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  This tragedy was produced in 1730. It marks Voltaire’s spirit of daring in treating a subject from which Shakespeare shrank as, perhaps, too painful for representation. When revived during the Revolution it was enthusiastically applauded.


  ACT I.

  




  SCENE I.

  




  Rome, Brutus in the Senate.


  The scene represents part of the house appointed for the consuls on the Tarpeian mount: at a distance is seen the temple of the capitol. The senators are assembled between the temple and the house, before the altar of Mars: the two consuls, Brutus and Valerius Publicola preside; the senators ranged in a semicircle, behind them the lictors with their fasces.


  Brutus: At length, my noble friends, Rome’s honored senate, The scourge of tyrants, you who own no kings But Numa’s gods, your virtues, and your laws, Our foe begins to know us: this proud Tuscan, The fierce Porsenna, Tarquin’s boasted friend, Pleased to protect a tyrant like himself; He who o’er Tiber’s banks hath spread his hosts, And borne his head so loftily, now speaks In lowlier terms, respects the senate’s power, And dreads the sons of freedom and of Rome: This day he comes, by his ambassador, To treat of peace, and Aruns, sent by him, Demands an audience: he attends even now Your orders in the temple: you’ll determine Or to refuse or to admit him to us.


  Valerius Publicola: Whate’er his errand be, let him be sent Back to his king; imperial Rome should never Treat with her foes till she has conquered them: Thy valiant son, the avenger of his country, Has twice repulsed Etruria’s haughty monarch, And much we owe to his victorious arm: But this is not enough; Rome, still besieged, Sees with a jealous eye the tyrant’s friends: Let Tarquin yield to our decrees; the laws Doomed him to exile; let him leave the realm, And purge the state of royal villainy; Perhaps we then may listen to his prayers. But this new embassy, it seems, has caught Your easy faith: can you not see that Tarquin, Who could not conquer, thinks he may deceive you. I never loved these king’s ambassadors, The worst of foes beneath the mask of friendship; Who only bear an honorable title, And come to cheat us with impunity; Armed with state-cunning, or elate with pride, Commissioned to insult us, or betray. Listen not, Rome, to their deluding tongues; Stranger to art, thy business is, to fight; Conquer the foes that murmur at thy glory, Punish the pride of kings, or fall thyself; Such be thy treaties.


  Brutus: Rome already knows How much I prize her safety and her freedom; The same my spirit, and the same my purpose, I differ in opinion from Valerius; And must confess, this first great homage paid The citizens of Rome, to me is grateful. I would accustom the despotic power Of princes on an easy level first To treat with our renowned commonweal, Till heaven shall crown our arms with victory, And make them subjects; then, Publicola, As such we’ll use them: meantime, Aruns comes, Doubtless to mark the state of Rome, to count Her treasures, and observe her growing power, And therefore would I have him be admitted; Would have him know us fully: a king’s slave Shall look on men; the novelty may please him: Let him at leisure cast his eyes o’er Rome, Let him behold her in your patriot breasts, You are her best defence; let him revere The God who calls us hither; let him see The senate, hear and tremble.


  Valerius Publicola: I submit; [The senators rise and come forward to give their votes.] The general voice is yours: Rome and her Brutus Must be obeyed: for me, I disapprove it: Lictors, attend, and introduce him to us: Never may Rome repent of this! [To Brutus.] On thee Our eyes are fixed; on Brutus, who first broke Our chains; let freedom use a father’s voice, And speak by thee.


  SCENE II.

  




  The Senate, Aruns, Albinus, Attendants.


  [Aruns enters, preceded by two lictors, with Albinus, his friend; he passes by the consuls and senate, salutes them, and sits down on a seat prepared for him towards the front of the stage.]


  Aruns: With pleasure I behold This great assembly, Rome’s illustrious senate, And her sage consuls, famed for truth and justice, Which ne’er till now suffered reproach or blame: I know your deeds, and I admire your virtues; Unlike the wild licentious multitude, The vulgar crowd, whom party rage or joins Or disunites, who love and hate by turns, They know not why, taught in one changeful hour To boast or beg, to rail or to obey; Whose rashness—


  Brutus: Stop, and learn with more respect To treat the citizens of Rome; for know, It is the senate’s glory and her praise To represent that brave and virtuous people Whom thou hast thus reviled: for ourselves, Let us not hear the voice of flattery; It is the poison of Etrurian courts, But ne’er has tainted yet a Roman senate. On with thy message.


  Aruns: Little doth the pride Of Rome affect me; but I own I feel For her misfortunes, and would plead her cause With filial love: you see the gathering storm Hangs o’er your heads, and threatens sure destruction: In vain hath Titus striven to save his country; With pity I behold that noble youth, Whose ardent courage labors to support Expiring Rome, and make her fall more glorious: His victories cost you dear; they thin your ramparts, And weaken your small force: no longer then Refuse a peace so needful to your safety. The senate bears a father’s love to Rome, So does Porsenna to the hapless kings Whom you oppress: but tell me, you who judge Depending monarchs, you who thus determine The rights of all mankind, was it not here, Even at these altars, at this capitol, You called the gods to witness your allegiance, And bound your faith to your acknowledged king, To Tarquin? Say, what power has broken the tie? Who snatched the diadem from Tarquin’s head? Who can acquit you of your oaths?


