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INTRODUCTION

HE title given to this choice of plays from the
period which may roughly be named the Re-
storation’ calls for remark, or even apology. Many
readers, no doubt, will open this book expecting to
find a group of plays written in the rhyming ¢ heroic
couplet ’, as being the most representative of the age
which bred ‘ heroic tragedy’. But our English ear, so
alert to catch arepetition, has never taken very happily
to a dramatic poem in rhyme, and a tragedy written
in this manner has always seemed to the ‘ common
reader’ coldly artificial. This is not the place in
which to plead the virtues of that form of verse;
here it will only be said that unrhymed plays have
been chosen so as not to assault popular prejudice:
but it is hoped that, should this volume meet with
a welcome, another one of tragedies written in the
rhymed form will be added to the World’s Classics.
Yet though the title gives promise of the book being
more racy of its time than the contents show it to be,
it may be defended on the ground that there is no
rcal difference between rhymed and unrhymed
Restoration tragedy, in that they both belong to the
same * heroic ’* school. Its elements differ something
from those of other tragedies in that the emotions
appealed to are not the general terror and pity of the
kind—Arristotle or no Aristotle—we are used to have
stirred in us by great tragedy of any age or country,
but these emotions led along definite channels. It is
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admiration rather than terror that is appealed to on
the one hand, while on the other, the pity is almost
entirely centred about the distresses of love. Whereas
the same analysis can be applied with almost startling
rigour to Sophocles, Shakespeare, and Racine, we are
aware of being faced, in these plays, with a different
theory of tragedy, a theory which, because it implied
bounds to the elements in life with which tragedy
might deal, has unavoidably made these tragedies of
secondary importance in the literature of the world.
By secondary, however, is meant something very good,
something indeed better than any country has since
brought forth, with the doubtful exception of Ibsen.

The theory of admiration came from France,
through Corneille; but it must be remembered that
theory always comes after, if not practice, at any
rate after the impulse towards practice. Admiration
corresponded to an emotional need due to the events
of the time. It must never be forgotten that the period
was one of disillusion—it is that which makes it more
real to us than it ever has becn before—a period in
which Utopian hopes had not borne fruit, or where
hopes, even if realized, had lost some of their bloom.
Again, one of two conditions must be present if a
hero is to be recognized: cither direct contact with
a big magnetic personality, or the distance in time
which lends enchantment. Now the Great Rebcllion
had had its heroes, but it was being followed by a
period of licence in some quarters, and fierce puritan-
ism in others, by the horrors of the Popish Plot, by
the tyranny of James, and by the comparative flatness
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of the Revolution. Thus the names of Brutus, Cicero,
or Cato, so freely bestowed upon men in that age,
until all men ‘ grew Consuls in their wine ’, were, in
view of human flesh and rasping fact, seen to be
hollow mockeries. Few idealisms can stand the test
of actuality. But the nation had acquired a taste
for heroes, it necded noble sentiments, and it seemed
natural that the theatre should gratify a craving life
itself did notseem able to assuage. Therefore the great-
ness of a tragedy came to depend too much upon
the * fortunes ’, the great place, of the chief characters,
instead of being merely incidental, and it is worth
notice that an eighteenth-century editor was to praise
Otway for obtaining his response from the emotions
of his characters rather than from their high rank.
Yet the theory still had this advantage over all that
have come in its train: it did make a cleavage
between art and life. Once George Lillo had made
a tragedy out of everyday happenings, there began
the descent of the drama into a naturalism from which
it yet shows small signs of recovery. The complaint
sometimes to be hcard that modern drama is too
¢ literary ’ is a reaction against this, but it is neverthe-
less a profound error. The disease from which modern
drama is suffering is not literature, but literalness ;
it is not literary enough—a complaint which cannot
be urged against Restoration tragedy.

The love motive may have gained support from a
misunderstanding of Racine, but that too was of fatal
growth in Restoration society; it was a result of

! But see Rowe’s prologue.
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chaotic values, and it is best reflected in the comedy
of the period. And love, perhaps because it is of
necessity a private emotion, a man’s attitude towards
it biased by all sorts of accidents, is weak as a main
element in tragedy. Aristophanes showed a right
instinct when he resented its introduction by Euri-
pides. Tragic terror and pity, however, are elemental
emotions; complicate them, and the balance is lost.
Pope, a very acute critic on some points, was exactly
right when he said in the prologue to Cato:

In pitying love we but our weakness show,

and that the really tragic was to portray

A brave man struggling in the storms of Fate,

though whether Addison succeeded in doing this must
be left to the reader to decide.

These dramas, then, have been chosen with a view
to displaying the most typical streams of the time,
their growth and fluctuations, with the final partial
rebellion against them. The choice is, perhaps, rather
the obvious one, but it falls in pat. It may be objected
that there is no Lee, but the terrific and continued,
one may say high-falutin’, tension of his plays, is not
quite to our modern taste, though he must certainly
figure in the ‘ heroic’ volume if it should ever be
put together. Were it not that The Mourning Bride
appears in the second volume of Congreve’s works
in this serics, it would have replaced Oroonoko, which
is included here in spite of its comic scenes, as being
very representative of its period, showing the method
resorted to to check the growing romanticism, even
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sentimentality, of the age. It may, I venture to
think, with all modesty be claimed, that the plays
here printed give a very fair, and by no means un-
interesting, chilly, or unamusing view of the tragedy
of the Restoration.

All for Love is beyond doubt a proud and lovely
masterpiece; it is the fine flower of Dryden’s genius.
It was at one time, indeed for a very long time,
fashionable to decry it in comparison with Antony
and Cleopatra, but Dryden was not trying to do at all
the same kind of thing as Shakespeare. Free opinion
will be forced to admit that though Shakespeare’s
play contains finer poetry than Dryden could ever
write—as he would have been the first to admit—
Dryden’s has a more tragic effect. Shakespeare’s play,
indecd, suffers from the disadvantage of all ¢ histories *
in being overcrowded with themes and events.
Closely founded upon North’s translation of Plutarch,
it is a piece of magnificent poetic journalism, and it
is extraordinary how little any formative capacity is
brought to bear on it, either in design or character.
The only person at all ‘ created > by Shakespeare is
Enobarbus, the episode of his remorse being perhaps
the most moving scene in the play. Dryden, on the
other hand, carefully selected and moulded his
material. Instead of copying North's characters, he
re-created them. Antony becomes more grandiose,
more heroic; Ventidius, who is nothing in Shake-
speare, becomes the pattern of a noble, loyal Roman;
Cleopatra, from being the flashy vulgarian described
by Plutarch, and taken over whole by Shakespeare,
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becomes the type of tragedy queen. And these
variations show very clearly the difference in the con-
ception of tragedy. Whereas the terror in Shakespeare
is felt to be part of the fatal warp of life, in the fact
that the tremendous energy of Antony and Cleopatra
ends in death, that of Dryden is transinuted into
admiration for the hero or heroes. In the same way
the pity in Shakespeare is a gencral thing—except in
the alrcady mentioned remorse scene of Enobarbus—
but in Dryden the pity is almost entirely contained
in Cleopatra’s emotions about Antony. Right though
Dryden may have been to limit his ‘fable’, he
was wrong in limiting the scope of his emotional
material, though in this matter he errs far less than
his contemporaries. At all events the internal move-
ment of his drama, the way the emotions of his
characters, and our own emotions, are ordered and
modulated ; the dignity of the poctry which though
full of sentiment is never sentumental, make of the
play a sublime piece of organ music, a gem of
literature which may be read again and again, and
which does not lose upon the stage.

With Otway’s Venice Preserv’d we seem to enter a
new realm of sensibility, of that extreme abandonment
to the emotions of love, or indced to the emotions 1n
general, we find in eighteenth-century French litera-
ture, in the letters of Mademoiselle de Lespinasse, and
the Confessions of Rousscau. The pains and tortures
of love are indeed the main subjects of Otway’s plays,
for he himself was obsessed in life by a hopeless passion
for Mrs. Barry, who acted in his plays, but who pre-
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ferred the homage of Rochester and Etherege to his
own. It is a mistake to think that Otway shadows
a return to the Elizabethans, for his discontent with
the forms of his time is due not to his hankering after
a past age, but to his belonging to a future one;
though he may with some profit be compared with
Ford. The play which represents him here is taken
from a story of the .Abbé Saint Réal, which has no
historical basis. It is a splendid, gloomy tragedy of
betrayed friendship with its consequent remorse; and
of ruined love, the latter too much overbalancing the
former. There is enough of pity, indeed, in the
friendship motive to make Belvidera and the love-
pity she arouses almost supct{luous, but in this Otway
was a child of his time.  The heroism of this play is
on the Restoration model, but Otway, with recent
memories of the Popish Plot, is a trifle satirical about
his herocs in their * Romane-cast similitude ’. The
Nicky-Nacky scencs, of course, are a deliberate satire
upon Antony Ashlcy Cooper, Lord Shaftesbury,
included perhaps at the King’s request, and Otway,
who appears to have been a stout Tory, was by no
means averse from scathing the great fallen Whig
chieftain. The scenes may appear a little too harsh
for modern taste, but something of the nature was
needed if the play was to be given some strong
element to redeem it from sentimentality ; and though
virility scems hardly the word to describe these scenes
of revolting decadence, they make possible the con-
ception of a virile clement lying between the two
extremes, The audiences probably felt this, for the



xiv RESTORATION TRAGEDIES

public was not yet ready for the frankly sentimental
cither in tragedy or comedy.

Southerne also seems to have felt this, for he, again,
redeemed the somewhat too soft love-pity element in
Oroonoko by alternating with it scenes of the typical
Restoration comedy, though on the second-rate level.
To us they seem in glaring contradiction to the roman-
tic story of the African prince, which Southerne
borrowed from Mrs. Aphra Behn, who may be said
to have invented the ‘noble savage’ ; but the
struggle to maintain a balance is significant, as show-
ing that by that time the admiration-cum-love-pity
mixture, wonderfully exemplified in the Oroonoko
portions of the play, was felt to be inadequate. Thus
we are not surprised when in Rowe we come to a
modification. Heroism is by no means so heavily
stressed, and not so much is made of love, though it
is still the most important theme. The Fair Penitent,
derived from Massinger’s The Fatal Dowry, really
contains the broader elements of great tragedy more
than Venice Preserv’d does, but being written by a far
lesser poet, is by no means such a great play; another
illustration of the fact that the drama is essentially
a literary form. Indeed, it must be confessed that
the adjective which best suits Rowe’s tragedies is
‘ agrecable ’, and that in the effort to achieve some-
thing more, he sometimes rose merely to the ridicu-
lous, as when Callista says,

Is it the Voice of Thunder, or my Father?
But again we must remember that the ¢ gay Lothario’
was an important figure of specech for two cen-
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turies, and perhaps the forebear of Richardson’s
Lovelace.

With Addison we may say that we come to the end
of heroic drama, for heroism had become a formula,
not a need of the age. Cato is certainly enough of
a hero, but he is a moral, not a passionate one; and
in this play the theme of love is only introduced, one
feels, because managers in every age insist that plays
should have a love motif. But the contemporary
excitement about the play was purely of a political
nature. What would Addison, the notable Whig, say
at a time of Tory triumph? Which party would be
able to draw profit from the utterances of Mr. Spec-
tator? Addison managed the matter very cleverly.
Both sides should applaud the unexceptionable
speeches about liberty, indeed neither side would be
able to afford not to do so; and in the event Boling-
broke did take the wind out of the Whig sails by
giving Booth, who acted the part of Cato, a fifty-
pound purse for so well defending the cause of per-
sonal liberty. Yet Addison was in terror, although
he had dined with Bolingbroke, got Pope, a notorious
Tory, to write the prologue, and Dr. Garth, an equally
notorious Whig, to scribble an epilogue. The actors
were to be given his profits, 50 no expense was spared ;
Juba had a splendid gold waistcoat, Cato a brand-
new fifty-pound wig, and Steele undertook to pack
the house. Thus all went well, and both parties
acclaimed the play as a masterpiece ; they durst not
do otherwise. It appears a little lifeless to us, just
as do those of Voltaire, who praised it; it seems too



xvi REsSsTORATION TRAGEDIES

much a thing made according to Horatian rules. Bur
to contemporary audiences it was packed with
allusions, and must have seemed full of vital matters.
Indeed, it is just because it was so significant to its
own day, that it has ceased to be so to ours.

And if in the structure and emotional make-up
of these plays we run through a complete cycle, in
versification also we traverse a period. Dryden’s
verse is admirable, an extremely well-wrought stage
instrument, capable of sonority, of grandeur even,
and also of lightness. It is at once concise and rich.
It never rises to the rhetorical heights of Shakespeare’s,
but it is modulated and adaptable. It can achieve:

How I lov'd

Witness ye Days and Nights, and all ye Hours
That danc’'d away with Down upon your Feet,
As all your business were to count my Passion,

as well as:
O Horror, Horror !

Fgypt has been; our latest hour is come.

The Quecen of Nations from her ancient Seat,

Is Sunk for ever in the dark Abyss:

Time has unrolled her Glories to the last,

And now closed up the Volume,
and no one on reading this play can doubt that Dry-
den was a great poct. But his verse lacks the marvel-
lous flexibility of Shakespeare’s, those undertones
which, indeed. only Shakespeare has; and the rcason
for this is largely historical. For Shakespeare’s flexi-
bility had in his successors become chaos; with them
blank verse had become irregularly cadenced prose,
and Dryden, with his school, by imposing the disci-
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pline of the rhymed * heroic couplet ’ on it, had once
more made it a fitting, an honourable, vehicle for
the drama. Dryden, however, was a technician far
more efficient than any one of that age of technicians;
he was supcrior as only a great poet can be superior,
and when the new medium came into smaller hands,
it once more began to collapse. There is no need to
quote passages here for comparison, an almost
cursory reference to the plays in this volume will
illustrate the argument; but look at Otway’s verse.
Otway himnself, in his earlier tragedies, had submitted
to the discipline of the rhymed couplet, but as soon
as he allowed himself the freedom of blank verse he
began to become diffuse, so diffuse that he often
let the idea be lost in verbiage which carried him
into falsity. He was still a good poet; the emotion
and the thought behind his writings would always
maintain him at that level ; but we feel that with him
the medium is in decline. There is no longer thatstrict
correspondence of word and image with emotion that
there is in Dryden, and in all the gicater Elizaliethans

Southerne carried the process a step farther; his
verse lacks bone, as well as thought. That is what
invariably happcus in periods when pocts think that
poetry can be made out of the emotions alone.
Otway never fell into this error; he was always
striving for that marriage of thought and fecling
which produces good poctry ; but Southerne took it all
too easily. His verse is rich and fluid, but it is like
an embroidered garment covering a flimsy frame.
Rowe'’s verse is not much more than passable. With
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him we see verse becoming more precise, certainly,
but more polite, under the influence of Augustan
theory; it cxactly suits his polite tragedy, in which
we never stagger over the abyss, as we do with Otway,
nor enter the imaginative realm of Dryden. And when
we come to Addison, something very peculiar happens.
Read such passages as these, chosen almost at random

Coarse are his meals, the fortune of the chase,

Amid the running streams he slakes his thirst,

Toils all the day, and at th’ approach of night

On the first friendly bank he thitows himn down,

L - *

Believe me, Prince, you make old Syphax weep

T'o hear you talk—but ’tis with tears of joy.

If €’er your father’s crown adorn your brows,

Numidia will be blest by Cato’s lectures.
The ear is continually deceived. Witli astonishment
we discover that Addison has been writing rhymed
couplets without the rhymes ! ‘I'kis Lecomes all the more
apparent when at the end of each act he allows the
rhymes ingress for a few lines, and we grect them with
relief. The heroie couplet bad taken its revenge. But
we sce what had come about. Just as Addison had
returned to the old form of heroic play, leaving out one
elementinit, so, in a hke etfort to redeem the vehicle of
the drama, he had returned to the old forin of verse,
omitting one of the important factors. Itis an objects
lesson in what Llank verse is not. Thusin medium, as
well as in form and matter, Addison may be said to
have closed a cycle of dramatic writing, which had its
rise under peculiar conditions, and flickered out in Cato
when those conditionshad forsome yearsceased toexist.
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To the Right Honourable,

THOMAS Earl of Danby, Viscount Latimer,
and Baron OSBORNE of Kiveton in York-
shire, Lord High Treasurer of England,
One of His Majestics most Honourable
Privy Council, and Knight of the Most
Noble Order of the Garter, &e.

My LORD,

The Gratitude of Poets is so troublesome a Virtue to Great
Men, that you are oflen in danger of your own Benefits: For
vou are threaten’d with some Epistle, and not suffer’d to do
Good in quiet, or to compound for their Silence whom you
have Oblig’d. Yet, I Confess, I neither am, nor ought to be
surpriz’d at this Indulgence; For your Lordship has the same
Right to Favour Poetry which the Great and Noble have
ever had.

Carmen amat, quisquis carmine digna gerit.

There is somewhat of a tye in Nature betwixt those who
are Born for Worthy Actions, and those who can transmit
them to Posterity: And though ours be much the inferiour

Danby] (1631-1712), afterwards Duke of Leeds. He
succeeded to the baronetey of his father, Sir Edward
Osborne, in 1647, and being unsuccessful in his courtship
of his cousin, Dorothy Osborne, who married Sir William
Temple, he married the daughter of the Earl of Lindsey.
At one time almost omnipotent, and much hated, he
fell over the French intrigues and the Popish Plot. He was
one of the seven lords who invited William—whose
marriage with Mary he had arranged—to come over. He
was once more Lord Treasurer (a post which corresponds
with our Prime Minister), 16go-5. His last public ap-
pearance of any importance was at the Sacheverell trial
n 1710,
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part, it comes at least within the Verge of Alliance; nor are
we unprofitable Members of the Commonwealth, when we
animate others to those Virtues, which we Copy and Describe
Srom you.

