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To the Right Honourable,

THOMAS Earl oi Partly, Yikouni Latimerl

and Baron 0SW%3^E of K^iveton in Yor{^

Jhire^ Lord High Treafurer of England^ One
of His Majefties moft HonourabTe Privy-

Council, and Knight ofthe Moft Noble Or-'

derof the Garter, (^c*

My LORV,
HE Gratitude of Poets h fo tronhlefoms

a Virtue to Great Mert^ that yon are of-

ten in danger ofyour own Benefits : for

joH are threaten d withfome EpfHe^and

not fufferd to do good in quiet , or to

compound for their filence whom yon

ha've obligd. Tet ^ I confefs , I nei'

ther am nor ought to be furpri%d at this Indulgence \ for

your Lord/hip ha^ the fame right to fa'uour Poetry which the

Great and "Noble ha<ve e^er had.

Carmen amat, quifquis carmine digna gerit.

T^here is fomewhat of a tye in "Nature betwixt thofe who

are born for Worthy ASlions^ and thofe who can tranfmit

them to Pojierity : And though ours be much the inferiour

A part^



The Epiftle Dedicatory.

part , it comes at leaft within the Verge of Alliance , nor

are we unprojitable Members of the Commonwealth^ when

•we animate others to thofe Virtues^ which we copy and de^

fcrihe from yon.

'lis indeed their Interefl^ who endeaz'our the Suhverfion

of Go'veruments^ to difcourage Poets and Hijiorians'^ for the

beji which can happen to them is to be forgotten : But fuch

who^ under 'KINGSy are the Fathers of their Connlryj and

hy a jujt and prudent ordering of affairs prefer<ve it^ haye

thefame reafon to cherijh the Chroniclers oftheir Aliions^ as

they have to lay up in fafety the Deeds and Evidences of

their EJiates : For fuch Records are their undoubted Titles

to the love and reverence of After-Ages. Tour Lordfliips

Adminifiration has already tah^n up a confiderable part of
the Englifti Annals , and many of its mojl happy years are

owing to it, Hk MAjESTV", the moji J^iowing Judge of
Men^ and the bejl Mafier , has acJ^nowledg'd the Eafe and

Benefit he receives in the Incomes of His Treafury^ which

You found not only diforder*dy but exhaujied. All things

were in the confufton of a Chaos, without Form or Method,

if not reduced beyond it^ even to Annihilation : fo that yon

had not only to feparate the Jamng Elements^ bttt (Jf
that boldnefs of expreffion might be allowed me) to Create

them: Tour Enemies had fo embroyM the management of
your O^ce^ that they lool(d on your Advancement as the In-

Jirument of your Kuine, And as if the clogging of the

Revenue^ and the Confufton of Accounts^ which you found

in your entrance^ were not fufficienty they added their own
Weight of malice to the Publicly Calamity^ by forejiailing the

Credit whichpoud cure it : your Friends on the other fide

^ere only capable of pitying ^ ^it not of aiding jou : Na
far^
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farther help or comfel was remaining to yon^ but what wa^
founded on your Self: and that indeed was your Security

:

For your Diligence
,

your Conjiancy , and your Prudence^

wrought wore furely within , when they were n^t difimFd
by any outward Motion, 'the higheji Virtue is beji to be

irttjied with it Self^ for Affiance only can be given by

d Genius Suferiour to that which it af^fis. And *tis the

Nobl^ kjnd of Bebt^ when we are only obliged to God and

Nature. This then , My Lord , is your jujl Commenda'^

tion^ That you have wrought out your Self a way to Glory

^

by thofe very Means that were deftgfCd for your DeftruSlion

:

Ton have not only rejlord^ but advancd the Revenues of
your Majier without grievance to the SubjeB : and as if

that were little yet y the Debts of the Exchcqv^r , which

lay heavieU both on the Crown, and on Private PerfoHs^

have by your ConduB been ejiablijh*d in a certainty of fatif

faSiion. An ASiion fo much the piore Gre^t and tlonou-

rable ^ becaufe the cafe was without the ordinary relief of
Laws ; above the Hopes of the AffiiSied , and beyond the

Narrownefs of the Treafury to redrefs^ had it been managd
by a lefs able Hand, *Tis certainly the happiefiy and wop
unenvyd part of allyour Fortuney to do good to many^ while

you do injury to none : to receive at once the Prayers of the

SubjeSl^ and the Praifes of the Prince : and by the care of

your ConduB , to give Him Means of exerting the chiefejl^

(if any be the chiefeji) ofHis Royal Virtuesfik Dijlributhe

Juftice to the Deferving , and hk Bounty and Companion $o

the Wanting. The Difpofition of Princes towards their

People , cannot better be difcoverd than in the choice of
their Miniflers : who^ lih^ the Animal Spirits betwixt the

Sold and Body^ participate fomewhat of both Natures^ and

mal^ the Communication which is betwixt them, A Kittgy

A 2 v&ho



The Epiftle Dedicatory^

^ho is JHJl and moderate in his Nature, who Rules accord

ding to the Laxvs^ whom God made happy by forming the

Temper of his SohI to the Conjiifution of his Co^vertiment^

and who makes ns happy ^ by affuming over m no other So'

iferaignty than that wherein our Welfare and Liberty con-

Jijis J a Prince^ ^ f^y^ rffi excellent a CharaBery and fa

fnitable to the Wi(hes of all Good Men , could not better

have conveyed Himfelf into his Peoples Apprehenfions^than in

your Lord/hips Perfon : who fo li'uely exprefs the fame Vir*

tues^ that yon feem not fo much a Copy , as an Emanation

ofHim, Moderation is doubtlefs an EJiablifhment of Great-

nefs 5 but there is a fleadinefs of temper which is likewife

requifite in a Miniver of State : fo equal a mixture of both

Virtues^ that he may fiand li\e an Ifthmus betwixt the two

encroaching Seas of Arbitrary Power ^ and Lawlefs Anarchy.

The Z^ndertak^ng would be difficult to any but an extraor-

dinary Gquids^ tojiand at the Line^ and to divide the Li*

wits 5 to pay what is due to the Great Reprefentative of the

Nation^ and neither to inhance^ nor to yeild up the nndonbt*

sd Prerogatives of the Crown. Thefe^ My Lord, are the

proper Virtues of a Noble Englijhman , as indited they are

properly Englifh Virtues : No People in the World being ca^

fable of ufing them , but we who have the happinefs to be

born under fo equal^ andfo well poised a Government, A
Government which has all the Advantages of Liberty beyond

a Commonwealth^ and all the Marks of Kingly Sovereignty

without the danger of a Tyranny. Both my Nature^ as I

am an Englifbman^ and my Reafon^ as I am a Man^ have

bred in me a loathing to that fpeciom Nm^e of a Republ/cJ^:

that moch^appearance of a Liberty , where all who have not

part in the Government
.^

are Slaves : and Slaves they are

of a viler note than fueh as are SnbjeSis to an abfolute Do*

mimon*
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minion. For no ChrMian Monarchy is fo ahfokte^ hnt *tis

circHmfcrib'd with Laws : But r^hen the Executi've Fower is

in the Laxp-mah^rSy there isjm farther check upon them\
and the People muftfttffer without a remedy ^ becaufe they are

opprefs*d by their Reprefentatiyes. If I muft ferye , the

number of my Majlers^ who were born my Equals , would

bat add to the ignominy ofmy Bondage, The Nature of our

Government abowe all others^ is exaSily fuited both to the

Situation of our Country^ and the Temper of the Natiz/es

:

An Ifland being more proper for Commerce and for Defence^

than for extending its Dominia^JS on the Continent : for what

theValonr of its Inhabitants might gain ^ by reafon of its re-

motenefsj and the cafnalties of the Seas^ it condnotfo ea-

fily preferi^e : and therefore^ neither the Arbitrary Power of
one in a Monarchy^ nor of many in a Commonwealth^ could

mah^ us greater than we are. 'Tis true , that <vaUer and

more frequent Taxes might be gatlm'd^ when the confent' of

the People was not asJ^d or needed , but this were only by

Conquering abroad to be poor at home : And the Examples

of our "Neighbours teach us^ that they are not always the hap'

pieft SubjeSls whofe Kings extend their Dominions farthejf.

Since therefore we cannot win by an Offenfi'ue War^ at leafi

a hand-War^ the Model of our Go'vernment feems naturally

eontrii/d for the Defenfi've part : and the confent of a Peo-

ple is eafily obtain d to contribute to that Power which muft

proteSi it. Felices nimiiim bona fi fua n6rint5 Angligenae

!

And yet there are not wanting Malecontents amongfi uSj

who furfeiting themfel'ves on too much happinefs , won d
perfwade the People that they might be happier by a change^.

^Twas indeed the policy of their old Forefather^ whenhim-^

felf was fallen from the flation of Glory^ to feduce Man-

hind into the fame Rebellion with hinr^ by telling him he

might
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mi^t yet he freer than he n>as : that is^ wore free than his

Nature won'd allorPy or (if I may fo fay) than God coii'd

mah^ him. We have already all the Liberty rvhich Free-

born SubjeSls can enjoy , and all beyond it is but Licenfe.

But if it he Liberty of Confcience which they pretend^ the

Moderation of our Church is fuchjthatits praBice extends not

to the feverity of Perfecution^ and its Difcipline is withal fo

eafiey that it allows more freedom to Dijpnters than any of
the SeSls woud allow to it. In the mean time^ what right

can he pretended hy thefe Men to attempt Innovations in

Church or State ? WJjo made them the Trujiees^ or (to

fpea\ a little nearer their own Language) the Keepers of
the Liberty of England > If their Call be extraordinary^

let them convince as by working Miracles , for ordina^

ry Vocation they can have none to diflurb the Govern"
ment under which they were horn^ and which protects them.

Be who has often changd his Party^ and always has made
his Intereft the Rule of itj gives little evidence of his fin-
cerity for the Puhlic\ Good : 'Tis manifefi he changes hut

for himfelf and takes the People for Tools to wor\his For-
tune, Tet the experience of all Ages might let him h^toWy

that they who trouble the Waters jirfty have feldom the be-

nefit of the Fifhing : As they who began the late Rebellion,

enjoy d not the fruit of their undertakings but were crufl/d

themfelves by the Z)furpation of their own Inftrument, Nei-
thir is it etiough for them to anfwer that they only intend a
'Reformation of the Government^ but not the Subverfion of
it : On fuch pretences all InfurreSiions have been founded:
"Lis ftriking at the Root of Power , which is Obedience,
Every Remonfirance of private Men^ has the feed of Trea-
fon in it ; and Difcourfes which are couch d in ambiguom
T^rms^ ars therefore the more dangerous^ becanfe they do all

the
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the Mi/chief of open fedition^ yet are fafe from the pnnifh'

mmt oftheLanPS. Thefe^My Lord, are Conjiderations n?hich

I fbodd not pafs fo lightly over^ had I room to manage them
as they deferi/e : for no Man can he fo znconfiderabfe in a Na-
tion^as riot to haz^e a Jhare in the welfare of it\ and if he be a

true Englifbrnan^ he mnfi at the fame time he jlrd with In-

dignation^ and rez>enge himfelfas he can on the Diflurbers of
his Country, And to whom could I more jitly apply myfelf
than to your Lordfhip^ who ha've not only an inborn^ but an
hereditary Loyalty P The memorable conflancy and fuffer--

ings ofyour Father^ dmoft to the ruine of hk Ejiate for the

RoyalCaufe^ were an earnejl of thatj which fuch a Parent

andfuchanlnftitution won d produce in the Terfon ofa Son,

But fo unhappy an oecafion of manifefting your own Xeal im

fuffering far his prefent MAJESTY, the Pro'vidence ofGod^

and the Prudence ofyour Adminiflrationj wiU^ I hope^ pre-

sent. That as your Fathers Fortune waited on the unhappi-

nefs of his Sovereign,^ fa your own may participate of the

better Fate which attends hk Son. T^he Relation which you

ha've by Alliance to the Noble Family of your Lady
, fer^ues

to confirm to you both this happy Augury, For what can

deferi^e a greater place in the Fnglifh Chronicle ^ than the

Loyalty and Courage^ the AElionsa?td Death of the General

ef an Army Fighting for His Prince and Country P The Ho^

nour and Gallantry of the Earl of Lindfey , is fo iUuftrious

a SubjeB^ that 'tis ^t to adorn an Heroique Poem ; for He-

was the Proto-Martyr of the Caufe^ and the Type ofhisun--

fortunate Royal Mafler,.

Yet
J

. after ally My Lord, if I may fpea\ my thonghts^.

you are happy rather to -pps than to your felf : for theMulti-

plicity^ the Cares ^ and the Vexations ofyour Imploymenty

have, betray'd you from your felfy and glzen yon up into
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the Pojfejpon of the Fiiblic\ Ton are Kobb'd of your Pri^

^acy a?td Friends^ and fcarce any hour ofyour Lifeyou can

callyour own, Thofe who en^uy your Fortune^ if they wanted

not good Nature^ mi^Jt more jnjily pity it , and when they

fee yon watch*d by a Croud of Suitors^ whofe importunity

'tis impojfible to a^void^ would conclude with Keafony that

yoH hai/e loft much more in true content , than yon have

gaincl by Dignity , and that a pri'uate Gentleman is better

attended by a jingle Servant y than your hordjhip with fo

clamorous a Train, Pardon me^ My Lord, If I fpeah^ lih^

a Philofopher on this SubjeSi , the Fortune which mah^s a

Man uneafie^ cannot make him happy : and a Wife Man
muft thinly himfelf uneafie^ when few of his ASiions are

in his choice.

This laji Confideration has brought me to another^ and a
very feafonable ene for your relief -i

which is^ That while

I pity your want of leifure^ I have impertinently Detained

you fo long a time, I have put off my own Bufinefs^which

was my Dedication , till 'tis fo late^ that I am now afham'd
to begin it : And therefore I willfay nothing of the Poemy
which I Prefent to yoUy becaufe I know not ifyou are like to

have an Hour^ which^ with a good Confcience^you may throw

away in perufing it : And for the Author^ I have only to

beg the continuance ofyour ProteSiion to him^ who is,

MY LORD,
Your Lordftiips, moft Oblig'd,

moft Humble, and moft

Obedient Servant,

J OHN DRTDEN.

X



Preface.
.He death o^Anthotiy and Cleopatra^ is a SubjeiS: whicli
has been treated by the greateft Wits ofour Nation,
after shakefpeare 5 and by all fo varioufly, that their

example has given me the confidence to try my felf

in this Bowe of Vlyjfes amongft the Crowd of Su-
tors 5 and, withal, to take my own meafures, in aiming at the
Mark. I doubt not but the fame Motive has prevailed with all of
us in this attempt 5 I mean the excellency of the Moral : for the
chief perfons reprefented, were famous patterns of unlawful loves
and their end accordingly wag unfortunate. All reafonable men
have long fince concluded, That th-e Heroe of the Poem, ought
not to be a charafter of perfect Virtue, for, then, he could nor,
without injuftice, be made unhappy, nor yet altogether wicked,
becapfe he could not then be pitied : I have therefore fteer'd the
roiddle courfe, and have drawn the charader o^ AMhony zs h^
vourably as Plutarch^ j^ppian^ and Dion Cajfius wou'd give me
leave : the like I have obferv'd in Cleopatra. That which is want-
ing to work up the pity to a greater heighth, was not afforded me
by the ftory : for the crimes of love which they both committed,
were not occafion'd by any neceffity, or fatal ignorance, but were
wholly voluntary 5 fince our paflions are, or ought to be, with-
la our power. The Fabrick of the Play is regular enough, as to
the inferior parts of it 5 and the Unities of Time, Place and Adi-
on, more exaftly obferv'd , than, perhaps, the Englifh Theater
requires. Particularly, the A6i-ion is fo much one, that it is the
only of the kind without Epifode, or Underplot 5 every Ccene
in the Tragedy conducing to the main defign, and every Ad con-
eluding with a turn of it. The greateft errour in the contrivance
feems to be in the perfon of O&avia : For, though I might ufe the

priviledge of a Poet, to introduce her into jiexafidria, yet I had
n-ot enough conflder'd, that the compaffion fhe mov'd to her felf

and children, was deflru(!l:ive to that which Ireferv'd for J^ihofiy

^Md-CleApatra^ whofe mutual love being founded upon vice, muft
^.•. ^ b * leffeil



PREFACE.
kden the favour of the Audience to them, when Virtue and In-

nocence were opprefs'd by it. And, though I juftified AnthoKy

in feme meafure, by making O&avias departure, to proceed wholly
from her felf 5 yet the force of the firft Machine dill remained i

and the dividing of pity, like the cutting of a River into many
Channels, abated the ftrength of the natural ftream. But this is

an Objedion which none of my Critiques have urg'd againft me 5

and therefore I might have let it pafs, if I could have refolv'd to

have been partial to my felf. The faults my Enemies have found,

are rather cavils concerning little, and not eflential Decencies,

which a Mafler of the Ceremonies may decide betwixt us. The
French Poets 5 I confefs, are drift Obfervers of thefe Punftilio's :

They would not, for example, have fuffer'd Cleopatra and O^avia

to have met , or if they had met, there muft only have pafs'd be-

twixt them fome cold civilities, but no eagernefs of repartee, for

fear of offending againft the greatnefs of their Charadlers, and
the modefty of their Sex. This Objedion I forefaw, and at the

fame time contemn'd ; for I judg'd it both natural and probable,

that O&avfa
,
proud of her new-gain*d Conqueft, would fearch

out Cleopatra to triumph over her, and that Cleopatra^ thus at-

tacqu'd, was not of a fpirit to (hun the encounter: and 'tis not

unlikely, that two exafperated Rivals (hould ufe fuch Satyre as

I have put into their mouths j for after all^ though the one were
a Koman^ and the other a Queen, they were both Women. 'Tis

true, fome anions, though natural, are not fit tobereprefented,

and broad obfcenities in words , ought in good manners to be

avoided : exprefiions therefore are a modeft cloatfaing of our
thoughts, as Breeches and Petticoats are of our bodies. If I have
kept my felf within the bounds of modefty , all beyond it is but

nicety and afFeftation ? which is no more but modefty deprav'd

into a vice : they betray themfelves who are too quick of appre-

henfion in fuch cafes , and leave all reafonablc men to imagine

worfe of them, than of the Poet.

Honeft Montaigne goes yet farther : Nom ne jommts que cere-

monk 5 la cerentonie nom emporte^ O" laijjons lafubjiance des chofcs :

l^ous nom tenons aux branches^ ^ abandonnons le tronc d^ le corps,

Hous avons apprk aux Dames de rough^ ojians fiulement nommer ce

quelies ne craignent aucunement afaire: Fious nofons appeUer a droiS

tios membns^ ^ ne craignons pas de les employer a toute forte de de^

bauche^
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hatiche. La. cerevfome tiom defend d'exprmer par paroles ies chofes

licites ^ naXweilzs , c^ tious I'e^ crayons , la raifon nem defend de

K en fait e point d*jllJcites d^ mauvaifes , d^ perjbnne ne Wn croid.

My comfort is, that by this opinion my Enemies are but fucking

Critiques, who wou'd fain be nibbling ere their teech are come.

