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To the Right Honourable CHALES, Earl of DOR-
SET and MIDDLESEZX, one of the Gentlemen
of Their MAJESTIES Bed-Chamber.

J Hen I call tomind what I have obferv’d of your Wit and

A Tudgment, the trueft and moft impartial I cver knew, m

? thoughts of writing after wmy loofe manner to your Long

Jhip-are a little dafi’d, and the meaneft of e has the

fenfe totell me, 1 ought to beas curions and cori cit in a Dedication to one Man,
s in that of a Play to a whole Nation. There is,no doubt, a Tranfport .n ev'ry
Poct whowrites an Epiftle,but for the moft part they are dazl'd with the Eminence
of their Patrons,and at beft we can but callit an Awful Delight But I profefs, what
thofestowhom 1 am difagrecablewillimpure towant of Modefiy, I make thisTragedy
an Off *ring to your Lovdfhip with asmuch freedvmopleafur e and perfett fatisfattion,
as ever Mithridates receiv’d when hefound hinifely inthe Arms of bisFaircft Mi-
Srrefs.You fland equelwith theGreateft,& your Ouolity hould coufe aDreadin the
bardiefiWriters: But on the other hand,thercis fuch an innate fwcctnefs of temper,
Sueh amoft remarkablegoodnefs in allyour Actions,aCharatler pecidiar to youymore
than anyman alivethat the meancftymodeftift of Focrsmay approach you. Methinks,
Ifeelafort of chearfidl [pringingPrsdeswhen I ee your Loraflip ftand forths tothislaft
Birthywhich fure,if I bad ever any lovelys muchthe Faiveft Child. HappyFortune
muft attend it, & Heav'n and Earth be jleas’d vhei e yo.u approve ] accoft yon,my
Lovdywithout Formalityyand wow’d appear before the jevereft Fucge inthe plaincft
Garb,or rather nakedne[s of thought 5 a: fome,andthofe net of the leafi conragegoto
the moft blocdyTeft of valowraall knerm’ d.An over-care in things of thiis nature does
often turn to affeltation,and what was meant a Guardyproves anEncumbrance: We
may [Hff 'n our imaginations with making of ‘em 100 guaint 5 and polifhytill we are
nothing elfe but glojs : 1am infinitely pleafs'd,to be asplain as I canyior care Ihow
it pleafes others, tha' 1am [ureis doesythas I have laid thisPlay at your Lovdfheps
feer. Allmy acquaintance,that wifl me well, appland my choice ;s for 1may [afely af-
firm by the judgment of theTown,without being [enfur’d for a Dawber,there’snot a
Man whom all Men Lovebut you, you are bebeld in allthe Corg:pany )_lauHan'our,
as if you werethe Genions of that Princyvho was call d the Delightof Mankind,
“and are adord with all the Love and aamirarion which €'er the Noble Titus found
in Rome. Ziphares #s animperfet Fignre of your fcly 5 I caft bim in your Mould,
and fafhion’ d bimyas well as my weakFancy cow’ dytothat Per fettion theCowit fo uni-
verfallyallows you:Whenl defgr' dto diaw him from theLad, c:,fzzdmring,[_ajt,and
paffionately loving,I thought on you, and found the ey to charm “em.And tis nioft
certainy he who obliges thofe Fare Criticks to be of his party, has the [urcft Cayds
that ever Poet plasa : I cannot but own the Hononrs they have done mey and in-
trear your Lordfhipto fecure myFriends. There us notyer agreater Houowr I wor’d
beg of your Lordfbip, and fo important, 1 cannot raine i jvszaym apprenenfion :
Mithridates, being in your bands, defures tobe laid a the Fect of the ( neen. Her
ngéﬂy,who 15 the Sublimeft Goodnelsyandmioft mercifel Virtue thar ever bleft a
Land pas been pleas’d so grace bim with her Prefence, and pro,)ms’d i1 again With
eh particular praifesy the effects of her pure Bounty, thar fhowd be ot exprefs his
Sratitude,abmoft to adoration,hewon'd deferve a;:o:herFme,whm he ssnext repre=
ensedythan what he has hitherto receiv'ds - A2 Thave



The Dedication.

7 have endeavonr'din this Tragedy o mix Shakeﬁ?er with Fletcher, +he
shought of the former, for Majefty and true Roman Greatnefs, and {'?5 Joftnefs
and paffionate expreffions of the latter, which makes #p kﬂ[f t@e anne;;: Are-
never to be matchd s How bave I then endeavonrd tobe like ‘em ? O feint Re-
Jfemblance ! as Pizarra fays of the Mexicans. _

~—— —— And thofe who now remain,
Appear but as the Shadows of_ the ﬂalﬁn. ' N

It may be objected, I broke the Scencs i the beg:;am"/ig of the Third and F’ﬁh
Alts; thofeywho are [o nicely curions vo be ffendedat this over-fhtymay for their
Jatisfaction leave 'em ont,and the Play w'i/l be entire. Lapply m]._/e.lf t0 your Lovd-
fhep, as Montaign does to bis Reader iz the Chapter of Books 5 1 wxll,. fays be, love
the man that fhall trace me ! For I havemany times found fault with anExpref-
fion, as I pretended wasin a Play of wiyown,and bad it dflmﬂ’d by o z'nd_zferent
Criticks, the immortal Shakelpear will not bUlufh to own it. Bur I am confident
your Lordfhipwill find me ont, and I defire 10 be fo fonnd a R eﬁm{' on thofe admira-
ble Wiiters; the Groundistheirsyand all that [erves 1o make a richEmbroidery! T
hope theWorldwili do me theJuftice to think,I have difguis’d it into another fafhion
more [uitable to the Age welive in; for if 1 cou’d perfwade my [elf there were nothing
of mine extraordinaryin thePlay,Iwow'd not.lmw dedicated it to the beft of Men.
‘Mediocribus effe Poetis ;

Non Dii, non homines, non conceflere columne.

Heve you muft giveme leave torellthe World, that Pillars and Altars to onght
t0 be rais’dto your Lordfbip, if the greateft Genins of Poetry deferves ’em : Your
thoughts,in fome [elet Poems Thave [eenare rich and new,astheGolden American
Weorld, your Expreffions juflly ftrong,yourWordsEmphatical,as chofen men for an
Enterprize of glory : As it was obferv’d of the Army of Alexander the Great,e-
very Soldier lookdlike a Commander,and every Commander like enAlexander; fo
i1 your admirable Dranghts, all things are [0 excellent jwe knew not where to fix
we ftand on Hills of [o vaft abreudth, that the Valleys are not feen s it looks like
Heaven all about nsyand Fancy us loft in the infinite Beauty of the Profpect : Your
Writing dazleswith clearnefs and Majefty 5 you drawlikeHolbin, without Shadews.

—— Qui Genus humanum ingenio fuperavit, & omnes.
Praftrinxit ftellas, exortus uti Ztherius Sol.

Tour Images ase fo grear, we look like Dwarfs beneath you.; and then folive.
by reprefented, the’ of dead, low Objects, animated by your G enius,

~—— Credas fimulacra moveri
Ferrea, cognatoque viros fpirote merallo.

What ¢’re you ftamp it Royal, other Pretendersto Satyr but file and wafb,they
live by the Clippings of your Wir,and dip their Silver in your Bath,to make it pafs
Jor Gold. Self-prefervation bids me [ay no morc of your Lordfbips Poesryleft I dam
wy ewnywho ains ar nothing fomuch,asthe Honour of being thought by your Lordfhip,

My Lord,
Your moft Humble, Obedient.
and Devored Servant,
NAT, LEE,




PROLOGUE
™[Ot careful Leaders, whentie Trumpets call
A N Their Martial Squadrons ony 10 ftand or fall]
T'ofs’d with wore doubts, 1han careful Poets are
W ben went’raus Wit for Sally does prepare ;
When Humming Voices bid the Play begin,
And the laft flourifb calls the Prologue in.
Here you, like dreadful Warriours, judping fit ;
And, infull Council, try all Writers Wit.
o fome, for Sence Renown’d, wur Authors bow ;
Ard what you Doom, for @ juft Fate allow :
EBut fure fur lefs [uch fudges Poets dread,
Than thofe Raw Blades whowill nut let e Plead, %
But, e're they can be beard, cry, fhoot "emdead. _
Thefe Pyrats, that Loth Arms and Wits debafe | z
Who Fields, and Poems with their Spleen, difgrace,
Poets and Warrioursboth [Lou'd bave in Chafe : S
T hefe Libellers who nobleft Fights defpife,
2ety whena Pan but flafhes, fbut their Eyes.
Who wrir Lampoons, and vilelyger a Name
By others Infamy, and live on [bame ;
Fifes, VVhiflers, of the juftefl Sence, not fit
T o be the Powder- Monkeys of true Wit
Mimicks,like Apes, what's ill from beads they drain,
And live ypon the Vermin of a brain.
Neglelted thefe, and trufting to your aid,
"To Beauty cur laft Vows, like yours, are made:
Beauty, which ftill adorns the op’ning Lifl,
W hich Cefar’s Heart wouchfafes nos 10 refift :
Zo that slohe devoted is thisday ; |
For, by the Poet, Iwas bid to fay. §

In the fift draught, “twas meant the Ladys Play. |
Epilogue,



Epilogue, by Mr. Dryden.

O've feen a Pair of faithfu! Lovers die :
And much youcare 5 fory moft of youwill cry, ;

Twas a juft Fudgment on their Conftancy.

For, Heav'nbe thankd, we live in [uch an Age

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

And ev'n thofe Martyrs are but rare in Plays;
Acurfed fign bow much true Faith decay-.

Love is no more a wio’ent defire ;

27is a meer Metaphor, a painted Fire.

In all our Sex, the Name examin'd ‘well,

“Tis Pride, to gain 5 and Vanity, ro telf :

In Woman, ‘tisof [ubtilint’reft made,

Curfe on the Punkthat made it firfl a Trade !

She firft did Wits Prerogative remove,

And made a Fool prefume to prate of Love.

Let Honour and Preferment go for Gold ;

But glorious Beautyis nst to be fold :

Or, if it be, *tis at a raze [0 bigh,

That nothiug but adoring it fhou'd buy,

Tet the rich Cullies may their boafing [pare;

They pu-chafe but (ophifticated Ware,

"Tis Prodigality that buys Deceit |

Where botp the Giver, and the Taker cheat,

Men but refine on the old Ha/f-Crown way :

AndWomen fi bt like Swizzers for their Pay.

MITHRIDATES,



MITHRIDATES.
King of Pontus.

T ——

ACT L SCENE 1

The Outer part of the Tempie of the Sun.
A noifs of Mufick and tuning Vuices is beard,

Enter Pharnaces, Pelopidas.

Phar, O Night, te Night, this fatal moment,
Our dreadful Fathers Naptials are prepa:ing,

And1 muft lofe bright Aenima for ever,
Ambition too is barr’d, Scepters and Crowns,
And all the Golden Quarries now aee loft.
Ziphares, O Zsphares! happy Brother,
‘Thou hatt diflog’d me by thy late Exploits,
And now ufurp’ft my Father’s Breaft alone.
Curs’d be the Pow’r that blefs’d thee on thy way
To overthrow Triarius, cars’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 Lucullus heart,

Pelop. Hear me, my Lord, ——

Phar. This morning, on a Mountain
Above the Clouds, his Triumph was perform’d
And 1 aflitted 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 ?
1faw it ; O, Pelopidas, thefe Eyes
Saw Mithridates, with a Torch, give Fier
To the vaft Pile, which likea Pyramid
Stood high upon the Hill, as that on Earth.

,Edﬂ‘.?a



3 MITHRIDATES

Pefop. Will you bt give me leave?
Phar. 11faw the blaze ‘
Of his immortal Honour, heard the fhout:
Of all the Court, which did torment the Air
To that degree; that Birds fell round us dc:d 5
And that thin Region, where we fcarce con’d live
When firlt we did afcend, became fo fat ‘
With the Rich Stream of Blood, and boyling Gold,
And flowing Gums, that we were forc’d to remove:
Nay, [ believe, the Glutted Gods themfelves
Were almoft choak’d with the prodigious Odours.
Pelsp. Yet have you done? -
Phar. To the green Neptune then,
Becaufe at Sea old Archilaus had .
Been Conquercr with my Brother, in their Names
An Gf’ring was decreed ; a Chariogall
With Emeralds fet, and fil’d with Coral Tridents,
Was with a hundred Horfes wild as Wind,
Erom oft-the top of that moft difmal place
Plonig’d to the bottom of the flimy Deep..
Pelop. Let me intreat you call your Reafon home,
And liften to your faithful Servant’s Counfel:
You cannot hate'your Brother more to Death,
Than I his Friend, the General Archilaus
H’as Got the ftart of me in the Kings favour;
And though, withott being vain, I think my felf
The better Soldier, he by Policies :
Has pufh’d me from the Dignities I bore,
The Lion’s outed Ly the Fox.
Phar. But with full cry
Let us unkennel him ; rather rebel,
Than bear it thus: *Tis mine, ’tis thyconcern,
Nor let the Name of King, or Father awe us.
A Miftrefs, and & Throne! moft fpecious Titles,
The God of Battel rages inmy Breaft;
And as at Delpbos. when the glorious Fury
Kindles the Blood of the Prophetick Maid,
The bounded Deity does fhoot her out,
Draws every Merve thin as a Spider’s Thred,
And beats the skin out like expanded Gold:
S0, with the meditation of the Work
¥V Vhich my Soul bears, Ifwell almoft to burfting.
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’re yaur felf] you feem’d to want
Thofe Paﬂ%ons for your Slaves who Lord it AOW.

Phar,
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Phar, Tam hufld, if thou haft ought of comfort, fpeak.
Pelop. This Night your Father has decgeed to Marry
The Daughter of Palemon.

Phar. What ¢an hinder?

Pelop, Nothing; yet mark: My Brother Triphon is
High.Prieft o’th> Sun, whom all the reft obey

Him have 1 wrought, that when the Nuptial Rites

Be_%in, fome ftrange Prefages fhall fall out,

Diforders unexpected, to forefhew

The Gods are much offended at the Marriage.

How this may work with one of mighty. Faich

In holy Fables, one of various humour,

Whom every day new Beauties fet on Fire,

Be you the Judge.

Phar. Methinks it has a Face;

But yet there’s wanting what 1 cou'd have wifh'd :
Had it been Fanus-like back’d with another:

When Aithridates frighted from his Queen,

Warn’d by falfe Oracles, fhou’d have retir’d
Perplex’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 thirfty withes ; that had been

A Mafter-piece ! But let him marry her,

Sure Death fhall wait vpon his lavghing Hymens

And when the God has given her to his Arms,

Fate with unerring force fhall part ‘em ever,

Pelop. Yetraging? Tis as you have faid, and more
More than excelling Mifchief cou’d invent,

That is not beft, We have already rais’d him;
Andravar, my Lieutenant General,

Scorn’d by your Brother, whom he therefore hates
Firft form'd the Plot. Old Archilaus’s Daughter,
The fair Semawndra, Miftrefs to Zipbares,

Is deftin’d to be made your Father’s Prey:

Phar. Excellent Engine! now thon work'ft indeed ;
Thou haft hit the Vein, the Life-blood of his Heart :
I cannot fee ought in the extent of Art,

Or Nature, that can mend it. O Ziphares,

Stil] Conquer, rife with Triumphs, high as Heav'n,

So fuch a Bolt as this be fure to wait thee

Enter Andravar,

‘But fee the brave Lientenant | come to my Arms,

And tell me, fhall Semandra be the King’s
Ancr. 1 think, my Lord, that I may fafely fwear it.
&

Phar,



4 MITHRIDATES
Phar. Thy bluntaefs merits Praife, and fays, thou'rt fie
To ferve my beft Revenge, Love, or Ambition.
Aundr. Great Misbridates, whom I well have ftudy’d,
Tho' he has weather'd forty Winter Fields,
Yet vifes in his viger, ventures more,
Nor feels decay of firength; none Learn'd as he
In Nature’s Garden ; whence to his Conftitution
Moft excellent, he adds fuch helps by Art,
That by his looks he might bz thought Immmortal,
The World, roo, knows ke is as Amorous now
As when the firft Sighs heav’d his youthful Breaft,
And his firlt Tears bedew’d the Shrines of Love,
Phbar. The Confequence ?
Anr. He often has been pleas'd
To make me Honour’d with his privace thoughts.
“Whereon my General and 1 agreed,
Knowing your Loveto Aonima,
And Hatred to your Brother, with one blow
To drive rhe Bufinefs that fhou’d Crown your wilhes,
T herefore 1 daily filbd your Father’s Ears
With Prailes of Semandra, rais'd his wonder,
Defcrib'd her drefs, and each particular grace
Her Eyes, her Bands, her Lips, with all their Beauties;
And have {o fir'd him, that there only wants
A view to perfelt all, and that will be
To Night. ,
Fhar. How know’[t thou that?
Andr. 1learnt it all
From a She-Slave that waits upon Sermand-a,
Wlho to'd me, that Zi bares, with Confent
(\;5 Ard}flﬂm’ wouwd beg her of the King,
hen he this Night howd Momima Efpoufe. Jfieh
Nor doubt, but when he once has fee:nI Semandra C3oft Pefict.
T he Charms of his new Queen will vanith. Hark
The facred Mufick founds | ———The King and Qpeen are coming;

