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ACHILLES IN SE€YROS,

VOL. II, '



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

Lycomepgs, King of Scyros.

‘AcHILLEr, in a female drefs, under the name of
Pyrrua, in loge with DEIDAMIA.

T,
<

Dewana, the D'aéghtcr of LycomEDEs, in love
‘with AcHiLLES.

-
Urvsses, Ambaffador from Greece.

Tueacenrs, Prince of Chalois, the defiened
[ e o
huiband of Deipamia.

g

L
Nearcuvs, Governor of ACHILLES.

Arcas, the Confident of Urysses.

Chlorvs of BaccuayaLs.
L]

ﬁrr;w/“ ~
/_HORUS Of} SINGERS.

1

Scexk in the Ifland of Scyros.



ACT L. SCENE ].
£
The outfide of a magnificen?, temple dedicated to
Bacchus.  Between the pg//{m of the nmp/; I
difcovercgd o cite /m’eof/ie *wond Juacred to sthe
Deity, and Yn the otlpr fide the Jfea coafl of
Scyros.  The piazza is filled with, Bacchanals
celebrating the feftival of the God, to the found
of warious inflrwments. A numerous company of
the moble dames of Scyros defeending the [fleps
from the temple : with thefe are feen DEIDAMIA
and AcuiLvres, the laft in a female hgbis.
[

Cuorus or ‘Bgccuanars.

While each, O father Bacclaus! pays

To dhee tilis hymn of gmtdu] praife,e

Defcend our raptif'd foufs ‘todraife
With thy ccleftial fire.

Parr Crorus.

O! fouwrce! from whom our b.leﬂings flow,
Oblivion fweet of human woe !
By thee we fcorn this life below,

A to the fkies aifire.

‘B2 Ctiorus.
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CHorus.

Defcend our raptur'd fouls to raife
With thy celeftial fire.

-

Parr Chonrus.

By thee, the blood, that fcarce maintains

A fluggifh courfe through freezing veins,

With warmth regew’d freth vigour gains,
And glows with young defire."

.
CHorus.

Defcend our raptur'd fouls to raife
With thy celefiial fire.

4 Art CHorus.
Henceforth deccit fhall fly the breaft
That owns thee for its hofen gueft,
And lips, bcfordiwith falfchood dreft,
The words of truth ac.uire.

| '. !I—v-‘r{,’lkgws.

Defcend our raptur'@ fouls to raife
With thy cclefiial fize.

Parr Criorus.
Thou mak’fi the coward Fame revere ;
Thou dry’fi from weeping eyes the tear;
Thou bid'fl the Jabefh of modefl fear
FromJgpvers! checks retire.

Cuorus.
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CHorvs.

O ! fource! from whom our bleflings flow ;
Oblivion fweet of human woe !°
By thee we fcorn this life below,
And to the fkies afpire. )
[here the Chorus is snterrupted by the found of
trumpets from the fea. »

Deid. [15 Aeh.] Didft thdu’not hear ?
Ackh. Princef8, I did.
Deid. Who dares
With founds profane thus rafhly to dsﬁurb
The facred rites of our myfierious orgies ?
Ach. "Tis fo; T am not dec®v’d; from yonder
feas
The founding clangqur comes, and yet £know not,
Nor can divine the caufe— but now methinks
I fee two veflels, with ehtcndcd fayls,
Swift nnkmg toethe flmu
[favny ﬂz/]» appiyr al a (] iflance.
Deid. [alurmned.] A, me!
Ach. What fear'i thou ?
As yet they’re diftant far.
Deid. O !slet us fly.
[«ll 1Y bt Ach. und Duid.
Ach. And v&hcrcforc flv? |

Deid, Haﬁ thou not heard, the&,,few
* Arc
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Are fill'd with impious pirates ? Thus weré borne
The wretched daughtérs from their mourning fires,
The kings of Tyre and Argos—Know’ft thou not
The recent lofs which Sparta has {ufiain’d ?
That Greéce indignant claims, but claims in vain
*The faithlefs confort from her Trojan {poiler ?
Who knows but thefe daceitful vefiels now
Again may bring=+O ! Heaven ! 1fink with terror!
, Ach. Fearnot, Ry ‘]ovc, is not ,Achilles here *
Deid. O! hold <
Ackh. And if Achilles
Deid. Q! forbear ;
Some one may hear thee: fhould'ft thou be dil-
COVer A '
I am loft myfelf, and thou to me art loft.
"What wil} my father fay, deluded thus ?
Thou know’ft he thinks, in tilce he views a maid,

And oft, with fmiles, ‘has witneis'd to our loves.
But what muft chance, (I tremble at the thought}
Shoufd he cer arn,dtﬁ, veil'd in Pyrfha’s name,
I lgve Achilles? .

Ack. Pardon, Deidamia,
i own your caution juft.

SCENE
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SCENE IL

Enter NEARGHUS.

Near. [entering.] Behold the lovers.
And muft I ever tremble for your fake ? {0 them.]
Imprudent pair ! a thoufand times I've warn’d you,
But warn’d in vain.  All eyes, obfcrvc how fiill
You fhun {gciety, and coyrt the fhades : .
Your condud is*the themg of every tongue.
Go—feek the king ; the palace now is throng'd,
And only you are abfent.

Ach. [not altending.] Sure that found
From yonder thips befpeaks thgm freighted deep
With arms and warriors.

Deid. [afide (v Ngar.] Heavens! wkat martial

{pirit ,

Flames in Lis looks ! Each’ arf muft be employ’d
To draw hun hence. |

[ ]
Near. [/o both.] And f?ill you “.i.nger here.

Ach. This inftant Tll depgrt: but let ‘me,
princefs,
Behold thofe veflels enter firft the port.

Deid. What! fhall I leave you thus befet with
perils ? .
But this thou heed'fi not—O !T fec too well
"Thou lov’l not Deidamia * from thy* heart
- I know
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know thdu judgeft mine, too cruel man !

Ach. Then let us go : appeafe thy gentle fpirit,
A look of thine {fubdues me.

Deid. No, ingrate !
Thou but deceiv’ft me, thou art falfchood all.

Ah§ no, ingrate ! thou know'ft not love,
Or if thou feel'ft his dart,

'lhou ne'er fm‘rne the cares wﬂt prove
"That rend a gentlc heart.

Love at thy cholce—thy wayward will
Can raife, or quench the flame;
Nor heed that truth which lovers flill
From faithful lovers claim.
pu
[£xiz.  Achilles follows her, then flops al the
« entrance, and turns again lo obferve the fhips,
which are now fo near, that on the deck of one
of them is diflinguifhed a warrior completely
armed.

""SCENE Il

NEARCHUS, ACHILLES.

Near. Thé olive branch that dcck§ thofe gliding
prows \

[

Proclaims them friendly vefiels.

Ach. Sce, Neaschus,”
Obferve
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Obfezrve that warrior clad in fhining arms,
Of port majeftick.

Near. —Hence : it ill befits
That thou, a feeming virgin, wrapt ih weeds
Of female foftnefs, fiill thould’ft linger*here
Alone, without defence.

Ack. But fay, Nearchus,
Am I not deem’d thy own ? IJoes not the voice
Of general famqg declare thee Jor my father ?
What wonder then a daughter thould converfe ~
With him who gave her birth ?

Near. But well thou know'ft
Thy ftay offends the princefs.

" Ach. True, Nearchus. [Jooking towards the fhips.
Near. [afide.] How hard to keep Achilles long

conceal’d '. . y
Ach. O! did yon fplegdid helmet deck my
brows, '

Yon falchion grace my fide—no more, Nearchus,
I'm wear§' of difguife—th¥s fex’s weeds
Of floth inglorious—time demands—

Near. What time ?
O'! Hecaven! remember that this fex’s weeds
I1ave won and ftill preferv’d the fairtone thine.

»

Ach. "Tis true, but yet—,
Near. Depart.
Ach. Q' let me ndw
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But for a moment view thofe dazzling arms,
And kindle at the fight.

Near. [afide.] What courfe remains ?
[7e Ach.] Yes, flay; indulge thy wifh, but know
sneantime
«Thy nival dwells on Deidamia’s charms.

Ach. What fay’'ft thou, ha!

Near. The printe of Chalcis comes
To Scyros’ cdurt,eand Lycomedes wills
With him to join his daughter’s hand.

Ach. O Heavens!

Near. *Tis true, her heart is thine ; but fhould
tBy rival
Affail her youth with all the arts of flattery,
Alone and unobferv’ d—who knows, Achilles,

“Ie may, perchance, prevail and win her from thee.
“, .

Ack. What mortal dares my wrath excite,
Or hope & win my foul’s delight,
While fiill to guagd a lover’s right,
I breathe this vAtal air ?
< What though the power of beauty’s eyes
Has cloth’d thefe limbs in foft difguife,
My breaft a hero’s warmth fupplies,
¥ fcel Achilles there. [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENZE IV.

NearcHvus alone.

Great is the tafk that Thetis has enjqin’d :
I fear each moment may- reveal Achilles.
Tis true the force of potent love reftrains
His native warmth ; but when perchance he hcars
The trumpet’s found, or fces a warrior clad
Tn plate and igil, his genjus4akes the alarm : ,
He raves aloud 4nd fcornshis feeble drefs
Of powerlefs woman. Should he learn that Troy
Can never fall without his fateful arm ;.
That now all Greece combin’d requiré his aid,
What were his feelings then ? Forb1d it, Heaven,
That any Greek thould feek him on this fhore—
[fooking out.] O! Gods! am I decew’d ? Is thae

Ulytles ? *
What caufe has brought-hlm hither ? Not by
chdnce, .

He feeks*the port of 'SLyros—Wlmt were beft ?
He knew me once, and knew me at the court
Of aged Peleus, young Achilles’ fire. *
"T1s true, fince then a length of years has pafs’d.
At all events 1 would remain conceal’d,
Nor own myfelf the fame he faw in'Greece.
—Io! firanger! pafs no further; firfi declare
Thy name and lineage : fuch is here the law,
And fuch’my fovereign’s will. »

1 SCENE



12 ’ ACHILLES IN SCYROS. [acT 1.

SCENE V.

Enter ULysses.

Uly/. The law be‘reverenc’d :
Behold Ulyfles here.

Near. “Ulyfles, Heavens !
Forgive, O! generous chief, my hafty {peech :
I fly to tell the kmg thefe we]come tidings. [ going.

- Uly/. Yet one word~more : a.rt thdu not here a
fervant . °
Of royal Lycomedes ?

Near. Rightly fpoken,
I am his fervant,

Uly/. And thy hame ?
« Near. Nearchus.
Uly. What country claims thy birth ?
Neur. The town of"Corinth.
Uly; Why didft thou quit, for this, thy native

land ? oo
Near. 1 camE-—-;O! Heavens !—1I tarry here too
long ;

Forgive me, fir, the king meantime impatient,
Knows not as“yet what fhips have reach’d the port.
Uly/. Go then, my friend, difpatch.
Near. [afide.] How well 1 feign'd !
Yet fcarcely vould efcape his'wife detection. [Lwit.

SCENE
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SCENE VL

Enter ARrcas.

Uly/. Heaven favours, Arcas, now our great de-
fign. -

«Arc. Whence fprings this hope ?

Uly/. Didft thou not hear opr. converfe ?
Thou faw'l wha parted frgm the : know I mtet him
At Peleus’ court) now many years elaps’d.
With me feign’d his country and his name :
But when I queftion’d him he feem’d confus'd.
No—fame has not deceiv’d us: here dlfgms d
In female garb, Achilles lives conceal’d.
Fly, Arcas, and purfue his fteps, who late
Amus'd my ear with falfehood : feek to know  °
His real ftate ; why Tettled here, and where
He now refides—by whom 4ccompanied ;
The flightefl hint may guide us. °®

Are. T'hm gone.’ > [*going.
Uly/. Yet hear, take hced that not the leaft fur-
mife

Be given to make it thought we feek Achilles.

Are. Such caution to a follower of Ulyfles
Were furely needlefs. . [Exis.

SGENE
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SCENE VIL

ULyssEs alone.
With & profpcrm;s wini
Thus far our veffel fails. To fome, perchance,
This well-tim'd meeting, this confus’d difcourfe,
Thofe troubled looks were little ; but to thofe
Who like Ulyfles judge they promife much.

A flender gleam “n dreary night

Can, guide the fkilful pilot right,

Till foon he finds the polar light,

. And fafely ploughs the watry way.

Full oft a fingle track has {ped

The pilgrim loft, and furely led

No.more fallacious paths to tread,

That lure the heedlefs feet aftray. [Ewst.

SCENE VIL .
The apa;tment of DEIDAMIA.

LycomEbEes, DEIDAMIA.

Lyc. Butdf thou fee’'t him not, then wherefore
think

The prince muft prove ungracious in thine eyes ?
Deid.  Algeady have I heard and much, my lord,
Of



ACT 1.] ACHILLES IN SCYROS. 15

Of prince Theagenes.
Lye. And wilt thou judge
By others’ eyes? O! rath and unadvis'd !
Go to the royal garden, there expect ‘me,
I'll join thee foon, and with me thlther'bnng
Thy plighted {poufe.
Dvid. My plighted fpoufe ?
Lyc. He comes ,
Relying on my, faith : all is pregar'd.
Deid. At leafts my lord:. my father! hear—
Lyc. No more :
The ambaffador from Greece expects an audlence.
No more oppofe my will : embrace the counfel
A king and father gives.
Deid. Then, dear my lord,
You counfel, not copmand me.
Lyc. When a father ° P)
Gives to a daughter counfel, he cgmmands.

To inexperienc’d minds that know
Few fickle turns of human woe,
The advice that faithful hps beftow
Will oft like harfh decrees offend,
Confounding rafhly praife and blame,
Who mildly rules, they tyrant name,
And cruel him, who proves a friend. [ Exit.

SCENE



16 ' ACHILLES IN SCYROS. [acT 1.

SCENE IX.

Lnter AcuiLLEis.

Deid. And fhall I break my faith to him Llove:
"No—ere another {poufe

Ach. [entering.] And may I then
Prefume to intrude. on Deidamia’s presence ¢
I would not come anxfh d for—ha " alone !
Where is thy phghtcdulord ! . hep’ d to find
The prince of Chalcis breathing ardent vows
At Deidamia’s feet.

Deid. And have you heard

Ach. All, all 15 known; but not from thee—
O proof'!

O wondranys proof of thy unfullied faith !
From me, inhuman, haft thou well conceal’'d
This treafon to my hopes—from ine who I¢/" " thre
Far more than life ; from me, who us . glori
In thefe vile weeds difhonour'd for thy {ake—
—Falfe Deidamia !

Deid. O eternal Powers !
Reproach me not ; believe me, till this day
I never heardeof thefe detefted nuptials :
But now my father urg'd the fatal union ;
Trembling I ftood, and fenfelefs at the fhock,
Felt all mv blood congeal’d within my yveins.

Ach.
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Ack., What canft thou now refolve ?

Deid. To hazard all, .
But never to forfake thee. Prayers and tears
Shall be employ’d to foften Lycomedes :
<ure he will yield, if nature’s voice canebend
. rhier’ heart to fave . darling child :
"o he fill purfue his cruel purgofe,
.e1, ncver muft he hope to fhake
. confiant sath.  Achilles was the firft,
The firfi dewr *%ject of my wrgm heart,
And my laft dyifig breath thall figh Achilles.
Yes, thou may’ft fee me dead, but nevgr fce
Thy love betray'd by Deidamia’s change.
. Ack. Tranfporting founds! How, how fhall I

repay

Such unexampled goodnefs ?

Deid. Grant but this :
Preferve, if poffinle, with greater heed,
* ¢ ‘ronu difcovery.

he g hat afe elfes
Ui oman’s veftures ?

D.id. But can thefe avail,
If every action, every look belics them ?
Thy free and manly ftep but ill befeems
The timorous maid ; thine eyes too boldly dart
Their wandering glances : every little caufe
Excites thy temper's warmth, ner feems thy anger
Such anger” as a female bofém breedss

VOL. I, c . If
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If but a helm or javelin meet thy fight, ..
Or let them but be nam’d, thy look is chang’d,
Thy glaring eye-ballsflath with living fire,
Pyrrha is lof, and all proclaims Agbjlles

Ach. Fard is the tafk for natu.r’ér to reverfe
Her firft deﬁgns o

Deid. And fure as hard the tafk
To eppofe a father’s will. With fuch a plea
May Deidamia wed, the prince of Chalcis 2

Ack. O never, never ! I fubmjt—O! pardon—
Whate’er thou bidd'ft ‘Achilles fhall obey.

Deid. But now you promis'd, yet——

Ackh. O! no—this once
I yield to thee : I'll rein my firuggling paffions.
Nor fpeak again of war: if I forget
Thy bidding more, to punith my neglect
Fly to my rival's arms, and T forgive thee.

Deid. Be ﬁlent—hark ! fome firanger if at hand
To catch the unguarded found. .

SCENE X
Enter ULysses,

Ach. [méeking Ulyf.] And who art thou
That rafhly haft prefum’d to invade thefe feats
Of facred privacy ? 'What wouldft thou ? Speak.
Spesk, o this 1nfolence~—

« Deid. Pyrrha ! forbear

1 Uly.
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Ulyr. [af de.] What ﬁem demeahotit in 4 female
formm ! :
Deid. [afide to Ach.] Difit thion not promifs—
Ach. [io her.] Trie, my. .Dexdamla
I fland reprov'd.
Uly. Say, are not thefe the apartmenuts
Of royal Lycomedes ?
Deid. Lycomedes
Refides not.héré.
Uyl If 1, a f’crang'er, etr'd,
Forgive the intrufion. | “going.
Deid. Yet vouchfafe a word :
What feek’ft thou with the king ?
Uly/. From him the Greeks
Requeft a warlike aid of thips and men,
All Greece affemblitg with confederate arms
To avegge the general wroug.
Ach. [afi de] How happy thofe?
Who quis the dwellings o enfecbling floth’
To join this hoft of heroes! °
Deid. [afide.] See! already
ITis placid features change.
Uly/. Behold 4 path
Is open’d now to every daring mind
That pants for valiant deeds : the vileft breaft
Mutt catch the kindling fpgrks: -
Ach, [#fide.] And yét Achilles ,
c2 Still
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Still loiters here ! .
Deid. [afide.] Such’converfe muft not be :

I tremble at the dangef—[70 Ulyf.] Yonder way

Will lead thy fieps to Lycomedes’ prefence.

Stranger, farewell—Come, Pyrrha, let us hence.

: [ going-
Ach. [returnmg] Say, friend, what port re-

+  ceives the Grecian fleet

United for this gloripus enterprize !
Deid. [to Ach.] Wl‘xy, Pyrrha, this delay ?
Ach. Behold I follow——-

O! tyrant, ‘tyrant love ! » [Exit with Deid.

SCENE XIL

ULysses alone.
L)

Or fond defire

To find this yopth prefents in every place

His imag'd form, or Pyrrha,is Achilles.

I well remember fuch were Peleus’ features

In manhootl’s ‘ripening years—that fpeech, thofe
looks— .

It muft be fo—but yet Ulyffes™ caution

Will not too Toon confide : who knows ? Appear-
ance .

May fiill deceive me. Should this prove Achiles,

X will be wary ere I fpeak : the time, |

"The place, each circpmflance muft all be weigh'd.

That
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Thas pilot rarely ploughs the waves with fafety,
Who founds not firft the-depth. We yet muft

paufe ‘
Till all is ripe before we firike the blow,

Then make it fure.

SCENE XIIL

Enter Arcas,

Are. Ul).'ﬂ'es,.

Uly/. Arcas here? .
How haft thou found admittance in thefe walls 2
_ Are. 1 {aw you enter, and purfu’d.your fteps.

Uly/. What haft thou learn’d meantime that may
import
Our great defign ?
Are. But little, good my lord ;
That to this land fince firft Nearckxus came,
A year is now complege : with him he brings
His only daughter, grac’d above her fex
With more than female gifts : for herthe princefs,
The royal Deidamia, bears a love,
A wondrous love, beyond a woman’s friendfhip.
Uly/. How doft thou name this virgin ?
Are. Pyrrha..
Uly/. Pyrrha ?
Are. And for her fake Nearchus fiolds a place
' Arong
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Among the royal train of Scyres’ court.

Uly/. And think’ft thou this is little thou haft
learn’d ?

Arc. Why what imports it ?

Uly. O! my trafty friend,
In one thqrt moment we have travell’d far.
Hear me, and then confefs.

s CENE XIIL

Enter NEARCHUS.
Near. My lord, delay not;
Even now the king expeéts you.
Uly/. Say, which way
Leads to the royal prefence ?
" Near. Yonder paflage
Conduéis us to him.
Uly/. Lcad I follow thee.
[afide ¢ Arxc.] Some other time fhall tell thee.
[Exit with Near.

SCENE XIV.

Arcas alone.
Like Ulyfles
‘What man can pierce the veil of human life ?
" Wiat feets.to otkers dark, .to him is light
As
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As Si’s mendian beam : nor art, nor nature

E'er form’d his equal. 'Where.is he, who knows

Like him to mould his looks to every paffion,

Yet keep his heart a firanger to them all ?

Who can, like him, with {dft perfuafive fpeech

Enchain the yielding foul ? With every moment,

Can change his genius, language, formg and like-
nefs ? o

Such have I never known; fiill, day by day

I watch Ulgfits, ever at his Ade,
And every day 1 find Uly#fes new. '

When fummer fhowers refreth the plain,
And fkies a changing afpect tho¥ ;
* When Sol returning fhines again ;
Thus Iris dyes her various bow.

The glofly dove, in open light,

Thus fhews her mapy-colour’d plumes ;
And when fhe fpreads ter wings for flight,

A thoufand diﬂ'e.rcn}hues afthmes. (Exit.

SCENE XV.
The gardens belonging to the palace.

[ ]
» AcHiLiLes, DErpaMIA.

Deid. Achilles, no; I can'no longer truft
Thy oft-f(.)rgotten promife ; fhould't theu fiay,
I know, in prefence 6f Theagénes,
‘Thy
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Thy rage would know no bounds: thy looir; thy
fpeech . ‘
Might foon difcover all. If yet thou lov'ft me,
Leave me, it pity leave me.

%

Ach. Yet pcrmit me,

Retir'd apart, in filence to behold

The rival of my love.
Deud. O Heavens, I tremble

To think what dan eT Waits thce-(—buf he comes.
Ach. [looking outg.j\'s‘ that the man whofe rath-

nefs has prefum’d !
And fhall T tamely bear—

Drid. Is this thy faith »
Already thou forget'fi—

Ach. A hafty impulfe—
No more, .my love—'tis paft, and I am calm.
Derd. Again thy wapmeh will fpeak.
Ack. O! no, by Heaven!
Forgive me, Deidamia, }t. o
ke retires to the back of /fu’ Sage.

SCENE XVL

Enter LycoMeDpEs with THEAGENES;
ACHILLES behind.

ﬁﬁﬂ Deareft daughter,
Behold thy hufband thou, “Theagenes,

. ‘ Iufirious
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Illuftyous prince, behold thy deftin’d {poufe.
Ach. [bekind.] Still, fiill, my foul, reprefs thy
fwelling rage.
Theag. Whoe’er, O princefs, hears what Fame
. relates
Of Deidamia’s charms, may deem fhe flatters;
But when he fees you thus, will think her tongue
Has paid but fcanty praife. Lo! I fubdu’d;

Your happy prfoner, yield nyy*freedom here,
And give my life in dower‘;wuh my love.
Ach. [afide.] Unheard of infolence !
[looking difidainfully at Theag. advan.cing nearer.
Deid. [to Theag.] My merits, pri;1ce,
Have ne’er afpir'd fo high; nor fhould you now
So far extol them. [ fees Ach. near 'lheag
Pyrrha! hence! what mean’ft thou? |

Ach. 1 fpeak not prmcgfs [retires again.
Deid. [4fide.] O! what terror fhakes
My every {enfa! ]

Theag. {to Lyc. olﬁr'vmg Ach.] What virgin-
fair 1s that
Of lofty mien?
Lyc. That virgin is your rival. ,
Deid. [afide.] T fink with appreh.enﬁon.

Ack. [afide.] Ah! too furely
He pierceg my dlfguxfc

Lye. [to Theag.] Her name is Pyrrha,
Sole
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Sole partner now of Deidamia’s love ; %

Nor yet the world, frem eaft to weftern Ind,

E’er faw fo conftant, or fo fond a pair.
Deid. [afide.] He fpeaks in fporrive vein, but

hitile thinks

How well‘ he paints two fuithiu! lovers™ vow:.

Lye. What thinks my daughter of the noble
*  confort

Her father's care prgvides ?
Deid. Alas! my loig,

My inexperience knows not yet fo prize———

But if 1 durft
Lye. Thou blufheft, Deidamia,

1 read thy heart, and feek to know no further.

. The bluthes, kindling on thy cheek,
Thy virgin-withes prote :

Before thy fire thou'canft not fpeak
The tender wor:{{ of love.

“Twere cruel then iy prefence here
Should-but ificreafe thy pain :

Farewell, and, freed from cvery fear,
No more thy thoughts refirain. [Fxir.

,SCENE
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S CE N E * XVIL

DeipamiA, THEAGENES ; ACHILLES bekind.
Ach. [afide]] O! that I now could*free thefe

coward limbs .
From hated female weeds, the weeds of thame !

Theay. Permit me, faireft princefs, thus before
you »e

To paint thé wagmth that'g/‘a;ﬁvs within my'breaﬁ;
To tell you all

Ded. O! {peak no more of Love
¢ | muft not hear—In me behold his foe.

[ hate the boaft of love-fick fires,

And every plaint of fond defires

The train of lowers 1 defpife,

And liberty alone I prige.

If all, like me, werc,thus fingere,

The truth would defgboffend our car;

And falfehood then would rarely, prove

The bane of thofe that tru in love.  *
[£xir Derd. Achilles following, flops at

the enirance.

SCENE
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SCENE XVIIL

THEAGENES, ACHILLES.

Theag. [to himfelf.] Almighty powers! Does
'Deidamia thus
Receive my vows ? In what have I offended ?

And whercfore then-—lct me purfue her ﬁepq
N [ going.
Ach. [meeting ﬁin}? ] Forbear——fay whither
would'ft thou go?

Theag. 1 go

To Deidamia : let me once again

Renew my fuit.

e Ach. [refolutely.] It is not now permitted.
Theag. Who fhall forbid me 2

Ach. 1.
T]M’dg Doft thou fo¥ b1d me?

Ach. Xesz I forbid thee, prince, and know )ct
more,
That when I fpeak, I never {peak in vain.
[ going flowly.
Theag. [ajide.] The nymphs of Scyros fure are
wondrous ftrange :
Strange in their fpeech, in their demeanour ftrange.

And yet there’s fomething ip this haughty maid
That
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That pleafes while fhe threatens—[70 Ach.] Hear
me, fair-one,

Declare what caufe

Ach. No more—let this fuffice. « [ going.

Theag. And can you think your werds alone
will firike
A tetror here : that you alone have powér
To fhake the purpofe of Theagenes ?

Ach. [ flernly;] Such powér-ls mine—beneve
anld tregmble. ¢

4
Theag. [afide.] Heavens!

That fiercenefs kindles here a new commotion.
[Achilles going meets Deid. at Phe entrance.

" Deid. Falfe to my hopes !—And art thou yet
content '
To fail in every claim of love and honour?

Ach. Alas! 'tis true——1I own my warmth be-
tray’d me. ¢ [Deid. leaves him.

Theag. Hear, beautcm L nymph ! I will obey

your mandatc ;

But, in return, indulge my fole requeft : .

Give me to know what this refentment means,

And why on me are bent your angry eyes—  °

And, ah! that figh—that look—yeu feem con-
fus*d— .

Whence is this change? O! fpeak.—Why are
you filent ?

. Ach.
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Ach. 1 ftrive to {peak, but ftrive in vzin,
My frozen lips each word deny :

"Tis Love can iffuing words refttain,
"Tis Love can words at will fupply.

That Love who, at his choice, can raife
The vile to deeds of high defert :
* That Love, who ifi a moment lays
Beneath hig'yoke the firmeft heart. [Ewir.
\‘\ . ‘ .
q
SCENE XIX.

N

THEAGENES alone.

Where am I? Sure I dream! In fuch a face
Anger itfelf can pleafe—perchance the loves me,
And henee forbids me to purfue a rival.

And can it be ? So foon. to yield to love ;

So foon to feel the pangs of jealous paffion !
Such worda of menace%from a virgin lip ;

Such bold deportment from the fex that ever

Is bred in timid foftnefs ? Wondrous all !

I know not how ; The pains, and yet the charms me.

What eye before has ever feen
Such wmmn‘g fiercenefs, pleafing pride,
That love infpires with haughty mien,
And gains ‘the heart by threats defied ?

To
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‘Ifo her the fword, the lance refign,
And o’er her brows the helmet place ;
Her form with Pallas’ felf may fhine,
For female charms and martial grace.
" [Ewin.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT IL. '"SCENE I

£

An apartment adorneg with flatues reprefenting the
labours of HERCULES.

ULysses, Arcas.

Are. All, all, as you have will’d, 1s‘nowprepar "d.
The gifts are ready #to prefent the king :
With thefe I've plac { 2 coat of ﬂunmg mail,
And military weapons® To your " followers
"Tis giverr in charge to feign a {udden tumult,
With warlike clangors. Tell me now what mean
Thefe myfteries unexplain’d ? Or what can thefe
Avail our great defign ?

. Uy To find Achilles
Amidft a’thoufand virgins. .«
Are. How diftinguifh’
The youth difguis’d in gefiments of the fair ?

UIY. Mark well an8 thou fhalt foen behold
hun, Arcas,
With eager eyes devour the dazzling helm
And corfelet’s plates : but when he hears the din
Of clathing arms, and trumpets’ brazen founds,
That rouze, with generous notes, thewarrior’s foul,
1en, Arcas, fhalt'thou fee the fmother’d flame
irft 'fo;gl refiftlefs and proclaim Achilles.

Arc. To8 flattéring are your hopcs..

Uy
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Ul T know Achilles,
Iis warlike genius; from his infant years
Arms were his fole delight; and well 1 know
"Tis vain to oppofe the powerful bent of nature,
Confirm’d by early habit. Midft the enjoyments
Of downy ref, {carce fav’d from ftormy feas, .
The pilot vows to quit the land no more ;
But when the florm is hufh’d he leaves again,
His downy reft, and ploughsJecure the waves.

Arc. You fufe have other figns that might di-
rect

Your prefent fearch.

Uly/. All other figns are doubtful, «
But thefe'are certainty. Remember, Arcas,
No proof can rank with this, when nature foeaks
With impulfe undifguis’d.

Are. But if Achilles
(As thus you deem) for Dejdamia feel
Such ftrong aftfeétion, grant him npw difcover'd,
What art {hall win him from the fair he lo+es ?

Uly/. With every caution firft fequse difcov ery :
Difcover'd once, Ulyfles undifgais’d
Will prove all means to affail his fiery temper; »
Rouze in his breaft the latent flame of honour,
And kindle op his cheek the glow of thame.

Arc. But how to gain the means of converfe
with him,
Defended thus from all accefs **

VOL. IT¢ ‘D . Uly/.
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Uly/. The occafion
May yet be found, afid heedful let us watch
The wifh’d-for time, which, thould we fail to find,
It muft be haffen’d—yes, the trial—

Are. See
‘Where Pyrrha comes : now feize the moment—

Ulyf. Peace:
And'look fhe comes alone : myfelf will feem
Intent on other thoughts meanwh,lle. do thou
Obferve her every gefture. [shey retire behind.

« SCENE IL

Enter AcRHILLES.

Ach. [entering.] See the chief
Whom Gfeece has fent—But¢hat my fair forbidsit,
How gladly would I Joift in converfe with him.
Yet, fure withgut: o}fence to Deidamia,
In filence I may m’e indulge my eyes |
To gaze with rapmrc on his godlike form.

Uly/. [afide to Arc.] What now, my Arcas, fay ?

« Arc. His looks on thee
Are bent with fix'd attention. |
Uly/. [exa;nnin'ingbtlle Satues.] In this palace
All fpeaks a kingly foul. This {culptur'd marble
Seents warm with'life : behold Alcides there
Subdues thé hydra: fee in ‘every feature
6 His
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His martial fpirit, while the artift’s hand
Informs the ftone with all a*hero’s fire.
[#0 Arcas.] Mark if he hears.

Are. [#o Uly{.] He dwell§ upon y.ovfr words.

Ubyf. [turning 1o the flatues.] Lo | where he lifts

Antzeus from the ground R

To hurl him headlong down : the artift here

Excels himfelf. O! how the great example’

Of godlike virfue, nobly thus exprefs'd,

Should warm the generous breaft! O! would to
Heaven i

That I could boaft Alcides’ mighty deeds!

Tranfcendent hero! yes, thy name {hill laft,

From age to age, to far-fucceeding times !

Ack. O! mighty Gods ! what tongue fhall thus
foretel
Of lofi, defpis'd AcHilles!

Uly/. [to Arc.] Arcas, fpéak
How feems he now ?

Are. Hé communes with himfelf,
As ftrongly agitated.
Uly/. Mark him 1till.
[turning again to the flatues.
What do I fee? Behold the fame Alcides,
The terror late of Erymanthus’ woods,
Difguis’'d in female weeds, and plac’d befide
His favourite Iole.—~How much he errd,
(Ill-judging fculptor!) to debafe his art .-
’ D2 With
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‘With {fad memorials of a hero’s fall ! .
Alcides here: alas ! excites our pity,
No more Alcides fon of thundering Jove.
Ack. °T is'true, "tisstrue—OQO ! my eternal thame !
Uhf. [t Arc.] What think’fl thoun, Arcas,
Jow ?
Are. He feems to rave
With confcious feelings.
Uly/. Let us theh accoft him. * ¢ .
[ddvancing 1o Ach.
Are. [to Ulyl. afide.] The king’s at hand, take
heed, lefl aught too foon
Reveal our chief defign.
Uhy/. [to Arc.] O ill-tim’d meeting !
"The work was near complete.

SCRENE I

[ ]
. e« o
Enter LYCOMEDES.

Syc. |entering.] 1 fought you, Pyrrha,
Attend my will. Ulyfles, look the fun
" Declines already to the weftern waves ;
Vouchfafe, {llufirious gueft, with Lycomedes
To thare the pleafyres of the feftive board.

Ulyf. Your will, O mighty king, to me is law.

Lyc. Atdawning day, Ulyfles, fhdlt thou fee
The
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The {hips and arms the Greeks requeft from Scyros:
Then mark how thefe excegd thy utmoft hopes,
And learn from thefe how Lycomedes honours
His brave allies, and how efteems inethee

The generous meflenger of Greece combin’d.

Uly/. The foul of Lycomedes, ever great,
Still holds her wonted tenor : yes, froMl me
The Achaian princes, whofe confederate powers
Now threaten falthlefs Troy, -(hall learn the friend-

flsip" * .

Of royal Lyu)mcdes: gererous proofs
I bring ; thefe arms and veflels which your care
Has nobly furniil’d for the common gaufe.
[afide.] But deeper aims are mine ; a mightier aid
I mean that Greece fhall win from Scyros’ fhore.

When Troy fhall learn the glonoys aid
I bring from Scyros’ fhore,

Even Hector’s felf will fland difmay’d,
And dread the Grecian power.

This'ﬁnglc aid he more fhall fear,
Than all that rang’d in arms appear
To fwell the Grecian hoft :
Than all the fleet’s unnumber'd fail
That {pread their canvas to the’gale
For Phrygia’s difiant Goaft. [ Evit,

SCENE
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SCENE 1V,

LYCOMEpns, ACHILLES.
Lyc. Would'ft thou believe it, Pyrrha? Yes,
on thee
Depends the future peace of Lycomedes.
Ach. What mean, thefe words ?
Lyc. Yes, dearefi maid, ’tis thou -
Canft make at will a grateful monarch happy.
Ack. What power is mine ?
Lyc. My daughter Deidamia,
Repugnant to a father’s will, rejeéls
The proffer’d union with the prince of Chalcis.
s Ach. And wherefore this to me ?
Lyc. Thou rul'ft at p],eafure
Her every thought, akd all her heart is thine.
Ach. And would you, Lycomedegs, atk fromme—
Lyc. Yf:sz teach her to refpe&t a father’s choice :
Teach her the virtues of a noble hufband,
And kindle in her breaft a flame for him
Who merits all her love : fo may fhe meet

His fond addrefs with equal fair return,
And all a wife’s endearments,

Ach. [afide.] Yes, to you,
To you, ye weeds of ¢hame, I owe ¢his infult.
Lyc.
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Lyc, What fays my Pyrrha ?
Ack. Think’ft thou then with me
Such miniftry may fuit? Ah! Lycomedes,
Thou little know’ft me—I ? Eternal powers !
Shall I?—O! feek fome Belter advocate
To enforce a father’s will.
Lyc. What fears my Pyrrha ?
Perchance fthe deems Theagenes a lover
That merits not the hand of Deidamia ?
Ach. [afife.] What fhall I fay ? No longer can
I bear
Such cruel fufferings.
Lyc. Tell me, can my daughter
E’er find a nobler union ?
Ach. [afide.] *Tis too much.
[0 Lyc.] Hear me, my lord——

SCENE V.

Enter NEArcHUS.
Near. [0 Lyce.] The banq.ug‘t is' pfepar'd, ,
And all, O Lycomedes, wait your prefence.
Lyc. Then let us hence. [#0 Ach] Remember
thou haft heard
My deareft wifh : to thee I tsuft, my Pyrrha ;
Then to thy friendfhip let me qwe my peace.

Thy
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Thy words the ftubborn maid may move
Her laft refolves to own :

To embrace a father’s tender love,
Or meet a faths<'s frown.

Tell her within this breaft T bear
The heart of king and fire :
Then let her eafe a parent’s care,
Or dread a monarch’s ire. [ £owie.

Y

SCENE Vi

_ACHILLES, Nearchuus.
Ach. No more, Nearchus, no, I'll hear no more
Of temper or difguife—my foul is fix'd.
No longer hope to abufe my yiclding nature :
Let us depart.
Near. And whither ?

Ach. From thefe linbs
To firip thefe Woman’s wccds——Shall I, Nearchus,
Thus bafely pafs my hfe, my prime of years ?
And mufl I'bear it tamely, while I fee .
My threats defpis’'d ; and to complete my {hame,
Charged with a haughty lord’s imperious mandate ?
I fee, I fee by others’ great example

My own reproach ;_ nor will I feel epch moment
T'he confcious blufth

Near. The cor;(fcious bluthe—
Ach. Befilent: .
I've
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I’ve borne too long thy counfels : different thofe
The fage Theffalian taught = thefe feet could then
Outfirip ‘the winds : this arfn, in favage wilds,
Would dare the fierceft bfaft, and fiéin the tide
Of roaring torrents.—Now—did Chiron® now
Behold his pupil in thefe flothful veftures, .
Where thould I hide? How anfwer, when with
looks .
Of ftern reproach he cries» §¢ Where, where,
Acthilles, . '
Is now thy fword, with all the warrior’s arms ?
No mark of Chiron’s fchool, fave yonder lyre,
Debas’d from heroes’ praife to firains ynglorious.”

Near. Enough, Achilles, I contend no longer,
But yield to reafon’s force.

Ack. Think’f thou, Nearchus,
This life is worthy of me?

Near. No—I own
The generous truth : ’tis time to reuze thy foul
¥rom drowfy fléep ; fhake off that bafe attife,
And hafte to fcenes where horour calls to prove
Thy dauntlefs heart.—"Tis true,* that Deidamia,
Depriv'd of thee, muft tafte of peace no more;,
Nay, grief perchance may wafte her gentle frame
Till friendly death—but paufe not thou, Achilles,
In glory’s colrfe : the triumphs thou fhalt gain
May well outweigh the life of Peidamia.

Ach. The life of Deidantia ! *think™t thou then
He.
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Her confiancy will not fupport our pal:ting ?
Near. Her conftaricy ? Ah | what can that avail

A tender maid who mourns her lover loft,

The fole déar object pf her fondeft withes,

Her comfort and her hope ?

Ach. [q/icle.] O! Heaven'!

Near. And know'ft thou
That if thou fteal'ft a moment from her fight
A thoufand fears'diftract her ? All repofe
Is banifh’d from her breaft : with eager warmth
Of each {he meets fhe feeks her bofom’s Jord.
How thinks Achilles now the brooks his abfence }
She knows no peace, but trembling

Ach. Let us feek
The lovely moutner.

Nears Art thou then prep’ar‘d
To quit the port of Scyros ?

Ach. No, Nearchus,
No, \let us now return to Deidamia.

What-lover, though his harden’d breaft
A tiger's heart contains, ]

Can leave his deareft maid oppreft
With love’s affli¢ting pains ?

The pity now.that rends my féul,
And all the pangs I prove,
Mufi fure a tiger’s rage control, .
When tigers yield to love. [ Exie.
o SCENE
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SCENé . VII.

NEARCHUS alane .

O! miracle of all-commanding love !
Surpafling our belief ! When anger fire$
His daring foul, Achilles, terrible, .
Nor art nor force reftrains : hes JSury then
Would nakell mfh through cuchng fires, and meet
Alone a thoufand foes : but let him think
On Deidamia once, the fierce Achilles *
Forgets his rage and foftens to a woman.

The lion ftern, whofe proud difdain
With lordly roar rejeéts the chain,
Whene'er his keeper’s voice he hegss,
At once fubdu’d his.rage appears ;
He yields fubmiffive t command,
And mildly licks the chaftening hand. [ Exit.

oo
SGENE
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SCENE VIL

A great ksll, a tallle} in the middle: above are
placed muficians and mumerous Jpeltators. Ly-
. COMEDES, THEAGENES, DEIDAMIA and ULysses
Jeated ‘at the table. Axrcas flands by ULyssks,
and AcHiLLEs by Deipamia.  Courtiers, dam-
Jfels, and pages. .
. .

Criorus.

Far, far be hence! unwelcome here,
Intruding thought and jealous fear ;
Nor let 2 moment’s gloom appear

To cloud this happy feflive day.
‘While Love infpires and Peace invites,
Affection’s mild and calm delights,
Let Joy, that rules o'er focial rites,

In every breait exert his fway.

cFar, far ‘be hence ! ynwelceme here,
Intruding thought and jealous fear ;
. Nor lét 4 moment's gloom appear
To cloud this happy feftive day.

Lyc. Let _every goblet now be circled round
With Cretan wine. i
Deid. [to Ach. ] Thou knowfi, my dearcft
Pyrrha,

Unlefs thy hand {hould minifter the cup
. That
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That heave.nly netar to my lips would prove
A tafielefs beverage.

Ack. 1 obey. Ah! judge
From that obedience if yo EﬂPyrrha’s heart
Is true to Deidamia.

Theag. [obferving them.] Strange effedt ’
Of unexampled paffion ! * [afide.

Ach. [afide, going to take the cup.] Tyrant love !
Iyc. Say,,great Ulyfles, when your country’s

fleet o .
Will loofe their anchors from the Grecian fhores.

Uly/. At my return. R
Theag. Are all the fhips affembled ?

Uly. There only want the friendly aids from
" Scyros.

Lyc. O! wretched, feeble flate of hd’a;y age,
That keeps me now from Tuch a glorious fight.

Uly/. [afide.] This is the time forerial. [0 Lyc.]
Mighty king; °* .

The thought is worthy thee. What ayes again

, Shall view fuch arms, fuch leaders, fuch a hol
Of gallant warriors, countlefs fteeds and veffels, ,

Spears briftled, banners ftreaming to the wind;;

" All Europe there affembled. 'Woods and cities

© Are deferts ndw : encouraged by their fires,

Their reverend fires, who mourn their ufelefs age,
The

2
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The impatient youth rufh forth and fly to arms.
[#0 Arc. afide.] Obferve him, Arcas, now.
[during this fpedh a page brings the cup to
Ackilles, 'wko,juyfead of taking it to Dei-
damia fands Ui iffening to Ulyfles.

Dezd. Pyrrha !

Ach. Forgive me: .
My mind eftrang’d awhile———
[takes the cup, then frops again to liffen.
Uly/. None, none remain
Whofe bofoms ever felt the flings of honour,
Or knew a with for glory : fearcely virgins,
Or tender brides efcape the general flame ;
And thofe, whom hard neceffity detains,
Rave at their fate and call the Gods unjuft.

*  Deid.- What doft thou, Pyrrha ?

AY%. 1 attend your will. [ prefents her the cup.

Deid. [afidg to Ach. taking the cup.] Ingrate !

~  are thefe thy boafled figns of love ?

Ach. [t0.her.] Be not difpleas’d; forgive me,

‘ Deidanaia.

. Lye. Go, place the wonted lyre in Pyrrha’s hand.
Now, daughter, urge her with accuftom’d fkill
To raife her voice and join the fourbdmg chords :
She nothing can deny thee.

Deid. [to Ach.] If thou lov'ft me

' . Attend
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Attend my father's with.

Ack. If fuch your will
I fhall obey—O'! tyranny é love! . [afide.
(@ page gives him the Qug, and a feat is placed
for him near the table. :
Theag. [afide.] 1 am bewilder'd whilft I fec two *
maids
Thus knit in ftrange affeétion.
Uly/. [afidg to-Arc.] Arcas, hiar:
Now is the time—ethou know'ft—
Are. 1 know it well. o [Exi.
[Achilles takes his feat and fings, accompany-
ing his vaice with the lyre.

When love has firmly bound the foul,
And bid the heart obey,

He rules the wilf without control,
And rules with tyrant fway.

®
His cruel frauds, on every hand,
He {preads alike for all ;
Not valour can his power withftand
And wifdom’s felf muft fall.

If Jove, of gods and men the fire,
In fnoyy plumage dreft; -

Effay’d with tuneful notes to fire
The tender Leda’s breafi <
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If once amongfi, the herds he pac’d
For fair Euroha’s fake ;

"Twasdove who tjus the god debas'd
Such borrow™d forms to take.

Whoe'er betray’d by female fmiles

Would join the train of Love,
Too late fhall find his cruel wiles,
. And laftiyg forrow prove, ,

The tyrant wills that every flave
Should kifs the gallmg chains ;

Should boaft ‘the fuff'enngs Beauty gave,
And triumph in his pains.

[kere the fong is interrupted by the followers
of Ulyfles bringing in the prefents for the
Fng.

«

Uly/. My followers, mighty prince,

‘Wlto humbly lay before your réyal feet
Thefe flender prefents brought from Ithaca.
Torgive the freedom, if in thefe I offer

The accuftom’d thanks of no ungrateful guefi.
If I prefume top much, my country’s ufage

Muft pleaci‘ forgivenefs for me.

Lyc. Gifts like ‘thefe ;
Speak well the generous doner,

2 Ach.
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Ach. [:zppraacldng objerves the armour.] Hea-

venly ' pGWcrs !
What do I fee!

Lyc. [looking at tke -vq/fi;,} Not evén in princely
Tyre e | . |
No purple ever glowd with brighter huc
Theag. [Iookmg at the vafes] 1 neer till ow
beheld the-fculptur'd vafe
£o fram’d at}d fathion'd by a mfter hand.. ‘
Deid. [lookingsat the jewgls.] And never fure on
India’s wealthy thore -
Were feen fuch dazzling gendS.
Ach. [ goes nearer.] What eyes till now
Have ¢’er beheld fuch gIonous fplendxd arms ?
Deid. [afide to Ach.] What would’ft thou,
Pyrrha ? Go, refume the lyre, *
And tune again thy fong.. .
Ach. [returning to his feat.] O gain to fuffer!
Cry witfin. To arms.! «o arms !

[@ noife is heard of arms,and werlike infiru-
ments :. all the guefls rife ‘with lookd of
aftonifkment and fear except Achilles, who
remains feated with an intrepid air.  Arcas
re-enters with feeming terror. :

Lyc. What fudden tumult’s Uthis ?

Are. Ulyfles, hafte
And curb thy followers’ fury

VOL. II. » E LUyt
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Uly/. What has chanc'd ?
Are. 1know not why, but with the royal guards
They mix in ¢guel ﬁ%! expelt this moment
To fee a thoifand thrgafening falchions drawn.
Deid. Affift me, Gods! O! whither fhall I fly
To fave me from their fury ? [runs out.
Theag. Princes, fay—— [ follows her.

Within. To arms | to arms |
[Eycomedes ‘Wraws his fiword and runs to the
tumult. Noife of arms continues. Al fly
but Ulyfles, Arcas and Achilles. Ulyfles
and Arcas jfaad apart to obferve Achilles,
who flarts from kis feat with great emotion.

SCENE IX

Acheries, Urysses afn‘d ARcaAs apart.

Ack. Almighty powers! where am I ?
What did I hear ? Methinks I feel my hair
Ubpflart with frenzy | Ab!, what cloud is this
Obfcures my fight | What fudden fire now glows
Within my bofom !—I can hold no longer—
To arms! to arms !
[walks to and fro with a furious air, then
Juddenly flops and obferves the lyre fill in
lus hand. J

Uly/. [to Arc.}). Obferve him, Arcas, well.

Ack. And is this lyre a weapon for ‘Achilles ?

" No, fortune now provides me nobler arms X
More
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More, worthy of me—FHence ! to earth, to earth!
_ Vile inftrument of thame
(dafhes it on the gropud, and goes to the table
to take the arms from the prefents brought
by Ulyfles.
' This hand debas'd  »
Shall wield the ponderous buckler's honour'd
weight, : .
And this the gleaming fword. ,
[takes the jhield and fuwdrd.
o« Ah! now I feel,
I know myfelf Achilles—Lead me, Gods!
To meet the glorious labours of the field,
And dare with fingle for¢e a thoufand foes.

Uly/. If this be not Achilles, tell me, Arcas,
What hero thall we'name him ? [doming forward;

Ach. Heavens! Ulyfles | )
What would'ft thoun fay #

Uly/. Exalted youth! Achilles o
Offspring of Gods ! atdength permit Ulyfled
To clafp thee to his breaft : ’tis now no time
For vain diffimulation—thou art'he,
The hope, the glory of exulting Greece,
And Afia’s terror. 'Wherefore then fupprefs
The great emotions of thy generous heart 2
Are they not Worthy of thee 1°O ! indulge,
Indulge them, noble youth—TI fee, I fee
Thou canft’no more difguife them——e-Come, I'll

guidc thee
* E2 " Te
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To viGtory and triumph. * Greece, in arms, -
Awaits but thee, and Afia’s hoftile fons
Shall tremble a, thy finjle name—away |

Ack. Then lead me hfnce; condu me where
thou wilt—
But yet, Ulyfles—
Uly/. Whence this fudden paufe ?
Ach. And what of Deidamia >—
Uly/. Deidamia *
Will {ee thee on fome future day return,
With laurels crown’d, more worthy of her love.

Ach. Bot'whilft, alas!—

Uly/. Yes, whilft the darth is fill'd
With war’s defiru¢tive flames, would'tt thou, con-
_ceal’d

From cvex’y eye, here linger eut thy life

In vile repofe ? Remoteft times fhall tell

How fierce Tydides fapp’d the Dardan walls ;

How<Heétor from Idomensus obtain'd

His arms and 'fpoils.; how Sthenelus and Ajax

Laid Priam’s throne in athes; whilft Achilles,

(What did Achilles ?) he, in female garb

Amongft the maids of Scyros dragg’d his days,

Lull'd by the difiant found of valiant deeds.

Forbid it, Gads! ©! roufe at length—efface

This blot of honeur—O | permit no longer

That any eye.fthould &e thyt vile difguife.

0! could ft thou in thyfelf behold a prince,
‘ A warrior
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A wagrior thus difgrac’d with all the mockery
Of female trappings}-—-—ln‘that fhield refle¢ted
Thou may’ft contemplate—Know'ft thou there
Achilles? - [ potnts 20 the fhicld.
Ach. O treble thame ! off { off I+ye foul dif-
guifes ! B i
Reproach to manhood | [#ears. his v¢fis.] How
have I endur'd them? . S
Ulyfles, hence to fheath thefeJimbs in arms,
Nor let qxél&n'gcr pine in thameful bonds.
Uly/: Follow me theh—I[afide.] The day at
length is oufs. '
[as they are going on one fide Nearchus enters
#n the other.

