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T O

Her Royal Highnels,

*^t^,.i; KJii
,
.itk

. '^^'^i ^.\ ^

MADAM..
,^

^i^^ HAT high Station, which, by
Your Birth You hold above the

People, exads from every one^

as a Duty/ whatever Honours
_. „.— — —

^

t/ "^

they are capable of paying to Your Royal

Highnels: But that more exalted Place, to

whichj Your Vertucs have rais'd You, a-

A bove



e Dedicatory,

bove the reft of Princes, makes the Tribute

of our Admiration and Praife^ rather a choice

more immediately preventing that Duty.

1 he Publick Gratitude^ is ever founded on

a Publick Benefit ; and what is univerially

blefs'd, is always an univerfal Bleffing Thus
from Your felf, we derive the Offerings which

we bring ; and that Incenle which arifes to

Your Name, only returns to its Original,^

and but naturally requi|^s the Parent of its

,

Being-

From hence it is that this Poem conftitu-

ted on a Morai^ whofe End is to recommend

and to encourage Vertue, of confequence has

recourfe to Your Royal Highneis's Patron-

age ; afoiring to caft it Mi Beneath Youx
Feet^ and declining Approbation, till You.

fhall.cpodefcend^to own it, and vouchsafe to

ftine,,upon ix, as.oh„u Creature of Your
nfluence. „ ^ ,. ^ .^,^^ r

.;...^
,rT

. 'Tis from the Example of Princes, that

Vertue., .becomes a Fafliioo in the People^

^pr^ey^n thqy who are averle to Iiiftrudion^

wiir^yet be fond of Imitation.



the Epjile Dedicatory.

But there are Multitudes, who never can

have Means^ nor Opportunities of fo near

an Accefs^ as to partake of the I3enefit of

fuch Examples^ And to thefe, Tragedy^

which diftinguiihes it felf from the Vulgar

Poetry^ by the Dignity of its Charaders^

may be of \J[c and Information. For they

who are at that diftance from Original Great-

nels, as to be depriv'd of the Happinefs of

Contemplating the PerfeSions and real Ex-

cellencies of Your Royal Highnels's Perfon,

in Your Court ^ may yet behold fome Imall

Sketches and Imaeings of the Vertues of Your
ind^ abftraded ^ and reprefented in the

Theatre.

Thus Poets are inftruded/ and inftruci:;

not alone by Precepts which perfoade^ but

alio by Examples which iliuftrate. Thus is

Delight interwoven with Inftruftion ; when

not only Vertue is preicrib'd^ but alfo re-

prefented.

But if we are delighted with the Livelynels

of a feign d Reprelentation of Great and

Good Perfbns and their Adions ; how muft

A 2 we



T^he Epiftle^ Dedicatory.

we be charm'd with beholding the Perfons

themfelves? If one or two excelling Quali-

ties^ barely touched in the fingle Adion, and

finall Compais of a Play^ can warm an Au-
dience^ with a Concern and llegard even

for the feeming Succefs and Profperity of the

ASor : VVlth what Zeal muft the Hearts of

all be iilFd^ tor the continued and encreafing

Happinefs of thofe^ who are the true and li-

ving Inftances of Elevated and Perliftinc^ Ver-

tue ?. Even the Vicious themielves muft have

a fccret Feneration for thole peculiar Graces

and Endowments^ which are daily lb emi-

nently confpicuous in Your Royal Highnefs

;

and though repining, feel a Pleafure which

in fpite of Envy they per-force approve.

If in this Piece^ humbly offer'd to Your
Royal Highnefs^ there fliali appear the Re-
femblance of any one of thole many Excel-

lencies which You fo promifcuouily poffeis^

to be drawn fo as to merit Your leaft Ap-
probation^ it has the End and AccomplilTi-

ment of its Defign. And however imperftd

fx>oi.k



The Eftjrle Dedicatory.

it may be in the Whole^ through the Inex-

perience or Incapacity of the Author, yet,

if there is fo much as to convince Your
Royal Highnels, that a Play may be with

Induftry fo dilpos'd (in fpight of the licenti-

ous Pradice of the Modern Theatre) as to

become fometimes an innocent, and not un-

profitable Entertainment ; it will abundantly

gratifie the Ambition and Recompence the

Endeavours of.

Tour Royal Highnefs't

Moft Obedient, and

moft humbly Devoted Servant.

William Cengreve.



Spoken by Mr. Betterton.

H E Tune has been when Tlays were not fo plenty^

And a lefs Number New^ would well content ye.

New Thtys did then like Almanacks appear 5

And One was thought fuffic'imt for a Year :

Tho they are more like Almanacks of late ;

For in One lear^ I thmk they re out of Date.

Nor ipere they without ^afon joind together
^

For juft as One prognofticates the Weather^

How plentiful the Cropj or fcarce the Grain^

What Veals of Thunder^ and what Slmvrs of ^in

;

So toother can foretel by certain ^les

What Crops of Coxcombs^ or what Flouds of Fools,

In Juch like Prophecies ivcre ^oets skilFd^

Which now they find in their own Tribe fdfilfd

:

The Dearth of Wit they did fo long prefage^

Is falfn on uSj and almoji Jiaryes^ the Stage,

Were you not grieVd^ as often as you faw

^oor ASlors threfh juch empty Sheafs of Straw ?

Toiling and laboring at their Lungs Expence^

To fiart a Jefi^ or force a little Sence,

Hard



PROLOGUE.
Hard Fate for us ! Ji'ill harder in tJ) Event ;

Our Authors Sin^ but we alone repent.

Still they proceed^ and^ at our Charge^ write ivorfe j

'Twere jonie Amends if they could, reimhtrfe :

(But there s the DeVd^ thd their Caufe is lojl^

There's no recoVring Damages or Cojl,

Good Wks^ forgive this Liberty we take.,

Since Cuftome gives the Lofers leave to fpeah

^ut if provokdy your dreadful Wrath remains

j

lake your ^eVenge upon the coming Scenes

:

For that damnd Toefs fpard who dams a Brothery

As one Thief fcapes^ that executes another.

Thus foTy ahne does to the Wits relate ;

^ut from the reft^ we hope a better Fate.

To pleafe and moVe^ has been our Poets Theme^

Art may direB^ but Nature is his aim

;

And Nature tnifsdy in Vain he boafls his Art^

For only Nature can affeEl the Heart.

Then freely judge the Scenes that fhall enfue^

Sut as with Freedom^ judge tmtb Candour too.

He woud not loofe thro' Prejudice his Caufe ;

Nor woud obtain percarioufjy Applaufe.

Impartial Cenfure^ he requefls from ally

frepardj by jufl decrees to fand^ or fall



ramatis.
'Anuel^ the King of Granada,

Gonfalez^ his Favourite.

Garcia^ Son to Gonfalez.

Perez^ Captain of the Guards.

Alonzo^ an Officer, Creature to Gonfalez.

Ofmyn, a Noble Prifoner

:

Heli, a Prifoner, his Friend,

Selm, an Eunuch.

WOMEN.
Aimer/a, the Princefs of Granada.

Zara^ a Captive Queen.

Leonora^ chief Attendant on the Princefs.

Women^ Eunuchs^ and Mutes attending

Guards^ &c./

Mr. Verhuggen.

Mr. Sanford.

Mr. Scudamour.

Mr. Freeman.

Mr. Arnold.

Mr. Betterton.

Mirt Boman.

Mi*. Baily.

Mrs. Bracegirdle.

Mrs. Barry,

Mrs. Boman.

Zara. . .

The Scene GKANABA

THE



THE

iog Brida

A C T I. S C E N E L

A Room of State.

The Curtain rifng flowly to /oft Mufickj difcovers Almeria

in Mourning , Leonora waiting in Mourning,

After th^ Mufick Almeria rifes from her Chair^ and

comes forward.

Aim. "^ M Ufick has Charms to footh a favage Breafl:^

To foften Rocks, or bend a knotted Oak.

iVe read, that things inanimate have mov'd,

And as with living Souls, have been inform'd,

By Magick Numbers, and perfuafive Sound.

V/hat then am I ? Am I more fenfelefs grown
Than Trees, or Flint ? O Force of contlant Woe

!

'Tis not in Harmony to calm my Griefs.

Anfelmo lleeps, and is at Peace ; lafl Night,

The filent Tomb receiv'd the good Old King
j

He and his Sorrows now are lafely lodg'd

Within its cold, but hofpitable Bofom.
Why am not I at Peace ? [ Weep,

B LeoHi



2 The Mourning Bride.

Leon. For Heaven s fake, dear Madam, moderate

Your Griefs, there is no Caufe-

Jim. Peace No Caufe ! yes, there is. Eternal Caufe^

And Mifery Eternal will focceed.

Thou canft not tell thou haft indeed no Caufe*

Leo. Believe me, Madam, I lament Anfelma^

And always did companionate his Fortune j

Have often wept, to fee how cruelly

Your Father kept in Chains, his Fellow-King :

'

And oft at Night, when all have been retir'^d,

Have ftoUn from Bed, and to his Prifon crept

:

Where, while his Gaoler fiept, I thro' the Grate
'

Have foftly whifper'd, and enquir'd his Health
;

Sent in my Sighs and Pray'rs for his Deliv'rance 5.

For Sighs and Pray'rs were all that I could ofler.

Aim. hideed thou haft a foft and gentle Nature,

That thus couldft melt to fee a Stranger's Wrongs.

O Leonora^ hadft thou known ^^{/d'/wf?,

How would thy Heart Imve bled to fee his SufF'rings

!

Thou hadft no Caufe, but general Compaifion.

Leo. My Love of you, my Royal Miftrefs, gave me Caufe^

My Love of you begot my Grief for him,

For Ihad heard, that when the Chance of Wan
Had blefs'd Anfelmds Arms with Yidory,
And the rich Spoil of all the Field, and you
The Glory of the \^'hoie, M'ere made the Prey

Of his Succefs ; that then, in fpite of Hate,

Revenge, and that Hereditary Feud

Entail'd between VaUntids, and Granada s Kings

;

He did endear himfelf to your Afledion,

By all the worthy and indulgent ways,.

His moft induftrious Goodnefs could invent f

.

Propofmg by a Match betv«-'een Alphonfo

His Son, the brave K-^/?;?^/^ Prince, andyoUj..

To ^sA the long Dillention, and unite. ^ -

The Jarring Crowns.
Aim. O Alphonfo^ Alphonfo I thou art too'

At Peace 5 Father and Son are now no more^'—-—=••

To



1 be Mourntng bride. ?
Then why am I? O when lliall I have Reft?
Why do I live to fay you are no more ?

Why are all thefe things thus ?
— •

Is there neceflity I mud be mifemble >

Is it of Moment to the Peace of Heav'n
That I lliould be afflidted thus ? if not,

Why is it thus contriv'd ? Why are things laid

By fome unfeen Hand, fo, as of confequence

They mull: to me bring Curfes, Grief of Heart,

The laft Diflrefs of Lite, and fure Defpair.

Leo. Alas you fearch too far, and think too deeply. :

Aim. Why v/as I carried to Anfelmds Court ? •

Or, when there, why was I us'd fo tenderly >

Why did he not ufe me like an Enemy >

For fo my Father would have us'd iiis Child.

Alphonfo, Alphonfo I

Devouring Seas have waili'd thee from my fight,

But there's no time fliall rafe thee from my Memory,
No, I will live to be thy Monument

;

The cruel Ocean would deprive thee of a Tomb,
But in my Heart thou art interr'd, there, there,

Thy dear Refemblance is for ever fixt

;

My Love, my Lord, my Husband flill, though lofL

Leo. Husband ! O Heav'ns

!

Aim. What have I faid i

My Grief has hurry'd me beyond all Thought.

1 would have kept that Secret ; though I know
Thy Love and Faith to me, deferve all Confidence.

But 'tis the Wretches Comfort ftill to have

Some fmall referve of near and inward Woe,
Some unfufpeded hoard of darling Grief,

Which they unfeen, * may wail, and weep, and mourn.
And Glutton-like alone devour.

Leo. Indeed I knew not this.

Aim. O no, thou know'ft not half— thou know'fl flOthi«g—
' If thou didfl !

if I iliould tell thee, wbuldfi: thou pity me ?

Tell me ? I know thou wouldfl, thou art compafTionateo

B % ' Lei,



i^ 1 he Mourning hnde.

Leo. Wltnefs thefe Tears •

Aim. I thank thee-— indeed I do-

I thank thee, that thou'lt pity thy fad Miftrefs ; -

For 'tis the poor Prerogative of Greatnefs,

To be wretched and unpitied

But I did promife I would tell thee- • What >

My Griefs ? Thou dolt already know 'em

:

And when I faid thou didil know nothing,

It was becaufe thou didil not know Alphonfo :

For to have known my Lofs, thou muft have known
His Worth, his Truth, and Tendernefs of Love.

Leo. The Memory of that brave Prince (lands fair

In all Report

And I have heard imperfedly his Lois
|

But fearful to renew your Troubles pall,

I never did prelume to ask the Story.

,

Aim. If for my fwelling Heart I can, Fll tell thee,

I was a welcome Captive in Falentia^

Ev'n on the Day when Manuel^ my Father,

Led on his conqu'ring Troops, high as the Gates

Of King Anfelmds Pallace ,• which in Rage
And Heat of War, and dire Revenge, he iij'd.

Whilll the good King, to lliun approaching Flames,

Started amidll his Foes, and made Captivity his Refuge

»

Would I had perilh'd in tliofe Flames—

—

But 'twas not fo decreed.

Alphonfo^ who forefaw my Father's Cruelty,

Had born the Queen and me, on board a Ship

Ready to fail, and when this News was brought,

We put to Sea ; but being betray'd by fome
Who knew our Flight, we clofely were purfu d, •

And almoil taken ; when a fudden Storm",

Drove us and thole that follow'd, on the Coafl

Of Africk : There our Veflel ilruck the Shore^

And bulging 'gainll a Rock, was dalli'd in pieces.

But Heav'n fpared me for yet more Afflicfiion 1 .

Conduding them who follow'd us, to ftiun

The Shoal, and fave me floating on the Waves,

While



The Mourning Bride. 5
While the good Queen and my Alphonfo perifh'd.

Leo. Alas ! were you then wedded to Alphonfo ?

Aim. That Day, that fatal Day, our Hands were joyn'd:

For when my Lord beheld the Ship purfuing,

And faw her Rate fo far exceeding ours
;

He came to rrie, and beg'd me by my Love,

I would confent the Prieil; might make us one

;

That whether Death, or Vidt)ry enfu'd,

I might be his, beyond the Power of future Fate

:

The Queen too, did affifl his Suit I granted.

And in one Day, was wedded, and a Widow.
Leo. Indeed 'twas mournful •

Aim. 'Twas that,

For which, I mourn, and will for ever mourn

;

Nor will I cliange thefe black and difiiial Robes,

Or ever dry thefe fwoll'n, and watry Eyes
;

Or, ever tafte content, or peace of Heart,

While I have Life, or Memory of my Alphonjo.

Leo. Look down good Heav'n, with Pity on her Sorrows^

And grant, that Time may bring her fome Relief.

Aim. O no ! Time gives Encreafe to my Afflidtioas.

The circling Hours, that gather all the Woes,

Which are diffus'd thro' the revolving Year,

Come, heavy-laden with the oppreffing Weight
To me ; with me, fucceilively, they leave

The Sighs, the Tears, the Groans,- the refllefs Cares,

And all the Damps of Grief, that did retard their Flight
i

They fliake their downy ¥/ings, and fcatter all

The dire colleded Dews, on my poor Head

;

Then fly with Joy and Swiftnefs from me.
Leo. Heark

!

The diftant Shouts, proclaim your Fathers Triumph ,•

[Shouts at a Diftance^

O ceafe, for Heaven's Sake, afKvage a little.

This Torrent of your Grief; for, much I fear

It will incenfe him, thus to fee you drown'd
la Tears, when Joy appears in every other Face.

Aim,



'The Mourning Bride.

