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PR OF @G U T

Written by Hesry Fierpine, Efg.
Spoken by Mr. RoBErTs.

THE ‘Trﬂgic ﬂf{f:" has /.@'urﬂr;g's.' to p
l"f'{!uoh:ll‘.t‘i] eare’s nature, or withBlet
No paffion mow’d, thro’ five long aéls you fit,
Charm’d avith the poet’s .";('1, puage, or bis wit
Finethings are fai rf 720 ,"'a tter -")f: ence they
./' charadter mig '/;;m:f them all.

But from this modern fafbionable way,
To-nighty our author begs your leave taj!: ‘ay.
No fuftian bero rag
No armies fall, t
From lower fi['ﬁ
— Let not your equals move your pity lefs !
Virtue diftreft in b/r,,.fi!’_f’f _,'E""‘a“i"

Nor think fbe never lives aithout the court.

rht e
gars

bo to our fienes no royal vobes belong,
Aud tho’ our ."i.'ff.!j’f:zlg.: as yet é.’?k}'mmg,

T hroww both your Jeornand prejudice afide 3
Let us aith favour, not contcmpt betry’d ;
Thro’ the firft alls a kind attention lend,
The ﬁ"."ﬂt'.'l‘.‘!g_/I'H.'."J‘(/Z’({H,f-of'ﬂ.’_ to attend ;
Shall catch th !

And make them charm r/’w'r lowers avith a tear.
The lover too by pity fhall impart

His tender ‘,,z.j".,u to Lz.rﬁ.rn one's beart :

The breaff avhich others anguifb cannot move,

Was ne’er the feat of friendfbip, orof love.
B
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FALAE CURIOSELY.

AGIES T LS CTE N E T
A Room in \VILMOT?S Houfe.

OLp W1 LMOT (;/Um.‘.

#¥HE day is far advanc’d ; the chearful fun

l Purfues with vigour his repeated courfe ;
No labour leffening nor no time decaying
His ftrength, or fplendor : evermore the fame,
From age to age his influence fuftains :
Dependent worlds, beftows both life and motion
On the dull mafs that forms their dufky orbs,
Chears them with heat, and gilds them with his

brightnefs.
Yet man, of jarring elements compos’d,
Who pofls from change to change,from the firlt hour
Of his frail being till his diffolution,
¥njoys the fad prerogative above him,
To think, and to be wretched —What is life,
To him that’s born to die | or what that wifdem
Whofe perfection ends in knowing we know no-
thing !
Meer contradi@ionall! A tragic farce,
Tedious tho’ fhort, and without art elab’rate,
Ridiculouﬂy fad—
Enter Ranpar.,

Where haft been, Randal ?
RANDAL.

Not out of Penryn, fir; butto the ftrand,

To hear what news from Falmouth fince the ftorm
Of wind laft night.

B2 OLp



FATAL CURIOSITY.

OLD WILMOT,.
It was a dreadful one.

RANDAL,
Some found it {fo. A noble fhip from India,
Ent’ring into the harbour, run upona rock,
And there was loft.

OLD WILMOT.
What came of thofe on board her 2

RANDAL.
Some few are {fav’d, but much the greater part,
’ I'is thonght, are perifh’d.

OLD WILMOT.
They are paft the fear

Of future tempefts, ora wreck on fhore ;
Thofe who efcap’d are #ill expos’d to both.

RANDAL.
But I’ve heard news, mach ftranger than this fhip-

wreck

Herein Cornwall. The brave Sir Walter Raleigh,
Being arriv’d at Plymouth from Guiana,
A moit unhappy voyage, has been betray’d
By bafe Sir Lewis Stukely, his own kinfman,
And feiz’d on by an order from the court ;

i

And ’tis reported, he mulft lofe his head,
To fatisfy the Spaniards.
OLD WILMOT.

Not unlikely 3
His martial genius does not {uit the times.
There’s now no infolence that Spain cun offer,
But to the fhame of this pacifick reign,
Poor England mulft fubmit to— Gallan: man!
Pofterity perhaps may do thee juitice,
And praife thy courage, learning and integrity,

When




AT AL CURIOS TN 5
When thou’rt paft hearing : thy fuccefsful enemies,
Mauch fooner paid, have thf..u reward in hand,
And know for what thcy]:ibmn'nl —"mLh events
Muft, queftionlefs, excite all thinking men,
To love and practife virtue !
RANDAL.
Nay, ’tis certain,
That virtue ne’er appears{olike itf
So truly bright and great, as when oppreft.
OLD WILMGT.
I underftand no riddles.—Where’s your miftre(s 2
RAND AL,
I faw her pafs the high-ftreet t'wards the minfter.
OLD WILMOT.
e doth well.

> maid,

She’s gone to v ifit Charlot—SI
In the j}: t bofom of that
There dyvells r an the rigid race
Of .-1n1--wl pe d, ortaught,

With what amazing conftancy and truth,

Doth fhe fuftain the abfence of our fon,

Whom more than lifefhe loves! how thun for him,
V.’ hom we fhall ne’er fee more, the rich and great!
Mho own her charms more than inlpnl)-'t'nc want

Of fhining heaps, and figh to make her happy.
Since our misfortunes, we h wve found no friend,
None who regarded our diftrefs, but her;

And fhe, by what I have obferv’d of la te,

Is tired, or exhaufted —curft condition !

To livea burden to one only friend,

And blaft her youth with our contagious wae!
Who that had reafon, foul, orf: '11fc would bear it
A moment longer ! —then Hus honeft wretch ! ——-
I muft difmifs him-—-\Vh\ fheuld [ detain

ateful, gen’rous \umh to perifh with me

B.3 I':*




6 FATAL CURIOSITY.

His {ervice may procure him bread elfewhere,
Tho’ I have none to give him..— Prithee, Randal,
How long haft thou been with me?
RANDAL.
Fifteen years.
I was a very child when firft you tock me,
To wait upon your fon, my dear young mafter !
T oft have wifh’d, I’d goneto India with him;
Tho’ you, defponding, cive him o’er forloft.
[OLp WiLmoT avipes bis eyes.
T am to blame— this talk revives your {forrow
For his abfence.
OLDWILMOT.
How can that be reviv'd,
Which never died ?
RANDAL,
The whole of my intent
Was to confefs your bounty, that {fupplied
The lofs of both my parents: I was long
The object of your charitable care.
OLD WILMOT.
No more of that: thou’ft ferv’d me longer fince
Without reward : fo that account is balanc’d,
Or rathér 'm thy debtor—I remember,
When poverty began to fhow her face
Within thefe walls, and all my other {ervants,
Like pamper’d vermin from a falling houfe,
Retreated with the plunder they hafg:\iu’d,
And left me, tooindulgent and remifs
For fuch ungrateful wretches, tobe crufh’d
Beneath the ruin they had help'd to make,
That you,more good than wife, refus’d to leaye me.
RANDAL,
Nay, I befeech you, iir!l—
OLD



FATAL CURIOSITY,

OLD WILMOT,.
With my diftre(s,
In perfeft contradi&ion to the world,
Thy love, refpeét and diligence increas’d ;
Now all the recompence within my power,
Is to difcharge thee, Randal, from my hard,
Unprofitable fervice.
RANDAL.

Heaven forbid!
Shall I forfake you in your worft neceflity #—
Believe me, fir, my honeft {foul abhors
The barb’rous thought.

OLD WILMOT,
What! canft thou feed on air?
1 have not left wherewith to purchafe food
For one meal more. ;
RANDAL.
Rather than leave you thus,

T’ll beg my bread, and liveon others bounty
While I ferve you.

OLD WILMOT.

Down, down my {welling heart,
Or burit in filence : ’tis thy cruel fate
Infults thee by his kindnefs—he is innocent
Of all  the pain it gives thee— Go thy ways —
I will no more fupprefs thy youthful hopes «
Of rifing in the world,
RANDAL,
*T'is true, I’'m young,

And never try’d my fortune, or my genius :
‘Which may perhaps find out fome happy means,
As yet unthought of, to fupply your wants,

B 4 OLp




AT AL SCHRLEOSTEY.
0L D WelvE-M: O,
Thou tortur’ft me - T hate all obligations
Which I can ne’er return—And who art thou,
That I fhou’d ftoopto take ’em from thy hand |
are for thyfelf, buttake no thought for me;
I will not want thee — trouble me no more.
RANDAL.
Be not offended, fir, and T will go.
I ne’er repin’d at your commands before ;
But, heaven’s my witnefs, ‘1 obey you now
Vith firong relu@ence, and aheavy heart.
Farewell, my worthy mafer! [Going.
OLD WILMOT,
Farewel —ftay—
As thou. art yet a {tranger to the world,
Of which, alas! I've had too much experience,
I fhou’d, methinks, before we part, beftow
A little counfel on th»——-}u\ thy eyes—
If thou weep’ft thus, Ifhall l,mcccd no farther.
Doft thou a{plrb to ;rcn_meﬂ, or to wealth,
Quit | d the llP“lO]‘t.th e {earch
Of wifdom there, and ftudy human kind:
No fcience will avail thee without that; ;
But thatobtain’d, thou need’ft not any other.
This will inftruét thce to conceal thy views,
And wear the face of pmmty and honour,
Till thou haft gain’d thy end ; wh:ch muit be ever
Th y own adv 'mt‘u;(‘, at that man’s expence
Who fhall be weak enough to think thee honeft.

RANDAL,
You mock me, fare
O L D~ W-I'L M<O"T,
I never was more ferious.

R AN~



FATAL CURLOSITY:
R A
Why fhould you counfel what you fcorn’d to prac-

tife ?

OLD WILMOT.
Becaufe that foolith feorn has been my mz

T’ve been an idiot, but would have
And treatmankind,as they would tr
As t\"" deferve, and I’vebeen t
[hou’ft feen m' me, and thofe who
tune fall, and begg
Shun my exam] sle ; treafure up i}

The world’s beforethee —be a lenave, and pio "'p”r.
‘What art thou damb? [ After a long panfe.]
RANDAL.

Amazement ties my tongue.
Where are your former. principles ? -
OLD WILMOT.
No matter ;

Suppofe T have renounc d em: Lhave p-‘ﬁir‘n"
Andlovethee flill 3 thereforéwould have thee think,
The world is all a ﬁ,tu- of dr:':p deceit,
And he who dealswith mankind on'the fquare,
Is his own-bubble, and. undoes himfelf. [Exiz.

RANDAL.
Is this the man I thought {o wife and juft ?
What teach, and counfel me to bea villain !
Sure grief has made him frantick
_r\,.u.n d his thape —1I fhal
High-minded he was ever, and 1“1D1\J\‘1L"‘1ll’. 3
Iw t .” iful and generous Lo a faulc:
eafure hc lov’d, buthonour was his idol.

0 f.ht' hange! O horrid transformation !
Soan o ‘“ma\l.. funk to ruin,
Become - loathiome fhelter and abode




10 FATAL CURIOSITY.

Of lnrking ferpents, toads, and beafls of prey:

And {caly dragons hifs, and lions roar,

Where wifdom taught, and mufick charm’d before.
[Exir,

5= Co BN E I

A Parlour in Cuarvot’s Houfe.

CHARLOT anp MARIA.

CH-A RIL.O5Fs
What terror and amazement muft they feel
Whodie by fhipwreck!:

MARI A.
’T1is a dreadful thought!

CHARLOT.
Ay, isit not, Maria ! tadefcend,
Living and confcious, to that wat’ry tomb ?
Alas! had we no forrows of our own,
The frequent inftances of others woe
Muft givea gen’rous mind a world of pain.
But you forget you promis’d me to fing.
Tho’ chearfulnefs and I have long been ftrangers,
Harmonious founds are ftill delightful to me.
There is in melody a {fecret charm
That'flatters, whileitadds to my difguiet,
And makes the deepeft fadnefs the moft pleafing.
There’s fure no paflion in the human foul,
But finds its food in mufick—T wou’d hear
The ﬁmg compos’d 11;.' that un}".:zpp_y' maid,
Whofe faithful lover fcap’d a thonfand perils
From rocks, andfands, and the devouring deep;
And after all, being arriv'd a: home,
Pafling a narrow brook, was drowned there,
And perifl’d in her fight,

SONG,




FATAL CURIOSITY.

S ON G.
Mar, Ceafe, reafe, heart-eafing tears;

Adieu, you flatfring fears,
Which fewen long tedious years
Taught meto bear.
Tears are for f:'l_gr/}!n' woes 3
Fear no fuch danger knomws,
As _’f}zrcrr,'fwrjf‘/rj oS,
Endlefs defp
Dear caufe of all my pain,
On the wide (Formy main,
Thou awaft preferv’d in vain,
T 5o’ flill ador’d ;
Had’f? thou died there unfeen
My “f‘-z',’:':,r/ eyis bad been
Sav’d from the borrid [} fcene
Maid &er deplor’d.
[Charlot finds @ letter.
CHARLOT.
What’s this ? —a letter fuperferib’d to me !
None could convey it here but you, Maria,
Ungen’rous, cruel maid! to ufe me thus!
‘To join with flatt’ring men to break my ‘peace,
And perfecute me to the laft retreat !
MARTIA.
Why fhould it break your peace, to hear the fighs
Of honourable love, and know th’ effecls
Of your refiftlefs charms !—This letter is—
ESHEACR T O TS
No matter whence—retura it back unopen’d :
Thave no love, no charms but for my Wilmot,
Nor would have any,

MARTI A,



FATAL CURIOSITY:

MARTIA,
Strange infatuation !
Why fhould you wafte the flower of your days
In froitlels expe@ation—Wilmot’s dead ;
Or living, dead to you.
C HA'R-L'OT,
I’11 not defpair.
Patience thall cherifh hope, nor wrong his honour
By unjuft fufpicion. Iknow his trath,
And will preferve my own. But to prevent
All future, vain, officious imporrunity,
Know, thou inceflant foe of my repofe,
Whether he fleeps fecure from mortal cares,
In the deep bofom of the boift’rous main,
Or tolt with tempefts, fiill endures its rage;
Whether his weary pilgrimage by land
Has found an end, and he now refts in peace
In carth’s cold womb, or wanders o'er her face ;
Be it my lotto wafte, in pining grief,
The remnant of my days for known Icfs,
Or live, as now, uncertain and in doubt.
No fecond choice fhall violate my vows :
High heaven, which heard them, and abhors the per-
jur’d, :
Can witnefs, they were made without referve ;
Never to be retrafted, ne’er difivlv’d
By accidents or abfence, time or death.
MARTA,
I know, and long have known, my honeft zeal
"To ferve vou gives offence - but be offended—
This is no :ime for flatt'sv—did your vows
Oblige you to fupport his gloomy, proud,
Impanient parents, to your atter ruin —
You well may weep to think on what you’ve done.
G:H AR O

=3
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FATAL CURIOSITY. 13

CHA R L 0%

vccp to think that Ic ) 10 MOre
For their q') yort - what wi -l become of 'em ! —
The hoary, helplefs, miferable pair!

MARTIA.
Then all thefe tears. this forrow is for them.
CHARLOT.,

Taught by aflictions, Ihavelearn’d to bear
Much greaterills than poverty with p atience.
When luxury and o m.muun s banifh’d,
The calls of naturé are but few ; and thofe
.

Thefe hands, notus’d.tol: Umm, m.y lunpiy
But when I think on what my friends i‘lllu (uffer,
My fpirits fail, andI’'m o ‘erwhelm’d with grief,

MARTIA.

What I wou’d blame, you force me to admire,
And mourn for you, a
Your pﬁmnm, conftancy, a
Merit a better fate.

CHARLOT.
So },11’1"“ ould tell me,

And vain {elf-love, burl believe them m:t'
Anc 1f by w anting pl c:xlmu I have gain’d
Humility, I’m richer for my lofs.

MARTIA.
You have the heavenly art, {lill to improve
Your :"nnd by all events But heré comes one,
Whofe pride feems to increafe with her misfortunes.
Enter AGNES.
Her faded drefs unfz 1ably fine
conf'mls her poverty, as that

As il

Strain’d comj J“.ri'mcc her haughty, fwelling heart.

‘Tho’ per 3‘1“1 with want, fofar fremafking,

She



14 KATAL :CURIOSIFT:Y:

She ne’er receives a favour uncompell’d,
} And while the ruins, {corns to be oblig’d
\ She wantsme gone, and I abhor her fight. X
1 [Exit Mar1a.

CHARLOT.
This vifit’s kind.
AGNES.
Few elfe would think it {o :
Thofe whowould once have thought them{elvesmuch
‘ honour’d
i By the leaft favour, tho’ ’twere but a look,
i I could have thewn them, now refufe to {ee me.
£ >T'is mifery enough to be reduc’d
i To the low level of the common herd,
‘| Who, born to bege’ry, envy all above them ;
: But ’tis the curfe of curfes, to endure
The infolent contempt of thofe we fcorn.
CHARLOT,
By {corning, we provoke them to contempt ;
And thus offend, and f{uffer in our turns :
(il We muft have patience.

AGNES,

No, I {corn them yet.
But there’s noend of fuff’ring: who can fay
Their forrows are compleat? my wretched hufband,
Tir'd with our woes, and hopelefs of relief,
Grows fick of life.

CHARLOT.
May gracious heaven {upport him
A GNES,
. And, urg’d by indignation and defpair,
i Would plunge into eternity at once,
I By foul {elf-muder: his fix’d love for me,

Whom




FAT AL CURIOSELY:

Whom he would fain perfuade to thare his fate,
And take the fame, uncertain, dreadful courle,
Alone withholds his hand.

CHARLOT,.

And may it ever!
AGNES.

T’ve knowh with him the two extremes of life,
The higheft happinefs, and deepeft woe,
With all the fharp and bitter aggravations
Of {uch a vaft tranfition—{uch a fall
In the decline of life!——Ihave as quick,
As exquifite a fenfe of painashe,
And wou’d doany thing, but die, toendit;
But there my courage fails _ death is the worit
"That fate canbring, and cuts off ev’ry hope.

CHARLOT.
We muft not chufe, but ftrive to bear our lot
Without reproach, or guilt: but by one act
Of defperation, we may overthrow
The merit we’ve been raifing all our days;

15

And lofe our whole reward — and now, methinks,

Now more than ever, we have caufe to fear,
And be upon our guard. The hand of heaven

Spreads clouds on clouds o’er our benighted heads,

And wrapt in darknefs, doubles cur diftrefs.
I had, the nightlaft paft, repeated twice,
A frange and awful dream : Iwould not yield
To fearful fuperftition, nor defpife
The admonition of a friendly power
That wifh’d my good.

AGNES.

> I’ve certain plagues enough,
Without the help of dreams, tomake me wretched.

CH AR~




16 AT AL LR L O S TEREVE
C HARE T
I woi’d not ftake my !\‘11'7})?;‘;17; or duty
On their uncertain credit, nor on ought
1’u :afon, and the known decrees of heaven.
ams have {on {1 1 events to come,
7 excite to vig

lance and care,
In fome important hour, when all our weaknefs
>} 11 lJ 1.2
Shall be attack’d, a

d all our ftreng e needful,
To thun the gulph that gapesfor our deftruttion,
And fly from guilt, and everlafting ruin.
My vifion may be fuch, and {ent to warn us,
Now we are try’d by multiply’d aﬁiicrl(»m,
T'o mark each motion of oar {welling hearts,
And not attempt to extricate ourfelves,
And feek deliverance by forbidden ways:
But keep our hopes and innocence entire,
Till we’re difmift tojoin the happy dead
In that blefs’d world, where trahfitory pain
And frail imperfeét virtue is rewarde d
With. endlefs pleafure and confummate joy';
Or heaven relieves us here.
AGNES.
Well, pray praceed;
You've rais’d my curiofity at leaft.
CHARLOT,.
Methought Ifat, ina dark winter’s night,
My garments thin, my head and bofom b:u‘e,
On the wide fummlt of a barrtn moun-mn 3
Defencelefs and expos ’d, in that highregion,
Toall the cruel rigours of the {’cnfon
The fharp bleak winds pierc’d thro’ my fhiv’ring
frame,
And ftorms of hail, and fleet, and driving rains
Beat with impetuous fury on my head,

Drench’d




FATAL CURIOSITY. 17
Drench’d my chill'd limbs, and pour’d 2 deluge
round me,
On one hand, ever gentle Patience fat,
On whofe calm bofom I declin’d my head ;
And on the other, filent Contemplation.
At length, to my unclos’d and watchful eyes,
That long had roll’d in darknefs, and oft rais’d
‘Their chearlefs orbs towards the ftarlefs {ky,
And fought for light in vain, the dawn appear'd 3
And I beheld a man, an utter ftranger,
But of a graceful and exalted mien,
Who prefs’d with eager tranfport to embrace me.
~—1I thunn’d his arms—but at {fome words he {poke,
Which I have now forgot, I turn’d again,
Bit he was gone—And oh ! tran{porting fight !
Your foh, my deareft Wilmot! fill’d his place.
AGNE S.
If Iregarded dreams, I thould expe&
Some fair event from your’s: Ihave heard nothing
T'hat fhould alarm you yet,
CHARLOT.

But what’s to come,
Tho’ more obfcure, isterrible indeed.
I\'Icthnught we parted {oon, and when I {fought him,
You and his father — Yes, you both were there—
Strove to conceal him from me: 1 purfued
You with my cries, andcall’d on heaven and earth
To judge my wrongs, and force you to reveal
Where you had hid my love, my life, my Wilmot! —

AGNE S.

Unlefs you mean £ affront me, {pare the reft.
*T'is juft-as likely Wilmot thou’d return,
As we'become your foes.

Y on i U b S Cha




18 FATAL CURIOSITY.

CHARLOT.
Far be fuch rudenefs
From Charlot’sthoughts: but when Theardyouname
Self-murder, it reviv’d the frightful image
Of fuch a dreadful fcene.
AGNES.
You will perfift!——

CHARLOT.
Excufe me 3 I have done. Being a dream,
I thought, indeed, it cou’d not give offence.
AGNES,
Wot when the matter of itis offenfive | ———
Vou cou’d not think fo, had you thought at all;
But I take nothing ill from thee———adien;
I’ve tarried fonger than I firt intended,
And my poor hufband mourns the while alone.
[Exit AGNES
CHARLOT. :
She’s gone abruptly, and I fear difpleas’d.
The leaft appearance of advice or caution
Sets her impatient temper in a flame.
When grief, that well might humble, f{wells our
ride,
And F;Jr-ldﬁ increafing, aggravates our grief,
The tempeft muft prevail till we are loft.

When heaven, incens’d, proclaims unequal was
With guilty earth, and fendsits fhafts from far,
No boit defcends to ftrike, no flame to burn
The humble fhrubs that in low valleys mourn ;
‘While mountain pines, whofe lofty heads afpire
To fan the ftorm, and wave in fields of fire,

And ftubborn oaks that yield not to its force,
Are burnt, o’erthrown, or fhiver'd in its courfe.

5 SCENE
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FATAL CURIGSITY.

SCENE IL
The Town and Port of Penryn.
Young Wirmot and EUSTACE in India habits.

YOUNG WILMOT.
Welcome, my friend! to Penryn: here we're {afe.
EiIESHTACEY
Then we’re deliver’d twice; firft from the fea,
And then from favage men; who, more remorielefs,
Preyon fhipwreck’d “wretches, and {poil and murder
thofe
Whom fatal tempefts and devouring waves,
In all their fury, fpar’d,
YOUNG WILMOT.
It isa fcandal,
Tho® malice muftacquit the better fort,
The rude unpolifht people here in Cornwall
Havelong lain under, and with too much juftice :
Cou’d our f'upcuors find fome happy means
T'o mend it, they would gain immortal honour,
For’tis an evil grown almoft inveterate,
And afks a bold and {killful hand to cure.
EUSTACE.
Your treafure’s fafe, I hope.
YOUNG WILMOT.
’T'is here, thank heaven!
Being in jewels, when I faw our danger,
Ihid itin my bofom.
EUSTACE,

I obferv’d you,
And wonder’d how you couw’d command your
hmlghts,
In fuch atime of terror and confufion.

Cz Youre



20 FATAL CURIOSITY.

YOUNG WILMOT,
My thoughts wu’c then at home—O England!
E 'V~l ind !

Thou feat of plenty, liberty and 1{'1]*11,
With tranfport lhahnldtu,wm ant fields,
Thy lofty mountains rich with ufeful ore,
'l hynumerons herds, thy flocks, and winding ftreams:
After a long and tgleUaﬂbILHCC Euftace |
With what ('lL]‘“‘ht we breath ournative air,

And tread the r,;anl {oil that bore us !.xﬁ

s faid, the world isevery wife man’s countrys
Yet after having view’d its various nations,
I’m weak enough ftill to prefer my own
Toall I’ve feen befide—You fmile, my friend,
And think, perhaps, ’tis inftinét more than reafon:
Why be it fo. 1In .‘11‘& receded reafon
In the wifeflt of usall, dlld may {ometimes
Be much the betterguide. But be it cither ;
T muit confefs, nnt even death 1!1Llf
Appear’d to me with twice its native horrors,
hen apprehended in a foreign land.
Death is, nodoubt, in ev'ry placc the fame;
et obm vation muit convince us, moft men,
Who have it in their power, chufe to expire
Where they firft drew their breath.

EUSTACE.
Believe me, Wilmot,

Your grave refleftions were not what I fmil’d at’;
T own their truth. That we're return’d to E nrrhnd
Affords me all the pleafure you can feel
Merely on that acceant: yetlmuft think
A warmer ps!.mn gives you all this ti‘.mi'porr.
You have not \'Jdndu d, anxious and impatient,
From clime to (Ilm;., :mc' compaft fea and land
To purchafe wealth, only to fgmd yourdays

8}

In
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In idle pazn'v and luxury at home :

I know thee better; thou art brave and wife,
And mauft have no‘..lur ai
YOUNG WILMOT.

O Euftace! Euftace!
Thou knoweft, for I’ve confelt to thee, I loves
But having never feen the charming maid,
Thou can’ft not know the fiercenefs of- my flame.
l Ay hopes and fears, likethe tempeftuous feas
.nr.\\c have paft, now mount me to the tkies;
l\m-.v hurl me dewn from that fh

endous height,

s We cehters: Dl vouslcnom

€ me. to the center. 1d \,Ou INnow
How much d depends on thi mpmr’mt hour,

‘m 1 wou’d not be mrprm d mlw me thus.

T > fortune of our ancient 110 :f;,

vArious .ILclJ

1-
E
1L

‘l" 10-pa

u::c-:rt:w.in cot
I ore me fu\m place to ple
s of correfp
—w-C’ thoo’d my k_nu.llf,\‘:,

Or inde .’Pﬂli e

doubtful of my
er to {fee me nmr;-.

e given herfelf to fome more appy lover—
traction’sin anthoumlt |—Or ﬂmll ¢
Griev’d for my abfence and oppreft with v
funk beneath [}1"11' burd 1
nIC'[t’\nl te was flying to re
end o‘ ‘Lll my l ong "ud

truth,

C
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EUSTACE.
The wretch who fears all thatis poffible,
Mufk fuffer more than he who feels the worft
A man can feel, who lives exempt from fear.
A woman may be falfe, and friends are mortal 3
And yet your aged parents may be living,
And your fair miftrefs conftant.
YOUNG WwWILMOT.
True, they may ;
I doubt, but I defpair not— No, my friend ;
My hopes are ftrong and lively as my fears,
And give me fuch a profpc& of my happincfi,
Asnothing but fruition can exceed :
They tell me, Charlot i as true as fair,
As good as wife, as paflionate as chafte ;
That {he with fierce impatience, like my own,
Laments our long and painful {eparation;
That we fhall meet, never to part again;
That I fhall feemy parents, kifs the tears
From their pale hollow cheeks, cheartheirfad hearts,
And drive that gaping phantom, meagre want,
For ever from their board ; crown all their days
T'o come with peace, with pleafure, and abundance;
Receive their fond embraces and their bleflings,
And be a bleffing to ’em.
EUSTACE.
’Tis our wealknefs 3
Blind to events, we reafon in the darlk,
And fondly apprehend what none e’er found,
Or ever fhall, pleafure and-pain unmixt ;
And flatter, and tormentourfelves, by turns,
With what fhall never be.
Y OUNG WILMOT.
1’1l go thisinftant
o feck my Charlot, and explore my fate.
EUSTACE.
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BELUESIT ATCHES
What in that foreign habit !
YOUNG WILMOT.
That’s a trifle,
Not worth my thoughts.
EUSTACE.,
The hardfhips you’veendur’d,
And your long ftay beneath the burning zone,
Where one eternal fultry fummer reigns,
Have marr’d the native hueof your complexion :
Methinks you look more likea {fun-burnt Indian,
Than a Briton.
YOUNG WILMOT.
Well, ’tis no matter, Euftace;
I hopemy mind’s not alter’d for the worfe;
And for my outfide - But inform me, friend,
When I may hope to fee you.
FAUES "TEACiR:
‘When you pleafe :
You’ll find me at the inn,
YOUNG WILMOT.
When I have learnt my doom, expeét me there.
*T1ill then, farewell.
B S T A OIS
Farewell ; fuccefs attend you.  [Exiz EusTACE.
YOUNG WILMOT.
¢ We flatter and torment ourfelves by turns,
¢ With what fhall never be.” Amazing folly!
We ftand expos’d tomany unavoidable
Calamities, and therefore fondly labour
T? increafe their number, and inforce their weight
By our fantaftic hopes and groundlefs fears,

C4 For

»
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For one fevere diftrefs impos’d by fate,

What numbers doth tormenting fear create ?
Deceiv’d by hope, Ixion like, we prove
Immortal joys, and feem to rival Jove ;

The cloud diffolv’d, impatient we complain,
And pay for fancied blifs fubftantial pain.




FATAL CURIOSITY.

ACC bl
SCENE L

Cuarvor’s Houfe.

Enter CaarLOT thoughtful; and foon after Mar1s
from the other fide.

MARI A.
AD AM, a ftranger in a foreign habit
Defires to fee you.
CHARLOT,
In a foreign habit—
Tis ﬂr'mrre, and unexpected —but admit him.
[Exit MaRr1A,

Who can this ftranger be? Iknow no foreigner,
Eﬁfﬂ-)‘_;'ﬁng WILMOT.
»~—Nor any man like this.
YOUNG WILMOT.
‘Ten thoufand joys ———
[Going to embrace her.
EHARLOT,

You are rude, fir— pray forbear, and let me know
What bufinefs brought you here, or leave the place.
YOUNG WILMOT.

She knows me not, orwill not feem to know me.

[/J'Jf,:fﬂ.’.?.

Perfidious maid! am I forgot or fcorn’d ?
CHARLOT,.
Strange queftions from a man I never knew!

YOUNG
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YOUNG WILMOT.
With whataverfion, and contempt fhe views me!
My fears are true ; fome other has her heart:
[ . —She’s loft——my fatal abfence has undone me.
/= [ i
| [ —O! con’d thy Wilmot have forgot thee, Charlot!
| 111 " CHARLOT.
f Ha! Wilmot! fay! whatdo your wordsimport?
i O gentle ftranger! eafe my {welling heart
A That elfewill burft! canft thou informme onght—
| ‘What doft thou know of Wilmot ?
! YOUNG WILMOT.
.} ? This I know,
it | When all the winds of heaven feem’d 1o confpire
il Il Againft the fformy main, and dreadful peals
| Of rattling thunder deafen’d ev’ry ear,
| And drown’d th’ affrighten’d mariners loud cries ;
‘While livid lightning fpread its fulphurous flames
Thro’ all the dark horizon, and difclos’d
'The raging feas incens’d to his deftruétion ;
When the good fhip in which he was embark’d,
| Unable longer tofupport the tempeft,
| Broke, and o’erwhelm’d by the impetuous {urge,
Sunk to the 00zy bottom of the deep,
And left him ftruggling with the warring waves;
In that dread moment, in the jaws of death,
‘When his ftrength fail’d, and ev’ry hope forfook him,
Andhislaft breath prefs’d towards histrembling lips,
"The neighbeuring rocks, thatecho’d to his moan,
Return’d no found articulate, but Charlot.
CHARLOT,
i The fatal tempeft, whofe defcription ftrikes
| "The hearer with aftonifhment, is ceas’d ;
Al - ‘ And Wilmotis at reft. The fiercer ftorm
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FATAL CURIOSITY:

Of {welling 1‘1ﬁ10n5 that o’erwhelms the foul,

And rages “worfe than the mad foaming feas

Inw hich he perifh’d, ne’er fhall vex him more.

YOUNG WILMOT,.

Thou feem’#t to think he’s dead ; enjoy that thought;
Perfuade yourfelf that what you with is true,

And triumph in your fa 1“100:[—\ e;, he’s dead ;
You were 1\15 fate. The croel winds and waves,

That caft him pale and breathle ofs on the fhore,
Spar’d him for greater woes—tc know his (.,lm:lot,
I a.rrrc*tm*': all her vows to him and heaven,

o cafthim from her tt mvrrhl:s——thcn then hedied;
But never muft have ret. Ev’n now he wanders,
A fad, repining, difcontented ghoft,
unfubftantial thadow of hlmfnlf
yurs his plaintive groans in thy deaf ears,
unfeen, before thee,
CIHYATRELT O
’Tis enough———
Detefted falfhood now has done its wordt.
And art thou dead ?—and wou’dft thou die, my
Wilmot!

For onethou thought’ft unjufl >—thou foul of truth!
What muft be done ?—which way fhall I exprefs
Unutterable woe? or how convince
fhy dear departed {pl.lt of the love,
Th’ eternal | lU‘.C, and never-failing faith
Of thy much injur’d, loft, k‘ml ing Charlot?

YOUNG WILMOT.
Be f1ll, my flutt’ring ]‘"“xt, hope not too foon ;
Po.hn.l'); I dream, aud this is all illufion.

CHARLOT.

If, as fome teach, the mind intunitive
Free from the narrow bounds and flavifh ties
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Of fordid c'lrtn, that circumfcribe its power
While it remains below, roving at large
Can trace us to oar moft conceal’d retres
Seeall we at, and read on ery thou
T'o thee, Wilmot! g I appeal,
If e’er I fwerv’d in aé ‘d or t'mu'r]lt
From the fevereft cor nftancy of truth,
Or ever with’d to tafte :xj{;_v on earth
‘That center’d notin thee, fince laft we parted ;
I\,l’w we ne’er mee et again,” but tw) loud wi 'ongs
So clofe the ear of muc*; to my cries,
That I may never fee thofe bright abodes
Where truth and virtue only have admiffion,
And thou inhabit’ft now.

YOUNG WILMOT,;

Aflilt me, heaven'!

Preferve my .c“ﬁn, memory and ’f“n.c!
O moderate my fierce tumultnous Jqu
Or their excefs will drive me to difira&ion.
O Charlot! Charlot! lovely, virtuousmaid!
(;.m l)’ mmmvnd in fpite of time and abfence,
ortits truth ;

Nf}

fior nn anor thy lover
t thon gaze fn wildly ? Took on me ;
Turn thy dear eyes tl erve me well,
Have{c 0.‘ch o - climates, time, and this firange habi
Sochang’d, and fo difpuis’d thy faithful W 1lmot,
That nothing in my voice, my leu:, or mien,
Remains to tell my Charlot [ am he ?

p 45

[ After vie: tg him fome time. fhe nﬁpmar"vf; aveep
vy and gives bim ber bands and then turning
ards him, finks upon bis bofor. |

1y doft thouweep ? why doft thou tremble thus?
‘»’hj doth thy panting heart and cautious touch
& Speak
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Speak thee but half convinc’d? whencearethy fears
W hy art thou filent? canft thon doubtme fisll ?
CHARLOT.
No, Wilmot! no; I’mblind with too much light
O’ercome with wonder, and oppreft with joy,
The firuggling paffions barr’d the doors of {peech 3
Bur fpeech enlarg’d affords me no relicf.
‘I'his vaft profufion of extreme delight,
Rifing at once, and burfting from m.fp“L T
Defies the aid of words, and mocks deferi iption 3
But for one forrow, one{ad {cene of anguith,
That checks the fivelling torrent of my joys,
I cou’d not bear the tranfport.
YOUNG WILMOT,

Let me know it:
Give me my portion of thy forrow, Charlot!
Letme partake thy grief, or bearit for thee.

CH-AR TS0,
Alas! my Wilmot! thefe {ad tears are thine s
They flow for thy misfortunes. I am pierc’d
\\ ith all the agonies of ftrong U‘uﬂ""lﬂ;ﬂn
Vith all the bitter anguifh you muft feel

When you fhall hear your parents

YOUNG “WILMOT.
Are no more.
CEH U ASRAL O,
You apprehend me wrong.
YOUNG WILMOT.
PerhapsI do:
Perhaps you mean to fay, the greedy grave
Was {atisfied with one, and one isleft
To blefs.my lo zing ey €s— but which, my Charlot!
—And yer forbear to fpeak, till I have L‘iouu ht—

CHAR-




30 FATAL CURIOSITY,:
CHARLOT.
Nay, hear.me; Wilmot!
YOUNG WILMOT.
I perforce muft hear thee;
For I might think till death, and not determine,
Of two 1o dear which I cou’d bear to lofe.
CHARLOT.
fili& yourfelf no more with groundlefs fears:
Your parents both areliving; their diftrefs,
T'he poverty to which they are reduc’d,
In {pite of my weak aid, was whatI mourn’d;
And that in helplefs age, to them whofe youth
Was crown’d with full profperity, I fear,
Is worfe, muchworfe than death.
YOUNG WILMOT.
My joy’s compleat!
My parentsliving, and poffefs’d of thee!—
From this bleft hour, the happieft of my life,
T’ll date my reft. My anxious hopes and fears,
My weary travels, and-my dangers paft;
Are now rewarded all : now I rejoice
In my fuccefs, and count my riches gain.
For know, my foul’s beit treafure! 1have wealth
Enough to glut ev’n avarice itfelf:
No more fhall croel want, or proud contempt,
Opprefs the finking fpirits, or infult
The hoary heads of thofe who gave me being.
CHARLOT.
>Tis now, O riches, I conceive your worth:
You are not bafe, nor can you be fuperfiuous,
But when mifplac’d in bafeand fordid hands.
Fly, fly, my Wilmot! leave thy happy Charlot!
Thy filial piety, the fighs and tears
Of thy lamenting parents call thee hence.
: YOUNG
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YOUNG WILMOT.

T have a friend, the partner of my voyage, :
Who,in the ftormlaft night,was fhipwreck’d with me,

CHARLOT.

Shipwreck’d laft night!—O you immortal powers
What have you fuffer’d! How was you preferv’d !

YOUNG WILMOT.
Let that, and all my other ftrange efcapes
And perilous adventures, be the theme
Of many a happy winter night to come.
My prefent purpofe was t’intreat my :mgg-‘l,
To know this friend, this other better Wilmot :
And come with him this evening to my father’s :
I’ll fend him to thee.

CHARLOT.
I confent with pleafure.

YOUNG WILMOT,
Heaven’s! whata night ! —how fhall I bear my joy!
My parents, yours, my friends, all will be mine,
And mine, like water, air, or the free{plendid fun,
The undivided portion of you all.
If fuch the early hopes, the vernal bloom,
The diftant profpect of my future blifs
Then what the ruddy autumn ! —what the froit!—
The full poflefiion of thy heavenly charms!

The tedious, dark, and flormy winter o’er;
The hind, that allits pinching hardihips bore,
With tranfport fees the weeks appointed bring
The chearful, promis’d, gay, delightful {pring;
The painted meadows, the harmonious woods,
The gentle zephyrs, and unbridled flonds,

With all their charms, hisravifh’d thoughts employ,
‘But the rich harveft muft compleat his joy.

SCENE
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S CoE NS S
A Street in Penryn.

RANDAL.
i Poor! poor! and friendlefs! whither fhall Twander,
, | And to what point dire& my views and hopes?
| Il A menial fervant !'—no—what {hall I live,
' | Herein this land of freedom, live diftinguifh’d,
5 And mark’d the willing flave of fome proud fubjed,
1 [ And fiell his ufelefs train for broken fragments ;
The cold remains of his {fuperfluous board ?——

i il I wou’d afpire to i’omething more and better—
| it . Turn thy eyes then to the prolific ocean;,
| Whofe Ipacious bofom opens to thy view :
| "There deathlefs honour, and unenvied wealth
Have often crown’d the brave adventurer’s toils.
This is the native uncontefted right,
"The fair inheritance of ev’ry Briton
“That dares put in his claim—my choice is made:
A long'farewel to Cornwall, and to England.
Al If I return —But ftay, what ftranger’s this

! Who, as he views me, feems to mend his pace?

Enter Youne WiLmor.

YOUNG WILMOT.
Randal! - the dear companion of my  vouth !
sure lavith fortune means to give me all
I could defire, orafk for this bleft day,

And leave me nothing to expect hereafter.
RANDAL,

Your pardon, fir! Iknow but one on earth

Cou’d properly falute me by the title

] You're pleas’d to give me, andI would not think,

‘ That you are he—that you are Wilmot —

YOUNG
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YOUNG WILMOT.
Why ?
RANDAL
Becaufe I cou’d not bear the difappoiptment
Shou’d I be deceivid.
YOUNG WILMOT.
I’m pleas’d tohear it :
Thy friendly fears better exprefs thy thoughts
Than words cou’d do.
RANDAL,
Q! Wilmot! O! my mafter!
Are youreturn’d ?
YOUNG WILMOT.
I have not yet embrac’d
My parents---I fhall fee you at my father's.
R AN DA L.
No,I'm difcharg’d from thence---O fir! fuchruin---
YOUNG WILMOT.
I've heard 1t all, and hallen to relieve ’em :
Sure heaven hath blefs’d me to that very ead :
I've wealth enough ; nor fhalt thou want apart.
RANDAL.
I have a partalready---T am bleft
In your fuccefs, and fhare in all your joys.
YOUNG WILMOD T.
T doubt it not---but tell me doft thou think,
My parents not fufpeftine my return,
‘That I may vifit them, and not be known ?
RANDAL.
Tis. hard for me to judge. You are already
Grown {0 familiar to me, that T wonder

Vor, IL. D I 'knecw




34 FATAL CURIOSITY.

I knew you notat firlt: yet it may be;
For you’re much'alter’d, and they think you dead.
YOUNG WILMOT.
This is certain; Charlot beheld me long,
And heard my loud reproaches and complaints
Without rememb’ring the had ever {feen me.
My mind at eafe grows wanton: I wou'd fain
Refine on happinefs. Why may I not
Indulge my curiofity, and try
If it be poflible by feeing firit
My parents as a ftranger, to improve
Their pleaiure by furprize ?
RANDAL.
It may indeed
Inhance your own, to fee from what defpair
Your timely coming, and unhop’d fuccefs
Have given you power to raife them.
YOUNG WILMOT. ;
I remember
E’er fince we learn’d together you excell’d
In writing fairly, and cou’d imitate
Whatever hand you faw with great exaétnefs.
Of this m not {o abfolute a mafter.
I therefore beg you’ll write, in Charlot’s name
And charater, a letter to my father;
And recommend me, as a friend of her’s,
To hisacquaintance.
RAND AL.
Sir, if you defire it—
And yet—
YOUNG WILMOT,
Nay, no objettions —’twill fave time,
Moft precious with me now. For the deception,
If
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If doing what my Charlot will approve,

’Caunfe done for me and with a good intent,

Deferves thename, I’ll anfwer it myfelf,

If this fucceeds, I purpofe to defer

Difeov’ring who I.am till Charlot comes,

And thoun, and all who love me Ev’ry friend

Who witnefles my happinefs to-night,

Will, by partaking, multiply my joys.
RANDAL.