SCENE X

Eﬁter NEA‘BCHUS.
Near. Where goeft thou, Pyrtha? Pyrrha.
Ach. Pturning.] OV thou bafe-onc!

Let not that name again cfcape thy Mps,
Nor dare henceforth remind me of my fhame.

Near. Hear me———and wilt thou thus depaft ?
Thy princefs—

Ach. Tell her from me—
Uly/. Achilles, let us go.
Near. What can I*fay from*thee #o Deidamia ?

Ach.
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Ach. O! tell her, midft her cruel woes,
To love me flill, nor vainly mourn :
To her Achilles conftant goes,
And conftant will to her return.

Tell her thofe lovely eyes alone
Shall ever rule my faithful heart :

She ever there maintain'd her throne,
And thence fhe never fhall depart.

(Egit vith Ulyfies.

SCENE XI

NEeAsrcHvS alone.

Eternal powers ! what fudden ftorm has wreck’d
My deareft hopes! And fhould Achilles’go
Where fhall I fly? Ah! who will fave me then
From angry Thetis ? After years of care,

Such toils, fuchewatchings, every art employ’d ?
O! Heavens!

8
SCENE XIL

_ Enter Derpama.
Deid. [entering.] Where is he ? Lead me, lead
me to him—
Where is my' life, tny love?

_Near. Ah! Deidamia,
« Achilles
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Achilles i$ no longer yours.
Deid. Nearchus, ' I

What mean thy fatal words ?
Near. Alas! my princefs,

He leaves you, he forfakes you.

Deid. Oft before
Thy vain fufpicions hﬂ&ﬂm‘d miy fears.

Near. Would I were ﬂ;m decexv'd'

Uyt
Has now difcover'd all 3 has found Achlllcs,
And forc'd him hence. ,

Drid. And could'ft thod thus, Nearchus,
Permit lum to depart? Q1 hafle, purfue him—
Ah'! wretched Deidami 'w-hea:r me yet—

This *ftroke indeed was dmh |—why doft thou
tarry ! P
Did I not fend thceheoc‘c ?

Near. 1 go, my pru\cefs’

But all I fear in vain. ];E.w'l.

Alas |

SCENE XL
Drinamia elone.

Achilles leaves me !
Achilles then forfakes me !~~Ah ! ingrate !
And could he harbour fuch a thought and live ?
I this his promis’d faith ? Are shefe the fruits
OF-
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Of long protefting love }—But while I rave

In fond complaints, the traitor fpreads his fails—
O! let us hafte to ftop his treacherous flight.
My forrow knows no bounds——away-—ﬂxou1d all
Avail me nothing, let the perjur'd

See Deidamia op the fhore expire,

Then fail in trumph from the port of Scyros.

SCENE XIV.

Enter TﬁEAéENEu.

Theag. O ! princefs moft belov’d—
Deid. [afide.] T-tim’d intrufion,
To break on my diftradtion !
Theag. Ah! permit me
To learn the foft emotions of your heart,
If yet yout love

Deid. It is not nowega time
To talk of loveu

Theag. Yet hear me.
Dyid. O !" forbear———
Theag. But for a moment.
'Dreid. [impatiently.] O | Immortal powers !
Theag. At lcngth, my plighted bride, at carly
day-—
Deid. For pity's fake difirac me now no more—

See'ft
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Sée’ft thou not, cruel, how difireft,
A thoufand torments rend my breaft,
That all T afk is lafting reft,
Which only death can give ?
And fee’ft thou not my tortur'd mind
Detefts itfelf, detefts mankind,
And Jonger loathes to live ? [Exiz.

,S:CENE Xv,

»
THEAGENES zlone,

Myfterious all ! what wifdom can exg;lain
» The wonders of this day? 'What means the prin-
cefs ? .
What can her words import ? She furely raves,
Or feeks to thake my reafon. Do I dreamn? -
Wake, wake, Theagenes—How art thou loft,
Without a clue to tread thjs various maze !

Did fhe in truth, or fportive firain
© Addrefs my wondcrmg ear ?
I feek to explore her fenfe in vain,
And doubt of all I hear.

By {fympathy, in forrow join’d,
+We others’ fighs partake ;
Then fure another’s franti¢c mind
In ours may frenzy wake.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.
2 AcT
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ACT III SCENE.I‘

Porticoes qf ‘the palace adjoining to the jéa Ships
" near the fhore.

UwLvssgs, ACHILLES j;z a military drefs.

Ulyf. Achilles, T confefs the hero now ;
I fee thee all thyfelf. O! how the drefs
Of female weeds obfcur’d thy godlike mien !
Behold the warrior now. ‘The ferpent thus
Forth iffies to the fun, with youth renew’d,
And as he rides on golden fpires, or trails
His lengthen'd curls, sejoices in his firength.
Ack. To thee, O mighty chief, Achilles owes
A life reftor'd : but like a captive {carce
Releas’d from bonds, I doubt my freedom fill ;
Still feem to view the.dungeon’s dreary gloom,
And hear the elanking of inglorious chains.
Uly/. [loo.(mg out. ] Why comes not Arcas yet ?
[qf de.
Aclz. Are thefe, Ulyﬁ'es,
Thy thips that fail'd from Greece ?

Uly/. They are : nor lefs
Will thefe with pride exult, than Argo once,
To bear their glorious burthen, while Achilles
¢ Can fingly weigh againft that band of heroes,
. «Anﬂ all the treafures brought from Phryxm thore.
Ach.
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Ach. Then wherefore this delay ?

Uly/. Ho! mariners,
Approac the land—/[afide.] And yet I fee not
Arcas,
Ack. Why are not thefe Scamanders hoftile
thores ?
There, there it fhall be known how foorf Achilles
Will cancel every fault, when glorious toils -
Of fighting ﬁelds fhall wath my fains away.
This fword fhall plead iorgwcnefs for the hours,
The flothful hours of Scyrod : then perhaps
My trophies gain’d may {well the trump of fame,
sAnd leave no time to blaze my follies paft,
Ulyl. O! glotions warmth! O! godlike fenfe
of thame 1*
That well befits Achilles : never, never |
Such virtue conld bedid from human kihd,
And buried in the narrow bounds of Scyros.
Too far, O Thetis! thy maternal fears
Betray'd thy, bettef fenfe :thou might'ft havekndwn
That here to keep conceal’d fo fierce a flame,
All arts were vain and every labour fruitlefs.

Enclos’d in earth’s capacious caves,
A {mother’d fire indignant raves, *

And burfts at length its marrow bound ;
Proud cities, woods, deftroys and burns,
And forefis fhakes, and hills o’erturns,

And fpreads a ghaﬁly i ' round.

Ack.
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Ach. Behold the veffels now approach the {hore :
Ulyfles, follow me. [ going towards she fea.

SCENE IL
Enter Ancas in hafie.
Uly. taﬁde to Arc.} Avas, what means
Thy long delay ?
Arc. Let us with fpeed embark |
Left aught obftru& out purpofe:
Uly/. Say what mean’ft thou ?
Arec. Depart, depart, and thou fhall learn it all.
Uly. Give me at leaft fome token.

Are. Deidamia, -
» Wild with her love, and blinded with her rage,
Purfues our fteps : I could xo longer ftay her,
And flew before to bear the unwelcome tidings.

U{yf Thissdangerous meetmg muft not be, my

Arcas. - ° ¢ °
Ach. [teturning impatient.] Why do we linger
*  thus?

*  Uly/ Behold me ready.
Ack. [to Arc.] What caufe difturbs thee thus?
fay, Artas.
Are. Nothing.

Ulyf. Lkt us depart.
) Ach.
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Ack. [to Arc.] What mean thofe frequent looks

Caft back with anxious fearch ? What fear’ft thou?
Speak. - S

Ul/. [afide.] O! mighty Gods!

Are. {to Ach.] My lord, I fear, perfaps—
The king perhaps may hear of our departure,
And feck by force to igy us.

Ach. Seck by force ?

Am I his prifones then, and woyld he thus—

Uly/. No—but*tis prudeng we ﬂmuld fly from all
That might detain us. :

Ach. Shall Achilles fly?
Uly/. Let us not wafte the time in vain delays:
Hafte to the fea—the winds and waves invite us.

[#akes Achilles by the hand, and goes w:ﬂz him
towards the ./Z’a- ore. .

] »

SCENE II.

Enter DeipaMIA.

Deid. Ah! whither, whither goeft thdu, O
Achilles ?
Yet fiay and hear me.
[Achllles turns and fees Déldamxa both re-
main_fome time filent.

Uly/. [aﬁde.] Now indeed T fear.

Are. ot
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Arc. [afide.] Behold where love and glory both
contend.

Deid. Inhuman man! and is it poffible ?
Could'tt thou then leave me ?

Uby. [afide to Ach.] If thou mak'ft reply
* Thou art vanquifh’d.
Ach. tro Ulyl.] Fear gne not; whate’er my
‘ feelings,
I'll firuggle to fipprefs them.
Drid. Such reward, '
Q cruel | doft thou yield for love like mine ?
Could fuch a form conceal 3 treacherous heart ?
Learn hence, too eafy maidens, learn from him
To truft a lover's faith : even now he fwore
Eternal conftancy, and in a moment
‘Forgets it all—departs, forfakes me thus,
Without one tender figh, orfe laft adieu.

Ach. [afide.] My breaking heart |
Are. [afide] He melts,
* Desd. What caufe could make thee

At'ongg my foe! Alas! what have I done?
What crime of mine can merit thus thy hatred ?

¢

Ach. No, princefs, no——
Uby. Achillese—
Ach. [0 Ulyl.] But one word <

Jafk no more.
Uly.
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Ulyf., [sfide.] Then all is loft.

Ach. [t Deid.] No, princefs,
Believe me not a traitor or thy foe :
Eternal truth Eve fworn and I will kedp it.
The rigid laws of honour tear me from.thee ;
But I'll return more worthy of thy lave.
If filent I depart, think not my filence *
Was fcorn or hatred : ® 1 "twas fear and pity. -
Pity for thee, a prey to tcndexsfumw,
And fear that conﬁancy in,me would prove
Unequal to the tafk : the fitft, alas!
I well forefaw, the laft I dar’d not trult. *
I know thou lov'ft me dearer thap thy life,
And well I know—e

Uly/. Achilles.
Ach. See me here
Prepard to quit the port,
Are. [afide.] And yet he.tomes not.
Ach. [0 Deid,] Still in my breaft——

Deid. No more—"tis now too late——
Forgive my tranfports to excefs of love.
*Ts true, Achilles owes himfelf to Greece,
To all the world, and to his own renown.
Then go—no longer I oppofe thy purpofe :
My heart’s affetion fhall attend thee flill ;
But fince I here without thee muft remain,
O! be the firoke lefs dreadful-—leave me not
Thus unprepar 'd: allow my fecblc virtue

Some
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Some time for recolleCtion—but one day—s
I afk no more—go then, depart in peace.
Such grace is not denied & wretch condemn’d
To meet hig death; and can I'doubt Achilles
Will now-refufe this grant to Deidlmia ?
«  drc. [afide.] If (heobtain a day the conquers all.
Deid. Ah! think—Ah!{ fpeak~thy downcaft
eyes are fix'd
In penfive filence fill.
Ach. [0 Ulyl,] Whiat fays Ulyfies ?
Uly/. "Tis at thy choice, Achilles, to depart,
Or here ab§de : to me is not permitted
A longer tarriance here : refolve to quit
The port, or leave me to embirk alone.
Ach. [afide] O1 cruel flate !
" Deid. Yet anfwer me, Achilles.
Ach. Fain would I ‘ﬁ‘ay in pity to thy grief,
But heard'ft thou not Ulyfies?  { poinss 20 Ulyf.
Uly/. Well—refolve.: R
Ach. [t Ulyl.] 1 would pusfue thy fteps, but
fectt thou not D
Who pleads againft thee ? [ points +o Deid.
Deid. 'Tis enongh=I fee
Thy choice 13 madg and thou prepar’ft to leave me.
Go then, ungrateful man! farewell for ever.
' Co . [going.
Ach. Stay, Deidamia. [ follows her.
Uby.
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Ulyf, 1 perceive, Achilles,
Thy purpofe to remain.” Irrefolute,
Degenerate youth ! I leave thee and depart.
- [gong.
Ach. Ulyfles, ftay.
Deid. [to Ach.] What would’ft thou?

Uly/. Whither tends
Thy purpofe now ?

Ach. 1 woplde my Deidamia,s
Indulge thy with--[4/ide.]’Q Heaven ! what means
this weaknefs.
[70 Ulyf.] To thee, Ulyfies, would I yxeld my
>y guidance—
[afide ] But this were furely cruel—If my glory
Exact obedience here, there love denies it.

Are. [afide.] *Tis doubtful which w111 conquer.

Deid. Since to grant me
So light a boon excites fuclt pamful flruggles,
I prefs no further—yet one grace I %k .
More worthy thee : depart, but ere thou goeft,
Deep in my bofom plunge thy g]orlous {word,,
This will avail us both " for thou, Achilles,
Wilt thus begin to inure thy foul to flaughter, °
And Deidamia fhun a lingering deathe:
So may'ft thou gladly go, and ,go unqueftion’d.
I die content, if he, whom till my heart
Muft cver lgve, dear mafter of my fatc,
If he, alas! v who has réfus d me hfe,
VOL. II. » F
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At leaft in pity thus concludes my woes. [rweeps.

Arc. [afide.] Were I Achilles I could hold no
longer.

Deid. Thy laft beft gift——
. Ack. Ahl ceafes~lament no more :
Ulyfles, lqnger to rejeét her fuit
Were ufelefs cruelty.

Uly/: So thigky Achilles.
Ach. She atks but foy a day; a fingle day
May furely be indulg'é me.

Uly/. Not a day.
I go to tell*the aflembled Atgive chiefs
The glonies of Achilles; yés, from me
Each car may learn what geperoustoilshavecleans'd
His fame ; what great amends his fword has made
For all his floth at Scyros, agd by him
What numerous trophies fill the mouth of fame.

Ack. But valour lofes not-—

Uly/. Talk not of valour.
Strip off thofe arms, a ufelefs load for Pyrrba
What ho'! bring forth the hero’s filken robes,
And let hum reft awhile : his fainting brows
Enough have felt the helmet’s mafly weight.
Are. [afide.] How well Ulyfits proves his every

art
To roufe the latent hero.

Ach. [20'Ulyl.] Am I Pyrcha ?
. ‘ ‘ To
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To mg the filken robes ?
Ulf. O! no—thou giv't
Great proofs of manly mind : thou canft not con-
quer o
One weak, one poot #ﬁmz
Ach. [ firmp.} Better leasiy
To know Achilles—det us go.,
Deid. Achilles
And wilt thpusleave me
Ack. Strong fiecefity
Compels me. .
Deid. Say'ft thoa'?* -
Ach. Longer to remaih
Were fatal to my honour—Deidamia,

Farewell ! - ‘ .
[ goes refoluteiy to the fhip ; is about to afcend

the deck, then fpops, Ulylles and Arcas
follow. Deidamia continuej fome time im-

moveable: ) . .
Are. [afide] Ulyles mupts at, length have
rous’d
His fleeping honour.

Uly/. [afide.] Yet we are nét fecute.
Deid. Barbarian! traitor! wilt thou then be
gone ?
Is this a lover’s parting }—Tyranny
Beyond example 1-——Hence thou’fly’ft from me,
F2 But
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But fhalt not fly from Heaven—If Gody are juft,
And pity human fufferings, all will join

To punith thy mifdeeds: my injur'd ghoft
Shall haunt thy fight and witnefs my revenge.
Already naw my foul enjoys the thought !—

I fee the lightnings flath—O ! no, forbear,
VindifQive powers {~—if one muft pay the forfeit,
O'! {pare that breaft belov’d and ftrike at mine.
If cruel he ha hang’d his former felf,

Yet Deidamia’s heart is ftill the {zme ;

For him I liv'd, for hign I now will die. [ fuints.

Ack. Ah! let me fly———_ [#0 Ulyf.
Ulyf. And whither would Achilles ?

Ach. To fave my Deidamia.

Uly/. Then no longer:

* Ach. And canft thou hope that I will leave her
thus ?
Uly/. Are thefe thy proofs of valour ?
Aeh. (in anger ] Thou would'ft atk
For proofs of valour, proofs of cruelty.’
—Ulyfles, give me way.
[breaks from him and runs to Deidamia.
" Are. [af de] Then Love has conquer'd.
Ach. My'life! my pnncefs ! hear me—mighty
,Gods !
She anfwers not—lift up thofe lovely eyes,
Behald, behold thy own Aghilles here.

Tiler
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Uly/. T-fear, my Arcas, 'tis not now a time
To hope for victory : we muft refign
The palm, and feek the field with other arms.
[(Eiz with Arcas, unfeen by Achilles,

SCENE 1V.

DEepamia, ACHILLES.

L

Deid. Ah‘ me. “e ¥ [recovering.

Ach. The Gods be prais'd | fhc breathes again.
—O! no, my hope, Achilles will not leave thee.

Deid. Art thouindeed Achilles ? Sure I dream—
‘What would’ft thou now ?

Ach. All peace to thee, my love.

Deid. Could’ft thou, unkind, refufe a fingle day?
And now thou com 't — .

Ack. Tt was not I oppos;d
Thy gentle with—behold thy fog—-but ha!
What can this mean } Ulyfles is not here:,
He leaves me then.

SCENE V.

Enter NEARGRHUS, &
Near. If you would ﬁnd tﬂyﬁb&;

He feeks the king, anq gl fiftion means
To bear you, thus Jifguial=te Yo thips.
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Deid. This only wanted to complete my fuffer-
ings : '
All muft be then reveal'd @ Lycomedcs.
Near. Believe not now your fecret firft difclos'd.
Theagenes, alarm’d at your difiraétion,
,Soon found the caufe, and hafted to .‘he king.
"Who holds him now in converfe.

Drid. O ye Powers !
Unhappy Deidargia,! what has fate
In fore ? If you, Achilles, fhould ferfake ae, -
Where fhall I fly for pity ¥

Ack. Iforfake thee
In fuch a trial {—no—my firft exploit
Would then‘be impious treafon : calm thy fears,
And truft to me thy fortune and my own.

May, heavenly powers thy peace redeem,
And give thy tears rcfief ;

And hope, like fammer meteors, fireamn
Through tranﬁent clouds of grief.

Thofe eyes fhall pmnt their gus,dmg ray
+ In love and honour's courfe ;
"Tis they that give and take away -
My courage and my force. [ Loxut.

SCENE
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SCENE VL

DmnAMﬁ, NEearcuus.

Deid. Support me, O ! Nearchus,, give me
cgmfort. , i
Near. Alas! what comfort can I give, 0pprcfs d
With doubts and térrors that exceed thy own ?
Deid. Ye pitying Gods ! if my affeCtions ever
Were gnnocént and pure, .do you protect me :
Difpel the cloud that wrap8 me thus in darknefs.
If love’s a crime, I muft confefs I err’d §
, If love like mine be guilt—I lov’d Achilles.

Let all, who now my paffion bl#ine,
Thofe manly beautigs trace ;

And learn, what beft defends my fame,
From that erichanting face.

That face, which feems by Hgaven defign'd

To kindle Love}s glarms, ’
Befpeaks no lefs a hero’s mind
To dare the field in armss [Lae.
SCENE VIL

NEARCHUS alane.

Go, go, Nearchus, now, and proudly triumpli
In all thy profperous cares :,to Thetis tell

How arts, hke thine, could tame the fierce Achilles.
'Boaft
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Boaft every ftudied fpeech of fawning flattery,
And all thy foothing phrafe of timid counfels.
Lo! how thy hopes are cggfh’d : Ulyfles fingly
Has baffled.every plan.—What fiars averfe
Could fend this crafty Greek to Scyros’ fhore ?

3

I yield to fate, my hopes are croﬁ
My ﬁrength 1s gone, my courage loft :
" Againft me wmds and waves prevail ;
My oars ar: broke and rent-my, fail,
And nought remalhs my bark to guid¥,
"Fhat ﬁgats at random down the tide. [FEuir.

SCENE VIII
The Palace. |

LycoMEDEs, AcCHILLES, THEAGENES, attendants.

Ack. And does not Isycomcdcs deign to anfwer
When thus Aghilles fues ?

Theag. Great king, what means |

This doubtful filence ? "Yield, O! yield at length

To‘my requeft, 4nd to- Achilles’ withes.

Why do you paufe ? Perhaps your mind revelves

The promife given to me: but.think not, fir, .

Theagenes {o weighs his little merits

Againft fuch nuptidls. “Well I know from thefe

What earth and heaven expe& ‘The Gods them-

y felves « .

Have fram’d this union : Fate could never weave,
Such
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Such firange events but for myfterious ends.
Does love offend you ? In a virtuous bofom

Can love be guilt ? Pgrhaps your mind revolts
From fuch a fraud ; but Thetis here is guilty,
And Thetis now is punith’d. Thus attir'd,

She hop’d from every eye to hide her fon,

And made him known to all. Thefe fpoufal rites
Will glad the exulting earth, that ne’er till now
Beheld fuch valour, worth and peauty join’d.’
On thefe what favouring grace will Heaven beftow,
Both fprung frdm Heavemly feed! What fons

from thefe o -

Our hopes may form, when, Lycomegdes, you,
"And you, Achilles, boaft for ancefiry
A countlefs line of heroes ? 4

Ach. [afide.] Could I ever
Have hop’d Theagenes to plead my caufe ?

Lyc. Achilles, yes, a name fo great as thine
Engroffes all my thoughts. 'Whag can I anfwer

To nuptials fo defird ?, Theagenes -
With generous zeal approves, and Heaven com-
mands them. s '

Thau afk’ft her hand, Achilles, and a father
Confirms the grant. - With wonder I contemplate
Such firange adventures, and in theft, refpectful
Adore the wifdom of the immortal powers.
Ach. Ah! Lycomedes, ah ! Theagenes—
O'! fly and haften hither to my-fight,
My
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My love, my plighted bride.  [to0 74¢ attgndants.
[t0 Theag.] Ah! prince, to thee
. What does Achilles owe ? My lord, my father,
‘How fhall my foul with gratitude repay
This precjous gift ? [#o Lyc.
Lye. Enough for Lycomedes
To be the.father of a fon like thee.

* Since thou art mine let Fortune deal .
The worft a 'mortakl fears : «
I fcorn each foe, and lefs I eel
The weight of drooping years.

Thus he, that on fome ancient tree
Engrafts a, tender thoot, -

Shall fpringing greens and bloffoms fee
Adorn the wafting root.

SCENE"IX.
+ Enter+Urysses.

Agh. O come, Ulyﬂ'es, thou perhaps hafi heard
Achilles’ happmefs

Uly/. Far other cares
Have brought me ‘hither. [0 Lyc.] Mighty king,

it now

Imports-that ‘all difguife be caft afide :
I muft at length declare the will of Greece :
Know then——

'L_yc. Already istit known, Ulyfles,

And every part fhall.meet a fair reply. :
VP 2 P SCENE
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SCENE LAST.

Enter DRIDAMIA attended.
L ]

" Ach. [meeting Deid.] O deareft, beft, belov'd !
and art thou come .

To blefs thefe eyes? Did I not tell th,e.e, {weet,
That fiill for us propitious fate would fmile ?

Deid. [kneels to Lyc.] My king, my father,

proﬂrate. at your feet—"

Lyc. Rife, Deidamia, *twere ﬁiperﬂubus now
To hear thee further. I already know °
+JThe high decrees of Heaven. With rhe it refts
To end a mighty conteft. Heary my daughter;
Glory and Love with rival power contend
To ufurp their empire o’er Achilles’ heart.
THis fecks to make if but the gentle fear
Of foft affe€tions : THAT would banifh all
But martial ardors : both alike unjuft
In cither claim. Declare, even thou, Ulyfles,
What were our hero’s praz'e, to breathe alone
Fury and wrath ? And fay, my Deidamia,
What were Achilles fhould he languifh ever
In love’s enfeebling cares ? No, ¢ him go
To where the trumpet’s noble call invites him,
But let him go thy hufband : to thy arms
Again returning grac’d with glorious wreaths ;
Repofe fhallsthus relieve the toilsyof honour,

The
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The toils of honour dignify repofe.

Ack. What fays my Deidami% ? Speak. What
fays
The fage Ulyfles ?
Deid."When a father wills,
No voice has Deidamia,
Ulyf. Greece, O! king,
Shall hear and fhall applaud your wife decree.
Ach. Then x;bt}'ling guore remaing to crown our
blifs.
Lyc. Let now thefe bands, by either long defir'd,
Unite the, illuftrious. pair, while Love and Glory
Henceforth are one, and join in lafling peace.

CHorus.

Behold, behold, ye happy pair !

Dcfccndmg {oft through yielding air,

Where Hymen.fhews his torch from far,
His parple veil expands.

Behold the God ¢ith {fmiles {ufiain

The dinks that frame the marriage chain,

For you, on Heaven’s ethereal plain,
Prepar'g by heavenly hands.

END OF THE THIRD ACT.

DEMOPHOON.
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

DEevormoon, King of THRACE.
«
.
Dirce, privately married to TiMANTHES.
Crevsa, Princels of PuryGIA. « -

TIMANTHES, privately married ‘to Dinck.
CHERIN;‘qus, in lové with Crevsa.
MaTnusius, a nobleman of the court.
Aprastus, Captain of the royal guards.

OLinTHUs, a child, the fon of TiMANTHES and
Dircs. U

-

The Scexe lies in THRACE.



DEMOPHOON.
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ACTI SCENE L.

Gardens adjoining o feveral apartmenis of
DEMOPHOON s pelage.

Dmcn, MA'rHvsws
Dir. Believe me, fir, a parent’s fond affection
But hurries on that evil which you dread :
‘Why thould you hope to fee your daughter’s name
Alonc exempted from the fatal urn ?
You plead the king perhaps—-o

Mut. And juft the plea:
Am I, becaufe a fubje®, lefs a father ?
Apollo wills fome virgin nobly born
Should flain his altar every year with blood
On this returning day ; bik yet excludes not
The maids of royal birth. Let"hjm who fhewy
Such rigid scal to enforce the laws divine,
Teach others patience by his own example :
Let him recall thofe daughters kept at.diftance
With artful policy : let him expofe
Their names in yonder urn; and let him feel
What pangs diftract a wretched parent’s breaft,

When his heart tremblés as the prieft draws near
The
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The dreadful vafe, while with a folemn mi:n
His lips prepare to fpeak the viétim’s name.

So may he blufh with confcious thame to think
He could till now with cruel pride look on,
The tame {pectator of another’s woc.

Dir. Thou know'ft'the laws are fubject to the

king.
Mat. The laws of man, but not the laws of
Heavep. .

Dir. Yet thefe a king cxplaincs‘.' ‘
Muzs. Not when the Gods
So fully Tpeak their will.

_ Dir. Yet ne’er fo fully—

Mat. Dirce, no more

Dir. O fir!

" ‘Refleét awhile; quick runs the flame of wrath
In mighty men, but flqwly is extinguifh'd :
“Twere rafhnefs to pravoke impending rage
That’s arm’d with power. Alas! the kmg already
Belolds you with an ur*propltlous eye!

I dread to think, if, now teo far provok'd,

He find new matter to augment his hatred,

What mifchief may enfue !

Muzt. In vain thou tell’ft me
Of wrath or hatred in his breaft : while reafon
Afferts my caufe, and Heaven infpires iy thoughts.

I am refolv'd.

No
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No longer fhall this bofom groan,
. Opprefs'd beneath its load of woe :
Or the proud monarch on his theone,
With me fhall equal anguith know.

We both are fathers, 'bqtl‘x confefs
The fears a father’s fondnefs“briﬁgs :
Paternal love infpires no lefs’
The heart;s of fubjeéts than of kmgs
[Exit.

SCENE H

Enler TIMAN'I‘HES

Dir. O were my lord leﬂs dzﬁant '—-IIeavens'
he comes.

Timan. My deareé wife,!

Dir. Ah! hold, fome ear perhapg
May catch the unwary fou d. Remember, prince,
A fubje& whofe prefumptuous love has dar'd
To match with royal blood, muﬁ~y1cld her life
A forfeit for the offence.

Timan. Pear not, my love! l‘
None hears, nor fhall—Timanthes is thy guard.

Dir. What friendly power reﬁores thee to my
5 1

VoL, IT G Timan.
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Timan. My father's mandate brings me from
the campy
The caufe to me unknown. But tell me, Dirce,
Dott thou fiill love me ? Art thou ftill the fame,
As when { left thee at the call of honour;
« And are thy thoughts fiill confiant to Timanthes ?

Dir. Ahd canft thou afk me ? Canft thou doubt

. my faith ?
Timan. O Heliven! I doubt th.ce‘ not; I know
 thy truth . .

But yet forgive me, if my too fond heart
Delights to hear the pleafing found repeated
From thofe dear lips. How fares my boy Olinthus. .
The precious pledge of our connubial joys ?

Say, does his beauty with his years increafe ?

Do his young features fpeak a father’s likenefs.

Or bloorh they with a mother’s fofter charms ?

Dir. Already have_his tender feet begun
To form unce:tain fieps : his looks already
Affume the manly fternnefs, mix’d with grace,
That charm’d me 4n his fire : but when he fmiles
He’s all thyfelf; then fondly gazing on him
Methinks I look on thee: how oft deceiv’'d
With the dear thought, I firain him to my bofom.
And in the fon embrace the abfent father.

Timan, Where is he now, my Dm;" Lead me
; to him ;
Oet me fee my boy !
' Drr.
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Dir, Fc;rbear, my lord,
Awhile fupprefs a parent’s tendernefs :
He lives conceal’d ; but *midft the obferving eyes
That round us watch, to attempt acctfs to him,
At every hour, were dangerous. Oh! what anguifh
Attends the myftery of our loves conceal'd !

Timan. I'm weary of diffembling thus ; no more
I'll bear thefe doubts and fears : this day fhall zield
Some bleft expedient to relieve bur pains.

Dir. Alas! fiill greater dangers now impend :
This is the day of annual facrifice; .
And Dirce’s name muft ftand the fatal chance.

-Such is the king’s command, my anxious father

Has dar’d to oppofe it, and from their contention
My fears increalfe.

Timan. And does Mathufius know
Our hands are join’d in Hymen's facred ties ?

Dir. Forbid it, Heaven ! for Dxrce then were lofl.

Timan. Yet hear me; let us now perfuade. the
king
To feek the Oracle again; by thls ' :
At leaft we gain more time for further thought.
Dir. Already this is done. "
Timan. And what fuccefs ?

Dir. Slprt was the anfwer, and in terms ob-
Lure.

G2 % Beneath
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“ Beneath the wrath of Heaven your Jand muft
¢ groan,
< Till time difclofe the fecret caufe to light
* "Till to, himfelf reveal'd the:offender’s known,
“ Who guiltlefs now ufurps a prince’s right.”
Timan.« Darknefs and clouds !

Pir. And fhould my lot be drawn
For this day’s faerifice, what hopes remain ?
I fear not death®; no, for her counr_l'y s fake,
Moft gladly Dirce wduld: fubmit to fate :
But Phofbus’ words demand a virgin’s blood.
Shall I, a wife and mother, dare approach
His facred altars, an unhallow’d vi@im ?
Thus if 1 {peak or not, I ftill am guilty;
My ﬁl\s:nce Heaven, my {peech offends the king.

T'iman. In defperate danggrs defperate means are
needful : |

The king muf} know the ftory of our nuntials.

Dir. But how to evade the {entencg of the law
Impending o’er my head ?

Timan. A monarch made,
A monarch can revoke the flern decree.
Demophoon, though fevere, is yet a father,
And I a fon: full well, my love, we know
By fond experienc‘e what thofe names import ;
, Nor do I now obfcurely come before him :
I bring alk Scythia vanquifh’d, Phafi$ quell’d,

' ) To
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To welconie my return : my father fure

May yield me fome reward for kingdoms con-
quer'd.

If thefe fuffice not, tears at leaft thall, move him;

I'll kneel a fuppliant at his awful throne,

Embrace his knees, and melt him to compaffion..

Dir. Alas! 1 doubt.

Timan. My Dirce, doubt no more ;
Commit thy future deftiny to'me:
Go then, buf let this fix’d affurance ;1
Dwellinthy mmd and calmhy troubledthoughts;
Timanthes will be ever watchful o’er thée,
.And hold thy peace far dearer than his own.

Dir. In thee I hope, my deareft love !
To thee my fate refign :

Whate’er for thee I'm doom’d to prove,
With pieafurc fhall be mine.

When death creeps chllly to ray breaft,

Could I but this, obtain, ’
To boafi I die of thee poffeft, ,
I thould not die in vain. * [Ewir.

SCENE IIL

TIMANTHES alone.

O Fortune ! wherefore did thy lavifh hand

Beftow on Dirce every female charm; .
. Beauty
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Beauty unmatch'd, and virtue fcarcely human,
Yet blindly place her in a fubjet’s rank ?

But be it fo——it refis on me to amend

The partial error : Thrace, fome future day,
With joy.fhall view her partner of my throne.
_ But fee, ‘my father comes ; no longer let me

* Conceal the fecret from him.

SCENE IV. ,

Enter DEMoPHOON ditended.
Demo.’ Prince !—my fon !

Timan. My lord ! my father! - ‘.
(kneels and kiffes his hand.
Demo. Rife.

*  Timan. Behold me here,
Obedient to your royal will.”
Demo. 1 know
Thy warlike genius brooks not peaceful courts ;
And thou, perchance, reluctant haft feceiv’d
My orders that recall’d thee from the field.
Thy triumphs, prince, are mine : my foul exults
In every deed, and conquers by thy fword :
I know the worth of all thy arms have won,
But thou art dearer to my heart than all.
Thy .oxls demand refrethment : valour gains
. New vigour frorg reEofe ; for ever bent,
The-bow at length will lote the elaftic force.
A ¢ N . "Tis
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"Tis thine o merit, to reward is mine ;
If then the prince and fon have done their part,
The king and father muft accomplifh their’s.
Timan. "Tis now the wifh'd-for time—~be bold
and {peak ! " ., [afide.
So well I know the goodnefs of my father,
I dare prefume— .
Demo. O no! thou canft not tell,
How dear I hold thee : little thipks my fon *
How much l#is peace employs my careful hours.
I read thy thoughts this inflant: even thy filencs
I conftrue for thee : all thy foul defires,
Is to behold thy confort by thy fide,
And fee all Thrace fpeQators of thy love.
Is it not fo?

Timan, What means he ! fure my father
Ias heard the fecret ftory of our nuptials. [afide!

Demo. Thou dar'ft not fpeak, and this refpectful
filence

Perfuades me to fulfill thy utmofi wafhes '
I own at firft I doubted on the choice,
Nay felt relutance to confent to-ties ,
My nature feem’d to ablor; the father's enmity
Rofe in my mind, and made me hate the daughter.
At length my fole defire to fee thee Itappy
Prevail'd o'er all.

Timan, 1 can no longer doubt. [afide.
‘ »  Demo.
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Demo. What paffions, my Timanthes, can con-
trol
A father’s fondnefs pleading for his fon ?

Timan. @ royal fir! you give me life unhop’d
This goodnefs melts me—Iet me feek my bride
. And bring her to your prefence.
Demo. Stay——Cherinthus,
Ttlyounge; brother, fhall condut her 0 me.
Timan. Heavens® what unlogk’d-for happinefs
is this ! . . [af ide.
Demo. A meﬁ‘enger, difpatch’d by my command
Waits her arrival at the port

Timan. The port ! '

Demo. Who when th’ expected fhip appears in
fight,
“Will give us tidings firait.
Tonan. What thip, my lord ?
Demn. The, thip that from the fhores of Phrygia

. brmgs
The fair Creufa to thy nuptial bed.
Timan. O Gods ! [4fide.
Demo. 1 know thou think’fl it firange, Timan-
thes :

The hate, devolving from the fire to fon,
Between our race, might feem to exclude the hope
Of fuch alliance : but the princefs brings

A kingdom’s
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A kingdom’s dowery with her love, herfelf
The only offspring of an aged king.

Timan. My lord—I hop’d—O fatal, fatal error !
. [afide.
Demo. There is no other partner for thy bed,
Unlefs a fubje&t born—

Timan. And what im‘(ports it,
A fubjeét or a princefs ?

Demo. No, my fon, .

The thagles of out great angeftors would bluth

To fee their race demean’d ; from them.we hold

The flatute, that condemns to death the maid,
*Who, born a fubje&t, dares to join in marriage

With one of royal blood ; and while I reign,

I'm guardian of the law, and will inforce it

Even with fevereft rigour. '

. [
Timan. Sacred fir

SCENE V.

Enter ADRASTUS.
Adraf. The Phrygian ﬂiips, my lord, have
gain'd the port.

Demo. Then go, Timanthes, hafte to meet thy
bride.

Timan. Who, I, my lord?

Demo. ch, thou, niy fon ; rnyfelf
' Would
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Would with thee thither, but the mdurnful rites
Of facnfice demand me at the temple.

Timan. Yet ftay and hear me, fir———
Demo. What would'ft thou ? Speak.

Timan. Hear me confefs——but whither am I
* driven?
Yet let me atk you—O my tortur'd foul !
Ofir ! the facrifice !—the law—my wife !
O direful law !, O mofi unhappy bride !

O cruel facrifice and fatal chance. s
]
Demo.. No more——I cannot now prolong the
time.

The terms are fettled, prince, my promife given ¢
A monarch’s word is facred, he who rules
Mufl guard his faith unfiain’d ; and oft we find
+ Virtue the offspring of neceffity.
By this, in arms the warrior fleeps,
The failer fings amid the deeps ;
¢ And death we view without affright.
The timorous beafts that fly the foe,
° Can firength affume, and boldnefs fhow,
When by neceflity they fight. [Exis .

SCENE.
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SCENE VL

TIMANTHES alone.

What guilt has Dirce known, malignant fiars !
That thus you join to heap afflitions on‘her ?
You, who were prefent at the blamelefs union,
Ye powers ! protect the love lourfelves infpir'd.
This ftroke hgs chill'd my heart, *and all in vain
I ftrive to call my wanderihg fpirits home.

I fondly hop’d to reach the fhore,
And hear the winds no longer roar ;
_ But find my haplefs bark again
Expos'd amid the ftormy main.
And while from one my veffel flies,
Another rock nty fate fupplies : '
In vain, alas! the firft.is paft,
When greater perils wait the lat! [ Ear.

SCENE
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SCENE VIL

A fea port finely decorated for the arrival of the

princefs of PrryG1A. A wview of feverdl fhips,

< from the moft magnificent of which CREUSA and

CHERINTRHUS, accompanied by a numerous traiu,

difembark to the found of wvarious barbarous in-
Sruments,

. &
Creusay CHERINTHUS.

Crew. What means this fadnefs, prince, that
hangs upon you ?

Why are you penfive thus ? with filent gaze
You look and figh ; and if with friendly fpeech
I urge your converfe, when you feem prepar’d
To tell me much, your faltering tongue is mute.
‘Where is your wontgd cheerfulnefs, the grace
That feafon’d your difcourfe ? Are you in Thrace
The fame Cherinthus that I knew in Phrygia ?
Or is it thus, with melancholy looks,
You Thracians to her lord conduét a bride ?
Is this the omen of my future nuptials ?

Cher. If my affliCtions bear a fad prefage,
On me, fair princefs, every evil fall :
*My fiars can little ‘add to griefs like mine ;
. Nor breathes a wretch fo hopelefs as Cherinthus !

Creu. Am I unwotthy to be told your forrows,
. That
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That thus you flight my counfel and affiftance ?

Cher. Muft I then fpeak > I will, I will obey
you:
From the firft moment——from that fatal day—
Alas! I dare no more—forgive my filenee :
My fpeech I fear would but incite your gnger.
Creu. Your diffidence already has deferv’d it;
"Tis true I am a woman, and your fecret
Were ill conﬁded to a female breaft :
T urge no further-.—lcad me to the palacc
Cher. O Heavens ! yet ﬂay +—be calm and T
will fpeak :
#Tis thou alone haft robb’d me of my peace :
I gaze with rapture on thy matchlefs charms;
I know my love is vain, and know that death
Alone can fix a period to my fuﬁ'crmgs
Princefs, behold thescaufe )
Cren. What means this holdnefs ?
Cher. I knew too well I thould o¥fend—

" Creu. Cherinthus ; ;
From thee at leaft I hop’d for more refpeél

Cher. The faults of love——
Creu. Forbear; I'll hear no more. [ gaz'ng.

Cher. Since you've compell’d me to reveal my,
crime,
Vouchfafe to hear th’ excufe.

Crex. What canft thou fay ?
- 2 Cher.
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Cher. 'That though I love thee, I deferve thy
pity :

If there’s a crime, Demophoon is the guilty.
My fatherfhould have found fome other hand
To bring thee to Timanthes : fhall he wonder,
Who thoughtlefs ventures fuel near the fire,
If flameseare kindled ? Thou haft charms, and I
Have eyes to view : I faw, admir’d and lov'd :
Each day behelg me near thee, while the name
Of kinfman gave a licenfe to m;y'tdnguc.
Nor did this name alone deceive the world,
I was deceiv’d myfelf : that love which made
Me figh for ever for Creufa’s prefence,
Appear’d but duty : and a thoufand times
I thought to paint the affe&ions of a brother,
While my too eager {peech betray’d my own.

Creu.+Alas! too plain I faw it all———/{[afide.]
Such boldness,
So unexpeéted, firikes me dumb with wonder.

<her. And yet fometimes I felt a flattgring hope
That fecref fympathy infpir'd our fouls.
Méthought I oft obferv’d a tender figh
Steal from thy breaft, view’d in thy eyes a foftnefs
"That feem'd much more than friendfhip———

Creu. Hold Chennthus
Thou doft begin to abufe my eafy nature :
But let me hear thee Ipeak no more of love.
Cher. What can this mfean ?

Crex.
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Creu., Attend, and mark me well :
If from this hour thou doft not learn a converfe
More fuited to our fiate, no longer dare
Appegy before me~—now, thou know’ft my meaning.

Clzer Ungrateful ! }es, thy cruel wﬂl
I fee requires my life, <

This hand fhall then thy with fulfill
And death conclude the firife.

But when I.’:;g dead, review, though late,
The caufe for which [ fell ;

And own I found too hard a fate,
For loving thee fo well. - [ going.

Creu. But whither go'ft thou !~fiay.
Cher. Forbear—my prefence
Too much offends you.
Cren. Hear me.
Cher. By my ftay
I fhould infplt your patignce.
, Creu. Say, Cherinthus,
At whofe command doft thou depart ¢
Cker. Too well
I underfiand thee, though thou fpeak’ft it not.
Crex. Ah! prince! how ill thou know'ft me;
from thar koures
O Heavens!,

Cher. Go on
1 areu.
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Creu. From that ill-fated hour .
What am I faying !—leave me if thou wilt.

Cher. Inhuman princefs ! yes, I will depart;
And yet perhaps—DBut fee,” my brother comges !

SCENE VIIIL

Enter TIMANTHES in hafle.

Tinan. Cheri'hthus, fay, is this_the Phrygian

pnncefs
Cher. It is.

Timan. 1 would converfe inr private with her;
Vouchfafe a moment to retire apart.

Cher. T thall obey—O torture !  [afide, retires.
Creu. Sir! my lord !

&

Timan. Imperial virgin ! we are both in danger :
And thou alone canfi, if thou wilt, preferve
Creufa’s glory and Timanthes’ life.

Crew. What has befallen ?

Timan. Our parents have decreed
An union to thyfelf perhaps ungrateful,
By me unfought : thy regal virtues, princefs,
Deferve a God far rather than Timanthes.
But Fate forbids me to become thy hufband ;
There is a bar which nothing can furmount ;
My father knows it not, nor can I fpeak it :
"Tis yours+to avért the thame of a refufal :

) . Prevent
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Prevent—refufe me firfti—fay, I'm difpleafing—
Enlarge'my faults, fay all thou wilt, defpife me;
And by this only means our fate has left us,

At once preferve thy fame, my peace and life.

Cren. Indeed !

Timan. 1 can no longer ftay : my brother,
Do thou conduét the princefs to the pala e.
Creu. Tell me at leaft

Timan. Alread.y have I told © *,
Whate'’er my breafi conceal‘d-—-reﬂe&—-—farewell !
. [Exir.

*

I SCENE IX.

CHERINTHUS, CREUSA.

Crex. Gods! to Creufa, to the royal heir
Of Phrygia’s {ceptre this affront ! Cherinthus,
Hafi thou a heart ?

Cher. 1 had ; but thou, fair princels,
Haft now depriv’d me of it.

. Creu. If thou lov'ft me,
Avenge my injur'd honour: all I have,
My heart, my hand, my bed, my throne are thine :
I fhall not fet a bound to my reward. .

Cher. What canft thou atk ? = -
Creu. The blood of bold Timanthes.
Cher. My Brother ! ——s-

VOL. II. H : Creu.
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Creu. Art thou pale ? Go, coward wretch !
I'll find fome other will deferve my love.
Cher. Yet hear me, princefs !
Creu. Peace ; I'll hear no more :
I fee your mutual purpofe to betray me.
Cher. .Canft thou fo far difiraft my faithful
$aiﬁon ?
Cren. 1 fcorn thy paffion whether falfe or true.
The affe@tion of a timoroug lover
Ever fhall my' foul defpife,
In whofe breaft we ne’er difcover
Generops fparks of valour rife ;

Who, to glorious deeds a ftranger,
Fears in fight his fword to prove;
«  Only bold, when far from danger,
He can fafely mlk oflove. [ Exit.

"SCENE X

CHERINTHUS alone.

Ye powers !'what means this ftorm ! How could
‘ Timanthes |
Excite her anger thus ? To bid me fteep
‘I'his hand in brother's blood ! the thought alone
Chulls me with horror ! with what fix'd refent-
ment, , .

Andpride the fpoke ! yet even her rage can pleafe ;
« - Ifind

14
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I {ind ftill {omething claim my admiration,
And foften every paffion into love.

Beauty bears eternal arms
In that dear, that lovely face:
Anger gives it ftronger charms ;
Pity gives it fofter grace.

When fhe fmiles, from ocean’s fiream,
Hcavenly Venus feems to rife :

When fhé frowns, I furely;deem
Pallas lighted from the fkies.  [Zwir.

SCE'NE XL
MatTRustvs in hafte, with DircE by the hand.

Dir. Ah! whither, whither muft I go, my lord?
Mat. Far hence, remote to Lybia’s inmoft de-
ferts, LT
To wild Hircania's woods, or Scythla‘s rocks ;
Or to {fome land unknown, by diftant feas
Divided from the abodes of human kind,
Dir. Ah me!
Mat. Why, fathers, for your children’s fake,
Exert your anxious care ? Behold the fruits ;
See what refpect the laws of nature find.

Djr. Alas! he furely knows the fatal fecret;
Our marriage 35 difcover'd : heavenly powers !

. [afide.
) ’ H 2 Pity
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Pity me, fir!

Mat. There 1s no pity left,
Nor faith; all, all is loft!

Dir. See‘at your feet
Mat. What wouldft thou ?
Dir. Fygre T'll weep fuch floods of tears—

Mut. Thy fortune calls for fomething more than
tears. _
Dir. Then learn—

Muzt. Await me hefe; Ifly with fpeed
To feck fome veflel to tranfport us hence. [Exit.

SCENE XIIL

DircE alone.

An! fo what region muft I now be led
To end my wretched life ! my child! my child !
Poor innocent,! and 5'6u, my much-lov'd lord,
O Gods! what torture to forfake you thus
Without ope parting look !

SCENE XIIL

Enter TiMANTHES,
Timan. My life ! my Dirce !
., And have I found thee then ?
Dir. My deateft lord ! «
: Farewell,
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Farewell, firewell for ever! to thy care

I here commend my child; for me embrace him,
Give him this kifs, and when his ripening age
Can feel compaffion, tell him all my fyfferings.

Timan. What f{ays my love ? Thou mak’ft my
blood run cold—

Dir, Alas! our union is no more a féé‘et;
My father knows it all, and wild with rage
Will bear me d1ﬁant hence ; Iknow him well,
There is no h8pe remains. ’

Timan. Be comforted, L
Compofe thy troubled breaft, my love, my wife,
Thou haft thy hufband with thee.

SCENE XIV.

Enter Maxuvstus in hafle.
Mat. Dirce, fly,
Let us be gone.
Timan. Dirce muft not depart.
Mat. And who forbids it ?
Timan. That fhall I.
Muz. Indeed!
Dir. O Heaven! 1

Mat. This fword fhall gu#d a father’s right.
[drazws

Timan.
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Timan. And this fhall vindicate the rights I

claim. [draws.

Dir. Ah! prince! what would'ft thou do >—

Q hold, my father!

Mat. Impious! to oppofe me when I feek to fave
A guiltlefs maid from cruel facrifice.

Dir. O Gods!

Timan. But thus—

Dir. O peaq:.: I was deceiv’d} .

All yet is fecret - [#fide ta Timanthes.

Mat. Canft thou then defire
To fee her perifth ?

Dir. My unguarded terror
Had near betray’'d me, [afide.
. Timan. Pardon, fir, this rathnefs;

Appearance has mifled me ; I beheld
Thy angry geftures, faw her fireaming tears,
I had no timg for thought, but deem’d it piety
Te fave her from thy rage.
Ma:. Qbfiru&t not therefore
Onir purpos’d flight : if longer Dirce ftays,
She muft be made the vi¢tim.
Dir. Heéavenly powers'

¥

Timan. Has then her name been dra,wn ?
Mat. No, but thy, father
Has moft unjuﬁly dpom d her guiltlefs life,
Without
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Without the fentence of the fatal urn.

Timan. Why fhould his anger kindle thus
againft thee ?

Mat To punith me becaufe I durft attempt
To exclude my daughter from the lots bf death:
Becaufe I durft produce his own exampl,e ; .
Becaufe the firuggles of a father's fears’
Made me forget the fubjec.

Dir. nghty powers !
All has confpir'd,to haften my deftrution.

Timan. Doubt not, Mathufius : nor helieve the
king
» Can prove fo cruel ; though his rage at firft
Bears all before it, cooler réafon foon
Succeeds and foftens all.

S CE N.E, XV.
Enter Aprastus with Ghards.
Adraf. Guards! feize on Dirce.
[ guards Jurround her.
Maz. Did I not tell thee, prince?
Timan. What means this violence 2

Dir. O me unhappy ! .

Timan. For what caufe § Dirce
Secur’'d a pyifoner 2,

Adraf. "Tis the kmg s comr_nand ;
2 Conduét
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Conduét her hence.
Dir. Ah! whither?

Adraf. Haplefs maid,
Soon fhalt thou know.

Dir. O prince !—my father, help
Have pitg‘*r on e.

Timan. No ; it ne’er Thall be

Maz. Shall I perguit

Adraf. If either dare approach '
Behold I plunge this 'poma.rd in her breaft.

[draws.
[draws.

Timan. Impious !
Mat. Unfeeling wretch !

Adraf. The royal mandate
Shall juftify my deeds.

* Dir. Ah then
Adraf. Difpatch;
For, Dirce, all thy fond complaints are vain.
L]

Dir. 1 come. ) ) [ going.
Timan. _

« - 1 ., ' .
Aar. } Barbarian | [ going to attack Adraftus

. Adraf. Hold. [about 10 firike.

Timan. .

* !
Moz, } O ftay, inhuman !

Dur.
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Dir. .Forgive—my father— O my heart !
Remember, prince !—thus, thus to part!
Since I muft die, ’twere {fome relief,

In words at leaft to vent my grief: »
Why fhould I now fuch woe fufiain,

Yet Fate forbid me to complain ?

