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PR E FA C E.

FE {HE Reputation of M TAsTAs10, Author of
. the following Drama, is too well eftablithed
in the learned World, to need any Apology for
giving the Publick a  Tranflation of Arzaxerxes, an
Opera performed and’ admired all over Eurgpe.  But
as the narrative Part of this Drama may feem too
barren of forcible Epithets, which, in reading or
{peaking, dignify the Stile, it may be neceflary to
give Mr. Dryden’s and Lord Lanfdown’s Sentiments
on the Occafion, which exaltly correfpond with,
thofe of our Author. Mr. Dryden fays,— ¢ That no
- Critic can juftly determine the Merit or Difficulty .of
writing a2 Poem for Mufic, till he has been frequently
- converfant ~ with fome fkilful Mufician, and ac-
quired, by Experience, a Knowledge of what is
~ rnoft proper for Mufical Expreflion :* And Lord Lan/~
down, in his Preface to the Bratifb Enchanters, ex-
claims againft that Species of Dramatic Dialogue,
which (inftead of being free, natural, and eafy, as
Converfation fhould be) is precife, or formal, argu-
‘mienting pro and roz, like Difputants in a School;
he farther asks the Queftion, ¢ Whether in Writing,
as in Drefs, it is not poffible to be, too exalt, too
frarch’d, and too formal?’ and concludes thus,—
¢ Pleafing Negligence many have feen; who ever faw
pleafing Formality ¢’ -
S A2 - Metaflafis,



P R EF A C E

Metafiafio, in his Diale@, feems to affe¢t Simpli=
city ; and from his great Experience in writing for
Mufie, has given the following Plan for the Poetry
of an Opera, viz. '

That the Fable, or Recitative, to which fixed
Mufical Sounds are adapted, fhould be fimple Dia-
lect; hard and diffonant Epithets "(though ever fo .
forcible in other Refpes) being deftructive to Mu-
fic, and, when fung, for the chief Part, unintelligible.
~—That the Similies be confin’d to the Songs ; ‘and
that the Words, which are to exprefs them, be as
fmooth and fonorous as poffible left the Compofer
be cramp’d in his Fancy, and the Singers rendered
incapable - of thewing their Skill, which chiefly con~ -
fifts in openly difplaying the Tones of their Voices,
or running executive Paffages. '

- 'The Tranflator of this Opera has no Mérit, but

from his Endeavour to follow the Author in all thefe
Particulars. He therefore fubmits this firft Attempt
of the kind to the Favour -and Indulgence of the @
Publick, not doubting that (if they confider the Dif~

“ficulty of writing under fuch. ReftriGions, the Ne-

ceflity of fometimes departing from the' Author, on
Account- of the different Idioms of our Language; -
and of leaving out many Beauties in the narrative
Part of the Drama, for the fake of Brevity;) they
will rather perufe it with an Eye of Favour than -

Severity. o B

" The



The ARG UMENT. °

Xerxes King of Perfia, having heen often difcomtited
by the Greeks, his Power began greatly to decline ; which
Artabanes, Commander of the Royal Guards, perceiving,
he entertained the Hopes of facrificing to his Ambition,
not only Xerxes, but all the Royal Family, and by that
Method to afcend the Throne of Perfia; for which
purpofe, availing himfelf of the Advantage which his
Familiarity and Friendfhip with the King gave him, he
entered, at dead of Night, the Apartment of Xerwes,
and.flew him. S o Co

He afterwards fo irritated the young Princes againit
one another, that Artaxerxes, one of the faid Princes,
caufed his Brothet Darius to_be {lain, believing him the
Parricide, by the artful Infinuations of Artabanes.

- Now nothing was wanting to compleat his treafonous
Defigns but the Death of Artaxerses; which Artabanes
having prepated, tho’ by various Accidents delayed,
(which furnifh the Epifodical Ornaments of this Drama,
he could not accomplith it, the Treafon being dif-
covered, and riaverses preferved : Which Difcovery
and Prefervation form the principal Action of the enfuing
Drama. Fuftin, Lib. 3. Cap. 1.

The Action is reprcfént‘ed in and near the Palace of
the Kings of Perfia, in the City of Sufa. :

DRA-



DRAMATIS PERSON Z.

ArTaxerxes, Prince and afterwards) '
King of Perfia ; Friend to ARBACES, ¢ Mr. Peretti.
and in Love with SEMIRA, :

ARTABANES, Gencralxﬁimo and Fa-)
‘vourite of the Royal Farnlly, Father Mr‘ Beard
to ARBACESs and SEMIRA

ARBACES, Friend of ARTAXERXES, '
r, ‘Tenduc .
in Love thh MANDANE, M o

RIMENES, a Gcncral of the Army, 14 ;
and Confident of ARTABANES, }Mr °M"ﬂ0‘"‘é‘-

MAN'DANE, Sifter to ARTAXERXES
in Love with ARBACES, ‘

’}fos Bé’eﬂf.‘- ‘
SeMIRA, Sifter to ARBACES, in Love] , . |
with ART AXERXES, }fos Thomas.

Nobles, Guards, and Attendinss.

The Dances by Mr. Poitier and Mr. Sodi.

ARTAX-
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ARTAXERXES

ACT I. SCENE L

An inner Garden 5e/ongmg to the Palace of
the King of PErs1a Moon-light.

MANDANE and ARBACES,

MANDANE.

STI’LL Silence reigns around, Sufpicion fleeps,

And unperceiv'd, you may efcape thefe Walls.

Arb. Adieu my Love ; O think on thy Arbaces.
Man.Yetftay,{fweet Youth,a few fhort Minutes ftay,
Arb. Ador’d Mandaﬂe ! {ee the Dawn appeaxs |

DUETTINO

FEair Aurora, priythee flay;
O retard unwelcome Day :
Think what Anguifb rends my Brm/i
Thus careffing, thus careff;
From the Idol of my Heart
Forc'd at thy approach. 1o part, 4 5
o rae



8 ARTAXERXES
Arb. Alas, thou know’ft that for my Love to thee,
The King, great Xerxes, thy too rigid Father,
Has banifh’d me the Palace ; thou’d he know,
“That in defiance of his ftern Command, . :
I have prefum’d to {cale this Garden Wall ; "
How little would a Lover’s Plea avail, -
When thou his Daughter, cou’dft not move his Pity.
. Man. Thy noble Father, mighty Artabanes,
Difpofes at his Will the Heart of Xerwes,” |
~ And the young Prince my Brother Artaxerxes,

_ -+ Brought up with thee in virtuous Emulation,

Honours thy Worth, and boafts thy valu’d Friendthip ;

Their Intereft may fofien his Refentment. ;
Arb. Weak are their Efforts, while his kingly Pride

Difdains to rank a Princefs with a Subject. o
Man. My Spirits fink, my Heart forgets to beat,

I have not Fortitude to bear thy Liis——-

~ And muft we part P—ther all good Angels guard thee,

“A'TR.

