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PREFACEL
T HE Defignof this Entertainment being to introduce
the Italian manner of Mufick on the Englith Stage,
which bas not been before attempted ; I was 0blig°d
to have an Italian Opera tranflated : In which the Fords,
however mean in feveral Places, fuited much better with
- that manner ¢f Miufick, than otbers more Poetical wonld do.

The Stile of this Mufick is toexprefs the Paffions, which
is the Soul of Mufick: Andihough the Foices arenot equal
to the ltalian, yet 1 have engag'd the Beft -that wire to be-
found in England; and I bave not been wanting, to the
utmof? of my ‘Diligence, in the inflruting of them.

The Mufick being Recitarive, may mnot, ar firft, wmect
with that general Acceptation, as is to be hop’d for froms
the Audience’s being better acquainted with it : But if this
Artempe fhally by pleafing the Nobility and Gentry, be a
Means of bringing this manner of Mufick to be us’d in my

Native Countryy 1 foall think alf my Stwdy and Pains very
well ermp loy’d. :

Your Humble Servant,

Thomas Clayton.



The Names of the A&ors
- MEN.

-Ormondo, General of the Qleen of Cj}?rm SZ .
- Army. His true Name is Pelops,” Prince M Huols

_.of_Athens.. He was firft in Lc;vc with{ g Hag&s.
fDarxsbe, and aﬁ:er w1th Arfinoe.

Ferafpe, Captam of the Qeen s Guards in

Love with Dorisée. }Mr Lever zdge |

'.i)eléo,Setvant to Ormondo;a Bufféon. .Mr.,'Cook or Mr. Goad,

WOMEN

A’;f 1900, Q_ccn of ijm.r, in Love with f Mrs 7—,0,? .

Ormondo.-

fDarzsée, A Prmcef’s of the Blood and a

- Pretender to the Crown of C}'pms xn%Mr-s Cro
) Love W1th Ormondo. ‘ ’ , . ﬁ

Nerina, An old Woman, formcrl Nu {z: T o Iy
to Dorisbe. A } Mrs Ly ”4@7 :

ARSI
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"ARSINOE

QUEEN of CTPRUS.

ACT L SCENE

Arfinoe fleeping in a Garden. The Time
Night, the Moon [hining.

Enter Ormondo and Delbo.

Ormondo. Ueen of Darknefs,
Sable Night, |
Eafe a wandring Lover’s Pain

Guide me,
Lead me,
Where the Nymph whom 1 adore,
Sleeping,
Dreaming,
Thinks of Love and me no more. )
Guide me, Lead me, &c, "
Delbo. The tarther T walk
I {tumble the more, [ Stumbling.
I gropc out my Way
And tremble with Fear.

Orm. Ye Gods, what heavenly Fair (A)r;_nondo finnds
What more than Mortal here ‘,”;1"00 Jlecp-

B Do
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Two Radiant Stars -

On’ Phabus Face - -‘, )

So {hrow’d their nght

Milky Hands,
And Purple. Cheg:ks,

Lips of Coral,
Breafts of Snow!

Lillies, Rofes, Pearly Dew
Yield in Beauty all to you !
Lilliesy Roj&.r, &ec. -

A Th Salvage Blood

My fauld’ rmg Tongue

SCENE IL

.‘ﬁmﬁ, one Mg{@ﬂ,d with Bow and Arrows rmc{y to

_/Zroot at Arﬁnoc, and f ng's,

Now Tyrant take thy Doom,

Thy Time is come, ] .
Dye Tyrant, dye. | [He Shoots and miffes.
‘orm. Hold Traytor, firt %T”‘ Mafguer lets fall bis

Bow. Ormondo purfies
bime. Arfinoewakes, Del-

Tl Sacnﬁce , bo falls i the Gronnd.
Ai:/in Help me GOdS, {\rﬁnof': flies off the Stage
Aflift my Flighe. | in a fright.

s C ENE IIL
‘Delbo on zhe Grotmd

Del. Am 1 woundcd or am 1 dead 3

Can’
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Can utter no meore,
I ind I am dead.

SCENE IV.

Enter Arfinoe «wizh Ormondo, bhis Sword drawn, and
Delbo on the Ground.

Orm. As Rofes thow
More pale with Dew,
So {uits this {udden Fright
My Charming Fair with you!
Detain me not,
I will purfue the Foe.

Ar[. Hold, hold,
Ye Powers Divine! - | Afide, as fainting.
‘How ev’ry Word
Melts down my Soul.
Orm. Gods! do you bleed: -
Arf. Yes, in my Heart, [Afide.
And owe my Life to you.
Orm. Who can this be?
She walks and fpeaks a Deity ! [Afide.
Arf. Who can this be?
Who Life and Death beftows on me! [Afide.
Orm. Hceavens! O what Anguifh !
Arf. Godst how I languifh 2
Oym. Lcave me

Arf. Relieve me % blind God of Love. [ Bozh.
Orm. Lalc mc

Arf. Releafe me } blind God of Love. [ Borh.
B2 Arf



| C4)y
-Lrf. Hat then you know me, -
Orin.- We may_adore”
- A Deity unknown.
Adrf. He feems Ormorzdo,
It cannot be, )
Ormondas at the War. .

Orm. So {weeét an Air = _
Arf. So higha Mean was never fcen | [Both. .

Arf. Ye Gods!- who can this be 2
Orm. A Lover.
 rf. Then depart.
i Orm. 1 go, . S
And leave my Hearl: : - Is going.
- Arf> O ﬁay, S
Refolve not quite fo foon ! | o _
Take this, and know [She gives him a Scarf.
© I owe my Life to you: -
If not enough, - [Aﬁde .
I owe my Heart and Crown. {S/ae gae_c out.

S C E N E V
Delbo on the Graund.

Del. For thy Ferry—Boat, Cbazron,
I thank thee,
But thruft me not out
~ 4ho’ [ bring you no News,
For I came in a hurry.
 Orm. "Delbo.
> Pel. My Lord.

