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	Stultorum regum & populorum continet æstus—

Rursus quid virtus, & quid sapientia possit

Utile proposuit nobis exemplar Ulyssem.

	
Horat. Epist. Lib. 1. Epist. 2.
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LONDON:

Printed for John Bell, near Exeter-Exchange, in the Strand.

MDCCLXXVIII.



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE


SIDNEY Lord GODOLPHIN,
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Lord High-Treasurer of England, and Knight of

the most Noble Order of the Garter.




My Lord,


If those cares in which the service of a great Queen,
and the love of your country, have so justly engaged
your Lordship, would allow any leisure to run back and
remember those arts and studies, which were once the
grace and entertainment of your Lordship's youth; I
have presumption enough to hope, that this tragedy may,
some time or other, find an hour to divert your Lordship.
Poetry, which was so venerable to former ages, as in
many places to make a part of their religious worship,
and every where to be had in the highest honour and
esteem, has miserably languished and been despised, for
want of that favour and protection which it found in the
famous Augustan age. Since then, it may be asserted
without any partiality to the present time, it never had a
fairer prospect of lifting up its head, and returning to its
former reputation than now: and the best reason can be
given for it, is, that it seems to have a particular hope
from, and dependence upon your Lordship, and to expect
all just encouragement, when those great men, who
have the power to protect it, have so delicate and polite a
taste and understanding of its true value. The restoring
and preserving any part of learning, is so generous an
action in itself, that it naturally falls into your Lordship's
province, since every thing that may serve to improve
the mind, has a right to the patronage of so great and
universal a genius for knowledge as your Lordship's. It
is indeed a piece of good fortune, upon which I cannot
help congratulating the present age, that there is so great
a man, at a time when there is so great an occasion for
him. The divisions which your Lordship has healed,
the temper which you have restored to our councils, and
that indefatigable care and diligence which you have used
in preserving our peace at home, are benefits so virtuously
and so seasonably conferred upon your country,
as shall draw the praises of all wise men, and the blessings
of all good men upon your Lordship's name. And
when those unreasonable feuds and animosities, which
keep faction alive, shall be buried in silence and forgotten,
that great public good shall be universally acknowledged,
as the happy effect of your Lordship's most equal temper
and right understanding. That this glorious end may
very suddenly succeed to your Lordship's candor and generous
endeavours after it, must be the wish of every good
Englishman. I am,



	My Lord,



	Your Lordship's most obedient



	Humble servant,







N. ROWE.



PROLOGUE.
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	To-night, in honour of the marry'd life,

	Our author treats you with a virtuous wife;

	A lady, who, for twenty years, withstood

	The pressing instances of flesh and blood;

	Her husband, still a man of sense reputed,

	(Unless this tale his wisdom have confuted,)

	Left her at ripe eighteen, to seek renown,

	And battle for a harlot at Troy town;


	To fill his place, fresh lovers came in shoals,
	}


	Much such as now-a-days are Cupid's tools,

	Some men of wit, but the most part were fools.

	They sent her billets-doux, and presents many,

	Of ancient tea and Thericlean china;

	Rail'd at the gods, toasted her o'er and o'er,

	Dress'd at her, danc'd and fought, and sigh'd, and swore;

	In short, did all that man could do to have her,

	And damn'd themselves to get into her favour;

	But all in vain, the virtuous dame stood buff,

	And let them know that she was coxcomb proof:

	Messieurs the beaux, what think you of the matter?

	Don't you believe old Homer given to flatter?


	When you approach, and pressing the soft hand,
	}


	Favours, with well-bred impudence, demand,

	Is it in woman's weakness to withstand?

	Cease to be vain, and give the sex their due;

	Our English wives shall prove this story true:

	We have our chaste Penelope's, who mourn

	Their widow'd beds, and wait their lord's return;

	We have our heroes too, who bravely bear,

	Far from their home, the dangers of the war;

	Who careless of the winter season's rage,

	New toils explore, and in new cares engage;

	From realm to realm their chief unweary'd goes,

	And restless journies on, to give the world repose.

	Such are the constant labours of the sun,

	Whose active, glorious course is never done;

	And though, when hence he parts, with us 'tis night,

	Still he goes on, and lends to other worlds his light.

	Ye beauteous nymphs, with open arms prepare

	To meet the warriors, and reward their care;

	May you for ever kind and faithful prove,

	And pay their days of toil with nights of love.







DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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	MEN.