*Tis indeed their Interest, who endeavour the Subversion
of Governments, to discourage Poets and Historians; for the
best which can happen to them is to be forgotten: But such,
who, under KINGS, are the Fathers of their Country, and by
a Fust and Prudent ordering of Affairs preserve it, have the
same Reason to Cherish the Chroniclers of their Actions, as
they have to lay up in safety the Deeds and Lvidences of
their Estates: For such Records are their undoubted Titles
to the Love and Reverence of After-Ages. Your Lordships
Admenistration has already taken up a considerable part of
the ¥nglish Annals; and many of its most happy Years are
owing to it. His MAFESTY, the most knowing Judge of
Men, and the best Master, has acknowledg’d the Ease and
Benefit he Receives in the Incomes of His Treasury, which
you found not only Disorder’d, but Fxhausted. All Things
were in the Confusion of a Chaos, without Form or Method,
if not reduc’d beyond it, even to Annihilation: So that you
had not only to separate the Jarring Elements, but (if that
boldness of Fxpression might be allow’d me) to Create them.
Your Enemies had so Embroil’d the Management of your
Office, that they look’d on your Advancement as the Instru-
ment of your Ruine. And as if the clogging of the Revenue,
and the Confusion of Accounts, which you found in your
Entrance, were not sufficient, they added their own weight of
Malice to the Public Calamity, by forestalling the Credit
which shouw’d Cure it: Your Friends on the other side were
only capable of Pitying, but not of Aiding you: No farther
Help or Counsel was remaining to you, but what was _founded
on your Self; And that indeed was your Security: For your
Diligence, your Constancy, and your Prudence, wrought more
surely within, when they were not disturb’d by any outward
Motion. The highest Virtue is best to be trusted with its
Self, for Assistance only can be given by a Genius Superiour
to that which it Assists. And 'tis the Noblest hind of Debt,
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when we are only oblig’d to God and Nature. This then,
My Lord, is your just Commendation, That you have
wrought out your Self a way to Glory, by those very Means
that were design’d for your Destruction: You have not
only restor’d, but advanc’d the Revenues of your Master
without Grievance to the Subject: And as if that were little
yet, the Debts of the Exchequer, which lay heaviest both on
the Crown. and on private Persons, have by your Conduct
been Establish’d in a certainty of Satisfaction. An Action
so much the more Great and Honowable, because the Case
was without the ordinary Relief of Laws; above the Hopes
of the Afflicted, and beyond the Narrowness of the Treasury
to Redress, had it been manag’d by a less able Hand. *Tis
certainly the Happiest, and most Unenvy’d part of all your
Fortune. to do Good to many, while you do Injury to none:
To receive at once the Prayers of the Subject, and the Praises
of the Prince: And by the care of your Conduct, to gire Him
Means of Iixerting the chiefest, (if any be the chiefest) of
His Royal Virtues: His distributive Justice to the Deserving,
and His Bounty and Compassion to the Wanting. The
Disposition of Princes towards their People, cannot better be
discover’d than in the choice of their Mlinisters; who. like
the Animal Spirits betwixt the Soul and Body, participate
somewhat of both Natures, and make the Communu ation
which is betwixt them. A King, who is FJust and Moderate
in his Nature, who Rules according to the Laws, whom God
made Happy by Forming the Temper of His Soul to the
Constitution of His Government, and who makes us Happy,
by assuming over us no other Sovereignty than that wherein
our Welfare and Liberty consists; A Prince, I say, of so
excellent a Character, and so suitable to the Wishes of all
Good Men, could not better have convey’d Himself into His
Peoples Apprehensions, than in your Lordships Person; who
so lively express the same Virtues, that you seem not so much
a Copy, as an Emanation of Him. Moderation is doubtless
an Establishment of Greatness; but there is a steadiness of
Temper which is likewise requisite in a Minister of State:
So equal a mixture of both Virtues, that he may stand like
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an Isthmus betwixt the two Encroaching Seas of Arbitrary
Power, and Lawless Anarchy. The Undertaking would be
difficult to any but an Extraordinary Genius, to stand at
the Line, and to divide the Limits; to pay what is due to the
Great Representative of the Nation, and neither to inhance,
nor to yield up the undoubted Prerogatives of the Crown.
These, My Lord, are the proper Virtues of a Noble Inglish-
man, as indeed they are properly English Virtues: No People
in the World being capable of using them, but we who have
the Happiness to be Born under so equal, and so well-pois’d
a Government. A Government which has all the Advantages
of Liberty beyond a Commonwealth, and all the Marks of
Kingly Sovereignty without the danger of a 1yranny. Both
my Nature, as I am an Englishman, and my Reason, as I
am a Man, have bred in me a Loathing to that specious
Name of a Republick; That mock-appearance of a Liberty,
where all who have not part in the Government, are Slaves;
And Slaves they are of a viler Note than such as are Subjects
to an absolute Dominion. For no Christian Monarchy is so
Absolute, but ’tis Curcumscrib’d with La:es: But when the
Executive Power is in the Law-Mlakers, there is no farther
check upon them; and the People must suffer without a
Remedy, because they are Oppress’d by their Representatives.
If I must serve, the number of my Masters, who were Born
my Equals, would but add to the Ienominy of my Bondage.
The Nature of our Government above all others, is exactly
Suited both to the Situation of our Country, ard the Temper
of the Natives: An Island being more proper for Commerce
and for Defence, than for extending its Dominions on the
Continent: For what the Valour of its Inhabitants might
gain, by Reason of its Remoteness, and the Casualties of the
Seas, it cou’d not so easily preserve: And therefore, neither
the Arbitrary Power of one in a Monarchy, nor of many in
a Commonwealth, could make us greater than we are. ’Tis
true, that vaster and more frequent Taxes might be gather'd,
when the Consent of the People was not Ask’d or Needed;
but this were only by Conquering abroad to be Poor at home:
And the Examples of our Neighbours teach us,that they are
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not always the Happiest Subjects whose Kings extend their
Dominions farthest. Since therefore we cannot win by an
Offensive War, at least a Land-War, the Model of our
Government seems Naturally contriv’d for the Defensive
part: And the Consent of a People is easily obtain’d to
contribute to that Power which must protect it. Felices
nimium bona si sua nérint, Angligena!* And yet there
are not wanting Malecontents amongst us, who Surfeiting
themselves on too much Happiness, wou’d perswade the
People that they might be Happier by a Change. ’Twas
indeed the Policy of their old Forefather, when himself was
Sallen from the Station of Glory, to seduce Mankind into
the same Rebellion with him, by telling him he might yet
be freer than he was: That is, more free than his Nature
wou’d allow, or (if I may so say) than God cow’d make him.
We have already all the Liberty which Free-Born Subjects
can enjoy; and all beyond it is but License. But if it be
Liberty of Conscience which they pretend, the Moderation of
our Church is such, that its Practice extends not to the
severity of Persecution, and its Discipline is withal so easie,
that it allows more ficedom to Dissenters than any of the
Sects wou'd allow to it. In the mean time, what Right can
be pretended by these Men to attempt Innovations in Church
or State ? Who made them the Trustees, or (to Speak a little
nearer their own Language) the Necpers of the Liberty of
England? If their Call be extraordinary, let them Con-
vince us by working Miracles; for ordinary Vocation they
can have none to disturb the Government under which they
were Born, and which protects them. He who has often
chang’d his Party, and always has made his Interest the
Rule of it, gives little Evidence of his Sincerity for the
Publick Good: * Tis manifest he changes but for himself, and
lakes the People for Tools to work his Fortune. Yet the
Experience of all Ages might let him know, that they who
trouble the Walers first, have seldom the benefit of the
Fishing: As they who began the late Rebellion, enjoy’d not

! The original quotation is ¢ O fortunatos nimium, sua
8l bona norint ’,
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the Fruit of their Undertaking, but were crush’d themselves
by the Usurpation of their own Instrument. Neither is it
enough for them to Answer, that they only intend a Reforma-
tion of the Government, but not the Subversion of it: On such
pretences all Insurrections have been founded; *Tis striking
at the Root of Power, which is Obedience. Every Remon-
strance of private Men, has the seed of Treason wn it; and
Discourses which are couch’d in ambiguous Terms, are
therefore the more dangerous, because they do all the Mischiof
of open Sedition, yet are safe from the Punishment of the
Laws. These, My Lord, are Considerations which I should
not pass so lightly over, had I room to manage them as they
deserve: for no Man can be so inconsiderable in u Nation,
as not to have a share in the welfare of it; and if he be a true
Englishman, he must at the same time be fir'd with Indigna-
tion, and revenge himself as he can on the Disturbers of his
Country. And to whom could I more fitly apply my self, than
to your Lordship, who have not only an inborn, but an
Hereditary Loyalty ? The memorable constan:y and sufferings
of your Father, almost to the ruine of his Estate for the
Royal Cause, were an earnest of that, which such a Parent
and such an Institution wou'd produce in the Person of a
Son. But so unhappy an occasion of manifesting your own
Leal in suffering for his present Majesty, the Providence of
God, and the Prudence of your Adnunistration, will, I hope,
prevent. That as your l'athers Fortune waited on the un-
happiness of his Sovereign, so your own may participate of
the better Fate which attends his Son. The Relation which
you have by Alliance to the Noble Family of your Lady,
serves to confirm to you both this happy Augury. For what
can deserve a greater place in the English Chronicle, than
the Loyalty and Courage, the Actions and Death of the
General of an Army Fighting for his Prince and Country ?
The Honour and Gallantry of the Earl of Lindsey, is so
tllustrious a Subject, that "tis fit to adorn an Heroick Poem ;
JSor He was the Proto-Martyr of the Cause, and the Type of
his unfortunate Royal Master.

Yet, aftcr all, My Lord, if I may speak my thoughts, you
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are happy rather to us than to your self: for the Multiplicity,
the Cares, and the Vexations of your Imployment, have
betray'd you from your self, and given you up into the
Possession of the Publick. You are Robb’d of your Privacy
and Friends, and scarce any hour of your Life you can call
your own. Those who envy your Fortune, if they wanted not
good Nature, might more justly pity it; and when they see
you watch’d by a Croud of Suitors, whose importunity ’tis
impossible to avoid, would conclude with Reason, that you
have lost much more in true Conlent, than jou have gain’d
by Dignity; and that a private Gentleman 1s better attended
by a single Servant, than your Lordship with so clamorous a
Train. Pardon me, My Lord, if I speak like a Philosopher
on this Subject; the Fortune which makes a Man uneasie,
cannot make him Happy: and a Wise Man must think
himself uneasie, when few of his Actions are in his Chaice.

T his last Consideration has brought me to another, and
a very seasonable one for your Relicf; which is, That while
1 pity your want of leisure, I have impertinently Detain’d
you so long a time. I have put off my own Business, which
was my Dedication, till ’tis so late, that I am now asham’d
to begin it: And therefore I will say nothing of the Poem,
which I Present to you, because I know not if you are like
to have an Hour, which, with a good Conscience, you may
throw away in perusing it: And for the Author, I have only
to beg the continuance of your Protection to him, who is,

MY LORD,
Your Lordships, most Obliged,
most Humble, and most
Obedient Servant,
JOHN DRYDEMWN.



PREFACE.

TrEe death of Anthony and Cleopatra, is a Subject
which has been treated by the greatest Wits of our
Nation, after Shakespeare ; and by all so variously, that
their Example has given me the confidence to try my
self in this Bowe of Ulysses amongst the Crowd of
Sutors; and, withal, to take my own measurcs, in
aiming at the Mark. I doubt not but the same Motive
has prevailed with all of us in this attempt; 1 mean
the excellency of the Moral: for the chief Persons
represented, were famous Patterns of unlawful Love;
and their end accordingly was unfortunate. All
reasonable Men have long since concluded, That the
Heroe of the Poem, ought not to be a Character of
perfect Virtue, for, then, he could not, without in-
justice, be made unhappy; nor yet altogether wicked,
because he could not then be pitied : I have therefore
steer’d the middle course; and have drawn the cha-
racter of Anthony as favourably as Plutarch. Appian. and
Dion Cassius wou’d give me leave: the like I have
observ’d in Cleopatra. That which is wanting to work
up the pity to a greater heighth, was not afforded me
by the story: for the crimes of Love which they both
committed, were not occasioned by any necessity, or
fatal ignorance, but were wholly voluntary ; since our
passions are, or ought to be, within our power. The
Fabrick of the Play is regular enough, as to the in-
ferior parts of it; and the Unities of Time, Place and
Action, more exactly obscrv’d, than, perhaps, the
English Theater requires. Particularly, the Action is
so much one, that it is the only of the kind without
Episode, or Underplot; every Scene in the Tragedy
conducing to the main design, and every Act con-
cluding with a turn of it. The greatest error in the
contrivance seems to be in the person of Octavia: For,
though I might use the privilege of a Poet, to intro-
duce her into Alexandria, yet 1 had not enough con-
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sider’d, that the compassion she mov’d to her self and
Children, was destructive to that which I reserv’d for
Anthony and Cleopatra; whose mutual love being
founded upon vice, must lessen the favour of the
Audience to them, when Virtue and Innocence were
oppress’d by it. And, though I justified Anthony in
some measure, by making Octavia’s departure, to
proceed wholly from her self; yet the force of the first
Machine still remain’d ; and the dividing of pity, like
the cutting of a River into many Channels, abated
the strength of the natural Stream. But this is an
Objection which none of my Criticks have urg’d
against me; and therefore I might have let it pass, if
I could have resolv’d to have been partial to my self.
The faults my Enemics have found, are rather cavils
concerning little, and not essential Decencies ; which
a Master of the Ceremonies may decide betwixt us.
The French Poets, 1 confess, are strict Observers of
these Punctilio’s: They would not, for example, have
suffer’d Cleopatra and Octavia to have met; or if they
had met, there must only have pass’d betwixt them
some cold civilities, but no eagerness of repartée, for
fear of offending against the greatness of their
Characters, and the modesty of their Sex. This
Objection I foresaw, and at the same time contemn’d :
for I judg’d it both natural and probable, that
Octavia, proud of her new-gain’d Conquest, would
search out Cleopatra to triumph over her; and that
Cleopatra, thus attack’d, was not of a spirit to shun
the encounter: and ’tis not unlikely, that two ex-
asperated Rivals should use such Satyr as I have put
into their mouths; for after all, though the one were
a Roman, and the other a Queen, they were both
Woman. 'Tis true, some actions, though natural, are
not fit to be represented; and broad obscenities in
words, ought in good manners to be avoided : expres-
sions therefore are a modest cloathing of our thoughts,
as Breeches and Petticoats are of our Bodies. If I
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have kept my self within the bounds of modesty, all
beyond it is but nicety and affectation; which is no
more but Modesty deprav’d into a Vice: they betray
themselves who are too quick of apprehension in such
cases, and leave all reasonable Men to imagine worse
of them, than of the Poet.

Honest Montaigne goes yet farther : Nous ne sommes
que ceremonte; la ceremonie nous emporte, & laissons la
substance des choses: Nous nous tenons aux branches, & aban-
donnons le tronc & le corps.  Nous avons appris aux Dames
de rougir, oyans seulement nommer ce qu'elles ne craignent
aucunement a faire: Nous n’osons appeller a droict nos
membres, & ne craignons pas de les employer a toute sorte de
debauche. La ceremonie nous defend d’exprimer par paroles
les choses licites & naturelles, & nous Uen croyons; la
raison nous defend de n’en faire point d’illicites & mauvaises,
& personne ne Uen croid. My comfort is, that by this
opinion my Enemies are but sucking Criticks, who
wou’d fain be nibbling ere their Teeth are come.

Yet, in this nicety of manners does the exccllency
of French Poetry consist: their Heroes are the most
civil people breathing; but their good breeding
seldom extends to a word of sense: All their Wit is
in their Ceremony; they want the Genius which
animates our Stage; and therefore ’tis but necessary
when they cannot plcase, that they should take care
not to offend. But, as the civillest Man in the company
is commonly the dullest, so these Authors, while they
are afraid to make you laugh or cry, out of pure good
manners, make you sleep. They are so careful not
to exasperate a Critick, that they never leave him
any work; so busie with the Broom, and make so
clean a riddance, that there is little left either for
censure or for praise: fcr no part of a Poem is worth
our discommending, where the whole is insipid;
as when we have once tasted of pall’d Wine, we stay
not to examine it Glass by Glass. But while they
affect to shine in trifles, they are often careless in
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essentials. Thus their Hippolitus is so scrupulous in
point of decency, that he will rather expose himself
to death, than accuse his Stepmother to his Father;
and my Ciriticks I am sure will commend him for it:
but we of grosser apprehensions, are apt to think
that this excess of generosity, is not practicable but
with Fools and Madmen. This was good manners
with a vengeance; and the Audience is like to be
much concern’d at the misfortunes of this admirable
Heroe : but take Hippolitus out of his Poetick Fit, and
I suppose he would think it a wiser part, to set the
Saddle on the right Horse, and chuse rather to live
with the reputation of a plain-spoken honest Man,
than to die with the infamy of an incestuous Villain.
In the mean time we may take notice, that where the
Poet ought to have preserv’d the character as it was
deliver’d to us by Antiquity, when he should have
given us the Picture of a rough young Man, of the
Amazonian strain, a jolly Huntsman, and both by his
profession and his early rising a Mortal Enemy to
Love, he has chosen to give him the turn of Gallantry,
sent him to travel from Athens to Paris, taught him
to make Love, and transform’d the Hippolitus of
Euripides into Monsieur Hippolite. 1 should not have
troubled my self thus far with French Poets, but that
I find our Chedreux Criticks wholly form their Judg-
ments by them. But for my part, I desire to be try’d
by the Laws of my own Country ; for it seems unjust
to me, that the French should prescribe here, till they
have conquer’d.  Our little Sonnettiers who follow
them, have too narrow Souls to judge of Poetry. Poets
themselves are the most proper, though I conclude
not the only Criticks. But till some Genius as Uni-
versal, as Aristotle, shall arise, who can penetrate into
all Arts and Scienccs, without the practice of them,
I shall think it reasonable, that the Judgment of an
Artificer in his own Art should be preferable to the
Hippolitus] In Racine’s Phédre.
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opinion of another Man; at least where he is not
brib’d by interest, or prejudic’d by malice: and this,
I suppose, is manifest by plain induction: For, first,
the Crowd cannot be presum’d to have more than
a gross instinct, of what pleases or displeases them:
every Man will grant me this; but then, by a parti-
cular kindness to himself, he draws his own stake
first, and will be distinguish’d from the multitude, of
which other Men may think him one. But, if I come
closer to those who are allow’d for witty Men, either
by the advantage of their quality, or by common
fame, and affirm that neither are they qualitied to
decide Sovercignly, concerning Poetry, 1 shall yet
have a strong party of my opinion; for most of them
severally will exclude the rest, either from the number
of witty Men, or at lcast of able Judges. Buthere again
they are all indulgent to themselves: and every one
who believes himself a Wit, that is, every Man, will
pretend at the same time to a right of judging. But
to press it yet farther, there are many witty Mcen, but
few Poets; neither have all Pocts a taste of Tragedy.
And this is the Rock on which they are daily splitting.
Poctry, which is a Picture of Nature, must generally
please : but tis not to be understood that all parts of it
must please every Man; thercfore is not Tragedy to
be judg’d by a witty Man, whose taste is only confin’d
to Comedy. Nor is every Man who loves Tragedy
a sufficient Judge of it: he must understand the
excellencies of it too, or he will only prove a blind
Admirer, not a Critick. From hence it comes that
so many Satyrs on Poets, and censures of their
Writings, fly abroad. Mcn of pleasant Conversation,
(at least esteem’d so0) and indu’d with a trifling kind
of Fancy, perhaps help’d out with some smattering
of Latine, are ambitious to distinguish themselves
from the Herd of Gentlemen, by their Poctry;
Rarus enim fermé sensus communis in illd
Fortund.
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And is not this a wretched affectation, not to be
contented with what Fortune has done for them,
and sit down quietly with thcir Estates, but they must
call their Wits in question, and needlessly expose
their nakedness to publick view ? Not considering that
they are not to expect the same approbation from
sober Mcn, which they have found from their
flatterers after the third Bottle? If a little glittering
in discourse has pass’d them on us for witty Men,
where was the necessity of undeceiving the World ?
Would a Man who has an ill Title to an Estate, but
yet is in posscssion of it, would he bring it of his own
accord, to be try’d at Westminster ? We who write,
if we want the Talent, yet have the excuse that we
do it for a poor subsistence; but what can be urg’d
in their defence, who not having the Vocation of
Poverty to scribble out of mere wantonness, take
pains to make themselves ridiculous? Horace was
certainly in the right, where he said, That no Afan is
satisfied with his own condition. A Poet is not pleas’d
because he is not rich ; and the Rich are discontented,
because the Poets will not admit them of their num-
ber. Thus the case is hard with Writers: if they
succeed not, they must starve; and if they do, some
malicious Satyr is prepar’d to level them for daring
to please without their leave. But while they are so
cager to destroy the fame of others, their ambition
is manifest in their concernment: some Pocm of their
own is to be produc’d, and the Slaves are to be laid
flat with their faces on the ground, that the Monarch
may appear in the greater Majesty.