Lrter Archilavs, Ziphires, Semandra,

Sce,}yqur Brother, Seszanfra and her Father,
Phar. O my labring Breall ! how Hopes and Fear
Tofs my rack’d Heart, like a poor Barkx,J about ! e
But foon the Calm wili come, or bmuft perifh in the Tempeft
‘ L Exeunt Phar. Pelop, o

‘er.) By Heaven, my Love, thou doft diftract n1y150uel 'OP #d Andr.
Theres nota Tear that falls from thofe dear eyes ’
Butmikes my Heare weep Blood —— O my Father’t
All'1s not well : T found her in the Morning,

Not
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Not like a Bride, with all her Maids about her,
Half Smiling, now half-ferious with her Thoughts;
Of what muft come 3 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 of Sorrow, that her Lips,
Which late appear’d like buds, were now o’re-blown,
Peuring 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 lalt ftill draws ‘em on.
Sem. Alas, my Lord! [ Weepinyg.
Ziph. What, but alas? No more? When by the Hand
T led her to the Temple, thus fhe fighd,
And bung upon me. If thon truly Lov'lt me,
If I may credic my Semandras Tears,
Think ’em pot drops of Charnce like other Womens,
The Weather of their Souls, the Chryftal bubbles
Which they can make at will 5 Oh fiatisfie
The longing of my Breaft, and tell my Sorrows,
Sem. That I do Love you, Oh, all you Hoft of Heav’n
Be Witnefs ¢ That you are Dear to me, 4
Dearer than Day to one whom fight muit leave,
Dearer than Life to one who fears to die:
O thou bright Pow’r be Judge, whom we adore,
Be Witnefs of my Truth, be Witnefs of my Love |
But yet I fear —
Ziph. 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, 1fhall, my Lord, fince you are pleas’d to hear me,
Unfold my doubts, the caufe of all my Tears.
Firft shen, 1 muft complain of my hard Stars,
That did not dart kind Luftre on my Birth ;
For tho' at prefent, while your young Blood bovls,
Your reafon cannot get the Rein of Paflion,
Yet it will come, when long pofleflion cloys you,
Then you will think, what Queens you might have had,
With Kingdoms for their Dower ; perbaps you may
Prove fo unkind, to tell me of it too;
Or, if youfhow’d not, your Eyes wow'd fpeak v — L Weeping.
Enough to break the Heart of poor Semandra.
Ziph. Why doft thou ftab me with the tendernefs

Of thy falfe fears, and melt me into Mourning?
B2 ’Tis




6 MITHRIDATES

>Tis moft unfeafonable on our Weding-Day

“T'o be {een 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.

Ab, who wou'd Jeave the warmth of this lov’d Bofom

For the conld cares which black Ambition brings ?
-Sem, Spight of ill-boding Dreams, unlucky Omens,

You muft, you fhall, you ought tobe believ’d.

And, if I Weep again, itisfor joy

“That 1 this Night fhall be your Happy Bride.

Zigh. ©h Mithridates, mighty as thouart,
Before whofe Throne Princes ftand dumb as Death,
With foided Arms, and their Eyes fix’d to Earth ;
Difhoaour brand me, if T wou’d not chufe
A private Life with her whom my Soul Loves,
Rather than Live lke thee, with all thy Titles,
The King of Kings, without her. ’

Arch. Pray, my Lord,

Pefer tili Mid-Night thefe ftrong Extafies,
Face yet may put a Bar betwixt our hopes,
An then the lofs will be more hardly barn.

The Scene draws, difcovering the Inner part of the Tewple. Mi-
thridates holding Monima by the Hand; his Queens; Goit=
cubines, Sons and Daughters attending.  Three Roman
Captians, L. Caflius, . Oppius, and Mannius Aquilius bound:
m Gold Chatns, with many other Slaves ftanding at. diftance..

Aith. Not yet, O Rome, great Tyrant of the World,
Haft thou fubdu’d the A/ign Emperor. 4
In thy defpight 1 hold my glory ftill,

Srill tread upon the Necks of conquer’d Kings;

Still make thy, Confuls tremble at my Name, ’

And in one mightiet Word, to fum up all,

A Word which, like a Charm, might raife the Ghofts.
OF Pyrrbusy and che experiend’d Himnibal 4
Toenvy, and be dazled at my deeds ;

A Word, a Name, that compreheads alt:Honours,

All Titles, Riches, Power, all Majelty, e

ta {pight of Rome, I'm Adithridaes N

Aquil. The Nations muft confels, that Alezander-
Cowd not more dreadful to the Eaft appear,

Thar you: ev’n Rom: wow'd buy her Peace with Joy
f;‘on’d you Ellt reafonable rates aftord. *
Vour Royal Friendfhip, tho” by your ¢ ‘

toft dreadful to Ifﬂl’l[(;:l- Mcmoyr;’, tr command,

o one dars Day, damn’d in the Book of Fate,



King of PONTUS.
‘A hundred thoufand Murder’d Romans fell,
Mith, Dareft thou, fomenger of thefe Wars, to talk?
Thou purple Source of all thofe bloody ftreams,
Which have for more than thirty years o’yeflow’d
The eAf3an Banks, and dy’d Eupbrates red ?
Dar’ft thou, Commiflioner in chicf, to put
The Earth in Arms, and {et the World on flame,
Once think of Peace? Now, by the Fire-robb’d God
Thou fhalt have Punifhment that fits thy Crimes.

Aguil. The braveft muft fubmit, when Fortune frowns.

Mitb, Defire of Wealth, the Luft of thining Dirt,
And Palace Plundery cavs’d thee with Arm’d Legions
T’invade a Ring, whofe Father was Rome’s Friend.
Bug, by the aflerted Juftice of my Caufe,

The help of Heav’n, and of my own Right-hand,
I conquer’d thee, and thou art now my Slave.
Guards, ftriaght convey him to the Market-placey
Take off his wealthy Chains, and melt ’em down 3
Then, fora terrible Example to

All fordid Wretches, Sonls 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.

Mith, Onany Day, my Queen, to do a Juftice
Which all the Gods, and all good Men muft like.
For Lucius Caffius, and for Quintus Gppius.

A milder Deftiny’sin ftore.  Away With-him,
And now proceed we to the {acred Rites,

Aguil. Yer, €'re you joyn, here me, proud Emperour,

Hear what the Fates have put into my Breaft ..

I fee my Death, by Koman Arms, reveng'd;

And what Lucul/ns had fo well begun,

Pompey fhall end 5. Pompey, thy glory’s ruine.

This Hour that gives me Death, fhall be the laft

Of all thy Quiet: Swift domeftick jars 7

Shall overtake thee; thou fhalt add more Blood

To that already fhed from thy own Bowels:

And whea at laft fubdu’d in all thy Wars,

Spoil’d of thy Queens, thy Sons and Daughters f{lain,

Thou feck’{t 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’din thy impious brealt,

Shall ftab thee to the Heart, and end thy days.

That this,, all this, and more may light upon thee,

I pray the Gods 3 and fo the Furies feize thee. ,
Mith, Away, to Death with the Prophetick Fool.
o { Ex. Guards »ith Aquilius

Trython.
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pon, begin and let the Altar fmoak ‘
7\—:7}1131 ‘i)'ucthich Victims, to the well-pleas’d Gods,
That they may fmile from Heav’n, and give us joy.

re follows the Entertainment : After which, the King and Queen
Hretg:m from the Altar to fit in State. An Image of Victory de-
[feends with two Crowns in her Hinds; but on a fudden the En-
gines breaky and cafl the Image formard on the Stage with fuch
wiolence, that they d.fb it in pieces. Mithridates ftarting up.

Mith, Ha! whence? how fell this out? Now, by my Arms,

Our Nuptials are not pleafing to the Gods 3

*Tis for fome fault of mine, O Morima,

That Heav’n denics thy Beauties to my Bofom :
“Thusy when we did approach the hallow’d Vaule,
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.
Aswell the Nobleft Salvage of the Field

Might ramely couple with a fearful Ewe,

Tigers ingender with the timorous Deer,

Wild muddy Boars defile the cleanly Ermin,

Or Vultores fort with Doves, as I with thee.
’Tis a crofs thought, and much difturbs me here.

Mon. Command me diey €’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 1 had hoarded all my Happinefs,

And caft me out to a wide Sea of Weeping.

Mith. How-e’re the Pow’rs above thall deal with me,
Racking my Heart with what they have fet down,
Thou art our Queen.

Mo, O, ’tis an empty Name,

A fenfelels found, except I am your Love ;

I find, 1 find that 1 am loft for ever.,

1 have but flept, 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 ?

Mith. Fright not thy tender Heart with falfe fufpicions;
I will be ever thine: But give me leave !
A little to digeft with fericus thoughts,

The
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‘The anger of the Heav'ns Andravar.
Andr. My Lord?
Phar They whifper, General, [ To Pelop.

. Ziph. Coming forward, Stars, by your leave;

111 Omens may the guilty tremble at,

Make every Accidenta 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 fhov’d now the Heav'n
Flame with a thoufand Fires, ne’re {een before,
And Thunder beat the Winds from every corner,
Not for the Calm of all the Univerfe’

Wouwd I put off my Joys a moment longer.

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

A minute makes us bleft, or wretched ever.

C Comes to the middle of the Stage, and kneels.

_ Dith, Ts there in all the fpace of our wide Empire
Ought of that moft ineftimable value
To make Ziphares kneel 2

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

Mith. O Celeftial Powers !
Mark me your Subject out for all misfortunes,
The Curfes of the Roman »annius fall
Heavy upon me; Fortune’s giddy W heel,
Which we have fix’d with our Majeftick weight,
Turn round with me, when I deny him ought
That he can ask with Houour. Rife, my Son.

Ziph. rifing. Since on the great Requeflt which I fhall make,
The peace or trouble of my life depends,
The tormen, or the pleafure of my Soul,
Eternal griefs, or everlafting joys,
I woun'd recall to your remembrance, 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 Conful(bip, made bare their breafts,
Lacd with long Scars, and ftudded o're with Thrufts,
The Noble Wardrobe of the Scarlet War;
I wou'd, with bolder mention of my deeds,
Difplay my Wounds to move your Royal Favour,
And offer, to the bleod which I have fhed, '
All my heart holds for fealing of your promife,



Mith. O, had’ft thou Fought fo pootly as thou fpeak’lt
Thy Aions, all the Lawrels that Iye green
Upon thee, {treight wowd wither, and be duft.
To mention but thy laft, thy laft of Wars,
Which ev’n the breath of Majefty makesvile,
So much below thy Valour isall 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 from my Saddle,
And laid me groveling, for the violent Horfe
To tread my Soul out’s how did my brave Zipbares.
Break through their walls of Steel; leap o're the Ramparts
Of the dead bodies that fenc’d me in, ,
On his own Courfer mounting me to life,
Pious even in the mouth of Slaughter, while
On foot himfelf, he with his Battle-axe
Bore down the Legions, drove whole Troops before him,
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. 1n thanktulnefs 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, my faireft ; break, my Day;
Appear, and charm, dazlethe whole Aflembly. '

248h. A wonder | Ha! L Semandra comes fo: ward:
b, A wonder ! Ha!

Ziph. Sheis, my Lord, the Boaft,

The lovely Chance-work, Mafter-piece of Nature,
Who blufh’d to fee what her own hands had made;
As if miftaking Moulds, fhe unawares

Had caft Semandrain a Form Divine,

Sem. Thefe praifes, breath’d from any Lips but yours
Lord of my Life, and Idol of my Love, - ’
WWowd make me fink with hame, or fcorn the Flatterer,
But as they come from you, from that lov’d Mouth
The tender Offings of your fond Defires, ’

I take’em all, and dye uponthe found: .

‘To thedriven Air my flying foul is faften'd 5
Eachword, cach{yllable you fpeak is mine
Yes, I amfair, a Queen, a Goddefs, any thing
That my dear Lord is pleas'd to have me be.

Mith. She talks —e—n

Ziph  And with o good a Grace,

T hat nothing but her Wit can Charm beyond it.
Late in the Camp 1languifh'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,
Wouw'd quite beguile my fofferings with her Songs,
Her welcome Pity, and her {oft Endearients :
Now, laying her Chafte Cheek, cold with her Tears,
To mine, fhe wou'd abate the raging Firc; '
Now, with warm fighs Lindle my fading Spirits,
And when T fainted, with a Kifs recall me.
Mith, By Heav’n, fhe Weeps, 1cou’d drink the Dew,
Phar. He takes the Poifon, faft as [ cou’d wifh,
Pelop, And Prince Zihares forces her upcn him.
Arch. Hold, you have gone too far; {peak to the purpofe:
Ziph. Ambition therefore was not my Requeft 3
In Colchis or in Bofphorus to Reign :
Leave to my Brothers all your Empire; and
To me, this only Beauty for Reward.
Mith. Reward! Wert thou on Mithridates Throne,
Poflefyd of all his Kingdoms, ‘were thine Eye
Like his who guides the Day, and thou cow’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 wov’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 ‘ B
2Mith. Not Heav’n it felf can mend her.
Had I as many Tongues as | have Languages,
Skill’d in all Speeches of the bablirg World,
And cow’d at once fpeak to as many Nations,
With {uch a grace as might make eAthens blufh,
By Mercury, and by the Father of ’
The Mufes, 1 fhow’d never {peak Semandra.
Mon. O, he is gone! his vow’d fidelity
Is gaz’d away !
2Mith, Tell me her Birth, Ziphares:
She muft be more than Royal.

Ziph. Fate thy worft: 7 »
Let me ke dumb for ever from this moment.

Arch. 1n me your Majefty may pleafe to read
Her Father : What I want in-Dignity, .
Be pleas’d to fill up with my Services.
Mith. Thy Daoghter! _
Arch. Yes, my gracious Lord, my Daughter.
Mith, O pity that fo fair a $tag fhou’d be o
; e




12 MITHRIDATES

The Child of Night; shat fuch a ftream of Cryftal
Showd have her Spring fo muddy !
Thou dy’®t, thow fawey okd ambitious Dotard,
W ho dar’ft to match thy Lees of blood with ours,
And daub the Throne of the Immiortal Cyrsts.
Zioh. Hold, hold, moft awful, give Zifhares death,
Impale me, burn me, bury me alive,
But do not wrong this Innocent pld Man, .
Thefe Hairs, which were made Silver in your fervice ;
O the good Gods! whom Fear cowd never fhake,
Your bitter words have caus’d to tremble : Seel
With the difgrace, he weeps; his Springs of life
Which had been dry for fifty Years, this laft
Affront has water’d :
Oh my poor Father! )
Mith, Ha! that Name again,
Thouv art no more my Son.  For thee, Semzmdrq,
Thou fhalt attend our Queen 5 to Court, my Fair:
Where I muft learn you to forget Ziphares,
And match you equal to your Birth,
Scm. My Lord ——-~ Ziphares
AMith. Look not back,
Condué the Queen, Pharnaces. O, Semandra !
*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 bus Ziphases and Archilaus.
Arch. Dotard ! and fawcy! nay, the Lees of blood!
Now, by the Gods, ’tis {prightly as his own:
O, ’tis too much to bear, Forgive me, 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 {o 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 difhonour'd Mafter,
Ziph. Oh, Archilaus! Oh, my kinder Father!
If you are ftirr'd thus at an angry word,
Wrat fhowd 1be; I, who am loft indeed,
{ who am {tunr’d, 1 who fuftain’d the ftroke
Of all the anger of the Fates at once?.
Semandra, O my Love! '
Arch. Reftrain your grief,
As I my Rage, and let uvs think apace,
Tho' for my Daughters Virtue 1 wow’d flakg

Fatherj

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 fhow'd I
Confider, who grow mad with crouding thoughts,
Where every ose endeav'ring to be foremoft
Stops up the Paffage, and will choak my Reafon ?
Arch. Ouce more {peak humbly to him,
Perhaps, ’tis but a fudden fhort-liv'd fit,
A gult of Paffion that may foon blow over :
But if you find it rooted in his Heart,
Eat your way throngh him, to your Happinefs
Or perifh, like your Brother Mithridates.
Ziph, By Heav’n, Ithink it greateft happinefs
Never to have been born; and next tothat,
To die: For who that wears his flefh can bear
The curfe of Accidents, a Change like mine?
I who, fome moments paft, wouwd not have changd
Condition with the blefled Gods themfelves ;
Now in all probability am loft,
And ftand upon the very brink of Ruine.
Arch. Your Defliny's uncertain ; Fate, as yet,
Holds the Scale doubtful: Let us hafteto Court,
Where we fhall learn which way the Ballance falls,
Ziph. Not half an hour ago, methought fecure
Thugg'd my felf, and almoit cow’d have wept
In meer compaffion te th’ hard-fated World,
Thinking how much my ftate was happier,
Arch, Yet all the witile you did not {py the danger
MWhich crept invifible and undermin’d you.
Ziph. Alas, I did not 5 without fear 1 ftood :
Like one who on the Beach, defcries from far-
A labouring Bark, with which the Billows war,
Pities its ftate, withing the Tempeft gon,
But Views not the near Sea come rolling on:
So did with me my unfeen Fortune play, v
Till the Waves came and wafh'd me quite away. L Exeunt.

