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TO THE

ACTING MANAGER.

IR,

T is with a_fellow-feeling for your reputation, as an
dmirer of Skakspere, that I mnderstand you are
¢t length persuaded the character of FALSTAFF is
rorthy the imitative talents of the greatest PLAYER ;
thile you are candid enough to own it has been suc-
sssfully imitated by the pen of a MiNOR PorT.—71
'oubt mot that your resolution so perform, ncx: sea-
on, the part of that facetious Knight in the follow-
ng Comedy, will redound as much to the credit of
he Actor as to the advantage of the

AUTHOR.




Spoken by Mr. Dopp, im the Charafer of MERCU

[Mercury descends from the clouds, flying across
stage: re-enters, followed by a servant, carryin,
counsellor’s gown and wig.]

————

A LA MERCURE, equitpd from top to toe,
My godship’s name and quality you know.
Commission’d from Apollo, 1 come down

T" attend this bench of justices, the torvn ;
Assembied bere, all members of the quorum :
To lay a matter of complaint before “em.

The errand’s not sn character, °tis true ;-
But awbaz our betters bid us, we must do.
Therefore, t* appear with decency at session,
1>ve stole, you see, the garb of 1he profession.

This gown and band belong to serjeant Prig—
And this—our brother Puzle's learned wig.—
[Putting on the gown, §
Dress makes the man, sirs, vestis virum facit——
So——now to business——Hem !——si vestris placet
May*t pleasc your worships——Forgery avhich is grow
To such a beight as ne’er before avas knovwnem—
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PROLOGUE,

e e e e R

Lsay, & forgery bath bson commitied,

By avbich king Plxto's myrmidens, extwitted,
Certain choics spirits, in theatric shape,

Have suffir'd from Blysiwm t0 escape ;

Of Shakspere’s efspring an ideal train,

Sprang, Palla libe, from ax immersal braix !
Their nasier—I bave ‘em dewn—lnt, 1o be bricf,
&hall exly j-n ennmerate the chief. -

Imprimis, «with Madeiva swell'd; and sack,
There’s 8ir Yobn Falstaf, akas call’d Plusmp Yack; '
Next, Captain Pistol, a wetorions bully ;
And Miss Dol Tearsheet, faw'dfor jilting cully ;
The vidowr Quickly, wintwer, bawd and whore,
With Bardslph, Peto, Nym, and—severalmore;
Link'd in & gang, sach cut-purse with bis crony,
All arvant thiewes and Dramatis Personz ;
Bent, as suppos’d; to,prostitute to shame
T aforesaid Shakspere's bonour, name, and fame.

1 shall not tyespass on your worship's time,
T explain at full the nature of this crime :
But, Poets baving an exclusive right
To bring their mental progeny to light.

This nglr! s invaded by the party “peack’d;
Who, vi et armis, bath th’ old bard o'er-reach’d ;
By countesfriting of bis bandy do you see,
Felowiously to set these wagrants free
With base design ¢ adapt them for bis own,
Though Shakespeare’s property, and bis alone.

D



i PROLOGUE: .
S —

Such is the fal.——A critic werean ass, - ER
No doubt, tolet such impasition pass ; ARy i

Ner could a cheat so palpable smeceéd, .
But that the captain of the guard conldn't
Not be, for laughing, thoisgh to *ve sa0*d bis d‘[ *
The scene and circumstances were so droll. - °

Pistol, with yellow wight-cap patch’d uub nk
Wich mother Quickly was retir'd to bedy. .
And, waking, swore, by Styx, be wonld mag,
S.ns preparation, pike and beat. of druss. . ,-J

Of aqua-vitee bawing stole a flaggon, .
Bardolph and Nym cwere playing at snap-dragen ;
Sometimes proceeding from bard awords to blows,
4s by mistake Nym seiz'd on Bardolph's mose.

With Falstaff sat Dol Tearsbeet, check by joll,
And while she buss’d bis chin and scratch’d bis poll,”
Slipp*d from bis thumb bis grandsire’s copper mvg, .'
For love, not for the valuc of the thing :

Then stole bis empty purse ; but no abuse ;

*T awas only done 1o keep ber band in use :

He swearing, be’d be damn’d as soon as trust bié
Round belly more with Hal, or bis chicf-justice.

Eut this is wandering from the point.—~They ‘re ber
And on your summens ready to appear :
Pleaic to proceed.then to cxamination ;
And be attcntive to their information.
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ot crimes the process should be short ;
is clear. I leave it with the court.
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Dramatis Personae,

COVENT-GARDEN,
Men,
Sir Joun Farstars, - - Mr. Love.
Justice SuarLvrow, - - Mr. Parsons,
Master SLxNDER, - - Mr. Dodd.
Mr. PLeapwzre, - Mr. Aickin.
Dr. Carvs, - - - Mr. Baddely.,
Friar LAwWRENCE, - Mr. Burton.
Ancient PisToL, - - Mr. King.
Barporrn, - - - Mr. Moody.
CorroraL Nym, - Mr. Ackman,
GapshILe, - - Mr. Watkins.
OFFicer. - - - Mr. Strange.
Fray - Master Burton,
Per ﬁg\d Attcndants.
Women.

Dame Ursvra, aftewvardsl.ady

FaLsTAFF, - Mrs, Pritchard,
BripGeT, her Chambcrmaxd, Mrs. Bennett.
Mrs. Quickry, - - Mrs. Bradshaw.

Dor TEARSHEET, - Mrs. Dorman.




FALSTAFF's WEDDING.

ACTI. SCENEI.

Street in Weéstminster, on the Day of the Coronation of
King Henry the Fifth.

Sir JouN FALSTAFF enters, solus.

"HAT a scurvy quarter is this? Not a bush, or a
nd Cupid in the neighbourhood ! *sblood, my legs
11 fail me ere T reach a tavern.  Phoo---Phoo---1t is
ne comfort, however, Iescap'd with my life. I'ke
sen-apron’d rascals, crouding atter the procussion,
d well nigh made an end of me.

BARDOLPH en/ers.

Bar. O, Sir Jobn, 1’'m glad I have found ye. I
15 in the fearfullest quandary for you in the would.
a0pe your honour has got no hurt.

Fal. Not its death’s wound, I hope ; though Ilal,
deed, look’d somewhat cold upon me.

Bar. Cold, Sir Johnt! I am a-fear’d we shall be in
nbo shortiy: for my lord chief justice

B iij -




10 FALSTAFF'S WEDDING.

Fal. Hold thy ill-omen’d croaking. If faith:
vices are thus requited, I will turn cordwainer
cobler, and heel-piece old shoes, ere I have to di
blood royal again. Ingratitude! I hate it.

Bar. To be sure, Sir John, what you say is r
for, as the song says, ingratitude is worse than tl
of witch-craft. But I hope your honour got no
sonable harm in the mob: you were carried off
terrace, for all the world like a dunghill from M
bank by a spring-tide.

Fal. Bardolph, away with thy filthy comparisons
am ill at ease, and more dispos’d to spleen than m¢
riment. I pr'ythee look out, and see if there be
bawdy-house at hand.

Bar. What here, so near the court, Sir John ?

Fal. Where better ? *Sblood, dost think there are
no whores at court ? Are there no dames of honour?
Dost think Hal hath banish’d them too? Look out,
look out.

Bar. I will, Sir John. [ Exit Bar.

Fal. I would I were in East-cheap. Mine hostess
hath a most excellent cordial ; and I never stood in
more need of it than now. The gross indignity Hal
hath put on me, sticks in my throat, and in the end,
may go near to choak me. I shall never gulp it
down : that's flat; unless, indeed, a full cup of shesris
help to clear the way. And then, how I shall sto-
mach it; how I shall digest it, Heaven knows! At
present both my person and knighthood are in jeo-
pardy ; my lord chief justice, to whose care I am



il ,M”"l'millni Iz
a-dd, tdﬂng.: ot witogether in good lik-
F ing. Bavag matter—if I-am 1o be provided for,
Mﬂimnnymr I could wish, never-
theless, ol Whigs wine stoodd higher in his lordship's
favour that I may not be stinted at table, or in my
_ by-drifiliings; I .like not such splenctic tempera-
ments 5 such phlegmatic constitutions; grey-beards,
that never make allowances for the ‘continual waste of
radical moisture.—--"$blood, I am as foundered and as
sore as @ blind horse in a mill. Rardolph! where a
Plagwe art thou gotten to, caterwsuling?
M, QurckLy axd DoLL TEARSHERT enter.

Bwick. O; 8ir John Faletaof t

Del. O, sweet Sir Jobn t

Fal. How! mine hostess, and my good vestal, Mrs.
‘Teashoet! save ye, gentlewomen both, good-marrow.

Host. Godild ye, Sir John--well I vow and protest
an I did n’t say he would take as civil notice of his
old acquaintance: nay, tho'f he was created by my
Jord mayor of London.

Del. What talk ye of lord mayors and fusty citizens,
gossip Quickly ? Sir John is a courtier, and to be sure
we must gratulate him now as one of the greatest
knights in the nation.---O, sweet Sir John!

Fal. Truce with your formalities, Mrs. Dorothy.
Pray, have you seen none of your followers by the way?
Pistol, mor Peto.

Quick. No verily, Sir John, not one.—We have seen
nothing of any of them to-day. They are all gone




s TALSTAFF'S WEDDING. Act 1,

to the coronation, I warrant; and, indeed, we should
have been there too, had n't it been for that wicked
villain, constable Fang, that, by a mistake of the
beadle of our ward, would have carried us to Bride-
well this morning.

Fal. How! mine hostess and my fair Dorothy to
Bridwe!i! )

Quitick. Even to Bridwell, I can assure ye.

Ful. Bat how ; how! dame Quickly to Bridwelll
a decent church-going widow and a modest maiden, I
should say single gentlewoman, to a house of correc-
tion! why, what

Quick. o 1 said, Sir John. Nuthook, Nuthook,
says I, do you know what you do, says I?—Have me
to Bridu.l, says I—I say to Bridwell, indeed! a rup-
table Loasc-keeper, that has paid scot and lot, and
born the burden of half the parish any time these
twenty years. )

Fal, That thou hast, hostess; of the male half,
I°ll be sworn for thee.

uick. Besides says I, do you kiow Sir John Fal.
stal'! says [.—Touch a hair of Mrs. Dorothy’s head,
says I, and Sir John will make you smait for it, says
I, every bone in your skin, says I.

Pri. And what said the rascal to that?

Q.ick. Said, Sir John! he stood mumchince, and
spoke never a living syllable, but sct his vinegar.
viewd cateh poles upon us; who fastened their claws
into Mrs. Tearsheet’s best kirtle, and tore it into as
many rents and tatters, as there were in the old tapes-




Aet 1. FALSTAFF'S WEDDING, 13
try hagings I pawn'd to fit your honour out for the
last expedition.

Fal. Pshaw! ‘

Dol. Yesindeed, Sir John, made a mere tatterde-
mallion of me. But we did so tongue the leather-
ear'd vuitures———

Fal. That they were glad to lose their gripe to get

srid of you, I suppose.
* Quick. Nay, Sir John, I was obliged to perduce an
angel to convince them we were not the parties in-
difted.

Fal. Infidel rogues! would nothing less than the
testimony of an angel convince them ?

Quick, Ay, I knew how Sir John would take it.—
O, how soundly will the knave constable be swing’d
for this! a jack-in-office rascal! we shall cure the
blue-skin’d runnion of his itchfor whipping, I war-
yant ye.

BARDOLPH re-enters.

Bar. 1 have been looking all about, Sir John, but
I cannot find one.

Quick. What is it Sir John wants, Mr. Bardolph ?

Bar. A bawdy-house, mistress.

RQuick. O Jesu-Maria? Mrs. Dorothy.

Fal. How, sirrah ! what call’st thoua bawdy-house?
1 sent thee to look out for a house of civil entertaia-
ment, where I might repose myself after my fatigue>
Why, what, you rogue, would you make of me?

&uick, Marry come up indeed ; a bawdy-house .



©o e e anaTmEmS
o N _.;‘mac.ves.—A. ha
e T asmat 3 tawlT-lidset way I kee
sy ans I owedld aave you

vl :llime: whar Sic Jo'.:n plea
woeozly, andoso Iehiak it oug

Ird. 0vopyowen Il Juna, Trasore I would ne
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nerttp of tle il

oade Wiy Lot Ly, yarlet?

Suck., Do you liear? ooy sar, swzzt Sir Jol
sul. Ay, hoste.s, Birdoiph is somewhat blu
-t s fur the king
Duick. Heavens bless L:im? asweet young prince
w2z, 'wd to ke sure a gracivus king he is.  But w
&+ im, Sr Juhno?

.ai. Why, maTy, hang him, hostess—treason nr
AT ue weil us murder.

~ycx. [ un amuzed, Sic John; why, how is ti

. goodness ! when—whe—

~u. Jdow is this, good Bu'dolpy-
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. Why, I will tell you how it is. That sunc
cateful, sneaking, pitiful rascal we were speuking
s turn'd fanatic!

wick,” Fanatic ! the king turn’d fanatic !

al. Ay, fanatic, presbyter, bishop, if you wiil.
his crown be his mitre, I carc not.

vl. We don’t take your meaning, Sir John.

21, You must know then, Doll, that after having,
ure love and aftetion, ridden post day and night
-score and odd miles, to congratulate him on his
1ssion, and condole with him on his father's death;
ead of bidding me welcome to court, he preached
my own funeral sermon,

iuick. A funeral sermon!

al. Ay, hostess: for at the end of his discourse he
ered me to be buried alive, at ten miles distance
n the court. And, to make this unnatwzl inter-
it the surer, he has appointed my lord chist jus-
Lis un-lertaker, to see to the disposal of 1y corps: .
duick., Buried alive, quoth he! what, wiut is ia ail
?

2l In plain terms, dame Quickly, vour gracicus
7 hath banished me the niceence 5 and il he

ws a graceless piince o in, T am forbickien to ¢ -

sch his persen within tva miles, on penalty of be-
hanged.  Tuke ye me now ?

Yick, O, Jesu! is it possizable ?
dol. Ah, ha! isit so? sits the wind i thar quartors
wick, Welly as I am an honest w vho would
e thouglit it? itis a world to se
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Dol. And so, Sir John is in disgrace; still phin
Jack Falstaff, and one of us? ha, ha, hal poor blowa
Jack!

Quick. A sad disappointment, indeed, Sir John ! but
in good faith, things fall out so odd, and the warld
goes so wrong, and the times are so hard ; that here,
there, why, no longer ago now than yesterday, wasl
obliged to pay the lord knows-what-all away for one
thing or other; and then my misfortune to-day; aa
angel to the constables; and besides, this comes the
day after to-morrow, when I must make up a sum for
the wine-merchant : wherzfore, if your honour would |
but discharge your score in Eustcheap; because a
why, your honour knows-——

Fal. How s this, dame Quickly?

Quick. Because I say as why, your honour knows,
seventy odd pounds is a great deal of money fors
poor widow woman to lose.

Fal. What talk you of losing, hostess |

Quick. True, Sir John, as you say, to be sure, I
shall not be willing to lose it: for the law is open, and
1 know which way to get my money.

Fal. I am glad thou dost, hostcss: as in that case
I need not give myself the troubie to pay thee. The
Law is open, say’st thou? Ay, like a mouse-trap, on
the catch for nibbling clients.  Enter thy aétion, and
1 will hold thee a gallon of sack, thy departed hus-
baud wiil get cut of purgatory ere thou out of the
hands of thy lawyer.

24ick Nay, Sir John, you: = *twit me upon
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thee duck’d in the Thames for a bawd. What,
plague, art thou drunk? On the honour of -
knighthood thou shalt be paid. Dost thou do
mine honour ?

Quick. Why, Sir John, to be sure, nobody wo
scruple to confide in your honour’s honour: but t
you know, Sir John, (no-body-better) what hon
is. It will buy neither coals nor candles; nor
my landlord take it for rent, nor the merchant
sack or sherry. But would you give me only half
money, and leave the rest to honour; sothatab
inight keep open house, Sir John. That wouk
doing something. )

Fal. Nay, if thou wilt be advis'd, I will do more
thee.---Bardolph ! forget not to go (when I send ti
to the cashier, with whom I left a thousand po
this morning, and tell him to satisfy Mrs. Quu
forthwith.

Quick. A thousand pound !

- Fal. The times atre not so bad, hostess, (thank
our friend Shallow) but we may yet have a merry t
in Eastcheap. How says my Doll ?

Dol. Nay, you know, sweet Jack, I was alway
your pleasure there. '

Quick. That I will' say for her, and a sweeter
tur'd better hearted creature never lay by the sid
atrue man. But, goodness heart! why do we t
here, wien Sir John complained of his being fatig
and was looking for a house of civil entertainmen
will shew you the way incontinently, Sir John:

[
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2l.. I thank thee, hostess ; I am now somewhat re-
ted, and will endeavour to reach Eastcheap. And
a cup of sack by the way, I taink, would not be
ss. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Tavern in Eastcheap. PisToL and NYM enter.

%stol. Hang Pistol up with line of hempen string,
: he in rabbit-hutch be close immur’d.—
ze the stiff cramp upon the fangs of justice.
Vym. Marry-trap, we shew’d his myrmidons a light
v of heels though. I wonder what is become of Sir
. They have certainly nailed his fat paunch.---
e must not venture to the Flest to sce. ThLey il
> us there ; and for the matter of that, I s prose
v il be running the humour upcn us here tvo. T
I incontinently go and shiut myscif up. The storm
y blow over when we arc found uninvent.bie.
%istel. Pistol disdains to skulk. Neens “tistate:
t who would wolens be incarcerate ?
m, we must eat, and money have we none.
Vym. True, nolus wslus, as you say, we must cat.
ike to starve, like a rat, behind the arras, as little
another man. But what shall we do if Sir John be
limbo? i
Pistol. Or in or out; his follower I no more.
vention’s mother is.Necessity,
1d Pistol’s demon is an imp of wit,

Cij
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Merc'ry suggests, and Pallas doth approve.
The great Ponjardo del Stiletto’s dead,
Professor of the art of self-defence.
His broken foils, his daggers, belts, and blades,
The stock in trade, I°ll purchase upon tick;
My face, disguis’d with an usurped beard,
These jutting eye-brows, turn’d from black to red
Shall screen from knowledge. Thou shalt too asst
A borrowed excrement, and partner be
In stock and block : since fighting*s grown a trade
Pence are pick’d up by masters of the blade.

Nym. The thought is lucky. Angels will ensue
But must we not transmutify our names ?

Pistol. My brain’s iy godfather, and, at the f
Me Don Anticho del Pistolo called.

Nym. And pray what did this same godfather

© me?

Pistol, Signior Nymwego!

Nym. Goud! Signior Nymwego! and you I
Anticho del Pistolo called! I will hold them in ol
vion. The trick of it pleases. But, here cor
Quickly and Dol.

Mrs. QUICKLY and DoLL TEARSHEET enter.

Quick. So, gentlemen! you are got home before
John, I see.
Pistsl. How fares the Knight ? Is he in durance v!
Quick. No, by my truly; heretarns forthwith’; 1
in a woeful plight. Francis! What. Francis| bri
the great chair for Sir. John.



al, FALSTAFF'S WEDDING. a1

Francis. [Within.] Anon, anon, sir.

Dol. {Te Nym.] Sirrah, Nym, hath Falstaff got
1oney by him?

Nym. Yes, a thousand pounds; he borrowed it of
ustice Shallow : but we shall be little the better tor
hat; for the knight will certainly be in limbo.

Dol. May be #o.5 and may be yes. It is no matter.

[Doll and Quickly confer apart.

Nym. [To Pistal, awbo stands musing.] Does the
wmour hold? Or shall we wait the coming of the
Knight?

Pistol. And share his fate in base incarceration !
shall Don Anticho del Pistolo prove
A vile hunt-counter ? No—we’il thrive alone.
Hostess, farcwell ; we may return—or not.

Nym. Bye, Doll. [ Exeunt Distol and Nym,

Quick. *Tis certainly so; Sir Johin hath got the
money.

Dol. T know not that; but if he has, he "il probably
carry it to jail with him. Here come Buardolph; ask
hin.

BARDOLPH enters.

Quick. Ts Sir John at hand, Bardolpl:?

Bar. He will be here incontincnrly, hostess; 1 only
stept before, to let you know hie wis a coming.

RQuick. But is it veritably true, Bardoiph, that oir
John has got a thousand pounds by Lin?
. Dal. Ay, is that true, Bardolph?

Bar. Truc, upon honour: he had it of Justice

C iijj
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1 should have died an hero : my exit would have made
some noisc in the world.

Qujck. Heaven forbid, Sir John, you should: ever
dic a virulent death, I say.

Dal. T hope, indeed, sweet knight, you will never
be pressed to death.  That must be an odd end, and
vit metiinks I could bear much.

" I'.l. 17 be sworn thou could’st, Doll: but thouat
a woman, and made to bear.

Quick. Yes, in good sooth, poor woman is made to
bear every thing. She must suffer all a2 man's ill-ha-
mours, let ‘em lie never so heavy upon her ; and, by
my truly, some men are nothing else. But, to'
sure, Sir John, vou was most inbumanly used.~—
Would nobody take pity upon you?

T'al. Pity! the most remorseless rascals) they mad
ro more of me than if I had been a lump of doug!
they were kneading to make dumplings of : and to &
postulate with the villaias would have been preachin;
to the winds,

Del. Wiy did not you exert your courage,
John? draw upon them ?

Fal. Draw, say’st thou? I could not come atm
rapier to be master of a kingdom. And as for goo
words, in return for the few I gave them, they let f
their jests so thick at me, and peppered me so plaguil
with small wit, that I was dum-foundcd.,

- Dol. I thought you could never have been ove
matched that way, Sir John. .
Fal. Yet so it was, Doll. 'I'hey weze holiday-wit
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mnd came laden with choke-pears ; but, indeed, I was
werpowered by numbers. Two to one, Doll, you
inow. They pelted me from all quarters,
Will you hear? I will give you a spice of their
:arcasms; a sample of the jibing pellets they threw at
ne. As]T was thus steming the tide, and crying out
or the lord’s sake, a dried eel’s-skin of a fishmonger
sk’d me how I could complain of the croud. ¢ Isa
porpoise ill at ease,’ said he, ¢ amidst a glut of sprats
" and herrings " I had not time to answer the smelt,
vefore a barber-surgeon, the very model of the skele-
ton in his glass cuse, offered to tap me for the dropsy,
and to make us all elbow-room by letting out a pun-
cheon of canary, at my girdle. Right, cries a third,
at the word canary, ¢ I'll be hang'd if any thing be
¢ in the doublet of that fat rogue but a hog’s-skin of
¢ Spanish wine ;> and incontinently they roared out on
all sides, ¢ Tap him there, tap him, master surgeon.’
*Sblood, I was forced to draw in my horns, and be
silent 5 lest the villains, being thirsty, should force the
shaver to operation. The knave, indeed, was five
weavers off, and so could not well come at me ; I might
otherwise have been drank up alive.
Dol. And pray how cam’st thou off at last, Sir John?
Fal. By inere providence: for after the barbarous
rascals had squeez’d the breath out of my body, they
buftetted me because I could not roar out, ¢ God save
the King.” At length, I know not how, they threw
me down in the cloisters, where, falling cross-ways,
and the way being narrow, I faily block’d up the
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Fal. Frandis!

Light me to bed—let Doll kring up the sack,

See to the jorden, and tuck up r1y back.  [Ext.

Pistol. Signior Nymwego ! Hear’st thou, lad of craft

Nym. Yea, marry, Don Anticho del Pistolo—run

the humous well? )

Pistol. Well, Nym ; and thou and I, o’er cup and comy §

Willgo and sckemes of operation plan. [Exeutt. §'

ACT II. SCENE 1.

4 Stiect.  Justice SHALLOW and Master SLENDSR
enter,

Slender.
I wonder now, coz, when you know what a desperate
kin: of ahorrible man Sir John is, you should———

Skal, Tur, tut.—I fear him not; there 's ne'era
Sic Jolin Falstaff in the nation shall over-reach me.

Slex. But what's done can’t be helped, coz; he
over-reached you now, as I take it, when you lent him
the money.

Skul. Well, cousin of mine; then it is my tum
now to over-reach him, and get it again.

Slen. That, indeed, Cousin Shallow, to be sur,
would be quite right; tit for tat, as we say in the
coyntry ; but then he is such a bloody-minded caitiff;
you Kknow he broke my head once for nothing at all;

—

r N a
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wnd if he should get an inkling that you are going to
aw with him, O Lord, O Lord, I shall never slecp in
quiet again.

Shal. Poh, you chit, if he breaks the peace, I shail
know what to do with him, Iwarrunt ye.

Ska. Ay, there indeed, cousin, ecod, I did not
think of that. If I am ia fear of my life, I cananswer
taking him up with a warrant, and binding him over
to his good behaviour. Suppose, thereiore, coz, w2
swear the peace against bim first, and Iz him {ust by
the heels b:fore we enter the altion. And yet i dun't
know, if I might advise ye, I would wash my hnds
of him.

Stal. Talk not to me. I tell thee I wiil spend !}
my estate, ere the rascally knight shall cury it ot so.
I had ratlier the inns of court should share thc nwney
among them, than tnat the gorbellicd kauve shouid

feast Lis enormous guts at any free-cost of nine.—- 1
will to my counsel immediately 5 and 1 the Lav vail
not avaii me, my sword siall do me ju.iice,

Sleizder. You know best, Cousin Shalic., to Lu
surc ; but

Shal. But me no buts, I say,but comne clons ?
Your Cousin Shalleaw puts ap wn s serens,
[+t
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will go; but I fear my mission will prove as
as that of many other Apostles, sent amon
. As there is no danger of martyrdom, how-
am content. Persuade Sir John Falstait to
k! could I work miracles, indeed, and like
1mas, turn an Ethiop white, something might
for it : but, as it is, I despair of converting
lebauchee from two such prevailing heresies us
re and the bottle. [Lit,

SCENE I11I.

"in Eastcheap. FALSTAFF and BARDOLPH ¢nter.

Two sound naps, of eight hours a-piece, have
ing recruited me. Bardolph, my morning’s
Is it prepared ?

T is here, Sir John. [Gives Fulstaff a tardard,
Here’s to our better tortune. (Lrinks.
Ab, Sir John, I am afeard our fortunc luth
:its highest flood. We have scen our best day-.
So the world goes, Buardolph., Up aad dovin!
it not hard now? 1 that have
g. I Iuge bowsting., It 15, howeier, w il
what pains I have taken to wake a man of that

DUt Lnar’s

Nay, you yows:lt are privy to the many good

I have done him.  Betore the younker knew e

ild not diink suck ; made conscience ot 3o

rch on holidays; and biushed like a sculet
Dy
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vould never do it roundly. H: had no genius
way,
ar. You know, Sir John, the Prince ne-er could
y with lying. He used to say 'twas benecath a
leman and a soldier.
. Well, well, he will never shiae in the recitil
s own expioits as Xenophon, Ciesar, and I have
w. Why, Sir John, to be sure, you have done
;thing.
il. Something ! the services I have done him and
ither are out of number. Methinks my bchaviour
e ever memorable altion- of Shrewsbury, should
: him blush at his ingra.itude. Who killed Hot-
# Did not I give him his death’s wound in the
1?2 Was it not I who took prisoner that tiory dra-
Coleviile? and that even alive! And wa I thus
ited ? Is this the guerdon of my great utchicve-
ts 3 1iang valour, I’ll huck: my sword no more.
s has 1t ever been the fate of merit to be rewarded,
biades and Bellisarius for that!
. Ay, Sir John, they were tall fcllows: they
: 'sadiy used indeed : 1 have heard or them.  But
was in king Johi’s time, I tiunk.
d. They were the Falotaris or antiquity, Dur-
h.
wr. Like enough, Sir John; they were befere iy
, to be sure; though Pistol told e, t* other duy,
General Bellisarius was his god-father.
. Pistol is an ignorant braggard, an ass: Ihave
Dij
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injurcd my dignity by associating with rascals, not
worthy to wait atmy hecls.  'What tell’st thou me of
Pistol ?

Bar. Nay, Sir John, I meant no harm. I do think
you ¢ serve te be made a lord of indeed.

F.l. T expeéted nothing less, I can assure ye, And
then, for my well-known ceconomy, to have had the
sol2 management of thr Exchequer at least.

Bar. And instead of that to be banished

Fal. 1 know not if I heard the word banish. Iwas
forbidden iudeed to come near the king's person by
ten miles; but I was not at that distance when those
injunétions were lail on me. Querc now (it might
pose a casuist, let me tell ye) whether I am thereby
injoined to march riglit out ten mile: an end ; whether
the negative zot come, amounts to the positive, go.———
I will not uaderstand it so; and, if that be my Lord
chief-justice™s censtruction, by the Lord, I will put
him to the tronbie of curiying me: I will be laid up
with the gout eve I budge a foot.

Bar. Indeed, $ir Jokn, the king did say banish.

Fal. Adnit it: unless he mzans to reside for ever in
a place, and be in his own proper person as immove-
able as a church, I hold my life on a damn’d precari-
ous tenure.  He must give me timely notice of bis
motions, that I may regulate mine accordingly j—
otherwisc, if he be travelling my way, we may hap-
pen to encounter, and I get m;scif hanged through
jnadvertency. I do not think it sate, therefore, to
stir cut of town, without more explicit orders, Give

» anagl "'aught-
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Bar. The tankard is out, Sir John. Shall I rep.
ish?

Fal. No. I'll toward St. Paul's: a gentle peran
yulation this morning may refresh me. (Foxeur:

SCENE IV.

| Street. Justice SHALLOW, Master SLEXDER, amd
a Lawyer enter.

Shal. Well, Master Pleadwell, are you still of that
pinion. If so, my money ’s gone?
Leaw. Indecd, I am still of that opinion, Justice
hallow.
Shal. What! how! that my money ’s gone ?
Law. Nay, I know not that. Isay, I zm of opi-
n you should have taken a bond, or obligaticn, at
time of lending it, friend Sbhallow. A iLousind
inds on the bare word of a courtier, and that cour.
Sir John Falstatf! ne’er an alderman in the city of
den would have lent a thousand pence on such sc-
y.
#. Oh, that ever a country *squire should have
vit than a city alderman’!
w. A rthousand pounds, Mi. Shallow, is
. A thound pounds. [ know it is, master Picad-

“know it weil.  But pray now, is there no me-
1 the law to recoverit? He cannot have spent it
innot we compel him to restitution? Arrcst
rrest him, Mr. Pleadwell,
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Sir JOHN FALSTAFF enters.

"

. How, Master Shallow! consulting with his
! are ye thereabouts, friend Shallow? would
amper me with an action? [dside.] I will pass
by. [Going.
4. Sir John, Sir John, a word with you, if you

. 0, my good friends Robert Shallow, Esq. and
r Slender ; how fare ye gentlemen both ?
w,’ Sir John, Mr. Shallow here has
. Ha! what mine old acquaintance Master
«dlepoint} how is it with your health, Master
«dlepoint ?
w. Pleadwell is my name, Sir John.
- Right.—I cry you mercy—Roundabout Plead.
I think. My memory is not so retentive as
w. No offence, Sir John, that is not the case,
« Marry but it is, Mr. Pléadwell ; a treacherous
ry is my great defet: and a misnomer in law
knowest:
w. Would be matter of consequence, Sir John.
nat is not our business at present. Mr. Shallow
1ath put a case———o

. Ay, Master Shallow should know somcthing of
w too. Was not he at Clernent’s Ina wheil thou
irst entered there? That must be many yews
Mr. Pleadwell.—Let me sece. How many yars
1ust that be, Master Shallow ?---Why you carry
age welly Mr, Pleadwell,
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s0, Sir John, you will not refuse to give
v something to shew for his moncy, under

v dost thou know that, Mr. Pleadwell? I
t my counsel in this case.

were is no need, Sir John ; I will draw up
ument, to which thou wilt set thy hand
while I have a head, Master Pleadwell,
mning hand over head in these matters.
mmas, or St. Falstaffs day, I may perhaps

now of no saint of thy family in the ca-
‘ohn.

.» well, there may be saints of a worse.
ath not stood in the way of promuti
nd y(‘t th(‘l'c are as m:my whorciiters
cers, I'belicve.  But I cannot tarry n.av to
question with thee 5 fatigued as I am, and

ach my lodgings yonder.
thou wilt there sign the instrument, Sir
itikr.

il attend you th
thou? It is 2 notorious bawdy-house.
nattor, Sir J\i‘dll.

aatger sayst thou ? Ts it then no muttc

rave seges of the law to be scenin v ps

e? Lord, Lord, what wii this warsd ¢

science, howcver, is morc tender : 1 ohouid
give such occasion of scandal,
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occupied. Having a little pique or so at my Lord-
chief-iustice, and Mr. Shallow here, thinking himncli
qualified, I promised him my interest for his worship's
removal from the quorum to his lordship’s pluce oa
the bench. Was it not so, Mr. Shallow ?

Shal. Don’t belie me, Sir John, don’t cheat me of
my money, and laugh at me too. Robert sialiow,
Esquire, will not put up with that.

Fal. Then for Master Slender here, I proposed, ior i1
address and elocution, to have got him appointed ciator
to the house of parliament ; or otherwise, in considc
ration of his figure and magnanimity, to have made
him a staff-officer, or captain of horse at the least.

Slen. Nay, Sir John, you did not tzll me what; bt
I expefted some notable place, I'll assure ye: for I
look upon myself, plain *squire as I stand here, o lie
somebody.

Skal. Coz, coz, you are an ass, coz.

Slen. Why, why, I didn’tlend him the miney; T,

Laav. Justice Shallow, this isavery simpts waidy,
[ ain sorry it is not in my power to serve yui ia if.
5ir John, if you had either honour or hoaesty, veu
would restore the money ; but, as you make preten-i wis
0 neither, I leave you. [I"ti/ T

Fal. W cll my masters, you hear the counscl .1 n-
ed in the law. Will you to dinner with me? You
shall scc I am no niggard. If you will lodge with
me in Eastcheap, you shall sce the thouwsuad powids
fAily spent in sack : you shall share with me to the
ammost farthing,  But for dry restitution, 1 have not

ry







At I, FALSTAFF'S WEDDING, 43

SCENE V.

A Fencing-School. Pi1sTOL and NyMm enter, discuisd,

Pistol. Is this not better than the scrvice mean
Of Cappadocian or Assyrian knight?

That last young quarreller, how much gave he ?

Nym. Two marks for entrance and an ange! fe

Pistol. *T is well, keep ’count; and lend atteition

mute.
Dame Ursula, the Knight’s negleéted flame,
Grown rich, is fond of finery and name;
To her hath Don Pistolo #ade his suit
By love epistle.—Nym-—What sayst thou to 't ?

Nym. What, rival Sir John! *T is true he does not
go there now, or he’d make a b y busincss of it
You must know I *ve courted her fliece and chamber-
maid Bridget ever since the last wind-fall,

Pistol. And hast thou sped ?

Nym. Very scuriily, ancient. The jade rvas g
humours upon me.

Pistol. Nym, I a letter for thee wil! indite,
In the true style of a Castilian kniglt.
Woman is taken by mere words and whim ;
Nymwego shall command vwhat’s Leld from ;.
But sce new swaggerers coming keep your stat -,

Justice SHALLOW and Master SLEND.R ©20
Skal, Ay, this is my cld school: here have Ihnd
E ijj
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e better to withstand the force of my adivers
>w, since my old muastes is dead, I woul! be (L.
the skill of his successor.
Pisiol. What is thy name and quality ?
Shal. Niy name is Shailow, sir.
Slen. Of Gloucestershire, Esq. justice cf thz y oo,
d of the quorum.
Pistol. A name of note, and smacking mu.l

folly. [
suiteth well thy figure and thy purpose.
ymwego, hand the fuils. There, gresp it will;
ar thy point thus aguinst thy rival's sworg,
nd had he twenty lives, he falls.  Sa——a> ..

[They skirmisk, and Shadiow is Eraraze.l,

Skal. Enough, enough, ior cnce, brave sir, ot . .
see, indeed, you ' re worshin is a ma.tu:.
aother time Iil try my sk i
Pistol. Enougi’s a feast.  JLroweld

e
Let.

Nyan. Ard will not my youny “sq:
to the humour of it.  Coule, sir, Loy Leill,
Slen. Cod so, not L. T quurd wiih it
ywan., And I canbroik bis sesa ot o

xpence.  So I've no cecasion, sti, T
Ul COZ,y letTs g,

Skal. Sir, there s my thanks [Gloes morgy 05 N, o)

il see me sooi sgain.

Slens Yes, yos, wy cousin will come aaing hut
ve no occasion, I thank ye, [Excuit vl ol i
Nyzzo Those o “sqabies are piviiods Jud,tcts 9

PR
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1an, and starved by prescribing poisons, but now

+¢ 1s turned apotliecary, and thrives by administering
them.

Dr. Carus enters.

Fal. Soy master Doftor, thou art a man of meri¢ J
see.——Thou art sought after.——Pray, how many
patients mayst thou have dispatched to day ?

Caius. Pas beaucoup, Sir John——not great man;.
1 pay visits betimes, en bon matin, 3 monsieur de Pcto.
—But I must yo now i I'instant, i la cour.

Fal. Nay, rest you a moment, Dr. Caius, I wouid
commune with you a little on the score of cid ac-
quaintance. Pray, master doftor, how came you to
leave Windsor ? You were, I thought, in somc repute
there.

Caius. How came I to leave Windsor! By sur dot
Windsor did leave me.——Repute! Mo:blzu, 1 v
in de best reputation du monde. In dree yeu
vas no les dan dree honderd patients of qu.liry
my hands. They did never complain o7 m
ment : and yet 1 dia stay dere tiil I had no patien

Fal. Dead nmien tell no tales, doétor, "tis certan

Caius. Eh, bienl my paticuts did die sace enou i
but dere was deir sons, acir daughters, deir cous!
mans ; dey wus alive, and commended my ticatinent
of de detuntt et non obstant they wouid never cail
call me in demselves,

Ful. That’s much.——Bat did all your patients
die? Say you? Notonc survive to trumpsct iic fane

of their doétor !
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w. Ecod, Sir John, it happen'd lucky for me, I
tell ye, that I came off so well as I did yesterday,
d. Ay, by’r lady, thou play’dst fair to get oif in '
iole skin, and leave thy friend and master in ex-
ity.

. Nay, 'pon honour, Sir John, I did my utmost
:ep up with you: but *t was unpossible; and in-
it was very fortunable that I was not mysclf tro.d
:ath by the populous.

1. Thou! tell me the moon is a Suffolk cheese, or
indsor pear. Thou! have I not seen thee clear
sing without a staff, at a bear-baiting> I'nou
t'st make thy way through a legion, nay the mil-
of a crusade: why, who would come witiiin 2
m of that fire-brand, thy nose? It is a fluuing
*dg:d sword.  Wouldst thou make me il
ains wotld come near thee, to b rn the Lole-
Jothes 2 Thou wouldst have set them a flazing
stubble, and have consumed the whoic pro-
m of herelds, like men of straw. A plegus

Ve

i

theu';, it was by their avoiding thee, T supros,
[hid ke ton
. Slr Jola, you®

o died o martyr to corpulenc: .

ay s plag ving me aboutiny
vs!:..t would you have me do with it ?
f. Do with it! If there were water enongh ia the

nes, I would have thee quencl it. But w

can do netiing for thee; since I
- we rode last frera Caterbuy, with the
g full in our faces, thou camr’et ‘nto the Boran

thy pese and checke poving id Loy, ol

%
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set aside choler, I am as cold as e'era
'd younker in town.
d, say’st thou! thy face would condemn
incendiary before any bench of judicature
dom! thou wouldst carry apparent combus-
cowt with thee. Tell me not of cold.
ldst certainly have been hanged long ago,
: sheriff been afraid thou wouldst have fired
1 or the gibbet.
1y, Sir John, I have been your attendant, off
:se twenty years, come Candlemas; and I
I have had any such efleét on you.
e cause, you rogue, the cause; am not I
keep a pipe of Canary constantly discharg-
? Are not the tapsters perpetually employ-
ck-buckets for ever a going, to keep me
1g? And yet at times my skin is shriveli’d
April pippin. Mark me but walking an
aces, with thee glowing at my heels, if I do
nd drip like a roasting ox.
1, you are pleased to be hard upon me, Sir
I an sure my face never hurt a hair of your

! look at “em hath it not turncd them

I'wenty years ago, before they were bleach-

ire, my locks were of a nut brown.

by, you grow old, Sir John.

.1 what call you old? I am a little more

icore s and Mcthusalem liv'd to near a thoua-
F
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chit; you will find it among other trumpery
ak bag. [Exit Burdolpn.
our hundred marks a year, quoth he! It were
nreasonable compctence were not sheiiics
vely so dear. But if the female incum-
1 it should turn out a shrew; tue Lord
yon me I shall be paid oii’ for the sins of
. Let me bethink me. Four hundred
-ear! I have, it is true, small hopes from
shall grow old some tiine or other. Thess
1y limbs forebode it. I cannot hold cut tor
's certain.  Were it not good, theictuic,
virtue of necessity, and take up while I wm
weap the credit of reformation ? Cowld I re-
to my interest, I belicve my inclination
W,

BARDOLPI re-cunters.
rere, Sir John, is the letter.
neon: let us sce if ve are master of <o
bic as to find out her mcaning.  [Keauds, j—
uim hum ! Why, dame Uisuls,
a mumory. I could have credited tiree for

n account of that oid fitend to worwun, tie
ut how thou couldst remember tir ificen
her what motey Towed thee—thac indeed I
ourt for. I huve myscit forgot it long
s tedls me here, I have borrowed five hun-
Is of her ai times, as tokens of my love,—
rd, and as I am ascidier, I wiil love het
Fij






9, let me alone for speaking supernaculu
. set of the courtliest phrases in iy Luswi
[l con themn by heart.