Adieu, thou lovely Youth,
Let Hope thy Fears remove 5
Preferve thy Faith and Truth,
But never-doubt my Love. [Exit.

'SCENE II.
Arb. O cruel parting ! ‘how can I furvive ?
Divided thus from all that’s fweet and fair, -

From her, for whom alone Llives—: -
o ’ Enter



ARTAXERXES g
Enter A‘RTABANE S, |

Art. Son, Arbaces,

Arb. My Father!

Art. Give me thy Sword.

Arb. Sir, I obey. -

Art. Here take thou mine.

Arb, ’Tis drench’d in Blood !

Art. Fly, hide it from all Eyes;
Xerxes the K.mg this darmg Arrn hath ﬂam

Arb. Forbid it Heav'n |

Art, O much lov'd Son! :
Thy Treatment was the Spur to my Revenge-——-—-—q
Fox thee 'm guilty.

Arb. Wou'd I had ne'’er been born.

Art. Let not weak Scruples thwart my great Deﬁgn
Perhaps Arbaces (hall be King of Pe7f .

Arb. T'm all Confuﬁon

Art. No more be gone.

Arb, O fatal Day—unhappy loft Arbaces.

A TR,

Amid a thoufiind racking Woes,
I pant, I tremble, and 1 feel,
Cold Blood from every Vein diftill, Lt
- And clog my ltz!)’riﬂg Heart. - [Exit.

, "I_/éeﬂszzzroneslﬁchq/Z', R
- Omived in | And O lament the Jatal Curfe; -
fentation. | Lhat he who gave me Life cow'd th:s

T rom Virtue's Laws depart.

SCENE



tc ARTAXERXES
SCENE IIL

ARTABANES Solus.
Be firm my Heart. In the Purfuit of Guilt,
- The firft Advance admits not a Retreat :
The Royal Blood, to the laft hateful drop,
Mutt then be thed. Confcience thy checks are vain—
The Prince appears,—now Art’s my only Refuge.

Enter ARTAxExES, RIMENES, and Guards.

Artax. Dear.drtabanes, glad I meet thee here;
Thy Prince demands thy Counfel,
Thy Royalty Revenge
Are. 1 tremble, Sir ‘ ,
This dire Injunction wants an Explanation. ;
Artax. Difaftrous Fate yonder my Father lies
Savagely murder’d! -
~drt. Ah! my ill-boding Fears!
Unfated thirft of Empire ! ‘
Alas l——will nothing but a Father's Blood,
- Allay thy Heat, and quench thy raging Fever |
Artax. Well T conceive--my faithlefs cruel Brother--
Darislym -
Artab. Who but he at dead of Night could penetrate
The Palace? Who approach the royal Bed ;
Nay more, his known Ambition ‘
* Artax. O, if here lives a Heart that calls me Friend,
Or feels Compaffion for his flaughter’d King,
Quick let him bring the Traitor to our Prefence.
Art. That welcome Tafk be mine——— ‘
Guards, follow me. -~~~ . [ Going.
‘ " Artax.




ARTAXERXES IL

Artax. Yet fay—
Darius is the Son of Xerxes.
Art. Who kills the Father, s no more a Son.

A TR,

Bebold ! on Lethe’s difinal Strand
Thy Father's troubled Spirit fland |
I/z bis Face what Grief profound !
See ke rolls bis baggard Lyes ;
Hark! Revenge I" Revenge be cries
And points to bis ffill bleeding Wound :
‘Obey the Call, revenge bis Deatb .
And calm bis Soul that gave thee Breath. [Exits

'S CENE IV.

ARTAXERXES gong; Enter SEMIRA,
Sem. Stay, Artaxerxes, ftay.
Artax. Adieu Semira. '
Sem. And doft thou fly me? go then, cruel Prince,
No more thall ll-tim’d Fondnefs importune thee.
Artax. Beauteous Semira, thould I longer ftay,
~ 'There’s fuch a {yren Sweetnefs in thy Voice,
"Twould lull me to forget my filial Dutv
. Sem. Away, ungrateful ‘ L
_ A TR,
Artax.  Fair Semira, lovely Maid,
Ceafe in pity to upbraid :
My opprefsd but conftant Heart::
Full fufficient are the Woes,
Which my cruel Stars impofes.
Heav'n alas ! bas done its part.  [Exit. -

B2  SCENBE




12 ARTAXERXES.
SCENE V.

Sem. 1 fear fome dread Difafter: fay, Rimenes
‘What means this ftrange Confufion in the Prince?

Rim. Xerxes is flain—— ‘

Sufpicion points the Finger at Darius;
And Artaxerxes bears a dreadful Conflict,
*Twixt filial Duty to revenge his Father,
And brotherly Compaffion for Darins.

Sem. O fatal Deed? th’ effe&t of wild Ambition ;
Heav'n knows if Artaxerxes Life be fafe.

Rim. Let Fate be bufy in deftruéive Slanghter,
‘We bleft with Love, and feated on the Shore,

Will view the deftin’d Shipwreck. -

Sem. Think not that Love can find a Place to enter,
When the {ad Heart’s furrounded with Misfortunpes ; -
Leave me, Rimenes, to my troubled Thoughts.

‘Rim. Your Web of Scorn is not fo clofely woven,
But I can fee between each {ybtle Thread,
Yet, born to Love, undaunted, I'l] purfue thee:
Since Hope infpires my Breaft, what you deny,
Ungtateful Maid! kind Fancy fhall fapply. '

| ' : AIR..
When real Foy we mifs,
*Tis fome degree of Blifs,

T enjsy tdeal Pleafure, .
And dream of bidden Treafure,

- The Soldier dreams of Wars,
And conguers without Scars;
The Sailor in bis Sleep,

- With fafety ploughs the Deep s

8o



ARTAXERXES 1y

S 1, z‘bro Fd?zczes Aid,

Enjoy my beav'nly Maid, .

And blef} with thee and Love, :
- Am greater far than Jove. . - [Exit.

