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ACTTT S C ENoE

A Plain, at the foot of a [leep craggy

ﬁzou}zmiﬂ.
D IO NE;: FEidlFR A

LAURA.

1Y doft thou fly me ? flay, unhappy fair,
Seek not thefe horrid caverns of defpair ;
To trace thy iteps the midnight air T bore,
Trod the brown defart, and unfhelter’d
moor :

Three times the lark bas fung his matin lay,
And rofe on dewy wing to meet the day,
Since firlt I found thee, firetch’d in penfive mood,
Where laurels border Ladox’s filver flood.

Vou. IL. H = DIONE.
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DJIONE,

O let my foul with grateful thanks o’erflow !

*Tis to thy hand my daily life I owe.

Like the weak lamb you rais’d me from the plain,
Too faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain ;
Each day I fhare thy bowl and clean repaft,

Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaft.

But vain is all thy friendfhip, vain thy care:

Forget a wretch abandon’d to defpair.

LAURA. ‘

Defpair will fly thee, when thou fhalt impatt

The fatal {ecret that torments thy heart ;

Difclofe thy forrows to my faithful ear,

Infiruét thefe eyes to give thee tear for tear.

Love, love’s the caufe; our forefts {peak thy flame,
‘The rocks have learnt to figh Evande?’s name.

If faktring fhame thy bafhful tongue reftrain,

If thou haft look’d, and blafh’d, and figh’d in vain ;
Say, in what grove thy lovely fhepherd firays,

Tell me what mountains warble with his lays ;
Thither I'll fpeed me, and with moving art
Draw {oft confeflions from his melting heart.

DJONE.
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DIONE.

Thy gen'rous care has touch'd my fecret woe.
Love bids thefe fealding tears inceffant flow,
Ill-fated love ! O, day, ye {ylvan maids,

Who range wide forefts and fequefter’d fhades,
Say where Ewander bled, point out the ground
That yet is purple with the favage wound.
Yonder helies ;3 I hear the bird of prey 3

High o’er thofe cliffs the raven wings his way 3
Hark how he croaks ! he fcents the murder near.
O may no greedy beak his vifage tear !

Shield him, ye Cupids ; ftrip the Paphian grove,
And firow unfading myrtle o’er my love !

Down, heaving heart.

LAURA.

o e e 'T'he mournful tale difclofe.

DIONE.

Let not my tears intrude on thy repofe.
Yet if thy friendfhip ftill the canfe requeft;
I'll fpeak ; though forrow rend my lab’ring breaft.

Hz Krnow
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Know then, fair fhepherdels ; no honeft fwain
Taught me the duties of the peaceful plain ;
Unus'd to {fweet content, no flocks I keep,
Nor browzing goats that overhang the fteep.
Born where Orchomenos’ proud turrets fhine,

I trace my birth from long illuftrious line,
Why was I train’d amidft drcadia’s Court ?
Love ever revels in that gay refort

Whene'er Evander paft, my {mitten heart

_Heav'd frequent fighs, and felt unufual fmart.

Ah! hadft thou feen with what fweet grace he mov'd!
Yet why that wifk? for Laura then had lov'd.

LAURA
Diftruft me not ; thy fecret wrongs impart.
DIONE.

Forgive the fallies of a breaking hea:t.
Ewander’s fighs his mutual flame confeft,

The growing paflion labour’d in his breaft ;

To me he came ; my heart with rapture {prung,
To fee the blufhes, when his falt’ring tongue
Firft faid, I love. My eyes confent reveal,

And plighted vows our faithful paffion feal.
Where's

|
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Where's now the lovely youth ? he’s loft, he’s {lain,
And the pale corfe lies breathlefs on the plain !

LAURA.

Are thus the hopes of conitant lovers paid ?
If thus —— ye Powers, from love defend the maid:!

DIONE.