  Brutus: Himself: Talk not of ties dissolved by guilt, of gods Whom he renounced, or rights which he has lost; We paid him homage, bound ourselves by oath, Oaths of obedience, not of slavery: But since thou bidst us call to our remembrance, The senate making vows for Tarquin’s health, And kneeling at his feet, remember thou, That on this sacred spot, this altar here, Before the same attesting gods, that Tarquin Swore to be just; such was the mutual bond Of prince and people, and he gave us back The oath we made, when he forgot his own: Since to Rome’s laws no more he pays obedience, Rome is no longer subject to his power, And Tarquin is the rebel, not his people.


  Aruns: But, grant it true, that power unlimited, And absolute dominion, had misled The unhappy monarch from the paths of duty, Is there a man from human error free? Is there a king without some human weakness? Or if there were, have you a right to punish, You, who were born his subjects; you, whose duty Is to obey? The son doth never arm Against the sire, but with averted eyes Laments his errors, and reveres him still: And not less sacred are the rights of kings; They are our fathers, and the gods alone Their judges: if in anger heaven sometimes Doth send them down, why would you therefore call For heavier chains, and judgments more severe? Why violate the laws you would defend, And only change your empire to destroy it? Taught by misfortune, best of monitors, Tarquin henceforth, more worthy of his throne, Will be more wise and just; the legal bonds Of king and people now may be confirmed By happiest union; public liberty Shall flourish then beneath the awful shade Of regal power.


  Brutus: Aruns, ’tis now too late: Each nation has its laws, by nature given, Or changed by choice: Etruria, born to serve, Hath ever been the slave of kings or priests; Loves to obey, and, happy in her chains, Would bind them on the necks of all mankind. Greece boasts her freedom; soft Ionia bends Beneath a shameful bondage; Rome had once Her kings, but they were never absolute: Her first great citizen was Romulus, With him his people shared the weight of empire; Numa was governed by the laws he made; Rome fell at last indeed beneath herself, When from Etruria she received her kings, Or from Porsenna; tyranny and vice From your corrupted courts flowed in upon us. Forgive us, gods, the crime of sparing Tarquin So many years! at length his murderous hands, Dyed with our blood, have broke the shameful chain Of our long slavery, and the Roman people Have through misfortune found the road to virtue: Tarquin restores the rights by Tarquin lost, And by his crimes has fixed the public safety: We’ve taught the Etruscans how to shake off tyrants, And hope they’ll profit by the fair example. [The consuls descend towards the altar, and the senate rises.] O Mars, thou god of battles, and of Rome! Thou who dost guard these sacred walls, and fight For thy own people, on thy altar here Deign to accept our solemn oaths, for me And for the senate, for thy worthy sons: If in Rome’s bosom there be found a traitor, Who weeps for banished kings, and seeks once more To be a slave, in torments shall he die; His guilty ashes, scattered to the winds, Shall leave behind a more detested name, Even than those tyrant kings which Rome abhors.


  Aruns: [Stepping towards the altar.] And on this altar, which you thus profane, I call that god to witness, in the name Of him whom you oppress, the injured Tarquin, And great Porsenna, his avenger, here I swear eternal war with you, O Romans! And your posterity— [The senators are going off towards the capitol.] A moment stop Ere you depart, O senators! and hear What I have more to offer: Tarquin’s daughter, Must she too fall a sacrifice to Rome? With ignommious fetters will ye bind Her royal hands, to triumph o’er her father, Whose treasures you detain? Ungenerous victors! As if the right of conquest gave them to you: Where are his riches? was it for the spoil You robbed him of his throne? let Brutus speak, And own the plunder.


  Brutus: Little dost thou know Of Rome, her manners, and her noble nature; But learn, mistaken man, her great protectors, The friends of truth and justice, are grown old In honest poverty; above the pride Of wealth, which they disdain; it is their boast To conquer kings, who love such tinsel greatness. Take back your gold, it is beneath our notice; And for the hateful tyrant’s hapless daughter, Though I abhor the wretched race, yet know The senate has consigned her to my care: She hath not tasted here the baneful cup Of flattery, that sweet poison of a court, Or viewed the pomp and dangerous luxury Of Tarquin’s palace: little did her youth Profit by them; but all that to her age And sex was due, all her misfortunes claimed, She hath received: let her return this day To Tarquin; Brutus yields her back with joy: Naught should the tyrant have within these walls But Rome’s fixed hatred, and the wrath of heaven: You have a day to carry off your treasures, That must suffice: meantime, the sacred rights Of hospitality await thee here; Beneath my roof thou mayest remain in safety: The senate thus by me decrees: bear thou Our answer to Porsenna, and then tell Proud Tarquin, you have seen a Roman senate. [Turning to the senators.] Let us, my friends, adorn the capitol With laurel wreaths, that round the brows of Titus Have spread their noble shade; the arrows too, And bloody ensigns, his victorious hand Hath wrested from the Etruscans: ever thus, From age to age, may the successful race Of Brutus still defend their much loved country: Thus, O ye gods, may you protect us ever; Guide the son’s arm, and bless the father’s councils!


