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To the Right Honourable CHALES, Earl of £>0£-

SET and MIDDLESEX* one of the Gentlemen
of Their MAJESl 1ES Bed-Chamber.

J Hen I call to mind what I have obferv'd of your Wit and

i Judgment, the truefi and moft impartial I ever knew, my
thoughts of writing after my loofe manner to your Lord-

fhip are a little dafhyd, and the meaneft of 'em
has'

the

fenfe to tell me, I ought to beas curious and con ctf in a Dedication to one Man,
at in that of a Play to a whole Nation. There is, no doubt, a Tranfport in ev'ry
Poetwhowrites an Epiftle,but for the mofi part they are daz.l'dwith the Eminence

of theirPatrons,andat heft we can but callit an AwfulDelight.But Iprofefs, what
thofe,towhom 1 am difagreeable,will impute towant ofModefy,!make thisl ragedy
an Offering toyour Lordfhipwithasmmhfrcedom,pleaftae,andperfectfatisfaction,
as everMithridates receivedwhen hefound himfelj in the Arms of hisFaireftMi-

ftrefs.Touftand equalwith theGreatrft,&your'fhtalityfiwuld caufe aDreadin the

hardieflWriters-.Bjg on the other hand,therc isfach an innatefvtttnejs of temper,

fuehamoft remarkable voodnefs inallyourActions,aCharalterpeculiar toyou,more
than anyman alive,thatthe

meanefi,modefttft of Poetsmay approachyou.Mcthinks,
PfeelafortofchearfitlfpringingPride,when

IJeeyourLordfhipftandforth to thislaft
£irth,whichfure,if I had ever any lovely,tsmuch the haireft Child.HappyFortune
muft attend it,&Heav'n andEarth be Jeas'd vheieyem approve./accuftyou,my
LerdjwithoHt Formatiiy,aadwoud appear before thefevereft fudge in the plaineft
Garb,or rather nakedntfs of

thought ; asfome,and thofe net ofthe leaf, couragego to

themeftblocdyTeft ofvatstm^all unarm d.An over-care in things of this nature does

oft en turn to affeclation,andwhat,wasmeant aGuardepraves anEncumbrana:We

mayftiff '» our imaginationswith making of 'em
i oo quaint ; and poiifh,till weare

nothino elfe butglofs : J am infinitely pleafs'd,to be asplain as I can,norcare Ihow

it pleafes others, Iamfureit does,that Ihave laid thirPiay at,your Lordfhips

'feet.Allmy acquaintance,that wiffimtwell, applaudmy choice ; for Imayfafelyaf
firm by thejudgment oftheTown,without beingfenfur^dj'or aDawber,there 'snot a

Man whom ailMen Love butyou,you are beheld in allthe CompanyyouHonour,
as ifyou were the Genious of thatPrinct%-vho was call'd

the DelightofMankind,
andare ador'dwith all the Love andaamiration which e'er the NobleTitia.%fotma

in Rome. Ziphares is animperfeel Figure ofyourfelf; Icaft him inyourMouldy
andfajhiox'd him,aswell as.myweakFancy

cou'd,to thatPerfdliontheCom tfo uni

versallyallowsyou:WhenIdefgrid to draw him from theLadles^ndearingfift,and

pajfionately loving,! thought onyou,
andfound theway to charm ''em.And 'tis mofi

certain* he who obliges thofe FareCriticks to be of his party, has the fureft Cards

that ever Poetplaia : I cannot but own the Honours they have done me, and
m-

treatyourLordfhip tofecure my
Friends. There a notyet agreater Honour,I'woiid

beg ofyour Lordfhip, andfo important,
1 cannot /tame it without apprehenfion :

Mithridates, being inyour hands, deftres to be laid at the
Feet of the i^een. Her

MajeJh,who if the Sublimeft Goodnefs^andmoft
merciful Virtue that ever bleft a

Land'fas been
pleas'

d togracehint with her Prefence, andpromis'd it again with

ruehparticularpraifcsrtheefetts of her pureBounty, thatfrou'dhe not exprefs his

3ratitude,altnoft
toadoration,hewou'd deferve awtherFate,when he tsnext rcprc

ented,than what he has hitherto receiv'd. A 2 Ihave



The Dedication.

1'hme endeavour'din this Tragedy to mix Sbakefper with Fletc'ker, the

thoughtof theformer, for Majefty and true Roman Greatnefs, and the fofitnefs

and pajftonate expreffwns of the tatter, which makes up half the Beauties: Are

never to be matcWd : How have I then endeavour'd to be like 'em ? 0 feint R&-

femblance ! as Yhsxxzfays of the
Mexicans.

— And thofe who now remain,

Appear but as the Shadows of the flain.

It
may be objelled1 1 broke the Scenes in the beginning of the Third andFifth

Alts
-, thofe,who are fo nicely

curious to be offendedat this over-fight,may for their

fatisfaction leave 'em out,and the Play will be entire, /applymy jelf ioyourLord

fhip, asMontaign does to his Reader in the Chapter ofBooks ; I will, fays he, love
theman thatfhall traceme ! For !havemany times found

'

faultwith anExpref-

fion, as Ipretendedwas in a Play of my own, and had it damn'd by no indifferent
Critieks,

tho'

immortal Shakeipear willmt blufh io own it. But I am confident

your Lordfhipwillfindme out, and!defire.io befofounda Refiner on thofe admira
bleWriters ; the Ground is theirs,and all thatferves tomake a richEmbroidery ! I
hope theWorldwilidome thefuflice to think,!have difguis'd it into anotherfafhion
morefuitable to theAge we.live in;for if! coudperfwademyfelftherewerenothing
ofmine extraordinary in thePlay,Iivou'd not havededicated it to thebeft ofMen.

—■ Mediocribus efle Poetis ;
Non Dii, non homines, non conceflere columne.

Here yon muftgiveme leave to telltheWorld, that Pillars andAltars to ought

to be raised to your Lordfhip, if the greateftGenius ofPoetry deferves 'em : Tour

thoughts, infom efeleBPoems Ihavefeen,are rich andnew,as theGoldenAmerican
World,your Expreffwns juftly ftrong,yourWordsEmphatical,as chofen menfor an
Enterprise ofglory : As it was obferv'd oftheArmy ofAlexander theGreat e-

very Soldier look'dlike a Commander,and everyCommander likeanAlexander- fo
tnyour admirable Draughts, all things arefo excellent,we knew not where tofix •

weftand on Hills of fo vaft a breadth, that the fa/leys are notfeen ^ it looks like
Heaven all about us,andFancy .is loft in the infinite Beauty of the PrefpecJ : Tour
Writingdadeswith clearnefs andMafefty ;you drawlikeRolbin,without Shadrms.

-— Qui Genus humanum ingenio fuperavit, & omnes.

Praftrinxit ftellas, exortus uti iEtherius Sol.
Your Images arefogreat, we look like Dwarfs beneathyou.; and thenfolive-

iy reprefented,
tho'

of dead, lowObjeils, animated by your Genius,
• Credas fimulacra moveri

Ferrea, cognatoque viros fpirote merallo.
What

e'reyouftamp itRoyal, other Pretenders to Satyr butfile andwafk,theylive by the Clippings ofyourWit,and dip their Silver inyour Bath,to make itpafs
for Gold. Self-prefervation bids mefay no more ofyourLordfhips PoetryJeft /dam
my cwn,who aim at nothingfomuch,astheHonour of being thought byyourLordfhip,

My Lord,

Your moll Humble, Obedient.

and Devoted Servant.

NAT. LEE.



F.ROLDGU
NOf careful Leaders, when the Trumpets c&ll

Their Martial Squadrons on, toftand or fall,
Toffd with more doubts, than careful Poets are

When venfrous Witfor Sally does prepare j
When Humming Voices bid the Play begin,
And the loftflourijb calls the Prologue in.

Here you, like dreadfulWarriours, fudgingJit ;

And, infull Council, try all Writers Wit.

lofome, for Sence Renown d, our Authors bow ;

And whatyou Doom, for a jufi Fate allow :

But furejar lefs fuch Judges Poets dread,
Than thofe Raw Blades who will, not let 'em Plead,
But, ere they can be heard, cry, Jhoot 'em dead.

Tbefe Pyrats, that loth Arms andWits debafe ; ")

Who Fields, andPoems with their Spleen, difgrace, >

Poets andWarriours both (loud have in Chafe : j

Thefe Libellers who nobleji Fights defpije,
Tet, when a Pan butjlajbes, Jbut their Eyes.
Who writ Lampoons, and 'vilelyget a Name

By others Infamj, andlwebnfhame 5

Fifes, WbiJlerSy of the jufieft Sence, not fit

To be the Powder-Monkeys of true Wit :

Mimicks,like Apes, what's illfrom heads they dxaiv%
And lire upon the Vermin of a brain.

Neg/ecled thefe,, and truftingtoyour aid,
To Beauty cur /afi Vows, like yours, are made:

Beauty, which (till adorns the owningLijl,
Which Caefar's Heart vouchfafes not to rejifl ;

To that alonedevotedU this day ;
For, bythe Poet, Iwas bid tofay.
In the fift draught, 'twas meant the Ladys Play.

Epilogue^



Epilogue^byMt.
Dryaen.

YCfvefeen a Pair of
faithful Lovers die :

Andmuch you care ; for, mofi ofyou will cry,
1'was a j'/fi Judgment on their Confiancy.

For, Heav'n be thanked, we live in fuch an Age

When no man dies for Love, but on the Stage :

And ev'n thofeMartyrs are but rare in Plays;
Acurjed fign how much true Faith decay-.

Love is nomore a vio fent defire ;

*Tis a m?er Metaphor, a painted Fire.

In all our Sex, theName examind well,

'tis Pride, to gain ;
and Vanity, to tell :

In Woman, 'tisof fubtilinfreft made,
Curfe on the Punk that made it firft a Trade I

She firfi did Wits Prerogative remove,

Andmade a Fool prefume to prate oj Love.

Let Honour and Prefermentgofor Gold ;
But glorious Beauty is not to befold :

Or9 if it be, vtis at a ratefo high,
That nothing but adoring it Jhoud buyt
Tet the rich Culliesmay their boa/iingfpare ;

They pu chafe but fopbifiicated Ware,

*Tis Prodigality that buys Deceit ;
Where both the Giver, and the Taker cheat.

Men but refine on the old Half-Crown way:

AndWomenfight,UkeSwizzersfor theirPay.

MITHRIDATES,



MITHRIDATES,

King of Pontus.
A C T I. SCENE I.

Tbt OuUr fart of the Temple of the Sun.

A noift ofMuk\ and tuningVoicet is beard.

Enttr Pharnaces, Pelopidas.

Pbar. r~T^O Night, to Night, this fatal moment,
X Our dreadful Father's Nuptials are prepa*ing)

And I mult lofe bright Momma for ever.

Ambition too is barr'd, Scepters and Crowns,
And all the GoldenQaarrics now aw loft.

Ziphares, O Ztphares! happy Brother,
Thou haft diflog'd me by thy late Exploits,
And now ufurp'ft my Father's Breall alone.

Curs'd be the Pow'r that blefs'd thee on thy way
To overthrow Triarius^ curs'd the Stars

That glitter'd round thy Head, when by thy Arm

So many Tribunes aud Centurions fell,
As made Rome groan, and broke Luculitts heart.

Pelap. Hear me, my Lord.
— ■

Pbar. This morning, on a Mountain

Above the Clouds, h,is Triumph was perform'd

And 1 affifted at the Sacrifice.

Why gave I not this Body to the Flames,
To be devour'd among the tortur'd Slaves,

Rather than liv'd to fee his Conqueft Grown'd ?

I law it j O, Pelopidas, thefe Eyes

Saw Mithridates, with a Torch, give Fier

To the yaft Pils, which like a Pyramid

Stood high upon the Hill, as that onEarth.



2 MITHRWATSS

feiof, Wffl yonS« gwe cw leave?

Pkr. I faw the blaze
Of his immortalHonour, heard the fhout
Of all the Court, which did torment the Air
To that degree^ thai: Birds fell round us de-id ;
And that thin Region, where we fcarce cou'd live

When firfl: we did afcencL, became fo fat

With th» Rich Stream of Blood, and boyling Golds
And flowing Gums, that we were fore'd to remove:
Nay, I believe, the Glutted Gods themfelves
Were almoit choak'd with the prodigious Odours.

Pelep. Yet have you done ?
Har. To the green Neptune then,

Becaufe at Sea old j4rebilaus had

Been Conqueror with my Brother, in their Names
An GfPring was decreed ; a Chariot all
With Emeralds fet, and fill'd with Coral Tridents,
Was with a hundred Horfes wild asWind,
From oft-the top of that moll difmal place
Plurtg'd to. the bottom of the flimy Deep.

Pelop. Let me intreat you call your Reafon home,
And liften to your faithful Servant's Couflfel:
You cannot hatcyour Brother more to Death,
Than I his Friend, theGeneral Archilaus
H'as Got the ftart of me in the Kings favour ;
And though, without being rain, I think my felf
The better Soldier, he by Policies
Haspuih'd me from the Dignities I bore.
The Lion's outed by the Fox.
Vhir. But with full cry

Let us unkennel him ; rather rebel,
Than bear it thus : 'Tis mine, 'tis thytoncern,
Nor let the Name ofKing, or Father awe us.

A Miftrefs, and a Throne ! moft fpecious Titles.
The God of Battel rages in my Breaft ;
And as at Delpbos, when the glorious Fury
Kindles the B!ood of the Prophetick Maid,
The bounded Deity does (hoot her out,
Draws every Nerve thin as a Spider's Thred,
And beats the skin out like expande'd Gold :

So, with the meditation of the Work

Which my Soul bears, I fwell almofl: toburfting.
Pelop. In all the many changes of my Life

I have not known one equal yet to yours •

At other times fo moderate, fo true
A Sovereign o'reysinr felf, you feem'd to want
Thofe Paffions for your Slaves who Lord it now.

Pha,



King of rKJi\ i 115.

?har. I am hufti'd, if thou haft ought of comfort, fpeak.
Pelop. ThisNight your Father has decked to Marry

The Daughter of Palemon.
fbar. What can hinder?

'Pelop,, Nothing ; yetmark : My Brother Tripbon is
High-Prieft o'tlrVSun, whom all the reft obey :

JHim have 1 wrought, that when the Nuptial Rites

Begin, fbme ftrange Prefages (hall fall out,
Diforders unexpe&ed, to forelhew

The Gods are much offended at the Marriage.
How this may workwith one of mighty.Faith

In holy Fables, one of various humour,
Whom every day new Beauties fet on Fire,
Be you the Judge.

Pbar. Methinks it has a Face ;
But yet there's wantingwhat 1 cou'd have wifh'd
Had it been Janus-like back'd with another:

When Mithridates frighted from his Queen,
Warn'd by falfe Oracles, fhou'd have retir'd

Perpiex'd, yet ftrugling with the pangs of Love ;

Then to have laid a Beauty to his longing,
Some fair unknown, proud of her gaudy Bloom,
T'have quench'd his thirffy wifhes

• that had been

A Mafter-piece ! But let him marry her,
Sure Death fhall wait upon his laughing Hymen',

And when the God has given her to his Arms,
Fate with unerring force fhall part 'em ever,
Pelop. Yet raging ? ^Tis as you have faid, and more

More than excelling Mifchief cou'd invent,
That is not befr. We have already rais'd him -,

jindr&var, my Lieutenant General,
Scorn'd by your Brother, whom he therefore hates

Firft fornfd the Plot. Old Arcbilaus\ Daughter,
The fair Semandra, Miftrefs to Zipbares,
Is deftin'd to be made your Father's Prey;

Pbar. Excellent Engine! now thou work'ft indeed ;

Thou haft hit
the'

Vein, Jhe Life-blood of his Heart:

I cannot fee ought in the extent of Art,
Or Nature, that can mend it. O Zipbares,
StiU Conquer, rife with Triumphs, high as Heav'n,
^o fuch a Bolt as this be fure to wait thee

Enter Andravar.

But fee the brave Lieutenant ! come to my Arms,
And tell me, fhall Semandra be the King?s

Andr. I think, my Lord, that I may fafcly fwear it.
B'

that.



4. MITHRIDATES

That. Thy bluntnefs merits Praife, and fays, thou'rt fit

To ferve my bell Revenge, Love, or Ambition.

Jndr. Great Mithridates, whom I well have ftudy d4
Tho'

he has wcather'd forty Winter Fields,
Yet rifes in his vigor, ventures more,

Nor feels decay of ftrength •, none Learn'd as he

In Nature's Garden ; whence to his Constitution

Moft excellent, he adds fuch helps by Art,
That by his looks he might be thought Immmortal.

The World, too, knows he is as Amorous now

As when the fir ft Sighs heavd his youthful Breafr,
And his firft Tears bcdew'd the Shrines of Love.

Pbar. The Confequence?

Andr. He often has been pleas'd

To make me Honoured with his private thoughts.

Whereon my General and I agreed,

Knowing your Love to Monima,
And Hatred to your Brother, with one blow

To drive the Bufmefs that fhou'd Crown your wifhes.
1 herefore I daily fili'd your Father's Ears

With Praiftis of Semandra, rais'd his wonder,
Deferib\l her drefs, and each particular grace ;
Her Eyes, her Hands, her Lips, with all their Beauties^
And have fo fir'd him, that there only wants
A view to perfect all, and that will be

To Night.

Thar. How know'fl thou that?

Andr. 1 learnt it ail

From a She-Slave that waits upon Semandra,
Who told me, that Zi;bares, with Confent
Of Archihus, wou'd beg her of the King,
When he this Night fhou'd Mmima Efpoufe. r Soft Mufic'*

Nor doubt, but when he once has feen Semandra,
The Charms of his new Queen will vanifh. Hark
The facred Mufick founds ! -The King and Queen are coming.

Erj,r Archilaus, Ziphjres, Semandra.

See, your Brother, Seman-Ira aad her Father.
Thar. Omylab'iingHieaft! how Hopes and Fears

Toft my rack'd Heart, like a poor Bark, about '
But foon the Calm will come, or 1 muff perifh in the Tempefr.

y„ u„ u r ,

[Exeunt Phar. Pelop. ard Andr.Zip. By Heaven, my Love, thou doft diftraft my Soul;
1 here fl not a Tear that falls from thofe dear eye<
But makes my Heart weep Blood O my Father''
All is not well I found her in the Morning,

Not



Kwgo/'PONTUS.
5

Not like aBride, with all her Maids about her,
Half Smiling, now half-ferious with her Thoughts;
Ofwhat muft come ; nor Warm, nor bright, nor blufhing ;
But, Oh the Gods ! I found her on the Floor,
In all the Storm of Grief, yet Beautiful,
Sighing fuch Breath ofSorrow, that her Lips,
Which late appeared like buds, were now o're-blown,

Pouring forth Tears at fuch a flavifh rate,
That, were the World on Fire, they'might have drown'd
The wrath of Heav'n, and quench'd the mighty ruine.

Arch. Nothing, my Lord 'Tis all but Virgins fear :
Marriage to Maids is like a War to Men,
The Battel caufes fear ; but the fweet hopes

Of winning at la'ft ftill draws *em on.

Sent. Alas, my Lord ! fWteping.

