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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




DrasmaTis Prrson k.

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
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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
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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
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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
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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.
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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.




192 EvL-M E R FE:-C:EKs
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.
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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
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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.
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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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