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REMARKS.

Southern, .the authot of this tragedy, was born in
Dublin, in the year of the restoration, and received
his education in the university there. He then came
to England, and entered himself in the Middle Tem-

~ ple, as student of the law: but heneglected this study
for the fame of writing plays, and soon after, wholly
relinquished it for the adventures of the army. He
was patronized by James the Second, when Duke of -
York, and served under that monarch, as captain,
against the Dalke of Monmouth-

Dryden being asked, whose genius, as a poet
Southern resembled, compared him to Otway. Every

- reader will own the comparison just, for they have
i both unbounded force in the description of poignant
grief, -

The present drama, independent of its own worth,

~ will be ever memorable for having introduced to the
admiration of a London audience,—Mrs. Siddons,

Who will allege, that mental powers have no

- charm in the female sex? Mors. Siddons performed
i on the London stage, in the prime of youth and bloom
- of beauty, yet was totally neglected : She came a few
years afler, with judgment for her aid, and was enthu-
:siastically worshipped. ;

Woe, bitterest woe, must be gracefully imitated in

the just performance of Isabella: but of such imita-
i tion, and ofall those delightful sensations, which arise
o B2
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from beholding fictitious'sorrow, the audience of the
metropolis had been for many years deprived, by the
want of skilful tragedians, when' she appeared,—she
enchanted all the town by her “ well painted passion,”
and established in the dramatic world, the long lost
prerogative of sighs and tears.

The characters which surround Isabella, are merely
placed there by the author, to give effect to all she
says and does.  Insignificant as those personages are
in themselves, they produce with' her so happy a
combination, thata most powerful tragedy is the re-
sult of their joint services.

Beyond the deepest pain, felt by an audience for
Isabella’s grief, there is a pang almost insupportable,
which proceeds from her gratitude. The author has
in no part of the tragedy more effectually wrung the
hearts of those, who possess nice sensibility, than where
this poor widow is overcome by kindness; to render
herse]fadditional]ywretched,ratherthanbeungratefu].

“This generosity will ruin me.”—“I am content- .
ed to be ‘miserable, but not this way.” These are
sentences more pathetic to those, who feel acutely
the weight of obligations, than any she pronounces,

Those very auditozs are equally vivid in their -
sensations towards her faults, as her virtues; and

shrink from the unjustifiable manner with which she

treats men who come to demand their right ; calling
them ¢ ray'ning bloodhounds.” A character, only
half as amiable as the author meant her to appear,
could not conduct herself towards her creditors, but
with the most profound respect. Indeed was Isabella
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largely indebted to any one amongst these men,
and had not the means of payment,—moral argu-
ment, perhaps, could prove, she was bound as much
in honour to marry Aim for value received, as to mar-
ry Villeroy.

This play is censured by some critics,for its comic
scencs ;—the tragic are much superior, they want
more of the last, and none of the first. But, more
of Isabella, exquisite as she is, might cause satiety.
The author in his work has given variety, and that
variegated scene which nature gives.

Southern wrote no less than ten playss of whlch
only this tragedy, and his Oroonoko, are remembered
to the author’s reputation.

He lived to the age of eighty-eight, and passed
his latter days in retired serenily, having acquired,
by his industry and strict economy, a considerable
fortune. He was the first who increased the ad-
vantage of dramatic authors, by obtaining, in ad-
dition to the first, a second and third night for
their emolument. He also raised the price of pre-
logues, having given seven guineas to Dryden, on
his demand of that sum, for a prologue, which, till
then, had only been rated at five*. These occur-
rences gave occasion to the following lines of Pope :

£ Southern, born to raise
The price of prologues and of plays.”

* Johnson says only three. Cibber says seven was given.
It has been thought proper here, to name the most dignified
sum.
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ISABELLA.

ACT THE TIRST,
SCENE I.
Street.

Enter VILLEROY and CARLOS.

Car. This constancy of yours, will establish anim
mortal reputation among the women.

Vil. If it would establish me with Isabella

Car. Follow her, follow her : Troy town was won
at last.

Vil. I have followed her these seven years, and now
but live in hopes.

Cazr. But live in hopes! Why, hope is the ready
road, the lover’s baiting place; and for aught you
know, but one stage short of the possession of your
mistress. ' . :

Vil. But my hopes, I fear, are more of my own
making than her’s; and proceed rather from my wishes,
than any encouragement she has given me.

Car. That I can’t tell: the sex is very various:.
there are no certain measures to be prescribed or fol-
Jowed, in making our approaches to the women. All
that we have to do, I think, is to attempt them in the
weakest part. - Press them but hard, and they will all
fall under the necessity of a surrender at last. That
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favour comes at once; and sometimes when we least
expect it.

Vil. I'm going to visit her.

Car. What interest a brother-in-law can haye with
her depend upon.

Val. T know your interest, and I thank you.

Car. You are prevented ; see the mourner comes:
She weeps, as seven years were seven hours ;
So fresh, unfading, is the memory
Of my poor brother’s, Biron’s, death :
I leave you to your opportunity. [Ezit VILLEROY.
Though I have taken care to root her from our house,
1 would transplant her into Villeroy’s ?
There is an evil fate that waits upon her,
To which I wish him wedded—only him :
His upstart family, with haughty brow,
(Though Villeroy and myself are seeming friends)
Looks down upon our house ; his sister too,
Whose hand I ask’d, and was with scorn refus'd,
Lives in my breast, and fires me to revenge-
They bend this way.
Perhaps, at last, she secks my father’s doors;
They shall be shut, and he prepar'd to give
The beggar and her brat a cold reception.
That boy’s an adder in my path—they come,
Yll stand apart, and watch their motions. [Euxit.

“Enter ViLnrroy and ISABELLA, with her Clald.

Isa, Why do you follow me ? you know I am-
“A bankrupt every way ; too far engag'd
Ever to make return: I own you have been
More than a brother to me, my friend :
And at a time when friends are found no more,
A friend to my misfortunes.

Vil. T must be
Always your friend.

Isa. T have known, and found you
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Truly my friend : and would I could be yours;
But the unfortunate cannot be friends:
Pray begone,
Take warning, and be happy.
Val. Happiness !
There’s none for me without you.
What serve the goods of fortune for? To raise
My hopes, that you at last will share them with me.
Isa. 1 must not hear you.
Vil. Thus, at this awlul distance, I have sery'd
A seven year’s bondage—Do I call it bondage,
When I can never wish to be redecm’d ?
No, let me rather linger out a life
Of expectation, that you may be mine,
Than be restor'd to the indifference
Of seeing you, without this pleasing pain :
T've lost myself, and never would be found,
But in these arms.
TIsa. Oh, I have heard all this !
But must no more——the charmer is no more:
My buried husband rises in the face
Of my dear boy, and chides me for my stay :
Canst thou forgive me, child?
Vil. What can I say !
The arguments that make against my hopes
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more ;
Those pious tears, you hourly throw away
Upon the grave, have all their quick’ning charms,
And more engage my love, to make you mine:
When yet a virgin, free, and undispos'd,
I lov'd, but saw you only with mine eyes ;
I could not reach the beauties of your soul:
I'have since liv'd in contemplation,
And long experience of your growing goodness :
What then was passion, is my judgment now,
Through all the several changes of your life,
Confirm'd and settled in adoring you.

w
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Tsa. Nay, then I must begone. If you are my
friend,
If you regard my little interest,
No more of this. ;
I’m going to my father; he needs not an excuse
To use me ill: pray leaye me to the trial.
Vil. I'm only born’to be what you would have me,
The creature of your power, and must obey
In every thing obey you. I am going:
But all good fortune go along with you. [Eait.
ZIsa. T shall need all your wishes [Kanocks.
Lockd ! and fast! ;
Where is the charity that us'd to stand
In our forefathers” hospitable days
At great men’s dooss,
Like the good angel of the family,
With open arms taking the needy in,
To feed and clothe, to comfort and relieve them ?
Now even their gates are shut against their poor.
[Se knocks again.

Enfer SAMPSON.

Samp. Well, what's to do now, I trow ? You knock
as loud as if you were invited ; and that’s more than
T heard of; but I can tell you, you may look twice
about you for a welcome in a great man’s family, be-
fore you find it, unless you bring it along with

you.

Isa. I hope I do, sir.
Is your lord at home?

Samp. My lord at home!

Isa. Count Baldwin lives here still 2

Samp. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here; and
T am his porter; but what's that to the purpose, good
woman, of my lord’s being at home ?

Isa. Why, don’t you know me, friend ?

Samp. Not I, not I, mistress; I may haye seen you
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before, orso; but men of employment must forget
their acquaintance; especially such as we are never
to be the better for. [Going to shkut the Door.

Enter NURSE.

Nurse. Handsomer words would become you, and
. mend your manners, Sampson: do you know who
you prate to ?

Isa. I am glad you know me, Nurse,

Nurse. Marry, Heav'n forbid, madam, that I'should
ever forget you, or my little jewel: pray go in [Isa-
BELLA goes in with her Child.] Now my blessing go
along with you, wherever you go, or whatever you
are ahout. Fie, Sampson, how couldst thou be such
a saracen? A Turk would have been a better christian,
than to have done so barbarously by so good a lady.

Samp. Why, look you, Nurse, I know you of old :
by your good will, you would have a finger in every
body’s pye, but mark the end on’t; IfI am called to
account about it, I know what I have to say.

Nurse. Marry come up here; say your pleasure,
and spare not. Refuse his eldest son’s widow: and -
poor child, the comfort of seeing him? She does not
trouble him so often.

Samp. Not that I am against it, Nurse, but we are
but servants, you know ; we must have no likings, but
*our lord’s, and must do as we are ordered. But what

_is the business, Nurse? You have been in‘the family
before I came into the world : what’s the reason, pray,
that this daughter-in-law, who has so good a report in
every body’s mouth, is so little set by, by my lord?

Nurse. Why, I tell you, Sampson, more or less:
Tl tell the truth, that’s my way, you know, without
adding or diminishing.

Samp. Ay, marry, Nurse.

Nurse. My lord’s eldest son, Biron by name, the
son of his bosom, and the son that he would have

* lovd best, if he had as many as king Pyramus of
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Troy. This Biron, as I was saying, was a lovely
sweet gentleman, and indeed, nobody could blame his
father for loving him: he was a son for the king of
Spain; Heaven bless him, for I was his nurse.  But
now 1 come to the point, Sampson ; this Biron, with-
out asking the advice of his friends, hand over head,
as young men will have their vagaries, not having the
fear of his father before his eyes, as I may say, wil-
fully marries this Isabella. J

Samp. How, wilfully ! he should have had her con-
sent, methinks.

Nurse. No, wilfully marries her; and which was
worse, after she had settled all her fortune upon a
nunnery, which she broke out of to run away with
him. They say they had the church's forgiveness, but
I had rather it had been his father’s.

Samp. Why, in good truth, and I think our young
master was not in the wrong but in marrying without
a portion.

Nurse. That was the quarrel, T believe, Sampson :
upon this, my old lord would never see him: disinhe-
rited him; took his youngerbrother, Carlos,into favour,
whom he neyer cared for before; and, at last, forced
Biron to go to the siege of Candy, where he was killed.

Samp. Alack a-day, poor gentleman.

Nurse. For which my old lord hates her, as if she
had been the cause of his going thither. =

Samp. Alas, poor lady ! she has suffered forit; she
has lived a great while a widow. X

Nurse. A great while indeed, for a young woman,

Sampson. :
Samp. Gad so ! here they come; I won’t venture
to be seen. [T'hey retire.

Enter CounT BaLDwiIN, followed by IsABELLA and
her Child.

C. Bald. Whoever of your friends directed you, 2
Misguided, 2nd abus'd you There’s your way:
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What could you expect from me ?
Isa. Oh, I have nothing to expect on earth !
But misery is very apt to talk:
I thought I might be heard.
C. Bald. What can you say?
Is there in eloquence, can there be in words
A reparation of the injuries,
The great calamities, that you have brought
On me, and mine? You have destroyed those hopes
I fondly rais'd, through my declining life,
To rest my age upon ; and most undone me.
Isa. I have undone myself too.
C. Bald. Speak it again;
Say still you are undone ; and I will hear you,
With pleasure hear you.
Isa. Would my ruin please you ?
C. Bald. Beyond all other pleasures.
Isa. Then you are pleas'd—for I am most un-
done.
C. Bald. I pray’d but for revenge, and Heay'n has
heard,
And sentit-to my wishes : these grey hairs
Would have gone down in sorrow to the grave,
Which you have dug for me, without the thought,
The thought of leaving you more wretched here.
Isa. Indeed I am most wretched—
T lost with Biron all the joys of life:
But now its last supporting means are gone.
All the kind helps that Heav'n in pity rais'd,
In charitable pity to our wants,
At last have left us: now bereft of all,
But this last trial of a cruel father,
To save us both from sinking.  Oh, my child!
Kneel with me, knock at nature in his heart:
Let the resemblance of a once lov'd son
Speak in this little one, who never wrong'd you,
And plead the fatherless and widow’s cause.
c
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Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven,
Forget our faults, that Ileaven may pardon youis!
C. Bald. How dare you mention Heavn! Call to
mind
Your perjur'd vows ; your plighted, broken faith
To Heav'n, and all things holy; were you not -
Devoted, wedded to a life recluse,
The sacred habit on, profess’d and sworn,
A votary for ever? Can you think
The sacrilegious wretch, that robs the shrine,
Is thunder proof ?
Isa. There, there, began my woes.
Oh! had I never seen my Biron’s face,
Had he not tempted me, I had not fall'n,
‘But still continued innocent and free
Of a bad world, which only he had pow’r
To reconcile, and make me try again.
C. Bald. Your own inconstancy,
Reconcil’d you to the world :
He had no hand to bring you back again,
But what you gave him. Circe, you prevail’d
Upon his honest mind, transforming him
From virtue, and himself, into what shapes
You had occasion for; and what he did
Was first inspird by you.
Isa. Not for myself—for T am past the hopes
Of being heard—but for this innocent:
And then I never will disturb you more.
C. Bald. I almost pity the unhappy child :
But being yours
Isa. Look on him as your son’s ;
And let his part in him answer for mine:
Oh, save, defend him, save him from the wronve
That fall upon the poor'
C. Bald. 1t touches me——
Aund I will save him—But to keep him safe,
Neyer comeé near him more.
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Isa. What! take him from me!
No, we muast never part.
I live but in my child.
No, let me pray in vain, and beg my bread
TFrom doeor to door, to feed his daily wants,
Rather than always lose him.
C. Bald. Then have your child, and feed him with
yOLll' pl‘ﬂyel’.
Isa. Then Heaven have mercy on me!
‘ [Ewit, with Clald.
C. Bald. You rascal, slave, what do I keep you for?
How came this woman in ?
Samp. Why, indeed, my lord, I did as good as tell
her before, my thoughts upon the matter
C. Bald. Did you so, sirt Now then tell her mine;
Tell her I sent you to her.
Begone, go all together—I shall be glad to hear of
you : but never, never see me more—

[He drives them off before hiim.

ACT THE SECOND.

SCENE I.

The Street.

Enter VILLEROY and CARLOS, meeting.

Vil. My friend, I fear to ask—but Isabella——
The lovely widow’s tears, her orphan’s cries,
‘Thy father must feel for them No, I read,
I read their cold reception in thine eyes
Thou piticst them—though Baldwin—but I spare him
J . E2
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For Carlos’ sake; thou art no son of his.
There needs not this to endear thee more to me.
[Embrace.
Car. My Villeroy, the fatherless, the widow,
Are terms not understood within these gates
You must forgive him ; sir, he thinks this woman
Is Byron's fate, that hurried him to death
I must not think on’t, lest my friendship stagger.
My friend’s, my sister’s mutual advantage,
Have reconcil’d my bosom to its task.
Vil. Advantage! think not I intend to raise
‘An interest from Isabella’s wrongs.
Your father may have interested ends
In her undoing ; but my heart has none;
Her happiness must be my interest,
And that I would restore.
Car. 'Why, so I mean,
These hardships, that my father lays upon her,
P’m sorry for, and wish I could preyent ;
But he will have his way. Since there’s'no hope
From her prosperity, her change of fortune
May alter the condition of her thoughts,
And make for you.
Val. She isabove her fortune.
Car. Try her again. Women commonly love
According to the circumstances they arein.
V4l. Common women may. :
No, though I live but in the hopes of her,
And languish for th”enjoyment of those hopess
I'd rather pine inia consuming want
Of what I wish, than have the blessing mine,
From any reason but consenting love.
Oh ! let me never have it to remember,
I could betray her coldly to comply:
When a clear gen’rous choice bestows her on me,
I know to value the unequall'd gift:
I would not haye it, but to value it,
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Car. Take your own way ; remember, what I offer'd
Came from a friend. : ‘
Vil. T understand it so.
Il serve her for herself, without the thought
Of a reward. [Eait,
Car. Agree that point between you.
If you marry her any way, you do my business.
I know him—What his generous soul intends
Ripens my plots—I'll first to Isabella.——~
T must keep up appearances with her too, [Exit.

SCENE II.

0 House.

IsaBELTA and NURSE discovered. ISABELLA's
Son at play.

Isa. Sooner, or later, all things pass away,

And are no more. The beggar and the king,

With equal steps, tread forward to their end’:

The reconciling grave

Swallows distinction first, that made us foes;

Then all alike lie down in peace together.

[ eeping.
Nurse. Good madam, be comforted. ;
Isa. Do I deserve to be this outcast wreteh

Abandon’d thus, and lost 2 But ’tis my lot,

The will of Heav'n, and I must not complain:

T will not for myself: let me bear all

The violence of your wrath; but spare my child:

Let not my sins be visited on him :

They are; they must; a general ruin falls

On every thing about me : thou art lost,

Poor Nurtse, by being near me.

Nurse. 1 can work, or beg, to do you seryice. -«
Isa. Could I forget
What I have been, I might the better bear
c3
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What I am destin’d to.  Wild hurrying thoughts
Start every way from my distracted soul,

To find out hope, and only meet despair.

What answer have 12

Enter SAMpson.

Samp. Why, truly, very little to the purpose: like
a Jew as he is, he says you have had more already
than the jewels are worth : he wishes you would
rather think of redeeming ‘em, than expect any more
money upon ‘em. [Exit SanpsoN.
Isa. So:—Poverty at home, and debts abroad !
My present fortune bad ; my hopes yet worse !
What will become of me !
This ring is all I have left of value now ;
*Twas given me by my husband ; his first gift
Upon our marriage: I've always kept it
With my best care, the treasure next my life :
And now but part with it to support life,
Which only can be dearer. Take it, Nurse,
Talke care of it :
Manage it as the last remaining friend
That would relieve us. [Exi¢ Nurse.] Heav'n can
only tell
Where we shall find another: My dear boy!
The labour of his birth was lighter to me
Than of my fondness now ; my fears for him
Are more, than in that hour of hovering death,.
They could be for myself: He minds me not,
Iis little sports have taken up his thoughts :
Oh, may they never feel the pangs of mine !
Thinking will make me mad: why must I think,
When no' thought brings me comfort ?

Enter NURSE.
Nurse. Oh, madam ! you are utterly ruined and
undoue’; your creditors of all kinds are come in upon
you : they have mustered up a regiment of rogues,
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that are come to plunder your house, and seize upon
all you have in the world : they are below.. What
will you do, madam ?

Isa. Do! nothing! no, for I'am born to suffer.;

Enter CARLOS.

Car. Oh, sister ! can I call you by that name,
And be the son of this inhuman man,
Inveterate to your ruin? Can you think
Of any way that I may serve you in?
But what enrages most my sense of grief,
My sorrow for your wrongs, is, that my father,
Foreknowing well the storm that was to fall,
Has ordered me not to appear for you.
Isa. 1 thank your pity ; my poor husband fell
For disobeying him ; do not you stay
To venture his displeasure too for me.
Caer. You must resolve on something— [Exit.
Isa. Hark, they are coming; let the torrent roar :
It can but overwhelm me in its fall;
And life and death are now alike to me.

[Ezeunt, the Nurse leading the Child.

SCENE III.

Antichamber in IsARELLA's House.

CarxLos and VILLEROY, with Officers.

Vil. No farther violence
The debt in all is but four,thousand crowns :
Were it ten times the sum, I think you know
My fortune very well can answer it.
You have my word for this: I'll see you paid.

Offe. That's as much as we can desire: so we have
the money, no matter whence it comes.
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Vil. To-morrow you shall have it.
Car. Thus far all’s well

Enter IsaeeLLA, and Nurse, with the Child.

And now my sister comes to crown the work. [Aside.
Isa. Where are these rav’ning blood-hounds, that
: pursue
In a full cry, gaping to swallow me!
I meet your rage, and come to be devour'd;
Say, which way are you to dispose of me;
To dungeons, darkuess, death?
Car. Haye patience.
Isa. Patience !
Offi. You’ll excuse us, we are but in gur office .
Debts must be paid.
Isa. My death will pay you all. [Dastractedly.
Offi- While there 1s law to be had, people will have
their own.
Vil. "Tis very fit they should ; but pray be gone.
To-morrow certainly: [ Excunt OFFICERS.
Isa. What of to-morrow. ?
Must I be reserv'd for fresh afflictions?
Vil. For long happiness of life, I hope.
Isa. There is no hope for me.
The load grows light, when we resolve to bear :
I'm ready for my trial. :
Car. Pray, be calm,
And know your friends.
Isa. My friends? Have I a friend?
Car. A faithful friend ; in your extremest need,
Villeroy came in to save you
Isa. Save me! How ?
Car. By satisfying all your creditors.
Isa. Which way ¢ For what?
Val. Let me be understood,
And then condemn me : you have given me leave
To be your friend ; and in that only name
I now appear before you. I could wish
3
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There had been no occasion of a friend,
Because I know you hate to be oblig’d ;
And still more loath to be oblig’d by me.
Tsa. *Twas that I would avoid— -- [Aside.
7. T'm most unhappy that my services
Can be suspected to design upon you s
T have no farther ends than to redecm you
From fortune’s wrongs; to show myself at last,
What I have long profess'd to be, your friend :
Allow me that; and to convince you more,
That I intend only your interest,
Forgive what I have done, and in amends
(If that can make you any, that can please you)
I'll tear myself for ever {rom my hopes,
Stifie this flaming passion in my soul,
And mention my unlucky love no more.
Isa. This generosity will ruin me. [4side.
Vil. Nay, if the blessing of my looking on you
Disturbs your peace, [ will do all [ can
To keep away, and never see you inore. [Going.
Car. You must not go.
Vil. Could Isabella speak
Those few short words, I should be rooted here,
And never move but upon her commands.
Car. Speak to him, sister ; do not throw away
A fortuge that invites you to be happy.
In your extremity he begs your love;
And has deserv’d it nobly. ~ Think upon
Your lost condition, helpless and alone.
Though now you have a friend, the time must come
That you will want one ; him you may secur2
- To be a friend, a father, a husband to you.
Isa. A husband!
Car- You have discharg’d your duty to the
dead,
And to the living ! “tis a wilfulness
Not to give way to your necessities,
That force you to this marriage.
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Nurse. What must become of this poor innocence 2
[Zo the Chald.
Car. He wants a father to protect his youth,
And rear him up to virtue: you must bear
The future blame, and answer to the world,
When you refuse the easy, honest means
Of taking care of him.
Isa. Do not think T need
Your reasons, to confirm my gratitude ;
T have a soul that's truly sensible
Of your great worth, and busy to contrive, ;
[Zo VILLEROY.
If possible, to make you a return. :
Vil. Oh, easily possible !
Tsa. 1t cannot be your way: my pleasures are
Bury'd, and cold in my dead husband’s grave;
And I should wrong the truth, myself, and you,
To say that I can ever loye again.
T owe this declaration to myself:
But as a proof that I owe all to you,
If, after what I have said, you can resolve :
To think me worth your love—Where am I going?
You cannot think it ; ’tis impossible.
Vil. Impossible!
Tsa. You should not ask me now, nor should ¥
grant; =
I am so much oblig’d, that to consent
Would want a name to recommend the gift: .
"Twould show me poor, indebted, and compell’d,
Designing, mercenary : and I know
You would not wish to think I could be bought.
Vil. Be bought! where is the price that can pretend
To bargain for you? Not in Fortune's power.
¢ joys of Heav’n, and love, must be bestow’d ;
They are not to be sold, and cannot be deserv’d.
- Isa. Some other time I'll hear you on this subject.
Vil. Nay, then there s no time so fit for me.
[Follgwing her.
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Since you consent to hear me, hear me now ;
That you may grant: you are above
S i [Zakes her hand.
The little forms which circumscribe your sex ;
We differ but in time, let that be mine.
Isa, You think fit
To get the better of me, and you shall;
Since you will haye it so 1 will be yours.
Vil. I take you at your word.
Isa. I give you all,
My hand; and would I had a heart to give:
But if it ever can return again,
“Tis wholly yours.
Vil. Oh, ecstacy of joy!
Leave that to me. If all my services,
If all that man can fondly say or do, '
Can beget love, love shall be born again.
Oh, Carlos! now my friend, and brother toa :
And, Nurse, [ have eternal thanks for thee.
[Eveunt Nursk and Child.
This night you must be mine.
Tet me command in this, and all @y life
Shall be devoted to you.
. Zsa. On your word,
Never to press me (o putoff these weeds,
Which best become my melancholy thoughts,
You shall command me.
Vil Witness, Heaven and earth,
Against my soul, when I do any thing
To give you a disquiet.
Car. I'long to wish you joy.
Val, Youll be a witness of my happiness?
Car. For once Il be my sister’s father,
And give her to you.
_ Val. Next my Isabella, : :
Be near my heart s 1 am for ever yours,  [Ezeunt.
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ACT THE THIRD.

SCENE I.

CouNT Barpwin’s House.

Enter Count Barpwin and CARLOS:

C. Bald. Married to Villeroy, say’st thou?
Cag. Yes, my lord. :
Last night the priest perform’d his holy office,
And made them one.
C. Bald. Misfortune join them !
And may her violated vows pull down
A lasting curse, a constancy of sorrow. -
On both their heads.
* Cur. Soon he’ll hate ber ;
Though warm and violent in his raptures now ;
‘When full enjoyment palls his sicken’d sense,
And reason with satiety returns, :
Her cold constrain’d acceptance of his hand
Will gall his pride; which (though of late o’erpower’d
By stronger passions) will, as they grow weak,
Rise in full force; and pourits vengeance on her.
C. Buld. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid 3
Let Bircn’s disobedience, and the curse
He took into his bosom, prove a warning,
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty
Firm and unshaken,
_ Car. May those rankling wounds,
Which Biron’s disobedience gaye my father,
Be heal’d by me. »
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C. Bald. With tears I thank thee, Carlos—

And may’st thou ever feel those inward joys,

Thy auty gives thy father—but, my son,

We must not let resentment choke our justice ;

"Tis fit that Villeroy know he has no claim

From me, in right of Isabella. Biron,

(Whose name brings tears) when wedded to this

woman,

By me abandon’d, sunk the little fortune

His uncle left, in vanity and fondness :

I am possess'd of those your brother’s papers,

Which now are Villeroy’s, and, should aught remain,

In justice it is his ; from me to him

You shall convey them—follow me, and take them.

[Exit C. BALDWIN.
Car. Yes, I will take them ; but ere I part with
them,

I will be sure my interest will not suffer

By these his high, refin’d, fantastic notions

Of equity and right.—What a paradox

Is man! My father here, who boasts his honour,

And even but now was warm in praise of justice,

Can steél his heart against the widow’s tears,

And infant’s wants ; the widow and the infant

Of Biron ; of his son, his fav’rite son.

*Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion,

And dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants

In pompous affectation—Now to Villeroy—

Tre this his friends, for he is much belov'd,

Crowd to his house, and with their nuptial songs

Awake the wedded pair: I'll join the throng,

And in my face, at least, bear joy and friendship.
[Exit.
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SCENE IL.

A Ball Room in ViLLEvox's House.—A Band of
Music, with Maurice, and other Friends of ViL-
LEROY.

Enter @ SERVANT.

Maur. Where’s your master, my good friend ¢

Sero. Within, sir,
Preparing for the welcome of his friends.

Maur. Acquaint him we are here; yet stay,

[Eait SErvANT,

The voice of music gently shall surprise him,
And breathe our salutations to his ear.
Strike up the strain to Villeroy’s happiness,
To Isabella’s—But he's liere already.

Enter VILLEROY.

Vil. My friends, let me embrace you:
Welcome all
What meaas this preparation?  [Secing fhe Mausic.

MMaur. A slight token
OF our best wishes for your growing happmess.—-—-
You must permit our friendship——=

Vil. You oblige me

Maur. But your lovely bride,

That wonder of her sex, she must appear,
And add new brightness to this happy day.
Vil. Sheis ot yet prepar'd; and let her will,
My worthiest friend, determine her behaviour;
To win, and not to torce her disposition,
Has been my seven years task. She will anon,
Speak welcome to you all.  The music stays.
[VizLEReY and his Friends seat themselves.
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EPITHALAMIUDM,

Woman. Let all, let all be gay,
Begin the rapt'rous lay ;
Let mirth, let murth and joy,
Each happy hour employ
Of this fawr bridal day.
Man. Ye love-wing'd hours, your flight, )
Your downy flight prepare,
Bring ev'ry soft delight
To sooth the brave and fair.
Hail, happy pair, thus in each other bless'd ;
Be ever free from care, of ev'ryjoy possess'd !
Vil. 1 thank you for the proof of your affection :
1 am so much transported with the thoughts
Of what I am, I know not what I do.
My Isabella! but, possessing her,
Who would not lose himself ?—You’ll pardon me—
Oh ! there was nothing wanting to my soul,
But the kind wishes of my loving friends—
Where’s Carlos now? :
Methinks I am but half myself without him.
Maur. This is wonderful ! married, and yet in rap-
tures. ‘
Vil. Oh ! when you all get wives, and such as
) mine,
(If such another woman can be found)
You will rave too, dote on the dear content,
And prattle in their praise out of all bounds.

Enter IsABELEA and Child.

My Isabella! Ob, the joy of my heart,
That I have leave at last to call you mine !
But let me look upon you, view you well.
This is a welcome gallantry indeed !
I durst not ask, but it was kind to grant,
Just at this time : dispensing with your dress
Upon this second day to greet our friends. |
D2
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Tsa. Black might be ominous;

I would not bring ill luck along with me.

¥il. Oh! if your melancholy thoughts could

change
With shifting of your dress—Time has done cures
Incredible this way, and may again. ; !

Isa. I could have wish'd, if you had: thought it fit,
Our marriage had not been so public.

Vil. Do not you grudge me my excess of love;
That was a cause it could not be conceal’d:
Besides, ‘twould injure the opinion
I have of my good fortune, having yous
And lessen it in other people’s thoughts.

Isa. 1 have no more'to say.

Enter Carvros.

Vil. My Carlos too, who came in to the support
Of our bad fortune, has an hovest right,
In befter times, to share the good with us.

Car. I cometo claim that right, to share your joy ;
To wish you joy; and find it in myself;
For a friend’s happiness reflects a warmth,
A kindly comfort, into every heart
That is not envious. i

Vil. He must be a friend indeed,
Who is not envious of a happiness
So absolute as mine : but if you are,
(As I have reason to believe you are)
Concern'd for my well being, there’s the cause ;
Thank her for what I am, and what must be.

[ Music_flourish.

I see you mean a second entertainment.
My dearest Isabella, you must hear
The raptures of my friends; from thee they spring;
Thy virtues have diffus'd themselves around,
And made them all as happy as myself.
_ Isa. I feel their favours with a grateful heart,
And willingly comply.
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DUETT.

Take the gifts the gods intend ye ;
Graleful meet the profer'd joy ;

Truth and honour shall attend ye ;
Charms, that ne'er can change or cloy.

O, the raptures of possessing,

Taking beauly to thy arms?
Oh, the joy, the lasting blessing,

When with wirtue beauty charms !
Purer _flames shall gently warm ye ;
Love and honour both shall charm thee.

Car. You'll take my advice another time, sister.
Vil. What have you done ? A rising smile
Stole from her thoughts, just redd’ning on her cheek,
And you have dash’d it.
Car. I'm sorry for't.
Vil. My friends, you will forgive me, when I own,
1 must prefer her peace to all the world?
Come, Isabella; let us lead the way:
Within we'll speak our welcome to our friends,
And crown the happy festival with joy. [Exeunt.

SCENE I1iI.

A Room.

Enfcr SampsoN and NURSE.

Samp. Ay, marry, nurse, here’s a master, indeed !
He'll double our wages for us! If he comes on as fast
with my lady, as he does with his servants, we are all
in the way to be well pleased.

Nurse. He’s in a rare humour ; if she be in as good
a one

Sanp. 1f she be, marry, we may e'en say, they have
begot it upon one another,

Nurse. Well ; why don’t you go back again to your

D 3




50 , ISABELLA. [aer 111,

old Count? You thought your throat cut, 1 warrant
you, to be turned out of a nobleman’s service.

Samp. For the future, I will never serve in a house,
where the master or mistress of it lie single : they are
out of humour with every body when they are not
pleased themselves. Now, this matrimony makes
every thing go well. There’s mirth and money stir-
ring about, when those matters go as they should do.

Naurse. Indeed, this matrimony, Sampson——

Samp. Ah, nurse! this matrimony i1s a very good
thing——but what, now my lady is married, I hope
we shall have company come to the house : there’s
something always coming from one gentleman or other
upon those occasions, if my lady loves company. This
feasting looks well, nurse, = Odso, my master! we
must not be seen. [ Bwit.

Enter VILLEROY, with a lctter, and ISABELLA.

Vil. T must away this moment—see his letter,
Sign’d by himself: alas! he could no more;
My brother’s desperate, and cannot die
In peace, but in my arms.

Isa. So suddenly !

Vil. Suddenly taken, on the road to Brussels,
To do us honour, love ; unfortunate !

Thus to be torn from thee, and all those charms,
Though cold to me and dead. y
Isa. I'm sorry for the cause.
Vil. Oh! could I think,
Could I persuade myself, that your concern
For me, or for my absence, were the spring,
The fountain, of these melancholy thoughts,
My heart would dance, spite of the sad occasion,
And be 2 gay companion in my journey;

Enter CARLOS.:

My good Carlos, why have you left my friends?
Cor. They are departed home. - | i
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They saw some sudden melancholy news
Had stolen the lively colour from your cheek
You had withdrawn, the bride, alarm’d, had follow’d =
Mere ceremony had been constraint ; and this
Goodnatured rudeness
Vil. Was the more obliging.
There, Carlos, is the cause. [Gives the letter.
Car. Unlucky accident !
Th’ archbishop of Malines, your worthy brother——
With him to-night'! Sister, will you permit it ?
Vil. It must beso. ‘
Isa. You hear it - must be so.
Vil. Oh, that it must!
Car. To leave your bride so soon !
Vil But having the possession of my love,
I am the better able to support
My absence, in the hopes of my return.
Car. Your stay will be but short?
Vil. It will seem long!
The longer that my Isabella sighs:
I shall be jealous of this rival grief,
Tt takes so full possession of thy heart,
There is not room enough for mighty love.

Enter SERVANT, bows, and exit.

"My horses wait : farewell, my love ! You, Carlos,

Will act a brother’s part, till I return,

And be the guardian here. All, all I have

That’s dear to me, I give up to your care. :
Car. And T receive her as a friend and brother.
Vil. Nay, stir not, love ! for the night air 1§ cold,

And the dews fall—Here be our end of parting ;

Carlos will see me to my horse.  [Bxit with CARLOS.
TIsa. Oh,may thy brother betterallthy hopes! Adieu,

A sudden melancholy bakes my blood!

Forgive me, Villeroy——1I do not find

That cheerful gratitude thy service asks:
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Yet, if I know my heart, and sure I do,

*Tis not averse from honest obligation.

I'll to my chamber, and to bed : my mind, :
My harass’'d mind, is weary. [Exit.

ACT THE FOURTH.
SCENE 1.
The Street.

Enter Birox and BELFORD.

Bir. The longest day will have an end ; we are got
home at last.

Bel. We have got our legs at liberty; and liberty
is home, where’er we go; though mine lies most in
England.

Bir. Pray let me call this yours: for what I can
command in Brussels, you skall find your own. T
have a father here, who, perhaps, after seven years ab-
sence, and costing him nothing in my travels, may
be glad to see me. You know my story How
does my disguise become me ?

Bel. Just as you would have it; ’tis natural, and
will conceal you. ' B

Bir. To-morrow you shall be sure to find me here,
as early as you please. This is the house, you have
observed the street.

Bel. 1 warrant you : your directions will carry me
te my lodgings. > [ Exit.

Bir. Good night, my friend.

The long expected moment is arriv'd!

And if all here is well, my past sorrows

Will only heichten my excess of joy;

And nothing will remain to wish or hope for !

[Knocks again.
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Enter Samrson.

Samp. Who's there! What would you have?

Bir. Is yourlady at home, friend ?

Samp. Why, truly, friend, it is my employment to
answer impertinent questions: but for my lady’s being
at home, orno, that's just as my lady pleases.

Bir. But how shall I know, whether it pleases her
or no?

Samp. Why, if you'll take my word for it, you may
carry your errand back again : she never pleases to
see any body at this time of night, that she does not
know : and by your dress and appearance, I am sure,
you must be a stranger to her.

Bir. Butl have business; and you don’t know how
that may please her.

Samp. Nay, if you have business, she is the best judge
whether your business will please her or no: there-
fore I will proceed in my office, and know of my lady
whether or no she is pleas’d to be at home or no—

[Going.
Enter NURSE.

Nurse. Who's that you are so busy withal? Me-
thinks you might have found an answer in fewer
words: but, Sampson, you love to hear yourself prate
sometimes, as well as your betters, that I must say
for you. Let me come to him. Who would you
speak with, stranger? ;

Bir. With you, mistress, if you could help me to
speak to your lady. :

Nuzse. Yes, sir, [ canhelp you ina civil way: but
can nobody do your business but my lady ?

Bir. Not so well ; but if you carry her this ring,
she’ll know my business better.

Nurse. There’s no love-letter in it, I hope; you
look like a civil gentleman. In an honest way, I may
bring you an answer. [Exit.
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Bir. My old nurse, only a little older; They say
the tongue grows always : mercy on me ! then her’s
is seven years longer, since I left her. Yet there is
something in these servants’ folly pleases me: the cau-
tious conduct of the family appears, and speaks in
their impertinence.  Well, mistress——— -

NURSE refurns.

Naurse. Thave deliver'd your ring, sit! pray Heav'n,
you bring no bad news along with you !

Bir. Quite contrary, I hope.

Nurse. Nay, I hope so too; but my lady was very
much surprised when I gave it her. Sir, [ 'am buta
servant, as a body may say; but if you'll walk in,
that I may shut the doors, for we keep very orderly
hours, T can show you into the parlour, and help you
to an answer, perhaps as soon as those that are wiser,

[Exit.

Bir. Tl follow you——

Now all my spirits hurry to my heart,

And every sense has taken the alarm

At this approaching interview !

Heav'ns! how I tremble ! [Ewit.

SCENE II.

A Chamber.

Enter IsABELLA.

Isa. I’ve heard of witches, magicspells, and charms,
That have made nature start from her old course :
The sun has been eclips’d, the moon drawn down
From her career, still paler, and subdu’d
To the abuses of this under world !

Now I believe all possible.  This ring,
This little ring, with necromantic force,

.
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Has raised the ghost of pleasure to my fears ;
Conjur’d the sense of honour, and of love,
Into such shapes, they fright me from myself'!
I dare not think of them——

Enter NURsE.

DNurse. Madam, the gentleman’s below.
Isa. 1 had forgot, pray let me speak with him ;
; [Exit NURSE.
This ring was the first present of my love
To Biron, my first husband : I must blush
To think I have a second. Biron dy’d
(Stll to my loss) at Candy; there’s my hope.
Oh, do I live to hope, that he dy’d there?
Tt must be so ; he’s dead, and this ring left,
By his last breath, to some known faithful friend,
To bring me back again;
That's ail I have to trust to

Enter BiroN. [IsaBELLA looking at him.]

My fears were woman’s I have view'd him all :
And let me, let me say it to myself;
1 live again, and rise but from his tomb.
Bir. Have you forgot me quite?
Isa. Forgot you!
Bup. Then farewell my disguise, and my misfortunes.
My Isabella!
[He goes to her ; she shricks, and faints.
Isa. Ha!
Bir. Oh! come again:
Thy Biron summons ‘Thee to life and love;
Thy once lov'd, ever loving husband calls——
Thy Biron speaks to thee.
Isa. My husband! Biron!
Bir. Excess of love and joy, for my return,
Has overpower’d her——1I was to blame
To take thy sex’s softness unprepar'd :
But sinking thus, thus dying in my arms,
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This ecstacy has made my welcome more
Than words could say.
Isa. Where have [ been? Why do you keep him
from me ?
I know his voice : my life, upon the wing,
Hears the soft lute that brings me back again ;
"Tis he himself, my Biron.
If I must fall, death’s welcome in these arms.
Bir. Live ever in these arms.
Isa. But pardon me,
Excuse the wild disorder of my soul;
The joy, the strange surprising joy of secing you,
Of secing you again, distracted me——
What hand of Providence has brought you back
To your own home again ?
O, tell me all, :
For every thought confounds me.
Bir. My best life! at leisure, all.
Isa. We thought you dead ; kill'd at the siege of
Candy.
Bip. There I fell among the dead ;
But hopes of life reviving from my wounds,
I was preserv'd but to be made a slave ;
I often writ to my hard father, but neyer had
An answer; I writ to thee too
Tsa. What a world of woe
Had been prevented but in hearing from you!
Bir. Alas! thou couldst not help me.
Isa. You donot know how much I could have donej
At least, 'm sure I could have suffer’d all ;
T would have sold myself to slavery,
Without redemption; giv’n up my child,
The dearest part of me, to basest wants—-——
Bir. My little boy !
Isa. My life, but to have heard
You were alive. ; 3
Bir. No more, my love ; complaining of the
We lose the present joy. 'Tis over price.

past,
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Of all my pains, that thus we meet again
I have a thousand things to say to thee:
Isa. "Would T were past the hearing ! [Aside.
Bir. How does my child, my boy, my father, too ?
I hear he’s living still.
Isa. Well, both, both well ;
And may he prove a father to your hopes,
Though we have found him none.
Bir, Come, no more tears.
Isa. Seven long years of sorrow for your loss,
Haye mourn’d with me ;
Bir. And all my days behind
Shall be employ’d in a kind recompense
For thy afflictions—Can’t I see my boy ?
Isa. He'sgone to bed ; I'll haye him brought to you,
Bir. To-morrow I shall see him; I want rest
Myself, after this weary pilgrimage.
Isa. Alas ! what shall T get for you!
Bir. Nothingbutrest,mylove! To-nightI would not
Be known, if possible, to your family :
I see my nurse is with you; her welcome
Would be tedious at this time ;
To-morrow will do better. -
TIsa. I'll dispose of her, and order every thing

As you would have it. [Exit.
Bir. Grant me but life, good Heav'n, and give the
means ;

To make this wondrous goodness some amends:
And let me then forget her, if I can!
0! she deserves of me much more, than I
Can lose for her, though 1 again could venture
A father, and bis fortune, for her love!
You wreiched fathers, blind as fortune all !
Not to perceive, that such a woman’s worth
Weighs down the portions you provide your sons:
What is your trash, whatall your heaps of gold,
Compar'd to this, my heart-fclt happiness ¢
What has she, in my absence, undergone?

b3
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1 must not think of that; it drives me back
Upon myself, the fatal cause of all,

Enter ISABELLA.

Isa. I have obey’d your pleasure ;
Every thing is ready for you.
Bir. 1 can want nothing here; possessing thee,
All my desires are carry’d to their aim
Of happiness : there’s no room for a wish,
But to continue still this blessing to me:
I know the way, my love. 1 shall sleep sound.
Isa. Shall I attend you ?
Bir. By no means :
I've been so long a slave to others’ pride,
To learn, at lcast, to wait upon myself;
You'll make haste after——
Isa. Tl but say my prayers, and follow you—
[ Exit BiroN.
My prayers! no, I must never pray again,
Prayers have their blessings, to reward our hopes,
But I have nothing left to hope for more.
Oh, Biron, hadst thou come but one day sooner!
! [Weeping.
——What's to be done—for something must be done.
Two husbands ! yet not one! married to both,
And yet a wife to neither! Hold, my brain——
Ha! a lucky thought ;
Works the right way to rid me of them all ;
All the reproaches, infamies, and scorns,
That every tongue and finger will find for me.
Let the just horror of my apprehensions
But keep me warm—no matter what can come.
"Tis but a blow—yet I will see him first—
Have a last look, to heighten my despair,
And then to rest for ever.——

BiroN meets ker.
Bay. Dcspair"and rest for ever ! Isabellat
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These words are far from thy condition?
And be they ever so. I heard thy voice,
And could not bear thy absence ;. come, my love !
You have stay'd long, there’s nothing, nothing sure
Now to despair of in succeeding fate.
Isa. T am contented to be miserable,
But not this way : I've been too long abus’d,
And can believe no more."
Let me sleep on, to be deceiv'd no more.
Bir. Look up, my love, I never did deceive thee,
Nor ever can ; believe thysell, thy eyes
That first inflam’d, and light me to my love,
Those stars, that still must guide me to my joys.
Isa. And me to my undoing; I look round,
And find no path, but leading to the grave.
Bir. I cannot understand thee.
Isa. 1f marriages
Are made in Heaven, they should be happier :
Why was I made this wretch ?
Bir. Has marriage made thee wretched ?
Isa. Miserable, beyond the reach of comfort.
Bir. Do Ilive to hear thee say so?
Isa. Why! what did I say?
Bir. That I have made thee miserable.
Isa. No: you are my only earthly happiness :
And my false tongue bely’d my honest heart,
If 1t said otherwise.
Bir. And yet you said,
Your marriage made you miserable.
Isa. T know not what 1 said:
T've said too much, unless I could speak all.
' Bir. Thywords are wild; my eyes, my ears,my heart,
Were all so full of thee, so much employ’d
In wonder of thy charms, I could not find it;
Now I perceive it plain-——
Isa. You'll tell no body——
Bir. Thou art not well.
E 2
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Isa. Indeed I am not ; I knew that before ;
But where's the remedy ? '
Bir. Rest will relieve thy cares: come, come, nomore;
T'll banish sorrow from thee.
Isa. Banish first the cause.
Bir. Heaven knows how willingly.
Isa. You are the only cause.
Bir. Am I the cause ? the cause of thy misfortunes ¢
Isa. The fatal innocent cause of all my woes.
Bir. Is this my welcome home! This the reward
Of all my miseries, long labours, pains,
And pining wants of wretched slavery,
Which I've outlivd, only in hopes of thee,
Am I thus paid at last for deathless love:
And call’d the cause of thy misfortunes now ?
Zsa. Inquire no more; ’twill be explain'd too soon.
[Going off.
Bir. What? Canst thou lcave me too?
Isa. Pray let me go :
For both oursakes, permit me
Bir. Rack me not with imaginations
Of things impossible——Thou canst not mean
What thou hast said—Yet something she must mean.
—'Twas madness all—Compose thyself, my love !
The fit is past; all may be well again:
* Let us to bed.
_ Isa. To bed ! You've rais’d the storm
Will sever us for ever. :
The rugged hand of fate has got between
Our meeting hearts, and thrusts them from their joys :
Bir. Nothing shall ever part us. 1
Isa. Oh! there’s a fatal story to be told ;
Be deaf to that, as Heaven has been to me!
When thou shalt hear how much thou hast been
wrong'd, TS
How wilt thou curse thy fond believing heart, -
Tear me from the warm bosom of thy love,
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And throw me like a poisonous weed away !

When I am dead, forgive and pity me. [Exit.
Bir. What can she mean? These doubtings will

distract me:

Some hidden mischicf soon will burst to light ;

I cannot bear it [ must be satisfied——

"Tis she, my wife, must clear this darkness to me.
She shall —if the sad tale at last must come!
She is my fate, and best can specak my doom.

[ Exit.

ACT THE FIFTH.
SCENE I.

A Chamber.
Enter Birox and NURSE.

Bir. T know enough : th'important question
Of life or death, feuarful to be resolv’d,
Is clear’d to me: [ sce where it must end ;
And need inquire no more—Pray, let me have
Pen, ink, and paper ; T must write a while,
And then I'll try to rest—to rest for ever!

[ Exit Nu RsE.
Poor Isabella ! now I know the cause,
The cause of thy distress, and cannot wonder
That it has turn’d thy brain. If I look back
Upon thy loss, it will distract me too.
Oh, any curse but this might be remov’d !
But "twasthe rancorous malignity
Of allill stars combin’d, of Heav'n and fate
Hold, hold my impious tongue— Alas! I rave:
Why do I tax the stars, or Heav'n, or fate ?
My father and ‘my brother are my fates,
That drive me to my ruin. They knew well
E 3
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T was alive. 'Too well they knew how dear

My Tsabella—-=Oh !'my wife no more !

Tow dear her love was to me—Yet they stood,

With a malicious silent joy, stood by,

And saw her give up all'my happiness,

The treasure of her beauty to ancther;

Stood by, and saw her marry’d to another :

Oh, cruel father, and unnatural brother!

1 have but to accuse you of my wrongs,

And then to fall forgotten——Sleep or death

Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my pains:

Bither is welcome; but the hand of death

Works always sure, and best can close my eyes.
: [ Exat BiroNn.

LEnter NURSE and SAMPSON.

Nurse. Here’s strange things towards, Sampson :
what will be the end of ’em, do you think?

Samp. ‘Nay, marry, Nurse, | can’t see so far; but
the law, [ belicve, is on Biron, the first husband’s side.

Nurse. Yes; no question, he has the law on bisside.

Samp. For I have heard; the law says, a woman
must be a widow, all out seven years, before she can
marry again, according to law.

Nurse. Ay, so it does; and our lady has not been
a widow altogether seven years.

Sump. Why then, Nuise, mark my words, and say
I told you so: the man must have his wife again, and
all will do well.

. Nurse. But if our master, Villeroy, comes back_
again— ¥3

Samp. Why, if he does, he is not the first man-
that has had his wife taken from him.

Nurse. For lear of the worst, will you go to the old’
Count, desire him to come as soon as heican ; there
max be mischief; and heis able to prevent it.

Samp. Now you say something; now I take you,
Nurse ; that will do well, indeed ; mischief should be

-
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prevented, a little thing will make a quarrel, when
there’s a woman in the way. I'll about it instantly.—
[ Exeunt.
SCENE II. i f
A Chamber.
Birov asleep on a Couckh.
Enter ISABELLA.
Isa. Asleep so soon! Oh, happy ! happy thou,
Who thus can sleep ! I never shall sleep more—
If then to sleep be to be happy, he, -
Who sleeps the longest, is the happiest ;
Death is the longest sleep—Oh, have a care!
Mischief will thrive apace. Never wake more.
4 [To Brrow.
1f thou didst ever love thy Isabella,
To-morrow must be doomsday to thy peace.
The sight of him disarms ev'n death itself.
And pleasure grows again
With looking on him—Let me look my Jast——
But is a look enough for parting love !
Sure I may take a kiss—— Where am I going !
Help, help me, Villeroy '—Mountains and seas
Divide your love, never to meet my shame.
Hark !
What noise was that! A knocking at the gate !
It may be Villeroy——No matter who.
Bir. Come, Isabella, come.——
Isa. Hark! I'm call’d !
Bir. You stay too long from me.
Isa. A maa’s voice! in my bed! How came he there?
Nothing but villany in this bad world.
Here's physic for your fever.
[Draws a Dagger, and goes backward to the Couch.
If busbands go to heaven, .
Where do they go that send them !—This to thy—
[Going to stab him, ke rises, she shrieks.
What do I sce!
Bir. Isabella, arm’d !
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Tsa. Against my husband’s life!
Bir. Thou didst not think it.
Isa. Madness has brought me to the gates of hell,
And there has left me.
Bir. Why dost thou fly me so? .
Isa. Y.cannot bear hissights distraction, come,
Possess me all.
Shake off my chains, and hasten to my aid ;—
Thou art my only cure-—— [Running out.
Rir. Poor Isabella, she’s not in a condition
To give me any comfort, if she could ;
Lost to herself—as quickly I shall be
To all the world—Horrors come fast around me ;
My mind is overcast—the gath’ring clouds
Darken the prospect—I approach the brink,
And soon must leap the precipice! Oh ! Heav'n !
A [Kneels.
While yet my senses are my own, thus kneeling,
Let me implore thy mercies on my wife:
Release her from her pangs; and if my reason,
O’erwhelm’d with miseries, sink before the tempest,
Pardon those crimes despair may bring upon me.
[Rises.
Enter NURSE.
Nurse. Sir, there’s somebody at the door must
needs speak with you ; he won’t tell his name.
Bir. I come to him. [Eait NURsE:
"Tis Belford, T suppose ; he little knows
Of what has happen’d here ; I wanted him,
Must employ his friendship, and then—. [Exit.

SCENE III.

The Street. :
Enter CARLOS, PEDRO, and three RUFFIANS. |
Car. A younger brother! I was one too long
Not to prevent my being so again. 4
We must be sudden. - Younger brothers} are
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But lawful bastards of another name,

Thrust out of their nobility of birth

And family, and tainted into trades.

Shall I be one of them—Bow, and retire,

To make more room for the unwieldy heir

To play the fool in? No——

But how shall I prevent it >—DBiron comes

To take possession of my father’s love—
*Would that were all ! there’s'a birthright too
That he will seize. * Besides, if Biron lives,
He will unfold some practices, which I
Cannot well answer—therefore he shall die ;
This night must be dispos’d of : I have means
That will not fail my purpose.—Here he comes.

Enter BiroN.
Bir. Ha! am I beset? I live but to revenge me.
[Lhey surround him, fighting : VILLEROY enters
with two SERVANTS ; they rescue him ; CAR-
vLos and, lts Party fly.
Vil. How are you, sir? Mortally hurt, I fear.
Take care and lead him in.
Bar. Ithank you for the goodness, sir : though ’tis
Bestow’d upon a very wretch ; and death,
Though from a yillain’s hand, had been to me

- An act of kindness, and the height of mercy—

But I thank you, sir, [He is led in.

SCENE 1V,
A Chamber.
Enter IsaBeLLA.
Zsa. Murder my husband! Oh! I must not dare
To think of living on; my desperate hand,
In a mad rage, may offer it again;
Stab me any where but there. Here’s room enough
In my own breast, to act the fury in,
The proper scene of mischief.
[Going to stab kerself, ViLLErROY 7runs in and
~ prevents hery by taking the Dagger from ker.
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7il. Angels defend and save thee !
Attempt thy precious life!

Lay violent hands upon thy innocent self !

Tsa: Swear I'am innocent, and I'll believe you.
What would you have with me? Pray let me go.
—Are you there, sit ? You are the very man
Have done all this.—Youa would have made’

Me believe you married me; but the fool
Was wiser.

Vil Dost thou not know me, [ove?
’Tis Villeroy, thy husband.

Isa. | have none; no husband— [Weeping.
Never had but one, and he dy’d at Candy.
Speak, did he not die there ?

Vil. He did,.my. life. :

Tsa. But swear it, quickly swear.

Enter BiroN, bloody, leaning upon his Sword.

Before' that screaming evidence appears,

In bloody proof against me—

[She seeing Birow, swoons ; VILLEROY helps ker.
Val. Help there! Nurse, where are you ?

Ha! [ am distracted too ! [Sees Biron.

Biron alive 1 :
Bir. The only wretch on earth, that must not live. "
Vil “Birvon or Villeroy must not, that's decreed. :
Bir. You'vesav'd me from the hands of murderers: -

*Would you had not, for life's my sreatest plague—

And then, of all the world, you are the man :

I would not be oblig’d to—lsabella ! . -

I came to fall betorc thee: I had dy’d

Happy. not to have found your Vitlcroy here :

A long farewell, and a last parting ki-s.  [Kisses ker.
Val. A kiss | confusion ! it must be yoar last.
Bir 1 know it'must—Here T eive up that death -

You but delay'd: siuce what is past has Vlbt_:’cn' SRk
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The work of fate, thus we must finish it.
Thrust home, be sure. [Falls.
Vil. Alas! he faints! some help there.
Bir. 'Tis all in vain, my sorrows soon will end—
Oh, Villeroy! let a dying wretch intreat you
To take this detter to my father. My Isabella !
Couldst thou but hear me, my last words should bless
thee. ;
I cannot, though in death, bequeath her to thee.
[Zo VirLrEROY.
But could I hope my boy, my little one,
Might find a father in thee—Oh, I faint—
I can no more—Hear me, Heay'n ! Oh ! support
My wife, my Isabella—Bless my child !
And take a poor unhappy [Dies.
Val. He's gone—Let what will be the consequence,
I'll give it him. I have involv'd myself,
And would be clear’d ; that must be thought on now.
My care of her is lost in wild amaze. [Exit.
Lsa. [Recovering.] Where have I been ?—DMethinks,
I stand upon
The brink of life,
But still detain’d, I cannot pass the strait ;
Deny’d to live, and yet I must not die :
Doom’d to come back, like a complaining ghost,
To my unbury’d body—Here it lies
[Throws herself by Brron’s Body.
My body, soul, and life. A little dust, :
To cover our cold limbs in the dark grave— ;
There, there we shall sleep safe and sound together.

Enter VILLEROY, with SERVANTS.

VL. Poor wretch ; upon the ground! She’s not
herself :

Remove her from the body.
[SERVANTS going to raise ker.

Isa. Never, never
You have divore'd us once, but shall no more—
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Help, help me, Biron '—Ha !—bloody and dead !
Oh, murder! murder! you have done this deed—
Vengeance and murder ! —bury us together—
Do any thing but part us.
Vil. Gently, gently raise her. »
She must be forc’d away. [They carry her off.
Isa. Oh! they tear me! Cut off my hands
Let me leave something with him—

They'll clasp him fast : ’
QOh, cruel, cruel men! [NuRse follows ker:,
Vil. Send for all helps: all, all that I am worth,
Shall cheaply buy her peace of mind again. 3

[T0 a SERVANT.
The storm grows loud— [Knocking at the Door.
I am prepar’d for it. Now let them in.

Enter Coust BaLDWIN, CaRLOS, BELFORD, Mav-
RICE, EcnoNT, with SERVANTS, S

C. Bald. O, do I live to this unhappy day? = .
Where is my wretched son ?
Car. Where is my brother? o
[T'hey see him, and gather about the Bodg. :
Vil. 1 hope, in heav'n. ‘
Car. Canst thou pity him !
Wish him in heav'n, when thou hast done a deed,
That must for ever cut thee from the hopes
Of ever coming there ?
Vil. 1 do not blame you—
You have a brother’s right to be concern’d
“ For his untimely death.
Car. Untimely death, indeed ! /e
¥il. But yet you must not say, I was the cause.
Car. lflot you the cause! Why who should murder
im ? . R 1
We do not ask you to accuse yourself; RS
But I must say, that you have murderd him; = |
And will say nothing else, #ill justice draws
Upon our side, at the loud call of blood, . .

e
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To execute so foul a murderer.
Bel. Poor Biron! is this thy welcome home !
Maur. Rise, sir ; there is a comfortin revenge,

Which is left you. [Zo C. BazDWIN.
Car. Take the body hence. [Binox carried of.
€. Buld. What could provoke you ?

Vil. Nothing could provoke me

To a base murder, which, I find, you think

Me guilty of. I know my innocence ;

My servants too can witness that I drew

My sword in his defence, to rescue him.

Bel. Let the servants be call'd.

Egm. Lels hear what they can sa

Car. What they cansay! Why, what should ser-
vants say ?

They, are his accomplices, his instruments,

And will not charge themsel\es

No, no, he came

Unseasonably, (that was all his crime)

Unluckily, 1o interrupt your sport :

You were new marry’'d—marry’d to his wife ;

And therefore you, and she, and all of you,

(For all of you I must believe concern’d)

Combin’d to murder him out of the way.

Bel. If it be so——

Car. It canbe only so.

Egm. Indeed it has a face——

Car. As black as hell.

C. Bald. The law will do me justice: send for the
' magistrate.

Car. Tl go myself for him— [Emt.

Vil. These strong presumptions I must own mdeed ;

Are violent against me; ‘but | have

A witness, and on this side heav'n too.

Open that door.

[Daor opens, and PEDRO isibrought jbr'ward by
VILLEROY'S SERVANTS.
Here's one can tell you all.

#;
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Ped. All, all; save me but from the rack, 1’ll con-
fess all.
Vil. You and your accomplices design’d
To murder Bivon }——Speak.
Ped. We did. ‘
Vil. Did you engage upon your private wrongs,
Or were employ'd ?
Ped. He never did us wrong.
Vil. You were set on then i
Ped. We were set on.
Vil. What do you know of me?
Ped. Nothing, nothing :
You savid his life, and have discover’d me.
Vil. He bas acquitted me.
If you would be resolv'd of any thing,
He stands upon his answer. :
Bel.: Who set you on to act this horrid d(ed P
€. Bald. 1’1l know thevillain; give me quick hlsname,
Or I will tear it from thy blcedma heart.
Ped. I will confess.
C. Bald. Do then.
Ped. 1t was my master, Carlos, your own son.
C. Bald. Oh, monstrous! monstroua' most unna-
tural !
Bel. Did he employ you to murder his own brother ?
Ped. He did; and he was with us when ’twas done.
C. Bald. If thls be true, this horrid, horrld tale, -
It is but just upon me: Biron’s wrongs
Must be reveng’d ; and I the cause of all!
Maur. What will you do with him ?
C. Bald. Take him apart
I know too much. ' [Extt PEDRO, guarded.,
Vil. I had forgot—Your wretched, dymg son,
Gave me this letter for you. [Guves it to C. BALDW]N
1 dare deliverit. It speaks of me,
I pray to have it read.
'C. Bald. You know the hand?
Bel. [ know ’tis Biron’s hand.

C. Bald, Pray read it. [BELrokD reads ﬂle Letter.'
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Sir,
£ find I am come only to lay my death at your
door. I am now going out of the world, but cannot
forgive you, nor my brother Carlos, for mot hindering
my poor wife Isabella from marrying with Vailleroy ;
when you both knew from so many letters that I was
alive.- - Birow.

Vil. How ! Did you know it then?
C. Bald. Amazement all !

Enter Carvos, with OFFICERS.

Ob, Carlos! are you come? Your brother here,
Here, in a wretched letter, lays his death ¢
To you and me—Have you done any thing
To hasten his sad end ?
- Car. Bless me, sir, I do any thing! who, T?
C. Bald. He talks of letters that were sent to us.
I never heard of any—Did you know
- He was alive ?
Car_Alive! Heaven knows, not I.
C. Bald. Had you no news of him, from a report,
-On letter, never?
Car. Never, unever, I. b
Bel. That's strange, indeed : I know he often writ
To lay before you the condition [Tv C. BaLDwix.
Of his hard slavery : and more [ know,
That he had several answers to his letters.
He said, they came from you, you are his brother?
Car. Never from me.
Bel. That will appear.
The letters, I believe, are still about him;
For some of them I'saw but yesterday.
. C. Bald. What did those answers say ?
Bel. I cannot speak to the particulars;
‘But I remember well, the sum of them
~ Was much the same, and all agreed, :
That there was nothing to be hop'd from you: -~

AN YA .~ P

-2
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That ’twas your barbarous resclution -
To let him perish there.——
C. Bald. Oh, Cavlos! Carlos ! hadst thou been a
brother—
Car. Thisis a plot upon me. T never knew
He was in slavery, or was alive,
Or heard of him, before this fatal hour.
Bel. There, sir, I must confront you.
He sent you a letter, to my knowledge, last night;
And you sent him word you would come to him—
1 fear you came too soon.
C. Bald. ’Tis all too plain.—
Bring out that wretch before him.
[PeDRO produced.
- Car. Ha'! Pedro there!—Then I am caucrht, in-
deed.
Bel. You start at sight of him ;
He has confess’d the bloody deed.
Car. Well then, he has confess'd,
And [ must answer it.
Bel.- Is there no more ?
Car. Why !—what would you have more ? I know
> the worst,
And I expect it.
C. Bald. Why hast thou done all this ?
Car. Why, that which damns most men has ruin’d
me;
The making of my fortune. Biron slood
Between me and ‘your favour ; while he livd,
I had pot that; hardly was thouuht ason,
And not at all alun to your estate,
I could not bear a younger brother’s lot,
To livedepending upon courtesy
Had you provided for me like a father,
I bad been still a brother.
- 'C. Buld. ’Tis too true;
1 never lov'd thee as [ should have done :
It was my'sin, and I am punish’d for't.
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Oh ! never may distinction rise again
In families : let parents be the same
To all their children; common in their care,
And in their love of them.—I am unhappy,
" For loving one too well.
7il. You knew your brother livid; why did you
take
Such pains to marry me to Isabella?
Car. I had my reasons for't——
Vil. More than I thought you had.
Car. But one was this
1 knew my brother loy'd his wife so well,
That if he ever should come home again,
He could not long outlive the loss of her.
Bel. If you rely’d on that, why did you kill him ?
Cur. To make all sure. Now, you are answerd all.
Where must I go? I am tir'd of your questions.
C. Bald. | leave the judge to tell thee what thou art;
A father cannot find a name for thee.
Take him away— [Carros led off.
Grant me, sweet Heav'n! the patience to go through
The torment of my cure—Here, here begins
The operation.—Alas! she’s mad.

Enter IsABELLA, distracted ; and her Child running
- from her : Women following her.

Val. My Tsabella, poor unhappy wretch!
What can [ say to her?
Isa. Nothing, nothing; “tis a babbling world—
T’ll hear no more on’t. ~ When does the court sit 2
I have a cause to try.
Will you not.hear it? Then I must appeal
To the bright throne— Call down the heavnly powers. .
To witness how you use me.
C. Bald. Pray, give her way. 3
Isa. What have you done with him 2 He was here
- but now; ! 3 §
1 saw him here.  Ob, Biron, Biron! where,















REMARKS.

The valuable half of this drama, which is the tra-
gic part, is founded neither upon fictitious characters
nor events. Such an African prince, as Oroonoko,
stolen from his native kingdom of Angola, was ac-
tually brought to an English settlement in the West :
Indies, and sold for a slave.

This pitiable occurence took place in the reign of
Charles II. at the time that Mrs. Behn, the well-
“known dramatic writer,whom Pope has honoured by a
satire, resided at Surinam with her family ; her father
having been appointed licutenant general of that set-
tlement, and of thirty neighbouring islands.

It was at Surinam, that Mrs. Behn, not only saw,
but became intimately acquainted with the unfortu-
nate, but still proud and dignified, Oroonoko. She
was witness to his bravery and skill in arms, upon the
occasion of some danger threatening the island : and
she beheld his humility and moderation, when all his
martial feats were performed, and tranquillity restored.
She knew his Imoinda, and saw with delight their rap-
turous affection for each other.

On the return of Mrs. Behn to England, she pub-

lished the memoirs of those ill-fated lovers; from
B2
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which publication, Southern has selected materials
for this pathetic tragedy.

Whether the comic characters are taken from per-
sons in real life, or from the poet’s fancy, is not known:
nor is it of much consequence from whence they came,
as they can do no great degree of honour to their
birth-place.

The repulsive qualities of some of those characters,
joined to the little which has been allotted for the
heroine to perform, haye been obstacles to the at-
traction of this drama, and it is seldom acted. Yet,
some years past, Mr. Pope, in his very first appearance
upon any stage. encountered, and triumphantly
overcame, all impediments to the favourable recep-
tion of Oroonoko ; and made the play so impressive,
by his talents in the representation of that cha-
racter, that for many nights it drew to the theatre a
crowded audience. Iis acting was remarkably fine
in the last scene ; whilst his youth, person, deport-
ment, and even features, gave an accurate portraiture
of one of Africa’s princely sons.

But could the ancient Roscius ascend from his
grave to personate the hero of this piece, there is a
great mercantile town in England, whose opulent in=
halntants would not permit the play to appear in
their magnificent theatre. The tragedy of * Oroc-
noko™ is never acted in Liverpool, for the very reason
whyit ought to be acted there oftener than at any
other place—The merchants of that great city ac-
quire their riches by the slave trade.

If any defect can be attributed to Southern in the
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tragic fable, either of this pla).r or of ¢ Isabella,” it is,
that in the one, his first male character wants import-
ance, and in the other, his principal female. Still, in
both plays, he makes his tale, a tale of woe, though
only a single personage becomes the object of deep
concern. .

That the poct Gray was an admirer of this tragedy,
is seen in a letter of his to Horace Walpole, dated,
Burnham in Buckinghamshire,1737 ; whercin he says,
“ We have old Mr. Southern, at a gentleman’s house a
little way off, who often comes to see us. He is now
seventy years old, and has almost wholly lost his me-
mory ; but is as agrecable an old man as can be; at
least, T persuade myself so, when I look at him, and
think of Isabella and Oroonoko *.”

Southern is an exception from most poets, in having
been wealthy; but he procured some of his wealth by
a means, which all poets should rather submit to po-
verty than employ : he printed tickets on his benefit
nights as an author, and even urged their sale among
his noble and distinguished friends. Thus, vilely re-
ducing himself to dependence, in order to become
rich ; in lieu of honourably seeking riches, that he
might become independent.

* See Mason’s Life of Gray. ;

13 A
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OROONOKO

ACT THE TIRSI:
SCLNE I.

View of the Sea.

Enter several PLANTERS.

1 Plan. Well, neighbours, Captain Driver has
brought us a fresh supply—more slaves.

2 Plan. Ay, and I'm sure we had never more need
of ’em.

3 Plan. That’s true, indeed, and I'm afraid we shall
never have less.

4 Plan. Yes, yes; we shall haye enough of ‘em, I
warrant you, when they come to breed.

3 Plan. Breed ! it’s a sign youre a new comer;
plague on ’em, a parcel of lazy, obstinate, untractable
pagans ;—half of ’em are so sulky, when they first
come, that they won't eat their victuals when it's set
before ’em, and a christian may beat ‘em ’till he
drops down, before he can make ’em eat, if they han't
a mind to it.
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2 Plan. Beat! aye, faith, he may beat those that
_will eat, long enough before they will work: And,
what with their starving themselves, and what with.
the discipline they require, before they will putout their
strength, they die as fast as rotten sheep, plague on
em ! The poor industrious planter loses the money
they cost him, and his ground runs to ruin for want
of their labour. i

1 Plan. Ay, in truth, a christian colony has a
hard time ot it, that is forc’d to deal in this cursed
heathen commodity : Tere every time a ship comes
in, my money goes for a great raw-boned negro fel-
low, that has the impudence to think he is my fellow-
creature, with as much right to liberty as I have, and
so grows sullen and refuses to work; or, fora young
wench, who will howl night and day after a brat ora
lover, forsooth.

4 Plan. Nay, as far as I see yet, the women are
worse than the men; but ‘Squire Blandford has got
one that they say is not of their complexion.

3 Plan. So they say; but she’s of the breed, I'll
warrant her—she’s one of the sulky ones—the Lieute- -
nant Governor has taken a fancy to her; and yet,
wowd you believe it, she gives herself airs, and will
scarce speak to him.

2 Plan. T've heard of her; they call her Clemene.

4 Plan. *Tis a wonder, however, that his honour
don’t buy her.

8 Plan. She wasin a lot that Mr. Blandford drew.
for the Lord Governor himself, who you know is ex-
pected by the next ship from England, and she can-
not besold without his consent.

4 Plan. In a lot drawn for the Lord Governor —
I don’t yct perfectly understand this method of draw-
ing lots. ;

1 Plan. No! why nothing is so easy; the colony
agrees with the buccaneer to bring a certain number
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of slaves, at so much a head ; and when they come
in, we draw for them to prevent disputes; for, as
they’re all of a price, every one, you know, wou'd be
for picking out the best—come along with us to the
market, and you'll see how it is presently ; the slaves
are now coming on shore. [ Exeunt,

SCENE I1I.

An open Place.

Enter LIEUTENANT GOVERNOR, BLANDFORD, and
STANMORE.

Gov. There’s no resisting your fortune, Blandford;
you draw all the prizes.

Blan. T draw for our Lord Governor, you know ;
his fortune favours me.

Gov. 1 erudge him nothing this time; but if for-
tune had favour'd me in the last sale, the fair slave
had been mine ; Clemene had been mine.

Blan. Are you still inlove with her?

Goo. Every day more in love with her.

Enter CapraiN DRIVER, teazed and pulled about by
several PLaxTeRS, MEN and WoMEN.

Wom. Here have I six slaves in my lot, and not
a man among them ; all women and children; what
can I do with ’em, Captain? pray consider I am a
woman myself. :

1 Plan. 1 have all men in mine: pray, Captain,
let the men and women be mingled together, for the
good of the plantation.

2 Plan. Ay, ay, 2 man and a woman, Captain, for
the good of the plantation.
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Capt. Let them mingle together, and be damu’d,
what care I ? would you have me pimp for the good
of the plantation ?

1 Plan. I am a constant customer, Captain,

JFom. I am always ready moncy to you, Captain.

1 Plun, Forthat matter, mistress, my money is as
ready as yours.

Wom. Pray hear me, Captain.

Capt. Look you, I have done my part by you ; I
have brought the number of slaves you bargain’d for ;
if your lots have not pleas'd you, you mustdraw
again among yourselves,

3 Plan. 1 am contented with my lot.

4 Plan. 1 am very well satisfied.

3 Plan. We'll have no drawing again.

Capt. Do you hear, mistress? you may hold your
tongue : For my part I expect' my money.

I7om. Captain, nobody questions or scruples the
payment: But I won't hold my tongue; ’tis too
much to pray and pay too: One may speak for onc’s
own, I hope.

Capt. Well, what would you say?

T om. I say no more than I can make out.

Capt. Out with it then.

I¥om. 1 say, Things have not been so fair carried as
they might have been. How do I know but you
have juggled together in my absence ? You drew the
lots before I came, I'm sure.

Capt. That's your own fault, mistress; you might
have come sooner.

I¥om. Then here’s a prince, as'theysay, among the
slaves, and you set him down to go as a common
man.

Capt. Why, what should make him worth more
than a common man? He’ll not do the more work for
being a prince, will he?

Gov. Where are the slaves, Captain ; They are long
coming.
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Blan. And who is this prince that’s fallen to my
lot for the Lord Governor? Let me know something
of him, that I may treat him accordingly ? who is
het

Capt. He's the devil of a fellow, I can tell you?
a prince every inch of him: You have paid dear
enough for him, for all- the good he'll do you : I was
forc’d to clap him inirons, and did not think the ship
safe neither. You are in hostility with the Indians ;
they say, they threaten you daily : You had best have
an eye upon him.

Blan. But who is he?

Gov. And how do you know him to be a prince ?

Capt. He is son and heir to the great King of
Angola, a mischicvous monarch in those parts, who,
by his good will, would never let any of his neigh-
bours be in quict. This son was his gencral; a
plaguy fighting fellow. I have formerly had deal-
ings with him forslaves, which he took prisoners, and
have got pretty roundly by him. But the wars be-
ing at an end, and nothing more to be got by the
trade of that country, I made bold to bring the prince
along with me.

Gov. How could you do that?

Blan. What! steala prince out of his own country!
impossible.

Capt. "Twas hard indeed ; butI did it. You must
~ know this Oroonoko

Blan. Ts that his Name?

Capt. Ay, Oroonoko.

Gov. Oroonoko.

Capt. Is naturally inquisitive ‘about the men and
manners of the white nations. Because I could give
him some account of the other parts of the world, I
grew very much into his favour: In return ofso great
anhonour, youknow I could dono less, uponmy coming
away, than invite him on board me: never haying
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been in a ship, he appointed his time, and I prepared
my entertainment; he came the next evening, as
private as he could, with about some twenty along
with him. The punch went round ; and as many
of his attendants as would be dangerous, I sent dead
drunk on shore; the rest we secured; and so you
have the Prince Oroonoko.

L Plan. Gad a mercy, Captain; there you were
with him, 1’faith.

2 Plan. Such men as you are fit to be employed in
public affairs : The plantation will thrive by you.

3 Plan. Industry ought to be encouraged.

Capt. There’s nothing done without it, boys. I
have made my fortune this way.

Blan. Unheard of villainy !

Stan. Barbarous treachery !

Blan. They applaud him for't.

Gov. But, Captain, methinks you have taken a
great deal of pains for this Prince Oroonoko; why
did you part with him at the common rate of slaves ?

Capt. Why, Lieutenant-Governor, Ill tell you! T

. did design to carry him to England, to have show'd
him there; but I found him troublesome upon my
hands, and I'm glad I'm rid of him Oh, oh, hark,
they come!

Enter Buack SLavVEs, in Chains, MeN, WoMEN, and
CurLorEN, ABOAN, and Others of OROONOKO’S -
Attendants, OrooNox0 last of all, in Chains,

Capt. Now, Governor, pray observe him.
Oro. So, sir, you have kept your word with me.
Capt. I am a better christian, I thank you, than to
keep it with a heathen.
Oro. You are a christian, be a christian still :
If you have any god that teaches you ¢
To break your word, I need not curse you more :
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Let him cheat you, as you are false to me.
You faithful followers of my better fortune,
We have been fellow-soldiers in the ficld ;
[Embracing lis Friends.
Now we are fellow-slaves. This last farewell.
Be sure of one thing that will comfort us,
Whatever world we are next thrown upon
Cannot be worse than this.
[4ll Staves go off but OrooNoOKO.

Capt. You sce what a bloody pagan he is, Gover-
nor ; but I took care, that none of his followers should
be in the same lot with him, for fear they should un-
dertake some desperate action, to the danger of the
colony.

Oro. Live still in fear; it is the wvillain’s curse,
And will revenge my chains: Fear even me,

Who have no power to hurt thee. Nature abhors,
‘And drives thee out from the society

And commerce of mankind, for breach of faith.
Men live and prosper but in mutual trust,

A confidence of one another’s truth :

That thou hast violated. I have done;

I know my fortune, and submit to it.

Gov. Sir, I am sorry for your fortune, and would
help it if T could.

Blan. Take off his chains. You know your con-
dition ; but you are fallen into honourable hands:
You are the Lord Governor’s slave, who will use you
nobly = In his absence it shall be my care to serve
you. [BLANDFORD applying to hant.

Oro. I hear you, but I can believe no more.

Gov. Captain, I'm afraid the world won’t speak so
honourably of this action of yours, as you would have
‘em.

Capt. I have the money, let the world speak and
be damn’d ; I care not.

Oro. T would forget myself. Be satisfied.

[70 BLANDEFORD.

\

c
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I am above the rank of common slaves.
Let that content you. The christian there, that
knows me,
For his own sake will not discover more.
Capt. I have other matters to mind. You have
him, and much good may do you with your prince.
[Exit.
[The PLANTERS pulling and staring at OROONOKO.
Blan. What would you have here? You stare as if
you never saw a man before. © Stand farther off.
[Turns them atcay.
Oro. Let them starc on;
I am unfortunate, but not asham’d
Of beingso : no, let the guilty blush,
The white man that betray'd me: honest black
Disdains to change its colour. I am ready ;
Where must I go ¢ Dispose me as you please,
I am not well acquainted with my fortune,
But must learn to know it better: So I know, you
say,
Degrees make all things easy.
Blan. All things shall be easy. :
Oro. Tear off this pomp, and let me know myself :
The slavish habit best becomes me now.
Hard fare and whips, and chains may overpow’r
The frailer flesh, and bow my body down :
But there’s another, nobler part of me,
Out of your reach, which you can never tame.
Blan. You shall find nothing of this wretchedness
You apprehend. We are not monsters all.
You seem unwilling to disclose yourself:
Therefore for fear the mentioning your name
Should give you new disquiets, I presume
To call you Cesar.
Oro. I am mysclf; but call me what you please.
Goz. A very good name, Casar,
And very fit for his character.
Oro. Was Czsar then a slave?
3
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Gov. 1 think he was; to pirates too: He was a
great R
Conqueror, but unfortunate in his friends
~ Oyo. His friends were chuistians?
Blan. No, ;
Oro. No! that’s strange ;
Gov. And murder’d by them. ;
Oro. I would be Cassar then,  Yet I will live.
Blan. Live to be happier.
Oro. Do what you will with me. =
Blan. 1 will wait upon you, attend, and serve you.
[Excunt.

SCENE 11X,

A Grove—a Plantation seen at a little Distances

Enter ABoAN.

Abo. At length T am alone—but why alone?
My thoughts are worse society to me
Than the poor slaves, with whom I'm doom’d to la-
bour
I cannot bearit—if I turn my view
Backward or forward, round me, or within,
’Tis all regret, oppression, and despair.
Yet why despair —something may yet be done ;—
May yet be done—hold—let me most distrust
- The flatterer hope—if she one moment lures me
To patient suff’rance, from that fatal moment
Insidious slumbers steal upon my virtue—
I shall—distraction ! must grow tame by habit—
I must—what clse has quench’d in those around me
That indignation which now choaks my utt’rance?
Albhell isin the thought—my struggle must be now,
: c2
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This instant, now—precipitation’s wisdom—
[SravEsat a Distance.
Slav. Hoa! Hoa! Aboan, Aboan—
Abo. Hark ! here they come—It must, it shall
be so:

Hackney’d they are in misries new to me,

Like secret fire that smokcless embers hide.

Yet sull the love of liberty must live.

Enter Three SLAVES.

1 Slav. Here, where are you? come, to work, fto
work.
2 Slav. You arc a stranger, ignorant of your duty;
Or else this idleness had been chastis’d
With many a smarting blow.
3 Slao. Ay, good Aboan,
Come, come with us, for if the overseer
Evn now surprise us
Q Slav. Hush, I hear his voice.
1 Slav. No, no, ’tis not he——
. Abo. Wou'd he scourge us then? ;
3 Slav. Wou'd he? Experience soon will tell you
that.
Abo. Has then experience ever told it you?
3 Slav. Has it ? don’t ask me—wou’d "I could say
no? &
Abo. You have been beaten then to patient drud-
ery.
2 Slav. ’Tis shameful to confess it, yet 'tis true.
Abo. What to confess is shameful, is it not
“More shameful still to suffer?
3 Slav. What if it be?
<bo. Then suffer it no longer.
1 Slav. No longer—no, if we knew how to help it.
Abo. Knew how *—suppose a friend should tell
you how ?

[They gather eagerly about fim.
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2 Slav. What say you ?

1 Slap. Arc there ways?

8 Slav. Can you tell us?

Abo. 1 see by this impatience you're not quell’d
Into a torpid tame insensibility ;

LIl tell you then such news as shall revive
Each drooping virtue, string each nerve ancw.

All Slao. What 1s it—what 1s it —

Abo. There is among you now a mighty prince,
Before the lightning of whose dreaded sword,
These pale, cold, half-form’d tyrants that insult ye
Wou'd vanish, like thin mists before the sun.

1 Slav. What, did he come with you?

Abo. He came with me,

T am myself distinguish’d by his friendship,
And oft with him have led the front of battle.

2 Slat. But how, where

3 Slav. Is there only you and he?

Abo: There are six mere of high command about

him, i
All try’d, all firm, all fit for great atchievements.
1 Slav. Where are they? s
Abo.+ The prince, my lord, not long since parted
from me;
The rest, not now far off, will soon be found
When we were parted, he embraced us all 5
My friends, says he, ¢ One thing will comfort us,
Whateyer world we are thrown next upon
Cannot be worse than this” .
These were my royal master’s words at parting,
And sure you cannot doubt but they are true.
Shall we then, having nothing worse to fear,
Bear with dull sluggish patience what we suffer |—
If nothing’s worse, the chance is all for gain :—
There can be danger then in no attempt;
- And if there was "twere better still, for danger

Cu
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Has always its equivalent in glory. :
[The Sr.avEs look on each other eagerly, as si=
lently asking each other what they think—
after a Pause.
1 Stao. And will this prince, and you, and these
your friends
Assist us to be free?
Abo. Will you with them
Join hands in the attempt?
[4 Cry without, at some distance—the SLAVLS
start, and seem terrified.

What cry was that?

2 Slav. 'Tis the complaint of wretched slaves,
extorted

By bloody whips laid on without remorse,

And without cause-—ere night perhaps from us,

And you, such cry may by such stripes be forc’d—
Abo. Ye gods! and shall we not resist it then!
Slaves. We will
Abo. Your hands—at night we meet again.

Come on—now lead me to my task. [Excunt.

\

ACT THE SECOND.

SCENE I.

Enter OrR00NOKO and BLANDFORD.
Oro. You know my story, and you say you are
A friend to my misfortunes: That’s a name
Will teach you what you owe yourself and me.
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Blar, Tl study to deserve to be your friend.
When once our noble Governor arrives, \
With him you will not need my interest :

~ He is too generous not to feel your wrongs.
But be assw’d I will employ my pow’r,
And find the means to send you home again.

Oro. 1 thank you, sir. My honest wretched

friends! : [Sighing.
Their chains are heavy : They have hardly found
So kind a master. May I ask you, sir.
~ What is become of them: Perhaps I should not.
You will forgive a stranger.
Blan. Tl inquire,
And use my best endeavours, where they are,
To have them gently us’d.
Oro, Once more I thank you.
You offer every cordial that can keep
My hopes alive, to wait a better day.
What friendly care can do, you have apply’d.
But oh! I have a grief admits no cure.
Blan. You do not know, sir
Oro. Can you raise the dead ?
Pursue and overtake the wings of time?
And bring about again the hours, the days,
The years that made me happy?
Blan. That is not to be done.
Oro. No, there is nothing to be done for me.
! [Kneching and kissing the Earth.
Thou god adored! thou ever glorious sun!
If she be yet on carth, send mc a beam
Of thy all-seeing pow’r to light me to her!
O if thy sister goddess has preferr’d
“Her beauty to the skies, to be a star;
O tell me where she shines, that I may stand
Whole nights, and gaze upon her.
Blan. 1 am rudc, and interrupt you.
Oro. I am troublesome:
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he says, is an entertainment for a prince; he would
have his opinion of her.

Oro. Is he a lover?

Blan. So he says himself: He flatters a beautiful
slave that [ have, and calls her mistress.

Oro. Must he then flatter her to call her mistress ?
I pity the proud man, who thinks himself
Above being in love; What, tho she be a slave,
She may deserve him.

Blan. You shall judge of that, when you sece her,
sir.

Oro. T go with you, [Exeunt.

SCENE II.
A Plantation.

LizuTeNaANT GOVERNOR following 101N DA.

Gov. I have disturb’d you, I confess my fault,
Ay fair Clemene; but begin again,
And I will listen to your mournful song,
Sweet as the soft complaining nightingale’s.
While every note calls out my trembling soul,
And leaves me silent, as the midnight groves,
Only to shelter you ;—sing, sing again, >
And let me wonder at the many ways
You have to ravish me.
Imo. O, I can weep !
Enough for you and me, if that will please you.
Gov. You must not weep: I come to dry your
tears,
And raise you from your sorrow.
Imo. Can that be,
When all your actions, and your looks, convince me
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That you wou'd keep me here, still far from those,
For whom the tears I shed must flow for cver ?—
Gov. be all the past forgot-
(S E—
Look forwards now, where better prospects rise,
New pleasures court you, and new friends invite.
Imo. Alas! can I—I know not what to say—
Nature has form’d you of a difi’rent kind, £
_Or thus you cou’d not talk; and shou’d I reason™
EFrom what I feel, you wou’d not understand me.
Gov. O, yes; my heart has all the soft sensations,
Ias all, that friendship, and that love inspires—
Imo. Let your heart answer for me, then ;—cou’d
yon,
Forc’d t}o some distant land, unknown, forlorn,
A slave, dependent on another’s will,
Cut off from all that habit has endear’d,
Cut off from friendship, from domestic joy—
Could you foruct all these ?—Alas! they’re past
[Bursts anto Tears.
Gov. O,falr Clemene! there is yet a passion
Which can obliterate all the joys and pains
That others have impress'd ; make room for that,
And all I wish is done—look upon me:
Look with the eyes of kind indulging love,
That I may have full cause for what I say: 3
- I come to offer you your liberty,
And be myself the slave. You turn away.
[Following her.
But every thing becomes you. I may take
This pretty hand : I know your modesty
Would draw it back: but you will take itill,
i If I should let it go, I know you would.
' You shall be gently forc'd to please yourself;
That you will thank me for.
[She struggles and gets ier. Hand from him,
then he offers to kiss her.
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Nay, if you strugele with me, I must take
Lmo. You may my life, that I can part with freely.
[Exit.

Enter BLANDFORD, STANMORE, and OROONOKO.

Blan. So, Governor, we don’t disturb you, X hope :
Your mistress has left you: You were making love;
Sheis thankful for the honour, I $uppose.

Gov. Quite insensible to all T say and do:

When [ speak to her, she sighs, or weeps,
But never answers me as I would have her.

Stan. There’s something nearer than her slavery,
that touches her.

Blan. What do her fellow slaves say of her; can’t
they find the cause?

Gov. Some of them, who pretend to be wiser than
the rest, and hate her, I suppose for being uscd better
than they are, will needs have it that she is with
child.

Blan. Poor wretch! if it be so, I pity her:

She has lost a husband, who perhaps was dear
To her, and then you cannot blame her.

Oro. If it be so, indeed you cannot blame her.
[Sighing.
700. No, no; it is not so: Ifit be S0,
I must still love her; and, desiring still,

I must enjoy her. ‘ | i

Blan. Try what you can do with fair means, and
welcome.

Gov. [l give you ten slaves for her.

Blan. You know she is our Lord Governor’s: But
1f T could dispose of her, I would not now
to you.

Gov. Why not to me ?

Blar. ['mean against her will.  You are in love

with her ; f

And we all know what your desires would have :

, especially
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Love stops at nothing but possession.
Were she within your pow’r, you do not know
How soon you would be tempted to forget
The nature of the deed, and, may be, act
A violence, you after would repent.
Oro. 'Tis godlike in you to protect the weak.
Gov. Tie, fie, I would not force her. Though
she be a slave, her mind is free, and should con-
sent.
Oro. Such honour will engage her to consent.
Shall we not see the wonder ?
Goo. Have a care;
You have a heart, and she has conqu’ring eyes.
Oro. I have a heart: But if it could be false
To my first vows, ever to love again,
These honest hands should tear it from my breast,
And throw the traitor from me. O! Imoinda!
Living or dead, I can be only thine.
Blan. Imoinda was his wife : she’s either dead,
Or living, dead to him; forc’d from his arms
By an inhuman father. Another time,
T'll tell you all, [To the GOVERNOR.
Stan. The slaves have done their work ; ®
And now begins their evening merriment.
Blan. The men are all in love with fair Clemene
As much as you, and try their little tricks
To entertain her, and divert her sadness.
May be she is among them : Shall we see?
[Exeunt.
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SCENE 111,

Sraves, Mex, WoMeN, and CHILDREN, upon the
Ground ; some rise and dance.

Enter the LIEuTENXANT GOVERNOR, STANMORE,
and OrooNoko, as Spectators ; Carraiy DriveR
and several PLANTERS, with their Swords drain.

A Bell rings.

Capt. Where are you, Governor ? Make what haste
you can
To save yourself and the whole colony.
I bade ’em ring the bell.

Gov. What's the matter ?

1 Plan. The Indians are come down upon us:
They have plunder’d some of the plantations already,
‘and are marching this way as fast as they can.

®  Goo. What can we do against them ?

Blan. We shall be able to make a stand, ’till more
planters come in to us.

2 Plan. There are a great many more without, if
you would show yourself, and put us in order.

Gov. There’s no danger of the white slaves ; they’1l
not stir.  Blandford, come you along with me: some
of you stay here to look after the black slaves.

[4l go out but the Carrarx and Six
PraxTERS, who all at once seize ORO0O-
NOKO. -
1 Plan. Ay, ay, let us alone.
Capt. In the first place, we secure you, sir,
As an enemy to the government.

Oro. Are you there, sir? You are my constant

friend. ’
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1 Plan. You will be able to do a great deal of
mischief.

Capt. But we shall prevent you: Bring the irons
hither. He has the malice of a slave in him, and
would be glad to be cutting his masters” throats. I
know him. Chain his hands and feet, that he may
not run over to them. If they have him, they shall
carry him on their backs, that I can tell them.

[4s they are chaining him, BLANDEORD,
enters, and runs (o themn.

Blan. What are you doing there?

Capt. Securing the main chance: This is a bosom
enemy.

Blan. Away, you brutes: I'll answer with my life
for his behaviour ; so tell the Governor.

Capt. & Plan. Well, sir, so we will.

[Ezeunt CaPraIN and PLANTERS.

Oro. Give me a sword, and I'll deserve your trust.

Enter the LiEuTENANT GOVERNOR and PLANTERS.

Blan. Tell and the devil! they drive away our
slaves before our faces. Governor, can you stand
tamely by, and suffer this? Clemene, sir, your mis-
tress, 1s among them.

Goz We throw ourselves away, in the attempt to
rescue them.

Oro. A lover cannot fall more glorious,

Than in the cause of love. He, that deserves
His mistress” favour, will not stay behind :
T’ll lead you on, be bold, and follow me. - [Excunt. -

Enter IMOINDA.

Imo. I'm tost about by my tempestuous fate,
And no where must have rest; Indians, or English!
Whoever has me, I am still a slave.

No matter whose 1 am, since I’m no more
My royal master’s; since Pm his no more.
- O, 1 was happy! nay, I will be happy,
.2
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In the dear thought that T am still his wife,
Though far divided from him. SEE
[Draws off to a Corner of the Stage.

After a Shout, enter the LIBUTENANT GOVERNOR,
OnrooNoKO, BLANDFORD, STANMORE, and the
PraNTERs.

Gov. Thou glorious man! thou something greater
sure
Than Caesar ever was ! that single arm
Has sav'd us all: accept our general thanks.
[4ll bow to OROONOKG.
And what we can do more to recompense !
Such noble services, you shall command.
Clemene too shall thank you she is safe
Look up, and bless your brave deliverer.
[Brings CLEMENE forward, looking down on
the Grround,
Oro.. Bless me indeed !
Blan. You start !
Oro. O, all you gods!
Who govern this great world, and bring about
Things strange, and unexpected, can it be?
Gov. What is't you stare at so ?
Oro. Answer me, some of you; you who have *
pow'’r,
And have your senses free: Or are you all
Struck thro’ with wonder too ?
[Looking still fixed on her-
Blan. What would you know?
Oro. el\‘eISy soul steals from my body thro’ my
All that is left of life Tll gaze away,
And die upon the pleasure.
Gov. This is strange !
Oro. If you but mock me with her image here :
If she be not Imoinda

[Ste looks upon him, and faints ; ke runsto her.
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Ha! she faints !
Nay, then it must be she; it is Imoinda :
My heart confesses her, and leaps for joy,
To welcome her to her own empire here.
I feel her all, in ev'ry part of me.
O! let me press her in my eager arms,
Wake her to life, and with this kindling kiss
Give back that soul, she only lent to me. [Kasses ker.
Imoinda! Oh! thy Oroonoko calls.
[Imo1NDa coming to Life.
Imo. My Oroonoko! Oh! I can’t believe
What any man can say. But, if I am
To be deceiv'd, there’s something in that name,
That voice, that face [Staring at him.
O! if I know myself, I cannot be mistaken.
[Runs and embraces OROONOKO.
Oro. Never here: ;
You cannot be mistaken: I am yours,
Your Oroonoko, all that you would have,
Your tender loving husband.
Imo. All indeed
That I would have: My husband ! then I am
Alive, and waking to the joys I feel:
They were so great, I could not think them true;
But I believe all that you say to me:
For truth itself and everlasting love
Grows in this breast, and pleasure in these arms.
Oro. Take, take me all: Inquire into my heart,
(You know the way to ev’ry secret there)
My heart the sacred treasury of love:
And if, in absence, I have misemploy’d
A mite from the rich store: If I have spent
A wish, a sigh, but what I sent to you ;
May I be curs’d to wish, and sigh in vain,
And you not pity me.
. Imo. O! I believe,
And know you by myself. If these sad eyes,
5 D3
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Since last we parted, have beheld the face
Of any comfort; or once wish’d to sce
The light of any other Heay’n but you,
May I be struck this moment blind, and lose
Your blessed sight, never to find you more.
Oro. Imoinda! O, this separation
Has made you dearer, if it can be so,
Than you were ever to me.  You appear
Like a kind star to my benighted steps,
To guide me on my way to happiness :
I cannot miss it now. Governor, friend,
You think me mad: But let me bless you all,
Who any way have been the instruments
Of finding her again.  Imoinda’s found!
And every thing that I would have in her.
- [Embracing her.
Stan. Where’s your mistress now, Governor ?
Gov. Why, where most men’s mistresses are forced
to be sometimes,
With her husband, it scems! But I won’t lose her so!
¢ ; [Aside.
Stan. He has fought lustily for her, and deserves her.
T’ll say that for him.
Bian. Sir, we congratulate your happiness: T do
most heartily. [To OrooNOKO.
Gor. And all of us; but how comes it to pass
Oro. That will require
More precious time than I can spare you now.
T have a thousand things to ask of her,
And she as many more to know of me.
But you have made me happier, I confess,
Acknowledge it, much happier, than I
Have words, or pow’r, to tell you. Captain, you,
Evn you, who most have wrong'd me, 1 forgive.
I will not say you have betray’d me now :
Pll think you but the minister of fate,
To bring me to my lov’d Imoinda here.
Imo. How, how shall I receive you; how be worthy




'SCENE 111.] ORQONOK (. sl

Of such endearments, all this tenderness?
These ave the transports of prosperity,
When Fortune smiles upon ms.
Oro. Let the fools,
Who follow Fortune, live upon her smiles.
All our prosperity is plac’d in love,
We have enough of that to make us happy.
This little spot of carth, you stand upon,
Is more to me than the extended plains
Of my great father’s kingdom. Tlere I reign
In full delights, in joys to pow'r unknown ;
Your love my empire, and your heart my throne.
[Exeunt.

ACT THE THIRD.

SCEXNE 1.

A Plantation.

Enter ABoAN, the Three SLAVES, and HoTMAN.

Hot. What! to be slaves to cowards! slaves to
rogues, who can’t defend themselves !

Abo. Who is this man? he talks as if he were ac-
quainted with our design: is he one of us?

[Aside to his own Gang.

1 Slave. Not yet: but he will be glad to make one,
I believe.

Abo. I think so too, and may be worth the having.

Hot. Go, sncak in corners; whisper out your

griefs,
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For fear your masters hear you: Cringe and crouch
Under the bloody whip, like beaten curs,
That lick their wounds, and know no other cure,
All, wretches all! you feel their cruclty,
As much as I can feel, but dare not groan.
For my part, while I have a life and tongue,
T'll curse the authors of my slavery.

Abo. Have you been long a slave ?

Hot. Yes, many years.

Abo. And do you only curse?

Hot. Curse! only curse! I cannot conjure,
To raise the spirits up of other men :
T am but one. O! for a soul of fire,
To warm, and animate our common cause,
And make a body of us, then T would
Do something more than curse.

Abo. That body set on foot, would you be one, -
A limb, to lend it motion?

Hot. T would be =
The heart of it; the head, the hand, and heart :
Would I could sce the day !

<bo. This spirit pleases me, and I will trust him.—
[Aside.

The time may come to you; be ready for it.

Enter BLANDFORD.

We're interrupted now—we’ll meet anon.
Blan. If there be any one among you here
That did belong to Oroonoko, speak,
I come to him.
Abo. I did belong to him. Aboan my name.
Blan. You are the man I want; pray come with
me. [Exit all but HormaN-
Hot. Yes,’tis as 1 suspected- this Aboan
Has form’d some secret project to revolt ;
My well-feign'd zeal has snar'd him, and hell trust
me:
Then welcome liberty !—not that I mcan
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To trust his cunning, or the chance of arms;
I have a nearer, safer way to freedom :

P’ll learn the plot, and.watch it step by step,

“Till on the verge of execution—then,

Just then, betray it; ’twill enhance the merit,
And make reward more ample and more sure.

[Exit.
SCENE II.

A Room.

Enter ORoOONOKO and IMo1NDA.

Oro. T do not blame my father for his love:
Twas Nature’s fault that made you like the sun,
The reasonable worship of mankind :

He could not help his adoration.

But when I think on his barbarity,

That could expose you to so many wrongs;
Driving you out to wretched slavery,

Only for being mine; then I confess

I wish I could forget the name of son,
That I might curse the tyrant.

Imo. 1 will bless him,

For I have found you here: Heav’n only knows
What is reserv’d for us: But, if we guess
The future by the past, our fortune must
Be wonderful, above the common size
Of good or ill; it must be in extremes:
Extremely happy, or extremely wretched.
Oro. ’Tis in our pow’r to make it happy now.
Imo. But not to keep it so.

Enter BLANDFORD and ABOAN.

Blan. My royal lord !
I have a present for you.
Oro. Aboan !
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Abo. Your lowest slave.
Oro. My try’d and valu’d friend.
This worthy man always prevents my wants :
I only wish'd, and he has brought thee to me.
Thou art surpris'd : Carry thy duty there:
[ABoaN goes to Intoixva, and falls at her
Feet.
While I acknowledge mine, how shall I thank you ?
Blan. Believe me honest to your interest,
And I am more than paid. I have secur’d
That all your followers shall be gently us’d.
This gentleman, your chief favourite, sir,
Shall wait upon your person, while you stay
Among us.
Oro. I owe every thing to you.
Blan. You must not think you are in slavery.
Oro. I do not find I am.
Blan. Kind Heav'n has miraculously sent
Those comforts, that may teach you to expect
Its farther care, in your deliverance.
- Oro. Isometimes think myself, Heavn is concern’d
For my deliverance.
Blan. It will be soon ;
You may expectit. Pray, in the mean time,
Appear as cheerful as you can among us.
You have some encmies, that represent
You dangerous, and would be glad to find
A reason, in your discontent, to fear:
They watch your looks.. But there are honest men,
Who are your friends : You are sccur’d in them.
Oro. I thank you for your caution.
Blan. T will leave you :
And be assur'd, I wish your liberty.
[Exit BLaANDFORD,
Abo. He speaks you very fair.
Oro. He means me fair.
Abo. If he should not, my lord ?
Oro. If he should not ?
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T'll not suspect his truth : But if I did,
What shall I get by doubting ?
Abo. You secure
Yourself from disappointment : But besides,
There’s this advantage in suspecting him :
When you put off the hopes of other men,
You will rely upon your god-like self :
. And then you may be sure of liberty.
Oro. Be sure of liberty! what dost thou mean,
Advising to rely upon myself ?
I think I may be sure on’t : We must wait:
Tis worth a little patience.  [Twrmng to IntorNDA.
Abo. O, my lord !
Oro. What dost thou drive at?
Abo. Sir, another time
You would have found it sooner: But I see
Love has your heart, and takes up all your thoughts.
Oro. And canst thou blame me?
Abo. Sir, I must not blame you.
But, as our fortune stands, there is a passion
(Your pardon, royal mistress, I must speak)
That would become you better than your love:
A brave resentment ; which, inspird by you,
Might kindle and diffuse a gen'rous rage
Among the slaves, to rouse and shake our chains,
And struggle to be free.
Oro. How can we help ourselves?
Abo. I knew you, when you wou'd have found a
way.
How help zurscl’v‘cs! the very Indians teach us:
We need but to attempt our liberty,
And we carry it. We have hands sufficient,
Double the number of our master’s force,
"Ready to be employ’d. What hinders us
To set them then at work? We want but you,
~To head our enterprize, and bid us strike.
Oro. What would you do?
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Abo. Cut our oppressors’ throats.

Oro. And you would have me join in your design
Of murder. !

Abo. Tt deserves a better name :
But, be.it what it will, "tis justify’d
By sclf-defence, and natural liberty.

Oro. I'll hear no more on’t.

Abo. I'm sorry for't.

Oro. Nor shall you think of it!

Abo. Not think of it ! :

Oro. No, I command you not.

Abo. Remember, sir,
You are a slave yourself, and to command
Is now another’s right. = Not think of it!
Since the first moment they put on my chains,
T’ve thought of nothing but the weight of them,
And how to throw them off: Can yours sit easy ?

Oro. I have a sense of my condition,
As painful, and as quick, as yours can be.
I feel for my Imoinda and myself;
Imoinda, much the tenderest part of me.
But, though I languish for my liberty,
I would not buy it at the christian price
Of black ingratitude: They shall not say,
That we deserv'd our fortune by our crimes.
Munrder the innocent !

Abo. The innocent!

Oro. These men are so, whom you would rise

against.
If we are slaves, they did not make us slaves,
But bought us in the common way of trade.
They paid our price for us, and we are now
Their property, a part of their estate,
To manage as they please. Mistake me not,
I do not tamely say, that we should bear
All they could lay upon us: But we find
The load so light, so little to be felt,
. 4
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- Oro. Thou art not mad
Abo. I woud secure ourselves,
Oro. 1t shall not be this way,—it cannotbe;
To murder him, 1s to alarm the rest. :
: '[Lurns about, and misses HoTM AN,

What, is he gone?
i Abo. [To the Stavrs.] Is Hotman gone
" 1 8{w. Hotman, my lord, is gone; but doubt him
" not, : [ZTo OrooNOKO.
The stern inquiring look of majesty,
© (We feel its pow'r) will strike the mind with awe
~ He dar’d to differ, sirs But, when oppos’d,
T1e felt, confus’d,-the diff’rence of his state
. Oro. Why, bejit so ;
My fellow-sufferers, and worthy friends
To-morrow, early as the breaking day,
We rendezvous behind the citron grove ;—
Tl then, farewell [Eveunt SLAVES.
Aboan!
Abo. My lord. :
Oro. "Twas better not to trust them with our fears,
Yet let them meet at a more early time ; i
- Within this hour—and then, though Hotman’s false,
- We may succeed before we are betray’d
Abo. We may: Pl after them and do it. :
[Exeunt severally.
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Now shines upon our purpose! Let our march

At once be swift and silent, like her course;

The ship surpris’d, we triumph without conflict,

Nor mark our way to liberty with blood. ;
[4s OrooNoxKo is leading them out,

Enter @ SLAVE.

1 Slav. [Prostrating himself before Orooxoxo.] My
lord, my prince :
Oro. What would'st thou say? be brief.
1 Slav. The villain Hotman—
dbo. Ah!—
Oro. Well, what of him >—take courage—what of
; him? '
1 Slav. My lord, I fear he has betray’d us.
Oro. Why? ;
1 Slav. From our last rendezvous, my lord, elen
now
1 watch'd him to the Governor’s ; but there
Hestay’d not long; I saw, as he came out,
He spoke to Captain Driver, and from him,
I watch’d him still ; he hasted to the ship,
‘Which, now unmoor’d, lies farther from the shore’;
The Captain and his crew are up'in arms;
All the militia out, the place alarm’d :
They’ll soon be here
Oro. Why, we must meet them then ; the iron hand
Of stern necessity, is now upon us ;
And from the rack she drives us to ourswords.

[Draws. :

The women and the children fall behind,
Unfit for dangers, such as now approach us.
What will become of them!

[ABoax, who, during this Scenc, expresses the ut~
most Anguish of Mind, by his Gestures and -
Deportment, at length comes forward, and pro-
strating himself before OrooNoxo, takes his
Foot and sets 1t upon his Head. o
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Oro. Forbear—we're born to error ;—let me raise
thee
I know thee faithful, therefore blame thee not-
Abo. O, my dear lord! my heart drops blood to -
- think
My hasty eager fond credulity :
Should let that slave’s false sceming, thus undo us—
Oro. Name it no more i :
Abo. Tis lost—tis ruin’d—and by me !—but this—
[He suddenly draws a Dagger, and offers to stub
hamself ; but Onooxoxo lays hold of lis

Hand.
Oro. Hold!—now you wrong my design: Thus
far

Thou’st only err’d ;—but to desert me now
[Wresting the Dagger from hum.
Wou'd be a crime indeed—1I need thy help. ;
: [Purning to IMoINDA.
Imoinda, you must not expose yourselt:
Retire, my love ; T almost fear for you.
Tmo. 1 fear no danger :—Life, or death, T will
Enjoy with you. '
1 Slav. [Alarmed.] They come, they come—I see
- them; they're upon us.
Oro. [Putting famself before Ixtoinpa.] My person
is your guard. 3

¢ ; : :
Enter the LiEuTEx At GovERNOR, with HoTMAN and
Jiis RagBLE; CAPTAIN STANMORE and his MEN.

Abo. There is the villain that betray'd our cause;

His life is due to me. [ 4dvancing.
0Oro. Hold, you;—and you who come against us,
hold ! ; <

T charge you in the general good to all,
- And wish I could command you, to prevent
~ The bloody havor of the murding sword—
132 “ £
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Oro. You have serv’d me;
1 thank youfor’t: and T am pleas’d to think
You were my friend, while I had need of one:
But now ’tis past :—this farewell, and begone.
[Embraces him.
Blan. Tt is not past, and I must serye you still.
I would make up these breaches, which the sword
- Will widen more, and close us all in love.
Oro. I know what I have done, and I should be
~ A child, to think they ever can forgive.
Forgive! Were there but that, I would not live
To be forgiven :—Is there a power on carth,
That I can ever need forgiveness from ?
Blar. You shall not need it.
0y0. No, I will not.need it.
_ Blan. You sce, he offers you your own conditions,
For you, and yours.
Oro. Must I capitulate?
Precariously compound, on stinted terms,
To save my lifer ~ ~
Blan. Sir, he imposes none.
You make them for your own security.
Ifyour great heart cannot descend to treat,
In adverse fortune, with an enemy,
Yet sure your honour’s safe, you may accept
Offers of peace and safety from a friend ?
Gop. He will rely on what you say to him:
[To BLaxDFonrp,
Offer him what you can, I' will confirm
And make all good: Be you iny pledge of trust.
Blan, I'll answer with my life for all he says.
Gov.' Ay, do, and pay theforfeit if you please.
: i [Aside.
Blan. Consider, sir, can you consent to throw
That blessing from you, you se hardly found,
: [Of Intornpa,
And so much valu’d once.’ 3 !
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The censuring tongues of men, that will be free?
If you confess humanity, believe
There is a God, to punish or reward
Our doings here: Do not provoke your fate.
Gov. Tell me no more of fame; and breach of
faith,=r =
The public good requires that he should die.
. Stan. The public good must totter, when  the
base Gt
Is fraud, and craft, and prostituted honour,
Blan., When guilt is sanctified by bold pretences
That wrong is in its consequences right,
The bond that holds society together
Is broken ! Rule and order at an end,
© And anarchy must desolate the world.
Gov. The planters hold not these opinions, sir; -
They think it well that bloodshed was prevented
By any means, and now are clanorous
To have this slave cut off:
Blan. We are not sure, so.wretched, to have
these,
The rabble, judge for us: The changing crowd,
_ The arbitrary guard of fortune’s power,
Who wait to catch the sentence of her frowns,
And hurry all to ruin she condemns.
Stan. So far from farther wrongs, that 'tis a shame
" He should be where he is.  Good Governor,
Order bis liberty : e yielded up
Himself, his all.
Blan. He yiclded on your word ;
* And Tam made the cautionary pledge,
The cage and hostage of your kecping it.
Remember, sir, he yielded on your word ; .
Your word !—Which horest men will think should
LT . be : . .
The last resort of truth, and trust on earth:
You cannot sure persist in such an act,
And be scdately cruel and perfidious—— -
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- Bring my Imoinda to me; give me her,
To charm my sorrows, and, if p0551blc,
) I'lL sit down with my wrongs; never 1o rise
Against my fate, or think of vengeance Tiore.
“Blun. Be salisfy'd, you may dcpend upon us;
We'll bring her safe to you, and suddenly.
In the mean time
Endeavour to forget, sir, and forgive;
And hope a better fortune.
) [Ereunt BLANDFORD, STANMORE, &c.
Oro. Forget! forgive! T must indeed forget, ]
When I forgive : But while I am a man,
In flesh, that bears the living marks of shame,
The print of his dishonourable chains,
1 never can forgive this Governor,
This villain ;
What shall I do? If T declare myself,
I know him, he will sneak behind his guard
Of followers, and brave me in his fears.
Else, lion-like, with my devouring rage,
I would rush on him, fasten on his throat,
- Tear a wide passage to his treacherous heart,
And that way lay him open to the world. [Pausing.
If I should turn his christian arts on him, 3
Promise him, speak him fair, flatter, and creep
With fawning steps, to get within his faith,
T could betray him then, as he has me.
But am I sure by that to right mysclf?
Lying’s a certain mark of cowardice :
And, when the tongue forgets its honesty,
The Theart and hand may drop their functions too,
And nothing worthy be resolv’d o1 done.
Ionour should be concern’d in honour’s cause,
Let ine but find out
An honest remedy, I have the hand,
A ministring hand, that will apply it home.  [Zaat, |
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SCENE IIL.

The GovERNOR's House.

I'ntc) the LizutENnaNT GOVERNOR, BLANDFORD,
and STANMORE.

Gov. [Impatiently.] Well, what's the matter now ?

Blan. I'm sorry we intrude, sir; but our busness
Will quickly be despatch’d : We come to seek -
Clemene, sir; we've promis’'d Oroonoko
To bring her to him.

. Gor. You do very well; ’tis kindly done of you:
Ey'n carry her to him with all my heart.
Stan. You must tell us where she is.

Goe. I tell you! why, don’t you know?

Blan. Your servant says she’s in the house.

Gov. No, no; I brought her home at first, indeed;
but I thought it would not look well to keep her here;
T remov'd her in the hurry, only to take care of her.’

;;]Vhat ! she belongs to you : I have nothing to do with
er!

Stan. Bat where is she now, sir?

_Gov. Why, faith, T can’t say certainly : you'll hear -
of her at Parham Iluuse, I suppose: there, or there-
abouts; I think I sent her there.

- Blan. T'll have an eye on him. [Aside.
[Bxcunt all but the Govun\ OR.
Gov. I have ly’d myself into a little time,
And must employ it : they’ll be here again;
But I must be before them,
Tl [Going out, he meets IntorNDA, and seizes Izer.
. Are you come?
U court no longer for a happiness
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A woman's power, or try’d the force of love:
Love, love will be
My first ambition, and my fame the next. 3

Enter ABoAN, bloody.

Aboan !

My ever faithful friend !

Abo. 1 have no name

That can distinguish me from the vile eartl,

To which 'm going: A poor abject worm,

That crawl’d a while upon the bustling world,

And now am trampled to my dust again.

Oro. 1 see thee gash’d and mangled.
Abo. Spare my shame, [He lies down.

To tell how they hayve us'd me: But belicve

The hangman’s hand would have been merciful.

Do not you scorn me, sir, to think I can

Intend to live under this infamy.

I do not come for pity, but for pardon. 1

Oro. For pardon! wound me not with keener
anguish 3

Than yet I feel, by thinking thou canst need it :

Thou'st spent an honourable life with me;

| The earliest servant of my rising fame.

25 [Stvoping and embracing hizn.
Abo. And would attend it with my latest care:
My life was yours, and so shall be my death.

- You must not live; alas! you must not live—
Bending and sinking, I have dragg’d my steps
Thus far, to tell you that you cannot live:

- To warn you of those ignominious wrongs,
‘Whips, rods, and all the instruments of death,
Which I have felt, and are prepar'd for you.

This was the duty that [ had to pay.

“Tis done, and now I beg to be discharg'd,

Oro. What shail I do for thee?
_4bo. My body tires,
2 4
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And will not bear me off to liberty :
I shall again be taken, made a slave. -
A sword, a dagger yet would rescue me.
I have not strength to go to find out death ;
You must direct him to me.
Oro. Here he is, [Gives lim a Dagger.
The only present I can make thee now :
And, next the honourable means of life,
I would bestow the honest means of death.
Abo. T cannot stay to thank you. Only this,
The villain Hotman, as I stagger’d hither, :
Arm’d with a sword I met: I wrench'd it from
him,
Collecting all my strength ; and in his heart,
Stain’d to the hilt, I left it.
O, my dear honour’d master, if there is
A being after this, I shall be yours
In the next world; your faithful slave again.

This is to try. [Stabs himself.
I will not say, farewell ;
For you must foliow me. [Dies.

Oro. In life and death,
The guardian of my honour! Follow thee !
I should have gone before thee: then perhaps
Thy fate had been prevented.
- Why, why, you gods! why am I so accurs'd,
That it must be a reason of your wrath; -
A guilt, a crime sufficient to the fate
Of any one, but to belong to me?
My friend has found it, and my wife will soon ;
My wife! the very fear’s too much for life :
I can’t supportit. Where? Imoinda ! Oh! X!
f [Going out, she meets lam, running into his
Arms. ; i :
~ Thou bosom softness ! down of all my cares !
Thou art disorder’d, pale, and out of breath!

@
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If fate pursues thee, find a shelter here.
What is it thou would tell me?
TImo. ’Tis in vain to call him villain.
Oro. Call him Governor: is it not so?
TImo. 'There’s not another sure so great. .
Oro. Villain’s the common name of mankind
here,
~ ‘But his most properly.  What! what of him?
1 fear to be resolv’d, and must inquire.
- He had thee in his power?
Tmo. 1 blush to think it.
Oro. Blush! to think what?
Imo. That I was in his power,
Oro. He could not use 1t ?
- Imo. What can’t such men do?
“Oro. But did he, durst he ?
Imo. What he cou’d he dar’d.
Oro. His own gods damn him then! for ours haye
; none,
- No punishment for such vnheard of crime.
Lrmo. This monster, cunning in his flatteries,
When he had weary’d all his uscless arts,
. Leap'd out, fierce as a beast of prey, to seize me.
- I trembled, fear’d.
- Oro. I fear, and tremble now.
 What cou’d preserve thee? what deliver thee?
Imo. That worthy man, you uws'd to call your
i friend.
~ Oro. Blandford. ’
~ Imo. Came in, and sav’d me from his rage. .
] Oro. He was a friend indeed, to rescue thee !
I And, for his sake, I'll think it possible
~ A christian may be yet an honest man, ‘ :
Imo. O, did you know what I have struggled
o through, P
e To save me yours, sure you would promise me
i Never to see me forc’d from you again. :
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.Oro. To promise thee! O! do Ineed to promise?
But there is now no farther use of words.
Death is security for all our fears. ;
] [Shows ABoaN’s Body on the Floor,
_ Imo. Aboan!
Oro. Mangled and torn, resoly'd to give me time
To fit myself for what I must expect,
Groan’d out a warning to me, and expir’d.
Imo. For what you must expect ?
Oro. Would that were all!
Iimo. What! to be butcher’d thus
Oro. Just as thou seest. :
Imo. By barb’rous hands, to fall at last their prey!
Oro. I have run the race with honour, shall T
now y
Lag, and be overtaken at the goal ?
Imo. No.
Oro. I must look back to thee. [Tenderly.
Imo. You shall not need.
T’m always present to your purpose ; say,
Which way you would dispose me? -
Oro. Haye a care.
Thou’rt on a precipice, and dost not see
Whither that question leads thee.
T cannot, as I would, dispose of thee;
And, as I ought, I dare not. Oh, Imoinda !
Imo. Alas! that sigh! Why do you tremble so?
. Nay, then ’tis bad indeed, if you can weep.
Oro. My heart runs over, if my gushing eyes
Betray a weakness which they never knew,
Believe, thou only, thou could’st cause these tears+ ¢
‘The gods themselves conspire with faithless men
To our destruction.
Imo. Heav'n and earth our foes !
f Heav'n could be appeas’d, these cruel men
Are not to be entreated or believ'd ; 2 LS5
- O think on that, and be no more deceiv'd, Sid
) = G2
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Oro. But we were born to suffer.

Imo. Suffer both,

Both die, and so prevent them,

Oro. By thy death!

O! let me hunt my travell'd thoughts again ;
Range the wide waste of desolate despair ;
Start any hope. Alas! T lose myself,
- "Tis pathless, dark, and barren all to me.
Thou art my only guide, my light of life,
And thou art leaving me : send out thy beams
Upon the wing; let-them fly all around,
Discover every way : is there a dawn,
A glimmering of comfort? The great god,
That rises on the world, must shine on us.
Imo, And sce us sct before him,
Oro. Thou bespeak’st,
And goest before me.
Imo. So I would in love,
In the dear unsuspected part of life,
In death for love. Alas! whathopes for me?
T was preserv'd but to acquit myself,
"To beg to die with you.

Oro. Which is the way?

Imo. The God of Love is blind, and cannot find it.
But quick, make haste, our enemies have eyes,
To find us ouf, and show us the worst way
Of parting: think on them.

"‘Oro. Why dost thou wake me ?

Imo. O'! no more of love.

For, if I listen to you, I shall quite’
Forget my dangers, and desire to live.
I can’t live yours. [Takes up the Dagger

Oro. There all the stings of death
- Are shot into my heart—what shall [ do?

Imo. This dagger will instruct you. [Gives 2 him,

" Oro. Ha! this dagger, ;

Like fate, appoints me to the horiid deed.
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Imo. Strike, sirike it home, and bravely saye us
both.
There is'no other safety.

Oro. It must be :
But first a dying kiss [Ksses her.
This last embrace —— [Embraces hers
And now ' X

Tmo: T'm ready.

Oro. O} whereshall I strike?

Ts there the smallest grain of that lov'd body,
That is not dearer to me than my eyes,
My bosom’d heart, and all the life-blood there ?
Bid me cut off these limbs, hew off these hands,
Dig out these eyes, tho' I would keep them last
o gaze upon thee: but to murder thee!
- The joy, and charm of every ravish’d sense,
My wife! forbid it, Nature. ;
Ino. "Tis your wife, S
Who on her knees' conjures you. Ol in time
Prevent those mischiefs that are falling on us.
You may be hurry’d to a shameful death,
And T too dragg’d to the vile Governor;
Then I may cry aloud: when you are gone,
Where shall I find a friend again to saye me ?
~ Oro. Towill be so,  Thou unexampled virtue!
Thy resolution has recover’d mine : :

3§ - ‘AAnd now prepare thee.

Imo. Thus, with open arms,
I welcome you, and death.
[He drops %is Dagger as he looks on ker, and
i throws limself on the Ground. :
Oro. T cannot bear it. i
O, let me dash against the rock of fate,

- Dig up this carth, tear, tear her bowels out,

~ To make a grave, deep as the centre down,
To swallow wide, and bury us together.
Tt will not be. O then some pitying god
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But let me pay the tribute of my grief,

A few sad tears to thy loy’d memory,

And then I follow [Weeps over her.
But I stay too long. [4 Noise again.
The noise comes nearer. Hold ; before I go,
There’s something would be done. It shall be so,
And then, Imoinda, T'll come all to thee. [Rises.

Enter BLaNDYORD and lis Party, before the Gover-
NoRr and kis Party ; Swords drawn on both Sides.

Gov. You strive in vain to save him; he shall die.
Blan. Not while we can defend him with our
lives.
Gov. Where is he?
Oro. Here’s the wretch, whom you would have,
Put up your swords, and let not civil broils
Engage you in the cursed cause of one,
Who cannot live, and now entreats to die.
This object will convince you.
' Blan. "Tis his wife !  [They gather about the Body.
Alas ! there was no other remedy. 7
Gov. Who did the bloody deed?
Oro. The deed was mine:
Bloody I know it is, and T expect
Your laws should tell me so. Thus, self-condemn’d,
I do resign myself into your hands, i
The hands of justicem™ —But I hold the sword—
For you and for myself.
[Stabs the Goverwor and kimself, then
throws limsclf by Ino1npa’s Body. ;
Oro. "Tis as it should be now; I have sent his
ghost
To be a witness of that happiness
In the next world, which he deny’d us here.  [Dics.
Blan. I hope there is a place of happiness
_ In the next world for such exalted virtue.
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 REMARKS.

This tragedy'is a translation from Racine, a French
poet of the highest celebrity, who lived in the reign of
Lewis the Fourteenth ; and who, in the possession of
wealth, and the enjoyment of fame, died of chagyin,
occasioned by the king’s displeasure at a memorial he =
addressed to his majesty, written with infinite elo=
_quence, upon the miserics of the people. S

Ambrose Philips, the translator of this favouriteplay,

“has been more successful than dramatic translators
generally are. The Frcnch and the English stages differ
so essentially, that every drama requires great altera-
tion, before it can please a London audience; although

it has presiously charmed the audience of Paris.

The gloomy wind of a British auditor demands a
'bolder and ‘more varied species of theatrical amuse-
ment, than the lively spirits of his neighbours in

Prance. ‘The former has no attention, no curiosity,

till roused by some powerful fable, intricate occur-

' pances, and all the interest which variety creates—

whilst the latter will quietly sit, absorbed in their own:
glowing fancy;'to,hear speeches after speeches, of long
narration, nor wish to see any thing performed, se

. they are but told, that something has been done,

¢ B2
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“ The Distressed Mother” partakes of the commog
quality of French dramas in this respect—much more
is described to theaudience than theysee executed : but
every recilal is here in the highest degree interesting;
and the dignity of the persons‘introduced on thestage
seems to forbid all violence of action, which might

" endanger their respective grandeur. |

The mere falling on the knee, by Andromache,

when she exclaims to her victor—

¢ Behold how low you have reduc’d a queen !”

is perhaps more affecting, more admirable, in the cha- -
racter of a mother, haughty, like the Queen of the
Trojans, than any event which could have occurred
in the play,” than any heroic deed which, either in
grief or in rage, she could have performed.

The love of Hermione for Pyrrhus, founded on
ambition, is, again, as natural a representation of
that Jove, which but too often governs the heart of
woman, as could be given : and Orestes, doting with
fondness, the more he finds she; whom he loves, loves
another, is equally as true a  picture of this well-
known passion, as it rules ovér the heart of man.

Frequently as this tragedy has been acted, and
much as it has been approved by an English audience,
it will still gain more favour with a reader than a
spectator. ' Imagination can give graces, charms, and .
‘majesty, to Hector’s widow, and all ‘the royal na-
tives of Troy and Grecce, which their representatives
cannot always so completely bestow; and, as: the
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work is chiefly narrative, reading answers the same
purpose as-to listen.

The attraction of this play on its first appoamnce in
England, was, by sonme critics, ascribed Lo the exertions
of the translator’s fricnds, - Steele, who wished well
t5 Philips, devoted a whole paper-of bis ¢ Spectator”
to the praise of the piece, even before it was acted ;

and contirued his encomiums alterwards, to theino

small reputation of the English author.
This Ambrose Philips was a gentleman well known

for having a number of warm friends, and implacable |

enemies; and it is supposed that the imprudent éulo-
giums of the one often did him as much injury, as
the malicious animadversions of the ‘other.  The
writers in “ The Spectator” were, however; of too

judicious a class to praise him into ridicuie without, *

intending it; and,no doubt, they aided the populanty
of his play.

But with all the reputation M. Philips acquired by
“ The Distressed Mother,” and two other tragedies, of

which he was the original author, his name is better .

known to the world as a pastoral poet, than asa dra-
matist. He is still more remembered as the pretended
rival of Pope in his rural poetry; and as a man whom
Pope hated, even beyond his ordinary bounds of pet-
tish spleen. :
/The paper war, which Mr. Ambrose Philips held
o th-roughvh‘te, with bhis literary antagonists, did not,
however, shorten his days; for he survived every efs

fort of his enemies to make his existence burthensome,

till the age of seventy-cisht,—and died in 1749.
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THE

DISTRESSED MOTHER.

ACT THE FIRST.
SCENE I.

1 T'he Palace of PYRRHUS.

OrxsTES, PyLaDES, and ATTENDANTS.

Ores. O Pylades! what's life without a friend !
‘At sight of thee my gloomy soul cheers up,
My hopes revive, and gladness dawns within me.
After an absence of six tedious moons,
How could 1 hope to find my Pylades,
My joy, my comfort, on this fatal shore!
~ Lyen in the court of Pyrrhus! in these realms,
These hated realms, so cross to all my wishes !
Oh, my brave friend ! may o blind stroke of fate
- Divide us more, and tear me from myself! :
Pyl. Oh,prince ! Oh,my Orestes! Oh,my friend I—
Thus let me speak the welcome of my heart.
: Gl [Embracing.
Since I haye gain'd this unexpected mceting,
~ Bless'd be the powers that barr’d my way to Greece,
~ And kept me here! ever since the unhappy day,
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When warring winds (Epirus full in view)
Sunder'd our barks on the loud stormy main.
Ores. 1t was, indeed, a morning full of horror!
Pyl. A thousand boding cares have rack’d my soul
In your behalf. Often, with tears, I mourn'd
The fatal ills, to which your lifes involv'd 5
And grudg’d you dangers which I could not share.
I fear'd to what extremities the black despair,
That prey’d upon yourmind, might haye betray'd you ;
And lest the gods, in pity to your woes,
' Should hear your prayers,and takethelife youloath’d.
- But now with joy I see you !—The retinue,
And numerous followers, that surround you here, -
Speak better fortunes, and a mind dispos'd
| To relish life.
i Ores. Alas, my friend! who knows
The destiny, to which I stand reserv’d!
T come in search of an inhuman fair;
And live or die, as she decrees my fate. ‘ 3
Pyl. You much surprise me, prince !—I thought
you cur'd ; s
Of your unpity’d, unsuccessful, passion.
Why, in Epirus, should you hope to find
Hermione less cruel, than at Sparta ?
T thought her pride, and the disdainful manner
* Tn which she treated all your constant sufferings,
Had broke your fetters, and assur’d your freedom :
* Asham’d of your repulse, and slighted vows,
You hated her; you talk’d of her no more :
Prince, you decelv'd me!
Ores. 1 deceiv’d myself.
Do not upbraid the unhappy man, that loves thes.
Thou know’st I never hid my passion from thee:
Thou saw’st it, in its birth, and in its progress ;.
And when, at last, the hoary king, her father,
‘Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter,
His lovely daughter, to the happy Pyrrhus,,
Th’avenger of his wrongs, thou saw’st m grief, -

PR
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MMy torture, my despair.
Oh, Pylades! my heart has bled within me,
To sce thee, press’d with sorrows not thy own,
Still wand’ring with me, like a banish’d man,
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friend,
To temper the wild transports of my mind,
And save me from myself.
Pyl. Why thus unkind ?
- Why will you envy me the pleasing task
Of generous love,-and sympathizing friendship 2%
Ores. Thou miracle of truth '—But hear me on.
When, in the midst of my disastrous fate,
I thought how the divine Hermione,
Deaf to my vows, regardless of my plaints,
Gave up herself, and all her charms, to Pyrrhus;
Thou may’st remember, I abhorr’d her aame,
Strove to forget her, and repay her scorn.
= I made my friends, and even myself, believe
My soul was freed. Alas! I did not see,
That all the malice of my heart was love.
Triumphing thus, and yet a captive still,
In Greece [landed, and in Greece I found
The assembled princes all alarm’d with fears,
~In which their common safety seem’d concern’d,
I join’d them : for I hop’d that war and glory
Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts;
And that my shatter’d soul, impair’d with grief,
Once more would re-assume its wonted vigour,
" And ev'ry idle passion quit my breast.
Pyl. The thought was worthy Agamemnon’s son.
Ores, But sce the strange perverseness of my stars,
Which throws me on the rock I strove to shun!
The jealous chiefs, and all the states of Greece,
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus;
That now, forgetful of the promise giv'n,
And mindless of his godlike father’s fate,
Astyanax he nurses in his court;
Astyanax, the ‘yo'ung,b surviving hope

¥
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~ OFf ruin’d Troy ; Astyanax, descended
‘Prom a long race of kings—great Hector's son.

Pyl. A name still dreadful in the ears of Greece !
But, prince, you'll cease to wonder, why the child
Lives thus protected.in the court of Pyrrhus,

When you shall hear, the bright Andromache,’
His lovely captive, charms him from his purpose:
The mother’s beauty guards the helpless son.

OressoYour tale confirms what I haye heard ; and

% hence 3
Spring all my hopes. Since my proud rival wooes
Amnother partner to bis throne and bed,

Hermione may still be mine. Her father,
“The injur'd Menelaus, thinks already
His daughter slighted, and th’ intended nuptials
“Too long delay’d. ' I heard his loud complaints
With secret pleasure ; and was glad to find
Th’ ungrateful maid neglected in her turn,
‘And all my wrongs aveng'd in her disgrace.
* Pyl. Ob, may you keep your just resentments
warm ! : .
. Ores. Resentments ! Oh, my friend, too sqon I found
They arew not out of hatred. I am betray’d:
¢ I practise on mysclf, and foudly plot
My own undoing. Goaded on by love,
- I canvass'd all the suffrages of Greeces
And here I come, their sworn ambassador,
To. speak their jealousies, and claim this boy..
. Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your embassy with scorn.
Full of Achilles, his redoubted sire ;
_Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headstrong, fierce ;
Made up of passions : will he then be swuy’d,
And give to death the son of her he loves
~ Ores. Oh, would he render up Hermione,
And keep Astyanax, I should be bless'd !
~ He must ; he shall : Hermione ismy life,
My soul, my rapture!=Vll no longer curh’
‘The strong desire, that hurries me to madness:

B
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T)1 give a loose to love 5 1’|l bear her hence ;

Tl tear her from his arms; Fll—0O, ye gods !

Give me Hermione, or let me die!— :

But, toll me, Pylades, how stand my hopes?

Is Pyrrhus still enamour'd with her charms?

Or dost thou think helll yield me up the prize,

The dear, dear prize, which he has ravish’d from me ?
Pyl. I dare not flatter your fond hopes so far:

The king, indeed, cold to the¢ Spartan princess,

Turns all his passion to Andromache,

' ‘Hector’s afflicted widow. Butin vain,

With interwoven love and rage, he sues

The charming captisve, obstinately cruel. -

Oft he alarms her for her child, confin'd

- Apart ; and, when her tears begin to flow,

As soon he stops them, and recalls his threats.
Hermione a thousand times has seen
His ill-requited vows return to her,
And takes his indignation all for love.
What can be gatherd from a man so various?
He may, in the disoxder of bis soul,
‘Wed her he hates, and punish her he loves:.
Ores. But tell me, how the wrong’d Hermione
" Brooks her slow nuptials, and dishonour'd charms ¢
Pyl. Hermione would fain be thought toscorn.
Her wavering lover, and’ disdain his falsehood ;
But, spite of all her pride and conscious beauty,
She mourns in secret her neglected charms,
And oft has made me privy to her tears;
' Still threatens to be gone, yet still she stays,
And sometimes sighs; and wishes for Orestes.
~ Ores. Ah, were those wishes from her heart, my
: friend, i A : :
1’d fly in transport——- [Flourish within.
' Pyl. Hear!—The king approaches N
To give you audience. = Speak your embassy
Without reserve: urge the demands of Greece; .
And, in the name of all her Kings, require

3
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That Hector’s son be given into your hands.
Pyrrhus, instead of granting what they ask,
To speed his love, and win the Trojan dame,
Will make it merit to preserve her son.
But, see: he comes!

Ores. Meanwhile, my Pylades,
Go, and dispose Hermione to see
1ler lover, who is come thus far, to throw
Himself, in all his sorrows, at her feet.

[Exit Pyrapzs,

Enter Pyrruvs, Pu@NIX, and ATTENDANTS.

Before I speak the message of the Greeks,

Permit me, sir, to glory in the title

Of their ambassador ; since I behold

Troy's vanquisher, and great Achilles” son,

Nor does the son rise short of such a father :

If Hector fell by him, Troy fell by you.

But what your father never would have done,

You do. You cherish the remains of Troy ;
“And, by an ill-tim'd pity, keep alive

The dying embers of a ten years’ war.

Have you so soon forgot the mighty Heetor ?

The Greeks remember his high brandish’d sword,
That fill'd their state with widows and with orphans;
For which they call for vengeance on his son.

Who knows what he may one day prove 2 Who knows -

- But he may brave us in our ports, and, fill'd

With Hector’s fury, set our fleets on blaze ?

You may, yourselt, live to repent your mercy.
Comply, then, with the Grecians’ just demands ;
Satiate their vengeance, and preserve yourself.

~ Pyr. The Greeks are for my safety more concern'd |

Than I desire. ' 1 thought your kings were met

On more important eounsel. ~ When I heard

_The name of their ambassador, I hop’d

‘Some glorious enterprize was taking birth,

Is Agamemnon’s son dispatch’d for this 2
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And do the Grecian' chiefs, renown'd in war,

A race of heroes, join in close debate,

To plot an‘infant’s death ?—\What riglt has Greece

To ask his life? Must I, must I alone,

Of all her scepter’d warriors, be deny’d

To treat my captive as I please? Know, prince,

When Troy lay smoking on the ground, and cach

Proud victor shar’d the harvest of the war,

Andromache, and this, her son, were mine ;

Were mine by lot. And who shall wrest them from
me?

Ulysses bore away old Priam’s queen;;

Cassandra was your own great father's prizes:

Did I concern myself in what they won?

Did I send embassies to claim their captives ?

Ores. But, sir, we fear for you, and for ourselyes.
Troy may again revive, and a new Hector
Rise in Astyanax. Then think betimes

_Pyr. Let dastard souls be timorously wise:

But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form
Far fancy’d ills, and dangers out of sight.

Ores. Sir, call to mind the unrivalled strength of
g Troy, 4
Her walls, her bulwarks, and her gates of brass;

Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies !

Pyr. 1 call them all to mind ; and see them all
Confus’d in dust ; all mix’d in one wide ruin; *  «
All 'but a child, and he in bondage held.

What vengeance can we fear from such a Troy ¢
If they have sworn to extinguish' Hector’s race,
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr'd ?
Why was he not in Priam’s bosom slain? -
He should have fall'n among the slaughter’d heaps,
Whelm’d under Troy. His death had then been just,
When age and infancy, alike in vain, 3
Pleaded their weakness; when the heat of conquest,

‘And horrors of the fight, rouz'd all our rage,

‘ c
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And blindly hurry’d us through scenes of death.
My fury then was without bounds, but now,
My wrath appeas’d, must I be cruel still-?
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity,
Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood ?
An infant’s blood ?—No, prince—Go, bid the Greeks
Mark out some other victim ; my revenge
THas had its fill.  What has escap’d from Troy,
Shall not be sav'd to perish in Epirus.
Ores. I need not tell you, sir, Aslyanax
~ Was doonv’d to death in Troy; nor mention how
The crafty mother sav'd her.darling son,
The Greeks do now but urge their former sentence :
Nor 15’ the boy, but Hector they pursue ;
The father draws their vengeance on the son—
The father, who so oft in Grecian blood
Has drench’d his sword —the father, whom the Greeks-
- May seek e’en here—Prevent them, sir, in time.
LPyr l\o ! let them come; since I was born to
W
Eternal wars.  Let them now iurn thc.r arms
On him who conquer’d for them. = Let them come,
And in Epirds seek another Troy.
“Twas thus they recompensd my godlike sire;
Thus was Achilles thank’d.  But, prince, remember,
- Their black ingratitude then cost them dear.
~ Ores. Shall Grcece, then, find a rebel son in Pyr-
rhus?
Pyr. Have I, then, conquer'd to depend on Greece?
Ores. Hummne wx“ sway your soul to peace,
And mediate “twixt her father and yourself,
Her beauty will enforce my embassy..
“Pyr. Hermione may have her charms, and ¥
- May love her still, though not her father's slaye. .
I may, in time, give proofs that ’m a 1over,
" But never must forget that I'm a king. :
Meam\ lule, sir, you may see fair, Helens daucbter

-
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I know how nearin blood you.stand ally’d. ‘
That done, you have my answer, prince. The Greeks,
No doubt, L‘\P(,(f, your quick return. '

[Exeunt OrEsTEs and ATTEN DA NTS.

Phan. Sir, do you send your rival to the princess?

Pyr. I am told that he haslov'd her long.

Phen. 1f 5o,

Haye you not cause 1o fear, the smother'd ﬂd.me }
May kindle at hersight, and blaze anew ;
And she be \vxou"ht to llsten to his passwn?

Pyr. Ay, let them Pheenix, let them love their ill;
Jet them go hence; let them departtogether:
Together [ot them sail for Sparta; all my ports
Arc open to them both.  From 'w hat constraint,
What irksome thoughts should I then be reliev'd!

Phaen. But, sir——

Pyr. I shall, another time, good Pl‘(ﬁm\,
Unbosom to thu, all my thoughts—For, sce,
Andromache appeais. | Eveunt PieN1x and GuARDS.

Enter ANDROMACHE and CEPHISA.

May I, madam,

(Flatter my hopes so far as to beliere

You come to seek me here?
Andr. This way, sty leads :

To those apartments; where you guard my son.

Since you permit e ance a (la_y O visit

All T have left, of Hector and of Troy,

1 go to weep a few sad moments with him.

I have not yet, to‘day, embrac’d my child ;

1 have not held him in my widow'd avins.
Pyr. Ab, madam! should the threats' of Greece

pxev(ul

You'll have occasion for your tuus, indeed ! |
Hndr. Alas! what threatsi What can alarm the

: Greeks ? :

There are no Trojans left.
Pm. Their hate to Hector

€2
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Can never die: the terror of his name
still shakes their souls, and makes them dread his son.
Andr. A mighty honour for victorious Greece,
‘To fear an infant, a poor, friendless child !
Who smiles in bondage, nor yet knows himself
The son of Hector, and the slave of Pyrrhus.
Pyr. Weak ashe is, the Greeks demand his life,
And send no less than Agamemnon’s son
To fetch him hence. :
Andr. And, sir, do you comply :
With such demands *—This blow is aim’d at me.
How should the child avenge his slaughterd sire?
But, cruel men! they will not have him live
To cheer my heavy heart, and ease my bonds.
T promis'd to myself;in him,a son,
- Inhim; a friend, a husband, and a father.
But I must suffer sorrow heap’d on sorrow,
And still the fatal stroke must come from you.
Pyr. Dry up those tears; I must not see you weep ;
And know, I have rejected their demands.
‘The Grecks already threaten me with war;
But, should they arm, as once they did, for Helen,
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets;
_Should they prepare a second ten years’ siege,
And lay my towers and palacesin dust ; i
- I am determin’d to defend your son,
And rather die myself, than give him up.
But, madam, in-the midst of all these dangers,
Will you refuse' me a propitious smile?
Hated of Greece, and press'd on every side,
Let me not, madam, while I fight your cause,
- Let'me not combat with your cruelties,
And count Andromache amongst my foes. -
. Andr. Consider, sir, how this will sound in Grecce !
How can so great a soul betray such weakness ?
Let not men say; so generous a desion:
Was but the transport of a heart in Tove. s
- Py, Your charms will justify me to the world, "
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Andy. How can Andromache, a captive queen,
O’erwhelm’d with grief; a burden to herself,
Tarbour a thought of love? Alas ! what charms
Have these unhappy eyes, by you condemn’d
To weep for cver i—Talk of it no more.——

T'o reveience the misfortunes of a foe;

To succour the distress'd ; to give theson

To an afflicted mother; to repel

Confederate nations, leagu’d against his life;
Unbrib'd by love, unterrify’d by threats,

To pity, to protect him : these are cares,

These are cxploits, worthy Achilles’son. i

Pyr. Will your resentments, then, endure for ever?
Must Pyrrhus never be forgiven #—"Tis true,

My sword has often reck’d in Phrygian blood,

And canry’d havoc through your royal kindred ;
But you, fair princess, amply have aveng’d
Old Priam’s vanquish’d house ; and all the woes

1 brought on them, fall short of what I suffer.

We both have suffer’d in our-turns, and now

Qur common foes shall teach us to unite. :

Andr. Where does the captive not behold a foe ?

Pyr. Forget the term of hatred, and behold
A friend in Pyrrhus. Give mebut to hope,

Tl free your son—1I'll be a father to him;
Myself will teach him to avenge the Trojans.
Tl go in person to chastise the Greeks, ;
Both for your wrongs and mine. Inspir'd by you,
What would I not atchieve > Again shall Troy
Rise from its ashes : this right arm shall fix
Her seat of emnire, and your son shall reign.
Andy. Such dreams of greatness suit not my condi-
; tion: i :
His hopes of empire perish’d with his father.
No : thou imperial city, ancient Troy,
Thou pride of Asia, founded by the gods!
Never, oh, never, must we hope to see 5 f
Those bulwarks rise, which Hector could not guard .
. T S €3 :

3
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Sir, all I wish: for is some quiet exile,
Where far from Greece remoy’d,
I may conceal my son, and mourn my husband.
Your love creates me envy. ~ Oh, return,
Return to your betroth’d Hermione!
. Pyr. Why do you mock me thus? you know, I
cannot,
You know my heart is yours—my soul hangs on you;
You take up every wish: my waking thoughts,
And nightly dreams, are all employ’d on you.
’Tis true, Hermione was sent to share
My throune and bed ; and wouald, with transport, hear
The vows which you neglect.
Andr. She has no Troy,
No Hector to lament: she has not lost
A husband by your conquests. - Such a husband,
(Tormenting thought !) shose death alone, has made
Your sire immortal ! Pyrrhus and Achilles,
Are both grown great by my calamities.
Pyr. Madam,’tis well 1-—"Tis very well I I find
Your will must be obey’d ; imperious captive,
_ Ttshall.  Henceforth; I Blot you from my mind ;
You teach me to foraetyour charms ;—to hate you:
For know, inhuman beauty, I have lov'd
Too well to treat you with indifference.
“Think well upon it; my disorder'd soul
Wavers between th’ extreme of love and rage ;
I have been too tame ; J-will awake to vengeance !
The son shall answer for the mother’s scorn.
The Greeks demand him, nor will I endanger
My realms, to pleasure an ungrateful woman,
Andr. Then he must die!
He has no succour left, beside 1 SR
His mother’s tears, and his own innocence. SR
- Pyr. Go, madam, visit this unhappy son ; :
* The sight of h:mﬁnay bend your stubborn heart,
And turn to softness your unjust disdain. -
l shall once more apect your answer. Go .

s
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And think, while you embrace the captive boy,
Think, that Lis lifc depends on your resolves.
[Eveunt PyrRruUS and his ATTENDANTS.
Andr. Tll go; andin the anguish of my heart,
Weep o’er my child—If he must die, my life
Is wrapp’d in his; I'shall not long survive.
"T'is fot his sake that I have suffer’d life,
Groan’d in captivity, and outlivd Hector.
Yes, my Astyanax, we'll go together !
Together, to the realms of night, we'll go!
There to thy ravish’d eyes, thysire I'll show,
And poiut him out, among theshades below. [Ezeunt.

ACT THE- SECOND.

SCENE I.
An dpartment in the Palace.

Enter HErRMIONE and CLEONE.

Ier. Well, I'll be rul’d, Cleone—I will see him;

- I have told Pylades that he may bring him ;

. But, trust me, were I left to my own thoughts,
- I should forbid him yet. S

Cleo. And-why forbid him? 3

Is he not, madan, still the same Orestes?

Orestes, whose return you oft have wish’d ?

The man, whose sufferings you so late lamented,
- And often prais'd his constancy and love?
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« Her. That love, that constancy, so ill requited,
Upbraids meto myself. I blush, to.think
How I'have us'd him, and would shun his presence.
What will be my confusion, when he sees me
Negleeted and forsaken, like himself!
Will he not say, is tlis the scoraful maid,
The proud Hermione, that tyranniz’d
In Sparta’s court, and triumph’d in her charms ?
Her insolence at last 1s well repaid.
1 cannot bear the thought !

Cleo. You wrong yourself
With unbecoming fears.  He knows too well,
Your beauty, and your worth. Your lover comes

not

To offer 1nsults, but repeat his vows,
And breathe his ardent passion at your feet.
But, madam, what’s your royal father’s will ?
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta 2

Her. His orders are, if Pyrrhus sfill delay
The nuptials, and refuse to sacrifice ¥

_ This Trojan boy, I should with specd embark, -

And, with Orestes—

~ To work up all my rage |—To meditate

- Will be but too much quicken'd by the traitor,

And, with their embassy, return to Greece. . -
Cleo. What would: you more? Orestes comes in
time
To save your honour. = Pyrrhus cools apace :

« Prevent his falsebood, and forsake him first,
I know you hate him, you have told me so.

Her. Hate him! My injur'd honour bids me hate
him,
The ungrateful man! the man, I lov'd so dearly !

- The man, [ doted on'! Oh, my Cleone ! -
- How is it possible I should not hate him ?

Cleo. Then give him over, madam : Quit his court,

~_ Her. No; I must havetime =

A parting, full of horror ! My revenge

‘.\"
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Cleo. Do you then wait new insults, new affronts 2
To draw you from your father ! Then to leave you!
In his own court, to leave you, fora captive!

If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has done it.

Her. Why dost thou heighten my distress ? I' fear
To search out my own thoughts, and sound my heart.
Be blind to what thou see’st ; Believe me curd ;
Tlatter my weakness; tell me I have conquerd;

' Think, that my injur'd soul is set against him ;
And do thy best, to make me think so too.
"Cleo. Why would you loiter here then?
Her. Let us fly!
Let us begone! I'leave him to his captive;
Let him go kneel, and supplicate his slave.
Let us begone !'—But what, if he repent:
What, if the perjur’d prince again submit,
And sue for pardon ? What, if he renew
His former vows—But, oh, the faithless man!
He slights me—drives me to extremities !—However,
Pl stay, Cleone, to perplex their loves;
1'll stay, till, by an open breach of contract,
I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already
Their vengeance have I drawn upon the son;
The second embassy shall claim the mother:
I will redouble all my griefs upon her. :
Cleo. b, madam! whither does your rage trans-
5 port you'? X
Andromaclie, alas, is innocent !
A woman, plung’d in sorrow—dead to love;

- And, when she thinks of Pyrrhus, ’tis with horror.

Her. "Would I had done sotoo ! But, alas !
T made no secret of my passion to him,
Nor thounght it dangerous to be sincere.
My eyes, my tongue, my actions, spoke my heart.
Cleo. Well might you speak without rescrve, to one
- Encag’d to you by solemu oaths and treatics.
Her. His ardour, too, was an excuse to mine:

‘R
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With other eyes, he saw me then.—Cleone,
Thou may’st remember, every thing conspir'd
To favour him: my father’s wrongs aveng'd ;
The Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Trojan spoils ;
His mighty sire’s, his own immortal fame; 4
His eager love—all, all conspir'd against me!
But I have done—I'll think no more of Pyrrhus.
Orestes wants not merit, and he loves me.
- My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him ;
And, if T've power o’er my heart, ’tis his.
Cleo. Madam, he comes.
Her. Alas, I did not think
He was so near! I wish I might not sce him.

LEnter ORESTES.

How am [ to interpret, sir, this visit?

Is it a compliment of form, or love?
Ores. Madam, you know my weakness, ’Tis my

) fate B ) :

To love, unpity’d;: to desire to'see you ;

And still to swear cach time may be the last,

My passion breaks through'my repeated oaths,

And every time I'visit you, I'm perjur’d.

Iven now, I find my wounds all bleed afresh s

1 blush to ownit, but I know no cure,

I call the gods to witness, I have try’d

Whatever man could do, but try’d in vain, 5

To wear you from my mind. = Through stormy seas,

And sivage climes, in a whole year of absence,

I courted danaers, and | long'y for death.

. Her. Why will you, thus, indulge the mournful
ST St e ik ; Ry
~ Itill becomes tlie ambassador of Greece,
- Ta talkeof dying, and o' love. - Remember

The kings you represent; shall their revenge -
. Bedisappointed by your ill-fim'd passion ¥ -
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Discharge your embassy—'"tisnot Orestes
The Grecks desire should die. ©
Ores. My embassy :
Is at an end: for Pyrrhus has refus’d
To-give up Hector's son. . Some hidden power
Protects the boy. : :

Her. Faithless, ungrateful man! [Asi(k:.
Ores. I now piepare for Greece; but, ere I go,
» Wouldshear my final doom pronounc’d by you— =

- What do L say 1—1I do already hearit;
- My doom is fix'd—1 read it In your eyes.
Her. Will you then stll despair #—be still suspl-
cious?
What have I done ?—wherein have I been cruel?
’Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus;
/" But’twas my royal father sent me hither.
And who can tell, but I' have shar’d your griefs ?
‘Have I ne'er wept in secret? —never wish’ s
. To see Orestes ?
Ores.” Wish’d to see Orestes?
O joy! O ecstacy! My soul’s intranc’d !
O charming princess! O transcendant maid !
"My utmost wish !—Thus, thus let me express
DMy boundless thanks ! 1 never was unhappy——
~ Am I Orestes?
" Her. You are Orestes
The same unalter’d; generous, faith ful lover;
- The prince, whom I esteem, whom I lament,
+ And whom I fain would teach my heatt to love.
Oges. Ay, there it is! I have but your esteem,
While Pyrrhus has your heart.
Her, Believe me, prince,
2 V.Were you.as Pyrrhus, I should hate you !
- Ores: No/! :
"l should be bless'd—I should be lov'd, as heis! .
* Xet, all this while, T die by your disdain, :
£ thle ‘he negleets your clnums, and courts another.
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Her. And who has told you, prince, that I'm neg~
lected ?
Has Pyrrhus said—Oh, I shall go distracted !
Has Pyrrhus told you so? or is it you
Who think thus meanly of me ?—>ir, perhaps,
All do not judge like you.
Ores. Madam, ¢o on— :
Insult mestill; I'm us'd to bear your scorn.
+ Her. Why am I told how Pyrrhus loves or, hates
Go, g0, and arm the Greeks against the rebel ;
Let them lay waste his'country, raze his towns,
Destroy his fleets, his palaces—himself'!
Go, go, and tell me then how much I love him !
Ores. To hasten his destruction, come yourself;
And work your royal father to his ruin.
Her. Meanwhile, he weds Andromache L
. Ores. Ah, princess !
Whatis't I hear?
Her. What infamy for Greece,
If he should wed ‘a Phrygian, and'a captive? {
~Ores. Is this your hatred, madam ?~='Tis in vain
To hide your passion—every thing betrays it ;
Your looks, your speech, your anger,—nay, your si-
lence ; i
Your love appears in all ; yoursecret flame
Breaks out the/more, the more you would conceal it.
Her. Yourjealousy perverts my meaning still,
And wrests each circumstance to your disquiet ;
My very hate is construed into fondness.
Ores. Impute my fears, if groundless, to my love.
Her. Then hear me, sir—Obedience to a father
- First brought me hither; and the same obedience
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence,
Or my offended father shall recall me.
Tell this proud king, that Menalaus scorns
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece:
Bid him resign Astyanax, or me.
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If he persists to guard the hostile boy,
Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. [Eaxit.
Ores. Then is Orestes bless’d | My griefs are fled |

Fled, like a dream!—unlook’d-for joy!
* Never let love despair ;—The prize is mine!

Be smooth, ye seas, and ye propitious winds,

Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coasts!
~ I'long to see the sails unfurl'd—But sce !

- Pyrrhus approaches ina happy hour !

Enter Pyrruus and PH@NIX.

Pyr. 1 was in pain to find you, prince. My warm
Ungovern'd temper, would not let me weigh
The importance of your embassy, and hear
You argue for my good.—I was to blame.
I since have pois'd your reasons, and I thank
My good-allies ;—their care deserves my thanks.
You have convinc’d me, that thé weal of Greece,
My father’s honour, and my own repose,
Demand, that Hector's race should be destroy'd.
I shall deliver up Astyanax,
And you yourself shall bear the victim hence.
Ores. 1f you approve it, sit, and are content
To spill the blood of a defenceless child,
The offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd.
Pyr. Closer to strain the knot of our alliance,
I have determin’d to espouse Hermione. 3
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites:
In you, the kings of Greece will all be present,
And you have right to personate her father,
As his ambassador, and brother’s son.
Go, prince, renew your visit ; tell Hermione,
To-morrow, I receive her from your hands. ;
Ores. [Aside.] Oh, change of fortune! Oh, undone
Orrestes! [Eazt.
. Pyr. Well, Pheenix ! Am'I still a slave to love?
‘What think’st thou now? Am I myself again ?
Phan, "Tis as it should be ; this discovers Pyrrhus ;
D
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Shows all thehero: now you are yourself—
Theson, the rival of the great Achilles!
Greece will applaud you, and the world confess,
Pyrrhus has conquer’d Troy a second time!

Pyr. Nay, Phanix,;now I but begin to triumph ;
I never was a conqueror till now ;
Believe me, a whole host, a war of foes,
May sooner be subdu’d, than love. ~ Oh, Pheenix !
What ruin have I shunn’d! The Greeks, enrag’d,
Hung o’er me like a gathering storm, and soon
Tad burstin thunder on.my head: while I
Abandon’d duty, empire, honour, all,
To please a thankless woman |—One kind look
Had quite undone me!

Phan. Oh, my royal master!
The gods, in favour to you, made her cruel.”

PJF Thuu saw’st, wnh how much scorn she tfeats
ed me!

When I permitted her to see her son, :
i hop’d it might have work’d her to my wishes. ==
I went to see the mournfal interview, O
And found her bath’d in tears, and lost in passion ;-
Wild with distress, a thousand times, she call’d
- On Heetor’s name: and, when I spoke in comfort,
And promis'd my protection to her son,
She kiss'd the boy, and call’d again on Hector:
Docs shie then, think, that I preserve the boy,
To sooth, and keep alive, her Rame for Hecior ?
Plign. No doubt, she does, and thinks you favour’ d
in it
_But let her go, for an ungrateful woman !
Pyr. T know the 1houuht> of her proud stubbom
i ‘heart;
Vain of her charms, and insolent in beaut), ;
- She mocks my rage; and when it threatens loud
Expects 'twill soon be hiumbled into love,
But weshall change our parts, and she shall ﬁnd
- X can be deaflike her, and sleel my heart $iet o
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: She is Hector’s widow ; I, Achilles’son !
Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromache.
Phan. My royal master, talk of her no more;
1 do not like this anger. Your Hermione
Should now engross your thoughts. ’[is time to sec
her;
’Tis time you should prepare the nuptial rites,
And not rely upon a rival’s care;
It may be dangerous.
. Pyr. But, tell me, Pheenix,
Dost thou not think, the proud Andromache
Will be enrag’d, when I shall wed the princess?
_ Phen. Why does Andromache still haunt your |
thoughts?
What is't to you, be she enragd, or pleas'd ?
Let her name perish—think of her no more. :
Pyr. No, Phenix ;—I have been too gentle with
her,
I hiave check'd my wrath, and snﬂed my Tesentment:
She knows not yet, to w hat degree I hate her.
- Let us return—I’ll brave her 10 her face :
Pl give my anger its, free course against her.
Thou shalt see, Pheenix, how I'll break her pride!
Phen. Oh, go not, sir'—There’s ruin in her eyes!
You do not know your strength; you'll fall before
her,
Adore her beauty, and revive her scorn. :
Pyr. That were, indecd, a most unmanly weakness!
- Thou dost not know me, Pheenix.
Phaen. Ah,my prince !
You are still struggling in the toils of love.
Pyr. Canstthou then think, I loye this woman st)ll?
“ One, who repays my passion with disdain !
A stranger, captiye, friendless and forlorn ;
She and hier darling son within my power;
Her life a forfeit to the Greeks : yet I
-'Pmserve her son—would take her to my throne,
. D s)

L]
=t
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Would fight her battles, and avenge her wrongs
And all this while she treats me as her foe !

Phan. You haye it in your power to be reveng'd.

Pyr. Yes—and I'll show my power! I'll give her

cause

To hate me! her Astyanax shall die—
What tears will then be shed! How will she then,
In bitterness of heart, reproach my name !
Then, to complete her woes, will I espouse
Hermione— Twill stab her to the heart!

Plen. Alas, you threaten like a lover still!

Pyr. Phenix, excuse this struggle of my soul 5
"Tis the last effort of expiring love,

Phan. Then hasten, sir, to see the Spartan prmccss,
And turn the bent of your desires on her.

Pyr. O, ’tis a heavy task to conquer love,
And wean the soul from her accustom’d fondness !
But,come—A long farewell to Hector’s widow !
*Tis with asecret pleasure I look back,
And see the many dangers I have pass'd.
The merchant, thus, in dreadful tempests toss’d,
Thrown by the waves on some unlook’d-for coast,
Oft turns, and sees, with a delighted eye,
Midst rocks and shelves, the broken billows fly ;
And, while the outrageous winds the decp deform,
Smiles on the tumult,and enjoys the storm, [Ea.mm
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ACT THE THIRD

SCENE I.

Another Apartment in the Palace,

Enter PYLaDEs and ORESTES.

Pyl. For Heaven's sake, sir, compose your rufﬂcd
mind,

. And moderate your rage.

Ores. No, Pylades !
This is no time for counsel.—I am deaf.
Talk not of reason ! I have been too patient.
Life is not worth my care.—Ny soul grows desperate.
T'll bear her off, or perish in the attempt.
Tl force her from Lis ar ms—By Heaven, I will!
Pyl. Well, ’tis agreed, my friend—We ’Il foree ‘her
hcnce, 3
But still consider—we are in Epirus.
The court, the guards, Hermione lherself,
The very air we breathe, belonws to Pyrrhu ;
Good gods ! what tempted you 'to scek her kere ?
Ores. Lost to myself, I knew not what I did—
. My purposes were wild.  Perbaps, I came
- To menace Pyrrthus, and upbraid the woman.
. Pyl. This violence of temper may prove fatal.
 Ores. 1 must be more than man, to bear these
" shocks,
These outrages of fate, with temper.
- He tclls me that he weds Hermione, :
. And will, to-morrow, take her from my hand !
My hand shall sooner tear the tyrant's heart
; = D’ 3
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Pyl. Your passion blinds you, sir; he’s not to blame.
Could you but look into the soul of Pyrshus,
Perhaps you’llfind it tortur'd, like your own.
Take my advice—Think not to force her hence;
But fly yourself from her destructive charms.
Her soul is link’d to Pyrrhus.
Ores. Talk no more!
I cannot bear the thought! She must be mine!
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand,
I'd stand the bolt, and challenge all his fury,
Ere I resign Hermione—By force
T’ll snatch her hence,and bear her to my ships !
Have we forgot her mother, Helen’s rape ?
Pyl. Will, then; Orestes.turn a ravisher,
And blot his embassy ?
Ores. Oh, Pylades! ik
My grief weighs heavy on me—"twill distract me!
Oh, Ieave me to myself |—
Mine be the danger, mine the enterprize.
All T request of thee, is to return,
And, in' my place; convey Astyanax
(As Pyrrhus has consented) into Greece.
Go, Pylades. : : 5
Pyl. Lead on, my friend, lead on!
Let us bear off Hermione! No toil,
Noidanger, can deter a friend——Lead on !
_ This very night we'll carry her on board. g
Ores. I’I“hou art'too good—I trespass on thy friend--
ship:
i But, oh! excuse a wretch, whom 110 man pities,
Iixcept thyself; one, just about to lose
- The treasure of his'soul ! whom all mankind
~ Conspire to hate, and one, who hates himself:
~ When will my friendship be of use to thee ? :
Pyl. The question is unkind.—But now, remember
To keep your counsels close, and hide your thoughts;
~ Let not Hermione suspect NO MOrc— sl
- I see her eoming, sir. - >
g L
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Ores. Away, my friend ;
1 am advis'd ;, my all depends upon it.
[Exit PYLADES,

Enter HervioNe and CLEONE,

Ores. Madam, your orders are obey’d ; T have scen
Pyrrhus, my rival ; and have gain’d him for you.
The king resolves to wed you.

Her. So I am told; ;

And, farther, Tam inform’d, that you, Orestes,

Are to dispose me for the intended marriage.

Ores. And are you, madam, willing to comply ?

Her. What can I do, alas! my faith is promis'd z |
Can I refuse what is not mine to give?

A princess is not at her choice tolove ;

All we have left us is a blind obedience:

And yet you see how far I had comply'd,

And made my duty yield to your entreaties.

Ores. Al, cruel maid! you knew—»but I have done.
All have a night to please themselyes in love.

I blame you not. 'Tis true, I hop'd—but you
Are mistress of your heart, and I'm content.

’Tis fortune is my enemy, not you.

But, madam, T shall spare you farther pain

On this uneasy theme, and take my leave. [Exit.

Iler. Cleone, couldst thou think he'd be so calm

Cleo. Madam, his silent grief sits heavy on him.
He.is to be pitied. His too eager love
Has made him busy to his own destruction.

“His threats have wrought this change of mind in
Pyrrhus.

. Her. Dost thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear?
“Whom should the intrepid Pyrrhus fear? The Greeks?
.Did he not lead their harrass'd troops to conquest,
When they despaird, when they retir'd from Troy,

- And sought for shelter in their burning fleets?
- No, Oh, Cleone, he is above constraint ;
e acts unforc’d ; and where he weds; he loyes.
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Cleo. O, that Orestes had remain’d in Greces !
1 fear to-morrow will prove faral to him.
Her, Wilt thou discourse of nothing but Orestcs?
Pyrrhus is mine again | Is mine for ever!
The bold the brave, the godlike: Pyrrhus !
On,-my Cleone, 1 am wild with joy !
Cleo. Madam, conceal your joy— I see Andromac !le
She weeps, and comes. to speak her sorrows to you.
Her, Iwould indulge the gladness of my heart!
Tet us retire—Tler gricf is out of season.

Enter ANDROMACHE and CEPHISA.

Andr. Ah; madam! whither, whither do you fly?

Where can your eyes behold a sight more pleasing
- Fhan Hector's widow, supphant and in tears?
1 come notan alarm'd, a jealous foe, :
To envy you'the heart-your charms have won—-
The enly nvan I sought to please, is gone ;
Kill’d'in my sight, by aninhuman hand
But, oh, T haye a son !-—And you, one day,
\\’1![ be no stranger to @ mother’s fondness :
But Heaven forbid that you should ever know
A mother’s sorrow for an only son.
: Her joy, her bliss, her last surviving comfort |
When every hour she trembles for his life !
“Your power o’er Pyrrhus may velieve my fcars
Alas, what danger is Lhere in a child, oA
+ Sav’d from the wreck of a whole ruin’d cmplre 2
. Let me go hide him in some desert isle:
You may rely upon my tender care
To keep him far from perils of ambition : e
“All he can learn of me ' will be to weep: R v
. Her. ‘Madam, °tis easy to/conceive your gncf
_.But it would ill become me 1o soucn

In contradiction to my father’s will :
If Pyrrhus, madam, must be.wrought to pity,
‘No ‘omat does 1t better than youlself
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If you gain him, I shall comply, of course.
[Eveunt Hendion g and CLEONE.
_4ndr. Didst thou not mind with what disdain she
_ spoke? ;
Youth and prosperity have made her vain;
She has not seen the fickle turns of life.
Ceph. Madam, were I as you, I'd take her counsel;
I'd speak my own distress: on¢ look from you
Will vanquish Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks—
See, where he comes Lay hold on this occasion.

Enter Pyrruus and PneNix.
Pyr. Where is the princess?—Did you not mform
me,
Hermione was here ? [To Prn@N1x.
Phen. 1 thought so, sir. :
Andr. Thou se¢’st what mighty power my eyes have
on him! - [To CepHisa.
Pyr. Whatsays she, Phenix ?
Andr. I haveno hope left!
Phan. Let us begone—Hermione expects you. -
Ceph. What do you, madam ¢ break this sullen si-
lence. i :
Andr; My child’s already promis'd !—
Cepl. But not given.
Andr. No! no!——my tears are vain !'—His doom
s fixdd ! ’
. Pyr. Sce, if she deigns to cast one look upon us!
Proud woman!
Andr. I provoke him by my presence
Let us retire. )
~ Pyr. Come, let us satisfy ¢
 The Greeks, and give them up this Phrygian boy.
Andy. Ah, sir, recall those words—What have you
said ! =
If you give up my son, oh,’give up me !—
* You, who so many times have sworn me friendship:
Oh, Heavens! will you not look with pity on mei
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Is thue no hope? Is there no room for pardon?

Pyr. Phenix will answer you—My word is past.

Am]p You, who would brave so many dangers for

me—

Pyr. I was your lover then—I now am free.

To favour you, I might have spard his life
But you would never vouchsafe to ask it of me.
Now 'tis too late.

Andr. Oh, sir, excuse :

The pride of royal blood, that checks my soul,
And knows not how to be importunate,

You know, alas! I was not born to kneel,

To sue for pity, and to own a master.

Pyr. No,in your heart you curse me! you dlsdam
My gencrous flame, and scorn to be oblig'd ! s
But I shall leave you to your great resentments.

Let us go, Pheenix, and appease the Greeks.

Ceph. Oh, madam

Andr. What can I do more? The tyrant
Sces my distraction, and msults my tears.

; [To Ceprisa.
—Behold, how low you have reduc’d a queen!
These eyes have seen my country laid in ashes,
My kindred fall in war, my father slain,

. My husband dragg’d in his own blood, my son
Condemn’d to bondage, and myself a slave L0

~ Yer, in the midst of these unheard-of woes,
‘Twas some relief to find myself your captives
And that my son, deriv’d from ancient kings,
Since he must serve, had Pyrrhus for his master.
'When Priam kneel’ d the great Achilles wept:-

I hop’d I should not find “his son less noble :

1 thought the brave were still the more compas-:

sxonate 3

Oh, do not, sir, divide me from my child I —
If be must die
_ Pyr. Pheenix, withdraw a while. = [Exit P}ICE‘\TI\.‘
Rise, madam—Yet you may preserve yourson. . .
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I find, whenever T provoke your tears,
1 furnish you with arms against myself.
T thought my hatred fix’d before I saw you.
‘Oh, turn your eyes upon me, while I speak !
“And see if you discover in my looks
An angry judge, or an obdurate foe.
Why will you force me to desert your cause?
In your son’s name, I beg we may be friends.
Let me entreat you to secure his life!
Must I turn suppliant for him ?
Think, oh think,
’Tis the last time—you both may yet be happy !
T know the ties I break, the foes I arm;
T wrong Hermione ; I send her hence,
And with her diadem T bind your brows.

“ Consider well, for ’tis of moment to you! *
Chuse to be wretched, madam, or a queen.
1 leave you to your thoughts. When I return,

- Welll to the temple—There you'll find your son;
And there he crown’d, or give him up for evey. [Exif.

Ceph. I told you, madam, that in spite of Greece,

Vou would o’er-rule the malice of your fortune.

Andr. Alas, Cephisa, what haye I obtaind !

Only a poor short respite for my son ! S

Ceph. You have enough approv'd your faith to

 Hector; : 1 ‘
- To be reluctant still would be a crime. o

Andr. How!—wouldst thou give me Pyirhus fora’

5 husband ?

Ceph. Think you’twill please the ghost of your dead
- husband, i
~ That you should sacrifice his son? Consider,

“Pyrrhus once more wmyites you to-a throne;
Turns all his power against the foes of Troy 5
Remembers not Achilles was his father;

- Retracts his conquest, and forgets his hatred.
' Andy. But how can I forget it I—how can I
- Forget my Hector, treated with dishonour’;
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Depriv'd of funeral rites, and vilely dragg’d,

A bloody corpse, about the walls of Troy !

Can I forget the good old king, his father,

Slain in my presence—at the altar slain!

Which vainly, for protection, he embrac’d.

Hast thou forgot that dreadful night, Cephisa,
When a whole people fell!  Methinks, I see
Pyrrhus enrag'd, and, breathing vengeance, enter
Amidst the glare of burning palaces :

I see him hew his passage through my brothers,
And, bath’d in blood, lay all my kindred waste!
Think, in this scene of horror, what I suffer’d !
This is the courtship I receiv'd from Pyrrhus;
And this the husband thou wouldst give me '—No,
We both will perish first ™ I'll ne’er consent.

Ceph. Since you resolve Astyanax shall die,
Haste to the temple, bid your son farewell.

Andr. O Cephisa !

Thou hast awaken’d all the motherin me.

How can [ bid farewell to the dear child,

Tlhe pledge, the image, of my much-lov'd lord !
But, Oh! while I deliberate, he dies!

No, no, thou must not die, while I can save thee-
Oh, let me find out Pyrrhus !—Oh, Cephisa !

Do you go find him. :

Ceph. What must I say to him ? =

Andr. Tell him, T love my son to such excess— -
But, dost thou think, he means the child shall die ? -

Ceph. Madam, he’ll soon be here—resolve on some-

*  thing. '

Andr. Well then, assure him—-—
- Ceph. Madam, of your love ?

Andr. Alas, thou know’st that is not in
Oh, my dead lord! Oh, Priam’s royal hon
Oh, my Astyanax! at what a prica
Thy mother buys thce !—Let us go.

Ceph. But whither? ;
And what does your unscttled heart resolve?

my power:
se! ;
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Andr. Come, my Cephisa, let us go together
To the sad monument, which I have rais’d
To Hector’s shade 5 where, in their sacred urn,
The ashes of my hero lie enclos'd. ;
There let me weep, there summon to my aid,
With pious rite, my Hector's awful shade; -
Let him be witness to my doubts, my fears ;
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears :
‘Oh, may he rise, in pity, from his tomb !
And fix his wretched son’s uncertain doom. [ Breunt.

ACT THE FOURTH.
SCENE I.

The Palace.

' Enter HErMIONE and CLEONE.

“Cleo. This unexpected silence, this reserve,
This outward calm, this unsettled frame of mind,

- After such wrongs and insults, much surprise me!
You, who before could not command your rage, .
When Pyrrhus look’d but kindly on his captive;
How can you bear, unmov’d, that he should wed her,
And seat her on a throne, which you should fill ?
“T'were better, madam—— :

‘Her. Haye you call'd Orestes?
‘ Gt
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Cleo. Madam, I have—his love is too impatient
Not to obey with speed the welcome summons.
His love-sick heart o’erlooks his unkind usage:
His ardour’s still the same.—NMadam, he’s here !

Enter ORESTES.

Ores. Ah, madam, is it true? does then Orestes
At length attend you by your own commands 2
What can 1 do—

Her. Orestes, do you love me ?

Ores.- What means that question, princess >—Do I

love you?
My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my fears,
My farewell, my return—all speak my love.
Her. Avenge my wrongs, and I'll believe them all.
Ores. It shall be done—My soul has catch’d th’
alarm;
We'll spirit up the Greeks—I'll lead them on :.
Your cause shall animate our fleets and armies.
Let us return—let us not lose a moment,
But urge the fate of this devoted land :
Let us depart.

Her. No, prince, let us stay here!

I will have vengeance here—I will not carry

This load of infamy to Greece, nor trust

The chance of war, to vindicate my wrongs.
Ere I depart, I'll make Epirus mourn.

If you avenge me, let it be this instant ;

My rage brooks no delay—haste to the temple, '
Haste, prince, and sacrifice him!

Ores. Whom ?

Her. Why, Pyrrhus.

Ores. Pyrrhus! Did you say, Pyrrhus?

Her. You demur—

Oh fly ! begone! give me not time to think—
Talk not of laws—he tramples on all laws—
Let me not hear him justify’d—away !

4 s 5
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Ores. You cannot think I'll justify my rival.
Madam, your love has madehim criminal.
You shall have vengeance—I’ll have vengeance too:
But let our hatred be profest and open.
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war;
Let us attack him in his strength; and hunt him down
By conquest—Should I turn base assassin,
’Twould sully all the kings I represent.
- Her. Have not I been dxshonourd, set atnought;
Expos'd to public scorn >—And will you suffer
The tyrant, who dares use me thus, to live?
Know, prince, I hate him more than once I lov'd him.
The gods alone can tell how once I lov'd him ;
Yes, the false, perjur'd man, I once did love hlm'
. And, spite'of all his crimes and broken VOWS,
_1f heshould live, I may relapse—who knots -
But I to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ?
Ores. First let me tear him plece-mea.l—he shall
die.—
Buf, madam, give me leisure to contrive
The place, the time, the manner of his death :
Yet I’m a stranger in the court of Pyrrhus ;
Scarce have I sct my foot within Epirus,
When you enjoin me to destroy the prince.
Itshall be done this very night.
 _Her. But now, ;
‘This very hour, he weds Andromache!
Begone, Orestes—kill the faithless tyrant ; =
My love shall recompence the glorious dced
‘ Oyes. Consider, madam
Her. You but mock my rage !
. Think you to merit by your idle sighs,
- And not attest your love by one brave action ?
Go, with your boasted constancy! and leave
Hermione to execute her own revenge.
I blush to think how my too easy faith
Has twice been baffled in one shameful hour!
E2
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Ores.- Hear me but speak '—you know I'llidie to
. serve you ! : :

Her. T’ll go myself—T'l stab him at the altar;
Then drive the poniard, recking with his blood,
Through my own heart.

Better to dic with him, than live with you! :

Ores. That were tomake him blest, and me more

wretched.
DMadam, he dies by me—Have you a foe,
And shall I let himlive? My rival too!
Ere yon meridian sun declines, he dies ;
And you shall say, that I deserve your love:

Her. Go, prince; strike home! and leave the rest

¢ to me;—

Let all your ships stand ready for our flight. :
[Exit: ORESTES.

Cleo. Madam, you’ll perish in this bold attempt-

Her. Give me my vengeance, 'm content to perish.
Oh, would Orestes, when he gives the blow,

Tell him he dies.my victim ! (e st
Haste, my Cleone! Haste, and tell him, -
My revenge is lost, if Pyrrhus knows not,
That he dies by me! g

Cleo. I shall obey your orders—But I see
The king approach—Who could expect him here?

Her. Tly! O fly! and bid Orestes :

. Not to proceed a step before I see him. 2
» : [Exit CLEONE.

- Enter PYRREUS and PHEN1X.

Pyr. Madam, T ought to shun an injur'd princess :
Your distant looks reproach me: and I .come. '
Not to defend, but to avow, my guilt.

Pyrrhus will ne'er approve his ewn injustice. - ;
Nor form excuses while his heart condemns bim. * -
Discharge your anger on this perjur’d man !
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For I abhor:my crime! and should be pleas’d
To hear you speak your wrongs aloud : No terms,
No bitterness of wrath, nor keen reproach,
Will equal ‘half the upbraidings of my heart.
Her. I find, sir, you can be sincere: you scorn
To act your crimes, like other men.
A hero should be bold ; above all laws ;
Be bravely false, and ]augh at solemn ties.
To be per ﬁdlous, shows a daring mind!
And you haye nobly triumph’d o'er a maid!
To court me—to reject me—to veturn—
Then to forsake me for a Phrygian slave—
To lay proud Troy in ashes—then to raise
The son of Hector, and renounce the Greeks,
Are actions worthy the great soul of Pyrrhus!
Pyr. Madam, go on: give your resentment birth,
And pour forth all yourindignation on me. -
Her. *T'would please your qucen, should I upbraid
your falsehood:
I'should o’erflow with tears, and die with grief;
And furnish out‘a tale to sooth her pride ;
But, sir, I would not overcharge her joys.
If you would charm Andromache, recount
Your bloody battles, yourexploits, your slaughters,
Your greatachievements in her father’s palace.
She necds must love the man, who fought so bravely,
And in her sight slew half her royal kindred !
- Pyr. With horror I look back on my past deeds!
I punish'd Helen’s wrongs too far ; I shed
Too much of blood. But, madam, Helen’s daughter
Should not object those ills the mother causd.
However, T am pleas’d to find you hate me—
I was too forward to accuse myself—
‘The man, who ne’er was lov'd, can ne'er be false.
Obedience to a father, brought you hither ;
And I stood bound by promise to receive you.
But our desires‘were different ways‘inclin’d 3
And you, I own, were not oblig’d to loyve me.
: 7 E3
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Her. Have I not lov'd you, then! perfidious man'!
For you | slighted all the Grecian princes ;
Forsook my Tather’s house ; conceal’d my wrongs,
When most provok’d ; would not return to Sparta,
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart.
I loy'd you when inconstant ; and even now,
Inhuman king! that you pronounce my death,
My heart stilt doubts, if I should love or hate you—
But, Oh! since you resolve to wed another,
Defer your eruel purpose till to-morrow,
That I may not be here to grace her triumph !
This is the last request, I e’er shall make you—
See, if the barbarous prince vouchsafes an answer !
Go, then, to the lov'd Phrygian; hence! begone!
And bear to her those vows, that once were mine:
Go, in' defiance to the avenging gods ! ;
Begone ! the priest expectsyou at the altar—
But, tyrant, have a care I ccme not thither;  [Euit.
- Phen. Sir, did you mind her threats? your life’s in ;
. dabger: : :
There is no trifling with a woman’s rage. = *
The Greeks, that swarm about the court, all hate
: you 3 3 5
Will treat you as their country’s enemy,
And join in her revenge—Besides, Orestes
Stll loves ber to distraction.—Sir, I beg— ¥
Pyr. How, Pheenix, shouldI feara woman’s threats?
A nobler passion takes up all my thoughts: |~ +
1 must prepare to meet Andromache. i
Do thou place all my guards about her son:
If be be safe, Pyrrhus is free from fear. - [Emit.s
" Plan. Oh, Pyrrhus! Oh, what pity ’tis, the gods,
- Who fill'd thy soul with every kingly virtue,
~ Should leave thee so expos’d to wild desires,
- That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reason !
: : X [ Flourish.

But see, the quecn,



SCENE1.]  THE DISTRESSED MOTHER. 43

Magniﬁce}xt in royal pride, appears!
I must obey, and guard her son from danger.  [Exit.

Enter ANDrROMACHE and CEPHIISA.

Ceph. Madam, once more, you look and move a
queen.
Your sorrows are dispers’d, your charms revive,
And every faded beauty blooms anew.

Andr. Yet all is not as I could wish, Ccphisa.
Ceph. You see the king is watchful o’er your son;
Decks him with plmcc]_y robes-——\\nh guards sur-

rounds him.,
Astyanax begins to reign already.
Andy. Pyrrhus is noble minded ; and I fain
Would live to thank him for Astyanax:
"Tis a vain thought.—However, since my child
Has such a friend, I ought not to repine.
Ceph. For Heaven's sake, madam, let me know your
griefs!
If you distrust my faith
Andr. That were to- wrong thee.
Know, then, the secret purpose of my soul :
Andromache will not be false to Pyrrhus,
Nor violate her sacred love to Hector.
This hour I'll meet the king ; the holy priest
. Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows.
This will'secure a father to my child :
That doune, I have no farther use for life:
This pointed dagger, this determin’d hand,
Shall save my virtue, and conclude my woes.
Ceph. Oh, never think that I will stay behind
ou !
Life is r?ot worth my care, when you are gone.
Andr. I must commitinto thy faithful hands
_ All that is'dear and precious to my soul;
: Lwe, and supply my absence to my child.
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All that remains of Troy ; a future progeny
Of heroes, and a distant line of kings,
In him, is all intrusted to thy care.
. Cepk. Oh for a spirit, to support my grief!—
Is there ought more, before you go for ever ? ;
Andr. Oh, my Cephisa ! my swoln heartis full ¢
I have a thousand farewells to my son—
- But tears break in—Grief interrupts my speech !—
My soul o’erflows in fondness!—Let him know
I'dy’d to save him :
Season his mind with early hints of glory ;
Make him acquainted with his ancestors ;
Trace out theirshining story in his thoughts ;
Dwell on the exploits of hisimmortal father;
And, sometimes, let him hear his mother’s name.
He must be taught to stifle his resentments,
And sacrifice his vengeance to his safety.
Should he prove headstrong, rash, or unadyis'd,
He then will frustrate all his mother’s virtue,
Provoke his fate, and I shall die in vain.
[ Elousish within.
Hark, how the trumpet, with its sprightly notes, :
Proclaims th” appointed hour, and calls us hence !
Hector, I come, once more a queen, to join thee!
Thus, the gay victim, with fresh garlands crown’d,
Pleas’d with the sacred fife’s enlivening sound,
Through gazing crowds, in solemn state proceeds s
- And, dress'd in fatal pomp, magnificently bleeds.
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ACT THE FIFTH.

SCENE I.

The Palace.

HerMIONE alone.

Her. What have I done? Where am I'? Where is
- Pyrrhus? -
Ye gods | what mean these horrors ?—I'm undone!
My soul is on the rack! Icannot bearit !

 Why do I wander, like some guilty ghost ? |
What brought me to this place? What keeps me here?
The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me! ;
Do I still doubt, if I should love, or hate him?
Hard hearted man! how unconcern’d he leftme !

. Did'he once sigh? bestow one pitying look ?

* Once shed a tear? or speak one soft, kind word ?
Did he so much as feign one moment’s sorrow, *
To calm my grief, and mitigate his falsehood 2
Why am I still-thus anxious for his life?

- Why do I start at his impending fate?
iShall he then live? Shall the base traitor live,

 To laugh at my distress? No, Jet him perish!

Be quick, Orestes ! —Execute my orders!

Oh, gods—my orders ! Oh, preposterous guilt !
Was it for this, I left my father’s court ?

Haye I then cross’'d so many realms and seas,
To murder Pyrrhus? :
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Enter CLEONE.

Oh, Cleone, help me!
What have I done ?—Is Pyrrhus yet alive?
What say’st thou?—Answer me—Where is the king ?
Cleo. Madam, I'saw the cruel prince set forward,
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy.
Still as he walk’d, his ravish’d eyes were fix’d
On the fair captive ; while through shouting crowds
She pass'd along, with a dejected air, s
And seem’d to mourn her Hector to the last.
Hey. Insulting tyrant! [shall die with rage!
But say, Cleone, didst thou mark him well ?
Was his brow smooth ? Say, did there notappear
Some shade of grief—some little cloud of sorrow ?
Did he not stop ? Did he not once look back?
Didst thou approach him ? Was he not confounded ?
Did he not Oh, be quick, and tell me all!
Cleo. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits
‘No thought but love. Unguarded,-he march’d on,
’Midst a promiscuous throng of friends and foes;
His cares all turn upon Astyanax,
~ Whom he haslodg'd within the citadel, .
Defended by the strength of all his guards. .
Her. Enough !—He dies!—The traitor —Where's
Orestes ?.
Cleo. He'’s inthe temple, with his whole retinue,
Her. Is he still resolute? Is hestill determin’d ?
Cleo. Madam, I fear——
Her, How ! Is Orestes false?
Does he betray me too?
~ Cleo. A 'thousand doubts
Perplex his soul, and wound him with remorse’;
- His virtue and his love prevail, by turns.
He told me, Pyrrhus should not fall ignobly—
- Pyrrhus, the warlike son of great Achilles!
He dreads the censure of the Grecian states;—
Of all mankind, and fears to stain his honour,
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Her. Poor tim’rous wretch !
Am I bright Helen’s daughter ?
To vindicate her wrongs, all Greece conspir'd
For her, confederate natlons fought, and J\mvs were
slain ;
Troy was o'erthrown, and a whole empnc fell..
My eyes want force to raise.a lover’s arm
Againsta tyrant, that has dar'd to wrong me !
C’Zeo. Madam, like Helen, trust your cause to
; Greece.
Her. No! T'll avenge myself—TlI to the temple!
T’Il overturn the altar—stab the priest!
T’IL hurl destruction, like a whirlwind, round me i
- Stand off ! hold’me not! I am all distraction V.
O Pyrrhus! tyrant ! traitor ! thou shalt bleed:!

Enter ORESTES.

Ores. Madam, ’tis _done—your orders are obey
The tyrant lies expiring at the altar,
Her. Is Pyrrhus slain 7
Ores. Evn now, he gasps in death, ;
Our Greeks, all undrstnmuxsh’d in the crowd &
Elock’d to the temple, and dispers’d thcmselve:
On eyery side the altar; I was there;
Pyrrhus observ’d me with a haughty eye,
And, proud to triumph over Greece, in me,
From his own brows he took the diadem,

' And bound it on the temples of his captive.
Receive, said he, my crown; receive my: faith ;
Mine, and my people’s sovereign, reign for ever |—
Erom this,bless’d hour, a tather 10 your son,

T'll scourge his foes—hencclorward be be styl’d

' The 'lxoym king.

-His subjects, with loud acclamatlons, shook
The spaciousdome: Our Greeks, enrag’d, cry’d out :
Revenge ! revenge ' —broke through “the th rougmw

press, :

And tush’d’ tum‘ultuous, on the unguarded l\mg
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Pyrrhus, awhile; oppos’d their clashing swords,
And dealt his fatal blows on every side
With manly fierceness; till, oppress'd by numbers,
Streaming with blood, all over gash’d with wounds,
He reel’d, he groan’d, and at the altar fell.—
Haste, madam, let us fly ! haste to our ships!
They lie unmoor'd—Our friends attend us there.
Her. What have they done!
Ores. Madam, forgive their rage.
I own your vengeance had been more complete,
Had Pyrrhus fall'n by me; and had he known,
Hermione chastis’d him by my arm.
Her. Peace, monster, peace!—Go, tell thy horrid
tale 2
To savages, and houl it out in deserts !
Oh, fell barbarian! 3
What had he done? What could provoke thy mad-
ness,
To assassinate so great, so brave a man?
Who set thee on ? :
Ores. Oh, grant me patience, Heaven !
With your own lips did you not curse the tyrant,
Pronounce his death, and urge me to destroy him ?
Her. Oh, gods! <

My heart, though full of rage, was free from malice;
And all my anger was excess of love, i
* Ores. Hear me but speak—Heaven knows, against
my will :
Her. What had your rash, officious Greeks, dire
bloodhounds! : :
To do with my revenge?
You saw the struggles of my soul; you heard me
: raye :
Are these the fruits of your detested love ?
Avaunt! begone !
And leave me in Epirus.—I renounce :
My friends, my country, Greece, and all mankind :
But chiefly I renounce thee! monster, thee! [Eait.

.
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Ores. Am I awake? where am 12 Soft, my soul;
Be not too rash.—Was that Hermione? :
Why should her anger thunder against me? »
Was not this blood shed all by her command?—
I am, imdeed, a most cutrageous monster !
A ruffian, murderer, a base assassin !
And 2l to please a false, ungrateful woman.
Henceforward, let the laws of nature cease s
And, let the pale, that severs right and wrong,
Things sacred and profane, be broken down j
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones,
Are not in safety while Orcstes lives.
Oh, never more shall my torn mind be heald,
Nor taste the gentle comforts of repose !
A dreadful band of gloomy cares surround me,
And lay strong siege to my distracted soul!
Enter PYLADES, attended by GREEKS.
Pyl. Haste, prince! let us begone . 'tis death to
stay. ; e
Andromac)t'ne, reigns queen : she gives the alarm,
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. i
The people arm, and muster in the streets: . -
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard
The palace gates, and to secure our flight.
We must be speedy, sir..
Ores. You may depart, ¢
. My friends—Hermione and T remain.
Her cruelty has quite undone me! o
Pyl." Alas, unhappy princess! she’s no more! 7
~ Ores. Hermione no more !'—Oh, all ye powers!
. Pyl. Full of disorder, wildnessin her looks, . .
“With hands expanded, and dishevell’d hair, N
Breathless and pale, with shrieks she sought the:
: temple; - o5
“In the mid-way, she met the corps of Pyrrhus; .
She startled at the sight ; then, suff with horror, -

3 SI2% 3
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Gazd frightful! Waken’d from the dire amaze,
She rais'd her eyes to Heaven, with such a look
As spoke her sorrows, and reproach’d the gods;
Then plung'd a poniard deep within her breast,
And fell on Pyrrhus, grasping him in death.

Ores. 1 thank you, gods!-—I never could expect
To be so wretched—You have been industrious
To finish your decrees; to make Orestes
A dreadful instance of your power to punish;

'm singled out to bear the wrath of Heaven.

Pyl. You hazard your retreat by these delays.
The guards will soon beset us,  Your complaints
Are vain, and may be fatal.

Ores. True, my friend :

And therefore "twas, I thank’d the bounteous gods..
My fate’s accomplish’'d—1 shall die content.
- Obh, bear me hence—Blow. winds!
‘Pyl. Let us begone.
Ores. The murder'd lovers wait me—Hark! they
call! RECT i i
Nay, if your blood still reeks, I'll mingle mine:: .
One tomb will hold us all.

Pyl.-Alas! I fear 2
His raving will return with his misfortunes. ;

Ores. I am dizzy ! —Clouds!'—Quite lost in utter

darkness !
Guide me, some friendly pilot, through the storm.
I shiver! Oh, I freeze !—So—Light returns;
’Tis the grey dawn—See, Pylades! behold!—
1 am encompass'd with a sea of blood I~
- The crimson billows !—Oh! my brain’s on fire !’
. Pyl. How is it, sir>—Repose yourself on me. £
Ores. Pyrrhus, stand off '—What wouldst thou ?——
o How he glares! WS 3
What eng'ious hand has clos'd thy wounds?>—Have at"
dgsativeel g
. 4t s Hermione that strikes—Confusion !
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She catches Pyrrhus in her arms.—Oh, save me'!
How terrible she looks !—She knits her brow ;

_She frowns me dead ! She frights me into madness !
Where am 1 ?—Who are you?