Ziph. What, but alas ? No more ? When by the Hand

I led her to the Temple, thus fhe figh'd,
And hung upon me. If thou truly Lov'ft me,
If I may credit my Semandra's Tears,
Think 'em not drops of Chance like otherWomens,
TheWeather of their Souls, the Chryfial bubbles

Which they can make at will ; Oh fiatisfie

The longing ofmy Breaft, and tell my Sorrows.
Sent. That I do Love you, Oh, all you Hoft ofHeav'n

BeWitnefs ? That you are Dear to me,
Dearer than Day to one whom fight muft leave,
Dearer than Life to one who fears to die :

O thotf bright Pow'r be Judge, whom we adore,
BeWitnefs of my Truth, be Witnefs of my Love I

But yet I fear —

Zvpb. That fear, give me that fear, 'Semandra \
Produce it in the uglieft Form it has,
If ought that is deform'd can come from thee.

Sem. I fhall, my Lord, fince you are pleas'd to hear me,
Unfold my doubts, the caufe of all my Tears.

Firft then, I muft complain of my hard Stars,
That did not dart kind Luftre on my Birth ;

For
tho'

at prefent, while your young Blood boyls,
Your reafon cannot get the Rein of PafTion,
Yet it will come, when long poffeffion cloys you,
Then you will think, what Queens you might have had,
With Kingdoms for their Dower ; perhaps you may
Prove fo unkind, to tell me of it too ;

Or, if yourfhou'd not, your Eyes wou'd fpeak f. ffeeping.
Enough to break the HeatJ.pf poor Semandra.

Zipb. Why doffc thou ftao rne with the tendernefs

Of thy falfe fears, and melt me into Mourning?

B o. 'Tis



6 MITHRIDATES

'Tis moft unfeafonable on our Wediug-Day

To be feen thus.: I know thou canft not doubt me.

No, thou moft lovely of
the fairer kind, .

Think not a Crown can ever change my
Virtue.

Ah who wou'd leave the warmth of this lov d Boiom

the could cares which black Ambition
brings ?

■Sem. Sp;ghi: of ill-boding Dreams, unlucky Omens^

You muft, you. fhall, you ought to be believ'd.

And, if 1 Weep again, it is for joy
That 1 this Night fhall be your Happy Bride.

Ziph. Oh Mithridates, mighty as thou art,

Before whofe Throne Princes ftand dumb as Deaths

With folded Arms, and their Eyes fix'd to Earth ;

Difhonour brand me, if I wou'd not chufe

A private Life with her whom my Soul Loves,

Rather than Live Tike thee, with all thy Titles,.

The King of Kings, Without her.

Arch. Pray, my Lord,
Defer till Mid-Night "thefe ftrong Extafiesr
Face yet may put a Bar betwixt our hopes,
An.then the lofs will be more hardly born.

The Seem drams, difcovering the Inner part of the Tewple. Mi

thridates holding Monima by the Hand;, bis Queens, Gon--

cubines, Sons and Daughters attending.. Three Roman.

Captiam, L. CaiTius, ^.Oppius,/MciMannius Aquilins bound:

in Gold Chains, withmany otherSlaves fianding at. diflajtcs*.

Mtk Not yet, OKome, great Tyrant of theWorld',
Haft thou fubdu'd the Afw Emperor.

to thy defpight 1 hold my glory ftill,
Still tread upon the Necks of conquer'd Kings-;,
Still make thy, Confuls tremble at my Name,
And in one mightieft Word, to fum up all,

A Word which, like a Charm, might raife the Ghoffei
Of Pyrrhus, and the experienced Bmnibal
To envy, and bedaz.led at my deeds ;
A Word, a Name, that comprehends all Honours^
All.Titles, Riches, Power, all Msjefty,
In fpight of Rome, I'm Mitbridaies ftill;

Aquil. The Nations muft confefs, that
Alexander-

Cou'd not more dreadful to the Eaft appear,
Than you ev'n Row? wou'd buy her Peace with Joy,
Coifd you at reafonable rates afford.

'-four Royal Friend ihip,
tho'

by yourcommandj
Moft dreadful to Italian.Memory,
to one.dark Day, damn'd 'in. the.Book of Fate,,



Kmg of PONTUS. !
A hundred thoufand Murder'd Romans fell.
/Mitb. Dareft thou, fomeryer of thefeWars, to talk?

Thou purple Source of all thofe bloody ftreams,
Which have for more than thirty years o'reflow'd

The tAfian Banks, and dy'd Euphrates red ?

Dar'ftthou, Commiffioner in chief, to put
The Earth in Arms, and let theWorld on flame,
Once think of Peace? Now, by the Fire-robb'd God
Thou (halt have Punifhment that fits thy Crimes.
Aquil. The braveft muft fubmit, when Fortune frowns.
Mitb. Defire ofWealth, the Luft of mining Dirt,

And Palace Plunder, caus'd thee with Arm'd Legions

T'invade a King, whofe Father was Rowe's Friends

But, by the afferted Juftice of my Caufe,
The help ofHeav'n, and of my own Right-hand,
I conquer'd thee, and thou art now my Slave.

Guards, ftriaght convey him to the Market-plac^
Take off his wealthy Chains, and melt 'em down y

Then, for a terrible Example to
All fordid Wretches, Souls made up of Avarice,
Pour down his Throat the Rich diffolved Mafs,
And gorge-his Entrails with the burning Gold.
Mon. Not, my dear Lord, upon your Nuptial Day,
Mitb, On any Day, my Queen, to do a Juftice

Which all the Gods, and all good Men muft like.

For Lucius Caflius, and for Quintm (hpius.

A milder Deftiny's in ftore. Away%kh:him.

And now proceed we to the facred Rites.

Aquil. Yer, e're you joyn, here me, proud Emperour,
Hear what the Fates have put into my Breaft :

I fee my Death, by Boman Arms, reveng'd ;
And what LucuUus had fo well begun^
Pompey fhall end ;, Pompey, thy glory's ruine.

This Hour that gives me Death, fhall be the lafb

Of all thy Quiet : Swift domeftick jars

Shall overtake thee ; thou fhalt add more Blood

To that already fhed from thy own Bowels:

And when at laft fubdu'd in all thy Wars,
Spoil'd of thy Queens, thy Sons and Daughters {lain,
Thou feek'ft fome corner of thy conquer'd Empire

To hide thy abandon'd Head in ; then the load

Of all thy Woes fhall come, one whom thou leaft

Shalt fear, long nourifh'dln thy impious breaft,
Shall: ftab thee to the Heart, and end thy days.

That thisr. all this, and more may light upon thee,
I pray the Gods j and

fo the Furies feize thee.

Mith\ Avway^ to Death with theProphetick FooL

£ Ex. Guards mb Aquil ius 2%fcflfc
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Trypon, begin and let the Altar fmoak

With fuch Rich Victims, to the well-pleas'd Gods,
That they may fmile from Heav'n, and give us joy.

H re follom the Entertainment : After which, the King and §>ueen

return from the Altar to fit in State. An Image of Pillory de-

fcends with tw Crowns in her Hinds; hut on a fadden the En

gines break, and caft the Image forward on the Stage with fuch

violence, that they dtfh it in pieces. Mithridates flatting up.

Mith. Ha! whence? how fell this out? Now, by my Arms,
Our Nuptials are not pleafing to the Gods ;

'Tis for fome fault of mine, O Monima,
That Heav'n denies thy Beauties to my Bofom :

Thus, when we did approach the.hallow'd Vault,
A Prophefying Prieft, with ftart-up Hair,
With rolling Eyes, and Noftrils wide as Mouths,
Stopt us

i'th'

way, and faid, we were no Match.

As well the Nobleft Salvage of the Field

Might tamely couple with a fearful Ewe,
Tigers ingender with the timorous Deer,
Wdd muddy Boars defile the cleanly Ermin,
Or Vultures fort with Doves, as I with thee.

'Tis a crofs thought, and much difturbs me here.
Mon. Command me die, e're give your Majefty

Caufe of the leaft difturbance, O, my Lord !

Think you, that I wou'd lye within your Arms
To hear you figh, and give me Tears for Love?
Or think you, 'tis to Empire I afpire ?
Rather difmifs me from your Breaft, the Haven,
Where I had hoarded all my Happinefs,
And caft me out to a wide Sea of Weeping.
Mitb. How-e're the Pow'rs above fhall deal with me

Racking my Heart with what they have fet down
Thou art our Qiieen.

Mon. O, 'tis an empty Name,
A fenfelefs found, except I am your Love :

I find, I find that 1 am loft for ever.
1 have but Qept, charm'd with a golden Dream
And now am wak'd to beggarry again.

Why did you take me from my Father's Wing?

Who,
tho'

a petty Prince, was yet a World
Of warmth to me-, why did you tempt me forth
With burning Love, and the bright Comet, Power >

Mitb. Fnght not thy tender Heart with falfefufpicions-
I will be ever thine.- But give me leave

1 '

A little to digeft with fcrious thoughts,

T»he
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'The angftr of theHeav'ns Andravar.

Andr.. My Lord?
Thar They whifper, General. C To Pelop.

Ziph. Coming forward. Stars, by your leave;
111 Omens may the guilty tremble at,
Make every Accident a Prodigy,
And Monfters frame were Nature never err'd •,

May the {ear'd Concience ftart at falling Meteors,
And call the fchreme of every hooting Owl,
"Or croaking Raven. Fate's moft dreadful Voice :

For me, I laugh at 'em-, fhou'd now the Heav'n

Flame with a thoufand Fires, ne're feen before,
And Thunder beat the Winds from every corner,
Not for the Calm of all the Univerfe

Wou'd I put offmy Joys a moment longer.

Stand back my Love ; and, when I call, come forth :

A minute makes us bleft, or wretched ever.

f_ Comes to the middle of the Stage, and facts.

Mitb. Is there in all the fpace of our wide Empire

Ought of that moft ineftimable value

To make Zipbares kneel ?

Ziph. There is, my Lord,
Thus to adore you.

Mitb. O Celeftial Powers !

Mark me your Subjeft out for all misfortunes,
The Curfes of the Roman Manniut fall

Heavy upon me ; Fortune's giddy Wheel,
Which we have fix'd with Majeftick weight,
Turn round with me, when I deny him ought

That he can ask with Houour . Rife, my Son.

Ziph. rifmg. Since on the great Requeft which I fhall make,
The peace or trouble of my life depends,
The torment or the pleafure of my Soul,
Eternal griefs, or everlafting joys,
I wou'd recall to your remembrancej Sir,
The toils and hardfhips which my early Valour

Has undergone, the many Fields 1 have fought,
And Conquer'd,

too-
and as of old the Romans,

Who fought the Confulfhip, made bare their breafts,
Lac'd with long Scars, and ftudded ore with Thrufts,
The Noble Wardrobe of the Scarlet War\
I woud, wifh bolder mention ofmy deeds,
Difplay my Wounds to move your Royal Favour,
And offer, to the blood which I have fhed,
All my heart holds for fealing of your promife^

tilth-.
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Mitb. O, had'ft thou Fought fo,poorly as thou fpeak'ft

Thy Actions, all the Lawrels that lye green

Upon thee, ftreight wou'd wither, and
be duft.

To mention but thy laft, thy laft ofWars,
Which ev'n the breath ofMajefty makesvile,
So much below thy Valour is all Language

Ziph .
The Glory of that Battel is your own.

Mith. To thee we owe the day, our life and Empire ?

When fix Centurions bore me frommy Saddle,
And laid me groveling, for the violent Horfe

To tread my Soul out ; how did my brave Zipbares

Break through their walls ofSteel, leap o're theRamparts
Of the dead bodies thatfenc'd me in,
On his own Courfer mounting me to life.

Pious even in the mouth of Slaughter, while
On foot himfelf, with his Battle-axe

Bore down the Legions, drove whole Troops before himj
And brought their Eagles drooping from the Field !

Demand, I fay, ask me moft Royally,
I will be lavifh to thy vaft Ambition,
And Crown my wifhes like a giving God.

Ziph. In thankfulnefs I bend me to the Earth,
Once more fall proftrate to your Majefty,
And pray the Gods to give you length of days.

Come forth, come forth, myfaireft; break, my Day;
Appear, and charm, dazle the whole Affembly.

C Semandra comes foHD&rdi
2Wh. A wonder! Ha!

'

Ziph. She is, my Lord, the Boaft,
The lovely Chance-work, Mafter-pieee ofNature,
Who blufh'd to fee what her own hands had made ;
As if miftaking Moulds, fhe unawares

Had caft Semandra in a Form Divine.
San. Thefe praifes, breath'd from any Lips but yours,

Lord of my Life, and Idol ofmy Love,
'

Wou'd make me fink with fhame, or fcorn the Flatterer-
But as they come from you, from that lov'd Mouth
The tender Offings of your fond Defires,

'

I rake 'em all, and dye upon the found :

To the driven Air my flying foul is faften'd ;
Eacli word, each fyllable you fpeak ismine •

Yes, I am fair, a Queen,, a Goddefs, any 'thing
1 li3t my dear Lord is pleas'd to have me be

Mith. She talks—

Ziph And with fo good a Grace,
That nothing but her Wit can Charm beyond it.
Late in the Camp I iangnifh'd with a Fever,

And
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And fure had dy'd, but for this Phyfician •

Who in the midft of all my fiery Pains,
When Art was at alofs, and I lay gafping,
Wou'd quite beguilemy {offerings with her Songs,
Her welcome Pity, and her foft Endearments :

Now, laying her Chafte Check, cold with her Tears,
To mine, fhe wou'd abate the raging Fire •/

Now, with warm fighs kindle my fading Spirits,
And when I fainted, with a Kifs recall me.

Mith. By Heav'n, fhe Weeps, I cou'd drink the Dew.

Pbar. He takes the Poifon, faft as I cou'd with.

Pelop. And Prince Zipbares forces her upon him.

-Arch. Hold, you have gone too far fpeak to the purpofer;

Ziph. Ambition therefore was not my Requeft ;
In Colchis or in Bofphorus to Reign :

Leave to my Brothers all your Empire ; and

To me, this only Beauty for Reward.
Mitb. Reward! Wert thou on Mithridates Throne,

Polfefs'd of all his Kingdoms, were thine Eye

Like his who guides the Day, and thou coii'dft call
In all thy Journeys what thou faw'ft thy own ;
Her Eyes would match thy Luftre : All thy glories

Wou'd be but fhadows, when this Face, appear'd.
Ziph. They wou'd, my Lord.

Mith. They wou'd, my Lord ! Yet more ;

By all my Royalties, a God might Wed her^
And be a gainer by the Beauteous Bride.

Ziph. Such as fhe is—

Mith. Not
Heav'n'

it felf can mend her.

Had I as many Tongues as I have Languages,
Skill'd in all Speeches of the babliug World,
And cou'd at oncefpeak to as many Nations,
With fuch a grace as mightmake Athens blufti,
By Mercury, and by the Father of
The Mufes, I fhou'd never fpeak Semandra.

Mon. O, he is gone! his vow'd fidelity
Is gaz'd away !

Mitb. Tell me her Birth, Zipbares:

She muft be more than Royal.

Ziph. Fate thy worft :

Let me be dumb for ever from this moment.

Arch. In me your Majefty may pleafe to read

Her Father : What I want irfDignity,
Be pleas'd to fill up with my Services.

Mith. Thy Daughter !
,

Arch. Yes, my gracious Lord, my Daughter.

Mith. O pity that fo fair a Star fhou'd be

C The
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The Child of Night-, that fuch a ftream of Cryftal

Shoud have her Spring fo muddy !

Thou dy'ft, thow fawcy old ambitious Dotard,

Who dar'ft to match thy Lees of bloodwith ours,

A nd daub the Throne of the Immortal Cyrus.

Ziob. Hold, hold, moft awful, _

give Zipharei deatht

Impale me, burn me, bury me alive,

But do not wrong this
Innocent old Man,

_

Tbefe Hairs, which were made
Silver in your fervice ;

O the good Gods! whom Fear cou'd never fhake,
Your bitter words have caus'd to tremble : See !

With the difgrace, he weeps ; his
Springs of life

Which had been dry for fifty Years, this laft

Affront ha6 water'd :

Oh my poor Father !

Mitb. Ha ! that Name again,

Thou art no more my Son. For thee, Semandra,
Thou fhalt attend our Queen -, to Court, my Fair :

Where I muft learn you to forget Zipbares.,
And match you equal to your Birth.

Sim. My Lord Zipbares Fatheq
Mith. Look not back.

Conduct the Queen, Pharnaces. O, Semandra I

'Tis to your Tears I Sacrifice my Juftice;
To them, your Father's life I'll not deny,
Who for Ambition did deferve to die.

.

C Exeunt all but Ziphajes and Archilaus,

Arch. Dotard! and fawcy! nay, the Lees of blood !

Now, by the Gods, 'tis fprightly as his own :

O, 'tis too much to bear. Forgiveme, Prince;
It breaks the very Neck of Loyalty ;

Perhaps, he Whores my Daughter too. But firft,
Rather then fee him wear my Glories Spoils,
Thou, my good Sword, that has fo oft been drawn,
And dy'd thy felf in Roman bowels, to
The very Guard, for this ungrateful King,
Be faithful to me, as thou ftill haft been,
And pierce the Heart of thy difhonoufd Mafter.
Ziph. Oh, Archilaus! Oh, my kinder Father!

If you are fh'rr'd thus at an angry word,
What fhou'd I be ; I, who am loft indeed,
I who am ftunn'd, 1 who fuftain'd the ftroke
Of all the anger of the Fates it once?-

Semandray O my Love 1

Arch. Reftrain your grief,
As I my Rage, and let us think apace.
Tho*

for my Daughters Virtue 1 wou'd ftak^e

My
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My Immortal part, my Fame fo dearly bought.
Yet force, which he may ufe, will have its way:
Confider that.
Ziph. Confider ! how fhou'd I

Confider, who grow mad with cfouding thoughts ,
Where every one endeav'ring to be foremoft
Stops up the Paffage, and will choak my Reafon ?

■Arch. Once more {peak humbly to him,
Perhaps, 'tis but a fudden fhort-liv'd fit,
A guft of Paffion that may foon blow over :

But if you find it rooted in his Heart,
Eat your way through him, to yourHappinefs ;
Or perifh, like your Brother Mithridates.

Ziph. By Heav'n, I think it greateft happinefe

Never to have been born ; and next to that,
To die : For who that wears his flefh can bear

Thecurfe ofAccidents, a Change like mine ?
I who,

^

fome moments paft, wou'd not have change!
Condition with the bleffed Gods themfelves ;
Now in all probability am loft,
And ftand upon the very brink of Ruine.

Arch. Your Defiiny's uncertain ; Fate, as yet,
Holds the Scale doubtful Let us hafte to Court,
Where we fhall learn which way the Ballance fan's.
Ziph. Not halfan hour ago, methought fecure

I hugg'd my felf, and almoft cou'd have wept

Inmeer companion to th hard-fatedWorld,
Thinking how much my ftate was happier,
Arcb. Yet all the wffile you did not fpy the danger

Which crept invifible and undermin'd you.

Ziph. Alas, I did not } without fear Iftood;
Like one who on the Beach, defcries from far

A labouring Bark, with which the Billows war,
Pities its ftate, wifhing the Tempeft gon,
But Views not the near Sea come rolling on:
So did with me my unfeen Fortune play,
Till the Waves came and wafh'd me quite away. {.Exetmt,

ACT II. SCENE I.

Entti Pharnaces, <*»<fPelopidas.

Thar. T'LL hearno more 5 jget me a hundred Horfe

X To be our Quard, 1'fl bear her hence to Night;
And ravHhher, by all thefirethatMs

C 2 T&
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This fearlefs frame, I will. Declare the diff'rencerf

Is not the Blood of 'Queens a'ud Pririceffes

Like other VV omens? Souls alike infus'd ?