ACTIL SCENEL
Entes Pharnaces, and Pelopidas,

Phar. J’LL hear no more 5 get me a hundred Horfe
To be our Gudrd, 'l bear her hence to Night,
And ravifh her, byall thefir«é that A&s
C2
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This fearlefs framey I will. Declare the diff'rence?
Is not the Blood nf Queens and Princefles
Like otlier Womens? Souls alike infus’d 2
Their Banquets Richer, and the Drinks they talte
‘The very Spirits ot the Purple Vine? ‘
Yet we mult 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 nu Sun has fhone uposn, no warmth
To ripen? bate alittle of this Fire, 7
Fhar. Pel pifas, 1 oft have told you, that
She knew my Love, before fiie fuw my Father,
forin the Plonder I fisft lighted on her:
Tho’ afterwards he took my beauteous fpoil,
As now he does my Brothers. Ialledg’d,
As late [ led her Weeping to her Chamber,
My conftant paffion, and his breach of Faith,
All that 2 Love moft violent cou’d put '
Into a Lover’s Mouth, like mine ; but flie uimov’d,
Infenfible reply’d, the King, ’twas poflible,
At laft might kill her with his Cruelty;
Vet to the utmoft moment of her Life ™
She wouw’d adore him with fuch. fpotlefs Love,
Such moft Romantick faith, and fuchadeal
Of whining Grief, that ina Rage | fling
Away, and left her talking to her felf, - 4
Pelop. And do you think this haughtine$s will carry’t >
He that will win a moft exalted Beauty,
Muft bend his Suul low, as be bows his Body,
‘Watch every Glance, obey her e're fhe {peaks,
Caft up his Eyes at each affe@led word,
And fwear Befides Lier Henour, "Sir, her Honour,
Obliees her to ftand a while a¢ diftance,
Phar. *Tis almoft empry ; Honéur, Courtthip, all
But-gandy Nonfenfe. . O. Pelipidas,
Rather than buy my Pleafure with fuch bafenefs,
Pde bea Brute: Now, by my life, methinks, =
T he happier Creature, caft before my Eyes
~The generous Horfe, loofein g Elow’ry Lawn,
With choice of Pafture, and of Cryfal Brooks
~Alnd all his chea{)fu] Miftrefizs abous him,
The white, the brown, the black, thie higine:bav
And every dapkéd<Female o?‘{ﬁe‘, l%felcf 5 B Y.
Now, by the Gods, for ought we know, as Man,

Thinks
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Thinks him a Beaft, Man feems aBeaft to him,
Pelop.- Be more confiderate, lefsiath and hot;

I have thought of an expedient to gain her.
Phar. Thou art my better Genius, and fhalt flourifh,

When Archelaus, like a blafted Tree,

Lies rotting to the Ground,
Pelop. Did Mithrid.tes

Know of your Love to Monima?
Fhar. He did :

As publickly I thew’d it as Ziphares:

Yet he who like the Hefperian Dragon, thinks

The Golden Fruit of Beautyall his own,

Flew at meas a Thief, who, while he flept,

Had ftoln his Prize, and made me pay it back:

Or fwore my Life fhon’d be the fatal forfeit.
Pelop, *Tis as I cou’d have wifh’d: Thus then, the King,

Whofe Heart Semandrakindles 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:
Phar. Which he fhall have ; this Head of thine has thought it.
Pelop. 1, and the needful Zndraver, '

Who feels the Pulfe of his Affection,

Will fwear boldly,

-As Witnefles who had both feen and heard

The jealous AZonima, inrag’d with Love,

But more for what her valt 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.
Phar. Pithy, and fhort; thou art the Soul of Counfel.
Pélop. 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.
Phar, In thanks the vileft, fawning, lyingSlave

Wou'd fpeak thee fairer than Pharaaces fhall;

But let my deeds be grateful.to my Soldier.

Enter Andraver.

What news, my Andraver ?
Andr, Your Guardian-Spirit
Now lays about him, and invifibly

Ads wonders for yots, midding ail the Court’s
‘ Semandra
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semandra weeping, and your Father burning;
aAb’ld’:‘nimzzf, 1ikei; W,idow’d-Turtle, mourning ;
Old Archilaus puthing on his Fate; ,
And Amorous Ziphares, led by Love,

"To tumble from the top of all his hopes.
Defiance from the Roman Conful Glabrio,

1 fent, and the third Pontick War renew’d.
But Love fo rocks your Father’s drowzy bragn, ,
That all the Trumpets of the thundring Legions
Can f{carce awake him. See where he comes !

/

Enter Mithridates attended.

tlis haughty courage fcarce fubmitting to

‘The weight which prefies hims but ftriking out.
Mith, She maft be mine, this admirable Creature,

Her Charms are now inevitable grown ;

And, while I feem to fright her from my Son,

1 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 fErive with cares to keep her down,

In vain d oes bufinefs fink her to the bottom;

‘This Bladder Love ftill bears her up again.’
Phar. Like a caught Lion, raging in the fnare,

He plunges in his paflion, fpends his force,

And ftroggles with the Toil that holds him fafter,
AMith. See her no more -and live! impoffible !

As well I might bid Meteors keep their luftre,

When all the fhining Exhalation’s fpent

That fed their fhost-liv’d glory.

Enter Monima,

DMon, O Aitbridates! O my cruel Lord !
I come with all the violence of grief,
To make my laft farewel.
Mith. What means the Queen ?
Men. The Queen ! O mockery of State !
Pageant of Greatnefs ! wondred.at a while,
But ftreight neglected like a common thing.
I come, my Lord, tobeg (O Heav’ns!) your leave
7our Royal Licenfe, to retire from Court - ’
A4, fince my Father by your Bounty reigﬁs
- “phefus, Tthere wou'd go to mourn,
¢ tanguith out my wretched Life’s remain,

boh Why will you add newr trogbes to my Bofom,

Alseady
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‘Aready burthen'd with the Wrath of Heav’n,
By your unneceflary grief?
~ Mon; From Earth, [ fear,
And not from Heav’n, thofe Cloudy Cares are drawn.
Mith. No matter whence, they’re dangerous to partake s,
The tender Face of Beauty cannot bear’ em
For, if from Earth they come, their Damp will ftifle ;
And, if from Heav’n, their Influenceis blatting.
Mon. Were you but kind, my Lord, asonce you were,
What blafting cowd I fear ? what dangers, dreft
In all the horrors of moft dreadfal Death?
But you are pleas’d that I fhould not complain.
Andr, Semandra, by your Majefty's appointment,
A ttends without.
Mith. Fair Monima, retire:
You will oblige me by a confidences
I cannot be, but yours; Affairs of State
Now take me from you,
Mon. Say the Affairs of Love.
Iwoud, my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you ;
1 feel a Spirit within me, which calls up
All that is Woman wrong’d, and bids me chide;
But you are Mithridates, thatdearman
‘Whom my foul loves; elfe, were you all the Kings,
All Worlds, all Gods, I cou’d let loofe upon you,
For thofe deep injuries which I muft fuffer 5
Cou'd, likethe fighting Winds, difturb all Nature
With venting of my wrongs ; butl am hufh’d
Asa fpent Wave, and all my fiery Powers
Are quench’d, when I but look upon your Eyes,
Where, like a Star in water, 1 appear
A pretty fight, but of no Influence, . R
And am at beft but now a fhining Sorrow. [ Exit. led by Pharneces-
Mith. O Love! if that the Face of fuch Affection,
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 her'kindnefs ftrikes my troubled Soul.

Enter Semandra with Andravar atending:

But fee, fhe's loft again, Semandra comes,

Who drowns like blufhing Noon her paler dawn,

And fhews like Summer to the lnfapcSpn:I%.

Semandra, what, fill wégping? will not a

The Wealth which the Sun fees thronghout the Eaff

Dry up your Tears? -methimks, an Empire might Sufce
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Suffice for any lofs. 1 give you all my Power ;
And, with it, fuch a heart, as nought’but Love
Cowd bow : I throw it bleeding at your Feet.
Pehold, behold, Semandra, while 1 blufh,
The great effects of your Commanding Beauty. N
Sem. \Were you yet greater than you are,c which fecarce
The Gods can make you ; tho’ no bounds but Heav’n =~
Did limit your Jarge Sway ; tho’in you Perfon all
The Graces met that every man ador’d, -
The blufh of Rifing Youth, the Conquering Eyes,
“T'he Noble Smiles, and thefe moft paffidnate Beauties,
Which drew my Heart to Idolize your Son;
1.cou’d not Love you,
Aith. Oh, unmerciful !
Sem. You faid, my Lord, but now,
You blufird to think of your degraded Power
How then ovght 1to blufh? I, who fhou'd be
The daily Curfe of your repining Subjects ?
1, who am bound by O.thsand folemn Vows,
To love Ziphares? by my Father’s Order,
And by the tendereft Inclinatjon too. \
s, You ftrike medead.
Sem. Oh, do but think, my Eord

I3 B

How wowd Mankind : whe,n.thCY‘,ﬁlgfi | read my Story,
Tear all the Rolls, or throw’ em'to’the Flapgec !
How wou’d the weeping Maids Curfe my rememberance,
Show’d I for pride of Power, a Goldeu Promife, N
A gaudy Nothing, prove ingrateful. perjor’d !
Leave all the goodnefs of the Eartn to languifh,
And break for ever with his matchlefs Virtue !
Mith. You bave faid, and I confefs it to be Heavenly :
I know, and till I faw your Eyes, 1lovd B
The Virtne of mv Son ;, Iodg’d him near
My Heart, and fer him dewn my Succeffor
Butaow, Oh hear, and wonder at your Power
Spight of his Neble Adts, tho’to his Arm ’
I owe my Life, tho' Juftice fpeaks fo loud,
And the foft Tongne of Nature pleads fo well
I hate himlmo're than I did ever love him. ’
Fem. Alas! wou'd [ had dy'd whea fir® you fiw me.
Mith. Had he confpird my Death, :uﬁn‘g’d my Throne
Perhaps I might have doom’d him to be flain ’
Vet fure I howd have wept to fee him die:
But now, fince he muft Ravith that lov'd Gem_
I prize above the World, tearing you from nae.
Giving me twenty Deaths, and cutting through’
My very Scul, fhow’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 Charm’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
“But they will fave from your moft Impious Rage
My poor lovd Lord, the innocent Zzphares. LW ecpina.
Mith. Thofe Waters more inrage my Jealous Flame,
And thofe heav’d Sighs but fpread my Anger’s Wings ;
Your Fatal Kindnefs haltens on his Death ;
And that untjmely Doom which I forbore
To execute, feems neceflary 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 defpairing Aithridates.
~Andravar, go, and bear the Prince to Prifon.
Sem, Stay, Andravar ; the King has call'd you back:
Sce, he repents: Nay, I muft hold you then,
And, if you ftir, youtake Semandra with you.
O, Aitbridates! O ungrateful Prince!
What was it you did Order ! But behold,
His Eyes are fix’dmpon the Ground, he bluthes
To think he cou’d fo monftroufly Decree
To Murder the fweet hopes of all his Kingdoms,
The Geds 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, Inever will, )
ON all you pitying Powers, will not my Cries
And piercing Woes move you to melt his Soul?
Can you be deaf? Oh Cruel Mitbridates !
Did you but know the workings you have made,
The heavy plight, the panting Paflions here,
If you had but a Grain of all that World
Of Love, you fwore you had once for Semandra,
You con'd not fee me thus: Mifery diftralts
My Reafon ; fhou’d you turn to a new Rage,
( Which I muft fear, unlefs you Vow to fave him)
I con’d not bear it; you fhoa’d fee me fail _
Cold, pale, and with my Deaths Convulfions grafping

Your water'd fect, bog pever more rife.
D Mith,
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Mith, Give me your Beanteous Hand; I fwear upon it.

By all thofe Powers we worthip, by our Self,

When e're Ziphares dies, Semandra kills him ;.

She fhall alone have Power to give him Death,

‘Or to recal his moft vntimely Fate.

Enter Ziphares and Archilaus.

“Fhus dearly do 1 buy the Red Impreflion _
Which my Lips make ;, but take it, take it from mes
My Bloed boils up again, my Spirits kindle,

“That lovely Brand has lent my wifhes flame,

£nd 1amloft 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 aflaulted 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,

Cow’d win thy Faith!

Yet, Odread Sir, forgive me;

If that my boding Heart fufpeds you more

Than all that Heav'n cou’d {énd down great and charming,
Or Hell cow’d raife up horrid to deftroy me,

Mith, O Glory! o "

Areh. 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
Czn move you more, by that I will Conjure you;

By all the Charms of Stra onics’s Eyes, - f
When firfk they drew you to adore their luftre ;
y all the Pains you gave her when fhe b re mey
Dy all the Obedienc e Lhave paid you long, ‘
And by the Blood 1 yetintend telofe

In your behalf : Oh grant me my Semandra.

Sem. Ev'n by the Paflion my unhappy Beauty
Firlt kindled in you, but I hope is dying,

Give me Ziphares, give him to my Longings.

Mith. *Tis done; the Conqueft is at laft obtain’d
And Manly Viitue Lords it o're my Paffion : ’
It'fhall be {o; away, thoufeeble God, -

I banifh thee my Bofom, hence I fay ;

Be gone, or 1 will tear the Strings that hold thee
And ftabthee in my Heart, ‘The Wars come oq +

'By Heav'n, Pll drown thy langhing Dreity ’

i1 Bload, and drive thee with myBrandifh'dS werd

To.
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To Romz, 1 will, yes, to the Capitol ;
There to refame thy chheadiaxﬁic again,
And vaunt thy Majefty without controul;
Bot never Reign in Mithridates Seul. -
Arch. © wonderfol effe® of highelt Virtue!
O Conqueft, which deferves more Trinmphs than
A hundred Viories in Battel gain’d. |
Ziph. You muit, you fhall be now the Lord of Rome 3
Her Fate fhall bow beneath your awiful Scepter.
O let me not enjoy the Life you promis'd,
The vaft pofleflion of the rich Semsandra,
“If I'ftrike not Rome’s Eagles to the Earth,
Take the Imperial Standard, Chafe their Legicns,
And bring in Triumph all their Leaders bound.
Mith, Andravar, hafte, Proclaim throughout the City
My fon Ziphares General again(t the Rowans. [ Exit Andravar,
Come to my brealt once more, my deareft Son;
In Spight of Love, thouart again my Chid:
‘Thus with a Father’s bowels } receive thee, -+
Thus melting o’re thee with the tendereft Nature,
I pray the Gods to Crown thy Youth with Glory.
Ziph, Ok Happinefs! Oh Joy! Oh blefled Tears
Reward this goodnefs, Heav'n; for Poor Ziphares
Is now fo loft, he knows nat 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 luffice,
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, S
Nor ev’n in wifhes offer at a Joy. [Shouting within.
Mith, Hark, with loud Cryes the Soldiers fend their Joys:
Go then, with the beft Bleflings I can give thee,
Condué my chearful Subjects to the Field ;
Take all the fighing Virgins wifhes with thee,
Subdue the Confu/, and receive Semandra.
~ Ziph. O do not doubt me, my moft Royal Lord 3
If now 1 Conquer not, thus helpt, thus promis’d,
Thus Prais'd, incourag’d, and thus over-bleft,
1 am the Mark, for all
‘The Syrod of the Gods to fhoot their Fires at.
Mith. Semandra, veil your Beavties frem my Eyes
Iwowd not trult their Influence, tho’ I thank
The Pow’rs above fo ftrongly Reins my Virtue,
I think I might, and fear not a ralapfe ;

In an Aparément, proper for your grief, |
D2 Ypu
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You fhall be plac’d, till yours and my Ziphares

Return in Triumph; 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. Halte, my Son, to Battel:

Be fhort in parting, for there is no end

Of Lover’s Farewcls. The Powers above preferve you.

' [Exit Mith. with Pelop. aad Andr.

Ziph, Fatewel, Semandra; O, if my Father fhow'd
Fall back from Virtue, ’tis an impious thought,

Yet 1 moft ask you, cou'd you in my abfence,

Solicited by Power and Charming Empire,

And threatned too by Death, forget your Vows?
Cow’d you, 1fay, abandon poor Ziphares,

Who midit of Wounds and Death wou’d think on you
And, whatfoe’er Calamity fhow'd come,

Wow’d keep his Love facred to his Semandra,

Like Balm, to heul the heavieft Misfortune?

Sem. Your cruel Queftion tears my very Soul :
Ah, canyou deubt me, Prince? A Faith, like mine,
The fofteft Paffion that e’er Woman wept ;

But as refolv’d as every Man conw’d boatt

Alas, why will you then fufpe&t my Truch?

Yet fince it fhews the fearfulnefs of Love,

"Tis jult I fhou'd endeavour o convince you:
Make bare your Sword, my Noble Father, draw.