You grow luxurious in your mental pleafures :

Cou’d I deny you aught, I'wou’d not write

This letter.  To fay true, I ever thought

Yourboundlefs curiofity a weaknefs.

YOUNG WILMOT.
What canft thou blame in this?
RANDATIL,
Your pardon, fir!
I only fpeak in general : I'm ready
T’ obey yourorder.

YOUNG WILMOT.

I am much thy debtor,
But T thall find a time to quit thy kindnefs.
O Randal! buatimagine to thyfelf
The floods of tranfport, the fincere delight
That all my friends will feel; when Idifclofe
Tomy aftonifh’d parents my return;
And_then confefs, that I have well contriv’d
By giving others joy t’ exalt my own.

As pain, and anguifh, in a gen’rous mind,
Whilekept conceal’d and to ourfelves confin’d,
Want half their force; fo pleafure when it flows
In torrents round us more extatic grows. [ Exeunt.

Dz SCENE
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SCENE IL
A Ruoin in OLp Wirmort’'s Houje.
OLD WILMOT axp AGNES.
OLD WILMOT.
Here, take this Seneca, this hanghty pedant,
Who governing the mafter of mankind,
And awing power imperial, prates of patience;
And praifes poverty - poflefs’d of milliens:
—Sell him, and by us bread. The {canticft meal
The vilelt copy of this hook e’er purchas’d,
Will give us more relief in this diftrefs,
Than all his boafted precepts — Nay, no tears;
Keep them to move compaffion when you beg.
A GNES.
My heart may bredk, but never ftoop to that.
OLD WILMOT.

Nor wou’d I live to fee it---but difpatch,

[Exit AcNES.

Where maft I charge this length of mifery,

"That gathers force each moment as it rolls,

And muit at laft o’erwhelm me ; but 61 hope,

Vain, flattering, delufive, groundlefs hope ;

A fenfelefs expectation of relief
That has for years deceiv’d me ?---Had I thought
AsI do now, as wife men ever think,

When firft thishell of poverty o’ertool me,

That power to die implies a right to'do if,

And {hoa’d beus’d when life hecomies a pain,

What plagneshad T prevented ?---True, my wife

Ts fill 2 flave to prejudice and fear---

1 would not leave my better part, the dear [Heepss

Faithful compation of my happier days, i
0
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Tobear the weight of age and want alone.
— I’ll try once more,

Enter AGNES, and after her Youne Winmor.
OLD WILMOT.
Return’d, my life, fo foon!---
AGNES.
The unexpeéted coming of this firanger
Prevents my going yet.
YOUNG WILMOT.
You’re, I prefume,
The gentleman to whom this is direéted.
[Giwesa Letter,
What wild neglect, the token of defpair,
What indigence, whatmifery appears
In eachdiforder’d, ordisfurnithed room
Of this once gorgeous houfe? what difcontent,
What angaifh and confufion fill the faces
Of its dejeéted owners?
OLD WILMOT.
Sir, fuch welcome
As this poor houfe affords, you may command,
Our ever friendly neighbour---once we hop’d
T* have call’d fair.Charlot by a dearer name---
Batwe have done with hope---I pray excufe
This incoherence---we had .once a fon, [#eeps.
AGNES,
That you are come from that dear virtacus maid,
Revivesin us the memory of a lofs,
Which, tho’ long fince, we have notlearn’d to bear.
YOUNG WILMOT.
The joyto fee them, and the bister pain
].‘_ 15 to {ee them thus, touches my{oul
With tendernefs and grief, that will o’erfiow.
D 3 My
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My bofom heaves and fwells, as it wou’d burft;

My bowels move, and my heart melts within me,

---They know me not, and yet, I fear, I fhall

Defeat my purpofe, andbetray myfelf, [ fide.
OLD WILMOT.

The lady calls you here her valu’d friend;

Enough, tho’ nothing more fhou’d be imply’d,

T'o recommend you to our beft sitcem

---A worthlefs acquifition !~ -may fhe find

Some means that better may exprefs her kindnefls;

But fhe, perhaps, hath purpos’d to inrich

You with herfelf, and end her fruitlefs forrow

For onewhom death alone can juftify

Forleaving her folong. If itbe {o,

May you repair his lofs, and be to Charlot

A fecond, happier Wilmot. Partial nature,

Who only favours youth, asfeebleage

Were not her offspring or below her care,

Has feal’d our doom: no fecond hope fhall fpring

From my dead loins, and Agnes’ fteril womb,

To dry our tears, and diffipate defpair.

AGNES.

The laft and moft abandon’d of our kind,

By heaven and earth negleéted or defpis’d,

The loathfome grave, that robb’d us of our fon

And allour joys in him, muft be our refuge.

YOUNG WILMOT.

Let ghofts unpardon’d, or devoted fiends,

Fear without hope, and wail in fuch fad ftrains ;

Buc grace defend the living from defpair.

The darkeft hours precede the rifing fun ;

And mercy may appear, when leaft expeéted.
OLD WILMOT.

This T have heard a thoufand times repeated,

And have, believing, been as oft deceiv’d.

YOUNG
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YOUNG WILMOT.

Behold in me an inftanceof its truth.
Atfea twice fhipwreck’d, and as oft the prey
Of lawlefs pirates ; by the Arabs thrice
Surpriz’d, and robb’d on fhore: and once reduc’d
To worfe than thefe, the fum of all diftrefs
That the moft wretched feel on this fide hell,
Ev’n flavery itfelf: yet herel ftand,
Except one trouble that will quickly end,
The happieft of mankind.
OLD WILMOT.
A rare example
Of fortune’s caprice ; apter to furprize,
Or entertain, than comfort, or inftruct.
If you wou’d reafon from events, be juft,
And count, whenyou efcap’d, how many perifh’d;
And draw your inf’rence thence.
AGNES,
Alas! who knows,
But we were render’d childlefs by fome ftorm,
In which you, tho’ preferv’d, might beara part.
YOUNG WILMOT,
How has my curiofity betray’d me
Into fuperfluous pain! I faint with fondnefs ;
And fhall, if I ftay longer, rufh upon ’em,
Proclaim myfelf their fon, kifs and embrace ’em
Till their louls, tranfported with the excefs
Of pleafure and furprize, quit their frail manfions,
And leave ’em breathlefs in my longing arms.
By circumftances then and flow degrees,
They muft be lét into a happinefs
Too great for them to bear at once, and live :
That Charlot will perform: Ineed not feign
Toafk an hour forreft. [ 4fdz.] Sir, lintreat
D 4
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‘The favour to retire where; for.a while;
I may repofe myfelf. You will excufe
This freedom, and the trouble that [ give yous:
2 ong fince I have fleptf and nature calls,
OLD WILMOT.
I pray no more : believe we're only troubled,
'That you fhon’d think any excufe were needful.
YOUNG WILMOT.
The weight of thisis fome incumbrance to me
[Takes acafect out of his bofom and givesit to bis
mother. |
And its eontents of value: if you pleafe
To take the charge of it till I awzke,
I fhall not reft the worfe. If I {hou’d fleep
*Till I am afk’d for, as perhaps I may,
I beg that you wou’d wake me.
A'GNES.
Doubt it not :
Diftlratted a5 I am with various woes,
I thall remember that. [Exit.
YOUNG WILMOT.
Mercilefsoricf |
What ravage has it made ! how has it chang’d
: wely form and mind! Tfeel her ahguith,
And dread I know not what from hér defpair.
My father too—Q grant ‘em patience, heaven !
A lictle fonger, a few fhiert hours move,

And all theircares, 'and mine, fhall.end for ever.

Jow near is mifery and joy ally’d!
Nor eye, northought can their extremes divides
A moment’s fpace’is long, and ]ight‘ning {low
To fate defcending toreverie ‘our woe, :
Or biaft ourhopes, ‘and #1l'ovr joys'o'erthroty.
[E;x('uuf.
ACT
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ALC T D
SCENE L

T he Scene continued.
Enter AcNEs alone, aith the Cafket in her band.

w3 7 HO fhou’d this firanger be ?—and then this
y cafket—

He {aysitis of value, and yet truftsit,

As if a trifie, to a ftranger’s hand—

His confidence amazes me—Perhaps

It is not what he fays—I’m firongly tempted

To open i, 2 nd {ee - no, let it reft.

Why fhould my curiofity excite me,

To fearch and pry into th’ affairs of others ;

Who have timploy my thoughts, fomany cares

And forrows of my own ? —With how much eafe

The fpring gives way !—{urprizing ! moft prodi-
gious !

My eyes are dazzled, and my ravifh’d heart :

Leaps atthe gloriousfight —How bright’sthe luftre,

How immenie the worth of ‘thefe fair jewels !

Ay, fuch atreafure woun’d expel for ever

Bafe poverty, and all it’s abject train ;

The mean devices we’re reduc’d to nfe

Tokeep outfamine, and preferve our lives

From day to day; the cold neglet of friendss

The galling fcorn, or more provoking pity

Of an infulting' world — Poffefs’d of thefe,

Plenty, content, and power might take their turn,

And lofty pride bare its afpiring head

At our approach, and once more bend before us.

—A pleafing dream ! —'Tis paft; and now I wake

More wretched by the happinefs I'velolt.

For fure it was a happinefs to think,

Tho®
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Tho’ but for amoment, fuch a treafure mine.
Nay, it was more than thought —Ifaw and touch'd
The bright temptation, and I fee it yet
’T1s here—"tis mine - I have itin pofleflion ——
— Muft [ refign it? muft I give it back ?

Am lin love with mifery and want #—

To rob mylelf and court {ovat a lofs ; —

— Retain icthen But how ? — There is a way —
Why finks my heart? why does my blood run cold]
Why am I thrill’d with horror *—’Tis not choice,
But dire neceflity fuggefts the thought.

Enter OLD WiLMoOT.
_ OLD WILMOT.
The mind contented, with how little pains
The wand'ring fenfes yield to {oft repofe,
And die to gain new life! He’s fall’n aflee
Already——happy man !—What doft thou think,
My Agnes, of our unexpe(ted gueft ?
He feems to me a youth of great humanity :
Jult ere he clos’d his eyes, that fivam in tears,
He wrung my hand, and prefs’d it to his lips ;
And with a look, that pierc’d me to the foul,
Begg’d me to comfort thee : and — doft thou hear met
What art thou gazing on —fie, ’tis not well—
This cafket was deliver’d to you clos’d :
Why have you open’d it? fhou’d this be known,
How mean muft we appear?
AGNES.
And who fhall know it
OLD WILMOT.

There is a kind of pride, a decent dignity
Due to ourfelves ; which, fpite of onr misfortunes,
May be maintain’d, and cherifh’d to the laft.
‘To live without reproach, and without leave

To



di
e

FAT AL  CURIOSITY,

To quit the world, fhews {overeign contempt,
And roble fcorn of its relentlefs malice.
AGNES.
Shews fovereign madnefs and a fcorn of fenfe.
Purfue no farther this detefted theme:
I will not die, Iwill not leave the world
For all that you can urge, until compell’d.
OLD WILMOT.
To chace a thadow, when thefetting fun
Is darting his laft rays, were juit as wife,
As your anxiety for fleeting life,
Now the laft means for its {upport are failing :
Vere famine not as mortal as the {fword,
This warmth mightbeexcus’d—Buttake thy choice:
Die how you will, you fhall notdie alone.
AGNES.
Nor live, I hope.
OLD WILMOT.
There is no fear of that.
AGNES.
Then we’ll live both.
OLD WILMOT.
Strange folly | where’s the means ?
A G N"E*S:
The means are there ; thofe jewels —
OLD WILMOT. :
: Ha!---Take heed :
}"crnaps thou doft but try me; yet takeheed—
There’s nought fo monftrous but the mind of man
El] fome conditions may be brought t’approve ;
T'heft, {acrilege, treafon, and parricide,
When flatt’ring opportunity intic’d,
And
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And dejperation drove, haye beencommitted
By thofe who once won’d ftartto hear them nam'd,
AG N-E S.
‘ And add to thefe detefted fuicide,
| [ Which, by a crime much lefs, we may avoid.
‘ QLD WILMOT.
Th’ inhofpitable murder of our gueft! —
How cou 'dft thou form a thought {o very tempting,
So advanr“cmus, {o fecure and eafy ;
And yet {focruel, and {o full of hmm ?
AGNE
>Tis lefs impiety, lefs againii natare,
To take another’s life, ‘than end our own.
O'L D W I LM OT:
It is no matter, whether this or that
Be, in itfelf, thelefs or greater crime:
Howe’er we may deceive ourfelves or others,
We a& from inclination, mot by rule,
{ Or none could aét amifs---and thatall err,
d None but the confcious hypocrite denies.
O! what is man, hisexcellence and ftrength,
‘When in an hour of trial and defertion;
Reafon, his nobleft power, may be {fuborn’d
To plead thecaufe of vile affaflination !
A GNE 8.
¥You’re too {evere : reafon mayjuftly plead
For her own preférvation.
QLD WILMOT.
Raft contented:s
| Whate'er refiftance I may feem to make,
| I'am betray’d within: my will’s feduc’d,
And my wholefoulinfected, The defire
Of life returns, and brings with it a train
I of
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Of appetites that rage to be fupply’d.
Whoever Rtands to parley with temptation,
Does it to be o’ercome.
AGNES.
Then nought remains,
But the fwifz execution of a deed
That is not to be thought on, or delay’d.
We muft difpatch him {leeping : fhot’d he wake,
"Twere madnefs to attempt it
OLD WILMDOT.
True, his ftrength
Single is more, much more than ours united 3
So may his life, perhaps, as far exceed
Ours in duration, fhou'd he ’fcape this fnare.
Gen’rous, unhappyman! O! what con’d move thea
To put thy life and fortune in the hands
Of wretches mad with anguifh!
AGNES. A
By what means ?
By ftabbing, fuffocation, or by firangling
Shall we effet hisdeath ? -
OLD WILMOT.
Why, what a fiend ! —
How cruel, how remorfelefs and impatient
Have pride, and poverty made thee ?
AGNES,
2 : - Barbarous mdn?
Vhofe wafteful riots ruin’d our eftate,
And drove our fon, ere the firft down had {pread
His rofy cheeks {pite'of my fad prefages,
Earheft inteaties, agoniesand tears,
To feek his bread *mongft firangers, and to perifh
En {fome remote, inhofpitable’land =
Thelovelieft youth, in perfon and in mind,

That
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That ever crown’d a groaning mother’s pains!
Waere was thy pity, where thy patience then ?
Thou cruel hufband ! thou unnat’ral father !
Thou moft remorfelefs, moft ungrateful man,
To wafte my fortune, rob me of my fon;
To drive me to defpair, and then reproach me
For being what thou’ft made me.
OLD WILMOT.

Dry thy tears :
Tought not to reproach thee. T confefs
That thon haft faffer’d much: {0 have we both.
But chide no more: I'm wrought up to thy pur-

pofe.

The poor, ill-fated, unfufpeding victim,
Ere he reclin’d him on the fatal couch,
From which he’s ne’er to rife, took off the fath,
And coftly dagger that thou faw’ft him wear ;
And thus, unthinking, furnifh’d uswich arms
Againft himfelf. Which fhall I ufe ?

AGNES.

The fafh,
If you make ufe of that T can affift.
OLD WILMOT.
No—tis a dreadful office, and I’ll fpare
Thy trembling hands the guilt—fteal to-the door
And bring me word if he be fill afleep.
FErz’f Acnes.
OrI’m deceiv'd, orhe pronounc’d himfelf
The happieft of mankind. Deluded wretch!
Thy thoughts are perithing, thy youthful joys,
Touch’d by the icy hand of grifly death,
Are withering in their bloom—but thought extin-
uifht,
He’ll never know the lofs, nor feel the bitter

3 Pangs




FATAL CURIOSITY. 47

Pangs of difappointment - then I was wrong
In counting him a wretch: to die well pleas’d,
Is all the happieft of mankind can hope tor.
To be a wretch, isto firvive the lofs

Of every joy, and even hope itfelf,

As I have done — why do I mourn him then?
For; by the anguifh of my tortur’d foul,

He’s to be envy’d, if compar’d with me.

Enter AcnEs with Younc WiLmMot’s daggers

AGNES.
The firanger {leeps at prefent 3 but {o- reftiefs
His flumbers feem, they can’t continue long.
Come, come, difpatch — Here vefecur’d his dagger.
OLD WILMOT.
O Agnes ! Agnes! if there be a hell
"Tis ft we fhou’d expedt it.
[Goes to take the dagger but lets it fall.
AGNES.
Nay, for (hame,
Shake off this panick, and be more yourfelf.
Y OLD WILMOT.
What’s to be done ? on what had we determin’d 2
AGNES.
You're quite difmay’d. I’ll do the deed myfelf.
[Takes up the dagger.
OLD WILMOT.
Give me the fatal fteel
Tis but a fingle murther,
Neceflity, impatience and defpair,
The three wide mouths of that true Cerberus,
Grim poverty, demands—They thall be ftopp’d.
Ambition, perfecution, and reyenge
Devour
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Devour their millions daily : and fhall I —

But follow me, and fee how little caufe

You had to think there was the leaft remains

| Of manhood, pity, mercy, or remor(e

Left in this favage breaft. = [Going the Wrong wway,

A G N:E S, ,
Where do you go?

The fireet is that way.
OLD WILMOT.
True! I had forgot.
AGNES..
fi Quite, quite confourded.
OLD WILMOT.
Well, I recover.
=———1I fhall find the way. [Exits
AGNES.
O foftly ! {foftly!
The leaft noife undoes us.— Still T fear him -
— No—now he feems determin’d—O ! that paufe,
That cowardly paufe ! — his refolution fails—-
*Tis wilely done to lift your eyes to heaven ;
When did you pray before ? 1 have no patience—
How he' furveys him ! what a look was there !—
How full of anguith, pity and remorfe ! —
q Hell never do it—Strike, or give it o’er
— No, he recovers — but that trem biing arm
May mifsits aim ; and if he fails, we’re loft—
’Tis done—O ! no; helives, he ftrugeles yet.
YOUNG WILMOT.
g O ! father! father! [ 7% another Room
AGNES.
‘ Quick, repeat the blow.
What pow’r fhall I invoke to aid thee, \-’V’ilmet\!‘
soatet
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—Yet hold thyhan d---inconftant,wretched woman!
What doth my heart recoil, and bleed with him
‘Whofe murder was contriv’d---O Wilmot! Wilmot!
Enter Cuarror, Mar1a, EusTacE, RanpaL
and others.
v CHARLOT.
What firange neglect! the doors are all unbarr’d,
And not a living creature to be feen.
Enter WiLmoT and AgnEs,
CHARLOT.
Sir, we aré come to give and to receive
A thoufand greetings— Ha ! what can this mean ?
Why do you look with fuch amazementon us ?
Are thefeyour tranfports for your fon’s return ?—
‘Where is my Wilmot ? has he not been here?
Wou’d he defer your happinefs {o long,
Or cow’d a habit {o difguife your fon,
That you refus’d to ownhim ?
B AGNE S.
Heard you that ?
What prodigy of horror is difclofing,
To render murder venial !
OLD WILMOT.
Prithee, peace:
The miferable damn’d fufpend their howling,
And the fwift orbs are fixt in deep attention.
Younc WiLmor groans.
Oh! Oh! Oh!
ly EUSTACE.
Sure that deep groan came from the inner room.

RANDA L,
Itdid ; and feem’d the voice of one expiring.
t Merciful heaven ! where will thefe terrors end ?
Vou. IL E That
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That is the dagger my young mafter wore ;
And fee, his father’s hands are ftain’d with blood.
[Younc WiLmor groans again,
EUSTACE.
Another groan! why do we ftand to gaze
On thefe dumb phantoms of defpair and horror ?
Let us fearch farther : Randal, thew the way.
CIH*A R QYT
This is the third time thofe fantaftick forms
Have forc’d themfelves upon my mental eyes,
And {leeping gave me moie than waking pains.
O you eternal pow’rs ! if all your mercy
'T'o wretched mortals be not quite extinguifh’d,
And terrors only guard your awful thrones,
Remove this dreadful vifion—let me wake,
Or {leep thefleep of death.
[Exeunt Cuar., Marta, Eust. Raxpar, &e,
OLD WILMOT.
Sleep thofe who may;
I know my lot is endlefs perturbation,
AGNES:
Let life forfake the earth, andlight the fun,
And death and darknefs bury in oblivion
Mankind and all their deeds, that no pofterity
May ever rife to hear our horrid tale,
Or view the grave of fuch detefted parricides,
OLD WILMOT.
Curfes and depredations are in vain:
The fun will fhine and all things have their courfe,
When we, -the curfe and burthen of the earth,
Shall be abforb’d, and mingled with its duft,
Our guilt and defolation muft be told, |
From age to age, toteach defponding mortals,
= How
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4
How far beyond the reach of human thought
Heaven, when incens’d, can punith—die thou firft,

[Stabs Acwrs.
I dare not truft thy weaknefs,
AGNES.,
Ever kind,

But moft in this,

OLD WILMOT,
I will not long furvive thee,
AGNES,

Donot accufe thy erring mother, Wilmot !
With too much rigour when we meet above,
Riversof tears, and ages {pent in howling
Cou’d ne’er exprefs the anguifh of my heart.
To give thee life for life, and blood for blood,
Is notenough. Had I ten thoufand lives,
Td give them all to fpeak my penitence
Deep and fincere, and equal to my crime. [Dies.

Enter Cuarvor g by Mart1A, and Rawpar;
Evsrace, and the reff,
CHARLO ITe
Welcome, defpair! " I’]] never hope again—-
Why have you fore’d me from my Wilmot’s fide ?
Let me Teturn—unhand me—let me die.
Patience, that til1 this moment ne’er forfook me,
Has took her flight ; and my abandon’d mind,
Rebellious to 4 ot void of mercy
And fo unexpeéted, rages to madnefs,
=0 thou! who know’ft our frame, who know’ft
thefe woes

Are more thap human fortitude can bear,

O! take me, take me hence, ereT relapfe:

f!nd_indiih-a&ion, with unhallow’d tongue,

Again arraign your mercy, ['Fuim.r.
1 2

2 Evustace.
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EUSTACE,
Unhappy maid! this firange event my ftrength
Can f{carce fupport; no wonder thine fhon’d fail.
—How fhall I vent my grief! O Wilmot! Wilmot!
Thou trueft lover, and thou beft of friends,
Are thefe the fruits of all thy anxious cares
For thy ungrateful parents #—cruel fiends
To ufe theethus!- To recompence with death
Thy moft unequall’d duty and affe@tion.
OLD WILMOT.
‘What whining fool art thou, who wou’d’ft ufurp
My fovereign right of grief? was hethy fon ? A
Say! canft thou fhew thy handsreeking withblood,
That flow’d, thro’ purer channels, from thy loins?
EUSTACE.
Forbid it heaven! that I fhow’d know fuch guilt:
Yet his fad fatedemands commiferation.
OLD WILMOT.
Compute the fands that bound the fpacious ocean,
And fwell their number with a fingle grain ;
Increafe the noife of thunder with thy voice;
Or when the raging wind lays nature wafte,
Aflift the tempeft with thy feeble breath ;
Add water to the fea, and fire toEtna ;
But name not thy faint forrow with the anguifh-
Of a curft wretch who only hopes for this
[Stabbing himfelf.
T'o change the fcene, but notrelieve his pain.
RANDAL.
A dreadful inftance of the laft remorfe!
May all your woes end here.
OLD WILMOT.
O would they end
A thounfand ages hence, Ithen fhou’d fuffer
4 Mach
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Much lefs than Ideferve. Yet let me fay,

You’ll do butjultice, to informthe world,

This horrid deed, that punifhes itfelf,

Was notintended as he was our fon ;

For that we knew not, ’till it was too late,

Proud and impatient under our afflictions,

While heaven was labouring to make us happy,
We brought this dreadful ruin on ourfelves.
Mankind may learn—but—oh !|— [Dies.

RANDAL.

The moft will not :
Let us atleaft be wifer, nor complain
Of heaven’s myfterious ways, and awful reigns:
By our bold cenfures we invade his throne
Who made mankind, and governs but his own:
Tho’ youthful Wilmot’s fun be {fetere noon,
The ripe in virtue never die too foon. [Exeunt.

THE END.
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RIGHT HONOURABLE

The Countess of FHERTFORD.

MADAM,

ERMIT me to hope that you will
| pardon the honeft ambition which
has encouraged me to feek a proper pa-
tronefs for Marina in your ladylhip;
whofe real charater gives countenance to
the imaginary one, and whofe conftant
practice is a living example of that fteady
virtue, and exalted piety, which the au-.
thor of the old play from whence this is
taken, has happily defcribed in his Prin-

cefs of Tyre.

Confcious
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Confcious of no mean views, and fe-
cured by the univerfal acknowledgement
of your merit from the imputation of flat-
tery, I approach your ladyfhip, though
a ftranger, and without any previous ap-
plication, with the lefs diffidence: If this
Play fthould appear on perufal to be de-
figned to promote fomething better than
meer amufement, that will effectually re-
commend it to the favour of the Countefs
of Hertford.

To place merit in the gifts of fortune,
and happinefs in what an hour may, and
a few years certainly will bring to an end,
is the folly and mifery of too many who
are replted wile and great. To be truly
fo is with your ladyfip to regard the
fineft underftanding, the moft fruitful in-
vention, the happieft elocution, talents
far f{upérior to wealth dnd dignity, butds
they fubferve the intereft of truth and vir-
tue, and rendér thie poffeffors of them, ih
the midft of affluence, moderate even ih
the ufe of lawful pleafures, humble in the
moft
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moft exalted ftations, and capable of liv-
ing above the world, even in the poflef-
fion of all it can beftow, I am afraid
and unwilling to offend, But as univer=
{al benevolence is the perfetion of virtue;
your ladyfhip muft {fuffer your own to be
{poken of, however painful it may be to
you, that others may not want a pattern
for their encouragement or reprehenfion,
as they fhall improve or neglect it. A
truly great mind difcovers itfelf by no-
thing more than by a: benign and well
placed condefcenfion ; of which your
ladyfhip’s known efteem for the late ex-
cellent Mrs. Rowe, is a noble inftance,
and an undoubted proof, amonglt many
others which you daily give, of the good-
nefs of your heartand underftanding, and
cannot be mentioned but ro your honour,

I can affirm, and I hope I thall be
thought fincere, that what I have faid
doth not proceed from cuftom as a dedi-
cator, but from a mind fully convinced
of its truth in every circumftance, and a
heart
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heart touched with a chara&er fo very
amijable,

That you may long live an ornament *
and a fupport of thofe excellent princi-
ples which you profefs and .practice, and
that your influence and example may do all
the good that you yourfelf can wifh, is
the earneft defire of,

Your Ladyfhip’s

Moft obedient

Humble fervant,

GEORGE LILLO.
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HAR D is the taft, in this difcerning age,
T find new Jubjects that will bear the fage ;
And bold our bards, 1heir low barfb ffrainsito bring
Where Avtn's fwan has long been heardto fing s
Bleft parent of our fcene ! awbofe matehlefs wit,
Tha’ yearly reap’d, isour beft harweft yet.
Well may that genius every heart command,
Who dreww all nature awith ber own [frong hand ;
As warious, as barmonious, fair and greats
With the fame vigour and immortal beat,
Asthea’ each element and form fbe fhines : [Zinese
We wiew beav’ns band-maid in ber Shakefpearc’s
Though fome mean feenes, injuriousto bis fame,
Hawe long ufurp’d the bonour of his nanes
To glean and clear from chaff bisleaft remains,
Is juft to him, and richly avorth our pains.
We dare not charge the whole unequal play
of Pericles on him ; yet let us jay,
As gold though mix’d with bafer maiter fhines,
8o do bis bright inimitable lines.
Throughout thofe rude aild feenes diftingus b'd frand,
And fbew be touch’d them with no [paring hand.
With humour mix’ din your foré-fathers avay,
We'we to a fingle tale reduc’d our play.
Charming Marina’s avrongs begin the fcene;
Pericles finding her avith bis loft queen,
Concludes the pleafing tafe. Shou'd as the foul,
The fire of Shakefpeare animatethe whole,
Show’d heights, akich none but be cow’d reach, appears
To little errors do not prove fevere.
If ahen in pain for the event, Jfurprize
ﬂitrz’_/_}:npmbcricjayﬂ:aﬂ’dﬁﬂycm' £yes
Do not repine that fo you crown an art,
Which giwes fuch javeet emotions to the heart 3
Whofe pleafures, fo exalted in their kind,
Do, as they charm the fenfe, improve the mind.
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ACIEE S NET

A Growe, with a Profped of a calm Sea, ncar the
City of Tharfus.

PHILOTEN anxp LEONINE.
QUEEN.
HY oath remember, thou ’unﬁﬁunrntﬁ do i
*T'is but a blow which never thall be known.
Kind nature hath been bounteous to thy youth ;
Thy graceful puinn, language and addrefs,
Are Jlmnﬁ peerlefs, and th fteril fortune
QOur favour fhall i improve. But let not conf
Which none who hope to rife in courts reg
Difarm your hand; nor her bw.m_lmr' L}ﬂs
Inflame your amorous bofom.
LEONINE.
I'have promis’d,
Andwill perform. - ¥et fhe’s a goodly creature,
QU EE N.
The fitter for the gods.—I, while fhe lives,
Amnot aqueen. "T'his poor, this friendlefs daughter
Of Peri dls, the thLLhCl prince of - Tyre,
Whom my fond parents from compdﬂz\-u folter’d,
f'i mmc belov’d, more reverenc’d in Tharfus
hanT their fov’reign. And when foreign princes,
Druwn by, the fame of my high rank and beauty,
As fu?tors, throng my court; let her appea
Such s the force of her d(_tcitui cll.un.s)
And Iam ftraight neglected ; and their vows

And
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And adorations all transferr’d to her., ‘
Here the comes, weeping for my mother’s death :
She had good caufe to love her. Letnot pity,
Which women have caft off; defeat your purpofe;
There’s nothing thou canft do, live e’er fo long,
Shall yield thee fo much profit.

LEONINE.

I'm determin’d.

Enter Mar1Na awith a Wreath of Floaers,
MARIN A.
No : Iwill rob gay Tellus of her weed,
To ftrew thy grave with flowers. ‘The yellows,blues,
The purple violets and marygolds
Shall, as a carpet, hang upon thy tomb,
While {ummer days do laft. Ah me, poor maid !
Born in a tempeft when my motherdy’d,
And now I mourn a fecond mother’s lofs.
This world, to me, islikea lafting ftorm,
Thatfwallows, piece by piece,themerchant’swealth,
And in the end himfelf.
QUEEN,
Why, {weet Marina,
Will you confume your youth in fruitlefs grief,
And choofe todwell >midft tombs and dreary gravesi
You harm yourfelf, and profit not the dead.
Giveme that wreath, who have moft caufe to mourn,
And let your heart take comfort. I will leave you
T'o the {weet converfation of this lord,
‘Who has the art of diflipating fadnefs.
MARIN A.
Pray, let me notbereave you of his fervice:
I choofe to be alone.

QUEEN.
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QU E EN.
You know I love you
With more than foreign heart, and will not fee
The beauty marr’d thatfame reports fo perfet.
Shou’d your good father come at length to feek you,
And find his hopes, and all report fo blafted,
He may repent the breadth of his great voyage,
And blame our want of care.
MARIN A.
Youmay command,
But Thave no defire to tarry here,
QU E E N.
Once more be chearful, and preferve that form
That wins from all competitors the hearts
Of young and old. ’I'is no new thing for me
To walk alone, while you are well attended.
MARIN A.
I hope you’re not offended.
QU EEN.
Nothing lefs.
Farewell, fweetlady. Sir, you will remember---
LEONINE.
Fear not, the ne’er fhall vex your quiet mare.
[Exit QUEEN.
MARIN A,
I know no caufe, yet'think the gentle queen
Went hence in fome difpleafure. Is fhe well ?
What are your thoughts?
LEONINE.
That fhe’s nor well nor gentle,
MARIN A,
I'mforry for’t. Is the wind wefterly ?

Yor. II. F

LEONINE,




L EEO'NI'NE.
South-weft.
MARIN A.
When I was born the wind was north.
LEONINE.
The wind was north you fay. Ifhould not hear her,
Left Irelent. The queen’s enamour’d of me.
She prais’d myblooming youth,and good proportion:
And fhall I lofe a crown for foolifth pity ?
MARIN A.
My father, asLychorida hath told me,
(My nurfe that’s dead) did never fear; but then,
Galling his kingly hands with haling ropes,
And chearing the faint failors with his voice,
Endur’d afea, thatalmoft burft the deck.
LEONINE.
And when was this ?
MARIN A.
I faid when I was born.
Never were waves nor winds more violent.
This tempeft, andmy birth, kill’d my poor mother,
I was preferv’d, and left an infant here.
Now do you think I e’er fhall fee my father ?
LEONINE.
Never. Come, fay your prayers.
MARIN A.
What do you mean !

LEONINE,

If you require a little fpace for pray’r,
That Pl allow you; pray, be not tedious:
The gods are quick of ear and I'm in hafte.

& MARIN A,



MARINA.,

Why will you kill me, fir ?
LEONINE.,

'T” obey the queen.

MARIN A.

Why will the havemekill’d ? I never wrong’d her.

In all mylife I never {fpake bad word,

Nor did 1ll turn to any living creature :

By chance I once trod on a fimple worm,

ButI wept forit. How have I offended 2
LEONINE.

P’m not to reafon of the deed, butdo it.

M ARIN A,
You will not do’t for all the world, I hope.
You are well favour’d, and your looks befpeak
A very gentle heart. I {faw you lately,
When you caught hurtin parting two that fought:
Good footh, it fhew’d well in you : do {fo now:
If the queen fecks my life, come you between,
And fave poor me the weaker.
LEONINE,
Ihave {worn,
And will difpatch.
MARINA.
Yet hear me {peak once more.
[Kneeling.
O donotkill me, though I know no caufe
Why I fhould wifh to live who ne’er knew joy,
Or fear to die who ever fear’d the gods 3
But ftis, perhaps, the property of youth
To doatonits new being, and depend,
Howe'er depreft, on pleafures in reverfion.
Youare but young yourfelf : then, as you hope
F 2 To




To prove the fancy’d blifs of years to come,
Spare me, O {pareme now,
LEONINE.,
_ You plead in vain,
Commit your foul to heaven.
MARINA.
Can you fpeak thus!
O can you have compaflion for my foul;
Yet, at the inftant, by a cruel deed,
That heaven and earth mufthate, deftroy your own?
Enter PIRATE, and interpofes.
FIRST PTRATE.
Hold, villain, Fear not, fair one, I’ll defend thee.
LEONINE.
Slave !‘how dothher defence belong to you ?
Who, and what are you?
FIRST PIRATE.
A man, fool. Alexander the great was no more:
You are a poltron, a coward, and 2 rafcal, to dray
cold iron on a woman.
LEONINE.

I want not courage, bafe intruding villain,

To {courge thy infolence. [Fight
MARIN A,

You gracious gods !
Mult T behold, and be the caufe of murder ?

Enter fecond, and then third PIRATE,
SEC:OND PITRATE.
A prizel A prize!
THIRD PIR ATE.
Half part, mate, half part.
FIRST
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LB S.TA P LR AVTE,

What, are they quarrelling about my booty ?
Hold, fir. :

63

LEONINE.
With all my heart.
If youincreafe {o faft, ’tis time to fly.
I know them now for pirates. [£xit LEoNINE.
FIRST PILRATE,
Hands off. I found her firft.
‘ SECOND PIRATE.
That’s no claim amongft us.
THIRD PIRATE.
No, none at all. Every man is to have his fhare
of allthe prizes we take.
FIRST BPILRATE,
Nay, if you come to that, fhe belongs to the
whole fhip’s company.
SECOND PIRATE.

Who denies that? ButI will not quit my pazt
in her to the captain himfelf: fink meif I do.

T-HTRDEZP T RAATTES
Nor I, by Neptune.
FIRST PIRATE.
This is no place to difpute in. We fhall have

the city rife upon us: therefore we muft have her
ahoard fuddenly.

OMNE S,

Ay ; bear a hand, bear a hand.
FIRST PIRATE,

Come, fweet lady.

| el SeconD
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SECOND PIRATE.
None fhall hurt you.

THIReD-P LR-A T Eo

We'll lofe our lives before we’ll fee you wrong’d.
MARINA.

You facred powers | who rule the rudeft hearts,
Prote me whilft among thefe lawlefs men
From loath’d pollution, violence and fhame ;
And bold blafphemers, who fhall hear the wonder,
Shall own you are, and juft.

FIRST PIRATE. .

A rare prize, if a man cou’d have her to himfelf,
A pox of allill-fortune, fay L. + [Exeunt,
Re-enter LEONINE.

LEONINE.

Thefe pirates ferve the daring ruffian Valdes.

A defperate crew they are. ‘There is no fear
Marina will return. ~ They’ll, doubtlefs, havg
Their pleafure of her firft; and then, perhaps,
According to a cuftom long us’d by ’em,

Sell her where fhe will ne’er be heard of more 3
o Then I may take the merit of her death,

o And claim the whole reward. It fhall be fo.
T’l1 fwear to the fond queen, I havedifpatch’d
And thrown her in the fea.—A rare device !
Thefe rogues have fav’d me from a hellifh deed,
And a fair wind attend them.  [Exit LEONINE,
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SCENE IL
A Houfe in Ephefus.
BAWD axp BOLT.

BAWD.

Sad times, Bolt.

BOLT.

Ay, very fad times, miftrefs.

B AWD.

This new order, fo much talk’d of, for fuppref-
fing publick lewdnefs, will be the ruin of us. All
our bufinefs will fall into private hands. I muft
fhutup my-doors, I muft quit my houfe, unlefs we
can find fome way to evade it.

BOLT.

Whip bawds and pandars! fine doings! rare
magiftrates ! Let em whip their own lubberly fons
and dough-bak’d daughters for their idlenefs, and
not punith people for their induftry and fervice to
the publick.

B AWD.

Nay, nay, if they will turn iniquity out of the
high-ways, they muft expeét to find it in their fa-
milies. Let them keep their wives and daughters
honeft if they can. The neceflities of gentlemen
muft be fupply’d,

BOLT.

There are abundance of foreign merchants, and
travellers here in Ephefus, that us’d to be our cuf-
tomers.,

B AWD.

And old bachelors.

F 4
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BOLT,
And younger brothers.
BAWD.
And difconfolate widowers.
B.OL T.
And hufbands that have old wives.
B.A W D.

And philofophers, lawyers, and foldiers that

have none at all ; and all thefe muft be ferv’d.
B OL T.

And will, while women are to be had for money,

love, or importunity.
BAWD,

Ay, let the citizens; who fpirited up this pro-
fecution againft our ufeful vocation, think of the
confequence, and tremble.

BOLT,

Yet, after all, thefe threats may come to nothing,
You have weather’d many fuch a ftorm, Mother
Coupler.

B AWD.

Ay, Bolt, I have had my ups and my downs—
no woman more— but I will not be difcourag’d, I
will not negleét bufinefs for a rumour neither.
The mart will fill the town, and we arebut meanly
furnifh’d.

BOLT.

Never worfe. Thiee poor wenches are all our

ftore, and they can do no more thanthey can.
B AWD.
Thou fay’ft true. And thofe {o ftale, fo {unk,

and fo difeas’d, that a ftrong wind'would blow ’cni
al
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all to pieccs. I muft have others, whatever they

coft me.
BOLT.

Shall I fearch the flave market ?

B AWD.

Thofe we buy there are mois fly half worn out
before we have them. There was the little Tran-
flvanian you bought Ia aft, did mot h" above three
months, and never bmu"ht in half the money fhe
coft.

130 G b

Ay, fhe was qmd‘.lv made meat for worms.
Buttl ere are loffes in all trades, and ours not being
honeft—

B AWD.

I pray, what trades are honeft

Marry come up ;

a5 they are us’d f we are no wort {e than others.
Y
Enter VALDES, andother PIRATES, awith MIARINA,
Vo oh A DS,
Where's Mother Coupler ? where are you, bawd?
i
B AWD.

Wh), how now, foifter & hownow, captain thief?
aze to thy own watural mo-

ufe your tarpaulin lang
ther; do, brawn and briftle, da, ironface.
VALDES,
Let any one be judge, \”mlhm my chin, fome-

what black and rough I muft confels, or thine,

that’s cover’d with glL." down, like a goofe’s rump,
e the more comely. Thy th' is a mentento mori
for thy own fex, and to ours an antidote againft
the fin you live by. But, {ee what we have bmught
you: he;c sa pmagon.

4 BorT.
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Bovt (afideiothe Bawd.)

Mark the colour of herhair, complexion, fhape
and age.

B AWD.

I have noted them all. When nature form'd
this piece, fhe meant me a good turn,

VALDES.

Here’s that will repair your decay’d arras, and

fet you up for a bawd of condition.
B AWD.

I was juft faying, what ftale, worn out creatures
are daily brought to market; and thofe who buy
of pirates, muft expett as bad, or worfe : and then
Ihave choice enough, and thofe not blown on.

VALDES.

Nay, nay, ufe your pleafure : you have the firf
proffer of her. - If fhe’s not for your turn, there's
no harm done : fhe’s any one’s money.

BAWD.

Youdon’t confider the dulnefs of the times,  If
men were as they have been—

; VALDE S,

A virgin too.

BAWD.

A likely matter, coming from the hands of fuch
a lawlefs crew !

YALDES.

