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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 '
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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.
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