Dionysius and Nero had the same longings, but with
all their power they cou’d never bring their business
well about. ’Tis true, they proclaim’d themsclves
Pocts by sound of Trumpet; and Poets they were
upon pain of death to any Man who durst call them
otherwise. The Audience had a fine time on’t, you

Westminster] The Law Courts.
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may imaginc; they sate in a bodily fear, and look’d
as demurcly as they could: for ’twas a hanging
matter to laugh unscasonably ; and the Tyrants were
suspicious, as they had reason, that their Subjects
had ’em in the wind; so, every man in his own
defence set as good a face upon the business as he
could: "T'was known before-hand that the Monarchs
were to be Crown’d Laurecats; but when the Shew
was over, and an honest Man was suffer’d to depart
quietly, he took out his Laughter which he had stifled ;
with a firm resolution never more to see an Empceror’s
Play, though he had been ten years a making it. In
tae mean time, the true Poets were they who made
the best Markets, for they had Wit enough to yield
the Prize with a good grace, and not contend with
him who had thirty Legions: They were sure to be
rewarded if they confess’d themselves bad Writers,
and that was somewhat better than to be Martyrs for
their Reputation. Lucan’s example was cnough to
teach them manners; and after he was put to Deatiy,
for overcoming Aero, the Emperor carried it without
dispute for the best Poct in his Dominions: No man
was ambitious of that grinning Honour ; for if he heard
the malicious Trumpeter proclaiming his Name
before his Betters, he knew there was but one way
with him. Mecenas took another Course, and we
know he was more than a great Man, for he was
witty too: but finding himself far gone in Poctry,
which Seneca assures us was not his Talent, he thought
it his best way to be well with Virgil and with /Horace;
that at lcast he might be a Poet at the second hand
and we see how happily it has succeeded with him;
for his own bad Poctry is forgotten, and their Pane-
gyricks of him still remain. But they who should be
our Patrons, are for no such expensive ways to fame:
they have much of the Poetry of Mecanas, but little
of his Liberahty. They are for persccuting Horace
and Virgil, in the Persons of their Successours, (for
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such is every Man, who has any part of their Soul
and Fire, though in a less degree.) Some of their
little Zanies yet go farther; for they are Persecutors
even of Horace himself, as far as they are able, by
their ignorant and vile Imitations of him ; by making
an unjust use of his Authority, and turning his
Artillery against his Friends. But how would he
disdain to be Copyed by such hands! I dare answer
for him, he would be more uneasie in their Company,
than he was with Crispinus their Forefather in the
Holy Way; and would no more have allow’d them
a place amongst the Criticks, than he would Demetrius
the Mimique, and Tigellius the Buffoon;

Demetri, teq; Tigelli,
Discipulorum inter jubeo plorare Cathedras.

With what scorn would he look down on such miser-
able Trans'ators, who make Doggrel of his latine,
mistake his meaning, misapply his Censures, and often
contradict their own? He is fix’d as a Land-Mark to
set out the bounds of Poctry,

—— Saxum, antiqguum ingens
Limes agro positus litem ut discerneret arvis:

But other Arms than theirs, and other Sinews are
requir’d, to raise the weight of such an Author; and
when they would toss him against their Enemies,

Genua labant, gelidus concrevit frigore sanguis,
Tum lapis ipse, viri vacuum per inane volutus
Nec spatium evasit totum, nec pertulit ictum.

For my part, I would wish no other revenge, either
for my sclf or the rest of the Poets, from this Rhyming
Judge of the Twelve-penny Gallery, this Legitimate
Son of Sternhold, than that he would subscribe his
Name to his Censure, or (not to tax him beyond his
Learning) set his Mark: for shou'd he own himself
publickly, and come from behind the Lyons Skin,
they whom he condemns wou’d be thankful to him,
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they whom he praises wou’d chuse to be Condemned ;
and the Magistrates whom he has Elected, wou’d
modestly withdraw from their Employment, to avoid
the scandal of his Nomination. The sharpuess of his
Satyr, next to himself, falls most heavily on his
Friends, and they ought never to forgive him for
commending them perpetually the wrong way, and
sometimes by contraries. If he have a Friend whose
hastiness in writing is his greatest fault, Forace wou'd
have taught him to have minc’d the matter, and to
have call’d it readiness of thought. and a flowing
Fancy; for Friendship will allow a Man to Christenan
imperfection by the Name of some Neighbour virtue:
Vellem tn amicitid sic erraremus; & isti
Errori, nomen virtus possuisset honestum.
But he would never have allow’d him to have call’d
a slow Man hasty, or a hasty Writer a sluw Drudge,
as Juvenal explains it:
Canibus pigris, scabieq; vetusti
Levibus, & sicce lambentibus ora lucerne
Nomen erit, Pardus, Tygenis, Leo; si quid adhuc est
Quod fremit in terris violentis.
Yet Lucretius Laughs at a foolish Lover, even for
excusing the Impertections of his Mistress:
Nigra peiyp os est, immunda & fetida dxoopos,
Balba loqut non quit, TpavXi(-i; muta pudens est, &e.
But to drive it, ad AZthiopem Cycnum is not to be
indur’d. T leave him to interpret this by the Benetit
of his French Version on the other side, and without
farther considering him, than I have the rest of my
illiterate Censors, whom I have disdain’d to Answer,
because thev are not qualified for Judges. It remains
that I acquaint the Reader, that I have endcavoured
in this Play to follow the practice of the Ancients,
who, as Mr. Rymer has judiciously observ’d, are and
Rymer] Thomas Rymer (1641~1713). The well-known
hisioriographer and famous critic, in which latter capacity
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ought to be our Masters. Horace likewise gives it for
a Rule in his Art of Poetry,
Vos exemplaria Greca

Nocturné versate manu, versate diurnd.

Yet, though their Models are regular, they are too
little for English Tragedy ; which requires to be built
in a larger Compass. I could give an instance in the
Oedipus  Tyrannus, which was the Masterpiece of
Sophocles; but I reserve it for a more fit occasion,
which I hope to have hereafter. In my Stile I have
profess’d to imitate the Divine Shakespeare; which
that I might perform more freely, I have disincum-
ber’d my sclf from Rhyme. Not that I condemn my
former way, but that this is more proper to my present
Purpose. 1 hope I need not to explain my self, that
1 have not Copy’d my Author servilely: Words and
Phrases must of necessity receive a Change in suc-
cceding Ages: but ’tis almost a Miracle that much
of his L.anguage remains so pure; and that he who
began Dramatick Poctry amongst us, untaught by
any, and, as Ben. Johnson tells us, without Learning,
should by the force of his own Genius perform so
much, that in a manner he has left no Praise for any
who come after him. The occasion is fair, and the
Subject would be pleasant to handle the diffcrence
of Stiles betwixt him and Fletcher, and wherein, and
how far they are both to be imitated. But since I
must not be over-confident of my own performance
after him, it will be prudence in me to be silent. Yet
I hope I may aflirm, and without vanity, that by
imitating him, I have excell’d my self throughout the
Play; and particularly, that I prefer the Scene be-
twixt Anthony and Ventidius in the first Act, to any
thing which I have written in this kind.
he has until lately been much and stupidly abused. He is
especially famous for having compiled the Foedera, a
collection as complete as possible of State papers con-
nected with foreign affairs.




PROLOGUE to Anthony and Cleopatra.

What Flocks of Criticks hover here to day,

As Vultures wait on Armies for their Prey,

All gaping for the Carcass of a Play!

With Croaking Notes they bode some dire even?;

And follow dying Poets by the scent.

Ours gives himself for gone; y' have watch’d your time!

He fights this day unarm’d; without his Rhiyme.

And brings a Tale which often has been told ;

As sad as Dido’s; and almost as old.

His Heroe, whom you Wits his Bully call.

Bates of his mettle; and scarce rants at all:

He’s somewhat lewd; but a well-meaning mind;

Weeps much; fights little, but is wond'rous kind.

In short, a Pattern, and Companion fit,

For all thee keeping Tonyes of the Pit.

I cou’d name more; A Wife, and Mistress too;

Both (to be plain) too good for most of you:

The Wife well-natur’d, and the Mistress true.
Now, Poets, if your fame has been his care;

Allow him all the Candour you can spare.

A brave Man scorns to quarrel once a day;

Like Hectors, in at every petty fray.

Let those find fault whose Wit s so very small,

They've need to show that they can think at all:

Errours like Straws upon the surface flow;

He who would search for Pearls must dive below.

Fops may have leave to level all they can;

As Pigmies wou'd be glad to lopp a Man.

Half-Wits are Fleas; so little and so light;

We scarce cou’d know they live, but that they bite.

But, as the Rich, when tir'd iwith daily Feasts,

For change, become their next poor Tenants Ghests;

Drink hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown Bowls,

And snatch the homely Rasher from the Coals:



ProLoOGUE

So you, retiring from much better Cheer,

For once, may venture to do penance here.

And since that plenteous Autumn now is past,
Whose Grapes and Peaches have Indulg’d your taste,
Take in good part from our poor Poets board,

Such rivell’d Fruits as Winter can afford.

21



Persons Represented.

By

Marc Anthony, Mr. Hart.
Ventidius, his General, Mr. Mohun,
Dollabella, his Friend, Mr. Clarke.
Alexas, the Queens Eunuch, Mr. Goodman.
Serapion, Priest of Isis, Mr. Griffin.
Another Priest, Mr. Coysh.

Servants to Anthony.
Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt, Mrs. Boutell.
Octavia, Anthony’s Wife, Mrs. Corey.
glau;:mwn, }Cleopatra's Maids.

Anthony's two little Daughters.

Scene Alexandria,
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OR, THE

World well Lost.

Act 1. SceNE, The Temple of Isis.
Lnter Serapion, Myris, Priests of Isis.

Serap. Portents and Prodigies are grown so frequent,
That they have lost their Name. Our fruitful Nile
Flow’d e’re the wonted Season, with a Torrent
So uncxpected, and so wondrous fierce,

That the wild Deluge overtook the haste,

Ev’n of the Hinds that watch’d it: Men and Beasts
Were borne above the tops of Trees, that grew

On th’ utmost Margin of the Watcr-mark.

Then, with so swift an Ebb, the Floud drove backward
It slipt from underncath the Scaly Herd: 10
Here monstrous Phoce panted on the Shore;
Forsaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails,

Lay lashing the departing Waves: Hard by "em,
Sea-Horses floundring in the slimy Mud,

Toss’d up their heads, and dash’d the ocoze about *em.

Enter Alexas behind them.
Myr. Avert these Omens, Heav'n.
Serap. Last night, between the hours of Twelve and
One,

In a lone Isle o’ th’ Temple, while I walk’d,
A Whirl-wind rose, that, with a violent blast,
Shook all the Dome: the Doors around me clapt,
The Iron Wicket that defends the Vault,

11 Phoce] Sea-lions.
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Where the long Race of Ptolomies is lay’d,
Burst open, and disclos’d the mighty dead.
From out each Monument, in order plac’d,
An Armed Ghost start up: the Boy-King last
Rear’d his inglorious head. A peal of groans
Then follow’d, and a lamentable Voice
Cry’d, Fgwpt is no more. My blood ran back,
My shaking Knees against each other knock’d;
On the cold Pavement, down I fell intranc’d, 30
And so unfinish’d left the horrid Scene.
Alexas shewing himself. And, Dream’d you this? or,
Did invent the Story?
To frighten our f.gyptian Boys withal,
And train ’em up betimes in fear of Priestliood ?
Serap. My Lord, 1 saw you not,
Nor meant my words should reach your Ears; but
what
I utter’d was most true.
Alex. A foolish Dream,
Bred from the fumes of indigested Feasts,
And holy Luxury. 40

Serap. T know my duty:
This goes no farther.

Alex. ’Tis not fit it should.
Nor would the times now bear it, were it true.
All Southern, from yon Hills, the Roman Camp
Hangs o’er us black and threatning, like a Storm
Just breaking on our Heads.

Serap. Our faint .Feyptians pray for Antony;
But in their Servile Hearts they own Octarius.

Myr. Why then docs Antony dream out his hours,
And tempts not Fortunc for a noble Day, st
Which might redeem what Actium lost?

Alex. He thinks ’tis past recovery.

Serap. Yet the Foe
Seems not to press the Siege.

52 Actium] 31 B.C. where Antony, flecing after Cleo-
patra, sustained a signal defeat.
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Alex. O, there’s the wonder.
Mecenas and Agrippa, who can most
With Cesar are his Foes. His Wife Octavia,
Driv’n from his House, solicites her Revenge;
And Dolabella, who was once his Friend, 60
Upon some private grudge, now seeks his ruine:
Yet still War seems on either side to sleep.

Serap. ’Tis strange that Antony, for some days past,
Has not beheld the face of Cleopatra;

But here, in Isis Temple. lives retir’d,
And makes his Heart a Prey to black despair.

Alex. *Tis true; and we much fear he hopes by

absence
To cure his mind of Love.

Serap. If he be vanquish’d,

Or make his peace, gyt is doom’d to be 20
A Roman Province; and our plenteous Harvests
Must then redeem the scarceness of their Soil.
While Antony stood firm, our Alexandria

Rival'd proud Rume (Dominions other Scat)

And fortune striding, like a vast Colossus,

Cou'd fix an equal foot of Empire here.

Alev. Had I my wish. these Tyrants ¢f all Nature
Who Lord it o’cr Mankind, should perish, perish,
Each by the others Sword ; but, since our Will
Is lamely follow’d by our pow'r, we must 8
Depend on one; with him to rise or fall.

Serap. How stands the Queen affected ?

Alex. O, she dotes,

She dotes, Serapion, on this vanquish’d Man,

And winds her selt about his mighty ruins,

Whom would she yet forsake, yet yield him up,

‘This hunted Prey, to his pursucrs hands,

She might preserve us all; but "tis in vain—

This changes my designs, this blasts my Counsels,
And makes me use all means to keep him here, 90
Whom 1 could wish divided from her Arms

Far as the Larth's deep Center. Well, you know
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The state of things; no more of your ill Omens,
And black Prognosticks; labour to confirm
The Peoples Hearts.

Enter Ventidius, talking aside with a Gentleman of
Antony’s.

Serap. These Romans will o’rehear us.
But, Who ’s that Stranger? By his Warlike port,
His fierce demeanor, and erected look,
He ’s of no vulgar note.
Alex. O ’tis Ventidius, 100
Our Emp’rors great Lieutenant in the East,
Who first show’d Rome, that Parthia could be Con-
quer’d.
When Antony return’d from Syria last,
He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers.
Serap. You seem to know him well.
Alex. Too well. Isaw him in Cilicia first,
When Cleopatra there met Antony:
A mortal I'oe he was to us, and Zeypt.
But, let me witness to the worth I hate,
A braver Roman never drew a Sword. 130
Firm to his Prince; but, as a Friend, not Slave.
He ne’r was of his Plcasures; but presides
O’re all his cooler hours and morning counsels:
In short, the plainness, fierceness, rugged virtue
Of an old true-stampt Roman lives in him.
His coming bodes I know not what of ill
To our aftairs. Withdraw, to mark him better;
And I'll acquaint you, why I sought you here,
And what’s our present work.

[They withdraw to a corner of the Stage; and
Ventidius, with the other,comes forwards to
the front.

Ventidius. Not see him, say you? 120
I say, I must and will.

Gent. He has commanded,
On pain of Death, none should approach his Presence.
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Ven. 1 bring him news will raise his drooping
Spirits,
Give him new life.
Gent. He sees not Cleopatra.
Ven. Would he had never seen her.
Gent. He Eats not, Drinks not, Sleeps not, has no
use
Of any thing, but Thought; or, if he Talks,
*Tis to himself, and then ’tis perfect Raving: 130
Then he defies the World, and bids it pass;
Sometimes he gnaws his Lip, and Curses loud
The Boy Octavius; then he draws his Mouth
Into a scornful Smile, and cries, Take all,
The World’s not worth my care.
Ven. Just, just his nature.
Virtue’s his path; but sometimes ’tis too narrow
For his vast Soul; and then he starts out wide,
And bounds into a Vice that bears him far
From his first course, and plunges him in ills: 140
But, when his danger makes him find his fault,
Quick to observe, and full of sharp remorse,
He censures eagerly his own misdeeds,
Judging himself with Malice to himself,
And not forgiving what as Man he did,
Because his other parts are more than Man.
He must not thus be lost.
[Alexas and the Priests come forward.
Alex. Youhave yourf{ull Instructions,now advance ;
Proclaim your Orders loudly.
Serap. Romans, Agyptians, hear the Queen’s Com-
mand. 150
Thus Cleopatra bids, Let Labor cease,
To Pomp and Triumphs give this happy day,
That gave the World a Lord: ’tis Antony’s.
Live, Antony; and Cleopatra live.
Be this the general voice sent up to Heav'n,
And every publick place repeat this eccho.
Ven. aside. Fine Pageantry!
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Serap. Set out before your doors
The Images of all your sleeping Fathers,
With Laurels crown’d; with Laurels wreath your

posts, 160

And strow with Flow’rs the Pavement ; Let the Priests
Do present Sacrifice; pour out the Wine,
And call the Gods to joyn with you in gladness.

Ven. Curse on the Tongue that bids this general joy.
Can they be friends of Antony, who Revel
When dntony’s in danger? Hide, for shame,
You Romans, your Great Grandsires Images,

For fear their Souls should animate their Marbles,
To blush at their degenerate Progeny. 169
Alex. A Love which knows no bounds to Antony,
Would mark the Day with Honors; when all Heaven

Labour’d for him, when each propitious Star
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour,
And shed his better influence. Her own Birth-day
Our Queen neglected, like a vulgar Fate,
That pass’d obscurely by.
Ven. Would it had slept,
Divided far from his; till some remote
And future Age had call’d it out, to ruin
Some other Prince, not him. 180
Alex. Your Emperor,
Thoé grown unkind, would be more gentle, than
T’ upbraid my Queen for loving him too well.
Ven. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Priest?
He knows him not his Executioner.
O, she has deck’d his ruin with her Love,
Led him in Golden Bands to gaudy slaughter,
And made perdition pleasing: She has left him
The blank of what he was;
I tell thee, Eunuch, she has unmann’d him: 190
Can any Roman see, and know him now,
Thus alter’d from the Lord of half Mankind,
Unbent, unsinew’d, made a Womans Toy,
Shrunk from the vast extent of all his Honours,
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And crampt within a corner of the World ?
O, Antony!
Thou bravest Soldier, and thou best of Friends!
Bounteous as Nature; next to Nature’s God !
Could’st thou but make new Worlds, so wouldst thou
give ’em,
As Bounty were thy Being, Rough in Battle, 200
As the first Romans, when they went to War;
Yet, after Victory, more pitiful,
Than all their Praying Virgins left at home!
Alex. Would you could add to those more shining
Virtues,
His Truth to her who loves him.
Ven. Would I could not.
But, Wherefore waste I precious hours with thee?
Thou art her Darling mischief, her chief Engin,
Antony’s other Fate. Go, tcll thy Queen,
Ventidius is arriv’d, to end her Charms. 210
Let your Zgyptian Timbrels play alone;
Nor mix Effeminate Sounds with Roman Trumpets.
You dare not fight for Antony; go Pray,
And keep your Cowards-Holy-day in Temples.
[Exeunt Alex. Serap.
Re-enter the Gentleman of M. Antony.
2 Gent. The Emperor approaches, and commands,
On pain of death that none presume to stay.
1 Gent. I dare not disobey him.
[Going out with the other.
Vent. Well, I dare.
But, I’ll observe him first unseen, and find 219
Which way his humor drives: the rest I'le venture.
[Withdraws.
Enter Antony, walking with a disturb’d Motion,
before he speaks.
Antony. They tell me ’tis my Birth-day,and I'le
keep it
With double pomp of sadness,
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'Tis what the Day deserves, which gave me breath.
Why was I rais'd the Metcor of the World,
Hung in the Skies, and blazing as I travell’d,
Till all my fires were spent; and then cast downward
To be trode out by Cesar?