Arch, What wou'dft thou now?

Sem. 1 fwear uponit. Oh,

Be witnefs, Heav'n, and all avenging Powet’s,
Of the true Lovel give the Prince Ziphares:
‘When I in thought forfake my plighted Faith,
Much lefs in Act, for Empire change my Loves
May this keen Sword by my own Father’s hand

Be guided to my Heart, rip Veinsand Arteries;
And cut my faichlefs Limbs from this hack’d Body,
To feaft the Ravencus Birds, and Bea®™s of prey.

Arch. Now, by my Sword, ’twas a good Liearty wifh |
And, if thou play't him falfe, this faithful hand
As heartily fhall make thy wifhes good.

Zigh. O hear minetoo, If e’er | fajl in ought
That Love requires in ftriteft, niceft kind ;

May 1 not only be proclaim’d 3 Coward,
But be indeed that moft detefted thing.
May I, in this moft glorious War [ make,
Be beaten bafely, ev'n by Glabrivs Slaves,
And for a Punithment lofe both thefe Eyes:

Yet live and never more behold Semandra, L Trumpets

4reb.



King of YOIN1 UDS.
Arch. Come, no more withing 5 Hark, the Trompets call.
__Sem. Preferve him, Gods, preferve his Innocence
The Nobleft Image of your perfet felves :
Farewel ; I'm loft in Tears.” Where are you Sir ?
Arch, He's gone, Away, my Lord, you'll never part.
Zipb. 1go; but muft turn back for one laft look :
Remember, O remember, dear Semandra,
That on thy Virtue all my Fortune hangs ;
Semandra is the bus’nefs of the War,
S¢mandra makes the Fight, draws every Sword :
Semandra founds the Trumpets 5 gives the Word.
So the Moon Charms her watry World below ;
Wakes the ftill Seas, and makes ’em Ebb and Flow.

23

ACT T SCENE L
The Field.

Enter Ziphares bloedy, with Soldiers.

Ziph. RE thefe, are thefe the Mafters of the World »
‘ O my brave Friends, how have yon fought to Day !
You fought, asif you all had Miftrefles,
Who from fome Battelment beheld your Valour,
And from your Arms expeed all their Fortune ;

Oh, had you heard em clap their tender hands,
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 Ba#l:sks to Roman Blood,

Your very Breath was as the furious Nerth,

And drove the Legions, like the Chaff, before you.
Nor was I idle ; witnefs the Wounds | feel,

Tho’ Glatrie, 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
Vidorious Arehilans, plunder their Tents,

And loaded with the Lawrels we have won,

March to Symude, Shouting ali the way,

Long live the King of Kings, great fMithridates ?

Enter Archilaus, attended.

Arch. O Prince! thou Life, thos Sonlof all the Army,
To whofe dear hand thrice 1 did owe my life,
When thrice this Day my Horfe was kill’d beneath me;
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O Renown’d Day i this one Day of the Valour
‘Has drown'd in dark Oblivion all my Wars:
Like Time it felf thy Glory fhall runon,
While mine, my fifty Iron Years of Battel,
Lics fmeer’d in Daft, and moulder into Afhes;

Ziph. Yes, Father, now I cou’d grow Proud of Conquelt,
Since it muf} give your Daughter to my Arms,
Methonght to day, when I had given the word,
Semandra, Victory declar’d her felf
E're yet a Death by any Hand was given:

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

Of Love’s dear promis’d Joys, than when [ ftrove
in flame of fight, with all my toil upon me,

To cut my way, and win the famous Field.

Areh. Grant me, you Gods, before the Hand of Death

Comes like Eternal Night with her dark Wing,
To bar the comfortable light for ever
Fromthefe my Aged Eyes; O let me fee

A Grand.-child of my Prince’s Sacred Blood,

To call him mine, to feel him in my Arms,

To hear his Innocent talk, and fee him Siile,
While I tell Stories of his Father’s Valour,
Which he in time muft learn to intimate :

Grant me but this, you Gods, and make an end,
Soori as you pleafe, of this old happy Man.

Ziph. | feel a gladnefs lightning in my breaft,

The kindled joy difperfes quickly threugh me,

And fay’s, €reyet the fetting Sun has quench'd

His Love in his cold Miftrefs Bed,

Semandra fhall be mine; ev’n 4l Semandra .

The thought is Extafie !, Thefe Arms fhall hold her
Faft to my throbbing Breaft ; thefe ravifh'd Eyes’
Gaze till theyre blind, with Iooking on her, Blufhes;
Thefe ftifling Lips thall fmother all her Smiles.
And follow her with fuch purfuit of Kifles, ’

That ev’n our 5ouls thall lofe themfelv’s in pleafure,

Arch. Firfty fond a Flying Meflenger, with news

f our great Victory, '
Ziph, Zphares felf
Muft be the Harbinger of his own joy :
I'!1 go with the beft-mounted Cavalry
While you bebind condu®, on calie March
The weary’d Army.  Once more let me Jock
My Father thus, ' R
Arch. My Heart bodes Happinefs.
Ziph. “Twere Sin to doubt, fince Fortune bad no hand
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In whit our Swords by dint of'Valoor won
She to the Brave was ever a curft Foe;
But I atlaft have bound her to my Chariot,
By Conquering Virtue to be drag'd along ;

And while her broken W heel is proudly born,
She fhall be forc'd our Triumph to adorn. [ Extunt feveral,

——

SCENE IL
The Palace-Garden.

Enter Pharnaces, and Andravar.

Andr. Henthere is hope, my Lord, th’unfetled King
May yet rglapfe,- aad fall to love again?’
Phar. *Tis certain that the end will Crown our withes ;
Laie as 1 pry’d about Sem ndra’s Gardens, E
Mat that onr Pler a Grouad, fo Plough’d to bear,
Showd yeild o Fruit, ftill thonghtful how to work him,
And wacck for fome Accident to fit o
Cur pvrinfe, and rezeem theloft defign,
I chizoo? cofpy the faiv Semandra fleeping ;
But, in <het pofture, fhe appeard {o lovely,
Bold as 1am, fhe Charm’d me into wonder:
- But {traight thy Generual came to refcue me,
Who took the hint immeuiately, and went
To fee the King. :
Andr. Tguefs the good defign,
Todraw him on to {ee our Beauteors Foe,
Phar. You have it; and’tis more than half effected.
Ifawgem walk: Pelopidas, by his A&ion,
I know did kiudle him with wondrous Praife,
But once to view the bright Semandra {leeping ;
But the King flopt, asif he fear'd to go;
Thenfide-long glanc’d, and figh’d, and walk’d again,
Rubbing his hand upet his Face, to hide
Therifing Blufhes: But, behold ’em here!

Enter Mithridates, Pelopidas.

Mith. What are her Charms to me?

Pelop. ’Tis true, they are nbt; : -
And yet, methinks, the fightfight draw down Fopeamm———s
Yet, I'de not ask you, for the’@rorld, tofee her; : .
' ut
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But that 1 think you‘re Mafter of your promife:
1 thought your God-like frame, your ftrength of mind
Nort to be fhock, therefore I woo’d you, Sir,
In curiofity, to Seea Wonder;
But, if you doubt your feli.
Mith. | think I need not:
I think my virtue isrefolv’d; but yet,
I fear, and therefore I will go no farther.

Pelop. *Tis well refoiv'd ; and yet, mithinks, ‘twou'd raife

“Your pity, more than Love, to {ecthe Tears
Force through her fnowy lids their meliting courfe,
To lodge themfelves on her ved murm’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!
1 feel her forrow working here; it calls
Fire to my Breaft, and Water to my Eyes,
And, if Idurft
Pelop. 1f you the leaft fulpedt
Your temper, if the fmalleft Breath of Love
But ftir your Hears; let me Conjure you, Sir,
Not to go on: the dazling manner will
Difturb your quiet, and confound your Reafon.
Mith. *Twill be as well, tho' I believe no Power
Can change my virtue, yet 'twill be as well
If you relate exactly what you faw.
Pelop. Behold her then upon a Flowry Bank,
With her foft Serrows 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 meto gaze o’er all that Ficld 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 Gallant God to new enjoyment:
AMith, 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, ip time may give her Death ?
"Twere modt inbwmang therefore not to go,

And
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And comfort her with praifes of Zipbares :

Pll tell her how he Conguers, how he comes

Triumphant from the Confu’s overthrow,

To take the noble Wreaths he has deferv’d,

Embraces from her Arms; Circles more rich

Than all the Crowns my fruitlefs Valour won.

Yet, ftay ; I will not fpeak of him: >Twere rude -

To break her reft, I’ll fee her when fhe wak es.

Pelop. Then you dare truft jyour heart ?

Mith *Tis fure I dare :

By Heav’n, my Friends, 1 dare: 1 fecl fuch ftrong

Colle&ted Manly Virtue, that I’ll on.

Pelop. Oh, Sacred Sir. turn back: 1f conquer’d by
Her Beauties, you fhou’d love again, |know
Pelopidas muft bear the blame of all ;

Therefore, my Lord.

Mith, Away; by Heav’n, I'll go.

Pelop. Oh, >tis impoflible, if once you lov’d
But you muft certainly rela(pe:

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.

Adith. Tl fee her s yes, it is refolv’d, I’ll fee her,
With all that World of Charms 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. ,
Mith, Reply not; but obey. [ Exeunt Mith. Pelop,
Phar, 1feel a pleafant expe@ation breeding;

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

Joyn then the much prevailing circumftance,

Of Time, and Place, the abfence of my Brother,

To make Gailt bold ; the lonenefs of her Manfion:

Both ftrong Incentives to a violent Lover.

Andy. Then Love has bleft you on the other Hand,
Since, by our fubtile praétices, we brought
Monima to difgrace; with whom you ay
Divert, till we have gain’d our full revenge.

T'have the gnard of her.

~ Phar. ’m glad thou haft.

Then, to compleat the ruine of Ziphares,

I hear his Mother, fearful of th’Event

Of this long War, andloving him as life,

With Pompey holds private Intelligence,

And has, to Reme, giv’nall thofe Caftles up, .

E Which
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W‘hich 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 5 quite tranfported with
The Extafie of love : 1left 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 fhroud for guilt,
Let us incourage, to our utmoft power,
What €’er his violent Love dares putin A

Enter Mithridates.

Mith. Torment of Heart! Oh, feeble Virtue! Hencey
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,
Asdoes Ziphares: But I’ll caft him out,
That Bofom-Wolf, who laps my deareft blood,
And lodge thee there; thou wilt not rack me thus,
Phar, The Gods forbid. But why, Sir, will you bear it?
Pelop. 1 cow’d ot think you lov’d her at this rate;
Therefore [ hope forgotten Virtue yielded
To bolder pleaiures, and you quench’d your fires.
Aith, Drawn my refiftlefs Love, I putone knee
To Earth, and gently bowing down my Head,
firft ook at diftance the fweet wafted breath ;
Which blew my Flames to fuch a raging height,
That ftreight I fell upon her Balmy Lips,
And glew’d my own {o fiercely, that fhe wak'd :
And, ftarting up, foon vanifh’d from my fight,
Leaving me dumb, pale, languithing, and dying,
Rent with her Charms, diftracted with the rage
Of my defires, and torn with cruel Love,
Pelop. Why ftopt you there ? I wowd have follow’d her
Into her inmoft Clofet; pardon me, ' ‘
it I prove paffionate to fee you thus:

Better
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Better a million of fuch flight-fonl’d things
Were ravifh’d, maffacred, than Mithridates
Suffer one moments care.
Phar, | have no patience,
By your great Glory, *twas not Nobly done :
Pth’ midft of groans, and cries, and gufhing Tears,
I wou’d have ravifh'd her; your Royal Hand,
Lock’d in her Amber-Hair, fhow’d then have forc'd her;
Who knows, but oppofition mounts the joy?
Like that -4 thenian Tyrant, who ne’r took
His Barge for pleafure, but in higheft Storms;
Then wou’d he ftand like Neptune on bis Deck,
And laugh to fee the Dolphins back the billows.
And'. Say but the word, V’ll fetch her from the Altar
To your imbraces: Neverdid I fee’
So ftrange an alteration ; your fierce Eye,
Which, like the Sun at Noon, none cow’d behold
But with a fhacch of light, and then be dazled:
Now, like a cold and drouzy Winter’s-Star,
Bears a vleak brightnefs, O decay of Juftre!
Aub, I am not asl was Ha! Whence this noife? [ Shout mitbin.
’ CEx. Pelop. and Andra,
Fbar, My Lord, this Paffion has unman'd you quite:
Foiy eitel of 1he glorious Fields you won,
You loic , cur acar-bought Honours in a Day,
And fell your Fame to your Ambitious Son.
T he Coward Glabrio, whom by flying Agents
I hear, in divers Skirmifhes he vanquifh’d,
Has fwell’a him fo, and blown him to that height,
He rides upon the fhoulders of his Army:
They heave nim as he were aGod, in Air,
And Dance before him, fhouting in their Songs,
You are their Saturn, but the Prince their Foze,
All that their waneing Faith can give Ambition;
And he too laughs, to hear the thund’ring Titles,
Azsth, And, for arecompence, (hall I beftow
Upen this Traytor, all I Love on Earth?
No, my Pharnaces, 1have mark’d him dead,
If that Semandra’s lofs can bring his ruine:
Not but the thoughe I go with fhews me juft
To what {kall appear: The Noble wile
Kills by her feeming Infidelity.
Monima too muft perifh for dithonour
But rather to make way for my new Love,
And fix the giddy People on my fide:
Again thefe fhouts?
Phar; 1gucis Ziphares comes.

[ Shouts again,

E:2 Mith,
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Mirh. Down, ftrugling Nature ;
Die, die, thou Ravifher of my Repofe;
Be ftrangled in me all remorfz, all thoughts
Of pity ; yet 1 will be calmy cruel ;
Nor fhall he find the depth of my Revenge,

Fnter Andravar,

And», Your Son has Conquer’d, mightieft of Kings; -
But by a way fo infamoufly bafe,

1 fear my doom will fcarce be lefs than Death
For the Relation.
Mith, Monftrous may it be:

For I fo hate him now; I wifh for Crimes
Of deepeft grain, for colour to his Fate,

_ Aniy. His Royal Mother, the falfe St/ atonice,
“To whom you gave in Cuftody Inora,
The ftrongelt, richelt Fort of all the Egft,
E’re he with Glabrio joyn’d, to Rome did yield
That wondrous Mafs of Treafure, with her Honour,

Mith. Curlt State of Monarchs ! Let the judging World
Now weigh our Pleafures, with our mightier troubles,
And find us happier than the reft of Men!

Falfe Beauty, thoo fhalt die, thou bane of greatnefs 5
Or, 1f I cannot reach thy fickle being,
I’ll punith thee by ruining Ziphares.

~ndr. This havel learnt by frequent Meflengers,
Who warrant with their lives, how by content
Glabrio but skirmifh’d with the Prince your Son,
And was by Stratomice brib’d before. —

Mith. Plots, Treafons, horrid black Confpiracies !
Mother and Son, Oh Parricides! combine;

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

Enter Pelopidas.

What fays Pelopidas ? What of Zsphares ¢
Bring’(t thou more matter for my Curfes? Speak.

Pelop. He comes, my Lord, and with a Port {o Proud,
As if he had Subdu’d the fpacions World,
And all Synope’s Streets are fill’'d with fach
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 of Houfes,
Are calt fuch gaudy fhow’rs of Garlands down,
That ev’n the Croud appear like Conquerors,

And
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And the whole Cityfeems like one vaft Meadow,
Set all with Elowers, asa clear Heav’n with Stars.
Diith, Ungreatful Slaves ! By Mars, when I return’d,
Worn with the hardfhip of aten-years War,
My Army’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, ¢’er he the City enter’d,
Your Subje&s lin'd the way for many furlongs ;
The very Trees bore Men: And, asour God,
‘When from the Portal of the Zaft he dawns,
Beholds a thoufand Birds upon the boughs,
To welcome him with all their warbliug Throats,
And prune their Feathers in his Golden Beams ;
So did your Subjects, in their gfudi’ft trim,
Upon the pendant branches fpeak his praife.
Mothers, who cover’d all the banks beneath,
Did rob theerying Infants of the Breaft,
Pointing Ziphares out to make ’em {mile
And climbing Boys ftood on their Father’s fhoulders,
Anfwering their fhouting Sires with tender cries,
To make the Confort up of general joy.
Mith, What, will you bear your parttoo? Ohthe Gods’
He is tranfported with the ample Theam,
And plays the Orator ! Plagues rot thy Tongue,
And blafted be the Lungs that breath’d his welcome
Perifh the Bodies that went forth to meet him,
A prey for Worms to ftink in hollow ground.
O, Viper! Villain ! notcontent totake
My Love, but Life ! wilt thou unthrone metoo ?
Shall Mitbridates live to be Depos'd ;
A Stale, the Image of what once he was ;
The very Ghott of his departed Greatnefs ;
A thing for Slaves to be familiar with,
To gape, to nod, and fleepin my feorn’d face ?
Awake, awake, thou fluggard Majefty,
Rouze the to A& ; tho’ all the Elements,
Tho’ Heav'n and Hell, Subjeftsand Sons confpire
With Fate thy Empire’s fall, oppofe their will :
Dareto the laft, and be a Monarch ftill.
Pelop: 'What think you now ?
Phar. Ithink, for my Revenge,
For any A& that witty horrour asks,
Thouart an Inflrument fo black and fit,
The Furies joyn’d in Céuncil cov’d not match thee.
But fee, Ziphares comes: With what a Trdin
Of Pricfts! pay, then the God muft Le Adored.

