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ACT IH. -SCENE: I
Dione Jying on the ground by the fide of a Fountain,

DIONE.

ERE let me reft, and in the liquid glafs

View with impartial look my fading face.

Why are Parthenia’s firiking beautics
priz’d ?

And why Dione’s weaker glance defpis'd ?

Nature in various molds has beauty caft,

And form’d the feature for each different tafte :

"This fighs for golden locks and azure eyes ;

That, for the glofs of fable trefles, dyes.

Let all mankind thefe locks, thefe eyes deteft,

So I were lovely in Ewander’s breaft!

When o’er the garden’s knot we caft our view,

While fummer paints the ground with various hue;
Some
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Some praife the gaudy tulip’s fireaky red,
And fome the filver lily’s bending head ;
Some the junquil in fhining yellow dreft,

And fome the fring’d carnation’s varied veft 5
Some love the fober vi'let's purple dyes.
Thus beauty fares in diff'rent lovers eyes.

But bright Parthenia like the rofe appears,

She in all eyes fuperior luftre bears.

DIONE. LAURA.

LAURA.

Why thus beneath the filver willow laid,
Weeps fair Dione in the penfive {hade ?

Haft thou yet found the over-arching bower,
Which guards Parthenia from the fultry hour ?

DIONE,

With weary ftep in paths unknown I ftray’d,
And fought in vain the folitary maid.
LAURA.
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LAURA.

Seeft thou the waving tops of yonder woods,
Whofe aged arms imbrown the cooling floods ?
The cooling floods o’er breaking pebbles flow,
And wafh the foil from the big roots below ;

From the tall rock the dathing waters bound.
Hark, oer the fields the rufhing billows found !
There, loft in thought, and leaning on her crook,
Stood the fad nymph, nor rais'd her penfive look ;
With fettled eye the bubbling waves furvey’d,
And watch'd the whirling eddys, as they -play’d.

DIONE.

Thither to know my certain doom I fpeed,
For by this fentence life or death’s decreed. [Exi,

SCENE
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LAURA CLEANTHES.

T AURA
But fee'! fome hafty ftranger bends this way ;
His broider’d vef reflecis the funny ray :
Now through the thinner boughs I mark his mien,
Now veil’d, in thicker fhades he moves unfeen.
Hither he turns ; I hear a mutt’ring found ;
Behind this rev’rend oak with ivy bound
Quick I'll retire ; with bufy thought. pofleft,
His tongue betrays the fecrets of his breait.

[She bides herfelf-

CLEANTHES.

The fkilful hunter with experienc'd care
. Traces the doubles of the circling Lare ;

The {ubtle fox, (who breathes the weary hound

O%er hills and plains) in diftant brakes is found ;

With eafe we track fwift hinds and {kipping roes,

But who th’ inconftant ways of woman knows

Voo, Il <=3 They
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They fay, the wanders with the fylvan train,
And courts the native freedoms of the plain ;
Shepherds explain their with without offence,
Nor blufh the nymphs ;--- for Love is innocence.
O lead me where the rural youth retreat,
Where the flope hills the warbling voice repeat.
Perhaps on daify’d turf reclines the maid,

And near her fide fome rival clown is laid,
Yet, yet I love her.---O loft nymph return,
Let not thy fire with tears inceffant mourn ;
Return, loft nymph; bid Sorrow ceafe to flow,
And let Dione glad the houfe of woe.

LAURA

Call’d he not loft Diome 2 hence I'll ftart, :
Crofs his flow fteps, and fift his op'ning heart.] [4fide.
CLEANTHES.

Tell me, fair nymph,’ dire® my wandring way ;
Where, in clofe bowers, to fhun the {uléry ray,
Repofe the {wains ; whofe flocks with bleating il
The bord’ring foreft and the thymy hill.