O fay, ye powers! what crime unkndwn,

Has drawn on me your vengeance down ?
[ Exit with Adraftus, guarded.

S CEN E' XVIL
TimMaNTHES, MATHUSIUS.

Timan. O give me counfel, Gods !

Maz. Earth opens not,
Nor lightnings fly to punith fuch injuftice ;
And fhall we fay Joge watches o’er manRind ?
Timan. Let us not wafte, my friend, thefe pre-
cious moments ;
Go and obferve where Dirce is conuucieu, -
Myfelf, meantime, will hafie to.appeafe my father.

Maz. 1 have no comfort left.
Timan. O Heavens! delay not, .

For thould the king’s refentment {till continue,
Some other means fhall fave her.

Mat. Generous prince ! x X
Thy virtuesemight defgrve albetter father.
[embraces him—Enir.

Thnan.
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Timan. Unlefs the Gads affiftance lend,
And hope and fortitude beftow,

I feel my conftancy will bend
Unequal to its weight of woe !

To fee my lov’d, my trembling bride,
Thus torn relu@ant from my fide,
To cruel death decreed !
To hear her nfourn, yet mourn in vain :
Ye powerd! what, anguifh I fuftain !
How does my bofom bleed ! [Eazr.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE L

A private apariment.

Dewmornoox, Crgusa.

Demo. Afk what ‘thou wilt, and afk without
conftraint, .

I can this day sefufe Creufa nothipg.
Yet fpeak not in-behalf of Dirce; no,
Her father fhall behold her die: the wretch
Has dar'd to infult the majefty of kings:
'Even in my prefence, *midft the vulgar herd,
He fow'd feditious rumours, nay oppos'd
Our high decree, and durft compare himfelf
To me his fovereign—T'l1 no longer reign,
If infolence like this muft pafs unpunifh’d.

Creu. 1 come not, fir, 'to.plead another’s caufe ;
I know full well your purpofe : m§ demands
Are for myfelf alone. * . )
Demo. What would'ft thoufeek ?

Creu. Let me return to Phrygia : your permiffion
Is wanting that the thips may quit the port.
Grant my requeft: you cannot, fure, refufe me;
Unlefs Creufa comes, as much fhe fears,
To be a flave, and not pm‘ﬁtkc a throne. |

Demo. What fay'y thod, princefs} what fuf-
picions fill

' Thy
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Thy breaft ? what paffion diQates to thy tengue ?
Wilt thou depart, and leave the prince, forego
The promis’d nuptials ?

Creu. For Timanthes, fir,
Creufa boafts no charms; a mortal beauty

+ Muft never hope to win him—for himfelf—

But this ir}xports not me—1I would be gone—
Have I your leave, my lord ?

Demo. Thou att thyfelf ..
The miftrefs of ‘thy a@ions : thipk not, princefs,
Unwilling I'd detain thee : yet, permit me, -
To fay I hop’d far other from Creufa.

Crex. 1 know not which moft juftly may com-.

“plain : ‘

The prince indeed—no more—to fum up all—
Let me depart :

Demo. But haft thou feen tay fon?

Creu. 1 have.
Demo. And did he fpeak to thee 3

Crex. He did:
Would he had never fpoken !

Demo. Ha! what faid he ?
Creu. Excufe me, fir, let this fuffice

Demo. Creufa, .
I underfiand thee ; thgu haft found the prince
*Rough 'in addrefs, ungkill’d in courtly Jphrafe.
Perchance He gave thee buf a cold reception,
"3 . I can
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I can forgive thy anger. Born in Phrygia,
Nurtur'd in all the foftnefs of thy country,

A Thracian’s manners muft be harfh to thee :
‘Wonder not then if fuch Timanthes feem :
Bred up in arms, the {foul’s more tender paffions
‘T'o him are yet unknown : be thine the glory
To inftruét him in the myfieries of love,

Thine be the eafy tatk; for, O Creufa!

What power refides not in a face fo charming,
And eyes that, fparkle with fuch h;avenly fire ?
What breaft, infpi?’d by thée, but foon muft learn ?

Cren. Reflett it ill befits with my condition,
To ftand expos’d to a refufal.
‘ Demo. How !
Refufal ? wherefore thould’ft thou fear it, princefs ?
Crex. Who knows th’ event 2
Demo. This day my fon fhall give
To thee his hand, if thow wilt deign to accept it.
I plight the faith and honour of a king ;
And fhould he dare to difobey my will——
A father’s juft refentment—but no morg—
It cannot be—I am alarm’d too foon.
Creu. Yes, let him force Timanthes to confent,,
That fo I may refufe him. [qfide. ]|—Well, my lord,
I take your word—be thine the, caref-—‘-'but if—

Demo. Enough ; to me fecurely truft thy honour.

Cresn.
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Creu. You know what fuits Creufa’s name,
And what befeems my high degree :
Refle®, nor let a thought of blame,
Whate'er the event, be caft on me.

As king and father here you ftand,
Remember what thofe words comprife :

It fits the father to command,
It fits the monarch to chafiife. [Exir.

SCENE IL

DemoruooN alone.

What arrogance is this—as if—but yet
Her rank, her fex, her youth may plead her pardon;;
And fure Timanthes has but ill receiv’d her.
I'muft rebuke him, teach him better thoughts,
To change his coldnefs and affume the lover.
Go—call Timanthes t6 me—but he comes.

SCENE IIL

Enter me'runs

"Timan. My king ! my father' pxty, grace and
pardon! i

Demo. For whom doft t‘hou‘entreat ?

. T&man The unhapp‘r dau ther
Of poor Mathufius.

Demo.
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Demo. *Fis already done ;
Her doom is fix'd; the fentence that has pafs’d
A monarch’s lips, is not to be revok’d.
Repentance {prings from error; but a king
Who errs not, never can repent.

Timan. On earth :
The Gods are worfhipp'd, as they bend their ear
To mortal vows : but Fate, the greateft power,
Againft whofe dread decree ng prayers avail,
Finds none to riile an altar or a temple
To his divinity. ~ )

Demo. And know’ft thou not ‘
That Fear’s the firongeft guardian of the throne ?

Timan. 11 to be trufted. |

Demo. Him refpe&t fucceeds,
His rightful offspring. " *
Timan. Doubtful 4s the pa.rent
Demo. Soon will it grow to love.
Timan. But love dxﬂ'embled
Demo. Time will infirudt thee what thou yet
muft learn;
But let us change the fubjet—Tell me, fon,
What haft thou donetooffend the Phrygian princefs;
Whofe hand this day fhould jointotheeinmarriage?
Timan. 1 feel fuch firong ;'epugnance to the
union, ’ .
I fear my bett refolves tan ne’er furmoynt it.
Demo.
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<

Demo. And yet thoy mufl
Timan. Of this we’ll fpeak hereafter.
For Dirce now behold me at your feet; [kneels.
O! prant, my lord, grant to your fon’s requeft
Her guiltlefs life !

Demo. Dol thou prefume again
To name her ? If thou valueft aught my love,
Forego this enterprife;

Timan. My deareft father !
I cannot now obey you-—~—O ! ;f ever
I have deferv’d a parefit's tenderncfs
If with a bofom mark’d with' honeft wounds,
I have return’d aconqueror to your arms :
If ¢’er my triumphs in the glorious field,
The timely fruits of your auguft example,
Have drawn the tear of pleafure from your eyes;
Reverfe the doom of Dirce : loft, unhappy,
She has no friend but me to plead her caufe ;
Caft off by all, her hope’s in me alone !
O Keaven ! twere ‘moft mhuman to behold her,
In early bloom of years, who never knew
The name of guilt, firetch’d on the fatal altar
In agonizing fuffering, ‘to behold -
The life-warm blood giifh from her tender breaft ;
To hear the laft fad accents from her lips ;
To mark her dying eyes—but, thouart pale !
Why look’ft thou thus apon me >—Q my father !
1 know, I know the graciou; figns of pity :

Do
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Do not repent, my lord, in&ulgc it full ;
For never will I quit thefe facred feet,  [kneels.
"Till thou haft given the word to pardon Dirce.

Demo. Rife, prince ‘——Ahmghty poWers' ‘What
mutft I think
That with fuch tendernefs thou dwell'ft upon her 2 .
W hat mean thefe ftarts of fome myfterious paffion !
And can it be thou lov’ft her 2"

Tinan. *Tis jn vain
I feek to hide it longer.

Demo. Now full well
I fee what caus'd thy coldnefs to Creufa
“And what would’ft thou mtcndP For canft thou

hope

I'll €’er confent to join thee to a fub_;eé’c ?
Reflect that fecret nuptials—O ! lf once
I could fufpe@ it—a

Timan. What miftraft'is tl’us? ‘
I fwear to all the Gods I'll ne’er effoufe her
I do not aflk it : give her but tolive.
But if your will is fix'd, and {ke muft die,
Believe me, fir, your fon will perifh too.

Demo. To gam our purpofe let us yield a Little—

. [afide.

Well then, finge thou wilt havea it fo, thy favourite
Shall live, my fon, I give her to thy prayers.

- Timan. My deareft father! |
[astempts to ki ifs his hand.

VOL. 11. °’ I Demo.
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Demo. Hold—a parent’s goodnefs
Sure merits fome return.

Timan, My life itfelfome .

Demo. ]:\76, my deat fon, Iafk far lefs from thee:
Learn to refpet my choice in fair Creufa,
"And be no more averfe to wed the princefs.
Timan.' O Heaven'l |

Demo. 1 fee it paigs théé ‘but the firuggle
Thy heart-enduses, adds merit to'dbedience.
Have I not felt compafiion for thy weaknefs ?
Do thou preferve my honour : think, Timanthes,
How will the breath of fame traduce thy father,
If through thy fault his facred faith is forfeit.
Thou canft not harbour fuch ingratitude ;
T know it well—come ; let 113 to the temple,
Thither cpnduét thy bride, and there before
The attefting Gods, at once thy fon fulfil
What juftice now deimwands from thee and me.
Timan. Mytlord-—‘-llcannot-- ,
Demo. Prince ! thou yet hatt heard *
The“father only; force me not to employ
The king’s authority.
* Timan. Sacred Ahke .
I hold the diftates of the king and father :
But well thou know'ft, love cannot%e compell’
" Dento. Love rules the. nupnals of the fubje&
~enly,

4
v

. : A greater
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A greater power muft join the hands of princes :
Their choice is guided by the public good.
Timan. If fuch a price muft’ buy the good of
othefgm—s

Demo. No more—] am wem; pﬁnC% of fruit-
lefs talk ;
This reafon may fuffice—"tis my command.

Timan. And I can NEV el

Demo. Ha! *What means this boldnefs ?
Doft thou not kifowse——  ,

Timan. 1 know thou wilt chaftife me.
, Demo. Yes, thou fhalt feel thy punifhment begin
In her thou lov'ft, thy Dirce.
Timan. O fot pity |
Demo. Away.
Timan. Yet heat-~wsm .
Demo. 1 have heard erievigh, and Dirce
Shall die; her doom is feal'd.
Timan. And if fhe dxcs—--—-‘
Demo. Att thou not gone yet ?
Timan. Yes! I will depart——
But if th' event {hould provewi
Demo, Prefgmptrous boy ! »
Gods! doft thou threat ?

Timan. 1 know not when I fpeak
In prayers or threats, reafon by flow dégrees
. 12 Forfakes
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 Forfakes her {eat—O force me not, my father,
To paffion’s wild extremes—I here proteft—
I'll do—what may I not !—
Demo. Speak out, ingmte L
What wilt thou do ?. :

*  Timan. All that dcfpaxr can prompt.

Would’ﬁ‘thou-haw me prudent full 5
Would'ft tholt my .innocepce defend ?
*Tis thine fo rule me at thy, will’; -
On thee my fu‘turc deed.s depend.

My thoughts no longer peace.can find,

While the, whofe danger fills my mind,  «
With frenzy fires niy foul :

My paffions lighten from my eyes;

NG force of reafon can-fuffice
My fury to control ¢ [Ewir.

S.CE'N.E. IV.
Dnﬁoyﬁooﬁ | ;“iéne
Muft all infult me thus % yon' haughty princefs,
My daring fubjed, a.nd rebelhous fon?
-"Tis time to *vindicate my ﬂ:ghted power.
Guards, fee that Dirce be without ‘delay
,Led to the facrifice : from her proceed

My fon’s prefamption, and her fatherls guilt :

But were the mnocent, the muft not live;
. . The
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The kingdom’s weal requires Creufh’s nuptials ;
And thefe Timanthes never will complete

Till death remove his Dirce. When the fiate
May be preferv'd, "tis juft to facrifice

One life, tho® guiltlefs, for the general*good.

Thus the fwain, who lops away
Some fuperfluous flower or bough,
Hopes to fee, a future day,
The plant or tree more lovely grow.

Senfe and reafon muft ‘beware
One more favour’d part to cherith,
When the whole, without our care,
May for warit of moifture perith. [ LExir.

SCENE V.
Porticoss.
Marnusivs, TIMANTHES.

Mat. Our only refuge then——

Timan. Yes, deareft friend,
Our only refuge is in flight : the king,
So far from yielding to my earneft prayers,
Grew more incens'd : fly then, wnd fly this inftant.
Provide a fpeedy bark, therein fecure
Whate’er thou haft of choice and yalued treafure :

And where amid the rocks the fea breaks in,
2 Right
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Right of the port, conceal’d expeét me : there
I'Hl join thee foon with Dirce,

Mas. But her guards—r

Timan. The care be mine to elyde theirvigilance;;
I know a fecret path that to her pni'pn
"Can lead my fiepst O hafte! for time neglected
Will punifh thafe who ﬂighg accafion pffer'd

Maz. Spme fncud'iy pawer its ajd extends,
Some power that i innpcence befriends,
Has .on thy foul thefe thoughts impreft :
h* example of thy cruel fire
C.oqld foft compaflion pe'er indpire, .
To inflpence thus shy genetous breaft. [ Exiz.

SCENE Vi

. Tivaxwnes alove.

Vaft is the facrifice I make to love :
T3 fly to poverty, to fink, myfelf |
Even to the humble flate of private life :
To lofe the crown and my paternal wealth :
But dearer are my wife and-fon than all.
Each other goat has no intrinfic worth,
Opinion makes it great, The tepder feelings
Of father, hufband, have their facred {pring
In nature’s felf : thefe are not bred by cuftom,
Or early thoughts inftill'd from infan\ years:

Thq feeds are in ourfelves, are with us born.
¢ * Riv
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Fly then—delay no more—but who comes here ?
Perchance the king—hehold the guards approach !
D no !——and yet I fee the haly pricfls,

And with them one in fnowy vefture clad.

But, ha! what do I fee l—Almighty powers !

It is my wife

SCENE VIL

Enter DIRoE,’ in white vefmentsy crowned with
Slowers, Pr?aﬁ; ond Guards.

Timan. O ftay | my Dirce! fpeak, .
‘What can this mean } :
Dir. At length rary ki is coms ;
Thefe eyes muft never, never fee thee more !
O prince ! how cruel is shis fepagation !
Timan. And does my father———
Dir. *Tis his will that'T +°
This inftant fuffer.
Timan. Never whilft 1 lJivE—-- [ going t0 draw.
Dir. What would'ft thou do, my lord ! againtt
fach numbers
Thou feek'tt in vain to faye me, but muft ruth
Thyfelf on certain ruip.
Timan. True, my love,
T'll feck fome better way. [ going.
Dir. But whither go'ft thou ?
Timan,
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Timan. To draw together all the friends I have ;
Go thou in peace ; I'll reach the fane before thee.

Dir. Yet think—O Heaven !—

Timan. There'is no room for thought :
My pity’s turn’d to fury : tremble all
' That dare oppofe me : thould my father’s felf—
My frenzy knows no bounds—Ilet fword and flames

Defiroy the palace, temple, priefts and Gods!
e, [Ex 2.

SCENE VIIL

Dirce, Priefls, Guards.

" Dir. O flay !———he hears me not
powers !

Preferve his life—for, ah ! thould he be loft,

What friendly care fhall guard our orphan fon !

The pangs of terror for 2 hufband’s danger

Were only wasting to complete my woes :

Ditt I but know of whom ¢o implore relief !

Eternal

SCENE IX.

Enter CrEUSA.

Dir. Ah'! princels ! ah! Creufa ! grant me pity.
,Thou canft not fure refufe a dying wretch,
"Who, rmdﬁ the, bittereft grief, eflfays to move
Thy gentle heart, no ftranger to compaffion.
’ ) Creu.
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Creu. Who art thou ? Say, what would'fi thou 2

Dir. Sure my fate -
Too well is known by thee : my name is Dirce ;
I go to die, yet guiltlefs of a‘crime :
I afk no pity for myfelf, Creufa;
But fave, defend the poor diftrefs’d Timanthes :
To guard my life, he.courts his own defiruction.
If e’er. th’ entreaties of the dying move,
O'! let him find in you a kirrd proteéirefs !
Appeafe his r&.ge, or, O! ,procure*his pardon
For all the frantic deeds of Yafhdefpair.

Crex. And can it be, that on the verge of death,
Thou feel'ft fo deeply for another’s welfare.

D¥r. Enquire no further—--—fate deérees him
thmc. E -

Should I alas L thofe.ills impart ’
I've long been docm’d to know, «
The tale would bxcak thy tender heart
With fympathy_of woe. . . . .

But thus with every pang opprcﬁ' .
All hopelefs of relief ; :
A rock, that pity ne’er confefs d, .
Might foften at my grief. |
[Exit with the priefis and guards to the temple.

SCENE
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SCENE X.

Creusa alone.
. How firong a power has beauty ! If the charms
» Of this affli€ted thus tan touch my heart,
Well may Timaathes ftand excus’d, who loves her.
I fcarce can hold from tears: this haplefs pair
With faithful psffiofj love, and I'm the caufe
Of their misfortunes—no-~farbjd it, Heaven }
Some means fhall yet' be founde—r—

SCENE XL

Enter Cnnnmrnus

Creu. Thou com'ft, Chennthus,
In happy time to affift me. ,

Cher. Doft thou, «princefs,
Still feck my brother’s blood ?
*Creu. No; rage infpir'd
That thought, and with my rage the thought ia
loft:
I feek his prefervation. Dirce now
Goes to be facrific’d, Timanthes raves
In wild defpair: hafte thou to calm his fury,
While I, on his behalf, entreat the king.
» Cher. O goodnefs worthy of a princely mind !
And who would not adore thee, fair Creufa ?
Ah!
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Ah! wert thou not fo cruel to Cherinthus !

Creu. How haft thoy found Crenfa cruel to thee?
This heart 15 different far from whgt thou think’ftwe
Perhaps—but go—thou would'ft enquire toomuch,

L]

Cher. Kind ftars ! 1 atk not. i ye prove
Still malignant to my flates .

"Tis enough that the Elove,
Gives me but to doulbt my fate.

The wretch who, long inur'd'to gncf
Had ne’er one happy hour to prize ;

Whene'er he doubts, receives relief,

For hopes begin when doubts arife. [Ewxis.

} v
]

SCENE XIIL

CreusA alone,
Could'ft thou, my dear C‘hermthus, know what
pain

This rigousy that offends thee, gives Creufa, °
I thould not feem the tyrant theu haft shoughf me.
"Tis true I bave not yet efpous’d Timanthes :
The change is eafy ; on myfelf alone
Depends the choic—but det me thinke—I came
To wed the kingdom's heir; and thail T yicld
To live a fubjet where I thaught to geign ?
No, virtue, glory, pride forbid fpch weaknefs,

Happy,
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Happy, happy age of gold !

Lavely innocence of old,

When oyr pleafures uncontroll'd,
Ne’er their foes in virtue found.

Now we groan beneath the weight

Of flavith forms and galling fiate,

While ourfelves our pains create,

And forge the chains with which we’re bound.
[Exis.

SCENE
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SCENE" XIIL

The temple of Aporro. A magnificont flight of
Seps afcending 1o the temple, the infide‘of which
is difcovered to the fpellators beswixt the pillars
that fupport the building. The altars are feen
thrown down, the fire extinguifhed, the facred
veffels overturned, the garlends; axes and other
implements Of ﬁz.orgﬁce Jegttered wpon the ground ;
the Priefis flying, the roywd Guards purfued by
the friends of TiMANTHES, and tumult and con-

, Jufion in every part.

TIMANTHES appears driving fome of the Guards
down the fieps, then is lofi behind the feenes.
Dirce from the top of the fieps calls 1o him with’
the utmoff terror. * A flight Sirmifls enfues, in
which the friends of TAMANTHES Aave the ad-
vantage. The combatants being gone off, DircE,
Jeeing TIMANTHES again, runs da-wn Jfrom tke
temple to flop him. :

Dir. O! all ye facred powers of Heaven! de-
fend him ! ’

Hear me, Timanthes, O! in pity hear me—
Timan. Come, come, my love, thou art fafe

Dir. Ah me! Timanthes,
‘What hatt tBou done ?

Tinan.
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Timan. I've done but as I ought. '
Dir. Unhappy me !~—Alas! my lord, thou art

wounded,
O Gods! thou att all o’er blood.
Timan. Be not difmay'd ;
The blood thon fee’ft ne’er iffied from thefe veins,
*Tis what my rage from other breafts has drawn.

Dir. Yet 100!5: ! . [looking out.
Timan. No,more, iny life! ¢ompofe thyfelf,
Let us be gone. . *  [takes her hand.

Dir. And leave our fon Olinthus ?
Where muft he ftay ? Shall we depart without him?

Timan. T will return for him when thou art in

{afety. '
. Dir. Yet ftay—for yonder I behold approaching
The royal guards. ;

Timan. *Tis true :, then let us fly
A different way—that pafiage too is barr’d,
Afother troop draws near. 5

Dir. Unhappy Dirce !

T¥%man. Do all my friends forfake me ?
{Jooking round.

Dir. Cruel fate!
What can we more ?

Timan. This fword fhall hew thy paffage :
Follow mg l— { going, vmeets Demo,

¢ .
L .  SCENE.
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SCENE XIV.,

Enter DEMOPHOOR, his fword drawn, Guards,

Demo. Fly not——Stay, unworthy fon!
Timan. My father ! are you here againft me too !
Demo. Perfidious boy !

Timan. Let JDone approach*the vidim.

Dir. Yield, prince, think of thy fafety.
{afide 10 him.

Demo. No——forbear ;
Pouch him not, guards, but give his madnefs way,
And let us fee how, far it can tranfport him:
Complete thy glorious deeds, here in this breaft
Plunge deep thy fword; thou canft not tremble, .

traitor, o '

To pierce a father, when thy, impious rage
Has, in their temples, dar’d to infultvthe Gods !

Timan. O Heaven! -

Demo. What is’t withholds thee? Doft thou
paufe
To fee this weapon ?~~Thus I caft it from me.
What would'ft thou more ? Behold I offer here
Thy greateft foe defencelefs to thy rage.
Now glut thy fecret hate, let me be punifh’d
For giving birth to thee. Thou want'ft but littlc

Ta be fupreme in wickednefs ; already °
6 Thou
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Thou art travell'd far : it but remains to ftecp
Thy daring weapon in a parent’s blood,
And give thy reeking hand to her thou lov'ft.

Timan. Enough, enough, my father! O forbear;

Thefe keen reproaches ftab me to the foul.
« Behold this guilty weapon at your feet,

Behold your fon offending kneels before you.
Take from him, if you will, this wretched life,
But fpeak not thus.« T know I have tranfgrefs'd,
My fault’s fo great I dare not fue for pardon :
Yet fure the bitter {courge of lyour refentment
Is more than wretchednefs like mine can bear.

Dir. Ill-fated prince! What doft thou feel for

me ? | [afide.

Demo. Had Inot proofs fo glarmg of his perfidy,
«He would feduce me—but I'll hear no more.
Yield, rebel! yield—fubmit thy impious hands
To flavith manacles., *e

Timan. Where, wherc, my friends,

¢ . [2e the guards.
Where are your chams ? Behold thefe ready hands,
For never fhall the fon refufe to obey
The mandates of a Juﬂ offended father.

Dir. Algs! my fears predn?ced but too true !
, [afide.
Demo. Lead back the victim to the infulted God,
*Ye holy pricils,, and flay her in my prefence.
H Timan.
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Timan. Alas! my life, I cannot now defend
thee. [#0 Dirce,
Dir. How many deaths this day muft I endure
Timan. My king! my father!
Demo. Leave me !
Timan. Yet have pity !
Demo. Thou afk’ft ip vain,
Timan. It never {hall be faid .
I fufier'd Dirce to be flaint before me ;
At leafl defer the fwoke ; hear, reverend priefts .
My father hear! know'Dirce ne’er can bie
The victim Heaven requires———the facrifice
‘Would prove a profanation.
Demo. Speak, what mean’ft thou ?
Timan. What does the God demand ?
Demo. A virgin’s hlood.

Timan. Then Dirce mtuft not here be led to

death, »
She’s weddad-the’s a mother--—ﬂw s my wife.
Demo, Ha'! .
Dir. How I tremble for him ! [ajide.

Demo. Mighty Gods!
What do T hear! ye priefts, fufpend the rites,
Some other vi®tim muft be found. Are thefe
The hopes I fondly cherifh’d ? Impious fon,!
Refpect'tt thou thus divine and human laws ?
voL, 1I, S And
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And doft thou comfort thus thy father’s age ?

Dir. Let not your wrath my lord, be turn'd
on him:
"Tis I am guilty : thefe unhappy charms
Caus'd all this wretchednefs : ’twas I who fiudied -,
Too much to pleafe him; I, with female wiles, |
Seduc’d him firfil to love : "twas I enforc’d him,
With frequent tears, to thefe forbidden nuptials.

Timan. Beli¢ve i not, my lprd—it is not fo:
That the confented was my faplt dlone ;
By inc was every artifice employ’d :
A thoufand times the banifh’d me her fight,
As often I return’d :, I vow’d, entreated, .
Nay threaten’d, but in vain : at length the faw me
Reduc’d to all the madnefs of defpair;
"Till in her prefence, with a defperate hand,
My fword I drew, and megac’d even my life :
‘Then pity forc’d her tq confent.

Dir. Andeyet

¢ Demo. Be filent bothw——I ﬁnd.an unknown
.fomething

Crcep through my heart, that 'midft my juft re-
fentment,

Would foften me to tendernefs and p1ty

But, O! it muft, not be, their guilt’s too great ;

"1is mine to give the world a bright example

Of .weady virtue and impartial juftice. [afide.

‘What, ho !-—=Ict thefe be kept apart in pnfon

"Till
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*Till we decree their fate.
Timan. At leaft together
Dir. At leaft together in our utmoft fufferings—

®
Demo. Ygs, yes, ingrates! one fortune fhall be
yours.

Perfidious pair! in life’s eftate
Since love your hands could bind ;
Both fhall partake one cofimdn fate,
Nor be By d,path dlsjom’d *

Your crime was ones and both alike -
One punithment fhall know ;
» While juft refentment ndw thall firike
By me the imparfial blow. [Exit.

SCENZE XV. .

Dirce, Timantrbs, Guards.
Dir. My lord!
Timan. My wife !
Dir. For me muft thou be loft !

"Uiman. And muft thou dic for me !

Diy. Ah! who henceforth
Will guard our child Olinthus !

Timan. Cruel moment !

Dir. Ah! then—but what avails it, prince, ~to
fink .
K 2 In
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In unbecoming weaknefs ! Let our grief

Be worthy of us; one fhort effort cuts '

This cruel knot ; then let us part with firmnefs,
Without ¢omplaining.

Timan. Yes, bnght excellence!
I praife the generous thought let not 2 figh
Efcape us more, . .

Dir. Now I am prepar e

Timan. AndT.
Have fteel’d my bofom )

Dir..O! be ﬁrong my heart !

Timan. Farewell, my Dirce !
[ﬂ:e_y part wzth?*rq/blanon, but at the entr fice
of the feent turn dgm,z fo ook at each other.

Dir. Prince, farcwell v

Timan. My wife!

Dir. Timanthes,

Both. O ye pqﬁtéri!

Dir. Why go'ft thounot ?

Timan! Why doft thou turn again to gaze upon
me?

Dir. Fain would I fee how thou canft bear thy
‘pains. *

Timan. But yet thou weep‘ﬁ-—-

~ Dir. And thou too figh'ft, Timanthes.

[y L] o
: Timan.
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Timan. O Heaven! how eafy do we form re-
* folves
Before the trial comes !
Dir. Alas! how well
I thought my refolution fix’d : yet let me
At leaft congeal my weaknefs from thy ﬁght.

Tonan, Ah'! flay, my life] hear me.
Dir. What would'ft thou fay ?

Timan. T"héﬁ.dcareﬁ gbject ofimy care,
Infiruét me how thefe woes to bear:
Ah'! reach thy hand at leaft to prove
The laft dear pledge of‘mﬂt and love !

Dir. This hand when fondly jein'd to thine,
Was once of happinefs the fign

But now, thofe fleeting moments o'er,

The fign of happinefs np more! *

Both. Farewell thou tredfure of my heart!
Relentlefs fate, that bids us piu‘:.,
That’dooms us ne'er to meet again !
Can ¢’er maligpant planets Thed * .
Worfe evils on the guilty head,
Than faithful love muft now fufiain ?

{ Eweunt  feparately.
END OF THE SECOND ACT,

ACT
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ACT I1II. SCENE L
A prifon.
TIMANTHES, ADRASTUS.

Timan. Be filent——canft thou hope that Dirce
dead,

‘Timanthes will*prolung his hated life
By wedding with another ? Why prefum’fi thou
To affront my conftincy ?

Adraf. *Tis fhe thou lov'ft
Now {pcaks by me; yes, Dirce bids me fay
'That ’tis the lafl requeft {he €’er fhall make.

Timan. Even the fame love that urges her to atk,
Foibids me to comply.

Adraf. And yet—

Timan. Enough. *

«

, Adra/. Refle@, my lo.rd-v-

Timan. Adraftps, ’tis in vain;
I'll*hear no more.

a
Adraj. Compaffion bids me try

" All means to fave thee from the fate that threatens.

Timan. " Who fpeaks to me of life becomes my
foe. Co.

Adraf.
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Adraf. Will thy breaft no counfel move ?
Wilt thou then no fuccour find ?
Sure ’tis juft thou ne’er thould'ft prove
Tender pity from mankind.
*

The wretch who fees with certain eyes
Impending ruin round him wait,

Yet not to *{cape the danger tries,
Can juftly ne’er complain f Fate, [Euxir.

SCENE* IL

TIMANTHES alone.

' Why fhould we covet life? What are its charms,
For all degrees are wretched ? Every ftate
Partakes of mifery. In infancy
We tremble at a frown : in ripening youth
We arc made the fport of Fortune and of Love:
In age we groan beneath the teight of years :
Now we are tormented with the thirft of gain,
And now the fear of lofs% eternal war
The wicked with themfelves maihtain ; the jufd
With fraud and envy. All our hemes are thadows,
Vain and illufive as a fick man’s dream ! ~
And when we but begin at laft to know,

Our life’s whole folly, death cuts fhort the fcenc :
O then let dcath at once—

SCENE
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SCENE HIL

Enter CHERINTHUS,

Cher. My deareft prince !
" Come to my breaft. [embraces him.

Timan. What mean thofe looks compos’d,
When thus you prefs me with & laft embrace?
Are thefe the tears due to a brothers death ?

Cher. What laft embrace, ‘what tears, what
* death, my brother ?
Thou art now the happieft of mankind : our fathcr
Forgets his indignation : all is paft ;
He gives thee back his former tendernefs,
Thy {poufe, thy fon, thy liberty and life.
" Timan. O ! hold, Cherinthus, even in pity hold;
Such mighty raptures fow too faft upon me :
Could I believe thee, fure my foul would faint
With vafi cxcefs of picafure'
C}zer Doubt it not
My words are truth, Timanthes.
Timan. Can it be!
What friendly power could change my father's
anger,
When, parting from the temple, he refolv’d
,On mine and Dirce’s death ?
Cher. Such was his purpofe ; ‘
‘ And
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And fure th' event had anfwer'd his refolve,
Since all but prov’d in vain to appeafe his wrath :
Even I, O prince! defpair'd of fafety for thee,
When to thy aid Creufa came~—

Timan. Creufa!

Creufa to my aid ! fhe whom fo lste
My fcorn offended ?

Cher. Yes, the fame Creufa s
Thou doft not' know, my brethes, all the virtues
Of that exalted’ fau' what fiid fho not,
What did fhe not to fave thee | Thy deferts
How did fhe raife ! How did fhe fpeak to excufe
Thy guilty rathnefs! Every means fhe tried
To waken nature in a parent's heart ;
She made compaffion, u&iu, 'public good,
And glory plead for thee ; ﬁw +Bis example
She fhew'd herfelf offended yet forgiving,
And touch'd his breaft with fhame. :Soon as I faw
The father's feclings wara'dt by ﬂmv degrees,
1 flew (fo Heaven infpir'd)p feck thy Dirce.
I found her’ with Olinthus : ‘inftant both
I hurried thence ; ang fet fq;c the Ring .
The mother and the fon. ﬁght fecur'd
Our vitory : for whether age fubfided,
Or that the affections of a.parent now,
Exerted all their power, the king forgot -
His anger, rais’d his daughter from the ground,
Then firain’d the guiltlefs infant in his arms,
6 ’ And
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And mingled with the refl his pitying-tears.

Timan. O my lov’d brother! O my dearcftfather!
Cherinthus, let us fly with fpeed to feek him.

Cher. Not fo—he longs himfelf to bring thee
firft
The grateful tidings ; “twill offend him much
To fee his fond defign by me prevented.
Timan. And has he then fuch kindnefs for a fon
Who yet fo littlé hag deferv’d his Jove 2
O how his goodnefs aggravates my crime !
With thame I own it'now : could I at leafi
Difcharge his promife to the Phrygian king :
But thou, Cherinthus, mayt———Then fave his
honour,
Give, in my ftead, thy hand to fair Creufa,
And calm to peace a parent’s finking age.
Cher. What fay’ft thou, prince ?—yes, let me
now confefs its—
Creufa is the miftrefs of my fate,
I love her with the trueft, .tendereft paflion—
But yet— , .
Timan. But what !
« Cher. 1 ne’er muft hope Creufa
‘Will deign to accept my hand : thou know’ft the
came ¢
To efpoufe the kingdom’s heir—but I am none.
* Timan. Is thig the only bar ?

Cher. What needs there more
5 3 ] To
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To oppofe ainy happinefs ?

Timan. Then go, Cherinthus,
Preferve my father’s faith—thou art the heir.

Cher. Who, 1, my brother ? »

Timan. Yes; thou would’ft have beeh,
Had not thy virtue fnatch’d me from defiruflion :
In yielding up my title to the throne,
I give thee back but part of what thou gav'ft.

Cher. Our father then——

Timan. At leaf he thalt not blufh
To find his plighted faith to breach expes’d :
And can I lefs for fuch a father’s peace?
What is a throne, compar’d with all the blifs
IIis goodnefs heaps upon me ?

Cher. Yet his lofs
Is great who quits a crown.

Timan. No, he who qI’Jits
A crown, has fomething left he prizes more.
@

Cher. Hlow glorious in thy gift I find,

The godlike virtues of thy mind !

I envy not the regal fiate, ’

But envy thee a foul fo great.

Thou bid’'ft a thoufand paffions r.ife ;

A thoufand thoughts my heart furprifc.

At once I joy and wonder prove,

And tender thame, and grateful love. '[ Exit

’

SCENE
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SCENE 1IV.

TimANTHES alone.

My for'! my wife! dear pledges of my peace !
" Part of myfelf ! Is it then given me foon
Fearlefs to clafp you in my fond embrace ?
And fhall we then, without a future pang,
Together lead our liveks ? Tranfporting thought !
‘Now, now, I find that unexpedied joy
Can fooner raife, thad grief deprefs the foul.

SCENE V.
Enter MaTrUSIUS with a paper in kis hand.

« Mat. O princé‘! my lord !
Timan. Art thou indeed Mathufius ?
If in yon® bark you ftay'd for me in vain
Maz. Enough the place thou art found in
mutt cxc:ufe theé. ©
Timan. Fow dld’ft thou gain accefs to me ?
Maz. Chennthus‘ )
Procur'd me this admittance.
Timan, Has he then
Told thee my happmcfs 4

¢« Mut: Noj; w:th impatience
Hc broke from mc, and flew I know not whither.

Timan.
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Timan. Q! I have wonders to relate, my friend!

Ma;.” Perhaps thou may’ft more wonders hear
" from me.

Timan. Know, I'm this hour the, happieft of

mankind, .

Mat. Know, that this hour reveals a mighty .

fecret.

Timan. What fecret ?

Ma:. Hear; and own ‘tis Wondrous— Dirce
Is not my daughter; fhe’s thy ﬁﬁer '

Timan. Hal '
My fifter l—fure thou mockft met  [diflurbed.

»

Mu:. No, my prince,

I mock thee not; thou did'ft with her partake
One common flock ; one bload runs in your veins;
One father and one mother gave you bigth. ’

Timan. O peace !’wha; haft thou faid |—Forbid
it Heaven ! * [afide.

Mat. This paper yields the certain proof— |
Timan. What paper ?
O give it
Aar. Hear me firft ; my wife, when dying,
Gave me this paper feal'd, and bade me fwear
Never to open it, unlefs fome danger
Should threaten Dirce.

Timan. Wherefore, when the king
’ This

[witk impatience,
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This day condemn’d her to the {acrifice,
Didft thou neglect it ? :

Mat. Such a length of yca.rs
Elaps'd, had blotted it from my remembrance.

‘Timan.s W hat brought it now to mind ?

Mas. When late for flight
I gather’d all my treafures to the fea,
Anmudft my hoard I found it.

Timan. Let me v1ew-----.
Mas. Yet ﬁay o
Timan. O Heaven! .

Maut. Thou know’fl my consort bore
Such faithful duty to the queen thy mother,

‘ 'lfhat whom in life fhe lov'd, in death fhe follow’d.

. Timan. 1 know it well.

Mat. See'ft thou this regalefignet ?

Timan. 1 do. "

]\[{zt Obferve this writing ; mark it well; ,
Kfowft thou the queen’s éwn hand ? °

Tixan. I'do—no more-
Diftract me not! ,
* Mart. Now read. | [ gives the paper.

Timan. My trembling heart ! | [reads.
«¢ Dirce is not the daughter of Mathufius,
£¢ But {prings from royal race, to me the owes

« “ Her birth, and-claims Demophoon for her father.
. 41 By
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¢ By whatsevent her fortune has been chang’d,
¢¢ Another fecret paper muft difclofe ;
¢ Let this be fought for in the houfhold temple,
<« Beneath the facred footfiool of the God,
* To which the king alone mulft dare approach.
<« Meantime let this fuffice to prove her birth,
¢ A queen confirms it with her oath.

¢ ARGEA.”

Mus. Thou trembleft, pripce !, Sure this is more
than *Wonder ! .

Why fpreads that deadlypalenefs o’er thy face ?

Timan. Almighty powers ! what dreadful firoke

is this ! [a/ide.
Maz. Now tell me, prince, the happinefs you
boafted,

Let me at leaft

Timan. Leave mg, Mathufius, leave’me.

Mat. Why art thou “troubled thus? thou’ft
gain’d a fifier, .

And fay is,that fo great a caufe of forrow ?
Timan. Leave me, in pity leave me to myfelf!
Afut. How firangely various are the minds of

men ! ‘ .

The fame event that fills one breaft wjth joy,

Difira@s another with the pangs of grief.

Good
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Good and ill are only names,
Nothing real here we find :
Each his pain or pleafure frames,
As affection fways the mind,

E\'et.y objeé changes hue,
While ourfelves the hues impart :
As the paffions, ever gew,
Turn to peace ‘or war the heart,  [Es,

SCENE VL

TIMARTHES alone.

Ah ! wretch | what coldnefs freezes at my heart !
What dreadful aspect does my fate affume !
T fee, I fee the source of all my woes ;
The wrath of Heaven purfued the unlawful nup-

tials. “'
My hairs fland up with herror! What am I'!
‘What is the king [—Behqld Olinthus, now,
Nephew and fon !, Dirce oy wife and fifter *
Detelted mixture, mofl unnatural kindred !
Fly, fly, Timanthes, hide thee from mankind,
Each hand will point at thee—thou now rguft prove
Thy aged father’s gurfe ! How will thy ftory
Be made the fport of fame ! Unhappy Thrace,
+Béhold thy (Edipus! in me behold
The furies, here‘renew’d of Thebes and Argos.
O! that
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O ! that théfe eyes had never gaz’d on Dirce!
What then I deem’d the violence of love

Was but the voice of nature——I'm become'

A monfter to myfelf! The light grows hateful !
Each breath affrights me, earth appears to fink
Beneath my trembling feet !—methinks I hear
Ten thoufand thunders round me, while my crime
With every objeét glanes upon my fight !

SCENE VIL®

Enter from different parts CREusa, DEMOPHOON,
ADRrAsTUS leading OriNTHUS by the hand, and

*
DiRcE.

Creu. Timantheg———

Timan. Princefs! ah! pursue me not————
Leave, lcave me to meyfelf.

Demo. My deareft fon.

Timan. Ah! no———1IJ muft not hear that tender
nathe.,

Creu. Perhaps thou know'ft note—-"

Timan. O! I know too much.

Demo. Receive this fond embrace, thy pledge

of pardon : )
But fay why doft thou fhun thy father’s arms ?
Titnan. 1 dare not look on thee
Creu. What can this mean ?

VOL. II., L Depmo.
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Demo. What has befallen thee ?——*-

Adraf. See! behold your fon:
Be comforted, my lord.

Timan. Take hence, Adraftus,

Take herice that child, O! bear him from my
fight.

Dir. My much-lov'd lox;l!
Timan. Begong, ayoid me, Dirce.

Dir. And wilt thou drive me from thee on this
day -
Of general joy ?

Timan. Where fhall I fly to hide me! [ going.
Dir. O hold!

Demo. Yet hear'me !
¢ Cren. Stay

Timan. Jl’is all in vain :

You feek to eafe, and ftab me to the heart.
4Demo. But fay, whom ﬂy’i’c thou from ?
Timan. From men and ‘®ods!

Froni you and frod myfelf

. Dir. And whither go'ft thou ?

Timan. Where the fun never fhines, where no-
thmg lives, - -
Where my remembrance may be loft for ever ! '
Deno. Think on thy father.
Adraf. 'On thy fon

Dir.
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Dir. Thy’' wifem—
Timan. O fpeak not thus ! foe, father, fon and
* brother,
Are names endearing to a mind at peac'c ;
To me they are founds of harror.

Creu. Say the caufe.
Timan. Seek not to know it~—drown me in

oblivion.
Dir. By thofe’ dear tnoments wt;en 1 pleas’d
thee firt=— .

Timan. Dirce, forbear——
Dir. By all thofe folemn fiegm——
Timan. O hold, in pity hold !

Dir. If thou no more s

Regard’ft thy wife, at leaft thy fon may move thee : »

Look on him—"'tis the fame that oft has touch’'d

Thy breaft with tendernefs* look on him fill ;

"Tis thy own blood: '
Timan. Would Heavgn he were not fo !

Dirce. What crime could he <ommit "that thus
thou thynn’ft him ?
Why doft thou turn away thy face —O fee,
See how hé reaches out his little hands,
And fpeaksgo thee with {miles of innocence !
Timan. Ah! couldft thou now be fen? ble of

that,

Which, haplefs boy ! thou muft, hereafter know,
L2 Thou
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Thou wouldft not thus with fondnefs hover round
me !

L

Ill-fated child ! thou canft not fecl
Thy future grief and thame :

May never tongue thy birth reveal,
Or tell thy father's name !

Ye Gods! what fudden change I find !
How foon niy peace is fled !
What late wath rapture fill'd my fnind,
Is now my greateft dread ! [ Lxit.

SCENE VI .

DemoruooN, Creusa, Dirce, ADRasTUS,
OriNTHUS.

Demo. Afiraftus, follow him-[Exis Adrafius,

Olinthus is led off by an attendant.] Who can
infortn me,

Arhidft you all, what my Timanthes means,
If frenzy os defpair poffefs his mind ?
But wherefore do ye gaze with wonder on me,
Yet fpeechlefs fland ! O could I but difcover
What evil threatens, that my foul might ftand
Prepar'd to meet the worft. - Almighty powers !
Give me at leaft to know this fecret darfger.

6
Diftrefsful
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Diﬂsc.,{sful founds invade my ear,
I fé thick fmoke obfcure the fkies,
Around the crackling ruins hear,
Yet find not whence the flames 4rife.

My terror makes my doubts‘the more,
Amid my doubts my fears increafe :
Difiracted thus, I lofe the power
To fly, if flight could fave,my peace. [Exit. -

SCENE IX.
CREUSA, Dizce, h

Creu. Say, Dirce, wherefore feem’ft thou thus

unmov’d,

When, with thy hufband, thou art made the theme

Of every tongug ?+—Go—feck huq, ‘Jearn the
caufe— >

Thou hear'ft me not—Why are thy languid eyes

Caft down to earth P—Shake off this Iethargy .

*Tis madnefs to reject a fnendly countfel :

If more thou canft not—give thy forrows vent,

At leaft lament aloud and break this filence.

Dirce. How fhall T fpeak to thee again,
And_in what words reply ?

I feek to oppofe my fate in vain,
I'would, but cannot fly,

Mv
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My feafes numb’d with fudden dread
" No longer can complain ;
No tears, alas! have I to fhed,
No voice to tell my pain. [Exit.

SCENE X.,

Creysa alone.

What unblefs'd region’s this !..v:fh'y am 1 come
To thare in others’ griefs ? How many cvils
Has one {mhappy day produc’d ? Contention
Between a fon and father ! Human viétims,
Polluted temples, and ill-omen’d nuptials !
There wanted but the fear of unknown ills
To make thefe woes complete. The wrath of Fate
[s fure toe gighty to continue long;
[t muft relertl% 1?: fuch diﬁrc.fsﬁxlgl f?ortunc,
Hope oft again, tevive$ from merc defparr.

“Misfortuncs cannot long’ remain,
When'once they’ve reach’d their full increafe;
And hope begins to dawn again,
. When tertor rifes to excels.

Al things muft change beneath the fun,
And fince we're thus deprefs’d by Fa’ -,
‘We never can be more undone,
" But any change muft mend our flate. [Ewir.

. SCENL
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SCENE XL

«n apartment in the Palace, magnificeptly decoraled
for the nupiials of CREUSA. |

TimMaNTHES, CHERINTHUS.

Timan. And whither, cruel, would'ft thou lead
me now ?
Thefe {plendid’ thows of pomp and joy augment
The pangs of ont abandon’d to defpair.

Cher. Methinks no longer I difcern my brother :
What means this weaknefs {o unworthy of thee ?
'If thou hafi. err'd, thou knew’ft it not : “tis true
Thou art unhappy, but not criminal.

All, all misfortuncs may be lightly borne,
When the foul feels not guilt.

Timan. By dezdé. alone
The world direés its cenfure ; anc’I when deeds
Condemn us, reafon tries in vain to abfolve.
But U'm too guilty ; or if ignorance
Eatennates my offence, I'm criminal’ .
in Lmng fidl to lives and yor I vover
Can banith Do e hence; 1 feel [ love her.
i know 1 ought not s bui, alas! fo foon
Fow can I hope to break the tender tics,
Caft off the lover, huiband and the father?
Diflolve an unica, dearer by misfortune ;
Forget our faith, obliterate the remembrance’

3 Of
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Of pleafures long enjoy'd? O Heaven! Cherin-

*  thus,
Leave me, in pity leave me; let me die,
Ere yet a greater guilt

SCENE XIIL

Enter Aprastus.

Adraf. The king, Tlmanthes,
Seeks thee in eyery part ; but now “Ifaw him
With old Mathufius guit the houfhold temple.
A pleafure feems to brighten either’s looks ; -
For thee alone they afk.

Timan. O let me fly !
TooMuch I dread to meet a father's fight ! -

SCENE XIIL

L]
Lnter MaTHUSIUS.

@lat. My fon! my dearefi fon,!
. . . [embracing Timanthes.
Timan. To me that name !
Ha! wherefore! fay? ,
Mat. Becaufe thou art uiy fon,

And I— am thy father!
Timagp. Sure thou dream’ft !

SCENE
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SCENE XIV.

Lnter Dirce leading OLINTHUS.

Timan. O Heéaven! Is Dirce here ?

Dir. Fly not, my lord,.
Nor fear in me a fifter.

Timan. You deceive me,
To calm the sumult of my wounded thoughts %

.SCENE XV.

Enter DEMOPHOON attended.
g
Demo. Thou art not decew d, Timanthes; all
1s true.
Timan. O to betrdy me now were cruelty !

Deno. Yet be conipos’d : ,for"‘l;:mw thou art

not my fon. .
* Thou, when an infant, wert exchang d for Dirce :
T am her father, and Mathufius thine.’ .

My confort begg'd thee of Mathufius® wife ;
For then the deem’d the public weal concern’d *
In this exchange : but when Chenntlms next
Was born, too late the faw the rath defign
Had of fucceffion robb’d her rightful fon.
To me the durft not tell the michsv {ecret,

She
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She fgund already thou had'ft gain’d too much

On my affe&ion : but at length, reduc'd”

To life’s extremeﬁ verge, fhe left the ftory

Reveal’d in two myfterious papers; one

She gave her friend, and that ‘Mathufius thew'd
# thee; -

The other the conccal’d and that thou here

Beholdeft. |

Timan. Wherefora dxd fhe not m one
Difclofe the myftery? = ¢

’Demo.' Becaufe 1hé meant
The firft fhould-only prove the birth of Dirce.
It there fuffic’d to fwear the was her daughter.
The fecret of thy fate was kept for me ;
Thit' I might act 3s beft the time requir'd,
Or to divulge, or keep it ftill unknown.
For this the fecond paper fhe difpos’d,
Where I alone could‘ ever have accefs.

Timan. Sugh. ﬁrangc events ftill hold my mind
o in doubt.

3 ¢ "

Demo. Too certam are the proofs: behold the
writing
Where all 1 have declat di IS told at full,

Tmum Q. Fortune ! do.not once again deceive
me! ¢ {2akes the paper and reads.

SCENE
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SCENE LAST.

Enter Crevsa.

Crex. May I, my lord! believe the Jeyful txd-
ings
That echo through the palace ?
Demo. Princefs, yes: , .
See there thy.hufband. I have pledg’d my faith
To wed thee to my fon, and, kingdom’s heir ; *
And in Cherinthus now receive them both.

. Cher. The change may prove ungrateful to
Creufa.

Creu. In vain we hope to avoid what Heaven
decrees.

Cher. And wilt thou not confefs thou lov'ft
Cherinthus? * ,

Creu. My deeds fhall fpeak my thoughts.

Timan. *And was it fne
The oracle declar'd ? Was I the unknbwn, ,
The innocent ufurper ?

Demo. Yes, thou wert.
The clouds are now difpell’d ; the kingdom ﬁands
Deliverd from the annual facrifice;
And to the rightful heir the crown retarns.
I fhall prefegve, without the means of rigour,
» ’ My
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My faith unbroken to the Phrygian King ;
Cherinthus fhall poflefs his lov’d Creufk :

She fhall a fceptre gain; and thou may’ft now
Securely clafp thy Dirce. Not a caufe

For grief,remains, and all this wondrous maze
Of myftic Fate, thefe papers have reveal'd.

Timan. O! happy papers! fortunate Timan-
thes !
Ye powers! froth what a dreadful weight I feel
My foul difbwrden’d ! O my fon i iy wife !
Come to my bofom :¢ now I can embrace you
Without the fear of guilt !
Dir. Tranfporting hour ! [kneels.
Crex. What moving tendernefs |
Timan. Moft juft of kings!
Once more behold me at your feet: forgive
The wild excefles of dcfpalrmg love ;

Believe me, when I fwear it, you thall find me

More duteous®as your fubjeét than your fon.
“*Demo. Rife, thou art full my fon, “ftill call me

. father; -

Such, while Ilive, thou'lt find me : till this hour

Our love was duty, henceforth be it choice.