Aim. And Joy he brings to every other Heart,

But double, double Weight of Woe to mine
;

For with him Garcia comes Garcia^ to whom
I mud be facrific'd, and all the Faith

And Vows I ga¥e my Dear Alphonfo^ bafeiy

Violated "

No, it Hiaii never be ; for I will die firll,

Die ten thoufand Deaths ^Look down, look down \KMeU^
Alphonfo^ hear the Sacred Vow I make

;

Leave for a Moment to behold Eternal Blifs,

And bend thy Glorious Eyes to Earth and me |

And thou Anfelmo^ if yet thou art arriv'd

Thro' all Impediments, of purging Fire,

To that bright Heav'n, where my Alphonfo reigns.

Behold thou alfo, and attend my Vow.
If ever I do yield, or give confent,

By any Adion, Word or Thought, to wed
Another Lord ; may then juft Heav'n lliow'r down
Unheard of Gurfes on me, greater far

,

(If fucli there be in angry Heavns Vengeance}

Than any I have yet endur'd——- and now [^{/%.
Methinks my Heart has fome Relief: Having
Difcharg'd this Debt, incumbent on my Love.

Yet, one Thing more, I would engage from thee.

Leo. My Heart, my Life and Will, are only yours.

Aim. I thank thee. 'Tis but this ; anon, when all

Are bufied in the General Joy, that thou

Wilt privately with me,

Steal forth, and vifit good Anfelmos Tomb.
Leon. Alas ! I fear Tome fatal Refolution.

Aim. No, on my Life, my Faith, I mean no Violence.

Ifeeil I'm more at.large,

Since I have made this Vow :

Perhaps I would repeat it- there more Iblemnly.

*Tis that, or fome fuch Melancholy Thought,
Upon my Word no more.

Leon. 1 will attend you.



The Mourning Bride.

Enter Alonzo.

Alon. The Lord Gonfalez com^s to tefl your Higlmefs

Of the Kings approach.

Aim, Condud him m% [Exit AloH.^

That's liis Pretence. I know his Errand is

To fill my Ears, with Garcia s valiant Deeds
;

And \\ith his Artful Tongue, to gild and magnific.

His Sons Exploits.

But I am arm'd, with Ice around my Heart,

Not to be warm'd with Words, nor idle Eloquence.

Enter Gonfalez; {Bowing very HumUy,.

Gvnf. Be every Day of your long Life like this.

The Sun, bright Conquell, and your brighter Eyes,.,

Have all confpir'd, to blaze promifcuous Light,

And blefs this Day with mod unequal Lufh'e,

Your Royal Father, my Vidorious Lord,

.

Loaden with Spoils, and ev^rrliving Lawrel,

,

Is entring now, in Martial Pomp the Pallace.

Five Hundred Mules, precede his folemn March,

Which groan beneath the W^eight of Moorijh Wealth*'

Chariots of War, adoi^n'd Vv ith glittering Gems,

Succeed 5 and next, a Hundred neighing Steeds,

White as the fleecy Rain on Alpine Hills

;

Tkat bound, and foam, and champ the Golden Bit^

"

As they difdain'd the Vidory they grace.

Prifoners of War in lliining Fetters, foliov/;

And Captains of the Noblefl Blood of Affrick,

Sweat by his Chariot Wheel, and lick, apd grind

With gnalliing Teeth, the Dull his Tryumphs raile.

The fwarming Populace, fpread every Wall,

And cling, as if with Claws they did enforce

Their Hold, thro' clifted Stones ; ftretching, and flaraig^'

As they were all of Eyes, and every Limb
Would feed his Faculty of Admiration,



8 The Mourning Bride.

While you alone retire, and Ihun this Sight

;

This Sight, which is indeed not feen (tho' twice

The Multitude fliould gaze)

In Abfence of your Eyes. -

Aim. My Lord, my Eyes ungratefully behold

The gilded Trophies of exterior Honours.

Nor will my Ears be charm'd with founding Words,

Or pompous Phrafe ; the Pageantry of Souls.

But that my Father is return'd in Safety,

I bend to Heav'n with Thanks and Humble Praife.

Gonf, Excellent Princefs

!

But 'tis a Task unfit for my weak Age,

With dying Words, to offer at your Praife.

Garcia, my Son, your Beauties lowelt Slave,

Has better done;

In proving with his Sword, upon your Foes

The Force and Influence of your matchlefs Charms.

Aim. I doubt not of the Worth of Garcia's Deeds,

Which had been brave, tho' I had ne'er been born.

Leon. Madam, the King. [Florijh.

Aim. My Women. I would meet him.

{Attendants to Almeria enter in Mourning.

Symphony of Warlike Mufick. Enter the King^ attended ly Gar-

cia and feveral Officers. Files of Prifoners in Chains, and

Guards, who are rangedin Order, round the Stage, Almeria meets

the King and kneels: afterwards Gonfelez kneels and, kijfes

the Kings Hand, while Garcia does the fame to the Princefs.

King. Almeria, rife — My bed Gonfalez rife.

What Tears! my good old Friend.— —
Gonf. But Tears of Joy. To fee you thus, has fill'd

My Eyes with more Delight, than they can hold.

King, By Heav'n thou lov'fl me, and I'm pleas'd thou do'fl \

Take it for Thanks, Old Man, That I rejoice

To fee thee weep on this Occafion—-But fome
Here are who feem to mourn at our Succefs 1

How is it Almeria, that you meet our Eyes

Upon



The Mourning Bride.

Upon this folemn Day, in thefe fad Weeds ?

You, and yours, are all, in oppofition

To my Brightnefs, like Daughters of AfHidion.

'

- -

Aim. Yorgvvc me, Sir, if I offend.

The Year, which I have vow'd to pay to Heav'n,

In Mourning, and ftridt Life, for my Deliverance

From Death, and Wreck of the tempefluous Sea, •

Wants yet to be expired.

King. Your Zeal to Heav'n is great ; fo is your Debt -

Yet fomething too is due to me, who gave

Tlaat Life, which Heav'n preferv'd. A Day beitow'd

In Filial Duty, had aton'd and giv n
A Difpeniation to your Vow-*^— No'more.

*Twas weak and wilful and a Woman s Errour,

Yet upon thought, it doubly wounds my fight,

To fee that Sable worn upon the Day
Succeeding that, in which our deadliell Foe,

Hated Anjelmo^ was'interr'd By HeaV'n,

It looks as thou didft mourn for him : Juft as

Thy fenfelefs Vow appeared to bear its Date,

Not from that Hour, wherein thou wert preferv'dj

But that, wherein the curs'd Alphonfo perifli'd.

Ha ! what ? thou dofl not weep to think of that ?

Gorif. Have patience. Royal Sir, the Princeft ^veeps

To have offended you. If Fate decreed,

One pointed Hour lliould be Alphonfos Lofs,

And her Deliverance ; Is ilie to blame ?

King. I tell thee llie's to blame, not to have fealled

When my iiril; Foe was laid in Earth, fach Enmity,

xSuch Detedation, bears my Blood to his
;

My Daughter iliould have revelfd at his E^eath.-

. She.lliould have made thefe Pailace Wails to ihake,

And all this high and ample Roof to ring

With her Rejoicings. What, to mourn, and weep

;

llien, then, to weep, and pray, and grieve ? By Heavn,
There's not a Slave/ a ihaclded Slave of mine,

But iliould have fmil'd that Hour, through all his Cafe,

And lliook his Chains in Tranfport, and rude Harm.ony.

C GOrlf.
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10 The Mourning Bride,

Gonf. What {he has done, was jn excels of Goodnefs;

Betray'd by too much Piety, to feem

As if file had offended.

Kimg. To feem is to commit, at this Conjundure.

I woiinot have the feeming of a Sorrow feen .

To day Retire, diveil your felf with fpeed

Cf that oflenfive black ; on me be all

The Violation of your Vow.
You fiand excufed that I command it.

Gar. kneeling. Your Pardon, Sir, if I prefume fo fari>,

As to remind you of your gracious Ptomhe.

King. Rife, Garcia- —i forgot. Yet ik.2.y^ Aimeria.

Aim. O my boding Heart What is your Pleafure, Sir

King. Draw near, and give your hand ; and, Garcia^ yours

:

Receive this Lord, as one whom I have found
'

Worthy to be your Husband, and my Son.

Gar. Thus let me kneel to take O not to take.

But to devote, and yield my lelf for ever .

The Slave and Creature of my Royal Miftrels.

Gonf. O let me proflrate, pay my worthlefs Thanks
For this high Honour.'

King. No more • my Promife long fmce pafs'd, thy Loyalty,
And Garcia s well-try'd Valour, all oblige me. ' ^

This Day we triumph ; but to morrow's Sun
vShall lliine on Garcia*s Nuptials.

Aim. Oh!—

—

—- [Faints.

Gar. Alas, ilie faints ! help to fupport her.

GonJ. ,She recovers.

King. A Bridal Qualm ; foon ofn How is t. Aimeria ?

Aim. A fudden Chilnefs feizes on my Spirits.

Your Leave, Sir, to retire.

King. Garcia^ condud her.

[ Garcia leadsAlmtn^ to the Door, and returns.

J his idle Vov/ hangs on her Woman's Fears.

Hi have a Frieft fliall preach her from her Faith,

And make it Sin, not to renounce tliat Vow,
Which i'd have broken.

[ Trumpets.

Enter
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Enter Alonzo.

Offic. The beauteous Captive, Zara^ is arriv'd,

And with a Train, as if flie flili were Wife

To Alhucacim ; and the Moor had conquered.

King. It is our Will ilie lliould be fo attended.

Bear hence thefe Prifoners. Garcia, which is he,

Of whofe mute Valour you relate fuch Wonders ?

[ Frijoners led off.

Gar. Ofinyn^ who led the Moorijh Horfe ; he does,

Great Sir, at her Requeft, attend on Zara.

King. He is your Prifoner, as you pleafe difpofe him.

Gar. I would oblige him, but he lliuns my Kindnefs

;

And with a haughty Mien, and ftern Civility

Dumbly decHnes all Offers : if he fpeak

'Tis fcarce above a word ; as he were born

Alone to do, and did difdain to talk

;

At leafc, to talk where he muit not command.
King, Such fullennefs, and in a Man fo brave,

Muft have fome other Caufe than his Captivity.

Did Zara^ then, requeil he might attend her ?

Gar. My Lord, Die did.

King. That join'd with his Behaviour,

Begets a Doubt. I'd have em watch'd : perhaps

Her Chains hang heavier on him than his own.

Flourijh ; and Enter 7.'3X2i and Ofrnyn hound ; conduced hy Perez

and a Guard, and attended hy Selim , and feveral Mutes and

Eunuchs in a Train.

King. What Welcome, and what Honours, beauteous Zara^

A King and Conquerour can give, are yours. ^ ,.,. u^t *

A Conquerour indeed, where you are won j
" *4

Who with fuch Lufcre, flrike admiring Eyes, '^ a'^^'A

That had our Pomp, been with your Prefence grac'd, ";

Th' expeding Crowd had been deceiy'd; and feen

Their Monarch enter not Triumphant, but ^_; '.^

In Triumph led
;
your Beauty's Slave. "

.-^^'^'-

^•-'
' C i

'

Zara
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Zam. !f I on any Terms could condefcend

To like Captivity, or tliink thofe Honours,

Which Conquerours in Courtefie bellow^

Of equal Value, with unborrow cl Rule,

And Native Right to Arbitrary Sway ;

I might be pleas'd when I behold this Train

With uhiai Homage wait. But when I feel

Thefe Bonds, I look with loathing on my felf

;

And icorn vile Slavery, tlio' doubly hid

Beneath Mock-Praifcs, and diilembled State.

A'/ng. Thofe Bonds ! 'twas my Command you lliould be free t

How durll you, Perez^ difobey me ?
"

' .

Perez. Great Sir. , . -

Your Order was, ihe iliould not wait your Triumph •

But at fome diftance follow, thus attended,

K/^g. Tis falfe ; 'twas more ;, I bad llie lliould be free'

:

If not in Words, I bad it by my Eyes.

Ker Eyes, did more than bid -—- free her and hers,

With Ipeed yet flay—* - my Elands alone can make
Fit rellitution here Thus, I relcafe you,

And by releafing you enilave my felf.

Zara. Favours conferr'd, tho' when tinfought, deferve

Acknowledgment from Noble Minds. Such Thanks
As one hating to be oblig'd

Yet hating more, Ingratitude, can pay,

I offer.

Kmg. Born to excel, and to command 1

As by tranfcendent Beauty to attrad:

All Eyes, fo by Preheminence of Soul

To rule all Hearts.

Garcia, what's he, \\^ho with contraded Brow,

[ Beholding Ofmyn as they unhind him.

And fullen Port, glooms downward with his Eyes •

At once regardleis of his Chains, or Liberty ?

- Gar, That, Sir, is OfrAyn,

King, He anfwers well, the Charader you gave Iiijn,

Whence comes it, valiant Ofmyn^ that a Man
So great ia Arras, as thou art faid to be^

So
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So ill can brook Captivity
;

The common Chance of War ? _
Ofm. Becaufe Captivity has robb d me of a juft Revenge.

Khg. I underlland not that.

OJTYi. I would not have you.

Zara. That Gallant Moo}\ in Battle lofl a Friend

Whom more than Life he lov'd ; and the Regret,

Of not revenging on his Foes, that Lois,

Has caus'd this Melancholy and Defpair.

King. She does excufe him j 'tis as I fufpeded. [ To GonC
GoTif. That Friend may be her felf ; (liow no Refentment

Of his Arrogance yet ; llie looks concern'd.

King. I'll have Enquiry made j his Friend may be

A Prifoner. His Name ?

Zar, Heli.

King. Garcia^ be it your Care to make that fearcL

It fhall be mine to pay Devotion here

;

At this fair Shrine, to lay my Laurels down,
And raife Love s Altar on the Spoils of War.

Conqueft and Triumph, now, are mine no more j

Nor will I Vidory in Camps adore :

For, ling'ring there, in long fufpence llie flands,^j,^..r^

Shifting the TMze in unrefolving Hands :
'

^ l>iii^xi
'

-

1

Unus'd to wait, I broke through her Delay, '
•

, ^

"

Fix'd her by Force, and fnatch'd the doubtful Day, ^
But late, I find, that War is but her Sport

;

^
In Love the Goddefs keeps her awful Court

:

Fickle in Fields, unfteadily llie flyes,

But rules with fettled Sw^}^ in Zards Eyes. [ Ex. Omne^

Tl?e End of the Firjl AB,

... i
^'^.

I. *-VV»a)

mm -J. . y— . ..
'
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ACT 11. SCENE L

^prefenting the Ik of a Temfle,

Enter Garcia, Heli and'Vtx^z.

GarT't ^His Way, we're told, Ofmyn was feen to walk
j

1^ Choofing this lonely Manfion of the Dead,

To mourn, brave '&•//, thy miilaken Fate.

Hel. Let Heav'n with Thunder to the Centre Urike me,

If to arife in very deed from Death,

And to revifit with my long-clos'd Eyes

This living Light, co^ld to my Soul, or Sm(t
Afford a Thought, or Glinipfe of Joy,

In leail Proportion to tlie vail DeHght

I feel, to hear of Ofmyn s Name ; to hear

That Ofmyn lives, and I again fliall fee him.

Gar. Unparaleli'd Fidelity !

iVe heard with Admiration, ofyour Friendlliip
5

And could with equal Joy and Envy, view

Thq||^anfports of your meeting.

Perez. Yonder, my Lord, behold the Noble Moor.

Hel. Where > w^here ?

Gar. I fee him not. ,
r^

"

-

^^' F^r.^lfaw hgn whefl I f|56ke, thwarting my View,
And flridiog with diflemper'd Hafte : his Eyes

Seem'd Flame, and' flafli'd \ipon me \\ith a Glance •

Then forward iliot their Fires, which h(* purfu'd,

As to fome ObjecSt frightful, yet not fear'd.

Gar. Let s hade to lollow him, and know the Caufe.

_ . Hel. My Lord, let me entreat you to forbear :

Leave me alone, to find and cure the Caule.

I know his Melancholy, and fuch Starts

Are ufual to lais Temper. It might raife him
Ta
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lo ad fome Violence upon himfelf,

.

So to be caught in an unguarded Hour,

And when his Soul gives all her PafTions Way,
,

Secure and lopfe in friendly Solitude.