  SCENE III.

  




  Aruns, Albinus.


  [Supposed to have retired from the hall of audience into an apartment of Brutus’ house.]


  Aruns: Didst thou observe the fierce unbending spirit Of this proud senate, which believes itself Invincible? and so perhaps it might be, Were Rome at leisure to confirm her sons In valor and in wisdom: liberty, That liberty, my friend, which all adore, And I admire, though I would wrest it from them, Inspires the heart of man with nobler courage Than nature gives, and warmth almost divine. Beneath the Tarquin’s yoke, a slavish court Enfeebled their corrupted hearts, and spoiled Their active valor; whilst their tyrant kings, Busied in conquering their own subjects, left Our happier Etruscans in the arms of peace; But if the senate should awake their virtues, If Rome is free, Italia soon must fall: These lions, whom their keepers made so gentle, Will find their strength again, and rush upon us; Let us then stop this rapid stream of woes, Even at its source, and free a sinking world From slavery; let us bind these haughty Romans Even with the chains which they would throw on us, And all mankind.—But will Messala come, May I expect him here? and will he dare—


  Albinus: My Lord, he will attend you; every minute We look for him; and Titus is our friend.


  Aruns: Have you conferred; may I depend on him?


  Albinus: Messala, if I err not, means to change His own estate, rather than that of Rome; As firm and fearless as if honor guided, And patriot love inspired him; ever secret, And master of himself; no passions move No rage disturbs him; in his height of zeal Calm and unruffled.


  Aruns: Such he seemed to me When first I saw him at the court of Tarquin; His letters since—but, see, he comes.


  SCENE IV.

  




  Aruns, Messala, Albinus.


  Aruns: Messala, Thou generous friend of an unhappy master, Will neither Tarquin’s nor Porsenna’s gold Shake the firm faith of these rough senators? Will neither fear, nor hope, nor pleasure bend Their stubborn hearts? These fierce patrician chiefs. That judge mankind, are they without or vice Or passion? is there aught that’s mortal in them?


  Messala: Their boasts are mighty, but their false pretence To justice, and the fierce austerity Of their proud hearts, are nothing but the thirst Of empire; their pride treads on diadems; Yet whilst they break one chain, they forge another. These great avengers of our liberty, Armed to defend it, are its worst oppressors: Beneath the name of patrons they assume The part of monarchs; Rome but changed her fetters, And for one king hath found a hundred tyrants.


  Aruns: Is there amongst your citizens a man Honest enough to hate such shameful bondage?


  Messala: Few, very few, yet feel their miseries: Their spirits, still elate with this new change, Are mad with joy: the meanest wretch among them, Because he helped to pull down monarchy, Assumes its pride, and thinks himself a king: But I’ve already told you I have friends, Who with reluctance bend to this new yoke; Who look with scorn on a deluded people, And stem the torrent with unshaken firmness; Good men and true, whose hands and hearts were made To change the state of kingdoms, or destroy them.


  Aruns: What may I hope from these brave Romans? say, Will they serve Tarquin?


  Messala: They’ll do anything; Their lives are thine; but think not, like blind vassals, They will obey a base ungrateful master: They boast no wild enthusiastic zeal, To fall the victims of despotic power, Or madly rush on death to save a tyrant, Who will not know them. Tarquin promises Most nobly, but when he shall be their master, Perhaps he then may fear, perhaps forget them. I know the great too well: in their misfortunes No friends so warm; but in prosperity, Ungrateful oft, they change to bitterest foes: We are the servile tools of their ambition; When useless, thrown aside with proud disdain, Or broke without remorse when we grow dangerous. Our friends expect conditions shall be made; On certain terms you may depend upon them: They only ask a brave and worthy leader To please their fickle taste; a man well known, And well respected; one who may have power To force the king to keep his plighted faith If we succeed; and if we fail, endued With manly courage to avenge our cause.


  Aruns: You wrote me word the haughty Titus—


  Messala: Titus Is Rome’s support, the son of Brutus; yet—


  Aruns: How does he brook the senate’s base reward For all his services? he saved the city, And merited the consulship, which they, I find, refuse him.