Their Banquets Richer, and the Diinks they tafte

The very Spirits of the Purple Vine?.
Yet we muft think 'em cold as candid Ice,
Not a thought ftarting, free from warm defires,
As the bleak Girl upon the Mountain's top,
Cover''d with Snow, beaten with conftant Winds,
That feeds on Herbs and Roots, and drinks the Dew".

Pelop. What, would you have her fall like- mellow Fruit,
Whom yet no Sun has fhone upon, no warmth

To ripen? 'bate a little of this Fire.

Thar. Tel pi-fas, I oft have told you, that
She knew my Love, before fhe faw my Father,
For in the Plunder I firft lighted on her :
Tho'. afterwards he took my beauteous fpoil,
As now he does my Brothers. I alledg'd,
As late I led her Weeping to her Chamber,
My conftant paffion, and his breach of Faith,
All that a Love moft violent cou'd put

Into a Lover's Mouth, like,mine ; but fhe uhmov'd,
Infenfible reply'd, the King, 'twas poffible,
At laft might kill her with his (Cruelty ;
Yet to the utmoft moment ofher Life
She wou'd adore him with fuchTpotlefs Love,
Such moft Romantick faith, and 'fuch a deal
Of whining Grief, tha.t in a Rage 1 flung

"

Away, and left her talking to hej felf.
Pelop. And do you thinkthis'liaughtiriefswilf carry't ?

He that will win a moft exalted Beauty,
Muft bend his Soul low, a? he bows his Body
Watch every Glance, obey her

:
e're IheTpeaks,

Caft up his Eyes at each affeckd word,
And fwear Befides her Honour, Sir, her Honour,
Obha.es.her to ftand a while at diftance.
-Pfar. 'Tisalmoftempty; fifbrionr, Courtship, all

Bu.r_gajid^[oiTi£nie..... O. Eskpidas^
Rather than buy my Pleafure with fuch bafenefs,
1 de be a Brute : Mow, by my life, methinks,
I he happier Creature, caft before my Eyes •

1 he generous Horfe, loofe in a Flow'ry Lawn*
With choice of Pafture, and of Cryftal Brooks
And all his chearful tyiftreffe ab.ouji him,
The white, the brown,, theWk,. the fhinurc-bav
And every dapFeWemare ofrhe Field •

WWBfWy*

N.W, bv the Gods, for ought'We kndw;, a,s Man

Thinks



fe^c/PONTUS.
15

Thinks him a Beaft, Man fecms aBeaft to him.
Pelop.- Be more confiderate, lefs 1 alh and hot ;

I have thought of an expedient to gain her.

Pkar. Thou art my better Genius, and (halt flourifh,
When Jrcbelaus, like a blafted Tree,
Lies rotting to the Ground,

Pelop. Did Mithridates

"Know of your Love to Monima ?

Thar. He did :

As publickly I fhew'd it as Zipbares'.

Yet he who like the Hefperian Dragon, thinks

The Golden Fruit of Beauty all his own,
Flew at me as a Thief, who, while he flept,
Had ftoln his Prize, and made me pay it back :

Or fwore my Life fhou'd be the fatal forfeit.

Pelop. 'Tis as I cou'd have wifh'd : Thus then, the King,
Whole Heart Semandra kindles into Flame,
Cools every hour to his new-marry'd Bride,
And will not Bed her till the Coronation.

A meer put off, wading in deep difguft,
And wifhing for pretence to part for ever:

Pbar. Which he fhall have ; this Head of thine has thought it.
Pelop. I, and the needful Andraver,

Who feels the Pulfe of his Affection,
Will fwear boldly,
As Witneffes who had both feen and heard

The jealous Monima, inrag'dwith Love,
But more for what her vaft Ambition loft,
Strove to revive the Paffion that you bore her;
But you moft generoufly

oppos'

her Charms,
Which with unwillingnefs you fhall confefs,
And beg your fiery Father to forgive her.
Pbar. Pithy, andfhort; thou art the Soul of Counfei,

Pelop. The very breaking of the bufiuefs, throws
Her into Prifon ; where, while I guard the door,
Your Highnefs may, with as much eafe, perform

Your Pleafure, as your faithful Servant thought it.

Pbar. In thanks the vileft, fawning, lying Slave
Wou'd fpeak thee fairer than Pbarnaces fhall;
But let my deeds be gratefulto mv Soldier.

Enter Andraver.

What news, my Andraver ?

Andr. Your Guardian-Spirit

Now lays about him, and invifiblf
Afts wonders for y^dBdBIbgfeff titt Court i

Sejmandra
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Semandra weeping, aad your
Father burning;

Monima, like a Widow'd-Turtle, mourning j
Old Arcbilaus pufhing on his Fate;

And Amorous Zipbares, led by Love,
To tumble from the top of all his hopes.

Defiance from the Roman Conful Glabrio,
I fent, and the third PontickWar renew'd.

But Love fo rocks your Father's drowzy brain,
That all the Trumpets of the thundring Legions

Can fcarce awake him. Sec where he comes !

Enter Mithridates attended.

His haughty courage fcarce fubmitting to
The weight which preffes him; but ftriking out.

Mith. She muft be mine, this admirable Creature,
Her Charms are now inevitable grown ;
And, while I feem to fright her from my Son,
I talk and gaze, and dote, to my undoing.

See her no more ; lofe her with weighty thoughts,
And drown her in the Ocean of thy Power :
In vain I ftriye with cares to keep her down,
In vain does bufinefs fink her to the bottom ;
This Bladder Love ftill bears her up again.

Pbar. Like a caught Lion, raging in the fnare,
He plunges in his paffion, fpends his force,
And ftruggles with the Toil that holds him fafter.
Mitb. See her no more, -and live ! impolfible !

As well 1 might bid Meteors keep their luftre
When all the mining Exhalation's fpent

'

That fed their fho^t-liv'd glory.

Enter Monima.

Mon. Q Mithridates! O my cruel Lord !
I come with all the violence of grief
To make my laft farewel.

'

Mtb. What means the Queen ?
Mon. The Queen ! O mockery of State !

Pageant ofGreatnefs ! wondredata while.
But ftreight neglefted like a common thine
I come, my Lord to beg (OHeav'ns!) Sour leave
Your Royal Licenfe, to retire from Court •

'

^d, fincemy Father by your Bounty reigns
■fefw, I there wou'd go to mourn,

-,y 'anguifh out my wretched Life's remain
•'. Why will you add new troubles to myiMcyng

AliJady
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'Already bfothen'd with theWrath of Heav'n,
By your unneceffary grief?
Mon," From Earth, I fear,

And not from Heav'n, thofe Cloudy Cares are drawn.
Mith. No matter whence, they're dangerous to partake :

The tender Face of Beauty cannot
bear*

em ;

For, if from Earth they come, their Damp will ftifle ;
And, if from Heav'n, their Influence is blafting.
Mon. Were you but kind, my Lord, as once you were,

What blafting cou'd I fear? what dangers, dreft
In all the horrors ofmoft dreadful Death ?

But you are pleas'd that I fhould not complain.

Andr. Semandra, by your Majefty*s appointment,
Attends without.

fdith. Fair Monima, retire:'

You will oblige me by a confidence »

I cannot be, but yours ; Affairs of State
Now take me from you.

Mon. Say the Affairs of Love.
Iwou'd, my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you ;
I feel a Spirit within me, which calls up
All that is Woman wrong'd, and bids me chide;

But you areMithridates, that dear man
Whommy foul loves ; clfe, were you all the Kings,
AH Worlds, all Gods, I cou'd let loofe upon you,
For thofe deep injurieswhich I muft fuffer ;

Cou'd, like the fightingWinds, difturb all Nature

With venting ofmy wrongs ; but I am hufh'd

As a fpentWave, and all my fiery Powers
Are quench'd, when I but look upon your Eyes,

Where, like a Star in water, I appear

A pretty fight, but of no Influence,
And am at belt but now a mining Sorrow. CExit, led by Fh<xtim&s>-

Mitb. O Love ! if that the Face of fuch AfFeftion,
Such modeft Sweetnefs, and fuch humble Virtue,
As my Queen bears, fix not my wandring Heart,
Break, break thy Bow, and burn thy ufelefs

Arrows ;

By Heav'n herTtindnefs ftrikesmy troubled
SouL

jEwterSemandra mtb Andravar attending;

But fee, (he's loft again, Semandra comes,

Who drowns like blufhing Noon her paler dawn,
And ihews like Summer to the Infant Spring.

Semandra, what, ftill wiping? will not ail

TheWealth which the Sun fees throughout the Eap

Dry up your tears? methkks, an Empire might
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Suffice for any lofs. I give you all my Power ■,

And, with it, fuch a heart, as noughtbut Love

Cou'd bow : I throw it bleeding at your Feet.

Behold, behold, Semandra, while 1 blufh,
The great effects of your Commanding Beauty.

_

Sem. Were you yet greater than you are, which fcarce

The Gods can make you ;
tho'

no bounds. but Heav'n

Did limit your large Sway ;
tho'

in you Perfon all

The Graces met that every man ador'd,

The blufh of Rifing Youth, the Conquering Eyes,
The Noble Smiles, and thofe moft paffionate;Beauties,
Which drew my Heart to Idolize ybln

Son-

1-cou'd not Love you.

Mitb. Oh, unmerciful !

Sem. You faid, my Lord, but now,
You blufh'd to think of your degraded Power-,
How then ought I to blufh? I, who fhou'd be

The daily Curfe of your repining Subjects ?

I, who am bound by O.ths and folemn Vow.%
To love Zipbares ? by my Father's Order,
And by the tendereft Inclination too.
Mitb. You ftrike me dead.

Sem. Oh, do but think, rriy Lord,
How wou'd Mankind : when. they fhall read my Story,
Tear all the Rolls, or

throw'

em to the Flame1-. !

Flow wou'd the weeping Maids Curfe my rer.iemberance,
Shou'd I for pride of Power, a Goldeu Prcmife,
A gaudy Nothing, prove ingrateful, perj'nr'd !
Leave all the goodnefs of the Eartn to languifh
And break for ever with his matchlcfs Virtue
Mitb. You have faid, and Icohfefs it to beHeavenly :

I know, and till I faw your Eyes,
'

I lov'd
The V irtue ofmy Son ; I lodg'd him near

My Heart, and fet him down my Succeffor;
But now, Oh hear, and wonder at your Power
Spight of his Noble AtTts,

tho'

to his Arm
I owe my Life,

tho'

juftice fpeaksfo loud,
And the foft Tongue of Nature pleads fo well
I hate him more than I did ever love him.

Sem. Alas ! wou'dT haddy'd whenfirft you ftw me

Mitb. Had he confpir'd my Death, ufurp'd my Throne
Perhaps I might have doom'd him to be flain,
Yet fure I fhou'd have wept to fee him die •

'

But now, fince he muft Ravifh that lov'd'G-m
I prize above the World, tearing yeu from me

Giving me twenty Deaths, and cutting through

My very Soul, fhou'd I my Empire give

To
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To buy his Fate, I'de think it vaftly fold.
Sem. Then blafted be the Form that Charra'd your Eyes.

His Fate ! Oh, Gods ! then you defign. his Death,
To reap the Bloody Harveft of his Life,
And, Atreus-like, to feed on your own Bowels ?

But know, proud Monarch, there are Powers who fee

And punifh Crimes like yours: Nor can I doubt

TBut they will fave from your moft Impious Rage

My poor lov'd Lord, the innocent Zipbares. SJVetping.

Mitb. Thofe Waters more inrage my Jealous Flame,
And thofe heard Sighs but fpread my Anger's Wings ;

Your Fatal Kindnefs haftens on his Death ;

And that untimely Doom which I forbore

To execute, feems neceffary now :

You give him all your Stock of richeft Love,
Your Tears, your longing Looks, your Smiles, your Groans,
And over-blefs him with your lavifh kindnefs ;
But niggardly to me, you will not fpare

A pitying Glance, one Pearly drop.to Ranfom
The Soul of this defpairiag Mithridates.

-Andravar, go, and bear the Prince to Prifon.

Sem. Stay, Andravar ; the King has call'd you back:
See, he repents : Nay, I muft hold yon then,
And, if you ftir, you take Semandra with you.

O, Mithridates I O ungrateful Prince!

What was it you did Order i But behold,
His Eyes areix'd*pon the Ground, he blufhes
To thiak he cou'd fo monftroufly Decree

To Murder the fweet hopes ofall hisKingdoms,
The Gods be prais'd for this Serene Repentance :

Yet, with the fright, I fear I fhall not fleep
Till Death does clofe my Eyes.

Mith. O rife, Semandra !

Sem. Never, I never will.
OH all you pitying Powers, will not my Cries

And piercing Woes move you to melt his Soul ?

Can you be deaf? Oh CruelMithridates !

Did you but know the workings you have made,

The heavy plight, the panting Paflions here,
If you had but a Grain of all thatWorld

Of Love, you fwore you had once for Semandra,

You cou'd not fee me thus : Mifery diftra&s

My Reafon ; fhou'd you turn to a new Rage,
( Which I muft fear, unlefs youVow tolave him )
I cou'd not bear it ; you fhoi'd feeme fall

Cold, pale, and with my Deaths Convulfions grafpiflg

Your water'd feet, but never more rife.
D Mitb.
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Mith. Give me your Beauteous Hand; Ifwear upon it.

By all thofe powers we worfhip, by our Self,
When e're Zipbares dies, Semandra kifis him ;

.

She fhall alone have Power to give him Death,
Or to recal his moft untimely Fate.

Enter Ziphares and Archilaus.

Thus dearly do 1 buy the Red Impreflion
Which my Lips make ; but take it, take it from me :

My Blood boils up again, my Spirits kindle,
That lovely Brand has lent my wifhes flame,
And I am loft again in vaft defire.

Ziph. Semandra \ Live ! once to fee thee more,
Tho in my Father's Arms? Tis Heav'n, to gaze

On thy alTaulted Honour ; thus to fee thee ;
Thus tempted from me with the Charms of

Empire,"

Yet not confenting ! No^ I'll not think the World,
Laid at thy Feet,
Cou'd win thy Faith !

Yet, O dread Sir, forgive me §

If that my boding Heart fufpefts you more
Than all that Heav'n cou'd fend down great and charming,,
Or Hell cou'd raife up horrid to deftroy me.
Mith. O Glory!

Arch. O, confider, Sir? on that;
Think how the Romans will defpife your Wars,
If Love now drive you-—

—Speak, my Lord : He yields,
Ziph. Oh, Royal Sir, or if the Name of Father

Can move you more, by that I will Conjure you;
By all the Charms of Stra'onke\ Eyes,

•

When firft they drew you to adore their luftre ;

By all the Pains you gave her when fhe b.. re

By all the Obedienc e I.have paid you long,
And by the Blood 1 yet intend to lofe

In your behalf: Oh grant me my Semandra.

_

Sem. Ev'n by the Paffion my unhappy Beauty
Firft kindled in you, but I hope is dying
Give me Ziphares, give him to my Longings.
Mith. 'Tis done-, the Conqueft is at laft obtained

And Manly Vii tue Lords it o're my Paffion :

ft fhall be fo- away, thou feebleGod,
I banilh thee my Bofom, hence I fay •.

Be gone, or 1 will tear the Strings that hold thee,
And ftab thee in my Heart. The Wars come on •

By Heav'n, I'll drown thy laughing Deity
In Blood, and drive thee with myBrandifh'dS wc*d

To



{f FQIn 1 ujS. 21

To Eo«?, 1 wiU, yes, to the Gapitol ;
There to refume thy Gcdhea4 once again,
And vaunt thy Majefty without controul;
Bat never Reign in Mithridates Soul.

Afth. O wonderful effe& of higheft Virtue !

O Conqueft, which deferves more Triumphs than

A hundred Victories in Battel gain'd.
,

Zipb. You muft, you fhall be now the Lord of Rome ;

Her Fate fhall bow beneath your awful Scepter.

O let me not enjoy the Life you prornis'd,
The vaft poffeffion of the rick Semandra,
If I ftrike not Rome's Eagles to the Earth,
Take the Imperial Standard, Chafe their Legions,
And bring in Triumph all their Leaders bound.

Mitb. Andravar, hafte, Proclaim throughout the City
My fon Zipbares General againft the Rowans. {.Exit Andrai".?.
Come to my breaft once more, my deareft Son ;
In Spight of Love, thou art again my Child :..

•

.

Thuswith a Father's bowels I receive thee.

Thus melting o're thee with the tendereft Nature,
I pray the Gods to Crown thy Youth with Glory.

Ziph. Oh Happinefs ! Oh Joy ! Oh blefled Tears

Reward this goodnefs, Heavn ; for Poor Zipbares

Is now fb loft, he knows not what to fay.

Let me devour your hands with filial dearnefs :

Were my whole Life to come one heap of Troubles,
The pleafure of this moment wou'd fuffice,
And fweeten all my griefs with its rememberance.

Sem. Oh happy hour ! if I not fet thee down,
The whiteft that the Eye of Time e're faw,
Let me ne're fmile when I remember thee,
Nor ev'n in wifhes offer at a Joy. ^Shouting mtUn.

Mitb. Hark, with loud Cryes the Soldiers fend their Joys :

Go then, with the beft Bleffings I can give thte,
Conducfmy chearful Subjects to the Field ;

Take all tfie fighing Virgins wifhes with thee,
Subdue the Conful, and receive Semandra.

Ziph. O do not doubt me, my moft Royal Lord 5

If now'l Conquer not, thus helpt, thus promis'd,
Thus Prais'<3, incourag'd, and thus over-bleft,
I am theMark, for all

The Synod of the Gods to fhoot their Fires at.

Mitb. Semandra, veil your Beauties from my Eyes •,

I wou'd not truft their Influence,
tho'

I thank

The Pow'rs above io ftrongiy Reinsmy Virtue,
I think I might, and fear not a ralapfe ;

In an Apartment, proper for your grief,
D 2 You
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You fhall be plac'd, till yours and my Zipbares

Return in Triumph i where no Eyes fhall fee

Your private Walks, nor mark your fecret. Sorrow:

1 thus divide you, -that your meeting may
Be yet more grateful. Hafte, my Son, to Battel :

Be fhort in parting, for there is no end

Of Lovei's Farewels. The Powers above preferve you,

[Exit Mith. with Pelop. and Andr.

Ziph. Farewel, Semandra; O, if my Father fhou'd
Fall back from Virtue, 'tis an impious thought,
Yet 1 muft ask you, cou'd you in my abfence,
Solicited by Power and Charming Empire,
And threatned too by Death, forget your Vows?
Cou'd you, I fay, abandon poor Zipbares,
Who midit ofWounds and Death wou'd think on you ;

And, whatfoe'er Calamity fhou'd come,
Wou'd keep hh Love facred to his Semandra,
Like Balm, to heal the heavieft Misfortune?

Sem. Your cruel Queftion tears my very Soul :

Ah, can you doubt me, Prince? A Faith, likemine,
The fofteft Paffion that e'er Woman wept ;
But as refolv'd as every Man cou'd boaft :

Alas, why will you then fufpeft my Truth ?
Yet fince it fhews the fearfulnefs of Love,
'Tis juft I fhou'd endeavour to convince you ;

Make bare your Sword, my Noble Father, draw.
Arch. What wou'd ft thou now?

Sem, I fwear upon it. Oh,
Be witnefs, Heav'n, and all avenging Power's,
Of the true Love I give the Prince Zipbares •

When I in thought forfake my plighted Faith,
Much lefs in Aft, for Empire change my Love';
May this keen Sword by my own Father's
Be guided to my Heart, rip Veins and Arteries,
And cut my faithlefs Limbs from this hack'd Body,
To feaft the Ravenous Birds, and Beafts of prey.
Arch Now, by my Sword, 'twas a good hearty with -,

And, if thou play'it him falfe, this faithful hand
As heartily fhall make thy wifhes good.
Ziph. O hear mine too. If e'er I fail in ought

That Love requires in ftrifteft, niceft kind •

May I not only be proclaim'd a Coward
But be indeed that moft detefted thin*/
May I, in this moft glorious War I make
Be beaten bafely, ev'n by GUbrio's

Slaves'

And for a Punifhment lofe both thefe Eyes •

Yet live and never more behold Semandra.
'

n-

*

{.irumffts.

Arch.
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r4nh. Come, nomore wifhing •, Hark, the Trumpets call.
Sem. Preferve him, Gods, preferve his Innocence j

The Nobleft Image of your perfeft felves :

Farewel j I'm loft in Tears/ Where are you Sir ?

Arch. He's gone. Away, my Lord, you'll never part.

Ziph. I go ; but muft turn back for one laft look :

Remember, O remember, dear Semandra,
That on thy Virtue all my Fortune hangs ;
Semandr* is the bus'nefs of theWar,
Semandra makes the Fight, draws every Sword :

Srtnandra founds the Trumpets ■, gives thtWord.
So theMoon Charms her watry World below ;

Wakes the ftill Seas, and makes 'em Ebb and Flow.

ACT III. SCENE I.

The Field.

Enter Ziphares blotdy,mtb Soldiers.

Ziph. j\ RE thefe, are thefe the Matters of the World ?

Jf\. O my brave Friends, how have you fought to Day /
You fought, as if you all had Miftreffes,
Who from fome Battelment beheld your Valour,
And from your Arms expeSed all their Fortune ;
Ob, had you heard 'em clap their

render bands,
Beat their white Breafts, and rend the wond'ring Heav'ns

With their fhrill cries, you cou'd not have done more ;
Your looks were Baphsks to Roman Blood,
Your very Breath was as the furious North,
And drove the Legions, like the Chaff, before you.

Nor was I iule ; witnefs theWounds I feel,
Tho'

GhMo, at diftance, fhun'd the force

Of my far darted Javelin, yet it ftruck
A Tribune down, and did not ufelefs fall.
What more remains, but that we hafte to meet

Vicforious Archilaus, plunder their Tents,
And loaded with the Lawrels we havewon,
March to Synode, Shouting all the way,

Long live the King of Kings, great Mithridates ?

Enter Archilaus, attended.

Arch. O Prince ! thou Life, thou Soul of all the Army,
Towhofe dear hand thrice 1 did owe my life,
When thrice this Day my Horfe was kill'd beneath niej
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O Renowtfd ipajf i this one Day of the Valour

Has drowtfd in dark OblivionallmyWats :

Like Time it felf thyGlo|y fhallma on,
Whilemine, my fifty Iron Years of

Battel,'

Lies fmeer'd In Daft, and moulder into Afhes;
Ziph. Yes, Father, now I cou'd grew Proud ofConqueft,

Since it muft give your Daughter to my Arms.
Methonght to day, when I had given the word,
Semandra, Viclory ckclar'd her felf
E're yet a Death by any Hand was given:

Ev'n now my blood more heats my Youthful Veins,
My Cheeks grow redder, with the expectation

Of Love's dear promisUJoys, than when I ftrove

In flame of fight, with all my toil upon me,
To cut my way, and win the famous Field.

Arch, Grant me, you Gods, before the Hand of Death
Comes like Eternal Night with her dark Wing,
To bar the comfortable light for ever

From thefe my Aged Eyes; O let me fee
A Grand-child ofmy Prince's Sacred Blood,
To call him mine, to feel him in my
To hear his Innocent talk, and fee him Smile,
While I tell Stories ofhis Father's Valour,
Which he in time muft learn to inf innate- :

Grant me but this, you Gods, and make an end,
Soort as you pleafe, of this old happy Man.
Ziph. \ feel a gladnefs lightning in my breaft,

The kindled joy difperfes quickly through me,
And fay's, e're yet the letting Sun has quench'd
His Love in his cold Miftrefs Bed,
Smandra fhall be mine ; ev'n all Semandra •

The thought is Extafie !. Thefe Arms fhall hold her
Faft to my throbbing Breaft ; thefe ravifh'd Eyes
S12^1!1.?^ V6 blind> with Iooking on her BluThes;
Thefe ftifling Lips fhall fmother all her Smiles
And follow her with fuch purfuit of Kiffes

'

That ev'n our Souls (hail loft themfelv's in pleafure
Arch. Firft, fend a FlyingMeflenger, with news

Of our great Victory.

Ziph. Zfbares felf
Muft be the Harbinger of his own joy :

I'll go with the beft-mounted Cavalry

'

While you behind conduft, on eafie March
The weary'd Army. Once more let me lock
My Father thus.
Arch. My Heart bodes Happinefe.
Zipb. T were Sin to doubt, fince Fortune had no hand

la
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In what our Swords by dint of'Valont won ;
She to the Bravewas ever a curft Foe;
But I at laft have bound her to my Chariot,
ByConquering Virtue to be drag!d along ;
And while her broken Wheel is. proudly born,
She fhall be forc'd our Triumph to adorn. [Exeuntfederal.

SCENE II.

The Palace-Garden.

Enter Pharnaces, and Andravar.

Andr. ^THHen there is hope, my Lord, th'unfetled King
X May yet

tttapfe,'
and fall to love again ?

Pbar. 'Tis certain that the end will Crown oiir wifhes ;
Late as I pry'd about Sem.'ndra\ Gardens,
Mad that our Plot a Ground, fb Plough'd to bear,
Shou'd yeild no Fruit, ftill thoughtful how toWork him,
And vncck for fume Accident to fit

Our pr.rpofe, and redeem theloft defign,
I ch.^cV. tofpy the fair Semandra fleeping;
But, in di?t pofture, fhe appear'd fo lovely,
Bold as I am, fhe Charnfd me into wonder:

But ftraight thy General came to refcue me,
Who took the hint immediately, and went
To fee the King.

Andr. I guefs the good defign,
To -draw him on to fee ourBeauteoasFoe,

Pbar. You have it ; and 'tis more than half effected.

I faw^em walk : Pelopidas, by his Action,
I know did kindle him with wondrous Praife,
But once to view the bright Semandra fleeping ;

But the King ftopt, as if he fear'd to go ;

Then-fide-long glanc'd,. and ftgh'd, and walk'd again.
Rubbing his hand up@ti his Face, to hide
The rifing Blufhes : But, behold 'em here !

Enter Mithridates, Pelopidas.

Mitb. What are her Charms to me ?

Pekp. vTis true, they are net.
And yet, methinks, the figWffl^ht drawdown>w?-«~—^

Yet^.I'dc not ask yog, for thtfw&hJ, to fee her ;
But
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But that I think you'reMatter of your protnife :

1 thought your G.od-like frame, your ftrcngth of mind

Not to be fhook, therefore I woo'd you, Sir,

Incuriofity, to See a Wonder;

But, if you doubt your felf.

Mith. I think I need not :

I think my virtue isrefolv'd ; but yet,
I fear, and therefore I will go no farther.

Pelop. 'Tis well refolv'd •

and yes, mithmks, 'twou'd
raife

Your pity, more than Love, to fee the Tears

Force through her fnowy lids their melting courfe,
To lodge themfelves on her red raurm'ring Lips

That talk fuch mournful things ; when ftraight a gale

Of ftarting Sighs carries thofe Pearls away,

As Dews by Winds, are wafted from the Flowers.

Mith. 'Tis wondrous pitiful; by Heav'n, it is !

I feel her forrow working here ; it calls

Fire to my Breaft, and Water to my Eyes,
And, ifldurft

Pelop. If you theleaft fufpeft

Your temper, if the fmalleft Breath of Love

But ftir your Heart ; let me Conjure you, Sir,
Not to go on: the dazling manner will
Difturb your quiet, and confound your Reafon.

Mitb. 'Twill be as well,
tho'

I believe no Power

Can change my virtue, yet 'twill be as well

If you relate exaftly what you faw.

Pelop. Behold her then upon a Flowry Bank3
With her foft Sorrows lull'd into aflumber,
The Summers heat had, to her natural blufh,
Added a brighter, and more tempting red ;

The Beauties of her Neck and naked Breafts,
Lifted by inward ftavts, did rife and fall
With motion that might put put a Soul in Statues :
The matchlefs whitenefs of her folded Arms,
That feem'd t'imbrace the Body whence they grew,
Fix'd me to gaze o'er all that Field of Love ?
While to my ravifh'd Eyes officious winds,

Waving her Robes, difplay'd fuch handfom Limbs,
As Artifts wou'd in polifh'd Marble give
The Wanton Goddefs, when fupinely laid
She Charms her GaHantGod to new enjoyment

Mitb. Something there is ftirs mightily in my Breaft;
Tis Pity, fure, it can be only Pity :

Who knows, but that her multiplying fears,
And cruel griefs, iD time may give her Death?
Twere moft urtnnaits therefore not to go,

And



And comfort her with praifes of 7ipbares ;
I'll tell her how he Conquers, how he comes

Triumphant from the Confute overthrow,
To take the nobleWreaths he has deferv'd,
Embraces from her Arms* Circlesmore rich
Than all the Crowns my fruitlefs Valour won.

Yet, ftay j I will not fpeak of him : 'Twere rude
*

To break her reft-, I'll fee her when fhe wakes.
Pelop. Then you dare truft^our heart ?

Mitb 'Tis fure I dare :

By Heav'n, my Friends, 1 dare : I feel fuch fbong
Collefted Manly Virtue, that I'll on.
Pelop. Oh, Sacred Sir, turnback; If conquer'd by

Her Beauties, you fhou'd love again, Ilcnow

Pelopidas muft bear the blame of all ;

Therefore, my Lord.

Mitb, Away •, by Heav'n, I'll go.
Pelop. Oh, 'tis impoffible, if once you lov'd

But you muft certainly relafpe :

Therefore your fearful Servant kneels and begs
You wou'd turn back : Alas, he's confcious now
What a grofs fault his foolifh tongue committed,
By tempting unawares your Reafon forth.
Mitb. I'll fee her 5 yes, it is refolv'd, I'll fee her,

With all that World ofCharms thou haft defcrib'd ;
Therefore arife, and lead the way.

Pelop. Alas,
My Lord, I fear you ; but it is your Pleafure,
And I'm your Slave.

Mttb. Reply not •, but obey. {Exeunt Mith. Pelop,
Pbar. I feel a pleafant expectation breeding;

His ftarts, his ftops : by Mars, he loves her ftill :

Joyn then themuch prevailing circumftance,
Of Time, and Place, the abfence ofmy Brother,
To make Guilt bold ; the lonenefs ofher Manfion :

Both ftrong Incentives to a violent Lover.

Andr. Then Love has bleft you on the other Hand,
Since, by our fubtile practices, we brought

Monima to difgrace ; with whom you may

Divert, till we have gain'd our full revenge.
I have the guard of her.

Pbar. I'm glad thou haft.

Then, to compleat the ruine of Ztpbaresy
I hear hisMother, fearful of th'Event

Of this longWar, andloving him as life,
With Pompey holds private Intelligence,
And has, to Rome, giv'n all thofe Caftles up,

«E Which
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Which fhe had charge of to preferve her Son.

Andr. This, when occafion calls, I'll aggravate,

To mad your Father more ! But fee, the General.

Enter Pelopidas.

Pelop. He's gone ; he's ruin'd ; quite tranfported with

The Extafie of love : I left him kneeling
Clofe to her fide, winding about h's Heart
Such Nets of Beauty, as muft hold him faft;
Therefore, when he approaches us for comfort,

Shewing his griefs, and feeking fhroudfor guilt,
Let us incourage, to our utmoft power,

What e'er his violent Love dares put in Ad.

InterMithridates.

Mith. Torment ofHeart! Oh, feeble Virtue ! Hence,
I blow thee from the Palace to the Cottage-,
To build in Hearts of Hinds, blefs their rude hands

With thy lean recompence of endlefs Labour :

For me, fince I have burft
th'

ungrateful Chain

That held me to thee like a fhackled Slave,
I will enjoy what e'er the Gods have given,
And furfeit on the Beauties of S;mandra.

Oh, my dear Son, my beft, my one Pharnaces •,

By Heav'n, thou never did'ft oppofe my pleafure,
As does Ziphares : But I'll caft him out,
That Bofom-Wo!f, who laps my deareft blood,
And lodge thee there ^ thou wjlt not rack me thus.

Pbar. The Gods forbid. But why, Sir, will you bear it?

Pelop. I cou'd not think you lov'd her at this rate ;
Therefore 1 hope forgotten Virtue yielded

To bolder pleaiure?, and you quench'd your fires.

Mitb. Drawn my refifllefs Love, I put one knee

To Earth, and gently bowing down my Head,
Firft took at dillance the fweet wafted breath ;
Which blew my Flames to fuch a raging height,
That (height I fell upon her Balmy Lips,
And glew'd my own fo fiercely? that fhe wak'd :

And, ftarting up, foon vanifh'd from my fight,
Leaving me dumb, pale, languifhing, and dying,
Rent with her Charms, diftracled with the rage
Of my defires, and torn with cruel Love.

Pelop. Why ftopt you there? I wou'd havefollow'd ^qr
Into her inmoft Clofet:, pardon me,
If I prove pafftonate to fee you thus :

Better
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Better 4million offach fjight-foal'd things

Were ravifh'd, maffacred, than Mithridates
Suffer one moments care.
Pbar. I have no patience.

By your great Glory, 'twas not J^fobly done :
l'th'

midft of groans, and.cries, and gufhing Tears
I wou'd have ravifh'd her • your Royal Hand,
Lock'd in her Amber-Hair, fhou'd then have forc'd hcr^
Who knows, but oppofition mounts the joy ?
Like that

.Athenian Tyrant, who ne'r took
His Barge for pleafure, but in highelt Storms*,
Then wou'd he ftand like Neptune on his Deck,
And laugh to fee the Dolphins back the billows.

And. Say but the word, I'll fetch her from the Altar
To your imbraces : Never did I fee
So ftrange an alteration ; your fierce Eye,
Which, Ike the Sun at Noon, none cou'd behold
But with a fnau-h of light, and then be dazled:

Now, Ike a cold and drouzy Winter's-Star,
Beai !> a oieak brightnefs. O decay of luftre !

Mitb. I am not as 1 was Ha! Whence this noife ? [Shoutmthin,

[Ex. Pelop. and Afldra.
Pbar. My Lord, this Paffion has unman'd you quite :

Foiteiti 1 cf ihe glorious Fields you won,
You loie jt ur dear-bought Honours in a Day^
And fell your Fame to your Ambitious Son.
1 ht Coward G/abrio, whom by flying Agents
I hear, in divers Skirmifhes he vanquifh'd,
Has iwell'a him fo, and blown him to that height,
He rides upon the fhoulders of his Army :

They heave nim as he were a God, in Air,
And Dance before him, fhouting in their Songs,
You are their Saturn, but the Prince their Jovey
All that their waneing Faith can give Ambition;
And he too laughs, to hear the thuad'riag Titles.

Mith. And, for a recompence, fhaU I beftow
Upon this Traytor, all I Love on Earth?

No, my Pbamaces, 1 have mark'd him dead,
If that Semandra?* lofs can bring hismine:
Not but the thought I go with fhews me juft
To what ftall appear : The Noble wile

Kills by her feeming Infidelity.
Monima too muft perifh for difhonour ;
But rather to make way for my newLove,
And fix the giddy People on ray fide; tSbom again.

Again thefe fhouts?

Pbar: I gucfs Zipbares comes.

E * Mjtk
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Miib. Down, ftrugling Nature ;
Die, die, thou Ravifher of my Repofc;
(Be ftrangled in me all remorft, all thoughts

Of pity -, yet I will be calray cruel ;

Nor fhall he find the depth of my Revenge.

Enter Andravar,

Andr. Your Son has Conquer'd, mightieft ofKings ;
But by a way fo infamoufly bafe,
1 fear my doom will fcarce be lefs than Death

For the Relation.

Mitb. Monftrous may it be :

For I fo hate him now, I with for Crimes

Of deepeft grain, for colour to his Fate.

Anir. His Royal Mother, the falfe Stratonice,
To whom you gave in Cuftody Inora,
The ftrongeft, richeft Fort of all the Eajr,
E're he with Glabrh joyn'd, to Rome did yield

Thatwondrous Mafs ofTreafbre, with her Honour.

Mitb Curft State of Monarchs ! Let the judging World
Now-

weigh our Pleafures, with our mightier troubles,
And find us happier than the reft ofMen I

Falfe Beauty, thou {halt die, thou bane of greatnefs •,

Or, If 1 cannot reach thy fickle being,
I'll punifh thee by ruining Zipbares.

Andr. This have I learnt by frequent Meffengers#
Who warrant with their lives, how by content
Glibrio but skirmiftVd with the Prince your Son,
And was by Stratomce brib'd befoie.

Mitb. Plots, Treafons, horrid black Confpiracies?

Mother and Son, Oh Parricides ! combine ;

But if you fcape me, may 1 fleep my Reign out.

Enter Pelopidas.

What fiys Pe!opidss ? What of Zipbares ?

Bring'ft thou more matter for my Curfes? Speak.

Pelop. He comes, my Lord, and with a Port fo Proud,
As if he had Subdu'd the fpacious World,
And all Syaope's Streets are fill'd with fuch

A glut of People, you wou'd think fome God

Had conquer'd in their Caufe, and they thus rank'd
That he might make his entrance on their Heads '.

While from the Scaffolds, Windows, tops ofHoufes,
Are caft fuch gaudy fhow'r* of Garlands down,
That ev'n theCroud appear like Conquerors,

And
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And the wholeCityfeems like one vaft Meadpw,
Set all with

F)oweYs,'

as a clearHeav'n with Stars.

JPflitk. Uhgreatful Slaves ! By Mars, wbeh I return'd,
Worn with the hardfhip of a ten-yeais War,
My Array's heavy gaited, bruis'd and hack'd,
With cutting Roman lives ;

They ne'er receiv'd me with a Pomp like this.

Pelop. Nay, as I heard, e'er he the City enter'd,
Your Subje&s lin'd the way for many furlongs •,

The very Trees bore Men : And, as our God,
When from the Portal of the Eaft he dawns,
Beholds a thoufand Birds upon the boughs,
To welcome him with all their warbliugThroats,
And prune their Feathers in his Golden Beams ;

So did your Subjects, in their gfudi'ft trim,
Upon the pendant branches fpeak his praile.

Mothers, who cover'd all the banks beneath,
Did rob the crying Infants of the Breaft,

Pointing Zipbares out to make 'em fmile ;
And climbingBoys flood on their Father's fhoulders,
Anfwering their fhouting Sires with tender cries,

To make the Confort up of general joy.

Mitb. What, wiHybu bear your part too? Oh the Gods.f

He is tranfported with the ample Theam,
And plays theOrator Plagues rot thy Tongue,
And blafted be the Lungs thatbreath'd his welcome \
Perifh the Bodies thatwent forth to meet him,
A prey for Worms to ftink in hollow ground.

