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DRAMATIS PERSOMNZ.

ALCASTER, King of Sweden.
VALVERDE, his Secretary, and Prime M:risier.

PHILASDER, Son and Heir of Alcaster.

Lorp SipxEvY, an English Nobleman.

CorDELIO, his Secretary.

RixALDO, a Swedish Courtier.

Rovrra, Chicf of the Palace Guards. ) _'
Jaso, ¢ Ruffian, Hireling Assassin.
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SCENE, ¢he Common Hall of the King's Palace. 3
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FATAL ERROCR.

Kinc ALcAaSTER=SoOLTS.

O, FORTUNEL, when thou falsely smil’st on ma:,
And call’st him King, thou giv’st a gaudy title
To cares and wild perplexities cternal.
Long have I rcign’d over a gew’rous neeple ;
Alas! few pcally drops of calm conteu:
Have cheer’d my reign ; but now tl.e prospect brightens.
Anticipated plcasurcs far exceliing
The boasted triumphs of a splcz;d'l thrine,
- Now fire my fancy, soothe my agad Lieart,
Exhiliarate my hopes of soim joys.
When bright Aurora, smiling on the earth, -
Shall from her casement pour the balmy light ;
Then with my court I’ll hail th’ auspicious morn.
Long wish’d for day in my eventful reign,
I joy at thy approach—Lkind be thy issue,
For strange events shall ;race thy passitz hours.,
For then will I proclaim w0 all my merdO'n,
That the young Lord Philander is my son,
Tho® now ’tis thought he is some siranger’s orphan.
Surprize and joy shall echo thro® the empire,
Congratulations will pour in upon me
From every court that decks Lurope’s siiores.
But now my faithful fricnd Valverde cemes.

Exryer VALVERDE,

Thrice welcome, ct this time. noble Valverde,
It is most mcet that thou should’st share my joy,
For long I've prov’d thy love and thy aliegiance,
And found thee true and firm as fable:! ‘\llas,
Which oa its faithful base supports «!l hrav'n,
Long hast thou kcpt niy d!"ll"[’()!'dh! ecueas
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J.ock’d in thy breast ; but now the time draws near

When all shall be divulg'd.
Falverde—My leige, this heart nc'er sioop'd to Lase
deceit:
1 owe my greatness to my love of virtue ;
Full many a year I've spcm within this court ;
I can remember when your royal father
Sway’d with a mighty hand the Swedish sceptre ;
But in miy vouth he nobly died in battle.
Alcaster—Ah ! that recital wakes a plcasing pain,
}or I did love him well—but pray proceel.
’cl. Then thou didst mount the throne, in all the puf'c
Of conscious merit, youth, and jove of glory ; .
" Soon thou didst wed the beauteous Angelina, .
With every charm that ever grac’d a princess ;
Then pleasure smil’d, and every thought was love.
Alcas. My friend Valverde, now theu diavi-st a scene,
Which, like the ghosi of my departed joys,
Points me to God who gave, and took away.
These blasted hopes, and quickly-witliering flowers
Give me full oft a sadly-pleasing pain.
Val. Full well I call to mind that dreadful day,
Tho’ twenty years have since roll’d on their circles,
Which to Philander gave a nebie birth,
But to your Qeen 2n all-lamented grave.
That morn we rambled cown iIn )cndu park,
Where branching elins o’cr canopied our pati :
We there discours’d of war, and there of love,
When froni the palace rush'd an aged female,
And to us ran. Palc horror mark’d her fuce,
Chilling despair glar’d feurful in her eye,
Trembling she stood, and then in words scarce human,
She bade us husten to your Angclina,
Who gasp’d in deatli—and ere she died would see us.
Alcas. O, how thy story harrows up my sou!.
Val. \Ve to her chamber rush’d and saw the Queen
Struggling within the icy arms of death,
Yetlovely was the ruin! Mighty God! a scenc like that
Would solve in tears an adamantine heart.
She bade all else depart, then spoke such werds
.As breath’d tl:e melting tenderness of love,
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TlLe like of which no pen can e’er describe,

And which no teaguc can adequately tell.

Two new-born tibes she then to you presented,

W hich since are call'd Philander and Ameiia:

Then begg’d you to fulfil her last request,

To educate the son as if a stranger,

To keep his birth a sccret from the world,

And thus to keep him free from those temptations,

\Which often ruin promising yc: ung princes,

Till twenty vears had form’d a vig'rous mind,

And on that day to placc him on the throne.

