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Poewms on feveral OccAastons 85

e

A Copy of VERsEs in the Sixth Mifcellany,

T.0. . H-E
A USTEGO R
O F
R LSl N = P
Ne forte pudors

iz vibi Mufa Lyré folers, et Cautor Apolla,

By Mr..TICKEL L

T HE Opera firft Ttalian mafers tanghr,

Enrich'd with fongs, but tnnocent of thought,
Britannia’s learned theatre difdains
Melodous trifles, and enervate ffrains ;
And blufbes on ber injurd flage to fee
Nonfenfe well-tun'd, and fweet flupidiry.




86 PoEms on feveral OccAsIONTS.

_ No_charws. are wauting to.thy. artful [ing,
§ofr as Corelli, bt as Virgil flrong.

From words [6 fwveet new grace the notes recerve,
And. Mufick barrows belps, fhe.usd zo gre.

Thy flile hath match’d what ancient Romans knew,
Thy flowing numbers far excell the new ;

Their cadence i fuch eafie found convey'd,

That beight of thought may feem fuperfluons aid ;
Yet wn fuch chayms the noble thoughts abound,

That needlefs feem the fweets of eafie found.

Landfchapes how gay the bow'ry grotio ye'@s,
Which thought creates, and lavifl feny builds !
What art can trace the vifionaryJCEHES,
The flow'ry groves, and.er :iaﬂfﬁg greens,
The babling founds # mimick Echo plays,
The fairy [hat, and s eternal maze,
Nature #2d art in all their charms combiid,
At all Elyfium 7o one view confiid?
No further conld imagination voam,
*Till Vanbrook fram'd, and Marlbro® vaisd the Dome.

Ten thoufand pangs my anxious bofom tear,
When drowid in tears I fee th imploving far :
Hhen bards lefs foft the moving woids fupphy,
A feeming juftice dooms the Nymph 1 die:;
But bere [be begs, nor can fbe beg 1 vam, |
(In dirges thus expiring Swans complan) ‘

Eac?
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PoreMms on feveral O ccASION

Each verfe [0 fwells, expreffive of ey woes,
And ev'ry tear in lines fo monrnful flows ;

We, [pite of fame, ber fate reversd e"?fﬁel’{?,
Qerlook ber crimes, and think fbe onght to live.

Let joy tran/port farr Rofamonda’s fhade,
And wreaths of myrile crown the lrvely Mard.
While now perhaps wirh Dido’s ghof} fhe roves,
And bears and tells the flory of thew loves,
Alske they mourn, alike they blefs thesr fate,
Stuce love, which made *en wretched, makes ens great,
Nor f{iﬂgﬂ‘ that relentlefs dooms f{’{’.m'ﬂﬂ?;’,
Which gaiwd a Virgil, and an Addifon,

Accepr, great monarch of the Britith lays,
The tribate fong an bumble fibjelt pays..
8o tries the arilefs Lark ber early flight,
And foars, to hail the God of verfe, and ligh,
Unrrvald as thy merit be thy fame,
And thy own laurels fhade thy envyd name:
Thy name, the boaft of all the tuneful chorr,
Shall tremble on the flrings of evry Lyre;
While the charm’d veader with thy thought complies;
Feels corref/ponding joys or forrows rife,
And views thy Rofamond with Henry’s eyes.
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Dramatis Perfonz.

M Eea TN
King Henry.
Sir Trufty, Keeper of the Bower.
Page,
Meflenger.

W O.M E N

Queen Elinor.
Rofamond.
Grideline, Wife to Sir Frufty.

Guardian Angels, &c.

SCENE PHodfock Park.
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AGE T 58 Gl 1IN B -1

A Propeit of Woodltock-Park, zerminasing in the Bower.
Enter QUEEN and PAGE
QUEEN.

HAT place is here!
What fcenes appear!
Where-¢’er T turn my eyes,
All around
Enchanted ground
And foft Elyfims rife:
Flow’ry mountains,
Moflie fountains,

N Shady
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Q0 RO SAMON D.

Shady woods,
Chryftal floods,
With wild variety furprife.
* As der the bollow vanlts we walk,
A bundred echo’s yound us talk:
From bill 1o bl the wosce is tgft,
jeﬁi';:f EIIEJ«&G'H;E"{:{;FLJ‘g)
Caves refounding,

Not a f;afg/f: word 1s | ﬂ_!;?. ;

PG
There gentle Rofamond immured
Lives from the world and you fecured.
NI RSB A
O UEEN.
Curfe on the name! 1 faint, I die,
With fecret pangs of jealoufie. === [ Afrde.
A G
There docs the penfive beauty mourn,
And languifh for her Lord’s return,

9 U E E N

b,
Death and confufion! Tm too {low ------ [Afide.
Show me the happy manfion,  fhow---—

PorgnaG i E.

Great Henry there---- :

* dlluding to the famons Echo in W oodftock-Park,

O UEEN




RO SAMOND.

O T=F F N
Trifler, no more! === |
P A.G: E.

-——Great Henry there
Will foon forget the toils of war.

9 UE E N

No more! the happy manfion fhow
That holds this lovely guilty foe.

My wrath, like that of heavn, - fhall rife,
And blaft her in her Paradife,

! i S e

Bebold on yonder rifing ground
The bower, that wanders
In meanders,
Ever bending,
Never ending,
Glades on glades,
Shades infhades,

Running an eternal round.
9 U E E_DN

In fuch an endlefs maze 1 rove,
Loft in labyrinths of love.