  Messala: And he murmurs at it. I know his proud and fiery soul is full Of the base injury: for his noble deeds, Naught has he gained but a vain empty triumph; A fleeting shadow of unreal bliss: I am no stranger to his throbbing heart, And strength of passion; in the paths of glory So lately entered, ’twere an easy task To turn his steps aside; for fiery youth Is easily betrayed: and yet what bars To our design! a consul, and a father; His hate of kings; Rome pleading for her safety; The dread of shame, and all his triumphs past. But I have stole into his heart, and know The secret poison that inflames his soul: He sighs for Tullia.


  Aruns: Ha! for Tullia?


  Messala: Yes: Scarce could I draw the secret from his breast; He blushed himself at the discovery, Ashamed to own his love; for midst the tumult Of jarring passions, still his zeal prevails For liberty.


  Aruns: Thus on a single heart, And its unequal movements, must depend, Spite of myself, the fate of Rome: but hence, Albinus, and prepare for Tarquin’s tent. [Turning to Messala.] We’ll to the princess: I have gained some knowledge, By long experience, of the human heart: I’ll try to read her soul; perhaps her hands May weave a net to catch this Roman senate.


  ACT II.

  




  SCENE I.

  




  The scene represents an apartment in the palace of the consuls.


  Titus, Messala.


  Messala: No: ’tis unkind; it hurts my tender friendship: He who but half unveils his secrets, tells Too little or too much: dost thou suspect me?


  Titus: Do not reproach me; my whole heart is thine.


  Messala: Thou who so lately didst with me detest The rigorous senate, and pour forth thy plaints In anguish; thou who on this faithful bosom Didst shed so many tears, couldst thou conceal Griefs far more bitter, the keen pangs of love? How could ambition quench the rising flame, And blot out every tender sentiment? Dost thou detest the hateful senate more Than thou lovest Tullia?


  Titus: O! I love with transport, And hate with fury; ever in extreme; It is the native weakness of my soul, Which much I strive to conquer, but in vain.


  Messala: But why thus rashly tear thy bleeding wounds? Why weep thy injuries, yet disguise thy love?


  Titus: Spite of those injuries, spite of all my wrongs, Have I not shed my blood for this proud senate? Thou knowest I have, and didst partake my glory; With joy I told thee of my fair success; It showed, methought, a nobleness of soul To fight for the ungrateful, and I felt The pride of conscious virtue: the misfortunes We have o’ercome with pleasure we impart, But few are anxious to reveal their shame.


  Messala: Where is the shame, the folly, or disgrace: And what should Titus blush at?


  Titus: At myself: At my fond foolish passion, that o’erpowers My duty.


  Messala: Are ambition then, and love, Passions unworthy of a noble mind?


  Titus: Ambition, love, resentment, all possess The soul of Titus, and by turns inflame it: These consul kings despise my youth; deny me My valor’s due reward, the price of blood Shed in their cause: then, midst my sorrows, seize All I hold dear, and snatch my Tullia from me. Alas! I had no hope, and yet my heart Grows jealous now: the fire, long pent within, Bursts forth with inextinguishable rage. I thought it had been o’er; she parted from me, And I had almost gained the victory O’er my rebellious passion: but my race Of glory now is run, and heaven has fixed Its period here: Gods! that the son of Brutus, The foe of kings, should ever be the slave Of Tarquin’s race! nay, the ungrateful fair Scorns to accept my conquered heart: I’m slighted; Disdained on every side, and shame o’erwhelms me.


  Messala: May I with freedom speak to thee?


  Titus: Thou mayest; Thou knowest I ever have revered thy prudence; Speak therefore, tell me all my faults, Messala.


  Messala: No: I approve thy love, and thy resentment: Shall Titus authorize this tyrant senate, These sons of arrogance? if thou must blush, Blush for thy patience, Titus, not thy love. Are these the poor rewards of all thy valor, Thy constancy, and truth? a hopeless lover. A weak and powerless citizen of Rome, A poor state-victim, by the senate braved, And scorned by Tullia: sure a heart like thine Might find the means to be revenged on both.


  Titus: Why wilt thou flatter my despairing soul? Thinkest thou I ever could subdue her hate, Or shake her virtue? ’tis impossible: Thou seest the fatal barriers to our love, Which duty and our fathers place between us: But must she go?


  Messala: This day, my lord.


  Titus: Indeed! But I will not complain: for heaven is just To her deservings; she was born to reign.


  Messala: Heaven had perhaps reserved a fairer empire For beauteous Tullia, but for this proud senate, But for this cruel war, nay but for Titus: Forgive me, sir, you know the inheritance She might have claimed; her brother dead, the throne Of Rome had been her portion—but I’ve gone Too far—and yet, if with my life, O Titus, I could have served thee, if my blood—


  Titus: No more: My duty calls, and that shall be obeyed: Man may be free, if he resolves to be so: I own, the dangerous passion for a time O’erpowered my reason; but a soldier’s heart Braves every danger: love owes all his power To our own weakness.


  Messala: The ambassador From Etruria is here: this honor, Sir—


  Titus: O fatal honor! what would he with me? He comes to snatch my Tullia from my sight; Comes to complete the measure of my woes.