Now have twelve mornings warm’d the purple eaft,
Since my dear hunter rouz’d the tulky beaft ;

Swift flew the foaming monfter through the wood,
Swift as the wind, his eager fteps purfu’d :

*Twas then the {avage turn’d ; then fell the youth,
And his dear blood diftain’d the barb’rous teoth.

LAUR 4.

Was there none near ? no ready fuccour found ?
Nor healing herb to ftanch the fpouting wound 2

DIONE.

In vain through pathlefs wood the hunters croft,.
And fought with anxious eye their mafter loft ;
In vain their frequent hollows echo'd fhrill,
And his lov’d name was fent from hill to hill 5
s Ewander
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Ewander hears you not.  He's loft; he’s flain,

|
|

And the pale corfe lies breathlefs on the plain,

LAURA.

Has yet no clown (who, wandring from the way,

Beats ev’ry bufh to raife the lamb aftray)
Obferv'd the fatal fpot ?

DIONE.
O, if ye pafs

Where purple murder dies the wither'd grafs,
With pious finger gently clofe his eyes, [
And let his grave with decent verdure rife. [Weepe,

LAURA. ‘
Behold the turtle who has loft her mate :
Awhile with drooping wing fhe mourns his fate,
Sullen, awhile fhe feeks the darkeft grove, ‘
And cooing meditates the murder’d dove ; ‘
But time the rueful image wears away,
Again fhe’s chear'd, again fhe {eeks the day.
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine.

DIONE,

Vet fure fome turtle’s love has equall’d mine,
Who
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Who, when the hawk ]ms.fnatch‘d her mate away,
Hath never known the glad return of day.

When my fond father faw my faded eye,
And on my livid cheek the rofes dye;
When catching fighs my waflted bofom mov'd,
My looks, my fighs confirm’d him that I lov'd.
| He knew not that Ewvander was my flame,
Fvander dead | my pafiion flill the fame!

He came, he threatned ; with paternal fivay

Cleanthes pam’d, and fix'd the nuptial day :
I 0O cruel kindnefs ! too feverely preft!

I feorn his honours, and his wealth deteft.
| LAURA

How vain is force | Lave ne’er can be compell'd.

DIONE.

| Though bound by duty, yet my heart rebell’d.
| One night, when fleep had hufh’d all bufy {pies,

And the pale moon had journey’d half the fkies;
Sofily I rofe and dreft ; with filent tread,

Unbarr’d the gates ; and to thefe mountains fled.

Here let me footh the melancholy hours !
Clofe me, ye woods, within your twilight bow'ss !
H 4 Where




152 D Jd 0 N E

Where my calm {oul may fettled forrow know,
And no Cleanthes interrupt my woe

[Melancholy mufick is heard at a diflance,
With importuning love

On yonder plain

Advances flow a melancholy train ;

Black Cyprefs boughs their drooping heads adorn.
LAURA.

Alas ! Menaleas to his grave is born,

Behold the vitim of Partheria’s pride!

He faw, he figh'd, he lov'd, was fcorn'd and dy’d.
DIONE.

Where dwells this beauteoys tyrant of the plains

Where may I fee her 2
LAURA.

s———=———— Ak the fighing fvains.
They beft can fpeal: the conquefls of her eyes,

‘Whoever fees her, loves ; who loves her, dies.

DIONE,

Perhaps untimely fate her flame hath crof,
And the, like me, hath her Evander loft,
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How my foul pities her !
LAURA.

e —— ——— If pity move

Your generous bofom,. pity thofe who love.
There late arriv’d among our {ylvan race

A Ftrémger fhepherd, who with lonely pace
Vifits thofe mountain pines at dawn of day,
Where oft’ Parthenia takes her early way
To roufe the chafe ; mad with his am’rous pain,.
He ftops and raves ; then fullen walks again.
Purthenia’s name is born by paffing gales,.
And talking hills repeat it to the dales.
Come, let us from this vale of forrow go,.

Nor let-the mournful fcene prolong thy woe.