Ven. aside. On my Soul,
*Tis mournful, wondrous mournful!

Anto. Count thy Gains. 230
Now, Antony, Wouldst thou be born for this?
Glutton of Fortune, thy devouring youth
Has starv’d thy wanting Age.

Ven. How Sorrow shakes him! [aside.
So, now the Tempest tears him up by th’ Roots,
And on the ground extends the noble Ruin.

Ant. having thrown himself down.
Lye there, thou shadow of an Empcror;
The place thou pressest on thy Mother-carth
Is all thy Empire now : now it contains thee;
Some few days hence, and then *twill be too large, 240
When thou’rt contracted in thy narrow Urn,
Shrunk to a few cold Ashes; then Octavia,
(For Cleopatra will not live to see it)
Octavia then will have thee all her own,
And bear thee in her Widow’d hand to Cesar;
Cesar will weep, the Crocodile will weep,
To see his Rival of the Universe
Lie still and peaceful there. I’le think no more on’t.
Give me some Musick; look that it be sad:
I’le sooth my Melancholy till T swell, 250
And burst my self with sighing—— Soft Musick.
*Tis somewhat to my humor. Stay, I fancy
I’m now turn’d wild, a Commoner of Nature;
Of all forsaken, and forsaking all;
Live in a shady Forest’s Sylvan Scene,
Stretch’d at my length beneath some blasted Okej
I lean my head upon the Mossy Bark,
And look just of a picce, as I grew from it:
My uncomb’d Locks, matted like Misleto,
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Hang o’re my hoary Face; a murm’ring Brook 260
Runs at my foot.

Ven. Methinks I fancy
My self there too.

Ant. The Herd come jumping by me,

And fearless, quench their thirst, while I look on,
And take me for their fellow-Citizen,
More of this Image, more; it lulls my thoughts.
[Soft Musick again.
Ven. 1 must disturb him; I can hold no longer.
[Stands before him.

Ant. starting up. Art thou Ventidius?

Ven. Are you Antony? 270
I'm liker what I was, than you to him
I Ieft you last.

Ant. P’'m angry.

Ven. So am 1.

Ant. 1 would be private: leave mec.

Ven. Sir, I love you.

And thercfore will not leave you.

Ant. Will not leave me?

Where have you learnt that Answer? Who am I°?

Ven. My Emperor: the Man I love next Heaven:
If I said more, I think ’twere scarce a Sin; 281
Y’are all that’s good, and good-like.

Ant. All that’s wretched.

You will not leave me then?

Ven. *T'was too presuming
To say I would not; but I dare not leave you :

And, ’tis unkind in vou to chide me hence
So soon, wlien I so far have come to see you.

Ant. Now thou hast seen me, art thou satisfy’d ?
For, if a Friend, thou hast beheld enough; 290
And, if a Foe, too much.

Ven. weeping. I.ook, Emperor, this is no common

Dew.
I have not wept this Forty years; but now
My Mother comes afresh into my Eyes;
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I cannot help her softness.
Ant. By Heav’n, he weeps, poor good old Man, he
weeps !
The big round drops course one another down
The furrows of his Cheeks. Stop ’em, Ventidius,
Or I shall blush to death: they set my shame,
That caus’d ’em, full before me. 300

Ven. I'll do my best.

Ant. Sure there ’s contagion in the tears of Friends:
See, I have caught it too. Belicve me, ’tis not
For my own gricts, but thine——Nay, Father.

Ven. Emperor.

Ant. Emperor! Why, that’s the style of Victory,
The Conqu’ring Soldicer, red with unfelt wounds,
Salutes his General so: but never more
Shall that sound reach my Ears.

Ven. 1 warrant you. a0

Ant. Actium, Actium! Oh——

Ven. It sits too near you.

Ant. Here, here it lies; a lump of Lead by day,
And, in my short distracted nightly slumbers,

The Hag that rides my Dreams——
Ven. Out with it; give it vent.
Ant. Urge not my shame,
I lost a Battel.
Ven. So has JFulivs done.
Ant. Thou favour’st me, and speak’st not half thou
think’st, 320
For Julius fought it out, and lost it fairly:
But Antony——
Ven. Nay, stop not.
Ant. Antony.
(Well, thou wilt have it) like a Coward fled,
Fled while his Soldiers fought; fled first, Ventidius.,
Thou long’st to curse me, and I give thee leave.
I know thou com’st prepar’d to rail.
Ven. 1 did. 329
Ant. T’ll help thee——1I have been a Man, Ventidius.
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Ven. Yes, and a brave one; but—
Ant. T know thy meaning.
But, I have lost my Reason, have disgrac’d
The name of Soldier, with inglorious ease.
In the full Vintage of my flowing honours,
Sate still, and saw it prest by other hands.
Fortune came smiling to my youth, and woo’d it,
And purple greatness met my ripen’d years.
When first I came to Empire, I was borne
On Tides of People, crouding to my Triumphs; s
The wish of Nations; and the willing World
Receiv’d me as its pledge of future peace;
I was so great, so happy, so belov'd,
Fate could not ruine me; till I took pains
And work’d against my Fortune, chid her from me,
And turn’d her loose; yet still she came again.
My careless days, and my luxurious nights,
At length have weary’d her, and now she ’s gone,
Gone, gone, divorc’d for ever. Help me, Soldier,
‘To curse this Madman, this industrious Fool, 350
Who labour’d to be wretched : prithee curse me.
Ven. No.
Ant. Why?
Ven. You are too sensible already
Of what y’ have done, too conscious of your failings,
And, like a Scorpion, whipt by others first
To fury, sting your self in mad revenge.
I would bring Balm and pour it in your Wounds,
Cure your distemper’d mind, and heal your fortunes.
Ant. I know thou would’st. 360
Ven. T will.
Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha.
Ven. You Laugh.
Ant. 1 do, to see officious love
Give Cordials to the dead.
Ven. You would be lost then ?
Ant. 1 am.
Ven. I say, you are not. Try your fortune.
813 [o]
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Ant. T have to th’utmost. Dost thou think me
desperate
Without just cause? No, when I found all lost 370
Beyond repair, I hid me from the World,
And learnt to scorn it here; which now I do
So heartily, I think it is not worth
The cost of keeping.
Ven. Cesar thinks not so:
He’ll thank you for the gift he could not take.
You would be kill’d, like Tully, would you? do,
Hold out your Throat to Cesar, and dye tamely.

Ant. No, I can kill my self; and so resolve.

Ven. 1 can dic with you too, when tirae shall serve;
But Fortune calls upon us now to live, 381
To Fight, to Conquer.

Ant. Sure thou Dream’st, Ventidius.

Ven. No,’tis you Drecam ; you sleep away your hours
In desperate sloth, miscall’d Philosophy.

Up, up, for Honor’s sake ; twelve Legions wait you,

And long to call you Chief: by painful Journeys,

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

Down from the Parthian Marches, to the Nile.

*Twill do you good to see their Sun-burnt Faces, 390

Their skar'd Cheeks and chopt hands ; there ’s virtue
in’em,

They’ll sell those mangled Limbs at dearer Rates

Than yon trim Bands can buy.

Ant. Where left you them?

Ven. I said, in lower Syria.

Ant. Bring ’em hither;

There may be life in these.

Ven. They will not come.

Ant. Why did’st thou mock my hopes with pro-

mis’d aids

377 Tully] Cicero, having sat on the fence too long,
was killed by order of Octavius, but on the demand of
Antony ! Throughout the play Dryden refers to Octavius
as Caesar, since he was the reigning Caesar.
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To double my despair? They’re mutinous. 400

Ven. Most firm and loyal.

Ant. Yet they will not March
To succour me. Oh trifler!

Ven. They petition
You would make hast to head ’em.

Ant. I’'m besicg’d.

Ven. There’s but one way shut up : How came I

hither ?

Ant. 1 will not stir.

Ven. They would perhaps desire
A better reason. 410

Ant. 1 have never us’d
My Soldiers to demand a reason of
My actions. Why did they refuse to March?

Ven. 'They said, they would not fight for Cleopatra.

Ant. What was’t they said ?

Ven. They said they would not fight for Cleopatra.
Why should they fight, indced, to make her Conquer,
And make you more a Slave ? to gain you Kingdoms,
Which, for a Kiss, at your next Midnight Feast,
You'll sell to her? then she new names her Jewels, 420
And calls this Diamond such or such a Tax,

Each Pendant in her ear shall be a Province.
Ant. Ventidius, I allow your Tongue free licence
On all my other faults; but, on your life,
No word of Cleopatra: She deserves
More Worlds than I can lose.
Ven. Behold, you Pow’rs,
To whom you have intrusted Humankind ;
See Europe, Africk, Asia, put in balance,
And all weigh’d down by one light worthless Woman !
I think the Gods are Antony’s, and give 43t
Like Prodigals, this ncather World away,
To none but wastful hands.

Ant. You grow presumptuous.

Ven. I take the priviledge of plain love to speak.

Ant. Plain love! plain arrogance, plain insolence:
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Thy Men are Cowards; thou an envious Traitor;
Who, under seeming honesty, hast vented
The burden of thy rank o’reflowing Gall.
O that thou wert my equal; great in Arms 440
As the first Cesar was, that I might kill thee
Without a Stain to Honour!
Ven. You may kill me;
You have done more already, call’d me Traytor.
Ant. Art thou not one ?
Ven. For showing you your self,
Which none else durst have done; but had I been
That name, which I disdain to speak again,
I needed not have sought your abject fortunes,
Come to partake your fate, to dye with you. 450
What hindred me t’ have led my Conqu’ring Eagles
To fill Octavius’s Bands? I could have been
A 'Traytor then, a glorious happy Traytor,
And not have been so call’d.
Ant. Forgive me, Soldier:
I’ve been too passionate.
Fen. You thought me false;
Thought my old Age betray’d you: kill me, Sir;
Pray kill me; yet you need not, your unkindness
Has left your Sword no work. 460
Ant. 1 did not think so;
I said it in my rage: prithee forgive me:
Why did’st thou tempt my Anger, by discovery
Of what I would not hear?
Ven. No Prince but you,
Could merit that sincerity T us’d,
Nor durst another Man have ventur’d it}
But you, e’re Love misled your wandring Eycs,
Were sure the chief and best of Human Race,
Fram’d in the very pride and boast of Nature, 47
So perfect, that the Gods who form’d you, wonder'd
At their own skill, and cry’d, A lucky hit
Has mended our design. Their envy hindred,
Else you had been Immortal, and a pattern,
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When Heav’n would work for ostentation sake,
To copy out again.

Ant. But Cleopatra
Go on; for I can bear it now.

Ven. No more.

Ant. Thou dar’st not trust my Passion; but thou

may’st: 480
Thou only lov’st; the rest have flatter’d me.
Ven. Heav’ns blessing on your heart for that kind
word.
May I believe you love me ? speak again.
Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and this.
[Hugging him.
Thy praises were unjust; but I'll deserve ’em,
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt;
Lead me to victory, thou know’st the way.

Ven. And, Will you leave this—

Ant. Prithee do not curse her,

And I will leave her; though, Heav’n knows, I love
Beyond Life, Conquest, Empire; all, but Honor, 491
But I will leave her.

Ven. That’s my Royal Master.
And, Shall we Fight?

Ant. 1 warrant thee, old Soldier,
Thou shalt behold me once again in Iron,
And at the head of our old Troops. that beat
The Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me.

Ven. O now I hear my Emperor! in that word
Octavius fell. Gods, let me see that day, 500
And if I have Ten years bchind, take all;

I'll thank you for th’ exchange.

Ant. Oh Cleopatra!

Ven. Again?

Ant. I’ve donc: in that last Sigh she went.,

Cesar shall know what ’tis to force a Lover,
From all he holds most dear.

Ven. Methinks you breathe

Another Soul: Your looks are more Divinej
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You speak a Heroe, and you move a God. 510

Ant. O, thou hast fir’d me; my Soul ’s up in Arms,
And Mans each part about me: once again,
That noble eagerness of Fight has seiz’d me;
That eagerness with which I darted upward
To Cassius’s Camp: In vain the steepy Hill,
Oppos’d my way; in vain a War of Spears
Sung round my head ; and planted all my shield :
I won the Trenches, while my formost Men
Lagg’d on the Plain below.

Ven. Ye Gods, ye Gods, 520
For such another hour.

Ant. Come on, my Soldier!
Our Hearts and Arms are still the same: I long
Once more to meet our Foes; that Thou and I,
Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops,
May taste fate to ’em ; Mowe ’em out a passage,
And entring where the foremost Squadrons yield,
Begin the noble Harvest of the Field.

(Exeunt.

ACT IL

Cleopatra, Iras, and Alexas.

Cleap. What shall I do, or whither shall I turn?
Ventidius has o’rcome, and he will go.

Alex. He goes to Fight for you.

Cleo. Then he would see me e’re he went to fight:
Flatter me not: if once he gocs, he ’s lost:
And all my hopes destroy’d.

Alex. Does this weak passion
Become a Mighty Queen?

Cleo. 1T am no Queen;

515 Cassius’s Camp] The reference is to the battle at

Philippi, 42 B.c., during the civil war after the murder of
Julius.
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Is this to be a Qucen, to be besieg’d 10
By yon insulting Roman; and to wait

Each hour the Victor’s Chain? These ills are small;
For Antony is lost, and I can Mourn

For nothing else but him. Now come, Octavius,

1 have no more to lose; prepare thy Bands;

I'm fit to be a Captive: Antony

Has taught my mind the fortune of a Slave.

Iras. Call Reason to assist you.

Cleo. 1 have none. 19
And none would have: my Love’s a noble madness
Which shows the cause deserv’d it. Moderate sorrow
Fits vulgar lL.ove; and for a vulgar Man:

But I have lov’d with such transcendent passion,
1 soar’d, at first, quite out of Reasons view,
And now am lost above it No, I'm proud
*Tis thus, would Antony could see me now;
Think you he would not sigh ? though he must leave
me,
Sure he would sigh; for he is noble-natur’d,
And bears a tender heart: I know him well.
Ah. no, I know him not; I knew him once, s
But now ’tis past.
Iras. Let it be past with you:
Forget him, Madam.

Cleo. Never, never, Iras.

He once was mine; and once, though now ’tis gone,
Leaves a faint Image of possession still.

Alex. Think him unconstant, cruel, and ungrateful.

Cleo. I cannot:ifI could, those thoughts were vain ;
Faithless, ungrateful, cruel, though he be,

I still must love him. 40

Enter Charmion.
Now, What news my Charmion?
Will he be kind ? and Will he not forsake me ?
Am 1 to live, or dye? nay, Do I live?
Or am I dead? for when he gave his answer,
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Fate took the word, and then I liv'd, or dy’d.

Char. 1 found him, Madam——

Cleo. A long Speech preparing?

If thou bring’st comfort, hast, and give it nic;
For never was more need.

Iras. T know he loves you. 50

Cleo. Had he becn kind, her Eyes had told me so,
Before her Tongue could speak it: now she studies,
To soften what he said ; but give me death,

Just as he sent it, Charmion, undisguis’d,
And in the words he spoke.

Char. 1 found him then

Incompass’d round, I think, with Iron Statues,

So mute, so motionless his Soldiers stood,

While awfully he cast his Eyes about,

And ev’ry Leaders hopes or fears survey’d: 60
Methought he look’d resolv’d, and yet not pleas’d.
When he beheld me strugling in the c¢roud,

He blush’d, and bad, make way.

Alex. There’s comfort yet.

Char. Ventidius fixt his Eyes upon my passage,
Severely, as he meant to frown me back,

And sullenly gave place: I told my message,

Just as you gave it, broken and disorder’d;

I numbred in it all your sighs and tears,

And while I mov’d your pitiful request, 70
That you but only beg’d a last farewel,

He fetch an inward groan, and ev’ry time

I nam’d you, sigh’d, as if his heart were breaking,
But shun’d my Eyes, and guiltily look’d down
He seem’d not now that awful Antony

Who shook an Arm’d Assembly with his Nod,
But making show as he would rub his Eyes,
Disguis’d and blotted out a falling tear.

Cleo. Did he then weep ? and, Was I worth a tear?
If what thou hast to say be not as pleasing, 80
Tell me no more, but let me die contented.

Char. He bid me say, He knew himself so well,
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He could deny you nothing, if he saw you;
And therefore—
Cleo. Thou would say, he wou’d not sce me?
Charm. And therefore beg’d you not to use a power,
Which he could ill resist; yet he should ever
Respect you as he ought.
Cleo. Is that a word
For Antony to use to Cleopatra? 9
Oh that faint word, Respect! how I disdain it!
Disdain my self, for loving after it!
He should have kept that word for cold Octavia.
Respect is for a Wife: Amn I that thing,
That dull insipid lump, without desires,
And without pow’r to give ’em?
Alex. You misjudge;
You see through Love, and that deludes your sight:
As, what is strait, seems crooked through the Water;
But I, who bear my reason undisturb’d, 100
Can see this Antony, this dreaded Man,
A fearful slave, who fain would run away,
And shuns his Master’s Eyes: if you pursue him,
My life on’t, he still drags a chain along,
That needs must clog his flight.
Cleo. Could T believe thee!
Alex. By ev’ry circumstance I know he Loves.
True, he’s hard prest, by Interest and by Honour;
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and casts out
Many a long lookt for succour. 110
Cleo. He sends word,
He fears to see my face.
Alex. And would you more?
He shows his weakness who declines the Combat;
And you must urge your fortune. Could he speak
More plainly? To my Ears, the Message sounds
Come to my rescue, Cleopatra, come;
Come, free me from Ventidius; from my Tyrant:
See me, and give me a pretence to leave him.
I hear his Trumpets. This way he must pass. 120
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Please you, retire a while; I'll work him first,
That he may bend more easie.

Cleo. You shall rule me;

But all, I fear, in vain. [Exit with Char. and Iras.

Alex. 1 fear so too!

Though I conceal’d my thoughts, to make her bold:
But, ’tis our utmost means, and Fate befriend it.
[Withdraws.
Enter Lictors with Fasces ; one bearing the Eagle: then Enter
Antony with Ventidius, follow’d by other Commanders.
Ant. Octavius is the Minion of blind Chance,
But holds from Virtue nothing.

Ven. Has he courage? 130

Ant. But just enough to season him from Coward.
O, ’tis the coldest youth upon a Charge,

The most deliberate fighter! if he ventures

(As in [llyria once they say he did)

To storm a Town ’tis when he cannot chuse,
When all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him;
And then he lives on that for seven years after,

But, at a close revenge he never fails.

Ven. 1 heard, you challeng’d him.

Ant. 1 did, Ventidius. 140
What think’st thou was his answer? ’twas so tame,—
He said he had more ways than one to die;

I had not.
Ven. Poor!
Ant. He has more ways than one;

But he would chuse 'cm all before that one.
Ven. He first would chuse an Ague, or a Fever:
Ant. No: it must be an Ague, not a Fever;

He has not warmth enough to die by that.
Ven. Or old Age, and a Bed. ts50
Ant. Ay, there’s his choice.