3t

{Est,
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The Scene being drawn, reprefents Siphares’s Triumph, which is 2
Street fullof Pageqnt;, crouded with People, who fro-n the Win-
dows fling down Garlinds : Others dance before h.m, while the
Priefls fing, Ziphares's rofting under a Canopy of State.

Ziph. Enough, my Friends, my Noble Countrymen,
| am indebted to your Bounties ever ;
But let me now Conjure you, ceafe the noife
f your loud thanks, left we difturb ehe King:
We're neargthe Palace, and myboding Heart
Says he interprets rudely this our Triumph,
Which yov, againft my will, have forc’d uponme;
Therefore Ziphares begs you to retire.
By the fmall Victories my Arms have gain’d,
If you have any Love, as much you thew,
Let me intieat you all, by that afteétion,
Evn now, upon this inftant, to disband,
All, -Long-live our King, and Noble Prince Ziphares.
[Exeunt fhouting.
Phar, Welcome, Ziphares, welcome to Synope ;
Still, when Fate calls thee forth, may’ft thou return,
Thus fwell’'d, thus Lord Triumphant o’er the Romans.
Ziph. Had 1 fabdw’d the World, I fhou'd deteft
The Titleot Triumpher, and fcarce think
That Man my Friend who praifes at your rate.
Pelop. Had not the monfter multitude receiv’d you, Sir,
With {ucha menftrous State, methinks,
L'ke Hercules, you fhowd have flain the A,dra.
Andr. Heard you but, Sir, how with an hundred Mouths,
1t worfhip’d, as you werc already Crown’d :
Long-live our King, the Noble Prince Ziphares ?
Ziph. What, Villians ! Ha! Gods, have ] flefh and bareit?
Phbarnaces, off 3 by my juft wrath they die.
Ezxeunt Pel. and Andr,
Phar. The King ! Remember how this Rage will found.
Ziph, O the curft Traytors! Brother, beware of ’em ;
How €’er they crouch at prefent to your Foutune,
For | 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 me mortal hate 3
But if Ilive, 1’} crufh’em.
Phar. You’l to the King ?
Ziph. Twill, Methinks this meeting was unlucky ;
My Heart mifgives me more, and higher beats
With ¢iis laie heat, than all thetoilof War;

Perhaps,
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Perhaps they move the King; but fure not much :
Or if they do, tho’ our great Father frowns,

One fmile, one tear of | joy from my Semandra
Will wath the anger of the Gods away,

Phar. Go, and the Welcome that | wifh atttend thee.
Of all my Elder Brothers, he remains
To crofs my hopes, and bear me from the Crown:
Whom yet 1 doubt not, by my Engins help,
To burft in funder, and then gild my Brows,
Methinks I fhov’d become the Golden- -Hoop.
That circles in one quarter of the Globe:
Ihaveit juft; my Scepter waving thus
The ftarting Princes run to clear my way.

[Exn

Enter Mithridates, Semandra Pelopidas, Andravar, Guards.

But hold, my Father comes, with fad Semandra !
Weep on: while I go laugh my cares away
With Adonima who muft or yield or die. [Ea
Mith. Has not the Traytor won 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,
em. *Tis falfe; ’tis all moft horrid Perjury;
And the curs’d fpotted Souls of thefe vile Traytors
Shall burn or this beneath : 1know they hate
The Gallant Prince, and now confpire againft bim
With words made" up with all the blafts of Hell
They ftrike your Sacred Ears, bewitch your Senfes,
And with thofe Spells that foulelt Treafon hatcht,
Stagger your Royal Reafon, O yet hear me!
Asith, From what I have decree’d, no Charm, no Power,
No Eloquence ; not Mercy’s felf, adorn’d
In all Semandra’s Beauties, in her tears,
Proftrate upon the Earth, and hangmg on
My knees, nay dying with her grief, 1l all move me,
Sem. 11now believe you are not to be mov’d ;
Therefore with my undaunted Innocence
Iftand to hear the Doom yoy, ha.vp.dccteqd.
Mith, If when Ziphares, at your firlt appearance,

Runs to your Arms, fir'd with expectea joys,
You
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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 ;.
He fhall be ftab'd, bemurder'd by my Guards,
‘Before your eyes’
Smi. O, 'tis not poflible,
7T hat you can mean the dreadful thing you {p:a’ :
You fpeak it but to try the poor Semandra.
Mith. Mark me moflt heedfully, for ’tis moft true,
And fooner-fhall a dooming God recal
His $tygan Oath, than I renounce-my Vow:
He dies, 1 fay, if youreceive him not
With all the coldnefs of a fair Apoftate,
Whofe 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 ycar words which muft make plain your falthood,
Your looks fhou’d give the Lye, by amorous glances,
And languifhings, for Loverseyes will talk ;
Or, asyou {peak 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 ftand conceal’dy
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. Vlldie Pll die. tenthoufand deaths 1l die,
Rather than meet him thus ; What, after all
The dreadful Imprecations that I made him,
And {wore upon my Father’s Sword, a Faith,
A fpotlefs Love, for ever to endure ;
Shall 1 abjure my Oaths, and to his face
Proteft a falfehood, and belye my heart?
M:i-h. Take your own courfe ; I have fworn.
Sem. O Tyranny !
What, fhall I meet him after all his hardfhips,
After the heats, and colds, and {marting wounds,
Which for my fake he partly endur’d,
Still chearing up himfelf, that after all
The blood he loft, he fhow’d enjoy Semandra,
His gentle Miltrefs one day fhou'd reward him
For the long mifchiefs of acruel War?
Mith. 1 have not leifure now to hear complaints ;
Either refolve t’obey, and fpeedily, ’

Or
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Oryduand I muft never fee him more.

~ Sem. Stay, Royal Sir, come back: Ne’er fee him more !

‘And if Idie, rather than fee him thus,

Will you not fave his life ?

Mith. YourDeath, Semandra!

The very mention haftens on his Fate.

Sem. Alas, alas! I fear, if Ibut 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.
Mith, Than, you refolve his Death ?
Sem. 1t cannot be,

No, I will fee him, tho’ I muft be cruel;

But bate a little of your Impofition :

An unkind word will kill the poor Ziphares,

As fure as all the hate which you injoyn me.

Enter I{menes.

Fidel, The Prince Ziphares begs admittance of
Your Majefty. -
Mith, You muft retire, Semandra.
Serm. O Torment! Ohthe Racks of Lovediftreft
Like mine! Of Paffion at a lofs like mine !
Help me, you Gods, or gfhall faint with bearing:
Mith, Callin the Prince——What, Nature yet again?
I charge thee trouble my report no more.

Enter Ziphares.

Znph. ’Tis well, you Powers that pry into qur Hearts,
Well haveI loft my deareftblood in Battel,
Since oace again I fec my Royal Father. ‘
Mith. Ziphaves, rife : 1 hear you have fought well;
Too well perhaps for Mithridates peace :
You Triumph too, I hear.
Ziph. Alas, my Lord,
1 tear Pelopidas and Andravar
Have been too bufie with your Ear. .
By my beft hopes, by your moft Sacred Life,
I wowd not Triumph till your Orders came ;
At leaft, they told me, that they came from you 5
If they were falfe, e ~
Mith, They were your Friends who brought
Thofe Orders ; therefore you are not in fault,
Nor ought you fhare the Crimes of Stratonice.
Zith, Of Stratemice ! Ak, what has fhe done?
F

3)

[Exit,

Al,
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Ah, Sir, what Villain has traduc’d mero,t;her:?A
Give me to know —— ‘
Mith. Perhaps you’re ignorant :
Wou'd I had been fo too ; but to the purpofe.
1 promis’d, when the Conful was o’ercome,
To give Semandra to you : -— — Seem not fad,
You love your Father well ; but, Prince, Iknow
Your Paffion for Semandra is the higheft -
1l fend her to you, if you pleafe, retain her.
Ziph. Is this then thy reward ; unneceflary Virtue?
Why do we weur thee thus, to our undoing ?
O inaufpicious Stars ! thy Father hates thee,
Becaufe thou art too good! Went it not fo?
1 fought too well! His Eye difdain’d me too,
And held my High Defart at hatefql diftance :
‘But let it be, there’s fatisfaction fill
Ta Innocence: And confcious Glory tells me,
My Griefs fhall fly, like Clouds, before Semandra.

Enter Semandra.

.Bat fee, the Sun that drivesem ! 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 Vittories. Alas, the King,

My crue! Father, .— - Ha! what now, Semandra?
Not fly intomy Arms! O all you Pow’rs

That Nurs'd our tender Loves, fhe turns away!

Halt thou too canght 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 madnes. What, not look upen me?
By Heav’n, if thus, if thos I fhou'd behold thee,
Tho’ in a Dream, "twow’d make me wifh to {leep for ever.
O my dear Life! thou fhalt not hide thy kindnefs;
But to diflemble thus a moment longer,

Wou'd quite deftroy the Paflionate Ziphares.

Il force thy hand thus, to my trembling Lips.

Sem. The Kifs yon ravith, Prince, is dangeraus;,

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 Paflion with the dreadful ftarts it makes

"Will foon Divorce my Soul from this weak Body.
What haft thou faid ? Andy Ah! What have I heard ?
Fair cruel faichlefs, for the Blood Iloft,

Dot
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Doft thou thys meet me? Raife my Eyes from Earth,
And tell me, Have I, ‘Ah, -have [ defervd
This vfage from my-dear ador’d Semandra ?

Sem. You deferve all things; but you muft not ask
My Love, unlefs you wifh me moft unhappy ?

Ziph. O, you goed Gods! Is it then come to this ?
Shall I, fhall | ————but fpeak it once again,
Wnhappy ! didft thov, coud't thou fay unhappy ?

Sem. T'de have you ftrive, my Lord, to love melefs,

Ziph. 1If you wou'd have it fo, be witnefs, Heav'n,
If for your quiet you injoyn me this,

Tll ftrive; but (oh!) 'tis moft impofiible:

Ab, may Inot prefume to ask, if this

The reafon be why I hou'd love you lefs,

That the too happy King may love you more? —-—
Your filence does confirm Ziphares loft :

And all that Icou'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 bloody Author of this wretched Being.

Tyrant :

Sem. Take heed, Ziphares, how you wrong your Father :
P’ve heard you give another Charatter,

So diff’rent from this lafty of Mithridates,
Methinks you {carce appear the fame Ziphares
Whom once 1 knew.

Ziph. It is moft fure I do not
But to convince me more, quite to compleat
The cruel fum of all my defperate woes,

And fink me ever; what, Madam, have you heard
Me fay ? or, rather, what is’t you would fay
Inill-time prais’d, of this inhumane Father ?

“Sem: Have I noi heard you fpeak the tender'ft things,
How, but for forme few faults, fo{mall, that fcarce
The Eye of Envv or of Hate cou’d find ’em,

He wou’d be perfe& as the Gods themfelves?
A King {o awful, that the Romans fear’d him?
A King fo merciful, Barbarians lov’d him?

A King '

Ziph. No morey I am confirm’d : She’s loft :
The King ! fhe’s gone ; the Beauty of the Earth,
All that in Woman cou'd be Virtue call’d
Is loft. , ~

-Corrupted are her Noble Faculties,

The temper of her Soul is quite infeCted,

Inconftancy, the Plague that firft or laft

Taints the whole Sex, the catching Coutt-difeafe,
1 )

B
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Has fpofted all her white, her Virgin Beauties.: . oy
Sem. Youthink me falfe—— Ah, ’tis but )}Jﬁ: you fhowd :
But, Prince, Ifwear, I.am not what you think me;
Yet never can be yours.
Ziph. O Confufion ! :
Never ! O herror ! never can be yours !
‘Yhou tear’lt my heart ! Call back thofe d.geadful'wordrs‘;- ‘
Tho’ thou art going, yet thouart not gone:
Ah, €er it be too late, behold me gafping.
Come to my Arms; Ob, leave me not for ever:
Fall on my Bofom, Pll forget thy weaknefs;
Try to deceive my felf with {pecious Reafons,
Never upbraid thee that theu once wert falfe
But with my tears wafhall thy ftains away. (Counfel,
Sem., Siucetears (O help me Heav’n!) are vain, take, take my.-
Chear your fad heart, and Grieve, O grieve no more.
Ziph. Then thou artloft? refolv’d uponmy ruine ?
Sem. Your Life’s too precious : Irefolve agdinft it !
Nor for ten thoufand Worlds——What was I faying 2 —=——{dfice.
What fhall1 fay ? Live, live, thou loft Ziphares.
Ziph, No, thou perfidious Maid, theu wretched Beauty,
Ziphares 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 €’er hedies,
Think, if this kindled rage fhould execute
What he has fworn, to hack thy beanteous Limbs,
Tear thy falfe flefh into a thoufand pieces.
Sem. If that were all my fear | —
Ziph. What, hardned ! Oh myStars!
So quickly perfett in the curfed Trade? -
1 fhall go mad wich the Imagination,
O heart ! tho’ Heav’n had op’d the pregnant Clouds.
And teem’d withall the never-erring Gods, ’
To fwear on Earth Semandra had been falfe,
Semandra had been falfe to her Ziphares,
Twoo’d not have believd,
Sem. 1 cannot hear this grief, nor muft I cure it. ' .
Farewel —- O Prince— Inftruét me, Heav’n to fave him }Aﬁd"e
Zith. Stay thee; there’s fomething e’er we part for ever
That { wou'd {peak if I con’d make it way. ’
Sewn, Speak then, and fpeak the mournful’ft thi
To break both hear’ts. P " nful f things you can
Z ph. Thou haft undone me ; like a Silver-Fr
Thou com’lt upon the Flower of all my YOuttlfmﬁ.’
To nip the tender Bud, and blaft my Glory:

Yet
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Yet I will live, Semandra, 1 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 fecks thy fafety.
Sem. 1fhall not hold; I feel the climbing grief:
My Eyes grow full, and 1 fhall give him Death, }Aﬁde.
-Zf_pb. Farewel, Thus, kneeling at thy feet, I pour v
Thefe parting Tears. and fure the happy King,
In pity will allow this dying Kifs,
Which my could Lips print on thy Faithlefs Hand.
Ch, all my Vows, g)r ever hear 1 leave you;
And, fince we never, never muft behold
Each other more, I’ll breath ’em once again:
Farewel Semandra. O, thow’lt never find,
Ip <V thy fearch of Love,; a heart like mine.
On.+ mor= Farewel for ever, falfe Semandra,
Wha: ? yer 2gain thy Name? Will mycharm’d Tongue
Sound nothicz tut Semandra? Oh, Semandra! - [Exit.

Enter Mithridates, with Priefts,

Sem. The cruel Task is done 3 and I can hold
No longer! ‘
AMith, Cernrc back semandra,Empire,Empire calls thee,
Op’a thy Eyes to meet thy coming Glery !
Sem. O Barb’rous Prince, may I not die in quiet 2
AMith. Talk not of dyings
See this Holy Man
Sem. Holy, Prophane,
"All things are now alike to my diftraction.
Mith. He inftantly fhall joyn your hand with mine,
Sem. What means the Tyrant?
Mith. You are now our Queen.
Sem. Firft let me feek a Dragon in his Den;
Imbrace an Afpic, curl with Bafilisks,
E’er 1 give np this Body, this peor Beauty,
To any but my Lord, the wrong’d Ziphares. .
Mith. 1 guefs you wou'd not by your free Confent;
But I fhall force, if you refufe to yield:
This moment 1will take you in my Chariot, -
Streight to the Temple, and is publick Wed you ;
Tho’ you refufe to joyn in Ceremony,
Inftead of Sacred words venting loud Curfes,
*Twill not avail ; for ({Nhen the Myftery’s done,
’}1 bear you back, and as my Queen enjoy you.
f Sem:al lywill be ’dragg" ,m die ftifled with my grief,
Mith. Youhave the Willy bat not the Power todie.

Sews,
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Sem. None! is there none ? No pitying God awake ?
And are your Priefts Confederate in my ruvine?

They fure will tell you of your Tyranny,

And fear too mueh the anger of the Heav’ns,
To force:a helplefs Virgin : They will {peak
Yaur Crime abroad ; will younot, ‘Holy Men?

Mith. ‘Let me but hear the Holieft of ’em crofs me,
‘By Heav’n, he fhall go Sacrifice beneath : ‘
Therefore away, Priefty forward to the Temple.,

Sem. Help, help, you Geds.

Mith. Al thought of help is vain,

Give me your Beauteous Hand, axd 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 Ged,
And let me iofe my being, to efcape him.