O, Viper! Villain 1 not content to rake

My Love, but Life wilt thou unthrone me too ?

Shall Mithridates live to be Depos'd -,

A Stale, the Image of what once he was ;.

The very Ghoft of his departed Greatnefs ;

A thing for Slaves to be familiar with,
To gape, to nod, and fleep in my fcorn'd face ?

Awake, awake, thou fluggard Majefty,
Rouze the to Ac\ ;

tho'

all the-Elements,
Tho'

Heav'n and Hell, Subjects and Sons confpire

With Fate thy Empire's fall, oppofe their will '•

Dare to the laft, and be a Monarch ftill. [Exit,

Pelop. What think you now ?

Pbar. I think, for my Revenge,
For any Adt that witty horrpur asks,
Thou art an Inftrument foblack and fit,
The Furies joyn'd in Council cou'd not match thee

But fee, Zipbares comes :
'

With what a Train

Of Friefts/ nay* then theGod muft te Adored.
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lb? Scene being dram, reprefents Siphares'i 'triumph, wbtehsa

Street fullof Pageants, crouded with People, who fro a the Win.

dows fling down Garlands: Others dance before hm,n>hile the

Prieftsfing, Ziphares'i rafting under
a Canopy of State.

Zifb. Enough, my Friends, my Noble Countrymen,

I am indebted to your Bounties ever ;

But let me now Conjure you, ceafe the noife

Of your loud thanks, left we difturb the King :

We're neaunthe Palace, andmyboding Heart

Says he interprets rudely this our Triumph,
Which you, againft my will, have forc'd upon me ;

Therefore Zipbares begs you to retire.

By the fmall
Vi&ories my Arms have gain'd,

If you have any Love, as much you fhew,
Let me intieat you all, by that affection,
Ev'n now, upon

this inftant, to disband.

All. Long- live our King, and Noble PrinceZipbares.

[ExeuntfhQUti*£.

Thar. Welcome, Zipbares, welcome to Syn»pe;

Still, when Fate calls thee forth, may'ft thou return,
Thus fwell'd, thus Lord Triumphant o'er the Romans.

Ziph. Had 1 fnbdu'd the World, I fhou'd deteft

The Title of Triumpher, and fcarce think

That Man my Friend who praifes at yonr rate.

Pdop. Had not the monfter multitude receiv'd you,Sir,
With fuch a m®n(trous State, methinks,
L:ke Hercules, you fhou'd have flain the Hydra.

Andr. Heard you but, Sir, how with an hundred Mouths,
It worfhip'd, as you were already Crown'd :

Long-live our King, the Noble Prince Zipbares ?

Ziph. What, Villians ! Ha! Gods, have 1 flefli and bare it?

Tbarnaces, off ; by my juft wrath they die.
Exeunt Pel. andAndrJ

Thar. The King ! Remember how this Ragewill found.

Ziph. O the curft Traytors! Brother, beware of em*,
How e'er they crouch at prefent to your Foutune,
For I perceive your favour warm'd the Snakes
To ftir, they have no fence of gratitude :

I found 'em bafe, and therefore did difcard *em !

For which the Slaves have fworn memortal hate ;
But if I live, I'll crufh 'em.

Pbar. You'l to theKing ?

Ziph. I will. Methinks thismeeting was unlucky ;
My Heart mifgives me more, and higher beats
With ihislait heat, than all the toilof War ;

Perhaps,
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Perhaps they move the rtmg- but fure not much :

Or if they do,
tho'

our great Father frowns,
One fmile, one tear of joy from my Semandra

Will wafh the anger of the Gods away. [Exk

Pbar. Go, and theWelcome that I wifh atttend thee.

Of all my Elder Brothers, he remains
To crols my hopes, and bear me from the Crown :

Whom yet I doubt not, by my Engins help,
To burft in fuhder, and then gild my Brows,

Methinks I fhou'd become the Golden-Hoop.

That circles in one quarter of the Globe i

I have it juft ; my Scepter waving thus,.
The ftarting Princes run to clear my way*

Enter Mithridates, Semandra Pelopidas, Andravar, Guard*.

But hold, my Father comes, with fad Semandra !

Weep on ■. while I go laugh my cares away

With Monima who muft or yield or die. [E&

Mith, Has not the Traytorwon my Subjects hearts ?

Has not his Mother bafely too, betray'd me ?

Has he not dar'd to Triumph without leave?

Which, when my faithful'ft worthi'ft Councellors
Rebuk'd him for, with mild and gentle Language,
He redned with proud anger, drew his Sword ;

Then, like a monftrous Parricide came on
Here to my Palace, Heading the wild Croud.
So through the Bodies of my Friends to pafs,
Till with his barbarous hand he reach'd my Bofom.

Sent. 'Tis falfe •, 'tis all moft horrid Perjury ;
And the curs'd fpotted Souls of th.efe vile Tr:aytors

Shall burn or this beneath : I know they hate

The Gallant Prince, and now confpire againft him

With words made*up with all the blafts of Hell

They ftrike your Sacred Ears, bewitch your Senfes,
And with thofe Spells that foulefl Treafon hatcht,
Stagger your Royal Reafon. O yet hear me !

Mitb. From what I have decree'd,' no Charm, no Power,
No Eloquence •, not Mercy's, felf, adorned
In all Semandrah Beauties, in her tears,
Proftrate upon the Earth, and hanging on

My knees, nay dying with her grief, fl all move me.

Sem. I now believe you are not to be mov'd j
Therefore with my undaunted Innocence,
I ftand to hear the Doom youJ}a^e,decreed.

Mitb. If when Zipbares, at 'your firft appearance,
Runs to your Arms,, fir'd with expe&ea jpys,

Yes
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You thruft him not away and flight him ftrangely,

With all the marks of the moft proud difdain,
That a moft faithlefs and ambitious Woman

Cou'd fhew to gain the Empire of the World 'j.

He fhall be ftab'd, bemurder'd by my Guards,
Before your eyes

Smi. O, 'tis not poffible,

1 hat you can mean the dreadful thing you fprak :

You fpeak it but to try the poor Semandra.

Mitb. Mark me moft heedfully, for 'tis moft true,

And fooner fhall a dooming God recal

HisStyg'an Oath, than I renounce-my Vow:

He dies, I fay, if you receive him not

With all the coldnefs of a fair Apoftate,
Whole Chaltity the poyfon of fweet Power

Had brought to ruine, whofe protefted Faith

The Charms of Empire had quite turn'd to Air.

Sem. Gods, do you hear the Tyrant ?

Mith. Do you hear me ?

If to your words which muft make plain your falfhood,
Your looks fhou'd give the Lye, by amorous glances,
And languifhings, for Lovers eyes will talk ;

Or, as you fpeak your hate, mixt figns arife,
Or faultring fpeech, or any other mark,
To fhew that you are forc'd to what you fay -,

Then, from the place where I fhall Hand conceal'd,
I'll give the Signal to my wating Guards,
Who in a moment fhall deftroy your Lover,
When all your tears and fighs fhall not recal him.

Sem. I'll die I'll die, tenthoufand deaths I'll die,
Rather than meet him thus ; What, after all
The dreadful Imprecations that I made him,
And fwore upon my Father's Sword, a Faith,
A fpotlefs Love, for ever to endure

•

Shall I abjure my Oaths, and to his face

Protefta falfehood, and belye my heart?
Mi b. Take your own courfe ; I have fworn.
Sem. O Tyranny !

What, fhall 1 meet him after all his hardfhips,
After the heats, and colds,- and fmarting wounds,
Which for my fake he partly endur'd,
Still chearing up himfelf, that after all
The blood he loft, he fhou'd enjoy Semandra,
His gentle Miftrefs one day fhou'd reward him
For the long mifchiefsof a cruel War ?
Mith. 1 have not leifure now to hear complaints •

Either refolve t'obey, and fpeedily,
Or
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Oiyou and 1 muft never fee him more.

Sem. Stay; Royal Sir, comeback: Ne'er feehim more!

And if I die, rather than fee him thus,
Will you not fave his life ?
Mitb. YourDeath, Semandra I

The very mention haftens on his Fate.

Sem. Alas, alas ! I fear^ if 1 but look
As if I knew him not, or had forgot him,
So nice and tender is his Love,
So foft his Difpofition, 'twill be Fatal.
Mitb. Than, you refolve hisDeath ?

Sem. It cannot be,
No, I will fee him,

tho'

I muft be cruel j
But bate a little of your Impofition :

An unkind wordwill kill the poor Zipbares,
As fure as all the hate which you injoyn me.

Enter Ifmenes.

Fidel The Prince Zipbares begs admittance of

Your Majefty.

Mith. You muft retire, Semandra.

Sem. OTorment ! Oh theRacksofLovediftreft

Like mine ! Of Paffion at a lofs likemine !

Help me, youGods, or I fhall faint with bearing: [Exit.

Mith. Call in the Prince What, Nature yet again?

I charge thee trouble my report no more.

tnter Ziphares.

Z'rpb. 'Tis well, you Powers that pry into our Hearts,
Well have I loft my deareftblood in Battel,
Siace oace again I fee ray Royal Father.

Mith. Zipbares, rife I hear you have fought well;
Too well perhaps forMithridates peace :

You Triumph too, I hear.

Ziph. Alas, my Lord,
I fear Pelopiias and Andravar

Have been too bufie with your Ear.

By my beft hopes, by your moft Sacred Life,
I wou'd not Triumph till yourOrders came ;

At leaft, they toldme, that they came from you •

if they were
falfe,——i—

Mitb. They were your Friendswho brought

Thofe Orders ; therefore joa are not in fault,
Nor ought you Ihare the Grimes of Stratonke1.

Zitk. Of Stratmte ! Ah, what has fhe dose ?

f Ah,
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Ah, Sir, what Villain has traduc'd my Mother?

Give me to know

Mith. Perhaps you're ignorant :

Wou'd I had been fo too j but to the purpofe.

I promis'd, when the Conjul was o'ercome,

To give Semandra to you : —■- Seem not fad,
You love your Father well ; but, Prince, I know

Your Paffion for Semandra is the higheft :

I'll fend her to you, if you pleafe, retain her.

Ziph. Is this then thy reward ; unneceffary Virtue?

Why do we wear thee thus, to our undoing ?

O inaufpicious Stars ! thy Father hates thee,

Becaufe thou art too good ! Went it not fo ?

I fought too well ! His Eye difdain'd me too,

And held my High Defart at hateful diftance ;

But let it be, there's fatisfadtion ftill

In Innocence: And confcious Glory tells me,

My Griefs fhall fly,, like Clouds, before Semandra.

Enter Semandra.

. Bat fee, the Sun that drives em ! O my Star !

Thou Day, that gild'ft my little world of comfort,.
Give me thy warmth * let the, upon thy Bofom,
Breath all my Victories. Alas, the King,
My cruel Father, Ha! what now, Semandra?.

Not fly into my Arms ! O all you Pow'rs

That Nurs'd our tender Loves, fhe turns away !
Haft thou too caught the coldnefs of my Father ?

Clear me, you Gods, and fix my Underftanding
To this one view, left I miftake all meafure,
And run to madnefs. What, not look upon me?

By Heav'n, if thus, if thus I fhou'd behold thee,
Tho'

in aDream, 'twou'd make me with to fleep for ever.
O my dear Life ! thou fhalt not hide thy kindnefs -T
But to diflemble thus a moment longer,
Wou'd quite deftroy the Paffionate Zipbares.
I'll force thy hand thus, to my trembling Lips.
Sem. The Kifs you ravifh, Prince, is dangerous

r

And let me now Conjure you, by your Love,
If you can love after what I enjoyn you,
Upon your life, offer the like no more.
Ziph. O Man me, Reafon, with thy utmoft force ;

Or Paffion with the dreadful ftarts it makes
Will foon Divorce my Soul from this weak Body.
What haft thou laid? And, A'h ! What have t Heard ?

Fair cruel fakhlefs, for the Blood I loft,
Doft



Doft thou thus meet me ? Raife my Eyes from Earth;
And tell me, Have I, Ah, ^have I deferv'd
This ufagefrom my dear ador'd Semandra?

Sem. Yoa deferve all things ; but you muft not ask

My Love, unlefs you wifh me moft unhappy ?

Zipb. 6, you good Gods ! Is it then come to this ?

Shall I, fhall I—*-—tout fpeak it once again,

Unhappy ! didft thou, coud'ft thou fay unhappy ?

Sem. I'de have you ftriVe, my Lord, to love me lefs.
Ziph. If you wou'd have it fo, be witnefs, Heav'n,

If for your quiet you injoyn me this,
I'll ftrive; but (oh!) 'tismoft imparable :

Ah, may I not prefume to ask, if this
The reafon be why I fhou'd love you lefs,
That the too happy Kingmay love you more ? «?

Your filence does confirm Zipbares loft :

And all that I cou'd fear is come upon me.

Ah, Barbarous King ! I'll bear thy Bonds no longer ;
But caft of Duty, as thou haft all Love,
Thou bloodyAuthor of this wretched Being.

Tyrant

Sem. Take heed, Zipbares, how youwrong your Father i
I've heard you give another Character,
So diff'rent from this laft, ofMithridates,
Methinks you fcarce appear the fame Zipbaies
Whom once I knew.

Zipb. It is moft fure I do not •,

But to convincememore, quite to compleat

The cruel fum of all my defperate woes,
And fink me ever •, what, Madam, have you heard
Me fay? or, rather, whatis't you would fay
In ill-time prais'd, of this inhumane Father?

Sem. Have I nor. heard you fpeak the tender'ft things,
How, but for forne few faults, fofmall, that fcarce
The Eye of Envy or of Hate cou'd find 'em,
He wou'd be perfeA as the Gods themfelves ?

A King fo awful, that the Romans fear'd him ?

A King fo merciful, Barbarians lov'd him?
A King
Ziph. No more j I am confirm'd : She's left :

The King ! fhe's gone ; the Beauty of the Earth?
All that in Woman cou'd be yirtue calPd

Is loft.

Corrupted are her Noble Faculties,
The temper of her Soul is quite infe&ed*
Inconftancy, the Plague that firft or laft
Taints the whol^ Sex, the catching Coutt-difeaf^

E 2 Has
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Has fpofted all her white, her
VirgraBeaut&sj-

Sem. You thinkme falfe Ah, 'tis but juft you fhou d :

But, Prince, Ifwear, I am
not what you think me;

Yet never can be yours.

Ziph. O Confufion !

Never ! O horror ! never can be yours !

Thoutear'ft my
heart.' Call back thofedreadful word*

;-

Tho'
thou art going, yet

thou art not gone :

Ah, e'er it be too late, behold me gafping.

Come to my Arms 4 Oh, leave me not for ever
:

Fall on my Bofom, I'll forget thy weaknefs ;

Try to deceive my felf with fpebious Reafotis,
Never upbraid thee that thcu oncewert falfe

But with my tears wafh all thy ftains away. (Counfel,
Sem. Siucetears(Ohelp me Heav'n !) are vain, take, take my.

Chear your fad heart, and Grieve, O grieve no more.

Ziph. Then thou art loft ? refolv'd uponmy ruine ?

Sem. Your Life's too precious : I refolve agairift it !

Nor for ten thoufand Worlds What was I faying ?. —~*~[Afie;&.

What fhall I% ? Live, live, thou loft Zipbares.
Zipb. No, thou perfidious Maid, thou wretched Beauty,

Zipbares loves thee ftill ; fowell he loves thee

That he will die, to rid thee of a Torment.

Where are thy Vows ? O think upon thy Father,
How this will cut him, this thy cruel Change,
And break his aged heart: Or e'er he dies,
Think, if this kindled rage fhould execute

What he has fworn, to hack thy beauteous Limbs,
Tear thy falfe flefh into a thoufand pieces.

Sem. If thatwere all my fear l

Ziph. What, hardned ! Oh my Stars!

So quickly perfeft in the curfed Trade ?
-

I fhall go mad with the Imagination,
O heart !

tho'

Heav'n had op'd the pregnant Clouds,
And teem'd with all the never-erring Gods,
To fwear on Earth Semandra had been falfe,
Semandra had been falfe to her Zipbares,
I wou'd not have believ'd .

Sem. I cannot hear this grief, nor muft I cure it. >
Farewel— O Prince inftruCt me, Heav'n to fave him.

^Afide.

Ziph, Stay thee; there's fomething e'er we part for ever,
That f wou'd fpeak if I cou'd make it way.

Sem. Speak then, and fpeak the mournful'ft things you can
To break both hearts.

Z ph. Thou haft undone me <, like a Silvet-Froft
Thou com'ft upon the Flower of all my Youth
To nip the tender Bud, and blaft my Glory.-

'

Yet



Yet I will live, Semandra, \ will live,
To fave thee from thy Father's cruel Rage ;

For, wicked as thou art, with grief, I feel

\My Soul looks after thee and feeks thy fafety.
Sem. I fhall not hold -, I feel the climbing grief: ■>

My Eyes grow full, arid I (hall give him Death. sAfde.

•Ziph. Farewel, Thus, kneeling at thy feet, I pour
Thefe parting Tears-, and rare the happy King,
In pity will allow this dying Kift,
Which my could Lips on thy Faithlefs Hand.

Oh, all my Vows, for ever hear 1 leave youj

And, -fince we never, never muft behold
Each other more, I'll breath 'em once again:

Farewel Semandra. O, thou'lt never find,
In -<P thy f;arch of Love, a heart like mine.
On

••

mor'f Farewel for ever, falfe Semandra.

What ? ye jgain thy Name? Will mycharm'd Tongue

Sound nothu.g fat Semandra ? Oh, Semandra! {Exit,

EnterMithridates, mtb Priejls,

Sem. The cruel Task is done 5 and I can hold

No longer !—

Mitb. Ccrr c back i<;jfl<M(/r4,Eropire,Empire calls thee,
Op'n thy Eyes to meet thy coming Glery !

Sem. O Barb'rous Prince, may I not die in quiet ?

Mtb. Talk not ofdyingi

See this Holy Man

Sem. Holy, Prophane,
All things are now alike to my diftra&ion.

Mitb. He inftantly fhall joyn your hand withmine.

Sem. What means the Tyrant?

Mith. You are now our Queen.

Sem. Firft letme feek a Dragon in his Den ;

Imbrace an Afpk, curl with Bafilish,

E'er I give up this Body, this poor Beauty,
To any but my Lord, the wrong'd Zipbares,

Mitb. I guefs you wou'd not by your free Confent ;

But I fhall force, if.you refufe to yield :

Thi^moment Iwill take you in my Chariot,
Streightto theTemple, and »publickWed you j
Tho'

you refufe to joyn in Ceremony,

Inftead of Sacred words venting loud Curfes,

'Twill not avail •, for when the
Myftery's done,

I'll bear you back, and as my .Queen enjoy you.

%em. 1 will be
dragg'd- die ftifled witb my grief.

Mitb. You have theWill, bat not the Power to die.
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Sim. None ! is there none ? No pityisg'Gbd awake ?

And are your Priefts Confederate in my ruine^

They fure will tell you of your Tyranny,
And fear too much the anger of theHeav'ns,
To force a helplcfs Virgin : They will fpeak
Your Crime abroad ; will you not, Holy Men?

Mitb. Let me but hear the Holieft of 'em cro'fs me,

By Heav'n, he fhall go Sacrifice beneath :

Therefore away, Prieft, forward to the Temple.
Sem. Help, help, you Gods.