My breaft with hoarded vengeance burps,

While fear and rage

N 2

With




92 ROS8 A M 0 N D:
With hope engage, '

And rule my wav'ring foul by turns.
Bkl oG E,

The Path yon verdant field divides,
Which to the foft confinement guides:
LrslivE >RV,
FEleonora, think betimes;
What are thy hated rival’s crimes!
Whither, ahwhither doft thou go!
What has fhe done to move thee {o!
——-Does fhe not warm with guilty fires
The faithlefs Lord of my defires:
Have not her fatal arts remov’d
My Henry from my arms:?
*Tis her crime to be'lov’d,
"T'is her crime to have charms.
Let us fly, let us fly,
She fhall die, fhe fhall die.
[ feel, I feel ny heart relent,
How could the Fair be nnocent !
To a monarch like mine,

Who would not refign !

One fo great and [o brave .
Al bearts muft enflave.
Bod G F

Hark, hark! what found invades my ear»
The conqucmr’s appro:tch I hear,

He
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ROSAMON D.

He comes, wittorious Henry comes !
Hautboys, Trumpets, Fifes and Drums,
In dreadful concert jon'd,
Send from afar
A found of war,
And fill with borror evry wind.

9 UEE N

Henry returns, from danger free!
Henry returns | =-m--- but not to me.
He comes his Rofamond to greet,
And lay his laurels at her feet,
His vows impatient to renew ;
His vows to Eleonora due.
Here fhall the happy Nymph detain,
( While of his abfence T complain) -
Hid in her mazy, wanton bower,
My lord, my life, my conqueror.
No, no, ’tis decreed
The Trasrefs fball bleed
Ny fear fball alarm,
No piry difarm ;
In my rage fball be feen
The revenge of a Dueen,

- ———— " b g - o gl

SCENE




94 ROSAMOND,

S Golh=INA Bl
The Entry of the Bower.

Sir 7R U § T'Y, Knight of the Bower, fo/us,

H ow unbhappy is be,
That 15 tyd to a _fbe,
And fam’d for bis wit and bis, beauty !
For of us pretey fellows
Our wives are [fo jealous,
They ne’er have enough of our dutys
But hah! my limbs begin to quiver,
I glow, Iburn, I freeze, I fhiver ;
Whence rifes this convulfive ftrife
I {fmell a fhrew!
My fears are true,
I fee my wife,

S G E Dol

GRIDELINE and 8% TRUSTY.
G REDE Ll W E.
Faithlefs varlet, art thou there :

Sill' TQ Utj' T.?.,:

My love, my dove, my charming fair! G R F




ROSAMON D. 95
G R DE LI N E.
Monfter, thy wheedling tricks I know.
Sir . T R U &%
Why wilt thou callithy turde fo?
GRIDELJI NE
Cheat not me with falfe careffes.
Sir  T:RU § T,
Let me ftop thy mouth with kiffes. |
G R Lp Bl NiE.
Thofe to fair Rofamond are due.- |
St TRUSTY.
She is not half fo fair as you.
GRIDELINE.
She views thee with a lover’s eye.
Sitr . TRUS TIF;
Pl ftill be thine, and let her die.
GRIDELINE

No, no, ’tis plain. Thy frauds I fee,
Traitor to thy King and 'me!

Sit . T RAL S TEX,

O Grideline! confilt thy glaf;,
Behold thar fweet bewitching face, . Thofe




06 ROSAMOND.

Thofe blooming cheeks, that lovely bue !
Fwiry featuse
(Charming creature)
Will convince you I am true,

GRIDELINE

O bow bleft were Grideline,

Could I call Sir Trafty mine /

D:d be not cover amorous wiles
With foft, but ab! deceiving finiles:
How fhould I revel in delight,

The [poufe of fuch a peerlefs Kuight !

St TR U

At length the ftorm begins to ceafe,
I've footh’d and flatter’d her to peace.
“Tis now my turn to tyrannize:

I feel, 1 feel my fury rife!

Tigrefs, be gone,

GRIDELINE

----- I love thee {o
I cannot go.

Fly from my paffion, Beldame, fly!

GRIDELINE

Why fo uakind, Sir Zrufty, why:

[Hide.

Sit, ZR U ST X
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P A %

ROSAMOND. o7

Sie ZRU § T2
Thou'rt the plague of my life.
GRIDELINE,
Ym a foolifh, fond wife.
Sie. ZRUS T

Let us part,
Let us part,

GRIDELINE,

Will you break my poor heart
Will you break my poor heart?

Sir: T\ RUSTY.
I will if T can,
G RIDELY N'E.

O barbarous man!
From whence doth all this paffion flow?

Sere LR ULS T Y

Thou art ugly and old,
And a villainons [iold.

GRIDELINE

Thon art a raflick to call me 5.
P not ugly nor old,
Nor a villainous [eold,
YoL. L O Bt




o8 ROSAMOND.

But thou art a ruftick to call me fo,
Thou, Traitor, adew!

ek B EESCT Y.

Farewel, thou Shrew !

GREDELINE
T hos Traitor,

S TRU S T Y.
Thou Shrew,

B©S1 H.

Adien! adien!

Sir 7TRUSTY, {olus,

How hard is our fate,
Who ferve in the ftate,
And fhould lay out our cares
On publick affairs ;
When conjugal toils,
And family-broils
Make all our great labours mifcarry!
Yet this is the lot
Of him that has got
Fair Rofamond’s bower,
With the clew in his power,
And is courted by all,
Both the great and the {mall,
As principal pimp to the mighty King Harey.

{Exit Grid,

But




ROSAMOND.

But fee, the penfive fair draws neas :
Il at a diftance ftand and hear,

S L. ENE._ IV.