A fironger tie thall our affetions bind

Than Nature's ties; éhe infunétive work of Fate,

Cuonrus.
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CHonus.

Good fortune moft delights mankind,
That fteals upon us, when the mind
Can {carce its griefs fuftain, ,
‘What mortal blifs can prove fincere,
Since, to be great, our pleafures here
Mutft have their fource in pain! "

END OF THE THIRD ACT.

ADRIAN






ADRIAN IN SYRIA.



PEKSONS OF THE DRAMA.

ApriaN, Emperor of Rome, in love with Emi-
RENA, but betrothed to SABINA.

Osruos, King of ‘the Parthians, captive to
Abpriax, father of EMIRENA.
PR

SABINA, in love with, and betrothed to Apriax.

Prarnaseks, a Parthian prince, captive to ADRIAN;
friend and tributary to OsruoEs, betrothed
to EmIrENaA. ° '

e
EMIRENA, captive to ADRIAN, in love with Prax-
NASPES,

AauiL1vs, a tribune, confidant of ApRIAN, fecretly
¢ . .
” in love with SaBina. *

SCENE, ANTIOCH.



ADRIAN IN SYRIA.

ACT 1. SCENE L.

A fyuare in the city of Antioch, magnificently
decorated with military trophies, confiffing of
arms, enfigns, gnd other fprils of the conquered
barbarous nalions, dn imperial throne on one
fide. A bridge over the rivér Orontes, that di-
vides the city.

Or* the near fide of the river appears ADRIAN borne -
in triumph on the fhields of the Roman foldiers.
AauiLius, guards and people. On the further
Jide of the river PHARNAsPES and OSRHOES,
with a train of Par#hians bringing various wild
beafts and other gifts as prefents to ADRIAN.

«

Cuaqpus of RoMAN SoLDIERs.

Live, live for us, for empire’live! *

On fam’d Orontes’ banks receive

That laurel which the conquer’d give,
Great Ceefar ! thus to grace thy brows. .

Hail ! father of a happy land !

Hail ! leader of a martial band !

The world confefs thy faving hand :
In thee our deareft hopes repofe.

voL. 1. M What
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‘What wreaths for thee fhall Gahges frame,

- What nations fhall extend thy fine

From clime to clime, 'till Ceefar's name
The earth’s remoteft region knows !

[while the chorus is_finging Adrian defeends, and
the jbldze:s, who bore him on their Jhields, fall
mito their ranks with ﬂze reflo -

Agquil. Fhe Parthign prmte Pharnalf] pcs; mighty

Cafzr, -« )
Requefts an audience of thce y

Adr, Let him come,
He fhall be heard.

[Aquilius goes out, and Adrian having afcended
the fieps of the throne addreffes the foldiers
Sflanding. .

_ My friends and fellow-foldicrs,
" You offer me an empire with your blood
No lefs than mirfe fuftain'd. I know not well
The right of Adnan to receive alone
, [I'he fruits of general toil ; but if your love
” Brook no refufal, each of you fhall'f nd,
(Whate’er my ude) Adrian fill the fame.
Nor deem yourfelves my fubje&s: no, together

« We ftill, as wont, will ferve one common caufe,
To guard the glories of imperial Rome,
Your private honours and the public weal, [Ae fis.

CHorus.
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CHonws.

Live, live for us, for empire live !

On fam’d Orontes’ banks receive®

That laurel which the conquer'd gite,

Great Cefar, thus to grace thy brows.

[while the chorus is finging Pharnafpes and

Ofthoes pafi the river with all their train,

preceded by Aquilius. PRarnalpes and Ofrhoes

advance: Phagnafpes addreffes hinfelf to Caefar.

Phar. On this decifive day, when Rome adores
In thee her Ceefar; from that eye, Auguftus,
Qn which depends the fate of marny a realm,
Vouchfafe to caft one look on ‘prince Pharnafpes.
But late thy foe; he now at Caefar’s feet
Lays down his enmity, and fwears to prove
His loyalty and truth, ’

Of. [afide to Phar.] There needed not
Such abjedt, tame fubmiffion.

Adr. Rome is ever °* _
Each nation’s common mother, *and rec¢eives,
Within her bofom all that would become
Incorporate with herfelf : her friends the honours,
The vanquifh'd fhe forgives; yith godlike virtue
The opprefs'd fhe raifes, and fhe finks the proud.
Ofr. [afide.] O! infolence of power!

Phar. 1 cqme to afk

No unexampled act of Roman virtue
. M2 The
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The royal daughter of the Parthian king ,
Is now a prifoner in your chains. ‘
Adr. Proceed. :
Phar. Releafe her from her bonds
Adr. [aﬁde] 0! Heaven !
Phar. Dryup
Her country’s tears ; to me reflore the maid.
And take thefe gifts for ra.nfom
Adr. Hers in Afia ]
T wage a generous war : I come not, prince,
To barter gold for conqueft : think not Adrian,
As is the fiyle of barbarous nations, fells
The liberty of others.
Phar. Let it then
. Be Adrian’s gift.
Qfr. [afide.] What pow will Ad#ian fay ?
Adr. Firft let her father come and claim this
gife:
«Xor him I have referv'd it.
Pjar. Since the day,
The fatal day, when all the Gods combin’d
Fought in the caufe of Rome, our monarch’s fate
Has ftill rgmain’d unknown : in other lands
He wanders now onceal'd, or lives no more.
Adr. Till Ofthoes’ certain deftiny be heard,
, His daughter pe our care.

Phar. "Then fipce Auguftug
Appears
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Appears fo jealous of his fame, refign
That office-to her hufband.

Adr. Ha! her hufband ?
Is Emirena then efpous’d ?

Phar. No more
Is wanting but the folemn rite.

Adr. [afide.] O! Heavens!
[7o him.] Where is that hufband ?

Phar. 1, my lord, am he.”
Adr. And does the love thee too

Phar. We lov'd each other
Before we knew ’twas love : we learn’d together
T6 live and feed our paffion : with our years
And ripening fenfe the flame increas’d : our fouls
Became but one. I figh'd for Emirena,
She for her faithful prince; but then, Auguftus, »
When blifsful Hymed fhould have made us one,
Relentlefs Fate ! then was fhe ravifh'd from me.

Adr. [afi de] What do I fuffer?*

Phar. You appear difturb’d.
Perchance my weaknefs may offend : I'know
The fons of Rome are heroes from their birth :
I know that every paffion glory breeds not, .
With you is deem’d a crime ; :}ut vainly, Cefar,
You feek to find fuch virtues in Pharnafpes :
I am a Parthian, not a Roman born.

Adr.
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Adr. [afide.] O! harth rebuke!. But let us

now begin " . .

To exercife dominion o'er ourfelves.

[#o Phar.] Hear, prince; the 10\ ely captive fhall
henceforth

Be miftrefs of her fate : I'll lead thee to her,

And if, as thou believ'ft, fhe loves thee fiill,

Then—hold my heart !—then take her and depart.

On thofe fair lips tha.t love infpire,
That kifdled firft thy bofom’s fire,
On them depends thy fate alone
And, ah! no lefs depends my own. [afide.

In thy diftrefs I bear a part,
With thee at Fate repine ;
And every grief that fwells thy heart,
Is grief no lefs to mine.
[Exit, followed by Aquil. énd the Roman foldiers.

3SCENE IL

OsrHOES, PEARNASPES,

Ofr. Pharnafpes, didft thou comprehend the
meaning
Of Cafar's wordsf To me they fpeak a paflion
For Emirena, jealoufy of thee,
And confidence in her.—Should this be true;
Should fhe confent to love my deadlieft foe,
This
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This vengeful fword before thy fight—but no,

I'll not'believe it—fhe is fiill my daughter.

Phar. What fays my fovereign ? Ceefar is too
juft, ,

And fhe 1: true—what doubts perplex your peace ?
Ofr. Who doubts of 111 but rarely is deceiv'd,
Phar. 1 fly to feek her—-you thall fee—

Ofr. Then go— |
But tell her not that here Idurk tonceal’'d
Among thy féllowers.

Phar. From your daughter tco
Would you be hid'?

+ Ofr. 1 would, when next we meet,
Thau fhalt know all my purppfe.
Phar. Yes, my king,
With her I {hall rcturn to glad your fight,

, Alrcady are my fuﬁ'ermgs oer,

My foul exulting mourns no mere 3

But al} diffolv’d i tender fighs,

Impatient to her prefence flies, .

In vain my lips would words fupply,

My words in broken accents die

My panting heart, no Sre deprefs d,

Now bounds and ﬁmggl s in my breaft.
[Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE I

OsrHOES alone.

rartt let me from the infulting foe redeem
« The precious pledge, that only makes me fear,
Then give my fury way—Yes, haughty Roman !
Tremble at Ofrhoes’ vengeance. I am conquerd,
But not deprefs'd’; for know, to, thy confufion,
My foul, unchang’d, fhall ever, wa with Adrian.

.

A fturdy oak, which nature forms
To brave a hundred winters’ fiorms,
‘While round its head the whirlwinds blow, :
Remains with root infix’d below.
‘When fell’d to earth a thip it fails
Through dafthing waves and driving gales ;
And now at fea, again defies
The threatening clouds and howling fkies.
| [Exit.

SCENE 1IV.

An apartmemt deflined for EMIRENA in the imperial
{ palace.

Aquirivs alone.

~ Unlefs invention frame {fome artifice

To work ox Err;irena, I am loft. ¢
) Yes,
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Yes, generqus Cefar gives her to Pharnafpes.
If he, a loyer, can expunge a paffion
Which I with care fomented, he’ll return

To love Sabina ; fhe, whofe image ever )
Dwells in my heart. Ah! where is Emirena ?
Behold fhe comes—Now to my wiles.

SCENE V.

» Enter EMIRENA.

Emir. Aquilius.

:Agu. Ah! princefs, had you feen the rage of

. Ceefar :
Pharnafpes has requir'd from him your freedom ;
Confefs’d he lov’d you, and was lov'd again ;
And thus has kindled in the emperor’s bofom |,
A thoufand jealous pangs. He raves to madnefs,
And vows, unlefs you quif your former love,
He to the capitol will drag you, bound
In fervile fetgers, at his ¢hariot wheels.

Emir. Is this the hero of your Tiber,? This
The boafted idol of imperial Rome ? :
I have his word I fhould not be expos'd
A fpeftacle of triumph. Isit ihcn '
‘With you no thame for heroes to be falfe ?

Aguil. When love obfcures the fenfe and bhnds

the reafon,

Even hcroes, Emirena, change theu' nature,
Emir.

»
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Eumir. Shall Emirena then be led in triumph 2
O! never, never—Afia toa has thofe, °
Who dare to die.

Aquil. No—better means there are

In Emirena’s power. Know, Cefar comes

To offer you Pharnafpes, hoping thus

To read your fecret thoughts : beware, nor trufi

His feeming friendfhip : art elude with art.

Receive your prince b’elov'd with feign’d indiffer-
ence ; s

Rejec his profferr'd hand : guard every word,

And drefs your looks with well-diffembled cold-
nefs,

As if your breaft no longer own’d the lover.

Emir, And what of me will poor Pharnafpes fay ?
Alas! thou know’ft not how his heart is form’d :
At fuch unkindnefs I fhall {fee him fall
A vi¢tim at my feet. .

Aquil. Farewell—reflect—

And if you ¢an, embrace fome better counfel.
*’ Emir. Hear me ; at leaft prevent the prince—
Aguil. He's here.

Emir. Q' Heavens |
Aquil. Now furpmon all your fortitude ;

I've tracd your path to Ihun the threatening evil.
[ Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE VI

Enter ADRIAN and PHARNASPES.

Emir. [afide.] O! Emirena, what a cruel trial
Thy love muft here endure.

Adr. [entering.] Say, prince, is that
The beauty you adore ? '

[ 4
Phar. O °Heavens ! *tis the
Whofe charms are ever lovelier in my ﬁght.
Emir. [afide.] How my heart throbs ! '
v Adr. See; beauteous Emirena,
With whom I am return’d ; and well I know
My prefence never was more grateful to thee.
Speak, undifguis’d.
Emir. What firapger, fir, is this?
Plhar. What firanger v
Adr. Know'ft thou not thofe features ?

Emir. Heaven ! [cg/z'd;.
I know them not. . [~ Adr.

Adr. And haft thou, Emirena,
Ne’er view'd their likenefs ?

»

L
Emir. No—TI1 fear to fpeak ;
If I betray my love we both are loft. [afide.

Adr. [#o Phar.] Is this the mgid who ‘learn’d
with thee to love ?
6 Phar,
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Phar. I'm all amazement! Am I then Phar-
nafpes ?
Alas! wheream I?
Emir. [afide.] How I {ympathize
With all ke feels.
« Adr. [to Emir.] If fear, or doubt of me
Reftrain thee, Emirena, know that Adrian
Is not a tyrant o’er another’s heart.
Behold thy lover—I reftore him to thee;
As well befits kis elderfhip of paffion.
Emir. [afide.] Be tonftant fiill
here refufe the gft.
Phar. My princefs, fay, what has Pharnafpes
done ?

What crime unknown to raife thine anger thus ?
Doft thou diftruft my truth ?

Emir. No more—no more‘—
Phar. Am I not hé

Emir. [#o Phar] In plty, O! forbcar——
For well my ftate defervcs it.

[0 Adr.] I

Phar. Yet remember—-—-

Emir. [to Phar.] Remembrance now is loft—I
' cannot {pgak—
My adverfe fate engroffes every thought :
Unlefs thou mean’ft to fee me fink before thee—
{aea.ve me in peace—away.
Phar. Lrave thee in peace ?
L ' Inhuman !
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Inhuman le—yes—I will obey—but look,

Look once upon this face, there read the heart
Of him—no, cruel, do not look upon me,

If thou would’ft with Pharnafpes to obey thee.

If once, ingrate ! thy looks I meet,
I never can depart;

Alas! too {foon I fhall forget
Thy faithlefs changing heart.

With bhxfh.gs then thy face may glow,
But ah ! my love will claim
Lefs anguith for the wrongs I know
‘Than pity for thy fhame. [ Exit.

SCENE VIL

AprraN, EMIRENA.

Adr. But whither go’ft thou now ?
" ['#o Emir. going.
Emir. 1o weep alone "
My wretched fortune—tears at leaft are freg,
Though all be loft. '
Adr. O! nothing haft thou loft : .
I in thofe beauteous eyes have loft my peace.

Enir. 1 hop'd for more refpeét—a royal mind,
Tipugh fiript of empire, fiill remains unchang’d :
My crown is Fortune’s gift : but from, itfelf

: My
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My heart derives its greatnefs.
Adr. [afide.] Lovely pride!
[#0 Emir.] And what offence has now thy virtne
fuffer’d :
From Adrian’s love ? From Adrian, who can give
If thou confent, his hand and empire? -

Ewmir. No,
They’re plighted to Sabina.

Adr. True; I've 18v'd her .. .
Thefe twice five years » but mudt our paffions then
Endure for ever? Surely in Sabina
Such conftancy refides not: different far
Is Adrian’s fortune fince. I had not then
Beheld thee, Emirena; I was then
A private man in Rome, and ever near her.
But now I figh a captive in your chains,
And wear the imperial laurel on my brows ;
Sabina diftant treads thé banks of Tiber,
And I Orontey’ thores.

SCENE VIIIL
Enter AaviLivs.
Aguil. My Tord.i
Adr. What would’fi thou ?
Aguil. Sir, from the Latian city is arriv’A—
.ddr Say, who? |

Aqusl. Sabina.
‘ . Adr.
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Adr. Mighty Gods!

Lnir. {afide.] Bleft chance
For my relief.

Adr. What means her progrefs htrhcr
Without my fummons ¢ Art thou not deceiv’d ?

Aquil. No, hear the tumulf of the following.
* people, : ‘
Whofe fhbuts prodmm her tmﬁre&
Adr. Heawns '—-—Athqs, e :
Go hence, condu& het to 4 differétit part ;
Let her not thus’ {urprife me: Fwould alk
A moment to.compole my moubled looks—
Ufe every artifice———
Agquil. My lord, fhe comes.

Adr. I'm all confus’d !

SCENE IX.

®
Enter SABINA, attended by matrons and Roman
’ ﬁ;iig/zts. . . i
Sub. Cxfar, my lord, my hufband !

Behold the hour that I have wifh’d {o long
At laft is come, and I once shore am near you ?
Permit me now to view you crown’d ‘with laurel ;
With that vitorious laurel, which has coft
My love fuch frequent fighs.

© Adr. [2fide]] What fhall I fay ? .
' Sub.
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Sab. You gnfwer not

Adr. 1 could not hope, Sabina—
Might I—but thy fatigue muft now require
A needful reft—Who waits ?—Conduct Sabina

To fome apartment that befits her rank,
And honour her as me.

Sab. Muft I then leave you ?
With you I came to feek repofe.

Adr. Forgive'me, *
Some weighty cares demand mg “hefice.

Sab. The time
Has been, Sabina was your firft of cares.
Adr. °Tis true; but empire now muft claim
from Adrian

A fovereign’s duty: [ Exiz.

SCENE X

[ 3
SaeiNna, EMIRENA, AQuILIUS.
. .

Sab. Say, what means Augufius ?
Aquilius, fpeak. .

. Aguil. The fecret lies not deep
To fearching eyes. Auguftus is a lover,
And yonder ftands your rival.

Emir. Gracious emprefs,

Schavcn prefcrve you long for Czfar, hear |
' : And
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And fuccour the difirefs’"d—my crown, my huf-
Band,
My country and my father, all are loft.
Sab. [afide.] The haughty fair derides me.

Emnir. On this hand,
This royal hand permit me thus—-—

Sab. Away :
I am not .yet become the wife of Cafar,
Nor art thou wretehed as thy words imply ;
Since Fortune, leaving ftill thy wonted beauty,
Has little taken from thee. At thy choiee
Thou may’ft acquire even more than thou haft loft,
Axd I perhaps from thee, fome future time,
May atk that grace which now thou feek’ft.of me.

Emir. My fhameful bonds—
Sab. No more—I would be private. .

» .
Enmir. O! Heaven! what forrows muft this
breaft endure.

>

Againft 2 helplefs maid diftrefs’d
No more fuch rigour thow :

Ah! wrong not thus your noble breatt,
To feorn a captive’s wod.

Truft not too far a profperous ﬁaté,
I near the throne was born :
Thou too may'ft know a prifoner’s fate,
In fervile chains to mourn. =~ [Ewit.

YOL. II. , N SCENE



178 ' ADRIAN IN SYRIA. [acT 1.

SCENE XIL

SABINA, AauiLlUs.

Aquil. [afide.] Now let us prove our fortune.

Sab. Say, Aquilius, :

Does not Sabina’s fate excite thy pity ?

Agquil. Yes, t confufs Augufijys mofi unjuft:
"He thinks not that revenge is jn ydur power.
Beauty and virtue both alike are yours,

What heart {o cold but thefe mufi furcly warm:
Before his eyes you fhould .
Sab. [haughtily.] What fhould Sabina ?

Aguil. Purfue him fiill with unabated paffion,
*‘And make him bluth at his inconftancy.
[gfide.] The tempeft thret.ts, let us regain ‘the
thore. & [ fowr.

SCENE XIL'

SARINA wlone.
« And do I weep? Ah! no—at leaft my weak-
- aefs
Shall be conceal’d.—But fuch a cruel firoke
Bears down my beft refolves. To Afia’s clime
+ T came to find my love, and find him falfe :

’Iifmd him with my. rival ; fee him trouhlcd
At
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At my approach. He {carcely deigns to hearme;
He flies m¥ fight—and yet I muft not weep :
Alas! a rock would weep at woes like mine.
Ye powers ! if juftice mark your reign,
To me his heart reftore;
Nor let thefe flowing tears in vain
A lofs like him deplore.

You know he’s mine, {ah! faithlefs fpoufe!)
You heard.his laft farewell, *

When from his lips, with mingled vows,
The parting accents fell. [Exiz.

SCENE XIII.

-4 view of the imperial palace on fire; the flames
breaking out from yeveral parts of the buzldmg
Jome part in ruins. Time, pight.

OsruOES comes from the palace, with a light¢d
torch in b5 right hand and a _fword drawn in his’
left. A train of Parthians with lighted torches.

Ofr. Intrepid Parthians ! ?{eaven propitious
{miles
Upon our bold attempt : turn yet a moment
And view the ruins of yon hoftile palace.
Amidft our lofs this fhadow of revenge :
Is fome relief—DBehold the burfling fireo!
N2 What
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What wreaths of {moke and flame afcénd the tky !
O! would to all the Gods, yon walls that now
The Parthian rage defiroys, within them held
The fenatoss, the capitol, and Rome !

SCENE XIV.

Enter PuarNaspzs.

Phar. Ofrlloés, my* king.

Qf. Pharnafpes, Josk—Delibld
The wotk of Ofrhoes” hand !

Phar. Immortal powers!
‘Where is thy daughtcr ?

Ofr. Who can ‘tell >—Even now,
"There, with her lover, wrapt perchiance in flames,
She f{uffers for the wrongs the heap’d on thee.

Phar. [ going.]’ O! Emirena! O! my life !

« * Ofr. Yet hear me: |

What would’ft thou feek ?

Phar. To fave my love or perifh. [ going.
« Of. O! no—Yorget, far rather, an ingrate
‘That has betray’d thee.

Phar. O! 1 know her falfe,

)But ftill my foul adores her.
*  \|enters amtdft the flames and ruins of the palace.

SCENE
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SCENE XV.

OsrHOES, Parthians.

Ofr. Perifh then,

Unthinking youth, while we, my valiant friends, .

Preferve ourfelves for greater deeds. Let each

Caft down his torch to earth, and each again

Retire to his concealment. y [¢k¢ Parthians go ous.

Yet, in fpltc , >

Of all my rage I feel myfelf 4 father; |

I cannot quit this place—Still, ftill I turn

To yon devoted walls—Lét me not liften

To this unmanly weaknefs.—Ah ! even now

Perhaps a dying child invokes ny name :

O! that Pharnafpes may arrive to {ave her!

Could I but learn thgir fate !'—But whithter would

My inconfiderate fteps? © Gods ! look there—

Ha! who comes yonder ? See, the tymult thickens,

And all the 1mpena1 palace is in motion— .

My fnend—-—my daughter———whlther thall T turn 2

I lofe myfelf and yet preferve not them. -

Since, mighty Gods! you’ve takey all from Ofrhoes,

Why have you left him flill th@fi feeble paffions ¢
[Exit hafiily.

SCENE
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SCENE XVIL

[ 3 - .
EMIRENA flying in terror, PHARNASPES enters 1o

her in chains, guarded.

Emir. Ah! whither thall I fly ? Who now will
fave me?
Could I but leatn—Q! Heaven ! Pharnafpes !

Phar. Princefs !
Emir., And art thou here a prifoner ?
Phar. Art thou fafe

Emir. Death comes not to the unhappy—=—
Could thy hand
Kindle thefe flameés ?

* Phkar..No—but ’tis {o believ'd.
Emir. Believ'd, and avhy?
[}
Phar. Becaafe T am a Parthian,

. oBetcaufe I'm loft, abandop’d to defpyr,
Becaufe amidft thefe walls I was furpris'd.

Ewnir. Say, to what purpofe came Pharnafcs

hither \
Phar. To fave thee and to die.

Emir. And hadft thou died
Think’(t thou that Emirena would be fav'd ?

« Phar. Why doft thou mock me. thus? This
feign’d compaffion
Exceeds
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Exceeds thy cruelty.
Lmir. My feign’d compaffion !
Phar. How can I think it true ? Far other,

princefs,
Thy words but late imported.

Emir. Words, alas!

Might differ—Emirena was the fame.

Phar. What meant thy cold reception ?

Lmir. Fear 3o’ faife
The jealoufy of Adrian.

Phar. What from him
Could Emirena fear? . ,

"Emir. That fhame which waits
The vanquifh’d at a haughty Roman’s trigmph ?

Phar. Did hc not nobly offer thee this hand ?

Emir. All artifice %o read my fecret thonghts.

Phar. Then am I ftill——

Emir. My only hope, my life.

Phar. And art thou the ,

Enur. Sull faithful to Pharnz.tfpes; .
And to the tomb will ftill remaj unchang’d,
And after death, if then the déad retain .
Of aught in life remembrance, fhall thy image
Dwell in my conftant foul.

Prhar. No more, my love, .
Enough ; I here deteft my jealous doubts.
Forgive
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Forgive me, Emirena! Cruel flars! -
In your defpite Pharnafpes fhall defy -
The rage of tyrants and the pangs of {uffering.
My princefs loves me—yes, her lips confirm it ;
And midft your frowns I fhall be happy fiill.
FEuur. Ah! go not yet.
Phar. Alas! neceflity
Now tears me from thec.
Emir. Gracious powers ! Pharmafpes,
What fatc awiits us next ? ‘.
Phar.-My foul is fearlefs,
And death itfelf has only terrors for me,
As I'm forbid, alas! to die befide thee.

If I'm denied with thec to die,
Thou foul of my defires !

'Thy name fhall mingle with the figh
That on my lip expires.

Farewell, dear partner of my breaft,
Weep not my fite to view

_Ah¢ think’ Pharnafpes flill is blefi
If Emixena’s true. [Exit gruurded.

\

SCENL
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SCENE XVIL

EMIRENA clore. .

If it be true, that from another’s grief
We find our own reliev’d, contemplate me,
Ye wretched fufferers, and regain your peace,
In finding all your woes furpafs’d by mine.

In vain I’w.e;.p my ha..{)lefs ftatg,
As mourns the widow’d dove,
Who, fecking, finds her captive mate
Divided from her love.

Still hovering near his cage fhe flies,
Where prifoner he remains :

Like her I go, with forrowing eyes,

. To fee my psince in chains. ’

L »
END OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE L
A gallery in the aparm.;.mf.y of Adnan.

EMIRENA, AauiLivs.

Aguil. Who fooner than yourfelf can fave Phar-
nafpes ?
"Tis yours, at will, to rule the Heart of Caefar ;
And every female but yourfelf would better
Employ a monarch’s love.
Emir. Of what avail
To me, who love not Ceefar, is the power ?
Agquil. And muft he be beloy’d to make him
‘think
That he 15 fo ?
Emir. Shall ] prociaim a lie ?
- Aguil. O! no—a lie is now an artifjce
Held grofs and infecure : true policy
Is fo to work, that whom we would deceive
Should prove his own deceiver: let a figh,
Half check’d with art, efcape you; or a word
Of doubtful meaning ; or a glance, that feems
As taken by furprife ; a winning {mile :
The {malleft aétion : filence or a bluth:
Nay, what.you do not fpeak ; all, all‘alike

Shall
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Shall fpread the fnare; for lovers ftill are prone

To footh their withes. He will think you love
him,

And yet yourfelf may ftill retain the power,

To {ay your lips had ne’er confefs’d a paflion.

Emir. 1know not where fuch art is to be found.

Aquil. Woman has not to feek it: with her
birth

It grew and floygfh’d. Eyom the languid eye
To drop the obedjent tearn; to drefs the lip
In fmiles that hold no commterce with the heart :
To chace, at will, the colour from the cheek :
To fluth the changing features : thefe are all
The fex’s privilege, on you beftow’d,
Heaven's voluntary gift : to man they coft
Labour and deep deﬁgn. '

Emir. Thou, that art grown
Old in a court, canfl ne’er have caufe to envy
Talents like thefe. 1 deem thou art not found
Among the, few, tenacipus of the ties
Of ancient honour, When the time demands,
Thou know’ft full well with open looks to‘allure
An unfufpecting foe ; to place before him
The precipice, and then lJament his fall :
To offer all thy fervice, but to ferve
Thyfelf alone : to clothe an accufation
With treacherous praife, and aggravate a fault
In feeming to defend it : from the thrgne

6 ’ To
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To keep the good at diftance ; make the fovereign
Hated for punifhments, and to thyfelf’
Ufurp the ment of rewards : beneath
Apparent zeal to hide an impious purpofe,
And build thy fortune on another’s ruin.
« Aguil. Thou, Emirena,” wouldft revenge thy
fex :
I thought not thus to touch thee, nor complain
Of what thou fay'ft : ngy more, to be fincere,
It fecems to ma we both. have fpokeh truth.
I mcant but to advife.

Emir. T afk’d for aid,
And not advice.

Aquil. Aquilius ever thought,
That- wholefome counfel gave no little aid.
Believe me, princefs—but farewell, 1 hear

Some one approach—'tis Adrian fure at hand.
[Exit.

SCENE IL
. Enter SABINA.
Sab. [entering.} O! Heavens! my rival here !

* Emir. Ye powers! Sabina!

Sab. Thou art, indeed, moft loyal in thy care,
Beyond my utmoft thought : the conflagration
Is fcatee extinguifh’d, when we find thee here

In thy lov’d Ceefar’s palace,

Ewnir.
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Emir. Ah! Sabina,
How great.is your injuftice ! Caafar s love
Is not my crime, but punithment. The danger
Of poor Pharpafpes weighs upon my foul.
Behold the caufe that brings me to thefe walls:
‘Can I, infilence, fee him perifth thus ?
Pharnafpes is myfelf! to him I gave
My virgin heart, and time has travell'd long
Since firft our loves began |

Sab. Speak™t thou ﬁncerc,
Or doft thou fexgn ? >

Emir. O! 1 fthould feign indeed,

If thus I did not {peak.
Sab. Yet fee’ft thou not

That pleading in his caufe but angers Cefar?
Emir. 1 have no other way.

Sab. Wouldft thou attend,
A better might be foundt With thy Pharnafpes,
Fly from the palace. Lentulus, the leader,
Keeps him in charge : he to my parents owes
Whate’er he has; and from his grateful heart
I well may reft aflur’d of ftronger proofs
Than this which now I feek.

Emir. O! might, indeed,
Your thoughts fucceed.
Sab. Go then; prepare fecurely
Por thy departure : to the greater fountain
In Cafar’s gardens, I'll condu¢t thy {poufe.
2 Expe&
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Expe& me there before the fun attains
His mid-day height.

Emir. Ah! princefs, may I hope
I am {o us’d to bear the frowns of fate.

Seb. Behold my hand; receive this certain
pledge.
Emir. My breafi can {carce contain the mighty
joy L, ) .
O'! generous princefs X happy Emirena !
« . 'S
By thee fhall wteaths eternal grow,
To deck the Roman victor’s brow,
And all the adoring world fhall bow
To Heaven’s fublimeft gift in thee.
‘While this impernial hand, that deigns
To eafe a lover’s anxious pains,
O’cr {ubjeét realms the yule maintains,
And gives to kings their liberty. [ Eais.

5CENE IL
SABINA alone.

. When Emirena fhall be hence remov’d,
Perchance my lover may again return
To all his former kindnefs. Every fire,
When fuel fails, mufi perith; and the fiream,
Divided from she fource that feeds it, dries.

SCENE
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SCENE 1IV.
Enter Aprian.

Adr. [_entumg] My life ! my merena’ [ jkes
ker.] Heavenly Powers !
What have I faid ? \ [ going.

Sazb. Why do you fly me, Adrian ?
Ah! grudge ,tht not yo'ur prefence one fhort
moment ;
Then, if you will, return to her you love.
Adr. What fays Sabina ? Does fhe then be-

_ lieve—
And who thould Adrian love?

Sub. Ah! hide not from me
That candid blufh of fhame; you know not, Adriax,m,
To me how grateful : copfcience never dyes
The cheek of him who feels not he is guilty ;
And he who feels his guxlt will foon difclaim it.

Adr. O' Heaven !

Sub. You figh—give me that figh, my lord.
Immortal powers! Who once would have belicv'd
A change like this? The glory of our Rome,

The hero’s pattern, and my only hope,
Adrian inconflant ! Is it poffible ?

It cannot be—Who has feduc’d your faith.?
Give me to know it all. . T,

“r

Ad;.
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Adr. What fhall I fay? .
How is my foul confus’d !—Ah ! ceafe fo gent]y
To chide my falfehood ; call me bafe, betrayer;
Give, give thine anger vent. I own, Sabina,
Thou jufily may'ft- neproach me : thy deferts,
, Our-mutual interchange of love ; the vows
" A thoufand times repeated, all now rife
To my remembrance ; but in vain, Sabina,
I'm not myfelf. « I know, I prize, thy virtues,
Thy every charm——an& yet—a ﬁngle look—
I hate myfelf I loath my own'injuttice.
Thy wrongs: ary..out for vengeance.~—Dofi thou
. Wiﬂlk
The death of Adrian? Take, O! take his life !
*Tis juft, nor will I murmur.—Would'ft thou tear
The facred laurel from Aunguftus’ brow,
Hie gives.it to thy hand : the happy world
With joy will bend beneath thy virtuous {fway.
S$ab. I afk your heart and not your cmpire,
Adrian.
Adr. Th1s heart was thine, and, witnefs Hea-
. ven! I firove
To keep it all thy own. The Gods, Sabina,
Beheld my fecret thoughts : all Afia’s beauties
To me weré nothing : long, ah! long I deem’d
The lovelieft glances cold compar’d to thine.

Sab And yet—

.ddr Axd yet——I know not how, {ecure
In
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In confcious virtue I forgot defence,

And love furpris’d me. Flufh'd with viétory,
"My .paflions warm’d with all the warrior’s ardour
Was Emirena firft condudcted to me.

The foul in tumult oft imbibes with ea,.fe’

A new affe@tion. I beheld her chain’d

Implore my pity, felt her prefs my hand,

And bathe it with her tears, while on my face
She fix’d her fuppliant eye with fuch a look—
—Ah ! had Sabimu feen het then, the fight
Had urg'd even her to pardon Adrian’s weaknefs.

Sub. It is too much——~Not only to forfadke me,
But dare avow it; to my face extol ‘
Tiie charms of her, my rival for thy heart !

And doft thou further hope Sabina, mov'd

To hear thy fuffering, fhould excufe thy guilt ?
Unheard-of tyranny ! Have I deferv’d . '
A recompentfe like this ? Barbarian! traitor !
Ungrateful Adran! " [/ jnkt on @ ﬁat and weeps.

" SCENE V.

Enter Aauirius behind.
Aquil. [apars.] Ha! Sabina here!
Adr. [afide.] Her tears have touch'd my foul.
[#o ker.] Ah! fair Sabina,
Take comfort, Adrian will again return
To wear thy happy chains; again bg thine.’
Aquil. {apart.] Malicious ﬁa,rs‘ ’
VOL. II. e Sab.
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Sab. [tenderly.] Indeed !
Adr. 1 yield to pity ; :
Fity, the gentle harbinger of love.
Sab. Scacce can I yet bélieve ‘
Aquil.* [apar#] N@W, policy
+ Once more affift me.

Sab. Shﬁuld’ﬁ thou yet a.gam
See Emlrena } '

Adr. ch&z‘, never Ynore”
Will I behold her., ,

Sab. Canft thon, Adrian, truft
«Thy bofom’s firmriefs ?
Adr. Tis refalv,"d,_\, and all
The will determinés, foon the deed confirms.
Aguzl [coming far-ward ] The lovely captive
" princefs has requefted’
To kneel before youy feet : long has fhe fought,
But fought yaqu, fir, in vain.
Sab. [afide.] Now comes the trial.

Adr Aquilius, no ; I muff no more behold her:
At length tis time remembrance fhould recall
My faithful, kind Sabina.

Sub. [afide.] Joyful founds!

Aguil. "Tis furely juft ; but little is the boon
Poor Emirena atks. Wil you deny
Yo .’hf':'r alone what all obtain ? *Tis true

‘She is a captive, dbut was born a queen.
’ . - Adr.
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Adr. *Tis°fairly fpoken. Surely, my Sabina,
Twere crucl not to hear her.

Sab. [afides] O my heart!

Adr. T'llhear her in thy prefence : where i3 then
Thy fear? Yet fiay and thou fhalt fee——

Sub. [rifing.] O! no,
Thou haft enough deceiv'd my’ eafy faith.

Enough for me my 10.;e fincere,
Ingrate ! ! is-thus rep'and :
But think not ftill I'l} lmger here

'To fee myfelf betray’ d

¢ I know thy beft refolves are weak
Thy paffion to control :
Thine eyes, that fiill thelr ob_)e& feek,
Thy fighs and reftlefs adtions fpeak . ?
The feelings of thy foul. (Eait.

., SCENE VL

ADRIAN, Auuu.r;rs. -
Aguil. T fly to bring fair Emirena. [going,
Adr. No, | '
Forbear awhile.
* Aquil. Can you to her refufe
This juftice, Ceefar?

Adr. 1 refufe her not.
o2 But
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But at this moment—Didft thou hear Babina ?
Love goads me on, while reafon checks the rein.
¥ would ! but O! ye powers, what pain to think—
Aquil. Speak, fpeak, my lord ; unlefs I know
«your grief
. How fhall T give you comfort ?
Adr. Speak ? alas!
Myfelf I know not what my thoughts intend.
[Exis.

SCENE VIL

Aauirnivs alone.

Be firm, my heart: though vidtory be near-
As yet "tis not mature. The love of Ceefar,
The anger of Sabina, both alike
War on my fide : the battle s at hand,

But let us not too rafhly rifk’ the field.
Of old the expcnenc'd warrlor tried
To watch each motion of the foe
Refirain’d his warmth, cach vantage {py’d,
And cautious dealt the fkilful blow.

With hand and foot alike he feign'd,
By turns to advance, by turns to yield ;
Till one propitious moment gain'd
* 'The gnyied laurels of the field. [Exit.

. SCENE
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'SCENE VIIIL
The gardens belonging to the palace.

EMmIrENA alone.
Ah! why, my love, "this long delay 2
Each moment feems a tedious day.

S,CE N E.r IX.
Enter SABINA with PuARNASPEs p

Sab. [to Phar.] Behold your fpoufec.
Phar. My lovely Emirena.

Emir. Art thou indeed my prince ? I {carce be-
lieve

The blifs fincere.
Phar. At length, my degreft princefs

Sab. The time admits not now fych fond ex-
change .

Of mutual tranfports : think of {peedy fafety.
This unfrequented paffage, veil’d in gloo;n, .
Is open for your flight, by Lentulus
Reveal'd to me : not diftant from the entrance
It branches in two ftraiter paths : the right
Leads to the river, and the left the palace.
Avoid the fecond. Go, my friends, fecure;
May Fortune guidg and Love protect your fteps.

Emir. O! generous emprefs !
. P ila}‘ .
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Phar. Moft exalted fair-one !
What gratitude from us

Sab. 1 afk but little :
Ah'! think of me fometimes, and if amidft
Your happinefs you recolleé Sabina,
Afford one pitying figh to my misfortunes.

Ye gentle pair, from realms above

Shine ever'y ftar to blefs your love,

Nor give your lift, like mine, to prove
Misfortune’s cruel frown.

I envy not your forrows reft,

But hope to find, with grief opprefs’d,

That pity in fome feeling breaft
Which mine to you has fhown. [ Ea

SCENE X

.
PuarNAsres, EMIRENA.
L]
Phar. And art thou mine? Alas! I fear, and
il
Some *vifion feems to mock me.

Emir. Let us fly,
Unlefs we mean to find our blifs a vifion.
[they go towards the paffuge.

Phar. Stay, Emirena— [ Sopping her.
o Emir. Wherefore ?

. Phar. hear’ﬂ thou not
T The
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The clath of arms ?
Emir. 1 beard indeed the found ;
But whence it came I know not.
Plar. From the path
Where lies our deftin’d way.
Emir. Alas !—
Phar. My love,
Be not difmay’d—conceal thyfelf, while I
Explore the caufe.of this jjl-tim’d alarm.
LEmir. What cah this xﬁea‘n ?—Kind ftars, be-
tray me not. . [conceals her/elf.

SCENE XIL

Enter OsrHOES in @ Roman habit, his fword

drawn and bloody, from the paffage pointed oils
by SABINA. * |

Ofr. [entering.] Now let the twrant to the in-
fernal fhades |
Relate the trophies of his boaftgd Rome.

Phar. And whither goes my fovereign thus dif-
guis’d
With Roman veft and Roman arms ? |
O/r. My friend,
We are reveng’d—the univerfe is freed
From its oppreflor—Lo ! the happy, {word-
That boafts of Adrian’s death. .

B 71171‘ .
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Phar. What fays my king?
O/r. Know, prince, that oft our hated foe was
wont
To tread this fecret path, which late to me
One of his train difclos’d. The power of gold.
Could find a traitor even in Tiber’s heroes.
Thus drefs'd I lurk’d in ambufh, till Auguftus
Drew near with one attendant, when this hand
Difpatch’d the fyrant. &
Phar. But.deceiv'd in tlarkn:afs,‘
Might not your erring hand have mifs’d the foe
And flain his follower*?
O/r. This was well forefeen.
As he drew near, his treacherous fervant feign'd
To fall as if by chance : this wile expos'd .
The life of Ceefar and fecur’d his own.
Lmir. [looking out.] What is that Roman ? In
- his hand a aveapon
Seems fiain'd ‘with blood—Could I but view at
leaft
His features now conceal’d
Phar. What courfe remains ?
Should we purfue the path you trod but now
We may ercounter numbers, whom the rumour
Has gather’d hither. Every way befide
Is watch’d by guards and menials.

»  Ofr." Let our fwords
Then hew a paffage through them,
e ) Phar,
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Phar. No—referve
Such defperate hazard for the extreme of danger:
Firft let me prove what means may yet be found
For fafer flight.
Emir. [lifiening.] My ears attempt in, vain
To catch their cautious whifpers.
Phar. Midft thefe fhades .
Awhile remain conceal'd : with inftant fpeed
I will return.
Ofr. Delay not¢ if thou doft
Ofrhoes will hence and tempt his fate alpne.
[conceals himfelf in the grove.
«Phar. This path will lead me—no—1I am de-
ceiv'd—
"Tis furely here—What if I take the way
Prefcrib’d us by Sabina ? Ceefar’s fate
Perchance 1s yet unknown, and ere the alarm
Is fpread, or guards arrive, we may efcape—
—1It fhall be fo. [ going ' meets Adrian.

SCENE XIL

Enter ADRIAN with a drawn fword and guards.

Adr. [meeting Phar.] Stay, traitor.
Phar. Mighty Gods!
What do I fee!
2 ’ Adr.,
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Adr. Ho! guards, fiop every pafs |
That favours flight.

Phar. 1 am motionlefs with wonder.

Emir. [advancing to liffen.] Alas! we are dif-
.coverd.
Adr. Doft thou gaze
To fee me yet alive ? Ungrateful man!
Who hop’d but now to pierce the breaft of
Adrian.
Thy barbarous infults, when the ﬁque was given
Reveal’d thy impious purpofe.
Emir. [liffening.] Yes, the error
Is now apparent; he who lurks conceal'd,
He is the traitor.

Adr. Doft thouranfwer nothing ?
Perfidious ! wherefore cam’ft thou ? What defign
Urg’d thee tothis ? Who loos'd thy fetters ? Spcak.

Phar. I cannot {peak.

Adr. Not fpeak !—Let him be dragg d
By force to prlfon——hence

Emir. [d] ﬁwerzng herfelf.] Hold! hold! and

hear me
Q! he is innocent.
Phar. Alas!?

Emir. Look there :
That grove conceals the traitor.
[ goes towards Ofrhocs.

6 ‘ Phar.
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Plur. Heavens! forbear. [#0 Emir.

Enur. Behold him, Cefar.
[ pointing 1o Ofrhoes, who comes forward.
Ofr. Yes—behold in me
The man you feek.
Emir. [motionlefs.] My father !
Adr. Parthia’s king
Cloth’d in a Roman garb ! Are all alike
In treafon leagu’d againfi, me ?

Ofr. 1 alone °
Thirft for thy blood : ’tis true my fword: has err'd,
But, if thou giv'ft me life, this hand fhall yet
Retrieve its firft miftake.

Adr. To affault me thus
With treacheraus rage in darkhefs ? Then to feize
The moment when I fell.

Of. Malicious fortung !
"Twas this deceiv’d me. Thy attendant’s art
Had plann’d a fall with purpofe-to betray thee;
But by thy cafual fall I mifs'd the fignal,
And flaughter’d him for thee.

Adr. 1s this, barbanan,
Is this my recompenfe ? Deprefs'd and vanquifk’d
I bade thee welcome to impesial Romle,
And offer'd thee her friend{hip——

Of». Impious Romans ! .
Such is your name indeed for tyranny.:
| ’ Your
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Your friends are flaves, and over thefe-you reign.

Adr. We are but faithful guardians of the laws :
Who feck to league with us are not fubjeéted
To us, but juftice; though with you I know
Juftice is tyranny.
Ofr. And who, proud Romans,
Made you her guardians and interpreters ?
Do you partake with Gods their heavenly councils?
Or are you Gods 'yourfelves ?
Adr. Though far, 0 far
From us thie name of ‘Gods, at leafi their virtues
We feek to imitate ; and he, whofe mind
Is fram’d like theirs, to others is a God. )
Ofr. Are thefe your marks of deity, to thirft
For plunder'd wealth ? To defolate a kingdom ?
Ta give a loofe to lawlefs love ? To opprefs
A guiltlefs rival ? To betray a»woman—

Adr. Thou doft tomuch abufe my clemency.
Ho! guards, to ‘eparate dungeons bear thefe trai-
tors '

To await their punifhment.
Phar. And Emirena ? -
Adr. The ingrate fhall fuffer.
Phar. OV unjuft and cruel !
What crime in her can merit Cafar’s vengeance ?

Adr.
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- Adr.,Youknow on each my wrath thould fal,
Since all are faes, with infults all
Againft my peace combine.
Here jealous Rage and ftern Difdain,
Remorfe and Love unfeeling reign,
Here all their torments join.
[ points to his breaft.
The Furies on the dreary fhore,
Where blatk Cocytys’ waters roar,
Can add rfo pangs'to.mine.‘ | Exis.

SCENE XIIL

OsrHOES, PHARNASPES, EMIRENA, guards.

Emir. My father! fhall I dare to call thee fa-
ther? . )
Have 1 not murder'd thee >+~If yet thy love—
Ofr. Away—nar fhake my conftancy.
Emir. Alas ) *
Well may’ft thou drive me frorh thee—O ! forgive
Your Emirena—See me here, my father,
Low at your feet.
Ofr. Leave, leave me, O! my daughter;
I've no refentment kindled againft thee :
In this embrace receive my love and pardon.
Farewell the deareft part of Ofrhoes™being'

. Lomniz.
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Emir. O! fatal, laft adieu'!
Phar. O! cruel parting !

Emir. That kind embrace, that ténder figh,
That pardon given, that fpeaking eye,
- But add to all my former pain,
And deeper dye the guilty flain !
What I have prov’d, what thou haft been
My confciotis heart with anguifh keen
Too late laments, and heawer mourns
The: crime that thus thy love returns. [ Exir.

SCENE XIV.

Osrupes, PHARNASPES.

‘ Phar. O would to Heaven my blood could
yet fuffice ?
To free my kmg and *fave my Emirena !
Ofsr. Enough my fnend I was. before un-
mann’d,
Why wilt thou to6 confpire againft my virtue ?
No; let the foe, to his confufion, fee me
Spperior to his threats ; behold me fall
Unconquer'd fiill, and dread me even in death.

The
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The ljon, late refiftlefs found,
That finks beneath a mortal wound,
And fees his blood diftain the ground
Will unfubdu’d appear.
Not death his fiercenefs can a:ﬁ'ua.ge
The hunter, that could once engage
The lordly beaft, his dying rage
Now firikes with panic fear. [Ezi.

S CE N E» XV,

PHARNASPES alone.

“How is my foul ftill bound with mortal ties
To this unhappy frame ! thus, thus to bear
Such load of wretchedncfs ! Unpltymg fiars !
O ! take me hence and let me reft for ever.

"Tis falfe that mortals’ ¥ital bre'ath
With forrow muft decay ;

That etery ill, which brmgs not death,
Will lightly pafs away.* .

No thought that fooths man’s fuffering kind
To me can comfort give : .

My woes would fhake the firmeft mind,
And yet, alas! I live. [ Exi.

END OF THE SECOND AOQIT.

ACT
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ACT III. SCENE L
A hall with feats.

SaBiNA, AauiLivs.

Sab. Muft I depart, and is he then fo blind,
So loft to juftice ? Say, what guilt is mine
That Adrian feeks to punifth ?
Aguil. Adrian found -
That yoil were privy to, and firft advis'd
The flight of Emirena and Pharnafpes.
He thinks his guard feduc'd by you; and knows
So well to aggravate your favlt, that all
Who hear the fenfence praife his clemency.

« Sab. 1 thought but to fecure for me his heart
By ftudying only to advance his glory,
And make a rival happy; not impell’d
By hate or anger, but by love and pity.
In this I could not err, or if I err'd, ,
Such error fure was venial.

Aguil. Yes, Sabina,
T know it well ; and Ceefar too perhaps
Knows it not lefs; but gladly thus admits
A fair pretence.

Sab. "Tis well ; then let him fee me,
And blufh at his own fentence.

Aguil. *Tis his charge

e That
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-

That I forbid you now to appear before him.
Sab. O 'Heaven! but muft I then depart un-
heard ?
Aguil. It muft be fo.
Sab. And when?
Aquil. The fhips are now
Prepar’d for your reception.
Sab. Such command
It ill befits Sabina’ to obey,

Aguil. Ah'! yet fubrmt orsyou are loﬁ/—depart
Truft to my faithful care. You fhall fubduc
By yielding to him. I will watch the moment,
And urge him to recall you.

Sab. Yet, at leaft
Tell him, Aquilius

Aguil. Go: thereenceds no more ;
I underftand whate’er yom‘ lips would utter.

Sab. Tell him he’ s faithlefs and unjuft,
He breaks with me a lover’s truﬁ'-—-
Yet, ah! refrain, and rather fay *
That parting I his will obey,
And fay how much I love.
Should you perceive a ftifled figh;
Or tear juft ftarting from his eye,
Ah'! bid him for a morhent turn =
And ere I feek the filent urn,
His pity let me prove. - | Basz.
VOL. II. . SCENE
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S CENE IL

Aauirivs alone.

I firft have plann’d to fend Sabina hence,

. And fondly then repine at her departure.

Think better, O! my heart, refiding here

To thee fhe’s loft; her prefence in Auguftus

Revives his dying virtue. 111, Aquilius,

Thou bear'ft, thy lov'd-one’s abfénce; but re-
‘.member -

Short fufferance now enfures thee years of blifs.

The fliooting vine more fertile fprings
Beneath the planter’s knife ;

Her ripen’d clufters larger brings,
And blooms with frefher life.

In warm Arabia’s tlimate found
The odorous balfam trills ;

But from the bark’s infi¢ted wqund
Algne the.juice diftills.

SCENE IIL

Enter Apriax.

Adr. What haft thou gain'd, Aquilius ?
Aguil. Nothing gain’d :

Sabina, fir, is confiant to depart.

' ' Adr.
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Adr. She has indeed too juft a caufe for anger.

Aquil. But yet fo gentle her complaints, it feems
As if fome other muft have touch’d her heart;
And much I doubt fhe makes a {pecious plea
Of your inconftancy to veil her own. -

Adr. 1 like it not : this temper in a woman
Excites fufpicion. Let us feek Sabina.

Aguil. My lord, you have forgot the Parthian

king., * ° .
My counfel you approv'd,'ax}d mednt to, appeafe
him : | .

I've fent for Ofrhoes, and he waits your fummons.
Wleen all is ready to complete your purpofe
You fiill remain confus’d and unsefolv’d.

Adr. Alas! thou know’ft ndt what a war of
thought
Now agitates my bofoln. Rome, the fenate,
Sabina, Emircna, love and glory,
All, all are prefent to me, while in Yain
I feek to reconcile my jarring paffions.
On every fide I fear fome threaténing rock :
I choofe, repent, and long perplex’d in doubt,
I know not good from ill, till driven at laft
To fudden choice, I choofe from all, the worfl.