More she’d have said—but ah ! the purpie flood

Froze round her heart—ihen sinking. groan’d and dGied !
Alcas. Blest be the mem’ry of my Angelina ;

May drooping willows stand in weeping order,

And angels vigils keep around her tomb.

Yes. weli Lave | obey’d her last behest :

1 bribed ail, that knew I had a son,

To swear a daughter only crown’d my love.

My son was deem’d some unknown siranger’s ¢rphan ;

Yet he receiv’d a noble education.

I've bred Amelia as my cnly heiress.

To-mcrrow is the birth-day of my son ;

Yo-morrow I'!]l procliim L:is royal birth,

And place my kingly crown upon Lis head.

Philander thinks sume peasant was bis father,

And yet his tow’1ing soul is bent cn views

Lofty as heav’n : Ambition fires his soul,

And love of glory prompts his every wish.

To fit him for the honors of my crown,

I’ve rais'd him in the state, I've deck‘d his name

With the bright laurel of & Gen’rai’s title.

But all his high commissions end this nigit ;

This night I've talk’d with him, and made kim think

That on to-morrow I will him abandon,

Naked and pennyless, to the wide world,

That his promotion may be unexpecied,

And burst upon him when he thinks he’s lost,

Like sun-beams darting through a black’ning tempest.
Fal. My prince, 1 greatly fear a mighty evil ;

In sich a soul, where bold ambition 1¢igns,
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A softer passion ever finds adnrissicn.

I greatly fear his unknown sister’s charms

Inflame his soul with love’s enchanting fire.

Have you ne’er mark’d when in Amelia’s presence,
Philander’s haughty seul would mclt in soltness,
And admiration swaiiow up the hero?

My lord, think of his proud, impatient spirit :

How wiil he rave, to find she is his sister !

Alcas. Lonz. O Valverde, have I fear’d that eyvil,
But hop'd to fii:d my base suspicion groundless :
But horrid coniirmaiion thou dost bting.

O shouid that wild Phijander love his sister,

How should I curse the day I kept his Lirth

A sccret from himseif, and thus expos’d him.

But now I’ll hasten to my dear Amelia,

And all my wrath and curse denounce against her,

If she e’er gives her hand or heart to him.

But stl! I can’t reveal that he’s her brother,

Eelore to-morrow’s sun lights up the day. [Exit.]

VIiLVERDE=~SOLYVUSe.

Some dark event my gloomy mind presages.
But yonder conics Piailander—I’ll away. | Exit.]

SCENE II

Ex7ER PHILANDER—SOLUS.

YEs, by yon giorious orb of night, I swear,
I'll never tamiely sufier this dishonor.
Y’ll rack invention to avert the blow,
And siill retain my offices and honors.
And if stern fate ordains that 1 must fall, ‘
That hour of shame I'll make my hour of death.
What ! shall I meanly lct this king Alcuster
Tread me in the dust, like a poor writk:ing worm !
Curse on my humble birth, curse on my fortune.
Why was I born with this ambiticus soul,
And yet dependant on Alcaster’s fuvor?
Why has he bred mc here as if a prince ?
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And why on me bestow’d the highest honors ?
Why has he grac’d me with a Gen’ral’s name,
And sooth’d my haughty soal with brilliant triumph
And now when twenty years I've spent in court,
Why docs he strip me of my glorious laurels ?

1 fear some myst’ry in this black design :

I fear some curs’d mischance may have discover’'d
To king Alcaster that 1 love the Princess.

*Tis said that women never keep a sccret,

And I'll believe it true if this be known ;

For I ne’er spoke of love but to Amelia.

If she’s betrayed me, then I'm damn’d indced.
But I’m a wretch, for doubting once her truth,

I know her true as Heav’n’s own rectitude,

Y’ll swear she’s constant as the king of day ;

MHer faith is sacred as the vestal fire.

She vow’d, when death remov’d her royal father,
That on me she’d bestow her hand and crown.
And this will gratify my ruling passions,
Ambition, and the love I bear Amelia. .
Yet why should king Alcaster thus address me?
My offices aud honors end this night ;

1e seem’d to speak as though he would discard me.
Beware Alcaster how thou triest to crush me,
Lest with thy blood I stain my path to empire.
I’ve sent to Lord Rinaldo, here to meet me :

He’s a great fav’rite with the common pecople,
By him I'll know my fame ihroughout the nation,
How it would please to sce me wicld the sceptre,
By this strong arm, which now Alcaster holds.