Orm. -



~ o ( 5’) .
| Orm Aﬂeep> o
" Del. Tihall ncver Wake more, .
I am dead IR TR
Orm. Thou drearnmg Sot,
Wheré art thou ?
- Del. In the World- below,
I feek a new Mafter. | L e
~QOrw. Rife, Slavc 3o L [DelB@rg[Zv;
No more: L L

And you Dovisbe, |
" Now forgive e, -
Charmmg Fair, adieu: o
A greater Power - . o
Controuls my Soul; - n .
It boils, and reigns .. (eSS
‘Within my Veins; ;
Adieu, adieu !

Dorisbe, Charming Fair adieq 1 -

Old Laws muft yield to new..

Adieu, adieu!
Old Laws muft yield to new; o
_Donsbe, Charming Fair 4dzezz, &c - [They g‘é out,

SCENE VL
Dorisbe’s dpartment.  Enter Fera[i)c

. Fera fp. Happy he who void- of Love:
No Beauty prizes; |
Or defpifes ;

Never féaung, | | -
o dcfjbanng No: -
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- Not afpmng, |
Or defiringy 7720 -

- 'Happy living, void of Love.

Newer fearing, - &c.”

Ewnter Nerina.

Fer. Nerma?

- Ner.> My. Lord.

Fer. \Y/he;e is'Dorishe 2

Ner. In her Apartment.

But how camie you here?

Per. Neypina, kind Netinas -
You alone ] o~
‘Can help to eife my Pain. . -

Ner. My tender Hearc ~ - -
Ev’n melts with Grief,

What can I do?

Fer. Show me Domsbe,

Let me {ce |
The Charmmg Fair :

I perifh in 2 Storm of Love,
Am ﬁ{lkmo in Defpair.

Ner. 1F 3 you are Wlﬁe,
Youll rake Adwce,

And live as others do ;

*Tis the Fifhion, | - |
Without Paffion,” "~ -~ i

Tis z‘be Fafbion; &¢. . {. ::V.‘_;: .
Fer. Behold fhe comes. -
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" Ner. I'm loft, undone. -
Fer. Peace, T'll ablfcond. -~ -
-Ner. There in the Clofet. a

- Bolt the Door, . [He retires; amd barkem
If the perceives, =~~~ - |
I am undone. | , . [Goe.r P

SCENE VII

Dorisbe, Ormondo

Dor. Ormondo, now the Tlmc is come,
And we alone. -
1 will impart

A Secret.

Orm. You may rely’

On my Fidelity,
I can be fecret |
Tho’ I cannot love. ¥ [dfide.
- Dor. You know Arf' 171085 | .
- Whole haughty Pride
Has robb'd my Father of his L1Fe,
And fhed my' Brothers Blood..
Orm. Inhuman Deed!
What would you doz:

Dor. Revenge, revenge,. .
With impious Blood appcafé
Their-angry Ghofts.

Orm. Ye Gods!

Dor. But yefterday I {ént

To give her Dcath L | - And
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: 'And know not how o ST S
- She “fcap’d the Blow. .. ° . oo
Orm. I—Ia' ‘twas the Queen s
Whom 1 relievid ! : R -
Dor. Ormondo, you are bravc, R

Efpoufe my (Quarrel, o |

~ And, revenge my Caufe

" Orm. My Honour withtands. -

Dor. Dorisbe C ommands |
Ovrm. But Pity 2 |
Dor. Entreaty. © [ -.[Bazf_lf.
- Orm. Gods, I muft feign ~ . . [afide.
My Love, I \vxﬂ obey o -

§ {hou d movc you,\

SCENE VI
' A Table. Ormondo. feigns to write.

" Dor. Foul Offsprmg of etcmal nght_,, |
- Eells darling Plague, -

Aleéto rife,
Rejoyce and. fee .
_ With me,
‘The Fall of Proud A?_'[z'noe
‘ ‘Alecto vife, &c.

~ Orm. The Paper’s feal d,-
Difpa.ch it to the Kmo of . ﬂm;ce
Dor. Firlt let me know .
What it contains. -
Orm. 1 ask for Arms, . = .- s
- And Succour in your Name. -+ - -
| | | . / .‘Fer-l
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Ferafpe apavt. Heavens ! they confplre
Dor. "Tis well, *tis well,

"Tis now refolv’d

Arfinoe thall-die. ‘ -
Fer. Rebels, is this the Love LHe comes boldly our.

And Faith you thow

To Queen Arfinoe? - [Ormondo drops the Letter.
~ Orm. Betray’d [ Afide.

Dor. Difmay’ gc¢ Iam undone, | (Both,

Fer. dyrfinoe fhall live .
- And be reveng’d
" Of both her Foes,

i

f 1B
Orm. Ungrateful | % G to decewe me. [Bot/a to Dorisbe. m 7

Fer. Un f'uthf'ul !

Orm. Combin'd with a Rival
Your Witnels employ.
~ Fer. Defign’d by a Villain -
The Queen 0 deftroy.

Dor. Then *tis decreed-

Arfinoe muft live [She weeps.
Dorisbe bleed. | |
Orm. And thou, bold Slave!? ’
= Fer. Bold Traytor thou! § drawv. [ Bozh.

~ Dor. Soldiers forbear,
This Royal Place
Is not for War. )
Orm. Prepare, prepare ) ey L
Fer. To meet ellewhere to thy legrace. [ Both.

[ Dorisbe and Ormondo gb off feperately.
C 'SCENE
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SCENE IX.
Ferafi)e gom'g o_f mice.r up the Letter, - and .S'mgx ﬂlom

 Fer. Dire&ed to the ng of T/amce,.
~ So now ’tis plqm |
N Ormondo has confpir'd=
I thank my Stars .
And haften to the Queen;
.-My Rival dies, . -
* Dorisbe {hall be mine. | Goes off.

S C ENE X

The Queen’s Apavtment. Arlinoe -alone upon a Couch.

