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To the Right Honourable,

JOHN, Earl of M U LG RAVE,
f C

' ' * 4 ' -* C v
*

;
'

.

— * % A i ) \ v\ ’
i %

Gentleman of his Majefty’s Bed-Chamber, and Knight

of the moft Noble Order of the Garten

My Lord,
9rp/x afevere Reflection which Montaign has made on Princes

9

1 That we ought not
,
in reafon,

to have any expectations of Fa

-

-*L vourfrom them $ and that ’tis kindnefs enough
,

they leave

us in pojjeflfion ofour own. The holdnefs ofthe CenfureJhows thefree

Spirit ofthe Author : And the Subjects tf/
7England mayjuflly con-

gratulate to themfelves,
that both the Nature ofour Government,

and
the Clemency ofour King,fecure us from any fuch Complaint, I, in

particular
,
whofubfilt wholely by his Bounty

,
am oblig'd to give po-

sterity a far other account of my Royal Mafler,
than what Mon-

taign has left of his. Thofe Accufations had been more reafonable,

ifthey had been plac d on inferiour Perfons. For in aU Courts
,
there

are too many
,
who make it their buflnefs to mine Wit : And

Montaign, in other places
,
tells us, what ejfe&s he found of their

good Natures. He deferibes themfuch, whofe Ambition,
Lull, or pri-

vate Interefl, feemto be the onely end of their Creation . Ifgood ac-

crue to anyfrom them, 'tis onely in order to their own dedgns : con-

ferrd mofl commotily on the bafe and infamous 5 and never given,

but onely hapningfometimes on well dejervers. Dulnefs has brought

them to what they are $ and Malicefecures them in their Fortunes.

But fomewkat ofSpecious they mull have, to recommend themfelves

to Princes, (for Felly will not eafily go d.own i?i its own natural

form with dijcerning Judges.) A?rd diligence in waiting, is their

gilding ofthe Pill
5 for that looks like Love, though ’tis onely Lute-

re li.
3

Tis that which gains 'em their advantage over witty Men 5

whofe love ofLiberty and Eafe, makes them willing too often to dif-

charge their burden ofAttendance on thefe officious Gentlemen.
5

Tis

true, that the naufe.oufnefs offuch Company is enough to difgull a

reasonable Min 5 when he fees, he can hardly approach Greatmfs,
but as a MoatedCaflle 5 he muflflrflpafs through the Mud and Filth

A 2 with



The Epifllc Dedicatory.

with which it is encompafs'd. Thefe are they
,
who wanting Wit

, af-
feCt Gravity,

and go by the name of Solidmen: and afolid man is

in plain Englifh,
afohdfolemn Fool Another difguifa they have

( for Fools
,
as well as Knaves

, take other names

,

W 4#
Alias ) 4W //ta/7/ the Title of honejl Fellows. 5/7/ this henejiy of
theirs ought to have many Grainsfor its Allowance 5 certainly

they are no farther honejl, than they are (illy : They arejiaturally mifa
chievous to theirpower 5 and iftheyfpeak^not malicioufly

, Jharply

,

ofwitty men, ’tis onely becaufa God has not be&ow'd on them the

gift of utterance . Theyfawn and crouch to men ofparts, whom they

cannot mine : quote their Wit when they areprefent,
and when they

are abfent,jieal their JeJls : But to thofe w^o are under ’em, and
whom they can crujh with eafe, theyJhow themfelves in their natural

Antipathy $ there they treat Wit like the common Enemy, and give

it no more quarter, than a Dutch-man would to an Engliflj Vejfel in

the Indies 5 theyflrike Sail where they know theyfull be majler’d,

and murder where they can with fafety.

This, my Lord, is the Character ofa Courtier without Wit 5 and
therefore that which is a Satyre to ether men, mufl be a Panegyric4
to your Lordfljip, who are a Majler ofit. Ifthe leaf ofthefe Reflecti-
ons could have reach’dyour Perfon, no necejfity of mine could have
made me to have fought fo earneflly, andfo long to have cultivated

your kindnefs. As a Poet, Icannot but have made fame obfervations

am Mankind : The lownefs ofmy Fortune has not yet brought me
to flatter Vice*-, and Usmy duty to give teflimony to Virtue. ’Tis

true, your Lordfljip’s not of that nature, which either faeky a Com-
mendation, or wants it. Tour mind has always beenabove the wretch-

ed affectation of Popularity. Apopular man is, in truth, no better than

a Proflitute to common Fame, and to the People. He lies down to

every one he meets for the hire ofpraife } and his Humility is onely

a difguis d Ambition. Even Cicero himfelf, whofe Eloquence de-

fend the admiration of Mankind5 yet by his infatiable thirfl of
Fame, he has leffend his CharaUer withfucceeding Ages : His Action

againfl Catiline may befaid to have ruin’d the Cenful, when itfav’d

the City : for it fafwell’d his Soul, which was not truly great, that

ever afterwards it was apt to be over-fit with vanity. And this

made his Virtue fafufpeCted by his Friends, that Brutus, whom of

all men he ador’d, refus’d him aplace in his Confpiracy . A Modern
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Wit has wade this Obfervation on him
,
That coveting to recommend

himfelf to Poflerity,
he beggd it as an Alms ofall his Friends

,
the

Hiforians, to remember his Confulflnp : And obferve, ifyoupleafe

,

the odnefs of the event $ all their Hifiories are lojl
,
and the vanity

ofhis requefi jlandsyet recorded in his own Writings. How much

more great and manly inyour Lordfip, is your contempt ofpopular

applaufe,
andyour retir'd Virtue,

whichfines onely to afew 5 with

whomyou livefo eafily andfreely,
thatyou make it evident

,
you have

a Soul which is capable ofall the tendernefs ofFriendffnp 5 and that

you onely retireyour felffrom thofe ,
who are not capable of returning

it. Tour kindnefs,
whereyou have once plac'd it, is inviolable : And

3

tis to that onely I attribute my happinefs inyour love. This makes

me more easily forfake anArgument, on which I could otherwife delight

to dwell: I mean, your Judgment hi your choice of Friends $ be-

caufe 1 have the honour to be one. After which
,
Iam Jure you will

more eafilypermit me to be filent, in the careyou have taken of my
Fortune 5 whichyou have refeud, not onely from the power ofothers,

but frommy worji ofEnemies, my own modejly and Lazinefs. Which

favour,
had it been employ'd on a more deferving Subject, had been an

effeS ofjufiice inyour Nature 5 but, asplac'don me, is onely Charity.

Tet, withal, 'tis conferr'd onfitch a man, as prefersyour kindnefs it

felf, before any of its Confequences 5 and, who values, as the greateji

ofyourFavours, thofe ofyour Love,and ofyour Converfation. From
this conftancy toyour Friends, Imight reafonably afume, that your

Refentments would be as flrong and lafiing, if they were not re-

frain'd by a nobler Principle ofgood Nature and Generoflty. For
certainly, 'tis thefame compcitron ofMind, thefame Reflation and „

Courage,which makes thegreateji Friendships,and the greatest Enmi-
ties. And he who is too lightly reconcil'd

, after high Provocations,

.

may recommend himfelf to the World, for a Chrifian, but I Jhoulcl

.

hardly trull himfor a Friend . The Italians have a Proverb to that

purpofe,To forgive the firft time (hows me a good Catholic
0the Pc-

cond time a Fool. To thisfirmnejs in allyour Actions ( thoughyou

are wanting in no ether Ornaments ofMind and Body,yet to thisJ I
principally aferibe the Interejl your Merits have acquir'dyon in the

Royal Family. A Prince, who is conjlant to himfelf andjleady in

alibis undertakings^ one with whom th tCharalter of Horace will

agree,
_

Si fra dus
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Si fra&us illabatur orbis

Impavidum ferient ruina?,

Such an one cannot but place anejleem
,
and repofe a confidence on

him, whom no Adver/tty,
no change ofCourts, no Bribery ofInterefts,

or Cabals of Fafitions, or Advantages ofFortune, can remove from
the folidfoundations ofHonour and Fidelity .

Ilie meos, primus qui mefibi junxit, amores
Abftulit} ille habeat fecum,fervetque fcptdcro.

How wellyour Lordfip will deferve that praife, Ineed no infpira-

tion to foretcL Ton have already left no room for Prophecy
: your

early undertakings have beenJuch, in the fervice ofyour King and
Countrcy, when you offer d yourfelf to the modi dangerous employ-

ment, that of the Sea 3 whenyou chofe to abandon thofe delights
,
to

which your Youth and Fortune did inviteyou, to undergo the ha-

zards, and, which was worfe, the company ofcommon Sea-men, that

you have made it evident, you willrefufe no opportunity of rendrin^

your felf ufeful to the Nation, when eitheryour Courage or Condufil

fall be requir'd. Thefame zeal andfaithfulnefs continues in your
Blond, which animated one ofyour Noble Ancejlors tofacrifice hh life

in the Quarrel ofhis Sovereign : though, I hope, bothfor yourfakg,
and for thepublicly Tranquillity, the fame occa(ion will never be of-

fer'd to your Lordfhip, and that a better Defiiny will attend you.

But I make ha.fie to confidcr you as abjira&cdfrom a Court, which

C Ifyou willgive me leave to life a term of Logickfj is onely anAd-
junfit, not a Propriety ofHappinefs. The Academicky, I confefs, were

willing to admit the Goods ofFortune into their Notion ofFelicity3
hut I do not remember, that any of thcSefils of old Philofophers did

ever leave a room for Greatnejs . Neither am I form'd to praife a

Court, who admire and covet nothing, but the eaflnefs and quiet of
retirement. Inaturally withdraw my fightfrom a Precipice 3 and ad-
mit the Profpcfit be neverfo large and goodly, can take no pleafwe
even in looking on the downfall, though Iamfecurefrom the da/ger.

Methinky there'sfomething ofa malignant joy in that excellent de-

ftription of Lucretius,

Suave mari magno turbantibus acqnora vends

E terra magnum alterius fpe&are laborem 3

Non quia vexari.quenquameft jucunda voluptas

Sed quibus ipfe mails careas, quia cernere fuave efr.

Iam
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I am fure his Mafler Epicurus, my better Mafler Cowley, pre-

fer d the filitude of a Garden and the convention of a friend

to any confederation, Jo much as a regard, of thofe unhappy People,

whom in our own wrong, we call the great. True greatnefs, if it be

any where on Earth, is in a private Virtue 5 remov dfrom the notion

of Pomp and Vanity, confin'd to a contemplation of it felf, and

centring on it felf:

Omnis enim per (e Divum natura, necefte eft

Immortali aevo fiimma cum pace fruatur 3

• Cura (emota, metuque
Ipfa fiiis pollens opibus

If this be not the life of a Deity, becanfe it cannot confifl with

Providence 3 'tis at leaf a godlike life: lean be contented, ( andm!

am fure I have your Lordjhip of my opinion ) with an humbler

flation in the Temple of Virtue, than to be Jet on the Pinacle

of it.

Defpicere unde queas alios, paftimque videre

Errare, atque viam palantis quaerere vita?.

The truth is, the confederation of fo vain a Creature as man. Is

not worth our pains. I have fool enough at home without looking

for it abroad : and am a fuflicient Theater to my felf of ridiculous

actions,without expelling company, either in a Court, a Town, or

Play-houfe.
3

Tis on this account that I am weary with drawing

the deformities of Life, and Lazars of the People, where everyfigure

ofimperfection more refembles me than it can do others. If Imufl
be condemn d to Rhyme, IJhould findfome eafe in my change of
punifljment. I de fire to be no longer the Sifyphus of the Stage 3

to rowlup a Stone with endlefs labour ( which to follow the proverb,

gathers no Mofle J and which is perpetually falling down again.

I never thought my felf veryfit for an Employment
,
where many of

my Predecejfors have excel!d me in all finds3 and fome of my Con-

temporaries, even in my own partial Judgment, have out-done me in

Comedy. Some little hopes I have yet remaining, and thofe too,

conjidering my abilities, may be vain, that I may make the world

fome part of amends, for many ill Playes, by an Heroique Poem.

Tour Lordjhip has been long acquainted with my defign 3 the fub~

jcS of which you know is great, theflory Englif, and neither too

far diflant from thepreflnt Age,nor too near approaching it. Such
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U is in my opinion that I could not have wijh'd a nobler occafion to

do honour by it to my King
,
my Country

,
andmy friends $ mojl of

our antient Nobility being concern'd in the Action. Andyour Lord-
piphas one particular reafon to promote this undertakings becaufeyon
were thefirfl whogave me the opportunity ofdifcourfwg it to his Ma-
jcjly

y
and his Royal Highnejf: They were then pleas'd, both to

.commend the Deign, and to encourage it by their Commands. But the

unfcttldtiefs ofmy condition has hitherto put a Bop to my thoughts

concerning it. AS Iam noJncceJfor to Homer in his Wit
, fo neither

do 1 delre to be in his Poverty. I can make no Rhapfodies
, norgo a

begging at the Grecian doors, while Ifing the praifes oftheir Ance-

fiors . The tunes ofVirgil pleafe me better, becaufe he had an Augu-
itus for his Patron. And to draw the Allegory nearer you

,
IamJure

Ifall not want a Mecenas with him. 'Tisforyour Lordjhipto Jlir

up that remembrance in hk Majefiy, which hk many avocations of
bufnejs have caus'd him

,
Ifear, to lay abide. And, ( as himfelf and

hk Royal Brother are the Heroes of the Poem) to reprefent to them
the Images of their Warlike Predecejfors $ as Achilles kfaid to be

rous'd to Glory,
' with the fight ofthe Combat before the Ships. For

my own part
, I amfatkfi'd to have offer'd the Defign 5 and it may

be to theadvantage ofmy Reputation to have it refus'dme.

In the mean time, my Lord, I take the confidence toprefent you
with aTragedy 5 the Characters of which are the nearejl tothofe of
an HeroickPoem.

3

Twas dedicated toyou in my heart, before 'twas

prefented on the Stage. Some things in it have pajs'dyour approba-

tion, and manyyour amendment. You were likewife pleas'd to re-

commend it to the Kings pernfal, before the lalt hand was added to

it 5 andwhen Ireceiv d thefavourfrom him, to have the mojlcon-

(iderable event of it model!d by hk Royal Pleafure. It may befome
vanity in me to add hk Tejiimony then, and which he gracioufiy con-

firm d afterwards, that it was the befi ofall my Tragedies $ in which

he has made Authentic^ my private opinion of it 5 at leajl, he has

given it a value by hk Commendation, which it had not by my
} } citing. 1

That which was not pleaflng tofome of thefair Ladies in the laft

AT ofit, as I dare not vindicate, fo neither can I wholly condemn,

till I find more reafon for their Cenfures. Theprocedure of Inda-

mora and Mdefinda, feems yet, in myjudgment,
natural, and notU

unbecoming
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unbecoming oftheir Characters. Ifthey who arraign themfail not

more
,
the World willnever blame their conduS : And Ifoall beglad

,

for the honour of my Countrey
, tofind better Images ofVirtue drawn

to the life in their behaviour
,
than any I could feign to adorn the

Theatre . I confefs,!have onely reprefented a practicable Virtue
,
mix d

with thefrailties and imperfections ofhumane life. I have made my
Heroine fearful ofdeath, which neither Caflandra nor Cleopatra

would have been } and they themfelves, Idoubt it not, would have

outdone Romance in that particular. Yet their Mandana ( and the

Cyrus was written by a Lady ) was not altogether fo hard-hearted:

forjhefat down on the ccddground by the King of Affyria, and not

onely piti’d him, who dy d in her defence $ but allow’d himfome fa-
vours, fuch, perhaps, as they would thinks, Jhould onely bepermitted

to her Cyrus. I have made my Melefinda, in oppofition to Nour-
mahal, a Woman pajfionately loving ofher Husband, patient of in-

juries and contempt, and conIIant in her kjndnefs, to the lafl : and in

that, perhaps, 1 may have err’d, becaufe it is not a Virtue much in

ufe. Thofe Indian Wives are loving Fools
,
and may do well to

keep themfelves in their own Countrey, or, at leaf, to keep company

with the Arria’s and Portia’s of old Rome : fome of our Ladies

know better things. But, itmay be, I am partial to my own Writings :

yet I have labour’d as much as any man, to divejl my felf of the

filfiopinion ofan Author $ and am too wellfatisfi’d ofmy own wcakc

nefs, to be pleas d with any thing l haz e written. But on the other

fide, my reafon tells me, that,in probability, what I haveferioufly and
long confiderd,

may be as likely to be juji and natural, as what an
ordinary Judge (ifthere be any fuch amongjl thofe Ladies(willthink,

fit, in a tranfient Prefcntation, to be plac’d in the room ofthat which

they condemn. Themofjudicious Writer isfometimes nnjlakcn, after

allhis care : but the hajly Critic/f, who judges on a view, is full as

liable to be deceiv’d. Let himfirftconfidcr all the Arguments, which

the Author had,to write this,or to defgn the other, before he arraigns

him ofafault : and then, perhaps, on fecond thoughts, he willfind his

Reafon oblige him to revoke his Cenfure. Yet, after all, Iwill not be

too pofitive. Homo film, humani a me nihil alienum puto. As Iam
a Man, I mujl be changeable : and fometimes the gravefi of us all

arefo, even upon ridiculous accidents. Our minds 'are perpetually

wrought on by the temperament ofour Bodies : which makes mefufi
a peU,
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pe&, they are nearer allid
,
than either our Philofophers or School-

Divines will allow them to be. Ihave obferv d, fays Montaign, that

when the Body is out of Order, its Companion isfeldom at hk eafe.

An ill Dream, or a Cloudy day, has power to change this wretched
Creature

,
who isfo proud of a reafonable Soul, and make him thinly

what he thought notyeHerday. And Homer was ofthk opinion
, as

Cicero k pleas'd to tranjlate him for us :

Tales funt hominum mentes quali pater ipfe

Jupiter, au&ifera luftravit lampade terras.

Or as thefame Author, in hk Thufculane gueffions,/peaky with more
modefy than ufital of himfelf: Nos ill diem vivinius^ quodcun-
que animos noftros probabilitate percuffit, id dicimus. 'Tit not

therefore impojfible, but that I may alter the conclufion of my Play, to

refore myfelfinto the good Graces of my fair Criticky. Andyour
Lordjhip, whokfo well with them

,
may do me the Office ofa Friend

and Patron, to intercede * with them on mypromife of amendment.
The Impotent Lover in Petronius, though hk was a very unpardo

-

nable crime, yet was. receiv'd to mercy on the terms I offer. Summa
exculationis mea? ha?c eft

:
placebo tibi, fi culpam emendare per-

miferis.

But Iam confcious to my feIfofoffering at a greater boldnefs, in

prefenting to your view what my meannefs can produce, than in any
other error ofmy Play. And therefore make hafle to break^off thk te-

dious Addrefs, which has, Iknow not how
,
already run itfelfinto fo

muchofPedantry, with an excufe ofTullyV, which hefent with hk
Boohy De Finibus, to hk Friend Brutus, De ipfis rebus autem, fe-

penumero Brute vereor ne reprehendar, cum h^ec ad te fcribam,

quitum in PoefifI change it from Philofophiajtumin optimo ge-

nere Poefeos tantum procefleris. Quod fi facerem quafi te erudi-

ens, jure reprehenderer. Sedabeo plurimum abfum : nec, utea
cognolcas qu# tibi notiffima funt ad te mitto : fed quia facillime

in nomine tuo acquiefeo,& quia tehabeo ^quiffimum eorumftu-

diorum, qua? mihi communia tecum funt, asftimatorem & judi-

cem. Whichyou maypieafe, my Lord, to apply toyourfelf from him,

mho is

Tour Lordfhip’s moft obedient humble Servant,

Pro

*

D RT D E N.
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OUr Author by experience finds it true,

Tis much more hard to pleafe himfelf than you
And out of no feign d modefty, this day.

Damns his laborious Trifle ofa Play :

Not that its worfe than what before he writ,

But he has now another tafte ofWit 3

And to confefs a truth, (though out of time
.)

Grows weary ofhis long-lov’d Miftris, Rhyme,
Paffion’s too fierce to be in Fetters bound,

And Nature flies him like Enchanted Ground,
What Verfe can do, he has perform’d in this,

Which he prefumes the moft correct ofhis :

But fpite of all his pride a fecret fhame,

Invades his breaft at Shakefpears (acred name

:

Aw’d when he hears his Godlike Romans rage.

He, in a juft defpair, would quit the Stage.

And to an Age lefspolifh’d, more unskilled,

Does, with difdain the foremoft Honours yield.

As with the greater Dead he dares not ftrive,

He wou’d notmatch his Verfe with thofe who live:

Let him retire, betwixt two Ages caft,

The firft of this, and hindmoft ofthe laft.

A lofing Gamefter, let him fneak away 5

He bears no ready Money from the Play.

TheFate which governs Poets, thought it fit,

He fhou’d notraife his Fortunes by his Wit.

The Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bar 3

Dull Heroes fatten with the fpoils ofWar

:

All Southern Vices, Heav’n be prais’d, are here 3

But Wits a luxury you think too dear.