*SCENE IL

5y (crown'd avith garlands of

~

Shepherds and Shepherds

Cyprofs and Yew) bearing the body of Menalcas,

1S"HEPHERD.

Here gently reft the corfe — With faltring breath
Thus {pake Menalcas on the verge of death.

Belov'd Palemon; hear a dying friend ;

See, where yon hills with eragoy brows afcend,

Low in the valley where the mountain grows
O 2

¢ There firft I faw her, there began my woes.

When I am cold, may there this clay be laid ;

»

‘There often ftrays the dear the cruel maid,

-

There as fhe walks, perhaps you'll hear her fay,

(While a kind gufhing tear fhall force its way)

How could my ftubbosn heart relentlefs prove 2

Ah poor Minaleas all thy fault was love !

* This and the following Sceme are form'd wpen the !
nevel of Marcella 7z Don Quixot
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2 SHEPHERD.

When pitying lions o’er a carcafe groan, i
And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan ; ’
When the lean wolf laments the mangled fheep 3 !
Then fhall Parthenia o'exr Menaleas Weep-

1 SHEPHERD.

r

When famifh’d panthers {eek their morning food,
And moniters roar along the defart wood ;

When hiffing vipers ruftle through the brake,

Or in the path-way rears the {peckled fnake ;

The wary {wain th’ approaching peril {pies, { F
And through fome diftant road fecurely flics. g

Fly then, ye fiyains, from beauty’s {urer wound ; i

Such was the fate our poor Menalcas found !

2 SHEPHERD.

What fhepherd does not mourn Menalcas flain #
Kill'd by a barbarous woman’s proud difdain !

Whoe’er attempts to bend her feornful mind,

Cries to the defarts, and pusfues the wind.
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With ev'ry grace Menalcas was endow’d,.

His merits dazled all the fylvan croud.

If you would know his pipe’s melodious found,
Afle all the echoes of thefe hills.around,

For they have learnt his ftrains ; who fhall rehearfe.

The ftrength, the cadence of his tuneful verfe
Go, read thofe lofty poplars; there you'll find

Some tender fonnet grow. on ev’ry rind.

2 SHEPHERD:

Yet what avails his {kill ¢ Parthenia flies.
Can merit hope fuccefs in woman’s eyes ?

L M EPHE RD:.

Why was Partheria form’d of {ofteft mold ?
Why does her heart fuch favage nature hold ?
O ye kind gods ! or all her charms efface,

Or tame-her Leart

fo. {pare the fhepherd race;
2 SHEPHERD.

As fade the flewers which on the grave I calt;.

S0 may Parthenia’s tranfient beauty wafte !

1. SHEP:

#L D
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1t SHEPHERD.

What woman ever counts the fleeting years,
Or {ees the wrinkle which her forehead wears ?
Thinking her feature never fhall decay,
This fwain fhe fcorns, from that fhe turns away.
But know, as when the rofe her bud unfolds,
Awhile each breaft the fhort-liv’d fragrance holds :
When the dry ftalk lets drop her fhrivell'd pride,
The lovely ruin’s ever thrown afide.
So fhall Parthedia be:

2 SHEPHERD.
See, fhe appears,

"T'o boaft her {poils, and triumph in our tears.

SCENE IIL
Parthenia.appears from. the mountair.
PARTHENIA SHEPHERDS.

r SHEPHERD.
Why-this way doft thou turn thy baneful eyes,

Pernicious Bafilifk? La! there he lies,
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There lies the youth thy curfed beauty flew ;
See, at thy prefence, how he bleeds anew !

Look down, enjoy thy murder,

PARTHENIA.

e ——————— Spare my fame ;

I come to clear a virgin’s injur’d name.

If I’'m a Bafilifk, the danger fly,

Shun the {wift glances of my venom'd eye
If 'm a murd’rer, why approach ye near,

And to the dagger lay your bofom bare ?