I know his Noble Heart would burfl with Shame
To be furpriz'd by Strangers in its Frailty.

Gar. Go GenVous Heli^ and relieve your Friend.

Far be it from me, officioufly to pry ^

Or Prefs upon the Privacies of others.

Hel. Yare truly Noble. [Exit.

Gar. Ferez^ the King expedls from our return,

To have his Jealoufie confirmed or clear d

Of that appearing Love, which Zara bears .

To Ofmyn ; but fome other Opportunity

Mud make that plain.

Per. To me 'twas long fmce plain,

And every Look of his and hers confels it.

Gar. If fo, Unhappinefs attends, their Love
And I cou d pity em. I hear fome coming,

The Friends perhaps are met ; let us avoid em. [Exeunt.

Enter Almeria ^;?<^ Leonora.

Aim. It was a fancy'd Noife ; for all is huili'd.

Leo. It bore the Accent of a Humane Voice.

Aim-. It was thy Fear ^ or elfe fome tranfient Wind:

Whiftling thro' Hollows of this vaulted lile.

Wellliften—^

'

"
'''^^'

'

Leo. Hark !

Aim. No, all is liudi'd, and ftill as Death—-'Tis dreadful 1

How rev'rend is the Face of this tall Pile,

Whofe antient Pillars rear their Marble Heads,

To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous Roof,

By its own Weight, made ftedfafl, and immoveable^

Looking Tranquility. It flrikes an Awe
And Terror on my aking Sight ; the Tombs-
And Monumental Caves ol Death, look Cold,

And fiioot a Chilnefsto my trembling Heart. '.
- *
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Give me thy Hand, and fpeak to me, nay, (peak,

And let me hear thy Voice
;

My own aftrights me with its Echo s.

Leon, Let us return ; the Horrour of this Place

And Silence, will encreafe your Melancholy,

Aim; It may my Fears, but cannot add to that.

No, I will on : fliew me Anfelmos Tomb,
Lead m^ o er Bones and Skulls, and mouldring Earth -

Of Humane Bodies ; for I'll mix with them,

Or wind me in the Shroud of- fome pale Coarfe

Yet green in Earth, rather' than be the Bride ^ _..

Of Garcia s more deteiled Bed. ' That Thought, '^

Exerts my Spirits j and my prefent Fears

Are loft in dread of greater 111. Shew me.

Lead me, for I am bolder grown : Lead me
Where I may kneel and pay my Vows again

To him, to Fleav n and my Alphonfos Soul.

Leo. I go • but Fleav n can tell with what Regret. [Exetwt,

The Scene opening difcovers a Place of Tomhs, One Monument
fronting the View^ greater than the refl.

Enter Fleli.

Heli I wander thro' this Maze of Monuments,
Yet cannot find him—Flark ! fiire 'tis the Voice

Of onecomplaining—There it founds— I'll follow it. [Exit.

Re-Enter^ Almeria and Leonora.

Leon. Behold the Sacred Vault, within whofe Womb,
Tlie poor Remains of good Anfelmo reft ,•

Yet frcfii and unconfum'd by Time, or Worms.
What do I fee ? O Fleav n ! either my Eyes

Are falie, or ftill the Marble Door remains

Unclos'd ; the Iron Grates that lead to Death

Beneath, are ftill wide ftretch'd upon their Hinge,

Aad ftaring on us with unfolded Leaves.

' Aim.
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Sure, 'tis the Friendly Yawn of Death for me

;

.

And that dumb Mouth, fignificant in Show,

Invites me to the Bed, where I alone

Shall reft ; Ihews me tt^e Grave where Nature wearied.

And long opprefs'd with Woes and bending Cares,

May lay the Burden down, and fmk . in Slumbers

Of Eternal Peace. Death, grim Death, will fold

Me, in his leaden Arms, and prels me clofe

To his cold clayie Breaft : my Father then,

Will ceafe his Tyranny ; and Garcia too

Will fly my pale Deformity with loathing.

My Soul, enlarg'd from its vile Bonds will mounts

And range the Starry Orbs, and Milky Ways,

Of that refulgent World, wherellhall fwim
In liquid Light, and float on Seas of Blifs

To my Alphonfos Soul. O Joy too great

!

O Exllacy of Thought ! help me Anf'elmo :

Help me Alphonfo^ take me, reach thy Hand ;

To thee, to thee I call, to thee Alphonfo.

O Alphonfo.

[ Ofmyn afiending from the Tomh,

Ofm. Who calls that wretched thing, that was Alphonfo >

Aim. Angels, and all the Hoft of heaven fupport me !

Ofm. Whence, is that Voice whole Shrilnefs from the Grave^

And growing to his dead Father's Shrowd^ roots up
Alphonfo ?

Aim. Mercy and Providence ! O (peak to it.

Speak to it quickly, quickly, (peak to me.

Comfort me, help me, hold me, liide me, hide me,
Leonora^ in thy Bofome, from the Light, .

And from my Eyes.

Ofm. Amazement and Illufion ! rivet me
To Earth, and nail me,where I Hand ye JPowers j

[Coming forward.

That motionlels, I may be ftill deceiv'd.

Let me not ftir, nor breath, left I difolve

That tender, lovely Form of painted Air"

So like Almerta. Ha ! it fmks, it falls,

I'll catch it 'ere it goes, and grafp her Shade.

D 'Tis
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'Tis-Life ! 'tis warm ! 'tis ftie ! 'tis llie her felf

!

Nor Dead, nor Shade, but breathing and alive !

It is Aimeria \ 'tis my Wifs i

Enter Heli.

Leon. O Heav'n unfold thefe Wonders !

Alas, ilie llirs not yet, nor lifts her Eyes
;

He too is fainting— help me, help me. Stranger,

Who 'ere thou art, and lend thy Hand to raife

Thefe Bodies. .

Hel. By Heav'n 'tis he, and with-— ha I Aimeria I

Aimeria \ O Miracle of Happinefs

!

Joy unhop'd for, does Almeria live !

Ojm. Where is llie ?

Let me behold and touch her, and be fure

'Tis die ; lliew me her Face, and let me feel

Her Lips with mine— -'Tis llie, I'm not deceiv'd

;

1 tafle her Breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd.

Look up Almeria^ blefs me with thy Eyes ,•

Look on thy Love, thy Lover, and thy Husband,

Look on Alphonfo.

Aim, I've f\^*orn I'll not wed Garcia ^ \\iiy d'ye force me >

Is this a Father ?

Ofm. Thy Father is not here, nor Garcia : I am
Neither, nor \^'hat I feem, but thy Alphonfo.

Wilt thou not know me ? Had thou then forgot

Haft thou thy Eyes, yet can'u; not fee Alphonjo >

Am I fo alter 'd, or, art thou fo chang'd.

That feeing my Difguife, thou feefh not me ?

Aim. It is, it IS Alphonfo^ 'tis his Face,

His Voice, I knov>' him now, I know him all.

O take me to thy Arms, and bear me hence.

Back to the Bottom of the boundlefs Deep,
To Seas beneath, where thou fo long haft dwelt.

O how haft thou return'd ? How halt thou charm'd
The Wildnefs of the Waves and Rocks to this ?

That thus relenting, they have giv'n thee back

To
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To Earth, to Light and Life, :to I^ove and me.

Ofin. O I'll not ask, nor anfwer how, or why,
We both have backward trod the paths of Fate,

To meet again in Life, to know I have thee.

Is knowing more than any Circumftance,

Or Means by which I have thee

To fold thee thus, to prefs thy balmy Lips,

And gaze upon thy Eyes, is fo much Joy

;

I have not Leiiure to refied", or know,
Or trifle time in thinking. •

,
•,.

Aim. Let me look on thee, yet a little more.

OJm. What would'll thou ?.,thou dofl put me from thee.

Aim. Yes. ,i //cii T'c.^l ?:n j-jj hn^i -Ai ^ iJ^g';'^ O'ii'hin^--
Ofm. Why ? j\vhat doft thou raean^ \}'hy doff tjiou gaze k> r

Aim. I know not, 'tis to fee.thy Facel tliixik—^

—

It is too much ! too much to bear and liyQ ! |j'.j^j^! .

To fee him thus again, is f^ch proiiifion ,-f.^j-^,^ ^^^11^^^

Of delight, I cannot bearit-—-r^— I iliali r :;-^^ "

*'

Be mad -^ 1 cannot be transported thus. .

,

Ofm. Thou Excellence, thou Joy, thou Heav not Love ;

Aim. Where hall thou been ? and how art thou- alive ?

How is all this ? All-powerful .Heav'n, what are we

!

O my flrain'dHeartr^— let me behold thee.

For I weep to fee thee—^—-Art thou not paler,

Much, much, alas ^ how, thou art chang'd I

Ofin. Not in my Love.

Aim: No,' rfn0> >thy Griefs have done this to thee.

Thou hail wepjt much z^//'/'<?;?/^ ,- andliear.

Too much lamented me. '

-

,

Ofm. Wrong not my Love, to lay too much.
No more, my lifie,; talk not of Tears or Grief

;

Affiidlion is no more, now thou art found.

Why doll thou weep, and, hold thee from, my x4.rms,

My Arms which ake to fold thee fall, and grow
To thee with twining ? Come, come to my Heart.

Aim. I.will, for I Ihould never look enough.

They wou'd have marry'd me ; but I had fworn

To HeavBiaiid thee ; and fooner \Aou'd liave dy'd— -

—

-

^ ? D z
'

'
'

Ofu.
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Ofm. PerfedHon of all Truth !

Aim, Indeed I woud- Nay, I wou'd tell thee all

If I cou'd rpeak ; how I have mourn 'd and pray'd,

For I have pray'd to thee as to a Saint

:

And thou haft heard my Prayer ; for thou art come

To my Diftrefs, to my Defpair, which Heav'n

Without thee cou'd not cure.

Ofm. Grant me but Life, good Heaven, but length of Days,

To pay fome Part, fome little of this Debt
;

This countlefs Summ of Teijderneis and Love,

For which I ftand engag'd to this All-excellence :

Then, bear me in a Whirl-wind to my Fate •

Snatch me from Life, and cut me iliort unwarn'd :

Then, then 'twill be enough I lliall be Old.

I fhall have liv'd beyond all ^rds then.

Of yet unmeafur'd Time, • when I have made
This exquifite, amazing Goodnefs,

Some Recompence of Love and matchlefs Truth.

Aim. 'Tis more th^n Recompence, to fee thy Face

:

If Heaven is greater Joy, it is no Happineis,

For 'tis not to be born— What lliall I (ay ?

I have a thoufand Things to know, and ask,

And fpeak • That thou art here, beyond all Hope,
All Thought,- that allkt once, thou art before me,
And with fuch Suddennels, hail hit my Sight ;,

Is fuch Surprize, fuch Myftery, fuch Exftacy^

As hurries all my Soul, and dozes my weak Senfe.

Sure, from thy Father's Tomb, thou didft arife !

OJm. I did, and thou did call me.
Aim. How cameft thou there ? wert thou alone >

Ofm. I ^^'as, and lying on my Father's Lead ,•

W hen broken Echoes of a diftant Voice,

Difturb'd the Sacred Silence of the Vault,

In Murmurs round my Head. I rofe and liilened ;

And thought, I heard thy Spirit call Alphonfo.

I thought I faw thee too ; but O, I thought not
I indeed Ihou'd fee thee

Aim. But (till, how cameil thee hither ? how thus ? —Ha \

Wlifit's
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What's he, that lilce thy felf, is flarted here

Ere feeii ?

Ofin. Where ? ha ! what do I fee ? Antonio here 1

My Friend too fafe

!

Hel. Moil happily, in finding you thus blefs'd.

Aim. More Miracles ! Antonio too efcap'd !

Ofm. And twice efcapd, both from the Wreck of Seas,

And Rage of War : For in the Fight, I faw

Him fall.

Hel. But fell unhurt, a Prifoner as your felf

;

And as your felf made free, hither I came
To feek you, where, I knew your Grief would lead you.

To lament Anfelmo *

Ofm. There are no Wonders, or elfe all is Wonder. /

Hel. I faw you on the Ground, and rais'd you up.

I iaw Aimeria ~-

Ofm. I faw her too, and therefore faw not thee.

Aim. Nor I, noi* could I, for my Eyes were yours.

Ofm. What means tlie Bounty of All-gracious Heav'n,

That thus with open Hand it fcatters good.

As in a Wafle of Mercy ?

Where will this end ! but Heav'n is Infinite

In all, and can continue to bellow.

When fcanty Numbers Ihall be fpent in telling.

Leo. Or I'm deceiv'd, or I beheld the Glimpfe

Of two in lliining Habits, crofs die He,

And bending this way.

Aim. Sure I have dreamt, if we muil part fo foon..

Ofm. I with our Parting were a Dream ; or we
Could fleep till we again were met.

Hel. Zara with Selim., Sir, I faw and know em ;

You mufi be quick, for Love will lend her Wings.

Aim. What Love ? Who is flie ?

Ofm. She's the Reverfe of thee 5 fhe's my Unhappinels.

Harbour no Thought, that may difturb thy Peace
j

But gendy take thy felf away, left llie

Should come and fee the ftraining- of my Eyes '

Ta
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To follow thee. Ill think, how we may meet

To part no more ; my Friend will tell thee all
j

How I efcap'd, how I am here, and thus

;

How Fm not call'd Alphorfo^ now, but Ofmyn
;

And he Heli. All, all he will unfold.

Aim. Sure we Ihall meet again.

Ofm. We lliall , we part not but to mxcet again.

Gladnefs, and Warmth of ever-kindling Love,

Dwell with thee, and revive thy Heart in Abfence.

[ Ex. Aim. Leon. ayidUcVi.

Yet I behold her • Now no more.

Turn your Lights inward, Eyes, and look

Upon my Th(jught ; fo, lliall you ilill behold her.

It wonnot be ; O, impotence of Sight

!

Mechanick Senfe, which to exteriour Objeds,

Oweil thy Faculty—--^
Not feeing of Eledion, but Neceffity.

Thus, do our Eyes, like common Mirroufs

Succeffively refled fucceeding Images
;

Not what they would, but mud • a Star, or Toad

:

Juft as the Hand of Chance adminillers.

Not lb the Mind, whofe undetermined View
Revolves, and to the prefent adds the pall :

Eilaying further to Futurity
;

But that in' vain, I have 'Almeria here.

At once, as I have feen her often
;

III mufe on that, kft I exceed in thinking.

Enter Zara attended hy Selin.

z.ara. See, where he Hands, folded and fix'd to Earth,

Stift'ning in Thought ; a Statue amongft Statues.

Why, cruel OJmyn^ doit thou fly me thus ?

Is it well done ? Is this then the Return
For Fame, lor Honour, and for Empire iofl: ?

But what is Lofs of Honour, Fame and Empire ?

Is this the Recompence of Love ?

Why doll thou leave nvy- Eyes, and fly my Arms,
To find this Place of Horrour and Obfcurity ? Am
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Am I more loathfome to thee, than the Grave ?

That thou doll feelc to iliield thee there, and lliun

My Love. But to the Grave I'll follow thee

He Looks not, minds not, hears not ; barbarous Man 1

Am I neglected thus ? Am I defpifed ?

Not heard ! Ungrateful Ofmyn.

Ofm. Ha, 'Zara I

Zara. Yes, Traytor, !Zara ; loll, abandon'd Zara,

Is a regardlefs Suppliant, now, to Ofmyn.

The Slave, the Wretch that die redeem'd from Death,

Difdains to liften now, or look on Zara.

Ofm. Far be the Guilt of fuch Reproaches, from me

;

Loft in my felf, and blinded by my Thoughts,

I (aw you not.

Zara, Now, then you fee itie ,r

But with fuch dumb, and thanklefs Eyes you look
;

Better I was unfeen, than feen thus coldly.

Ofiy?. Wliat would you irom a Wretch, that came to mourn

;

And only for his Sorrows chofe this Solitude ?

Look round ; Joy is not here, nor Cheerfulnefs.

You have purfu'd Misfortune, to its Dwelling
;

Yet look for Gaiety and Gladnefs there.

