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PRODIGAL SON;

ORATORIDO,

Wrritten by Mzr. H U L L.

Set to MUSIC by Mr. ARNOLD.

There is Joy in the Prefence of the Angels of Gop,

over one Sinner that Repenteth.
Lukg, Chap. 15. Ver. 10,

L O-N D O N:

Printed for J. BELL, near ExeTer-ExcuaNGE in the STRAND.
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THE CHARACTERS

FaTHER,
ELpesT Sonw,
YouncesT Son, the Propicar,,

H_ig CoMPANIONS.

MoTHER,
DavenTEr,

Frienps and Neicyrours,

ReusTtics.

CHORUS of INvisisLE SpIriTs.



T O

JOHN BEARD, Ef

S 1R,

ANY Writer of an Oratorio, an entire Stranger to your

private Worth, might, with the utmoft Propriety, dedi-
cate fuch a Work to You, as a grateful Tribute to that high
Reputation, which You.acquired, and maintained, for a Suc-
ceflion of Years, in this Species of Entertainment, A Stran-
gery 1 fay, might do this ; but a Friend leaves that Reputa-
tion to fpeak for itfelf in the Memory of all true Judges, and
Admirers of ‘the Sacred Drama. You are therefore defired
to accept this Attempt, merely as a Teftimony of continual

Efteem and Affe&ion, from

Your very fincere Friend,

and obedient Servant,

THOMAS HULL,
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PRODIGAL SON.

PART FIRST.

Faruer, Mornuer, E. SoN, DavenTer, and
Cuorus of NEIGHBOURS.

CHORUS

WH AT dear Delights the Duties bring,
W herein thus daily we engage I
From filial Love what Comforss [pring,

Zo warm the Hearts of [biv’ring Agel

A I R

E. Bro. Great Goo, while fupplzam thus we bend,,
Thy kind, thy gracious Hearing lend
To this our ferfuem Pray’r /
O ! may our Sire's remaining Day:
Enjoy a Calm, a [oft Decay,
His Eve ferenely fair !

B Davens
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Davc.

Fara,

MOTH.

THE PRODIGAL SON.

But if Difeafe, with venom’d -Dart,
Or Sorrow, wound the rev'rend Hears.
Of thofe who gave us Breath ;
Let us, their deflin’'d Anguifb [bare,
Prevent or dry each painful Tear,

And finooth the Bed of Death.

CHORUS repeated.

What dear Delights the Duties bring,
Wherein thus daily we engage !

From filial Love what Comforts [pring,
To warm the Hearts of [biv’ring Age!

RECITATIVE.

Tis true, my pious Children ; in my Breaft
I feel the kindly Glow. If Love like yours
Could furnith ev’ry Joy that Life requir’d,
I thould be amply bleft. Beloved Confort !
Improver dear of ev’ry Happinefs,
And Light’ner of each Care, begin the Song :

‘Requite we, far as feeble Age permits,

Their grateful Strain, which each revolving Day,
Due as it {miles, attefts. Begin, my Comfort.

AIR and DUETT.
New BZéjz‘ngs, new Life ye impart,
So oft as this Tribute is g
The Pray'r of the dutiful Hearz,
- Like Incenfe, arifes to Heav'n.

Farn.



Faru.

Fatu.

Moru,

THE PRODIGAL SON/ 3

For this thro’ your:mortal-Effate
In Peace foall ye walk, Hand in Hand
And your Foys Shall be many and great,
And your Days fhall be long in the Land.

RECITATIVE.

But fay, my Children, where’s the fecond Prop
Of my declining Age? Why joinsinot he
Your Orifons, *and claims his'woated Blefling ?

Why joins he not indeed?

My honour’d Father,
Hl h on the Mountain’s Summit, that o'er-hangs
The fwelling Flood, and of the dift:n! Piains
(Teeming with Wealth) commands an ample View,
I left him gazing on the wide Expanfe,
And Joy enlarg’d his. Eye..

Motn. Ah! feeft thou not,

Fars.