1 SHEPHERD.
What heart is proof againft that face divine?
Love is not in our power,

PARTHENIA

= Is love in mine ¥

If e'er I trifled with a fthepherd’s pain,
Or with falfe hope his paffion firove to gain 5
Then might you juftly curfe my favage mind,

Then might you rank me with the ferpent kind :

{21
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But I ne'er trifled with a {hepherd’s pain,
Nor with falfe hopes his paflion ftrove to gain ;
"Ts to his rafh purfuit he owes his fate,

I was not cruel ; he was obftinate.

1 SHEPHERD.

Hear this, ye fighing fhepherds, aud defpair,

Unhappy Lycidas, thy hour is near !

Since the fame barb’rous hand hath figned thy doom,

Wwell lay thee in our lov’d Menalcas tomb.
PARTHENIA. I

Why will intruding mau my peace deftroy ?

Let me content, and folitude enjoy 3

Free was I born, my freedom to maintain,
Early I fought the unambitious plain. {11
Moft women’s weals refolves like reeds will ply,
Shake with cach breath, and bend with ev’ry figh ;

Mire, like an oak, whofe firm roots deep defcend,

No breath of love can fhake, no figh can bend,
If ye unhappy Lycidas would fave ;
Go feek him, lead him to Meraleas” grave s

Forbid his eyes with flowing griefto rain,

Like him. Menzleas wept, but wept in vain 3

Bid
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Bid him his heart confuming groans give o’er :
Tell him,. I heard {uch piercing groans before,.
And heard unmov'd. O Lycidas, be wife,
Prevent thy fate.---Lo! there Menalcas lies.

1 SHEPHERD,

Now all the melancholy rites are paid,

And o’er his grave the weeping marble laid ;
Let’s feek our charge ; the flocks difperfing wide,
Whiten with moving fleece the mountain’s fide.
Truft not, ye fiains, the lightning of her eye,
Left ye, like him, fhould love, defpair, and dye.

[ Excunt Shepherds, &c. Parthenia remains in a melin-
choly pofture looking on. the grawe of Menalcas.

Enter Lycidas.

(73]
(@]
2
=4
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LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA.
LYCIDAS.

When fhall my fteps have reft ? through all the wood,

And by the winding banks of Ladsz’s flood

I fought my love. O fay, ye {kipping fawns,
(Who range entangled fhades.and daify’d lawns)
If ye have feen her! fay ye warbling race,
(Who meafure on {wift wing th'aerial {pace,
And view. below hills, dales, and diftant fhores)

Where fhall I find her whom my foul adores !

SCENE.,.V.
LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA DIONE.
LAURA.
[Dione and Laura at a diffance.
LYCIDAS.
What do I {ee? no. Fancy mocks my eyes,
And bids the dear deluding vifion rife.

’Tis
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"Tis fhe. My {pringing heart fier prefence feels,
See, proftrate Lycidas before thee kneels,

[Kirceling to Parthenis,
Why will Parthenia turn her face away ?

PARTHENIA.
Who calls Parthenia # hahl

[She parts from. ber melanchaly; and Jeeing Lycidas,

Sies inta the weood,

LYCIDAS.

Stay, virgin, ftay.
O wing my feet, kind Loves, See, fee, the bounds,
Fleet as the mountain roe, when preft by hounds.

[He purfues her. Dione Jaints in the arms of Lanra,

LAURJ.

What means this trembling ? all her colour flies,.
And life is quite unftrung, AhT lift thy eyes,
And anfwer me; {peak, {peak, ’tis Laura calls.
Speech has forfook her lips.---She faints, fhe falls.
Fan her, ye Zephyrs, with your balmy breath,
And bring her quickly from the fhades of death -

~ Blow,
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Hlow, ye cool gales, See, fee, the foreft (hakes
With coming winds | {he breathes, fhe moves, {he wakes.
DIONE.
Ah falle Evander |
LAURA.
— Calm thy {obbing Breaft.

ot

Say, what new forrow has thy heart oppreft.