But if thou frequent join thofe fylvan bands,

Thy felf can anfwer what my foul demands.
LAURA
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LAURA

Seven years I trod thefe fields, thefe bowers and glades,
And by the lefs'ning and the lengtining fhades

Have mark'd the hours ; what time my flock to lead
To funny mountains, or the watry mead

Train'd in the labours of the {ylvan crew,

Their fports, retreats, their cares and loves I knew.

CLEANTHES,

Infrué me then, if late among your race,

A ftranger nymph is found, of noble grace,

In raral arts unfkill’'d, no charge {he tends :

Nor when the morn and ev’ning dew defcends
Milks the big-udder’d ewe. Her mien and drefs

The polifh’d manners of the Court confefs.

L AUR 4.

Each day arrive the neighb’ring nymphs and fwains
To fhare the paftime of our jovial plains ;
How can I there thy roving beauty trace,

Where not one nymph is bred of*vulgar race
Kz CLE-
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CLEANTHES.

If yet fhe breathe, what tortures muft fhe find ?
The curfe of difobedience tears-her mind.

If ¢’er your breaft with filial duty burn'd,

If e’er you forrow’d when a parent mourn’d ;
Tell her, I charge you, with inceflant groans
Her drooping fire his abfent child bemoans.

: LAURA.
iUnhaf:py Man !

CLEANT HE S.

With ftorms of paffion toft,
When firft he learnt bis vagrant child was loft,

On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flung,
And with thick blows_his hollow ‘bofom rung ;
Then up he ftarted, and with fixt {urprife,

Upon her pifture threw his frantick eyes,

‘While thus he cry’d. ¢ In her my life was bound,
¢ Warm in each feature is her mother found !

¢ Perhaps defpair has been her fatal guide,

¢ And now fhe floats upon the weeping tide ;
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¢ Or on the willow hung, with head reclin’d,
¢ All pale and cold fhe wavers in the w.ind_
¢ Did I not force lier hence by harfh commands ?

« Did not her {oul abhor the nuptial bands?

LAURA.
Teach not, ye fires, your daughters to rebel,
By counfel rein their wills, but ne’er compel.
CLEANTHES.

Ve dateous daughters, truft thefe tender guides ;
Nor think 2 parent’s breaft the tyrant hides.

LAUR 4.

From either lid the fcalding forrows roll ;
The moving tale runs thrilling to my foul.

CLEANTHES.

Perhaps fhe wanders in the lonely woods,

Or on the fedgy borders of the floods ;

Thou know’ft each cottage, foreft, hill and vale,
And pebbled brook that winds along the dale.
Search each fequefter’d dell to find the fair ;

And juft reward fhall gratify thy care.

O
10%

K3 LAURA.
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LAURA4.

O ye kird boughs proteét the virgin's flight,
And guard Dione from his prying fight! - [ Afide,

CLEANTHES.

Mean while I'll feek the thepherd's cool abodes,
Point me, fair nymph, along thefe doubtful roads,

LAURA,

Seelt thou yon’ mountain rear his fhaggy brow ?
In the green valley graze the flocks below :
There ev'ry gale with warbling mufick floats,
Shade anfwers fhade, and breathes z'alternate notes,
: [Exit Cleanthes,
He's gone; and to the diftant vales is fent,
Nar fhall his force Dione’s love prevent.
But fee, {he comes again with hafty pace,
And confious pleafure dimples on her face,

gy
m

SCENE
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LAURA DIONE.

DIONE,
1 found her laid befide the cryftal brool,
Nor rais'd fhe from the fiream her fettled look,
Till near her fide I ftood 5 her head fhe rears,
Starts fudden, and her fhrieks confels her fears.

LAURA.

Did not thy words her thoughtful foul furprife,
And kindle fparkling anger in her eyes?