Lord of my Lif¢ and Love, ¢’er fince thy Hand,,
(Profufely kind ! ) oni his ill-judg’d Requeft,
Allotted him a Portion of thy Wealth,,

Averfe to thefe our Duties and: Delights,

Our wonted: focial Converfe, wide he ftrays;,
Shunning thine Eye, thy Counfel--much T fear him.

Vex not thy tranquil Mind: with fancy’d Terrors..
By young Ambition led, and warm. Defires,
Error awhile may warp his dudile Heart ;,
But ftubborn Vice, or black Ingraﬂtude—--
My Son, {ure, knows them not.

B2 AIR



MorTH.

THE PRODIGAL SON.

A I R

Zo yonder Summit firetch thine Eye,
Thar young, afpiring Elm e/py,
The Victim of each angry Sky,

To ¢v’'ry Blaft a Prey!
As weak, defencelefs, and opprefs’d,
By Jftormy Paffions fore diftrefsd,
My pliant Boy may fink deprefs'd

In Life’s uncertain Day.

Like that too eafily inclin’d

To change with ev'ry fhifting Wind,

Zill rooting Time mature bis Mind,
And Reafor’s Shoots appear

Then all the Virtues bloom apace,

Then, comely in his ripen’d Grace,

He flands, the Glory of the Chace,
Majeftically fair !

RECITATIVE.
Oh! may it {o betide I---behold, he feeks thee---

Not fuch, I ween, the Countenance he wore,
Ere dowried with thy Bounty.

Zhe PrOD1G AL approaches, with Companions,

Prop.

Father, haii!--.

Thy Hand hath giv’n me Wealth, I thank thee for it 3
But more remains to grant---thy free Confent

To tafte the Pleafures, diftant Climes afford :

This unbeftow’d, the firft is valuelefs, '

And thou may’ft take it back,

Mo,



THE PRODIGAL SON. s

Morn. Too true my Fears!
Bafe and ungrateful, is it not enough
‘Thou haft withdrawn from his indulgent Love,
With jealous Hand, thy Share of worldly Wealth?
Mutft thou invade the Quiet of his Mind,
That deareft Treafure of his Age? Alas!
Yon fpacious Robe, behold, how flight a Covering
For th’ Hugenefs of his Grief!

AIR.

With deep Indents bis rev’rend Face
Time’'s Hand hath furrow'd o er---

Canft thou, perverfe, and wvoid of Grace,
Endure to wound bim more 2

His Sorrows, fee ! too big to [peak,

Swell the pent Heart, and bid it break.

CHORUS.
Ez's Sorrows, fee! &c.

RECITATIVE.

Moru. Why a}fﬁfs not thine Eyé ? Shame, Shame befet thee,
Thou Stranger-Lad !

Faru. Fond Advocate, forbear!---
1 am myfelf again---My Son, behold me]
I have not long. to live---and- canft thou leave me?
Plead not thefe falling Tears ? for thee, my Child,
More than myfelf, fuch Sorrows flow.

- Prob.



Prop.

Farn.,

SisT,

THE PRODIGAL SON.

Why feeks
My Father to retard my rifing Hopes?
Can I, by ftaying herey recall thy Youth,
Or add a Moment more when Fate demands thee ?
For Duty’s Cares, and Watchings, thou haft here
More Children, whom domeftic Life allures,
And cool Defires engage : Me ardent Paifions
And wild Extravagance of Soul enflame.

A I R

Within one narrow Bound confin'd,

11 one poor Path to move;
Is Torture to the fpacions Mind,

That thro’ a W orld would rove ;
Rapid as Air, my altive Soul,
Would dart, impatient of Controul,
From. Clime to Clime, fron Pole to Pole 5
Each Sweet wounld tafle, each Foy atzain,
Zhro’ all Creation’s wide Domain.

RECITATIVE

I grieve, my Son, to fay, thy youthful Fancy
Leads thee far wide from. Happinefs ; from Joys,
'That Reafon would infpite and give---yet go---
And may thy Hopes be gratified.! tho’ much
I fear thy Difappointment. |

.Oh, my: Brother,
With inattentive Ear, and: rocky Heart,
Mock not this kind Advice s

AIR.