You are deceived. We have laws amongft our-
felves, or I would not have parted with her. How-

‘ever we are diftinguifh’d by titles and office, each

man hath a right to his proportion  of every prize
we take ; which all claiming on the fight of her
and
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and refufing to compound with, or give place to
any other, there enfued fuch jealouiy, fuch fury
and contention, that we were obliged, by common
confent, to leave her untouch’d, and difpofe of
her, as foon as poffible, to prevent the cutting of
one another’s throats.
BAWD.
Well, what’s your price ?
VALDES.
What do you mean ready rigg’d ? fhe has excel-
Jent cloaths you fee.
B AWD.
If I deal for her, I take her altogether.
VALDES«
I won’t bate one doit of a thoufand pieces.
BAWD.
What fhall I giveyou foryour confcience, Valdes?
VvVALDES.
Your honefty, Mother Coupler : we won’t differ
for a trifle.
B AW D.
Five hundred pieces, fir.
VALDES.
Four times told, Madam.
B AW D.
Why, what the devil! you {aid but a thoufand
¢’en now.
VALDES.
I thought you cou’dn’t hear but by halves, and
was willing to come up to your underftanding.

BOLT.
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BOLT.
You’ll ftand hageling till you lofe her.
VYVALDES.
Look you, T am at a word. But for the reafoy
Tjuft now fpoke of you fhou’d not have had her
for twice the fum.

76

BAWD.

Follow me, and you fhall have your money,

Bolt, take care of my purchafe.
B-OLTES
Never fear, miftrefs, never fear.
[Exeunt Varpes, Bawp and PIRATES,
MARIN A.
Immortal gods! to what am I referv’d ?
BOLT.

Come hither, child. ¥You are but young, and
may want fome infiructions. Tho’ fhe who has
bought you, your miftrefs and mine, knowsas
much as a woman can know; yet there’s nothing
like a man to teach you the practical part of bufi-
nefs, take my word for it. :

MARIN A,

What are you, fir?

BiO LT

A middle aged perfon, as you fee; and in per-
fett health, thatyou may depend upon,

MARINA,
Is your mind found?
BOLT,

She’s mighty fimple. ay, as found as

She’s mighty fimple. Ay, ay, as found as my
bady.

MARINA
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MARINA.
The gods preferve it fo. Yet you talk ftrangely.
BOLT.

I thank you heartily for your good wifhes. Nay,
1 am the principal perfon in this family, afrer our
miftrefs : it may be well worth your while to make
a friend of me.

MARIN A,

I know not, but I’m {ure I want a friend.

Iamof maids moft wretched.,
BOLT,

Pl quickly eafe youof the wretchednefs of be-
ing a maid. Yet youmutt pafs for one, and often.
MARIN A.

I underftand you not.

BOLT.

Such things are common here. But of that and
other needful arts in our profefion, my miftrefs
will inform you. [Lays-bold of ber.

MARINA.

Why do you rudely lay your hands upon me?

I am not to be touch’d.
B-O'L T,

Not to be-touch’d! Ha, ha, in trcth a pretty
jefty and will do rarely with fome young gulls. To
feem'moft fearful when you are moit willing, and
weep as you'do mow, will move the pity of your
inamoratos, and firain their purfes to fhower down
gold upon you. Your ftriving will not fave you:
this s no place for fqueamifh medefty : we live by
lewdnefs here, and you were brought to carry on
the trade.

MARINA.




MARIN A,
Hence, thou detefted flave! thou fhamelefs villain!
: [ Breaking from bim,
Enter BAwWD.
You powers that favour chaftity, defend me.
B AWD.

Why how now ? what’s the matter here? what

have you been doing with her ?
BOLT.

Nothing, miftrefs, and I am afraid there 1s no-
thing to be done with her.  She fights like a fhe-
tiger.

BAWD.
Out, yourafcal. Is this a morfel for your chaps?
BOLT.

Why not ¢ do you think I’ll ferve up a delicate

dith without tafting it ?
BAWD.

In your turn, firrah, in your turn. Let your

betters be ferv’d before you.
BOLT.

Ay, but abit of the {pit, you know—

B AWD.

About your bufinefs, and let gentlemen know
how we are provided for their entertainment, [ Exit
Bolt.] Don’t cry, pretty one: he fhall be made to
know his diftance and his time. While you behave
difcreetly, child, you fhall be referv’d for the bet-
ter fort of men only. You are fallen into good
hands, depend upon it.

MARINA
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MARINA.
O why was Leonine fo flack, fo{low!
Wou’d he had us’d his fword, and not his tengue!
Or that the pirates, not enough barbarians,
Had thrown me in the fea to {eck my mother.
BAWD.

Come, come, my rofe bud, my fprig of jeflamin,
you are all beauty and fweetnefs—you have no
caufe to gricve—hcaven has doneits part by you.

MARINA.
I accufe not heaven.
BAWD.

Here you may live, and thall.

MARIN A.

The more’s my grief
Thave fcap’d his hands, who won’d have given me

death.
B.A W D.
And live with pleafure.
MARIN A.
No.
B AWD.
You fhall not want variety : you fhall have men,
and men of all complexions.,
MARIN A.
Are you a woman?
B AWD.
A woman! pray, what do you take me for, ma-
dam # I have been thought awoman, and an hand-
{fome woman in my time. ; ;

MARINA.
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MARIN A. |
Of this I’'m fure, you are not whatyoun fhou’d bey|
A syoman fhou’d be honeit.
BAWD.

M

O the devil $

: MARIN A,

And modeft, and religious.

B AW D,

You’re a fapling to talk fo to one of my experi
ence. Honeft, modeft, and religious, with a po
toyou! I’llmake you know, before T've done'with
vou, that I won’t have any fuchthing mentionedin
my houfe.

MARIN A,

The gracious gods defend me !

B AWD.

What, do you offer to fay your prayers in mj
hearing! 1s this a place to pray in? don’t provoke
me, don’t. I find I fhall have {fomething to' &
with you. But you-fhall bend or break, I can tll
you that for your comfort.

Eunter BovrrT.
BOLT.
Miftrefs, here’s the lean French knight, he tha
cowers in the hams, andthe fat:German count.
B AWD.

In good time. Here, take this ftubborn fool
and carry her to them.

BOLT.
To whichof them?
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B AW D. 4| |
n To him t lC i oft firlt, and to the ff i
other .'\.,‘tum rds ne a round {um, -but i |
don’t refufe .n‘mr:\_ - IILI bl hes muft be quench’d Al '|
\3-‘5[@ prefent : fhe 15 good for nothing as p i
fhe is. § il
M A R IN-A.
Diana, aid my purpofe. |
. BOLT. it i
a . Come your ways. What have we to do with fid e ‘
th Diana ? il
in B A WD. gl i
Ay, troop, follow your leader. We’ll teach ‘ il
you honefty, modelty, and religion with a ven- ' ‘!
geance. o . ‘i
MARIN A. it
i If fire behot, fteel fharp, or waters dct’p f T"
e Unftain’d I ftill my virgin fame will | keep. I
fo [ Exeunt.
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| SCENE L
e dn Apartment adjoining to a Temple at the Court of
1 | T barfus.

QUEEN axp LEONINE.

LEONINE.
O bury kneaded earth for dead Marina
Was a moft quaint device. The cheated
Tharfians
Pierc’d heaven with their howlings ; but fufpicion,
As if death clos’d her bufy prying eyes
‘When the fair Tyrian died, {ill lumbers on.
The monument of Parian marble wrought,
And epitaphin chara&ters of gold,
‘Were my contrivance too, and now are finifh’d.
I have doneall that your refentment afl’d,
And well fecur’d your fafety and your fame:
| *Tis more than time you liften’d to my {fuit.
! QUEEN.
i Can nothing but my perfon and my crown
! Reward your fervice ?
# LEONINE.
: I deferve them both.
QUEEN.
Were I fole miftrefs of the {pacious world,
I’d give it all this murther were undone.
i ' "The very wrens of Tharfus will betray it
il To Pericles, whonow, comes to demand her.
LEONIN E.
That’s only inmy power : give me your promife
"To be my bride, and feal my lips forever.
QUEELN
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QUE E N, 3 b
What! wed a murtherer! | !
LEONINE. ithiie
Wio made me {o? it ¢
Rc{blve in time ere ruin overtake you,
O’ertake us both. Your flatt’ries drew me in,
You taught me to be bloody and-ambitious, ;
And I will now partake your throne, or perifh--» |11 |
Butnot alone. You know how papn]al e :
The injur’d prince of Tyre isherein Tharfus. &
This city, now the feat of wealth and plenty,
Whofe towersinvade the clouds,which never {tranger
Beheld but wonder’d at, asall acknowledge,
Had but for Pericles-been defolate,
Forfaken, or the grave of its inhabitants,
A den for bats to build and wolves to howl in.
How many thonfands, living now, remember,
When, ‘.mlﬂnmr with hungu, prince and people
Sat dowu and wept for bread; when tender mothers
Fed on their new bm-n babes, and man and wife
Drew lots who firft fhou’d die and furnifh¥food
Tolengthen outthe life of the furvivor.
This our diftrefs brought Pericles from Tyre ;
‘Who, bravely fcorning to improve th’ advantage,
And make a conqueft of a proftrate land,
Did with a lib’ral hand {upply our wants,
And turn our dying groans to fongs of joy.
For this the Tharfians love him as a father, I |
And as a God adore him. iz g edtabint

QUEE N. [l
Beit fo: |
I'm f1l] their queen, and hold ’em in {ubje&ion,
LEONINE.
Yes, while they pleafe: as we have feen a lion

Held with a thread, until fome accident, |
(522 Or
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O: his rafh keeper’s fr*ll), rous’d his fury.,
They’ve fome regard for the good line you came of,
And vet are abc]LLJs hardly held from outrage
So hateful have the pride and other vices,
Notorious in you, made you to the million.
But fhou’d they hear, or have theleaft fufpicion
Of your foul ucahmr\\ ith the much lov’d daughter
Of royal Pericles, like flames let loofe,
They’ d in'an mi int make this l"fn dome
Your fun’ral pile, and give the winds your afhes:
Or having torn you in ten thoufand pvcr'f
With honeft fcorn, caft out your loath’d remains
For kites and crows to feed on.
QU EEN.
’T1s too true:
Shou’d thisdarkdeed take light,myreignwere ended.
I fee Imuft comply. She who has us’d
A wicked agent in a fhameful aét,
Muft thenceforth be his {lave. ¥ou have my word.
Now your z ambition’s ferv’d, teach me to anfwer
‘The king of Tyre when hc demands his child.
LEONINE,
Sﬂy he dy’d {uddenly, aswhat’s more common?
That youn wept o’er her hearfe, and mourn her yet;
Then fhow the monument and epitaph
Procur’d at your expence; and her griev’d fire
Imh curfe the cruel fates that ftill pmfuc him
‘With P slague on plague, but neer {ufpeét that you
Have been their inftrument.

QUEEN,.
The deed’s not mine.—
[T rampets.

Pericles comes, and Imuft {feem content :
The traitor’s in the toils, and cannot *fcape me.

Enter
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EnterPericLEs, EscanEes, Guards and Attendants.

QUEEN.
Welcome, ‘great Pericles, to mourni
My royal p: arents and
Cleon and Dionyfia, ar
PAEIRT-CEESE-SA
he port I met the fatal n
The hot{z rs this unthou s drew from me,
Aic yet on 'my cheeks. O two fuch friends! —
But I’m 2 manr born to adverfity;
?\ oland and wind
In their v I
Us’d me to
Tis more than tw
With my Marina,
Peace and fecurity fmil’d on ;,n:'.
Her’s was the
That e’er was
I.Ll.L'lC 11 ﬂlL t
When the high W \H:m.f_
And the thrill whiftle of the bos
Seem’d as a'whifper in the ear of
Born when hermotherdy’d. T
Muft me—0 you
us love ye nmJy gifts
traicht away f the wave
cheit confin’d lw:r u\rpiﬂ ;
1dft proves of coral,

o Tharfus.

PR
our faits

€ Nno more.

1

Ent’ring t

acious Gods!

oll ¢’er hcr
ride her bones,

hieaven, and lafting as the frame
1ature,

G 3 Escaxes.
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ESCANES.
Royal fir,
This fad companion, dull-ey’d melancholy,
So long careft, fhou’d now be caft afide.
PERICLES.
O never, never: do notinterruptme.
In the day’s glorious walk, or peaceful night,
‘Whent rrucf Thowd feem to {lce p, a welcome gueft,
She fills my anxious thoughts a and broken flumbers
‘With the lov’d image of my loft Thaifa,
And prompts me to “ehearfe the oft-told tale
Of her difaft’rous end: and chicﬂ}-' now
I come to feek the pheenix that took life
I‘ rmn her dead athes—But I’ve almoft done—
fe leftmy princefs in her wat’ry tomb,
AM as the winds gave way, arriv’d at Tharfus,
I-Tcrc to your royal parents I committed
{Whofelove [ had experienc’d and deferv’d)
My only child, to give her education
Suiting her rank, andia fome fort fupply
Her pious mother’slofs. And this the lat'ncr',
For thatthe  peace nf Tyre was {orely broken
By foreign foes, and treafons bred at home:
Forl have drun 11\ rln dregs of all misfortunes,
I vow’d too then, though it thow’d wilful in me
That all unﬁ“:; er’d fhou’d this heir of mine
Remain till fhe were marry’d. Thofe commotions,
Tll—lmvrmhmodahnﬁ being now compos’d ;
P’m come to pay my thanks, a ind claim my daughtcr.
QUEEN.
Unhappy prince! wou’d hea’vn have hear d my
'\I \}, r
Thy n.cetl\JI.um"Lnnw by my lov’d fide
Had blefs’d thy longing eyes; butwretched m¢ ortals
In vain oppofe the powers th,_t rule above ’em :

5 Should

26
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Shon’d werage loud as did the winds and feas 1
When fhe was born, things wou’d be as they are. Biki
Unfold thofe doors, and let the care-worn king ]
Behold the teftimony of our love il |
Toour fair fofter fifter, and our grief ¥ If

For her untimely fate.

Fhe SCENE draws, anddifcovers a Temple witha
Monument. ik of

PERICLES reading. |

¢ Here lieth interr’d N

¢¢ Marina, daughter to the prince of T)re.” 3 il

O thou who gav’ft me reafon and reflettion, 3 |
Lternnl ]m’c, rebuke thefe {welling thoughts,

That wou’d difpute your goadnefs or your being : .
Bind them in walls of brafs: Iet me remember it g
I hold my powers from thee, that earthly man [ i i

Is but a fubftance made for your Jnr;h Plctzi ure:
"Teach me, as fits mynature, to {ubmit
To your thrice kindled wrath.

ESCANES.

Let thofe who think

They cou’d endure his woes, fpeak comfort to him; .
My {oul is faint with terror to behold ’em, # L g

PERICLES. i
Fire, water, E"tl h, and air in loud combuftion
Herald my loft Marina to the light; i it
But dumb and frmc”hu.ix forrow fhall attend
Her timelefs p 1ﬁ:m to the realms of ‘death.
From this curft hour I’ll never {peak ltmm,
T'o mock with words unuttcr‘,‘bi grief
But make my manners favage as my fox tunes,
And be as wretched as the Gods wou’d have me.
Sable fhall be the fhip henceforth that bears me;
G ¢4 No
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cel fhall touch my face, no.water cleanfe it,
T\or comb be us’d to part my matted hair.
If e’erl change my raiment, galling {ackeloth,
Inftead of royal robes, fhall nud m) loins,
And afhes be m y._crown. l’ll ne’er return,
Neler vie W thy fpires again, renowned T yre;
T‘ut \.an er tlnn\mh the world a wilful vagrant,
And ne’er tafte cmnhnt more till death rle me,
(/r Jovereftore ton 1y u.mr,p ing eyes
What his vindifive hand hath taken from me.
What I have been T’11 ftud y to forget :
Doyou {o too. " Tell who I was to no man;
WhatT am now, a wretch by heav’n devoted
Toall diftrefls and cw himfelf aban 1don’d,
Shall evidence it

Come, my Efcanes.
ESCANES.

O woful, woful hour! where fhall we g0?
B RE BRI C L ErSs

I care not, let Ui"d fortune be our guide:

yre, anc lev ry :’)L!lu nlace 1s equs ],
airqueen, adieu. Yourk 5 to ]hVCdild
T'he Gods return you double. t confider
And view the our i'fuLh in me

Once prit 5, about my Lhrone,
v {upremacy :

s

Then, Mk 2 d me revereénce

For w}mt | orateful lov’d me

For whatI not a glow-worm
But in the chearlefs night di.'- ys more brichtnefs,

And is of greater ufe, than ¢ n’d Pericles
Be no L}wm min( d; queen, be not high minded:
‘I'ime is omnipotent “the king of king

1
I

I
I

heir parenta
Let thofe who driz

* fiweet glufmrmf
In flowing

rie their draughts with:pity;
] 18
And
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i And think when they ehold th? aflifted’s t il
The mifery of others ID”L',' be theirs. f
[1.. eunt L'F & i
i
Q‘L- EEN. !

Unhappy queen! detefted Leonine!
Ohadlt ’d but
Marina
Or i‘.\u‘. you put me ‘ny this
1 h ips L [ ne s’er

¢ your
1d you m

crown, e to mc:?
“whom I \let\_ﬁ, a vends 11 villain,
fix’d on as the worllt of men,
)u;POf'..

417 E ONIN E.
Is this | 3
-
as iu e
As you deferve, a murderer’sre ,vai'u, {1
Thou haft already. ‘ :l‘er
L EONTINE. Al
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LEONINE. ;
Fah!
QUEEN.
Yes,, thou art poifon’d,
The fubtle potion working in thy veins
Isa more certain remedy for talking,
Than all my wealth, or the rich crown of Tharfis,
Not thatT fear, now Pericles is gone,
The utmoft of thy malice coud’it thou live,
As ’tis moft fure thou can’ft not.
LEONINE.

| | Curfed harpy !

‘ The loathfome grave is better than thy bed,
And death a lovelier paramour than thee,
O! Iam fick at heart.

QU E E N.

‘ The venom works.
| Howwild he looks? Iwill be kind, and leave him,
LEONINE.
: Afift my feeble arm, ye righteous Gods!
| Though P’ve offended, do not fail ms now.
i This caufe is yours—’tis well —my hand is arm’d—
Now guide my weapon’s peint to her falfe heart,
And we fhall both have juftice.

| QU EE N:
‘ Thoughtlefs wretch!
| Where are my guards? I fhall be murder’d here.

LEONINE,
As fure as you contriv’d Marina’s death,
1 As fure as you’ve betray’d and murther’d me.
| [an.'rf.f ber.
Ifall, but fall reyeng’d. Now triumph, fury.

Enter
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Enter Guards and Ladies.
QU E E N.
You come toolate: the flave has pierc’d my heart.
LEONILINE.
To wound it deeper, know, Marina lives,
The death intended her by you and me,
By heaven is juftly turn’d upon ourfelves.
To will or aét isone at that firiét audit,
Where we muft foon appear—©@ Rhadamanthus—
[Dies.
QU EEN.
Tear out his tongue, let not the traitor {peak.
GUARD.
It need not, madam; he has fpoke his laft.
QUEEN.
Ifhall not long furvive him —bear me hence—
Thou art the care of heaven, virtuous Marina;
Its out-cafts we. The Gods are jult and firong;

And none who fcorn their laws e’er profper long.
[ Exeunt.

SCENE IL

A Huoufe in Ephefus.
BAWD axo BOLT.

BAWD.
Where are the gentlemen ?

BOLT.
Gone.

BAWD,

Gone!
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¥ ne away, and lef untouch’d. Wi

holy { "uc“.‘ﬁ, kneeling, jnaju and

1€ has converted ’em to ¢

Y> 80O

tears,

BAW L).
The devil the has!

a bawdy-houfe again,
temples: th.:.
eady.

B'A WD,

‘.T.'nn‘_‘ W me of me? O the wi
ftudy the oor gentlewoman ! g
I'd rather than twice the worth of her fhe had

never come here.
BiOER:
She’s enough to undo all the
in Ephefus,

&

andars and bawds

Pox of her green
Bl T
e'wou’d but ci
ome hopes of
hat the lord

ne for the other,
ut I have g.,cmi

achus will be here

C
2}
B

The governor .7
B0 LT

great perfecutor of perfons of our
g P

B AWD




A.

Pho, thofe are ')mT‘ 1re
in private. If b ’d but hea
reafon now, we were made for ev Fetch hcr.

1
nf 1153

We'll try once more. [Exit Bovr. muft be
] f {he den’t melt at the fmnt of fo great, fo
ich, {o young and hand{ome a man as the l:.n.i;_.y—
fimachus.

Q

Enter LysiMACHUS.

LV 'S I-MEALC - HU, S
Well, thougrave phntu‘ of iniquity,
Whofe juft returns are full grown crops of fhame,
Alr_}uu 1ipply’d with new :mi found temptations ?
Such as an healthy man may venture on,
And fear the lofs of nothing — but his foul.
B AW DB.

'm [‘Jnud to {ee your lordfhip here, andglad vm.u
honour is {o chearfu 1lly difpos’d.  Venus ao;o.d a
ccmlcm:n {Lou’d receive an injury in my houfe.
No, fir, we defy the furgeons. And for tempta-
tion, I have fuch an one, if fhewou’d but

LYSIMACH US.

Prythee what ?

BAWD.
Your honour knows what I mean well enough.
B ST N AT CYVELLS
Well, let me fee her.
B AWD.
Such flefh and blood, fir !—for red and white—
well, you fhall {ee a flower, and a flower fhe were
indeed, had fhe but s




iz

M-A B N-A:
LYSIMACHUS, |
Why doft not{peak ¢ whatis there wanting inher §
B AW D. |
O, fir, Ican be mcdeft.
LYSITMACHTUS.
When fuch as thefe pretend to modefty,
They are then moft impudent.

Enter BoLv, forcing in MAaRINA.
B AWD,
Now, fir, what do you think of her? wou'dn’t
fhe ferve after a long voyage? - Ay, fir—
LYSIMACHUS.
PI’mloft in admiration—here’s your fee :
Away, begone and leave us. I came hither,
O who wou’d truft his heart, bent to deteét
And punifh thefe bad people; but when fin
Appears in fuch a form, the fineft virtue
Diiflolves to air before it.
B AWD.
I pray your honour let me have a word with her:
I’ll have done prefently.
LYSIMACHUS.
Do, I befeech you.
B AWD.
Firft I wou’d have you take notice that this is 2
man of honour.
MARIN A.
Grant, heaven, I find him fo!

B AWD.

.And next, that he’s a great man and governorof
this country ; and laftly, one I’'m bound to.

MARIN A,
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MARIN A.

If he’s greatly good
Andg ooverns well, you’re bound to him indeed.

B AWD.
Pray ufe him kindly, or—
LYSIMACHUS.
Have you yetdone?
B AWD.

Pm afraid your lordﬂnp mufttake fochan with
her, butthere’snothing to be done with thefe un-
experienc’d things withoutit. Come, we’ll leave
his honour and hc1 together.

[Exew:t Bawbp and Bovnrt.

LYSIMACHUS.

Thou brighteft ftar that ever left its {phere

(For fure you once fhone in a higher region)

Forlow pol]utlon and the dcpth of darknefs,
How long hatt thou purfu’d this devious courfe ?

MARIN A.
What courfe d’ye mean, my lord?
LYSIMACHUS,

I dare notname it:
For, loving, I am fearful to offend.

MARINA.
I cannot be offended at the truth.
LYSIMACHUS.
How long have you been what you now profefs ?
MARIN A,
F’er fince T can remember.
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LYSIMACHUS.
Gods ! what pity !
Were you a proflitute {o very young?
MARINA.

I ne’er was other —if I am fo now.
LY ST M-A CHUS.
You are proclaim’d a creature fet to fale
By being here.

MARIN
And do you kn is houfe
A place of fuch re yet venture in it ?
B

I’ve heard you are of
And govern here.

wonourable rank,
Eo¥rS T M- A C-H-USE
O, you have heard my
And therefore ftand aloof, but without caunfe ;
For my authority fhall here be blind,
Or look with kindnefs on thee. I’ve now learnt
What once feem’d firange, why rich men grafpa

pow’r,
And the poor murmur at reftriftive laws.

Paf the means to worls its ends,
And the fierce tumult of intemp’rate blood
Rages the more the more it is refifted.

I muft and will, in{pite of vainremorfe

And what'I have been, feaft each.aking fenfe
on thy luxurious charms. Why doft thou fhun me!
Bluthing I fpeak it, thou fhalt never find
Amongft the lierd whofe onlyjoy is lewdnefs,

A more devoted flave. Is wanton pleafure

What you affeét ? my youth, yetunimpair’d
By riot or difcafe, fhall meet your wifhes.
Art thou ambitions? power and pomp attend thee,
Or if the loveof gold, thatcurfed bait

That
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That ruins half thy fex, poflefs thy heart ;
Iwill defcend to gratify a paffion
I fhould deteft in any but thyfelf.

MARIN A,
Cou’d youdo thus! O you immortal powers,
What is your influence on the heart of man,
If ev’ry ilight temptation wins him from you ?
Shall painted clay, fhall white and red, lefs pure
Than that which decks the lily and the rofe,
Seduce you from the bright unfading joys
Your goodnefs yields! forfureyour{peechimports,
And I well hope, you have not yetrenounc’d it.

LYSIMACHTUS,

Thou art fo fair, fo exquifitely fair,
And plead’ft againft thyfelf with fo much art,
That had I known thee fooner—what a thought ! —
But fully’d as thou art I muft poffefs thee,
Whate’er the purchafe coft.

MARIN A.

To think me, fir,
A creature fo abandon’d, yet purfue me,
Is fure as mean and infamous, as wicked.
What! wafte your youth in arms that each lewd
ruffian ‘

Who pays the price, may fill; lavith your wealth,
And yield your facred honour to the hand
Of an improvident and wafteful wanton,
Who does not guard herown !

LYSIMACHUS.
True, I'camehither,
With thoughts like thefe—but lead me to fome place
Private and dark — Alas, why doft thou weep?
MARIN A.
Dare not come near me.
Yor. II. H Lyst-
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LYSIMACHUS.
By the raging flame
Thy eyes have kindled here, I muft enjoy thee.
M ARIN A,
Then view my laft defence. [Drazws a dagger,
LYSIMACHUS.
What doft thou mean !
MARIN A,
To die if you purfue your hated purpofe,
Wain, rafh, miftaken man.
LYSIMACHUS.
O hold thy hand :
By Jove fhe doth amaze me: Reftaflur’d
I wall not offer violence again
Be who or what thou wilt—but lét me feize
This threatening fteel, that fill’d my foul with terror
While levell’d at thy breaft.
MARIN A.
O mighty fir,
If you were bornto honour fhow it now ;
If put upon you, make thatjudgement good
‘That thought you worthy of ir.
LYSIMACHU S.
She’s in earneft.
Here is fome myftery I cannot fathom. [edjide.
M ARINA.
Have pity on a maid, a friendlefs maid,
By fortune forc’d to this detefted fty ;
Where fince I came difeafes have been fold
Deater than phyfick. Wou’d the gracious gods
But fet me free from this unhallow’d place,
Though they did change me to the meaneft bird
That flies in the pure air, I fhou’dbs happy.

LYSI

08
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: LYSIMAGCHUS,
Conviction rifes with each word fhe {peaks.
She’s all a miracle, as chafte as fair, [4pd.
He muft indeed have a corrupted mind,
Whom thy fpeech” cou’d not alter. Here’s gold
for thee :
Still perfevere in the clear way thou goeft,
And the gods ftrengthen thee.  As for myfelf,
The fhort liv’d error which thy beauty caus’d,
Thy goodnefs and thy wifdom have correéted.
MARIN A.
Now you’re a true and worthy gentleman,
The gracious gods preferve you.
LYSIMACHUS,
- Fare thee well.
If I fhou’d take thee hence licentious tongues
May wrong my fair intentions, and thy fame.
Thou art a piece of virtue, and T doubt not
But that thy birth and training both were noble.
A curfe upon him, die he, like a thief, ¢
That fhall again attempt to wrong thy honour.
If thou hear’ft from me, as thou may’ft expedt it,
And quickly too, it thall be for thy good,
Enter BoL T,
BEOLT.
Ibefeech your honour, one piece for me,
e LY SIMACHU.S.
Avaunt, thoudamn’d-door keeper, pandar hence,
Your houfe; but for this virgin that doth prop it,
Wou'd fink, “and overwhelm you. [Exit Lxsim.
: BOLT.
I fee we mut'take another courfe with you ; or
your peevifh chaftity, which is not worth a break-
: ’ : H 2 fafk

z
(4
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faft in the cheapeft country in the univerfe, will
undo a whole family. Come your ways. i
Enter Bawp,
B AW D.
How now ! what’s the matter ?
BOLT.
Worfe and worfe, miftrefs. She has been talk-
ing religion to my lord Liyfimachus.
BAWD.
O abominable !
BOLT.
She makes our profeffion ftink; as it were, in the
noftrils of all who come near her.
B AWD.
Marry hang her,
BOELET:
My lord wou’d haveus’d her as a lord fhou’d ufe
a gentlewoman, forl overheard ’em ; but fhe {fent
him away as cold as a fnow ball, faying his prayers
£00.
B AWD.
Take her away : ufe her at your pleafure.
MARIN A,
Hark, hark, you gods!
BAWD.
She’s at her pray’rs again. Away with her. I
wifli fhe had never enter’d into my doors.
[Exit BawDs
BOLT.
Come, miftrefs, you fhall along with me.

MARIN A,
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MARIN A.

O whither wou’d you have me?

BOLT.
Into the next room, to take from you by force
the jewel you are fo unwilling to part with.

MARINA,

Pray tell me one thing firft.

BOLT.

Propofe your queftion.
MARINA,

What wou’d you wifh to.your worft enemies ?

B OLT.

Why I wouw’d with ’em as infamous as my mi=

ftrefs.

MARIN A,
And yet that wretch is not {o bad as thou art,
Since fhe’s thy better as fhe doth command thee.
The place thou hold’ft is {fuch that Cerberus
Wou’d not exchange his reputation with thee,
The filthy groom, door-keeperto a brothel.
Then to the chol’rick fift of ev’ryvillain
Thy ear is liable. Thy food is fuch
As hath been breath’d on by infetious lungs,

B O-L-T.

What wou’d yon have me do? go to the wars!
where a man may ferve feven years for the lofs of
aleg, and not have money enough in the end to
buy him a wooden one.

MARINA,

Do any kind of thing but this thou doft :
Empty receptacles of common filth,
Serve by indenture to the common hangman,

H 3 Or
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Or herd with {wine, or beg from door to door
'The worft of thefe is far to be preferr’d ‘
Towhatyou practife. If nofenfe of fhame,
No fearof laws, no reverence of the gods
Come near thy heart ; let that which doth perfuade
Millions to evil, bribe thee to be good :
Touch not my honour, help me to efcape
This houfe of fhame, andtake the fhining gold
The good lord gave me.
BIOMT

Nay, Idon’tfee why a man mayn’t as well do a
good deed as a bad one, efpecially when he’s paid
tor it. ~ And to fay the truth, I think you wou’d
freeze the blood of a fatyr, and make a puritan
of the devil, if they were to cheapen a kifs of
thee. - Come, give me the money.

MARIN A.
No, firft conduct me to fome place of fafety,
BOLT.
But fhall I have it then ?
MARINA.

If I deceive you, take me home again,
And proftitute me to the vileft groom
That doth frequent your houfe.

BOLT.
Well, I'll truft you, I’ll fee you plac’d ——
MARINA.
Butamong honeft women.
BOLT.

Troth, Pve but. little acquaintance amongft
them. But there is one who is known to all Ephe-
fus by fame, the holy prieftefs of Diana’s tcmpée;

he




fhe will be proud of fucha chafte companion, and
has befides the power to protect you.

MARINA.
O the good godsdireét me how to find her!
B OIS

But, hark, I hear my miftrefs. We muft be

gone: this way we may avoid her.
MARIN A, y
Jove’s virgin-beft-lov’d daughter, bright Diana,
Who {har’ft with Sol the fkies, chaftequeen of night,
Defend my virtue, and dire& my flight.
[Exeunt Marina and BoLr.
Enter Bawb.
BAWD,

Bolt, Bolt, where are you ? {fecure Marina. The
governor’s officers are fearching the houfe for her :
we fhall have her forc’d away. Why Bolt—O the
devil! the back door isopen: the villain is run
away with my flave, and all the money I paid for
herwill be loft.

Euter OFFICERS,
FIRST QFFICER,
She’s no where to be found.
B AWD.
No, no, fhe’s gone. My man had ftole her

away before you came, a pox confound him and
youtoo : Iam likely to be brought to a fine pafs
betwixt you.

OFFICER.

Then we mpf{ execute our other orders, which
are to turn this beldame out of doors, and then
fhut up the houfe.

H 4 Bawbp.
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B AWD.
Turn me out of doors! how muft T live?
O FEFICER.

Do you take care of that. It is a favour, and

a great one too, that you are not fent to prifon,
B AWD.

Such governors are enough to make a woman do

what fhe never thought of.
OFFICER.

Ay, do—work—that’s what I dare be {worn

you never thought of.
BAWD.

No, noreverwill. A gentlewoman, and work!

T’1l {fee you all hang’d firft.
OFFICER.

Chufe, and be hang’d your{elf: you have long
deferv’d it.

BAWD.

Have I fo, fcoundrel? and yet you have been
clad of a caft of my office before now. While
fuch as you are trufted with authority, as fure as
thieves are honeft, ftrumpetschafte,

Or priefts hate money ; this fame finful nation
Is in a hopeful way of reformation.

E )
[ Exeunt.




MARINA

A CT - 1H;
SCENE L g

A Street in Ephefus. f

B AWD.

F I could butrecover Marina, and 'make her .
I pliable, I fhow’d do very well flill: T could ?
make a handfome living of her in any ground in f
Afia.

Eunter BoLT finging.
BOLT.

Hah, Mother Coupler! how is it with thee,
old flefh-monger ? thou quondam retailer of ftale gl 1
carrion, and propagator of difeafes. What, quite ; H
broke! no private prattice ! I know you hate to be i il
idle—Though your houfe is fhut up, you have gt e
fome properties, I hope. Why, you’ll ‘make a ' ‘
good ftroling bawd flill. What never a new vamp-
ed up wench, juft come out of an hofpital, to ac- ‘
commodate a friend with? I

B AW D, !

Villain, traitor, thief, ronaway, how dare you

look me in the face ?

BOLT. i
I'am too well acquainted with your face to be it
afraid of it—ugly as it is. '
B AWD.
You have the impudence of old nick.
BOL T.

Then I did not converfe with you {o long with-
out Jearning fomething,

B AWD.
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B AWD,
You feduced my flave.
BOLT.
That’s a lye; for the feduced me.
BAWD,
You deferve to be hang’d for robbing me of my
property, What have you done with her ?
BOL T.
If Thad done with her what you wou’d have had

me, we fhou’d both have been hang’d: fo take
the matter right, and you are oblig’d to me.

B AWD.
Not at all : for though it happen’das you fay,
youintended me no good.
B-OLD,

And pray whom did you ever intend any good
Lol

BAWD,

‘Where have you put Marina ?

B'OL'T.

No where: fhe was taken from me before we
had gone the length of the fireet by the governor’s
{ervants.,

BAWD.

This is your praying lord, plague rot him for

a cheating hypocrite.  And fo after all my coft

. and pains about her to no manier of purpofe, he

has her for nothing.
BOLT,
No, he hasn’t herneither,




My Ar B ol Noofs

BAWD. N
That’s fome comfort yet: then perhaps I may
have her again.

BOLT. d
When fhe turns firumpet, and you repent. it
BAWD.
Where is fhe ?
BOL T,

Where the air is as difagreeable to a bawd, as fleit) (if
the air of a bawdy-houfe is to her—in the Temple i

of Diana. il

B A WD, bl i

I’m a rnin’d woman. I
BOLT.

¥ou can never be long at a lofs for aliving : it is ; l
but removing your quarters, and beginning your i
trade again where you atre n’t known—if youcan
find fuch a place.

B AWD.

You’re a fneering rafcal. But I hope you did
not let Marina go off with the money the governor
gave her ?

BEOCLLS
No, no, I took care to lighten her of that bur-
then. .
B AW D, ] it
And where isit ? '
BOL T,
Very fafe, very fafe.
B AWD.

Why, you don’t intend to cheat me of that too ?
BOLT,
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BOL'T.

I don’t well underftand what you mean by cheat.
ing, but am fure I fhou’d deceive you moft egre- |
gioufly if I were to part with a fingle {tiver. No,
no, I fhall take care of myfelf: I fhall keep what
I have got, depend uponit.

BAWD,

But what a confcience muft you have in the mean

time !

o8

BOLT.

Don’t you and I know one another, Mother
Coupler ? meafure my confcience exaltly by your
own, and you’ll find its dimenfions to the breadth
of a hair.

B AWD.,

If I ben’t reveng’d, may I die of the pip with-
out the comfort of an hofpital to hide my fhame
and mifery from the world.

B0 L -T=

Or the pleafure of deferving it.

[ Execunt different avays,

S'ICENE 1L

The Temple of Diaxa awith ber Statue and Aliar,
Near tbem TwAIsA is difcover’d, Seeping ;5 tan
Priefleffes attending, avho come forward.

0 05 LR B o) sl i D B T (i
Sleeps the high prieftefs yet?
SECOND PRIESTESS.
If the fufpenfion
Of fenfe without the benefit of ret
Be fleep, fhe fleeps: fhe’s greatly difcompos’d,

5 FIRST
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FIRST ' PRIESTESS.
Vet trouble in her irritates devotion.
Hence day and night, before her facred fhrine,
She feelks with ardour the celeftial maid,
Or watching waits her will ; as if- by chance
She flumbers, ’tis, as now, beneath her altar.
SECOND PRIESTESS.
Youmuft have known her long ?
FIRST PRIESTESS.
E’er, fince that morning,
When from the troubled bofom of the deep
The billows caft her, breathlefs, on the beach,
That fronts this holy temple. Iwas prefent
When the good father of Lyfimachus
(And my kind uncle) by his art reftor’d her
From her moft death-like trance.
SECOND PRIESTESS.
This, though long fince
And a2 known truth, is ftill the theme of wonder.
FIRST PRIESTESS.
Tremember; when all fuppos’dher dead,
This learned lord did from the firft affirm,
That death might for fome hours ufurp on nature,
And yet the fire of life kindle again
The o’erpreft {pirits : and fhe liv’d to prove it.
SECOND  PRIESTESS.
*Tis firange none e’er difcover’d who fhe 1s.
FIRST PRIESTESS.
From the rich robe fhe’d on, and gems found with
her,
We judg’d her royal = all fhe won’d difclofe
Was that ihe loft a hufband, and with him

All hopes and all defires of earthly joys.
And
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And choofing to devote her future days
To chaftity and grief, fthe here retir’d ;
And took with me, who then was juft prepar’d |
To be profeft, the habit Argentine.
The facred dignity fhe now fuftains
‘Was much againft her will conferr’d upon her,
‘When fage Euphrion dy’d.
SECOND PRIESTESS.
Did you not mark
How in an inftant forrow overwhelm’d her,
When news was brought from Cyprus of the death
Of the good king Simonides?
FIRST PRIESTESS.
I did.
Her fortune’s teeming with fome great event.
SECOND PRIESTESS:
The perfeét likenefs too there is between
Herfelf and fweet Marina, much amaz’d her.
FIRST PRIESTESS.
And muft do all that fee them. But allow
The difference time muft make, and they’re the
{fame :
Juft what Marinais, Thaifa was
When I beheld her firft.
T HATIS A%
O Pericles!
FIRST PRIESTESS,

" Did fhe not fpeak? attend.

THAILS A.
Art thou reftor’d
To the long widow’d arms of thy Thaifz | —
Ha! [Rifes and comes foravard.

FIRST
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FIRST PRIESTESS,
Madam, how fare you ?
THAIS A,
*T'was but a dream,
A flattering dream. And what is life itfelf,
Being juftly weigh’d, but a meer fleeting fhadow ?
Motk like thefe vifions now fo frequent with me-—
I am troubled and trouble yon, my friends.
SECOND PRIESTESS.
Cou’d our beft fervice help you, we were happy.
FIRST PRIESTESS.
I fain wou’d hope your prefent perturbation
May prove the prelude to your lafting peace.
THAIS A,
The lafting’ft peace is death : and that, perhaps,
Is what my dreams portend.
FIRST PRIESTESS.
The gods forbid.
THAIS A,
The gods doall theirwill : 've long been learning
A perfec refignation to their pleafure.
My dream was this. Attending on the altar,
The 'goddefs feem’d to animate herftatue ;
And, as I view’d the prodigy with terror,
Tock from my brow the crefcent and tiara,
The fymbols of my office, and then firuck
The fmoaking cenfor from my trembling hand,
EIR ST S PRIESTESS.,
“T'was wond’rous ftrange.
TEH ATS A,
And with a radiant {fmile
Confign’d me to the arms of my lov’d lord,
4 Who

¥
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Who ftood confeft and living to receive me.
With the forprize I walk’d,
FIRST PRIESTESS.
A fair prefage.
Our goddefs vifits you asa reward
For your true piety: this dream’s from her.
THAISA. ‘
We doubtlefs think ourfelves of more importance |
Than the wife gods allow us.
SECOND PR;I ESTESS.

Sacred madam,
The lord Lyfimachus—

Enter Lysim acHUS.
T HAIS A.
He’s ever welcome.
LYSIMACHUS,
Hail, holy prieftefs, whofe celeftial mind
Adds whitenefs to the filver robe you wear :
Have you yetlearnt ought of the birth and fortunes
Of that {weet virgin I commended to you ?
THAISA,
No, my good lord. Whene’er I queftion her
Who and from whence fhe is, fhe anfwers not,
But fits her down. and weeps.
LYSIMACHU S.
Iwifh I knew.
THAIS A.
Time may reveal it. She’s a miracle:
My eyes ne’er faw her peer,
LYSIMACHUS.

O gracious Lady,
She’s fuch a one that were I well affur’d
Came
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Came of a gentle kind_ and noble ftock,
I’d with no better choice.
Enter GENTLEMAN,
GENTLEM AN.
Moft honour’d Sir,
There is a fhip arriv’d of ftrange appearance ;
The hull, fails, fireamers, tackle, all are blacks
From whence 1s in a chaloupe come on fhore
A perfon of a great but mournful mien,
Whofe chief attendant afks to be admit.rc:l
To fee our governor. Whatis your will?
LYSIMACHUUS,
That he have his : I pray you greet him fairly.
[Exit GENTLEMAN.
Enter Escanes; and others afier bim,
: PericLES.
LYSIMACHUUS;
Hail, reverend Sir : the gracious gods preferve you.
ESCANES.
And you, tout-livethe age that [am now,
And die as 1 wou’d wifh.
LYSIMACHUS,
You greet me well,
ESCANES.
Qur veffel is of Tyre, our bufinefs here,
T* implore Diana’s_aid for one diftrefs’d ;
And fuch an one asin his happier days
Never forgot his duty to the gods,
Nor let th*afflicted fueto him in vain,
LYSIMACHU S.
And may fhe prove propitious.