Yer, in this nicety of manners does the excellency of /"re^C/^

Poetry confift : their Heroes are the mod civil people breathing;

but their good breeding feldom extends to a word of fenfe: Ail

their Wit is in their Ceremony ^ they want the Genius which ani-

mates ourStage 5 and therefore 'tis but neceflary when they cannot

pleafe, that they (hould take care not to offend. But, as the

civileflman in the company is commonly the duUeft, fo thefe Au-
thors, while they are afraid to make you laugh or cry, out of
pure good manners, make you fleep. They are fo careful not to

exafperate a Critique, that they never leave him any work 5 fo

bufie with the Broom, and make fo clean a riddance, that there

is little left either for cenfure or for praife : for no part of a Poem
is worth our difcommending, where the whole is infipid , as wheri

we have once tafted of pall'd Wine, we ftay not to examine it

Glafs by Glafs. But while they affedt to (hine in trrfles, they are

often carelefs in efTentials. Thus their Hippolitus is fo fcrupulous

in point of decency, that he will rather expofe himfelf to death,

than accufe his Stepmother to his Father 5 and my Critiques I am
fure wili commend him for it ; but we of groffer apprehenfions,

are apt to think that this excefs of generofiiy, is not prafticable

but with Fools and Madmen. This was good manners with a ven-

geance ; and the Audience is like to be much coticernM at the

misfortunes of this admirable Heroe : but tdikt Hippolitus out of
his Poetique Fit, and I fuppofe he would think it a wifer parr, to

fet the Saddle on the right Horfe, and chufe rather to live with

the reputation of a plain-fpoken honeft man , than to die with

the infamy of an incefiuous Villain. In the mean time we may
take notice, that where the Poet ought to have preferv'd the cha-

radler as it was deliver'd to us by Antiquity, when he (hould

have given us thepifture of a rough young man, of the Amazo-
man (irzin^ a jolly Huntfman, and both by his profeffion and his

early rifing a Mortal Enemy to love, he has chofcn to give him the

turn of Gallantry, fent him to travel £tomJthens to Parts^ taught

him to make love , and transformed the Hippolitus of Euripides

b 2 - into
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mt6VBr\(i^^^&rffolili I (hould not have troubled my felf thuj

far with French Poets , but that I find our Chedrettx Critiques

>vholly form their judgments b? them. But for my part, I de-

fire to be try'd by the Laws of my own Country 5 for it feems

unjuftto me, that the French (hould prefcribe here, till they have

conquer'd. Our little Sonnettiers who follow them, have too

narrow Souls to judge of Poetry. Poets themfeives are the moft^

proper^ though ! conclude not the only Critiques. But till fomc
Genius as Ilniverfal, as Arifi'otle^ (hall arifcj o-ne who can pene-

trate into all Arts and Sciences, without the pradice of them, I

ihall think it reafonable, that the Judgment of an Artificer in his

own Art (hould be preferable to the opinion of another man , at

lea ft where he is not brib'd by intereft, or prejudiced by malice :

and thi?, Ifuppofej is manifeftby plain induction: For, firft, the

Crowd cannot be prefumM to have more than a grofs inftin(3:, of
what pleaTes or difpleafes them : every man will grant me this 5

but then, by a particular kindnefs to himfelf, he draws his own
(lake firfV, and will be diffcingui(h'd from the multitude,, of which
other men may think him one. But, if! come clofer to thofe

who are allow'd for witty men,, either by the advantage of their

quality, or by common fame, and affirm that neither are they qua-
lified to decide Sovereignly, concerning Poetry, I (hall yet have
a ftrong party of my opinion j for moft of them feverally will ex-

clude the reil, either from the number of witty men, or at leaf^

of able Judges. But here again they are all indulgent to them-
feives : and every one who believes himfelf a Wit, that is, every

man^will pretend at the fame time to a rightof j-udging.Butto prefs

it yet farther, there are many witty men, but few Poets 5 neither

have all Poets a taf^e of Tragedy. And this is the flock on which
they are daily fplitting. Poetry, which is a Pidure of Nature,

znuft generally pleafTe : but *tis not to be underftood that all parts

of it mufl: pleafe every man
«,
therefore is not Tragedy to be judg'd

Iby a witty man, whofe tafte is only confin'd to Comedy. Nor is

every man who loves TrageJiy a fufScient Judge of it .'he mu(t

wnderRand the excellencies of it too, or he will only prove a blind

Admker, not a Critique. From hence it comes that fo many Sa-

tyrs on Poets, and ceufures of their Writing?, fly abroad. Mea
of pleafant Cbnverfation, (at leaft efteenrdfo} and indued with

a triSling kjnd of Fancy;, perhaps help'd oi^t vviih fome fmatter-
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iflg oF Latine, are ambitious to diftinguidi themfelves from the.

Herd of Gentlemen, by their Poetry 5

Rarusemmfsrmefetifmcommmisinilik
FortHna»

And is not this a wretched a ffedation, not to be conteated with
what Fortune has done for them, and (it down quietly with their

Eftates, but they muft call their Wits in queftion, and needlelly

expofe their nakednefs to publick view? Not confidering that

they are not to exped the fame approbation from fober men^,

which they have found from their flatterers after the third Bottle >

If a little glittering in difcourfe has pafs'd them on us for witty

men, where was the neceflity of undeceiving the World? would
a man who has an ill Title to an Eftatc, but yet is in poiTeffion of

it, would he bring it of his own accord, to be try'd at Wefimin-^-

jier^ We who write, if we want the Talent
5
yet have the ex--

cufe that we do it for a poor fubfiftence 5 but what can beurg'd

in their defence, who not having the Vocation of Poverty to-^

fcribble out of meer wantonnefs, take pains to make themfelves

ridiculous?- Horace was certainly in the right, where he faid^.

That no man is fatkfied with hk ovon condition- A Poet is not:

pleas'd becaufe he is not rich 3 and the Rich are difcontented, be-

caufe the Poets will not admit them of their number. Thus the

cafe is hard with Writers t: iF they fucceed not, they mud flarve^;

and if they do, fome malicious Satyr is prepar'd to level them^

for daring to pleafe without their leave. But while they are fO'

eager to deftroy the fame of others, their ambition is manifeftirji

their concernment : fome Poem of their own. is to be produc'd,,

and the Slaves are to belaid flat with their faces on the ground^,

that the Monarch may appear in the greater M^jefty.

Dionyfus and Ner<? had the fame longings , but with all their^

power they cou'd never bring their buiioefs well about. 'Tis true^

,

they proclaim'd themfelves Poets by found of Trumpet 5 and Po-

ets they were upon pain of death lo any man who durft call thenu

otherwife. The Audience had a fine time on't, you mayima-^
gine '1 they fate in a bodily fear, and look'd as demurely as they

could: for 'twas a hanging matter to laugh unfeafonably 5 andi

the Tyrants were fufpicious, as they had reafon, that their. Sub--

|e^ had 'eiu iatthe wiJii/V%^€y^rY o^ajQj.in his owfl def<^qQe feitt
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as good a face upon the bufiaefs as he could : Twas known before-

hand that the iVTonarchs were to be Crown'd Laureats , but when
the (hew was over, and an hotieft -man was fufFer'd to depart

quietly, he took out his laughter which he had (liffled v with a

firm refolution never more to fee an Emperor's Play, though he
"had been ten years a making it. In the mean time the true Poets

were they who made the beft Markets, for they had Wit enough
to yield the Prize with a good grace, and not contend with him
who had thirty Legions : They were fure to be rewarded if they

confefs'd themfelves bad Writers, and that was fomewhat better

than to be Martyrs for their reputation. Lucan's example was

enough to teach them manners j and after he was put to death,

for overcoming Nero^ the Emperor carried it without difpute for

the bed Poet in his Dominions : No man was ambitious of that

grinning honour, for if he heard the malicious Trumpetcer pro-

claiming his name before his betters, he knew there was but one
-way with him. Mecevas took another courfe, and we know he

was more than a great man , for he was witty too: but finding

hirafelf far gone in Poetry, which Seneca a (lures us was not his

Talent, he t4iought it his beft way to be well with VirgH and

v^'iihHorace 5 that at leaft he might be a Poet at the fecond hand 5

and we fee how happily it has fucceeded with him , for his own
bad Poetry is forgotten 5 and their Panegyricks of him ftill re-

main. But they who (hould be our Patrons, are for no fuch ex-

penfive ways to fame : they have much of the Poetry of Mecevas,

but little of his liberality. They are for perfecuting Hf^r^^eand

Virgil^ in the perfons of their Succeffors, (for fuch is every man,
who has any part of their Soul and Fire, though in a leffe degree,)

Some of their little Zanies yet go farther 5 for they are Perfecu-

tors even of Horace himfelf, as far as they are able, by their igno-

rant and vile imitations of him 5 by making an unjuft ufe of his

Authority , and turning his Artillery againft his Friends. But
how would he difdain to be Copyed by fuch hands 1 I dare an-

fwer for him, he would be more uneafiein their company, than

he was with Crifpinus their Forefather in the Holj lVay\ and
would no more have allow 'd them a place amongft the Critiques,

than he would Demetrius the Mimique, an.d Tigcllius the Bu(roon;
Demttrij tcq'-, Tigelli^

DifcipulorHm inter jhbeo phrare Cuthctlrai.

With
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With what fcofn would he look down on fuch miferable Tranfla-

tors, who make Doggrel of his Latine, miftake his meaning, mif-

apply his cenfuresj and often contradi^ their own ? He is fix'd

as a Land-Mark to fet out the bounds of Poetry,
— m^Saxum^ antiquum ingens

Limes agropolif^ litem ut difcertieret arvis:

But other Arm's than theirs, and other Sinews are required, t(*

raife the weight of fuch an Author 5 and when they would tofs

him againft their Enemies,

Genua Ubant^ gelidui concrevit frigore fanguis^

Turn lapis ipfi^ virJi vacuum per inane volutus

Nee fpatium evajtt totum. nee pertulit i&um.

For my part, I would wifli no other revenge, either for my felf

or the reft of the Poets, from this Rhyming Judge of the Twelve-
penny Gallery, this Legitimate Son of sternhold^ than that he
would fubfcribe his Name to his cenfure, or (not to tax him be-
yond his learning ) fet his Mark : for ftiou'd he own himfelf

publickly, and come from behind the Lyons Skin, they whona
he condemns vvou'd be thankful to him , they \yhom he praifes

wou'd cbufe to be condemned 5 and the Magiftrates whom he has

elected, wou'd modeftly withdraw from their employment, tO:

avoid the fcandal of his nomination. The fharpnefs of his Satyr^

next to himfelfj falls moft heavily on his Friends, and they ought
never to forgive him for commending them perpetually the wrong;

way, and fometimes by contraries. If he have a Friend whofe
haftinefs in writing is his greateft fault, Horace wou'd have taught

him to have minc'd the matter, and to have calFd it readinefs of
thought, and a flowing fancy 5 for friendflhip will allow a man to

Chriften an imperfeffcion by the name of fome neighbour virtue s:

Vellem in afmcitia fc erraremus 5 d^ ifii

Errori^ nomen virtm pofuifjet hone^um.

But he would never have allow'd him to have call'd a (low mat^

hafty, or a hafty Writer a flow Drudge, as Juvenal explains its.—-

—

Canibus pigris^ fiabieq^ vetufta

Levibus^ (^ ficc£ lambentibtfs ora lucerne

Nomen erit^ Pardm, Tygrfs^ Leo-,
fi

quid adhuc efi

^od fremit in terris violentius.

Yet Lucretim laughs at a foolith Xover, even foi excufing the

Imperfeftioiis of his Miftrefs

:

Migtiii.
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"Nigra !Jii}^ix''j©' ^i^,
immunda & fcstida i'MmO-*

Balhd loqui non quit^ rfiwhiin 5 t^ifita fudens eji, ^cl
But to drive it, adjEthiopem Cygnum'xs not to be iodurM. I

leave him to interpret this by the benefit of his French Verfion

on the other iide, and without farther confidering him, than I

have the reft of my illiterate Cenfors, whom I have difdain*d to

^nfwer, becaufe they are not qualified for Judges. It reniains

that I acquaint the Reader, that I have endeavoured in this Play
tG follow the praftife of the Ancients, who, as Mv.RytHer has judi-

c'loufly obferv'd, are and ought to be our Mafters. Homce like-

wife gives it for a Rule in his Art of Poetry,

Vos exef/jplaria Crdca

N^t7*;/r/7i verfate manu^ verfate dinrm.
Yet, though their Models are regular, they are too llttl-e for

EngliQi Tragedy 5 which requires to be built in a larger compafs.
I could give an inftance in the Oedipus tyrannm^ which was the
Mafterpiece o( Sophocles '^ but I referve it for a more fit occafion,
which I hope to have hereafter. In my Stile I have profbfs'd to
imitate the Divine shahsfpcare > which that I might perform more
freely, I have difincumber'd my felf from Rhyme. Not that I

condemn my former way, but that this is more proper to my pre-
fent purpofe. I hope I need not to explain my felf, that I have
not Copy'd my Author fer vilely : Words and Phrafes muft of ne-
ceflity receive a change in fucceeding Ages: but 'tis almoft a Mi-
racle that much of his Language remains fo pure 5 and that he
who began Dramatique Poetry amongft us, untaught by any, and,
zsBcn 'johvfon ttWs us, without Learning, (hould by the force of
his own Genius perform fo much, that in a manner he has left no
praife for any who come after him. The occafion is fair, and the
fubjedi: would be pleafant to handle the difference of Stiles betwixt
him and Fletcher, and wherein, and how far they are both to be
imitated. But fince I muft not be over-confident ofmy own per-
formance after him, it will be prudence in me to be filent. Yet
I hope I may affirm, and without vanity, that by imitating him,
I have exceird my felf throughout the Play 5 and particularly,
that I prefer the Scene becwixt Anthovy and Ventidius in the firft

Adi, to any thing which I have written in this kind.

T».E



PROLOGUE to" Anthony and Cleopatr^.WHat Flockj of Critiques homr here to day^ 2
As Vultures wait on Armies for their ?rey^ %

Allgatingfor the Carcafs of a Vlay I ^
With Croaking Nates they bode fome dire e'vent^

And follow dying Poets by the fcent^

Curs gives himfelf for gone 5 fhave watched your time ! .

He fights this day unarm'd 5 without his Rhyme.
And vrings a Tale which often has been told),

As fad as Dido'jr 5 and almop as old.

His Heroe^ whom you Wits his Bully call.

Bates of his mettle 5 and fcarce rants at all z

JIe*s fomewhat lewd^ but a well-meaning mindh
Weeps muchi fights little 5 but is wondrous kjnd»

In Jhorty a Pattern^ and Companion fit^

For all the keeping 'Tonyes of the Pit*

I ootid name more $ A Wife^ and Miflrefs too-, %
Both ^to be plain) too good for mofi of you : ?

I'he Wife well-naturd^ and the Mifirefs true, ^

Novp^ Poets^ if your fame has been his care 5

Allow him all the candouryou can fpare,

A brave Man fcorns to quarrel once a day ^

Lil{e He^ors^ in at every ^etty fray.

Let thofe find fault whofe Wit's fo very finally

Theyve need to fiiow that they can thinK. ^t all

:

Errours like Straws upon the furface flow 5

Jie who wonld fearch for Pearls mufi dive below]

Fops may have leave to level all they can 5

As Pignties woud he glad to lopp a iidan*

Malf'Wits are Fleas 5 fo little and fo light ,

We fcarce con d k^ow they live^ but that they bite*

Buty astheRich^ when tird with daily FeaftSj
For change^ become their next poor Tenants Ghefi:s i,

Drink^hearty Draughts of Ak:, fron! plain browft Bowlsy

And fnatch the homely RaJIjer from the Coals .*

So ym, retiring from much better Cheer

^

For once^ may venture to do penance here,

Andjince that plenteous Autumn now is pafi,

0jofe Grapes and Peaches have Indulgd your tafie^

Ake in good part from our poor Poets boord^

Stich rivell'd Fruits as Winter can afiord.

Verfom



Terforjs ^eprefented.

MAtc Anthony^

Ventidins^ his General,

Dollabella^ his Friend,

Alexasj the Queens Eunuch,

Serapion^ Prieft of Ifts^

Another Prieft,

Servants to Anthony^

Cleopatra^ Queen of Egypt

y

CSiavia^ Anthonys Wife,

Charmion^l ^i ^ ^ » x/r -j

J J.

Cleopatra s Maids.

Anthonys two little Daughters.

By
Mr. Hart.

Mr. Mohuru

Mr. Clarke.

Mr. Goodman..

Mr. Griffin.

Mr. C(y//&.

Mrs. BoHteU.

Mrs. Ct^r^j'.

Scene Alexandria.

ALL
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World well Loft.

A c T. L Scene, The Temple of Ifis.

Enter Serapion, Myris, Triejis of Ifis.

Serap, ^ ^"^^ Ortents, and Prodigies, are grown (o Frequent,

That they have loft their Name. Our fruitful

Nile

Flow'd ere the wonted Seafon^ with a Torrent
So unexpedtedj and fo wondrous fierce.

That the wild Deluge overtook the hafte

Ev'n of the Hinds that watch'd it : Men and Beafts

Were born above the tops of Trees, that grew
On th' utmoft Margin of the Water-mark.

Then, with fo fwift an Ebb, the Floud drove backward
It flipt from underneath the Sealy Herd :

Here monftroiis vhocce panted on the Shore 5

Forfaken Dolphins there, with their broad tails.

Lay lalhing the departing Waves ; Hard by 'em,

Sea-Horfcs floundring in the (limy mud,
Tofs'd up their heads, and dafh'd the ooze about *em«

Efiter Alexas behind them,

Myr, kvtit thefe Omens, Heav'n.

B Scrap,
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Sera^. Lall: night, between the hours ofTwelve and One,

In a lone Ifle o'th' Temple while I walk'd,

A Whirl-wind rofe, that, with a violent blaft,

Shook all the D^^^e : the Doors around me clapt.

The Iron Wicket, that defends the Vault,

Where the long Race of P/^/^7»ie/ is lay'd,

Burfl: open, anddifclos'd the mighty dead.

From out each Monument, in order plac'd.

An Armed Ghoft ftart up : the Boy-King laft

Kear'd his inglorious head, A peal of groans

Then follow'd, and a lamentable voice

Cry'd, JEgypt is no more. My blood ran back.

My (haking knees againft each other knock'd j

Gn the cold pavement down I fell intranc'd^

And fo unfinifh'd left the horrid Scene,

^te^z/'^n?-") AndjDream'd you this ? or, Did invent the Story >

ing hif^jfelf.) To frighten our J^.gypian Boys withal

^

And train 'em up betimes in fearof Priedhood ?

Scrap, My Lord, f faw you not,

Nor meant my words Qiould reach your ears j but what
I uttered was moft true.

Alex, A foolifh Dream,
Bred from the fumes of indigefted Feadsj

And holy Luxury.

Scra]^, I know my duty :

This goes no farther,

Alex, 'Tis not fit it fhonld.

Nor would the times now bear it, were it true.

All Southern, from yon hills, the Roman Camp
Hangs o'er us black and threatning, like a Storm

Juft breaking on our heads,

Serap, Our faint Egyptians pray for Antofiy^

But in their Servile hearts they own oSavius,

Myr.SNhy then does Antony dream out his hours.

And tempts not Fortune for a noble Day,
Which might redeem, what AUium loft ?

Ahx, He thinks 'tis paft recovery,

SiYaf, Yet the Foe
Seems not to prefs the Siege^
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'Alex. Oj there's the wonder.
Mectenas and Jgrippa^ who can moil:

With C(efary are his Foes, His Wife O&aviay
Driv'n from his Houfe, folicits her revenges
And Dolabella^ who was once his Friend,

Upon fome private grudge, now feekshis ruine:
Yet ftill War feems on either fide to fleep,

Serap. Tis ftrange that Antony^ for fome dayes paft
Has not beheld the face of Cleopatra 5

But here, in //Fj Temple, lives retir'd.

And makes his heart a prey to black defpair.

Alex, 'Tis true 5 and we much fear he hopes by abfeoce
To cure his mind ofLove.

Serap, Ifhebe vanquifh'd,

Or make his peace, ^'.gypt is doom'd to be
A Roman Province 5 and our plenteous Harvefts

Muft then redeem the fcarcenefs of their Soil.

While Antony ftood firm, our Alexandria

Rival'd proud Rome ( Dominions other Seat)
And Fortune ftriding, like a vaft Coloffus^

Cou'd fix an equal foot of Empire here.

Alex, Had I my wi(li, thefe Tyrants of all Nature
Who Lord it o*er Mankind, fhould perifh, perifli^

Each by the others Sword ^ but, fince our will

Is lamely foUow'd byourpow*r,we muft

Depend on one 5 with him to rife or fall.

Serap, How ftands the Queen afFe<^ed ?

Alex, O, fhe dotes.

She doteS;> 4yer<:?]?7<7«, on this vanquifh'd Man,
And winds her felf about his mighty ruins.

Whom would fhe yet forfake, yet yield him up,

This hunted prey, to his purfuers hands.

She might preferve us all 5 but 'tis in vain——

•

This changes my defigns, this blafts my Counfels,

And makes me ufe all means to keep him here.

Whom I could wifh divided from her Arms
Far as the Earth's deep Center. Well, you know
The flate ofthings 5 no more of your ill Omens,
And black Prognofticks j labour to confirm

The peoples hearts. B 2 Enter
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E^/erVentidiuSj/^/^/w^ afdcwith a Gentleman of kwiorsy's]

Serap. Thefe Romans will o'rebear us.

Bur, Who's that Stranger ? By his Warlike port^

His fierce demeanor, and ereded look.

He's of no vulgar note.

Alex. O 'tis VentJdius^

Our Emp'rors great Lieutenant in the Eaft,

Who firft (how'd Romt that Varthia could be conquered.

When Antony return'd frorn^^r/.z laft,

He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers.

Serap, You feem to know him well.

Alex, Too well. I faw him in Cilrcja firfl".

When Cleopatra there met Antony :

A mortal foe he was to uSj and .^gypt.

But, let qpe witnefs to the worth I hate,

A braver EVoman never drew a Sword.
Firm to his Prince 3 bur, as a friend, not flave.

He ne'r was of his pleafures, but prefides

O're all his cooler hours and morning counfels:

In fhort, the plainnefs^fiercenefs, rugged virtue

Ofan old true-ftampt Roman lives in him.

His coming bodes I know not what of ill

To our affairs. Withdraw, to mark him better 5

And rU acquaint you why I fought you here^

And what's our prefent work. {/They rvithdravp to a corner of
VentiMiis. Not fee him, fay you ? J the Stage , and Ventidius y

I fay, I muft, and will. j -with the othcr^comesforwards

Gew^. He has commanded, ( to thefront.

On pain of death, none (hould approach his prefence.

Ven; I bring him news will raife his drooping Spirits^

Give him new life.

Gent. He fees not Cleopatra.

Ven. Would he had never feen her.

Gent. He eats not, drinks not, fleeps not, has no ufe

Of any thing, but thought , or, if he talks,

Tis tohimfelf, and then 'tis perfeft raving :

Then he defies the World, and bids it pafs 3

Sometimes he gnawes his Lip, and Curfes loud

The Boy ochvius 3 then he draws his mouth
Into
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Into a fcornful fmilcj and cries, Take all,

The World's not worth my care,

Ve», Jaft, juffc his nature.

Virtues his path • but fometimes 'tis too narrow
For his vaft Soul, and then he darts out wide.