ROSAMOND and S+ TRUSTY,
ROSAMON D,

From walk to walk, from fhade to fhade,
From ftream to purling ftream convey’d,
Through all the mazes of the grove,
Through all the mingling traéts I rove,
Turning,
Burning,
Changing,
Ranging,
Full of gricf and full of Tove.
Impatient for my Lord’s return
I figh, I pine, I rave, I mourn.
Was ever paffion crofed like mine ?
To vend my breaft,
And break my reft,
A thoufand thoufand lls combine.
Abfence wounds me,
. Fear furrounds me,
! Guslt confounds me,
u Was ever paffion crofSd like mine ?

O 2




16O ROSAMOND.

ST PR ST R

What heart of ftone
Can hear her moan,
And not in dumps fo doleful join! [ Aparr.

ROS AMON D.

How does my conftant grief deface
The pleafures of this happy place!
In vain the {pring my fenfes greets
In all her colours, all her fweets;

To me the Rofe

No longer glows,

Every plant

Has loft its {cent:
The vernal blooms of various hue,
The blofloms freth with morning dew,
The breeze, that {weeps thefe fragrant bowers,
Filld with the breath of op’ning flow’rs,

Purple fcenes,

Winding greens,

Glooms inviting,

Birds delighting,
(Nature’s fofteft, fweeteft ftore)
Charm my tortur’d foul no more.
Ye powers, I vave, I faint, I die;
Wby fo flow! great Henry, why!

From death and alarins
Fly, fly to my arms,

Fly to my arms, my Monarch, fly/

Sir
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ROSAMON D, 101

sit S R ST

How much more blefs’d would lovers be,
Did all the whining fools agree
To live like Grideline and me! [Apait,

ROS AMON D.

Q Rofamond, behold too late,

And tremble at thy future fate!

Curfe this unhappy, guilty face,

Every charm, and every grace,

That to thy ruin made their way,

And led thine innocence aftray:

At home thou feeft thy Queen enraged,
Abroad thy abfent Lord engaged

In wars, that may our loves disjoin,
And end at once his life and mine.

Sie. T R-IUFSE TR

Such cold complaints befit 2 Nun:
If the turns honeft, 'm undone! [ Apars.

i ROSAMOND.

Beneath fome hoary mountain
LUl lay me drwn and weep,
| Or near fomegoarbling fountain
| Bewail m felf afleep ;
Where featherd choirs combining
i With gentle murmving fbreams,

;‘_/"‘\,f\#g

And




102 RO SAMON D.
And winds in confort joining,

Raife fadly-pleafing dreawms. [Ex. Ro/.
Sir TRUSTY, folus,

What favage tiger would not pity

A damfel fo diftrefs’d and pretry!

But hah! a found my bower invades,

[Zrumpets flonrifb.
And echo’s through the winding fhades ;
“Tis Henry's march! the tune I know:
A Meflenger! It muft be fo.

S G E Nl Va

A MESSENGER awd §Sir TRUST Y.
MESSENTGER.

Great Henry comes ! with love oppreft;
Prepare to lodge the royal guelt,
From purple fields with flaughter (pread,
From rivers choak’d with heaps of dead,
From glorious and immortal toils,
Loaden with honour, rich with {poils,

y

Great Hewnry comes! Prepare thy bower

To lodge the mighty conquerour.
;
Su TR SoF i)
The bower and Lady both are dreft,
And ready to receive their gueft,

ME §-
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ROSAMOND. 103

MESSENGE R

‘ Hither the victor flies, (his Queen
' And royal progeny unfeen ;)
Soon as the Br#/b {hores he reached,
Hither his foaming courfer ftretched :
And fee! his eager fteps prévent
~ 'The meflage that himfelf hath fent!

Sir- TR UK T

Here will I ftand
With hat in hand,
Obfequioufly to meet him,
And muft endeavour
At behaviour,
That’s fnitable to greet him.

SCENE. VI

Enter King Henry after a flonrifh of Trumpets.
VG g gl

Where is my love/ my Rofamond/
2 gl O S e i

Firft, asin ftricteft duty bound,
1 kifs your royal hand,

KINCG,




104 ROSAMO N D.

KX v <N G
Where is my life! my Rofamond !/
St TRUSTY.

Next with fubmiffion moft profound,
I welcome you to land.

K I N
Where is the tender, charming f
Sit - TR USSP
Let me appear, great Sir, I pray,
Methodical in what I fay.
=7
Where is my love,” O tell me where!
R A S Y g
For when we have a Prince’s ear,
We fhould have wit,

To know what’s fit
For us to fpeak, and him to hear,

K Kk NG

Thefe dull delays I cannot bear.
Where is my love, O tell me where!

Sit TRUGSTT \

I {peak, great Sir, with weeping eves, A
I il = ? i o "f 2
& A b, 2
She raves, «alas! fhe faints, fhe dies. KIN G,
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ROSAMOND. 105

Eodo N .G
What doft thou fay > I fhake with fear.

Sit.” TN BT

Nay, good my Liege, with patience hear.
She raves, and faints, and dies, ’tis true;
But raves, and faints, and dies for you.

i K-JeN:G.

Was ever Nymph like Rofamond,
8o fair, fo faithful, and fo fond,
Adorn’d with ev'ry charm and grace !/
Im all defive /
My beart’s on fire,
And leaps and [prings to ber embrace.