DIONE.

Didft thou not hear his fighs and fuppliant tone®
Didft thou not hear the pitying mountain grone
Didft thou not fee him bend his fuppliant knee ?
Thus in my happy days he knelt to me,

And pour’d forth all his fonl | fee how he ftzains,
And leffens to the fight o’er yonder plains

To keep the fair in view ! run, virgin, rum,
Hear not his vows ; I heard, and was undone !

LAURA.

Let not imaginary terrors fright,
Some dark delufion fwins before thy fight
I faw Parthenia from the mountain’s brow,

And Lycidas with proftrate duty bow ;
Swift
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Swift as on falcon’s wing, I faw her fly,

And heard the cavern to his groans reply. !
Why ftream thy tears for forrows not thy own #

DIONE,

Oh! Where are honour, faith, and juftice flown #

Perjur'd Evander |

LAURA.

Death has laid him Iow. [
Touch not the mournful ftring that wakes thy woe,

DIONE,

That am’rous fiwain, whom Lycidas you name,
{Whofe faithlefs bofom feels another flame)
Is my once kind Ewander---yes--'twas he,

He lives.---but lives; alas! no more for me

LAURA.

Let mot thy frantick words confefs defpair,

DIONE.
What, know T not his voice, his mien, his air ?

Yes,
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Yes, I that treach’rous voice with joy believ'd,
That voice, that mien, that air my foul deceiv’d,
If my dear fhepherd love the lawns and glades,
With him I'll range the lawns and feck the fhades,
With him through folitary defarts rove.

But could he leave me, for another love?

0 bafe ingratitude !

LAURA.
——~————— Sufpend thy gricF,
And let my friendly counfel bring 1elief
To thy defponding foul.  Parthenia’s eax
Is barr'd for ever to the lover's prayers
Fvander courts difdain, he follows {corn,
And in the pafing winds his vows are born.
Soon will he find that all in vain he ftrove
To tame her bofom ; then his former love
Shall wake his foul, then will he fighing hlame
His heart inconftant and his perjur’d flame:
Then fhall he at Disne’s feet implore,
Lament his broken faith, and change no more,

D10 NE.
Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign
Forbidding fpeech, coy looks, znd cold difdain,
To
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To raife his paffion. Such are female arts,
To hold in fafer fnares inconftant hearts!

LAURA.

Parthenia’s breaft is fteel’d with real {corn.

DIONE.

And doft thou think Ewander will return ?
LAURA.

Forgo thy fex, lay all thy robes afide,

Strip off thefe ornaments of female pride ;

The fhepherd’s veft muft hide thy graceful air,
With the bold manly ftep a fwain appear ;
Then with Evander may’ft thou rove unknown,
Then et thy tender eloguence be fhown ;
T'hen the new fury of his heart controul,

And with Dione’s {ufferings touch his foul.

DIONE.

Sweet as refrefhing dews, or fummer fhowers
To the long parching thirft of drooping flowers;
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting fwains,
And foft as trickling balm to bleeding pains,

1

Such



uch
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Snch are thy words. The fex fhall be refign'd,

| No more fhall breaded gold thefe:treffes bind ;

The fhepherd’s garb the woman fhall difguife,
If he has loft all love, may friendthip’s tyes

Unty me to his heart !

LAURA4.

Go, profp’rous maid,
May {miling love thy faithful withes aid.

Be now Alexis call’d. -~ With thee I’ll rove,

And watch thy wand'rer through the mazy. grove ;
Let me be hanour'd with a fifter’s name ;

For thee, I feel a more than fifter’s flame,

DIONE.

Perhaps my fhepherd has outftript her hafte.
Think’{t thou, when out of fight, fhe flew {o faft #
One fudden glance might turn her favage mind ;
May the like Daphbsne fly, nor look behind,
Maintain her fcorn, his eager flame defpife,

Nor view Evander with Dione’s eyes |

e

167
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