongue a filken tale.V^
Descended from himfclf, and talk'd of lone.
Since laft I faw thee, b n  licentious pailioa
Hat haunted all my di«*ms-----•
Thit day the court (hines forth in its loft
T o  welcome her returning warrior home |
Ala.-, the malice of our J ta r t1 F 

Mem. T o  place it \
Beyond the power of fate to part our love* .
Be this our brutal night, my life!— my •

P itr , Perdition feite them both! and 
So long, to catch her in .another’* arms!
AnotWr’t arm* for ever! Oh, the pang !- 
Heart-ptercing tight!—but rage (hall rake 1 > "»•*■*•
It ttiaU >k- iu----- land let the crime be hit
W ho J  i s  me to the black extremity;
I  teat no farther bell than that 1 tccl.

S
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'I- ' , I grafp thee, and my anxioot heart
I may call thee mine, 

t !  Oh, painful eclbcy!
:-.3£; to utt«r.

J* v Lord !
V h_. means this damp that come* athwart my joy, 
ChaOifmg thus the lightnef* of my heart.*
I have a lather, and a hrher too,
T ender as nature ever fram’d. —Hi* will 
Should be cftnfulted.— Should I touch hi* peace,
1 lhould I* wretched in mv Memnon’* arm*.

M /m JTalk not at wretchednefs.
*-?%(»<}. Ala* ! thi* day
Firtl gave me birth, and (which i* tlrange to tell)
The late? e'er (ince, as watching it* return,
Have caught it at it flew, and mark’d it deep 
W ith fomething great, extremes of good or ill,

Utem. Why movtd we bode misfortqne to our love* ? 
No, 1 receive thee Irom the gods, in lieu 
O f alt th»t*happincfs they ravifli’d from me ;
Fame, freedom, lather, all return in thee.
Had not the god* M.i;«»ane to beftow,
1 hey never would hare poifr'd futh vengeance on roe ; 
They meant fh t/iee , and could not be fevere.
Soon as night’* t«vourable (hades deft end,
The holy prieft (hall join our hands forever.
And life (hall prove but one long bridal-day.
Till then, in lcene*of pleafure lofc thy grief,
Or flrike the lute, or fmilr among the flower*,

• fraelt, anil fairer b4oom for thee,
;(H Tom thi* dear tender (ide,

. >  .oits, and important calls,
0vc itlelf— I ijuit thee now, 
bee more. [Tlry rmlratr.
friend* are here, [ Kxit Mand.
lent creature! how my fotil pant* for 

! . ! its now begin thetr claim, [thee /
i*. v«‘ • : lain, and lorrow, and revenue, 

k  V- 6 tumuft tear up all my breali:
• ’ H, b f  e the foftneffe* of love !

vjpt.. - . .-y  ;. Emrr Syphacet.
"'Mb. B  worthy Memnon.

i i  M t m .
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Mem. Welcome, my Syphoces.
And much I hope thou bring’ll a bleeding hear 
A heart that bfeeds foi others miferies,
Bravely regardlefs of its own, though gre~
T hat firft of charaiflcrs.

Syfb. And there’s a fecond,
N ot far behind, to refcue the diflrefs’d 
Or die.

Mem. Yes, die ; and vifit thofe brave men,
Who, from the firft of time, have bath’d thei^hand*
In tyrants’ blood, aud grafp’d their honeft f'^Jrot 
As part of their own being, when the caufe, '
The public caufe, demanded. Oh, my friend !
How long lhall Egypt groan in chains f How long 
Shall her fons fall in heaps without a foe ?
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Bufiris,
His people’s father ! and the ftate’s defence !
Yet out a remnant of the land furvives.

What havock have I feen ? Have w tot knows 
A multitude become a morning’s prey,
When troubled reft, or a debauch has four’d 
The monfter’s temper f then ’tis infynt deal 
’I'hen fall the brave and goodf like riper.’d c 
Before the fweeping fcythe, not the poj^mt 
To lt..rve and pine at leifure in their chains.
But what frefh hope, that we receive your ft 
T o  meet you he>c this morning?

Know, Syphoces, •
’ IV a* on this day my warlike father’, blood,
So often lavifli’U in lns.countryl caufe,
And greatly f»ld tor connueil and renown ;
’ IVaV on this execrable day 'it flow’d
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour,,, %'ifj
Smok’d in the dull, and wafh’d a ruffian’s fee
This guilty day returning, touzes all
My fmother’d rage, aryi blows it to a flame.
Whete are our friends ?

$ f j \  At hand. Ramefrs,
Lail night, when gentle reft o’er nlture fprea 
Her llill command, and care aloue was wakin,
Like « dumb, lonely, ditcontemed ghoft,
Lnt.iM my chamber, and approach’d my bed
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With burfh of paffion, and a peal of groanc,
He recoiled* his godlike brother’s fate, ,
*! he drunken banquet, and the midnight murder,
-it.- rgcs vengeance on the guilty prince.
Such ni% the fellnefs of his boiling rage,
Methought the night grew darker as he frown’d.

Mem. I know he bears the prince moft deadly hate 5 
But this w il^iJntfr deeper in hts foul, [ S t o  a Utter. 
And rouze up pallions, which till now have llept: 
MurdasMMU look like innocence to this.

S y p f  HiV, Memnon !
M f-:. This reminds me of thy fate;
>e queen ha/courted thee with proffer’d realmt,

And fought by threats to bend thee to her will j 
She languifhcs, fhe burns, fhe waftes away 
In fruitlefs hopes, and dies upon thy name.

S_vf>b. Oh, fatal love ! which ftung by jealoufy, 
Expcll’d a life far dearer than |ny own,
By curled poil'on------Ah, divine Apame !
And could the mutd’ref^hope fhe fhould inherit 
This heart, and fill thy place within thefe arms ?—
But grief fhall -----Revenge, I’m wholly thine.

Mem. The tyrant too Ts wanton in his age,
Hc'ftieivs th r  &!1 his thoughts are not in blood;
Love claims irffhare ; he envies poor Kamcfcs 
The foftnefs of his bed ; aud thinks Amelia 
A "»i ft refs worthy of a monarch’s arms.

. • e, Ralbefes comes, a fullen gloom 
' brow, and marks him througn the dufk. 
i< imefes, Pheron, m J  ttther Cenffiraters.

what, my friends, fliall Memnon bid you
■ slcome f 

\ t  aid melancholy fcenes of death f 
H oftly banquets, fuch as fprcad 

j . t\: Mx-ii's table, when you brother fell.
• [ T» Ramcfcs.

f  h w .s  ;ilded roof, no gay apartment,
Surfc itj queen prepar’d for th fr, Syphoces.

t editcontent, my valiant Iritnds,
34 jto t;:.gns, and ’tis not out of feafon

jn ought may miod us of our fate t 
His ftvofd is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
T h '4ks the day loft that is not mark’d with blood.

B a Ram.

-*** B U S I R I S. i f
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Ram. And have we felt a tyrant twenty 
Felt him, a* the raw wound the burning fit 
And are we murmuring out our midnight c 
Drying our tears in corners, and complain 
Our hands are forfeited. Gods! (trike the 
N o hands wc need fo fatten our own chaini 
Our maficr* willdo that; and we want fou 
T o  raife them to an ufr more worthy meai 

Mem. Ruffles your temper at offence* pa[P?
Here then, to (ting thee into madnefs.

f Gives the Letter.
Ham. Oh !
Syfh. See how the druggling paftion* fyake h 
Ham. My bofom joy, that crowns my happy t 

With tender pledges of our mutual love.
Far dearer than my foul! and (lull iny wife.
The mother of my Utile innocents,
Be taken from us f Torn from me ! from mine 1 
Who live but on her fight! and (hall I hear 
Hercrie* for fuccour, and not rulh ujxin him ?
My infant hanging at the necklpbraidt me,
And (truggles with his little arms to^ve her.
Thefe vein* have ftill fome ({cirrous bioiJ 
The dregs of thofc rich dreams hi* war* R 
I ’ll giv’t in dowry with her. •

Pher. Well refolv'd :
A tardy vengeance (hare* the tyrant'* guil

Ham. Let me embrace thee, Phsron, tl . .- i
And dod difdain the eoldnef* of delay.
Curfe on the man that c4lls Ramcfe* frieni 
And keeps hie temper at a ta'e like thi*;
When i age and rancour are the proper vir 
Atid loft of reafn  it the mark of men.

Mem, Thu* I ’ve determin’d ; when the 
Lulls this proud city, and lit r monarch dn < > 
Ot bumbled toes, or his jiew midreft’ lov 
Then we will ru(h at once, let loofe the ten 
O f rage pent in, and druggling twenty j t 
To find a vent, and at one drcadtul blow 
Begin and end the war.
A mote aufpidou* juncture could not hapj 
Tfe* who for vears las join’d out • •

B  U  S I R  I S. sr



Stirr’d up the love of freedom, and in private 
Long nurs’d the glotious appetite with gold,
Thi^morn with tranfport watch'd the wi(Vd occafion 
r*f i browing his refentment wide, and now 
lie  i. wnsinarmi, and gives th’ event to fate.

Rdm. This hand (hall drag the tyrant from the throne, 
And liab the royal v'uSim on this altar.

[ Ptinting tt !>* tomb. 
OK, ?u(Vy thought! Frirndicaliyour eye* arouud, 

All that moll awful ii, or great in nature,
T h is ^ r t t t a  fcene prefent*; the gods are here,
AnJ Mfcre oiW am’d forefather*’ facrei tomb* j 
AV W  never br&ok’d a tyrant in this Uiid.
Let us not afrbeneaih the grand aifrmbly !
The flighted alrars tremble, and thefe tomb*
Send forth » peal of groan* to urge u* on.
Come then, furround my father’s monument,
And call hi* (hade to witnefs to your vow*.

Ram. Nor hi* alone. Oh, all ve mighty dead f 
Illuftriout (hades ! who nightly (talk around 
The tyrant’* couch, andrfhake his guilty foul;
Whether already converfe with god*
Or (tray belcw i vmcl.inc^ioly gloom*,
From earth, trr .n air, from heaven, and from helf.
Come, I con] jc  you, by the pris’ner’t chain,
The widow's liiihing, and the orphan's tear*,

V* (hrieks, the hero’ll fpouting vein*, 
lafphem'd,(and (ree-born roeu enllav'd,

. 'dear, Jove, and you mod injur’d heroes, hear,, 
r  L»i Wtao’er this thr ce fallow’d monument 
" (lour hand*, and kneeling to the godi,

our foul* to great revenge ! 
ie (wear---------
. h i * night the tyrant and his minion* bleed,
|  (hail lay thole palace, in dud,
Jed domes now glitter in the fun.

. ,.o now my to? is takA in the toil;
• f t  fecond call tor thi* proud maid— —

MMnath well fpent, » perjury 
g f l H  account in vengeance, and in love. [JjfJe, 

Wrn>. We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eye* alone to count this grand aflcmbly;

B i  A thou*-

^  B U  S I R  I S. r j



I

A thoufand unfeen heron w»lk among us '  f
My father rifes from his tomb, his wount > ’
Bleed all atrclli, and confircrate the day ;
H e  waves his arm, and chidcs our tardy '
More than this world (hall thank us. Ol 
Such our condition, we have nought to 1<
And great may be our gain, if this be gr(
To crufh a tyrant, and preiervea ftare;
T o  ftill the clamours of our father's bloo<! -
To fix the balis of the public good.
To leave a fame eternal, then to foar.
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adojj

E nd  of the F i r s t  Ac
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A C T  II.

SCENE, the Palace.

A  magnificent Throne el i f  covered, and feveral courtiers walk
ing to andjro.

Enter Syphoces and Ramcfcs. Sboutt at a dijlanct.

R a m h ms . <

W
H A T means thisduft and tumul 
Thefe dreamers tooling in the v •

T he tvrant blaming in full infolence.
And all his gaudy courtiers backing rou
Like pois’nous vermin in a dog-day fut (

SyfJi. Your father and prince Myron 
And with one peal of joy the cation rii 

Ram. Long has my lather ferv’d this 
W ith xeal well worthy of a better cauf 
Though with his helm he hides a hoar>
Long vers'd in death, the father of tht 
At the Ihrill trumpet he throws off the e 1
O f fourfcore yeats, and, l'prings upon t 
The tranfport danger gives him, conqu. I 
And a (hort youth boils up within his v 

fy fb , Behold, this way they pafs to i



• %
N icanor pafs the Stage with Attendants*

pity ’tis that one i'olofl in guilt,
;aye the fight with in.inly cliarms,

'  lovely f [Letking tm Myron*
i me. Rairiefes:
foe, I mutt be ever jurt. 1

t grateful, affable, and brave:
ows no 'limit to his paftion , 

a 4.c i<..£pv»-ueaten bark it not fo tofn’d 
As is hisrcafun, when thofe winds arile :
And draws a fatal fword in battle,
And ijndlei nlfche warm pjrluit of fame,

.Tire fubduls him quite, the fparkling eye,
And gen’rous nowl bear down hi* graver mind.
While fiery fpirits dance along his veins,
And keep a conftant revel in his heart.

Ram. But here the tyrant comes !— With whit exccQi 
O f idle pride will he receive his foo f 
How with big words will he fwell out this conqueft,
And into grandeur puff hii little tales.

Enter B ‘ I, aid  abends the Throne ; on the other fid tt  
cK/epmyron and N  icanor.

orft, my fon, greater partner of my fame, 
-.St th* incrcafe of my dominions,
•re mountains rife, more rivers flow, 
rs fiiinein my Dill growing empire.

\  felf furvcys it not at once,
/  r the view, whilft far disjoin’d,

j ive unbeard *f by «ich other;
a in ihades, while thofe enjoy the light ; 
>ar>ouB, but their king the fame.
, Sir, yourthanks are due ; to this old armi 
i not threefcore winter camps unbend,

. » r vi&ory, and I my life.
T cecourlicr, with ajavelin flung,

air, then tearing with a bouna 
g earth, plung'd deep amidft the foe ;

. •' s.- . oufand deaths from c»’ry fide,
jb iark, and on my buckler rung;

hrong’d legions like a tempeS ruJh’d
T h is

B U  S I R  I S. **
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This friend, o’er gafping heroes, rolling itecds,

Tboti haft a heart that fwells with loyalty,
And throws off the infection of tbcle times;
But thy degenerate boy .....—

Nic. No more my ton,
I cut him off, ray guilt, my puniftiment.
Look not, dread Sir, on me through his offcncrj 
Oh, let not that difcolour all my lervice,
And ruin thofe who blame him for his erim ^'^ 'f^

Buf, Old man, I  wtll not wear the croy^nin vita, 
Subjrfls (hall work my will, or fctl my jljw’r, V w ,- ,  
Their difobedience (lull not be my guilt r  V  •
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence t 
The land that yields them food, and ev’ry rtream 
That (lakes their thirft, the air they breathe is mine.
And is concurrence to their own On joy men t,
By due fubmiliion, a too great return ?
Death and definition are within my c a ll-----
But thou {halt floutiil) in thy rHafter’s (mile.
A faithful mmiftcr adorns tny cto
And throws a brighter glory tjpund* ; brow.

jfic . Take but one more, one fmall o'«x to your favour* 
And then my foul’s at peace— 1 have a ghter,
An only daughter, aow an only chiid,
Since her lull brother’s folly; (he defcrves
The mi ft a father can for fa m u c h  voodnefs : I

We two are the whole houfc, jaor are we two. 
In her I live, the comfort of n<y age ;
And if the King extend his grace lo far.
And take that tender blnltom into (helter.
Then I have all my monarch can bellow, < 
Or heav’n itfelf, but this, that I may wear ,  
My life’s poor remnant out in your command; 
Stretch forth my being to the lad in duty,
And, when the Fates (hall fummon, die tor yovj 

Bkf. Nicanor, know, thy daughter is our 
Afjr. Oh, Sir. be greatly kind, exert your 

And with the monarch furniflt out the irieod !*■- 
Art ihou not he, that gal bat-minded chief 9

And fnatch’d me from my fate. 
Buf. I thank thee, general,

* /
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(loop to give me left than life ?
4 »e ungrateful ? Shocking thought!

iteful ha» no guilt but one, 
s may p fs  for virtues in him.
• my daughter’s promis'd welfaregires me, 
not open to difcover —  -  

. .. rt me thank you.
*ibj. u iy  iny tears,

And tollow as ; thy daughter’s near our Queen,
And lqa&iM>o doubt, to fee thee ; tlels the maid,
And th^natf^jd us on affairs of ftate,
1 hear .ncre's twafon near u s ; though the (lave* 
j ail off from tl f  lr obt ditnce, and deny 
That I’m their monarch, I ’m BuluislLU.
Collected in inyfelt, I'll (land alone,
And hurl my thunder, though I (hake my throne :
Like death, a folirary king I’ll reign 
O ’er (ilent fubje&s, aud a defert plain.;
Ere brook their pride, I ’ll Iprcad a gen’ral doom,
And ev’ry ftep (hall be from tomb to tumb. [ K tit,

[Myr. and Aul. vU* talked afiJt, advance, 
lent^'t’autiei glow'd upon my roind,
^ c h  thought. She never left lue—  

/tev e  it i In the field of battle, 
ff, and the flame of fight,
‘nft flol’n away my foul, 
ne in d mger—My rais’d arm 
, forgrtlul to deicend, 
rnt fpar’d the proftrate foe 
rth rofe eqSal to rfty own !
*ed with honour, and enjoy
— and why not now ? Mctliinka 
c’d her in a fairer light, 
id, and heighten’d ev’ry charm, 
ci.
odeff grace fubda'd my foul, 

look, which feems to hang 
light o’er all her beauties, 
ng mod inflames delire.

Enter Maodane. 
ce ! What dignity diviae!
.derating ev’ry feature L

Around
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Around that neck, what drofs arc gold and pear"! 
Mandane! Powerful being, w hofe firii fight 
Givei me a tranfport not to be exprefs’d ; ,<■'
And with one moment over-pays a year j
Of danger, toil, and death, and abfence from thee 

Manti. My Lord, 1 fought my father.
Myr. Leave me not,

I ’ve much to (ay, much more than you conceive ;
Ye», by the gods, much more than I can utter.
My breath it fnatch’d, I tremble, I expire \_‘ifidt.
Nay, here I ’ll ofier tender violence------g *  A

f[ Taka her hand. 
May I not breathe my foul upon this lilid ,
When your eyes triumph, and infult my pain ?
Pcimit me here to take a fmall revenge.

Mand. My Lord, I am not confciout of my fault.
Myr. ’Ti» falfe------1 know the language ot thofe eyei,

They ufe me ill----- fee my heart brat, Mundane;
Believe not me, but tellyonrfelf my paflion ■ ■■
I i  it in art to counterfeit witlitn ?
T o drive tt.e fpiriis, and inflame ̂ hc blood ?
Each nerve in picre’d with l i ^ t ’ninWrom your eye,
And every pulie it in the throbs of lolfe.

M.tnd. My Lord, my duty calls, I n j l l  not (lay. 
Myr. Give me a moment: I have that fo fpeak 

Will burft me if fupprtft—— Oh, heav’nly maid !
Thy charms are doubled, fo is thv difdain .
W ho is it? Tell me who enjoys tKy fmile; V 
There is a happy man, I fwe^r there is j (
I  know it by youi colonels to your friend—
That thought has fU’d a fcorpion on my heart,
T h  it ftisgi to death----- and is it poflible
You ever I'poke of Myron in his abfence,
Or raft, at ieifurc, a li^ht thought that way ?

Mand. I thought of you, my Lord, and of r_. 4. *j|S 
And pray’d for yoar futcefs j nor iuull I  now 
N c^ te t to give him joy.

Myr. Yet llay, you ihall not go—Ungrate I 
I  would not wrong your faiher; but by hcav'
His l»ve is hatred if com|ur'd with mine.
I uaciertland whence this unkindnefs flows 
Your heart re.etr.t fome liccnce of my you

* S >



fctre had touch'd my brain. You may forgive me, 
fc ^  never (hall forgive myfelf;

fc live, I ’d ru(h upon my fword# 
ve me, I (hall now approach,

-er only, but a wretch 
am baleneli to the ways of honour, 
>alTionjoin my gratitude.

•‘’ kneel before you, 1 (liallrife 
At wen •  letter as a happier man,
Indebted to your virtue and your love.

JdanJ. I .•lull not hear you.
M n. Oh, Amient me not !

Hear me you rail), and more—Your father's valour,
In the late bat til, refcu’d n>e from death :
And how (hall I be grateful i  Thou’rt a princefs——• 
Think not, Mandune, thitafuddcn Hart,
A flafh of love, that kindle* and expires:
Long have I weigh'd it ;  fiuce I parted hrnfe,
No ni las pjfs’d but this hat bfoke my rell,
A wiibev’ry dream. My fair, 1 wed thee

•rft counfel o0m y  foul.
gods. l«remble at ihcrifingftorm !
' c j t f  .

then defpife me >
.  want the courage* to accept

ly merit, and for ever 
my little worth.

\  k myfelf, foregone my tem;>er,
J ’ . V  tk . r  delights of youth,

i virtue mo^fevere f
•  make thee my friend ?

. *d thro’ the pow’rinl tcafon*
»; d my fond refolves ?

, and glory of no weight,
. got. and try own conqueib,

. * ro footh your pride,
• rt f *

4 e hear me; [Kntih,
'ron prove my ruin.

-3 : .rt thou marry’d i



34  B U  S I  R  I  S.

JWyr. My heart foretold it—Ah, my foul1

Aul. Madam, ’til p’ude it in you to withdt i . .,
[ / • • *

Myr. I do not live — I cannot bear the lighlK. 
Where it Mandane ? But 1 would not know.
"She ii not mine. Yet tho’ not mine in love,, j 
Revenge, my juft revenge, may overtake hen ; 
O h. how I hate her ! Let me know.her fault j 
J).d the proud maid infult me in di ft refs,
And fmile to fee me g«ipng i Speak, Auletr .
Did /he not figh ? Sure (he might pity m t**
Though all her love ii now another’* ri^ lt.

Aul. She figh’d and wept; but I remov'd her from 
Alyr. It wa* well done. Yet I could gaie for ever 

And did flic figh, and did Ihe drop a tear ?
The tear* flic tiled tor me arc turciy mine ;
And Hull another diy them on thote checks,
And make them an excule.for greater fondoefs * 
Shall 1 ..flirt the villain in hi* joy* i 
No, I will tear her from hun. ‘
I ’d grudge her beautie* to the gods tbat gave them. 

Aul. My Lord, have temper. ^
Myr. And another’* paflion 

Warm on that lip ! another’* burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waill for which I die,*
An (he contenting, wooing, growing to him !
W hat gulden fcenes, when abfent^did 1 teiga! 
Wliat lovely pi&urei did I draw in air !
W hit luxury of thought! anjl fee my fate ! *
Shall then my (lave enjoy her, and I languilh 
In my triumphal car, my toot on purple,
And o’er my head a canopy of gold j 
Fate in my nod, and monarch* in my train f 
What if I (lab him ? No ; flic will not wed .
His murderer. I never form’d a wilh,
But full fruition taught'me to forget it.
And am I leflen’d by my late fuccds?
And have 1 loft my conqucll? Fly, Au'etcJ, j

And tell her---------
Aki. What, my Lord?
Myr. No, bid he t



A *1.. Speak.
Myr. I  know not what. My heart ii torn afunder.

I sir ', 1 esine, my Lord, and recompofe yfturfelfj 
T*ic >u en approaches. Ha ! her bofom fwrili,

[ Exit Myron.
Her pale lip tremble*, a diforder'd hafte 
Is in her ftep*; her eye* (hot gloomy fire* !
When Myri* is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends.

E ’ter Queen.
Shirtn. Auletes, where’* theKing t  
Aui. At cotapil, Madam.
Queen. Let hita know I want him. [K xit AuL

Bate! to forget to whom he owe* a crown !
Fool! to provoke her rage whofe hand i* red 
In her own brother’* blood!

Rattr King and Pheron.
King. Horrid confpiracy I
p i’cr. This night wa*deftin\i for the bloodv t!eei. 
King. Miftaken villain*! it they wifh my death,

They thould, in prudeoce/lay thrir ireapont by.
So jealous are the god «>f Egypt’* glory,
I cannot die whil^Hve* ar^aim’d againft me.
Haltc, Pheron, ty^he dungeon, plunge them down 
Far from the h Jys of day ; there let tliem lie 
Kan idl’d this world, while yet alive, and groan 
In darknefs and in  horror; let double chain*
Confute the flelh of Memnon’t loaded limb*,
'1'ill d tith  than knock tlSem off. A king’* thy friend: 
Nay, more, Bufiri*. Go, 1f t  that/ufttce. [E xit Pher. 
^ u c tn .  My Lord, your thought’* engag’d.

A ' g. Affjirs of Hate 
D elin’d me from my Queen.

'-yuten^,'r '..c world may wait: 
pti requefl, my Lord.

A7«̂ f ."Oblige me with it.
Will you comply f- • 

ti.ing. My Queen, mv pow’ri* your*.
Hhfet*. Your Queen .
King. My Queen.

Indeed, it fliould be fo.
' ben fign thefe order* for Amelia’* death. .

C He
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He flam, turns pale, lu ’s finking into eartl 
Enough ; begone, and fling thee at her let 
Doat on my (lave, anil fue to her tor mercy. 
G o, pi>ur forth all the folly of thy (call;
But bear in mind, thou giv ft n<>t of thy ow- 
'I  hou giv’ft that kindnefs which I bought w 
Nor lhall I lofe unmov’d.

King T wifli, my Queen,
This llill h;.d fl-pt a frcret for thy fake ;
But (ince thy rettlefs jealoufy ot foul 
Has been fo ftudious of its own dit'quiet, ft
Support it a* you may. I own I ’ve lelt 
Amelia's ch.irim, and think them worth tfy  

^Jiern. And dar’ft thou bravely own it toi 
Forgetful man ! ’ti» 1 then owe •  crown ! 
Thou l.adft ftill grovell’d in the lower «rorl 
And view’d a throne at difiance, had not I 
Told thee thou wert a man, and (dreadful tt 
Thro' my own brother cut thy way to emj 
But thou might’ll well forget a crown belV. 
That gift was fmall ; I liilen’Ato thy figh 
And rais'd thee to my bed.

K'iig. 1 thank you for it. # ^
T he gift* you made me were not cafi a w \ ;
1 undriftand their worth. Huibandandlg 
A- e names of no mean im port; they rife Y ^  
Into dominion, and are big with pow’r .—  
WhateVr I was, I now am King of Egypi 
And Myris’ L<>rd.

Quern. I dream ! Arj thou Bufiris ?
Bu litis, that hat trembled at my leet,
And art thou now rvy Jove with clouded bi 
Diineifing faie, and looking down on My 
Doft thou derive thy fpirit from thy crime* 
‘Caufe thou haft w rong’d me, therefore dof 
And roll ihine eye in anger ? Rather bend,
And fue for pardon. OH, detetiabie!
Burn for u 11 ranger’* bed !■ 

k'img And w hat was mine,
When Myris firft vouchfaf’d to fmile on m 

^jirrn. Dillratiion ! death! upbiaided 
TJsoU art not only cruninal, but bafe.
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Mine «' s a godlike g u i l t ; ambition in i t ;
I '#  foot 1 \ hell, its head above the c lo u d s ; 
l o r  k"o \ , I hatetl when I motlcarefs’d : ,
’T-vjtt no Bufiris, but the crown, that charm’d me, 
AnoTe.it ita fparkling glories to my heart.
But th. u canft fuil thy diadein with Haves.

A'Vf. Syphoces is a'king then.
Qrtern. U a ! .
King. Let fair Amelia know the King attends her.

[/'.iiV.
Jgiitem. Go, tyrant, go, and wifeiv, by ihy fliame, 

Prepare thy way to ruin ; I ’llo’ertake thee,
L ifin-’ or dead ; i f  dead. my glmtl fliallrife,
■ '^ e f i t f j l fv  ears, and ftafk be tore thy eves; 
^ \a |^ < T i^ ru m p h  o’er my rival’* charm*,

f te rb lood , when cUlp’d withm her arms.
A loas  tr><jjJ^ is beneath the  t f r ra t ;
Tyrant, thy tornienia fliall fuppon my ft ate. [ Exit.

E n d  of the S ic o n d  Ac t .

V B U S I R I S. SJ

Vl*’ C T  III . 

z j T n  e ,S C /L  N E ,  Tl>t General' l lltu fi. 

Eater the King.

y K i n o .

H
E R E  (wells my ftubbom fair j I’ll (both her priJe, 

And iay an hu At bled rtwviarch at her feet.
But let her well confider, if (he’- ll‘>w

- To welcome bins, and dead to glory’s charms.
Then my relentmeet rifes in proportion 
To rhis high grace extended to my Have, 
a nd tu-r.. tne force ot her own ch*rm» againft her. 
Moifarclit .may court, bur cannot be defiy’d.

* Emtrr fje  Queen vtileJ.
A lelia, dry rhy tears, and l:»y«afide 
rhat melancholy veil— Ha, Myria!

%uee*. Mvris 
A name that ihould like thunder rtrike thine ear,
A ad make thee tremble in this guilty place.
Box wherefore d-jfi thou think. 1 meet thee here ?

C * Not



Not with mean figh« and deprecating tears 
To humble me before thee, and increafe 
The number of thy flavei, in hope to break 
T hy  refolution,' aud avert thy crime ;
But to denounce, if  thou (halt dare perfift.
The vengeance due to injur'd Heav'n and me 
And by this warning double thy offence.
Tli 11k, think of vengeance,’tis the onlv joy ,
Which thou haft left me ; I ’m'no more thy 'Cr ?
Nor Queen ; but know, 1 ain a woman Hill..

Enter Aulctc*.
Aul. May all the gods watch o’er your life ana cuipnC, 

And render omens vain ! So fierce the ftorm, .
Old Memphis from her deep foundations (halt f*~~  , 
And fuch unheard of prodigies hang o’er us,C "
As make the boldeft tremble. See, ihe moot,- i  - 
Rofcb’d of her light, difcolour'd, without fornt^* /  
Appears a bloody (ign, hung out by Jove,
T o  Ipeak peace broken with the fons of men •
The Nile, as frighted, (brinks within its ban!
And as thisliour I pals’d great lfi»’ temple,
A fudden fl .od of lightning rulh’u upon it,
Ami laid the ihrine in allies.

King. Oh, mighty Ifi$ ! • V,
Why all thefe fignt tn nature ? Why thi* tV*c
T o  tell roe I am guilty I If  my crown
The Fates demand, why let them take it baek
My crown, indee 1, I may refign j but, Oh 1  ̂ 1
Who can awaVe the dena ?—— —
’T'n hence thefe fpeftres (hock my midnight t..
And natute’s lawi arobroke to AUcoinpole me
* 1 is I that tvhirl thefe hurricane* in air,
And thake the earth’* foundations with sny gu 
Oh, Myrii, give me back my innocence !

Q a m . I b:>ught-it with an empire.
A W . Cheaply fold ! » |

W  hy a id A ihou urge my lifted arm to firike 
The piou* King, wlien my own heart recoil'd •'
■ Why did you yield when urg'd, ai
You that are vain oi your fupcrior reafon,
Andfwell with the prerogative of man.
If  you fuccecd, our counfcl it of nought,

i

t
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You ow It, not accepted, tho’ enjoy’d ;
?  at ileal He glory, and deny the favour ;
Yet if a aal conf luence attend,
Th-.n we e the authors ; then your tmich’rous praife 
Allowi u- fenie enough to be condemn’d.

King. ‘Tis prudent to diftcmble with her fury,
And wai' a fotier feafrm for my love. [ AjiJe*
Bid Ills’ oriells attend their King's devotion*:
I ' l l  foot<L witijhcqficc the angry pow’rs.
Swift to my dungeons; bid the r  dark fume womb*
Give up the numerous captives of my wan ; 
Ten*rhonfand lives to Heav’n devoutly pour,

- N dl IctJthc facred knife grow cool from blood, 
f * I^ek >nS>ld Nile, intecled with the ftain,

I p ai'T«ty îire3lns flow* purple to the main. [ E xit.
9 $ u ? t.. ~^jn artifice ! I know the facrifice 
You moll ~ /nd. But I will da(h your joys:
Thou, vi&im, and thy t><xldels, borh Ihallteel inc.

• Aul. Madam, the i ’rintf.
Queen. And iwhe ftill afflirted I
Aul. It grieve* your !#hfu l fem n t to relate i t :

H r  tlrugizjes manfulLv^but alt in vain ;
Sometime* he caU#4ii« mujjc tobi* aid,
He drives with vfirtial drains to fire bit blood,
And rouze hVfc>ul to battle:
Then he reraplc* into love r’gsin,
Feeds tl.e dilc.fe, and doat upon hi* ruin.

% tnn. Why feek* he here the faufeot all his farrow* ? 
Aul. He feek* not Tiere Mandane, but her father ;

For :r:jndlhipi*tbebalmof all o^rcaiei,
M«-lia m tbc wound, and lottcns ev’ry fate.

[Martial M uft% 
Enter Myron at a dijiacnt.

^meen. Heav’ns, what a glory blazes from hiicye 1 
jpTj i >rce, what majetly in ev ry motion ! 
a  ach ftrp he trod upon a foe !

Myr Oh, that thi* ardor woflld for ever Laft f 
.hall, nor will I curie my being more:

? a a’d kings and conquer’d kingdoms are before me t  
I.'-, bend ibe bow, and launch the whittling fpear,
>f und o’er the mountain*, plunge into the ttitam, 

hcie thickelt faulth.on* gleam, and helmet* blaze,
■C  3 Kuflj
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Rulh in, and find amufement from my p:
I ’ll number my own heart among my foci.
And conquers, or die.

£>vrcn. The thought* of war 
Will iw n did' dge the fair-one from hit bre /
But th s has broken in on my intents----
I would ren.ind theenl my late command 

Aul. Madam, ’ti* needlef* to remind yc '. •
At dead of night I let thepris’ner* free.'

£Vr». Yes, let the pris’ners free; ’tit -r.tt
Such as my foul pamt alter------It becotv *■
Oh, it will gull the tyrant! flab him hou.v .
And if one fpark of gntitude furvive*,
Soften Sy phot e» to my fond dcfirc,
The tyrant’* tui mem i* my only joy ; x
Ye p»id»! or let me pt-rifli >rdeftrov, r  5
Or rather both ; for what ha* lite to hoa ft,
When vice »tatielef* grown, and virtue loft f 
Glory and wealth I call upon in va n,
Nor wealth nor gl»ry can appeafe my pain ;
My cvfry joy uporaid* me witlyny guilt,
And triumph* tell me fai red blood** fpilt. [E xit ( 

Enter Myron. V  
Afvr. The ft lining image* orwar arefrejl,

Thi tainting trumpet* languifh in mine e ^
The banners furl’d, and all the fprightly bl<ue 
O t burnifli’d armor, like the fettinglun, \  
Infallibly is vaniflj’d from my thought:
N o battle, liege, or ftorm fuftain my foul 
In  wonted gr.ndeur, and fill out my bora f t ;
But foftnel* fteals upon Ac. mdtingdown 
My rugfttd heart i« languid) taeot and lijjhj,
And pour* it out at mv Mandane’t feet.
I  fee her e’en this moment ftnnd before me 
Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold.
1 havener here, I cla p her in my arm*,
And in the madnetsot exrellive love.
Sigh ou> my heart, and bleed with teudemel 

/ini. Mvl-ord, loo much youcher.th thi.
She i» anothet’*

Afjr. Do not tell me fo;
S ty rathet foe it dead; each heav’nly char
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Turn% nto horror ! Oh, the pain of paint 
when he fair-one whom our lbul it food of 

' lives tr« lfport, and receives it from anothet!
How doc' my fou! burn up with llrong dciire.
Now fhr.ak into itfelf, now hlaie ag^in !
I ’ll tear and rend the firings that tie me to her:
I f  I tlay longer |»ere, 1 am undone.

dsb t ijgoing, enter Nicanor.
Vic. My Prince, (ar.d fince tuch honours you vourhfafc) 

My friend, I have prelum'd upon your favour r 
This is my daughter’s birth-day, and (his night 
1 dedicate to joyt which ever UnguiQi,
If vou refute to crown them wiui your prefersce.
, '  ’\canor, 1 wat warm on other thoughts— —

| n al .  3iil near you in the day of danger,
" i n ' - ' * v  'fiarchet, and ihe bloody field, 

ly Vagainft nations clafh in arms, 
a people in one groan expiie :
I, with your helmet, thrown alide, 

and ufelcji in iheliour of pe'me ?
Since then you Mefs it, I mult be your gxiefi—  
t Jylabour, aUoT ward move,
>-neck o tjfm c  controuling pow’r. [,1/uh.
n this mrtn ? Wi-,fc may relieve my thoughts, 
th and converfe lift my foul again. [Exeunt*

t haeb Scene Jravi't, anti Jift evrrs a Banquet.

% Enter Mandane ruhh JrcJfrJ.
It was thit dhy that gave me life ; this day 

jive much more, fimuld give me Memnon toa:
„ n rival’d by hi* chatn«, thiy clafp

ro round* (a cold, unkind embrace !) 
t an earueli of far worfe to come, 
ic, my foul, in dungeon darlnefs dot'd,
't damp unwholcfo.ne fleams, and livet on poifon, 

•njmpetl’d to luff r ornaments,
.r the rainbow, and to blaee in Rems, 
oct all the Ihinmg guik of drels,

. ’lit almolt a crime that I ft.11 live.
eyet, whxh can’t difft-mble, pouring forth
■ cadtul truth, are hoacu to my heart.

T hefe

t
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Thefe robe*, Oh, Mem non are Mandat:
And load, and gall, and wring her bleeding

•

Enter Myron, Nicanor, Auletei, fe .
their Placet,

K ic. Sound louder, found, and waft mj .
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant roj 
fo r  ever flune propitious on my daughter 
Protect her, profner her, and when I ’m c h
Still blefs me in MamLuic’» happinefs.

[71k bowl eats round. Mujic. 
Hafte, call my daughter; none can tafte ot joy, .
Til) (he, the miftreti of the feaft, u  with us.

[A  Servant brings Nicanor a Ittm ^ " b reads tK 
T he King's commands at any hour are wcktMjjyp *“■“  

Myr. Not leave ui, G eneral! <1 *
Vic. Ha ! the King here writes me,

The difcontetwcd populace, that held 
O'er midnight bow ls their desperate cabals,
Are now in bold deliincc to his^ovycr.
Amid the terrors of this ftormy ilipht,
Ev’n now, they deluge all you wcuei^vale, \
And form a war, impatient fot the dayS
The fpreading poifon too has caught his trqops, v
And the revoltingfoldiers Hand iu arms * .
M ix’d with (editions citizens.

Myr. Your call is great. »

Enter Mandane. Myron fia rtt fr tm  bit Sett in eHfordrr.

Mu ml. Oh, Memnotfl how (hall I  become a banquets 
Supprefs my forrovv, andxompl) with joy? 
tievcrcft fate ! am 1 dcoy’d to grieve ? [>

Nie. Be comforted, my child, i ’ J t >u return.
Why deft thou malic me Mufti i 1 Jee» toy teats 
Run trukling dow n my cheek.

Myr. 1 mull away : .
Hertmiles were dreadful, but her tears .re death.
1 can no more. I fink beneath lit r ch... ms,
And feel t  dtauly lickaefs at my heart, [.IJide t* Aul

Nie. Your cheek is pale, 1 dare not .et yo ,i part.
Ycu aic not w ell.
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Afyr. t  • fmall indifoofition ;
I Tr-jn ft'-'l throw it from me. Farewel, General;
Co Kjueft a tend your arint. •

MV. Yi } (hall not leave 
Your fervrfnt’s root; ’ti» an unwholefome air 
And my apartment wnnis a gueft.

Myr. Nicanor,
I t  health returns, I  (hall not prefs my couch,
And hear of diftanteonqueftj ; but o’ertake thee,
And ”dd new terrtjlr ro the front of war.

Nic. Mean time, you are a guardian to my child;
Let lief not ml ft a father in my abiencc;

' J  olds dear.
Farewel. [Emirate,

•tt on Myron off t i t  Stage, and return*,
* ' *• [ feel a tendernefi at he.irt

Come near, Mandane,
•e, and indulge the rather, 
with her iJnv-cold’ hand 
(liming on ihee her faint eye, 
ondnefsymd expir'd, 
veil wrfugh ; her grace 
y *  live* within thine eye.
•u both—My heart o’crHows—

1 ,- th y  mother** monument—
tenderoefa — —Nu more-— *
I (hall return .i(;aia,

• :ft child fit down in peace,
r g f  Joel*.

*iter’s fervent vows, you will, 
y only care j ray foul is with thee ; 
ad you remember me. [ Exit,
rr Myron and Auletes. 
ran gi»e me eafe; my reftlcfs thought,

4 ' as iu a troubled fea.
% ro, nor know I Whither.

>r where ? Ha ! where indeed !
, _. rad a(k my felf again
; ?  ----- Impetuous b;if»!

, my mounting fpirits blaze ! 
si? jpeftol delight!

A ul.
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Aul. My Lord, you tremble, and you;
Strange tumult* in your breaft.

Aiyr. What hour of night ?
Aul. My Lord, the night’s far fpent,
Myr. The gates are burr’d.

And all the houflio'.d is compos’d to reft 
Aul. A ll; and the great Nicanor’s 

Proud to receive a royal gucft, expels, ♦
M yr. l ’erdition on thy foul for namtoHhfrii!

Nicanor ! Oh, 1 never fhall fleep more^lg 
Defend roe ! Whither wander’-d my bold'
Broke Joofe from reafoo, how did they ri^NW f*’
And now they are come home, all arm'd with llin£S,\ 
And pietee my bleeding heart——
1 brg the godstodifippnint my crime, __
Yet almoft with them ceaf to my dcfire:
1 long, rep :n t; repent, and long again ;
Ami every moment differs from the laft.
I  mud no longer parley with.-deftru<Sion.
Auletes, feize me, force me to my chamber,
There chain me down, and gu^fd me fron* myfelf t 
Hell rife* in each tho tgh r; ’tii-wne to fly. [Extuat. 

Entrr Mundane atui R Jk^efes.
Ram. 1 hope your fear* hdvc giv’n a falfe ala m.
ManJ. You’vt heard my frequent vifjors of th* night, 

You know my father's abfence, Mvron’s pa.lion ;
Juft now I met him ; at my fight he ftarted,
Then with fuch ardent eyes he wander’d o’er me. 4 
And gaz’d with fuch malignity of love,
Sending hit foul out to me in a look 
So fiercely kind, 1 trembled,'and retir’d.

R.im. No more ; my friends (which, at I 
The Queen, to gall the tyrant, has fet fre<
Are lodg’d within your call; th* appointee 
I f  danger threatens, brings them to your re 

M.i*>l. Where are they ?
Ram. In the hall beneath your chamber.

Me m i’, on alone is wanting; he’* providing 
For your efcape before the rooming dawn.
The reft in vizors, tearing to be known.
Have ventur’d thro’ the llreets tor your pt "

Aland. Aufpiciou* turn ! then I"again
iOOr,.



/JdHI ’ .fpicious turn indeed ! and what co irplte* 
"’■''C happ pel's, t ie  b:ife man that betray’d us t
T  ri» arm lid low : I watch’d him from theJCing;
1 took hin warm, while he with lifted brow,
Confcfs’d »iigh thought, and triumph’d in hi* mien ;
I thank’d tfim uljth my dagger in his heart.
’ r u  la te; rcireftjvourielt with llcep, Mandane.

T -» [£'*n Mandane.
So, 'tis refolvV Mv ron dare* attempt 
So black a crime, it jurtiiies the Wow :
He dies, and my poor brother'* ghoii (hall fmile.
'T'hi* way he bends hit ftep* ; I hate his fight,
’ V  .........leath has made it lovely to me. [ F, r:t.

^  Entrr Myron nut! Auletes.
ow this pillion, like a whirlpool, drive* me, 
ipid motion, round and round, 
lere, and draw* in all my foul! 
but reafon about her; 
i», all reafonjJies before her ;

* b u ^ e li am conquer'd.—  
t  , j jJ^a *  if n^ilai e’erfhone

- cvpanlc^^hn lightning’* fljfh 
iarktjpfs, and the burlling cloud* 
thunder feemto rock the land.
>rev dare now from Ihrlter roam, 
fcf, and make the forefit groan.
1 f A monfter yet more fell

• he wilds ?— - I  am, and threaten more— 
arker thafl thi* dreadful nigl.t, 
cer tempeft rage within —

,  Thi* lead* <ne to fter clumber
ven croak f [Starting.
her not.

eav’n, methinke earth trembles under m e! 
riet, you are wanting to me ;

• in ill ! Ob, take me whole!
firm me good without allay, 
chu* at variance with myfelf! 
j* be difh’d from fide to tide —  
vept at parting, kneel'd before me, 

gave her to my c.tre,
: lav’d my life—— and doubt I flill ?

V  B U S I R I S ,  S5
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I ’m guilty of the fadl; here let me lie, if
And rather groan for ever in the duft,
And float th ; marble pavement with mv tear;
Than rife into a monfter. [Flinp  . ^

Mandanepajpng at a difiance, fpcakt U t

Nan. Well, obferve me.
Before the riling fun my Lord arrives,
To fell our vowi ; the holy pricll is with '
Watch to receive them at the wcAern gate 
Aud privately conduit them to rfty chambfcr.

[ b.xrunt Mandane ar.it SrrvmK  
Myr. [Starting Oh, torments, racki and flames! 

then lire expe&s him '
With open arm* ! Am I caft out for ever.
For ever mult defpair, unleft I fnatch 
The prefect moment? She it all prepar’d,
Her wiflies waking, and her heart on fire !
That pow’rtul thought (weeps heav’n and hell before it, ,»»
And lays all open to the Print f trf  £g fp t,
Bom to enjoy whatever he defires, . , v
And fling tear, anguilh, and rcf^rfe bt hina">ira.
I fee her midnight dreft, her flowmg^air, *
Her (lacken’d bofom, her relenting mien ;
All the forbidding forms of day flungofF •
For yielding fottneli———Oh, I'm all confuf on!
I (hiver in each joint!------Ah, (he was made
T o  juflify the blackeit crimes, and gild 
Ruin and death with her deilrticure charms!

Aul. You’ll force her then ?
Myr. Thou villain, but to think it——

N o, I ’ll folicit her with all my pow’r s 
Conqueft and crowns (hall fparkle in her fig^t.
It (lie confent, thy Prince is blefs’d indeed,
Take* wine, and tow’rs above mortality !
I f  (he refill, I put an end to pain, .
And hy  my breathlefs body at her feet.

Mundane pajjing at a di/fauct te her Cl ambrr; My
meett btr. j / ■

M aui. Is this well done, my Lord ?
Myr. Condemn me not

.* Before

\  • j  I K * '

I I



I  Beforl ou Vicar me i let rhis poftttre tell you,
'  T'm not 11 guilty as perhaps your fears,

Your cor meixkble, mcdeO tears fufpeft. . 
t Nay dor >t go you know not srhat to do t 

I  would tacejve a f*»our, not ooulkj n it.
Return, <«r good N icanor, bed of fathers,
Shall charge you with the murder of tits friend.

Mnmi. And dare ̂ -ou rhen pronounce that facted name. 
And yet perfift ?, Were yuo his mortal foe,
What could yourtnaliee more f 

Myr. Oh, fair Mandane !
I VnowW  frtlt, I know your virtue too;
But fuch the violence of my ditonler,
‘That I dare tempt e’en you. Methitiks that guilt 
Has fomerhing lovely w hich proclaims vour pow'r——  
But touch me ttitb your band, I die with blifs.
WUy fwetts your eye? By Heav'n, I ’d rather fee 
All nature mourn. >’•*• vou let fall a tear !

^  I oua I’m ■»*J . mad of Irvre.
You can't T than 1 myfetf j
l.i th . -w air ' '• n, 'aa ll.

.. cep fo ; it will kill me ; 
x  1 fpeak, my eyes ate darken’d ; 

j t j and my trembling limbs

V .xxr their weights all left ot life 
i i 1 love: if lovei\as in our pow’r,

TSe fault were mine ; Cnee not, you mufl comply. 
How godlike to bellow mart beav’nly joys 
T '  m you can think, and 1 fupport, and live ?

Hand. Oh, how can you abufe your facrcd rcafua, 
at particle of Heav’n, that fuul of Jove, 
rarntib o’er, and paint fo black a crime! 
prince! ......
f>r." What fays Mandane f  #

' [ami. Sir, obferve me, 
bunting ftghs, and eter- dreaming teart, 

tr noble nature hat with pity feen;
"ould they not work deeper in your foul,
-  you convinc’d my forrows flow for you ?

t, but yield ; 
.!:« with love 1

D For



For you, my Lord, they flow ; for I am fafe ;
(I know yott are fut pris'd) they flow for you 
Myron, my father’* friend, my prince, my gi 
M fron, my gu*aid<an god, attempt* my peace 
And need I lurther rcal'on tor thefe tears f . 
Nature affords no objed of concern 
So great, »b to behold a gen’rous mind 
Driv'n by a fiidden gull, and dath’d on guilt.
’Tii bafe, you ought n o t; ’ti*impra&icstble,
You cannot----- Make neceffity your choky 2
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, v 
O f fruitlefi bafenef*, overthrow the glory 
Your whole tllullrious life h.i* dearly bought 
In toilfome marche*, and in fields of blood.

Enter Auletes an,I Servant t.
Aul. My Lord, your life’s belM; the room bmc 

I» throng’d with ruffijtn, which but wait tbcfignal 
*J'o rulh .md (heath their daggers in your heait.

M jr. Betray’d ! Curs’d lorceref* ! It Was a plot 
Concerted by them all to uke^. ;• life,
And this the bait to tempt me to the toil*
She die* ■ ■ t

Aul. No, fiilt enjoy, then muretr her—— 
Truft to my condutl, and you f  ill are fafe.
They all ate mail’d ; I have my vizor too.
But lime is Ibort; for once eontUe in me.
You, Sir, for fatcty, fly to your apartment j

[To the /
You, l*ar Mandane to tierelofet— t X00* I ”  
8j>ccd to the louthcrn ^atc, and burn it open.

[jli the Hfj w u/j j i ‘H  ManiLue, Jht g tv u  t i t . 
off.

Enter kantefe* <s«w' Conjpiretton maJl'J. 
Ran. The villain fled r Perdition intercept hitr 

Difperfe, fly feveral way*, let each man bear 
A flciidy puint well leveU’d at his' heart.
If  he eicape* u* now, fuccef* attend him ;
May he forever triumph.

[A t they pafi tbrjiagt in confy/un, Aulete* enltn 
among them.

Anl. Ha ! why hah you ?
Purfue, purl ue ! e’en now 1 faw the monfter,



I

* In, Mvron, with thefe rvcs I faw him 
is pr:ic fwift to the wtflcra gate: 
ctc ii burft. [ J  neifir w iifvt*.
ay, purfue. [£ar»»/.
'ithtmt.] ’ Til done : 
e malty bar, and nil it fife : 
and with your litet defend rhe 

Enter Mvron.
I at lea it have lime fa: v» ngeance on her,

. i* not if I die. Bjrlntriwi* !
^  aTe po in ts  at my life ! ’T h  well! 

iiui fwifl give them an excufe fov mn-der ;
Such, fuch a caufe-----Off, love, and f»ft compaflion ;
H;in!en, each fmew of my heart, to '.tad.
l ’il do, what, done, wtll fbock. niyfelf, and thofe
W hom time fet* fmheft from thi» dreadful hour.

Enter I\" tndane. ftr i'd  in by Aulete*.
ManJ. By " W n  that can revenge a falfh od, 

I'lB innocty thoajjhti r»f bl<« d. (fal'».
M r .  V ■ v cnampion» here in arm* ( ’Tit

, , y  "lfflee you (ut the wrong
* . r , my royal mailer I

.ny great defender! 
infuit my tcari, 

j r  cate to fuffer wrong ? 
t your Iriend, but not my lather :

jth , and my fe'ete diltrel*
- more deeply wound him than your guilt.

[Myron ivaMj fuijfitmattly at a J fiance.
" /r. Slaves, are you iVorn agaiull mei Stop her voice, 

*1, And bear her to my chamWcr. •
Hand. Oh, Sir ’ Oh, Myron!

Behold my teart—here I will fix for ever—
' ’il clafp your feet, and grow into the earth—  

cut me, hew me, give to ev’ry limb 
••\:r^u death !—but fpare n>y /potleft virtue ;
ip.tre my fame----- You wqprsd to dtftatkt agei,

,i thro’ all time my memory will bleed.
. (jr. l.)il!r»£tion! alt the paini ot hell are on mef

[At theSrr-janu f f c t  in Mandane, 
t tnJ. Oh, Memnon! — Ob, my Lord ' —my life! 

where art thou f [Sbe it borne e f.
D 2 [Myion

B U S I R I s . j ,
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[Myron exprefJeifuMenpaffion andfurprift,fianh kvibilt 
fixed ill qflmijbmtnt, then fftraki.

Myr. As njany accidents concur to work 
My pafljons up to this unheard-of crime,
As if the gods defign’ii i t----- Be it then
Their fault, not mine—Memnon ! faid (lie not Ivieranon^
My heart began to dagger, but ’tis over---------
Heav’n blaft me, if  1 thought it poflihle 
1 could be ftill more curs’d— That hated dog 
Her lord, her life !— I thank her for my cute 
Ot all reinorfe and piry : this has left me 
Without a cheek, and thrown the loofcn’J  Jcir.J 
On my wild pallion to run headlong on,
And in her ruin quench a double fere, 
i he blended rage of vengeance and of love.
I)eftru£f(on full of tranfport! Lo, I come 
Swift or, the wing, to meet my certain doom :
I  know the danger, and 1 know the (hame ;
Hut, like our phoenix, in fo rich a flame 
I. plunge triumphant my dev3fWl:;?d.
And doat on death in that luxuyous bed.'

E ni> of the T u rn #  Act.

. ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ ■ --------------------------------------------

A C T  I V. ■*

Enter Myron in the ntm.fi Jifcrder, lartheeuiei 
tight, &C, fValki difiurbedly before be fpt

M yron.

He n c e f o r t h  it*no m^n truft the firii
O f guilt; it bang* upon a precipice,

Whofe fteep del cent ; li f t  pevdit.on ends!
How far am I plung’d down beyond all thought 
Which I this evening fram’d !—But be it fo—  
Confutr.mate horror ! guilt beyond a name !
Dare not, my foul, repent: in thee repentance 
Were feeond guilt; and tfiou blafpliem’ft juft I 
By hoping mercy. Ah! my pain will ceafe 
When gods want pow’r to punilh. H a! the da'
Rife never more, O Sun ! let night prevail,



Ftemfl iarVnefs dofe the world's wide fcene, 
t , nd hide me from Nicanorand myfelf.
« j Euler Auletes.

Who’s ih;re ?
Aul. lf*v Lord !
Myr. Auletes!
Aul. Guard your life.

The houfe is rout’d, the fervsnts all alarm’d .
The gliding tapersd:trt from room to room j 
Solemn confufion, ard a trembling hade,
Mix’d with pile horror, glares on ev’ry face :
The ftrengthen’dfnchi* rulVd upon your guard,
And cut their paflare thro’ them to the f;atc.
Imp’acable Ramcfcs leads them on,
Breathing revenge, aud panting for your Wood.

Myr. Why, let them come, let in the raging tjyrent;
I wifli the world would rife in arms againil me, 
for '  -mft die, and I would die in ftate.

h  ors art burfl eJfj^rSi^i'anls fa /i thr ftagt in tumuli, 
Ii ■ 'fei, &c,-5 dr/ne ^Iyron and Iris Guards ever l i t  

tbtn?(*mefcs <g£^Syphocet enter meeting..

Where’s the Prince ? 
r'he monfter ftancfc at bay j 
j tnorjj than /hut him from efcape,, 

ifcrce arrive.
•h, my Sy^hoces!
lis is u grief, but not forwords.

Etee- '.<• . ill live r • 
jt' "  . ic lives— But, Oh, how blefs’d

( iich are no m ore! B/  Health I faw her;
_  ...t groui>d in mourning weeds (lie lits, 

w »r torn and loofeu’d tre/Tes (hade her round,
•ro’ which her face, all pale, as (he were dead, 
rams like a fick'y moon. Too great her grief 
.•vords or rears ; but ever and anon, 

ttr a dreadful, Itdl, inlidious talm,
Heating all her breath, long, long fupprcirtf, 
e fobs her (!.ul ottt in a ien^'hen ii groan, 
fad, it breaks the heart* ot all that tu-a.-, 
l fends her maid* in agonies away. 
jypl. Oh, tale, too mournful to be thought on !

L> 3 Earn,
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Ram. Hold— - ■
N o, let her virgins weep ; forbear, Syphoc 
Tear out anejre, burdamp not our revenge. 
lJifpatch your letters; I’ll go comfort heV.

(A  Servant tutors and ftcaks ajide to Rati 
And has Ihe then commanded none approach 
I ’m forry for i t ; but I cannot blame her :
Such it the dreadful ill, that it convent 
All offer’d cure into a new difcafe;
It (hunt our love, and comfort gives her pair 

A’e-enter Syphoces.
Syfb'. Your father it return'd : redundant Nile 

Broke from its channel, overfwellt the pafe,
An# fends him back to wait the waters tall.

Ram. And is he then return'd f I tremble for 1
I fee hia. white- head rolling in the dull.
But hafte, it it our duty to receive him. [

Enter Myroo,
Myr, I feel a pain of whicV I am not M-orthy, 

A pain, an anguith, which the honeIt~...~n 
Alone defervet. Is it not wondrous 11 rang;.
That I, who (labb’d the very he-tu of tmurif, 
Should have furviving ought of man about me ?' 
And yet, I know not how, of gratitude 
And Iriendlhip ftill the ftubborn (parks fivvive, 
And poor Nicanor’s torments pierce »iy foiiX 
Coniufion ! he’t return’d. [

Enter Nicanor.
AVc. My prince.— —  ^Advancing to 
Myr. My triend— [Thrmue ajhleandhiding
JViV. I interrupt you. * *
Myr. I had thee there. [Smiting 1.)

Before thou cam’ft, my thoughts were bent upon 
N it\ Oh,.Sir, you are'tookind !
Myr. Death, tortures, hdl !
N ie, What fayt my l’rince ?
Myr. A fudden pain, »

To which I’m fubjett, ftruck acrofs my heart,
’Tis paft ■, I ’m well again.

Nie, Heav’n^uard your health !
Myr. Doft thou then w ith it }
Nie, An> I then diftruiled J
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Then %then I fav’d your life, I  did the lead 
i  e’er would do to Serve you.

Myr. barbarous man !
A'»V. V^hat have I done, my Prince ? Wl»ich way offended? 

Has not r*y life, mv foul been yours ?
Myr> Oh !----- Oh !
Nii-. By Heav’n, I’m wrong’d! Speak, and I ’ll clear 

myfelf.. bim by tbt band,
-I/jr. I ’m poifon and dflftrution ; curfe thy gods;

I ’il kill thee itveompaflion-——Oh, my brain !
A wav, away, away ! [ifbtrvn him jrum him ; going.

Do, kill me, Prince.— —  
all not go: I do demand the caufe
ha* put forth thy hand againfl thy father ? 
us provok’d, I ’ll do myirlt the jullice 
thee, youth, that I defrrvethat name; 
ve thy patents lov’d thee more than I.
I hear them ; they are on me— Loofe thy hold, 

ill plant my daggejti" thy breall*
Your needlefs. Oh; ungrateful boy !
Fori’i"-me,fathc' j Oh, my foul bleeds for thee!

t Ettbm it.
'K’Js going out Auletes nucti him, and Jftaki t» bin 
W-
to efcape ? On ev’ry fide inclos’d ? 
refol. C ti/perilh by his band ;

ll Ilhould, and meaner death I fcorn.
* w to work him to my. hate, to ftiog 

ffion up fo high,* will be a talk 
.fevere, as difficult a» ftraiige. 
t me, cruel heart ; ft muft bedone. \_AficU,
Now, from my very foul, I cannot tell, 

i enchantment a l l ; for things fo ftrange 
lappen’d, I might well diilrull my fenfe. 
intno eyes are true, I plainly < ead 

t in.anguilh, and I muft confef* 
jrief is juft—It was inhuman in you— —
.1 the caufe, unravel from the bottom 
yfiery that has embroil'd our loves; 
ill, my Prince, I love, fince y<-u repent.) 
accident depriv’d me of my triend,
■ft you to yourfcif f

J fyr.
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Myr. A traitor’* fight! •
Nic. Beneath my roof f 
Myr. Bcnrtith thy vtry helmet.

Thou art a traitor. Guard thyfclf.
Nic. lOiflraition !

T ra ito r!----- For tlanding by your father?
And rtemmingthe wild it ream that roars agi 
Ot rebel fubjetb, and of foreign toes f  ■»
For training thee to glory and to war ?
For taking thee from out thy mother’s armt,
A mot ta! child, and kindling in thy foul 
The noble ardor* of a future god?
Fartwel, I dare not trull my temper more.

Myr. Grey-headed, venerable traitor 1 
Enter Ramcl’e .

Ram^ Ha !
T nrn ,tu fn , blafphemer, and m n t s ;
All provocation’* needlefs.' i

[He ajjaulti the Prince :canor
dtn  bun.

Nie. Forbear, my 1 
Ram. Forbear!
Nic. I f  I am calm,

Your rage (hould ceafe. •
Ram. N o ,’ti» my own revenx 

Unleff,Sir, you difown me for yoi 
Nic. Thy fivord againil thy prince.
Ram. A villain.
Nic. Hold. •
Ram. The worft of villain*.
Nic. ’Tis too much. * •
Ram. Oh, father! - ----
Nie. What would’ll ihou ?
Ram. Sir, your daughter------------
Nie. Rightly thought;

S heV ll c m  com ton me in all my forrcw.
Call, call Manoatie ; to beheld my child 
Would cheer me in the agonies of death s 
Call her, R**nrtta—— Am I diiubey’d )

R .m . Oh. Sir!-------------
Nic. VV liat mean th a t  uanipcrta of conc



J?,r>*Vrhou«;h I ’m an outcaft from your lore, I ivecp, 
1*0 open your black fcene ot miferv.

,A7c. Where will this end ?— —Oh, m y  fore-boding 
heart 1

Ram. Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting, 
You gave, with lireaioing eyes, your foul’s delight, 
While yet your.latt embrace was warm about hitn. 
Gloomy and dreadful as this tlormy night,
Ruftvon your child, your comfort, your Mandane*
All fweet and lovely as the blufhing morn,
Seize her by force, now trembling, 'msthleft, pale, 
Proftrste in anguilb, tearing ur> the earth,

aring, Airieitine to the gods and you.------
hold my brain !----- Look there, and think the reft.

aik Scene opt us* A  darkened I homier, a ltd , and tht 
tai l i ’imen flafs out, wtjsing, ISjO Ni*
ior,

] ’> ild!—My only daughter!
jrov That fweeten’d age

,  jair, tds within me!
md. v. ns, ceafe you ufcleft tear*,.

/* nefs defpair.
but1 * t would eafe.
r. I  :u
n. • !
ret 'port my father.
► b< me left.

* *j • :’d the very tend’reft norv<;
itip pities me :

^ jgh all the raging toritfie* of "her foul
:els my pain ! But hold, my heart, to thank her, 
burft at once, and let the pangs of death 
fyron from my thought. [Gets tt ber«
n j. Severed fate
oneitsworll—I've drawn my father’s tears.— —
. Forbear to call me by thak tender name ;
I can’t help thee, I  would fain forget 
art a pan of me— it only (liarpens 
pang?, which, if  a Hunger, I fnould feel. ■ —
■are th '. my Mandane : to behold thee

1 1 In
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In fuch excef« of forrnw, quite <’t-ftrnys me, ^ *
And I die, and leave i lire unretefig’d. “

Maud. Oh, Sir ! there are micfortuues mnft fevere, . 
W h'ch yet can bear thali^hr, and we'l fudjin’d 
Adorn thefuffcrer.———Bi" this afHtltion *
Hu* made delpair a virtue, and demand*
Utter extinftion, and eternal night,
As height ot happitief*. [SentJhuU cn them.

F.ntrr Syphoces.
Ram. Oh, my Sy phocrs!
Svfib. Anddot sihi* move you} Does this melt you down, 

And pour you out in forrosr i Then fly tar,
F.re Mi-mnon tome ; he conics with flulhiog check,
And beating heart, to bear a bride aivay.
And blefs hi* fate ; h "*  dreadlully deceiv’d !

R ap . The melancholy 'ccne at length begin*.
’ U tter Memnon.

Mem. Oh, give me leave 
To yield to nature, and indulge my joy,
My tneod ! My btother! Oh, tih.«rtWy 
That fire* my veins and dau<#« at my h»*
You love me nor, if you rclu&Jio j"io 
In all the juft extravagance, and flight 
O f boundlefs tranfport on trts happy hou 
Where is my foul, my biifs, my lovely j>r 
Call, call her forth ; Oh, hafte ! the pnel 
And ev’ry moment it a crime to love.

R jm . Speak to him.----- IVythee fpeal
SvpJf. Bv hcav’u, I cannot. •
Mem. What can thi* mean ?
Ram. Syphoce*. " •
$yf>h Nay, Ramefe*.
Mem. By all the gods, they Arn^gte wit’ '*

And fwallow down their tear* u. hide then 
By frk'ntliliip’s facred tiaroe, I charge you,

[ 71* y  U t i l  f t !  b i n  *»> tb  t b r u ’m n ft eoxec, 

on eijjerentjfc/d r f  thtfi.ije.
Was ever man thus Ittt to drradtul thought,
And all ihe horror*of a black lumiife!
W h*t woe i* thi* too big to be exprefs’d *■
Oh, my (ad heart! Why bod’ll thou fo fcvi 
>land*ne’» lifts in danger! There indeed;
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FortunC|M fear thcc (till; her beauties »rm thee,
JrJjft- virtue* made thee dreadtul to my thought:
But tor my love how I could laugh at (ate!

• •
Enter a Servant, on J  gives him o paper. l i t  reads.

Enter Ramefet, Memnon_«tw«rj evtd falls on Ramefet.

R.tm. ’Twerc h ippy if his foul would ue’er return ;
The gods may flill he merciful in this.------
His lids begin to rife.----- How fares my friends ?

M m . I)id Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 
Enter Syphoces. 

rjainting beneath th’ opprcflion of her grief, 
Mandune fctks the frefher a ir : 

thdraw ; ’twill pam her to be teen, 
of all by you.

By my own heart,
and am convinc’d.— I dare not fee h e r , '  
would ftrike medc.id.

,  t-iiinon it going, M.yjdane meets !-im\ tot'' / . f t
\fh e  JfoitktvotSlKvnvBn recovers b im /e f and fo ils  
'ter k’irei’, emSretcinz them ; Jht tries to difr-igoge, 
ot permitting, fht*mfcs h im ; h( takes btr pufjionote- 

^ t his afms. Tl'Cf io/tlinte fpteehlefs and motionlefi
'  /m e  time, •

Was ever mournful interview like this ? 
they writnc with anguilh ! Hear them groan !

, iarge filent dew run trickling down,
• ' the weeping marble; palfion choaks_

L o'ds, and they're theflatuesof defpair!
Oh, my Mandane !

,, [A t this fhe violent}} Irittks from him, and exit.
: moment more.

[Wt Me.nnon is following, Ramefet holds him.
. Brother-------- -
t Forgive me —
. You’re to blame.—
. Look there. .  [Pointing a/ter her.
art is burfting.
». With revenge, 
i And love, 
r. Revenge.
i. O at dear embrace, W ril edge my {Word.

* Sypb.
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Svf>h. No, Memnon, if  our (words now want tig edge, 
They’ll want for ever; to this fpot I charm thee;
By the drea^ words revenge and liberty !
This is the crifis of ou r fates ; this moment *
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us, •
They watch to fee in a£i like prudent men, “
And out of ills extraft our happinefa.
My friends, thefe dire calamities like poifon,
May have their wholfome ufe ! This lad occsfioiL,
I f  manag’d artfully, re-rives our hopes;
I t  gives N icanor to our finking faction,
And dill the tyrant (hikes.

Ram. My father comes;
O r fnatch this moment, or defpair forever.
While pafiions glow, the heart, like heated (tee!,
Takes each impretfion, and is work’d at pleafure.

Enter N icanor,
Nic. Why have the gods chofe out my weakeft hours, 

T o  let their terrors in array againll me r 
This would beat down the iTjrnu 1111 youth,
Much more grey hairs, and life worn ti >wn fo lo 
Vain man ! to be fo fond of t^u th ing  loil^,
And (pinning out a thread of milery.
The longer life the greater choice of evil;
The happieft man is but a wrctchcd thing,
That deals poor comfort from comp.iriffi;
What tlven am I ? Here will I lit me down,
Brood o’er my cares, and think mylelf to death 
Draw near, Kaincfes ; I was rnfhjjre while.
And chid thee without eaufe.—How mauy year 
Have I been cas’d in (Wei f #

Ram. Full threefcore year*
Have chang’d the fcafons o’er your crefled bro'
And fcen your faulchion dy*d m holfile blood.

N it. How many triumphs fince the king has 
Ram. They number jull jo u r  battles, oue to 
N it. True, I have follow’d the rough trade oi 

With fome fuceefs, and can without a blufll 
Review the fliaken fort, and fanguine plain.
1 have thought paia a pleafure, third and toil 
Bled objects»t ambition ; I remember,
(Nor do my foe* forget that bloody day ;) j
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When the barb’d arrow from mv gaping thi^h
W»j wrench’d with labour, I difdaiu'd to groan,
Bocaufe I fuffcr’d tor Butin*' fake.

Ram. 'yhe King is not to blame.
AVr. Is not the prince hi* fon ?
R an . But in hirofelf——
Nic. And hai be loll his guilt, [R:J>a£  in pujfien. 

*Caufe he has injur’d me ? lire while thy blood 
Was kindled at his na.ne.— Didft thou not tell me 
A fliametul black defign on poor Amelia?
Oh, Memnon ! what a glorioul race i* (hit,
To make the gods a party in our caufe,
And draw dow n blelTingf on u i !

Mem. He that foppotts them 
In fuch black crime*, i* (barer of their guilt.

Nic. Point out the man, and with tbelc wither'd l}and* „ 
I'd fly upon his throat, though he were lodg’d 
Within the circle of Bufiri*’ arm*.

• Rum. He that prevejyMt A t whrn in his power, 
Supports them in iliilr courfe of flaming guilt,
And you are hC? J

Nic. Thou rav’ft.
S  Sypb. The army’s your*. #

I ’ve founded every chief; but wave yqpr finger, 
Thoufands fall ofl*the tyrant’* fide, and leave him 
Naked of he)]?, and open to dell ruction.

•* b>* minions, cut a pander’* throat,
w r lop a fycophant, th^work is done.

Nic. W hat would you have me do ? [Starling,
A/(M.'*Let not your heart % .

« Fiy off from your own thought: be truly great,
Kcfent your country’s fuff’rmg* a* your own.
A generous foul is not confin’d at home,
But fpreads itfelf abroad o’er all the public,

^ A n d  leek fur every member of the land.
What have We feen for twenty roiling year*,
But one long traifl of blood ! Or, tv hat is worfe,
Throng’d dungeon* pouring forth perpetual groans,
And fiee-born men opprefii’d ! Shall half mankind 
Be doott) <I fo curfe the moment of their birth ? 
o'jail all thfiunother’* fondoefs be employ'd 
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T o  rear them up to bondage, give them ftrength *
T o bear afflictions, and fupport their chains ?

Syfh. To fou the valiant youth moll humbly bend, •
^Kneeling.

And beg that nature’* gifts, the rigorous nerve 
And graceful port, defign’d toblefs the world,
And take your great example in the field,
May not be forc’d by lewdnefs in high place,
To other toils, to labour for difeafe,
To wither in a loath’d embrace, and die 
At an inglorious diftance from the foe.

Ram. To you Amelia lifts her hands for fafrty.
[Kneeling,

Mem. To you — to you— [RttrJ/ixg in Han.
Hie. By heav’n he cannot fpeak.—I underfland thee,

. Rife— rife— my fon. Rile all; your work is done ;
Vhtfy perilh all, thefe creatures of my fword.
Have I not feen whole armies vaulted o’er 
With flying javelins, whichrfcuKfutuhe day,
And fell in rattling ftorms at my command,
To flay, and bury proud Billing.foe ?
He lives and reigns, for I have Been his friend ; «
But I'll unmake him, and pltyjgh up the ground,
Where his proud palace Hands. [E xit,

Mem. Oh, my Mandane! •
T he gods by dreadiul means beflow fuccefs,*
And in their vengeancc, mod fcverely bleCs: .  _
From thy bright tlreaming eyes ovy triumphs flow,
T he tyrant hills, Mandane (hikes the blow.
So the fair moon, when feas tyell high, and pour"
A waileful deluge on the trembling Chore,
Infpires the tumult from her clouded throne,
Where filent. penfive, pale, Ihe fits alone,
And all the diuant ruin it her own.

E kb of the F ou* th Act.
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SCEN E, tht F M .

£artr*Bufiri* anil Auletes. An Alarm at aM flana. 

B u s in s .

W
Elcome the voice of w ! though loud the found, 

It faintly fpeaks the language of my heart,
It whifpers what 1 mean. But fay, Auletes,
What urge thefe forlorn rebels in cxcufu 
For choofmg ruin ?

Aul. Various their complaints ;
But fome are loud, that while your hravy hand 
I’rcflei whole milliont with inceflant toil,
(Toils fitter far for brads than human creatures)

* In building wonders tor the world to gaze at, .
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile.

Buf. Do they not build for me f  Let that reward them*
* Yes, I will build m|H'wonders to be gaz'd at,

And temper aH my cement with their blood.
Whofe pains and art rrJAnn’d the puzzled year,

/*  Thus drawing down the fun to human ufe,
.  And making him their fervant ? Who pu(h’d off 

With mountain dams the broad redundant Nile 
Delcendcd jjom the moon, and bid it wander 
A ft ranger ftream in unaccultom’d fhores f

from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ?—
But virtues are forgo*f----- Away ■■■■to arms 1
I ’ll call to mind my glorious anceftry,
Whicli for ten thouland wiling years renown’d,
Shines up into eternity itfelf,
And ends among the gods. [An alarm

Entrr Memnon.
Aul. The rebel braves us.
Buf. Hold, let our weapons thirft one moment longer;. 

And death Hand llill, tilt he receive* my nod. ■■»
Whom meet I in the midft of my own realm,
With bold defiance on his brow i 

Mtm- The (lave 
Whom (bead Bufiris lately laid in chains,, 

v An emblem of hi* country.
* E x  Buf.
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Buf. Is it thus
Y nu thank my royal bounty ?

Mem. T hat you thank’d 
The good Artaxes; thus you thank'd my fathy.

Buf. What 1 have done, conclude moll right and jufl, 
For 1 have done it, and the gods alone 
Shall a(k me why. Thouliv ll, although they fell;
And if they fell unjullly, greater thanks 
Are due from thee, whom ev’n injullice fpar'd.

Mem. Thy kindnefles are wrongs, they mean to Tooth 
i&y injur’d foul, and (leal it from revenge.

Buf. Turnback thine eye, behold thy troops are thin, 
Thy men are rarely fprinkled o’er the field,
And yet thou carrieft millions on thy tongue.

Mem. All thy liloody-thirlly fword has laid in dull 
Are on my fide, they come in bloody fwarms,
Aml-rfirong my banners ; thy uuequall’d crimes 
Have nirde thee weak, and rob my victory..- —

Buf. H a ! »
Mem. Nny, (lamp not, tyrant ; ^ ^ n  (lamp as loud. 

And raife as many daemons at tl^foufld. *
Buf. I wear a diadem.
Mem. And I a fword.
Buf. Yet, yet fubmit, I give thee life. 
hnrm. Sccure your own : •

No more, Buliris----- bid the fun farewel. *
Buf. Buliris, and the fun thould let together ; .

I f  this day’s angry cods ordain niy.iate,
Know thou, I tall like fonie vail pyramid,
1 bury thoufands in my^reat djrltruftion, **
And thou the firil. — Slave ! in the front of battle 
There thou flialt find me.

M et*. Thou (halt find me there,
And have well paid that gratitude I owe.

A  continued .Harm.

Enter Myron i n j  N icanor meeting, .
Nic. Docs not mine eye llrike horror through t 

And fluke the weapon from thy trembling arm ? *
Baft buy ! T he fouluefs ot thy guilt ftcurcs the*
From my reproach, I dare not name thy crim e.|

Myr. Old man, didil thou Hand up in thy ’
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I  thetf Ihould tie afraid of fourfcere year*,
And tremble at grey hair* ; but fince tby frenzy 
Mas lent thofe venerable locks to caft 
A glofsgf virtue on the blacked crime,
Accurft rebellion, this gives back mv heart,
W ith all its rage, and I’m a man again.

An. Come oo, aud ufe that force in aunt, I taught 
1*11 now refume the life I gave fo late. [thee ;

Myr. 1 gneve thou haft but half a lifetolofc,
And doft defraud my venzeance----- At my touch
Thou mouldtr'fl into dull, and art forgotten.

Ah, no! 1 cannot fight with thee: begone 
And fluke elfewbere : thou e»nl> not want a death 
In fuch a field, though I.refufc it to thee,
Kamcfes, Memnon, give tliem to my fword,
Suftain’d by thoufands; but to fly from thee,
From thee, moft injur’d man, (hall be my pruife,

* And rife above the cpuqvefftif my fit .
Hie. ’Tis not old age, th’ avenging gods purfue thee!

[He retires le ftrt N j»aoor i f f  il't k'tagr. A  itud Alarm.
^ ,» Enter Bufins and Auletes inpvrfuit.

B u f ’Tis well, I like tfcii madt.efl of the field;
. J  Let heighten’d horrors, and a walle of death 

Inform the wofld Bufiris is inarms.
But then 1 grm^S* the glory of my fword 
T o  <laves, and rebels; while they die by me,
They cheat my vengeance, and furviye in fame.

Aul. I panted after in the paths of death,
And could not but from behald your plume 
O’er-fludow flaughter’d heaps, while your bright helm 
Struck a d.llingutih’d terror through the field,
The dillant legions trembling as it blaz’d.

B uf. Think not a crown alone lights tip my namr,
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, His,
That wbilft Buliris treads the fynguine field,*
The forerooit fpirit of his hort Ihould conqaer 
But by fetample, and beneath the (hade 
O f this high-brandifh’d arm. Didft thou e’er fair ?' 
S&.e 'fikan art. 1 know not how to fear.

J 'T is one\>f the few things beyond my power;
* •  And if cfcath muA be fear’d before ’tis k i t ,

[Preparing, tt fight, Myron flips fb trt.

Tby



Tby matter is immortal, Oh, Auletes----- -
But while I fpcak, they live !
Where fall thfc founding cataraAs of Nile,
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil; t 
Lil.e them I’ll rufli, like them my fury pour,
And give the future world one wonder more. [Exeunt.

Enter Myron engaged with a party; hit plume is fmitten iff.
He drives the foe , and return'.

71 fyr. When death’s fo near, but dares not venture on 
’Tit Heaven’s regard, a kind of falutation, [us,
Which to ourfelves our own importance lliews.—
Faint as I am, and almoft fick of blood, *
There is one cordial would revive me (HU;
The fight of Memnon; place that fiend before me. [Exih  

Enter Memnon.
Mem. Where, where’s the Prince? Oh, give him to 

my fword !
His tall white plume, which 4ike a high wrought form . 
Floated on the tempeftuous ftreamTP^fight,
Shew’d where he fwept the field : 1  follow'd fwift,
But my approach has turn’d him mto air 

Enter Myroa.
The fight but now begins !

Myr. Why, who art thou ?
Mem. Prince, I ain— ——
Myr. Memnon. [ DiJ!
Mem. No—— Pm Mundane*
M y . H a !
Mem. She’s here, Oiy’s here, (lie’s a l l : he 

and virtues ! [ftn lin g  bit bead.
Virtues and wrongs! Thou worle than murder- 

Myr. 1 charge thee name her not, forbear t 
With that ill-omeoM note.

Mem. Mandane I • I
Myr. Be it fo.

W ien  I reflet on her mein love for thee,
And plot againrt my life, my pain is lefs.

Mem. ’Tis falfe; (he meant' (he knew it no t; Ramefes, 
l i e ,  only he, was confcious of tfhe thought. .

Myr. Then l*m a wretch indeed ! 4  «
Mem. As fuch I ’ll ufe thte ; V

_j4 'B U  5 I R 1 S.
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I ’ll cftilh the? like fome poifon on the earth,
Then halle and cleanfe me in the blood of men.
• M yr. I thank thee fur this tpirit w liich r\alt« thcc 
Into a fge, I need not blurt* to meet.
Now from my foul, it joys me thou art found,
And found alive ; by heav’n, fo much I hate thee,
I fear'd that thou waft dead, and hadll cfcap'd me :
I ’ll drench my fword in thy detefurd blood,
Or foon make thee immortal by my own.
Y'illain !

JMrmAMvrpn!
JI/V R cb e l ‘
J1 f r m .  Myron t 
Myr. Hell!
Mem. Mandane ! [Myron fails,
Myr. Juft the blow, am! jurter flill,
•.caufe imbitter’d to me by that hand 
■noft deteft ; which gives my foul an earned 
f vaft unfathomable woei^o come, 
iat dreadful dowry tor iny dreadful love, 
leave the world my mifery’* examp'e,
■ us’d aright, no trivial legacy. [ Dies.

t .* u r £ \  phocei.
Syfb. My Lord, I bring you moll unwelcome newi. 
i poorMandafie wander’d near the field, 
i hope to ftc her injuries reveng’d ; 
hopghtlefs of any fuff’rings but the pafl, 
parry of the foe, f*>», feii’d, and bore her off.
Mem. V'eng’ance and cont|ucil now are trivial thing*, 

ovc made their prize! impious in my foul
o entertain a thought but of her refcue. 
ow, now, 1 plunge into the thickeft war,
• fome bold direr from a precipice 
■to midoccan, to regain a gem,
'hofe lofs impoverish'd king*, to bring it back, 
r fee the day no more. [ Exeunt,

Enter Mandane Prifmer.
Maud. A gen’fous toe will hear bis captive fpeak ; 
benefit thus kneeling I  implore:

«ilib * ot all thofe (words (hat glitter round me, 
oucbfaU to hide its point within my brcaft.

E n itt
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Enter Memnon.
Mem. Ah, villain* ! Curled arheifts! Can you bear 

Thatpofture from that form ? What, whit are numbers,* 
When I behold thofe eye* f Not mine the glory#
That finely thu* I quell a hoft of foe*.
Inhuman robber*! Oh, bring back my foul.

[They force her off., be rujbei in upon them andii tale*► 
Poor comfort to mankind, that they can lofe 
Their live* but once—But, Oh ! a thoufand time*
Be torn from what they love.

Enter Ramefe*.
Rs.m. Far have I waded in the bloody field,

Laborious through the ftubborn rank* of war,
And trac’d thee in a labyrinth of death ;
But thus to find thee !— Better find thee dead !
Thefe flave* will ufe thee ill.

Mem. Of that no m ore}
Mvron is dead, and by this arm.

Ram. I thank thee* * ^
All my few (pint* left exult with joy,
I ’ll chafe and fcourge him through the lower world.

Mem. Ala*, thou bleed’ft. .
Ram, Curfcon the tyrant’*/word,

I bleed to death; but could not leave the world,
Without a lalt cmbrace. Juft now I met" <
The poor Mandane.

Mem. Quickly fpeak. What faid fhe f •
Ram. Nothing of comfort. Cctfe to afk me fit 

I f  you meet more, yovtr meeting will be fad.—
Your arm, I faint— —Ah, who* i* human life i 
How like the dial’* tardy-mov ng fhade !
Day after day Hide* trom u* unperceiv’d  *
The cunning fugitive i* fwift by Health,
Toofubtleis the movement to be feen,
Yet foon the hour is up — and wc are gofte. '
Farewel, 1 pity thee. ,

'Mem. Farewel, brave friend 1 
Would I could bear thee company to reft,
But life in all it* terrors (lands before me.
And fhuts the gate of peace againlt my wilhe*.*
Du I not hear a peal of dillant thunder i f  
And fee, a fuddeu darkneft fliuts the day, *

And



And ?[uite blot j out the fun—But what to me,
The colour of the fky > A death-cold dew, 
flung* on my brow, and ail my flacken’d joint*
Are inojk without a caufe—A groan! from whence ? 
Again ! And no one near me i Vain delulion !
Yet not I fear in vain ! fome ill i* tow’rd* me,
More dreadtu! fure, than all that’* pall. Mandane ! 
Hk^p'd fhe wa* at peace., and paft the reach 
Of tltVill new*, but fuch my wayward fate 
1 canncl afk a curfe, but ’ti* deny’d n>e:

«-0lM I w.fh 1 ne’er (liould lee her more ?
Enter Mandanex*ardcd. 

nd. Thi* is my brother ; a fhort privacy 
oinll favour you may grant a toe. 
ard. Let it be fliort, we may not wait your leifure. 
m. ’Ti* wond’rou* ft range, there’* fomething hold* 

me from her, 
icepi thi* foot fail rooted t*the ground, 
is the laft rime 1 inall cfter pray,
c, ye gods, confine your threat’nrd vengeance,
1 will blefa your mercie* while I futfcr.

* [Memnon and Mandane advanceJltwjy to tbt front 
o f tbt fiajrt. .  

n d . What did ft thou pray for f 
■m. For ih j peare. 
and. ’ iVas kind :
jOh ! thofe hand* in bonds denv the blefling, 
vhich they earnelUy were r-iis'u to heav’n.
'tm. I (ear fo too ; what we have yet to do 
I a t foon done; thi* meeting*!* our laft.
- (ball we ufe it ?
and. How f Confult tby chains,
my calamitiet.

Tern. Sad counfcllor*, 
cruel thcsir»d»ice—Are there no other?

'and. I look around------»:idffind noglimpfeof hope,
:rlti3 pight of horror and defpair !
Urn. Of horror aud defpair, indeed, Mandane ! 
ft thou believe me? Nay, can I believe 
f.lfflKjThe laft thing that I u ,fil’d for was— 'ti* falfe.

I ' weighs of my rruitortune hurt* my mind. 
land, r fu  what i

Mem*
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Mem. I dare not think ; to think i* to look dowrr 

A precipice ten thousand fathom deep,
That turn* my brain—Oh ! Oh ! *

Tt&wJ. Memnon, no more: o
That filence and thofe tears need no explaining ;
And it it kind, with fuchfevere relutfance 
To think upon my death— though necrffity.

Mem. Ah, hold ! You plant a thoufand daggers . .
Talk not of dying—  I difown the thought;
Right is not right, and reafon is not reafon,
All is diftra&ion when I look on,thee. \
Oh, all ye pitying god* ! dalh out from nature 
Your flats, yoorlun, but let Mandane live.

ManJ. N o : death long fince w*» my confirm’d refolre.
Mem. Myron is dead.
ManJ. What joy a henrt like mine

Can feel, it fecit-------hid he been never born,
I might have liv’d -------------------------- %ie now---impoffibie.

Mem. Thi* even to my miferie* I.owe, *
That it difcovers greater virtues ftill,
In her my foul adore*----- Oh, my Mandane!
O h, glorious maid ! then thou wilt be at peace — •

[Memnon vmUu tbntgfafitBpl  anJrcturnt* 
Mud I furvive, and change thy tenderne!* ^
For a llern mailer, and perpetual chain* t  
Long I may groan 011 earth to fate their malice, '
Then through flow tormenrt linger imodeath,
No fteel to ilab, no wall to dafh my brain !

M.md. Ha!
Mem. Why thut f il’d in thot-ght f What mig!

I t  lab ring in your foul ? Your eye* fpeak wonde
ManJ. Will not the blood hounds be con! 

life i
Mem. Ala*, Mandane! N o ; they fludy nat 

T o  find out all her ferret feat* of pain,
And carry killing to a dreadful a r t :
A fimplc death in Egypt is for friend*.

ManJ. Oh, then it muft be fo !—and yet it c
Mt m. What means this fudden palencft .*
ManJ. Hcav’n afRll me !

[ Feeliig in her befrm fat f  wornm
h im . My lo re! Mandane ! hear me, my e(pout’d ! ■*

M y



M y dfareft heart! the infant of my bofom !
Whom I would fofter with my vital blood.,
• Maud. ’Tit well, and in return 1 give thee—this.

t  [Sifw i a dagger*
M m . Millions of thanks, thou refuge in defpair.
Aland. Terrible kindnef* ! Horrid mercy! Oh !

' ■ ' v j  cannot rive it thee.
XAfc*. Full well I know 
Thy ttYJcr foul, and I muft force it from thee.

f l n r r l t t  vritb btr fee tbt dargrrtJf>t freaks. 
..................... ! Yw

B U  S I R I S*

J U n l M y  Lord! my foul! myfelf! Vim tc.ir my
■  ̂ ^ ^ te a r t .

i not dearer «o my eye* than light t 
u not circulate through all my vein* ? 
with life, and form my very foul!

^  Now, tnonfteri, I defy you : fate forbid* 
arewel, my guard may interpofe, 
te your favour vain—Thu*, only thut. [ Em ir act.

Ah, n o ! Since laft I faw thee, thrice I rail’d
[Holds bis arm, 

nbling arm, and thrice I let it fall.— — 
retufc compafTion ti*my fex,
n betray* me, and ii> Myron’s friend...... -
K>niard,*you fupply an arm, 
hall ifili Ik  happy in your love.

. ['■dfttr a fau fi t f  ajlanijbmcnt, be Jinks gently in ti t  
earth. •

. From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung’d, 
id in deepett anguilh deeper (till, 
complain in common with mankind—  
a wretched fpecies all alone, 
not dnl v lofe thee, but be curs’d 

inkle my own hand* with thy life-blood i
d. It ctnnot be avoided.
. Nor perform’d. .
> my hand againlt thee at a foe ? 
j  fliould-five thee from tby very father,
Mch thy deareft friends to ufc thee well,

Jnef» kind, and foften all their fmile* ? 
iy -lindane ! Think how I have lov’d! 
y Msmdane ! Think upon ihy_pow'r!

IIow



How often haft thou feeu me pale with joy, *
And trembling at a finiW and (hall I —

Man A. Myron-------------
[A t that Memnon fia rti up fwdtlenjy. 

Mem. Ah, hold ! I charge thee hold ! One giancc that 
way

Awakes my hell, and blows up all its flames.—
The world turn« round, my heart is lick to death !
Oh, my dirtraftion ! pcrfeft lofs of thought !

Maud. Why ftand you like a ftatue * Are you d :id? 
What do you fold fo fall within your arms ?
Why with fix’d eye-ballt do you pierce the grouii. '
Why (hift your place, as if you nod on fire ?
Why gnaw your lip, and groan fo dreadfully ?
My Lord, if 1 have fpent whole live-long night*
In tears, and figh’d away the day in private,
Only opprefs’d with an excefs of love,
Oh, turn, and fpeak to me!

Mem. And thefe, no douhf*,
Are arguments that I fliould d^aw thy blood.—
N o child was ever lull’d upon the bread 
With half that tendernefs has melted from thee,
And fell like balm upon my woyndcd foul.
Aud (hall 1 murder thee ? Yes, thus—thus—thus.

It Em trt.inji ftm e time. 
ManJ. Alas! My Lord forgets we are to die.

[Memnon gazes ivitk •useader en thi dafgefl 
M,m. By hcav’n 1 had ! my fouljiad took her flight *

In yifs------Why, it not this our bridal-day t
ManJ. That way dillr^&ion lies.
Mem. Indeed it does.
AV/.. Oh ! Oh !
M<md. Thy fighs and groans *re (harper thaa thy £1 

The guard is on in.
Mem. Then it rauft be done.

* Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning, 
Though bicod ftart out tor" tears, ’tis done—but one.
One latl embrace.

[Ai be embrai it /*r, Jbt lxr/li
Let me not fee a tear.------1 could as loon
Stab at the face of heaven, as kilt thee weeping.

Maud. ’Tis pa ft, I am compos’d.
2 Men,

IMtH
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Mem. And now, and now.
Mand. Be not fo fearful, ’ti* the fecond blow 

WiU pain my heart—indeed this will not hurt me.
Mem* Oh, thou haft flung my foul quite through and 

through,
With thofe kind word) 5 I  had jufl fleel’d my breaftc

( Dnjhin^ Jdivh the Jtgfrr. 
ou undo’ft it ill— I could not bear 

To razkthy fkin, tofave the world from ruin.
MautM I f  you’re a woman, l ’Ubefuracthing more.

V  [ Sloit ktrftlf,
tafle of heav’n till you arrive. [h its.

S'ruck home------and in her heart.— She’*
dead already,

And’nmv with me all nature i» expir’d.—
My lively bride; now we again are happy,

[&«>> him frf. 
And better worldi prepare qyr nuptial bow’r.—

* Now ev’ry fplendid object oi ambition,
Which lately with their variou* dolles play’d 

/ ”\ p g n  my brain, and fool’d my idle heart, 
y  "Are taken from me by a little mitt,
J  And all the world ii vaniih’d. [D in.

A  march feur.dtdt Enter N icanor and Syphoce* 1n&orious.

The Gzurd which were advancing to the bodies Jly.

Ntc. The day’* our own, the Perfian’i angry pow’ra 
Have well repaid thi* morning’s infolence,
A n^m m ’d the defp’rate fattuneof the field 
i g  fure, though late relief. 

i'rfib. Nicanor, friend, 
from the ci>y bring you welcome new* s 

‘4  v guilty letter from rhe amorous quern
-  , read am the multitude; while yet 
Th,iir Blood was warm with iffadigg the black fcroll, 
Myris to view the fortune of the fight,
Leaving her palace for the weftern tuw’r,
Was feii’d, torn, Scatter'd on the guilty fpot 
W-- t  , *r great brother fell.
,  Nic. T ic gods are jufl.

•  fy fh . See where Bufiris comes, your royal captivr,
¥  In
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In hi* misfortune great; an awful ruin !
And dreadful to the conqueror !

[ N icanor advancing fi ts  tljt btditt•
Hie. Sad figh t!------------- •

A fight, that teaches triumph how to mourn,
And more than juftifies thefe dreaming tears,
Kvcn on the moment that m ; country’* fav’d 
From fore opprefiion, and inglorious chains. X '

[ He falls on bis /  tendants, 
A  great Shout. Enter Bufiril ivounded. 

liu f. Conquer’d ! T is  falfe; I am your i <v 
Your matter, though in bonds: you (land ag t 
At your good fate, and trembling can’t enjo' 1"
Now from my foul I hug thefe welcome cha 
Which (hew you all Butiris, and declare 
Crowns and luccef* fuperfluou* to my fame.
You think this (beaming blood will low’rm j 
No, ye miftaken men, 1 fmile at death;
For living here, is living all alone,
T o  me a real folitude, amid .
A throng of little beings, groveling round i "  V. 1
Which je t  ufurp one common (hape and n;
I thank thefe wound*, thefe raging pains, t 
An interview with equals foon elfewhe>e.

[He
Ha ! Dead ? ’Tis well; he rofe not to my 
1 only with’d his fate, and there,he lie*.
Some when they die, die a ll: their mould’ *
Is but an emblem of their memories:
Thefpace quite dofe* up through which t 
Tnat I have liv’d, I leave a mark behind,
Shall pluck the fliining age from vulgar ti/
And give it whole to late pofterity.
My name is writ in mighty characters, «
Triumphant columns* and eternal dome*,
Whofe fplend;>r heightens our Egyptian <
Whofe (Itrngth (hall laugh at time, till tl 
Old earth it ft If, (hall fail. In aftcr-agei 
Who war or build, (hall build or war froi 
Grow great in each, as my example fires 
•Ti* I of art the future wonder* raife; %
1 fight the future battles of the world.—



v

Greeyjore, I come ! Egypt, thou art forfaVen : [S u h . 
Afia’t impoverifh’d by ray linking glories,
^nd the world leflens, when Buliris tills. . [ D m .

$ypi>. Bear the dead monarch to hi* pyramid;
And for% h.\t ufe foe’er it was defign'd.
By that high-minded, but miftaken man,
There let him lie magnificent in death ; 
iQreat wa» his life, u'cat be hit monument!
Atu! •> Bufiria’nephew, young Arfece*,
O f genler fpirit, let the crown deToIvr.

Frortlhia diy*» vengeance let the nations know, 
Jove/^ri the pride of haughtielt monarch* low ;

.1 they u ho kindled with ambitious fire, 
arts and arms with mod fuccefs afprre, 
void of virtue, but provoke their doom,

,afp at their fate, and buiid themfclvcj a tuiitb.

Enb of t h (  F i f t h  A c t .
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E P I L O G U E .

By a F r i e n d .

Spoken by M a n d a n e .

H  E race o f critici, dulljudicious rogues,
To mournful flays deny brjfk epilogues.

Each gentlef.vain and tender nymph, fay they,
From a fa d  talefhould go in teats away.
From hence quite borne JhouldJlreams o f forrow fbed,
And drown'd in grief, Jtealfupperlefs to bed. »
This doRrine is fo  grave, tie Jbarks won't bear it ; • }.
They love to go in humour to tbeif claret.
The cit, who envns a little fun  worth buying,
Holds h a lf a crown too much to pay for crying,
Jhfides, who knows without thefe healing arts,
Hut lave might turnyour heads, and breakycur hearts {
A nd the poor author, ly imagin'd <wqfS,
Might pioplr Beth'lem with our Belles and Beaus t  
Hence I, who lately bid adieu to ftj/afure,
Robb'd  o f ny fpoufc, and my dear virgin treefutf J 
J, whom you Jaw  defpatnng breathe my lafi,
Am  fre t and tafy, as i f  nought hadtaft ;
Attain put on my airs, and piety my fa n ,
And fear no more that dreadful creature, mans 
— But whence does this malicious mirth begin —
I  knew, ye beafis,you reckon it no fin.
*'Tis Jlrange that crimes thr fame, in diff'rent plays,
Should move our horror, and our laugher tajc. 
i « v  'sjoy, feelere the comic aBor tries.
But i f  he's wicked in blank verje, be dies.



E P  I  L  O  G U ' E .

The / f r e t ,  w htrt tuitfti prove fra il, fiiU makes tbt b{fit 
And tbt poor cuckold is affandingj(fi •
Hut our grave hard, a virtuous fon o f Ifu,
Counts a faoldJlroh in lovt among tbt victt,

. J* Hoed and wounds a guilty land be dipije,
I And wqfles an empire for one rttvijb'd gipf).

~ pi>at mujly morals fill em Oxford bead,
i  . -lions o f pedautit nirtut bred!
Tbrrr ti. Don at gallantry exclaims,
And call tine men and ladies f i t l y  numts ;
Tbeyttlhfy rakes and jilts corrupt a nation :
— Sue-1 if  tbt prejudice o f education !

who kno^o better thingt, wtUfurt approve 
-  ' Thefe fctnts, tbatjbr'.v tbeooundlefi power o f Ion.

Let, when they w ill, tb' Italian tbmgs appear,
This piety, we trufi,fball throng an audience Ijtre.
Bold Myron's paJSon, up to frensy wrought,
Would ill be warbled through fn  eunuch i throat:

* His fart, at leafl, bis part requires a man }
Let Nicolui a3  it i f  ot can.

&
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TO H U  GRACE THE DUKE OF

t

M O  N  T R 0.  S E.

M y L o u d ,

I
B'-g leave to flielterthe following tragedy under your
pnronage; a (mail, but fincere return of gratitude 

for the many obligation* J ha*e to your Grace, and in
•  pirtii ilar, tor the generous conrern with which you

t poi . I and tupporied the intereil i>t tlws performance: 
and to which I am greatly indebted tor its reputation and 
ftftcefi. . . .

Permit me to add, in iyflicr to your Grace, fand I do 
it with equal pride and pieafurr) that I received this in* 
duigrnce without being obliged to pay for it that adula- 

I eon ::tid Iftlenef* ot heart, which i« fomerime* charted by 
the vulgar g'eat ; but is nv.rc lrr<|tiently the voluntary,

 ̂ Hl-judgc\i off r,ng <*' n can and ' cnial u liters. 1 an ,
; TK^ii ihc mielt zeal and attachment,

V y  L»rJ,

Your Grace’s moll obliged,

• And moll faithful fervant, •

D. M A L L E T .

A 2 PRO*
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t  P R O L O G U E .

Written by A a k o m  Efq.

7  AT youth when moAtfiy and merit meet,
/ / i k #  rare the unitn, and tb t force bmv fi.oeet /  

fh o ' at fm a ll praife cur tumble author aims.
H is f t  end may g ive  him w ha t bis bio/i dt/ilaimo,
J.aAies— to yonhe makes bit chief m lArifs;
Form 'd to be p-ay'd  to, and rven born to bltfs {
H r feels yonr pow er b i t i f . f ,  a id  makes it f e l t ;

H is fcenet w i i '  teach each fhtbhvrn  /><-«- /  /#  melt j  

A n d  each fa ir  c t  that no?t> jb n es fo f i \  i .r e ,
Anon Jbalt Jk nr f l t l !  f f t c r  tbro' a tear. ,

I .f t  not constraint’y n tr  en'rous fight rrjsrefs,
A or Tcil . ompnfR.it n, not rep*/ Afirefs.
JTaur f ix 's  j fc u ^ th  i> in  fu ch  m  a b e tf found,
A »A  ftgbs and tears but help voter tharm i to ■ivouttk 

O f  at! tb t rvondth taught us by tb t fa ir ,
# *Tn flrangrfl, tro fttty  fbouUUnfi tbtrr ca-r f  

iThert I jy r t. M i tyrantf in fu l l glory re gnt.
A n d  fo fe r  . s t  bt.thty holds tb t world in cbttim , 
l . t f i  po ljfi'.i, and more bold, tb t comic mu ft 
Unkings yoter Cupid, or abjirufft b it V iews,
Upholds prefumi:£ w it's fitmsliar claim.
A m i blots cut aw e fro m  love's d tm in jh 'd  flam e  ; 
fin d s  or makes [emits, and fi ts  them A rang in figbt% 
A nd dares ,/ra< j  w tm an or vam , ot light.
While tragedy, your fer-jant try'd and true,

' HtUl to your fm te  demoted, and to you, 
J? E ty la v 'd  to U vt, fn b .it 'd  ambition brings,

Firms b.au-y-ptr.t .r* a*u{ crowns it ktrg o f kings,
% L e t w-lb'yt aVtntfcn gra ie our fcene to-night.

And  *isfurmdat): .Hionj move refin'd delight,
P.ocb rendu Ir^bt n f life w e recommend,
" ifr, btt/bi^. fub/eft, parent, f.,n , and fr ie n d  %

*  H I y o u r  iv i 'd j j i  n d  i n f r t f t t  J b . il!

h t*cpct% u - . f  ft or if and p it y ^ f i - e  the J la g e ,

■j£<Tbftty %1'frr i f  f t  fcrrt^M  fw illi t e 'iir -o n ti breajly
* A*d  fa d  tmpr fdsn m ix •with nightly t f f i f

.. ̂ jSfcikaSttcr rrmrntt* > anes fhnll our fc e n t futid')^

}

\
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D R A M A T I S  P E R S O N S

M  E N.

Drury.Lam,
Frocks, Tyrant of Efidaurus, in Poflef-

fion of the Crown of Ccriutb. Mr. Clarke
Meilon, his Favourite, -------  — M r. Packet
Leonidas, a Nobleman, fccretly in the

Queen’s intereft, —  — Mr. Davies.
Perian/icr, King of Corintb. —  Mr. Gsrncl
PolvJore, his Son, —  — Mr. Hollan
.drijion^ — —  Mr. Burton

W  O M E  N .

J?nrytkce, Queen of Corinth, 
ALljja, her Confidante, —

—  M r .  Cibber
-  Mift

Officer*, Guards, Attendants.
*  «
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Thf !im Jiflm jtiM  t j  in tr tu l tm a i, ‘  that,' trt mintd I* tit 
Rrfreftmmkm, n d  i t t f t  fnr.uM  11 h » lm  mtt i t ,  *JJ:!u*t t f
’*■- ThtMrt.

A C T  I.

Eurydice anJ MclilTj.
[ 7/wxJtr,

S V I T O I C I .  

avenly Powers
ut means this dreadful war of fea and Iky ? 
readful, indeed ! It rofe not by degree*, 
once, a te.ii pelt wild and loud.

• c-ir, from the wint’ry north how keen it howl*
e lone towers, that rock with every blaft, 
ent threatening ruin on our heads!
-ftand here, and caft thy eyes below,
*>ad ocean to the diriant Iky, 
aofufion fills the raving deep !
ntain-warjs arife ? -----’Tis terrible,

r j to the horrors of my fate,
>v< iefpair that t^folntes piy foul.

! look, behold, due weft, where yonder rock*
. ft, '.TTfc beating tides------ Oh, fight of woe !

1 \  Ihips, abandon’d to the ftorm,
ly with the billows, their drench’d f.iils 

« ,wnd whiil’d before*the rending wind.
id them, all^ood Powers ! The llorm is high,* 

$ jd perilous. *
*>'- J .■ . hey climb a fearful fteep, and hang 
R  stiti &  furge that mixes with the clouds. 
l»|.. . >1 Wurftj, and headlong down they reel

I j B
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In to  the yawning gulph. Tbey cannot ’/cape .
A  fea rowls o’er the toremoft. *

Mel. Ah ! ilie ftrikes 
On yonder wave-worn cliff. The fatal fliock 
Has doubtlefi fliiver’d herflrong tide She fink^
So fwiftly down that fcarce the ft raining eye 
Can trace her tallelt mall. Where is (he now ?
Hid in tbc wild abyfs, with all Uer civ.v,
All loft tor ever !

Eur. Turn we from the fight,
Too difmal lor a woman's e) e to bear.
Ill-fatednnn ! who<n, kn ’wing nvt, I  mourn; 
Whence, or what may tbty be f Even now, perhaps 
In Tome far dillant land, a faithful wife,
Or tender patent, offer* vowt to Heaven 
For their return, and fondly numbers up 
The ling’ring months ot ah fence Fruitlefs love !'
They never more thall meet !— By my own iUs 
Severely taught, I pity thefn: yet think 
Their fate, all full of horror as it feems,
Is rather to be envy’d. They are now 
Beyond the hand of fate, at t eit for ever j
While I, Meliflii---------

Mel. Ah, Eur>dice, •
M y roval m.ftrels, rather think the gods 
Would teach you, by this fight of raourn.fu^ruin, 
Patience and gentler thoug'.t. When others too 
Are mifi-raWe, nor to know the word 
Is fome degvec of blits. •

Et/r. Meliffi, no. '
I  tell th?:, no ill fate, rfo fare o f  doath 
Can be fo dreadful as a life like*mine. ,
Call back to thy remembrance what I’ve beep t j r

* Caft down to lowelt inlamy ; ihe Have,
The fport of a foul tyrant, who betray’d 
And would deltroy my b inour. Gracious 
And (hall ih.i bold offender, who has broke I
All bonJs of holy faith, yet bids hi* foul ■
Rejoice and take her rate ; (hall he long t r iu f l  
Here in the throne of Corinth, while iu loidflj



The great, unhappy Pcrunder, roam*
An unlnown fugiiive f

l l t l .  Tbefe tears, my Qoeen,
Thel'e faithful tears, which fytnp.ithifing furrow 
Draws frfm my eyes, fpeak the fad than: I take 
In  all your mighty ills.

Eur. Say, now, Mclifla,
Is there among the daughters of affliction,
One fo forlorn as poor fiurydice ?
A nrifnnrr hr re, fubjefted to the power

’roclcs, daily doom'd to hear, 
ifult ! hit dete.lcd love, 
equal this i Why did 1 truft 
rant ?

his minion’s here.
Enttr Medon. 

beauteous Qjieen! By me, (he royal Piodt* 
;rvice bend* him to your charms}

• lealth, and gent|f peace of mind
r m o r n ,  and make your evening fair, 
e tendered vows—

,  . thou inform me
ippy men, whom I but now 
this coatt t • 

a ho they are ;
ir fate, thefe eyes with dread beheld, 
i, from the morning's chacc return'd,
;ht fpurr’don with ail hil train, 
iflibie, w+iom the wild tea 
3n the land. But firft his love,

E S  ach tnonertt’s abfente from your eyei 
p -  <’ring warmeflt, batft me fly 

.. * r, .  nd greeting to the maichlels fair,
|f& s foul enflav’d.
S r*  i bear him back,

*m he has wrong’d, betray’d, and ruin’d, 
cithing, unrelenting fcorn,

» #n’s hate, in jufl return
| |  4 love. Theivrant toward !
E 4dlen and hclplefs, to embitter 

•>#?' miferies himfclf has caus'd,
: uvA-keTv!

E  U  R  Y  D  I C .B .  f
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Med. Your pardon, Madam, §
I f  I, the humblelt of yourflavr*, prefume 
T o  place btrore your eye* in faithful profpeft,
That mournful period, full of dread and danger,
Which late you faw. Behold then your falfe^uhjefh, 
Wantonly mad, and fpuming every tie 
O f fworn obedience, mix’d h) one bold treafon, 
Threat’ning and univerfal: your loft hufbnnd 
Abfent, involv’d in unfuccelsfulwar;
His troops averfe and mutinous. From them 
Bold faction with contagious fwiftnefs fpread 
T o  Corinth too, where the wild herd arous’d 
Infulted you, and drove you to this fortrcU.
Say, where was then your hope, when meagre Famine 
Join’d his devouring ravage, and youreyea 
Saw daily, hourly perifh, tnofe poor few 
Whofe faith had kepfthem yours i  

Eur. Oh, would to Heaven,
1 then had perifh’d too ! <

Med. Such was your flare,
Loll even 10 hope, when generous Procles flew 
Impatient to your aid, difpers’d and quell’d *
The general treafon. May I dare to urge 
Tlufe fervices ! But what ate thefe ; his throne,
His heart is yours; he lays them at your feet j 
He bids you reign in both.

E w . Thou bafe of heart!
T o  llavc t like thee, who flatter and inflame 
Their p r iu it\ cr mes, are owing fialf the pla£vr$
That curie mankind. Has not thy cruel matltfji - 
Whole guilt this (liamctul ptalfe tsf thine br.i.y  ii4)i i  
On thy own f<;ul, fay, has he not ufurp’d,* 4j |U g  
With perfidy avow’d, the very crown • Jpv
He fwore to lave i And I too----- thy bold
Shews 1 indeed am wrtt'ched. But, away,; l y M  
*Tis bafe to parle w ith thee, the fycophant ]
Who leads him on Irom-guilt togu.lt, and fw<fe?» '
H e grows a god t finning.

Met. Ah, my leen ! j 
My heart forebodes foroe fatal confequence 
Will grow ot this.

E ur. Why, let it cotnc, Melifliu
I acer̂i
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I merit all that fortune can infl'f),
IFor truflrfrg this betrayer, this curs'd P, cles. 
r  Mel.fiAlas ! what could you do i 

Rur. 1 fhould have dy’d.
He was tltejknow n and mortal foe of Corinth.

Mel. Yet his fair-fecming might have won belief 
From doubting age, or wary policy.
By frequent, uri^nt metlage, he conjur’d vou 
T o fave yourlelfT With open honour own'd 
His ancient enmity j but, by each power, 

and infernal, (wore ’twai pat}: 
ore, that as a king and as a man,

, gnation at your impious fubielt*, *
y of your fate, had touch’d bis heart.
3ut Fame had (poke him fa it hie ft, bold, ambitious, 
as rhe coward woman in my tout, 
orious fear of dying, that betray'd 
ue into the deceiver's power.
, my heart, each confc:o«s hour upbraids me,
'cfs to my truft, weak, and unworthy 
the bafr, prccar.ous life I hold.

,  , Oh, crown of miiery ! I ’m doom’d, 
hear the tyrant's impious paffion, 

rid vow* and oaths. •
That way indeed
to turti.my thoughts. A foul fo brutal, 
vn w.th nightly infolence and wine, 

o i  iay he not atten pt f
m r. Oh, curie, to (now

! am in his power, and yet compell’d 
.ft'er hated lift; !-*■ *f y  can J  die 

M M  a ^  uojviltity’dt while yet perhaps 
l’erianiier thinks too hardly 

•Ate error ?----- King of gods and men !
• • ..livrgal eye brholcis eacfcthought
• (tret in the foul, give me to clear

to him ; I alk of H cjw b no more 
jSHgt. >>y pall mii'cries.
H jM ragptfhat (hours are thf*f ? [ leaking tu t,

d jih’ inhuman triumph of the croud, 
j ^ ^ R M H ^ u l ’d mar.y, who havewauh'd thr dorm, 

P p .;ig  wrecks, the fpoils of pcrilh'd wretches.
Vam.



* Eur. Unfeeling beafls of prey !— Methink* the florin 
4 Is almoft overblown. The wave* fubfide, *\
* And fall their fiercer roarings. But, alas, 1
4 Ot all the tour, not one remaining fail '
* I« to be feen around.' f

Mel. Either my eyes
Deceive me, or the good Leonidas 
Bends hitherward his fieps, and on his brow 
Sits fotne affi xing thought.

Eur. Ha ! whence is this ;
W hat mean thefe fecret (hiverings, this dark horror 
Ol fome approaching ill ?

Enter Leonidas.
Ler,n. Forgive me, Madam,

That I appear before you to impart 
A mournful meffagej but by Procles’ order 

Ejtr. Whatc’er proceeds from him, Leonidas,
Mult needs be fatal to me. But fay on.
No form of ruin is fo dreadful now,
As being in his power.

Leon. Unhappy Queen!
Your fate might melt the hardeft bread, and reach , 
Even Cruelty’s rcmorfe!efs eye to weep.
How Ihall I (peak the red ? •

Eur. Leonidas,
What is this fatal tale, too fad for utterance ?,
Alas! why doll thou weep, why turn thy eyes 
Severe on heaven ?

Leem. This ruinous ftorm, •
Whofefudden outrage

Eur. Ha ! what ihipfwere th^fe#
Say, fpeak, that fun'* bu\ now before.our eyr-_
In fi^ht of ftiorc ? .

Lean. The very fleet defign’d 
T oref<ueyou; to free (epeming Coi inth #

• From this betrayer, this detel'ted Procles.
The King was there e nbark’d.

Eur. Then all is loft !
Mel. Ah, H' lven! die faint?.
Lem. Behold, ye Rods! this fight.

Remember the curs’d author oftl.is ruin.- 
My eyes, my loul’s in tears to fee her thus.

Bur.

1* E ,U R y  D I C E .



^  £«y*O h, Pcviarrdrr, my muc’.\ • niur’d l  rd,
JlW oulf I had dy'd fo ether !——  \ h ,  ^etutefliaid't 

W*ss it thro he, my hufcand. w hom the it- eyes 
Saw ptriTkin the tlnrm ; whole rate I »<>pr,
Nor knew that all the cmci wreck vra* mint f 

Met. Unhappy d <v !
* Ertr. Undone Knrydice !

* * But I will die—  1 f.wnld hav? dy’d h > r  \
‘ When my mean cowardice, my dread of death,
• Betray’d me tofalfe Procles. I had then 
‘ Dy’d innocent; I had mu then deferv’d
‘ A ruin’d Imfband** curfe. O h , thought of horror 
‘ Peril a (n hi* Uteft breath, even in the hour 
‘ Of dreadful (ate, charg’d me with all his wrongs,
• His life and honour loft, pcrhap csfir’d
• In iinpiecation* on me.

‘ Mr/. Oh, for ptty,
■ Forbear thcie faral thought* k they but inflame

* ‘ '1 he ra ;e of real ill , -
I.con. Would tear*, my gracious raiftrtf*, aught avail u«, 

Mcjthyjk* thefe aged eyes cwld nutr.be; dr p»
*  With tailing cloud>, or the pcrpenial ilrtam.

Bar while we maurn our cuertry rejoices,
And found* his cruel triumph loud to hearen.
1 1 hate bowjl me to his hnpiom will,
Clio’ with that liror.g abhorrence nature feel*

■At *j»M ihc hold* mo'l mortal; ’twa* to turn 
m 'Aj'ainti the traitor lii* ow’d treacherou* art*,
I  Ai d ruia him more fureiy. This ry.iy be.

J V ’ad Corinth lorikt with Borfojcm th* hand 
X  That jeaurf'* .*cr e»i Vfhour with whips of f  orpioni. 

She"' ’ ■•■'dome fair chan-.e, at ouce to rife 
' Am) rve  him from her throne. [.-/ fie*it :Jb.

M l'. *1: de  tflimpet* fpeak •
1 j ean approach.
.  , F. . Fa'her of human kind, •

lire rtd l Jutiice, hear thefe guilty founds,
- ' j  1 (fii ty .. ■ :’j level, while a «
JL J  f h f e r e n  refemblance, floats a cold pale corfc,

jr Uiiko- wn, unhoriour’d iie i! ---- -Le>.«ida«,'
• By all my grief*, 1 beg ihee, fearch thefe ihotcs,
' ’ B Each

0  •
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Each cliff and cavern where the wild wave beats/v -
For my lov *1 Lord, and to thefe widow’d arms \  (
Give back hi* dear remains. * But 1’roclcs comes. .

[Exeunt Eur. and ATel. 
Enter Procles, Medon, and Attendant!.

Proc. Hail, glorious Day ! aufpicious Fortune, hail! 
From this triumphant hour my future life ,
Runs fair and (miling on. The bold attempt,
Laid dark and deep by my mol} dreaded toe,
Is perilled with iu  author. From on high 
Heaven arm'd bis winds and feis to fight for m 
And viftory is mine without aiy care,
Almoft without my knowledge. Yes, the gods 
The gods themfeives, efpoule my happy caufcl 
For this, let flowery garlands wreath their flirii 
Let hecatombs before their altars bleed,
And triumph reigu thro’ Corinth. [Attenetetntj 
Is the Queen ,
Inform’d of all, Leonidas ? *

I.con. She is.
P n c . And llie receiv’d the news— —
Ison. With lad furprife,

And many tears, my Lord.t 
P rtc. ju f t  the fotid fer.

Such their vain grief; a moment's palling flo 
Then all is calm. Be it thy farther care,
As the receding flood forfakesthe (hore,
To make ftriit iearch thro’ all th<s coafl aroun •
For Periander’s corpfe. I would, methiuk 
A whi'e indulge my ejes, a whilctperufe 
T he feature* ot a rivii once Vo famjd, t 
So terrible in arms; whole partial fortuni#
Soar'd high above, and ever thwarted mir 
In all the dearer aims ;hat I n ell my thout .
Love and ambition.

Ljen. Mark this, rigjiteous Heaven ! |
Al,d. At length, Sir, all the gods decla . , I' t

And fortune is your own. Your native) J y  .
Fair F.pidaurus, peaceful and icfign'd,
Acknowledges her Lotd. Your rival’s fj 
Confirms his kingdom yours.

\ c t  I am lull »
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UnblrWd amid this flow of profp’rous fortune. 
N ot ffl tb r charms ambition’* Ihorclrtt with. 
F«np>re and kneeling homage, cau beffow 
TI *■ ' * ‘ ;

Forget, or fcorn that proud, ill-Bitur’d Uir-onr ' 
Prut. Inii» ifible. By Heaven, my foul can form 

No wiAi, no thought but her. 1 tell thee, Mcd.ut, 
With bluAies tell thet, .bia proud charmrr icignt 
1/nbouodcd o’er my reafon. 1 hare try'd 
Earh fliape, each art of varied love, to win her ;
* Alternate prayer* and threats, the toothing (kill
* Oi pafioMMC lincerity, the fire
* Of rapturous vow* ; but all thefe arti were »aiai 
'  Her rooted hate it not to be remov'd.*
And ’rwM my fottl’l fir ft aim, the t jwcring point 
O f all my witttea, to prevail in thit,
'I'o triumph o’er my rival too in love.
"i hat had be*n (freit revenge f  but baffled here, 
I ’m difappointcd ftill.

Me,I. Believe me. Sir, 
w htn  once the fit of uilfulneftito’er,

The burft of tcart difeharg^l, (he’ll quickly foftcs, 
Sioop to your wiftict, and forget a hutbaod 

.Who ii no more.
Prec. l’c Alition on hit name!

1 ilrradhia memory as my rival ftill. 
uu l if 1 have not won her to be mine,
£ t  lead, the hated hutband reap’d no joy 
From her Umaftic hopot*r. iitu»g to madnefl,
For ill-reqistud love. I da*.ly fparad 
S r tm>fr<- j f h e r  trutn. Heibouglit her Ulfe j 
A ’ .. *3- iit  <f<>Trc<r3h her, the dire tale 
V, is poifm to hit quirt. Jraloufy,
It ali lit horfo n , mutt have leiz^l hit foul.
1 riu’mph’dtbere t

McJ. ’Tw:<» cxquifite revengk 
T ’jo, my Ltod.who live but tor your pleafure, 
Your ever-taiihful flare, I too combin’d 
•A  %i<* <■ »ur v^nj;cance. You can ftill remember, 
When in a depth Arilton lay,
Anil on, Petiasucr’t  factious friend.

B i



W ith looks of feemin;; pity, I oft mourn'd >t i
Mis hard imprisonment, ©-."ap’ain’d oi you, \
Nay, curs’d your cruelty, ’till I Inti brought .
His unfufpefting honerty to credit
M y fi&ion of the Queen. I to id him then, •
With well-diflembled hatred of her crime,
Embittering every circutnftance, that I Lie,
Forgetful ot her better fame, had heard 
Your fecret paffion, and with equ il ardor 
Return’d its warmth. Nay, that (lie o: ten urg’d you 
T o  wreak your rage on him, the hated triend 
O f Periander. Having thus alarm’d him,
At ter a long paufe, 1 let him ’fcaje at laft,
To  find his mailer our.

Protr. I thank thee, Medon.
Rut this avails not much. My fool burns in me,
W'ith furious longings tofubduc that woman ;
T o  bend her pride of virtue to my paftioa.
I fancy, in her arms tr.mfccTident joys, •
A heaven of higher blifs, not to be found 
In untefifting beauty, woo’d and won 
At idle leifure. Yet once more I mean *
To try the fortune of my wiilys with her ;
And if I am repuls’d, away, at once,
All little arts oi love.

Mtd, Mean while, the banquet, •
Which plcafure’s curious hand hath tiurnifti’d out

j6  E V  R Y D I ( E /

w  ntcn p
Vvltli fp'endid choice, awaits you, invites 
To laughing thought and triumph. There t!y 
T h ’infpiriug ;^ido: >v .«, with r^fojbuds crop 
Mirth in his look, and n« his tiiu the band _ 
O f little p’avful ioves, fills high ihe f>owl, 
And bids it flow unbounded. Mufic K>b J  ™ 
Joins her enchanting voice, and wooes rhe lb*. 
VVith all her pouetiul ik'n ot muving ftraini} 

“Till the gay hour is quite d tfolv’d in blils 
In ecfLxy ol revel, all unknown 
T o lean-look’d Temperance, and his ptevi 

Proc. Come on then, Medon. Lite i»
A very dream ot being : acd when death 
Has queiicl/d this finer flame that moves tU* 
Beyond is ali oblivion, and wa&e night,
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Sk That Wows no following dawn ; where we fhall be 
A  As "fe had never been. The prefent then 

I* only our*: and thall we let it pgfs,
Untafted, unenjoy’d ? No, let us on.
Hail we me riling fliade i and cow, while night 
Leads on the fecret hour of free delight,
With wanton gaiety, in naked ftatc,
Let tnufic, mirth and love around us wait.

( Exeunt.
E nd  o f  the  F i k s t  A c t .

■̂ -Ay'- " ■: ' Ip--. .v

■ B'

A C T  II.

SCENE, a rocky Coafi, terminated ly a view  o f the Ocean, 

Enter Periander.

P*tIA N»Bl.
Y the pale glimmering*of the falling moon,

__  Amid the broken winding* of thefe rock*
‘ 1 wander on forlorn, and find no place 

% It) truft my head, orreil my weary fteps.
* Horror purfue* me clofe.# In cacti low Mali,
4 And murmur of the main, methink* I hear
* The raurderou* fpies of Procles at my heeli.
* Thou modtnful Queen of heaven ! and you, dread gods, 
'• Who rule the feartul fecrefy of Dight,
'' Lctiold me here, the/port of human chance,

\  ‘ A namelefs wretch, a ruin hardly fav’d
‘ From the devouringd«;p. There my laft hopes,

■S' 4 Mv great jfvengejlies tairied.a Is there more ?
* Away. ..wav ! a traitor fills iny throne,

Ills crimes j and I, the while,
<oatn here a midnight fugitive. Yet this,

* \ 1I this I c'ould have borne, was my foe,
* f£he jealous rival of my power---------- But ihou,

* 4 a whom ray foul had trcalur'3 up her heaven,
t I  * , l‘rtend(hip, and faith, and love, Eurydice!

M >£ **( Thou to betray me !
J ‘ * 4 [ Letting b im /tlf fa t t  a^alnjt tie Rock.

* Ha ! by the moon’s fad beam, I can dclcry
, * The towers that hold this author of my flume.

B 5 . Nay,

m
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‘ Nay, Proclct too, perhaps----- and may not be, n
‘ Even now-,— confufion ! death ! he may, he l! ^
‘ Invade my bed !------Oh, h e '! ' (he (miles to hear
* The fiortr of my fate !-----------And  now they give
‘ A Ioofe to impious .joys. All-feeing Power* ! •
‘ And toe* your vengeance ilttmbi-r? Are your l>oits
‘ Rcfcrv’d for me alor.e ?-------Ha !— yet ’tis j-uft.
‘ Confcience, that in the dny of fctrtHrrc-’s favoui
* Sccurely dept, now rouzes into ftrftng
‘ And dread conv'&ion of her crime. I hrokc 
‘ Thjj fueled oath (worn to a dying fajher,
‘ T o  free my country from her chains. My foil*
* Shakes as I roll this thought. Oh, Providcnct
* Awfully juft, tho’ guilt may thut her eye,
‘ Thioe ever wakes to mark, to trace, topuniflr!’

Leon. This way a diflant found alarm’d my eat 
Broken it fecn’d to b e ; the»voice of mourning 
And deep difti efs. Methought it rjfe juft here,
From thefe deaf-founding cliff;. But all is dill,
Save the hoarfc deep yet ivorkin" from theftorm 
Some Power direft my ftcps where 1 may find, * 
By this faint moon-light, my tov’d matter's corp'
To fave his ("acred reliqurs from the rage
O f bruiifh tyranny-----Ha ! what art thou ?
A  man, or (car- form'd (hutloiv of the night ? ***'

Per. Leoui^as!
Leon. The fimc. But fpeak agtrln.
Per. Leonidas!
Leon. Ha! can i t b e ^ e  Pow.rt-s,«

M y royal Lord ? * .  «
P tr. [Coming forward.} A vre-eh ,k
Leon. Oh, nil ye gods! mav I believe my * ■ • 

♦T is he! my Pi ince ! —-tt J ufl Heaven, to th 
•And thus adore tliy gracious providence f

Enter Leonidas.

With tt.it your mtgnty uts, 1 m u u  again —
4

f
1
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Blefs goolHeavcu whofe prtMriderK-ehaifft’d you. 
’T il  great! ’[is wood’rous a i l ! But bon. Oh, hour 
Have you efcap’d thetyraot'i ji i ■ fcarch**
His guards with ilnA furvcy rang’d every cliff 
And Uolow ot' thefe rock s.

Per. I ’ll tell thee then.
W e were in fight of Corinth, when at once 
Broad darknci* hid the iky ; at once the wind*
Roar’d with mad biuller o’er ut, and the fca«
In rowling mountain* role. A ftorm fo tierce,
So big with ruin, baffled our hell ikill.
Delpair Aruck every heart. The iliip rat? round 

iddv whirls, and bulg’d on foir.e hid rock, 
difmal moment! dill methink* I hear 
general, dying ftreant ot multitude*, 
drowning in th ’ abyf*. How poor a thing
king then, Leonidas!------1 grafp’d
lating wreck, the big fea roaring round me, 
burlhngo’cr my head: * but bury’d deep 
tneath the whelming tide,’ at ouce I loll 
light ot heaven and life. A wave, it lcerei,

• ;’u me withia a cavern’* lecret depth, 
r yon udl mountain.
"»*. Miracle of late '■
God’s imniediiu; hand conducted it,
rely mtrciful----- How fhall I tell
.t pangs, what agonic* of foul I tclt
ght ot ) our fad vyeck i — But, bir, the l’rince,
it of hi* fate ?

1 know not whaf to thit^ t: 
to be nrne* it icon*, »  >o be#v rrtchcd.

■v- ot fleet, yet riding in the port,
.o but with flriiit charge

ail .1 few bout* alter. ‘ ’T u n e  in vain 
i tell tlifc no'.v the reafon St my order.’
; Vlorm, I Itrar, may have Surpris'd turn too, 
ippy boy ! *

ten. You/ownefcape, my Lord,
^ jli of wonder, and beyond ..11 hope,

iocs r  e tu ltrong faith, that Heaven i* fiill 
cern’d tor your a.uir*. But to behold ‘ you, 
tacc the fit it and happicA ot mankind,

n  * Alone

\
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* Alone and wandering here at the dead hour j* , ,
N o roof but heaven’s high cope to Ihelter you ;
N o couch but'this unhofpirable earth,
T o  reft your britie-drench’d limbs— it kills my heart.

Per. Pr’yi , link me not 
So poorly foul’d to ltuop beneath the prefliire 
O f Fortune’s hand. '1 hat were 10 merit it.
But there is ftill behind------Oh, death to honour !
One crufliing blow, that lays me low indeed!
That finks me in the d u ll!

Leon. What do 1 hear ?
Vour words amaze me !

Per. How, I .eonidas!
Surely thou art no ftranger to mv thought.
Procles—Eurydke— Wilt thou not fpeak,
To fave my fhame f Say, tell me what thou know’ft 
O f that bail woman.

Leon. With fuch watchful care 
The tyrant’s trufted fpiei observe her fteps,
That, till this fatal evening, when, by order 
O f Procles, I inform’d her of your death,
I have not feen her once.

Per. Juft what I fear'd.
That guilty fecrccy was well contriv’d 
T o cover crimes too foul for honeft eyes, ?.
And heaven’s fair light to fee. None, none b 
Could gain admittance ; and to him jny gates,
My lortrefs, nay, my bed itlelf was open !

I.con. Oh, wron« her nor, my Uorjl! Had yo 
With what convulUve pacgy»ti>f^ t-iclt au^
What bleeding agonies, ihe Ur. iJ the talc 
Oi your imagin’d death, jour foul 
In piry of her woes. This Procles too,
Call’d down each power iff heaven to u itnefs- 
“Ho meant her lair, lleis wa£ the common i 
Oi kings, he faid, whofe jfiatpand honour I 
Tofcourge rebellion, in whatever (hapc,
Wherever found. And then what was her ft 
Dcr.h, in hi* ghailliert form, devouring tan.......
Hum; inllant o’er her head. Oh, think oi this,

Curfe on the

And r.dd not to her wrongs !



Tr*. Ha ’ wrong her, f*v'li thou >
Anfwer m e: has (he not «n tail’d difgrace,.

.And viienef* on my name? Has Ihe not made me 
The laughter of my toe, the feoff of Procter ?
Oh, c J-ic ! it then in all the wtath of heaven 
A plague, a ruin, like that iohtmr !
4 Wrong her—I am too well inform’d of a l l;
* Too tcFttdn of thebludiful tlain that clcavei 
4 To me and mine for ever !*

Lem . Ah, my Lord, 
all coed powers, by your eternal quiet,

>eg you hear me------
Per. 1 have heard too much,
»  much, juft gods ! to hope for quiet more, 
jofe fatet incatorable, that pvirfue 
y life with uwnod rigor, wouU notfpare me 
ic knowledge of my tliame. From my belt friend 
ufliing I  Itarnt it— B«t h«d thou e’eriult 
lat he^rtot apguifh ftwbb’J  by mutdercu)* fears, 
d (hu^dermc with ten (Howfund mortal thoughts ! 
at temped- of the foul that knows no calm ; 
fling from love to hate, trom doubt to rage, 
raving aj-otiy! •

Leiui. Ala*! my Lord,
uft me, I we-p to hear fo f.td tt tale.
Per. 1’lrtellthec a'.l! f t', Oh ! mv fottl i* full, 
drmuft have vent. 4 My aking memory,
•i;i luu-h I to my r«rrute, brmr'* agti-n 
aofetliy ', ihofe months of h rr.ir f have kno-.vn.

.b:::- !or.\l tod . »■ • 1 •  nc’J
: i. 1 ■!-'■’ .  r. * ... t  un ^ht to vent

\ r  l y  i«.jfce wildnef* tf the woods j 
OK.e ti.v i; tmein ttieir prcfoundsft uight.

'he morn ui:l-brought it bac^  the m-U';iglit-(hatle
* <>uld not eoncenl If. Herlone echot sgro-j**d

■t ;'W h pai-: 9; a|^l her f.dgiiofm,
. “ oibld to ief» ( « «  in the jjrsve, in me

held a foul iB’irelod, more curd, than they.’
Oo, Sit, no'more——

Per.’ W h e n  I cd l’d back pad t i m e ,

‘s vernal feafon, the fott hour* of peace 
utifiifpetljDg love; our growing joy b

• In
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In rearing one lov’d Con ; that heaven of blifs •• 
Which princes feldom find, and wai all ours,
My foul dy’d in me. ‘ Solitary, wild*
4 I wept, I groan’d, in bittemcf* of heart.
‘ But when cut ft Procles fkfil'd on my remembrance, 
4 My known, my deadly foe— that he of all,
4 That he had made her vile ! ’nv3s then, ’tis now 
4 Rage, fury, madnef*,’—You at la ft a r rous’d it 
To thoughts of vengeance. With all fpeed I fail'd, 
Feeding my frenzy with the gloomy joy 
O f dabbing the betrayer in her arms;
O f plunging both to hcli—but thiscurft ftorm !
Thefe trcacheroue waves !

Lron. Ye gods, what have I heard !
Alas, alas! all wave*, all ftonns, are calm*
T o  jealoufy. Oh, my lov'd Lord, beivare 
O f that deflroyer, that felf-torturing fiend,
Who loves h»  pain, and feeds the cruel cares
That prey upon his life ; whofe frantic eye
Is ever open, ever prying round
For what he dread* to find, 4 By all mod dear
‘ And inward to my foul, I think the Queen
4 As pure at Truth hcrfelf.’ fl'hit is, bv heaven,
Some dark-laid treachcry, the crime of Proclet.

Per. Of Procle*, fay'ft thou ?
Lroii. Oh, you know him not.

Lull and ambition are not all his guilt. ^
But now’s no time, my Lord, *
For farther talk. I tiemble for your life. -5.
T hil place is hoftile grotfnd ; anil danger here 
May find us out, though fl . * *
Hence let us fly, where I  n tr  .
In fome obfeure retreat; tH

Per. Thou good old ipan':
By heaven, thy matchlels h 
Half reconcile me to difgrm: w
Yet blufhing let me tell thee all my filly— • 
Might I but fee Eurydice.— Nav, llart nott 
1 know ’ti* bale. 1 know flic is beneath 
My cooleft fcorn. I hate and curfe this weak
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Vet Igt me fee her—If  fhe llill hat kept 
Her Uith inviolate ; fallen at I am,

JVIy ruin will be light. I f  otherwise, ’
To know the worit will be foft toothing cafe 
T o  thi# hot hell of d<>ubt.

Lton. I wifb you, Sir,
T o  weigh the certain peril that attend*
Tbit raft adventure. Should, which Heav’n avert, 
Should I’igcIcs’ guard* dit’cover you. Oh, think 
W hat muflenfuc ! Think, in your fate, the Q^een 
And Prince both ruin’d !

~ . But,mv genim prompts.
.alls ; and I muit on. No face of danger 
e fo dreadful at the vultur-thoughti 
gnaw my heart-ftringt. But we both arc fafe. 
noon withdraw her ligh t: aad who will dream 
riding Pcriander in thi* ruflet ?
, when the ftorm grew big, I threw around me j 
upetmy vulgar fate, if * then I pcridi’d, 
ht ever reft unknown ; and Proelct ftill 
einblingon bi» throne—But batk, ivhat founds ?

• »*. The tyrant ihus dilhonourt fortune’* favour 
bit mean pomp and tyumpb— Yet 'tit well. 
t riot. lulct the hour, and watchful order 
got hit poft to diflblute fecurity. 
now may pa ft unqucftion’d. Come, my Lord, 
s way our path liet. May fome friendly god 
ilk with ut, aud tjjrow tenfold darkneft round. [E xt, 

' Enter Eurydice ttLnt.
Ivr. Oh. night of ryin, horror, and defpair! 
tiki theie btntath thy*iiiivci^il fhade 
ftcl**  tike me undone i Ali-ruling gods!

i— < <•*’ .. ■ i'V> ihi* ? Why was my crime 
fited on the guiltlefs head r o: him 
r whom ..iy fouI would Jia»r*tK t dt->»b with joy ? 
hrtc fii.ill I  turn my n e t  ? What tope remain* 

j  mifoy l;ke mi uc ■ ( sh ! P am loft
fyond the hand oJ Heav’n to fat e me now. 
eonithis returns not——■

Enter Meliffi. 
Mil. Graciout god*,

<rfend my royal tniftrefs 1 As I warih’J 
f  ithout lor good Leonidas, this moment ,

I f«w



1 faw the tyrant croi's the lower court, ••
Preceded by ins minion: as new rifcn
From the mad midright’s feaft j his wanton robe i
Loofe-flowing from behind, and on his head
A fcltal wreath ot role*—Ah ! he’s here. •

Enter Proclcs and Medon.
Prat. Hail, young ey ’J  god of wine ! parent of joys! 

Frolic, and full of thee (while ihc cold fons 
O f tnnperancc, the fools of thought and care,
I,ie ftretch'd in fober (lumbers) we, the few 
Of purer flame, exalt each living hoar
With pleafure* ever new.------Euryd c c !
Thou queen of fouls! tliou rapture of myrows!
What means this pentive mood ? Oh, quench not that 
In fruitlrf's tears thole eyes, that wont to fm?.e 
W ih  ail lovers fweetnets, all his dewy beams,
Difluliug life around ther.

E u r . Hence, thou tyrant*,
And leave mecu my forrow*. Ills like mine 
Would draw lemoric and reverence from the forage,
Who howls with nvdniulit wo'.vm amid thedelan- 
In queft of li'.irrid pix y. \\ hat then art thoa ? *
Whole brutal rage adds bittern#! s to woe,
And anguifh to the breaking heart t 

‘ Pi-pc. *Ti» well. .
* Yet have a care: my temper but 111 broo’
‘ Upbraiding now. Be wife, and timely 
‘ The mtnute of good Ton unv, that by mi:
* In v ite th ee  to bs Meil.

‘ E m . Talk’ft tb.->u ot«blif* ? • ,
‘ Thou bace of all my hcppincft ! Qtft 
‘ Caft back thy guilty eyes, suit vre.v rh<
1 Thy foul ilandschsug\i»iii»: view mvt
* Intuit, imprtlbnmii.t, <|ilhonour, ruin 
*t All, all thi* guilt U thin- —but timmrn 
‘ Thnft gv'dl whom thou haft proudly fv
* Will call thee to a drcadim KckoBuig.

* Prtx No.
‘ The gods and I are friends: fmr.y crtr:
* With the i be ft favjur. C.•, me, be theu too mice,
* And iu i ta e  ibe great tiam ple.ft; iLec.

• E ur.
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* Ei^(. Thou vain and blind in foul! The lightroti*
* O ft, in their anger, cl>>:ith the worft ot men (.g°d*»
* With all the pride of fond prlpcrity, .
I  To make hit tail more terrible.’

Proc. ‘ Con tu lion !’
Still wayward and perrerfe '.—Off then thi* tamenefi, 
Thefe luppla, tatvning artt. By ail th’ tmpaticncu 
That goads my foul, I will net Matter more.
Know thou art in my pdwer, and— —

£»r. Tyrant, no.
I fcom thv bafe, unmanly threats—Ah, Heaven I 
Djft thou look calmly on ?—-Bat be it fo.
This friendly d.tgger feu me free.

[ JtUmttinp ftfiitb brrfttf.
"Proc. H a! what,

What meant thy frantic paflion t Thit is wildneft,
T h ’extravagance of femalewilfulnefrt 
I t  mud not be ; you lhall be gently.(arc’d 
To live, and to be hap y. ,

Enter an O fittr.
Offi. Sir, forgive 

Thit rude intruhun. What I bring import*
Ysuf prelent ear. At now I walk’d the roend 
Of thi, wide fort, where t!* fteop-veindiog path 
Endt at the northern gate, 1 Ipy’d a ft ranger,
Who fought to lieconceal'd. Forthwith 1 rout’d 
The n< areft fcatch ; and, ere he wat atvare,
S'lfrtiunded him .it ooce. Hi* fuilen lilence.
Ana rraiidi oft rais’d toAcsvrn with earned aft ion, 
Convince nie he is of no common note.

J'.ur. M >• f >uj! wh*it d.lit tho* hear i [_Afidi\
Vref. ’ i - well. J th.nA theeP

Halle, fe- cj^tt brought before ui.
Enter IVriatider guarded, 

j  'ur. Oh, ye power*! _ f AJidr.
Per. Ha ! puiion to my eyes ! \A fidt. •
/V** I It new him not. .

H it dref* it poor, and fpeakt him of the vulgar.
He feenis to labour with fome ftormy thought,
That deeply fliakti his frame. What art thou? fay,
Why at un i hour of fifcnee ling’riog here?

C. li* !
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Ha fpeak, refulvc me; or the rack (hall tear I
CoHftlfie-n (rain thy pang!. ,•

Prr. l'ate, tjiou hall caught me ! #
But all is equal now. [JJUem
[ To bin.} 1 hen fee before thre
The mac ou earth whom thou haft injur’d moft. 9
I f  guilt can know remorfe, what mult thou fed
At.light of I’ef aider ?

P-ec. 1’eriander !
J'.ur. Now, now, we both are rtl:n*J.
Pr.'c. Heaven, I thank ihvc.

I form'd but one I’upremc. one crow ning wiYh,
And thou haft heaid it! i bis is more than triumph !

E u r. Oh, my lov’d LorJ——
Ptr. Thou canft nom ire betray me.

For thee, my foul ftill imfulidu’d and tree,
D.fdains to parle with thine.

Prec. Yet thuu an fallen 
Beneath mv wrath, the vall()l of my nod,
To lie chal'tis’d for mirth —Guardi, drag him lienee, "
And plunge him in the dungeon's depth.

Eur. 0 />, bt.ru'm !
Per. Away,

Unkingly boafler. Can profprrity 
Debafe thee to the cowaidiie ot infult ?
Thy brutal manners well revenge me on thre:
They ftew thee as thou art— ‘ My nobleM^^
‘ Tl>’ immortal mind, thy madneft cannot;
‘ Thy whip* and racks can there in’prefs fe  
As fur this weary carcafs in thy power, %
It is beneath my care. Lea<! i(t m}- dungt 
Chain*,'fcourge*, tortuve, all shat nyture •
Or le.irs abhorrent, cannot (hock my jjiou ^
Like thy loath’d tight, and that vile worn} 

e
• Eur. My LorJ, my hu(band, ftay—« 

hear me —  ,
Shsme! rage! dillraiftion ! ■ ■■■Cruel ty r . .
I'll follow him to death.

P rtc. No. By the joy* A
That fvvell mv foanug thought, you fluif n»t pe me,

i  . Ke- ^
J  9
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Revengtfand lore combiuc to crown thi* night 
\Vith-*natchI*Ts bli's.

F.ur. Inhuman! haft thou eves f 
.Haft thou a heart ’ •ttclc jnnot all thi* wreck 
O f ruin’d majefty, ruin’d by tlti-e,
Move 4ne relenting thought, and »nVe thy pity?
He fet-1* not what 1 fav: n.pe;\ted crime*
Have fivag’d htJTemort'elefs foul.—Hear then,
Almighty Ja te !  behold, and judge the cuule 
O f Periamler1 number til hi* v\ronj;»
In plagues, in horrort ——

Prtc. Ha ! Hv bell, thi* ravng 
But winp hi* fat#. t>incr thy folk! fully wed* the#
To ruin with thi* rival, know lie di?>;
Thi* very night he d.e*. I'bm >gh him I mean 
To vtouad thy heart indeed. Thou (halt beheld hint 
When the rack, tfretche* ftrong hi* rending joint*, 
Burlltall hit viir.i, »cd hunt* the dying foul 
Through every limb. Thrij, whenconvulfue agony 
Grin* hxirou* i-n hi* face, mangl'd and Herding,
In the laft throe* ot death, thou (halt beheld him.

F.ur. Iti* not to be borne! My life dies in me 
At^he deftroving thought— Ah, rtay thee, Ptocle* —
A Hill me, pitying He»v-e%!—bee then, behold me 
Thu* proftuie at thy Jett. If yet thou haft not 
Ktn >unc’d all m»nhi.od, t> cling, at d rewoifc,
* Spate y *  h * b i t ; fate onlvthat; all eiic,
A. ( j .* crown, hi* throne be tbiuc.

‘ Free. O tf1 let aie go :
**Thv word* are loft in air.

* P.rr. Nay, he*  'We, Proc^c*.
4 A* i* thji hope î . Hasten’* ttrgiiing goodncf*,
* Sliut^ok.thy he ir; againft the cry ol tniusry.'
E ritlh  u* any’' i t tiuhcr ; drive u» out
*  i* flume. wart, beggary, to ̂  very woe
That molt Vnb,iter* hfc I yet will blcfs tbee, .
Forget my crying wrot:g*. a: ^ o u a  thee merciful.

PrcClcm/Ur, fitffau jitg .
Thrt woman fool* my wgc—but u>tefo:»e.
No— ye* ; it dial! be fo. Rife tUcn, an J learn 
'I hv triumph o’er n(y foul. Ye», he flail live,
This Periaudcr whom I deadly bate.

C a Nay
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Nay more, he flufi be free. Leonida*, )
With fuchfnfe conduft as thyfelf flialt name,
Attends him to our kingdom's iar<heft limit.
Tliis,*in the fijfht of Jove the fupreme lord, ,
I fwear to do; fo thou at laft content 
To meet ray love—Ha ! what! and doft thou frafv 
Weigh well what I propofe ; tor on my foul,
His life or death awaits thy next refoKe,

[ Exeunt Procle* and Medon. 
F.ur. ThenV .llmcfirft— He’s gone ! and now, ye god*, 

Is there among the wretched one lo loft,
So curd as I ? Oh, fctne of matchlefs woe»!
Oh, Pcriander ! wert thou fav’u for th;»?
Ye holy power* in heaven, to whom belongs 
The faieof virtue, and trdref* of wrong*,
A (Tift, infpire me how to fare his life ;
Or to ih ’ unhappy huib.md join the wife. [Exeuxt.

E sn  o f  t h e  S e c o n d  A c t .

<

A C T  m.
Eurydice and Melilla.

M e l i s i V

T
HIS ehrarlefs morning riles (low and fad.
The frowning heaven* art black wuh ftor*ajr cloud* ; 

And, o’er the d a  p, a hovering night of fog*
Lies d,.rk and motionUTt. > '  "

Eur. That mournful face 
O f  Nature in lei* gluomy than m£ foul:
AH theie is daikneis and Ai., me !
Wa* ever night, Melilla,*like the laft f  ' ^ '  j
A night of many tei tors, many deaths! ■
How  has m y foul our-livM i( ? But, great ;*-cU !
Can mortal llrength, can itaman virtue bear 
What Pcriander feel- ? In oinrrtiyN courfe, *
Wreck’d, made* captive, ?\ink into a dnngeon,
T o  die < r live as hit curd fee decrec*!
Diftrafkicn’r in the thought. And ivhat can I *
To fave his facrtd life?
H a! if it Heaven l i f te r  a faufe,
Thjtt dan* thl* fuddcn light icto'rtiy foul?

it E U R Y D I C E.



This sHApfe of dawning hope ?—It fliall be tryM.
Yes, yes, ye p< tvers! my life and lame (Stall both 
be ofter’d i>p to f.»vc his dearer life. *

* Mel. Alas, what mean you, .Malim }
JE*r-Mcaa, McliiCi!

T o  do " noblf jiriHce on myfelf;
A deed for which, yi nation i yet unborn,
Chafte wives anil matrons flu!! renown my name.
I ’ve wrong'd my .mfoand greatly, and I mean 
Ample atonement of my guilty wtaiuufiu 
Go then. Melifla 

Mel. Whither mull I go ?
I tremble at your words.

E * '• Yet it (Iwrk* here.
This fatal purpofe. C m I leave behind me 
A doubtful name, infulied, ivounJrd, turn 
By cruel calumny ? I can ; I <!are 
‘ Throw off the wom.in, and 1>« d- .f to all 

, * Thofe nicer female fear* tfttt call fo load,
‘ Importunate, anil urging nu  to live
• Till I may clear my truth from «l! Hirtrife,’
Gorfhen, and in my iuiik—’’I ii wt-ie than death 
To utter it—but go, inform thetarauu;
So,Pefianderlives, and is ftt tree,

* X-yield me to his wijh.
M il. Foj£ud it, Heaven I
F.ur. Tfcoti faithful, virtuouimaid! Know then, my !ail, 

i  refulve. By this I mean to a in life
f  Hit brutal hope*, and f ive me from hit violence,

Till Ft st.it det is bevonc^bis reagb.
* Then, ii I t- (Hflaar{*flig%l>I» in^>iod» purpofir,

A da»;rri^PU me tr5f • Thit arm at latl 
Shall 'lo iTK^rigWuu him, myletf, or bo:h..
0 Enter Lcunidas.

F.ur. Lewiidas ! •
Lem. Ah, Madam!,
Ear. Dsre 1 ;fH *

'Where Periander i t A h .  where indeed?
Gbaiu’d»in a donee >n’*ai*!efi depth, amid
Foul uamps, and loaeC mejdarlneft! Ob, that thought
Dtawsblod from my to r^heart..

* Juilke divttfe!
C J ,  •  In

✓  \
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In thy grrat day of vifirarion, mark
This man of blood. Oh, lt t  him feel the hand <
He dares to disbelieve. To all hii counfels
Stud lorth, in thy juft wrath, that fatal fpirit
O f error and illufion, that foreruns
The fall of guilty kings. •
Ere morning dawn,
Soft to the difmal dungeon’s mouth M ole,
Wh»re, by the glimmerings of a dying lamp,
] faw my great unhappy mailer laid 
On the cold earth along——

Eur. Oh, hide the fad,
The fatal image from me. ‘ The dire thought
* Will run me into madnefs.

* Lena. Yet even there,
‘ Where pale difmav, the piifoner’s dreir afTociate
* Sits ever fad and iletplrff, he could reft.
‘ Superior to the cruel fate that crulh’d him,
* He flept as deep as indolence on down.
* Thefe eyesb iheld ii; and I would not break
* H u  wilh’d repofe, but fix’d in Went wonder,
* Stood weeping o’er the fight.’

* E ur.’ Ah, me! my lile
Flows out at every word— —W hat’s to be done ?

Leon. Madam, I fet my all at (lake for him.
Old as I am, and broken with the load 
Of threefcore years, what is a life like ti lin g . 
Hut as it may be ufeful to my tnafter f  
Already the fad people know his fate:
And I, by faithful hands, will try to rouze 
Their pity firfl, and neit their tage. No hour, 
No moment (hall be loff. * .

Eur. Thou good old man ! .
What words canfpcak thy worth ? Fairioyalty 
Aud faith inviolate, whW*i feem’d quite loftr

■ Among mankind, live in thy virtuous bofom.
Le-n. No more of thv, niy Queen. Might 1 

This haughty tyrant, in fame guilty hour 
O f infold)ce and riot, w hen his pride 
Flumes all her vaiaeft wilhes, hurl’d at once 
T o  ruin untorefeen ; my labour* then,
My feivices, were greatly over-paid.
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Fur.' Heaven kear thy pious wilh. I too the while. 
To T*ve my lxulband’s life, have been contriving —  

Leon. Madam, the tyrant—I will finJ'another
• More favourable moment. [E xnn t Jiur. and Mel,

Enter I’rocle* eud  Medon.
P rof. Hold thvfelf 

Prepar’d, Leonidas: I mull employ thee 
In an affair of weight. [Leooidat wiiidr0un,
Methinkt I droop
With more than wonted heavineft of heart.
But I will ftiake it off, and to the wind*
Give every thought of care. T i t  only fondnefi*
And fancy fiok with hope. Eurydice 
Benda to my wifliet: and, in her, I hope 
That heaven imagin’d that foie blilV, which yet 
My fearch could never meet.

Med. It muvCt my wonder 
T o  fee your love thu» wedded to one Hofom •
While all around bright crowds of rival beautie*
Praclife each art of charming, look, and talk,
And lire tor you alone.

%roc. Ala*, my friend !
Poor it Ihe triumph over heart* like thefe:
Thj*4iour they pleafe u«.*and the neat they pall.

^JlGt to fubdue the pr dc that fcorni to yield;
T o  fill th‘ unwitlinz bread with light and longingt.
With all#ne foft ditlraftion of loud love,
Ekjm while it llnret .ii;awtl th’ invading tiAot,
And wonden at the cnange ; that, that it conqueft!
The plume of plcafurej and (xpm her alone 
A glory to be won. • ,  ,

Med. W-cll, may* you nod 
In tbit proad tair-me that enchants you thut,
Whate’er ‘magination’s foudeft eye 

» BfhWWs in fcipturout riii.m, oi^ouofr lore 
In all hit wantonneftof power can give.
But yet, forgive your fervant’»*torvrard zeal,

* Mean you to keep the pnxuife you have made her ?
Pro.ml do.
Med. How, Sir ! .j hat let her hulbaod free f  
Prte. 1 mean no left.
Mid. Your pardo*, Sir*; ’tuwell.
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But have you calmly weigh’d, in reafon’s fc*l<%
The certain confequence ? ret free your rival! *
A foul made furious with his mighty wrongs;
Boiling with hate, rage, jealoufy, revenge; '
With the full-pather’d (torm of deadly patlions! .
The gods forbid it, S ir-------Apd all to dry
A froward woman’s tears! ,

Ptoc. No, no, my friend ;
Nor liberty nor life (hall long be h is :
I never meant him cither; but my faith 
Is pafs’d to &t him free. By that alor.e 
The haughty Queen was overcome ; and I 
Will keep th’ illufive promlfe to her ear,
Bat break it to her hope.

Med. As how, my Lord ?
Proc. Such inbred enmity my foul bears his 

As Nature does to ruin, to the grave,
Where the whole man del'tends to rife no more.
Hear then what I intend. "Thou know’ll the fort reft, 
That guards our frontier on the Theban fide.
That way our foe muft pafs ; but thou (halt firft 
Port thither on the fpuf with wi ry fpeed : r
And with a chofen band, drawn ironi the fort.
Way-lay him on the farther hfil, clofe couch’d ' * -jl 
In the deep covert of thofe pendant woods,
That ftiade the path below. v

Med. Conclude it done.
Sleep lhall not know my eyes, till hi* areclot’d *~
In  evcrlalling night. As to his pnfon 
1 waited him, he call’d irye mir.iog, Have,
A traitor’s pjr.ifite, the fc^fe-fu^'M muiirter 
O f his loofe pleafure*; and I will repay him,>.
For each opprobrious name, a mortal flab.
Yes, he (hall leel his fate. Infult and taunt,
Embittering every Mow, ilull mock his pangi,
And give him ft venfold death.

Prcc. So, now to try 1 
This Periandor thoroughly. Go, Medon,
Command him hither. [ E xit Medea.
No, I cannot bear
His lift night's haughty look and nntam’d fpirit.
Ii baiHcs my revenge, and. I  Kill niifs
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My not»1$ft trium ph; for I mennt to bend him 
T o  ba|f d ejection, :iud to feall my fcorn 
With his pale cheek and (implicating eye ..

tut I will hunt this pride through each recofs, 
ach clofer folding of the foul, till i 

Hure fu^k him to my with.— Thou, jealouiy !
Almighty tyrant of the human mind,
Who canft at will onfcttie the calm brain,
O ’erturn the feated h-.'trt, aad fhale the man 
Through all his frame with temped .iml dilha/lion j 
Rifeto my piefeut aid; t.iil u| by uowon.
Thy furiowt tean, thy blafl* ot drodltil pillion.
Thy m hip*, tnake*, mortal fling*, tby hoft of horror* j 
Ruufe thy whole war *g»inft him, and complete 
My purpos'd vengeance.—But be come* to ptort i«.

Enter I’nuiider, Medon, tuui G w d t.
[M va x (•/>?.] 1 haie to tall, writh thee. Thy life, thou 
Depend, upon my will —— [know’ll,

Per, And therefore 1 #
Am weary o t  the to*4 . But let the god*,
Who thus difpentt: our fine*, account tor them.
And rind’cate their julhcc.

Pftc. Be more calm.
T h& yi'ie  mind meet* ever^hance of fortune, 
u J I m d and krene. I, though thy foe,

T e rh a f,i may mean tjiee good.
P er. Sujj^good the ttger,

Mtwtgy lor death aad UaugbtM, mean* his prey.
Uut kii.r.v, my foul re.-flics nith equal fcoru 
Thy hate :111a hollow love. I am not talk 11 
By thy Pipe ior lWord^or*nobkr Heed;
It ..1 the ui.It of iiife ! * *

P>ec. Cai!#wc it to. •
At leaft 'tin weil thou mud of force acknowledge 
yift-.cr.wti, i|.y liberty, thy lik-amd death,
Hang 00 my nod. 1 Cud difpofe o f all 
A* like* me heft. .
. / ' . ! u boaft of that ?

But thou jnri.lt tii vt r know how poor a purchafe 
h  power ami empire gain'd for virtue loft,

P rn . Aqtl y a ,  nietb*tnk», J read the difference plain 
In tlce and me. Thy, virtue and thefe bond*

1 m I  weigh
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I  weigh in equal fcale againft the crown
And fceptrcof fair Corinth: and while thefe, »• 
The glorious aim of each great heart that dares 
Beyond the narrow fphere of earth-born fpiriu ;
While thefe are mice, I envy not ihy tribe,
A found, an empty name. ♦

Per. It joya my foul 
T o  find the man, who bears me mortal hate,
At war too with the gods. ’ l'is great revenge 
Had not vain fortune made thee blind, the thought 
Would change thy purple to the mourner’s fack-cloth. 
What are thy glorious ads ?•—Thnu haft undone 
A woman, weak and wortlilefs.—Yes, ye powers !
This hero, this fair warrior, well deserv’d 
T o  fill my vacant t he won it nobly !
Diflembling, perjurv, the coward'* arms------
With thefe he fought his virtuous way »o empire. 
Thou feell I know thee.

‘ Proc. Doll ilui-j pre oh to me
• The pedtnt itvtsims of «l,ofc fons-of earth,
• Whom the grols vulgar fondly title wife ?
‘ Sl.ives, who to IhaJes and loliwde condemn'd,
• Pine therewith all-ftumn'd penury and fcorn. *
‘ A monaich is alxive them, *nd tikes counfvl v  i„
‘ O f his unbounded will, andtvgh invhitioti,
• That counts the woild hit Ou«. I (wer h-ld thee
• My f>e, mv deadly bane; and SJiintl fuVk.'
• Force, fraud, all art*, are lawful, lh a v e u 'm  „  > 
4 And mean to wear thy crown. * Thott mwf’it the w
4 Seek foTie vile cell out, and ^row |xxirly ci’d 
4 Amid the talking tritfc o f moriVtU.

4 Per. Through thft f»Ue lace of. arrogant*, I read 
‘ Thy heart of real terror and dumay.
4 Hence aH thefe couard-bonlls. ’1 he truly brave, '
4 Invincible to pride aid fortune's flattery,

* 4 Know neither fear nor intuit.—But I would not,
• As thou furmifert, dream out ufclefs Ii**
4 la  Uoth’s unaftive couch. Na_y, I couiJ tell thee,
4 That though I (hunthy (hameful ways of cooqjcft 
4 Still heaven-born gloiy, won bv virtuous deeds,
4 Has been my fair purluit; ftill would I  feck her



* la  toil* of war, and in the nobler field
* Of.jpftiee, peace, and mercy.’

P> p c. My foul long*
To prove thy higheft daring, and to meet thee 
Amid the din and peril of the battle.
T hy like re in thy hand: thou art no longer 
Our pnloner. This momcor fet* thee free.

Per. How !—but«thou dar’rt not—Could I find thee 
In open day, and honourable arms, [there,
Oppofing war to war, at monarch* (hm'U,
I would forgive thee all, my crown iifurp'J,
Thefe (lave-like bonds—Bui that fair hope i* rain.
T he fe»ri that haunt thy foul——

Proc. Strike off hit letitri. [ 7* Medon,
Haile, find Leonida*. B d him prepare 
To guard the prifoner to our kingdom’t frontier.
There he (hall leave him free to chufe w hat courfe 
Hi» fancv mrift aflbot.

Per. What roeun* all thil ?
Pare* guilt then be fo brave ?*and doft ihou free 
The man whom aft of thine ftiall never wm 
To owe thee aught but deep and deadly hate f 

J*r»r. Go, fee try orden iafhntly perform'd.
.  [ Medoa aid  Guardi retire,

J p 'f i r .  And i* it fcv—I (hudder with my tear I. [AJim ,  
-get Say, teli me firft to what it Pcriander#

* IndebieiMor thit freedom l ‘ ,
Prac. tv d l it may

Surpiize thy hope : ’twa* what I never meant thee.
But th >t fond woman who enftave* my foul 
To all her Willie*, aiyl ftill pity* thee,
With idle blandilhment* eatorted*ftom me 
A folemn vow to fet*thee free. ,

P e r .  CorfVution !
prac. Thus I, againft my belter mind, releafe 

Mv mortal ftirmy. But let it fpeak
The ^•.Mtt.eft of my love ; and whatdull hufbard, 
M'lTrough all recorded lime, e’er*gavc fuch proot 

’Ol matchlefs+.mdr.el* ?
Per. Viagues! perdition ! he’l !

Damn’d, damn’d adulireft !--•Villain, flave, ’tit falfe i 
Thou ht’S -----What thccj Oh, cuifc------
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Per. Hive I  then liv’d to thi* ? to thi* confufion ?
My foe, the man on earth my foul inoft loath*,
Rcjoice* over me ; and (he—-even (he
Hath join’d hi* triumph -Off, away, begone,
Love, manhood, reafon------Come, ye lifter-furies,
Daught<!r* of hate and hell ! arife, inflame . ?
My mur.Herou* purpofe ; p o u f  into my veins
Your gall, your fcorpion-tellncfs, ypur keen horror*
That it ng to madnels; till my burning vengeance
Hath her full draught of blood---------

[Walking with a dijturbed metisn.
But how ! where am I ?
Oh, this poor brain ! ten thnufand dupes of fury 
Are whirling there, and reafon is no more.
Him I him ! a ca tif black with every vice !
Debafe herfelf to him 1—the thought i* hell!
Well, well------and I, how have 1 doatcd on her
Whole year* of tbndnefi! cherifh’d, pleas'd, adorn’d her
With all that love can give-Yet (lie ha* done thi* !
Conlulion on my folly——H a ! die come*.
Down, down, tempeftuous foul: let me be dumb,
And hide thi* (hameUilconfli# that unmans m u  A M  

Euttr Eurydice. >ig •
F.ur. He mud not know mj^fectet fatal pu ‘v fr, 1 

Thai I am fix’d to die ; left his great foul ,
Refufe a life fo dearly fav’d ----- And now,
All p.iwer* that pity human kind, ftfliii me 
In this important hour!
Oh, 1‘crtander ■ ■ -  ,
And .* it thui we meet again !

Per. Ha ! fee, ,
She comes prepar’d. Rv hell, (lie weep* a 
My ra^e will leap all l>ou,nd*.

F.ur, My Lord, my love,
I  know vou look on me at on the caufe, *
The fatal caul'eof all youV ill* ; too true: ’
That guilt is mine—Oh, would to heaven, thi* head 
Had frcn  laid low in eartfi ere that fad hour ! *
Why did 1 (hr:nk at ruin ? Why not bear 
All pang*, all horrors of beGrging famine ? *
Alas! my lovt-— Bit your fall'c taitfclef* fabje£h,
T o  w hat have they i educ’d u» ?.

Per,



Pt*. N o ; not they :
Betrayfr! thou alone haft mlde me wrrrclwd.
Oh, death to a king’* honour! thou Iwtl firtifc me 
>nto a proverb of reproach; auoril

low contempt, for i ibhald fcom to mock it .  • 
J<E*R JuQ gods! whit means my Lord ?
‘ Per. 5 leau !—JjII thuuaf* i 
4 E tr .  I leaven! ha 8 the traitor then- — .....
* Per. Ha ! does that caul thee ?

* Pcrditiou !—Woman! Woiuan !— Yc», thy minion,
* The vile one, has repaid rhy broken oath
* With uril-match’d perjury : ha» loudly boafted
* To heaven, and earth, and me, that thou art—Hell!
* The hated word would choak me 1’ •

Ear. Oh, dire error ! [ Afi.it.
My Lord, my only lore, by holy faith (,/.>
1 never »ai Jiiloyal. Rajjs and penury,
Difeafc and death, tbock not my apprchenfioa 
Like that detertcd crime — k dart- no more.
<ih. fly. my lo re» h*fte frou» this fatal place.
And leave we to my fate. Oh, lave your kite,
W h V? } f t ’xu in your power.

Ptr. My life ! Aw-y.
An- .ill thou vilely barter'll for that life
~~..y truth, and my fair fame ? By yoo bled heaven,

! I coaid have borne all woo that wretchednef*
|  Groan* ur -.er j ace, aJHidton, pining »OKuiih:
* A .d Ixime them fike a man. J could have fnnl'd 

At fortune’* keeneil rancor— But to know 
‘ Myfelf ceceir’d in thee! , there, j Ikic I link.!

The Hi ihnod, reafoft d><̂  #
Eur. Oh, yejufl (Xmeri! t<

Were ever w#e* like mine ? What are the whip*,
R^ck, engines. all that murderous cruelty 
Hath yet conrir 'd—What are tl#y all to thu i 
Thiwnianiy that kill* the foul ilfclf ?
Yet I will bear'even thi». *
Then Here, by weeping, bleeding lore I beg you,
W :h  ft ream mg eye*, bade from tl)ii fatal place.
The tyrant may recall hit word ; sod then-----
1 cannot utter more.

P tr. And Uwu caaJkweed !
D .  .  Thou
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Thou crocodile ! Thefe falfe, thefe lying tear* ‘ 
Are daggers here. I go—but dot) thou hope 
Thy mein diflimulation hides thee from me ? 
Thou haft dilhonour d, ruin’d me ; and now

How have I merited thefe wrongs of^thee ?
W hat was my crime ? Can all-bcftowing love 
Do more than mine for thee?—When I call back 
The days that are no more—Thou wen my all 
Oi hnppinefs ; my foul ne’er knew a joy 
That wai not thine j my doating fondnefs lull’d 
Its hopes, its fears, its wilhes, in thy bofom.
0  heaven and earth '.—and yet— Eurydice—
Thou could’ll forfake me ! [ffetpi.

P.ur. Oh, this is too much !
Heaven knows, I would have dy’d to fave thy life :
Hut we wiil perilh both, both die together.
Thy tears ditlraft me. 1 will tell thee all.

Per, Curfe on this weaknefs ! 1 could tear ’ « ftVci
1 rein forth their orbs— Thou esquifitc de
) lencc, left this arm fhould do a deed of ftiaiti. s ,

F.ur. Oh, but one moment I 
l  or mercy’1 fake, allow mconefliort momen 

Per. No ; in the light of all-beholding Jo 
I lere I renounce thee. What a (lave to folly 
T o  thy cur.’d arts has Periander liv’d !

F.ur. Oh, cruel, cruel! haft thou caft me 
F or ever from thy heart i By a^ our loves,
Bv the dear pledge of pur unowned flames,
Grant me one moment.*, •
Here will I hang, grow to thy knee*—Yes,' ,
Drag this bare bleeding bofom on the ground;
Yes, ufc me as the viieil nave— but heir me.

Per, Away, away. *
Fur. Then ftrike me dead at once.

Look here, try  love ; I fhrink not from th i blow. * 
Per. That were poor vengeance. No, 1 meditate 

A nobler factifice . \_Aieun e f  Trumfeti.
Ha ! what’s this i  [Alarm a^atn.

My figHt js hateful to thee, 
But fay, tell me, [Rfturnitsf.

And flain me with thy blood. 
P ur. O h .  h u f  nntf m n m c n t  !
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T h ’ a^arm is urgent, big with war snd dicad.
I *m thefport of fortune. .

Enter Melifla. * •
* Mch Oh, my Lord, ,
^oiue wpnderous birth of- fare is furc difclofing !

‘ PfKletValls out to arm*; his guards (Warm round him,
IRsftr in cach fiq>, and tear in every e\e.
Thi* way too Medon fpeeds, and in hi* train 
A gloomy band ot foUiiers.

Per. Let him coine.
Eeath ha* no terrors, when to hr? is fl ame.

E nter Medan at thr brad * f one party, 'M v Lurry Qfrtn
t>Jf t i t  Start , Leonidas at tie beatt» / a**‘l>trt >"•
wove the Ki«a.

Med. Be quick, fecure the Qyeen.
E u r .  What rnean’ft thou, ruffian ?

Mull we then part ?—Farewel, my Lord, for ever.
Per, Thou too, Leonidas!?---- l#*jr, then------

[ E x iiif all but Leor.iJ. t.
h e n .  O , J o v e !

Ft' *.d and fupreme, whofe nodcontioul*
The tare of empire*, whofe%lmii;hty hand 
Su< *i» >he weak, and wife* virtue tallen, 

r "I'.<Jw to this rova! fuHcrer deal thy mercy (
Aid his jutt trim, and teach mankind 10 know,
Tby lovr.oig# julhce fway* the world below. J_

l l s f e  E n d  o f the T m i b u  A c t .

. A* C T  Jv.
*Enter Eurydice and Mcilfr.

• *  •  j  *!> ■« YDt(f.

W
Hat may jf fit mean i The gloomy hand of ruffian*, 

That ix»c me hence, vamfti'd 1 know not how. 
And hark no^iur.d, no breath ot human voice;

But all arAund the depth ot foHtude !
A dumb and deathlike flillnef* ! My foul tremble*;
And appreheufion people* tly: lone void,
V\ nil tear* ot horrid fofm— But what ran fate ?

D. 2 • What



What can the wrath of all the godb inflict, .
Beyond what J  have known ?

„'///. My gracious mirtrefs, •
This awful moment is perhaps the crifis 
Or all your future life. Your guards fled fudden. f ’ 
Aud late the neighbouring cuurts were loud wiihrtun?ftlt, ' 
Which dy’daivay in flow and fuller^murmura.
Some turn of fate ii near. Leonidas 
In hade bore hcnce the King, doubtlefs to fave him 
From hi« dire foe; or at the people’* head 
Once more to plice their fovercigti, and rcftore 
You to your former ftate. 
r Kur. All otherwil'e

tfly thoughts forebode. There is one deadly ill,
Which, Oh, too fure. no time, r.o chance can heal!
And at the dawn of day, juft as thefe lid*
Re u&ant clos'd to rell, Arpafia’s (bade.
My much-lov’d mother, flood confeli’d before me,
Pale as the (hroud that wounfl her clay-c id limbs;
Her eyes fix'd on me, ftill and motionlefs,
Streaming unreal teats. She groan’d, and th tke, 
la low lad murmurs, bade me to her tomb.
To meet her there—Andtherf, In death alor.i(
In tlic da'lt grave, can poor Eurydice 
Expert repofe.

ft LI. Oh, no ! juft Heaven, I hope,
That fees your innoccnce, has yet in ftore j 
Much blilV, and many days ot peace for vou. h |

Kur. I know his heart isquitceftrang'd, ujTOR1:,
For ever (hut ag linft the voice of love. . S k !1'!'
And can my heart furvtre it ?.Shafi 1 live , *
With public infamy ? A. theme ot fcorn 1 
T o  *11 licentious tongues ? Oh, in that thought.
Death’s keeneft'dan has flabbM my foul already !
And what comes alter is not won”?. tttjr 'W .

Mcl. H*! Madam, ilv* way cail your , ve«, and Tee 
What (warms of men j thefe flying, thoft purfuing.

Kur. Now, Lord of battles! join thy p' wcrful arm {
Allcrt the caufe of ri^hteoufaefs---- But ha. k ! '
The thunder of their (houw prowi near and loud.
Thit way the combat turns. By mJ  hopes,
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T he ty rant’* party flirt! Look, look, Melifla,
Their btok.cn numbers to the ton refs liend.

Mr!. And now with eager Ipced they climb th*afcent .  
That feads to us.

Afc'jf- Put who is he, Melilla,
T I *  lik.% the God of War, foremoft yonder f
SeJhi* fwonl l ig h te n e d  the foe fly fcattemig 
From his tempeftuous arm !—Ha !—yes—Oh, Heaven I 
'T i i  he, ’tis he himfelt, ’tit Pcritnder J 
Oh, miracle!— —He looks asain a monarch. 
Dreadfully glorious. Throw, all yc Powers, your (liicltl 
Of providence before hire; think on all 
Hiscaufelefs wrongs, and doUiiu jul'nce now.

Air I. Ah ! Procles comes. *
F.nttr Procles, follnxiti h  a forty » / bit Guardu 

Prtc. .Confufion ! til it loit.
That traitor has undone me j and thofe Oaves,
The falfe Corinthians, in t  moment’* flight,
Threw all their gates wide op«*> to the foe.
Of hope abandon’d, and she gods aeainll me.
What now remains ?—The Queen' By Heaven, Yi» well!
Thcit«balfted triumph is not yet complew--------
She's mine, flic’s mine, and 1 am conqueror ftill! —  
Y c  iK-ar tbit woman thro the pottern g^/c.

[ 7 *  o»r p a r ty .  

Down to thc,foi;tl.cm fliore. I far! this moment 
For Kp>d~ jtiic— Vou, the while, make head [T aa ttlitr. 
A gait.u the near purfuit% * and bar its pmgrefs,
* fill file's fecuid. This is my Uft gieat Uake ;
* Of de uer price than vkv>r'}**’ A»ay*

1 . No, tyrant ■, iV ill*  c firlw Otf, bafe llavcs. 
Dare vc, dare carjb-tfcm jgctfantJioLie,
With your ru*lc touch, the Hwjcuy of kings? 

H eaven———
* Prtc, Beqsuck,;-. ' .en to *cr raving.

•  • h . ite r  M e d iu f.
Mf<i. Undor.w undone! ihc pdicrn gate it fei/.’J.

71wt curs’d Ltrfi da----------
Piei. Ha ! / a y’A thou, Medon ?
Mtd. B-. lieU, our n x f  funowui us on cach bend :

W  e’re taken iu the toil.
P nu. Unequal Powers! *

D 3 .  And
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And have you then deceiv'd me f Rais’d me high .
With traiterous kindnefs, but to plunge me dee.per'1 
In howling defperation ? * Doe* the man,
‘ Whom late my foot could Ipurn, behold my fall f  ' 
‘ Aud (Till I thus ; my great ambition d ilh’d ;
*• My love unlatisfy’d ? Shsll.hc-yet revel (i
*■ In her fond arms, and hear her cur£ my name ?
* N o ; Ipite of Heaven, my ruin Hull be glorious,.
1 A pomp of horrors. 1 will make this day
1 For ever mournful to his aking heart.
‘ Ye*, he fliall weep in blood amid the rtiouts
* -Of viftory.’ One blow deftroys hit triumph,.
And levitlt him. at once to my deftru&ion.

* { He drawl a dagger.
Eur. Strike, tyrant, and complete thy nionltrous crimes. 

See, thou pale coward; lee, a woman braves 
T hy  guilty dagger..

Free. 4 Ha ! what's this I  feel I  
*■ A fhivering dew of horror Ikveats all o’er me !’
Some Power invifible arrells my arm !
4 It is Heaven’s lecret hand.’ —But fliall I loif 
This only moment) N o; be flrong, my heart •
Be lliut jgainll all human thoughts, and fcorn ■
Thefe '.tailings of thy hofttle god*— ’ Tis doiu

Ei/rr Polydore, Leonidas, and Soldiers* Poly 'V
l’rocles back w ith bis I.a.nce, * ' 'S j

i ■" , -
Pol. N«, traitor! murderer! nc :̂ Heaven it 

Than to permit a life lb much its care 
To fail by thy »ile hand, Secure the tyrant. ,

n  e  '  \ J t
My mother! '  •/

£ i -r. Oh, my fon I 4
Pci. Traolporting jo »
Ear. Oh, ccltacy 1 *"

And do 1 hold thee in .. * t< -  ♦
Thou darling of my !
Oh, thou h.il far’d u» i 'V

I'd . l'hit, this i» triumpi. ' S 4
And I can tjk  ol bounteous Heav..* '
Was ever joy fo lull ? 1 hit tecbk aru,,

0 »>

*
f
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Oh, priifc to think ! has far'd the facred lives 
From wham I drew my own.

Eur. And is this poflible ? •
*Whar (hall I f«y ?—But language nil is poor 
^L>i()Cik the tender yearnings ot my but.

* tTrol)fli«re ! -did ever parents know 
Slch tran/^orts us d* thine ? Did ever fon 
Deferve fo well ot parents >—Good Leonid.i»*
1 faw thee not before; indeed I could not,
My eyes, my foul were foclofe fix'd on him..
But fay, redouble this day’s blift, and lay,
Whence this amaaing change?

Lean. My royal mi it refs, .
The gods h ive done this. One half of the fleer,
As led by their peculiar hand, efcap’d 
Yefterday's ruinous ftorm, and witn the dawn 
Enter'd the port unfeen; their fecret landing 
Bf friended by the morn's wde horerirjg 
Intlanr, in form’d of his gredl farher’i foie,
Your I'cjydore, this gallant, royal youth,
Pour’d forth h s  eager troop*, and at cheir head,
Sw. : w as hea*enN durted fire, flew towards Corinth,
Which opca’d wide her art#* to take him in.

• {peak* the r ’ft.
Eur. O foveroign goodntfs,

Be thine tjfe praife ; this is thy wonj’roul worlt. '
The K :-g f how was h e f tu ^ ’

I .cm. Struck with h«
The tyranthid to pr*!j ~ . • ''Otrd
Hit ( a c r e ’ .  • prevail’d
(i’roclcs ftiil iho # •  to  : oholdhim^
A» our fate i-> ** •  -xefs
Defertour * a  ; jment faw him
free fro * ^  it in the fight------
Aca h  , i <'pr<W»im h;i triumph. •

wo.i^d not meet him here. 
AuryJice, Pi;!ydore, <WMtIi(Q. 

jSffArifton, AticuJautu 
iPrr. t  •« the**—Thou coward, G u ilt1—But 

hrt* ;i t thuK^ht— ’ [AJvancd trwtrdi ProC. 
At len . .
Thy hi’sjh-^lum'd prfte iica humbled in the dufl;

• And

i
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And awful Juftice comes, array’d in terror*, ' .
T o  make enquiry for the guilt that fwell* *
Thy black account. But I will check my heart,
Nor learn of thee to triumph o’er the fallen.
Bear himlo prifon. j

Proc. Yet, I will be free, , . (
And foon beyond thy power. Knowing the worft, I 
1 laugh at all to come.

Per. [To Med.] For thee, thou vile one,
Thou pandar to thy mailer's lulls, thou fycophant,
(The moft pernicious prefcnt angry Heaven 
Can make to princes w hom it means to blind.
And ruin beyond mercy) thy juft doom 
Is ihftant. Spurn this (lave into the ftreets.
The furious people, whom his earth-born pride 
Has trampled on, and numerous rapines beggar'd,
Will find th’ oppreflor out, and as they tear 
H it guilty limbs, think all their wrong* o’erpaid.

[Exeunt Procles and Medon guarded, 
Leonidas, my father and preferver,
Rife to my arms. By heaven, ‘ the joy that fit rtrfjl i*
‘ Upon thy brow, adds brightnefs to the morn 1* |  «
This wonderous revolution of my fate,
This change, that gives me bacC my crown and i 
Rejoices me yet lets, than that 1 owe 
T he gift 10 thee.

Lcou. Oh, facrcd Sir, forbear !
T he  tranfport to behold you thus again,
Is great reward. Now jour old mancan fay 
He has not liv’d in vain. Yetioupteous Power*,
Difmils me now in peacf tor Vfaav6 feen 
Mv mailer blefc'd! \  i .* „■

Per. No rceompeace ctn eq ril 
Such nntchlefs i;cxxinef«. Bus I will repay thee 
A way more pleaung to a<? ui like '
Bv running llill in debt to all thy ■"'ues.
Thou know'ft th’ unhappy', envy' ,ngs ;
How perilous the height fo near V
All round is precipice; and on -' j ,  •’ *
Fore moll in place and trull, »h ^
Power, patlion, pleafure, w a W »  ** !" - ’•*
Thy life has roll’d thro’ all th; 1 r



O f human dhance ; and years of hoary thought,
Cool Sni unpallionate, have taught thee wjfdom.
Be iti 11 my guide, and fave me irom the fnare* # 

'That, thus befet me j fave me from myfelf.
AjJifox. My heart can only anfwer to thisgoodn£f*

* BMile^t gratitude and joy •» But, Sir,
Flrgivc tnfc, it I fay ̂ another care 
Demands your prefent thought.

P tr. \Afick. J Fatal remembrance 1 
At once inflam’d my fmotber’d rage burns tip 
With fiercer blaze. He mutt not know the purport)
With which my bofcm labours------ Yes, my rr.eod,
Of that we’il talk anon ; but now I with
An hour of privacy.-------Arillon, lUr. [E xit Leon.
Thus far have I reprefs’d the ftorm wiihin me.
Fle d down its furious heaving* j but they now 
Shall have full flow. I am once more a king.
My foe is in my hand, and breathes this air 
But till I doom him dead ; y ft  is not he 
2>o cur»’d, fo ruin’d as hi* conqueror! •

Arift. What do I hear, my Lord f 
J*«r. Ab, good Ariiton,

The ho. tors of thy tale weje true ! She hai,
Sh .ia» te tr iy ’d me.

Arift. ‘-Since the Queen t» fallen,
There isnoiruft in woman——

P tr, Wor no hope 
For wretched l’eriandefr Not the grave 
Can hide me now from feonj; not length of d jyt 
Will ucjroutrhi*. Oh»ncvtr--iying (name !
Wotldi yet unfouml will Iwar it where’er 
The gviilw tale ••toW, my fate s ^ l  raifc 
Bafe mirth, flr baler pity.
9 Arift. Could the Qocea-.'

* Stoop to a tffjtt ; !e* ? Talfe, food fe* J m
Unfix’d by reaj#.!, ever wandering wild, , .
As fancy whirl! from roily on tertolly,

"From vanity w  vice. My gracious Lord, 
bhe i* befctJ'/ f'Lfr aneer. s Cart her out 
From all \ ;r foul, b4»Wurfelf again,
Rr(’i;ir:c tiat re ■!<'•, Sir ■ ■ — •

Ptr. Aivay ! Can *eafou
.  Arraft

• E U R Y D I C  E.  4



Arreft the whirlwind’* wing, or quench the forcft, . 
Struck by  the hand of Jove, when all its woods ® 
In one broad Conflagration blaze to heaven ?
’ Hs reafon makes me wretched; far it tells me 
How fhameful this mad conflict of my pillions t 
But doet that ftill their uptoar? Here, Arylon, f  
Works the wild ftorm that reafon c^no t calmt 
I mult, I will have cafe.

Arifi. You may j but, Oh,
The remedy is dreadful, and will give you 
Swoooiogs and mortal agonies! 1 tremble 
T o  mention it ; but fuch your foul’s d^ep malady, 
N o gentler cure can bring the health you want. 
H :r  death, my Lord—

Per. H a! death—My foul (brinks back 
From the dread image. How ! for erer iofe h e r! 
My queen, my wife !—Behold thofs eves no more, 
That were the light of mine ! no longer hear 
That voice, whole every fovnd was harmony 1 
O f power to Tooth tumultuous rage, and heal 
The wounded heart of an^uifli—Can it be !
Oh, mifery ! Why, why is this 1 

j r i j} .  Alas,
You love her ftill, my Lord, *%d know it not!

Per. Ye gods, why am 1 thus driven to aod.it 
By every blurt that blows ?—It is too true.
A traiterous foftnefs deals o’er ni) juft rage,
And melts me to the dotage of low oity.
Oh, thou mean heat ; Is (lie not nille ? Aud I, 
Shall 1 lit down wflfcifcttu.Ijftfaymr > Take 
Pollution to my 4h -  ~ |jlclv*oUi,
A tale for drunt \  i  itieyiunh
O f midnight Si W  *  *ount •
Their M.uiiV^O ’- , • 1 (be die*
I  tear her liom n «  'ItajjV '
Should illiie with hv ' I f#  W#, $
Do thou prepare a fro. «
O f power moil f«ritt and L ■
Upon my fatal fummons.

A rifl. Spare me. Sir ; ■ .
I  like not this employ.

Per. It mull be thiae. *

tf) E V  R  y  D  I C  E.-
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I hsr# no friend in whom to trull but thee ;
And flic dial I die—But thiuk’ll thou, good Arillon,
I (hould not hear her firft f »
\  1 Arift. Hear her, my Lord f 
VWnui.i vou then hare her live f 

'"Pen i \o  ^  were my tat*
• Involv^t fh ban , (h«k iliould not lire. But ftill,* 
Something within me cries that I fltould hear her.
I t  is not, can’t he love. ’Tii my revenge,
All direful now, that would enjoy her tears,
Her lying oatht of innocence, her new
And added perjurio* ; then link her down
T o the dark world, with all her crimes upon her. .

‘ Arift. Vou fee not, Sir, the danger of that meeting.
‘ Is your heart proof againlt the powerful charm
• Ot beauty foften’d into fight, and melting
• With the mild languor of imploring eye»,
• M ore winning now, and (bedding gentler beam*
• Thro’ (howrr* of forrow. Think you here behold her, 
» The kneeling charmer, lorely in l.er tears,
• Pleading for pity, finking at your leer,
• Aii*dying by your frown. ^

• P tr. Art ihou my fticq4 f 
'  CT, mercile «! why doft ihou ralfc before me 

' ■“'"T h u  dmgerous image f T i t  not to be borne.
• My braiik turns roond with madnefs. Ob, ye Power* !

, • W not at quiet? Why is life
• V otfdon  the wretch «kho ftrongly begi to die,
• Wi lixternefs of fool i W)fg ilktaatporc

'  * But the grave’* <hadetaml iitence, thereat Ufl
• l  o f  cep f a  ever, namejdlynd Argoireti I’

Arift. ‘ Ala*, tor pity !*—I wiJtalk no moic
On tbit diftiefttul theme. 

t Prr. Atifton, ft*y- 
^>pite of theft tear* ipav-ut thisfond diiliteflion,

It (hall be done. A king may lire unhappy,
But not whI  lolfoof honour unreveng’J
• ’Twa* mad «j,'*think of thia. 1 will not truft
4 My t j »  thewitt^eratt ot her char n*.’
Then famtr «1 all thy tiimncfr, Oh, my foul!
And dare .o be accuri’d, fin^e thy fadchpicc 
1,  flume or mifcry. I «n» ItfoW’d.
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Yc gods who watch o’er the chafie mjrriage Bed, .
Thou Srygiaat.Jovc, and all ye powers internal !
Bo6old, I kneel, a? in your awful prefence 
By tha^invifible, that dreaded lake,
T h ’ irrevocable oath that binds even you.
Here 1 pronowice, and leal h*r doom ot d »

Enter Eurydice ; Jhe knetts to Periafrder, '
ing at her fomc time w ith emotion, fiit^ .-, ■„

Speaking.

Kur. Not hear me ! not vouchfafe me one poor w<rd !
’ I’is hard indeed— The wretch ot in a :»y crimes, [Ri/ing. 
VVhom incicy dares not fare, is gentlier us’d.
His rigid judge is lefs fever* than mine.
Ye Powers, have I deferved th is! Did my heart 
Ere haibour one loofe with ? Yourfelve* can tell,
The morning’s orient beam is not more pure,
More ftaiuleis than my truth. Was ever la te ,.
Were ever woes like mine? Even in the heur 
O f general juy to all, while pleating hope 
Sprung lalt wiihin my heart, T find myfelf 
Undone tor ev e r; funk to rile no more. •
Not hear me !—then I know^ny doom is fix’d.
And fliall I Hay to hear the foul furmifes,. vf p
The fcurril taunts, the falfe upbraiding pity,
The keen revil i;gs, that muli utt*r in 
My public fentenoe ? Can there be in death •. s 
Such pnogs, fuch piercing agonies ? Iirpoiiibic !
Death is repofe » .ilm, is J<jfc Klylium 
To thoughts lik ’ will .prevent their triumph,
And fave' myfc! C  c’ r is but to lefe 
A few unhapj;^; ■ • • ■ * •
Thefooner ti • •» H .
The bittetm ii ■ V t  'tgr-.i 
Thar bait, my >•*’«..¥

f

i

Spite ot the woman, t f . i  t»
No (igh atiie, the comr»T 
When liic is Ihamc, and gŜ i . T h,
A Grecian uud a quetn uiuP

' * ■ • • • •  **
E.vd  o f  the fc  t

A >  •
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Perlander walking diferJertJ, Leonidas 'fell*vitg. #

y L eon id ^ .  / .

C
* My lov’d mafter! have I liv’d to fee
►  T l i* fight o f woe f  Aks ! is this to conquer ?

Art theft? tlft fruits ot#i£tory I 
Per. Away !

Why nam’ft thou victory to me, a flave 
Subdu’d and tyranniz’d by his worft foes,
His unrelenting pullions f Talk of ruin,
And I will hear thee ; talk of hoiielels mifery {
No other ftrain befits thy matter’s triumph. .

Leon. This is the language of fuprcme dirtrefs,
Impatient of itfelf. My gracious Lord,
Forgive an old man’s talk, who would this moment,
Might his poor life bring back your peace of mind,
With joy refign it.

, Per, That were to bring bacfc 
The darted fun-beam, * or recall the flight 
‘ Of unreturning time.' (%, no ! my Ibul 
Has bid the laft larewel to happinefs,
To hope itfelf. And yet I tisunk thy love,
Indeed I do—But leave me for a while.
I would be private.

L o t .  Sir, I dare not leave you—
Forgivet^sfe tears—— I dare not leave you thui 

I -At varffneewith yourfelt I read too plain 
rl'h/  fatal thought that wake«i in your bofom. 

te r. And wouldtl thou e me live this abject thing ?
• T n h  Hflveof fojly J For 1 rtf I thee blufhlng 

WiTh flume and ikoo^ abhorreneJbt myfelt,
I cannot tear tHat woman Iron my foul,
FjJfe, faithlefi as (he in—Tl- n Lw.ll die :

TXZi*i ju il rcvca?,e if '.»<*« .**111111 my power. *
f l t ta .  *0 Jeaio iy, thou merciW-udeflroyer,

* More cradl t b f  the grave 1 <vh1t ravages 
“  Does thy wii^A’sr make m the noiilclt bofomi 
Too long, fny 1 »ord, you Uiten to the whil’pen 
Of that dun »it;c foe, r!*t bafcfli traitor.
For mercy % lalu*, ihmnr cot C»u&ijp

• I. T!i«



T he jewel of your foul. Some unfeen error ' 
Milleads you trojp the truth, and ruins her.
Grant her a moment’s audience.

Per. I have fwym 
That (h« (hall die. * .

Leon. Is then her facrca life 
Of fo fmall price, to cart hev<hus away • •
With blind precipitance i Your Queen, nv ’
T he faireft form, the mod exalted mind,
Once fo ador’d and lov’d, to whom your foul 
Still cleaves with fondnefs! Can you give her up,
The mother of your darling, Polydore,
Unheard, utitry’d, to death and infamy ?
C<m you do this ?

* Per. Oh, thou, whofe eye beholds
4 And pities the frail heart of erring man !
* Ruler of heaven and earth ! or ftill thefe paffions,
‘ That rage in temped here, or ftrike in mcrcy,
* And free me from my pain—— What can I do ?
4 My folcmn vow it gone up to high heaven,
* And wouldft thou have me break it f

* Leon. That ralh oath
* Nor does, nor ought to bind. The gods refufe i*.
* Should you, too late, difcaver (he is wrong’d —
4 Think on it well— Oh, what a life of horrors
4 Remains for you ! I tremble but to name them.
4 The fad and filent meltings of vain forrow ;
4 The thorn of keen remorfc ; the fting of lov«j 
4 Inflam’d by fond reflc&ion, hourly (ighing
4 For what he n' ' r ,  never, hopes to find ;
4 With thefe, I- ng, bufno more to leave you, \
4 Dtfpair accu ■ . ’fM foci^ty! *, J

4 Yet fuch wi1 & 1 1 night, and haunt
4 Your court , • ,i ..'.is your couch.
4 Alas, my 1 ’ o

•• Per. Oh i* 'v. n:;;. r,
I  would moll n- ; ; '< /  .
All memory of Mit . n i * i ; .f.a
The waking evidence of ei'er' V
T o  give her back that virtue ■ t
That (hone on our firft love • *
Beyond the r»ft of men, be*

j  - *

E U, R Y D’ I -C E.



Honour’d jnd happy ; and mv name as oJvjr *
PoufV forth, and breathing trefhncis atjrerouud.
Oh, day»of d&r delight! That I couX! fix
For ever there, and think no larjlier o/ !  •

V  will, if pofliblc. , /  /  .
Oh, happy chant;* ! *

C'onfirli’t^is gentle purport^ favouring Heaven !
T tly to bring her hiftrt.

Per. Stay thee yet.
I would refolve, but tannor. Love and rage 
By turns afl'ail m e; melt me wow to mercy,
Now rouze me to Jiitrathon------Oh, -ny heart!

Leon. Then punilh the foie cauleot all youi pangs t 
On the great criminal, on Procles* head •
Difchar^e the fulnelii of a righteous vengeance,
A|*d juitify the >;ods. 1.5: the rack le.ir
The traitor's limbs; anJ u  he h.»,vls with anguilh,
Extort confelEun from him of the |!e>, *
The dark ufpetlioos, that h y r  ue!lnu;h ruin’d 
YouV injur'd, virtuoui-Q^een. and tciuur’d you.

Ptr. Whai haft thou donei Oh, lh»i date tied name ! 
Thou know’ll not halt iny m.dncfi—that c.ur»’U name 
Ha* Yet my brain on blaze, and call’d up There 
Ten thoufand furies. Hc<H ! haft ihou not heard 
What ihame and fcorn, what vilenefs and conlulion 
He heap’d upon my head—and (he the cuufe f 

Leon. Oil, Heaven! and i* this retribution thine ? 
Mufirfrirtue know what vice alone ihould feel ? 

tPer. Forbear, fonti*man. That Heaven thou dar’ll

. E  U R  y D I . C  E; 5-fe

B-i

ft, tho* myfterious, lead«*us on unerring, 
hr#’ ways unmark’it, Irom guift to^punilhment?

[accufc.

_ ow’d, alas! and^vith (Trongadjurations 
Bound that to fet iny.cTuntry free.
This, to my father, on hit bed of death,

^•Solemn 1 fv^pre— But. QK bliad lull of greatneft ! 
‘̂ 'Thro'jvanronneri of will I lightly weigh'd it, *

Nor fear’d thc^iour of terrible ^count.
, That hoSr i y  ome: and what avails it now 

That 1 twth > jual hand and gentle rule 
Have fway’#my people ? 1 aijt punilh'd mod,
Where I '.ad bid my (oul be inj(l fecure
O f hapjflnefii for years---- «-Ha ! Polyiore !

E  2 Enter
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V Enter Polydore. .
I faid I would Hlf private. « '

Pol. Oh, nty Luther ! 
l i t r e  let me kneel for etcr, weep thefe eyes 
T o  blindnefs, andVi ’er k\>w a thought ot comfort. 

Per. What would my I’olydore?
Pol. Alas! what meant * * , V

This common face of woe that meeft my fight 
Where'er 1 turn ? Even now, while happy Corinth 
Blazes with triumph ; while the neighbouring ftiores 
Refound to heaven her voice of general joy,
The palace is in tears. Her filent courts 
Are dark with mourning, as if Death and Ruin,
Not Virtory, had fix'd their inanfion here.

Per. There is a caufe, my fon, a dreadful one.
But leave me to myfelf.

Pol. Am I then grown 
A horror to your eyes i What is my crime.
That thus, with alienated look, you turn 
As from fome baleful ohjedt ? Yet, my father,
Oft have you fworn, that in this face you taw,
And lov'd your darling Queen.

Per. Away, thy lcoks,
Thy words diftradt me. *

Pol. Whither lhall I fly }
Where hide this hated head ? My mother too,
As now I left her, prelfing full her eyes 
With fix’d and earned mournfulnef* on mine. 
Stream'd into tears; then clafp'd\ne to her bofom 
With fuch fad paffion, fuch tianfported tremblings,
A« parting lover* that irtult meet r.o more.
I begg’d to knosr the caufe : Sfjjain j.e pick'd me • 
With louder.ragernen.^nd fishing cry’iF, (
Sav to the King, my heart has never err’d.

Per. By Heaver., my 4ju 1 wglts at tlie piteous tale.
O Polydore— —  ,

Entfr an Officer. g ^
Off. My Lord, the prifoner, Medon,

Attends, and prays admittance to your prefenci.
Per. H a! Medon! Doji iv o» - '" im  ? W.-A„r 

Did 1 not charge thee ftricl U. ■ '*
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That moment to the fury of the people j 
How Jiaft thou dar’tl to difobey V * /

Off. Dread ^ r ,  |  /  '
As to his fate I  led him, pale aw'trei/bling, *

\A t  fight of the tumultuous c ^ - d  amind, .  •
.x V ith  utmofHnllan* he receded of me 

T o favf lijm yet a moment; for he had 
Secrets of prime'fc^cernmcnt that requir'd 
The King's immediate ear. We hardly ’fcap’d 
Into the iouthem tower ; tb’ unnumber’d rabble,
With cries and threats, demanded forth their toe.
A t hazard of my lift; I ventur’d down,
Sooth’d, flatter’d, promis’d them they Ihould h ire  juflice. 
They are but now difpers’d. *

Per. Leonidas,
My heart mifgires me i t  that mifcreant’s name.
But let him enter.

Enter Medon.
MeJ. O King, renown’d for gentlenefs and mercy !

The nobleft praife ! ice proflrate at your feet 
A criminal, who comes to merit pardon.
By fa ir difcovery ot fome weighty truths,
T hat much import your foul’s repolc and health.

Per. Say on ; and if th f  heart has form’d a hope 
Of one hour’s after-life, take heed thy talc 
Be Itri&ly juft to truth.

MeJ. Thus groveling here.
W ith fliame and fliarp remorfe I own my crime.
Milled by that ufurper* w ho, with me, 
flow fliares the due rewa»d‘of gijjlt like ours,
T o  pleafure him, unfcapjy that I vjps!
1 told, I know npf what o f  yourg^xl Queen.
Would I had perifh’d firft ! tor all was falle,
And (lie moil innocent.

-**• Per. Perdition on thee! *  ,
' ' W h a t  <k> I hear?

MeJ. j  fiU’ikArifton’s ears •
. With monitr«us tales, which his plain honerty,

A las! to* ralhly credited • —
Per. Ye^pd»! .  • •

And cou^tf your thunder deep ? ’Pernicious (lave !
HadU uiou as many Ikes i t  crimes, notVrc

E  3 .  S h o u ! J
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Should 'fcape V y juftice------ * Ah, Leonidas,? .
* Wat ever fuclVblack.treachery V—Forgive ihee ^ '
* Thy docm IfuAke ofiiignal dread and Naming
* To all fucceediL; mltions.’ Drag him hence,

• V \  [To I be Guar,Is/
And guard him at the peril of your heads. _

[E xit Medjii \uauhJ, 
Leon. Amazing villainy ! tjK*~
Per. Oh, fly, my fon !

Find the poor mourner out, ond in my namo 
Say all that weeping penitence can plead,
Or love returning promife. My full heart 
Will more than make it good. And may the power 
O f folt perfualion wait upon thy lips. [E xtl Polydore.
As from enchantment freed, the mills difperfe
Bv which my eyet were held------That injur’d fair I
How fliall I meet her foft forgiving look,
Whom I fo much have wrong’d !

Lren. Thrice happy turij 
Of unexpected fate!

Per. But let me fly 
Into her gentle arms; there lofe the horrors 
That have diftrafted me ; there lofe myfelf 
In love’s ecftatic joys. *

Enter Aliilon.
In happy time
Thou corn’ll, Arifton. We were both deceiv'd,
And I revoke my order. But curs'd Procles 
Shall pay me dear for all. *• 

drift. He has, my Lord,"1 ,
Ami the fad tale is tei riKle. J fliirnk
But to recount it. /-^inhering conscience foul’d, .
And flafhinoinbisfsectk* (lanlingprotpe#
Of his pall fife, furious he dafli’d his head 
Agaiuft his prifon walls.*1 I  found him lall^o; '  r~

* A piteous fpedftde; rulling in blood, ,
Deform’d with pain: for agonizing death 
Sat hideous on his brow. Faintly he drew 
His parting breath ; yet all that breath went f«rth 
In blafphemies, affaultirg.I’
The ravings of defpair, for 
His impious purpole on tf
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Per. -rfijw dreadful ' J

* This period to a life like his »  ThcJhind
O f Heaven is ^Teatiy juft------Bit, O t/iny  tritndj,
Thefe ftrange events havewell Agh d k r  turn'd 

V i  his tottering brain. I feci now /otwhat *
. ’Of jovand tgrror, high amaze ami tranfporr,

Allbl^iS^i here, and wrorkmg in wild tumult.
‘ Lent. >Ti»m<jh)e motion of a troubled fea,

‘ After fore tempeft finking to a calm, 
i * All w ill be well, my Lord. Repoleand health

* Await’ you in her arms. What blifs i» it yours 1
* A fecond union of your meeting fouls !
* A better nuptial mom, with love ncw.rifing,
* To fhine for e v e r * •

Enter Melifla.
Per. Melijfa’— lia ! $ t* k --------
Mel. Ob, my royal in i ft refs!

The dews of death are cold upon her brotr.
Per. What mean thy U«4 words .*
M ,l. falfelv accus'd 

O f what her foul moft loaths, and to defpaii 
By your unkindnefs urg’d, the Queen, alas!
Has arunk a deadly draught.

Per. Oh, heaven and efl-th !
Are thefe at laft my hopes ? ’Tis I—Oh, horror!
’Tis I have murdei’d her—

SCENE opening, difeeveri Eurydice fitting, Polydore
leveling hy her.

Ye righteous gods! ,  * *
Oh, give her back to life, and to your jufttce
I botr this guiltv hosd’f------W l g ^ o  be done I
Leonidas, AfillSn, 4*y, my friwuls,
* Cali, gather all our fages ; bid them try 

Their fovyeign fkilL’ My cfcwn to him that faves her, 
'  E n r. It cannot be. ’ Already death m*adc»
My ihivcring boforo. YCt a linie moment,

. And I (lull b^with thofe that reft for ever.
But heref u> this laft awful hour, I fwear,
By that dread world, w hitherjw  foul is parting,
I  never knew pollution. 1 am Aiil 
Youjt >-tfe aad loyal \jiie. • •

P tU
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Per. I  knowuhou a r t-  • *
Thou dying innArencrf. /M y  fatil blindnefs, » 
Dcj]ru£tion on m »headt has ruin'd thee;'
M y life! my fouly. beffljioy ! and mu ft I lofe thee ?*' • ,  
Lofe thee for ever f—Wifvsch! raflifool!—Oh, yeti 
Forgive my madnefs! 0 a • ' *

Eur. Thu>, in thy lov’d arms • I
Each unkind thought is loft. Now i  iite ple*»’d :
Now all is well—Death ! thou art here— ■_ [Dies, ^  

blcl. Ah, (lie expires! ThVlaft dim mift fwimj o’er «* 
Her clofing eyes!

Per. One moment, thou fair fpirit,
One moment tarry forme—Thus we join,
T o  part no more— [He Jraivt bis fw t r j  to fa b  bim/elf!,,

A rifi. Ah ! Sir------
Leon. My Lord, what mean*

This fatal fury ?
Per. Cruel men, away.

And would you then detainee longer here w
On this loath'd fpot, to linger out old age
With darknefs and defpair? To curfe the hour
That gave a murderer birth f Would you, my friepds,, ^
Have me live thus ?

A rift. Ye gods, afluage his grief!
Per. Thefe righteous gods have caft me off for ever*.

M y broken vow—Oh, terrible ! it hangs,
A burfting thunder, o’er my head. * I fee,
4 And tremble at the fight, th ’ enquiring judge,
* Beyond thefe heavens, high onbis throne ot terrors,
* His fix’d and dread rejjaid furn’d full upon me :
‘ And look, bcholA the miniver dt vengeance
* But waits bis noik’>n$rike me thrt>’ t̂ >e centre !*■ •

Pol. Alas, my father !*•»—  A *
Per. O -riy fon, my fon !

I  have undone thee too.*" How dare I look*
On thatdenr face, where thy loft mother’s fweetsefs 
Smiles ftrong reproach,und charms me info mylnefk?
Then faiewel, reafon ; farewel, human coaverfe;
Sun, day, and time, furewel!—AH hail, defpafr S 
Eternal darknefs, hail! Jpfit he* *
No, n o ; we will not part. : ' ' i .®  ' ’
Her clay-cold lips, thus we.* . .

■
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et ,  m / l o v e  !n hfjr. i m  re 

My letter life LOb, ym  lift u M  
Ob. peak «o im  '
__ Lrtn. Ala*, (he horn youi 
J he foul it fled tor ever.

P f  O m j^Q jeen!
[ »  |A*svi I'imftif iy tlx l*Jy ; ti* rtjl J!a*J u.Yrf :*g 

an,/ JUmt.
Arift. G aily raijr rim,
Ptr. \R*ifiag btmfHf ' there—fire me ! ’til

h e ! the King of terror* !
> Lo, how the ghaltly Vifion glare* upon me
I. With bit fil’d bramlef* eye*!— What path i* thi*, 
ggpieary and deep, thro* which he drag* me on f 
. *  Hie/’, me '—look there—wh.it friiveriiig form* ate thefe, 

Thin as (be palling air, that (k>m around me ?
< And now th’ infernal world hath (hut me in.’——  

JrBut ice the Furies arm’d! fee their fell ferpcnr*, 
fe t That route iheimt he* to m«! ti tlicrc nunc,

Nu p w tr ,  to !. m a w en  ftomme ?
i L t a a .  Gracious Sir,

£Where i* that patience ■
P t*  Soft—1 tee her plain.

Yonder on high (lit fits amfti the god*,
Who wonder at her charms— And doll thou (mile 
Upon thy murderer i — Thu* let me kneel,
And, weeping, worlbip th' e— H a! feeft thou there 
Yon flaming pool t And what damn’d foul it that,
Rifing liom the mid diVp*, that bcckooime ?

R. He wafts me dill— By hcil,**ti> lj,atcd Procles,
U my i J»i ' f T i  

[ 1  i6<Te, 1 Ilf, l o j  u j je  thee dceM. |i l l
’Min thi* red 4c*ofio^fcici -  MK ! ■■ .. .....

I l l  diet! *
Oh. r%arcJ.R-f* I .• if>r ! *

™ on. Jfear him geotlj hcuce.
W*j ever Jjght l i e  th u r—O JraUufy,
This is iby d;c*!iul work. Maf future tim et.
I «*rn hertjithy power, and mark, with heedful eye», 
Fffcin thy biiqil rage v. n v  migbi, tnifchiefi rife.

R H  fc*i' oi the loit th Act*
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.j A m w , HlLLj^Efq.

SJtolen by a G \ l  in 'foy 't cloaths, tripping in hafiijy

(~)H , g&itlemen ! —P ;i cfone, but was not ftn t yc  .* .ikr-
A  voluntier— Pray, dorpmji fize contetK yc  ■

M an, I  am yours ; fc x , ilefs’d  as Heaven can hate ye  j  
And from this time, weak woman, I  forfake ye.
11 %o d he a w ife, when eic&gfw play can teach its,
To what fine ends thefe lords o f onrs befecch us 7 •
A t fir fl, whate’cr they do, they do—-fo charming !
Jlut mark what follow s; frightful, and alarming !
‘/Acy feed too fa fl on love, then f k t ’nng tciljav,
They can’t, forfootb, be kind—btcaafe th^y'^fyealoui.

If 7jo would In woman, then, to ftgl> an^fuffer,
And wifh, and w ait—f i r  the flow-coming puffer 7 
Hot I—farewrl to petticoats and ftitching,
And welcome dear,-ilcar breeches, more bewitching.
Henceforth, new-moulded, I 'll rove, love, and wanderp 
A nd fight, and Jiorm, and charm— like Periander.
Jlorn fo r this dapper age, pert, f  ort, and clever j 
I f  e’er Jprow a man, ’tis now, or never. 9

Well, but what conduct fu iti this transformation-f 
I ’ll copy fome fm art foul o f converfo '  * “
Should there bt war, Fd tali o f ~
Should there be peace, I ’d  toaft /
Should J  be lov d— Gadfo ! hov

-V II bow, at you do, and hok fo  
And fo , who k.Vwi, that neuter 
Jsut I ’m as good a mamas any /)]

Well, ’tis a charHkw- frolicV a 
Sirs, have 1 your Atij)ki? If hat _
Tet hoti— Perhaps they’triW ad a rtvHbrau ; J
I  may be .iia t f-feem, ffr  aught they know. *
Ladies, farewel—I  fhould bei-ih to leave J t ,
Could-tn increafe o f pretty fellows grieve y e :  1
Each, Iite myfelf, devoted ne’er to harm Je , *
An:'-full as fi t , no doubt, to ferve and churm ye,

National Li Wary, KolQrfi