Arf. Wounded I,
- . And Slghmcr lie,
Yet know not whom I love,
*Twixt Hope and Fear
So nigh Defpair,
I cannot hence remove.
*"Thwixt Hope and Fear, &c.
Still I feel the raging Pain:
] Alas too foon,
Alas too foon, |
I am undone, . - , }
My Freedom to regain. = | -
Alds too fo(m, &ec.

: Ye Gods, could I [Ske rifes.

" The Scarf but fee, \
1 thould my Lover know! . /

| SCENE ~
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Enter Ormondo kueeling with a Wireath of Lawrel in
bis Hand, as fromthe Battel. The Scarf upon his Avnr.

Orm. Behold, O Royal Fair,— ‘
The Conqueft you have gain'd ;
Trophies, which below you are,

Beneath your Feet are laid.
[ Prefents the derel kneeling.

Arf. Ye Gods, behold the Scarf:~ - [Afide:
Ormondo you have conquer’d. :
Conquer'd me. : [Afide.

- Orm. She .Iees the Scarf | _
And changes pale. - [Speaks afide kneeling.

I burn, 1 bum,

Am bound with Chains, ! -
And would not now be free. [Afide all.
- 4r[. Rile brave Ormondo, ,

Who- like you, -

.. In Peace and War,

Triumphing are, - = _
May all- fubdue. [He rifes.
Orm. Great Queen, your mighty Foe

The Perfian King

Is overthrown,
Difpofe of Kingdoms and 2 Crown,

" Which to you Obedience own.
Arf. Ormondo, 1 applaud

- What you have done.

But arc you hure? - | |
I {ee you bound.- - C 2 _, Orm.
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- Orm. Ye Godst \
lm hurt, and bound by you.
- dArf. You Sigh.
Orm. 1f Sighing would do'
- Ayrf. Oh! then you love?
- Orm. Where Love is due,,

Arf. Are you requited :

Orm. 1f not ﬂlghted N R

Arf. You hope: '

Orm. 1 Fea1 _

Arf. Ormondo, “dare
Be bold and dare, ]
: Altho’ a Queen.
Ye Gods, what have I faid ¢
- Orm. Altho’a Queent -
-1 comprehend. -

She hides Difdain
In Pity of my Pain.

Arf.. You may implore
Whom you admire.

Orm. T'll die, I'll die,
And fay no more.

Arf. "Altho’ a Queen your Love mfplre;

To Queens Ormondo may afpire.
Orm. Tl die, I'll die,
And fay no more.
Ayrf. He does not underftand.
‘Speak timerous Soul,
Thy. Pardon’s fign’d ;
Here's Love and Ma]cﬁy combin’ d
Whom do you love ? ~

- [Sighing.

[ Afide.

[fide.

[4ﬁdf; |

Orm.
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Orm. She bids me tell,
I can no longer hold

Il fbéak anddxe o ‘-

Afﬂﬁ No more, |
1 fainr. [Afdf |
" Orm. Your Pityl 1mplore

Arf. Audacious Wretch !

Orm 'O, forgive me!

Proud Slave! - no more.

Take th1s, and part - [Gives ber Pifture.
But that I know- ' o o
You underftand ——
I'd have thy Hearr.

Orm. I've faid roo mych,
And take my Doom
In this {weet Marcyrdom. : [Goes off.

SCENE XL

Arfinoe alone.

Arf. O Love, O Love,
O Love, I have gain’d,
My Power main tain d,
Concealing the Chains T endure?

O Love, O Love,

O Love, I have gain’d
A Victory fure.

Joy aﬂules me,

Hope aflures me,

Both fecure me! |
' How
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How fweet are the Pams,‘ -
Of Love—ﬁck Wounds, = -

When once we obtainé -~
O ovc, O Love, - oo
O Love, I have gain'd .

A Victory (ure'

—~

7793 Eml of the Fn_*/? Aé?

ACTIISCENEi 
+ A Grear Hall lookzng 1o a Garden.

AOrmondo rwzt/o the Pzé}’ure n bzs Hamd :mJ Delbo

Orm Charmmo Creaturc,
. Every Featute - :
Of the Goddefs I adoxe o
So fweet a Face, -

With fuch a Grace, .

‘Sure n6 Mortal Hand could frarnc R I
- Ah now I know .
The God of Love, | |
*Twas he, “twas he, - = =
. His Fiery Dart - |
(No-human Art)
This lovely Form infpir'd :
' Ab, now I know, &c.

Eyes that kill'd me with Difdain,
"Here with Pity feem to move;

- ”Tis he, ’tis he, the God of Love, "Tis -
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sz he who gave the Wound.
‘But Repenting - -
And Relentmo ST =
Chufes here to cafe my Pain.
® ﬁ_}es that kzlld me, &C.

S c E N E IL
Enter Feralpe.

 Fer. Stand, Rebel, ftand,

" Receive thy Doom ;

*Tis fit thlS Court thould fec

The Giant fall, '

Who dares afpire fo-high-
Ovm. Inglorious Villain, o

Words from thee

Move not a gen’rous Mind.

My Soul dlfdams fo bafe a Foe:

Bur, fince thou doft prefume,

I {corn Advantage.

Delbo, take this. [Giwves hzm bis DzzO‘ger\
Delbo. 1f I dare approach i.
-~ Oym. This Scart too. [Gives him the Scarf.
And if I fall. [Speaks ta him in his Ear..
" Delbo. T'll do't, Sir. ' - o
Ovm. Ferafpe, ‘ | _—
Fer. Or mof;’o,% fall on. | Borh.

Fer. The Juftice of my Caulfe take Place.

Orm. Mo more :

- We lofe our Time.
) Orne. .
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g::” AI:; dhélﬁziels ;r;ﬁ’:e% this fdon '&ﬂl ‘en'd" [Botz

: '
LN
* — o
.
v

| They engage, Ormondo d{ﬂarm.r hzm

Orm. Deliver up thy Sword, : AT

_ ‘Th Life is at my Mercy. - -

Fer Tl die firlt like @ Man of Honour,

Though Fortune prove my Enemy,”
I'll yleld to none but Death. :

~ Orm. Ferafpe, rife;’

That Burden of a Life

* Ifreely give thee.

