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As it is Acted at the

THEATRE-RoYAL in Drury-Lane,
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His MAJESTY’S SERVANTS.

Ecce Spetaculum dignum, ad quod refpiciat, intentus operi fuo, Deus?
Ecce par Deo dignum, vir fortis cum mald fortund compofitus! Now
video, inquam, quid babeat in terris Fupiter pulchrius, fi convertere
animum wvelit, quam ut [peftet Catonem, jam partibus non [emel

fraétis, nibilominis inter ruinas publicas erecium,
Sen. de Divin. Prov.
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W HILE wyouthe fierce divided Britons awe,

And Cato with an equal virtue, draw,
While Envy is it felf in Wonder loft,
And Fadtions ftrive who fhall applaud you moft;
Forgive the fond ambition of @ friend,
Who hopes bimfelf, not yous o recommend,
And join 1l applaufe which all the Learn'd beftow
On one, to whom a perfett work they owe.
To my * light Scenes I once infirib'd your name,
And impotemtly firove 1o borrow fame:
Soon will that die, which adds thy name. to mine ;
Let me, then, live; joiwd to a work.of thine.

* Tend De- . : :
R Havad, D RIicHARD STEELE.
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[

HO Cato fbines s Virgil's epick fong,
Preftribing laws among b Elyhan throng;

The Lucan’s verfe, exalted by his name,
Oer Gods themfelves bas vaisd the Herse's fame ;
The Roman flage did ne'er his image fee,
Drawn at full length ; a task referv'd for thee,
By thee we view the finifb’d Sfigure rife,
And awful march before our ravyflid. gyes ;
We hear his voice, afferting virtue's tasfe ;
Hrs fate renew'd our deep attention draws,
Excites by turns our various hopes and fears,

And all the patriot in thy feene appears,

On Tybet’s banks thy thonght was firft nfpirdy
"Twas there, to fome indulgent grove reriv'd,
Rome’s ancient fortunes rolling 11 thy mind,
Thy happy Muf? this manty work defignd :
Or 1 a dream thou faw i Romes Genss fand,
And, leading Cavo in bis focred band,
Powmt out th immortal Subjett of thy larys,
nd ask this labour to vetord bis praife.

Tis done———the Heroe lives, and charms vir age/
While nobler morals grace the Britifh fage.
Great Shakefpear’s ghaft," the folewm fvam to hear,
(Methinks 1 fee the laureld Shade appear ! )

Wil
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Wil bover o'er the Scene, and wond'ring view

His fav'rite Brutus revald-shusby you.

Such Roman greatnefs in each atlwn [bines,

Such Roman eloguence adorns your lines,

That fure the Sybills books this year foretold,

And i fome myfik leaf was feen nroll'd,
¢ Rome, turn thy mournful eyes from AfricK’s fbore,
¢ Nor in her fands thy Cato’s tomb explore !
< When thrice [ix hundred times the circling Sun
¢ s annual race fhall thro the Zadsack run,

An Ifle remate his monument fball rear,

And every generous Briton pay a tear.

Lol

Lol

JoHuewmES.

HAT dowe fee! is Cato then become
A greater name in Britain than in Rome?

Does mankind now admire. bis virtues more,
The Lucan, Horace, Virgil wrote before?
How will Poflersty this truth explain?
“ Cato begins to lve 1n Annd’s resgn
The worlds great chiefs, t conncil or in arms,.
Rife in your lines with more exalted charms
Hluftrions deeds in diftant nations wronght,
And virtues by departed. Heroes tanght,

Rafe
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Raife n your foul a pure immortal flame,
Adorn your life, and confecrate your fame s
To your renown all ages you fubdue,
And Celar fought, and Cato bled for you.

All Souls College,

/ T LS nobly dowe ‘thus 10 envich vhe Rage,
Aud raife the thoughts of a degenerate age,

7o fhow, how endlefs joys from freedom Spring:

How life i bondage is a worthlefs thing.

The anborn greatnefs of your foul we view,

You tread the paths frequented by the few.

Wath fo much firength you write, and fo much eafe,

Virtue, and fenfe ! bow durff yort bope to pleafe?

Yet crowds the fentiments of every line

Impartial clap'd, and own'd the work divine.

Euven the four Criticks, who malicions came,

Eager to cenfiure, and refolvd to blame,

Finding the Heroe regularly rife,

Great, while be lives, but greater, when be dres,

Sullen approvd, too obflinate to melt, .

Aund fickewd with the pleafures; which they felz.

Not fo the Fair therr paffions fecret kept,

Stlent they beard, but as they heard, . they wept,

When glorionfly the blooming Marcus dy'd,

And Cato told the Gods, Tm fatisfyd.

See !
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See ! bow your lays the Britith youth inflanse
‘They long to floot, and ripen into fame ;
Applauding theatres difturh their reft,

And unborn Cato’s beave 1 every breaft ;

Thetr nightly dreams thesr daily thoughts repear,
And pulfes bigh with fancy'd glories beas.

8o, grievd to view the Marathonian /posls,

The young Themiftocles vow'd equal toils ;

Did then his fthemes of future honours draw
From the long triumphs which with tears be faw.

How [ball I your unrival’d wortl proclaim,
Loft in the fpreading circle of your fame !
We faw you the great William’s praife rebearfe,
And pant Britannia’s joys 7z Roman ver/z.
We beard at diftance foft, enchanting firains,
From blooming mountains, and Italian Plaius,
Virgil began in Englith diefs 2o fbine,
His woice, his looks, his grandear fHll drome.
From bim too foon unfreendly you withdrew,
But brought the tuneful Ovid 20 our view.
Then, the delightful theme of every tongue,
7h immortal Marlb’rough was your daring fong;
From clime to clime the mighty vittor flew,
From chme to clime as fwifily you purfie ;
Sell with the Heroe's glow'd the Poer's flame,
8sll with bis conquefts you enlargd your fame.
With boundlefs vaptures bere the Mufe could fuwell,
And on your Rofamond for ever dwell:

Voi L M m [here
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There opening fweets, and every fragrant flower
Luxuriant finile, a never-fading bower.
Next, buman follies kindly to expofe,
You change from numbers, but ot fink i profé:
Whether in viftonary fcenes Yon play,
Refine our tafles, or langh odr crimes away.
Now, by the buskin'd Mufe you foine confeft,
The Patriot kindles i the Poet's breafl.
Such energy of fenfe might pleafire raife,
Tho unembellsflrd with the charms of phrafe:
Such charms of phrafe would with fuccefs be crown'd,
Tho nonfenfe flowd in the melodions found.
The chafieft Virgin needs no blufbes fear,
The Learw'd themfelves, not unmflrufted, hear.
The Libertine, in pleafures us'd to voul,
And 1dly [port with an mmmortal foul,
Here comes, and by the virtuons Heathen taught,
Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful thought.

When eer you traverfe vaft Numidiv’s plams,
What [lug g:/b Briton in bis Ifle remains?
When Juba fecks the Tiger with delight,
We beat the thicket, and provoke the fight.
By the defiription warm'd, we fondly fweat,
And in the chilling Eaft-wmd pant with beat.
What eyes behold not, how the ftream refines,
*Till by degrees the floating mirrour fhines
While burricanes in circling eddies play,
Tear up the (ands, and {weep whole plains away,
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| We [brink with horvor, and confefs onr fear,
And all the fudden founding ruine bear.

When purple vobes, diftaind with blood, decerve,
And make poor Marcia beantsfully grieve,

When [he ber fecret thoughts no more conceals,
Forgets the woman, and her flame reveals,

Well may the Prince exult with noble pride,

Not for bis Libyan crown, but Roman bride.

But I n vain on [ingle features dwell,
While all the parts of the fair piece excell,
§o rich the flore, [o dubious is the feafl,
We know not, which to pafs, or which ts tafte.
The [bining incidents [0 juftly fall,
We may the whole new [cenes of tranfport call,
Thus jewellers confound onr wandering eyes,
And with variety of gemms furprife.
Here Saphires, bere the Sardian Stone is feen,
The Topaz yellow, and the Jalper green.
The coftly Brilliant there,  confusdly bright,
From numerons furfaces darts tremblng light. _
The different colours mingling in a blaze, %
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Silent we fland, unable where o prayfe,

In pleafure fuweetly loft ten thoufand ways.

Trinity College, : L. EusbpEgN.

Cambridge.
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OO0 long hath Love engrofed Britannia’s fage,
And funk to foftnefs all our ragic rage ;
By that alone did empires fall or rife,
And fate depended on a farr one’s eyes :
The fweet infeclion, mixt with dangerous ars,
Debasd our manhood, while it footh'd the beayt,
You feorn to raife a grief thy [elf muft blame,
Nor from onr weaknefs fleal a valgar fame :
A Patrior's fall may juftly melt the mind,
And tears flow nobly, fbed for all mankind,

How do our fouls with gewrous pleafure glyw /
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes oerflow,
When thy firm Hero ffands beneath the weight
Of all bus fufferings venerably great
Rome’s poor remains fisll fheltring by bis fide,
With confcious virme, and becoming pride.

The aged Oak thus vears bis bead in air,
His fap exhanfled, and bis branches bare

"Midfy fiorms and earthquakes be maintains bis flate,

Fixt doep mn earth, and faflend by bis weight ~
His naked boughs flill leud the Jhepherds aid,
And bis old trunk projets an awful [bade,

Amidf the joys trmmphant peace beflyws,
Qur Patriots fadden at bis glorious woes,

Awhile
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Lwhile they let the world's great busnefs wart,
Anxzous for Rome, aud figh for Cato’s fate.
Here taught how ancient Heroes rofe to fame,
Our Britons crowd, and catch the Roman flame,
Where flates and [enates well might lend an ear,
And Kings and Priefls without a blufb appear.

France boafts no more; bust, fearful to engage,
Now firft pays homage to ber vival’s ffage,
Hafles to learn thee, and learning fhall fubmit
Alike to Britith arms, and Britith wi:
No more fbell wonder, ( fircd to do us right)
Who think like Romans, could Jtke Romans fight.

Thy Oxford finsles this glorions work vo fee,
And fondly trinmpbs i a fon like thee.
The fenates, confuls, and the gods of Rome,
Like old acquaintance at sheir native home,
In thee we find: each deed, each word expreft,
And every thought that fwelld-a Roman breafi.
We trace each bint that could thy foul infpire
With Virgil’s judgment, and with Lucap’s fire;
We know by worth, and, give us leave to boaft,
We mofs admire, becaufe we know thee moft.

Queen’s-College, TH 0. . T ICKELL.

QOzomn,

SIR,

}
f.
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SR
R 7T HEN vour generous labour firft I viewd,
And Cato’s hands 1n bis own blood imbritd ;.
That feene of death fo terrible appears,
My forl could only shank you with ber tears.
Yet with fuch wond vous art vour skilful haund
Does all the paffions of the foul command,
That even my grief to praife and wonder turn'd,
And envy'd the great death which firfp I monrs'd,

What pen but yours conld draw the doubtful firife,
Of bononr fruglng with the love of life?
Defcribe the Patriot, obfinately good,
s hovering o'er eternity be food:
The wide, 1l unbounded ocean lay before
His puercing fight, and Heaven the difiant [bore.
Secure of endlefs biifs, with fearlefs eyes,
He grafps the dagger, and s point defies,
And rufbes ont of Life, to fatch the glorious prize,

How would old Rome rejoice, 1o hear you tell
How juft ber Pasriot lrvd, how great be fell/
Reconnt bis wond'rous probity and truth,

And form new Juba’s i the Britith yourh,
Their generous fouls, when be refigus bis breath,
Lre pleasd with ruine, and in love wih death.

And




[ 271 ]
And when her conguering fword Britannia draws,
Refolve 10 peryfb, or defend her caufe.
Now firft on Albion’s zheatre we fée,
A perfect image of what man [bould be ;
The glorious charatier is now exprefl,
Of virtue dwelling in a human breaft.
Drawn at full length by your smmortal lines,
In Cato’s foul, as in her Heaven fhe [bines.

Al Souls Collge Dicey CoTES.

Left with the Printer by an unknown hand.

N OW we may [peak, fince Cato [peaks no more;;
: *Tis praife at length, “twas rapture all before;
When crowded theatres with 16s rung

Sent to the skies, from whence thy gentus [prung:

Euven crvil rage awhile in thine was loft;

And falions firove but to applaud thee mofi:

Nov conld enjoyment pall our longing tafte;

Bt every night was dearer than the laft,

As when old Rome in @ malignant bour
Deprivd of fome ieturning congueror,
Her debt of triumph to the dead di tharg'd,
Eor fame, for treafure, and ber bounds enlarg’d

Aad,
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And, while bis godlike figure mov'd almg,
Alsernate paffions fir'd th adoring throng ;
Zears flowd from every eye, and fhouts from every tongue,
- 80 17 thy pompous lines has Cato fard,
‘Gracd weth an ample, the alste veward:
A greater villor we in him revere;
A nobler triumph- crowns his image here,

Wb wonder, aswith Ppleafure, we furvey

A theme: [o. [canty wrought into a play;

8o vaft a pile on fuch foundations placd;

Like Ammon's temple reard on Libya’s wafte:
Behold 1ts glowing pamt! its eafie wezpht /
Its nice proportions! and feupendons beight /
How chafte the conduit, how divine the rage ]
A Roman W#orthy on a Grecian Sfage!

But where fhall Cato's praife begin or end;
Inclind to melt, and yet untaught to bend,
The firmeft Parriot, and the gentleft Friend?
How great bis genins , when the traytor crond
Ready.to firike the blow their fury vowds
Quelld by his look, and Liftning 1o bis lore,
Learn, like bis paffions, to rebel no more !
When, lavifb of his boiling blood, to prove
The cure of flavifbo-life, and [lighted lpve,
Brave Marcus new in early death appears,
While Cato counts bis wonnds, and not bis years:
Who, checking private grief, the publick monrns,
Commands the pity be fo greatly feorus.

¢
S

B i3
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But when be flrskes, (to crown bis generous pare)
That honeft, flaunch, impraiticable bears;
No tears, no [obs purfue bis parting breath
The dying Roman fhames the pomp of death.

0 facred Freedom, which the powers beffow
7o feafon ble[fings, and to foften woe;
Plant of our growth, and aim of all our caves,
The tosl of ages, and the crown of wars:
If, taught by thee, the Poefs wit has flow'd
In flrains as precious as bis Heroe's blood
Preferve thofe flrains, an everlafting charm
7o keep that blood, and thy remembrance warm:
Be this thy guardian image fill fecure ;
In vain fball force mvade, or frand allure;
Our great Palladium fball perform its part,
Fix'd and enfbrind in every Britifh beart.

HE mind to virtue 15 by verfe fubdu'd;

And the true Poet is a public good.
This Britain feels, while, by your lines infpir'd,
Her free-born fons to glovious thoughts are fir'd.
In Rome bad you efpousd the vanquifb'd caufe,
Enflawd ber fenate, and upheld her.laws ; -
Your manly feenes bad liberty reftor’d,
And grven the juft firccefs to Cato’s Jword:
Oer Cefar’s arms your genius bad prevail'd;

And the Mufe triumph’'d, where the Patriot fail'd.
AvMBR. PHILIPS.