ENTYER RINALDO,

Welcome Rinaldo, much I joy to see thes,
For gloomy care sits brooding on my heart,
And dire uncertainty torturcs my mind.

From early childhoed thou has known me well;
Then tell me [ conjure thee all thou know’st,
Or of my parents, or of my extraction.

What was [ call’d when here I liv'd a boy,
Belov'd or scorn’d, neglected or caress'd,

V]
.
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I burn with stroag desire to know my race.
Rinaids. Your wishes Gen’ral are to me commands,
Gladiy I'll tell you all my observations.
When war’s shrill trump had wak’d the din of arms,
And call’d our warriors to the ficld of Mars,
When great Altama led our valiant troops,
To drive usurping robbers from our land :
Then for my county’s cause my arm was nerv'd,
And with my sword I strew’d th’ ensanguin’d field,
With many a carcase of Alcaster’s foes,
And through their ranks I cut my way to fame.
When smiling peace revisited the state,
Alcaster call’d me to his splendid court,
And with a noble office crown’d my valor.
When first I came you was a smooth fac’d boy
Of thirteen Springs, a strippling pert and proud.
Bat had you been the prince of all the world,
You had not been more splendidly attended.
Tutors of every art to form your mind ;
Footmen and slaves to wait at vour command.
Quick of your name and race I ask’d the King,
But doubtful answers only could obtain,
Nor coulc I gain from all about th: court
The smallest knowledge of your true descent.
Fhi. This answer but inflames my eager wish,
To know the meaning of this stranze concecalment.
My cruel fate withholds from me the boon;
Which every beggar has in free supply,
The poor possession of a father’s name.
But I’ll devise some method—speak Rinaldo,
What is my credit with the court and army ?
Rin. Most brilliant expectations have been form’d,
Of future greatness of thc young Philander.
The army hail you as their highest glory ;
And should the king and young Amelia die,
‘The army loud would hatl you as their king—
Phi, Amelia die ! ! Spzak not of that again’;
For if I ne’er am king before she dies,
May time grow grey, and the last trumpet sound,
Before I.rise to wield a monarch’s sceptre.

Rin. >Tis source of greatest wonder to the nation,
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That king Alcaster thus should honor you,
And still keep secret who your parents were,
But still they laud your merit on the field,
And the whole nation shouts your martial glory :
But slander spcaks aloud of your ambition,
And thirst for regal honors
Phi. The @orld doth injure me by saying so;
But now no more ; I wish to be alone ;
You know the Laglish l.ord, the noble Sidney,
Are he and his companion in the palace ?
- Rin. They are.
Phi. Then ask Cordelio, Sidney’s secretary, to come
to me. [Exit Rin.]

PHILANDER—SoLUS.

He says 'm tho’t ambmous-—-and with great truth ;
In glory is my joy, in war my pride.

Such is my soul, that were it in my pow’r,

1'd seize all earthly crowns, if in my course ;

I'd rush through seas of blood, drawn from the breasts
Of mothers, clasping infants in their death.

And if the world should yicld to my command,

And earthly kingdoms I’d No more L0 CONUET,

I'd hurl old Satan from his burning throne,

And govern hell ! but yon Cordelio comes—

By him I'd know Lord Sidney’s fame,

In his own native country, England —~[ £nter Cordelio.]

- SCENE IIL
Pr1Lanper and CorRDELIO,

Phi. Are you the countryman of that Lord Sidney,
Who by his presence honors much our court ?

Cor. I am his secretary.

Phi. You're honor’d much by being his companion.
By you I wish to know his fame in England.

Cor. His brilliant genius far transcends my praxsc ;
His gallant actions and his bigh descent
Conspire to raise him on the list of fame.
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Phi. If all your English nobles are like him,
St. Jamcs’ court excels the court of Jove.
Cor. Sidncy is call’d the flow’r of British youth;
On him hath nature lavish’d every gift,
And varying fortune shew’r’d a gay profusion,
Our English dukes and barons court his favor,
And deem his friendship an exalted horor.
Our noblest ladics vie in praising him,
And royal George is proud to call Lord Sidney
The richest gem in all his splendid court.
Phi. Full great I tho’t his fame, full bright his honor;
T thank you for this happy confirmation.
Tell him I wait his presence, if convenient.
Cor. With pleasure he’li attend you, Lord Philander,
As he maintains for you a gen’rous friendship.—[ Exit.]