Zara. InhuuTone ! why, why doll; thou wrack me thus?

Arid with Perverfencfs, from the Purpofe, anfwer t

What is't to me, this Houfe of Mifery ?

What Joy do I require ? if thou doft mourn,

I come to mourn with thee -, to lliare thy Griefs,

And give thee in Exchange, my Love.

0/w. O that's the grcateit Grief I am fo poor^

I have not \\ herewithal to give again.

Zara. Thou hail a Heart, though 'tis a favage one ,-

Give it me as it is ; I ask no more
For all I've done, and all 1 have endur'd,

,

For faving thee, when I beheld thee firll,

Driv'n by the Tide upon my Country's Coaft,

Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny Waves
Thou and thy Friend ; till my Compaffion found thee,

Gompallbn, fcarcc will it o\^'n that Name, fo fooa,

So
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So quickly was it Love ; for thou wert Godlike

Ev n then. Kneeling on Earth, I loos'd my Hair,

And with it dry'd thy wat'ry Cheeks ; chafing

Thy Temples, till reviving Blood arofe,

And like the Morn vermilion'd o'er thy Face.

O Heav'n ! how did my Heart rejoice and ake,

When I beheld the Day-break of thy Eyes,

And felt the Balm of thy refpiring Lips !

Ofm. O call not to my Mind what you have done,

It fets a Debt of that Account before me,

Which lliews me Bankrupt even in my Hopes.

Z^rJ, 'The faithful .5^/iw, and my Women know
The Dangers which I 'tempted to conceal you.

You know how I abus'd the credulous King
j

W^hat Arts I us'd to make you pafs on him,

When he receiv'd you as the Prince of Fez

;

And as my Kinfman, honour'd and advanc'd you.

O, why do I relate what I have done ?

What did I not ? Was't not for yoia, this War
Commenc'd ? not knowing who you were, nor why
You hated y^/<^;??^f/, I urg'd my Husband
On to this Invafion ; where he was loil.

Where all is lofl, and lam made a Slave.

Look on me now, from Empire fall'n to Slayery
5

Think on my Sufi 'ring iirll:, then, look on me

;

Think on the Caufe of all, then, view thy felf

:

Refled: on Ofmyn^ and then look on Zara^

The fall'n, the loft, the Captive Zara.

What then is Ofmyn >

Ofm. A fatal Wretch—- a huge ftupendous Ruine,

That tumbling on its Prop, crulli'd all beneath.

And bore contiguous Pallaces to Earth.

Zara. Yet thus, thus falln, thus levell'd with the vilefl

;

If I have gain'd thy Love, 'tis Glorious Ruine
;

Ruine, 'tis ilill to reign, and to be more
A Queen -, for what are Riches, Empire, Power,
But larger Means to gratifie the Will >

The Steps on which we tread, to rife and reach

Our
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Our Willi ; and that obtain d, down with the Scaffolding

Of Sceptres, Crowns, and Thrones ; they've ferv'd their End,

And are like Lumber, to be left and fcorn d.

Ofm. Why was I made the Inllrument, to throw

In Bonds, the Frame of this exalted Mind ?

Zara, We may be free ; the Conquerour is mir^e
;

In Chains unfeen, I hold him by the Heart,

And can unwind, or ilrain him as I pieafe.

Give me thy Love, I'll give thee Liberty.

Ofm. In vain you offer, and in vain require

What neither can beflow. Set free your felf,

And leave a Slave the Wretch that would be fo.

Zara. Thou canfl not mean fo poorly, as thou talk'fl.

Ofm. Alas, you know me not.

Zara. Not who thou ai^t.

But ^\ hat, this laft Ingratitude declares,

This groveling Bafenefs Thou fay'fl true, I know
Thee not, for what thou art, yet wants a Name :

But fomething fo unworthy, and fo vile.

That to have lov'd thee, makes me yet more loll

Than all the Malice of my other Fate.

Traytour, Monfter, cold and perfidious Slave
;

A Slave, not daring to be free ! nor dares

To love above him, for 'tis dangerous :

'Tis that, I know ; for thou doif look, with Eyes

Sparkling Defire, and trembling to pollefs.

I know, my Charms have reach'd thy very Soul,

And thrill'd thee through with darted Fires ; but thou

Doll fear fo much, thou dar'il not wifli. The King !

There, there's the dreadful Sound, the Kings thy Rival

!

Selim. Madam, the King is here.

Zara. As I could wilh ; by Heav'n I'll i)e reveng d.

Enter the King, Perez, and Attendants.

King. Why does the Fairefc of her Kind, withdraw

Her Ihming trom the Day, to gild this Scene

Of Death and Night ? Ha ! what Diforder's this ?

E •
, Some-
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Somewhat I heard of King and Rival mention'd.

What's he that dares be Rival to the King >

Or lift his Eyes to like, where I adore ?

Zara. There, he
;
your Prifoner, and that was my Slave.

King. How ? better than my Hopes ; does llie accufe him >

[ Afide.

Zara, Am I become fo low, by my Captivity

;

And do your Arms fo leden, what they conquer,

That 2^rrf m.ufi: be made the Sport of Slaves?

And iliall the Wretch, whom yeller Sun, beheld

Vv'aiting my Nod, the Creatore of my Lord,

A.nd me ;
prefume to day to plead audacious Love,

'

And buiid bold Hopes, on my ^i^^^^{.t^. Fate ?

King. Better for him, to tempt the Rage of Heav n,

And wrench the Bolt red-hiiling, from_ the Hand
Of him that thunders, than but think that Inibience.

'Tis daring for a God. Hence, to the Wheel ^

With that Ixion., who afpires to hold

Divinity embrac'd; to Whips and Prifons,

Drag him with fpeed, and rid me of his Face.

[ Guards carry ojf Oimyn.
Zara, Compaffion led me to bemoan his State,

Whofe former Faith had merited much more :

And through my Hopes in you, I prbmis'd Freedom
From his Chains ; thence fprung his Infolence,

And what was Charity, he coniiru'd Love.

King. Enough ; his PuniHiment be what you pleafe.

But let me lead you from this Place of Sorrow,

To one, W'here young Delights attend • and Joys

Yet new, unborn and blooming in the Bud,

That wait to be full-blown at your A4Dproacli,

And fpread like Rofes to tlie Morning Sun.

Where, ev'ry Hour fiiall roll in circling Joys;

And Love, Aall ving the tedious-wafting ij^-j,

Life without Love is Load ; and Time fiands lu|l :

What we refufe to him., to Death we give ,•

A.nd then, then only, when we love, we live. [ Ex. Omna.
The End of the Second Ach

ACT
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ACT III SCENE I. •

A Prifon,

Enter Ofmyn alone , with a Paper,

'OfmiW\jy now, and I was clos'd within the Tomb
^[3 That holds my Father's Allies ; and but now,

Where he was Pris'ner, I am too imprifon'd.

Sure 'tis the Hand of Heav'n, that leads me thus,

And for fome Ptirpofe points out thefe Remembrances. '

In a darlv Corner of my Cell, I found

This Paper h what it is, this Light will (lipw.

Reading. // wj Alphonfo Ha!

if my Alplionfo live^ reflore him^ Heavn-^

Give me more Weighty crufh fr?j declming Tears

With Bolts^ with Chains^ Imprifonment and Want •

But hlejs my Son^ vijit not him for me.

It is his Hand ; this was his Pray'r -— yet more.

Reading. Let evry Hair^ which Sorrow hy the R&ots^

Tears from my hoary and devoted Head
;

Be douhled in thy Mercies to my Son

:

Not for wy felf hut him^ hear me ^ all-gracious—

—

'Tis wanting what iliould follow— Heav'n, Heav'n Hiou'd follow.

-But 'tis torn Oif— why ihould that Word alone

Be torn from his Petition ? 'T\^'as to Heav'n. ;

But Heav'n was deaf, Heav'n heard him not ; but thus,

Thus as the Name of Heav'n from tliis is torn,

So did it tear the Ears of Mercy, from

Ej 1 His
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His Voice j ihuttiiig the Gates of Pray r againfl him.

If Piety be thus debarred Accefs

On high ; and of good Men, the very bed

Is fingled out to bleed, and bear the Scourge

;

What is Reward ? or, what is Punilliment ?

^ut who Ihall dare to tax Eternal Juflice 1

Yet I may think I may ? I muft ; for Thought
Precedes the Will to think ; and Errour lives

Ere Reafon can be born : Reafon, the Power

To guefs at Right and Wrong j the twinkling Lamp
Of waftd'ring Life, that winks and wakes by turns,

Fooling the Follower, betwixt Shade and Shining ?

W^hatNoife! Who's there? My Friend, how cam'fl thou hither

Enter Hell

Hel. The time's too precious to be Ipent in telling
;

The Captain inOuenc'd by ^/w^r/ij's Power^ '

;

Gave order to the Guards for my Admittance. •:

Ofm. How does Almeria ? But I know | fhe is ' ^
As I am. Tell me, may I hope to fee her ?

Hel. You may ; anon, at Midnight, when the King
Is gone to reft, and Garcia is retir'd,

(Who takes the Privilege to vifit late,

Prefuming on a Bridegroom's Right iliell come.

Ofm, She'll come ; 'tis what I wiili, yet what I fear.

She'll come, hxxt whither, and to whom ? O Heav'n \

To a vile Prifon, and a captiv'dWretch
;

To one, v.hom had fte never known, ihe had

Been happy ^ why, why was that Heav'niy Creature

Abandon d o'er to love what Heav'n forfakes >

Why does &e follow with unwearied Steps,

One, who has tir d Misfortune with purfuing ?

One, driv'n about the V/orld like blailed Leaves

And Chafi^ the Sport of adverfe W^inds ; till late

At length, imprifon'd in fome Cleft of Rock,
Or Earth, it relts,. and rots to filent Duft.

>

ml



. ^ The Mourning Bride 29
Hel. Have Hopes, and hear the Voice of better Fate.

iVe learned, there are Diforders ripe for Mutiny

Among the Troops who thought to iliare the Plunder,

}Vhich Mamehtb his own Ufe and Avarice,

Converts. This News has reached Falentzas Frontiers
;

Where many of your Subjeds long opprefs'd -^

With Tyranny and grievous Impofitions,

Are rifen in Arms, and call for Chiefs to head

And lead 'c*m, to regain their Liberty

And Native Rights.

Ofm. By Heav'n thou'fl rous'd me from my Lethargy.

The Spirit which was deaf to my own Wrongs,

Deaf to revenge, and the loud Crys of my
Dead Father's Blood ; Nay, which refus'd to hear

The Piercing Sighs, and Murmurs of my Love
Yet unenjoy'd ; what not Aimeria could

Revive, or raife, my Peoples Voice has wak'nfcd.

my Antonio^ I am all on Fire,

My Soul is up in Arms, ready to charge

And bear amidil the Foe, with conqu'ring Troops. •

1 hear 'em call to lead 'em on to Liberty,

To Vidory ; their Shouts and Clamours rend

My Ears, and reach the Heav'ns ; where is the King ?

Where is Alphonfo ? ha ! where ? where indeed ?

.

O I could tear and buril the Strings of Life,

To break thefe Chains. Off! off, ve Stains of Royalty.

OffSlavery. O curfe ! tliat I alone

Can beat and flutter in my Cage, \v hen I

Would foar, and (loop at Vid:ory beneath.

Hel, Our Pofture o£ Afiairs and fcanty Time,
My Lord, require you fhouid compofe your felf.

Amd think on what we may reduce to F'ractife.

Zara the Caufe of your reflramt, may be

The Means of Liberty redor'd. That, gainYi

;

Occafion will not fail to point out Ways
For your Efcape. Mean time, I've thought already

With Speed and Safety, to convey my felf 'a? lifi lO
Where not far off fome Male-Contents hold Counfel

Niglitly
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Nightly ; hating this' Tyrant ;-ibme, wh^ ..._

Anfelmos Memory, and will, no doubt, -4 ^n^'i

V/hen they lli all know you live, affifl your Caufe.

Qfm. . My Friend and Counrellour ; as thou'iiiijiks't fit,

So do. I will with Patience wait ray Fortune.

Hell, When 2^w comes, abate of your Averfion.

Ofm. I hate her not, nor can diilembie Love :

But as I m.ay, ill do. I have a Paper

Which I would illew thee Friend, but that the Sights

Would hold thee here, and clog thy Expedition, ms^/i l:-\

Within Ifopnd it,, byemy Father's Hand ',

'Twas writ ; a Prayer for me, wherein appears

raternal Love prevailing o'er his Sorrows ;

.Such Sanitity, rftch Tendernefs, fo itiix'd

With Grief, as wou'd draw Tears from Inhumanity.

Hell. The Care of Providence, fure left it there,

To arm your Mind with Hope. Such Piety

Was never heard in vain .• Heav'n has in Store

For you, thofe Bleffings it with-held from him.

In that Allurance live , which Time, I hope,

And our next meeting will confirn.

Ofm. Farewell,

My Friend, tlie Good thou doH deferve attend thee. [ Ex, Hell.

Tve been to blame, and queilion'd with Impiety

I'he Care of Heav'n. Not fo, my Father bore
' More Anxious Grief. This iliou'd have better taught me

5

This Leilon, in fome Hour of Infpiration,

By him fet down ; when his pure Thoughts, were born
Like Fumes of Sacred Incenfe, o'er the Clouds,

And wafted thence, on Angels Wings, thro' Ways
Cf Light, to the bright Source of all. There, in

The Book -of Frefcience, he beheld this Day ,•

And walking to the World and mortal Senie,

Left this Example of his Refignation,

This his lafl Legacy ^o me, which I

Will treaTure hete ; itiore worth than Diadems,

Or ail extended Rule of regal Pow'r.

Enter
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Enter Zara i^d-//^/.
^ -b^ ^^^ §rTi3fmO

What Brightnefs, breaks upon me, thus thro SlmHeS) -ip'^jji qP^

And promifes a Day to this dark Dwelling

!

, ;« q
Is it my Love >• • rtomiiin oa .n-^'rij ; no.lM 3i [In:> In ^

2^r^. O that thy Heart, had taught {Lifting her Ffi-L

.

Thy Tongue that Saying.
^

„. _ ^^ ,.

,

.

, .^^.^j

0/w. 2^r^ / I'm betray'd ^^q'wcy ; -i ^jniaG -lO
By myfurprize. >r.(/;/// 'i-oyofhO ,^i,S.

Zar. What, does my Face difpleafe thee?

That having feen it, thou doTt turn thy Eyes . .. i.._,,^ ;

Away, as from Deformity and Horrour. bluoo I n^i .\^')

If fo, this Sable Curtain fnall again /o:r am ^JkH ."w^S

Be drawn, ^nd I will Hand before thee feeing, i
-

-

And unfeen. Is it my Love ? ask again

That Queilion, fpeak again in that fort Voice,

Ano. Loolc again, with Willies in thy Eyes,,; :_nVs^Ht
no, thou canll not, for thou feeil me now, jngliii \i^i<.v •

As ftie, whofe favage Breaft has. been the Caufe ^jnohffjG- --"• '

Of thefe thy Wrongs ', as die, whofe barbarous Rag© (.-.».:, .

Has loaden thee with Chains and galling Irons

:

W^ell, dofi thou fcorn me, and upbraid my Falfenef^rj^
^

Cou'd one that lov'd, thus torture what flie iw'd i'-irji/;^ n:.,.

No, no, it mud: be Hatred, dire Revenge, .

"

jjq noAi?^3"J

And Deteftation, that cou'd ufe tiiee thus. ,0 z^- jl]/^^-

So thou doll think ; then, do but tell me i^o ; . 74 ^'

Tell me, and thou Ihall fee hovv' i'll revenge >-[•*
,-r _ ;_.:^

Thee on this falfe one,' ho:w I'li flab and tear a/z^X'^rTO'*
This Heart of Flint, 'till it ihail bleed; and, thoii ;• •

.

Shalt weep for mine, forgetting tliy own Miferijes.