MorTH.

Prob.

E. Son,

‘MoTH.

THE PRODIGAL SON. 7

A I R

In vain alas ! from Shore to Shore
In fearch of Blifs we roam,
And firange Delights abroad explore,
Our beff refide at home
Within the Juft and pious Heart
Our trueft Joys we find,
Which calm and fweet Repofe impart,
And leave no Sting behind.,

The poifon’d Cup
Of Riot and Excefs, Youth’s fureft Bane,
Too early hath-he tafted.---Hence | begone,
Thou, and thy loofe Companions ! vex no more
The decent Quiet of our fober Roof,
Or thy fond Father’s Heart.

I wanted not
This Taunt to urge me; when I next behold
My Mother’s Face, perchance with lefs Difpleafure
She may receive me,

Stay return, my Brother!
Behold our failing Sire, who long hath flourifh’d,
Like the tall Cedar on afpiring Lrsanon,
With all his growing Saplings branching round !
Oh | -view him now !'--by Time and Grief impair’d,
’Reft of his Strength, he bends with every Breeze.

No longer wafte your unavailing Suit
On that obdurate. Wretch, who fcouls Contempt
On thefe your kind Perfuaﬁons To yon Sage
Tutn



THE PRODIGAL SON.

Turn your Attention ; Lo, his trembling Limbs,
His {wimming Eyes! Ah, catch him, €’re he fall,
Ye, pious Pair, and to the Couch convey

Your rev’rend Charge. Tis well-Hearme, thou, fenfelefs
Of ev'ry Good, thy Gop hath fhow’rd upon thee,
Hear me this once, and- tremble [---

Think, not to bear away thy Crimes unpunifh’d- --
Oh! no--- peculiar Plagues are kept in Store

For difobedient Children.

Prob. tO} Why is thine Eye thus ix’d? Can the weak Breaths

1ft. Com.

Prop.

Of an incenfed Woman thus transform thee
A Monument of Wonder? Rouze! awake!
And join our wonted Gladnefs---let’the Voice
Of Mufic ftart him from this gloomy Dream,
Then lead him forth to Realms of varied Blifs,,
And, as we pafs, let ev'ry Hill and Dale
Repeat the jocund Notes.

SONG and CH O R US.

Wake to Mufick, Mirth, and Love #
Let us all the Tranfports prove,
Wine and Beauty can infpire ;

Wine exalts our am’rous Fire.

CHORUS.
Wake to Mufic &e.

Welcome the capacious Bowl,
Welcome to my thirfly Sowl }

Speed the copious Draught around,
Care and Thought alike be drown'd !

CH O-



THE PRODIGAL SON.
CHORUS
W elcome the capacious, &c.

Prop. Welcome, welcome Woman's Charms,
Welcome to my ardent Arms,
Welcome Charms that raife Defire,
W elcome Wine that feeds the Firel

CHORTUS.
Welcome, Welcome, &c.

Enxp of the First ParT.

C PART
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P AR T S EC O N D

Cuorus of NEIGHBOURS.

C H OR U s

RISE, great Gop, with V. engeance rife,
The black unnat'ral Wrerch confound,
Who dares thy grear Bebefls defpife,
Who dares a Parens s Bofom wound !

MoTtuERrR advances.

RECITATIVE.

Morx. No more, my Friends---Heav'n,
Will fentence and chaflife. Fro
And pious Tafk arofe, my Mind
And harbours no Refentment,
Are on this Suff’rer turn’d,
That Nature’s great Reftorer may allay
His fore Inquietudes, his bitter Pangs,

With your good Wifhes aid the fuppliant Strain,

Oh! aid, and waft it to the eternal Thrope |

A IR,

inits own due Times
m the fick Bed,
is calm,

All my ‘Thoughts
While thus I {ue,



Morn.

Pzob..

Prop,

Prov.

THE PRODIGAL SON. 1L
A I R.