PraiLANDER—SoOLTS.

Sweet heaven, a friend is thy divinest gift,
VWhat hzart so haughty as to scorn a friend.
Three months has Sidney grac’d our royal court,
In bim I’ve found a noble, gen‘rous friend.

A soul I'ke his disdains the least dishonor,
Thereforc to bim I*ll trust my situation.

. I’ll ask his counsel, tell him all my {ears,

And his advice shail guide my daring purposs.

ExvYER SIDNETY.

Sid. Cordelio told me vou desired to see me.

Phi. My Lord, 1 would be honor’d with your converse
On business of a most event{ul nature.

Sid. Since I’ve remain’d in king Alcaster’s court,
With you I've spent much time in cordial friendship ;
Full many a jovial hour we’ve spent together ;

\Vhy all this ceremony now Philander ?
Phi. Our court is proud that in it you reside.
1 prize you for noble sentiments,
Therefore your confidence I would aspire to.
Sid. Then why this stately prologue to our converse,
And why this deepen’d gloom upon your brow ?




12

Full well Ive mark®d that ever since this morning
Your countenance has scem’d quite woc-beclouded.
Ambitious souls like your’s should ne’er despond,
. But rush upon their troubles sword in hand.

Full well I know you haughty, and aspiring,

And for these qualitics { bozor you.

True Enzlish blood seems boiling in vou: veins.
Then quit despondence, ’tis a coward’s province,
Perhaps some high-born rival tries to crush thee,
But kno-v, a scul like thinc was never madce
Meanly io bear the la<h of stern oppression.
Entrust yourself to me, I'll not betray you,

For in my soul I loathe a mock of friendship.

Pri. A dreaded evil checks my tow’ring hopes,
And dark suspictons rankle in my breast.

Sid. Tihe human brecast oft bleeds with fancied 1is.
When real woes would pzss regardless by.

Here you are basking in Alcaster’s favor,
Submissive thousands wait at ycur command.
What grating care now bligats your bleoming youth.

P#i. You doubtless know the pnnccss, young Amecliz,

The envied heiress of Alcaster’s crown,
And do you deem her worthy admirztion ?

Sid. The princess weli deserves my highest praise,
With her I’'ve spent some most deiightful hours.
She far excells those other Swedish ladlc:,

\Who since my coming here, have grac’d the palace.
Dt can it be that such a =oul as thine,

Can pine in love, like an Arcadian shepherd ?

I krow ’tis false ; you-merely mentioned her,

To pave the way for some important secret.

Pri. You know I am zn unknown stranger’s son.

Sid. T know Alcaster keens your birth a secret,
Stiil some dark mystery envolves your fortune.

The kiog has deck’d you with the highest honors,
With whicir he ne’sr would grace a peisant’s son.
- Phi. Now mark me well, the king has honored mc,
But all my offices have now expir’d.
This night I'm left a private ciiizen.
Sid. Your tale creates the dgepest doubts of treach'ry.
PLi. Which I ¢an solve by damuing certainiy.
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The Ling Las thinkd me for my services, -
But s2id that I raigie scck some other masicr.

S:d. Inextricabie myst'ry marks your words.
It caninot be the king is such a villaia.

. Long I have lov’d Al:zaster’s peerless daughter,
VWith studied art I’ve won her gen’rous heart,
And she has promis’d me her hand and crown.
By some dirc fiic the king has this discover’d,
And to prevent it micans lo ruin Lie,

By drivins me, an orphan, from his court.
Azd Piiiander, you was never made to cringe,
And beur the i1nsults of a petty monarch.
No, let revenge inspire you with a plan,
To extricate you frem his causeless fury.
Let not the common bonds of human laws
Chain down your soul to slav’ry’s tugging oar.
/  Throw off the ties of mortal obligation,

* And soar aloft in your exalted sphere.

Self-preservation is a Jaw of naturc, :
Be not the frighted slave of coward conscicnce,
Which like a goblin, is the dread of childrcn.
The interest of the army all is yours,

Then scize the crown or dic a glorious death.

PLi. Your sentiments inspire my soul with ardour 3
Yes, I'm resolv’d—I"ll spurn all fear away— |
* This night—that hated king Aicaster dies.