N0 L N n
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PR GOEsG ] E
By.. Me =P OV ek
Spoken by Mr. W I L IK P

T O wake the foul by tender firokes of art,

To raife the genius, and to mend the beart,
Ty make mankind in confeious virtue bold,
Live oer each [iene, and be what they bebold :
For this the Tragic-Mufe fir[t trod the fiage,
Commanding tears to ftream thro every age
Tyrants no more their favage natire kept,
And foes to virtue wonderd how they wept.
Our author [buns by valgar [prings fo move
The Heroe's glory, or the Virgin's love ;
In pitying Love we but our weaknefs Jbow,
Ad wild Ambition well deferves us woe.
Here tears [ball flow from a move generous canfe,
Such tears as Patriots fbed for dying laws:
He b1ds Nour 5;'.9{.3@5 with ancient avdor . £,
And calls forth Roman drops from Britifh eyes.
Virtue confeft in buman [bape he draws,

What Plate thought, and God-like Cato was: -
No

]
|
|
I
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No common objelt to your [ight difplays,

But what with pleafure Heaven it [EIf furveys;

A brave man firuggling in the fforms of fate,

And greatly falling with a falling flate /

While Cato grves his listle Senate laws,

What bofom beats not in bis conntry’s canfe?

Who fees bim atl, but envies every deed?

Who bears bim groan, and does wnot wifb to bleed?
Even when proud Cxlar *midft triumphal cars,

The fpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars,
Ignobly vain, and impotently grear,

Show'd Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in [late,

As ber dead father’s veverend image paft,

The pomp was darken'd, and the day oercafl,

The triumph ceas d-—--rtears gufb'd from every eye,
The world’s great vitkor pafs'd unbeeded by ;

Her laft good man dejected Rome ador’d,

And howmonr'd Cxfar’s lefs than Cato’s fword.
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Britons attend: be worth like this approv'd,
And fbow you have the virtue to be mov'd.
With boneft feorn the firft fam’d Cato view'd
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom fhe [ubdu d.
Our [iene precarionfly fubfifts too long
On French rranflation, and Italian [ong:
Dare to0 have fenfe your [ehoes; affert the flage,
Be jufily warnid with your own native rage.
Such plays alone fbould pleafe a Britith ear,
As Cato’s felf bad not difdaind to bear,

Nn 2 Dramatis




Dramatis Perfonz.
MR TES BN,
CATO. Mr. Booth.
Lucius, a Senator. Mr. Keen.
Sempronius, a Senator. Mr. Mills. J
Juba, Prince of Numidia. Mr. Wilks.
Syphax, General of the Numidians. Mr. Cibber.
Portius, - Mr. Powell.
Marcus, E‘Ym‘r b Mr. Ryan.
Decius, Ambaflador from Cxfar. Mr. Bowman. *
Mutineersy, Guards, &c. #
W O ME N F
Marcia, Daughter to Cato. Mrs. Oldfield. .
Lucia, Daughter to Lucius. Mrss. Porier, |
t

SCENE « large Hall in the Gover-
nor s Palace of Ultica,

CATO.
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# PORTIUS, MARCUS.

P.-0RTIDS

HE dawn is over-caft, the morning
lours,

And heavily in clouds brings om
the day,

The great, th’important day, big:
with the fate

Of Cate and of Rome—-—- Qur Fa-
ther’s Death

Would fill up all the guilt of Civil war,

And clofe the fcene of blood. Already Cefar

X,
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Has ravaged more than half the globe, and fees
Mankind grown thin by his deftructive fword :
Should he go further, numbers would be wanting
To form new battels, and fupport his crimes.

Ye Gods, what havock does Ambition make
Among your works!

MAR CU S

Thy fteddy temper, Portims,
Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Cefer,
In the calm lights of mild Philofophy ;
I'm tortured, even to madnefs, when I think
On the proud victor: every time he’s named
Phasfala rifes to my view !—-1I fee
Tk’ infulting tyrant, prancing o’er the field
Strow’d with Rome’s citizens, and drench’d in f{laughter,
His Hotfe’s hoofs wet with Patrician blood!
Oh Portius, is there not fome chofen curfe,
Some hidden thunder in the ftores of Heaven,
Red with uncommon wrath, to blaft the man,
Who owes his greatnefs to his country’s ruin 2

2 Tk TS,

Believe me, Marcus, °tis an impious greatnefs,
And mixt with too much herrour to be envy'd:
How does the luftre of our father’s a&ions,
Through the dark cloud of Iils that cover him,
Break out, and burn with more triumphant brightnefs!
His fufferings fhine, and fpread a glory round him
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the caufc

Of

e — =
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Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome.

His {word ne’er fell but on the guiley head;
Oppreffion, tyranny, and power ufurp’d,
Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon “em.

MARCUS.

Who knows not this? but what can Caro do
Againft a world, a bafe degenerate world,
That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Cefar?
Pent up in Urrca he vainly forms
A poor epitome of Roman greatnefs,
And, coverd with Numidian guards, direds
A fecble army, and an empty fenate,
Remnants of mighty battels fought in vair.
By Heavens, fuch virtues, join’d with fuch fuccefs,
Diftraét my very foul: Our father’s fortune
Would almoft tempt s to renounce his precepts.

PORTILUS,

Remember what our father oft has told us:
The ways of Heaven are dark and intricate,
Puzzled in mazes, and perplex’d with errors:
Our underftanding traces *em in vain,

Loft and bewilderd in the fruitlefs fearch ;
Nor fees with how much art the windings rurm,
Nor where the regular confufion emnds.

MARCUS.

Thele are fuggeftions of a mind at eafe:
Oh Portius, didit thou tafte bur'half the griefs
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That wring my foul, thou couldft not talk thus coldly.
Paffion unpity’d, and fuccefle(s love,

Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate

My other griefs. Were but my Lueie kind I-—-

P OOR T EUS

Thou fee’ft not that thy Brother is thy Rival :

But I muft hide it, for I know thy temper. [ Afide.
Now, Marcus, now, thy virtue’s on the proof:

Put forth thy utmoft {trength, work every nerve,

And call up all thy father in thy foul :

To quell the tyrant Liove, “and guard thy heart

On this weak fide, ‘where moft our nature fails,

Would be a conqueft worthy Cazo’s fon.

M A REGCIT S

Portius, the counfel which I cannot take,
Inftead of healing, but upbraids my weaknefs.
Bid me for honour plunge into a war
Of thickeft foes, and rufh on certain death,
Then fhalt thou fee that Marcus is not {low
To follow glory, -and confels his father,
Love is not to be reafon’d down, or loft
In high ambition, and a thirft of greatnefs ; :
*Tis fecond life, it grows inte the foul, L
Warms every vein, and beats in every pulfe, '
I feel it here: my refolution melts----

PEOER 7 1S

Behold young: Fuba,  the Numidian Prince! -
With how much care he forms himfelf to glory,

And
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' And breaks the fiercenefs of his native temper
To copy out our Father’s bright example.

He loves our fifter Marcia, greatly loves her,
His eyes, his looks, his actions all betray it
But ftill the fmother’d fondnefs burns within him.
When moft it {wells, and labours for a vent,
The fenfe of honour and defire of fame

Drive the big paffion back into his heast.
What! fhall an Afiecan, {hall Fuba's heir
Reproach great Cate’s fon, and {how the world
A virtue wanting in a Roman foul 2

M AR CUS.

b Portins, no more! your words leave {tings behind ’em.
When-cer did Fwba, or did Portius, thow

A virtue that has caft me at a diftance,

And thrown me out in the purfuits of honour 2

PO R Taduly .

Mearcus, 1 know thy gen’rous temper well 5
Fling but th’appearance of difhonour on it,
It {trait takes fire, and mounts into a blaze.

M AR CUS.
A Brother’s fufferings claim a Brother’s pity.
PO RL LU S

Heaven knows T pity thee: behold my eyes
Even whilft I rpcak-—-—Do they not {iim in tears?

e ——r—
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Were but my heart as naked to thy view,
Marcus would fee it bleed in: his behalf.

M AR CUS.

Why then doft treat me with rebukes, inftead
Of kind condoling cares, and friendly forrow 2

PO RT LU &

O Mareus, did 1 know the way to eafe
Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains,
Mareus, believe me, I could die to do it.

M AR CUS.

Thou beft of brothers, and thou beft of friends!
Pardon a weak diftemper’d foul that fwells
With fudden gufts, and finks as foon in calms,.
The {port of paffions : -~—= but Sempronsus comes :
He muft not find this fofinefs hanging on- me,

[Exit,

S Gl Nz ke - I

SEMPRONIUS, PORTIUS

& B M OB RG N B

Confpiracies no fooner fhould be form’d’
Than executed. What means Portiies here s
[ like not that cold youth. I muft diffemble,,
And {peak a language foreign to my heart..

[Afide.
Good

s——
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' Good morrow Portius./ let usonce embrace,

Once more embrace; whillt yet we both are free.
To-morrow fhould we thus exprefs our friendfhip, «
Each might receive a flave into his arms:

This Sun perhaps, this morning Sun’s the laft,
That ¢er {hall rife on Roman liberty.

&0 R LU

My father has this morning call’d together
To this poor hall his little Romzen Senate,
( The leavings of Pharfalia) to confule
If yet he can oppofe the mighty torrent
That bears down Rome, and all her gods, before it,
Or muft at length give up the world to Cefar.

SEMPRONTIUS

Not all the pomp and majefty of Rome
Can raife her Senate more than Cate’s prefence.
His virtues render our affembly awful,
i They ftrike with fomething like religious fear,
[ And make even Cefar tremble at the head
Of armies flufl’d with conqueft: O my Portaus,
‘Could I but call that wondrons Man my Father,
Would but thy fifter Marcia be propitious
To thy friend’s vows: I might be blefs’d indeed!

T ey dnisgid
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PORTIUYS.
| Alas! Sempronius, wouldft thou talk of love
:r To.Marcia, whillt her facher’s life’s in danger?

Oo 2 Thou
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Thou might'ft as well court the pale tiembling Veftal,
When fhe beholds the holy flame expiring.

S E.M P.R.O;N. A U.S.

The more I fee the wonders of thy race,
"The more Pm charm’d. Thou muft take heed, my Portais !
"The world has all its eyes on Caze’s fon,
Thy father’s merit fets thee up to view,
And fhows thee in the faireft point ‘of light,
To make thy virtues, or'thy faults, confpicuous.

B0 RVEI-TU §.

Well doft theu feem to check my lingring ‘here
On this important hour——-T1l ftrait away,
And while the Fathers of the Senate meet
In clofe debate to weigh th’ events of war,
1l animate the foldier’s drooping courage,
With love of freedom, and contempt of life:
Tll thunder in their ears their country’s caufe,
And try to roufe up all that's Roman in em.
“Tis not in mortals to Command fuccefs,
But we’ll do more, Sempronius; well Deferve it. [Extt.

SEMPRONIUS folus.

Curfe on the Stripling! how he apes his Sire 2
Ambitioufly {ententious I--—-but I wonder
Old Syphax comes not; his Numidian genius
Is well difpofed to 'mifchief, were he prompt
And eager on it; but he muft be fpurr’d,
And every moment quickned to the courfe.

(110
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----- Cato has us’d me ill : he has refufed

His daughter Adarciaito my ardent vows,

Befides, his baffled arms, ' and ruined caufe,

Are bars to my ambition, = Ce/as’s favour,

That thow’rs down greatnefs on his friends, will raife me
To Rome’s firft honouss.. - 1f I give up Cato,

I claim in my rewatd his captive daughter.

But Sypbax comes!--——

S GoEAN:E, I
SYPHAX, SEMPRONIUS.

S PaH AR,

——-Semprons, all is ready,
Ive founded my Numidians,” man by man,
And find ’em ripe for a revolt: they all
Complain aloud of Caro’s difcipline,
And wait but the command to change their mafter.

SEMPRONIUS

Believe me, Syphax, there’s no time to wafte;
Even whillt we fpeak, our Conqueror comes on,
And gathers ground upon us every moment.
Alas! thou knowft not Cefar’s adive foul,
With what a dreadful courfe he rufhes on
From war to war: in vain has Nature form’d
' Mountains
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Mountains and oceans to oppofe his paffage; |
He bounds o’er all, vicorious in his march;

The Alpes and Pyreneans fink before him,

Through winds and waves and ftorms he works his way,
Impatient for the battel : one day more

Will fet the Vickor thundering at our gates.

But tell me, haft thou yet drawn o’er young Fuba?
That ftill would recommend thee more to Cefar,

And challenge better terms.

S T

Algs! he’s loft,
He's loft, Sempronsus ; all his thoughts are full
Of Cato’s virtues :-——--but Pll try once more
(For every inftant I expeét him here)
If yet I can fubdue thofe ftubborn prineiples
‘Of faith, of honour, and I know not what,
That have corrupted his Numidian temper,
And ftruck th’ infeéion into all his foul.

SEMPRONIUS.

Be fure to prefs upon him every motive.
Fuba's forrender, fince his father’s death,
Would give up Africk into: Cefar’s hands,

And make him Lord of half the burning Zone.

S D H AX,

But is it true, Sempronius, that your Senate : '
Is call’d together > Gods! thon muft be cautious!

Cato .
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Cato has piercing eyes, and will difcern
Our frauds, unlefs they’re coverd thick with art.

SEMPRONIUS.

Let me alone, good Syphax, Tll conceal
My thoughts in paffion (’tis the fureft way ;)
Pll bellow out for Rome and for my country,
And mouth at Ce/zr ’till I fhake the Senate.
Your cold hypocrifie’s a ftale device,
A worn-out trick: would’ft thou be thought in earneft:
Cloath thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fury!

ST PN AX

In troth, thou'rt able to inftruct grey-hairs,
And teach the wily African deceit!

SkM P RO N T.US,

Once more, be fure to try thy skill on Juba.
Mean while Pll haften to my Roman f{oldiers,
Inflame the mutiny, and underhand
Blow up their difcontents, ’till they break out
Unlook’d-for, and difcharge themfelves on Cazo.
Remember, Syphax, we muft work in hafte:

O think what anxious moments pafs between
The birth of plots, and their laft fatal periods.
Oh! ’tis a dreadful interval of time,.

Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death!
Deftruction hangs en every word we fpeak,

On every thought, ’till the concluding ftroke
Determines all, and:clofes our defign.

[Exit.

SYPHAX
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SYP HAX filu.

Pll try if yet I can reduce to reafon
This head-ftrong youth, ‘and make him fpurn at Caro,
The time is fhort, -Cefar comes rufhing on, uss-—-
But hold! young J#ba fees me, and approaches.