Sir - TR ST

At the fight of her lover
Shell quickly recover.
What place will you chufe
| For firft interviews 2

K I N %

—— e

!f g
14

T

Full in the center of the grove,
In yon pavilion made for love,
Where Woodbines, Rofes, Jefflamines,
| Amaranths, and Eglantines,
i With intermingling {weets have wove
The particolonrd gay Alcove.
W-or. L P
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1c6 ROSAMOND.
S TeIe S T 1.

Your Highnefs, Sir, as I prefume,
Has chofe the moft convenient gloom ;
There’s not a fpot in all the park
Has trees fo thick, and fhades fo dark.

Kol sV .G,

Mean while with due attention wait
To guard the bower, and watch the gate ;
Let neither envy, grief, nor fear,
Nor love-fick jealoufie appear;
Nor fenfelefs pomp, nor noife intrude
On this delicious folitude ;
But pleafure reign through all the grove,
And all be peace, and all be love,
O the pleafing pleafing angiifb,
When we love, and when we lauguifh !
TR Sy
Wifbes rifing.
1 i
Thoought furprizing !
Pleafure courting !/
Charms tranfporting !
Fancy viewing
Joys enfurng !
O the pleafing, pleafing anguifb! [Exeunt.




ROSAMOND, (07

A ST 1SR N L
A Pavilion in the middle of the Bower.

KING agwd ROSAMOND.

KIS 7o

HUS let my weary foul forget
Reftlefs glory, martial ftrife,
Anxious pleafures of the great,
And gilded cares of life.

ROS AMGON D,

Thus let me lofe, in rifing joys,

Fierce impatience, fond defires, .
| Abfence thar flatt’ring hope deftroys,
!_ And life-confuming fires.

K I NG

} Not the loud Bri#s/b fhout that warms
| The warrior’s heart, nor clathing arms,
Nor fields with hoftile banners ftrow’d,
Nor life on proftrate Gauls beftowd,
Give half the joys that fill my breaft,
- While with my Rofamond Fm bleft.
f P2 R 0O § A

|
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108 ROSAMON D.

ROS 4AMON.D.
My Henry is my foul’s delight,
My wifh by day, my dream by night,
*Tis not in language to impart
The fecret meltings of my heart,
While I my conqueror furvey,
And look my very foul away.

2N G

O may the prefent blifs endure,
From fortune, time, and death fecure!

Bl o e &
O may the prefeut blifs endure /
Koglisel\. G

My eye cow'd ever gaze, my ear

Thofe gentle founds cowd ever hear:

But oh! with noon-day heats oppreft,

My aking temples call for reft!

In yon cool grotto’s artful night

Refrething flumbers Tl invite,

Then feek again my abfent fair,

With all the love a heart can bear, = [ B King.

ROSAMOND /i

From whence this fad prefaging fear,
This {udden figh, this falling tear 2

Oft



: ROSAMON D. 109

Oft in my filent dreams by night
With fuch a look P've feen him fly,
Wafted by angels to the sky,
And loft in endlefs tracks of light;
While I, abandon’d and forlorn,
To dark and difmal defarts born,
Through lonely wilds have feem’d to ftray,
| A long, uncomfortable way.

Theyre fantoms all; Tl think no more :
My Ilife bas endlefs joys in flore.
Farewel forrow, farewel fear,

Theyre fantoms all? my Henry’s bere.

S C ENE sl
A Poftern Gate of the Bower.
' GRIDELINE and PAGE.

GRIDELINE.

{ My ftomach fwells with fecret {pight;
' To fee my fickle, faithlefs Knight,

l With upright gefture, goodly mien,
: Face of olive, coat of green,

That charm’d the Ladies long ago,
So little his own worth to know, .

On .




11O ROSAMO N D.

On a meer girl his thoughts to place,
With dimpled cheeks, and baby face;
A child! a chit! that was not born,
When I did town and court adorn.

R S o

Can any man prefer fifteen

To venerable Grideline?
G R .EDEET-NE.

He docs, my child; or tell me why
With weeping eyes fo oft I {py

His whiskers curl’d, and fhoe-ftrings ty°d,
A new Toledo by his fide,

In thoulder-belt fo trimly placd,

With band fo nicely {mooth’d and lac'd.

P A G+ B

If Rofamond his garb has view'd,
The Knight is falfe, ‘the Nymph fubdu’d.

GRIDEILTITNE.

My anxious boding heart divines
His falfhood by a thoufaud figns :
Oft o’er the lonely rocks he w:lliu; :
And to the foolith Echo talks ;

Oft in the glafs he rolls his eye,

But turns and frowns if I am by ;
Then my fond eafie heart bu‘-ruur.c
And thinks of Rofamond, and imﬂr_.s,

|"'




ROSAMON D. I11

L' - P QB

Well may you feel thefe foft alarms,
She has a heart-mme——

GRIDEVLINE.
--==-And he has charms,
: i A & 4 Ep e )

Your fears are too juftemmm—mm
GRIDELINE
------ Too plainly I've provid
e T H
He loves and is lov'd.

GRIDELINE
O mercilefs fate /

T, e ool
Deplorable flate !
GRIDELINE.
70 dip~—mwmm
L T o
[i ------ To be flain

GRIDELINE,

By a barbarous fivain,

———

B O H,
That laughs at your pain. &R

\
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112 ROSAMOND,

G RI'DBLT NE.

How fhowd I a&? canft thou advife
P e E

Open the gate, if you are wile;

I, in an unfufpe&ed hour,

May catch ’em dallying in the bower,
Perhaps their loofe amours prevent,
And keep Sir 77ufly innocent.

GRY DEESE ¥ N E.