Delbo.” Stick him, Sir, ﬂ:lc.k hlm,

Now he’s on the Ground
‘Secure him there.

Fer. O rather let me die,

- Or, withmy Life,

Reftore my Sword.

Orm. T'll give it to Dorisbe,
Receive it from her.

Fer. Ye Gods, I only with to, dle,

- Pity then, and take a L1fe

.Scorn’d by Fortune,

- Shun’d by Death :
In Plty eale me! ©, in Pity,
Eafe me of a ufelefs Breath. . |
- Pity then, &c. [Goes off. .

Dyr, Perfidious™

- S CENE 1L
Dorisbe enters, fees Ormondo and is going.

Orm. Stop, ftop, perfidious; and ungrateful Fau}; .
O
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'Oh I—icav s, m what have 1 offended 2

Orm. Unfaithful, did you not conceal

| Fevafpe in your Clofer2
_ Farewel, Hl never fee you more:

Blind God, from your Chains Iam ﬁ'cc
My ﬂlghtcd Love, ' |
- Thy broken Vows,
Have fet my Heart at Liberty. ~
' Blind God, from your Clmms I am free, &c.

Dor. Ormonde, 1 am faithful.
 Orm. What Faith can be in you?
Dor. My Heart ! my Life! if ever——.
. Orme. Peace, Difloyal,
-~ Dor. Ye Gods: .
Orm. Tempt them no more.
Dor. Hear me, at leaft.
Orw. What, can you think
1 have forgot your Treachery
Dor. O Idol-of my Love, Im Innocent'
Orm. “Tis falle.
At leaft I'm pleas’d wich this Pretence. T4f de.
Here, take this Sword, - [Gives ber Ferafi:)c s Sword.

Reftore it to Ferafpe, Wlth your Love. ‘
[anorws it on the Ground.

As you defire this wxﬂ an Action be-
Of Love to him, Inconﬁancy to me.

| ~ S.CENZE 1IV.
Donsbe, and Delbo whe ﬁ@w 20 obferve ber.

‘Dor. Conqu’ring, O! but cruel Eycs,

\Vhy with Rxgour vill you kill
| - D

Her
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+ Her, wvho adoxes you, - . el Toal T
And implores you: . - . 7 el a2

" Can you with to triumph more 2 B
Ceale to {parkle with - Difdain, - |
More to wound a bleeding Heart. 19
" The Conqueft fure, -
Your Slave fecure, - = R I
What Pleafure to encreale the Smart !
Can you-<wifh to trimmph more? &,

- Delbo, Ormondo’s gone - -
And leaves Dorishe weeping;
Sure lis Heart is made of Maxbk o
‘Poor Liady, how you are miftaken: [Delbo haskens.
. Dor. Go, perjurd Man! o
Are thefe your plighted Vows?
Delbo. Thank my Stars, |
I am an honeft Fellow, tho” a poor one,
Dor. And am I innocent?
. Condému’d and innocent !
I'll take this Svord, [Takes "ff‘) the Sword.
And with it——— ~ [Offers to ftab her feff |
Delbo. O Madam, by no means; forbear. |
Dor. I'll kill that barb’rous Villain !
When Juftice {ues for Punifhment,
it goes not unreveng’d.
Pe !o, what’s that you do ?
[Sees Delbo endeavonring 1o /Bzdf the Scarfin a

L

Delbo. Mothing; | norhmg ' [grmt Fright.
Dor. Where’s Ormondo? -
- Delbo. I cannot tell. [Sril] mdezzfvo.'m to hide it.

Do Whatist you hidez - =+ : v

!



A Scarf{ and Dagger T TR

* Ormondo’s, are they not? -
~ Speak [Takes the Sm?‘f and Ddgger ﬁ'om bim.

Delbo. Madam !
“Dor. *Tis his; Orinondo’s Name, o
- Behold it carv’d upon the Steel |
| >Revenge, Revcnge ST
*Tis now reflolv’d ) § _
Th’ ufurping Queen ﬂnli Iofe her Crown,
. And he his-Life. -

Aflift ye Furies from thc Deep;.
Revenge, Revenge prepalef
Let not Raoe and Murder {leep,
Revenge bc all my Care.

.Af (7 &c
.S CE NE V
A Palace Hall. ArﬁnoL and Ormondo.

~

Arf. Doubtful Heart, O tell me \WhY,

- Why you love, and not comply 2
If to Love you will not bend, -
| Whither do thy Withes tend? .
Orm. TFearful Heart,  I-know not why
~ (Since you love; and conftant are)
Her Pity you forbear to try;
Since Pity you muft -find, or die.
Arf. Ormondo, did my Pi&ure pleale you> ,

- Orm. Gods! how her Eyes dart through my Soul :

E ach Word’s 2 Wound,

Each fingle Look is Death ! : |
’ D 2, o ‘ 4.47:/:
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f AH Love is bhnd I know,

" But this is dumb. « -

Ormondo, did my P:él:ure plea{é ou? |
[Ormondo fees Dorisbe enter wth the Smrf aéow /m -
“Orm.- Gifts {o rare; :

Above Us are ;

Permit me to retire :

I want fome-little fpace

 To bear fo great a Grace.- :
N ~ [Arﬁnoe Sees Dorisbe with the Scmf

Arf. No, no, Qvmonds, you mult ftay.
Orm. Dorisbe with the Scarf >

'\.--

. [df de.

Then I amloft: - - = [4fide.
Arf. My Hopes are paﬂ o o [Afide.
Orm. Was ever Fate; - , [Aﬁde,

Irf. Was ever Scate, — [fide.

S0 hard as mine? [Botb e :
~ 4Arf. To be defpis'd, [Lookznm 2¢” Ormondo.

- Orm. To be furpriz d | [Loolemrr on Dorisbe. -

By 'this Defign. ‘ | Both. '

Dor. Pcrrmt me, Madam, at yom Feet to fhow

The Faith and Loyalty I owe. - [Kmelmg ~
Arf. What Loyalty, what Faith? - . o ”
Bafe Woman, as thou art,
This Scarf was riever thine. . . o
, {Teavs the Scarf from ber, and Dotisbe mﬁf
Dor. Help, Heav'n!
Arf. And you, Ormondo, to defpifs -
My Royal Gift; \
| Ill pumﬂ] both : :
You ‘aze 3 Traytor, fhc my Encmy

~

Ornz, |



. Owm. I am innocent -
- Arf Thou art guxlty
- Dor. My QL}CCD’
Arf. Thy Fury !
Orm. In What have I oﬂ'cnded 3
Arf. In Treachery | =
Dor. At leaft
Arf. At leaft with Death ri pumfh thee.
Orm. The Crime -
Arf. It is too evident.
Dor. What Torment _
gis mine?

~ Oym. What Anguith
Arf. What Defpair
Dor.. T underftand | o
The Queen’s my Rival. - - [4fide.
- Arf. Thou vile, rath Man ! . o
Orm. Not {o, my Fair Arfinve.
Arf. ‘Bafe, alpiring Woman!
_ Dor. 1 am Loyal and True.
. Arf. Your Love and Lives
At once fhall end | |
The reft decide between your félvcs.. ’ [ Exit.

Pz /A | three.

Orm. Thus finking Mariners,
Ir fight of Land are loft ;
Daik’d on the Rocks, } |
- And cannot reach the Coatft. -~ [Exiz.

SCENE VI
Dorisbe alowe.

Dor. Ye Gods, 1 ftay; buc how?
The Scoff of Fortune and of Love. Tl
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I live,

But live in m{hmg Deathf

-

Ye Stars that ral’d my Birth,
The Man I love reftore!-
_ Pity my Grief;, |
This one Relief

But grant, I ask no more.

I1.

AH other Lofles 1 can- bear‘
Tho' he fies me,
And denies me,

He alone is- \Vorth my Care.

7 ‘ SR

~~Reftore the je\vel of my Heart -l

SCENE VIL

Enter Nerina and Delbo.

Nev. Delbo, if thou wile not Woe me, -

Prithee Ipale a fiagle Kifs,

Good Faith, it is 2 Wrong you do me, |-

- To deny {o {mall a Bhfé -
De[éo And you, pezl11pg, behevd

. So eafie to find Pity

O. Lips you are dccew d
You are not yet fo pretty.
- Ner Prithee knit no more _thy Brows,
- Frowns difgrace

- A charmmcr Face,

26

And



And but make us Paftime lofe
- _ = Put on a little dimpling, Smile;
-~ Pleafing Looks ‘the Heart beg uife.
Delbo. The more you intrezt,
The more “tyill be {o:

I fhall ever repeat,
No, no, no, no.

s ¢ ENE VIIL
- ) Arﬁnoe\alme,;t A Gardes.

- Arf. "To War; my Thoughts! to War

My Paflions rage, ' i
And Jealoufie 1 c’tll to Fight ; . ,
To Jealoufie I'll give a total Rout.

The Tmmpet founds ;.
~An Eccho rebounds, .. -~ )
Let her die, let her die; let jealouﬁe die.

Dorisbe and Ormondo.-both con{puc
To-rob .ny Scul of Re{’c

I die, 1 dic
A S.u:nﬁce to Love and jealouﬁe' :

And pondel Lhy Misfortiune now :
[Sits down, and Fegoﬁ‘* on her Arm,

Muft I, who am a Queen, o
The Laws of Love receive?”

Share with the trifling Boy my Crown

Oh! what a vaft ‘Command I have,

At onee a Monarch and a Slavc 2

- - Enter



(24-)

Enter Dousbe |

—

. Dor. Behold, ‘the “Tyrant. flecps - ;
= . [Comes up to Arfinoe wizh zbe Ddgger . éer Hmzd
 Death, feal her Eyes; -
- She ﬂeeps her laﬂ: t
Tl write my Wrongs in Blood
At once-pierce hers, . and cure my blecdino Heart

SCE N E IX.
| -Emer Ormondo on & ﬁza’den, rwﬁo hold.f Domsbe
- Orm. Hold, hold your Hand! -

- Dor. Tam in hafte, let go. _
* Orm. What would you do> - [They fruggle.
Dor. Al let 'me! , .
Orm Forbear. -
Arf. What do I hear?’
Dor. She wakes, help, he]p
[She vuns off, leaving the Dagger in Ormondo 5 Hamf
 Opm. Vileft of all chy Sex, -
- Wicked Dorishe !
/. Trealon, Trealon! | _
Who comes to fuccour me? | - [She Fifes up.
Orm. My Valour and- Fldeht /
Arf. Traytor, thou lyﬂ: |
Orm. My Queen, you do me Wrong.
Arf. lllam, what Wrong 2
Did you not hold a Dagger at my Breaft> .
o Orm I fwear by all that’s good,
_ My Llfe, ‘my. Love!

-~

drj. .
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Arf. O talk no more of Love,
Thou perjur'd Wretch !
Reveal the Plot:
Who {purr’d youonto this Deﬁgn >

Dorisbe, was it not?
Oym. PI’ll never tell. [Afide.

I'll firft endure
Arf. This Dagger, is it yours?

Orm. “Tis mine.

- Arf. Perfidious Deﬂ:my.' ‘ [Afide.
Then you defign’d to murder me!
Orm. INO. |

Arf. Who then is guilty?
Orm. I cannort tell.
Ayrf. Thou fhalt dilcover all,
If Tortures can produce Confeflion.

Ferafpe ! | [Sbe calls aloud.

Enter Fcrafpe.

Fer. My Soveraign !
Ar[. Seize Ormondo.
Let him a Pris’ner be!
My Kingdom 1 would lofe [Afide.
To find him innocent.
| She goes off flawly, looking ar him.
Fer. Guards! take him hence,
Condué& him to the Tower.
Orm. | g0, Arfinoe, 1 go,
Where you and Deftiny comnand !
Grant me but one Look more,
To be more wretched than betore:

[Azf noc flops and looks back ar him, juft gomrr off-
E

Alas |
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| Alas' too foo11 that Look is gone, -
1t’s gene, and with- it draws anorher on ;

I muft look once again, ‘ -

And fo be qmte undone ‘

Farewel! fince you will havc it fo. - [Arﬁnoe goer oﬁ"
I got .

~ And part with L1Fc more ea[' e th;m Wlth you.

SCENE X
Feralpe alone.
Fer. Now Fortune, ftand my- Fnend

And 1 have won the Prize :

Ovmondo's on the Brink of Death :
“This Letrer will incenfe the Queen;,
And puith him headlong to. his Fate.
Aflift, ye Pow’rs above!
- At laﬂ: my ﬂupwmckd Mind -
Some Eafe will find: -

- Boiling Paflions rage no more;

Hopes in gentle Gales arlﬁng

Calm the troubled Seas of Love,
And repelling ‘
Storms rcbellmg

Smiling waft me to the Shore. . - -
.« Botling Paffrons, - &c. .
11 o ' ~ :
Fav’ring Stars the Paﬂhge clearing,
Lovc at laft has found the Way :
Clouds of Anguifh: dlfa.ppearmg,
Joy attends this happy Da

Fav'ring Stavs, &c.

“The End of thé Second AT



(22)
ACT 1L SCENE L
Tbe QUEEN’s Apartmem,

Arfinoe alane, fweepmg

Arf. GRmtneG, leave me, | o

| Undeceive me,. I R

State is but a. Pomp of Woe :
Never given, |

' Under Heaven, ‘ o

To make happy, but undo. ,
Greatnefs, leave me, | |

Undeceive me,-
State is but a Pomp of Wbe, &c.

Enter Feralpe with a Lerter.

Fer. Hail, gracious Queen.

Arrf Femﬁ)e’

Fer. Ormonde has.betray'd your Life and Crown :
Behold the Lerter, and the Treafon own.

Ayf. Direéted ro the King of Thrace!
[.S‘/ae reads zbe Supefrﬁrzptwm
I know the Handi |
Ormondo has conipir'd.. -
Ferafpe, c’er the Day be done,
Convmcd of Treafon, let the Rebel

Gods! I can’ pronounce no more! - [ Afide.
. Fer. Hate and Anger o |
Have opprefs'd her.. o | Afide.

Arf. Ferafpe, hear me; o
R - E 2 ‘Eex
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‘Fer the Day be donc
Shall that Sun ever fet.

o W/hlch 1 adore?' - . ; [Aﬁde

| Fer.: Her Woman’s Heart S |
Can ne er refolve.  ° ' [ dfide.”
Brmg me thc News |
That hc is dead. . '
~ Fer. ]\/Iadam, I underﬂ:and
Ormondo you would fay.
Arf. Audacious Slave,
‘The Secrets of 2 Queen-
‘Dare you unfold:?
Hafte from' my Slght, _
My Rage avoid. .
. -Fer.Y e Gods,how Pafﬁon rends, .-
And Pity fhakes her Soul: - [70 bsze{f gamg ojj"
~ _drf. 1 rave, I rave, 1 rave, I rave;
I am bewilder’d in a2 Maze of Grlcf
Awake, Arfinoe, awake; _
Thefe are but the Pangs of Love. . o
Ferafpe, holdt™ =~ : ~ [Peralpe rezurns,
Before the rifing San | ‘
Ormondo dies ; '
Go, fee it done. o
Fer. Great Queen, I haften to obcy_.
. drf. No, no, Ferafpe, ftay. | :
Fer. 'She changes like the \Wmd [ Afide.

~

. Arf. Rebellious. Love, " refift .no more. [ Afide.
Let falfe Ormondo die. [Feralpe hears tbe Jaft Line.

Fer. Your Will thall be obey d..
Arf Detefted Pury, S _
What,

~
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Still in my Sight?

I can no more—— - | ’ ) -
Be gone, and let Ormo%da die. - [Feralpe goes off.

S ¢ ENE IL
Arfinoe czlcme

Arf- Muft then Ormondo die

And die by me?
W hat Tygrcfs gave thee Birth, Arfinoc:
Ferafpe ! - .

Ah'! Ferafpe’s gone! ) |
Peace, my tumultuous Soul. [She "_walk.r confidering.

.Ormondo has conlpir'd ;

[She calls our: -

"T1s true, ’tis true: |
But how can I
Live, and let Ormondo die ? |

But bow can I, &c..

Then fhall the Traytor live? [Holding fortb the Eetter.
- My Heart will harden when I Treafon read.-
| She opens the Letter, throws down the Super-«» |

] [eviption, and finds a blank Paper.
Ye Gods, what nothing here'! .

- Ormondo’s innocent.

O Jealoufie, thou raging Ill,

Too late, too late, my Love, I fee:
*Tis I am guilty, thou art free. -

Ill make what Speed 1 can, rll fly,

s r!

\Y/anton Zephyrs,
~ Softly blowing,

Watching, . -




Watchmg,
Catching,

Whlfpcrs g01

Bear in Sighs my Soul away.
Tell Ormondo what 1 bear;

Tell him -how his Chains I wear;"
Tell him all my Grief and Care:

Gently ﬂ:eahng,
And revealing :
More than Love and I can fay
Hafte a\Yfay,
~ And convey
More than Love and I can ﬁly
Wanton Zepb rsy &C
Bear in Sighs my Soul away.

(30)

31

"SCENE IIL -

A Prifon. Ormondo in Chains, «with a Letter in

bzs H and

Orm. Conﬁ:lous Dungcon,
“Walls of Stone,
“You that eccho to my Grief,
Af not harder than my Fate,
Give, O gwe me fome Reh’cf B
11
E’er in your hollow Womb

Breathlefs Ormondo you entomb,
Show me once the cruel Fair! -

“From her Lips ’twill eafie come.

- Since her Eyes firft gave me Doom,

~ [Goes off-
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A centle Slumber fteals upon my Eyes, '
Thank thee, kindSleep :
When 1 awake, . -
- This Letter to my Father. - [Falls affecp.

SCENE Iv. -
-Arfinoe enzers foftly. Ormondo fleeping.

Arf. Sleep, {leep, Ormondo, v01d of Fear,

In pleafing Dreams forget thy Care;
Fortune 1eady o
Waits -to Crown thee,

Love and I atrending are:

Sleep, {leep, Ormondo, void of Fear.
Orm. My Queen. [He talks in his Sleep.
Arf. I am here, my Love.

He dreams.
Orm. Did you command my Death?

Al ITdid;
Thou art dlﬂOY‘ll and unkind.

Orm. 1 am innocent. A

Arf. Ah! how I wifh thee {o!
Thy Letter fhows no Guilt,
But twas perfidious to Aflaule my Life.

Orm. You will lament me dead.

Arf. No, no, my Love,
i cannot live to fee thee dead.
But fee, a Letter in his Hand

[She takes the Eetter foftly out of his Hand..

Dire&ed to the King of Athens ! [Reads the Super[cviption

Pethaps a new Confplracy . [She opens iz.

The -

v L
H i
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| ‘TheLETTER,

Father .- -~ - [S/oe readx the T'ﬂa.
After-a tedions -Abfence of Three Tears, -
Your wan'dring Son dies innocents
Fuft ar the Period of his Life
He fends you this, bis laff Farewel.
| ' Pelops, yom* Som.
- Arf Pelop.r, Ormondo, Athens !

_\I ftand-amaz’d !
Ha! who comes here?
Tl hear her Buﬁnefé, -and retire.
[S/ae retives on one fide to harken,

SCENE V.

Enter Dotisbe weil'd, Ormondo JHI fleeping.

Dor. Cruel Stars, who all confplrc
To blaft my Love with hopelefs Fire,
Set my Ormondo free, o
Or let me fhare his Deftiny :
"T'wo Lives in one
‘The Fares have [pun; - - -
I aft but ’dll his Race be donc, ede.

Arf. She talks of Love?
I've found a Rival herc.
Dor. Two Lives in one
The Fates have {pun
I laft buc *ull his Racc be done.:" -+ © -
Orm. W hat: Voice difturbs m > Reft »- [‘Hel wakes.
1 dreamv drfinoe revok d my Doom, S o

| A_nd
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- _And, {miling, plac d meon a Thronc» < .
~* Then how I grafp’d hér Neck, R

And held her pantmg in. my Arms . L
1 dreamt it only, | T .

She is ftill unmov d |

Donsbe zmwzl r

 :Dor. If not Arfinoe, Dorisbe’s here,
To free, or {uffer with Love’s Prifoner.
Orm. Perhaps you are the Mcﬁénger of Fatc

I am prepard..
Dor. No, no, my Love,
I bring thee Life and Liberty.
Orm. “But if my Life with Treafon I mu& buy,

Leave me, -Dovisbe,
I would rather die.
Dor. By all that’s dear,
all our Loves, ‘ ’
Ormondo, 1 befeech you hear.
Orm. Leave, O leave your black Revenvc
Agamﬁ the Queen no more Confpire :
When in the Garden you defign'd he1 Death
I brought her fafely off;. -
And \vhf n ‘you held the Dagger at her Bre lﬁ'
"Did not I Weud the Blow,
And wreft it from your Hand 2
- And now, and now, for my Fidelity,
To fave your Life I facrifice my own.
Arf. Ye Gods, what more can I defire ?
My Dear Ormondo’s innocent?- [ Apare to her felf

» Qrin, Fgllfé Dovisbe, one admir’d,
E I Urge
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o Urge me No mote,
T ll fave thy Life-and d1c R

Arﬁnoc di j&omm ber ﬁzlf

Arf No, no, you fhall not die.

Dor. Heav'ns, I’'m undone! [Starting in a Fright.
Arf. Guards! R

. Who's there2

SCENE VL “
Enter Feralpe. | —

~

‘ Fer. Great Q:Leen' | ~ - *
Arf. Ferafpe, you too long de tain .
The Prince of Athens Pris’ner. [Pointing zo Pelops.

| | [Ferapfe- Jezs fomz at Lzlverty.
Haﬁe, fet him free:

This Day fhall crown .
My Love, and his Fidelity.

Dor. What Hope for me remains L 4fide.

Arf. And let Dorishe wait o
A Pris’ner in his Place,. '

'Till with lefs Anger I refolve her Fate.

Pelops. Permlt me, Royal Falr,[Knelmg to Arf noe,
To vent the Raptures of my Soul; "
I {carce know how to bear .

This mighty {welling Tide of Joy:
- Your Capuve I fo long have been,
I muft petition now to be fo ftill.
Arf. 1f Freedom you refufe.
What is it I can give, \
Or you can chufe: -‘ - Pelops.
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Pelo 5. While T'do' Homa e to - g
I fhll c{;]oy the-Liberty 1 lo(eg Your Eyes, o
drf. Rife, genelous Prmce, | _[Hg mﬁ,;- and bows.
If you by me - - o
Have loft your Liberey,
I give my felf to fer you free.

Pelop.r Thus then I mark vou thus a l
. And thus I feal my own. Y‘ ’ nd thus, ‘
[Kiffes ber Hand ﬁmr times at eazcb Thus.

Arf. My Dear, my Joy! -
Pelops. My Life, my Goddefs:
Ayrf. Yours for ever.

Pelops.- True as ever;
Arf. Cupid! ever , |
May this happy Tranfport laﬂ: - |
Arf. Stil lpgeﬁxlng P L J | Bozh.
- Pelops. Still expiring,
Ayf. Still refining,
Pelops. Still repining -
Berh. At each Minute that is pa&
: 'Batb Still defiring,
- Still expir 1ncr
Still reﬁnmg,

Still repining: o
At each Minute. th1t is paft. - ’

| j_They go off Hand in Hzmd
S CENE VIL
Ferafpe and Dorisbe alone.

