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EPIL OG UE defign’d for SornoNispa,

And to have been {poken by Mrs. OLDFIELD.

By the Same.

LEF O RE you fign poor Sophonifba’s doom,
In her behalf petitioner I come ;

Not but our author knows, whate’er I fay,

That T could find ohjettions to his play.

I told him never would be underftood,
And that ye all wonld fay, ’twas fleth and blood.
Had Carthage only been in madam’s head,

This double marriage for her country’s good, g

Her champion never had been in her—hed :

For could the ideot think a hufband’s name

Would make him quit his intereft, friends and fame ;
That he w 0‘111 rifque a kingdom for a wife,

And a& dependent in a place for life ?

Yet wlmt flern Cato fhall condemn the fair,

Whilft publick good fhe thunder’d in your ear, %
If private intereft had a /i#/e fhare.

You know, fhe acted not againft the laws

Of thofe old-fathioned times; that in her caufe
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Old Syphax could no longer make a ftand,
And Mafliniffa woo’d her fword in hand.

But did not take the way to whet that fword ?

Heroes fight coldly when wives give the word.

She fhould have kept him keen, employ’d her charms
Not as a bribe, but to reward his arms ;

Have told him when Rome yielded fhe would yield,
And fent him frefh, not yawning, to the field.

She talk’d it well to roufe him to the fight,

But like Penelope, when out of fight,

All the had done by day, undid by night.

Is this your wily Carthaginian kind ?

No Englifh woman had been half fo kind.

What from a hufband’s hand could fhe expec

But ratlbane, or that common fate, negleét ?

Perhaps fome languifhing foft fair may fay,

Poyfon’s {fo thocking—but confider pray,

She fear’d the Roman, he the marriage chain

All other means to free them both were vain.

Let none then Mafliniffa’s condu¢t blame,

He firft his love confulted, then his fame.

And if the fair one with too little art,

Whilft feemingly fhe play’d a patriot-part,

Was fecretly the dupe of her own heart ;

Forgive a fault fhe firove {o well to hide,

Nor be compaffion to her fate deny'd, ?
Who liv’d unhappily, and greatly dy’d,
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