Sid. Philander how wilt thou perform the dzed ?
Phi. At that dread kour wlhen the pile glimmering
moon,
Lights up grim ghosts to walk their fabled round ;
MWhen the lonc house-dog howls a hcrrid notc,
Which echoes far, a hollow, dreary sound,
Then will I send some most atandon’d ruihian

\ Sid. Be not too rash, a deed like tiis demands
A deep design, and mesus of dark conccalment.
S« Phi. Now I'm resolv'd ot heav’n or earth can move me.
<4 Bat go I pray you, wait upon the princess,
7 For long cre now _hels hiard this curs’d event,
If I am not decziv'd—meanwhile I here will wait for
your retu: . ] [Lxit, L. Sid.]
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DAL ANDER—SoLs.

May hell befriend me, beav’n carnot but frown.
But O—the king zpproaclies——

Exver Arcasrer.

-ficas. General, I come 1o offer yeua my tlessing ;
Well have you serv'd ti.e state in ev'ry office.
Now you can rove and seck a better fortunc—
[ Phi. runs cur.)

& 8 t 4 L L E % »

~ ALcASYER~SoOLUS.

is haughty soul was near to burst in gricf,
Yet no ungrateful word escap’d his lips.
Scarce could I well conceal a father’s love,
Beneath the mantle of dissembled hate.
I'll hold the secret from him till to-morrow,
Then gladly own him as my royzl heir,
And will repay the fancied grief he suffers.
I've made my daughter swear she will not wed him,
Whiie I'm alive.
Thus happily my fate runs smoothly on,
And each event conspires to crown my hopes.
But nature asks repose, and slumbers sweet,
So rare on monarchs shed, shall sweetly seal
My eyesin peace, till the blest morn arrives, [Exit.]

a SCENE 1V.
- ENTER Pr1LANDER~—SoOLYyS.

O conscience, tyrant of the soul, what art thou ?
Art thou, as oft I’ve said, a fabled phantom,
Rais’d by the bugbears of a winter’s eve ;
Maintain’d by priests to xeep poor fools in awe ?
Yes, such thou art, and [ defy thy pow’r.
Yes, old Alcaster, in thy sleep thou diest, _
Yet bard it is to bite the hand that feeds me:

.
?

®
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It huits my sotl to kill the good old man.
O fell ambition, harsh arc all thy dictates ;
But yet I dp disdain to be a slave.

ENTER Lorp SIDNET.

Most welcome, Sidney—how found you the princess ?
Sid. T found the bzauteous muaiden drown’d 1n tears.
And rack’d with all the panzs of keenest woe.
‘I'o you she sent this ill-consoling message :
Her father has foun: out your mutual fove,
And made her swear by the Almighty God,*
That while her father lives, she will not wed you.
Pri. She never will! O then I am undone ;
-So farewel! heaven ! and with heav’n farewe!l fear—
Farewell remorse—all good to me 1s lost ; -
Murder, be thou my friend 1!
Sid. I can no longer blame your dread resoive,
Alcaster’s dark designs are now disclos’d.
I know a fellow who is aptly suiied
To cxecute your vengeance on the king ;
A rufian, harden’d much by frequent crimeces,
Who for a purse of gal! wouid stab his brother.
‘“He smiles at murder, makes a mock of hell,
And gaily laughs at ghastly views of death.
But prove him for yourself, I’ll send him to you.
| [Exit.]
PH1LaNDER—SOLUS.

Now all is hush’d as death, a solemn gloom
Spreads dark pavillion o’er this vaulted palace.
No sound, save now and then a distant footstep,
Along the halls, just feebly strikes the car :
But night is fair it liken’d to my fate,

And maniacs calm, if cnce compar’d to me.
Now my fate trembles on its utmost verge,
But one poor day, or seats me on a throne,
Or locks me in a dungzon.
Refection—'tis a monkish, coward virtue,

* _Therefore I’ll none of it : the die is cast—

. ~This night Alcaster dies o,

—
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Thken will I mount the throne~——— .
Then shall the fair Amelia be my bride ;
But kark, some one draws near;

Ah *tis a murd’rous foctstep
" Fellow, what art thou ?

Jago. Well, as to that, I am very much whatever
you want to have me be.

Phi. \Why art thou armed with that dagger ?

Jago. Ah, I always carry this celd dagzer abcut me
m the night, so if I meet any cne tco Lot, I can cocl
~him a little with it.