  SCENE II.

  




  Titus. Aruns.


  Aruns: After my long and fruitless toils to serve The state of Rome, and her ungrateful senate, Permit me here to pay the homage due To generous courage, and transcendent virtue; Permit me to admire the gallant hero Who saved his country on the brink of ruin: Alas! thou hast deserved a fairer meed, A cause more noble, and another foe; Thy valor merited a better fate: Kings would rejoice, and such I know there are, To trust their empire with an arm like thine, Who would not dread the virtues they admire, Like jealous Rome and her proud senate: O! I cannot bear to see the noble Titus Serving these haughty tyrants; who, the more You have obliged them, hate you more: to them Your merit’s a reproach; mean vulgar souls, Born to obey, they lift the oppressive hand Against their great deliverer, and usurp Their sovereign’s rights; from thee they should receive Those orders which they give.


  Titus: I thank you, Sir, For all your cares, your kind regard for Titus, And guess the cause: your subtle policy Would wind me to your secret purposes, And arm my rage against the commonweal; But think not to impose thus on my frankness; My heart is open, and abhors design: The senate have misused me, and I hate them, I ought to hate them; but I’ll serve them still: When Rome engages in the common cause, No private quarrels taint the patriot breast; Superior then to party strife, we rush United on against the general foe: Such are my thoughts, and such they ever will be; Thou knowest me now: or call it virtue in me, Or call it partial fondness, what you please, But, born a Roman, I will die for Rome, And love this hard unjust suspicious senate, More than the pomp and splendor of a court Beneath a master, for I am the son Of Brutus, and have graved upon my heart The love of freedom, and the hate of kings.


  Aruns: But does not Titus soothe his flattered heart With fancied bliss, and visionary charms? I too, my lord, though born within the sway Of regal power, am fond of liberty; You languish for her, yet enjoy her not. Is there on earth, with all your boasted freedom, Aught more despotic than a commonweal? Your laws are tyrants; and their barbarous rigor Deaf to the voice of merit, to applause, To family, and fame, throws down distinction; The senate grind you, and the people scorn; You must affright them, or they will enslave you: A citizen of Rome is ever jealous Or insolent; he is your equal still, Or still your foe, because inferior to you: He cannot bear the lustre of high fortune; Looks with an eye severe on every action; In all the service you have done him, sees Naught but the injury you have power to do; And for the blood which you have shed for him, You’ll be repaid at last with—banishment. A court, I own’s a dangerous element, And has its storms, but not so frequent; smooth Its current glides, its surface more serene: That boasted native of another soil, Fair liberty, here sheds her sweetest flowers: A king can love, can recompense your service, And mingles happiness with glory; there Cherished beneath the shade of royal favor, Long mayest thou flourish, only serve a master, And be thyself the lord of all beside: The vulgar, ever to their sovereign’s will Obedient, still respect and honor those Whom he protects, nay love his very faults: We never tremble at a haughty senate, Or her harsh laws: O! would that, born as thou art, To shine with equal lustre in a court Or in a camp, thou wouldst but taste the charms Of Tarquin’s goodness! for he loved thee, Titus, And would have shared his fortunes with thee; then Had the proud senate, prostrate at thy feet—


  Titus: I’ve seen the court of Tarquin, and despise it: I know I might have cringed for his protection, Been his first slave, and tyrannized beneath him; But, thanks to heaven, I am not fallen so low: I would be great, but not by meanness rise To grandeur: no, it never was my fate To serve: I’ll conquer kings, do thou obey them.


  Aruns: I must approve thy constancy; but think, My lord, how Tarquin, in thy infant years, Guided thy tender youth: he oft remembers The pleasing office, and but yesterday, Lamenting his lost son, and sad misfortunes, “Titus,” said he, “was once my best support, He loved us all, and he alone deserved My kingdom and my daughter.”


  Titus: Ha! his daughter! Ye gods! my Tullia! O unhappy vows!


  Aruns: Even now I carry her to Tarquin; him Whom thou hast thus deserted, far from thee, And from her country, soon must Tullia go; Liguria’s king accepts of her in marriage: Meantime thou, Titus, must obey the senate, Oppress her father, and destroy his kingdom: And may these vaulted roofs, these towers in flame, And this proud capitol in ashes laid, Like funeral torches, shine before your people, To light the Roman senate to its grave. Or serve to grace our happy Tullia’s nuptials!


  SCENE III.

  




  Titus, Messala.


  Titus: Messala, in what anguish hath he left me! Would Tarquin then have given her to my arms! O cruel fate! and might I thus—O no, Deceitful minister! thou camest to search My foolish heart; alas! he saw too well, Read in my eyes the dear destructive passion, He knows my weakness, and returns to Tarquin To smile at Titus, and insult his love: And might I then have wedded her, possessed That lovely maid, and spent a life of bliss Within her arms, had heaven allotted me So fair a fate! O I am doubly wretched.