{fwariﬂg

Vor. II, I Escangs.
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ESEC ANES.
Sir, .we thankyou;
And further wou’d intreat that for our gold,
Your people may fupply us with provifions,
Whereof we are not deftitute for want, i
But weary for the ftalenefs.
LY ST M A'CHU'S,
T'is a courtefy
Which if we fhou’d deny, the moft }uﬁ gods
Forevery graft wou'd fend a caterp!l]ﬁ.r,
And fo infli&t our pravince. Butinform me,
Who is that melancholy gentleman.
| ESCANES.
! He is of note (I may reveal no more)
§ And 'was 'a goodly perfon, ere difafters,
F il Too great for human fuff’rance, funk him thus

A;

{ LYSIMAGHUS.
g i Upon what groundis his ditemperance ?
E:S:CLANES.,
Tt would be now too tedious to repeat;
But hismain grief {prings from the t1mc1cfs lafs
Of a belov ed wife and only child,
LYSIMACHUS,
Good Sir, all hail: the geds preferve you, hail,
ESCANES:
’Tis all in yain, my lord; he willinot fpeak
To any one, nor takes he fuftenance
But to prolong his grief.
L ¥SIMACHU:S.
Yet I durft wager,
We have a maid in Ephefizs would win
Some words from him,

THALSA
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THAISA.
*Tis well bethought, ‘my lord.
She, queltionlefs, with her fweet harmony,
And other choice attraétions, would allure him,
And melt his fix’d refclves : {he is moft happy
In form and utt’rance.
LYSIMACHUS,
Say, we wifh to fee her.
[Exit GENTLEMAN.
ESCANES,
Sure all’s effectlefs : yet we’ll omit nothing
That bears recov’ry’s name.
Enter MARINA.
LYSTMACHDUS,

This is the virgin.

Thrice welcome, fair one.
ESCANES,
She’s a gallant lady.
LYSIMACHUS.

Lovely phyfician of diftemper’d minds,
We did {fend for thee to exert thy fkill,
And matchlefs goodnefs on anoble patient ;
View this majéftick ruin, andthen judge
By what remains how excellent a pile
Grief hath defac’d : abfent to all things elfe,
And felf refign’d to filence and defpair,
See, he appears his own {fad monument.,
Now, if thy heav’nly art, fo profperous
In all attempts, ¢an win him to attention,
And draiw hii bt to anfwer thee i3 aught ;
Thy facred phyfick thall receive fuch thanks
Asthy defires cani with.

Iz Marina
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MARINA.
You over-rate me. |

But I will ufe my uttermoft cnde:wours

For his recovery.

A.

THAIS A, ?
Succeed them, heaven !
Nhat firange unlikelihood affanlts my mind !
My wild, ungovern’d fancy wou’d perfuade
Mv memory to find fome traces there,
In that marr’d face, yet unobliterated,
Of my long dead, long drowned Pt‘ricles. [Afide.
LoV S5-I MwASE L H et S
Mark, fhewill try the force of mufick firft,

§ O N G.

; MARIN A.

Let thofé awko are in favour awith their flars,

Of}'m/hcf{ honour and proud titles boaft 5

While ave awhom fortune ajﬁzr/' triumph l:m,
\-uf_/cy in wirtue that we honour. moft.

Great princes favourites their fair leaves [pread,
But as the marygold at the fun’s eye;
While ruin in their pride but hidesits head :
For at a froawun their flatt’ring glories die.
The painful aarrior famoufed for fight,
After a thounjand vittories once foil'd,
Is from the book of honour razed quite,
And all the reft forgot for whbich be toil d.

Then let us bear the malice of our flars,
And make our noble fufferance our boaft ;

Tha fortune ev ry other trinmph bars,
Seck joy in wirtue that <we honour moff.

THAISA.
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THAISA.,
Marl’d he your mufick?
MARIN A.
No, nor look’d upon me.
LYSIMACHUS.
She’ll {fpeak to him.
MARIN A.
Sir, lend me your attention,
And behold me. Indeedl am a maid
Who ne’er before invited ears or eyes’;
But have been fonght to like an oracle,
And gaz’d on like a comet. Sir, fhe {peaks,
Who, may be, hath endur’d calamities
Might equal yours, if both were juftly weigh’d —
Alas! he heedsme not.” I wou’d give o’er,
But fomething whifpersin my ear, go on.
PER I CLES:
What fyren have they found to force attention ?
T'll fteal a look, butnot a word fhall *fcape
From forth-my lips. — [Réfes.] O you immortal gods!
M ARIN A,
Why do yon gaze {o eagerly upon me ?
Why {preads that burning crimfon o’er your face
But now fo pale ? If you did know me, fir,
You wou’d rot do me harm.
P-E-RFLCE.S;
Ido believe thee,
Nay, turn thy eyes upon me — O how like —
Such things I've heard - inform me whatthou art,
MARIN A,
Tam what I appear, a fimple maid.

i) PErICLES




{
E

MEss AN SR N A

PERICLES. |
My long pent {orrow rages for a vent, .
And will o’erflow intears. Such was my wife, !

And fuch an one my daughter might have been.
My queen’s {quare brows, her ftature to an inch,
As wand-like firaight, as filver voic’d, her eyes
As jewels like, in pace another Juno:
And then, like her, fhe ftarves the ears fhe feeds,
Andmakes themcrave the more, the more fhe fpeaks.
Where were you born?  and how did you atchieve
Endowments, that you make more rich by owning?
MARINA.
If T thou’d tell my ftory it wou’d feem
Likelyes, difdaining the difguifeof truth,
And found in the reporting.
PLEGRAT G IGE:S:
Prithee, fpeak.
Thou feem’ft a palace for crown’d truth to dwell in:
No falfhood can come from thee. Sweet, begin,
And I'wiil make my {enfes to give credit’
Ta points that feem impoflible. Ithink,
Thou faid’ft thou had’t been tofs’d from wrong to
wrong,

Andthatthouthought’ft thy griefsmight equal mine,
if both were open’d.,
MARIN A,

Some fuch thing T faid,

And {aid no more than what I thought was likely.

e RAS = B8y
Rehearfe what thou haft borne: if that confider’d
Prove but the thoufandth part of my endurance,
1 will forego my fex, thou arta man
And I have fuffer’d like agirl. -Yerthou
Dott look like patience, gazing on kings graves,
And wooing with her fmiles refolv’d extremity,
To
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To {pare himfelf, and waita better day.
My molt kind virgin, come and fit down by me.
Recount, I do beféechthee, what’s thy name.
MARINA.
'My name, {ir, 1s;Marina.
PerR1cLEs, rifing.
PERICLES.
. O'! I’'m mock’d,
And thou by fome incenfed god fent hither,
To 'make the'world laugh at me.
MARIN A,
Nay, lidve patience,
Or here 'l ceafe.
EEEIRETECUL RS,
I will, Iwill have patience,
MARIN A.
That name was giv'n me by a king and father.
WPLER T CiLiE:Se ;
How! a king’s'daughter too! and call’d Marina |
MARINA,
Did'you not fay you wou’d believe me, fir?
But not to be a troubler of your peace,
Iwill end here.
PEEZREINGNEERUS,
But are you flefh and blood'?
Haveyou a working pulfe? are'you no fpirit? —
Subftance and'motion —Well, wherewere you born ?
And wherefore call’d Marina?
MARIN A.
: [ was born
At fea, and from that circumftance {o nam’d.

Ig PEriICLSE




120 M A R I N A

PHERICILEERS.
Hoid, hold awhile. This is the rareft dream,
That e’er dull {leep did mock fad fool withal.
How fhou’d this be my child 2—buried and here,
Living and dead at once—it cannot be,
MARINA.,
*Twere beft Idid give o’er.
PERICLES.
Yet give me Jeave.
Where were you bred ? how cameyou to the {eparts
MARIN A.
The king, my father, did in Tharfus leave me,
Till Philoten, the queen, fought to deftroy me;
And having won a villain to attempt it,
A crew of pirates came and refcu’d me,
Who brought me here.
PERICLES.
You gods‘. if I'm deceiv’d
Ne’er let me wake again— Marina!—O !
[Takes ber hand.
MARIN A.
Why do you wring my wrift ? wherewou’d you draw
me?
Why do you weep, good fir? what moves you thus?
In footh, I’'m no impoftor, but the daughter
Of goed king Pericles.
PERICLES.
’il praife the gods,
Their power and gooduefs, ever while I breathe.
T’ve been a finful man; but from this hour,
in darknefs and diftrefs P11 wait their mercy,
And ne’er diftruft them more.

TH AIS&A,
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THAIS A.
You mighty gods!
Whofe houndlefs goodnefs ftill delights to triumph
O’er our demerits and confirm’d defpair,
And evidence the wifdom of your counfels,
By fhewing man the folly of his own ;"
What are you doing now to raifg our wonder!
That voice and perfon grow familiar to me.
Doth my lord live! ‘hath Periclesa daughter!
Tt cannot, cannot be.. Then who are thefe?
Pm deeply int’refted, yet know not how.
Some god, inftruct me what to hope or fear,
To afkc or deprecate,  Stupid amazement
Obftruéts mypowers--when will thefe clonds difperfe,
And day break in on my benighted mind ?
PERICLES.
But one thing more: tell me, who was thy mother?
MARIN A,
She was the daughter of the king of Cyprus.
THAIS A,
O let me hear the reft.
MARIN A,
Her name Thaifa:
Who, as Lychorida oft told me weeping,
Did end the very moment I began.
PERICLES.
You gods! you gods! your prefent kindnefs makes
All my paft mis’ries fport—
I'm Pericles of Tyre.
MARIN A,
My royal father! —

[ Kneels ; “he raifes ber.

THAISA,
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THATIS AL

You gracions-gods! if now you take me hence,

|

i

I fhall nottafte the joys of-yourelyfium. [ Fains; I
LYSI'MACHUS.

What! ho! help hefe: " the holy ‘prieftefs dies: w

MARINA.
The heavenly powers forbid.

L Y'S'I'M'ACH US.

She did obferve

The progrefs of “this ftrange’difcovery,

With ftrong eniotions ‘and unufaal tranfports.

PoESR TICCE E'S.
I'pray whois this lady ?

LYSIM-A.C-HU-S.
A miracle of goodnefs, {ent by heav’n
To make this land moft happy. In her bloom,
Aftera tempeft, in"the wlj.ich ’twas thought
All her conipanions perifli’dy {hewascaft

Here on our coaft.

PE-R°I C'L-ESS.
Nearit Ioft the mother

Of my Marina.

T H ATS A,

Harlk; what muficle’s thae!

PE-R*I C'LAE4S

Thefe very hands-did caftinto thofe feas

The trealore of my foul.

I knowit now:
It is the harmony the fpheres do make
¥ I

Nay do not.weep—I am but overjoy’d—

1 fhall recover ﬁraighi‘.

PEER I.CLES:
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P.ER.IC L ES:
Pray, how long fince
’- 1Was this ftrange chance you {pealk: of2-
} LYSIMACHTUS: ‘
: "is, I've-heard, i
About 2s many years as your fair daughter I
Seems to be old.
PE-RICLES:
T'do begin to doat;:
And yet the gods are mighty as they’re good. _
How was fhe found? B R
L Y§'I'M A'CHU S. '
Clofe in-a failor’s coffer.
She feem’d a breathlefs corpfe; but my’ good father,
(Now with the gods)* by his fuperior fkill
Did find it was not fo, and by his.ant, i il
Which cquall’d his humanitys, reftor’dher it 1l
To health and vigour,.
THAILSA. ‘
Where; O where’s my dord ? ! ‘:; |
P-ERICLES. i it

Thaifa’s voice!
| TIHALLS A
Yet let me lock again
If he be none of mine, my fanétity
Shall guard me fill- from his licentious tonch i—
Ill none but Pericles.
P E:R:TC LE 8.
Her face, her ftature,
Tl}at beauty thatnor time norgrief con’d change—-«
ltis, it can be, nonebut my Thaifa.
P HA TS AL
But dare we truft? ——
PERICLES.




P ERITCLEEPES:
By Jove, I'd not be kept
A moment longer abfent from thy bofom, 1
Tho’ I were fure as T did prefs thy lips, |
My high wrought {pirits wou’d diffolve to air, ‘
And leave me cold and lifelefs in thy arms.
THATIS A,
You fons and daughters of adverfity,
Preferve yourinnocence, and each light grief
(So bounteous are the gods to thofe who ferve them)
Shall be rewarded with ten thoufand joys.
MARIN A.
My heart bounds in me, and wou’d fain be gone
Into my mother’s bofom.
PERICILES.
See who kneels there, thy child and mine, Thaify,
Bought almoft with thy life. ;
T-HA'T S A,
- And cheaply purchas’d,
Bleft and my own! thon mal’ft my joy compleat,
ESCANE S,
Hail, royal mafter..
LYSIMACHUS,
Happy monarch, hail.
P'ER ICLES,
O good Efcanes, firike me, noble {ir,
Give me a gaih, putme to prefent pain ;
Lelt this great fea of joy ru thing upon me, |
O’erbear the bounds of frail mortality,
And fweetnefs be my bane. O come, come both :
Thou whom the boundlefs ocean gave me back,

-0 let me bury thee a fecond time,

And hide theein my heart; and thou who gav’it

Him
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Him life who did beget thee, come thou too:
There’s endlefs fpace, and as replete with love
| Asthegreat deep with waters. Wou’d our voices
| Rife with our thoughts, we’d thank the holy gods
| As loud as their high thunder threaten’d us,
I When thouwaft born, and thou did’ftfeem to die.
! Thistribute paid not to ourwill but power,
I dorefolve for Tharfus ;' there to firike
Th’ inhofpitable queen.
LYSIMACHUS,
I have advice,
1) fy lord, that fheis flain by Leonine,
One who was poifea’d by her..
MARINA,
That’s the wretch
She hir’d to murder me.
LYSIMACHUS,
Iy *Tis added too,
Shedy’d in evil fame and unlamented.
Then, mighty fir, repofe yourfelf awhile
After your weary griefs, and make our court
Proud with your prefence.
P-E-ReTiC L E -S4
I You’re a noble hoft,
And fue to purchafe trouble with expence;
Enjoy thy wifh.
LYSIMACHUS.
Herein I’'m highly honcur’d,
But, royal fir, I’ve yeta bolder {uit.
\ PERICLES.
Your princely fire preferv’d Thaifa’s life,
And you are mafter of as gracious parts
Inmind and form, as any Ie’er noted ;
You fhall prevail, beit to wooe my daughter.

LYSI-
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LYSIMACHLUS.
Thanks, royal fir. If fhe accept my vows,
1 am the very happieft of mankind,

| THAISA.

1 | And.fhe, fweet maid, moft happily beftow'd.
| O my dearlord, hehas been noble to hers

But thatand all we’ve proy’d fince our {ad parting,

| We will rehearfe at leifure. 1kave had |

| From fure intelligence the heavy news

i Of my good father’s death, and that our {ubjedts
| 2 :

i In peace and loyalty do wait our coming,

} PERICEES.

Heav’n make a ftar of him. Yet here, my queen, |
We’ll celebrate their nuptials; and ourfelves
Will in fair Cypras fpend our futare days;
And to our children leave the crown of Tyre.
To caft new light on truth, in us is feen,
The’ long affail’d with forrunes fierce and keen,
2| Virtoe preferv’d from fell deftruétion’s blaft,
] Led onby heav’n, and crown’d with joy at laft,

THE END,
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LJ/HE N to a future racethe prefent days
* Shall be the theme of cenfure or of praife,
Whenthey fpallblameavhat’ szorong,what’sright alloaw,
Juft asyou treat your o fore-fa
DPm thinking awhat a, you will make,

No light concern, firs, v ere your fame’s at ftake.
I hope we need nat urge your country’s caufe,
You'llguard ber glory, and affert ber laaws,

Nor force your ruin’d race, mad with their pains,
T curfe you as the authors of their chains.

e dare not think, «we wow'd not feary you awills
For Britons, though prows#’d, areBritons fill.
Yet let not this kind caution give offence :

The fureft friend to liberty is fenfe.

How that declines the drooping arts declare

Are your diverfions avhat your fathe
At mafquerades, your it to difplay,

You make the ffupid farce for wbich you pay.

Mufick itfelf may be tos dearly bought,

Nor avas it fure defign’dto banifh thought.

But, firs, ahate’er’s your fate in future flory,

Well hawe the Britiﬂ‘l[ﬂz!r fecur’d their glary.

When worfe than barbarifm bad funk your tafle,
When nothing pleas’d but wwhat laid virtue awa/te,

A facred band, determin’d, avife, and good,

They jointly rofe to fop t5’exotick flood,

And firove towake, by Shakelpeare’s nerawous Iays,
The manly genius of Eliza’s days.

hers now,

rSWEre £

Be it anomen of retirning Senfe,
Others adopt our foftnefs and expence:
Well pleas’d fuch barmlefs infults ae may bear, |
Thofe follies lofft ave’ve numbers yet to fpare ;
Ungueftion’d let *em rob wi of our fhame ———s
Weneed but afb our treafure and our fame.
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ROY AL, HTGHNES:S

IR PRINCE-OF WALES:

S IR,

H E author of thefe {cenes always
A propofed to do himfelf the honour
of addrefling them to the Prince of
Wales: and when he perceived himfelf
juft quitting the ftage of this life, and
retiring beyond the reach of the finiles
or frowns of princes; his veneration
even then of your Royal Highnefs’s ex-
alted and moft amiable qualities was fo
intenfe and ftrong, that he folemnly en-
joined me to perform this duty for him.
For as .he was always remarkably de-
K2 voted
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voted to the caufe of liberty and juftice,
(for the advancement of which the fol-
lowing piece was written) he thoughet it
would be a kind of injury, not to confe-

rate it to the moft illuftrious patron of
']L‘lﬂ:lcﬁ, heroick virtue, and the rights of
mankind. Your Royal Highnefs’s great
condefcenfion 1n permitting me to execute
the will of my departed friend, and
patronizing his orphan play, is a circum-
ftance that is very glorious to him, and
gives afantion to his-fame,.

All true Englithmen in general, as
well as the friends of Mr. Lillo in parti:

cular, have great reafon to congratulate

one another on the pxotedmn which “your
Royal Highnefs was gracioufly pleafed to
afford this piece during the performance
of it: for to fee the hur apparent of thefe
kingdoms fo Gcncrouﬂy countenancing a

tlagcdy, in which the charatter of a righ-
teous king, who founds all his glory on
the liberty and happinefs of his fubjects,
is drawn in fuch ttrong andlively colours,
muft
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muft give a very ferfible pleafure to ths e
whole nation; it férves to keep alive the

hopes which the publick has long fince

conceived, and is an undoubted pledge of |
many future bleflings from your aufpi-

cious influence.

Your elegancy of tafte,” and illuftrious
vi'.‘Equ 1(,}'}\_1{‘.]' y.‘_:u "he lﬂﬂit gmm‘r()u% p"()—
tector and the nobleft theme of all who {i!
cultivate the peliter arts; as the conti- i
nual overflowings of your bounty towards 4ol L
all objetts of diftrefs daily endear you
toevery heart that has any feelings of i
humaniry : this your princely he dvcniy il
difpofition is univerfally felt and acknow-

]cdcck., and confidered with all its cir-

cumfitances without a parallel.

¥

That your Royal Highnefs may long
continue ‘the munificent encourager of
arts and letters, an example to princes
of public fpiritednefs, humanity, and
condefcenfion, is the ardent wifh of every
honeft Briton: for notwithftanding all

K3 our
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our divifions, the voice of the whole na- |
tion is unanimous in praying for your life, ]
honour, and profperity: and this we
fhould do from motives of intereft and i
{elf-love, were we not impelled to it by 4
gratitude and duty. [ am,

SIR,
Your Royal Highnefs’s
Moft devoted j

Humble fervant,
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Spoken by Mr. QU I N.

O labour’d feenes to night adorn our flage,
Lillo’s j:/a."un/‘érzfu avon’'d bere the heart engagte
He hneaw no art, norule 5 but avarmly thought
From paffion’s force, and as he felt he avrote.
His BARNWELL buce no critick's teft could bear,
Yet fram each c‘)-eﬂiil drawws the natural tear.
With generous candour bear bis lateft firains,
Aud let bind pity [belter hisrematns.
Depreft by want, affiiéted by difeafe,
Dying he awrote, and dying avifb’d to pleafe.
Oh may that wifb be noww bumanely paid,
And no harflb critic vex bis gentle fhade.
3T is yours bisanfupported fumeio Jave,
And bid one laurel grace bis humble grave.

K4 DraMATIS
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M E N.

Anprew II. king of Hungary :
commonly called Andrew of Mr. M:lls,
Jerufalem.

“oNRADE, prince of Moravia. Mr. Millwards
ELMmMERICK, Mr. Quin.
Baruori, father to Ifmena. Mr. Wright.
Brrvs, fecretary to Elmerick. Mr. Winftone.

WOMEN.

r1tDA, queen of Huangary.  Mrs. Butler.
va; wafe to Elmerick. Mrs. Mills.
LENOMIRA tendant on the } =
= 2 2 - & Mifs Bennet.

qucen.
A

Lords, Deputies, and Guards.

5 CENE the King's Palace at Bunis,
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ACT - L-§€ENE L

Tsmena’s Apartment in ELMERICK’s Houfz,

IsmENA alone.
HEN we areblefs’d even toour utmoft with,
Isit the nature of the reftlefs mind
To work its own difquiet, and extract
Pain from delight? O Elmerick ! my life,
My lord, my hufband! when I count with tranfpoze
Thy amiable virtues, when I think
How fair a treafure I poflefs in thee,
Pmloft in fcenes of fofe, bewild’ring blifs;
Yet fear, I know not why, fome fatal change
May.rob me of my happinefs.
Enter BATHORI,
BATHORI.
So melancholy, and alone, #y daughter!
1S MEN A.
My lord is with fome nobles of the ftates.
BATHORI
You fhon’d remember ’tis the greateft honour-
To be fo oft confulted, fo rever’d
By men who ftand the foremoft in their countrya
ISMEN A,
Remember too, how dear a facrifice
My Elmerick made, when he forfook retreat,
And chang’d our folid peace for courts and fenates.

We knew no want, neavarice, no ambition :
: In-
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Intruding bufinefs and corroding cares,
"Though hid beneath the pomip of wedlth and power, '
Mutft take from our felicity; who find,
Eachin the other, what the world befides
Is much too poorto give.
B-A-'T HOR I,

You muft not weigh
Your fingle quiet with the good of millions.
Your noble hufband’s rank and high abilities
Have deftin’d him the {fervant of his country :
For Elmerick has every gift of heaven

“‘That renders publick care a debt to virtue,

And {oft retirement poor, unmanly bafenefs.
ISMEN A.
Still you forget the graces that have made
Youronly child, your loy’d Ifmena, happy.
BATHORI.
Thou deareft comfort of thy father’s age!
My heart'is pleas’d that thou art mindful of them.
Your well plac’d love, this tender gratitude,
Are proofs you merit, what you juftly boaft of,
To have the hand and heart, to bethe wife
Of Elmerick —1I cannot praife thee higher.
ISMEN A.
The Ligheft praife my vaineft wifh afpires to,
Is that my ardent love bears fome proportion
Toits exalted object.
: BATHORHN ;
Both are happy ; i
And heaven preferve you {fo !—1I judge that now ‘
The ftates may be affembling in the palace,
As fummon’d by the king. He has not met them
Since they eletted Elmerick their palatine,
Purfuant to the grant he gave his people, i
(
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Heé means this morning to appoint a regent,
Then to fet forth for Paleftine.

ISMENA.
‘What dangers
He generouily meets!
BATHORTI.
For me, I own,
I ne’er approv’d this rafh, romantick war,
Begot by hot-brain’d bigots, and fomented
By the intrignes of proud, defigning priefts.
All ages have their madnefs, thisis ours.
The king is wife, benevolent and brave,
But covetous of glory to excefs ;
Andif he fteer amifs, ’tis in a torrent
That bears down all before it.
ISMEN A.
His fair queen,
No doubt, will greatly mourn fo long an abfence.
BATHORI,
Perhaps the may.—Yet—I cou’d with,; Ifmena,
(I fpeak in confidence and with concern)
The queen were wife, and gentle like thyfelf.
ISMEN A,
My place and near attendance on her perfon
Have given me means to know her, and ’tis fure,
To nature none owes more.
BATHORI.
Yes, I confefs,
Matilda wants not charms, fharp female wit,
And dignity of formy buther warm paffions,
And the wild eagernefs with which fhe follows
Each guft of inclination, may, I fear,
Prove dangerous to herfelf, the king and realm.

ISMEN A.
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ISMEN A,
Detra&tion cannot fay fhe e’er tranfgrefs’d
The ftricteft bounds of virtue.
BATHORI.
Suppofe her chafte, ’tis pride, not virtae in her,
Can fhe be virtuous, who beheld unmov’d
'T'he treacherous arts of her licencious brother
To tempt your virgin honour, whilehe ftay’d
"To grace hisfifter’s nuptials, and #zin’d Buda
With his Moravian riot?
ISMENA.
Ireveal’d
Ier thoughtlefs condut, which indeed amaz’d me,
Only toyou, my father.— Let it die: |
Be allher errors mended and forgot,
Her worth improv’d and honour’d.
BATHORI.
Nay, I withits
Wou’d I cou’d add, with truth, I hop’d it toa!—
Thou deareft pleafure of my ebbing life,
With thee converfing, I forgotthe hours
Were paflingon —1 go: the ftates demand me.

[Exeunt feparatelys

S CENE I |
The Zffembly of the States.
FeLRS AR E PR S
That the king means this day to join the army
ds then no longer doubted? }
ELMERICK, l
o, my lord, '




E'LMEZRTICK
FIRST LORD.

May health and {afety wait upoﬁ his perfon !

SECOND LORD.
My fortune never crofs his generous labours,
But viGtory and triumph bring him home!
ELMERICK,
So pleafe ] ren ! ’tis the devouteft with

Of every honeft heart in Hungary:

T them enter KNGy BATHORT, Attendants,
Kinc taking a feat of flates
K ING.
Younobles, and you depnties of Hungary,
And you confederate {tates that own our {cepter,
Know, I this day depart for Paleftine:
Where fike a mourning matron, by her fons
Negleted or forgot in her diftrefs,
Liet ficred Sion, captiv’d and profan’d.
But ere I name the regent of my kingdoms,
Which you (hall witnefs, and, I tralt, applaud;
I greet, with heart-felt joy, your wife elettion
0f Elmerick, firlt palatineof Hungary:
The confervator of  your laws and rights,
Guardian of liberty, and judge of power.
His manly virtues an{wer my big thought,
And give full vigour to the awful title :
Wifdom confummate in the fire of youth,
The hardielt valour join’d with foft compaffion,
And juftice never to be brib’dor aw’d—
ELMERICEK.

My life’s poor labours never can deferve
My country’s favour, or my fov’reign’s praife.
And, O perpetual fource of bounteous virtue,
Who but a king, whofe wide expanding heart

1 Fecls



142 E. ol *M + B R T C oK,

Feels a whole people’s blifs, humanely great,
Wifely ambitious, ere, benignant, plan’d,
In his high foaring thought, folarge a gift; I
Gave to a fubjeét right to judge his aéts, |
And fay to fov’reign power—here fhalt thou ftay?
KING.
What we have thought of regal government,
:Its bounds and end, I hope our reign has witnefsd,
To make a people wretched, to entail
The curfe of bondage on their drooping race,
Can add nojoy tofenfe, can footh no paffion
That hath its {eat in nature—may reproach

- Sound through theloathing world his guilty name

Who dares attempt.it — what can be his motive,
‘Whom long defcent,. ora frec people’s love,
Has rais’d an.earthly God, foto degrade
Himfelf, and take the office of a fiend ! ——
Too foul miftake!—Let me afpire to glory
By glorions means! to have my reign illuitrious,
The themeofioud-tongued fameand echoingnations, |
May it give birth toan eternal zra,
And be the happy date when publick liberty
Receiv’d its laft perfection !
B:AT:HORT,
Matchlefs king!
How (halk thy fubjes pay this God-like gift!
K.IN G,
Defend it as yourlives—faid I your lives?
‘I'hat’s poor, and far unworthy its importance; |
Defend it as you wou’d your fame and virtue.
And if, hereafter, fome ill judging monarch
Invade yourrights with bold oppreflive: power ;

+nder the condu& of your palatine,

Repel by legal force the known injuftice,
And place the facred crown of holy l'ltephf.‘tl,rrh
it
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Thus forfeited and impioufly profan’d,
On fome more worthy head. ~ [Pax/es]—All graci-
ous.heaven !
Affection melts their hearts —there’s not an-eye
But fwells.with tears in all this great aflembly.
The attive warmth of youth, the cool experience
Of venerableage, the. ftatefman’s wifdom,
And hardy foldier’s courage, overcome
Hy obligation, melt.to infant foftnefs,
_And fpeechlefs tears.
. BATHORI.
O gracions monarch!
»RIRST  LORD,
Father!
ELMERICK.
“Glory, and guardian angel of ourcountry !
KIN G,
Why, let the envious call this flattery,
Unmanly art! to which unhappy {laves
Are forc’d to form their lips — You need it not——
My laft, juft care has made it ufelefs to you.
ELMERICK.
When. gratitudeo’erflows the fwelling heart,
And breathes in free and uncorrupted praife
For benefits receiv’d ; propitious heaven
Takes fuch acknowledgement as fragrant incenfe,
And doubles all its bleflings.
KIN G.
"Tisenough ———
The powerful theme had fway’d my glowing thought
From the important bufinefs of this day,
Which claims your high attention—1I fhall now
Repofe the fov’reign power in proper hands,

During thewar I wage in Palefiine.
ELMERICE.
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ELMERICK,

May heaven dire& your choice !

For what is ]aw more than the breathlefs form |
Of {fome falP’n hero, {piritlefs and cold,
"To be difpos’d and trampled on at pleafure
By every bold offender; unlefs fteady
And vig’rous execution give it life.

KIN G.

*Tis juftly urg’d, my lord, andyon yourfelf .
Shallin my a bfence Qu:ml it from contempt
By vig’rous execution. Take the {fword,
And bc’u‘ it not in vain.---8hou’d any dare,
Prefuming on their birth orplace for { fety,
Difturb my fubjetts peace \\1:;‘. bold m_}uln{ ‘
Letno Cnnfdcmtlon hold your hand,
As you fhall anfwer it to me and heaven :
Think well how I woun’d a&, or oughtto a&,
Werelin perfon here, and do it for me.

ELMERICK,
Anawful truft, myliege, and firongly urg’d :
And while I rule your realm, fhou’d fome bold
crime
Demand the righteous rigour you enjoin;
May heaven deal with me, as I fhall dif¢harge
With faithfulnefs and courage, or neglett,
Through treachery or fear, “the punful duty.
KING.

Unblefs’d d aking, whofe flf- reprmchmo heart
Ne’er calm rcpnhs on a fubje’s virtue !
Thank heav en, I'am not fuch: I tafte the fafe,
The generous joys of confidence well plac’d.

‘With you, brave Elmerick, the ftates have lodg'd

Their nobleft r1"ht, and I dare truft my Crowm.
But thereis yet a dearer, tenderer charge,

And



And let me recommend, ere I difmifs you,
[Turning to the flates.,
More than my crown, my queen to your affettions.
Igo, oncemore, to take my laft adieu,
Then lead my hallow’d banners to the eaft.
[Exeunt,

SCENE IIL

QUEEN axp ZENOMIRA.
QUEEN.
To ftoop beneath a conftant weight of cares
To purchafe eafe for others !---poor and fenfelefs !
Injurious to himfelf, and bafe tome !

ZENOMIR A,
The king is held by all moft wife and jufl,

QU EEN,

Forme, T cannot think fo---then this ftart
To Paleftine, this warlike pilgrimage,
This holy madnefs will bear no excufe,
Need he regard whether the line of Baldwin,
Or Saladin, be vittorsin a clime
Sofar remote, who might enjoy repofe
And pleafure here? I tell thee, Zenomira,
I'mnot, by far, fo happy as Ifmena.
ForElmerick, the theme of every tongue,
Canlove: and to our {ex, love crowns all merit.

ZENOMIRA.
Madam, the king

QU E E N.

He comes to take his leave. Ungrateful man!
€ merits not my heart, who vainly dares

To rate his pride above it,

Yor.:. 11, T

[Exit Zewomina,

Enter

L/ e ¥l o (el B 144
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Enter Kinc.
KIN G.
The urgent bufinefs of this day, Matilda,
How has it robb’d me of thy dear fociety !
QU EEN.
You will have conftant bufinefs, fir—The camp
Detains you from me now, and now the {enate;
And when your eourt receives you, reftlefs ftill,
And fir'd with fome bright phantom of ambition,
You mix with hoary heads, and plan new glories,
K1ING.
If, faithful to the truft impos’d by heaven,
T oft have born with griefthy painful abfence ;
O think me not lefs thine, my lov’d Matilda,
But pity my {ad duty.
QUEEN.
- Said you duty ?—
Your idol honour rather—that you worfhip —
That {fends your banners to the diftant eaft,
"To froitlefs wars, and vifionary triumphs.
KING
Honour’s a duty, madam, and the nobleft ;
And ardent I puifue the powerful impulfe.
There are (with fhame I {peak it) thofe who loiter *
In this religious welfare. The emperor
Cannot unite his Germans; France delays:
Grim death has forc’d the flanght’ring battle-axe
From Ceeur de Lion’s ftrong unerring hand ;
And John of England, his unthrifty brother,
Repell’d abroad, prepares his Iucklefs fword l
"Towound the liberties, refcind the laws,
And fheath it in the bowels of  his kingdom.
Our troops are ready : Sion’s mournful cries
Call loud forinftant fuccour—and I go.

~ QUEEN,
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QUE EN.
Then I muft learn to bear my king’s negleét, ‘ ‘
And endlefs {olitude. frite ]
KIN G, frierh }
‘
|

G

No, ity Matilda; ik
The time will come when war’sroagh 1.1'30‘.11.: ended
Shall give ime g devoted to thy beauties, i
And .Lil our days to come { fliall blended flow | [
In one pure fiream of calm; unrufiied love. i |
QUEEN, Al H
Our days to come ; il
Are dark uncertainties ; and doating "'-'rc, Ml
Shou’d we attainit, painful orinfipid. : et I
KEING:
Do not d],u"m me, call back thefe reproa;hes.
Urge nof, & 3
Bﬂt;'nn‘: )
M fofter :’ t 1o abfénce
of thy heart :
from ‘Moravia. el
iommtl" temper; his 1zing converfe, AR
Will fteal all forrow from rh i 1

C

QUEE N. il
In my brother s b
I ftill have found a ;rL.." 5 and uwndﬂu.n now ‘
Is all the g"o\i my 1 nuft hope for.—
BLt in your

1 },m\’cr

whom intru 1 obey? i

K ING.
Lord Elmerick, asyou khow was my fix’d purpofe,
I have appointed regent of iy kingdoms.

QU
oud Of

The world tal merick’s fair merits,

And
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And I, unus’d to think on fuch grave fubjects,
Congratulate youg choice.—

KING.

You’re juflt and kind; |
T'o crown with your aufpicious praife the man ‘
Whom I {o love and honour.—May I hope
That all thofe lips have dropt lefs gentleto me,
Was but the tender fears of love alarm’d ?
Oh fay but this! and I will think it kinder
Than all th’ endearments of affected fondnefs.
QU EEN.

Think whatwill pleafe you beft, and that [ faidit,—
And may the fhining fame you feek {o far
Pay your long labours ! i

KING.,

One embrace, Matilda!
May heaven on all thy days thed {weeteft comfort, ‘
And peacewith angel wings o’erfhade thy flumbers! |
Eager for fame, and zealous to chaftize
The foes of heaven, I thoughtI cou’d refift
This heart-invading foftnefs—Fond miftake !
Call’d to begin the tafk by leaving thee,
I find my fancy’d heroifm vain,
And all the feeble tender man returns.—-
I muft not give it way. —Once more, farewel.
[Excunt feparately.
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AT f
SCENE I

QUEEN axp ISMENA,
QU E E N. ! i
ES, I refent the king has left me thus! : il
Thus in the bloom of youth to be forfaken | — | |
I'll have revenge. i i
ISMEN A,
Forgive your fervant, madamy;
Grief and impatience interrupt your reafon : !
You think not what you fpeak, or will not think it. i !
When time fhall give you leifure to refle@, ; it
The king, howe’er in this— i {il
QUEE N,
Excufe him not; e
Inever lov’d him, and now never will.— '
You feem amaz’d! isit {o very ftrange,
A lady fhou’d not love the man fhe weds ?

ISMEN A,

My happy fortune, ‘madam, makes me think {o,
Nor wou’d [ lofe that thoughtto bea queen.

QUEEN. i
Iwou’d Twere noqueen!—at leaft not here ! it
When in Moravia, at my father’s court,

Theonly daughter and the darling joy

| Of my fond parents love ; officious fame

| Proclaim’d me as a miracle of beauty :
Jully or not is now of {mall importance,

"Twas then thought true, and princescame in crowds

To love and be refus’d. The nobleit triumphs

Our fex can hoaft, charm’d my afpiring thoughts;

L And
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And confiant revels, feaftines, mirth and mufick
Sooth’d everyfenfc, Nog t'im.’wc, that’s call’d |
Relig «mn here ; no vifionary
To Lt the rabble free, and fetter l\}n""-\ :
No anxious cares for what regards: ‘not us, \
Remote poflerity ; obfeur’d the luftre,
Or damp’d the joys of Olmutz’ gallant court:
Soft am’rous fighs were all the mournful founds,
And deep 111t11rrvu to ““m fome haughty fair
Were all the bufinefs of that happy ;_)1 ce
I left for this prond {olemn feat of duinefs,
This pompous graveof pleafure, hated Buda,
ISMENA. |
What wit and charms has education marr’d ! [ 4/
QUE EN.
Then judge, Ifmena,
Who know’ft this formal court, and fober king,
My hopelefs, loft condition.
ISME N A,
May I hope
Your majefty’s forgivenefs, fhou’d Lafk, |
The abfence of *'ou royal lord excepted,
‘What more coun’d kind, nmu;g;cnthmvcn béftow!?
Power, wealth, and honour wait upen your will,
QUEEN,
Power, wealth and honour feed man’s high ambis
tion 3
But for our humbler {ex, we’retrue to nature,
And reft content with pluluu,. But to me
Pleafure’s impoflible, w hilft my grave malfter
More than fmvnfls it by his wife example.

And then this laft injurious flight has mov ’d me
Beyond the power to pardon. |

ISMENA
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ISMEN A,
Shou’d my lord
Have left me thas, I might, Imaft have griev’d —
I think to death; but fure no angry thought
Had rufled my fad bofom.
QU EEN.
You, Ifmena,
Are a rare inftance of felicity,
A happy, marry’d woman.
ISMEN A,
’Tis true, my lord,
Or [ am partial, has not many equals :
The manly beauty of his p]eq‘mvhce,
His pc;fetl fymmetry and noble mien,
His tender language, and h15 foft addrefs—

QUE
Iam no ftranger to them—~wou’d I were! ‘[dfide.
ISMENA.

But then the matchlefs b auty of his mind —
Ne’er were the great and tender fo united
As in the foul of Elmerick.
QUEE N,
Rath creature! [ Afede.
ISMENA.
How happy were our fex if more were like him!
QUE E N.
Why was not I referv’d for fuch a lover ?
My paffions muft have vent. [ 4/ide.] Gentle Ifmena!
Wait for me near the fountain in the garden.
[E-c:r IsmMENaA.
When' murm’ mw at my fate, to fet before me,
And in fo fall a 1i ght, thofevery graces
Thatlong have charm d me ! vain officious woman!—
Ly Why
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‘Why have you, heaven, {o form’d this heart for love,
‘With no more reafon, than you muft forefee,
Subfervient to that love, will make me wretched? (

Enter ELMERICK.
ELMERT C'KL
Hail to the queen! and may the news I bear,
Prove a glad omen of my future fervice
¥rom this aufpicious hour! your royal brother,
The valiant Conrade, is arriv’d at-Buda.
QU EEN.
Now by the joys my foul has long been loft to,
*This kind, this gen’rous hafte to bring relief ‘
To a forlaken folitary queen, 3
Does juftice to your charaer. My thanks——
But that's a poor reward, current at courts |
For want of fomething better.—I wou’d find |
Some folid favour to engage your feryice;
Worthy of me, and worthy your acceptance,
ELMERICK,
Is there a manfo venal or {o vain, _
As not to think the happinefs to ferve : |
So goud and great a queen, a full reward
For all he cen perform ?>—and then the honour
Done to my wife !—your favour to Ifmena -
Exceeds all gratitude.
QU EE N.
Gall, gall and poifon. [Afde |
ELMERICK. |
Madam, Itake myleave. The prince isent’ring. |
QUEEN. I
My lord, when our firlt interview is over, |
We fhall expeét your prefence.