And bounds into a Vice that bears him far

From his firft courfe^ and plunges him in ills

:

Bur, when his danger makes him find his faultj

Quick to obferve, and full of (harp remorfe.

He cenfures eagerly his own mifdeeds,

Judging himfelf with malice to himfelf,

And not forgiving what as Man he did,

Becaufs his other parts are more than Man.
He mufl: not thus be loft. [Alexas a^id the Priefts comeforward,

Alex. You have your full fnftrudiions, now advance 5

Proclaim your Orders loudly.

Serap, Romans^ j¥.gyptiaf2s^hG^x the Queen'^s Command.
Thus Cleopatra bids. Let Labor ceafe.

To Pomp and Triumphs give this happy day.

That gave the World a Lord : 'tis Antonys,

Live, Antovy 5 and Cleopatra, live.

Be this the general voice fent up to Heav'n,

And every publick place repeat this eccho.

Ven, afide. Fine Pageantry !

Serap. Set out before your.doors

The Images of all your fleeping Fathers,

With Laurels crown'd 3 with Laurels v^reath your pofts^

And ftrow with Fiow'rs the Pavement 5 Let the Priefts

Do prefent Sacrifice 5 pour out the Wine,
And call the Gods to joyn with you in gladnefs.

Ven. Curfe on the tongue that bids this general joy.

Can they be friends o£ Antony^ who Revel

When Antonys in danger? Hide, for fhame.

You Romans^ your Great grandfires Fmage?,

For fear their Souls fhould animate their Marbles, -.

To blu(b at their degenerate Progeny.

Alex, A love which knows no bounds to Antony,^

Would mark the Day with honors 5 when all Heaveti

Labor'd for him, when each propitious Star

B 3 Stood
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Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that hour,

And fhed his better influence. Her own Birth-day

Our Queen neglected, hke a vulgar Fate,

That pafs'd obfcurely by.

Feti. Would it had flept.

Divided far from his 5 till Come remote
And future Age had caU'd it jout, to ruin

Some other Prince, not him,
Jlex. Your Emperor,

Tho grown unkind, would be more gentle, than

T'upbraid my Queen, for loving him too well.

Ven. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieft ?

He knows him not his Executioner.

O5 (he has deck'd his ruin with her love.

Led him in golden bands to gaudy flaughter.

And made perdition pleafing ; She has left him
The blank of what he was,
I teil thee, Eunuch, (he has quite unman'd him :

Can any Roman fee, and know him now.
Thus alter'd from the Lord of half Mankind,
Unbent, unlfinew'd, made a Womans Toy,
Shrunk from the vaft extent of all his honors,

And crampt within a corner of the World >

O3 Af7ton) I

Thou braveft Soldier, and thoubeftof Friends!

Bounteous as Nature, next to Nature's God I

Could'ft thou but make new Worlds, fo wouldft thou give 'em.

As bounty were thy being. Rough in Battel,

As the fir ft Romajis^ when they went to War
5

Yet, after Viftory, more pitiful.

Than all their Praying Virgins kft at home !

Alex. Would you could add to thofe more fhining Virtues,

His truth to her who loves him.

Ven. Would I could not.

But, Wherefore wafte I precious hours with thee }

Thou art her darling mifchief, her chief Engin,

Antonfs other Fate. Go, tell thy Queen,
Vetitidius is arriv'd, to end her Charms.

Let your Jigypian Timbrels play alone 5

Nor
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Nor mix EfFeminate Sounds with i?<?-5»4« Trumpets.
You dare not fight for Antony ^ go Pray,

And keep your Cowards- Holy- day in Temples. {ExQunt kXty:,

Serap.
Re-enter the Gentleman of M. Antony.

2. Cent. The Emperor approaches, and commands,
Gn pain ot Death, that none prefume toftay.

I. Gent. I dare not difobey him. [^Gomg out with the othen

Vent. Wellj \ dare.

But, I'll obferve him firfl: unfeen, and find

Which way his humour drives: the reft I'll venture. [Withdravps^
Enter Antony ^ walking with a difturb'd Motion ,

hefore he Jpeaks,

Afstonji. They tell me, *tis my Birth-day^ and rilkeepit
With double pomp of fadnefs.

*Tis what the day defervesj which gave me breath.

Why was I rais'd the Meteor of the World,
Hung in the Skies^ and blazing as I travel'd.

Till all my fires were fpent 5 and then caft downward
To be trod out by defir ^

Ven. ajide. On my Soul,

'Tis mournful, wondrous mournful V
Auto. Count thy gains.

N0W5 Antony^ Wouldft thou be born for this>

Glutton of Fortunes thy devouring youth

Has ftarv'd thy wanting Age.

Ven. How forrow (hakes him 1 Jjifdel:

So, now the Tempeft tears him up by th' RootSj

And on the ground extends the noble ruin.

Ant. having thrown himfelfdowno

Lye there, thou (hadowof an Emperor 3

The place thou preffeft on thy Mother Earth

Is all thy Empire now: now it contains thee 5

Some fewdayes hence, and then twill be tookrgeg:

When thou*rt contracted in thy narrow Urn,
Shrunk to a few cold Afhes, then oUavia^

{For Cleopatra will not live to fee it}

oBavia then will have thee all her own.
And bear thee in her Widow'd hand loC^far^
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C^farvjxW weep, the Crocodile will weep.

To fee his Rival of the Univerfe

Lye ftill and peaceful there. Til think no more on't.

Give me feme Mufick, look that it be fad :

ni footh my Melancholy, till I (well.

And burftmy felf with fighing [^Soft Mnpck.
'Tis fomewhat to my humor. Stay, I fancy

I'm now turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature 5

Of all forfaken, and forfaking all ^

Live in a (hady Forreft's Sylvan Scene,

Stretch'd at my length beneath fome blafted Okej
I lean my head upon the Mofify Bark,

And look juft of a piece, as I grew from it

:

My uncomb'd Locks, matted like Mijleto^

Hang o're my hoary Face j a murm'ring Brook
Runs at my foot.

Vcfi, Methinks I fancy

My felf there too.

Ant. The Herd come jumping by me.
And fearlefs, quench their thirft, while I look on.

And take me for their fellow-Citizen.

More of this Image , more > it lulls my thoughts.

[ Soft Mnfick^ again,

Ven, I muft difturb him 5 1 can hold no longer.[^^Wj 'before him,

Ant.flartJng //p. Art thou Ventidius ^

Ven, Are you Antony^

I'm liker what I v/as, than you to him
i left you laft.

Ant. I'm angry.

Vent. So am [.

Ant, I would be private: leave me.
Ven, Sir, I love you,

And therefore will not leave you.
Ant. Will not leave me ?

Where have you learnt that Anfwer? Who am I?

Ven^ My Emperor ; the Man I love next Heaven

:

If I faid more, I think 'twere fcarce a Sin 5

Y'are all that's goodjand good-like.

Ant.



The V7OK-LD mtt hfl, 9
Ant, All that's wretched.

You will not leave me then ?

Ven, 'Twas too prefuming

To fay I would not 5 but I dare not leave you :

And, 'tis unkind in you to chide me hence
So foon, when I fo far have come to fee you.

Ant, Now thou haft feen me, art thou fatisfy'd >

Forj if a Friend, thou haft beheld enough 5

And, ifa Foe, too much.

Ven. weeping: Look, Emperor, this is no common Deaw^
I have not wept this Forty year 5 but now
My Mother comes afrefti into my eyes j

I cannot help her foftnefs.

Ant, By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old Man, he weeps \

The big round drops courfe one another down
The furrows of his cheeks. Stop 'em. Vsntidius^

Or I fhall blu(h to death : they fet my Qiame,

That caus'd 'em, full before me.

Ven. ril do my beft.

Ant. Sure there's contagion in the tears of Friends

:

See, I have caught it too. Believe me, 'tis not

For my own griefs, but thine- Nay, Father.

Ven. Emperor.

Ant. Emperor ! Why, that's the ftile of Vidory,

The Conqu ring Soldier, red with unfelt wounds.
Salutes his General fo : but never more
Shall that found reach my ears.

Ven. I warrant you.

Ant. AHium^ ABinml Oh—.
Vtn, It fits too near you.

Ant, Here, here it lies 5 a lump of Lead by day,

And, in my fliort diftra6J:ed nightly flumbers.

The Hag that rides my Dreams
Ven. Out with it, give it vent.

Ant. Urge not my (hame.

I loft a Battel.

Ven, SohzsJultHs done.

Ant. Thou favour^'ft me, and fpeak'ft not half thou think'ft 5

For JnlJHs fought it out, and loft it fairly

:

C But



ID Mior LOVEic^J to ? *^

But Anlony i.*

Vm. Nay, flop not.'

Ant. Antony^

( Well, thou wilt have it ) like a coward, fled,

Fled while his Soldiers fought 5 fled firft, Ventidim.

Thou long'ft to curfe me, and I give thee leave.
'

I know thou catn'ft prepared to rail.

Ven. I did.

Ant, I'll help thee—! have been a M^nyVentidius^

Fen,,^ YeSj and a brave one j but—

—

Ant. I know thy meaning.

But, I have loft my Reafon, have difgrac'd

The name of Soldier, with inglorious eafe.

In the full Vintage ofmy flowing honors.

Sate ftill, and favv it preft by other hands.

Fortune came fmiling to my youth, and woo'd itj

And purple greatneis met my ripen'd years.

When fir ft I came to Empire, I was born -'^^
'

'\:

On Tides of People, crouding to my Triumphs §

The wifti of Nations 5 and the willing World
Received me as its pledge offuture peace j .

I was fo great, fo happy, fo belov'd,- ' -^^^ lija ^u

Fate could not ruine me ) till I took pains

And work'd againft my Fortune, chid her from ixie^

And turn'd her loofe^ yet ftill (he came again.

My carelefs dayes, and my luxurious nights.

At length have weary'd her, and now ftie's gone.

Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. Help me. Soldier^

To curfe this Mad.man, this induflrious Fool,

Who laboured to be wretched : pr'ythee curfe me,

Ven, No.
Ant, Why >

Fen, You are too fenfible already

Of whaty'have donCjtoo confcious of your failingSj

And like a Scorpion, whipt by others firft

To fury, fting your felf in mad revenge.

I would bring Balm, and pour it in your wounds,
&re your d\ftemper'd mind, and heal your fortunes,

^K?. Iknowthouwould'ft,
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Ven, I will.

Ant* Ha^ha^hsi^h^,

Ven. You laugh.

Ant. I do, to (ee officious love

Give Cordials to the dead.

Ven, You would be loft then ?

Ant. I am.

Vett, I fay, you are not. Try your fortune.

Ant, I havcj to th'utmoft. Doft thou think me defperate^

Without juft caufe > No, when I found all loft

Beyond repair, I hid me from the World,
And learnt to fcorn it here, which now I do
So heartily, I think it is not worth

The coft of keeping.

Ven, Cdfar thinks not fo

:

He'l thank you for the gift he could not take.

You would be kill'd, like Tul/y^ would you ? do^

Hold out your Throat to C(efar, and dye tamely.

Ant. No, I can kill my felf 5 and fo refolve.

Ven. I can dy with you too, when time fhallferrei

But Fortune calls upon us now to live.

To fight, to Conquer.

Ant, Sure thou Dream'ft, Ventidius,

yen. No 5 *tis you Dream 5 you fleep away your hours

In defperate floth, mifcall'd Vhjilofophy.

Up, up, for Honor's fake , twelve Legions wait you^

And long to call you Chief: by painful journeys,

I led 'em, patient, both of heat and hunger,

Down from the Parthian Marches, to the Nile.

Twill do you good to fee their Sun-burnt faces, ;'.

Their skar'd cheeks, and chopt hands 5 there's virtue la *eS^

They'l fell thofe mangled limbs at dearer rates

Than yon trim Ban"ds can buy.

Ant. Where left you them

^

Ven. I faid, in lower Sjria.

Ant, Bring 'em hither 5

There may be life in thefe,

Ven. They will not come.

Ant^ Why did'ft thou mock my hopes with promis'd aids

C a To
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To double my defpair > They'r mutinous.

yen, Moft firm and loyal.

Ant. Yet they will not march

To fuccor me. Oh trifler !

Vet7, They petition

You would make haft to head 'em.

Am* I'm befieg*d.

Ven. There's but one way (hut up : How came I hither?

Ant, I will not ftir.

Ven, They would perhaps defire

A better reafon.

Af7t, I have never us'd

My Soldiers to demand a reafon of

My adlions. Why did they refufe to March ?

Ven, They faid they would not fight for Cleopatra,

Ant, What was't they faid >

Ven. They faid, they would not fight for Cleopatra,

Why (hould they fight indeed, to make her Conquer,
And make you more a Slave ? to gain you Kingdoms,
Which, for a kifs, at your next midnight Feaft,

You 1 fell to her? then (he new names her Jewels,

And calls this Diamond fuch or fuch a Tax,
Each Pendant in her ear fhall be a Province.

Ant, Ventidius^ I allow your Tongue free licence

On all my other faults j but, on your life,

No word o^ Cleopatra : She deferves

More World's than I can lofe.

Ven, Behold, you Pow'rs,

To whom you have intrufted Humankind 5

See Europe^ Afrkk,, Afia put in ballance.

And all weighed down by one light worthlefs Woman?
I think the gods are Antony s^ and give

Like Prodigals, this neather World away.
To none but waftful hands.

Ant, You grow prefumptuous.

Ven, I take the priviledge of plain love to fpeak.

Ant. Plain love! plain arrogance, plain infolence;

Thy Men are Cowards 5 thou, an envious Traitor j

Who, under feeming honeftyj haft vented

.#
The
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The burden of thy rank o'reflowing Gall.

that thou wert my equal 3 great in Arms
As the firft C^efar was, that I might kill thee

Without a Stain to Honor !

Ven. You may kill me.
You have done more already, call'd me Traitor.

Ant* Art thou not one ?

Ven* For (howing you your felF,

Which none elfe durft have done 3 but had I been
That name, which I difdain to fpeak again,

1 needed not have fought your abjed fortunes,

Come to partake your fate, to dye with you,

What hindred me t' have led my Conqu*ring Eagles

To fill O&avm/s Bands ? I could have been

A Traitor then, a glorious happy Traitor,

And not have been fo call'd.

uint. Forgive me, Soldier

:

I've been too paflionate.

Ven* You thought me falfe 5

Thought my old age betray'd you : kill me. Sir 5

Pray kill me
5
yet you need not, your unkindnefs

Has left your Sword no work.
Ant, I did not think fo 5

I faid it in my rage : pr'ythee forgive me;
Why did'ft thou tempt ray anger , by difcovery

Of what I would not hear ?

Ven* No Prince but you,

Could merit that lincerity I us*d,

Nor durft another Man have ventur'd it 5

But you,- ere Love mifled your wandring eyes.

Were fure the chief and beft of Human Race,

Fram'd in the very pride and boaft of Nature,

So perfed", that the gods who form'd you wonder'd

At their own skill, and cry'd, A lucky bit

Has mended our defign* Their envy hindred,

Elfe you had been immortal, and a pattern.

When Heav'n would work for oftentation fake,

To copy out again.

Ant* Bvit Cleopatra—=«««»

Co
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Go on 5 for I can bear it now.

Ven, ?^o more.

Ant, Thou dar'ft not truftmy Paffion 5 but thou may*/l;

Thou only lov'ft-, the reft have fiatter'd me.

retj. HeavVs blefling on your heart, for that kind word.
May I believe you love me ? fpeak again*

Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and this. [Bi^ggifjgjjjfff^

Thy praifes were unjufl: 5 but, I'll deferve 'em.

And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt 5

Lead me to viftory, thou know'ft the way.

Ven. And, Will you leave this ,,

Ant, Pr ythee do not curfe her.

And I will leave her , though^Heav n knows, I love
Beyond Life, Conqueft, Empire? all, but Honor

:

But I will leave her.

Ven. That's my Pvoyal Mafter.

And, Shall we fight >

Ant, I warrant thee, old Soldier,

Thou (halt behold me once again in Iron,

And at the head of our old Troops, that beat

The Parthians^ cry alloud. Come follow me.
Ven, O now I hear my Emperor ! in that word

C&a'vins fell. Gods, let me fee that day.

And, if I have ten years behind, take all
5

rJl thank you for th' exchange.

Ant. Oh Cleopatra I

Ven. Again? *

Ant, I've done: in thatlaft figh, (he went.

C<efar (hall know what 'tis to force a Lover,

From all he holds moft dear.

Ven. Methinks you breath

Another Soul : Your looks are more Divine 5

You fpeak a Heroe, and you move a God,
Ant. O, thou haft fir'd me j my Soul's up in Arms,

And Mans each part about me: once again.

That noble eagernefs of fight has feiz'd me 5

That eagernefs, with which I darted upward
To Cafsjus's Camp ; In vain thefteepy Hill,

Oppos'd my way 5 in vain a War of Speares

Sung
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Sung round my head 5 and planted all my Qiield:

I won the Trenches, while my formoft Men
Lag'd on the Plain below.

l^en. Ye Gods, ye Gods,

For fuch another hour.

Ant, Come on. My Soldier

!

Our hearts and armes are ftiil the fame: I long

Once more to meet our foes , that Thou and I,

Like Time and Death, marching before our TroopSj

May tafte fate to e'm • Mowe em out a pafTage,

And, entring where the foremoft Squadrons yield.,

Begin the noble Harvefl: of the Field.

15

[ExeunU

ACT. II.

Cleopatra^ Iras^ and Alexas]

Cleo. :^^r- -^^^ -^ai» Hat fhall I do, or whither fhall I

turn ?

Ventidius has o'rcome, and he will

go-

Alex. He goes to fight for you.

Cko, Then he wou'd fee me, er©

he went to fight?

Flatter me not : if once he goes^ he's loft :

And all my hopes deftroy'd.

Akx. Does this weak paffion

Become a Mighty Queen ?

Cleo. I am no Qneen >

Is this to be a Queen , to be befieg'd

By yon infulting Roman 5 and to wait

Each hour the Vidor's Chain } Thefe ills are fmall 5

For Antmy is loft, and I can mourn
For nothing elfe but him. Now come,oBmm^
1 have no more to iofe 5 prepare thy Bands 5

Tm fit to be a Captive : Antony
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Has taught my mind the fortune of a Slave^

Iras. Call Reafon to affift you,

Cleo, I have none.

And none would have: my Love's a noble madnefs.

Which (hows the caufe deferv'd it. Moderate forrow

Fits vulgar Love ; and for a vulgar Man

:

But I have lov'd with fuch tranfcendent paffion,

I foard, at firft^ quite out of Reafons view^

And now am loft above it -—-N05 I'm proud
'Tis thus: would Antony could fee me now^
Think you he would not figh> though he muft leave me.

Sure he would (igh s for he is noble-natur'dj

And bears a tender heart : I know him well,

,h^i nOj I know him not 3 I knew him once.

But now 'tis paft,

IrAs, Let it be paft with you :

Forget him. Madam.
cleo, Neverj neverj Iras.

He once was mine , and once, though now 'tis gone.

Leaves a faint Image of poffeffion ftill.

Alex. Think him unconftant, cruel^ and ungrateful.

Cleo. I cannot: if I could, thofe thoughts were vain 5

Faithlefs, ungratefulj cruelj though he be^

I ftill muft love him.

Enter Charmion,
Now, What news my Charmion"^

Will he beiiind? and. Will he not forfake me?
Am I to live, or dye? nay. Do I live?

Or am I dead? for, when he gave his anfwer.

Fate took the word, and then I liv'd,or dy'd,

char. I found him, Madam
cleo. A long Speech preparing?

Ifthou bring'ft comfort, haft, and give it me 3'

For never was more need.

Iras, I know he loves you.
Cleo. Had he been kind, her eyes had told me (o^

Before her tongue could fpeak it : now ftie ftudies,

To foften what he faid 5 but give me death,

Juft
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Jufl: as he fent it, (7/^^r«?/^»3 undifguis'd.

And in the words he (poke.

char. I found him then

Incompafs'd round, I think, with Iron Statues,

So mute, fo motionlefs his Soldiers ftood.
While awfully he caft his eyes about, ,

And ev'ry Leaders hopes or fears furvey'd

:

Methought he look'd refolv'd, and yet not pleas'd^

When he beheld me ftrugling in the croud,

Heblulh'd, andbade, make way.

Alex, There's comlfort yet.

char. Vetitidms fixt his eyes upon my paflTage,

Severely, as he meant to frown me back.

And fullenly gave place : I told my meffage,

Juft as you gave it, broken and diforder'd 5

I numbred in it all your fighs and tears.

And while I mov'd your pitiful requeft,

That you but only beg'd a laft farewel.

He fetch'd an inward groan, and ev'ry time

I nam'd you, figh'd, as if his heart were breakiogj

But Qiun'd my eyes, and guiltily look'd downs
He feem'd not now that awful Antony

Who (hook an Arm'd Aflembly with his Nod,
But making (how as he would rub his eyes,

Difguis'd and blotted out a falling tear.

Cleof, Did he then weep ? and. Was I worth a tear?

If what thou haft to fay be not as pleafing,

Tell me no more, but let me dye contented. '

char. He bid me fay, He knew himfelffo well,

He could deny you nothing, if he faw you 5

And therefore—

-

chop. Thou would'ft fay, he wou d not fee me T
charm. And therefore beg'd you not to ufe a power.

Which he could ill relift 5 yet he fliould ever

Refped you as he ought.