Phri. What would you do for a purse of guineas ?

Jags. Any thing under heaven—if you think any
one has a head too much, I’ll cut 1t off for you with
pleasure. I'm keen in cv‘ry thing but honest dceds,
in them I’m stupid as a mule.

Phri. Are you courageous when danger flishes in
your face ?

Jags. Yes ; 1 have got courage enough to fight the
devil under the gallows, for the body of & drad male-
factor.

Phi. What if I order ysu to wing your way
To yonder dark and solitary church-vard,

And then descend that large sepulch’ral temb,
Amidst terrific images of death,

Where yelling ghosts would brisiie up your hair ;
There wander round amidsi the grizzly corpses,

- Then crouch a while, until a holy priest

Comes there tc weep o'cr Lis deceased wife,
Then whije he prays to rush and stab his heart ;
VWsuld’st not thou shrink ?

Jago. Shrink ! No : I'd run up and stsb a little hole
An his breast, so that his picus soul might have a qQuick
and easy passuage out to heaven. -

Phi. Pm satisficd, that you're a daring, deadly villain
~—know you this palace ?

Jago. Yes, quite well.

Phi. Do you know where the king’s royal bed-cham-
ber is ?

Jago. I do.

£ii, Then mark me well—lwk sceretly 2lang,

[ Enter Jago.]




18

Arnd carefully appreach the sleeping king,
Then plunge your deadly dagger in his breast,
And fifty guineas shall be your reward.

Jago. 1 gc—1"l1do it

Phi. But stop——>be sure you do immediate execu-

tion,

Beforc he wakes, or you'll have mighty trouble,

For still the latent fire of martial valor
Pervades his breast,

Jego. Ah, Pll take special care, he is dead enough
when he wakes up I wariant ye, I'll gee him a dose
of cold iron——did ycu cay there was a hidden fire
rak’d up in his breast ? If there is, I’ll rake it open,
and use this dagger for a poker. [ Exit.])

Phi. This is the awful crisis of my fate. [Euxit.]}

SCENE V.
ENTER VALFrERDE~=SCLUS.

Night's dorksome scenes, angd lonely solitude
Fncompess me arcund in awful silence.
How sweetly kind 1s contemplation’s hour,
To souls that never leave the path of virtue.
1 dread the man who fears a lonesome scene,
He wanders in the tracks of vice.—
My heart is strangely press’d by omens dive,
I fear some black design is on the wing.
1 saw Philander pucing yonder hall,
With steps disorder’d—the lamp did feebly shine,
A glcomy cloud had over-spread his featuies ;
Ah, much I fear the issue
Bat yonder caines miy fuithful scldier Rolla. [ Ent. Rel,
Rolla why waunder you so late at night ?

Rolla. My Lord, Velverde, all things go not well,
Some most infernal mischief threatens us.
I therefore watch to find cut the event.

Fal. \Vhy these suspicions honest Rolla?

Rcl. As walking sccretly around the chambers,
1 spicd a villain Juiking in the corner,
I kuew him welly I knew him in the army—
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Where mony a time he's grac’d the whipping post.

He is a villain much more to be dreaded,

Than armed Hussars on their stamping coursers.
Va!. Of what design do you so much suspect him :
Rol. O he’s a crafty murd’rer, an unfeeling aretch,

He would for money stab his own dear father.

Yet he’s a very coward, like death be fears mc,

And if I catch him now st any ciime,

- 11 make his heart weep blcod.
Val. 1f such a villain lurks within these walls,

Keep closest watch and find out his design. [ Lz,

Roerra~—SoLvs.

I'll mark the palace with a jealous eye,
As sometime since I passed near this place,
I over-heard a damning consultation.
Jago’s fiend-like vcice I plainiy. heard.
And now I'il search the palace for Jago,
Aud when I find him he shall tell me all,
Both his cesign, and who it was erploy’d him,
Or by my soul, I'll tear him iimb fiom limb, [£xi7,

ENTER PHILANDER--SOLTUS.

What Lorrible suspense affects my mind,
If this assassination is discovered ]
I'd better be in Etna’s burning caverns.
Yet wky do I destroy the good old king ?
He us’d to love me, often {rom his lips,
Has drop’d affection, sweeter to my soul, .
Then honey to my taste ;=———Yet here’s the cause,
Or he must die, or I must e a slave,
Or he must die, or I must lose Amelia. '
Ab, now infernal triumph crows my hopes, /
For here returns this tool of my revenge. [ £n:. Jag-.
What hast thou done ?