Grant, boly Lord, that dewy Sleep
May [bed its baliny Comforts o’er him !’
In gentle Dreams bis Senfes fieep,
And place ideal Joys before bim,
That bis waking Thougbts may be
Full of Hope, and full of thee.l

PropicarL and CoMPANIONS

Why this Sufpenfe ? Why thould a. Moment’s Paufe
Pall the rich. Pleafures of our glowing Hearts ?

Joy, like the rapid. Ocean’s eeafelefs Wave,

With unremitting Force fhould pour along;

While Strength and. Nature aid the gen’rous Courfe..

ALR and CHORUS..

B ith Love and Impatience I burn,

I our Revels let Love have his Turn!
Erom Pleafure 1o Pleafure we range,
Say, [ay, what is Life without Change 2

Away with the Vintage, away with the Bowl,

77/l Beauty hath pour’d her Delights on my Soul.
CHORUS.
Away with the Vintage, &c..
.

Then again o'er the Flaggon we meet;,
The. Roof-rending Chorus repeat ;,
C 2 A



12 THE PRODIGAL SON.

As the Goblet the Table o erflows,

Our Fullpefs of Tranfport it Shews ; '

Thus, Thus, let us revel in various Delight, '
Lict WWine crown the Day and let Love crown the WNVigh?

CHORUS

Thus, thus, let us revel, &ec.

RECITATIVE.

2d. Com. See, fee, behold thy Comrade! fay, thou Dreamer,
Why, with relutant Hand, didft thou upheave
The brimming Bowl, and wherefore did thy Lip
Shun the rich Draught diftafteful ?

1lt. Com. With Difguft,
Or Shame---I know not what---my Mind is charg’d

A I R.

Within my dark, my troubled Soul,

What fudden Doubts tumultuous rowl !
Some awful Pow'r ufurps my Hears,

Some awful Voice, cries out, < Depart ;
« Tb intemperate Board, it's Riors Sbun,
“ Deftruttion hafles---away !--- begone !---

RECITATIVE.

Prop. Stay, my Friend,

And fhare my Joys! thy lov’d Companion-fhi
Gives them a double Relifh. P P
2d.Com. Let him go;

Our



THE PRODIGAL SON. 13

Our Portion is the more. See where approacheth,
In loofe Attire, a lovely Train of Beauties ;
With tripping Gait, and wanton Eye, they court
Our ardent Withes. In delightful Strife

Now war we for the faireft !

Prop.  Various Fancy
In each beholds Attra&tion. Here I fix- -~
Thefe auburn Locks, thefe glowing Cheeks, thefe Eyes,
Pra@is’d in Love’s foft Eloquence, invite me.

TRIO and CHOR U S.

Hither, fair one, bither bend,
Warm Defires thy Steps attend !

2d. Com. Hither, fair one, [peed thy Way,
Ardent Throbs brook no Delay !

3d. Com. Hither, fair one, bither dart,
Damp not thou a burning Heart'!

Prop. Grandeur thee and Wealth awaiz,

\ All the Luxury of State. ,

2d. CoM. . Thee the full the feftive Board,
Al that Fruits and Wines afford.

3d. Com: Thee the Pipe, the [prightly Ball,
Hafte thee, Nymph, at Mufic’s call !

Cuorus. Hither, fair one, hither bend,
Warm Defires thy Steps attend !

RECITATIVE.

od. Com. What Heart, but to the Throne of Beauty bows,

And owns her Pow’r refiftlefs ?-~-See relenting
Thy fav’rite Comrade !

ift. Cowm.
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THE PRODIGAL SON.

ift. Com. No fuch impious Motive

Prop.

Recalls my Step ; but Zeal for thee, my ijrliend.P_
Read’ft thou not in my Eye fome horrid 'lﬂl.dmgs :
Within this Land, fell Faming, meagre Fiend,
With ghaftly Mein advances. Wide he ﬁ:alks,_
And, as he goes, deftroys ; the wretched Ruftic
'} hreats Violation to thy treafur’d Hoards, .

To gratify his Wants. Rouze thee, my Friend,
And ope thine Eyes to Virtue |

A I R.

What Stores have been confum’d
What Days to Riot doom’d !
See ! Ruin aims the deadly Blow,
While yer poffefs’d-of Pow'r ;
Repent the lavifh Hour v
Repent, ’ere funk in endlefs woe I

RECITATIVE.

Hence ! Begone 1
Thou Peifon to our Joys! and brood alone
Oc’r thy fpleen-born Suggeftions, While the Moment
Of Mirth invites, no Thought of future 111
Shall interrupt th” Enjoyment, Let us on.

CHORUS,

The Heart, inflam’d with am’rous Fire,

Glowing Charms and ripe Defire,
Scornse



THE PRODIGAL SON. g

Scorns to yield to freezing Fear,
Fear and Doubt are Strangers bere ;
Sov'reign of the Boform’s Throne,
Love controuls, and Love alone.

Eldeft BroruER and SisTER.

RECITATIVE.

E. Bro. Sifter, I truft our Father’s long Difeale
Will foon have End ; his Med’cines have prevail’d 3
And Nature’s great Reftorative begins
To crown our earneft Pray’rs.

Sisr. Ev’n now I left him
Folded in balmy Sleep. With fofteft Breathings
His Bofom mildly heav’d. Some heav’'nly Dream
Infplr d, and whifper’d Comfort to his Heart ;
For, ever and anon, a gentle Smile
Stole on his-Cheek, whileLife’s recruited Stream,
In graceful Tints, gave Signs of inward Joy.

E. Bro. Thanks, gracious Gop ! Hereon, beloved Sifter,
I build a Truft immoveable.
A TR,

When pious Hearts, with Zeal unfeign’d,
The Throne of Heav'n aa’a’reﬁ,

The Kine or Kings an Ear will lend,
Prone 1o pity, fave, and blefs.

Farueg,



16 THE PRODIGAL SON,

Faruer, MoTHER, and NEIGHBOURS advance.
RECITATIVE

SisT. And fee! confirming this your pious Faith,
Our Sire has left his Couch ; with added Streng th
He moves this Way. Advance we to his Aid!

Fara.  Ye(wondrous Pair!) Ye, whocan make Amends
For greater Pains, than one. unduteous Boy
Can give an aged Parent’s failing Heart,
Partake your Mother’s Joy ; from fofteft Sleep
Gently releas’d, fome more than wonted Spirit

Informs my Mind, my Frame appears new-brac’d,
And every Pain is flown.

A I R
Returning Health hath warm’d me,
Returning Strength. hath arm’d me
To greet once more th’ all-cheering Day
With aftive Hear |
My Pulfes bear,
In nimble Round
My Spirits bound,
And revelin the funny Ray.

RECITATIVE,
Motu.  Yes, yes, my Children ;

‘The deareft Help-mate, Wife yet ever k
Heav’n has reftor’d to my d'eﬁ'r}i’ng Soul ;ﬁne
How fhall I {peak my Rapture, how my Praife ?

QUAR-

w;.



THE PRODIGAL SON. 17

QUARTETTO and CHORUS,

To pay our Gop the Tribute due,
Faint is Utt'rance, Words are few.

SisT. Bended Knees, and profirate Heart,
Grateful Thanks can beft impart.

E. Bro. #hat the fali' ring Tongue denies
The Fullnefs of the Soul fupplies.

Faru,  Yet your feeble Efforts try,
Lift your Voices, lift them bigh !

Cuorus, Yet your feeble Efforts, &c.

Faru,  When feeling Hearts their Thanks prefer,
Each Sigh, each Thought, to Heav'n is dear.

Cuorus. W#hen feeling Hearts, &c.

Faru.  Our Gob, who reigns in endlefs State,

Is mild as juf}, and kind as great.

Cuorus. Our Gob, who reigns in endlefs State,
Is mild as juft, and kind as grear.

E‘NB of the Seconp Parr.

D PART



P A R T T H I R D.