S E N B - TV T
JTUBA S¥PHAX

of U B: 4.
Syphax, 1 joy to meet thee thus alone,
I have obferved of late thy looks are fallen,
O’ercaft with gloomy cares, and difcontent ;
Then tell me, Syphar, T'eonjareithee, tell 'me;
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns,

And turn thine eye thus coldly on‘thy Prince?

e N Sl S R B
*Tis not my talent to:conceal my:thoughts,
Or carry {miles and fun-fhine in my face,
When difcontent fits heavy at'my heart.
I have not yet fo much the Roman in me::

TR l

Why do’ft thou caft out fuch ungenerous terms
Againft the Lords and Sow’reéigns of the world 2

Doft
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Doft thou not fee mankind fall down before them,
And own the force of their fuperior virtue >

Is there a nation in the wilds of Afick,

Amidft our barren rocks, and burning fands,
That does not tremble at the Roman name 2

SYP H 44X

- Gods! where’s the worth that fets this people up
Above your own Numidia's tawny fons!
Do they with tougher finews bend the bow
Or flies the javelin f{wifter to its mark, '
Launch’d from the vigour of a Roman arm :
Who like our a&ive African inftrués
The fiery fteed, and trains him to his hand >
Or guides in troops th’ embattled Elephant,
Loaden with war? thefe, thefe are arts, my Prince,
In which your Zama does not ftoop to Rome.

JUB A4

Thefe all are virtues of a meaner rank,
Perfections that are placed in bones and nerves.
A Roman foul is bent on higher views :

To civilize the rude unpolifh’d world,

And lay it under the reftraint of laws;

To make Man mild, and fociable to Man ;
To cultivate the wild licentious Savage

With wifdom, difcipline, and liberal arts ;
Th’ embellithments of life: Virtues like thefe,
Make human nature thine, reform the foul,
And break our fierce barbarians into men.

Vor. L I STFP HAX

: ! 4

ﬁﬁ
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Patience kind Heavens !l-===- excufe an old man’s warmth.,

What are thefe wond’rous civilizing arts,

This Roman polifh, and this fmooth behaviour,
That render man thus tracable and tame?

Are they not only to difguife our paffions,

To fet our looks at variance with our thoughts,
To check the ftarts and fallies of the foul,

And break off all its commerce with the tongae;
In fhort, to change us into other creatures,
Than what our natare and the Gods defign’d us 2

T B

To ftrike thee dumb: turn up thy eyes to Cato /
There may’ft thou fee to what a godlike height
The Roman virtues lift up mortal man,
While good, and juft, and anxious for his friends,
He's ftill feverely bent againft himfelf;
Renouncing {leep, and reft, and food, and eafe,
He ftrives with thirft and hunger, toil and heat;
And when his fortune fets befotre him all
The pomps and pleafures that his foul can with,
His rigid virtue will accept of none.

§ Wl Sl ads X
Believe me, Prince, there’s not an African
That traverfes our vaft Numidian defarts
In queft of prey, and livesupon his bow,
But better practifes thefe boafted virtues.

Coarfe
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Coarle are his meals, the fortune of the chafe,
Amidft the running ftream he flakes his thirft,
Toils all the day, and at th’approach of night
On the firft friendly bank he throws him down,
Or refts his head upon a rock ’till morn :

Then rifes frefh, purfues his wonted game,

And if the following day he chance to find

A new repaft, or an untafted {pring,

Bleffes his ftars, and thinks it luxury:

YUB 4

Thy prejudices, Syphax, won’t difcern
What virtues grow from ignorance and choice,
Nor how the Hero differs from the Brute.
But grant that others could with equal glory
Look down on pleafures, and the baits of fenfe;
Where fhall we find the man that bears affliction,
Great and majeftick in his griefs, like Cato?
Heavens ! with what ftrength, what fteadinefs of mind,
He trinmphs in the midft of all his {ufferings!
How does he rife againft a lead of woes,
And thank the Gods that throw the weight upon him!

§- P H- A

*Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtinefs of foul:
1 think the Romans call ic Stozcifm.
Had not your royal father thought fo highly
Of Roman virtue, and of Cato’s caufe,
He had not fallen by a flave’s hand; inglorious:
Nor would his flaughter’d army now: have-lain
Pp 2 On_
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On Afr1ck’s fands, disfigurd with their wounds,
To gorge the Wolves and Vultures of Numidia,

FU B A

Why do’ft thou call my forrows up afrefh
My Father’s name brings tears into my eyes.

SYP HALX.
Oh! that yowd profit by your Father’s ills!
FUB 4
What would’'ft thou have me do: z
S Y P H AX:
Abandon Caro.
YUB A4

$yphax, 1 fhould be more than twice an Orphan
By fuch a [ofs.

i (T o S e e

Ay, there’s the tie that binds you!
You long to call him Father. Musrcia’s charms
Work in your heart unfeen, and plead for Caro.
No wonder you are deaf to all I fay.

JUB 4

Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate ;
Ive hitherto permitted it to rave,

And
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And talk at large; but learn to keep it in,
Left it thould take more freedom than Tll give it.

STPHAX

Sir, your great father never ufed me thus.
Alas, he’s dead! but can you €er forget
The tender forrows, and the pangs of nature,
The fond embraces, and repeated bleffings,
Which you dtew from him in your laft farewel
Still muft I cherifh the dear, fad, remembrance,
At once to torture, and to pleale my foul.
The good old King at parting wrung my hand,
(His eyes brim-full of tears) then fighing cry’d,
Priythee be careful of my fon!—-—his grief
Swell’d up fo high, he could not utter more.

¥ UB A4,

Alas, thy ftory melts away my foul.
That beft of fathers! how fhall I difcharge
The gratitude and duty which I owe him!

= BTN,

By laying up his counfels in your heart.
FUBA.

His counfcls bade me yield to thy directions:
Then, Syphax, chide me in fevereft terms,
Vent all thy paffion, and VIl ftand its fhock,
Calm and varuffled as a fummer-fea,

When not a breath of wind flies o’er its furface.

ST P HAX.
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SCrNP A X,
Alas, my Prince, I'd guide you to your fafety.

¥ UB 4.

I do believe thou would’ft: but tell me how?

S WP H A4.X
Fly from the fate that follows Cefar’s foes,

FeUB 4.
My father fcorn’d to do it.’

SrPHAX
And therefore dy’d.

- FUB A
Better to die ten thoufand thoufand deaths,
Than wound my honour.

ST P HALKX.
Rather fay your love.

FUB 4

Syphax, Tve promisd to preferve my temper,
Why wilt thou urge me to confefs a flame,
I long have ftifled, and would fain conceal 2

SR A X,

Believe me, Prince, tho’ hard to conquer love,
Tis eafie to divert and break its force:
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Abfence might cure it, or a{econd miltrefs

Light up another flame, and put out this.

The glowing dames of Zama's royal court

Have faces flufht with more -exalted charms;

The Sun, that rolls his chariot o’er their heads,
Works up more fire and colour dn their cheeks:
Were you with thefe, my Prince, youw'd foon forget
The pale unripen’d beauties of the Norzh.

Y UB A

*Tis not a fett of features, or complexion,
The tinGure of a skin, that I admire.
Beauty foon grows familiar to the lover,
Fades in his eye, and palls upon the fenfe.
The virtuous Marcia tow’rs above her fex:
True, fheis fair, (Oh how divinely fair!)
But ftill the lovely maid improves her charms
With inward greatnefs, unaffetted wifdom,
And fandtity of manners.  Cato’s {oul
Shines out in every thing fhe a&s or fpeaks,
While winning mildnefs and attra&ive fmiles
Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace
Soften the rigour of her father’s virtues.

S P H A

How does your tongue grow wanton in her praife!
But on my knees I beg you would confider---=

% UeBad.
Hah! Syphax, is't not fhe!-==~fhe moves this way:

e o o T g [ e T T e T O el
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And with her Lucia, Lucius's fajr danghter.
My heart beats thick—-I pr'ythee Syphax leave me.

S Pl A%

Ten thoufand curfes faften on ’em both !
Now will this woman with a fingle glance
Undo, what Pve been labouring all this while. [Exsr.

D i e s

JUBA, MARGIA, LUCIA

FUB A4

Hail charming Maid! how does thy beauty {mooth
The face of war, and make even Horror fimile!
At fight of thee my heart fhakes off its forrows ;
I feel a dawn of joy break in upon me,

And for a while forget th’ approach of Cefar.
MARCI A

I fhould be griev’d, young Prince, to think my prefence
Unbent your thoughts, and flacken’d ’em to arms,
While, warm with {laughter, our vicorious foe
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the ficld.

FUB 4

O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns
And gentle withes follow me to battel!




The thought will give new vigour to my arm,
Add ftrength and weight to my defcending {word
And drive it in a tempeft on the foe,

M ARCI A

My prayers and withes always fhall attend
The friends of Rome, the glorious caufe of virtue,
And men approv’d of by the Gods and Cas.

gf = BBl A,

That Jnba may deferve thy pious cares,
I'll gaze for ever on thy godlike father,
Tranfplanting, one by one, into my life
His bright perfections, *till I fhine like him.

+ MAvREG T A,

My father never at a time like this
Would lay out his great foul in words, and wafte
Such precious moments.

p

YU B 4.

Thy reproofs are juft,
Thou virtuous maid; TIl haften to my troops,
And fire their languid fouls with Caso’s virtue.
If e’er I lead them ro the field, when all
The war fhall ftand ranged in its juft array,
And dreadful pomp: then will 1 think on' thee!
O lovely Maid, then will T think on thee!
5 And, in the fhock of charging hofts, remember
What glorious deeds fhould grace the man, who hopes

For f'!'fg;'.:'jﬂ's 1{)!.-‘.3. f“;./r:‘
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SCENE VL

LU Cihilsedad:R C I A.
LUCI#.

Moarcia, you're too fevere:
How could you chide the young good-natured Prince,
And drive him from you with fo ftern an air,
A Prince that loves and doats on you to death?

MR €A

*Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me.
His air, his voice, his looks, and honeft foul
Speak all fo movingly in his behalf,
1 dare not truft my felf to hear him talk.

LUCT A

Why will you fight againft fo fweet a paffion,
And fteel your heart to fuch a world of charms.

MARCI A

How, Lucia! would'ft thou have me ink away
In pleafing dreams, and lofe my felf in love,
When every moment Cazo’s life’s at {take 2
Cefar comes arm’d with terror and revenge,
And aims his thunder at my fathet’s head :
Should not the fad occafion fwallow up
My other cares, and draw them all into it ?
L TG A
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LU Ed 4

Why have not I this conftancy of mind,
Who have fo many griefs to try its force?
Sure, Nature form’d me of her foftelt mould,
Enfeebled all my foul with tender paffions,
And funk me even below my own weak fex :
Pity and love, - by turns, opprels my heart.

MARCI A

Lucia, disburthen all thy cares on me,
And let me fhare thy moft retired diftrefs;
Tell me who raifes up this conflict in thee?

VRS BN B I

I need not blufh to name them, when I tell thee
They’re Marcia’s brothers, and the fons of Care,

M AR CI A4

They both behold thee with their fifter’s eyes:
And often have reveal’d their paffion to me.
But tell me, whofe addrefs thou favour'ft moft:
I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it.

S O
Which is it Marcza withes for 2

MARCI A

For neither-——-
And yet for both-----the youths have equal thare

Qq 2

In
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In Marcia’s withes, and divide their fifter -
But tell me, which of them is Zucia’s choice

kL C. L A

Marcia, they both are high in'my efteem,
But in my love-----why wilt thou make me name him:
Thou knowft it is a blind and foolith paffion,
Pleas’d and difgufted with it knows not whatem--

MARCI A

O Lueia, I'm perplex’d, O tell me which
I muft hereafter call my happy brother >

LUC A

Suppofe *twere Portins, could you blame my choice
----- O Portins, thou haft ftol'n away my foul !
With what a graceful tendernefs he loves!
And breathes the {ofteft, the fincereft vows!
Complacency, and truth, and manly {weetnefs
Dwell ever on his tongue; and fmooth his thoughts..
Marcus is over-warm, his fond complaints
Have {fo much earneftnefs and paflion in them,
I hear him with a fecret kind of horrour,
And tremble at his vehemence of temper.

M AR C I A

Alas poor youth! how can'ft thou throw him from thee

Lucia, thou knowft not half the love he |

vears thee;
Whene'er he {peaks o

f thee, his heart’s in flames,
He fends out all his, foul in every word,




e

Unhappy youh! how will thy coldnefs raife
Tempefts and {torms in his aflicted bofom!
I dread the conﬁ-clucnce.

7 O B 4

You feem to plead
Againft your brother Portius.

M AR CI A

Heaven forbid!
Had Portins been the unfuccefsful lover,
The fame compaflion would:have fall’n en him.

SEil 6 g e

Was ever virgin love diftrefs’d like minc!
Portins himfelf oft falls in tears before me,
As if he mourn’d his rival’s ill {fuccefs,
Then bids me hide the motions of my heart,
Nor fhow which way it turns. So much he fears
The fad effe&s that it would have on Marcus.

M ARCUS.

He knows too well how eafily he’s fired,
And would not plunge his brother in defpair,
But waits for happier times, and kinder moments,

I Gk A,

Alas, too late I find my felf involved
In endlefs griefs, and labyrinths of woc,

And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranfported.
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Born to affli& my Marcia's family,
And fow diffention in the hearts of brothets.
Tormenting thought! it cuts into my foul.

M AR CI A

Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our {orrows,

" But to the Gods permit th’event of things.

Our lives, difcolourd with our prefent woes,

May ftill grow white, and fmile with happier hours.

So the pure limpid ftream when foul with ftains,
Of rufhing torrents, and defcending rains,
Works it felf clear, and as it runs, refines;
“Till by degrees, the floating mirrour fhines,
Reflects each flow’r that on the border grows,
And a new Heaven in its fair bofom fhows.
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The S E N A T E.

SEMPRONIUS.

OME ftll furvives in this affembled Senate!
Let us remember we are Cato’s friends,
And a& like men who claim that glorious title.

L UG L TES,

Cato will foon be here, and open to us
Th’ occafion of our meeting. Heark! he comes!
[A found of trumpets.
May all the guardian gods of Rome direct him!

Emter € AT O.
Gnd-T5 0

Fathers, we once again are met in council.
Czfar’s approach has fummon’d us together,
And Rome atcends her fate from our refolves :
How fhall we treat this bold afpiring man?
Succefs ftill follows him, and backs his crimes:
Phayfalia gave him Rome ; Egypr has fince

Received his yoke, and the whole Nile is Celar’s.
Why
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Why fhould I mention Fuba's overthrow,
And Soipios-death > Numidia's burning fands
Still fmoke Wwith blood. *Tis time we fhould decree
What courfe to take. Qur foe advances on us,
And ‘envies us even'Lzbye’s fultry. defarts.
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts, are they fill fixt
To hold it out, and fight it to the laft?
Or are your hearts fubdu’d at length, and wrought
By time and ill fuccefs to a fubmiffion >
: ":\\{’;;-:im orrzaes | ‘ITL‘:? k.