Jago, I've done just exactly what you ordered—in
cat-like silence I lurked along to the king’s bed-cham-
ber, his majesty seemed to sleep very pleasantly, so I

thought it would be a deed of charity to lengthen so fne
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@ nap a hittle bit, so T suddenly stabbzd him to the heari.
Pri. As you'd be safc from torture, is ke dead ?
Jago. lcs that he 1is, if he’d the nine lives of a cat,

for the lack of blcad his heart closely followed my dag-

ger out, to sce what I wanted, but the money, the mon-
ey.
Phi. Here take it, and if e’er you do reveal

The secret taat 1 hir’d thee to this murcer,

A cruel death shall tear thy mangled limbs,

For now shall I be king. { Exit,

J1c2—Sorvus,

A dear bargsin this, to scll my soul for poor fifty
guineas, but what then ? I've sold it just so fifty times,
but it don’t scem to oe call’d for vet. But hark friend Ja-
go, what if the devil should cali for a settiemeni—he
has at least fifty goo:l bonds for my appearance, tien
money wont buy off, that’s certain—why then the
long and the short of the business is the devii must
maxe ready for me—Pluto must calculate for oiic more
lodger—and a tough fellow hLe’ll have of 1a~. Bat
stop—what if there is really a hell—I shail fird broil-
ing a scrious matter—But there is no such tins—ro
hell—all a2 woman’s whim—.il a scare-crow. Dut now
let me argufy this matter a lititle. What have | Leen
anc kill’d the king for—I dont know. But mcnev pricis
me on—but what if the exccutioner pricks me oif now
I'm on. By means of this murder, that kot-keaded
young lord says he shall be king—if Le 15, I'm gore,
for he’ll do as all ihe great folks do, when thry have
climbed up, they kick down the ladder ; orin pluin Lng-
lish, he will hang me for fear I shall drop out thez se-
crety, (‘enter Rclla secretly) but if I now confess ihe
whole, the state will burn us both at the stake—in short
I've got into a tough scrape. -

RorLa, SUDDENLY SE1zING J4Co.

What deed is this you've done, infernil scoundrell ?
What words are those you spoke ?
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5bg9, [frigixtm-d.] O what do you want of me ? viha-
arc you going to do

Rol. Tell me this mstant, what you‘ve donc with that

dagg:r,
Or every bone in your body I'll brezk in pieces.

Jago. It was—O horror—it was a damning deed.

Rol. Speak oui, or by my sou! I'll save the hangmzan

trouble.

Jags. P've kill’d the king ! !

Rsl. \What say you ? If you speak false vou dis.

Jazo. I said I'd statb’d ycur king Alcaster’s heari.

Rol. O crimc of horro- ! but stop—this deed
Was never thy contrivance. Now tell me
On your life who hircd thee.

Jags. \Well, I shall be hung now, and if I confezs the
whole, they can’t hang me higher than the gallows 1s.
So Lord Philander hir’"d me—so that’s the wiolc of it.

Rol. Philander ! 1t cannat be.

Jags. As sure as I'm a villain, it iz trye.

Rol. This crime will sound to distant gererations,

/And when you've long becia dead and doom’d to woe,

This crime will strike full many a heari with horror,
And many a gen’rous soul wili curse your mem’ry.
[ Exeurt,
SCENE VI.

E~vTER VALYEEDE AND R:iN4LDo.

Va!. O night of horror
O Rinaldo ! ’ have you bchcld this bloodiest scene ?
Rin. 1 have, my loré—i meourn Alcasier’s deatk.
Val. O, how can you be calm ? [ heard an outcry,
And ran, alas ! 1 soon beheld the fatal cause.
I saw my dearest friend, sny royal sovercign,
Welt'sing in blood, all s:iff with clotted gore.
O spectacle of horror ! waddening sight! 1 heard his
final groan.
Rin. True hz des=rves the t:ibuie of our tears,
Yet here’s the myst’ry—who could be the murd’rer.
O may stern justice overtake the uauor,
And tear him piece-meal on the quiv'ring wheel. [ Exi,
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Vel I wishy vet greatly fear to inow this tayst’cy—~-
Roila will soon be iere CRolla cnters.
O well did’st thov {a-bode some fatal citme ;

But tell me, tho’ it breaks my age:d heart,
Did you fird cut izt murd’rous villain,
Ard did he tell yot who emzior'd Eim?