Cko. Is that a word
For Antony to ufe to Cleopatra ^

Oh that faint word, Refped ! how I difdain it
\

Difdainmyfelfjfor loving after it i

D H^
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He fhould have kept that word for cold O&avia*

Refpedl is for a Wife: Am I that thing.

That dull infipid lump, without defires^

And without pow'r to give 'cm?

jlex. You misjudge 5

You fee through Love, and that deludes your fight:

Asj what is (Irait, feems crooked through the Water

3

But I5 who bear ray rcafon undifturb'd.

Can fee this Antony^ this dreaded Man,

A fearful flavej who fain would run away,

And (huns his Mafter's eyes : if you purfue him.

My life on't, he ftill drags a chain along,

That needs muft clog his flight,

Cleo, Could I believe thee !^ —
Alex^ By ev'ry circumftance I know he Loves,

True, he's hard preft, by Intreft and by Honor 5

Yet he but doubts, and parlyes, and cafts out

Many a long look for fuccor.

Cleo. He fends word.

He fears to fee my face.

Alex, And would you more ?

He (hows his weaknefs who declines the Combat;
And you muft urge your fortune. Could he fpeak

More plainly ? To my ears, the Meffage founds

Come to my refcue, Cleopatra, come 3

Come, free me from Fentidius , from my Tyrant

:

See me, and give me a pretence to leave him,

I hear his Trumpets. This way he muft p ^fs.

Pleafe you, retire a while? I'll work him firft,

Thai" he may bend more eafie.

Cieo, You ftiall rulemej
But all, I fear, in vain. [Fx'^n^/'/^Char. <zW Iras.

Alex. I fear fo too
5

Though I conceal'd ray thoughts, to make her bold :

But, 'tis our utmoft means, and Fate befriend it. [Withdravps,

Enter Lidtors mth Fafces 5 or?e bearing the Ea^U : then

Enter Antony n>ith Vcnudivxs^ foUow'd by

other Commanders,

Ant^ O&avius is the Minioaof blind Chance,

But
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But holds from Virtue nothing.

Ven* Has he courage ?

Af2t^, But jufl: enough to feafon him from Coward.
O, 'tis the coldeft 3^outh upon a Charge,

The moft deliberate fighter ! if he ventures

("As in ]l/jria once they fay he did

To ftorm a Town ) 'tis when he cannot chufe.

When all the World have fixt their eyes upon him 5

And then he lives on that for feven years after ^

Butj at a clofe revenge he never fails.

Ven. I heard, you challenged him.

yint. \^\d^Ventidius.

What think'ft thou was his anfwer ? *twas fotame,-

He faid he had more wayes than one to dye 3

I had not,

Ven. Poor !

Ant. He has more wayes than one 3

But he would chufe 'em all before that one.

Vcn, He fir ft would chufe an Ague, or a Fever i

Ant, No: it muft be an Ague, not a Fever 3

He has not warmth enough to dye by that.

Ven, Or old Age, and a Bed.

Ant, I, there's his choice.

He would live, like a Lamp, to the laft wink, :
• '

And crawl upon the utmoft verge of life

;

Herculesl Why fhould a Manlike this.

Who dares not truft his fate for one great adion,

Be all the care ofHeav'n? Whyftiould he Lord it

O're Fourfcore thoufand Men, of whom, each one

Is braver than himfelf?

Ven, You conquer'd for him :

rhilippi knows it 3 there youfhar'd with him

That Empire, which your Sword made all your own.

Ant, Fool that I was, upon my Eagles Wings

1 bore this Wren, till I was tir'd with foaring,

And now he mounts above me.

Good Heav'ns, Is this, is this the Man who braves me ?

Who bids my age make way : drives me before him.

To the World's ridge, and fweeps meofFlike rubbifti?

Ven, Sir, we lofe time 3 the Troops are mounted all.

D a -<*»/•
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Ant, Then give the word to March :

I lon<^ to leave this Prifon of a Town,
To )oyn thy Legions 5 and, in open Field,

Once more to (how my face. Lead, my Deliverer.

Evicr Alex.

Alex, Great Emperor,

In mighty Arras renowned above Mankind,

Butj in foft pity to th' oppreft, a God

:

This meilage fends the mournful Cleopatra

To her departing Lord.
' VeK, Smooth Sycophant I

Alex. A thoufand wifnes, and ten thoufand Prayers^

Millions of blefiings wait you to the Wars,

Millions of fighs and tears (be fends you too.

And would have fent

As many dear embraces to your Arm?,

As many parting kifl^es to your Lipss

But thofe, ilie fears, have weary 'd you already.

Veri, afde. Falfe Crocodyle 1

Alex And yet (he begs not now
,
you would not leave her^

That were a wi(h too mighty for her hopes.

Too prefuming for her low Fortune, and your ebbing love.

That were a wifh for her more profp^ous dayes,

Her blooming beauty, and your growing kindnefs.

Afit, afide. Well, I muft Man it out 3 What would the ^een>
Alex. Firft, to thefe noble Warriors, who attend.

Your daring courage in the Chafe of Fame,

( Too daring, and too dang'rous for her quiet)

She humbly recommends all (he holds dear^ ^
All her own cares and fears, the care of you.

Ven, YeSp witn-efs ABium,
Ant. Let him fpeak, Ventidinf,

Alex. You, when his matchlefs valor bears him forward^

With ardor too Heroick, on his foes

Fall down, as (he would do^ before his feet 5

Lye in his way, and (top the paths of Death 5

Tell him, this God is not invulnerable.

That abfent Cleopatra bleeds in him ,

Andj that yotimay remember hcj: Petition,

Shg
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1

She begs you wear thefe Trifles, as a pawn.
Which, at your wiftit returup (he will redeem

,TV u IT t- «r 11. r ^^'^^'J^^ts to the Commanders'
With all the Wealth of ^^^z;?/

:

This, to tht gXQdit Ventidius ^e iptt(ems^

Whom (be can never count her Enemy^
Becaufe he loves her Lord.

Ven, Tell her I'll none on*t 5

I'm not aOiam'd of honeft Poverty :

Not all the Diamonds of the Eaft can bribe
Ventidius from his faith. I hope to fee

Thefe, and the reft of all her fparkling ftore.

Where they (hall more defervingly be plae'd

Ant. And who muft wear *em then }

Ven, The wrong'd o^avia.

j4nt. You might have fpar'd that word.
Ven. And he that Bribe.

jint. But have I no remembrance ^

Alex, Yes, a dear one

;

Your flave 5 the Queen—
Ant, MyMiftrefs.

^

Alex. Then your Miftrefs,

Your Miftrefs would, (he fayes, have fent her Souf,

But that you had long (ince 5 ftie humbly begs

This Ruby bracelet^ fet with bleeding hearts,

(The emblems ofher own) may bind your Arme.

1^ Frefenting a "Bra-cskt^

Ven. Now, my beft Lord, in Honor's name, I ask yoUj

for Manhood'^s fake, and for your own dear fafety^,

Touch not thefe poyfon'd gifts,

Infefled by the fender, touch 'cm not,

Miriads of bleweft Plagues lye underneath 'em.

And more than Aconite has dipt the Silk.

Ant, Nay, now you grow too Cynical, Ventidin^

A Lady's favors may be worn with honor.

What, to refufe her Bracelet ! On my Soul,.

When I lye penfive in my Tent alone.

Twill pafs the wakeful hours of Winter nights,

Tatell thefe pretty leads upon my arro^
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To c6unt for every one a foft ecibrace,

A melting kifs at fuch and fuch a time;

And now and then the fury ofher love.

When And what harm's in this ?

Atex. None, none my Lord,

But what's to her, that now 'tis paft for ever,

/^f7t. gohig) We Soldiers are fo aukward help me
to tye it, ) tye it.

aUx. In faith 3 my Lord, we Courtiers too are aukward
In thefe affairs: fo are all Men indeed 5

Ev'n Jj who am not one. But (hall I fpcak?

Ant. Yes, freely.

Alex, Then, my Lord, fair hands alone

Are fit to tye it ^ (he, who fent it, can.

Vert. Hell, Death 5 this Eunuch Pandar ruins you.
You will not fee her ?

f Alexas »>^i/per/ an Attendant^"whogoes out.

Ant. But to take my leave.

Ven. Then I have wafh'd 2n^thiope, Y*are undone
5

Y'are in the Toils 5 y'are taken 5 y'are deftroy'd;

Her eyes do C<efars work.
Ant, You fear too foon.

Vm conftant to my felf : 1 know my ftrength 5

And yet (he (hall not think me Earbarous, neither.

Born in the depths o^ Africkj: I'm a Roman,
Bred to the Rules of foft humanity,

A gueft, a:'d kindly usM, (hould bidfarewel.

Ven. You do not know
How weak you are to her, how much an Infant 5

You are not proof againft a fmile, or glance 5

A figh will qu-:fe difarm you.

A7:t. See, fhe comes !

Nowyoa (hall find your error. Gods, I thank you:
1 form'd the d ;ager greater than it was,

And, now 'tis near, 'tis leffen d,

Ven. Mark the end yet.

Enter
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E»fer Cleopatra, Charmion ^W Iras*

j4tf/. Well, Madam, we are met.

Cko, Is this a Meeting ?'

Then,wemuft part? ,

Ant, We muft.

Cieo, Whofayesvvemuft?

Ant, Our own hard fates.

cUo, We make thofe Fates our felves^

Ant. Yes, we have made *em j we have lov'd each other

Into our mutual ruin.

Cko. The Gods have feen my Joys with envious eyes 5

I have no friends in Heav'n ^ and all the World,

( As 'twere the bus'nefs of Mankind to part us)

Is arm'd again ft my Love ; ev*n you your felf

Joyn with the reft , you, you are arm'd againft me.

Ant, I will be juftify'd in all I do

To late Pofterity, and thereforejiear me.

If I mix a lye

With any truth, reprosch me freely with it 3

Elfe, favor me with (ilence.

Cko> You command me.

And I am dumbs
Ven. I like this well ; he (hows Authority.

Ant. That I derive my ruin

From you alone

C/^^. O Heav'ns ! I ruinyou!

Ant, You promised me your (ilence, and you break it

Ere I have fcarce begun.

Cko. Well, I obef you.

Ant, When I beheld you (irft, it was in Mgyp^

Ere Cdfar faw your Eyes ^ you gave me love.

And were too young to know it 5 that I fetled

Your Father in his Throne, was for your fake,

I left th' acknowledgment for time to ripen.

CW^rftept in, and with a greedy hand

Pluck'd the green fruit, ere the (irft blu(hof red

Yet cleaving to the bough. He was my Lord,

And was, befide, too great for me to rival.

But, I deferv'd you firft, though he enjoy'd you.
^ J When
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When, after, 1 beheld you in Cilicia^

An Enemy to Rome^ I pardon'd you.

Clco. I clear'd my felf

Ant, Again you break your Promife.

I lov'd you ftillj and took your weak excufes,

Took you into my bofome, ftain'd by C£farj

And not halfmine : I went to JF-gypt with you
And hid me from the bus'nefs of the World^
Shut out enquiring Nations from my flghtj

To give whole years to you.

Ven. Fep.j to your (hame be't fpokcn. [afide.

Ant, How I lov'd

Witnefs ye Dayes and Nights, and all your hourg^

That Danc'd away with Down upon your Feet,

As all your bus'nefs were to count my paffion.

One day paft by, and nothing faw but Love,
Another came, and ftill 'twas only Love:
The Suns were weary'd out with looking on,

And I untyr'd with loving,

I faw you ev'ry day, and all the day -

And ev'ry day was ftill but as the firft;

So eager was E ftill to fee you more.

Vm, Tis all too true.

Ant, FitlvJn^ my Wife, grew jealous.

As fhe indeed had reafon j rais'd a War
In Italy^ to call me back.

Vcn, But yet

You went not.

Ant, While within your arms I lay, •

The World fell mouldring from my hands each hour, v.

And left me fcarce a grafp([ thank your love for't. ) ^js^
V^n, Well pufh d : that laffc was home.
chop. Yet may I fpeak >

Ant, If I have urg'd a fallliood
,
yes \ elfe , not.

Your filence fays I have not. Fulvia dy'd ^

( Pardon
5
you gods, with myunkindnefs dy'dj

TTo fet the World at Peace, I took O^avia,
This Cefar'a Sifter 3 in her pride of youth

And
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And flow*r of "Beauty did I wed that Lady,
Whom blufhing I muft praife, becaufe I left her.

You call'd 5 my Love obey'd the fatal fummons

:

This rais'd the Roman Arms, theCaufe was yours,

I would have fought by Landj where I was ftronger j

You hindred it : yetj when I fought at Sea,

Forfook me fighting 5 and (Oh ftain to Honor

!

Oh lafting (hame I) I knew not that I fled 5

But fled to follow you.

Ven, What hafte (he made to hoift her purple Sails \

And, to appear magnificent in flight.

Drew half our ftrength away.

Ant, All this you caus'd.

And, Would you multiply more ruins on me ?

This honeft Man, my beft, my only friend.

Has gather'd uptheShipwrackof my Fortunes 5

Twelve Legions I have left, my laft recruits.

And you have watch'd the news, and bring your eyes

To feize them too. Ifyou have ought to aufwerj

Nowfpeak, you have free leave.

Alex, afide. She ftands confounded :

Defpair is in her eyes.

Ven, Now lay a Sigh i'th way, to (lop his paffage J

Prepare a Tear, and bid it for his Legions 5

Tis like they (hall be fold.

Cleo, How (hall I plead my caufe, when you, my Judge

Already have condemned me? Shall 1 bring i>n t^di

The Love you bore me for my Advocate ? ^-^

That now is turn'd againft me, that deftroys me 5

For, love once pafl", is, at the beft, forgotten 5

Biit oftner fours to hate : 'twill pleafe myLord
To ruine me, and therefore I'll be guilty.

But, could I once, have thought it would have pleas'd you,

That you would pry, with narrow fearching eyes

Into my faults, fevere to my deftrudtion.

And watching all advantages with care,

That ferve to make me wretched ? Speak, my Lord^
For I end here. Though I deferve this ufage,

E Was
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Wsis it like you to give it ?

j4nt, O you wrong me.

To think I fought this parting, or deflr'd

To accufe you more than what will clear my felf,.,

And juftifie this breach.

Cleo. Thus low I thank you.

And^fince my innocence will not ofFend^

1 (hall not blufh to own it.

Fef7. After this

I think (he'll blu(h at nothing.

Cleo. You feem griev'd, !:

( And therein you are kind) that C^efar firft'

Enjoy'd my love, though you deferv'd it better r

I grieve for that, my Lordj much more than yous-

For, had I firH: been yours, it would have fav'd

My fecond choice ; f never had been hi?.

And ne'r had been but yours. But C^far (ir(t,

You fay, poHefs'd my love. Not fo, my Lord :

He firft poffefs'd my Perfon^ you my Love;
C£far lov'd me •, but I lov'd Antotiy.

If I endur*d him after, 'twas becaufe

I judg'd it due to the firft name of Men 5

And, half con-ftrain'd, I gave, as to a Tyrant,

What he would take by force,

Ven, O Syren ! Syren !

Yet graat that all the love (he boafts were true^

Has (he not ruin'd you? I ftill urge that,

The fatal confequence.

Cleo, The confequence indeed,

For I dare challenge him, my greateft foe.

To fay it was delign'd ? 'tis true, I lov'd you,.

And kept you far from aa uneafie Wife,

(Sui:h F^/'E'M was.) r.1 bi;; ,

Yes. but he*ll fay, youleft O^f^z;/^ for me5—

-

And, Can you blame me to receive that love.

Which quitted fuch defert, for worthlefs me ?

How often have I wifla'd fome other Cajar^

Grea«
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"^reat as the fir ft, and as the fecond youngs
Would court my Love to be refus'd for you !

Ven. Words, words 5 hmA^ium^SiXj remember A&ium.
Cleo. Ev'n there, I dare his malice. True, I Counferd

To fight at Sea 5 but, I betray'd you not.

I fled 5 but not to the Enemy. *Twasfear5
Would I had been a Man, not to have fear'd.

For none would then have envy'd me your friendfhip,

Who envy me your Love.

Ant, We*re both unhappy

:

If nothing elfe, yet our ill fortune: parts us.

Speak ) Would you have me perifh, by my ftay >

Cleo. Ifas a friend you ask my Judgmentjgo 3

If as a Lover, ftay. Ifyou muft perifli

:

*Tis a hard word 3 but ftay.

Ven. See now th' efFe<5l:s of her fo boafted love

!

She ftrives to drag you down to ruine with her

:

But, could (he fcape without you, oh how foon

Would (he let go her hold, and hafte to (bore.

And never look behind !

Ck0, Then judge my love by this. [Giving Antony a Writing,

Could I have born

A life or death, a happinefs or woe
From yours divided, this had giv'n me meanS;

Ant, By Hercules^ the Writing of O^avius \

I know it well. Vis that Profcribing hand.

Young as it was, that led the way to mine.

And left me but the fecond place in Murder,
^

See^ fee, Ventidius I here he offers ^gypt^

And joyns all Syria to it, as a prefenr.

So, in requital, (he forfakc my fortunes.

And joyn her Arms with his.

cleo. And yet you leave me!
You leave me, Anthony ') and, yet I love you.

Indeed I do : I have refus'd a Kingdom,
That's a Trifle :

For I could part with life 5 with any thing,

But onely you. O let me dye but with you

!

E 2 Is
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Is that a hajid requefl>

Af;t. Next living with you,

'Tis all that Heav*n can give.

u4lex, afide. He melts 3 We conquer.

Cleo, No:youfliall go: your IntVefl calls you hencej
Yes T your dear intereft pulls too ftrong.for thefe

Weak Armes to hold you here. «. [takes his hand.

Go'y leave me. Soldier 5

C For you're no more a Lover ', ) leave me dying

:

Pufh me all pale and panting from your bofome,
Andy when your March Begins, let one run after

Breathlefs almoft for Joy 5 and cry, (he's dead :

The Souldiers fliout , you then perhaps may figh,

Andmufter all your RoMan Gravity 5

VcMtidJiis chides 3 and ftrait your Brow cleares up;

As I had never been.

j^nt, Gods, 'tis too much 5 too much for Man to bear ?

Cko, What is't for me then,

A weak forfaken Woman? and a Lover ?

—

Here let me breathe my laft ; envy me not

This minute in your Armes i V\\ dye apace :

As fafl as ere I can 3 and end your trouble.

Ant, Dye! Rather let me periQi: loofs'nd Nature
Leap from its hinges. Sink the props of Heav'n,

And fall the Skyes to crufli the neather World,
My Eyes, my Soul , my all 1 \Embraces her,

Ven. And what's this Toy
In ballance with your fortune,Honor5 Fame }

Ant, What is't, Ventidins} it out-weighs *em all 3

Why, we have more than conquer*d Cafar now :

MyQuee n's not only Innocent, but Loves me.
This, this is (he who drags me down to ruin f

But, could (he fcape without me, with what hafte

Would (he let lli p her hold, and make to (hore,

And never look behind

!

Down on thy knees, Blafphemer as thou art.

And ask forgivenefs of wrong'd Innocence.

Ven* ril rather dye, than take it. Will you go ?
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^Anf. Go !

Whither? go from all that's excellent

!

Faithj Honor, Virtue, all good things forbid.
That I Qiould go from her, who fets my love
Above the price of Kingdoms. Give, you Gods
Give to your Boy, your C^Jar,

This Elattle of a Globe to play withal.

This Gu-gau World, and put him cheaply off:

rU not be pleased with lefs than Cleopatra.

Cleo. She wholly yours. My hea'rt's To full of joy^
That I (ball do fome wild extravagance
Of Love, in publick 5 and the foolifh World,
Which knows not tendernefs, will think me Mad.

Ven. O Women I Women I Women I all the gods
Have not fuch pow'r of doing good to Man,
Asyou of doing harm. fExih

Ant, Our Men are Arm'd.

Unbar the Gate that looks to C£far*s Camp 3

I would revenge the Treachery he meant me

:

And long fecurity makes Gonqueft eafie.

I'm eager to return before I go

,

For, all the pleafures I have known, beat thick

On my remembrance : how I long for night

!

That both the fweets of mutual love may try^

And once Triumph ore Cafir we dye. {Exeunt

A \^ I » Ilii
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ACT. III.

m omdoor^ Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, a^d Alexas, a
Train ^/ -Egyptians : at the other ^ Antony and Ro-
mans. The entrance on both fides Jsprepard by /Lfujfck^^

the Trimpetsfirji founding on Antony's part: then an-

fwefd by Timbrels, 8cc. on Cleopatra'/. Charmion and
Iras hold a Laurel Wreath betwixt them, A Dance of
Egyptians. After the Ceremony^ Cleopatra Crowns
Antony.

Ant, '^^ST
Thought how thofewhite arms would fold me in.

And ftrain me clofe, and melt me into love •

So pleased with that fweet Image, I fprung for-

wards.

And added all my (Irength to every blow •

Cleo. Come to me, come, my Soldier, to my Arms,
You've been too long away from my embraces 3

But, when I have you faft, and all my own.
With bffoken murmurs, and with amorous fighs,

I'll fay, you were unkind, and puni(h you.

And mark you red with many an eager kifs.

Ant. My Brighter Venus !

cleo. O my greater Mars !