Well, go prosper : Pistol will be here pr

. Fear not we "Il lose no time: come, Dol
| be aade women, if this plot succeeds.

[ Exeunt

SCENE 11,

Yame URSULA, and BRIDGET attendirg.

And do you think, Bridget, Sir John will l:e
good as his word, then? How sits my cait

Uwould thou hadst buughit me cne ci those

oned farthingales.

, madam, you are mighty fise as it 1, tiuly

um sure, Sir John can do nothing less thun

1.

inkest thiou so, Bridget? Wiy, to be cor-

ch-coloured satin does

sely. But I think the roses aie taded in
Well, no matter 5 he mijht lave go-

twenty years ago, had not ac ceea a ro-

Fiy

secome Sy coll-
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ver. Lhope, however, he has sold his wild cats
and that I shall yet have the satisfattion to bedl
my Lady Falstat},

Brid. To be sure, madam; and though Sir
but a knight at present, he will be very assuredly,
the young king is crowned, be made a great luﬂ.
may be a duke. Indeed, madam, I cannot"
Jess.

Urs. And then shall I be a dutchess, Bridget.
Ursula a dutchess!

Brid. Ay, madam, that will be a day to see}
am so happy as to be in your grace’s favour. :

Urs. For certain, Bridget, thou shalt. We“.
Iyve is a strange thing! there is Sir John has
me a thousand times, and yet, I know not how,
always persuaded me he was sincere.

Brid. A sure sign you loved him, madam.

Urs. And yet to be sure, before I received his
ter, I thought I never should hear from him ags
and had almost come to a resolution to cast him
tirely off. L

Brid. In good sooth, madam, that is very prudes|
to cast a lover off when we find he will leave us.

Urs. 1 think sv, and not a little imprudent to doi
before, for one of my years at least.

Erid. Why, madam, you are not so old.

Urs. Indeed, but 1 am——old enough to know I
e " ot to part with one lover till I amn sure of an-
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sure, madam, a bird in the hand is
‘he bush ; but the sport of hampering
>are at liberty, isso vastly pretty.

we were sure of catching them at last ;
Bridget, how often do they escape
igers, and give us the slip! Besides, it
asses than I to go bird catching: I
it on the tail of a sparrow now.

ay not so, madam; you forget your
1 Anticho del Pistolo.

aim, fustian-pated rogue, whoever he
ie with his epistles.——To write letters
Je to thee too! Well, as I live, I will
: of bombards to Sir John. I will shew
Se

1, the Knight is coming.

1s, Bridget, and so he is. Introducc
us.

FALSTAFF enters.

my fair princess, see thy wandering

ne to London, Sir John, thou art in-.
.
knight-errant for thy sake.
sake, Sir John ?
: thine, my Helen. Have I not encoun-
»us giants and fiery dragons, in the re-
amberland and Wales? And then f
enchanted castles: Owen Glendo
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sers.  Let a priest suffice. Amnot
ar?

bee less than justice awere a sin,
me thy lips, we il settle all avitbin.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV. SCENEI.

Justice SHALLOW enters, awith Mrs.
\CKLY, dressedin tawdry Clothes.

Mrs. Quickly.

woth, Mr. Shailow, I am too young a wi-

too young to think of a second husband.
- so, fair mistress.  If to wed be good, the
ded still the better speed. My assiduitics
>u soon forget your former spouse.

sur acidities, indeed, are very great, Mr,
iut you are too pressing : I cannot so soon
Quickly. What the goujeres bawve 1 suid,
ckly t—I thought your husband’s name

es, yes, and so it was; but I called him

kly, because he was ever so slow. He
man, of a slow melancholy. Always

ht and day asleep.

h! additted to somnolency.
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g’:amrmq but da that of my fol-

very desirous to give
faftion: and do assure thee, on the
r, of the sincerity of my repentance.
this may beonly a transitory fit of
to your late disappointment. What
| give me: to hope thnmd'mmd

rer, what Imlbuﬂygolngto(b,
. confined many a man to a state of
1 has continued to the last hour of

John, is saying lomething Pray
g to do?

:n a resolution, father, to—Wha.t
»w it is I have resolved upon ?
mendable a& of penance, no doubt.
ay well be called so, I believe. I
ood father, to marry.

that an' aét .of penance, Sir John? Is
f mortification ?

1ay not find it so.

John, marriage is a holy state ; and
pprove your resolution ; but, in the
: church, itis also an holy aét, and
:ntered into unadvisedly. Your re-
srecede your receiving the benefit of

not but I shall repent me sufficientlv

Giij
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Fri. Ah! Sir John, Sir John, I fear me youar
true penitent ; but, however, it may be lav(fnltoi
what cannot be effeCtually cured. I did notexp
make a convert at the first interview. If thou'
any measures that tend towards reformation,
shalt have my prayers and best assistance ther
Another time I will hold farther converse with

Fal. In the mean time, good father, let m
fair in your report to my Lord-chief-justice, :
majesty.

Fri. Thou shalt stand fairer than I fear t|
servest. Farewell.

Fal. [Solus.] Fare thee well, good father
‘What an hypocritical puritan ! Would not drin
Not with the ungodly, I suppose. But Iam
bly mistaken, if he be not indebted for th
countenance and the gout, to the penetrating ¢
of aold sherris,

BARDODPH enters.

Fal. Well, Bardolph, what news dost thot

Bar. Marry, Sir John, I have just seen a si
you would have chuckled at,

Fal. And what is that?

Bar. Why, mother Quickly and Doll Tears
tired like dames of fashion, and courted by
Shallow and M.ster Slender. For my own pe
out of the plot, but I find the contrivance is

§ are caught, Pistol and Nym ar
ottom of it, That’s all I can lea;
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. Bardolph, those knaves would leave me, and
ap for themselves., The *squires are mine ; a law-
Prey, and shall not be fed upon without our leave.
am more, and I wili bethink me how to counteract
¢ villnous machinations of these runagates. But,
¥, attend me forth. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1I1I,

UrsuLA and BRIDGET enter.

' Now, Bridget, mark me well. That erraut
knave,
panish suitor, will anon be here.
hn requests that I do greet him kindly,
sive him flattering earnest of success.
{. Doubt not my cunning : I've been taught erc
to set an egg upon its httle end.
A grannum’s secret, Bridget ; but no more.—
creatuse’s that, who witih enormous strides
res the pavement yonder ?
. *T1s the Don I will be ready, madam,
yuu please, to scare him hence. (AR
Nay, he shali have some sour as well as swect 5
1s heis, all honey is not meet.

PisToL enters.

I, Fair dame, I kiss your hands, your gem
brief,
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estine on Saracens, pell-mell,
:ift of that renown'd and peerless paragon
omontado Light, the king of Arragon.
5. And hath Pistolo’s valour then been shown
destine ? ‘That merit s grcat, I own.
tol. There by this sword so many foes werz slain
it was called the flaming sword of Spain.

[ Putting up his savord.
1. Indeed! *T were much a warrior-to withstand,
comes vittorieus from the Holy Land.

BRIDGET enters, in a burry.

'd. Good gracious! madam! Sir John Falstaff.
t. Hal who? who? what’s that ? Falstaft' didst
say ?
. No matter, sir, you shall not hence away.
quondam sweetheart ; whom, for thee,
dismiss with frowns, as thou shalt see.
. Hecavens, madam, I would not for thic world
n should come in while the cavalier is here,—
uld have bloody doings, 1 warrant. Did not
zht, when he was here last, complain of your
nce, and vow vengeaunce on your new lover?
[ Aside.] By Styx, he Il know and foil me.
oh! poh! this gentlemun fears him not, nor
ch. Don Pistolo’s sword hath been flesh'd
> Moous.
foors! lack-a-day ! what talk you of Moots ?
simple Moors to such a paramour as he.
, madam, he is desperation at the loss of

hip's ancétion,

-
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heart ; but nothing mean t’ offend.

paultry foil thou can’st not fight,

vith t encounter this same knight.

safe conduct thee to the gate,

d tidings speedily await. [Exit.
Pistol, looking afier ber.

it be my portion, if 1 trow,

ske mears to jiit me now or no;

Abigal, lead on,

&5 neary “tis time that I awere gene.,

rabunt

[Excunt.

SCENE IV.

fustice SHALLOW axd Master SLENDER
enier.

.e mec—take me this letter, I say, to Sir
f. That is his suttling-house. I will
ik-bag of chitterlings with my rapier, us I

A will you fight him, cousin : Well, han;r

y the chalienge. I ncver could abide tixe
coid iron. Even a key put down my

bicody nose, ugh—uph—ugl, woulki «l-
a shuddering.

n't tell me—it the law will not get me 1y
be revenged of bhim. The tun-belaed
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"ourself, The more you stir———jyou know the
droverb, Master Shallow, it is a little homely, so Iet
Tatpass,  Yet, let me advise thee ; rest content.
Shal. Content! I am not content. I cannot be
Content. Nay, I will not be content. Give me back
‘bemoney, or I will have satisfaltion of thee.

Fal. Satisfaltion, say'st thou? Why, theu wilt nut
lare me to the combat.

Shal. Such provocation would make a coward fight,
iir John.

Fal, If it make thee fight, I"'ll be sworn it would :
or I have seen thee tremble at the shaking of a wheat.
ar. R

Shal. To be bamboozled! cheated! laught at! J
rill not put it up. By heavens I will not put itup.

Fal. Well said, Master Shallow. Now I see thore's
wetile in thee. But surely thou weuld'st not bt
rst to break the peace! thou, whose olice ivis e
unish the breach of it.

Shal. Sir John, there are times and reasons {4t
rngs. If you will neither give me my mone; nor
entleman’s satisfaction, I will have tic: tussed ina
lanket for a poltroon as thou art.

aat toss me in a blanker,

Skal. Well, well, we shall see—I"ll parley with
ou no longer. Cousin Slender don’t stand shill T,
hail I, but give him thc note.

Skn, Ay, ay, if coz is killed, T shail e his cs-
ate, und so there s the challenge. [ £x. &) i, and Sien.

H
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At my cashier’s.
Well then, Sir John, why should we fight

Bardolph thou art a coward; but no matter.—
a thought : I will meet him myself. Go, fetch
kler I fought with at Shrewsbury, [ Exeunt.

ACT V. SCENE 1.

~Hill. PisToL and Justice SHALLOW enter,
stript for the Combat.

Pistol.
> nought, brave squire, the knight’s a coward
rank.
I am glad to hear that, and yet I would I kad
gsson or two more, before I had encountercd

I. Bear thy point thus——sa, sa, friend Shal
low, sa.

s, I say, and trust Pistolo’s art.

¢ buxom widow will relate

ced of prowess.

. I will essay ; but some one comes this way ;

etire, and try that pass again. [ Exenitt.

Dr. Ca1vus and Man enter,
s. Jack Rugby, foilow me, Jack Rugby : I ave
:re is to be duel foughit hereabouts, by and by.
Hjj
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JFal. How! can this thing be Robert Shallow, of
= Youcestershire, esq. justice of the peace, and of the
\xaorum? I took it for some strolling ghost escaped
s>uat of purgatory, by all that °s terrible.

Shal. Sir John, this mockery shall not suffice you.
Fal. Nay, it is true, as I am a sinner,

Shal., Will you fight me, Sir John, or will you not ?
Fal. Fight thee ! When thou seest the princely eagle

‘adescend to encounter the tom-tit. What! shall the

"Yofty elephant wield his proboscis against a mite?
8hall Sir John Falstaff draw his martial sword against

,uch a pig-widgeon as thou ?

" 8hal, What tken did you come here for, Sir John?

':_;fyou would not be treated asa coward, liy down

;_Wur targst and draw.

* Fal Lay down my target, sayst thou? Who wonld
be fool then ? Look ye, Master Shallow (sinc: shaiiow
thou wilt be) if I fight, it must be on cqual icrms.—
It is but equitable that my body should be secu:ed,
when [ engage with an unsubstantiul form; a thiag
that has none. Dost thou think me suchago
€ap as to lay open this fair round belly to the point
thy rapier, when thou presentest not a mark fer me.
Ttwere as gond as pricking at a lottery, tea th.ousand
blanks to a prize, to make  thrust at thee, It wer:
indeed more than a miracle to hit what, rh-toricaliy
speaking, is impalpable, But come, if thou must
fight with me, thou shalt not say I deal unfairly by
thee, To draw my sword would ve necdicss: for it
tuce I nevei shall.——That’s flat, Theiefore, Tolz-

H ijj
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ours of chivalry. Nay, by our lady, I will
ty upon me, and knight thee myself. ¢ Rise
sert Shallow, knight of the most horrible
ymbatants and murderers of the fifth but-
1 now, Sir Robert, if thou dost not think
've bestow’d on thee worth the thousand
we thee, Iwill for the first time make resti-
'hou shalt be repaid out of my wife’s por-

thou must know I am this night to be
\d have broke into the round sum to make
sreparations for my nuptials.
rive thee joy, Sir John; and asI find there
wch honour in tbee, I will open my heart,
i to thee, that both my nephew Slender and
to be married too.

! to whom, Master Shallow, to whem ?

o the wealthy widow of Watling-street, end
; Slender, to buxom Beatrice her nicee, of
£y

ter Shallow, you are deceived, Muaster Shal-
| be a friend to thee. The widow aad her
ipostors.

postors !

ores ! whores, Master Shallow !

iw, the wiaow of Watling-street, and Mrs.

Lucklersbury
to, I mean thy widow—Give me thy hand ;
hee raore as ve pass along. [Exennts






.wv otrait:
..wuis, and courage conquers, fate.

SCENE 1II.

dl.-Room. FALSTAFF enters, avith SHALLOW and
LENDER in Dominos. Their Masks in their bands.
ial. Marry, SirJohn, thou hast a pithy pericranium;
isa notable contrivance. I have appointed thc
s as you directed to be dressed in purple, and to
us among the revellers here at the globe.
Thou hast done well, Master Shallow; and I
1and your nephew are clothed in the same dis-
s Nym and Pistol.—You shall see spcrt M:.
But see, the maskers come this way. I
meet the bride. [Exit Falstadl,
[Shallow and Slender put on their Masks.

of Maskers enter ; amov~ '
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sayest thou?

John, that s the short of it: and
iow married to Mrs. Biidget Ler

o Ursula.] Say, my fuir queen of
:? unmask : nay, gentles, all ua.
- see what faces are put on.

>hn, can answer for me.

for me, madim. Mariy a corporud
vs are drunk.

lym look at cach otker aith confusion
ment; during awhich time Mrs.Quickly
earsheet enter unmasked, and, passing
nd Nym, (wbo start back acith fresh
t) go up to Fustice Shallow and A.is.
J

you bare-faced strumpets! what do
is no brothel : play no gambols Lere,
ome up, Sir John ; you will not hias
ny hushand. Mr. Shallow wili pro-
Mr. Shallow.

me neither, were he twenty Sir Joia
Mr. Slender.

uickly, loose your hold T pray yous;
Quickly.

. know you too, Mrs. Dorothy.

you so? What, Sir Johnhath blown
t no matter ; he cannot unmauriy us.
ly, that he can’t.

11: for since whores and regues
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. I, since so the fates decree,
ictualler I''ll be;

exchange for carving knife,

i for the means of life,

ight, but joyous dine,

ing blood, draw sparkling wine;
in himself my service lack,

he Il find a glass of sack.

na put no lime in it, Pistol ?
\lernian Bacchus, for my knight.

I be thy guest. Nay, by'r lady,
be mine too. I will not break off
juondam familiarity with so little
th done. I doinvite you all, there-
‘hme. And if you cannot laugh
your own contrivances, be mcrry
on of my nuptials.

gh long indeed bath been our courting,
ast the days of love and sporting;
rer bridegroom bad you sped,

en less prone to sleep inbed

nun, some Spring flowers may groav,

- in September blow :

sown, 1 is xe'er tco late to mend ;
st the better is the end.







wt spread the secret out of doors,—
as no more Mercury, than [ am

ba, the wife of Trojan Pricm.
rfrom Phaebus! He a god!

> you ally *tavas Mr. Didd ;

¢ from the clouds, was all a sham ;
tended errand but a flam.

tken gods of paste-board, made to fly
cords across the painted shky ;

15 clouds, that dangle there abovve,
the throne itself of Jove!

§&itious too, though told so glib ;
u my word, *t aas all a fib
Fin Elysiuim !—To my thinking,
t natural tendency to sinking,
b low o8 bn hod awre doecoadnl

T1rAn.










































w my Lord, appears the particular wisdom
wspeftion of your Lordskip’s condull, that
tly retain the favour of your master without
of the subjel ; your deration, and even
¢ between both, has secured to your Lordship
‘the king, and the heart of the people ; the

wvoted you their good angel in all suits and

o their prince, and their success fiils the
doms with daily praises of your Lordship’s
and his Majesty’s grace and clemency.

w, my Lord, give me leaue humbly to beg,
g all the good altions of your Lordship’s
'appy station, the encounragement of arts and
may not be solely exc!uded from the influ-
wr favonr. The polite Mecaenas, whom I
to make a parallel to your Lordship in the

STM{Mam
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his pen was so cherisked with bounty, and in
with gratitude.

But I can lay no claim to the merits of so ¢
person _for my access to your Lordship; I har
this to recommend me without art void of rk
that I am a true lover of my king, and pay a

Jeigned weneration to all those who are his
servants, and faithful ministers; which infers
am, my Lord, with all due submission,

Your Lordship's most devoted, and
Most obedient humble servant.

6. FARQU.
Prc. 1701,




PROLOGUE.

axthars bawve, in most their late essays,

v'd their ovom, by dawexing otber plays ;
great barangues to teach you avbat <vas fit
1 for bumsnr, and go derwn for wit,

o rules must form an Exglish picce,
rury-Laxe comply aith ancient Greece.

wss only, such as Terénce writ,

lease cur masqwd Lucvetias in the pit.
uthful anthor swears be cares mot a pin
1sins, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapin :

ves 10 learned pens such labour'd lays ;

¢ the rules by awbich be awrites bis plays,
sty bosks let others take their view,

es dull reading, but be studies you.

from you beaus, bis lesson is formality
your footmen there—most nice morality ;
sure them bis Pegasus must fly,

+ they judee— and Jodge—three stories bigh.
Ye front-boxes be bas gick'd bis style,

irns, awithout @ blush, to make them smile
1only taught us by the fair ;

gish allion—~——=but a modest air.

bis friends bere in the pit, ke reads

ules that ecvery modish avriter needs.

ns from every Covent-Garden critic’s face,
dern forms of allion, time, and place,

ion be's asham’d to name—=d'ye sec,

w Js sewem, Heplace is number three.
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The masks be only reads by passant looks,

He dares not venture far into their books.
Thus then the pit and boxes are bis schools,
Your air, your bumour, bis dramatic rules.
Let critics censuve then, and biss like snakes,
He gains bis ends, if be light fancy takes

St. James's beaus, and Covent-Garden rakes

Dramatis Personacs

DRURY-LANE.

Men,
Sir HARRY WILDAIR, -~ 4 & « Mr
COLONEL STANDARD, - « = - Mrn
FIReBALL, a Sea Captain, - < -
Moxns. Marquis, a sharping Refugee,
Beav BanTER,
Brav CiiNchER, turned Politician, Mr
Dicky, Servant to Wildair, - « Mr
Suark, Servant to Fireball,
Guosr,
Lounp BELLAMY.

Fomen.
ANGELICA, = = = = = = M
ParLy, - - e e e - M
Lapy Lerewetr, - - - - = M

Servants and Attendants,
i ——
ScEeNE, Si. James’s,
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ACTI. SCENE L

. STANDARD and FIREBALL enter, meeting.

Standard.
other Fireballl Welcome ashore———What,
ole? Limbs firm, and frigate safe ? -
All, all, as my fortune and fiiends could wi.h.

And what news from the Baltic ?

Why, yonder are three or four young boys
:h, that have got globes and ‘sceptres to play
hey fell to loggerheads about their play-+hings;
Lsh came in like Robin Good-fellow, cry'd
4 made them quiet.

In the next place then, you're to congratu-
success—You have heard, I suppose, that I've
a finz lady with a great fortune.

Ay, ay, “twas my first news upen my landing,
onel Standard had “d the fine Lady Lure-
-A fure lady inde «y fine Ludy \~——Tux,
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faith, brother, T had rather turn skipper to'an Ind
cance, than manage the-vessél you'rg mastar of.
Stand, Why 80, Sir? .
Fire. ‘Because she’ll run adrift with mmﬂl )
blows: she’s all sail and n6 ballast-—Shall I tell
the charatter I have heard of a fine lady ?..A fine
can laugh at the death of her hushand, and cry
loss of her Jap-dog. A fine Jady is angry with
cause, and pleased without a reason. A fine hady}
the vapours all the morning,~and the cholic ail the
ternoon. ‘The pride of g fine lady is above the
of an understandjog heads yet_her. nnily will
to the adox:mon of a peruke. And, in fing i
lady goes to church for fashion's sake, and to the
set-table with devotion ; gnd her pamon for g
exceeds her vamty of bemg thougbt vnm
desire of a&mg the gontrary—e— Wg scamen.
plam N brot‘\er. n
Stand. You seamen are like elenelq'
tempestuous, too ruffling to handle a fine J2 r
Fire. Say you so? Why then gnve me thy
honest Frank, and let the world talk on and be du}
Stand., The world talk, sy youg What dogs
world talk ? L
Fire. Nothing, pothing at all; they qﬂy ny
usual upon such occasxons—That your wifs
greatest coquet about the coprt, and your worshig
greatest cuckold about thgt;nty, that s all. Y
Stand. How, how, Sir? :

Fire. That she’s a coquet, ang yop acyckold, &
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an angel in herself, and a2 Paradlse

. Eve in herself, and a devil to you.
il truth, and the world a liar.
aen——"Egad, brother, it shall be so—
o White's, and whoever dares mutter
rother and sister, I'll dash his ratafia in
11 kim a liar. . [Gainyr,
hold, sir; the world is too strong for
wdal and detradtion to be thuroughly
wst murder all the beaus, and poison
Those that_have nothing else to say;
; fools over Burgundy, and ladies over
somcthing thzt's sharp to relish their
is the piquant sauce of such conversa-
ut it their entertainment would prove
Now, brother, why should we pretend
all mankind ?
: all mankind quarrel with us.
vorst reason in the world. Would ycu
ur a lion, because a lion would devour

I coulds
1at’s right; if you csuld ! But since yeu
:th nor paws for such an encounter,

1, and perhaps the furious beast muy

, sirl but I say, that whoever abuses
ife, though at the back of the king's
lain.

B Stand.

~
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Stand. No, no, brother, that's a contradi@ion ; theits
no such thing as villany at court.—Indesd, if i
pradtice of courts were found in a single pers,!
might be styled villain with a vengeance ; but pwsl
-wnd pcwer authorises'evey thing, and turns the vi
upon their accusers. In short, sir, every man's mo
hke his rehgwn no'w a- dan, pleads libuty oY

his pay? And who can be so ill-natared a3 to
courtier for espousing that which is the very
his livilihood ?
Fire. A verygoodargumentmavtry' .
" cause. - But, sir, my business is not with the e
but with you: I desire you, sir, to open yoitr eysl v
least, be pleased to lend an ear to what I heat
now at the Chocolate-house,
Stand. Brotherem— .
Fire. Well, sir-e——e
Stand. Did the scandal please you when you heard
Fire. No,
Stani. Then why should you think it should g
me? Be not more uncharitible to your friends s
yourself, sweet sir. If it made you uneasy, thed'
question hut it will torment me, who am so ol
nearer concerned. ©
Fire, But would you not be glad to know r
enemies?
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haw ! if they abuse me théy are my friends,
: friends; my table company, and bottle

v, then, brother, the devil take all your
. Your were so rally’d, so torn!—there
ed ranks of sneering white teeth drawn
nisfortunes at once, which so maugled your
ation, that she can mever patch up her

¢ she lives.

id their teeth were very white, you say?

» white! Blood, sir, I say they mangled

‘eputation |

d 1 say, that if they touch my wife's re-

It nothitig but their tecth, her honour will

gh.

n you won’t hear it ?

t a syllable. Listerting after slander is
or serpents, which, when you have canght,
u to death. Let them spit their vencmn

seives, and it hurts nobody.

I, lord, how cuckoldom aad contentment
Fie, fie, sir! consider you have been 1
inxd by a noble post; distinguished b -

5, an honour to your nation, and a terrur
nes—Hell ! that @ man who has stosn d
il become the jost of acodiee-tabie, T

was clourly taken up with the tyve Pnpost.

5, Whether the colonel was 2 cacheid, o

,

i Lcan't bear.
B i
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Fire. Ay (sxys a sneering coxcomb) the &i

made his fortune with a withess ; he has secn
self + zond estate in this life, and a reversi
world t> come. Then (replies another) I
he’s obliged to your lordship’s bounty for
part o! the settlement. There are others (sy
that have played with my Lady Luvewell |
besides my lord ; I have capotted ber mys
three times in an evening.

Stand. Oh, matrimonial patience, assist m

Fire, Matrimonial patience ! matrimonial |
Shake off these drousy chains, that fettey yo
ments, If your wife has wronged ye, pa
and lst her person be as public as her charaf
be honest, revenge her quarrel—I can myn
This is my hour of attendance at the navy«
come and ding with you; in the mean timé
think on't.

Stand. How easy is it to give advice, and
gult to observe it !—If your wife has wronge
her off—Ay, but how? The gospel drives
nonial nail, and the law clinches it so very
to draw it again woyld tear the work to
That her intentions have wronged me, here
bawd can witness.

PaRLY enters, ranning across the Sta,
Here, here, Mrs. Parly! Whither so fast ?

Par. Oh, lord! my master |=—==Sir, I W
¥
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edetislle Purbiley the French milliner, for a
Jurgundy for my Iady’s head.

»d.-No, child, you're employed about an old
udgnmimn fwmm‘lbud, if I mis-
not your errand,
n Oh,nr,tbaendlcmtﬁlhmhtelyme
%0 airy, so French, and all that}—~The pinners
suble ruffied with twelve plaits of a side, and open
»m the face ; the hair is frizzled all up round the
and stands as stiff as a bodkin. Then the fa-
tes hang loose upon the temples, with a languish-
xk in.the middle. Then the caul is extremely
and over all is a coronet raised very high, and
¢ lappets behind——I must fetch it presently.
wsd. Hold a little, child ; I must talk with you.
». Another time, sir ; my lady stays for me.
xd. One question, first. What wages does my
give you?
r. Ten pounds a year, sir, which, God knows, is
enough, considering how I slave from place to
upon her. occasions. But then, sir, my perqui-
are considerable; I make above two hundred
ds a year by her old clothes.
wd. Two hundred pounds ayearof her old clothes!
t then must her new ones cost 2——But what do
et by visiting gallants, and piquet ?
r. About a hundred pounds more.
wd. A handred pounds more.—Now who can ex-
to find a lady’s woman honest, when she gets so
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much by biing a jude 2~What religion are
Mrs. Parly ?

Par. Religion, sir! T can't tell.

Stand, What was your father ?

Par. A mountebank.

Stanl., Wheré was you born ?

Par. In Holland.

Stand. Were you ever chiristened ?

Par. No.

Staxd. How came that?

Par. My parents were amabaptisis; they diec
Y was dipp'd ; I then forsook their religion, a
got ne'er a new one sinee.

Stand. I'm very sorry, madam, that I had
henour to know the worth of your extraction
that I might have paid you the respeét due 1
quality.

Par. Sir, your humble servant.

Stand. Have you any principles? -

Par. Five huadred.

Stand. Have you lost your maidenhead »—[.
on lier mask, and mads,]——Do you love money

_ Par. Yaw, Mynheer.

" Stand. Well, Mrs. Parly, now you h:Ne been
with me, 'l tell you what you must trust to'in
nzver tu come near my house again. Begone,m
fly {lcll and furies ! never ciristerred ! he:
# mountebenk !

Par. Lord, sir, you ree.d not to be so furious
ver caristencd! What then? I may be 4 ver
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n for all that, I suppose. Turn me oft!
‘'n’t. Meddle with your fellows ; °tis my Lad

i to order her women.

', Here’s a young whore for you now! A swe
ion for my wife! Where there’s such a helli:
1t, there must be damnable secrets——Begont
My wife shall turn you away.

Sir, she won't turn me away ; she sha'n’t turn
y ; nor she can’t turn me away. Sir, I say she
t turn me away.

I. Why, you jade, why ?

Because I'm the mistress, not she,

I. You the mistress !

Yes, I know all her secrets ; and let her offer

me off if she dares.

. What secrets do you know ?

Tamph—Tell a wife’s secrets to her husband !—
tty, faith!—Sure, sir, you don’t think me
:w: though I was never christened, I have

Jon than that comes to. .
Are you faithful to your Lady for affe&ion
bl

11T teil youa Christian lic, or a Pagan truth?
ome, truth for once.
y, then, interest, interest! I have a great
nothing can gain, but a great bribe.
1, though thou art a devil, thou art a very
—Give me thy hand, wench. Should not
you fuithiful to me, as much as to others?
tto you! Marry, for what? You gave
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m¢ in leed two pitiful picces the day you wiré mii
hut not a stiv-rsince.  One gallant gives me tes|
neas, another a weatch, another a pair of pdld-
fourth a diamond ring ; and my noble master|
me——nhis linen to mend.——Faugh l—TI"lite
a secret, sir: stinginess to servants akes more(
olds, than ill-nature to wives

Stand. And am I a cuckold; Parly ?

Par. No, faith, not yet: though in a very fairs
having the digaity confeired upon you very sud

Stand. Ceme, girl, you shall be my pensioner
shall have a glorious revenue: for every guine
you get for keeping a szeret, I'll give you tw
revealing it ; you shall find a husband once in
life out-do all your gallants in generosity. Take
money, child, take all their bribes : give theml
make them assignations; serve your lady faith
but tell all to me. By which means, she will bx
chaste, you will grow rich, and I shall presery
honour.

Par. But what sccurity shall I have for perfon
of articles?

Stand. Ready payment, child.

Par. Then give me earnest.

Stand, Five guineas. [Giving ber

Par. Are they right? No Gray's-Inn pieces an
thenm. All right as my leg—Now, sir, I'll git
an earnest of my service. Who d'ye think is «
town?

Stand, Who?
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o ‘ S B:rrnyldnr.
)
fmb. and as gay as ever.
Andhuhﬁqnhnmfeaosoon?
) shehlbeudndmwabovea year.—

. Lo - night with such splendor
| . that be eclipsod the beaus, dazzied the
7 made-youd wife dream all night of six
-Illl. seven French liveries, a wig like a
llntllkcaphmheotk .

/I prowmises and oaths ?

J \}u \lll'. -,
\When 1 m:rdcdlm', how heartily did she
‘ ~condud®, and for the fu-
pattem of conjugal fidelity.
.as safely swear, sir, that this day
+ at four o'clock, the wind will blow fair for
. *Tis presuming for any of us all to promise
‘ inclinations a whole week. Besides, sir, my
.. has got the knack of coquetting it; and when
" \awoman has got that in her b:ad, she will have

' on’t every where else.

Stand. An oracle, child. Buat now I must make
best of a bad bargain ; and since I have got you on
‘side, I haye some hopes, that by constant disap-

and crosses in her desngns, I may at last tire
into good behaviour.

Far. Well, sir, the condition of the articles being

Ayly peiformed, I stand to the obligation ; .nd wiil
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tell you farther, that by and by Sir Harry
to come to our house to cards, and that there
sign laid to chieat him of his money.
Stard. What company will there be besides?
Par. Why, the old set at the basset table; my
Lovicards, and the usual company. They hawe
up a bank of fifteen hundred loxis dors among
the wlcle design lies upon Sir Harry*s purse;
French marquis, you know, constantly railles.
Stand. Ay, the French marquis ; that's one of]
henef.étors, Parly ;—the persecution of Basset sl
farnished us with that refugée, but the chirsk
such a fellow ought not to refle&t on thosc who'
been real sufferers for their religion.—But tb
notice. Be sure only to inform me of all thatp
Therc's more earnest for you: be rich and fa
[ Exit Stani
Par. [Sola.] I am now not only woman to the:
Lurewcll, but steward to her husbaad, in my &
capacity of knowing her sccrets, and commandin
pursc. A very pretty oificc in a family: fort
wuinea that I get for keeping a sccret, he'll gin
tvo for reveaiing it. My comings-in, at this
will be worth a master in chancerys place, and!
a poor templer will be glad to marry me with hal
fortune.

. .
Dicky enters, meeting ker.

Dick. 1iew+> = man much fitter for your purpc
Par, = *r, Dicky?
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The very same in longitude and latitude! not

\inished, nor a hair’s breadth increased.—Dear
lv, give me a buss, for I'm almost starved.

Why so hungry, Mr. Dicky ?

Why, I ha’n’t tasted a bit this year and half,
I have been wandering about all over the

ollowing my master, and come home to dear

but two days ago. Now the devil take me, if

t rather kiss an English pair of pattens, than

t lady in France.

Then you're over-joyed to see London again ?

Oh! I was just dead of a consumption, till the

noke of Cheapside, and the dear perfume of

<ch, made me a man again,

But how came you to live with Sir Harry

? .

Why, secing me a handsome personable fllow,
qualiiied for a livery, he tcok a fancy tomy

hat was all.

And what's become of your old master?

Oh, hang him, he was a blockhead, and I

iim off, I turncd him away.

And vere not you very sorry for the lost of

istress, Sir Harry’s lady @ They say, she wus

acd woman.

Oh! the sweetest woman that cver the sun

pon. I ccuid almest weep when I think of tic:.

(Wigng s ey
Jow did she dle, pray ? I could never hicar how

c
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Dick. Give me a buss then, and I'll te

Par. You shall have your wages whe
done.

Dick. Well tlLen. Courage !~——Now
tale——You know that my master took
sce that foolish Jubilee that made such :
us here ; and no sooner said than done; 3
he took his fine French servants to wait
lett me, the poor English puppy, to wait1
at home here. Well, so far so good=
was my- maiter’s back turned, when m;
sighting, and pouting, and whining, an
in short tell sick upon’t,

Par. Well, well, I know all this alre:
she plucked up her spirits at last, and w
hin.

Dick. Very well. Follow him we did,
and farther than I can tell, till we ca
called Montpclier in France; a goodly
But Sir Harry was gone to Rome ; ther
bour lust. But, to be short, my po
the tiresomeness of traveliing, fell sick—

Par. Poor woman!

Dick. Ay, but that was not all. II:
worst of the story.—Those cursed bart
the French, would not let us bury her.

P.ir. Not bury her!

Dick. No, she was a heretic woman, an
not let her ¢ = put in their holy gro
damn thei’ dfor .,
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w.had not I better be an honest pagan, as
1mch & christian as one of these }——a-But
oa dispose the body?
7hy, there was oite charitable gentlewoman
© viit my kady in ber sickness: she con-
matter s0; that she had her buried in her
ethapel, ‘Thid lady and myvelf carried her
m# own shoulders; through a back-door at
€ midnight, and laid her in a grave that I
r with my own hands ; and if we had been
7 the priests, we had gone to the gallows
e benefit of clergy.

i the devil take thems HBut what did they

heretic woman ¥ ,

fon't kmow.; some sort of canibal, { believe.

're are some canibal women here in England,

to the play-houses in masks; but let them

e how they go to France ; (for they are all

believe.) But I'm sure my good lady was

8¢,

it how did Sir Harry bear the news?

"hy, you must know, that my lady, after she

» sent me

w1 after she was buried |

shaw! Why lord, mistress, you know what

went to Sir Harry all the way to Rome; and

: think T found him ?

‘here? .

7hy, in the middl= of a monastery among a

nd fifty nuns, plaving at hot-cockles. He
Cij
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w.is surprizad to sce honest Dicky, you may be o
Lut when 1 t 11 him the sad story, ke rowed o2t
whole volley of Eaglish oaths upon the spot, and .
that he would set firc on the Pope's palace for S
jury done to his wife. He then flew away to hisc-
bei, locked himseif up for three days: we thoogk®
have found kim dead; but instead of that, be

£or his best linen, fine wig, gilt coach ; and hogh

bid them drive to the nunnery ; and he was
to some parpose.

Par. How, how, dear Mr. Dicky ?

Dick. Why, in a matter of five days, he g%
nuns with child, and left themn to previde for
heretic bastards——Abh, plague on them, they b
dead heretic, but they love a piping-hot wann
with all their hearts. So away we cama; ad
did he jog on, revenging himself at this rate thros
all the catholic countries that we passed, till we o
home ; and now, Mrs. Parly, I fancy he has some &
signs of revenge too upon your lady. .

Par. Who could have thought that a mm of b
light airy temper would have been so revengeful?

D:ick, Why, faith, I'm a little malicious tog: W
the buss you promised me, you jade ?

Pur, Follow me, you rogue. [Rl""

Dk, Allons. [ Folir.

Cee . e T o nnmma sismmsm S
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ACT II. SCENE I.

e ————

-ady's Apartment. Tawe Chambermaids enter.

. First Ckambermaid,

all things set in order? The toilctte fixed, ths
. and combs put in form, and the chocolate
)

Yham. °Tis no greater mattcr whether they be
r not ; for right or wrong we shall be sure of
‘ture ; I wish for my part that my time were out.
Zbam. Nay, °tis a hundred to one but we may
vay before our time be half expired ; and she’s
this morning than ever. Here she comes.

Led; LUREWELL enters.
e. Ay, there’s a couple of v u indeed ! But bew,
n the name of negligence could yon two contrive
ke abed as mine was jast night; a wrinkle on
ide, and a rumple on t'other; the pillows awry,
he quiit askew.

1 did nothing but tumb'e
» and fence with the sheets all night alony.——-
—my bones ache this morning, as if T had lxin
Jston a pair of Dutcir stairs Go, bring cho-
e——And, d'yc heart Be sure to stay un hovr
voat lsast Well ! These English animals o
rpolished t I wish the persecaiion would rag,: @

Ciy
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little harder, that we might have more of te
refugees among us.

The Maids enter avith Chocolate.

These wenches are gone to Smyrnx for this¢
——And what made you stay so long?
Cham. 1 thought we did not stay atall, m
Lure, Only an hour and half by the sloses
christendom——And such salvers and di
The Yard be merciful to me | what have I o
t) be plagued with such animals ? Wik
new japan salvers *=——Broke, o’my conscic
to picces, I'll lay my life on’t.
Cham, No, indeed, madam, but your hust
Lure. How? husband, impudence! I'll 1
manners. [Gives ber a box on the ear.] Hu
that your Welsh breeding ? Ha'n’t the colun
of his own ?
Cham. Well then, the colonel. He used
morning, and we ha’n’t got them since.
Lure. How! the colonel use my things!
the colonel use any thing of mine ? Bu
paign education must be pardoned——And
they were fisted about among his dirty lev
banded officers t——Faugh! The very th
them fellows with their eager looks, iron sw
up wigs, and tucked-in cravats, make me sic
——Come, let me see. {Goes to take th
and s } Heavens protect me from sv
Lol 160 did you wash your h




sy wiLpiia, 1
wing me all this morning wit
s? [Runs to the glass.]—1 mu
re=G30, take it away, I shs
¢, Mrs. Moanster, call up m

? 'You, Mrs. Hobbyhorse, u
¢ to cards yel,

Taylor exters.
lon"t know wliat ails these stxy
4t something is the marter,

7 for thit, madam. But whi
p find? :

* where the fault Jies 3 but i
n ; I can’t tell how ; the thin;
but I dop't like them.

vide, madam ?

serhaps?

2y fit me very well ; but—
»u tel} where the fault lies ?
adam, I can’t tell.——RBut yo'
itile too slender for the fashio
ider for the fashion, say you?
therc's no such thingas a go
e quality : your fine waists ¢

not you plump up my stays

.0 fit you, madam.
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Lure. Fit me! fit miy monkey—What d'ye think I
wear clothes to please myself | Fit me { fit the fashion
pray ; no matter for me——1I thought something w2
_the matter, I wanted quality-air.—~Pray, Mr. Ken:
riaht, let me have a bulk of quality, a spreadiiyg codps,
ter. T do remember:now, the ladies in the ‘
the birth-night, were most of them f:wdynﬁhllﬁ.
Indeed, sir, if you contrive wy things any more wlg,
your scanty chambermaid's air, you shall wark ”,_
more for me.

Rem. 1 shall take care to pieué your hdylllip&,

the future.

A Servant esters: ’ "‘v'

© Serv. Madant, my master desirésommtesme - * "'_ b
Lure. Hold, hold, fellow; for Gad's ukgboﬂl
thou toucli my élothes with that toba¢co breath of _' ;
I shall poison the whole drawirig-room.. Stand at the"
door pray, and speak. [Servant goes te the ‘b‘ ﬂ
:, eaks. ' ) - ."

Serv. My master, maddm, desirescammetes
Lure. Oh, hideous ! Now the rascal bellows lo*"
that be tears my head to pieces.—Here, auk ;
go tuke the booby's message, and bring it to me. e
[ Maid goes to the door, <whispers, and réia
Cham. My master desires to know how yourldyl!l[
rested last night, and if you are pleased to adxmtd 3
visit this morning.
Lure. Ay——Why this is civil. *T'is an in-
supportable toil thongh for women of quahty to md
+h«i- husbands'to good breeding.
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*

_ STANDARD enters,

I, Good-morrow, dearest angel. How have
ted fast niftt ?

Land, lard, colonel! What a room have you
& have with your dirty feet! Bless me, sir! will
rer be reclaimed from your slovenly campaign
s the most unmannerly thing in nature to make
§ bow in a lady’s chamber with dirty shoes ; it
letess upon the boards.

. A very odd kind of reception this, truly !—
y sorry, madam, that the offences of my feet
trexte an averiion to my company: but for
re I shall honour your ladyship’s apartment as
ilchye at Jerusalom, and always come in bare-

Sepulchre at Jerusalem! Your compliment,

rery farfetched : but your feet indeed have a
velling air.
. Come, come, my dear, no serious disputes
fles, since you know I never contend with you
'rs of consequence. You are still mistress of
tune, and marriage has only made you more
: in your pleasure, by adding one faithful ser-
your desires.—Come, clear your brow of that
chagrin, and let that pleasing air take placc that
nared my heart. I have invited some gentle-
dinner, whose friendships deserve a welcomne
Let their eytertainment show how blessed ¥



30 Sll. HARRY WILDAIR.

have made me by a plentiful fortuné, and ﬂthl i
s0 agrecable a creature.
Lure. Your friendsy I suppose, aie all uuf
lity ? L
Stand. Madam,theymoﬁmﬂlﬂl‘ -

Lure. Officersy and men of honour! Thati
will daub the statirs with their feet, stain all thesy)
with their wine, talk bawdy to my womad,
parliament, then at one another, fall to
throats, and break all my china;

Staxd. Admitting that I keep such com
unkind in ‘you, madam, to talk so severely.:
friends.——But, my byother, my dear, is just.#
from his voyage, and will be here to_pay his
to you. . o

Lure: er,l:hallnotbeatlelmm - "
son of his Wapping education, I can assure yot |

PARLY enters, and whispers ber.
Sir, I have-some business with ﬁ\y WOman ;
entertain your sea-monster by.yourself ; you mapf
mandadnhofpork and pwe,mthabowld' .
I suppose ; and 80, sir, much good may do you-~
Parly. " [Exenxt Lure
Stand. Hell and furies |

FIREBALL enter's,

Fire. With all my heart—Where's your wift;

ther !——Ho®' now, man, what’s the matterd=
dinner r
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~——I don't know——Hang it, I'm sorry

1 you: for you must know that iny

auch out of order; taken dungerously il

w350 thate—

w! Nothing, nothing but a marriage

ing children or breeding mischicf. Where
Prythee let me see her; Ilong to sce
you have got.

m my word - she’s very ill, and can’t sce

| that she can’t see apy body! What,
labour suie! I tell you, I wiil sce her.
? [ Locking qbout,
no, brother ; she’s gone abioad to takg

t the devil! dangerous sick, and gone
that she’ll see nobody within, yet gone
: all the world! Al, you have made
: with a vengeance '—Then, brother, you
th me at Locket's; I hate these family
e a man’s cbliged to, O, lard, Madam
lear Sir.———"Tis very good indeed, Ma-
yourseif, dear Madam, Wiere bo-
bbed floor under-foot, the ¢hiina inone
he glasses in another, a maa can’t mahke
ithout hazard of his life.  Conunend me
! a bell; coming, coming, Sir. Much
ndance, and a diity room, where I may
rse, drink like a fich, and swear like a
‘our family dinners 5 come aluag withmes
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. \
As they are going eut, BANTER exters

seems 9 retire,

Stand. Who's that? Come in, dir.
pray, sir?

Ban. Perhaps, sir, it may not be u
you; for you appear to be as gren
myself,

Fire. Come, come away, brother,
ness with your wife.

Ban. His wifel Gad so! A pm
pretty fellow, a likely fellow, and a
I find nothing like 2 monster aboat |
see his forehead though Sir, |
vant. '

Stand. Yours, sir.~—But why d
face.

Ban. 1 was told, sir, that the lad
band had something very remarkabl
which he might be known.

Fire. Mark that, brother.

Stand. Your information, sir, w:
cross cut over my left eye that’s v
But, pray, sir, by what marks are y«

Ban. Sir, I am dignified and dis
name and title of Beau Banter; I'rr
to Sir Harry Wildair ; and I hope t
with his humour ; for his wifz, I'm
bas left no child.
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. Oh, Sir! I'm your very humble servant,
not unlike your brother in the face; but me.
sir, you don’t become his humour ultogether
; for what’s nature in him looks like aftcétation

Oh, Lard, sir! °tis rather nature in me, what
ired by him; he's beholden to his education
air, Now where d’ye think my humour wa
thed ?
d. Where ?
. At Oxford.
1. and Fire. At Oxford!

Ay : there I have been sucl:ing my dear Aln:a
these seven years: yet in defiance to legs of
, small beer, crabbed books, and sour-fuced
, I can dance a minuet, court a mistress, play
:t, or make a paroli, with any Wildair in Chiais

In short, sir, in spite of the university, I'in
- gentleman. Colonel, where's your witc ?

(Mimicking bim.] In spite of the university,
retty gentleman——Then, Coloncl, wiicre is
fe? Hark ye, young Plato, whcilier would
7e your nose slit, or your cars cut ?

First tell me, sir, which would ycu choose, to
through the body, or shot through the heud *

Follow me, and I'll tell ye.

Sir, my scrvants shall attend ye, it yor e
page of your own,

Blood, sir!

1. Hold, brother hold ; he’s a boy.

D
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Bun. Look ye, sir, I keep half a dozen foctme,
that have 1o business upon earth but to answer impe-
tnent questions.  Now, sir, if your fighting stomadk
can digest these six brawny fellows for a breakfis
their master, perhaps, may do you the favour torm
you through the body for a dinner.

Fire. Sirrah, will you fight me? Ireceived just now
six month’s pay, and by this light, I'll give you the
haif on't for one fair blow at your skuil.

Ban. Down with your money, sir.

Stand. No, no, brother; if you are so free of yowr
pay, get into the next room ; there you'll find some
company at cards, I suppose; you muy find opportus
nity for your revenge ; my house protedls nim now.

tire. Well, sir, the time wil] come. (Ext.

Ban. Well said, Brazen-head.

Stand. 1 hope, sir, you'll excuse the freedom of this
genticman ; his education has been among the boister-
ous elements, the winds and waves, ’

Ban. Sir, I valu: neither him nor his wind asd
waves neitber 5 I am privileged to be very impertineat,
being an Oxonian, and obliged to fight no man, heiug
a bezu, .

Stand. Sir, I admire the freedom of your condition
—But pray, sir, have ycu seen your brother since b
came last over?

Ban. 1 La’n’t seen my brother these seven years
and scarcely heard from him but b, 1eport of others
Ahout a month ag 2leased to honour me with
aaciter trom Pari * his design of being i
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¢ impudent

'55
the mos
+ce. I take 1t

ap wilt mY usband say ?
albeur ! malbeur!

have lost six mon

roless sink I

Fire. B! ’
h\mdrcd and ten pis
that have lost

Fire. S0 ,
ared and ten \f\sxo\es./s’mk you indeed!
Lure. But v W uld you hazard the

one card?
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3y de card tree times be-
de very next card had
ia?

your setting the cards ;

]
ie hever lose before : but
hevalier Wildair, is_the

within yonder.~—Go,

self of some revenge.—

niers.

| seventy lomis d'ors !—
wk ye, gentlemen, any
s=Tall dall de rall. I
indred pounds, the most
wver I heard in my life ;
ats in the world. [Chinks
ere's cards and candles
money.] Mrs. Parly—
you: [Gives ber money.)
lid equipage, lovely wo-
' for me.—Oh, ye charm-
v, and the gainer’s joy :
w, gentlemen and ladies,
—You'll excuse me, I
: that I pay to my good
—Why, ladies, I krow
¢; but I don't find that
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Stand. And you are the most impudent youy
low I ever met with in my life, I take it.
Bun. Sir, I'm a master of arts, and I plead tit
vilege of my standing.

A Servant enters, and whispers Bautir,

Sery. Sir, the gentleman in the coach below!
he’ll be gone unless you come presently.
Ban. Ihad forgot——=Colonel, your humbless!

[

Stand. Sir, you must excuse me for not wail
you down stairs. An impudent young dog:
[Exit amtier!

SCENE 1II.

Changes to anotber Apartment in the same Honse. L
weLL, Ladies, Mons. MARQUiS and FIREI
enter, as losing gamesters, one after awsther, 4
their cards, and flinging them about the roem.
Lure. Ruined! undone! destroyed !
15t La. Oh, fortune! fortune!l fortune!
2d La. What will my husband say ?

Mons. Oh, malbenr ! malbeur ! malbeur !

Fire. Blood and fire, I have lost six months p

Mons. A hundred and ten pistoles, sink me.

Fire. Sink you! sink me, that have lost twe
dred and ten pistoles.——Sink you indeed |

Lure. But why would you hazard the bank
one card 3
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Becausé me had lose by de card tree times be-
ook dere, madame, de very next card had
% Oh, Morbleu ! qui sa?

I relied altogether on your setting the cards ;
1to taillee with success.

Morbleu, madame, me never lose before : Lut
isieur Sir Arry, dat Chevalier Wildair, is thic
~Vere is de Chevalier.

Counting our money within yonder.——Go,
one; and bethink yourself of some revenge.—
! €Omesa,

WiLDAIR enters.

. Fifteen bundred and seventy /louis d'crs!—
all de rall. [Simgs.] Look ye, gentlemen, anv
wy dance to this tune ;—Tall dall de rall. 1
‘o the tune of fifteen hundred pounds, the maos
d piece of music that ever I heard in my lic;
¢ the prettiest castagnets in the world. [CFink,
1y.] Here, waiters, there’s cards and cand’es
A, [Gives the Servants moncy.] Mrs. Parly——
hoods and scarfs for you: [Giaes ber mo.-y.]
re’s fine coaches, splendid equipage, lovely wo
ad viorious Burgundy for me.—Oh, ye cumne
rels! the loser’s sorrow, and the gainer’s [
tinto my pocket.—Xow, gentlenen and ffic.
your humble servint Youul excuse g, [
‘he small Jevotion Lere that I piy to my goud
s——Ho'now ! Mute !'—Why, ladies, [ xntw
sers have leave to speak ; but I dun't fiad that
D iij
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they re privileged to be dumb.—Monsie:

Captain! [Claps the Captain on
Fire. Decath and hell! Why d'ye strike:

Wild. To comfort you, sir.~—Your ea
The king of Spain is dead. |

Fire. The king of Spain dead !

Wild. Dead as Julius Caesar; I had a let
now.

Fire. Tall dall de rall. [Sings.] Look y
strike me again, if you please.—~See here, s
left me but one solitary guineain the wor
in bis meuth.] Down it goes, i'faith, Al
Thatched House and the Mediterranean.
de rall.

Wild, Ha, ha, ha!—Rravely resolved, caj

Lure. Bless me, Sir Harry | I was afraid ¢
I'mm so much concerned.

Hild. At the loss of your money, madam
why should the fair be afflicted ? Your eyes,
Jadies, much brighter than the sun, have e
with him, and can transform to gold wh
plcase. The lawyer’s tongue, the soldier’s
courtier’s flattery, and the merchant’s trade
that dig the golden mines for you. Your
the miser’s knotted purse. [To one Lady.]
coin the magistrate’s massy chain.—Youtt
you hereditary lands. [To anather.]—And
only win when they can lose to you, [To Lt
This luck i st rhetorical thing in nat
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Lure. Come, come, si, no more on’t. ['ll
in thiee words, that rather than forego my
forswear my visits, fashions, my monkey, fri
relations. '

Wild, There spoke the spirit of true-born
women of quality, with a true French educati

Lure, Look ye, Sir Harry, f am well born, :
well bred ; I brought my husband a large for
shall mortgage, or I will elope.

I ild. No, no, madam ! there’s no occasion
sce here, madam!

Lure. What, the singing birds! Sir Harn
see.

Wild. Pugh, madam, these are but a few.
T could wish, Jde tout mon caeur, for guelq'ue ¢
where I might be handsomely plundered of tt

Lure. 4h, Chevalicr! toujours obligeant, ¢
& tout sa.

Wild. Aliors, allons, madame, tout a wetre s

{

Lure. No, no, Sir Harry, not at this time o'
shall hear from me in the evening.

Hild, "Then, wadam, I'll leave ycu someth
tertain you the while. *Tis a French poc
with some rermarks of my own upon the nt
making love. Please to peruse it, and give
opinion ia the evening.

Lurve, [Ofening the boek] A French poc
with remarks upon the new way of making lo
¢ir Harry is turring authoer, I find.—What
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s bank bill for a hundred pounds.—The

. making love !—Pardie c’est fort gallant—

& prettiest remarks that ever I saw in my life!

sw, that Wildair's a charming fellow ;—Hii,
~He has such an air, and such a turn in what
oes] I warrant now there’s a hundred home-bred
kheads would come,—madam, I'!l give you a hun-
| guineas if you’ll let me—Faugh! hang their nau-
15 immodest proceedings.—Here's a hundred
nds now, and he never names the thing ; I love an
udent aftion with an air of modesty with all my
t. [Exeunt.

_ACT I, SCENE I.

Lady LUREWELL and Monsieur MARQUIS.

Lurenvell,
ELL, monsieur, and have you thought how to ree
te your ill fortune ?
Tons. Madame, I have tought dat fortune be one
d bitch. Why should fortune be kinder to de
glis Chevalier dan to de France Marquis? Ave I
de bon grace? Ave not I de persomage? Ave I
de understanding ? Can de Anglis Chevalier dance
erdan I? Can de Anglis Chevalier fence better dan
Can de Anglis Chevalier play basset better dan I?
1 why should fortune be kinder to de Anglis Che-
ier dan de France Marquis >
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Lure. Why? Because forturte is iﬂind._
Mons. Blind! Yes begar, and dum and delf)
Vell den, fortune give de Anglis man de. ridigs
nature gave de France man de politique to gy
unequal distribution. .
Lyre. But how can-you correét it, monsie
. Mons. Ecoutez, madame. Sir Arry W
be dead. g
Lure. And what advantzge can yoa ml,h :
Monx;s. Begar, madame——Hi, hi, hi! ¥
man’s dead vife sall cuckold her usband! . .
Lure. How, how, sir, a dead woman cud
busband | v
Mons. Mark ! madame: we France-mea o
distinétion betweon de design and de term of 85
ty.—She cannot touch his head, but she m'
his pocket of ten tousan livres. :
Lure. Pray explain yourself, sir, .
Mons. 1 ave Sir Arry Wildair his vife in mypd
2. How! Sir Harry's wife in yeur podks
Mons. Hold, madame, dere is an sutre &
between de design and de term of de treaty,
Lure. Pray, sir, no more of your di indliee
speak plain. :
Mors. Wen de France-man’s politique is %
head, dere is nothing but distin&ion upon his®
—See here, madame! I ave de pidture of 8is B
vife in my pocket.
. Lure, Is it possihia>
Mons. Voye
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The very same and finely drawn. Pray, mon-
w did you purchase it ?

As me did purchase de picture, so me did
substance, de dear, dear substance, by de bon
France air, chatant, charmant, de polique i
nd dangant i la pie.

Lard bless me ! How cunningly some swomen
“the rogue! Ah, bave I found it out! Now,
e for n,ier,cy, I am glad on’t, I hate to have
1an more virtuous than myself.——Here was
ork with my Lady Wildaig's piety! my Lady
s conduét! and my Lady Wildair's fidelity,
! Now, dear monsieur, you have infallibly
the best news that I ever heard in my life.
id shz was but one of us! heh!

Oh, madame! me no tell tale, me no scan-
e dead; de picture be dumb, de piture say

Come, come, sir, no more distinttions; I'm
vasso. I would Liave given the world for such
of her while she was living, She was chuitable,
it and she was devout, fersooth! and every
s twitted i'th'teeth with my Lady Wildalr,
ioa: and why Jdon’t you mark ber belaviour,
¢ discretion ¢ she goes to church twice a-day.
I hate these congregation-women. “[here's
fuss, and such a clatier about theis devotion,
akes more noise than all the bells in the pa-
jWe‘xI, b .t what advantage can you sk now
“Qure?
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Mans. De advantage of ten.tousan livres, pardie.~
ttendez-vous, madame, dis lady she die at Montpelier
in France ; T ave de broder in dat city dat write me
one account dat she die in dat city, and dat-she send
me dis picture as a legacy, wid a tousan baisemains fo
de dear Marquis, de charmant Marquis, mon cosur;
le Marquis. o

Lure. Ay, here was devotion! here was Gacretion!
here was fidelity | Mon coeur le Marquis | Ha, ba, ba!
«~——Well, but how will this procure the mmy ?

" Mons. Now, madame, for de France

Lure. Ay, what is the French politic?

Mons. Never to tell a secret to & voman.~«Madsme;
Jje suis cwotre ser<viteur. [Runs of.

Lure. Hold, hold, nr,weahfn’t part so, ¥ will v
i, [Mwl.

STANDARD and FIREBALL onter,

Fire. Hah! look! look! look you there, brother!
See how they coquette it ! Ob, there’s a look ! thnf‘ )
a simper; there’s a squeeze for youl ay, now the.
Marquis is at it. Mon caur, ma foy, pardic, allomss’
Don't you see how the French rogue has the head,
and the feet, and the hands, and the tongue, all m
together ?

Stand. [Walking in disordér.) Where's my reuu!
Where's my philosophy ? Where's my religion now?

Fzre I'll tell you where they are, in your forehead,
Blood | I say revenge.

Sland. But how, dear brother?
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Fire. Why stab him, stab him now.——TItalian him,
Spaniard him, T say.

Stand. Stab him! Why cuckoldem’s a hydra that
bears a thousand heads ; and though I should cut this
one off, the monster still would sprout. Must I muy-
der all the fops in the nation; and to save my head
from horns, expose my neck to the halter?

Fire. °8death, sir, can't you kick and cuff? Kick

one.

Stand. Cane another.

Fire. Cut off the ears of a third.

Stand. Slit the nose of a fourth.

Fire. Tear cravats.

Stand. Burn perukes.

Fire. Shoot their coach-horses.

Stand. A noble plot.—But now 'tis laid, how shuli
we put it in exccution ? For not one of these fellow:
stirs about without his guard-dua-corps. Then they re
stout as heroes; for I can-assure you, that a beau with
six footmen shall fight you any gentieman in Chris
tzndoni,

A Servant enters.

Ser. Sir, here’s Mr. Clincher below, who begs ti.
honour to kiss your hand.
Stand. Ay, why here’s another beau.
Fire. Let him come, let him come; I'll shew you
43w to manage a beau presantly.
Stand. Hold, hold, sir ; this is a simvle inoffentive
< Tlow, that will rather make us diversion.

R
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Fire. Diversion! ay. Why, I'll knock him ¢
for diversion.

Stand. No, noj’pr’ythee be guiet; I gave b
surfeit of intriguing some months ago beforel
married.——Here, bid him come up. He’s v
ybur .cquzintance, brother.

Fire. My acquaintance! What is he ?

Stand. A feilow of a strange weathercock head,
hard, but as light as the wind ; constantly full o
tires, and never {ails to pick up some humour or
out of the public revolutions, that proves dive
enough. Sowme time ago he had got the traw
magget in his head, and was going to the Jubilee
all occasions ; but lately, since the new revoluti
Turope, anoiher spirit has possessed him, and be
stark mad after news and poliiics.

CLINCHFR enters.

Clin. Newsy news, Colonel, great—Eh ! yhat'
f:llow? Methinks he hasa kind of suspicious air.
Yecur ear, Colonel.—The Pope’s dead.

Stand. Where did you hear it?

Clin. T re:d it in the public news. [ Whizpe

Stand. Ha, ha, ha!- And why d’ye whisp
for a secret? ' .

Clin. Odso! Faith that's true—but that feliowt!
what is he ?

Stand. My brather, Firedall, just come home
the = e,

ol noble Captain, I'm your most hw
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it 'setvanit, from the poop to the forecastle.
8 o't’other side, pray.—«=Now, dear Cap-
! the news.—~Odsol I'm so pleastd I have
Velt, the news, dear Captain—You sailed a
Iron of wen of m to the' Baltic.—Well,
en? Ehi- :
1y then<fiziatyre tame back again..

, yow faith ?—Foolish | foolishi very fool-
t sea Captainad-eBut what did you do ?
ia fight ? what m:dxdmmr And
) did you see? -

had: M&nmoﬁ‘ﬁemuof Jut-

land'_l ay, ihat‘s‘ pirt of Pom:gal.,—Well,
n entéred the sound ;—and you mauled
1, “faith.——And then that pretty, dear,
y king of Sweden l—what sort of man is

1y, tall and eletider,
I} and slender! miuch about miy pltch’.

: 80 gross, not altogether so low.
| I'm sorry for’t; very sorry, indeed.—

r enters amd stands at the door ; CLINCHER

r with bis bands behind, going backwards,

ing to ber and the gentlemen by turns.] Well,

are? And so you bombarded Copenhagen |

:ly.]—Whiz, slap went the bombs. [Mrs.

d so—Well, not a)roccther SO gross, you
Eij
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say—[ Here'sa letter, you jade.] Very tall you say
the king very tall i—[Here's a guinea, you jade.] |
takes the letter, and the Colonel ohserces bim,]—H
hem ! Colonel, I'm mightily troubled with the pthi
of late.—Hem, hem ! a strange stoppage of my br
here. Hem! but now it is off again.———Well,
Captain, you tell us no news at all.

Fire. 1 tell you one picce that all the world kac
and stiil you are a stranger to it.

Clin. Bless me! what can this be?

Fire. ‘That you are a fool.

. Clin. Eh! witty, witty, sca Captain. Odso! a
wonder, Captain, that your understanding did not «
your ship to pieces.

Fire, Why so, sir ?
Clin. Because, sir, it is so very shallow, very s
low! There's wit for you, sir.

PARLY enters, and gives the Coloncl a Letter.,
Odso ! a letter! then there’s news. What, is it
foreign post? What news, dcar Colonel? What ne
Hark ye, Mrs. Parly.

[He talks awith Parly, avhile the Colonel reads

Letter,
Stand. The son of a whore ! Isit he?
[ Looks at Clincl

[Reads.]
¢¢ Dear Madam,
«¢ I wasafrzid to break open the seal of your let
lest T should *he work of your fuir hands.'
©h, tulson serefure with the warmth of
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aawed it asunder.” Ay, here's suck a turn of
takes a fine lady! I have no news, but taat
e’s dead, and I have some packets up~n that
send my correspondent in Wales ; but I shall
{1 business, and hasten to wait on you at the
pointed, with the wings of a flying-post.

Yours,

Tozy CLINCHER.™
M, Mr. Toby.—~—Hark’e, brother, this fcllow s
A damned rogue.
. See here ! a letter to my wife !
*Sdeath | Jet me tear him to pieces.
. No, no, we'll manage him to more advantage.
im with you to Locket’s, and invent some wiy
- to fuddle him. Here, Mr. Clincher, T
svailed on my brother here to give you a paiti-
count of the whole voyage to the Scund by Lis
wrnal, if ycu please to honour him with yous
y at Locket’s,

1. Ilis own journal! Odso, let me cec it.

. Shew it him.

Here, sir.

Now for news—[Reads.] ¢ Thursday, Aus.
b, from the éth at noon to this day noca,
ariable, courses por traverse, true course pro-
with all impediments allowed, is north forty-
rees, west sixty miles, difference of !

per juldgment fitty-four degrees thirtzen mi-
E .‘-I.j'
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nutes, meridian distance current from the bearing
the land, and the latitude is eighty-eight miles."—
Odso! great news, faith, Let me see,

noon broke our main-top-sail-yard, being rotten
the slings; two - hales southward.''ee———=0dso!
whale! great news, faith. Come, come along, Capta
Buit, d'ye hear? with this proviso, gentlemen, tha
won't drink ; for hark'e, Captain, between you am
there’s a fine lady in the wind, and I'shall have thel
gitude and latitude of a fine lady, and the————

Fire. A fine lady! ah, the rogue! [4s

Clin. Yes, afine lady, Colonel, a very fine lady.~
Come, no ceremony, good Captain.

[Excunt Fireball and CrincE

S:and, Well, Mrs. Parly, how go the rest of
aifairs ?

Far. Why, worse and worse, sir; here’s more
thief still, more branches a sprouting.

-+ Stand, Of whose planting, pray ?

Par. Why, that impudent young rogue, Sir H
Wildair's brother, has commenced his suit, and
counsel already .—Look here, sir, two pieces, for wl
by article, I am to receive four.

S:and. *Tis a hard case now, that a man must
four gmineas for the good news of hisdishonour. ¢
nen throw away tieir money in debauching ¢
m.n’s wives, and I lay out mine to keep my owr
nest: but this is ma. ing a man’s fortune! v
child, there’s your payv; and I expe&, when I¢
back, a trug account how the business goes on.
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.. But suppose the bus’ness be done before you

back ?

ad. No, no; she ha'n’t seen him yet; and her
e will preserve her against the first assaults, Be-

es, I sha'n’t stay. {Exeunt Col, crd Par.
’ SCENE III.

Changes to another Reom in the same House.

WiLDaIR and LUREWELL enicr.

Lxre. Well now, Sir Harry, this book you gave me!
[ hope to breathe, I think “tis the best penned picce
ave seen a great whiie, T don’t know any of our au-
»rs have wrote in so florid and gentecl a stile.

Wild. Upon the subject, inadam, I dare affirin there
nothing extant more moving.—Look ve, madam, T
1 an author rich in exprcssions; the neddy poets of
» age may fiil their works with rhapsouits of flun
1 Garts, and barren sighs and tears, their sy

ks and amorous vows, that mightia Chaucer's thun,
chaps, have passcd forlove; but now, “tis caly such
I can touch that noble pazsion, and by the trie, por.
asive eloquence, turned in the moving stile of Juws
urs, can raise the ravisiicd female to a rapeure,

short, madam, I'll match Cowley in sofiness, o'er-
p Milton in subiime, banter Cicero in eloquence, and
r Swan in quibtliag, by the help of that most inge-
wis socdety; eallad the Bank of Eoplal,
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Lire. Ay, Sir Harry, I begin to hate that
called love 5 they say °uis clear out in France,

ild. Ciear out, clear out, nobody wearsi
here too, honesty went out with the flashed
and love with the close-bodied gowns. Lovel
obsolete, so mean, and out of fashion, thatT
pare it to nething but the miserable picture of M
Grizzel at the head of an old ballad———Faugh!

Lure. Ha, ha, ha!'—The best emblem in the w
—Come, Sir Harry, faith we’ll run it down.——
Ay, methinks I see the mournful Melps
with her handkerchief at her eye, her heart fulld
her eyes full of water, her head full of madnes
her mouth full ¢f nonsense. Oh, hang it.

Wild. Ay, madam. Then the doleful ditties, i
pluints, the daggers, the poisons |

Lure. Oh, the vapours.

Wild. Then a man must knecel, and a man’
swear——There is a repose, I see, in the nextr

(i

Lure. Unnatural stuff,
I7ild. Oh, madam, the most unnatural thingi
world ; as fulsome as a sack-posset, [Pulling bt
«vards the docr.] ungenteel as a wedding-ring, 3
impudeat as the naked statue was in the park.
[ Pudls ber 2
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry ; T hate love that’s impy
These poets dress it up so in their tragedies, th
modest woman can bear it.  Your way is mu
morct * " '=, I must confess.
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ay, madam ; T hate your rude whining
, 3 it puts a iady out of countenance.
[Pulling Ler.
Traly so it does.——Hang their impudence.
're are we going ?
Ouiy to rail at love, madam. [Pulls ber in.

BANKTER enters,

Hey! Who's here? [Lurewell comes back,
Pshaw,.prevented by a stranger too! Had it
» husband now—+Pshaw 1—Very familiar, sir.
wter takes up Wildair’s bat, that avas drojped
in the rocm,
Madam, you have dropped your hat.

Discovered too by a stranger !l—What shall

Ido?

[ From awitkin.]-—Madam, you have got the
mfounded pens here! can’t you get the Colo-
write the superscriptions of your letters for you?

Bless me, Sir Harry! don’t you know tit
onel can't write French? Your time is so pre-

. Shall I dire& by way of Roan or Doris 2

. Which you will.

Madam, I very much apploud yeur che'ee of
dary 3 he understands the intrigues of most

in Larope they say.
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~ WILDAIR enters with & Leilér.
Wild. Here, madam; I presume, *tis rightes-Th
gentleman a relation of yon'n, tnadam r—aél-Dem&:
 [aloie;
Ban. Brothér, gptir humble servant. Ce e
Wild. Brother! by what relition, sir? "+ . A ]
Ban. Begottenbytheumefathcr,bomoftbﬂ
" imother, brother kindred, and brother beau. _ :
F'ild. Hey-day! how the fellow stringy his genesles |
gy '—=Lqok ye; sir, you may be bl'othﬁ‘hw
Thumb for aught I know ; but if you dte nym
+—1T could have wished you it your Mlnf‘o 3
foranhcurortwolongeﬂ N "'M'
Ban. Sir, Irwmvedyonrktf.ttﬂ*ﬂ.'ﬂ
your commands to meet you in Londoti 'y sl
can remember your own hazd; theve ithei ...
(Givisa Loty
Wild. (Looking ower the letter.] Ohi pray; oy
me consider you a little.~~~By Jupiter, & pretty b
a very pretty boy; a handsome fabte, gdod"
[ Walks about and viewos bim.] well dressed—The
has got a leg too.~~Come kiss me, ChildiwssoAy, b
kisses like one of the: family; the nght velvet qu-i
Canst thon dance; ‘child :
Ban. Ouy, monsieur.
Lure. Hey-day; French too; why sure; sir, ‘]d
could never be bred at Qxford t
Ban. No, madam, my clothes were made in
~<Brother, I have some affairs of consequence to éot
inunicate, which require a little privacy:
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sre. Ob, sir! Kbey youe gaslen, Il dave vou.
Harry, you'll stay sugger?

. Assurcmest, suadum.

ox. Yes, madas, we'll both stor.

'#d. Bthi—Sx, Il sead you fuck 8o yoor ===-
commons agam. Hewnsw?

ss. Mo, no; I shell find better mmticn-commens
n-’ng-ih,—._h.r-_——c-.ﬁllm_v; i
stay; K sny 5 i you gu, slless.

. Why, the devil's in this yoseg felloy .—Wty,
, Jwet thou amy thoughts of being my beir ?
r».you dog, you enght topbep for me ; you should
a pack of wenches o'poupmee 89 hunt dowa ma-
oay: . Don'vyeu kasw, sir, that lawful wedlock
e:is cextain poverty to you ? look ye, sirrah, come
z; and for my disappointment just now, i you
t get me a new mistress to-night, I'l! marry to-
‘ow, and won't leave you a groat.—Go, pimp, lke
tifal brother. [Puckes ki cut, axd cxit.

ACT IF. SCENE I.

Tavern. FIREBALL enters, bauling iu CLINCHER.

Fireball.
ME, sir ; notdrink the king’s health!
lin. Pray, now, good Captain, excuse me. Look
s, sir; [ Pulling out bis watch.] the critical minute,
critical minute, faith,
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Fire. What d'ye mean, sir ?

Clin. "The lady’s critical minute, sir—Sir, yW-’
ble servant. (oo

Fire. Well, the death of this Spanish kmvﬂ“'

. Clin. [Returning.] Eh! what's that cf the
king? tell me, dear Captain, tell me.

Fire. Sir, if you please to sit down, I'll tell yuﬂ
old Don Carlos is dead.

Clin. Dead '——Nay, then—{ Sits down.] HeoP
and ink, boy ; pen and ink presently’; I must
to my correspondent in Wales straight—Dead!

[ Rises and avalks about in

Fire. What’s the matter, Sir?

Clin. Politics, politics, stark mad with politic-

Fire. *Sdeath, sir, what have such fools as yoo ¥
with politics ?

Clin. What, sir, the succession '—not mind the?
cession | :

Fire. Nay, that’s minded already ; “tis settled
a prince of France.

Clin. What, settled already! The best ncws!
ever came into England. Come, Captain, faith
troth, Captain, here’s a health to the succession.

Fire. Burn the succession, sir. I won't d;'ink
What, drink confusion to our trade, religion and!
ties! .

Clin. Ay, by all means—As for trade, d'ye set
a genileinan, and bate it mortally. These trade
are the moetr imoudent {cilows we have, and sp¢
our goo 1Waat have we to do with
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im politician trulyl—And what Jo you
‘religion, pray ?
hi, hi t—Religion !—And what has a gen-
o with 1eligion, pray ? And to hear a sea
of religion | that’s pleasant, faith.
. have you no regard to our liberties, sir? )
w! liberties! that's a jest. We beaus
srty to whore and drink in any govern-
ut’s all we care for.

STANDARD emters.

|, the rarest news !
mn your news, sir: why are you not drusk

ry civil question, truly |
re, boy, bring in the brandy—Fill.
iis a piece of politics that I don’t so well

re, sir; now drink it off, or [Draws] ex-
-oat cut.

this comes o'th’ succession ; fire and
ye

ne, sir, off with it,

, Colonel, what have I dene to be buried

ink, sir, I say—Brother, manage Lim: I

. [ deide to Firebally and eait.

drink, sir.

what the devil, attacked both by sea and

. ye, gentlemen, if I mustbe poisoned
F
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6o sir
my lady Lovecards
bear a squirrel ; thy

frog, and my Lady

Mai
Mar. Madam, m:
L'argent, l'argent!
Lyre, Az hope:
but how, how, dear
Mar. Ah, mada
one pigeoneau—Vo
my broder in Mont,
tousan livres for de
she not being able
give him de piture
to receive de money
Lure. The best
that your brother le
her biils, T suppose,
presume ?
Mazr. Quy, ouy,
Lure. And that
brother the picture,
she had received th
ther sent over to yo

debt.
Mar. Assurement—Dere was de politiqy
politique !———=—See, madame, what he ,

France Marquis! He did makede Anglisq |
Ler husband when she was living, and wm
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my lady Lovecards abhors a cat; Mrs. Fiddlefan exat
bear a squirrel ; the Countess of Piquet abominaies
frog, and my Lady Swimair hates a man.

Ma:qm: onters, m S
Mar. Madam, madam, madam | Pardia voyu-d-
Largent, l'argent! [ Shezys a buig of iy |
Lurs, Ax1 bope to breathe, he has gotltl-ﬂ"
but how, how, dear monsieur 7 -
lar. Ah, madame! begar, monsieur Sir’ Auyh
one p:geonuu—Voyez, madame ! me did.tell fia @t
my broder in Montpelier did furnise his lady wid wa |
tousan livres for de expence of her travaille ; amll dst’
she not being able to write when-she was dyiaygil.
give him de picture for de certificite and do credéuiil
to receive de money from her husband—Masik yst*
Lure, The best plot in the world—You voidifi
that your brother lent her the money in Franes) wii
her bills, T suppose, were, delayed—You'pntn
presume ?
Mar. Quy, ouy, madame, vk
Lure. And that upon her death-bed lhe' W”
brother the pitture, as a certificate tq Sir J
she had received the money 5 which px&ure vourige
ther sent over to you, with commission to receive
debt. Dot
Mar. Assurement—Dere was de politique, de Fratics
politique !———=—See, madame, what he can &
France Marquis! He did make de Anglisg lady-cw'
yer husband when she was living, and sheet:i
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n she was dead, begar. Ha, ha, ha!=—0h, pardic,
:bon |

e. Ah! but what did Sir Harry say ?

ar. Oh! begar monsieur Chevalier he love hi;
. he say, datif she tzkes up a hundre tousan livres;
rould repay it ; he knew de pifture, he say, and
r me de money from his stewar—Oh, Notre Dame |
sieur Sir Harry be one dupe.

we. Well, but, monsieur, I long to know one
1. Was the coaquest you made of his lady so
? What assaults did you make, and what resist-
did she shew ?

2r. Resistance against de France Marquis ! Voyez,
.me ; dere was tree deux yeux, one serenade, and
:apre; dat was all, begar.

re. Chatillionte! There’s ncthing in nature so
: to a longing woman as 2 malicious story—Weil,
ieur, “tis abont a thousand pounds; we go snucks.
». Snacke! Pardie, for what? Wiy snacke, m:-
¢ Me viil give you de nresent of iifty louis dois;
v ver® good snacke for you.

re. And youw'll give me no more? Very well.

ar. Ver” welll yeo, begar, “tis ver’ woeld—Cenai-
madame, me be de poor refugee; me “ave nothing
e reiigious chuiite,. ond de 'r aice poiitique, de

KRR

'u_\'. with a thousind

of ny owa aldress; O
re. Ay, an objelt of \'.
ds in his fi.t!—lmh1— &uwcking belorv. J—ub,

jeur, that’s my bushand! I know his knock.
wst not see vor.  Get into the closet till by and
Fiij



L Tt ]
fre ) AN

Mar. *
L argent,

Lare.
b ¢ how,

Lar. 7
cne piges
ny brod-
tousan Jiv
she not 1
g him

to recelvs
Lue.
that yout

Ler biils

pr('m'n(:







SIR HARRY WILDAIR. 431

3 [Hurries Fim in] and if I don’t be revenged up

»ur France politique, then I have no English politiq

~-Hang the money! I would not for twice a thous

ounds forbear abusing this virtuous woman to b
wisband,

PARLY enters.

Par. *Tis Sir Harry, madam.
Lure. As I could wish. Chairs!

WILDAIR ¢cnters.
W4, Here, Mrs. Pacly, in the first place, I saa
fice a louis d’or to thee for good luck.
Par. A guinea, sir, will do as well.
Wild. No, no, child; French money is always m¢
successful in bribes, and very much in fashion, chil

Dicky eiters, and runs to Sir Harry.

Dick. Sir, will you please to have your own ni
caps?

Wild, Sirrah?

Dick. Sir, sir! shall I order your chair to the
door by five o’clock in the morning ?

I7iid. The devil’s in the fellow | Get you go
{Dicky runs out.] Now, dear madam, I have
my brother, you have disposed of the Color
we’ll rail at love till we han't a word more to ¢

Lure. Ay, Sir Harry. Please to sit a little, -
must know I'm in a strange humour of as’
some questions. How did you like your lady,

———
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{. Like her! Ha, ha, hal So very well, tuith,
r her very sake I'm in love with every wonm 1

*. And did mrtrimony please’you extrem:'v ?

L So very much, that if polygamy were ali .+ 1,
d have a new wife every day.

. Oh, Sir Harry, this is raillery! But your s.i-
>ughts upon the matter, pray.

. Why, then, madam, to give youn my tr
;of wedlock : T had a lady that I
, she wus virtuous by chance, and T iovel b
it chance. Nature gave her beauty, ¢ lucition
, and fortune threw a young fellow of Gve.nnd.
in hier lap. I courted her all day, loved Lor all
she was my mistress one day, and my wi®
-: I found in one the variety of a thousand, on.l
y confinemient of marriage gave me the plzusuc
ge.

. And she was very virtuous
. Look ye, raadam, you know she ws beautifal.

RLAN B

crd by

i good nature about her mouth, the cni- of
in ber checks, sparkling wit in her forehicad,
ightly love in lier eyes.

. Pshaw ! I knew her very well; the woman
li ecnough. But you do'nt answer my question,

. So, madam, as I told you before, she was
and beaatiful, T was rich and vigorous; my
ave a lustre to my love, and a swing to our en-
t, round like the ring that made us ong, Qv'~
vieaures cheled without end, .
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Lure. Golden pleasures! golden fiddlesticks !—
Wiat d'ye tell me of your canting stuff ?—Was she
viituous, I say ?

Iild. Ready to burst with envy ; but I will torment
thee a little, [ Asid:.] So, madam, I powdered to please
her, she dressel to engage me; we toyed away the
morning in amorous nonsense, lolled away the evening
in the park or the playhouse, and all the night—

fuin!

Lire. Louk ye, sir, answer my question, or I shall
toke it il

Hoid. Thea, madam, there was never such a pattern
of unity. Her wants were still prevented by iy sup-
plics ; my own heart whispered me her desires, because
cie bersclf was there; no contention ever rose, but
the dear strife of who should most oblige ; no noise
ahoat authority ; for n:ither would stoop to command,
becase beth thought it glory to obey.

Lare, Stuff, stutf, stutt'—I won’t believe a word

on’'t.

11704, Hu, ha, hat! Then, madam, we never felt the
voke of matrimony, because our inclinations made w
ong; a power superior to the forms of wedlock. The
muarriage torch had lost its weaker light in the bright
flame of inutual love that joined our hearts before.
Then

Lure. Hold, hold, sir; I cannot bear it; Sir Harry,
Iin ajironted.

K4, Ha, ha, ha! Afronted!

Lire. Yee, sir; it is an affront to any woman t0

A
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Lure. What shall we do with him, Parly }—If
Colonel should come home now, we were ruined.-

STANDARD enters.

Oh, inevitable destrution!

Wild. Ay,ay; unless I relieve her now, all the wo
can't save her.

Stand. Bless mc! what’s here? Who are you,'st

Clin. Brandy.

Stand. See there, madam! behold the man that)
prefer to me ; and such as he are all those fop-galls
that daily haunt my house, ruin your honour, and ¢
turb my quiet. I urge not the sacred bond of m
riage ; I'll wave your earnest vows of truth to me,:
only lay the case in equal balance, and see wh
merit bears the greater weight, his or mine.

Wild. Well argued, Colonel. [4n

Stand. Suppose yourself freely disengaged, unm
ried, and to make choice of him you thought m
worthy of your love; would you prefer a brute
monkey, one destin’d only for the sport of man ?—Y
take him to your bed ; there let the beast disgorge
fulsome load in your fair, lovely bosom, snore out
passion in your soft embrace, and with the vapours
his sick debauch perfume your sweet apartment.

Lure. Ab, nauseous, nauseous, poison !

Starnd. 1 ne’er was taught to set a value on myse
but when compared to him, there modesty must stx
and indignation give my werds a lcose, to te'l y¢
madam, that I am a man unblemished in my honot
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l my king and country; and for a
‘hink that nature has not been de-

should think so too; the fellow’s
[ 4side.
g as he, my person too as fair to
d for my mind, I thought it could
and therefore made a choice of you.
ss’d our isle with beauty, by distant
d could they place their loves aright,
: acquire the envy of mankind, as
onder of the world.
» he coaxes——He will conquer, un-
a time ; she begins to melt already.
[ Aside.
il this, T love you next to heaven ;
2, I swear, the constant study of my
as been to please my dearest wifc.
er met control from me, nor yous
never mentioned my distrust before,
'ong your discretion, so as e’er to
e him an appointment.
i, generous man! [Wecps.
1, "tis time for me, I wiil relieve her.
e closety, and coming belind Standard,
ider.] Colonel, your humble servant.
y, how came you here?
fellow ! thou hast got thy load with
: wine was humming strong ; 1 have
iyself. [Reels a litiles
G
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STANDARD re-enters,nwiththebatinene '~
_in the Marquu awith the dhr

Stand. Sir Ha.rry

your hat at ?
Wild. I'm amaz’d) -
Mar, Pardie, I'm amaze too!
Stand, Look’e, monsieur =

I shall cut your throat, sir.

* Wild, Give me leave, Imust-
Mar. Vat, bote cutmy " e

ave but one troat, * e ]

ParLy exters,and
. Par. Sir, the Monsieur- ‘\
anotber design. My lady begins ln‘ ‘
if you make any noise, "twill spoil all. \‘“ .
Stand. Look'e, gentlemen, I
dence in the virtae of my wife,to|
of you, or you, sir, to wrong my: '
hound to'guard her reputation, -
made that may provoke a scandal.
tlemen, let me tell you, it is timeto | [
Wild. Ay, ay: so it is, faith. Come, i
must talk with you, sir.
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ACT V. SCENE I.

>'s House. STANDARD and FIREBALL entcr.

Standard.
brother; a man may talk till doomsday of
nd damnation ; but your rhetoric will ne'er
. lady that there’s any thing of a devil in a
fellow with a fine coat. You must shew the
t, expose the brute, as I have done; and
r virtué sleeps, her pride will surely take tie

y, but if you had let me cut off one of the
:s before you sent him away
No, no ; the fool had served my turn, with-
indal of a public resentment, and the efeét

that my design was right: I've touch’d ho:
, and she relents apace.

LUREWELL enters, running.

h, my dear, save me! I'm frighted out ¢f

ood and fire, madam, who dare touch you?
[ Drawws bis swiord, and stands befere be
h, sir, a ghost, a ghost! I have szen it twice.
1y, then, we soldiers have nething to do with
r.d for the parson, [Skeart B
“Tis fancy, iny dear, nothing but &

G iij
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s+ Calonel, 111 never lie sl
Yt ed o deata 1saw it twice; twice s
nber-door, and w.th a hoilow voie
roan.

. Thi. is strange! ghosts by day-light
n Goar, along with mz; don't shrink, well ®®
Lad s ghost, [Exle

SCUNE T

The Street. WILDAIR, Narquis, azd Dicky &

1784, Dichy.

2ick, Sir?

it 1, Ty yen remamber anv thing of a fhovesl
pounds lent to my wife in Montpelier by a B
goutlemen?

iur. Ouy, monsieur Dicky, vou remember &8
ticraan, he was one Marquis.

Dick. Marqui, sT! I think, for my part, thatall®
rmon in Franes are Marqui's.  We met aboveati®
sead Mareai's, bt the davil 0" one of them c:,ul.\lld

a tuousand pence, nic s a thousand pounds.
Mur. Morbleu, que dites vous, bougre le chien!
Wid. Tcld, siv 5 pray, answer me cnc guesiion—

What made you fly your country?

Mar. 877 religion, monsicar.

Fild. So you iled from your religion out of Frant
and are a downright atheist in Lagland, A very i®
der conscience, tra'y !

__:":Im‘. Begar, monsieur, my conscience be de

7 Ng; he no suiter L macter to starve, pardie
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e sir, no ceremony ; refund.

nde! Vat is dat refunde? Parlez Fran-

r?

sir; I tell you in plain English, return

- I'il lay you by the heels.

segar dere is de Anglis-man now! Dere

ne. Delaw! Ecouts, monsieur Sir Arry

De France Marquis scorn de law. My

sur vife de money, and here is my wit-

[Draavs,

evidence, sir, is very positive, and shall
but this is no p!aée_ to try the cause ;

: park into the ficlds ; you shall throw

iey between us, and the best title, upon

, shall tuke it up—+—==Allons |

le tout mon coeur l———Allons! Fient i

' - [Excunt.

SCENE 1.

UREWELL aid PARLY enter.
~ 1 I'm such a frighted fool! *Twas me-
51 Come, Parly, get me pen and ink;
Sir Harry shall know what a wite he had,

Though he would not hear m: speik,
letter sure. [Sits down to awrite.
7 avithin.] Hald !
& me !———Parly, don’t leave me——DBut
it.
il
1d me | Don’t you hear a voice?
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and here it preached to us the Lord
d murdered my mistress with mere

rearing, sir: 'twill do her good.

1 in, Parly. [Parly leads out Lurewell.]
ean, brother?

ming's plain. There’s a design of
setween your wife and Sir Hurry 5 so

0 forbid the banns, that's all.

), brother. If I may be indaced to

ng of ghosts, I ratier fancy that the

iow her husband bas broke the poor

ch, together with the indignity of her
her uncasy in her grave.—~But what-

:, it’s fit we immiediately find out Sir

m him, [Excuns.

SCENE 1P,

Jd2—\onzicar, I'il follow you, sir.
{ Exi: Marquis,
.1k with you, sir.
ay lord, let it be very short, for I was
aste 1 my lifed
wme, sir, to coquire the cauce that
Yast nig‘at atany Lcuse?
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Per. 1 thought so, madum.
Lure. Tt cailed, Hold ! I'll venture once more.
[Sits doaion to write,
Ghast. Disturb no more the quiet of the dead.
Lure. Now it is plain. I heard the words.
Par. Deliver us, madam, and forgive us our sins !~
What 15 it? ‘

Guost enter:; LUREWELL and PARLY shrick, aad
run to a corner of the stage.

Ghost. Behold the airy form of wrong'd Angelica,
Forc’d from ti:c shiades below to vindicate her fame.
Forbear, malicious weman, thus to load
WVith scandalous reproach the grave of innocence.
Repent, vain woman | '
"I'hy matrimonial vow is register’d above,

And all the breaclies of that solemn faith
Are register’d below. I'm sent to warn thee to repent.
Forbear to wronyg thy injur’d husband’s bed,
Distuib o more the quict of the dead. [ Stalks of.
[Lurewc!l swwoons, and Parly supports ke,
Tar. Help! liclp! help!

STANDPARD and FIREBALL enlcr.

Stand. Dless us! Whae, fainti nn'l What's the matter?

Frre. Breeding, breed

Par. Oh, sir! we're trighted to death; here hat
been the ghost again.

Starnd. Ghost! Why you're mad sure! What ghet!

Far. ‘The ghost ot Angelica, Sir Harry Wildss'

o fe,
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d murderod my wistsess with mese

bearing, siri “twill do her good.
.o, Patly[l‘.’ly“dl.-uﬂ.)
m,h’ﬂh‘!

aning’s plain. M‘-aud
between your' wife and Sir Harvy 5 50
to forbid the banns, that's all.

3 brother. If I mey be induced to
ing of ghosts, I rather famcy_ that the
low ber husband has broke the poor
ch, together with the indignity of her
: her uneasy in her grave.—But what-
e, it's fit we immediately find out Sir
1 him, [Exexst.

SCENE I7.

pany avalking, WILDAIR axd Mar-
ng bastily over the Stage, one calls.
1y.
rd }—Monsieur, I'll follow you, sir.

[ £xit Marquis.
talk with you, sir.
ay lord, let it be very short, for I was
wute ia my life. i
presume, sir, to enquire the cause that
Jate last pight at my heuse?
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Wild. More mischief again !—Perhaps, my lord, I
may not presume to inform you.

Lord. Then perhaps, sxr, I may presume to extut
it from you.

Wild. Look ye, my lord, don’t frown ; it spoils your
face.——But if you must know, your lady owes me
two hundred guineas, and that sum I will presume to
extort from your lordship.

Lord. Two hundred guineas! Have you anydﬁng
to shew for it? .

Wild. Ha, ha, hal Shew for it, my lord, I shewsd
quint and quatorze for it ; and to a man of honous
that’s as firm as a bond and judgment.

Lord. Come, sir, this won't pass upon me; I'mi
man of honour. )

IVild.. Honour ! ha, ha, ha!—"Tis very strange that
some men, though their education be ever so gallant,
will ne’er learn breeding! Look ye, my lord, whenyot
and I were under the tuition of our governors, and tom
versed only with old Cicero, Livy,Virgil, Plutarch, aad
the like; why then such 2 man was a villain, and suck
a one was a man of honour: but now, that I hawe
known the court, a little of what they call the deas-
morde and the bel estrit, T find that honour looks s
ridiculous as Roman buskins upon your lordship, &
my full peruke upon Scipio Africanis,

Lord. Why chould you think so, sir? i

Wild. Because the world’s improved, my lord, Il”
we find that this honour is a very troublesome
impertment thing-=Can’t we live together like g

> 4
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~Come, come, my lord, no more on't, for sh:
your honour is safe enough, for I have the key ¢
back door in my pocket. [Rma

Lord. Sir, I shall meet you another time. L

SCENE 7.

Tte Fields. MARQUIS enters, «vith a Servant, cay
bis fighting equipage, pumps, cap, &c. e dresses
self’ accordingly, and flourishes abcut tke Stage,
Mar. Sa, sa, sa, fient i la tétc. Sa, embarat

quart sur redouble. Hey |

WILDAIR enters,

Wild, Ha, ha, ha! the devil! must I fight w
tumbler? These French are as great fops in their«
rels, as in their amours.

Mar. Allons! allons! stripe, stripe!

Wild. No, no, sir, I never strip to engage ama
fight as I dance. Come, sir, down with the m

Mar. Dere it is, pardic. [Laysdown the bag bet
them,] Allons! ) ’

Dicky enters, and gives WILDAIR @ gim
Morbleu! que sa?

Iild. Now, Monsieur, if you offer to stir, I'ls
you through the head.—Dicky, take up the m
and cu.ry it home.

Dick. Here it is, faith : and if my master beki
the m=ne s y own.

Alar, OL, morbleu! de Anglis-man be one cov



SIR HARRY WILDAIR, 2

«a, hal Where is your French politique

¢ monsieur, you must know I scorn to

man for my own; but now we're upoa the
and since ycu have been at the trouble of put-
on your habiliments, I must requite your pains.

, COme on, sir.

[Lays down the gun, and uses :te sword.

Mar, Come on! For vat, ven de money is gone?
Je France-man fight vere dere is no profit! Pardonnez
noi, pardie, (Sits down to pull off bis pumps.

Fild, Hold, hold, sir; you must fight. Tell me
20w you came by this picture ?

Mar. [Starting up.] Why den, begar, monsicur
hevalier, since de money be gone, me vill speak de
rerité.—Pardie, monsieur, me did make de cuckie of
you, and your vife send me de piture for my pain.

Wild, Look ye, sir, if I thought you had merit
ttough to gain a lady’s heart from me, I would shake
lands immediately, and be friends: but as I belicve
‘0 to be a vain scandalous liar, I'll cut your thioat.

STANDARD awd FIREBALL exter, wkho gart :kem.
Stand. Hold, hold, gentlemen.—Broth:r, sccu.« the
arquis.—Come, Sir Harry, put up; I have someunny
say to you very serious.

ild. Say it quickiy then; for I am a little out of
‘mour, and waat something to make me lauga.
[ds they tadi, Marquis dresse., and rircball kelfs
biin.
Stan.!. Wiil what’s very serious make you, &ng'ﬂ ?
B !
b |



SIR HARRY: WILDAIR, /. 4]

t of ail.
iaw | pray, $ir Harry, tell me what mad

ur wife?

, hia, hat I knew it. Pray, Colond
you stay with your wife ? ceed
ay, but pray answer me direétly; I

vLy then, Colonel, you must know wei
Aie most happy, toying, foolish people i
1 she got, 1 don’t know how, a
2 her head.  This made her frumpishy
aJ'er an angry woid : she only fell a aryl
sty and I went for lealy next mornings
1ore on't. Aic you hurt, Monsieur.
{. But, $ir Harry, you'll be scrious whea
at hier ghost appears.
f. Her ghost! Ha, ha, ha! that’s pleasant,
d. As sure as tate, it walks in my house. .
¢« In your house! came alcpg, Colonel ;
. kiss it, [ Exeunt Wild. and
©a.aneieur le Capitain, adieu,
. Adicu! No, s1., you shall follow Sir Hary
~ Fai vat? '
. For what! why, d’ye think I'm sucha
art a ccupic of grnticmen when they're
ot see them make an end on't :—1I think it8
pa:t man and wite.——Come alorg, sir, -
[FExit, pulih;g‘,d

Ll
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‘Wild. Ay, *tis amazement, truly.——Loc
dam, I hate to converse so famxharly mth spi
keep your distance.:.

Ang. 1 am -alive, indeed-I am, . .

- Hild. 1.don'tbelieve-a word op’t.  { Mos

Stand. Sir Harry, you're:more afraid no
fore.

Wild. Ay, most men arg more afrald oﬁa
than a dead one,

Stand. *Tis good manners to leave yoi

-however;

Ang. *Tis unkind, my dnr, after so lon
ous an absence, to aét the stranger so. 1
die in earnest, and ‘must for ever: vanish
sight. . " [Werping

Wild. Hold, hold, madam. Don’t -be
dear; you took me unprovided: had you |
word of your coming, I had got three or fo

- ont of Oroonoko and the Mourning. Brid
occasion, that would have charmed your
But we'll do as well as we cany Fll have
from both houses; Pawlet and Locket sh
for our taste; we'll charm our ears with A
feast our eyes with one another; and th
our senses tuned to love, we'll hurl off o
leap into bed, and therce———=Jxook ye, v

don’t welcome you home with raptures m
" and more moving, than all the plays in Chy
. I'll say no more.

Avg. A ver,
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ease my wonder first, and let me know
your death.
-unkind departure hence, and youravoid-
ad, made me resolve, since I could not
, to die to all the world besides: I fan-
ugh it exceeded the force of love, yet the
«f perhaps might change your humour,
bad it given out that I died ir France.
it Montpelier, which indeed was next to
1e affront offered to the body of our am-
aplain at Paris, conduced to have my bu-
This deceived my retinue; and by the
my women, and your faithful servant, I
's clothes, came home into England, and
'bserve your motions abroad, with orders
eive you till your return.——Here I met
uality of Beau Banter, your busy brother,
disguise I have disappointed your design
7 Lurewell : and, in the form of a ;host,
1 the scandal she this day threw upon me,
hted her sufficiently from lying alone. I
» have frighted you likewise, but you were
ne.
- weak, how squeamish, and how fearful
when they want to be humoured! and
ant, how daring, snd how provoking,
t the impertinent mazyot in th ir head!
means, my dear, couid you purciace tiis
se? How came you by my ettei to my

H iij
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Ang. By intercepting all your letters s
home. But for my ghostly contrivance,
Parly (moved by the justness of my cause,
was my chief engineer.

FIREBALL and MARQUIS ente.

Fire. Sir Harrry, if yoy have a mind tc
there s your man ; if not, [ have digcharg

Wild. Oh, Monsieur | Wou't you salu
tress, sir ?

Mar. Ob,. morhlcul Begar me must
oder_couniry now for my religion. .

. myg Oh! what the French Marquis!

Wl_ul. Ay, ay, my deat, you do kno
can’t be angry, because 'tis the fashion
know every body : but methinks, madam
now! Hangit, considering *twas my gift, y.
kept it—But no matter ; my neighbours s

Ang. PiGure, my dear! €ould you
would part with that ? No ; of all my jew
T kept, because "twas given by you. [Ske

Wild. Eh! Wonderful !~——And what

[Pulling out

Ang. They're very much aiike.

Wild. So alike, that one might fairly p:
——Monsieur Marquis, ecoutez. Y
my vife, and she did give you de picture

h! Come, sir, add to your France pc
of your native impudenge, apd tell us pi
came by’t.
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lar. Begar, Monsicur Chevalier, wen de France-
1 can tell no more lie, den will he tell trute. [
s acquainted wid de paintre dat draw your lady’s
ture, an I give him ten pistole for de copy.——An
me ave de picture of all de beauty in London ; and
this politique, me .ave de reputation to lie wil dem

Wild. When, perhaps, your pleasure never reached
we a pit-masque in your life.
Mar. An begar, for dat matre, de natre of women,
sit-masque is as good as de best. De pleasure is
‘hing, de glory is all—a-la-mode de France,

[Struts out,
Vild.”Go thy ways for a true pattern of the vanity,
sertinence, subtlety, and the ostentation of thy
ntry !—Look ye, Captain, give me thy hand; once
as a friend to France ; but henceforth I promise to
rifice my fashions, coaches, wigs, and vanity, to
'ses, arms, and equipage, and scrve my king in ;ro-
12 persona, to promote a vigorous war, if there be
asion.
“ire. Bravely said, Sir Harry: and if 2!l the beaus
the side-boxes were of your mind, we would send
m back their L"Abbé, and Balon, and shew them a
v dance, to the tune of Harry tae Fifth,

"ANDARD, LUREWELL, Dicky, and PARLY €idlers
Wild. Oh Colonel! Such discoveries!

Stand. Sir, I have heard all from your scrvant;
ncst Dicky has told me the whole story.
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Wild. Why then let Dicky run for the fi
diately.

Dick, Oh, sir! I knew what it would com
here already, sir.

Wild. Then, Colonel, we’ll have a ne
and begin it with a dance Strike up.

' I

Stand. Now, Sir Harry, we have re
wives; yours from death, and mine fron
and they are at present very honest, Bu
we keep them so?

Ang. By being good husbands, sir; an
secret for keeping matters right in wedlock
quarrel with your wives for trifles: for we
bies at best, and must have our play-thing
ings, our vapours, our frights, our monkie
our fashions, our washes, our patches, our
tattle and impertinence; therefore, I say
to let a woman play the fool, than provoki
the devil.

Eure. And another rule, gentlemen, 1
you to observe ; never to be jealous ; or if
be sure never to let your wife think you
for we are more restrained by the scandal
ness, than by the wickedness of the faét ;
woman has borne the shame of a whore, sh
you the sin in a moment.

W:d. We're obliged to you, ladies, for :
and in return, give me leave to give you t
of a good wife, in the charatter of my ow.

m— e
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nvérsition never out-strips the condué of her
'y she’s affable to all men, free with no man,
kind to me: ‘often chearful, sometimes gay,
78 pleased, but when I'm angry ; then sorry,
n. The park, play-house, and cards, she

in compliance with castom; but her diver-
nclination are at home 1 she’s more cautious
1arkible: woinan, than of a noted wit, well
- that' the infé&ion of her own sex is more
than the temptation 6f ouis: to all this, she is
to a wonder, scorns all devices that engage
, and. uies all arts to please her husband.
spite of satire *gainst a marry'd life,
@an is truly blest with such a wife.




EPILOGUE.

BY A FRIEND.

VENTRE blew! were is dis dam poet ? were
Gargon! me il cut off all his tavs ear :

Fe suis errage——nsv be is not bere. -

He has affront de French! Le vilaine béte !

De Freuch ! your best friend !——you suffre dat ®
Parblen! Messienrs, 1l serait fort ingrate !

Vat have you English dat you can call your ound
I'at bave you of grand pleasure in dis town,
Fidout it come from France, dat vil go down ?
Picqict, basset 5 your win, your dress, your dancey '
*Tis ally you see, tout a-la-moide de France.

e beau dere buy a handre knick-knack ;

He carry out ewit, but seidom bring it back:

Lt len be bring a snuff-hox kinge, so small

De joint yo:t can no see Jdz wark at all,

Co:t bim foe pistols, dat is sheap enough,

In tree year it :al :ave balf an ounce of smuffe.

De coquety she ave ber ratifia dere,

Fer gowwn, ber complexiom, denx yeux, ber lovere.

Az for de cackold: dat indeed you can make bere.

De Frenck itis dat teach the lady avear

De short rff, wit ber wite elhaw bare;
De beau e large muff, avit bis sleeve dowon dere®.

* Pointing to his fingere,
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IFE OF WILLIAM MASON.

ntlemen is one of the few authors who is
:0 the applause of the world, as well for the
f his heart as for the excellence of his writ-
‘e is the son of a clergyman who had the liv-
ull, in Yorkshire, where our author was born
e year 1726. He was admitted of St. John's
Cambridge,where he took his degrees of B.A.
A. and his poetical genius in the year 1747
| him a fellowship in Pembroke-Hail, which,
, he did not obtain possession of without some
.. In the year 1754, he entered into holy or-
d was patronized by the late Earl of Holder-
10 procured him a Chaplainship to his M ijesty,
: him the valuable reftory of Aston, in York-
1ere he now chieily resides, and which Le has
lelightful retirement. He is also precentor at
He married a young lady of a good family and
charaéter, but of a consumptive coustitution,
son deprived him of her at Bristol Weils, a3
by her clegant epitaph in that cathedral. e
publisher “of his friend Mr. Gray’s works,
author of

rida, D.P. 4t0. 1752

was altered by Mr. Colman in 1772, with
or’s consent, and performed at Covent
Adj



LIFE OF WILLIAM MASON.

{en ; and again in 1779, by Nr. Mason himsel
acted on the same stage.
2. Caractacus. D.P. 4to. 1759,

This was altered by Mr. Mason himself in
and performed at Covent.Garden.

Mr. Mason is said tv have written a Masque:
Cupid and Psyche: which has been set to mu
Giardini, but not yet acted,

The commendations bestowed on Elfrida and {
tacus in their original form, have been secon
an cqual degree of applause since they were a
to the stage. The first is perhaps the most fin
the second the most striking performance. The
of history, in regard to the contested fair-one, b
violated, In respett to the hardy veteranit b
preserved. In the former the story is domes
we are interested only for the distress of A
and his wife. In the latter, the events in'
fate of our own country, while wonder an
alternately engaged by the different situation
tacus, Elidurus, Ar\'irng'us, and Evelina.
dult of Elfrid and her huasband, being not -
with childishness and deceit, comparative
can operate but wceakly on our compr
British heroes and heroine, being uni
and irreproachable, aiways command
tion they deserve,  In the pevson of £

- 7



LIFE OF WILLIAM MASON.

er of his prince’s confidence is justly punisl
at event is communicated to us only thro
d medium of relation. By the future self-de
his widow, we are as slightly moved, for th
be ranked with voluntary penances, und dor.
ace till after the curtain has dropped oa our ¢

ons. JIn Caraltacus the final destiny of th

s is more natural, decisive, and satisfa&tory

Elfrida takes leave of us, our thoughts wil,
neously turn on the difficulties attending the
ance of her vow, a comic, yet an irresistible
But when the aged chief and his daughter are
ay in chains from the dead body of a son and
r, our tears and admiration accompany their de-
1, while a pleasing hope suggests itselt that Eve-
‘I find a protector in the young Brigantiun
and that her father’s captivity will tend only
the former greatness of his charaéter.—The
in the first of these dramas, though highly
1 poetical, lose somewhat of their weight,
tounced by females without specific ctlices
as. These ludies indeed appear to talk and
because they have no other occupation,
-enerable sons of Mona, who are material
whout the second piece, the like eflusions
d instruétion proceed with singular pro-
-y are bards by profession, and the deii-
‘ous and moral truths is their immediute
t the same time we should add, that the
1 Elfrida contain less objeftionable paa-

A ijj



5 LIFLL OF WILLTAR MASON.

0 thoe in Carallacus.  IF they neverrie
ity that distinguishes the ode beginning

k! heard ye not yon footstep dread?
they nuver Cescend into the almost buricsque strain of
and sweep and swing

Above, beiow, around ;

phraves which serve only to awaken a train of as men
and Judicrous ideas as Mr. Colman’s threatened dw-
rus of Grocian washer-women cou'd have excited—
The real beauties, however, of both these performanesy
so successtully predominate over every seeming L
perfeftion they may betray, that on a reviewof wht |-
we hav - written, we scarcely think our remarks totle
disadvaatage of either deserve consideration,

In the closet, in particular, Caraétacus must g
ineifhle delight to every mind capable of judgmesh
as it lays the strongest claim to immortality; and ®
onc 1ong a few instances, that poetic genius is B8
in its decline in these realms.

e S TR




TO THE

ZREND AfR. HURD.

ELEGY.
e —
of my youth, who, when the willing musc
am’d o’er my breast her warn poctic rays,
t the fresh seeds their vital powers ditfuse,
d fed'st them with the fost’ring dew of praisc!
te’er the produce of th* unthrifty scil,
ie leaves, the flowers, the fruits, to thee belon e
labourer earns the wages of his toil ;
no form*d the Poet, well may claim the suny
’tis my pride to own, that, taught by thee,
y ccnscious soul superior flights essay’d ;
ut from thy lore the Poet's dignity,
od spurn’d the hirelings of the rhyming trade
scenes of Science, say, thou haunted sticam!
‘or oft my muse-led steps didst thou Lenold]
“ontiiy banks I rifled every theme,
hat fancy fatled in her age of gold.
“oft I ery’d, ¢ O come, thou Liagic Queen !
March from thy Greece, with finn mejestic tread!
ich as when Athens saw thee fill her scone,
When Sopirocles thy choral graces led;
W thy proud pall it’s purple lenigth devolve,
Saw thee uplift the glitt'ring dagzer high,
onder with fixed brow thy decp resolve
Prepard to stril tiimph, and to dies




8 TO THE R¥V. MR. HURD.
. T e e o e e

<« Bring then to Britain's plain that choral throng,
¢ Display thy buskin’d pomp, thy golden lyre,
¢« Give her historic forms the soul of song,
« And mingle Attic art with Shakspere's fire.”
¢« Ah1 what, fond boy, dost thou presume to claim?*
The Muse reply’ds ¢ Mistaken suppliant, know,
¢ To light in Shakspere's breast the dazzling flame
¢« Exhausted all Parnassus could bestow.
¢ True; Art remains; and, if from his bright page
¢ Thy mimic power one vivid beam can seize,
¢ Proceed 5 and in that best of tasks engage,
« Which tends at once to profit, and to.please.”
She spake ; and Harewood's T'owers spontancous ros
Soft virgin-warblings eccho’d through the grove;
And fuir Elfrida pour'd forth all her woes,
‘The hapless pattern of connubial Love,
More awful scenes old Mona next display*d
Her caverns gloom'd, her forests wav'd on high,
While flan’d within their consecrated shade
‘The genius stern of British liberty.
And sce, my Hurp ! to thee those scenes consign'di
O! take and stamp them with thy honour’d name
Around the page be friendship’s chaplet twin'd;
And if they find the road to honest fame,
Perchance the candour of some nobler age
May praise the Bard, who bade gay Folly bear
* Her cheap applauces to the busy stage,
And leave him pensive Virtue's silent tear;

¢ Nil equidem feci (tu scis hov ipse) Theatris;
Musa nec in plausus ambitiosa wea est.

O, T vt Lib, VL ELvi
P —~ \



X ';i: REV. MR, Ht7RD:

astcraté his fav'rite strain

0 ghac’d by e¥'ry liberal art,

dmclmdthelumedu-nn,

ipm‘ahmiuduhmn

E::‘Snlﬁqvﬂdmm

onthéfamngm,

F‘lmm-' 's fequester’d bower

¥ distavit from Promotion’s view |

Mhyclhealmtment'sw.ng;
sinile, Mvmhuge!lookerleye

‘ iis mother earth God's blessings spring,

‘lxb-hedil}pmua privacy.”

r”;'

W. MASON.

tence in a letter of Hooker to Archbishop °

is life in the Biographia Britannica,



Dramatis Prersonae,

Canacrtacus, King of the Silures, « =-  Mr. Clarke,
AvuLrus Dipius, the Roman General. - Mr, Whithéd
Anvnuovs,-Son to Caractacus,- - - Mr. Lewis
VeLLiNus, } Sons to Cartismandua, Mr. Wanl-

ELipunus, Queen of the Brigantes, Mr. Wroughtsy

EvizLina, Daughter to Caractacus. - Mrs, Hartley
Persons of the Chorus. e

Mobren, the Chief Druid, - = Mr Aicis

Mapor*, the Chief Bard, - = = MrHu, .
Seconp BARD, - = = = = Mr Leoni
THirD BARD, = = = = = Mrs Kenned
FourRtu BARD, - =~. = = o Mr Heinid,
Scene, Tbhe consecrated Grove in the Island of Moms, ﬁ
Aviglesea.

.

* Those parts of the Odes which are distinguished
double inverted commas, are meant to be perfol
cally; the rest to be recited by the Chief Bard, TheP
omitted in the Representation are distinguished by
inverted commas only. ’




AvuLvus Dip1us, with Romans,

Aulus Didius.

1s is the secret centre of the isle :
e, Romans, pause, and let the eye of wonder
:e on the solemn scene ; behold yon oak,
v stern he frowns, and with his broad brown arms
lIs the pale plain beneath him: mark von altar,
¢ dark stream brawling round its rugged base,
ese cliffs, these yawning caverns, this wide circus,
rted with unhewn stone: they awe my soul,
s if the very genius of the place
imself appear’d, and with terrific tread
‘alk’d thro® his drear domain. And yet, my friends,®
‘f shapes like his be but the fancy’s coinage)’
“ely there is a hidden power, that reigns
1 the lone majesty of untam'd nature,
utrouling sober reason ; tell me clse,
Bij



12 CARACTACUS, 4al
Wity do these haunts of barb'rous superstition
O’ercomic me thus ? T scorn them, yet they awe me
Call furth the British princes : in this gloom

I mezn to school them to our enterprize.

SCENE 1II.

AvuLrus Dipius, VELLINUS, ELIDURUS.

Ye pledges dear of Cartismandua’s faith,
Approach! and to my uninstruted ear
Explain this scene of horror.

El. Dariug Rowman,

Thy footsteps press on consecrated ground :

‘These migl'ty piles of mag c-planted rock,

Thus ranz’d in mystic order, mark the place
Where but at times of holiest festival

‘The Druid leads his train,

Aul. Did. Where dwells the Szer?

I'el. Inyonder shaggy cave ; on which the moos
Now sheds aside-lona gleam.  His brotherhood
Possess the neighbouring cliffs. ’ .

Ard, D"-l Yet un the uill
Mine cye deseries a distant range of caves,

D.lv’d intheridaes of the craggy steips
And this way stiii another.
FI. Cn the left
Reside the sus I'd in natre’s lere:
¢ The changefml univeriz, s numbers, powars
¢ Studicus tuc IMCASULC, 3uve v.hen mcdxmt.ou '

7\

¢




CARACTACUS. 13
to holy rites: then in the grove
is rank and function." Yonder grots
. by bards, who nightly thence,
r flowing vests of innocent white,
h harps that glitter to the moon,
nortal strains. The spirits of air,
water, nay, of Heav'n itself,
heir lay : ¢ and oit, . tis said,
1apes dance they a magic round
iminstrelsy.’ Now, if thine eye
1 the view, haste to thy shipse
ie oars ; for, if the Druids learn
‘rusion, thou wilt find it hard
fury.
Prince, I did not moor
1’d shallops on this dangerous strand,
ruitless curiosity :
test of proud Caraltacus ;
our veterans put his troops to flight,
¢ here.
> the monarch rests,
1schief! thou might’st as well essay
m from yon stars : ¢ earth’s uwple range
o surer refuge :” underncath
ticad a hundred secret paths,
the living rock, in winding maze,
wny caverns, dirk and deep .
the hoary sages att their rites
rites of such strange potency,
opsn day, would dim the sun,

B ijj



1 CARACTACUS.
‘I'h>" thron'd in noontide brightness. In such
Hg¢; may for Iife lie hid.
" Aul. Did. We know the task
Most difficult: yet has thy royal motheg
Furnish’d the means.
El. My mother, say’st thou, Roman?
Aul. Did. In proof of that firm faith she |
Rome,
She gave ye up her honsur’s hostages.
L. She did: and we snbmit.' '
Aul. Did. 'To Rome we bear ye;
Frem your dear country bear ye ; from yourj
Your loves, your friendships, all your souls h
cious.
E/. And dost thou taunt us, Roman, with ¢
4ul. Did. No, youth, by heav'n, I would a
fate. T ’
Wish ye for liberty ?
" Vel, and EL. More than for life.
Aul. Did. And would do much to gain it?
F'el. Name the task.
Aul. Did. "The task is easy. Haste ye
Druids;
Tell them ye come, commission’d by your qu
Toserk the great Caraftacus 3 ¢ and cail
¢ His vaiour to her aid, against the legions,
¢ Which, led by our Osterius, now assail
¢ Hev froniders.”  The late treaty she bas seal
Is yet unknown : and tuis her royal signet,
¢ Which more to mask our purpese was obtail
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: your pledge of faith. The eager king
adly take the charge ; and, he consenting,
JIse remains, but to the Meinai’s shore
1 his credulous step ? there will we seize him :
m to Rome, the substitute for you,
ve you back to trcedom.
If the Druids—
Did. If they or he prevent this artifice,
orce must take its way : then flaming brands,
siting axes, wielded by our soldiers,”
wvel these thick shades ; and so unlodge
rking savage.
5cds, shall Mona perish ?
Did. Princes, her ev'ry trunk shzll on the

ground
e its marnitude 5 unless, ere dawn,
: this untam’d lion to our toiis,
1, and presper ; Ishall to the slips,
cre expet his coming.  Youths, remember,
st to Rome to grace great Corar’s triumph
ind Fate demand him at your hands.
[ Exeznct Aulus Didins gid Romans,

SCENE III.

ELIDURUS, ViLLIVUS,
And will Hzav’n sufier it ? Wil the just Gods,
-ead yon spangled pavement-o’er our b
‘om their sky and yield him? Will th
sage vicegerents, not call down the
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<« And will not instant its hot bolts be darted’
In such a righteous cause ? Yes, good old king,
Yes, last of Britons, thou art Heav'n's own pledge;
And shalt be such till death.
Vel. What means my brother,
Dost thou refuse the charge ?
El. Dost thou accept it?
Fel. Tt gives us liberty.
EL It makes us traitors.
Gaods, would Vellinus do a deed of baseness ?
iel. Will Elidurus scorn the profer’d boon
Of freedem ?
El. Yes, when such its guilty price,
Brother, I spurnit.
Vel. Go then, foolish boy !
I'll do the deed myself.
El. 1t shall not be:
I will proclaim the fraund.
Vel. Wilt thou? *Tis well.
Hie to yon cave ; call loudly on the Druid ;
And bid him drag to ignominious death
The partner of thy biood. ¢ Yet hope not thou
¢ To scape ; for thou didst join my impious steps:
¢ Therefore his wrath shall curse thee : thou shalt lif;
¢ Yet shalt thou live an interditted wretch,
¢ All rights of nature cancell’d.’
£l O Vellinus!
Rend not my soul': by heav'n thou know’st I lovethet
As fervently as brother e’er lpv'd brother:
And, loving thee, I thought I lov'd mine honour. :

N
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do not wake, dear youth, in this true breast
‘cea confliét.
. Honour’s voice commmands
. should’st obey thy mother, and thy queen.
ur and sage religion both conspire
d thee save these consecrated groves
Roman devastation.

Horrid thought! )
e let us haste, ev’n to the furthest nook
is wide isle ; nor view the sacrilege.
. No, let us stay, and by our prosperous art
nt the sacrilege. Mark me, my brother,
years and more experience have matur’d
ober thought ; I will convince thy youth,
this our deed has ev'ry honest sanction
reason may demand.

To Rome with reason :
£twiil bring her dcluging ambition
the level course of right and justice ;
" if "twill tame these insolent invaders 5
othus, in savageness of conquest, claim
oin chance ofwar has spar’d. Do this, and prosper.”
pray thee, do not reazon from my soul
bred honesty : that holy flame,
“er eclips’d by Rome’s black influence
lzar minds, ought stillto glow in ours,
. Vain tulker, leave me.

No, I will not leave thee :
it not, dare not, in these perilous shade
k1 viry eraud should iail, tiwse holy
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How will their justice rend thy trait’rous limbs?
If thou succeed'st, the fiercer pangs of conscienct
How will they ever goad thy guilty soul ?
Mercy, defend us! See, the awful Druids
Are issuing from their caves : hear'st thou yons
Lo, on the instant all the mountain whitens
With slow-descending bards, Retire, retire;
This is the hour of sacrifice:: to stay
Is death.

Pel. T'll wait the closing of their rites
In yonder vale : do thou, as likes thee best,
Betray, or aid me, '

El. To betray thee, youth,
‘That love forbids ; honour, alas! to aid thee.

[

SCENE I7.

The CHORUS, treceded by MODRED the chief |
descend to a solemn Symphony.

MoODRED.
Sleep and silence reign around ;
Not a night-breeze wakes to blow ;
Circle, sons, this holy ground;
Ciicle close, in triple row :

CHORUS.
¢ Druid, at thy dread command,.
“Vhen thou wav’st thy potent wand,
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1, we pace this holy ground
ith solemn footsteps soft and slow,
hile sleep and silence reign around,
1d not a night breeze wakes to blow.™

Mobprep.
- And now, if mask'd in vapours drear,
gn or earth-born spirit dare
round this sacred space,
hlight spells the murky foe to chace.

CHORUS.

ft your boughs of vervain blue,’

pt in cold September dew ;

1d dash the moisture, chaste and clear,
er the ground, and thro’ the air.”

MoODRED.

place is purg'd and pure.
(4 short Symkbony,
! say, for this high hour
alk-white steers prepared ?
:cks the rude yoke never scar'd,
irrow yet unbroke ?
must bleed beneath yon oak.

CHoRrus

-uid, these, in order meet,
re all prepar’d,”
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MobpRrED.
But tell me yet,
Cadwall ! did thy step profound
Dive into the cavern deep,
Twice twelve fathom under ground,
Where our sage fore-fathers sleep ?
Thence with reverence hast thou borne;
From the consecrated chest,
The golden sickle, scrip, and vest,
‘Whilom by old Belinus worn?

SECOND BARD.

¢¢ Druid, these, in order meet;
¢ Are all prepar’d.” ’

MODRED.

But te'l me yet,

From the grot of charms and spells,
Where our matron sister dwells,
Brenaus! has thy holy hand

Sufely brought the Druid wand ?
And the potent adder-stone,
Gender'd fore th® autumnal mocn ?
¢ When in undulating twine,

¢ The foaming snakes prolific join ;
¢ When they hiss, and when they bear’
¢ Their wond'rous egg aloof in air 3
¢ Thence, before to earth it fall,
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The Druid in his hallow'd pall,

Receives the prize ;

And instant flies,

Follow’d by th* envenom’d brood,

"Till he cross the crystal flood.’

THIRD BARD.

¢ Druid, these, in order meet,
¢ Are all prepar'd.”

MoDRED.

1en all's complete. . [Symphony rcfeated.
1d now let nine of the seleéted band,
Vhose grcener years befit such station best,’
ith wary circuit p:ce around the grove:
id guard each inlet ; watchful lest the eye
busy curiosity profine
7on our rites: ¢ which now must be as close
s done 1’th” very central womb of carth,
ccasion claims it;* for Caradtacus
is night deman is admission to our train.
yonce our king, whiie aught his power avail’d
save his country {rom the rod of tyrants;
at duty past, does wisely now retire
end his days in secrecy and peace 3
1id with Druids, in this chiet of groves,
n in the heart of Nona.  See, he comes!!
& awful is his port ! mark Lim, my frioads!?
looks, as doth tiie tower, whose nodding wuiis,
er the confii€t of Lheav'n’s angry bolts,
[
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Frown with a dignity unmark'd before,
Evnin its piime of strength.  Health tothe

SCENE V.

CaracTacvus, EVELINA, MobRep, C
Car. This holy place, methinks, doth
wear

More than its wonted gloom : Druid, these
Have caught the dismal colouring of my soul, '
¢ Changing their dark dun garbs to very sabley
In pity to their guest. Hail, haliow’d oaks! -
Hail, Biitish born! who, last of British race,
Hold your primaval rights by nature®s charter;
Not at the nod of Cxsar. Happy foresters,
Y, wave, your bold heads 'mid the liberal sirj
Nor ask, for privilege, a prator’s edit.
Ye, with your tough and intertwisted roots,
Grasp the firm rocks ye sprung from , and, eref
In knotty hardihood, still proudly spread
Your leafy banners *gainst the tyrannous nosth,
‘Who, Roman like, assails you. Tell me, Druk
Is it not better to be such as these,
I'han be the thing Tam?

Mod. To be the thing
Eternal wisdom wills, is ever best.

Car. But I am lost to that predestin'
Eternal Wisdom will'd, and fitly the
Mav wish a change of being. I was kg
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Heav'n, who bade these warrior ouks
 shields against the fiery sun,
r subiect plain, did mean, that I
as firm an arm, protect iy peopie
estilent glare of Rome’s ambition.
how I fail’d, thou knowst too well ;
bbling world : and therefore, Druid,
iy thing save what I am.
:0 thy wish, the holy rites prepar'd,
av’n frown not, consecrate thee Druid s
tar’s base the victims led,
: free gushing blood ourself shall read
iests 3 which if assenting found,
s around thy chosen limbs shall wrap
sanctity ; while at the at
rob'd bards, sweeping their solemn harps,
tir choral warblings to the skics,
2 Gods to witness.” Mean-while, Piince,
well if aught on this vain curth
o firm an union with thy scul,
- from peace.
d a Queen te—
1y weakness, Druid ¢ this tough brez.t
a sigh, for she is unreveng'd,
aste true puace, she unrey eng’d?
> lov’da queen: Ah, Evelinal
aus weeping on the feeble aria
ant save thy mother.

thus

£ grief; .F veerihougia,

cii
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Frown with a dignity unmark'd before,
Ly inits piime of strength.,  Health to the king!

SCENE 7/,

CaracTAcus, EVELINA, MoDRED, CRORTS:
Car. This holy place, methinks, doth this nifk
wear

More than its wonted gloom : Druid, these groves
Have caught the dismal colouring of my soul,
¢« Changing their dark dun garbs to very sable,’
It pity to their guest. Hail, haliow'd oaks!
H.:il, Biitish born! who, last of British race,
H-M your primzeval rights by nature’s charter;
N.t at the nod of Cxsar.  Happy foresters,
Y'¢, wave, your bold heads *mid the liberal air;
Nor ask, for privilege, a prtor’s ediét.
Y, with your tough and intertwisted roots,
Grasp the firm rocks ye sprung from , and, erelt
Ta knotty hardihood, still proudly spread
Your leafy banners gainst ti:e tyrannous north,
Who, Roman like, assails you. Tell me, Druid,
Is it not better to be such as these,
‘I'han be the thing Tam?

Med. To be the thing
Eternal wisdom wills, is ever best.

Car. But I am lost to that predestin’d use
Fternal Wisdom will’d, and fitly therefore
May wish a change of being. I was boin
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und Heav'n, who bade these warrior oaks
p'een shields against the fiery sun,
rtheir subje&t plain, did mean, that I
with as fi'm an arm, prote& my people
the pestilent glare of Rome's ambition.
and how I fail'd, thou know'st too well ;
dee babbling world : and therefore, Druid,
be any thing save what I am.
Ser, to thy wish, the boly rites prepar°d,
if Heav'n frown not, consecrate thee Druid s
e altar’s base the victims led,
vthose free gushing blood ourself shall read
b behests ; which if assenting found,
hands around thy chosen limbe shall wrap
ut of sanility ; while at the a& .
hite-rob’d bards, sweeping their solemn harps,
ift their choral warblmga to the skies,
Ul the Gods to witness.” Mean-while, Prince,
thee well if aught on this vain earth
ds too firm an union with thy soul,
ing it from peace.
I bad a Queen :—
th my weakness, Druid! this tough breast
ave a sigh, for she is unreveng'd.
1 I taste true peace, she unreveng'd ?
e, 30 lov’da queen? Ah, Evelinal
st thus weeping on the feeble arm
uld not save thy mother.
To hang thus
the pang of grief; and the sweet thought,

cij
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¢ Of him, who burns for glory ;° else indeed
Ve much would pity me : would curse the fate
Thut coops me here inaétive in your groves,
Robs me of hope, tells me this trusty steel
Must never cleave one Roman helm again,
Never avengz my queen, ner free my country.
sled. *Tis Heav'n’s high will
Car. 1 knew it, reverend fathers !
"I'is Heav'n's high will, that these poor aged eyes
¢!l never more behold that virtuons woman,
"o whom my youth was constant ; 'twas Heav'n's ¥
"o tuake her from me at that very hour,
' hen best her love might sooth me ; that black bour
[\I’.w memory ever raze it from her records]
When all my squadrons fled, and left their king
Old and defenceless: him, who nine whole years
Id stemm’d all Rome with their firm phalanx: yes
For nine whole years, my friends, I bravely led
‘The vuliant viterans, oft to vittory,
Never ol then to shame. Bear with me, Druid,
I've doue: begin the rites.,
Mol O would to Heav'n
A frame of mind, more fitted to these rites,
Tossest thee, Prince! that resignation meek,
T'hat dove-ey’d Peace, handinaid of sandtity,
Aporoach’d this altar with thee.  Bards, bear off
e victims, Noreply. A frame of mind,
Nore fiited to these rites, must Patience bring,
To give than holy san@®ion.  ‘I'lese instead,
See ot gaunt Revenge, ensanguin’d Slaughter,
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mad Ambition, clinging to thy scul,
- to snatch thee back to their domain,
to a vain and miszrable worid ;
ie miseryy and vanity, tho® try’d,
still hold’st dearer thaa these solemin &
e Qniet reigns with Virtue? Tiy we yet
Holiness can do; for much it can:
is the potency of pious prayer:
nuch tne sacred influence convey'd
re mystcricus oflice: when the soul,
1°d by the power of music from her cell
shly thraldom, feels herself upborne
umes of extasy, and boidiy spiings,
swelling harmonies and praiing bymns,
the porch of heav’'n.  Strike, then, ye Bads:
all your strings symphonious ; waks « s'rain,
1, as it echoes throngh yon vaulted cave,’
netrate, may purge, may purif,,

unhzallow’d bosom.  To that cave,
1, ictirs, while hither we aveke
©teibe, it on yon meuntein dweil,
maj

tic Saowden: they, who never

it mortal men, save on some e
timpait, but, sublimely shiin’d
r top in Gomes of crysiailine ice,
erse with those epirits, that v oo

pure sapphire, neucest hea

[lxverz Caracticns an b




¢ Hark, her loudest echo ring
¢« King of mountains, bend

MADOR.

Send thy spirits, send them soor
Now, when Midnight and the
Meet upon thy front of snow :
See, their gold and ebon rod,
Where the sober sisters nod,
And greet in whispers sage and
Snowdon mark ! °tis Magic's ho
Now the mutter’d spell hath po
Pow’r to rend thy ribs of rock,
And burst thy base with thund
But to thee no ruder spell
Shall Mona use, than those that
In music’s secret cells, and lie

Steep’d in the siream of harme
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A1r by the'Szconp Barp.
« Snowdon, to thee no ruder spell
# Shall Mons use, than those that dwell
“ In:Music's secret cells, and lie
Steep’din ﬂm stream of Barmony ”

MAnnl..

Snmrdﬂ! hl béard the strain: [ Symplony.
Hark, il the'wond"ring grove -

Other voices'meet’ our car;
Pinions Suteery stimdows move, - [ Symphony.
Busy mmurmuss hun around,: -
Rastling vestments brush thé ground ;
Round, and round, and round they go,
Through the twilight, through the shade,
Mount the oak’s majestic head,
And gild the tufted misletoe,

DueT by the SEconD ard THIRD BarDs.

¢ Welcome, welcome, gentle train,
¢ Mona hails you to her plain ;

¢ Here, your genial dews dispense ;

- ¢ Dews of Peace, and Innocence.

¢ Banish hence each demon drear,

¢¢ Fev'rish Rage, and chilling Fear,

¢ Vengeance with his haggard eye,

t¢ Envy, Hate, and Jealousy.™
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s
[t}

A Baro enters.

Lard. Father, as we did watch the eastern side,
We *spied and instant seiz’d two stranger youths,
Who, in the bottom of a shiadowy dell,
leld carnest converse : Britons do they seem,
And of Brigantian race.

Aol Iaste, drag them hither.

SCENE IL '

VELLINUS, ELIDURUS, MODRED, CHORUS,

Q spare, ye sage and venerable Druids!

v countrymen and sons.

~od. And are ye Britons ?

sheard of profanation! Rome herself,

* ¢’v'nn impious Rome, whom conquest makes more it
pious,’

W.ould not have dai“d so rashly. O for words,

foeowith the fiercest force of execration,

t s bt the deed, and doers.
. Spare the curse,
Yy apne our youth !
tf Lsoat not now the hour,
Lordeur, when o the cloudless height
Card concave climbs the full-orb'd moody «

¢ nedlier wornd 1n sojeiin sthilness
¢ o tie st ey ear of Heav'n
A phead y i vy bl




, with vile unconsecrated feet,

v’s hallow’d plain ?* Know, wretches, know,
ur such boldness is a crime,

; sacrilege.

:ad Seer! were Mona’s plain

wd still, hallow'd as is Heav'n’s self,
might plead our pardon.

hty Druid!

aave rashly dar’d, yet, forc’d by duty,

ign’s mandate.
er by my birth,

claim, in right of eldership,

ur higl embassy.

eak then ;

y words answer in honest weight

»ud prelude. Youth! they must be weighty.
or such a crime.
hen to give

e e WP AP N M WEAS
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=1 bollly said, and, grant “twere truly said,
thon he were not here from fraud or foree

24+ safe as “midst a camp of conquerors ?

U . youth, he would be guarded by the Gods;

‘T'eeir own high hostage ; and each sacred hair

OF his scleéted head would in these caverns

Sioop with the unsunn’d silver of the mine,

2is precious and as safe ; record the time, i

“Win Mona ¢'er betray®d the hapless wretch

i made her groves his refuge.

Jeoo Holy Duuidt

* iu'nk not <o harshly of our enterprize.’ .

C.n {oree, alas! dwell in our unarm’d hands? F

C.n fraud i our young bosoms ? No, dread seer,

¢ O business told, I tiust thou'lt soon disclaim

©CPacoaain suzpicion ; and thy holy ear i 3

¢ (4 brave Caractacus or here or absent) i

¢ s i) instant learn it.”  From the north we come;

“i: sons of ber, whose heavn-intrusted sway :

antes 3 men who firmly

100ns withstood those Roman poseh §:

ny tail Qstorius, stiil assail

: yet so oft have our stout swords :

*d tacir hot asseuit, that now, like falcons,

Tl s

ang susps nded, Joth to quit their prey,
vet to -.-f'z': it. ﬁl'ch the state

¢ R'*'“"""., wilt nnghit to hier peo'»le. weal

¢ Bseat sink the dasy wag

CrGRNe as s chargt L
To sk the gmroa Conalaca, OGN

2

M
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valour to her aid, to lead her bands,
fight the cause of Liberty and Britain,
| quell these ravagers.
[ Caraclacus starts from bebind the altar.

SCENE I1I.

tACTACUS, MODRED, VELLINUS, ELIDURUS,
CHoRrvus,

ar. And ye have found me
‘nds, ye have found me: lead me to your Queen,
1 the last purple drop in these old veins
11 fall for her and Pritain.
Tod. Rash, rash Prince!
el. Ye blest immortal Powers! is this the man,
2more than man, who for nine bloody years
thstood all Rome ? He is ; that war-like fiont,
w'd o’er with honest scars, proclaims he is :
2el, brother, kneel, while in his royal hand
“lodge the signet : this, in pledge of fuitl,
:at Cartismandua sends, and with it tells thee
has a nobler pledge than this behind ;
¥ Queen ——
‘ar. Guideria!
el. Safely with our mother.
‘ar. How, when, where rescued? Mighty Gods, I
thank ye;
it is true, this signet speaks it true.
2l me briefly.

D jj
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Fel. In asally, Prince,
Which, wanting abler chiefs, my gracious mother
Committed to my charge, our troups assail'd
One outwork of the camp; the mask of night
Favour'd our arms, and there my happy hand
Was doom’d *mid other prisoners to release
The captive matron.
Car. Let me clasp thee, youth,
And thou shalt be my son : I had one, stranger,
Just of thy years; he look’d like thee right honest;
¢ Had just that free-born boldness on his brow,
And yet he fail'd me. Were it not for him,
Who, as thou see’st, ev'n at this hour of joy,
Draws tears down mine old cheek, I were as blest
As the great Gods, Ob, he has all disgrac’d
His high-born ancestry ! But I'll forget him.
Haste, Bvelina, barb my knotty spear,
Bind fast this trusty falchien to my thigh,
My bow, my target——
Mo.?. Rash Carattacus! "
What hast thou done? What dost thou mean to do?
Car. To save my country.
Mod. To betray thyself,
‘Thar thou hast done ; the rest thou can’st not do,
If Heav'n forbids; and of its awful will
‘Thy fury rechs not. ¢ Has the bleeding viftim
¢« Pour’d a propitious stream ? the milk-white steeds
¢ Yarein'd and neighing pranc’d with fav'ring steps?’
Say, when these youths approach’d, did not a gust
Of livid sioak involve the Hidkermyg, fame

_—
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Vel, In a sally, Prince,
Which, wanting abler chiefs, my gracious mother
Committed to my charge, our troups assail’d
One outwork of the camp; the mask of night
Favour'd our arms, and there my happy hand
Was doom’d "mid other prisoners to release
The captive matron.
Car. Let me clasp thee, youth,
And thou shalt be my son : I had one, stranger,
Just of thy years; he look’d like thee right honest
¢ Had just that free-born boldness on his brow,”
And yet he fail'd me. Were it not for him,
Who, as thou see’st, ev'n at this hour of joy,
Draws tears down mine old cheek, I were as blest
As the great Gods, Oh, he has all disgrac’d
His high-born ancestry! But I'll forget him,
Haste, Bvelina, barb my knotty spear,
Bind fast this trusty falchien to my thigh,
My bow, my target '
Mod. Rash Carattacus!
What hast thou done? What dost thou mean to do?
Car. To save my country.
Mod. To betray thyself,
‘That thou hast done ; the rest thou can’st not do,
If Heav'n forbids; and of its awful will
. Thy fury rechs not. ¢ Has the bleeding viftim
¢ Pour’d a propitious strezm ? the milk-white steeds
¢ Unrein’d and neighing # = sith fav'ring steps?
Say, when these youthr » did not a gust
Of livid smoak involve 3 flame?

e




st of fuith, thy rudeness rush'd before me,
ng my just rights.’

Druid, mcthinks,

a time, in such a cause, reproof

ait its sternness.” Now, by Heav'n, I feel,
1 omens, that within my breast,

arshals me to conquest ; something heve
:ches me beyond all mortal fears,

to where upon her jasper throne

-rob’d Viétory, who culls me scn,

ms me with a palm, whose deathless green
m when Casar's fades.

"ain confidence !

et [ submit in all——

Tis meet thou should'st. -

a ging, a sov'reign o’cr frail man ;

‘uid, servant of the Gods ;

ice is above such sov'reignty,



40

CARACTACUS. © A8N
ODE.

A1rr.

SecoNp Barp.
¢ Haill thou harp of Phyrgian frame!
<¢ In years of yore that Camber bore
¢ From Troy’s sepulchral flame :
*¢ With ancient Brute, to Britain's shore
¢ The mighty minstrel came.”

RECI.TATIVE accompanied.

FourTH Barbp.
¢ Sublime upom thy burnish'd prow,
¢ He bad thy manly modes to flow s

Arr.
¢ Britain heard the descant bold,
¢¢ She flung her white arms o’er the sea
¢¢ Proud in her leafy bosom to enfold
¢ The freight of harmony.™

Mapor.

Mute °till then was ev'ry plain,

Save where the flood o’er mountains rude
Tumbled his tide amain ¢

And Echo from th’ immpending wood
Resounded the hoarse strain ;
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While from the north the sullen gale
With hollow whistlings shook the vale ;
Dismal notes, and answer’d soon  °
By savage howl the heaths among,
W hat time the wolf doth bay the trembling moon,
And thin the bleating throng,
Thou spak’st, imperial lyre,
‘The rough roar ceas'd, and airs from high
hPt the land in exnly':
Fancy, the fairy with thee came ;-
And Inspirstion, bright-ey'd dame, .
Oft at thy call would leave her sapphire sky ;
And, if not vain the verse pmumes,
Ev'n now some chaste Divinity is near:
For lo! the sound of distant plumes’
Pants through the pathless desart of the air.
*Tis not the flight of her;
*Tis sleep, her dewy harbinger.

Seconp Barp.
¢¢ Change my harp, Oh change thy measures ;
¢ Cull, from thy mellifluods treasures,
« Notes that steal on even feet,
¢ Ever slow, yet never pausmg,
« Mixt with many a warble sweet,
¢¢ In a ling’ring cadence closing.™

MADOR,

Now the pleas’d pow’r sinks gently down the skies,
And seals with hand of down the Druid’s slumb’rine
’ eyes, ’
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Thiice I pause, and thrice I sound [Symibeny.
The central string, and now I ring
(By measur’d lore profound) © Symjbony
A sevenfold chime, and sweep, and swing,
Abovc, below, around,
To mix thy music with the spheres,
That warble to immortal ears, [Sympbn
Inspiration hears the call ;
She rises from her throne above,
Aud, sudden as the glancing meteors fall,
She comes, she fills the grove.
High her port; her waving hand
A pencil bears ; the days, the years,
Arise at her command,
And each obedient colouring wears.
Lo, where Time’s pi¢tur’d band
In l\uc:_; ethereal glide along ;
Oh mark the transitery throng
Now they dazzle, now they die,
Instant they flit from light to shade,,
Mark the blue forms of faint futurity,
Oh mark them ere they fade.
W irence was that inward groan ?
Why bursts through closed lids the tear ?
Why uplifts the bristling hair
I'ts white and vencrable shade?
Why down the consecrated head
Courses in chilly drops the dew of fear?
All is not well, the pale-ey’d moon
Curtains her head in clouds, the stars retire,
-
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Save from the sultry south alone. ,

‘he swart star flings his pestiltential fire;

v'n Sleep herself will ly, - '

If not recali’d by Harmony.' .

Tamo BAln. .
« Wake, my lyre ! thy softest nnmbers,
¢ Such as nurse écstatic slumbers,
€« Sweet as tramguil virtue fels
¢ When the toil of lif¢ is ending,
< While from the earth thy spirit steals,
s« And on new-born plumes ascendling,
.6 Hasténs to lave § m !‘hﬂmg‘bt fount of day,
« Till Deotmy preparc it shnnc ofpurer clay,”

dod, [waking, speaks.] It may not b‘ Avaunt,
terrific axe!

1y hangs thy bright edge glaring o eﬂhe grove?

forag:antsnerweﬁoward the stroge !

yows, it falls,

sere am 1? Hush, my soul -

was all adream. Resume no more the strain:

e hour is past: my brethren! what ye saw,

what ye saw, as by your looks I read,

ore like ill-omen'd shape) hold it in silence.’

. midnight air falls chilly on my breast ;

«d now I shiver, now a fev'rish glow

wches my vitals. Hark, some step approaches,
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SCENE /.
—_—lT 7

EveLINA, MODRED, CHORVS.

Ewve. Thus, with my wayward fcarz, to burst w
bidden
On your dread synod, rousing, as ye seem,
From holy trance, appears a desperate deed,
Ev'n to the wretch who dares it.
Mod. Virgin! quickly
Pronounce the cause.
Exve. Bear with a simple maid
Too prone to fear, perchance my fears are vain,
Mbsd. But yet declare them.
Eze. 1 suspect me much
The faith of these Brigantes.
Alod. Says't thou, virgin ?
Tleed what thou say’t : Suspicion is a guest
That in the breast of man, of ireful man,
Too oft his welcome finds ; yet seldom sure
In that submissive calm that smooths the mind
Of maiden innocence.
Eze. I know it wlls
Yet must I still distrust the elder stranger
For while he talks, (and much the flatterer talks)
His brother’s silent carrirge gives disproof
()" at! his boast; ¢ indeed I mark’d it well ;
Ao, as my father with the elder held
¢ I 11 socech and warlike, as is still his wont
¢ When i1°d with hope of conquest,” oft I saw
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1 unbidden heave the younger's breast,
:heck'd as it was rais'd ; sometimes, methought,
entle eye would cast a glance on me,
he pitied me; and then again
ild fasten on my father, gazing there
seneration ; then he'd sigh again,
k on the ground, and hang his modest head
st pensively.
Aod. This may demand, my brethren,
»re serious search: virgin | proceed.
Eve. *Tis true,
y father, rapt in high heroic zeal,
Jis ev'ry thought big with his country’s freedom,”
eeds not the different carriage of these brethren,
The elder takes him wholly ; yet, methinks,
“The younger’s.manners have, I know not w hat,
That speak him far more artless.” This besides,
§ it not strange, if, as the tale reports,
Ay mother sojourns with this distant quecn,
he should not send or to my sire, or e,
ome fond remembrance of her love ? ah! none,
Vith tears I speak it, none, not her dear blessing
Ias reach’d my longing ears.
Mod. - The Gods, my brethren,
nspire these scruples ; oft to female softness,
ft to the purity of virgin souls
ioth heav'n its voluntary light dispense,
vhen viétims bleed in vain. They must be spics,
ie thee, good Cantuber, and to our pressuce

immon the young Brigantian.
3
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E-ve. Do not that,
Or, if ye do, yet treat Lim nothing sternly
‘The softest terms from such a tender breast
Will draw confession, and, if ye shall find
The trcason y¢ suspect, forbear to curse him.
{Not that my weakness means to guide your wisdom)
Yet, as I think he would not wittingly
Fer do a deed of baseness, were it granted
"That T might question him, my heart forebedes
It more couid gain by gentleness and prayers,
‘I'han wili the fiercest threats.,
Mod. Perchange it may
And quickly shalt thou try.  But see the King!
And with him boih the youths,
Lae. Alas! my fears
YForewent my errand, elze had I inform’d thee
That therefore did I come, and from my father
‘To gain admission. Mark the younger, Diuid,
How sad he scems; oft did he in the cave
So foid his arms

Mod. We mark him much, and much
The clder’s free and dreadless confidence.
Virgin, retire a while in yonder vale,
Nor, "till thy royul father quits the grove,
Resuwe thy station here, [Exit Evel
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SCENE V1.

ACUs, MobpRrED, VELLINUS, ELIDURUS.
Cuorus.

orgive me, Druid!

“soul no longer could sustain

1s of expetation ; hence { sent

in innocence of Evelina,

break upon your privacy :

sturn’d, O parden! that uncall’d

the great cause, I trust, absolves me -

's, *tis Frecdom’s, “tis the cause of Heav'n;
: Heav’n owns it suchs

Caraétacus,

by sage and sanétimonious rites

the Gods be ask’d, we have essay'd ;

nor to our wish, nor to their wont,
y benign assent.
Jeath to our hopes!
While yet we lay in sacred slamber tranc'd,
d sad to fancy’s frighted eye

2s of dun and murky hue advance,
tumultuous, all of gesture stra: -,

ing horrible ; starting we wak'd,

10 waking calm ; still all was dusk,
1g our tinkling ears with screams of we::®
1s tremor's stillsm—tm—
f what suspicious ?
1 QUECTI mmmenia

E ij
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Mo.d. Restrain thy wayward tongue,
Insolent youth! in such licentious mood
To interrupt our speech ill suits thy years,
And worse our sanétity.

Car. "Tis his distress
Makes him forget, what else his reverend 2
‘Would pay ye holily. Think what he feels,
Poor youth! who fears yon moon, before she
May see his country conquer'd ; see his mott
The viftor's slave, her royal blood debas'd,
Dragging her chains through the throng’d-s

Rome,
To grace oppession’s triumph. ¢ Horrid tho
¢ Say, can it be that he, whose strengous you
¢ Adds vigour to his virtue, e’er can bear
¢ This patientyy ? he comes to ask my aid,
¢ And, that with-held, (1s now he needs mus
¢ What means, alas! are left ? Search Britain
¢ What Chicf dares ccp: with Rome? what )
¢ holds

¢ His loan of power at a Proconsul’s will,
¢ At best a scepter’d slave ?* ’

Vel. Yes, monarch, yes,
If Heav'n restrains thy formidable sword,
Or to its strcke denies that just success
‘Which Heav’n alone can give, I fear me muc
Qur queen, ourselves, nuy, Britain's self, mus

Car. But is not this a fear makes virtue vai
‘Tears from.yon ministring regents of the sky
Their righg ? Plucks from firm-handed Ryovy
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©lden reins of sublunary sway,

rives them to blind Chance ? ¢ If this be so,
-ranny muft lord it o'er the earth,

xe’s anarchy in heav’n,® Nay, frown not, Druid.
Yot think °tis thus.

/. We trust thou dost not.

=. Masters of Wisdom! no: my soul confides

at all-healing and all-forming power,

»on' the radiant day when time was born,

his broad eye upon the wild of ocean,

calm'd it with a glance: then, plunging deep
aighty arm, pluck’d from its dark domain
throne of freedom, lifted it to light,

it with silver cliffs, and call’d it Britain :

d, and will preserve it.
. Pious prince,

at all-healing and all-forming Power

et thy soul confide ; but not in men,

ot in these, ingenuous as they seem,

they are try’d by that high test of fuith
wncient laws ordain,

. Illustrious scer,

inks our sov'reign’s signet well might pleai
‘avoy’s faith.  Thy pardon, mighty Druid,
or ourselves, but for our queen we plead ;
-usting us, ye wound her honour.

s Peace;

will admits no parley. Thither, youths,

1 your astonish'd eycs 5 behold yon buge
unhewn sphere of living zJawmant,

E iij
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so CARACTACUS,
Which, pois'd by magic, rests its central s
On yonder pointed rock : firm as it seems,
Such is its strange and virtuous property,
It moves obsequious to the gentlest touch
Of him, whose breast is pure ; but to a traite,
Tho’ ev'n a giant's prowess nerv'd higarm,
It stands as fixt as Snowdon. No reply;
The Gods command that one of you must now
Approach and try it: in your spowy vests,
Ye priests, involve the lots, and to the younger,
As is our wont, tender the choice of Fate. .
El. Heav'ns! isitfallnonme? -
Mod. Young prince, it is;
Prepare thee for thy trial.
El. Gracious Gods!
Who may look up to'your tremendom‘ thrones
And say hir breast is pure? All-searching powery
Ye kuow alrcad) how and what I am;
And what ye mean to publjsh me in Mona,
To that I yield and tremble. '
Car. Rouse thee, youth!
And. with that courage honest truth supplm,
(Fo. w2 ye both are true) haste to the trial ;
B hold I lead thee on.
My, Prince, we arrest
Thy uasty step: know, ere he meet that trial,
He nust be plung’d into the durk drear womb
Or this deep cavern, which the yawning earth,
Struck with our wand, now upens to thy view.
thousand rugged steps of moss-grown vk
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horrible base. - Low as that base,
er ray of thearing light yet shot,
must now descénd ; there shall he sit,
rde and nlelwedompu:'d round,
alliag clarion bids him climb
ur dread presence. -Meanwhile there,
: centre of that perildus pit,
1 recolleGtion of his.deeds
ssign°d, shall pass in cold review
3 horror then.shall shake his soul,
apied filg, one deed be found ‘
1th lnd 1irtile ' [Elidxm descends.
rBC,
his bmthcr we. conug'n .
in yonden cave. The trial past,
we confer, touching that part
v'n’§ high will ordains thee to perform.
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(1) TARALTACUS:

ACT llI. SCENE L

The curtain draws up, while a slow march it
MoODRED, e, open the cavern im awbich i
avas confined : they lead bim in procession rimmdil
tar, and from thence 1o the rocking stone 1 theh
lowing Ode is performed by MADOR and the Bark

ODE.
RECITATIVE accompanieds
! : ¢

SecoxD Barp.
¢« Thovu spirit pure, that spread’st unseen
«¢ Thy pinions o'cr this pond’ruus sphere
¢« And, breathing thro* each rigid vein,
Fill'st with stupendous life the marble mas
¢ And bid’st it bow upon its base,
¢« When sov'reign truth is near 3

FurL Criorus.
“ Spirit invisible! to thee
¢ We swell the solemn harmony.™

AIR and CHORUS.
¢ Hear us, and aid :
¢« Thou that in virtue’s cause
¢ O’er-rulest nature’s laws,
¢¢ Oh hear, and aid with influence high
¢ The suns of peace and pievy ™™
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Mabor.

1 of that ethereal tribe-

»irth ere time or place,
“ellll"llllﬂllarcnﬂﬂ"lbe,
liquid liberty of light,
nnrunbow pulnnmlmght

ward Falechaod strays,

g swift the lurking sprite,

‘orth to shame and light.

1’5t enter the dark cell

vulture conscience slumbers,

um’d by.charming spell,

jic numbers,

: her from her formidable sleep,

r dart her raging talons deep;

too seldom doth the furious fiend

g wait; vindi®ive, self-prepar'd,

'3 her torturing time; too sure to rend
ing heart, when virtue quits her guard.
n, celestial guest! "

ing on thiné adamantine sphere,
sroach, Spirit, that fraud declare :
:ience and to Mona legve the rest.
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RECITATIVE accompanied.
FourTH BARD.
*¢ Pause then, celestial guest!
¢ And, brooding on thine adamantine sph
¢¢ If fraud approach, Spirit, that fraud dec
"¢ To Conscience and to Mona leave the

FuLL CHORUS.
* ‘T Conscience and to Mona leave the i

MobRrep.

Heard'st thou the awful invocation, yout
Rapt in those holy harpings ? )
ELIDURUS.

Sage, T did;

And it came o’er my soul as doth the thu:

While distant yet, with an expeéted burst

It threats the trembling ear. Now to the
T.re that, bethink thee well what rig’rous dc
Attends thine att: if failing, certain death.
So certain, that in our absolving tongues
Rests not that power may save thee: thour

SCENE 11.

EvErtNa, ELIDURUS, MODRED, CHO
Ewve. Die, say’st thou? Druid !
El. Evelina heret
Lead to the rock.



s

CARACTACUS. sy

.y

. No, youth, a while we spare thee ;
in our stead, permit this royal maiden
‘ge thee first with virgin gentleness ;
& our clemency, and meet her questions
answers prompt and true; so may’st thou “>cape
rner trial.
Rather to the rock—
e. Dost thou disdain me, prince ? Lost as [ am,
inks the daughter of Carattacus
t merit milder treatment: I was born
»yal hopes and promise, nurs'd i* th® lap
ft prosperity ; alas the change !
nt but to address a few brief words
iis young prince, and he doth turn his eye,
scorns to answer me,
Scorn thee, sweet maid ?
‘tis the fear
¢ And can’st thou fear me, youth?
while 1 led a life of royalty,
: ;s o all with meek deportment,
thing Rarsh, cr cruel : and, howe'er
rtune works upon the minds or men,
somg, they say, it turns to very stone)
. I am sure, it sofiens.  Wert theu guilty,

should pity thee: nay, wert thou leagu'u
ad this sufiering heart with more mis:ortuncs,
liould T pity thee ; nor e’er believe

would’st, on freea~ = "untary clioice,
y tleinnocent.
Indeed I would n
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Ewe. No, gracious youth, I do believe thou would's

not:

For on thy brow the libsral hand of Heav'n
Has portray'd truth as visible and bold,
As were the pi€tur'd suns that deckt the brows
Of our brave ancestors.  Say then, young prince,
(For therefore have I wish'd to question thee)
Bring ye no token of a mother’s fondness
To her expecting child ? ¢ Gentle thou seemest,
¢ Andsure that gentleness would prompt thine heart
¢ 'T'o visit, und to svoth with courteous office,
< Distress like hers.” A captive, and a queen,
Has more than common claim for pity, prince !
And, ev'n the ills of venerable age
Were cause enough to move thy tender nature.
The tears o’er-charge thine eye. Alas, my fears!
Sickuess or sore infirnity had seiz'd her
Before thou left’st the palace, else her lips
tad to thy care intrusted some kind message,
And biest her hapless daughter by thy tongue.
Wonid she were here!

El. Would heav’'n she were!

Ewve. Ah why?

El. Because you wish it,

E«ve. Thanks, ingenuous youth,
For this thy courtesy. Yet if the queen
Thy mother shiiies with such rare qualities,
As late thy brother boasted, she will caln
Her woes, and I shall clasp her aged knees -

gain in peace ty.——Alas!
‘« e
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speaks not; all my fears are just.

5/, What fears ?

e queen Guideria is not dead.

Ewve. Not dead!

t is she in that happy state of freedom,

Lich we were taught to hope? Why sigh'st thon,
youth?

1y years have yet been prosp'rous. Did thy father

er lose a kingdom? Did captivity

er seize thy shrieking mother? Thou can’st go

> yonder cave, and find thy brother sate :

:isnot lost, as mine is.  Youth, thou sigh*«t

gain; thou hast not sure such cause for sorrow ;

it if thou hast, give me thy griefs, I pray thee ;

tave a heart can softly sympathize,

nd sympathy is soothing.

El. 0 Gods! Gods!

etears my soul.  What shal! I say ?

Eve, Peichance,

r el in this bad world m st have their woes,

o1 too hract thine ; and mayst, like e, be wretched.

iply amid the ruinous waste of war,

Mid that wild havock, which’ these sons of blood

inz on our groaning country, some chaste maid,

hose tender soul wus link’d by love to thine,

zbt fall the tembiing prey to Roman rage,

‘nat the golden heur, wien holy rites

d seal’d yorur virruous vows, It it were so,

Jeed T pi S

o tant,
\
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Never till new did beauty’s matchless beam
But Iam dumb.

Ewe. Why that dejected eye ?

And why this silence ? that some weighty grief

Orerhangs thy soul, thy ev'ry look proclaims.

Why then refuse it words? The heart, that bleed:

From any stroke of fate or human wrongs,

Laoves to disclose itself, that list'ning Pity

May drop a healing tear upon the wound.

*Tis only, when with inbred horror smote

At some base a&t, or done, or to be done,

That the recoiling soul, with conscious dread,
Shrinks back into itself. But thou, gocd youth—
El, Cease, royal maid | permit me to depart.

Ewe. Ycthear me, stranger ! ‘Truth and Secrec

Tho’ friends, are seldom necessary fricnds
El. 1 go to try my truth
Ewve. O! go not hence

In wrath ; think not that I suspeé& thy virtue ;

Yet ignorance may oft make virtue siid,

And if-
El. In pity spare me.
E-ve. If thy brotaer:

Nuy, start not, do not turn thine eye from minc ;

Speuk, I conjure thee, is his purpose honest ?

1 know the guilty price that harbarous Rome

S:ts onmy futher’s head 5 and gold, vile gold,

Has now a charm for Britons: ¢ Brib’d by this,

¢ Sheuld he betray him® Y es, 1 see thou shudd

A the “'#! it 5 Yet Nok, a3 1 PTRCTe swrang
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But as cur Rarswere mutual.  Ah! yotng stranger,
“That open face scarce needs 2 tongue to utter
‘What works withini Comie then, ingenuous prince,
And mnnnmiz dmovery to the Druid,
While yet ‘tis not top late,

El. Ahl what distovéry?
Say, whom mst { betriiy ? !

Eve. Thybrothet. =~

EI. Hat .
oe, “Who 1o brothier; i his giiilty eoul -
Teeim with such'Perfidy. O all & dears!
Cath ¢ Yo Sronbr 1o 1 yohth Ifke thee ;
‘Who would betriy an old and honour'd king,
That king'his totintryman, and one whose prowess
‘Once guarded Britain ‘gainst th assailing world ?
Can he be brother toa yoirth like thed,
Who from a young, defenceless, innocent maid,
Would take that king hef father ! make her suffer
Al that an orphan suffers ¢ more perchance !
The ruffian’foe. O tears, ye choak my utterance!
¢ Can he be brother to a youth like thee,
¢ Who would defile his soul by such black deeds ?*
It cannot be————And yet thou still art silent.
Turn, youth, and see me weep. Ah, seec me kneel.
I .am of royal blood, not wont to kneel,
Yet will 7 kneel to thee. O save my father!
Save a distressful maiden from the force
Of: barbarous men! Be thou a brother to me,
For nine, alas } ba! [Sees Arviragus entering.

Fjj .
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SCENE III.

ARVIRAGUS, EVELINA, ELIDURUS, MobDas),
CHORUVS,
Arvy. Evelina, rise!
Kunow, maid, I ne'er wiil tamely see thee kneel,
Ev'n at the foot of Ciesar.
Ewe, *Tis himself :
And he will prove iy father's fears were false,
False, as his son is brave. Thou best of brothers,
Come to my arms. 'Where hast thou been, thou wa-
derer ?
How wer't thou sav’d? Indeed, Arviragus,
I never shed such tears, since thou wer’t lost,
For these are tears of rapture.
Arw. Fvelina!
Fain would I greet thee as a brother ought:
But wherefore did’st thou kneel ?
Eve. Oh! ask not now.
Arv. By heav’n I must, and he must answer me,
Whoce’er he be, What art thou, sullen stranger ?
El. A Briton. ’
Arv. Brief and bold.
Exe. Ab, spare the taunt : .
He merits not thy wrath.  Behold the Druids ;
Lo, they advance: with holy reverence first
Thou must address their sanétity.
Aro. 1 will,
But see, proud boy, thoun Aost NOL gk Whe Frone,

b Zdbledime allows s parley -
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El. Prince, I mean not.
[Elidurus retires among tke Chorus.

Arv. Sages, and Sons of Heav'n! illustrious Druids’
bruptly I approach your sacred presence
et such dire tidings—

Mod. On thy peril, peace!
hou stand’st accus’d, and by a Father's voice,

f crimes abhorr'd, of cowardice and flight ;
.nd therefore may’st not in these sacred groves
tter polluted accents. Quickly say,
Vherefore thou fled’st ? For that base fact unclear’d.
Ve hold no further converse,

Arw. O ye Godsi -
um T the son of your Caraftacus?
wnd could I fly?

Mod. Waste not or time or words :
wut teil us, why thon fled’st 2

Arv. 1 fled not, Druid !
'y the great Gods I fied not! save to stap
r dastard troops that basely turn’d their back.e.
stopt, I rallied them, when lo a shaft
if random cast did level me with earth,
Vhere pale and senzless as the slain around m-,

lay till midnight : then, as from long trunes
woke, I crawl'd upon my feeble lunbs
‘o alone cottage, whete a pitying hind
odg’d me and nourish’d me. My strength repiii'J,
‘ecd T repeat the arts I us'd to screcn me?
low now a peasant, from a beggarly scrip
sold cheap food to slaycs that nam'd thy
F ijj
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Nor wfter gave it.  Now a minstrel poor,
With ill-tun’d harp and uncouth descant shrill,
1 ply*d a thriftless trade, and by such shifts
Did win obscurity to shroud my name.
At length to other conquests in the north
Ostorius led his legions,  Safer now,
Yet not secure, I to some valiant chiefs,
Whom war had spar’d, discover’d what I was;
Aund with them plann’d how surest we might dray
Our scat.er’d forces to some rogky fastness
In rough Caernarvon; there to breathe in freedom,
If not with brave incursicp to oppress
The thinly-station’d foe. And soon our art -
So well avail’d, that now at Snowdon’s foot
Full twenty troops of hardy veterans wait
To call my sire their leader.

M. !, Valiant youth————

Eve. He is—1I said he was a valiant youth,
Nor has he sham’d hisrace.  Yes, I will fly,
And bless him with the news,

[ Exit Evelina.

SCENE 1V,

MopRrED, ARVIRAGUS, CHORUS,
Mo, We do beiieve )
‘Thy modest tale: and may the righteous Gods
‘I'hus ever shed upon thy noble breast
Discretion’s cooling dew,  When nurtur'd so,
Then, only then, doth valour bioom mature.

N\
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@. Yet vain is valour, howso'er it bloom,
d, the Gods frowm on us. All my hopes
blasted ; I ehail ne’er rejoin my friends ;
- biess them with-my father. Holy men,
© a tale to tell, will shake your.souls.e——
 Mona is invaded. Rome approsghes,
to these groves approaches. :
d. Horrorl hosrorl. -

©. Late, as I-landed oa yon h;ghat beagh,
re nodding from the rogks the poplars fling
r scatter'd arms, and dash them in the wave,
e were thair vessels mour'd, as if they sought
calment in the shagle ; and as I past
amn thick-planted ridge, I spy’d their helms
brakep and houghs trench'd in the heath below,
re like a pest of night-worms did they glitter,
kling the plain with brightness. On I sped
silent step, yet oft did pass sa near,
s next tq pradigy I *scap’d unsecn.
d. Their numbess, prince ?
v. Few, if mine hasty eye
ind, and count them all.”
4. O brethren, hrethren !
ion and sactilege, worse foes than Rome,
led Rome hither. Instant seize that wretch
>ring him to oyr presence.




SCENE V.

RUSy ARVIRAGUS, CHORYS,
se one |

: slave who sells his country?
death.

g picce-meal death!

hy brother and thyself

lain, thy dceds are known !
¢ impious Romans hither

on our holy altars,

ul doth lie some secret grief,
will tell. It isnot fear,
' that shukes me thus:

w it is not; ye can never:
sdom lifts ye next those Gods,
em, unlock men’s breasts,

st thoughts. Ah'! that ye could,

hou done ?

I will not teil.

T€ Ar€ MEeANS e

errible means;

you should try those means,
. yet I think my patience
bifle your torturing fury.

known, when our inflicted goads

e this is tvy'd,
A thy black pertidy
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) black, that when I look upon thy youth,

ead thy mild eye, and mark thy modest brow,

think, indeed, thou durst aoct.

Bl. Such a crime, .. =

Rleed, I duist not; and would mherbe

he very wretch thou seest. J'll speak no more.

Mod, Brethren,'tis so. The virgin's thought: were
S " YRS

his youth h-jud-uw'd. :

Bl Yes, ongword mores -

n say, the Romens have ivvaded Mona.

¢ me-a sword anid tweisty bomest Britons,

ud I will quell those Romans. Vain demand!

as! you canmots ye aro men of peace :

ligion®s seif forbids. Lead then to torture.

dro. Now on my soul this youth doth move me
' much,

Mod. Think pot religioti and our-boly office

' teach us tamely, like the bleating lamb,

» crouch before oppression, and with neck

tstretch'd await the stroke. ¢ Mistaken boy 1

’id not stri&t justice claim thee for her vi&tim,

Ve might full safely send thee to these Romans,

nviting their. hot chasge.” Know, when I blow

1at sacred trumpet bound with sable fillets

» yondér branching oak, the awful sound

ls forth a thousand B:itons tram’d alike

holy and in martial exercise ;

it by such mode and rule as Romans use,

¢t of that fierce portentous horrible sory

iall appal ey’n Romans,
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El. Gracious Guds!

Then there are hopes indeed!  Oh call them instant:

"This prince will lead them on: I'll follow him,

Though in my chains, and some way dash them rom

‘To harm the haughty foe.

Arv. A thousand Britons!

And arm’d! O instant blow the sacred trump,

And let me head them.  Yet methinks this youth<
Mod. I know what thou would’st say~~might jui

thee, prince.

True 5 were he free from crime, or had confest.
El. Confest! Abh, think not, I will e’er—
drv. Reflet.

Tither thyself or brother must have wrong’d us:

Then why conceal—

El. Hast thou a brother? Nol

Else had’st thou spar’d the word ; and yet a sister,

Lovely as thine, might more than teach thee, prince,

W hat “tis to have a brother. Hcar me, Druids |

"Though I would prize an hour of freedom now

Before an age of any after date;

‘Though I would seize it as the gift of Heav'n,

And use it as Heav'n’s gift; yet do not think

I sowill purchase it.  Give it me freely,

I yet wiil spurn the boon, and hug my chains,

‘Till you do swear by your own hoary heads,

My vrogher shall be safe.

Mo, Excellent yeuth !
Ty words d9 speak thy soul, and such a soul
As wahes our wondere  Thow axt iree 5 Yoy ored

A\
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nllbetbme honotir's pledge 0 will we use him

» thou art false or troe, "~

&l Lask noother. T

o, Timsﬂwn,myfelhu soldier, to thy clasp
jpive.the hand of fifendship. _ thleynmh

Fell specd, or die togethar..

Mad. Hear us, prince]
ﬁlpumiunottb!theﬁghtherhamce

§aly puifiod's for thotighi his soul
ook up nnwmmgiy this deed of baseness, °

"¢t is lnstration meet. - “Leéarn that.in vice

Phere is a noisomeé rankness, ¢ unperceiv'd

By gross corporeal serise,’ which so offends

Eav'n’s purs divinities, as us the stench

¥ vapouy wafted from sulphureous pool,

Ir pois’nous weed obscene. Hence doth the inan,

ho ev’n converses with a villain, need

# much purgation ag the pallid wretch

cap’d from the walls, where frowning pestilence

reads wide ber livid banners. For this cause,

* priests, conduct the youth to yonder fount,

ad do the needful rites. [ Exennt Priests with Elidurus.

r thee, brave prince,

me fit repose is needful. To our cave,

hold, we lead thee; and, some moments there

» that repose allow'd, we then will bless

1y dutcous eyes with their dear father’s presence.
[Exeunt.
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ACT IV. SCENE I

The curtain drdvws up, and discovers MODRED and !
Cuorus befbre the altar: then, on oxe side, ew
CaRrRACTACUS and EVELINA ; on ihe otber, Axy
RAGUS.

CArRACTACUS, ARVIRAGUYS, CHORUS, EVELINA

Caraélacus.

O My Arviragus! my son! my son!
What joy, what transport, doth thine aged sire
Feel in these filial foldings ! Speak not, boy,'

Nor interrupt that heart-felt ecstacy
Should strike us mute. I know what thou would'sts
Yet, priythec, peace. Thy sister’s voice hath cle

thee,

Aid could excuse find words at this blest moment,
‘Trust me, I'd give it vent. But, 'tis enough ;
Thy futher welcomes thee to him and honour:
Honour, that now with rapt’rous certainty
Calls thee his own true offspring. Dost thou weep
Ah, if thy tears swell not from joy's free spring,
1 beg thee, spare them: I have done thee wrong,
Cinmake thc_e no atonement : none, alas!
Iy father scarce can bless thee as he ought ;
Unblest himself, beset with foes around,

Dereft of queen, of Kingdon, and of so\diers,

he can but give thee poviim of s dangers,

- . and of his chams = yer Avoug nevt, e
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Virtue is still thine own,
Arwv. It is, my father!
ure as from thine illustrious fount it came;
And that unsuillied, let the world oppress us ;
Let fraud and falsehood rivet fetters on us;
3till shall our souls be free: yet hope is ours,
As well as virtue.
Car. Spoken like a Briton.
True, hope is ours, and therefore let's prepare:
The moments now are precious. Tell us, Drwd,
[s it not meet we see the bands drawn out,
And mark their due array?
Mod. Monarch, ev'n now
They skirt the grove, ,
Car. -Then let us to their front.
Mod. But is the traitor-youth in safety lodg'd ?
Car. Druid, he fled
Mod. O fatal flight to Mona
Car. But what of that? Arviragus is here;
Ay son is here : let then the traitor go.
'y this he has join'd the Romans; let him join them:
« single arm, 2nd that a villain’s arm,
an lend but little aid to any powers
ppos’d to truth and virtue. Come, my son,
et’s to the troops, and marshal them with speed.
‘hat done, we from these venerable men
7ill claim their ready blessing : then to battle;
nd the swift sun, ev'n at his purple dawn,
1ll spy us crown'd with conquest, or with death,
[ Fxeunt Caratacus and Nxviwagys.

o G
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SCENE 1L

MoDRED, EVELINA, CHORUS.

2ud. \Vhat may his flight portend ? Say, Evelinal
ilow come this youth to “sgape ?

Ewe, And that to tell
Will iy much blame on my impatient folly «
i'ory ere your hallow'd lips had given permission,
f flew with cager haste to bear my father
“ws of his son’s return. ¢ Enflam’d with that,
¢ ‘Think, how a sister’s zealous breast must glow!
* Your looks give inild assent. I glow'd indced
~ With the dear tale, and sped me in his ear
< To pour the precious tidings.”  But my tongue
Scwrce num'd Arviragus, ere the false stranger
¢ As T bethink me since) with stealthy page,’
I ied to the cavern’s mouth.

Mo.l. The king pursued ?

Fze. Alas! he mark'd him not, for *twas the moment,
Whisn he had all to.nsk, and all to fear,
“Touching my brother’s valour. ¢ Hitherto
- 1115 saf sty only, which but littie mov’d him,
» iiud reach’d his ears ; but when my tongue unfolded
- ‘I"we wtory of his bravery and his peril,
¢ O how the tears cours’d plenteous down his cheeks!
+ 1low did be lift unto the heav’ns his hands
¢ In specchless transport!I” Yet he 5001 bethought him
/2 Pome’s vasion, and, with fiery glance,
Survey'd the cavern round 3 then EENCNNRRE N

~
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And mensc'd topnrana. the flying traitor s
But I with prayers (O pardon, if they ers’d) -
Withheld his step, for ¢0 the left the youth
Had wing'd his way, where lln thick underwood
Afforded sure.retraat. ¢ Bewides, if found,
‘Wuagscﬂh&rpﬁhr'

ad. Maideny enpugh. - :
Béﬁ:et pu&-nﬁru..:fhmupnve
But in the justice of their.canee, and Heav'n,
.DoMonnme-ﬁh o

m llt.

e

Barp, Monnn, El.mw.va. Evnun, CHORUS.
Bard. Druid, 'th rites
Are finish’d, aH save that which crowns the rest,
And which pertains to thy biest band alone:
For that he kneels before thee.
Mod. Take him hence,'
We may not trust him forth to fight our cause,
El, Now by Andraste’s thronew——
Mod. Nay, swear not, youth 3
The tie is broke that held thy fealty s
Thy btother*s fied. .
El. Fled!
Mod. To the Romans fled.
Yes ; thou hast cause to tremble.
El. Abh, Vellinus !
Does thus our love, does thus our friendship end t
Was 1 thy brother, youth, and hagt thou \eft e
i
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Yes; and how left me, cruel as thou art,
The vitim of thy crimes!

Med. True ; thou must die.

EL 1 pray ,e then, on your best mercy, fathers,
It may be speedy. I would fain be dead, -

If this be life ; yet I must doubt ev’n that:

For falsehood of this strange stupendous sort

Sets firm-ey’d Reason on a gaze, mistrusting
That what she sces in palpable plain form,
The stars in von blue arch, these woods, these caver
Aue ail mere tricks of cozenage ; nothing real ;
The vision of a visian. If he's fled,

1 ought to hate this brother,

Med. Yet thou dost not.

Fl. But when astonishment will give me leave,
Percbance I shall.—And yet he is my brother ;
And he was virtuous once. Yes, ye vile Romans!
Yes, 1 must die before my thirsty sword
Drinks one rich drop of vengeance. Yet, ye robb
Yet will I cusrse you with my dying lips:

*Twas you that stoiz away ray brother’s virtue,

Mod. Now thea vrepare to die.

El I am prepu’d,

Yet, since I cunnot now (what most I wish*d)
By manly prowess guard this lovely waid,
Permit that on your holjest earth I kneel,
And pour one fervent prayer for her protection,
Allow me this ; for, though you think me false,
The Gods will hear rae.

. | gan hokd po Lomesr
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» Druid, at thy feet I fall1 .
nuphd.(-waymtb'i'xinblﬂ-hn) .

a youth must plesd.  I'll dje to save bim,
ylﬁ.mdkthimﬁdn&ruom.
Virgin, arise. His virtue bath redcem’d bmr,
shall fight for thee and for his country.
hank us with tiry deeds.’ The time is short,
v with reverence take our high lustration :
0 we sprinkle thee with day-break dew
om the May-thorn blossom ; twice and thrice
re thy forehead with our boly wand s .
u art fully purg’d  Now, rise restor'd
candtous. Hence then, my son, |
to yonder altar, where our Bards -
1 thee duly both with helm and sword
ike enterprize. K [ Exit Elidurus,

'SCENE IV

AcuUs, MobRED, ARvVIRAGES, EVELINA,
CHorus,
Tis true, my son,
their bearings, and I fear me not
have hearts will not belie their looks.
'm well.  Yet would to righteous heav'n
diant veterans that on 8nowdon guard
ty pittance of bleak liberty
re to join them : we would teach these woles,
#e permit their rage 10 prowl onr cousts,
G ijj
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That vengeance waits them ere they rob ourtisk -
Hail, Druid, hail! we find thy valiant guards
Accoutred so, as well bespeaks the wisdom '
That fram'd their phalanx. We but wait thy
To lead the:n *gainst the foe. : ’
Mod. Caradtacus!
Behold this sword : the sword of old Belinus,
Stain'd with the blood of giants, and its name -
TrirINGUS,” Many an age its charmed blade
Has slept within yon consecrated trunk.
Lo, I unsheath it, Kingt ¢ I wave it o'cg thees
¢ Mark, what portentous streams of scarlet light
¢ Ilow frora the brandish'd falchion1* On thy ke
Receive the sacred pledge.—And mark our words
By the biight circle of the golden sun;
By the brief courses of the errant moon ;
By the dread potency of every star :
That studs the mystic zodiac’s burning girth;
By each, and all, of these supernal signs,
We do adjure thee, with this trusty blade,
‘Fo gnard yon central oak, whose holy stem
Involves the spirit of high Taranis:
This be thy charge; to which in aid we join
Ourselves, and our sage brethren. With our vas
Thy son and the Brigantian prmce shall make
Incursion on the foe.
Car. In this, and all,
¢ Your holy will be done.’ Yet, sur¢ly, Druid,
The fresh and a&tive vigour of these yauths
Mizht better suit with wis Important Charye.
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ny heart shrinks at the glorious task,
rith ready zeal pour fourth its blood
racred roots, my firmest courage

to save. Yét, Fathers, I am old ;

ell the foremost in the onset,

we a son behind, might still defend you.
‘he sacred adjuration we have utter’d

- be recall’d.

hen be it so.

t think I counsel this through fear :

n, I trust with half our powers

ive back these Romans to their ships;
that come as doth the cow'ring fowler
me with snares and take me tamely :

y shall find, that ere they gain their prey,
: to hunt it boldly with barb'd spears,
such confliét as the chased boar

is stout assailants. O ye Gods|

ght insant face them.

: thy son’s

‘om his soul that son doth thank ye,

1 wisdom that preserves his father

ie last, ¢ Oh, if the fav’ring Gods

is arm; if their high wilf permit
prosperous vengeance on the foe ;

life no longer, than to crown

nt task.” Steel then, ye powers of Heav'n,
m soul with your own fortitade,

lloy of passion. Give me couragRs
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Tat knows not rage ; revenge, that knows not malie;
I 17 me not thirst for carnage, but for conquest:
* 3, ennquest gain'd, sleep vengeance in my breas,
in its sheath my sword.
Cair. O hear his father!
T-ever rashness spurr’d me on, great Gods,
T acts of danger thirsting for renown ;
I "er my euzer son! pursued its course
Iovond just reason’s limit, visit not
My faalts on him. T am the thing you made me,
L.2ive, buid, precipitate, and ficrce ;
But as you gave to him a milder mind,
Oh biess him, bless him with a milder fate
L2+, Nor yet unheard let Evelina pour
Moo pray'rs and tears.  Oh hear a hapless maid,
Uhat v ’n thro” balf the years her life has number'd,
Vv nine long years has dragg’d a trembling being,
Res.t with pains und perils.  Give her peace ;
Vids to endear it more, be that blest peace
AV by her brother's sword.  Oh bless his arm,
FWess bis vahiant rollowers—One—and all.
coo leworing arm’d.] Hear, Heav'n! and let ti
pure and virgin prayer
-+ ovn fur Elidurus, whose sad soul
. -:2 0ok up to yowr immortal thrones,
Lz his ownnrequest @ else would he ask,
1z dangers of the approaching fight
~ . -1 him alone; that ¢vary spear
- . ssowieid might at s breast be alia’d 5
C e dxeted on W satting Wy
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‘he brother of this beanteous maid,
g safe with victory and pesce,
ar them to her bosom."
Jow rise all;
v'n, that knoivs, what most ye ought to ask,
ye ought to have. Behold, the stars
15 universal darkness reigns.
i dreadful hour, now will our torches -
h more livid horror, now cur shricks
king arms will more appal the foe.
) ye bards, that for the sign of onsct,
| the antientest of all your rhymes,
irth tradition notes not, sor who fram'd
itrains : the force of that high air
18 feel, when, fir'd by it, our fathers
ve him recreant to his ships ; ¢ and ill
*d his sccond landing; but that fate

. the master bard, who led the song.’
th, brave Pair{ Go, with our blessing go;
the march, as ye ascend the hill ¢
'hen ye hear the sound of our shrill trumpet,
e foe.
\nd glory be thy guide
my soul, go forth and conquer.
3rother,
embrace. O thou much honour'd stranger,
thee fight by my dear brother’s side,
1d bim from the foe: for he is braye,
. with bold and well-dire&ted arm
y succour. [£xeunt Arviragus and Thdurat.

L4 ~
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Mo.d. Now, ye priests, with speed
Strew on the altar’s helght your sacred leaves,
And light the morning flame. But why is this ?
Why doth our brother Mador snatch his harp
From yonder bough ? Why this way bend his step
Car. He is entranc’d. The fillet bursts that bo
His liberal locks ; his snowy vestments fall
In ampler folds ; and all his floating form
Doth seem to glisten with divinity !
Yet is he speechless. Say, thou Chief of Bards,
What is there in this airy vacancy, . .
That thou with fiery and irregular glance
Should'st scan thus wildly ? Wherefore heaves !
breast ? )
Why starts——————

ODE.
Mapor.
Hark! [ Sympbony bebind the scen
Hark! [ Symybony loud
Hark ! [ Full Sympbo

Hark! heard ye not yon footstep dread,
That shook the earth with thund’ring tread ?
*Twus Death.—In haste
The warrior past ;
High tower’d his helmed head :
I mark’d his mail, I mark’d his shield,
1 "spy'd the sparkling of his spear,
I saw his giant arm e fdhon wied,
Wide wav'd the bk g DR, 20 B A angry
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But ye, my sons, at this high hour
Shall share the fulness of my pow'rs
From all your bows,
In levell’d rows,
My own-diead shafts shall shower.
Go then to conquest, gladly go,
Deal forth my dole of destiny,
With all my fury dash the trembling foe
Down to those darksome dens, where Rome’s pale
speétres lie;
Where creeps the nine-fold stream profound
Her black inexorable round;
And on the bank,
To willows dank,
The shivering ghosts are bound.
Twelve thousand crescents all shall swell
To full orb’d pride, and fading die,
Ere they again in life’s gay mansions dwell:
Nor such the meed that crowns the sons of Liberty.

No, my Britons! battle-slain,
Raptute gilds your parting hour :
I, that all despotic reign,
Claim but there a moment’s powcr.
Swiftly the soul of British flame
Animates some kindred frame,
Swittly to iite and light triumphant flies,
Exults again in martial ecstacies,
Again for frecdum 230,230 for freedom dies.
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Car. Twillsend them to thee.
IMod. But see, a Bard approaches, and he bears them:
Fise is hiseye no herald to his heart.

SCENE II.

BarDp, MoDRED, CARACTACUS, CHORUS.

Car. Syeedily teil thy tale.
Bard. A tale like mine,
I trust, your ears will willingly pursue
Thro' each glad circumnstance. F irst, Monarch, lear,
The Romazn treop is fed.
Med. Great Gods! we thank ye!
Car. Fought they not ere they fled ? Oh tell meall.
Bard. Silent, as night, that wrapt us in her veil,
We pac’d up yonder hill, ¢ whose woody ridge
« O’erhung the amnbush'd foe.  No sound was heard,
¢ Step felt, or sight descry’d ;* for safely hid
Beneath the purpic pall of sacrifice
Did sleep our holy fire, nor saw the ai-,
Till to that pass we came, where whilom Brute
Planted his five hoar altars.  To our rites
‘Then ssift we hasted, anid in one short moment
Each rocky pile was cluth’d with livid flame,
Near each a white-rob’d Druid, whose stern voice
‘Thunderd deep execrations on the foe.
Now wak'd our herrid symphony, now all
Our Larps terrific rang : mcanwhile the grove
Trembled, the altars siwok, and through qﬁ; ranks
Our s:Cred sisters rush’d n ke tp})e.s,_'
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Car. Now, thanks to the bright star that rul'd his
birth ;

Yes, he will soon return to claim my blessing,

And lLe shall have it pour’d in tears of joy

On his bold breast |-——Methought I heard a step,:

Is it not his ?
Bard. *Tis some of our own train,

And, as I think, they lead six Romans captive.

SCENE III.

MoprED, CaracTACUS, CAPTIVES, CHORUS.

Mod. My brethren, bear the prisoners to the cavern,
¢ Till we demand them.’
Car. ¢ Pause ye yet a while,
¢ They scem of bold demeanor, and have helms
¢ That speak them leaders. Hear me, Romans, hear.
¢ That you aye captives, is the chance of war:
¢ Yet captives as ye are, in Britain's eye
¢ You are not slaves. Barbarians tha® you call us,
¢ We know the native rights man claims from man,
¢ And therefere never shall we gall your necks
¢ With chairs, or drag you at our scythed cars °
¢ In arrogance of trimnph. Nor till taught
¢ By Rome (what Britain sure should scorn to lcarn)
¢ Her avarice, will we barter ye for gold.
¢« True, ye are captives, and our country’s safety
¢ Forbids we give you back to liberty :
¢ We give you thexefore to the immortal Gods,
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To them wé Iift ye in the radiant cloud

OFf sacrifice. ‘They may in limbs of freedom
Replace your free-born souls, and their high mercy
Haply shall to some better world advance™you ;

Or else in this restore that golden gift,

Which lost, leaves life a burden. Does there breathe
A wretch, so pall’d with the vain fear of death, ’
Can call this cruelty ? "tis love, "tis mercy. '
And grant, ye Gods, if ¢’er I'm made a captive,

I meet the like fair treatment from the foe,

Whoge stronger star quells mine. Now lead themor,
And,” while they live, treat them as men should men,
ind not as Rome treats Britain.  [Excumt Captives.
Druid, these,

Ev'n should theu-cluef escape, may blaze to-morrow
Our gratitude—~Whence was that shriek

SCENE IV,

EvELINA, CaARACTACUS, MODRED, CHORUS.
Ewve, My father,
jupport me, take me trembling to your arms;
allis not.well. Ah me, my fears o’ercome we!
Car. Whatmeans my child?
Ege. Alas! we are betray’d.
Ev’n now, as wand'ring in yon eastern grove
[ call’d the Gods to aid us, the dread sound
Of many hasty steps did meet mine year ;
This way they prest.
Car. Daug.’!ter, thy fears are vain.
Hiij
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Ewve. Methought I saw the flame of lighted brands,
And what did glitter to my dazzled sight,
Like swords and helms.

Car. All, all the feeble coinage
Of inaiden fear.

Lwe. Nay, if mine ear mistook not,
1 heard the traitor’s voice, who that way *scap’d,
Calling to arms.

Car. Away with idle terrors |
Know, thy brave brother's crest is crown’d with con

quest, '

The Romans fled, their leaders are our captives.
Swmile, my lov’d child, and imitate the sun,
That rises ruddy from behind yom oaks
‘To hail him vior.

Mezd. That the rising sun!
O horror ! horror| sacrilegious fires
Devour our groves: they blaze, they blaze! O soun
The trump again ; recall the prince, or all
Is lost.

Car. Druid, where is thy fortitude ?
o not I live? Isnot this holy sword
Firm in my grasp? I will prescrve your groves.
Eritens, T go: let those that dare die nobly,
Tollow my step. [Exit Caraftac

Lze. Ch whither does he go?
Return, 1eturn! Ye holy men, recall him.
W hat is his wrm against a host of Romans ?
O!: T Lave lost a fathert

Mod, ™ ' ess Gods)

7
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Ye take away our souls: a general panic

Reigns thro’ the grove, Oh fly, my brethren, fy,
Yo aid the king, fly to preserve your altars !—

Alas! ‘tisall in vain; our fate is fixt.

Look there, luok there, thou miserable maid |

Behold thy bleeding brother.

SCENE V. .

Axrviracus, ELipURUS, EVELINA, MODRED,
CHorvs.
rv. Thanks, good youth:
S:d'e hast thou brought me to that holy spot
Where I did wish to die. ¢ Support me still,
¢ Oh, I am sick to death. Yet one step more:
¢ Now lay me gently down.' I would drag out
‘This life, tho® at some cost of throbs and pangs,
Just long enough to claim my father’s blessing,
And sigh my last breath in my sister’s arms.
«—And here she kneels, poor maid! all dumb with
grief,

Restrain thy sorrow, gentlest Evelina !
True, thou dost see me bleed : I bleed to death.

Eve, Say'st thou to death? O Gods! the barbed

shaft
Is buried in hisbreast. Yes, he must die;
And I, alas! am doom’d to see him die.
‘Where are your healing arts, medicinal herbs,
Yo holy men, your wonder-working spells ?
Plack me but out this shaft, stanch but this B0,

.
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And I will call down blessings on your heads
Wiih such a fervency-—And can you notl
“hen let me beg voeu on my bended knee,
Give to my misery some opiate drug,
May shat up all my senses.—Y¢s, good fathers,
Miugle the potion so, that it may Kill ine
Justat the instant this poor languisher
Heaves his last sigh.
Arv. Talk not thus wildly, sister,
Think on our father’s age
Ewe. Alas! my brother!
We have no father now ; or if we have,
He isa captive.
Arw. Captive! Oh my wound!
It stings me now.—But is it so? [ Tursing to Modrd.
Mod. Alas! )
We know no more, save that he sallied singie
To meet the foe, whose unexpeted host
Round by the east had wound their fraudful march,
And fird our groves. .
El. O fatal, fatal valour!
Then is he seiz’d, or slain.
drw. Too sure he is!
Druid, not half the Romans met our swords ;
We found the fraud too late: the rest are yonder.
Mod. How could they gain the pass ?
Arw. The wretch, that iled
That way, return’d, conducting half their powers ;
And—DBut thy pardon, youth, L Wil not wound thee,
He is t™ ' “*her.

-

=t DX
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El. Thos my honest sword
all force the blood from the detested heart
hat holds alliance with him,

4rv. Elidurus,
old, on our firiendship, held. Thou, noble youth,
k on this innocent mﬂ She must to Rome,
iptive to Rome, Thou sgest warm life flow from me.
e long she'll have no brother. Heav'n's my witness,
do not wish that thou lhonldlt llve the slave
‘Rome » but yet she umymtpr.

El Pringe,
hou urgest thit, might make ms drag an age

fetters worse than Roman. J will live,
ad while I live-~—r

SCENE V1.

BarD enters.

Bard. Fly to your caverns, Druids,

he grove’s beset around, The chief approaches.
Mod. Let him approach, we will confront his pride;
he seer that rulesamid the groves of Mona

1s not to fear his fury. What though age

ickens our sinews ; what though shield and sword
ive not their jron aid-to guard our bady ;

ot vlrtue arms our soul, and "gainst that panoply
"hat *vails the rage of rohbcrs. Let him come.
4rv. I faint apace.—Ye venerable men,

ye can save this body from pollution,

re can foutb me in this sacred place,
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I trust ye will. I fought tosave these groves,

And, fruitiess though I fought, some grateful oak,

1 trust, will spread its reverential gloom

O’er my pale ashes.—Ah ! that pang was death!

My sister, Oh l———. [ Dies;
El. She faints! Ah raise her leem—
Ewve. Yes,

Now he is dead: I félt his spirit go

Inacold sigh, and as it past, methought

It paus'd a while, and trembled on my lips! -

Take me not fiom him : breathless as he is,

He is my brother still, and if the Gods

Do please to grace him with some happier beings

They ne’er can give to him a fonder sister.
Mod. Brethren, surround the corse, and, ere the fo¢

Approaches, chaunt with meet solemnity

That grateful dirge your dying chimpion claims.

[Symyboy.

Mad. Lo, where incumbent o'er the shade

Rome’s rav'ning eagle bows her beaked head!

Yet while a moment fate affords ;

While yet a moment freedom stays ;

That moment, which outweighs

Eternity’s unmeasur’d hoards,

Shall Mona’s grateful Bards employ

To hymn their godlike hero to the sky.
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SEcOND Barp.

Ar,
¢¢ Radiant Ruler of the day |
,%¢ Pause upon thy osb sublime,
¢ Bid this awful moment stay,
¢ Bind it on the brow of time ;
¢ While Mona's trembling echoes sigh
¢ To strains that trill when heroes die.™

FourTn Barp.

A1r.
¢ Hear our harps, in accents slow,
¢¢ Breathe the dignity of woe, .
¢ Solemn notes that pant, and pause,
¢« While the last majestic close,
¢ In diapason deep is drown’d ;
“-Notes that Mona’s harps should sound.

THIRD BARD.

AIRr.

¢¢ See our tears, in sober shower,

¢ O’er this shrine of glory pour;

«¢ Hely tears, by virtue shed,

¢ That embalm the valiant dead ;

¢ In these our sacred song we steep,

¢ Tears that Mona’s Bards should weep™
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Trio.

«¢ Radiant Ruler! hear us call
«¢ Bicssings on the godlike youth,
¢« Who dar'd to fight, who dar*d to fall,
¢« For Britain, Freedom, and for Truth.
“¢ His dying groan, his parting sizh,
¢ Was music for the Gods on high;
¢ *Twas Valour’s hymn to Liberty:"

Mnnon.

Ring ottt ye mortal strings !

Answer, thou heav’nly harp instinét with spirit all,
That o’er ANDRASTES throne self-warbling swings:
‘There, where ten thousand spheres, in measur’d chime;
Roll their majestic melodies along;

Thou guid'st the thundering song,

Pois*d oa thy jasper arch sublime.

Yet shall thy heav'nly aecents deign

To mingle with our mortal strain,

And Heav'n and Earth unite, in chorus high,
Whiie Freedom wafts her champion to the sky.

FuLy CHoRrus.

¢ AnpRrasTES’ heav'nly harp shall deign
¢ To mingle with our mortal strain,
¢ And Heav'n and Farth unite, in chorus high:

N ¢ While Freedom watts her champion to the sky.”
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SGENE FIl.
P b il b

rus Dipius; Monrep, EviLiNa, ELipURUs,
Cuorvus.

'ul. Did. Ye bloody priests,

old we burst on your.infernal rites,

1 bid you pausé. Instant restore our soldiers,

* hope that sdperstition"s ruthless step

1l wade in Romait gore:  Ye savage mert,

not our laws give licence to all faiths,

would o’erturn your altars, headlong heave

sse shapeless sythbols of yorir barblirans Gods;

1 Jet the golden san into your caves.

fod. Servant of CJEsAR, has thine impious tongue
nt the black venom of its blasphenty ?

as : then take our turses on thy head,
n his fell curses, who doth reign in Mona,
:gerent of those Gods thy pride insults.

ul. Did. Bold priest, I scori thy eurses, and thyself,
liers, go search the caves, and free the prisoners.

i heed ye seize Caraltacus alive.

est yon youth ; load him with heaviest irons ;

shall to Caesar answer for his crimne.

1, 1 stand prepar’d to triamph in my crime.

ul. Did, Tis well, proud boy——Look to the beau-

teous mald [To the So'dicrs.
it, “tranc'd in grief, bends o’er yon bleeding cor.e:
peét her sorrows.

ve. Hence, ye barbarous men,
L
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Ye shall not take him welt'ring titus in blood
To shew at Rome what British virtue was,
Avaunt! The breathless body t that ye r.ouch -
Was once Arviragus | :
Aul. Did. Fear us not, pnnceu!
We reverence the dead.’ Lo .
Mod. Weuid to heav'n’ ' e
Ye reverenc'd the Gods butevin: emmgh
Not todebase with Slavery’s cruel ghain
\What they created freg. ) . e
Aul. Did. The Romans ﬁght" . e
Not to easlave, but hnmanize the world. ¢
Mo, Go to, we will not parlcy with thee, Romspi
Instant pronounce owr doom.
Aul. Did. Hear it, and thank uss-.
This once our cl:mency. shall spare your groves,
If at our call ye yickd the British king :
Yet learn, when next ye aid the foes of Cazsar,
‘That each old oak, whose soiemn g!oom ye boas:,
sha!l bow beneath cur axes. |
Mod. Be they blasted, )
Whene'er their shade forgets to shelter virtue.

SCENE VIIl.
_—
BARD enters.
Nourn, Mona, mourn. Cara&acus is captivel

Aund dost thou smile, false Roman ? Do nut think
He fell an easy prev.  Know, ere he )udded,‘ j
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My soul, my soul submits : patient it bears
The pond’rous Joad of grief yc heap upon it.
Yes, it will grovel in this shatter’d breast,
And be the sad tame thing it ought to be,
Coopt in a servile body.
Aul. Did. Droop not, King.
When Claudius, the great master of the world,
Shall hear the noble stary of thy valour,
His pity.
Car. Can a Roman pity, soldier ?
And if he can, Gods ! myst a Briton bear it?
Arviragus, my bold, my breathless boy,
‘Thou hast escap'd such pity ; thou art free.
Here in high Mona shall thy noble limbs'
Rest in a noble grave ; posterity
Shall to thy tomb with annual reverence bring
Sepulchral stones, and pile them to the cloudss
Vhilst mine
Aul. Did, The morn doth hasten our departurs
Prepare thee, king, to go: a fav'ring gale
Now swells our sails,
Car. Inhuman that thou art!
Dost thou deny a moment for a father
To shed a few warm tears o’er his dead son?
I tcll thee, chicf, this a&t might claim a life
To doitduly ; ¢ even a longer life,
¢ Than sorrow ever suffer’d.” Cruel mant
And thou deniest me moments. Be it so.
I know you Romans weep not (ot your children;
Y e trinmph o'er you WS, WA \\\\;ﬁk\\\'
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I triumph in my tears. Yes, best-lov’d boy,
Yes, I can weep, ¢ can fall upon thy corse,
¢ And I' can tesr my hairs, these few grey hairs,
The only honours war and age have left me.
Ah! son; thou might'st have rul'd oer many nations,
As did thy royal ancestry: but I,
Rash that I was, ne'er knew. the golden curb,
Discretion hangs on brav’ry : else perchance
These men, that fasten fetters on thy father,
Had sued to him for peace, and claim’d his friendship.
Axl. Did. But thou wast still implacable to Rome,
And scorn’d her friendship.
Car. [Stariing up from the body.] Soldier, I had aruns,
Had neighing steeds to whirl my iron cars,
Had wealth, dominion. Dost thou wonder, Roman,
1 fought to save them ? What if Cesar aims
To lord it universally o'er the world,
Shall the world tamely crouch at Casar’s footstooi ?
Aul. Did. Read in thy fate our answer. Yet if sooner
Thy pride had yielded———
Car. Thank thy Gods, I did not.
Had it been so, the glory of thy master,
Like my misfortunes, had been short and trivial,
Oblivion®s ready prey: now, after struggling
Nine years, and that right bravely, "gainst a tyrant,
I am his slave, to treat as seeras huu good :
If cruelly, twill be an easy task
To bow a wretch, alas! how bow’d already !
Bown to the dust: if well, his ¢lemency,
¢ Whea trick'dand varnish’d by your glossing penwmen,;
1 iij
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May shine in honour’s annals, and adorn
Himself: it boots not me. Look there ! look there
The slave that shot that dart kili'd ev'ry hope
Of lost Caraltacus! Arise, my daughter.
Alas! poor princel art thou too in vile fetters ?
[ 7o Elidurt

Come hither, youth: be thou to me a son,
To her a brother.  Thus, with trembling arms,
I lead ye forth : children, we go to Rome.
Weep'st thou, my girl ? I pr'ythee hoaid thy tears
For the sad meeting of thy captive mother:
For we have much to tell her, much to say
¢ Of these good men, who nurtur’d us in Mona;
¢ Much of the fraud and malice that pursu'd us;
¢« Much of her son, who pour’d his precious blood
< To save his sire and sister :* think'st thou, maid,
Her gentleness can hear the tale, and live ?

[ Pointing to bis dead S¢
And yet shemust. O Gois, I grow a talker!
Gricfand old age are ever full of words s
But I'll be mute. Adieu! ye holy men!
Yet one look more—Now l:ad us hence for ever.,

A DeAD MarcH:

During avhich CaracTAcUS, EVELINA, and El
DURUS, arc led off by Romans,




lLLUSTRATIONS

l'n few following thuolu, from ancient authors,
re here thrown together, in order to support and ex-
lain some passages in the Drama, that respett the
sanners of the Druids; and which the gencral ac-
ount of their customs, to be found in our histories of
iritain, does not inclode. -
. P. 13,

« On the left

« Reside the ® sages skill'd in nature’s lore ;™
#j. e. The Euvates; one of the three classes of the
ruids, according to Am. Marcellinus. ¢ Studia libe-
lium doftrinaram imchoata per Bardos, Euvates, &
ruidas.® This class, Strabo tells us, had the care of
e sacrifices, and studied natural philosophy ; which
rre, by the changefwl universe, is shewn to be on Py-
agorean principles. Whenever the Friests are men-
med in the subsequent parts of the Drama, this or-
r of men is intended to be meant, as distingui.hed
»m the Druids and Bards.

P. 16.
¢ Thou shalt live ;
«¢ Vet shalt thoo live an interdiGted wretch,
* All rights of nature cancell’d.”
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Alluding to the Druidical power of excommunica-
tien, mentioned by Cmsar., ¢ Si quis aut privatus,
aut publicus, eorum decreto non stetit, sacrificiis in-
t.rdicunt.  Hwec poena apud eds est gravissima,
Quibus ita est interdi€tum, ii numero impiorum ac sce-
leratorum habentur——neque iis petentibus jus reddi-
tur, ncque honos ullus communicatur.®  Comment.
kb, «wi, :

P. 19.
¢ Are the milk-white steers prepar’d ™
In the minute description which Pliny gives of the
ceremony of gathering the misletoe, he tells us, they
sacrificed two white bulls. See Pliny’s Natural His-
tory, l. xvi. c. 44, which Drayton, in his Polyolbion,
thus versifies:

¢ Sometimes within my shades, in many an ancient

wood,
Whose often-twined tops great Phaebus® fires with-
stood,

The fearless British priests, under an aged oak,
‘Taking a milk-white bull, unstrained with the yoke,
And with an axe of gold, from that Jove.sacred tree,
‘1'tie mislctoe, cut down ; then, with a bended knee
On th’ unhew’d altar laid, put to the hallow’d fires;
And whilst in the sharp flame the trembling flesh
expires,
A their strong fury mov'd (when 2l the rest adore)
Pionouncing their desires the saeiiies eters,

™~
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Up to th’.cternal heav'n their lloodied hands did reur:
- And whilst the mugm'ring woods' ev'n shudder'd as
. yrith faar, |
Preach’d to the- wm the soul’s immortal
. ymteg 7
Tootherbodmnillmitmmmg“a‘c:
Thtwmmppoﬁw them strongly did excite.’
Ninth Song.

P. sa.
£ Where onr matren sister dwells.”

The existence of female Druids seems ascertained by
"T'acitus, in his description of the final destruftion of
ona by Paclinuy Suctonine. ¢ Stabat pro litore diversa
acies denga armis virisque intercarsaptibus famiuis,’ &c.
Also by the known story of Dioclesian, on which
Fletcher farm’d s play, called the Prophetess.

P. 2q.
s And the potent adder-stane,”

The ovum anguinum, or serpent's egg; a famous
Druidical amalet, thus circumstantially described by
Pliny. ¢ Prsetereaest ovoruym genusin magna Galliarum
fama, omissum Greecis. . Angues innumeri @state con-
voluti, salivis faucium corporumque spumis artifici
complexn glomerantur; anguinum appellatur. Druidz
sibilis id dicunt in sublime jaftari, sagoque oportere
intercipi, ne tellurem attingat. Profugeie raptorem
equo, serpentes enim insequi, donec arceantur ammis
Alicyjus inservents,’ &c. Nat, Hist, b, ®XI%. Cap. A
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There are remains of this superstition still, both in (hé
northern and western parts of our island. For Lhwyd,
the author of the Archeologia, writes thus to Rowland;
see Mona Antiqua, p. 338. ¢ The Druid dotrine about
¢ the Glain Neidr, obtains very much through all
¢ Scotland, as well Lowlands dis Highlands ; but there
¢ is not a word of it in this kingdom (Ireland) ; wheres
¢ as there are no snakes, they could not propagate it
¢ Besides snake-stoncs, the Highlanders have their
¢ snoil-stones, paddock-stones; &c. to all which they
¢ attribute their several virtues, and wear them as
¢ amulets.” And in another letter he writes, ¢ The
¢ Cornish retain variety of charms, and have still, to-
¢ wards the Land’s-end, the amulet of Maen Magal
¢ and Glain Neidr, which latter they call a Milpreu, o
¢ Melpreu, and have a charm for .the snake to maké
¢ it, when they have found one asleep, and struck
¢ hazel wand in the centre of her spires.*

P. 36.
. ¢ Have the milk white steeds™ .,

¢ Unrein’d, and, neizhing, pranc’d with fav'ring

steps ?**

The few and imperfeét accounts antiquity gives us
of ceremonies, &c. which are unquestionably Druidical,
makes it necessary in this, and in other places of the
Drama, to have recourse to Tacitus's account of the
Germans, amongst whowm, if there were really no es-
tablished Druids, there was cextainly a great corres-

\ pondency, in 1eligions opinions, with We Gadnad
' Britons. ‘The passage here alnded tois wren fuw

[ Y
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his 1¢th chapter. ¢ Proprium gentis, equorumque qno-
Que presagia ac monitus experiri. Publice aluntur
iisdem nemaribus ac lucis, candidi & nullo mortali
opere contaiti, quos pressos sacro cunm, sacerdos ac
¥yex, vel princeps civitatis:comitantur, hinnitus & fre-
mitus' observant, mec ulli auspicio major fides non

solum .apud plebenl. sed apud progeres, apud sacei-
dotes,®

; . P. 37:
L4 Thonmakmg, a.sov’reign o'er fiail man :
“Iama Dnnd. servant of the Gods.
¢ Such seryice is above such sovereignty.”