DIONE. _
Thus {he reply’d, with rage and {corn poffeft.
. Will importuning love ne’er give me reft?
¢ Why am I thus in defaits wild purfu’d,
< 1,ike guilty confciences when fain'd with blood ¢
« Sure boding ravens, from the blafted oak,
¢ §hall learn the name of Lycidas to croak,
¢ To found it in my ears ! As fwains pafs by,

¢ With look afkance, they fhake their heads and cry,
K 4 Lo!
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‘ Lo! this is fhe for whom the thepherd dy'd 1

< Soon Lycidas, a vi&im to her pride,

* Shall feek the grave ; and in the glimm’ring glade,
" With look all pale, thall glide the reftlefs thade

¢ Of the poor {wain ; while we with h;lggnrd eye

“ And briftled hair the fleeting ph:intom fly.

Still let their curfes innocence upbraid ;

Heav’n never will forfake the virtuous maid.

LAUR 4.
Didft thou perfift to touch her haughty breaft I

DIONE:

She ftill the more difdain’d, the more I preft.

LAUR 4.

When you were gone, thefe walks a firdnger croft,
He turn’d through ev'ry path, and wander’d loft ;
"To me he came ; with courteous {peech demands
Beneath what bowers repos’d the fhepherd bands ;.
"Then further afks me, if among that race

A fhepherdefs was found of courtly grace ;

With profer’d bribes my faithful tongue effays ;
But for no bribe the faithful tongue betrays.
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Tn me Dione's fafe. Far hence he fpeeds,

Where other hills refound with other reeds.

DIONE.

Shionld he come back ; Sufpicion’s jealous eyes

~Might trace my feature through the fwain’s difguife.

Now ev'ry. noife and whiftling wind I dread,

And in each found approaches human tread.

LAURA.

He faid, he left your houfe involv'd in cares,

Sighs {well’d each breaft, each eye o'erflow’d with tears;
For his loft child thy penfive father mourns,

And funk in forrow to the duft returns.

Go back, obedient daughter ; hence depart,

And ftillithe fighs that tedr his anxious heart.

Soon (hall Ewarder, wearied with difdain,

Forego thefe fields, and feek the town again.

_DIONE.

Think, Laura, what thy hafty thoughts perfivade.
Ef T return, to Love.a victim made,
My wrathful Sire will force his harfh command,.
And.with Cleanthes join-my trembling hands
K < LAURA
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LAURA.

Sl

Truft a fond father ; raife him from defpair.

-

DIONE.

I fly not him ; I fly a life of care.

On the high nuptials of the Court look round ;
Where fhall, alas, one happy pair be found !
There marriage is for fervile int'reft fought :

Is Tove for wealth or power or title bought ?
"Tis hence domeftick jars their peace deftroy,
And loofe adult’ry fteals the fhameful joy.

But fearch we wide o'er all the blifsful plains,
Where love alone, devoid of intireft, reigns.

What copeord in each happy pair appears!

How foridnefs firengthens with the rolling years !
Superior power ne’er thwarts their foft delights,

Nor jealous accufations wake their nights.
LAURA4.
May all thofe bleflings on Dioze fall.

DIONE.

Grant me, Evander, and I fhare them all.

Shail




Ps B0 o N E 203

Shall a fond Parent give perpetual ftrife,

And doom his child to be a wretch for life ?

Though he bequeath’d me all thefe woods and plains,
And all the flocks the ruffet down contains ;

With all the golden harvefts of the year,

Far as where yonder purple mountains rear ;

Can thefe the broils of nuptial life prevent?

Can thefe, without Ewander, give content ?

But fee, he comes.

LAURA.

B = lto e VRieS repair,
Where wanders by the ftream my fleecy care.
Mayit thou the rage of this new flame controul,

And wake Dione in his tender Soul ! [Ex. Laura,

SCENE




DIONE. LY GIDAS.

LYCIDAS.
Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart
Kind rays of hope to cheer a doubtful heart ?
How didft thou firft my pangs of love difclofe 7
Did her difdainful brow confirm my woes ?
Ot did foft pity in her bofom rife,
ficave_on her breaft, and languifh in her eyes?
DIONE.
How fhall my tongue the falt’ring tale explain !

My heart drops blood to give the fhepherd pain

LY CIDAS.