Ofm, You wrong me, beauteous Zara^ to l^eUeve

1 bear my' Fortunes with fo low^ a Mind,

As iliil to meditate Revenge on all

Whom Chance, or Fate working by fecretCaufes,

Has made perforce fubfervient to that End
"The Heav'nly Powers allot me ; no, not you,

But Deiliny and inaufpicious Stars

Have
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Have cad me down to this low Being : or,

Granting you had, from you I have deferv'd it.

Zar, Can ft thou forgive methen ! wilt thou believe

So kindly of my Fault, to call it Madnels ;

O, give that Madnefs yet a milder Name,
And call it Paffion ; then, be ftill more kind,

And call that Paffion Love, v .

Ofm, Give it a Name,
Or Being as you pleafe, (iich I will think it.

Zar. O thou doft wound me now, with this thy Goodneis,
Than e'er thou could'ft with bittereft Reproaches

;

Thy Anger cou'd not pierce thus, to my Heart.

Ofifi, Yet I could willi—
Zar. Hafte me to Tinow it, what?

Ofm. That at this Time, I had not been diis Thing.
Zar, What Thing ? .

Ofm. This Slave.

Zar, O Heav'n ! my Fears interpret

This thy Silence ; fomewhat of high Concern,

Long faihioning within thy labouring Mind,
And now juft ripe for Birth, my Rage has ruin'd.

Have I done this ? tell me, am I fb curs'd ?

Ofm, Time may have ftill one fated Hour to come.
Which wing'd with Liberty, might overtake

Occailon paft.

Zar. Swift as Occafion, I

My felf will ^y ; and earlier than the Morn,
Wake thee to Freedom. Now, 'tis late ; and yet

Some News, few Minutes paft arriv'd, which feem'd

To fnake the Temper of the King- who knows
What racking Cares difeafe a Monarch's Bed ?

Or Love, that late at Night ftiD lights his Camp,
And ftrikes his Rays thro' dusk, and folded Lids,

Forbidding reft ; may ftretch Ills Eyes awake
And torce did r. Balls abroad, at this dead Hour/
ril try. ••

,

OJr/i.^ I have not merited this Grace

;

Nor, Hiould my fecret Purpole take ESh^^

Caa
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Can I repay, ^ you require, fuch Benefits.

Zar, Thou canft not owe me more, nor have I more

To give, than I've already loft. But as

The prefent Form of our Engagements reds,

Thou haft the Wrong, 'till I redeem thee hence
;

That done, I leave thy Juftice to return

My Love. Adieu. ' [Exit Zara.

Ojm. This Wornan has a Soul,

Of God-like Mould, intrepid and commanding,

And challenges in fpight of me my heft '

.

Eftecm; to this llie's fair, few more can boaft-

Of Perfonal Charms, or with lefs Vanity

Might hope to captivate the Hearts, of Kings. •

But llie has Paftions which out-ftfip the Wind,

And tear her Virtues up, as Tempeft's root

The Sea. I fear when flie jQiall know the truth.

Some fwift and dire event, of her -blind Rage,

Will make all fatal. But behold, llie comes

For whom I fear, to fhield me from my Fears.

Enter Almeria.

The Caufe and Comfort of my boding Heart.

My Life, my Health, my Liberty, my All.

How fliall I welcome thee, to this fad Place ?

How fpeak to thee the Words of Joy and Tranfport ?

How run into thy Arms with-held by Fetters,

Or take thee into mine, thus manacled

And pinion'd like a Thief or Murderer ?

Shall I not hurt and bruife-thy tender Body,

And ftain thy Bofom with the Ruft of thefe

Rude Irons ? Muft I meet thee thus, Almeria >

Aim, Thus, thus ; we parted, thus to meet again.

Thou told 'ft me thou would'ft think how we might meet
To part no more ^Now we will part no more.
For thefe thy Chains, or Death • lliall join us ever.

Qfm. Hard Means, .to ratifre that Word !
— O. Cruelty I

That ever I fhould thiiik, beholding thee,

F -A Tor-



54 the IVmirmng Jbrtde,

A Torture——yet, fuch is the bleeding Angui%
Of my Heart, to fee thy Sufferings 'Qfieay'n l

Tliiitl cou'd almofc turn my Eyes away.

Or Willi thee from my Sight. ^

'

•

'

Aim. O fay not fo
;

The' 'tis becaufe thou lov ft me. Do not fay •
. :

On any Terms, that thou doll wiin me from thee» ..

No, no, 'tis better -thus./ that we toget-her
_

Feed on each otliers Fleart^ devour our Woes
With mutual 'Appetite ; and mingling in .

One Cup, the common Stream of both our -Eyes,

Drink bitter- Draijglits, with oeveE^ilacking Third. .

Thus,, better, than. for.' any,;Caufe to part. .

What dofr thou think ? Look not (b tenderly ..<

*

<

•

Upon . me—~—- fpeak, and take me in thy Arxms -
'

-'
-^c

Thou cand not 1 thy poor ArMfe^rkre bound and flrive
'

In vain with the remorfelefs Chains, which gnaw
And eat into thy Flelli, • feflring thy Limbs
With rancling Ruft. .

Ofm. Oh ! 'O

A/m. Give me that. Sigh.

,

v •

'Why do'd: thou heave, and flifie in thy Griefs?

Thy Heart will buril, thy Eyes look red and flart
;

Give thy Soul Way,- and tell me thy dark Thought.

0fi4. For this World's Rule, I wou d not wound thy Breaftj

With fuch a Dagger, as then iluek my Heart.

Aim. Why? why? to know it, cannot wound me more.
Then knowing thou haft felt it. Tell it me. nr 3,;,h'

Thau giv'fi: me Pain, with too much Tendernefs

!

Ofm. And thy exceffive Love diftr^d:s my Senfe I

could'il thou be leis killing, foit or kind.

Grief wou'd not double thus, his Darts againfl: me.
'

Aim, Thou doft me V/roiig,,. and Grief too robs^ my Hearty
If there, he flioot not ev'ry otller Shaft; ':-

i

Tliy fecond lelf lliould feel each other Wound,
And Woe iliou'd be in equal Portions dealt. '

,

1 am- thy Wife ^—^—

.

*

:,; ., ,-f , ^.,, _„ ,„..,. , ,.. ---:,
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Ofin. O thou haft fearch'd too dtep. '

There, there, t bleed ; there pull the cruel Cords,

That flrain my cracking Nerves ; Engines and Wheels

That Piece-meal grind, are Beds of Down and Balm
'

To that foul-racking Thought.

Aim. Then, I am curs'd .
'

Indeed ; if that be fo, if I'm thy Torment,

Kill me, kill me then, dalli me with thy Chains

;

Tread on me, fpurn me, am I the bofom Snake

That fucks thy warm Life-Bloodj and gnaws thy Heart?

O that thy Words had force to break thofe Bonds,
'

As they have Strength to tear this Heart in funder
;

So Ihould'ft thou be at -large from all Oppreffion.

Am r, am I of all thy Woes the worft ?

Ofm. My All of Blifs, my everlafting Life,

Soul of my Soul, and End of all my Willies.

Why dofl thou thus unman me with thy Words,

Arid melt me down to mingle with thy Weepings ? •

What doll thou ask ? why dofl thou talk thus piercingly >

Thy Sorrows have difturb'd thy Peace of Mind,

And thou doll fpeak of Miferies impoiTible.

Al^. Did'fl thou not fay, that Racks and Wheels were Balm,

And 6eds of Eafe., to thinkingme thy W^ife ?

Ofm. No no, nor Ihould the fubtleil Pains that Plell,

Or hell-born Malice can invent ; extort
"

•

A w4fh or Thought from me, to have thee other.

But thou wilt know, what harrows up my Heart..

Thou art my Wife nay, thou art yet my Bride ! • '.

The Sacred Union of Connubial' Love,.

Yet unnaccomplilli'd J
his myfterious Rites . .

Delay'd : nor has our Hymen ial Torch

Yet lighted up, his lafi mofr grateful Sacrifice ;

'

But dafli'd with Rain from Eyes," and fwail'd v^ath Sighs,

Burns .dim, and glimmers with expiring Light.

Is this dark Ceil, a Temple for that God ? '
•

Or this vile Earth, an Altar for fuch Dii 'rings ?

This Den for Sraves,"-- this Dungeon damp'd with Woes
;

1$ this our Marriage Bed f are thefe our Joys

!

^ F 2 I*

-Jr.
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Is tliis to call thee mine ? O hold my Heart
;

To call thee mine ? yes, thus, ev n thus, to call"

Thee mine, were Comfort, Joy, extremefl Exflacy.

But O thou art not mine, not ev'n in mifery

;

And 'tis deny'd to mfc, to be To blefs'd,

As to be \^Tetched with thee.

Aim. No; not that,

The extremeft -Malice of our Fate can hinder:

That ftill is left us, and on that we'll feed, .

'^

As on the Leavings of Calamity.

There, we \^ill feafl ; and fmile on pad Diflrefs,

And hug in fcorn of it, our mutual Ruine.

Ofm. O thou dofl talk, my Love, as.one refblv'd,

Becaufe not knowing Danger. But look forward
;

Think on to Morrow, when thou flialt be torn

From thefe weak, firugling, unextended Arms
;

Think how my Heart will heave, and Eyes will idrain

To grafp and reach what is deny'd my Hands

;

Think how the Blood will ftart, and Tears will gulh

To follow thee my Tcparating Soul.

1 hink how I am, when thou Ihalt wed with Garcia I

Then; .will! fmear thefe Walls with Blood, daOi my
Disigur'd Face, and rive my clotted Hair,

Break on the fiinty Ground my throbbing Breafl,

And grovel with gadi'd Hands to fcratch a Grave,

Stripping my Nails, to tear this Pavement up
And bury me alive ; w here I will bite the Ground
'Till gorg'd with fuffocating Earth. .

•

Aim. O difmal Cruelty ! heart-breaking Horrour !-

Ofm. Ihen Garcia Ihall lie panting on thy Bofom,
Luxurious, revelling amidiVthy Charms;
And thou perforce mud yield, and aid his Tranfport,

•Fiell, Hell ! have I not Gaufe to rage and rave ?

What are all Racks, and Wheels, and Whips to this ?

Are they not Toothing Softnels, finking Eafe,

And waiting Air to this ? O my Almeria,

What do the Damn'd endure, but todefpair, •

But knowing Heav'n, to know it lod for ever.

.Aim,
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Aim. O, I am flruck ; thy Words are Bolts of. Ice,

Which ftiot into my Breaft, now melt and chill me,

I chatter, fhake, and faint with thrilling Fears.

No, hold me not—- O, let us not fupport.

But fink each other, lower yet, down, down,

Where levell'd low, no more we'll lift our Eyes,

But prone, and dumb, rot the firm Face of Earth

With Rivers of incellant fcalding Rain.

Enter 7.2X^^ Perez, and StXin,

Zara. Somewhat of weight to me, requires his Freedom.

Dare you diJpute the King's Comniand > Behold

The Royal Signet. ' .

Perez, I obey
;
yet beg

Your Majefty one Moment to defer

Your entring, till the Princefs is return 'd,

From vifiting the Noble Prifoner. [£x/^ Perez,

Zara. Ha!
What faift thou >

Ofm. We are loft .'undone ! difcover*d

!

Retire, my Life, with fpeed— Alas, w^eVe feen ! •

Speak of CompaflTion, let her hear you Ipeak

Of interceding for me with the King

;

Say fbmewhat quickly to conceal our Loves, .

If polTible—r-*- *
. .

Aim. 1 cannot fpeak.

Ofm: Let me
Condud you forth, as not perceiving her.

But till ihe's gone ; then blefs me thus again.

Zara. Trembling and weeping as he leads her fortli f

Cortfufion in his Face, and Grief in hers

!

'Tis plain, I've been abus'd Death and Deftrudion I

How Iball I fearch into this Myftery >

The blueft Blaft of Peftilential Air,

Strike, damp, deaden her Charms, and kill his Eyes

;

Perdition catch 'em both, and Ruine part 'em»

Ofm,
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Oy^?. ThisCliarityto one uBkhawn, ahdin -- . .

-

Diflrefs, Heav n will repay • all-Thaaks ard poor. • :Jo; ft i!D ' ; :

••

• Y '

"-' - ^^^<i" [Exit Almitii,

2^/77. Damn'd, damn'd Diflembfer f Yet I will be calm,

Ckoak in my Rage, and know the utmoft depth ^
,

OF this Deceiver—---- you feem much flirpriz'd. '1*'

Ofnh At your return ib fbon and Unexpe(9:ed ! - v ; pi:<ju\ :.

. Zara. And fo unwiQi'd, unwanted too it feeitis.'
'''* ^

Confufion! yet I will contain my felf.

You're grown a Favourite fmce laft we parted

;

Perhaps I'm fawcy and Intruding— .
'

0/^; :^-^--Madam ] y--
; o i^*'v ..:._. .i/',$.:I

Zara. I did not know the Princefs Favourite jiiQj^^-'^Y^'^'''^

Your Pardon, Sir miflake me not ,• you think

"

I'm angry : you're deceived. I came to let ' . '

You free : But lliall return much better pleas'dj'^ /-

To find you have an Intereft Tuperiour. H'"^
Ofm, You do not come to mock my Mifei'iest jifji^'-'i^ / iiioi'f

.

Zara. I do. ^ n? ].;.,?vd>:
-

Ofm. I could at this time fpare your Mirth. - '^- '• I'-rl -^
;. '

Zara. I know thou could'ft^ but Vm not often pkas'd.
And will indulge it now. What Miferies > <-i:'j>i ^

Who would not be thus Iiappily confin'd,. * -r-. ?

To be the Care of weeping Majefty >

To have contending Queens, at dead of Night
Foriake their down, to wake with wat'ry Eyes,/
And watch like Tapers o'er your Hours of Reft.

OCurfe! I cannot hold—^ ! .

Ofm. Come, 'tis much, " vt. ,>;

Zara. AT'illain

!

; ; ;;

'

Ofm. How, Madarn! v -^'^^

Zara. Thou ihalt -die. . li 'Im^ ^ .^:^f= i aid m i:ai^vir<i

O/w. I thank you. *
^ ^'d-4>7-L nldq ri

'

Zara. Thou ly'ft; for now I know for wh'oiiVthou'dft live.

Ofm. Then you may know for whom I'd die.

Z^^. Hell! Hell! • ;•..;.:.;;:;

Yet rii be calm—- Dark and unknown Betrayer! -

But
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But now the Dawn begins, and the flow Hand
Of Fate, is flretch'd to draw the Veil, and leave

Thee bare, the naked Mark of Publick View.

Ofm. You may tje fljli deceived ; 'tis ^ my Power*-
Zara, fta !

' '' ^^ ^-^ -^^

Who waits there ? ^ i

.
- Enter Perez.

As you'll anfwer it, take heed

This Slave .commit no Violence. upon .

Himfeif. I've been deceiv'd. The publick Safety

Requires he fhould be more coniin'd ; and none,

No not the Princefs lelf, permitted to

Confer with him. Ill quit -you to the King. ^,^,...

Vile andingrate! too late thou flialt repent \<^ x'
The bafe Injuflice thou hafl done my Love.

Yes, thou flialt know, fpite of thy pad Diftrefs,

And all thofe Ills, which thou fo long hafl mournUf
Heav'n h^is no Rage, like Love to Hatred turn d, i:^\A .;

Nor Hell a Fury, like a Woman fcornU^ic ;)jr/i?!,!pmxijrbori

i! :.. o/ioiiv ' '

I Ekeant Qmnef,

r11?e End of the Third J^,

: ,iK);Jji:>tjx^
'

"
'\ no/ig iobiO b.n. ,

-^i^A-W-'y;'-:-^^' ' *nf{ !,i;H .SiiLv."S

f>l''.)f!tiiJo hni

"

.jUh V

.

t T
;ii'inl f;v;6 2iil Jor' , .^ . ^K 'iuot ci zn r

'

. V -0 3q 5liJ 3i;b .Darlitint OJ Bfi ^

\ '

;. . Vm 10 oh:iZ _ .ACT
, !3£0U^iIl dioqqui 03 3ud "ibiO tii'.:- ej' O
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«

ACT IV. SCENE I

A Room of State.

Enter Tj^x^^ and Sellm.