  Messala: Thou mightest be happy; Aruns would assist thee, Trust me, he would, and second thy warm wishes.


  Titus: No: I must bid adieu to my fond hopes; Rome calls me to the capitol; the people Who raised triumphal arches to my glory, And love me for my labors past, expect me, To take with them the inviolable oath, The solemn pledge of sacred liberty.


  Messala: Go then, and serve your tyrants.


  Titus: I will serve them; It is my duty, and I must fulfil it.


  Messala: And yet you sigh.


  Titus: ’Tis a hard victory.


  Messala: And bought too dearly.


  Titus: Therefore ’tis more glorious. Messala, do not leave me in affliction. [Exit Titus.]


  Messala: I’ll follow him, to sharpen his resentment, And strike the envenomed dagger to his heart.


  SCENE IV.

  




  Brutus, Messala.


  Brutus: Messala, stop; I’d speak with you.


  Messala: With me?


  Brutus: With you. A deadly poison late hath spread Its secret venom o’er my house: my son, Tiberius, is with jealous rage inflamed Against his brother; it appears too plain; Whilst Titus burns with most unjust resentment Against the senate: the ambassador, That shrewd Etruscan, has observed their weakness, And doubtless profits by it: he has talked To both: I dread the tongues of subtle statesmen, Grown old in the chicanery of a court: To-morrow he returns: a day’s too much To give a traitor, and ofttimes is fatal: Go thou, Messala, tell him he must hence This day: I’ll have it so.


  Messala: ’Tis prudent, Sir, And I obey you.


  Brutus: But this is not all: My son, the noble Titus, loves thee well; I know the power that sacred friendship hath O’er minds like his; a stranger to distrust Or diffidence, he yields his artless soul To thy experience; and the more his heart Relies on thee, the more may I expect, That, able as thou art to guide his steps, Thou wilt not turn them from the paths of virtue, Or take advantage of his easy youth To taint his guiltless heart with fond ambition.


  Messala: That was even now the subject of our converse; He strives to imitate his godlike sire; Rome’s safety is the object of his care: Blindly he loves his country, and his father.


  Brutus: And so he ought; but above all, the laws; To them he should be still a faithful slave; Who breaks the laws, can never love his country.


  Messala: We know his patriot zeal, and both have seen it.


  Brutus: He did his duty.


  Messala: Rome had done hers too, If she had honored more so good a son.


  Brutus: Messala, no: it suited not his age To take the consulship; he had not even The voice of Brutus: trust me, the success Of his ambition would have soon corrupted His noble mind, and the rewards of virtue Had then become hereditary: soon Should we have seen the base unworthy son Of a brave father claim superior rank, Unmerited, in sloth and luxury, As our last Tarquin but too plainly proved. How very seldom they deserve a crown Who’re born to wear it! O! preserve us, heaven, From such destructive vile abuse of power, The nurse of folly, and the grave of virtue! If thou indeed dost love my son, (and much I hope thou dost) show him a fairer path To glory; root out from his heart the pride Of false ambition: he who serves the state Is amply recompensed: the son of Brutus Should shine a bright example to the world Of every virtue: he is Rome’s support, As such I look upon him; and the more He has already done to serve his country, The more I shall require of him hereafter. Know then by what I wish the love I bear him, Temper the heat of youth; to flatter Titus Were death to him, and injury to Rome.


  Messala: My lord, I am content to follow Titus, To imitate his valor, not instruct him: I have but little influence o’er your son; But, if he deigns to listen to my counsels, Rome soon will see how much he loves her glory.


  Brutus: Go then, be careful not to soothe his errors; For I hate tyrants much, but flatterers more. [Exit Brutus


  SCENE V.

  




  Messala: [Alone.] There’s not a tyrant more detestable, More cruel than thy own relentless soul; But I shall tread perhaps beneath my feet The pride of all thy false insulting virtue: Yes, thou Colossus, raised thus high above us By a vile crowd, the thunder is prepared, Soon shall it fall, and crush thee into ruin.


  ACT III.

  




  SCENE I.

  




  Aruns, Albinus, Messala.


  Aruns, Albinus, Messala.


  Aruns: [A letter in his hand.] At length, my friend, a dawn of fair success Breaks in upon us; thou hast served me nobly, And all is well: this letter, my Albinus, Decides the fate of Tarquin, and of Rome. But, tell me, have you fixed the important hour? Have you watched closely the Quirinal gate? If our conspirators to-night should fail To yield the ramparts up, will your assault Be ready? Is the king well satisfied, Thinkest thou, Albinus, we shall bring him back To Rome subjected, or to Rome in blood?


  Albinus: My lord, by midnight all will be prepared; Tarquin already reaps the promised harvest; From you, once more, receives the diadem, And owns himself indebted more to Aruns Than to Porsenna.


  Aruns: Or the envious gods, Foes to our hapless sovereign, must destroy Our fair design, well worthy of their aid; Or by to-morrow’s dawn rebellious Rome Shall own a master; Rome perhaps in ashes, Or bathing in her blood. But better is it A king should rule o’er an unhappy people, Who are obedient, than in plenty’s lap, O’er a proud nation, who are still perverse And obstinate, because they are too happy. Albinus, I attend the Princess here In secret—Stay, Messala.


  SCENE II.

  




  Aruns, Messala.


  Aruns: Touching Titus, What has thou done? couldst thou prevail on him To serve the cause of Tarquin? couldst thou bind His haughty soul?


  Messala: No: I presumed too far; He is inflexible: he loves his country, And has too much of Brutus in him; murmurs Against the senate, but still dotes on Tullia: Pride and ambition, love and jealousy, Opened, I thought, a passage to his soul, And gave my arts some promise of success; But, strange infatuation! liberty Prevailed o’er all: his love is desperate, Yet Rome is stronger even than love: in vain I strove, by slow degrees, to efface the horror Which Rome had taught his foolish heart to feel Even at the name of king; in vain opposed His rooted prejudice; the very mention Of Tarquin fired his soul; he would not hear me, But broke off the discourse: I must have gone Too far, had I persisted.


  Aruns: Then, Messala, There are no hopes of him.


  Messala: Much less reluctant I found his brother; one of Brutus’ sons, At least is ours.


  Aruns: Already hast thou gained Tiberius? by what lucky art, Messala—


  Messala: His own ambition did it all: long time, With jealous eye, hath he beheld the honors Heaped on his brother, that eclipse his own; The wreath of laurel, and the pomp of triumph, The waving ensigns, with the people’s love, And Brutus’ fondness, lavished all on Titus, Like deepest injuries, sunk into his soul, And helped to fill the poisoned cup of envy; Whilst Titus, void of malice or revenge, Too much superior to be jealous of him, Stretched forth his hand from his triumphal car, As if he wished to give his brother part Of all his glories: I embraced, with joy, The lucky minute; pointed out the paths Of glory; promised, in the name of Tarquin, All the fair honors Rome could give, the throne Alone excepted: I perceived him stagger, And saw him bend, by slow degrees, before me: He’s yours, my lord, and longs to speak with you


  Aruns: Will he deliver the Quirinal gate, Messala?


  Messala: Titus is commander there, And he alone can give it us: already His virtues have been fatal to our purpose; He is the guardian deity of Rome: The attack is dangerous: without his support Success were doubtful, with it all is certain.


  Aruns: If he solicited the consulship, Thinkest thou he would refuse the sovereign power The sure reversion of a throne with Tullia?


  Messala: ’Twere an affront to his exalted virtue To offer him a throne.


  Aruns: And Tullia with it?


  Messala: O he adores her; and even loves her more, Because he strives to hate; detests the father, And rages for the daughter; dreads to speak, Yet mourns in silence; seeks her everywhere, Yet shuns her presence, and drinks up his tears In secret anguish: all the rage of love Possesses him; sometimes in storms like these A lucky moment turns the wavering mind. Titus, I know, is turbulent and bold; And, if we gain him, may, perhaps, go further Even than we wish: who knows but fierce ambition May yet rekindle by the torch of love! His heart would glow with pleasure, to behold The trembling senate prostrate at his feet. Yet, let me not deceive you with the hopes, That Titus ever will be ours; once more, However, I shall try his stubborn virtue.


  Aruns: If still he loves, I shall depend on him: One look of Tullia’s, one sweet word from her, Will soften his reluctant heart much more, Than all the arts of Aruns or Messala: For, O, believe me, we must hope for naught From men, but through their weakness and their follies: Titus and Tullia must promote our cause; The one’s ambition, and the other’s love: These, these, my friend, are the conspirators That best will serve the king: from them I hope Much more than from myself. [Exit Messala.]


  SCENE III.

  




  Tullia, Aruns, Algina.


  Aruns: This letter, Madam, With orders to deliver it to your hands, I have received from Tarquin.


  Tullia: Gracious heaven! Preserve my father, and reverse his fate! [She reads.] “The throne of Rome may from its ashes rise, And he who was the conqueror of his king Be his restorer: Titus is a hero, He must defend that sceptre which I wish To share with him. Remember, O my Tullia, That Tarquin gave thee life; remember too, My fate depends on thee; thou mayest refuse Liguria’s king: if Titus be thy choice, He’s mine; receive him for thy husband.” Ha! Read I aright! Titus! impossible! Could Tarquin, could my father, still unmoved In all his sorrows, thus at last relent? How could he know, or whence— [Turning to Messala.] Alas, my lord, ’Tis but to search the secrets of my heart You try me thus: pity a wretched princess, Nor spread your snares for helpless youth like mine.


  Aruns: Madam, I only mean to obey your father, And serve his honored daughter; for your secrets, In me it were presumption to remove The sacred veil which you have drawn before them; My duty only bids me say, that heaven By you determines to restore our empire.