Aguil. Ah! ceafe, my fovereign, to torment
yourfelf :
You have within your arms the fair for"whom

You figh, and fear to clafp her te your bofom.
P2 I canrot
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I cannot bear yout griefs : permit me, fir,
To introduce the king. ‘

Adr. Yet flay—if ftill—

Aguil. No more of doubts, my lord.

Adr. A& as thou wilt. [ Exit Aquilius.

SCENE 1V.

ADRIAN alone.

What will the world then fay ? To cherifh life
Is nature’s law ; and thus opprefs’d with anguith,
I cannot live depriv'd of Emirena.

»

SCENE V.

Enter Osnuons and AavuiLivus.

Ofr. Why am I fummon d here ?

Adr. Let Parthia’s king .
Be feated and attend ; and though his anger
Rejeéts the peace, he may vouchfafe a truce. [ firs.
Ofr. My nature cannot brook a long forbear-
.ance. [ fits.
Aguil. Aquilius, now thy fate determines.
[afide.
Adr. Ofirhoes,

All thmgs on easth muft change, and fhall we find
, Our-
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Our enmity alone endure for ever ?

Peace is bécome as ufeful to the victor

As needful to the vanquifh’d : food for firife

Is wanting now between us : adverfe fate

So much from thee has taken : bounteoys Heaven -
Has given fo much to Adrian, that no more

Is left for thee to lofe, or me to conquer.

Ofr. O! yes——my hatred yet remains unfhaken;
That fiill 1s rmri,p, and fhall fuffice for Ofrhoes.

Aguil. Barbarian ! favagc ! [afide.

Adr. Boaft not that as good,
‘Which, when poffefs’d, torments its own poflefior :
Thou haft a better way to footh thy pride.
Know, thou art the arbiter of my repofe,
As Adrian of thy life. So Heaven direfts
'The events of human kind, that each tg each .
By turns is needful ;» and the happieft man,
From him that is moft wfetehed, often finds
Something to hope or fear. Speale# thou the word,
And Emirena’s mine : if I but will it,
Ofrhoes is free, and once again 2 king.
Let us, my friend, make ufe of either’s power
To both our good. I afk from thee in gift
Thy daughter's hand, and offer thee 3 throne. *

Aquil. [afide.] 1 tremble for his anfwer.
Adr. Speak : what fay'ft thou ?
Thou {mil'}, but doft not fpeak.

Ofr. And fhall I think
Adrian
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Adnan fo weak ?

Adr. Alas! too furely, Ofrhoes.
What boots it to diffemble ? If I fee not
Fair Emirera knit with me in marriage,
Nor peace, nor happinefs, nor life is mine.

*  Ofr. Since then fo little ferves to make thee

happy,
I am content—Go, call my daughter hither.

Adr. Thou doft acccnt my offer 2
Ofr. Who would 3 er “

Refufe fuch offer ?

Adr. Thou haft given me back
My loft repofe. Aquilius, fee the princefs
Conducéted hither.

, Aquil. Cefar, 1 obey.
[afide,] Sabina is my own, [Exut.

SCENE VL
ADRIAN, OSRHOES.

Adr. 1 now begin
Tu live once more. Guards, from the Parthian
k{ng
Take-off his chains. [ guards enter.
Ofr. ¥zt Qay—I will not, Adrian, |,
Enjoy thy gifts ere thou haft tafted mine.
Ad.
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Adr. Va’m fcruple ! Execute my will,’

Of. Forbear
Depart my friends. { guards go out.

Adr. Fain would ] fee thee eas’d
Of that injurious load.

Ofr. T am fo happy
Contemplating the future, that my limbs
Feel not their fhackles.

Adr. Yet the }:)rincefs-gomes not. [looking out.
Ofr. No lefs is my impatience than thy own.
Adr. 1 go to haften her. .
+ O/, Behold, fhe’s here,

SCENE VIL

[ ]
Enter E,mnmm.
-

Adr. Moft lovely Emirena~— [meeting her.
Ofr. Betser firft .
It fits for me to unfold our purpofe tq her.
Adr. "Tis true.
Enmir. [afide.] What mean their looks and glad
deportment ?
Ofr. Amidft our fufferings, ftill, my deareft

ciaughter,
We may r¢joice. Would’ft thou befigve it ? Xes,
I, in thy beauty, find a reconrpenfe

For
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For all my loffes paft.

Emir. What means my father?

Adr. [to Emir.] The flame fincere

Ofr. Firﬁ, Adrian, let me fpeak.

Adr. Even as thou wilt.

Qfr. [#0 Emir.] Such virtue in thine eyes
Indulgent Heaven has lavifh'd, that our vior
Becomes our flave : he fi ighs for thee, and offers
All for thy fake ; forgess our enmity,

And ftoops to be a fuppliant : he abhors
His life without thee, and in thee adores
His tutelary goddefs.

Adr. [to Emir.] Yours the power
Ofr. [to kim.] 1 have not finifh'd yet.

*Adr. [afide.] He tortures tme
With this delay,

Ofr. [to Etmr] N ow, hear a father's woxcc,
And in the decp receffes of thy heart
Engrave his laft command : let me af leaft
In dying leave thee my avenger—hate
The tyrant with a hatred great as mine,

Which unextinguifh’d here for ever flames,
And this be thy inheritance.

Adr. Ha! Ofrhoes !

Q. 1t neither fear nor hope unite thee to him;
View him Qenceforth in every pang of fuffering,
Wrth frenzy butn ‘and rage with hopelefs love.

Adr.
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Adr. Juft Gods! infulted thus!

O/r. Now, Ceafar, {peak:
Ofrhoes has finifh'd.

Adr. Rath, unhappy man !
Doft thou not know thou call’t the thudder down
That foon may crufh thee?

O/r. Rave, thou haughty tyrant,
Thy anguifh is-my triumph.

Adr. Gods} what furp
Can man refemble thus the favage 'kmd 2
I gaze, and all my anger’s loft i in wondet.

* Barbanan' whether rage may burn,
Or madnefs feize thy brain,
With horror from that face I turn,
Where all the furies reign. .

The wounded l::oar,,.the trodden {nake,
The lion in the wild ;

The tigrefs, when her young they take,
Compar'd with thee are mild. [Exit.

SCENE VIIL

OsrHOES, EMIRENA.

Ofr. My daughter, if thou lov’ft me, lo! the
time

To give it proof : affift thy wretched father,
Wheo
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Who begs compaffion from thee.
Emir. If my blood

Can give you peace, ’'tis yours—it flows for you.

Ofr. O!'fnatch me from the Roman tyrant's
' power;

—But, ha! I fee thee free from chains.
Emir. Augufius,

Who found us ianocent of all attempts

Againft his life, to me and to FPharnafpes

Gave inftant freedom. * But wHat aid for you

Can I befiow ? ¢

Ofr. A fword! a dagger! poifon !
Death, death in any fhape.

Emir. What fays my father ?
Mutft thefe be proofs of love ? A daughter's hand
Supply the cruel means! The thought alone
Chills me with horror !—;—’Ti's in vain you afk it—
My heart abhors the'tafk, and though my heart
Inhuman fhould confent, my confcious hand
Would tremble and refuf€ its dreadful office.

Of. Away. Ideem’d thee worthier of thy race.
And doft thou fiartle at the name of death ?
Infirm of purpofe! know that Ofrhoes’ daughter
Should leatn to view it with a fieadier eye.

A noble
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A,no’llc foul no tumult knows,
When life draws near its fated clofe :
The trembling coward only knows
The fear that gives to death ifs pain.
"Tis falfe to name the dying hour,
The worft of ills mankind deplore :
Which bids the affliGed foul no more
The galling load of life {aftain. [Ewit.

SCENE' IX.

Enter PHARNASPES.

Emir. Unhappy Emirena} O! for counfcl
In this extreme of woe! .

Phar. [entering.] Hafle, Emirena.

Lmir., Hafte, whi.thcr,t

Phar. To Auguftus.

Ewmir. Tq Auguftus ?,

Phar. Implore him to reverfe his late decree
Againft thy father.

Emir. What decree, Pharnafpes ?

Phar. He wills that, laden with tHe weight ot
chains,

Ofrhoes be\led
Emir. To death ?

Phar.
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Phar. No; worfe than death.

Emir. Whither ?

Phar. To Rome.

Emir. And what can I to affit him?

Phar. Go--weep—-cntrcat—-to Adrian offer now
Thy hand in marriage~—O ! forget all ties,
All thoughts of love and hope—O ! give up zll
To fave the king.

Emir. He charg’'d me but even fow
To bear for Ceefar eyerlafting hatred.

Phar. Alas! you muft not think to obey com-
mands
In anger given; a momentary madnefs.
No, ’tis our duty, deareft Emirena,
Spite of himfelf to fave him.

Emir. Shall I then .
Refign this perfon to Anether’s irms ?
Is this indeed thy counfel ! C:-: Pharnafpes
So fteel his conftancy ?
Phaer. Alas! my princefs,
Thou little read’ft my heart : wiou litt] - hnow 't
‘What pangs this confliét cotts me. Whilc I fpeak
I feel each fibre in my bofom tremble :
Each drop of blood runs curdling through my
veins.
I know da thee 1 lofe my only good, )

We er Gan folacc life : T know without thee
it I drag

e
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I drag a wrgtched and defpairing being ;

A burthenvhateful to myfelf and others.

But what muft Afia fay thould Ofrhoes fall,

When we have power to fave him ? Ler us then

To this great duty facrifice our peace.

Go, go, my love, and confort of Auguﬁus,

Enjoy the higheft rank of earthly greatnefs.

To me at leaft one comfort will remain

Amidfi my wretchcdncfs, to fayy that the

Who rul'd Pharnafpes heart, now rules the world.
Enur. If thou would fl ha,xe me ¢ er, cunfmt to

lofe thee
N{akc not thyfelf fo worthy of my love.

Phur. No, Emirena, no, thou thalt not lofe me,
While hife informs this breaft I'll fiill be thine,
Thine, as my wirtue and thy fame permit.

I twear by all the Gods; by thofe dear’eyes, ¢

Fhote eyes that cheer sny_ foul; and thou—but
whither

1) > paffion thus tranfport me ¢ 'Ixme admits not

Ot mutual forrow ; while we meditate

To fave Inm, Ofrhucs may, alas! bé lof.

Limzr. Farewell. [ going.
Phar. Yet hear me.
Erur. What would now Pharnafpes ?

Phur. Go then—yet paufe awhile—Almighty
Gods'!
1 with thee hence, yet fain would keep thee fiill.

Emn
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Emir. O! Heaven! in leaving th\-‘e I love
I feel my powers decay ;

Lefs cruel fure the firoke will prove
That takes my life away.

Our fortune (thus afunder torn)
How ill didft thou forefee ;
That I, my love, for thee was born,
And thou wert born for me. [Exet.

[}

SCENE X

PHARNASPES a/lone.

The fubje@’s loyalty, the lover's truth
Maintain a doubtful confli& in my breaft;
By turns are victors and by turns fubdued.
But while with various fortune each contends,

And neither triumphs,~I thyfelf am loft.
&

The forrows that my foul deprefs,

To cruel fiars I owe ;
Yet," midft my forrows, hear me blefs

The caufe of all my woe.

Light a¥e thofe ills that meet mankind

- Without the fufferer’s blame,

And leave no motives in the mind
F%??enitcnce or {hame. ! [Eaxis,

SCENE
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SCENE XIL

A magnificént apartment of the imperial palace.
Steps defcending to the banks of the rives Orontes.

SABINA, attended by matrons and Roman knights.
AavuiLius.

Sab. Hold, ipfolent, no more-.—-—though Adrian
drivés
Sabina from his fight, ’tis cryminal
In thee to afpire to fuch a heart as mine.
,,Agml. Ne'er till this hour

Sab. And be this hour the laft
To infult me with thy love. . [ going to embark.

S C E N.E_ XII.
Enter ADRIAN.

Adr. Sab!ma, hear me. .

Aguil. [afide] O! cruel fortune!

Sab. [returning.] Ha! what would Auguftus?

Adr. And am I then fo hateful to Sabina
That the would leave me thus ? Depart unfeen ?

Sab. O! mock me not again: you fend me
hence ; ; -
Forbid me ever more to appear, before you.

6 oddr.
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Adr. I {end thee hence ? Ah' wh(n P~—-Aqui-
lius, fpeak:
Did not Sabina afk to leave me ?

Sab. Heavens'!
[70 Aquil.] And was it not the mandate of Au-

guftus,
That I thould part from him, and part unfeen ?

Aguil. [afide,] Silence or fpeech muft both
alike betray me. .,
Sab. [to Aquil.] Perfidious 1nan !
Adr. [0 Aquil.]' Thou doft not anfwer.
Sab. [to Aquil.] Now
I underftand thy plots, and Adrian too
Shall know:
Aguil. [to Adr.| Cefar, ’tis true, I love Sabina,
And fear'd her prefence might awake thy virtue,
Hence far remov’'d I hop’d———-
Adr. Enough, thou traitor !
Bafe, undermining flave, thou Cefar’s rival !
Ho! guards, fecure bim, [Iu is difarmed.
Aguil. [afide.] Unpropitious fate |
_Adr. No longer think, my fpoufe, of thy de-
parture.
Sab. Thy fpoufe, Auguﬁus?

Adr. Yes, 1 find my foul

RccovennE now apace her wonted calm :
l [ My
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My duty, and the fcorn of Emirena;
Her father’s hatred

SCENE LAST.

Enter EMIRENA and PHARNASPES.

Emir. Pardon, Cafar, pardon.
Phar. O! pardon, fir.

Emir. Reftore tp me a father.
Phar. Preferve for me a king.

Emir. Reftore him tome;. =
And, if thou wilt, behold me then thy own.

Adr. What do I hear?

Phar. Auguftus, yes, to thee
I here refign my empire o’er her heart.

Adr. What fays Pharnafpes ?

Emir. Yes, thou fhalt be, Ceefas,
My guardiary God : by that celeftial ray
Majeftic beaming from thy facred brow ;
By that viQlorious laurel, earn’d with toil §
By this unconquer’d handy the world'’s fupport ;
Which by this kifs— [freels.

Adr. Ah! rife—no more—So weeps
A nymph or Goddefs when fhe melts the heart.
' [aﬁde.

VOL. II. Q . Sab.
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Sab. [afide.] Alas! what conflic® noev in yonder
breaft
Of love and honour.
Ady. [afde.] If I yield to jufiice,
I lofe my Emirena; if to love,
I kill my beft Sabina—O ! my heart !
How cruel is thy trial !
Sab. [afide.] Though unfaithful,
He yet excites my paty.
Lmir. Cefar, fay: 3
Art thou'not yet refolv’d ?
Sab. [to Adr.] Auguftus, hear;
At length
Adr. In pity torture me no further ;
I know what thou would'ft fay, alas! Sabina,
I'know 1t all. ‘
Sab. Thou little kngw'fi Sabina :
Then hear—So fatal are our mutual wounds,
That one of us muft fall. Sabina dies
In lofing thee, and, Adrian, thou muft die
In lofing Emirena, Heaven forbid,
That to preferve a woman s worthlefs days,
A hero thus thould pen(h L1vc, my Adrian,
Live for thy fame, thy country, and the world ;
If not for me: I freely here releafe thee
From every tye; forgive thee all my wrongs,
And withthefe lips will ever plead thy caufc.
Adr,
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Adr. Is'tspoflible !
Sub. Cefar, farewell. [ going.
Adr. O! fiay:
O'! noble mind! exalted dame! whofe merits
Might claim a thoufand empires. Muft *you all
Bring on my cheek the glow of confcious thame ?
[#0 Phar.] The loyal fubje& yields to me his mif-
trefs
In ranfond for his king : [ Ermr] The pious
daughter.
Does, for her father, facnficetherfelf. ,.
[t¢ Sab.] And thoy, forfaken, injur'd as thou art,
Trapfcendent fair! think’ft only of my peace !
And I, fhall I alone, with fuch examples,
Be feeble as a girl, nor hide thig face
From every living eye; yet prefs the throne,
And give to earth its jaws? O! no—let all
Be happy. To the Parthien king I give
His crown and liberty ; to thee, Pharnafpes,
Refign fair Emirena : T abfolve
Aquilius of his guilt; to thee, Sabira,
More worthy of thy love, myfelf refiore. -
P/zm Joy unexpected !e

Sub. This indeed i1s Adrian
Now he appears himf{elf.
Emir. O whillt I breathe,
This breafi, Auguﬁus, gratciul for thy goodncfs—-—

Adr. 1f thou wilt thew thy gratitude to Cafar,
e 2 Leave, -
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Leave, leave his heart in peace; fcarce now in
fafety

When thou art near him. Let me then entreat
thee

To quit me, Emirena. See thy {poufe

Securely thine : thy father thalt thou find

In freedom to thy with. Live and be happy,

And all in deep oblivion drown the memory

Of Adrian’s errdrs.

Emir. Yet, pcrrmt e, Caefar—-—-!—

. ) [altempts to kifs his hand.

Adr. O! Emirena—'tis enough—farewell.
[ preventing her.

CHorvus.

Auguftus, while thy facred praife
Afcends the flarry way,

Our hands a fngw-white flone fhall raife
To magk this blifsful day.

O

END OF THE THIRD ACT.

DIDbO.
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ACT I. SCENE L

A magnificent hall of audience, with a throne on

one fide. A projj:eél of the city of Carthage.

/E‘IEAS, SE,LFNF, QstAs

Zn. No princefs, friend, believe not fear or

, hatred
Unmoors the Phrygian fleet and drives me hence :
I know that Dido loves me (ah ! too well
I've prov’d that truth), nor doubt her conftagt

faith, .

I love and I adore her: grititude
Warms every thought for all her kidnefs fhewn
To me, to mine. But defliny commands
Once more to expofe my{ife on.Neptupe’s waves.
Such is the will of Heaven! Ah me unhappy !
The crime of Fate muft thus appear my own.

Sel. If after wandering long thou feek’fl a reft
And fettled home ; ’tis offer'd on this fhore :
My fifter gives, thy merits and our friendfhip
Confirm the wifh'd afylum.

Ln.
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/En. Such afylum
Heaven grants not yet,

Sel. And wherefore }

O/m. By what figns
Have the juft Gods to you reveal’d their will ?

Ain. Ofmidas, fleep has never clos'd thefe cyes,
In fweet oblivion, but he brings to view
My father’s angry thade : “ O fon! (he cries,
“ I hear his well-known voice), ungrateful fon !
¢ Are thefe the Italian.fealms, whofe conqueft oft
*“ To theg have Pheebus and myfelf enjoin'd ?
« Jll-fated Afia from thy valour hopes
“ In other climes renew’d another Troy. .
“ This didft thou promife, this, in life’s laft mo-
ments
1 heard thee fwear, when kneeling, on this hand
“*Thy filial kifs confirm’d the folemn compacét.
“ And now, ungratefyl to thyfelf, thy country,
% Thy father, here thou dwell’ft in floth and love—
 Rife, cut the cords that hold thy tardy veflels,
“ And loofe thy fpreac.mg fails.”—Such warning
. given
He darts an angry glance and difappears.
* Sel. 1 freeze with horror.

O/m. If Aneas leave us

I lofe in him a rival to the throne. {afide.
Sel. [t0 En.] If you forfake us, haplefs Dido
ies,~——

And
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And ah! Selene never can furvive. [afide.
Ofin. The queen approaches.
Ain. Whither fhall I turn?
Sel. 1 dare not fpcak my pains. [afide.

Ain. Be firm my heart,
Thy trial comes ! [afide. s

SCENE Il
l.?mier DiBo- attended.

Did. Aneas, Afia’s glory,.
The care of Venus and of Dido; fee
Héw proud, exulting in thy prefence here,
Our infant Carthage lifts her towering head.
..Thofe arches, temples, walls, dre all the fruit
Of Dido’s toils ;» but thou, Afneas, thon
Art their firft boaft 4nd nobleft ornament.
Thou doft not anfwer—fhuin’t me—Is it thus
Aineas meets me with repulfive fifence ?
Perchance fdbme other paffion from thy heart
Has driven my once-lov'd fornt. "
An. The Gods can witnefs
Dido is ever prefent to my mind :
Nor time, nor diftance ¢’er thall {hed bblivion
(Thofe Gods alike can witnefs) o’er my paffion.

Did. Wherefore thefe proteflations ! Dido feeks
No vows to bind thy faith—a look, a figh,

Enfures from me belief.
«Ofm.
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Ofm. She trufts too far. . [afide.
Sel.. T dare not yet complain. - [afide.

Zn. If thou regard’ft
Thy own repofe, think of thyfelf, thy greatnefs,
And think of me no more. -
« Did. Not think of thee !
I that but live for thee ! I that enjoy
No moment’s peage when thou art abfent from me ?
Zn. O Heaven! what haft thoy faid ? Is this
a timé
For fuch efufive tendernefs ? Alas!
Too generous for ingratitude like mine !
Did. Ingratitude, Aneas! Is my love
Then hateful to thee ?
ZEn. Never has my foul
Cohfefs'd a purer flame
Did. Speak

An. My cogntry——
Heaven’s high command—

Did. Go pn.
Zn. T cannot fpeak it.

but——t—

' A thoyfand warring thoughts in vain
My labouring bofom fwell :
Do thou that fatal caufe explain  [/0 Ofm.
My lips refufe to tell. [Exit.

6 SCENE
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SCENE IIL

Dipo, SeLENE, OsMIDAS, aftendants.
9

D:id. And does Aneas fly me thus ? What means
Such cruel filence! how have I offended !

Sel. His purpofe is to leave thee—Love and
Glory
With doubtful eprpire firuggle in his heart.
Did. And does h find it glory to forfake me ?
Ofin. Now policy affift me ! [afide.]-£Mighty
queen !
Selenle little reads Aneas’ thoughts :
Arbaces from the Moorifh court is fent
Ambaflador to Carthage.

Did. Well, what fo}lows?
O/m. The haughty king .demands your hand in
marriage.
fFoneas fears that you, by force compell’d,
Will yicld to his demand ; and therefore flies
To fhun the grief to fee you wed another. .,

Did. It may be fo—go, deareft fifter, chace
From my /Eneas fuch unkind fufpicions,,
And tell him death alone fhall tear me from him.

Se/, This 1 muft {fuffer too! relentlefs fate !

[afide.
To
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To him thy fifter, void of art;
Shall make thy purpofe known, °

And footh to peace thy love-fick heart ; [7o Did.
But rend with grief her own. [afide.

To him my faithful lips addrefs'd,

Shall all thy thoughts reveal : [0 Did.
But how, the pangs that rend my breaft,

Shall I, yerpowers! conceal! [afide.] Exit.

SCENE IV.
Dipo, OsyIpAs, atiendants.

Did. Now let Arbaces come ; whate'er his pur-
pofe,
A fuppliant or a foe, he comes in vain :
Before his fight, ere yet the day declines
To weftern fkies, the fun thall fee this hand
Given to Anéas—he and he alone
Is worthy to poffefs the heart of Dido:
This thall*Arbaces know.

O/m. Arbaces comgs.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter 1aARBAS, under the name of AREACES, with
Arasees. A tramn of Moors ; <various attendants
bringing tigers, lions, and other prefents to the
Queen.  Dipo afends the throne, OsMminas on
her right hand: two Carthaginians bring the
cufhions for the African Ambaflador and place
them at a di ﬁa,nc; frontmg the ihrone.

Araf. Behold, thy kmg——[af de tb him, entering.

Iar. Be filent—while I wear [apde o Araf.
A fubjeél’s femblance, call me fiill Arbaces,
And be the king forgot—Dido, to thee,

The fovereign of the Moors deputes Arbaces,

His faithful nunciate. At thy choice I bring

Thy kingdom’s fafety or thy kingdom’s ruin.

The prefents here dlfplay’d _gems, treafure, cap-
tives,

And favage beafis, the wealth of mbje& Afric,

He fends, O queen, as‘pledges of his greatnefs :

Then learn the giver from the gift.

Did. Should Dido
Accept his gift, the giver’s well rewarded ;
But let him heed, or what he means a 'gift
May prove a tribute—Infolence like this
The foul of Dido fcorns.—[afide.] Sit then and
peak.
Araf. What thinks my fovereign ? [a_/' e so Tar.
3 » lar,
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Lur. Lovely in her pride! | [to0 him—fits.
Remember, Dido, what thou cam’ft from Tyre,
What defperate fortune drove thee to thefe thores ;
"T'was Afric only gave thee reft and f{afety
From thy inhumag brother’s impious thirft
Of wealth and blood : this ample fpace, where now
Afpiring Carthage rifes, was the gift
Of my great mafter’s hand : Jarbas—

Did. Hold! *

Thou doft confound a prrchafe with a glft
dar. Fxrﬁ let me {peak and then reply.

D:d What boldnefs ! [70 Ofm.
Ofmn. Let him proceed. [0 DMd.

Jar. My courteous king, Iarbas,
Sought thee in masriage, and refus'd, endur'd
The unworthy flight, becaufe thy widow’s vows
Were then devoted to Sichaus’ afhes.
All Afric now has heard that from the ruins
Of Afia’s kingdom here Atneas found
From thee a welcome, that thy heartds given
To him; ner will the fovereign of the Moors
Permit a' wandering exile, 'fcap’d from Troy,
To rival him in love.
" 'Did. His love and hate
To me are equal.

lar. Let me firft conclude,
Then may’ft thou anfwer. Know my gencrous king

Infiead of war hasdent to offer peace.
o A&
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Act as thoy wilt—forgetful of the paft,
He {ccks thy love, demands to fhare thy nuptials,
And afks with thefe Aineas’ forfeit head.

Did. Haft thou yet finifh’d ?

lar. 1 have finifl’d.

D:id. Know
To Lybian fands I came from regal Tyre
Yor freedom not for bondage. Carthage ftands
My treafure’s pu.rc,hafe, not thy monarch’s gift.
When to larbas ], refus'@iny hand,
And widow’d heart, I meantgo keep my faith ,
To dead Sichzus—Dido now is chang’d—
Far other thoughts——

Iur. Since Dido now has chang’d—

Did. Firlt let me anfwer, then Arbaces, {peak.
Yes, Dido now is chang’d—'tis wifdom qft  ,
To vary thoughts with time— ZEneas’ worth
Has touch’d my heart ; his valour fhall fupport
My rifing throng, and marriage mdke us one.

Iar. But firft his head

Did. His head will prove a conqueft
Not lightly gain’d—this exile fcap’d from Troy
May give the fovereign of the Moors fuch toil,
He yet but little fears. *

Lur. Should’tt thou provoke
My king’s refentment, foon expect to fee

Againft thee- Afric pour her numerous fons,
’ From
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From Garamantia and Getulia’s plains,
And hot Numidia’s confines.
Did. Let /Eneas
But own my caufe, and Afric pour her fons
From Garamantia and Gétulia’s plains,
From hot Numidia’s clime, and all the world
* Confpire againft my empire.
* lar. Shall I then
Report this anfwtr ? .
Did. Thou mayft fay that Dido
Hgceds not, the {foothing of larbas’ love,
Nor fears His indignation.
" Iur. Still refle&
Think better, Dido.

Did. 1 have thought enough. [both rije.

A queen and lover Didq reigns,
And in her heart and throne maintains
A right, all rights above.
In vain he fecks her foul to awe,
Who to her will would give the law,
In glory orin love.  « [Exit attended.

SCENE VL
IArBAS, ArRAsPES, OsSMIDAS.

Jar. Arafpes, vengeance. [ going.

Araf. Where thou lead’'ft T follow.

Ofm.
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i

Ofm. Art).af:es, flay.
lur. What can he feek with me? [#0 Araf.
O/m. May I at will confer with thee ?

lar. Speak on.
Ofn. If thou wilt make me partner of thy coun-
{cls,
Reccive my profferr’d aid. The queen intrufts me ;
Aineas ranks me for his friend ; the troops
Wait on my nody and am’Eleﬁ power is mine
To forward thy defigns. = "
lur. And who art thou?
O/m. A follower of the Tyrian queen, Ofmidas,
In Cyprus was I born, and boaft a mind
Above my humble fortune.
lar. 1 accept
Thy profferr’d aid, and if I find thee faitltful,
W hare’er thou wifheit, be thy bright reward.
Ofin. Let Dido be thy fovereign’.s, and to me
Be yielded th.en the government of Carthage.

Lur. 1 plight my faith it thall be thine.

O/in. But will
'Thy fovercign’s power confirm the mighty grant 2

dur. The king beflows it when Arbaces gives.

Ofm. Then

lar. Every little a¢t may breed fufpicion :

Referve thy counfels for fome fitter place
VOL. 1l R . Retird
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Retir'd from notice—On my faith rely,
Whenc'er Iarbas weds, Ofmidas reigns.

O/in. Diiclofe each plan thy foul revolves,
My zeal ‘fhall fecond thy refolves,
Thy hopes, thy vengeance aid :
So murmuring through the verdant meads,
A fiream its gentle current leads,
With genial power a fapling feeds,
Whofe branches deck the glade. [ L.

SCENE VIL

TARBAS, ARASPES.

Iar. Vain, eafy fool ! to hope fuch promife given
Would find from me performance.

Araf. Yet, my {overeigns
Your facred word is ‘paft.

fur. Who 'kecps not faith
To others, merits not hifnfelf to find it.
Go, lov'de Arafpes, all delay 1s torture
To tage like mine—go, let one blow from thee
Secure my vengeance—let Aneas die.

Araf. Ugo—and fate fhall foon in open combart
Decide between our valour. [ going.

lar. Stay, Arafpes,

Let not thy fame, my hatred and my vengeance,
' Be
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Be left to chance like this—fraud thall affift us;
Affail him unprovided.

Araf. Fraud! my fovereign ?
A fubjedt was I born, but never yet
Have earn’d the name of traitor—Bid me run,
Naked through flames, expofe to hoftile arms
This fencelefs breaft,—I'll fearlefs dare them all,
Thou art the mafler of my life—Arafpes -
Shrinks from 210 grial tc defend his king ;
But, Oh! exalt got frort"d&s fword a deed
That bears the ftamp of trealqn.

Jar. Fond delufion
Of yulgar minds—I fhall not want an arm
More faithful found than thine.
Araf: How ! mighry Gods!.
Thy virtue fure—
lar. What virtue ? In the world
Virtue is but a name, or that alone
Is virtue, which fecures our weal or pleafure.

[ .
Amidfi a throne’s refplendent, blaze '
Each ation {tands approv’d ;
Dececit itfelf may claim our praife,
And guilty deeds be lov'd. ‘

To fhun by guile fome threaten’d ill,
Let daftard fpirits dread,
Who born in fetters, cherifh fiill
The fears in bondage bred., * [ Exir.

R2 SCENE
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SCENIL VIII.
ARraspes alone.

O imptous doctrine ! canft thou then, unhappy,
Be firanger to the feelings of remorfe,
Remorfe that follows even fuccefsful guilt ;
Nor know. the paace that virtue gives misfortune ?
O! thou the world's fupport !« the, glorious boafl
Of men and Gods, taxr'év irtue, »2ad me ftill.

f
If thou tiire@ not through the deep

(Bnight fiar of ITeaven !) my tofling fhip.
No calm this refilefs bofom knows.
On thee in danger T confide,
In adverfe fatc thy counfels guide,
From thee alone I find repofe. [ Lnir.

S CENE IX.
A cosrt-yard.
SELENE, ALUNEAS.

« An. Already have I told you, fair Selene,
That i1l Ofmidas has explain’d my thoughts.
Ah ' would to Heaven that Dido were unfaithful.
Or that T could one moment, felf-deceiv’d,
Believe her faithlefs to me '—But to know
That ftill {he lovés /Eneas, that compell'd

I yet
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I yet mufi, leave her—this, indeed, is torture !
Sel. Whatever caufe confirains you to depart
At leaft defer the parting : bend your fieps
To Neptune’s hallow’d fane, my ﬁﬂer there
Demands a moment’s audience.
~En. Dreadful paufe !
Sel. Firft hear her, then depart.
<. And fhall I take
A lafi farcwc.ll of 211 my foul adorcs !
Sel. Can 1 bc filent fhli and live 2 [afide.
“En. Selene,
You weep.
*Sef/. Ah! can I hear you, yet refirain
The fympathizing tear ?
<Fin. Forbear your fighs,
"Tis Dido fhould alone lament my going.
Sel. Onc heart, alas l,.myfelf and Dido bear.
An. Do you fo nearly feel a fifter’s {forrow ?
Sel. Sheslives in mey and T fo live in her,
That all the afflictions fhe endures, ape mine.
ZEn. Moft generous maid ! [ pity ydur difirefs,
And in your forrows, half forget my own.
Sel. O'! could you read my heart, you truly tltlen
Might feel for poor Selene.

SCENL
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SCENE X

Enter 1ARBAS and ARASTES.
lar. I‘ha.ve fearch’d
The palace round, nor yet can find Aneas.
Araf. Perchance he fails from Carthage.

lar. Would ypn warrior [ fees Ain.
Were him I feek.— E_{eems rot by his garb
Of Afric’s fons—What art thow, firanger? Say.

f [#0 him,
Araf. O how her beauty firikes my ravifh’d
eyes ! {looking at Bel.

n. Lovely Selene [fooking at Scl,
Izr. Sure, thou hear’ft me not. [#0 Ain.
"&n. O! too, too feeling for another’s woes !
[20 Sel.
Sel. What agrogant deportment ! [Jooking at Iar.
Araf. Heavens! how fair ! [laoking at Sel.

Iar. Declare thy name, or now— [t0 An.
An. What right hafi thou
To make this proud demand, or what to thee
Imports my name or birth ?
Iar. To me, my will
Js all the right I feek.
ZEn. It is not here

Our wont to anfwer madmen. [ going.
¢ ]x’l)’.
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lar. Anfwer then

This trufty weapon. [abowt to draw.
Sel. In Selenc’s fight !

In Dido’s palace fuch prefumptuous bearing !
Izr. And does an envoy from Iarbas ¢laim

No more refpeét ?

Se/. The queen fhall learn this outrage.

Iar. This let her learn, and ia her own defpife _
Behold me lop, yon traitor’s daring head,
And join’d with that of her ZFneas, cafi it
Before the feet of my offended king. .

Ain. The deed may prove more arduous than
’ thy fond

O’erweening hopes prefage.
lar. Wilt thou oppofe it? *

Or that Aneas, who, for glories won,

Recounts his paft défeats?

+En. Yet know, proud man, .
"Thy boaﬁed victories, in glory’s fcale,
May yield fo his deteafs.

Jur. And who art thou,
That dar'ft for him provoke me ?

Zn. 1 am one,
Let this fuffice, who holds thy wmth in {corn.

When
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When thou my hidden name fhalt hear

Thy haughty foul may learn to fear,
Thy tongue each boafi forget.

The pafienger, whofe headfirong will

Againft his pilot’s better fkill,

Infenfate quits the peaceful thore,

WVill foon, when angry tempefis roar,
The fafereland regret. [ Laxit.

SCENE Xl
IsrBAS, SELENE, ARASPES.

Iar. Thou fhalt not *fcape me thus— [ going,
Sel. What would’ft thou ? Say. [detaining him.
Jdar. Give me his name.

Sel. Be calm l
And learn it thqn from me.

Jar. 1 atk no' more.

Sel. Know’ft thou that ﬂranger, whom thy rage
1nfulted
Is him thou feek’ft—Alneas }
dar. Thau haft robb’d me
Of great revenge, forbid this hand to reap
Thofe honours which indulgent Heaven prepar'd.
Sel, Whence all this anger ! How has he, Ar-

baces,
Offendcd
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Offended thee ?

Izr. He'with my fovereign dares
Contend for Dido’s love, and canft thou afk
In what I am offended ?
Sel. Think’ft thou then
That every lover can ele&t at will
The heart’s dear objeét ? Ah! thou little know'ft,
Arbaces yet, thc'wa_tyward {chool, of love. [Exi::

S CEN E XII,

IArRBAS, ARASPES.

Iar. Iarbas fhall no longer lurk &onceal’d,
Arafpes, I've already borne too much.

Araf: What would you th‘en' 2

Iar. Tl fummon gll my warriors
At my arrival in the wood. conceal’d,
And lead them to the palace ; hu}.‘l defiru&ion
On hated Carthage ; tear my rival’s heart
From his detefted breaft—-—

SCENE XIIIL
Enter OsM1DAs in hafte.

Ofm. My lord, already
The queen prepares to vifit Neptune’s temple ;
1f you delay, even now, before your fight,
. She
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She to the haughty Trojan gives her hand.
lar. Prefumptuous daring !
O/m. ’Tis no longer time
For vain cemplaints.
lar. What counfel now remains ?
Ofmn. The fpeedieft is the beft

. lead—
Be bold—in evéry enterprife Ofmidas
Will be your buckler and fupport. [ Exit.

myfelf will

¢
SCENE XIV.

[ARBAS, ARASPES.
Araf. My lordz {70 lar. gomg.
Ah'! whither would, you run?
* Lor. To flay my rival.
Araf. Alas! whatsrdeans ? Your warriors know
not yet
Their leader’s will.

lar. If force {hould fail, deceit
Shall lend its aid.

. <Iraf. And would you purchafe vengeance
With treathery’s impious flain ?
Jar. My love, Arafpes,
Emboldens thee too far; I rather wifh thee
More prompt to vigorous act, and flow to counfel:
Think what Iarbas is, and what Arafpes.
T 3 _ A flood
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A floogt am I, that, fwell'd with rains,

With fnows and waters, o’er the plains

Bears woods and herds and cots and fwains,
While nothing can oppofe its ¢ourfe, .-

If narrow banks the torrent bind, °

It burfts the bed, and unconfin’d,
Refiftlefs roars with double force.

{ Exit with Araf.

SCENE XV.
The temple of Neptune, with an image of the God.

ANEAs and OsMIDAs.
Ofin. Then from your lips fhall wretched Dido
learn .
Y our purpofe to forfake her ? O! for pity
Refrain, and fpare her hedrt*fuch rending forrow.

Ain. *Tis cruelty to {peak, buteto conceal it
Were more than treaforr.

Ofin. Conflant to your purpofe,  *
“Yet at her tears I truft it foon will change.

Zn. My gnef may end my life, but cannot
make me
Deaf to my country’s call, my father’s honour.

Ofm. Exalted prince ! the firft of heroes he,
Whofe virtue can fubdue himfelf.

Zin.
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Ain. Alas !
How dear is fuch a conqueft !

SCENE XVL

Enter IARBAs and ARASPES.

lar. [t0 Aral.] See my rival,
And unaccompunied.
Araf. Think what you are.
Iar. [to Araf ] Follow me and be filent—
Thus mywrongs
[ going to firike Aineas, is prevented by Araf-
pes; the dagger drops from his hand and is
taken up by Arafpes.
Araf. O hold
" Iar, .[to Ara{.] Ah! traiter ! thus to aid my foe!
An. What would thy impious fury ? )
(4 Axal. fecing the dagger in his hand.

Ofn. All is loft !

]

SCENE XVIIL

Enter Dipo, attended.

Ofin. O quéen ! we are betray’d, and if Arbaces
Had here delay’d his fuccour, great ZEneas
This day fad fallen beneath a barbarous hand.
Did,
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Did. Whgre is the bafe affaffin ?
Ofin. See*him there,
The murderous weapon in his grafp.
[ pointing to Araf.
Did. What fury .
Enflam’d thy bofom to the treacherous deed ?
Araf. My fovereign’s glory and my own renown.
Did. How! did Arbaces difavew )
Araf. 1T know t—
He reprobates the deed—I fear his anger,

But never can my confcious foul repens °
What is not guilt.

Did. And feel'ft thou no remorfe
For fuch a facrilege ?

Araf. A thoufand times
Would T repeat the daring.

Did. T'll prevent thee—* -

Guards, take him hence— [ Ewxif, Araf. guarded.
Ain. [to Jar.] O! generous foe! I knew not

In thee fuch virtue dwelt—comnte to my breaft.
lar. Aneas, hold—Arafpes fav’d thy’life—

[ fought thy blood—in me behold Iarbas !

Did. Iarbas, thou!
En. Thou fovereign of the Moors !

Did. A Ringly bofom harbours not fuch bafe-
nefs :

6 ’ Thou
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Thou doft belie thy prince—Difarm the traitor.

Iar. None dare approach me. [draws.] Death
is in this weapon.
Ofn. [ajjde to Iar.] Seem but to yield awhile,
. till time permit
To call our friends in aid—In me confide.

Iur. Can I fubmit fo tamely. " [afide toOfm.

A&in. Hold, my friends,
"Tis mine to punifh him.
Did. [to Ain.] Referve thy‘valour
For nobleg deeds—
[#0 Iar.] What canft thou hope ? Or yield,
Or fall a bloody viétim at my feet.

O/m. Referve thee for a future noble vengeance.
‘ [afide to 1ar.
* lar. There—take my fword.
[#h#ows down his fword, whick is taken up by
the guards.— Exit Iarbas guarded, followed
by Ofmiidas and Arafpes.

SCENE XVIIL

_ Dipo, ZANEas.
Did. Aneas, thou art fafe:
The Gods for me preferve a life fo precious.
An. O Heaven! my queen—

Did. Again doft thou retain
‘ A doubt
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A doubt of Dido’s truth ?

AZn. O no !—my fate \
Is far more wretched—I muft leave thee, Dido.

Did. Leave me! what fatal caufe?

An. The will of Jove,
My father's fhade, my country, Heaven's com-
mand, '
My faith, my duty, honour, empire, all
Now fummon me to tread the Italian fhores :
My long delay tog much’offends the Gods.

Did. And haft thou then,aperﬁdioxisl till this
hour
Conceal’d thy cruel purpofe ?

AZn. O! ’twas pity.

Did. Pity! thy lips had fworh me endlefs truth
When thy falfe heart prepar’d to part for-ever !*
Whom fhall I truft again ?—A wretched outcaft
Of winds and waves, receiv'd upon my coafl,—
I gave him welcome from the feas®; refitted
His fcatter'd’fleet and arms ; with him I thar’d
My heart and throne—and ah !" as thisswere little,
For him I have provok’d a hundred kin§s,

That profferr'd me their love—Lo ! fuch reward
Has faith like mine—Ah ! whom, unhappy Dido,
Whom fhalt thou truft again ?

&n. O while I live
Thy name {hall be the folace of my thoughts :
O'! never, Dido, would I quit thefe fhores
‘Had
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Had not the will of Heaven decreed my toils,
To raife another realm in Latian climgs.

Did. The Gods indeed have then no other care
Than great Alncas’ fate.

Zin. And would’ft thou then
AEneas thould, by flill remaining here,
Incur the guilt of perjury ?
* Did. Ono:
Thus would thy offspring lofe in future times
The world’s great empire.—Go, puriue thy for-

.tune;
Go—feck ‘the Tralian realms—to winds and waves
Intruft thy hopes——but know that righteous
Heaven

Shall make thofe wavés my minifters of vengeance.
Then fhalt thou lite repent thy fond belief
In raging elements—then fhalt thou call,
But call in vain on Dido.

An. Could’ft thou read
My fecret thoughts

Did. Away and leave me, traitor !

An. At leaft, with gentler afpeét, from my lips
Receive the laft farewell.

Did. Leave me, ingrate !

An. And yet my wretched fate, alas! deferves
not '

From Didp fuch reproaches.
Did. Hence, thou falfe-one !

Have
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Have I not caule to accufe my fate ?
To mom‘,‘n a heart by thee, ingrate !
With every grief opprefi ?
Perfidious man ! for love fo true, |,
+ Thou know'ft if fuch reward was due :,
Ye fouls! like me unbleft !
Ah'! fay, what pangs can mortals know,
If what I feel befpeaks not woe
That deepeft rends the breaft.
) © [ it attended.

And fhall T make thee thén fych bafe return,

For truth like thine ? Such love, fuch ngrs un-
equall'd?, , .

No—ere my heart corfentssta leave thee thus,
Fir(t perith Italy and all the world ! L '
Let blank oblivion hide my. fame for ever, L
And Troy once more be funk in fmouldenng afhes!
—Alas! what hive I faid |—O mlghty father !
Forgive the ravings of a lover's folly—
"Twas not /Eneas fpoke—O death to glory |—. »
Hafte, let us go—Mutft then the infulting Moor
Infold her beauties in his arms ?~——O ! never |—
But fhall the fon meantime forgetting all
His filial ties be perjur'd to his fire?

’

VOL. IIL s O! give
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0! gwc me counfel, Gods! In this extreme,

Love, jealoufy, a father’s angry ﬂlade,

And Heaven’s high mandates rénd my wérring
{oul.

Whether my fhips are moor’d at land,
Or fails are firetch’d in air,
Cruel and falfe on either hand,
* A like reproach I bear.

Meanwhile with dreagful doubts opprcfs’d,
That harrow deep my laboufing breaft,
- T sl my flight delay.
I dare not quit, nor keep the thore,
But, ah! with equal pangs deplore
My parting or my ftay ! [Exiz.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE L

A royal apariment, a table and feats.

SELENE, ARASPES:.

Sel. What hand has loos’d the rude barbarian’s
chains ?

Araf. 1 know fot, fair,Selene; I behold
Myfelf a prifoner,®guilty ; then agdin
In freedom and abfolv’d ; in one thort moment
Arafpes freed, his fovereign lord in bonds : .
Through all the palace anxions now I feck him,
And find Selene.

Sel. Ah! fome fecret treafon’
Is fram'd againft Aneas—O! Arafpes,
Preferve the hero’s life. ' .

Araf. He is my foe : )
But if you afk Arafpes to defend lﬁm.
From hidden’ fraud, thus far I plight my faith ;
My honour heres will prove his firmeft guard
Thus much muft yet fuffice.

Sel. It thall fuffice. . [going.
Araf. Ah! take not from my eyes fo foon the
joy

To view Sclkne’s charms.
Sel. ' What means Arafpes ?
52 Araf.
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Araf. ‘Alas! T know I fhould conceal my paffion;
But if I err, Selene, to yourfelf
Impute the crime of love.

Sel. T own, Arafpes,
Thy \alour, virtue, all that claims regard
From woman’s fex—but, ah! another flame
*Has warm’d Selene’s heart.

€

« Iraf. Ah me, unhappy‘

Sel. Yet rnorc, Arafpes—if thefe feeble charms
Have touch’d thy breaft,’at leaft dxfclofe thy pains,
I'll hear and pity them—but ah ! Selcne
Cannot conteal, yet dares not own her fecret.

Araf. Yet let me here devote my conftant fajth.

Sel. Thus much I grant, but ne’er expet re-
tarn: )
If thou ¢anft love me on this hard condition,
I take thy love—but ne’er afpire to more.
Araf. My heart, bn'this condition, plights its
truthe

Sel. Fof me thy falthful love retain,
Thy\bofom bear the fhaft in vain ;
But.ne’er to me henceforth complain
Of ainrewarded love, .
My conftant heart and thine muft thare
An equal portion of defpair :
No hope mutt ever footh thy care,
Nor I compaffion prove. [Eair.

. ARASPES
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Araspres alone.
Thou bid'ft me never hope, but bid'ft in vain ;

Hope is the gleam that cheers the parting foul.
) [ Exiz.

SCENE IL

Divo with a paper, Oamipas.

Did, 1 knowethat under feign'd Arbaces’ name’
The fovereign of the Moors here lirks conceal’d :
But be it as it may, he injure$ Dido, | *
And king or fubject he fhall pay the forfeit.
He ‘dies without reprieve.

Ofm. Whate’er thy will,
Behold in me your faithful minifter.

Did. Thy loyalty fhall find its due reward.

Ofm. And what reward, Q queen ? In vain my
valour
And loyalty are yours, while in your heart
Aineas rules alone the fovereign lord.
Did. No mérc-—--nar call to 'mi.hd't)'lat hated
name, Lo
Perfidious and ingrate ! A foul that knows
No law nor compaét—1I deteft myfelf
For loving him fo long. '
Qfin. Should you again
Behold him, he would footh eagh angty thought.
Did.
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Did. Agam behold him? Think not this de-

ceiver,
‘While Dido lives, fhall ever fee me more.

SCENE IIIL

Enter SELENE.

« Sel. Afneas fues for audience, if my queen
Vouchfafe to admit him. ]
Did. Heavens! /Eneas! whpre,
Where, my Selene }
Sel. He attends at hand,
And fighs impatient to behold his queen. .

Did. Rafh man !~but let him enter thou,
Ofmidas,
Awhile retire. [ Exiz Sel.

Ofm. Did I not well forefee it >
Aneas rules at will the heart of Dido.
Did. Diftrad me not m vam---()fmxdas, leave
me. * T Exit Ofm.

SCENE IV.

Enter ANEas.
Did. Not yet departed ? Does the great Aneas
Snll deign to honour Lybia’s barbarous fhores ?
I thought, ,already croft the furtheft waves,
He now, a victor'in Italian climes,
. Had
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Had dragg’d in triumph, at his chariot wheels,
‘Whole nations bound in chains and captive kings.

AZn. Such harth reproaches, Ot too lovely
queen, -
But ill befeem your gentlenefs—I come |
Anxious to guard your honour and my own.
I know you mean to punifh with his death
The Moor's prefumptuous pride.

Did. Behold his.fentence. [ fhews the paper.

Zn. Glory permits not I thould-thus revenge
My private wrongs—if you forme condemn him.

Did. For thee condemn him? Thou art too
. much deceiv’d :
Paft is that time, Aneas, when on thee
Was Dido’s every thought—thatflameisquench’d;
Thofe chains are broken ; fcarce remembrance now
Recalls thy name. *

n. Refleét—the fecm‘infglenvqy
Is fovereign of the Moers.

Did. Whate'er he be, -
1 know him not~—to me he is Arbaces?

Zn. O! Heaven! his death againﬁ‘your ftate
would raife
All Afric’s powers in arms.

Did. I afk not counfel :
Guard thod thy kingdom, Dido guards her own
Without thy arm. I gave my Carthage laws,
| ‘And
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And faw, without thy help, her rifing towers.
Blefs’d had I been if thou, ungrateful man,
Hadft never iach’d thefe thores.

An. If Dido’s foul '
Defpife the peril, grant his life to me; °
Let me entreat his pardon.
‘' Dud. Dido fure
Mutft owe her kingdom and herfelf, lher all
To thy tranfcendent merits—To a lover
Loyal as thee ; a hero forrenown'd*
For filial piety; to prayers {o ju‘fi,
To fuch 4 pleader what fhall be denied ?
[ goes to the table.
Inhuman! tyrant! on this day, the laft )
We e’er perhaps may meet, thou now art come
T'o {peak but of Arbaces; Dido claims
Ne more thy care—O! had I feen thinc cycs
But moiften’d with a tear '—Do I not merit
A look, a figh, fome little mark of pity ?
And yet thou dar'ft to plead another’s pardon ¢
Shall I reward thee for thy cruelty ? *
Since thou would’ft have him live, he furely dies.
[ Signs 1he paper.
«An. My foul’s beft treafure flill ! for fuch thou
Car, | i
In fpite of rigorous fate Ah‘ what avails
+With mutual tendernefs to wake anew
Your ﬂumbetmg grief~if yet your heart retain
S 2 ‘ . Some
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Some little thought for this forlorn of men, .
Appeafe your anger, and revoke the fentence.
Aineas begs it~—he whom Dido-oncy

Pronounc’d her chiefeft good, and whom, till now,
_She priz’d beyond her hfc and regal throne ;

And he whom once———

Did. Enough—thou hatt fubdu’d me—
Receive this paper—See, ungrateful man, .
[ gives him 1he paper.
How Dido fiill addres thee ; with one look -
Thou haft difarm’d her—all defence is loft ;
And wilt thou yet betray met—yet fogfake me ?

Ah! hear me yet, in pity hear,
Nor wretched Dido leave:

Where fhall fhe meet with truth fincere,
If you her truth det:civé S

Of you my laff farcwcll to takc,
To tear you from my breaft, |
I fear my wretched heart mwft break,
With countlefs woes epprefs d. [Exit.