L

gt 1 08 R O L S R
My voice 1s fHll for war,

Gods, can a Roman Senate long debate
Which of the two to chufe, flavery or death!
No, let us rife at once, gird on our fwords, ’
And; at the head of our remaining troops,

Attack the foe, break through the thick array
Of his throng’d legions, and charge home upon him.
Perhaps fome arm, more lucky than the reft,

May reach his heart, ‘and free the wotld from bondage.
Rife, ‘Fathers, rife! ’tis Rome demands your help ; I
Rife, and revenge her flaughter’d cirizens,

)t fhare their fire? the corps of half her Senate
Manure the fields of Theflaly, while we

Sit here, deliberating in cold debates, ‘

If we fhould facrifice’ ont lives to honour, {
Or wear them ont in fervitude and chains. :
Roufe up for thame! our brothers of Pharfalin i
Point at their'wounds, and ¢y aloud--—-To battel | !

' -
el
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Great Pompey’s fhade complains that we are flow,
And Seczpir’s ghoft walks unrevenged amongft us!

T~ O

Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal
Tranfport thee thus beyond the bounds of reafon
True fortitude is feen in great exploits
That juftice warrants, and that wifdom guides,
All elﬁ_ is tow’ring frenzy and diftraction.
Are not the lives of thofe, who draw the fword
In Rome’s defence, entrufted to our care:?
Should we thus lead them to a field of flaughter,
Might not th’impartial world with reafon fay
We lavifl’d at our deaths the blood of thoufands,
To grace our fall, and make our ruine glorious 2
Lucus, we next would know what’s your opinion.

islzG A LS

My thoughts, I muft confefs, are turn’d on peace.
Already have our quauela fllrd the world
With widows and with orphans: Seysbza mourns
Our guilty wars, and earth’s remoteft regions
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rosme :
*Tis time to fheath the fword, and {pare mankind.
It is not Cefzr, but the Gods, ‘my fathers,
The Gods declare againftus, and repell
Our vain attempts. To urge:thefoe to battel,
(Prompted by blind revenge and wild defpair)
Were to refufe th’ awards of Providence,
And not to reft in Heaven’s determination.
VoL L oot Already
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Already have we fhown our love to| Rome,

Now let us fhow {ubmiffion to the Gods.

We took up arms, not to revenge our felves,

But free the common-wealth ; ‘when this end fails,
Arms have no further ufeé: our country’s caufe,

That drew our fivords, now wrefls em from our hands,
And bids us not delight in: Roman blood,

Unprofitably fhed; what men could do

Is done already : Heaven and earth will witnefs,

If Rome muft fall; that we ate innocent.

S MP RO NS

This fmooth difcourfe and mild behaviour oft
Conceal a traytor----fomething whifpers me
All is not right--—Caro, beware of Lucius. [Afide to Cate,

C.A7T 0

Let us appear nor rafh nor diffident
Immoderate valour fivells into a faul,
And fear, admitted into publick counfels,
Betrays like treafon. Let us {hun ’em both,
Fathers, [ cannot fee that our affairs
Are grown thus defperate.  We have bulwarks round s
Within our walls are troops enured to toil
In Africks heats, and feafon’d to the fun;
Numidia's {pacious kingdom lies behind us,
Ready to rife at its young Prince’s-call.
While there is hope, do not diftruft the Gods ;
But wait at leaft ’till Cefar’s near approach
Force us to yield. *Twill never be too late

- rm—
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To fue for chains, and own a conqueror.
Why fhould Rome fall a moment ere her time?
No, let us draw her term of freedom out

In its full length, and fpin it to the laft,

So fhall we gain ftill one day’s liberty;

And let me perith, but, in Cats’s judgment,
A day, an hour of virtuous liberty,

Is worth a whole eternity in bondage.

Emer M A R C U S
M AR CUS.

Fathers, this moment, as I watch’d the gates
Lodg’d on my poft, a herald is arrived
From Cefar’s camp, and with him comes old Decius,
The Roman knight ; he carries in his looks
Impatience, and demands to fpeak with Cazo.

4T 0.

By your permiffion, fathers, bid him enter.
. [ Exse Maccus.
Decins was once my friend, but other profpeéts
Have loofed thofe ties, and bound him faft to Cefar.
His meffage may determine our refolves,
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Cefar fends health to Cato,==--

C-A 0.
Could he fend it
To Cat’s flaughterd friends, it would be welcome.
Are not your orders to addrefs the Senate

DB GO §,
My bufinefs is with Cazo: Ciefar fees

The ftreights, to which yow're driven; and, as he knows
Cato’s high worth, is anxious for your life,

CATO.

My life is grafted on the fate of Rome -
Would he fave Caro? bid him fpare his country.
Tell your Dictator this: and tell him, Cato
Difdains a life, which he has power to offer.

D TEECT RS
Rome and her Senators fubmit to Ceefar ;
Her Generals and her Confuls are no more,
Who check’d his conquefts, and denied his triumphs.
Why will not Cazo be this Cefar’s friend ?

EL AT,
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CAT O,
Thofe very reafons; thou haft urged, forbid it.

D ET LIS,

Cato, T've orders to expoftulate,
And reafon with you, -as from friend to friend :
Think on the {torm that gathers o’er your head,
And threatens every hour to burft upon it;
Stitl may you ftand high in your country’s honours,
Do but comply, and make your peace with Cefar-
Rome will rejoice, and caft its eyes on Cavo,
As on the fecond of mankind.

C 150,
No more!
I muft not think of life on fuch conditions.
DGl iESk

Cezfar is well acquainted: with your virtues,
And therefore fets this value-on your life:
Let him but know the price of Cazg’s friendthip,
And name your terms.

G HZ.0

Bid him disband his legions,
Reftore the common-wealth to liberty;
Submit his actions to the publick cenfure,
And ftand the judgment of a Roman Senate,
Bid him do this,. and Cato is his friend.

DEGC IS,
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DECIUSGS.

Cato, the world talks loudly of your wifdom-=s«

YA T A,

Nay more, tho’ Cato’s voice was ne'er employ’d

To clear the guilty, and to vernifh crimes,
My felf will mount the Roffrum in his favour,
And ftrive to gain his pardon from the people.

LT Gl
A ftile, like this, becomesa Conqueror.

G- AYT 0

Decis, a ftile, like this, becomes a Roman.

DLE -] tF8,
What is a Roman, that is Cefars foe ?

C 4 7.0.

Greater than Cefar: Lies a friend to virtue.

L E G ITES

Confider, Cato, yowre in Usica,
And at the head of your own little Senate ;
You don’t now thunder in the capitol,
With all the mouths of Rome to fecond you.

C.A4F 0,

Let him confider that,” who' drives s hither -
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*Tis Cefar’s fword has made Rome’s Senate little,
And thinn’d its ranks. Alas, thy dazled eye
Beholds this man in a falfe glaring light,

Which conqueft and fuccefs have thrown upon him;
Didi{t thou but view him right) thowdft fee him black
With murder, treafon, facrilege, and crimes

That ftrike my foul with horror but to name *em.

I know thou look’ft on me, as on a wretch

Befer with ills, and cover’d with misforeunes;

But, by the Gods I {wear, millions of worlds

Should never buy me to be like that Cefar.

D E.€IUSE

Does Cato fend this anfwer back to Cefar,
For all his generous cares, and proffer’d friendfhip :

C ATO.

His cares for me are infolent and vain:
Prefumptuous man ! the Gods take care of Cato.
Would Ce/ar thow the greatnefs of his foul 2
Bid him employ his care for thefe my friends,

1 And make good ufe of his ill-gotten power,
By fhelrring men much better than himfelf.

DE CF LEK

_ Your high unconquer’d heart makes you forget
: You are a Man. Yourufh on your deftruction.

k‘. But I have done. When 1 relate hereafter
I The tale of this unhappy embaflie,
} All Rome will be in tears. [Fxzt Decius.

SCENE
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SEMPRONTIUS, LUCIUS, CATO,

SEMPRONIUS
Cato, we thank thee.
The mighty genius of immortal Rome
'ipca <s in thy voice, thy foul breathes liberty :
Cafar will {hrink to hear the words thou utterft,
And fhudder in the midft of all his conquefts.

i e M B

The Senate ownes its gratitude to Caro,
Who with fo great a foul confults its l‘hfeq,
And guards our lives; while he negleéts his own.

SEMPRONIUS.

Sempronius gives no thanks on this account,
Lucius feems fond of life; but what is Life 2
"Tis not to ftalk about, and draw frefh air
From time to time, or gaze upon the Sun ;
"Tis to be Free. 'When liberty is gore,

Life grows inﬁpid and has loft its relifh.
O could my dying handbut lods ge a {word
In Ciefar’s bof: om, and revenge my countr ry,

Bv ‘IL avens 1 could Lﬂ‘{}} the pangs of de a.tf
And fnile in agony.

&C?

LUCLUS.
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LUCIUS.

Others perhaps
May ferve their country with as warm a zeal,
Though ’tis not kindled into {fo much rage.
SEMPRONIUS.
This fober conduét is 2 mighty virtue
In luke-warm Patriots.
G T 0.

Come! no more, Sempronius,
All here are friends to Rome, and to each other.
Let us not weaken {lill the weaker fide,
By our divifions.

SEMPRONIUSGS

Cats, my refentments
Are facrificed to Rome-==-1 ftand reproved.

Cad 1.0,

Fathers, ’tis time you come to a refolve.

L UG TN,

Caro, we all go into your opinion.
Cefar's behaviour has convinced the Senate
We ought to hold it out ’till texms arrive.

SEMPRONIUS.

We ought to hold it out *till death ; but; Cars,
My private voice is drown’d amid the Senate’s.

VoL L Sal C:A TO,
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€ H7TD0.

Then let us rife, my friends, and ftrive to £ll
This little interval,. this: panfe -of life;
(While yet our liberty. and fares are doubtful )
With refolution, friendfbip, Roman bravery,
And all the virtues we ean crowd into it;
That Heaven may fay, it ought to be prolongd:
Fathers, farewel-——-The young Numidian Prince

Comes forward, and expe&s to know our counfels.

ST EN E. IV

C ey Toiefiaddo Buch,

C.A.7 .0,

Fuba, the Roman Senate has refolvid,
"Till time give better profpects, fill to keep

The {word unfheath’d, and turn its edge on Cefar.

LY

F.U B A
The refolution fits a Remar Senate.
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience,
And condefcend to hear a young man fpeak.

My father, when fome days before his death
He order’d me to march: for Urica

; (AH&
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(Alas, 1 thought not then his death fo near!)

Wept o’er me, preft me inhis aged arms,

And, as his griefs gave way, my fon, faid he,
Whatever fortune fhall befall thy father,

Be Cato's friend, hell train thee up to great

And virtuous deeds - do but obferve him well,

Thowlt fhun misfortunes, or thowlt learn to bear “em.

CATO.

Fuba, thy father was a worthy Prince,
And merited, alas! a better fate;
But Heaven thought otherwife.

¥ U.B A
My father’s fate,
In {pight of all the fortitude, that fhines

Before my face, in Cats’s great example,
Subdues my foul, and fills my eyes with teas.

CATO.

It is an honeft forrow, and becomes thee.

F-U-B A

My father drew refpect from foreign climes :
The Kings of Africk {fought him for their friend;’
Kings far remote, that rule, as fame Teports,
Behind the hidden fources of the Vile,

In diftant worlds, on £ eéther fide' the Sud:
Oft have their black ambaffadors appeared,

Loaden with gifts, and fill’'d the courts of Zama.,
SRS CATO.
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CRAET.O"
[ am no ftranger to thy fathers greatnefs!

YUB 4

I would not boaft the greatnefs of my father,
But point out new alliances to Gury.
Had we not better leave this Usica,
To arm Numidia in onr caufe, and court
Th’ affiftance of my father’s powerful friends?
Did they know Cata, our remoteft Kinos
Would pour embattled multitudes about him ;
Their fwarthy hofts would darken all our plains
Doubling the native horrour of the war,
And making death more grim,

2

C 4 7T0.

And canft thou think
Cato will fly before the fword of Cefar ?
Reduced like Hannibal, to feek relief

¥rom court to court, and wandes up and down,
A vagabond in Africk /

T.UB 4
Cato, perhaps
I'm too officions, but my forward cares
Would fain preferve a life of (o much value,
My heart is wounded, - when I fee fuch virtue
Afflicted by the weight of fuch misfortunes,

€ATO,
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CATO.

Thy noblenefs of foul obliges me.
But know, young Prince, 'that'valour foars above |
What the world calls misfortune and affliction.
Thefe are not ills; elfe would they never fall
On Heaven’s firlt favourites, and the beft of men:
The Gods, in bounty, work up ftorms about us,
That give mankind occafion to exert
Their hidden ftrength, and throw out into practice
Virtues, which fhun the day, and lie conceal’d
In the fmooth feafons and the calms of life.

Fulh B A,
Pm charm’d whene’er thou talk’ft! T pant for virtue!

And all my foul endeavours at perfection.

c'A 17T0.

Doft thou love watchings, abftinence, and toil,
Laborious virtues all 2 learn them from Cato :
Succels and fortune muft thou learn from Cefar.

YUB A

The beft good fortune that can fall on Juba,
The whole fuccefs, at which my heart afpires,
Depends on Cato.

¢ ATO.

What does Fuba fay ?
Thy words confound me,

YUB A

e Ly T
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hU-B A,
1 would fain retrac them, ... e
Give *em me back again. . They aim’d at nothing,
CO i o

Tell me thy wifh, young, Prince; make not my ear
A f{tranger to thy thoughts,

FUB A
Oh, they’re extravagant;
Still let me hide them.

C.47T0.

What ean Fuba ask
That Cato will refufe!

FUB 4

I fear to name it.
Marcia—-—=inherits all her father’s virtues.

C'AT O,
What wouldft thou fay 2

YU B A4
Cato, thou haft a daughter,

CATO.

Adien, young Prince: I would not hear 2 word
Should leffen thee in my efteem: remember

The
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The hand of fate is over us, and Heaven
Exads feverity from all ‘our thoughts :

It is not now a time to talk of aught’

But chains, or conqueft; liberty, or death.

S Cr RN
SYPHAX, JUBA

§Sr P H A4X

How’s this, my Priﬂce-!_'-l whét,,. cover'd with confufion
You look as if yon ftern Philofopher
Had juft now chid you.

JUBA

Syphax, P'm undone!
ShdtBo B AKX
I know it well. S
FUB A
Cato thinks meanly of me.
§Y PiH: 4.X
And {o will-all 'mankind. °
U B A

Pve opene& to him
The weaknefs of my foul, my love for Marcia.
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SRR AP
“Catd’s a proper petfon to entruft
A love-tale with.

. B ikl 1 o s
Oh, 1 could pierce my heart,
"My foolifh heart! was ever wretch like Juba?