Cuorus of RusTics,

'LL gracious Gop ! Oh! hear our Cry ¥

Hear and redrefs---we faint---we dye,
Vo Dew to cheer the parching Ground,
A fad, a dreary Wafte around 7
The Hind furveys her belplefs Brood,
Surveys, and moans their Want of Food }
Each living Thing, in wild Defpair,
With piercing Howlings rends the Air.
All gracious Go-! Ob ! hear our Cry ¥
Hear and redrefs---we faint-~ we dye.

First ComMPAaNTION.

RECITATIVE.

ift. Com. A little longer yet, ye feeble Limbs,
Support my languid Frame | While any Share
Of Strength remains, I muft not, cannet leave
This miferable Man. Oh ! had he ta’en
My friendly Admonition !--~What 2 Change |
" Few



THE PRODIGAL SON. 19

Few Daysare paft, fince I beheld him crown’d
With Stores for Length of Years---now, defolate,
In tatter'd Weeds, (to thefe inclement Skies

His Body half expos'd) for very Need,

He tends a Ruftic’s Swine, and yearns to feed

On Hutks and Filth with his uncleanly Charge.

Lo! now he flarts, all frantic with his Woes ;
His haggard Eye-Balls, and up-ftaring Hair,

Speak his torn Mind---this. Way, and that, he flies,
As tho’ he fhunn’d himfelf.

Provoi1G ar advances.

Deftru&ion come !--- _
In thy moft herrid Shape---1 fhun thee not---
Is there within thy Treafury of Plagues
Worfe than I now endure? The very Ruftics
Taunt and deride my Wants-~-How many Servants,
Within my Father’s Houfe, have Bread to {pare,
While I with Hunger fink--- Deftruion, come !

A I R
Unappal’d, thon Sky, bebold me,
All thy Plagues around me [bow'r,
In thy blueft Fires enfold me,
7 bus I dare thy utiift Pow'r.
R'ECTIT. accompanied. -

What fudden Bolt I™® wifh’d-for Blow | mtheart
Is cold---my, Blood is froze---iy-fightlefs Balls
‘ D2 Are
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Are funk in utter Darknefs. Friendly Death,
Thefe are thy Terrors---thus I give thee Weleome.

it, Com. Lo!dafh’d to Earth, a perifh’ld Monument
Of black Defpair he feems!

A I R

In this dread Moment, gmcz'a'm Gob,
His Pangs with Pity fee

Awake Remorfe within his Breaft,
And turn bis Heart to thee !

O ! let the Spirit of thy Grace
His wand’ring Senfe veclaim

That yet the Suff’rer may repent,
And live to praife thy Name !

RECITATIVE.

Prob. Oh, ruthlefs Fate !

Haft thou again unclos’d my Eyes, to view
Thele Scenes of Defolation ? Well I hop’d
I had been paft the Reach of Pain and Grief';
But Oh! I wake to deeper Senfe of Woe,

* Such as o’erbears my Spirits.---Every Nerve
To more than Infant-weaknefs is relax’d.
Hal what are thefe---thefe falling Drops, that fcald
The Cheek, they moiften? my full Bofom glows.
Methinks, I now could pray---But in what Terms
Can Guilt, like mine, addrefs che Throne of Grace »

SOoLEMN
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THE PRODIGAL SON, 2K

SoLemMN Cuorus, by INvisisLe SpiriTs.

Fear not---fear not---waft thy Pray'r I
Waft thy Thoughts, thy Wifbes there !
Damp not now this infant Flame |
Gopo, and Mercy, arethe fame.

RECITATIVE.

How can I hope my Crimes fhould be forgiv’'n ¢
How (hall I dare look up, who, unconcern’d,
Could hear the Cry of wailing Mifery,

While Plenty crown’d me? I, who gave to Luxury,
To wretched Wantons, and intemperate Boards,
The poor Man’s Dole ?---No, I am paft Forgivenefs.

C HO R U S repeated. .

Fear not, &c.

1ft. Com. Oh 1 bleffed Sight! thofebended Knees! that Laok,

Prop.