Pyl. Alas, poor prince!

Ores: This 1s most kind, my Pylades—Oh, why,
Why was T born to give thee endless trouble ?

Pyl. All will go well-—He settles into reason:

Ores Who talks of reason ? Better to have none,
Than not enough.—Run, some ‘one, tell' my Greeks,
1 will not have them touch the king—Now—now!

I blaze again I—See there—Look where they come !
A shoal of furies !—How they swarm about me !
My terror !—Hide me!—Oh, their snaky locks!
Hark, how they hiss! SEL, see their ﬂamma
5 brands!
Now they let drive at me !—How they grin, ;
Aud shake their iron whips ! —My ears! what yel-
ling!
And see," Hermione !—she sets them on
‘Thrust not your scorpions thus into my bosom !
Oh!—I am stung to death '—Dispatch me soon !
- There—take my Iudrl Hermione!—Take it out!
~ Disjoint me !~—kill'me !—Oh, my tortur’d soul! = =
Pyl. Assist me, friends, to béar hitn/off [Exeunt.

Enter PueN1x, attended by Guanps. .

 Phen. Al all are fled!'—Orestes is not hcre'
Triumphant villains 1—

The ambassador’s escape

Declares his guilt.—Most bloody embassy !

i Most une‘{amplcd deeds I—Where, where, ye nods,

Is majesty secure, if, in your temples,
You give it no protection '-—See, the queen:!
[4 Flourish of Trumpets.



- Give present orders for the fun’ral pomp :

- Let him be rob’d in all his regal state ; -
- Place round him every shining mark of honour; 4

* A pleasure, which no language can express, .

. Plays round my heart, and brightens up my sorrowW, |

£ C"eph., The sound proclaims th’ arrival of the prince.

THE DISTRESSED MOTHER.  [ACT V.

« Enter ANDROMACHE and CEePHISA, with
ATTENDANTS. =3

Andr. Yes, ye inhuman Greeks! the time will
come, :
When you shall dearly pay your bloody deeds!
How should the Trojans hope for mercy from you,
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhus;
Pyrrhus, the bravest man in all your league ;
The man, whose single valour made you triumph!
: [4 dead Dlarch behind.

ARSI

5

i

s

Is my child there?
Ceph. 1t is the corpse of Pyrrhus;

The weeping soldiers bear him on their shields.

. Andr. Tli-fated prince! too negligent of life,

And too unwary of the faithless Greeks !

il L il

~ Cut off, e'en in the prime of life ; thy triumphs new,

And all thy glories in full biossom round thee!

The very Trojans would bewail thy fate. ]
Ceph. Alas, then, will your sorrows never'end ?
Andr. Ob, never, never !—While T live, my tears

Will never cease ; for I was born to grieve.— e |

[To PrENIX. J

And let the pile, that consecrates his ashes, = |
Rise like his fame, and blaze above the clouds. |
[Exit Pue~1x—4 Flourisk of Trumpetss -

Andr. With open arms I'll meet him!—Oh, C
0 ‘phisa! :
A springing joy, mix'd with a soft concern,
An ecstacy, that mothers only feel,

=

<

Like gleams of sunshine iy 2 low’ring sky.
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I SCENEL] L Z AR e 07
Their ships,tis true, have spread the Syrian seas :
And Lewis, hovering o’er the coast of Cyprus,

- Alarms the fears of Asia—But I’ve leaint,

‘That steering wide from our uninenac'd poxts,
Hepoints his thunderat th” Egyptian shore.
There let him war, and waste my enemics ;

Their mutual conflict will but fix my throne.——
Release those christians—I restore their freedom 3
“L'will please their master, nor can weaken me :
Transport them at my cost, to find their king 5
1 wishto have him'know me : carry thither
This Lusignan, whom, tell him, I restore,

Because I cannot fear his fame in arms;
But love him for his virtue and his blood.
Tell him, my father having conquer'd twice,

Condemn’d him to perpetual chains: but I
Haye set him free, that I may triumph more.

Oras. The christians gain anarmy in his nanie.

Osm. T cannot fear a sound.—

Oras. But, sit—should Lewis——

Osm. Tell Lewis and the world—Itshall be so=
Zara propos'd it, and my heart approves :.

Thy statesman’s reason is too dull for loye !

But I talk on, and waste the smiling moments.

- For one long hour 1 yet defer my nuptials;

* Buv ’tis not lost, that hour ! *twill be all hers !

She would employ it in a conference i
With that Nerestan, whom thou know'st——that
; christian ! 2
- Oras. And haye you, sir, indulg’d that strange de-
sire ?
Osm. What mean’st thou ? They were infant slaves
; together ;
- Friends should part kind, who are to meet no moye.
 When Zara asks, I will refuse her nothing
Restraint was never made for those we love.
- Down with those rigours of the proud seraglio s
L hate its laws—where blind austerity
: ! D2
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Enter OsmaN and ORASMIN.

Osm. Swifter, ye hours, moye on ; my fury glows
Impatlcnr, and would push the wheels of time. :
How now! What message dost thou bring? Speak

; " boldly—
\What answer gave she to the letter sent her
Del, She blush’d and trembled, and grew pale, and
pausd ; 3
Then blush’d, and read it ; and again grew pale;
- Aund wepr, and smil’'d, and doubted, and resolv’d :
 For after all this race of vary’d passions,
When she had sent me out,and call’d me back,
¢ Tell him (she cry’d) w ho has intrusted thee,
That Zara’s heart is fix’d, nor shrinks at danger ;
And that my faithful fr 1end willy at the hom,
Expect and introduce him to hls wish.” i
Osm. Tnough—begone—I have no ear for more.—
[Exit MELIDOR.
Leave me, thou too, Orasmin.—Leave me, life,
. For evry mortal aspect moves my hate -
+ Leave me to my distraction I grow mad,
 And'cannot bear the visage of a'friend.
Leave me to rage, despair, and shame and wrongs ;
Leaye me to scek myself, and shun mankind.
; [Eait Or asyiN.
Who am I *—Ileay'n! Who am I ! What resolve L2
- Zara ! Nerestan ! sound these words like names
- Decreed to join?—Why pause T 7—Perish Zara |
‘Woud I could tear her image from my heart! -
Twere happier not to live at all, than live
Her scorn !

: Enter OrRAsMIN,

 Ovasmin !—Friend ! return; I cannot bear

- This absence from thy reason : *Twas unkmd
"T'was cruel to obey me, thus distress’d,

And wanting power to think, when Ihad lost thee.
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4 . REMARKS.

In evidence of this opinion, not one of the senti-
ments which were formerly dreaded by government,
can apply to the present times; yet the play is seldom
acted; and the reason is, because it is deficient both
of interest and incident for representation. Its greatest
merit, then, it seems, has’been, in the giving a kind of
seditious description of the blessing of liberty, whicl
warmed the bosoms of all those, who fancied they did
not enjoy it. But liberty, like meaner blessings, palls
in the possession, and now, though an English audience
still think themselyes bound to-applaud those sen-
tences which boast of freedom, long use has made its
charms so familiar, that no ceremonious courtesy. to
50 old an acquaintance, will make a play attractive
which has not other requisites.

This play should, properly, be called hlstoucftl for
its foundation is the following page of history :—
« Gustavus I. King of Sweden, known by  the
name of Gustavus Vasa, was born in 1490. He was
:the son of Eric Vasa, Duke of Gripsholm, and de-
scended from the ancient kings of Sweden. Chris-
tiern II. King of Denmark, having got Gustavus
into his hands, in the war in which he reduced Swe-
den, kept him several years prisoner at Copenhagen.
He at length made his escape, and having prevailed
on the Dalecarlians to throw off the Danish yoke, lie
put himself at their head.” Mop. U§iv. Hist.

At this erisis the tragedy commences, and continues
. throughout an event of much interest, in the pe-















GUSTAVUS VASA.

ACT THL FIRST.

SCENE 1.

The Inside of the Copper Mines wn Dalecarlia.—G us-
TAVUS lying down in the Distance.

Enter AXDERSON and ARNOLDUS.

And. You tell me wonders.
Arn. Soft, behold, my lord
[Points towards GusTAVUS.
Behold him stretch’d, where reigns eternal nivht
- The flint his pillow, and cold damps his cov’ring
Yet bold of spirit, and robust of limb,
~ He throws inclemency aside, nor feels
The lot of human frailty.

And. What horrors hang around ! the savagerace -
Ne'er hold their den but where some glimm’ring ray
May bring the cheer of morn—What then i 15 he?

His dwelling marks a secret 10 his soul,
- And whispers somewhat more than man about him.

Arn. Draw but the veil of his apparent wretched-
ness,
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Thy house of heroes, and thy seat of virtues
Is now the tomb, where thy brave sons lie'speechless 5
And. O’tis true
But wherefore? 'T'o what purpose?
Gust. Think of Stockholin!
When Christiern seiz’d upon the hour of peace,
And drench’d the hospitable floor with blood ;
Then fell the flow'r of Sweden, mighty names !
Her hoary senators, and gasping patriots !
The tyrant spoke, and his licentious band
Of blood-train’d ministry were loosed to ruin.
IHusbands, sons, and sires
With dying ears drank in the loud despair
Of shrieking chastity. Is there a cause for this?
For sin \\'uhout Icmptatlon, ca.lm, cool villainy,
Delibrate mischief, unimpassion’d lust,
And smiling muxdcr? Lie thou there, my soul,
Slecp, sleep upon it, image not the fom
Of any dream but this, tlll time grows pregnaiit,
And thou canst wake to vengcance.
And. Thou'st greatly movid me. Ha! thy tears
start torth.
Yes, let them flow, our country’s fate demands them ;
But wherefore talk of vengeance? "Tis a word
Should be engrayen on the new fall'n snow,
Where-the first beam may melt it from observance.
Vengeance on Christiern! Norway and the Dane,
The sons of Sweden, aH the peopled North
Bends at his nod : my humbler boast of pow T
Meant 1ot to cope with crowns. S E Lt
Gust. Then what remains o
Is briefly this ; your frienaship has my tl *Jul\s, 5
~ But must not Iy acceptance :—No—-— = « 5
- First sink, thou baleful mansion, to the centre!
~ And be thy darkne, doubled round my head ;
 Ere I forsake thee for the bliss of paradise,
To»be enjoy'd beneatha &yrants sceptre,
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And. Nor 1, while I can hold it; but, alas !
That is not in our choice.
Grust. Why? where’s that pow’r, whose engines are
of force .
To bend the braye and virtuous man to slav'ry 2
He has debauch’d the genius of our country,
And rides triumphant, while her captive sons
Await his nod! the silken slaves of pleasure,
Or fetter'd in their fears.
And. No doubt, a base submission to our wrongs
May well be term’d a voluntary bondage;
But, think, the heavy hand of pow’r is on us;
Of pow’r, from whose imprisonment and chains
Not all our freeborn virtue can protect us.
Gust. *Tis there you err, for I have felt their {orce;
And had I yiclded to enlarge these limbs,
Or share the tyrant’s cmpire, on the terms
Which he propos’d—I were a slave indeed.
No—in the deep and poisonous damp of dungeons,
_ The soul can rear her sceptre, smile in anguish,
And triumph o’er oppression.
And. O glorious spirit! think not I am slacl
To relish what thy noble scope intends, :
But then the means, the peril, and the consequence!
Great are the odds, and who shall dare the trial ?
Gust. 1 dare.
- O wert thou still that gallant chief,
Whom once I knew ! 1 cou’d unfold a purpose,
Would make the greatness of thy heart to swell,
And burst in the conception.
And. Give it utt’rance.—You say, you know me;
But give a tongue to such a cause as this, -
And if you hold me tardy in the call,
You know me not—But thee, I've surely known;
_ For there is somewhat in that yeice and form,
Which has alarm’d my soul to recollection ;
But’tis as in a dream, and-moeks my reach. o
Gust. Then name the man, whom it is death to know.
C >







we W

T we wg










_That pour'd upon my sight

s, A

18 ' GUSTAVUS VASA. [acT 1.

Away, thou skance and jaundic’'d eye of jealousy,
That tempts my soul to sicken at perfection ;
Away! T will unfold it To thyself
Arvida owes his freedom.

Gust. How, my friend ?

Are. Some months are pass'd, since, in the Danish

dungeon, ‘ ;

With care emaciate, and unwholesome damps,
Sick'ning I lay, chain’d to my flinty bed,
And call’d on death to ease me straight a light
Shone round, as when the ministry of Heavn
Descends to kneeling saints.  But, Oh! the form
Ye angels, speak ?
For ye alone are like her; or present

~'Such visions picturd to the nightly eye
. Offancy tranc'd in bliss.  She then approach’d,
‘T'be softest patiern of embodied meekness,

For pity had divinely touch’d her eye,
And harmoniz'd her motions Ah, she cry’d,
Unhappy stranger, art not thou the man,
Whose virtues have endear’d thee to Gustayus ?
Gust. Gustavus did she say !
Arv. Yes.
Loos'd from my bonds, I rose, at her command 5
When scarce recovring speech, T would have kneel’d,
But haste thee, haste thee for thy life, she cry’d;
And Ob, if e'er thy envied eyes behold
Thy loy'd Gustavus ; say, a gentle foe
Has givn thee to his friendship?

Gust. You've much amaz'd me! is her name ase-

cret? :
4dru. To me it is—but you, perhaps, may guess, -
Gust, No, on my word.. A
Arv. You too had your deliv’rer.

Gust. A kind, but not a fair one—Well, my‘friends,.

~ Our causeis ripe, and calls us forth to action,

‘Tread ye not lighter? Swells not ev'Ty breast
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Of yon wild steep, a living cloud of mischiefs,
Pregnant with plagues, and empty’d on the heads
Of many a monarch.

Enter ARVIDA, guarded, and @ GENTLEMAN.

Arv. Now, fate, 'm caught, and what remains is
obvious.
Gent. A prisoner, good my lord.’
Churzst. When taken ?
Gent. Now, ev'n here, before your tent ;
I mark’d his careless action, but his eye
Of studied observation—then his port
And base attire ill suiting—I inquir’d,
But found he was a stranger.
Chrast. A sullen scorn
Kuits up his brow,and frowns upon our presence.
What—ay—thou wou'dst be thought a mystery, *
Some greatness in eclipse—Whence art thou, slave?
Silent ! Nay, then—Bring forth the torture !
A smile ! damnation |—How the wretch assumes
The wreck of state, the suff’ring soul of majesty !
What, have we no preeminence, no claim ?
Dost thou not know thy life is in our pow’r?
Arv. "Tis therefore I despiseit.
Chrast. Matchless insolence!
What art thou? speak !
Aro. Be sare no friend to thee ;
For I'm a foe to tyrants.
Chrest, Fiends and fire !—
A whirlwind tear thee, most andacious traitor.
Arv. Do rage and chafe, thy wrath’s beneath me,
Christiern.
How poor thy pow'r, how empty is thy happiness,
Whensuach a wretch, as I appear to be,
Can ride thy temper, harrow up thy form,
And stretch thy soul upon the rack of passion!
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Christ. T will know thee!—Bear him hence !
Why, what are kings, if slaves can brave us thus?
Go, Peterson, hold him to the rack—Tear, search

him,
Sting him deep.
[Eit PuTERSON with ARVIDA, guarded.

Enter a MESSENGER.

What wou’dst thou, fellow ?
Mess. O, my sovereign lord,
I am come fast and far, from ev’n ’till morn,
- Five times I've cross'd the shade of sleepless night,
Impatient of thy presence.
Christ. Whence ¢
DMess. From Denmark.
Commended from the consort of thy throne
To speed and privacy.

Clirist. Your words would taste of terror—
DMess. A secret malady, my gracious liege,
Some factious vapour, rising from off the skirts

Of southmost Norway, has diffus'd its bane,
And rages now within the heart of Denmark.

Christ. 1t must not, cannot, ’tis impossible !
What, my own Danes!

Enter Prrrsox, who kneels, and giwes a Letter.
CHRISTIERN 7eads of.

~ Christ. Gustayus !
. So near us, and in arms!
What's to bedone? Now, Pcterson, now’s the time ;
Waken all the wond’'rous statesman in thee.
This curs'd Gustavus
Invades my shrinking spirits, awes my heart,
And sits upon my slumbers—All in vain
- Has he been daring, and have I been vigilant ;
-~ He still evades the hunter,
- And if there’s pow’r in heav'n or hell, it guards him.
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His name’s a host, a terror to my legions.
And by my triple crown, I swear, Gustavus,
I’d rather meet all Europe for my foe,
Than see thy face in arms!
Peter. Be calm, my liege,
‘And listen to a secret big with consequence,
That gives thee back the second man on earth
‘Whose valour could plant fears around thy throne:
Thy pris'ner:
Chyist. What of him ?
Peter. The Prince Arvida.
Christ. How !
Peter. The same.
Christ. My royal fugitive !
Peter. Most certain.
Clirist. Now, then, ’tis plain who sent him hither,
Peter. Yes,
Pray give me leave, my lord—a thought comes cross
me—
If so, he must be ours— [Pauses.
* Your pardon for a question—Has Arvida
Eler seen your beauteous daughter, your Christina ?
Clrist. Never—yes—possibly he might, that day
When the proud pair, Gustavus and Arvida,
Thro’ Copenhagen drew a length of chain,
And grac’d my chariot whecls. But why the
question ? :
Peter. Ill tell you—While ¢’en now he stood be-
fore us,
I mark’d his high demeanour, and my cye
Claim’d some remembrance of him, tho’ in clouds
Doubtful and distant, but a nearer view
Renew’d the characters effac’d by absence.
Yet, least he might presume upon a friendship
OF ancient league between us, I dissembled,
Norseem’d to know him:—On he proudly strode,
As who should say, back fortune, know thy dis-
tance !
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That breathes thro” Sweden ! Worthiest to be styl'd
Their friend, their chief, their father, and their king!
: Enter PerERSON.
Peter. Unbind your prisoner.
Aro. How !
Peter. You have your liberty,
And may depart unquestion’d.
Arv. Do not mock me.
It is not to be thought, while power remains,
That Christrern wants a reason to be cruel.
But let him know, I wou’d not be oblig’d.
e, who accepts the favours of a tyrant,
Sharesin his guilt ; they leave a stain behind them.
Peter. You wrong the native temper of his soul’;
Cruel of force, but never of election :
Prudence compell'd him to a show of tyranny ;
Howeer, those politics are now no more,
And mercy in her turn shall shine on Sweden,
Ary. Indeed ! it were a strange, a bless'd reverse,
Devoutly to be wish’d; but then, the cause,
The cause, my lord, must surely be uncommon.
May I presume ?
Perhaps a secret ?
Peter. No——or, if it were,
The boldness of thy spirit claims respect,
And should be answer'd.—XKnow, the only man,
. In whom our monarch ever knew repulse,
Is now our friend ; that terror of the field,
- Th’ invincible Gustayus.
Aro. Ha! Friend to Christiern?—Guard thyself,
my heart ! - [dside.
- Nou seem to take alarm.—Why, good my lord,
_ What terror is there in a wretch proscrib’d,
- Naked of means, and distant as Gustavus ? 5
Peter. There you mlstake—Nox knew we till this
- hour,

D



bond of ty, and lasting frier

lFouching Gustavus, was it not
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Are. The crime of constitution—Oh Gusta\us'
[Aside.
- This is too much .-—-And think you then, my lord—
What, will the royal Christicrn €er consent
To match his daughter with his deadliest foe ?
Peter. What should he do? War else must be
eternal.
Besides, some rumours from his Danish realms
Make peace essential here.
Arv. Yes, peace has sweets,
That Hybla never knew ; it sleeps on down,
Cull’d gently from benecath the cherub’s wings;
No bed for mortals—Man is warfare—All
A hurricane within ; yet friendship stoops,
And gilds the gloom with falsehood——Undone ! un-
done, Arvida!
Peter. Is’t possible, my lord'! the Prince Arwda'
My friend ! [Embraces him.
Aro. Confusion to the name ! [Lurus.
Peter. Why this, good Heav'n? And whercfore
thus disguis’d ? \
Aro. Yes, that accomplish’d traitor, that Gustavus;
While he sat planning private scenes of happiness,
Oh well dissembled ! He, he sent me hither;
My friendly, unsuspecting heart a sacrifice,
To make death sure, and rid him of a rival.
Peter. A rival! Do you then love Christiern’s
daughter?
Are. Name her not, Peterson; since she can’t be
mine : ;
Gustavus! how, ah ! how hast thou deceiv’d me!
Who could have look’d for falsechood from thy brow ?
Whose heav'nly arch was as the throne of virtue,
Thy eye appear’d a sun, to cheer the world,
~Thy bosom truth’s fair palace, and thy arms,
~ Benevolent, the harbour for mankind.
Peter. What’s to be done? Believe me, valiant
Prince,

D 2
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1 know not which most sways me fo thy int'rests,
My love to thee, or hatred to Gustavus. i
Aro. Would you then save me ? Think, contrive it
quickly !
Lend me your troops
geance,
Myself will face this terror of the North,
This son of fame—this—0, Gustavus—What?
Where had I wander'd ?—Stab my bleeding country !
Save, shield me from that thought!
Peter. Retire, my lord ;
For, see, the Princess comes !
Aro. Where, where ? I
Ha ! Yes, she comes indeed ! her beauties drive
‘Time, place, and truth, and circumstance before
them !
Perdition pleases there—pull—tear me from her!
Yet raust I gaze—but one—but one look more,
And I were lost for ever. [Ezeunz.

i

by all the pow’rs of ven~

4

SCENE 11L.
An Apartment in CHERISTIERN’S Palace.

Enter CHRISTINA and MARIANA.

Christina. Forbid it, shame! Forbid it virgin mo-
/desty!
No, no, my friend, Gustavus ne’er shall know it,
O I am over-paid with conscious pleasure;
The sense but to have sav'd that wond’rous man,
Is still a smiling cherub in my breast,
And whispers peace within.
DMar."Tis strange, a man, of his high note and con-
sequence,
Shonld so evade the busy search of thousands;
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That six long months have shut him from inguiry,

And not an eye cah trace him to his covert.
‘Chrestina. Onee’twas not so, each infant lisp’d, Gus-

tayus !

It was the fav'rite name of ev’ry language,

His slightest motions fill'd the world with tidings:;

Walk’d he, or sl(pt fame watch’d th’ 1mp01mnchour,

And nations told it round.

Mar. Madawm, I've heard, that when
Gustavus lay detain’d in Denmark,

Your royal father sought the hero’s friendship,
And offer’d ample terms of peace and amity.

Christine. He did ;- he offer’d that, my Mariana,

For which contending monarchs su’d in vain ;
He offer’d me, his darling, his Christina ;
But I was slighted, slighted by a captive,
Tho’ kingdoms swell'd my dower.

Mar. Amazement fix me !

Rejected by Gustavus!

Christina. Yes, Mniand, but rejected nobly.
Not worlds could win him to betray his country !
Had he consented, I had then despis’d him.

What's all the gaudy glitter of a crown ?
What, but the glaring meteor of ambition,
That leads a wretch benighted in his errors,
Points to the gulf, and shines upon destruction.
Mar. You wrong your charms, whose pow’r might
reconcile
Things opposite in Nature
Chyristina. Tl tell thee
years,
I heard of bloody spoils, the waste of war,
And dire conflicting man ; Gustavus’ name
* Superior rose, still dreadful in the tale:
Then first he seiz’d my infancy of soul,
' As somewhat fabled of gicantic fierceness,
Too huge for any form; he scar’d my sleep,
D3

Had he seen you ?—
Yet while inexpert of
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And fill'd my young idea. Not the boast
Of all his virtues (graces only known
To him, and heav’uly natures!) could erase
The strong impression, ’till that wond'rous day
In which he met my eyes.
What then was my amazement ! he was chain’d,
Was chain’d ! Like the robes ;
Of coronation, worn by youthful kings,
He drew his shackles. The Herculean nerve
Brac'd his young arm; and soften’d in his cheek
Liv'd more than woman’s sweetness ! Then his eye !
His mien ! his native dignity ! He look’d,
As tho’ he led captivity in chains,
And we were slaves around.

Mar. Did he observe you ?

Christina, He did: for, as I trembled, look’d and

sigh’d, ;

His eyes met mine; he fix’d their glories on me.
Confusion thrill’d me then, and secret joy,
Fast throbbing, stole its treasures from my heart,
And, mantling upward, turn’d my face to erimson.
I wish’d—but did not dare to look—he gaz'd ;
When sudden, as by force, he turn’d away,
And would no more behold me.

Enter LATRTES.

Laer. Ah, bright imperial maid! my royal mis-
: tress ! :

Cliastina. What wou'dst thou say ? Thy looks spealk

terror to me.

Laer. Oh, you are ruin'd, sacrific’d, undone!
I heard it all ; your cruel, cruel father,
Has sold you, givin you up a spoil to treason,
The purchase of the noblest blood on earth
Gustavus !

Chyisting. Ah! What of him ? Where, where is he ?
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' SCENE IL.] GUSTAVUS VASA,

- My soul admires thee
- ¥ would not barter such a death as this

()
[¥5)

Come, come ye on then: Here I take my stand!
Here on the brink, the very verge of liberty ;

- Although contention rise upon the clouds,

Mix heavn with carth, and roll the ruin onward ;
Here will I fix, and breast me to the shock,
*Till I, or Denmark fall.
Sze. And who art thou,
That thus wou'dst swallow all the glory up,

‘That should redeem the times? Behold this breast,

The sword has till’d it; and the stripes of slaves
Shall ne’er trace honour here ; shall never blot
The fair inscription Never shall the cords

_ Of Danish insolence bind down these arms,

That bore my royal master from the field.
Gust. Ha ! Say you, brother? Were you there—
Oh, grief!
Where liberty and Stenon fell together ?
Siv. Yes, I was there A bloody field it was,
Where Conquest gasp’d, and wanted breath to tell

1its oler-toil'd triumph. There our bleeding king,

There Stenon on this bosom made his bed,
And rolling back his dying eyes upon me;
Soldier, he cried, if €er it be thy lot

To see my valiant cousin, great Gustavus,

~ Tell him—for once, that I have fought like him,
“ And would like him have

Conquer'd.
Gust. Oh, Danes! Danes!

You shall weep blood for this. Shall they not, bro-

ther?
Yes, we will deal our might with thrifty vengeance,
A life for ev’ry blow, and, when we fall,
There shall be weight in’t; like the tott’ring tow’rs,

- That draw contiguous ruin,

Siv. Brave, brave man!

By my father’s spirit,

For immonrtality ! Nor we alone
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GUSTAVUS VASA.

TH invineible Arvida, gallant Sivard,
_ Arnoldus, and these hundred hardy vet'rans,
Will pour directly on, and lead the onset.
Bold are our hearts, and nervous are out hands.
With us, truth, justice, fame, and freedom close,
‘Each, singly equal to an host of foes.

'

ACT THE FOURTIH.

SCENE I.

The Palace,

Enter CurisTiERN, CaRrrstiNa, Mariawa, and
PrrERSON. :
Christina. 1 heard it was your royal pleasure, su',
- Ishould attend your highness.
. Christ. Yes, Chnstma,
i But business interferes.
[ Exeunt CHRISTINA and MARM\'A.,

i Enter an OFFICER.
| e DOk My sovereion licge,
~ Wide o'er the western shclvmcr of yon hill,
‘We think, though mdlstlnctly, we can spy,
Like men in motion mustring on the heath ;
And there is one, who saith he can dlscem
A few of martial gesture, and bright arms,
- Who this way bend their action:
Clist. Eriends, perhaps, .
For foes it were too daring—ITaste thee, Peterson,
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