Mitb. All thought of help is vain.

Give me your Beauteous Hand, and willingly,
Or here are Arms to bear you.

Sem. Let 'em be ;
Call all your Armies hither to your aid,
I will not ftir, nor give this trembling Hand
To gain an Empire : Thus, to

th'

Earth, I'll grow
One piece, O, root me here, fome pitying God,
And let me lofe my being, toefcape him.
Mith. Andravar, raife her gently from theGround : [They tale

Take help, and bring her foftly to my chariot. her in their Arms,
Sem. Stay, Mithridates ; hear me but one word ;

One moments ftay -. Ev'n Malefactors are
Allow'd to fpeak before their Execution ;
And fhall not I I, whom am Innocent ?
'Tis not to thee, but to theGods, I bow :

Behold •, but fee, from you,from you they take me :

O fave me thus by cruel Men betray'd ;
Revenge your felves, and right a Ravifh'd Maid.

ACT IV- SCENE I.

Mithridates imcompafi'd mtb the Gbofts of his Sons, wfo fet
Daggars to bis Breaft, and vanifb.

W
HatHo! Pdopidasl Why, AndHtvar\
Halte ta my help.

Enter Pelopidas, Andraver.
Pelop. What wou'd your Majefty ?

^cVeaceThad
^V™* ne'er exP^on Earth,c i eace 1 had. Come nearer. Oh, my Friends

* *m did e er forefhew a Doom in fleep,

Mine



Mine is at hand. Ljftiigh^ y^u, welbcemember^
I bore ^^4»e/f4fromtheiTrl(updr.'ing Gods,
Who fliook the deep -Ijofindatjoasof; the Temple,
With the report of Wrath Divine ; yet, I,
Thisdefperatewretch,throughftreetsof fire,did bear her
Back, in a Swoon, to my moft inward Clofet
But there you leftvme, left me. to the rage- ,

Of monftrous Love, Which, inthe raidft of faintings,
With Tranfports yet unheard of, fore'd a joy,
Whofe momentary pleafures will heap on me

Whole Worlds of Furies, Hells of (cndlefsHon dt ;
Pelop. But, Sir, the Dream thatmay divert your cares,
Mitb. Divert 'em ! Rather let gather all my courage.

To Bulwark in my Soul. O plant me round

With your kind Bodies ; blunt, if poffible,
Heav'ns whetted vengance, while I tell the Vifion.
After the dreadful Extafie was over,
The ravifh'd Maid, half-dead with fhrieking prayers,,
Burft, at the laft, from my relentingArms, .

Ran to my Sword, of which when I difarm'd her,
She fled the Room, with cries like one diftradfed,
Preft with Remorfe, I refted onjny.Couch,
And flept -, but ho, a Dream fo full of terrour,
The pale, the trembling mid-night Ravifher

Ne'er faw, when cold Lucretid's Mourning-Shadow

His Curtains drew, and lafh'd him in the eyes,
With her bright Treffes, dabled in her blood.

Pelop. I have heard of Dreams that prov'd Ominous ;
But I cou'd never fix my Faith on Fancies.,

Mitb. Methonght, by Heav'nly Order i was doom'd,
To feekmy Fate alike in

th'

otherWorld :

Streight, like a Feather, I was born by Winds,
To a fteep Promontory's top, from whence

1 faw the veryMouth of op'ning Hell ;

Shooting fo faft through the void Caves of night,
I had not time to ponder of my paffage.

I fhot the Lake of Oaths, where Fleeting Ghofts.
VVhofe Bodieswere unbury'd, beg'd for waftage :

Then was I thrown down the InfernalCourts,
Infinite fathom, till I foar'd again
To the bright Heav'nly Plains, the happy Fields.
Andr. I wonder, that the brittle thred of thought

Shou'd hold in fuch a maze

Mith, Oh^ now it comes.

After that.Heav'nly SoimdsibadCharm'd my Ears,,
Methought I faw the Spirits of my Sons,
Slain by my jealoufie of there Ambition^

VVi»
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Whofhriek'd, He's come!
Our cruelather's come !

Arm, arm, theycry'd,
through all

th'

enamelld Grove.

Streight had their cries alarm'd the
wounded Holt

Of all thofe Romans, MafTaered in Afta ;

I heard the empty clanck of their thin Arms,

And tender voices cry Lead, Pompey, lead.

Streight they came on, with Chariots,
Horfe agd Foot.

When I had leifure to difcern their Chief,

Methought that Pompey was my
San Zipbares :

Who c ift his dreadful Pile, and
pierc'd my heart :

Then fuch a din of Death, Swords, Spears, and Javelins,

Clatter'd about me, that I
wak'd with terror,

And found my felf extended on
the Eloor.

Enter Pharnaces;

Phar. Arm, arm, great Mithridates, the bigWar

Comes with vaft leaps, boundingo'er all the Eaft,
Which crouches to the torrent : Pompey comes -,

Pompey the Great, faluted Emperour,

And, for fome years, deftin'd to govern all

The Italian Arms, with fuch full Commiffibn,
As yet was never granted to a Roman.

Pompey, fo young, fo foft, in fhining Courts,
That all the Roman Ladles languifh for him:

Pompey, fo fierce in Camps, fo brave in Fields,
The very Boys, like Cupids, dreft in Arms,
Clap their young harnnefs'd thighs, and truftto Batetl:

Pompey, Rome's Darling, and Fame's Eldeft Son,
Proclaims with Mithridates mortalWar.

Mitb. Were all well here, what Force, what Roman ArmsJ
What General, Marchingat theHead ofMillions,
Cou'd daunt the bold, the forward Mithridates ?

But here, Pharnaces, in my guilty Bofom,
The fatal Foe does undermine me quite •

Black Legions are my thoughts^ not Pompey, but
Zipbares comes, with all his wrongs, for Arms,
Like the Lieutenant of the Gods, againft me :
Semandra too, like bleeding Vidoty,
Stands on his fide, and cries out kill, kill, kill
That curfed Parricide, that Ravifher,
Oh, Heav'n, fuftain me, or I fhall go mad.

My ugly guilt flies in my concious face.
And lam vanquifh'd, flain with Bofom war;

Pbar. 'Tis much beneath your Majefty, to alarm
your felf with fears.

Mith. Pharnms* thou'rt ignorant J

I tell
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I tell thee, Boy, remorfe and upftai t fear
OpprefTes me, in fpightof all my knowledge jTho'

none of thofe that boaft Philofophy
Has made a deeper fearch inNature'sWomb

Than I •, (the mid-nightMoon has fecnmy watchings)
I tell thee, none can name her infinite feeds
Like me ; nor better know her fparks of light,
Thofe Gems that fhine in the Blew-Ring of Heav'n ;
None knows more Reafons for, or againft yon firft
Bright Caufe, can talk of accidents

Aboveme : Yet I'll tell thee, once again,
There is a Thorn, caft'd Conscience, makes its way
Through all the Fence of Pleafure, fortify'd
With Reafons, that this lllrfeem'd good to me,
And flings thy guilty Father to the Soul.

Pelop. After the fiercenefs of common pleafure,
A fudden heavinefs is natural.

Andr. Not but the fading Spirits will revive.

Mitb. Never, oh never : Nor did 1 enjoy
Expe&ed pleafure,

tho'

thefe hands did hold,
All night, her panting Beauties to my Breaft ;

But, oh ! whatjoy, what pleafure, what content,
Cou'dmy griev'd heart receive in ravifh'd kindnefs !

Her lips, which if Ziplxtres had been there,
Wou'd fure have fhot their gieamy warmth at diftance,
Were cold to me, as Odours are in Fioft :

Her face, like weeping Marble, damp'd my flames s

And, as I drew her trembling to my Arms,
She fainted ftill, and woo'd me with fuch wailings,
Such languifhings, and broken fighs, to leave her ;

That, had not more than raonftrous appetite

Tranfported me, theRofehad been unbiafted.

Phar.You thinkofher toomuch -. The Sex ofWomen,
The ravifh'd Beauties of the Earth together,
Deferve not half the grief that clouds your Brow.

Pelop. Your Subjectswant you, to defend their lives ;
Each Citizen, in Armour clad., defends
His Houfhould-Gods, ftanding to guard his door,
And cries, A Leader ! Let us to the Wart.

Mith. The Thunderbolt of Methridates battel,
That tore the RomanBanners, now is loft

My Arm, my Arm, ev'n my Right Arm is loft.

Nor will my Trumpet! found without Zipbares ;

His breath was as the Air, to all the Army ;
His Face was as the Sun, in depth of Winter ;

And made cold Cowards blufh away their fears ;

But he is fct, for ever fet in forrow.
G Arch.
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Andr. Your Majefty is, of your felf, fufficient

To Head your eager Troops ; or brave Pbarnace

Stand forth, to fill Zipbares empty place.

Pelop. Zipbares ftill your R.oyal Favour had,
To improve himfelf in Arms, againft the Romans -,

Whils, in inglorious Fields, Pharnaces ft rove

Amongft Barbarians, to get a Name :

And tho', perhaps, he greater pains imploy'd j

!u rooting up fuch Rubbifh of the Earth,
Than

th'

other did in felling the tall Trees ;
Yet this was paid with Labour, that with Praife.
Mitb. Peace, Villains ; peace, confpiring Sycophants:

Now, by the Gods, my Eyes are half unfeaFdj

But, if the thought that kindles in my Breaft

Finds proper fuel to increafe my Fire,
k fhall confume yon, Traytors ; if 1 find

( Which 1 begin to do) that you have play'd
The Villain, AnA-avar, or thou, Pehpidas,
And laid Semandra's Beauty as a fnare
To citch Zipbares life, (Oh, all the) Gods >.

And ruine me, by placing of the Bait :
Mark me, if ought of this, if any fhadow

Appear, that you confpir'd to betray me j
I'll heap fuch horrours on your frighted Souls,
That you fhall call your Brother-Devils up,
To fnatch you hence, rather than ftand my'fury.
Peloc Why fhould your Majefty fufpeft your Servants?
Mitb. Becaufe thou did'ft foment my Fatal Paffion i

And when I view thee well, my Genius bids
Beware of thee

Tho'

thy moft fubtil Devil
Has wrought me ftill toMen to thy lies

•

Thou art, methinks, malicioufly contriv'd,
And halt, if ever yet a Villain had,
The Face of a moft fubtil working Slave.
AnJr.Wc have donenought

.butwhat

Did warrant : If you lov'd, fhou'd we ri.buke it*

Or dorft wc think to quench a Fire, which vou
Refolv'd fhou'd burn ?

Y

Mitb. Yes, Traytors i yes •

you ought
When you had ften me going, to have front me •

My ftroglmg Virtue might, with feme Affiftahce
Have caft the Venom of my Paffion up

•

'

But with your poyfonous Breath you made it ra°e,Till I ms fie to rum poor Semandra.
° '

Enter
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Enter Semandra.

But, Oh f behold the Innocence I wrong'd
Sem. What, doft thou ftart? Oh Heavens! Stmmdra frights him '

Why, what a Monfter then muft I appear,
6

VVhofe form can fhake thebloody Mithridates !
"Tis fure, thou haft undone this helplefs Creature, VlVe t)'n
And tufn'd to mortal palenefs all her Beauties •,

'^'

Thou haft made her hate the Day which once adorn'd

Her op'ning Sweets : Howwretched haft thou mademe !

Yet, Qh my Soul, thou inward Knowledge, fpeak
How much I'hate this violated Shrine.

Mith. Wretched Semandra!

Sem, Doft thou pity me ?

Is the long Line of my Eternal grief

Of fuch a Charming force, that it can fetch
Tears from that Rock ? Ah, moft unheai'd of forrow I
Doft thou repent ? Or are they but reign'd Tears ?'.

What e'er they are, thou fhduld'ii have thoughtbefore,
The cruel confequence of this dark deed ;

VV hen I was heav'd in Air, and with my cries
Pierc'd the deaf Heav'ns, and call'd to Bheefbr mercy
Then had'ft thou thus diflblv'd, 1 fhotfd have bleft thee :

But now, thy black Repentance comes too late.

What, Ah! what fatisfa&ion canft thoumake?

Mith InftruA me.

Sem. No : There is inNature none -,

Since I can never be Zipbares Bride.

For if thou fhou'dft confent to make us One,
And Heav'n fhou'd Warrant it ; nay,

tho'

Zipbares

Extravagantly fhou'd confent to take me,
/

Ah, cou'd I meet thofe dear, thofe faithful Arms,
Which yet, in fleep, ne'er touch'd a breaft but mines
Thus wrong'd -

and thus defil'd, thus nothing left
Of his Semandra, but her fpotkfsrnind !

This is too much to think. Ah, Cruel
King.'

Now I cou'd curfe, now I coy'd tear my felf,
Now 1 cou'd weep, asif it 'twere pofllble

To wafh my ftains out ! Tell me, O you Powers,
For I'll be calm, Was.l notworth your care?

And why, you Gods, was Virtue made toTuffer ?
Unlefs thisWorld be but as Fire, to purge

Her drofs that She maymount.and be a Star.

Were this but certain ; Ah there's nothing fure,
But my irrecoverable Fate ; undone Semandra

!■——*

This, this is certain. Death with lofs of Honcur. ZExi*.

G 2 Mitb,
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Mitb. Farewel, Semandra, thou moft wrong'd of
Women.

But I'll this inftant go to Monima,
And if I find what Ifufpedt -, Pbarnaces,
I'll cut thee off as an infe&ious limb :

And, for thofe Villains, I fhall quickly know

The wrong fhe has had ;
whofe accus'd innocence

If your foul words have fully'd with black flander,
Think not to fcape, for fhou'd you ride on Charms,
Take Winds to bear you, or the Lightning's fpeed,
With panting horrour to the brink of Hell,
I'd fweep you from the Verge to flames beneath,
And fink your Villanieswith weighty death.

Pbar. Firft, fink your felf, your Crown and Love together.

Pelopidas, this comes of your cool counfel :

Had I been heard, Mmimia had been gone

By this ; enjoy'd, and Crown'd my Royal Bride,
And we receiv'd, as Conqueroars by the Romans.
Haft thou not heard, how when Tygranes came,
And caft his Diadem at Pompey's feet,
He call'd himKing, and rais'd him by that Name
To fit as Equal to the Reman Conful ?

By all theGods, I will not ftay a moment,
But take immediately my flight; except
You fwear to fide with Rome, call Pompey hither,
And hafte with all the Forces we can make,
To joyn his Army, and betray my Father.

Pelop. A fudden thought of lucky mifchief comes -,
Old Arcbilaus is arriv'd, but left

The labour'd Army fome few furlongs hence •,
You know the violent love the Souldiers bear
The Prince your Brother ; and we know too well,
And fo do all themurmuring Citizens,
How cruelly your Father lately us'd him :

But that great Mole, theMultiude ne'er fees
Who works their Prince, but ftill take all on truft •

Therefore I inftantly will fpread amongft 'em
How Arcbilaus was Confpirator
Againft the Prince, and finding more advantage
To have the King hisSon-in-Law, by Letters
Bafely compell'd his Daughter to theMarriage.
Pbar. Millions to one but this will fet 'em on

To tearcurft Archilam likemad Dogs.
Befides I find, by frequent murmurs, how
His Subjects are quice t.i

'

1 with leng; V. of War i
And, but laft niglu, I '•

-v no lefs than twelve,
All Captains., who : ^ take the part
pi Fei*psy: :-n: i,..-.

_ -n head 'em.
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Andr. Purfue the Treafon, and be fure it cool not j

While I, with Tryphon batten to the Array ;
A Prieft will colour well our Enter prife.
There will we give out all that Treachery
Can raife to fire 'em ; how the King has doom'd
The Prince to Death, having firft ravifh'd from him
The fair Semandra, for whofe fake he dies.

Pbar. While I immediately to Pompey fend,
Who comes, I hear, on hafty march, to fight
Our Army, and befiege us in our Walls.

Pelop. Thus fhall the Prince and I rule aU within ;
And you, with theHigh-Prieft my Brother, play
Your Parts without.

Phar. I long to be in Aftion :

And fure Romtmuft, for the great overthrow,
Give me my Father'sCrowns ; which gratitude

Shall diftribute to both your utmoft wifhes.

Pelop. Wemuft not doubt your bounty—-But away.

Enter
.Ziphares,

with Ifmenes, at diftancc.

Your melancholy Brother may o'er-hear us.

lEx. Phar. Pelop. Andr:

Zipb. Oh, my hard Fate I why did I trufi her ever ?
What Story is not full of Womans falfhood !

The Sex is all a Sea ofwide deftrudtion :

We are thevent'rous Barks that leave our home,
For thofe fure dangers which their fmiles conceal :

At firft, they draw us in with flatt'ring looks
Of Summer-Calms, and a foft~gale of Sighs :

Sometimes, Ike Syrens, charm us with their Songs,
Dance on theWaves, and fhew their golden Locks:

But when theTempeft comes, then, then they leave us,
Or rather help the new Calamity,
And the whole ftorm is one injurious Woman.

TheLightning, follow'dwith a Thunder-bolt,
IsMarble-hearted Women; All the Shelves,
The faithlefsWinds, blind Rocks, and finking Sands,
AreWomen all ; the wracks of Wretched Men.

Prithee, Ifmenes, while I lay me here,
Charmme with fome fad Song into a{lumber.

SONG.
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SONG; by Sir dfrSrocp.

i

ONe Night, when allthe Villageflept

Myrtillo'ipi difpair,
Thewandring Shepherd waking kept.
To tell the Woods his care.

Begone, faid be, fond thought, begone ;

Eyes, givsyour farrows o'er;

Why fh)u'd you waft your Tears for one

rIhat thinks on you no more ?

1

Ttt all the Birds, th
*

Flocks, and Pon-'TJ,
That diveU within this Grrve,

Can tell how mimy t-nder hours

We here have paf'd vi Edve-i
Tin Stars above (my cruel Foes)
Have heard bow Jhs bis.fivorn

A thoufand times, thit hies to thofe,
Her F:ame fhou'd ncv r burn,

3

Sut, fmce fix's loft, Ob! Let me have

My rpifh, and quichf.y dig :

In this cold Bank I'll rrake a-Gravet

And there for ever lie.. .

Sid Nightingales the Watch (hall keep,
And kindly here complain :

Then down the Shepherd lay tojleep,
But never jpak'd again.

Enter Archilaus^

Arch. How now, Ifmexes? Prithee, gentle
Boy,^

Inftru<ft me where to find thy Royal Mafter. ■

What ! doft thou weep? I charge thee bring
me-

to him.
Ifme. See there, my Lord.

A-ch. Blefs me, you Heav'nly Pow'rs
Upon the Earth ! It cannot be thyMafter.
Is that a pofture for a Conqueror ?

He who fo bravely beat the Romans back,
A General, and Triumpher? Haf'te, and fhew me.

Ifme. By,Heav'n, it's true, my Lord ; there lies the Prince.

^

Arch. Something my Heart prefag'd, when having left
The Army, I came pofting to the Court,

And
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And fcarce receiv'd a weicomfrom tfij Friends

They faid the Prince had Triumph'd, but I faw.
Not the leaft track of fuch a Glory left,
No glimmering twilight©f fo full anhonour.
There has been ftmriir^y, and I'll&id it out.
Zipb. Away, Semandra-, Cruel Woman, leave me.

Arch, Ha! goesitthere? Z.iphare<, Prince, aiife.
Zipb, Ha', who is there? Old Ar-cbilaui i

Aicb. Why
Do I not fee you in a Chariot,
With all the Pride of ^/w'sbrighteft Gems ?