Of meek, fubmiflive, filent, Adoration,
Imploring Strength and Coun{el from above !
Angels of Good, aid, and dire& his Mind !

I will arife, and go unto my Father,
And, ftretch’d in Duft beneath his rev’rend Feet,
Thus will I fay unto him ¢

< Father, I have finned againft Heaven, and inthy Sight,
¢ and am no more worthy to be called thy Son.”

RECIT-
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RECITATIVE.

wfl. Com. Blefs'd be our Gop! who hath inclin’d his Ear,
And turn’d this Sinner’s- Heart ! let me but bear
This feeble Frame along, till I behold him
Clafp’d in a Father’s Arms, and then---

SympruoNy of Arriar Music.

But hark !
What heav’nly Sounds! enkindling all my Soul
With Wonder and Delight!

AtTtenDp. Seirit.  Thou chofen Man !
Whofe confcious Heart {pontaneous cou’d refift
Th’ intoxicating Draught of falfe Delight,
Warn thy loft Friend, mourn o’er his fal’'n Eftate,
And fhare his Troubles, to redeem his soul,

AIR ;myd Cuorus of ATTENDANT SPIRITS.

Seiz, Go bhence, in Triumph, go!
Here ends thy Date of 1 oe—--
No longer fball thy Bofom mourn---
Crorus. Go hence, &c.

Srir, Bright Friendfbip and Renown
Thy future Days fhall crown;
To Pleafure and to Peace return.

Cuorus,  Bright Friendfbip, &c.

Favnes,



THE PRODIGAL SON. 23
Faruer, Moruer, Elder BroTuer, and SisTer.

RECITATIVE.

Faru. Nay, fear menot,my Confort; bounteous Heaven
Hath well repair’d my Strength ; I canagain
Join in the wholefome Labours of the F1eld

Mortu. My Life, be cautious, nor, with haf’cy Zeal,
Rifque the dear Blefling you fo lately gain'd ;
The Air, from recent copious Show’rs, is chlll
Thefe new-recover’d Beams but faintly fhine;
And the rich Drops yet gliften on the Grafs.
Eo! here our duteous Boy ' he will prevent
"Fhy too-advent’rous Care.

E. Bro, With Pride, my Father---
My Life expos’d, to fhield thy facred Health,,
Were "Franfport to my Soul.

Farn. Go, my Support !
My Comfort, my Delight ¢

SisT. Q! had a Portion
Of that {weet Virtue, which infpires this Brother,
Glow’d in the other’s Breaft, my honour’d Sire
Had known no Sorrows, in his Eve of Life..

Fatu. . Forbear, my Child, nor let the impious Breath:
Of Murmur at our Lot pollute thy Lips ;
Heav’'n fees, and judges beft. Recall to Mind:
The.comfortable Rule I gave thy Youth,
Should!
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Should Pain or Difappointment vex thy Heart.
Follow us in.

Yes, yes, thou beft of Fathers,
Ne'er from my Mind fhall that good Precept part.
A I R.
Againft the Pow'r and Will divine,

Let no vain Mortal dare repine
The King of HEaV'N alike is wife
In what he grants, and what denies.

NEIGHBOUR approacées.

RECITATIVE.

Neicue. Hail, virtuous Fair! prepare thy Heart to tafte

SisT.

Neieus, Diftant, and awe-ftruck, lo!

SisT.

Of Pleafure mix’d with Pain. Thy wayward Brother
Is to thefe Plains return’d ; but Oh! hew chang’d!
A Beggar’s abject Weeds begirt his Loins.;

And in his Vifage Shame, Remorfe, and Anguith,
Have fix’'d their Refidence. '

May that Remorfe
Plead for his Pardon in my Father’s Breaft !

: ! he eyes the Roof,
Where once his deareft Comfort dwelt !--~he eyes,

But fears to enter now.
And fee, my Father---
(Millions of Bleffings warm his precious Heart !)
See
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See how, thro’ Hafle, he totters down the Steps,,
And teaches Age to vie with agile Youth,
Fager to clafp, and take.the Wand’rer in.

Lo! now the facred, dcar Embrace! Clofe-lock’d
To the full Bofom of my kneeling: Brother,
(Whom from the Duft he pioufly hath rais’d)
Tears are their. only Language : let us on

To thare the Greetmgs-:—but with. cautious Step,.
Left, by too hafty Zeal, we interrupt:

'Thefe firft ftrong Workings of the mighty Joy,.
Which bears too heavy on that aged Breaft.

FaTtuer, MoTHER, and PropicarL.
A I R
Againft bigh Heav'n, and. thee, my Sire,

Such great Offences have I done,
A Child’s dear. Claim' I do nor afk,
No sore deferve the Nanse of Sor ;,
Thy loweft Servant let me be,
That State-alas I* too good for me.

RECITATIVE.

O! Welcome, welcome | Heav’nn {o deal with me,.
As I receive my Boy. !---Call, call my Friends]!
My Neighbours !" Servants '-——Let them all attend,
And fhare the old"Man’s Rapture ! Rich, Attire,
And coflly Jewels bring, to deck my Wand’rer ;
Feafting and Mufic fhall proclaim his Welcome,
And crown his penitential Heart with Joy !

E TRIO:;



26 THE PRODIGAL SON.
TRIO.

Faru. ‘0O ! Repentance bow precious !
Prop. 0! Pardon how dear ! '
BorH. Thefe Fops are too mighty for Mortal to bear !
MorH, Delighted on fuch do the Angels look down,

Then waft the glad Tidings to Mercy’s bright Throne.
Farw, O! Repentance, &c.
‘Prop. 0! Pardon, &c.

Eldet So N advances.
RECITATIVE.

E. Son: For whom, my Father, thefe unufual Sounds,
And Preparations ?

Farn. O! my virtuous Son!
Thy once-dead Brother is alive again ;
With pious. Penitence, once more he feeks
A Parent’s Roof, and Blefling.

E.Son. Then this Prodigal,
Who hath confum’d thy Wealth in vicious Riot,
For very Need return’d, reaps a Reward :
Unknown to blameles Duty. From my Youth,
When have I difobey’d thee? Y et for me
Ne'er was the Minftrel call’d, the Feaft prepar’d..

FaTHh. My fteddy Boy ; thou Treafure of my Age,
All, all T have, is thine. Not that thy Brother
Returns, thy Rival in « Father’s Love 5
But that a Sinner is reform’d, I joy.

For this I call the Guefts, and raife the Song ;
So Reafon bids, and Heav’n itfe|f approves, °

E. Son.



THE PRODIGAL SON: 29

E. Son. ’Tis true, my Father !---Thro’ a fond Excefs
Of Love, my Duty err’d---O ! Pardon! Pardon!
Lo! he returns, cloath’d as befits'thy Son ;
Our Neighboursand Relations gather’d round,,
With Looks of Tranfport hail his glad. Return.
Let me {fupport thy rev’rend: Steps to meet them,.
Embrace'my Brother, and improve his Rapture !:

Faturr, Moruer, E. SoN, Dauvcurer, Propicai, and
INEIGHROURS.

A T R

Motu.  Friends, who oft partook my Care,
WNow my rifing Pleafure fbare !
Shares and aid this grm‘eful Stram,
That tries to [peak my Blifs in vain ;.
Behold, behold, my new-born oy,
My /ate—reﬁar’d,- repentant Boy!

GRAND GCHORUS.

Begm--—eaob tuneful Voice employ,
With ev’'ry Pow’r of Mufic join’d,.

Zo [pread abroad, in Sounds of Foy,
Thiswelcome Truth to all Mankind. .

WaeN GRACE ON GUILTY MINDS HATH BEAM'D,.
AND SINNERS LEAVE THE WICKED -Wavy,
DevouTLY BENT NO MORE TO STRAY,
CeLeEsTiAL THRONES WiTH TRANSPORT RING,,
AND ANGEL-CHOIRS EXULTING SING._

A Man rRecLAIM'D,. A SouL REDEEM D!

F I NI S
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