He would live, like a Lamp, to the last wink,

134 lllyria] During the pacification, and securing of the
frontiers after this civil war.
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And crawl upon the utmost verge of life:

O Hercules! Why should a Man like this,

Who dares not trust his fate for one great action,

Be all the care of Heaven? Why should he Lord it

O’re Fourscore thousand Men, of whom, each one

Is braver than himself?
Ven. You conquer’d for him:

Philippi knows it: there you shar’d with him 160

That Empire, which your Sword made all your own.
Ant. Fool that I was, upon my Eagles Wings

I bore this Wren, till I was tir’d with soaring,

And now he mounts above me.

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

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

To the World’s ridge, and sweeps me off like rubbish?
Ven. Sir, we lose time ; the Troops are mounted all.
Ant. Then give the word to March:

I long to leave this Prison of a Town, 170

To joyn thy Legions; and, in open Field,

Once more to shew my Face. Lead, my Deliverer.

Enter Alex.

Alex. Great Emperor,

In mighty Arms renown’d above Mankind,
But, in soft pity to th’ opprest, a God:
This message sends the mournful Cleopatra
To her departing Lord.

Ven. Smooth Sycophant!

Alex. A thousand Wishes, and ten thousand Prayers,
Millions of Blessings wait you to the Wars, 180
Millions of Sighs and Tears she sends you too,

And would have sent

As many dear embraces to your Arms,

As many parting Kisses to your Lips;

But those, she fears, have weary’d you already.

Ven. aside. False Crocodyle!

Alex. And yet she begs not now, you would not

leave her,
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That were a wish too mighty for her hopes,
Too presuming for her low Fortune, and your ebbing
Love,
That were a wish for her more prosperous days, 190
Her blooming Beauty, and your growing kindness.
Ant. aside. Well, I must Man it out; What would
the Queen?
Alex. First, to these Noble Warriors, who attend,
Your daring Courage in the chase of Fame,
(Too daring, and too dang’rous for her Quict)
She humbly recommends all she hcolds dear,
All her own Cares and Fears, the care of you.
Ven. Yes, witness Actium.
Ant. Let him speak, Ventidius.
Alex. You, when his matchless Valour bears him
forward, 200
With Ardor too Heroick, on his Foes,
Fall down, as she would do, before his Feet;
Lye in his way, and stop the paths of Death;
Tell him, this God is not invulnerable,
That absent Cleopatra bleeds in him
And, that you may remember her Petition,
She begs you wear these Trifles, as a pawn,
Which, at your wisht return, she will redeem
[Gives Fewels to the Commanders.
With all the Wealth of Zgypt:
This, to the great Ventidius she presents, 210
Whom she can never count her Enemy,
Because he loves her Lord.
Ven. Tell her I’ll none on’t;
I’m not asham’d of honest Poverty:
Not all the Diamonds of the East can bribe
Ventidius from his Faith. I hope to see
These, and the rest of all her sparkling store,
Where they shall more deservingly be plac’d.
Ant. And who must wear ’em then?
Ven. The wrong’d Octavia. 220
Ant. You might have spar’d that word.
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Ven. And she that Bribe.
Ant. But have I no remembrance?
Alex. Yes, a dear one:

Your Slave, the Queen
Ant. My Mistress.
Alex. Then your Mistress,

Your Mistress would, she says, have sent her Soul,

But that you had long since; she humbly begs

This Ruby Bracelet, set with bleeding Hearts, 230

(The emblems of her own) may bind your Arm.

[Presenting a Bracelet.
Ven. Now,mybest Lord,in Honor’s name,I ask you,

For Manhood’s sake, and for your own dear safety,

Touch not these poison’d Gifts,

Infected by the Sender, touch ’em not,

Miriads of bluest Plagues lye underneath ’em,

And more than Aconite has dipt the Silk.

Ant. Nay, now you grow too Cynical, Ventidius.

A Lady’s Favours may be worn with Honor.

What, to refuse her Bracelet! On my Soul, 240

When I lye pensive in my Tent alone,

*T'will pass the wakeful hours of Winter nights,

To tell these pretty Beads upon my Arm,

To count for every one a soft embrace,

A melting Kiss at such and such a time;

And now and then the fury of her Love.

When And what harm’s in this?

Alex. None, none my Lord,

But what ’s to her, that now ’tis past for ever.

Ant. going to tye it. We Soldiers are so awkward

help me tye it. 250
Alex. In faith, my Lord, we Couwrtiers too are
awkward

In these Affairs: so are all Men indeed;
Ev’n I, who am not one. But shall I speak?
Ant. Yes, freely.
Alex. Then, my Lord, fair hands alone
Arc fit to tye it; She, who sent it, can.
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Ven. Hell, Death; this Eunuch Pandar ruins you.

You will not see her?
[Alexas whispers an Attendant, who goes out.

Ant. But to take my leave.

Ven. Then I have wash’d an Zthiope. Y *arc undone;
Y ’are in the Toils; y ’are taken ; y ’are destroy’d : z61
Her Eyes do Cesar’s Work.

Ant. You fecar too soon.
I’m constant to my self: I know my strength;
And yet she shall not think me barbarous, neither.
Born in the depths of Africk: I'm a Roman,
Bred to the Rules of soft Humanity.
A guest, and kindly us’d, should bid farewel.

Ven. You do not know
How weak you are to her, how much an Infant: 27
You are not proof against a Smile or Glance;
A Sigh will quite disarm you.

Ant. See, she comes!
Now you shall find your error. Gods, I Thank you:
I form’d the danger greater than it was,
And, now ’tis near, ’tis lessen’d.

Ven. Mark the end vyet.

Entcr Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras.

Ant. Well, Madam, we are met.
Cleo. Is this a Mceting?
Then, we must part? 280
Ant. We must.
Cleo. Who says we must?
Ant. Our own hard fates.
Cleo. We make those Fates our selves.
Ant. Yes, we have made ’em; we have lov’d each
other
Into our mutual Ruin.
Cleo. The Gods have seen my Joys with envious
Eyes;
I have no Friends in Heaven; and all the World,
(As ’twere the bus’ness of Mankind to part us)
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Is arm’d against my Love : ev’n you your self 290
Joyn with the rest; you, you are arm’d against me.
Ant. T will be justify’d in all I do
To late Posterity, and therefore hear me.
If I mix a Lye
With any Truth, reproach me freely with it;
Else, favor me with silence.
Cleo. You command me,
And I am dumb.
Ven. 1 like this well : he shews Authority.
Ant. That I derive my ruin 300
From you alone
Cleo. O Heav’ns! I ruin you!
Ant. You promis’d me yoursilence, and you break it
E’re I have scarce begun.
Cleo. Well, T obey you.
Ant. When T beheld you first, it was in ZEgypt,
E’re Cesar saw your Lyes; you gave me love,
And were too young to know it; that I sctled
Your Father in his Throne, was for your sake,
I left the acknowledgment for time to ripen. 310
Casar stept in, and with a greedy hand
Pluck’d the green Fruit, e’er the first blush of Red
Yet cleaving to the bough. He was my Lord,
And was, beside, too great for me to Rival,
But, I deserv’d you first, though he enjoy’d you.
When, after, I beheld you in Cilicia,
An Enemy to Rome, I pardon’d you.
Cleo. 1 clear’d my self-
Ant. Again you break your Promise.
I lov’d you still, and took your weak excuses, 320
Took you into my Bosom, stain’d by Cesar,
Anud not half mine: I went to Zgypt with you,
And hid me from the bus’ness of the World,
Shut out enquiring Nations from my sight,
To give whole years to you.
Ven. Yes, to your shame be’t spoken. [aside.
Ant. How I lov'd
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Witness ye Days and Nights, and all your Hours,
That Danc’d away with Down upon your Feet,

As all your bus’ness were to count my Passion. 330
One day past by, and nothing saw but Love;
Another came, and still "twas only Love:

The Suns were weary’d out with looking on,

And I untir’d with Loving.

I saw you ev’ry day, and all the day;

And ev’ry day was still but as the first:

So eager was I still to see you more.

Ven. 'Tis all too true.

Ant. Fulvia, my Wife, grew jealous,

As she indeed had reason; rais’d a War 340
In lialy to call me back.

Ven. But yet
You went not.

Ant. While within your Arms I lay,

The World fell mouldring from my Hands each Hour,
And left me scarce a grasp (I thank your love for ’t).

Ven. Well push’d: that last was home.

Cleop. Yet may I speak?

Ant. If T have urg’d a falshood, yes, else, not.
Your silence says I have not. Fulvia dy'd; 350
(Pardon, you gods, with my unkindness dy’d)

To set the World at Peace, I took Octavia,

This Cesar’s Sister; in her pride of youth

And flow’r of Beauty did I wed that Lady,

Whom blushing I must praise, because I left her,
You call’d; my Love obey’d the fatal Summons:
This rais’d the Roman Arms; the Cause was yours,

I would have fought by Land, where I was stronger;
You hindred it: yet, when I fought at Sea,

Forsook me fighting; and (Oh stain to Honor! 360
Oh lasting shame !) I knew not that I fled;

But fled to follow you.

Ven. What haste she made to hoist her purple Sails}
And to appear magnificent in flight,

Drew half our strength away.
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Ant. All this you caus’d.
And, Would you multiply more ruins on me?
This honest Man, my best, my only Friend,
Has gather’d up the Shipwreck of my Fortunes;
Twelve Legions I have left, my last recruits, 370
And you have watch’d the news, and bring your eyes
To seise them too. If you have ought to answer,
Now speak, you have free leave.

Alex. aside. She stands confounded:
Despair is in her Eyes.

Ven. Now lay a sigh i’ th’ way, to stop his passage:
Prepare a Tear, and bid it for his Legions;
"Tis like they shall be sold.

Cleo. How shall I plead my cause, when you, my

Judge
Alrcady have condemn’d me? Shall I bring 38¢
The Love you bore me for my Advocate?
That now is turn’d against me, that destroys me;
For, love once past, is, at the best, forgotten;
But oftner sours to hate: ’twill please my Lord
To ruine me, and therefore I’ll be guilty.
But, could I once have thought it would have pleas’d
you,

That you would pry, with narrow searching Eyes
Into my faults, severe to my destruction:
And watching all advantages with care,
That serve to make me wretched? Speak, my Lord,
For I end here. Though I descrve this usage, 391
Was it like you to give it?

Ant. O you wrong me,
To think I sought this parting, or desir’d
To accuse you more than what will clear my « If,
And justific this breach.

Cleo. Thus low I thank you.
And since my innocence will not offend,
I shall not blush to own it.

Ven. After this 400
I think she’ll blush at nothing.
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Cleo. You seem griev’d,
(And therein you are kind) that Cesar first
Enjoy’d my love, though you deserv’d it better:
I grieve for that, my Lord, much more than you;
For, had I first been yours, it would have sav’d
My second choice: I never had been his,
And ne’r had been but yours. But Cesar first,
You say, possess’d my love. Not so, my Lord;
He first possess’d my Person; you my Love: 410
Cesar lov’d me; but I lov’d Antony.
If I endur’d him after, *twas because
I judg’d it due to the first name of Men;
And, half constrain’d, I gave, as to a Tyrant,
What he would take by force.

Ven. O Syren! Syren!
Yet grant that all the love she boasts were true,
Has she not ruin’d you? I still urge that,
The fatal consequence.

Cleo. The consequence indeed, 420
For I dare challenge him, my greatest Foe,
To say it was design’d: ’tis true, I lov’d you,
And kept you far from an uneasic Wife,
(Such Fulvia was.)
Yes, but he’ll say, you left Octavia for me;
And, Can you blame me to receive that love,
Which quitted such desert, for worthless me?
How often have I wish’d some other Cesar,
Great as the first, and as the second young,

Would court my Love to be refus’d for you! 430
Ven. Words, words; but Actium, Sir, remember
Actium.

Cleo. Ev’n there, I dare his Malice. True, I
Counsel’d
To fight at Sea; but I betray’d you not.
I fled; but not to the Encmy. ’Twas fear;
Would I had been a Man, not to have fear’d,
For none would then have envy’d me your friendship,
Who envy me your Love.
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Ant. We’re both unhappy:
If nothing else, yet our ill fortune parts us.
Speak ; Would you have me perish, by my stay? 4o

Cleo. If as a friend you ask my Judgment, go;

If as a Lover, stay. If you must perish:
*Tis a hard word ; but stay.

Ven. See now th’ effects of her so boasted love!
She strives to drag you down to ruine with her:
But, could she ’scape without you, oh how soon
Would she let go her hold, and haste to shore,

And never look behind!
Cleo. Then judge my love by this.
[Giving Antony a Writing.

Could I have borne 450
A life or death, a happiness or woe
From yours divided. this had giv’n me means.

Ant. By Hercules, the Writing of Octavius !
I know it well; ’tis that prescribing hand,
Young as it was, that led the way to mine,
And left me but the second place in Murder.—
See, see, Ventidius! here he oflers digypt,
And joyns all $3ria to it as a present,
So, in requital, she forsake my fortunes,
And joyn her Arms with his. 460

Cleo. And yet you leave me!

You leave me, Antony; and yet I love you.
Indeed I do: I have refus’d a Kingdom,
That’s a Trifle:
For I could part with life; with any thing,
But only you. O let me die, but with you'!
Is that a hard request?
Ant. Next living with you,
*Tis all that Heav'n can give.
Alex. aside. He melts; We conquer. 4o
Cleo. No: you shall go: your Int’rest calls you
hence
Yes, your dear interest pulls too strong, for these
Weak Arms to hold you here.—— [ Takes his hand.
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Go; leave me, Soldier;

(For you’re no more a Lover:) leave me dying:
Push me all pale and panting from your Bosome,
And, when your March begins, let one run after
Breathless almost for Joy; and cry, she ’s dead:
The Soldiers shout ; you then perhaps may sigh,
And muster all your Roman Gravity; 480
Ventidius chides; and strait your Brow clears up,

As I had never been.

Ant. Gods, ’tis too much; too much for Man to

bear!

Cleo. What is ’t for me then,

A weak forsaken Woman? and a Lover?——
Here let me breath my last: envy me not
This minute in your Arms: I’ll die apace:
As fast as e’er I can; and end your trouble.

Ant. Dye! Rather let me perish: loos’nd Nature
Leap from its hinges. Sink the props of Heav’n, 490
And fall the Skies to crush the ncather World.

My Eyes, my Soul; my all!l——— [Embraces her.

Ven. And what’s this Toy
In ballance with your Fortune, Honor, Fame?

Ant. What is ’t, Ventidius? it out-weighs ’em all;
Why, we have more than Conquer’d Cesar now:
My Queen’s not only Innocent, but Loves me.
This, this is she who drags me down to ruin!

But, could she ’scape without me, with what haste
Would she let slip her hold, and make to shore, so0
And never look behind!

Down on thy knees, Blasphemer as thou art,

And ask forgiveness of wrong’d Innocence.

Ven. I’ll rather die, than take it. Will you go?

Ant. Go! Whither? go from all that’s excellent!
Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good things forbid,

That I should go from her, who sets my love
Above the price of Kingdoms. Give, you Gods,
Give to your Boy, your Cesar,

This Rattle of a Globe to play withal,
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This Gu-gau World, and put him cheaply off:
I’ll not be pleas’d with less than Cleopatra.
Cleo. She’s wholly yours. My heart ’s so full of joy,
That I shall do some wild extravagance
Of Love in publick; and the foolish World,
Which knows not tenderness, will think me Mad.
Ven. O Women! Women! Women! all the Gods
Have not such pow’r of doing good to Man,
As you of doing harm. [Exit.
Ant. Our Men are Arm’d. 520
Unbar the Gate that looks to Cesar’s Camp;
I would revenge the Treachery he meant me:
And long security makes Conquest ecasie.
I’m eager to return before I go;
For, all the pleasures I have known, beat thick
On my remembrance: how I long for Night!
That both the sweets of mutual love may try,
And once Triumph o’er Cesar e’re we die.
[Exeunt.

ACT IIL

At one door, Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and
Alexas, a Train of Agyptians: at the other, Antony
and Romans. The entrance on both sides is prepar’d
by Musick; the Trumpets first sounding on Antony’s
part: then answer’d by Timbrels, &c. on Cleopatra’s.
Charmion and Iras hold a Laurel Wreath betwixt them.
A Dance of Agyptians. After the Ceremony, Cleopatra
Crowns Antony.

Ant. T thought how those white arms would fold
me in,
And strain me close, and meclt me into love;
So pleas’d with that sweet Image, I sprung forwards,
And added all my stiength to every blow.
Cleo. Come to me, come my Soldier, to my Arms,
You’ve been too long away from my embraces;
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But, when I have you fast, and all my own,
With broken murmurs, and with amorous sighs,
I’ll say, you were unkind, and punish you,
And mark you red with many an eager kiss. )
Ant. My Brighter Venus!
Cleo. O my greater Mars!
Ant. Thou joinst us well, my Love!
Suppose me come from the Phlegrean Plains,
Where gasping Gyants lay, cleft by my Sword:
And Mountain tops par’d off each other blow,
To bury those I slew: receive me, Goddess:
Let Cesar spread his subtle Nets, like Vulcan,
In thy embraces I would be beheld
By Heav’n and Earth at once: 20
And make their envy what they meant their sport.
Let those who took us blush; I would love on
With awful State, regardless of their frowns,
As their superior God.
There ’s no satiety of Love, in thee;
Enjoy’d, thou still art new; perpetual Spring
Is in thy arms; the ripen’d fruit but falls,
And blossoms rise to fill its empty place;
And I grow rich by giving. 29
Enter Ventidius, and stands apart.

Alex. O, now the danger ’s past, your General comes.
He joyns not in your joys, nor minds your Triumphs;
But, with contracted brows, looks frowning on,

As envying your Success.

Ant. Now, on my Soul, he loves me; truly loves me ;
He never flatter’d me in any vice,

But awes me with his virtue: ev’n this minute
Mecthinks he has a right of chiding me.

Lead to the Temple: I’ll avoid his presence;

It checks too strong upon me. [Lxeunt the rest.
As Antony is going, Ventidius pulls him by the Robe.

14 Phlegrean] Phlegra was where the battle of the gods
and giants took place.
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Ven. Emperor.
Ant. looking back. *Tis the old argument; I pr ythce
spare me.
Ven. But this one hearing, Emperor.
Ant. Let go
My Robe; or, by my Father Hercules——
Ven. By Hercules his Father, that’s yet greater,
I bring you somewhat you would wish to know.
Ant. Thou see’st we are observ’d; attend me here,

And I’ll return. [Exit.
Ven. I’'m waning in his favour, yet I love him;
I love this Man, who runs to meet his ruin; 50

And, sure the Gods, like me, are fond of him:
His Virtues lye so mingled with his Crimes,
As would confound their choice to punish one,
And not reward the other.

Enter Antony.

Ant. We can conquer,
You see, without your aid.
We have dislodg’d their Troops,
They look on us at distance, and, like Curs
Scap’d from the Lions paws, they bay far off,
And lick their wounds, and faintly threaten War. 6o
Five thousand Romans with their faces upward,
Lye breathless on the Plain.
Ven. 'Tis well: and he
Who lost ’em, could have spar’d Ten thousand more.
Yet if, by this advantage, you could gain
An easicr Peace, while Cesar doubts the Chance
Of Arms ——
Ant. O think not on ’t, Ventidius;
The Boy pursues my ruin, he’ll no peace:
His malice is considerate in advantage; )
O, he’s the coolest Murderer, so stanch,
He kills, and keeps his temper.