[Exit ELvERICK.
Enter
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Enter CONRADE.
CONRADE.
My Matilda!
Long let me prefs thee to my joyful breaft,
T who have often mourn’d thy tedious abfence,
Thou dear, dear objeét, both by choice and nature,
Of my fond love, my fifter and my friend!
QUEEN.
And was it tedious ? did you think it long?
Why fhiou’d I doubt it ? when was you not kind ?
When did thy active genius let me want
New pleafures to repel intruding thought,
And lafh the lazy minutesinto fwiftnels ?
Qur parents -
CONRADE.
Are well, Thereis no {forrow in Moravia
But from the want of thee.
QUEEN. -
I have not known,
Till now, a joyful moment fince I left it.
CONRADE.
We have been happy : and thou'd fortune prove
Once more propitious to me, thofe gay fires
That thone {o bright at Olmutz, may revive
And blaze at Buda.
QUEEN,
What, my deareft Conrade,
Has Hungary to give worth thy defiring ?
CONRADE.
Forgive, Matilda, while I own my heart,
Though I haveever lov’d and fondly love thee,
T'had, befides the joy of feeing thee,

Another
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Another powerful hope that fir'd my foul,
And wing’d my hafic to Buda.
QUEE N.
You furprize me!
CONRADE.
When firft Tled you here to warlike Buda,
And gave yon blooming to your royal hafband,
You muft remember, during my fhort ftay,
I{aw and lov’d the daughter of Bathori.
QUEEN.
I know 1t well, and ail her ripors to you ;
But thought yonram’rous and inconitant heart
(Lott often, and as many times retriev’d
Since I beheld you laft) had notretain’d
‘The leaft impreflion of Hmena’s charms,
CONRADE.
Not all the gaudy pleafures T once courted,
Can cure the rooted pafiion, raging fill,
Invincible as.ever. It has coft me,
While diftant from her charms I pin’d in abfence,
A ficknefs almoft fatal to my life;
Which theugh my youth recover’d, the foft peifen
Stilt preys upon thy brother’s heart, Matilda,
And makes me hate my being : — I will die,
Or find relief. And therefore am I come,
Determin’d, to attempt my fate once more :
My ftate cannot be worfe.—That fhe is wedded
To Elmerick, Tknow: yethe’sa fubject;
And were he more, his greatnefs thon’d not awe me.
QU E EN.

This favours my defign.on Elmerick’s heart, —
!

3 1 - Tk ~ . £ e
If hefhou’d gain Hmena, Elmerick’s niine. [4fide
Let me diffuade you from a wild attempt,

¥our rathnefs mait defeat. * Lord Elmerick,
Who
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Who now refides, as regeat, in the palace,
Maft foon pcrcciw your love, and will ind means
To guard his honour, and fecure Iimena
From bold folicitation.

CIO N_ ROADE.
I’'m convinc’d
That courfe were wrong, do you direft me better,
Or {ee me die the victim, of defpair,
QU EE N.
How, Cenrade! caayou think I woun’d affift
In fuch a purpofe :~—"But were virtue filent,
A cloud of difficulties rife before me:
Lord Elmerick is palatine and regent—
Terms muft be kept with him. And then Ifmena,
Fond of herlord, and vain of fuch a choice,
Will hear you with difdain. For happy Elmerick
Fills all her tender wifhes, all her heart.—
Vet fhould fome accident difturb their loves,
There might be hepe: for he whoe once has lov’d,
May love again. = The foftnefs in our frame,
That has difpos’d us firft to the fond paflion,
Is ready to betray usever after.
CONRADE.
This diftant glimpfe of hope, this poor reverfion,
Mo one that foves as I de, 1s defpair —
But’tis from her alone, who rules my fate,
That I can learn my doom. Where may I findher ¥
QU EE N
I gave her charge to wait me in the garden,
And foon will meet her there.
CONRADE.
Unkind Mazilda,
Cow’dft thou know this, and yetdetain me here o
I wou’d

i
v
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I wou’d not lofe the prefent, Iucky moment
Forages in reverfion. [£xit Coxrap I,
QUEE N.
Yes, my Conrade,

Though you was ever dearly welcome to me,

I now behold you with unuofual tranfport.

O! mayyourfighs, your vows, yourimportunities
Subdue I{mena’s heart; as Elmerick,

Without their pleafing aid, has conquer’d mina:
At leaft divide, break, and confound their peace:
Raife ftorms of jealoufy, and fll their fouls
With darknefs and defpair: till in the tempelft
Love be for ever loft, and the wild wreck
Compel abandon’d Elmerick to feek
For thelter in fome near and friendly port,
And find the bleft afylum in my arms.

[Exit QuEex,
SCENE II
A Garden.
C:ONRAD R v ISMENA.

CONRADE.

Her charms are ftill the fame, and at her fight

Love burns with double fury: yetIwant

My former refolution: Iam aw’d,

And fcarce have courage left me to approach her.
(Ajide.

— Be notfurpriz'd, adorable H{mena,

To fee me here, and fee me #il] your{lave:

Yes, thofe all-powerful beauties, that fubdu’d

My ranging heart to conftancy and truth,

Still hold the binding charm: to love I{fmena

Is, as 1 feel too well, to love for ever.

ISMEN A.
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ISMEN A.
As you are bro ther to my royal miftrefs,
I'm not furpriz’d to fee you here, prince Conrade;
But as I’'m wife tonoble Elmerick,
To hear you hold this language does furprize me,
CONRADE.
Nor time, nor abfence, nor thelaft defpair,
ForI have prov’d them all, can cure my paffion,
A mortal paflion, that muft foon confume me,
Unlefs you bid me live.
ISMEN A.
Live, and be wife ;
Live, and be noble : break your vaflalage
To paffions that debafe the name of prince,
While that of manis forfeited and loft.
CONRADE.,
This high difdain, this counfel urg’d in {corn,
Is crugl and unjuft.—Too haughty fair !
Wile thou ne’er learn compaflion ? never melt
At my long tender forrows ? Let me hope—
I1SMEN A.
What have I done to raife your vanity
To this prefamptuous height ?
CONRADE.
O call it love,
And Il confefs it foars to all the heights
Of fond, diftracted paflion.
ISMEN A.
Impious trifles!
Are thefe the arts by which falfe man betrays ?-—
Unhappy woman ! ‘do they yield to guilt
Becanfe 'a madman raves, a traitor flatters P—
Lthonght, vain prince, Ihad been better known ;
And
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And that your rath attempt when here before,
At leaft, had tauglityoun wm1 om .
CO'N-R A DE,
I confefs
My love was then to blame, fo to expofe
Your virgin honour : you have now a hufband—
ISMEN A.
You fink beneath my fcorn —1T have a hufband=
And {uch an one as loofe incontinence
Would want the will to wrong. - Sir, if I bedr
This infult unreveng’d, ’tis to my prudence,
Not to your birth and name, you owe your fafety,
CONRADE.
’L afety ! — e proud palatine
ut dare to thr

ISMENA.
Take my advice,
And dare not to provoke him. ‘Thus far, prince,
I judge my fcorn f{ufficient.
CONRADE.
C‘H’ ’tis ton much, and all that I can fear :—
I'll conquer it or.p erifh.
ISMEN A.
Since your reafon
Is wholly lof in this impetuons phrenzy,
To fhun your madnefs Iu all be all:my-care,
CONRADE.
Fly where you will, honour, as well as love,
Lo‘upvls me now for ever to purfue you,
: SMEN A.
ight, wvain hh\ rtifie grows formida bl =
lence may lay a {cene of ruin,

15 1nt
havchills my bioou with liorror but to think
CONEK .“'\,UL




T

2 L MERTCK 159
CONR ADE.
Hercynick father! - there’s another champion.
What with her innate pride and kigh alliances
She makes a ftrong refiftance ; and my paflien,
Enter BATHORI.
By oppofition irritated, burns
More fiercely to attempt the noble congueft.
[Exit CoNRADE.
BATHORI.
Prince Conrade jult now leaves you ?
ISMEN A.
3 Let him gos
BATHORI,
You feem diforder’d.
ISMEN A.
Howe’er mifplac’d by for
For the domeftick joys of uim retr
I'm fick of court already.
W BATHORI.
For what caufe?
You know your lord, by his high trait compell’d,
Here mutft refide : it cannot be d1{pc.1s’d with.
SMEN A,
"Tis true, and dl] our h: PPy days are paft :
Forinfolence and Con till pmﬁw me.
Then judge when this fhall reach myhu sand’s ear,
As foon it muft, how will his foul endure
This outrage on my virtue and his hononr?
Shall T not fee his hands ftain’d with the blood
Of the queen’s brother, orthe noblc Elmerick
(A thoufand, thoufand deaths are in the thought)
Bleed by the rage of impious, defperate Conrade?

n

L

BATHORI.
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BATHORI.
Unheard of infolence’! he fhall be taught
The difference between the paffive {laves
Of loofe Moravia, andour free Hungarians,
Your lord muft never learn this daring infult:
For know my child, 1 hold myf{elf fufficient
To fhield my daughter from this princely libertine,
And awe himinto filence and refpect,
ISMEN A.
You know him not: he isnotto beaw’d:
There is but one, one onely way to fhun him: |
Let me forfake the couirt, with you retire
Till Conrade quits the kingdom.
BATHORI.
: Rightly judg’d.
Thy prudence is thy guard ; fafer in that
From being made the theme of bufy rumour,
F.ver injurious to a woman’s fame,
Than in an army rais’d for thy defence.
My houfe and arms are ready to receive thee.
' [Exeurt

El
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SCENE L

QUEEN axp ZENOMIRA,

QUE E N,
E dumb, vain, bufy wretch: becaufe thou’rt
trufted,
Doft thou prefume to offer thy advice ?
Wou’d’ft thou be hated too ?

ZENOMIR A,

Think, royal Madam,
To whom I, undeferving, owe my fortune,
My gratitude— :
QUEEN, _

A fervant’s gratitude !—
Confider well your intereft and your fafety.
Remember I, who made you what you are,
Can make you more or fpeak you into nothing.
If Elmerick return the love I profier,
I fhall employ you often: fhou’d he not,
(Do not my eyes dart ruin while I fpeakit?)
My firlt command in this fhall be my laft.
Seek him now, .
And bring him hither.—No, I fee my brother
Wait in the anti-chamber till he’s gone,
Then do as I direéted. [Exit ZEnoMIR A,

Enter CONRADE.
CONRADE.
Curft be the hour,
When, fated with delight, I quitted Olmutz,

Where all my vows'were heard with extafy,
Vor. II M And
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And beauty took its value from my breath,
To meet contempt, defpair anddeath at Buds,
Tfmena at this inftant leaves the court:
No hope is left, no patience—I'm diftracted.
The fubtle tyrant love, who led me long
Through flow’ry paths,and {pread elyfinm round me;
Whofe fires,till now, ferv’d but to heighten pleafure,
And quicken it to teanfport ; has betray’d me
T'o plagugs and torments 1ot to be fupported. |
Ifmena is eflential to my being. O Matilda!
Afift me with yout counfel ox Pm loft,
QUEEN.

Alas! he knows not it too much imports me. i

: [4pde; |
Do not abandon hope, but leave defpair
To fools and cowards. Know, exalted fouls
Have paflions in proportion violent,
Refiftlefs, and tormenting : they're a tax
Impos’d by nature on preheminence,
And fortitude and wifdom muft fupport them,

CONRADE.
Who but Matilda e’er con’d. flatter mifery,
And prove {uperior merit from our weaknefs?
At thy awal’ning voice my hope revives.
Cowd’#t thou but ftop Ifimena’s purpos’d flight
{And nothing is too hard for wit like thine)
1 yet may triumph o’er her pride and, virtue,
QUEEN,
By ftratagem to keep Ifmena here
Can ferve no end : when fhe perceives the fraud;
She’ll fly more irritated than before.
CONRADE. |

But I fhall fee her firfti
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QUEEN.

What can you hope
From fuchan interview ? wliile Elmericle
Continues kind, he’ll prove' tgo ftrong a rival,
Her pride and virtue are meer accidentsis
She chanc’d to marry where fhe chane’d tolike s

But fhould he, touch’d with fome new flathe, ne=

glect her,
As time is froitful of more: firange events,

Her pride wouw’d make her hate him.--Y ou muft wait.

CONRADE;,
You talk of eafe whole ages hence to one
Stretch’d on the rack of violent defire.
By heav’n I will purfue:to her retreat,
And bear her thence'in fpite of father, hufband,
And every {word that dares oppofe my purpofe.
She fhall return to court, fhe {hall behold
And hear my raging love, fhe fhall be mine.

QUEE N.

Forbear fuch wild and unbecoming thoughts 3
The'palatine is regent, you a ftranger,
And [, perhaps, have reafonsof my own
Tokeep his good opinion. If to fee her
Within this palace, with the due refpeét
You owe her birthand rank, may fatisfy
For once your prefent ardour, P’ll afliféyou,
Love may perhaps infpire your foothing tongue
With eloquence to {often, and perfuade
The melting fair to break her refolution,
And hear at Teaft, if not return yourlove :.
The firmeft purpofe of a woman’s heart
Towell-tim’d, artful flattery may yield.

M 2 ConNraDE:
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CONRADE.

And fhall I fee again my lov’d 1{fmena?

Oh fay what pow’r, what art can bring her hither?

QUEEN.

Belus, chief fecretary to the regent,

Shall be, unknowingly, a proper agent :

He has been Zenomira’s lover long ——

But fee fhe comes, fhe muft not {fee you now : |

Truft in a fifter’s love, and wait th’ event. 7

[Exit CoNRADE,

Enter ZENOMIRA.

ZENOMIR A. !
Madam, my lord the regent will attend you, |
QUEEN,
Is Belus ftill thy lover, Zenomira?
ZENOMIRA,
So he profeffes, madam.
QUEEN.
Then fhou’d you feign a meflage from his lord, |
He’d not diftruftyou ? |
ZENOMIRA.,
His believing paflion
Ne'er yet has feem’d to doubt whate’er I utter’d.
What muft Ifay?
QUEEN.
Say thather lord intreats
Ifmena, fome time hence, to meet him here.
I think fhe has conceiv’d fome flight difguft ‘
Which I won’d fain remove. 'This artifice k
1 fhall fo well account for when I fee her, ‘
You and your lover fhall incurno blame.

ZENGQ |
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ZENOMIRA.
What dangers wou’d I meet, cou’d I improve
Your friendfhip for that lady ! may I hape
Your thoughts of Elmerick are chang’d already ?
QU -E E-N. 7
The plague of confidents ! —do as directed.
[Exit ZenoMrIra.,
And yet this wretch, this little bufy wretch,
Whofelove, whofe care and counfel T defpife,
Is infinitely wifer than Matilda !
Pve feat for Elmerick—but let me thinlk
Ere yet my {liding feet forego the flore,
That quitted once can never be recover’d
Inwhat a boundlefs ocean am I plunging,
With only one uncertain light to guide me!
If that fhould fail, I fink o’erwhelm’d for ever, —
But thou’d the grateful Elmerick ftretch forth
His faving hand, and fnatch me from the billows,
Love will return a thoufand folid joys
Yor every tranfient pain.—ButO the hazard | —
Awoman and a queen to offer love,
And hear herfelf refus’d!—'T'is mifery !
*T'is everlafting thame! *T'is death and hell !
Iwill not think fo poorly of my fate,
Myfelf, or Elmerick My prefent lot
Is cheerlefs and forlorn —impetuous gufts
Of ftormy pafiions drive me through the gloom,
Unfteady and uncertain., ‘All before me
Is the profound, unfathomable deep ;
And all behind a dark and boundlefs wafte—
But he appears, the ftar that muft dire@ me
To peace and joy—or light me to my ruin,

Enter ELMERICK,
I fear, my lord," this importunity
M 3




166 Fail-M E B I:C:K;

May interrupt your labours for the publick,
I fhall become your trouble.
EFELMERICK.
I ferve the king,
I {erve the publick, madam, ferving yon:
My pride and joy is to attend your perfon.
QUEEN.
And are you pleas’d, moft noble Elmerick, |
To hear a woman’s talk, and foothe my cares?
But you are wond’rous good : and let me boaft
That I’ve a heart {ulceptible of kindnefs,
In all its various forms, ev'n to a fault.
ELMERICK.
How infinitely bountifal is nature ?
Giving fuch fofinefs to the pleafing fex,
As well rewards the toils the lays on ours,
If welexcel, *tis when the glorious hopes
Of ferving or-delighting you infpire us :
And to obtain your fiiles 1s to be happy.
- QUTEEN.
If happinefs be in our pow’r to give,
>T'is hard to want the bleflings we beftow :
To love and to be lov’d is to be happy.
ELMERICK. !
Your fex by nature form’d to merit love,
Can rarely want it.
QU EE N.
Poflibly the brave,
Who-hate ingratitade, won’d not defpife
A ladywho renoune’d her native pride,
The painfal’# proof our fex can give of love,

ELMERICK
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ELMERICK,
A generous man muft think it double grace,
When love and virtue condefcend to chufe him;
QU E EN.
My lord, fhou’d fate reduce fome haplefs woman,
Trembling and almoft dying with confufion,
To make an offer of her love to you ;
And fuch a love as inftant death or madnefs
Were certain to enfue, fhoun’d you refufe it ¢
How wou’d you act ? how treat a fuppliant heart,
Whofe weaknefs you had caas’d?
ELMERICK,
Your pardon, madam ;
*Tis what I can’t fuppofe ;5 and afks no anfiver.
QUEEN.
Why not fuppofe? isitimpofiible ?
Say—I—thou’d love ; and trufting to yourhonour,
Have laid this fair occafion in your way
To break my fall, and fpare me half my fthame.
ELMERICK.
What vanity
Have I betray’d, whatbafenefs, what prefumption,
To need fp firange a trial ? if you doubt
My loyalty, and think I entertain
Defigns injurious to my fovereign’s honour;
And your fair virtue —
QU E E N.
’Tis too much, my lord,
This diffidence, this cold referve—you urge me
Towhat I weu’d avoid, beyond the bounds
Thad prefcrib’d myfelf: yes, I cot’d die
Ere fpeak more plain ; but muft not have you think
I wouwd betray you, Heavens! what feign a paffion
M 1 My
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My foul ne’er knew ! No, rather let me bear
Your utmoft cruelty, your fcorn and hatred,
For whatI am, a loft unhappy queen,
Than once be thought {fo mean and fo perfidious,
ELMERICK.
Confounded and amaz’d, my fault’ring tongue
Scarce doesitsoffice.—Whither wou’d you urge me? ‘
['is too fevere a proof | ——as you are fair; |
As charms like yours may warm the coldeft heart, |
And fhake the moft refolv’d ; what if my fenfes |
Should mutiny againft my weaker reafon,
And tempt me to betray you—horrid thought ! —
To fure and endlefs ruin !
QUE E N. ~
What do you fee |
That looks likeruin here ? |
ELMERICK.
Guilt:—that is ruin,
U E E N,
Why be it fo, your love fhall make it glorious.
E'L-M E:R I C K,
No, fhame and juft remorfe muft ftill pur{ue
Foul, truft-betrayinglove. And fhou’d] fay
Ev’n that were in my power, I muft deceive you.
Shou’d wild defire, in an unguarded moment,
Rifle your charms, and lay your virtue wafte;
The firft return of thought won’d bear me back
Tq her, who claims me by the deareft ties !
Of virtuous, grateful love. Oh then return,
With recolleéted powers o’ercome this weaknefs,
And rife mare glorious from this fhort decline.
QU EE N.
This fhort decline! —no, let victorious love
Here end a queen’s confufion, or your {corn

Sink
)
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Sink my defpairing and indignant foul
Where calm repole and hope fhall never find it,
And your repentance come too late to {ave me.
ELMERICEK.

T muft affert your honour and my own.
Remember who I am, my truft, and office—
Almighty Power ! fhall I, who bear the {fword
To punifh bold offénders, break the laws
Your Providence hascall’d me to defend ?
Doth the leaft fubjed look to me for juftice,
And fhall my king, my ever gracious mafter,
In recompence for his unbounded favour,
Receive the higheft, moft opprobrious wrong
A king or man can {uffer ?

QU E EN.

Shame and ruin !
ELME RICK.

Not to deceive you, madam, not to flatter
Views fo unworthy of yourfelf and me :
I muft avow the ample powc:—I hold,
Each thought, each toil, my life, devoted all
To gratitude and juflice.

QUEEN,
Enongh, my lord —your gratitude has charm’d me —
Who (hall oppofe your juftice ? here difplay it:
Rife by my ruin to the height of glory,
And let fame deafen the aftonifh’d world
With your trinmphart virtue.

ELMERICEK.
I wow’d triumph,

But o’er-your weaknefs, not your peace and fame:
So you may triumph too.—oh hear me, queen—

QUE EN.
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QUEEN,

I have heard too much,

Iveheard my loverefus’d. —Death, horror!--fhame,

And burning indignation | pierce my heart,

Difpatch me, giveme death. Is that too muchi—=

Is pity-to the wretched, is compaflion

Of every kind among the hateful crimes

The gen’rous, valiant Elmerick abhors?

Then give me this, afford the means of death,
And leave me toapply them. [ Going to feize bis favord,
ELMERICK.

Heavens! what frenzy

Pofleffes you! —yet hear me
QUEE N.
Off, be gone,
And let me die!
ELMERICK.
Safe as my foul the fecret
Shall be preferv’d.
QUE EN.
What! be oblig’d to you !—
Owe my precarious honour to your filence ! —
But keep yaur fword, I fhall not want ev’n that—
ELMERICK.
She is not to be trufted with her life—
Royal, unhappy fair, what can I {ay
To calm thisraging tempeft in your bofom?
For though I dare not be, what you muft hate,
Falfe to my truft and foy’reign ; I wou’d die
To fave your life and honour, toreftore
Your peace of mind, and raife declining virtue—
Enter CONRADE.
Shame and confufion ! —Madam, fee, the prince—
CONRADE.
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CONRADE,
Well may’ft thou ftart, proud lord : the queen’s
diforder,
And your confufion, muft import{ome rudenefs.
QU EEN.
Rudenefs’! — that word fuggefts anhappy thought—
Yes, let defpair and fhame give way to vengeance.
[Afide.
O brother! if I dare tocall yon brother
After the vile indignity P've {uffer’d ;
That wretch, prefuming on his boundlefs power,
Has talk’d to me of lowve.
ELMERICK.
What can I anfwer?
When accidents concur with calumny,
Her pois’nous breath obfcures the brighteft fame,
And confcious virtue only can fupport us.
CONRADE.
I faw and heard too much. The traitor’s life
Is a mean facrifice.
ELMERICK,
To plead my caufe
Before a judge like thee, were mean and vain ;
Yet be advis’d, young prince, nor rafhly draw
A {word that can’t avail you.
QU EEN.
Will you hearhim 2
Think on the affront done to our royal houfe :—
Remember who heis, thinkon I{mena:
Who, if he *fcapes your fwerd, is loft for ever.
[7o ConrRADE.
CON RADE,
Then love infpire me. [They fight.
5 QUEEN,
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QUE E'N. z
Ah! my brother!
Elmerick has the advantage. [ConraDE di/arn’d
ETEMER T-CK;
Take your life,
Youngprince. The falfeappearancethat mifled you,
Withholds my hand from punifhing your rafhnefs;
But as the king’s authority lives in me,
It may be fatal to repeat thefe infults, !
Which nor my {pirit nor my place will bear.
Remember you are warn’d.” For you, proud queen, |
I pity and forgive your groundlefs hatred, |
And fiill have that attention to your happinefs,
To with, ev’n from my foul, you wou’d review,
With an impartial eye, ourdifferent condu.
Wou'd you atone for error, make it fhort ;
Repreach yourfelf, and ufe this as a motive,
That he, whom you have wrong’d, fcorns to re-
proach you. [£xit ELMERICE:
QUEEN.
Moft exquifite! Legions of plagues and curfes!
Has heaven nor hell no vengeance in referve,
No bolts to ftrike, no light’ning to confune
This overbearing traitor; who has dar’d
To talk of wrongs, reproach, and teach us fear!
CONRADE,
Vain of th’advantage fortune'gave him o’er me,
He us’d me with the laft indignity,
Gave me my life in fcorn,check’d,rated, threaten’d,
But may my fword ne’er do meright in battle,
May I be blafted with a coward’s name,
If 1forgetto pay him tiis foul outrage
With double weight of vengeance,
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Enter’ ZENOMIRA,

ZENOMIR A,
Madam, Ifmena—
QUEEN.
Ha! Ifmena, fay’ft thou !
Say, Zenomira, that her lord expeéts her.
[Exit ZENOMIR A
CONRADE.
Ifmena in my power! O fortune, fortune !
From this bleft hour I’ll worfhip none but thee.
I might have rack’d my thoughts in vain for ages,
And ne’er have found the thoufandth, thoufandth
part
Of this complete, this moft luxurious vengeance.
QUE EN.
Revenge, thou com™t too fudden ;
And rifeft to my view in fuch a form,
8o fhocking, fo tremendous, that my foul
Shrinks back with horrornowI thon’d embrace thee,
—I jultify thy fcorn, proud Elmerick, +
By this degenerate pity.—Letitbe—
Thehaughty regent’s heart fhallknow {uch anguiih,
That his complaints fhall move ev’n fiends to pity,
And vengeance to repent.—Retire, my Conrade,
And watch till I have {fentIfmena hence.
[CoNRrRADE retiress
Iam foloft, that only horror, ruin,
Can cover my difgrace.
Enter IsmEn A looking round.
ISMEN A,
Lord Elmerick not here! —
Have my unheeded fteps miltook their way —
The queen !——and deep in thought!
QUEEN.
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QU EEN,
She has not wrong’d me—

. - o

But mifery is cruel and remorfelefs.
IESMEN A,

Forgive me,. gracious queen, if I am rude,
“In vent’ring thus to prefs on your retirement ;
I was inform’d Lord Elmerick was here.

QU E E N.
Yes,——no, —he was —Good heavens | how fhalll
frame
My tongue to this vile office. { Afde,
ISMEN A,

Are you well ?——
Pray, heaven preferve the queen!—You’re ftrangely

alter’d —
The blood forfakes your cheeks—you ftart and
tremble,
QUE E N.
You’d fee your lord, feck him in thofe apartments.
ISMEN A.
For thatI came ; but dare not leave you thus:
QUEE N.
It was a fhort diforder, and ’tis paft—
Go, you're expefted--- [Exit IsmEN M

She is gone, and ruin,
Inevitable ruin meets her there.
The mean, perfidious, barb’rous tafk is done.
My heart is adamant, orheaven-born pity
Had melted my refentments. Poor Ifimena!
To be fo plac’d by fate, that love or vengearice
Cou’d find no paffage tothe ftubborn breaft
Of Elmericls, butthrough thy breaking heart,

ACT
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AR TNE
SCENEL

BELUS anp ZENOMIRA.
BELUS.

HEN you confefs thatI’vebeen made thetool
T Of fome vile purpofe, that my lord ne’er fent
The meffage you deliver'd?-—- faithle{s woman !

How thall I meet my lord’s juft indignation,
Or make my conduét clear?

ZENOMIR A

Prepare to curfe,
Prepare to kill me, Belus; ormy fears
Will quickly end me, and prevent your juftice.
BELUS,

Jalfe woman! you’ve betray’d me into ruin.

ZENOMIRA.
0O we are both betray’d, and both are ruin’d:
Both made taffift in fuch a villainy
As hell would blufh to own, and heav’n and earth
Maft join to fee reveng’d. O cruel queen !
Curft Conrade! loft l{mena!

BELUS.
Conrade !---queen !

ZENOMIRA.
I {ay the Queen, and Conrade, and Ifmena.
I faw her pafs to the queen’s own apartment,
Andcurfed Conrade follow her foon after.
The rooms were bar’d,~--But O the difmal cries,
The lamentations and. the fhrieks that followed !---

BELUVUS,
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BELETU 8.
O loft Ifmena! O,unhappy lord !
Yes they become thee well, thefe gufhing tears—
ZENOMIRA.

But danger prefles on ns— What’s our duty
In this extreme ?

BELUS.
To be both juft and caufious :
Not rafhly to proclaim what we have heard,
But boldly dare toevidence the truth,
And juftify ourfelves, whenever call’d on--=
But {ee, lfmena comes.: Merciful heav’ns!
Who thatbeholds’hernow, can doubther {uff’rings!
ZENOMIR A,
Heart-breaking fpectacle !
BrECL U 86
She thinks us guilty :
We maft avoid her fight. [Goizg.] Her father’s here!
Enter atoppofite doors BATHORT and ISMENA.
O what a woful greeting ! now! by heaven,
I know not which demands compaffion moft.
[Exeunt BELUS and ZEwoMIRA
BATHORI.
The regent fent tofee Ifmena here ?—
Perhaps, then—
ISMENA.
Oh!——
BATHORI.
From whence that mournful found !
ISMEN A.
Since life is but a witnefs of my fhame,
‘Why do I longer bear it ?
2 BATHORL




EXL MY BURE s C Ry

BATHORI.
Some fad child
Cf forrow-and defpair, hiding her face,
And bending t’wards the earth, feems to bewail,
In bitternefs of foul, fome dire misfortune,
ISMEN A. R
Why is the grave, the hofpitable grave, ,
The filent {eat of darknefs, clos’d tome ? 1
Almighty power![Raiﬁ;:g-l'aﬁfafe.EMy father!ha!— , ,
Seeing BATHORI .
BATHORIL
Impoflible ;: ——
Art thou Imena ? — Let me doubt it fill—
To fee thee thus, and know thee for my child,
Muft fplit my brain with horror. |
ISMEN A, it
Since my woes |
Renounce all cure, and, told, muft blaft the hearer 3
0 let me pour them out to wilds and deferts,
Shun all mankind but chiefly thofe I love!
BATHORI. Lo
Come, my Ifmena; to my fhelt’ring bofom— ’
Clofe, clofer ftill---and while I thus weep o’er thee,
Tell me, my child—I know ’twill break my heart,
But let it brealk—come, tell me all thy fuff’rings.
I1SMENA.
Think where I am, remember whatI told yowr
Of the detefted rage of brutal Conrade.
BATHORI,
Then art thou ruin’d, paft redemption ruin’d!
ISMENA.
Palt, paft redemption! every other ill {
Mzy be reliev'd by hope, or born ‘with patience; i
Vor, II N Here !
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Here hope’s impoffible, and patience guilt.
B A'THORI,
Then the laft facred bufinefs is revenge—
ISMEN A.
Look down, all-pitying heaven, on thefe my woes,
Woes undeferv’d, and guiltlefs mifery :
They plead my caufe, the caufe of innocence,
An injur’d, violated, matron’s caufe;
And fhall they plead in vain ?
BATHORI.
Yes, my dear child,
In whom thy father’s fecret foulrejoic’d ;
Whofe goodnefs and whofe happinefs was fuch,
He found old age delightful ; let thy foes,
Thofe kindred-fiends, to this thy juft appeal
Plead theirhighrank, and tryits weightwith heaven,
ISMEN A.
Or Elmerick, whofe wrath perhaps they fear
Much more than heaven’s.
"BATHORL :
And therefore may avoid.
This afks fome thought—— :
For who éan anfwer for thy hufband’s tranfport,
Wife ashe is, when he fhall hear thy wrongs?
- ISMEN A.
O what a fcene of horror have you rais’d !
He’ll ruth, unarm’d, on our infidious foes,
Fall in their toils, and perifh. Yes, my woes,
My miferies, enormous as they are,
Admit of aggravation.
; BATHORI.
His danger wou’d be great. Some hand lefs fear'd
May make revenge more certain. Nay, ’twere l{lrfll:‘d
0
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To {pare thy lord fuch anguifh and defpair.
ISMEN A,

Oheaven ! and earth! to whom fhall I complain,
Where pour my forrows forth, if not to him ?

BATHORI.
'Think you expofe his life.
ISMEN A,
Death feal my lips!
BATHORI,
Retire and truft our vengeance to my prudenceé.

Compofe thyfelf, and when thou feeft thy lord—
ISMEN A,
Madnefs will {feize me,

Or raging grief difclofe the horrid fecret.  [Exits

BATHORI
Sufpenfe was eafe to this confirm’d defpair.
Would thou wert dead, Ifmena!---O my child!
Thou art {o loft beyond the reach of hope,
That love itfelf compels thy wretched father
To wifh thee dead ; and in the bitternefs
Of anguifh mourn that ever thou wert born.
May one kind grave foon hide thy woes and mine.
Ifmena !---oh ! — But while I weep thy wrongs,
Thefpoiler lives — Thofearethe queen’sapartments,
And, doubtlefs, there her brutal brother lurks.
Nor courts, nor fhrinesand altars fhall proteéthim,
What, ho ! within! prince of Moravia ! Conrade L
If thou’rt a man, ftand forth, appear and anfwet.

Enter CONRADE.
CONRADE.
What infolence is this ! —Ifmena’s father! —

Nz

BATHORT,
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BATHORI.
Yes, impious prince, the father of Ifmena,
CONRADE.
Forbear, rathman ; this foul reproach I pardon,
Somewhat, Igrant, isdumto thy firft tranfports
Of jealous honour, and much more from me
To fair Ifmena’s father.
BIAT H.ORT,
Yes, thy blood.
CONRADE,
Yet hold ; I've that to fay may calm thy fury,
BATHORI,
Coward !
CONRADE.
I {mile, old man,
Andwill be heard. Your daughterhas been wrong'd,
But moft by her ungrateful, faithlefs lord ;
Whofe rude attempt upon the queen, my fifter,
Makes what I've done a juft, though bold, reprifal.
Let him atene his treafonous prefumption,
Which, be affur’d, heanfwers with hislife ;
And let me periih, if I not reftore
The injur’d honour of your lov’d Ifmena
With vaft increafe, and {eat her on a throne.
B.A T HORA.
°d rather {fee her in the arms of death
Than reigning «o’erthe univerfe with thee.
Mark thy progteffion,
From rape to {ubornation, thence to murder.
Long-fug'ering heaven, whofe patience thou haft
tir'd.
Calls loud:for vengeance'on thee. . [Draws.

CONRADE,
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CONR A D-Es

Frantick man !

Enter QUEEN, LorDs, and Guards, awho interpofes

QU EEN:

You lords of Hungary, behold this fight,

And vindicate your hofpitality.

Isthis fit treatment for a royal gueft ?

Will you endure this more than barb’rous outrage,

And fhare the guilt of him and his confed’rates ¢

Who twice this day, and for a caufe too vile

For me to name, have fought my brother’s life.

Bale Ry Qe e e O RETYS
How fhall we reconcile what we have feen
Withyour known wifdom, and confummate virtue ?
BATHORI,

Believe me, friends, there is, there isa caufe

For what you faw, for what I fain wou’d hide,

Thefe eyes ftill fwelling with unmanly tears ;

Which when you know, you’ll joinwith me to curfe

The chancethatbrought you, to prevent my juftice.

Er RS L O R-D5

The great, good man! {o long, fooften provd

The fearlefs advocate of injur’d innocence,

Wou’d he fhed tears,

And call for juftice when no wrong was done him #

Judge others as they pleafe, I will not think it.

SERCC. AN D T QR

Nor I,
T-HIRD L-ORD.
Nor I
FOURTH LORD.
Why is that wrong conceal’d ?
N3 Barroris
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BATHORI.
For moft important reafons: Though I fear
It will too {foon be known.
FOURTH LORD.
*Till them, my lord.
Fxcafe me, if I think our country’s honour
Muft fuffer by your conduét.
FIFTH LORD.
That’s my judgment,
BATHORTI
If your knowledge of me cannot gain
Some credit to my waord, at leaft fufpend
Your hafty cenfures. [Going.
FIRST LORD.
We accept your word,
And vow to fhare your counfels and your fortune.
BATHORI.
You’re truly noble. And be well affur’d
That ’tis an honeft caufe, and worth efpoufing.
[Excunt BaTuort, I, 2, 3 Lords
QUEE N.
Tnmanner'd traitors !
From you, my lords, who think and a& more nobly,
What may infulted majefty expect ?
FOURTH LORD.
All thatbecomes good fubje@s, who will guard
The venerable rights of hofpitality.
FIFTH LORD.
Bathori, whofe rath conduct we condemn,
At our joint charge, fhall anfer to the regent,
His bold attempt.

QUEEN
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QU EEN,
The regent!——
His daughter’s hufband ! his confed’rate !—
FIETH L ORD.
No kindred, madam, will prevail with Elmerick
To ftop the courfe of juftice.
QUE EN.
Left to him,
Whofe daring infolence has been the fource
OF thefe fierce difcords! Lords, if you regard
The publick fafety, if you love the king,
Ordare defend your queen from fouleft infult ;
Go find him now, attack him unprepar’d,
Stand not on forms, the leaft delay is fatal.
FOURTH LORD.
Your pardon, madam—
FIFTH LORD.
Our zeal fhall never make affaflins of us.
QUE EN. :
Nor men, tamelords. You who have feen my bro-
ther
Affaulted with a murderousintent,
Is this your boafted loyalty and honour?
F2OWU-R - T:-H IO R Ds
Thefe bind us to refpect the character,
The dignity and perfon of the regent.
FIFTH LORD.

If you, my queen, or you, great prince are wrong’d,
The king will do you juftice. [Exeunt LorDs.
CONRADE.

Canting traitors!
They go to join our foe, and fwell his powet:
: N4 This
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This fhrub of one day’sgrowth, this idol regent
Attraéts their ready worfhip.
QUE EN.
Let them go.
Now by the burning rage that drinks my blood
The fools fpoke true: the king fhall de us juitice,

CONRADE.
Elmerick,
His influence—

QUE BN,
We will aceufe him firft,
The king has not yet reach’d Alba-Regalis,
You {oon will overtake him. What you faw
Of Elmerick’s bafe purpofe ffrongly urg’d,
Join’d with the earneft letters I thall write,
Will fo alarm and prepofiefs the king,
That all complaints of their {mena’s fuff’rings
Will be regarded a5 an after feint,
A mean device to fcreen her guilty lord.
What are your thoughts ?
CONRADE.
T hat thon wait born. to triamph,
This traitor, when unmafic’d, fhall fall anpitied
By all mankind, and hated by Ifmena.
Qu EE N.
Still your Ifmena !
CONRADE.
" O my beft Matilda!
reed by death from her falfe hofyand,
\nd of his crimes convinced, flie then may deigh
To blefs my vows, and fhare my future throne,
-e than {afety, life, or vengeance to me.
1 impétuous pafiton once defis’d

o
e
5
]

Thofe

B
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Thofe charms alone which violence cou’d gain ;
But now the avarice of love afpires
To mutual blifs; @nd more refii’d difdains
Th’ imperfect pleafure whichher will deny’d.
QU E EN.
She may be wholly and for ever your’s.
You mark’d with How much care the cautiofs fire
Preferv’d the fecret of his daughtet’s wrongs.
CONRADE.
Ohinay I live to make her reparation
By gentleftlove for wrongs which now m
Detefts, and fickens at the vile femembrar
QU EN.
Live and be blefs’d. I donot hate [{mena:
Cut off, that{ource of both cur wrongs, her hufband,

{bs

And my tormenting thirit of vengeance ceaics.
CONRADE.

Prepare your letters. DIl be inftant ready-
[Exit CONRADE,

s

r fout

QUEEN.
Ves, Twill humble that exalted mien,
And teach this new made regent’s pride {fubmiffion.
He is{fccure, and let him be fo ftill;

Till my revenge, a flighted queei’s revenge; -
Burf forth, and blaft him with unthought of ruin.

[Zxit QUEEN.




SCCE NVE- 11,
Ismewa’s dpartment, - =
Enter BLMERICK running to embrace her,
ELMERICK,
Thou hat too long been abfent, my Ifmena!
Athoufand anxious cares have fill’d my heart
Since I beheld thee laft. But thou art found,
Who ne’er appear’d to my defiring eyes
But peace and comfortand delight came with thee,
O takeme to thy arms, and quite extinguifh
The memory of pain.
ISMEN A.
O mifery !
[Refufing to embrace him,
Unequal’d mifery! Tam excluded
For ever from thofe arms.
ELMERICK.
All-gracious heaven!
What mean thefe broken thoughts, this lab’ring
anguifh,
My foul, thou fum of all my joys, my wife!
ISMENA,
Thou haft no wife.
ELMERICK.
Diftra&ion!
ISMEN A,
I’'m a wretch
Without a name, and fain wou’d quit my being.
ELMERICK.
Protet me, heaven! Ifmena! what dire thought
Shakes thy fweet fonl with fuch tempeftuous agony?
Whatill {o fudden, fince we parted laft, :
Preventing




Preventing ¢’en my fears,
Say, tell me —

IS MENA.
No, Icannot, dare not tell yous
Though I ne’er conceal’d
A thought before, I muft be filent now.
ELMERIC K.
? andyetldread to know—
ween has wrong’d my truth,

Vou cannot bear it.

What can this mean
Perhaps the envious g

Can you fufpect my love?
ISMENA.
Vou love too well :
0O that ’twere in your power to love
ELMERICK.
Nay, then I’m loft indeed— pronounce my
Rut let me hearit folded in thy arms.
1S ME N'A.
Avoid me, fly, and think of me no more.
ELMERIC K.
What! fhun my arms, Ifmenal
ISMEN A.
There’s my mifery
Imuft for ever fhun ’em _ Now, - my father,
¢ muit [ feem a monfler,

Ungrateful, falfe to Elmerick; or bring
llntion to his arms?

Where is yoar prudence

—Detefted thought—po

ELMERICK.

Pollution! madnefs!

I1S§MEN A.
I have been betray’d,
Bafely betray’d to infamy and rain,
Render’d unworthy of thy cha

£ LM B R AC K.
has burft upen thee?
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That execrable fiend, that monfter Conrade
Has robb’d me of my honour.
ELMERICEK,
Hear me, heaven!
Let not this whirlwind of o’erwhelming paflion
Tear up my béing —let me live whole ages
Though raging with deéfpair, rather than die
And leave her unreveng’d.
ISMEN A,
Had not religion
Withheld my hand, whofe law forbids felf-murder,
{That fhort and eafy cure for hame and anguith)
"Thefe forrows ne’er had reach’d you,
ELIMERICK,
- Talk not thus,
Talk not of dying ; thouart innocent,
Thy mind unftain’d ; thy wrongs fhall be reveng'd,
And thou fiill blefs my days.
ISMENA,
It cannot be:
My power toblefs is Ioft. I am thebiot,
‘T'hz only blot of Elmerick’s fair honour,—
O why was it committed to the charge
Of one {6 heedlefs, fo improvident,
Guardian unworthy of a truft fo noble?
E-L M E'R € 5
O my Ifmena!
ISMEN A,
O my deareft lord!
Alas you weep—I cannot bear your tears,
They melt my firmeft purpofe — but farewell—
One laftembrace; as on adying friend,
It will net fain your glory io-beflow
©a your undone Ifmena—
ELMERICK,
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ELMERICEK. ‘
To my bofom

with tenderer fondnefs did I never prefs thee.
Here reft, my love, awhile, and lofe thy woes. ‘
ISMEN A.
The greatne{s of mywoes will.make ’em fhort : it
I feel my vital powers decay apace. ‘
To part with thee, was all thate’erappear’d i
Dreadful to me in death—that’s paft already— i
And all to come is eafe and {oft repofe. ‘ I
When I’m no more, remember, Elmerick, . [l
My reverend father ; comfort and fupport him (3t
The beft you can : my lofs will touch him nearly, - i
I fee you burn for vengeance, butbeware ; ‘ it
The cruel, treach’rousqueen confpir’d with Conrade, i
ELMERICK. |
Alike remote from rafhnefs and from fear, I
Tll trace thishellith myfery to its fource,
And deal to each, with an inflexible il
And equal hand, the portion they deferve: ‘

I'll weigh it as the aétion of my life
That muft give name and value to the whole;
And raife 2 monument to thee and juftice A
Shall firike exalted wickednefs with terrar, Il

And freeze the boiling blood of future Conrades.