Mith, Andravar, raife her gently from the Ground : [ They take
Take help, and bring her foftly to my Chariot. ber in their Arms.

Sem. Stay, Mithridares , 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 the Gods, 1 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 Ravifi'd Maid.

ACT IV. SCENE L

Mishridates imcompa f'd with ibe Ghofts of his Sons, who  fet
Daggars so bis Brea, and vanifh. T

‘;‘ ; HatHo! Pelo 1das ! Wh Y, .
Hafte ta mtheIp, Y, Andrdyar

Enter Pelopidas, Andraver.

i’e{ojf. I\Nhatdwou’d your Majefty ?
e Twowd what I muft ne‘er expetd on !
he peace Thad. Come neaver. OhiJ my Frrii:nré?i
1 bawe did €'er forefhew a Doom jn {leep,

Mine



DR o XA LU, 4v

Mine is at hand, 'Lj}&tfﬁhﬂn yau wellhiremember,
1 bore Sewandrafrom the Thundring Gods,
Who fheok the deep Fonndations of . the Temple,
With the report of Wrath Diviae ; yet I,
This defperate wretch,through ftreets of fire,did bear her
Back, in aSwoon, to my moft inward Clofet -
But there you left me, left me to the rage. .
Of monftrous Love, Which, in the midft of faintings,
With Tranfports yet unheard of, forc’d a joy,
Whofe momentary pleafures will heap on me
Whole VVorlds of Furies, Hells of ,endlefs Horror -
Pelop. But, Sir, the Dream that may divert your cares,
Mith. Divert’em! Rather let gather all my courage:
To Bulwark in my Soul. O plant me round
VVith your kind Bodies; blunt, if poffible,
Heav'ns whetted vengance, while I tell the Vifion,
After the dreadful Extafie was over,
The ravifi’d Maid, kalf-dead with fhrieking prayers,,
Burft, at the laft, from my relenting Arms,
Ran to my Sword, of which when I difarm’d her,
She fled the Room, with cries like one diftracted,
Preft with Remorfe, 1 refted on my, Couch,
And flept ; but ho,a Dream fo full of terrour,
The pale, the trembling mid-night Ravifher
Ne'er faw, when cold Lucretia’s Mourning:Shadow:
His Curtains drew, and lafh’d him in the eyes,
VVith her bright Trefles, dabled in her blood.
Pelop, 1have heard of Dreams that prov’d Ominous
But I cou'd never fix my Faith on Fancies..
Mith. Methought, by Heav'nly Order { was doom'd.
To feek my Fate alike in th’ other VVorld :
Streight, like a Feather, I was born by VVinds,
To afteep Promontory’s top, from whence
1 faw the very Mouth of op’ning Hell;
Shooting fo faft through the void Caves of night,
I had not time to ponder of my paflage.
1 fhot the Lake of Oaths, where Fleeting Ghofts,
VVhofe Bodieswere unbury’d, beg’d for waftage .
Then was Ithrown down the Infernal Courts,
Infinite fathom, till I {oar’d again
To the bright Heav'nly Plains, the happy Fields.
Andr. T wonder, that the brittle thred of thought
‘Shou'd hold in fuch a maze!
AMith, Oh, now itcomes,
After that Heavnly Sounds had Charm’d my Ears,
Methought I faw the Spirits of my Sons,
Slain by my jealoufie of there Ambition;

VVie
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Who fhriek’d, He’s come ! Our cruel Father’s come!
Arm, arm, nﬁey cry’d, through all th’ enamell’d Grove:
Streight had their cries alarm’d the wounded Hoft

Of all thofe Romans, Maflacred in Afia:

I heard the empty clanck of their thin Arms,

And tender voices cry Lead, Pospey, lead. ~‘
Streight they came on, with Chariots, Horfe agd Foot.
When I had leifure to difcern their Chief,

Methought that Pompey was my Son Ziphares :

Who ¢t his dreadful Pile, and piercd 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 big War

Comes with vaft leaps, bounding o’er all the Eaff,
W hich crouches to the torrent : Pempey comes ;
Pompey the Great, faluted Emperour,
And, for fome years, deftin’d to govern all
" The Italian Arms, with fuch full Commiffion,
As yet was never granted to a Roman.
Pormpey, fo young, fo foft, in fhining Courts,
That all the Roman Ladies languifh for him:
Pompey, fo fierce in Camps, fo brave in Fields,
The very Boys, like Cupids, dreftin Arms,
Clap their young harnnefs’d thighs, and truft to Bateti:
Pompey, Rome’s Darling, and Fame’s Eldeft Son,
Proclaims with Authridates mortal War,

Aith. Were all well here, what Force, what Roman Arms,
What General, Marching at the Head of Millions, ’
Couw’d daunt the bold, the forward Mithridates 2
But here, Pharnaces, in my guilty Bofom,

The fatal Foe dees undermine me quite

Plack 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 ViGory,

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 Iam vanquifh’d, lain with Bofom war;

Plar. *Tis much beneath your Majefty, to alarm
your felf with fears.

Mith, Pharnaces, thow’rt ignorant ’

Itell
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I tell thee, Boy, remorfe and upftart fear
Opprefles me, in fpight of all my knowledge ;
Tho’ none of thoff that boaft Philofophy
Has made a deeper fearch in Nature’s Womb
Than I ; (the mid-night Moon has feen my 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-Ringof 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, call’d Conftience, makes its way
Through all the Fence of Pleafure, fortify’d
With Reafons, that this 11l}feem’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.
Mith. Never, oh never: Nor did 1 enjoy
Expected pleafure, tho’ thefe hands did hold,
All night, her panting Beauties to my Brealt ;
But, oh! whatjoy, what pleafure, what content,
Cow’d my griev'd heart receive in ravifh’d kindnefs !
Her lipsy which if Ziphares had been there,
Wowd fure have fhot their gleamy warmth at diftance,
Were cold to me, 4s Odours are in Fioft:
Her face, like weeping Marble, damp’d my flames ¢
And, as1drew her trembling to my Arms,
She fainted ftill, and woo’d me with fuch wailings,
Such languifhings, ard broken fighs, to leaveher ;
That, had not more than monftrous appetite
Tranfported me, the Rofe had beenunblafted.
Phar.You think of her too much: The Sex of Women,
The ravifh’d Beauties of the Earth together,
Deferve not half the grief that clouds your Brow,
~ Pelop. Your Subjects want 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 Wars,
Mvith. 'The Thunderbolt of Methridates battel,
That tore the Roman Banners, now is loft :
My Arm, my Arm, ev’n my Right Arm is loft,
Nor wili my Trumpets found without Ziphares :
His breath was as the Air, to all the Army ;
His Face was as the Sun, indepth of Winter;
And made cold Cowards blufh away their fears ;
Bur he isfer, for ever fet in forrow.
G Arch.
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Andy. Your Majefty is, of your felf, fufficient
To Head your eager Troops ; or brave Pharaace
Stand forth, to fill Ziphares empty place.
Pelop. Ziphares ftill your Royal Favour had,
To improve himfelf in Arms, againlt the Romans
Whils, ininglorious Fields, Pharnaces ftrove
Amonglt Barbariwns, to geta Name:
And tho’) perhaps, he greater pains imploy’d
tn rooting up fuch Ruobifh of the Earth,
Than th’ other did in felling the tall Trees,
Yet this was paid with Labour, that with Praife.
Mith, Peace, Villains ; peace, confpiring Sycophants:
MNow, by the Gods, my Eyes are halt unfeal'd;
But, if the thought that kindles in my Breaft
Finds proper fuel to increafe my Fire,
it thall confume yeu, Traytors; if 1 find
( Which | begin to do) that you have play’d
The Villain, Audrevar, or thou, Pelopidas,
And laid Sewandra’s Beavty as a fnar
To ciech Ziphares life, (Oh, all the) Gods !
And ruine me, by placing of the Bait :
Mark me, if oughtof this, if any thadow
Appear, that you confpir'd to betray me ;
Pl heap fuch Lorrours on your frighted Souls,
That you (hall call your Brother- Devils up,
"o dnatch you hence, rather than ftand my fury.
Peloc. Why hould your Majefty fufpeé: your Servants?
Huth. Becanfe thon did’lt foment my Fatal Paffion 5
And when I view thee well, my Genins bids
Beware of thee : Tho’ thy meft fubtil Devil
Has wrought me [l toliften ro thy lies ;
Thou art, methinks, malicioufly contriv’d,
And halt, if ever yet a Villain had,
The Face of amoft fubtil werking Slave,
Ardr.We have donenought but what yourRoyal Word
Did warrant: If you lov’d, fhowd we Tubuke it
Or durft we think to quench a Fire, which you
Refolv'd fhowd burn ?
Mith. Yes, Traytors { yes ; you cught
When you had feen me going, to have fiopt me :
My ftrogling Virtue might, with fome Aflitance
Have call the Venom of my Paffion up ; >
But, with your poyfonous Breath you made it 5

) ) age
Till I was fit to ruin poor Senandra. =

Enker
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Enter Semandra,

Bﬂ;’ Ohvi",hbehold ffthﬁ lmfxtocen?cecl)l‘;vrdng’d! |
em. at, doft thou ftart ? Heavens ! S;m, E ]
Why, whata Monfter then maft I appear, ndra frights him !
VVhofe form can fhake the bloody Mithridases !
*Tis fur§, thou haft undone this helple(s Creature, [Weer:
And turn’d to mortal palenefs all her Beautics “rrg
Thou haft made her hate the Day which on-c adorn'd
Her op’ning Sweets: How wretched haft thou made me ¢
Yet, Oh my Soul, thouinward Knowledge, fpeak,
How much ['hate this violated Shrine.

Mith, W retched Semandra !

Sem, Doft thou pity me?
Is the long Line of my Eternal grief
Of fuch a Charming force, thatit can fetch .
Tears from that Rock ¢ Ah, moft unheard  of {orrow !
Doft thou repent ? Or are they but teign'd Tears 2
VVhat e'er they are, thou fhould’it have thought before,
The cruel confequence of this dark deed; '
VVhen I was heav’d in Air, and with my cries
Pierc’d the deaf Heav'ns, and call’d to theefor mercy,
Then Liad’ft theu thus diffolv’d, 1 fhou’d have bleft thee
But now, thy black Repentance comes too late,
VVhat, Ah! what fatisfaction canft thou make ?

Hith. Infirué me. ‘

Sem. No : There is in Nature none
Since I can never be Ziphares Bride.
For if theu fthouw’dft confent to make us One,
And Heavn fhou'd VVarrant it ; nay, tho’ Zighares
Extravagantly fhowd confent to take me,  ~
Ah, cov’d I meet thofe dear, thofe fairhful Arms,
VVhich yet, infleep, ne’er touch'd a breaft but mine,
Thus wrong'd ; and thus defil'd, thus nothing left
Of his Semandra, but her {potlefsimind !
This is too much to think. Ah, Cruel King/!
Now I cov'dcurfe, now I coyd tear my felf,
Now 1 cow'd weep, asif it twere poflible
To walh my ftains out! Telllme, O youPowers,
For T’ll be calm, Was I not worth your care?
And why, you Gods, was Virtue made tofuffer ?
Unlefs this World be but as Fire, to purge
Her drofs that fhe may mount.and be a Star.
Were this but certain ; Ah! there’s nothing, fure,

But my irrecoverable Fate ; undone Semandra |———a
This, this is certain, Death with lofs of Honcur. TEzxit.
G 2 Miuh,
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Mith. Farewel, Semandra, thou moft wrong’d of Women.
But I’ll this inftant go to Monima,
Andif 1find what Hufpe& 5 Pharnaces,
'l cut thee off as an infectious limb :
And, for thofe Villains, I fhall quickly know
The wrong fhe has had ; whofe accus’d innocence
If your foul words have {ully’d with black flander,
Think not to fcape, for (how’d youride on Charms,
Take Windsto bear you, or the Lightning’s {peed,
With panting horrour to the brink of Hell,
I'd fweep you from the Verge to flanes beneath,
And fink your Villapies with weighty death.
Phar. Firft, fink your felf, your Crown and Love together,
Peloprdas, this comes of your cool counfel :
tad I'been heard, /M mimia had been gone
By this; enjoy'd, and Crown'd my Royal Bride,
And we receiv’d, as Conquerouars by the Romans,
Haft thou not heard, how when Tygranes came,
And caft his Diadem at Pompey's feet,
He call'd him King, and rais’d him by that Name
To {it as Equal to the Reman Cosful ?
By all the Gods, 1 will not ftay a moment,
But take immediately my flight ; except
You fwear to fide with Rome, call Pompey hither,
And hafte withall the Forces we can make,
To joyn his Army, and betray my Father. -
Pelop. A fodden thought of lucky miichief comes 5
Old Archilaus 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 the murmuring Citizens,
How cruelly your Father lately us’d him :
Bat that great Mole, the Multinde ne’er fees
Who works their Prince, but {till take all on truft:
Therefore [ inftantly will fpread amongft ’em
How Archilaus was Confpirator
Againft the Prince, and finding more advantage
To have the King his Son-in- Law, by Letters
Bafely compell’d his Daughter to the Marriage.
Phar. Millions ¢o one but this will fet em on
To tearcurft Arcbilane like mad Dogs,
Befides 1 find, by frequent murmurs, how
His Subjeds are quice ti *) with leng " of War:
And, but faft nighe, 7' % nolefs thap tWelv;
All Caprains, who : t~ take tae part I
O Pt:'.'f*’t’j‘.‘{)j and ios o head ’em,
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Andr. Purfue the Treafon, and be fure it cool not ;
While I, with Tryphen haften to the Army ;
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.
Phar. While I immediately to Pempey fend,
Who comes, Ihear, on hafty march, tofight
Our Army, and befiege us in our Walls.

Felop. Thus fhall the Prince and I rule all within
And you, wi:h the High-Prieft my Brothery play
Your Parts without.

Phar. 1longto be in A&tion :

And fure Rome muft, for the great overthrow,
Give me my Father’sCrowns 3 which gratitude
Shall diftribute to both your utmoft withes,
Pelop. We muft not doubt your bounty=——But away.

Enter Ziphares, with Imenes, at diffance.

Your melancholy Brother may o’er-hear us.,
[Ex. Phar. Pelop. Andr.

Ziph. Oh, my hard Fate ! why did I truft herever ?
What Storyis not full of Womans falthood !
The Sex isall a Sea of wide deftruétion :
Weare thevent’rous Barks that leave our home,
For thofe fure dangers which their {miles conceal :
At firft, they draw usin with flatt’ring looks
Of Summer-Calms, and a foftgale of Sighs :
Sometimes, lke Syrens, charm us with their Songs,
Dance on the Waves, and fhew their golden Locks:
But when the Tempeft comes, then, then they leave us,
Or rather help the new Calamity,
And the whole ftorm is one injurious \Woman.
The Lightning, follow’d with a Thunder-bolt,
Is Marble-hearted Women : All the Shelves,
The faithlefs Winds, blind Rocks, and finking Sands,
‘Are VVomenall ; the wracks ot wretched Men.
Prithee, Ifmenes, while Ilay me here,
Chargp me with fome fad Song into aflumber.

SONG.
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SONG; by SirCar Smop.

I

N2 Night, when allthe Village flept
O Myrtillo’s fad difpair, 4
The wandring Shepberd waking kept,
To tell the Woods bis care,
Be gone, [nd ke, fond thousht, begone;
Eyes, give your forrows oer:
Why fbhwn'd you walt your Tears for one
That thinks on you no more ?
2

7t all the Birds, th> Flocks, and Por'rs,
That dwell within this Grove,
Can tell kow many t-nder hours
We bere bave pafid i+ Loves
Yoz Starsabove (my cruel Foes)
Have beard bow [he b s [worn
A thoufand times, thar lske to thofe,,
Her Foame (how'd e r burn.
s}

: 3

But, fince fbc's loft, Ob! Let mehave
My wih, and quickly die .

dn this cold Bank IPll i ake 4. Grave,
And there for eyer lle, .

Sad Nightingales the iVatch (hall keep,
And kind'y bere complain:

Then down the Shepberdlay vo flecp,
But ncver wak'd again,

_zi,r'f

Enter Avchilauvs;

Arch, How now, Ifmenes? Prithee, gentle Boy,

Inftruc me where to find thy Royal Mafter, .

What! doft thou weep? T charge thee bring me to him.
Ifme. See there, my Lord.
A-ch. Blefsme, you Heav’nly Pow’rs

Upon the Earth! It cannot be thy Ma'ler,

Is that a pofture for a Conqueror ?

He who fo bravely beat the Rom.m; back

A General, and Triumpher? Hafte, and fhew me.
Ifme. By, Heav'n, it’s true, my Lord; therelicsthe Prince,
Arch. Something my Heart prefag’d, when having left

The Army, Icame pofiingto the Court,

And
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And fcarcereceiv’d a welcom from gy Friends
They faid the Prince had Triumph'd, but I faw.
Not the leaft track of fuch a Glory left, ’
No glimmering twilight of {o full an Honour.
There has been foul play, and I'll find it cut.

Ziph. Away, Semandra; Cruel Woman, leave me.