‘The supreme authojity of the D:iuids over their
kings is ascertained by Dion. Chrysostom. Helmo-
dus, also, de Slayis, . ii. c. 12, asserts, ¢ Rex apud eos
modicz est stimationis in comparatigne flaminis.’

. P. 38,
¢ The time shall come, when-destiny and deail,,
¢ Thron'd in a burning car.”
Strabo, and other writers, tell us, the Druids taught,
that the world was finally to be destroyed by fire;
upon which this allegory is founded.

P. 4s.
¢ The Gods, my brethren,
«¢ Inspire these scruples ; oft to female softness,
< Oft to the purity of virgin souls,
“¢ Dotl Heav'n its voluntary light dispense
¢ Lnesse enim sanétum quid & providum feemans

PN
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putant. Nec aut consilia ipsorum aspermantur, aut
responsa negant.’  Tac. de Morib. Germ. and Strabo
tu the like purpose, 1. vii.

S

P. 49.
¢¢ Behold yon hugeé

¢ And unhewn sphere of living addmant.”
This is imeant to describe the rocking stone, of which
there are several still to be seen in Wales, Cornwall
and Derbyshire. They are universally thought byan- |
tiquarians to be Druidical monuments ; and Mr.Toland
thinks, ¢ that the Druids made the people believe that |
¢ they only could move them, and that by a miracls
¢ by which they condemn’d or acquitted the accused,
¢ and often brought criminals to eonfess what could
¢in no other way be extorted from them.” Itws |
this conjeture which gave the hint for this piece of
machinery. The reader may find a description of one
of these rocking stones in Camden’s Britannia, in his
account of Pembrokeshire; and also several in Bor-

lase’s History of Cornwall.

P. 74.
s¢ ———emAnd its name
TRIFINGUS.”

The pame of the inchanted sword in the Hervarer Saga.

P. 74.
¢ By the bright circle of tue golden sun,”
This adjuration is taken from e Weged RN

™




) .
[ * camacracus. 10§
b Druidical oath, which they administered to their
isciples ; and which the learned Selden, in Prolog. de
iis Syr. gives us from Vettius Valens Anticclienus,
vile - . .
. - . A
P. 8a2.

¢ Near each a-whité-rob'd Druid, whose stern voice
‘s¢ Thunder'd deep execrations on the foe.™
‘This account is taken from what history tells us did
ally happen some years after, when the groves of
‘ona were destroyed by Suctonius Paulinus. ¢ Igitur
‘onam insulam incolis validam, & receptaculum per-
garum aggredi parat, navesque fabricatur plano alveo,
Iversus breve litus & incertum. 8ic Pedes ; equites
o secuti, aut.altiores inter undas, adnantes equis
ansmisere. Stabat pro litore diversa acies densa armis
risque, intercursantibus feeminis: in modum Furia-
Im, veste ferali crinibus dejectis faces prcierebant,
ruidge circum, preces diras sublatis ad ccelum manibus
indentes, novitate aspectus perculere milites ut quasi
trentibus memtris, immobile corpus vulncribus prae-
rent. Dein cohortationibus ducis, & se ipsi stimu-
ates ne muliecbre & fanaticum agmen pavescerent,
ferunt signa, sternuntque obvios & igni suo invol.
ot Tac. Ann, L. xiv. c. 29,

P. 93.
¢ These shapeless symbols of your barbarous Gods.™
The Druids did not really worship the divinity wndex
v symbol. But this is put intentionally wwo Ne
' K
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mouth of the Roman, as mistaking the rude stones
piaced round the grove for idols. Thus Lucan in his
beautiful description of a Druid grove,

¢ ————simulacraque mecesta Deorum

Arte carent cxsisque extant informia tiuncis.'

Phar. lib. iij

Some imagery from the same description is also bor
rowed in the opening of the Drama,

P. g97.
§¢ oS0l dlier, I had arms.™
This passage, and some others in this scene, ot
taken from Carattacus’s famous speech in Tacitey
before the throne of Claudius : but here adaptﬂl o bt
dram;mc charaéter.
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TO THR RIGHT HON.
, cmmms EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX,
ONR OF THE Gl'!’l.l..ll OF H18 MAJESTY'S BEDCHAMBER,

MY LORD,
Wirm an asurance, I hpc, bocoming the justice of
my caise, 1 lay this cragedy at your lordship's feets
Rot &2 @ commen persscution, but as an offering suit-
- eble 1o yonr virsus, and worthy of the greatness of

JYournane. ' Theve are some subfei?s that require but

. kalf the stremgth of 4 great Poet; but when Greece or
- Old:Rome oo ik pluy; the nature, wit, and vigour
of foremon :Shilmpere, the judgment and force of
Jondon, mith all kiz-borrowed masiery from the an-
cients, ‘will ‘scarce auffice for so terrible a grapple.
Tho poet muss-clovate his fancy with the mightiest
imagination, he must run bock so many hundred
Jears, take a just prosped of the spirit of those times
swithout the least thought of ours ; forif his eye shonld
swerve 8o low, kis muse will grow giddy with the
vastness of the distance, fall at once, and for cver
lose the majesty of the first desiyn. He that will pre-
tend 1o be a critic of such a work must not have a
grain of Cexilias, Ao nust be Longinus throughout, or
nothing, where even the nicest, best remarks riust
pass bus ﬁw din_y to the imperial fury qf this Old

Adj
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man gold. There must be no dross through the
tole mass, the furnace must be justly heated, and
e bullion stamped with an unerring hand. In such
sriting there must be greatness of thought without
rombast, remoteness without monstrousness ; wvirtue
wrmed with severity, not in iron bodies; solid wit
without modern affeftation ; smoothness wiikout gloss;
speaking out without cracking the voice, or straining
the lungs. In short, my lord, he that will write as he
ought on so noble an occasion, must write like yon.
Bue 1 fear there are few that know how to copy afier
s0 great an original as your lordship, becanse there is
scarce one genius extant of your own size that can
Jfollow you passibus zquis ; that has the folicity and
mastery of theold poets, or can halfmatch the thought-
Julness of your soul. How far short I am cast of such
inimitable excellence, I must with shame, my lord,
confess I am too sensible. Nature, 'tis believed (if1
am not flattered, and do mot flatter myself, has no
been niggardly to me in the portion of agenius, thong
I have been so far from improving it, that I am hs
afraid 1 have lost of the principle. It behoves
then for the (uture to look about me, to sec whethe
am alag in the race, to look up to yonr lordship,
strain upon the track of so fair a glory. I mus
knowledze, however I have behaved myselfin ¢
inoy nothing ever presented itselfto my fancy witl
ac /] pirusure as Brutus did in sacrificing his
Lefore I read Machiavel's notes upon the p/

aoncluded it the greatest aition that was e
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'quou the groatest occasion. For my
r; | thonght I never painted any man s0

8,

~quinios reges animamque supetbam
uti, fascesque videre receptos?
cunque ferent ¢a falta minores ?

«at divine poet imagined it might be soe
eople but kis own, perliaps 1 have found
ion’s Catiline mez xo better fate, as hit
wrace tells us. )

——-His non plebecula gaudet, &c.

pere’s Brutus withs mreA ado heat lkim-
‘ads of a blockish age, so Rnotty were
d to deal with. For my own opinion,
the obstacles my modesty conld raise,
ip inseriing a vaumt in the title page,

1g gain'd the dist that he design*d,
¢ billows driving with the wind,
he muse that wing’d his free-bora mind,

ned, and resolved not to be stirred with
ionsof @ sparkish gencration, that have
» shoughe: but, alas, how frail are our
our own concerns! 1 showed no pas-
but sphetber chrongh an overconcsit of
n
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the work, or because, perhaps, there was, indeed, some
merit, the fire burnt inward, and I was troubled ﬁr
my dumb play, like a father for kis dead child. "It it
enongh that I have eas'd my koart by this dedicetiop
to your Lordship. I comfort myself too, whatswer
onr partial youth allege, your Lordship wilk find
something in it-worth your observation ;. whichy mll
my Juture diligence, resolution to study, devolionts’

wirtue, and_your Lordship's service, may i u-ndm e
mot cllogulur unwarthy the protedion of JurM
ship. :

My Lord, .,f ]

Your Lordhip’s mast humble ol
And devoted sevant,’.. .
NATHANIEL LI,

[
)
N
v
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wiii LIFE OF NATHANIEL LEE.

Dryden, between that period and the year 1684, on
the 11th of November, on which he was taken into
Bedlam, where he continued four years. All his tra.
gedies contain a very great portion of true poetic en-
thusiasm. None ever felt the passion of love more
truly ; nor could any one describe it with more ten-
derness. Addison commends his genius highly; ob-
serving that none of our English poets bad a happier
turn for tragedy, although his natural fire and unbri-
dled impetuosity hurried him beyond all bounds of
probability, and sometimes were quite out of nature.
The truth is, the poet’s imagination ran away with
his reason. While in Bedlam, he made that famous
witty reply to a coxcomb scribbler, who had the cruelty
to jeer him with his misfortune, by observing that i
was an easy thing to write like a madman: Ns, sid
Lee, it is not an casy thing to awrite like a madmas;
but it is very easy to cwrite like a fool!

Lee had the good fortune to recover the use of his
reason, so far us to be discharged from his melancholy
confinement ; but he did not long survive his enlarge-
nient, dying in the year 1691, or 1693. Oldys, in hit
MS. notes, says that our author, returning one night
from the Bear and Harrow in Butcher Row, through
Clare-market, to his lodging, in Duke-street, over-
Iden witl: wine, fell down on the ground as some
say, according to others on a bulk, and was killedor |
stifled in the snow. Yie wasbuvried in the parish church 5!

of St. Clument's Danes, aged anouy Uity fee gt







PROLOGUE.

WRITTEN BY MR. DUKE,

e —————

JLONG bas the tribe of poets on the stage
Groan'd under perseenting critics rage ;

But awith the sound of rajiing and of rhyms,
Like bec:, united by the tinkling chime,

Tbe little stinging insells swarm the more,
And buz is greater than it was before,

But Ob! yeleading wolers of the tit,

That infelt others aith your too much it
That well. affelied members do seduce,

And cwith your malice paison balf the bouse,
Know, your ill-manag’d arbitrary sway .
Shall be no more endur’d, but ends this day.
Ruders of abler conduét ave awill chuse,

And more indulgent to @ trembling muse;
Women for ends of Government more fit,
Women shall rulethe boxes and the git,

Giwve laws to love, and tnfluence to avi:,
Find me oze man cf sense in all your roll,
Whom some one woman has not made a fol.
Eewven business, thatintolerable load,

Under obich man does graan, and yet is prouds
Much better they can manage, <wou'd th:y pleé-
*Tis not their avant of wit, but love of ease.
For, spite of art, more avit in them aptears
Tho™ ave boast ours, and they dissermble thairs:.
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JLONG bas the tribe of poets onthe stage
Groau'd under perseeuting critics rage ;

But awith the sound of raiting and of rbyms,
Like becs, united by the tinkling chime,

The little stinging insells swarm the more,
And buz is greater than it was before.

But Ob! yeleading woters of the tit,

That infell athers with your too much wit,
That -ipell'afeﬂzd members do seduce,

And cwith your malice paison balf the bouse,
Know, your ill-manag’d arbitrary sway .
Shall be no more endurd, but ends this day.
Rulers of abler comduét awe awill chuse,

And more indulgent to a trembling muse ;
Women for ends of Government more fit,
Women shall rule the boxes and the tit,

Giwe laws ta love, and tnfluence to avi:,
Find me o:e man cf sense in all your roil,
Whom some one woman bas net made a fol.
Ewen business, that intolerable load,

Under «wbich man does graan, and yet is prouds
Much bester they can manage, wou'd th:y peatts
*Tis not their avant of wit, but love of case.
For, spite of art, more avit in them appears,
Tho™ ave boast ours, and they disserble theirs:



" rRoLOGUE. . xi

e e et ——
Wit ence aoas ours, and shet up for & while,
Set sballown in-a bet awid barren nily
But awben transplanted te & vicher ground,
Has in theie Bdon its porfollion found ;
4nd “tis but just they shoes’d owy wit invade,
Whilst woe sst up their painting, patching, trade.

_ Jsﬁrura-ngt um:bm'mlmm,
ptbg:unmu, they can pull it dows :

At ﬂcu'mwn}uuqu bullies awe,
Fafth, let them make an antisalic law,

. Prescribe to all mankind, as woell as glays,

And awear the brodcbes, as they wear the bays.
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PROLOGUE.

WRITTEN BY MR. DUKE,

JLONG bas the trike cf poets omthe stage
Groan'd under perseeuting critics rage ;

But awith the sound of raping and of rhyme,
Like bec:, united by the tinkling chime,

The little stinging insells swarm the more,
And buz is greater than it was before,

But Ob! jc lead:ng voters of the tit,

That injelt others awth your too much wit,
Tbat awell.affelted members do seduce,

And cwith your malice poison balf the beuse,
Know, your ill-manag’d arbitrary sway
Skali be no more endur’d, buz ends this day.
Rulers of abler cinduti awe awill chuse,

And more indulgent to a trembling muse ;
Women for ends of Government more fit,
Women shall rule the boxes and the tit,

Giw: laaws to love, and influence to avii,
Find me cze man of cnse in ail your roil,
Wkom some one woman bas nct made a j3l.
Ewen busisezs, that intoleradle load,

Under avbich man daes groan, and yet is priudy
Mich bester they can manage, «vou'd th.y piecses
*Tis not their cvant of wir, but love ¢f caze.
For, spitc of arty more awit in them uptears,
Tho™ ave boast ours, and they dizsemble theirs:
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JLONG bas the trite cf poets onthe stage
Groan'd under persceuting critics rage;
But aith the sound of raiing and of rbyms,
Like bec:, united by the tinkling chime,
The little stinging inseéls swarm the more,
And buz is greater than it was before.
But Ob! jye leadingvoters of the tit,
That infelt others awith your too much wit,
Tbat well-affetied members do seduce,
And <with your malice poison balf the bouse,
Kne, your ill-manag’d arbitrary sway
Shali be no more cndur’d, but ends this day.
Rulers of abler conduét ave awill chuse,
And move indulgent to @ trembling muse;
Women for cnds of Government more fit,
Womea shall rule the boxes and the tit,
G lawes ta lve, and influence to avii,
Fird mc e mar of :ense in ail your roil,

i’kom some one woman bas nct made a xl.
Eaen busiiecs, thatinolerable load,

Under sobich man does groan, and yet is froudy
Mich bester they can mazage, <vou’d th:y pedst:
*Tis not their avant of wit, but love ¢f caze.
For, spiic of art, more avit in thes appears,
Tho ave boast ours, and they dissemsble thars:
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LUCRETIA, + 4o .voassasess e Mrs Betterton
TERAMINTA; . eveeseessoee oo Mrs Bamey

Scene, Rome.
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Of crowning Kings, of conquering Generals,’
Not all the expe&tation of hereafter,
With what bright Fame can give ip sh* ghcrwwld.
Should puichase thee this Hiight ons' ni;‘ukrﬁnh o’
Ter. Oh, Titusi fu;nul_m: Tuwdeligt, -
Since I began to think on iny misfortunvs, >’
And take a'prospect of my certain woes,
If my sad soul has entertain’d & hope '
Of pleasure here, or harbour'd any joy .
But what the presence of my Titus goveme;s- !
Add, add, ye cruel Gods, to what I bear,
_And break my héurt beforehim, - "
Titus, Broak first th® eternal chainy fcw
gone
The world to me is chaos, Yu,'!‘a-ammu.
So close the everlutmg Sisters wove us,
~ Whene'er we part, the stings of both must cracks
Once more, T do intreat thee, give the grave -
Thy sadness ; let.me press thee iri my arms,
My fairest bride, my only lightness bere, - -
Tune of my heart, and charmer of my eyest -
¢ Nay, thou shalt learn the ecstacy from me,
¢ I'll make thee smile with extravagant passion, *
¢ Drive thy pale fears away, and ere the mom,
¢ I swear, Oh Teraminta, Oh my love,
"¢ Cold as thou art, I"ll warm thee into blushes.®
Ter. Oh, Titus! may I, ought I to believe you?
Remember, Sir, I am the blood of Tarqum;
The basest too.
Zitus, Thou art the blood of Heav'n, -

.

B

f
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se kindest influence of the teeming stars ; )

1seed of Tarquin ; no, °tis forg’d t'abuse thee:

God thy father was, a Goddess was his wife ; ’
ie Wood-nymphs found thee on a bed of roses, |
pt in the'sweets and beauties of the Spring; ;- .

na foster’d thee with. neltar dews, ' ‘

wus tender, blooming, chaste, she gave thee me /

» build a temple sacred to ber name ;

hich I will do, and wed thee there again. i
Ter. Swoar-then, my Titus, swear you'll ne'er up-

ear that your love shall last like mine for ever ;

» turn-of state or empire, no misfartune, ~

all e'er estrange you from me s swear, I say;

1at, if yon should prove false, I may at least

we something still to answer to my fate ;

ear, swear, my Lord, that you will never hate me,

t to your death still cherish in your bosom

1e poor, the fond, the wretched Teraminta.

Titus. Till death | nay, after death, if possible,
ssolve me still with questions of this natuc,

hile I return my answer all in oaths :

»re than thou cans’t demand I swear to do.

*his night, this night shall tell thee how I love thee:

Vhen words are at a loss, and the mute soul

ours out herself in sighs and gasping joys,

.ife-grasps, the pangs of bliss, and murmuring plea-

sures: . .
“hou shalt confess all language then is vile,
\nd yet belicve me most without my vowinz.
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Enter Brusus, with & Flamen.
But see, my father witha Flamen hoss! | . -,
The court comes ohy let's ulip the busy creud,
% And steal into the eternal kanot of eve.> .- [Exab
Bru.m&xm-ynthou.&n(:olhq

At Collatine’s howse last might? o
Fla. My Lord, be did ._

Where he, with Collatine, aud smaiy tthersy.. .

Had been some nights before. -
Brut. Hal i before, &= S A

‘Why did he come gain . ;

" Fla. Because, ae rumour shreads, .4

e fell mmpnwnitelymlonm‘hn Y
Brit, What then? : A |
Fla. Why, is’t not strange? o
Brut. Isshe not -hamdsome? * . ° 1

Fla. Oh, very handsome, ¢ . . L
Brut. ‘Then “tis not strangeat a1
What, for a King's son to love another msms vﬁm'
Why, Sir, I've known the King has dowre the tadits’
Faith, 1 myself, who am not us'd to-caper, -
$ave sometimes had th* unlawful itch wpon ey ¢
Nay, prythee priest, come thou and help the nethsh
Ha! my old boy, the company is not scandalouss -
Let's go to liell together; confess the truth, '
Did'st thou ne’er steal from the'Gods an howr, or 8
"To mumble a NeW prayer—em—— e
« With a yousg fleshy whore is & bawdy cormer? in?

N
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To 2t deformity in thousand shapes,

To please the greater monster of the two,

That cries, ¢ Bring forth thebeast, and lethim tumbl
With all variety of aping madness,

‘To bray, and bear more than the ass’s burden s
Sometimes to whoot and scream, like midnight owli
‘Then screw my limbs like a distorted satyr,

The world’s grimace, th® eternal laughing-stock
Of town and court, the block, the jest of Rome
Yet all the while not to my dearest friend,

To my own children, nor my bosom wife,
Disclose the weighty secret of my soul.

Oh Rome, Oh mother, be thou th’ impartial judge.
If this be virtue, which yet wants a name,

‘Which never any age could parallel,

And worthy of the foremost of thy sons !

Enter HorAT19S and MUTIUS.

Mut. Horatius, heard’st thou where Sextus was last

night ?

Hor. Yes, at Collatia: °tis the buz of Rome;
*Tis more than guess'd that there has been foul playy
Else¢, why should Lucrece come in this sad manner
Toold Lucretius® house, and summon thither
Her father, husband, each distinét relation ?

Enter FABRITIUS, with Courtiers.

Mut. Scutter it through the city, raise the peopley
A.d find Valetius out: \Way, Horatius !

[ Exeunt severalp
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Priythee Jet's talk no moreon't. Look, here's
irttus ; ‘come, come, we'll divert ourselves ; for
t just, that we who sit at the helm should now
en unruffie dur state affairs with the imperti-
» & foul. Priythee, Brutus, what's a clock ?

. Clotho,:Lachesis, Atropos; the Fates are
let them but strike, and I'll lead you a dance,
sters.

But hark you, Brutws, dost thou hear the news
ece? -

. Yes, yes ; and I heard of the wager that was
ang you, among you whoring lords, at the siege
=) ba, boys | about your handsome wives.
Well; ind how, and how?

“How you bounc'd from the board, took horse,
¢ like madmen, to find the gentle Lucrece at

s+ but bow found her? why working with her
it midnight. Was not this monstrous, and
ut of the fashion? Fine stuff indeed, to sit

» and pinking, and pricking of arras? ¢ Now,
Jight, my Lord, your wife made better use of
rcushion.’

My wife, my Lord ? By Mars, my wife!"— .
+ Why should she not, when all the royal nurses

same ® What, what, my Lord, did you not

at it, when you came from Collatia to Rome?
your wife ; and your's, Flaminius ; with Tul-

5, turning the crystals up, dashing the win-

Wd the Fates defying? Now, by the Gods, I

Cij
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think ‘twas civil in you, discreetly dons, Sirs; 90gt0
interrupt "em. But for your wife, meh
sworn for ber, she would not keep e company,
Fab, No mny.mldshcmt;lhehdu&ﬂdﬂlv
how bave I beard ber rail at Terentis, and tell hee
next ber heart upon the qualms, that drinking wise
s0 late, and tippling spirits, would be. the ‘ﬂ‘
her?
Brut. Hark you, gentlomen, §f you would Ilh
secret now; I could unfold such a busingwermy
on’t, a very plot upon the court, Lad
Fab, Out with it; we swear secrogy, i
Brst. Why thum, then, Tomm'l‘nllll'l'
the camp ; and I beipg master of the howscheld; v
command tq sweep the court of all its farpituse 9
send it packing to the wars; panders, fysophasth I
start rogues, fine knaves and surly raacala s fuie
easy, supple, cringipg, passing, swiling villsipv) ¥
#ll to the wars,
Fab. Byumvldﬂwuhthiﬁm B
Brut. Why, is it not a plot? A -plos upon yoW
selves, your persons, families, and your. relstion
even to youy wives, mothers, sisters, all yenr kindrmd
for whores too are included, setters t00; sl whet
procurers ; bag and baggags; all, all to the wam-§
hence, all rubhish, lumber oyt; and not & hawd!
left behind, to put you in hopes of ham;hmg whe
hereafter. .

Fab, Hark, Lartius, he’ll rup from fmlmgjn dn
madnesss, and beat oyr braips out, The devil 0



noble,
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Titus. Oh, all the Godst my lord, yonnonnlnu
To Tarquin’s———
Brut. Bastard.
Titus. No, his daughter,
Brut. No matter;
Toany of his blood s if it be his,
There is such natural contagion in i,
Such a congenial devil in his spirit,
Name, lineage, stock, that but to own a par¢
Of his relation, is to profess thyself
Sworn slave of hell, and bondman to the furies,
‘Thou art not marry’d.
Titus. Oh, is this possible ?
This change that I behold ? No part of him
The same ; nor eyes, nor mien, nor voice, nor gest
Brut. Oh, that the Gods would give my am
vigoyr
To shake this soft, effeminate, lazy soul
Forth fiom thy bosom | No, degenerate boy,
Brutus is not the same ; the Gods have wak'd hin
From dead stupidity, to be a scourge,
A living torment to thy disobedience.
Look on my face, vicw my eyes flame, and tell me
If ought thou seest but glory and revenge,
A blood-shot anger, and a burst of fury,
When I but think of Tarquin. Damn the monst
Fetch him, you judges of th® eternal desp,
Arraign him, chaia him, piunge hin in double fin
If after this thou seest a tenderness,
A woman’s tear come o’er my 1esolution,
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And seems to kindle from the setting stars ¢+ .+ " ;
So.from the blackness of young Tarqun'lcr-. A
And furnace of his lust, the virtuous soul oo
Of Junius Brutus catches bright occasion. .~ - -, |
I see the pillars of his kingdom totters . .. « - |
The rape of Lucrece is the midnight lanthorm. -
‘That lights my genius down to the foundation, ‘. -
Leave me to work, my Titus ; Ob, my sonl

For from this spark a lightning shall aries, .
‘That must ere night purge all the Roman airs .
And then the thunder of his ruin follows.-

No more; but haste thee to Lucretius s

I hear the mnlumde,ndmmtammgthen.

Away, my son, '

Titus. Bound, lndobeduntcva .'..~ (E

. PR S

Enter VINDITIUS, with Plebeians; -,

1s¢ Cit. Jupiter, defend us! I think the firmementis

all on a light fire. Now, neighbour, as you were #y-

ing. as to the cause of lightning and thunder, lﬂﬁ
the nature of prodigies.

#in. What! ataylor, and talk of llghtnmgandﬂlll-
der! Why, thou walking shred, thou moving bottom,
thou upright needle, thou shaving edging skirt, thot -
flip-flap of a man, thou vaulting flea, thou nit, thos
nothing, dost thou talk of prodigies when I am by?
O tempora! O mores! But, neighbours, as I waswy-
ing, what think you of Valerius?

All Valerius, Valerius!

know you are piping hot for sedition ; ,-

- -
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Like a burning caldron; with such a swinging tail:
¢ And Oh, a thing, a thing that’s all o* fire!"
Brut. Ha! now it fronts us with a head that's
mark’d
With Tarquin’s name: and see, °tis thunder-struck!
Look yonder, how it whizzes through the air!
The Gods have struck it down ; 'tis gone, “tis vanish'd.
Oh! neighbours, what, what should this portent meant
Vin. Mean! why, ‘tis plain; did we not sce th¢
mark
Upon the beast? Tarquin’s the dragon, neighbours,
Tarquin's the dragon, and the Gods shall swinge hi.
4ll. A dragon, a Tarquin.
15t Cit. Mercy : for my part I saw nothing. :
Vin. How, rogue? why, this is prodigy on prodigy! .
Down with him, knock him down ; what, not se¢ th
dragon?
15t Cit. Mercy: I did, I did; a huge monstrow
dragon.
Brut. So; not a word of this, my masters, not for
your lives:
Meet me anon at the Forum ; but not a word.
Vinditius, tell *em the Tribune of the Celeres
Intends this night to give them an oration.
[Exit Vindit. and Rabble.

Enter LUuCRECE, VALERIUS, LUCRETIUS, MuTIUS)
HerMINIus, HORATIUS, TiTUS, TIBERIUS, COL-
LATINUS,

Brut, Hal’ '? So near, you C~*
'}
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ripe your judgments 2 Nay, then let “em tucak,

1d burst the hearts of those that have deserv'd them.

Lucrece. Oh Collatine! Art thou come?

s, my husband! O my love! my lordl

Caoll. O Lucrece! see, I bave obey'd thy summons;

aave thec in my arms ; but speak, my fair,

y, is all well ?

Lucrece. Away, and do not touch me:

and near, but touch e not, My father too!

ucretius, art thou here ?

Luc. Thou seest I am.

aste, and relate thy lanentable story.

Lucrece. 1f there be Gods, Ob, will they not revengs
me?

raw near, my Lord; for sure you have a shaie

these strange woes. Ab, Sir, what have you done?

"hy did you bring that monster of mankind,

he other niglit, to curse Collatia®s walls?

‘hy did you blast me with that horiid visagr,

nd biot my honour with the biood of Taiquin ¢

Coll. Oh all the Gods! ’

Lucrece. Aluas, they are far off 5

- sure they would have Lelp*d the wretched Lucrece.,

«ar then, and tell itto the wond'ring wo:ld:

1st night the lustful bloody Sextus came

ite, and benighted, to Collatia,

itending, as he said, for Rome next morning;

at in the dead of night, just when soft slecp

ad scal’d my eyes, and quite becalm'd my soul,

lethought a horrid vcice thus thundei*d in my ear,

»>.

bW
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«¢ Lucrece, thou’rt mine, arise and meet my am
When straight I wak'dand found young Tarquin |
¢ His robe unbutton’d,’ red and sparkling eyes,

he flushing blood that mounted in his face,
‘I'iie trembling eagerness that quite devour'd ki
With only one grim slave that held a taper,
At that dead stillness of the murd’ring night,
Sufficiently declar’d his horrid purpose.

Ccli, Oh, Lucrece, Oh leee

Lucrece. How is it possible to speak the passk
The fright, the throes, and labour of my soul
Ah, Collatine | half dead I turn*d away
‘To hide my shame, my anger, and my blushes,
Wiiile Le at first with a dissembled mildness
Attempted on my honour; ~e—e—e.
But hastily repuls’d, and with disdain
Y1 drew his sword, and locking his left hand
Fast in my hair, he held it to mny breast :
Piotesiing by the Gods, the fiends and futies,
1t I refus’d him he would give me death,

W izom he would leave there murder’d by my si
Srat. Villain ! Damn’d Villain |
Luc. AhCcllatine! Oh Father! Junius Bru
All that are kin to this dishonour’d blood,
i w will you view me now ? Ah, how forgive
Yer think not, Collatine, with my last tears,
With these last sighs, thesc dying groans, I beg
I do conjure my love, my lord, my husband,
Ol think me not consenting once in thoughs,
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Erut. That, Sir, dare I; and every Roman he
What now? At your Jaments? Your puling sig
And woman'sdrops? Shall these quit scores for |
For chastity, for Rome, and violated honour 2
Now, by the Gods, my soul disdains your tears:
‘There’s nat a common harlot in the shambles,
But for a drachm shall outweep you all.
Advance the body nearer; see, my Lords,
Belold, you dazzled Romans, from the wourid
Of this dead beauty, thus I draw the dagger,
All stain’d and reeking with her sacred blood:
Thus to my lips I put the hallow’d blade;

‘I'o your's, Lucrctius; Collatinus, your’s ;

To your's, Herminius, Mutius, and Horatius ;
And your's, Valerius: kiss the poniard round :
Now join your hands with mine, and swear, sw
By this chaste blood, chaste ere the royal villain
Mixt his foul spirits with the spotless mass:
Swear, and let the Gods be witnesses,

That you with me will drive proud Tarquin o
His wife, th® imperial fury, and her sons,

Vith all the race ; drive ‘em with sword and
‘To the world's limits, profligate accurst :
Swear from this time never to suffer them,

Nor any other King, to reign in Rome.
Arl. \We swear,
Erut, Wil have you sworn ; and Oh, 1
see
The Lovering spirit of the ravish’d matron
Lock dewnj she bows her airy head t2 ble
1

~
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The throne lies open in your way for justice ;
You may be angry, and may be forgiven.
There’s room for favour, and for benefit, -
Where friends and enemies may come together
Have present hearing, present composition,
Without recourse to the litigious laws ;

Laws that are cruel, deaf, inexorable,

That cast the vile and noble altogether ;
Where, if you should exceed the bounds of o
There is no pardon : Oh'! ’tis dangerous,

To have all actions judg’d by rigorous law.
What, to depend on innocence alone,

Among so many accidents and erross

That wait on human life? Considerit;

Stand fast, be loyal—I must to the Queen.

Fab. A pretty speech, by Mercury! Look yc
tius, when the words lie like a low wrestler,
close, and short, squat, pat, and pithy. '

Lar. But what should we do here, Fabritiu:
multitude will tear us in pieces.

Fab. *Tis true, Lartius, the multitude is
thing, a strange blunder-headed monster, an
unruly; buteloquence is such a thing, a fine, ¢
florid, pathetical speech! but see, the hydra
let me alone ; fear not; I say, fear not.

Enter VINDITIUS, with Plebeians,
Vin. Come, neighbours, rank yourselves, plar
selves, set yourselves in order, the Gods are very
I'll say that for ’em: poh, poh, I begin to sw
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Fab, How long atlength, thou many-headed monster,
You bulls, and bears, you roaring beasts and bandogs, |
Porters and coblers, tinkers, tayiors, ¢ all
¢ You rascally sons of whores in a civil government,’
How long, 1 say, dare you abuse our patience?

Does not the thought of rods and axes fright youn?
Docs not our presence, ha, these eyes, these faces
Strike you with trembling? Ha!

Vin. Why, what have we here? A very spit-fireg
¢ the crack-fart of the court.” Hold, let me see him
nearer: yes, neighbours, this is one of *em, one of your
roaring ‘squires that poke us in the night, beat ths
watch, ¢ and deflower our wives,” I know him, neigh-
bours, for all his bouncing and his swearing ; thisisa
court-pimp, a bawd, one of Tarquin’s bawds.

Fub. Peace, thou obstreperous rascal ; I ain a man
of honour, one of th¢ Equestrian order, my name
Falritius.

Vin. Fabritivs! Your servant, Fabritius. Down with
him, neighbours; an upstart rogue; this is he that
was the Queen’s coachmaz, and drove the chariot over |,
her father’s body : down with him, down with *em all,
bawds, pimps, panders.

Fab. O mercy, mercy, mercy!

Vin. Hold, neighbours, hold : as we are great, let us
be just. You, sirrah; you of the Equestrian order,
knight?  Now, by Jove, he has the look of a pimp; [
find we can’t save him. Rise, Sir Knight, and tell
me before thie Mzjesty of the People, what have you
to say, that you should rot have your neck broke dows

2

-
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Fab. 1 was at first the son of a carman, came
honour of being Tullia’s coachman, have been a
and remain a knight at the mercy of the people,
Vis. Well, 1 am moved, my bowels are s
take ‘em away, and let ‘em only be hang’d : aw:
‘em, away with "em.

Fab. Oh mercy! help, help!

Vin. Hang ‘em, rogues, pimps, hang ‘em,
Why, look you, neighbours, this is law, rigl
justice: this is the People’s law, and I thin}
better than the arbitrary power of Kings. Wt
was trial, condemnation, and execution, withot
ado. Hark, hark, what have we here ? : Look
the tribune of the Celeres ! Bring forth the pul
pulpit. :

[ Trumpets sound a dead march.]
Enter BruTUS, VALERIUS, HERMINIUS, M
HoraTius, LUCRETIUS, COLLATINUS,
r1us, Ti1TUsS, with the body of LUCRECE.
Val. 1 charge you fathers, nobles, Romans,
Magistrates, all you people, hear Valerius,
This day, O Romans, is a day of wonders,
The villanies of Tarquin are compleat :
To lay whose vices open to your view,
To give you rcasons for his banishment,
With the expulsion of his wicked race,
The Gods have chosen Lucius Junius Brutus,
‘The stupid, senseless, and illiterate Brutus,
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Vin. Ob, neighbours, Oh! I bury’d seven wives wi
out crying,
Nay, I never wept before in all iny life,
Brut. Oh the immortal Gods, and thou great sta
Of falling Rome, if to his own relations,
(For Collatinus is 2 Tarquin too)
If wrongs so great to them, to his own blood,
‘What then to us, the nobles and the commons?
Not to remember you of his past crimes,
The black ambition of his furious Queen,
‘Who drove her chariot through the Cyprian street
On such a damn’d design as might have turn'd
The steeds of day, and shock’d the starting Gods,
Blest as they are, with an uneasy moment: .
Add yet to this, Oh! add the horrid slaughter
Of all the princes of the Roman senate,
Invading fundamental right and justice,
Breaking the ancient customs, statutes, laws,
With positive pow’r, and arbitrary lust ;
And those affairs which were before dispatchd
In public by the fathers, now are forc’d
To his own palace, there to be determin’d
As he and his portentous council please.
But then for you.
Vin. 1, for the people, come,
And then, my mirmydons, to pot with him.
Brut. I say, if thus the nobles have been wrong'
What tongue can speak the grievance of the peop
Vin. Alas, poor people |
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30 LUCI¥E JUNIUS BRUTUS, 481
I'in. Away, away, let's burn his palace first.
Brut. ¥old, hold, my friendsj as I have been th'in

spirer

Of this most just revenge, so I intreat you,

Oh worthy Romans, take me with you still :

Drive Tullia out, and all of Tarquin’s race ;

Expel "emn without damage to their persons,

‘I'hough not without reproach. Vinditius, you

1 trust in this: so prosper us the Gods,

Prosper our cause, prosper the commonywealth,

(uard and defend the liberty of Rome,

Vin. Liberty, liberty, liberty
dll, Liberty! &c. [Exemm
Val. Oh Brutus, as a God we all survey thee;

Let then the gratitude we should express

Be lost in admiration. Well we know,

Virtue like thine, so fierce, so like the Gods,

‘£'hat more than thou presents we could not bear,

Looks with disdain on ceremonious honocurs ;

‘I"herefore accept in short the thanks of Rome :

First with our bodies thus we worship thee,

"I'nou guardian genius of the commonwealth,

U'hou father and redeemer of thy country ;

Next we, as triends, with equal arins embrace thee,

‘Thut Brutus may remewmber, though his virtue

svar to the Gods, he is a Roman still.

Brut. And when I i not 59, or once in thought

Conspire the bondage of my countrymen,

Strike me, you Gods ; tear me, Oh Romans, piece-me:

And let your Brutus be more loath’d than Tarquin.

N\
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Nay, by the Gods, I dare protest it to thee,
I love thee more than any of my children.

Titus. How, Sir, Oh how, my Lord, have I deserv’d it}

EBrut. Therefore I love thee more, because, my son,
Thou hast deserv’d it ; for to speak sincerely :
There's such a sweetness still in all thy manners,
An air so open, and a brow so clear,

A temper so remov'd from villainy,

With such a manly plainness in thy dealing,
That not to love thee, Oh my son, my Titus!
Were to be envious of so great a virtue..

Titus. Oh all the Gods, where will this kindness end?
Wkhy do you thus, Oh my too gracious Lord,
Dissolve at once the being that you gave me;

Unless you mean to screw me to psrformance
Beyond the reach of man ?

Ah why, my Lord, do you oblige me more
Than my humanity can e’er return ?

Brut. Yes, Titus, thou conceiv’st thy father right,
I find our Genii know each other well ;

And minds, my son, of our uncommon make,
When once the mark’s in view ncver shoot wide,
But in a line come level to the white,

And it the very heart of our design:

Then to the shocking purpose.  Once again
1 say, I swear, I love thee, Oh my son!

I likc thy frame, the fingers of the Gods,

I sce, liave left their mastery upon thee;
They have been tapeiing up thy Roman form,
Aad the majestic priace at large appears ;
"c\tsom:t‘.\'mg ey ave ek €3 we to finish,
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Forgive me, blood and duty, all respeéts
Due to a father’s name, not Tereminta'st
Brut. No, by the Gods I swear, not Teraminta's!
No, Titus, by th’ eternal Fates, that haug,
I hope, auspicious o’er the head of Rome,
I'll grapple with thee on this spot of earth,
About thig theme, till one of us fall dead :
I'll struggle with thee for this point of honour,
And tug with Teraminta for thy heart,
As I have done for Rome: yes, ere we part,
Fix'd as you are by wedlock, join'd and fast,
I'll set you far asunder ; nay, en this,
“This spotted blade, bath’d in the blood of Lucrecs,
I'll make thge swear, on this thy wedding night,
‘Thoy wilt not touch thy wife. '
Titus, Conscience, heart and bowels,
Awm I aman? Have I my flesh about me ?
Brut. I know thou hast too much of flesh about thesj
»Tis that, my son, that and thy blood I fear
More than thy. spirit, which is truly Roman:
But let the heated channels of thy veins
Roil o'er, I still am obstinate in this:
Thou shalt renounce thy father or thy love,
Either resolve to part with Teraminta,
T'o send her farth, with Tullia, to her father,
Ol shake hands with me, part, and he accurs’d:
Make me believe thy mother play’d me false,
And, in my absence, stamp'd thee with a Tarquin.
Tius. Hold, Sir, I do conjure you by the Gods
‘Wrong not my mother, though you doom me dead;






Lucivs JUKIUS fRUTTS A5

What for the v ¢ the caultitudes
And my solves 10 arive out T Jin's 1365
Yier pers® 1 not s3C*

Titus. Here ke M QIrs

Take M€ pefore 1 cool: 1 swear this night

That1 will P 1 (Oh \) my eramintas

Brut. SW ar £00s a by the 0 of ravislt a Lucre?

Though o° y b ight, thott wilt not touch It
Titus ears € - fhe sov of her you ny

‘The ravish'd Lucreces th )mmortal Gods!
1 will not touch ber:
Brut. S93% trust thy virtue :
And by che Geds 1 thank thee for the conquest:
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But how, myiloye By vickt remettiesy Sy tinid s
And says that Romae; ene Fot-she sy weli v:5 7
Must purge and cast, parge i} th'-ipfofled humend :
Through the whole.mast, and. xastly, yarely bhd- o]

Ter. Ah Titws ) Lmymif§ batnow Gehaid .-

Th* expulsion of the. Queen, driv'a- ﬁmm ’
Bythe m’d “d m'h* T sniee ¢ }ﬂ( "3
And hardly *scap’d myself w.find:yors Tertei .