Farewell, be patient, andexpett th’ event.

[ Exennte
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ASCET ~N
SICTEN-E- .

QUEEN.,
¥ O recolleé and judge our attions paft,
May yield inftration - Iapprove my caution,
And blefs the fortune that conceal’d my weaknefs
For the proud regent, even from my brether.
My feeming innocence preferves refpect,
And gives him life and vigour to purfue
My daring fcheme to cruth the man I hate.
Shoun’d it fucceed, fecure from all reproach,
Life may be worth my care.

Enter ZENOMIRA.
I had forgot—

‘This woman knows too much—her lover too—
They maybe dangerous—that too fhou’d be thought

on,
And fhall be fo hereafter —What’s your bufinefs?
ZENOMIR A.
Madam, the regent afks to be admitted.
QUEE N.
Why fhou’d I be alarm’d 2—No, ’tis not fear
That gives this fudden ficknefs to my heart:
'T'his tremeor, thefe convulfive ftarts proceed
From ftrong averfion only —I contemn him. [Apart,
Yes, let him enter. [Exit ZenoMIRA,
I'll enjoy his anguifh
Safein my fex and dignity, Il tell him,
That *tis my pride and glory to have made him
The very wretch he is,
Enter
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Enter ELMERICK and ZENOMIRA.
ZENOMIRA.
Madam, the regent
ELMERICK.
I've orders, madam, from yourlord and mine
Fit only for your ear.
QUE EN.
What gloomy grandeur he affumes !
Whatinfolent tranquillity ‘he bears !
You may withdrayw. [Exit ZENOMIRA.
ELMERICK.
I hear, Conrade is fled.
QUEEN. :
You’ve bad intelligence, the ftate muft fuffer
While you’re no better ferv’d: he {corns to fly,
And will confront you foon.,
ELMERIGCK.
Till then, let guilt
And fear attend, and keep the villain waking.
Q UEEN.
You come torail: begin, I ftand colleéted,
Nay, will affift you. You refus’d my love,
Andin my turn, Thave undone l{mena.
ELMERICEK.,
You do confefs it then ?
QUEEN.
I glory in it.
To wound you where I knew you moft fecure,
To taint your heaven, to curfe you in Ifmena,
Was my contrivance: Conrade’s defperate paffion,
Subfervient to my vengeance, wrought her ruin.

ELMERICK.
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ELMERICK,
This T had charg’d you with; but, felf-convi&ed,
My pains are fpar’d, and here your procefs ends,
[4 paufe,
Thou awful power, whofe bright tremendous ford
Rules heaven and earth, while hell refifts in vain;
Inexorably firm, eternaljuftice;
Fearlefs I offer up this high delinquent
‘T'o yop and to Iimena : deign t’ accept
No common facrifice, and may it prove
A folemn leffon and a dreadful warning
Tinftruét and to alarm a guilty world.
QUEEN.
Doft thou prefume, the fubjeé of our throne,
To menace me with juftice?
ELMERICEK,
You’re no fovereign,
Your king’s authority refides in me.
QUEE N.
Not to affaflinate his queen, Help., Treafon.[Calls
ELMERICK.
in clamour, and prepareto die:
meafures not tobe prevented,
QU EE N,
Traitor, think who I am, refpeét my rank.
ELMERICK.
That you fhou’d have refpected.
The blackeft aggrayation of your gult
Is from yourrank, and other benefits
Receiv’d from heaven: notto have done much good
With youradvantages, forfeitsthem all,
And leaves you debtorto a vaft account;
But their abuafe———

QUEEN.




B RElcoks
QUEEN,
And who fhall judge of that?
EE"ME R I'C K,
All may, and muft, who feel and fuffer by it; |
Bat I’ve a double right to judge and punifh. ‘
The ignominy of a bar and {caffold,
Whichour ftri¢tlaws, and yourhigherimes demand ;
For the king’s honour, here I take upon me
At my own peril to remit, and make ti
Myfelf youronly judee, and this your fcaffold. ' Il
If you’ve not fin’d beyond the hopes of pardon, il
But wou’d in pray’r and penitential tears
Employa few fhort moments, they are yonrs—
The utmoft of my mercy. il
QUEEN,
So determin’d ! : Tl
The king’s arrival yet won’d change our fates,
[Afide.
Cruel man! I
} Blame your own fcorn for what I’ve rathly done, i
And letus now exchange mutual forgivenefs. sl
[Peepss il
ELMERICK, |
I have not gone thus far without confulting
Reafon and juftice, with the extentand end
Of that great power and truftimpos’d upon me:
No, had the wrong you've bafely done my wife,
Been done the meaneft peafant’s wife in Hungary,
Nor rank, nor vain intreaties fhou’d Protc& you.
! QUEEN.
Conrade is gone t* accufe you to the king—
You know how well the firong appearance won ‘ 1
My brother’s credit to th’ imputed crime;
My death won’d be {o full a confirmation | ’
Vor. IL




194 EsLaM  BERl -TirC sk
Of all Icharg’d you with, that certain ruin,
And everlafting infamy, mult follow.
ELMERICK.
And do you thus atone for your offences?
Is this the ufe you make of my indulgence,
T'o boaft new crimes ?
QU E EN.
‘To warn you of your danger.
I tell you once again, you dare not k il me.
ELMERTCE,
I dare not let you live, for that’s injuftice,
‘The only l:w“ir'fi fear: and had you fear’d it,
You had been {afe and hap Enter now
Ye minifters of juftice: do your office.

v

Enuter the E::f_'c'.‘;/"mﬂrs While they prepare to flrans

le / 1er, f/" /f'-:z?m.

QUEEN

Is there no help then? muft I fall hisvictim ?—
Almighty power, who gav’{t me my exiften
And with it iiro-w affections and averfions,
Why haft thou dea Et ﬁ) n.;y :\.‘Lmlv wILh me ?
If'yon have mercy -

back '/(J.; ;37::z’jfrtrhg."f her.
ELMERICK.
O Icther life atone for all its errors |—
"T'hus I {fupply the interrupted pray’r
That-death breaks off, and may it find d acceptance!
The fiercelt anger in the human mind
Shou’d reach but to the grave.— Belus.
Enter BeLUS.
B-E L S5

What is your pleafure?
: ELMERICK,
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ELMERICK.
We muft {eek theking.
B EL US.
My lady’s father, and th” affembled peers—
ELMERICK,
Tis true, I had forgot. Behold within there.
[Pointing to the recefs in the bact fcencs
BELUS:
Alas! my lord !— [Seeing the Queen.
ELMERICK,
At what are you farpriz’d?
BELUWUS.

The queen is dead!
e ELMERICK.
Sheis, ‘and by my {fentence.
HaveI done ought unjuft?
B ELUS.
I dare not fay it,
Ve ftand aftonifh’d at the rigorous deed.
ELMERICK:
So donot I that wickednefs abounds,
When juftice is a wonder. Seek the peets,
And bring ’em to behold what thou haft feen.
; B ELUS.
You wou’d not have this known?
Bl MERIECEK.
Not have it known !
o proclaim it. :
[Exit Berus.

The bufinefs of my 1

O thouimpartial, univerfal power,
WAfe nature’s eldeft law, wrote by herfelf

02 Upon
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Upon the heart of man, eternal juftice ;
Infpir'd by thee, withone determin’d blow,
I have redrelt my poor Ifmena’s wrongs,
(As far as wrongs like her’s can be redrefs’d)
And wip’d difhonour from my houfe and name:
Andnowif Iam call’d tobe thy martyr,
My race will end with glory.
Enter Barnort and Lords.
BATHORI.
I have declar’d
T'o thefe right noblelords, asyou commanded,
The queen and Conrade’s moftinhuman guilt,
ELMERICK.
Thenjudge, my lords, whether this dreadful a&
Merits reproach or praife.  [Pointing to the queen,
FIRST LORD.
Speak he that can,
SECOND LORD.
Afltonifhingly bold—
THIRD LORD.
But righteous vengeance :
Unprecedented juftice!
BATHORI ;
Yes, this tranfcends example. Gracious heaven!
May I but live to fee her brother thus!—
FIRST LORD.

Sir, your intereft

May make youn partial : rot that we condemn
Or juftify theregent: to the king

We muftrefer his fentence,

ELMERICEK,
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ELMERICK,
’Tis butjuft.
And fo may heaven deal with my foul hereafter,
When I fhall ftand at that all-feeing bar;
As I will render up a ftrilt account,
Urge to the king himf{elf his queen’s mifdoing,
And feek my judge with his wife’s blood upon me.
F R SERESTAO-RED,
Heard you that trumpet?  [Flourife of Trumpets.
SECOND LORD.
See, theking appears,
Enter Kinc, CONRADE, and Aitendants.
KING.
Where is this patriot who defies alllaw,
And ufes our autherity for treafon ?
I afk for Elmerick.
ELMERICK,
Your loyal fubjec,
The palatine and regent of your kingdom,
Who bears that name, is here.
KING.
Doth not the prefence of thy king confound thee ?
ELMERICEK.
Iburnt with firong impatience ill I faw him,
KIN G.
Where isMatilda? go and call the queen:
Let her appear, and firike the traitor dambs
~What means this gloomy filence ! are you maotion~
lefs ?
Why am I not obey’d?

0O 3 LuMmerICK,
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ELMERICK.
I pray, give back—

Behold, unhappy ki ing, to what my juftice
Has brought thy guilty queen.

BRI NG

Heavenly _powers 5]

Matilda! am I come, though on the wings
Of love, too late 'ta {ave thee?

[R;!iz: to the 150{1:1' in the ﬂ‘rfﬁ.

CONRADE:
(0] my fifter
Are thefe our promis’d joys ? is this our trmmph?
ELMERICK.

Sufpend the hofband, and exert the king.

KING.
Inhuman wretch! T will exert the king,
And give new majefty and double terror
To that 1mportantname, for thy deftruction.

EL-'\T E RICK.

, my ].L.kd ]s“t ‘:nov:, your fame
..ml your condué 1 now

tue digni l’; d the office,
n n':tni‘_. Ji‘ you think

L o your yet 1"'*!%!1 me, and renown,

ires my Uw e, yowve my compaflion, fir.

1] ‘
Monarchs are mén—L'vefaid — and . 1~' ourpleafure.
KEING. :
though ?'11::\. ?‘Cc well :

1N l indignation.
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Had't thou the tongue nfn.mcic cou’dft thou hope
To clear thyfelf of my Matilda’s death ?

ELMER1CK: il
\Tor was it e’ermy pmpo.u toattempt1 it ‘
But ’ve a '1nht[o juftify myfelf |
If innocent, “and to be Il'”‘lJ with patience. ‘
But if thro’ paflionate and blind prevention i
You do refufe to hear, I had rather die !
Than bear the unavailing name of palatine, .
Firft guﬁrd:nn of the rights of freeborn Hungary, |
And live 2 witnefs to an innovaticn 1 i
So fatal to my country. it
KIN G. *

Thou haft touch’d { o

My inmoft foul. I’d rather thon fhoud’ft *fcape, |
Than fix a precedent which may be arg’d | E
Hereafter, to fupprefs the voice of truth ; il
Lofe the benignant charatter of king. g
And chan glories for a tyrant’s fham=, 1l
You thall ')‘ huurl A feat- O my Matilda |
Forgive this fhort delay. Let the rath man,
fudmmurmrr to defend, conviét himifelf,
And fall the mere abhorr’d, 1

ELMERICK.

You may remember, fir, 4l

When you appeinted me your fubftitute,
You did pronounce, in prefence of your {tates,
The worft abufe of law and all juft power,
Is when tl e great offend and pafs unpunifh’d,
This you injoin’d me f{irongly not to {uffer
Nor bear the fword in vain. . You’ve been ulu} d —
The queen tranfgrefs’d - and I have done my duty.

KIN G.
Yourduty, fir! dare you affirm the queen —

O 4 ELuERICK.
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ELMERICK.
Deferv’d the death I gaveher. Hear me out.
If, \with deep fore-thought and delib’rate malice,
To plot and to effefta matron’s ruin,
To give her up to a lewd {poiler’s rage,
By laws divine and human, be pronounc’d
A crime deferving death, the guilty queen
Drew on herfelf the juftice I infli&ed,
Her wicked agent Conrade, her vile brother,
Who ftain’d the purity of my Ifmena,
Is left to prove your juftice. [King rifes,

KING.
Cin it be!

Thy lovely, chafle Ifmena!

ELMERICK,

She, my wife.

Lovely thewas, and chafte; and not lefs worthy
That jult regard the meaneft may pretend to,
I truft, for being mine.

CONRADE.

Evafive traitor !
Say for what capfe, with impious profanation,
You dar’d attempt your mafter’s {facred bed;
And I may deign to anf{we to your charge.
KING.

Is this the court of Buda? this vile ftage
OCf lewdnefs, death, and black recrimination ?
Of what a fudden growth is rank corruption
That, daring my fhort abfnce, hath infected
My houfe and throne, thofe I moft lov’d and trufted,

—But bring the cleareft proaf of this foul charge
Apainft my queen ] brother, or expect
T'lie felf-fame me how hiafi fhewn to her:

2 : Whonn,
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Whom, if thy accufation be unjuit,
Thow'ft bafely murder’d twice.
ELMERICK,
I have the ftrongeft proofs,
My wife’s accufing tears, who cou’d not forge
To her own ruin and to my difhenour
A tale {o full of thame. But more, thequeen,
The queen herfelf, triumplantin her malice,
Confefs’d it to my face and glory’dinit,
KIN G.
And will Ifmena vouch it ?—I think highly
Of your wife’s truth ;—fo did I of Matilda’s—
I'll not condemn her on a fingle witnefs:
Ifmena is but one, thy word is nothing,
ELMERICK.
Ihave yet farther proofs. Perufe this feroll,
{G."fvi.’:g the /:f)fg a paper.
This full avowal of the hellifh deed,
Witnefs’d by thefe who both were actors in it,
[Pointing to BELUS and ZENOMIR AW
Without defigning ill, which1 produce
With firong reluctance, as it {peaks aweaknefs
Of the loft queen, which I wou’d fain conceal.
KING.
Why fhou'd I tremble thus ? let truth appear,
And fhame light where it will.. Madnefs and dedch!
[Reads.
Confefs a guilty paflion for the regent! —
Can, thefe things be!---that dignity of fpirit,
That high demeznour ftoop to fuch difhonour! —
How thall I credit—what ['can’t rejet?
How root out fixt ideas from a heart
Matilda fill’d, and bend it to conviion? —

O Elmerick!
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O Elmerick! I fee the pois’nous. fource
Of our united woes-
ELMERICK.
Her will refus’d,
She offer’d at her life---
CONRADE.
T'his claims attention. [4pde,
ELMERICK.
Which while T ftrove to fave, her brother enter'd;
And, by her art deceiv’d, attempted mine:
The reft that paper {peaks.
CONRADE.
Too fatal truth!
*T'was gallantin him then not to accufe her.
I fee my fate, and am prepar’d to meet it. [4fide,
KING.
Yon doacknowledge, and confirm for truth
All thatis here contain’d ?  [70 Ber. end Zex.
BeTH.
So heaven deal with us.
KING.
"Tis all teo plain: herlawlefs love, fierce malice,
Conrade’s foul rage, and poor lfmena’s ruin—
To find her guilty, isto find herhateful :
And [ woa’d hate—what once [ dearly lov’d.
No blood - but tears, and thofe too weakly fhed,
Muft fiream o’er thy dithonourable hearfe,
Unhappy, falfe Matilda!— but no more.—
A Hmifls this weak nnworthy foftnefs.
:t Elmerick go weep. Ifmena’s wrongs
May call forth tears that manhood may be proundof,
T'o weep Ifmenais to feel for virtue.

How
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How is it with her forrows ? from this hoar
My tendereft care fhall be to give them comfort.
EFELMERICK.
I fear her forrows ne’er will tafte of comfort.
But fee, the meflenger [ {ent retarns.
Enter MESs ENGER.
MESSENGER.
I come; my lord ——
ELMERICK,
Be brief: how fares my wife ?
MESSENGER.
As angels fare,
With whom fhe nowinhabits. When you fent me,
I found her in the arms of her attendants —
Fainting fhe feem’d —but when T told my mefTage
Sherais’d her head, and lifting up her eyes,
"Till then juft clos’d, propitions heaven ! fhe cried,
Defend this nobleft pattern of your juftice,
Nor let his matchlefs love go unrewarded.
Then with an heavenly {mile addreft me thus.—
Aflure my lord I die without relutance.
My foul, that melts with gratitnde, prefages
Unequal’d bleflings fhall attend him here,
While T enjoy —and then her {peech forfook her,
And fhe, without one painful figh, expir’d.
KING.
Too fure a teftimony haft thoa given
Of thy foul wrongs, Ifmena—Elmerick !
Quite {peechlefs and o’erwhelm’d! - her father too !
Turn not away—1I do not offer comfort——
I mean but to.mourn with you.

ELMERICK,
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ELMERICK.
So to die! —
Her delicately chafte and heavenly foul
Forfook its earthly temple when profan’d
Without the fieel or poifon’s lawlefs aid
And lives the man who wrong’d me in I{mena?
Jear then, O righteous ng, my high appeal
"To thee, and to the law of warlike Hungary.
Give me to meet this Jmplous prince in battlc 3
There, in the crouded lilts, dread fcene of'_}uﬂlcc,
There only can 1 fue for retribution,
Wrong'd as I am, without a {oldier’s thame,
And thou, I{fmena, from thy fainted feat,
Wherehigh thou fit’ft crown’d with the ftarry wreaths
That dﬂﬂeln weave for purity likethine,
Loolz down propitious on me, and accept
This high, this fecond facrifice of vengeance.
CONRADE.
Then I have murder’d thee, ador’d Ifmena.
Thefe mourn thy fate with tears, but what’s the for-
row
That fireaming eyes can utter and relieve !
Though thou difdain’ ftmy grief, yetlearn this truth
[Tm ing o ELMERICK,
From him thou moft abhor’ft --n-mc innocent
Are not the fitteft objetts of compafiion:
O there’s no pain, nomifery like guilt —— -
Nor do I fall thy facrifice, for know,
Had I been plac’d above the power of vengeance;
Ifmena’s fate, th’effeCt of my rafh love,
Had been lamented thus, and thus reveng’d—
[Stads bir

KING.:
atone one error by another.
CONRADE
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CONRADE.
Nothing but error: I was born toerr:
The wiiling flave of every youthful paflion.
"Tis now too late to learn —my day is palt—
*Tis night —Ifmena~—oh! [ Diess

ELMERICE.
Unerring power! whofe deep and fecret counfels
No finite mind can fathom and explore ;
It muft be juft to leave your creatures free,
And wife to {fuffer what you moft abhor: ©
Supreme and abfolute of thefe your ways
You render no account—we afk for none.
For mercy, trath, and righteous retribution
Attend at length your highand awful throne.
Ifmena is aveng’d—let me be wretched !

K ING.

Our {forrows muft be felt. Yet, O ! brave Elmerick,
Let not the publick fuffer! thou’ft done greatly,
Still hold the fov’reign power till I retorn
From Jordan’s facred fiream and holy Sion ;
My fubftitute till then, my friend for ever.
The face of juftice as fhe fhines in heaven,
In native purity, unclouded {plendor,
Alone can charm beyond thy virtuous daring.
That be thy praife—that Iapprove it mine.

Cols 205

THE END.
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Spoken by Mre. MILW AR D

YV QU, avho fupremz o’er ev’ry avork of wit,
I judgement bere unaw’d, unbia/s'd fit,

T'ke palatines and guardians of thepit 5

—?JIC:’ff’) n play,

If to your minds thismer
No Uff:'l[’,'fi'lff:’, 70 ge. en’rous wiarmth convey 5

If fuftian bere, fbra each unnat’ral fene,

In firair’d conceits found high, and nothing mean;
If lofty dulnefs waam EZ
Like Elmerick judge, and let the guilty fall.

» 17
geance cais 5

But Iffi"f‘!'[;‘{}‘, fw'mf;;rcc and fire,

Unlabour’d thoughts and artlefs avords i

15 like the altion awbich thefe fcenes relate,

vhole appear irregularly great ;
If mafier [lrokes the mobler paffions move,
T hen, like the king, acquit us, andapprove.
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Mutes

DravaTis Prrsonaz,

Tthuriel.
Eliphas.
Britannia,
Batavia,
Liberto.
Tyranny.
Superftition.
Chorus of Country Lads and Laffs.
Chorus of Sailors and their Laffes.
Landlady.
Choras of Speliators,
The Proceffion.
Slavery and Poverty, Attendants on Ty-
ranny.
Pride and Cruelty, ditendants on Super
ftition,
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SLC=RyN-H 14
A Pleafant Country.
BriTtannia afleep under a fnall, but rich Pawvilion
L/ ¢ J »
ber S

ber guardian Angel with a drawn Sword, leaning
ona Cloud, and fufpended in the dirnear ber.

ord and Shield lying by her. ITuurieL

IT HURCIEL.
LE EP, fair Britannia, fleep fecure;
« ) Thy own Ithuriel, happy in his charge,
Thy guardian angel wakes.

ARIERE TS

: R‘f"ﬂ is ff“? recompence of toil,
T e nobleft fruit of conqueft, peace ;
: ]
Learn but content, high-favour'difle,
And nothing can your b!{/} increafe.

What {plendqr rifes in the eaft,
Now when the fun has meafur’d half the day ¢
Some alien fpirit fure — ;

Defeends, and flands before BRITANNIA in a poffure
of defence. ELipBHAS, the guardian angel of
Baravia, defeends aith an Olive Branch in bis
Hand.

Eliphas, asI think,

The vigilant protector of Batavia.

Vor. II B BEvrirHas.
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ELIPHAS,

Fxalted {eraph, powerful and benign,
Thou judgelt right, I amindeed Eliphas.

I U RITE LS
Diftinguifh’d as thou art,
Prudent, and brave, and of approv’d integrity,
Thou can’ft not doubt thy welcome :
Yet let me wonder, high and friendly gueft,
‘Why thou haft left thy charge.

ELIPHAS.
e Not fo, bright chief;
TUnable to defend her
From proud Hifpania’s fierce and cruel power,
P’ve brought her here,
To feek proteétion from Britannia's-arms. : I

g ITHURIEL.

Forothers dangers
I may notinterrupt her calm repofe ;
Her peace and fafety are my care,
Her virtueis her own.

AR CSHE
ElL *Tis' great to fuccour the diftreft I
Ith. Britannia's bounty flands confeft,
Unequal'd and alone.
El Can loft Batavia fie in vain?
1th. Muj? Britain endlefs avars maintain

For caufes not ber own P

ELIPH AS.
Behold the mourning fair.
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Enter BATAVI A in mourning, fupported; her hair
difbevel’d, and ber coronet falling.
BATAVIA.

Ah! me, ah! wretched, wretched, loft Batavia!
BRITANNIA awakes.
BRITANNTIA.

Whoe’er thou art, thy groanshave wak’d Britannia,

Bartavia knecling.

Thou great and juft defender of th’eppreft, Tl
See at your fect poor and diftreit Batavia : il
Her cities ras’d, her facred rights deftroy’d,

Her nobles flaughter’d, and her fons enilav’d.’

AIR JIL.

D.avhither hall I turn me, avbither fiy, il
Af you reficfe your aid ? i
By friends forfaken,
By my foes betray’d, il
There’s not omearth fodoff @ awretch asl, il

O awbhither, &5¢. -

BRITANNIA,
Arife, affliGted fair my fifter, rife;
Believe, 1 feel and will redrefs thy wrongs s
Deceitful hloody Reme, and haughty Spair,
shall be compell’dto render back their prey,

AIR IV.
Erit. Let Tyranny devour,
And build in blood herthrone ;
Britannia holds ber power it
g For righteous ends alone.. }

Rz
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i Bat, W hile beaven refers toyou the fate
Of Eurcpe; abile you hold the feale,
And may difpenfethe cafiing aveight,
Fuftice and virtue mujt prevail.

[Both repeat the firft Stanza. ]

f “ End of the firft ferious Interlude.

of spodefodododedoled sfohodeiedofob s o deoh dofeodeode e deodefesdefo i gop
1 . Enter a Chorus of Country Lads and Laffes.

A IR V. (Underthe Greenwood Tree.)

a1 1ft Lad.  Let envious faétion call me flave,

! 1 knoaw and feel T'om fiee.

1t Lafs. : *Tisavell, brift fir, that you're fo brave;
I thought you bound to me.

3t Lad. Such lowely eyes
' | 10t Lafs. Muf? tyrannize,
: { And you their captive be.
i 1ft Lad. Lowe’s chains alone,

True Britons owvn,

! : Nor avoi’d from them be free.
Chorus. Lowe’s chains alone, ¢,

[ Exeunts

Dancing fuitable to the occafion.
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S CENE 4APalac.

BRITANNIA 07 a Couclrin a Poffure expreffive of Dif~
trefs. On ber Right Hand, TYRANNY attend:d
avith SLAVERY and WANT ;- on her Left, Su-
PERSTITION aftended avith. CRUELTY and
PripE. ITHURIEL ata diftance aveeping.

BRITANNTIA.
Surpriz’d ! betray’d | no help, no fuccour near!
O moft-undone ! O ruin’d, loft Britannia!l
TYRANNY.

Stubborn, ungrateful fair,
Blinded by error will you ever {fcorn
The friendly hand that offers at your cure ?
Behold thy foul’s phyfician.

S:U PrECRESUT =T O N ;s
Tafte of this cup, and be enlighten’d
Thou haft Ioft no freedom,
Except the fatal liberty to err;
And riches are.but fnares ;
Thofe we’ll remove :
But in return the church
Shall pour forth all her benediionson thee :
Thou fhalt abound in grace.

BRIT-ANNTA.,
Detefted Superftition ! bloated monfter l—
Drunk with the blood of nations from my fight,
I'llhave no more to do with thy inchanrments.
Hence, forcerer, hence, and let me diein peace.

SUPERSTITION.

Confult not reafon, clofe the eye of fenfe ;
Sofhall you judge aright, and fee the better.
We are your friends.

Pea Bri-
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BRITANNIA.
I kriow and I abher you.
SUPERSTITION,
Poor wand’ring foul ! i
She muft be driven back into the fold:
Wholefome feverities may fet herright,
And fave her from defiruction.
TYRANNY.
I truft yonr pious fkill.
SUPERSTITION,
Whips, chains and racks,
‘Thefe gentler methods,
May firlt be tried ;
If thefe fhou’d feem too mild,
You muift impute it to our tender mercy.
‘T HURIE L.
Now, Batavia, if thon halt gratitude,
Aflert it now, and fave diftreft Britannia.
[ Afide and exiv,
SUPERSTITION,
Herefy isindeed a rank difeafe,
But then the fire’s a never failing cure.
TYRANNY.
Take your own way.
SUPERSTITION,
Nay, nay, Ibutadvife;
"T'he church expedts that you fhou’d do her jultices
She but condemns — fhe never deals in blood—
She damms, ‘tis true, thewretch who{pares herfoes s
But begs, by me, your mercy
For this poor heretick relapfed.
"T'ouch not her life; finge nota fingle hair,

Wor fhed one drop of blood.
TYRANNY.
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i
TYRANNY. i
1 underftand the church, and know my duty. i
Seize her, and bind her frait. ~ [Tobis dttendants. A

AILR VL :
Brit. [Kneeling.] Fu/ heawen ! if eer :
; The auretched’s prayer .
I heard, andeas’d bispain;
Noaw in returi, 14
Let me not mourn, il
Nor afk relief in wain.

Loud Shouts awithout, wmixt awith martial Mufick,
eries of Liberty, EFc, ‘Scene changes tothe Projpect
of a calm Sea «with a Fleet of Ships at Anchor.
Enter 1THURIEL, BLIPHAS, and BaTAvIa, | T
ufpering in LIBERTO, richly habited and attended. il
At awhofe Appearance, TYRANNY, SUPERSTI-
TroN, and their Folloaers run off in Confufion.
Li1BERTO uubinds BRITANNIA.

BRITANNIA.

Grateful Batavia! generoas Liberto!

‘Bounteous heaven !* O how fhall Texprels

My wonder, or my thanks?

LIBERTO,
Fair queen of Ifles,

Guardian of liberty and facred truth,

In faving you we are prefervid ourfelves:

Our intereft is the fame.

BRITANNTIA. L

Moft godlike prince! O how fhallI reward thee!

LIBERTO.

Ta ferve Britannia is its own reward,
: Py Bri-
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BRITANNIA.
— It fhall be fo—
Prudence.and gratitude demand it of me—
He beft can guard the freedom he reftor’d,
And welldeferves to wear thecrown he fav’d. [Afide.
‘What think’ft thou of me, prince ?

L'IBER TO,

All muft confefs ','our charms:
Fair and m: ljelluk happy in your offspri ing.
Europe fees few o great, and nune fo blett
Freedom, and wealth and power are in your hand,

BIR TP AN NS AL

Then here I place them all. [Giving her band,
LIBERTO.
And I with joy accept ‘em. 4 [Kifng it

"T'were folly to. re fufe fo great a blefing.
Whether ambition or the love of virtue,
Sway moft withi me, my a&ions muft declare,

BRI T A-NYN-FA%
By me you are not doubted, brave Liberto :
And let inveterate malice do her wordt,
Grateful polterity fhall clear your fum..
BUAST AN T AL
O happy change! O glorious revolution !

ARV
Lib. To conguer avithout blood ;
Brit., Do re ‘o fﬂ“ others c"qzm";
Bat. Lch edom to reflore ;
Brit. This is the bero’s pf aife;
Bat. For this ave tenples fm/u,
Lib. And juftly f, av’'n adore.

All three.  To conguer, &,

End of the fecond ferious Interlude.
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A Chorus of Sailors.
AIR VI (When the Stormy, &¢).

1 Sail.  You terror of Britannia's fues,

Whofe walour does maintain

Her powver, auhere’er the ocean flows,
Or flormy tempefts reign ;

For liberty reflor’d,

Noaw let your joys o’erflow <
As on the fpore
Gihe billoaws roar,

When the floriny auinds do bloww.

Enter LaxpLapy, followed by a train of young

women.

AIR IX.,

Land,  Well fare your hearts, my jovial boys,
" You ranting, roaring fons of 207 ey
See awho are come to aid your joys,
And hail you [afe to fbore :
See bere the treafure of our ifle,
Heré reap the fruits of all your toil,
And all your future cares beguile,
With fal, lal, Ge.-

Chorus. See bere, . [Danzing.

SCENE’
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SCENE « magnificent Monument in the Front of the

Stage. dr the Foot of which BaTavia is dif-
covered, leaning on an Urn.

AIR X,

Bat.  Tbo’ hopelefs I muft ever languifp :
Norzime, nuor fate can eafe nty anguifb,
Still adoring,
Szill deploring
Loff Liberto : endlefs grief!
Will the cruel grawe return him 2
Can I ever ceafe to mourn bim 2

Will my forroas bring relief ?
Enter ErL1puas.

EL-T-PH-AS.
Arife, Batavia, and with wonder hear
How generous Britannia has devis’d
To pay her tribute to Liberto’s fame,
And make her gratitude, like that, immeartal.
She on the princely youth,
In whom Liberto’s name
Muit live or be extinguithed,
Does wifdom, bean ty, majeity beftow,
Domeftick happinefs, wealth, fame, and power;
"T'o fum up all that may be faid gr thought
She gives —
“The firft-barn princefs of her royal houfe,

Replete with ev’ry virtue, for his bride,

Her joyful fons
‘With acclamations rend the fkies;
Afiift, Batavia, and increafe their joys:
B Now




BRITANNIA anp BATAVIA. 219

Now prove how you regard your princely charge,
And what you owe Liberto,
Pay to his dear remains.

AIR XL
Hark, from Britannia’s fbore

The cannons loudly roar ;
Fhe horizon how bright ?
Ten thoufand piles of fire,
Wawving to heaven afpire,*
And turn to day the night.
[Chorus of Spe&tators.

SCE N E the Proceffion of the Marriage of the
Princefs Royal awith his Highnefs the Prince of
Orange in the fame Order, and as near as poffible
with the fame Magnificence, as it awas really per=
foriea.

A IR XIIL
Spec. Ten thoufandjoys
Attend the princely pair,
Whilft ev’ry grateful Britor
Applauds bis fovereign’s cares:
ko on Naffau beflos,
A name to Britons dear,
Whence ev’ry blelfing flows,
And awe avith tranfport bear)
Auna, that royal dame,
Our bleffings to infures
That freedom like bis fame,
May ewermore endure,

€horus,  Tenthoufand, e.
THE END.
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PR O LoO=GEs E,
Bya FRIEND.
Spoken by Mr. H A V 4 R D.

Criticks far bence 3 or fpare bis urr’s fad trufl.
Kind to bis mufe, and to hismemory juff.

His mufe refembles Bim, and knovws no art s
Ske fpeaksnot to the bead, but tothe heart.
Theartlefs maid, by no falfe feal inprefsd, I
Bears but an honeft copy of his breajt : i
And every eye bas own’d, bisnatural lay, '
Srung from'the beart, awings to the beart it’s way. il

The tragic bard apes not the epic fire,

On fancy's awing flill aiming to afpire:

In nature’s palace, fimple, great, and plain,

Inrich’d and évowwded ornament avere wain : AN
Embellithment does but diftradt the miad, [
Which art fbould newer to minutenefs bind. il
Tho' honey’d languagefbe from Hybla fledl, i
Your ears appland—your bearts no ardoirs feel. |

With labour’d art tho the jad tdle be told, il
The melting tear, mean awbile congeal’d, growws cold, Tl
Wien Paflion jfpeaks immediate tothe foul,

Parts fbe o’erlooks, to grafp at oncethe whole.

To night, your bard, from your own annals, fhewws
“Adreadful fFory of dormcflic aoes
From fatis be'draws (bis picture’s from the-life)

The injur’d hufband, and the faithlefs aife,
Doond d all the train of bofoin pangs to. prave,
Pangs, awbichmufft always wait on laalefs love.

Ye generous awho feel for others woe, 2 |
Ye fair, avhofe tears for injur’d wirtue floav, -
Jujuftice to yourfelves, appland bis plan,
And judge the poet, as ye lov’d the man,

HE pieceis Lillo’s— He, fangﬁnre i duff }

Dra-
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The mayor of Feverfham.

1end.
den’s {ervant.

Frankrin his fi
Micnaer, Ar
GrEe

Brapsuaw,
3rack.WiLL,
GEORGESHAKERAG.
LordCrHEYNEY.
Apam Fowr, an inn-keeper;
Officers, &c.

A fervant to Arden.

Ruffians.

W O M E N.

: i Avricia, wife to Arden.
i | Mari1a, fifter to Mofby.

S CE N E, Feverfham, in Kent.

DravaTtis PErson &,

Mr. Burion,

ARDEN, a gentleman of Feverfham.Mr. Havard,

Mr. Scrafe.
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Mr: Packer.
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Mz Fobnfline,
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2 Mr. Faughan,

A young Gentleavoman

Mifs Barion,
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AL LT - S CEN E-=T:
Tihe Street Lefore ARDEN’s Houfe.

Mossy alone.

HE morning’s dark, and horrid, as my il
{  purpofe,— i
Thrice have my fnares been laid for Arden’s life, I
And thricehath he efcap’d.—I-am not fafe: i
The living may revenge.—Oh ! cou’d I win il
Alicia to confpire her I Thafband’s fall,
Then might I fay, fecurity, thon’rt mine,
And laugh at all to come. For other inftruments,
Tl‘ﬂrt’s Green: he bears’him' hard about this {uit
For th> abbey lands, to which the hot youth'pleads i
Some fancy’d right.,  Michael,the tr encher-fav’ Tites L
A baltard, bred of Arden’s charity ; bl
He has been privy to our fecretjoys,
And, on that truft prefuming, loves my fifter —
f Winks at adultery, and may at murder. - ‘
Maria 1s his pucc I’ve plac’d her here, |
Comp"mmn of m) {weet L\hcn s hours,
To fprcad her charms for everin his eye : I
To herare all my vifits. ~ Buat Alicia— |
She muft, fhe fhall co*npl r: when to my arms
Her honom fhe refign’d, her fond relutance whif~
per’d,
She cou’d deny me nothing —This totry,
[Exitiinto ARDEN’s Houfe.

Vor, IL Q SCENE ‘ .';‘i

~
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: SCENZE = 1l:
A Chamber.

ARDEN in his night-goavn.
‘Unhappy Arden, whither canft'thou wander
To lay thy heavy load of forrows down !
Will change of place relieve th’ afilicted mind,
Or does all nature yield a balm to cure
"The pangs of flighted love and broken faith ?
Ungrateful, falfe Alicia! falfe with Moiby,
The vile dependent of my foe profefs’d,
il Lord Clifford’s full-fed flatt’rer !=—O damn’d!—
Qe Come, Franklin, come: Arden, thy friend, invites
thee ;
And let me pour my griefs into thy bofom,
And findin friendfhip what I’ve loft in love.

Enter ALICIA.

ALICIA, ‘
Why, Arden, do you leave your bed thus early¥
Have cold and darknefs greater charms than I?
There was a time when winter-nights were fhort,
And Arden chid the morn that call’d him from me.

ARDEN.
This deep diffembling, this hypocrify,
(The laft worft ftate of a degen’rate mind)
Speaks her in vice determin’d and mature. © [ 4fides

AT 1 €1 As
What maid, that knows man’s variable nature,
Wou’d fell her free eftate for marriage bonds ?
From vows and oaths, and every fervile tye,
The tyrant man at pleafure is fet free ;
The holy nuptial bond leaves him at large ;

et

$
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Yet vefts him with a power that makes us flaves,
’Tis heav’nly this—
ARDE N.
To ftop my juft reproach
Art thou the firft to tax the marriage ftate ?
ALICILA,
Are you not jealous?. do you not give ear
To vain furmifes and malicious tongues,
That hourly wound my yet untainted fame ?
ARDEN.
And wou’dit thou make me author of the fhame
Thy guilt has brought on us ?~I’ll bear no longer.
The traitor Mofby, curs’d, detefted Mofby,
Shall render an account for both your crimes.
ALTCIA,
What do I hear ! [ dfide.
ARDEN.
T'hat bafe mechanic flave
Shall anfwer with his blood.

ALICIA.
O hear me {peak.
ARDEN.

No, I am deaf: as thou haft ever been
To fame, to virtue, and my juft complaints.
ALICIA,
Thus on my knees.
ARDEN.
Adult’refs ! doft thou kneel,
And weep, and pray, and bend thy ftubborn heart
(Stubborn to me) to fue for him?—away,
Away this inftant, left I kill thee too.
[Recowering him/feif.
Qz No
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No—not the hell thou’ft kindled in this bofony
Shall make me fhed thy blood.
ALICIA,
I do not hope it.
AR DEN.,
For me, be as immortal as thy fhame.
A'LTCIA.
1 {ee your cruel purpofe : I muftlive, :
To fee your hand and honour fain’d with blood.
Your ample fortune feiz’d on by the ftate,
Your life a forfeit to the cruel laws.
O Arden, blend compafiion with your rage,
And kindly kill me firft.
ARDEN.
Not for my fake
Are all thy tears (then had you felt them fooner,)
Plead not the ruin you have made ; but fay
Why have you driven me to thefe extremes ?
Why facrific’d my peace, and your own fame,
By correfponding with'a menial flave?
AL I CTA,
Thou canft not think, that I havewrong’d thybed?
ARDEN,
Wou’d I con’d not !
ALICIA.
By heav’n!—
A RDEN.

No perjuries.
But now, as you lay flumb’ring by my fide,
1 #ill awake, anxious and fullof thought,
(For thou haft banifh’d {leep from thefe fad eyes)
With gentle accents thrilling with defire,
> Fou




You call’d on Molby ; love made medoubt myears,
And quqhon if the dar& and filent night
Confpir’d not with my fancy to deceive me :

But foon I loft the painfulpleafing hope ;

Again you'call’d upon your minion Mofby.
Confirm’d, Iftrove to fly your tainted bed,

But, wanting ftrength, funk lifelefs on-my pillow.
You threw your eager arms about my Pcck,

You prefs’d my bloodlefs cheeks with your warm

lips,
Which nhw d, adult’refs, with infernal hea
And call’d a third time on the villain Moiby.

A LT CI=A,
A dream indeed, if I e’er call’d on him.
ARDEN.
Thy guilty dreams betray thy waking thoughts.
‘ ALICIA:
Iknow I’'m fimple, thoughtlefs, and unguarded
And what is cam]umg.ﬁ, you conltrue nuut.

Yet were I weak as thofe fantaftic ..uam
sure I cou’d never have condemn’d you, Arden,

On circumitances and an idle dream.

>

ATRTDIE Ne
But fuch a dream,—
AL T O Ay

Yet was it buta dream,
Which, the’ I not remember, I abhor;
And mourn with tears, becaufe it gives you pain.
Arden, yon do not wifh meinnocent,
Or on fufpicions con’d you doom me guilty ?

AR DE
Not wifh thee innocent! do h'lﬂ‘l“‘ mariner:,
When froggling with thex raging feas for life,

Q.3 With
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Wifh the aflitance of fome friendly plank ?
is that, and that alone; can bring me comfort,

ELTCLA,
O jealoufy! thou fierce remorfelefs fiend,
Depen’rate, moft unnatural child of love;
How fhall I chace thee from my Arden’s bofom?
ARDEN.
There is a way, an eafy way, Alicia.
il o]y Gl ey
O name it—{peak.
ARDEN,
1 What’s paft may be forgotten.
Your future conda&t—
ALTCITA.
You diftra& me, Arden.
Say, how fhall I convince you of my truth ¢
AR DEN.
1 afk but this: never fee Mofby more.  [He flarts,
g i By heav’n, fhe’sdumb!
‘ i ATLICT A,
O how fhall I conceal \
My own confufion, and elude his rage ? [ Afide.
ARDEN.
Thow'st loft, Alicia!—loft to me—and heav’n.
A'LICTA;
1 Indeed ’m loft, if you unkindly doubt me.
' AR D E N.
_ Wilt thou then ne’er converfe with Mofby more?
R - A TGRS

£

£ e’erI do, mayheav’n, and you, forfake me!

ARDEN,
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ARDEN.
You'll keep your waord, Alicia l—prithee fay—
ALICIA,.
You’ll break my heart.
ARDEN.
I'd rather break my own.
Then thou art innacent, and lov’ft me ftill.
ALICIA,
And ever will,
ARDEN.
Give me thy hand —thy heart,
O give me that!
ALICIA.
That always was your own.
ARDEN.
Thou fatteres— then whence this cruel ftrife ?
Still art thou cold: nor warm are thy embraces,
Nor fparkle in thine eyes the fires of love:
Cold, cold, and comfortlefs.
ALICTIA.
Indeed you fright me.
ARDEN.
’Tis poffible,—
AL TCI A
What ?
ARDEN.
That thou may’ft yet deceive me.
ALICIA.
O! I am wretched !

Q4 ARrpDEN,
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ARDEN.
Both perhaps are fo.
But if thou ever lov’dft, thou’lt not defpife me,
And wilt forgiveme, if indeed I've wrong’d thee,
As I’ve forgiven thee —Pity, I’'m {fure, I need.
[Exit ArDEN,

ALIC.TA.
Thou haft it, Arden, ev’n from her that Wrongs
thee.

All, all fhall pity thee, and curfe Alicia.
CanT feel this, and further tempt the ftream
Of guilty love! O whither am I fallen!

Enter Maria.

MARTIA.
An hdppy day, Alicia—and may each morn
Of coming life be ufher’d with like joy.
Franklin, from court return’d, has bTought the
grant

Of the'abbey lands confirm’d by the young king,
To Arden for his life:: nor will deliver
But to himfelf the deed.

ALICIA.

A worthy friend !

The grant is not more welcome tomy hufband, |
Than Franklin’s company. “

MARIA. \

He’s flown to meet him. {

Enter a fervant.
SERVANT.
Madam, your brother Mofby—
AL I CIA,
Where is Mofby ?
SERYANT
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|

|

SERVANT, I

He waits below.— i
ALTICIA,

O hafte, and lead me to him. |

SERVANT, , I

Madam, he but defires to fee his fifter. I

ALICIA.
His fifter! what! did he not afk for me?
' MARIA, it
Perhaps ——e 11
ALICIA. I

Pray, give me leave—looks he in health ? |
SERVANT. ‘
He {eems in health — il
ALICIA,
. Here, and not afk for me!
Seems he or angry then, or melancholy ?———
Anfwer me, itock, ftone.—
SERV ANT. |
Truly, Ican’tfay. '
ALIC I-A.
Thou canft fay nothing—get thee from my fight. o
Yet ftay —no matter. I’1l myfelf go {eek him. il
[Exeunt Avicia and fervant,
r MARTIA.

Where reafon is, can paffion thus prevail!
[Exir MARIA,
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SCENE I

A Parlour in ARDEN’s Houfe,
Enter Av1c1 a meeting Mos By,
A'TIC EA,
Molby, that brow befits our wayward fate.
The evil hour, long fear’d, is fallen upon us,
And.we fhall fink beneath it. Do not frown—
If you’re unkind, to whom fhall I complain !
MOSBY. |
Madam, it was my fifter I expefted—
ALICIA.
Am1 forgotten then! ungrateful man!
This only cou’d have added to my woes.
Did you but know what I have borne for you,
You wou’d not thus, unmov’d, behold my tears,
MOSBY,
Madam, you make me vain.
ALICTIA,
Infult not, Mofby.
You were the firft dear objet of my love,
And cou’d my heart have made a fecond choice,
I had not been the objec of your {corn :

. But duty, gratitude, the loveof fame,

And prideof virtue, were too weak t’erafe
Thedeep impreflion of your early vows.
MOSBY.
Therefore you kindly chofe to wed another.
ALICIA.
Reproach me not with what I deem’d my duty.
Oh! had I thought I cou’d affume the name,
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And never know the affe&ion of a wife,
] would have died ere giv’n my hand to Arden.
MOS BY¥,.
You gr.vchim all,—
AN TACREAY
No, no, I gave him nothing:
Words without truth—an hand without an heart.
But he has found the fraud—the flumb’ring lion
Atlength hath rous’d himfelf.
MOSBY,
And I muft fall
The victim.
ALICIA,
No, he knows not yet his wrongs.
MOSBY.
But quickly will.
ALICIA.
That, that’s my greateft fear.
MOSBY.
Then, branded with a firumpet’s hated name,
The caufe abhor’d of fhame, of blood, and ruin,
Thow’lt be expos’d and hooted thro’ the world.
A'LTICI-A:
O hide the dreadful image from my view !
Chafte matrons, modeft maids, and virtuous wives,
Scorning a weaknefs which they never knew,
Shall blufh with indignation at'my name.
MOSBY.
My death——Dbut that—tho’ certain——-—
Bt 0T AL
' Labour not

To drive me to defpair. Fainwou’d I hope—
MOSBY.
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MOSBY
You may—and be deceiv’d. For me I know
My fate refolv’d——and thee the infirument
"T'he willing inftrument of Mofby’s ruin.
Incorftant, falfe Alicia!
ALICI]IA.
Falfe indeed,
But not to thee, cruel, injurious Mu}by!
MOSBY,.
Injurious ! falfe one! might not all thefe dangers,
]
That threaten to involve us both in rain,
Ere this have been prevented ?
ALICIA,
Ha !—{ay on.
MOSBY.
And not preventing, art thou not the caufs ?
ALICIA,
Ah! whither,Mofby--whither wow’dft thou drive mef
MOSBY.
Nay, didftthou love, or wou’dft fecure thy fame,
Preferve my life, and bind me yours for ever;
t within your power.—

ALICIA,

By Arden’s death!
Mean’ft thou not {o? {peak out, .m\l be a devil,
MOSBY.

Yes, ’tis for thee, T am fo. But your looks
Declare, my death wou’d pleafe you better, madam,
ALICIA.

F\"’r'm‘ri*m" fiend ! be dumb for ever.

His death! I muft not caft a glance that way.
MOSBY,



ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.
MOSBY.
is there another way ! O think, Alicia.
ATLICTIA.
Iwill; for that will make me mad : and madnefs
Were fome excufe. Come, kind diftraétion! come,
And Arden dies—my hufband dies for Mofby.
[Shricks, and runs to NlOSBY,
Enter ARDEN and FRANKLIN.
He's here ! O fave me! tell me, did he hear?
ARDEN farting.
franklin, fupport your friend. I fhake with horror.
FRANKLIN,
What moves you thus ?
ARDEN.
See — Molby —with mywife !
MOSBY.
But, madam, T fhall fpare you farther trouble!
In happy time behold my neighbour here.
[/fj trz/(‘.;f.’g leave .7 ALriCIA.
ALTCIA,
Mifchief and wild eonfufion have begun,

And defolation waits to clofe the fcene.
[Exit AL1CIAS

—

FOSB Y.
hether vour crant

of Feverfham

Sir, I wou’d gladly knov
Of the rich abbey-land
Be yet confirm’d or not
A R IDE'N,
What if T tear

Her faichlefs heart, ev’n inthe traitor’s fight,
Who tanght it falthood. [ Afide.

FRANKLIN,
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FR-ANEKLTN.
Heisloft in thought.
But I can anfwer that: itis confirm’d—
I brought the deed, with the great feal annex’d,
Sign’d by our pious Edward, and his council,

MOSBY.

I’m fatisfied.
A'RDEN.
So am not I~ by hell,
There’s juftice in the thought. I'm ftrangely
tempted. [ Afides
MOSBY.
My friend feems wrapt in thought—I came to ad-
vife him,
That Green, by virtue of a former grant
His father long enjoy’d ——
A R DEN.,
For my eltate
Thelaw, and this good feal is my fecurity;
To them Ileave Green and his groundlefs claim.
But my jufl right to falfe Alicia’s heart,
(So dearly purchas’d with a hufband’s name,
And facred honour of a gentleman)
I fhall affert myfelf, and thus fecure
From further violation. [ Draws.
MOSBY.
Her known virtue
Renders the injury your fancy forms,
A thing of air,
FRANKLIN.
Impoffible to thought.
Whence, Arden,comes this fudden madnefs on 't]hﬁc.
“hat
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Thatyour Alicia, ever dear efteem’d,
And deeply lov’d —=
ARDEN.
Out on the vile adult’refs !
But thou demure, infinuating {lave,
Shalt tafte my vengeance firft. Defend thyfelf.
MOSBY.
I fcorn to take advantageof your rage.
ARDEN.
A coward too! O my confummate thame !
MOSEY.
This I can bear from you.
ARDE N.
Or any man.
Why hangs that ufelefs weapon by thy fide,
Thou fhame to manhood }—draw.—Will nothing
move thee ? [ Strikes bim.
FRANKLIN.
Hold, Whither wow’d your mad revenge tranf-
port you ?
ARDEN,
Shall fhameful cowardice prote&t a villain ?
MOSBY.
You chufe a proper place to thew your courage!
ARDEN.
Go on. Tl follow to the ocean’s brink,
Or to the edge of fome dread precipice,
Where terror and defpair fhall ftop thy flight,
And force thy trembling hand to guard thy life.
MOSBY.

What T endure to fave a lady’s honour! -
: {70 Franklin.
FRANKLIN,
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FRANKLIN.
Your longer ftay will but incenfe him more ;
Pray quit the houfe.
MOSBY.
Sir, I fhall take your counfel:
[Exiz Mosny.
ARDEN.
He hath efcap’d me then—but for my wife—
FRANKLLN.
What has fhe done ?
ARDE N.
Done ! —muftI tell my fhame?
Away, begone—Ileft from my prey withheld
I turn, and tear th’off icious hand thatlets me.
Soft! artthou Franklin? pardon me,{weet friend 3=
My fpirits fail —1 fhake —I muft retire.
FRANKLIN.,
To your Alicia.
ARDE N.
To my lonely couch ;
ForI muftlearn to live without'her, Franklin.
FRANKLIN.,
Pray heaven forbid !
ARDEN,
To hate her, to forget her—if I can:
No eafy tafls for one who doats-like ‘me.
From what an height Pm fallen ! Once{miling love
Of all its horrors m‘)b Ll the blackeft night,
And giltwith gladnefs ev’ry ray of ]' ght
Now t tyr ant-like his cc ongueft he rna.mt ')m,
And o’er his groaning {lave with rods of iron reigns.

AL
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A-CT=1.
SCENE L

The Street.
GREEN anxp MOSBY.
G R E E N.
You pity me, and know not my cftate.
I'm ruin’d, Mofby ; thoughtlefs and iil advis’d,
My riotous youth will leave my age a beggar.
Thefe abbey lands were all the hopes 'd left;
My whole fupport.
MOSEY.
Bafe and ungen’rous Arden i
To force a man, born equal to himfelf,
To beg, or ftarve.
GR EEN.
By heaven, I will do neither:
I'll let the proud oppreffor know —
M.O'S BY.
: How blind is rage |
Who threats hisenemy, lends him a fword
To guard himfelf, —
GREEN.
Robb’d of the means of lifes
What’s life itfelF! an ufelefs load, acurfe:
Which yetI’1l dearly fell to my revenge.
MOSBY.
You mean to kill him then ?
GREEN.
I do, by heaven.

R Moszy.
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MOSB Y.
Suppofe you fail —
GREEN.
I can but lofe my life.
MOSBY.

Then where 15 your' revenge, when he, fecure,
Riots unbounded in his ill-got wealth ?

G REEN.

What can I do?
MOSBY.
'Tis plain you wifth him dead.
G R E E N.
Each moment of his life is to my foul
A tedious age of pain; for while he lives,
Contempt and all the ills a lazar knows,
Muft be my wretched lot, and lengthen out
The miferable hours. What groveling wretch
Wou’d wifh to hold his life on fuch conditions?
MOSBY.
But change the fcene: fuppofe but Arden dead,
Your land reftor’d, and fortunein your pow’s ;
Honour, refpe&, and all the dear delights
That wait on wealth, fhall wing the joyful hours
And life contrated {feem one happy day.
Ihate this Arden, and have ftronger motives
Than any you can urge to wifh his death ;
He has accus’d, infulted, ftruck me,
Nay, his fair virtuous wife, on my account—

GREEN.
If fame (peaks true, you're to be envy'd there.

MOSBY.
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MOS BY.

The world will talk—Dbut be that as it may,
I want notcaufe, nor will, normeans, nor friends —

G R EEN.
Nor opportunity fhall long be wanting.
MOSBY.

Enough: hisfate is fixt—See! Bradfhaw’s here.
Enter BRADSHAW,
BRADSHAW,

Save, fave you, gentlemen.

MOSBY.
We thank you, neighbour.

But whither in {uch hafte;?

BRADSHAW.
To the ifle of Shippey,

Towait on good Lord Cheyney. Ashe holds

. In high efteem our worthy town{man Arden,

I'fhall firft call on him.—"Tis well I met you,

For yonder two were but bad road-companions,

G REEN.
They feem of defp’rate fortunes.
MOSBY.
Have they names ?
BRADSHAW.

One I know not: but judge him from his comrade.
The foremoft of the two L knew at Boulogne,
Where in the late king’s reign If{erv’d myfelf.

He was a corporal then, but fuch a villain—
Beneath a foldier’s name.—A common cut-throat,
That preys on all mankind, and knows no party.

R 2 Mossy.
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MOSBY,
An horrid chara&er you give him, Bradfhaw.
BRADSHAW.
No worfe than he deferves.
MOSBY.
[ Afide.] (An ufeful hint:
He fhall not want employment:) What’s his name?
ERADSHAW,.
Black Will. His family name I never heard.
MOSBY.
A word—write you a letter to Alicia :
Difguife your hand.——this honeft fool may bearit,
Hint at thefe men.—Tn cafe her courage fail,
She will be glad to fhift the deed on them.
GR EEN.
I am inftruéted.
Enter BLack WILL and SuaxEeRAG.

BLACK WJILL.

What, comrade Bradfhaw ! how fare you,
man ? S’blood ! doft not remember honeft Black
Will ¢ Why thou’rt grown purfe-proud, fure.

BERADSHAW,

Why you’re not eafily forgotten, Will, But pris

thee, what brings thee to Feverfham ?
108 G S e ] B 4

A foldier, you know, is at home wherever he
comes.  Omne folum forti patria. There’s Latin
—Give’sa tefter,

BRADS H AW,

In time of peace we fhould apply to fome honeft

creditable bufinefs, and not turn the name of

feldier into vagabond,
: BLACK
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BLACK V«"ILL.
Yes, as you have done. I’m told you keep a |
gol ldfmith’s fhop here in ]*everﬂmm, and, like a
mcch‘uncal rogue, live by e 1c*lt1nf“ 1 hwe more [
honour. 1
BRADSHAW. |
Wou'd thou hadft honelly.
BLACEK WILL. !
Where do our honefties differ? Itake'a purfe be- | :
hind an hedge, and you behind 2 counter. (it
BRADSHAW,: -{
Infolent {lave !
BLACK WILL,
You cent. per cent. rafcal! I may find 2 time teo
teach you better manners. .
BRADSHAW. . it
Go, mend thy own. ‘
BEACK WILL. i
Thou wert always a fneaking fellow, Bradfhaw, e
and cou’dft never f{wear, nor get drunk. Come, I
fhall I and my comrade Shakebag tafte your ale? ‘
BERADSHAW, il

My houfe entertains no {'uch guefts. Farewel,
| gentlemen.
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MOSBY.
Along with Bradfhaw,
And Iewe the managementof thefe to-me
[Afde to Greeén.
_ GREEN, _
[ I It fhall be done,—Bradfhaw, a word with thee.

R3 BraDsHAW. e
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ERADSHAW,

Your pardon, gentlemen,

[Exeunt GREEN and BRADSHAW.
BoL7AGCEK oW I:L L.

THe was a cadet in the laft French war, like other
foldiers then ; but now he has gota neft, and fea-
ther’d it a little, he pretendsto reputation. S’blood!
had this beena fit place, He had not {cap’d me fo.
You have furvey’d us well [z Mofby] How do
you like us?

MOSBY.

Methinks I read truth, prudence, fecrecy, and

courage writ upon your manly brows.
BLACK WILL.
What hellifh villainy has this fellowin hand,
that makes him fawn upon us? [ Afide.
MOSBY.
T fear the world’s a ftranger to your merit.
If this may recommend me to your friendfhip—s
[Gives a purfe.
BLACK WIL L.
Of what damn’d deed is this to be the wages{
SHAKEBAG.
Haft ever an elder brother’s throat to cut?
BLACK WILL.
Oranold peevifh father to be buried?
MOSBY.

Neither of thefe.
SHAKEBA G,

A rival then mayhap—
MOSBY.
There you come nearer {0 me,

SHAKEBAG
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SHAKEDB AG.
Then {peak out.
We’re honeft, fir.
BLACK WILL.
Trufty, and very poor. £
MOSBY.
Metal too fit for me. [4fide.] Thenhear me, fir.
But you muft both, ere Idifclofe my purpofe,
Promife and bind that promife by youar oaths—
Never — [They both laugh.] Why this unfeafonable
mirth ?
BLACK WILL.
You’d have us {wear ==
MOSBY,.
Elfe why did I propofe it?
BLACK WILL,

There’s the jeft.  Are men who ac in defpite of
all law, honour, and confcience; who live by
blood (as it is plain you think wedo) ; are we free-
thinkers, like filly wenches and canting priefts, to
be confin’d by oaths ?

SHAKEBAG.

Wouw’d you bind us, let the price equal the pur-
chafe, and we’ll go to hell for you with pleafure.

MOSBY.
Horrid ! they fhock ev’a me who wou’d employ
’em. [Afide.

Iapprehend —the bufinefs then is this:

In Feverfham there lives a man, call’d Arden;

Ingeneral effteem, and ample means;

And has a wife the very pride of nature.

[ have been happy long in her affetions,
R4 And,
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And, he once dead, mightwith her fhare his for-
tunes. ;
He’sjealous too of late, and threatens me.
Love, int'reft, {elf-defence, all afk his death—
BLACK WILL.
This man you’d have difpatch’d?
MOSBY.
I woud.
BLACK WIEL
Rich, you fay?
MOSBY.
Immenfely fo.
BLACK WILL.
And much belov’d ?
MOSBY,
By all degrees of men.
BLACK WILL.
George! this will be a dang’rous piece of work,
SHAKEZBAG.
Damn’d dangerous. A man fo known ; and of
his reputation too.
BLACK WILL.
And then the power and number of his'friends
muft be confider’d.
MOSEBY.
What! does your courage fhrink already, firs? |
SHAKESBAG,
No. .
BLACK WFELL.
This is ever the curfeof your men of truevi-
Jour; to be the tools of crafty cowardly knaves,

3 who
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who have not the heart to execute what their
heads have projected. - It is a damn’d ungrateful
world—What money have you more about you ?
MOSBY.
Ten pieces:
B LA C K WILL L,
T’ve had as much for ftealing a dog.
MOSBY.
I give you thatas a retaining fee:
When the deed’s done, each fhall have twice that

fum,
And a good horfe to further his efeape.

BLACK WILL.
Sir, will you have him murdered in a church ?
SHAKEBAG.
Or on the altar? fay the word, and it fhall be
done.
MOSBY.
Some fafer place, the ftreet, highway, or fields,
Will ferve my turn as well.
SHAKEBAG.
Juft as you pleafe.
MOSBY.
Where may I find you,  gentlemen ?
BLACK WILL.
At Adam Fowl’s, the Flower-de-luce.
MOSBY.
I have confederates in this defign ;
When we’ve contriv’d the manner of his death,
Ul fend you word.
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BLACK WILL.
You’ll find us always ready.
MOSBY,

And determined.

BLACK WILL,
Ay, fear it not, Farewell. [Exeunt feveralavays.

S CEN-E:S10.
A Room in ARDEX’s Houfz.
Enter Avic1a avith a letter.
He doubts me; yet he dares not tell'me {o,
But thus,by Green,whets my unfettled mind.[ Reads,
¢¢ Strike home, ornotatall. In cafe you fail,
¢“We have foundinftruments bymeans of Bradfhaw.”
He fhall not find me undetermin’d now.
Hark ! —Michael’s onthe watch. — If Arden fleeps,
(For fo he feem’d difpos’d,) he’ll bring me word.
That, that’s the {afeft time. This promis’d marriage
With Moiby’s fifter, has remov’d his qualms.
Enter MICHAEL.
Why doft thou break upon me unawares ?
What of your mafter ?
MICHAEL.,
He’s fcarce {unk to reft,
But full of meditated rage ’gainft Moiby.
ALICIA,
He’ll {leep in peace ere long.—
MICHAE L.
Think not on that, J
O did Maria blefs me with her {miles, !
As you do Mofby, hadI twenty livesy, ° ‘
I'd rifque ’em all to win her to my arms. ‘
ALICIA.
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ALICIA.

I prithee leave me, Michael. [Exit MicHAEL.]

What is nature !
There is a pow’r in love, fubdues to itfelf
All other paflions in the human mind.
Thiswretch, more fearful than the lonely murderer,
Whom with inquiring eyes fome ftranger views;
Wou’d meet the king of terrors undifmay’d,
For her he loves, and dare him to the combat.
And {hall not I preferve my Moiby’s life,
And thall not I— A hufband !—What’s a hufband ?
T have a foul above th’unnatural tie,
That tells me I’m his right, and only his,
Who won my virgin heart.—Ye tender parents,
Whofe cruel kkindnefs made yourchild thus wretched,
Turn not your eyes towards earth toview this{cene;
"Twill make you fad in heav’n. [ Exit,

SCENE IIL
Another Room. ARDEN fleeping on a Couch.
Enter Arnicia awith a dagger in ber hand.
ALICIA.
Seel — Jealoufy o’erwatch’d is funk to reft,
While fearful guilt knows no fecurity,
But in repeated crimes. My weary eyes,
Fach moment apprehenfive of his vengeance,
Muft feck for reft in vain till his are clos’d.
Then for our mutual peace, and Mofby’s love
[ Approaching to ffab bim, flarts.
He walkes —Defend me from hisjuft revenge !
And yet he fees me not, nor moves a finger
"T'o {ave his theaten’d life. Then whence that voice,
That pierc’d my ears, and cry’d, Alicia, hold!
Canmimic fancy cheat the obtward fenfe,
4 And
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And form fuch founds? If thefeheart-racking thoughts

Precede the horrid a&t, what muft enfue?

Worfe plague’T cannot fearfrom Arden’s death,

But from his life the death of him [love.

Perith the hated hufband. Wherefore hated !

Is he not all that my vain fex con’d wifh ¢

My eyes, while they furvey his graceful form,

Condenin my heare, and wonder how it ftray’d.

He fighs — he ftarts — he groans. Hisbody fleeps,

But reftlefs grief denies his mind repofe.

Perhaps he dreams of ‘me; perhaps he fees me.

Thus like afury, broke from deepeft hell,

Luft in my heart, and murder in my hand
[Aricta drops the dagger. ARDENX flarts up,

ARDEN.

Her dagger, Michael {eize it, and I’m fafe.

How firong fheis | —Oh ! whata fearful dream |

Before me fiill ! fpeak, vifion—art thou Alicia,

Or but the coinageof my troubled brain?

AT IC T-A,
O Arden-—hufband — lord ——
ARDEN.

Art thou my wife?
Thou’st fubftance —T am wrap’d in wonder---hence
Hatft loft all fenfe of fear, as well as thame,
That thou durft haunt me thus, afleep and waking,
Thou idel, and thou torment of my foul ?

ALICIA.

My bleeding heart

ARDEN.

Away, begone and leave me ;
Left, inthe tranfports of uwnbounded rage,
Irufh upon thee, and deface thofe charms,

That firft enflav’d my foul ; mangle that face
Where
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Where, {pite of falfhood, beauty triumphs fiill 5
Mar that fair frame, and crufh thee into atoms.
Avoid me, and be fafe Nay, now you drive me
hence. [Avicia kneels, be turns away.
Cruel and falfe as thou haft been to me,
I cannot fee thee wring thy fuppliant hands,
And weep and kneel in vain. [Exit ArDEN.
ALICIA.
This, thisishe
{ came prepar’d to murder. Curft Alicia !
[Takes upthe dagger.
\In thy own bofom plunge the fatal fieel,
Or his, whorobb’d thee of thy fame and virtue —
It will not be—fear holds my daftard hand :
Thofe chafter pow’rs that guard the nuptial bed
From foul pollution, and the hand from blood,

Have left their charge, and Iam loft forever. [ Exiz.

&
b

i
o
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A EslE T
SCENE L
A Road or Highway near Fewcrjbam.
BLACK WILL anp SHAKEBAG.

SHAKEBAG.
AMNATION! pofted as you were, to
let him ’fcape !
BLACK WILL.

I pray thee, peace.

SHAKEBARG.

Green and I beheld him pafs careleflly by within
reach of your dagger. If you had held it but
naked in your hand, he would have ftabbed him-
{elf as he wall’d.

BLACK WILL.

I had not power to doit; a fudden damp came
over me;—1I never felt fo in my life—A kind of
palfy {eized me.

SHAKEBAG.

Palfy! when you are upon your duty! go, go
and {leep, or drink away your fears. You trem-
ble fill.—

BLACK WILL.

I tremble! my courage was never yet call’d in
queftion, villain. When I fought at Boulogne un-
der the late king, botharmies knew and feared me.

SHAKEBAG.

That might be, becaufe they did not know you.
Dog, I'll thake you off to yourold trade of filching
in

-
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in a throng—Murder’s too genteel a bufinefs for
your capacity .~—Sirrah, I have taken more gold
at noon-day, than ever you filch’d copper by can-
dle light.
BLACK WILL.
Cowardly flave, you lye.
SHAKEBAG.
A coward ! s’blood ! that fhall be proved. Come
on.
BLACK WILL,
To thy heart’s blood.
SHAKEBAG.

To thine. [They fighte
3 Enter G R EEN.

GREEN.
What! are you mad! for fhame, put up your
{words.
SHAKEERAG.
Not till T have had his life.
BLACK WILL.
Fool, guard thy own.
GREEN.
Pray hear me, gentlemen.
BLACK WILL.
Stand farther off.
SHAKESBAG.
Away.
GREEN.
This broil will ruin all.
SHAKEZEBAG.
He hegun it.
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BLACK WILL.
Ay, and will end it too.
GREEN. .
Arden, you know, returns, and will you let him '
elcape a fecond time?
SHAKEBAG.
Who did the firft ?
GR E'E N.
No matter, that may be repaired.
BLACK WILL.
Brand me with cowardice!
GREEN.
Come, come, you’re both to blame. Speak,
will you lay afide this fenfelefs broil ?
BLACK WILL.
Nay, let him fpeak.
SHAKEBAG.
Why, rather than lofe this opportunity ——
[ Puts up his faword,
BLACK WILL.
Ay— We'll defer.it till Arden’s dead. I am for
doing bufinefs firft, and then for play—
SHAKEBAG.
Challenge me when thou aareft.
GREEN.
The night draws on. Are you refolv’d ?
SHAKEBAG.
We are. I
GREEN.
Enough.—See where he comes. I muft withdraw;

Butwhen you’vedone the deed, and fent/his {uul--N
[
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Ng matter where—I'll come to yon again.
[Exit GREEN.
BLACK WILL.

Something rifes in my throat—I can fcarce
breathe——I’d rather poifon halfa dozen cardinals,
than kill this honeft man, but—Pll do’t, for my
reputation.

SHAKEBAG.

He comss. Retire a little. Let him advance,
then bury your dagger in his heart. If you fail,
Pl fecond you.

BLACK WILL.
Stand further off, I fhall not need your aid.
SHAKEBAG.,
Now firike

Enter ARDEN firft, and then Lord CHEYNEY af-
fended.

BLACK WILL.
Again prevented ! ten thoufand devils take them

all !

L O RD=C'H-E Y N'E ¥
Arden, ‘well met. You’re to the ifle of Shippey
Grown quite a ftranger. Shall we fee you there?

ARDE N,
I purpos’d foon t’have waited on your lordfhip.
L OERVDI S CIH - ENY-NTE 1Y%
Well, will you fup with me to night at Shorlow 2
ARDEN.
Franklin, my lord, who is my gueft at prefent,
Expetts me at my houfe.

N oL, 11z S Lorp
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LORD CHEYNEY.
Then will yon dine with me tomorrow ?
ARDE N.
T’11 not fail your lordfhip.
T.ORD CH E Y N E-Y.
Believe me, worthy_‘ﬁ'iend, I'm glad to fee you.
Walk you towards Feverfham?
ARDEN,
So pleafe your lordfhip.
[Exeunt Lord CHEYNEY and ARDE N,
BLACK “WIL.JIL.
uft as I’d taken aim too!—S’blood I could kill
myfelf for vexation.
Enter GREEN.
G R E EN.
Well, Arden is at laft difpatch’d?
SHAKEBAG.
Yes; {afe to Feverfham.
GR E E N.
Safe, fay you! his good fortune mocks us all.
Thefe firange efcapes have almoft ftagger’d me;
But thinking of my wrongs, I'm more confirm’d.
BLACK WILL.

Well faid, my man of refolution! A gentle-
man cormmits 2 murder with double the fatistaction
for {uch a heart.—We muft lay our {nares more
cunning for the future.

GR-E E N.
We fhould confult with Michael, Arden’s man.—
The pigmy-hearted wretch, though long ago
He {wore his mafter dead, a&s with reluctance. ‘
SHAKE-
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SHAKEBAG,
The coward muft be fpurr’d. —He does it, orhe
dies.
CREEN.
1 wonder at his abfence, as he knew
Of this attempt, and promis’d to be here,
Enter M1CcHAETL.
MICHAEL.
I faw my mafter and lord Cheyney pafs,
And my heart leap’d for joy. [4parz.
BLACK WILL,
What fays the villain?
MICHAEL.
Won’d 1 were gone. [4fide.] Sir, if I give of-
fence— [Going.
GREEN,
Michael, come back, you muft notleave us fo.
MICHAEL.
What 1s your pleafure ?
G R E E N.
Why, we underftand
You are in love with Mofby’s beauteousfifter.
MICHAEL,
Suppofe I am.
B.LACK, W-T Ll
You deal too mildly with the peafant. You
fwore to kill your mafter, villain. Be an honeft
manof your word, anddo’t then, white Tiver\
: MICHAEL.
Sir, I repented.
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BLACK WILL.
Repented ! what’sthat? dog, know yourrank,
and aét as we command, or your heart’s blood —
MICHAEL.
What muft Ido? [Frighted,
BLACK . WILL.

Do! you muft fhew us the houfe, appoint the
time and place, and lure your mafter thither—
We’ll take care of him without your trouble.

GREEN.
So fhall you purchafe noble Mofby’s friendfhip,
And by his friendfhip gain his fiter’s love,
MICH AE L,
They’ll murder me too, fhou’d I not comply—
[ Afide.
GREEN.
Think on your love, yourintereit.
BLACK WILL.
Oryour death.
: MICHAEL.
To-night, {oon as the abbey-clock firikes ten,
[Trembling.
Come to his houfe: T’ll leave the doors unbarr’d:
The left-hand ftairs lead to my mafter’s chamber;
"There take him, and difpofe him as you pleafe.
GREEN.
This cannot fail.
SHAKEBAG.
Unlefs this love-fick coward thinks to deceive us.
M CH A E L.
I will not, by heaven !

BLACK



BLACK WILL.
I believe thee ; for by hell thou dareft not.
[Exount,

MICHAEL.
Matfter, thy conftant love and daily bounty
Deferve more grateful offices from Michael.
[ Exit aweeping,

SCENE IL
A Room in ArRDEN’s Houfe.

Avicra alore.
When vice has fpread her poifon thro’ the foul,
How lifelefs, {low, confus’d, and infincere
Are our refolves in the purfuits of virtue!
What wonder then heaven fhou’d refufeits aid
To thoughts, thatonly blofflom for a time ;
Look blooming to the eye, but yield no fruit,

Enter M OsBY.

MOSBY.
I come, Alicia, to partale thy griefs;
For fire divided burns with leffer force.
ALICITA.
Iknow thee : thou art come to fan the flame,
Thy breath hath kindled here, till it confume us,
But tears and fighs fhall ftifle in my heart
The guilty paffion —
MOSBY.
+——Is heroic love,
That form’d the bright examples of thy fex,
Made their lives glorious and their fame immortal,
A crimein thee? Art thou not mine by oaths,
By mutual fufferings, by contra&t mine?

S 3 Avicia,

ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM. z6r1
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R | g ALICIA,
Why do you urge a rafh, 2 fatal promife,
Ihad no right to make, oryou to afk?
Why did you practife on my eafy heart?
Why did Lever liften to your vows ?
In me ’twas foolifh guilt and difobedience s
In you ’twas avarice, infolence, and pride.
MOSBY.
1 ’T'was love in me, and gratitude in you.
ALICIA,
’M'was infolence in you, meannefs In me,
And madnefs in us both. My careful parents,
In fcorn of your prefumption and my weaknefs,
Gave me in marriage to a worthy gentleman,
Of birth and fortune, cqu:'.l to my own,
Three years I liv’d with him without reproach,
And made him in that time the happy father
Of two moft lovely children. I too was happys
At leaft I liv’d in hopes I might befo:
| For time and gratitade, and Arden’s love,
3 1 hop’d might quench my guilty lame for you,
‘ And make my hearta prefent worthy him.
MOSBY.
And doft thou glory in thy perjuries?
I | In love, inconitancy alone’s a crime.
| Lt | Think on the ardor of your youthful paffion,
e | Think how we play’d with love; nor thonght it
ruilt,
i "Till thy firlt falthood, (callitnot cbedience)
i il Thy marriage with this Arden made me defperate;
g Think on the tranfports of our love renew’d,
And——

AL TG it
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ALICIA.
Hide the reft, left li’ning winds fhould hear,

And publifh te the world ourfhameful tale.

Here let remembrance of our follies die.
MOSBY.

Shall our loves wither in their early bloom?
ALICIA.

Theirharveft elfe will be to both our fhames.

Haft thou not made a monfter of me, Mofby ¢

You fhou’d abhor me, Iabhor myfelf.

When unperceiv’d I ftoleon Arden’s fleep,

(Hell fteel’d my heart, and death*wasin my hand)

Pale anqm.n brooded on his afhy cheek,

And chilly fweats ftood fhivering on his brow.

Relentlefs murder, ata fight fo fad,

Gave place to pity ; and as he wak’d, I ftood

Irrefolute, and drown’d in tears.
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MOSBY.
She’s loft,
And I in vainhave ftain’d my foul with blood
[ Afide.
AL TG AL

Give o’er in time: in vain are your attempts
Upon my Arden’s life ; for heaven, that wrefted
The fatal we: apon from my trembling hand,
Still has him 1in its charge.
MOSBY
Little thethinks,
That Arden’sdead ere now.—It muftbe {o;.
I’ve but that game to play, ere itbe known. [ 4/de.
ALICIA.
I know our dang’rous ftate; I hefitate;
I tremble for your life ; I dread repro&ch.
But we've offended, and muit learn to {uffer.
S 4 Moszsy

.
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MOSBY.
Then Arden livein his Alicia'bleft,
And Mofby wretched. Yet fhould chance or na-
ture
Lay Arden gently in a peaceful grave,
MightI prefume to hope? Alicia, fpeak,
AL CilAs
Howfhall I look into my fecret thoughts,
And anfwer what I fear to atk myfelf?
A long paufe.
MOSBY.
Silence {peaks beft forme. His death once known,
I muft for{fwear the faét, and give thefe tools
To public juftice—and not live in fear [ Afede.
Thy heartismine. T afk butfor my own. [¥o her.
Truth, gratitude, and honour bind you to me,
Or elfe you never lov’d.
ALICTIA.
—Then why this frugg
Notlov’d! O had my love been juftly plac’d,
As {ureit was exalted and fincere,
I fhou’d have gloried in it, ‘and been happy.
But I’ll no longer live the abject flave
Of loofe defire—1 difclaim the thought.
MOSBY.
I’ll afk no more what honour fhou’d deny;
By heaven, I neverwill.
ALICTA,
Well then remember,
On that condition only, I renew
My vows. If timeand the event of things
[Giving ber hand.
Shon’d ever make it lawful, P’ll be yours.

le?

MOSBY.,
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MOSBY,
O my full joys l—
ALICIA,

Supprefs thy frantic tran{ports,
My heart recoils, Iam betray’d, O giveme back
My promis’d faith.
MOSBY.
Firft, let the world diffolve.
ALICIA.
There isno joy, nor peace for you, or me:
All our engagements cannot but be fatal.
MOSBY.
The time may come whenyou’ll have other thoughts,
Till then, farewel.— [ 4fide.] Now, fortune, do
thy worft. [Exiz.
AL TCTI-As
Mofby, return—He’s gone, and T am wretched
I thou’d have banifh’d him my fight for ever.
You happy fair ones, whofe untainted fame
Has neveryet been blafted with reproach,
Fly from th’appearancé of difhonour far.
Virtue is arbitrary, nor admits debate:
To doubt is treafon in her rigid court ;
But if ye parley with the foe, you’re loft. [Exit.

SCENE IIL
Awother Room in ARDEN’s Houfe.
Arven and FRANKLIN fitting together on @
conch ArDEN  thoughtful.
FRANKLIN,
Nay, wonder not.-—Tho’ ev’ry circumftance

Thus ftrangely met to prove the lady falfe,
And
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And juftify the hufband’s horrid vengeance;
Yetit appears to ev’ry honeft eye,

(Too late for the poor lady) fhe was wrong’d,
ARDE N,

Is’t poffible?
FRANKLIN,
Ay very poffible :
He lives that proves it fo. Conceal’d from juftice,
He pines with ceafelefs {forrow for his guilt,
And each hour bends him lower towards his grave,
ARDEN.
I know thy friendfhip, and perceiveits drift.
LIl bear my wrongs— for fure I have been wrong’d.
Do I but think fo then ! what fools are men,
‘Whom love and hatred, anger, hope, and fear,
And 2ll the various paffions rule by turns,
And in their feveral turns alike deceive?
FRANKLIN.
To caft away, and on {ufpicion only,
A jewel, like Alicia, were to her
Unjuft, and cruel to yourfelf. 'Good nis]

Res ten,
The clock has firucken ten.
ARDEN,
I thought it-more.
E-RANKL E'N:
1 thought it not fo much.
ARDE
Why, thusitis: !
nd fly fo fwift,
20l LO count "em &
ry opprefs’d,
_‘"]llg }]ltl,L’J
Vy moment 1s an age.
: FRANKLIN,

inand r
ing time’s u

We think each hea
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FRANKLIN.

Come, let’s to reft. Impartial as the grave,
Sleep robs the cruel tyrant of his power,
Gives reft and freedom to the oerwrought flave,
And fteals the wretched beggar from his want.
Droop not, my friend, fleep will fufpend thy cares,
And time will end them.

yRD E N.

True, for time brings death,
The only certzin end of human woes.
Sleep interrupts, but waking we’re reftor’d
To all our griefs again. Watching and reft
Alternately fucceeding one another,
Are all the idle bufinefs’of dull life.
What fhall we call this undetermin’d ftate,
This narrow ifthmus ’twixt two boundlefs oceans,
That whence we came, and that to which we tend 2
Is it life checker’d with the fleep of death?
Or death enliven’d by our waking dreams ?
But we’ll to bed. Here, Michael, bring the lights.

Enter MICHAEL awith Lights.
19

Heaven fend you agood repofe.
[Gives FRANKLIN & Candle.
FRANEKLIN.
The like to you.
MICHAEL.
Shall T attend you, fir?
FRANEKLIN.

No, no, I choofe to be alone. Good night.
3 2 g
[Exit FRANKLIN.

[MicuaEL attends his mafter avith the other
light, and returns. )

MICHAE L.
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{ MICHAEL.
i I, who fhou’d take my weapon in my hand,
And guard his life with hazard of my own,
With fraudful {miles have led him, unfufpeding,
Quite to the jaws of death —But I’ve an oath.
Mofby has bound me with an horrid vow,
Which ifI break, thefe dogs have fworn my death,
P’ve left the doors unbarr’d. — Hark | *twas the latch,
"They come —1Lhear their oaths, and {ee their daggers
Infulting o’er my malfter’s mangled body,
While he for mercy pleads.—Good  mafter, live:
, T’ll bar the doors again. But fhou’d I meet ’em—
L ; What’s that ?—1I heard ’em cry, where is this cow-
i 1 ard?
i Arden once dead, they’ll murder me for {port.
Help—call the neighbours—mafter — Franklin—

. = help.
i _ Enter ARDEN and FRANKLIN, undre/sd, at
f i Seweral doors.
ARDEN.

What difmal outery’sthis ?
FRANKLIN.
What frights thee, Michael?

i MICH AEL.

i | My mafter !—Franklin !

i | ARDEN.

His Why do’ft tremble {o?

I ; MICHAEL,

i I dream’d the houfe was fall of thieves and mur- !
{ | derers, [Trembling.

ARDEN.
Dream’d ! what, awake ! are all the doors made faft?

MICHAEL
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MICHAEL
Ithink they are.
ARDEN.
I’ll go and fee myfelf. [Exit ArDEW,
FRANKLIN.
You made a fearful noife.
MICHAEL.
Did I?
ARDEN auithin.
Why Michael !
FRANKLIN.
You tremble ftill.— Has any one been here ?
MICHAEL.
No, Thope not. My mafter will be angry.

Eunter ARD EN.
AR DEN.
This negligence not half contents me, fir:
The doors were all left open.
. MICHAEL,
Sir———
ARDEN.
To bed,
And as you prize my favour be more careful.
[Exit MicBAEL.
FRANKLIN.
"Tis very cold. Once more, my friend—
A R°D E N.
—Good night,
[Exit ARDEN,

Scene
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=

Scene changes to the Street before Arpex’s Dosr
(=3 ]
the Door fbut.
Enter BLack WiLL and SHAKEBAG.
BLACK WTILL.
Zounds! Michael has betray’d us—

The doors are faft, Away, away—difperfe.
[ Exeunt,

EBATE A HNTD

o]
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ACCEFS TV
S-C-E-N BT
Arn Inz, the FLOWER-DE-LUCE4
MOSBY axp MICHAEL.

MICHAEL;
HO’ I withoathsappeal’dtoconfciousheav’n,
# That Arden rofe and fhut the doors him{felf,
Yet; but for Green, thefe bloody rogues had kill’d
me.
We muft defit—Franklin and {weet Maria
Have promis’d, at Alicia’s own requett,
To interfere—
MOSBY.
Such ever be the employ

Of him I hate.
MICHAEIL.
The mourning fair, all chang’d,
Byme conjures you, (and with tears {he {palke it)
Not toinvolve yourfelf and her in ruin,
By feeking to renew a correfpondence,
She has renounc’d for ever.
MOSEY.
How! confufion !
Mela & -T1-AGE Lis
And hopes, as heaven, in anfwer to her prayers,
Hath reconcil’d her duty and affettion :
You will approve her refolution—
MOSBY.
Doubtlefs !

MICHAEL




272 ARDEN

OF FEVERS HAM.
MICHAEL.
Andlearn by her example, to {ubdue
Your guilty paflion—
MOSBY.
Ha, ha, ha, exquifite woman!
So! ratherthan notchange, the’ll love her hufband!
But fhe will not perfevere.
MICHAEL.
Yes, fure, fhe will.
MOSBY.
Have I'then flighted her whole fighing fex,
Bid opportunity and fortune wait;
And all to be forfaken for an hufband!
By heaven, I’'m glad he has fo oft efcap’d,
That I may have him murder’d in her fight.
Enter GR EEN.
GRE EN.
How ftrange a providence attends this man!
*Tis vain to ftrive with heaven—let’s give it o’er.
MOSBY,
No: whenI do, may I be curs’d forever,
Hopelefs to love, and hate without revenge :
May I ne’er know an end of difappointment,
Bug preft with hard neceffity, like thee,
Live the cantempt of my infulting foe.
G R E EN.
I fcorn the abjeét thought—had he a life
[7o MicHAEL.
Hung on each hair, he dies—If we fucceed,
This very night Maria fhall be thine.
MICHAETL.

Iam a man again.
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MOSBY. ‘|
I've thought a way— (il
That may be ealy under friendfhip’s niafk, il
Which to a foe {ufpeéted may be hard.
GREEN,.
Friendfhip! impoflible—
MOSBY.
You know him not.
You, with your ruffians, in the ftreet fhall {eele him,
I follow at fome diftance, They begin,
No matter how, a quarrel, and at once - i
Affaulthim with their fivords. — Straight I appear, i
Forget all wrongs, and draw in his defence; |
Mark me, be fure, with fome {light wound ; then fly, 1
And leave the reft to me. |
MICHAEL. Mt
I know his temper.
This feeming benefit will cancel all
His former doubts, and gain his eafy heart. Hit
GREEN. il
Perhaps fo—yet—— 1
MOSBY. i)
Further debates are needlefs, [ Exeunt. it e

o CoES NS =T
A Room in ArpEN’s Houfe. ‘
FRANKLIN anp MARIA. : ‘

FRANKLTIN.
Well, in what temper did you find Alicia?

MARIA. (it
Never was anguifh, never grief like hers: i
She eats, nor lleeps. Her lavely, downcaft eyes, i

i
Vor, IL 1 That i
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That us’d to gladden each beholder’s heart,
Now wath the flinty bofom of the earth.
Her troubled breaft heaves with inceflant fighs,
‘Which drink the purple ftreams of life, and blaft
Her bloom, as ftorms the bloffoms of the fpring.
But {ure her prayersmuft quchy reach hwghhew n,
Relenting Arden kindly {footh her forrows,
And her loft peace reftore.
FRANKLIN,.
Their mutval peace, Maria!
For his can ne’er be found but in Alicia.
Afham’d to view the face of manor day,
As Mofby’s name was written on his brow,
He cheerlefs wanders ; fecks the darkeft gloom
To hide his drooping head, and grieve alone.
With a full heart, fwoln eyes, and faltring tongue,
He fometimes, feeking to beguile his grief,
Begins a mournful tale: -but ftraight a thought
Of hisimagin’d wrongs croffing his memory,
Ends his fad ﬂorv e thehalt be told.
O may our pains with wifh’d fuccefs be crown’d!
Enter ARD EN,
ARDE N.
No, Franklin, no; your friendly cares are vain
Were I but certain fhe had wrong’d my bed,
I then might hate her, and thake off my woes;
But thus perplex’d, can never tafte of comfort.
FRANKLIN.
O jealoufy ! thou bane of focial joys!
Oh! {he’s 2 monfter made of contradiétions!
Let truth in all her native charms appear,
And with the voice of harmony itfelf
Plead the juft caufe of innocence traduc’d ;
Deaf as the adder, blind as upftart greatnefs,
She fees nor hears. And yet let flander whifper,

Or




|
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Or evil-ey’d fufpicion look oblique, |
Rumour has fewer tongues than fhe has ears; il
And Argus’ hundred eyes are dim and {low, ‘
To piercing jealoafy’s.— 1
ARDEN. j
No more, no morg—
I know its plagues, but where’s the remedy ? |
MARTA,

In your Alicia.
FRANKLIN.
She fhall heal thefe wounds.
ARDEN. i
She’s my difeafe, and can fhebe my cure?
My friends fhou’d rather teach me to abhor her, il
To tear her image from my bleeding heart.
MARIA. it
We leave that hateful office to the fiends. |
FRANKLTIN.
If you e’er lov’d, you’ll not refufe to fee her:
You promis’d that.
A RDEN.
DidI?
FRANKLIN,
Indeed you did. :
ARDEN, i
Well then, {fome other time.
FRANKLIN.
No, fee her now,

ARDEN. :

Franklin, Iknow my heart, and darenot fee her. i
I have an hufband’s honour to maintain, i
I fear the lover’s weaknefs may betray. [‘b
ez !
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Let mé not do what honour muft condemn,
And friendfhip blufh to hear.
FRANKLIN.,
That Arden never will,
MARTIA.,
Did you but know her grief—
- AR DEN,
Am Ithe caufe?
Have I, juft heaven, have I e’er injur’d her!
Yet ’'m the coward—O prepoit’rous fear !
See where fhe comes—Arm’d with my num’rous
wrongs,
I’ll meet with honourable confidence
Th’ offendine wife, and look the honeft hufband.
o
FRANEKLIN.
Maria, we’ll withdraw—even friendfhip here
Wou’d {feem impertinence.—
[Exennt FRawkL1N and Maria,
ARDEN.,
Be ftill my heart.

276

Avric1a enters, nof fecing ARDEN,

ALICIA.

How fhall I bear my Arden’s juft reproaches!

Or can areconcilement long continue,

That’s founded on deceit! can I avow

My fecret guilt —No —at {fo mean a thought

Abandon’d infamy herfelf wou’d blafh.

Nay, cou’dI live with public lofs of honour,

Arden wou’d die to {fee Aliciafcorn’d.

He’shere, earth open—hide me from his fight.

ARDEN.

Guilt chains her tongue. Lo filent, fel f-condemn’d,

With tearful eyes and trembling limbs fhe ftands.

ALICI1A.
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ALY CrEoA
Fain wou’d I kifs his footfteps — but that look,
Where indignation feems to ftrive with grief,
Forbids me to approach him.
ARDEN.
Who wou’d think
That anguith were not real ?

ALICIA.
I’m rooted here.
A RDEN.
Thofe tears, methinks, even if her guilt were cer-
tain,
Might walh away her pains.
ALICIA.
Support me, heaven!
ARDEN.

Curfe on the abje thought. I fhall relapfe
To fimple dotage. She fteals on my heart,
She conquers with her eyes. IfI but hear her voice,
Nor earth nor heaven can fave me from her {nares.
O! let me fly —1f I haveyet the power.
ALICIA.
O Arden! donot, do notleave me thus.
[ Kneels, and bolds bim.
ARDEN.
I pray thee loofe thy hold,
‘ ALICIA.
O never, never,

ARDEN.
Why fhou’d [ ftay to tell thee of my wrongs,
To aggravate thy guilt and wound thy fonl 2
Thyfelf, if all thefe agonizing firuggles
I 3 Of
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Of tears, of fighs, of groans, of {peechlefs {orrow,
Be but fincere - thyfelf will do it better.
One thing P’ll tell thee, for perhaps *twill pleafe thee,
Thow’ft broke my heart, Alicia.
ALICIA.
Oh! [She falls tothe ground,
ARDEN.
And canft thou,

Can woman pity whom fhe hath undone ?
Why doft thou grafp my knees ! what woun’dft thou

{ay,
If thou cow’dft find thy fpeech?
AL TeeiE A
O! mercy, mercy!
ARDEN.

Thou haft had none on me, let gomy hand:
Why doft thou prefs it to thy throbbing heart,
That beats— but not forme ?
AL IEEA.
Then may it ne’er beat more.
ARDEN.
At leat, I’m furc it did not always fo.
ALICIA.
For that my foul is pierc’d with deep remorf{e,
Forthat I bow me to the duft before thee,
And dieto be forgiven. O Arden! Arden!
ARDE N.
Prefumptuous fool! what bufinefs haft thoun here?
Did I not know my weaknefs, and her power!
Rife—rife— Alicia.
ALICTIA.
No: herelet me lie
On the bare bofom of this confcious earth,

3 Till
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9

Till Arden fpeak the words of peace and comfort,
Or my heart break before him.

ARDEN.

O Alicia,

Thou inconfiftent {pring of grief and joy,

Whence bitter ftreams, and {weet alternate flow,

Come to my arms, and in this too fond bofom

Difburden all the fulnefs of thy foul.
ALICTA.

Let me approach with awe that facred temple,

Refume my feat, and dwell for ever there.
ARDEN.

There ever reign, ason thy native throne,

Thou lovely wanderer.

AL CTEAN
AmI1 atlaft,

In errot’s fatal mazes long bewilder'd,
Permitted here to find my peace and fafety !

ARDEN.
Dry up thy tears; and tell me, truly tell me:
Has my long-fuffering love at length prevail’d,
And art thou mine indeed ?

ALICTA.

Heaven is my witnefs,

Ilove thee, Arden; and eftcem thy love
Above all earthly good. Thy kind forgivenefs
Speaks to my foul that peaceful calm confirm’d,
Which reafon and reflettion had begun.,

ARDEN.

Thou’rt cheaply purchas’d with unnumber’d fighs,

‘With many a bitter tear, and years of patience,
Thou treafure of more worth than mines of gold.

T 4
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I will not doubt my happinefs. Thou art,
‘Thou wilt be mine, ever, and only mine.
ALA-ClnAs
Iam, I will. Tne’er knew joy till now.
A REDIEEN S
This is our trueft, happicft nuptial day.
To-night, thou know’it according to my cuftom,
Our yearly fair returning with St.” Valentine,
I treat my friends. I goto countenance
Their honeft mirth, and chearthem with my bounty.
Till happy night farewel, My beft Alicia,
How will ourfriends rejoice, our foes repine,
‘Tofee us thus!
ALICIA,
Thus ever may they {ee us !
The wandering fires that have fo long mifled me,
Are now extinguith’d, and my heart is Arden’s.
The flow’ry path of innocence and peace
Shines bright before, andI fhall ftray no longer.
Whence then thefe fighs, and ‘why thefe floods of
tears !
Sighs are the langnage of a broken heart,
And tears the tribute each enlighten’d eye
Pays, and muft pay, for vice and folly patt.
And yet the painful’ft virtue hath its pleafure :
Tho’ dangers rife, yet peace reftor’d within,
My foul colleéted fhall undaunted meet them.
Tho’ trouble, grief, and death, the lot ofall,
On good and bad without diftinétion fall;
The foul which confcious innocence fuflains,
Supports with eafe thefe temporary pains;
But ftung with guilt and loaded by defpair,
Becomes itfelf a burden none can bear.  [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SECIBINGE S Ve
The Street. People at a Diftance as at a Fair.
Enter ARDEN on one Side, and Brack WirLt and
SHAKEBAG on theother, GREEN direfting them.
BLAECK WILL.

Shal-:ebng, you’ll fecond me —S’blood, givc the
way. {Foftles ArDEN.
SHAKEBAG.

May we not pafs the ftreets ?
ARDEN.
I {faw you not.
BLACK WILL,

Your fight perhaps is bad, your feeling may be
better. [Strikes bim.

ARDEN.
Infolent villains! [Draws,
BLACK. WILL.
Come, we’ll teach you manners.
ARDEN,
A Both at once! barb’rous cowards!
Enter MOSB Y.
MOSBY.
O bloody dogs! attempta life fo precious!—
BLACK WILL.
This is a fury, George.
[BLack WiLL aad SHAREBAG beafen off.
SHAKEBAG.
Tve pink’d him tho’—

ARDEN,
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il ey : ARDE N.

[EAMIEN | et : Villains come back, and finifh your defign,

B MOSBY.

‘ Shall I purfue them, fir?

(13 1 ARDEN.

| e Not for the; world —

i Moiby ! amazing generofity!
MOSBY.

I'hope you arenothurt.
ARDPEN,.

‘ | Pierc’d to the heart---

bl | MOSEY.

' Forbid it, heaven! quick, let me fiy for help.
ARDE

With fharp refle@tion :—Molby, I can’tbear

. To be fo far oblig’d te ene I've wrong’d,

E MOSBY.
' Who wou’d not venture life to {ave a friend ?

, ARDEN.

il From you I've not deferv’d that tender name.

| | MOSBY.

H ‘ No more of that---wou’d I were worthy of it!
ARDEN,

TIown my heart, by boiling paffions torn,

. Forgets 1ts gentlenefs—yet is ever open

R i . 'Tomelting gratitnde. O fay what price

Ml ke e 1 Can buy your friendfhip 2

o MOSBEY,

! Only think me yours.

N.

ARDEN.
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ARDEN.
Eafy indeed. T am too much oblig’d. :
Why wreal’d notyour good fword its juftice on me,
When mad with jealous rage, in my own houfe,
Iurg’d you to my roin?
MOSBY.
I lov’d you then
With the fame warmth as now.
ARDEN.
What's here ! you bleed.
Let me bind up your wound.
MOSBY.
A trifle, fir—
ARDEN,
Your fiiendfhip makes it {o.—See, Franklin, fee!
Enter FRANKLIN.
The man I treated as a coward, bleeding,
Wretch that I am! for his defence of me.

Look to your wound. - And, Molby, let us hope
You’ll {up with me. There will be honeft Bradfhaw,

And Franklin here, and—
MOSBY.
Sir, I will nat fail.
FRANKLIN.
I fhall not come.
ARDE N.
Nay, Franklin, that’s unkind,
Prithee—
FRANKLIN.
Nay, urge me not.—1 have my reafons.

MOSBY,
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MOSBY.
(FERIR | A Avoids my company!— So much the better.

i Hismay notbe {o proper. [4/de.]—An hour hence,
If you are not engag’d, we’ll meet at Fowl’s.

i ] ARDEN.
1 L I will be there,
1| MOSBY.
Till then I take my leave. [Exit Mosey.
ARDEN.

How have I been miftaken in this man !
FRANKLIN,
§ (e (8 How are you fure you’re not miftaken now ?
¥ [RHE SR ARDEN,
lid: | No doubt he loves me; and I blufh to think
i el How I've fufpeted him, and wrong’d Alicia:
| ke FRANKLIN.
§ Bk May you be ever happy in your wife ;
| ‘ But

ARDEN,
Speak—Butwhat? let’s have no riddles here.
Can fhe be innocent, and Mofby guilty?

FRANKLIN.

To {fpeak my thoughts, this new officions fondnefs
Makes me fufpeét: —1I like him worfe than ever.

ARDEN.

| Becaufe I'like him better. What a churl!
FRANKLIN.

b You’re credulous, and treat my ferious doubts
With too much levity. Yonvex me, Arden. [Exit.

ARDEN.
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ARDEN.
Believe me, friend, yow’ll laugh at this hereafter.
[ Exit the other away.
Mosey having watch'd FRANKLIN ouf, re-enters
auith GREEN.]
MOSB Y.
The furly friend has left him —as I wifh’d—
You fee how eagerly the foolifh fool
Flies headlong to our {nare: now to inclofe him.
At eight the guefis are bidden to his banquet,
And only Michael, of his nam’rous train,
Keeps home with his Alicia. He’ll fecure
The keys of all the doors, and let you in
With my two trufty blood-hounds. Alicia feems
Averfe at prefent—
GR EEN.
She’ll not dare betray us.
MOSBY.
Not when the deed isdone. We know too much.
She’ll be our prifoner, and fhall be obferv’d.
Towards evening, . then, upon a flight pretence
To pafs an hour at draughts (a game he loves)
1l draw this hufband home. Youwlll be prepar'd
In th’ inner room (Michael will fhew it you)
Till at a fignal given, you'all rufh forth,
And ftrangle him,

GREEN.
Good - ’tis a death that leaves
No bloody charaéter to mark the place.
MOSBY.
Howe’er, come all provided with yonr daggers,
Do you feek Michael, I'll inftrué the reft.

GREEN.
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GREEN.
What fhall the fignal be?
MOSBY.
Thefe words in th’ game,
I take you now.
GREEN,
Arden! thou’rt taken now indeed.
MOSBY.
His body, thrown behind the Abbey-wall,
Shall be defcried by th’ early paflenger
Returning from the fair.— My friend, thy hand—
[Shakes it.
Be firm, and our united ftrength
With eafe fhall caft dead Arden to the earth,
G RE EN.
Thanks to his foolith tendernefs of foul.
MOSBY.
Triae, he who trufts an old invet’rate foe,

Bares his own breaft, and courts the fatal blow.
[ Exeunt.
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Al G e

SCENE L
A rp E n’s Houfe.

Avicia alone.

HAT haveI heard! is this the houfe of
} Arden !
O that the power which has fo often fav’d him,
Wouw’d fend his guardian angelto him now,
To whifperin his ear his prefent danger !
Fly, Arden, fly, avoid this fatal roof,
Where murder lurks, and certain death awaits thee:
Wander— no matter where—turn but from hence,
"Thou canf not mifs thy way.—The houfe is theirs. —
I am fufpefted—Mich guards the door———
And ev’n Maria’s abfent.  Bloody Moiby,
Thefe are the fruits of thy detefted luft.
But hark, the fiends :1Pproach.——'3rccn had hu-
manity.,
Enter GreEn, Brack WiLL, SEAKEBAG, and
MiCHAEL.

Cou'd I prevail on him !—O fir—
[Talks apart with GREEN.
BLACK WILL.

What a fair houfe! rich furniture! what piles of
mafly plate! and then yon iron chelt. Good plun-
der, comrade. -

SHAKEBAG,

And madam Arden there——a prize worth them

all to me.
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BEL oA G WO T T T
And fhall that fawning, white liver’d coward,
Moiby, enjoyall thefe?
SHAKEBAG.
No doubt he wou’d, were we the fools he thinks us.
GREEN.
ad he as many lives as drops of blood,
I’d have them all,.— [76 Avricia.
ALICIA.
But for one fingle night—
GREEN.
I’d not defer his fate a fingle hour,
‘Tho’ I were fure myfelf to die the next.
So, peace, irrefolute woman — and be thankful
For thy own life. 7

A'LTCIA.
O mercy, METCY =

GRE E N.
Yes,

Such mercy as the nurfing lionefs,
When drain’d of moiftare by her eager young,
Shews to the prey that firlt encounters her.
BrEA G ISW TP
Who talks of mercy, when I am here ?
GR E E N.
She wou’d prevent us ; butour ffeady courage
Laughs at her coward arts,
[Knocking gently at the Gate,
Why, Michael!
MICHAE L.
Sir!

GREEN,
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GREEN. [t

Thou blondlefs coward, what doft tremble at? i
Dott thou not heara knocking at thegate ? |

[Baxit M1cHAEL, fli

Mofby, no doubt. How like a {ly adulterer, 5
Who fteals ac midnight, and with caution gives

Th’ appointed fignal to his neighbour’s wife.

BLACK WILL. ;

Which is the place where we’re to be conceal’d &

GREEN. !1

"This inner room. (i

BLACK WILL. l

*Tis well.—The wordis, now I take yosu.

[ Knocking londer than befores il

GREEN. l

Ay, there’s authority. That fpeaks the mafter. i

He feemsin hafte : ’twere pity he fhou’d waits i

Now we’re fo well prepar’d for his reception.

[GrEEN, BLack WiLL, and SHAKEBAG; go i (it

to the inner Room.] ! ;

289

Avricla remains alone.
AL EC A, Hi
Now whither are they gone ?—the door’s unbar’dg
I heard the found of feet. Shou’d it be Arden,
And Mofby with him—I can’t bear the doubt,
Nor wou’d I be refolv’d: Be hufh’d my fears, il
*Tis Mofby, and alone. i
Enter MoszY. i
Sir; hear me, Mofby. '
MOSBY. ;
Madam; is this a time? ?

Vot.-k. U

AviCcIAs




290 ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM,

ATl CuleAs
I will be heard,
And mark me, when I {wear, never hereafter;
By look, word, aft—

MOSBY.
Be damn’d —your hufband—
ALTI°CI A,
Ha!— [She fereams.

Euter ARDEN and MicHAEL.
ARDEN.
Am I amonfter, that I fright thee thus?
[72 M1cHAEL,
Say, what Has happen’d fince I left the houfe?
Thou look’ft, Alicia, asif wild amazement
Had chang’d thee tothe image of herfelf.
ALICIA,
Is Frankland with you?
AR DEN,
No.
ALICLA,
Nor Fowl, nor Bradfhaw?
ARDEN,.
Weither, but both expeéted.—
ALICIA,
Mercifal heaven!
ARDEN.,

I meant to dedicate this happy night
"To mirth and joy, and thy returning love.

[She fighs.
Make me not fad, Alicia: for my fake
Let difcontent be banifh’d from your brow; e
n
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And welcome Arden’s friends with laughing eyes.

Amongft the firlt let Moitby be enroll’d.
ALICIA.
The villain!
A RDEN.
Nay, Iam too well convine’d
Of Mofby’s friendihip and Alicia’s love,
Ever to wrong them more by weak fufpicions.
I’ve been indeed to blame, but I will make thee
A large amends, Alicia,—Look dpon him,
As on the man that gave your hafband’s life.
ALICIA,
Wou’d take my hufband’slife ! —T°11 tell him all,
And caft this load of horror from my foul :
Yet; ’tis a dreadful hazard. Both muft die.
A fearful thought! Franklin may come, or Brad-

fhaw—
O let me not precipitate his fate ! [4fide.
MOSBY.
I fee my prefence is offenfive there, [Going.
ARDE N.
Alicia! No—fhe has no will‘but mine.
MOSBY.

It is not fit fhe fhou’d :—and yet—perhaps—
*T'were better, fir—permit me to retires
A RDEN.
No more—our friendfhip publickly avow’d
Will clear her injur’d virtue to the world.
MOSBY,
Something there is in that—

Uz
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ARDEN.,
It is a debt
I owe to both your fames, and pay it freely,

MOSBY.
For her fake then, notfor my own.
AN TRCIIEA,
O damn’d diffembler ! [ 4/de.
ARDEN.,
Come, take your feat; this fhall not{ave your
money.
Bringus the the tables, Michael —[They /i and plap.
ALICI A.

O juft heaven ! [ 4/idz.
Wilt thow not interpofe ? —how dread this paufe!l:
Fen thonfand terrors crowd the narrow {pace.
ARDEN.
Your thoughts are abfent; Motby.
BLACK WILIL.
Blood'¥ why don’t Mofby give the word #
: MICHAEL.
Give back, the game’s againfthim.
ALICTEA,
Fly, Franklin! fly, tofave thy Arden’s life.
Murder herfelf, that chafes him in view,
Beholding me ftarts back, and for a moment

Sufpends her thirft of blood, [ dpar:.
AR DEN.

€ome, giveitup; Ltold you I fhou’d win. [Rifes.
MOSBY.

WNo, I feean advantage ; move again,

AR DE N,
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ARDEN,

There.

MOSBY,

Now I take you.

[BLack WiLL throws a fearfover ARDEN’s bead,
in order to firangle him; but ARDEN difengages
bimfelf, wwrefts a dagger from SHAKEBAG, and
ftands on bis defence, 1l]MosBY getting bebind and
Jeizing his arm the reft affaffinate bin ]

ALICTIA.

O Pow’r omnipotent ! make ftrong his arm,

Give him to conquer. Hal my prayers are curfes,

And draw down vengeance whers they meant a

blefling. :
ARDEN,
Inhofpitable villain !
ALICIA,
O! he dies,
ARDEHN.

O hold yourbloody—Mofby too | Nay then [Fallizng.

I yield me to my fate. — Is this, Alicia,

This the r.tusn for my une jual love?

ALICIA.
Or death, or madnef(s, wou'd be mercies now,
Therefore beyond my hopes.
AR D EN,
O Mofby, Michael, Green,
Why have you drawn my blood upon your fouls 2
MOSBY.
Behald her there, to whomI was betroth’d,
And afk no further—
GREEN.

Us
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GREEN.
Think on thy abbey-lands
From injur’d Green.
ARDEN.
You are now your own judges,
But we fhall meet again where rightand truth——
Who—who are thefe ¢ ButI forgive you all.
Thy hand, Alicia—
ALICIA.
I’ll not give it thee.
ARDEN.
O wretched woman ! have they kill’d thee too ?
A deadly palenefs, agony, and horror
On thy fad vifage fit. My {foul hangs on thee,
And tho’ departing—juft departing—loves thee :
Is loth to leave, unreconcil’d to thee,
This ufelefs mangled tenement of clay.
Difmifs her pleas’d, and fay thou’rt innocent.
ALICIA.
All hell contains not fuch a guilty wretch.
ARDEN.
Then welcome death! tho’in the fhape of murder.
How have I doated to idolatry !
Vain foolifh wretch, and thoughtlefs of hereafter,
Nor hop’d, nor wifh’d a heaven beyond her love.
Now, unprepar’d, I perifh by her hate.
AT TG TRAN
"Fho’ blacker and more guilty than the fiends,
My foul is white from this accurfed deed.
O Arden! hear me—
ARDEN,.
Full of doubts I come,
O thou Supreme, to feek thy awful prefence. =
4 j
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My foul is on the wing. T own thy juftice.
Prevent me with thy mercy.

ALICIA.

Turn not from me:

Behold me, pity me, furvey my forrows.
I who defpis’d the duty of a wife,
Will be thy flave ——Spit on me, {purn me, {ir,
1l love thee fill. O couldit thou court my {corn,
And now abhor me, ‘whenI love thee more,
If poffible, than e’er thou lov’dft Alicia.

MOSBY.
Mad fool, he’s dead, and hears thee not.
ALICIA.

[Diess

: *Tis falfe

He fmiles upon me, and applands my vengeance.
[Sfmfn’zf; a dagger, and _/L'z'/cc’: at MosBY.
——— A krocking at the gates

MOSBY,

Damnation!—
BLACK WILL,
gdeath! we fhall leave our work unfinifh’d,
and be betray’d at laft. —Let’s hide the body.
MOSBY.
Force her away.
ALICIA.
Inhuman bloody villains!
[ She fwoons, as [peis forced from the bodys
Enter MLARTAs

MARIA.
Mofby here !
My [iding feet, as they move trembling forwardss
U4 Are




206 ARDEN OF FEVERSHADM.
Are drench’d in blood. O may I only fancy
That Arden there lies murder’'d ———
MOSEY, :
How fares Alicia?—=
AL TCTE AL
As the howling damn’d: and'thou my hell —
MARIA.
Unhappy brother !
If thou hatt done this deed, hope not to’fcape
Mercy herfelf, who only feeks for crimes,
That the may pardon and reform the guilty,
‘Wou’d change her nature at a fight like this.
Enter M1cHAE L.
MICHAEIL.
The guefts are come—the fervants all return’d.
MOSBY.
Alicia, be thyfelf; and mafk thy heart
[Mosny Jifts up ArLtc:a,
From ev’ry prying eye with courteous {miles.

ALl C-T5AR
Thou canft not think me mean enough to live,
MOSBY.
You wou’d not choofe an ignominious death ?
ALICEA,

That’s all 1 dread—Might but the filent grave,
‘When it receives me to its dark abode,
Hide, with my duft, my thame! - O might that be,
And Arden’s death reveng’d, —’Tis my {ole prayer.
If not, may awful juRice have her courfe.

[ Exit Avicia.

MOSB Y.

Sifter! ourlives are thine—
: MARTA.
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MARIA.
Tho’ Mofby has fhook oft humanity, Ican’t be
his accofer. [Exit MaRIA.,
MOSBY. 1
Follow them, Green, and watch Alicia’s condutt.
G REEN.
I will, but cannat anfwer for my own.
O Arden! Arden! cou’d we change conditions!
[Exit GREEN.
BLACK WILL.
Why what a crew of cowards!
An the fame moment murdering and repenting.
MOSBY.
Giveme the ring thatis on Arden’s finger.
SHAKEBAG.
There. Will you have his purfe tao?
MOSBY.
No, keep that.
BLACK WILL. X
Thanks forour own : wefhou’d have kept the ring,
Were it not too remarkable.
But how mult we difpofe of the bedy ?
MOS B Y.
Convey it thro’ the garden, to the field
Behind the abbey-wall : Michael will fhew theway.
The night is dark and cloudy —yet take heed—
The houfeis full of company.
BLACK WILL.
Sir, if you doubt our condutt, do’tyoyrfelf.
MOSB Y.
Nay, gentlemen —
2 SHAKEDBAG,
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SHAKEBAG.
Pretend to direct us !
MOSBY.
For your own fakes-— Arden will foon be mifs’d,
SHAKEBAG.
We know our bufinefs, fir.
MOSBY.
I doubt it not.
‘There’s your reward. Thehorfes both are faddled,
And ready for your flight.
B-L ACK W.ILL.
Ufe them yourfelf:
I hope we’re as fafe as you.
MOSBY.
Why, gentlemen—Arden, Ius’d thee worfe. [ 4/ide.
BLACK WILL.
We fhall take care however for our own f{akes,
MOSBY.
’Tis very well—I hope we all are friends.
So - foftly— foftly — Michael, not that door——
[MicuaEL going out at the aurong door.
So—make what{peed youcan : I’ll wait you there.
[Exeunt.

SECEESNeEE =T
A Hall in ArRpEN’s Houfz,

Mossy alone.
They muft pafs undefery’d : gardens and fields
Aredreary deferts now. Night-fowls and beafts of
rey

Avc i? t}iye pinching rigour of the feafon,
Nor leave their fhelter at a time like this.
And yet this night, this ling’ring winter night,

3 Hung
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Hung with a weight of clouds that ftops her courfe,
Contraéts new horrors, and a deeper black,
From this damn’d deed.—Maofby, thou haft thy with.
Arden is dead ; now count thy gains at leifure.
Dangers without, on every fide {ufpicion;
Within, my ftarting confcience mark fuch wounds
As hell can equal, only murderers feel. [ pau/fe:
This, this the end of all my flatt’ring hopes!
O! happielt was I in my humble ftate:
Tho’ I lay down in want, I {leptin peace:
My daily toil begat my night’s repofe,
My night’s repofe made day-light pleafing to me.
But now I’ve climb’d the top-bough of the tree,
And fought to build my neft among the clonds :
"The gentleft pales of fummer fhake my bed,
And dreams of murder harrow up my foul.
But hark ! — Not yet : —"Tis dreadful being alone.
This awful filence, that unbroken reigns
Thro’ earth and air, awakes attention more,
Than thunder burfting from ten thoufand clouds:
S’death ! —’tis-but Michael—Say—
Enter. MICHAEL.
MICHAEL.
Dead Arden lies
Behind the abbey—'tis a difmal fight!
It fnow’d apace while we difpos’d the body.
MOSBY.
And not as you return’d ?
FRANKLIN.
No, fir—
MOSB Y.
That’s much —
Shou’d you be queftion’das to Arden’s death,

You’ll not confefs ?
MICHAEL,
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MICHAEL.
No, fo Maria’s mine.
MOSBY.
She’s thine, if all a brother can—
MICHAEL.
What’s if?
T bought her dear, at hazard of my foul,
And force fhall make her mine —
MOSBY.
Why, how now, coward !
Enter Mari a.
MARTIA.
The gnefts refufe to take their feats without you.
Alicia’s grief teo borders on diftradion.
Thy prelence may appeafe—
MOSBY.
Increafe it rather.
MARIA:
Michael, your abfence too has been obferv’d..
MOSBY.
Say we are coming.
MICHAEL,
One thing 'd forgot. [Reluraing,
Soon as the company have left the houfe,
The rofhians will return.
MOSBY.
What wou’d the villains?
MICHAEL,
They mutter’d threats and curfes,
And feem’d not fatisfied with their reward.
[Zx:t MicuaEL.
MOSBY.

[Exit Mar1a.
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MOSBY.
Let them take all.  Ambition, av’rice, luff,
T'hat drove me on to murder, now forfake me.
O Arden! if thy difcontented ghoft
Still hovers here to fee thy blood reveng’d,
View, view the anguifh of this guilty breaﬂ'

And be appeas’d. [Ex:z.

SCENE I

A Roomin ARDEN’s Houfe. 4 Table fpread for Suppers

GreEN, BrRapsgaw, Apam Fowr,
Avicra, Marra, &c.

BRADSHAW.
Madam, be comforted.
ADAM FOWL.

Some accident, or bufinefs unforefeen,
Detains him thus.

BRADSHAW,.
I doubt not of his fafety.
LoEC T A,
I thank you, oemlcmcn 5 1 know you lov’d
My Arden wcil and: kindly fpmlc your wifhes.
Enter MOsBY.
MOSBY.
T am atham’d I’ve made you wait: befeated.
G R EE N,
Madam, firft take your place.
ALICTIA.
Malke me not mad

Tome henceforth all places are alike. [Sitsw

MOSBY.
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MOSBY.

Come, fince we want the maffer of the houfe,
I’ll take his feat for once,

ALICIA.
Dares he do this? [ 4/de,
MOSBY.
Pm much aflicted that he ftays {o late ;
The times are perilous. : I
GREEN.,
And he has enemies, .
Tho’ no man, {ure, did e’er deferve them lefs. \
MOSBY.
This day he was affaulted in the fireet,
G R E E N.
You {av’d him then. E
MOSBY.
Wou’d I were with him now !
MARIA.
She ftarts, her looks are wild. [ #/ide.] How fare you, T
madam ?
ALICIA.,
Pm loft in admiration of your brother. C
MARIA, |
I fear hermore than ever.[ 4fde.]Madam, be merry. I
MOSBY. L
Michael, fome wine. Health and long life to Ar-
den. [Drinks. Y
ALICIA. A
The good you wifh, and have procur’d for Arden,
[Rifing. 1
Light on thyfelf. T

MARIA
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MARIA.
For heaven’s fake
ALICIA.
Give me way,
[ Comes foravard.
Let them difpatch and fend me to my hufband :
[ 4l rife.
Tve liv’d too long with falthood and deceit.
[ Knocking at the gate.

ADAM FOWL.
‘What noife is that? [Exit MICHAEL,
BRADSHAW.
Pray heaven, that all be right.
MOSBY.

Bar all the doors.
Enter M1CHAE L.
MICHAEL.
We are dilcover’d, fir. [7o Mossy.
The Mayor with officers and men in arms.
Enter Mavor, &c.
MAYOR.
Go you with thefe, and doas I diretted.
[ Excunt officers and others.
I’'m forry that the duty of my office
Demands a vifit fo unfeafonable.
MOSBY.
Your worfhip doubtlefs were a welcome gueft
At any hour; butwherefore thus attended ?
MAYOR.
I have received a warrant from the council

T'o apprehend two moft notorious ruffians ;
And
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And information being made on oath,
That they were feen to enter here to-night,
I’m come tofearch.

GREE N.
I’'m glad itis no worfe. [4fide,
MOSBY.

And can they think that Arden entertains

Villains like thofe you fpeak of} Were he here,

You’d not be thank’d for this officioufnefs,
MAY OR.

T know my duty, fir, and that refpeét,

So juftly due to our good neighbour’s worth—

But where is Arden #

ALICTA,
Heavens! where indeed !
MARIA.
Alicia, for my fake— [ Hfide.
ALLCTA.

If I were filent,
Each precious drop of murder’d Arden’s blood
Wou'’d find a tongue, and cryto heaven for venge-

ance.
M AYOR.

What fays the Iady ?
MOSBY.

Oh! fir, heed her not.
Her hufband has not been at home to-night,
And her mifboding forrow for his abfence,
Has almoft made her frantic.
MAYOR.
Scarce an hour,
Sincel beheld him enter here with you.

MOSEBY.

e e

e o]t
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MOSBY.
The darknefs of the night deceiv’d you, fir;
It was a ftranger, fince departed hence.

MAY OR,
That’s moft furprizing. No man knows him better.

FrRaNKLIN awithout
Within there—ho ——bar up your gates with care,
And fet a watch ——Letnota man go by ——
[Frankrin and others enter with lights—

And ev’ry tongue, that gave notits confent
To Arden’s death, join mine and cry alond
To heaven and earth for juftice.. Honeft Arden,
My friend—is murder’d.

MA Y OR.,
Murder’d !
G REEN.
How ?
MQSBY.
By whom?

FRANKLIN.
How-fhall T utter what my eyes have feen !
Horrid with many a gaping wound he lies
Behind the abbey, a fad {peétacle !
O vengeance ! vengeance!

MAYOR.
Juftly art thou moved,

Paffion is reafon in a caufelike this.

FRANKLIN.
Eternal Providence, towhofe bright eye
Darknefs itfelf isas the noon-day blaze,
Who brings the midnight murd’rer and his deeds

You, II, X Te
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Tolight and fhame, has in their own fecurity
Found thefe.
MAYOR. ‘
Here {eize themall this inftant :
 [Avicia faints.
Look to the lady. This may be but feign’d.
Your charge but goes along with my {ufpicions,
BRADSHAW,

And mine.
ADAM FOWL.
And mine.
FRANKLIN.

Firft hear me, and then judge,
Whether on {light prefumptions I accufe them.
Thefe honelt men (neighbours and townfmen all)
Conducted me, dropping with grief and- fear,
To where the body lay ; —with them I took thefe

notes,

Not to be trufted to the faithlefs memory.
¢ Huge clots of blood and fome of Arden’s hair
¢¢ May ftill be feen upon the garden-wall ;
<¢ Many fuch rufhes as thefe floors are ftrew’d with,
<t Stick to his fhoes and garments: and the prints
¢ OF feveral feet may in the fnow be trac’d,
<« From the ftark body to the very door.”
Thefe are prefumptions he was murder’d here,
And that th’ aflaflins having borne his corpfe
Into the fields, hither return’d again,

MOSBY.
Are thefe your proofs?
G R E EN.

Thefe are but circumitances,
And only prove thy malice,
FRANKLIN,
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FRANEKLIN.
And this fearf,
Known to be Arden’s, in the court was found,
Allblocd.—
M AY OR.
Search ’em.—
MICHAEL.
I thought I’d thrown it down the well. [jide.
; M AY OR.
Fnter that room and fearch the lady there;
We may perhaps difcover more. [To an Oficer.
{ Officer goes out and re-enters, in the mean time
another officer fearches NlOsBY and GREEN. ]
FIRST OFFILCER, 5
On Arden’s wife I found this letter.
SECOND OFFICER.
And I this ring on Mofby.
MAYOR.
Righteous heaven!
Well may’#t thou hang thy head, detefted villain:
This very day did Arden wear this 1ing,
I faw it on his hand.—
MOSBY.
I freely yicld me to my fate.

Enter another Officers
OFFICER.
Weve {eiz’d twomen behind fome ftacks of wood.
MAYOR.

Well, bring ’ém in,—
[BLack WiLL end SHAREBAG brought ir.
They anfwer the defcription:
Xz But
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But let them wait'till T have done with thefe.
Heavens! what'a feene of villany is here !
[Hawing read the Letter,
B AL C R WL T
Since we're fure to die, tho’ I cou’d with ’twere
in better company (for I hate that fawning rafcal,
Mofby) T’Il tell the truth for once, He has long
been engaged in-an-affair with Arden’s wife there,
but fearing a difcovery, and hoping to get into hix
eltate, hir'd us tohide him.—Thar’s all,
MAYOR,
And you the horrid deed perform’d ?
SHAKEBAG,
We did, with hisaflitance, and Green’s and Mi-
chael’s,
MAYOR,
This letter proves Alicia, from the firft,
Was made acquainted with your blackdefign.
BLACK WILL.

T kvow nothing of that: but if fhe was, fhe re-
pented of it afterwards,  So, I think, you call that
a change of mind.

MAY OR,
That may avail hér at the bar of heav’n,
But is no'plea at our’s. Bear them to prifon ;
[Aricra brought in.
Load them with irofis, fake them feel their guilt,
And groan away their miferable hours,
Till fentence of the law fhall call them forth
Topublick execution,
ALIGQIA.
I adore
TR unerring hand of juflicé; and with ﬁlencEH i
2




ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM.
Had yielded to my fate, but for'this maid,
Who, asmy foul dreads jufiice on her crimes,
Knew not, or €’er confented to thisdeed.
MAY OR.
But did fhe not confent to keep it {ecret ?
MOSEY.
'To fave a brother, and moft wretched friend.
MAYOR.
She has undone herfelf—Behold how innocence
May fuffer in: bad fellowfhip.—And Bradfhaw,
My honett neighbous Bradfliaw too Tread it
With:grief and wonder.
BRADSHAW,
Madam, T'appeal
To yous asyou are fhortly to appear
Before a Judge that {ees our fecret thoughts,
Say, had I knowledge, or—
ALICIA.
You brought the letter,
But well I hope you knew: not the contents.
MAYOR.
Hence with them all, till time and farther Light
Shall clear thefe myfteries.
ADAM .FOWL.
If ’m condemn’d,
My blood be on his head that. gives the f:mencc.
I’m not accus’d, and enly afk forjuftice.
FRANKLIN.
You fhall havejuftice all, and rig’rous juftice.
So fhall the growth of {uch enormous cumes,
By their dread fate be checl:’d in future times.
Of avarice, Mofbya dread inftance prove,
4And poor Alicia of unlawiul love,
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By a FRIEND,

Spoken by the yourg Gentlewoman who performed
Avn1ici1a.

A ancient bard, wers'd in dramatick laaws,

Has faid (and «well be kneaw to gain bis caufe)
<< The feafoning of a play is the applaufe *.”
Within thefe avalls, this trath no doubt will bear,
Without fuch feafoning, there’s no *biding bere.—
Firf? for our author : for bis play, I mean;
(For he's beyond the reach of critick fpleen)
If ke has touch’dyour hearts, your tears aill fheaw if,
And your hands echo back, you acquit the poct.
Next, our performance; there, awe've doneour beft :
And ahere ought’s wanting, o il fupply the reft :
I know you awill, you muft; from bence Iy
Good-nature fparkling in each generous eye.
Laft for my humble felf---thus low I fue ; [Curtlying.
Do wot too rigid giwe me-all my due :
What’s aanting, pardon: and if ought appears,
That may be ripen’d by theatric years,
Kindly protest the plant, your fmiles now raifes
Bemine, obedient thanks 5 yours, all the praife.

# Ben Johnfon's Volpone.

THE END OF VOL.IL
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