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SACRED DRAMA.

As it is Perform’d

At the KINc’s THEATRE in the Hay-Market.

Set to Mufick by GEorce-FrEpERICc HaNDEL, Efq;

"Aperi woiev piray o51s descGr.  Augy Carm,

Rui autem in Virtute fummum bonum ponunt, praeclaré'illi quidem : Sed
heec 1pfa virtus Amicitiam & gignit & Continet : Nec finé virtute Ami-
citia ¢ffe ullo pacto poteft. Cic.

L ONDOUN:

Printed for Tro. Woop, and Sold by Twro. AsTLEY, in St. Pauls
Church-yard, J. SHucKBURGH, at the Inner-Temple-Gate, and at
the KiNG’s THEATRE in the Hay-Market, 1738.
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Dramatis Perfonz.

SAvL.
JonaTHAN,
Davib.

High Prieft.
ABIATHAR.
AB;Q E R.

MER A B.
MicuAL.
Dorza.
W1 T cHof Endor,
Apparition of SAM U E L,
Amalekite,

Chorus’s,

V. B. MerAB's {cornful Behaviour, Act I, Scene IL.
is a Hint taken from Cowwrey’s Davidess, and has
no Foundation in the Sacred Hiftory.
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AN ORraToORIO

AC1-L B O NE §

An Erinicion, or Song of Triumph, for the ViGtory over
Goliah and the Philiftines,

I.
HOW excellent thy Name, O Lord,
In all the World is known !
Above all Heav'ns, O King ador’d,
How haf? thou fet thy glorious Throne !

II.
When thou to quell the Rebel Hoft
An Infant didft ordain,
Thy Rebels to the Child oppos'd
A Giant's dreadful Rage in vain,

111,
Along the Monfler Atheift firode
With more than Human Pride,
And Armies of the Living God
Exulting in bis Strength defy'd.

Az IV, The
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IV.
The Youth infpir'd by Thee, O Lord,
With Eafe the Boafter flew,
Qur fainting Courage foon reftor'd,
£nd beadlong drove that impious Crew.

V.
How excellent thy Name, O Lord,
In all the World is known !
Above all Heav'ns, O King, ador’d,
How haft thou fet thy glorious Throne !

Hallelujah.

SCENE 1L

SAavL, JonaTHAN, MERAB, M1cuAL, & ABNER infroducing
DAvi1p, High Prief.

Michal, He comes !

O God-ltke Youth ! by all confefs’d,
Of Human Race the Pride !
O Virgin among Women bleft,
Whom Heav'n ordains thy Bride !
But ab ! how firong a Bar 1 fee
Betwixt my Happine/s and me !
Abner. Behold, O King, the brave, viGorious Youth,
And in his Hand the haughty Giant’s Head,
Saul. Young Man, whofe Son art thou ?
David. The Son of Feff,
Thy faithful Servant, and a Betblemite.
Saul. Return no more to Feffe : Stay with me.
And as an Earneft of my future Favour - :
Thou fhalt efpoufe my Daughter : Small Reward.
Of fuch Defert ! fince to thy Arm alone
We owe our Safety, Peace, and Liberty,

Davip.
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O King, your Favours with Delight
I take, but muft refufé your Praife :
For ev’ry pious Iraelite
To God alome that Tribute pays.
Through Him we put to flight our Foes,
And in his Name
We trod them under that againft us rofe.
fonath. O early Piety ! O modeft Merit !
In this Embrace my Heart beftows it felf,
Henceforth, thou noble Youth, accept my Friendfhip,
And Fonathan and David are but one,
MER AB.
What abject Thoughts a Prince can have,
In Rank a Prince ! in Mind a Slave !
Yet think with whom you ftoop to link your felf,
How poor in Fortune, and in Birth how low ! [Afide to Jonath,

JonaTHAN

Birth and Fortune I defpife ! [To Merab,
From Virtug let my Friendfbip rife.
No Titles proud thy Stem adorn ; {70 David,

Yet born of God is nobly born :
And of bis Gifts fo rich thy Store,
That Ophir fo thy Wealth zs poor.