44 Hercules] Antonius claimed descent from Anton, the
son of Hercules.



56 ALL FOR LoVE; or, ActlIIL

Ven. Have you no friend
In all his Army, who has power to move him;
Mecenas, or Agrippa might do much.

Ant. They’re both too deep in Cesar’s intercsts.
We'll work it out by dint of Sword, or perish.

Ven. Fain I would find some other.

Ant. Thank thy love.
Some four or five such Victories as this, %
Will save thy farther pains.

Ven. Expect no more; Cesar is on his Guard :
I know, Sir, you have conquer’d against odds:
But still you draw Supplies from one poor Town,
And of Zgyptians : He has all the World,
And, at his back, Nations come pouring in,
To fill the gaps you make. Pray think again.

Ant. Why dost thou drive me from my self, to

search

For Foreign aids? to hunt my memory,
And range all o’er a wast and barren place 90
To find a Friend? The wretched have no Friends
Yet I had one, the bravest Youth of Rome,
Whom Cesar loves beyond the Love of Women;
He could resolve his mind, as Fire does Wax,
From that hard rugged Image, melt him down,
And mould him in what softer form he pleas’d.

Ven. Him would I see; that Man of all the world:
Just such a one we want.

Ant. He lov’d me too.
I was his Soul; he liv’d not but in me: 100
We were so clos’d within each others Breasts,
The Rivets were not found that join’d us first.
That does not reach us yet: we were so mixt,
As meeting Streams, both to our selves were lost;
We were one Mass ; we could not give or take,
But from the same; for he was I, I he.

Ven. aside. He moves as I would wish him.

Ant. After this,
I need not tell his Name: *twas Dollabella.
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Ven. He’s now in Cesar’s Camp. 110
Ant. No matter where,
Since he ’s no longer mine. He took unkindly
That I forbad him Cleopatra’s sight;
Because I fear’d he lov’d her: he confess’d
He had a warmth, which, for my sake, he stifled;
For ’twere impossible that two, so one,
Should not have lov’d the same. When he departed,
He took no leave; and that confirm’d my thoughts.
Ven. It argues that he lov’d you more than her,
Else he had staid ; but he perceiv’d vou jealous. 120
And would not grieve his Friend : I know he Joves you.
Ant. T should have seen him then ere now.
Ven. Perhaps
He has thus long been lab’ring for your Peace.
Ant. Would he were here.
Ven. Would you believe he lov’d you?
I read your Answer in your Lyes; you would.
Not to conceal it longer, he has sent
A Messenger from Cesar’'s Camp, with Letters.
Ant. Let him appear. 130
Ven. I’ll bring him instantly.
[Exit Ventidius, and Re-enters immediately
with Dollabella.
Ant. ’Tis he himself, himself, by holy Friendship!
[Runs to embrace him.
Art thou return’d at last, my better half?
Come, give me all my self.
Let me not live,
If the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night,
Was ever half so fond.
Dolla. 1 must be silent; for my Soul is busie
About a noble Work : she ’s new come home,
Like a long absent Man, and wanders o’er 140
Each Rooin, a Stranger to her own, to look
If all be safe.
Ant. Thou hast what ’s left of me.
For I am now so sunk from what I was,
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Thou find’st me at my lowest Water-mark.

The Rivers that ran in, and rais’d my Fortunes,

Are all dry’d up, or take another course:

What I have left is from my native Spring;

I’ve still a Heart that swells, in scorn of Fate,

And lifts me to my Banks. 150
Dolla. Still you are Lord of all the World to me,
Ant. Why, then I yet am so; for thou art all.

If I had any Joy when thou wert absent,

I grudg’d it to my self; methought I robb’d

Thee of thy part. But, Oh my Dollabella!

Thou hast beheld me other than I am.

Hast thou not seen my morning Charnbers fill’'d

With Scepter'd Slaves, who waited to salute me:

With Eastern Monarchs, who forgot the Sun,

To worship my uprising? Menial Kings 160

Ran coursing up and down my Palace-yard,

Stood silent in my Presence, watch’d my LEyes,

And, at my least Command, all started out

Like Racers to the Goal.

Dolla. Slaves to your Fortune.

Ant. Fortune is Cesar’s now ; and what am I?

Ven. What you have made your sclf; I will not

flatter.

Ant. 1s this friendly done?

Dolla. Yes,when his end isso, I must join with him;
Indeed I must, and yet you must not chide: 170
Why am I else your Friend?

Ant. Take heed, young Man,

How thou upbraid’st my Love: The Queen has Eyes,

And thou too hast a Soul. Canst thou remember

W hen, swell’d with hatred, thou beheld’st her first

As Accessary to thy Brothers Death?

Dolla. Spare my Remembrance ; 'twas a guilty day,
And still the blush hangs here.

Ant. To clear her self,

For sending him no Aid, she came from Egypt. 180

Her Gally down the Silver Cydnos row’d,
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The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav’d with Gold,
The gentle Winds were lodg’d in Purple Sails:
Her Nymphs, like Nereids, round her Couch, were
plac’d;

Where she, another Sea-born Venus, lay.

Dolla. No more: I would not hear it.

Ant. O, you must!
She lay, and leant her Cheek upon her Hand,
And cast a Look so languishingly sweet,
As if, secure of all Bcholders Hearts, 190
Neglecting she could take ’em: Boys, like Cupids,
Stood fanning, with their painted Wings, the Winds
That plaid about her FFace: But if she smil’d,
A darting Glory seem’d to blazc abroad :
That Mens desiring Lyes were never weary’d;
But hung upon the Object: To soft Flutes
The Silver Oars kept Time; and while they plaid,
The Hearing gave new Pleasure to the Sight;
And both to Thought: ’twas Heav’'n or somewhat

more;

For she so charm’d all Hearts, that gazing Crowds
Stood panting on the shore, and wanted Breath zor
To give their welcome Voice.
Then, Dollabella, where was then thy Soul?
Was not thy Fury quite disarm’d with Wonder?
Didst thou not shrink behind me fromn those Eyes,
And whisper in my Ears? Oh, tell her not
That I accus’d her with my Brothers Death!

Dolla. Andshould my Weakness be a Plea for yours?
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus’d,
When kindly warmth, and when my springing youth
Made it a Debt to Nature. Yours—— an

Ven. Speak boldly.

Yours, he would say, in your declining Age,

When no more heat was left but what you forc’d,
When all the Sap was needful for the Trunk,

When it went down, then you constrain’d the Course,
And robb’d from Nature, to supply Desire;
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In you (I would not use so harsh a Word)
But ’tis plain Dotage.
Ant. Ha! 22
Dolla. *Twas urg’d too home.
But yet the loss was private that I made;
*Twas but my self I lost: I lost no Legions;
I had no World to lose, no Peoples Love.
Ant. This from a Friend?
Dolla. Yes, Anthony, a true one;
A Friend so tender, that each Word I speak
Stabs my own Heart, before it reach your Ear.
O, judge me not less kind because I chide:
To Cesar 1 excuse you. 230

Ant. O ye Gods!

Have I then liv’d to be excus’d to Cesar?

Dolla. As to your Equal.

Ant. Well, he ’s but my Equal :

While I wear this, he never shall be more.

Dolla. 1 bring Conditions from him.

Ant. Are they Noble?

Methinks thou shouldst not bring ’em else; yet he
Is full of deep dissembling ; knows no Honour,
Divided from his Int’rest. Fate mistook him ; 240
For Nature meant him for an Usurer,

He ’s fit indecd to buy, not conquer Kingdoms.

Ven. Then, granting this,

What Pow’r was theirs who wroughtso hard aTemper
To honourable Terms!

Ant. 1t was my Dollabella, or some God.

Dolla. Nor 1; nor yet Mecenas, nor Agrippa :
They were your Enemies; and I a Friend
Too weak alone; yet 'twas a Roman’s Deed.

Ant. *Twas like a Roman done: show me that Man
Who has preserv’d my Life, my Love, my Honour;
Let me but sce his Face. 252

Ven. That task is mine,

And, Heav’n thou know’st how pleasing. [Lxit Vent.

Dolla. You’ll remember
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To whom you stand oblig’d?
Ant. When 1 forget it,
Be thou unkind, and that’s my greatest curse.
My Queen shall thank him too.
Dolla. I fear she will not. 260
Ant. But she shall do ’t: the Queen, my Dollabella!
Hast thou not still some grudgings of thy Fever?
Dolla. T would not see her lost.
Ant. When 1 forsake her,
Leave me, my better Stars; for she has truth
Beyond her beauty. Cesar tempted her,
At no less price than Kingdoms, to betray me;
But she resisted all: and yet thou chid’st me
For loving her too well. Could I do so?
Dolla. Yes, there’s my reason. 270

Re-enter Ventidius, with Octavia, leading Antony’s
two little Daughters.

Ant. Where? Octavia there! (Starting back.)

Ven. What, is she poyson to you? a Disease?
Look on her, view her well; and those she brings:
Are they all Strangers to your eyes? has Nature
No secret Call, no whisper they are yours?

Dolla. For shame, my Lord, if not for Love,

receive ’em

With kinder Eyes. If you confess a Man,
Meet ’em, embrace ’em, bid ’em welcome to you.
Your Armsshould open,ev’n without your knowledge,
To clasp ’em in; your Fect should turn to Wings,
To bear you to ’em; and your Eyes dart out, 281
And aim a kiss ere you could reach the Lips.

Ant. I stood amaz’d to think how they came hither.

Vent. 1 sent for ’em; I brought ’em in, unknown
To Cleopatra’s Guards.

Dolla. Yet are you cold?

Octav. Thus long I have attended for my welcome ;
Which, as a Stranger, sure I might expect,
Who am I?
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Ant. Cesar’s Sister. 290
Octav. That’s unkind!
Had I been nothing more than Cesar’s Sister,
Know, I had still remain’d in Cesar’s Camp;
But your Octavia, your much injur’d Wife,
Tho’ banish’d from your Bed. driv’n from your House,
In spight of Cesar’s Sister, still is yours.
*Tis true, I have a heart disdains your Coldness,
And prompts me not to seek what you should offer;
But a Wife’s Virtue still surmounts that Pride:
I come to claim you as my own; to show 300
My Duty first, to ask, nay beg, your kindness:
Your hand, my Lord ; ’tis mine, and I will have it.
[Taking his hand.
Ven. Do, take it, thou deserv’st it.
Dolla. On my Soul,
And so she does: she’s neither too submissive,
Nor yet too haughty; but so just a mean,
Shows, as it ought, a Wife and Roman too.
Ant. I fear, Octavia, you have begg’d my Life.
Octav. Begg’d it, my Lord?
Ant. Yes, begg’d it, my Ambassadress, 310
Poorly and basely begg’d it of your Brother.
Octav. Poorly and basely I could never beg;
Nor could my Brother grant.
Ant. Shall I, who, to my kneeling Slave, could say,
Rise up, and be a King; shall I fall down
And cry, Forgive me, Cesar? shall I set
A Man, my Equal, in the place of jove,
As he could give me being? Noj; that word,
Forgive, would choak me up,
And die upon my Tongue. s20
Dolla. You shall not need it.
Ant. T will not need it. Come, you’ve all betray’d
me:
My Friend too! To receive some vile Conditions.
My Wife has bought me, with her Prayers and Tears;
And now I must become her branded Slave:
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In every peevish Mood she will upbraid
The Life she gave: if I but look awry,
She cries, I'll tell my Brother,
Octayv. My hard Fortune
Subjects me still to your unkind mistakes. 330
But the Conditions I have brought are such
You need not blush to take: I love your Honour,
Because ’tis mine; it never shall be said
Octavia’s Husband was her Brothers Slave.
Sir, you are Free; Free, ev’n from her you loath;
For, tho’ my Brother bargains for your Love,
Makes me the Price and Cement of your Peace,
I have a Soul like yours; I cannot take
Your Love as Alms, nor beg what I deserve.
T'll tell my Brother we are reconcil’d; 340
He shall draw back his I'roops, and you shall march
To rule the East: I may be dropt at Athens;
No matter where, I never will complain,
But only keep the barren Name of Wife,
And rid you of the trouble.
Ven. Was ever such a strife of sullen Honour!
Both scorn’d to be oblig’d.
Dolla. Oh,she has toucht him in the tender’st part;
Sce how he reddens with despight and shame
To be out-done in Generosity ! 350
Ven. See how he winks! how he dries up a Tear,
That fain would fall!
Ant. Octavia, 1 have heard you, and must praise
The greatness of your Soul;
But cannot yield to what you have propos’d:
For I can ne’er be conquer’d but by Love;
And you do all for Duty. You would free me,
And would be dropt at Athens; was’t not so?
Octav. It was, my Lord.
Ant. Then I must be oblig’d 360
To one who Loves me not, who, to her self,
May call me thankless and ungrateful Man;
I’ll not endure it, no.
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Ven. I’'m glad it pinches there.
Octav. Would you triumph o’er poor Octavia’s
Virtue?
That Pride was all I had to bear me up;
That you might think you ow’d me for your Life,
And ow’d it to my Duty, not my Love.
I have been injur’d, and my haughty Soul
Could brook but ill the Man who slights my Bed.
Ant. Therefore you Love me not. 371
Octav. Thercfore, my Lord,
I should not love you.
Ant. Therefore you wou’d leave me?
Octav. And therefore I should leave you—if I
could.
Dolla. Her Soul’s too great, after such injuries,
To say she Loves; and yet she lets you see it.
Her modesty and silence plead her Cause.
Ant. Oh, Dollabella, which way shall I turn?
I find a secret vielding in my Soul; 380
But Cleopatra, who would die with me,
Must she be left? Pity pleads for Octavia;
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra?
Ven. Justice and Pity both plead for Octavia;
For Cleopatra, neither.
One would be ruin’d with you; but she first
Had ruin’d you: the other, you have ruin’d,
And yet she would preserve you.
In every thing their Merits are unequal.
Ant. Oh, my distracted Soul! 390
Octav. Sweet Heav’n compose it.
Come, come, my Lord, if I can pardon you,
Methinks you should accept it.” Look on these;
Arc they not yours? Or stand they thus neglected
As they are mine? Go to him, Children, go;
Kneel to him, take him by the hand, speak to
him;
For you may speak, and he may own you too,
Without a Blush; and so he cannot all
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His Children: go, I say, and pull him to me,
And pull him to your selves, from that bad Woman.
You, Agrippina, hang upon his Arms; 401
And you, Antonta, clasp about his Waste:
If he will shake you off, if he will dash you
Against the Pavement, you must bear it, Children;
For you are mine, and I was born to suffer.
[Here the Children go to him, &c.
Ven. Was ever sight so moving! Emperor!
Dolla. Friend!
Octav. Husband !
Both Childr. Father!
Ant. 1 am vanquish’d: take me, 410
Octavia ; take me, Children ; share me all.
(Embracing them.)
I’ve been a thriftless Debtor to your Loves,
And run out much, in Riot, from your Stock;
But all shall be amended.
Octav. O blest hour!
Dolla. O happy Change!
Ven. My joy stops at my tongue;
But it has found two Channels here for one,
And Bubbles out above.
Ant. to Octav. This is thy Triumph ; lead me where
thou wilt; 430
Ev’n to thy Brothers Camp.
Octav. All there are yours.

Enter Alexas hastily,

Alex. The Queen, my Mistress, Sir, and yours—
Ant. *Tis past. Octavia, you shall stay this night;
To morrow,
Cesar and we are one.
[Ex. leading Octavia, Doll. and the Children follow.
Ven. There ’s News for you; run,
My officious Eunuch,
Be sure to be the first; haste forward :
Haste, my dear Eunuch, haste. [Exit.
313 D
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Alex. This downright fighting Fool, this thick-
scull’d Hero, 430

This blunt unthinking Instrument of Death,
With plain dull Virtue, has out-gone my Wit:
Pleasure forsook my early’st Infancy,
The Luxury of others robb’d my Cradle,
And ravish’d thence the Promise of a Man:
Cast out from Nature, disinherited
Of what her meanest Children claim by kind ;
Yet, Greatness kept me from Contempt: that ’s gone.
Had Cleopatra follow’d my advice,
Then he had been betray’d, who now forsakes. 440
She dies for love; but she has known its jovs:
Gods, is this just, that I, who knows no joys,
Must die, because she loves?

Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, Train.

Oh, Madam, I have scen what blasts my Eyes!
Octavia’s here!
Cleop. Peace with that Raven’s note,
I know it too: and now am in
The Pangs of Decath.
Alex. You are no more a Queen;
Egypt is lost. 450
Cleop. What tell’st thou me of Egypt ?
My Life, my Soul is lost! Octavia has him!!
O fatal Name to Cleopatra’s love !
My kisses, my embraces now are hers;
While 1 But thou hast seen my Rival; speak,
Does she deserve this Blessing? Is she fair,
Bright as a Goddess? and is all perfection
Confin’d to her? Itis. Poor I was made
Of that course matter which, when she was finish’d,
The Gods threw by, for rubbish. 460
Alex. She’s indeed a very Miracle.
Cleop. Death to my hopes, a Miracle!
Alex. borcing. A Miracle;
I mean of Goodness ; for in Beauty, Madam,
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You make all Wonders cease.
Clegp. I was too rash:
Take this in part of recompence. But, Oh,
[Giving a Ring.
I fear thou flatter’st me.
Char. She comes! she’s here!
Iras. Flie, Madam, Cesar’s Sister! 470
Cleop. Were she the Sister of the Thund’rer Fove,
And bore her Brother’s Lightning in her Lyecs,
Thus would I face my Rival.
[Meets Octav. with Ventid. Octav. bears up to
her. Their Trains come up on either side.
Octav. 1 need not ask if you are Cleopaira,
Your haughty Carriage
Cleop. Shows I am a Queen:
Nor need T ask you who you are.
Octav. A Roman:
A Name that makes, and can unmake a Quecen.
Cleop. Your Lord, the Man who serves me, is a
Roman. 480
Octav. He was a Roman, till he lost that Name
To be a Slave in Egypt; but I come
To free him thence.
Cleop. Pcace, peace, my Lover’s Funo.
When he grew weary of that Houshold-Clog,
He chose iy easier Bonds.
Octav. 1 wonder not
Your Bonds are casie; you have long been practis’d
In that lascivious Art; he ’s not the first
For whom you spread your snares : let Cesar witness.
Cleop. 1 lov’d not Cesar; "twas but gratitude 491
I paid his Love: the worst your Malice can,
Is but to say the greatest of Mankind
Has been my Slave. The next. but far above him,
In my Esteem, is he whom lLaw calls yours,
But whom his L.ove made mine.
Oct. coming up close to her. I would view nearer
That Face, which has so long usurp'd my right,
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To find th’ inevitable Charms, that catch
Mankind so sure, that ruin’d my dear Lord. 500
Cleop. O, you do well to search ; for had you known
But half these Charms, you had not lost his heart.
Octav. Far be their knowledge from a Roman Lady,
Far from a modest Wife. Shame of our Sex,
Dost thou not Blush, to own those black Endearments
‘That make sin pleasing?
Cleop. You may Blush, who want ’em:
If bounteous Nature, if indulgent Heav’'n
Have giv’n me Charms to please the bravest Man;
Should I not thank ’em? should I be asham’d, s
And not be Proud? I am, that he has lov’d me;
And, when I love not him, Heav’n change this Face
For one like that.
Octav. Thou lov’st him not so well.
Cleop. 1 Love him better, and deserve him more.
Octav. You do not; cannot: you have been his
ruine.
Who made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra?
Who made him scorn’d abroad, but Cleopatra?
At Actium, who betray’d him? Cleopatra.
Who made his Children Orphans? and poor me sz
A wretched Widow? only Cleopatra.
Cleop. Yet she who loves him best is Cleopatra.
If you have suffer’d, I have suffer’d more.
You bear the specious Title of a Wife,
To gild your Cause, and draw the pitying World
To favour it: the World contemns poor me;
For I have lost my Honour, lost my Fame,
And stain’d the Glory of my Royal House,
And all to bear the branded Name of Mistress.
There wants but Life, and that too I would lose s30
For him I love.
Octav. Be ’tso then; take thy Wish. [Exit cum suis.
Cleop. And ’tis my Wish,
Now he is lost for whom alone I liv’d.
My sight grows dim, and every Object dances,
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And swims before me, in the maze of Death.
My Spirits, while they were oppos’d, kept up;
They could not sink beneath a Rivals scorn:
But now she ’s gone they faint.
Alex. Mine have had leisure
To recollect their Strength, and furnish Counsel,
To ruine her; who else must ruine you.
Cleop. Vain Promiser!
Lead me, my Charmion; nay, your hand too, Iras:
My Grief has weight enough to sink you both.
Conduct me to some Solitary Chamber,
And draw the Curtains round;
Then leave me to my self, to take alone
My fill of Grief:
There I till Death will his unkindness weep: sso
As harmless Infants moan themselves asleep.
[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Antony, Dollabella.