When you to cultivate the Plant are loath,

Tis a fhrewdfign ’twas never ofyour growth:
And Wit in Northern Climates will not blow,
Except, like Orange-trees^ ’tis hous’d from Snow.
There needs no care to put a Play-houfe down,
Tis the moft defart place ofall the Town.
We and oui Neighbours, to lpeak proudly, are

Like Monarchs, ruin’d with expenfive War.
While, like wife Englijf)

0
unconcern’d, you fit,

And fee us play the Tragedy ofWit.

qxnii

Ferfotis



*Perfons Reprefented %

THe old Emperor.

Anreng-Zebe his Son.

Morat
,
his younger Son.

Armanty Governour of Agra.

Dianet.

Solytnan.

Mir Baba.

Abas.

Afaph Chan.

Fa%el Chan.

Nourntahaly the Emprefs.

Indamora, a Captive Queen.

Meleftnday Wife toMorat.

Zayda
, Favourite Slave to the!

Emprefs. !

Mr. Mohun.

Mr. Hart.

Mr. Kynafton.

Mr Winterjhal.

Indian Lords
,

or

Omrahsy of icve-

ral Fa&ions.

Mrs. Marjhal.

Mrs. Cox.

Mrs. Corbet.

Mrs. ZJpbil.

SCENE, Agra
y

in the Year 1 660.

AURENG-



ACT I.

itii
C

Arimant, AiaphChawn, Fazel Chawn.

. _
:

Arirn. TJ Eav’n feems the Empire oftheEaft tolay

I I On theiuccels of this important day : ,

* Their Arms are to thelaft decifionbent,

And Fortune labours with the vaft event

Shenow hasjn her hand the greateft ftake, .> :
. ; . .

,

Which for contending Monarchs (he can make.
Whate’r can urge ambitious Youth to fight, i i

She pompoufly dilplays before theirfightcn •

Laws, Empire, All permitted to the Sword,*
And Fate could ne’r an ampler Scene afford.

-Afaph. Four (everal Armies totheFieldare led,

Which
5
high in equal hopes fourPrinces Head

:

Indus and Ganges, our wide Empires Bounds, v . .Z
Swell their dy’d Currents with their Natives wounds;
Each purpleRiver winding, ashe runs, :

. j;, I -

His bloudy armsabout his llaughter’d Sons.

Fazel. 1 well remember .you foretold the Storm, .\«tv

When firft the Brothers did their Faftions form;When each, by curs'd Cabals ofWomen, ftrove

To draw th’indulgent Ring to partialLove.

B JSrtm.



Arm. What Heav’n decrees,jno prudence can prevent
To cure their mad Ambttion, tfifey wale
To.rule a diftant Province each alone. JjL J S.

What could a careful Father morehave done ?

He made provifion againft all, but Fate 5

While, by his health, we held ourpeace ofState.

The weight ofleven.ty \y.inters preft him down.
He ben%blnea6h the burthen ofa Crown:
Sickne(s,'at larf^. did his lpent Body feize,

And life almoft fenkunder the difeafe

:

Mortal’twas thought, at leaftby them defir’d,

into his years inquir’d

:

As at a Signal, {freight the Sons prepare

For open force, ana rulh to {udden War:
Meeting, likeWinds broke loole upon the Main,
Toprove, by Arms, whole Fate it wasto Reign.

Afaph. Rebels and Parricides

!

Arirn. Brand not their actions with 1q foul a name r

Pity, atleaft,whatwe are forc’d to blame.

When Death’s cold hapd has clos’d the Father’s eye,

You know theyounger Sons aredoom’d to die.

Lefs ills are cholen greater to avoid,

And Nature’s Laws areby. the States deftroy’d.

What courage tamelycould to death confent,

And not, by ftriking firft, the blow prevent?.

Who falls in fight, cannot himfelfaccule,

And he dies greatlywho a Crown purifies.

.i . .

'

.. .. .

,
To them, SolymanAgah.

t i «iU3rr.‘ i - 1 'A'-"
; . .. '[l '

;
-

Soljm.Amvt Exprelsall Agra does afright

:

Garah and Amretig-Zebe are joyn’d in Fight j

The Prefs ofpeople thickens to the Court,

Th’impatientcrowd devouringthe report.

Arim. T’each changing news they chang’d affections bring,

And lervilely from Fate expeCt a King.

Soljim. The Minifters ofState, who gave us Law,
Incomers, with fele&ed Friends, withdraw :

.v’vtk, A There
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There, in deafmurmurs^ tblemhljS arefrife* u, itoil

Whitp'ring, like Winds, ere Hurricanes arife.

The moft corrupt are moftobfequious grown.

And thofe they fcorn’d, officioufly they own.

Afaph. In change of Government,

The Rabble rule their great Oppreffors Fate :

Do Sovereign Juftice, and revenge the State.

Solym. The little Courtiers, who ne’r come to know
The depth ofFaftions, as in Mazes go

,

Where Int’reftsmeet and crots lb oft, that they

With toomuch care are wilder'd in their way.

Arirn.What ofthe Emperor?
Solym. Unmov’d, and brave, he like himfelf appears.

And, meriting no ill, nodanger fears

:

Yet mourns his former vigour loftlo far,

Tomake him now Ipettator ofa War

:

Repining thathe muft preferve his Crown
By any help or courage but his own

:

Withes, eachminute, he could unbeget

Thofe Rebel-Sons,who daret’ufurp his Seat :

To Iway his Empire with unequal skill,

Andmounta Throne, which none but he can fill.

Arim. Oh! had he ftill that Character maintain’d.

OfValour, which in blooming Youth he gain’d!

He promis’d in his Eaft a glorious Race5
Now, litnk from his Meridian, fets apace.

But as the Sun, when he from Noon declines,

And with abated heat, lets fiercely thines.

Seems to grow milder as he goes, away.
Pleating himfelf with the remains

,
of E)ay_:

So he who, in his Youth, for Glory drove,

WouldrecompencehisAge with Eafe and Love.

Afaph. The nameofFather hateful to him grows.
Which, for one Son, produces him three Foes.

Fazel. Darah
,
the eldeti, beaisa generous mind 5

But to implacable revenge inclin'd.

Too openly does Love and hatred thow:
A bounteousMatter, but a deadly Foe.

B 2
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Solym. Prom Sujah's valour I (houldmuch expeft,

But he's a Bigot of the Perfiatt Sett : <<

And, by a Foreign Infreftfeeks to ‘Reign, -
1

Hopelels by- Love the Sceptre to obtain.

Afapk. Morat’s too infolent, too much a Brave,' ;
' ' r

His Courage to his Envy is a Slave. . ^ i
:

-ji.

What he attempts, if hisendeavoufrs iail 1 ' H r : ] . ;
' . .

-
. .

T’effeft, he is relblv’d no other fhall.

Arim. But A/treng-Zebe, by no ftrong paffion fvvay’d.

Except his Love, moretemp’rateis, and weigh'd :

This Atlas muff our finking State uphold
In Council cool, but in Performance bold: •

He fums their Virtues in himfelf alone,'' - • VV,

And adds the greateft, ofa Loyal Son: 1

His Father’s Caufe upon his Sword he wears,

And with his Arms, we hope, his Fortune bears.

Solym. Two vaft Rewards may vvdl his bdurage moVe,
A Parent’s Bleffing, and a Miftris Love.

If he fucceed, his recompence, we hCar, l/J • •

.
' ; - •

Muft be the Captive Queen of CaJJimre.

Tothem. Abas. • / a 'iii i

hlO

C iViiil

Abas. Mifchiefe on nyfchiefs, greater ftilf,' and.ipor^t'.

Theneighb’ringPlain with Arms is cover’d oY f !:l

°f
n

;

The Vale an Iron*Harveft feemsto yield

©fthick-Iprung Lances in a waving Field.

The pollilh’d .Steel gleams terribly from far,'

And every moment nearer Ihowsthe War.
,

The Horfes Neighing by theWind i^blowh,’;'. ^ '

And Caftl’d-Elephants o’r-look the Town.
Arim. If, as I fear, Morat thele Pow’rs commands.

Our Empire onthe brink ofmine ftands

»

Th’ambitiousEmprefs with her Sdn is joyn’d,
1

And, in his Brother’s abfence, hasdefign’d

The unprovided Town to take with eafe.

And than, the Perlbn of the King to feize.

LihJ
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Solym.To all his former Iffue (he has [hown

Long hate, and labour’d to advance her own.

Ab. Thefe Troops are his.

Surat he took 5 and thence, preventing Fame,

By quick and painful Marches hither came.

Since his approach, he to his Mother fent,

And two long hours in dole debate werelpetlt.

Arim. I’ll to my Charge, the Cittadel, repair.

And (how my duty by my timely care.

To them the Emperor with a Letter in his hand: after him, an

Ambajfador,with aTrainfollowing,

Afaph. But lee, the Emperor ! a fiery red *

His Brows and glowing Temples does o’r-lpread,

•Marat hasfome dilpleafing Meffage lent.

Amb. Do not,great Sir,mifconftrue his intent;

Nor call Rebellion what was prudent care.

To guard himfelfby neceffary War ;

While he believ’d you living, he obey’d :

His Governments but asyour Vice-Roy Iway’d r

But, when he thought you gone,

T’augraertt the number ofthe Blefs’d above.

He deem’d ’em Legacies ofRoyal love;

Nor arm’d his Brothers Portions to invade,

But to defend the prelent you had made.

Emp. By frequent Meffages, and ftrift Commands,
Heknew my plealure to dilcharge his Bands

:

Proofofmy life my RoyalSignetmade

;

Yet ftill hearm’d, came on, and dilbbey’d.

Amb. Hethought theMandat forg’d, your death conceal’d;

And but delay’d, till truth (hould be reveal’d.

Emp. News ofmy death from Rumor he receiv’d ;

And what he wifh’d, he ealily believ’d ;

But long demurr’d, though from my hand heknew
I liv’d, lo loath he wasto think it true.

Since he pleads ignorance to that command.
Now let him (how his duty, and disband.



;
co

Amb. His Honour, Sir, will fuffer in the Caufe,
He yields his Arms unjuft.ifhe withdraws:
And begs his Loyalty may be declar’d,

By owning thofe he leads to be your guard.
Emp. I, inmy felf, have all the Guard I need 5

Bid the prefumptuous Boy drawoff with (peed:
If his audacious Troops one hour remain.

My Cannon from the Fort (hall fcour the Plain.

Amb. Sinceyou deny him entrance,he demands
His Wife, whom cruelly you hold in Bands:
Her, if unjuftly you from him detain.

He iuffly will by force ofArms regain.

Emp. O r him, and his, a right from Heav’n I have 3

Subject, and Soiij he’s doubly born my Slave.

But whatfoe’r his own demerits are.

Tell him, I {hall notmake onWomen, War.
And yet I’ll do her Innocence the grace.

Tokeep her here, as in the fafer place.

But thou, who dar’ft this bold defiance bring,

May’ft feelthe rage ofan offended King.

Hence from my fight, without the leaft reply :

One word, nay, one look more, and thou (halt die.

C Exit Ambaflader.
T

r
e *

, , .... .

Re-enter Arimant.

\ *T* • •
* f *- » ' •

•
* . r\'\ *

V ‘ '

Arim. May Heav’n, great Monarch, ftill augment your blifi

With length ofdays, and every day like this.

For, from the Banks of Gemna news is brought,

Your Army has a bloudy Battel fought: • p
Darab from Loyal Anreng-Zebe is flea 5

And fourty thoufand ofhis Men lie dead.

To Sujah next your conquering Army drew j

Himthey (urpris’d, and eafily o’r-threw.

Emp. ’Tis well.

Arim. But well ! what more could atyour wi(h be done,
Than two fuch Conquefts gain’d by fuen a Son ?

Your pardon, mighty Sir j

You
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You feem not high enough your Joys to rate 3

You ftand indebted a vaft fum to Fate

:

And fliould large thanks for the great Bleffing pay.

Emp. My fortune owes me greater everyday.

And, fhould my joy more high for this, appear.

It would have argu’d me before of fear.

How is Heav’n kind, where I have nothing won,
And Fortune onely pays me with my own ?

Arim. Great Auretig-Zebe did duteous care exprefsr

And durft not pulh too far his good luccels.

But left Morat the City fhould attack.

Commanded his vi&orious Army back 5

Which, left to march as fwiftly as they may,

Himfelfcomes firft, and willbe here this day,

Before aclofe-form’d Siege (hut up his way.

Emp. Prevent hispurpofe, hence, hence with all thy {peed

Stop him 3 his entrance to the Town forbid.

Arim. How, Sir? your Loyal, your Victorious Son ?

Emp. Him would I, more than all the Rebels, (hun.

Arim.Whom with your pow’r and fortune, Sir, you truft

Now to fulpeft is vain, as ’tisunjuft.

He comes not with a Train to move your fear.

But trufts himfelf to be a pris’ner here.

You knew him brave, you know him faithful now:
He aims at Fame, but Fame from ferving you;

’Tis {aid. Ambition in his breaft does rage

:

Who would not be the Hero ofan Age ?

All granthim prudent
:
prudence intereft weighs

,

And intereft bids him feek your love and praife.

I know you grateful 3 When he march’d from hence, ,

You bad him hope an ample recompence

:

He conquer’d in that hope 3 and from your hands.

His Love, the precious pledge he left, demands.
Emp.No more 3- you fearch too deep my wounded mind

And(how me what I fear, and would not find.

My Son has all the debtsofduty paid :

Our Prophet fends him to my prefent aid.'
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Such virtue to diftruft were bafe and low

:

I’m not ungrateful or I was not fo

!

Inquire no farther, flop his coming on:
I will not, cannot, dare not (ee my Son.

Arim. ’Tis now too late his entrance to prevent

:

Nor muff I to your ruine give confent.

At once your Peoples heart and Son's you lofe

:

And give him all, when you juft things refufe.

Emp. Thou lov’ftme lure j thy faith has oft been tri'd.

In ten pitch’d Fields, not ftmnking from my fide,

Yetgiv’ftme no advice to bring me eafe.

Arim. Can you be cur’d, and tell not your difeafe?

I ask’d you, Sir.

Emp Thou (hould’ft have ask’d again

:

There hangsa fecretlhame onguiltymen.

Thou fhouldft have pull’d the fecret from my bread;

Torn out thebearded Steel to give me reft

:

At lead, thou {hould’ft have ghefs’d j—
Yet thou art honed, thou could’ft near have ghefs’d.

Haft thou been never bafe ? did Love ne’r bend
Thy frailer Virtue, to betray thy Friend?

Flatter me, make thy Court, and fey. It did:

Kings in a Crowd would have their Vices hid.

We would be kept in count’nance, fev’d- from fhame

:

And own’d by others who commit the feme.

Nay, now I have confefs’d

Thou feeftme naked, and without clifguife

:

I look on Aurettg-Zebe with Rivals eyes.

He has abroad my enemyes o’recome.

And I have fought to ruin him at home.

Arim. This free confeflion (howes you long did drive

And virtue, though oppreft, is dill alive.

But what fuccefs did your injuftice find ?

Emp. What it deferv’d, and not what I Xefign’d.

Unmov’d (he flood, and deaf to all my praters.

As Seas and Winds to finking Mariners.

But Seas grow calm, and Winds are reconcil’d:

Her Tyrant beauty never grows more mild.
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Prayrs, promifes, and threats were all in vain.

Arim. Then cure'your felfby generous difdatn.

Emp. Virtue, difdain, delpair, I oft have tri’d,

And foil’d, have with new Armsmy Foe defi’d.

This made me with lb little joy to hear

The Vidory,when I the Vidor fear.

Arim. Something you Iwiftly muft relblve to do.

Left Aureng-Zebe your fecret Love Ihould know.

Morat without does for your ruine wait j

And would you lofe the Buckler of your State ?

A jealous Emprels lies within your Arms,

Too haughty to endure negleded Charms.

Your Son is duteous, but( as Man) he’s frail.

And juft revenge or vertue may prevail.

Emp. Go then to Indamora, lay from me,

Two Lives depend upon her fecrefie.

Bid her conceal my paffion from my Son*

Though Aureng-Zebe return a Conqueror,

Both he and Ihe are ftill within my povv r.

Say, I’m a Father, but a Lover too

:

Much to my Son, more to my felf I owe.
When Ihe receives him, to her words give Law :

And even the kindnels ofher glances awe.

See, he appears

!

i 1 II

[After a Jhort whifr r, Arimant departs.

Enter Aureng-2ebe,Dianet, and Attenda AurengZebe
kneels to his Father,

and kijfes his hand.

\,:zdc-ih- :• o nidi ^io-doii;

Aur. My Vows have been fiiccelsful as my Sword

:

My pray rs are heard, you have your health refto-r’d.

Once more tis given me to behold your face :

The beft ofKings and Fathers to embrace.

Pardon my tears 3 ’tis joy which bids ’em flow,

A joy which never was fincere till now.
That which my Conqueft gave I could not prize 5 . .

Or twas imperfect till I faw your eyes.
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Emp. Tarn the difcoarfe : I have a reafon why

I would not have you fpeak fo tenderly.

Knew you what fhame your kind expreffions bring,

You would inpity {pare a wretched King.

Aur. AKing! you rob me, Sir, of half my due

:

You have a dearer name, a Father too.

Emp. I had that name.

Aitr. What have l faid or done.

That I no longer muftbe call’d your Son ?

’Tis in that name, Heav’n knows, I glory more.

Than that ofPrince, or that ofConqueror.
Emp. Then you upbraid me ; I am pleas’d to fee

You’re not fo perfeft, but can fail, like me.

I have no God to deal with.

Aur. . Now f find

Some (lie Court-Devil has feduc’d your mind t

Fill’d it with black fufpicions, not your own r

And all my attions through falfe Optics (hown.

I ne’r did Crowns ambitioufly regard:

Honour I fought, the generousmind’s reward.

Long may you live ! whileyou the Sceptre fway
I (hall be ftill mod happy to obey.

Emp.Oh, Aureng-Zebt

!

thy virtues (hinetoo bright,

They flafh too fierce : I, like the Bird of Night, -

Shutmy dull eyes, andficken at. the fight.

Thou haft deferv’dmore love than I can (how :

But ’tis thy fate to give, and mine to owe.

Thou feeft me much diftemper’d in my mind

:

Pull’d back, and thenpufti’a forward to be kind.

Virtue, and fain I would my filence break,

But have not yet the confidence to fpeak.

Leave me, and to thy needful reft repair.

Aur. Reft is not (biting with a Lover’s care.

I |iave not yet my Indamora feen. \_Isgoing.

Emp. Somewhat I had forgot 5 come back again

:

So weary ofa Father’s company !

Mr. Sir, you were pleas’d your felfto licenfe me.

Emp.
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Emp. You made menorelation oftheFight,

Befides, a Rebel’s Army is in fight.

Advifeme firft: yet go

Hegoes to Ind.unora 5 Ilhouldtake

A kind ofenvious joy to keep him back.

Yet to detain him makes my love appear

:

I hate hisprefence, and his abfence fear.

Aur. To fome new Clime, or tothy native Sky*

Oh friendlefs and forfaken Virtue flie.

Thy Indian Air is deadly to. thee grown

:

Deceit and canker’d malice rule thy Throne.

Why did my Arms in Battel profp’iDus prove,

To gain the barren praife of Filial love ?

The belt ofKings byWomen is milled, _

Charm’d by the Witchcraft ofa fecond Bed.

Againftmy felf I Victories have wonn,
And by my fatal abfence am undone.

To him Indamora, with Arimant.
: - :

T
-

i r *
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{
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But here fhe comes

!

In the calm Harbour of whofe gentle breaft.

My Tempeft-beaten Soul may fafely reft.

Oh, my heart’s joy ! what e’r my forrows be.

They ceafe and vanilh, in beholding thee!

Care (buns thy walks 5 as at the cheerful light.

The groaning Ghofts, and Birds obfcene take flight

By this one view, all my paftpains are paid

:

And all I have to come more eafie made. •

bid. Such fallen Planets at my Birth, did fhine^

They threaten every Fortune mixt with mine.

Fly thepurfuitof my dilaftrous love,

And from unhappy Neighbourhood remove.
Aur. Bid the laborious Bind,

Whofe hardned hands did long in Tillage toil.

Neglect the promis’d Harveft of theSoil. ,

Should I, who cultivated Love with Bloud,
Refufe poffdfion ofapproaching good ?

C 2
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[AJtde.

[Exit.

Ind.
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Ind. Love is an aery good Opinion makes: 0-

.

Which he who onely thinks he has, partakes.
Seen by a ftrong Imaginations Beamy.

.

That tricks and drefies up the gaudy Dream.
Prefented lb, with rapture 'tis enjoy’d

:

Rais’d by high Fancy, and by low deftroy’d.
c Aiin IfLove be Vifion, mine has all the: fire

Which, in firft Dreams, young Prophets does infpire:
I dream, in you, our promis’d Paradice :

An Ages tumult of continu'd blifs.

But you haveftill your happinefs in doubt; ,

Or elle ’tis part, and you have dream’t it out.
Ind. Perhaps not fo. : . i.

,

Aur CanIndamra prove
So alter’d? Is it but, Perhaps you Love ?

Then farewell all ! I thought in you to find

A Balm, to cure my much diftemper’d mind.
I came to grieve a Father’s heart eftrang’d 3

But little thought to find a Miftris chang’d.