Ant. Thou joinft us well, my Love!
Suppofe me come from the Phlegrdan Plains,

Where gafping Gyants lay, cleft by my Sword

:

Und Mountain tops par'd off each other blow,
Tobury thofe Iflew : receive me, goddefs:

Let dejar fpread his fubtile Nets, like Vulcan,

In thy embraces I would be beheld

By Heav'n and Earth at once:
And make their envy what they meant their fport.

Let thofe who took us blufh s I would love on
With awful State, regardlefs of their frowns.

As



As their fuperior god.

-

There's no fat'tety of Love, in thee 5

Enjoy 'd , thou ftill artnewj perpetual Spring
Is in thy armes 5 the ripen'd fruit but falls.

And blofToms rife to fill its empty place 3

And I grow rich by giving.

Enter Ventid ius, andftatids apart,

Alex* O, now the danger's paft, your General comes,^

He joyns not in your joys, nor minds your Triumphs 5

But, with contracted brows, looks frowning on.
As envying your Succefs.

Ant, Now, on my Soul,he loves me 5 truely loves me 5

He never flatter'd me in any vice.

But awes me with his virtue : ev'n this minute

Methinks he has a right of chiding me.

Lead to the Temple : I'll avoid his prefencej

It checks too ftrong upon me. [^Exeunt the reft.

As Antony i^goingy Vcntidlus puUsbif^ hji the Jtobe,

Ven. Emperor.

Ant, look-1 'Tis the old argument 5 I pr'ythee fpare me^
inghacl{, j ven. But this one hearing, Emperor^
Ant. Let go

My Robe 5 or, by my Father Hercules —
Ven, By Hercules his Father, that's yet greater,

I bring you fomewhat you would wifli to know.
^«^Thou fee'ft we are obferv'ds attend me here.

And I'll return. L^^^H
Ven. I'm waining in his favor, yet I love him 3

I love this Man, who runs to meet his ruine 5

And, fure the gods, likeme, are fond of him .'

His Virtues lye fo mingled with his Crimes,

As would confound their choice to puni(h onC;,

And not reward the other.

Enter Antony,

Ant, We can conquer.

You fee, without your aid.

We have diflodg'd their Troops,

They look on us at diftance, and, like Curs

Scap'd from the Lions paws, they bay far off.

And;
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And lick their woundsj and faintly threaten War,

Five thoufand Remans with their faces upward.

Lye breathlefs on the Plaia.

yerj, Tis well : and he

Who loft 'em, could have fpar'd Ten thoufand more.

Yet if, by this advantage, you could gain

An eafier Peace, while C^far doubts the Chance
Of Arms !

Ant, O think not on't, Ventidius^

The Boy purfues my ruin,hell no peace

:

His malice is confiderate in advantage j

Oj he's thecooleft Murderer, fo ftanch.

He kills, and keeps his temper.

Ven, Have you no friend

In all his Army^ who has power to move him,

Mee<enaSy or Jgrippa might do much.

j4nt. They're both too deep in defars interefts.

We'll work it out by dint of Sword,or perifh.

Ven, Fain I would find fome other.

jint. Thank thy love.

Some four or five fuch Vidories as this.

Will fave thy farther pains.

Ven. Exped no moTQ'oC^far is on his Guard:

I know. Sir, you have conquered againft ods

,

But ftill you draw Supplies from one poor Town,
And of ^g^ptjans : he has all the World,
And, at his back, Nations come pouring in,

To fill the gaps you make. Pray think again.

Ant, Why doft thou drive me from my felf, to fearch

For Forreign aids ^ to hunt my memory.
And range all o're a wafte and barren place

To find a Friend ? The wretched have no Friends

Yet I hadone, the braveft youth of i?(?«/e.

Whom Cafar loves beyond the love of Women

}

He could refolve his mind, as Fire does Wax,
From that hard rugged Image, melt him down,
And mould him in what fofter form he pleas'd.

rc».
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Ven, Him would I fee , that man of all the world

:

Juft fuch a one we want.

Ant, He lov'd me too,

I was his Soul , he liv'd not but in me :

We were fo clos*d within each others breftsi,

The rivets were not found that join'd us firft.

That does not reach us yet : we were fo mixt.

As meeting ftreams, both to our felves were loft|

We were one mafs , we could not give or take.

But from the fame 5 for he was I, I he.

VeH. ajide. He moves as I would wiQi him.

Ant, After this,

I need not tell his name : 'twas DoUahella*

Ven, He's now in Q<efars Camp.
Ant. No matter wherCj •

Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly

That I forbade him c/e^j^^/r^'s fight 5

Becaufe Ifear'd he lov*d her : he confeft

He had a warmth, which, for my fake, he ftifled §

For 'twere impoffible that two, fo one,

Should not have lov'd the fame. When he departed.

He took no leave 5 and that confirmed my thoughts.

Ven, ft argues that he lov'd you more than her,

Elfe he had ffaid 5 but he perceiv'd you ]ealou?,

And would not grieve his friend : I know he loves you.

Jnt. I (houid have feen him then ere now.

Vef^, Perhaps

He has thus long been labVing for your peace.

Ant, Would he were here.

ven. Would you believe he lov'd you ?

I read your anfwer in your eyes 5 you would.^

Not to conceal it longer, he has fent

A Meffenger fromC^j^ir's Camp, with Letters.

Ant. Let him appear.

Ven, rU bring him inftantlye ExitV^rvd^^^h
^;-

Re-enters immediatfl) ivtth D-^l-'^'
''

AKt. Tis he himfelf, himfelf, by holy Fneudlhip I
!

Art thou return d at laft, my better half? mt^rw^i ^V;

Come, give me all my felf.

F
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Let me not live,

If the young Bridegroom, longing for his nighty

Was ever half fo fond.

Z)oI/a, I mufl be filent '-, for my Soul is bu(?e>

About a nobler work : (he's new come home.
Like a long-abfent man, and wanders o'er

Each room, a ftranger to her own, to look
Ifallbefl^ft.

j^r2t. Thou haft what's left of me.
For I am now (o funk from what I wa?.

Thou find'ft me at my lowed: water-mark.

The Kivers that ran in, and raii'd my fortunes^

Are all dry'd up, or take another courfe :

What.I have left is from my native Springs
I've dill a heart that fvvells, in fcornof fate.

And lifts me to ray banks.

DoUa. Still you are Lord of all the World to me<j .

Af7p, VVhy, then I yet am fo, for thou art all.

If I had any joy when thou wert abfent,

I grudg'd it to my felf , methought I robb'd

Thee of thy part. But, Oh my DolUhella!

Thou haft beheld me other than lam.
Haft thou not feen my morning Chambers fill'd

With Scepter'd Slaves, who waited to falute me l

:

With Eaftern Monarchs, who forgot the Sun,

To worQiip my uprifing > Menial Kings

Ran courfing up and down my Palace-yard,

Stood iilentin my prefence, watch'd my eyes.

And, at ray leaft command, all ftarted out

Like Pvacers to the Goal,

Dolla. Slaves to your fortune."

Ant, Fortune is C^fw/s now- and what am I ?

Ven, What you have made your felfs I will not flatterj^

A'^t. Is this friendly done ?

DoUa. Yes, when his end is fo, I muft Join with him h

Indeed I muft, and yet you muft not chide;

Why am I elfe your friend ?

^?7/. Take heed, young man.

How thou u,pbraid'ft ray iove : the Queea has eyes^

And
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AnH thou too haft a Soul . Can(^ thou remember
When, fweli'd with hatreds thou beheld'ft her firft

As accefTary to thy Brothers death }

Dolla. Spare my remembrance 5 'twas a guilty day^

And dill the blufh hangs here.

Ar/t, To clear her felf.

For fending him no aid, (he came from Egyp,

Her Gaily down the Silver Cydt^os row'd,

The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold^
The gentle Winds were lodg'd in Purple fails

:

Her Nymphs, like Nfm^af/, round her Couch, wereplac'dj
Where (he, another Sea-born Vevus^ Uy.

Delia. No more : I would not hear it.

Ant, O5 you muft !

She lay, and leant her cheek upon her hand,

And caft a look fo langu'Qaingly fweet,

As if, fecure of all beholders heart&j

Negleding (he could take 'em ; Boys, like Cupids,

Stood fanning, with their painted wings^ the winds
That plaid about her fsce : but if (hefmil'd,

A darting glory feem'd to blaze abroad :

That mens defiring eyes were never weary'd, ,

But hung upon the objeft : to foft Flutes

The Silver Oars kept time -, and while they plaid.

The hearing gave new pleafure to the fight >

And both to thought : 'twas Heav'n, or fomewhat more 5

For (he fo charm'd all hearts, that gazing crowds
Stood panting on the (bore, and wanted breath

To give their welcome voice.

Then, DolUhella^ where was then thy Soul ?

Was not thy fury quite difarm'd with wonder >

Didft thou not (brink behind me from thofe eyes.

And whifper in my ear. Oh tell her not

That I accus'd her of my Brothers death >

Dolla, And (hould my weaknefs be a plea for yours ?

Mine was an age when love might be excus'd.

When kindly warmth, and when my fpringing youth

Made it a debt to Nature. Yours —

^

Vm, Speak boldly,

F 2 Yoursj
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Yours, he would fay, in your declining age,

When no more heat was left but what you forc'd.

When all the fap was needful for the Trunk,
When it went down, then you conftrain'd the courfe.

And robb'd from Nature, to fupply delTre 5

In you ([ would not ufe fo harlh a word)
But 'tis plain dotage.

J^it. Hal
Doiia. ' f was urg'd too home.

But yet the iofs was private that I made 3

'Twas but my felf I loft ; I lofl: no Legions 3

I had no World to lofe, no peoples love.

jif7t. This from a friend >

Dolla, YeSj Anthonj^ a true one 5

A friend fo tender, that each word I fpeak

Stabs my own heart, before it reach your ear.

O, judge me not lefs kind becaufe I chide i "

To C£far I excufey^ou,

Jnt. O ye Gods !

Have t then liv'd to be excub'd to Ctffir i

DoUa. As to your equal.

Ant, Well, he's but my equal;

While I wear this, he never ihall he more.

Delia. I bring Conditions from him.

Ant. Are they Noble

>

Methinks thou fliouldft not bring 'em elfe y yet he

h full of deep diflcmbling^ knows no Honour,
Divided from his Int'refl. Pate miftook him 5

l-'or Nature me2nt hi u for an Ufurer,

He's fit indeed to buy, not conquer Kingdoms.

Vcn, Then, granting this.

What pow'r was theirs who wrought fo har-d a temper

To hoiiourable Terms !

Ant, It was my Dollahdla^ or fome God.
DoUa, Nor I 5 nov ytx. Meccena^^ nor Agripp4 :

7'liey were your Enemies 5 and I a Friend

Too weak alone 5 yet 'iwns a Ro/^jans deed.

Ant. Twas like a Rowan done: (how me thnt man
Wlxo has prefeiv'd my life^ my love, my honour 3

Lee
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Let me but ft e n!s face.

len That ta^k is mine.

And. Heavnthou know'ft how pleafing. Exit Venf
Delia. You'll remember

To whom voQ (land cblig'd?

Ar^t. When I forget it,

Be thou unkind, and that's my greatefl curfe.

My Queen fhall thank him too.

Delia, I fear (he will not,

' Ant. Butfbe fhall do't : the Queen, my DoUabella I \

Haft thou not ftill Tome grudgmgs of thy Fever >

Dolla. I would not fee her loft.

Aftt. When I forfake her.

Leave me, my better Stars 5 for Qie has truth 1

Beyond her beauty. Cdifar tempted her,

At no lefs price than Kingdoms, to betray me 5

But fhe refifted all : and yet thou chid'ft me
For loving her too well. Could I dofo >

DoUa. Yes, there's my reafon.

Re-enter Vcnt'idms, with O^bavia, leading Antony s

two little Daughters,

Ant, Where?-—

^

OclaviathQTGl (starting bac^.y

Fen, What, is (he poyfon to you } a Difeafe ?

Look on her, view her well 5 and thofe fhe brings?

Are they all ftrangers to your eyes? has Nature

Ko fecret call, no whifper they are yours ?

DoMa, Forfliame, my Lord, if not for love, receive em
With kinder eyes. If you confefs a man,

Meet em, embrace 'em. bid 'em welcome to you.

Your arms fhould open, ev'n without your knowledge.

To clafp 'em in
5
your feet fhould turn to wings,

To bear you to 'em 5 and your eyes dart outj

And aim a kifs ere you could reach the lips.

Jnt, I ftood amaz- d to think how they came hither.

Vent, I fent for 'em ^ 1 brought 'em in, unknown
To C/^^^rf^r^'s Guards.

Dolla» Yet are you cold ?

05lav. Thus long 1 have attended for my welcome 3

Whicha, as a ftranger, fure I might exped.
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Who am I >

ji't. C£fir*s S'dcr.

Ot^fdv, Thai'si unkind !

Had I been nothing more than €£far*sS'.([eTf

Know, J had (till remain'd in Cd;jar's Campj
But your 0^:;i;M, your much injur'd Wife,

Tho'banifh'd from yoi^r Bed, driv'n from your Honfe,

In fpight of C^far's Sifter, ftill is yours-

'Tis true, I have a heart difdains your coldnefs.

And prompts me not to feek what you ftiould offer
5

But a Wife's Virtue ftill furmounts that pride:

I come to claim you as my own 5 to (how

My duty (irft, to ask, nay beg, your kindnefs

:

Your hand, my Lord 5 'tis mine, and I will have it. \T-ik'wg

Vc7i. Do, take it, thou deferv'ft it. hk hand.

Dolla. On my Soul,

And fo (he does ; (he's neither too fubmiCfivej

Nor yet too haughty 5 but fo juft a mean.

Shows, as it ought, a Wife and Roman too.

Ant. I fear, oUavia^ you have begg'd my life,

O^av, Begg'd it, my Lord >

A7it. Yes, begg'd itj my Ambadadrefs,

Poorly and bafely begg'd it of your Brother.

oBav, Poorly and bafely I could never beg 5

Nor could my Brother grant.

Ant, Shall I, who, to my kneeling Slave, could fay,

Rife up, and be a King ^ (hall I fall down
And cry 5 Forgive me, Cdcfar ^ (hall I fet

A Man, my Equal, in the place of '^ove^

As he could give me being? No$ that word.

Forgive^ would choke me up.

And die upon my tongue.

DoUn, You (hall not need it.

Ant, I will not need it. ComCj youVe all betray*d mc :

My Friend too! To receive fome vile conditions.

My Wife has bought me, with her prayers and tears;

And now I mu(t become her branded Slave :

In every peevifh mood fhe will upbraid

The life (he gave ; if I but look awry,

Sh€
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Siie cries. III tell my Brothsr.

O^av, My hard fortune ...
Subjeds me ftill to your unkind miftakeSa

But the Conditions I have brought are fucjj

You need not blu(h to take ; I love your Honour,

Becaufe 'tis mine h it never (hall be faid

oB'avia^ Husband was her Brothers Slave.

Sir, you ar^ free, free, ev'n from her you loath 5

For, tho' my Brotherbargains for your love,

Makes me the price and cement af your peace^

Ihave a Soul like yours , I cannot take

Your love as alms, nor beg what I defervc.

Til tell my Brother we are reconcil*d •

He (hall draw back his Troops, and you (hall march;

To rule the Eaft : I may be dropt at Athens %

No matter where, I never will complain.

But only keep the barren Name of Wife,

And rid you of the trouble.

Vm, Was everfuch a (Irife of fullenHonour ?

Both fcorn to be oblig'd.

DolU, Op (he has toucht him in the tender tt part.|

>

Ste how he reddens with defpight and (hame

To be out-done in Genero(ity I

nn. See how he winks! how he dries up a tear.

That fain would fall

!

-
. r. -r

Ant. oUavm, I have heard you, and mutt prails

The greatnefs of your Soul 5 v

But cannot yield to what you have proposed x

For I can ne'er be conquer'd but by love s

And you do all for duty. You would IVee me,

And would be dropt at Athms*^ was't not to ?

oBav, It was, my Lord. , ^^

Ant, Then I rauft be obl'ig'd
, r ir

To ane who loves me not, who, to her leltj
. -

^

May call me thanklefs and ungrateful Man :
:

iHl not endure it, no.

Vin. I'm glad it pinches there*

qBav, Woitldyou triumph o'er poor 0^4^/^ s Virtue?
^^^^
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That pride^vjs all I had to benr me up ^

That you might think you ow'd me for your life.

And ow'd it to my duty, not my love.

f have been injur'd, and my haughty Soul
Could brook but ill the (Man who (lights my Bed.

Ant. Therefore you love me not.

Oddv. Therefore, my Lord,

I fhould not love you.

Ant, Therefore you wou'd leave me >

oBav. And therefore I fhould leave you __«. if I could.
BolU. Her Souls too great, after fuch injuries

To fay fne loves s and \et fhe lets you fee it.

Her modefty and filence plead her caufe.

Ant, O, DolUhdU^ which way (liall I- turn ?

I find a fecret yielding in my Soul 5

But Cleofatra^ who would die with me,
Mufl: (he be left > Pity pleads for O^avia $

But does it not plead more for c/e^/'-i^n/.'?

Ver?, Juftice and Pity both plead for O&avJa
^

For Cleopatra^ neither.

One would be ruin'd with you 5 but (he firO:

Had ruin'dyou; the other, you have ruin'd^
And yet (he would preferve you.
In every thing their merits are unequal.

^nt, O, mydiftra^ed Soul!
06tav. Sweet Heav n ccmpofe it.

Come, come, my Lord, if I can pardon you,
Methinks you iliould accept it. Look on thefe?
Are they not yours > Or ftand they thus negleaed
As they are mine > Go to him. Children, go

.

Kneel to him, take him by the hand, fpeak to him 5
t or you may fpeak, and he may own you too.
Without a blulh 5 and fo he cannot all
His Children : go, I fay, and pull him to me,
And pull him to yourfelves, from that bad Woman,
lou AgnppiKa, hane upon his arms 5And you, ^^^tonU, cLifp about his wafte:
It he will Qiake you off, if he will daOi you
Agama the Pavement, you mui\ bear it, Children 5

For
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Por you are mine, and I was born to fufFer. [Here the OhiUren

Yen. Was ever fight fo moving ! Emperor ! go to hint, 8cCo

Dolla. Friend !

oBav. Husband !

Both Childr, Father !

Ant. I am vanquifh'd : take me^

oUavia 5 take me. Children 5 (hare me all. (Embracing them.)

I've been a thriftlefs Debtor to your loves,

And run out much, in riot, from your ftock 5

But all (hall be amended.

oBav. O bleft hour !

DoUa. O happy change I

Ven. My joy ftops at my tongae^

But it has found two chanels here for one.

And bubbles out above^

Ant. to O&av. This is thy Triamphs lead me where thou wut|

Ev*n to thy Brothers Gamp.

OCfav, All there are yours.

Enter Alexas hafiily.

Alex. The Queen, my Miftrefs^ Sir, and yours.

Ant Tis paft. oBavia, you (hall (tay this night , To morrow^

C^fir a'nd we are on e. lEx. leading Opavia, DoL

Ven. There's news for you 5 run, and the ChtldrenfoUom

My officious Eunuch,

Be fure to be the fir(t 5 hafte foreward :

Hafte, my dear Eunuch, hafte. ^xtf,

Alex. This downright fighting Fool, this thick-rcuU d Hero»

This blunt unthinking Inftrument of death,-

With plain dull Virtue, has out-gone my Wit :

Pleafure forfook my early'ft Infancy,

The luxury of others robb'd my Cradle,

And ravith'd thence the promife of a Man 2

Caft out from Nature, difinherited

Of what her meaneft Children claim by kind 5 ,

Yet, greatnefs kept me from contempt J that's gone.

Had Cleopatra follow'd my advice,

Then he had been betrayM, who now forfakeso

She dies for love 5 but (he has known its joys

:

G ^odSj
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Godsj is this jufl:, that I, who knows no joys,

.

Muft dicj becgufe (he loves >

Enter Cleopatra^ Charmien^ Iras^ Traw* .

Oh, Madam, I have feen what blafts my eyes

!

O^avias here I

chop. Peace with that Raven's note.:

I know it too v and now am in

The pangs of death.

Alex, You are no-more a.Queen 3.

Egypt is loft.

Cleop. What tell'ft thou me o^ Egypt ^

My Life, my Soul is loft ! O&avia has him Ir.

fatal name to Cleopatra's love !

My kifTes, my embraces now are hers z

While I But thou haft feen my Rival, fpeaky,.

Boes (he deferve this bleffing } Is (he fair.

Bright as aGoddefs? and is all perfsdion.

Gonfin'd to her ? It is. Poor I was made
Of that courfe matter which, when (he was finifh'dj)

The Gods threw by, for rubbi(h'.

Alex, She's indeed a very Miracle*

chop. Death to my hopes, a Miracle

!

Alex, bowing, A Miracle^

I -mean of Goodnefs 5 for in Beauty, Madaro>
You make all wonders ceafe.

chop, I was too ra(h :

Takethis in part of recompenee, B43t, Oh^ [Givinga Rwg* ;.

1 fear thou flatter'ft me.
Char. She comes! (he's here !

Iras. Flie, Madam, C^y^A Sifter I

Cleop. Were (he the Sifter of the Thund'rer Jove^
And bore her Brothers Lightning in her eyes.

Thus would I face my Rival.. [Jlleets OdiSiV, ivHh Ventid*-'

Odi^^' bears upJo her. Their Trains .

come up on either fide,.

oBah. I need not ask ,if you are CleopMra^.

Your haughty carriage

cleop. Shows I am a Queen 3

Nor need I ask you who yptt are- .
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oBav, A Roman :

A name that makes, and can unmake a Queen. ''

Chop, Your Lord, the Man who ferves me, is a Roman^
oBav, He was a Roman^ tili he loft that name

To be a Slave in Eg^pt s but I come
To free him thence.

deep. Peace, peace, my Lover's Juko.

When he grew weary of that Houfhold-Clog^
He chofe my eafier bonds.

OCfav. I wonder not

Your bonds are eafie 5 you have long been pradlis'd

In that lailcivtous art : he's not the fir ft

For whom you fpread your fnares : let C^far witnefs.

Cleop I lov'd not C^y^rs 'twas but gratitude

I paid his love : the worft your malice can.

Is but to fay the greateft of Mankind
Has been my Slave. The next^ but far above him^

Inmyefteem, is he whom Law calls yours.

But whom his love made mine.

oB, coming tip cfofe to her, I would view nearer

That face, which has fo long ufurp^d my right.

To find th' inevitable charms, that catch

Mankind fo fure, that ruin'd my dear Lord,

Cleop. O, you do well to fearch 5 for had you known
But half thefe charms, you had not loft his heart.

O^av. Far be their knowledge from a K^z;^.^« Lady,

Far from a modeft Wife. Shame of our Sex:,

D-jft thou not blufli, to own thofe black endearments

That make fin pleafing ?

cleop. You may blufh, who want 'em.

If l)ounteou6 Nature, if indulgent Heav'n

Have giv n me charms to pleafe the braveft Man 3

Should I not thank 'em ? ftiould I be afham'd.

And not be proud ? i am, that he has lov'd rae 3

And, v/hen I love not him, Heav'n change this Face

For one like that.

O^av. Thou lov'ft him not fo well.

Cleop. I love him better, and deferve him more.

O&av, You do not 5 cannot: you have been his ruine.

G 2 VTho
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Who made him cheap at Rome^ but Cleopatra. /

Who made him fcorn'd abroad^ but Cleopatra ^

At ABinm^ who betray'd him ? Cleopatra,

Who made his Children Orphans ? and poor me
A wretched Widow ? only Cleopatra ^

Chop, Yet (he who loves him beft is Cleopatra:

If you have fufFer'd, [ have fuffer'd more.

You bear the fpecious Title of a Wife,

To guild your Caufe, and draw the pi^ying World
To favour it : the World contemns poor me 3

For I have loft my Honour, loft my Fame,

And ftain'd the glory of my Royal Houfe,

And all to bear the branded Name of Miftrefs.

There wants but life, and that too I would lofe

For him I love.

oBav, Be't fo then ; take thy wifh. Exit cumjuh
Chop. And Vis my wilh.

Now he is loft for whom alone I liv'd.

My fight grows dim, and every objedl dances.

And fwims before me, in the maze of death.

My fpirits, while they were oppos'd, kept up ,

They could not fink beneath a Rivals fcorn :

But now (he's gone they faint.

Alex. Mine have had leifure

To recoiled their ftrength, and furni(h counfclj

To ruine her ^ who elfe muft ruine you.
Cleop^ Vain Promifer

!

Lead me, my Charmion 5 nay, your hand too^ Iras ^

My grief has weight^enough to fink you both.

Condu£l: me to fome folitary Chamber,
And draw the Curtains round 5

Then leave me to my felf, to take alone .

My fill of grief;

There I till death will his unkindnefs weep :

As harmlefs Infants moan themfelves afleep. Exeunt,

ACT.
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ACT.
Antony^ DoUaheUa,

DoUa. 1 yl 7 Hy would you fhift it from your felf, on me >

VV Can you not tell her you rauft part ?

Ant, I. cannot.

I could pull out an eye, and bid it go,

And toother (hould not weep. Oh, Dollabella^

How many deaths are in this Word Depart I

I dare not truft my tongue to tell herfo :

One look of hers, would thaw me into tears

And I Qiould melt till I were loft agen.

Dolla, Th/Sn let VenUdim 5

He's rough by nature.

Ant, Ob, he'll fpeak too harfhly 5

He*ll kill her with the news : Thou, only thou,

Dolla, Nature has caft me in fo foft a mould.
That but to hear a ftory feign'd for pleafu-re

Of fome fad Lovers death, moiftens my eyes.

And robs me ofmy Manhood.—I (hould fpeak

So faintly s with fuch fear to grieve her heart,

She*d not believe it earneft.

Ant. Therefore 5 therefore

Thou on>y, thou art fit : think thy felf me.

And when thou fpeak'ft (but let it firft be long)

Take off the edge from every (harper found.

And let our parting be as gently made
As other Loves begin : wilt thou do this ?

DqIU. What you have faid, fo finks into my Soulg

That, if I muft fpeak, I (hall fpeak juft fo.

Ant. I leave you then to your fad task : Farewel,

I fent her word to meet you. {Goes tathe doovj and cof^Hack^)
I IJrirgot >
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Let her be told. Ml make her peace with mine

;

Her Crown and Dignity (hall be preferv'd.

If I have pow'r with C<efar, O, be fure

To think on that.

. Dolla. Fear nor, I will remember. L^^^ony g$cf agaw to

the doory and comes bat1{,

Arjt, And tell her, too, how much I Was conftrain'd •

J did not this, but v/ith extreameO: force :

DeOre her not to hate my memory.
For I ftill cherifh hers ^- infift on that.'

DolU. Truftme, I'll not forget it.

Ant, Then that's all. (^Goes out^ andrctHrns a^ah.^
Wilt thou forgive my fondnefs this once more?
Tell her, tho' we (hall never meet again,

If I fhould hear Ihe took another Love,
The news would break my heart.— Now I muft go 3

For every time 1 have return'd, I feel

My Soul more tender ^ and my next command
Would be to bid her ftay, and mine both. Exitl

Dolla, Men are but Children of a larger growth^

Our appetites as apt to change as theirs,

And full as craving too, and full as vain 3

And yet the Soul, (hut up in her dark room,
Viewing fo clear abroad, at home (^tts nothing

3

But, like a Mole in Earth, bufie and blind.

Works all her folly up, and cafts it outward
To the Worlds open view : thus I difcover'd.

And blam'd the love of ruin'd Antony 3

Yet wi(h that I were he, to be fo ruin'd.

Enter Ventidius above,

Ven. Alone ? and talking to himfelf > concerned too ?

Perhaps my ghefs is right 5 he lov'd her once.

And may purfue it ftill.

Dolla, O Friend(hip I Friend(hip I

11 can(t thou anfwer this 3 and Reafon, worfe

;

Unfaithful in th' attempt 3 hopelefs to win 3

And, if I win, undone : meer madnefs all.

And yet th'pccafion's fair. What injury,

To him^ to wear the Robe which he throws by .^
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reft. None, none at all. This happens as I wifh.

To ruine her yet more with Antony.

Enter Ckopatra, talking with Alexas, Charmion;
Iras on the other fde,

DoUa. She comes I What charms have forrow on that face f

Sorrow feems pleasM to dwell with fo much fweetnefsj

Yet, now and then, a melancholy fmile

Breaks loofe;, like Lightning, in a Winter's night.

And (hows a moments day.

Fen. If (he fhould love him too ! Her Eunuch there

!

That Porcpifce bodes ill weather. Draw, draw nearer^

Sweet Devil, that I may hear,

Alex. Believe me 3 try [polldbella goes over to Charmion

andlras\ feems to tdl^with them.

To make him jealous 5 Jealoufie is like

A poliQit Glafs held to the lips when life's in doubt :

If there be breath, 'tw'ril catch the damp and (how ito

|r c/ecp. I grant you jealoude's a proof of love,

But 'tis a weak and unavailing Med'cine 5

It puts out the difeafe, and makes it Qiow^

But has no pow'r to cure.

Alex, Tis your la ft remedy, and ftrongeft too ; •

And then this Dollahella, who fo fit

To pradice on? He's handfom, valiant, youngs ;

And looks as he were laid for Nature's bait

To catch weak Womens eyes.

He ftands already more than half fufpeded

Of loving you: the leaft kind word, or glance, ,

You give this Youth^ will kindle him with loves -

Then, like a burning VefTel fet adrift.

You'll fend him down amain before the wind,

To fire the heart of ]eB.\ous Antony.

chop. Can I do this? Ah no 5 my love's fo true^ ,

That I can neither hide it where it is.

Nor (how it where it is not. Nature meant me
A Wife, a filly harmlefs hou(hold Dove, «

Fond without art 5 and kind witho-ut deceit 5 -

But Fortune^ that has made a Miftrefs of me.

Haft thruft me out to the v/ide World, unfurniOi^cl'
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Of fa!(hoo(3 to be happy.

Alex. Force your felf.

Th' event will be, your Lover will returri

Doubly defirous to poffefs the good
Which once he fear'd to lofe.

Cleop. I muft attempt it '-,

But Oh with what regret ! Exit Alex, (she comes up to Dolaklla,)

Ven. Soj now the Scene draws near 5 they're in my reach.

chop, to Dol, Difcourling with my Women ! Might not I

Share in your entertainment ?

char. You have been

The Subjedof itj Madam.
Cleop, How 5 and how ?

Jroi. Such praifes of your beauty !

Cleop. Meer Poetry.

Your Roman Wits, your Gallns and Tihullus^

Have taught you this from Cither is and Deli-a,

Dolla, Thofe Reman Wits have never been in Egypt^

Citheris and Delia elfe had been unfung :

f, who have feen had I been born a Poetj

Should chufe a nobler name.

cleop You flatter me.

But, 'tis your Nation's vice : all of your Country
Are flatterers, and all falfe/ Your Friend's like you.

I'm fure he fent you not to fpeak thefe words.

Dolla. No, Madams yet he fent me
Cleop, Well, he fent you
J^olla. Of a lefs pleafing errand.

Cleof, How lefs pleafing ?

Lcfs to your felf, or me ?

Dolla. Madam, to both 5

For you muft mourn, and I muft grieve to caufe it.

Cleop. You^ CharmioHy and youi Fellow, fland at diftance.^

(Afide.^ Hold up^ my Spirits.—Well, now your mournful matter 5

For I'm prepared, perhaps can ghefs it too.

Dolla, I wi(h you would 5 for 'tis a thanklefs office

To tell ill news: and 7, of all your Sex^
Mod fear difpleafing you.

^ Chop. Of all your Sex,
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I fooneH could forgive you, if you fiaould,

Ven, Moft delicate advances ! Woman ! Woman !

Dear damn'djinconftant Sex

!

Ckdp, In the firft place,

I am to be forfaken 5 is't not fo ?

Delia, I wifh I could not anfwer to that queftion.

Cleof. Then pafs it o'er, becaufe it troubles you:
I (hould have been more griev'd another time.

Next, I'm to lofe my Kingdom. Farewel, Egyp.
Yet, is there any more }

Dolla. Madam, I fear

Your too deep fenfeT>f^rief has turn'd your reafon.

Chop. No, no, I'm not run mad 5 I can bear Fortune

:

And Love may be expell'd by other Love,

As Poyfons are by Poyfons.

Dolla, —You o erjoy me. Madam, '*

To find your griefs fo moderately born.'

You've heard the worft 5 all are not falfe, like him.^

Cleop, No 5 Heav*n forbid they (hould.

Dolla, Some men are conftant.

Cleop, And conftancy deferves reward, that's certain^

Dolla. Deferves it not 5 but give it leave to hope.

Ven, I'll fwear thou haft my leave. I have enough :

But how to manage this ! Well, I'll confider. ExHm
Dolla, I came prepar'd,

To tell you heavy news 5 news, which I thought.

Would fright the blood from your pale cheeks to hear:

But you have met it with a cheerfulnefs

That makes my task more eafie 5 and my tongue.

Which on anothers meflage was employed,

Would gladly fpeak its own.
Cleop, Hold, Dfillabella.

Firft tell me, were you chofen by my Lord }

Or fought you this employment }

Dolla, He pick'd me out j and, as his bofom-friend.

He charg'd me with his words.

Cleop, The meflage then

I know was tender, and each accent fmootfa^

To moUifie that rugged word Depart.

H Dolla,

X.
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DoHa, Ob, you miftake : he chofe the harfheft words.

With fiery eyeSj and with contraded brows.

He coyn d his face in the fevereft ftamp :

And fury, (hook his Fabrick like an Earthquake ,

He heav'd for vent, and burft like bellowing JEtf/a,

In founds fcarce humane, '' Hence, away for ever :

'^ Let her begone, the blot of my renown,
*^ And bane of all my hopes

:

[^All the time of thkf^cech^

CAeop. feews more and more concern d^

till fie Jink/ qfiite down,

*'Let her be driv'n as far as men can think

*'from Mans commerce: She'll poyfon to the Center.

Cleof* Oh, I C3n bear no more !

DoUa. Help, help ; Oh Wretch ! Oh curfed, curfed Wretch !

What have I done }

char. Help, chafe her Temples, Iras.

Iras, Bend, bend her forward quickly,

char, Heav'n be prais'd.

She comes again.

chop. Oh, let him not approach me.

Why have you brought me back to this loath*d Being,
* Th' abode of Falfhoodj violated Vows,
And injur'd Love } For pity, let me go 5

For, if there be a place of long repofe,

I'm fare I want it. My difdainful Lord
Can never break that quiet, nor awake
The Oeeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb
Such words as fright her, hence, Unkind, unkind. _,. \

Dolla, kf/eeljng. Believe me, 'tisagainft my felf Ifpeik^

That fure deferves belief^ I injur'd him ;

My Friend ne'er fpoke thofe words. Oh, had you feea

How often he came back, and' every time

With fomething moreobliging and more kind,

To add to what he faid , what dear Farewels >

How almoft vanquifht by his love he parted.

And lean'd to what unwillingly he left ,•

J, Traitor as I was, for love of you,

(But what can you not do, who made me falfe f^

l forged that lye 3 for whofe forgivenefs kneels

This
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This felf-accus'dj felf-piiniili'd Criminal,

Cleo$. With how much eafe believe we what we wi(h S

Rifej Dollahella^ if you have been guilty,

I have contributedj and too much love

Has made me guilty too.

Th* advance of kindnefs which I made, was feign'd.

To call back fleeting love by jealoufie 5

But 'twould not laft. Oh, rather let me lofe

Than fo ignobly trifle with his heart.

Dolla, I find your breaft fenc'd round from humane reacby

Tranfparent as a Rock of folid Cryftal,

Seen through, but never pierc'd. My Friend, my Friend!

What endlefs treafure haft thou thrown away.
And fcattcr'dj like an Infant, in the Ocean,
Vain fums oF Wealth which none can gather thence,

Cleop. Could you not beg
An hours admittance to his private ear ?

Like one who wanders through long barren Wilds,

And yet foreknows no hofpitablelnn

Is near to fuccour hunger.

Eats his fill, before his painful march :

So would I feed a while my fami(h'd eyes

Before we parti for I have far to go,

If death be far, and never muft return.

Ventidius, with Od:avia, behind.

Vet?. From hence you may difcover Oh, fweet, fweet I

Would you indeed > the pretty hand in earneft 1 [takes her hand,

Dolla, I will, for this reward. Draw it not backj

*Tis all I e'er will beg.

Ven, They turn upon us.

O&av, What quick eyes has guilt

!

Ven^ Seem not to have obferv'd 'em, and go oDo

They enter,

Dolla, Saw you the En^peror, Ventidius /* Ven, No,

I fought him i but I heard that he was private.

None with him, but Hipparchus his Freedman.

Dolla, Know you his^43us'nefs ?

Few. Giving him Inftrudtions,

And Letters, to his Brother C^pn
H 2



52 All for LOVE*, w\

He muft be found. Bxcufit Dol, and Cleop,

oBav, Moft glorious impudence !

Ven, She look'd metbought
As fhe would fay. Take your old man^ O^avia^
Thank you, Vm better here,

Wellj but what ufe

Make we of this difcovery ?

O&av. Let it die.

Verf. I pity DoItabelU'j but fhe*s dangerous r

Her ey-es have pow'r beyond Thef[alian Charms
To draw the Moon from Heav'n, for Eloquence,

The Sea-green Syrens taught her voice their flatt'ry 5

And, while fhe (peaks, Night fteals upon the Day,
Unmark*d of thofe that hear : Then (he's fo charming.

Age buds at fight of her, and fwells to youth

:

The holy Priefts gaze on her when (he fmiles 5

And with heav*d hands forgetting gravity.

They blefs her wanton eyes : Even I who hate her.

With a malignant joy behold fuch beauty 5

And, while I curfe, defire it, Anthony

Muft needs have fome remains of pa(iion ftill.

Which may ferment into a worfe relapfe.

If now not fully cur'd, I know, this minute.

With C^far he's endeavouring her peaces

oUav, Y9U have prevailed :-but for a farther purpofe QValkj of,

ril prove how he will relilli this difcovery.

What, make a Strumpet*is peace ! it fwells oiy heatt j

It muft not, (ha' not be.

Vt^n. His Guards appear.

Let me begin, and you (hall fecond me.

Enter Antony.

Ant, cSf^via^ I was looking you, my love :

What, are your Letters ready ? I have giv n

My laft Inftrudlions,

oCiav* Mine, my Lord, are wiitten.^

Ant. Vcntidiusl [Drax^iftghimafide,

Ven. My Lord >

Atnt, A word in prWate,^
When
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When faw you DollabelU ^

Ven, N0W5 my Lord,

He parted hence , and Cleopatra with himj
Ant. Speak foftly. 'Twas by my command he went.

To bear my laft fareweh

Ven, aloud. It looked indeed

Like your farewel.

Ant. More foftly.. My farewel ?

What fecret meaning have you in thofe words
Ofmy Farewel > He did it by my Order,

Ven, aloud. Then he etbey'd your Order. I fuppofe
You bid him do it with all gentlenefs.

All kindnefsj and all— love.
Ant, How (he mourn*d3

The poor forfaken Creature I

Ven, She took it as (he ought 5 (he bore your parting
;

As Ihe did Cafars, as (he would anothers^

Were a new Love to come.
Ant, aloud. Thou doOi belye her ^

Moft bafely, and malicioufly belye her;

Fen, I thought not to difpleafe you -, I have done.

O&av, coming yp You feem difturbd^ my Lord,
Ant, A very trifle.

Retire, my Love.
Fen, It was indeed a trifle.

He fent ,,

Ant, angrily. No more. Look how thou difobey'ft me>
Thy life (hall anfwer it,

O&dv, Then 'tis no trifle.

Fen. to oBav, Tis lefs 5 a very nothing : you too faw it;,

As well as I, and therefore *tis no fecret.

Ant, She faw it

!

Ven, Yes : (he faw young DollabelU, 1
Ant, Young Dollabella !

Fen. Young, I think him young,

And handfom too ^ and fo do others think him.

But what of that > He went by your command^
Indeed 'tis probable, with fome kind mellage

5

for (he receiv'd k gracioufly j (be fmil'd t

And
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And then hegf^w familiar with her hand.

Squeezed it, and worry'd it with ravenous kifles $

She blulh'd, and figh'd, and fmil'd, and blufh'd again }

At laft fhe took occafion to talk foftly.

And brought her cheek up clofe, and lean'd on his ;

At which, he whifper'd kiffes back on hersi

And then (be cry'd aloud. That conftancy ">

Should be rewarded.

O&av, This I faw and heard.

Ant. What Woman was it, whom you heard and faw
So playful with my Friend !

Not Cleopatra ^

Ven, Ev n (he, my Lord

!

AtJt, My Cleopatra^

Vett, Your Cleopatra s

Dollabella's Cleopatra

:

Every Man's Cleopatra,

Ant. Thou ly'ft.

Ven. Idonotlyej my Lord.
Is this fo (trange } Should Miftreffes Be left.

And not provide againft a time of change ?

You know (he's not much us'd to lonely nights.

Ant. I'll think no more on't.

I know 'tis falfe, and fee the plot betwixt you.
You needed not have gone this way, 06favia.

What harms it you that Cleopatra s juft?

She's mine no more. I fee 5 and I forgive:

Urge it no farther. Love.
Ocfav. Are you concerned

That (he's found falfe >

Ant, I (hould be, were it fo 5

For, tho 'tis paft, I would not that the World
Should tax my former choice : That I lov'd one
Of fo light note > but I forgive you both.

Ven, What has my age deferv'd, that you (hould think

I would abufe your ears with perjury ?

If Heav*n be true, (he's falfe.

Ant, Tho Heav'n and Earth
Should witnefs it, I'll not believe her tainted.

Pen.
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Ven, I'll bring you then a Witnefs

From Hell to prove her fo. Nay, go not back 5 ^Seeing Alexas
jujl entring^ afidJiartwg hack*

For ftay you muft and (hall.

jilex. What means my Lord?
Ve^^ To make you do what moft you hate 5 fpeak truth.

You are of Cleopatra s private Counfel,

Of her Bed-Counfel, her lafcivious hours 5

Are confcious of each nightly change (he makes^
And watch her, as Chaldeans do the Moon,
Can tell what Signs (he paffes through, what day.

Alex, My Noble Lord.

Fen. My moftllluftrious Pandar,

No fine fet Speech, no Cadence, no turn'd Periods,

But a plain home-fpun Truth, is what I ask :

Jdida my felf, o'erhear your Queen make love
JoDollabella. Speak, fori will know,
By your confe(non, what more paft betwixt 'em 5

How near the bus'nefs draws to your employment 3

And when the happy hour.

Ant. Speak truth, Alexas, whether it offend

^r pleafe Ventidiifs^ care not : juftifie

Thy in)ur d Queen from malice : dare his worft.

0<J?. a^de. See, how he gives him courage ! hoviT he ffars

To find her falfe ! and (huts his eyes to truth, ^

Willing to be mifled i

Alex. As far as love may plead for Woman's frailty,

Urg d by defert and greatnefs of the Lover 5

So far (Divine O&avia!) may my Queen
Stand ev'n excus'd to you, for loving him.

Who is your Lord : fo far, from brave VentidiuS;,

May her pa(t adlions hope a fair report.

AnU Tis well, and truly fpoken : mark, Ventidius.

Alex, To you, moft Noble Emperor, her ftrong paflton

Stands not excused, but wholly ju(tiii d.

Her Beauty's charms alone, without her CrowDj
From Ind and Meroe drew the diftant Vows
Of fighing Kings ; and at her feet were laid

The Scepters of the Earth, expos'd on heap^
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To choofe where (he would Reign :

She thought a Roman only could deferve her 3

And, of all Romans^ only Antony,

And, to be iefs than Wife to you, difdain'd

Their lawful paffion.

Ant. Tis but truth.

Alex. And yet, tho love, and your unmatch'd defert.

Have drawn her from the due regard of Honor,

At lafl:, Heav'n open'd her unwi-Uing eyes

To fee the wrongs (he offered fairO^^w^,

Whofe holy Bed (he lawlefly ufurpt.

The fad effects of this improfperous War,
Confirm'd thofe pious thoughts.

Fen. afcle. O, wheel you there?

Obferve him now 5 the Man begins to mend.
And talk fubftantial reafon. Fear not, Eunuch,
The Emperor has giv'n thee leave to fneak.

Alex. Elfe had I never dar'd t' offend his ears

With what the laft necelfity has urg'd

On my forfaken Miftrefs^ yet I nmik not

Prefume to fay her heart is wholly alter'd.

Ant. N05 dare not for thy life, I charge thee dare not.

Pronounce that fatal word.

o^av.ajlde. Muft I bear this? good Heaven, afford me patience.

Ven. On, fweet Eunuch j my dear half man, proceed,
Alex. Yet Dollabella

Has lov'd her long, he, next my God-like Lord,
Deferves her belt 5 and fhould (he meet hts pailion.

Rejected, as (he is, by him ^be lov'd- .

Ant. Hence, from my fight ^ for I can bear no more:
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell ; let all

The longer damn'd have reft, each torturing hand
Do thou employ, tsU Cleopatra comes,

Then joyn thou too, and help to torture her. Exit Alexaf,

thrnft out by Antoay.
06fav, 'Tis not well,

Inc!^ ed my Lord, 'tis much unkind to me.
To fhow this paflion, this extream concernment
For an abandon'd, faiihlefs Proftitute.

* Attfi
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Leave me, I fay.

0S(av, My Lord ?

jint, I bid you leave me.

Ven, Obey him. Madam : beft withdraw a whikj
Andjee how this /ill work.

Oaav, Wherem have I offended you, my Lord^

That I am bid to leave you^ Am I falfe,

Qr infamous > Am I a Cleopatra .<?

Were I (he,

Bafe as fhe is, you would not bid me leave yoaf
But hang upon my neck, take flight excufes^

And fawn upon my falfhood,

jiftt* Tis too much.

Too much, O^avia 3 I am preft with forrowf

Too heavy to be born 5 and you add more z

I would retire, and recoiled what's left

Of Man within, to aid me.

O&av, You would mourn
In private, for your Love, who has betrayed you |

You did but half return to me : your kindnefs

Linger'd behind with her. I hear, my Lord,
You make Conditions for her.

And would include her Treaty. Wondrous proofs

Of love to me I

Jnt, Are you my Friend, Ventidius §

Or are you turned a DoUabella too.

And let this Fury loofe?

Ven, Oh, be advis'd.

Sweet Madam, and retire.

oBav. Yes, I will go 5 but never to return^

You (hall no more be haunted with this Fury.

My Lord, my Lord, love will not always laft,

When urg*d with long unkindnefs, anddifdainj
Take her again whom you prefer to me 5

She ftaysbut to be call'd. Poorcozen'd Man I

Let a feign'd parting give her back your heart.

Which a fcign'd love firft got 5 for injur'd me,

Tho* my juft fenfe of wrongs forbid my (lay.
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My duty (liall be yours.

To the dear pledges oF our former love,

My tendernefs and care (hall be transferr*d.

And they (hall dKer, by rj : :, my Widow'd Nights : .

So^ tske my lafl: fiaewel ^. fivr I defpair

To have you whole, aud Icorn to take you half. Exits
Fen. I combac'Heav'n, which blafts my belt defigns

:

My laft attempt muii be to win her back
5

But Oh, I fear in vain. Exih
Ant. Why was I fram'd with this plain honeft heart.

Which knows nor fo difguife its giiefs and weakotfs,

But bears its workings outward to the World ? .

I (liould have kept the mighty angui(h in,

Andforc'd afmileat C/f^p<?/r^'sfal(hood;

oBavia had believ'd it, and had ftaid 5

But I am made 2 (hallow-forded stream,

Seen to the bottom : all my ciearne^^; fcorn'd.

And all my faults expos'd ! — See, where he comes s

Enttr DoUabella.

Who has prophan'd the Sacred Name of Friend,

And worn it into viknefs

!

With how fecure a browj and fpecious form
He guilds the fecret Villain ! Sure that face

V/as meant for honefty 3 but Heav*n mif-match*d if^

And furni(h'd Treafon out with Natures pomp^
To make its work^ore eafie^

DoHa. Oj my Friend 1

Ant, Well, DoUabella^ you performed my meffage } -

Dolla* I did, unwillingly.

Ant, Unwillingly ?

Was it fo hard for you to bear our parting s*

You (hould have wilht it.

DoUa, Why >

Ant. Becaufe you love me.

And (he receivd my meffage, with as true.

With as unfeign'd a forrow, as you brought it?

DoUa. She loves you, ev'n toroadnefs.

Ant, Gh, I know it.

Tx)U, Doliaklla^ do not better kaow-
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How much (he loves me. And (hould I

Forfake this Beauty i This all-perfe(3: Creature >
VoUa. I could notj were (he mine.

Jtit, And yet you fir ft

Perfwaded me : how come you alter'd fince >

Delia. I faid at fir ft I was not fit to go 5

I could not hear her fighs, and fee her tears.

But pity muft prevail : and fo, perhaps.

It may again with you 5 for I have p*romis'd

That (he (hould take her laft farewel ; and^ fee^

She comes to claim my word.

E?7ter Cleopatra,

jint, FsiKe Dollabella

!

Dolla,^ What's falfe, my Lord?
^»^ Why, Dollabella's falfe.

And Cleopatra s falfe 5 both falfe and faithlefs.

Draw near, you well-join'd wickednefs, you Serpents^

Whom I have, in my kindly bofom, warm'd
Till I am Rung to death.

DoUa. My Lord, have I

Deferv'd to be thus usM >

chop. Can Heav'n prepare

A newer Torment ? Can it find a Curfe

Beyond our feparation ?

Avt. Yes, if Fate

Be juftj much greater : Heav'n (hould be ingenious

In puni(hing fuch crimes. The rowling Stone,

And gnawing Vulture, were flight pains, invented

When "jove was young, and no examples known
Of mighty ills , but you have ripen'd fin

To fuch a monftrous growth, 'twill pofe the Gods
To find an equal Torture. Two, two fuch.

Oh there's no farther name, two fuch——»— to me^

To me, who lock'd my Soul within ycur breafts.

Had no defires, no joys, no life, but you 5

When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you
In Dowry with my heart, I had no ule.

No fruit of all, but you : a Friend and Miftrefs

Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleopatra !

:. ,
la P&n
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Oh, DoIIdhella I how could you betray

This tender heart, which with an Irtfant-fondnefe
.

Lay luU'd betwixt your bofoms, and there flepe

.

Secure of injar'd Faith ?

DoUa. If (he has wrong'd you,

Heav'n, Hell, and You revenge it,:

Atjt, If (he wrong'd 'me,

Thou.would(t evade thy part oFgutk 3 butfwear -

Thou lov'ft i>ot her..

ZJ^i^^. Not fo as^Iiove you.

AfJt. Notfo ! Swear, fwear, I fay, thou do(^ not love hefo

Dolla. No more than Friendship will allow.

Am, No more?
Friend(hip allows thee nothing: diciu art perjured. ^ --«...

And yet thou didft not fweai thou lov'dft her not 5

But not fo much, uo more. Oh trifling Hypocrite^

Who dar'fl hot-own to her thou do(l not love.

Nor own to me thou doft 1 Vcntidm heard.it 3

oUavJa faw k.

Cleop, They are enemies.

Ant. Alexas is not fo : he, he confefl it 5

He, who, next Hell, beft knew it, he avow'd it."

(TaDol) Why do I feek a proof beyond your felf^

You whom I fent to bear my la(t Farewela
Returned to plead her ftay^ .

Del/a, What (hall I anfwer >

Jf to have lov'd be guilt, then I have finn'd 5 ;

But if to have repented of .that love

Ci3nwa(haway my crime,,,! have repented.

Yet, if I have offended paft forgivenefs.

Let not her fufFet: fhe is innocent.

cleop. Ah^ what will not a Woman do who loves 2

What mearjifVill (he refufe, to keep that- heart

Where all her joys are plac d ! *Twas I encourag'd^

'Twas I blew up the fire that fcorch'd his Soul,

To make you jealous '-, and by tha-t regain you.

But all in vain 5 I could not counterfeit

:

In fpight of z\\, the damms, my love broke o'er,

Aci drowo'd my heart again ; Fate took th' occafion 5

Ao4

i

I



Aftd thus one minutes feigning has deftroy*d

My whole life's truth.

A»ii. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falfliood 3

^^ Seen, and broke through at firft,.

Dolla, Forgive your Miftrefs.

Cleop. Forgive yoiar Friend.^ ^
Jfit, You have convin c'd your felveg,

You plead each others Caufe ; What Witnefs have you.
That you but meant to raif©my jealoufie ?

I C/e^.- Our (elves, and Heav'n.

j^Kt,. Guilt witnefles for guilt. Hence, Love and Friendfbipi .

You have no longer place in humane breafts,

Thefc two have driv'n you out: avoid my fight 5

I would not kill the Man whom I lov'd 5

And cannot hurt the Woman 5 but avoid me^
I do not know how long I can be tame 5

For, if I ftay one minute more to think

How I am wrong'd, my Juftice and Revenge \
Will cry fo loud within me, that my pity

Will not be heard for either, ,

Dtf//^. Heav'nhasbut,

0ur forrow for our fins j and then delights

To pardon erring Man I fweet Mercy feems

Its darling Attribute, which limits Juftice s ^

As if there were degrees in Infimte 5

And Infinite would rather want perfe^tioD

.

Than punifti to extent. ,

Jnt, I can forgive

A Foe y but not a Mlilrefs, and a Friend

:

Treafon is there in its moft hoirid (hape,

Wher^truftis greateft ; and the Soul refign*d

Is ftabb'd by its own Guards : I'll hear no more 5

Hence from my fight, for ever,;

Cteo^. How } for ever \ '

I cannot go one moment from your fight^

And muft I go for ever > .-

My joys, my only joys are centered here:

What place have I to ga4o ^ my own Kingdom 1^

^
That I havelpft for you s . or to the Siomms i

.
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They hate me for your fdke r or mufl: I wander

The wide World o'er, a helplefs, bani(h'd Womanj'
Banifh'd for love of you '-, banifh'd from you 5

I, there's the Banilhraent ! Oh hear me 5 hear me, '

With (Irideft Jaftice ; for I beg no favour

:

^nd if I have offended you, then kill me.

But do not banifh me.

Jnt. I muft not hear you.

I have a Fool within me takes your past 3

j^ut Honour ftops my ears.

Chop, For pity hear me

!

Wou'd you ca ft off a Slave who followed vou,

Who crouch'd beneath your Spurn ?—— He has no pity t

See, if he gives one tear to my departure 5

One look, one kind farewel : Oh Iron heart I

Let all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt us.

If he did ever love!

Anth^ No more : Alex,as !

Dolla. A perjur'd Villain !

Af!th. to Cleop, Your Alexas 5 yours.'

deep, O 'twas his plot : his ruinous defiga

T' ingage you in my love by jealoufie.

Hear him ; confront him with me; let him fpealc.

AKth, I have 5 I have.

Cleop, And if he clear me not

ylf?t. Your Creature ! one who hangs upon yourfmilesi

Watches your eye to fay or to unfay

Whate'er you pleafe ! I am not to be mov'd.

Cleop, Then muft we part > Farewel5my cruel Lord,
Th' appearance is againft me 5 and I go
Ltnjuftifi'd, for ever from your fight.

How I have lov'd, you know 3 how yet I love,

My only comfort is^ I know my felf

;

I love you more, ev'n now you are unkind,

Th-iu when you lov'd me moft^ fo well, fo truly,

ril never ftrive againft it j but die pleas'd

To think you once were mine.

y^;;/. Good Heav'n, they weep at parting.

Muft |. weep too > that calls 'em innocent.



I muft not weep 5 and yet I muftj to think

That I muft not forgive.

Live 5 but live wretched, 'tis but juft you Chou'dg

Who made me fo : Live from each others fight

:

Let me not hear you meet : Set all the Earth,

And all the Seas, betwixt your funder'd Loves : ;
—

View nothing common but the Sun and Sky s

:

Now, all take feveral ways 5

And each your own (ad fate with mine deplore •

. That you were falfe, and I could truft no more.

ACT. V,.

Ckopafra, Charmi^n^ Irai»

^W. TJ Ejufter, HeavVi : fuch virtue punifh'd thus,

j3 Will make us think that Chance rule^ all above^ %
And ChufReS, with a random handa the Lots

Which Man is forc*d to draw.

_ Chop, I cou*d tear out thefe eyes, that gain'd his hearty
,

And had not pow'r to keep it. O the curie

Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage !

Bear witnefs, Gods, you heard him bid me go 5,

You whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows
Of promised Faith

.

Fll die^ 1 will not bear if* ,

You may hold me. {she pulls out her Dagg^r^-

and they hold her.

Bat I can keep my breath 5 I can die inward.

And choak this Love.
EfUefAkxas^

Iras. Help, O AlexaSy help I

The Queen grows defperate, her Soul ftcuggles ia her.

With all the Agonies of Love and Rage^
And ftrives to force its pafTage. ,

chop. Let me go,

Alt thou there. Traitor I

r

— ?
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O, for a little breathy to vent my rage!

Give, give me way, and let me loofe upon him.

Alex, YeSj I deferve it, for my tU-tiiu'd truth,
' Was it for me to prop

c^The Ruins of a falling Majefty >

To place my felf beneath the mighty flaw,

Thus to be crufti'd, ^nd pounded into Atomes,
• By its o'erwhelming weight ? 'Tis too prefumitrg

' For Subjedbs, to preferve that wilful pow'r

Which courts-its own deftrudion,

ccleep. I wou'd reafon

More calmly with you. Did not you o'er-rule.

And force my ^lain^direft, and open love

Into thefe crooked paths of jealoufie ?

Now, what's th* event ? O^avia is-removM \

But Cleepairas banifh'd. ^Thou, thou. Villain,

Has pufh'd my Boat, to open Sea 5 to prove,

At my fad coft, if thou canft ftcer it back,

i It cannot be 5 I'm loft too far 5 I'm ruin'd :

Henccj thou Impoftorj Traitor, Monfter, DeviL *

PI can no more : thou, and my .griefs, have funk

Me down fo low, that I want voice to curfe thee.

^/e;c/ Suppofe fome (hipwrack'd Seaman near the fhore,

^ Dropping and faint, with climbing up the Cliff,

If^ from above, foiBC charitable hand
; Pull him to fafety, hazarding himfelf

To draw the others weight 5 wou'd he look back ^^ ^

And curfe him for his pains ? The cafe is yours 5

«But one ftep more, and you have gain'd the heighth,

Ckof. Sunk, never more to rife,

Ahx. O&avias gone, and Dollahella banifh'd.

>Believe me, Madam, Antony is yours.

His heart was never loft^ but ftarted off

To Jealoufie, Love's laft retreat and covert

:

Where it lies hid in Shades, watchful in (ilence.

And lift'ning for the found that calls it back.

Some other, any man, ('tis fo advanc'd)

May perfeft this unfinifti'd work, which I

XUnhappy only to my felf) have left

So
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So eafie to his hand.

Cleop, Look well thou do*t 5 elfe

Alex, Elfe, what your filence threatens. Antof^y

Is mounted up the Pharos 5 from whofe Turret,

He (lands furveying our Egypian Gallies,

Engag'd with C^far's Fleet : now Death, or Conqneft*

If the firfl: happen. Fate acquits my promife

:

If we o ercome, the Conqueror is yours.

A difiant Shout npithin,

char. Have comfort, Madam : did you mark that Shout >

Second shout marer,

Iras, Hark 5 they redouble it.

Alex, 'Tis from the Port.

The loudnefs (hows it near: good news, kind Heavens.

Cleop, ofirk make it fo.

Ew/er Serapion.

scrap. Where, where's the Queen >

Alex, How frightfully the holy Coward ftares

!

As if not yet recover'd of th' affault.

When all his Gods, and what's more dear to hiniv

His offerings were at (lake.

Serap, O horror, horror !

Egypt has been j our lateft hour is come

:

The Queen of Nations from her ancient feat,

Is funk for ever in the dark Abyfs

:

Time has unrowl'd her Glories to the laft.

And now clos'd up the Volume.
Cleop* Be more plain :

Say^ whence thou com'ft, (though Fate is in thy face.

Which from thy haggard eyes looks wildly out,

And threatens ere thou fpeak'ft.)

Serap, I came from Pharos 5

From viewing (fpare me and imagine it) J L - ^

Our Lands laft hope, your Navy. -^

chop, Vanqui(h'd>

serap. No.
They fought not.

Cleop, Then they fled.

serap. Nor that, I faw,

K With
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With Antony^ your well-appointed Fleet

Row out 5 and thrice he wav'd his hand on high, .

And thrice with cheerful cries they (houted back:

Twas then^ falfe Fortune^ like a fawning Strumpet,

About to leave the Bankrupt Prodigal,

With a difTembled fmiie wou d kifs at parting.

And flatter to the lafl: ^ the well-tim'd Oars

Now dipt from every bank, nowfmoothly run

To meet the Foe 5 and foon indeed they met.

But not as Foes. In few, we faw their Caps
On either fide thrown up 5 th* Egjpian Gallies

(Keceiv'd like Friends) paft through, and fell behind

The Roman rear : and now, they all come forward.

And ride within the Port.

Cleof, Enough, Serapon :

iVe heard my doome This needed not, you Gods

:

When I loft Antony^ your work was done 5

'Tis but fuperfiuous malice. Where's my Lord ^ -

How bears he this laft blow ?

Serap His fury cannot be exprefs'd by words i

Thrice he attempted headlong to have fain

Full on his foes, and aim'd at C^fars Galley:

With»held, he raves on you > cries. He's bctray'd

Should he now find you.

Alex* Shun him, feek your fafety.

Till you can clear your innocence*

Cleop. rilftay.

Alex, You muft not, hafte you to your Monument,
While I make fpeed to C^fan

Cieop. Cafar /No,
I have no bufinefs with him.

Alex. I can work him
To fpare your life, and let this madman perifh.

Cleop. Bafe fawning Wretch ! wouldft thou betray him too ?

Hence from my fight, I will not hear aTraytorj
'Twas thy defign brought all this mine on us %

Serapion^ thou art honcft^ counfelme!
But haQe, each moment's precious.

Serap, Rstire 3 you muft not yet fee Antony^
He
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He who began this mifchief,

'Tis jufl he tempt the danger : let him clear you |

And, fince he ofFer'd you his fervile tongue.

To gain a poor precarious life from Cafar,

Let him expofe that fawning eloquence,

And fpeak to Antofty,

Alex, O Heavens! I dare not,

I meet my certain death.

Cko^, Slave, thou deferv'ft it.

Not that I fear my Lord, will I avoid him 5

I know him noble : when he banifh'd me,

And thought me falfe, he fcorn'd to take my life
5

But ril be juftifi'dj and then die with him.

Alex. O pity me, and let me follow you.

Chop, To death, if thou ftir hence. Speak, if thou canf?'^

Now for thy life, which bafely thou wouMft fave

,

While mine I prize at this. Come, good serapon.

Exeunt Chop, Ser^. Char, Iras]

Alex. O that I lefs cou'd fear to lofe this being.

Which, like a Snow-ball, in my coward hand.

The more 'tis grafp'd, the fader melts away.

Poor Reafon ! what a wretched aid art thou I

For (till, in fpight of thee,

Thefetwo long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread

Their final feparation. Let me think:

What can I fay, to fave my felf from death ?

No matter what becomes of Cleopatra,

Ant, within. Which way i where >

Ven, within. This leads to th* Monument.
Alex. Ah me ! I hear him 3 yetlm unprepar*d s

^My gift of lying's gone 5

And this Court-Devil, which I fo oft have rais'd,

Forfakes me at my need. I dare not ftay 3

Yet cannot far gO hence. Exit,

Enter Antony WVentidius.^

Anti O happy C^far I Thou haft men to lead

;

Think not 'tis thou haft conquer'd Antony 5

But Rome has conquer'd Egypt. I'm betray'd.

Ven^ Curfe on this treach'rous Train I

K a Theif
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Their Soil and Heav'n infect: 'em all with bafenefs

:

And their young Souls come tainted to the World.

With the Erft breath they draw.

Ant, Th' original Villain fure no God created J-

He was a Baflard of the Sun, by Wle^

A p'd into Man 5 with all his Mother's Mud
Crufted about his Soul.

Ven. The Nation n
One Univerfal Traitor ^ and their Queen
The very Spirit and Extraft of em aiU

,:- Ant. Is there yet left

A poffibility of aid from Valor >

Is there one God unfworn to my Deftru(9:ion ?

The leaft unmortgaged hope ? forj if there be,.

Methinks I cannot fall beneath the Fate

Of fuch a Boy as C(£jar,

The World's one half is yet \x\Anio77y y
And, from each limb of it that's hew'd away^
The Soul comes back to me.

Vcn, There yet remain

Three Legions in the Town.. The laft afiault

Lopt off the reft : if death be your defign,

(As I muft wi(h it now) thefe are fufficient

To make a heap about us of dead FoeSj

An honeft Pile for burial.

Ant, They're enough.

We'll not divide our Stars , but fide by fide

Fight tmulous : and with malicious eyes

Survey each other's aifls: fo every death

Thou giv'ft , ril take on me, as a juft debt.

And pay thee back a Soul.

Vtn, Now you (hall fee I love you. Not a word
Of chiding more. By my few hoars of life,

I am fo pleas'd with this brave 'Roman Fate,

That I woa'd not be Cd:far^ to out-live you.

When we put off this fiefb, and mount together,.

\ fliall be (hown to all th' Etherial crowd 5

Lo, this is he who dy'd with Antony,

Ant, Who knows but we may pierce through all their Troops,

And
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And reach my yeterans yet > »Tis worth the tempting,

T* o'er-leap this Gulph of Fate,

And leave our wond'ring Deftinks behind.
£»/erAlexas, trembling.

Ven, Seej fee, that Villain 5

See ckepatra liampt upon that face.

With all her cunning, all her arts of falfliood

!

How fine looks out through thofe diffembrmg eyes I

How he has fet his count'nanee for deceit >

And promifes a lye, before he fpeaks

!

Let me difpatch him firft. (Drawwg.^
Alex. O, fpare me, fpare me.

AnU Hold 5 he's not worth your killing. On thy life^

(Which thou mayft keep, becaufe I fcorn to take it)

No fyllable to juftifie thy Queen 3

Save thy bafe tODgue its ofl5ce*

Akx, Sir, (he's gone.

Where (he (ball never be molefted more
By Love, or you*

Ant. Fled to her jyoUahella I

Die, Traitor, I revoke my promife, die, (Going to kjll him^
Alex, O hold, (he is not fled^

Ant, She is : my eyes

Are open to her fal(hood , my whole life

Has been a golden dream of Love and Friendfhip,

But, now I wake, I'm like a Merchant, rows'd

From foft repofe, to fee his VeUel (inking,

And all his Wealth ca(t o er. Ingrateful Womani
Who follow'd me, but as the Swallow Summer,
Hatching her young ones in my kindly Beams,

Singing her flatt'nes to my morning wake 5

But, now my Winter comes, (he fpreads her wingSj

And feeks the Spring of Catfar,

Alex, Think not fo :

Her Fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours^

Had Che betray'd her Nsval force to Ktf«/e,

How eafily might (he have gone to C^f/ir,

Secure by fuch a bribe !

Fin, She feat it firft*

To
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To be more welcome after.- \,

Ant, Tis too plain,

Elfe wou'd (be have appeared, to clear her felf,

Alex, Too fatally (he has s (he could not bear

To be accused by you 5 but {hut her felf

Within her Monument: look'd down, and figh^d •

While, from her unchanged face, the filent tears

Droptj as they had not leave, but ftole their parting.

Some undiftinguilh'd words (he inly murmur'd j

At laft, (he rais'd her eyes 5 and, with fqch looks

As dying Lucrece caft,.

Ant. My heart forebodes.—
Vcn. All for the befi: r go on.

Alex. She fnatch'd her Ponyard,

And, ere we cou'd prevent the fatal blow,

Plung'd it within her breaft : then turn'd to me.
Go, bear my Lord ^faid (he) my la(l Farewel 5

And ask him if he yet fufpeft my Faith.

More (he was faying, but death rufh'd betwixt.

She half pronounced your Name with her lad breath.

And bury'd half within her.

Ven* Heav'n be prais'd.

Ant. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love ?

And art thou dead ?

O thofe two words ! their found (hou'd be divided :

Hadft thou been falfe, and dy*d ^ or hadfk thou liv'd,

And hadfk been true , . But Inn >cence and Death !

This (hows not well above. Then what am I, ^.

The Murderer of this Truth, this Inn'icence !
^

Thoughts cannot form themfelves in words fo horrid

As can exprefs my guilt

!

Ven. Is't come to this > The Gods have been too gracious t

And thus you thank 'em for't.

Ant. to Alex. Why ftay'ft thou here }

Is it for thee to fpy upon my Soul,

And fee its inward mourning ? Get thee hence 5

Thou art not worthy to behold, what now
Becomes a Roman Emperor to perform.

Akx' afide. He loves her (till

;

His
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His grief betrays it. Good ! The joy to Gad ^
She's yet alive, compleats the reconcilement.

I've fav'd my felf, and her. But, Oh \ the Romans I

Fate comes too faft upon my Wit,

Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each double.' Exit
Fe^, Wou d (he had dy*d a little fooner tho.

Before O^avia went 5 you might have treated :

Now 'twill look tame, and wou'd not be received.

Come, rouze your felf, and lets die warm together.
Aftti I will not fight : there's no more work for W^f

The bus'nefs of my angry hours is done,

Ven. C^epr is at your Gates, - -v

Ant, Why, let him enter

i

'' *

He*s welcom now.

Feft, What Lethargy has crept into your Soul > ^ -vi

Ant. Tisbut a fcorn of life, andjuftdefire

To free my felf from bondage.

Feri, Do it bravely.

Afit, I will s but not by fighting. O, Ventidius I.

What (hou'd I fight for now ? My Queen is dead.

I was but great for her^ my Pow'r, my Empire,

Were but my Merchandife to buy her love 5

And conquer'd Kings, my Fadtors. Now Ihe'& dead^

Let C£far take the World, "

An Empty Circles fince the Jewel's gone
Whicli made it worth my ftrife : my being's naufeous J
For all the bribes of life are gone away.
^Ven, Wou'd you betaken ?

Ant, Yes, I wou'd be taken 5

But, ss a Roman ought, dead, my Ventidim:

For ril convey my Soul from C^eySrr's reach.

And ky down life ray felf. *Tis time the World
Shou'd have a Lord, and know whom to obey.

We two have kept its homage in fufpence.

And bent the Globe on whofe each fide we trod^

Till it was dinted inwards : Let him walk
Alone upon 't 5 I'm weary of my part.

My Torch is out 5 and the World (lands before m2
Like a black Defart. at th' approach of night :



7^ 'M for LOVEi'or]

ril lay me dowHj and ftfay no farther OH.

VetJ, I cou'd be griev'd.

But that I'll not out-live you : choofe your death 5

For, I have feeo him in fuch various (hapes, j - ]

I care not which I take : I'm only troubled

The life I bear, is worn to fuch a rag,

Tis fcarce worth giving. I cou'd wifh indeed

We threw it from us with a better grace 5

'

That, like two Lyons taken in the Toils,

We might at leafl: thruft out our paws, and wound
The Hunters that inclofe us.

Ant. I have thought on*t.

Vcmidim^ you muft live,

Vm. I muft not. Sir.

Ant. Wilt thou not live, \.o fpeak fome good of me?
To ftand by my fair Fame, and guard th* approaches

From the ill Tongues of Men ?

Vm, Who (hali guard mine.

For living after you ?

Ant. Say, I command it.

Vm. If we die well, our deaths will fpeak themfelves,

And need no living witnefs.

Ant, Thou haft lov'd me.
And fain I wou'd reward thee : I muft die 5

Kill me, and take the merit of my death

To make thee Friends with C^^at,

Vm. Thank your kindnefs.

You faid I lov'd you , and, in recompence.
You bid me turn a Traitor : did I think

You wou'd have us'd me thus > that I (feou'd die

With a hard thought of you ?

Ant. Forgive me, Roman.

Since I have heard of Cleopatra's death.

My reafon bears no rule upon my tongue,

But lets my thoughts break all at random out

:

I've thought better 5 do not deny me twice.

Fen. By Heav'n, I will not.

Let it not be t' out-live you.

Ant, Kill me firft,
,

And
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And then die thou : for 'tis but juft thou ferve

Thy Friend, before thy felf.

Ven, Give me your hand.

We foon (hall meet again. Now, Farewelj Emperor^' (EmhracQ,)^

Methinks that word's too cold to be my laft:

Since Death fweeps all diftinftions, Farewel, Friend.

That's all

I will not make a bus'nefs of a trifle

:

And yet I cannot look on you, and kill you 5

Pray turn your face,

Atit. I do : ftrike home be fure.

Ven, Home, as my Sword will reach. (Kills blmfilf!)

Arti, O, thoumiftak'ft;

That wound was none of thine : give it me back

:

Thou robb'ft me of my death. ~

Ven. I do indeed 5

Bur, think 'tis the firft time I e er deceived you ^

If that may plead my pardon. And you, Gods,
Forgive me, if you will 5 for I die perjur'd,

Rather than kill my Friend. (^^'^O
Ant. Farewel. Ever my Leader, ev'n in death !

My Queen and thou have got the ftart of me,
And I'm the lag of Honour. Gone fo foon ?

Is death no more ? He us'd him carelefly.

With a familiar kindnefs : ere he knock'd.

Ran to the door, and took him in his arms.

As who fhou'd fay, Y'are welcome at all hours,^

A Friend need give no warning. Books had fpoil'd him

;

For all the Learn'd are Cowards by profellion.

'Tis not worth
My farther thought 3 for death, for ought I know,
Is but to think no more. Here's to be fatisfi'd. (Falls on hissvpord,^

IVe mift my heart. O unperforming hand I

Thou never cou'dft have err'd in a worfe time.

My Fortune jades me to the laft 5 and death.

Like a great Man, takes ftate, and makes me wait

For my admittance. .> (Trampling roithin,')

Some perhaps from Cafar :

If he ftiou'd find me livingj and Tufpeft

a L That
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That I pTaid booty with ray life ! I'll mend

My workj ere they can reach me. (^ifi^ ^^on his J^nees.y

Enter Cleopatra^ Charmicn^ Iras,

clcgp. Where is my Lord ? where is he?

char. There he lies.

And dead Vefitidius by him.

chop. My fears were Prophets 5 I am come too late.

that accursed Alexas t {Runs to him.')

Ant. Art thou living ?

Or am I dead before I knew ? and thou

The firft kind Ghoft that meets me ?

Cleop. Help me feat him.

Send quicklyj fend for help^ (They place him in a Chair.y

Ant. I am anfwer'd,: ^..n il nirli i'vofion ^i.w .

We live both. Sit thee down, my C/e<'/'4fr<i t

I'll make the moft I can of life, to ftay

A moment more with thee.

Cleop. How is it with you ?

Ant. 'Tis as with a man
Removing in a hurry ^ all pack*d up,

But one dear Jewel that his hafte forgot ,

And he, for that, returns upon the fpur:

So I come back, for thee.

Chop. Too long, you Heav'nSj you have been cruel to roei

Now (how your mended Faith, and give me back
His fleeting life.

Ant. It will not be, my Lo^e.
1 keep my Soul by force.

Say but thou art not falfe,

chop. Tis now too late

To fay I'm true : I'll prove it, and die with you>
Unknown to me, Alexas feign'd my death :

Which, when I knew, I hafted,, to prevent

This fatal confequence. My Fleet betray'd

Both you and me.

Ant. And DoUaheUa.

chop. Scarce efteem'd before he lovM ^ but hated novr^

Ant, Enough: my life's not long enough for more.

Thou fay 0: thou wilt come after ; 1 believe thee 3

For
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For 1 can now believe whate'er thou fay fl".

That we may part more kindly.

Chop, I will come

:

Doubt not, my life, I'll come, and quickly too

:

C^far (hall triumph o er no part of thee.

Ant, But grieve not, while thou ftay'ft

My laft difaftrous times

:

Think we have had a clear and glorious day |

And Heavn did kindly to delay the ftorm

Juft till our clofe of ev'ning. Ten years love^

And not a moment lofl", but allimprov'd

To th* utmoft joys : What Ages have we livM >

And now to die each others 5 and, fo dying.

While hand in hand we walk in. Groves below.
Whole Troops of Lovers Ghofts (hall flock about \xs^

And all the Train be ours.

chop. Your words are like the Notes of dying SwanSj
Too fweet to la(t. Were there fp many hours

For your unkindnefs, and not one for love^r

Ant, No, not a minute— This oneklfs—— more worth
Than all I leave to C<!efar, (Dies,

Cleof, O5 tell me fo again.

And take ten thoufand kiffes, for that word.
My Lord, my Lord : fpeak, if you yet have being s

Sigh to me, if you cannot fpeak 5 or caft

One look : Do any thing that (hows you live,

Iras, He's gone too far, to hear you 5

And this you fee, a lump of fenflefs Clay,

The leavings of a Soul.

Char. Remember, Madam,
He charg'd you not to grieve.

chop. And I'll obey him.

I have not lov'd a Roman not to know
What (hould become his Wife s his Wife^ my Charmim 5 * ..

For 'tis to that high Title I alpire.

And now I'll not die lefs. Let dull O^avja

Survive, to mourn him dead : my Nobler Fate

Shall knit our Spbufals with a tie too ftrong

For Roman Laws to break.

L 2 .
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jras. Will youthen die>

Ckop. Why (hou'dft thou mak^e that q-ueftion?

Iroi. C£far is merciful.

Cleop. Let him be fo

To thofe that want his mercy ; my poor Lord
Made no fuch Covenant with him, to fpare me
When he was deid. Yield me to C£fars pride >

What, to be led in triumph through the Streets,

A fjpeftacle to bafe Plebeian eyes 5

While fome dejeded Friend of Antony's^

Clofe in a corner, (hakes his head, and mutters

A fecret curfe on her who ruia'd him ?

I'll none of that.

char. Whatever you refolve,

ril follow ev'n to death.

Iras, I only fear'd

For you s but more (bou'd fear to live without youi

Ckop. Why, now 'tis as it (hou'd be. Quick, my Friends,

Difpatch ^ ere this, the Town's in C£far§ hands

:

My Lord looks down con<:era*d, and fears my (lay.

Left I (hou'd be furpriz'd ^

Keep him not waiting for his love too long.

You, Charmion^ bring my Crown and richeft Jewels,

With 'em, the Wreath of Vidory I made
(Vain Augury !) for him who now lies dead j

You, IraS:, bring the cure of all our ills,

Jras, The Afpicks, Madam >

Cleop, Mufti bid you twice? ExetwtC\i2iX,afjdh2Ls\

'Tis fweet to die, when they wou'd force life on me,
To ru(b into the dark aboad of death.

And feize him firft , if he be like my Love,
He is not frightful fure.

We're now alone, in fecrefie and filence 5

And is not this like Lovers? I may kifs

Thefe pale, cold lips i o3avia does not fee me-
And, Oh! 'tis better far to have him thus,

i han fee him in her arms.. O welcome, welcome,
Efjter Charmion, Iras.

€hAr» What ranft be done ^ ^

Ckop,
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Chop, Short Ceremony, Friends 5

But yet it muft be decent. Firftj this Laurel
Shall crown my Hero's Head : he fell not bafelyj,

Nor left his Shield behind him. Only thou
Cou'd ft triumph o'er thy felf5 and thou alone

Wert worthy fo to triumph.

char. To what end
Thefe Enfigns of your Pomp and Royalty ? v

Chop. Dull, that thou art ! why, 'tis to meet my Loyej : , . /.

As when I faw him firft, onCj/dnos bank, ,.

-

All fp'3rkling, like a Goddefs 5 fo adorn'd,

I'll find him once again : my fecond Spoufals

Shall match my firft, in G ory. Hafte, hafte, both,

And drefs the Bride of y^«/tf/y.

char, *Tis done, > ,

Chop. Now feat me by my Lord. I claim this place |

For I muft conquer Cafar too, like him, t

And win my (hare o'th' World. Hail, you dear Relicks

Of my Immortal Love!

O let no Impious hand remove you hence 3

But reft for ever here : let Fgypt give

His death that peace, which it deny'd his life.

Reach me the Casket.

Iras, Uaderneath the fruit the Afpicklies.
~ chop, putting aftde the leaves Welcom, thou kind Deceiver I

Thou beft of Thieves j who, with an eafie key,

'^Doft open life, and, unperceiv'd by us,

Ev'n fteal us from our (elves: difchargingfo

Death's dreadful office, better than himfelf.

Touching our limbs fo gently into (lumber.

That Death ftands by, deceiv'd by his own Image,

And thinks himfelf but Sleep,

Serap* within, Th-e. Queen, where is (he ?

The Town is yielded, C£fars at the Gates.

Cleop, He comes too late r' invade the Rights of Death,

Hafte, bare my Arm, and rouzethe Serpent's fury. [Holds cut

Coward Flefti her Arm^ and draws it back:

Wou*dft thou confpire with C<!^far^ to betray me.

As ihou wert none of mine ? I'll force thee to't,'""'""
And
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And not be fent by him.

But bring my felf my Soul to Antony, [Turns a^de^ and then

Take hence } the work is done. Jhows her Arm bloody.

Scrap, within. Break ope the door,

And guard the Traitor well.

char. The next is ours.

Iras. Now, Charmion^ to be worthy

Of our great Queen and Miftrefs. [Tbey apfly the Afpickr,
chop. Already, Death, I feel thee in my Veins,

I go with fuch a will to find my Lord,

That we Qiall quickly meet.

A heavy numnefs creeps through every limb.

And now 'tis at my hesd : my eye-lids fall.

And my dear Love is vaniQi'd in a mift.

Where (hall I find him, where ? O turn me to him,

And lay me on his bread C^efar^ thy worft 5

Now part u?, if thou canft. (Dies.) Iras fnk/ down at herfeei^

and dies 5 Charmion fiands behind her Chair ^ as drejjlng her head.

Enter Sersi^ion^ two Pneffs^AlexsiS bound, Egyptians.

2. Prkfts, B'ehold, Serapion, what havock Death has made !

Scrap. Twas what I fear'd.

C/jrfr^//^;/, is this well done?
Char. Yes, 'tis well done, and like a Queen, the laft

Of her great Hace : I follow her. (sinkj downj Dies,^

Akxcfs. 'Tis true.

She has done well : much better thus to die, *

Than live to make a Holy-day in Rome.

Serap. See, fee how the Lovers fit in State together.

As they were giving Laws to half Mankind.
Th' impreffion of a fmile left in her face.

Shows Qiedy'd pleas'd with him for whom (he liv'd,

And went to charm him in another World.

Cdfir's ju(t entring 3 grief has now no leifure.

Secure that Villain, as our pledge of fafety

To grace thTmperial Triumph. Sleep, blefl: Pair,

Secure from humane chance, long Ages out.

While all the Storms of Fate fly o'er your Tomb 5

And Fame, to late Pofterity, fhall telJ,

No Lovers liv'd fo great, or dy'd fo well.

Epilogue.



Epilogue
POetSj li\e Dijpntaftts^ when Reafons fail^

Have cm fure Refuge left 5 and that's to raiL

Fopi Coxcomb^ Fool^ are thunder d through the Fit 5
And this is all their Equipage of Wit,

We wonder how the Devil this difference growi^

"Betwixt our Fools in Verfe^, andyours in Profi :

JPor^ *Faith^ the quarrel rightly under/lood,

'Tis Civil War with their own Fk(h and Blood,

7he thread-bare Author hates the gawdy Coat 3

And fwears at the Guilt Coach
^^ butfwears a foot s^

For 'tis ohfervd of every Scribling Man^
Me grows a Fop as faji as e*er he can 5

Trunes up. and ask^s his Oracle the Glajs^

If Pink^or Purple beji become his face.

For our poor Wretch ^ he neither rails nor prays '^

Nor likes your Wit juji as you like his Plays 3

Me has not yet fo much of Mr. Bays,

He does Lis bejl'-) and^ if he cannot pleafe^

Wiu'd quietly fue out his Writ of Eafe.

Tet, if he might his own Grand Jury call^

By the f air Sex he begs to ftatud or fall.

Let Css^slt's Powr the Mens ambition move^

But grace lou htm who lofl the World for LovCi.

Tet if feme a^ittquuted Lady fay^

The laji Age is not Copy'd in his Play^

Heavn help the Man who for that face muft drudge^,

which only has the wrinkles of a 'judge.

Let not the Toung and Beauteous join with thofe 5

For fioud you raife fuch numerous Hojis of Foes-,,

Toung Witt and Sparks he to his aid muft call ^

'Tis more than one Mans work to fleafe you all*.
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