Rolls. Have ycu ne’er read. in war’s tenific annals
Of fierce Bellena foaniing 1a the blead
Of inf:nts, writhing on i::2 poirted siecl,

While mothers tcar their breasts in madden’d gricl—

Of fiery earthquakes, with thuad’:ing vengeance

Siaking mighty cit‘es, while shrieking beauties.

Sink in shiv’ring ckasms ?

Such tales are joy, to this wkich I relate,

O arm yourself with fortitude undauntced,

I found the murd’rous wretch. who kill’d the kiag,

And he confess’d that Lord Philander Li:r’d him

To stab Alcaster’s heart
Fal. O God of Heaven ! ! [ Exit.}

Rorrs—SoLcs.

There comes the wretch, drzss’d cut in gaudy plumes,
Wearing a crown, by blood ard murder gain’d. [ Fxir.

ExTER PHILANDER—SoOLUS.

Now thrills my soul in unbeclouded pleasure—~—
No wish unsatish'd, for I'm a King.
Long lov’d Am<iia, soon thou'it be my bride.
What heart couid envy heaven’s much beasted joye,
Which thus finds hzav’s o0 carth 7—But stop—
This was a horrid dced obtain’d this crown.
4 t ] ® L 9 L 4 L
No longer I'm the slave of cowar:d consciznce,
I kill’d the king because he hated me,
And I am pleascd that the deed is done.
And now my heart beats high with future scencs,
Tho’ soimn wceds will clothe my lovely princess,
Yet soon shall laughing pleasurc dancc around her,
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Ard pensive weeds forzet their mournfl cfhce.
Great Jove mizht envy happincss like mine.

Exzree Varrerocs.
O what 2vails to ¢im your eyes in grief ?
Al! men must ¢ie—it is a law of nature.
Now as you’ve been Alcaster’s fricnd, be mine,
Rejoice at my advancemert.
Val. Rejoice witih thee . thou bloodiest murderer,
Thy crimes s'rike desperztion to my soul.

Phi. O heav’ns, am | discover’d
Fal. Young man, attcnd—I come to tcil a tale
It’ll freeze your blood, and tear your tortur’d soul

You bir’d thzt wretch io kill the good Alczster—

But that i< joy to what I next relat

How w:ll mv wordz plant scorpions in your breast,

O cruel wretch, Alcaster was tay fatner ! ! '
Phi. Thou traitor, hold ! 'tis aise
Fal. Nay, start no'—!zave me not—nor interrup: s,

A few more words wiii wring vour soul in torture—

Alcaster was thy istker, wretzh; and O. he lov'd thee

As ever father lov’d 2 dariing son.

But just the night beicre he meant to crown thee,

O monster, thou didst stab his aged breast ! !
Phi. And can it be? Was he my father ? if that ic

true,

Hcll had been made for me, if Lucifer had never sinn’d.
Fal. Hush yet, and hear the climax of despair.

Amelia was thy sister—she is dcad !

O wild distraction seize thee, for heaping woes

On woces on alf around thee

Soon as I told her that you was Ler brother,

And that "twas yov wko caus’d her father’s death,

She pierc’d her bosom wiiih the fatal steel,

And fell a weeping beauty—a mourning victim of des-

pair and [life,

Phi. Holil, hold—speak not another word upon your

For O, my hea:t consumes in dirc despair.

O racks and tcriures are joys to this.

O God ! 1 go, in scttled; black despai.,
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And drive the stomchiag buliets thrgugh yuy Lrain, ™ 7
And rush. 3 howhin; giose, 1o 105 the vl 1oy,
LI l"“—--u 2K .:’o-.' 7 '-‘
! )
) Vertverns—Sovr:
O 1izht of desperation ! O my heart ! Lerst at the
- - WO2S—— {4 fastela: besr o
Ha! what noise is that? )
) RoLL4 RUCNS ]N. - . .

222, My lord, tize younz Philander dics ! he’s siiot

mmseit.
He rolls in purple gorc in vorder chamber.
. A deadlicr sccne ne’er wrung the pitving breasi.

'Poor human nature weeps, while virtuc mousns,
And dove-eved mercy shivers at the crimes

Which 1i-plac’d love, ancd dors av.Lition cavse.
"t..l. enr?!,

*
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