AENEAS ‘aiom:

I feel my conftancy begin to fail
Before fuch wondrous tru¢h ; ands whx!t I‘ feek
To fave another I myfalf am'loft,

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter 1arBas.

JTar. What means the great Aneas ? Still I fee
His face imprefs’d with marks of recent fear.

Ain. Iarbas loos’d from bonds! Who fet thee
. free ? '

€

1ar. Ofmidas gave me leave 't range at large
The palace walls ; but, to fecure thy fafety,
Without my trufty fivord.

/n. Does thus Ofmidas
Betray his fovereign’s charge ?

Jar. What fears Aneas?
Left I thould fteal in fecret from thefe walls ?
O no! ITather fhall remain too long
For thy fecurity. *

n. Thy prefent fortune
Efcites /Eneas’ pity, not his fear.

Iar. Indced--thy mlghty heart may fpare its
P‘ty
Go—to my ruin, o'er a queen and lover
Exert thy power; inflame her angry foul
To rage: fuch arms as thefe alone are us'd

By Phrygian beroes to revenge their wrongs.
* n. Read there—in that the royal dame has
fign'd,

With
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With her own hand, the mandate.

And were+ Aneas one of Affric’s {ons,

Tarbas were no more—take this and

Difcourteous, rude barbarian! how Z

Revenges injuries by him receiv’d. B
[2ears the paper and gives it to Iar. “Exis.

SCENE VL

E
o IARBAS alone. »

Unheard of, firange adventure ! fsom my foe
I meet with pity, from my fubject falfehood !
AR! both perhaps confpire againft my peace—
But be it as it may—my haughty rival
May feign compaffion, or my' friend be falfe,
Tarbas’ foul fhall never harbour fear.

Let clouds obfcure the light of day,
Or Sol redeem his flathing ray,
My confiant heart feels no difmay,
But ftill unchang'd remams.
Even from my birth inur'd to dar
No fortune claims Iarbas’ care,
Who every foe difdains. - [Eair.

SCENE
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SCENE VIIL
A hall.

ANEAS alone.

"Twixt love and duty in my doubtful breaft
My heart fiill fluctuates, while, alas! my virtue
Submits too far to beauty’s fovergign fway.
Roufe, roufe thyfelf and let the bex’o now
Subdue the lover.

SCENE VIL
Enter Arasrpes.

Araf. Till this hour in vain
I have fought thee through the palace.
Embrace my friend——

Araf. Away—wbehbld inme
Thy foe, ‘Aness; dtaw thy fword this inflant ;
I feek not fnendﬂnp ‘with thee, but the exchange
Of enmity, with arms oppos’d to arms.

Hn. Thou firft haft fav’'d me from Yarbas’ fury ;
Thou call'ft me now to meet in mortal ftrife,
*And fpurn’ft my profferr’d friendthip. «

Araf. Thou art deceiv’d.

Thu defended then my monarch's glory,
. L] Ar‘d
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And not Aneas’ life—prepare thee now
With nobler death to give that juft revenge
Which late my arm denied him.
An. Shall Alneas ' ,
Againft his brave preferver draw the fword ?
Araf. Ha! wherefore doft thou paufe ?
Zn. My life is thine:
Take, if thou wilt, the gxft thyfelf beftow'd ;
But hope not, generous warrior, e'er to fee
My weapon rais’d againit thee.
Araf. If thy hand o
Refufe to draw, expe to hear each infult
That brands the vile and coward——
A&n. Tis too muche—— '
ZEneas never can fubmit to bear
Such threats as ill befeem'a warrior’s car;;
Thou fhalt be fatisfied. ' Behold my {fword
Brandifh’d againft thee—buit let Gods and men
Be witnefs firft to what my tongug declares :
I am Arafpes’ friend, and to his gift
I owe my life ; that now relu&ant, urg'd
Beyond my heart’ s beft feehngs, and debas’d
With infamous rcpmch I dare the combat ;
And facrifice my gmntude to honour [ fight.

SCENE
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SCENE IX.
Enter SELENE.

Sel. Suth boldnefs in the palace ? hold, Arafpes,
Thus to Selene wilt thou keep thy faith ?
And thus, O traitor, guard. Aneas’ life ?

“En. No, prinefs, never yet Arafpes’ bofom
* Could harbour trcafon. .

Sel. He, who ferves IarBas,
Can never fere be fathful. -

Araf. Fair Selene,
You only dare accufe me.

Sel. Peace, and leave me.

Araf. With filent awe I bepd to thee,
But, ah! thou: wro:;g ﬁ my truth on me¢
To fix a traitor’s flain.
Far, far, be Hefice my ﬁeps addrefs'd,
Yet foon, I truft; thy genle breaﬁ
Will mourn its paft difdain. * [ Exir.

S C E N B X.
.ZENEM, SELENE.

A&n. When late Arafpes dar'd me to the fight
Hc fought his monarch’s caufe ; and if Selene
. Would
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Would now condemn him, fhe condemns unjufily
A noble heart.
Sel. Whate’er Arafpes be,
I wafte not time on him—Dido requires:
A converfe with thee. )
An. But even now I left
The queen’s apartment ; if the hope again
To ftay my fteps on thefe forbidden thores,
She will but torture both with fruitlefs pain.
Sel. How cr:mi} thou,® O thou dear one ! thus
forfake , '
A wretched queen that loves thee ?

s&n. How Selene !
To me?

Sel. "Tis Dido, not Selene #peaks.
En. If pity for a fifter thus affli&t you,
Think not of me-—to her once more return :
O'! bid the beauteous mourner yet have comfort,
Submit to fate and banith fruitle forrow,
Sel. Ah ! no—yet change thy purpofe, yet re-
lent,. . *
—My life’s beft treafure!
Zn. Ha! Is this Selene ?

Sel. *Tis Dido, not Selene fpeaks—conient
To hear her yet—'tis all the now implores.

An. Tis thus that lovers fiill deceive themfelves,
And feeking comfort, find but, new défpair.
- 1 . Of
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)
~3.
[&]

Of every pang the bofom bears,
Moft wretched lovers find
The moment that afunder tears
Two heurts in one intwin’d.

What fouls, by love's foft paffion mov'd,
Can bear this ftroke of woe ? ‘
This, if Selene.n‘e‘er has prov'd, - -
Ah! may fhe never know, , [ Exit.

SCENE XI.

Szmm alone

O fond Selene ! O unhappy maid |
For whom doft thou indulge a hopelefs flame
My peace is loft 1—But who, ‘alas ! compels me
To figh in vain }~~Then choofe fome other heart
More grateful tathy vows, fome other lover
Worthy thy love—O Heaven ! it is nbt ours
To fix the choice—nor is it grace, ,nor beauty,
Nor inbredvworth, nor valour that awakes
The feeds of love—ah | no—we find the worthlefs
Too often ptig’'d, while, pama.l to its choice,
The blindfold paffion forms ideal charms.

Each
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Each lover thinks that fecret charms
Muft give him firft the foft alarms,
‘That merit only points the arms
That pierce the lovet’s heart.
But oft no charms or merits fire ;
"Tis but fome flart of wild defire,
That thus the bofom can infpire,
Which blindly hugs the dart. [Exiv.

SCENE XH,
A clofet with Jeats.
Dino alone.

I'll live no longer doubtful of my fate :
"Tis now the laft important tim®, ence more
To prove Aneag—Since my prayers, my fuffer-
ings L
Have fail'd to move his pity, jealdufy
May fearch the deep recefles of hig heart,
And from it afhes wak¢ thie fmother’d flame.

.

S‘CENE XIIL

Enter ANEAS.

* En. 1 come, O queen! to hear your laft re-
proaches :
I know you mean to call me falfe, pefidious,
VOL. II. r Ingrate,
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Ingrate, unworthy, perjur'd—every mme
That anger diGtates<-I deferve them all.

Did. O! no—no lenger I'm incens’d-—no more
I call thee perjur'd; falfe—nor feck I now
To bring our pafk endearments to remembrance.
I afk ZEneas’ counfel not his Jeve
* Be feated and attend. T [#hey fis.

' En. [afide.] What would the queen ?

Did. Thou feeft, ABneas, How ynnumber'd foes
Begirt my growhixg emptre ; ilk this hour
I fcorn’d. their threats and fury—but Tarbas
By me provok'd, when I fhall lofe thy fuccour,
Will take, for his-revenge, my life and throne.
In fuch difirefsful ftate all help is vaio—
What then remaing * T myuft enceunter death,
Oy give this hand te appsale the haughty Moor.
Fatal alernative | I keow net where
To fix my choice—slonc-a feeble Woman—
Far from my tistmc foil—Alss | T feel
My fpisits fink, uncqual.to.the trial;
Then wongder nat, neas, that my foul
Still unrcfolv'd reqissfta thy friendly counfel.

ZEn. And is there thén no othér way but death,
Or this detefted Hqun 2

Did. Ahl tno fure
One other way remaing—

HEn. Say——-"

. Did. Had Aneas
. : Difdain’d
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Difdain’d not to receive my plighted faxth

Then had F feen, from furtheft Araby

To Atlas’ waves, all Afric bend the knee

To adore their queen in Carthage——then renew’d,

Might Troy and Tyre united-—but I rave !

And feign impoffibilities—-—then fay,

What courfe befits me ?~~With 2 mind unthaken

Shall Dido now Iarbas choofe or fleath ? ’
An. larbaschqofe or death ! and mine the tatk

To counfel thee ! Jer, whom my.{foul adores,

To fee her in a hated rival's arms,
Her whom

Djd. No more—ifince thus mpnuptials pain thee,
I here difclaim them—but to fave her fame,
Herfelf from infult, Dido muft pot live.
Draw, draw thy fword, and pierce this confiant
bofom; .
Such cruelty were mercy-—

En. Shall Aneas
Then murdes Dido ! firft let angry Heaven
Rain all 1ts vengeance—rather may thg Gods
Take from my days of life and add to thinc !
Did. Then let me wed larbas.
Ln. Yet refleCt—mm
Teo much, O Heaven, thou heed’ft Zneas’ peace.
Did. Then take my life.
AEn. No—let us yield to fate—

Give to Iarbas-—gwc thy royal hand—
T2 ‘Do
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Do thou but live and let Alneas never
Know peace or comfort more.

Did. Since thou canft with -
To fee me wed another, thou thalt find
Thy wifh completed—call Iarbas hither.
Thou feeft thy power o’er Dido. \
[an attendant enters, and having received the
. order drparts.]
Fn. OV farewell. ‘e, [going.
Did. Say, whither goe'ﬁ thou?® Stay-—thou muft
¢ remain: «
A witnefs of thefe happy nuptial rites— [70 /En.
Ile cannot long refift [afide.

“n. Be fum, my heart!

SCEN E XIV,
Iiter TARBAS.

Jar. Wy am I fummon’d hither # thinkft thou.
Dido, * :
Thy threats or wrath cari make Jarbas bend ?
O'! no—thou art deceiv’d—his heart remains
Iifnchapg"d, inflexible.
Ain. Prefumptuous man ! [ fide.

Did. O king! be now appeas’d—thy rank and
Jame

T'rom me ¢oncedl’d, thou haft cxpos’d thy honour

. ' To
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To ill-befeeming perils—while myfelf—
But fit #hd calmly hear me now reveal

My fecret thoughts. » [fits.
Jar. Speak on—1 am attentive. [ fits.
An. At leaft permit me now-— L[ going.

Did. Forbear—Dbe feated ;
A moment yet with patience hear our converfe—

-—He cannot long refift—— [afide:
&
Ain. Be firm my hcart.. [afide.

lur. Let him defart, for fince Iarbas ftays
With thee, O queen! it fits not that ./Em:as ’
Should fhare our privacy.

A2n. O yet be patiente— ' [afide.
Did. In him thou fgeft no rwal but a friend,
[0 Iar.

For thee he fiil] has pleaﬂcd-h—by his counfel °
I yield thee love ; but if Tarbas thmk
My lips deceive him, thou, Alneas, fpeak,
Confirm the words of Dlda.

En. All is true

Lzr. Has then fhe Moorifh kihg no higher praife
Than great Aineas’ favour ?

Did. No, larbas, ‘'
I'lov'd in thee the kingly pride that beams
From cvery look ; I love thy ‘dauntlefs heart
That fcoffs at peril, and defpifes death ;
And if Heaven e’er decree that, me’d with.thee,
Thy
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Thy partner and thy {poufew——
An. O! queen, farewell.

Let this fuffice, Aneas has till now

Fulfill'd your bidding. [ going.
Did. Yet awhile remain—

. One moment more—his conftancy is thaken. [a/ide.

Zn. O death to fuffer | [ fits again.

; Ior. Thou delay'ft too long,

O Dido! think what now thy duty claims;

Yet for thy beauty's fuke, tranftendent fair,

I pardon all my wrengs.

An. O heavenly powerst [afide.
lar. In pledge of faith vouchfafe me now'thy
hand.

Did. Receive it herewand never favouring love
Could knit my fyture life in,happier bands.
An. I can mdurc NO MOrew—-
[qfu greatly agitased.
Did. What meam Aread !’
En. What wotld you? Is iz not enough to
prove
My conftancy with trials {o {evere?
Did. Ah! yet, be filent—-
. ZBn. Silent! I bave borne .
Enough in filencewwto my rival, princefs,
You give yourfelf, and bid my lips confirm it.

All have I done for vou—~what would you more ?
Shall
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Shall I behgld you in his happier arms ?

Comurfand, my death, but bid me not be filent.
Did. Yet hear—thou manch haft wtong’d me to

complaift-- \

Thou know’ft that to abey thede- [rifes.
Zn. Yes, folt well.» .~

I know it albee] know: nhyfelf a tiditor,

Ingrate and falfe; that Dido’s cynfiant faith

For me would fqrfex.‘: life and régel fway :

But faith like thig I can Behold no Jonger. [Exit.

SCENE XV

_ Drpo, 1arsas,
Did. Zneas, fay— ‘
Iar. Permit him o depart [rifes.

Did. Fain would I eahn his tranfports.
Jar. What's thy fear ?

N
" Give but to me thy hand, the care be mine
To. vindicate thy fame.

Did. It is not now’
A time for nuptials.
Iar. Wherefore ?, |
Did. Seek no further. .
Iari Give e to know the caufe.
Did. Then lesin it now:
I. never
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I never lov'd thee, never did my eyes,

With pleafure view thee~—no, thou haft been ever
To Dido hateful, and far lefs I prize

Tarbas conftant than Aneas falfe.

Iar. Perﬁdxous | am I then an abject mark
For fcorn to point at ? Doft thou know larbas ?
*And know the man thou dar'ft infult?

JDid. 1 know thee
A rude barbarian and defpife thy, power.

Iar. Call me whateer thy rage may name,
A day may fink' thy pride ;

‘When thou fhalt feek, infulting dame,
The grace by me denied.

This rude barbasian, now thy fcorn,
, No more fhall prize thy fmiles;
This rude barbarian then in turn
Shall mock thy fex's wiles. [Euis.

SCENE XVL

Dino ajone.

Amidft thefe warring thoughts methinks I find
My heart more light : I litele fear the threats
Of proud Tarfas; but Aneas fill
* Even in refentment charms; in him I prize
His very wrath, the welcome proof of love,
Ahl
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Ah! could I hope—Ye pitying Powers ! ‘remem-.
ber

Like me you once were loverg~Hear, O ! hear,

And let your heavenly bofoms feel for mine.

Ah! me, too oft the flatterer Love
‘Would footh my ¢afy heart,

And cries—* Thou fotm wilt happier prove :"
Still rankles here the dart,, -

Sometime with comfart’s fhort relief,
Awhile my Yortures ceafe;
But foon my breaft with 1fting grief
Repays 2 moment's peace. © [Eair

END OF THE SBECOND ‘ACT.

ACT
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ACT lil. SCENE L
A fea-port s fhips ready for the embarkation of
reas.

xnas, Trojags,

“En. Unconquer'd friends, with me inurd to

bear e

The rage of feas and fkies, refume once more

Your wonted ardour., Ee! the deftin’d hour

To firetch our fails, and plough the faithle(s
wWaves.

Hafte, brave companions, let the windsand ﬁ:orms

Invade the Trojan fleet. Our future perils

Shall raife our name to glory : think, the time,

The happy time will come tornumber o’er

« In glad remembrance all our labeurs paft.

SCEN'E i

Eum LarBAS W

Tar. And whither does this wandering hero now
Dire@ his amss and veffela ? Does he bear
The war élfewhere ? Or would he feek by flight
v To efcape Tarbas?
Zin. Fatg agaik prepares
New obftacles to ftay me. [afide.
lar.
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Iar. For a moment
Thy barlgg may yet remain at anchor here ;
If thou haft caurage, ;miet miw arti-behold
I dare thee to the combat.

An. 1 accept L
Thy profferr’d c:hallenga—-—ﬂold, my friends, I feck
No fword but mine. 10, tamp, yon baughty boafter.
[20 kis followers.
I am prepar d—-whlt ow em‘ﬂoy thy ¢houghts 2
[0 Iar.
Tor. Ithm&ymmmwmwﬁce
To fatiate my mMgc
o Zin. Far rather uwn
To flay me mwdmm*hynmm“

———To0 arms !

Zar. To arms ! t ..
[ fight : whilsethey are dipogd and Tasbas be-
gins fo give graund, the Moors come 10 his
affiffance and M\&ens ]

En. Come, ll thy mdmwed!
Iar. Defend thec, i thow canﬂsw-

En I fear thee not,
Barbatian '—
[¢he companienis of Ainyeas come 10 &is affiffance

and atiack 1he Moors: a feirmifk enfues,
« the Moors are driven off : larbas falls.]

~——Thou art fallen beneath gy arm,

Yicld, or this weapon drinks thy blood.
2 . MJar.
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Iar. In vain
Thou feek’ft to bend me-—
An. If thou wilt not atk
Life from thy vi€tor——-

Lur. ch‘er—:—ufe thy fortune,

n. Die then—but hold awhile—it {hall be fo.
No—take thy life, nor deegy, thy empty pride
Shall change the tenour 6f my confiant foul. [Exr.

Tar. 1 am mnquer'd, not fubdy'd—at leaft

Iarbas .
Shall never prove ;lnn‘e the criuel mark
Of fickle Fortune's mga : 2 monarch’s fall
Shall drag a kingdom dowh to fhare his ruin.
[Eaun.

SCENE IL
A bower M the city ynd the port.

@mmn ahome,

The Moors already, to defend Tarbass
Have reach’d thef willis 1-behold the hour at hand
That muft confirm my greatnefs. To betray
A thanklefs woman Jittle I repent; -
I puih her ihjuftice thug, Who never
Vouchfaf'd*a recompenfs, to faith like mine.

SCENE
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SCENE 1IV.

Enter YARRAS attended.

1o . Follow me, friends! now l'xafie we to the
palace. [nat feeing Ofm.
Ofin. Hear me, great'ing, your warriors are
prepar'd,
The time at Jength is come togvenge your wrongs.
Iar. Away, eny friends, Iarbas’ fury now
Admits of no delay——— [ going, ot kearing Ofm.
Ofin. Yet ﬁay-—-—-w
* Jor. What would'ft thou ?
Ofn. Forget not; king, .that to Ofmidas’ truth
You owe fome recompenfe for love reveng'd.
Jur. O ’tis moft true——and mark,” thou’ thall
. Tecerve
Thy recompentfe ere I my wifh'd revenge.
O/in. Moft generous monarch !
lar. Seize, difarm and bind him,
Then let him die.
Ofin. This fentence on Ofmidas |
What rage unjuft o

Iar. Such is the dué reward
A traitos merits.

[ Exit with a pare of his fallowers 5 fome remain

2o e.m:wﬁe his orders'on Ofm. ]

. [ going.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter Bxeas with Trojans.

Zin. We at length are met;
Not one is wanting of our fc  .r'd friends
No more delay—the fkies fexenely {mile,
The winds, the wawes invite us—hafte, my friends,
Hafte to the fhips and feas, e

[at the appearance qﬁJEncas, the Moors fly
and leave Ofmidas bound to a tree.]

Ofin. Unconquer'd hero.

An. What means Ofmidas thus—

Ofm. Such is the fRate
Iatbas, cruel king—

Ain. There needs no more..
Friends, fet Ofmidas free—he yet fhall find
(Unworthy as he'is) affiftance where

He leaft could hdpe to find it; and may learn
New virtue from remorfe. )

) _[#he Trojans unbind Ofmidas.
Ofm. O y‘et permit me '
In gratitude for mercy thus beftow'd,
Moft gracious hero !— [kneels.
« ZEn. Rife, and quit this place.
Ofin. To fuch exalted Virtugem———
An. If thou feek'ft
. Te
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To fhew thy gratitude ; henceforth, Ofmldas,
Learn better to preferve thy faith unftain’d

Ofm. Whene’er the fireams in mountains bred,
Through verdant meadows backward led,
Shall feck again their ancient bed, -
I'll ceafe thy .raife to own.
The mght (hall {hine with Pheebus’ ray,
When 1, O chief, no longes pay
My thanks for life, this venturgus day,
Preferv’d by thee alone, » [Enir.

SCENE VL

Enter SELENE.

&n. Say, princefs, whither doft thon hafte 2
Sel. To thee,

O' hear me yet !
Ain. If thou wouidft hope onée more

Ta call bagk former loye—thofe®hopes are vain., -
Sel. What then remains {for Dido }

&n. My departore
Will banifh all her penls : while I ﬁay,
My prefence but incites her foes’ refentment.
Iarbas woos her to partake his titrone :
To him let Dido yield het hand, and peace
May once again be hers. " [ going.

Sel. Yet flay, Aincas-me—

. M
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If thus thou goefi, not only Dido dies,
But, ah! Selene never can furvive.

.Fn. What means Selene ?

SI. From the day I firft
Biheld fhnea.s, in my breaft I fmother’d
The growing paffion, fearful to betray
‘A fifier’s truft ; but now in death, I fue
Te thee, O prince! if not for love, yet hear,
For pity hear, a wretched maid.

n. Selene,,
No more 51ifcourfe to me of love, nor tell me
Of Dido’s flume or thine. I am not now
The man I was; the lovet’s hame is loft,
And all the watrior kindles in my foul :
My former felf revives, and each that feeks
To oppofe my glory iy Aneas’ foe.

I burn a vidtor's fame to win,
To aét the hero’s part;
And now gjready I begin
To triumph p'er niy heart.
° L)

I fly to reach the embattled plain,
"Midft arms, and death and foes;
And fyom the fa.ngume confli¢t gain
New wreaths to bind my brows.  [Ewis.

SCENE
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SCENE VIIL
SELENE alone.

To fcorn my flane ! deny me every’hope,
This may be conftancy for thee to boaft ;
But if thou canft forbid a gentle heart
To cafe her torments with complaining love,
,Ab! call not then fuch conftancy thy virtue :
“He knows no virtye who' has loft compaflion.

O! Heaven, I faint, I die*with love,’
Yet nothing can my tyrant move,
Forbid in welcome death to prove
The wretch’s laft relief.
Ah! wherefore, cruel man!* deny
To hear my plaints, and ere I die
To yield at Jeaft one tender figh-
In pity to my gricf. . [Exis.

SCENE VIIL
The palace, with a view of the city of Carthage.
Divo alone.

Farewell to every gleam of peace !
I feel, I feel my pangs increafe.
What means, ye righteous powers ! the flame

That fthoots through all my vital frame ?
VOL II. v SCENE
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SCENE IX

Enler Osminas.
Ofin. Have pity—mighty gueen!
Did. What wouldft thou, friend ?
‘Ofm. Alas! that name but ill befits a traitor,
A foc to thee, Jfneas, and thy Jove.
Did. Ha! fay'ft thou?
Ofin. With the hope to reign in Carthage, |
[ offerr’d to Iarbas treacherous aid,
Which he accepting till this hour employ’d ; «
And now, for my reward, the tyrant fought
To take my life, which great Aineas fav'd.
Did..And haft thou, fain’d ‘with crimes like
thefe, prefum’d  °
To come in Dido’s prefence ?
Ofm. See, Q queen! [Aneels.
A wretch, who neither hopes nor fueb for pardon ;
All, all I fk is inftant judgment.
Did. Rife: .
To what ajt thou reduc’d, unhappy Dido!
What planet rul'd my birth ! the faith of thofe
Whom moft I trufted———

SCENE



ACT 1L } DIDO. 201

SCENE X
Enter Snr.n;m.

Sel. O! my deareft fifter !
At length Aneas—- -
Did. Has he fled from Carthage ?

+  Sel. No—but expeét fo fee his fails ere long
Spread wide their®canvas to forfake the fhore.
Even now I faw him to the ready fhips®
With eager fpeed conduét his following friengs.

Did. Ungrateful ! petjur'd temsHedven's! a
wretched exile,
A wandering mendlctnt l-—What heart but his
Could ever boaft" fuch cruelty l—And thou,
Unkind Selene ! to behold his flight,
Yet want the power to flay himiww—

Sel. Every care
Of mine was fruitlefs.

Did. Hafte, Ofmidas, hafte,
One moment yet detain him.

Ofin. Let me fly
To execute your will. [ Ewit.

v2 SCENE
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SCENE XL

Dipo, SErLENE.

Sel. Truft not to0 “fare——
. Thou know'ft not yet Ofmidas,

li}l. Ah! too well.

Such is my cruekfate, I ftand condemn’d
To feek his help whofe treafont has betray’d me.

Sel. Thy hopes muft centre In thyfelf alone.
Go—feek him—beg—implore———who knows th’
‘ event ?
Thou may'ft fubdue him yet.

Did. Shall Dido then
"Defcend to prayers and tears ? D'uio, whofc cou-
* * rage -
Forfook Sidonia’s fhores, to " dare the rage
Of feas and ftorms, in fearch of other climes
And kingdomg yet unknown ?—TI fiill am fhe
That with new cifies grac'd the Liyblan coafi ;
That kept der fiate amidft furfqunding fnares,
»Amidft alerms and penls-——Thmk’ﬁ thou now
Her foul can yield to fuch ignoble ftooping ?

Sel. Alas ! fotget your rank, or banifh hope,
For tove'but ill agrees with majefiy.

'3(,1 NE
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SCENE XIL

Enter Arasprs.

Did. Arafpes in thefe walls?
[the flames begin to appear at a diffance,
amongft the buildings.
Araf. 1 come, in pity
Of your endanger'd ftate—the furious king.
Deftroys and burhs the lofty domés of Carthage.
Behold, O queen! behold the flames afar
Driven by the raging wind—if you delay
A moment now to appeafe his vengeful anger,
One fatal dtiy muft end your life and empire.
Did. Has Fortune then maré evils yet in ftore °
To add to what ] fecl >

Sel. O! fatal day'

SCENE xt.
‘Enter 03mms

Did. Ofmidas.

Ofin. All'around the flarhes prevaxl

Did. 1 know it wEll—I afk thee of /Eneas,
What hatt .thou gain'd ? ‘

Ofin. /Eneas is departed. .

Already*now, at diftance from the land,
» He
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&He cuts the waves—I fcarce arriv’d in time
To view his flying fails.

Did. O fenfelefs Dido !
*Tis thou, thou art the accomplice of his flight,
Thou fhopld'ft have feiz’d him firfi——Return,

Ofmidas,

Fly fwift to yonder fhore, coﬂeé’t my fleets,
Mgy &ms, my warno —O ! purfue the traitor,
Burn, fink his veffels- bnng him bound in chains,
Alive or dead, befo:e e

Ofm. Thmk’ﬁ thou now
Of vengeance when the thrcatemng flames in<
creafe?

Did. Then let us hafte—O no--Oﬁmdas, ﬁay
I know not where—-my foul i 15 all diftraction.
Sti]l art thou here ?

O/m. 1 fly to obey" vour will. [Exiz.

¢

S'CENE X1V,

ﬂmo, SELEN’B, Anasms

W

Ang/ Tfunk on yom' danger, Dido.
Sel. Thlhk, Q! thmk
What means riay yet prefcrwg thfee
Dui Do I ftill | ‘
Bear all thefe woes and live ?-—-Go, dear Selene,
Thou, in my flead, provide, affift in all;
~ e ' T ‘ : And’

&
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And, if thou lov’i, forfake not wretched Dido.
Sel. Alas! my bofom’s waes tranfcend thy own.
[(Exiz.

SCENE XV. -

Lupo, ArASPES.

Ara/. Still do you here remain unterrified
To view the advancing flames ?e
Did. All hope' sloft} |
And fear I know not—hope and fear i m man
Are born together and togetlter die. .
Araf. Fain would I fave you yet—believe me,
' queen,
I fhudder ut your perils.
Did. O! for pity
Leave me, Arafpes,,leave me to myfelf.©  °
[Ewxit Aral.
Did. My wretched fate fhall onc day prove the
theme .
Of fabling verfe; my fufferings fhall become
The mousnful fubje@ of the tragic fcene

SCENE XVL
Y

, Enter Osmipas.
O/m. All, all is loft !
Did.* So {oon return’d ?
* Ofm.
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Oﬁn In vain
I from thy palace fought to reach the firand ;
The threatening {quadrons of the faithlefs Moor
Swarm in the fireets of Ca.rthage ‘midft the cries
And fhouts df foldiers, to théir impious rage
The virgids are expos’d, ‘the fanes deferted ;
No pity thewn to infancy or age.

Did. And is there then no way for Dido left
To cfcape impending ruin ? |

[#he ﬂms bégin to appmr in the palace.

'SCENE XVII.

Erztyr SELE‘VL

. Sel. Fly, O quegn!
Your guards are vanquifh’d—no defence remains.
See, from the burning town the flames have reach’d
Your inmoft palace—all ‘the air is fill'd
With fmoke and fiery Tparkles—--—-
Did. Let us hencc, et
And feek elf;where for fuccour ‘

Ofin. Abh} what fuccour ?
Sel. thre can it now be found ?

Did, O! coward fouls !
Come; ,follow,:fDidd--—if your ccﬁ;rage fails,
*Then learn from me to-die.’ .

SCENE
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SCENE XVIIL

Enter 1arBAS with guards.

Iar. Stay.

Did. Heavenly powers |
What do I fee!

Tar. Where goeft thou thus difmay’d ?
Perhaps to take the faithful Tréjan’s hand ?
Go, hafte thet then—behold the torches burn
To light thee to’the nuptial bed.’

: [ pomt.r so’the anmes.
Did. 1 know itese— '
This is the homent of revenge for thee :
Let loofe -thy rage," fince Heaven has now dc-a
privid me |
Of all fupport. , e e

Iar. O no '-—Eneas ﬁxll

Defends his queen—with him theu art fecure.

Did. *Tis well—thau fhalt be fatisfied——to

pleafe thee - . .
Shall I be wrefched >—See me then alone,
Betray'd, fotfaken, no Eneas here, ° T
No friends, no kingdom '-—-—Would’ﬁ thou have
.me ﬁnpt '

Of boafted power:? ¥ "See Dido then at length
Reduc’'d td feeble tears—Does this {uffice thee ?
Or muft I turn a fuppliant ? Be it fo—r

I beg Tarbas to relieve my fufférings
g y > . And



U
2g8 . DIDO. (acT 1.

And from Iarbas hope my welcome death.

Jar. My rage is fofter’d. - [afide.

Sel. Mercy ! righteons powers !

Ofin. O Geds! affift us yet.

Iar. 1 am not, Dido, < .
The favage thou haft deem’d me—no, I feel
Compaffion for thy fortunes—come—Ilarbas
Fof' ives thee evemy paft offence, and leads thee
His fpoufe, to fhare with him 1id bed and throne.

Did. Shall I become the fpoufe of thee, thou

tyant!

Of thee, whofe impious, cruel, treacherous heart
No faith regards, ner knows the focifl duties
That blefs mankind, nor owns the laws of honour?
Were 1 fo abjed, jtft were all my fufferings :
My. fortune has not funk me yet fo low.

Iar. In fuch a fate dar'ft thou infult me tBus ?
—What ho! my faithful friends, go, fpread the

fires;
Be Carthage in one mcment cruft’d td ruins,
And not a tmce remain of all the thoufands
That trod fe late her defolated fireets.
[rwo guards go out.
Sel Have pity yet and fave us. [#0 Dido.
« far. Now indeed,

" Now may'ft thou Jyfily rave and call me tyrant.

-

Soon
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Soon. fhall thy towering city lie

In {moking duft; no firanger’s eye

Shall o’er the wafted land defcry
Where boafted Carthage rofe.

Since thou my mercy dar'ft refufe;

And death itfelf wilt fooner cheofe,

Thou well deferv’ft, ingrate! tolofe
That life ‘my grace beftews.
EEm, a#m.?:d

SCENE XIX.~
Dipo, Osminas, SELENE.

« Ofin. Yield, Dido, to Iarbgs.

Sel. With thy own
Preferve our lives. ©

Did. Even yet I would confent

To breathe the vital air, could I repag

My wronge on falfe ZBneas—firft the caufe

Of all I fuffer~-May the raging winds

And angry Gods at leaft complete my, vengeance !

May lightning, thunder, ftorms and whirlwinds
make ! -7

The feas his grave—or let hg.m wander far -

Forlorn and friendlefs—fuch his wretched fate,

That he, in bittereft pangs, {ill envy mine !

Sel. Ah! calm thy angry foul : ITove him too,
1, , Yet
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Yet bear my griefs in filence.
Did. Love neas?
Sel. Alas! too true—but for thy fake—
Did. Thow traitrefs ! | '
The rival of my love ?
o Sel. But though thy rival,
Thou haft no. caufe

Pid. Fly hencé!—avoid my fight,
Nor add new pangs to madnefs and defpair.

Sel. Unhappy queen! ! to what has fate referv'd
thee ! [Ears.

SCENE XX

[ ]
Dipo, Osmipas.

Ofm. The flames increafe and yet thou dofenot
- fiy.
Did. Were other foes yet wanting to my ruin ?
Left by Aineas, by Selené wrong'd ; *
Infulted by larbas, ‘by Ofmidas .
Betray'd—\What have I done, ye cruel Gods!
I never with unhallow’d viétims flain’d
Your facred'altars ; rfver fill'd the air
w ith hatefu] incenfefto proyoke your wrath :
W hy then fhould Heaven and"Hell confbire acainft
,‘ me ?
O)n. Ah! yet refled, nor irritate the Gods.
Did.
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Did. What Gods ?—Mere empty names! the
dreams of madmen !
There are no Gods, or thefe are moft unjuft.

O/m. Her impious raving freezes all my foul ;
I leave her to her fate. [ Exiz.
[ fome of the buildings fall in, and the flames

are feen to increafe more and more in the
palace. '

SCENE LAST,
Dipo alore.

"What haft thou faid,
Unhappy Dido *—To what rath’ extreme
Thy fury drives thee !- Hea.\ ens! increafing
horrors ’

Surround me ftill—where’er I turn 1 fee
Terror and death before me !-—Hark ! it cracks!
The palace fhakes and threats a {pcedy fall !
Selene and’ 0fmxdas-—all alas!
Forfake me—rfhun me now-—-—and not a friend,
A fingle friend to give me aid or death !
And fhall the breaft of Dido then confefs
Such abjeét fear :~—No : 1d me bravely pcnﬂx
And in my death may falfe Aneas find
A fatal omen for his future flight.
Fall Carthage from her deep Foundat.xon burn

' 6 The
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The regal dome, and may its athes prqve
The tomb of Dido and her wretched love !

{_?n Jpeaking thefe laff words Dido furioufly
throws herfelf amidff the burning ruins of
the palace, and is immediately fuatched from
ﬁg’it amidft the flames and thick fmoke that
break out upon her fall.

END OF THE THIRD ACT.

ATIUS.



A T 1VUS.



PERSONS OF THE DKAMA.

‘VaLenTINIAN III. Emperor, in love with FuLvia.

FuiLvia, Daughter of Maxmus, a Reman Patri-
cian, in love with, and promifed to AErivs.
R ' .
/ET1us, General of Cefar’s armies, in love with
. FuLvia. f

Honoria, Sifter to VALENTINIAN, fecretly in levsy,
with ATIvs.

Maximus, a Roman Patrician, Father of Frivia,
" confidant, and fecretly gn enemy to VALEX-

TINIAN.

Varus, Preefe&t of thePraetonians, friend to Erivs.

Sceng, RoME.
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ACTI. SCENE L .

Purt of theoman forum, with an imperial throne
on one fide. FView of Rome ilhoninated by night :
triumphal archgs, andvotherWpreparations for the
celebration of she decemnial feafts, and in honour
of the return of ABTiUs from his *vidory over

‘ l}TTILA.

VALENTINIAN, Maximus, VARus, Pretors and
people.  * *

Max. No, facred fir, the offspring of Quiriaus

Did never celebrate with greater pomp

The laft great day of our decennial rites.

The blaze of torches and the peogle’s thouts

Difturb the Thade and filence of the night,

And Rome no lenger envies former tifnes

Auguftus’ happy reign. .
Pal. Well pleas’d I hear .

My faithful people’s vows altnd the fky :

I fee the pomp and wait the i&tor’s prefence ;

All, all is caufe of joy—but chief the thought,

That with this profferr’d hand I can bgfiow

A gift more worthy of thy daughter’s love,
VOL. 1I. X . A tlrone

P 4

LY
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A throne enrich’d with laurels.

Moux. From her father
Fulvia has learn’d, with true humility,
Not to defire, nor to defpife dominion :
Let Czefar bid, my daughter fhall obey.
Val. In‘ Fulvia more the lover would I find,
And lefs the fubjed.
WMax. Cafar ne’ wer can fear
She will not love thofe virtues which 1n nun
The world admire-&But thirft of vengeance only
Infpires the refilefs foul of Maximus. [afide.

Purus. Zitius approaches—-l behold already
His foremofi enfigns.

I7al. Let us hear the victor,
And, Maximus, be thou partaker fiill
In gvery good that Fortune heaps upon me.
[ ke afcends the throne : Varus takes his place
next him.

May. [afide.] Think not for this my injuries
are forgot

-

SCENE IL

Enter [Erivs in Z‘liumpi:, preceded by martial
mufic; flaves akd other enfigns of the wvan-
quifhed, followed by foldiers and people.

" A&?. Sir, we have conquer'd——to the inclement
realms .

. ) Of
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Of the bleak north, the terror of mankind

Returns a fugitive. Yes, Atius, firft

Of Roman’ chiefs, can boaft that he has feen

Fear {eize on Attila. The {fun ne’er view'd

A more extenfive flaughter; fcarce’the field

Suffic’d to bear the ghafily piles of flain:

The blood in torrents flow’d ; confus’d were heard

Threats and laments, and midft the mingled tu-
thults o ' '

Of rage and dréad, were blended undiftinguifh’d,

The brave, the Bafe, the victér and the vanqulfh d.

Not long fufpended was the,viflory ; 3

Terror and defperatian feiz’d the tyrant;

X fled, and left (that nothing might retard

I1is hafty flight) to us the full pofleflion

Of all his ill-got {poils. If you demand

A proof of this, behold yon captive bands, |,

Behold thofe conquér'd arms and fireamingenfigns.

}Jul. Atus, 'tis not o’er Attila alone
Thou now haft triumph’d ; in fubduing him,
Thou triuraph’ft o’er the hopes of Valentinian.
Thou fixeft on, his brows the doubtful wreath ;
‘Theu,, once again, to Tiber haft refipr'd
His artial honours. To thy fortitude
And valiant arm all Italy mipft owe
tIer liberty and peace.

Ait. Al Italy

Owes not her peace to me. There are who hold it
’ x2 From
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From their own worth alone. A race of heroes
Meet in the bofom of the Adriatic, ‘

And change to feats of reft the unftable feas.
With many a bridge they join the fcatter'd ifles,
And with huge works repel the ocean’s tide,
While from afar the wondering traveller

Sces mighty walls and marble domes arife,
Where vefiels once have fail'd.

Pul. Who has ot heard
Of fam’d Antenor’s race ? (To us tlS known,
That when the ﬂames of war were kindled firft
By Attila, ihgy left their fields and towns,
And in the bofom of the fea$ maintain’d
Their threaten’d liberty : full well we know
What wide extent their rifing city forms;
In future times what may we hope to view it,
Since thus its infant flate ?

At. Cefar, 1 trace
The feeds of mighty adtions yet to come :
The fubject feas dhall fear this people’s nod ;
The rage of powerful kings they thall refift ;
Shall bear to'difiant realms their fpreading fails,
And Afia’s parple tyrants firike with fear.

Val. The happy omens Heaven fucceed !
J Meanwhile }  [defcends from his throne.
* “eMy guardian‘thou, my falling empire’s fafety,
Within thefe arms receive a pledge of love.

What gifts have I to recompenfe thy worth
* Since
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Since all I have thy virtue has befiow’ d

And fiill ‘muft guard them mine? But know,
’midft all

My power, thou, tius, art my nobleft treafure.

Do thou dire& his towering flight,
Still on the fieep Tarpeian height,
Returning fhall my eagle hight

Viflorious from the plain.
Where'er tht fun emits his ray,
The regal bird fhall fteer hi$ way ;
While with the God that rules the day

I hold divided reign.

[Exit with Varus and Pretors.

SCENE"’IIL

Artus, Maximus.

Muz. /FEtius, enough is given to fame and duty,
Some moments give to friendfhip : let me prefs
That conguering hand in mine.

A£t. Yes, friend, it joys me o
To fee thee once again. I prize thy love
Dear as this glorious pomp. But where is Fulvia ?
What does the ? Where is\fhe conceal'd 27 \Vh‘lc

each .
Haftes with impatience to behold my triumph,
‘Thy daughter comes not.

Maz. See my daughter her.
1 SCENE
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SCENE IV.

. Enter FuLvia.
ZEt. My, Fulvia, worthier of thyfelf, thy huf-
band
A"gain returns, and to thy beauty owes
His sgreateft trophies. Midft alarms and death,
Glory and love alike inflam’d my ardour;
Nor would this hand have tonquey’d for the pride
Of laurel wreaths alone to crown my toils—
Butha! what'mean’fi"thou? At the tender names
Of lover and of hufband, from thy check
The colour fades—and doft thou meet me thus
After our cruel parting ? This my welcome !
Fu.h'. O! torture to endure ! [afide.]—I come,
my lord—— .
At. Does Fulvia treat me then with cold re-
fpect?
Why am not I tHy faithful hufband fiikl ?
Alas! thou’rt her no‘more whom opce I knew—
Fulv. O Heaven! I'm ftill the fame
fpeak, my father.
/E?." What means e, Maximus ?

but

o%"” Max. 1 have till no
Been filent, that our forrows might not poifon
The joy this,day fhould bring thee yes, my
friend, ° '
. . We
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_ANe live beneath a hard imperious yoke : °
Our very thoughts muft be enflav’d : thy conqueft
Has freed us, Atius, from a foreign foe,
But added firength to our domeflic troubles.
Fear was a curb on Cefar, that remav'd,
Now thou haft conquer’d, foon the groaning land
Shall find him haughtier fill, and more the tyrant.,

At. 1 cannot think him thus—at leaft from me
His tyranny has ever been conceal’d : )
What would Ite {eck ? What would he claim ?

Maz. Thy wife. .

AZt. Ha! claim my wifet my F a‘ﬂ r1a ! Max-
imus ?
And have you both confented to betray me ?

Fuly., Alas!

Max. What {ubterfuge could I employ 2
Or would'ft thou have me, by refufing her
To fhare his throne, expofe her to the will .
Of an offended tyrant ? Rather would’'fi thou
I thould reyive the tale of old Vitginius,
And flay my daughter to preferve her chafte ?
O no! ’tis thou alone canlit break our chains,
And canft avenge thy wrongs. Thine are the

people ;

The army all is thine. Thgau ow'ft revenge !
'To Rome opprcfs d, and to {\ly lovebetray'd.
Thou know’ft no vitim can be flain whicli Heaven
Accefts more gladly than an impiouseking.

L] -’

At
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£t What haﬁ thou faid ?—~But paﬂion blinds
thy virtue,
And grief is ever found a partial judge.
Monarchs are delegates of Heaven on earth,
And Heaven.mufi punith them—Be every means
Employ’ds but let us guard our faith untainted.

« Mazx. Exalted hero! equal to thy courage,

[embraces him.] With wonder Maximus furveys
thy truth,

That rifes fiill fuperior to thy wronjs.—

—Yes we muft ‘change our fpeecn, diffimulation
Affift me gaw. . [afide.
Fulv. Can Aitius then fo tamely
Refign his Fulvia to another’s arms ?

)

At. Thou yet art free from every tye. To
' Cafar
I'll plead my canfe, and all thall yet be well.
~Fulv. ) Heaven! and fhould’ft thou fpeak, I
tremble for thee !

At. As yet the empercr knows notof my love.
Mas. From him, with caution, I conceal’d your
paffion.

At. Hence {prings the error. Cafar’s not to
"*  blame: f
i )& o, had he heard, kis prudence had fupprefs'd
His growing love ; he knows how much he owes
me,
And
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And knows it were not wifdom to provoke me.

Fulv. Truft not too far— Atius, a thoufand
fears
Diftra&t my foul : Ceefar’s too much a lover,
And thou art too unguarded in thy ¥armth.
O Heaven! refle® awhile—my heart forebodes
Some fatal mifchief : I was born unhappy, .
And muft not hope my fate will ever change. |

ZEt. With conqueft I'm retutn’d ; thou know’ft
that tius , ,
Adores thee ever, yet my Fulvia weeps.
) . 3
Stll in thy dear, thy faithful breaft
*  Thy thoughts.to me confine :
Lull each intruding fear to reft,

And all thy cares be mine.

Thou by thy f{grrows feem’ft to mourr

That Atius leaves thee thus forlorn, .
Forgetful of his love :

Think not {o bafe a mind I pear,

Nor think to me that Cafar €’er
Will fo ungrateful prove. * [Exis.

SCENE V.,

Maximus, F¥LVIA.

Fulv. *Tis time, my father, that refpe@ at length
Should give me leave to fpeak. ¥ou promis’d

firft
] My
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My hand to Altius’ vows, then gave me charge
To hear and to encourage Cafar’s paffion,
Affuring me I never fhould be his.

I your commands obey’d, believ’d your promife ;
Yet, when I hope to take the hand of tius,

I hear you tell me that my hopes are vain.

« Max. Ine’er, my daughter, purpos'd to deceive
. thee.
Then mark me; ’tis not fure the worft of fortune
To fhare Auguftus’ bed. o
Ful». Apd can you fuffer,
That he, wtwo dar'd nfult your confort’s virtue,
Should wed your daughter ? Can you thus forget
The affront you once receivid ? Is Maximus
So dazzled with the {plendor of a throne ?

¢
€

" Max. Come to r;1y breaft, thy father’s dcareft
¢ part ! ‘
This jufl gefentment merits T fhould tell thec
What elfe I would conceal. ‘Know then, with art
I feem forgetful of my woynded honour.
Hatred too foon difcover’d lofes oft
The means of vengeance : now the'time’s at hand,
And we muft feize it.  Wedded to the tyrant,
Thoy, pay’ft.with cafe, deftroy him, or prepare
Thie way for me to pierce his impious breaft.
" Fulo. Wiat do Phear! And can 1 then, my
father, '
Prefent this kand to Cefar to betray him ?
. , O!'m
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O'! in my looks he'd read my foul defign’s
Fear is companion fiill to crimes like thefe :
The foul, for ever brooding o’er her guilt,
Shrinks from herfelf : the criminal fometimes
Is fortunate, but never is fecure : .

The people will revenge their fovereign’s’ death.

Mazx. That fear 18 vain; fince all alike deteft
him. ’
Fulv. No, you're deceiv’d——the giddy crowd
adore | s ]
The tyrant dead, whom living they abhorr'd.
Max. You, Fulvia, firft fevivid ﬁ';r fleeping
, hatred,
Then thew that coldnefs you condemn’d in me.

Fulv. Forgive me, fir, if I with freedom fpeak :.
When I of late condemn’d your tardy vengeance,
I counfell’d not deceit.

Mux. I thought thee wifer, ’
And lefs fubjeéted to the fervile tiss
Of virtue and of confcieice ; only ufeful

To abject fouls,, but by the noble fcorn’d.

Fulv. Are thefe the virtuous feeds,which, till
this hour, .

You planted in me from my'earlief’c age? -
Either you then deceiv’d, or yow decgive me. -
Max. Each different age requires its different
maxims : .

Thofe fit with childhood, thef¢ with riper years :
*I+then
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1 then deceiv’d thee.

Fulv. You deceive me now ;
For with ourfelves is born the hate of guilt,
And love of virtue : from its infant ftate
The foul an’ impulfe feels of good and evil.
Oft have'you told me this; I now confefs it,

* And all confirms it. You, even you, my father,
‘While thus you feck to fteel my heart to treafon,
Muft own compunétion. If you hold me dear,
Think of your glory ; think that fiow you go—

Mazzx. No more, rath girl! I have endur’d enough.
Counfel ndtme, orif thou needs muft counfel,
Go, counfel with thy equals; but remember
That I am ftill a parent, thou a child.

¢

Fulv. O bid me not recall to mind,
' That from your fourge my life I drew ;
Foypin your words no more I find
The father now whom once I knew.

From me awhile vouchfafe to lesrn
The,reverence due to fovereign fway ;

In me a daughter’s love difcern,
And, ah! your own remorfe obey. [Eais.

SCENE
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SCENE VL

Maximus alone.

How adverfe is my fate ! Though all the earth
Abounds with villainy, when Maximus
Would feek a villain, each affumes the hero,
And baffles his defigns. Affronted love
Has prov'd too weak to fire the rage of ZEtius:
My daughter difobeys me—be it fp—
I muft no longer dally with my. purpofe‘,fJ
But haften on the blow—too much alf¥ady
Have I difclos’d, and ere the dawn appears
Cefar thall die : Emilius for the deed
Will lend his faithful arm. What then may follow ?
Or Valentinian falls, and crowns my vengeance ; |
Or, grant he thould furvive, ’tis mine to caft °
The guilt on Atius: ’tis an eafy tatk: ,_ :
Cefar, the rival of his fame and love,
Without my arts will deem him cgminal.
Or fhould aught elfe betide, I from th’ event
Can form refolves anew : in gl:ea'reft dangers
That wifdom oft is beft which trufts to chance.

-» 7

The failor, fearing rocks and winé,
Who runs in thought sach perl o’er,
Mufi live in humble ftate confin'd,
A fimple fither on the fhore.

2

"Tis
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“Tis oft with prudence we confide «
To Fcrtune’s hand our v :al or woe
Hei hand has oft that aid { »plied
Wh;~h wifdom never could beftow. [Exir.

SO 6N 1IU VIL
A royai @parimen: <vitse pidtures

v Hoxorre, Targs.

e, Yatk thee of the vidtrn s conquefis
Of thefe Ve hevd cnougn—How does he bear
Tl crowd's applatac Do his looks preferve
The flernnefs of the warrior ? Has his triumph
.Given him new ppide, or foften’d him to gentlc

nefs ?
TFis, Varus, tell r.ie, not his deeds of arms.