- Fer. Death, Hell and Furies,

1am Thundex-ﬁruck' F 2 What
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.~What have you done= -
" Dor. 1 have undone my félf and thee =
'1 hate'us both: - -
I rage, I burn
With Anger and Defi)an [%lkzng up and dofwn in ame
Fer. You have abus’d my Love; - . ]
Do, And thus I make you Recompence.
- [Draws a Dagger, offers to flab her [felf..
.Fer. What rath Accempt is this? -
- [Holds her Hands ﬁmgglz%g with her.
Dor. It is my Will and Pleafure;
Let me ftrike. @ S
_ [He farae; it out of her-Hand, mzd /meel.r,
Fer O live, ‘my fair Dorisbe, llve
-Impute my Fiercenefs to my. Love;
And pardon my Offence. '
- Dor. What, live to be reproachd by thee?
~ Live to be {corn’'d by proud A?f inoe |
I cannot, will not live. -
Fer. Alas! you know not how to diet
Let me f{trike firft,
I'll tell-you when Itry. [Holdmg the Dagger to bis Brmjf
"~ Dor. YeGods! Whythisiskind; — [She turns her
. 1 muft {fome Pity fhow. . [Hmd and weeps
Femfj)e, you are inpnecent.’ 0 :
Fer. No longgr ¢han Dorishe hves
- Dor. If 1 will die, what Blame in you 2
The Wound’s my-own, the Guilt’s {o too.
Fer. That Wound. would kill us both;
I a&, what I permit in you. =
Do I—Ieavens' he obhges me too far* | |
TRy RPL S S ‘What
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You cannot fave my Life. | | )
Fer. Not fave your Life
Dor. The Queen will have me die.
Fer. She will not dare when I am by.
Dor. She’s guardcd by the Prince.
Fer. The Fort is mine for your Defence. .
Dor. It will be taken before Night.
Fer. The Haven’s open for our thht
Dor. A Thoufand Thoughts remain behind. [Afide.

Ferafpe, tile;

I muft confult my " Mind.
Fer. O makeno longer Stay ! [Take: her by the Hand.
Dor. The Sea is dangerous
Fer. But Love guides our Way.

| [Leads her to the Door of the Fort, and opens it.

Dor. The Court will mifs you.
Fer. Leave 1t to my Care.
Dor. I hear a Noife, ‘let me ftep in.

Farewel. [She catches the Key and locks her felf in.
Fer. 1 am fafe when you are there. [He goes off-

.~ S CENE VIIL

The Scene opem and - difcovers Arfinoe and Pelopson 4
Throne. A Daunce. Afz‘er which an Epzz‘/m/mizmm Songs .
" as follafwx _ :

Firft Voice. .

Hail, happy, happy, happy Pair!.
Great Pelops and Arfinoe!.
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For Lowe prepare,
" No Moments fpare;
Cme happy Moment eqzmls lzmg Defpair. .

[T hey dance agam h

Second Vozce

Bm he Queen of Lowe ovdain
szs Night no Lovers figh in wvain!
I\[)ﬂofpbs complying,
| Panting, dying,
- Mutual Pleafuve blefs each happy waam

CHORUS.-

,Hml bappy, happy,_happy Pair!
Great Pelops and Arfinoe ! -
= . For Love prepare,

No Moments [pare;

' one Jmpp] Moment equals long Defpaiv
SCENE IX.

Donsbe look.v out of a Balcon_y of the Cﬂﬂle fwzz‘b a -
Dagger in her Hand.
- [They all rz_/é'._
Dor. Tyrant, look up, and fee [To Axﬁnoe
How much in Deata I fcorn thee!
- There, fate thy thirfty Soul. .
[She f? abs her falf and throws over the Ddgger'
Pelopx Save, fave, the Princefs Life, - :
Arf. Make hafte, break up the Dom
" Dor. O feeble Arm! | )
What muft I livez - T Give
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" Give me the Dacger back
‘ Ill ftrike again!
- Fer. Cruel Dorishe!

| You miftook the Heart

1 feel the Wound by whlcb you bleed
[He fmmx leamng on one of' the Guards.

O fatal Sight! - ;
" Dorisbe is bronght in by the Guards flightly wounded. .

Aprf. Princefs, you are-much to blame'
Pel. You wrong our Clemency.
Arf. 1 would have fav'd your Life. ]

Pel. And I your Fame.
Dor. Can you | foxcrwe me then?

Arf. 1 will, and can.
Fer. O name that Word acam'

Name it a thoufand times..
[He kneels to Arfinoe, who bids him vife.

Dor. Much to your Pity I, Fem_@e, owe,
And out of Pity I can love you now.
Fer. But canyou love, and live?
Dor. The Wound’s not dangerous, I believe,
“Fer. Immortal Gods!
What Joy, what Blifs;
Arf. When Love does cure;

What we endure;

AJl three. And \Woﬁnds compleat our H'lppmefs 2
Pel. Then tell it in the Cyprian Groves,

Tell it all che laughing Loves :
Arf. While the- tuneful Quire plays,

While the tripping Satyrs bound ;.
" Fer. While they footh us with their Lays,

Whﬂe the Woods and Hills refound. Pel.
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Ir\ Grandcur a‘bove,
‘Altho’ we-endure |

~© . -Such Painfor a Cure,- -

U ’\Y’ho lwe in thc R\.alm of Lovc.

.

-4 fall CHO RUS ofall tbe Vozce;,? \

Tbm tell it in t/:e C yprran G?afve.r,
Tell it all the laughing Loves;
While. the tmzeful @gme playy,

While the tripping Satyrs bound ;
While they Jooth us with: their Ldy.r,

| - While the Woods and Hzll.r refoynd
We en‘vy not ]ove ‘

. In Grandenr aboves -
o Althd we endmre -
©Stch Pain for a Cure, -
Who live in the Realm of L O I7 E,
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