Pronounce her utinoft fcorn ;- T eome prepar’d

T'o meet my doom. Say, is my death declar’d

DIONE.
Why fhould thy fate depend on Woman’s will
Forget this tyrant, and be happy fhill.

LY G
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LY C1D4S.

Didit thou befeech her not to fpeed her flight;
Nor fhun with wrathful glance my hated fight ¥
Will the confent my fighing plaint to hear,

Nor let my piercing crys be loft in air ?

DIONE.

Can mariners appeafe the tofling ftorm,

When foaming waves the yawning deep deform &
When o’er the fable cloud the thunder flies,

Say, who fhall calm the terror of the fkies ?

Who fhall the lion’s famifh’d roar affwage

And can we ftill proud woman’s ftronger rage ?
Soon as my faithful tongue pronounc’d thy name,
Sudden her glances fhot refentful flame

Be dumb, fhe cries, this whining love give o'er,.

And vex me with the teazing theme no more.

LY CIDAS.

"Ts pride alone that keeps-alive her fcorn;
On the mean fwain in humble cottage bern,
Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain

Where avarice and ftrong ambition reign 2
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If Poverty pafs by in tatter’d coat,

Curs vex his heels and ftretch their barking throat ;
If chance he mingle in the female croud,

Pride toffes high her head, Scorn laughs aloud ;
Each nymph turns from him to her gay gallant,
And wonders at the impudence of Want.

*T'is vanity that rules all woman-kind,

Love is the weakeft paflion of their mind.

DIONE.

Though one is by thefe fervile views poffeft,
O Lycidas, condemn not all the reft.

LYCIDA4S.

Though I were bent beneath a load of years,
And feventy winters thin’d my hoary hairs 3

Yet if my olive branches dropt with oil,

And crooked fhares were brighten’d in my {oil,
If lowing herds my fat’ning meads pofieft,

And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreft ;
Then would fhe lure me with love-darting glance,
Then with fond mercerary fmiles advance.
Though hell with ev’rv vice my foul had ftain’d,

And froward anger in my bofom reign’d,

Though
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Though avarice my coffers cloath’d in ruft,
And my joints trembled with enfeebled luft ;
‘Yt were my ancient name with titles great,
How would fhe languifh for the gaudy bait!
Tf to her love all-tempting wealth pretend,

What virtuous woman can her heart defend

D IO NE.

Conquefts, thus meanly bought, men foon defpife, °

And juftly flight the mercenary prize.

LY CIDAS.

T know thefe frailties in her breaft refide,

Dire& her glance and ev'ry attion guide,

Still let Alexis’ faithful friendfhip aid,

Once more attempt to bend the {tubborn maid.
Tell her, no bafe-born {fwain provol«:es her fcorn,
No clown, beneath the fedgy cottage born ;

Tell her, for her this fylvan drefs T took,

For her my name and pomp of Courts forfool s
My lofty roofs with golden fculpture fhine,

And my high birth defcends from ancientline.

DIONE.
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D I0 NE,

Love is a facred voluntary fire,.

Gold never bought that pure, that chafte defire;

Who thinks true love for lucre to poffefs,

Shall grafp falfe flat’ry and the feign'd carefs;

Can we believe that mean, that fervile wife,

Who vilely fells her dear-bought love for life,.
. Would:not her virtue for an hour refign,

If in her fight the profer’d treafure fhine.

LY GrD4s.

Can reafon (when by winds fwift fires are born
O’er waving harvelts of autumnal corn)
The driving fury of the flame reprove ?

‘Wheo then fhall reafon with a heart in love ?

DIONE.
Yet let me fpeals; O may my words perfuade
‘The noble youth to quit this fylvan maid !
Refign thy crook, no more to plains refort,
Look round on all the beauties of the Court ;
There fhall thy merit find a worthy flame,
Seme nymph of equal wealth and equal name.
Thinl,
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Think, if thefe offers hould thy wifh obtain,
And fhould the ruftick beauty ftoop to gain ;

Thy heart could ne’er prolong th’ unequal fire,

The fudden blaze would in one year expire ;

Then thy rath folly thou too late fhalt chide,
To Poverty and bafe. born blood ally'd ;
Her vulgar tongue fhall animate the firife,
And hourly difcord vex thy future life.

