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in short, every part of her character is just, and that DEDICATION
she is the best reward for one of the greatest heroes
this age has produced. This, Madam, is what you
must allow people every where to say; those whom
you shall leave behind you in England will have
something further to add, the loss we shall suffer by
your Grace's journey to Ireland; the Queen's pleasure,
and the impatient wishes of that nation, are
about to deprive us of our public ornaments. But
there is no arguing against reasons so prevalent as
these. Those who shall lament your Grace's absence,
will yet acquiesce in the wisdom and justice of her
Majesty's choice: among all whose royal favours,
none could be so agreeable, upon a thousand accounts,
to that people, as the Duke of Ormond. With
what joy, what acclamations shall they meet a Governor,
who, beside their former obligations to his
family, has so lately ventured his life and fortune
for their preservation! What duty, what submission
shall they not pay to that authority which the Queen
has delegated, to a person so dear to them? And with
what honour, what respect, shall they receive your
Grace, when they look upon you as the noblest and
best pattern her Majesty could send them, of her own
royal goodness, and personal virtues? They shall
behold your Grace with the same pleasure the English
shall take, whenever it shall be their good fortune to
see you return again to your native country. In England, vi
your Grace is become a public concern; and as
your going away will be attended with a general sorrow,
so your return shall give as general a joy; and to
none of those many, more than to,


Madam,
Your Grace's most obedient, and
Most humble servant.


N. ROWE.
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WAS the son of JOHN ROWE, Esq. Serjeant at
Law—A place called Little Berkford, in Bedfordshire,
had the honour of the birth of this Poet,
in the year 1663.—A private seminary at Highgate
gave him the rudiments of learning, and, that he
might be perfect as a classic, he was sent to Westminster,
under Busby.


His father, designing him for his own profession,
entered him at 16 years of age a Student of
the Middle Temple, but he was destined to rise
alone in the Temple of the Muses—He had some
law there is no doubt, but he had more poetry.


Business of a graver nature, however, he at a
distant period accepted—he was Under-Secretary
to the Duke of Queensberry, when that Nobleman
was Secretary of State.


Under the reign of George I. he united two
emoluments not often combined, for he became
Poet Laureat and Land-Surveyor of the Customs—He viii
was, further, Clerk of the Prince's Council,
&c. but death frustrated the honours of Office,
Dec. 6, 1718, in the 45th year of his age.


He sought the public approbation by various
channels—He edited SHAKSPERE—he translated
LUCAN, and he composed the following PLAYS.
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Let no nice taste the poet's art arraign, xi

If some frail vicious characters be feign:

Who writes, should still let nature be his care,

Mix shades with lights, and not paint all things fair,

But shew you men and women as they are.

Witb def'rence to the fair, he bade me say,

Few to perfection ever found the way:

Many in many parts are known t' excel,

But 'twere too hard for one to act all well;

Whom justly life would through each scene commend,

The maid, the wife, the mistress and the friend:

This age, 'tis true, has one great instance seen,

And Heav'n, in justice, made that one a queen.






DRAMATIS PERSONAE.



	DRURY-LANE.


	
	Men.



	Sciolto a nobleman of Genoa

	Mr. Aickin.



	Altamont, a young lord, in love with Calista
	Mr. Barrymore.



	Horatio, his friend

	Mr. Benfley.



	Lothario, a young lord and enemy to Altamont
	Mr. Palmer.



	Rossano, his friend

	Mr. Williames.



	
	Women.



	Calista, daughter to Sciolto
	Mrs. Siddons.



	Lavinia, sister to Altamont, and wife to Horatio
	Mrs. Ward.



	Lucilla, confident to Calista
	Miss Palmer.


	COVENT-GARDEN.


	
	Men.



	Sciolto, a nobleman of Genoa

	Mr. Aickin.



	Altamont, a young lord, in love with Calista
	Mr. Farren.



	Horatio, his friend

	Mr. Hurley.



	Lothario, a young lord and enemy to Altamont
	Mr. Holman.



	Rossano, his friend

	Mr. Evatt.



	
	Women.



	Calista, daughter to Sciolto
	Miss Brunton.



	Lavinia, sister to Altamont, and wife to Horatio
	Miss Chapman.



	Lucilla, confident to Calista
	Miss Stuart.


	
Servants to Sciolto.



Scene, Sciolto's palace and garden, with some part of the street near it, in Genoa.








THE FAIR PENITENT.


ACT I. SCENE I.
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A garden belonging to SCIOLTO's palace. Enter ALTAMONT and HORATIO.



ALTAMONT.

Let this auspicious day be ever sacred,

No mourning, no misfortunes happen on it:

Let it be mark'd for triumphs and rejoicings:

Let happy lovers ever make it holy,

Choose it to bless their hopes, and crown their wishes,

This happy day, that gives me my Calista.


HOR. Yes, Altamont; to-day thy better stars

Are join'd to shed their kindest influence on thee;

Sciolto's noble hand that rais'd thee first,

Half dead and drooping o'er thy father's grave,

Completes it's bounty, and restores thy name

To that high rank and lustre which it boasted,

Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot

The merit of thy god-like father's arms;

Before that country, which he long had serv'd

In watchful councils, and in winter-camps,

Had cast off his white age to want and wretchedness,

And made their court to faction by his ruin. 14


ALT. Oh, great Sciolto! Oh, my more than father!

Let me not live, but at thy very name 20

My eager heart springs up, and leaps with joy. f

When I forget the vast, vast debt I owe thee—

Forget! (but 'tis impossible) then let me

Forget the use and privilege of reason,

Be driv'n from the commerce of mankind,

To wander in the desert among brutes,

"To bear the various fury of the seasons,

"The night's unwholesome dew and noon-day's heat,"

To be the scorn of earth and curse of Heav'n!


HOR. So open, so unbounded was his goodness,

It reached ev'n me, because I was thy friend.

When that great man I lov'd, thy noble father,

Bequeath'd thy gentle sister to my arms,

His last clear pledge and legacy of friendship,

That happy tie made me Sciolto's son;

He call'd us his, and, with a parent's fondness,

Indulg'd us in his wealth, bless'd us with plenty,

Heal'd all our cares, and sweeten'd love itself.


ALT. By Heav'n he found my fortunes so abandoned,

That nothing but a miracle could raise 'em: 40

My father's bounty, and the state's ingratitude,

Had stripp'd him bare, nor left him ev'n a grave.

Undone myself and sinking with his ruin,

I had no wealth to bring, nothing to succour him,

But fruitless tears.


HOR. Yet what thou could'st, thou didst,

And did'st it like a son; when his hard creditors,

Urg'd and assisted by Lothario's father, 15

(Foe to thy house, and rival of their greatness)

By sentence of the cruel law forbid

His venerable corpse to rest in earth,

Thou gav'st thyself a ranson for his bones;

With piety uncommon didst give up

Thy hopeful youth to slaves who ne'er knew mercy,

Sour, unrelenting, money-loving villains,

Who laugh at human nature and forgiveness,

And are like fiends, the factors of destruction.

Heav'n, who beheld the pious act, approv'd it,

And bade Sciolto's bounty be its proxy,

To bless thy filial virtue with abundance. 60


ALT. But see he comes, the author of my happiness,

The man who sav'd my life from deadly sorrow,

Who bids my days be blest with peace and plenty,

And satisfies my soul with love and beauty.

Enter SCIOLTO; he runs to ALTAMONT, and embraces him.


SCI. Joy to thee, Altamont! Joy to myself!

Joy to this happy morn that makes thee mine;

That kindly grants what nature had denied me,

And makes me father of a son like thee.


ALT. My father! Oh, let me unlade my breast,

Pour out the fulness of my soul before you!

Shew every tender, every grateful thought,

This wond'rous goodness stirs. But 'tis impossible,

And utterance all is vile; since I can only

Swear you reign here, but never tell how much.


"SCI. It is enough; I know thee, thou art honest;

"Goodness innate, and worth hereditary 16

"Are in thy mind; thy noble father's virtues

"Spring freshly forth, and blossom in thy youth.


"ALT. Thus Heav'n from nothing rais'd his fair creation,

"And then, with wondrous joy, beheld its beauty,

"Well pleas'd to see the excellence he gave." 81


SCI. O, noble youth! I swear since first I knew thee,

Ev'n from that day of sorrows when I saw thee,

Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial tears,

The mourner and redeemer of thy father,

I set thee down, and seal'd thee for my own:

Thou art my son, ev'n near me as Calista.



Horatio and Lavinia too are mine; [Embraces HOR.


All are my children, and shall share my heart.

But wherefore waste we thus this happy day?

The laughing minutes summon thee to joy,

And with new pleasures court thee as they pass;

Thy waiting bride ev'n chides thee for delaying,

And swears thou com'st not with a bridegroom's haste.


ALT. Oh! could I hope there was one thought of Altamont,

One kind remembrance in Calista's breast,

The winds with all their wings would be too slow

To bear me to her feet. For, Oh, my father!

Amidst the stream of joy that bears me on,

Blest as I am, and honoured in your friendship, 100

There is one pain that hangs upon my heart.


SCI. What means my son?


ALT. When at your intercession,
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Are gently lifted up and down by tides. 19

I snatch'd the glorious golden opportunity,

And with prevailing, youthful ardor press'd her,

'Till with short sighs, and murmuring reluctance,

The yielding fair one gave me perfect happiness.

Ev'n all the live-long night we pass'd in bliss,

In ecstacies too fierce to last for ever;

At length the morn and cold indifference came;

When, fully sated with the luscious banquet,

I hastily took leave, and left the nymph

To think on what was past, and sigh alone.


ROS. You saw her soon again?


LOTH. Too soon I saw her:

For, Oh! that meeting was not like the former:

I found my heart no more beat high with transport,

No more I sigh'd, and languished for enjoyment;

'Twas past, and reason took her turn to reign,

While every weakness fell before her throne.


ROS. What of the lady? 180


LOTH. With uneasy fondness

She hung upon me, wept, and sigh'd, and swore

She was undone; talk'd of a priest, and marriage;

Of flying with me from her father's pow'r;

Call'd every saint, and blessed angel down,

To witness for her that she was my wife.

I started at that name.


ROS. What answer made you?


LOTH. None; but pretending sudden pain and illness,

Escap'd the persecution. Two hights since,

By message urg'd and frequent importunity,

Again I saw her. Straight with tears and sighs,

With swelling breasts, with swooning, with distraction,

With all the subtleties and powerful arts

Of wilful woman lab'ring for her purpose,

Again she told the same dull nauseous tale.

Unmov'd, I begg'd her spare th' ungrateful subject,

Since I resolv'd, that love and peace of mind

Might flourish long inviolate betwixt us,

Never to load it with the marriage chain; 200

That I would still retain her in my heart,

My ever gentle mistress and my friend!

But for those other names of wife and husband,

They only meant ill nature, cares, and quarrels.


ROS. How bore she this reply?


LOTH. "Ev'n as the earth,

"When, winds pent up, or eating fires beneath,

"Shaking the mass, she labours with destruction."

At first her rage was dumb, and wanted words;

But when the storm found way, 'twas wild and loud.

Mad as the priestess of the Delphic god,

Enthusiastic passion swell'd her breast,

Enlarged her voice, and ruffled all her form.

Proud and disdainful of the love I proffer'd,

She call'd me Villain! Monster! Base Betrayer!

At last, in very bitterness of soul,

With deadly imprecations on herself,

She vow'd severely ne'er to see me more;

Then bid me fly that minute: I obey'd,

And, bowing, left her to grow cool at leisure. 220


ROS. She has relented since, else why this message,

To meet the keeper of her secrets here

This morning?


LOTH. See the person whom you nam'd!

Enter LUCILLA.


Well, my ambassadress, what must we treat of?

Come you to menace war, and proud defiance,

Or does the peaceful olive grace your message?

Is your fair mistress calmer? Does she soften?

And must we love again? Perhaps she means

To treat injuncture with her new ally,

And make her husband party to th' agreement.


LUC. Is this well done, my lord? Have you put off

All sense of human nature? Keep a little,

A little pity, to distinguish manhood,

Lest other men, tho' cruel, should disclaim you,

And judge you to be number'd with the brutes.


LOTH. I see thou'st learn'd to rail.


LUC. I've learnt to weep:

That lesson my sad mistress often gives me:

By day shee seeks some melancholy shade, 240

To hide her sorrows from the prying world;

At night she watches all the long, long hours,

And listens to the winds and beating rain,

With sighs as loud, and tears that fall as fast.

Then, ever and anon, she wrings her hands,

And cries, false, false Lothario!


LOTH. Oh, no more!

I swear thou'lt spoil thy pretty face with crying,

And thou hast beauty that may make thy fortune:

Some keeping cardinal shall doat upon thee,

And barter his church treasure for thy freshness.


LUC. What! shall I sell my innocence and youth,

For wealth or titles, to perfidious man!

To man, who makes his mirth of our undoing!

The base, profest betrayer of our sex!

Let me grow old in all misfortunes else,

Rather than know the sorrows of Calista!


LOTH. Does she send thee to chide in her behalf?

I swear thou dost it with so good a grace,

That I could almost love thee for thy frowning. 260
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