$ C E N E VL

. SemiraA Sola
. Ye Gods, Protettors of the Perfian Empire,

- Preferve my Artaxerses——=Yet he bleft—
Semira’s State is wretched : Xerxes Dead,

This Prince will mount the Throne;
Beloy’d by me, and rais'd above my Hopes, -
The Hand which he intreated, when a Subject,
When Sovereign of Perfia he'll dlfdam.

AIR

How /de is my Fate, -
How defp’rate my State,
When Virtue and Honour excite
To fuffer difirefs,
: - Contented to blefs, ,
The okject in whom I delight,

Yot *midft all the Wees, -

My Soul undergoes,
Thro' Virtue's too rigid Decrees

Tl feorn to complain, -

If the force of my Pain- |
Awaken bis Pity for me. ~*  [Exit.

.. SCENE



14 ARTAXERZXES.
SCEN E VIL The Paiace.

Enfer MANDANE

Where do I fly 2=——Ah, haplefs Mald‘
Thus, in one fatal inftant,
To lofe a Brother, Fathcr, and a Lover'

Em‘é’r',‘AR’I‘A_XERXES.

Artax. Alas, Mandane! .
Man. Does Darius live ?
Or are thy guilty Hands
Imbru’d in Brother’s Blood ?™ .

Artax. Fain wow'd I thun that Deed, . :
Which to prevent, I've fearch’d thloughout the Palace,
For Artabanes and Daripsmem—

But all in vain.

Man. See Artabanes comes. .

SCENE VIII

Em‘er_;A.RTA BANES,

Artax, My Friend !
Art. 1 {ought you, Sir
Artax, Ha! {peak, explain.
Art. Your Father’s Death’s reveng'd, -
Darius ﬂam, and Artaxerxes now.
Is Perfia's King,
Artax. O Gods!
Man. O.dire Misfortune?
+ Art. Why that deep Slgh my nge’ it twas your
~ Command. ‘

All is accompliﬂ_u’d‘

- Artax.



ARTAXERXES 13
" Artax. Alas! ’tis true, the Guilt is only mine, :
Art. What Guilt, my Sovereign? :
"Twhs merely Juftice to your murdcr d Father.
Take Comfort, Sir; "~

And think, that in Darius Death,
A wicked bloody Parricide is punifh’d:

S CENE IX
Enfer SEMIRA, -

Sem., O Artaxerxes! -

Artax. Say, fair Semira, why thls {feeming Joy
- Sem. Darius is not guilty of the- Muxder
- Man. What do I hear?

Artax. U'm ftruck with double Honor

Sem. Th’ Aflaffin is fecur’d. '

Artax. O quick, proceed..: -

Sem. Your watchful Centmels When he had leap'd
The Garden Wall, ¢’ertook him as he fled, :
His deep Confufion, palid Countenance,

And Sword yet recking with the crimfon Blood,
Strongly proclaim him guilty.

Artax: But the Name? .

~ Sem. At my Requcﬁ to know it,
. Al hung their Heads in filence.

Art. Alas, it is my Son. . [z‘d/ldf‘.
Artax. Muft Artaxerses then afcend the Thxonc
Diftain’d with Brother’s Blood ?—— ‘ '
O, I hall never tafte of Peace again.
%cl bring this Traitor ; that unbounded Ragc

May execute the Venoeance he defer vEs—
: - I‘Iﬂsd,

Sk
\



16 ARTAXERXES
Hold, Artabanes ";dear. Mandane, ftay——
Semira, leave me not in this Diftrefs,——
Where is my Friend Arbaces?

Artab. He was forbid the Court by Royal Xerwes,
For his prefumptuous Love of fair Mandane.

Artax. Fly, bring him to my Arms —~——1 here

abfolve him. .

'SCENE X
Em‘er R.IMI:NES with AR® A CEs Prifoner.

Rim. Who in this Royal Prefence would beheve
Arbaces to be guilty ?
Artab. How |
Artax. My Friend I
Artab. My Son!
~ Sem. My Brother ! :
Man. Oh, ye Gods ! my Lover!
Artax. Wou'd in the Pangs of Death I'd met my
Friend,
Rather than thus in Fetters like a TlaltOI'.
~Arb. I'm innocent.
Artax. O, meke but that appear,
- And doubly "twill endear thee to my Love.
Arb. 1am not guilty, that’s my only Plea.
Artab, This prudent Caution anfwers to my With.
, [ Afides
*Mun. But your Refentment gam(’c the ng-————~
Arb.-Was juft, : ‘
Artax. Didft thou not fiy:
Arb. 1 did.
Man. This thy Referve--—-—-
.drb Is requlﬁte

| Hrmkg‘



ARTAXERXES. 17

ﬁrttzx ‘And thy downscaft Confuﬁon-—-—« o
Arb. Is fuited to th’ Occaﬁon '

Rim. This bloody Sword [Sbefwzﬂvr iz,
Arb. Was in the Scabbard, when you took me
} Prifoner.’
Artab. And can’ft thou yet deny the cruel Deed:?
Arb. Great Sir, T ftill affert my Innocence.
Artab. Audacious Boy | thus obftinate in I,

- Thy Sight’s my Torment, and this Deed my Shame,
Arb. And does my Father join in my Def’:rué’uonP

ATR., ,
Artab, Thy Father | away, I renounce the [oft C,Vazm ;
T bou Jpot on-my, Honour, thou blaft to my Fame,
Let Suftice the Traitor to puni/bment bring ;
HisFather belg ,wbmbemm -der’dbisKing. LEMt.

§'CE N E XI

.dré Ye cruel Gods, what Cume haveI commxttfdz
To draw relentlefs Vengeance on my Head e
Semira’! Sxﬁ:erl hear me with Compaﬁwn.

. .“1\ | A I R
Sem, Acgmt thee of this foul Offence,
Return with fpotlefs Innocence
Then fball my baplefs Brother fee, :
- That never Stfter lov'd like me. [Exity

SCENE XII

Aré Appeaxance, I muft own, is ftrong agamf’c me;’
But Truth is on my fide~——I'm innocent.. v
, C . Artax,




i ARTAXERXES |
Artax. Pray Heav'n thou may’ft ; but t111 thc Law

. dcc:1de, ‘
You muf’c remain a Prlfoner Y : [Exzz‘
Arb. Ah, dear Rimenes, pity my hard Fate,——
My Friend!

"Rim. I am no Txaxtors Fncnd-—--——-Adxcu, [Exzz‘-

SCENL XIIL.

Arb Beauteous Mandane, turn at leaft and hear te.
+ Man., Away! you fuein vain. . [Going:
Arb. O flay, I charge thcc—--«

Think on thy former Love.
© Man. *Tis turn’d to Hate.

< Arb. ‘And you believe me guilty ¥
Man I am convinc’'d.’

AIR

Arb. O fo0 loruely foo unkind,
If my Lips no credit ﬁnd :
Pierce my Breaft; my Heart Jhall prove
Strong in Virtue, firm in Love ; :-
- Guiltlefs, wretched,- left forlorn;
And worfe z‘hmz murder d by the Scorn.
' [Emt guardcd

SCENE XIV

MA NDANE Sola

* Recitative accompmzzed
" Dear and beloved Shade of my dead Fathcr, :
Thee I invoke to fpirit up iny: Rage, - :
Le(’c fond Credulity too fr omrly plead

o o And



ARTAXERXES 19
And turn my Purpofe from a juft revenge ; :
For, Oh, I feel the Tyrant Love within,

He rends my Breaft, he ftruggles for Ardaces ;
Help me, kind Gods, to tear away his Image.

"AIR.

Fly, foft Ideas, fiy ;
That neither Tear nor Sigh,

- My Virtue may betray :
Nature's great Ca]/
That governs all,

A Dzzzzg/ixfer muft obey.

Alas, my Soul denies,
To hear Revenge's Cries;
Dare not fo;zd Heart,
To take bis Part, '

But drzfue bis Form away, [E;(it_.

The End of the Firft Aét, .

Ca ACT



20 ARTAXERXES

The Royal Apartments.
Enter ARTAXBRXES and A i; TABANES,

ARTARERXES,
‘ UARDS, fpeed ve to the Tower,
¥ And inftantly condu@® rdaces to me.
drtab. Good my Lord, .
Think not the partial Fondnefs of a Father
Has urg’d this Council. :
_Artax, Noj ’tis Jultice dictates;
‘He liil perfifts that he is innocent, ”
~ And his fair Truth was ne’er *till now fufpe@ed :
T will withdrawme— b
- 0, reconcile the Safety of your Son, |
- With your King’s Peace, and th"Honour of his Throne.

.. AIR.,
Iz Infancy, our Hopes and Fears,
Were to each other known .
And Eriendbip in our riper Years,
. Has twin'd our Hearts in one.
O clear-bim then from this Offence,
Thy Love, thy Duty prove;
Reftore bim with that dnnocence, e
- Whbich firf infpir'd my Love. [Exit.
‘ SCENE |
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SCENE  IL ‘
Artab. So far my great Refolve fucceeds. .
Approach, Arbaces. - Lo
- Eunter ARBACES and Guards.
And you his Guards, in the next Chamber, wait
- , [ Bxeynt Guards,
Arb, My Father! '
Artab, Ever watchful to preferve thee,
T artfully have gain’d from Artaxerses, '
The Liberty to queftion thee : ‘ _
Take then this fortunate OCcaﬁQn, ‘ o
And by a fecret Way, which 1 will thew thee,
Delude the Guards, and fly, - ' .
Arb. Sir, my Efcape .
Wou'd rife in Evidence to prove me guilty.

Artab. *Tis Folly all!l T give thee Liberty ;
From the King’s Wrath I foatch thee; and, perhaps,
The publick Voice thall call thee to the Throne.

Arb., What faid youw, Sir? o

Artab. Long have you known,’ L

The People’s hatred to the Royal Blood

Away, , v B
- 'The Sight of you will fire the mutnoss Troops ;
Whofe Leaders to your Intereft are fworn.

Arb, .1 tarn a Rebel ! Horror’s in the Thought—
Your Pardon, Sir;~Is this 2 Father’s Counfel?
Guards, enter quick, bring me again my Chains—.
Condud@ me to my Prifon. -

Artab. 1 burn with Rage. . -~ o ‘

- Arb.Yetcalm thisTranfport-<think onmy Afliction--

Sir—Father-—turn—O grant one kind Adieu.
.. Artab. Unworthy Boy! I'm deaf t6 thy Requett.
o | : ’ A TR,



ae'ARTAX'RXEs
CAIR.
Arb,  Difdainful you fly me,

In Anger exclaim ;
All Comfort deny me,
Asnd murder my Fame.

No Grief can the Heart
To Pity incline,
- That bears not a parz‘
. In Serrow like mine.

Nature's tender Plea is vain ;
Welcome then my Chains again,

'O Rigour unijuft!
O Counfel accurfp!
Ambition {ll-plac’d ;

- My Virtue dygraca'
The Pains T endure,
Death an{y can cure. -

‘ D/ﬁ{aﬂgﬁd you fly me‘
- In Anger esclaim ;
All Comfort deny me,
- And 'mzérder my Fame, .

No Grze/‘ can the Heart,
To Pity incline

That bears not a Parz‘
In Sorrow Like mine.

Nature's tender Plea is vain; =

Welcome then my Chains again, =~ o
| [Exxt with the Guards

- S CE N E



ARTAXERXES. 23

S CENE IL
Entér RIMENES.

Rim. Why, my dear Friend, {o penfive, {o ina&ive?
"Artab, My wayward Son, that Bar to my Ambition,
: At once rejects both leerty and Crown.

“Rim. Let usaway, and force him from the Tower.

Artab. The prefent Time may better be employ d,
If Artaxerxes perith by cur Hands, ~
- Let not my Friénd betray me.

Rim. I, my Lord ! ~
‘Forbid it, Gratirude ! my abjet State
Caft me below the Notice of Mankind,
*Till your great Pow’r exalted me to Honour

Artab. Small Recompence for thy. good Services :
But fhould kind Fortune fmile on. this Attempt,

" . Then judge if Artabanes loves: his Friend.

Rim. My Hand, my Heart,are' guided by your Will..
Artab. 1 have obferv'd thy Paflion for Semira
Spare thy Confuﬁon ; and let this great Inflance
Prove my Efteem———3Semira {hall be thiné:
Rim:Thanks, gracious Sir—my Joyis patt Expreffon.
Artab. Come hlther, Daughtcr .. [Seeing Semira.

S C E N E IV
Em‘er SEMIRA

'fn this valiant Chief, =~ o
Behold thy Lord and Husband.
Sem., Cruel Sound !

t -



s ARTAXERXEGS
O Sir refle@——1Is this a time for Nuptials,

| When my unhappy Brother
T Artab, Peace, DO, MOTE,memmm——

*Tis my Conxmagd——;eply not, but Qbe}’-A [ Exit,

s ‘ci:'N E V.

Sem. 1 tremble-—-—hear me, er—-—-O 1f you love me,
Prevent this Marriage. |
" Rini. Sure Semira mocks me? ”
Sen. Tho', by Conftraint, youfeize myhelplcszand
My Heart difdains the brutal Violence.
. Rim. Give me thy: Bcauty, and referve thy Hcart,
 Thou Leep ft thc Worﬁ I gam the better part, -

“ATR.

T f gb and camplam,
Ak 1.difdnin;

, Com‘ented my Wifh to evg/ay
I Jeorn to refle?,.

, On.a Lady’s Negle[?

or barter my Peace for a r.Toy

T Love ds in War,
]laugb ‘ot @ Scar;
And if my proud Enemy yieldy
- Tbe oy that remains,
 Is 2o lead ber in Cbczms,
- dnd glean the ncb Spozls of z‘/ve er}d [Exit,

SCENE
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SCENE VI

~ Sem. How ‘many Links to dire Misfortune’s Chain,
Are woven in one Day! |
| . Enter MAND ANE,
Stay, dear Mandaone——— ‘
Why this hafte ? e
Man. I attend the Council, 7 . *
Sem. T'll too attend if ought within my Pow’r,
May belp my Brother. - o
Man, Our Views are diff'rent; thou defirt to
fave him ; o , :

I feek his Death,

Sem. Is this a Language for Arbaces’ Lover ?
Man. 1t well becomes the Daughter of dead Xerwes,.
Sem. Away, thou cruel Maid !
Enforce his Crime, and urge his fpeedy Death,
But firft prepare your Heart, and quite erace
The foft Remembrance of your formér Paffion,
The tender Hopes and Fears, warm Vows of Truth,
Fond Sighs exchang’d, and, laft, the fweet Idea
Of that dear Form, which firft infpird your Love,
Man. Ah barbarous Semira ! thus to wake
My guilty Pity ; Rebel to my Dury,

AIR.

Af der the cruel Tyrant Live, -
A Congueft T believ’'d ;
The flatt'ring Ervor ceafe to prove,
O Jet me be deceiv'd, , ;
- ' D - - Lorbear .
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Forbear to fan the gentle Flame,
- Which Love did firft create,
What was my Pride ts now my Shame ;
And muft be turn’d to Hate,

Then call not to my wav'ring Mind,
The Weaknefs of my Heart;

Which, ab! I feel too much inclin'd, :
To take the Traitor's Part. [Exit,

SCENE VIL

SEmiIrA Sola.
Which fatal Evil thall T firft oppofe ?

My Princefs, Brother, this detefted Lover,
The King, my Father, all are Enemies ;
And each attacks me in fome tender Part :

- ‘While I exert my Pow’r againft the cone,

_ The others rufh on my defencelefs Breaft,

| - AIR.
If the River's foelling Waves,
- Overflow their ufual Bed;

' Scarce b affrighted Peafanr faves,
Erom the Flovd bis bomely Shed,,

- Twd ke ffop one open Shore, |
‘ Where the Waters Jwifily glide,
In an bundred Places more, = =~~~
Rufhes in tb' impetuous Tide. - [Exit.

" SCENE
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S CENE VIL

A Hall of quczl Council with a T/Jrane, Seats on the
Sides for the Grandees of the Kingdom, a_fmall Table
and Chair on the right Hand of the Throne, Artax-
erxes, preceded by Guards, afterwards by the Nobles,
jol[o'w’d by Mandane, Semxra, Artabanes and
‘Rimenes. : '

Artax. Ye folxd Pillars of tbe Pe;j' han Empire,
“Behold me fated to fuftain the Cares
Of my paternal Throne, and much I'm griev'd
"That my lov’d Father’s Death, fo heavy lies
" Denies this Accafation; let the Father, '
Whofe Virtues have endear'd him to our Favour,
Be the Son’s Judge to caft him or acquxt him;
In him is vefted eIl our regal Pow’r,

Man. In him? does Friendfhip fo prevail o’er Daty ?
Artas. Not{o, Mandane, for his loyal Father
Has double Reafon for Severity: :

T ought to vindicate the Death of Xerwes)

But if Arbaces be the. Criminal, ,

His Father, with more Rigour, will revenge
His Monarch’s Death, and his own publlc Shame.

"Artab. Ah, Sir, what Tryal !

. Artax. W01thy of thy Virtue

If any think me partial, let him fpeak
Rim. This Silence is a gen'ral Approbanon
- Sein, My Brother comes “ i
D2 © Man,
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Maon. Ah me! , v
Artax. Give your Attention.
S [ Afcends the Throne, the Grandees it
Man, (afide.) Now Prudence guide the Reins of .
'  my Affeétion. o Ct
Ceafe, buly Heart, to flutter in my Breaft.

o C 7 ‘ ’ e . ‘
7 8CENE IX
s oy (;f\..o :

e R T S

ArBACES in Chains; guarded. - .

5 Ak Am 1 fo miséh'the hatrediof all Perfia,
“'That it unites to witnefs my Misfortune ? -
"My Sovercign N
Artax. O,Arézzges, call me Friend ; S

- For till thy Crime is prov'd, that Title’s mine, -
But, as a Name fo.tender ill becomes

Th’ impartial Judge, thy moft unhappy Caufe
1 have aflign’d to worthy Artabanes,” o
. Arb. My Father Judge? o

- Artax. Yes, he, c ‘

Arb. I'm chill’d with Horror, - -+ .

- drtab. Arbaces, in this Prefence thou appeat’ft
To be the Murderer of Royal Xerwes : S
The Circumftances urg’d are. thefe~— o
That thou haft entertain’d prefumptuous Love .
Of this moft henour'd Princefs; . .

For which, by, Xerxes banifh’d. from the Court,
" You fought Revenge, and found it in his.Death.

ArbNay more,thebloody Sword,theTime,thePlace,

And Flight, confpire to fix the Guilt on me,
And yet my Heart is free ;—I'm Innocent, -

‘
7

Artab,
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- Artab. Demonftrate that, and {o appeafe the Wrath
- Of this offended Princefs,
¢ Arb. Ah! forbear ;
If you would have me thh a ﬂcady Mind,
Support my Sufferings ; make not th’ Afaule
In fuch a tender Part.—Barbarous Father L
Ariab. Rath young Man, be filent,wm—
Confider where thou art, and who atiends thee,
' Man. Be fhill, my beating Heart. — [4jide.
Artax. But this thy Cnmc, -
1 Requires Defence, or a fincere Repentqnce ‘
_Arb. My King, Lfind no Crime to be defended,
Nor motive for Repentance; that’s my Anfwer. .
U Artab. O, filial Love!l - [Afde.
Man. Whetler hc plead ar-not, Ce e
He equally is guilty.—Where is Jultice ?
Is this the Father that fhould vindicate,
His murder'd King, and his'own pubhc Shame ?
.. Arb. Cruel Mandane! does thy Voice condemn me?
Man. Bear up, my Heart. . [ Afide.
- Artab. Your juft Refentment, Princefs ? :
Spurs on my lazy Virtue.
Let Perfia then, in Artabanes Rigour.’ -,
Record hxs_]uf’uce and his Loyalty.~ [Takes the Pm, ~
My Son I here comdemn [Signs.] Aréacea dies.
Man, Oh Gods b .
Artax. Sufpend a while, the rafh Decree - .
' [Artabanes 7ifes, and gives the Paperf :
fo Artaxerxes. \
.Arz‘ab DTJs fign’d, my Liege emm-] have falhlr d my
ut 0
Artax. Unn};

.Y DN e ,
e f/ oy e

Omitted In the Reprefentation,
A,
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Sem. O inhuman Father !
Man. Alas, my Teats betray me,
Arb. Weeps Mandane,

In pity of my cruel Deftiny ?

Man. Pleafure may ftart a Tear, as well as ereﬁ-
Artab. Now I have finifl’d the ftern Judge’s Part,

Permit, O King, the Feelings of a Father.

Pardon, 'my Sen, th’ Effe& of Tyraot Duty 3

Suffer with Pmence, and remember this,

The worft of ev’ry Evil is the Fear, '
Arb. My Patience, Sir, begins at laft to leave me:
(In View o'th” Worl d, to find myfelf expos'd

> ‘A feemmg guilty Object; all my Hopes

24 Catoff i'tly’ Bloom the Morn of Life my End;

O |'Hated by Perfﬁ, by my King, .
(And her whom I adore : to know that you,

- Barbarous Father,—-—(Ah I lofe myfelf!)

Adieu. [ Going:
 Artab. 1 freeze, o _ [Aﬁde.,
Man. I die. | : '
Arb. Stay, rath dréaces ! | [Returning.

Where wou'd’(t thou go? Ah, Sir, forgive your Son ;'
Behold me at your Feet.
. Excufe the Tlaniports of my frantick Grief;
Shed all my Blood, ’tis, yours,~—TI'll not complain s
But kifs the honour'd Hand that fign’ d my Death..
Artab. Enough, O rife
Thou haft but too much Reafon to lament: .
But know—(O Gods !—take one Embrace, and part.

AIR.
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ATIR.
- Atb. By that belov'd Embrace,
' By this my fond Adieu,
- Deplore my haplefs Gafe,
Condemn'd, alas! by you.
Appeafe my Love, my Truth commend,
Yourfelf preferve, my King dqfe;zd
My Sentence I obey,
To filial Duty true ;

And Jearce bave Pow'r fo /}zy :

A lang and loft ddien! [Eut, gumded

SCENE X.

Man. Ah me! at poor Arbaces partmg,
1 feel the Stroke of Death, ‘
Artab. 1 hope; Mandane’s Wrath will now fubfide ;
"For I have facrificd my only Son,
To {atisfy her Vengéance.
Man, Savage,, N0 MOrg—m— ~
Avoid my Prefence ; dare not to view the Li ght
" Of Sun or Stars ; - but hide thy cruel Head
Within the deepeft Bowels of the Earth.
Artab, Is then my Virtug-—e -
Mun. Silence, Inhuman ! :
Artab. Did not Mandane's Rage, excite my juf’ace P
 Man. The Daughter ought to dexcate the Father ;
'But thou, a Fathcr, thow'dft have ﬁv’d thy Son.

ATIR,
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- A'TR,

Monfler, away!
From chearful Day;
To the gloomy Defart fy :
Patbs explore, '
-~ Where Lions roar,
And devouring Tygers e,
Tho' for Food,
They wade in Blood,
Al to fave their Young agree :
Ev'ry Creature, o
- Fierce by Nature, .
Harmlefs 15 compar'd to thee. [Exit.

SCENE XL

- drsax. See, lov'd Semiral

. How Heav'n confpires the Ruin of Arbaces.

Sers. Inhuman Tyrant!

" You firfk deftroy your Friend, -

And then bewail him. ' o .
Artax. 1, to thy Father’s Will, his Life comtnitted ;

How was I then a Tyrant? ' S

- All Perfia knows my Friendfhip for Arbaces,

And faithful Love to thee. ‘ ‘

© Sem. Ithought you once

A tender Lover and a gen'rous Friend ;

But in one Inftant you have. prov’d yourfelf S

In Friendthip falfe, and treacherous in Love. [ Exit: .

SCENE.
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'8 CENE XIL

Artax. O A?m{:m}es‘? S
_Artab. Lament not, Sir, but leave Complaints to me3
1 am the moft unhappy of Mankind.

Artax. Thy Woe muit needs be great,

‘When mine is infupportables [ Exits

s ¢ E N E XIL
 ArTAaBANESs Solus
| - Recitarive accompanied.
At length my Soul has room t'indulge its Grigfssa
‘What racking Thoughts furround the guilty Breaft—s
O my dear Son, forgive the piercing Woes,
‘Which my foul Deeds infli¢t upon thy Youth
1 come to fave thee from the. Jaws of Death,
And pay thy Virtues with a kingly Throne.
o AIR
Thou, like the glorious Sun, -
Thy fplendid Courfe fbalt run i
. What tho' the Night
Objfeure bis Light, '
When priforn’d im the Wefi 5
The Day returns,
- Again be burns,

The God of Day confefls o ‘[Eﬁfh
' ",Z}{‘w End of the Second 4. |
| B AcCT
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e
"ACT IU. SCENGE I
| A Prifon.

'ARBACES 7 a melancholy Pofture,

ARIETTA.

HY is Death_for ever late,
 To conclude a Wretch's Woe
Thofe who live in happy State,

Feel too foon th untimely Rlow.

Enter AR TAXERXES,

Artax. Arbaces!
~ Arb. Gracious Heav’n what’s this T fee!

" Does royal Artaxerxes deign to vifit ‘
‘The Wretch Arbaces, in this horrid Gloom ! ~
Artax. Pity and Friendfhip brought me here to-

, fave thee. o :
Arb. To fave me? A
. Ariax. Yes. That fecret Paflage leads
To Life and Liberty; then quickly Ay s
Remember Artaxerxcs, and be happy. .
~ Arb. Your pardon, Sir, the World clteems e
L guilty- *
Then let me die ; your Honour, Sir, requires it,
Happy my Exit, having once preferv'd |
My Sov'reign’s Life, and now his fpotlefs Honour.
Artax. Such noble Sentiments can ne’er proceed
From guilty Minds——Belov’d Arduces fy—

As
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‘As Friend I beg thee to preferve thyfelf;
But if that fails~——as Sov’reign I command thee,
Arb. In Gratitude to thy exalted Friendthip,
T'll quit this Scene of Horror and Defpair.
But oh! thus exil’d, I thall only fly,
Reftlefs to tread the Paths of Mifery.
S  AIR.
Water parted from the Sea,
May increafe the River’s Tide;
- Do the bubbling Fount may flee,
Or thro’ fertile Valleys glide :
Yet in fearch of lofi Repofe,
Doom’d, like me, forlorn to roam,
821l it snurmurs as it flows, '
© Till 3¢ reach its native home. [Exit.

SCENE II

ARTAXERXES Solus.
That Front, fecure in confcious Innocence,
Defies the Charge of Guilt: AfliGion’s Veil
. Can pever quite eclipfe the inward Light,
“T'hat from a noble Soul darts forth its Rays,
When in the Countenance the Heart is feen.
‘ ' » ATR. '
- The’ oft a Cloud, with envious Shade,
. Conceals the Face of Day;
The Sun is f1ill in Flames arrayd
His Beams immortal not decay'd :
Soon the gloomy Veil retires ;
He darts each pow'rful ‘Ray, | .
- And Light and Heat expires, [Exit.
E 2 \ SCENE



36 ARTAXERZXES,
SCENE I

. Enter ARTABANES with a Train of Confpirators,
My Son, Arbaces—where art thou retir'd p——
Eure he (hou'd hear my Voice—what ho— A4rbaces/—,
O Feav'n [—Guards watch the Entrance of the Prifon,
Till I can find my Son, . [BEaa,

Enter RiMENEs,
Rim. Not yet arriv'd l—— o
Bir, Artabanes le— = - o [Exit,

Re-enter ARTABANES,

Artab. O unhappy Father !
My Son I feek in vain—my Blood grows chill ;
{ fear—I doubt—perhaps inm— - ;

Re-enter R1MENES,

Rim. Artabanes !
Artab. Where is-Arbaces?
Rim. Is he not with you? -
- Artab. Q cruet Gods ! th’ Unfortunate has perifh’d,
Rim. Sufpicion always borders on Extreams ;
And might not Artaxerses or Mandane, ‘
_The Friend or Lover, have procur’d his Flight?
“What ftrange Delay is this }—Iet's to our Tafk;
Behold the Way that leads us to'the Palace.
rtab. And what great Enterprife thall 1 accomplith,
My Son being loft ? S
P : Rim.
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Rim. What, have you then, for nought,
Secur'd the Royal Guards, and 1, the Troops?
Determine, Sirs this inftant, Arzaxerxes
Prepares to take the Coronation Oath ;
The facred Cup is by your Order poifon'd :
 And fhall we then fo bafely——-
Artab. O my Friend!
Arbaces loft, for whom fhow'd I engage? | ..
Rim. Thy Son Arbaces, from thy Hand expets
The Throne, if living; ‘and if dead, Revenge.
Artab. That, that alone recalls my fleeting Spirit:
‘Lead on, kind Friend ; my Fate depends on thee.
Rim. T1l lead thee on to joyful Victory.

A IR,

O Jet the Danger of @ Son, .~
Excite vindictive Ire; -~ -
" The Profpest of a Kingdom won,
- Showd light Ambition’s Fire,

To wounded Minds, Revenge is baim,
With Vigour they engage ;

And Jacrifice a pleafing Calm, v o
To a more pleafing Rage., - - [Exits

. SCENE
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. s'c .E.N'E v, |
N A;;A?Bms Solus
- R‘ecz'mtz'«ue zéc;b;;zpzz(zied.

Ye adverfe Gods! y’ave found the only way
To quell my vaft Ambition s perplexing‘Doubt,g e
Whether my Son yet lives, -awakens F ear ; '
And the dire Image of Defpair ftarts up, =~
Unnerves my Arm;, ‘and checks my daring Soy], -

ATIR.

O, much lov'd Son, if Death
Has floln thy vital Breath,
Tl fhare thy baplefs Fate
But &erthe Dagger dyinks 7y-Bloed,
A murder'd King, Lethe’s Flood,
 The Tidings fpall relate, :

Bid Charon ceafe from Toff,
And reft upon bis Oar, =~
"Till T atiain the bappy Soil,

- Where we fal] part no more, | [Exit.

" SCENE
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AIR. .

*Tis not {rue, that in ‘au‘r'Grz'ef, e
Others weeping in Diftrefs, .
To our Troubles bring Relief,
Making each Misfortune lef;.
No, when fore opprefi'd by Fate,
Better ’tis to figh alone,
- Than fupport a double Weight, =~ . .
Other’s Sorrotis, and our own.” - [Exit.
" SCENE VI
. ~ Enter ARB A:CES. o
- rb.Nor here my fearching Eyes can find Mandane,
Fain wouw'd my Heart, before eternal 7
Indulge its Fondnefs with a lat Adiei
Perhaps, this Way—but whither do
Rath Man——O0-heav'nly Pow’rs be
My Spirits fail me—=yet I'll fpeak— Man.

Enter MaAND ANE,
Man. Ye Pow’rs| Arbaces! and at Liberty
“Arb, A friendly Hand unlock’d my crue] Fe
- Man. Ah! fly begone. S
- Arb. How can I part, for-ever; from fuch Beauty
Man. Perfidious Traitor! what wou’dft thou with me:
Arb, Am I no longer dear to my Mandarne 2 _
- Man. Thou art. become the Objeét of my Hate,
- Arb. Barbarous Maid! my Death fhall end thy Scorn. -
Ifly to meet my Fate—Adieu—for ever. [ Going.
A | F ' : Man,
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Man. Hear me, Arbaces,

Ard. Ha! what Torture niore ?
Man. 1 cannot fpeak

Arb. O Heavnl

Man: Fly, fave thyfelf,

. Arb. What means my Puncefs
Pity

-~ Man. Does not aufe from Love-—-but ﬂy-—-—and live,

\ DUE TTO.
‘Ath.  For thee I Live, ny Dearg/i ;
= - But if T meet Difdain,

For thee, my Dear, Tl dse.
Man. - How /aw[y thou appeareft,
My Blufbes will excplain,
L can no more reply.
Arb.  Then bear me.
Man, No.
Arb.  Thoy arfe——.. SRR
Man. -Divide not thus. ﬂzy Hmn‘
- Leave me——In Pzi_} &
Both.” % Gods that torure Jo,
Some timel Refpite fend,
\ When wzl yaur ngozzr end ¢