Why mount you not the Throne which you deferve,
The L.oids of Colchis waiting as your Slaves?

Giveme fome Reafon why I fee you thus.

"ZJph. A'as, he had no hand in her Revolt,,
Nor knows not -yet, perhaps, how fhe hasus'd me

•

Why do I feem thus ftrange then ? Oh, Anbilaus,
(For I muft never call thee Father more)
Pardon my faulty Carriage.
Arch. Forbear thefe ftrid Embraces,

Your tears, your hanging on my Bofom thus -,

Your fighs reduce my
Age"

to fobbing Ghildhood,
And make an Infant of your Poor Old Man.

Ziph. Did I not fay, 1 . never more muft call

Thee Father ?

Arch. Yes, you did.

Ziph. Fond, foclifh forrow f

Thou art, thou fhalt, thou muft be ftill my Father,
My Brother, Sifter, Miftrefs, All, my Friend :;

For all but thou have left rne : no kind eye

Pities the fuff'rings of abus'd Zipbares •

They fly, all fly from my infectious Fortune.

Arch. Nay, good dear Prince, ftandup, you fmother all
Your words with groans : Dry upthiswomanifhgrkf,
And fpeak, dear Sir, Declare the curfed Caufe,
The baleful Spring, the Source of all this Mifchief.

Zipb. Wou'd you believe it ? fcarce can I my felf:
Oh Heavn's, and oh you ever burning Lights,
Who have beheld at midnight from your Orbs

Our flames, that kindled baght and chaft as yours ;
Which of you all, which moft malignant Star,
Shew me that envious Fire that croft our Loves,
That 1 may curfe him from his fatal Sphere ?

Arch. Name it, I fay, the ground of all this trouble.
I feel a warm Revenge run through my blood,
As if I had put offfome forty year :.
Methinks I ftand as fit to fight the Caufe

Of



rj0
MT1WLIDJTES

Of Friendfhip now, as then I
cou'd my Love's.

But fpeak.

Zipb. Thy Daughter.
Arch. Well, I guefs'd Fate wounded there.

Zirft. Sftw'wfr*, my moft fair, dear gentle Miftrefs.

Arch. If fhe be falfe, fhe is no longer fair.

Ziph. That fweet proteftingCreature, that
purewhiteneis,

Where I fo deep had writ my Vows in Blood,

Is taken from me.

.Arch.By her own confent ?

Zipb. Moft certain. That eternal bond of Oaths,

Committed to her keeping, now is Cancell'd:

Ev'n her fairHand, the Seal of all my Love,

Her Hand has given her faithlefs Heart away.

Arch. Then, fhe is falfe? you know her to be fo?

Ziph. Falfe, falfe, as waters, winds, or wand'nng
fires :

She is more falfe than Woman can believe.

Arch. The opening of her treachery, come,
how was t .

Particular revenge wou'd know particulars.

At firft, I guefs'd fhe did receive you kindly.

Ziph. Quite contrary, as if fhe
ne'er had feen me ;

Quite alter'd, quite eftrang'd, referv'd and cold,

With all the coynefs of a bafe-born Beauty,

Made proud with Pow'r : Net one tender look,
The very Accent of her Voice was chang'd,

Nor was fhe to be known, but by her Beauty,
Nought elfe cou'd fpeak her to my Senfe the fame,
O nothing but the Face of my Semandra.

Arch. When my keen Sword fhall glitter in her Eyes}
Doubt not, but I fhall make her know you well;
And

tho'

you never grace her with your favour,
For fhe is now unworthy your Embraces;
Yet I will bring the Traytrefs to your knees.

Ziph. Can it be

Thou fhou'dft be ignorant, fhe's paft the giving?
Arch. I have not met the news, which your fwoln Eyes

Appear fo big with.
Ziph. Here 1 am loft again ;

Here-all my Courage, which has born the blow

Of fterneft War, fhrinks like a beaten Coward :

Here, I confefs, my Piety gives way,
I cou'd fall out with the forgetful Gods,
And curfe the cruel Author ofmy Being;

Ho, Tyrant, no, thou bloody P^ent, think not
That I will bear it longer ; I'll forget,
Like thee, all nature, all remorfe, all pity,
And fnatch her from thee, wedded as you are.



Anh. What, Wedded ! Marrfd

Zipb. Wedded, Marrfd, Bedded i
He has enjoy'd her, rifled that fairCasket
Where all the Riches of my lifewere laid :

Yes, yes, you Gods, I faw *em pafs along,
Pafsto the Temple, through the crouded Streets,
Saw 'em come back, darted my wifhingEyes

At her falfe Face, with fuch accufing glances,
She fainted in the Chariot •, yes, 1 faw her

Sink pale, and dying down •, but there I loft her,
And lefther to the Revels of the Night,
Tq^be enjoy'd, ev'n this laft night enjoy'd.

Arch By all the honourswhich fhe has difhonour'd,
She fhall not live another.

Zipb. Oh my Father !

Cou'd you but guef the pains that I endur'd I

Oh all the fubtileft fits of fharpeft Sicknefs,
Were nothing to the Torments which I bore.

I tim'd ev'n their difrobing Kiffes, Smiles,
The firft Imbiaces, and the racking Joy ;
But there methought Fancy it felf wasftopt,
It cou'd no more. The limit of my life

Was found, theendof all my joys on Earth.

Arch. Sl.edies ; not Deftiny fhall fave her from us :

As fhe has fvvorn, and as fhe has fcrfworn,
Ell draw my fword, bath'd in her deareft blood,
From forthherHeart-ftrings,while the rank red Weeds

Cling to my recking Blade ! Or wou'd you more ?

lam grown up to your anger.

Ziph, General, hold :

I have been impious in myvented rage ;

For which, oh pardon me, my Royal.Father,
And you, moft injur'd Pow'rs, whom 1 offend !

A-K-d, oh, whatever fhall become of mea
Fbrgive the fair, the falfe, the lov'd Semandra.

If while Hive thou mark her Gentle Limbs

With the leaft wound, it ends Zipbares life ;

Or if thou hurt her after 1 am dead,
ThouTt raife my Afhes up in Arms againft

thee.

Ifme. My Lord, theQjee» Semandra scominghither.

Zxpb. Say'ft thou?

Ifme, Thevjpeen But fee, fhe enter*.

Zipb. Ha !~:

£nr?r Semandra

Sem.Oh ZSpbares OhPrince \ Oh thou moft wrc ng'd !
H Z\\%
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Zipb. How can this be? Madam* you ought at leaft

To have feat me word ; for now, inftead of Songs,
1 can prefent you nothing but my Tears.

A beating Heart, and groans that will not fuit

With your moft happy State, your Bleft condition.

Sem. Ah, did you rightly'underftand my fuff'rings,
You wou'd not wound a bleeding, dying Creature :

But I'll endure yet more. When I am dead,
And'tis too late, you'll murmur to your felf,
At leaft I might have heard what the poor Wretch

Cou'd fay.

Arch. Oh Siren ! but I will be hufh'd Ajiie<

Ziph. What canft thou fay, if I refolveto hear thee?

Thou wilt but tear thee wounds, which thou haft made.

This Vifit was moft cruel : Why com'ft thou then,
For fear I fhou'd forget thee ? Mercilefs Woman !

Arch. Yet let us hear her, Prince ; let's hear the Sorcerefs;
That when fure Vengeance overtakes her Crimes,
She may have nought to anfwer.

Se n. The good Gods

Reward that Voice of Mercy, firft then, my Lord.

Ziph, No •, I'll be gone , Fly, Atcbitius, fly,
She has a Tongue that can undo theWorld.

She eyes me juft as when fhe firft inflam'd me,
Such were her Looks, fc melting was her Language,
Such falfe foft Sighs, and fuch deluding Tears,
When from her Lips I took the lufcious poyfon,
When with that pleafing perjur'd breath avowing,
Her whifpers trembi'd through thefe credulous Ears,
And told the Story of rav utter ruine.

Arch. Nay, 'ti=. impoffible to clear her felf ;
And it was Impuden'/e to offer at it:

Therefore, thou fhamelefsOff-fpring of my Blood.

I'll cut thee from me ; thus, with all thy Crimes,
Die, as thou did'ft defire. c Half-draving :
Ziph. Hold thy hand; 1 ftopt by Ziph.

I charge the touch her not,
Arch. By Heav'n, fhe dies:

I may difpofe my own $ fhe fhall not live.
Z.ph. By alUi-reG-ds, fhe fhall, while I have breath:

And, ifthoudraw'ft, I'll guard her life with mine.
I fhou'd be loth to lift my Arm 'gainft thee
Of all Mankind • hut were my Father here
Refolv'd to give her Death, I wou'd oppofe him.
Sem. Draw then, and ibeath ;-"r wer o-s in my Breift

In enft SemanJra\ Heart; but fir the World

'

*

Ob Father, do not wound the Prince 'Zipbares*:

A ad



And, oh Ztpbares, do not hurt my Father !
Upon my knees, 1 beg you to be calm,
And hear me thus.
Ziph. Oh rife ! falfe, as thou art,

Thou once wert Emprefs ofmy Soul, and I
Still drag thy Chains; fpeal then, Semandra, fpeak ;
For I'm fo doz'd, fo weary with complaining,
That I cou'd ftand and liftento the Winds,
And think that Woman talk'd : Obferve the Rain,
And think that Woman wept -, or in the Clouds
Behold Semandra's Form, ftill fleeting from me.

But, fpeak : I lofe my Senfes wirh my Woes.
Arch. He has fav'd thy life ;

come,'

makee a handfom lye
la recompeuce.

Sem. 1 will befhort, as true.
When you were gone toWars, theKing relapsed j
How prompted, Heav'n beft knows : And whenwith Conquefl
You came from Battle, he with dreadful threats
Compel'd me to receive you in thatmanner.
Zipb. Ab, cruel Creature ! what, what Menaces,

What fear of death, cou'd fo have made Zipbares
Receive Semandra ?

Sem. Not Racks, nor all the Tortures
Which Hell combra'd cou'd put into the hearts
Of bloodeft Tyrants, fhou'd have forc't me to't.
But, oh! Your Life, which he with deepeft Oaths
Had fworn to take, unkfs I feem'd to fcorn you;
That dafh'd my Spirits^Jbafled all the daring
Of my defencelefs heart; There 1 confefs

The Woman work'dj I trembled and agreed
To fee you fo, rather than lofe you ever.
Arch. Now, by my Arms, fhe has come off with wonder t
Sem. A nd think, my Lord, reffe& upon your felf;

I dare believe fo dearly once you lov'd me,
That were you certain I fhou'd lofe my life,
Unlefs you us'd me in that very manner,
I know you wou'd conftrain your flame a while,
And feem as cold, and as referv'd as I.

Zipb. Oh heart oh bleeding Love ! but fpeak, Semandrat
For there is wondrons Reafbh, mighty Sence

In what you fay : And I cou'd liear you ever.

Sem. When you were gone, the cruel King came in,
And withont ftop propos'd the fatal Marriage,
Which being deny'd, he fpre'dme to the Temple.
Yet, at theAltar, I deny'd ray hand,
InYok'd the Godswith the moft violent fbrrow,
Tears, fighs, and fwoonings j curs'd

theffrighted FrieHs,
H 2 Struck
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Struck down the Cenfors, and like one diftra&ed
I mangled my one flefh •, but all in vain :

I was fuppos'd his Queen, and fo enjoy'd.

Ziph. Then ftill thy heart, thy heart wasmine, Semandra f

Sem. It was, it is, for ever fhall be yours.
Zipb. Oh, at thy feet, let me for ever lye,

Thus hang upon thy kneeswith dying grafps,
TJiou moft wrong'd Innocence, abus'd Semandra.

Sem. Oh, my dear Lord, you fhall kneel withoutme.

Ziph. Thou art not falfe then !

Sem. Cou'd you think me fo?

Falfe to my Life, my Soul, my All I have !

Ziph. I did; I thought the falfe, andldeferve
To die for wronging thy moft matchlefs Faith :

For thou art true, conftant, as pining Turtles,
Conftant, as Courage to the Brave in Battel,
Conftant, as Martyrs burning for the Gods.

Arch. What changes drive bufinefs of the World !

Come, no more weeping : Rife,
Think on the King, if he fhou'd take you thus.

Zipb. Oh rife Semandra ; what, what are we doing
Why, Arcbiliaus, why did'ft thou cut me off
The moments pleafure which my thoughtswere forming ?

Thy cruel breath quite brokethe brittle Glafs
Of my fhort life, and ftopt therunniag Sand.
What fhall we do, Semandra ?
Sem. Part, and die.
Zipb. Die, 'tis refolv'd ; but how? That, thatmuft be

My future care : And with that thought! leave thee.
Go then, thou Setting ftar 4 take from thefe eyes,
(Thefe eyes, that if they fee thee, will be-wifhing)
O take thofe languifhingpale fires away,
And leave me to the wide, dark Den of Death !

Sem. Something within me fobs to my boding heart
Semandra ne'er fhall fee Zipbaresmore.

" 5

Zipb. Away then; part, for ever part, Semandra :

Let me alone fuftain thofe rav'nous Fates,
Which, like two famifh'd Tygers, are gone out,
And have us in the Wind. Death come upon me •

Night, and the bloodi'ft deed of darknefs end me'-

But, oh, for thee, for thee, if thou muft die,
I beg of Heav'n this laft, this only favour
To give thy life a painlefs diffolation :

'

Oh, may thofe ravifh'd Beauties fall to Earth

Gently, as wither'd Rofes leave their Stalks :
MayDeath be jnild to ttoee, <as Love-was cruel ;

•Calm
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asthe'

Spirits in a Trance decay :

And foft, as thofe who fleep theirSouls away: Exeunt

ACT V. SCENE I.

Pelopidas, Andravar, priefl, incompafsd mtb Romans.

"Pelop. T} Omans, who fend your Laws far as the Sun

J\ His Beams, and whom the Univerfe beholds
With joy, yet dreads your anger as theGods,
Why move you to the ruine of this Tyrant,
To the fure death of bloody Mitbriiites,
As if you fear'd, or car'd not he fhou'd die ?
Can you fufpect an Ambulh ? Or that we

Shou'd dare betray yeu, yielding thus our Perfons,
Our Lives, our Prince himfelf into your hands ?
Andr. This man, to whom the fervile Priefts bow down

Whowears a Crown in honour of his place,
And facred worth, abandons all Iris Glories

TJitteft the truthof what we have declar'd.

Enter Pharnaces.

Bat fee, the fieny, the brave, the great, Pharmets
Comes on tomeet you-, wave hisRoyalties :

Therefore, O mighty Romans, give him Audience.

Pbar. That! am rough, and of an untaught Spirit,
AH the Eaft knows ; l everfcorji'd thofe Slaves
With whom 1 have been bred ; and when my Father

Order'd Barbarian Princes for mfMafters,
In Ai ts and Arms, I fpum'd 'em from my pretence •,

And rather dtofe, (met Romemight not inftrudt rae,
Nature in allmy Attions for my Guide.

Hence cou'd I brook mqre hardly the fierce mind
'

Of our Inhumane Parent 'Mithridates,

My Eldeft Brother's Fate did kindle firft

My fiery Soul to a moft fwift reveqge ;
For when theState of Bofphorus demanded

That Princefor-King, hebound the gallant Youth

In Golden Chains, and doom'd him to be flain ;
Twomore were by his boundlefs fury ftrangled ;
And even the laft butme, the brave Zipbares^
Laft night was murdefM in the Tyrant's Palace::

In whofe fad caufe, the Squadrons which he led

Of late fo valiaatfb/ againft you Romans

Attended
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Attend fome furlongs hence to joyn your Banners.

If this be true, not to recount the Slaughters

Of all his Queens and poyfon'd Concubines,
I think the World (Rome I fhou'd firft have nanvd)

Will little cenfure this fo juft Revolt.

If you iufpeft me falfe, behold Pharnaces,
Ne'er yet detain'd, but free as roving Lions

That fwept at will like Winds in Defarts wild ;

Behold him, with thefe Noble Hoftages,
Your Pris'ner to be bound the Slave of Rome.

Rom. Capt. Lead us on to Viftory.

Vmnes. To Victory.

Phar. On then, you Race ofHeav'n, you Seed ofGods ^
And to immortalize Pharnaces Name,
Plant me, like Thunder breaking from this Cloud,
Foremolt:, while all the ratling Lngins follow.

Momma, whom this Tyrant ravifh'd from me,

I hear is fled to Pompey : Her I asl?

For my reward, with half his fpreading Empire.
But I wafte words -, let's aft, and then make claim.

And, O remember, when we ftorm the Town,
.Remember that moft horrd MafTacre

Of Afia ; whet on your blunted Spirits,
Till with the motion Lightning edge your Souls
To mow off hoary Heads, hurl Infants puling
From the lug'd Breaft, kill in the very Womb:

To Beauties cries be deaf, make all Synope
But one vaft Grave, to hold the infinite Bodies
Which we muft fhovel in ; and when you fee
The Head of Mithridates in tbishand,
Then think who ever dar'd for Rome like me,
Or bought an Empire at a price fo dreadful ;
Then yield the Beauty I fo much defire,
And all tkofetCrewns to which my thoughts afpire. rExeunt

SCENE II-

Enter Zipbares, Archilaus.

Ziph. npls late -, the gath'ring Clouds like meeting Armies

T-ii u, iA u „ f oaf pace> and Mortals now muft die,
'

Till the bright Ruler of the riling Day
Creates 'em new : The wakeful Bird of Night
Claps her dark wings to

th'

Windows of the dvimr.
General, Good-night.

y *'

Arch. Sir, 111 not leave you «et.

I do
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I do not like the dusky,boding Eve.
Well I remember, Sir, how you andl

Have often on the Watch in Winter walk'd,
Clad in cold Armour, round the fleeping Camp,
Till cover'd o'er from head to foot with Snow,
The Centinels have ftarted at our march.
And thought us Ghofts ftalking inWinding-fheets :

And do you think I cannot watch you now,
Thus cover'd, and beneath this bounteous Roof?

Sleep, Sir ; I'll guard you from fufpedted danger.
Zipb. Danger! there's none-, no fhadow of -a harm :

Dear General, you'll oblige me to retire.-

We'll meet to morrow with the earlieft dawn ;
I'm troubled now, and heavy ; in the morning,
Soon as you pleafe, you fhall have entrance here ;
And then, I truft the bounteous Gods, you'll find
A wondrous alteration. Sleep may charm

My talking griefs, and hufh 'em
faft'

for evar.

Arch, 'Tis that 1 fear. 1 tell you there areDeaths*

Brooding this night abroad. A Reclufe Prieft,
Surpris'd with,mortal ficknefsj was this Evening,
As he himfelfdefir'd, ta'n from his Bed,
And carry'd to the Clofet of the King :

Where, after fome clofe conferrence, he expir'd.

Immediately your Father Orders gave,
For doubling all his Guards, and went in fury
To Momma's Apartment, weere 'twas faid,
Pharnaees had been gone a while before.

Zipb. I ever thought that Brother moft ambitious ;
But what is this to me?

Arch. What follow'd does

Concern both you, and me, and all the Eaft-,
For ftreight, when the fide -Prieft had breath'd his laft,
The facred Oyl, which for a hundred years

Supplied the Sun behind the Golden Vail,
Went out, and all the miftick lights were quench 'd -,
Strange doleful Voices fhrilly eccho'd through

The darkned Fane ; the Monuments did open,
And all the Marble Tombs, like Spunges fquecz'd ;

Spouted big Sweat : the Curtain was confum'd

With wondrous flame-, and every fhining Altar
Diffolv'd to yellow puddle, which anon

A flafh of thirfty Lightning quite lick'd up.