Nature her {elf is chang’d to punifhmer
Virtue turn’d Vice, and Faith Inconftancy.

Ind. You heard me, not Inconftancy confefs :

’Twas but a Friend’s advice to love me lefs.

Who knows what adverfe Fortune may befall ?

Arm well your mind : hope little; and fear all.

Hope, with a goodly profpeft, feeds yourEye :

Shews, from a rifing ground, polfeffion nigh

:

Shortens the diftance,x>r or-looks it quite

;

So eafie ’tis to travel With the fight.

Aur. Then to de^air you would ray Love betray,

By taking hope, its- laft kind Friend, away.

You hold the Glafs, but turnthe Perfpeftive;

And farther off the lellen’d Objeft drive.

You bid me fear: in that your change I know:
You would prepareme for the coming blow.

But, to prevent you, take my laft Adieu 5 _

I’ll fadly tell my felf you are untrue, x

Rather than ftay to hear it told by you*. S [Going.
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Ind. Stay, Aureng-Zebe,

I muft not let you go.

And yet believe your felf, your own worft Foe,

Think I am true, and feek no more to know.

Let in my breaft the fatal Secret lie,

’Tis a fad Riddle, which, if known, we die. [
'Seeming topaufe.-

Aur. Fair Hypocrite, you feek to cheat in vain ;

Your filence argues you ask time to feign.

Once more, farewel : the (hare in fight is laid,

’Tis my own fault if I am now betray’d. £ Going agaitn

Ind. Yet once more ftay ; you (hall believe me true.

Though in one Fate I wrap my felfand you.

Your abfence .—

-

Arim. - Hold \ you know the hard Command
I muft obey :

you onely can withftand

Your own mifhap. I begyou on my Knee,

Be not unhappy by your own Decree.

Aur. Speak, Madam, by ( ifthat be yet an Oath J
Your Love, I'm pleas’d we (hould be ruin’d both.

Both is a found ofjoy.

In Death’s dark Bow’rs our Bridals we will keep :

And hiscold hand

Shall draw the Curtain when we goto deep.

Ind. Know then, that Man whom both of us did truft,

Has been to you- unkind, tome unjuft.

The Guardian of my Faith fo falfe did prove,

As to follicite me with lawlefs Love

:

Pray’^l, promis’d, threaten’d, all thatMan could do,

Bafe as he’s great 5 and need I tell you who
Aur. Yes; for I’ll not believe my Father meant:

Speak quickly,and my impious thoughts prevent.

Ind. Yo’ve (aid; I wi(h I could fome other name !

Arim. My duty muft excufe me, Sir, from blame.

A Guard there.
• C*'

* UJ.. i. .. .i. . . J -• Lt

Enter Guards.

Aur. Slave, for me ?



r*4)
Arm. .1.. . .. ......My Orders are

To feizethis Princels, whom the Laws of War
Tong fince made Prifoner.

Aur .Villain.

Arim — .Sir, I know
Your Birth, nor durft another callme fo.

Aur. I have redeem’d her j and as mine (he’s free.

Arim. You may have right to give her liberty

:

But with your Father, Sir, that right difpute 5

For hiscommands to me were abfolute 5

If (he difclos’d his love, toufe the right

OfWar, and to fecure her from your fight.

Aur. I ll refcue her, or die. [Dram.
And you, my friends, though few, are yet too brave

To fee your Gen’rals Miftris made a Slave. [Alldraw.
Ind. Hold, my dear Love ! iffo much pow’r therelies.

As once you own’d, in Indamora's Eyes,

Lofe not the Honour you have early wonn 5

Butftand the blamelels pattern ofa Son.

My love your claim inviolate fecures

:

'Tis writ in Fate, I can be onely yours.

My foffrings for you make your heart my due

:

Be worthy me, as I am worthy you.

Aur. [Putting up hk/word. ) I’ve thought, and blefs’d be you
who gave me time

:

My Virtue was furpris’d into a Crime.

Strong Virtue, like ftrong Nature, ftruggles ftill

:

Exerts itfelf and then throws off the ill.

I to a Son’s and Lover’s praife afpire :

And muft fulfil the parts which both require.

How dear the cure ofjealoufie has coft

!

With too much care and tendernefs y’are loft.

So the fond Youth from Hell redeem’d his Prize,

Till, looking back, the vanifh’d from his eyes

!

[ExeuntSeverally.

ACT



ACT II,

Betwixt the A&s, a Warlike Tune is plaid, (hooting

oft' Guns, and (houts of Souldiers are heard, as in

an Aflault.

Aureng-Zebe
,
Armattl, Afaph Chawn, Fazel Chrntt, Solyman,

Aur. IT ~JT 'J
Hat man could do, was by Moral perform’d :

\J\j The Fortrels thrice himfelfin perfon ftorm’d.

* V Your valour bravely did th’Aflault foftain >

And fill’d the Moats and Ditches with the Slain.

Till, mad with rage, into the Breach he fir’d :

Slew Friends and Foes, and in the Smoakretir’d.

Arm. To us you give what praifes are not due :

Moral was thrice repuls’d, but thrice by you.

High, over all, was your great conduft fhown :

You fought our fafety, but forgot your own.

Afaph. Their Standard, planted on the Battlement,.

Defpair and death among the Souldiers fent :

You, the bold Omrah tumbled from the Wall j

And {houts of Victory purfo’d his fall.

Fazel. To you, alone, we owe this proip’rous day :

Our Wives and Children refcu’d from the prey:

Know your own infreft Sir, where e’r you lead,

We joyntly vow to own no other Head.

Solym. Your wrongs are known. Impofe but your commands^ .

This hour fhall bring you twenty thoufand hands.

Aur. Let them who truly would appear my friends,

Employ their Swords, like mine, for noble ends.

No more : remember you have bravely done :

Shall Treafon end, what Loyalty begun .<?

I own no wrongs $ fome grievance I confels,

But Kings, like Gods, at their own time redrefs..
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Tet, (bme becoming boldnefs I mav ufe

:

I’ve well deferv a, nor will he now refufe.
[
[Altde

.

rilftrikemy Fortunes with him at a heat :

And give him not the leifufe to forget.

\_Exit, attended by the Omrahs.
Arim.Oh ! bidamorx

,
hide thefe fatal Eyes 5

Too deep theywound whom they too foonfurprife;

My Virtue, Prudence, Honour, Intereft, all

Before thisllniverfal Monarch fall.

Beauty, like Ice, our footing does betray s

Who can tread fure on the imooth flippery way ?

Pleas’d with thepafiage, we Aide fwiftly on :

And fee the dangers which we cannot (hun.

To him, Indamora.

\J I,

r\
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Ind. I hope my liberty may reach thus far

:

Thefe Terras Walks within my limits are.

I came to feek you, and to let you know.
How much I to your generous Pity owe.

, :

The King, when he defign’d you for my Guard,

Refolv’d lie would not make my Bondage hard

:

Ifotherwife, you have deceiv’d his end 5

And whom he meant a Guardian, made a Friend.

Arim. A Guardian’s Title I niuft own with fhame

But fhould be prouder of another Name.
Ind. And therefore ’twas I chang’d that Name betore

:

I call’dyou Friend, and could you wifh for more?

Arim. I dare not ask for what you would not grant

:

But wifhcs, Madam, are extravagant.

They are not bounded with things pofiible:

I may wifh more then I prefume to tell:

Defire’s the vaft extent of humane mind, ;>

It mounts above, and leaves poor hope behind.

I could wifh— — i:07 1; r :ny: ;

Ind. What?
Arim. Why did you fpeak? yo’ve dafh’d my Fancy quite:

Ev’n in th’ approaching minute of delight, v ^ .

c

I muft

7017 ,

>r oV

'Ciomj:
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I ffluft take breath -

—

Ere I the Rapture of my with renew.

And tell you then. It terminates in you.

Itid. Have you confider’d what th’event would be ?

Or know you, Arimant, your felf, or me ?

Were I no Queen, did you my beauty weigh.

My Youth in bloom, your Age in its decay ?

Arim. I my own Judge, condemn’d my fclfbefore

:

For pity aggravate my crime no more.

So weak I am, I with a frown am (lain 3

You need have us’d but half fo much difdain.

bid. I am not cruel yet to that degree :

Have better thoughts both ofyour felf, and me.

Beauty a Monarch is.

Which Kingly power magnificently proves,

By crouds ofSlaves, and peopled Empire loves.

And fitch a Slave as you, what Queen would lofe ?

Above the reft, I Arimant would clmfe

:

For counfel, valour, truth, and kindnels too,

All I could wilhinman, I find in you.

Arim. What Lover could to greater joy be rais’d !

I am, methinks, a Cod by you thus prais’d.

hd. To what may not defert, like yours, pretend }

You have all qualities that fit a Friend.

Arim. So Mariners miftake the promis’d Coaft

:

And, with ful Sails, on the blind Rocks are loft.

Think, you my aged veins fo faintly beat,

They rife no higher than to Friendlhips heat >

So weak your Charms, that, like a Winter’s night,

Twinkling with Stars, they freez me while they light ?

bid. Miftake me not, good Arimant
,
I know

My Beauty’s pow’r, and what my charms cando.
You your own Talent have not learn’d fo well 3
But pracfife one, where you can ner excel..

You can at moft.

To an indiff’rent Lover’s praife pretend :

But you would fpoil an admirable Friend.

D Aritifi
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Arim. Never was Amity fo highly priz’d $

Nor ever any Love fo much delpis’d.

Ev’n to my felfridiculous I grow-.

And would be angry, ifl knew but how.
Ind. Do not. Your Anger, like your Love, is vain r

When e’r I pleafe, you muft be pleas’d again.

Knowing what pow’r I have your will to bend,
I’ll ufe it 5 for I need juft fuch a Friend.

You muft perform, not what you think is fit

:

But, to whatever I propofe,fubmit.

Arim. Madam, you have a ftrangc Afcendant gain’d 5

You ufe me like a Courier, (purr’d and rein’d :

If I fly out, my fiercenefs you,-command,

Then footh, and gently ftroke me with your hand.
Impofey but ufe your pow’r ofTaxing well

:

When Subjefts cannot Pay, they foon KebeL

Enter the Emperor
,

7/nfeen by-them.

• .

Ind. My Rebels punifhment would eafie prove :

You knowy’are in my pow’r by making Love.

Arim . Would I, without dilpute, your will obey,

And could you, in return, my life betray ?

Emp. What danger, Arimant
,
is this you fear ?.

Or w7hat Love-fecret which I muft not hear ?

Thefe alter’d looks feme inward motion fhow.

His cheeks are pale, and yours with blulhes glow.

Ind. ’Tis what, with juftice, may my anger move :

He has been bold, and talk’d to me of Love.

Arim. I am betray’d, and {hall be doom’d to die

!

Emp. Did he, my Slave, prefume to look fo high?

That crawling Infeft, who from Mud began,

Warm’d by my Beams, and kindl’d into Man?
Durft he, who does but for my plealure live,

Intrench* on Love, my great Prerogative ?

Print his bafe Image on his Sovereign’s Coin?

’Tis Treafon if he ftamp his Love with mine.

[To her..

[A/ide,

Arim ,
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3

Tis true, I have been bold 5 but if it be

A crime

Ind. He means,
5

tis onely fb to me.

You, Sir, (hould praife, what I muft difopprove

:

He infolently talk'd to me of Love

:

But, Sir, 'twas yours, he made it in your name

:

You, if you pleafe,may all he laid difclaim.

Emp. I muft difclaim what e'r he can exprels:

His groveling fenfe will (how my paffion lefs.

But day, if whathefaid my meffage be.

What fear, what danger could arrive from me ?

He (aid, He feard you would his life betray.

Ind. Should he prefume again, perhaps I may.

Though in your hands he hazard not his life,

Remember, Sir, your fury of a Wife 3

Who, not content to be reveng'd on you,

The Agents ofyour paffion will purfiie.

Ernp. IfI but hear her nam'd, I'm fick that day j

The found is mortal, and frights life away.

Forgive me, Arimint, my jealous thought

:

Didrud in Lovers is the tender'd fault.

Leave me, and tell thy (elf in my excufe.

Love, and a Crown, no Rivalfhip can bear 5

And precious things are dill poffefs'd with fear.

[Exit Arimant bowing.

This, Madam, my excufe to you may plead 5

Love fhould forgive the faults whichLove has made.
Ind. From me, what pardon can you hope to have,

R obb'd of my Love, and treated as a Slave?

Emp. Force is the lad reliefwhich Lovers find

:

And'tisthe bed excufe ofWooman-kind.
Ind. Force never yet a generous Heart did gain :

We yield on parley, but are dorm'd in vain.

Condraint, in all things, makes the pleafure lefs 5

Sweet is the Love which comes with willingnefi.

Emp. No $ 'cisrefidance that inflames defire :

Sharpens the Darts ofLove, and blows his Fire.

D 2

/

Love
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Loveisdifarnid that meets with too much eafe ?

He languifhes, and does not care to pleafe.

And therefore ’tis your golden Fruit you guard
With fo much care, to make poffeffion hard.

Ltd, Was! not enough you took my Crown away,
But cruelly you muft my Love betray ?

1 was well pleas d to have transferred my right,

And better chang’d your Claim of Lawlefs might,

By taking him, whom you efteem’d above
Your other Sons, and taught me firft to love.

Emp. My Son, by my command his courfe muft fteer :

I bad him love, I bid him now forbear,

ifyou have any kindneft for him ftill,

Advife him not to (hock a Father s will.

Ind. Muft I advife >

Then let me fee him, and 111 try t’obey.

Emp. I had forgot, and dare not truft your way.
But fend him word,
He has not here an Army to command :

Remember he and you are in my hand.

Ind. Yes, in a Father’s hand, whom he has ferv’d 5.

And, with the hazard ofhis life, preferv’d.

But piety to you, unhappy Prince,

Becomes a crime, and duty an offence

:

Againft your felf, you with your Foes combine.

And feem your own deftru&ion to defign.

Emp. You may be pleas’d your Politiques to fpare :

I’m old enough, and can my felf take care.

Ind. Advice from me was, I confefs, too bold :

Y are old enough it maybe, Sir, too old.

Emp. You pleafe your felf with your contempt ofAge

:

But Love,negle<fted, will convert to Rage.

If on your head my fury does not turn,

Thank that fond dotage which fb much you fcorn.

But, in another’s perfon, you may prove,

There> warmth for Vengeance left, though not for Love,

i

" ^ lie-enter



Re-enter Arimant;

Arbrunt. TheEmprefshas the Anti-chambers paft,

And this way moves with a diforder’d hafte :

Her brows, the ftormy marks of anger bear.

Emp.Madam, retire : the muft not find you here.

Q Exit Indamoraj**^ Arimant,.

Enter Nourmahal haJIHj.

Nour. What have I done, that Nourmahal muft prove

The (corn and triumph ofa Rival’s Love ?

My eyes are ftill the fame, each glance, each grace.

Keep their firft luftre, and maintain their places

Not fecond yet to any other face.

Emp. What rage tranlports you? are you well awake ?

Such Dreams diftra&ed minds in Feavers make.

Nour. Thofe Feavers you havegw n, thofe Dreams have bred.

By broken Faith,and an abandon'd Bed.

Such Vifions hourly pals before my fight

,

Which from my eyes their Balmy (lumbers fright^

In the fevereft filence ofthe night.

Vifions, whichinthis Cittadelare feen^

Bright, glorious Vifions ofa Rival Queen.

Emp

.

Have patience, my firft flames can ne'r decay

:

Thefe are but Dreams, and foon will pafs away.

Thou know’ft, my Heart, my Empire, all is thine :

In thy own Heavn ofLove ferenely (hine :

Fair as the face of Nature did appear.

When Flowers firft peep'd, and Trees did Bloflbmsbear,

And Winter had not yet deform'd th'inverted Year.

Calm as the Breath which fans our Eaftern Groves,

And bright as when thy Eyes firft lighted up our Loves,

Let our eternal Peace be feal'd by this,

With the firft ardour ofa Nuptial Kifs. [_Offers tofyfs

Nour . Me would you have, me your faint kiffes prove,

The dregs and droppings of enervate Love ?.

Muftt
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Mull I your cold long-labouring age fuflain,

And be to empty joys provok’d in vain ?

Receive you fighing after other Charms,

And take an abfent Husband in my Arms ?

Ewp. Even thefe reproaches I can bear from you

:

You doubted ofmy Love, believe it true.

Nothing but Love this patience could produce 3

And I allow your rage that kind excufe.

Nour. Call it not patience 5 us your guilt {lands mute
You have a caufe too foul to bear difputc.

You wrong me firft, and urge my rage to rife,

Then I mud pais for mad
5 you, meek and wile,

Good man, plead merit by your (oft replies.

Vainpriviledge poor Women have oftongue

:

Men can (land fileot, and refolve on wrong.

Emp. What can I more? my friendfhip you refufe.

And even my mildnefs, as my crime, accule.

Nour . Your fullen filence cheats not me, falfe Man 3

I know you think the bloudieft things you can.

Could you accufe me, you would raife your voice

:

Watch for my crimes, and in my guilt rejoyce.

But my known virtue is from (caudal free,

And leaves no fhadow for your calumny.

Ewp. Such virtue is the plague ofhumane life :

A virtuous Woman, but a curfed Wife.

In vain ofpompous chaflity y are proud :

Virtues adultery ofthe Tongue, when loud,

I, with lefspain, a Proflitute could bear,

Than the (brill found ofVirtue, virtue hear.

In unchafle Wives .

There’s yet a kind ofrecompenfing eafe:

Vice keeps ’em humble, gives ’em care to pleafe :

But againft clamorous Virtue, what defence ?

It flops our mouthes, and gives yournoife pretence.

Nour. Since Virtue does your indignation raife,

*Tis pity but you had that Wife you praife.
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Yourown wild appetites are prone to range

;

And then you tax our humours with your change.

Emp. What can be Tweeter than our native home f

Thither for cafe, and (oft repofe, we come:

Home is the (acred refuge ofour life :

Secur’d from all approaches, but a Wife.

If thence we fly, the cau(e admits no doubt :

None but an Inmate Foe could force us out.

Clamours, our privacies uneafie make

:

Birds leave their Neds didurb’d, and Beads their Haunts forfake*

Nour. Honour’smy crime that has your loathing bred

:

You takeno pleafure in a virtuous Bed.

Emp. What pleafure can their be in that edate.

Which your unquietnels has made me hate ?

I (brink far off —
Diflemblingfkep, but wakeful with the fright.

The day takes offthe pleafure of the night.

Nour. My thoughts no other joys but pow’r purfue

:

Or, ifthey did, they mud be lod in you.

And yet the fault’s not mine

Though Youth and Beauty cannot warmth command $

The Sun in vain (bines on the barren Sand.

Emp. ’Tistrue, ol Marriage-bands I’m weary grown.

Love (corns all ties, but thole that are his own.
Chains that aredragg’d, mud needs uneafie prove:.

For there’s a God-like liberty in Love.

Nour

.

What’sLove to you ?

The bloom ofBeauty other years demands $

Nor will be gather’d by luch wither’d hands :

You importune it with a fade defire :

Which fparkles out, and makes no (olid fire.

This impudence ofAge, whence can it (pring J

All you expeft, and yet you nothing bring.

Eager to ask, when you are pad a grant 3

Nice in providing what you cannot want.

Have confidence
}
give not her you love this pain £

Soliicitenot your felf and herein vain.
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All other Debts may compenfation find

:

But Love is ftrid, and will be paid in kind.

Emp . Sure ofall ills, Domeftic are the worft 5

When moftfecure of bleffings, we are eurft.

When we lay next us what we hold moft dear.

Like Hercules
,
invenom’d Shirts we wear 5

And cleaving mifchiefs.

Nonr. . What you merit, have

:

And (hare, at leaft, the miseries you gave.

Your days, I will alarm, HI haunt your nights :

And, worle than Age, difable your delights.

May your fick Fame ftill languifh, till it die
: ^

All Offices of Pow’r negle&ed lie, i

And you grow cheap in every Subje&’s eye. .5

Then, as the greateft Curfe that I can give $

Unpiti’d,be depos’d 5 and after live. [Going ojf.

Emp. Stay } and now learn,

How criminalfoe’r we Husbands are,

"Tis not for Wives topufh our crimes too faiv

Had you ftill Miftris of your temper been,

I had been modeft, and not own’d my Sin.

Your fury hardens me : and what e’r wrong
You fuffer, you have cancell’d by your tongue.

A Guard there } leizeher: ihe (hall know this hour,

What is a Husband’s and a Monarch’s pow’r,

[Guardjeiz es l er.

Enter Aureng-Zebe.

Nour. I lee for whom your Charter you maintain :

I mull be fetter’d, and my Son be (lain,

That Zelymas ambitious Race may reign.

Not fo you promis’d, when my Beauty drew
All AJia s Vows 5 when Perfia left for you
The Realm of Cafidahar for Dow’r I brought

:

That long contended Prize for which you fought.

Aur. The name of Step-mother, your practis’d Art,

By which you have eftrang’d my Father’s heart,

All
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All you have done againft me^ or deligrj.

Shows your averfion, but begets not mine.

Long maymy father India's Empire guide : *•
.

And may no breachyour Nuptial Vows divide.

Emp. Since Love obliges not, I from this hour,

Affume the right of Man’s Delpotic pow’r:

Man is by Nature form’d your Sexeshead :

And is himfdfthe Canon of his Bed.

In Bands ofIron fetter’d you (hall be

:

An eafier yoke than what you put on me.

Aur. Though much I fear myint’reft is not great, [Kneeling,

Let me your Royal Clemency intreat.

Secrets of Marriage ftill areSacred held :

There fweet and bitter by the wife conceal’d.

Errors ofWives refled on Husbands ftill :

And, when divulg’d, proclaim you’ve chofen ill.

And the myfterious pow’r of Bed and Throne,
Should always be maintain’d, but rarely fhown.

Emp, To lb perverfe a Sex all Grace is vain

:

It gives ’em courage to offend again :

Forwith feign’d tears they penitence pretend

:

Again are pardon’d, and again offend.

Fathom our pity when they feem to grieve }

Onely to try how far we can forgive.

Till lanching out into a Sea offtrife,

Theyfeorn all pardon, and appear all Wife.

But be it as you pleafe : for your lov’d fake.

This laft and fruitlefs trial I will make.

In all requefts, your right ofmerit ufe

:

And know, There is but one I can refufe.

[Hefigns to the Guards, and they re-

movefromthe Emprefs.

Nour. You’vedone enough, for you delign’d my Chains :

The Grace is vanilh’d, but th’Affront remains.

Nor is’t a Grace, or for his merit done 5

Youdurft no farther, for you fear’d my Son.

This you have gain’d by the rough courfe you prove.
I'm paft Repentance, and you paftmy Love. [Exit.

E Emp.
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Emp. A Spirit fbuntatn’d the wbrld'^’i-'&Sre. 0 ^^:-vr>.r,

Aur. And yet worle TJO '{

But fince by no obligement (he is ti’d,

You muft betimes for yoyr defence provide.

Icannotidlein yourdangfer ftand j

But beg once more I may j’Aur Arms command :
' 1

Two Battels your aufpieibus Gaufehas wonh 5
0K -

My Sword can perfeft what it has begun, ?
And, from your Walls, diflddge that haughty Son. §

Emp. My Son, your valour has-, this day, been fuch,

None can enough admire, or praife .too much.
But now, with reafon, your fuccefs I doubt

:

Her Factions ftrong within, his Arms without.

Aur. I left the City in a Panic fright

:

Lions they are in Council, Lambs in Fight.

But my own Troops, by Mirzah led, are near:

I, by to morrow’s dawn, expeft ’em here.

To favour ’em, I’ll Sally out ere da jr,- :

And through our flaughter’d Foes enlarge their way.
Emp. Age has not yet

So (hrunkmy Sinews, or lo chill’d my Veins,

But confcious Virtue in my breaft remains. <-

But had I now
That 'ftrength, with which my boiling Youth was fraught 3

When in the Vale ofBalafor I fought, ?
;

And from Bengale their Captive Monarch brought 3 §
When Elephant ’gainft Elephant did rear

His Trunck, and Caftles juftl’d in the Air 3

My Sword thy way to Victory had Ihown:

And ow’d the Conqueft to it felfalone.

Aur. Thole fair Idea’s to my aid I’ll call,

And emulate my great Original;

Or,ifthey fail, I will invoke in Arms,

The pow’r ofLove, and Indamora s Charms.

Emp. I doubt the happy influence of your Star

:

T’invoke a Captives name bodes ill in War.

Aur. Sir, give me leave to lay, What ever now
The Omen prove, it boded well to you.

Your

hA

«
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Your Royal Promife, when I went to fight,

Oblig’d me to refign a Vigor’s right.

Herliberty I fought for, and I wonn

:

And claim it as your General, and your Son.

Emp. My ears ftill ring with noife. I’m vext to death ?

Tongue-kill’d, and have not yet recover’d breath.

Nor will I be prefcrib’d my time by you :

Firft end the War, and then your Claim renew.

W hile to your Conduit Imy Fortune truft.

To keep this pledge ofduty is but juft.

Aur. Some hidden caufe your jealoufie does move.

Or you could ne’r fufpeift my Loyal Love.

Emp. What love foever by an Heir is fhown,

He waits but time to ftep into the Throne.

You’re neither juftifi’d, nor yet accus’d :

Meanwhile, the Pris’ner with refpeft is us’d.

Aur. Iknow the kindnels ofher Guardian fuch,

I need not fear too little, but too much.

But how, Sir, how have you from virtue fwerv’d }

Or what fo ill return have I deferv’d?

You doubt not me, nor have I (pent my bloud,

To have my faith no better underftood

:

Your Soul’s above the balenelsof diftruftr

Nothing but Love could make you fo unjuft.

Emp. You know your Rival then and know ’tis fit.

The Son’s fhould to the Father’s Claim fubmit.

Aur. Sons may have right, which they can never quit.

Your (elf firft made that Title which I claim :

Firft bid me love,andauthoris’d my flame
Emp. The value of my gift I did not know

:

If I could give, I can refume it too.

Aur. Recal your gift, for I your power confers

:

But firft, take back my life, a gift that’s left.

Longlife would now but a long burthen prove :

You’re grown unkind, and I have loft your love. .

My grief let unbecoming (peeches fall

:

1 (hould have di’d, and not complain’d at all.



r»8)
Etftp. Witnels fee Pow’rs,

How much I fuffer’d, and how long I (trove

Againft th’afl'aults of this imperious Love

!

Ireprefented to my felfthe (hame

Ofperjur'd Faith, and violated Fame.

Your great deferts, how ill they were repay’d }

All arguments, in vain, I urg’d and weigh’d

:

For mighty Love, who Prudence does aefpife.

For Reafon, fhow’d me Indamords Eyes.

What would you more, my crime I fedly view,

Acknowledge, am afham’d, and yet purfue.

Aur. Since you can love, and yet your error fee,

The feme reliftlefe pow’r may plead for me.

With no lefs ardor I my claim purfue

:

I love, and cannot yield her evento you.

Emp. Your elder Brothers, though o’rcome, have right

:

The youngeft yet in Arms prepar’d to fight.

But, yielding her, I firmly have decreed.

That you alone to Empire (hall fuceed.

Aur. To after Ages let me ftand a (hame,

When I exchange for Crowns my Love or Fame.

You might have (bund a mercenary Son,

To profit ofthe Battels he had won

:

Had I been fuch, what hinder’d me to take

The Crown .<? nor had th’exchangebeen yours to make.

While you are living, I no right pretend 5

Wear it, and let it where you pleafe defcend.

But from my Love, ’tis Sacrilege to part

:

There, there’s my Throne in fodamoras heart.

Emp. ’Tis in her heart alone that you mull Reign

:

You’ll find her perfon difficult to gain.

Give willingly what I can take by force:

And know, Obedience is your fefeft courfe.

Aur. I’m taught, by Honour’s precepts, to obey :

Fear to Obedience is a flavilh way.

Ifought my want ofduty could beget

;

You take the moll prevailing means, to threat.

Pardon
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Pardon your Bloud that boils within my veins 5

It rifes high, and menacing difdains.

Even death’s become to me no dreadful name

:

I’ve often met him, and have made him tame

:

In fighting fields, where our acquaintance grew,

I faw him, and contemn’d him firft for you.

Emp.Offormal duty make no more thy boaft

:

Thou difobey’ft where it concerns me moft.

Fool, with both hands thus to pufh back a Crown

:

And headlong caft thy felffrom Empire down.

Though Nourmahal I hate, her Son fhall Reign :

Inglorious thou, by thy own fault remain.

Thy younger Brother I’ll admit this hour

:

So mine (hall be thy Miftris, his thy Pow’r. [ Exit.

Aur. How vain is Virtue which directs our ways
Through certain danger to uncertain praife!

Barren, and aery name ! thee Fortune flies

;

With thy lean Train, the Pious and the Wife.

Heav’n takes thee at thy word, without regard 5

And lets thee poorly be thy own reward.

The World is made for the bold impious man j

Who flops at nothing, feizes all he can.

Juftice to merit does weak aid afford ,

Shetrufts her Ballance, and negle&s her Sword.

Virtue is nice to take what’s not her own 5

And, while {he long confults, the Prize is gone.

To him, Dianet.

Dia. Forgive the Bearer ofunhappy news

:

Your alter’d Father openly purfiies

Your ruine $ and, to compals his intent,

For violent Morat in hafte has lent.

The Gates he order’d all to be unbarr’d

:

And from the Market-place to draw the Guard.
Aur. How look the People in this turn of State ?

Dia. They mourn your ruine as their proper Fate.

Curfing
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Cui'fiiTg the Emprcds : for they think it done
By her procurement, to advance her Son/
Him too, though aw’d, they fcarcely can forbear :

His pride they hate, his violence they fear.

All bent to rile, would you appear their Chief
Till your own Troops come up to your relief.

Aur. Ill treated, and forfaken, as lam,
111 not betray the glory ofmy name :

Tisnot forme, who have preferv’d a State,

To buy an Empire at fe> bafe a rate.

D/a. The points ofHonour Poets may produce 5
' Trappings of life, for Ornament, not Life ;

Honour, which onely does the name advance,

Is the meer raving madnels of Romance.
Pleas’d with a word, you may fit tamely down 5

And fee your younger Brother force the Crown.
-Aur. I know my fortune in extremes does lie

:

The Sons ofb/dojian mu ft Reign, or die.

That defperate hazard Courage does create $

As he plays frankly, who has leafi Eftate,

And that the World the Coward will defpife,

When Life’s a Blank, who pulls not for a Prize.

D/a. Of all your knowledge, this vain fruit you have,

To walk with eyes broad open to your Grave.

Aur. From what I’ve laid, conclude, without reply,

I neither would Ufurp, nor tamely die.

Th’attempt to fiie, would guilt betray, or fear

:

Befides, ’twerevain^ the Forts our Prifon here.

Somewhat I have refolv’d —
Morat

,
perhaps, has Honour in his breaft :

And, in extremes, bold Counfelsare thebeft.

Like Emp’ric Remedies, they laft are tri’d 5

And by th’event condemn’d, or juftifi’d.

Prefence of mind and courage in diftrefe.

Arc more than Armies to procure fuccefs. [Exit*

ACT
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A C T III.

Arimant, with a Letter in hk hand

:

Indamora,

Arim. A Nd I the Meffengerto him from you.<?

„ l\ Your Empire you to Tyranny purfue

:

You lay commands, both cruel and unjuft.

To ferve my Rival, and betray my truft.

Ind.You firft betray'd your truft in loving me,

And ftiould not I my own advantage fee ?

Serving my Love, you may my Friendftiipgain,

You know the reft ofyour pretences vain.

Youmuft, my Arimant^ youfnuftbe kind:

Tisin your Nature, and your Noble Mind.

Arim. Ill to the King, and (freight my truft refign.

Ind. His truft you may, but you mall never mine.

Heavn made you love me for no other end,

But to become my Confident and Friend :

As fuch, I keep no Secret from your fight, *

And therefore make you judge how ill I write :

Read it, and tell me freely then your mind

:

If
J

tis indited as I meant it, kind.

Arim . (reading) I ask not Heav n my freedom to reftore,

But onely for your fake— 111 read no more :

And yet I muft

(Reading) Lefs for my own, than for your forrow, fad—
Another line, like this, would make me mad —

—

(As reading) Heav n ! (he goes on- yet more— and yet more kind

!

Each Sentence is a Dagger tomy mind.

(Reading) See me this night

Thank Fortune, who did fuch a Friend provide.

For faithful Arimant (hall be your Guide.

Not onely to be made an Internment,

Rut preingag’d withoutmy own content l

Ind.
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JW. Unknown t’ingage you ftill augments my fcore,

And gives you fcope of meriting the more.
Arim. Thebeft ofmen

Some int’reft in their aftions muft confefs 3

None merit but in hope they may poffefs.

The fatal Paper rather let me tear,

Than, like Bel/erophon
,
my own Sentence bear.

bid. You may 3 but ’twill not be your belt advice:
Twill onely give me pains of writing twice.

Youknow you muft obey me, foonor late:

Why Ihould you vainly ftruggle with your Fate ?

Arim. I thank thee, Heav’n, thou haft been wondrous kind /

Why am I thus to flavery defign’d.

And yet am cheated with a free-born mind ?

Or make thy Orders with my realbn fute,

Or let me live by Senfe a glorious Brute •

[ Shefrowns.
You frown, and I obey with fpeed, before

That dreadful Sentence comes, See me no more :

See me no more ! that found, methinks, I hear

Like the laft Trumpet thund’ring in my ear.

Enter Solyman.

Solym. The Princefs Mele(inda. bath’d in tears,

And tofs’d alternately with hopes and fears,

If your affairs fuch leifure can afford,

Would learn from you the fortunes ofher Lord.

Arim. Tell her, that I fome certainty may bring

3

I go this minute to attend the King.

bid. This lonely Turtle I defire to fee:

Grief though not cur’d, is eas’d by Company.
Arim. (to Solym.)Say, if fhepleafe, fhe hither may repair,

And breathe the frefhnefs of the open Air. [Exit Solym.

Ind. Poor Princefs ! how I pity her eftate.

Wrapt in the mines ofher Husbands Fate !

She mourn’d Morat fhould in Rebellion rife 3

Yet he offends, and fhe’s the Sacrifice.

Arim1.
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Arim. Not knowing his defign, at Court [he ftaid 5

Till,by command, clofe pris’ner fhe was made.

Since when.

Her Chains with Roman Conftancy (he bore$

But that, perhaps,an Indian Wife’s is pore.

Ind. Go, bring her comfort $ leave me here alone.

Arim. My love muft ftill be in obedience fhown. [Exit Arim.

Enter Melefinda, led by Solyman, who retires afterwards.

bid. When graceful fbrrow in her pomp appears,

Sure fhe is dreft’d in Melefinda s tears.

Your head reclin’d, (as hiding grieffrom view,)

Droops, like a Rofe furcharg’d withmorning Dew.
Mel

.

Can Flow’rs but droop in abfence ofthe Sun,

Which wak’d their fweets ? and mine, alas ! is gone.

But you the nobleft Charity expreft :

For they who Chine in Courts ftill fhun diftreft.

Ind. Diftreft’dmy fel£ like you, confin’d Ilive:

And therefore can compaflion take, and give.

We’re both Love’s Captives, but with Fate fo croft,

One muft be happy by the others loft.

Moratr or Attreng-Zebe muft fall this day.

Mel. Too truly Tamerlams Succeffors they,

Each thinks a World too little for his fway.

Could you and I the fame pretences bring, *

Mankindfhould with more eale receive a King

:

I would to you the narrow World refign,

And want no Empire while Morat was mine.

Ind. Wifti’d freedom I prefageyou foon will find $

IfHeav’n be juft, and be to Virtue kind.

Mel. Quite otherwife my mind forefels my Fate

:

Short is my life, and that unfortunate.

Yet fhould I not complain, would Heav’n afford

Some little time, ere death, to fee my Lord.

Ind. Thefe thoughts are but your melancholy’s food j

Rais’d from a lonely life, and dark abode

:

F But
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But whatfbe’r our jarring fortunes prove.
Though our Lords hate,me-thinks we two may love,

Mel. Such be our Loves as may not yield to Fate :

I bring a heart more true than fortunate.

[Giving their hand**

To them Arimant.
- - . -

Ann/. I come with hafte fuprifing news’ to bring :

In two hours time, fince Lift I law the King,

Th’affairs of Court have wholely chang’d their face

;

Unhappy Aureng-Zebe is in dilgrace :

And your Moraty ("proclaim’d the Sudcefibr )
Is call’d, to awe the City with his power.
Thofe Trumpets his triumphant Entry tell.

And now the Shouts waft near the Cittadel.

Ind. See, Madam, lee th’event by me forefhown:.

I envy not your chance, but grieve my own.
Mel. A change fo unexpe&ed muft furprife

:

And more, becaufe I am unus’d to joys.

Ind. May all your wifhes ever prosp’rous be,

But I’m too much concern’d th’event to lee.

My eyes too tender are

To viewmy Lord become the publick fcorn.

I came to comfort, and I go to mourn. [Taking her leavet

Mel. Stay, I’ll not feemy Lord,

Before I give your Ibrrow fome relief.

And pay the charity you lent my grief.

Here he fhallfee me firft with you confin’d
: ^

And, ifyour virtue fail to move his mind, %

I’ll ufemy int’reft that he may be kind. *

Fear not, I never mov’d him yet in vain-

Ind. So fair a Pleader any Caufe may gain.

Mel. I have no tafte, me-thinks, ofcoming joy 5

For black prelages all my hopes deftroy.

Die, Ibmething whilpers, Melejinda
,
die 3

Fulfil, fulfil thy mournful Deftiny.

Mine
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Mine is a ^kam ofbills, too hot to laft,

Watry it (hines, and will be foon or-caft.

Indamora^^ Melefinda re-enter, as into the Chamber

Arim. Fortune feems weary grown ofAureng-Zebe
,

While to her new-made Favourite, Morat
,

Her lav ilia hand is waftefully profufe :

With Fame and flowing Honours tided in,

Born on a fwelling Current fmooth beneath him.

The King and haughty Emprefs, to our wonder,

Ifnot atton’d, yet feemingly at peace.

As Fate for him that Miracle referv’d.

Enter in Triumph
,
Emperor, Morat, and Train.

Emp. I have confefs’d I love.

As I interpret fairly your defign,

So look not with feverer eyes on mine.

Your Fate has call’d you to th’Imperial Seat:

In duty be, as you in Arms are, great.

F or Aureng-Zebc a hated name is grown,

And Love left bears a Rival than the Throne.

Mor. To me, the cries of fighting Fields are Charms

:

Keen be my Sable, and ofproof my Arms.

I ask no other blefling of my Stars

:

No prize but Fame, nor Miftrisbut the Wars.

I fearce am pleas’d I tamely mount the Throne :

Would Aureng-Zebe had all their Souls in one

:

With all my elder Brothers I would fight,

And fo from partial Nature force my right.

Emp . Had we but lafting Youth, and time to (pare.

Some might be thrown away on Fame and War:
But Youth, the perifliing good, runs on too faft ; ~
And unenjoy’d will fpend it felf to wafte

3 J
Few know the ufe oflife before ’tis paft. y
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Had 1 once more thy vigour to command,

I would not let it die upon my hand :

No hour ofpleafure (hould pals empty by,

Youth (hould watch joys, and (hoot era as they flie.

Mor. Me-thinksall pleafure is in greatnefi found.

Kings, like Heav’ns Eye, fhould fpread their beams around.

Pleas’d to be feen while Glory’s race they run :

Reft is not for the Chariot of the Sun.

Subjects are ftiff-neck’d Animals, they foon

Feelflacken’d Reins, and pitch their Rider down.
Entp. To thee that drudgery ofPow’r I give :

Cares be thy lot : Reign thou, and let me live.

The Fort I’ll keep for my fecurity,

Bus’nefs, and public State refign to thee.

Mor. Luxurious Kings are to their People loft 3

They live, like Drones., upon the public coft.

My Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World fliall (hake :

And, with my felf, keep all Mankind awake.

Emp. Believe me, Son, and needleft trouble fpare $

Tisa bafe World, and is not worth our care.

The Vulgar, a (carce animated Clod,

Ne’r pleas’d with ought ’em, above Prince or God,

Were I a God, the drunken Globe (hould roul

:

The little Emmets with the humane Soul

Care for themfelves, while at my cafe I fit.

And fecond Caufes did the work of Fate.

Or, if I would take care, that care fhould be

For Wit that fcorn’d the World, and liv’d like me.

To them, Nourmahal, Zayda, and Attendants.

Nottr. My dear Morat
,

[Embracing her Son.

This day propitious to us all has been :

You’re now a Monarch’s Heir, and I a Queen.

Your youthful Father now may quit the State,

And finds the eafe he fought, indulg’d by Fate.

Cares (hall not keep him on the Throne awake.

Nor break the golden Slumberthe would take.
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Etnp. In vain I ftruggl’d to the Goal ofLife,

While Rebel-Sons, and an imperious Wife

Still dragg’d me backward into noife and ftrife.

Mor. Be that remembrance loft 5 and bet my pride

To be your pledge ofpeace on either fide.

To them, Aureng-Zebe.

Aur. With all th’affurance Innocence can bring,

Fearlefs without, becaufe fecurc within.

Arm'd with my courage, unconcern d I fee

This pomp 5 a fhame to you, a pride to me.

Shame is but where with wickednefs ’tis joyn’d 5

And, while no bafenefs in this breaft I find,

I have not loft the birth-right ofmy mind.

£mp. Children (the blind effeft ofLove and Chance,

Form'd by their fportive parents ignorance)

Bear from their birth th'impreftions ofa Slave :

Whom Heav'n for play-games firft, and then for fervicegave.

One then may be difplac'd, and one may Reign

:

And want of Merit, render Birth-right vain.

Mor. Comes he t'upbraid us with his innocence >

Seizehim, and take the preaching Brachman hence.

Aur. Stay, Sir 5 I,From my years, no merit plead : -Tohk
All my defigns and afts to duty lead. \ Father.

Your Life and Glory are my onely end $

And for that Prize I with Morat contend.

Mor

.

Not him alone 5 I all Mankind defie.

Who dares adventure more for both than I ?

Aur. I know you brave, and take you at your word

:

Thatprefent fervice which you vaunt, afford.

Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead

:

Though vanquifh'd, yet again they gather head.

I dare you. as your Rival in renown,
March out your Army from thTmperial Town r

Chufe whom you pleale, the other leave to me 1

And fet our Father abfolutely free.
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This, ifyou do, to end all future ftrife,

I am content to lead a private life :

Disband my Army to fecure the State,

Nor aim at more, butleave the reft to Fate.

Morat . I'll do’t. Draw out my Army on the Plain :

War is to me a paftime, Peace a pain.

E?np. (to Mar.') Think better firft.

(To Mr.) You fee your felf inclos'd beyond efeape,

And therefore, Proteus-like, you change your thapc.

Ofpromife prodigal, while pow’r you want,

And preaching in the Self-denying Cant.

Morat . Plot better 5 for thefe Arts too obvious are.

Ofgaining time, theMafterpiece of War:
Is Anreng-Zcbe fo known ?

Aur.— —- v—. IfActs like mine,

So far from int'reft, profit, or defign,

Can (how my heart, by thofe I would be known :

I with you could as well defend your own.
My abfent Army for my Father fought :

Yours, in thefe Walls, is to infiave him brought.

If I come fingly, you an armed gueft,

TheWorld witheafe may judge whofeCaufe is beft.

Mor. My Father faw you ill defigns purfue

:

And my admiffion fhow’d his fear of you.

Aut . Himfelf beft knows why he his Love withdraws :

I owe him more than to declare the caufe.

But ftill I prefs our duty may befhown
By Arms.

Mor I’ll vanquifh all his foes alone.

Aur. You (peak as ifyou could the Fates command,
And had no need ofany other hand.

But,fince my Honour you fo far fu(pe<ft,
J

Tis juft I fhould on your defigns refleft.

To prove your (elf a Loyal Son, declare

You’ll lay downArms when you conclude the War.
Mor. No prefent anfwer your demand requires 5

The War once done, I'll do what Heav n inipires.



And while the Sword this Monarchy fecures,

Tis manag'd by an abler Arm than yours.

Entp. Morat’s defign a doubtful meaning bears
:

[Apart*

In Aurcug-Zebe true Loyalty appears.

He, for my lafety, does his own delpile 5

Still, with his wrongs, I find his duty rile.

I feel my Virtue ftrugling in my Soul,

But ftronger Paffion does its pow’r controul.

Yet be advis'd your mine to prevent. [To Aur. apart.

You might be fafe, ifyou would give content.

Aur. So to your welfare I of ute may be,

My life or death are equal both tome.

Emp. The Peoples hearts are yours 5 the Fort yet mine

:

Be wile, and Indatnords love refign.

I am obferv’d : remember that I give

This my laft proof of kindnels, die, or live.

Aur. Life, with my Indatnora^ I would chute $

But, lofing her, the end ofliving lofe.

I had confider’d all I ought before 5

And fear ofdeath can make me change no more.

The Peoples lovefolittlel efteem,

Condemn'd by you, I would not live by them.

May he who muft your favour now poffels,

Much better ferve you, and not love you lefs.

Ewp. I’ve heard you $ and, to finilh the debate, [Aloud.
Commit that Rebel pris’ner to the State.

Mor. The deadly draught he lhall begin this day

:

And languifh with infenfible decay.

Aur. I hate the lingring liimmons to attend,

Death all at once would be the nobler end.

Fate is unkind! me-thinksa General

Should warm, and at the head of Armies fall.

And my ambition did that hope purfue,

That lo I might have di'd in fightfor you. [To his Father.
Mor. Would I had been dilpoferof thy Stars 5

Thou fhouldft have had thy with, and di’d in Wars.
'Tis I, not thou, have reafon to repine,

That thou (houldft fall by any hand, but mine*



Aur.When thou wert. form’d, Heav’n did a Man begin 3
But the brute Sou], by chance, was Ihuffi’d in.

In Woods and Wilds thy Monarchy maintain

:

Wherevaliant Beads, by force and rapine, reign.
In Life’s next Scene, ifTranfmigration be,

Some Bear or Lion is referv’d for thee.

Mor. Take heed thou corn’ll notin that Lions way
: y

I prophecy thou wilt thy Soul convey
}

Into a Lamb, and be again my Prey. >
Hence with that dreaming Prieft.

Nottr. Let me prepare

The pois’nous draught : his death (hall be my care.

Near my Apartment let him pris’ner be

:

That I his hourly ebbs of life may fee.

Anr. My life I would not ranfome with apray’r

:

’Tis vile, unce’tis not worth my Father’s care.

I go not, Sir, indebted to my grave

:

You pai’d your felf, and took the life you gave. {Exit.

Emp. O that I had more fenfe ofvertue left,
( Afide

.

Or were ofthat, which yet remains, bereft.

I’ve juft enough to know how I offend,

And, to my ftiame, have not enough to mend.
Lead to the Mofque.

Mor. Love’s pleafures why (hould dull devotion ftay >

Heav’n to my Melejtudas but the way.

[Exeunt Emperor, Morat, and Train.

Zayd. Sure Aitreng-Zebe has Ibmewhat ofDivine,
Whofe virtue through fo dark a clowd can fhine.

Fortune hasfrom Morat this day remov’d

The greateft Rival, and the bell bclov’d.

Naur. He is not yet remov’d.

Zayd. He lives, ’tis true 3

Bur foon mull die, and, what I mourn, by you.

Nottr. My Zayda, may thy words prophetic be : r Embracing

I take the Omen, let him die by me. \ her eagerly.

He (lift’d in my arms (hall lofe his breath

:

And Life it felf (hall envious be ofDeath.

Zayd.
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Z<iy* Blefs me, you Pow rs above!

Nour. — Why doft thou ftart ?

Is Love foftrange ? or have not I a heart ?

Could Aureng-Zebe fo lovely feem to thee,

And I want eyes that noble worth to fee ?

Thy little Soul was but to wonder mov'd :

My fenfe ofit was higher, and I lov'd.

That Man, that God-like Man, (b brave, fo great 3

But thefe are thy fmall praifes I repeat.

I'm earn’d by a Tide of Love away :

He’s fomewhat more than Imy felf can fay.

Z*j. Though allth’Idea’s you can form be true,

He muft not, cannot be poflefs’d by you.

Ifcontradi&ing int’refts could be mixt,

Nature her felf haft caft a bar betwixt.

And, ere you reach to this inceftuousLove,

You muft Divine and Humane Rights remove,

^
Nour. Count this among the Wonders Love has done :

I had forgot he was my Husband’s Sone !

Zay. Nay, more 3 you have forgot who is your own :

For whom your care folong defignd the Throne.

Morat muft fall, if Aureng-'Zebe {hould rife.

Nour. ’Tis true 3 but who was ere in love, and wife ?

Why was that fatal knot of Marriage ti’d.

Which did, by making us too near, divide ?

Divides me from my Sex ! for Heav’n, I find

Excludes but me alone ofWoman-kind.
I ftand with guilt confounded, loft with (hame,

And yet made wretched onely by a name.

Ifnames have fuchcommand on humane Life,

Love fure’s a name that’s more Divine than Wife.

That Sovereign power all guilt from aftion takes,

At leaft theftains are beautiful it makes.

Zay. Th’incroachirjg ill you early {hould oppofe ;

Flatter’d ’tis worfe, and by indulgence grows.

Nour. Alas ! and what have I not (aid or done?
I fought it to thelaft ; and Love has wonn.

G A bloudy
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A bloudy Conqueft; which deftruftion brought.

And ruin’d all the Countrey where he fought.

Whether this Paflion from above was lent

The Fate ofhim Heav’n favours to prevent,

Or as the curie ofFortune in excels;

That, ftretching, would beyond its reach poflels t

And, with a taftewhich plenty does deprave,

Loaths lawful good, andlawlels ill does crave?

Za.y. But yet confider ——
Nonr.— ~ No, ’tis lo(s of time :

Think how to farther, not divert my crime.

My artful Engines inftantly I’ll move

:

And chufe the loft and gentleft hour of Love.

TheUnder-Provoft ofthe Fort is mine.

But fee, Morat ! I’ll whilper my defign.

Enter Morat with Arimant, as talking : Attendants.

Axirn. And for that caufe was not in public feen :

But ftays in Prifon with the captive Queen.

Mor. Let my Attendants wait ; I’ll be alone

:

Where leaft or State, there moft ofLove is Ihown.

Nour.My Son, your bushels is nothard to ghefs
; [To Mor.

Long abfence makes you eager to poflels

:

I will not importune you by my flay

;

She merits all the Love which you can pay.

[Exit with Zayda.

Re-enter Arimaut, with Melefinda, then Exit. Morat runs

to Melecinda, and embraces her.

Mor. Should I not chide you, that youchofe to ftay

In gloomy (hades, and loft a glorious day ?

Loft the nrft fruits ofjoy you (hould poflels

In my return, and made my Triumph lels?

Mel. Should I not chide, that you could ftay and fee

Thofe joys, preferring public Pomp to me ?

Through
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Through my dark Cell your fhouts ofTriumph rung:
I heard with pleafiire$ but I thought 'em long.

Mor. The Public will in Triumphsrudely (hare;

And Rings the rudenefs of their joys muft bear

:

But I made hafte to fet my Captive free:

And thought that work was onely worthy me.
The Fameofantient Matrons you purfues
And (land a blamelefs pattern to the new.
I have not words to praife (uch Aftsas thefe

:

But take my Heart, and mold it as you pleafe.

Mel. A trial ofyour kindnefs I muft make.
Though not for mine fo much as Virtue’s fake.

The Queen of Cajfimeer

Mor No more,my love 5

That onely fuit I beg you not to move.

That (he’s in Bonds tor Anreng-Zebe I know, n

And fhould, by my content, continue fo. y
The good old man, I fear, will pity fhow. 3
My Father dotes, and let him ftillaote on $

He buys his Miftris dearly, with his Throne.

Mel. See her 5 and then be cruel if you can.

Mor. ’Tis not with me as with a private Man.

Such may be ftvay’d by Honour, or by Love 5

But Monarchs, onely by their infreft move.
Mel. Heav’n does a Tribute for your pow’r demand

;

He leaves th’oppreftand poor upon your hand.

And thofe who Stuards ofhis pity prove,

He blefles,in return, with public Love.

In his diftrefs, fome Miracle is fhown

:

Ifexil’d, Heav’n reftores him to his Throne.

He needs no Guard while any Subjetts near :

Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, lives in fear:

No Plots th’Alarm to his retirements give

:

Tis all Mankinds concern that he ftiould live.

Mor. You promis’d friendftiip in your low eftate)

And fhould forget it in your better Fate

}

Such Maxims are more plaufiblethan true 5

But fomewhat muft be given to Love and you.

G 2
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111 view this Captive Queen $ to let her fee,

Pray’

r

9 and complaints are loft on fuch as me.

Mel 111 bear the news : Heav’n knows how muchlm pleas'd,

That, by my care, th’affii<fted may be eas'd.

Asfoe is going off. Enter Indamora.

Ind. IlHpare your pains, and venture out alone.

Since you, fair Princels, my proteftion own.

But you,brave Prince, a harder taskmuft find} fTj'Morat kneeling

,

In faving me, you would but halfbe kind, \rrho takes her tip.

An humble Suppliant at your feet I lie 5

You have condemn’d my better part to die.

Without my Atireng-Zebe I cannot live 5

Revoke his Doom, or elfemy Sentence give.

Mel. IfMelcfinda in your love have part,

Which, tofufpett, would break my tender heart

:

IfLove, like mine, may fora Lover plead,

By the chafte plealures of our Nuptial Bed,

By all the int’reft my paft fuffnngs make,

And all I yet would fuffer for your fake

}

By you your felf, the laftanddeareft tie

Mor. You move in vain } for Aureng-Zebe mufc die.

Ind. Could that Decree from any Brother come ?

Nature her felfis fentenc’din your doom.
Piety is no more, (he fees her place

Ufurp’d by Monfters, and a favage Race.

From her loft Eaftern Climes you drive her forth,

To the cold Manfions oftheutmoft North.

How can our Prophet fuffer you to Reign,

When helooksdown, and fees your Brother {lain?

Avenging Furies will your life purfue

:

Think there’s a Heav’n, Moral, though not for you.

Mel. Her words imprint a terror on my mind.

What ifthis death, which is for him defign’d,

Had been your Doom, (far be that Auguryu
And you, not A»reng-Zebe^ condemn d to die?

Weigh
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Weigh well the various turns of Humane Fate,

And feek, by Mercy, tofecureyour State.

iW.Had Heav’n the Crown for Aureng-Zebe defign’d,

Pity, for you, had pierc’d his generous mind.

Pity does with a Noble Nature fuit r

A Brother’s life hadfuffer’d nodifpute.

All things have right in life, our Prophet’s care

Commands the beings eve’n ofBrutes to fpare.

Though int reft his reftraint has juftifi’d,

Can life, and to a Brother, be deni’d ?

Mor. All Reafons for his fafety urg’d, are weak

:

And yet, me-thinks, ’tis Heav’n to hear you fpeak.

Mel. Tis part of your own being to invade

Mor .
Nay,if (he fail to move,would you perfwade ? \ Turning

My Brother does a glorious Fate purfue. < to Inda*

I envy him, that he muft fall for you.

He had beenbafe had he releas’d his right:

For fuch an Empire none but Kings fhould fight.

If with a Father, he difputes this prize,

My wonder ceafes when I fee thefe Eyes.

Mel And can you then deny thofe Eyes you praife ?

Can Beauty wonder, and not pity raife ?

Mor. Your interceffion now is needlefs grown

:

Retire,^nd let me (peak with her alone.

[ Melefinda retires
,
weeping, to

the fide ofthe Theatre.

Queen, that you may not fruitlefs tears employ, ^ Taking Inda-

I bring you news to fill your heart with joy : ImoraV hand.

Your Lover King of all the Eaft (hall Reign

:

For Aureng-Zebe to morrow (hall be (lain.

Ind.The hopes you rais’d y ’aveblafted with a breath: yStarting

With Triumphs you began, but end with Death. \back.

Did you not fay, my Lover fhould be King }

Mor. I, in Morat
,
the beft of Lovers bring ?

For oneforfaken both of Earth and Heav’n,

Your kinder Stars a nobler choice have given

:

My Father, while I pleafe, a King appears $

His Pow r is more declining than his Years.

An
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An Emperor and Lover, tut in fhow

:

But you^ in me, have Youth and Fortune too.

AsHeavndid to your eyes and form Divine,

Submit the Fate of all th’Imperial Line 3

So was it order’d by its wife Decree,

That you fhould find ’em all compris’d in me.

Ittd. I£ Sir, I feem not difcompos’d with rage.

Feed not your fancy with a falfe prefoge.

Farthcr to prefs your Courtfhip is but vain

:

A cold refufal carries more difdain,

Unfetled Virtue ftormy may appear 3

Honour, like mine, ferenely is fevere.

To feorn your perfcn, and rejeft your Crown,
Difbrder not my face into a frown. [Turnsfront hint.

Mor. Your Fortune you fhould rev’rently have us’d:

Such offers are not twice to be refus’d.

I go to Aurettg-Zebe
,
and am in hafte

:

For your Commands, they’re like to be the Iaft.

Ittd. Tell him,

Withmy own death I would his life redeem

}

But, lefs than Honour, both our Lives efteem.

Mor. Have you no more ?

Ind. What (hall I do or fay ? [Afide.

He muft not in this fury go away.
Tell him, I did in vain his Brother move 5

And yet he falfly laid, he was in love.

Falfly 5 for had he truly lov’d, at leaft,

He would have giv’n one day to my requeft.

Mor.A little yielding may my love advance

:

She darted from her eyesa fidelong glance.

Juft as (he fpoke 5 and, like her words, it flew

:

Seem’d not to beg, what yet (he bid me do.

A Brother, Madam, cannot give a day 5 [To her.

A Servant, and who hopes to merit, may.

Mel. If, Sir [ coming to hint.

Mor. No more fet fpeeches, and a formal tale.

With none but States-men and grave Fools prevail.
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Dry up your tears, and prattife every Grace,

That fits the Pageant of your Royal place. [Exit.

Mel.Madam, the ftrange reverie ofFate you lee
: [To Ind.

I piti’d you, now you may pity me. [Exit after him.

Ind. Poor Princels! thy hard Fate I could bemoan,
Had I not nearer lorrows ofmy own.

Beauty is feldom fortunate, when great

:

A vaft Eftate, but overcharg’d with Debt.

Like thole whom want to bafenels does betray

:

I’m forc’d to flatter him I cannot pay.

0 would he be content to fcize the Throne

:

1 beg the life of Aureng-Zebe alone.

Whom Heav’n would blels, from Pomp it willreraove.

And make their wealth in privacy and Love. [Exit.

ACT



( 48 )

* s.jjtilcr Ivo/Iii/ov ?) fn^.}x :

:

f

{.Srit \*b— — —

A C T I V.

Aureng-Zebe folits.

D lftruft, and darknefs, ofa future ftate,

Make poor Mankind fo fearful of their Fate.
Death, in it felf, is nothing 3 but we fear

To be we know not what, weknow not where. [ Soft Mnfic .

This is the Ceremony ofmy Fate

:

A parting Treaty and I’m to die in State.

They lodge me, as I were the Perflan King :

And wi th luxurious Pomp my death they bring.

To him Nourmahal.

Nour. I thought, before you drew your lateft breath,

To finooth your paffage, and to foften death 5

Fori would have you, when you upward move,
Speak kindly of me, to our Friends above

:

Nor name me there th
s

occafion of your Fate 3

Or what my Intereft does, impute to Ffyte.

Aur. I ask not for what end your Pomps defignci 3

Whether t’infult, or to compofe my mind :

Fjnask’d it not 3

But, knowing Death would foon th’Affault begin,

Stood firm collected in my Strength within :

Toguard that breach did all my Forces guide,

And left unmanned the quiet Senfes fide.

Nour. Becaule Morat from me his^eing took,

All lean fay will much fulpe&edTook

*Tis little to confefs your Fate I grieve 3

Yet more than you would eafily believe.
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Aur. Since my inevitable death you know*

You fafely unavailing pity (how

:

Tis Popular tomourna dying Foe.

Nour. You made my Liberty your late requeft

:

Is no return due from a grateful breaft >

I grow impatient, till I find fome way
Great Offices, with greater, to repay.

Aur. When I conuder Life, ’tis all a cheat*

Yet, fool’d with hope, men favour the deceit 3

Truft on, and think to morrow will repay

:

To morrows falfer than the formerday *

Lies worfe * and while it fays, We (hall be bleft

With fome new joys, cuts off what we pofleft.

Strange couzenage ! none would live paft years again,

Yet all hope pleafure in what yet remain*

And,from the dregs ofLife, think to receive

What the firfk fprightly running could not give.

I’m tir’d with waiting for thisChymic Gold,

Which fools us young, and beggars us when old.

Nour. ’Tis not for nothing that we life purfue *

It pays our hopes withfbmething ftill that’s new :

Each day's a Miftris, unenjoy’d before 3

Like Travellers, we’re pleas’d with feeing more.

Did you butknow what joys your way attend,

You would not hurry to your journeys end.

Aur. I need nothafte the end ofLife to meet*

The precipice is juft beneath my feet.

Nour. Think notmy fenfe of Virtue is fofmall:

I’ll rather leap down firft, and Break your fall.

My Aureng-Zebe
,
(may I not call you fo

Behold me now no longer as your Foe *

I am not, cannot be your Enemy :

Look, is there any malice in my eye ?

Pray fit -—
That diftance ftiows too much refped* or fear :

You’ll find no danger in approaching near.

Aur. Forgiveth’amazement ofmy doubtful ftate;

Thiskindnefs from theMother of Morat!
H

Taking him

\by the hand*

[Bothft.

01
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Or is’t fome Angel, pitying what I bore'

Who takes that fhape, to makemy wonder more >

Nour. Think me your better Genius in difguife 3

Or any thing that more may charm your eyes.

Your Guardian Angel never could excel

In care y nor could he love his charge fo well.

Aur. Whence can proceed fo wonderful a change >

Nour. Can kindnefs to defert, like yours, be ftrange £
Kindnefs by fecret Sympathy is ty’d 3

For Noble Souls in Nature are alli’d.

I law withwhat abrow you brav’d your Fate 5

Yet with what mildnefsbore your Father’s hate.

My Virtue, like a String wound up by Art,

To the fame found, when yours was touch’d, took part,

At diftance (hook, and trembled at my heart.

Aur. I’ll not complain my Father is unkind.

Since fo much pity from a Foe I find.

Juft Heav’n reward this aft.

Nour. ’Tis well the debt no payment doesdemand.
You turn me over to another hand.

But happy, happy fhej

And with the Blefs’d above to be compar’d,

Whom you your felf would, with your felf, reward t

The greateft, nay, the faireft ofher kind.

Would envy her that Blifs which you defign’d.

Aur. Great Princes thus, when Favourites they raife,

Tojuftifie their Grace, their Creatures praife.

Nour. As Love the Nobleft Paffion we account.

So to the higheft Objeftit ftiould mount.

It fhows you brave when mean defires you fhun>

An Eagle onely can behold the Sun

:

And lb muftyouy ifyet,prefage Divine

There be in Dreams, or was’t a Vifion mine ?

Aur. Of me ?

Nour .And who couldelfe employ my thought >

I dream d, your Lovewas by Love’s Goddefs fought 3

Officious Cupids, hov’ringo’r your head.

Held Myrtle wreaths : beneath your feet were fpread

What.
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What Sweets lotxSabcAn Springs difclole,

Our Indian Jafmine, or the Syrian Rofe

:

The wanton Minifters arround you ftrove

For fervice, and inlpir’d their Mother’s Love:

Clofeby your fide, and fanguilhing, (he lies,

Withbluftiing cheeks, fhort breath, and wifhingeyes $

Upon your breaft liipinely lay her head.

While, on your face, her famifti’d fight fhefed.

Then, with a figh, into thefe words (he broke,

{And gather’d humid kifles as (he (poke.

)

Dull, and ingrateful / muft I offer love?

Defir’d ofGods, and envi’d ev’n by Jove :

And doftthou ignorance or fear pretend ?

Mean Soul ! and dar’ft not glorioufly offend?

Then, prefling thus hishand—

—

Anr I’ll hear no more. £ Rijing up.

*Twas impious to have underftood before 5

And I, till no\y, endeavour’d to miftake

Th’inceftuous meaning which too plain you make.

Hour.And why thisnicenefi to that pleafure fhown,
Where Nature fums up all her joys in one 5

Gives all (he can, and labouring ftill to give.

Makes it lo great, we can but tafte and live:

So fills the Senfes, that the Soul leems fled.

And thought it felf does, for the time, lie dead ,

Till, like a String fcru’d up with eager hafte,

It breaks, and is too exquifite to laft ?

Anr. Heavns! can you this, without juft vengeance, hear?
When will you thunder, ifit now be clear?

Yet her alone let not your Thunder feize:

I, too, deferve to die, becaufe I pleafe.

Nonr. Cuftom our Native Royalty does awe 5

Promifeuous Love is Nature’s general Law

:

For wholbever the firft Lovers were.
Brother and Sifter made the fecond Pair,

And doubled, by their love, their piety.

Aur. Hence, hence, and to fome barbarous Climate fly.

H 2 Which
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Which onely Brtttes irt hutnanefo^m does yield.

And Man grows wild in Natures common Field.

Who eat their Parents, piety pretend}

Yet there no Sons their Sacred Bed afcend.

To vail great Sins, a greater Crime you chufe 5

And, in your Inceft, your Adult ry lofe.

Nour. In vain this haughty fury you have fhown.
How I adore a Soul (b like mjr own

!

You muft be mine, that you may learn to live

:

Know joys, which onely fhe who loves can give.

Nor think that a&ion you upbraid, (bill :

I am not chang’d } I love my Husband ftill

$

But love him as he was, when youthful grace.

And the firft down began to (hade his face

:

That Image does my Virgin-flames renew,

And all your Father (bines more bright in you.

Aur. In me a horrour of my felf you raife 5

Curs’d by your love, and blafted by your praife.

You find new ways to profecute my Fate

}

And your leaft-guilty paflion was your Hate.

Nour. I beg my death, ifyou can Love deny. r Offering him
Aur. I’ll grant you nothing } no,not ev’n to die. \a Dagger.
Nour. Know then, you are not half fo kind as I.

L Stamps with herfoot.
.

\ '

^ t

'
.

•
.. t .

, _

,

Enter Mute r,fome with Swords drawn, one with a Cup.

You’ve chofen, and maynow repent too late.

Behold th’effeift ofwhat you wifh’d,my Hate.

This Cup, a cure for both our ills has brought : f Taking the Cup
You need not fear a Philtre in the Draught. t to prefent him.

Aur. All muft be poifonwhich can come \ Re-ceiving it

fromthee (from her.

But this the leaft. T’immortal Liberty

This firft I pour like dying Socrates $ £ Spilling a little ofit.
Grim though he be, Death pleafes when he frees.

As
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Ashe if going to drink^ Enter Morat attended.

Mor. Make not fuch hafte, you muft my leifure (lay :

Your Fate’s deferred, you (hall not die to day. \ Taking the Cup

N?//r.Whatfoolifhpity haspoffefs’d yourmindffrom him.

To alter what your prudence once defign’d ?

Mor. What if I pleafe to lengthen out his date

A day, and take a pride to cozen Fate?

Nour. ’Twill not be fafe to let him live an hour.

Mor . Ill do’t, to ihow my Arbitrary pow’r.

Nour. Fortune may take him from your hands again.

And you repent th’occafion loft in vain.

Mor. I (mile at what your Female fear forefees:

I’m in Fate’s place,and didate her Decrees.

Aur. Give me the poifbn, and 111 end your ftrife

:

I hate to keep a poor precarious life.

Would I my fafety on bafe terms receive,

Know, Sir, I could have liv’d without your leave.

But thofe I could accufe, lean forgive:

By my difdainful filence, let ’em live.

Nour. What am I, that you dare to bind my hand ? [ To M0*f

So low, I’venot a Murder at command!
Can you not one poor Life to her afford,

Her who gave up whole Nations to your Sword ?

Andfromth’abundanceofwhofe Soul and Heat,

Th’o’rflowing ferv’d to make your mind (b great.

Mor. What did that greatnefs in a Woman’smind ?

Ill lodg’d, and weak to ad what it defign’d.

Pleafure’s your portion, and yourflotnful eafe

:

When Man’s at leifure, ftudy how to pieafe.

Soften his angry hours with fervile care.

And when he calls, the ready Feaft prepare.

From Wars, and from affairs of State abftains

Women Emafculate a Monarch’s Reign 3

Let Arimant be call’d. [Exit one ofhis Attendants,.

And
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And murmuring Crouds, who fee ’em (bine with Gold,
That pomp, as their own ravifh’d Spoils behold.

Nour .Rage choaks my words : ’tis Womanly to weep
:
^Afide.

In my fwoll’n breaft my clofe revenge 111 keep $ >

Til watch his tender’d part, and there ftrike deep. Exit.

Aur. Your ftrange proceeding does my wonder move 5

Yet feems not to exprefsa Brothers love.

Say to what Caufe my refcu’d life I owe.

Mor. Ifwhat you ask would pleafe, you fhould not know.
Butfince that knowledge, more than Death, will grieve.

Know, Indamora gain’d you this Reprieve.

Aur. And whence had fhe the pow r to work your change .<?

Mor. The pow’r ofBeauty is*not new or ftrange.

Should fhe command me more, I could obey 3

But her requeft was bounded with a day.

Take that, and, ifyoull fpare my farther crime.

Be kind, and grieve to death againft your time.

Enter Arimant.

* - ^ ' r -v: - ffZj YV

R emove this Pris’ner to fome fafer place

:

He has, for Indamoras lake, found grace

:

And, from my Mothers rage muft guarded be,

Till you receivea new Command from me.

Arm. Thus Love, and Fortune, perfecute me ftill.

And make me Slave to every Rivals will. [Afide.

Aur. How I difdain a Life, which I muft buy
With your contempt, and her inconftancy !

For a few hours, my whole content I payj
You (hall not force on me another day.

[ Exit with Arimant.

Enter Melefinda.

Mel I have been feeking you this hour’s long ipace,

And fear’d to find you in another place 5

But, fince you’re here, my jealoufie,grows Ids:

You will be kind to my unworthiness.

What
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What {hall I fay ? I love to that degree.

Each glance another way is robb’d from me.

Abfence, and Prifons, I could bear again 3

But fink, and die, beneath your leaft difdain.

Mor. Why do you give your mind this needled care*

And, for your felf, and me, new pains prepare ?

I ne’r approv’d this pafiion in excels

:

Ifyou would (how your love, diftruft me left.

I hate to be purfii’dfrom place to place

:

Meet, at each turn, a ftale domeftic face.

Th’approach ofjealoufie Love cannot bear,

He’s wild, and foon on wing, if watchful eyes come near.

Mel. From your lov’d prefence, haw can I depart?

My eyes purfiie the objeft ofmy heart.

Mor. You talk as if it were our Bridal night r

Fondnedis frill tffeffeft of new delight 3

And Marriage but the pleafure of a day

:

The Metall’s bafethe Gildingworn away.

Mel. I fear I’m guilty offbme great offence.

And that has bred this cold indifference.

Mor. The greateft in the world to flefhandbloud ;

You fondly love much longer than you fhou’d.

Mel. Ifthat be all which makes your difcontent,.

Offiich a crime I never can repent.

Mor. Would you force Love upon me, which I Ihun ?

And bring courle fare, when appetite is gone?
Mel Why did I not, in Prifon,die before

My fatal freedom made me differ more ?

I had been pleas’d to think Idy’d for you,

And doubly pleas’d, becaufe- you then were truer

Then I had hope 3 but now, alas, have none.

Mor. You fey you love me 3 let that lovebe {down*

’Tis in your power to make my happinefs.

Mel Speak quickly : to command me is to blels.

Mor

.

To Indamra you my Suit muft move :

You’ll lure fpeak kindly of the man you love.

Mel. Oh ! rather let me periih by your hand,

Than break my heart, by this unkind command.;:

T
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Think ust'he onely one I could deny 5

And that ’tis harder to refufe than die.

Try, ifyou pleafe, my Rivals heart to win:

I’ll bear the pain, but not promote the fin.

You own what e'r perfe&ions man can boaft,

And if(lie view you with my eyes, fhe’s loft.

Mor . Here I renounce all love, all Nuptial ties

:

Henceforward live a ftranger to my eyes

:

When I appear, lee you avoid the place,

And haunt me not withthat unlucky face.

Mel. Hard, as it is, I this command obey,

Andhafte, while I have life, to go away:
In pity ftay fome hours, till I am dead,

•That blamelefsyou may court my Rivals Bed.

My hated face 111 not prefume to fhow 3

Yet I may watch your fteps where e’r you go.

Unfeen, I’ll gaze 3 and with my lateft breath,

Blefi, while I die, the Author of my death. [Weeping.

Enter Emperor.

Emp.Whenyour Triumphant Fortune high appears,

Whatcaufe can draw thefe unbecoming tears ?

Letcheerfulnefs on happy Fortune wait.

And give not thus the Counter-time to Fate.

Mel. Fortune long frown d, and has but lately fmird

:

I doubt a Foe fo newly reconcil’d.

You faw but forrow in its waning form,

A working Sea remaining from a Storm 3

When the now weary Waves roul or the Deep,

And faintly murmur ere they fall afleep.

Emp. Your inward griefs youfmother in your mind

But Fame’s loud voice proclaims your Lord unkind.

Mor. Let Fame be bufie where fne has to do

:

Tell offought Fields, and every pompous Show.

Thofe Tales are fit to fill the Peoples ears 3

Monarchs,unqueftion’d,move in higher Spheres.

Mel.
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Mel. Believe notRumor, butyour felf5 and fee

The kindnefs ’twixt my plighted Lord and me. [KiJJtttg Morat.

This isour State 5 thus happily we live 5

Thefe are the quarrels which we take and give.

(AfidetoYiox.') I had no other way to force a Kifs.

Forgive my laft Farewel to you,ana Blils. [JExit.

Emp. Your haughty carriage (hows too much of (com,

And love, like hers, deferves not that return.

Mor. You’ll pleafe to leave me judge of what I do.

And not examine by the outward (how.

Your ulage ofmy Mother might be good

:

I judg’d it not.

Emp Nor was it fit youfhou’d.

Mor.Then, in as equal Ballance weigh my deeds.

Emp. My Right, and my Authority, exceeds.

Suppofe (what I’ll not grant) Injuftice done 3

Is judging me the duty of a Son ?

Mor. Not ofa Son, but ofan Emperor :

You cancell’d Duty when you gavemepow’r.

Ifyour own Actions on your Will you ground.

Mine (hall hereafter know no other bound.

What meant you whenyou call’d me to a Throne ?

Was it to pleafe me with a Name alone?

Emp. ’Twasthatl thought your gratitude would know
What to my partial kindneis you did owe :

That what your Birth did to your Claim deny,
Your merit of Obedience might fupply.

Mor. To your own thoughts fitch hopes you might propofe
But I took Empire not on terms like thofe.

Ofbufinefi you complain’d ; now take your eafe

:

Enjoy what e’re decrepid Age can pleafe:

Eat, Sleep, and tell long Tales of whatyou were
In flow’r ofYouth, ifany one will hear,

Emp.Vow’x like new Wine, does your weak Brain (urprifq,

And its mad fumes, in hot difcourfes, rife;

But time thefe giddy vapours will remove }

Mean while I’ll ta-fte thefober joys of Love.

Mer, I

vr*



Mor. You cannot Love, nor pleasures take, or give$
But life begin,, when Ms too l^te to live..

On a tir’d Courier you purfue delight,

Let flip your morning and fet out at nigHt.

Ifyou have liv’d, take thankfully the paft

:

Make, as you can, the Iweet remembrance laft.

Ifyou have, not enjoy’d,what Youth could give.

But life funk throughyou like aleaky Sieve,

Accufe youtfelfyou liv’d not while you might 3

But, in the Captive Queen refign your right.

I’ve now refolv’d to fiiL your ufelels place 5

I’ll take that Poft to cover your dilgrace.

And love her, for the honour of my Race.

Bmp. Thou dolt but try how far I can forbear.

Nor art that Monfter which thouwouldfi: appear :

But do not wantonly my paffion move ^

I pardon nothing that relates to Love.

My fury does, like jealous Forts, purliie .

With death, ev’n Strangers who but come to view.

Mor. I did not onely view, but will invade

:

Could you fhed venom from your reverend fhade,

Like Trees, beneath whole arms Ms death to fleep^

Did roulingThunder your fenc’d Fortrels keep,

Thence would I fnatch my Scmele
,
like Jove,

And midft the dreadfulRack enjoy my Love.

Bmp. Have I for this, ungrateful as thou art,

When Right, when Nature, ftruggl’d in my heart 5

When Heav’n call’d onme for thy Brother’s claim.

Broke all, and lulli’d my unlpotted Fame ?

Wert thou to Empire, by my balenels, brought.

And wouldft thou ravifh what lb dear I bought ?

Dear ! for my Conlcience and its peace I gave :

Why was my Realbn made my paffion’s flave ?

I feeHeav’ns Juftice 5 thus the Pow’rsDivine,

Pay Crimes with Crimes and punlftl mine by thine.

Mor. Crimes let them pay, and punifia as they pleafe

What Pow’r makes mine, by Pow’r I mean to feize.
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Since 'tis to that they their own greatnefs owe
Above, why fliould they queftion mine below ) [Exit

Emp. Prudence, thou vainly in our Youth art fought,

And with Age purchas’d art too dearly bought

:

Were paftthe ufe ofWit, for which we toil

3

Late Fruit, and planted in too cold a Soil.

My Stock of Fame is lavifh’d and decay’d

3

No profit ofthe vaft profufionmade.

Too late my folly I repent 3 I know
My Aweng-Zebe would ne’r have us’d me fo.

But, by his ruine I prepar’d my own 3

And, like a naked Tree, my (helter gone,
|

To Winds and Winter-ftorms muft ftand expos’d alone.-*' Exit.

Aweng-Zebe
, Arimant.

Arim. Give me not thanks, which I will ne’r delerve 3

But know, ’tis fora Nobler Price I ferve.

By Indamoras will you’re hither brought :

All my reward, in hercommand I fought.

The reft your Letter tells you. See, like Light,

She comes 3 and Imuft vanilh, like the Night. [Exit.

Enter Indamora.

InA. ’Tis now that I begin to live again:

Heav’ns, I forgive you all my fear and pain

:

Since I behold my Aweng-Zebe appear,

I could not buy him at a Price too dear.

His name alone afforded me relief

Repeated as a charm to cure my grief.

I that lov’d name did, as fome God, invoke.

And printed kifles on it while I (poke.

Aw. Short eafe 3 but long, long pains from you I find:

Health, to my eyes 3 but poifon, to my mind.

I 2 Why
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Why are you made fo excellently fair?

So much above what other Beauties are.

That, ev’n in curling, younew form my breath 3

And make me blefs thofe Eyes which give me death?
Ind. What reafbn for your curies can you find ? 3

My Eyes your conqueft, not your death, defignd. C
If they offend, ’tis that they are too kind. ^

Aur. The ruines they have wrought, you will not fee

:

Too kind they are, indeed, but not to me,
bid. Think you bafelntereft Souls, like mine, can fway >

Or that, for Greatnels, I can Love betray ?

No, Aureng-Zebc, you merit all my heart,

And I’m too Noble but to give a part.

Your Father, and an Empire ! am I known v
No more ? or have fo weak a judgment fhown

,
?

In chufing you, to change you for a Throne ?
^

Aur. How, with a Truth, you would a Fallhood blind

!

Tis not my Fathers love you have defignd 3

Your choice is fix’d where Youth andPow’r are joynd.
Ind. Where Youth and Pow’r are joyn’d ! has he a name
Aur. You would be told

3 you glory in your fhame

;

There’s Mufic in the Sound 3 and, to provoke
Your pka fine more, by me it muff be (poke.

Then, then it ravifhes, when your pleas’d ear

The found does from a wretched Rival hear.

Morat’s the name your heart leaps up to meet,.

While Aureng-Zcbe lies dying at your feet.

Ind. Who told you this?

Aur * Are you fo loft to fhame ?*

Morat
,
Morat, Motat : You love the name

So well, your e’ry queftion ends in that 3

You force me ftill toanlwer you, Morat.

Morat
,
who belt could tell what you reveal’d y

Morat, too proud to keep his joy conceal’d.

Ind. Howe’r unjuft your jealoufie appear,

It fhows the loft, of what you love, you fear y
And does my pity, not my anger move :

111 fond it, as the froward Child of Love.



(6l)
To (how the truth of my unalter’d breaflr,

Know, that your life was given at my requeftr

At lead Repriev’d. When Heav’n deni’d you aid.

She brought it 3 fhe, whofefalfhood you upbraid.

Aur. And ’tisby that you would your falfhood hide

Had you not ask’d, how happy had I dy’d !

Accurft Reprieve! not to prolong my breath.

It brought a ling’ring, and more painful death.

I have not liv’d fince firft I heard the news 3

The giftthe guilty giver does accufe.

Youknew the price, and therequeft did move.

That you might pay the Ranfome with your love*

Ind. Your accufetion mud, I fee, take place 3,

And I am guilty, infamous, and bale !

Aur. Ifyou are falfe, thofe Epithets are (mall 3

You’re then the things, the abftraft of’em all.

And you are falfe : you promis’d him your love.

No other price a heart fo hard could move.

Do not I know him ? could his Brutal mind
Be wrought upon ? could he be juft, or kind >

Infultingly, he made your love his boaft 3

Gave me my life, and told me what it cod.

Speak 3 anftver. I would fain yet think you true::

Lie 3 and I’ll not believe my felf, but you.

Tell me you love 3 I’ll pardon the deceitT
And, to be fool’d, my felf affift the cheat.

Ind.No 3 ’tis too late : I haveno more to fey.

Ifyou’ll believe I have been falfe, you may.
Aur. I would not 3 But your crimes too plain appear %

Nay, even that I diould thinkyou true, you fear.

Did I not tell you, I would be deceiv’d ?

Ind. I’m not concern’d to have my truth believ’d*

You would be cozin’d ! would affift the cheat

!

But I’m too plain to joyn in the deceit

:

I’m pleas’d you think me falfe

And, whatfoe’r my Letter did pretend,,

I made this meeting for no other end.

'Aur*
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Aur. Kill me not quite, with this indifference

:

When you are guiltlefs, boaft not an offence.

I know you better than your (elf you know

:

Your heart was true, but did fome frailty (how

:

You promis’d him your Love, that I might live 3

But promis’d what you never meant to give.

Speak, was t notTo? confefs^ I can forgive.

Ind. Forgive what dull excufts you prepare !

As if your thoughts ofme were worth my care.

Aur. Ah Traitrefs ! Ah ingrate! Ah faithlefs mind

!

Ah Sex, invented firft to damn Mankind

!

Nature took care to drefsyou up for fin

:

Adorn’d, without 5 unfinifti’d left, within.

Hence, by no judgment you your loves dired 5

Talk much, ne’r think, and ftill the wrong affed.

So much felf-love in your compofures mix’d,

That love to others ftill remains unfix’d:

Oreatnefs, and Noife, and Show, are your delight 3

Yet wife men love you, in their own defpight:

And, finding in their native Wit no eafe.

Are forc’d to put your folly on to pleafe.

Ind. Now you fhall know what caufe you have to rage 3

But to increafe your fury, not aflwage

:

I found the way your Brother s heart to move,
Yet promis’d not the leaft return of Love.

His Pride, and Brutal fiercenefs I abhor 3

But (corn your mean fufpitions of me more.

I ow’d my Honour and my Fame this care :

Knowwhat your folly loft you,and defpair. [Turning from him.

Aur.Too cruelly your innocence you tell 3

Show Heav’n, and damn me to the pit of Hell.

Now I believe you 3 tis not yet too late :

You may forgive, and put a ftop to Fate

:

Save me,juft finking, and no more to rife. [ Shefrowns.

How can you look with fuch relentlefs eyes ?

Or let your mind by penitence be mov’d,

Or I’m refclv’d to think you never lov’d.

You



C^3 )

You are not clear’d, uniels you mercy Ipeak

:

I’ll think you took th’occafion thus to break.

Ind. Small jealoufies, ’tis true, inflame defire 3

Too great, not Fan, but quite blow out the Fire

:

Yet I did love you, till fuch pains I bore.

That I dare trud my felfand you no more.

Let me not love you 3 but here end my pain :

Didrud may make me wretched once again.

Now, withfull Sails, into the Port I move.

And lafely can unlade my bread: ofLove 5

Quiet, and calm : why fhould I then go back,

To tempt the fecond hazard ofa Wrack ?

Aur. Behold thefe dying eyes, lee their fubmiflive awe;
Thele tears, which fear ofdeath could never draw :

Heard you that figh ? from my heav’d heart it pad,

And laid, If you forgive not, ’tis my lad.

Love mounts, and rowls about my dormy mind,

Like Fire, that’s born by a tempeduous Wind.

Oh, I could difie you, with eager hade

!

Devour your kifles with my hungry tade

!

Rufhonyou! eat you! wander o’r each part,

Raving with pleafure, fnatchyou tomy heart

!

Then hold you off, and gaze ! then, with new rage.

Invade you, till my confcious Limbs prelage

Torrents ofjoy, which all their banks o’rnow

!

So lod, lb bled, as I but then could know

!

Ind. Be no more jealous. [ Giving hi n her hind.

Aur — Givemecaufenomore:
The danger’s greater after, than before,

IfI relaple 3 to cure my jealoufie

Let me ("for that’s the eafiedparting) die.

Ind. My life!'

Aur. My Soul

!

Ind My all that Heav’n can g' ve !

Death’s life with you 3 without you, death to live.

Enter



To them Arimant hajlily.

Arm. Oh, we are loft, beyond all humane aidl

The Citadel is to Marat betraid.

The Traitor, and the Trealbn, known too late 3

The falfe Abas deliver’d up the Gate. t
Ev’n, while I {peak, were compar’d round with Fate. S
The Valiant cannot fight, or Coward flie 3

But both in undiftinguilh’dCrouds mull die.

Aur. Then my Prophetic fears are come to pals

:

Morat was always bloudy 3 now, he’s bale

:

And has fo far in Ufurpation gone,

He will byParicidefecure the Throne.

To them the Emperor.

Emp. Am I forlaken, and betray’d, by all ?

Not one brave man dare, with a Monarch, fall

Then, welcome death, to cover my difgrace 3

I would not live to Reign o’r fucha Race.

My Attreng-Zebe ! [Seeing Aureng-Zebe.

But thou no more art mine 3 my cruelty

Has quite deftroy’d the right I had in thee.

I have been bale,

Bale ev'n to him from whom I did receive

All that a Son could to a Parent give

:

Behold me punifh’d in the felf-lame kind,

Th’ungrateful does a more ungrateful find.

Aitr. Accule your felf no more 5 youcould not be

Ungrateful : could commit no crime to me

:

I onely mourn my yet uncancell’d fcore

:

You put me paft the pow’r ofpaying more 1

That, that’s my grief, that I can onely grieve.

And bring but pity, where I would relieve

3

For had I yet ten thouland lives to pay,

The mighty fum Ihould go no other way.
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Emp. Canyou forgive me? ’tis not fit you fhou’d.

Why will you be fb excellently good ?

Twill ftick too black a brand upon my name:

The Sword isneedlefs^ I fhall die with (hame.

What hadmy age to do with Love’s delight.

Shut out from all enjoyments but the fight?

Arim. Sir, you forget the danger’s imminent : ~
This minute is not for excufes lent. *

q
Emp. Difturb me not— r

How can my lateft hour be better (pent ? j
To reconcile my felf to him is more,

Than to regain all I poffefs’d before.

Empire, and Life are now not worth a pray’r

:

His love, alone, deferves my dying care.

Anr. Fighting for you, my death will glorious be.

Ind. Seek to preferve your felf, and live for me.

Arm . Lofe then no farther time.

Heav’n has infpir’d me with a fudden thought, ^
Whence your unhop’d for fafety may be wrought, >

Though with the hazard of my bloud ’tis bought. ^

But, fince my life can ne’r be fortunate,

’Tis fb muchforrow well redeem’d from Fate.

You, Madam, muft retire 5

Your Beauty is itsown fecurity,

And leave the conduft of the reft to me.

Glory willcrown my life, if I fucceed

,

Ifnot, fhe may afford to love me dead. £Ajide.

Aur. My Father’s kind $ and, Madam, you forgive:

Were Heav’n fb pleas’d, I now could wifli to live.

And, I (hall live.

With Glory, and with Love, at once I burn :

I feel th mfpiring heat, and abfeatGod return. C Exeunt.

K ACT
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A C T V.

Indamora alone.

'

T He night Teems doubled with the fear (he brings,
'

And, o’r the Cittadel, new fpreads her wings.

The Morning, as miftaken, turns about,

And all her early fires again go our. ^

Shouts, cries, and groans, firft pierce my ears, and then
A flafh ofLightning draws the guilty Scene,

And (hows me Arms, and Wounds, and Dying men.
Ah, fhould my Aureng-Zebe be fighting there.

And envious Winds diftinguifh’d to my ear.

His dying groans, and his laft accents bear

!

To her Morat, attended.

Mor. The bloudy bus’nefs of the Night is done,

And, in the Cittadel, an Empire wonn.
Our Swords To wholly did the Fates employ.

That they, at length, grew weary to deftroy :

Refus’d the work we brought} and, out ofbreath.
Made Sorrow and Defpair attend for Death.

But what of allmy Conqueft can I boaft?

My haughty pride, before your eyes, is loft

:

And Victory but gains metoprefent

That Homage, which our Eaftern World has lent.

Ind. Your Viftory, alas, begets my fears

:

Can you not then triumph without my tears?

Refbive me } ( for you know my Deftiny

In Aureng-Zebe $ ) fay, do I live, or die?

Mor. Urg’d by my Love, by hope of Empire fir’d 5

*Tis true, I have perform’d what both requir’d :

What Fate decreed 5 for when great Soulsaregivn,

They bear the marks of Sovereignty from Heav’n.

My
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My Elder Brothers my fore-runnerscame 3

Rough-draughts of Nature, ill defign’d, and lame

:

Blown off, like Bloffoms, never made to bear 5

Till I came, finilh'd, her laft labour’d care.

Ind. This Prologue leads to your (ucceeding fin:

Bloud ended what Ambition did begin.

Mor. ’Twas rumor’d, but bywhom I cannot tell,

My Father fcap’d from out the Cittadel :

My Brother too may live.

Ind.
— He may.— He muff:

I kill’d him not : and a lefs Fate’s unjuft.

Heav’n owes it me, that I may fill his room 3

A Phoenix-Lover, rifing from hisTomb.
In whom you’ll lofi your forrows for the dead 3

More warm, more fierce, and fitter for your Bed.

Ind. Should I from Anreng-Zebe my heart divide,

To love a Monfter, and a Paricide?

Thefe names your fwelling Titles cannot hide.

Severe Decrees may keep our Tongues in awe 5

But to our thoughts, what Edid can give Law?
Ev’n you your felf^ to your own breaft, lhall tell

Your crimes 3 and your own Confidence be your Hell.

Mor. What bus’neft has my Confidence with a Crown
Shefinks inPleafures, and in Bowls will drown.
If mirth ftiould fail, I’ll bufie her with cares 5

Silence,her clamorous voice with louder Wars:
Trumpets and Drums (hall fright her from the Throne,
As founding Cymbals aid the lab’ringMoon.

Ind. Repell’dby thefe, more eager fhe will grow 3

Spring back more ftrongly than a Scythian Bowe :

Amidft your Train, this unfien Judge will wait 3

Examine howyou came by all your State 3

Upbraid your impious Pomp 3 and, in yomr ear,

Will hallow, Rebel
,
Tyrant

,
Murderer.

Yourill-got Pow’r wan looks and care (hall bring:

Known but by difcontent to bea King.
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OfCrouds afraid, yet anxious when alone 5

Youl fit and brood your forrows on a Throae.

Mor Birthright’s a vulgar road to Kingly fway 5

Tis ev’ry dull-got Elder Brother’s way.
Dropt from above, he lights into a Throne 5

Grows ofa piece with that he fits upon,

Heav’ns choice, a low, inglorious, rightful Drone.
But who by force a Scepter does obtain,

Shows he can govern that which he could gain.

Right comes ofcourfe, what e r he was before 3

Murder and Ufurpationare no more.

Ind. By your own Laws you fuch Dominion make.
As ev’ry ftronger Powr has right to take

:

And Paricide will fo deform your name,

That dilpofiefiing you will give a claim.

Who next Uliirps, will a juft Prince appear 3

So much your ruine will his Reign endear.

Mor. I without guilt, would mount the Royal Seat

But yet "tis neceffary to be great.

Ind. All Greatnefs is in Virtue underftood:

’Tisonely neceffary to be good.

Tell me, whatis’t at which great Spirits aim,

What moft your felfdefire >

Mor Renown, and Fame,

And Powr, as uncontrol’d as is my will.

Ind. How you confound defires ofgood and ill /

For true renown is ftill with Virtue joyn’d 3

Butluft ofPow’rlets loofe th’unbridfd mind.

Yours is a Soul irregularly great.

Which wanting temper, yet abounds with heat

;

So ftrong, yet fo unequal pulfes beat.

A Sun which does, through vapours dimnly (hine

:

What pity ’tis you are not all Divine!

New molded, thorow lighten’d, and a breaft

So pure, to bear thelaft fevereft teft 3

Fit to command an Empire you ftiould gain

By Virtue, and without a blufh to Reign.
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Mor. You (how me fcmewhat I ner learnt before

5

But ’tis thediftant profpeft ofa Shore,

Doubtful in mifts 5 which, like inchantedground,

Flies from my fight, before ’tis fully found.

Ind. Dare to be great, without a guilty Crown 3

View it, and lay the bright temptation down

:

Tis bafetofeize on all, becaufeyou mays
That's Empire, that which I can giveaway:
There’s joy when to wild Will you Laws prefcribe,

When you bid Fortune carry backher Bribe

:

A joy, which none but greateft minds can tafte 3

A Fame, which will to endlels Ages laft.

Mor. Renown, and Fame, in vain, I courted longs

And frill purfu’d ’em, though direfted wrong.

In hazard, and in toils, I heard they lay s

’ Sail’d farther than the Coaft, but mils’d my way :

Now you have giv’n me Virtue for my guide 3

And, with true Honour, ballafted my Pride.

Unjuft Dominion I no more purfue 3

I quit all other claims but thofe to you.

Ind. Oh be not juft to halves
!
pay all you owe

:

Think there’s a debt to Melefinda too.

To leave no blemifti on your after life 3

Reward the virtue of a Suff ring Wife

:

Mor. To love once paft, I cannot backward move 3

Call yefterday again, and I may love.

’Twas not for nothing I the Crown refign’d 3

I frill muft own a Mercenary mind :

I, in this venture, double gains purfoe,

And laid out all my Stock topurchafe you.

To them Afiiph Chan.

Now, whatfiicceis? does Aureng-Zebe yet live?

Afaph. Fortune has giv’n you all that fhecan give,.

Your Brother —
Mor Hold 3 thou fhow’ft an impious joy*, .

And think’ft I frill take pleafure to deftroy

:
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Know, I am chang'd. 2nd would not have him (lain.

Afaph. Tis part 3 and you defire his life in vain.

He prodigal of Soul, rufli'd on the ftroke

Oflifted Weapons, and did wounds provoke:
fn (corn of Night, he would not be conceal'd 5

His Souldiers, where he fought, his name reveal'd

:

In thickeft crouds, ftill Aureng-Zebe did found : ..

The vaulted Roofs did Aureng-Zebe rebound, x

Till late, and in hisfall, the name was drown'd. y
Ind . Wither that hand which brought him to his fate,

And blafted be the tongue which did relate.

Afaph. His Body ——
Mor — Ceafe to inhanfe her mifery :

Pity the Queen, and (how re(pe& to me.

'Tisev'ry Painters Art to hide from fight,

And caft in (hades, what feen would not delight.

Your grief, in me fuchfympathy has bred, [To her.

I mourn $ and wifh I could recall the dead.

Love foftens me 5 and blows up fires, which pafi

Through my tough heart, and melt the ftubborn Mafs.

Ind. Break, hearty or choak, with fobs, my hated breath 5

Do thy own work : admit no forreign death.

Alas ! why do I make this ufclefs moan ?

I'm dead already, for my Soul is gone.

To them
,
Mir Baba.

Mir. What tongue the terror of this night can tell,

Within, without, and round the Citadel

!

A new-form d Faftion does your pow'r oppofe }

The Fight's confus'd, and all who meet are foes

:

A fecond clamour, from the Town, we hear}

And the far noife fo loud, it drowns the near.

Abas
,
whofeem’d our Friend,is either fled}

Or, what we fear, our Enemies does head

:

Your frighted Soldiers fcarce their ground maintain.

Mor. I thank their fury } we (hall fight again

:

They
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They roufe my rage 3 I'm eager to fubdue

;

’Tis fatal to with-hold my eyes from you.

Q Exit with the two O/nrahr*

Enter Melefinda.

Mel. Canmifery no place offafety know ?

The noife purfues me wherefoe’r I go,

As Fate fought onely me, and where I fled.

Aim’d all its Darts at my devoted head.

And let it 3 I amnow paft care of life 3

'The laft ofWomen 3 an abandon’dWife.

Ind. Whether Defign or Chance has brought you here,

I ftand oblig’d to Fortune, or to Fear : - Z

Weak Women (hould, in danger, herd like Deer. j
But lay, from whence this new combuftion Iprings ?

Are there yet more Morats .<? more fighting Kings >

Mel. Him from his Mother’s love your eyes divide,

And now her Arms the cruel ftrife decide.

Ind. What ftrange misfortunes my vext life attend >

Death will be kind, andall my forrows end.

Ve Nourmahal prevail, I know my fate.

Mel. I pity, as my own, your hard eftate 3

But what can my weak charity aiford

I have no longer infreft in my Lord :

Nor in his Mother, He : fhe owns her hate

Aloud 5 and would herfelf Ulurp the State.

Ind. I’m ftupifi’d with forrow, paft relief

Oftears
:
parch’d up7 and wither’d with my grief.

Afc/.Dry mourning will decays more deadly bring,

As a North Wind burns a too forward Spring.

Give forrow vent, and let the fluces go.

Ind. My tearsare all congeal’d, ana will not flow.

Mel. Have comfort
3 yield not to the blows ofFate.

Ind. Comfort, like Cordials after death, comes late.

Name not fo vain a word 3 my hopes are fled :

Think your Morat were kind," and think him dead.



Mel. I can no more—— »

—

Can no more arguments^ for comfort, find

:

Your boding words have quite o'r-whelm’dmy mind.

[ Clattering ofweapons within.

Inch The noife increafes, as the Billows rote.

When rowling from a for they threat the Shore.

She comes j and feeble Nature now I find

Shrinks back in danger, and forfakes my mind.

I with to die, yet dare not death endure

3

Deteft theMed cine, yet defire the Cure.

I would have death 5 but mild, and at command

:

I dare not truft him in another’s hand.

In Nonrmahal’s, he would not mine appear 3

But arm’d with terror, and dilguis’d with fear.

Mel. Beyond this place you can have no retreat:

Stay here, and I the danger will repeat.

I fear not death, becaufe my life I hate :

And envious death will (hun th’unfbrtunate.

Ind. You mult not venture.

Mel. — Let me : Imay do
My (elfa kindnels, in obliging you.

In your lov’d name, I’ll feek my angry Lord 3

And beg your fafety from his conqu’ring Sword .-

So his protection all your fears will cafe,

And I (hall fee him once,and not difpleale. [Exit.

Ind. Oh wretched Queen ! what pow’r thy life can lave ?

A ftranger, and unfriended, and a flave

!

Enter Nourmahal, Zayda, and Abas, with Soitldiers.

Alas, (lie’s here

!

[Tndamora withdraws to the innerpart ofthe Scene.

Niwr.Heartlefs they fought, and quitted loon their ground,

While ours with eafie victory were crown’d.

To you, Abas, my Life and Empire too,

And, what’s yet dearer, my Revenge, I owe.

Abas. The vain Morat
,
by his own ralhnefs wrought.

Too (oon difcover’d his ambitious thought

3

Believ’d
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Believ’d me his, becaufe I {poke him fair, _ ,

And pitch’d his head into the ready fqare

:

Hence ’twas I didhis Troops at firft admit 3

But fuch, whole numbers could no fears beget 5

By them th’Emperor’s Party firft I flew.

Then turn’d my Arms the Vidors to fubdue.

Nour. Now let thehead-ftrong Boy my will controul

:

Virtue’s no flave ofMan 3 no Sex confines the Soul

:

I, formyfelf, th’Imperial Seat will gain,

And he (hall wait my leifure for his Reign.

But Aureng-Zebe is no where to befbund.

And now perhaps in Death’s cold arms he lies :

I fought, and conquer’d, yet have loft the prize.

Zayd. The chance ofWar determin’d well the ftrife.

That rack’d you, ’twixtthe Lover and the Wife.

He’s dead, whofe love had fulli’d all your Reign,

And made you Emprefs ofthe World in vain.

Nour. No 3 I my pow’r and pleafure would divide

:

The Drudge had quench’d my flames, and then had di’d.

I rage, to think without that Blifs I live 3

That I could wifh what Fortune would not give:

But, what Love cannot. Vengeance muft fupply 3

She, who bereav’dmeofhis heart, fhall die.

Zayd. I’ll fearch : far diftant hence (hecannot be.
[_
Goes in*

Nour. This wondrous Mafter-piece I fain would fee 3

This fatal Helen
,
who can Wars infpire,

Make Rings her Slaves, and fet the World on fire.

My Husband lock’d his Jewel from my view 3

Or durft not fet the falieone by the true.

Re-enter Zayda, leading Indamora,

Zay. Your frighted Captive, ere fhe dies, receive 3

Her Soul’s juft going elfe, without your leave.

Nour. A fairer Creature did my eyes ne’r fee

!

Sure (he was form’d by Heav’nin fpiteto me!

L Somg
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Some Angel copi’d, while I flept, each grace.

And molded ev’ry featurefrom my face.

Such Majeftv does from her forehead rife.

Her cheeks luch blufhes caft, fuch rays her eyes.

Nor I, nor Envy, can a blemifti find
5 ^

TfatfPalaceis, without, too well defign’d : >

Condufr me in, for I will view thy mind. * ^ [To her, '

Speak, ifthou haft a Soul, that I may fee,

IfHeav n can make throughout another Me.
bid. My tears and miferies muft plead my qiufe $ [Kneeling,

My words, the terror ofyour prefence awes

:

Mortals, in fight ofAngels, mute become 5

The Nobler Nature ftrikes th’lnferiour dumb.
Nonr. The Palm is, by the Foes confefiion, mine 5

But I difdain what bafely you refign.

Heavn did, by me, the outward model build :

Its inward work, the Soul, with rubbifh fill'd.

Yet, Oh ! . th’imperfeft Piece moves more delight $

Tis gilded or with Youth, to catch the fight.

The Gods have poorly robb’d my Virgin bloom,

And what I am, by what I was, o’rcome.

Traitrefs, reftore my Beauty and my Charms,

Nor ftealmy Conquefts with my proper Arms. *

bid. What have I done, thus to inflame your hate?

I am not guilty, but unfortunate.

Nour. Not guilty, when thy looks my pow r betray, 1

SeduceMankind, my Subjeft, from my Sway, £
Take all my Hearts, and all my Eyes away ?

My Husband firft 5 but that I could forgive

:

Heonely mov’d, and talk’d, but did not live.

My Anreng-Zebe
,
for I dare own the name,

The glorious fin, and the more glorious flame 5

Him, from my beauty, havethy eyes milled.

And ftarv’d the joys ofmy expe&ed Bed. x

v bid. His love, fo fought, he’s happy that he’s dead. >

O had I courage but to meet my Fate 5

That Ihort dark paflage to a future ftate$

That
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That melancholly Riddle ofa breath.

Nour. That fomething, or that nothing, after death

:

Take this, and teach thy felE £ Giving a. I

)

Ind. Alas

!

Nour Why doft thou fhake ?

Difhonour not the vengeance I dcfign d

:

A Queen, and own a bafe Plebeian mind !

Let it drink deep in thy moft vital part

:

Strike home, and do me reafon in thy heart.

Ind. I dare not.

Nour Do’t, while I ftand by and fee,

At my fullguft, without the drudgery.

I love a Foe, who dares my ftroke prevent.

Who gives me the full Scene ofmy content,

Shows me the flying Souls convulfive ftrife,

And all the anguifh ofdeparting life :

Difdain my mercy, and my rage defie 5

Curfe me with thy laft breath $ and make me fee

A Spirit worthy to have Rival’dme. J
Ind. Oh, I defire to die 5 but dare not yet

:

Give mefome refpite, I’ll difchargethe debt.

Without my Aureng-Zebe I would not live.

Nour. Thine, Traitrefi! thine ! that word has wing’d thy fate,

And put me paft the tedious forms of hate.

I’ll kill thee with fuch eagernefs and hafte,

As Fiends, let loofe, would lay all Nature wafte.

' Indamora runs bachj ^/Nourmahal is running
l to her. Clajhing ofSwords is heard within.

Sold. Yield, y are o’rpowVd : refiftance is in vain. £ Within.

Mor. Then death s my choice : fubmiffion I difdain. £ Within.

Nour. R etire, you Slaves : Ah whether does he run [At the door.

On pointed Swords ? Dilarm, but lave my Son.

L 2 Enter
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Enter Moratftaggerittg, andupheld by Souldkn.
$> ;V-A ;,V.
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•

’

. - ). 'v

M<?r. She lives ! and I (hall fee her once again

!

I have not thrown away my life in vain.

t Catches hold ^/Indamora / Gown,
Landfills by her: foeJits,

I can no more 5
yet, evn in death, I find

My fainting body byafs’d by my mind

:

I fall toward you 5 (fill my contending Soul

Points to your bread:, and trembles to its Pole,

To them Melefinda, hajlily
,
cajling herfelf on the other

fide of Morat.

Mel Ah wo, wo, wo ! the worft ofwoes I find !

Live ftill : Oh live 5 live ev n to be unkind.

With half-fhut eyes he feeks the doubtful day 5

But, Ah ! he bends his fight another way.
He faints! and in that figh his Soul is gone}

Yet Heaven’s unmov’d, yet Heav’n looks carelefson.

Nour.Where are thofePowYs which Monarchs (liould defend ?

Or do they vain Authority pretend
,

O’r humane Fates, and their weak Empire fhow,

Which cannot guard their Images below?
If, as their Image, he was not Divine,

They ought to have refpe&ed him as mine.

I’ll waken them with my revenge 3 and fhe -3

Their lndamora (hall my Vi&im be, S
And Helplefs Heav’n lliall mourn in vain, like me. S

fAsflye is going tojlab Indamora, Morat
\raijes himfelf and holds her hand.

Mor. Ah, what are we,

Who dare maintain with Heav’n this wretched flrifey

Puft with the pride ofHeav ns own gift, frail life?

That blaft which my ambitious Spirit dwell’d,

See by how weak a Tenure it was held

!

I onely
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I onely flay to fave the Innocent :

Oh envy not my Soul its laft content.

Ltd. No, let me die 5 Fm doubly fummond now 5

Firft, by my Aureng-Zebe $ and, fince, by you

.

My Soul grows hardy, and can death endure

:

Your Convoy makes the dangrous way fecure.

Mel. Let me, at lead, a Funeral Marriage crave .3

Norgrudge my cold embraces in the Grave.

I have too juft a Title in the ftrife

:

By me, unhappy me, he loft his life :

I call’d him hither 5 ’twas my fatal breath 5

And I the Screech-Owl that proclaim’d his death.

[Shout within.

Abas.What new Alarms are thefe? I’ll hafte and fee. [Exit.

Nour.hook up, and live : an Empire fhall be thine.

Mor. That I contemn’d, ev*n when I thought it mine.

Oh, I muft yield to my hard Deftinies, [To Indamora,

And muft for ever ceafe to fee your eyes.

Mel. Ah turn your fight to me, my deareft Lord

!

Can you not one, one parting look afford ?

Ev’n fo unkind in death ? but’tis in vain,

I lofe my breath, and to the Winds complain :

Yet ’tis as much in vain your cruel fcorn 5

Still I can love, without this laft return.

Nor Fate, nor You, can my vow’d faith controul 5

Dying, I’ll follow your difdainful Soul

:

AGhoft, Fll haunt your Ghoft } and, where you go.

With mournful murmurs fill the Plains below.

Mor. Be happy, Metednda
, ceafe to grieve,

And,foramoredeferving Husband, live:

Can you forgive me ?

Mel. -Can I! Oh my heart!

Have I heard one kind word before I part ?

I can, I can forgive : is that a task

To love, likemine? Are you fo good to ask?

One kifs— * Oh ’tis too great a blefiing this
5 [Kifies him]

I would not live to violate the blifs.

Re-enter
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Re-enter At as.

Abas. Some envious Devil has ruin’d us yet more

:

The Fort’s revolted to the Emperor 3

The Gates are open’d, the Portcullis drawn 5

And deluges of Armies, from the Town,
Come pow’ring in: I heard the mighty flaw,

When firft it broke 5 the crowding Enfigns (aw,

Which choak’d the paflage 3 and, (what leaftl fear’d,)

The waving Arms ofAureng-Zebe appear’d,

Difplay’d with your Morat'

s

:

In either’sFlag the golden Serpents bear,

Ereded Grefts alike, like Volumes rear, ?

And mingle friendly hiflings in the Air. §
Then Troops are joyn’d, and our deftrudion nigh.

Nour. ’Tis vain to fight, and Idifdain to flie.

I’ll mock the Triumphs which our Foes intend 3

And,fpite ofFortune, make a glorious end.

Inpois’nous draughts my liberty I’ll find :

And from thenaufeous World (et free my mind. [Exit.

At the other end of the Stage
,
Enter Aureng-Zebe, Dianet, and

Attendants. Aureng-Zebe turns backL? and/peaks,
entring.

Aur. The lives of all, who ceafe from combat, (pares

My Brother’s be your moft peculiar care

:

Our impious ufe no longer fhall obtain 3

Brothers no more, by Brothers, (hall be (lain.

[_
Seeing Indamora and Morat.

Ha ! do I dream ? is this my hop’d fucceis ?

I grow a Statue, ftiff, and motionlefs.

Look, Dianet 3 for I dare not truft the(e eyes 3

They dance in mifts^ and dazle wi-th furprile.

Dia. Sir, ’tis Morat 3 dying he feems, or dead

:

And Indamoras hand

Aur. —-— Supports his head. [Sighing.

Thou
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Thou (halt not break yet heart, nor fhall fhe know
My inward torments, by my outward fhow 3

To let her lee my weaknels were too bale 3

Diffembled Quiet lit upon my face :

My forrow to my eyes nopaflage find,

But let it inward link, and drown my mind.

Falfhoodfhall want its Triumph : I begin

To dagger 3 but 111 prop my felf within. <

The Ipecious Tow’r no ruine (hall difelofe,

Till down, at once, the mighty Fabrick goes.

Mor. In lign that I die yours, reward my love, [To Inch

And leal my Palport to the Blels d above. [ KiJJing her hand*

Ind.Oh Hay 3 or take me with you when you go :

There’s nothing now worth living for below.

Mor . I leave you not 3 for my expanded mind
Grows up to Heav’n, while it to you is joyn’d :

Not quitting, but enlarg’d ! A blazing Fire,

Fed from the Brand.

Mel. Ah me ! he’s gone ! I die !

Ind. Oh difmal day

!

Fate, thouhaft ravifh’d my lafthope away.

OHeav’n! my Aureng-Zebe -— S She turns^andfees Aureng-Zebe— What ftrange lurprife ! Lfunding by her
, andJlarts.

Or does my willing mind delude my eyes,

Andfhowsthe Figure always prefent there ?

Or liv’d thou ? am I blefs’d, and fee thee here ?

Aur. My Brother’s body fee convey’d 5 Turning from her
y
to

with care, £ his Attendants.

Where we may Royal Sepulture prepare.

With fpeed to Melefinda bring relief

3

Recal her fpirits,and moderate her grief.— [Halfturning to Ind.

I go, to take for ever from your view
Both the lov’d Objeft, and the hated too.

[Going away after the Bodies
,
which are carried off.

Ind. Hear me
3 yet think not that I beg j Laying hold

your day : < of him.

I will be heard, and after take your way.

[Dies.

[Swoons.

Go 3



Go s but your late repentance (hall

be vain

:

I’ll never, never fee your face again. [‘Turning away.

Aur

.

Madam, I know what ever you can fay

;

You might be pleased not to command my ftay.

All things are yet diforder'd in the Fort 3

I mud crave leave your audience may be fhort,

Ind. You need not fear I (hall detain you long 3

Yet you may tell me your pretended wrong.
Aur. Is that the bus'neft? then my ftay is vain.

Ind. How are you injur'd ?

Aur. —When did I complain?

Ind, Leave off your forc'd refpeft .

And fhow your rage in its moft furious form

:

I'm arm'd with innocence to brave the Storm.

You heard, perhaps, your Brother’s laft defire 3

And after Caw him in my arms expire :

Saw me, with tears, fo great a lofs bemoan :

Heard me complaining my laft hopes were gone.

Aur. Oh ftay, and take me with you when you go.

There’s nothing now worth living for below.

Unhappy Sex ! whofe Beauty is your fnare 3

Expos'd to trials 3 made too frail to bear.

I grow a fool, and (how my rage again

:

Tis Nature’s fault 3 and why ftiould I complain ?

Ind. Will you yet hear me ?

Aur. Yes, till you relate

What pow’rful Motives did your change create.

You thought me dead, and prudently did weigh

Tears were but vain, and brought but Youths decay.

Then, in Morat
,
your hopes a Crown defign'd 3

And all the Woman work'd within your mind.

I rave again, and to my rage return.

To be againlubjedted to your fcorn.

1
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Lid. I wait till this long ftorm be over-blown*

Aur. Im confcious ofmy folly : I have done.

I cannot rail-5 but filently 111 grieve.

How did I truft ! and how did you deceive

!

Oh, Arimant
,
would I had di’d for thee

!

I dearly buy thy generality.

Lift. Alas, is he then dead? v

Aur 1 Unknown to me,

He took my Arms 5 and while I forc’d my way,

Through Troops ofFoes, which did our paflageftay,

My Buckler o’r my aged Father caft, -

Still fighting, ftill delending as I paft.

The noble Arimant uliirp’d my name 5

Fought, and took from me, while he gave me, fame.

To Aureng-Zebe, he made hisSouldiers cry.

And feeing not, where he heard danger nigh.

Shot, like a Star, through the benighted Sky.

A fhort, but mighty aid : at length he fell.

My own adventures ’twere loft time to tell 5

Or how my Army, entring in the night,

Surpris’d our Foes : the dark dilorder’d fight:

How my appearance, and my Father (hown.

Made peace 3 and all the rightful Monarch own,
I’vefiimm’d it briefly, fince it did relate

Th’unwelcome fafety ofthe man you hate.

Lid. As briefly will I clear my innocence

:

Your alter’d Brother di’d in my defence.

Thofe tears you (aw, that tendernels I fhow’d.

Were juft effefts of grief and gratitude.

He di’d my Convert.

Aur . But your Lover too :

I heard his words, and did your aftions view ;

You feem’d to mourn another Lover dead

:

My fighs you gave him, and my tears you ftied.

Butworft ofall.

Your gratitude for his defence was (hown

:

It prov’d you valu’d life when I was gone,

M Ind.
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Ind. Not that I valu’d life 5 but fear’d to die :

Think that my weaknefs, not incondancy.

Aur. Fear (bow’d you doubted ofyour own intent

:

And (he who doubts becomes left innocent.

Tell me not you could fear 5

Fears a large promifer, who fubjeftlive

To that bale paflion, know not what they give.

No circumftance of grief you did deny 3

And what could fhe give more who durdnotdie >

Lid. My love, my faith.

Aur. Both fo adult’rate grown.
When mix'd with fear, they never could be known.
I with no ill might her I love befall

3

But {he ne’r lov'd whodurd not venture all.

Her life and fame fhould my concernment be 5

But (lie fhould onely be afraid for me.

Ind. My heart was yours 5 but. Oh
!
you left it here.

Abandon’d to, thole Tyrants, Hope and Fear:

Ifthey forc’d from me one kind look or word,
Could you not that, not that fmall part afford?

Aur. Ifyou had lov’d, you nothing yours could call

:

Giving the lead ofmine, you gave him all.

True love’s a Mifer 3 lb tenacious grown

:

He weighs to the lead grain of what’s his own.
More delicate than Honour’s nice'd fenfe

:

Neither to give nor take the lead offence.

With, or without you, I can have no red

:

What (hall I do? y’are lodg’d within my bread

:

Your Image never will be thence difplac’d 3

But there it lies, dabb’d, mangled, and defac’d.

Ind. Yet, to redore the quiet ofyour heart,

There’s oneway left.

Aur Oh name it.

Ind. — ’Tis to part^

Since perfeft bliftwith meyoucannot prove,

I fcorn to blift by halves the man I love.

Aur. Now you didraft me more : (hall then the day,

Which views my Triumph, fee our loves decay ?

Mud
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Muft I new bars to my own joycreate >

Refufe, my felf, what I had forc’d from Fate ?

What though I am not lov’d ?

Reafon’s nice tafte does our delightsdeftroy

:

Brutes are more blefs’d, who groflyfeed on joy,

Jnd. Such endlefs jealoufies your lovepurlue,

lean no more be fully blefs’d than you.

I therefore go, to free us both from pain

:

I pris’d your Perfon, but your Crown difdain.

Nay, ev’n my own -—-—
I give it you 5 for fince I cannot call

Your heart my Subject, I-ll not Reign at all. [Exit,

Aur . Go : though thou leav’ft me tortur’d on the Rack,

Twixt Shame and Pride, I cannot call thee back.

She’s guiltlels, and I ftiould fiibmit, but Oh

!

When (he exafts it, can I ftoop fo low ?

Yes 5 for {he’s guiltlels 5— but' {he’s haughty too

Great Souls longftruggle ere they own a crime :

She’s gone , and leaves me no repenting time.

Ill call her now 5 fure, iffhe loves, fhe’ll ftay 3

Linger atleaft, or not go far away,

[Looks to the door^and returns*

For ever loft, and I repent too late.

My foolilh pride, would fet my whole Eftate,

Till, at one throw, I loft a1
J.
back to Fate.

To him the Emperor^ drawing in Indamora : Attendants.

Emp. It muft not be, that he, bywhom we live,

Should no advantage of his gift ‘receive.

Should he be wholly wretched } he alone,

In this blefs’d day, a day fo much his own > [To Indamora.

I have not quitted yet a Vidor’s right :

I’ll make you happy in your own defpight.

I love you ftill 5 and if I ftruggle hard

To give, it (hows the worth of the reward.

Suppofe he has.o’rcome, muft I find place

Among his conquer’d Foes, and fue for grace ?

M 2 Be
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^ Be pardon’d, and confefsT lov’d not well ?

What though none live my innocence to tell ?

I know it : Truth may own a gen
1

rous pride

;

I clear my felf, and cafe for none befide.

Aitr. Oh, Indawora, you would break ray heart f

Could you refolve, on any terras, to part >

1 thought your love eternal : wasitti’d

So loofly, that a quarrel could divide ?

I grant that my fufpitions were unjuft 3

But would you leave me for a fmall diftruft >

Forgive thofe foolifti words
[_ Kneeling to her.

They were the froth my raging folly mov’d,

When it boil’d up : I knew not then I lov’d 5

Yet then lov’d mod.
Ind. (to Anri) You would but halfbe bleft ! f Giving her
Aar. Oh do but try {hand,failings

My eager love : I’ll give my felfthe lie.

The very hope is a full happinels

3

Yetfcantly meafures what I fhall poffefs.

Fancy it felf, ev’nin enjoyment, is

But a dumb Judge, and cannot tell itsblils.

Ernp Her eyes a lecret yielding doconfefs.

And promifeto partake your happinels.

May all the joys I did ray felf purine,

Be rais’d by her, and multiph’d on you.

A Procejfion ofPrielis,
Slavesfollowing, and laji

Melefinda in white.

Ind. Alas ! what means this Pomp ?

Aur . ’Tisthe Proceffion ofa Funeral Vow,
Which cruel Laws to Indian Wives allow,

When fatally their Virtue they approve 3

Cbearful in flames, and Martyrs oftheir Love.

Ind. Oh my foreboding heart ! th’event I fear 3

And fee! fad Melefinda does appear.

Mel. You wrong my love 3 what grief do I betray?

This is the Triumph ofmy Nuptial day.

My
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My better Nuptials ^ which, in fpight of Fate,

For ever joyn me to my dear Morat.

Now I am pleas’d 5 my jealoufies are o’r :

He’s mine 3 and I can lofe him now no more.

Emp. Let no falfe (how ofFame your reafon blind.

Ind. You have no right to die 5 he was not kind.

Mel. Had he been kind, I could no love have (hown
Each vulgar Virtue would as much have done.

My love was fuch, it needed no return 5

But could, though he fupplfd no fuel, burn.

Rich in it felf, like Elemental fire,

Whole purenels does no Aliment require.

In vain you would bereave me of my Lord y

For I will die : die is too bale a word 3

111 feek his bread, and kindling by his fide,

Adorn’d with flames, 111 mount a glorious Bride.

Enter Nourmahal dijlratted^ with Zayda.

*Zay. She’s loft, flies loft ! but why do I complain
For her, who generoufly did life difdain L

Poifond, (he raves

Th’invenom’d Body does the Soul attack 5

Thmvenom’d Soul works its own poifonback.

Nonr. I burn, I more than burn 5 I am all fire

:

See how my mouth andnoftrils flame expire.

Ill not come near my felf .

Now I’m a burning Lake, it rowls and flows 5

111 rufh,and pour it all upon my Foes.

Pull, pull that reverend piece of Timber near r

Throw! on lis dry — ’twill burn— -
Ha, ha ! how my old Husband crackles there /

Keep him down, keep him downturn him about

:

I know him 5 hell but whiz, and ftraitgo out.

Fan me, you Winds : what, not one breath ofAir
I burn ’em all, and yet have flames to fpare.

Quench me
:
pour on whole Rivers. Tis in wain

:

Moral (lands there to drive ’em back again.

;

\Exii.

With



With thofe huge Bellows in his hands, he blows
New fire into my head : my Brain-pan glows.

See, fee ! there’s Aureng-Zebe too takes his part $

But he blows all his fireinto my heart.

Aur. Alas, what fury’s this ?

AW. -That’s he, that’s he ! Staring upon him
,
and

I know the dear man’s voice
: \ catching at him.

And this my Rival, this the curfed (he.

They kils , into each others arms they run

:

Clofe, dole, clofe ! muft I fee, and muft have none >

Thou art not hers
:
give me that eager kils.

Ingrateful ! have I loft Morat for this ?

Will you } before my face ? poor helplefs I

See all} and have my Hell before I die! [Sinksdown.

Emp. With thy laft breath thou haft thy crimes confeft :

Farewel 5 and take, what thou ne’r gav’ft me, reft.

But you, my Son, receive it better here : S Giving him Inda-

The juft rewards of Love and Honour wear, c moraV hand.

Receive the Miftris you fblong haveferv’d..

Receive the Crown your Loialty preferv’d.

Take you the Reins, while I from cares remove,

Andfleep within the Chariot which I drove.

hpilogue.



Epilogue,

A Pretty taskj andfo 1 told the Fool

,

Who needs would undertake to pleafe by Rule :

He thought that
, if kh CharaUers were good

,

The Scenes entire
,
and freed from noife and blond 5

The ASion great
,
yet circumferib'd by Time

,

The Words not forc'd, but Jliding into Rhime,

The Pajjions rais'd and calm'd by juft Degrees

,

As Tides are fwell'd,
and then retire to Seas 3

He ibought
,
in hitting thefe,

his bus'nefs dene.

Though he, perhaps,
has fail'd in ev'ry one :

But
, after all

,
a Poet mufi confefs.

His Art's likg Phyfich^ but a happy ghefs.

Tour Pleafure on your Fancy mufi depend

:

The Lady's pleas'd, jufl as Jhe likes her Friend.

No Song ! no Dance ! no Show ! he fears you'
l fay.

Ton love all naked Beauties, but a Play

.

He much miflakgs your methods to delight 3

And, like the French, abhors our Target-fight: ?
But thofe damn'd Dogs can never be i'th ' right. §
True - Evglijh hate your Monfleurs paltry Arts 3

For you are all Silkjweavers, in your hearts.

Bold Brittons, at a brave Bear-garden Fray,

Are rouzld: and, clatt'ring Sticky, cry. Play, play, play-

Mean time, your filthy Forreigner will flare,

And mutter to kimfelf, Ha gens Barbare

!

And, Gad, 'tis well he mutters 3 wellfor him
3

Our Butchers elfe would tear him limb from limb,
3

Tis true, the time may come, your Sons may be

Infected with this French civility
3



But this in After-ages rviU be done

:

Our Poet writes a hundred years too foon.

This Age comes on too flow, or he too fiji

:

And early Springs are fubjeff to 4 blajl!

Who would excels when few can make a Tejl

Betwixt indifferent Writing and the bejl ?

For Favours cheap and common\ who world Jlrive
,

Which
,
likg abandon d Projlitutes

,
you give ?

Yet fcatterd here and there Ifome behold
,

Who can difcern the Tinfel from the Gold:
To theje he writes $ and

\ if by them allow'

d

y

’Tis their Prerogative to rule the Crowd.

For he more fears (~ like a prefuming Man)
Their Votes who cannot judge

,
than theirs who can.

F 1 l S.
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