* Virue! Honc-ia, pardon me, if I believ’d
That Cear's ©Aer rather wifh'd te L.
The deeds of Euvs, Jian . afk of aught
Pertaining to himfai”.  To ¥ finet enquiries
Refemble more the iover t n -2 *~vereign.
Ton. Hard is the flavery ot our wretched fex ¢
Scatce car’our lips Hut twice repear a name,
~And v 2 arc titled lovers.  While fo .. .ny
* Dwcll on Lis valour and exalt his pruife ;
While wondertag throns hail Atius’ glad-rcturn,

Honoria 4ili alone remaius behind ; .
3 Clos'd



ACT 1.] ATIVS. 319

Cins d in thefe walls 1he feeks not to behold him
Yet this rekrie efcapes not centiiring tongues.
FPuarus. 'Too much referve s ott a fign of love.
flui. Yes, Varus, to thy long- trxcd faith and
fer-ice
such freedom is indulg’d. Bur fure the diftance
Twixe Fnue and Heonoris, Sy miand ’
Shouwld bardfl fuch natuion
{riee. All adgure
e ortnude of‘zl'f'u ;o Pome adores him s
I'he univerte is Al'd voi'y b te own s /
His foes with reverciee ninesm @ o8 uc: injufiice
Hc.re to refufe that love | worth demands.
Hon. Since you appeat {o far the fiiend of
/Erus,
You fhould not thus extcd his rifing power :

Auguftus, in hi natue, is tod prone

To admit fulpicicn : wile you o my brother @

Lalt vour fricad, you terve B's faa® o dlL

The time may cose —you ur eritand me, Varus,

Farus 1 thgt am ATuas wead, wiilks greater

canrian

Wall fpeak his presfe: bag, puncefs,” if you love
him » * =

Be lefs ine 2104~ to torment yourfels

If
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If gentle love thy foul infpire,
Why thould’ft thou bluth to own the fire ?
Why fcorn the fhaft that rives thy breaft ?
Atius, whofe deeds fo glorious fhine,
Has rais’d his flate to equal thine,
By Fortune's hand in vain deprefs'c.
. A [Ewxit.

SCENE VHIL

M [}
\ HonoRria alone.

Deteﬁcd'\grandeux'! tyrant of the mind !
Why wilt thou thus diftract us ? Why forbid
To indulge the freedom of unequal paffion,

Yet prove too weak to gudrd our yielding heart ?

+ Harmlefs nymphs on rural plains,
Happy is the lot you prove,
Whom in love no law reftrains,
Save the gentle laws of love.

How bleft! copld I my fuffering tell
To him whofe virtues caufé my fmart,
And unvonftrain’d, like yoy, reveal
. .The 8ame that, preys upon my heart.
[Exit.

ot

SCENE
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SCENE IX.
VALENTINIAN, MaXIiMus.

Fal. Let Atius know that I expeét him here.
[z0 ar*attendant.

Yes, friend, his glory now begins to caft
A fhade o’er Valentinian : every one
Dwells in my prefence on th’ exploits of Aitius :
Rome ftiles him her deliverer : he himfelf
Knows his own pewer too well : I'muft,,to enfure
His faith, exalt him to Honona s bed ;. :
So fhall the marriage-bond be his reward
And my fecurity. ‘

Max. Indeed the people
Have idoliz’d him to excefs : they feem
As if unmindful of their fpvereign’s name, .
And may if he command—but, I have done— i
Aitius I think is true, and doubts are vaih ;
But were he not, methinks to exalt him thus
Would ill fecure his faifh. ’

Val. A gift fo mighty
Muft quenich ambition in the 1ou.

Mazx. Will rather .
Excite it : when the conflagration rifes,
The fiream but adds new fuelwo the flame

Fal. JHow fhall I better hope to bind him to me ?
Wouldﬂ thou I fhould purfue a tyrant’s fieps,
And grow the mark of univerfal hatred ?

VOL. 1L . Y Maa.
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Maz. The earlieft art of reigning is to bear
The hatred of mankind : a menarch ffill
Mufl exercife dominion o’er offenders;

And hatred more fecures the throne than love.

Fal. No, Maximus, the man who makes himfelf
Too mucf: the object of another’s fear,
*Thence adds to his own terrors : all extremes
Tpgether mect ; and on fome future day,
The headftrong vulgar, from excefs of fear,
May gather boldnefs. ‘ | ;
Max. You, my lord, beft know
The arts of reigning ; monarchs have a light
Unknown to fubjeéts : zeal for your repofe
Urg'd me thus far, I meant but to remind yt‘),u
That it becomes us with preventive care,
"While danger threatens, to provide for fafety.

, When gently murmuring‘ as it goes,
The hollow siv’let fcarcely flows,
- A pebble cap its lapfe Pppofe,
A flender branch the courfe reffrain.
But when, with 'falling waters fwell'd,
In narrow banks no longer held,
The billows rife above the fhore,
. AAd bear along, with deepening roar,
e« The grumbling fences to the main, [ Eaiz.

SCENE
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SCENE X

VALENTINIAN alone.
To thofe that diftant view the throne, it feems
Heaven’s choiceft gift; to thofe who view it hear,
It feems the worft.

SCE l\] E XI.
Enter Alirivs.

/¢ 1 come to attend yo‘m: will.
Val. Atius, I canpot bear, though for a mo-

ment,
To feem ungrateful to thee : Tiber fitv’d
From foreign arms, my peace, my dignity,
All, all I've gain'd are but the happy fruits
Of Atius’ wildom and his conquering fword.
Should Valentinian y*xeld to thee his throne,
He gives ndt, but to thee reftores thy own.
Thus, midft my wealth, when'T would recompenfe
The virtues of a friend who conquers for me,
I find, in fpite of ‘empire, flill I'm poor.

/+. When through the ﬁght I toil'd for Rome
and thee, » . e
The deed itfelf became my great reward.
What would I more? Aug‘uﬁus love will ever
Suffice for me.
Y 2 *Val,
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Val, But not for Valentinian. )
The world fhall learn that, while I vainly ftrove
To recompenfe thy worth, my gratitude
Left nought untried. Atius, the blood of Ceefar
Shall be to thine united ; ne’er on thee
Can I beftow a fironger pledge of love :
“To-morrow’s fun fhall fee thee wed Honoria.

«/Et. [afide.] What do I hear!
Val. Thou doft not anfwer-~fpgak.

. So vaft an honotr doubtlefs muft furprife
me.
Honoria’s rank demands a king and throne,
I have no crowns to boaft, and /Etius, fir,
Is nothing but a fubje. '

Val. Such a fubje®
Ag Atius, far excels the proudefl king.
If kingdoms are not thine, thy valorous arm
Can kingdoms give to others. To poflefs,
Is Fortuns’s glft alone ; but to befiow them,
Is Virtue’s tafK., .
ZEt. Thy fifter owes the world,
Great fir, 3 race of kings; to me united,
Wil bring forth fubje&s only? well thou know'ft
By thefe unequal nuptials that Honoria

Jo /Etius may defcend, but Atius never
Can rife to Her.

Val. My fifter and the world
Suftain no lofs by fuch a glorious union®
‘ ' Or
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Or thould they lofe, yet, while I recompénfe
A hero’s worth, my fifter and the world
Can ne’er complain.

Z¢. I muft not, fir, confent
That Cefar, to be grateful thus to one,
Should prove unjuft to many. ’
Val. Let us fpeak '
"This once without concqéln&nf. Thy refpecs
Is but a veil to coyer thy refufal.
W hat would'ft thiou more ? 1s thenmy gift fo little?
Mutft Cefar ever ftand indebted to thee ?
Remember, he who fpurns a¢ all reward
Is not lefs proud than he who afks too much.
Ait. Well then, your franknefs thall encourage
mine : .
What you have offerrd, fir, for my reward
Would prove my punifhment,

Val. 1 did not think
Thy fovereign’s fifter, join’d to thee 1n marnage,
Would make thee wretched.  °

Zt. Even this profferr’d gift .

Is little to the man who loves anothc.r.

Fal. Where is"the beauty who fo far exceeds
Honoria's merits ? Is fthe born my fubje&™ *
Are my dominions honour'd with hey prefence % .
It fhall be. mine to knit thefe glorious ties:
Dcclare to me her name.

Z&t."Her name is Fulvia.:

]

4 Vbls
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Val. Fulvia? .
Z+#. The fame—He feems difturb'd.”  [afide.
Val. [afide.] O Heaven! |
And knows fhe of thy love?
Ze 1 thmk the does’ not
[4fide.] Let me not raife his anger aga.mﬁ her.
Val Firft gain the maid’s confent—See if her
choice . ,
Oppofes not thy fuit. -
/E1. That care be mine :
Meantime thy fanctign, Cefar, fhall fuffice.
Val. Some other lover may perchance ha\c
gain’d .
On her affeétion.
. ' 1. Nevei—Where's the man
‘Whofe rathnefs fecks to ravifh fuch a prize
From him whofe hand has fav'd imperial Rome ?
I know him not. -
Zal. But fhould there yet be one ?
At. He then fheuld fee that Aitius could no
lefs .
Affert his rights than guard his fovereign’s empire :
ch, hie thould ﬁnd—-—'——
.Jf’al. And what if 1 were he ?
. That gift Wthh cofts a pang fram Ceefar’s
T hcart
,Wduld‘prove more* glorious to me.
; Val.
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Val. But a fubjett
Muft not réquire, to recompenie his fcrvice,
So vaft a facrifice from him who reigns.

Ais. Cefar is fovereign, Altius atks from him
This facrifice ; Atius, who, till this*hour,
Has ferv’d unrecompens’d : Ceefar, whd knows
What gratitude exafts; who owes to me
His peace, his dignity ; who has confefs’d
That thould he rcnder up th! throne to Atius,
He gives not, buf to him reftores l'us own ;
And that each mbment bat augments h;s fear
To feem ungrateful to him.

Val. What prefumption ! [afide.
I thought that when I,call’d to mind thy merits,
And own’d each fervice, I in part repaid them.

¢ 1 call them to thy mind,'when for reward—

I'al, No more—enough—I underftand thee,
Atius,

Yes, Cafar knows thy bofomy’s fires,
He fees to what thy claim afpires,
"Tis his to fix thy doom. ’
But thou more wifely now contrel
Th’ effufions of a fearlgfs foul, ,
That well may fuit the ftern alarms
Of diftant camps and clathing arms,
But fuit not here at Rome. [ Eau.

/. Now let us fee if he'll gppofe’my leove.
SCENE
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SCENE XIL

Enter FuLvia.

Fulv. Atus, I read thy anger in thy looks:
Haft thou*to Cafar then difcours’d of me ?

« At I have; but kept from him thy love a
. fecret:
Hence thou haft ittle caufe to fgar:

Fulv. What faid he .
To thy requeﬁ ? What anfwer gave Auguftus ?

At. He neither ¥ielded nor oppos’d my fuit ;
By certain figns I found he grew difiurb’d,
But yet he durft not give his anger vent.

Fulv. Yoy raife my apprehenfion. He who feels
Refentment yet affumes an outward calm,
Mutft furely plan fome cauﬂous fcheme of ven-
. + geance.
. You fear too Yoon.

S CENE XIIL

k

Enter HoNoORI1A.

Hene Afus, I owe you more
‘fhan words can pay: my brother would debafe
: ’Honona s hand by joining it to yours; ,
But you, more juft, have now convinc’d Augufius
That Atius'is unworthy fuch alliance.  «

AZt.
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Zt. Honoria, no: ’tis not for this you owe
Your thanks to me; ’tis for a nobler fervice.
You know this arm, that guards Honoria’s throne,
Gives her the power to treat me thus with fcorn.

Hon. Indeed I ftand indebted muth to Atius,
And ’tis with pain I find the ftars compel me,
Spite of myfelf, to be the meffenger .
Of fatal tidings to his haplcfs love.
[#0 Fulv.] Fulvia, foon as the morning rifes, Caefar
Will take theé for his. bride.

Fulv. What éys Honona ?

AEt. What do I hear !

JHor. He gave me now in charge
To fpeak his purpofe’ Atius, yet have comfort,
And learn to exult that fhe, whom moft you love,
Reigns o'er a {ubje@ world.

. This 1s too thuch
Cmfar would tempt too far the faith of Etius.”
What nght has he to rule oter my affeGions ?
To ravith Fulvia from*'me? To dontemn me ?
Perhaps he thinks I tamely will endyre it ;
Or does he wifh that Rome, through him, thould

prove » )

A fatal {cene of blood ?

Hon. Does Atius threaten‘ ? .
Is this his truth, his boafted loyalty ?
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A?¢. If fill my fovereign would engage
- My breaft to a& a {ubjeét’s part,
Let him not then too far enrage
The paffions that divide my heart.
But when with wrongs my Boform, bleeds,
Untimely let him ne'er complain,
« If anger then the baund exceeds,
And gives {fo ﬁmuc rage the rein. [Euiz.

SCENE XIV.

Hoxoria, FuLvia,
‘wiv. Honora, keep hxé tranfports hid from
. Cefar: ',

Atius is faithful fill ; he fpeaks but thus
Through difappointed love. « -

Hon, Fulvia, methinks .
Thou fhew'ft too much of fear and pity for him ;
And dees not pify fometimts {pring fram love ?

Fulv: Princefs, ydu wrong me much for well

I know

To whom thxs bofom owes its firft affeions. .

«Hon. Be not too warm- ‘twas but a ﬂ1ght fuf-
0 p1c1pn . .

Fulv. If credit muft be given to fuchfufpicion,
Honoria too might furnith caufe for doubt :

By thy refentment I perceive how well
T ‘ Thou



ACT L) ZETIUS, 834

*Thou bear'ft to be rejeted. I fhould think
Thou wert & lover, yet I'll not believe it.

Hon. And when thou dar'ft infult me with fuf-
picions
Injurious to my honour, I might well
Rebuke th& arrogance, yet I forbear.

Though plac’d not yet on Camfar’s throne,
Already in thy looks are {own
The pride of fovereign flate.
*Tis harder far with equal mind
To bear the good by Heaven affign’d, _
Than all the frowns of Fate. [Exis.

SCENE XV,

FovLvia alone.

Too cruel Fortune ! perfecute me fiill,’
And raife new troubles to difturb my peace :
Incenfe Haonoria, kindlt jealoufy’

In Ceefar’s breaft, and render-ZEtius wretched ;
Deprive me of a father’s foftering care,

But never fhalt thou rob me of my love :

For {pite of thee, thy rigodr fhall exalt

The glorious triumph of my conftant heart.

While
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While zephyr breathes a gentle breeze,
And calms to peace the ruffled feas,

~ Each veffel flies with profperous gales,

Each happy pilot carelefs fails.

The proof of courage is to abidg
The roaring billows’ adverfe force ;
To ftem the rough tempeftuous tide,
Nor wandtr from the deftin'd courfe.
o [Exit.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE I

The Palatine gardens in view of the imperial palace ;
Slowers and fountains, water-falls, grottoes and
Slatues., *

Maximys (zlane

What awful fillence ! All the palace now
Is wrapt in peack. See where thé new-born day
Reddens in yonder eaft, and yet around
No voice is heard, no perfor;' feen: ere this =
Atmilius muft have given the wifh’d-for blow—
He promis’d on the tyrant to revenge
The wrongs of Maximus—my friend is tardy.

SCENE II

Erzter_ Furvia._

Fulv. Rlas, my father |

Max. Speak—What fays my daughter *
Fulv. What Haft thou done ? '

Max. Done, Fulvia!

Fulv. O ye powers !
Cefar ha$ been attack’d—full well I know
By whom the deed was plannd *Tis thou, my

father,
* That,
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That, to revenge thee, urg'd the affaffin’s hand.
Max. But fay, is Ceefar dead ?
Fulv. Think of thy fafety :

Already is the apartment round befet
With arms and foldiers.

Max. Tell me if he lives,
Or lics a fenfelefs corfe.

‘Fulv. Alas! I know not;
Loft in my fears I could attend' to nothing.

Maz. Vain, childifh terrors! ¥ myfelf will go
To learn tlf’ event. . [ going, ke meets Val.

SCENE IIIL

Lnter VALENTINIAK without Mis mantle and lavrel;
ks fword drawn, attended by the Pratorian
.guard. ‘

Val. [entering.] Let every pafs be guarded ;

Stop every outler.

Maz. [afide.] Still the tyrant hves'

Malicious Fortune !

Val. Fulvia! Maximas !

What Ieart ‘could e’er’ conceive it |
\Maz. Spegk, my lord,

What has befallen 2’

Val. Such unexampled treafon
Was never heard. °
3 Fulv.



ACT u.] ETIUS. 335

Fulv. [afide.] O moft unhappy father!
Max. [afide.] He knows it all.

Val. In whom fhall I confide ?
My beft, my deareft friends attempt my life. _
Mazx. Be firm my heart. [gfde.] And is it pof-
fible
Can fuch a wretch be found ?

Pal. Yes, Maximus, , .
Such has been found, nor is to thee unknown.
Max. [difturbed.] TS me! my lord.
Val. Yes, thee; but Heaven defgnds
The lives of monarchs. Vain"ly hop'd Amilits
‘T4 bury in my breaft his fatal freel :
He thought to find me buried deep in fleep;
He was deceiv’d. I heard bhim fofdy enter
My clos’d apartment ; by his filent tread,
As he drew nearer to my couch, my mind
Prefag’d fome treafon ; ftrait I rofe, and fnatch’d
The neareft fword : alarm’d, the villain fled ;
But as he fled I dealt dmidft the thade
My firokes at random : with'the noife the guard
Rufh'd in, and by the fudden entering light,
I faw my weaport fain'd with freth-drawn blood,
But fought in vain the traitor who efcap™ the. |

Max. Perhaps *twas not Emilius.,
Val. Yes, I heard

His well-known voice ; for when I ggve the wound

A fudden cry broke from him!
. Max.



386 XETIUS. {acr .

Max. What could make
The flave of Cefar hazard {uch a deed ?

Val. Though hijs the deed, another plann'd the
treafon,
Fulv. [afide.] O Heaven'

Mag, Permit me, facred fir, to trace
The villain’s fteps.

Val. That care belongs to Varus:
Thou, Maximus, depart not, *« =

Maz. 1 am 1oft ! ¢ [afide.
Perhaps I better may than he~—
Val. My friend,
Leave me not thus, for O { fhould'ft thou forfake
me,

Where fhall.I hopé for counfel or affiftance ?
Masx. 1 fhall obey—TI breathe again.  [afide.
Fulv., [afide.] Once more

My life returns. -
Max. Whomecan you farther, fir, ,

Sufpet of treafon?

Val. Haft thou thema doubt?
Doft thou ndt fee in this the hand of Atius?
O'! comid I'once produce the proofs againft him,
Hls life thould pay the forfeit of his crime.

"\ Pul. [af ide.] What new misfortune falls on
wretched Fulvia ?

Maz. 1 cannot think that Atius is a traitor;
5 1 At
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At leaft he has no caufe : receiv’d with honour,
Applauded by his fovereign; could his heart
Confent to this ?—"Tis true, that jealoufy,
Ambition, love and popular applaufe

Too oft contaminate the firmeft loyalty.

/Etius beholds himfelf belov’d of all, *

Elate with conqueft, mafter of the troops,

He may perhaps forget his vow’d allegiance.

Fulv. Can you, my father,"who have known
his virt.ues, .
Speak of him thus ?
Moux. °Tis true, I am Atius’ friend,
But Cefar’s fubJe&

I/al And does Fuldia then
Defend a traitor 2—O| my jeglous heart
Too truly has fufpeéted.

Muz. Can you thihk
Fulvia will harbour any love but yours ? *
You are deceiv'd ; fhe pleads in his bLhalf
For pity, nqt for love : the threaténing view
Of punithment and death excites her mind
To feel compaffion—Are you yet to learn
The native weaknefs of the tender fex?

YOL. 1. SCENE
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SCENE 1V.

Enter Varvs.

FParus. Ceefar, in vain I've fought to find the
traitor.

Fual. Where can he lie conceal’d ?

FParus. Not all our cate
Difcovers his retreat.

Val. And mu@ I fill |
Remain uncertain thus ? Whom fhall I truft ?
Whom fhall I fear? When was there ever known
A fiate more curs'd than mine

Max. Compofe your thoughts :
The affaffin’s failin.g in the firoke defign’d,
Muft bafHe all the fecret trajtar’s {chemes.
I']l feek AEmilius, and with zealous care
‘Watch o'er your fafety. Let us ftill remember,
"The ruffian thay affail’d your life is known,
And him meanwhile we may at leaft ftcure.

Pl Affilt me, friend, I place niy hopes in thee.
In_theg a fpoufe,and prince confide, -
“"While fears and doubts my foul divide,
To thee I truft my life and love.
Then, friend, thy faithful aid prepare,
And thou, dear objeét of my care,
For ever conftant prove. * {Exir.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Maximus, Furvia.

Fulv. And can you, father, lay the guilt on
Aitius ?

What urges you ?

Maz. Unthinking girl ! his rain
Is my fecurity : this fmaoths the path
To my revenge ; for thould he fall, Augufius
Is left without defence. Thoy fee’ft by this
How much his death imports ; but Maximus
Has views too mighty for thy fex’s weaknefs :
Leave thefe to himwhofe years are more than thine,
Whofe wifdom greater. |

Fulu. O let years and wifdom
Yet teach you jufiice.

Max. Am I then unjuft
In feeking to revenge nvy injur’d Menour?
Or, grant I were—the fatal path is taken,
And tis too late to think of a retreat.

Fulv. O! never, never ’tis too late, my father,
To tread again the abandon’d fieps of virlie 2
For he who feels abhorrence of his crime,
Redeems his innocence.

Max. And thall I never

Perfuade thee to be filent } Tell me, daughter,
zZ 2 What
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What doft thou feek ? Would'ft thou infiru¢t thy
father

In what thy youth was taught by him? Or would'ft
thou ,

Mzke him fubfervient to thy feeble love ?

Fulvia, refirain the licenfe of thy fpeech,

And learn in future not to incenfe a father.

Fulv. Mutit 1 be fileng ? Mutft I fear to fpeak
When I behold my fevereign's.life, invaded ;
Know you are criminal, while Altius bears
The imputed guilt ? What bofom can fupport it ?
Relsafe me, ‘fir, from every tie of duty,

Or afk fome other proof of my obedience.

Max. Perfidious girl ! 1 fee thy purpos’d vidim.
Yes, thou would'ft, facrifice me to thy pafiion :
Go then—with impious rage abufc that fondnefs
Which could not keep a thvught conceal’d from

* *  thee,
And for a lover’s fake accufe a parent.

Go, fpeak whate’er thy rage dcfJl 1gn’d,
But yet, ingrate, recall to mind
Whofe guilt your lips unfold.
.Gz then, a father’s deeds betray,
But yet reflect that fatal day
You take a farher’s life away,
Your life from him you hold. * [ Lowes.

SCENE
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SCENE VL

FuLvia alone.

What thall I do? Alas! ’tis equal guilt
To fpeak or to conceal—To fpeak—O Heaven!
Woere parricide—I tremble but to think it ;
And if I fiill am filent, Atius dies!
At that idea rsund my heart congeals
'T'he curdling bleod—What counfel now remains
For Fulvia ?

SCENE VIL
Enter ATIUS.

/Ftius! ha! what brings thee here?
Say, whither goeft thou ?

A:. To defend Auguftus.
I heard buf now ’

Fulv. O! fly—for know, bn thee,
Sufpicion of the treafon falls,

At Onme! * )
Thou art deceiv’d—Tiber too oft has {feen ~
My faith approv’d : the man who by his deeds
Can conquer others, full will "rife fuperior
To every feeble blaft of foul detraction.

’ 6 Fulv.
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Fulv. But what if Caefar has himfelf accus'd
thee ?
Say that I heard him ?

At. If Auguftus faid it,
He never cotfid believe it : had he paus'd
But for a thoment, every thing he faw
Would plead in my defence; all Italy,
Thg attefting world ; his glory and his empire,
Preferv’d by me, muft make him own the falfe-

‘e .

hood.

.

Fulv. Tknow thy ruin would De well av eng’d ;
But_who can «cl] me, that thy friends would give
Their timely aid ? Ala‘s !' the deepeft vengeance
Would not confole me for thy 166s—O ! fly, *
Fly if thou lov’ft me, and indulge my fears.

" /Ez. Thy fond affection raifes fancied dangers.

Fulv. In what doft thou confide ? Thy valour,
. « MFtius ?
Heroes are mortal, and opprefs’d by numbers.
Or in rhy virtuee Ah! frem that alone
My foul forebodes mlsfortunc—-Yes, thy virtue
Is now thy worft of foeg.

A1, My confidence ‘
Is founded, Fulvia, od an upnght heart,
A {tranger to remorfe ; on innocence,
«'TNat brings its own applaufe ; in this right hand,
So needful to the weal of Rome. Auguftus
Is no barbarian, noy infenfible .
2 To
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To deeds of worth : fhould one like me be loft,
A tyrant would himfelf confefs fuch lofs
Not lightly were fupplied.

SCENE VI

Enter Varvs with a guard.

Fulv. Varus, what news ?

. Is Calars-life in fafety ? ? Can my aid
Avail for his defence ? What does he ?

Varus. Caefar .
1Tas fent me to you.

*/¢. Let us haften to him.

7rus. Not fo—he fends me to demand your
fword.

ZE:. Say'ft thou?

Fulv. This 1 forefaw

At. What means Auguftus 2’
Can it be poffible ? -

Varus. Woyld it were not-!
I pity you, my friend, and grieve that fate
Compels me, while my fecrct heart rebels,
To aél a part injurious to our friendfhip. ®

/Er. There Varus—{ gives his-fword.] pity Cae
far, not thy friend.

Bear



344 ETIUS. [acT 11

Bear him this fword that oft was {een

To guard his throne and fame : )
Remind him what I once have been,
. And dye his cheek with thame.

Thou, ¥f thou prizeft Atius’ love, [#0 Fulvia.
The tender tear refirain ;
Since all the fufferings I can prove,
* Muft fpring from Fulvia’s pain.
[ Exit guarded.

SCENE VIL

(4
Furvry, Varus.

Fulv. If ever thou didft feel a foft affetion,
Have pity, Varus, en our mutual paffion,
And plead the caufe of an unhappy friend.

Parus.Your love difcover'd adds to myaffliction ;
Add fain I would affift your caufe ; but Atius
Is his own foe, Heaven knows ! and by his {peech
Incenfes Cefar. ¢ .

«Fulv. Wel his high demeanour -
Is known to all ; nor fhbuld it now, methinks,
Be deem’d in "him a crime ; and furely Varus
At leaft thuft own, while Atiug tongue proclaims
;Hxs own deferts, truth gives his words a fanction.

v
Varus Somctlmes tis virtue to conceal‘the truth.

And if I praife not now his oftentation,

*Tis: fncndfhlp makés me filent : for his fake ,
vl Il
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I'll prove my utmoft power; and grant it Heaven
The attempt may not be vain.

Fulv. O! fay not thus,
For to the wretched he denies affiftance,
Who, while he gives it, doubts th’ event.

Parus. His fafety
Your will determines : give your hand to Ca:fart'
And every power is yours.

Fulv. O! peyer, never,
‘Will I be other than the {poufe of iEtlus

Varus. But to preferve him from.his fortune,
Fulvia
Muft yield a little : the alone can {often
The wrath of Valentifian ; then delay not,
And if thy bofom feel not loye for Caefar,
Yet learn to feign it.

Fulv. T'll purfue thy counfel ;
With what fuccefs, Heaven knows.—Diltmulatton
Is ever criminal ; and O ! I find
My heart gbhors the trial.

Varus. To Jiffemble y
In fuch a caufe 15 virtue ;#and a woman

Can ne’er repine to ac what fuits her fex.
» ¢ -,
Fulv. With eafe what numbers love can feign
That never warm’d the sheart : *
But generous minds muft fill difdain

The wretched mafk of art!
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My lips, alas! but ill forbear

. To {peak my thoughts difirefs’d ;

Yet {peech and filence both declare

* The emotions of my breaft. [ Exiz.

SCENE IX.

VARus alom:

Unfiable Fortune ! Thoughﬂefs is the man
Who trufts, thy fickle fmiles ! Too happy Atius ;
But.now was ‘envied by the youth of Rome,

The mark of emulation. In a moment

The fcene is chang’d and hé becomes the obJe&
Of general plty ;—yes, unflable Fortune,
Thoughtlefs is he who trufis thy fickle {miles !

A thepherd, bred in humble thade,

‘With ‘weeds of poverty array’d,

Sometimes by Fortune’s favouring aid,
O'er fubject realms extends his reign.

‘In regal purple, ntar the throne,

Another born ; [y Fortune's frown

Is driven from kingdoms once"his own,

. To feed his flocks upon the plain.  [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE X

A gallery of flatues witk feats; a large feat for
two perfons. A balcony open, a view of Rome.

Hox~oria, Maximus.

Ion., Yes, Maximus, I mufl confefs it, all
Accufes /Etius : he is Cafar’s sival, ‘
And thinks that 6 his worth and name alone
The univerfe meft bend. What then avails
To plead in his defence ? 1 heard'myfclf
His threats, and now behgld‘ th’ effe@ bas fol-

, low’d
And yet my heart, incredulous, can never
Believe his guilt—that Atius.is a traitor.

Mux. O unexampled virtue ! this, indeed, ,
Is clemency’s excefs ! And who, Honoria,
Has greater caufe than you have to condemn him ?
He has defpis’d you, and refus’d that hand
Which kings contend for. -—th but you—

Hon. Alas! « ° ‘
Tell me no more the wrongs Ishave fuftain’d ;
I feel them deeply here—Ipgrate and | proud !
To think of them diftraéts me, Maximus: °
Not that I love him, or regret the lofs
Of Atius: hand offended dignity,
My fame-—my honour—thef¢ and thefe alone—

* Max.
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Masx. 1 know it well ; but all, Honoria, know not
Your bofom’s fecret {prings: I need nut tell you,
We eafier far believe the deeds that flow
From weaknefs than from virtue : clemency
In'you may feem but love. One way remains,
And only ene, to banith fuch fufpicion.

I.et vengeance fill your thoughts : a juft revenge
You never should abhor, while clemency
To fuch excefs but urges new ofﬁ:nccs

Hon. My private wrongs are not my greateft
care :
Think of my, brother’s danger; let us hear
What Atius fays, and,feek to find the traitor.
Perhaps he yet is innocent—

Mazx. "Tis true |
Who knows »—even yet he may repent, Ionoria,
And yet accept your hand. |,

. €

Hon. Accept my hand !
Shall I {o far forget myfelf {——O no,
Woere this proud /man the world’s unbounded lord,
He never fhould obtain me, Maximus.'

"Mas. And yet how gafy we deceive ourfelves :
He boafts your wilthis his, that you adore him,
That he &t pleafure rutes Honoria’s heart,

And that a glance from him will calm your anger.

*' $Zon. Prefuinptuons infolence ! he foon fhall find
His folly crufh’d. The firft who woos my love,
(Above a fubje@®’s rank) fhall be my lord, .

a He'll
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He'll fee that then I want not crowns or einpircs,
And if hee Ule, at will, Honoria’s heart. [ going.

SCENE XIL

1
Enter VALENTINIAN,

#al. Honoria ftay. Thou muft, for my repofc'.
Beftow thy hand on one. I fear,to thee ’
But little grateful’; true he has done us wrong,
Yet muft we make the public weal fecure.

He afks thy nuptial faith, and pradence bids
Accept the peaceful offer.

r'e
lon. Atius fure
Repents the paft. [afide.] Know I this fuitor's
name ?

al. Too well th9u know'ft it; and I fear, my

fifter,

To fpeak, what fpoken will but urge thy lips *

To frame reproaches. Thou wilt fay his foul

Is haughty, cruel, that he little%knows

The ties of faith, that all the affipnts we have
fuffer'd

Are yet too receht. I conteis 1t all

But when I weigh the occaﬁon, with régree

My counfel bids thee not reject the alliance.

Hon. Shall 1 refufe him then ? [afde] If” my

confent
’ . . ® .
Securé your peace, this heartis yours to give.

. Mﬂﬁ.
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Max. What means Auguftus ? [Etlus {eeks his
life,

And would he thus reward him ?
Ful. "Tis not Aitius

Employs my thoughts—I fpeak of Attila.
Hon. O fatal error ! [afide.] Attila?

" Muax. And whence
Such uncxpeéted turn ?

Pal. This very moment
A meflenger, by letters to my hahd,
Has fignified his"with : hence may we fee
His pride is lower'd ? this offer brings no thame
To thee, my fifler; thou rcceiv’ét a hufband
‘Whom kings obey ;—Barbarian though he be,
His manners foften’d by thy noble love,
May, take the fhape of virtues:.

Hon. Say, does Atius
Know Attila’s reqpeft ?

Val. Does jEtms know 1t ?
Mutft I confult w1th JE tius > To what ¢nd
Appcal to him ? ‘

Ion. To mortify his {)ride; .
To let‘. him find his aidelefs needful here ;
T¢ let him fee Honoria’s hand alone
Lag fave the Roman flate.

Fal. This fhall he know :
Mean time may I to Attila return

Your full confent ?
) Il
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Hon., No—let me firft behold
Your life it fafety.—Find the hidden traitor:
Let Aitius fpeak, and then, without difguife,
tHonoria will reveal her foul's dear purpofe.

While thus for thee with fears oppre{s’d
I feel my trembling heart ;

Ah'! think, can ¢’cr Honoria’s breaft
Receive love’s gentle dart

‘

Can the foft ﬂame of amorous blifs
With me its mﬂuence prove,

If, when my breaft is loft to peace, _
I then begin to love > [ Exir.

SCENE *XIIL »

VaLentinian, Maximus.

7ul. Condud the prifoner hither—[70 an as-
sendunt.] Mic i my doubts,

From thee' I feek for countel. + May I hope «
This tie with Attila wilf tend’in parts
To my fecurity ?

Mazx. 1t rathqr. tends
To expofe to greater dangers: he but feeks™ e
To lull your vigilance, this well-feign’d friendflup
Will draw him nearer to you ; he, with Atius

May plan fome fatal fcheme. This late attempt
) ’ Makes
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Makes all too clear; and well thou know'ft that
Aitius “

Left every paflage free for Attila, "

When Attila efcap’d ; yet duty bade him

Conduét to thee his prifoner: this he fail'd,

And yet the power was his.

* Val. *Tis all too true.

SCENE XII .

. Enter FuLvia.

Pulv. Auéuﬁus, ‘eafe my terror. Is the traitor
Difcover'd yet? Say, is your life in fafety ?
Val. Can then my fafety be fo dear to Fulvia ?
" Fulv. Andcanyoudoubtit? Ibeholdin Cefar
A lever to whofe fate my own mutft foon
Be join'd (O death to feign) [4fde.] in Hymen’s

bands. . ‘
Moax. What dg I 'hear ? Does not her fecret heart
Belie her lips® profeffion ? Y [afide.

Val. If my danger |

Awaken gentle pity in thy breaft,

I priz§ my fafety lefs. * May I then hope

Thy faith unthaken ?

" v, Whilft I live, fhall Ceefar

Still fhare my tendereft thoughts. O pardon,
Arius! | fafide.

Max.
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Max. I'm loft in wonder. [afide.
Val. Didhot Atius’ treafon
'Claim all our thoughts, thy hand had long ere
this
Been join’d to mine ; but dear his life thall anfwer
This outrage to my love.

Fulv. A crime like his
Demands your juft revenge : but who, meanwhile,
Shall guard yoy fram the people s headlong rage ?
They dote on jEt,lus O,! take heed, Auguftus,

I fhudder at the thought.
Val. *Tis that retards
My vengeance. »
Max. Now I underﬁand thee, Fulvia. [a«fide.
Fulv. Say, he were innocent;, in him you lofe .
Your great fupport: behold your life expos'd
To treafon’s fecret aims : behold your name
Hated of all—I tremble but to think'it.

Val. Grant Heaven he were not guilty ! but he

cowmes,
And comes by my command.
Fulv. What do I hear! ’ . [afide.

Val. Now, Fulv;a, from himfelf impartial lepm, :
What Atius is.

Fulv. Permit me to depart. »  » " [ going.-
The criminal, who meets his judge alone,
More freely will confefs.

YOL. II. AA Val.
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Val. No, Fulvia, flay.
Mazx. Atius approaches.
Fulv. Heavens'!

‘al. Now, Fulvia, take
Thy feat hy Ceefar’s fide.
. Fulv. By Cefar’s fide!
And fhall a fubje& then prefume—-
Val. Remember
The maid who holds a monarch n her chains,
No longer is a fubje& ‘

Fulv. Yet, perrmt me

Val No morc—-be fe:ted—from this hour begm
To make the throne familiac. °

Fulv. 1 obey. , [fits on the right hand of Val.
O cruel trial |

SSCENE XIV.

' Enter Airivs.

At. Heabens! v;rhat doI fee!”
[entermg ke fees Fulvia, and flops.

In Fulvxa fuch inconftancy !
. " Pulv. Be firm ,
de breakmg heart ¥ ' . [afide.

Val. Leader, approach..

At Wh.o now' ‘
. Is
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Is judge of Atius? Does my fate depend.
On Cefar ¢t on Fulvia ?

Val. 1 and Fulvia,

Are but one judge : for fince by nuptial ties’
I call her mine, fhe reigns a fovereign here.

A¢. O faithlefs woman ! [afide.
Fulv. Could I but affure him )
That Fulvia now diffembles! [afide.

Val. Atiud, hear,
And learn awhile to curb the native pride
That can no more avail thee. Sécret treafon
Is aim’d at me, and each in tltee believes  ° )
The treafon’s author: a.ll‘ﬁcfpeaks thy guilt :
Thy proud refufal of Flonoria’s hand;
Thy infolence in conqueft; thy permiffion
Of Attila’s efcape ; thy Jealoufy ;
Thy rath prefumptuous love ; thy open threats,
Of which thou know’ft myfelf fo late was'witnefs,
Think how to clear thy fame, or merit pardon.

Max. Now, fate, betray meendt. [afide.

At. Ceefar, *’tis true .
The charge is {pecious. Where’s the affaffin hid,
Whofe hand affail'd thee ? \Who accufes Atius
As author of the treafon ? Ceefar, thou,
Thou art the accufer of the guilt of Ktius, _ »
At once the judge and witnefs.

Fukﬂ.‘ Heavens ! he's loft.

AA2 Val.
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Val. And fhall T bear fuch infolence ?

ZEt. Howe’er “
The crime is true, why is it charg’d on me ?
‘Becaufe I have refus’d to wed Honorna ?
And have I thus with toil preferv’d for Czefar
His hberty, that he fhould now forbid me
Fo own my heart’s affetion ? Am I guilty
From Attila’s late flight ? And fhould I then
Have made him px’lfoner, that all Europe freed
From fear of him, who bound tfmr arms to ouss,
Might join their force agamﬂ 1mpenal Rome ?
Seck out fome other warior. I am guilty
Becaufe I know myfelf&and freely fpeak,
What cotifcious worth approves. —The ignoblc

mind
Shrinks from 4tfelf, nor dares review its deeds.
Pulv. O might I yet retired [afide.

&Fal. This rath defence
Adds to thy formier guilt—Haft thou ought elfe
To plead in thy,bchalf ? . '
/2. Let this fuﬂicc
For what rcmams, let Caefar afk no mere.

ul. What canft thou furtherfay ?

. /E?. That he whofc arm
Defends the pngrateful, fofters tyranny ;
' That valour in the fubjed ftill excites .

Envy in him who reigns; that Cefar fcorns
1 * To

[}
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To owe his all to Aitius; that he fears
In me that#treafon, which he knows too well
The deed, that robs me of my love, deferves.

Val. Dofi thou infult me thus! prefumptu_ous _
man !

Fulv. O! Heavens! * [afide.

Val. 1 yet can punifh thee——ro

Fulv. Ah! Cefar, . .

If you love Fulvia, let her now depart,

My prefence bus difturbs you. [rifes.
Val. Yet remain; s o '

Thou fec't my juft refentment.  Sit, and mark

Hew proofs fhall yet conf(und this ftubborn traitor.

At O faithle(s woma.n ! [afide.
Fulv. Could 1 but affure him -

My cruelty s feignd! - [afide, fits again,
Mazx. All yet goes well. . [afjde.

Val. Atius, be innocent of every crime ;
And let Augufius, envious of thg glory,
Invent this calumny yet from thy heart
Declare without referve, (at leaft in this
Be Aitius his owp judge,) is not the fubje&,
Who dares in Tove contend with him who geigns,
A rebel to his prince ?
/E¢. And is not he
Who dares in love invade another’s nght,
A tyrant to his fubject ? .o

Val.
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Pal. Think’ft thou then
That Fulvia loves thee ? 4

Fulv. O my breaking heart ! [afide.
Fal. Relieve him, deareft Fulvia, from the vain
And fond decept:on fay if Valentinian
‘Was thy firft love, and ever fiill remains
Sole partner of thy heart.
Fulv. What Caefar {peaks,
That Fulvia muft confirm.
A&t. O! perjurd womun !
This ftroke indesd has baffled all my firmnefs.

" Pal. See how th§ h%ges deceive thee. [70 At

ZE¢t. Do not triumph,
Nor truft the faith of an inconftant woman ;
‘To her I leave my ¥engeance ;—yes, I feel
. A {ecret hope, that Ceefar, for my wrongs,
Will prove the faith of Fulvia,
"Fulv. Muft I fiill
Conceal my a,ngulfh P [afide.
Mas. Fulwa, yct be conftant. Y [apde.
Ef Scarce }Enus knows himfelf; before hcr
pre{ence .
My heart iserent. Ot never, Maximus,
Since firft I breath’d this air, my foul has felt
+'S0rh pangs of warring paffion ! [#0 Max.
Fulv, *Tis too much ; .
I cannot bear the thought——— [ goings weeps.
' Val.
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FPal. What do’ft thou, Fulvia ?

Fuly. 1 fuft retire—fuch trial far 6ﬁtwcighs
My fex’s conftancy.

Val. Yet ftay, and punifh
This rival’s infolence.

~ Fulv. In pity, Cafar,
Permit me to retire.
Val. Tt muft not be, ,
Once more, for Caefar’s {ake, declare thy love
Is only mine, that I amwall to Fulvia,
And that fhe fees with joy the paags of ZEtius.

Fylv. But fay ’twere falfe,rand Ztius alle niy

happinefs. ¥
Val. What fay’ft thou?
Max. Ha!

/¢. 1 breathe again.

Fulv. How long
Mufi I diffemble ? Yes, to appeafe your anger,
Cefar, 1 vell’d my thoughts : I hop’d to fave
The gux]tlefs ZEtius—twas for him alone
1 bore thefe firugglés—know the love of Caefar
Ne'er touch’d this faithful bofom ; if my lips.
Could fpeak to you of loves believe shem npt,
Auguftus, they deceiv’d you.

/1. Joyful founds!

Ful. Wheream I'! Did I hear thec right ? In-

grate ! .

Pre-
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Prefumptuous Fulvia ?
. Now, whofe hopes deceive hift! [¢o Val.
Val. Rath man! ungrateful Fulvia! Guards!

remove

That traitor flom my prefence : plunge him deep
In fome mofi horrid dungeon, there referv'd

For my revenge. [refes.

2Es. Thy rage is Btius’ glory.
What blifs can equal mine ? for,this I yxcld
The palms of every conqueft : I defpife
Thy boaft of empire : nothing now remains
Tb crown my vows ; not Attila fubdu’d
Gave equal tranfport to\his hour of triumph. |

With joy I now receive my chains,
* With joy ¥ meet death’s tharpeft pains,
Thy bofom ftill its truth maintains.  [70 Fulv.
Thy fortune yields to mine. {20 Val.
Dear idol of my heart, adieu! - [#0 Fulv,
With pity now thy Atius view ;
Think how my error paﬁ Irue, ¢
That énjuf’d love like thine: :
[Exst, guarded.

SCENE XV.

L
VaLexnTINIAN, Maxmmus, FuLvia.

Val. Ungrateful woman! have I ¢’er deferv'd
From thee {uch recompenfe ! Behold, my frlend
‘ ‘What
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What faith thy daughter guards for Valentinian.

Moux. Waworthy girl ! where didft thou learn
deceit ?
Thus doft thou imitate thy father's truth ?
Haft thou from my example

Fulv. Ceafe, my father, .
Ah! tempt me not too far, the reins are loofe, ,
And if thou urgeft ftill—thefe lipsg—r-

Max. filent : . ?

Thy blood fhall elfe
Val. Hold, Maximus, my veageapce
Shall find a furer way ; fince, the detefis me,
Since I'm fo hateful 1o ler, I will wed her,

And marriage be her punifhment.

Fulv. O! never
Banith that thought.

Val. Ha! know'ft thou not my power ?
Fulv. 1 know thy power may take this hafed
life, .
But feeks in vain to fhake my fiddfaft foul :
My fufferings long have bahifh’d every fear. -

No force carrmove this confiant breaft,
When, hope, no longér here a gued,
With every fear is loff.
Such now is Fulvia’s wreeched ffate,
She {corns alike thy threats, thy hate,
And dreads thy pity moft. - [(Exi.

SCENE
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SCENE XVL

VALENTINIAN, MAXxIiMus.

Max. Now to diffemble. [afide.] Never to my

thame,
Augufius, thall the live—This hand, even now,
Shall pierce her faithlefs heart. “ [ going.

Val. O! hold, my friend, . =« -
If Fulvia dies, I fhall not bong fumive :
Even yet fhe may repent.

Mav. Thy will, gteat Sir,
Reluétant I obey, thoug?l juftice,bids me
Exact the punifhment.

al. Why,. Maxitnus,

Why differs thus thy daughter’s foul from thine ?

Afax. While fhame in every feature glows,
Nor calm, nor peace this bofom knows ;
Methinks the indignant world furveys

A daughter‘, who ker faith betrays,

And cry, that from a father’s art,

She learn’d Yo a& the treachereus part. [ Eaur.

SCENE
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SCENE XVIIL

VALENTINIAN alone.

Fal. Ah! whither would ye 'lea,d me now,
difdain,

Love, jealoufy, and all the cares of empire :
At once I{feel myfelf a.foe, a lover,
Incens’'d aﬁd.yet-irrefolute—l\’[cantime
I pardon not ngr punith, Well I know
Honour thould drive this Fulviafrom, my heart.
From her my evils {fpring : hut ah? I dare not
Attempt the con.que&, %ach an unknown power
W eighs down my fou?, and even endears my chains!

Ah! What avails imperial fway .
While, ftill to rebel thoughts a prey
I feed thofe tyrants in my breaft,
The paffions that deftroy my, reft.

But though my haplefs ftate I own,
I blame not Fate nor, Love,
"Tis from my fault I fecl alone
The crugl pangs I prove. . [Exit.

END OF THE SECOND» ACT.

ACT
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ACT lII. SCENE-"I

¢ A.kall of a prz_/bn. JSeveral pafluges leading to dif-
ferent dungeom Guards at the entrance of the
dungeom

Enter HONORIA

[entermg, t0a guard 1 Let /Etips b€ condudied
hither—See  « .

The imperial fignet {peaks the will of Ceefar.

—His danger' gives pew ardour to my paffion,

And pity for his fuffering fans the flame

That glows within me, till the united force

Of love and foft comppaffion in my breaft

Is but a fole iffe@tion. See he comes !

" With what a haughty mien and firm deportment !

H¢ muft be innocent, or never, never,

Can outward looks befpeak the fecret heart.

-

SCENE IL.

L

Enter Ait1vs in chains, from ons of the dungeons,
« Y ' guards attending.

o . 4Bt [advencing to Hon.] Thefe are thy bro-
ther's gifts. - [Sfhews his chains.

Couldft thou, IIonona,

Have e'er believ'd ‘what now thy cyes behold ?
. A few
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A few fhort moments change the fate of /Etius:
At fetting {an thou faw’ft me crown’d with laurels,
And feeft me, with the dawning day, in chains.

Hon. Aitius, each mortal born muft feel the force
Of Fortune’s fway. Thou art not leader, firft
To prove her fickle change. It refts with thee
To amend her late injuftice : at my fuit,

Cefar forgets his wrath ; he loves thee, ZEtius,
Forgives the pa{’c and claims thee for his friend.

JEi. Can it bc poﬂible ?
Hon. Yes: Caefar afks L
"This fole return ; fecure his future peace:

Difclofe the fecret plan gf i 1mp10us treafon,
And thou art fred. What lefs can Ceefar afk ?

/E:. Little indeed he {feeks—He wills that Atius
Accufe himfelf through fear : my ifinocence ’
Mutft be the facrifice to raife his pride,

And make him feem more generous ; well he kngws
My loyal truth, and blufhes thus to wrong me :
Hence would he wifh to find me sriminal,
Or fee my death .

IIon. Let not thy haughty fpirit ’

"I'hus juftify his anger : if thou art innocent,
With modefi, calm demeadiour, plead thy caufe,
Take from him every power to find thee guilty}
Nor leave to Ceefar courage %o cendtmn thee., , "

A4, 1 have not yet, Honoria. learnt {uch bafe-
* nefs

i0
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To fave a wretched life.
Hon. Thou runn’ft on death.

A%¢. Then let me die: death is not {ure the
P worft
Of human ills, which frees us from the converfe
Of wicked men.

* Hon. Thou fhouldft confider, Atius,
Théu yet haft hv’d but little for thy country.

#1. We muft hot meafure hfe 'b{r years, but
deeds; . ¢

The bafe, Honoria, ufelefs to mankind,
And worthlefs to themfelves, who never fclt
The godlike flame of gloty, thoygh they drag .
An age of being, cannot boaft they live.
But thofe, who tread, the paths, which I have trod,
Though fhort their date of life have liv’d enough.

Hon. If thy own fafety cannot move thee, Ztius,
Think of my peace———

AZt. What fay’ft thou ?

Hon. Yes—1 love thee-——
I ¢an no more diffemble—when I fear
The lofs of Etius, I forget my wrongs,
And pnde of, rank but. little guards my weaknefs.

v#t. And is Honoria one that counfels Atius
J0g Jearn humlity ? By fuch diftin€tion
She but inffames his pride. O! could 1 bend
My foul to lqve, as I admire, thy virtue—,
Then fuffer me to a.ie, the heart that feels
- _ Another
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Another wound, would live to thee ungrateful.

Hon. Lw®, though ingrate—take from me every
hope,
Defpife me fiill, be cruel fiill—but live :
Or if thou hateft life, as dear to me§
Yet feck a death more worthy of thy courage,
And die a conqueror, wielding glorious arms,
Envied, not pitied by the gazing world.
AZt. In pnfon,_ or in battle,® Atius knows
To give a great exa.mple how to die:
Even here my fate fhall kindle v1rtuous envy.

Mark if this vifage guilt dﬁ'plays,
»Then fay what thoughits my death fhall raife,
What breaft fhall feel for Ztins pains.
A noble mind, in fuffering prov’d,
Serenely firm, can bear unmov'd,
When undeferv’d, reproach and chains.
[ Exit to the dungean, ‘guar8ed.

Hon. Heavens! what undaunted courage ! to
the latt
* He meects his fate with tri.umph ! héw I tremble !

SCENE IL

Enter VALENBINIAN.

Fal. My fifter, haft thou aught obtain’d from
* o Atius?
3 . Does
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Does he relent ?
Hon. O no! he's fiill unfthaken.

Val. This I forefaw: then let him bear the
forfeit ;
*Twere now beneath my dignity to fave him.
Hon. And yet I cannot think him criminal :
Such firmnefs argues fure a mind unfpotted.
Pal. Itrather proves his guilt ; the traitor trufts
In popular opinion he fhall die.. -
Hon. Think better, Cafar, Attius dead may
prove €
A foe more to be fear'd than Atius living.
Val. What would'ft thou gounel then ?
Hon. Seek out fome way

To bend his fiubborh temper ; try by mildnefs
To wreft his fecret from him. ,

Val. Say, what means
Have I not prov'd ?

Hon. The only certain means.
Atius I fee in love is, vulnerable :
You muft affail him there : he dotes on Fulvia ;
Make him this facrifice ; refign her to him.

Val, Héw ‘ealy 'tis to give to others counfel
Whmh pains not the advifer.

* ‘Hon. Sir,,. my ¢ournifel .
Holds forth my own example : know I love
Nalefs than thee : with thee I lofe sy all?

_ Thy
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Thy heart is Fulvia’s, and I figh for Atius.
¥Yu4l. Dofwthou love Atius?

Hon. O'! too well I love him:
Judge if I gave thee then fo lightly counfel.

Fal. Hard is the tatk my fifter noW enjoins.

Hon. Thy courage and thy virtue both united
Shall thame thy fortune. Let a woman teach *
Auguftus fortitude.

Val. O Heavens!

Hon. Be now s

The viQor o’er thyfelf, and let thy fubje&s
Learn hence the heart of Caefst

¥al. *Tis enough :
Send Fulvia hlther—-th13 thall too be tried.
O'! didft thou know the ftruggle of my foul,
How hard the contett |
Hozn. From my own too well
I feel thy fufferings : yet fubmit to bear them:~
“"is fome relief to know, that not alone
We feel thefe pangs, in which sndther fhares.

Thou figh’ft for an ungrateful maid :
Bcehold my love' alike repaid. ’
We both, alas ! one fortune prove, -
Both find an equal foe in love.

VOL II. # B B If
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If I was born to curelefs pains,

And if for thee no hope remains,

Let both an equal courage thow,

. As both have felt an equal woe. [ Exit.

SCENE IV.

VALENTINIAN alone.
¢

Call Varus to me firaight. [¢0"an étendant wilk-
out.] If he refufe ‘
To yield td thif excefs of clemency,
He thall not live a®momient.

. Eiter VArvus.
Farus. Cefar.

Val. Hear me;
Difpofe thy truftieft foldiers near conceal'd
In the dark dungeon’s entrance ; and when tius
Shall quit this place, if thou behold'ft him fingly, |
And iffue unacgompanied-by Ceefar,
Let him be flajn.
Varus. 1 fhall obey¢ but know'ft thou
What tumult has been rais’d by Ztius’ feizurc *
_ Psl. | know it all—for this has Maximus
. Provided well.

v [ . (] ¢
‘Varus.«'Tis true—but yet I fear— .

Val. No more—obey my will, and take good
' " heed .
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The deed be fecret, doft thou underftand me ?
Farus. ® tinderftand thee well. [(Exit.

SCENE V.

VALENTINIAN alone

[0 the guards at the dungeon.] Bring once agaxn
The prifoner hither. Hence my juft refentment !
Decp in my htart’be now my hatred buried,

Nor let my looks betray the war within.

: e
With ftorms bcneaih its trégchero\lé breaft, *
Oft ocean feems compes’d to reft,
While zephyr breathes in gentle gales
And univerfal calm prevaxls
But if that fiery foul again = .
Rejet my grace with proud difdain, }
I give my juft revenge the rein. .

SCENE VL
Enter Maxivus.

Moux. All tumult is appeas'd, and Gzfar now
May haften, at his will, the fate of Altius : ’
Rome will applaud, and all thy friends expe&t it. *

““
Pal. What mean'ft thou, Maximus ? 'twill then

« be faid ) s,
EB2 That
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That Vilentinian is a rude barbanian,

Impious, unjuft—it fits us now to folkqw
Another bright example.

Max. Wherefore! fay
Fal. Peacd: Atius comes.

SCENE VIL

L

e
Enter At1Us in chaine.

Max. What counfel thus has mov'd him ?

. . ™ [d_/‘ ({f
in Call'd from my dungeon, here I came,
prepard | .. ¢

To meet a pum{hment unmerited,
"But find a gfeater-—l behold Auguftus.
Val. [afide.] Unheard-of Boldnefs !— Altius, let
« * us fpeak
No more of hatied.—Sece me now thy friend :
My rigour 1 degteft and come refolv’d

o &t. 1 know it well—the reft I'm not to learn,
Honoria has prevented thee: enough: '
1f thou haft fiothing further to rmpart,

I hall régain my prifon—but even now
I commun d with Honoria.

“tVah Y he' knéw not )
What Valentinian means to offer Aitius.

At. 1 heard it'all : fhe nam’d my liberty,
‘ | The
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The former friendfhip and the love of Cefar,
Thy purpo§’,d gifts.

Val. Yet fhe conceal’d the greateft.

SCENE VIIL

Enter FuLvia,

Behold that gift. " pointing 1o Filv.
A&s. Fulvid!
Mix. What &an this mean !
My foul is chijj'd. ' [rg/iq'e.
JFulv. Would Ceefar apght ‘with Fulvia ?
Val [#0 ker.] Attedd in filence. [0 At.] Such
a profferr'd bleffing,
Excites thy wander : it exceeds belfef =
But all thy fears are*vain : my word is given,
And thus confirm’d. Afitius, receive her hang.
Z#. What facrifice is afk’d ffom me to enfur:
The dear pofieffion here ?

Fal. 1 afk hut hittle :
Through love thou art guilty; and who lives a

lover, *
With eafe forgives fuch guilt: T afk’buk this;
Truth undifguis’d : reveal thy whole defign;
Let me eptreat thee : let not Ca!far'.ﬁ,iu o
Be girt with conftant fears. .

¢’ My love, farewell! *+ [#o Fulvia.
. Lead
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Lead once more to my prifon.
Val. Shall I then

Endure fuch infolence ? [afide.
Fulv. Alas)
Val. Yet hzar me— [#0 Aitius.

And wilt thou thus, ftill obftinate in filence,
Forfake that Fulvia, prov’d to thee fo faithful ?
Speak, Atius !—Yet the traitor anfwers not.

YL y . [aﬁde

Max. What danger threatens lf‘ fafide.
Val. Doft thop hear me, Atius? -

Know'ft thou to thee I fpeak ?- Are words of mine

Such as a criminal Tike thee fhould fcorn ?

A:. In fpeaking thus, tHou canft not fpeak to
xT:Uu&:

. Val. [afi de.] *Tis now refdlv’d—-Guards—-—

Talﬂ [#0 Val.] Let your anger firft
Be turn’d on me. :

Val. {10 F ulv] Canfi thou .not yet bc filent }—
Releafe the pnfohez‘ [kis chains art taken off.

Bt Ha! ' .

Fulv. What do 1 fee!

ﬂ[ax O Heavens!

Val. At length I know thy innecence :
*Such ﬁrmm:fe to‘rejet a {poufe belov’d,
" Dwells not with him that’s guilty—I repent
My rigour, /Etius ; but fucceeding gifts *

o Shall
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Shall heal the unjuft offence of paft fufpicion—
Go—Fulvia ¢s thy own—and thou art free.

Fulv. O happy change!

Zt. Now, now, indeed my foul .
Firft feels confufion—Who could e%r have hop d
Such virtues in a rival and a'monarch ?

Thus to refign the treafure of his foul,
Thus to forget .

Val. Hafte thep—Impatient"Rome -

Expe&s thy prefence : blefs her longing fight ;
Banifh her fears there will be time enough
For fair exchange of mutual lovc and friendfhip.

«Zt. 1 blufh to recollgt my late demeanour—
A gift like this, Augﬂﬁus-—-—-

Val. Atius, go
And learn henceforth ¢he heart of Valentinian.

Z:. Since Caefar gives me life, this hanc
Shall Ceefar’s fway maintain
O’cr gelid Scythla s freezing land,
Or ]Ethaop s parch'd don’xam

To bid for thee frefh laurels bloom

Again my labours fee : .
The war’s ftern perils I'll refume, *
To bleed or die for thee., - [Eh'r..

- SCENE
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SCENE IX.

VaLeENTINIAN, Furvia, Maximus.’
< .

Val. G¢ then and take thy fate. [afide.

« Mux. My hopes are loft ! [afide.

Lulv. ft generous sprince! on’ thee may
nghteous Heaven ., .

Return that happinefs thou giv'ft,to Fulv1a !
Thy goodnefs exer fhall be treafur’d here;
Yet, ah! pertnit me¢ on this facred hand
To feal my grateful vows.
Fal. No, Fulvia—flay, *
Be firft my gift complete : thou know’ft not yet
How far it ledves thy every vow behind,
How far exceeds thy hopes. *
Rfax. What doft thou, Ceefar?
This mercy now mifleads thee.

Val. Thou fhelt {ee
That mercy npt mifleads, nor Ceefar errs;
All cares and fears fhall*end.

Maz. Whg.£ peace can follow
If Atius be releas’d ?

SCENE
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SCENE X

Enter Varus.

Val. Varus, is now
My will obey’d ?
FParus. Ceefar, thy will’s obey’d,
AEtius 1s dead.
Fulv. What fay'ft thou ! Atius aar
Varus. My faithful foldiers in the pafs furpris'd
him, ° .
Nor had he time for fear, his breaft transfixid °
Receiv'd the weapon’s ppint—he groan’d and fell !

Max. O unexpeciéd chance ! [afide.
Fulv. O! Heavens! I faint
[Zeans agaugﬂ the /Z'ene

Fal. Hafte, hide from every eye his bloody
veflments,
And let the death of Atius be conceal’d
From each that owns his caufe. ®

Parus. It fhall be done. [ E'xit.
Pal. And fiill is Fulvia filent ? *Tis thy time

To fpeak—and wherefore doft thou now forbear
To praife this generous prince ?

Fulv. Inhuman tyrant! . B
I cannot fpeak—unhappy., wretched ZEtius !

Maz. Permit her, Ceefar, for awllile to indulge

The firft impulfe of grief.
SCENE
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SCENE XIL
, Enter Hoxopia.

{Ion. Moft gladfome tidings
1 bring to Caefar’s ear.
Fal. What fays Honoria ?
Her cheerfifflooks betoken happmefs.
Hon. AFiriug is innocent.,
Fal. How! innocent!
Hon. Amilius has confefs'd.~1 found the
traitor N ‘
Conceal’d in my apartment, parting life
Scarce breathing on his lips.
Mazx. Diftrating chance! | {afide.
Fal. In thy apartment ?
Hw Yes: wonnded by thee,
He there had lurk'd the hve-long night conceal’d :
From him I learn’d the innocence of Atius :
The dying, Cafar, never can deceitre us.
7zl. But did he not reveal the wretch whofe
. guilt ¢
UrO’d him to Ceefar’s death?
'Hon He {aid, *ther guilty
‘Was one moft dear to Ceefar, one by Inm s
Injurd in lové. . .
al.
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Val. His name ?

Hon. Hedfirove to fp‘;ak it,

Collecting on his lips his fleeting foul,

But buried with a figh the name within him.
Val. O inaufpicious fate !

Max. O dangerous trial Y [afide.
Fulv. Now, tyrant, {peak-—fay was my confott
© guilty ?

Or juftly punjih’d ? What avails to me
Thy vam regret for /Efius innocent ?
Who, cruel man, fhall now reftgre his life 2

Hon, What fay'ft thou, Fylvia ¥ Atius dead !

+Fulv. He’s depd !
Ah! princefs, fly th); barbarous brother’s fight ;
A ruthlefs favage, that delights in blood,
In guiltlefs blood—let him be fhunn'd by egch;
He mocks at all remorfe—he knows no horror
For fuch a deed ; forgets his fame, his honour;
Thy life, Honoria, is not fafe.

Hon. Iphuman !
And could’ft thou then———

Fal. Alas! forbear, Honorla,
Infult me not—I know, I pwn my ‘crime ;
But ah! I merit pity more than blame.
Yet counfel now my fears: all prefent here
Are deareft to my heart ; in'which ef thefe .
Shall I explore the traitor? When, alas!
I know



38Q ETIUS. [AcT 111,

I know not which of thefe I €’er have wrong’d ?

Hon. Not wrong'd !—Then let tity. thoughts
recall the paft,
Remember Maximus his fpoufe : remember
Thy love thatt]aid its fnares for female honour.

Mu: What means to fave me now!  [afide.
“Ful. And muft I think
That mindlefs of niy favoyrs fince comferr’d,

His foul ftill broods relentlefs o’ er ., vain

And youthful tranfport ?
TIc . Knew'fl «hou not t ¢ offender

Forgats the offeni he gave t.c offended never ?
Fulr. What dange. tideats my father! [afid..
Fal. Ah! too truly

Thou fpeak’ft, but fay, in this extreme, IHonoria,

Wha¢ courfe remains ? .
Ion. Co{t thou to ine for counfel ?

Sin&e thou alone haft brought this evil on thee,

Be it 1hine alone, O tyrant! now to heal it.
[Esie.

SCENE XIL

VALENTINIAN, MAxmus, FuLvia.

. Mazx. Cefer, thou ill repay’ft my loyal truth,
I thou fufpe€?'ft it now.

Val. Hongria's words'
) ' Have
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Have rouz’d me from my lethargy : the occafion
Calls on thee, Maximus, to clear thy honour;
Since ftill the criminal remains conceal’d,

In thee I muft believe him.

Max. Wherefore, Cafar?

What deed of mine > Muft then Honoria fix
The guilt of Muximus *~—Is this thy jufli.. ?
Fulv. Unhappy fathee!

Ful. Certym are my Tears. *
Almilius, dyin‘g‘, narye the frator one
Deaf to my heart ; on> whom I wrong'u n love
All this too plainly. igxic Ten’
Refers, to thee afone—If thdu  goiltlet
P.roduc:c the proofs ;-n*;tum« hide mry lfety buds

Secure thy periun
Fulv. [afide.] Gracious p.owers * afift me.

72l What othet bofom could have nurs'd fuch
treafon ?
ITo, guards'!
Fukv. [go Val.] Barbarian, '¢ace— ds L am guilty:
I to Aimilius gave the deathful charge;
I am that haplefs one fodear to Ceefar ;
1, cruel man, am one you wrong’d in love,
When late you profferr’d Atius to Hénoria.
Had not the fiars been adverfe to my withes,
Vengeange had now been mine, fny fpoufe, had
reign’d, .
The world and Rome no longer thén had groan’d
Beneath
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Beneatha tyrani’s heart and powerlefs hand :
Delufive hopes and unpropitious fiarse!

Mazx. [afide.] O! pious fraud !
Val. My foul is loft with wonder !

Fulvy. [q[idé.] Save but my father, perifh all
mankind.
* Val. [to Fulv.] Could'ft thou contrive, purfue
. fo black a treafon,
And canft thou own it too ?

Fulv. ‘The guiltlefs Atyus
Dies for my.crime, and fhall I fuffer too
My father inndcent go die for Fulvia ?

Val. Then Maximus at Ie;aﬁ i true ?

Mazx. Auguftus,
I now am criminal—8ince impious fhe
Has in oblivion fteep’d her facred faith,
The father’s guilty in the daughter’s crime.
Punifh—Tecure thy fafety with my death :
That partial love, which every bofom feels
For its own offspring, may fome futyre day
Corsupt a father’s truth. ‘

Val. Fate, as thou wilt
Difpofe me now, 1 yield me to thy mercy :

I'm weary of fufpenfe : if life demand

Sawh anXious gares, it is not worth my keeping—
In‘thafe extremes of doubt I find new courage,
And refqlutzor}, firengthens from defpair.

L]

6 Where'er
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Whereger I turn intruding fear

Would fhew fome unthought danger near:
This painful being let me clofe,

And with it end the fufferer’s woes.

*Tis better fare at once to die

Than thus to drag mortality, .

When hope and peace alike muft end ; |
My mifirefs lofi ahd loftny friend. [ Exit.

SCENE L.

MAXIMUS FG‘LVIA

* Mux. At lengkh he's gone. By thee I live, my
daughter,
By thee I breathe—How did 1 firuggle late
To hide my tendersfeelings ! Let me now,
O lct me clafp thee to miy eager bofom,,
My hope, my dear fupport, my life’s preferver !
['would embrace ker.
Fulv. Aw&y, inhuman fa.;her' Idrawmg bgck.

Max. Why, my daughter,
Why doft thou thun me trxus >
‘ulv. All, all my fufferings
I date from thee—Suffice it, that to fave thee ,
I have accus’d myfelf : O! hente, <nor call g *
To my remembrance what for thee I've loft,
What*by thy guilt I am, and:what ‘thou art.

. Max.
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Max. And would'ft thou fiill forbid a grateful
father .
To pay love’s faithful tribute—come—="
[woubd embrace her.

‘ Fulv. In pity

Leave me at peace—If thou would't prove thee
. grateful,
Unfheath thy fword, my father, kill me, kill me:
With tears a daughter begs this recompenfe,
Begs from a parent whom fhe has preferv'd.
I8 (]
Max. No mare with caufelefs anguith gncve,
« Thofe guthipg dréps refirain ;
By thee fecur'd I life receive,
And thou by me fhalt reign.

For thee a tyraat’s blood fhall flow ;
« A kingdom fhall return
The great reward for every woe
We unreveng’d have borne. [Exir.

"SCENE XIV.°
Furwmi alone.

Wretch,th.a; Iam! ds this the air of Tiber
That Fulvia breathes ? Or rove I through the paths
©f Thebes and Argos > Or from Grecian fhores,
Ferffe in implous deeds, domeftic furies;
From.Cadmug’ or Atridés’ fatal race,

Have vifited thefe climes; while there a fiern
o Ungrateful
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"Ungrateful monarch fills my foul with horror,

A barbarous father here, with treacherous guilt,
Freezes the fgrings of life ; and eveér prefent

A guiltlefs hufband fkims before my fight !

O fatal images! O dire remembrance }
Diftraéting thoughts, yet ftill I breathe gnd live !

In anguith while my tongue complains,*
My heart is torn with racking pains,
Through every part the frenzy flies.
I call on Heaven to end my woe,
» Unpitying Heaven with-holdgthe blow,
Nor fends the forky Bolt below, .
» But to my prayer the bolt denies. [ Exir.

SCENE XV.
The capitol. A crowd of people.

Maximus without his mantle, Confpirators.

Tremble,”O Rome ! the dread of Attila,
The unconquer'd chief, thy great deltverer falls,”
And falls by whom ? The erty of Auguftus
Has murder’d fEnus fuch mewards as.thgfe
A tyrant’s hand beftows. What hope i3 ours
From him whofe rage opprefles worthalike this?
Romans, revenge your hero: call to fnind -’

Your angient glory ; from a' fhameful yoke
' YOL. IL cc > Releafc
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Releafe your country ; from impending danger
Defend your fame, yourfelves, ypur wives and
children. ¥ [going.

"SCENE XVIL

Enter Varvus.

* Varus. Hold, Maximus, what more than rebel
madneiws .
Inflames thee thus ?

Max. Ceafe,,Varus, or confent
To-aid my purpofs—Ail who love their country
Unfheath the fword and follow—Lo ! the place
[ pointing to the capitol, all draw their fivords.
. Shall give to Romg her freedom and dominion.
[ Exit with the reft towards the capitol.

SCENE XVIL

e « VARUS alone.

“O! impisus man; he leads to death the guilt-
lcfs, »®
Then calls.on Rome.to avenge "his own mifdeeds.
Gp then—but fuch defigns fhall fatal prove
,* To him whqfe heart conceiv’d them—Traitor, go! !
“Mut hark what fudden tumult fills my ears.
' | trumpets and alarms.

From
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From yomder capitol afar
Is heard the clafhing din of war,
A thoufand foldiers’ thouts in air
Their mingled clamours blend.
What now remains > O! let me prove
Whate'er the generous breaft can move,
Of focial truth or loyal love,
The fubjet or the friend, [ Exit.

SCENE XVPI.

The imperial guazds are _/cen )fcendmg fmm the
:apztol Sighting <with she confpirators.  The fkir-
mifk over, VALENTINIAN dppears without his
mantle, defending himfelf with his drawn fword
againft two of the confpirators.

Enter Maxivmus with his JSword drawn.

“al. Ah'! traitors !—[ fees Max.] Welcome,
frfend, thou com’t i.n'tin'l‘e :
To give thy fovereign aid. * [t Max.
Max. [to his pasty.] Forbear—'tisamine
To take the tyrant’s life.

cc?2 SCENE
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SCENE XIX.

Enter FuLvia.

Fulv. What means my father 3
- Mab. To punith tyranny.
Val. Is this the faith
Of Maximus ?
Mzx. Enough have I differibled :
What though Amilius 41l perfoem’d my kidding,
"Thou by this lvnd fhalt perith.
Val. Impious tHaitor | '
Fuly. That fword fhall never reach the breaft
of Ceefar
Till firft a father takes his daughter's life.

Mas. Auguftus, perifh !

SCENE XX

Enter ET.I'US,. Varus, with ftvorts drawn,
€ and foldiers.

Varu: } No, Auguﬂus, live !

Fulv. Atius!

\Fol. What'do 1 fee!

Max. Uplook’d-for chance!

(throws away his furord.
SCENE
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)
SCENE LAST.

" Enter HoNoORIA,

Hon. Is Ceefar fafe?
Val. Behold by whom he lives. [ poinss 1o At.
Hon. [to Et.] What God, O chicf, preferv'd
thy life ?
/Et. The zeal *
And piety of Vatus.

Val. How !

Farus. 1 feign'd R
His dedth completed-2] deceiv'd thee, Cafar,
But fav'd in /Etius thy deliverer.

Fulv. O fair deceit !

. Heaven jufily has decreed you
To owe your days, O Cefar, to the hand
'You deem’'d unfaithful—Live—for Atius feeks
No nobler triumph, and if ftill yopr mind
Harbours the Tmalleft doubt of Aitius’ loyalty,.
Behold him once again a yielded pnfoner

Val. Exalted Bero! tis thyfelf alone_
Can equal worth like thine : clafp’d to my breaft,
Recejve this pledge of penitence and love.
Behold thy bride. Honoria fhall prepare
To be the fpoufe of Attila: I know

She glddly will refign thy generous hand
To
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To conflant Fulviz:

Ion. To fuch matchic! truth
This facrifice is little.

Et. Happ, hour!

Fulv. T'raﬁf porting pleafuge !

Zt. At our prayers, *u_uflus,
Grant Varus pardo.., Max .nus his life.

Zal. To fuch a glead 't nothing is denicd.

Crog. 3
In life’s uncerswin frack 'tis given
. 8 . L
The niind of gfing man ¢ firay,
But Inuocence, the fuar {ron. Heaven,
. L
Direéts through fhades our donbtful way.

G

e
END OF THE THIRD ACY

THE
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.

CoNsTANTIA, Wife to GERNANDO.¢
e [ .

SyLvia, her yonmg‘t‘:; Siftes

Henriques, Friend to GesNaANDe.

GEEKNANDO, Hufband. to CONSTANTIA,

ScENE in a fmall Ifland.
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SCENE I

A pleafant part of a fmall and uninkabited Ifland
with a profpect of the fea : feveval trees of a foreign
growth, rude cdves and grottoes, with fhrubs and
Sowers. On"the jbrepart of the ﬁagr, Yo the
right kand, is a _g’reat.rock off whick is an un-
Sinifted infeription in Euro;)ea?l ckarallers.

ConNsTANTIA alone, 'wzldbv apparelled with jfhins,
leaves and flowers, with the hilt and broken part.
of a fword in her hand, appears employed in
Snifking the Infcription.

‘What taftk fo arduous, but unwearied toil

At length effeéts ! Hard is this ftubborn rock,
Rude is this infirument, and wWeak® the hand
That inexperienc’d guides it: yet behold

My long laborious work how near complete.
Grant me tQ finifh this! then, gracipus Heaven!
Releafe me from a life replete with forrows.
Should Fortune e’er, in future tunes, tranf{port
Some trawveller to tread thefe’ fhores ~unknowa,
This rock at leaft fhall from oblivion’s power
Preferve my fufferings, and redord my ftory.

v 2 ) [read:.]
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[reads.] < CoNsTaNTIA, BY GERNANDO'S GUILE
BETRAY'D, )

¢ FORSAKEN HERE, ON THIS FAR-DISTANT COAST,

“ Cros’ THE SAD REMNANT OF HER WRETCHED

DAYS.
 WHOE'ER THOU ART, THAT READ'ST THESE
. MOURNFUL LINES,

“ I SAVAGE FIERCENESS pWELL NOT IN THY

BREAST,

‘“ REVENGE OR PITY
: _ —— my diftafirous fate.”

\q‘
Thefg words alone . ‘wanting : let me then
Conclude what yet remains to crown my toil.
¢ [re/urm to her work.

SCENE IL

Enter SYLvia, in hafic.

$yl. My ﬁﬁcr,‘ my Confiantia ! [with joy.
Conf. What Impbrts . o
Thy breathlefs bafte, and whence my Sylvia’s .
tranfport ?

Syl. Ok my lov’d ffter! I am wﬂd with joy !
Cmy But fay the caufe.

¢ S_yl My déar,* my lovely fawn,

So many days deplor’d and fought in vam,

-Is now return'd. .
Conf.
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Con/. And hence thy mighty rapture ?

Syl. Ang think’ft thou this fo little ? Well thou
know'tt ,

My fawn’s my care, my darling and my friend :
She loves her Sylvia: when I {peak, methinks
She hears me with a more than brutal fenfe.
She fleeps updn my bofom, courts my kiffes.
And fiill attends me wherefo’er I go.
Her had I loft, her have I found again,
And think’ft ‘thou: this fo fmall a caufe of joy ?

Con/. O! happy inflocence !
» .
- Wetyrns to lzef work.
, /. Shall I, my ﬁﬁer,
I‘or ever hear thy fi ghs and fee thy tears?

Conf. And can I ever dry thefe weeping eyes ?
Full thirteen times has fpring rene%’d its courfe, «
Since thus abandon’d, and fecluded far
From human race, depriv’d of every comforf,

O Heaven! without one glimmering hope again
To view my loft, my dear paternal thores,

Here have I"dwell’d and dragg d*a dying life :
And would'ft thou, Sylvig, have mt yet unmov'd ?

Syl. But what have we to afk to make us happy 2
Are we not fovereigns here ? This pledfing iflc
Our peaceful kingdom, and the forefi herds
Our gentle fubjeéts ? Earthoand fea producc
Supphes for us: the friendly trees aﬁ'ord

A grate-



39? . THE UNINHABITED ISLAND.

A grateful fhelter from the burning heat ;
And hollow caves defend us from the %cqld :
Our will is uncontroll’d by force or law :

If this fuffice not, fay what more remains
To make us bleft ?

Conf. Alay! thou canft not rmfs

The good thou ne’er haft known. When firft we
. reach’d %

Thefe loncly fheres, thy lips could fcarcely utter
ImperfeQ founds, thy young ideds then
Unform’d and unconneéted’: thy rtmembrance
Preferves no ‘tr’a.g:?tf what we once have been,
No obje& knows buwhat this ifle affords.
I, who was then, as thou 4rt,now; remember
(O! cruel recolle@ion !) what [ was,
%nd, with my prefent ftate, compare the paft.

Syl.“Oft have I heard yon boaft the wealth, the
wifdom,
The ;u'ts, 't,he manners and delights of Europe ;
And yet permit me to declare my thoughts,
This peaceful lif¢’for me has greater charins.
Conf. Think hot defcrjption, Sylvia, will inform
thee *
Of what from ﬁght thou only canﬁ conceive.

S";l And yet thefe boafted lands are fill'd with
A man.i_. O
With than, *whofe fpecies is our deadly foc ;
Ang have you not a thoufand times declar'd—
Conyf.
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Conf. True, I have told thee oft;- but ne’er
, enough . ‘
Of that detefted race. Yes, men are cruel,
Perfidious, impious, treacherous, more than favage,
Strangers to ties of foft humanity ; [weeds.
Love, faith and pity dwell not in their breaft.

Syl. Then here from them at leaft we live fecure 3
And yet—you wgep—O ! if you love your Sylwa,
Forbear this gnef What can I do to eafe you?
Do you defire my fawn ? Dry up thofe tears—
My fawn fhall then be yours. [takes her hand.

Conf. Alas! my Sglvia,

Confiantia has too juft a caule for tears.
_ [embracing her.

If I, who by my treacherous fpoufe
Here banifh’d from mankind remain,
If I’'m forbid to weep my woes,
O Heaven! what wretch muft thert complain ?

But who fhall dare condemn my grief,
Witheevery anguifh here dpprefs'd,

And even denied thegpoor relief
Of pity from a friendly breaft ? [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE IIL
A fip appears at a diffance under fuil.

SyLvia alone.

How obftinate her plaints ! Her comftant {orrow
Afflits my tender heart : fain would I footh her;
But prayers, advice ind chidings all gre vain ;
And ftranger ftill, whene'et I offer comforr,

Her tears increafe and I'm compell'd to weep »
Yet let me fiill p\;‘lﬁerher-u-—
2 Lgoing fhe fees the fhip.

. ‘Heaven$ ! what means
Yon towering bulk, that rifes o’er the fea ?

"Tis not a rack-—a rock remains unmov'd :

And c#h {o vaft 2 monfter cut the flood

With fuch a rapid motion ? See, behind

The parted waves are white ; its fpeedy courfe

Outftrips the gazing eye, while on its back

It bears huge wings, and fwims at once and flics.

Conffantia fhall infiruét e fhe can'tell

If yonder form is not fome wondroys being

That holds ifs dwelling in the faithlefs deep.

At leaft the knows
[Gernando, and Hennques are feen to leave

the faip, dqﬁ:end into the boat and land.)]

Ye powcrs ! what do I fe¢!
0! whe
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O! who are thefe that now have reach’d the thore ?

What fhall I do, and whither turn for aid ?
My breaft is'chill’d with fear, I fcarce have firength
"o fly, or hide me from the approaching danger.
[Aides herfelf.®

SEENE 1IV.
»

GernanDo, HeNR1QUES, iz Indian habits ;
SYLVIA aparte

Hen. s this jthe langd, Gernando, we have
’ fought ?
Ger. Even this, my Trieh&d its well-known’
. image here, o
Remains engraven by the hand of Love :
My beating heart confirms it for the fame

Syl. [lecking our.] Might I but view theu‘ face—

Hen. Perchance, my friend,
“We yet may be deceiv'd.
Ger. No, my Henriques,
This is the’fatal place, I well remehber
*Each craggy rock. Beholg the cavt, where lald
In gentle fleep, with Sylvia in her arms,
I left my wife, the treafure of my foul !,
I left her, never to behold her.more.
"T'was there the. pirate-band affail'd me firft ;
I here recelv’d my wound ; there from my keand

The weapon dropp'd. O'! let us hafta, my friend,
1 For
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For each delay is criminal. Do thou
Yon' quarter vifit, this to fearch bg mine.
This ifland firetches but to {fmall extédnt,
Nor can we wander far. My heart, alas!
¢« Has {carce a hope to find Conftantia here. *
-Yet fate at leaft one comfort fhall afford ;
That precious earth whlch hrolds her breathlefs
. corfe,
Skall form Gernando’s tomb. ‘ [Exit.

SCE¥NE V.
HEHR‘I"QJJES, “SYLVIA apart.

Syl. To their difcourft:
In vain I've liften'd.

Hen. Haplels is'the fortune
Of poor Gcmando fcarce his hand receives
His lovely bride, when call’d to diftant climes
He¢ trufts himfelf and all he prizes mof,
Amidft the faithlefs deep,; then landing here
To feek refrefkment for his tender partaer
O er-fpent and wearied by the toffing furge,
While fleep feals up Her fenfe, by ruffian force
Is hurried hence to diftant lands unknown,
. Whete many years he fighs a wretched captive,
And hears np txdmgs of the fair he mourns.

S¥. At léngth he turns—how pledfing is his
mijen ! .

Ilen.
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Hen. Compaffion pleads for him in evcry breaft,
And gratlt.ude in mine. To him I owe
Freedom, the firft the nobleft gift of Heaven.
"T'gere cruelty in others not to mourn
His fate, in me ’twere bafe ingratitdde.

The heart that feels not for another’s %voe,
Is fhunn’d bywall ; but moft the ungrateful mingd
Is jufily held in univerfal horror.

The tendet trée, though not indu’d
,With gentle fenfesof human woes,
Is grateful to the parent flogd®
From which its gemal mgifture flows. *

® For this he ylelds 2 Find return,
And thick in verdant leaves array'd,
When {corching beams of Pheebus burn,
Defends the ftream with friendly fhade.
[Exie.

SCENE VL
SYLVIA alw;e. »

What have I feen? It tanpot fure be man;
1ts looks would then betray its native fiercenefs.
Men all are ftern and treacherous, and theit afpect
Mutft bear fome femblance of the wicked heart. ,
Nor is't a, woman, for the gdrb it wears
Is fathion’d not like mine.or my Conftantia’s.
Whate'erit be, it has a pleafihg form :

VOL. It DD . My
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My fifter fhall refolve me—Ha ! my feet
Refufe to move, O Heaven! why do Lfigh ?
What means my ‘beating heart ? Can it be fear ?
No—were it fear I thould not find this pleafurg;
Far different is* the paffion which I feel,

This namele{s fomething fluttering in my breaft.

I\ew joys I find and yet complain
Amidft a fiveet and pleafing pain ;
Thofe looks, alas! but vainlyipleile ;
What gives me pleafure=gives not eafe.

Iruna th'ouﬁa;d'fancies;o‘er,
-Delightful hopesfunknown before !
. And yet I know not whénee 1 figh,
Or what my diftant hopes imply. [ Exit.

SCENE VIL

GERNANDO wlone, appearing fatigued.

Alas! my mipd prefag’d her falk tog well.

Vain are my tgils : irf vain [ feek and call

Her much-lov’d name :* thefe eyes perceive not
yet *

The fmallelt track of her my foul adores.

But where’s my friend ? Perhaps more fortunate—

What ho! i{cdnq&es —Let me feek him—
Heaven's

I can no furtHer—wearinefs.and gricf
: Weigh
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Weigh down my ftrength—here on this friendly
Tock v
I'll reft awhile and wait for his return—-
. [drawing near, fees the inferiptiog.
What fee I? European charatersd
Almighty. powers ! behold my namesinfcrib’d |
Whence this infcription, from what hand ‘un-
.known ? .
[reads.] ¢ ConsTaNTiA, BY»GERNANDO'S GUILE
BETRAY'D,
“ FORSAKEN HERE, ON THIS FAR-DISTANT COAST
“ CLOS’D THE SAD ngMNAﬁT.ﬁ.HEk WRETCHED
DAYS.” »
»~O! Heavens! I faiat—— :
Uleans againft the rock.

SCENE VIIL

Enter HENRIQUES.

Hen. Spealygcomfort, my Gernando ;
Yet kno%v’ﬁ't_hou aught of poor el?nﬁantia’s fate ?

Ger. Conflantia’s deach

Hen. What lays my frignd ?

Ger. Read there. [ points to the infeription.

Hon. [reads the firft part of the infeription, Yo
himfelf, then exclaims.] Unhappy fate! @
[reads the remainder aloud.] ¢ ON THIS FAR-DIS-

TANT COAST
DD2 *Cros'p
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¢ CLoS'D THE SAD REMNANT OF HER WRETCHED

DAYS. .

¢ WHOE'ER THOU ART, THAT READ'ST THESE

.. MOURNFUL LINES,’

“Ir SAVAGE ¥IERCENESS DWELL NOT IN THY
BREAST,

"

“ REVENGE OR PITY
) There the fentence ftands
Unfinith’d. ©

Ger. There her vital fpmts fall"d
< L falr’s n an agany on the rock.

Hen, O tragxc iifue of difafirous love !
Yes, weep Gernando, for thy tears are juft.
Mine too thall flow in fympachy with thine,
Even rocks fhall feel thy grief. But yet, my
‘ friend,

"Midft all thy woes one comfort fill remains,

(Nor think that comfort little) no remorfe

Preys on thy foul : thou hafi fulfill'd each duty
‘Which love, or faxth or reafon cqgld require ;
But Heaven was plcas’d to render vain th'y cares.
No more remaihs, but with 2 pious mind

To bend fubmifiive to thxs awful firoke,

And fly, asowifdom bids, thefe fatal fhores.

Ger. Forfake thefe thores! And whither muil

v * 1 tul'i}? e < )
Where'doft thou think I more fhall find Tepofe ?
O no !—here Heavep has fix'd my lat abode :
Here on this fpot

4

Hen.
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Hen. What means my friend ?

. While life

Informs my breaft, I'll breash the vital air
Conftantia breath’d : each obje@ here thall feed,
My faithful grief: each moment I'll return
And kifs this rock ; here live in lingering pain
With her dear name for ever on my lips,
And dying here, complete my cruel fate.
" Hen. O!.my Gernando, wHat haft thou refolv’d ?

Would'ft thou abJurc thy country and thy friends,
Thy father worn with years——

Ger, To fee me tifs,

«Would bow his reverend head to earth with forrow.
Then go, my friend, gwe comfort to his age; .
Be thou for me a fon; and’ lf he feek
To know my fortune, fpare a parent’s ear,
Soften the tale, and fpeak but half my fufferings.

Hen. And canft thou hope that e’er—
Ger. My friend, farewell. '

Aftembt not, while my * fortows flow,
With empty words, to footh ‘my woe :
No mortal fhall my anguith fhare;
I afk no partner buf defpair. +

. In thefe abodes, a.h1 what rehef .

" Wiould kind compafiton y1e1d to gnef 2
A friend would bug increale my pain,

"And fwell the etief he felt in wain. [ Lz,

SCENE
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SCENE IX.

: Hn‘zmmvss alone.

We muft not yet oppofe his rage of forrow,
But let his paffions by degrees. fubfide ;
Then, fhould he ftill pcrﬁﬁ in his defign,
Force muft be us'd tp bear him hence—What ho!
Some feamen fure attend with yorider bark :
Come forth, my friends. = [tmw feamen enter.
Hear and obferve‘iqv purpofe.
We muft by force rgmove Gernando hence,
Who, loft in grief, refufes¢o depart. ‘
You know where midft yon rocks the hmpld fiream
Winds its fmooth ceurfe: that place, o’ergrown
. with wood

Seems form’d for ambufh ; there, ’till he appears,
Concgal'd await ; then inftant ruthing forth,
Seize and convey him to your thip.—Away !

) [Exeunt, feamen.

SCENE X.

[ ]
Em‘er SyLvia.

, '8yl [entering] Where is Confiantia ? Snll' I've
« fought in vain:
For I have much to tell fier,

.

Hen.
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Hen. [turning to Syl.] Sure I dream!
What wopder firikes my fight ! Stay, beauteous
nymph.
Syl. O Heavens! art thou return’d ? o
[about 20 fly.
Flen. Why would't thou fly ?
O! hear me but a moment.
Syl. Say, what would'ft thou ?
. [ from the Jide of the feene.
Hm But gaze upen thee; fpeak a few fhort
words,
No more.
® 8§yl Then, tre thou {peak’t, give me thy pro-
mife
To come not near me.
Hen. Fear not, lovely maid, .
I promife this. ' {retiving further off
What graceful innocence .
Through all her frame !
Syl. How gentle are its looks¥ [ going nearer.
Hen. But what's in me to calife fuch rmghty
terrar ?
1 am no afp, nor favage beaft of prey: |
A man can furely hot affright thee thus.
831. [diffurbed.] Art thqu ssmdn ?
Hen. 1am.
Syl. [ fying.] Qul fave mie! fave me!
‘ ’ Hen.
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Hen. [ flaying ber.] Yet flay,
$yl. {kneels.] OV fpare me———never have 1
wrong’d you :
"Then be not cruel to me.
Hen. {raifiny her] Rife, my fair-one,
Compofe thy thoughts; this caufelefs fear dif-

. tralts me.

Sy!. [afide.] Sure my heart whfpers I may truft
his faith. *

Hen. O! if thou art gentle, a&, thy form be-
{peaks thee,

Say when and vmere did p8or Conftantia die ?
$yl. Conflantia ? Hcaven be prais’'d, Conftantis
- lives.
. Hen. She lixes |—© lovely Sylvia ——Yes, this
+ place,
Thy tender years, all tell me thou art Sylvia.
Fly te Conftantia, while I hafte as fwift
To feek Gernando. '
Syl. Haft thowthén with thee
That ‘cruel, thas ipgrate ?
Hen. Call him unhapp'y,
But not ingrgte or cruel+-0} dclay not,
*Twere barbarous to-defer, but for 2 moment,
Tlee tender rapture of this faithful pair,
Syl. Fogether let us go.
Hen, No, that would afk
g ‘ A longer

’ sute
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A longer time than fuits our prefent purpofe.
Seek thoy Conftantia, *bring her to this place,
And with Gernando hither I'll return, [ going.
Syl. Yet ftay awhile—What is thy mame ? , ,
Hen. Henriques.
8yl. [tenderly.] Then hear, Henriques, tarry not
“too long.
Hen. What means this hafte, my fair ?
W SyZ. Alas?! Iknow not:
I feel a fuddea damp 2t thy departure,
And feel, at thy retugg, as fudd!n joy.
Hen. And, witnefs Hcavm, I could fi)r ever
hear Yhee,s ?

Gaze on thy fweets, and dwell with thee for ever.
* . { Ewit-

SCENE Xl

Syrvia alone
l »

What can® thxs mea.n? He’s gone, but fifll re-
mains
Before my eyes; he’s gong, but fill my thoughts
Purfue where’er he,goes. Why am I thus
Diftyrb’d, yet know not where thig paffion tends?

; What
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‘What is this, alas!, I'prove,
Pain or pleafure at my heart ?

If ’tis pain that thus can move,
O hoﬁv«plcaﬁng is the fmart.

"Tis a pain that lulls to reft,
Every other thought difarms,
«Yet awakens in my breaft

New defires 4nd foft alarnys. .. [ Exis.
[} ra
',

.SCENE XIL
[ ' -

CoNSTANTIA alone.
L ]

Time o’er me flies with pitying wings,
But Time to me. no comfort brings :
_Though trees and rocks with years decay,
My forrows ne’er fhall pafs away.

&till here I live, and mourn in vain
A life of flow-confuming pain.
O! let me ¢icll at once my breath,s
‘And lay me gently down in dedth.
[ feats herfelf in a melancholy pofiure on the
trynk of a irees repeating the firfh part of
" the air. .
Mhile abfence‘hexce,, in thoughtlefs innocchce
My Sylia wanders, let this hand refume
Its melancholy labour. [returns to her work.

; SCENE
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SCENE XIIL

Enter GERNANDO. 4

Ger. [not feemy Conf.] While my,friend
Leaves me alone to grief, here let me turn
And kifs this precious rock— [ fees C.oﬁf.
But ha! what would *°
Wgn female form, and whence? What can this
meare? s

’
Conf. [not feeing M Pershapce, Conflantia,
all thy toil is vain, e
“Xnd what thod herg haft wrought fhall ne'er be
known.
Ger. Conftantia! O, ye powers » my wife !
[embracing her.
Conf. [turning, fhe knows him.] Ah'! .traitor !
I can no more— [ falls in a_fwoon upon t/te rock.

Ger. My life |—Sht hears me not'
O Heavén! Ber fenfes fail—Some coolmg ftreamn—
Where thall T find—Not,diftant hence I view'd
A cryftal rivulet—but muft I leaves
My treafure thus alone >—Yes, one fHort moment
Will bring me back impatient to her fight.
* [Ezit haflily.

| SCENE
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SCENE XIV.
C?NSTANTIA m a fwoon.

v Emter HeEnNRIQUES.

« Hen. [entering.] My friend, who knows not
. yet his happmefs, :
Conceals himfelf from me—Where fhall I turn
To trace his fteps >—But fee ! on Jonder rock ‘
Some nymph repofes—Tis not Sylvia—Heavtns !
"¥is then Confkantia—Wd#ir a mortal palenefs
O’erfpreads her larfguid facc o,
« Conf. [coming to herfelf. ] "Ah me!
Hen. Conftantia ?.
Conf. [without looking at him.] O leme me—
leave me.
Hn, Banifh this defpair,
And Live to crown thy canfort’s faithful love.
Conf. Hencd, traitor! let me, let nte die in
) peact.
Hen. A traitor '—{ure thou knew'ft me not.
Confe [ foos biom. } chowers
Where i Gernando? Art thou not the fame ?
bpd I but d;cs,m befare, sor dream I now ? ‘
Hen, Thou didft not dream before, nor dream .

thou now* 5
6 Thou
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. Thou haft indeed beheld thy own Gernando,
And now ;hc')u fee’ft hi}&iend.
Conf. And could he then
Return again to his forfaken wife,
To whom his cruelty
Hen. Alas! thy hufband
Forfook not thee ; but hence, by ruffian force,»
‘Was hurried from his lov’d Conftantia’s arms®

Conf. Say, when was this 2’
\Hm. Whenslaid in ssonder grot
Thy fenfe was lofl in fleep.
Conf. What foes u;k.gown A T
™ Hen. A band of pirdtes, with barbarian rage, |,
Affail'd him here ; awhile his valour ftood
Againft their fury, till his hdhd receiv’d
A lucklefs wound and dropp’d the fword} then
foon,
Opprefs'd by numbers, he remain’d their prifaner.
' Conf. But wherefore all this time—-
Hen. *Till'now detain'd
In cruel bonds, his thoughts alone were free,
And thefe havemever firay'd from his Conflantia.
Conf. O Heavens! how have I wrbngd thee,
my Gernando !
Hen. At length behold torlibérty reftor'g,
Gernando comes; behold, him all t?y‘own :

. . Again
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Again he comes, a tender faithful hufband,

To give thee back thy puace, to calm thy forrows,
To live and die with thee.

. «Conf. Where art thou then?

Where art thou, my Gernando ? [ going ¢o the Ifft.

SCEN E XV.
Eﬂit’f SYLVIA. *

$yl. Hold Conftantia,
In vain thou fcrk f for tbgr Gernando there
For even but now, in tender care for thee,
Haftening to yonder fireatu,. a fudden force
Affail'd him and prevented his return.

. " [ pointing to the right.
Conf. Ye powers! Affail’'d? By whom and
_why?

Her. Forgive me :
The fault is mine. Gernando thought thee dead,
And vow’d to dwell for ever here; and Irence
I gave command to bear him off by force.

Conf. Haftey let us fet him frec: [ going.
Syl. Conftantia, ﬁay :
Already have I told them all the ftory.

Carg( Muft P ftill wait ? Have I not waited long,

8o many years endur'd of tedious forrow ?
- ‘ "Tis
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“Tis time at length to find a happv period
To all my, woes. i

[turning to go, is received into the arms of
Gernando, who guters at the inflant.], o

SCENE LAST.

»

Gervanpo, ConstanTia, HeNrIQUES, SyLvia
: . »
Ger. Here, i thefe faithful arms,
Receive the blifs thou fgek’ft.
Con/. And can it be ?
Ger. Do I not drea?‘n? )
- Conf. Do 1 then helfl Gernando ? »

Ger. Do I embrace my wife, my dear Conftantia?

Hen. Thefe tears, carefles, and 1mperfe& agcents
Diflolve my foul in tender fympathy

Syl. [ goes to'Hen.] Tell me, Henrigues, waere-
fore are you thoughtful ?
Gernando fure is kinder far than vyou:
Mark how with gentle fpeech he fogths Conftantia,
While you, in fullen fileace {feem to ftand,
Without one wdrd for Sylvia.

Hen. Could I hoge
That I were dear to thee

.S_‘yl If-dear to me ?
Yes, dearer than my fawns [ joyfu/ and tenderly.

Hen. Then give meé, fair one,
2 N Thy

N



218, “ THE UNINHABITED . ISLAKD.

Thy plighted hand and be Henriques’ wife.

Syl. Your wife! O no;that were indeed a folly :
So might I, left on fome far-diftanc ifle,

Drag on nry days in msurnful folitude.

Conf. No, Sylvia, my Gernando left me not s
Thou fhalt know all. Men are not, as I faid,
Faithlefs and cruel.

Syl. When I knew Hentiques,

I thought not fo.
Con/. Unjufily T accus’@ them,
But now, convinc’q, rctr'n_é}_, my former error.
" Syl And I retradt whate’er I faid before.
[ gives Xer hand to Hen.

CHORUS.

When lowering clouds the fkies o’er-fpread,
Let Hope exalt her cheerful head,

‘And all the threats of Fate defpife.
Fortune fhall give her malice o’er,
And Confiancy’s trinmphant power -

At length*above her fufferings rife.

END OF TEE UNINHABITED 1SLAND.
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TPE
TRIUMPH O\F GLORY.

THE Son of Thetis languifh’d out pis hours
In exile fweet, 'midft Scyros’ {Mthful bowgrs,
The flave of Love; of Love, who proudly
view'd
So great a 5rif0ncr o his fway fubdu’d ;
To keep him ftill hi he evegy art beftow'd,
JAnd hourly fome new clmrms in Deidamia
thow'd: e °
Hc fram’d, in every movement of the fair,
Each word the fpoke, .
Each fimple, unaffedted look, .
Frefh toils that might Achilles’ heart enfnare.
The dwelling teem’d with all that ‘cowtd the
fenfe allure,
aAnd, fix his reign feclre. s
Throughout the fplendid walls around®
Soft fighg and gcnﬂe voices found ;
And languid firains,s that pit'y move,
And whifpers of prot¢fling love.  °
In, filent groves, the friends to {tol'n deliglft,.
* Seducing zephyr plz.ty - .
The feather’d fongfiess tune their wanton lay ;
+ EE2 . "Twixt
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"Twixt rock and rock the waters take
Their limpid courfe, and murmuring break
While earth and Hea\ n, all, all to love invite
In female vefture, heedlefs of his praife,
"' The enamour'd X1ero waftes his days :
Nor arms nor battle here employ'd his care,
Nor fpmls nor tnumphs gain'd in war ;
¢ But v reet gddrefles, joy inciting ; .
Faint repulfes, oft inviting ;
Contention, urg d in fportive mood ;
The promife given and renew’d ;
Complaining, pardon and offence,
« ¢ Aud flattery, that bfZds the fenfe :
A thoufand toys, by lovers ferious deem’d,
Bat childith follies by the world efteem’d.

“ With thee alone, to live or die,
« My hope is now repos’d ;"
Full oft he faid, while, with a figh,
His melting’ words were clos'd.

« For ever thin., in thee alone™
(He cried) “ my foul can reft,”

While round the fair his arms were thrown,
And clafp’d her tp his breaft.

Bu¢ Grory (who beleld with jealous eyes
" HMow Love frota him ufurp'd the prize,
oA heart, lo~g-time to him decreed by Fate,)

Achilles feeks; reproves his abjeét fiate';
\ Hi
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*a.”His {pirit dead 10 honour’s charms, -
And"@ts befbre his viewUlyfies theath’d in arms.
As from a trance Aqilles wakes,
Rous’d with the ftern rebuke and gleaming fieel,
he burns ’
*With confcious anger, while by furns
The fluthing colour dyes, and now his cheek for-
fakes : - j
Swift from his limbs he tears the weeds of thdme,
\ For arms h¢ calls—With fword ard thield
He now departs. e feek the field,
Andl heal each paft difgrace that ftain’d a noble
name. &
Butlo ® where Deidamia fair,
Loft in love and wild defpair,
Breathlefs, fighing,
Fainting, dying,
Purfues his flight, and vainly tries
To vent thofe fond complaints her faltering tongue
denies. *

Yet could her words haye found their way,
The conqqcrmg dame had won her lover's fiay.
« Ah! princefs,” (hg the weepmg maid ad-

dref¥d,)
« Unjuft the tranfports that dlﬁra& thy breatft.
« If thou yvould {t have me bear a foul {o bafe,
“*A lofs like mine were gafy to'replace: o °

« Would'ft thou in me a hero oiew

* Let me a hero’s Igceps- purfﬁe.. )

1 . “ Farewell !

3

¥
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« Jrarewell l—to me for ever fhalt thou prove”—
This firm fa.rewell of -.parting ldve
Her gentle {pirit 7. { could bear: '
A tremor feiz’'d the haplefs f3ir;

** Through all herg«ins a fudden chillnefs flies,
And mute and motionlefs fhe liest  +
What fhall" Achilles now ? While Grory there

¢ o beftows
Laurels and palms, here Luve his Deidamia fhows
All paleand fenfelefs : TrAT his heart proclair/s
Irrefolute and weak, and @#is as gruel blames.
The hero and the lover both contend,
-+ And both his agoniziff bofom rend :
The lover wce’ps ; the hero barns;
He now departs, and now returns :
His feet, as changing paffions {way,
" Relu@ant this or that obey ;
At length one generous effort made,
And al] his virtue fummen’d to his aid,
He cutbs the pity.ag thoughts that fain would rife,
Awhile he filent ftands, debates, refoives and fliest
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"Tis trut, that forrqing fhill he flies,
But GLory at rl::iide attends ;
GrLory, that tegrs of forrow dries,
And Love beneath Y empire bends.

“Capricious thus his nfle below
The winged archer God ma'mtal?;
Wha meets him falls beneath the foe, h
While hg who flies the conqueft gains. *

END OF THE SECOND VOLUME.
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