Arch, Hal goesit there? Ziphares, Prince, mile.

Ziph, Ha'! whois there? Old Archilaus |

Arch. Why
Do I vot fee you in a Chariot,

Wirh all the Pride of «4/is's brighteft Gems ?
Why mount you not the Throne which you deferve,
The Loids of Cockis waiting as your Slaves?
Giveme fome Reafon why I fee you thus.

Ziph. 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, Aribilaus,
(For I muft never call thee Father more)
Pardon my faulty Carriage. -
Arch. Forbear thefe {iri& Embraces,
Your tears, your hanging on my Bofom thus;
Your fighs reduce my Age to fobbing Childhood,
And make an Infant of your Poor Old Man.

Ziph. Did I not fay, 1.never more muft call
Thee Father?

Arch. Yes, youdid.

Ziph, Fond, foclifh forrow 1
Theu art, thou fhalt, thou muft be ftill my Father,
My Brother, Sifter, Miftrefs, All, my Friend;

For all but thou have left me: no kind eye
Pities the fuff’rings of a%us’d Ziphares ;
They fly, all fiy from my infetious Fortune.

Zrch, Nav, good dear Prince, ftand up, you fmother all
Your words with groans : Dry up this womanifh gricf,
And {peak, dear Sir, Declare the curfed Cavfe,

T he baleful Spring, the Source of all this Mifchief.

Ziph, Wou’d you believe it ? {carce can I my felf ;
‘Oh Heavn’s, and oh you ever burning Lights,

Who have beheld at midnight from your Orbs
Qur flames, that kindled bright and ckaft as yours ;
Which of you afl, which moit malignant Star,
Shew me that envious Fire that croft our Loves,
That 1 may curfe him from his fatal Sphere ?

Arch. Name it, 1fay, theground of all this trouble.
1 feel a warm Revenge run through my biood,

Asif I had pot off fome forty year:
Methinks I ftand as fit to fight the Caufe

of
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Of Friendfhip now, as then 1 cowd my Love’s.
But {peak.
Ziph. Thy Daughter,
Arch. Well, 1 guefs’d Fate wounded there. '
Zirh. Semandra, my moft fair, dear gentle Miftrefs.
Arch. 1f he be falfe, fhe is no longer fair. . .
Ziph. That fweet protefting Creature, thatpure whitenefs;
Where I fo deep had writ my Vows in Blood,
Is taken from me.
Arch. By her own confent ?
Ziph. Motk certain. That eternal bond of Oaths,
Committed to her keeping, now is Cancell’d:
Ev’n her fair Hand, the Seal of all my Love,
Her Hand has given her faithlefs Heart away.
Arch. Then, fhe is falfe? youknow her to be fo?
Ziph. Falfe, falfe, aswatersy winds, or wand’ring fires:
She is more falfe than Woman can believe. ,
Arch. The opening of her treachery, come, how was’t !
Particular revenge wow’d know particulars.
At firlt, I guefs’d fhe did receive you kindly.
Ziph. Quite contrary, asif fhe pe’er had feen me 4
Quite alter'd, quite eftrang’d, referv’d and cold,
With all the coynefs of a bafe-born Beauty,
Made proud with Pow’r: Nect one tender look,
The very Accent of her Voice was chang’d,
Nor was fhe to be known, but by her Beauty,
Nought elfe cow’d fpeak her to my Senfe the fame,
O nothing but the Face of my Senandra.
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 fhow’dft be ignorant, (he’s paft the giving ?
- Arch. 1 have not met the news, which your {woln Eyes
Appear fo big with.
Ziph. Herel am loft again 5
Here-all my Courage, which has born the blow
Of fterneft War, fhrinks like a beaten Coward :
Here, I confefs, my Piety gives way,
1 cou’d fall out with the forgeiful Gods,
And curfe the cruel Author of my Being:
ilo, Tyrant, no, thou bloody Parent, think not
That I will bear it longer ; Pl forget,
Iike thee, all nature, all remotfe, all pity,
#.nd fnatch her from thee, wedded as you are,
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Arch. VVhat, VVedded ! Marri’d !
Ziph, VVedded, Marrid, Bedded
He has enjoy’d her, rifled that fair Casket
VVhere all the Riches of my life were laid :
Yes, yes, you Gods, I faw ‘em pafs along,
Pafs to the Temple, through tl:c cronded Streets,
Saw ’em come back, darted my withing Eyes
At her falfe Face, with fuch accufing glances,
She fainted in the Chariot ; yes, 1faw her
Sink pale, and dying down ; but there I loft her,
And lefther to the Revels of the Night,
Tao,be enjoy’d, ev'n this laft night epjoy’d,
Arch By al) the honours which {he has difhonour’d,
She fhall not live another,
Ziph. Oh my Father !
Cou’d you but guefs the painsthat I endur'd !
Oh all the fubtileft fits of fharpeft Sicknefs,
Were nothing to the Torments which I bore.
I tim’d ev’n their difrobing Kifles, Smiles,
The firft Embiaces, and the racking Joy;
But there methought Fancy it felf was ftopt,
It cow’d no more. The lim't of my life
Was found, the endof all my joys on Earth.
Arch. Stedies; not Deftiny (hall fave her fromus :
As fhe has fwvorn, and zsfhe has forfworn,
I'll draw my fword, bath’d in her deareft blood,
From forth her Beart-ftrings, while the rank red Wegeds
Cling to my recking Blade ! Or wouw'd you more?
¥am grown up to your anger.
Ziph, General, hold :
I have been impious in my vented rage ;.
For which, oh pardon me, my Royal Father,
Arnd you, moft injur’d Pow’rs, whom loffend !
Agd, oh, whatever fhall become of e,
Forgive the fair, the falfe, the lov'd Semandra.
If while Ilive thou mark her Gentle Limbs
With the lealt wound, it ends Ziphares ife ;
Orif thou hurt her after 1 am dead,
Thov’lt raife my Afhes upin Arns againft thee
Ifme. My Lord,. the Queen Semandra’s coming hither.
. Ziph. Say’ft thou? '
Ifme. The Queen
Ziph. Ha L

But fee, fhe enters.

Enter Semandra.

Sem, Oh Ziphares ! OhPrince ], Ohthou moft wrc ngd !
H Zhi
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Ziph. How can thisbe? Madam; you oughtat leaft
To have feat me word ; for now, inftead of Songs,

I 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 foffrings,

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. — i

Arch, Oh Siren! bat I will be hufh’d. Afde.

Ziph. What canft thou fay, if I refolve to hear thee?
Thou wilt but tear thee wounds, which thou haft made.
“This Vifit was moit cruel : Why com’ft thou then,

For fear | fhowd forget chee ? 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 7. The good Gods .

Reward that Voice of Mercy, firflt then, my Lord.

Ziph. Nos Pll begone, Fly, Archilaus, fiy,

She has a Tongue that can undo the World.
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 tremb’d through thefe credulons Ears,
And told theStory of mv utter ruine.
Arch. Nay, ’tis impoffible to clear her fIf,
And it was Impudence to offer atit:
Therefore, thou thamelefs Off-{pring of my Blood.
I'lt cut thee from me; thus, with all thy Crimes,
Die, as thou did’ft defire. Half-draving:
Ziph. Hold thy hand; Sflopt by Ziph.
[ charge the touch her not,

Arch. By Heav’n, fhe dies: : ,.
{ may difpofe m7 own g fhe fhall not live.

Zpb. By all tie Grds, fhe fhall, while have breath:
And, if thon draw’lt, Pl guard her life with mine.
Tfhowd be Joth to Tift my Arm ’gainft thee ‘

Of all Maukind 5 bat were my Father here
Regolv’d to give der Death, I wouw’d oppofe him.
ern. Draw then, and ibeath rovr wear nng in ‘e,
In carft Semandr.s Heart, but f\}:r the World, my Breat,

Ob Father, donot wound tlie Prince Ziphdres «

E
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And, oh Zipbares, do not hurt my Father !
Ypon my knees, 1 beg you to be calm,
And hear me thus,
Ziph. Ohrife! falfe, as thou art,
Thou once wert Emprefs of my Soul, and 1
Still drag thy Chains: fpeak then, Semandra, {peak;
For P'm fo doz’d, fo weary with complaining,
That I cov’d ftand and liften to 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 wich my Woes.
Arch. He has fav’d thy life ; -come,’ makee a handfom Iye
1a recompeuce. '
Sem. 1 will be fhort, astrue,
When you were gone to Wars, the King relaps’ds
How prompted, Heav’n beft knows: And when with Conqueft
You came from Battle, he with dreadful threats
Compel’d me to receive you in that manner.
Ziph. Ab, cruel Creature! what, what Menaces,
What fear of death, con'd fo have made Ziphares
Receive Semandra 2 '
Sem, Not Racks, norall the Tortures
Which Hell combin'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, unlefs I feem’d to fcorn you,
That dafh’d my Spirits,_bafled all the daring
Of my defencelefs heart: There 1 confefs
The Woman work’d; Itrembled and agreed
To fee you fo, rather than lofe you ever, ,
Arch, Now, by my Arms, fhe has come off with wonder ?
Sem. And think, my Lord, refle@ upon your felf ;
I dare believe fo dearly once youlov’d me,
That were you certain I fhou’d lofe my life,
Unlefs you us'd me in that very manner, .
I know you wouw’d conftrain your flame a while,
And feem as cold, and as refervid as I
Ziph. Ohheart! oh bleeding Love ! but {peak, Semandra,
For there is wondrons Réafon, mighty Sence
In what youfay: And I cou’d hear youn ever.
Sem. When you were gone, the cruel King came in,
And without ftop propos’d the fatal Marriage,
Which being deny'd, he forc’d me tothe Temple,
Yet, at the Altar, I deny’d my hand,
Invok’d the Gods with the moft violent forrow,
Tears, fighs, and fwoonings; cors'd the‘frighted Priefts,
H2 ' Struck
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Struck down the Cenfors, and like one diftratted

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 was mine, Semandra
Sem. It was, it is, for ever fhall be yours.

Ziph. Oh, at thy feet, let me for ever lye,

Thus hang upon thy knees with dying grafps,

Thou moft wrong'd Innocence, abus’d Semandra.

Sem. Oh, my dear Lord, you fhall kneel without me.

Ziph. Thou art not falfethen !

Sem. Cou’d you think me {o?

Falfe to my Life, my Soul, my All I have!

Ziph. 1did ; Ithought the falfe, and I deferve
To die for wronging thy moft matchlefs Faith:

‘For thouart true, conftant, as pining Turtles,

Conltant, 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.

Ziph. Ohrife Semandras what, what are we doing!
Why, Arehiliaus, why did’ft thou cut me off
The moments pleafure which my thoughts were forming ?
Thy cruel breath quite broke the brittle Glafs
Of ‘my fhort life, and ftopt the ruaning Sand.

‘What fhall we do, Semandra ?

Sem. Part, and die.

Ziph. Die, ’tis refolv'd ; but how ? That, that muft be
My future care:  And with that thought-I leave thee,
Go then, thouSetting ftar; take from thefe eyes,
(Thefe cyes, that if they fee thee, will be withing)

O take thofe languithing pale 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 Ziphares more, ?
Ziph, Away then; part, for ever part, Semandrs :

Let me alone {uftain thofe rav'nous Fates,

Which, liketwo famift'd Tygers, are gone out,

Aund 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 theu muft die,

1 beg of Heav'nthislaft, this only favour ?

To give thy life a painlefs diffolotion :

Oh, may thofe ravift’d Beauties fall to Earth

Gently, as wither'd Rofes leave their Stalks ¢

May Death be pild to thee, as Love-was. cruel ;

“Calm
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“Calm, -as:the’ Spirits in a Trance decay :
And foft, asthofe who fleep theirSouls away: Ezxeunt.

ACT V. SCENE L

Pelopidas, Andravary Prieft, incompafs’d with Romans.

“Pelop. ) Omans, who fend your Laws far as the Sun
‘His Beams, and whom the Univerfe beholds
With joy, yet dreads your anger as the Gods,
“"Why move you to the ruine of this Tyrant,
‘To the fure death of bloody Afithrid tes,
As if youfear'd, orcar’d not he fhow’d die?
‘Can you fufpect an Ambufh ? Or that we
Shou’d dare betray you, yielding thus our Perfons,
Our Lives, sur Prince himfelf into your hands 2
Andr. This man, to whom the fervile Priefts bow dowr
‘Who wears a Crownin honour of his place, ’
‘And facred worth, abandonsall his Glories
Tlatteft the truth of what we have declar’d.

‘Enter Pharnaces.

But fee, the fierce, the brave, the great, Pharnsees
Comes on to meet you; wave his Royalties :
"Therefore, O mighty Romans, -give him Audience.
Pbar. That-Y am rough, and of an untanght Spiric,
“All the Eqft knows ;5 ‘1 ever{cors’d thofe Slaves
With whom 1 have been bred ; and when my Father
‘Order’d Barbarian Princes for my'Mafters,
In Artsand Arms, ‘T {purn’d ’em from my prefence ;
And rather chofe, fince Rome might not inftruét me,
Nature in all my Attions for my Guide.
Hence cou’d I brook more hardly the fierce mind
* Of our Inhumane Parent Mithridates,
My Eldeft Brother’s Faie did kindle firft
My fiery Soul to a moft fwift revenge
-For when the State of Bofphorus demanded
That Princefor King, he bound the gallant Youth
"In Golden Chains, and dooin’d him to be flain;;
Two more were by his boundlefs fury ftrangled ;
And eventhe laft but me, the brave Ziphares;
Laft night was murdet’d in the T'yranv's Palace::
In whofe fad caufe, the Squadrons which he led

Of late fo valiagaly againft you Remans;
R g 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 Concubincs,

I think the World ¢ Rome [ fhow'd firft have namd)
Will little cenfure this fo juft Revolt.
1f you tufpedt me falfe, behold Pharnaces,
Nc'er yetdetaind, 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 Victory.

Umnes, To Victory.

Phar. Onthen, you Raee of Heav’n, vou Seed of Gods;
And to immortalize Pharnaces Name,
Plant me, like Thunder breaking from this Cloud,
Foremoft; while all the ratling kngins follow.
Monura, whom this Tyrant ravifh'd from me,
I hear is fled to Pouspey: Her | ask
For my reward, wich half his fpreading Empire.
But I wafte words, let’s at, and then make claim,
And, O remember, when we ftorm the Town,
.Remember that moft horr'd Maflacre
Of 4fia; whet on your blunted Spirits,
Till wich the motion Lightning edge your Souls
To mow off hoary Heads, hurl Infants puling
From the lug'd Breaft, kill in the very Wombs:
To Beauties cries be deaf, make all Synope
But one vaft Grave, to hold the infinite Bodies
Which we muft fhovelin 3 and when you fee
The Head of Mithridates in this.hand,
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 thofefCrowns to which my thoughts afpire, CExeunt

SCENE IL

Enter Ziphares, Archilaus,

Ziph. Is late; the gath'ring Clouds like meeting Armies,

Come on a pace, and Mortals ftdi
Till the bright Ruler of the r’iﬁng Day now muftdie,

Creates 'em new : The wakeful Bird of Night

Claps her dark wings to th’ Wind i
General, Good-night. ows of the dying,

Arch, Sir, 1ll not leave you yete
1 do
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Y do not ike the dusky.boding Eve,

Well I remember, Sir, how you and I

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 Suow,
The Centinels have ftasted at our march,

And thought us Ghofts ftalking in Winding- 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 fufpeded danger.

Zirh. 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; inthe morning,
Soon as you pleafe, you fhall have entrance here ;
And then, I truft the bounteons Gods, you'll find
A wondrous alteration. Sleep may charm ‘
My talking griefs, and hufh ’em faft for evar.

Arch. *Tis that 1 fear.—— | tel] youthereare Deaths;:
Brooding this night abroad. A Reclufe Prieft, '
Surpris’d with mortal ficknefs; was this Evening,

As he himfelf defir’d, ta’n from his Bed,

And carry’d to the Clofet of the King:

Where, after fome clofe conferrenice, he expir’d.
Immediately your Father Orders gave, ‘
For doubling all his Guards, and went in fary
To Monima’s Apartment, weere *twas faid,
Pharnaees had been gone a while before.

Ziph. 1 ever thought that Brother meft ambitious;
But what is this to me?

Arch. What follow’d does
Concern both you, and me, and all the Eaft,

For fireight, when the fick 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 {quecz’d ;
Spouted big Sweat : the Curtain was confunrd

‘With woandrous flame; and every fhining Altar
Diflolv’d to yellow puddle, which anon

A flafh of thirfty Lightning quite lick'd up.

While through the Streets your murder’d Brothers rodm
Arcathias, Mirthridates, and Machares,” -~ =

And madded al] the fchreaming muiticude.