	

	
Ulysses, king of Ithaca, concealed for

some time under the name of Æthon.

	
Eurymachus, king of Samos.


	
Polydamas,
	}



	
Thoon,
	Neighbouring princes,



	
Agenor,
	pretenders to the Queen.


	
Ephialtes,

	
Telemachus, son to Ulysses and Penelope.

	
Antinous, a nobleman of Ithaca, secretly

in love with the Queen.


	
Cleon,
	}
	Friends to Antinous.


	
Arcas,

	
Mentor, tutor to Telemachus.

	
Eumæus, an old servant, and faithful to Ulysses.

	
Ceraunus, a Samian officer belonging to Eurymachus.

	

	WOMEN.

	


	
Penelope, queen of Ithaca,
	Mrs. Hunter.


	
Semanthe, daughter to Eurymachus.

	

	Several Samian and Ithacan Officers and Soldiers, with

other Attendants, Men and Women.

	

	SCENE, ITHACA.








ULYSSES.
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ACTI.
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SCENE, a Palace.


Enter Telemachus and Mentor.


	Tel. Oh, Mentor! urge no more my royal birth,

Urge not the honours of my race divine,

Call not to my remembrance what I am,

Born of Ulysses, and deriv'd from Jove;

For 'tis the curse of mighty minds oppress'd,

To think what their state is, and what it should be;

Impatient of their lot, they reason fiercely,

And call the laws of Providence unequal.


	Men. And therefore wert thou bred to virtuous knowledge,

And wisdom early planted in thy soul;

That thou might'st know to rule thy fiery passions,

To bind their rage, and stay their headlong course,

To bear with accidents, and ev'ry change

Of various life, to struggle with adversity,

To wait the leisure of the righteous gods,

Till they, in their own good appointed hour,

Shall bid thy better days come forth at once,

A long and shining train; till thou, well-pleas'd,

Shalt bow, and bless thy fate, and own the gods are just.


	Tel. Thou prudent guide and father of my youth,

Forgive my transports, if I seem to lose

The rev'rence to thy sacred precepts due:

'Tis a just rage, and honest indignation.

Ten years ran round e'er Troy was doom'd to fall;

Ten tedious summers, and ten winters more,

By turns have chang'd the seasons since it fell;

And yet we mourn my godlike father's absence,

As if the Grecian arms had ne'er prevail'd,

But Jove and Hector still maintain'd the war.


	Men. Tho' absent, yet if oracles are true,

He lives, and shall return. Where'er he wanders,

Pursu'd by hostile Trojan gods, in peril

Of the waste desart, or the foamy deep,

Or nations wild as both, yet courage, wisdom,

And Pallas, guardian of his arms, is with him.


	Tel. And, Oh, to what does the god's care reserve him?

Where is the triumph shall go forth to meet him?

What Pæan shall be sung to bless his labours?

What voice of joy shall cry, Hail King of Ithaca?

Riot, and wrong, and woful desolation,

Spread o'er the wretched land, shall blast his eyes,

And make him curse the day of his return.


	Men. Your guest, the stranger, Æthon.


	
Enter Æthon.

	Tel. By my life,

And by the great Ulysses, truly welcome.

Oh, thou most worthy Æthon! thou that wert,

In youth, companion of my father's arms,

And partner of his heart, does it not grieve thee,

To see the honour of his royal name

Despis'd and set at nought, his state o'er-run,

Devour'd and parcell'd out by slaves so vile,

That if oppos'd to him, 'twould make comparison

Absurd and monstrous seem, as if to mate

A mole-hill with Olympus?


	Æth. He was my friend;

I think I knew him; and, to do him right,

He was a man indeed. Not as these are,

A rioter, or doer of foul wrongs;

But boldly just, and more like what man should be.


	Tel. From morn till noon, from noon till the shades darken

From evening till the morning dawns again,

Lewdness, confusion, insolence, and uproar,

Are all the bus'ness of their guilty hours;

The cries of maids enforc'd, the roar of drunkards,

Mix'd with the braying of the minstrels' noise,

Who ministers to mirth, ring thro' the palace,

And echo to the arch of heav'n their crimes.

Behold, ye gods, who judge betwixt your creatures,

Behold the rivals of the great Ulysses!


	Men. Doubt not but all their crimes, and all thy wrongs

Are judg'd by Nemesis and equal Jove.

Suffer the fools to laugh and loll secure;

This is their day; but there is one behind

For vengeance and Ulysses.