SYPH4X

Alas, my Prince, how are you changed of late!
‘Ive known young Jubarife, befotc the Sun,
To beat the thicket where the Tiger, (lept,, |
Or feek the "Lion in his dreadful haunts -
How did the colour mount into your cheeks,
When firft you roufed him to the chafe! T've {een you
Even in the Libyan Dog-days, hant him down,
Then charge him clofe, provoke him to the rage
Of fangs and claws, and ftooping from your Horlfe
Rivet the panting favage to the ground.

FUB 4

3

Prythee, no more!

S X B X
How would the old King fmile "
To fee you weigh the paws, when tipp’d with gold, .
And throw the fhaggy {poils about your fhoulders!

YUB 4

Syphax, this old man’s talk (tho’ honey flow’d

In
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In every word) would now lofe all its fiveétnefs.
Cato’s difpleas’d, and Maroia loft for ever!
STPHAX
Young Prince, I yet could give you good advice.
Marcia mighe Btill be yours,

SR A,
What fay’(t thou; Syphax
By heavens, thoy turn’ft me all into attention.
S P H 4 X
Marcia might ftill be yours.

J U B A,
As how, dear Syphax?

§ ¥oPH A X,

Juba commands Numidia's hardy troops,
Mounted on fteeds, untfed to the reftraint
Of curbes or bittes, and fleeter than the winds:
Give but the word, well fnatch this danifel up,
And bear her off.

1. UsB A
Can fuch difhoneft thoughts

Rife up in man! would'ft thou feduce my youth
To do an a& that would deftroy my honour ?

S T Pollid X

Gods; T could tear my beard to hear you talk!
Vor L L Honout’s
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Honour’s a fine imaginary notion,
That draws in raw and unexperienced men
To real mifchiefs, while they hunt a fhadow.

BB
Would’ft thou degrade thy Prince into a Ruffian »

STP HAKX

The boafted Anceftors of thefe great men,
Whofe virtues you admire, ‘were all fuch Ruffjans.
This dread of nations, this almighty Rome,

That comprehends in her wide empire’s bounds
All under Heaven, was founded on'a Rape.

Your Scipio’s, Cefar’s, Pompeys, and your Cato’s,
( Thefe Gods on earth) are all the {purious brood
OFf violated maids, of ravifl’d Sabmes.

P UBUA

Syphax, 1 fear that hoary head of thine
Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles.

S.E PiHy 42X

Indeed, my Prince, you want to know the world ;
Vou have not read mankind; your youth admires
The throws and fwellings of a Roman foul,

Cate’s bold flights, th’ extravagance of vireue.

FUB.A
If knowledge of the world makes man perfidious,
May Fuba ever live in ignorance! l.

ST PHAX, F
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ST P H AKX
Go, go, you’re young.
% U.B A

Gods, muft I tamely bear
This arrogance unanfwer'd! thow'rt a traitor,
A falfe old traitor.

S ¥ P HAX.
I have gone too far. [Afide.
FUB A
Cato fhall know the bafenefs of thy foul.
o 0 o0 5 B S
I muft appeafe this ftorm, or perifh in it. [Afide.

Young Prince, ‘behold thefe locks that are grown white
Beneath a helmet in your father’s battels.

TU L A
Thofe locks fhall ne’er protect thy infolence.

S IEPEEA X,

Muft one rafh word, th’infirmity of age,
Throw down the merit of my better years ?
This the reward of a whole life of fervice!

------ Curfe on the boy! how fteadily he hears me!  [Afide.
R

Is it becaufe the throne of my fore-fathers :
F-tn Still

T _'; .t"
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Still ftands unflld, and that Numidia’s crown
Hangs doubtful yet, whofe head it fhall enclofe,
Thou thus prefumefk to treat thy Prineewith fcorn?

SERH A X

Why will you rive my heart with'fuch expreffions »
Does not old Syphax follow you to war2
What are his aims2 why does he load with darts
His trembling hand, and crufh beneath a cask
His wrinkled brows2 what'is it he afpires to;
Is it not this? to fhed the {low remains,
His laft poor ebb of blood, in your defence:?

YUB 4
Syphax, no more! I would not hear you talk.
St B A X
Not hear ‘me talk!: what, ‘when ‘my faith to Fuba,

My royal mafter’s fon, is calPd in queftion 2

My Prince may ftrike me dead, and Il be dumb:
But whilft I live I muft not hold my-tongue,

And languifh ont old age ifx his difpleafure.

FUR 4
Thou knowft the way too well into my ‘heart,
I do believe thee loyal: to thy Prince,
S wP H A X

What greater inftance can I give> T've offerd
To do an action, which my foul abhors,
And gain you whom you love at any price,
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T OB A
Was this thy motive? I 'have beentoo hafty.
TP H A%
And ’tis for this my Prince has called me traitor.
FEU B 4
Sure thou miftakeft; I did not call thee fo.
TP X

You did indeed, my Prince, yon called me traitor:
Nay, further, threaten’d yowd complain te Cars.
Of what, my Prince, would you complain to Cats?
That Syphax loves you, and would facrifice
His life, nay more, his henour in your fervice,

YUB A4

Syphax, 1 know thou lov’ft me, butindeed
Thy zeal for Fuba carried thee too far.
Honour’s a facred tie, the law of Kings,
The noble mind’s diftinguithing perfection,
That aids and ftrengthens virtue, where it meets her,
And imitates her actions, where fhe is not:
It ought not to be fported with.

S Bl ok

By Heavens
Im ravifl'd when you talk thus, tho’ you chide me:
’f Alas, T've hitherto been ufed to think
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A blind officiouns zeal to ferve my King
The ruling principle, that ought to burn
And quench all others in a fubjeét’s heart. ¢
Happy the people, who preferve their hanour,
By the fame duties, that oblige their Prince!

FU-B A

Syphax, thou now begin’ft to fpeak thy felf.
Numidia’s grown a {corn among the nations
For breach of publick vows. = OQur Punick faith
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb.
Syphax, we'lljjoin our cares; to purge away
Our country’s crimes, ‘and clear her reputation.

P A X

Believe me,. Prince, you make old Syphax weep
To hear you talk-——but ’tis with tears of joy.
If ¢’er your father’s crown adorn your brows,
Nemidia will be bleft by Cato’s leGtures.

¥ U B A

Syphax, thy hand! well mutually forget
The warmth of youth, and frowardnefs of age:
Thy Prince efteems thy worth, and loves thy perfon.
If e'er the f{cepter comes into my hand,
Syphax {hall ftand the fecond in my kingdom. : ¥

SR HeA X

: Wh y will you overwhelm my age with kindnefs 2
My joy grows burdenfome, 1 fhan’t fupport it.

FUB A
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¥ UB A.

Syphax, farewel, I'll hence, and try to find
Some bleft occafion that may fet me right
In Cato’s thoughts. Td rather have that man
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admiress.

SYP HAX [folu.

Young men foon give, and foon forget affronts ;
Old age is flow in both-—A falfe old traitor !
Thofe words, rafh boy, smay chance to coft thee dear.
My heart had ftill fome foolifh fondnels for thee:
But hence! ’tis gone: I give it to the winds s
Cefar, 'm wholly thine——-

S: C. EaNaEa. V]

SYPHAX, SEMPRONIUS

S Pl Ask

All hail, Sempronms !
Well, Cato’s fenate is refolv’d to wait
The fury of a fiege, before it yields.

SEMPRONIUSG.

Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate:
Lucius




328 h 2 R O

Lucins declared for Peace, and terms were offer’d
To Cato by a meflenger from Gefar.

Should they fubmit, e’er our deligns are ripe,
We both muft perifh i the common wreck;
Loft in a general undiftinguifl’d mine.

ST P H AX,.
But how ftands Cato?

S E-M Py RGN I T §

Thou haft feen mount Alas:
While ftorms and tempefts thunder on its brows,
And oceans break their billows at its feet,
It ftands unmoved, and glories in-its height.
Such is that haughty man; his towering foul,
"Midit all the fhocks and injuries of fortune,
Rifes fuperior, and looks down on Cefar,

SYPH A4.X.
But what’s this Meflenger >

SEMPRONIS
I've prad&is’d with him,
And found a means to let the victor know
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends:
But let me now examine in my turn +

Is Fuba fixt :
S VP H AKX,

Yes,~—--but it+is to Carp,

Ive
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I've try’d the forée of every reafon on him,’
Sooth’d and carefs’d, been angry, footh’d again,
Laid fafety, life, and intereft in his fight,

But all are vain, he {corns them all for Cato.

SEMPRONIUS.

Come, ’tis no ‘matter, we fhall do without him.
He'll make a pretty figure in a triumph,
And ferve to trip before the victor’s chariot.
Syphax, 1 now may hope thou haft forfook
Thy Fuba's caufe, and wifheft Marcia mine.

N G W P
May fhe be thine as faft as thou wouldft have her!

SEMPRONIUS.

Syphax, 1love that woman; though I curfe
Her and my felf, vet fpight of me, I love her.

T P H AKX

Make Cato fare, and give up Ukica,
Cefar will neer refufe thee fuch a trifle.
But are thy troops prepared for a revolt 2
Does the fedition catch from man to man,
And run among their ranks?

SEMPRONIUS.

All, all is ready,
The factious leaders are our friends, that {pread

Murmurs and difcontents among the foldiers.
Vou I U u

s T T -

They
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They count their toilfome marches, long fatigues,
Unufual faftings, and will bear no more

"This medly of Philofophy and War. 1
Within an hour they'll {torm the Senate-houle,

SY R H AKX

Mean while Pl draw up my Numsdran treops
Within the {quare, to exercife their arms,
And, as I fee occafion, favour thee,
1 laugh to think how yeur unfhaken Gaso
Will look aghaft, while unforefeen deftruction
Pours in upon him thus from every fide.
So, where our wide Numidian waltes extend,
Suddeﬂ th’ 1mpett10us hurricanes defcend,
Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play,
Tear up the fands, and fweep whole plams away.. :
The helplefs traveller, with wild farprize, g
Sees the dry defart all around him rife,
And {mother’d in the dufty whirlwind dies.

ACT
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ACT*H"SCENE"]
MARCUS ad PORTIUS.

MARCUS.

HANKS to my ftars, I have not ranged about
The wilds of life, ¢’er I could find a friend;
Nature firft pointed out my Portzs to me,
And early taught me, by her fecret force,
To love thy perfon, €er I knew thy merit;
"Till, what was inftinét, grew up into friendfhip.

P 0 BAFEUES:

Marcus, the friendfhips of the world ate oft
Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleafure;
Ours has fevereft virtue for its bafis,

And fuch a friendfhip ends not but wich life.

M AR ECUS.

Portius, thou know’ft my foul in all its weaknefs,
Then prythee fpare me on its tender fide,
Indulge me but in love, my other paflions
Shall rife and fall by virtue’s niceft rules.

P @ RFHU

When love’s well-timed, °tis not a fault to love.
a2

The
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"The ftrong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wife,
Sink in the foft captivity together.

I would not urge thee to difmifs thy paffion,

(I know ’twere vain) but to fupprefs its force,

"Till better times may make it look more graceful.

MARCUS.

Alas; thoun talk’ft like one who never felt
Th’ impatient throbbs and longings' of a foul,
That pants, and reaches after diftant good.
A lover does not live by valgar time:
Believe me, Portins, in my Lucia’s abfence
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burden ;
And yet, when I behold the charming maid,
Im ten times more undone; while hope and fear,
And grief, and rage, and love, rife up at once,
And with variety of pain diftra& me.

2 OTR T RURS

What can thy Portius do to give thee help 2
MARCU S

Portuus, thou oft enjoy'ft the fair one’s prefence :
Then undertake my caufe, and plead it to her
Withe all the ftrength and heats. of eloquence:
Fraternal love and friendfhip can infpire..

Tell her thy brother languifhes to death,
And fades away, and withers in his bloom;
That he forgets his fleep, and loaths his food,

“That youth, and health, and war are joylefs to him :

Defcribe
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Defcribe his anxious days, and reftlefs nights,
And all the torments that thon feeft me fuffer.

B U RT IRU S

Marcus, 1 beg thee give me not an office,
That foits with me fo ill. . Thou know’ft my temper.

MARCUS.
Wilt thou behold me finking in my woes ?

And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm,,,
To raife me from amidft this plunge of forrows 2

PORTLHUS.

Marcus, thou canft not.ask what I'd refufe.
But here believe me I've-a thoufand: reafons--—--

MARCUS.

I know thowlt fay my paflion’s out of feafon,
That Cato’s great example and: misfortunes
Should both confpire to drive it from my thoughts.
But what's all this to one who loves like me!
Oh Portius, Portius, from my foul T wifh
Thow didft but know thy felf what ’tis to love!
Then wouldft thou pity and affit thy brother:.

PORTILUS.

What fhould I do! if I difclofe my paffion
Our friendthip’s at an end: if T conceal it,

The world will call me falfe to a friend and brother. [Afide.
M AR CUS.
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MAR CU S

But fee where Lucia, at her wonted hour,
Amid the cool of yon high marble arch,
Enjoys the noon-day breeze! obferve her, Portins!
That face, that fhape, thofe eyes, that Heaven of beauty!
Obferve her well, and blame me if thoa can’ft.

PORTILIUS.

She fees us, and advances-mme

MARCUS.

I'll withdraw,

And leave you for a while. = Remember, Portius,
Thy brother’s life depends: npon: thy tongue.

LG D L

LUCTI A PORTIUS:

LUCI A
Did not I fee your brother Marcus here :
Why did he fly the place, and fhun my prefence ?
8 QR L UL S

Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to fhow
His rage of love; it preys upon his life;
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He pines, he fickens, he defpairs, he dies:

His paffions and his virtues lie confufed,

And mixt together in fo wild a tumule,

That the whole man is quite disfigur'd in him.
Heavens! would one think ’twere poffible for love
To make fuch ravage in a noble foul!

Oh, Lucia, I'm diftreft! my heart bleeds for hint;
Even now, while thus I ftand bleft in thy prefence,.
A fecret damp of grief comes o’er my thoughts,
And P'm unhappy, tho’ thou fmileft upon me.

LU 1 4

How wilt thou guard thy henour, in the {hock
Of love and friendfhip!  think betimes, my Porzius,
Think how the nuptial tie, that mighe enfure
Our mutual blifs, would raife to fuch a height
Thy brother’s griefs, as might perhaps deftroy him.-

PORTIUS.

Alas, poor youth! what doft thou think, my Laucia?
His generous, open, undefigning heart
Has beg’d his rival to follicit for him.
Then do not ftrike him dead with'a denial,.
But hold hin up in life, and cheer his foul
With the faint glimmering of a doubtful hope:
Perhaps, when we have pafs'd thefe gloomy hours,,
And weatherd out the ftorny that beats upon us=-=-

Lolr &1
No, Portis, no! 1 fee thy fifter’s tears,,

e A T e Ry S N i e

Tar
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Thy father’s anguifh, and thy brother’s death,

In the purfuit of our ill-fated loves.

And, Portins, here I fwear, to Heaven I {wear,

To Heaven, and all the powers that judge mankind,
. Never to mix my plighted hands with thine,

While fuch a cloud of mifchiefs hangs about us,

But to forget our loves, and drive thee out

‘From all my thoughts, as far-—-as I am able,

2O ] IS,

What haft thou faid! P'm thiinder-ftruck ! ~e=-recall
Thofe hafty words, or I am loft for ever.

L UC.I A :
Has not the Vow already pafe’d my lips 2
The Gods have heard it, and ’tis‘feal’d in Heaven,
May all the vengeance that was éver pour’d
On perjurd heads, o’erwhelm me, if T break it!

B9 R T.LF S

Fixt in aftonithment, 1 gaze upon thee ;

Like one juft blafted by a ftroke from Heaven,
Who pants for breath, and ftiffens, yet alive,
In dreadful looks: ‘a monument of wrath!

LUCI 4

At length T've acted my fevereft part,
I feel the woman breaking in upon me,
And melt about my heart! my tears will flow,

But

——
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But oh Pl think no more! the hand of fate
Has torn thee from me, and I muft forget thee.

PR T FLUS.

Hard-hearted, cruel maid!

o UG Lok

Oh ftop thofe founds,
Thofe killing founds! why doft thou frown upon me?
My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave,
And life it felf goes out at thy difpleafure.
The Gods forbid us to indulge our loves,
But oh! I cannot bear thy hate, and live!

PORTIUS.

Talk not of love, thou fiever knewft its force,
Yve been deluded, led idto.a dfeam
Of fancied blifs. | Oh Lucia, cruel maid!
Thy dreadful Vow, loaden with death, fill founds
In my {tunn’d ears. What fhall I fay or do?
Quick, let us part! perdition’s in thy prefence,
And horror dwells about thee!----hah, fhe faints!
Wretch that T am! what has my rafhnefs done!
Lucia, thou injurd innocence! thou beft
And lovelieft of thy fex! awake, my Luca,
Or Portius rufhes on his {ford to join thee.
——-Her imprecations reach not to the tomb,
They {hut not out focicty in death-----
But hah! fhe moves! life wanders up and down

Through all her face, and lights up every charm.
VOL. i & X X IJUC[_{?.

P
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L UE kA

O Portius, was this well I--—to frown on her
That lives upon thy fmiles! to call in doubt
The faith of one expiring at thy feet,

That loves thee more than ever woman lov’d!
-—--What do I fay? my half-recover’d fenfe
Forgets the Vow in which my foul is bound.
Deftruction ftands betwixt us! we muft part.

BNOGR T T S.

Name not the word, my frighted thoughts run back,
And ftartle into madnefs at the found.

LU€ I A

What wouldft thou have me do? confider well
The train of ills our love would draw behind it.
Think, Portsus, think, thou feeft thy dying brother
Stabb’d at his heart, and all befmear’d with blood,
Storming at heaven and thee! thy awful Sire
Sternly demands the caufe, th’accurfed caufe,

That robs him of his fon! poor Marcza trembles,
Then tears her hair, and frantick in her griefs
Calls out on Luecra! what could Lucza anfwer »
Or how ftand up in fuch a fcene of forrow!

PORTI S

To my confufion, and eternal grief,
1 muft approve the fentence that deftroys me.
The mift, that hung about my mind; clears up;

= = ...,_--‘-

And
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And now, athwart the terrors that thy Vow

Has planted round thee, thou appearft more fair,
More amiable, and rifeft in thy charms.
Lovelieft of women! Heaven is in thy foul,
Beauty and virtue fhine for ever round thee,
Bright'ning each other! thou art all divine!

L-UG-BA

Portius, no more! thy words fhoot through my heart,
Melt my refolves, and turn me all to love.
Why are thofe tears of fondnefs in thy eyes 2
Why heaves thy heart? why fwells thy foul with {errow :
It foftens me too much----farewel, my Portss,
Farewel, though death is in the word, For-ever!

oL g e g DA R
Stay, Lucia, ftay! what doft thou fay? For-ever:?

EARC I

Have I not fworn: if, Portus, thy fuccefs
Muft throw thy brother on his fate, farewell,
Oh, how fhall I repeat the word! For-ever!

PORTIUS

Thus o’er the dying lamp th’unfteady flame
Hangs quivering on a point, leaps off by fits,
And falls again, as loath to quit its hold.
~—Thou muft not go, my foul ftill hovers o’er thee,

And can’t get loofe.

Xx 2 ' LUGIA
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If the firm Portius {hake
To hear of parting, think what Laucia {uffers!

PORTIUS,

*Tis true; unruffled and ferene I've met
The common accidents of life, but here
Such an unleok’d-for ftorm of ills falls on me,
It beats down all my firength. I cannot bear i,
We muft not part.

Balleb T A

What doft thou fay? not part?
Haft thou forgot the Vow that I have made:
Are there not heavens, and gods, and thunder, o’er us!
----- But fee! thy brother Marcas bends this way!
I ficken at the fight. Once more, farewell,
Farewell, and know thou wrong’ft me, if thou think’ft -
Ever was love, or ever grief, like mine.

S CellsalNaE < 1L

M A R GUS &R @ ReT-E-B+S
M ARCUS.

Portins, what hopes? how {tands fhe? am 1 doom’d |
To life or death? | :
PORTIUS.
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What would’ft thou have me fay?
MARCUS.

What means this penfive pofture 2 thou appear’(t
Like one amazed and terrified.

PORTIU&K
Pve reafon.
MARCUS.

Thy down-caft looks, and thy diforder’d thoughts
Tell me my fate. 1 ask not the fuccefs
My caufe has found.

PORTILIUS.
I'm gricv’d I undertook it.

MARCUS.

What > does the barbarous maid infult my heart,
My aking heart! and triumph in my pains ?
That 1 could caft her from my thoughts for-ever?

PORTIUS.

Away! you're too fufpicious in your griefs ;
Lucia, though fworn never to think of love,
Compaffionates your pains, and pities you.

MARCECUS.

Compaffionates my pains, and pities me!

e e e e ey W
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What is compaflion when ’tis void of love!

Fool that I was to chufe {o cold a friend

To urge my caufe! Compaffionates my pains!
Prythee what art, what rhetorick did’ft thou ufe
To gain this mighty boon > She pities me!

To one that asks the warm return of love,
Compaflion’s cruelty, ’tis {corn, ’tis death=----

2. 0vR B LU,

Marcus, no more! have I deferv’d this treatment >

MARCU.S.

What have I faid! O Portius, O forgive me!
A foul exafperated in ills falls out =
With every thing, its friend, its felf~——but hah?
What means that thout, big with the founds of war >
What new alarm ?

ORIy |

A fecond, louder yer, T

Swells in the winds, and comes more full upon us.
MARCU S.

Oh, for fome glorious caufe to fall in battel!
Lucia, thou haft undone me! thy difdain
Has broke my heart: ’tis death muft give me cafe. ]

PORTIUS r
1
|

Quick, let us hence; who knows if Caro’s life
Stand fure: O Marcus, 1 am warm’d, my heart
Leaps at the trumpet’s voice; and burns for glory.

SCENE
P
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SEMPRONIUS with the leaders of

the mutiny.

SEMPRONIUS.

At length the winds are rais’d, the ftorm blows high,
Be it your care, my friends, to keep it up
In its full fury, and direct it right,
*Till it has {pent it {elf on Cazo’s head.
Mean while I'll herd among his friends, and feem
One of the number, that what e¢’er arrive, :
My friends and fellow-foldiers may be fafe.

v L E A D-FER.

We all are fafe, Sempronias is our friend,
Semprontus is as brave a man as Cato.
But heark! he enters. = Bear up boldly to him;
Be fure you beat him down, and bind him faft.
This day will end our toils, and give us reft!
Fear nothting, for Sempronius is our friend.

SCENE




344 € 4 4 0

SO BN E Ve

CATO, SEMPRONIUS, LUCIUS,
PORTIUS, MARCUS, &c.

C A47TQ0.

Where are thefe bold irtrepid fons of war,
That greatly turn their backs upon the foe,
And to their General fend a brave defiance

SEMPRONIUS .
Curfe on their daftard fouls, they ftand aftonifh'd! [ Afide.

C AT 0.

Perfidious men? and will you thus difhonour
Your paft exploits, and fully all your wars 2
Do you confefs *twas not a zeal for Rome,

Nor love of liberty, nor thirft of honour,

Drew you thus far; but hopes to fhare the fpoil
Of conquer’d towns, and plunder’d provinces:?
Fired with fuch motives you do well o join
With Cats’s foes, and follow Cefar’s banners.
Why did I *fcape th’invenom’d Afpic’s rage,
And all the fiery monfters of the defar,

To fee this day? why could not Caro fall
Without your guilt? behold, ungrateful men,
Behold my bofom naked to your fivords,

And
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And let the man that’s injured {trike the blow,
Which of you all fufpeéts that he is wrong’d,
Or thinks he fuffers greater ills than Cato?
Am I diftinguifh’d from you but by teils,
Superior toils, and heavier weight of cares!
Painful pre-eminence!

SEMPRONIUS.

By heavens they droop!
Confufion to the villains! all is loft. [ Afide,

C AT,

Have you forgotten Libya's burning walte,
Its barren rocks, parch’d earth, and hills of fand,
Its tainted air, and all its broods of poifon?
Who was the firft to explore th*untrodden path,
When life was hazarded in every ftep?
Or, fainting in the long laborious march,
When on the banks of an unlook’d-for ftream
You funk the river with repeated draughts,
Who was the laft in all your hoft that thirfted?

S EMP R O:NALUS

If fome penurious fource by chance appear’d,
Scanty of waters, when you {coop’d it dry,
And offer’d the full helmet up to Cato,
Did he not dafh th’ untafted moifture from him 2
Did not he lead you through the mid-day Sun,
And clouds of duft? did not his temples glow

In the fame fultry winds, and fcorching hears?
Vor: L ¥icy € ATO,




246 &6a .7 0

€750,

Hence worthlefs men! hence! and complain to Ce/r
You could not undergo the toils of war,
Nor bear the hardfhips that your leader bore,

Lo USCET U8

See, Cato, fee, th’unhappy men! they weep!
Fear, and remorfe, and forrow for their crime,
Appear in every look, and plead for mercy.

C ATO0.

Learn to be honeft men, give up your leaders,
And pardon fhall defcend on all the reft.

SEMPRONIUS.

Cato, commit thefe wretches to my care.
Firft let "em each be broken on the rack,
Then, with what life remains, impaled and left 4
To writhe at leafure round the bloody ftake.
There let *em hang, and taint the fouthern wind.
The partners of their crime will learn obedience,
When they look up and fee their fellow-traitors
Stuck on a fork, and blackening in the Sun.

Lt CElS ,,

Sempronus, why, why wilt thou urge the fate
Of wretched men 2

S EMMERON B
How! wouldft thou clear rebellion!
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Lucins (good man) pities the poor offenders,
That would imbrue their hands in Caro’s blood.

CATO.

Forbear, Sempronius /—---fce they fuffer death,
But in their deaths remember they are Men.
Strain not the laws to make their tortures grievous.
Lucius, the bafe dcgancrate age requires
Seventy, and juftice in its rigour ;
This awes an impious, bold, offending world,
Commands obedience, and gives force to laws,
When by juft vengeance guilty mortals perifh,
The Gods behold their punifhment with pleafure,
And lay th’uplifted thunder-bolt afide.

SEMPRONIUSGS.
Cato, 1 execute thy will with pleafure,

CA7TDO.

Mean-while we’ll {aerifice to Liberty
Remember, O my ftiends, the laws, the rights,
The generous plan of power deliverd down,
From age to age, by your renown’d Fore-fathers,
(So deatly bought, the price of fo much blood)
O let it never perifh in your hands!

But pioufly tranfmit it to your children.

Do thou, great Liberty, infpire our fouls,
And make our lives in thy pofleffion happy,
Or our deaths glorious in thy juft defence.

Yy 2 SCENE
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SEMPRONIUS and the leaders of the mutiny.
R B Ry Ly

Sempronys, you have aéted like your (elf,
One would have thought you had been half in earrieft.,

SEMPRONI]IUS,

Villain, ftand off! bafe groveling worthlefs wretches;
Mongrils in fadtion, poor faint-hearted, traitors!

S N g i 3 i
Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempronius:
Throw off the mask, there are none here bit friends.

§ EANEPERIG NT TS
Know, villains, when fuch paltry {laves prefume
To mix in treafon, if the plot fucceeds,
They’re thrown negle&ed by : but if it fails,
They’re fure to die like dogs, as you fhall do.

Here, take thefe factious monfters, drag ’em forth
To fudden death,

Enter Guards.
r A5TR PR

Nay, fince it comes to this--—

SEMPRONIUS.
Difpatch “em quick, but firft pluck out their tongues,
Leaft with their dying breath they fow fedition.
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S GG E NG

SYPHAX and SEMPRONIUS.

ST P H 4%

Our firft defign; my friend, has prov’d abortive;
Still there remains an after-game to play:
My troops are mounted; their Numidian {teeds
Snuff up the-wind; and long to fcour the defart:
Let but Sempronius head us in our flight,
We'll force the gate where Martws Keeps his guard,
And hew down all that would oppofe our paflage.
A day will bring us into Cz/ar’s camp.

L?E.EWPROIW’T]DTS:

Confufion! I have fail’d of half m¥ purpofe:
Marcia, the charming Maresa’s left behind?

S X Ba O 4. 0

How? will .S'wnpmm'ﬂs turn 2 woman’s flave!

S E M P R O:NAL USS,

Think not thy friend can ever feel the fofc
Unmanly warmth, and tendernefs of love.
Syphax, 1long to clafp that haughty maid,
And bend her ftubbern virtue to my paffion :-
When I have gone thus far, T'd caft her off.

S L HAAX,
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SR ALY,

Well faid! that’s fpoken like thy felf, Sempronius,
What hinders then, but that thou find her out,
And hurry her away by manly force >

SEMPRONIUS

But how to gain admiffion? for accefs
Is given to none but ¥#be; and her brothers,

& Y PH A4 X
Thou fhalt have Jubas drefs, and J#ba’s guards :

The doors will open, when Numidia’s Prince
Seems to appear before the flayes that watch them.

SEMPRONIUS

Heavens what a thought is there! Murcizs my own/!
How will my bofom fwell with anxions joy,
When I behold her ftruggling in my arms,
With glowing beauty, and diforder’d charms,
While fear and anger, with alternate grace,
Pant in her breaft, and vary in her face!
So Plute, {eiz’d of Proferpine, conveyd
To hell’s tremendous gloom th’ affrighted maid,
There grimly fmil’d, pleasd with the beauteous prize,
Nor envy’d Jove his fap-fhine and his skies.

ACHT
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A CT1IV.. S CENE:-L

LUCIA and MARCT A

LUCL.A

OW tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy foul,
If thou behev’ﬂ: tis poffible for woman
To {uffer greater ills than Lucia fuffers?

MARCI A

O Lucia, Lucia, might my big-fwoln heart
Vent all its griefs, and give a loofe to forrow:
Marcia could anfwer thee in fighs, keep pace
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear.

LU C I 4

1 know thouw'rt doom’d alike, to be belov’d
By Juba, and thy father’s friend Sempronins ;
But which of thefe has power to charm like Porzius /

M ARCEA

Still muft I beg thee not to name Sempronsus ?
Lucia, 1 like not that loud boifterous man ;
Juba to all the bravery of a Heroe
Adds fofteft love, and more than female {weetnels ;

Fube
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Fuba might make the proudeft of our fex,
Any of woman-kind, but Marcia, happy.

L UG A

And why, not Mardig? come, you firive in vain
To hide your thoughts from one, who knows too well
The inward glowings of a heart in love.

MARCI A

While Caro lives, his danghter has'no right
To love or hate, /but as his choice. direds.

LG 1A

But {hould this father give you to Smgu‘m?m ?

MARC I A

I dare not think he will: but if he fhould---=-
Why wilt thou add to all the ariefs I fuffer
Imaginary ills, and fancy’d tortures ;

I hear the found of feet! they march this way!
Let us retire, and try if we can drown

Each fofter thought in fenfe of prefent danger. 1
When love once pleads admiffion to our hearts
(In fpight of all the virtue we can boaft)

The woman that deliberates is loft.

S CENE
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SCENE IL

SEMPRONIUS, drefi’d like JUBA, wirh
Numidian guards.

§ B MEBoRON LU

The Deer is lodg’d.  T've track’d her to her covert.
Be fure you mind the Word, and when I give it,
Rufh in at once, and feize upon your prey.
Let not her cries or tears have force to move you.
—--How will the young Numidian rave, to fee
His miftrefs loft? if aught could glad my foul,
Beyond th’ enjoyment of fo bright a prize,
"Twould be to torture that young gay Barbarian.
--—But heark, what noife! death to my hopes! ’tis he,
*Tis Juba's {elf! there is but one way left--—--
He'muft be murderd, and a paffage cut
Through thofe his guards.——Hah, daftards, de you tremble!
Or act like men, or by yon’ azure Heaven----

Fater’ & U BLA.

Y UB A

What do I fee? who's this that dares ufurp
The guards and habit of Numidia’s Prince :

SEMPRONIUS.

One that was born to fcourge thy arrogance,
Prefumptuous youth !

Vour. 'l Zz FUB A
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S UB A
What can this mean ? Sempronms !/

S BEMPRONIUSE,
My fword fhall anfwer thee.  Have at thy heart.

YU B A

Nay, ‘then beware thy own, proud; barbarous man’
[ Semp. falls.  His griards ﬂé{'ﬁ‘eﬂa’fr.

S EMPRONILIUS

Curfe on my ftars! ami ¥ theit doom'd to fall
By a boy’s hand? disfigur’d in a vile
Numidian drefs, and for a worthléfs woman?
Gods, I'm diftracted! this my clofe of life!
O for a peal of thunder that would make
Earth, féa, and air, and Heaven, and'Cato tremble!  [Dies.

Y UB A

With what a {pring his furious foul broke toofe,
And left the limbs ftill quivering on the ground!
Hence let us carry off thofe {layes to Caro,

Thar we may there at length unravel all

This dark defign, this myftery of fate, '
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SCENE I

LUCIA and MARCIA.

LUCI A4

sure “twas the clafh of fivords; my troubled heart
s fo caft down, and funk amidft its forrows,
It throbs with fear, and akes at every {ound.
O Marcia, {hould thy brothers for my fake!-=—
I die away with horror at the thought.

MARCI A

Sce, Lucta, fee! here’s blooed! here’s blood and mutder!
Hah! a Numidian! Heavens prefervé the: Prince::
The face lies muffled up within the garment.
But hah! death to my fight! 2 diadem,
And purple robes! O Gods! “tis he, ’tis he!
Yuba, the lovelieft youth that ever warm’d
A Virgio’s heart, Fuba lies dead before us!

LOC 4 -4

Now, Marcia, now call up to thy affiftance
Thy wonted {trength, and conftancy of mind;
Thou can’lt not put it to a.gréater tryal.

_ MARCIA
Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience,
Lz 2 Have
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Have I not caufe to rave, and beat my breaft,
To rend my heart with grief, and run diftraged !

LUCI A

What can I think or fay 1o give thee comfort

MARCI A

Talk not of comfort, ’tis for lighter ills :
Behold a fight, that ftrikes all comfort dead.

Euter T U B A Iiftsing, .
I will indudge my forrows, and give way

To all the pangs and fury of defpair,
That man, that beft of men, defervd it from me.

YUB 4

What do I hear> and was the falfe Sempronius
That beft of men? O had I fallen like him,
And could have thus been mourn’d, I had been happy!

LUCI A

Here will I ftand, companion in thy woes,
And help thee with my tears; when I behold
A lofs like thine, I half forget my own.

MARCI 4

“Tis not in fate to eafe my tortur’d breaft,
This empty world, to me a joylefs defart,
Has nothing left to make poor Mareia happy.

FUBA |
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Y UB A4 |
I'm on the rack! was he fo near her heart:
MARCI A

Oh he was all made up of love and charms,
Whatever maid could wifh, or man admire:
Delight of every eye! when he appear'd,

A fecret pleafure gladned all that faw him;
But when he talk’d, the proudeft Roman blufird
To hear his virtues, and old age grew wife.

FUB 4
I fhall run mad---—

MARCI A
O Fuba! Fuba! Fuba!

FUB A
What means that voice? did fhe not call on F#ba?

MARCIA

Why do I think on what he was! he’s dead!
He’s’dead, and never knew how much I lov’d him.
Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding heart,

i Amidft its agonies, rememberd Marcia,

And the laft words he utter’d call’d me Cruel!

" Alas, he knew not, haplefs youth, he knew not
Marcig’s whole foul was full of love and Fwuba ?

JUB A.
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FUB A4

Where am I! do 1 live! or am indeed
What Marcie thinks! all is Elifigm round me!

MARCI A

Ye dear remains :of the moft lov’d of men!
Nor modefty nor virtue here forbid
A laft embrace, while thus——-

FUBA |
See, Marcia, fee, | Throwing himfelf before ber.
The happy F#ba lives! he lives to catch

That dear embrace, and to return it too
With mutual warmth and eagernefs of love,

MARC I 4

With pleafure and amaze, 1 ftand tranfported!
Sure ’tis a dream! dead and alive at once!
If thou art Fuba, wheo lies there

YU B A

A wretch,
Difguifed liké Fuba on a cursd defign.
The tale is long, nor have 1 heard it out.
"Thy father knows it all. " ¥ could not bear -
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death,
But flew, in all the hafte of love, to find thee; *
I found thee weeping, and confefs this once,
Am rapt with joy to fee my Marcia’s tears.

MARCI A
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MARCIT A

Pve been furprized in an unguarded hour,
But muft not now go back: the love, that lay
Half fmotherd in my breaft, has broke through all
Its weak reftraints, and burns in its full luftre,
I cannot, if I would, conceal it from thee.

$.UB 4

Pm loft in ecftafie! and deft thou love,
Thou charming maid?

MARCIA

And doft thou live to ask ie2 .
D A

This, this is life indeed! life worth preferving,
Such life as Juba never felt till now!

 MARELA

Believe me, ‘Prince, before I thoughe thee dead,
I did not know my felf how much Ilov’d thee,

FUB 4
O fortunate miftake!

MARCI A4
O happy Marcia/

YUB A
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YU B A

My joy! my beft beloved! my only wifh!
How fhall I fpeak the tranfport of my foul!

MARCI A

Lucia, thy arm! Oh let me reft upon jt!----
The vital blood, that had forfook my heart,
Returns again in fuch tumultuons tides,
It quite o’ercomes me.  Lead to my apartment.====- .
O Prince ! I bluth to think what I have faid,
But fate has wrefted the confeffion from me;
Go on, and profper in the paths of honour,
Thy virtue will excufe my paffion for thee,
And make the gods propitious to our love.

Y UB A4

I am fo bleft, I fear ’tis all a dream.
Fortune, thou now haft made amends for all
Thy paft unkindnefs. T abfolve my ftars.
What though Numidia add her conquerd towns
And provinces to fwell the viGtor’s triumph!
Fuba will never at his fate repine;

Let Cefar have the world, if Marcia’s mine.

SEED?

SCENE
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A March at a Diflance.
C A T4 i 2L S U S

LG LU S,

I ftand aftonitht! what, the bold Sempronsus /
That fill broke forgmoft through the crowd of Pattiots,
As with a hurricane of zeal tranfported,
And virtuous ev’n to madnefs-——-

oA IO
Truft me, Lucius,
Our civil difcords have produced fuch crimes,
Such monftrous crimes, I am furprized at nothing.
Q) Lucius, 1 am fick of this bad world!
The day-light and the Sun grow painful to me,
Epter P OR T 1U S

But {ee where Portrus comes! what means this hafte?
Why are thy looks thus changed:

P-O'R'TFU &
My heart is griev’d.
I bring fuch news as will aflié my father.

o e b P SR

361

N o 1, Aaa R s i

5 o e 7 o 3
- . e = i




362 (4 . F.Q

CATO,
Has Cefar thed more Roman blood

EQSRTT IS,

Not fo.
The traytor Syphax, as within the fquare
He exercifed his troops, the fignal given,
Flew off at once with his Numidian horfe

To the fouth gate, where Mareus holds the watch.

I faw, and call’d to ftop him, but in vain,
He toft his arm aloft, and proudly told me,
He would not ftay and perifh like Sempronius,

g 470

Perfidious men! but hafte my fon, and fee
Thy brother Marcas adts a Roman’s part.
----- Lucius, the torrent bears t6o hard upon me:
Juftice gives way to force: the conquei’d world
Is Cefars: Cato has no bufinefs in it,

LU Ty
While pride, oppreffion, and injuftice reign,
The world will ftill demand her Cein’s prefence,
In pity to mankind, fubmit to Cafar,
And reconcile thy mighty foul to life.

CATO.
Would Laucius have me live to fwell the number

Of
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Of Cefar’s {laves, or by a bafe fubmiffion
Give up the caufe of Rome, and own a tyrant?

LiUCLr U S,

The viétor never will impofe on Cazo
Ungen’rous terms.  His enemies confefs

The virtues of humanity are Cafars,
G AT D,

Curfe on his virtues! they’ve undone his country,
Such popular humanity is treafon—--

But fee young Fuba! the good youth appears
Full of the guilt of his perfidious fubjeés.

LU GO R TR
Alas, poor Prince! his fate deferves compaffion.
Enter  J U B A.
TUB &

I blufh, and am confounded to appear
Before thy prefence, Cazo.

C ATO.
What’s thy crime?

FUB A
I'm a Numidian,

CAT 0,

And a brave one too.

Thon haft a Roman foul,
Aaa 2 j‘,U B A
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YUB A

Haft thou not heard
Of my falfe countrymen?

o4 1,

Alas, young Prince,
Falthood and fraud fhoot up in every foil,
The product of all climes—— Romse has its Ceefars.

FUB 4.

*Tis gen’rous thus to comfort the diftreft,

CATO

*Tis jult to give applaufe where ’tis deferv’d ;
Thy virtue, Prince, has ftood the teft of fortune,
Like pureft gold, that, tortur’d in the furnace,
Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its weight.

JUB 4

What fhall T anfwer thee? my ravifh’d heart
O’erflows with fecret joy: T'd rather gain °
Thy praife, O Cato, than Numidia’s empire.

Re-enter POR T IUS.
PeOvR Tl =N

Misfortune on misfortune! grief on grief!
My brother Marcus—--

CATO.

—T
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Cod-T 0.

Hah! what has he done?
Has he forfook his poft: has he given way 2
Did he look tamely on, and let *em pafs?

PORTIUS.

Scatce had I left my father, but I met him
Borne on the fhields of his furviving foldiers,
Breathles and pale, and coverd o’er with wounds.
Long, at the head of his few faithful friends,

He ftood the fhock of a whole hoft of foes.
#Till obftinately brave, and bent on death,
Oppreft with multitudes, he greatly fell.

L ot O
I'm fatisfy’d.
P. O . RaZ L:LL.S,

Nor did he fall before
His fivord had Pietc‘d through the falfe heart of Syphax.

Yonder he lies. I faw the hoary traytor
Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground,

CiA T56:

Thanks to the Gods! my boy has done his duty.
~~~~~ Portins, when:l.am dead, befure thou place

His urne near mine.

PORTIUS
Long may they keep afunder!




366 P & &)

La¢ FUS,

O Cato, arm thy foul with all jts patience;
See where the corps of thy dead fon approaches!
The citizens and {enators, alarnyd,

Have gather’d round it, and attend it weeping.

CATOQ meezz'ﬂg the corps.

Welcome my fon! here lay him down, my friends,
Full in my fighe, that I may view at leifure
The bloody coarfe, and count thofe glorious wounds,
—--How beautiful is death, when earn’d by virtue!
Who would not be that youth 2 what pity is ic
That we can die but once fo ferve our country!
—-—Why fits this fadnefs on your brows, my friends »
I fhould have blufbvd if Cazss houfe had ftood
Secure, and flourifld in a civil war,

----- Portius, behold thy brother, and remember
Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it,
TG B4
Was ever man like this! [Afide.
C 47T 0.

Alas my friends! :
Why mourn you thus? fet not a private fofs
Afllict your hearts.  *Tys Rome requires our tears,
The miftrefs of the world, the fear of empige,

The
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The nutfe of heroes, the delight of gods,
That humbled the proud tyrants of the earth,
And fet the nations free, Rome is no more,
O liberty! O virtwe! O my country!

T U.B 4.
Behold that upright man! Reme fills his eyes '
With tears, that flow’d not o’er his own dead fon. [Afide,
C AT 0.

Whate’er the Roman virtue has fubdu’d,
The Sun’s whole coutfe, the day and year, are Czfar’s.
For him the felf-devoted Decz dy’d,
The Fabuii tell, and the great Sczpio’s conquer'd :
Even Pompey fought for Cefar. Oh my friends!
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages,
The Roman empire fallen! O curft ambition!
Fallen into Cefar’s hands! our great Fore-fathers
Had left him nought to conquer but his country.

YUB A

While Cato lives, Cefar will blufh to fee
Mankind enflaved, and be athamed of empire.

G ATO.
Cefar athamed! has not he feen Pharfalia/

LUCLUS.

Cato, ’tis time thou fave thy felf and us.

CATO.

T — L ——
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CA 70,

Lofe not a thought on me, I'm out of danger,
Heaven will not leave me in the victor’s hand,
Ceefar fhall never fay T conquer’d Caro,

But oh! my friends, your fafety fills my heart
With anxious thoughts: a thoufand fecret terrors
Rife in my foul: how fhall I fave my friends!
’Tis now, O Csfar, 1begin to fear thee.

LUCIUS.
Cefar has mercy, if we ask it of him.

C'ATDO,.

Then ask it, I conjure you! let him know
Whate’er was done againft him, Caz did it.
Add, if you pleafe, that I requeft it of him,
The virtue of my friends.may pafs unpunifh’d.

Juba, my heart is troubled for thy fake,
Should I advife thee to fegain Numidia, |
Or feck the conqueror2—--=

YUB A
If I forfake thee
Whillt I have life, may heaven abandon Fuba /

Thy virtues, Prince, -if I forefee aright,
Will one day make thee great;” At Rome, hereafter, - ji,
*Twill be no crime to have been Cazo’s friend, .

Portis,
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Portins, draw near! My fon, thou oft haft feen
Thy Sire engaged in a corrupted ftate,

Wreftling with vice and facion: now thou fee'ft me
Spent, overpower'd, defpairing of fuccefs;

Let me advife thee to retreat betimes

To thy paternal feat, the Sabize ficld,

Where the great Cesnfor toil’d with his own hands,
And all our frugal Anceftors were bleft

In humble virtues, and a rural life.

There live retired, pray for the peace of Rome:
Content thy felf to be obfcurely good.

When vice prevails, and impious men bear fway,
The poft of honour is a private {tation.

P R TFT 8.

I hope, my father does not recommend
A life to Portius, that he {corns himfelf,

G208

Farewel, my friends! if there be any of you
Who dare not truft the vi€tor’s clemency,
Know, there are fhips prepared by my command,
(Their fails already opening to the winds)
That fhall convey you to the wifht-for port.
Is there aught elfe, my friends, I can do for you?
| The conqueror draws near. Once more farewel!
r If e’er we meet hereafter, we fhall meet
In happier climes, and on a fafer fhore,
Where Cefar never fhall approach us more.
[Pomting to bis dead fou,
oL Bbb There




370 C A 7T 0

"There the brave youth, with love of virtue fired,
Who greatly in his country’s caufe expired,

Shall know he conquer'd. The firm Patriot there
(Who made the welfare of mankind his care)

Tho’ ftill, by facion, vice, and fortune, croft,
Shall find the gen’rous labour was not loft.

; A. ;T
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AGC T Voo S CENE 5§

CATO {olus, fitting ina thoughtful poflure: In
bis hand Plato’s book on the lmmortality of the
Soul. A drawn _fword on the table by bim.

T muft be fo-——-Plats, thou reafon’ft well!—---
Elfe whence this pleafing hope, this fond defire,
This longing after immortality 2
Or whence this fecret dread, and inward horror,
Of falling into nought> why fhrinks the foul
Back on her felf, and ftartles at deltryction 2
*Tis the divinity that ftirs within us;
*Tis heaven it {eIf, that points out an Hereafter,
And intimates eternity to man.
Eternity! thou plealing, dreadful, rthought!
Through what variety of untry’d being,
Through what new f{cenes and changes muft we pafs!
The wide, th’unbounded profpeét, lyes before me;
But fhadows, clonds, and darknefs, reft upon it
Here will T hold.  If there’s a pow’r above us,
(And that there s all nature cries aloud
Through all her works) he muft delight in virtue ;
And that which he delights in, muft be happy.
But when! or where!—-This world was made for Cefar.
Bbb 2 Pm
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Pm weary of conjectures-----This muft end ’em.
[Laying his band on bis fword,

Thus am I doubly arm’d: my death and life,

My bane and antidote are both before me:

This in 2 moment brings me to an end ;

But this informs me I fhall never die.

"The foul, fecured in her exiftence, {miles

At the drawn dagger; and defies its point.

The ftars fhall fade away, the fun himfelf

Grow dim with age, and nature fink in years,

But thou fhalt flourifh in immortal youth,

Unhurt amidft the war of elements,

The wrecks of matter; and the crufth of worlds.
What means this heavinefs that hangs upon me:

This lethargy that creeps through all my fenfes?

Nature opprefs’d, and harrafs'd ont with care,

Sinks down to reft. " This once I'll favour her,

That my awaken’d foul may take her flight,

Renew'd in all her firength, and frefh with life,

An offering fit for heaven. Let guilt or fear

Difturb man’s reft: Caro knows neither of ’em,

Indifferent in his choice to fleep or die.

SCENE
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SCENE . IL

CATO, PO:RaF.LU.S.

e e Tl o

But hah! how’s this, my fon? why this intrufion :
Were not my orders that I would be private:?
Why am I difobey’d 2

PORTILUS,
Alas, my father!
What means this fword ? this inftrament of death 2
Let me convey it hence!
C ATQO,
Rafh youth, forbear!

PORTIUS.
O let the prayers, th’entreaties of your friends,
Their tears, their common. danger, wreft it from you:
C. A4AT.0,

Wouldft theu betray me 2 would’ft thou give me up
A flave, a captive, into Cefar’s hands?
Retire, and learn obedience to a father,
Ot know, yonng man !me=—

"PORTIUS.
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PO RIS

Look not thus fternly on nre;
You know I'd rather die than difobey you.

C 4 0.
"Tis well! again Pm mafter of my felf.
Now, Czfar, let thy troops befet our gates,
And bare each avenue; ‘thy gathering fleets
O’erfpread the fea, and ftop up every port ;

Cato fhall open to himfelf a paffage,
And mock thy hopes—-— : :

5 i

2.0-R-T IUS.

O Sir, forgive your fon, A
Whofe grief hangs heavy on him! O ny father!
How am 1 fure it is not the Jaft time
I @er fhall call you fo! be not difpleafed,

O be not angry with me whilft I weep, & % 2
And, in the anguifh of my; hearty befeech you
"To quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul!

C A T .00

{ § Y1

Thou haft been ever good.and dutiful. [Embracing bim,

Weep not, my fon. All %l be well again.

The righteous gods; “whom I hﬁvei-fcug"ht to pleafe,

Will fuccour Caro, and ‘preferve his childten.

PORZTIUS s

Your words give comfort to my drooPing heart.,

€470,
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C-A27T0.

Portius, thou may’tt rely upon my conduct.
Thy father will not a& what misbecomes him.
But go, my fon, and fee if auglit'be wanting
Among thy father’s friends; fee them embarked ;
And tell me if the winds and feas befriend them:
My foul is quite weigh’d down with care, and asks
The-foft-refrethment-of 2 moment’s fleep.

PORTIUS.

My thoughts are more at eafe, my heart revives.

D 0 ) P 14 €

PORTIUS und MARCIA.

PORTTIUS.

O Marcia, © my fifter, ftill there’s hope!
QOur father will not caft away a life
So needful to us all, and to his country:
He is retired to reft, and feemsito cherifhi
Thoughts full of peace. He hast difpatcht me’hence:
With orders, that befpeak.amind compofed,
And ftudious for the fafety of his friends.
Marcia, take care that none difturb his {lumbers.

MARCT A

e T T i R
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MARCIT A

O ye immortal powers, that guard the juft,
Watch round his couch, and foften his repofe,
Banifh his {forrows, and becalm his foul
With eafie dreams; remember all his virtues!
And fhow mankind that goodnefs is your care.

S U TN TV

LUCIA and M AR CIA.

LUCI A4
Where is your father, Marcia, where is Cato?

MARCI A

Lucia, fpeak low, he is retired to reft,
Lucia, 1 feel a gently-dawning hope
Rife in my foul. We fhall be happy fill.

Lyuel 4

Alas, 1 tremble when I think on Carm,
In very view, in every thought I tremble!
Cato is ftern, and awful as a God,
He knows not how to wink at humane frailty,
Or pardon weaknefs, that he never felt,

MARCI A
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M AR CJIA

Though ftern and awful to the foes of Rowe,
He is all goodnefs, Lucia, always mild,
Compaffionate, and gentle to his friends.

Filld with domeftick tendernefs, the beft,
The kindelt father! I haye ever found him
Fafie, and good, and bounteous to my wifhes.

g g g S

*T'is his confent alone can make us bleft.
Marcia, we both are equally involv’d
In the fame intricate, perplext, diftrefs.
The cruel hand of fate, that has deftroy’d
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament----- ;

MARCIA
. And ever fhall lament,. unhappy youth!

L€ A

Has fet my foul at large, and now I ftand
Loofe of my Vow. But who knows Cazo’s thoughts?
Who knows how yet he may difpofe of Portsus,
Or how he has determin’d of thy felf?

MARCI A"

Let him but live! commit the reft to heaven,

Vou L Ccc Enter

o g o T T
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Enter. LUCIUS.
L U'C 118

Sweet are the {lumbers of the virtuous man!
O Marcia, 1 have {een thy godlike father
Some power invifible fupports his foul,
And bears it up in all its wonted greatnefs.
A kind refrething {leep is fallen upon him:
I faw him ftretcht at cafe, his fancy loft
In pleafing dreams; as I drew near his couch,

S

He {miled, and cry’d, Cefar thou canft not hurt me.

MARCIA

His mind THll labours with fome dreadful thought.

oY o i o o

Lucia, why all cthis grief, thefe floods of forrow
Dry up thy tears, my child, we all are fafe
While Cato lives---=-his prefence will protect us,

Euter 7 U B A.
F-UB A

Lucsus, the horfemen are return’d from viewin
The number, {trength, and pofture of our foes,
Who now encamp within a fhort hont's march.
On the high point of yon bright weftern tower

We
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We Kenn them from afar, the fetting Sun
Plays on their fhining arms and burniflvd helmets,
And covers all the field with gleams of fire.

L G FUS,

Marcia, ’tis time we fhould awake thy father,

Cefar is ftill difpofed to give us terms,
And waits at diftance ’till he hears from Cato.

Eater PO R TIUS.

Portius, thy looks fpeak fomewhat of importance.
What tidings doft thou bring ? methinks I fee
Unufual gladnefs (parkling in thy eyes.

£ O T LGS

As I was hafting to the port, where now
My father’s friends, impatient for a paflage,
Accufe the ling’ring winds, a fail artived
From Pompeys fon, who through the realms of $pain
Calls out for vengeance on his father’s death,
And roufes the whole nation up to arms:
Were Cazo at their head, once more might Rome
Affert her rights, and claim her liberty.
But heark! what means that groan! O give me way,
And let me fly into my father’s prefence:

FAR D EIAE = o

Cato, amidft his flumbers, thinks on Rome,
And in the wild diforder ‘of his foul

Cecc'™ Mourns

S e e ——
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Mourns o’er his country.——-hah! a fecond groan!---—
Heaven guard us all--—--

MARCI A

Alas, ’tis not the voice
Of one who fleeps! ’tis agonizing pain,
Tis death is in that found----

Re-enter PORTIUS.

LRI LW S

O fight of woe!
O Marcia, what we fear’d is come to pafs!
Cato is fallen upon his fword--—-

L LEC LTS

O Portus, -
Hide all the horrours of thy mournful tale,
And let us guefs the refl.

PORTIUS.

Pve raifed him up,
And placed him in his chair, where pale, and faint, L
He gafps for breath, and, as his life flows from him,
Demands to fee his friends. - His fervants weeping,

Obfequious to his orders, bear him hither. ¢
(The back Scene vpens, and difcovers Cato.
MARCI A

O heaven affift me in this dreadful hour
To pay the laft fad duties to.my father,
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F B A,
Thefe are thy triumphs, thy exploits, O Cefar/

L.OC IU.S,

Now is Rome fallen indeed l-—- _
[Cato brought forward in his cha.

S i L

Here fet me down—-—
Portins come near me-——are my friends embark’d 2
Can any thing be thought of for their fervice?
Whilft I yet live, let me not live in vain,
----- O Lucius, art thou here 2--—-thou art too good I---—
Let this our friendfhip live between out children;
Make Portins happy in thy danghter Lucza.
Alas poor man, he weeps l---—Marcia, my daughter--=--
-0 bend me forward [-—-Juba loves thee, Marcia,
A Senator of Rome, while Rome furvived,
Would not have match’d his Daughter with a King,
But Cefar’s arms have thrown down all diftinétion ;
Whoe'er is Brave and Virtuous, is a Roman.——-
——P'm fick to death-~—0 when fhall T get Joofe
From this vain world, th’abode of guile and forrow!
——And yet methinks a beam of light breaks in
On my departing foul.  Alas, 1 fear
Fve been too hafty. O ye powers, that fearch
The heart of man, and weigh his inmoft thoughts,
If I have done amifs, impute it not!——

The beft may etre, but you are good, and-----oh! [Dies.
Ll Golglr &5
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There fled the greateft foul that ever warm’d
A Roman breaft; O Cato/ O my friend!
Thy will fhall be religioufly obferv’d.
But let us bear this awful corps to Cefar,
And lay it in his fight, that it may ftand
A fence betwixt us and the victor’s wrath ;
Cato, tho’ dead, fhall fHll protet his friends.
From hence, let fierce contending nations know
What dire effects from civil difcord flow.
*Tis this that fhakes our country with alarms,
And gives up Rome a prey to Roman arms,
Produces fraund, and cruelty, and ftrife,
And robs the Guilty world of Care’s life.

£ Pk
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EPILOGUELE
By Dr. GARTH.

Spoken by Mrs. PORTE R.

H AT odd famaflick things we women do /
Who war'd wot biften when young lovers woo 2
But die a maid, wet have the choce of two !
Ladses are often cruel ro thewr coft ;
7o give you pain, themfelves they punifb mofl.
Vows of virginity fbould well be weigh'd ;
Too oft they're cancelld, the in convents mad.
W ould you revenge fuch rafh refolves—=——vyou may:
Be fputeful---— and believe the thing we fay,
We hate you when you've eafily fard nay.
How needlefs, if you knew us, were your fears?
Let Love have eyes, and Beaury will have ears.
Our bearts are form'd as you your felves would chufe,
Too proud to ask, too bumble to vefufe:
We grve to mert, and to wealth we féll;
He fighs with moft fuccefs that fettles well,
The woes of wedlock with the joys we mix';
Tis beft repenting m @ coach and fix.

Blame
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Blame not our conduct, fince we but purfie
Thofe lvely Teffons we have learn'd from you:
Vour breafls no more the five of beauty warms,
But wicked wealth wfurps the power of charms
Fhat pains to get the gawdy thing you hate,
To fivell in fhow, and be a wretch i flate !
At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow ;
iwen churches are no fanlluaries now:

There, golden idols all your vows recerve,

She is no goddefs that has nought to grve.

Ob, may once more the bappy age appear;

W ben words were artlefs, and the thoughts fincere ;
When gold and grandenr were unenvy'd things,
And conrts lefs coveted than groves and [prings.
Love then fhall only mourn when truth complains,
And conflancy feel tranfport n sts chains.

Sighs with fuccefs their own foft angusfb vell,
And eyes fhall utter what the lips conceal :
Virtue again to its bright flation climb,

And beauty fear no enemy but 1ime,

The fair fhall liften to defert alone,

And every Lucia find a Cato’s fon.
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