Titas. Why yst, my Teramiatn, wo,-lyuhd. g
Come then to bed; ere-get tLa’night deacends 1 ;;-,-. "
With her black wings to brood ¢%er all.the worldy.
‘Why, what care we ? -Let us anjoy: M ploasmps.
The Gods have giviny; lock'd is each: ltu"s-"

We'll lie for ever thus, and laugh at fate, Y]

Ter No, no, my I.ord, ﬂnn‘l mﬁhyﬂl ol

. nam'd, . vt hlegn e .'1
There’s something at your he!rl !htt! nbadd ﬂl’ t
I claim it with the privilege of awifest i ot
Keep close your joys; but for yotir gricfs; nym
1 must not, will not lose my- shitre in’ them; .
Ah, the good Gods, what is it s:ifs you thm?
Speak, speak, my Lord, ar Tesaminta dies. .
Oh Heav’ns, he weeps | Nay, then upon my. kiets
I thus conjure you speak, or give me death. -

Titus. Rise, Teraminta, Oh, if I should speak

What I have rashly sworn agdinst my-love,
I fear that T should give thee death indeed.
*. Against your love! No, that's imppesible)
w your god-like truths nay, should you sweary
to me now.that you forswore your love, '
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Let him not dare pretopd to-oughtahm’s prinedipe»;
But be, as all the warlike world shall judge-Nimy . .(

Tbedmllofth‘pooplundth&maflw.

. MW“AI‘"&., .
Hor, MyLud.mrhhuwmﬂlundmp
Remember what you swors: the-guard is ready;
And I am ordered to.condiyour brids,

Whilcym.mmdmrﬁt,hq...
Titxs, Oh Teramintal PRI 9
Then we must parte- - i ER N
Ter. We must, mmrnyhds B .-.v; ‘
Thenfoubemft,ap&m;tchymﬂldf“
Or I shall die with lmgnng .
Titus. Ob, akies, N R ..;‘ -',,..'g
Balmyneord;ﬂ-ﬂutmmh. -

. Chaste as maids sighs, wm»ln-mw
Preserve thyself; look well to that, my love; .
. Think on our covenant: whezi Clﬂlﬂ' dies .
‘The other is no more., :
Zer. I do remesmber,
But have no language left.
Titus. Yet we shall meet,, = -
In spite of sighs we shall, at least in heaven..
Oh Teraminta, once more to my heart,
Once to my lips, and ever to my soul.
Thus tire soft mother, though her babe is dead,
Will have the durling on her bosom laid,
Will talk, and rave, and with the nurses strive,
1nd fond it still, as if it were alive ;
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Those bolts of power which ought to be divided ?
Tib. Now by the Gods I hate his upstart pride,

His rebel thoughts of the imperial race,

His abjett soul that stoops to court the vulgar,

His scorn of princes, and bis lust to th* people:

Oh Collatine, have you not eyes to find him ?

Why are you rais'd, but to set off his honours?

A taper by the sun, whose sickly beams

Are swallow'd in the blaze of his full glory

He, like a meteor, wades th® abyss of light,

While your faint lustre adds but to the beard

‘That awes the world. When late through Rome o

pass’d, ‘
Fix'd on his courser, mark'd you how he bow'd
On this, on that side, to the gazing heads f
That pav'd the streets, and all imboss'd the windows, é
That gap’d with eagerness to speak, but could not,

Su fast their spirits low’d to adiiration,
And that to joy, which thus at last broke forth s
«« Brutus, God Brutus, father of thy country!
Hail Genius, hail! deliverer of lost Romed
shicld of the commonwealth, and sword of justice!
Hail, scourge of tyrants, lash for lawless Kings |
All hail I they cry’d, while the long peal of praises,
Tcrmented with a thousand echoing cries,
Ran like the volley of the Gods along.
Col. No more on't; I grow sick with the rememe
brance. .
T:b. But when you follow’d, how did their bellying |
bodies,






LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUNTWA)
it that you may, and firmly, to:thehkin
‘all the world holds precious, once ageit
ay, I look on Brutus.as a treitdr,, » -
» more my father, by th" immortal Ged
1d to redeend the time, to fix the iing::
1 his imperial throne, some means-ptega
1at savour of & govern®d policy,
here there is strength and life to hope &
t to throw all upon one. desperate chant
| on as far as he that laughs at dyisg. 1
Zol. Come $o my arms : Qh then so tra|
iou may'st redeem the errors of thy race
|uilius, and Vitellius, Qb embrace him,
ud ask his parden, that se. kong we' fear'd
» trust o rich avirtve.. But bebeld,

Ester BRUTUS and YALEXIT)
ntus appears : young man, be satisfy*d,.
ound thy politic father to the bottomy.:
tting the assamption of Valerrusj .. :

means to cast me from the consulshipy:
t now I heard how. he cajol’d the peaple
ith his known industry, and my remissy
at still in all our votes, proseriptions, &
ainst the King, he sound I ated faintly
1 ciosing every sentence, ¢ he's a ‘Larqy
3rut. No, my Valerius, till thou aitany
nt master in this great anthority; .
wever calm the face of things appear,
me is not safe: by the majestic Goda
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That boy, ohserv'st thou? Oh, L. fear, my frieptyi
He is a weed, but rooted in my heart, . . . .40
And grafted to my stock ; if bo prove rask, . .,

By Mais no more but thus, away with hims. .2

'utcarhmﬁmmuwughthewww

Tiberius, | ° »
dib. MyLordl . K _.1
Brut. Syrah, no more of thathtdlmn et

I warn'd you too of young Aquiliuss. . .- . ;i

Are my words wipd that thus you let-"cm pas?. | «

Has: thou forgot thy father? ~ - -, . .isand
Tib. No, my Lord. | 7|

Bm, Thou ly‘utg butﬂmghthu\upuﬁu
rod, - i

The consul's ax mycunh th-: ﬁulk C.M ..«
I know thy vanity, and blind ambmnn; Ce
Thou dost agsogiate with myenemiés: -« '} a1
When I refus’d the consul Callatine - o
To be the king of saorifices, straight, . . «
As if thou had’st beep sworn his bosom.foolg ¢ >
He nam'd thee for the office: and since that, : ,..x
Since I refus’d thy madness that preferment, -
Because I wor.ld have none of Rrutus’ blood :
Pretend to be a King, thou hang'st thy bead, .
Contriv'st to give thy father pew displeasure,
As if imperial toil were pot enough .
To break my heart without thy disobedience,
But by the majesty of Rome I swear,
[f after double warning thou despise me, .
By all the Gods, I'l] cast thee from my bloady .-
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2d i, Be thon, 'Ot Rodie; Ve Jlige ¢ treai7alingh
" people. 14 <eory besy avil oy nid'M

. 'Pin. Fine cinthig ‘rogeerl Psokdogou! thewghdil
be hooking the Gdds in &t fist daih s Why, e Gols
are their tools and tackle 3 they work: with heaven and.”
hell ; and let me telt you, sa things go, your qu
have a hopeful trade en't. )

15t Pri. T come ambassidor ¥ thes, © Rome,
Sacred and Just, the gateof didiRing > vt 2

2d Pri. If we demand, or purpose #FRuire,
A stene from Roife that' contrifty \'E’jd!i"iw“ ruid
May we be evér Biiiishd froh' out 88dnithy, i ¢ T4
And never hope to'thste iy witat i3 261 i c b

7ib. Vinditius, Jedd the mulﬁm'r&emz R £

Aquilius, with Viteliug ahd sigeepoos 2o iri b i
will straight condudt ~ em to'the éapitol, e B

Pin. T go, my Lond ;" $nt !raveu:lreor‘eh Mok
sly rogues, I warrant *emi. Matk that'ﬂ':tpif&y"db
you see how he leers? 4 lying @dery’ the wré dst’ '

“a holy juggler. Come; my whiters, T 'wouk? difik

well of a priest but that he has 1 coiniission to de
semble: a patent hypocrite,” that takes’ pay-to forg‘
lies by law, and hves by tbe sins o’f the people. )
* [ Exeient aith prople{
Agu. My life upon’t, you may spéhk ‘otity md freeln
Tiberius is the heart of our design. < -
15t Pri, ‘The Gods be pran‘d. Thus then ] the m
commends - ‘
Your generous resolves, longs to be Wlth #ou,
And those you have engeg'd, divides his heart

.







o wews jumersavive . VIR
And striftly watch the dams-thie wibiwnpaieds oA -
Why should I go abbt? THe Romka pesdder ; vaive.
All, with one voice, accrise thiy-fetlow Bl 79 --#}
_Goll. The péople may's THope thenoblel Wi RE?
“The people! Brutas does indulge the pedgle. - =05 °
Brut. Cousul, in what is £ighe I will induilje ‘e ¥ * -
And much I think ‘tisbetterso to do, < - ' *
“Than see *em run in tamults throngh the ibreets, " : *
Forming cabals, pletting: sgklissi'the Getiisd; ™ %/ 3
Shutting their shops, and fiying from#fown; ' - ** i
As if the Gods had sent the pltguc #indig o - U7
I know too well, me POyME L7 1w l..;l'W {
Scorn the good psople, soern thelat dle@lbay ' - 14
Becanse we chose MM&W;W# i'"f ,
oo fill the plaice of those wisein TRAfUin nissSarnds' ¥
And, though you-lsugh at ¥ds, yeee il yourendif * |
The irreligious harebrain’d Jouth of ey £ >
The ignorant, the dothful, sntl the-basey-~ 12+ v
Yet wise men know, ‘tis very sarelyisson,:: * FEeY |
That'a free people should desire shobawe.,  -.: vyl
Of common liberty, No, Collating, : 1o - :: 0 w0l
For those desires arise from their oppression; -~ - -
Or from suspicion they are falling - to ity : v
But put the case, that those their feare'were faks, *
Ways may be found to reftify toiremears; - -
For grant the people ignorant of thembelyes, - A
Yet they are capable of being tald; - B
And will conceive a truth from worthy metn s
From you they will not, nor from your sdherénts,
Rome’s infamaus and exgcrabie youth,
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62 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS, 431

Hoping, when Rome has try’d my faith by exile,

she will recal me: so the Gods preserve you.  [E:
Brut. Welcome Publicola, true son of Rome;

On such a pilot in the roughest storm

$he may securely sleep, and rest her cares.

Exter T1BERIUS, AQUILIUS, VITELLIUS, Priest
1st Pri. Hear, Jupiter, Quirinus, all you Gods,
Thou father, judge, commission’d for the message,
Pater Patratus for the embassy,
And sacred oaths which I must swear for truth,
Dost thou commission me to seal the peace,
If peace they chuse; or hurl this bloody spear,
Haif burnt in fire, if they inforce a war?
2d Pri, 8peak to the senate, and the Alban people
The words of Tarquin : this is your commission.
15t Pri. The King, toshew he has more moderat
Than those that drove him from his lawful empire
Demands but restitution of his own,
His royal household-stuif, imperial treasure,
His gold, his jewels, and his proper state
‘I'o be transpoited where he now resides :
I swear that this is all the King requires ;
Behold his signet set upon the wax.
*Tis seal’d and written in these sacred tables.
To this I swear ; and as my oath is just,
Sincere and punétual, without all deceit,
May Jupiter and all the Gods reward me:
But if 1 alt, or ctherwise imagine,



‘xfi;zw,é, AQuiLius, VITELLIUS, Priests.
ow to the garden, where I'll bring my brother ;
my Kiordsswe bave the means to work him g
faile . i e

. And:pew;!Vitellius, haste

d' Adquilims; spread the news through Rome,
royal-spirit 5 most to those

shilomen that us’d to range with Sextus:
avestitutionr of the King,

the: hiat to ket him in by night,



64 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS, A8 I
And join their forces with the imperial troops,
Tor 'tis a shove, a push of fate, must bear it 3

Yor you, the hearts and souls of enterprize,

I need not urge a reason after thiss

What good can come of such a government,
Where though two consuls, wise and able persons
As are throughout the world, sit at the helm,

A very trifle cannot be resolv’d ;

A trick, astart, a shadow of a business,

That would receive dispatch in half a minute,
Were the authority but rightly plac’d

In Rome’s most lawful King ? but now no more ;
‘The Fecilian Garden is the place,

Where more of our sworn fun&tion will be ready
To help the royal plot: disperse, and prosper.

STENE III.

Tte Fecilian Garden. TiTUs solus.

Titus. She’s gone, and I shall never see her moret
Goue to the camp, to the harsh trade of war,
Driven from thy bed, just warm within thy breast;
‘T'orn from Lier harbour by thy father’s hand,
Perhaps to starve upon the barren plains s
Thy virgin wife, the very blush of maids,

The soitest bosom, sweet, and not enjoy'd :

Oh the inimortal Gods! and as she went,
Howe'er she seem’d to bear our parting well,
Methought she mix’d her melting with disdain,
A 2t of anger throvgh her shining tears

LN
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(1] LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS, 42 111,
Tue tops of willows, and their blossoms turn’d,
With all the under eky ten fathom down,
Wish that the shadow of the swimming globe
Were so indeed, that thou might'st leap at fate,
And hurl thy fortune headlong at the stars :
Nay, do not bear it, turn thy watry face
To yon misguided orb, and ask the Gods
For what bold sin they doon the wretched Titus
To such a loss as that of Teraminta?
Oh Teraminta! I will groan thy name
Till the tir'd echo faint with repetition,
‘Till all the breathless grove and quiet myrtles
Shake with my sighs, as if a tempest bow’d "em—
Nothing but Teraminta—Oh Teramintal

Ter. Nothing but Titus—Titus and Teraminta |
Thus let me rob the fountains and the groves,
Thus gird me to thee with the fastest kunot
Of arms and spirits that would clasp thee through;
Cold as thou art, and wet with night’s fall’'n dews,
Yet dearer so, thus richly dress’d with sorrows,
Than if the Gods had hung thes round with kingdoms.
Oh, Titus! Oh!

Titus. I find thee, Teraminta,
Wak'd from a fearful dream, and hold thee fast :
*Tis real, and I give thee back thy joys,
Thy boundless love with pleasures running o’er ;
Nay, as thou art, thus with thy tra;pings, coie,
Leap to my heart, and ride upon the pants,
Triwmphing thus, and now defy our stars.
But, oh, why do we lose this precious moment ?

-
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(4 ) LUCYUS JUMIUS BRUTUN; M
And follow to your bed: ; e
- Titus, Never, kswesg.: '
Oh, Teraminta, thou hast broke my heart! ..
By all the Gods, from thee this was too much,
Farewel, and rake this with thee. For.thy sake. ,
Iwillmﬁsbtasﬁmm:imwh.him. o
I'll iy my father, brother, friends for eyer; .
Forsake the haunts of men ; converse nomm -
With ought. tbat's human ; dwell with qndluld
ness;
For since the. ughtofﬂnenmumlme,
What has the world besides that I canbear?. .
Ter. Come back, my Loxd, Bytholeimln
Pow'rs
You now inyok’d I'll fix you in this nrtne.
Your Teraminta did but try how strong
Your honour stood ; and now she finds i¢ lasting,
Will die to root you in this solid glory.-
Yes, Titus, though the Queen has swarn to end &
Though both the Fecilians have commission
‘To stab me in your presence, if not wrought
To serve the King; yet by the Gods I charge yon
Keep to the point your constancy has gain'd,
Tarquin, although my father, is 8 Tyrant,
A bloody, black Usurper; so [ beg you
E’en in my death to view him., '
Titus. Oh you Gods !
Ter. Yet guilty as he is, if you behold him
Hereafter with his wounds upon the earth,
TFitus, for my sake, for poor Teraminta,,
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va LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS, A2 I,
Ter. Thus hear me, Titus,
Titus. Off from my knees, away.
What, on this theme, thy death? nay, stabb’d before
mel

Enter Prigsts, with TIDERIVS, AQUILIYS, VITELs
LiUS.

Speak not; I will not know thee an this subjet,
But push thee from my heact, with all persuasiogs
That now are lost upon me. O Tiberius,
Agquilius, and Vitellius, walcome, welcome §
I’ll join you in the conjuration, come :
I am as free as he that daves be foremost,

Ter. My Lord, my husbandt

Titus. Take this woman from me,
Nay, look you, Sirs, I am not yet so gone,
So headlong neither in this damn'd design,
To quench this horrid thirst with Brutus® blood 4
No, by th® eternal Gods, I barr you that ;
My father shall not bleed,

Tib. You could not think
Vour brother sure so monstrous in his kind,
As not to.make our father’s life his care.

Titus. Thus then, my Lords, I list myself among

you,

And with my stile, in short, subscribe myself
The servant to the King ; my words are these s -
« Titus to the King.”
Sir, you nesd only know my brother’s mind
To judge of me, who am resolv'd to serve you.

™
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he dusty urns, and monumental bones,
Remov'd, to make our massacre a tomb.
Hark ! Who was that that hollow’d fire ?
I'i:. A slave,
That saores i” th' hail, he bellows in his sleep,
And cries, the capitol's o fire.
T:5. 1 would it were,
And Tarquin at the gates: “twould be a blaze,
A beacon fit to light a King of blood,
‘That vows st once the slaughter of the world s
Down with their temples, set 'em on a flame ;
What shouid they do with houses for the Gods,
Fat foois, the lazy magistrates of Rome,
Wisc citizens, the politic heads o’th® people,
That preach rebellion to the multitude ?
Wy, let "em off, and roll into their graves:
I long to be at work. Sce, good Aquilius,
Trebonius too, Scrvilius and Minutius,
Pomponius, hail: nay, now you may unmask,
Brow-beat the Fates, and say they are your slaves:
Agu. What are those bodies for?
T:5. A sacrifice.
These weie two very busy commonwealths-men,
That ;¢ the King was banish’d by the senate,
First set the plot on foot in public meetings ;
That wouid be helding forth :—Twas possible
‘That Kings themselves might err, and were but men,
The prople were not beasts for sacritice ;
= jogg'd his brother, s eraman A sekeswaa here,
bolder rogue, wham ev'n Wik open ot
3
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74 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS, Az V.
And those that are the mutinous heads o'th’ people,
Whom I have mark’d to be the soldiers spoil,

For plunder must be given ; and who so fit

As those notorious limbs, your commonwealths-men?
Their daughters to be ravish’d, and their sons
Quarter’d like brutes upon the comman shambles.

Vit. Now for the letters, which the Feciiians
Require us all to sign, and send to Tarquin,

Who will not else be apt to trust his heralds
Without credentials under every hand ;

The bus’ness being indeed of vast iinport, .,
On which the hazard of his life and empire,

As well as all our fortunes, does depend.

Tib, It were a break to the whole enterprize
"To make a scruple in our great affair;

I will sign first s and for my brother Titus,
Whom bis new wife detains, I have his hand
And seal to show, as fast and firm as any.

Vin. O villainy! villainy ] What would they do
with me if they should catch me peeping? knock out
my brains at least ; another dish for the priests, who
would make fine sauce of ‘em for the haunch of a fat
citizen'!

Tib. All hands have here subscrib’d ; and that your

hearts
Prove resolute to what your hands have giv'n,
#Behold the messengers of Heav'n to bind you,
Charms of religion, sacred conjurations,
With sounds of execration, words of hovver,
Not to disclose or make least signs ot Swaw
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ib. Methinks I feel the sl '
Warm at my hearty Oh tha
Of Rome's best life, drawh f
That were a draught indeéd |
And give new fierceness to t
Vin. Oh the Gods |'Wh
cannibals, hell-hounds!. ¥
other 1" Well, I'll to. Vileri
me, because his sons and'ne;‘
Whit, drink 4 man’s blood
alivet A: whole man roasted
the turn? Priests to do this! ‘
For my part, if this be you |
Noj if a man can’t go to E
enthim','mt_ldrinlghini,u ‘
for the broad wuy, and the i
veature.

. Enter TrTUs.

Titus. What ho, Tiberius! Give me back my hand. ‘
What have you done? Horrors and midnight murderst -
‘The Gods, the Gods awake you to repentance,

s they have me. Would'st thou believe me, brother?
Since I deliver’d thee that fatal scroll,

That writing to the King, my heart rebeli’d
Against itself ; my thoughts were up in arms,
All in a roar, like seamen in a storm,

My reason and my faculties were wreck'd,
‘The mast, the rudder, and the tackling gone ;
My body like the hull of some lost vesse:,
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y8 LUCIVS JUNIUS BRUTUS, A2,
If T enjoy’d the beauties that I sav'd:
The horeror of my treason ahyck‘d my joye,
Enervated my purpose, while I lay .
Colder than masble by her virgin side;
_As if I had drunk the bload of elephants,
Prowsy mandragora, or the juice of hemlogck.

15t Pri. 1 like hing not; I think we had but dh.

patch him.

Titus. Nothing but images of horror yound me 5
Rome all in blood, the rayish'd vestals raving,
The szcred fire put out j robb'd mothers shrieks,
Deaf 'ning the Gads with clamours for their babes
That sprawl’d alofs upon the soldicrs spears ;
“The beard of age pluck’d oft by barbarons bands,
‘While from his piteous wounds and borrid gashes
‘The lahouring life flow’d faster than the blgod.

Enter Vavrerius, VINDITIUS, with Guards, awbq
seize all buy the Priests, who slip away; VINDITIVS
jbllow: them.
¥al. Horror upon me! What will this mght bring

forth ? :

Yes, you immoarta} Gods, strike, strike the consul!

$ince these are here, the crime will look less horrid.

In me than in his sons. Titus, Tiberius!

Oh from this time let me be blind and dumb!

But haste thepe; Mutius, fly; call hither Brutus,

Bid him for ever leave the down of rpest,
And sleep no more: if Rome were 2\ on fuee,
And Tarquin in_the streets DESIAIAANG NAOFReTy
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!
Val. He's here, my Lord; a paper by itself:
% Pitus to the King, '
" 8ir, you need only know my brother's mind
To judge of me, who am resolved to serve you.”
What do you think, my Lord ?
* Brat. Think, gy Valerius!
By my heart, I know not:
I'mars loss of thought : and must acknowledge
H ijj
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The counsels of the Gods are fathomless ;
Nay, “tis the hardest task, perhaps, of life
To be assur’d of what is vice or virtue s
Whether, when we raise up temples to the Gods
‘We do not then blaspheme *em : Oh, behold me,
Behold the game that laughing fortune plays ;
Fate, or the will of Heaven, call’t what you please,
‘That mars the best designs that prudence lays,
‘That brings events about, perhaps, to mock
At human reach, and sport with expetation.
Consider this, and wonder not at Brutus,
If his philosophy scems at a stand ;
If thou behold'st him shed unmanly tears,
To see h's blood, his children, his own bowels
Conspire the death of him that gave *em being.
Val. What heart, but yours, could bear it without
breaking ?
Brut. No, my Valerius, I were a beast indeed
Not to be mov'd with such prodigious suffering ;
Yet after all I justify the Gods,
And will conclude there's reason supernatural
‘Thiat guides us through the world with vast discretion,
Altauagh we have not souls to comprehend it 5
Which mukes by wond’rcus methods the same causes
Produce eliedts, though of a ditferent nature;
Since tien, for a.an’s instruétion, and the glory
Of the i:amortal G:.d:, it is decreed
Ticre must be paiteras drawn of fiercest virtue,
Brutus suomuts to the et.rnal doom,
Val, May 1 believe there can e sudh peiedian,
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d Justice,

bload of
Tarquin,
Yet more, the wite of my forgotten son,
Thou shalt be heard.
7#r, Have you torgot him. the;n
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Have 23 forgzt searself ? the image of you,
T o= ve=7 7 2are G your exceilence,
Tre periracure of all your monly virtues,
Your vis:z= amp’'d upon him ; just those eyes,
T2 moviag greataess of “em, 2!l the mercy,
T e stedding goodness , DOt GUite 50 severe,
Ye- :ti mos: Lke: and can you then forget him ?
B-z:. Wili you proceed ?
Ter. My Locd, J wili. Know then,
A= vouar son—y03z soa that loves you more
7 taz 1 I>ve him—after our common Titus,
Tae w=iith o"th’world, ouless you rod “em of it,
Hai cog endur'd th” assenits of the rebellisus,
A-3 s°L. kept fix'd to what you had enioin’d kim;
1. as fate order’d it, was sent from Tullia,
\Wish y death menac'd, ev’n before his eyes,
D32="2 to be stabb'd before him by the priets,
Uxizes e vielded not t'oppose the King :
Canszs, Sir ; Oh make it your own case;
T35 weided, rost on the expefled joys,
War= for my bed, and rushing to my arms,
S 1iwing tod, alas, as we did love :
mameed i:: hact2, in keat, in flame of pas-ion,
Hs kasw not what himself, and so subscrib'd.
B:: =%, Sis, now, my Lord, behoid a wonder,
Benoid a miracle to move Four scul !

T:zou ‘-g- in myarms, jast in the grasps of pleasuse,
His n-bls beaxx, struck witk: the thoughts of Brur
C: wzat hie promisd ou, W e fovgs,

Leapt ia kis breast, and 2ade A b Sram espya
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[ done!

une,
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Vinditius came, that had before alarm'd
The wise Valerius, who with all the-guards
Found Titus here, believ'd him like the rest,
And seiz’d him too, as guilty-ef the treason.
Val. But, by the Gods, my soul does now acquit

him. C
lest be thy tongue, blest the auspicious Gods -

“hat sent thee, Ob true pattern of perfeétion !
0 plead his bleeding cause... There needs no more,
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I see his father’s mov’d: behold a joy,

A wat’ry comfort rising in his eyes,

‘That says, ¢ 'tis more than half a heav'n to hear thee.”
Brut, -Haste, Oh Valerius, haste, and send for Titus!
Ter. For Titus! Oh, that isa word too distant;

Say, for your son, for your beloved son,

The darling of the world, the joy of Heav'n,

The hope of earth, your eyes not dearer to you,

Your soul’s best wish, and comfort of your age.

Enter T1TUS, with VALERIUS.

Titxs. Ah, Sir! Oh whither shall I run to hide me?
Where shall I lower fall ? How shall I lie
More grovelling in your view, and howl for mercy ?
Yet 'tis some comfort to my wild despair,
Some joy in death tkat I may kiss your feet,
And swear upon 'em by these streaming tears,
Black as I am with all my guilt upon me,
I never harbour’d ought against your person
Ev'n in the height of my full-fraught distraétion,
Your life, my Lord, was sacred; ever dear,
And ever precious to unhappy Titus.
Brut. Rise, Titus: rise, my son.
Titus. Alas, I dare not ;
T have not strength to see the majesry
Which I have brav'd: if thus far I aspire,
If on your knees I hang and vent my groans,
Tt is too much, too much for thousand Jives.
Brut. I pity thee, my son, and I forgive thees
And, that thou may’st believe my mercy true, ‘
|
LN}



1 by the.Gods:that hitherto have blest us,
heart forebodes a storm, I know not why :

say, my Lord; give me your god-like word
vl not be cruel, and Il not trust my beart,
ve'er it leaps, and fills me with now hormr.

rut. 1 promise thee, i

’”. Why, then I thank yom, Sir; = =

n from my soul I thank you for this gaodness ¢
t great, good, gracious Geds reward and bless you,
Titus, ah, my sowl’s eterpal treasure,

1N 3 :
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To bellow like a beast, to gnaw the earth,
To tear my hair, to curse the cruel Fates
That force a father thus to drag his bowels.

Titus. Oh rise, thou violated majesty,
Rise from the earth, or I shall beg those Fates
Which you would curse to bolt me to the centre!
I now submit to all your threaten’d v:ngeance:
Come foi th, you executioners of justice,
Nay. all you li&tors, slaves, and common hangmen,
Come, strip me bare, unrobe me in his sight,
And lash me till I bleed, whip me like furies;
And when you have scourg’d me till T foam and fall,
For want of spirits grovelling in the dust,
Then take my heud, and give it his revenge :
By all the Gods I greedily resign it.

Brut. No more, farenel, eternally farewel !
If there be Gods they will reserve a rooin,
A throne for thee in Heav’n. Oie last embrace.
What is it makes thy eyes thus swim again?

Titus. 1 had forgot: be good to Teraminta
When I am ashes.

Erut. Leave her to my care.
See her thou must not, for thou can’st not bear it.
Oh for one more, this pull, this tug of heart-strings!
Farewel for ever! .

Titus. Oh Brutus! Oh my father!

Brut. Can’st thou not say farewel ?

Titus. Farewel for ever !

Brut. Forever tien; but Oh my tears run o'er |
Groans choak my words, and I can speak no morel

T [Exesd
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Then looks as if he had a patent for it
‘To take account of all this great expanse,
And see the layings out of the round world.

Her. What shail be done then? For it grieves my

soul :

To think of Titus’ loss.

Fal. There isno help;
But thus to shake your head, and cross your arms,
And wonder what the t3odsand he intend.

Her. There’s scarce one man of this conspiracy
But is some way related, if not neaily,
To Junius Brutus: some of the Aquilians
Are nephews to him ; and Vitellius® sister,
‘The grave Sempronia, is the consul’s wife.

¥al. Therefore I have engag'd that groaning matron
To plead the cause of her unhappy sons.

Enter T1TUS, awith LiGors.

But see, Oh Gads, behold the gallant Titus,
The mirror of a:l sons, the white of virtue,
Fill'd up with blcts, and writ all oer with blood,
Bowing with shame his body to the ground,
“Whipt out of breath by these inhuman slaves?!
Oh Titus! Is this possible? This shame ?

Titus. Oh my Valsrius, call it not my shame!
By all the Gods it is to Titus® honour,
My constant suif ‘rings are my only glory :
What have I left besides ? But ask, Valerius,
Ask these good men that have perform’d their duty,
If all the while they whipt me like a slave,
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son

n,

sy shall never hit the like again,

and mangled thus! What barbarous wretch
us blasphem’d this bright original ?

For me it matters not, nor my abuses;
h, for thee, why have they us'd thee thus?
, Titus, whipt! And could the Gods look oh ?
ory of the world thus basely us'd
, whipt, and beaten by these upright dogs ?
souls, with all the virtue of the senate,
: but foils to any fault of thine,

ast a beauty e’en in thy offending.
d thy father doom thee thus? ©h Titus,
: thy dying part, if she believes
ch so barbarous ever could produce thee :

od, some God, my Titus, watch'd his absence,
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Slipt to thy mother’s bed, and gave thee to the world.
Tatxs. Oh, this fast wound, this stab to all my courage!
Had'st thou been well I could have borne more lashes:
And is it thus my father does protet thee ?
Ter. Ah Titus' What, thy murd'rer my protetor!
No, let me fall again among the people,
Let me be whooted like 2 common strumpet,
Toes'd as I was, and dragg’d about the streets,
The bastard of a Tarquin, foil'd in dirt,
The ary of all those bloodhounds that did bunt me
Thus to the goal of death, this bappy end
Of all my miseries, here to pant my last,
To wash thy gashes with my farewel tears,
‘To murmur, sob, and lean my aching head
Upon thy breast—thus, like a cradle babe,
To suck thy wounds, and bubble out my soul.

Enter SEMPROMNIA, A@xLlA,V:TELLu,MW:,&c.
Semp. Come, Ladies, haste, and let us to the senate:

If the Gods give us leave we'll be to-day

Part of the council. Oh, my son, my Titus!

Sce here the bloody iustice of a father,

See how the vengeance rairs from his own bowels!!

Is he not mad? If he refuse to hear us

We'll bind his Lands as one bereft of reason.

Haste then: Oh Titus, I would stay to moan thee,

Bat that I fexr his orders are gone out

For something worse, for death, to take the heads

Of all the kindred of these wretched women.
Ter. Come then, I think, I have some spirits left
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Grasp with thy monstrous hands these gory heads,
And let thy flatt'ring orators adore thee,
For triumphs which shall make thee smile at horror!
Brut. Lead t6 the senate. .
Tib. Go then to the senate,
There make thy boast bow thou hast doom’d thy
" children
+ To forks and whips, for which the Godsreward thees
Away; my spirit scorns more conference mth thee.
The axe will be as laughter; but the whips
‘That drew these stains, for this I beg the Gods
With my last breath, for every drop that falls *
Fromthecenle’wounds,tothunducnhuontbu
(Exit.
Bm. Valmm,hute; the senate does attend us.
. [&xit.
Titur, Valérius, ere you go let me conjure thee
By all the earthholds great or honourable,
As thou art truly Roman, stampt 2 man,
Grant to thy dying Titus one request.
Val. T'l grant thee any thing, but do'not talk
Of dying yet; for much I dare confide
In that sad eompany that's gone before:
I know they’ll move him to preserve his Titus ;
For, though you mark’d him not, as hénce he parted
I could perceive with joy a silent shower
Run down his'sitver beard, therefore have hope.
Titus. Hope, say*st thou! Oh the Gods! What, hope
of life ? i .
“Tolive, tolivel and after this dishonour!



Never, Va.ler'u;s; to be i:inaledb more :
Or if it be, my friend, it shall continue,

urn through all winds against the n
8 gAINS ]

ite,

hip for me

{1 thee,

rpose:
iy -

5 end thet
ught
&

Vi&ilﬂp

uth,

r
»

pirits

rune,



100 -LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. A2 V.

To dazzle still, and shine, like the fix'd stars,
With beams of glery that shall last for ever. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1I.

SENATE.

Brut. Health to the senate! To the fathers hail !
Jupiter, Horscius, and Diespiter,
Hospital and Feretrian, Jove the stayer,
With all the hundred Gods and Goddesses,
Guard and defend the liberty of Rome.
It has been found a famous truth in story,
Left by the antient sages to their sons,
That on the change of empires, or of kingdoms,
Some sudden execution, fierce and great,
Such as may draw the woild to admiration,
Is necessary to be put in aét
Against the enemies of the present state.
Had He&or, when the Greeks and Trojans met
Upon the truce, and mingled with each other,
Brought to the banquet of those demy Gods
The fatal head of that illustrious whore,
Troy might have stood tiil now ; but that was wanting ;
Jove having from eternity szt down
Rome to be head of all the under-world,
Rais’d with this thought, and: big with prophecy
Of what vast good ray grow by such examples,
Brutus stands forth to do a dreadful justice :
4 come, Oh Coascript Fathers, to a deed
Wiolly portentous, new, and wanderiol,



INoO change Ot laws, DOr breach or privuege,
No desperate fattions gaping for rebellion,
No hopes of pardon for assassinates,
No rash advancements of the base or stranger,
For luxury, for wit, or glorious vice ;
&ut, on the contrary, a balanc'
K
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" Patriots encoursg™i,” manufaftures cherish'd, -
Vagahonds, wa'kers, drowes, and swarming braves,
‘The froth of states, scumm’d"from the commonwezlth,
idleness hanish’d, all excess repress’d,
~ And riots check'd by sumptuary laws.
©Oh conscript fatherst “tis on these founditions '
That Rome shall build ber empire to the stars, -
Send her commanders with her armies forth,
To tame the world, and give the nations law; -
Counsals, proconsuls, who to the capital -
Shall ride upon the necks of conquerd kings, -
And when they dis,” mount froni the gorgeous pile
In flames of spice, and mingle with the Gods. -
Hor. Excellent Bratus! All the sénate thank thee,
And say, tbatdm\lt!lgnlfart half:God

Enter SEMPRONIA, T:umrn, avith the rest of the
Mourners; ‘TiTos, VaLsxius, JunNIus,
Semp. Gone; gone, to dmh! Aheady sem'enc'dl
doom*d !
To lose the light of this®ear world for ever !
What, my Tibetius toot Ah, barbarous Brutust
Send, haste, revoke the order of their fate.
By all the pledges of our marriage bed,
If thou, ‘inbuman judge, hast left me une
To put thee yet in mind thou art a father,
Sp:ak to him, oh you mothers of sad Rome,
Sisters and daughters, ere the execution
Of all your blood ; haste, haste, and run about !um,
&roan, sob, bow) out the terrors of yoursouls;
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Nay, fly upon him like robb'd s
And tear him for your young.
Brat Away, and leave me.
Semp. Or if you think it bettel
Because he has the pow'r of life:
Intreat himthus: Throw all yot
Low at his feet, and like a God
Nay, make a rampire round him
And block him up: I see he wo
Yet that's a sign that our compl:
Continu’d falls of ever-streaming
Such, and so many, and the cha
Of all the pious matrons through
Perhaps may melt this adamantin
Not yet! Nay, hang your bodies
Some on his arms, and some upoi
And lay this innocent about his 1
This little smiling image of his £
See how he bends, and stretches
Oh all you pitying pow'rs of the
His pretty eyes, ruddy and wet w

Like two burst cherries rolling in
Plead for our griefs more than a t

Fun. Yes, yes, my father will
And spare my brothers 5 oh, I'kr
Why, do you think he ever was ii
What, to cut off their heads? Iy
He will not ; no, he only meant t
As he will me, when I have done

LILIEPUE P
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104 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS, 42 7.
And doyou think be has the heart to kill “em?

No, no, he would not cut their little fingers

For all the world ; or if he should I'm sure

The Gods would pay him for't.

Brat. What hoa! Without there !

Slaves, villains, ha! Are not my orders heard ? .

Hor. Oh Brutus, see, they are too well perform*d !
Sec here the bodies of the Roman youth
All headless by your doom, and there Tiberius.

Ter. See, Sir, behold, is mot this horrid slaughter,
This cutting off one limb from your own body, -«
Is’t not enough ? Oh, willit not suffice
To stop the mouth of the most bloody law ?
Oh, it were highest sin to make a doubt,
To ask you now to save the innocent Titus,
The common wish and general petition
Of all the Roman senate, matrons, wives,
Widows, and babas; nay, e’en the madding people
Cry out at last that treason is reveng'd,

And ask no more : oh, therefore spare him, Sirt

Brut. I must not hear you : hark, Valerius.

Ter. By all these wounds upon my virgin breast,
Which I have suffer'd by your cruelty,

Aitho’ you promis'd Titus to defend me—

Sersp. Yet hold thy bloody hand, tyrannic Brutus,

And I'il forgive thee for that headless horror :
Grant me my Titus, oh in death I ask thee !
Thou hast already broke Sempronia’s heart,
Yet I will pardon that so Titus live.

Al, ciuel judge! thou pitiless avenger!
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Why, my Valerius, did’st thon rob my justice ?

Titus. 1 wrought him to it, Sir, that thus in death
I might have leave to pay my last obedience,
And beg your blessing for the other world.

Ter. Oh do not take it, Titus ; whate’er comes
From such a monstrous nattre must be blasting.
Ab, thou inhuman tyrant! but alas
I loiter bere, when Titus stays for me :
Look here, my love, thou shalt not be before me.

[Stabs berself.
Thus, to thy arms then : oh, make haste, my Titus, !
I'm got already in the grove of death ;
The heav'n is all benighted, not one star
‘To light us through the dark and pathless m=
I have lost thy spirit; oh, I grope about
K iij
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But cannot find thees Now I sink in shadows. .
[Dses.
Titus. 1 eome. thou matchleu virtae, Oh my heart!
Farewel, my love, we'll meet in heav’n again |
My Lord, I hope your justice isaton’d § -
I hope the glorious liberty of Rome, .
‘Thus water'd by the blood of both your sons,
Will get imperial growth and flourish long.
_ Brut. ‘Thou hast so nobly borne thyself in dying, -
‘That not to bless thee were to curse myself ;
_Therefore I give thez thus my last embrace,
Print this last kiss upon thy trembling lips :
And ere thou goest I beg thee to report me
To the great shades of Romulus and Numa,
Just with that majesty and rugged virtue
‘Which they inspir’d, and which the world has seen,
So, for I see thou’rt gone, farewel for ever!
Eternal Jove, the King of Gods and men,
Reward and crown thee in the other worl d1
Titas, What happiness has life to equal this ?
" By all the Gods I would not live agam 3
For what can Jove, or all the Gods, give more,
‘To fall thus crown'd with virtue's.fullest charms,
And die thus blest in such a father's arms? + [ Dies,
Val. He's gone 5 the gallant spirit's fled for ever.
“How fares this noble vessel, that is robb’d
Of all its wealth, spoil'd of its topmost glory,
And now lies floating in this world of ruin?
Rrag, Peace, consul, peace | let us not soil the pomp
this majestic fate with woman's brawls.
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Kneel fathers, friends, kneel, all you Roman people,

Hush'd as dead calms, while I conceive a pray'r

‘That shall be worthy Rome, and woithy Jove.
Val. Inspire him, Gods, and thou, oh Rome, attend |
Brut. Let Heav'n wnd Earth for ever keep their

bound, .

‘The stars unshaken go théir constant round ;

In harmless labour be our steel employ’d,

And endless peace through all the woild enjoy*d :

Let every bark the waves in safety plough,

No angry tempest curl the ocgan’s brow ;

No darted flames from Heav'n make mortals fear,

Nor thunder fright the weeping passenger ;

Let not poor swains for storms'atharvest mourn,

But smile to see their hoards of bladed corn :

No dreadful con ets threaten from the skies,

No venom fall, nor pois’nous vapours rise.

Thou Jove, who dost the fates of empires doom,

Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome.

A






[AVe SWOTR 10 $IANA, ANA eV 1Y Judge defy ;
But awby each bullying critic show'd I name

A judge, wbhose only business is to damn ?

W bile you your arbitrary fist adevance

At awit, and dust it like a boor of France ;

W bo awithout show of reason or pretence
Condemn a man to die for speaking sense ;

Howe'er awe term'd you once the wise, the strong,

Know awe bawe birne your impotence too long ;

You that abowe your sires presume 1o soar,-

And are but copies daub’d in mimiature ;

You that bave notbing right in beart nor Mgw,
But only to be resolute in wwreng

Who sense affe with such an dwkward air,

As if @ Frenchman shonld become severe ;

Or an Italian make bis wife & jest,

Like Spaniards pleasant, or like Dutchmen drest ;

