	Æth. Till that day,

That day of recompence and righteous justice,

Learn thou, my son, the cruel arts of courts;

Learn to dissemble wrongs, to smile at injuries,

And suffer crimes thou want'st the power to punish;

Be easy, affable, familiar, friendly,

Search, and know all mankind's mysterious ways;

But trust the secret of thy soul to none.

Believe me, seventy years, and all the sorrows

That seventy years bring with them, thus have taught me,

Thus only, to be safe in such a world as this is.


	
Enter Antinous.

	Ant. Hail to thee, Prince! thou son of great Ulysses,

Offspring of gods, most worthy of thy race;

May ev'ry day like this be happy to thee,

Fruition and success attend thy wishes,

And everlasting glory crown thy youth.


	Tel. Thou greet'st me like a friend. Come near, Antinous;

May I believe that omen of my happiness,

That joy which dances in thy cheerful eyes?

Or dost thou, for thou know'st my fond, fond heart,

Dost thou betray me to deceitful hopes,

And sooth me, like an infant, with a tale

Of some felicity, some dear delight,

Which thou didst never purpose to bestow?


	Ant. By Cytherea's altar, and her doves,

By all the gentle fires that burn before her,

I have the kindest sounds to bless your ear with,

Nay, and the truest too, I'll swear, I think,

That ever love and innocence inspir'd.


	Tel. Ha! from Semanthe?


	Ant. From the fair Semanthe,

The gentle, the forgiving——


	Tel. Soft, my Antinous,

	Keep the dear secret safe; wisdom and age

	Reason perversely when they judge of love.


	A bus'ness of a moment calls me hence, 	[To Mentor.


	That ended, I'll attend the Queen; till then,

	Mentor, the noble stranger is thy care——



	Fly with me to some safe, some sacred privacy, 	[To Ant.


	There charm my senses with Semanthe's accents,

	There pour thy balm into my love-sick soul,

	And heal my cares for ever.

	[Exeunt Tel. and Ant.

	Æth. This smooth speaker,

This supple courtier, is in favour with you.

Mark'd you the Prince, how at this man's approach

The fierceness, rage, and pride of youth declin'd,

His changing visage wore a form more gentle,

And ev'ry feature took a softer turn;

As if his soul, bent on some new employment,

Of different purpose from the thought before,

Had summon'd other counsels, other passions,

And dress'd her in a gay, fantastic garb,

Fit for th' adventure which she meant to prove?

By Jove, I lik'd it not——


	Men. The Prince, whose temper

Is open as the day, and unsuspecting,

Esteems him as devoted to his service,

Wise, brave, and just; and since his late return

From Nestor's court at Pyle, he still has held him

In more especial nearness to his heart.


	Æth. 'Tis rash, and savours of unwary youth.

Tell him, he trusts too far. If I mistook not,

You said he was a wooer.


	Men. True, he was;

Noble by birth, and mighty in his wealth,

Proud of the patriot's name and people's praise,

By gifts, by friendly offices, and eloquence,

He won the herd of Ithacans to think him

Ev'n worthy to supply his master's place.


	Æth. Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful Ithaca!

But, Mentor, say, the Queen, could she forget

The difference 'twixt Ulysses and his slave?

Did not her soul resent the violation,

And, spite of all the wrongs she labour'd under,

Dash his ambition and presumptuous love?


	Men. Still great and royal in the worst of fortunes,

With native power and majesty array'd,

She aw'd this rash Ixion with her frown,

Taught him to bend his abject head to earth,

And own his humbler lot. He stood rebuk'd,

And full of guilty sorrow for the past,

Vow'd to repeat the daring crime no more,

But with humility and loyal service

To purge his fame, and wash the stains away.


	Æth. Deceit and artifice! the turn's too sudden;

Habitual evils seldom change so soon,

But many days must pass, and many sorrows,

Conscious remorse and anguish must be felt,

To curb desire, to break the stubborn will,

And work a second nature in the soul,

Ere Virtue can resume the place she lost;

'Tis else dissimulation. But no more;

The ruffling train of suitors are at hand,

Those mighty candidates for love and empire!

'Tis well the gods are mild, when those dare hope

To merit their best gifts by riot and injustice.


	
Enter Polydamas, Agenor, Thoon, Ephialtes,

and attendants.

	Pol. Our souls are out of tune, we languish all,

Nor does the sweet returning of the dawn

Cheer with its usual mirth our drousy spirits,

That droop'd beneath the lazy leaden night.


	Agen. Can we, who swear we love, smile or be gay,

When our fair queen, the goddess of our vows,

She that adorns our mirth, and gilds our day,

Withholds the beams that only can revive us?


	Tho. Night must involve the world till she appear,

The flowers in painted meadows hang their heads,

The birds awake not to their morning songs,

Nor early hinds renew their constant labour;

Ev'n nature seems to slumber till her call,

Regardless of th' approach of any other day.


	Eph. Why is she then withheld, this public good?

Why does she give those hours that should rejoice us,

To tears, perverseness, and to sullen privacy,

While vainly here we waste our lusty youth,

In expectation of the uncertain blessing?


	Pol. For twice two years this coy, this cruel beauty

Has mock'd our hopes, and cross'd them with delays;

At length the female artifice is plain,

The riddle of her mystic web is known,

Which ere her second choice she swore to weave;

While still the secret malice of the night

Undid the labours of the former day.


	Agen. Hard are the laws of love's despotic rule,

And ev'ry joy is trebly bought with pain;

Crown we the goblet then, and call on Bacchus,

Bacchus, the jolly god of laughing pleasures,

Bid ev'ry voice of harmony awake,

Apollo's lyre, and Hermes' tuneful shell;

Let wine and music join to swell the triumph,

To sooth uneasy thought, and lull desire.


	Æth. Is this the rev'rence due to sacred beauty,

Or these the rights the Cyprian goddess claims?

These rude licentious orgies are for Satyrs,

And such the drunken homage which they pay

To old Silenus nodding on his ass.

But be it as it may, it speaks you well.


	Eph. What says the slave?


	Tho. Oh, 'tis the snarler, Æthon!

A privileg'd talker. Give him leave to rail;

Or send for Irus forth, his fellow droll,

And let them play a match of mirth before us,

And laughter be the prize to crown the victor.


	Æth. And dost thou answer to reproof with laughter?

But do so still, and be what thou wert born;

Stick to thy native sense, and scorn instruction.

Oh, Folly! what an empire hast thou here!

What temples shall be rais'd to thee! what crowds,

Of slav'ring, hooting, senseless, shameful ideots

Shall worship at thy ignominious altars,

While princes are thy priests!


	Pol. Why shouldst thou think,

O'erweening, insolent, unmanner'd slave,

That wisdom does forsake the wealth, the honours,

And full prosperity of princes' courts,

To dwell with rags and wretchedness like thine?

Why dost thou call him fool?


	Æth. Speech is most free;

It is Jove's gift to all mankind in common.

Why dost thou call me poor, and think me wretched?


	Pol. Because thou art so.


	Æth. Answer to thyself,

And let it serve for thee, and for thy friend.


	Agen. He talks like oracles, obscure and short.


	Æth. I would be understood; but apprehension

Is not thy talent——Midnight surfeits, wine,

And painful undigested morning fumes,

Have marr'd thy understanding.


	Eph. Hence, thou miscreant!

My Lords, this railer is not to be borne.


	Æth. And wherefore art thou borne, thou public grievance,

Thou tyrant, born to be a nation's punishment;

To scourge thy guilty subjects for their crimes,

And prove Heaven's sharpest vengeance?


	Eph. Spurn him hence,

And tear the rude unhallow'd railer's tongue

Forth from his throat.


	Æth. If brutal violence,

And lust of foul revenge, should urge thee on,

Spite of the Queen and hospitable Jove,

T' oppress a stranger, single, and unarm'd,

Yet, mark me well, I was not born thy vassal;

And wert thou ten times greater than thou art,

And ten times more a king, thus would I meet thee,

Thus naked as I am, I would oppose thee,

And fight a woman's battle with my hands,

Ere thou shouldst do me wrong, and go unpunish'd.


	Eph. Ha! dost thou brave me, dog?

	[Coming up to Æth.

	Tho. Avaunt!


	Pol. Begone!


	
Enter Eurymachus.

	Eur. What daughter of old Chaos and the Night,

What fury loiters yet behind the shades,

To vex the peaceful morn with rage and uproar?

Each frowning visage doubly dy'd with wrath,

Your voices in tumultuous clamours rais'd,

Venting reproach, and stirring strong contention.

Say, have you been at variance?—Speak, ye Princes,

Whence grew th' occasion?


	Æth. King of Samos, hear me.

	To thee, as to a king, worthy the name,

	The majesty and right divine of pow'r,

	Boldly I dare appeal. This King of Seriphos,
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