^dfr^.np'Hou hadfl already rack'd me with thy day 5

JL Therefore require me not to ask thee twice
;

Reply at once to all. What is concluded ?

Selim. Your Accufation highly has incens'd

The King, and were alone enough to urge 1 - - ...

The Fate of Ofinyn : but to that, frelh News rf
''-^^^^

Is fince arrived, of more revolted Troops.

*Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him
(^Which breeds Amazement and Diflradion) fome
Who bore high Offices of Weight and Trufl,

Both in the State and Army. This confirms /^ j i ic: *
;ji:

The King, in full belief of all you told him,

Concerning Ofmyn^ correfponding with •

The Heads of thofe who . firil began the Mutiny.

Wherefore a Warrant for his Death is ilgn'd •

And Order given for publick Execution.

Zara. Ha ! hade thee ! fly, prevent his Eate and mine

;

Find out tlie King, tell him I have of Weight
More than his Crown, t' impart 'ere Ofmyn die.

Sellm. It needs not, for the King will drait be here, * •

And as to your Revenge, not his own IntVed,

Pretend to facrifice the Life of Ofmyn.

Zara. What lliall I (ay ? Invent, contrive, advife •

Somewhat, to blind the King, and fave his Life

In whom I live. Spite of my Rage, and' Pride.

I am a Woman, and a Lover dill. . .

O 'tis more Grief but to, fuppofe his Death,

Than dill to meet the Rigour of his Scorn.

From
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From my Defpalr, my Anger had its fource ;

When he is dead, I mud aefpair for ever.

For ever 1 that's Defpalr-— it was DiHrufl .

Before ;. Difirufl; will ever be in Love,

And Anger inDiftruO:, both lliort-Uv'd Pains.

But in Defpair, and ever-during Death,

No Term,/ no Bound, but hifinite of Woe.

O Torment, but to think ! v/hat then to bear > ^

Not to be born—— devife the means to iliun it.

Quick 5 or, by Heav'n, this Dagger drinks thy Blood.

Se-lim, My Life is yours, nor wifn I to preferve it,

But to ferve you. I have already thought.

Zara. Forgive my Rage ; I know thy Love and Ijruth

But fay, what's to be done ? or when, or how
Shall I prevent, or flop th' approaching Danger ?

Selim. You mufl Hill feem moil reiblute and fix'd

On Ofmyns Death ; too quick a Change of Mercy,

Might breed Sufpicion of the Caufe. Advife,

That Execution may be done in private.

Zara. On what Pretence ? •

'

^

Selim, Your own Requefl's enough.

However, for a Colour, tell him, you

Have Caufe to fear his Guards miay be corrupted
^

And fome of them bought off to Ofmyns Int'reft,

Who at the Place of Execution, will
*

Attempt to force his way for an Efcape.

The State of things will countenance all Sufpiclons.

Then offer to the King to have him ftrangl'd

In fecret, by your Mutes ,• and get an Order,

Thatnone but Mutes may have Admittance to him.

I can no more, th? King is here. Obtain
;

This Grant andltl acquaint you with the refl.

Enter King , Gonfalez, Garcia, Perez.

. King. Bear to the Dungeon, thofe Rebellious Slaves

;

Th' ignoble Curr§, that yelp -to fill the Cry,

And Ipend their Mouths in barking Tyranny.
• G
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But for their Leaders, Sancho^ aad Ramirez^ -

Let 'em be kd away to prefent Death.

Perez^ fee it perform'd.

Gonf. Might I prefume
; . ^

Their Execution better were deferr'd, •

•

Till Ofmyn die. Mean time w^e may learn more
Of this Confpiracy.

King, '^hen be it fo.

Stay, Soldier ; they Ihall fuller with the Moor.

Are none return'd of thofe who foUow'd Heli ?

Gonf. None, Sir. Some Papers have been fmce difcover'd,,

In Roderigos Houfe, who fled with him.

Which feem to intimate, as if Alphonf^^

Still alive, were arming in ^<:7/^;?/-/^ .-

Which wears indeed this Colour of a Truth

;

They who are fled have that way bent their courfe.

Of the fame Nature, divers Notes have been

Difpers'd, t'amuze the People ; whereupon
Some ready of Belief, have rais'd this Rumour :

That beingjav'd upon the Coait of Afrkk^

He there difclos'd himfelf to Alhucacim,

And by a fecret Compad made with him^
Open'd the Way to this Invafion

;

While he himfelf, returning to Valentia

In private, undertook to raife this Tumult.
Zara. Ha \ hear'ft thou that ? Is Ofmyn then Alphonfo !

O Heav'n ! a thoufand things occur ^
'

To my Remembrance now, that make it plain.

O certain Death for him, as fure Defpair '
'

Forme, ifit be known If not, what Hope
Have I ? Yet 'twere the lowell Bafenefs, now,
To yield him up No, I will flill conceal him,.

'

And try the Force of yet more Obligations.

Gonf 'Tis not impoifible. Yet, it may be,

That fom^e Impoftor has ufurp'd his Name.
Your beauteous Captive, 2.ara^ can inform.
If fuch a one, fo Tcaping, was receiv'd •

At any time, in Alhucacims Court •

iCing^
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Kim. Pardon, fair Excellence, this long Neglect

:

An unforefeen, unwelcome Hour ot Buiinefs,

Has thruft between us and our while of Love

;

But wearing now a-pace with ebbing Sand,

Will quickly wade, and give again the Day.

Zara. You're tooiecure : The Danger is more imminent
Than your high Courage Tuflers yen to fee ;.

While 0/^7^ lives,, you are not fafe.

King. His Doom
Is pafs'd ; if you revoke it not, he dies.

Zara, *Tis well. . By what I heard upon your Entrance,

I find I can unfold what yet concerns

You more. One that did call himfelf Alphonfo'^

Was cad upon my Coaft, as is reported
;

And oft had private Conference with the King

;

To what Effed I knew not then : But that

Alphonfo^ privately departed, jud

About the time our Arms embark'd for Spain.

What I know more, is, That a tripple League

Of firideft Friendfliip, was profefs'd between

Alphonfo^ Heli^ and the Traytour Ofmyn.

King. Publick Report, is ratify'd in this.

Zara. And Ofmyn s Death requir'd of ftrong necedity.

King. Give Order flrait, that all the Pns'ners die.

We will our felf behold the Execution.

Zara. Forbear a Moment ; fomewhat more I have

Worthy your private Ear, and this your Minider.

King. Let all elfe void the Room. ' Garcia^ give Order
For doubling all our Guards ; Command that our

Militfa are in Arms : We will anon

"Ride forth, and view the Order of our Troops.

. ^ [ Exeunt Garcia, Perez, and Attendants.

Zara. I am your Captive, and you've us'd me Nobly

;

And in return of that, though othervvife

Your Enemy ; I have difcover'd Ofmyn^

His private Pradice and Conipiracy ,

Againd your State : and fully to difcharge

My felf oY what I've undertaken ,• now,
G z Ithinic
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I think it fit to tell you that your Guards .

Are tainted ; fome among em have refolv'd

To refcue Ofmyn at the Place of Death.

King. Is Treafon then fo near us as our Guards

!

Zara. Mod certain ,• though my Knowledge is not yet

So ripe, to point at the particular Men.
[

King, What's to be done ?

Zara. Tliat too I will advife. ^^

I have remaining in my Train, fome Mutes, •

A Prefent once, from the Sultana Qiicen,^

In the Granti Signiors Court. Thefe from their Infancy

Are pradis'd in the Trade of Death ; and fiiall

(As there the Cuilom is} in private ilrangle

Ofmyn. '

Ganf. My Lord, the Queen advifes well.

King, IVliat Off'ring, or what Recompence remains
In me, that can be worthy fo great Services ?

To call beneath your Feet the Crown you've fav'd.

Though on the Head that Wears it, w'ere too little.

^
Zara. Of that hereafter ; but, mean time, 'tis lit

You order none may have Aidmittance to

The Pris'ner, but fuch Meilengers, as I

Shall fend.

King. Who waits there ?

Enter Perez.

On your Life take heed,

That only Z^r^'s- Mutes, or fuch who bring

Fler Warrant, have Admittance to the Moor.
Zara. They and no other ; not the Frihcefs klL
Terez. Your Majelly iliall be obey'd.

/r/;ig. Retire. [£x. Perez.
Gonf. That Interdidionfo particular, •

Pronounc'd with \^ehemence againlt the Princefs,

Should have more Meaning than appears bare-fac'd.

The King is bhnded by his Love, 'and heeds

ituot. Your Majelly fure, might have fpared .

*

That
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That lafl redraint
;
you hardly can fufped:

The Princefs is Confederate with the Moor.

Zara, iVe heard, her Charity did once extend

So far to vifit him, tit his requefl.

Gonfa. Ha !

Kwg, How ? flie vifit Ojmin ! What, my Daughter >

Sel. Madam, take heed • or- you have ruin'dali.

2.ara. And after did folicite you, on his

behalf
. ,

.
'

King, Never. You have been mif^mform'd.

Zara. Indeed? Then 'twas a Wiiifper fpread by fome-

Who wifli'd itib : a common Art in Courts.

I will retire, and initantly .prepare

Inilrudion, ior my Miniiiers of Death.

[ Exeunt Zara and Selimv.

GonJ, There's fomewhat- yet of Myftery in this •

Her Words and Anions .are obfcure and double.

Sometimes concur, and fometime difagree j.

I like it not.

King. What dofl thou think, Gonfalezy

Are we not much indebted to this fairone,

Gonf. I am a little flow of Credit, Sir,
'

In the Sincerity of Womens ^dtions.

Methinks this I.ady's Hatred to tlit^Moor^ • ^
Difquiets her too much ; which makes it leem.

As if flie'd rather that (lie did not hate him.

I v/iili her Mutes are meant to be employ'd

As Ihe pretends 1 doubt it now—Your Guards

-

Corrupted ; how ? by whom ? who told her fo?

Tth' Evening Ofmyn was to die j at Mid-night

She beg'd the Royal Signet to releafe him ,• *

I'th' Morning he mull die ag^in ; e're Noon
Her Mutes alone mud flrangle him or hell

Efcape. This put together, mits not well

King. Yet
J
'that there's Truth in what ihe has difcover'dj

Is manifellfrom every Circumilance.

This Tumuk, and the Lords* who Ced with Heli^

Are Conhrmation,- •-^Th.^x AlphonfoXiYtSy

Agrees
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Agrees exprefly too with her Report.

Gonf, I grant it, Sir, and doubt not, but in Rage
Of Jealoufie, flie has difcover'd what

.

She now repents. It may be I'm deceived.

But why that needlefs Caution of the Princeft ?

What if fhe had feen Ofmyn ? tho' 'twere ilrange.

But if Die had, what was 't to her ? unlels

She fear'd her flronger Charms, might caufe the Moors
AfIe«£l:ion to revolt.

King. I thank thee Friend.

There's Reafon in tliy Doubt, and I am warn'd.

But think'ft thou that my Daughter faw this Moor? ^
.

Gonf. If Ofmy?i be, as Zara has related,

Alphonfo's Friend ; 'tis not impollible,
•

But file might wifli on his Account to fee him.
King, Say'fl: thou ? by Heav'n thou hail arous'd a Thought,

That like a fudden Earth-quake, iliakes my Frame ,•

Confufion! than my Daughter's an' Accomplice,
And plots in Private with this helliili Moor.

Gonf. That were too hard a Thought - but fee Ihe comes.
'Twere not amifs to queflion- her a little,

And try howe'er, if I've divin'd aright.

If what I fear be true, llie'll be concern'd
^QX^fmyns Death, as he'^s Alphonfos Friend.

,
Wrge that, to try if ihe'lf foUicite for him.

Enter Almeria and Leonora.

King. Your coming has prevented me Almeria
;

I had determin'd to have fent for you.
Let your Attendant be difmifs'd ,• I have [Exit Leonora.
To talk with you. Come .near, why doil thou iliake ?

What mean thofe fwoUen and redfleck'd Eyes, that look
As they had wept in Blood, afid worn the Night
In waking Anguilh ? why this, on the Day
Wliich was detign'd to celebrate thy Nuptials ?

But that the Beams of Light, are to be ilain'd
With reeking Gore, from Traytors on the Rack

:

Where-
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Wherefore I have deferred the- Manage Rites, '

Nor lliall the guilty Horrours of this Day i

Prophane that Jubilee. /.

Aim. All Days, tome,

Henceforth are equal ; this the Day of Death,

To Morrow, and the next, and each that follows,

Will undiflinguiOi'd roll, and but prolong

One hated Line of more extended Woe. .

Kin^ Whence is thy Grief ? give me to know the Caufe,

And look thou anfvver me with truth ; for know,

I am not unacquainted with tjiy Falfliood.

Why art thou mute ? bafe and degenerate Maid !

Gonfa. Dear Madam, fpeak, or you'll incenfe' the King.

Ahn. What is to fpeak ? or wherefore Ihould I fpeak ?

What means thefe Tears, but Grief unutterable ? •

King. Yes, Guilt ; they are the dumb Confeilions of ,

I^hy guilty Mind ; and fay thou wert Confederate

With damn'd Confpirators, to take my Life.

O Impious Parricide ! now^ canft thou fpeak ?

Aim. O Earth, behold, I kneel upon thj|» Bofora,*

And bend my flowing Eyes, to flream upon

Thy Face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield I
'

Open thy Bowels ot Compaffion, take

Into the Womb the lall and moil forlorn

Of all thy Race. Hear me, thou common Parent
?

1 have no Parent elfe be thou a Mother,

And (lep between me and the Curfe of him,

That was that was, but is no more a Father,

But brands my Inndcence w ith horrid Crimes,

And for the tender Names of Child and Daughter,.

Now calls me Murderer, and Parricide.

King. Rife, I command thee rife and if thou would'fl

Acquit thy felf of thofe detefled Names,

vSwear thou hall never feen that foreign Dog,.

Now doom'd to die, that moll; accurfed Ojmyn.

Aim
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Aim, Never, but as with Innocence, I might,

And free of all bad Purpofes. So Heav ns

My W^nefs. •

'

King. Vile equivocating Wretch !

With Innocence ? Death and Perdition, llie

ConfeiTesit. By Heavn HI have him rack'd, ._^

Toirn, mangl'd, fiay'd, impal'd ~ all Pains and Tortures

That Wit of Man, and dire Revenge can think,

Shall, he accumulated under-bear.

_

Aim. Oh I am loft—-there, Fate begins to wound.

Kmg. Hear me 'then, if thou canH, reply, know Traitrefs,

fm not to learn that curs'd Alphonfo lives

;

•

I^or am- 1 Ignbrant what OfmynXs

Aim. Then all is ended, and we both mufl die

Since thour't reveal'd, alone thou flialt not die.

And yet alone w^ould I have dy'd, Heav'n knows,

Repeated Deaths, rather than have revealed thee.

Yes, all my Father's wounding Wrath, tho' each

Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneit Sword,

And cleaves my Hfeart ; I would have born it all,

Nay, all the Pains that are prepared for thee :

*

To the rembrflefs Rack I would have given

This weak and tender Flelli, to have been bruis'd

And torn, radier than have reveal'd thy being.

i(ing. Hell, Hell ! do I hear this, and yet endure!

tVhat dar'ft thou to my Face avow thy Guilt ?

Hence, e'er I curfe fiy, my jufl Rage v/ith Ipeed
;

Left I forget us both, and fpurn thee from me.
Aim. And yet a Father | think I am your Child.

Turn not your Eyes away look on me kneeling
|

Now curfe me if you can, now fpurn me ofE

Did ever Father curfe his kneeling Child I

Never : For always Bleflings crown that Poflure.

Nature inclines, and half-way meets that Duty,
Stooping to raife from Earth the filial Reverence

^

For bended Knees, returning folding Aryns,

Witk
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With Prayers and BlefTings, and paternal Love

O hear me then, thus crawling on the Earth

King.. Be thou advis'd, and let me go while yet

The light Imprelfion thou hail made, remains.

Aim. No, never will I rife, nor loofe this Hold,

'Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live.

King. Ha ! w^ho may live ? take heed, no more of that.

For on my Soul he dies,- tho' thou, and f,

And all Ihould follow to partake his Doom.
Aw^ay, off, let me go,—Call her Attendants.