Dolla. Why would you shift it from your self, on
me?
Can you not tell her you must part?
Ant I cannot,
I could pull out an Eye, and bid it go,
And t’ other should not weep. Oh, Dollabella,
How many Deaths are in this word Depart!
I dare not trust my tongue to tell her so:
One Look of hers, would thaw me into Tears,
And I should melt till I were lost agen.
Dolla. Then let Ventidius; )
He ’s rough by Nature.
Ant. Oh, he’ll speak too harshly;
He’ll kill her with the News: Thou, only thou.
Dolla. Nature has cast me in so soft a Mould,
That but to hear a Story feign’d for Pleasure
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Of some sad Lovers Death, moistens my Eyes,
And robs me of my Manhood.—I should speak
So faintly ; with such fear to grieve her Heart,
She’d not believe it earnest.
Ant. Therefore; therefore 20
Thou only, thou art fit: think thy self me,
And when thou speak’st (but let it first be long)
Take off the edge from every Sharper sound,
And let our parting be as gently made
As other Loves begin : wilt thou do this?
Dolla. What you have said, so sinks into my Soul,
That, if I must speak, I shall speak just so.
Ant. T leave you then to your sad task : Farewel.
I sent her word to meet you.
(Guoes to the door, and comes back.)
I forgot; 30
Let her be told, I'll make her peace with mine:
Her Crown and Dignity shall be preserv’d,
If I have pow’r with Cesar.—-O, be sure
To think on that.
Dolla. Fear not, I will remember.
[Antony goes again to the door, and comes back.
Ant. And tell her, too, how much I was constrain’d ;
I did not this, but with extreamest force:
Desire her not to hate my Memory,
For I still cherish hers; insist on that.
Dolla. Trust me, I’ll not forget it. ©
Ant. Then that’s all.
(Goes out, and returns again.)
Wilt thou forgive my fondness this once more?
Tell her, tho’ we shall never meet again,
If I should hear she took another Love,
The News would break my Heart.—Now I must go;
For every time I have return’d, I feel
My Soul more tender ; and my next Command
Would be to bid her stay, and ruine both. [Exit.
Dolla. Men are but Children of a larger growth,
Our Appetites as apt to change as theirs, 50




Act1V. The WorLD WELL LosT 71

And full as craving too, and full as vain;

And yet the Soul, shut up in her dark Room,
Viewing so clear abroad, at home sees nothing;
But, like a Mole in Earth, busie and blind,
Works all her folly up, and casts it outward
To the Worlds open view : thus I discover’d,
And blam’d the Love of ruin’d Antony;

Yet wish that I were he, to be so ruin’d.

Enter Ventidius above.

Ven. Alone? and Talking to himself? concern’d too?
Perhaps my Guess is right ; he lov’d her once, 60
And may pursue it still.

Dolla. O Fricndship! Friendship!

Il canst thou answer this; and Reason, worse:
Unfaithful in th’ Attempt; hopeless to win;
And, if I win, undone: mere madness all.

And yet th’ occasion ’s fair. What injury,

To him, to wear the Robe which he throws by?

Ven. None, none at all. This happens as I wish,
To ruine her yet more with Anfony.

Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas, Charmion,

Iras on the other side.

Dolla. She comes! What Charms have sorrow on
that Face! 70
Sorrow scems pleas’d to dwell with so much sweetness ;
Yet, now and then, a Meclanclioly smile
Breaks loose, like Lightning, in a Winter’s night,
And shows a moments day.

Ven. Ifshe should love him too! Her Eunuch there!
That Porcpisce bodes ill weather. Draw, draw nearer,
Sweet Devil, that I may hear.

Alex. Believe me; try

[Dollabella goes over to Charmion and
Iras; seems to talk with them.
To make him jealous; jealousic is like
A polisht Glass held to the lips when Life ’s in doubt

76 Porcpisce] Porcupine.
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If there be Breath, "twill catch the damp and show it.
Cleop. 1 grant you Jealousie’s a Proof of Love,
But ’tis a weak and unavailing Med’cine;
It puts out the Disease, and makes it show,
But has no pow’r to cure.
Alex. *Tis your last Remedy, and strongest too:
And then this Dollabella, who so fit
To practice on? He’s handsome, valiant, young,
And looks as he were laid for Nature’s bait
To catch weak Womens Eyes. 90
He stands already more than half suspected
Of loving you: the least kind word, or glance,
You give this Youth, will kindle him with Love:
Then, like a burning Vessel set adrift,
You’'ll send him down amain before the Wind,
To fire the Heart of jealous Antony.
Cleop. Can 1 do this? Ah no; my Love’s so true,
That I can neither hide it where it is,
Nor show it where it is not. Nature mcant me
A Wife, a silly harmless houshold Dove, 100
Fond without Art; and kind without Deceit;
But Fortune, that has made a Mistress of me,
Hast thrust me out to the wide World, unfurnish’d
Of falshood to be happy.
Alex. Force your sclf.
Th’ event will be, your Lover will return
Doubly desirous to possess the good
Which once he fear’d to lose.
Clegp. I must Attempt it;
But Oh with what regret! 110
[Exit Alex. (She comes up to Dollabella.)
Ven. So, now the Scene draws near; they’re in my
reach.
Cleop. to Dol. Discoursing with my Women ! Might
not I
Share in your Entertainment?
Char. You have been
The Subject of it, Madam.
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Cleop. How ; and how?

Iras. Such praises of your Beauty!

Cleop. Mere Poetry.

Your Roman Wits, your Gallus and Tibullus,
Have taught you this from Citheris and Delia. 120

Dolla. Those Roman Wits have never been in Egypt,
Citheris and Delia else had been unsung:

I, who have seen——had I been born a Poet,
Should chuse a nobler Name.

Cleop. You flatter me.

But, ’tis your Nation’s vice: all of your Country
Are flatterers, and all false. Your Friend’s like you.
I’'m sure he sent you not to speak these words.

Dolla. No, Madam ; yet he sent me——

Cleop. Well, he sent you——- 130

Dolla. Of a less pleasing Errand.

Cleop. How less pleasing?

Less to yourself, or me?

Dolla. Madam, to both;

For you must mourn, and I must grieve to cause it.

Cleop. You, Charmion, and your Fellow, stand at

distance.

(Aside.) Hold up, my Spirits.—Well, now your

mournful matter;
For I’m prepar’d, perhaps can Guess it too.

Dolla. T wish you would; for ’tis a thankless oflice
To tell ill News: and I, of all your Sex, 140
Most fear displeasing you.

Cleop. Of all your Sex,

I soonest could forgive you, if you should.

Ven. Most delicate advances! Woman! Woman!
Dear damn’d, inconstant Sex!

Cleop. In the first place,

I am to be forsaken; is’t not so?

Dolla. T wish I could not Answer to that Question.

Cleop. Then pass it o’er, because it troubles you:
I should have been more griev’d another time. 15
Next, I'm to lose my Kingdom.——Farewel, Egypt.



74 ALL ForR LOVE; or, ActIV.

Yet, is there any more?
Dolla. Madam, I fear

Your too deep Sense of Grief has turn’d your Reason.
Cleop. No, no, I’'m not run mad; I can bear

Fortune:
And Love may be expell’d by other Love
As Poysons are by Poysons.
Dolla. You o’erjoy me, Madam,

To find your Griefs so moderately borne.

You’ve heard the worst; all are not false, like him.
Cleap. No; Heav’n forbid they should. 61
Dolla. Some Mcn are constant.

Cleop. And Constancy deserves Reward, that’s
certain.

Dolla. Deserves it not; but give it leave to hope.

Ven. I'll swear thou hast my leave. I have enough :

But how to manage this! Well, I’ll consider. [£xit.
Dolla. 1 came prepar’d,

To tell you heavy News; News, which T thought,

Would fright the Blood from your pale Cheeks to hear:

But you have mct it with a Cheerfulness 7

That makes my Task more easie; and my Tongue,

Which on anothers Message was employ’d,

Would gladly speak its own.

Cleop. Hold, Dollabella.

First tell me, were you chosen by my Lord?

Or sought you this Employment?

Dolla. He pick’d me out ; and, as his Bosom-Friend,

He Charg’d me with his words.

Cleop. The Message then

I know was tender, and each Accent smooth, 180

To mollifie that rugged word Depart.

Dolla. Oh, you mistake: he chose the harshest
words,

With fiery Eyes, and with contracted Brows,

He Coyn’d his Face in the severest stamp:

And fury shook his Fabrick like an Earthquake;

He heav’d for vent, and burst like bellowing Ztna,
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In Sounds scarce humane, ‘“ Hence, away for ever:
“ I.et her be gone, the blot of my renown,
“ And bane of all my hopes:
[All the time of this Speech, Cleop. seems more
and more concern’d, till she sinks quite down.
¢ Let her be driv’'n as far as Men can think 190
“ FromManscommerce : She’ll poyson to the Center.”
Cleop. Oh, I can bear no more!
Dolia. Help, help: Oh Wretch! Oh cursed, cursed
Wretch!
What have I done?
Char. Help, chafe her Temples, Iras.
Iras. Bend, bend her forward quickly.
Char. Heav’n be prais’d,
She comes again.
Cleop. Oh, let him not approach me.
Why have you brought me back to this loath’d Being,
Th’ abode of Falshood, violated Vows, 201
And injur’d Love? For Pity, let me go;
For, if there be a place of long repose,
I’'m sure I want it. My disdainful Lord
Can ncver break that quiet; not awake
The sleeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb
Such words as fright her hence, Unkind, unkind.
Dolla. kneeling. Believe me, ’tis against my self I
speak,
That surc deserves Belief; T injur’d him:
My I'riend ne’er spoke those words. Oh, had you
seen 210
How often he came back, and every time
With something more obliging and more kind,
To add to what he said ; what dear Farewcls;
How almost vanquisht by his Love he parted,
And lean’d to what unwillingly he left:
I, Traitor as I was, for love of you.
(But what can you not do, who made me false!)
I forg’d that Lye; for whose forgiveness kneels
This self-accus’d, self-punish’d Criminal.
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Cleop. With how much ease believe we what we
wish! a0
Rise, Dollabella; if you have been Guilty,
I have contributed, and too much Love
Has made me Guilty too.
Th’ advance of kindness which I made, was feign’d,
To call back fleeting Love by Jealousie;
But ’twould not last. Oh, rather let me lose
Than so ignobly trifle with his heart.
Dolla. I find your Breast fenc’d round from humane
reach,
Transparent as a Rock of solid Chrystal;
Seen through, but never pierc’d. My Friend, my
Friend! 230
What endless Treasure hast thou thrown away,
And scatter’d, like an Infant, in the Ocean,
Vain sums of Wealth which none can gather
thence.
Cleop. Could you not beg
An hours Admittance to his private Ear?
Like one who wanders through long barren Wilds,
And yet foreknows no Hospitable Inn
Is near to succour Hunger,
Eats his fill, before his painful March:
So would I feed a while my famish’d Eyes 240
Before we part; for I have far to go,
If Death be far, and never must return.

Ventidius, with Octavia, behind.

Ven. From hence you may discover——Oh, sweet,
sweet!
Would you indeed? the pretty hand in Earnest?
[Takes her hand.
Dolla. T will,for this Reward.——Draw it not back,
*Tis all I €’er will beg.
Ven. They turn upon us.
Octav. What quick Eyes has Guilt!
Ven. Seem not to have observ’d ’em, and go on.
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They Enter.

Dolla. Saw you the Emperor, Ventidius? as0
Ven. No.
I sought him; but I heard that he was private,
None with him, but Hipparchus his Freedman.
Dolla. Know you his bus’ness?
Ven. Giving him Instructions,
And Letters, to his Brother Cesar.
Dolla. Well,

He must be found. [Exeunt Dol. and Cleop.
Octav. Most glorious impudence !
Ven. She look’d methought 260

As she would say, Take your old Man, Octavia;
Thank you, I’m better here.
Well, but what use
Make we of this Discovery?

Octav. Let it die.

Ven. 1 pity Dollabella; but she ’s dangerous:
Her Eyes have pow’r beyond Thessalian Charms
To draw the Moon from Heav’n; for Eloquence,
The Sea-green Syrens taught her Voice their flatt’ry;
And, while she speaks, Night steals upon the Day, 270
Unmark’d of those that hear : Thenshe ’sso charming,
Age buds at sight of her, and swells to youth:
The holy Priests gaze on her when she smiles;
And with heav’d hands forgetting Gravity,
They bless her wanton Eyes: Even I who hate her,
With a malignant joy behold such Beauty;
And, while I Curse, desire it. Anthony
Must needs have some remains of Passion still,
Which may ferment into a worse Relapse,
If now not fully cur’d. I know, this minute, 280
With Cesar he ’s endeavouring her Peace.

Octav. You have prevail’d :—but for a farther pur-

pose [Walks off.

I’ll prove how he will relish this Discovery.
What, make a Strumpet’s peace! it swells my Heart:
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It must not, sha’ not be.
Ven. His Guards appear.
Let me begin, and you shall second me.

Enter Antony.

Ant. Octavia, 1 was looking you, my Love:
What, are your Letters ready? I have giv'n

My last Instructions. 290
Octav. Mine, my Lord, are written.
Ant. Ventidius! [Drawing him aside.

Ven. My Lord?
Ant. A word in private.
When saw you Dollubella?

Ven. Now, my Lord,

He parted hence; and Clespatra with him,

Ant. Speaksoftly. "I'was by my Command he went,
To hear my last farewel.

Ven. aloud. 1t look’d indced 300
Like your farewel.

Ant. More softly. My farewel?

What secret meaning have you in those words
Of my Farewel? He did it by my Order.

Ven. aloud. Then he obey’d your Order. I suppose
You bid him do it with all Gentleness,

All kindness, and all love.

Ant. How she mourn’d,

The poor forsaken Creature!

Ven. She took it as she ought ; she bore your parting
As she did Cesar’s, as she would anothers, s
Were a new Love to come.

Ant. aloud. Thou dost belye her;

Most basely, and maliciously belye her.

Ven. 1 thought not to displease you; I have done.

Octav. coming up. You scem disturb’d, my Lord.

Ant. A very trifle.

Retire, my Love.

Ven. It was indced a tiifle.

He sent— 320
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Ant. angrily. No more. Look how thou disobey’st

me;
Thy Life shall answer it.

Octav. Then ’tis no trifle.

Ven. to Octav. Tis less; a very nothing: you too

saw it,
As well as I, and therefore ’tis no Secret.

Ant. She saw it!

Ven. Yes: she saw young Dollabella

Ant. Young Dollabella!

Ven. Young, I think him young,
And handsom too; and so do others think him. 330
But what of that? He went by your Command,
Indeed ’tis probable, with some kind Message;

For she receiv’d it graciously ; she smil’d :
And then he grew familiar with her Hand,
Squeez’d it, and worry’d it with ravenous Kisses;
She blush’d, and sigh’d, and smil’d, and blush’d
again;
At last she took occasion to Talk softly,
And brought her Cheek up close, and lean’d on his:
At which, he whisper’d Kisses back on hers;
And then she cry’d aloud, That Constancy U0
Should be rewarded.
Octav. ‘This I saw and heard.
Ant. What Woman was it, whom you heard and
saw
So playful with my Friend!
Not Cleopatra?

Ven. Ev’n she, my Lord!

Ant. My Cleopatra?

Ven. Your Cleopatra;

Dollabella’s Cleopatra?
Every Man’s Cleopatra. 350

Ant. Thou ly’st.

Ven. 1 do not lye, my Lord.