Thou art in truth
A forward youth,
Of wit and parts above thy age;
Chou know’ft our fex. Thou art a Page:
P4 ‘G: B,
I'll do what I can
To furprize the falfe man,
G & LD E L1 N B
Of fuch a faithful fpy Pve need: *
Go in, -and if thy plot fucceed,
Fair youth, thou may’ft depend ‘on this,

I'll pay thy fervice with a kifs,

Gk =D ¥ I A NFE fola

”"F-”'J—” Cupid #20 more

lurl thy darts at threefcore,

* A opening Scene dijcovers another view of the Bower.

I: Exu Pﬁggi‘.

7o
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ROS AMOND. 113

7o thy girles and thy boys

Groe thy pains and thy joys,

Let Swr Trolty and me

From thy frolicks. be free. [Ex. Grid,

S C E-NE L

P AG E. folu.

O the foft delicious view,

Ever charming, ever new!

Greens of various fhades arife,
Deck’d with flow’rs of various dies :
Paths by meeting paths are croft,
Alleys in winding alleys loft ;
Fountains playing through the trees,
Give coolnefs to the paffing breeze.

A thoufand fairy [cenes appear,
Here a grove, a grotto bere,
Here a rock; and here a fiream,
Sweet delufion,
Gay confufion,
All a vifion, all a dream !

Vou Lk Q. S5ECE INE




114 ROSAMON D.

S, € BFERINTEeu g

QUEEN ami PAGE
o U E E N

At length the bow’ry vaults appear!
My bofom heaves, and pants with fear:
A thoufand checks my heart controul,
A thounfand terrours fhake my foul.

A G

Behold the brazen gate unbarr’d!
------ Shes fixt in thought, I am not heard-=s— [(Aparz..

9 U E-E N

I fee, 1 fee my hands embru’d

In purple ftreams of recking blood:
1 fee the victim gafp for breath,
And ftart in agonies of death:

I fee my raging dying Lord,

And O, I fee my felf abhorr’d!

Ed &S
My eyes o’erflow, my heart is rent
To hear Britannia’s Queen lament. [ Afide.

QUEEN.




e

DR ULE" B N
What fhall my ttembling foul purfue2
Pac E

Behold, great Queen, the place in view!

0 Lk Bk 2N,

e ]

Ye pow’ss inftruét me what to do!
P g G R

That Bow’r will fhow
The guill:;«r foe.

9 UEE M

=]t i5 decreed-——-== it {hall be fo;

I cannot fee my Lord repine

(0 that I cowd call bim mine!)

Why bave not they mof} charms to move,
Whofe bofoms burn with puref} love!

o A g

Her heart with rage and fondnefs glows.
O jealoufie! thou hell of woes!

That confcious {cene of love contains
The fatal caufe of all your pains:

In yonder flow’ry vale fhe lies,

Where thofe fair-bloflom’d arbeurs rife.

Q. 2

ROSAMOND

[After a panfe.

(Afide.”

L S e e —— -
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Q UEEN

Let us hafte to deftroy
Her guilt and her joy.

Wild and frantick is my grief !
Fury drrving,
Mercy firmving,

Heaven in pity fend relief!
The pangs of love
Ye pow’rs remove,

Or dart your thunder at my head.:
Love and defpair
What beart can bear?

Eafe my foul, or flrike me dead/ [Excunt,

SC" E NCOE~ =W,
The Scene changes to the Pavilion ‘as before.

ROSAMOND fol.

Tranfporting pleafire ! who can tell it !
When our longing eyes difcover
The kind, the dear, approaching lover,
Who can utter, or conceald it/

A fudden motion fhakes the grove:
I hear the fteps of him I love;

Prepare,
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Piepare, my foul, to meet thy blifs!

----- Death to my eyes; what fight is this!
The Queen, th’offended Queen I fee?
-——--Open, O earth! and fwallow me!

S G iE.NaFoia Vi

Enter to ber the QU E E N with a Bowl in
one band, and a Dagger the other.

9 UEE N

Thus arm’d with double death I come:
Behold, vain wretch, behold thy doom!
Thy crimes to their full period tend, |
And foon by This, or This, fhall end.

ROS AMO0 N D.

What fhall I fay, or how reply
To threats of injur’d Majefty?

9 UE E N

*Tis guilt that does thy tongue controul.
Or quickly drain the fatal Bowl,

Or this right hand performs its part,
And plants a Dagger in thy heart.

ROS AMON D,

Can Brsam’s Queen give fuch commands,
Or dip in blood thofe facred hands? In

|
j
!
i
-].

|
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In her fhall fuch revenge be feen 2
Far be that from Br#am’s Queen!

9 U E-FE N,
How black does my defign appear
Was ever mercy fo fevere! [Afide.

ROSAMON D.

When tides of youthful blood vun bigh,
And feenes of promsd joys are nigh,
Health prefuming,
Beauty blosming,
Ob how dreadful *tis to dze !

9 U E E N

To thofe whom foul difhonours ftain,
Life it felf fhould be a pain.

ROS AMO N D.

Who could refift great Henry's charms,
And drive the hero from her arms 2

Think on the [oft, thétender fives,
Melting thoughts, and gay defires,
That i your own warm bofom rife,
When langusfbing with Love-fick eyes

That great, that charming man you fee:
Think on your [elf, and pry me’

QU E E N




R0SAMON D.

QUEEN.

And doft thou thus thy guilt deplore!
[Offering the dagger ta thy breaft.

Prefumptuous woman! plead no more!

ROSAMOND.

O Queen, your lifted arm reftrain!

Behold thefe tears!

QUEEN.

——-—-They flow in vain.

ROS AMON .

Look. with compaffion en my fate!
O hear my fighs !-——

QUEEN.

——-"They rife too late.
Hope not a day’s, an hour’s reprieve.

ROSAMON D

Tho’ I live Wretched, let me Live.
In fome deep dungeon let me lye,

Cover’d from ev’ry

human eye,

Banifl’d the day, debarrd the light;
Where fhades of everlafting night
May. this unhappy face difarm,

And caft a veil o%er ev'ry charms

Offended
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Offended heaven Pl there adore,
Nor fee the Sun, nor Heury more.

QU E E N.

Moving language, [fhinmg tears,

Glowing guilt, and graceful fears, i
Kindling pity, kendling rage,

At once provoke me, and a) wage. [Afide,

ROS AMO N D.

What fhall'T do to pacihe
Your kindled vengeance ?

S UEE*N.
------ Thou fhalt die. (Offering the dag ger,
ROS AMO N D,

Give me but one fhort moment’s ftay.

-0 Henry, why fo far away: [Afde.
QUEEN,

Prepare to welter in a flood

Of ftreaming gore. *  [Offering the dagger.

ROS AMOND,. |

-—---0 f{pare my blood, !
And let me grafp the deadly bowl. |

[Takes the bowl 11 ber hand
QUEEN

Ye pow’ss, how pity rends my foul! [Afide.
RO S 5
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ROSAMON D: iar

ROSAMOND,.

Thus proftrate at your feet I fall,

O let me ftill for merey call! [Falling on ber knees,
Accept, great Queen, like injur'd heaven,

The foul that begs to be forgiven:

If n the lateft gafp of breash,

If in the dreadful pains of deash,

When the cold damp bedews your brow,

You hope for mercy, fhow it now.

® UEEN

Mercy to lighter crimes is due,
Horrors and death fhall thine purfue. [Offering the dagger,

ROS AMO N D,

Thus 1 prevent the fatal blow. [ Drints,
------- Whither, ah! whither fhall I go!
9 UE E N

Where thy paft life thou fhalt lament,
And wifh thou hadft been innocent.

ROS AMOND.

Tyrant!” to aggravate the ftroke,
And wound a heart, already broke!
My dying foul with fury burns,
And flighted grief to madnefs turns.
Think not, thou author of my woe,
Thar Rofamond will leave thee /i :
Vo L R Vi
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At dead of night,
A glaring [pright,
With bideous fereams
Fll haunt thy dreams,
And when the painful night withdraws,
My Henry fball revenge my canufe.
O whither does my frenzy drive!
Forgive my rage, your wrongs forgive.
My veins are froze; my blood grows chill
"The weary {prings of life ftand fill ;
The flecp of death benumbs all o’er
My fainting limbs, and I'm no more. [ Falls on the couch.

O UEEN.

Hear, and obferve your Queen’s commands.
(70 her attendants.
Beneath thofe hills 2 Convent ftands,
Where the fam’d ftreams of Ifis ftray;
Thither the breathlefs coarfe convey,
And bid the cloifter’d maids with care
The due folemnities prepare. [Exennt wath the body.

When vanguifbd foes beneath us Iye
Horw great 1t is to bid them Die?

But how much greater to forgve,

And bid a vangu/l’d foe to Live ! [Exit.

SCENE
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SG E-NE . VIL

Sr TRUSTY in a Fright.

A breathlefs corps! what have I feen!
And follow’d by the jealous Queen'!
It muft be fhe! my fears are true:
The bowl of pois'nous juice I wiew.
How can the fam’d Sir Trufly live
To hear his Mafter chide and grieve?
No! tho’ I hate fuch bitter beer,
Fair Rofamond, Tl pledge thee here.
The King this doleful news fhall read
In lines of my inditing:
<« Great Sir,
«“ Your Rofamond is dead
¢« As I am at this prefent writing.
The bower turns vound, my bran’s abus'd,
The Labyrinth grows more confus'd,
The thickets dance-—-I fivetch, I yawn.
Death has tripp’d up my beels——-Pm gone.

[Drinks.

[Writes.

[Staggers and falls.

SCENE




(24 ROSAMON D,
SCENE VIIL

The confli& of my mind is o'%t,
And Rofamond {hall charm no more.
Hence ye fecrer damps of care,
Fierce difdain, and cold defpair,
Hence ye fears and doubts remove
Hence grief and hate!

Ye pains that wait
On jealoufie, the rage of love,

My Henry fball be mine alone,
The Heroe fball be all my own ;
Nobler joys poffefs my heart

Than crowns and Jeepters can impart,

AC
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SCENE a4 Grorto, HENRY afleep, a clond
defcends, in it two Angels fuppos’d to be the Guar-
dian Spirits of the Britith Kings in War ‘and in
Peqce.

1N GORTL,
B EHOLD th’unhappy Monarch there,
That claims our tutelary care!
2 G Bl

In fields of death around his head
A fhield of Adamant I {pread.

i AN G EL

| In hours of peace, unfeen, unknown,
I hover o’er the Bratz/b throne.

2 ANGEL,

! When hofks of foes with foes engage,

r And round th’ anointed Heroe r:igc,
The cleaving fauchion I mifguide,
And turn the featherd fhaft afide,

r ANGE L,
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L. AN G E L.

When dark fermenting fa&ions fwell,
And prompt th’ambitious to rebell,

A thoufand terrors I impart,

And damp the furious traitor’s heart.

B0 ol H

But Oh what influence can remove
The pangs of grief, and rage of love!

2 AN Gl L.

I'll fire his {oul with mighty themes
*Till Love before Ambition fly.

1 AN GE L.

Y'll footh his cares in pleafing dreams
“Till grief in joyful raptures die.

2 NG T
Whatever glortous and renown'd
In Britith annals can be found;
Whatever attions fhall adorn
Britannia’s beroes, wet unborn,
In dreadful vifions [ball fucceed;
On fancy'd fields the Gaul fhall bleed,
Crefly fball fland before kbis eyes,

And Agincourt and Blenheim r1fz.,

3 ANGRY:
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1 AN G E L

See, fee, he fmiles amidft his trance,
And fhakes a vifionary lance,

His brain is fill’d with loud alarms ;
Shouting armies, clafhing arms,
The fofter prints of love deface;
And trumpets found in ev'ry trace.

B ONEE & H

E—— e sy

Glory flrrves,
The freld is won,

|_ Fame revives
' And love 15 gone.

i ANGE L.

To calm thy grief, and lull thy cares,
Look up and fee
What, after long revolving years,
Thy Bower fhall be!
When time its beauties {hall deface, 7
And only with its ruines grace é
"The future profpect of the place.
i' Behold the glorious pile afcending! *
Columns fwelling, arches bending,
Domes in awful pomp arifing,
Art in curious ftrokes furprizing,
Foes in figur'd fights contending,
Behold the glorious pile alcending!
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AN CE L

% Scene changes to the Plan of Blenheim Cafile.




128 ROSA MO ND.

He fces, he fees the great reward

For Anna’s mighty Chief prepar’d :

His growing joys no meafure l:a:ep,
L= /. ’

Too vehement and fierce for fleep.
¥ KNG Exl

f et qt{i}:f’f and love at once engage,
His beart is proof to all ther pamn;
Love may plead-—-—-

2 A NGE L.
o= A1 grief may FOge==mmm

L R iy i T

But both fhall plead and rage in vain.
[ The Angels afcend, and the vifion difappears

HENR Y, farting from the conch.

Where have my ravifl’d fenfes been!
Vhat joys, what wonders, have I feen!
The fcene yet ftands before my eye,

A thoufand glorions deeds that Iye

In {.EL'L‘P futurity obfcute,

Fights and triumphs immature,

Heroes immers'd in time’s dark womb,

Ripening for mighty years to come,
-

Break
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Break forth, and, to the day difplay’d,

My foft inglorious hours upbraid.
Tranfported with fo bright a {cheme,
My waking life appears a dream.

Adien, ye wanton [fbades and bowers, -
Wreaths of myrtle, beds of flowers,
Rofie brakes,
Stlver lakes,
7o lpve and you
A long adsen !

O Rofamond! O rifing woe!
Why do my weeping eyes o’erflow 2
O Rofamond! O fair diftrefs’d!
How fhall my heart, with grief opprefs’d,
Its unrelenting purpofe tell ;
And take the long, the laft farewel!
Rife, Gloryy rife in all thy charms,
Thy waving creft, and burmfbd arms,
Spread thy gilded banners round,
Make thy thundering consfér bound,
Bid the drum and trampet jon,
Warm my foul with vage drvine ;
All thy pomps around thee call :
To conguer Love will ask them all. 1 Exit.

Vor. . S SCENE
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SO EaulN L dl

1 he Scene changes to that part of the Bower where
Sir Trufty les upon the ground, with. the Boul
and Dagger on the table.

Ewter QU E E'N.

Every ftar, and every pow’,

Look down on this important hour :
Lend your proteétion and defence
Every guard of innocence!

Help me my Henry to aflwage,

To gain his love, or bear his rage;

ﬂ’."'*g,_')/.flf’i'émn' frjz-'.:?, UHCertain treafire,
Hﬂ’ﬁ thoun more of pain or pleafure !
Chill’d with tears,
Kl d with fears,
Endlefs torments dwell about thee :
Vet who would lrve, apd lrve without thee !
But oh the fight my foul alarms:
My Lord appears, I'm all on fire!
Why am I banifl’d from his arms >
My heart’s too full, I muft retire:

[Retres to the end of the flage.

S € ENE
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STCIERE B 111

KING and QU E E N.
K 3N XG.

Some dreadful birth of fate is near:
Or why, my foul, unus’d to fear,
With fecret horror doft thou fhake:
Can Dreams fuch dire impreflions make!
What means this folemn, filent fhow ?
This pomp of death, this fcene of woe!
_’ Support me, heaven! what’s this I read?
' Oh horror! Rofamond ts dead.
What fhall T fay, or whither turn?
With grief, and rage, and love, 1 burn:
From thought to thought my foul is toft,
And in the whitle of paffion loft.
Why did I not in battel fall,
Crufl’d by the thunder of the Ganl?
Why did the fpear my bofom mifs?
Ye pow’rs, was I referv’d for this!

Diftracted with woe

Ll vufb on the foe

To feck my velref:
The fword orthe dart
Shall pierce my fad heast,
And finifb my grief !
S

e ——

FEFIER=L S

2 QUEEN.
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QW B .E N
Fain wou'd my tongue his griefs appeafe,
And give his tortur’d bofom eafe. [Alide.
K I N G

But fee! the caufe of all my fears,
"The fource of all my grief appears!
No unexpected gueft is here;

The fatal bowl

Inform’d my foul
Eleonora was too near,

8 UTE N
Why do I here my Lord receive
Koninleosalllc oL
[s this the welcome that you give?
Lo F S e S8

Thus thowd divided lovers meet

B 0.7 A
And 15 it thus, ab ! thus we greet ! i
What in thefe guilty fhades cow’d you, |

Inglorious conquerour, purfue 2




T ot SR g b et L . o

ROSAMOND.

K- I+ N- €.
Cruel woman, what cou’d you?
QUEEN.
Degenerate thoughts have fird your breaft.
K I N G
The thirft of blood has yours poffefs’d.
Q U E E N

A beart [o unrepenting,

E-.I .G
A rage fo un elenting,
B SR
Will for ever
Love diffever,
Will for ever break our veft.
Yl G, e CF

Floods of forrow will T fhed
To mourn the lovely {hade!
My Rofamond, alas, is dead,
And where, O where conveyd!
8o bright a bloom, [o foft an air,
Did ever nymph diftlofe !
The lily was not half o farr,
Noz balf fo fweet the rofe.

e T T

QUEEN.
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9 Up E<EwN.

How is his heart with anguifh torn! [ Afide.
My Lord, I cannot fee you mourn ;

The Living you lament:* while T,

'To be lamented fo, ‘cowd Die.

N I8 NG

The Living! fpeak, oh {peak again!
v - - L _L-
Why will you dally with my pain?

QUEEN.

Were your lov’d Rofamond alive,
Wou'd not my former Wrongs- revive 2

I AN G

Oh no; by Vifions from above
Prepar’d for grief, and free’d from love,
I came to take my laft adieu.

AT E BN,
How am I ble(s’d if this-be true l~--- [ Afrde.
Ky BN G,

And leave th’unhappy nymph for you.
But O!-—---

QUEEN

Forbear, my Lord, to grieve,
¥ | L o
And know your Rofamond does live, If
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If *tis joy to wound a lover,
How much more ¢o grve bun eafe?

When bis paffion we difcover,

i | Ok ,ifmw pleafing *tis to play_"e /
' The blifs returns, and we recerve
Tranfports greater than we groe.
K LN G

O quickly relate

This riddle of fate!
My impatience forgive,
Does Rofamond live?

Qi W R N

b

e R e

The bowl, with drowfie juices fill’d,
From cold Egyprian drugs diftill’d,

In borrow’d death has clos’d her eyes:
But foon the waking nymph fhall rife,
And, in a convent plac’d, -admire
The cloifter’d walls and virgin choire:.
With them in fongs and hymns divine
The beauteous penitent fhall join,

And bid the guilty world adien,

‘ Ko Lo NS
|

i
il

N
i
:
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How am I bleft if this be true!’ [Alfide.
Atoning for her felf and you.

e i e e o S

K I.IN-G.
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K LN G

1 ask no more! fecure the fair

In life and blifs: I ask not where:

For ever from my fancy fled

May the whole world believe her dead,
That no foul minifter of vice

Again my finking foul intice

Its broken paflion to renew,

But let me live and die with you.

9 UEEN

How does my heart for fuch a prize
The vain cenforious world defpife!
Tho’ diftant ages, yet unborn,
For Rofamond {hall falfly mourn ;
And with the prefent times agree,
To brand my name with cruelty;
How does my heart for fuch a prize
The vain cenforious world defpife!
But fee your Slave, while yet T fpeak,
From his dull trance unfetter’d break !
As he the Potion fhall furvive
Believe your Rofamond Alive.

K a6

O happy day! O pleafing view!
My Queen forgives-———-

WO e
------ My Lord is true.

KIN G
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f K257 N G,
No more Pll change,

| QU E E N,
Ny more LIl grieve :

BO S H:

. But ever thus unsted lrve,
| Sir TRUSTY awaking,

In which world am 1! all T fee,
Ev'ry thicket, bufh and tree,
So like the place from whence T came,
That one wou'd fear it were the fame,
My former Legs too, by their pace!
And by the Whiskers, ’tis my face!
The felf-fame habit, garb and mien!
They nc’er wowd Bury me in Green.

S C ENyi Bz

GRIDELINE and §# TRUSTY.
t G R 1 D Bl s

Have I then livid to fee this hour,
And took thee in the very Bow’r?
VoL, I T Sir
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Sie: 27T RIASTEY.
Widow Z7ufly, why {o Fine>?
Why doft thou thus in Colours .fhine 2
Thou fhowdft thy husband’s death bewail
In Sable vefture, Peak and Veil.

GRIEDELINE

Forbear thefe foolifh freaks, and fee
How our good King and Queen agrec.
Why fhow'd not we their fteps purlue,
And do as our fuperiors do?

o3 ke A O] e i

Am I bewitch’d, or do I dream

I know not who, or where I am;

Or what T hear, or what I fee,

But this ’m fure, howe'et it be,

It fuits a perfon in my fration

T’ obferve the mode and be iv fathion.
Then let not Grideline the chafte
Offended be for what is paft,

And. hence anew my vows I plight
To be a faithful courteous Knight,

GCRITDELINE

Il too my plighted vows renew,
Since ’tis {o courtly to be rrue.

Stuce
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| Since conjugal paffion
! Is come wto fafhion,
And marriage fo blefp on the throne is,
| Like a Venus Pl fhine,
: Be fond and be fine,
And Sir Trulty fball be my Adonis,

S ROOSSEY.
And Sir Trulty fhall be thy Adonis.

The KING and QUEEN advancing.

B il oDV

I' Who to forbidden joys wow'd rove,
That knows the fweets of virtuons love 2
Hymen, thou fource of chafte delights,
Chearful days, and blifsful nights,
Thou doft untainted joys difpence,
And pleafure join with innocence:

Thy raptures laft, and are fincere
From future grief and prefent fear.

B O T H

Who to forbidden joys woud rove,
That knows the fwveets of virtuous love?

i

-

siger
T 2z Prologue
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