High Pr. Go on, illuftrious Pair | your great Example
Shall teach our Youth to feorn the fordid World,
And fet their Hearts.on Things of real Worth,

I
While yet thy Tide of Blood runs high,
To God thy future Life devote :
Thy early Vigour all apply

His Glorious Service to promote.
11, So
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11,
So fkall thy Great Creator blefs
And bid thy Days ferenely flow :
So frall thy youthful Happinefs
In Age no Diminution know.,

I11.
With fweet Reflection thou fhalt tafte,
Declining gently to thy Tomb,
The Pleafure of good Aétions paft,
And hope with Rapture foys to come.

Saul. Thou, Merab, firft in Birth, be firft in Honour :
Thine be the valiant Youth, whofe Arm has fav’d
Thy Country from her Foes.

Merab, afide.) O mean Alliance !

My Soul rejects the Thought with Scorn,
That fuch a Boy, ’till now unknown,
Of poor, Plebeian Parents born,

Should mix with Royal Blood bis own !
Tho Saul’s Commands I can’t decline,

I muft prevent bis low Defign, %
And Jave the Honour of his Line.

Mricuar.
See with what a [cornful Ajr
She the precious Gift receives !
Tho' éer fo Noble, or fo Fair,
She cannot merit what be givese
Ab ! lovely Youth ! waft thou defign’'d
With that proud Beauty to be join'd 2

SCENE
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SCENE IIL
S SavL, MicuaL, &, Chorus of Women.
s Mich. Already fee, the Daughters of the Land,

In joyful Dance, with Inftruments of Mufick
Come to congratulate your Victory,

CuoRrUs of Women alternately,
i L
' Welcome, welcome, mighty King !
Welcome all who Congueft bring !

II.
Welcome, David, warlike Boy,
Author of our prefent Foy!

» III.
Saul, who baft thy Thoufands [lain,
Welcome to thy Friends again!

IV.
David bis Ten thoufands flew ;
Ten thoufand Praifes are bis due !

Saul. What do I hear ? Am I then funk fo low,
To have this upftart Boy preferr’d before me ?
To him Ten thoufands ! and to me but Thoufands ?
What can they give him more ? except the Kingdom ?

With Rage I [ball burf his Praifes to hear !

Oh I how I both hate the Stripling, and fear ! g
What Mortal a Rival in Glory can bear 2 [Exit,

SCENE
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SCENE IV

onath. Imprudent Women ! your ill-tim’d Comparifons,
I fear, have injur'd him you meant to henour;
Saul's furious Look, as he departed hence,
Too plainly fhew'd the Tempeft of his Soul.

O take thy Harp, and as thou oft haft done,
From the King’s Breaft expel the raging Fiend,

Fell Rage and black: Defpair pofoft

With horrid Sway the Monarch's Breaft ;
When David with Celeftial Fire o
Struck the fweet perfwafive Lyre :

Soft gliding down bis ravifl’d Ears,

The healing Sounds difpel bis Cares ;
Defpair and Rage at once are gone,

And Peace and Hope refume the Throne.

S €C E'NE "V,

SAUL, Davip, JoNATHAN, MzsraB, MicHAL, ABNER, High
Prieff, ABIATHAR.
Abiath. Rack’d with Infernal Pains ev’n now the King
Comes forth, and mutters horrid Words, which Hell,
No human Tongue, has taught him.
Davi1bp.
O Lord, whofe Mercies numberlefs
O'er all thy Works prevail,
Tha daily Man thy Law tranfgrefs,
Thy Patience cannot_fail :
If yet bis Sin be not too great,
The bufy Fiend controul,
Yet longer for Repentance wait,
And beal bis wounded Soul.
Fonarh.

. Mich. ’'T'is but his old Difeafe, which thou canft cure, [Zo David,

And {ooth his tortur’d Soul with Sounds Divine, [ Exit David.

A L
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Fonath. “Tis all in vain, his Fury ftill continues ;
1 With wild Diftraction on my Friend he ftares,
| Stamps on the Ground, and feems intent an Mifchief,

2 SaAvL,
3 A Serpent in.my Bofom warm'd

- Would fling me to the Heart ;
But of bis Venom foon difarm’d,

Himfelf [ball feel the Smart..

Ambitious Boy ! now learn, what Danger

1t is to rouze a Monarch's Anger !
{Throws his Javelin, Exit David.

Has he efcap’d my Rage ?
I charge thee, Ffomathan, upon thy Duty,
And All, on your Allegiance, to deftroy
This bold, afpiring Youth ; for while he lives,
T am not fafe. Reply not, but obey, [Emzt.

A

M E R A B,

Capricious Man, in Humour lj?,

By ev'ry Wind of Paffion tof?,

Now fets bis Vajlal on the TProne,
Then low as Earth be cafts bim dodou :
His Temper knows no middle State,
Extreme alike in Love or Hate,

b SCENE VI

JonaTnan
O Filial Piety | O Sacred Friendfhip !
How fhall I reconcile you ? Cruel Father! 0
i Your juit Commands I always have obey’d :
But to deftroy my Friend ! the Brave, the Virtious,
4 B The
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The God-like David ! Ifrael’s Defender,

And Terror of her Foes !

to difobey You

What fhall I call it ? — "Tis an A& of Duty

To Gop — to David

nay, indeed to You.

No, cruel Father, no :
Your bard Commands I can’t obey..
Shall I with facrilégious Blow
Take Pious David’s Life away !
No 5 awith my Life I muft defend
Againft the World my beft, my deareft Friend.

High Prieft.

O Lord, whofe Providence
Ever wakes for their Defence,

Who the Ways of Virtue choofe 5
Let not thy faithful Servant fall
A Viétim to the Rage of Saul,

Who hates without a Caufe,
And, in Defiance of thy Laws,

His precious Life purfues..

CHORUS.

Preferve bim for the Glory of thy Name,
Thy People’s Safety, and the Heathen's Shame..

The End of the Firft A CT.
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AGCT I "§CENE: 4

CHOR US

FENVY! Eldefi-born of Hell !
Ceafé in buman Breafis to duvell,

Ewver at all Good repining,

Still the Happy undermining !

God and Man by thee infefted,

Thou by God and Man detefted 1

Moft thy felf thou doft torment,

At once the Crime and Puniflment.

Hide thee in the blackeff Night :

Virtue fickens at thy fight !

Hence, thou Eldeft-born of Hell!

Ceafe in human Breafts to dwell.

SCENE IL

JONATHAN and DAv 1D,

Fonath. Ah! dearelt Friend, undone by too much Virtue !
Think you, an Evil Spirit was the Caufe
Of all my Father’s Rage ? It was indeed
A Spirit of Envy, and of mortal Hate.
He has refolv’d your Death ; and fternly charg'd
His whole Retinue, me cipcu lly, :
To execute his Vengeance.

But fooner Jordan’s Stream, I fwear,
Back to his Spring fball foiftly wf/
Than I confent to burt a Hair
Of thee, thou Darling of my Soul,

B2 ::‘D(J'I)J.{f i
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David. O #trange Viciflicude [ But Yefterday
He thought me worthy of his Daughter’s Love 3

To Day he feeks my Life.
fonath. My Sifter Merab, bjf his own: Gift thy Right,

He has beftow’d on Adriel.

David. O, my Prince, would that were all !
It would not grieve me much. The fcornful Maid
(Didft thou ebferve? ) with fuch difdainful Pride
Receiv’d the King.’s Command ! — but lovely Michal,
As mild as fhe is fair, out-ftrips alt Praife.

Such haughty Beauties rather move
Averfion, than engage our Lové

They only can our Gares !Jegtm’f
Who gently [peak, and fweetly [inile.
If Virtue in that Drefs appear,
Who, that fees, can Love forbear?

onath. My Father comes. Retire, my Friead, while I
With peaceful Accents try to calm his Rage.
' " [Exsz David.

SCENE ML

SAuL and JoNATHAN.

Saul. Haft thou obey’d my Orders, and deftroy’d

My mortal Enemy, the Son of fgfee ~
fomm’: Alas, my Father | He your Enemy ?

Say rather, he has done important Service

'To you, and to the Nation ; hazarded

His Life for both, and flain our Giant Foe,
Whofe Prefence made the boldeft of us tremble.
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Sin not, O King, againft the Youth,
Who né’er offended you :
Think, to bis Loyalty and Truth
What great Rewards are due !
Think, with what foy this God-like Man
You faw, that glrious Day !
Think, and with Ruin, if you can,

Such Services repay.

SAvu.L.

As Great.: Jehovab Jives, T frwei
The. Youth flall not be flain :
Bid him return, and void of Fear

Adorn our Court again,

JonAaTHAN

From Cities florn’d, and Battles won,
What Glory can acorue 2
By this the Hero beft is known s
He can bimfelf fibdue.
Wileft and greateft of bis Kind; *
Who can in Regfen’s Fetters bind
The Madnefs of his angry Mind !
Appear, my Friend. '

SCENE 1V,

Enter D AVID,

Saul. No more imagine Dangcr :
Be Firft in our Efteem ; with wonted Valour
Repel the Infults of the Phrlifines »
And, as a Proof of my Sincerity,

(O Hard
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{O Hardnefs to diffemble! ) inftantly
Efpoufe my Daughter Michal,

Davip,

Your Words,. O King, my Loyal Heart

With double drdor fire :
I} God his ufial Aid impart,

Your Foes fhall feel what you infpire.
In all the Dangers of the Field,
The Great Yebovah is my Shield.

. {Exeunt Dav, and Fon.

Saul. Yes, he thall wed my Daughter ! — but how long

Shall he enjoy her ? — He fhall lead my Armies !

But have the Philijffines no Darts — no Swords,

To pierce the Heart of David 2 Yes, this once

To them I leave him ; they {hall do me Right ! [ Exit.

SCENE W

DAVID and MicHAL,

Mich. A Father’s Will has authoriz’d my Love :

No longer, Michal, then attempt to hide

The Secret of thy Soul. . Tlove thee, David,

And long have lov’d. Thy Virtue was the Caufe ;

And that be my Defence. >

DvogT.

Mich. O Faireft of ten thoufand fasr,
Yet for thy Virtue more admir'd ! :

Thy Words and Aétions all declare '

The Wildom by thy God infpir'd.
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David. O lhvely Maid ! thy Form bebeld,
Above all Beauty charms our Eyes :
Yer flil] within that Form conceal’d
Thy Mind, a greater Beauty, lies.
Both, How well in Thee does Heav'n at loft
Compenfate all my Sorrows paft. [Exeunt..

RO RS

I there a Man, vho all bis Ways

Direéts, his Gad alone to pleafe 2

In vain bis Foes againft him move :
Superior Pow'r their Hate difarms ;
He makes them yield to Virtue's Charms,

And melts their Fury down to Love.

SCENE VL
DaAavip and Micuasr.

David. 'Thy Father is as cruel, ‘and as falfe,
As thou art kind and true. When I approach’d him
New from the Slaughter of his Enemites,
His Eyes with Fury flam’d ; his Arm he rais’d,
With Rage grown ftronger 5 by miy guiltlefs Head
The Javelin whizzing flew, and in-the Wall
Mock’d once again his Impotence of Malice,

At Perfecution I can.laugh.;
No Fear my Soul can move,,
In God's Proteition Jafe,
And bleft in Michal’s Love..

Miech. Ah'! deareft Youth ! for thee I fear !
Fly ! — be gone !. — for Death is near !

Dwvid.
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Davin,
Fearnot, lovely Fair, for me :
Death, where thou art, cannot be,
Smile, and Danger is no more.

- Micaaur.
Ely — for Death is at the Door ¥
See, the murd'rous Band comes on !

Stay no longer ! Fly! — be gone !

SGCGENE VIL
Micuar and Dok G.

Mich. Whom doft thou feek ? And who has fent thee hither ?
Doeg. 1 feek for Davidy and‘am fent by Saul.
Mich. Thy Errand ?
Docg. *Tis a Summons to"therCourt.:
Mich. Say, he is fick.
Docg. In Sicknefs, or in'Health]
Alive, or dead, he muft be brought to*Sau/.
Shew me his Chamber.

151y

[Dawd s Bed difeover’d with an Image 1n it. E
|

Do you mock the King ?
This Dll"appmntment will enrage him more :
Then tremble for th Event. [Exit.
Micuaut.
3 let the Guilty tremble
/.r’t ev zjy thought of Danger near.
Tho’ Nimbers, arn’d with Death, affimble,
My Inmnocence d]daz'm to fear,
Tho' great their Power as their Spite,
Undaunted flill, my- Soul, reniain 0
For greater-is febovab's Mg.{rz‘,
And will their lawlefs Force refirain,

SCEN
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SCENE VII

MERAB.

Mean as he was, he is my Brother now,
My Sifter’s Hufband ; and, to {peak the Truth,
Has Qualities which Juftice bids me love,
And pity his Diftrefs, My Father’s Cruelty
Strikes me with Horror ! At th’ approaching Feaft
I fear fome dire Event, unlefs my Brother,
His Friend, the faithful Fonathan, avert
Th’ impending Ruine. I know; he’ll do his beft.

Author of Peace; who canft controul

Ev'ry Paflion of the Soul ;

To whofe good Spirit alone we owe .

Words that fweet as Honey flow :
With thy dear Influence bis Tongue be fill'd,
And cruel Wrath to foft Perfwafion yield.

SCENE IX,

SavuL at the Feaft of the New :Moon,

The Time at length is come, when I fhall take
My full Revenge on Jefle’s Son,
No longer fhall the Stripling make
His Sov'reign totter on the Throne.
He -dies=——— this Blafter of my Fame,
Bane of my Peace, ‘and Author of my Shame.

C SCENE
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§CENE X

SauL, JonaTHAN, e

Saul. Where is the Son of ¥efe 2 Comes he not
To grace our Feaft ?
fonath. He carneftly afk’d Leave
To go to Bethlebem, where his Father’s Houfe
At folemn Rites of annual Sacrifice
Requir’d his Prefence.
Saul. O Perverfe ! Rebellious ! _
Thinkft thou, I do not know, that thou haft chofe
The Son of Feffe to thy own Confufion ?
The World will fay, thou art no Son of mine,
Who thus canft love the Man I hate ; the Man, .
Who, if he lives, will rob thee of thy Crown. 3
Send, fetch him hither ; for the Wretch muft die.
onath. What has he done ? And wherefore muft he die ?
Saul, Dar'ft thou oppofe my Will ?  Die then thy felf.
[Throws his Favelin. Exit Jonathan, then Saul.

-0 B U5

O fatal Confequence
Of Rage, by Reafon uncontrolld !
With ev'ry Law. he can difpenfé:;
No Ties the furious Monfter hold :
From Crime to Crime be blindly goes,
Nor End, but with bis own Deftruttion, knows.

The End of the Second A CT.
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ACT M-S CFENE I

S AuvL difguisd at Endor.

RETCH that Iam ! of my own Ruin Author !
Where are my old Supports ? The valiant Youth,
Whofe very Name was Terror to my Foes,
My Rage has drove away. Of God forfaken,
In vain I afk his Counfel ! He vouchfafes
No Anfwer to the Sons of Difobedience't
Ev’'n my own Courage fails me ! — Can it be ?
Is Saul become a Coward ? —— I'll not believe it !
If Heav'n denies thee Aid, . feek it from Hell !
"Tis faid, here livesa Woman, clofe Familiar
With th’ Enemy of Mankind, Her I'll confult,
And know the Worft. Her Art is Death by Law ;
And while I minded Law, fure Death attended
Such horrid Practices : Yet, O hard Fate! o
My felf am now reduc’d to afk the Counfel
Of thofe I once abhorr’d !

SCENE IL

SAvu L and the Witch of Endor.

Witch. With me what would’{t thou ?

Saul. 1 wou'd, that by thy Art thou bring me up
The Man whom I fhall name.

Witch. Alas ! thou know’ft
How Saul has cut off thofe who ufe this Art.
Would’ft thou infnare me ?

Saul. As Jehovah lives,

On this Account no Mifchief fhall befal thee.
Witch. Whom fhall 1 bring up to thee ?

Saul. Bring up Samuel,
Ce Witch.
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: Witch.
Infernal Spirits, by whofe Pow'r

Departed Ghofts in living Forms appear,
Add Horror to the Midnight Hour,

And chill the boldeft Hearts with Fear :
To this Stranger’s wond ring Eyes.

Let the Prophet Samauel rife,

SCENE IL

Apparition of SAMUEL, SAUE.

Sam. Why haft thou forc'd me from the Realms of Peace

Back to this World of Woe ?
Saul. O hely Prophet !
Refufe me not thy Aid in this Diftrefs.
The num’rous Foe ftands ready for the Battle -
Geod has forfaken me : No more He anfwers
By Prophets or by Dreams : No Hope remains,
Unlefs I learn of thee what Courfe to take.
Sam. Hath God forfaken thee } And doft thouafk
My Counfel ? Did I not foretel thy Fate,
When, madly difobedient, thou didft fpare
The curlt dmalekite, and on the Spoil
Didft fly rapacious ? Therefore God this Day
Hath verify’d my Words in thy Deftruction ;
Hath rent the Kingdom from thee, and beftow’d it
- On David, whom thou hateft for his. Virtue.
. Thou and thy Sons fhall be with me To-morrow,
~ And Jfpael by Philiffine Arms fhall fall,
The Lord hath faid it : He will make it good.
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SCENE IV.

Davip, & o them an Amalekite.

David. Whence comeft thou ?
Amal. Out of the Camp of Ifrael.
David. Thou canft inform me then : How went the Battle ?
Amal. The People, put to flight, in Numbers fell,
And Seul, and Fonatban his Son, are dead.

David. Alas! my Brother! But how know’ft thou
That they are dead ?

Amal. Upon Mount Gi/boa
I met with Saz/, juft fall’'n upon his Spear.
Swiftly the Foe purfu’d. He cry’d to me,
Begg’d me to finifh his imperfe® Work,
And end a Life of Pain and Ignominy.
I knew he could not live, and therefore flew him ;
Took from his Head the Crown, and from his Arms
The Bracelets, and have brought them to my Lord. :
David. Whence art thou ?
Amal. 1 am an Amalekite,

Pavrio

Impious Wretch, of Race accurft |
And of all that Race the worft !

How haft thou dar’d to lift thy Sword

Againft th Anointed of the Lord 2
Fall on bim — fmite bim —let bim die ; [TFo one of his At~
On thy own Head thy Blood will lie ; tendants, vwho kills
Since thy onon Mouth bas tefify’d, the Amalekite.
By Thee the Lord s.dnointed dy'd, s '

SCENE
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SCENE VW
ELEGY onthe Deathof SAvr and Jona 1 u AN

I
OURN, Ifrael, mourn, thy Beauty Iof?,
Thy chotceft Youth on Gilboa flatn.
How bave thy faireft Hopes been croft !
What Heaps of nughty Warriors firow the Plain I

II.
O let it not in Gath be beard,
The News in Afkelon let none proclaim ;
Left we, wham once fo much they fear'd,
Be by their Women now defpis’d,
And left the Daughters of ¢’ Uncircumeis'd
Reyoice and triumph in our Shame.

I1I.

From this unbappy Day,
No more, ye Gilboan Hills, on you
Defiend refrefbing Rain or kindly Dew,
Which erft your Heads with Plenty crown'd ;
Stuce there the Shield of Saul, in Arms renowr’d,
Was wilely caft away.

e L
Brave Jonathan bis Bow né'er drew,
But wing'd with Death bis Arrow flew,
And drank the Blood of flaughter'd Foes :
Nor drew Great Saul bis Sword in vain ;
It reek'd, where'er he dealt his Blows,
With Entrails of the mighty Slain.

-

V. Eagles R
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V.

Eagles were not fo fw.y‘? as they,
Nor Lions with fo firong a Grafp held fajt and tore the Prey.

VI
In fweeteft Harmony they liv'd,
Nor Death their Union cou’d divide :
The pious Son ne'er left his Father's Side,
But him defending bravely dy'd :
A Lofs too great to be furviv'd !

VIIL.
For Saul, ye Maids of Ifrael, moan,
To whofe indulgent Care
You owe the Scarlet and the Gold you wear,
And all the Pomp in which your Beauty long bas fbone.

VIIL
O fatal Day! How low the Mighty lie !
O Jonathan | how mobly didft thou dre,
For thy King and Country flain !
For thee, my Brother Jonathan,
How great is my Diftrefs ! -
What Language can my Grief exprefs 2
Great was the Pleafure I enjoy'd in thee !
£nd more than Woman's Love thy wondrous Love to me !

IX.
O fatal Day ! How low the Mighty lie !
Where, lrael, is thy Glory fled 2
Spoild of thy Arms, and funk in Infamy,
How canft thou raife again thy drooping Head !

ABIATHAR,
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ARIATHAR.

¥e Men of Judah, weep no more ;
Let Gladnefs reign in all our Hofl
For pious David will reflore
What Saul by Difobedience lof?.
The Lord of Hofts is David's Friend,
«Ard Congueft will bis Arms attend,

CHORUUS,

Gird on tby Sword, thou Man of Might,
Purfue thy wonted Fame :

Go on, be profperous in Fight,
Retrieve the Hebrew Name.

Thy firong Right-Hand, with Terror arm’d,
Shall thy okdurate Foes difmay ;

WWhile others, by thy Virtue charm’d, :
Shall crowd to own thy Righteous Sway,

T e 8 e
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