• Enter Leonora and Attendants.

Aim. Drag me, harrow the Earth with my bare Bofom.

I'll not let go, 'till you' have fpar'd my Husband.

King. Ha ! what fay'ft thou? Husband ! Husband ! Damnation

!

What Husband ? which ? who ?

Aim, He, he is my Husband.

King. Poyfon and Daggers ! w^ho ?

Aim. O *
[Faints.

Qonf. Help, fuppb^t her.

Aim. Let me go, let me fall, fmk deep—I'll dig,

I'll dig a Grave, and tear up Death ; I will ; .
•

I'll fcrape 'till I colled: his rotten Bones,

And cloath their Nakednefs with my own Flelh
5

Yes, I will ftrip of Life, and we will change :

I will be Death ; then tho' you kill my Husband,

Helhall be mine, ftiU and for ever mine.

King. What Husband ? who ? whom do'ft thou mean ?

Goff. Alas, ihe raves

!

Aim. O that I did, Ofmyn^ he is my Husband.

King, Ofmyn !

Aim. Not Ofmyn^ but Afphonfo is my Dear,

And wedded Husband Heav'n, and Air, and Seas ;

Ye Winds and Waves, I call ye all to witneis.

H "•,
King.
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King. Wilder than Winds or Waves thy felf do'ft rave.

Should I hear more ; I too lliould catch thy Madnefs.

Yet fomewhat fiie mufl; mean of dire Import,

Which I'll not hear, 'till I am more at peace.

Watch her returning Senfe, and bring me Word :

And look that llie attempt not on her Life. [ Exit King.

Aim. O ilay^ yet flay, hear me, I am not mad.

I would to Heav'nl were' —he's gone I

Gonf. Have Comfort.

Aim. Curd be thatTongue,^ that 'bids me be of Cqmfort

;

Curil my own Tongue, that cou'd not move his Pity.

Curfl thefe weak Hands, that cou'd not hold him li^re
|

For he is gone to doom Alphonfas Death.

Gonfa. Your too exceiTive Grief, \yorks on yourFancyj

And deludes your Senfe. Alphonfo^ if living,

is far from hence, beyond yoiir Father's Power.

Aim. Hence, thou detefled, ill-tim'd Flatterer

;

Source of my Woes : thou and thy Race be curs'd

;

But doubly thou, who could'fl alone have Policy,

And Fraud, to find *the fatal Secret out,

And know tlxitOfmyn \\2.s Alphonfo.
*

Gonf. Ha

!

Aim. Why doft thou flart ? what dofl thou fee, or hear ?

Was it the doleful Bell, toling for Death ?

Or dying Groans from my Alphonfos Bread ? ,

See, fee, look yonder ! where a grizled, pale

And ghaflly Head, glares by, all fmear'd with Blood,

Gafping as it would fpeak : and after it.

Behold a damp, dead Hand has drop'd a Dagger
;

I'll catch it—hark ! a Voice cries Murder ! ^t;s

My Father's Voice ; hollow it founds, and from
The Tomb it calls — I'll follow it, for there

I lliall again behold my dear Alphonfa.

[Exit with attendants.

Gonf. She's • greatly griev'dj nor aju I iefs furpriz'd.

Ofmyn Alphonfo I no ; liie over-rates

T-i f .:
^

. .

-
I My
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My Policy, I ne'er fufpeded it

:

Nor now had known it, but from her miftake. * •

Her husband too ! Ha ! where is Garcia then ?

And where the Crown that lliou'd defcend" on him,

To grace the Line of my Pofterity ? .

.

Hold, let me think— if I lliou'd tell the King r
Things come to this Extremety ? his Daughter

Wedded already-—^- what if he Ihould yield?-

Knowing no Remedy, for what is paft;

And urg'd by Nature pleading for his Child,,

With which he feems to be already lliaken.

And tho' I know he hates beyond the Grave

Anfelmas Race ;
yet if That if, concludes me.

To doubt, when I may be afliir d, is Folly.

But how, prevent the Captive Queen, who means

To fet him free ? Ay, now 'tis plain ,• Q well

Invented Tale ! he was Alphonfos friend.

This fubtle Woman will amuze the King,

If I delay——'twill do- ^or better fo.

One to my Wilh'. Alonzo^ thou art w^elcom.

. Enter Alonzo.

Almzo, The King expeds your Lordlhip.

Gonf. 'Tis no matter.

I'm not I'th' Way at Prefent, good Alonzo,

Alonzo, If't pleafe your Lordiliip, I'll return, and fay

I have not feen you.

Gonf, Do my beft Alonzo.

Yet flay, I would— but go; anon will ferve —

*

Yet I have that, requires thy ipeedy help. ...
I think thou would'ft not flop to do me Service.

Alonzo, lam your Creature.

Gonf, Say thou art ray Friend.

I've feen thy Sword do^ noble Execution.

Alonzo. All that it can, your Lordlhip lliall comniand.

H 7, (5<iHf
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Gonf. Thanks ; 'and I take thee at thy Word. Thou fl leen

Among the followers of the Captive Queen,

Dumb Men, that make thek Meaning known by Signs. .

Alon. I have, my Lord.

Go'fif. Could'fl: thou procure with fpeed.

And privacy, the wearing Garb of one

Of thofe, tho' purchas d by his Death ; I'd give

Thee fuch Reward,- as Ihoidd exceed thy Willi.

Alon, Conclude it done. Where fhall I wait your Lordfhip ?

Gonf. At my Appartment. Ufe thy utmoft Diligence;

Away, I've not been feen—hafle good Alonza^- [Exit Alonzo,

So, this can hardly fail. Alphonfo llain,

The greateil Obitacle is then remov'd.

^/wmj widow'd, yet again may wed;

And I yet fix the Crown on Garcia s Head.

[Exit,

Die End 'of the. Fourth AB.

ACT
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ACT V. SCENE I.

A Room of State.

Enter King, Perez, and Alonzo.

King.N OT to be found ? in an ill hour he's abfent.

_ None, fay you, none ?. what not the Favorite Evnuch ?

Nor llie her felf, nor any of her Mutes

Have yet required admittance ?

F^^z. None my Lord. •

King. Is Ofmyn{o difpos'd, as {commanded ?

Perez. Fafl bound in double chains, and at full length

He lies fupine on earth ; as eafily

She might remove the fix'd foundation, as •

Unlock the rivets of his bonds. :

- King. 'Tiswell.

[ A Mute appears^ andfeeing the King retires.

Hal Ceize that Mute ; Alonzo, follow him. [ £x. Alonzo.

Entring he met my Eyes, and ftarted back.

Frighted, and fumbling one hand in his Bofom,

As to conceal th' Importance of his Errand.

[ Alonzo re-enters with a Paper,

Alonz. O bloody Proof, of obftinate Fidelity !

King. What doi thou meart >

Alonz. Soon as I feiz'd the Man,
He fnatch'd from out his Bofom this -— and flrove

V/ith ralh and greedy halle, at once to cram
The Morfel down his throat. I catch'd his Arm,
And hardly wrenched his Hand to wring it from him

;

Which done, *he drew a Ponyard from his fidfe,

And on the inftant, plung'd it in his.Breall.

King. Remove the Body thence, ere Zara fee it.

•

.

Alohz.
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Alon. Hi be fo bold to borrow his Atdre;

'Twiil quit me of my Promife to Gonfakz. [ Exit.

Per, Whate'er it iajhe King's Complexion turns.

King, How's this ? my mortal Foe beneath my Roof!.

[ Having read the Letter,

O, give me Patience, all ye Powers ! no, rather,

Give me Rage, P^age, implacable Revenge,

And treble Fury Ha 1 who's there >

Perez. My I-ord.

King, rience, Slave, how dar'fl thou bide, to watch arid pry

Into how poor and mean a thing, a King delcends

;

How like thy fclf when Pailion treads him down l\ ,

Ha ! llir not, on thy Life : For thou wert iix'd,

And planted here to iee me gorge this Bait, ;

And laih againft the Hook by Heav'n you're all

Rank Traytors ; thou art with the refl combin'd

;

Thou knew'it that Ofmyn was Alphonfo^ knew'ft

My Daughter privately conferr'd with him,

And wert. the vSpy and Pander to their Meeting,

Perez. By all thats holy, I'm amaz'd—
King. Thou lyefl:.

. .

Thou art Accomplice too much with !Z,ara ; here

Where llie fets down ftill will Ifet thee free [Reading,

That fomewhere is repeated———/ have power

O'er them that are thy Guards Mark that thou Traytor.

Perez, It was your Majefty's Command, I ihould

Obey her Order—
King^ reading. And Jli/l will Ifet

Thee free^ Alphonfo Hell 1 curs'd, cuij^'d Alphonfo!

Falfe perfidious Zara ! Strumpet Daughter

!

Away begon thou feeble Boy, fond I,ove,

All Nature, Softnefs, Pity and Compadion, •
.

This hour I throw ye offj and entertain

Fell hate,- within my bread:, Revenge and Gall

By Heav n 111 meet, and counterwork this Treachery.

Hark tliee. Villain, Traitor anfwer me Slave.

Perez, 'My Service has not merited thofe Titles.

Ifing.
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King, Dar'H thou reply ? Take that— thy Service ? thine?

[ Strikes him.

What*s thy whole Life, thy Soul, thy Ail,,to my
One moment's Eafe ? Hear my Command ; and look

That thou obey, or Horrour on thy Head.

Drench me thy Dagger in Alphonfo's Heart.

Why doH thou flart ? Refolve to do't, or elfe

Perez. My Lord, I will.

King. /Tis well • that when llie comes to ^Qt hhn free,

His Teeth may grin, and mock at her Rcmorfe.

[ Perez going,

— Stay thee-^— I've farther thought I'll add to this.

And give her Eyes yet greater Difappointment.

When thou hail ended him, . bring me his Robe

;

And let the Cell where "llie'll expcd to fee him,

Be.dark'ned, fo as to amuze the Sight. . . .

I'll be condud:ed thither

But (ee fhe comes ; I'll iliun th' Encounter ; do

Thou follow, and give heed to my Diredion. [ Exeunt.

Enter Z^ira^ anJ Sciim,

Znra. The Mute not yet return'd ! 'tis ftrange. Ha ! 'twas

.The King that parted hence; frowning he went;

His Eyes like Meteors roll'd, then darted down
Their red and angry Beams ; as if .his Sight

l¥ould, like the raging Dog-flar, fcorch the Earth,

A.nd kindle R.uine in its Courfe. Thinli'ft thou;

He faw me not ? .

"

Sel. He did : But then' as if
•

His Eyes had err'd, he hailily recall'd

Th' imperfe^T: Look, and fiernly turn'd away.
Zara. Shun m^e when feen I I fear thou hail: undone m^.

Thy iliallow Artifice begets Sufpicion,

And, like a Cobweb-Veil, but thinly iliades

The Face of thy Defign;- alone difguifing

What
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What iliould have ne'er been feen ; imperfed: Mifchief !

Thou like the Adder, venomous and deaf,

Haft ftung the Traveller ; and, after, hear'ft

Not his purfuing Voice : ev n where thou think'ft

To hide, the ruftling Leaves, and bended Grafs

Confefs, and point the Path which thou haft crept. .

Fate of Fools ! ofHcious in Contriving

;

In executing, puzzled, lame and loft.

SeL Avert it, Heav'n, that you Ihould ever fuffer .

For my Defed: ; or that the Means which I

Devis'd toferve, Ihould ruine your Defign!

Prefcience is Heav'ns alone, not giv'n to Man. •

If I have fail'd in what, as being a Man,
1 needs muft fail ; impute not as a .Crime,

My Nature's want ; but punilli Nature in me :

I plead not for a Pardon, and to live.

But to be punifli'd and forgiven. Here, ftrike •

I bare my Breaft to meet your juft Revenge.
Zara. I have not leifure, now, to take fo poor

A Forfeit as thy Life : Somewhat of high
"

And more important Fate, requires my Thoughts
When I've concluded on my felf. If I. *

Think fit, I'll leave thee my Command to die.

Regard me well -, and dare not to reply

To w hat I give in Charge : for fm refolv'd.

Inftrud: the two remaining*y^^/fy, that they

Attend me inftantly, with each a Bowl
Of thofe Ingredients mix'd, as will with fpeed

Benumn the living Faculties, and give

Moft eafie and inevitable Death. .

Yes, Ofmyn^ yes ; be Ofmyn or Alphonfo^

rU give thee Freedom, if thou dar'ft be free :

Such Liberty as I embrace my felf.

Thou ihalt partake. Since Fates no more afford
;

I can but die with thee to keep my Word. [ Exeum,

Scene
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Scene changes to the Prifon.

Eftter Gonfalez , Mfguh'J like a Mute^

with a Dagger.

Gonf. Nor Centinel, nor Guard ! the Doors unbarred !

And all as ftill, as at the Noon of Night

!

Sure Death akeady has been bufie here.

There lies my way, that Door is too unlocked.

[ Looks in,

Hai fure he fleeps-—- all's dark within, fave what

A Lamp that feebly lifts a fickly Flame,

By fits reveals- his Face feems turn'd to favour

Th' Attempt : I'll fleal, and do it unperceiv'd.

What Noife ! fome body coming ? 'It, Alonzo ?

No body ? fure he'll wait without—— I would

'Twere done • I'll crawl and fling him to the Heart

;

Then call my Skin, and leave it there to anfwer it.
\

[ Goes in.

Enter Garcia ^;i?</ Alonzo.

Gar. Where ? where ? Alonzo^ where's my Father ? where

The King ? Confufion, all is on the Rout I

.All's lofl, all ruin'd by Surprize and Treachery.

Where, where is he ? Why dofl thou thus miflead me ?

Alonz. My Lord, he:enter'd, but a moment fmce.

And could not pafs me unperceiv'd What, hoa ?

My Lord, my Lord, what, hoa ? My Lord Gonfalez .^

Enter
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Enter Gonfalez, lIooJj.

Gonf Perdition clioak your Clamours— whence this Rudenefs }

Garcia !

Gar. Perdition, Slavery, and Death,

Are entring now our Doors. Where is the King ?

What means this Blood ? and why this Face of Horrour >

Gonf. No matter-—-'- give me firil: to know the Caufe

Of thefe your ralli and iil-tim'd Exclamations.

Gar. The Eailern Gate is to the Foe betray'd,

Who but for heaps of Slain, that choak the Paflage,

Had enter'd long 'ere now, and born down all

Before em, to the Pallace Walls. Unlefs

The King in Perfon animate our Men,
Granadds loll ; and to confirm this Fear,

The Traytor Perez^ and the Captive Moor^

Are through a Poftern fled, and join the Foe.

Gonf. Would all were falfe as that ; for whom you call

The Moor^ is dead. That Ojmyn was Alphonfo

;

In whofe Hearts Blood this Ponyard yet is warm.
Gar. Impodible ; for Ofnjjn flying, was

Proclaim'd aloud by Perez^ for Alphonfo.

Gonf. Enter that Chamber, and convince your Eyes,

How much Report has wrong'd your eafie Faith.

[ Garcia goes in.

Alonz. My Lord, for certain truth, Perez is fled

;

And has declar'd the Caufe of his Revolt,

W^as to Revenge a Blow the King had giv n him.
Gar. returning. Ruine and Horrour ! O heart-wounding fight I

Gonf. What fays, my Son ? whatRuine? ha? what Horrour?
Gar. Blalled my Eyes, and Ipeechlels be my Tt)ngue5

Rather than or to fee, or to relate

This Deed O dire Miftake ! O fatal Blow 1

The King-

SjTheKmg!
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Gar, Dead, welt'ring, drown'd in Blood.

See, fee, attir'd like OJmyn^ where he lies.

O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done >

But what imports the Manner, or the Caufe >

Nothing rennains to do, or to require.

But that we all fliould turn our Swords, againll

Our felves, and expiate with our own his Blood. j ^g
Gonf. O Wretch ! O curs'd, and ralh, deluded Fool 1

On me, on me, turn your avenging Sword.

\ who have fpilt my Royal Mafler's Blood,

Should make atonement by a Death as horrid
;

And fall beneath the Hand of my own Son.