LYCIDAS

Such is the force thy faithful words impart,

That like the galling goad they pierce my heart.

You think fair virtue in my breaft refides,,
That honeft truth my lips and aétions guides
Deluded fhepherd, could you view my {oul,
You'd fee it with deceit and treach’ry foul 2

m bafe, perfidious. Ere from Court I came,
Love fingled from the train a beauteous dame ;
The tender maid my fervent vows believ'd,
My fervent vows the tender maid deceiv'd,

200

Why doft thou tremble ?---why thus heave thy ﬁfrhs?

Why fteal the filent forrows from thy ey es?

DIONE.
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DIONE.

Sure the foft lamb hides rage within his breatt,
And cooing turtles are with hate poffeft ;

When from fo fiveet a tongue flow fraud and lics,
And thofe meek looks a perjur'd heart difguife.
Ah ! who fhall now on faithlefs man depend ?

The treach’rous lover proves as falfe a friend.

LYCIDAS.

When with Dizne’s love my bofom glow’d,

Firm conftancy and truth fincere I vow'd ;

But fince Parthenia’s brighter charms were known,
My love, my conftancy and truth are flown.

A

D IONE.

Are not thy hours with confcious anguifh ftung ?
Swift vengeance muft o’ertake the perjur’d tongue.
The Gods the caufe of injur’d love affert,

And arm with ftubborn pride Parthenia’s heart.

LYCIDAS.

Go, try her; tempt her with my birth and flate,
Stronger ambition will fubdue her hate, -
DIONE,

N R S B - B B
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D.IONE.

O rather turn thy thoughts on that loft maid,
Whofe hourly fighs thy faithlefs oath upbraid !
Think you behold her at the dead of night,

Plac'd by the glimm’sing taper's paly light,

With all your letters {pread before her view,
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew ;.
Sobbing fhe reads the perj’rys o'er and o’er,

And her long nights know peaceful fleep no more.

LYyGCIDAS.
Let me forget her.

DIQNE

e e —— O falfe youth, relent;
Think thould Parthenia to thy hopes confent;
When Hymen join your hands, and mufick’s voice
Makes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoyce,
Then fhall Dioue force the crouded hall,

Kneel at thy feet and loud for juftice call 5

Could you behold her weltring on the ground,
The purple dagger reeking from the wound ?

Could
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Could you unmov'd this dreadful fight {furvey ?
Such fatal {cenes fhall ftain thy bridal day..

LYCIEDA4S.

The horrid' thought finks deep into my foul,

And down my cheek unwilling forrows roll.

D'IONE:.

From this new flame you may as yet recede,
Or have you doom’d that guiltlefs maid {hall bleed

LYCIDAS.

Name her no more, —— Hafte, feek the {ylvan Fair.
DIONE.

Should' the rich profer tempt her lift'ning ear,
Bid all your peace adied. O barb’rous youth,-
Can you forgo-your honour, love and truth ?
Yet fhould Parthenia wealth and title {light,
Would juftice then reftore Dione’s right ?
Would you then dry her ever-falling tears ;
And blefs with honeft love your future years ?

LYCL
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LV CED AN,

Tl in yon’ fhade thy wifl’d return attend ;
Come quickly come, and cheer thy fighing friend.
[Exit Lycidas.

DIONE.

Should her proud foul refift the tempting bait;
Should fhe contemn his profer'd wealth and ftate,
“Then I once more his perjur'd heart may move,
And in his bofom wake the dying love.

As the pale wretch involy'd in doubts and fears,
All trembling in the judgment-hall appears ;
So.fhall T ftand before Parthenia’s eyes,

For as fhe dooms, Diome lives or dies.
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