Is not this ftrange ? Zirh.
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Ziph. The Gods reproach my flacknefs. B L Afidep
*Fis trange ! moft wondrous ftrange ! Qncemore I pray thee,.
By all our Friendfhip, leave me to my felf.
Arch. Ah, Prince, youcannot hide
Your purpofe from your parrow-fearching Friend :
1find it, by the finking of your Spirits,
Your hollow fpeech, deep mufings, eager looks,
Whofe fatal ongings quite devour tkeir objects,
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, Tcarenot 3 fpite of all that yon cando,.
11l ftay, and weep yMiyinto 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.
il ftay, and wait you, wake here till I die ;.
Follow you as a fond and fearful Father.
Wou’d watch a defperate Ghild..
Ziph. P’ll tell thee chen, »
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 ;.
*Tis fix’d as faft and fuie asare my.woes..
Did’ft thou but know what ’tis to love like me,
And to be fo belov’d ; O Archilaws |
Yet to be paft all hope of happinefs,
Of ever talting 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 ¥t that my death; (for that indeed’s bat little) -
Cannot once move you from this dreadful deed,
Yet, Prince, yovor Country, which muft fall without you,
Your biceding Country muft obtain at leaft, o
That you wow’d live to free her from- her Foes ;
Your Glory calls, your {inking Father begs,
That you wou’d fave your Country from the Romars,
Ziph. Muchi.indeed have got by:Conquering Rome, .
And to much purpofe Joft my deareft blood !.
Much have my woundsdeferv’d . and Heav’n can teil
How IMobly Lhave been rewarded for’em !.
1 tell thee, Archilaus, 1 have fworn,
Were 1to live, 1 wowd not fight again:
The worid fhouw’d neither better be nor worfe
For me. Butl walte time 5 and to convince thee:
Since thon wili have the trouble to behold .

My
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My death, Ibid thee now farewell for ever,
Arch. Hold, Sir,
Ziph. 1will; and talk as calmly to thee
As any dying Reman of ’em all:
1 have confider’d well of what [ do,
And I will perifh with as little noife
As Fatecowd wifh, that wou’d not be accus'd,
Arch. Tl follow you.
Ziph. 1 wou'd intreat thee not ;
Thou haft no forrows that arc paft the fufferance -
And fure my flying Soul will hang her wing,
When fhe fhall feel thy weighty death upon ker.
O, Archilaus, leave me to my Fate
I thou muft fee me fall, 1 charge thee live,
At leaft fo long to tell Semandra of me :
Bear her fome Token of my ill-ftarr’d Love,
Which Empire cow'd not win to live without her,
Dip in the blood which trickles from my heart
"Thy Handkerchief: and bid her keep it for me,
As a Remembrance now and then to mourn me:
Swear to do this,
Arch, This Iwill do; and, mark me, eruel Prince,
If thus thou violate that Royal Frame,
Tearing the gallant Spirit from his Manfion,
1 fwear by what I tremble at, thy death,
I'll double all thy wounds upon Semandra.
Ziph, Ha ! )
Arch, T'll tear her piece-meal, and fo hack her limbs,
Thou fhalt not know her in the other World.
Ziph. Ohtorture! dear, good Archilaus, hold :
I know thon canft not mean fuch cruelty.
Why doft thou rack me thus, with thoughts ia death
That are much heavier even then death it felf?
Why doft thou make my eyes thus {wim in tears,
I charge thee, donot hurt her ; for the fake
Of all the Gods, be gentle to my Love;
I beg for mercy to the {oft Semandra.
Alas, if fhedeferv'd, as fhe is faultlefs,
She cou’'d not bear the wounds, which wecan bear.
Arch. Give me your promife then, that you willlive;
Live but this night, or I'have fworn her death,
E Ziph, Thouhaft found the means to charm me into life
And keep me on the Rack ; but no more threats
Againft Semandra: "Twasunkindly done,
And I grow angry at my Fates delay, . i
Arch. Why will you be thus forward? Live to night,

: 1f but till the Morn :
Be careful of your felf but ti : rn: Methioke



6o MITHRIDATES
‘Methinks there may be wondeérs wronght €’er then:.
~ Ziph, O Archilaus ! *Tis impoffible :.
Had fhe been Ravifh’d by another Mat_l,-" ;
I cow’d have clear’d her with the Villain’s Blood ;-
But by my Father touch’d, what Miracle |
Can work me into hope ? Heav’n here is Bankrglpt ;.
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, I difcern-
Your Father moving this way.

Ziph, Ba: my Father !. . '
How my flefh trembles ! Icon’d doa deed ,
Wow’d makeus both run mad.  Draw, Archilaus .
Yet ftay: What Devil ftarts thus in my blood, .
And turns my Reafon to this maze of folly.?
No; let us fuffer more, if poffible : )
Yet | will fhunhis Prefence.  Oh youPow’rs,
Is thasa Crime ?* Anfwer me if it be,. 7
And | will meet him, tho” his fight fhould blaf me. CEzemut.

Mithridates, Captain of the Guards, and Attend.iuts enter..

Mith. Betray’d ! and by my Son ! given up aPrey.

for the Infulting Romans to devour !

Pharnaces is the Traytor, that Pharnaces:

Who was Uinherit all that fpace of Empire

Which Fortune gave to this unhappy King !~
OFriends, when from the Palace-gate we fally’d, .
And drove the bold Affailants through the City,.
The Impiouvs Boy, Charg’d as I foremoft rode,

Ard brav’d my Fury with his Bever up ;.

Baty Ohthe Gods, I whobefore had crimfon’d

My Arms with Blood of Rebels, I who mov’d

With Whirlwinds {fwiftnefs il on every fide,

And toft like Leaves the weightieft Foes about me;.
Now ftood, as if Gorgonian Charms had fixt me : -
Nor know I more,

Capt. Your Sword, Great Sir, When you-

A whilehad gaz’d on that Audacious Prince,

Fell from your hand, your mighty Spirit left you :
And as fome famous piece of Antick-work,
When the funk Props and wafted Beams decay,
Staggers and nods before the ruine comes s

o wav'd your Royal Fabrick c’re it fell
Andas our Arms receiv’d youy curs’d Pharnac
Born by Ambition to a mnrder new;
Qffer’d awound, and *tywvas yvith great expence.

Sy

Of
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Of lives, we bore your Body to the Palace,
Mith. My Senfes blaze ; my laft I know is come;
My laft of hours: *Tis wondrous horrid ! Now
My lawlefs Love, 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 lic 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 fpite to grieve the World,
While life will 1aft, or any Spirits hold.
O that, like Serpents hewn, we flill might move,
Our Limbs lopt off, and kill with every parcel!

Enter Semandra.

‘Sem. "Tis done; my Ruine is at laft reveng’d,
And cruel Adithridates is no more : :
‘That famous wicked Man fhall kill no more:
‘Faln is the Murderer, he fhall Love no more
Another’s right ; fhall ravifh now no more,
Mith. O horrour! fnatch me, Furies, from her pefence:
"Gape wide, O Earth, and fwallow me alive,
Sem. I'gobefore, and never fhall we meet
On Earth again, inhumane Mithridates
‘Yet I rejoyce not, be my Witnefs, Heavn,
‘At thofe Calamities that come upon thee;
But think ‘em joft, and with a dread refleGtion
‘Behold thy Fate, and wonder at the Gods !
Not but thy Son, my Love, my loft Ziphares,
And I, in lamentable Shapes, made up
- By Death’s one band, will tell "em all thy Story.
‘For ever thus, thou Ravifher of Honeur,
I leave thee to the Vultures of thy Confcience,
To all the Stings Ambition feels in Death,
Or Luft, the Rape committed. O, you Pow’rs
Make firm my hand, for an exploit to‘Crown
My Life, whofe bufinefs fhall be gnickly-done,

Mith., Away, to Arms, to Arms; plunge deep:in blood :

Be quick to die. Were all the Roman Piles,
And Scytbian Dart’s, and Parthis’s poyfon’d Arrows,
Shot through this Body, her Words wound me more.
P’ll vot endure’ty rufh to thefatal War:
1 wowd be drunk with:Death, and fteaming Slanghter,
To ftupific the fenfe of inward torment.
Haft then, and wallow in the xinurd’ring' Field,

Ia2

‘LEsz: .

Through
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Through all the Avenues to battle flie: ) .
They v%ho have liv'd in blood, in blood muft die. [ Exeunt,

Trumpets. Enter Pelopidas, Andraver, their Swords
' dawn, with a Lamp.

Pclop. Yonder he Sallies, furious for Deftruction,
And now tull fzope is given to att our bus’nefs,
And end the fad Ziphares.

Andr, 1 am glad
The chance is faln to us: Todeath, nay more,

To Hell, 1 hate bim, and to have him flain
By any hand but miae, wow'd pall the Murdet.

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 well by Prince Pharnaces,

Wiiile with the Remans he difpatch’d his Father,
That we fhowd kil his drooping Brother. Ha!
I hear fome tread ! your Lamp muft wink a while.

Enter Ziphares.

Ziph, ‘Oh, tis toomuch ; I never fhall fleep moze.
How loud the voice of Fate founds every where!
Trumpetsand Drums ! yet old Archilsus,

With grief and watching fpent, in fpite of all
Thofe Tides of Care that fwell'd e’re-while fo high,
Lies like a Child that braul’d him{lef to {leep.
Ifmenes too, that wept to fee me 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,

¥V Vhile tofling Princes wake on Beds of Down.

Pelop. *Tis he;, prepare.

Andr. Both perifh, if he efcape.

Ziph. This darknefs fills my breaft with horror : Now,
Now I may dothe deed ; which doné, all's fure:
1t fhall be fo, and thus 1 will deceive him.

But then he Kills Semandra, VVhence this light?

Swords ! Vizors! what Affaffinates are thefe?

VVoud they were more, for ruine is my wifh:

Yet 1 difdain to fall by Villiags bands, L Beats et off.

Enter Semandra, »ith @ Dagger-im her band.

Fen. VVheredo I wander in the difinal Shades
| §0f
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Of this black night? There’s not a Soul beneath,
Who dy’d, 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 the God-like Prince did wooe me firft,
6igh’d his firft Vowe, and wept rae into Paffion
‘Where fhall I find him, that moft perfe& Soul?
Whofe witnefs will to after ages anfwer
Yor all the fpotted loves of perjur’d Men.

Meet him I muoft, and run into his arms;
But with a Roman blow, whichfirft fhall drive
This Ponyard-to my heart: Then rufh upon him,
Then clafp himclofe, then he'll believe me true,

Enter Ziphares.

Ziph. This way the Cowards fly; this way the noife goes,
1 think thou haft it thefe, and canft not ’fcape me.

Sem. 1 thank the Golls, 1 fhall not. Let me kifs
The hand that kills me. Oh too gracious Heav’n 1
Semandra now is happy.

Ziph. Semandra! W!'nat',
‘What fay’ft thou? fpeak again, thou difmal voice.

Sem, O that I cou’d fee your face before1die :
Thofe eyes, where I wou’d look my Soul away.

Ziph. Awake; whatho, Ifmenes! Hafte, a light!
Hafte hither, Father Archilaus, hafte!
My heart bodes ruine,’ we are all undone.

Enter Archilaus, and Yfmenes mitha Light,

‘Oh, Father, either I am charm’d, or here
Semandralies, {lain by this dreadful hand.
Arch. Our Guardian-Spirits fhield vs,’tis my Daughter,
Ziph. Curs'd Fate! malicionsStars!you now have drain’d
Your felves of all your poys'nous influence ;
Ev’n the laft baleful drop is fhed upon me.
Sem. Give me thy hand, moft matchle(s of thy kind ;
O joyn us, Father, joyn us thus in death:
Now art thou mine ; and we'll be wedded too
In th’other World ; our Souls fhall there be mixt,
Who knows but there our joys may be compleat ?
-A happy Father, thou 3 and I, perhaps,
“The fmiling Mother of fome little Gods.
Ziph. Ob, Archilaus, if thou lov’lt her memory,
Fly 10 the King, and let him underftand
The truth of.all; If he befpleas’d to hear her,

63

Intreat
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Intreat him hafte, the pangs of Death areon her.
Arch. 1will, if Tears will lec me find the way:
And, by your leave, thefe W eapons fhall be mine.
Ziph. That 1 expefted. Haj She faints, [fmenes,
‘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-a Bole o
With fpeed, to fave her. LExit Ifmenes.
“Haft thou not a vvord,
A fyllable, fair Soul? Speak, fpeak, Semandra’
-1 feel a trembling vvarmth about thy Heart :
It pants. ’
‘Sem. As Covvardsdo before a Battel.
-Ob, the Great March is founded.
- Ziph. Stay thee one moment.

I{menes re-enters with a Bole.

‘And 1 vvill lead thee on.  Avvay, Ijmenes,
Watch thou the King’s approach, and bring me vvord. LExit Ifm.
Here, feeft thou this, my Love, look up, Semandra,
Thou dying Spark, glimmer a little vvhile
Behold this Cordial, this fure vvarmth at Heart,
This faithful Off’ring of Eternal Love.
Sem. Whither, oh vvhere? Death’s mift comes faft upon me,
What is’t you drink ?
_ Ziph. A Draught vvhich makes me thine;
‘The povv'rful Cordial vvhich my Father gave me,
A Noble Compound of his fatal skill :
He charg’d me, whenI coud not live vvith Honour,
To tafte it and be free.
Sem. Methinks your Voice is faint
As diftant Ecchoes 3 and I am novv far off:
Alas, I knovv not vvhere, ‘[ Dies.
Ziph. I'll fold thee thus,
And Michridates fhall net part us novv:
Fan thus the dying flames vvith my laft Breath.
che’sout: The damp of death has quench’d her quite :
Thele fpicy-doors, her lips, are fhut, clofe lock’d.
Which never galeof life fhall open more,
I come. OhFather! Ohthou true Phyfitian!
Thou vvork’it me Nobly novv ; and oh ‘tis vvelcome'!
Thy Drugs arequick; once more, O Love! I come
Thou moft of Life in Death. Ambition, Fame, ’
*Iis empty all and nothing but a Name, [Dies.

Archilaus,
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Archilaus, Mithtidates fupported bleeding ; Phamacesi
Pelopidas, Andravar, bound.

Areh. Behold, behold, my Lord, how Pm 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 Ziphares be not kill'd !
Was this the Cordial, wicked Boy, thou brought’lt him?

Mith, Blame not the gpiltlefs, for by me he’s poyfon’d :
By this ivshumane Tyrant, Monfter, Parricide;

By me the Drugs were mixt, and dol'd about
To my unhappy Children, left farpriz'd,
They fhowd be born ro Rome for Royal Slaves,

Arch. Dead! artthou dead, O lovely Royal Plant,
Blown down by gufty Heav’n, in all thy bloom !

My hour is come: And thusI follow thee.

Mith. Hold him. What means the frantick General ¢
Difarm, and bring him hither. Kneely O kneel,
Before thefe Bodics.

Arch, What woud you, Sacred Sir?

Mith, Swear, {wear to live.

I have a Royal Race of Little Ones :

Live, 1Conjure thee, to defend thofe Infants
From Roman Rage ; intreat Victorious Pompey,;
And he’ll be gentle to ’em: Swear to live,

Arch, 1fwear; but after that

Mith, Rife, and no more.
My Blood leaks faft; and the great heavy kding,
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 brightelt Gods, and add new light to Heav’a,
Firft, in moft dreadful manner, will I give

Thofe Traytors lives, vvho drevv me to your ruine,
Hence, burn the Slaves; the curs’d Pelopidas,

And Villain eAndravar: Avvay vvith ’em..

For thee——— (but fure I fhall dildain to name thee)
The Palace yet is ours;

Arch, But cannot long
Be fo: Pompey the great is entred :

And thofe.vvho took your part, are all revolted.

Mith, Avyay thens-bearhim to the middle Turret,
Whofe Brazen-Head rifes above the reft,

In fight of Pompey, throvv him from the top, .
And give his.moft afpiring life an end..

Phar-
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Phar. 1knovv thou canft not long ont-live me, Tyrant.
Accurs’d be Fortune, vvhich too forvvard bore me
To be thy Prey; and rotthe hand that feiz’d me:
Yet vvhen my Ghoft is from this body dafh’d,

If fuch a Gobling as a Ghoft there be,

Pl rife, and vviag the mid-vvay Air to vvait thee;
Hurl'd fhalt thou be, as Saturn vvas by Fove,

And flag beneath me, vvhile I reign above.

Mith. O General, behold, and vvonder vvith me,
Hovv fvviftly Fate can make, or vamake Kings!
Hovv empty is Death’s Pomp, compar’d vvith Lifet
V Vhere novv are all the bufie Officers,

The fupple Courtiers, and big Men of VVar,
That buftled here, and made a little vvorld ?
Revolted all ? Support me, for I go. .

My Soul is on the Beach, and f{treight muft lanch
Into th* Abyfs of the black Sea of Death,

V Vhere Furies ftand upon the fmoaky Rocks,
Prepar’d to meet one greater than them(elves..
Here, lay me bleeding by thefe murder’d Lovers;,
And, oh! Whenlam deady let forrovv ftalk

In facred filence to my gaping Tomb,

Forget that ever Mithridates vvas 5

No tongue relate the deeds chis hand has done,
Let thought be {till, or vvork beneath the ground!
But ohrhe’s come, cold Tyrant, E obey,

And hug thy Dart that bears my life avvay.

[Dies.

FINTIS.
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