Gar. Ha ! what ? atone this Murther with a greater I

The Horrour of that Thought, has damp'd my Rage.

The Earth already groans to bear this Deed •

Opprefs her not, nor tliink to ftain her Face

With more unnatural Blood. Murder my Father

!

Better with this to rip up my own Bowels,

And bathe it to the Hilt, in far lefs damnable

Self-Murder.

Gonf. O my Son, from the blind Dotage

Of a Father's Fondnefs, thcle Ills arole

;

For thee I've been ambitious, bale, and bloody :

For thee I've plung'd into this Sea of Sin
;

Stemming the Tide, with one weak Hand, and bearing -

With the other, the Crown, to wreath thy Brow,

Whofe weight has funk me 'ere I reach'd the Shore.

Gar, Fatal Ambition ! Hark ! the Foe is eqter'd

:

[Shout.

The fhrilnefs of that Shout fpeaks 'emat hand.

We have no time to fearch into the Caufe

Of this fiirprizing and moft fatal Errour.

What^s to be done ? the King's Death known, will ilrike

The few remaining Soldiers- with Defpair,

And make 'em yield to Mercy of the Conquer®ui%
I a Alo-HZ^
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Alonz. My Lord, I've thought how to conceal the Body i

Require me not to tell the Means, till done,

Left you forbid ; what then you may approve. [ Goes in.

Gonf, They Diout again ! Whatever he means to do \Shout,

'Twere fit the Soldiers were amuz'd, mean time.

With Hopes, and fed with Expedation of

The King's immediate Prefence at their Head.

Gar. Were it a Truth, I fear 'tis now too late.

But I'll omit no Care, nor Hafle • and try
; _

Or to repell their Force, or bravely die. .>r*i no ,->m n:.

\Exk.

G&nf. What haft thou done, Alonzo >

Almz. Such a Deed, . _.;:_ .

As but an hour ago, I'd not have done, i r;H ."^'t.^)

Tho' for the Crown of Univerfal Empire. 'T
But what are Kings reduc'd to common Clay ?

Or who can wound the Dead ?- I've from the Body^.

Sever'd the Head ; and in a Corner of

The Room, diipos'd it muffled in the Mutes ^^ j^j

Attire j leaving alone to View, the bloody

And undiftinguilliable Trunk :
.

Which may be ftiil miftaken by the Guards,

For Ofmyn^ if in feeking for the King, . s iQ
They chance to find it. ,,.

•^- -^.

Gonf. 'Twas an Ad; of Honour

;

, :,'i

And of a-piece \yith this Day's dire Mifdeeds. •ri:i^nixnmt>52

But 'tis not yet the time to ponder, or
-'

Repent, Hafte thee, Alonzo^ hence, with fpeed,

To aid my Son. fll follow with the laft

Referve, to reinforce his Arms: at leaft

lilidl make good, and fliekei his Retreat. - '

X^ Exeunt,

Eji^ter
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Enter Zara, follow*J hy Selim, and Two Mutes

hearing the Bowls.

2.ara. Silence and Solitude are ev^Vy where ! ; ^.^^.^ •,,^.,., j
^jr

Thro' ail the Gloomy Ways, and Iron Doors. .'I .

"
' .*|,Lp

That hither lead, nor Humane Face, nor Voice

Is feen, or heard. A dreadful Din was, woat. ,,, riii^r-

To grate the Senfe, wheii entred here ,• from ^roansy. ' : i^; j •

And Howls of Slaves c6ndMn'd,v&bm Clink^cjt^Ch^iiri*^,,^

And Cralli of nifly Bars, and creaking tinges :.'j^.j 'j.j-^^"^q Jj^-
And ever and anon, the Sight was dalh'd

^g-ji'i b^ijs.liai')^!^
With frightful Faces, and the rneagreJL,Qoj^,j^!^,.j iRnisf;?^^

'
^

Of grim and gaihly Executioners. .''.'l,r\../J^,.-^\,,^^"^^^^^ ,,

Yet, more, this Stilnefs terrifies my Sou
f,

Than did that Scene of compHcated Horrors.

It may be, that the Caufe, and Purpole of

My Errand, being changed from Life to Death,

Has alfb wrought ^^\<5 chilling Change of Temper.
Or does mv Heart bode more ? what can it mora
Than Dedth? ^.u-^^^rii,' ;':'• bn^ JbH o:i -;Ti it)0 .t.-o..

Let 'em fet down the Bowls, and \\'arn Alphonfo

That I am here- . ^. >ifbP' You return aiid find - Vr' ^ .

•

-^ '

I'lrMrd —;;'_- '^

':\M&esM in..

The King; tell -hhiiy' tvhM he 'reqfttirM, Iv'q'doiie:-, '^'
/

And wait his coming to af>prove the Deed '^'j'^-
V"* f^-^z} Solim

What have you feen? ''Ha! w'herefore iWeydu'-tliu^^'; "^^"^"^i^^

[ l^he Mutes return and look affrighi^eJ:

Give me more ample Knowledge of this Moumlngi" "^ .

•t^M A

eii^ 'jioud ih.i oi iniiim I wh ia*4
')ef
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Tl^^y ZP ^^ -^^ Scene which oj)ens and Jhews

- 4l?e (Body.

Ha! proflrate! bloody 1 headlefs r"0~— ftartEyes,

Split Heart, burft ev'rj Vein, at this dire Objedt

:

At once diflblve and flow ; meet Blood with Blood

;

DaOi your encountering Streams, with mutual Violence^,, ,.~

'Till Surges roll, and foaming Billows rife,
?/oH 1. <

And curl their Crimfon Heads, to kiis the Clouds ! * -

Rain, rain ye Stars, Ipout from your burning Orbs
Precipitated Fires, and pour in fheets,

; . >.^^gi {j_/ij^„i^ ft •
The blazing Torrent on the Tyrant's Head ; .r^. bnBmm'K}
Scorch and confume the curil perfidious King.,,

i

-

oiom ;' "^

,'-s ! 'f
^ i*-

Efiter Selim.

'30 fin ^

Selim. I've fought in vain, the King is no where, toHii d£rv

Be found—

-

»
. .r.h lO

Zara, Get thee to Hell, andfeekhim there. -[Stah him.

His helliili Rage had wanted Means to a<5t,

But for thy fatal and pernicious Counfel.

Sel. You thought it better then -but Tm rewarded.

The Mute you fent, by fome Mifchance was feen, :'T

And forc'd to yield your Letter with his. Life 4 .

I found the dead and bloody Body ftrip'd-

My Tongue faulters, and my Voice fails—
Drink not the Poyfon^ for Alphonfo is {Dies.

Zara. As thou art now-—- And I fliall quickly be.

'Tis not that he is dead ; for 'twas decreed

We both fliould die. Nor is't that I furvive j

I have a' Remedy for that. But Oh,
He dy'd unknowing in my Heart.

He knew I lov'd, but knew not to what height

:

Nor that I meant 4o fail before his Eyes, ^

A Mar-
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-A Martyr and a vidim to my Vows

:

...- • ... , :^;..

infenfible of thi$ lafl Proof he's gone. srii dt.. Hi/;

Yet Fate, alone can rob his mortal Part -dioil O .hAV-

Of Senfe : His Soul flill {^ts^ and knows each Purpdfe^ ^

\

And fix'd event of my perfilUng Faith.

Then, wherefore do I paufe? give me the Bowl.

[ A Mute kneels and gives one of the Bowls.

Hover a Moment, yet, thou gentle Spirit, .-j
^

Soul of my Love, and I will wait thy flight. ">^ •'^v
•-

This, to our mutual Blifs when joyn'd above. ' [Drinh.
friendly Draught, already in my Heart

!

Cold, cold ; my Veins are Icicles and Frofl.

I'll creep into his Bofom, lay me there
;

Cover us clofe or I Ihall chill his Breaft, :{^w m
And fright him from my Arms —See, fee, he Aides

Still further from me ; look, he hides his Face,

1 cannot feel it— quite beyond my reach.

O now he's gone, and all is dark [ Dies.

[ The Mutes kneel and mourn over her.

Enter Almeria and Leonora:. t ''t./'i

Aim. O let me feek him in tliis horrid Cell

;

For in the Tomb or Prifon, I alone \
. .

Muil hope to find him. .7 ni'rim?.-]^ 7 ' jnio-^ hnA
Leon. Heav'ns ! what dilmal Scene

Of Death, is this ? The Eunudi Selim flain

!

Aim. Shew me, for I am come in fearch of Death

;

But want a Guide : for Tears have dim'd my Sight.

Leon. Alas, a little farther, and behold

Zara all pale and dead ! two frightful Men, : .

:

Who feem the Murderers, kneel weeping by :

Feehng Remorfe too late, for what they've done.

But O forbear lift up your Eyes no more f

But hade away, fly from this Fatal Place, iii ic

Where Miferies are muitipy'd 5 return
-^

'

;

And
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And look not on ; for there's a Dagger that

Will (lab the Sight, and make your Eyes rain Blood,

Aim. O I fore-iee that Objeift in.' my Mind, rj

Is it at lafl then ib ? is he then dead ? . ' y, . , .,

What dead at laft, quite, quite, for everdead>' > i:)':,^^, ,,

There, there I fee him; there he lies, the Blood >* v r- '

Yet biibling from his Wounds—O more than favage !

Had they or Hearts, or Eyes, that did this Deed >,,

Could Eyes endure to guide .fuch cruel Hands,? ^^ ,,. j ik,^ . > .... ,

Are not niiy Eyes guilty alike with their%*i Iff Iputum tJo o? ,;• -^
''

That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to Stone ,>—-I do not weep ! The Springs of Tears are dry'd

;

And of a iliddain I am calm, ^as.if -^; ^ ;.
r

'

_^ ^ .

All things were well.: and yet my: Husband's murder'd J?,- x:3vcO
Yes, yes, i know to mourn ; I'll lluce this Heart, ii boa
The Source of Woe, and let the Torrent loofe. '^ '

-Thofe Men have left to weep ; and look on me.
I hope they murder all on whom they looLonoTi g'sxi

Behold me. well
;
your bloody Hands have err'd,

And wrongfully have put to Death thofe Innocents

:

I am the Sacrifice defign'd to bleed;

And come prepar'd to yield my Throat—^^they iliake

Their Heads in Sign of Grief and Innocence !
'

-

.

[ They point at the Bowl on the Graundlj \

And point ! what mean they ; Ha ! a Cup.
. O well .

:,'

I underiland vvhat Medicine has been here,;rl'5^- f gfivri-

O noble Thirll ! and yet too greedy to '

Drink all—-r^Ofor anotlicr Draught of Death,

.iri|i'8 "-nn Sfi/fb 'I'^r, [ They point at the other Cup,

Ha ! point again ? 'tis there,, and full I hope.' . ,

O thanks the liberal Hand that fill'd thee thus

;

'

I'll drink my glad Acknowledgment
Leon. O hold

For Mercy's fake; upon my Knees—forbear —
Aim. With Thee, th^ kneeling World Ihould beg in vain

Seell thou not there, who proflrate lies j .

:

i>riA And
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And pleads againfl: thee ? who (luall then prevail ?

Yet I will take a cold and parting Leave,

From his pale Lips ; Til kifs him e'er I drink,

Left the rank Juice fliould blifter on my Mouth,
And (lain the Colour of my lad Adieu.

Horrour ! a headlefs Trunk ! nor Lips nor Face,

[ Coming nearer the Bocly^ flarts and lets fall the Cup.

But fpouting Veins, and mangled Flelh ! O, O.

Enter Alphonfo, Heli, Perez, with Garcia Prifoner^

Guards and Attendants.

Alph. Away, fland offj where is fne ? let me fly,

Save her from Death, and fnatch her to my Heart.

Aim, Oh
Alph. Forbear ,• my Arms alone fliall hold her up

:

Warm her to Life, and wake her into Gladnefs.

let me talk to thy reviving Senfe,

The Words of Joy and Peace ; warm thy cold Beauties,

With the new-flulhing Ardour of my Cheek
;

Into thy Lips, pour the foft trickling Balm
Of cordial Sighs ; and re-infpire thy Bofom
With the Breath of Love. Shine, awake, Almerza^

Give a new Birth to thy long-lliaded Fyes,

Then double on the Day re'iecled Light.

Aim. Vv'here am I ? Heav'n ! what does this Dream intend >

Alph. O may'il thou never dream of lefs Delight

;

Nor ever wake to lefs fubilantiai Joys.

Aim. Giv'n me oiiain from Death ! O all ve Powers

Confirm this Miracle ! can I believe

My Sight, againll my Sight ? and lliall I truft

That Senfe, which in one Inilant iliews him dead

And living ? yes, I will ; IVe been abus'd

Vv^ith Apparitions and a(!rightiag Fantoms :

This is my Lord, my Life, .my only Husband;

1 have him now, and we no more will part.

MyFatiier too fnall have Companion -—-^

K Alph,



'74 7he Mourning Bride. -

~"

Alph. O my Heart's Comfort ; 'tis not given to this

Frail Life, to be entirely blelT'd. Even now,
In this extreameil Joy, my Soul can tafte, ..^, „,

Yet am I dafli'd to think that thou muil weep-;"

Thy Father fell, where he defign'd my Death.

Confakz and Alonzo^ both of Wounds
Expiring, have with their laft Breath, confefs'd

The juit Decrees of Heav'n, in turning on
Themfelves, their own molt bloody Purpofes.

Nay, I muft grant, 'tis fit youiliou'd be thus- [She weeps,

^

Let 'em remove the Body from her Sight.

Ill-fated ziara I Fla ! a Cup ? alas !

Thy Errour then is plain : but I were Flint

Not to o'er-Bow in Tribute to thy Memory.
'>d^'^fp

She Hi all be Royally interr'd. O Garcia^

Whofe Virtue has renounc'd thy Father's Crimes,

Seeit thou, how jull the Flandof tieav'n has been?

Let us that thro' our Innocence furvive,

Still in the Paths
'
of Flonour perfevere

;

-.
•/, '^fri-

And not from pad or prefent IllsDelpair: '-. r.,- ,

For Bleilings ever v^ait on vertuous Deeds
j

And tho' a late, a fure Reward fucceeds.

[ Exeunt Omnes,

E P I-
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E P I L O G U
Spoken

>^ v.i aU

•mo:) T;!?5 'y\'

THE Tragedy thus don^^ I am
^
you know^

Ko rmn <i Trinafsj but m ftatu quo : . ^tt^o^^j

Jnd now as tinconcern^dthh MoHrning. 0ear^ "^ ish iXi^ A~ii'^'^l

As if indeed a Widow ^ or an Heir,

I've leifure^ now^ to mark your feVral Faces

^

And h^oiv each Critick by his Jowre Grimaces.

To poijon ^lays
J
I fee fome where they fit^

Scatter dJ like %ats-bane^ up and down the ^it

;

V/hile others watch like Tarifh-Searchers^ hi/d

To tell of tphat Vifeafe the Tlay expir'd.

with what Joy they run^ to jpread the ISiews

Of a damnd ^Poet^ and departed Mufe !

Sut if he fcape^ with what Regret they re feizid I

And how they re dtfappointed if they re pleased !

Criticks to Plays for the fame end refort^

T}?at Surgeons ivait on Tryals in a Court

;

For Innocence condemn d they ye no %efpeEi^

P^royided they ye a Body to diffeci.

As Suffex Men, that dwell upon the Shoar^

Look out ivhen StorMs artfe^ and 'Billows roar^

Deyouflg



EPILOGUE.
Devoutly fr^^y^ng^ ^itb uplifted Hands,

That fome well laden Ship may ftr'tke the Sands ^

To whofe ^ch Cargo,^ they may make Tretence^

And fatten on the Spoils of Troyidence

:

So Criticks throng to fee a New Tlay fplit,

Jnd thrive and profper on the Wrecks of Wit,

Small Hope our Toet from thefe TrofpeBs draws 5

Jnd therefore to the Fair commends his Caufe.

Your tender Hearts to Mercy are inclined,

With whom^ he hopes, this Tlay will Favour find^

Winch was an Offering to the Sex deftgnd.

F I N I 5.
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