;' EEa : . [Exeunt, defereﬁt Wayc
: s CEN'E  VIIL

?-—-thxs retulnm g

| : A Tem;:le, cmd T/arone wztla -a Crown. amz’ Scepter 5

- the Image of the Sun, with-a lighted Altar.,
AR’I‘AXER'XLS, AR’I‘A:BANES, Nobles, &c

Artax. To ‘you, my People; tnuch belov’d I oﬂ%r \
‘:Myfe]f not lefs a.F ather rah«an a ng

Your_ '-
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Your native Rights, your Cuﬁoms, and }om Laws,
With jealous Care I ever will maintain,
And raife up Treafure in‘my Péople’s Hearts
Artab. Here is'the facred Cup—
Your folemn Oath muft bind the ]af’tmg Tye ;
Fulfil th’ accuftom’d thcs——-—~and dunk thy Death.

[Af Gde.
Rc‘czz‘dz‘zve accompamed

Artasx. Refplendent God ! by whom fwect Afpnl
blooms,
Thou genial Beam, that warms us and qnlxghtens,
Look awfal down : and if my treacherous Lips
Have utter’d Falthood, may this wholefome Draught
Change, as it pafles, idto deadly Poifon.

SCENEIX;

Enter S & MIR A baftily-
~ 8em.Fly quick, my Liege; thoufands of rebel Troops
Surround the Palace, by Rimenes led ; :
Your Death is plotted, and your Guards corrupted
Artax. O Gods !
- “drtab. What fear you, Sir? my ﬁncrle Prefence
Shall quell this ‘Tumult, and protect my Kmo
Artax. Away, my Friend, to V:&ory or. Death.

[szrg
SCENE X. .

Enter MANDANT

Man. Hold, Brother, the rebel lligus Créw are ﬁed
Artax. Say how Mandane 2 .

Man. Led by:falfe Rimenes, . '
They forc’d the Gates, and enter d, when Aréaws
S - A Dcap’trtm;r
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Departing to eternal Banithment,
His fingle Breaft oppos’d, and fwore to die :
In his great Mafter’s Caufe : All dropp’d their Arms
 Except that daring Rebel at their Head,
On him Arbaces like a Lion flew,
Clove thro’ his Helmet, flew him, and rcvengcd thee.
- Artax. Where’s my Preferver---bring him to my
Arms? . . [Exit Qfficers, with Guards,
e murder Xerxes! Impious Suppofition !
Man. My Heart refpires! |
~Sem. O loyal Brother!

Man. Valour fupprefs d now .fprmgs agam to Glory: :
. AIR.

The Soldier, tir'd of War's Alarms,
Forfwears the clang of koftile Arms,
" And feorns the Spear and Shield ;

- But if the brazen. Trumpet found,
He burns with Cozzgue/i‘ to be crown’d,
- And dares agam the erld ’

SCENE the Laff.

“Enter ARTABANES and ARBACES

b, Behold my King, Arbaces at thy Feet.

Artax. O fill my Friend! come to my grateful
’ Breaft.:

- Man, Yet that my Brother may with better Gracc:
Reward this Deed, and - fatlsfy the People, -
Some Reafon give us for the bloody Sword, -
- Thy tiw’rous Flight, and all that wak’d Sufplcxon

Arb,
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Arb. If Deeds, not Words, proclaim a loyal Heart,
Permit me to be filent——I am innocent. ‘
Artax. Confirm it with a folemn Imprccatlon,
And of a Truth, as Perfia’s Law prefcribes,
- That Veffel drain’d fhall be the facred Pledge
Arb. 1 am prepar’d.
Artab O cruelGods ! if my Son drinks he’s poxfon d

» Reczfczz.‘we accampamed. :

Arb. Refplendent God, by whom fweetdpml blooms,,
Thou geneal Beam that warms us and enlightens!

Artab. (afide.) O wretched Father !

Arb. If my treach’rous Lips, :
- Have. utter’d Falthood, may this Wholfomc Draught,
- Change, asit paffes into

Artab. Hold, ’tis Poifon.

Artax. What Fury urg’d thee'to fo vxle a Deed ?

Artab. Away legmfe thc Draught was meant

- for thee.’

But my paternal Fondnefs has betray dr me;
I murder'd Xerxes ; and, to gain the Throne,
Woud have deftroy’d thee too. -

Artax. Wretch, thou fhalt die.

- Arb. Then 1 difdain to live. ‘
. Artas. Mandane fhall reward thy fpotlcfs Vzrtue
 And thy fair Sifter thall partake our Thronc T
But for that Traitor :

- Arb. 1 will'die for hlm, '
.My Blood is his, and fhall attone his Crlmea ‘
Artax. Thy Loyalty and Virtue, injur'd Youth,
Shall change hjs Sentence into Banifhment :
Make no chly-—-—hxs Exile is. for Life. o
Man.
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iMen. Sure Heav'n infpir'd the merciful Decme
i .e{!rbzzces and Sewmira muft approve it: -
‘Tho'“for his Crimes the Father juftly fuffers,.

His Life is fpar’'d, ‘that you his guiltlefs: Chlidren :"
Ny not be ever. wretched in his ‘Death, - o

CHORUS.

Live to us, to Empire live,
- Great Auguftus, lng may}t thou, '
. From the fubject World receive,
' Laurel Wreaths ¢ czdarn z‘/J_y Braw

D UETTO.
. Of bis C'ountry ever ﬁea, '
o T/.zere the Royal Father Jee !
| | CHORU&','””
‘ Ts the Patran of ¢ our Laws, =~ R
. DPierce the dir with loud dpplm{/e

‘ D UET T O
" irtue in bis Soul refia dess -
In bis Tmz‘b the Wor/d co;gﬁa'es |
| ‘CHO R U s.

“To the Patron.of our Laws,
Pierce the Air with loud Applaufe.

DUETTO.
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DUETTO.

Pity from the Throne defcending,
How the Monarch it endears ;

When with Suftice, Mercy blending,
In the King a God appears.” .

DUETTO.
Tyrants claim with iron Scepter,
Duty which our Fears impart ;
But our gentle kind Protector,
Monarch reigns der ev'ry Heart.

'CHORUS.

+ Lave to us,.to Emﬁz’re live, .

_ Great Avgultus, bag may]t thou,
From the fubject World, receive

Laurel Wreaths fadorn thy Brow.

r I N I &
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