While through tbe Streets yourmurder'd Brother^ rodj%

Arcatbiast Mithridates, and Macha^es,
'

And madded all the fchrcamiiig multitude.
Is not this ftrange ?

Zipb.
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Ziph. the Gods reproach my flacknefs.
C4/5<*$

'Tis itrange I moft wondrous ftrange ! Oncemore I p«y tnee,.

By all ourFriendfhip, leave me to my felf.

Arch. Ah, Prince, you cannot hide
^

Your purpofe from your narrow-fearching
Friend :

1 find it, by the finking of your Spirits,
Your hollow fpeech, deep mufings, eager looks,
Whofe fatal longings quitedevour their objefts,

You have decreed, by all the Gods you have,..

This night to end your Noble Life.

Ziph Away,

I never thought thee troublefom till now.

Arch. I care not vJfoite of all that you can do,,

1*11 ftay, and weep
yBfeinto Gentlenefs :

Your faithful Soldier, this old doting Fool _

Shall be more troublefom than one that's wifer.

By Heav'n, you fhall not hurt your precious life.

I'll ftay, and wait you, wake here till I die ; .

Follow you as a fond and fearful Father.

Wou'd watch a defperate Child...

Zipb. I'll tell thee then,

Since thou wilt tear the Secret from my breaft,..

And dive into the bottom of my Soul,
This night muft end me : Make not a reply

Tisfix'd asfaftand futeasare my.woes.

Did'ft thou but know what 'tis to love like roe,

And to be fo belov'd ; Q'Archilaus j
Yet to be paft all hope of happinefs,
Of ever tafting thofe defired Beauties,
Of any dawn, leaft glimpfe, or fpark of comfort;
Did'ft thou not hate me much, even thou wou'dft kill me.

Arch if that my death, (for- that indeed's but little)
Gannot once move you from this dreadful deed,
Yet, Pfince, yourCountry, whichnraft fall without yon,. ,

Your bleeding Country muft obtain at leaft,
That you woo'd live to free her from her Foes ;
Your Glory calls, your finking Father begs,
That you wou'd five your Country from the Romans^
Ziph. Much I .indeed have got by:Conquering Rome.

And to much purpofe loft my deareft blood ! .

Much have my woundsdeferv'd -,.and Heav'n can tell
How Nobly Lhane been rewarded for 'em 1
1 tell thee, Arcbilaut, 1 have fworn,
Were I to live, 1 wou'd not fight again:

The world fhou'd neither better be nor worfe
For me. But I wafte time ; and to convince thee \.
Since thon wilt Iwve the trouble to behold

My



My death, Ibid thee now farewell for ever
Arch. Hold, Sir.
Zipb. I will ■, and talk as calmly to thee

As any dying Reman of Vm all;

] have confider'd well of what I do,
And I will perira with as little noife
As Fatecou'd wifh, that wou'd not be accus'ct
Arcb. I'll follow you.

Ziph. I wou'd intreat thee not ;
Thou haft no forrows that are paft the fufferanee :

And fure my flying Soulwill hang her wing,
When fhe fhall feel thy weighty death upon her.

O, Archilaus, leave me to my Fate -,

If thou muft fee me fall, I charge thee live,
At leaft fo long to tell Semandra of me :
Bear her fome Token of my illftarr'd Love,
Which Empire cou'd not win to live without her.

Dip in the blood which trickles from my heart

Thy Handkerchief: and bid herJkeep it for me,
As a Remembrance now and then to mourn me r

Swear to do this.

Arch. This I will do ; and, markme, cruel Prince,
If thus thou violate that Royal Frame,
Tearing the gallant Spirit from hisManfion,
I fwear by what I tremble at, tby death,
I'll double all thy wounds upon Semandra,
Ziph. Ha !

Arch. I'll tear her piece-meal, and fo hack her limbs,
Thou fhalt not know her in the other World.

Ziph. Oh torture I dear, good Arcbilaut, hold :

I know thon canft not mean fuch cruelty.

Why doft thou rack me thus, with thoughts in death

That aremuch heavier even then death it felf?

Why doftthou makemy eyes thus fwim in tears,
I charge thee, do not hurt her -, for the fake

Ofall theGods, be gentle to my Love }

I beg for mercy to the foft Semandra.

Alas, if fhedeferv'd, as fhe is iaultlefs,
She cou'd notbear the wounds, which we-can bear.

Arch. Give me your promife then, that youwill live ;
Live but this night, or Ihave fworn her death.

£ Ziph. Thou haft found themeans to charm me into life^
And keep me on the Rack ; but nomore threats

Againft Semandra: 'Twas unkindly done,
And I grow angry at my Fates delay,

Arch. Whywill you be thus forward ? Live to night,

Be careful of your felf but till the Morn :

I Methinks
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Methinks there may bewonderswrought e'er them.

Zipb. O Archikus ! 'Tis impoffible :

Had fhe been Ravifh'd by anotherMan,
I cou'd have clear'd her with the Villain's Blood j
But by my Father touch'd, whatMiracle

Can work me into hope ? Heav'n here is Bankrupt ■

.

The wondring Gods blufh at their Want of pow'r,

And, quite abafh'd, confefs they cannot help me.
Arch. Sure, by

yon'

lighted Torches, 1 difcern.

Your Father moving thisway.

Ziph. Ha : my Father ! :

How my flefh trembles ! I cou'd do a deed

Wou'd make us both run mad. Draw, Atibilam ■}.■

Yet ftay : What Devil ftarts thus in my blood,.

And turns my Reafon to this maze of folly?
No ; let us fuffer more, if poflible :

Yet I will fhun his Prefenee. Oh you.Pow'rs,
Is that a Crime? Anfwer me if it be,.

And I will meet him,
tho'

his fight mouldWaft me. XJExemt:

Mithridates, Captain of the Guards\ and Attendants enter...

Mith. Betray'd I and by my Son / given up a Prev
For the Intuiting Romans to devour !
Pharnaces is the Tray tor, that Pharnaces
Who was t'inherit all that fpace of Empire
Which Fortune gave to this unhappy King !
©Friends, when from the Palace-gate wefally'd
And drove the bold Affailants through fhe

City,*

'

The Impious Boy, Charg'd as Iforemoft rode,
And brav'd my Fury with his Bever up -,
But, Oh the Gods, I whobefore had crimfon'd
My Arms with Blood of Rebels, I who mov'd
With Whirlwinds fwiftnefs ftill on every fide
And toft like Leaves the wcightieftFoes me-

Now ftood, as if Gorgonian Charms had fixtme •

';

Nor know I more.

Capt: Your Sword, Great Sir, When vou
Avvhilehadgaz'd on that Audacious Prince
Fell fromyonr hand, your mighty Spirit left you •

And as fome famous piece of Antick-work,
Wnen the funk Props and wafted Beams decav
Staggers and nods before the mine comes ;
So wavd your Royal Fabrick e're it fell •

Rofn^A

AkvS TCCeiv'd y0U' curs'd Pharnaces,Born by Ambition to a murder new •

3

Offer d a wound, and 'twas with gr'eat expence-:

Of
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Of lives; we bore your Body to the Palace.
. .

If**' My Senfes blaze -, my laft I know is come ;
My laft of hours : 'Tis wondrous horrid ! Now
My lawlefs Loye, and boundlefs Pow'r reproach me.
But I will think no more on't. Come, my Friends,
Let^s meet thefe Romans^ and my Rebel Son ;
Let's kill till we are weary, then lie down
And reft for ever -. O 'tis Noble Ruine !
Creatures of vileft make, upon difguft,
With Knives or Cords fet loofe their Coward Souls ;
But we will live in fpitc to grieve the World,
While life will laft, or any Spirits hold.
O that, like Serpents hewn, we ftill might move,
Our Limbs lopt off, and kill with every parcel !

Enter Semandra.

'S«n/'Tis done ; my Ruine is at laft reveng'd,
And cruel Mithridates is no more:

That famous wicked Man fhall kill no more :
Fain is the Murderer, he fhall Love no more
Another's right •, fhall ravifh now no more.

Mitb O horrour ! fnatchme, Furies, from her pefence:
Gape wide, O Earth, and fwallow me alive.

Sem. fgobefore, and never fhall wemeet
On Earth again, inhumane Mithridates ;
Yet I rejoyce not, hemyWitnefs, Heav'n,
At thofe Calamities that come upon thee*
But think em juft, and with a dread refleftion.
Behold thy Fate, and wonder at the Gods !

Not but thy Son, my Love, my loft Zipbares^
And I, in lamentable Shapes, made up
ByDeath's one hand, will tell em all thy Story.
For ever thus, thou Ravifher ofHonour,
I leave thee to the Vultures of thy Confcience,
To all the Stings Ambition feels in Death,
OrLuft, the Rape committed. O, you Pow'rs
Make firm my hand, for an exploit to Crown

My Life, whofc bufinefs fhall be quickly-done. \.E*iu
Mtb. Away, to Arms, to Arras ; plunge deep; in blood:

Be quick to die. Were all the Roman Piles,
And Scythian Dart's, and Partbia's poyfon'd Arrows,
Shot through this Body, herWordswoundme more.

I'll uot endure'tj rufh to thefatal War:

J wou'd be drunk wittvJQejth, and fteaming Slaughter,
To ftupifie the fenfe of inward torment.

Haft then, and wallow in the murd'ring Field,
1 2 Through
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Through all the Avenues to battleHie;
*.

-

i

They who have liv'd in blood, in blood muft die. fj£jf«fflt.

Trumpets. Enter Pelopfdas, Andraver,
tfwV 5wA

d<-artn, mtb a Lamp.

Pelop. Yonder he Sallies, furious for DeftrucVion,
And now full fcope is given to aft our bus'nefs,
And end the fad Zipbares.

Andr, I am glad

The chance is fain to us -. To death, nay more,
To Hell, 1 hate him, and to have him flain

By any hand butmine, wou'd pall theMurder.

Pelop. The Palace now is drain'd

Of all the glittering Hoft that twinkled here.

Following their King, to fhoot the Gulph of Ruine:

And it was order'd weft by Prince Pharnaces,
While with the Romans he difpatch'd his Father,

That we fhou'd kill his droopingBrother. Ha !

1 hear fome tread 1 your Lamp muft wink a while.

Enter ^iphares.

Ziph. Oh, 'tis toomuch ; I never fhall fleep more.
How loud the voice of Fate founds everywhere!

Trumpets and Drums 1 yet old Atcbilaus,
With grief and watching fpent, in fpite of all
Thofe Tides ofCare that fwell'd e're-while fo high,
Lies like a Child that braul'dhimflef to fleep.

Ifmenes too, that wept to feeme mourn,
Falls on his breaft, and nods his tears away ;

So fleeps the Sea-boy on the Cloudy Maft,
Safe as a drowzy Tryton, rack'd with Storms,
While tolling Princeswake on Beds of Down.

Pelop. 'Tis he; prepare.
Andr. Both perifh, ifheefcape.

Zipb. This darknefs fills my breaft with horror Now,
Now I may do the deed ; which done, all's fure;
It fhall be fo, and thus 1 will deceive him.

But then he kills Stmmdra, Whence this light?

Swords ! Vizors ! what AfTafTinates are thefe ?

Wou'd they weremore, for ruine ismy wifh:

Yet I difdain to fall by Villiaas hands, {BeatsV» off.

Enter Semandra, mtb aDagger in her band,

®e;n. Where do I wander in *he difmal Shades
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Of thisMack night? There's not a Soul beneath,
Whoi dyM, as I muft do, for fatal Love,
Knows better all the gloomy Arbours there,
Than I each Chamber in this houfe of Death.
*Twas here theGod-like Prince did wooe me firft,
Sigh'd his firftVows, and wept me into Paffion -.

Where fhall I find him, that moft perfeft Soul?
Whofewitnefs will to after ages anfwer
For all the {potted loves of perjur'd Men.

Meet him I muft, and run into his awns ;

But with a Roman blow, which firft fhall drive
This Ponyard to my heart : Then rufh upon him,
Then clafp himclofe, then he'll believe me true.

Enter Zipbares.

Zipb. Thisway the C6wards fly ; thisway thenoifegoes,
1 think thou haft it thete, and canfi not 'fcape me.

Sem. I thank theGods, 1 fhall not. Let me kifs

The hand that kills me. Oh too gracious Heav'n 1

Semandra now is tiappf.

Zipb. Semandra I What-,
What fay'ft thou? fpeak again, thou difmal voice.

Sem* O that I cou'd fee your face before I die :

Thofe eyes, where Iwou'd lookmy Soul away.
Zipb. Awake i whatiio, Jfmenes! Hafte, alight!

Hafte hither, Father Archilaus, hafte!

My heart bodes
mine,'

we are all undone.

EnterArchilaus^ and Ifmencs mtb a lAgbu

Oh, Father, either I am charm'd, or here

Semandra lies, flain by this dreadful hand.
Jircb. OurGuardian-Spirits fhieldus,'tis my Daughter.

Zipb. Curs'dFate ',maliciousStars !you now have draia'd

Your felves of all your poys'nous influence -,
Ev'n the laft baleful drop is fhed uponme.
Sem. Give me thy hand, moft matchlefs of thy kind j

O joyn as, Father, }oyn us thus in death :

Now art thou mine ; and we'll be wedded too

In th'otherWorld -, our Souls fhall there be mixt,
Who knows but there our joys:inay be compleat ?
A happy Father, thou i snd I, perhaps,
The fmiling Mother of fome little Gods.
Zipb. Ob, Arcbilaus, if thou lov'ft her memory,

Fly to theKing, and let him underftand

The truth ofall; If he bejpleas'd to hear her,
Jntreat
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Intreat him hafte, the pangs of Death are on her.

^rcib. I will, if Tears will let
me find the way:

And, by your leave, thefe Weapons fhall be mine.

Zipb. That I expected. Ha; She faints, IJmenes,

Run to my Clofet, hafte, where thou wilt find

A Golden Vial of rich Juice, to bring the Spirits

Back to their Seat : Go, pour it in aBole #

With fpeed, to fave her. L£«* W****

Haft thou not a word,

Afyllable, fair Soul? Speak, fpeak, Semandra'.

I feel a trembling warmth about thy Heart
-.

It pants.

Sem. As Cowards do before a Battel.

•

Oh, the GreatMarch is founded.

Ziph. Stay thee one moment.

Ifmenes re-enters mtb a Bole.

A nd> I will lead thee on. Away, IJmenes •,

Watch thou the King's approach, and bring me word. £ExitJJk,

Here, feeft thou this, my Love, look up, Semandra,
Thou dying Spark, glimmer a littlewhile ;
Behold this Cordial, this furewarmth at Heart,
This faithfulOff'ring of Eternal Love.

Sem. Whither, oh where ? Death's mifi comes faft upon me.
What is't you drink?

Zipb. A Draught which makes me thine •,

The pow'rful Cordial which my Father gave me,
A Noble Compound of his fatal skill :

He charg'd me, when I cou'd not live with Honour,
To tafte it and be free.

Sent. Methinks your Voice is faint
As diftant Ecchoes j and I am now far off:

Alas, I know not where. G#w.
Ziph. I'll fold thee thus,

And lYAtbridates fhall not part us now :

Fan thus the dying flameswith my laft Breath.
She's out: The damp of death has quench'd her quite.:
Thefe fpicy-doors, her lips, are fhut, clofe lock'd.
Which never gale of life fhall open more.

I come. Oh Father ! Oh thou true Phyfitian!

Thou work'ft me Nobly now ; and oh 'tis welcome \

Thy Drugs are quick ; once more, O Love ! I come,
Thoumoft of Life in Death. Ambition, Fame,
•lis empty all and nothing but a Name. rp^

Archilaus,
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Archilaus, Mithridates fupported Ueeding; Pharnaces,
Pelopidas, Andravar, bound.

Arch. Behold, behold, my Lord, how I'm rewarded

For faithful fervice, for the numerous Scars

Which in your Caufe have mark'd my Aged Body !

My Daughters flain. Ha ! Let me never rife,
If that the brave Zipbares be not kill'd !

Was this theCordial, wicked. Boy, thou brought'ft him?

Mith Blame not the guiltlefs, lor by me he's poyfon'd :

By this iuhumane Tyrant, Monfter, Parricide ;

BymetheDrugsweremixt, and dol'd about
To my unhappy Children, left firpriz'd,

They fhou'd be born to Rome for Royal Slaves.
Arch. Dead! artthoudead, O lovely Royal Plant,

Blown down bygufty Heav'n, in all thy bloom !

My hour is come: And thus I follow thee.

Mith. Hold him. What means the frantick General ?

Difarm, and bring him hither. Kneel, O kneel,
Before thefe Bodies.

Arch, What wou'd you, Sacred Sir ?

Mtb, Swear, fwear to live.

Ihave a Royal Race of Little Ones :

Live, IConjure thee, to defend thofe Infants
From Roman Rage; intreat Victorious Pompeii
And he'll be gentle to 'em : Swear to live.

Arch, I fwear i but after that

Mitb. Rife, and no more.

My Blood leaks faft ; and the great heavy lading,
My Soul will quickly fink ; therefore revenge :

Yes, you pale figures, you moft precious forms,
Who, where you walk, for fure you tread the Stars,,
Shame brighteft Gods, and add new light to fieav'-s,
Firft, in moft dreadful manner, will I give
Thofe Traytors lives, who drew me to your ruine.

Hence, burn the Slaves ; the curs'd Pelopidas,
And Villain zAndravar: Away with 'em.'

For thee—— (but fure I fhall difdain to name thee)
The Palace yet is ours.-

Arcb. But cannot long
Be fo : Pompey the great is entred :

And t&oj&vvho took your part, are all revolted.

Mitb. Away theriV-besr him to the middle Turret3
WhofeBrazen-Head rifes above"the reft,
In fight of Pompey, throw him from the top, .

And give his-moft afpiring life an end.,
Phar
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Pbar. I know thou canft not longout-liveme, Tyranfe

Accurs'd be Fortune, which too forward bore me

To be thy Prey -, and rot the hand that feiz'd me
:

Yet when myGhoft is from this body dafh'd,
If fuch a Gobling as a Ghoft there be,
I'll rifei, and wing the mid-way Air towait thee t
Hurl'd fhalt thou be, as Saturn was by Jove,
And flag beneathmc, while I reign above.

Mitb. O General, behold, and wonder with. raes
How fwiftly Fate can make, or UnmakeKings !

How empty is Death's Pomp, eompar'd with Lifei

Where now are all the bufieOfficers,
The fupple Courtiers, and big Men ofWar,
That buftled here, and made a little world ?

Revolted all ? Support me, for I go.

My Soul is on the Beach, and ftreight muft lanch
Into

th'

Abyfs of the black Sea of Death,
WhereTuries ftand upon the fmoaky Rocks,
Prepar'd to meet one greater than themfelves.

Here, lay me bleeding by thefe murder*d Lovers j.

And, oh I When I am dead, let forrow ftalk
In facred filence to my gaping Tomb.

Forget that ever Mithridates was ;
No tongue relate the deeds this hand has done,
Let thought be ftill, orwork beneath the ground!
But oh he's come, cold Tyrant, I obey,
And hug thy Dart that bears my life away; F_Dies-

FINIS.
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