Is this so strange? should Mistresses be left,
And not provide against a time of Change?
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You know she ’s not much us’d to lonely Nights.
Ant. T’ll think no more on’t.
I know ’tis false, and see the Plot betwixt you.
You needed not have gone this way, Octavia.
What harms it you that Cleopatra’s just?
She’s mine no more. I see; and 1 forgive: 360
Urge it no farther, Love.
Octav. Are you concern’d
That she ’s found false?
Ant. T should be, were it so;
For, tho’ ’tis past, I would not that the World
Should Tax my former Choice: That I lov’d one
Of so light Note; but I forgive you both.
Ven. What has my Age deserv’d, that you should
think
I would abuse your Ears with Perjury?
If Heav’n be true, she’s false. 370
Ant. Tho’ Heav’n and Earth
Should witness it, I'll not believe her tainted.
Ven. I’ll bring you then a Witness
From Hell to prove her so. Nay, go not back;
[Seeing Alexas just entring, and starting back.
For stay you must and shall.
Alex. What means my Lord?
Ven. To make you do what most you hate ; speak
truth.
You are of Cleopatra’s private Counsel,
Of her Bed-Counsel, her lascivious hours;
Are conscious of each Nightly change she makes, 38
And watch her, as Chaldeans do the Moon,
Can tell what Signs she passes through, what day.
Alex. My Noble Lord.
Ven. My most Illustrious Pandar,
No fine set Speech, no Cadence, to turn’d Periods,
But a plain home-spun Truth, is what I ask:
I did, my self, o’erhear your Queen make love
381 Chaldeans] who were the great astronomers and
astrologers of the ancient world.
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To Dollabella. Speak ; for I will know,
By your Confession, what more past betwixt ’em ;
How near the bus’ness draws to your Employment;
And when the happy hour. 391
Ant. Speak truth, Alexas, whether it offend
Or please Ventidius, care not: justifie
Thy injur’d Queen from Malice: dare his worst.
Oct. aside. See how he gives him Courage! how he
ears
To find her false! and shuts his Eyes to truth,
Willing to be misled !
Alex. As far as love may plead for Woman’s frailty,
Urg’d by desert and greatness of the Lover;
So far (Divine Octavia!) may my Queen 400
Stand ev’n excus’d to you, for loving him,
Who is your Lord: so far, from brave Ventidius,
May her past Actions hope a fair Report.
Ant. Tis well, and truly spoken: mark, Ventidius.
Alex. To you, most Noble Emperor, her strong
Passion
Stands not excus’d, but wholly justifi'd.
Her Beauty’s Charms alone, without her Crown,
From Ind and Meroe drew the distant Vows
Of sighing Kings; and at her Feet were laid
The Scepters of the Earth, expos’d on heaps, 410
To choose where she would Reign:
She thought a Roman only could deserve her;
And, of all Romans, only Antony.
And, to be less than Wife to you, disdain’d
Their lawful Passion.
Ant. °Tis but Truth.
Alex. And yet, tho’ Love, and your unmatch’d
Desert,
Have drawn her from the due regard of Honor,
At last, Heav’n open’d her unwilling Eyes
To see the wrongs she offer’d fair Octavia, 420
Whose holy Bed she lawlessly usurpt.
The sad Effects of this improsperous War,
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Confirm’d those pious Thoughts.
Ven. aside. O, wheel you there?
Observe him now ; the Man begins to mend,
And Talk substantial Reason. Fear not, Lunuch,
The Emperor has giv’n thee leave to speak.
Alex. Else had I never dar’d t’ offend his Ears
With what the last necessity has urg’d
On my forsaken Mistress ; yet I must not 430
Presume to say her Heart is wholly alter’d.
Ant. No, dare not for thy Life, I Charge thee dare
not,
Pronounce that fatal word.
Octav. aside. Must I bear this? good Heav’n,
afford me patience.
Ven. On, swcet Eunuch; my dcar half Man,
proceed.
Alee. Yet Dollabella
Has lov’d her long, he, next my God-like L.ord,
Deserves her best; and should she mcet his Passion,
Rejected. as she is, by him she lov’d
Ant. Hence, from my sight; for I can bear no more:
Let Furics drag thee quick to Hell; each torturing
hand 441
Do thou employ, till Cleopatra comes,
Then joyn thou too, and help to torture her.
[f<xit Alexas, thrust out by Antony.
Octav. *Tis not well,
Indeed, my Lord, ’tis much unkind to me,
To show this Passion, this extreme Concernment
For an abandon’d, faithless Prostitute.
Ant. Octavia, leave me: I am much disorder’d.
Leave me, I say.
Octav. My Lord? 450
Ant. T bid you leave me.
Ven. Obey him, Madam : best withdraw a while,
And sce how this will work.
Octav. Wherein have I offended you, my Lord,
That I am bid to leave you? Am I false,
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Or infamous? Am I a Cleopatra?
Were 1 she,
Base as she is, you would not bid me leave you;
But hang upon my Neck, take slight Excuses,
And fawn upon my Falshood. 450
Ant. *Tis too much,
Too much, Octavia; I am prest with Sorrows
Too heavy to be borne, and you add more:
I would retire, and recollect what’s left
Of Man within, to aid me.
Octav. You would mourn
In private, for your Love, who has betray’d you;
You did but half return to me: your kindness
Linger’d behind with her. I hear, my Lord,
You make Conditions for her, 470
And would include her Treaty. Wondrous proofs
Of Love to me!
Ant. Are you my Friend, Ventidius?
Or arc you turn’d a Dollabella too,
And let this Fury loose?
Ven. Oh, be advis’d,
Sweet Madam, and retire.
Octav. Yes, I will go; but never to return,
You shall no more be haunted with this Fury.
My Lord, my Lord, Love will not always last, 480
When urg’d with long unkindness, and disdain;
Take her again whom you prefer to me;
She stays but to be call’d. Poor cozen’d Man!
Let a feign'd parting give her back your Heart,
Which a feign’d Love first got; for injur’d me,
Tho’ my just Sense of wrongs forbid my stay,
My Duty shall be yours.
To the dear Pledges of our former Love,
My tenderness and care shall be transferr’d,
And they shall Cheer, by Turns, my Widow’d Nights:
So, take my last farewel ; for I despair 491
To have you whole, and scorn to take you half.

[Exit.
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Ven. I combat Heav’n, which blasts my best

Designs :
My last Attempt must be to win her back;
But Oh, I fear in vain. [Exit.
Ant. Why was I fram’d with this plain honest
Heart,

Which knows not to disguise its Griefs, and Weakness,
But bears its workings outward to the World?

I should have kept the mighty Anguish in,

And forc’d a Smile at Cleopatra’s falshood : 500
Octavia had believ’d it, and had staid ;

But I am made a shallow-forded Stream,

Seen to the Bottom: all my clearness scorn’d,

And all my Faults expos’d !——See, where he comes

Enter Dollabella.

Who has prophan’d the Sacred Name of Friend,
And worn it into Vileness!
With how secure a Brow, and specious Form
He gilds the secret Villain! Sure that Face
Was meant for Honesty ; but Heav’n mis-match’d it,
And furnish’d Treason out with Natures Pomp, s10
To make its work more easie.
Dolla. O, my Friend!
Ant. Well, Dollabella, you perform’d my Message?
Dolla. 1 did, unwillingly.
Ant. Unwillingly?
Was it so hard for you to bear our parting?
You should have wisht it.
Dolla. Why?
Ant. Because you love me.
And she receiv’d my Mecssage, with as true, s20
With as unfeign’d a Sorrow, as you brought it?
Dolla. She loves you, ev’n to madness.
Ant. Oh, I know it.
You, Dollabella, do not better know
How much she loves me. And should I
Forsake this Beauty? This all-perfect Creature?
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Dolla. 1 could not, were she mine.
Ant. And yet you first
Perswaded me: how come you alter’d since?
Dolla. I said at first I was not fit to go; $30
I could not hear her sighs, and see her tears,
But Pity must prevail : and so, perhaps,
It may again with you; for I have promis’d
That she should take her last farewel : and, see,
She comes to claim my word.

Enter Cleopatra.

Ant. False Dollabella!

Dolla. What’s false, my Lord?

Ant. Why, Dollabella’s false;
And Cleopatra’s false; both false and faithless.
Draw near, you well-joyn’d wickedness, you Serpents,
Whom I have, in my kindly Bosom, warm’d 541
Till I am stung to Death.

Dolla. My Lord, have I
Deserv’d to be thus us’d?

Cleop. Can Heav’n prepare
A newer Torment? Can it find a Curse
Beyond our Separation?

Ant. Yes, if Fate
Be just, much greater; Heav’n should be ingenious
In punishing such Crimes. The rowling Stone, ss0
And gnawing Vulture, were slight Pains, invented
When jove was young, and no Examples known
Of mighty Ills; but you have ripen’d sin
To such a monstrous growth, *twill pose the Gods
To find an equal Torture. Two, two such,
Oh there ’s no farther Name, two such——to me,
To me, who lock’d my Soul within your Breasts,
Had no Desires, no Joys, no Life, but you;
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you
In Dowry with my Heart; I had no use, s60

552 When govc was young] The references are to
Sisyphus and Prometheus.
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No fruit of all, but you: a Friend and Mistress
Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleopatra !
Oh, Dollabella! how could you betray
This tender Heart, which with an Infant-fondness
Lay lull’d betwixt your Bosoms, and there slept
Secure of injur’d Faith?

Dolla. If she has wrong’d you,
Heav’n, Hell, and You revenge it.

Ant. If she wrong’d me,

‘Thou wouldst evade thy part of Guilt; but swear s70
Thou lov’st not her.

Dolla. Not so as I love you.

Ant. Not so! Swear, swear, I say, thou dost not

love her.

Dolla. No more than Friendship will allow.

Ant. No more?
Friendship allows thee nothing : thou art perjur’d.——
And yet thou didst not swear thou lov’dst her not;
But not so much, no more. Oh trifling Hypocrite,
Who dar’st not own to her thou dost not love,
Nor own to me thou dost! Ventidius heard it; 580
Octavia saw it.

Cleop. They are Enemies.

Ant. Alexas is not so: he, he confest it.
He, who, next Hell, best knew it, he avow’d it.
(To Dol.) Why do I seek a Proof beyond your self?
You whom I sent to bear my last Farewcl,
Return’d to plead her stay.

Dolla. What shall I Answer?
If to have lov’d be guilt, then I have sinn’d;
But if to have repented of that Love 590
Can wash away my Crime, I have repented.
Yet, if I have offended past forgiveness,
Let not her suffer: she is innocent.

Cleop. Ah, what will not a Woman do who loves!
What means will she refuse, to keep that Heart
Where all her joys are plac’d! *I'was I encourag’d,
*Twas I blew up the Fire that scorch’d his Soul,
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To make you jealous; and by that regain you.
But all in vain; I could not Counterfeit:
In spight of all the Dams, my Love broke o’er, 60w
And drown’d my Heart again : Fate took th’ occasion ;
And thus one minutes feigning has destroy’d
My whole Life’s truth.
Ant. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falshood ;
Seen, and broke through at first.
Dolla. Forgive your Mistress.
Cleop. Forgive your Friend.
Ant. You have convinc’d your selves,
You plead each others Cause : What Witness have you,
That you but meant to raise my Jealousie? 610
Cleop. Our selves, and Heav’n.
Ant. Guilt witnesses for Guilt. Hence, Love and
Triendship;
You have no longer place in human Breasts,
These two have driv’n you out: avoid my sight;
I would not kill the Man whom I lov'd;
And cannot hurt the Woman; but avoid me,
I do not know how long I can be tamec;
For, if I stay one minute more to think
How I am wrong'd, my Justice and Revenge
Will cry so loud within me, that my Pity 620
Will not be heard for either.
Dolla. Heav’n has but
Our sorrow for our sins; and then delights
To pardon erring Man: sweet Mercy scems
Its darling Attribute, which limits Justice;
As if there were Degrees in Infinite;
And Infinite would rather want perfection
Than punish to extent.
Ant. 1 can forgive
A Foe; but not a Mistress, and a Friend: 630
Treason is there in its most horrid shape,
Where trust is greatest: and the Soul resign’d
Is stabb’d by its own Guards: I’ll hear no more;
Hence from my sight for ever.
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Cleop. How? for ever,
I cannot go one moment from your sight,
And must I go for ever?
My Joys, my only Joys are center’d here:
What place have I to go to? my own Kingdom?
That I have lost for you: or to the Romans? 640
They hate me for your sake: or must I wander
The wide World o’er, a helpless, banish’d Woman,
Banish’d for love of you; banish’d from you?
Ay, there’s the Banishment! Oh hear me; hear me,
With strictest Justice: For I beg no favour:
And if I have oflended you: then kill me,
But do not banish me.
Ant. 1 must not hear you.
I have a Fool within me takes your part;
But Honour stops my Ears. 650
Cleop. For pity hear me!
Wou’d you cast off a Slave who follow’d you,
Who crouch’d beneath your Spurn?——He has no
pity!
See, if he gives one tear to my Departure;
One look, one kind farewel: Oh Iron heart!
Let all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt us,
If he did ever love!
Ant No more: Alexas!
Dolla. A perjur’d Villain!
Ant. to Cleop. Your Alexas ; yours. 660
Cleop. O ’twas his Plot: his ruinous Design
T’ ingage you in my love by jealousie.
Hear him; confront him with me; let him speak.
Ant. 1 have; I have.
Cleop. And if he clear me not—
Ant. Your Creature! one who hangs upon your
Smiles!
Watches your Eye to say or to unsay
Whate’er you please! I am not to be mov’d.
Cleop. Then must we part? Farewel, my cruel
Lord



ActIV. The WorLD WELL LosT 89

Th’ appearance is against me; and I go 670
Unjustifi’d, for ever from your sight.
How I have lov’d, you know ; how yet I love,
My only Comfort is, I know my self:
1 love you more, ev’n now you are unkind,
Than when you lov’d me most; so well, so truly,
T’ll never strive against it; but die pleas’d
To think you once were mine.
Ant. Good Heav’n, they weep at parting.
Must I weep too? that calls ’em innocent.
I must not weep; and yet I must, to think 680
That I must not forgive
Live; but live wretched, ’tis but just you shou’d,
Who made me so: Live from each others sight:
Let me not hear you meet: Set all the Earth,
And all the Seas, betwixt your sunder’d Loves:
View nothing common but the Sun and Skys:
Now, all take several ways;
And each your own sad fate with mine deplore;
That you were false, and I could trust no more.
[Exeunt severally.

ACT V.

Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras.

Char. Be juster, Heav’n: such Virtue punish’d
thus,
Will make us think that Chance rules all above,
And shuflles, with a Random hand, the Lots
Which Man is forc’d to draw.
Cleop. 1 cou’d tear out these Eyes, that gain’d his
Heart,
And had not pow’r to keep it. O the Curse
Of doting on, ev’n when I find it Dotage!
Bear witness, Gods, you heard him bid me go;
You whom he mock’d with imprecating Vows
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Of promis’d Faith——D’ll die, I will not bearit. 10
You may hold me.——

[She pulls out her Dagger, and they hold her.
But I can keep my Breath; I can die inward,
And choak this Love.

Enter Alexas.

Iras. Help, O Alexas help!
The Queen grows desperate, her Soul struggles in her,
With all the Agonics of Love and Rage,
And strives to force its Passage.
Cleop. Let me go.
Art thou there, Traitor —— O,
O, for a little Breath, to vent my Rage! 20
Give, give me way, and let me loose upon him.
Alex. Yes, I deserve it, for my ill-tim’d truth.
Was it for me to prop
The Ruins of a falling Majesty?
To place my self bencath the mighty flaw,
Thus to be crush’d, and pounded into Atoms,
By its o’erwhelming weight? *Tis too presuming
For Subjects, to preserve that wilful pow’r
Which Courts its own Destruction,
Cleop. 1 wou’d reason 30
More calmly with you. Did not you o’er-rule,
And force my plain, direct, and open Love
Into these crooked paths of Jealousie?
Now, what’s th’ event? Octavia is remov’d;
But Cleopatra’s banish’d. Thou, thou, Villain,
Has push’d my Boat, to open Sea; to prove,
At my sad Cost, if thou canst steer it back.
It cannot be; I’m lost too far; I’'m ruin’d:
Hence, thou Impostor, Traitor, Monster, Devil.——
I can no more: thou, and my Griefs, have sunk 40
Me down so low, that I want voice to Curse thee.
Alex. Suppose from Shipwrack’d Seaman ncar the
shore,

Dropping and faint, with climbing up the Cliff,
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If, from above, some Charitable hand
Pull him to safety, hazarding himself
To draw the others weight; wou’d he look back
And Curse him for his Pains? The Case is yours;
But one step more, and you have gain’d the heighth.
Cleop. Sunk, never more to rise.
Alex. Octavia’s gone, and Dollabella banish’d.  so
Believe me, Madam, Antony is yours.
His Heart was never lost; but started off
To Jealousie, Love’s last retreat and covert:
Where it lies hid in Shades, watchful in silence,
And list’ning for the Sound that calls it back,
Some other, any Man, (’tis so advanc’d)
May perfect this unfinish’d work, which I
(Unhappy only to my self) have left
So easie to his hand.
Cleop. Look well thou do’t; else 60
Alex. Else, what your silence threatens Antony
Is mounted up the Pharos: from whose Turret,
He stands surveying our Egyptian Gallies,
Engag’d with Cesar’s Fleet : now Death, or Conquest.
If the first happen, Fate acquits my Promise :
If we o’ercome, the Conqueror is yours.

A distant shout within.

Char. Have comfort, Madam: did you mark that
Shout?

Second Shout nearer.
Iras. Hark; they redouble it.
Alex. *Tis from the Port.
The loudness shows it near: good News, kind
Heavens. 70
Cleop. Osiris make it so.
Enter Scrapion.
Serap. Where, where ’s the Queen?
Alex. How frightfully the holy Coward stares!
As if not yet recover’d of th’ Assault,
When all his Gods, and what ’s more dear to him,
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His Offerings were at stake.
Serap. O horror, horror!
Egypt has been ; our latest hour is come:
The Queen of Nations from her ancient Seat,
Is Sunk for ever in the dark Abyss: 8o
Time has unrow!l’d her Glories to the last,
And now clos’d up the Volume.
Cleop. Be more plain:
Say, whence thou com’st, (though Fate is in thy Face,
Which from thy haggard Eyes looks wildly out,
And threatens ere thou speak’st.)
Serap. 1 came from Pharos;
From viewing (spare me and imagine it)
Our Lands last hope, your Navy.——
Cleop. Vanquish’d? 9%
Serap. No.
They fought not.
Cleop. Then they fled.
Serap. Nor that. 1 saw,
With Antony, your well appointed Fleet
Row out; and thrice he wav’d his hand on high,
And thrice with cheerful Crys they shouted back:
"T'was then, false Fortune, like a fawning Strumpet,
About to leave the Bankrupt Prodigal,
With a dissembling Smile would kiss at parting, 100
And flatter to the last; the well-tim’d Oars
Now dipt from every Bank, now smoothly run
To meet the Foe; and soon indeed they met,
But not as Foes. In few, we saw their Caps
On cither side thrown up; the Egyptian Gallies
(Receiv'd like Friends) past through, and fell behind
The Roman rear: and now, they all come forward,
And ride within the Port.
Cleop. Enough, Serapion:
I’ve heard my doom. This needed not, you Gods:
When I lost Antony, your work was done; 3%
*Tis but superfluous malice. Where’s my Lord?
How bears he this last blow?
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Serap. His fury cannot be express’d by words:
‘Thrice he Attempted headlong to have faln
Full on his Foes, and aim’d at Cesar’s Galley:
With-held, he raves on you; Crys, He’s betray’d.
Should he now find you
Alex. Shun him, seek your safety,
Till you can clear your Innocence. 120
Cleop. TI'll stay.
Alex. You must not, haste you to your Monument,
While I make speed to Cesar.
Cleop. Cesar! No,
I have no business with him.
Alex. 1 can work him
To spare your Life, and let this Madman perish.
Cleop. Base fawning Wretch ! wouldst thou betray
him too?
Hence from my sight, I will not hear a Traytor;
*Twas thy Design brought all this ruine on us; 130
Serapion, thou art honest; Counsel me:
But haste, each moment’s precious.
Serap. Retire; you must not yet see Antony.
He who began this mischief,
"I'is just he tempt the Danger: let him clear you;
And, since he offer’d you his servile tongue,
To gain a poor precarious Life from Cesar,
Let him expose that fawning Eloquence,
And speak to Antony.
Alex. O Heavens! I dare not, 140
I meet my certain Death.
Cleop. Slave, thou deserv’st it.
Not that I fear my Lord, will I avoid him}
I know him Noble: when he banish’d me,
Andfthought me false, he scorn’d to take my
Life;
But I'll be justifi'd, and then die with him.
Alex. O pity me, and let me follow you.
Cleop. To Death, if thou stir hence. Speak, if thou
canst,
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Now for thy Life, which basely thou wou’dst save;
While mine I prize at this. Come, good Serapion. 150
[Exeunt Cleop. Serap. Char. Iras.
Alex. O that I less cou’d fear to lose this Being,
Which, like a Snow-ball, in my Coward hand,
The more ’tis grasp’d, the faster melts away.
Poor Reason! what a wretched Aid art thou!
For still in spight of thee,
These two long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread
Their final Separation. Let me think:
What can I say, to save my sclf from Death?
No matter what becomes of Cleogatra.
Ant. within. Which way? where? 160
Ven. within. This leads to th’ Monument.
Alex. Ah me! I hear him; yet I'm unprepar’d:
My gift of lying’s gone;
And this Court-Devil, which I so oft have rais’d,
Forsakes me at my need. I dare notstay;
Yet cannot far go hence. [Exit.

Enter Antony and Ventidius.

Ant. O happy Cesar! Thou hast Men to lead:
Think not ’tis thou hast conquer’d dntony;

But Roume has conquer’d Egypt. I'm betray’d.

Ven. Curse on this treach’rous Train! 170
Their Soil and Heav’n infect “em all with Baseness:
And their young Souls come tainted to the Woild
With the first breath they draw.

Ant. Th’ Original Villain sure no God created;
He was a Bastard of the Sun, by Nile.

Ap’d into Man: