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JAMES 
‘Dukeo/MONMOUTH, &c. 

May it pleafeyonr Grace > 

Our Grace has fo Nobly Patronized 
this Undertaking, that I fhould rob 
you of your due, if I fhould not hum¬ 
bly lay this Play at your Feet, fince 
by your great and generous encou¬ 
ragement of it, you have made that 

and the Author eternally your own. But had I never 
received any Obligation, by my particular Inclination 
I am bound to your Grace, fince I am the moft humble 
admirer of your Heroick Virtues, who by your early 
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Qj#7 
Tke~Epi/lle Dedicatory. 

and unimitable Example, and by your eminent Com¬ 
mand, are the greateft Patron of Arms and by your 
Government of the moft famous of llniverfities, are 
become the greateft Prote&or of Arts: of that Uni- 
veifity, which I can never mention without reverence ; 
and from which I have yet another Tie to your Grace, 
fince I had once the honour to be a Member of that 
Illuftrious Society, which though itbe the moft Learn¬ 
ed in the World, can.boaft of no greater Honour then 
that of being commanded by fo excellent a Prince-, 
one who is equally Valiant againft his Enemies, and 
Courteous ta his Friends; whofe boundlefs Courage 
is always ready to vanquifh the one, and whofe Prince¬ 
ly Generofity is always ready to oblige the other. 

I (hall not here recite thofe Heroick Actions, which 
all Europe have celebrated, and none have equall’d .- 
Thofe are too Great for an Epiftle Dedicatory, and 
onely fit forfolid, lafting Hiftory ; which certainly 
muft do your Grace that right, to Enrol you in the fore- 
moftRankof Fame. Nor can we doubt, but the me¬ 
mory of your Grace’s A£fions will laft, when Time 
fhall have devoured the Places where they were per¬ 
formed : When Majlrich^ fhall be aheap of Rubbifh, 
and the name might otherwife be fwallow’d in the 
Ruine, it will be remembred by the greateft A&ion in 
the World, done thereby the Greateft and the Earlieft 
Hero, and by one, who for all his fiercenefs of Courage, 
has yet that Gentlenefs to Mankind, that he thinks that 
day loft, in which he does not oblige. One who is not 
onely infinitely blefs’d in the moft excellent Partner 
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Q ft V 
^Ihe Efiftle Dedicatory; 

of his Joys and Cares, happy above meafure in the 
Goods of Mind, the Perfe&ions of Body, and the 
greateft Splendour and Ornaments of Fortune, but he 
enjoys all thefe unenvied ; nay, is notonely free from 
every mans envy, but has his love. 

I Ihould be afraid of this boldnefs, in once mention¬ 
ing things fo much above my Pen, were I not affined 
of your Grace’s Generality, that enclines you to par¬ 
don, even a well-intended Errour, in your humble 
Creature, who begs Prote&ion from you, and needs 
it too. 

I have, by my misfortune, not my fault, met with 
fome Enemies, who are always ready to do me the ir¬ 
reparable injury, to blaft my Reputation with the 
King, and when I have the Honour to pleafe Him, 
( which is of all things in the World, my greateft Am¬ 
bition) endeavour to perfwade him* that I do not write 
the Plays I own,or at leaft, that the beft part of them are 
written for me; which is fo malicious an afperfion, that 
l am fure they themfeives believe it not, and they may 
as well accufc me of firing the City. I am fure (though 
Imay want Wit to write a PlayJ I have more honefty 
then to own what another man writes. But I am 
not yet fo poor as to borrow ; if I Ihould, I Ihould find 
not many that are rich enough to lend, Wit being much 
a fcarcer Commodity than Money, I am fure with 
fome who have reported this of me who what ever 
they have of one, have fcarce enough of the other to 
fupply their own necelfities 5 and therefore I Ihould 
be but very ffenderly f urnifhed from them. 
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I can never enough acknowledge the Honour done 

me by your incomparable Dutchefs, in endeavouring 
to clear me of this Afperfion : And who would not 
be proud of being afperfed, to be fo vindicated ? From 
this and fome other injuries of my Enemies, I humbly 
beg your Grace’s prote&ion,who, I am fure,have Good- 
nefs and Greatnefs enough to defend me againft them •• 
And 1 had rather owe it to your Grace, than to any 
man : For no man is more then I, * 

V .A 
* 

My Lord, 

Toitr Grace's 
i, y , . 

i 

r. fierier: n 

Mojl devoted humble Servant, 

me I jf ? H . **>•'l l71 ni 3 ft 
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PREFACE 
N a good Matur'd Countrey, T doubt 

not but this my jirjl Effay in Kbime 
would be at leaji forgiven •, efpecially 
when 1 promife to offend no more 
in this kind: But l am fenfible^that 
here I muff encounter a great many 
Difficulties. In the frff place (though 

I expeSt more Candor from the beff Writers in Rhime) 
the more moderate of them (who have yet a numerous 

party, good Judges being very fcarce ) are very much of¬ 
fended with me, for leaving my own Province of Comedy,. 
to invade their Dominion of Rhime: But met kinky 

they might be fatisfy'd, fence I have made but a [mail in- 
curfton, and am refolv’d to retire. And were I never fo > 

powerful' they fhould.efcape me, as the Northern People 

did l 



, Preface^ 

did the Romans, their craggy barren Territories being 
not worth the Conjuring. The next fort 1 am to encoun¬ 
ter with, are thofe who are• too great admirers of the 
French Wit, who ( if they do not like this Play) will fay, 
the French Pfyche is much better *, if they do, they will 
fay, I have borrow’d it all from the French. Whether the 
French be better, I leave to the Men of Wit (who under¬ 
hand both Languages ) to determine\ I will only fay, 
Mere is more variety, and the Scenes ofPajpon are wrought 
up with more Art} and this is much more a Play than 
that. And 1 will be bold to affirm that this is as much a 
Play , as could be made upon this Subject. That I have 
borrow’cl it all from the French, can only be theobjeSlion 
of thofe, who do not bpow that it is a Fable, written by 
Apuleus in his Golden Afs j where you will find moji 
things in this Play, and //^French too. Forfeveral things 
concerning the Decoration of the Play, I am oblig'd to the 
French, and for the Defign of two of the only moving 
Scenes in the French, which I may fay, without vanity, 
are yery much improv'd, being wrought up with more Art 
in this, than in the French Play, without borrowing any of 
the thoughts from them. 

In a thing written infve weehj,as this was,there mujl 
needs be many Errors, which I deftre true Criticfs to 
pafs by and which perhaps I fee my felf, but haying 
much bus'nefs, and indulging my felf with fame pleafure 
too, I have not had leifure to mend them, nor would it 
indeed be worth the pains, ftnce there are fo many fplendid 
Objects in the Play, andfuch variety of Diverfion, as will 
not give the Audience leave to mind the Writings and I 

doubt 



doubt not but the Candid Reader will forgive the faults, 
when he confider/, that the great Defgn was to entertain 
the Town with variety of Muficb^ curious Dancing, fplen- 
did Scenes and Machines: And that I do not, nor ever did, 
intend to value my felf upon the writing of this Play. For 
I had rather be Author of one Scene of Comedy, life fome of 
Ben. Johnfon’s, then of all the beji Plays of this find 
that have been, or ever Jhall be written: Good Comedy 
requiring much more Wit and Judgement in the Writer, 
then any Rhyming unnatural Plays can do: This I have 
fo little valu'd, that 1 have not alter’dfix lines in it ftnee 
it was jirji written, which, (except the Songs at the Marri- 
age of Pfyche in the lajl Scene) was all done Sixteen 
months fince. In all the words which are fling, l did not 

fo much tafe care ofthe Wit or Fancy of’em, as the making 
of’em proper for Muficfy in which I cannot but havefome 
little knowledge, having been bred, for many years of my 
Touth, to fome performance in it. 

Ichalfed out the way to the Compofer (in all but the 
Song of Furies and Devils, in the Fifth A&) having de¬ 
fin'd which Line I woud have fung by One, which by 
Two, which by Three, which by four Voices, <&c. and what 
manner of Humour I would have in all the Vocal M uficf. 

And by his excellent Compofition, that long fnown, able, 
and approved Mafler ofMuftcf^, Mr. Lock, (Compofer 
to His Majefly,and Organifi to the Queen) has done me a 
great deal of right; though I believe, the unskilful 
in Muficf', will not life the morefolemn part of it, as the 
Muftcfin the Temple of Apollo, and the Song of the De- 
fpairing Lovers, in the Second Acl ■, both which are pro- 
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per and admirable in their kinds, and are recommended to 
the judgement of able Muficians: for thofe who are notfo, 
there are light and airy things to pleafe them* 

All the Injlrumental Mufick (which is not mingled with 
the Vocalj was Compofed by that Great Majler, Seignior 
Gio. Baptifta Draghi, Majler of the Italian Mufick to the- 
King. The Dances were made by the mojl famous Majler 

o/Trance, Monfieur St- Andreei The Scenes were Painted' 
by the Ingenious Art if, Mr. Stephenfon. In thofe things 
that concern the Ornament or. Decoration of the Play, the 

great indufiry and care of Mr. Betterton ought to be re- 
member d, at whofe defire I.wrote uponthis Subject. 

TOSTSCRITT. 
• 4 ' * ... ^ 

T Had borrow’d fomething from two Songs of my own * 
I which, till this Play was Printed, I did not know were pub- 
lick j but I have fince found ’em Printed in Colleftions of 
Poems, viz. part of the Song of the Defpairing Lovers, in the 
Second Aft, and about eight lines in the Firft Aft, beginning at 
this line,’Tis frail as an abortive Birth. This I fay to clear my 
felf from Thiev’ry, ’tisnone to rob my felf. The Reader may 
pleafe to take notice of feveral Errata’s, as. 

Page 2. for, Bright Sun exhales, read, graft Earth exhales, p.-6, after, where you JhaH 
be adorn'd by me, inferr, with all the Treasures of the Eaft and tVcft. p./iy. 1. $. for, 
upon the Tripod, read,, before which {lands the Tripod p. iS. before, it Thunders, inferr. 
As the Friefiefs Pythia U mounting the Tripod, p. 42. read, Great Statues of Gold {land¬ 
ing ppan Pedeftals, with fmaU Figures of Gold fitting at their feet. Several other error* 
tkere are, which the fenfe will help you to correct. 



Prologue 
r A ^ a yotittZ Mitt on when [he firji begins, 
XX With Jhame,and with regret of Confcience (ins* 
So fares our trembling Poet the firji time, ^ 

He has committed the lewd ftn of Rhime, \ 
While Cujlom hardens others in the Crime. S 

It might in him that boldnefs too beget, 
To lay about him without Fear or Wit: 
But humbly he your pardon does implore • 

Already he regents, and fays he'll Jin no more. 

His bus'nefs now is to fiew fplendid Scenes, 
T* interpret 9twixt the Audience and Machines* 
You mujlnot here expett exalted Thought, 
Nor lofty Verfe, nor Scenes with labor wrought: 
His Subject's humble, and his Verfe is fo$ 
This Theme no thundering Raptures would allow. 
Nor would he, if he could, that waypur[ue% 
He’d ride unruly Fancy with a Bit5 
And keep within the bounds of Senje and Wit, 
Thofe bounds no boijlerous Fujlian will admit, 
And did not gentle Hearers oft difpence 
With all the Sacred Rstles of Wit and Senfe s - 

Suchj 



Sucis t earing Lines, as cracky the Writers Brainy 
And, the laborious Attors Lungs o'r-(train, 
Woud3 on otir Stages, be roardout in vain• 

J# all true Wit a due proportion's found, 
To the jufi Rules of heighth and diftance bound. 
Wit, like a Faulcon tow ring in its flight, 
When once it foars above its'lawful height, 
Leffens, till it becomes quite out of fight. 
Rut of fuch flights there is no danger now 5 

He would not foar too high, nor creep too low : 
Howe re he hopes you Will excufe his hafte. 
For he thisgawdy Trifle wrote fofaft } 

Five weekj begun and finiflfd this deftgn. 
In thofefew hours he fnatetidfrom Friends and Wine 
Andflnee in better things h9 has /pent his time. 
With which he hopes erelong ( atone this Crime, 

But he, alas ! hasfever al powerful Foes, 
Who are unjuftly fo, and yet he knows. 
They will, whate*re he writes, though good, oppofe, 

If he the honour has iopleafe the befl, 
9Tis not his fault if he offends the reft ; 
But none of them yetfo fevere can be. 

As tocondemn this Trifle more then kk 



S Y C H E- 
ACT L 

The Scene is a very deep Walk in the midft of a 
mighty Wood, through which, is feen a Pro- 

fpe& of a very pleafant Countrey. 

Enter Pfyche and tvo Ladies. 
. 1 ' j1 * 4 : * «. > * • % * * i* 

Tfyc. X Tow charming arethefe Meads and Groves I 
The Scene of Innocence and Artlefs Loves j 

Where Intereft no difcot d moves; 
No ftormy paffions can the mind invade. 
No Sacred Truftis violated here. 

1 Lad. Man does not here his own kind fear. 
Traps are for Wolves and Foxes made. 
And Toils for Beafts, not Men, are laid 5 
Man is not here by Man betray'd. 

2 Lad. Here no man’s ruine is with bafenefs fought. 
For in. this happy place no Court-like Arts are taught. 

Tfyc. How pleafant is this undifturb’d retreat. 
With harmlefs Joys, and Rural Sports, 

Free from tumultuons Cares that trouble Courts, 
And all the Fa&ions which difturb the Great. 

1 Lad, How vain their gaudy Pomp and Show, 
To which the cheated vulgar bow ! 
Their Splendor and their per'fhing Pride, 

Their (hining Revels, their adult’rate Joys, 
When in the midft of all this pomp and noife, 
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In their unquiet minds dill anxious thoughts refide. 
2 Lad. Their Triumphs are difturb’d with fears, 

Their Joys allay’d with griefs and cares t 
Envy and pride poffefseach Bread, 
And guilty dreams didraft their Reft, 

pjyc, FromSleep to dang’rou9 Arts they ’wake f 
To undermine each other, all mean ways they take. 

Each drives who (hall his Monarch lead. 
Though at the price of his own Father’s Head : 
Nor care they how much they their Prince mifguide, 
To ferve their Lud, their Avarice, and Pride. 

i Lad. Yet there the Mighty are not profp’rous long, 
Though ne’r fo cunning, ne*r fo drong> 
Though ne’r fo much endear’d to th* Crown : 

Frefh Favorites fucceed and pull them down. 
j>J)c. Asa black Cloud which thebrightSun exhales* 

Swell'dand oppred with its own weight, 
Down to the Earth rent with fierce Lightning falls.. 
So fplendid Fav’rites in their envy *d height. 
Big with the fwellings of their Pride and Pow*r 

Do feldom fcape the difmal hour, 
When by fome new-rais’d Meteors torn. 

They from the higheft pinacle of fate, 
Fall to the mod deCefted. date. 

And, from theIdols,of the World become the (corn/ 
Thefetroubles in my Father’s Court Tvefeen^ 

And ner can with to be a Queen. 
1 Lad., Cannot fo many pow’rful Princes move 

ffiches obdurate heart to Love? 
2 Lad. Not one who can a Prince in Greece be call’d, 

Who is not by your Eyes enthrall'd: 
Each Prince great Vjyche does adore, 
Arid pity from her heart implore. 

i Lad, But.you with all their charms unmov’d remain 
And fmile when every Captive (hakes hi6 Chain. 

rf)c. Not all the Pomp of Courts can e re remove 
Me from thePleafures of the quiet Grove : 
Each pretty Nymph to me her Tribute yields. 



(5) 
Of all the fragrant Treafure of the Fields. 

Garlands and Wreathe they bring 
From the fweet bofom of the Spring. 

And with their rural Numbers fiog my Praife, 
In foft flights paffiog their quiet days. 

Princes iti all the Calms of Peace, 
Have no fuch powerful Charms as thefe: 

Shall I for Courts abandon this foft life, 
For fplendid Beggery, and for fmiling ftrife? 

[_A Symphony of Recorders and foft MujlckL ] 
What Harmony is this which fills the Air? 

And does my Senfes charm ? 
2 Lad. Some Entertainment your poor Swains prepare. 

Which they each day perform. 

,V ; 

sd‘ 

Enter Pan with his followers, andfingsin Recitative* 
Tan [.7 Great Pfyche, Goddefs of each Yield and Grove, 

fings flVhom every Prince and every God does lovez 
To your all-commanding hand 
Pan yields his Sovereign Command: 
For you the Satyrs and the F awns 

. shall nimbly trip it o're the Lawns. 
. For you the Shepherd's Pipe and Sing, 

And with their Nymphs Dance in a Ring: 
Fruits fall they brings and pretty Garlands weave ^ 
And fall the Meads of all their Sweets bereave : 
Vertumnu sand Flora their Tributefall pay, 

And to Pfyche f all dedicate this happy day. 
The Sy Ivans and Dryads fall Dance all around, 

AndPCyche dread Queen of this place fall be Crown'd* 
My Lov'd Syrinx and Eccho fall Sing and fall rlay> 
And to Pfyche fall dedicate this happy.day. 

Chor. And Pan who before all here did command, 

Nowreftgns all his Empire *0 Pfyche’/ fair hand. 
£They all kneel and fing the Chorus. 

-.While the following Symphony's playing } Pan 
7 Crowns her with a Garland, his Attendants 
t prefent her with Fruits, Flowers, & c. 

, * B 2 Aftiort 
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A (hort Symphony of Ruftick Mufick, representing the Cries 
and Notes of Birds. Then an Entry Danc’d by Four 
Sylvant and Four Dryads to Ruftick Mufick. At the end 
ofthe Dance,the Dryads, upon their knees,prefent Pfyche 
with Fruits and Flowers $ and the Sylvans prefent her 
with Wreaths of Lawrel, Myrtle and Cyprus, Then 
Exeunt Sylv. and Dryads. Then a (hort Symphony of 
Ruftick Mufick, representing an Eccho. The Dryads and 
Sylvans prefenting their Offerings, [fim.-fings, 

1 Voice. Great Pfy ch e fit all find nofitch pleafure at here. 
Ecchoi no fitch pleafure as here, 

as here. 
2 Voices. Where her dutiful SubjeSsJhall all (land in awe 

Eccho. fiaU all fiand in am 
in awe.. 

5 Voices. Her Frowns and her SmilesJhall give us all Law 
Eccho. Jhall give us all Law 

all Law. 
4 Voices. And from, us of Rebellion Jhe need have no fear 

Eccho.- Jhe need have no fear. 
no fear.. 

Voices, Flajolets, Violins, Cornets, Sackbuts, 
Hoa-boys: all joyn in Chorus. 

\ ■'* ’•* ' * v. aI *. ' ‘ li XT:’ IT:.' v 

[Here the Singers mingle with the Dancers. 

Chor, How happy are thofe that inhabit this place, 
Where aJigh is ner heard5 where nofalfbood we tneet^ 
Where each Jingle heart agrees with the face. 
No Climate was everfo calm and fo Jweet. 

Eccho. was ever fo calm and fo Jweet. s 
fo calm and Jo fweetj 

Jo Jweet* 
% Voice* To beauteous Pfyche aB Devotion is due. 

Eccho. all Devotion is due, 
is due f ] 

zVoices* 



a Voices. Our humble Offerings file mill not dejpije' 
Eccho. Jhe mill not dejpife, 

defpifc. 
3 Voices, Since the Tribute if offer dfrom hearts that qre true 

Eccho. from hearts that are true 
ore true. 

4 Voices. From hearts all devoted to Pfych e’s bright Eyes 
Eccho. to Pfyche's bright Eyes, 

bright Eyes. 
Chor. Horn happy are thofe, 8ce. [They Dance. 

Tfyc. Oh happy Solitude1 Oh fweet Retreat l 
Free from the noife and troubles of the Great! = 
Not all the wealth of all the world (hall charm 

Me from this calm retirment here. 
Where I enjoy all pleafure, know no fear, j ^ 
No Joy can here furprize, nor Danger can alarm. 

: 
Enter four Women, perfonaiing Ambition, Power, 

Plenty and Peace. -j . •• -j 

What new unwelcom Guefts are theft, i; ^ ,J 
That wou’d invade my Peace? 

stmb. We come t’invice you from your viciousea(e,'. 
To Courts, where glorious Attions are perform’d. 
Eeave lazy Groves, for aftive Palaces, 
Where you by great Ambition may be warm’d. 
By me to noble thoughts may be inflam’d y 
To think of Ruling Kings, not (illy Swains, 
Eachday your Beauty a new Captive gains, 
And in all Courts no other Beauty’s nam'd? 

Power. I from your Solitude do you invite, . 
And I am (he for whom all Monarchs fight, 

Power., Mankind’s fupreme delight. !> 
Fair Pjyche to the Court, cOrne follow me, 
Numbers of Tributary Kings (hall kneel to thee. 
What e’re can be within the profpeft of thy .Thought,. 
Shallinftantly to thee by humble Slavesbe brought. 

Plenty, Pjyche, this lonely Defart quit, 
The 



mDu ) 
The Scene of homelinefe and poverty: >v. ■ 
A fplendid Palace does your ftate befit, 

Whereyou (hall be adorn’d by me, 
Thy life (hall be bat one continu'd Feaft, 

And every Prince (hall be thy Gueft : 
Allddicates I’ll find for thy content, 
Which Luxury’, infpir’d by Wit,can e’t invent. 

Peaces And Ito Crown all thefe, 
Will give you everlafting Peace; 
Peace that kio Fiends (hall ever harm. 

Nor the mad tumults of Mankind allarm : 
My Olive ftillfhall flouiifh Where you are, 

. IFor Peace (hould always wait upon the-fair. 

y 
.orbo3 

;3DiCi V 
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Pj}c. Happy-dre they who know Ambition Ieaft. 
I’m only fafeand quiet, while my bread ift u j 1 
Is not with bafeambitiousthougbts oppreft, j;i .. 
Too turbulent to let poor mortals reft. 

-19WOH (aoiii<JmA ; 

O’r all my Tyrant PaffiortsPow’r I have, 
And fcorn that Pow’r which caii but rule.;a.Slave. 

SmmT yjjkiUvtti b'ttok JfirfT. 
The ufe<o£ might Riches is but-fmallj ,i* .jv v 

Befides I, nothing coveting, have all. 

Peace, with fuch vain Companions never dwells. 
She’s only fafein humble Groves and,Qd}^^ ^j00 \y g 

c;hmw8 yllf) ton .wniS gaito/Ho jfmrt) oT 

Envy with fix Furies arjje,. at which Ambition, Power, 
Plenty and, Peace rm affri^Hcf T- ^ 

etbttt' oM llfi.modw ioT ad} mt 1 Ln A 
i Lad. What dreadful.Vifiond$esdifti;*<ft our. figJ^J 

Do not thefe Fiendsyour mighty minq furpriiie5?, i 
Pjjc. Their ugly (hapes bring wonder to my eyes. 

But nothing can my conftant mind affright, , 
.if!’jBOtdad-"sv«i2 o'dmurl vrj -.-ids . 

W 
j oi vijncfl, J lf;r 

i. iO -hr.ok y&VJ 



(7) 6? 

y , * . . . . i,: 4, v i > • ' n ., 

Ew/fings. Envy ’gmfi PTychefuchbUckflorms(hall raijil 
As all her potv'rful beams Jhall ne’r dijpel: 
Beyond herjlrength Jhall be her Offering; 

• Her to thegreateji mifery I'll bring, 
And e're I’ve done, i'llfend her down to Hell. 
In Hell, too late Jhe Jhall rdent. 1 Fury. 

2 Fury, 

i Fury, 

a Fury.-! 

iFurjv 

And all her arrogance repent. 
We Furies will torment your Soul, 

Andyou Jhall weep and howl. 
Andat thefghtof ev’ry Snaky. 

Tremble and quake. 
• There you flail mourn eternally. 

And to the quick.fiallfeel each, lajk wo give : 
There you Jhall always wifi to dye, 

And yet inffight of you Jhall always live. 
Chor.ofa'l. There you fiallalways. Sic. 

q *! r.'i tEt/py aad Buries link.* 
. 0 ilitJthiv! -thifi h'uo'p d'jiriW : 

zLad. W.hathorrid words arethefewejhear .nq. , 
lamamoft diflblv’d with Fear: 
Gan Envy this fwcet dwelling find: 

I Lad. Envy the greateft Bane to all Mankind. 
Whatdreadful Faterdoes (he foretel t 

What Proh! f, ibt e>m oj ii ibid 7/ 
The gods will fure do much amifs. 

Should they permit you tobefnatch’d to Hell. 
Tfyc. Fate! do thy worft, thou ne’r (halt trouble rae,v 

The Innocent within themfelves are free: F 
Envy, L ean be valiant againft thee. > i(|f $ 

v"‘" "■ —J- T£|e e^itiaa'oA tuC* 
Enter Trinci Nicander. dbiYl r 

2 Lad. Butfee the Prince Nicander does appear: cr, i 
Induftruous Love purfuesyou every where. 

mean. Madanvl to this Solitude aipcome., aiibb gr.utfiM 
Humbly from you to bear my lateft doom. 

Tfyc% The firftCommand whichl did give, 
Wa$:that you (hould not fee me her*> , 



The next Command you will receive, 
Much haTfher will to you appear. 

Nicait. How long, fair rfjeke, fhall I figh in vain? 
How long offcctn and cruelty complain ? 

Your eyes enough have wounded me, 
You need not add your cruelty. 

You againft me too many weapons chufe. 
Who am defencelefs againft each you ufe j 

Tfyc. Shall no conceal’d retirement keep me free 
From Loves vexatious importunity ? 
I in my Father's Court too long endurd 
The ill which I by abfence thought t'have cur'd ? 

Nw//.PIanets,that caufe our Fates,cannot be longobfcur’d, 
Though Comets vanilh from our fenfe, 

When they’ve difpers’d their fatal influence 
And nothing but the fad effects remain, 
Yet Stars that govern us, wou'd hide themfelvesin vain. 
The momentary Clouds muft foon bepaft. 

Which wou’d their brightnefs overcaft. 
Tjyc. Why ffeouldMeander thus purfue in vain 

Her, o’r whole mind he can no Conqueft gain: 
For though my Body thus abroad y ou fee, 
My Mind (hall ftay within and keep its privacy. 

Wean. Blame not thepafiion you your felf create, 
Which is to me refiftlefs as my Fate: 

Can Vfyche own fuch cruelties, 
As vainly Priefts impute to Deities? 
To putailh the Affeftions they infpire, 
As if they’d kindle to put out a fire. 
If from the Gods we any gifts receive, 
Our Appetites of Nature they muft give. 
Let Priefts for Self-denial then contend. 
If we ’gainft Nature go, we Heav’n offend. 
Who made that Nature to purfue its end; 
Natures defire’s Heavn’s known preferiptions are. 
Of greater certainty than others far: 
Priefts Infpirations may but Dreams be found, 
Th’ effete of Vapors or of Spleens unfound: 
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ButNature cannot err in her own way, 
And though Priefts may, fire cannot lead aftrayv 

Pfje. Nature the Gods firft uncorrupted made, 
But to corruption ’twas by Man betray’d; 

. Which whenfo much exorbitant they found, 
What firft they had made free, they juftly bound- 

Nican. If Nature be not what the Gods firft meants 
Then pow’rlul Man defeated Heavens intent. 
Jf the Gods Engine of the World muft be 
Mended by them, how did they then forefee t 
Muft Men, like Clocks.be alter’d to go right ? 
Or though woundup by Nature, muft ftand ftill ? 
Muft we againft our own affe&ions fight. 
And quite againft the Bias bend the will ? 

Pfye. Againft your felf y’have pleaded all this time. 
If not to follow Nature be a crime, 
Minefoaverfe to Love by Heav’n is made 
She above all by me ihall be obey’d. 

Enter Polynices.1 ! 
Mean. Nature incites all humane kind to love * 

Who deny that, unnatural muft prove. 
How, Poly nice my great Rival here! 
This is the only way I him can fear: 
His Arms arefarlefs dreadful then his Love - 

tu0uld youJinjurious hindnefs move* 
Thus to difturb the quiet of my life ? . , . * 
Jn vain, great Princes, is your am’rous ftrife 

Polyn.lt 1 were Angular,you might think me Hide s 
But I can many dang rous Rivals find. 
A violent paflion makes me thus intrude. 
Be but to me asyou’re to others,kind • 
Xetnot my death alone be- here defign’d. 

Too fatal was the firft furpriife 
tmr ,,, dby your conqu’ring Eyes 
Your pow rful Charms no Mortal can refift 1 
I in an inftant lov'd,and never ran defift. ^ 
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Nicax, Such violent and fudden love- 

Perhaps mull foon remove: 
•Tis frail as an abortive Birth, 

And as it foon approach’d, it foon may fly 
As when too early flowers come forth, 

Prom thefirft moment of their birth they dye. 
Mine by degrees did to perfection grow. 
And'is too ftrong to be refilled now. 

Folyn.That which I have for that illuftrious face. 
Is Sympathy,not lazy Love, 

The Steel the Loadftone does as foon embrace, 
And of it felf will ne’r remove. 

Nicav. The Steel you fpeak of may be fnatch’d from thence 
With very little violence. 

Folyn. Who lhall commit that violence on trie ? 
Nican. He who before has conquer’d thee .* 

Thou didft my Empire, doll my Love invade .? 
My Love lhall be my onely aid. 

And I again thy Conqueror can be. 
Folyn. I was by Fortune t hen betrayed, 

But now by Love am much more powerful made. 
Qh that the way for Pjyohe to be won, 

VVere for me to polfels thy Throne,, 
I vvou’d believe’t already done! 

And when with eafel’ad triumph’d o’r thee. 
Thou on thy knees flabuld’A beg her Love for me. 

Nican.Did not her Sacred Prefence guard thy life*. 
T his fatal pi ace fhould foon decide ouiftrife .• 

I on thy conquer’d Neck would tread, 
And make thee forfeit foon t hy ufelefs head. 
I’d put an end now to your Love and yc u:, 
And when,perhaps, I’d nothing elfeto do, 
I might vouchfafe to take your petty Kingdom too. j 

Folyn. Should my death* foon enfue, 
V V^ich never can be caus’d by you, 

It might to you fome b6ld prefumptions give, 
Yqu. dare not think fuch thoughts while yet I live.' 



For what thou haft already faid, 
Shouldft thouefcapeme with thy head, 

Yet I willfoon depopulate thy Land, 
And leave thee none but Beafts for thy command 5 
Or maybe, If thou fall’ftinto my hand, 
I openly will thee in triumph lead: 
Thy Cities into Defarts I will turn. 
And thou inChains Ihalt tamely fee’em burn. 

Nican. Gods — 
r[yc. Princes, let your untimely difcord ceafe. 

If my efteem you'd gain, conclude a peace. 
Each to the other muft become a friend: 

Though Rivals, yet you muft agree 5 
You but for fometlung in the Clouds contend. 

If thus you think to conquer me. 
Poljn. So abfolute is your command, 

That I my R iv3l will embrace; 
Y our w ill no Lover can wit lift1 nd; 

I can do any thing but give my Rival .place. 
Nican Yuu V orce may ftill the fury of the Winds* 

O calm themoft diftemper’d minds: 
Wild Beafts at your command in peace would be, 

When you make Rivals thus agree, 
{plhq embrace', 

Pfyc. I ne'rcan value Birth or State, 
’Tis virtue muft thy heart obtain: 
You may each other emulate 

In glorious adiions *, but muft quit all hate. 
Ere either of you my efteem can gain. 

The next command I give, muft be, 
'Not to invade my privacy. 

Princes,‘farewell, you muft not follow me. 
Nican. So f.icred are the dread commands you give, 

From you my death I humbly woui’d receive. 
For I can fcarce hear this and live. 

Polyn. Your breath mens minds to any thing maymove, 
When you make Rivals one another love. 

.££*« Pfyche. 

Ca - * 
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But fee! her envious Sifters do appear, 

Whofe anger lefs then love we fear, 

As they are going off in hajle, 
.EtffrrCidippe and Aglaura 

Cid. Great Princes, whither do you fly fo faftf 
Aglau. ’Tis to their Idol Pfyehe by their hafte. 
Cid, What Prince-like virtue can you find 

In her poor and groveling mind i 
Aglau. Heav’n did her Soul for Cottages create, 

And for fome vulgar purpofe did defign: 
Her mind’s too narrow for a Prince’s ftate. 
She has no vermes which in Courts may fhine.' 

Cidip, Her beautv like her mind is vulgar too. 
Like the dull off-fpringof fome Village-Pair, 
She might perhaps fome ’shepherds heart fubdue, 
Butfhould, poor Thing of Princes looks defpair. 

Aglau. A thoufand times more charms they here might find, 
Beauty, that’s fic to attratt great Princes eyes. 
But filly Love, foifooth, hath ftruck rhem blind 5 

For could they fee, they would their Love defpife, 
Ni(an. Farewell-Suchblafphemies we mud not hear 

Ag iinft the Goddefs we adore. 
lily. So beautiful to us fhe does appear. 

That none (hall ever charm us more. 
zander & Polynices. 

CiUp, Blafted be her Beauty, and her charms accurft, 
That mud our mine bring j 

I am almoft with Envy burft. 
To fee each day fhe can command a King. 

Aglau. And whilft fhe lives, we can no Lovers have.* 
Oh that her Cradle had become her Grave ! 

Cid. She by each Prince is Idoliz’d, 
Whilft our negledled Beauties may grow old,. 
And not be fought by them fhe has defpis’d. 

Aglau. Oh that I live to hear this ftory tdd* 
This Theme has made my anger bold.' 

I on her Beauty will revenge our Caufe* 
Wc 

•> v. v - - 
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are not fafe whilft breath flic draws. 

Her Example ofRevenge I'll make. 
Cidip. Muft we be thus negle&ed for her fake i 

Ferns '■ redrefs the wrongs which lhehath done: 
She may in time infnare your Son. 

She fuch an Idol by Mankind is made. 
Yourpow'rno more will be obey'd, 
Your Sacred beauty they’lnegled 

Your Deity will have no more refpedh 
Aglau. No Tncenfe more will on your Altars fmofc'e^ 

No Vidfims more will bum, 
Each Prince her Worlhipper will turn. 

Let this your great Divinity provoke 5 
Revenge your fe:f, and take our part. 

Punilh herftubborn heart. 
And by your utmoft fury let her fmart. 

. . £d Symph 
Cidip. What Divine Harmony is this we hear! 

Such never yet approach'd my Ear! 
[Venus defends in her chariot, dram with Doves, 

Aglau, See Venus Chariot hovering in the A r> 
The Goddefs fure has heard our prayr. 

Venus lings, with kindnefs I year prayrs receive, 
And to your hopes (uccejswill give. 
I have with anger fen Mankind adore 
Tour Sifter s beauty, and her fern deplore] 

Which they fhali do no more. 
Fir their Idolatry ill fore/ent, 
Asflu II your wifties to the full content. 

Tour Father is with Pfyche now, 
And to ApolIoV oracle they'll go. 

Her deftiny to knew. 
1 by the God of Wit fell be obey'd, 
Fo- Wit to beauty ftiU is fubjefi made. 

He'llfo refentyour caufe and mine, 
7hat you willnot repine, 

«=. But will applaud the oracle s Deftgn] 



Cydip. 
Y'i4') ;r , , . 

Great Goddefs, we our thanks return. 
We after this no more fhall mourn. 

Aglatt. Your fscred Pow’r for ever we’ll obey. 
And to your Altars our whole Worfhippay. 

. C Venus afceads with [aft Mnfuk. 

[Enter Theander with his Followers, and Pfyche 
with two Ladies• 

7heart. Daughters, no more you fliall contend, 
This happy day your fti ife (hall end: 

The Oracle fliall eafe you of your care* 
We to the Temple will repair, 

And Pjycbe will obey, 
Whate’re the Delphick Go: fliall fay, 

And----*- 
V Vhate’re Apollo (hall command, fhallbe^. 
I fwear by all the Gods, p - rfomvd by me. 

Pfyc.Andon my knees I make th.s foleirn vow^ 
To his Decree I will devoutly bow. 

JLet his commands be what they wiM, 
I chearfully w ill them fulfil. 

Thean* Let’s co Apollo's Temple then repair. 
And feekthe God with Sacrifice and Pray'r. 

: ' • r ■' : vt - 
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The Scene is the Temple of Apollo Delphicnsj with Columns of 
the Dorick Order, inrich'd with Cold, in the middle a palely 
Cnpuio, on the top of it the Figure of the Sun y feme diftance 
before it an Altar lin'd with Brafs 5 under it a large Image of 
Apollo upon the'Trip d~ 

Enter in a Solemn Proceffion} the Chief Trie(l crown'd with Lawrel 
in a white Veflment, over that 4 Purple Gown, over that a 
Cope embroidered with Gold) over alia Lamb-skin Hood with 
the Wool on: He has four Boys attending, two before ^two be¬ 
hind, clad in Surplices, and girt with Girdles of Gold? the 

firfl carrying a goldefrCenfor with Myrrhe, Frarftncenfe, and 
fxveet Gttms>&c. 7he Second a Barley Cake, or Barley Mealf 
with Salt, upon a golden Service* 7kc third a golden Crwiffy 
full of Honey and Water. The fourth a targe gilt Booke mb ofsd 
With Gold. After them fix Briefs , with Books of HymrsDcUd 
in Surplices and embroider'd Copes. 7hen Men with'Wind- 
Jnflruments, clad in Surplices, all crown'd with Wreathes of 
Lawrel. After them Nicander, Cedippe, pofinices, Agfau- 
ra, Theander, Pfyche. 7hen a Train of ^ a dyes. All the Wi^ 
men with their faces covet'd with white Veils. After aBrl 
TheanderV Attendants and Guards in their Proceffton. This 
following Hymn is fung in Chorny 

Chor, T jEds to ApolIoV* Altar now repair, 
And offer up our vows and Pray V $ 

Let us enquire fair Pfyche^ deftiny 

Repeat. 1 The Gods to her will fare propitious be; 
™ ’ ( if Innocence and Beauty may go pee« 

G1%P- Go on, and to the Altar lead\ 
v-t’--. - 

Chief Prieft turns to the People, and fragsoii1.- 
This hollow'd ground let no one tread> 

Who is defil'd with Whoredom^ or with Bloudd 



mjor 
.left aH W' Frafrl Jbould be for them wtthficodc 

Let mne be prefect at our Sacrifice, 
But of an humble uncorrupted mind. 
The God {or wicked men will all our vows defpife, 

And will to all our wijhes be unkind. 

j-By this time they come near the Altar, they all bow, 
and divide, and ftand on each fide of the Altar, and 
the Chief Prieft before. The Chief Prieft kneels 
andkiftesthe Altar. The Prieft and Boys kneel 
with him • they rife, and he, holding the Altar in 
hishancs, fings alone, asfollows, 

Ch. Pr* Son of Latona and great Jove, 
tl# Delos born: which thou fo much dofl love i 

. Great God of Phifick and of Archery, 
of wifdome^ Wit^ and Harmony 5 

God of all Divinations too. 
iChor.cfVoicesT7^/^^rww andPrayrs art due* 
and Ioftrnm. STo thee our, &c. 

C Chief Prieft kneels, kifTes the Altar,' 
then rifes and fings. 

Ch. Pr. Thougav'flthe cruel Serpent Python death* 
jytpriv dft the Giant Tyrion of his breath 
Thou didfl the monflrous Cyclops too deftroy, 

MVho for.m dthelhunder, which did kjU thy Son. 
,CliOr. Thou light of all our life^ and atlourjof? 

Qur off wrings with our hearts are all thine own. 
[[Chief Prieft kneels, and kifles 

the Altar again. 
Ch. Pr. By [acred Hyacinth, thy much lov'd Flower, 

By DaphneV memory we thee implore, 
Then wou dfi he prefect at our Sacrifice, 
And net our humble o ff trings defpife. 

Chorus of ?And we for ever will thy praife advance. 
Voices and (Thou Author of all Light and Heat. 
Inftrum. Let Pipes and Timbrels found, and let them dance* 

Koch 



Each day Mr tv irfhip m'll repent ', 
Each day, &c, 

CA Dance of Priefts entringfro® 
each fide of the Stage, with 
Cymbals,Bells,and Flambeaux. 

After the Dance, they all heel, and the Chief Prieft begins with- & 
laud voice; All anfwer as follows. 

Ch.Pr. fuftter$uno,Minerva,Saturn,Cibele. 
Rtfponf, Be propitious to our vows and prayers. r 
Cb.Pr. Mars, Bell on*,Venus, Cuftdo,Vulcanus. 
Refp. Be propitious, &c. 

Cb jr, Bacchus, Pan, Nef tunas, Sylvanus, Fawnus, Vertumm^, 
Palomon. 

Reft. Be propitious, &c. . 
Ch. Pr. All ye Gods, Goddefles, and all the Powers. 
Reft. Be propitious, &c. 

Iheyrife: T be Chief Trie ft turns to the left hand, and runs , or 

dances about the Altar, Priefts and Boys following him, all the In- 
ftrnments founding. They [ingot follows X 

Chor. To Apollo our CeleftialKbg, C The Dancers 
WewillloV&mfing. "\mingle with 
Io Paean, lo Paean, Cthe Singers. 
Io Paean will we png: 

ThlLh’f Pnrie(! k”eeis.tat ,he Altar. The Boys /land about him. 
The Prieft take the Libamina from the Boys, after a little Paufe« 

Tnees Yl tS *** ***** Then *U U* en their 

*• Pr.Favete lingui$,favete I in grits, favete lin^uls- 
2. Pr. (rifes, waves a wand)Hoi agite, hoc agitAocagire. 

Ch. Pr. rifesand turns to the People. 
Ch.Pr. (with a loud voict)T\'E T “H 1 E, 
Re ft onfe of allK nO A A O 'IV A r A 0 O'!, 

Chief 



Chief Trie ft turns and kneels at the Altar again. The Bojs run 
cut and fetch, one a Flambeaux, the ether little Fagots of Ce¬ 
dar, Juniper, &e. The Prieft rifes and lays them on the 
Altar. All but the Chief Prieft and Boys are kneeling, intent 
upon the Altar, without Jpeech or motion. As foon as the fire 
is kindled, which the Prieft does bimfelf with the Flam- 

beau. 

Ch. Pr. (with a loud voice) Behol d the Firei 

li ' _ ‘ V 

r All but the Chief Prie(t fall flat o» their faces, then rife 
again. The Boys reach the Libamineffl the Chief Prieft: 
I. The Cenfor, with Gums, which he offers. 2. The 
Barley Cake, which he ftrews with fait, then lays it on 
the Fire. Then fprinkjes the Honey and Water on 
the Fire. Chief Prieft waves his wand to Thean- 
der and Pfyche, who draw near, and kjteel juft be¬ 

hind. 

ch, Pr. How ask the God the thing for which you came. 
And after that we’ll facriffce a Ram. 

Thean. That we may know, we humbly pray, 
Who fliall Pfyche'% Husband be 

She will mod cheerfully obey 
Her Defliny, and yourDecreeJ 

Jt Thunders and Lightens extremely. ApolloV Image 
trembles, at which they all rife affrighted. 

Ch- Pr: O Heaven! what prodigy is this ? 
Something is in our holy Rites amifs. 



o py 
It thunder 's and Lightens Again, the Image trembling, and 

in convulftons, with a very hud and bellow voice utters 
thefe following Lines. 

dpollo. *V/rOu muft conduct her to that fatal place, 
JL Where miferable Lovers, that defpair, * 

With howls and Lamentations fill the air j 
A Husband there your Daughter fliall embrace. 

On Venus Rock upon the Sea, 
She muft by you delertcd be: 
A poys’onous Serpent there She’ll find, 

By Heav’n he Tjych’s Husband is defign’d. 
lAt this they all flart, affrighted* 

thean. Gods! that I e’r fliould live to fee this day," 
’Tisfor fome great offence 

Of mine, that thou art to be (hatch'd from hence. 
Oh takemy life, andlet her (lay. 

But 'tis in vain to ask, we muft obey: 
For which I’ll weep my hated life away. 

Cydif. Venus has kept her word, and Ihe (hall be 
Much more ador’d by me, 
Then any other Deity. 

Aglau. Now my fair Sifter muft a Serpent have, 
’Stead of a Nuptial Bed, a Grave, 
Now (he Ihall fuffer for her pride 5 

Our Love and Hate will now be fatisfi’d. 
Pfjc. T0 whatfoe’r the Oracle thinks fit, 

I cheerfully fubmit: 
I have not liv’d fo ill. but I 

With eafe can die: 
I with a willing heart 
Can with my life as with a trifle part: 
Asno joy yetcould ever fill my mind, 
I from no danger can diftradtion find. 

D a ZbM 
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Thorn, Lead oh % and with a funeral pace,' 

For I in that unhappy place 
Mart bury all my joy, and leave my life behind. 

Nican. Stay but a moment, flay 5 

You will not fure this Oracle obey. 
Confider and b& wife: 

If it be good Pfjcht tofacrifice, 
You were oblig'd to’t without this command, 
And we the adion fhould not then withftand. 

Voljn. If bad, then Heav’n it felf can't make it good 
All good and ill’s already underftood. 
Heav’n has forbid the fhedding guiltlefs bloud. 
If good and ill anew it has defign’d. 
The Gods are mutable, and change their mind. 

Nican. Be not by this Impofture, Sir. betray’d 
By this dull Idol which the Priefts have made : 
Too many Cheats are in the Temple found. 
Their fraud does more then piety abound: 
They make the fenflefs Image (peak with eafe 

What e’r themlelves fhall pleafe. 
Ch. Vr. Do not the facred Image thus profane, 

Which wilt revenge it felf, and all its Rites maintain. 
Polyn. If that be facred, and you that adore, 

Then him that made it you fhould worfhip more: 
To th'poor Mechanick you give no refped, 
Y’ adore his Workmarfhtp, but himnegled. 

Nican. For Sacred you impofe what you decree. 
And the deluded Multitude believe, 
By boafting of Infallibility, 
Th’unthinking Rabble you with eafe deceive. 

Pci. Whatever in Divinity you know. 
In ay concernments of Mankind below: 

In all the objeds of the Mina, 
And in all humane Science we can find. 
In Priefts more Errors then in all Mankind. 

Nican. In Sacred Things yet you fo much excel 
All others, in your Sleeps you can foretell 5 
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When after forfeits in your holy Feafts 
You fleep in skins of facrificed Beads, 
The troubled Dreams you from thofe fumes receive, 
To the unheedful world for Oracles you give. 

Jhean. In holy Myfteriesyou muft lay by 
Your intricate Philofophy. 

After the dreadful Cloud with Thunder broke,7 
It was fome loud immortal voice that fpoke. * 

Ch. Pr. The holy Rites you faw perform’d. 
By Miracles were now confirm’d* 

N/catt Miracles ! .:%i 
Your holy Cheats t’ advance your Myftery: 
The nobltft Science is Divinity. 
But when become a Trade, I fee,’twill be 
Like other Trades, maintain’d by Knavery.' 

Ch. Pr. By Miracles the pow’r of Heav’n is known.' 
Polyn. Heav’ns power is more by fetl’d order fhownl 

The beauty of that order which is found. 
To govern the Creation in a round, 
The fix’d uninterrupted Chain,whereby 
All things on one another muft depends s 
This method proves a wife Divinity, 
As much as fliould the Gods on earth defeend.1 

Ch. Pr. You fpeak from Nature, which is ignorance? 
But we to infpiration muft advance. 

Nican. If, Prieft, by Means not nat’ral Heav’n declares 
Its will, and our obedience foprepares; 
The Gods by this their weaknefs wou’d confefs, 
VVhat you call Miracles wou’d make them lefs.. 
If fomthing without Nature they produce, 
Nature is then defective to their ufe .- 
And when by that they cannot work their end. 
By Miracle their Inftrument they mend. 

Polyn.If this be granted,Prieftjby this we find. 
The Gods forefee not, or elfe change their mind. 
But Heav’n does nothing to our fenfe produce, 
But it does outward Nat’ral Caufes ufe. 
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Tools truft in Miracles, and fools ne’r doubt s 
,’Tis ignorance of Caufes, Prieft, makes fools devout' 

. {.thunder* ug*in. 
Ch.Tr. Be gone, profane and wicked men. 

You have provok’d Heav’ns wrath again; 
Heav’n does again to you in Thunder fpeak! 

Nican. ’Twas nothing but a petty cloud did break 5 
What, can your Priefthoods grave Philofophy 
So much amaz’d at common Thunder be i 

Pfjc. We (hould obey without thefe prodigies s 
I to Heav’ns Will my own will facrifice. 

, Cidif. Muft I then with my much lov’dSifter part} 
AgUu. The difmal lofs will break my tender heart* 
thean. Joy of my life, let’s to the fatal place. 

Where thine and all my forrow is dtfign’d .* 
W hen thee the poisonous Serpent lhall embrace. 
Allure thy felf I’ll not ftay long behind* 

Poljn. Thus the great Agamemnon was betray’d, 
A nd ifhigenia thus a Vittim made: 
Such horrid tllsjReligion can perfwade. CExeunt tntnes 

The Scene changes to a Rocky Defalt full of dreadful 
Caves, Cliffs, and Precipices,with a high Rock 
looking down into the Sea. 

Enter two defpairing Leversi 
1. Lev. Ah what a dreadful RockyDefart’s this,’ 

The Melancholly Region of defpair: 
Wheree’r I turn me, poifonous Serpents hifs. 
And with their venomous breaths infett the Air.' 

2. Lov. Here peftilential vapours do abound, 
And killing Damps theVaults andCaver ns breath} 
From dreadful gapings of the craggy ground. 
The fatal Defart feems to yawn forth death. 
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1. Lov, A gloomy darknefs hovers o’r this place 5 

Here fure the Sun ne’r (hews his joyful face. 
Nature this place for honour did defign: 

No beam of comfort here can fhine : 
2. Lov. Nothing but houls of fad defpair. 

And difmal groans of Wretches fill the Air. 
Who in Agonies their hated lives refign. 

1. Lov. How many various ways ro death we have: 
Some from that Rock have plung’d into the Deep 3 
And in the Sea vi e faw ’em find a grave. 

2. Zw.Someby theirPonyards meet deaths eafre fleep: 
Some defp’rate Lovers find out death. 
By wilful (lopping their own breath. 

1. Lov. Nature this placedid formy grief intend. 
2. Lov. And here my fatal life and love (hall encL 
1. Lov. Pfyche is hither by Apollo feint. 

Here to fulfil the Oracles intent. 

Two defpairing Men and two defpairing Women 
fing as follows. 

'.1 

__ 1 
1. Mam TJiJrdjf, break diflralfed heart, there is no cure 

D For Love, my minds too raging Calenture, 
1 i VVom. Sighs which in other paffions vent, 

Andgive them cafe when they lament, 
Are hut the be'Jows to my hot defire. 

2 .VVom .And tears in me not quench,but nourijh fire,. 

2. Man. 

t.Man; 

\\ ' , . * t • 5 -4 * y K 

2.VVom. 

x. Worn, 

Nothing can mollipe my grief. 
Or give my paffion a relief. 
Love is not like our earthly fire; 
Ton joon may [mother out that flame 3 

Concealing dees increafe defire3 
No off option Love can tame. 
Defpair in Love tranfcends all painy 
Loft hopcwiU ne'r return again. 

In Hell there's no Juch mtfery¥ 
As now opprefjes me. 

/ - ! 

jet' 

•ft r 
♦ 

Ithjp 



m 
I this one fang alone 

Wotfd change for Sifyphus his Stone, 
1. Man, / would the torments which if eel 

Change for Ixions wheel. 
a. Worn, The Vulture [hould on me for ever feed, 

Rather then thus my heart for Love jbonld bleed, 
i,Man, oh Tantalus l for thy eternal Tbirjfo 

Tm more on Earth then thou in Hell accurfi. i 
i.Worn. Was ever grief like mine ? 
2. Worn. Like m net 
i Man. Like mine ? 
3.Man. Like wine? 

Cho- \ Was ever grief likemine t 

rus. J Was ever &c? 
a.VVom, Nothing but death can cure our mifen J 
i. Worn. i’ll die. 
i.Man, P die. 
a.Man. I ll die. 

Cho- ? Nothing but death can cure cur mi J cry. 
rus, S j Nothing but, &c. 

y-.w-v l *' 
4 I 

> V 

1. Man [peaks. How long fhall I for this dull Serpent flay. 
Ere I become his pre i 

Comeforth from out thy pois’noiis Den : 
Doft thou defpife the fie hi of men * 

2. Man. 1 helazv Serpent breaktafted to day > 
I will not for his waking ftomach flay: 
I’ll b’ Author of my fate, and make my fell: away 

. iFallsonhisfwJ' 
i. Worn. Your Sex no more in courage /hall excel, 

Foi lean die as will. 
I in this Dagger my Relief will hnd, 
And kill my body thds to eaf my mind, Ik ills her [elf. 

i. Man. I to the topof all the Reck,will climbi 
And'if inlittleicime / / .t 

The Serpent there I oannot fee,. . 
I’ll find a way tp follow *. ■•/ .• 

Worn. My heart that officj;.wjU perform for med 

rh'i A death* 



. m 
(2J) _ 
A death-like pang {feel, 
Ihavenoneedoffteel, 

A faint cold fweat befmears my face, 
I can make haft and dye apace. 

And thefe are the laft words le’re ftiall fpeak,' 
Farewell my cruel Love, for thee my heart does breaks - 

Z She dies: 
7hcn he on the top of the Rock falls headlong into the Set. 

Theander, Pfyche, Cidippe, Aglaura, Pfyche'i 
two Women, and other Atten dants, in Funeral 

habits, weeping -^t hen the Guards. 
Pfyc,Oh ftop thofe Royal Fountains, tears are things 

VVhich ill become the Majefty of Kings. 
Thean. But they become a Father, who muft lofe 

The onely comfort of his fading life; 
Whobarbaroufly muft his Child expofe, 
By Heavens command, to be a Serpents Wife. 

pfjc. That dread command I’m ready to obey, 
I beg you will no longer ftay. 
Deaths cold embraces I will court? 

I can my fate, but not your tears fupport. 
Thean. Ye Gods, why did ye ever blefs 

Me with this gift, tofnatch it back again ? 
My burden’s greater then I canfuftain ! 

Pfyc.l never could deferve fuch tendernefs; 
Nay, good Sir, dry your eyes, my heart will break 5 

To bear your grief, I am too weak. 
Thean. Oh that I d never feen thy much-lov'd face. 

And that thour’dft periih’d in the womb: 
I had not led thee to this fatal place. 
Thy Father had not brought thee living to theTomb. 

Ffyc. Your fad complaints fo foften me, 
My heart will melt to that degree. 

That I (hall have none left when death I fee. 
Thean. Heav’n! what could thus your cruelty provoke ? 

y our Altars,by my bounty,daily fmoke. 

£ 



(26) 
With Far, withlncenfe, and w ith Gums : 
Nor have you wanted Hecatombs, 
And muft I thus rewarded be i 

Cid'p’See how the Dotard weeps, while we 
Rejoyce at this her Deftiny; 
Oh how it wou’d my envy feed, . 
Could my glad eyes behold her bleed t 

Aglau.Q good dear Serpent, make her fure. 
Her death, our grief can only cure- 
Oh that fhe were at my command. 

And that her heart were throbbing in my hand. 
Some miracle may elfe relieve 

Her from this death,and weafrefh may grieve. 
Pfjc. Good Sir, be gone, the will of Heav’n obey 

Befides, if you flioald longer flay. 
Before the Serpent comes, my life will ftealaway., 
Weigh not your lofs,but what you have remain 5 
You have the comfort of my Sifters left. 

Who will your drooping Age fuftain, 
W hen y’are of me bereft. 

Sifters,be good, and to my Father give 
All comfort, and his grief relieve? 

He, from you Two, much pleafure may receive,' 
Cid. Our grief as much as his relief will need. 

Oh that I might with Pfjche bleed : 
Did not the Gods felf-murder hate, 
I wou’d accompany your Fate. 

Aglau. Oh that the Gods would fuffer me, 
To be exchang’d for thee ! 

T["jc. Sifters, farewel, pray, dry your eyes; 
I am for you a Sacrifice. 

You may your choice of many Princes have,1 
When I am cold, forgotten in my Grave. 

The an Gods •' can Iyet hear this and live? 
Oh take my life, or me my Pfjche give. 

Pfyt, Sir, if you longer flay, 
You'll caufe my death, npt they; 

Kiffes her 
Sifters* 

Ida; 



>7) 
I on my knees befeech yoH quit 

This fatal place, and to Heaven’s will fubmit. 
Farewel; ’tistime, 

I now the Rock my fatal Tomb muft climb. 
Farewel for ever— = j 

ihean. Say not fo, 
For I to death will go 

My Sonl to morrow ihall meet thine below. 
[Exeunt all but Pfyche-. 

Pfyche foU. Even now grim death I flightly did efteem. 
With the wrong end o’th’Glafs I look’d on him? 
1 hen afar off and little he did feem : 

Now my Perfpe&ive draws him near, 
He very big and ugly does appear. 
Away --it is thebafefalfe Glafsof fear. 

- Enter Nicander and Polynices’ 

Why do you come to fee me wretched here ? 
‘What can you hope from her whofedeath’s fo near ? 

Pelyn. To faveyour life, our lives we will expofe. 
Pfyc. Can mortal men the heav’nly pow’rs oppofe f 
Nican. What Heav’n commands is furely good. 

Heav’n has declar’d ’gainft (bedding humane bloud. 
Bores, Rams and Bulls will ferve Af die’s turn, 
Whilft Gums and Incenfeon his Altars burn. 
’Xis to the Priefts that youarefacrific’d. 

Pfyc, I muft not hear the Oracle defpis’d. 
Nicati.ln vain,’gainft prejudice we ftill difputei 

Our Swords fhall this great Oracle confute. 
No Serpeut whilft we live (hall you embrace. 
Nor any other Rival in this place. 

\ pfyc.He carries deadly venom in his breath, 
' Which certainly will give you death. 

Polyn. Cadmus, without Love’s aid, the Dragon flew y 
Jnfpit’d by Love, what cannot Princes do? 



. w 7»3) ... 
Pfyc.Why for my preftrvation fhou'd you drive? 

For neither my affe&ion e’r cou’d move. 
Though Heav’n for that wou’d fuffer me to liver 
No Prince on earth cou’d ever make me love, 

Nican.’Tis time we both of us lhou’d dye. 
Since we from you no pky can deferve. 
Yet - - 

Had we no love for generality 
Spight of your felf we wou’d your life preferve’ 

Poljn. You have made Rivals thus agree,. 
Though cou’d you love, but one cou’d happy be. 
Each will aflift the other, and you’ll fee. 
In fpight of Oracles we’il let you free. 

Pfyc. Farewell: I muft not hear this blafphemy. ’ 
Rican. We cannot leave you till you dye. 

No Oracle /hall that deny, 
CThe Earth opens» infernal Spirits 

rife and hwry the Prince away. 
Two Zephiri descend and take 
Pfyche by each arm and fly into 
the C loads with her. 

Cupid defcends a little Way hanging in the Air. 
Cup.Begone, you Rivals ofan angry Deity : 

Shall I by infolent Princes rivahM be ? 
Shall Mortals for my Pfyche drive with me f 

Fulcan make haft, prepare 
My coftly Palace for my fair5 
I in that fplendid place 

My Love, my Dear, my pfyche will embrace., 
Zffe flies away. 

Enter Nicander W Polynices. 
Nican. By what Enchantment were we hurtl’d hence? 
Pfyche is gone. Let’s ufeall diligence 

Soon to prevent her fate, 
Or we /hall come too late. 

Pelyn: VVe will our much-lov'd Pfyche find. 
Or we will leave pur hated lives behind,,, £ Exeunt, 

ACTE * 



ACT III. 

The Scene h the? atace of Cupid, Compos'd of wreath'd Columns 

of the Corinthian Order 5 the Wreathing is adorn d with 

JRofeSy And the Columns have feveral little Cupids fifing 

about reand a ftngle Cupid (landing upon every Capital. 

At a good di fiance are feen three Arches, which divide the 

firfi Court from the other part of the Building: The middle 

Arch is noble and high , beautified with Cupids and Fe- 

ftoons and fupported with Columns of the forefaid Order0 

Through thefe Arches is feen another Court, that leads to the 

main Buildings which is at a mighty difiance. All the Cupids, 

Capitals and Inrichments of the whole Palace are of Cold* 

Here the Cyclops are at work^at a Foge^ forging great Vafes 

of Silver. The Mufick fir ikes upy they dance , hammering the 

Vafes upon Anvils. 

After the Dance, Enter Vulcan* 

Vulcan m\JT & bold Sons of Earthy that attend upon Fire] 
fogs §f • Ma^.e hafie with the Palace? left Cupid fijouldfiaf 

Ton mufi not be lazy whenZove dees require, 
For Love is impatient,and brooks no delay. 
When Cupid you ferve5 you mufi toil and mufi fwat$ 
Re double your blows, and your labour repeat. 

> % _ .i , • 

The vigorous young God's not with Uzinefs jerv’dy 
He makes all bis Vaflals t heir diligence jhow, 



. 0>' 
And nothing from him but with pains is deferv'd $ 
The brisk Tenth that falls on and fiillfo ows his 
Is his favourite fill jbe confiderate Foof 
He as ujelefs laysfyfor a pitiful Tool* 

i* Cycl. This Palace is finijh'd, andthe other fijaUbe 
Made fit for his f mall Deity. 

2. Cycl. But.fire.mak.es us cholerick, and apt to repine^ 
' - Vnlefs you witi giveusjomc Wine* 

, Chor. With [winging great Bowls, 
Let's refrefh our d<y Souls5 

Andihen weTl to work with a Clink, clink, clink > 
But fir filet us drink; but firfi let us drink. 

Vulcan, Let each take his Bond then, and hold it to his no[es 
Then let him redouble his blows. 

Cycl* Nay> (lint us not fo, but let each take his two7 
And twice as much as we can do* 

Chor. With fwinging great Lewis} 
Let's refrejhy &ic, 

. ■ . '• C| * * 0 * 

Vuk. Te Slaves, mil younever from drunkemfs refrain ? 
Remember Ulyfl'cs again. • 

Cycl. Ulyfles is a Dog, were he here he (hotdd fi"d 
H e'd [corn him? and drink our Jelves blind. 

1 

Chor. Withfrvnginggreat Bewlf, 
Let s refrifh, &c. 

, CThey take their Kans intheir haads„ 

Pyra. Here. Harpes, to you. Harp. Here, Brontes, to you, 
Andfo take each Cyclops his due. 

Bron. To thee, S teropes S ter- Pyraemon, to the. 
Quin. And thus in our Cups we'd agree., 

'Chor, 



00 
Chor, With fwinging great Bowls, 

Let's refrefh, &c. 

Vulc. Begone, or great Jove will for thunder-bolts flay, 
the World grows fo wicked each day, A 

Cycl, He has lefs need of Thunder then we have of Wine •* 
VVe'd drink,, thoughgreat Jove fhould refine, 

Chor. with (winding ?reat Bowls, 
Let's refre[h,&c. # T 

pThe Cyclops dance again.' 

Enter Cupid WZepfiyrus, at which they all runaway* 
Cup. You are my beft of fervants, y'have done well. 

Say, Zephyrus, how do you like my Love i 
Zeph. Her Beauty does all mortal forms excel, ■ 

She (hould befnatch’d from Earth to reign above* 
But why do you a humane lhape now wear i 
Why will you not your felf a God appear ? 

Cup. At firft, invifible I’ll be. 
Then like a Prince I will befeen 3 
Me like a God when (hefballfee. 
I’ll make her my Immortal Queen, 

When Love thus flily his approaches makes, 
He takes faft hold, and long will flays 

But if by ftorm he once poflefTion takes, 
His Empire in the heart willToon decay. 

Here comes my Love Away, 
And to her honour dedicate this day. 

[Exeunt Cupid and Zephyrus 

Enter Pfyche' 
Pfyc. To what enchanted Palace am I brought 

Adorn’d beyond all humane thought C 
Here Art and Natures utmoft powers confpire. 

To make the Ornament entire, 
r - . Where 



. (3*) 
Where e’r I turn me, here my dazl’d eye 
Does nought but Gold or precious Gems defcry: 

This fure is fome divine abode, 
Thefplendid Palace of fome God • 

And not a Den where Humane bloud is fpilt. 
This fure was never for a Serpent built. 

I am at this no lefs amaz’d, 
Then at myfudden pafTage to the place. 

With wonder round aboutl’ve gaz’d. 
And, which is ftrange, I've feen no humane face. 
* Tis fure fome Aery Vifion which I feA 
And I to this imaginary height \ 

Was rais’d by Heav’n in cAjelty, 
That I might fuffer a feverer Fate. 
I on a Precipice of hope was plac’d, 

That fo my falltnight greater be, 
A nd down with violence I ilia 11 be caft 
To th’ bottom of defpair, th’ Abyfs ofmifery.' 
Where is the Serpent/* when will he appear- i 

CaATheSerpent whichyou muft embrace is near. 
rfjc. What Divine Harmony invades my ear? 

This is a voice I cou’d for ever hear. 
O fpeak again, and (trike my ravifli’d fenfe 

With thy harmonious excellence.' 
What Pow’r Divine provokes within my bloud, 
I know not what, that cannot.be withftood i 

Cup. What ever can be pleafant but in thought, Cwithm. 
Shall for my Love be fought : 

This (hall her Palace, here her Empire be.-j 
She fliall have Sovereign command o’r that and me.’ 

tfyc. No objedt of my fenfe could e’r 
Tranfport me till this hour > 

II feel a paffion mix’d with Joy and Fear, 
That'scaus’d by this unknowninvifible Power.' 

Who are you that does charm me for* 
Such pain and pleafure Ine’rfelt before} 

You are by this fome God, I know, 
.And (muft you adore Z(he htels. 

Bnttr 



Enter Cupid, and takes her up. 
Oh Heaven / what glorious thing is this I fee i 

What unknown Deity i 
His fhapeis humane, but his face divine; 
He calls me Love : buc ah ! would he were mine. 

Cup. I am the Serpent Heav'n for you dtfign’d. 
Which fliou’d on you his poifon breathe.; 

Pfyc. This poifonne'r can caufe my death, 
Pot fuch a Serpent I wou’d quit Mankind, 
Yours is the pleafant’ft poifon e’r was fek; 
My eyes drop fhowers of joy,-my heart wilhmelt. 

My mind was never full before, 
Bnt now my fwelling Joys run o’r; 
My heart does pant like a feal’d Doves : 
What is it thus my paffion moves ? 

Cnp. How does my charming fair, my Dove r 
Let me approach my Dear, my Love : 
Let me but touch thy fnowy hand, 
And thou (bait all my heart command. 

pfyc. There’s no requeft of yours I can withftand. 
Oh I am flung■ what’s thisrl feel ? 

-It is no pointed Steel: 
Tis fuch a pretty tingling fmart, 

Now it invades my heart. 
Oh it increafes on me ftill. 
And now my bloud begins to chill. 
But, Oh the pleafure! Oh the pain! 

And, Oh ! might both a thoufand years remain ! 
Cup Courage, my Dove, I have thee here, $ tm^rA 

Thou need’ft no Serpent fear; pees her 
For I am all the Serpents thou fhalt fee, 
And Love is all the poifon I’ll infufe in thee, 

J fyc. What can it be my fenfes thus allarms ? 
What have you done t’ your hand that thus it charms ? 
But, Oh your pow’rfuleyes bewitch me more, 
Lnev.er faw or felt fuch eyes before. 



(gyv 
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Nor know I now what ’tis I feel or fee. [He tarns his bead.ifide. 
Turn not away thofe eyes that poifontr.e. 

Thofe fvveet, thofe piercing am’rous eyes, * 
That can fo eafilya heart furprife. 
Oh, may my breafl this poifon ne’r forfake •' 

I’m fare no Antidote I’ll take. 
Why do you figh i are you tranfported too f 

Citp. As you by me, fol am charm’d by you. 
Oh let my wandring heart find reft 
Within thy foftand fnovvy breaft. 
Thou mud to me thy heart refign. 
And in exchange I’ll give thee mine. 

And when my heart within thy breaft does fit. 
Thou mult be kind, and nurfe, and cherifh it. 

Pfjc.Oh! how mine 6utters s yet I hold itfaft, 
ft b-a s till >t it felt will tire; 

’ Twill lofe it fell with violent defire: 
Do what I can, it will be gone at laft. 
Oh give me thine, for mine will flie away S 
Ah give it me! for if you longer ftay, 

Mine will be gone, and I ftiall die. 
Pray let your heart the want of mine fupply. 

Cup. Thou through thy Lips, my Love, muft mine receive. 
And the fame way thine to my breaft convey? 
And when to me that pretty thing thou’lt give, 

- I’ll us’t fo kindly, ’cfliall not die away. 
pfjc, Thentakeit, for with me it will not ftay. [They iifs> 

VVhat have I done ! I am too blame* 
1 blufh and feel a fecret fliame 

But I feel fomthing which o’rcomes that fen'e. 
I’m charm’d with fo-much excellence! 

Some Power Divine thus animates my bloud, 
And’twerea fin, if that (hould be withftood. 

Your facted form fo much does move? 
That I pronounce aloud, I love. 

How am I rapt! what is it thus does force 
My inclination from its proper conrfe % . 

I was 



I was to love an open enemy; 
, But now the more I look onThee,' 

The morel love. My firft furprife 
Is heighten’d ftill by thy bewitching eyes. 

Cup. Love’s debt was long deny’d by thee,’ 
But now h’as paid himfelf with ufury. 

pfyc, Should I to one 1 know not be thus kind, 
To one who will, perhaps, unconftant be ; 

Pray let me fo much favour find. 
To let me know who'tis has conquer’d me. 

Cup. Do not fufperft my conftancy, 
Believe my fighs,and ihen truftme. 
Words may be falfe and full of Art, 

Sighs are the nat’ral language of the heart. 
But, pray beware of curiofi y, 

Left it Ihou’d mine Thee and Me. 
You muft not yet know who I am 3 
I will in time difclofe my name. 

I in this Region a vaft Empire have, 
Each Prince y'have feen compar’d to me’s a Slave. 
To me all Grecian Princes Tribute owe. 

Which they fhall pay to you. 
A thoufand Beauties fhall be ftill at hand. 

Waiting for thy command j 
And, without envy, they fhall thee adore. 
The pomp which here thou fhalt enjoy, is more 
Then e’rwasfeenin Earthly Princes Courts : 

And pleafures here fhall be 
Beyond ail mortal Luxury; 

Our Recreation fhall be heav’n'y fports. 
And to fuch fplendid Joys I thee invite, 
As do the Gods on Feftivals delight. 
But firft thy pallat thou (halt fatisfie. 
Thy ear fhall then be ravifh’d, then thy eye 
And all thy other Senfes thou fhalt feaft: 
Here thou fhalt entertain, and.I will be the gueft. 

T2 This 



This following Songisfungby invifible Singer^ ALL $oy to fair Pfych e in this happy place, 

And to our great M after, who her (hail embrace 

May never his Love nor her Beauty d'cay. 

But be rvarm as the Spring, and (lillfrefh as the day. 

No Mortals on Earth ‘ver wreichtdcou dprove, 

if flill while they liv'd, th fdbe always in lo ve. 

' / * 1 i*. ' ' 

There's none without Love ever happy can he3. 

Without it each Brute were as happy as we. 

The knowledge men hoafl of doth nothing hut vexy 

And their wandring Re afon their minds does perplex* 

Chor. But no Mortals; &c. 

Love's fighs and .histears ar Or mix'd with delights , 

But were he flill Pefler'd with cares and with f rights, 

Shot? da thoujandmore troubles a Lover invade, 

By one happy moment they'd fully he paid, 

Ghor. No Mortals5 &c. 

Then lofe not a momenty hut in Pleafure employ it, 

Tor a moment once lo(l will always be fo > 

Tour Touth requires Lovey let it fully enjoy ity 

Andpufh on your Nature as far as 'twillgo. 

Chor. No Mortals, &c#. 

Pfyc. How am I rap’c! what pleafuresdo T find l 
My Love.I have but onerequeft tothee; 

Two Sifters I have left behind, 
I hope my Love will be fo kind. 
That they the WitneiTes may be 

0£ all my pomp and my felicity. 

Enter Zephyru*, 
Cup. My Zephyr us is ftill at hand 

To wait for thy command . 



Zefh: I’ll fly as quick as thought, 
They fuddenly fliall to this place be brought.} 

[ Exit Zephyrus, 
Cup. My Dear, let them not here much time employ, 

For 1 muft thy whole heart enjoy. 
From me, my Love, not one poor thought muft ftray, 
For I have given thee all my heart away. 

But now prepare thy ears and eyes, 
For I thy fenfes will furprife. 
Along with me, and thou (halt fee 
What Miracles in Love there be. 

[ Exeunt, 
* 

' * # 

the Scene changes to the principal Street of the City} with vafl mm„ 

hers of People looking down from the tops of Houfes, and out of the 

Vt'indows andBalconies. which are hung with tape fry. In this 

Street is a large triumphal Arch5 with Columns of the Dorick Or- 

der5 adorned with the Statues of Fameand Honour, (jrc. Beauti¬ 

fied with Fe(loons of Flowers •, all the lnrichments ofGold. through 

this Arch, at a vafi diflancc, in the middle of a Piazza, isfeena 

(lately obelisk, 

/ . * 

Enter two Men; 

. 

i; Mm. Whatfliouts are thofethat ecchofrom the Plain? 
2. Mm. The Stranger-Princes have the Monfter flain.* 

The People the vi&orious Ch impions meet. 
And them with Shouts and Acclamations greet. 

i. Mm. Ourfreedom thefe brave Conqu’rors have reftor’d. 
The bloud of Men no more fliall be devour’d; 
No more young Ladiesfliall be fnatch’d away... 

To be the cruel Serpents prey; 
2-. Matr. 



. 2.- Man. For this the large Triumphal Arch was built, 
For this the Joyful People meet in throngs, 
The Princes Triumph for the bloudthey fpilr, 
And celebrate the Conqueft with loud Songs. 
They in this place a Sacrifice prepare. 
To pay their vows and thanks to th' Godof War. 

i, C A Conjert of loud Martial Muftck. 
' >» .: * '«• '[■(:« '••••' *■ ' ■ -J * ' * ■ * ^ / 

* x ‘ 1 • L “S. * - . * •-.* 

Enter the Priefls of Mars, one carrying the Serpents 
Head upon the Spear, all of them having Targets, Breaft- 
plates, and Helmets of Brafs. Then the Praful, having a 
Trophy of Arms carry’d before him. Then Nicander, Po- 
lynices, Cydippe,Aghura,Train and Guards,- The Prieftsfing 
this following Song, and dance cc’c* 

I~,Et us loudly rejoyce^ 
With glad heart and with voice $ 

For the Monfler is dead, 
And here is his head. 
No more [hall our Wives 
Be afraid of their lives, 

' 2J~or our Daughters by Serpents mi(cany. 
The Oracle then 
Shad be (low them on Men, 

And .they not with Mongers [had many. 
Let m lewdly rejoyce 

With glad heart and with voice % 
For the Monfler is dead, 

And here is his head, 

Pt^fdfings. Great God of War to thee 
VFe offer up our thanks andprafr 

For by thy mighty Deity 
Triumphing Conquerors we are* 

Choc* 



Chor. 

Praful. 

Chor. 

(?PT 
Thofrrt great among this heavenly race\ 

Andonely to the Thunderer givflplace. 

Jove is thy father.}ut does not exceed 
Thy Duty on ary jcore. 

Thou, rxhcn thou wilt, canfl make the whole world bleed\ 
And thou can(l heal their breaches by thy power. 
yTisthou thatmuft to Armies give fucce(s. 
Thou that mufi Kingdoms too with fafety blefs, 
Thou that mufl brings and then mufi guard their peaces 

They dance, {hiking their Swords upon the Targets, fhowing 
the poftures of their Swords, Kettle-Diums beating, and 
Trumpets founding- Whilft the Prejul and the reft prepare 
the Altar, and kindle the Fire, Af ter the Dance 

:*:j *n ; v> ; f ,. von „.. ; '' 
F#f. fings. While we to Mars his praifes fing, 

A Horfe^tfrappointed Victim5 bring. 
[ Aa-s and Venus meet in the Air in their 

Chariots, his drawn by Horfes, and 
hers by Doves. 

Venus fings. Great God of Warfif thou dofl not defpifc 
The piwer of my vittorious eyes, 

Rejett this Sacrifice. 
My Deity they dffrefpcff. 

My Altars they neglcff) 
And Pfyche onely they adore, 

Whom they (hall fee no more. 
Have I yet leftfuch influence on your heartf 
As to enjoyn you woud take my part. 
By (ome known tokenpunjfh their offence, 

And let them know their wfolerAtl 

Mars, Somuch your influence on me remains, 
7hat (Hi! 1 glory in my chains, 
What ever you commandflall be 

A jov'reign Law to me. 

Thef efaucy Mortals foon Jhall[\e. 
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What-Uis to difrefpeff jour Deity. 
Tofhow bow much for yon l them defpifey 

Since they with Venus dare contcnd} 
Tepowers of Hell your Furios fend\ 
And interrupt their Sacrifice. 

CMars and Venus fiy away. 
Furies wfeend and ftrike the Altar, and hr falsity and every one 

' flies away with a fire-brandin's hand. 

-i.fr* What dreadful prodigies are thefe! 
Hence frem his bloudy rage let’s flie. 
And in his-Temple let us try 

If we his angry Godhead can appeafe. 
I\7ican. What Magick Charms do this fad place inftft, 

And us in all our actions thus moleft < 
Polyn. The pow r of Hell it fure muft be 

That thus againft us wages war 5 
For when fair Pfyche he wou’dfree, 

it {till does mifehiefs againft us prepare. 
But no Enchantment yet our courage binds;, 
No accidents can alter valiant-minds. 

Ntcan* In fpight of Hell we will goon inqueft 
Of our lov’d Pfycberwho is charm’d from hence. 

Aglau. You might from all your fiuitlefs toyls have reft; 
If of your prefent fortune y5 had a fenfe. 

Cid. Our Father, who is now at point of death. 
Does in his Will us two to you bequeath. 

Aglau. Envy it fdf will fure confefs, 
Our Beauties and our Venues are not lefs, 
Then the mean Idol’s you fo much adore, 
And whom ye never can fee more* 
The Monfter- you haveilain did her devour. 

Polyn. We by his rav’nous Maw did find to day. 
The Monfter hadmotyet made'her his prey. 

Cid. What if he had., we two areleft behind-, 
And by the Gods you are for u^ defign'd. 

Nican. Heav’n has not yet to me reveal'd that mind, 
Myipdmatjons ftill ate hers I find. 

The 
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The honours great we might by you en/oy, 
But it would all our vows and all our love deflroy. 

Polyn. To Pfyche I have offer’d my whole heart, 
Sh’has for no other left me the leaft part. 
Pardon that I the honoutmuft refufe 5 
No Mortals can their own affections chufe 5 
Love, Heav’ns high power does into us infufe. 

Nican. When we loft Pfyche, folemnly we fwore. 
The fearchof her we never wou’d give o’t. 

Folyn. Should we not find her, we our lives muft fpend, 
Which in th’unwearied fearchof her muft end. 

Aglau. Think you with fafety you fhall us defpife * 
Though we’re too weak to wound you with our eyes, 
Ourfull revenge fhall bothofyou purfue, 
And give what to your infolence is due. 

Cid. Your heads fhall pay for the affront you give, 
And you fhall dye, or we will ceafe to live. 

Nican. If danger cou’d our courages remove, 
y Ve were not fit t’afpire to Pfyche's love. 

Polyn. Our abfence now you muft excufe, 
V Ve in our fearch no farther time muft lofe. 

CExeunt Nican. Polyn 
Aglau.I have a trufty Villain which I’ll fend. 

Who in dilguife fhall their unwary fteps attend» 
And then anamfcufh fhall for them belaid. 
That their bafe lives may be tous betray'd. 

Cid. The powers of all this Kingdom we’ll engage, 
Tofacrifice their lives to our infatiate rage. 

Aglau. They dearly fhall by their example fhow. 
How foon reje&ed Xove to dangerous Rage can grow. 

C Exeunt amho, 

ACT 



The Scene is a (lately Garden belonging to the Magnificent Palace, feen 

in the former AH. The great Walk is hounded on either fide with 

great Statues, Figures of Gold (landing on Pedefials, and(mall fit¬ 

ting at their feet: And in large Fafes of Silver are Orenge, Le¬ 

mon, Citron, Pomegranate: and behind Mirtle,fe[Jemine, and o- 

ther Trees. Beyond this a noble Arbour, through which isfeen a 

lefs Walk,, all ofcjprefs Trees, which leads to another Arbour at a 

great difiance. 

Enter Aglaura,Cydippe, Pfyche with her Train. 

Jglau, TP'' Nough the Splendor of your Court w’have feen, 
jH Such ne’r was known by any earthly Queen, 

J Cyd. But we yourConqu’ringLover wou’d behold, 
Of whom fuch charming (lories you have told. 

Pfyc. Oh 1 he’s the brighteft thing your eyes e’r faw; 
Beauty he has might give the whole World Law* 
And then fuch tender kindnefs you (hall fee; 
For he delights in nothing but in me. 

We fport and revel all the day, 
In foft delights melting the hours away. 
And fuch refiftlefs ways he has to charm. 

We kift, embrace, and arm inarm, 
Witham’rousfighs, andfofc difcourfe. 

Our fainting Paflions dill we reinforce.* 
When I would fpeak, my words he does devour; 
And when he fpeaks, I ki(s him o’rand or. 

And 
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And when from killing we our lips remove; 
He tells a thoufand pretty Talesof Love. 
And all the while his beauty I furvey. 
And he fo greedily beholds my eyes. 
As he’d devour them. But a moment ftay, 
And he will you, as he did me, furprife. ’ ZExit Pfychc, 

Aglau. What curfed Fate is this, that did ordain. 
That Hiefiiou’d havefuch pleafure, wefuchpain? 
Oh that I had infedtion in my breath, 
1 my own life wou’d lofe to give her death. 

Cid. Bafe Fortune! that on Pfyche wou’d beftow 
So vaft a flrare of happinefs. 

And give her elder Sifters fo muchlefs. 
That fire ftiou’d befo high, and we folow. 

Aglau. Such glory yet no Monarch ever faw 5 
Such humble Vaflals, fuch obedient awe. 
Such fliining Palaces yet ne’rhave been. 
Such pomp the Sun in all hisprogrefs ne'rhas feen. 

Cid. A thoufand Beauties wait for her command. 
As many heavenly Youths are ftillat hand.- 

And to our envious eyes Aie chofe 
Thefe hated objedls to expofe. 

Aglau. When we to our great joy believ’d. 
That fhe deftroy’d had been. 

Oh how the Ridling God has us deceiv’d 5 
We fee her here like fome immortal Queen,’ 
Whom all her fubiedteferve not,but adore. 

Cid. Oh! I Aiall die with envy : fay no more 
Eut of fome quick revenge let’s meditate, 

Tointertupt their happy ftate : 
Let’s by fome Art caufe fatal Jealoufies 
Between thefe profperous Lovers to arife. 

Cupid andPCyche, with many Attendants. 
Aglau. They ie here: WhatdivineObjedl ftrikes my eyes? 
Cid. What heavenly thing does my weak heart furprife ? 
Aglau. Her hated fight lean no longer bear. 
Cid. Oh with what /oy I could her heart-firings tear! 

G 2 Aglau. 
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Aghu.This is thegoodlieft Creature Heav’ne remade* 
Andll will fummon Hell up to my aid. 

But I will pfyche’s life dtftroy 5 
And I will then this God-like Youth enjoy. 

Cid. When lam dead, he may be had by thee : 
But know, Aglaura, I’ll ne’r live to fee 
This goodly thing enjoy’d by any one but me. 

Cup. Ladies- 
You fuch a welcome in this place (hall find. 
As fits the greatnefs of your Sifters mind; 
And by your entertainment I will Ihow, 

What I to my lov’d Pfyche owe 
For her lhall Quires of Cupids fing,. 

For her the Sphears lhall their loud Mufick btmg, 

SONG. 

LEt old Age in its envy and malice take pleafure, 
In buftnefs that's /over, and in hoarding up treafure i 

By dulnefs Jeem wife,be (liUpcevifhand nice 5 
And what they cannot follow, let them rail at as vice. 

WifeToath will in Wine and in Beauty delight, 
Will revel a ll day, and will f 'sort all the night. 
For never to love, woud he never to lives 
And Love mu[l from Wine its new vigour receive. 

How inf/pidwere life without thofe delights, 
In whichhtfly hot S outhfpendtheir dayes and their nights y 
of our naufeous dull beings we too feon fhould be cloy'd, 
Without thofe blefs'd joys which Fools onely avoid. 

Vnhappy grave Wretches, who live byfalfe meafure, 
And for empty vain fhadows refufe real pleafure•, 
To fuch Fools while vafl joys on the witty are waiting, 

Life's a tedious long journey without ever baiting-' 

Now. 



(«) 
Now fee what is to Pfych e’s beauty due, 
And what th’ Almighty pow’r of Love can (how; 
Thefe fenfelefs Figures motion (hall receive 5 
Pfjchcs bright beams can life to Statues give 

£Te» Statues leap from their Pedeflats, and dance l 
Ten Cupids rife from the Pedeflals3 (Into all the 
Stage with Flowers, and fly all fever always. Luring 
the Lance, Cupid and Pfyche retire. 

♦ 

Cld. VVithwhat divine Magnificence 
They in this place treat every fenfe? 

Aglau. Excefs of Love and Hate difturb my reft. 
Which equally divide my breaft. 

Cid. You may hate her, and other Princes love > 
But your affeflionmud from him remove. 
Or th’ utmoft rage of a revengeful Rival prove. 

Aglau. Mountains (hall fooner leap or fly. 
The Son may prove inconftant, but not 1: 
All my prefumptuous Rivals I’ll deftroy 5 • 
I cannot live, unlefs I him enjoy. 

Cid. Then fuddenly refign your hated breathj 
You (hall not live to caufe my death.- 
Your fruitlefs Love (hall foon be loft, 

You to your elder Sifter (hall give place, 
Fori will this Celeftial Youth embrace, 
Tho’it the lives of half the world (hou’d coft. 

Aglau, The powYof Hell (ball ne’r change my detlgnj 
I wou’d a thoufand Lives before one Love refign- 

Cid. But Pfyche*.s Life and Love trnrft have an end, 
Or we in vain for him contend, 

VA’Taat e’ragainft each other we defign, 
Againft the common Enemy let’s joyn, 

Aglau. Should we kill her, it would provoke his hatCi 
And on our felvespull down a certain Fate. 

Let’s poifon them with jealoufie; 
And Lovers had much better die, 

Then fufferthat extremity* 



Enter Pfyche. 
Pfjc, Now Sifters! how do you approve my Dear ? 
Cid. Yoa are fecure: but give us leave to fear. 
Jjyc. Fear not: you are in my Protedion now. 
Aglau. Wefear notforonr felves,but you. 
pjyc. For me! Iam fo full of Joy, 

That nothing can my happinefs deftroy. 
I have my Love, and that’s enough for me. 
My life is one continued Extafie. 

His love to me is in finite, 
Each moment does tranfcend 

Ages of common grofs delight. 
For which dull fenfual men fo much contend. 

Cid. Why does he ftill conceal his name? 
It argues little love, or elfe much fhame. 

rfyc. You cannot doubt his love, he is fo kind,. 
Envy in him no caufe of (hamecanfind: 
What need I care who ’t-is I love, 
Since all that fee him muft my choice approve, 

Aghtu. This violent Love may foon decay, 
And he for feme new Miftrifs may <■ 

Your eafie heart betray. 
Cid. When he fliall pleafe to frown, 

You from this Lteighth are fuddenly thrown do wn: 
And when he thus (hall have abandon’d you. 
On whom will you inflid thevengance due ? 

rfye. Could 1 this fatal change furvive, 
I fure ffiould be thewretched’ft thing alive.- 

Aglau, True Love has no referve, this is fome cheat; 
Yturwifdom’s fmall,.though your affedion’s gieat. 

Cid. ThTmpoftordoes by Magick Arc furpnfe! 
And this is ail. delation of our eyes. 
The Miracles each moment does produce. 

Sufficiently may make this clear; 
«yoir I.over does no Natural Caufts ufe. 
All Natures Order is inverted here. 

Aglau. You fee that his Attendants are 
The winged Spiritsof the Air, 

♦ j 
1 

f€e>s 
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Ht’s fare fotue Demon, which commands the Winds, 

And him theCloudsobey: 
How eafily may he delude our minds, 
Wh'our bodies can by Winds and Clouds convey. 

This muft be fome inchanted place. 
Cid. (aftde,')Let him be what he will, I’ll him embrace. 

(To her.)How foonmsy Faceyour feeming Heav’n deftroy, 
Which like a dream refle&s imaginary Joy. 

pfyc. Oh I am feiz’d with an unufual fright, 
A fudden ftop is put to my delight. 

Agtau. This ftill maybe the Serpent you did fear, 
Tho’with a humane lhape he cheats your eyes; 
And Heav’n by this more cruel will appear. 
After this Joy to mine by furprife. 

Cid. In wrath the Oracle thy doom declar’d. 
Here no effe&s we of its anger fee.* 
Thou know’ft not yet what mine is prepar’d. 
What dreadful Fate Heav’n doesreferve for theei 

Pjyc. How I’m amaz’d! Oh my poor trembling heart! 

Enter Zephyrus; 
Zeph. My Lord commands your Sifters muft depart, 

And none muft his commands deny. 
Aglau. What is’t I hear! I dye,I dye! 
Cid. But if I dye, I will not dye alone? 

She lhallnot here remain when I am gone. 
Aglau. Hold ! take me with thee in thy bravedefjg&j 

I’ll in the noble execution joyn. 
(.Both offer to flab at Pfyche, as {he looks 

another way, and are [natch’d away by 
Zephiri. 

P(yc. Ah! what unwelcome change is this I fee ? 
Muft they fo fuddenly be fnatch’d from me ? 

- * ; 
Enter Cupid. 

Cup. Now let’s enjoy our felves, the time invites: 
True Love alone in privacy delights. 

What is’t difturbsmy Pfyche’s mind i 
What fatal change is this I find ?, Such 



(4§) 
Sacha black flown me*thinks hangs on thee now, 
As I have feen upon the Mornings brow» 
Which bluihing firft had promis'd a fair day, 
But ftrait did nought butdark-fwoln Clouds difplay. 
Is it your Sifters abfence makes you grieve f 
All fuch relations youfliou’d now forget s 
Lovers fliould for each other onely live. 
And having one another fhould have no regret. 

P/yc. So fmall aehing cannot afflufl my mind. 
C«/'.’risfor fome Rival thenycur griefs■defign’d. 
Pfyc. This mean fufpicion proves my Lord unkind! 

Ah! did your charms but to your felfappear. 
You’d know that I no other chains cou’d wear. 
No Rhetorick can paint my Loves excels, 
Ere mine can be delcrib’d, it muft be lefs. 

Cup, I love thee too at fuch a rate. 
No Mortal can approach my height. 
What is it can produce thy grief c 

Pjyc. I fearyou’i not afford it your relief. 
Cup. If thou by any thing my wrath cou’dft move* 

TwouVi be by thy.fufpicion of my love. 
Thou o’r my heart art grown fo abfolute. 
That no commands of thine lean difpute: 
Thou of thy pow’rknow’ft not the large extent; 
Toeafe thy-doubt,makean experiment. 

Pfjc. No: Ifhall finde a harfh repul fe,I fear. 
Cup. By thy victorious eyes, 

Which govern now the heart they did furprife j 
By th’ Gods inviolable Oath I fwear. 
By Styx, all thy commands ftiall be tome 

Sacred, as Heav’ns decree. 
Pfyc. I with thefeam’rous vows am doubly pleas’d, 

I am of half my grief already eas’d. 
By this all fear of coldnefs you remove. 
And then you'll tell me now, who ’tis I love. 

Cup. Heav’n! Starts. 
P[yc. Tis fit that I who did great Kings refufe, 

Shou'd know who is thecharmingYciichlchufe. 
it. ■ > Cu?> 

tv 
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Cup. What do 1 hear? 
Tjyc. * ris true I love, and glory in my Chains 5 

But to compleat my joys, it yet remains. 
That thou, my Love, wou’dft thy dear name expofe^ 
And my illuftrious choice to me difclofe. 
Why doft thou frown ? thou muft my doubts fccure, 
I by my Love and by this Kifs conjure. 
If thou doft love me this affurance give: 
’Tis Love, my Dear, makes me inquifitive. 
Thou (hou’dft all fecrets to my breaft refign, 
Befides,th’haft fworn this is no longer thine. 

Cup. I've fworn; and, if you will, I muft comply. 
But then thy fatal curiofity 
Inevitably ruines Thee and Me. 

Tjyc. Is this my Sov’reign Empire over thee ? 
Cup. You muft what e’rs within my power command ; 

But your extravagant defires withftand: 
Unlefsyou will abandon him you love. 
And will for ever from my fight remove. 

Tjyc. You found a heart too ready to believe. 
And wou’d you ftillthat poor weak heart deceive.? 

(77/p. Muft I my fatal fecret then refign ? 
Tjyc. Can you keep back your heart, and yet take mine ? 
Cup. Confider yet what ’tisyoudo. 
Tjyc. I fear’d I Ihou'd be thus refus’d by you. 
Cup, Let me not yet my name declare. 
Tjyc. Oh unkind Youth ! thou mak’ft menowdefpair, 

That thou'lt reward my Love, or eafe my care. 
Cup. Confider yet, and let me hold my peace. 
Tjyc. Will your unkind denials never ceafe ? 
Cup. Know then, my felf a God I muft declare. 

Whom all the other Deities obey: 
All things in Earth, Hell, Water, Air, 

Muft to my Godhead their devotion pay. 
Iam the God of Love, whom, to thy coft, 
Thy foolifh curiofity has loft. 
By this thou doft my Love to Anger turn, 
And muft in fatal defolation mourn. 

H I from 



I from thy once lov’d eyes muft ftye j 
For’tis ordain’d by cruel deftiny, 
Which rules o’r all the God’s and me. 
That for thy folly I (hou’d thus abandon thee," 

Cupi6flies away. The Carden and Palace vanijh, 
and Pfyche is left alone in a vaft Defart, upon the 
hrinh^of a River in Marifh, full of WiUows, Flags, 
Bullrujbes, and Water-flowers j beyond whichy is 
feen a great open Defart. 

Tfyct Oh ! whither art thou fled, my Dear ? 
Why haft thou left me here? 

Of all my glorious pomp I am bereft, 
Andindefpair am in a Defart left. 

Oh my misfortune! oh my crime !i 
I lov’d a God, and was ador’d by him. 
My felf I banilh’d, and am left forlorn, 
A fatal fubjett of injurious fcorn} 
A fcorn to all the Princes I’ve refus’d. 
By my own folly I my felf abus’d; 

. Yet lure the God is much unkind) 
To fly himfelf, yet leave his power behind. 
My Love remains (till to increafe my care, 
And heighten all the torments of defpair. 

£Pfyche retires to tht River ftde, 

Enter Aglaura, Cidippe, with a Soldier. 
Sold. We of your Royal Father are bereft, 

Who you the Heirs of this great Kingdom left. 
So much he for thelofs of Pfyche griev’d. 
That he by death his fatal grief reliev’d,' 

Aglau* But are. not yet the Rival Princes flam ? 
Sold. We have not follow’d your Commands in vain y 

The Princes are in fight upon t he Plain: 
In qaedt of.Pfche they each path will trace, 
And their unwearied fearch will bringthem to this place. 

•' ‘ ’» So 
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So many of us here in anbufh lye,' 
As foon as they approach us, they (hall dye" 

Cid. Begone, we largely will rewardyourLoyalty," 
, Exit Soldier, 

How luckily did Zephyr us convey 
Us to this Defart, where we may,- 
To our great pleafure, (landing by. 
Behold thefe infolent Rivals die. 

Aglau. Since of all hopes of Love we are bereft. 
Revenge is all the pleafure we have left. 

Oh my blefs’d Eyes / behold yon Face 5 
TJyche isthrownupon this Defart place. 

Cid With pleafure I my fufferings embrace, 
Since her an equal fufferer (find. 
Is all your fplendid Pomp to this declin’d? 
Fate did your Pallace to a Defart turn, 
And you for all your arrogance (hall mourn. 

Tfyc. Am I the objedl of my Sifters (corn ? 
Ah, had I there your fatal eyesne’r feeo, 
I (till had profp’rous in my Palace ■been. 

You urg’d that curiofity, 
Which brought this dreadful mine upon me. 

Aglau. How well did our firft Artificefucceed, 
She like a Prince when he’s depos’d (hould bleed. 

Cid. Under our power you now a Slave remain $ 
Our Father’s dead, and has left us to Reign. 

.pJjc> No: a more glorious Fate for me’s defign’d. 
Since he is gone, I’ll not (lay long behind, 

Aglau. Shefhall not if (he wou^d, % 

We to be fafe muft (hed her bloud 
r/rf. Her with her Lovers Heads we’ll firft furtoik* 

Then to our rage her life We’ll faci ifice. 

-. • . ; ? lExit Aglhuraand Cidippe, 
, v x, failing on Pfyche. 
rjyc. No longer thefe misfortunes F1I endure 3 

Of all fuch wounds, death isithe fovercign cure, 
In this deep Stream that foftly by does glide, 
All my misfortunes and my faults I’ll hide, 

H 2 1she 
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She offers to throw her (elf into the River. The 

God of the River arifes upon a feat of Bul- 
rufhes and Reeds, leaning upon an Urn. The 
Naiades round about him fine. - 

TheGod QTaj^Jlaj, this aU will much defile my dreams: 
fings. ^ With aJhort patience fujfer thefe extreams. 

Heav’n has for thee a milder Fate in Jlore, 
The time Jhall he when thou fhalt weep no more. 

And yet fair Pfyche ne'rfhali dye. 
■ i Nymph.. • she ne'r Jhall dye. 

2 Nymph,. She ne'r Jhall dye. 

Chor. * She ne'r Jhall dyet 
But Jhall he crown d with immortality. 
But Jhall be, &c. 

The God Venus approaches, from her angerfly; 
fings again. More troubles yet your conjlancy mujl try 

But th‘ happy minute will e’ re long arrive,. 
That will to you eternal freedom give. 

And yet fair Pfyche ne’r Jhall dye. 
1 Nymph. She ne'r fhaUdye. 
2 Nymph. she ne'r Jhall dye, 

Chor, She ne’r Jhall dye.. 
- But Jhall be crown'd with immortality; 

But JJsallhe, 8cc. 

?fyc, Ineed not fly, I have done no offence, ^ 
I’m ftrongly guarded by my Innocence. 

Venusdejeends inker Chariot, 
Venus. D&res Pjyche before me appear ? 

From my dread wrath you fcorn to fly > 
’Tis Impudence, not conftancy. 

I’ll bend your, ftubborn heart, and make you fear, 
Pjyc. Dread Goddefs! how have I. 

Provok’d fo your unwonted cruelty?. 
Venus 



Venus. You did ufurp my Honours* men to you' 
Did give that Worfhip which to me was due: 
For you they did my Deity defpife, 
And wou’d have rais’d up Altars to your Eyes. 

Pjyc. Is Beauty then (Heavn’s gift) a fault in me? 
It is a fault I cannot help, you fee. 

Ven. Your Pride did firft all Earthly Kings refufe. 
And then my Son, a God, muftchufe. 

How durQ: you thusmy Heavenly Raceabufe? 
Pjyc. Againft all Kings he harden’d my poor hearr. 

And forhimfelf he ftruck me with his Dart: 
His Beauty wou’d make hearts of Stone to melt. 
And his almighty power your felf have felt. 

Ven. Dare ybu with me expoftulate ? 
I'll makeyou feel the worft effe&s of hate: 

My pow'r you fatally (hall know. 
And for your infolence to Hell (hall go. [Venus flies away. 

Enter Nicander and Polynices. 

Nican, How long (hall we our fearch purfue. 
Without all hope that we (hall Pfycke find ? 

Tolyn. Each day our weary labour we renew, 
And all our life muftbe for that defign’d. 

Nican. What happy Vifion does falute my eyesi 
Tolyn. It mull: be Pjyche's face that can fo muchfurprize* 
'Nican, At length the joy of both our lives is found* 

BleftFate! that brought us to this facred ground! 
Tolyn. Oh Divine Pfyche\ you’re at length reftor’d * 

We will defend you now from future harms. 
Nican. Now we have found the Goddefs we ador'd. 

We will proteft her againft all Hells charms. 
Tjy. Oh come not near, Heav’n does not me reftore * 

I have committed an unknown offence. 
For whichlmuft be fnatch’d from hence, 

And, Princes! I (hall never fee you more. 
[ Furies rife0 and then defcend with Pfyche, 

Nican. Oh cruel Fate! 
Pjolyn, Ohmy.curft Stars! 

Enter 
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Enter soldier,, 

Sold. Fallon, fall on-- 

Enter Soldier t, who lay in amhufh, and fall upon the Princes, 
who kill four or Jive of them, the rejljly, 

Nican. This from the envious Sifters muft proceed. 
Tolyn. ’T muft be their ftratagem to make us bleed, 
Nican, Why fhould we thus our lives defends 

Since Pjyche we’ve for ever loft, 
Tolyn. Tis fit our hated lives fhould end. 

But not that Slaves fhou’dof the viftory boaft. 
Nican. Why lam refolv’d I’ll not this lofs furvive. 
Tolyn. Norfhou’d you think lam fo tame to live. 
Nican. Let’s hand in hand go plunge into the deep. 

There all'our forrowsmay for ever fleep. 
Tolyn. Agreed: and our immortal Souls fhall that way go, 

Andmeet our much lov’d Pjyche down below. 
[They arm in arm Jlrng themfelves into the River. 

Enter Aglaura and Cidippe, with Soldiers. 

Aglau, Villain, what Cowards did you entertain, 
That two weak men could not by you be Gain ? 

Cid. Oh Heaven / the Princes are with Pjyche Red. 
Bafe Slave 1 thou haft forfeited thy head, 

[Soldier runs out, 
Cupid defcends. 

Cup. Oh envious Fools, that Pfyche thus putfue 1 
You both fhall foon a deferv’d vengeance find1} 
Hells everlafting pangs to you are due. 
Since fhe is gone you fhall not ftay behind. 
’Gainft Pjyche you provok’d my Mothers rage. 
And your deftruftion muft my wrath affwage. 
When from below my pfyche (hall return, 
You with damn’d Spirits fhall for ever mourn* 
A rife ye Furies, fnatch’em down to Hell. 
No place becomes fuch envious Hags fo well. 

j^Aglaura and Cidippejink, 

ACT. 



ACT V, 

The Scene reprefents Hell, confifting of many burn= 
ing Ruines of Buildings on each fide: In the fore- 
moft Pieces are the Figures of Prometheus and Sify- 
phus, lxion and Tantalus. Beyond thofe are a great 
number ofFuriesand Devils,tormenting the damn¬ 
ed. In the middle arifes the Throne of Pluto, con¬ 
fifting of Pillars of Fire; with him, Proferpina; at 
their feet fit Minos, JEacus, and Rhadamanthus. 
With the Throne of Pluto ante a great number of 
Devils and Furies, coming up at every rifing about 
the Houfe. Through the Pillars of Pluto’s Throne, 
at a great diftance, is feen the Gate of Hell,through • 
which a Lake of Fire is Teen; and at a huge diftance, 
on the farther fide of that Lake, are vaft Crowds of 
the Dead, waiting for Charon’s Boat. The follow¬ 
ing Song is fung by Furies and Devils. 

TO what great diflrejftes proud Pfy che is brought £ 
Oh the brave mifehiefs our malice has wrought / 

Such AUions become the black^Subjelts of Hell, 
Our great Prince of Darkyiefs whoe'r-wiH ferve well, 

Chor. pMuJlto aUMortals^nay^ Cods fhew theirfpight^ 
i.And in horror and torments of others delight. 

How cool are our Flames, and how light are our Chains, 
Jf our craft or our cruelty Souls enow gains ? 

* 



In perpetual howling* and groans we take pte afire, 
Ourjoys by the torments of others we meafire. 

■ Chou 5 To rob Hcav'nrfthe fair is onrgreatejl delight, 
LTo darknefs Reducing the Snbjcff s of Light. 

Hove little did He avn of iff Empire take care, 
To let Pluto take the Rich, Witty, and Fairi 
While it does for it felf Fools and Monjlers preferve. 
The Blind ^Vgly and Poor, and the Cripple referve. 

Chor, cHeav’n all thervorjl Subjects for itfelf does prepare, 
\And leaves all thebejlfor the Prince of the Air. 

[A Dance of Furies. 

Cidip# Some eafe they find l’th* midft of pain, 
W hen Hell does a new Subject gain. 

Aglau. But in the hottefc flames this fight would pleafe, 
And Pfycte's howling will our greateft torments eafe. 

Cid. Were mine the hotteft Furnace of all Hell, 
If (he were there, , my flames I could bear well* 

Aglau. Were I into fome dreadful Cavern toft. 
Where the Damn’d are bound in eternal Froft 5 
Wheregnafhing teeth and (huddering they lie, 
Curfing their births, wifhing in vain to dye : 
To fee her there would warm my icy chain. 
And her extream damnation thaw my pain* 

Cidip. But oh our Hell is yet to come! 
With horror I expeft my doom. 

Aglau. . There our eternal Judges are. 
By their ftern looks of mercy I defpair. 

Pfyc, Does my too criminal Love deferve this pain f 
Circl’d with horror muft I here remain ? 
Through thoufand terrors I have been convey’d. 
With difmal yellings, fhrieks and groans difmay’d: 
O’r troubl’d Billows of eternal Fire, 
Where tortur’d Ghofts muft howl, and ne’r expire: 
Where Souls ner reft, but feel frefhtorments ftill. 
Where furious Fiends their utmoft rage fulfils 

Tofiing 
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Tolling poof howling Wretches to and fro, 
From raging Fires into qternal Snow. A 
From thence to Flames, from thence to Ice again,! 
In thefe extreams th’ encounter equal pain, £ 
And no refrelhing intervals can gain. ^ 
The curfed Fiends ftill laughing at their moans. 
Hugging themfelvesto hear their fhrieks and groans* 
Upbraiding them with all their crimes on earth. 
Each miserable Ghoft curfes,in vain, his birth. 

Encompafs’d with thefe horrors round.* 
No beam of comfort have I found. 

Oh cruel Ferns ! wilt thou ne’r relent ? 
Canft thou of Love fuch an example make < 

Car^Lovedefervefuch punifhment? 
Gh cruel God, thus to forfake 

Meat the moment when I need him rnoft! 
I fear he isfor ever loft. 

I could endure the horrors of this place, 
Could I again behold hismuch-lov’d Face, 

~~' * v ' , < 

Vluto fings. T3 Pf rain your Hears, youjhall no prisoner be • 
J \ 'Beauty and Innocence in Hell are free : 
Thy re Treafons-Murders.Rapes^and'Ihefts that bri 

Subjells to th * infernal King. 
Ton arenofubjeh of this place. 

A God you mu ft embrace. 
Btom Hell to Heaven you mjft tr anjlated bc0 
Where you fall live and love to all eternity. 

Proferp. Pfy che, draw near : with thee this Trefent take 
Which given to Venus^foon thy Peace will make : 
Of Beauty, 3tis a Treaftry Divine, 
And you re the Mefjenger fhe diddefign. 

Loft Beauty this will foon reft or e. 
And all defell s repair: 

Mortals will now afrefh her Beams adore, 
And eafeher mind of jealoufte and care. 
No Beauty that has this cane re defpair§ 

I Pluto 



Pluto, Here are your Sifters, who your life once fought: 
7heir malice to this place has Pfy che brought, 
And againft her all theft dire mifchiefs wrought. 

For ever here they ft all remain. 
And ft all in Hell fuffer eternal paim 
But Pfyche ftoall a Deity embrace. 

Proferp. Begone, jfazV Pfyche! 
Pluto. Be gone fair Pfyche! ,^7/r 
Both. Begone, fair Pfyche, from this place! 
Chor. oflFor Pfyche muft the God of Love embrace. 

all, $For Pfychemuft the God of Love embrace. 

Aglau. O mercy, mercy. Sifter, we implore 5 
You’ll intercede for a Reprievet 

Cidip. No more our malice can fair Pfyche grieve y 
You’ll be a Goddefs, wemuft you adore. 

Minos %No grace for you (he (hall obtain, 
For you muft: here remain. 

Yet for her fake we’ll eafe you of fome pain 
No raging pangs offenfe here you (hall knowy. 
But muft eternal labours undergo y 
And with the Belides for ever live. 

Still (hall with death* but never dye$ 
Each of you muft draw water in a Sieve 

To all Eternity. 
[The envious Sifters ftnk^ with 

+ all the Devils and Furies and 
the Throne of Pluto vawjhes*. 

?fyc+ Invain^ poor Sifters, I deplore your Fate ! 
Though living, you purfu’d me with your hate ? 
aTis a dark Cloud upon my happinefs. 
But ril drive to forget what’s part: redrefs. 
Wer’tnotfor this, my Joys IcOuldnotbear. 

Immoderate joy would overthrow., 
Were it not ballafted with cafe.' 
My Love! I (haltenjoy thee now5 
Together we (hall happy be, ;• *i- 

And live and love to all eternity V v • '* v „4 

Enter 



Enter the Chejis c/Polynices and Nicander. 
£Pfyche Jlarts, 

This was a difmal Tragedy. 
Thefe are the Princes Ghofis we fee: 

Oh what fad chance has brought you down to me. 
Nicand. We felt the extremes of love and grief, 

W hich never cou’d have found relief.- 
And hand in hand we plung’d into the deep, 

Tofeek repofe by deaths laft fleep. 
Tolytt. Since you are loft, to eafe us of our care, 

We both obey'd a generous defpair: 
For fince we could not live for you, 

Our miferable lives we could not bear. 
Toall th’infipid World we bad adieu. 
Since nothing that remain’d could pleafe us there. 

tiicand. Death we enjoy’d, and heavy life remov’d, 
For we in death behold you/charms again: 
Thofe charms which both in life and death we lov’d, 
Which we had figh’d and wept for there in vain. 

PJj’i. Poor Ghofts ! why would you fuffer for my fake ? 
In vain too ’twas your death defign’d, 
Now I no recompence can make 5 

And then by force I was ungrateful and unkind: 
Could I have lov’d, your merits were fo much. 
Your equal greatnefsand your vertues fuch : 
I ne’r had fix’d my choice on one of you, 
Eut muft eternally have waver’d betwixt two. 

£<S^c weeps: 
Nicand. Who would not willingly refign his breath. 

Who by a glorious death, 
The honor of your Tears might gain ? 

Tolj/n; 1 cannot now of Fate complain. 
Nor would with tedious fools above remain. 
Nor can your pity now or love implore. 

Since you from hence muft mount above. 
And muft embrace th’ all pow’rful God of Love, 
And at an humble diftance we muft you adore. 
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Nicand. Nor can we you of cruelty accufe. 

Who for a God all mortal Kingsrefufe. 
Tolyn. Farewell: our Deftiny recalls us now. 

And we t’immortal happinefs fhould go. 
If without you it could be fo< 

rfjc. Stay,Princes ! and declare where, and what it is 
This everlafting place of Blifs ?■ 

Sica/7t In coo! fweet (hades, and in immortal Groves 
By Chryftal Rivulets, and eternal Springs 5 
Where the moft beauteous Queens and greateft: Kings, 
Do celebrate their everlafting Loves, 

Tolyn. In ever peaceful, frefh, and fragrant Bowers, 
Adorn’d with never fading Fruits and Flowers 5 

Where perfum’d Winds refrefh their heat. 
And where immortal Quires their Loves repeat. 

There your great Father we have feen. 
Where he afrefh enjoys his beauteous Queen. 

Nicati. Who did for hopelefs LdvCs themfelves deftroy, 
Are there the greateft Hero's far- 

Your God with infinite and endlefs joy. 
Rewards their meritorious* defpair. 

Tolyn. Each moment there does far out-go 
The happieft: minute earthly Lovers know. 
With foft eternal Chains of Love combin’d, 
There they areever youthful, ever kind: 
Their endlefs pleafure is all Extafie, 
A-nd mot like Earthly joys difturb’dwith care. 
Each fruitful minute does new pleafuresbear 
From all unwelcome interruption free $ 
Each moment there more pleafure is defign’d, 
Then mortal Lovers can, when firft united, find. 

Tfyc. ’Tis fit that you thofe glorious Crowns (hould wear, 
Of Friends and Rivals, the unequall’d pair. 

Nican. The Splendid Crowns of Lovers we’v receiv’d. 
But are by Heav’n of you bereavd. 
Strangers to Love we are alone 5 

Our Love is up to Adoration grown : 
Our hours in contemplation well employ, 

' T: I Of 



Of the tranfcendent glory which you (hare* 
Our am’rous fighs (hall turn to Holy Pray’r 5 
While we that friendfhip, which you made, enjoy, 

Folyn, For ever without you we muft remain. 
And now we muft no longer ftay. 
Left we contribute to your pain,- 

And your immortal happinefs delay. 
Farevvel for ever, and remember me. 

Nicand.Favewel for ever^and remember me. [_Ex.Nic & Pol. 
rj)c. Farewel !fuch Friends and rivals ne’r were found. 

How much am I by Love and Honor bound ? [Exit Pfyc. 

The Scene charges to the Mari ft which was in the former 

Enter Pfyche. 
Pfyc, Thefe Lovers muft for ever in my thoughts remain 3 

And would for ever give me pain, 
Did not the thoughts of him my mind employ, 
Who’ll banifh all my cares, and will compleat my joy. 
But ah! my fufferings have transform’d mefo. 

My decay’d Face, and languid Eyes 3 
My ruin’d Beauty he’ll not know. 

Or if he does, he will my looks defpife. 
But I have here a facred Treafury, 

Which ail my ruines may repair 3 
Since it can make Venus her felf more fair, 
1s t an offence if it be us’d by me > - [[she opens the Box* 
Oh / wh-at dark fumes opprefs my clouded brain ! 
I go, and never (hall return again. 
Farewel, my Love, for ever fare thee well. [sbefwounds. 

Cupid defends. 
Cup. Love o’re my anger has the viftory gain’d 3 

Thy pardon is at length obtain’d : 
Thy dangers and thy fufferings I have known, 

My Love has made them all my own: 
With thee Ilanguifh’d, with thee did complain. 
With thee f figh’d and wept, and fuffcr’d all thy pain. 

Why deft thou hide thy conqu’ring Eyes? 
Doft thou a Lover and a God defpife ? 



Open thy pretty Eies, I am ftill the fame, 
I ftill retain my unrefifted flame. 

And all my vows are ftill paid to thy facred name. 
She’s dead,(he’sdead ! O whither art thou gone ? 
O Tyrant death! what has thy bold hand done? 
O cruel Mother ! whofe infatiate rage 
Could thee againftfuch innocence engage ? 

Thou haft, by this, all ties of duty broke 5 
No longer I’lljndure thy yoke: 

My filial duty to revenge (hall turn. 
You foon (ball feel what to my pow’r you owes 
With hopelefs Love you (hall for ever burn. 
Your unregarded pains no eafe (hall know: 

You ftill (hall rage with Love, and to defpair (hall bow. 

Venus defccnds in her chariot., 
Ven. What infolence is this I hear ? 

This from a Son I can no longer bear. 
Refume your Duty, and put on your fear. 

Cup. Duty to her, who has made Pfycht dye? 
. Revenge (hall Piety fucceed, 

Revenge (hall make your cruel heart to bleed. 
And by your torments you (hall find that I 

Am much the greater Deity. 
Vm. Sure the great Thunderer afleep does lye. 

Or does not hear this Blafphemy. 
Cup. My pow’r can make the Thund’rer bow $ 

You all the dire effeds of it (hall know. 
For thee^ dear rjychei full revenge I'll take. 

And of my Mother firft I’ll the example make. 
What hellifb Rage provok’d you to this deed? 
Whom Monfters would have fpar’d, you have made bleed* 

Ven. You fuffer’d her my glory to invade j 
And when I call’d Apollo to my aid, 
You did the fraudulent God fuborne* 
For you he thatambiguous Riddle made, 
And promis’d Judgement did to mercy turn 5 
And by that Oracle I was betray’d* 

Now 



Now to deceive me is beyond his power. 
Not all his Art can make her live one hour* 
For none but I could Pjjches life reftore. 

Cup. Can you ? Oh do, andpunifh me 5 
If there were any Crime, ’twas mine. 

For her L’delofemy immortality. 
Oh give me her, ill all my power refign; 

Here take my Quiver, take my Darts 3 
You when you pleafe (hall rule all hearts r 

You (hall the power of Love to that of Beauty joyn. 
Fen. Pfyche and you have fo provok’d my hate> 

Your Pray’rs as foon may alter Fate. 
Cup. Behold the all-commanding Deity, [Kneels, 

An humble fuppliant on his knee f 
Look on my Love! can you this form deftroy > 

• Oh my lov’d Pfyche ! Oh my only Joy ! 
Oh give me her l my duty I’ll retain, 

Your Son for ever (hall your humbled: Slave remain ! 
Fen. I mud be gone, you figh and beg in vain. 
Cup. Oh hear my Pray’rs! do not my Tears defpife 5 

Behold the humble offerings of my Eyes. 
if ever yet true grief y’ave felt. 

Your marble heart will at this obiefk melt. 
Ah think what pity to your Son is due ! 
Think but what wonders he has wrought for you! 
How many hearts he’s wounded for your fake! 
Remember this, and then fome pity’take. 

Veti. No more for her will I neglefted be. 
Nor will I be affronted more by thee:. 
I ll be reveng’d on all your infolence. 
And with eternal death 1*11 puniftt her offence. 

Cup. Oh cruel Murdrefs / I will take her part, ^ 
And wiil revenge my felf upon your heart} 
A gain ft your Bread I’ll (harpen every Dart. • 
You in defpair (hall languish and decay : 
Thofe feeble charms y’have left (hall fly away; 
Languid (hall be your looks, and weak your Eyes, 

Your former. Worfhippers (hall your faint Beams defpife f 
N€j 
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No Laver more you e’r (hall gab, 

I will be deaf when ever you complain $ 
Without Lov's pow’r, all Beauty is but vain. 
Its feemingEflence Beauty does derive 

Onely from the reflexion whicb Love,, makes 
Like that-—— . v 
Which from refle&ed Light a colour takes. 
The Body does no being to it give. 
Tremble at my revenge, for well you know, 
What 1 by my refiftlefs’pow’rcan do. 

Ven. Farewel you infolent and daring Boy : 
A living rfyche you (hall ne’r enjoy, 

Qshe mounts her Charlot andflies array* 

Cup. * Oh cruel Mother! do not fly 5 
Oh think howgreat muftbe that mifery. 
Makes an immortal Being wifh t o dye, 
Spight of my felf I mud for ever live. 
And without her, eternally muftgrieve: 1 
You I conjure by all the Heavenly Race, 
By all the pleafureof each flolen embraces 
By the mod ravifhing moment of delight 
You ever had free from your Husbands fight, 
By all the joys of day, and raptures of the night, 
Return, return. 

Venus being aln/ofl loflinthe Clouds. Cupid flies 
up and gets into her Chariot, and brings her 
back^ 

Do but my rfyehe'slife refiore, 
And I will never ask you more: 

Do ir, andallyour pleafuresl’ll renew. 
And add a thoufand which you never knew. 

Ven. At length your fad complaints havefoften’d me.—* 
Tfyche (hall live-- 

Cup. Oh Heav’n 
Ven. But not for thee 5 

Nature returns, and I forgive mjf Bay. 
Reftor’d you her (hall feeT but never (hall enjoy. 
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Cup', What dreadful words are thefe I hear 1 
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Jupiter appws upon hit E«gk. 
' • ^ 

Butlo/ the mighty Thund’rer does appear, 
To him your cruelty I will reveal: 
To the great Jupiter I now appeal. 
Soul of the World, I beg you’ll do me right, 
Againft my favage Mothers rage andfpight. 

Jnp. Goddefles of Beauty, you mud gentle grow 
And your fevere Decree recall 5 

T’ almighty Lovethe Univerferauft bow. 
And without him mud toconfufion fall: 
On Earth no Prince* in Heav’n no Deity, 

Is from his pow’rful Scepter free. 
Do not the God of Union provoke, 
Left Heav’n and Earth feel his revenging ftroke. 
Should he the utmoft of his Rage employ, 
He might the frame o’ th’Univerfe deftroy. 

Ven. Should he a Mortal for his Wife embrace. 
And by this hated Match blemifh my heavenly Race." 

’ Jup. Tfyche to him (hall equal be, 
She is no Mortal, (he (hall never dye; 
For I will give her immortality.' 

Ven. This puts a happy end to all our ftrife.' 
Tjyche, arife: fromfeeming death return, 
And with my Son enjoy immortal life. 
Where you (hall fcver love, and never mourn. 

CPfyche 
Tfjc. Who is it calls me from deaths filent night, 

And makes me thus revifit Light > 
Oh Gods., am I again bleft with thy fight! 

Cup. For ever both your Godheads 1*11 adore. 
Who did my Tfyche to my arms reftore, 
Nor Hell nor Heaven (hall make me quit thee more. 

Tfyc. Do I again view thy Celeftial Face, 



Cup] Do I again my Dear, my Love embrace b 
Jup. Come, happy Lovers, you with me (hall go, 

Where you the utmoft Joys of Love (hall know: 
Amongft the Gods I Tfyche will tranflate. 
And they fhallthefebleft Nuptials celebrate: 

In honour to them, I will fummon all 
Thepow’rs of Heaven to keep a Feftival. 

r ri7 \\ 

T be Scene changes to a Heavn* 

In the higheft part is the Palace of Jupiter j the 
Columns and all the Ornaments of it of Gold. The 
lower.part is all fill'd with Angels and Cupids, 
with a round open Temple in the midft of it. This 
Temple is juft before the Sun, whofe beams break 
fiercely through it in divers places: Below the 
Heav ns,feveral Semi-circular Clouds,of the breadth; 
of the whole Houfe, defcend. In thefe Clouds fit 
the Muficians,richly Habited. On the front-Cloud 
fits Apollo alone. While the Muficians are de¬ 
fending, they play a Symphony, till Apollo begins} 
and fings as follows. 

Apollo. / 
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Jpoilo fings.- 

Apollo, ASSentble all the Heavenly Quire, 
And let the Cod of Love infpire 

Lour hearts with his Celejlial Fire.. 
The God of Love’s a happy Lo ver made, 
His ravijhing delights /hall never fade. 

Ghofus of Apci-- With his immortal Pfyche He 

with Fukien | Now tajls thofe joys which ought to be 
and Recorders. > Js laf ing a5 Eternity. 

Apollo. Come Lovers, from the Elizian Groves, 
And celebrate thefe Heavenly Loves. 

£ A Symphony of Pipes, then 
Enter fix Princes of Eli%ium, 
with fix Ladies. 
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Bacchus with all your jolly Crew, 
Come revel at thefe Nuptials too. 

£A Symphony of Hobdys, then 
Enter Bacchus, with the M<e- 

nades ztid Mgifanef. 
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Come all ye winged Spirits of the Skies, 

.And all ye mighty Deities. 
• pA Symphony of Recorders .Cupids 

and Spirits defcend, hanging in 
the Skies, Gods and Goddefles 
in Chariots and Clouds. 

K a Apollo 
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Apollo. Ton all his humble Vajfals are, 

And in his jby Jhould have a Jhare. 
Ghor. With his inmortal Pfyche he 

Horn taftes,Sic. 
t'q 
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I Etifan 20n Earth byunkjndnefs are often deftroyd 

Lover lings ^fTbe delights in the Nymphs, who arefo much 
a Treble, j (ador’d-. 

Or etfe the poor Lovers by hjndnefs are cloy’d, 

So faint are thepleafures their Love does 

2 Treble. With Sigh's and with Tearsy 

With ffealoufies, griefs* and with fears. 
The wretched poor Lover is toft. 

For a few moments pleafure his Liberty’s loft. 
3 Treble. How (bort are thofe moments,yet how few they 

(employ I 
Ah how [bort 1 ah how Jhort is the joy I 

2 Treble. Ah how Jhort! ah how Jhort is the joy / 
I Treble.^ Ab how jhort l ah how Jhort is the joy / 

v; ,-u 

Trebri«°rohthe) ^«r wretched Mankind doesfuffer belowy 

*n Heavn each Godhead to Cupid does 
; X (bow. 

But Loye Love, was ne’r PerfeSl till now. 
. .... le » * J 

aM. cufts;>bb-rib. • v 
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£A. Symphony of foft Mufick of all the Inftruments. 

Then Jupiter defcends in a Machine with Cupid 
on one fide , and Pfycbe on the other. Then a 
Dance of fiz Eli%ian Princes, glorioufly habited. 

'°Behold the God, whofe mighty pow’r 
mcnt. e 5 We all have felt, and all adore • 

To him I all my Triumphs owe, 
To him my Trophies I mujl yield: . 
He makes victorious Wlonarchs bow, 
And from the Conjuror gains the Fiild. 

Chorus to Trum¬ 
pets,Kettle- 
Drums, Flutes, & 
Warlike Mufick. 

2He turns all the horrors of War to Delight, 
$And were there no Love) no Heroes would 

{Figft. 

[AReturnello by Martial 
Inftruments, &c. 

Mars.- Honour to Battelfpurs them on, 
Honour brings Powr's, when War is done i 
But who would venture Life for P ow’r^ 

Only to govern dull Mankind ? 
'Tis Woman, W oman they adore} 
For Beauty they thofe dangers find. 

UteMuCck^41*} Flo Princes the toils of Ambition would 

(prove. 
Or Dominion wouldpri%e, if it were not for 

(Loves 

■■-.juj <- CAKeturnello again. 
Bacchus. 



IJ ^ •" (70) 
Bacchus. The delights of the Bottle. and the charms of 

C'good Wine., 
To the power and the pleafnres of hove nmjl 

(refign: 
Though the Night in the joys of good Drinking 

(hepafl, 
The debauches but till the next Morning will 

(lafi. 

chorus fo h°- •)£>«£ Loves or eat debauch is more laftino and 
boys and Ruftick f 0 J _ c> 
Mufick of 

ptm? 'i/£gh j For that often lafls a man all his life long. 
A Returnello again. 

(pong j 

Bacchus. Love and Wine are the Bonds which foften us 
all; 

The World but for thefe to confufton would fall: 
Were it not for the pleafnres of Love and good 

(Wine. 
Mankind for each trifle their liyes would refign. 

Chorus. They'd not value dull life, or would live with- 
(out thinking; 

Nor would Kings rule the World but for Love 
(and good drinking. 

A Returnello again. 

Apollo. But to Love! to Love jhegreat Union they owe 
All in Earth and in Heav’n to his Scepter mufl 

(bow. 
A general 



rA general Cho¬ 
rus of all the 
Voices and In- 
ftruments. The 
Dancers mingle 
with the Singers 

QSix Attendants to the Eli^ian Princes 
bring in Portico’s of Arbors , a- 
dorn'd with Feftoons and Garlands, 
through which the Princes and they 
dance*, the Attendants ftill placing 
them in feveral Figures. 

jfup. For ever happy in yourTfychebc,. 
Who now is crown’d with Immortality 5 
On Earth Love never is from troubles free, j 
But here ’tis one eternal Extafie : 
’Mongftall the Joys which Heav’n and Earth can find* 
Love’s the moft glorious objeft of the mind. f 

)All joy to this Celejiial Pair 
JVho thus,by Heav'n^umted are: 
‘Pis a great thing, worth Heayns dejigti. 
To ntako Lov s ptnv'r with Beauty’sjoyn. 

1 

R P L. 



EPILOGUE 
WHat er the Poet has defers dfromyon, 

Would you theAftorsfor his faults undo. 
The Painter, Dancer, and Mu ft tan too ? 3 
For you thofe Men of skill have done their bcjl : 
But roe deferve much more then all the rejl. 
We have flaked all roe have to treat you here, 
And therefore. Sirs, you'Jhould not be fevere. 
We in one-Vejfel have adventur'd all 5 

The lofs, fiould we be shipwrack^d, were not [wall. 
But if it be decreed that we mujlfall, 
We fall with honour: Gallants you can tell, ~ 
No foreign Stage can ours in Pomp ex cell, X 
And herenone er hall treat you halfe fo well. y 
Poor Players have this day that Splendcr Jhown, 
Which yet but by Great Mon arch s has been done. 
Whiljl our rich neighbors mock^us forst, we know 
Already th’ utmoji they intend to do. 
Tit all the Fame you give'em we allow. 
To their bejl Plays, and their bejl Aft or s too. 

But, Sirs——~ 
Good Plays from Cenjure hereyouU not exempt, 
Yet can like Farces, there below contempt 
Drolls which fo courfe, fodull, fo bawdy are, 
The dirty Rout would damn 'em in a Fair: 
Yet Gentlemen fuch Stuff will daily fee 5 ^ 
Nay, Ladies too, will in the Boxes be: 
What is become of former modejly ? 3 

Yet- 
Bejl Judges will our Ornaments allow, 
Though they the wrong fide of the Arras {how. 
But oh a long farewell to all this fort 
Of Plays, which thisvafi Town can not fuppott• 
If you could be content th’ expence to bear, 

We would improve and treat you better evry year] 

FINIS. 










