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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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