  Tullia: And is it possible, that Tullia thus Should be the friend of Tarquin, and the wife Of Titus?


  Aruns: Doubt it not: that noble hero Already burns to serve the royal race: His generous heart abhors the savage fierceness Of this new commonweal; his pride was hurt By their refusal of his just demand: The work’s half done, and thou must finish it. I have not looked into his heart; but sure, If he knows Tullia well, he must adore her: Who could behold, unmoved, a diadem By thee presented, and with thee adorned? Speak to him then, for thou alone hast power To triumph o’er this enemy of kings: No longer let the senate boast of Titus, Their best support, the guardian god of Rome; But be it Tullia’s glory to possess The great defender of her father’s cause, And crush his foes to ruin.


  SCENE IV.

  




  Tullia, Algina.


  Tullia: Gracious heaven! How much I owe to thy propitious goodness! My tears have moved thee: all is changed; and now Thy justice, smiling on my passion, gives New strength and freedom to the glorious flame. Fly, my Algina, bring him hither: gods! Does he avoid me still, or knows he not His happiness? But stay, perhaps my hopes Are but delusions all: does Titus hate The senate thus? alas! and must I owe That to resentment which is due to love?


  Algina: I know the senate have offended him; That he’s ambitious; that he burns for Tullia.


  Tullia: Then he’ll do all to serve me: fly, Algina, Away, begone. [Exit Algina.] And yet this sudden change Alarms me: O! what anguish racks my heart! Now, love, do thou assist and guide my virtue! My fame, my duty, reason, all command it And shall my father owe his crown to me, Shall Tullia be the chain to bind their friendship; And all Rome’s happiness depend on mine? O, when shall I impart to thee, my Titus, The wondrous change we little thought to see, When shall I hear thy vows, and give thee mine, Without a pain, a sorrow, or a fear? My woes are past; now, Rome, I can forgive thee; If Titus leaves thee, Rome, thou art a slave: If he is mine, proud senate, thou art no more: He loves me; tremble therefore, and obey.


  SCENE V.

  




  Titus, Tullia.


  Titus: May I believe it? wilt thou deign once more To look on this abhorred Roman, long The object of thy hatred, and thy foe?


  Tullia: The face of things, my lord, is strangely altered; Fate now permits me—but first tell me, Titus, Has Tullia still an interest in thy heart?


  Titus: Alas! thou canst not doubt thy fatal power; Thou knowest my love, my guilt, and my despair; And holdest a cruel empire o’er a life Which I detest; exhaust your rage upon me; My fate is in your hands.


  Tullia: Know, mine depends On thee.


  Titus: On Titus? never can this trembling heart Believe it: am I then no longer hated? Speak on, my Tullia: O, what flattering hope Thus in a moment lifts me to the height Of mortal bliss?


  Tullia: [Giving him the letter.] Read this, and make thyself, Thy Tullia, and her father happy—Now May I not hope—but wherefore that stern brow And frowning aspect? gods!


  Titus: Of all mankind Titus is sure the most accursed: blind fate, Bent on my ruin, showed me happiness, Then snatched it from me: to complete my woes, It doomed me to adore, and to destroy thee: I love thee, and have lost thee now forever.


  Tullia: How, Titus!


  Titus: Yes; this fatal hour condemns me To shame and horror: to betray or Rome Or Tullia: all that’s left to my sad choice Is guilt, or misery.


  Tullia: What sayest thou, Titus? When with this hand I offer thee a throne; Now when thou knowest my heart, for no longer Will I conceal my virtuous passion for thee; When duty yields a sanction to our love; Alas! I thought this happy day would prove The fairest of my life, and yet the moment When first my fearful heart, without a blush, Might own its passion, is the first that calls For my repentance. Darest thou talk to me Of guilt and misery? Know, thus to serve Ungrateful men against their lawful prince, To scorn my proffered bounties, and oppress me, These are my miseries, Titus, these thy crimes. Mistaken youth, weigh in the even balance What Rome refused, and what she offers thee: Or deal forth laws, or meanly stoop to obey them: Be governed by a rabble, or a king; By Rome, or me: direct him right, ye gods!


  Titus: [Giving her back the letter.] My choice is made.


  Tullia: And fearest thou to avow it? Be bold, and speak at once; deserve my pardon, Or merit my revenge: what’s thy resolve?


  Titus: ’Tis to be worthy of thee, of myself, And of my country; to be just, and faithful; ’Tis to adore and imitate thy virtues; It is to lose, O Tullia, yet deserve thee.


  Tullia: Forever then—


  Titus: Forgive me, dearest Tullia; Pity my weakness, and forget my love: Pity a heart foe to itself, a heart A thousand times more wretched now than even When thou didst hate me: O! I cannot leave, I cannot follow thee; I cannot live Or with thee or without thee; but will die Rather than see thee given to another.


  Tullia: My heart’s still thine, and I forgive thee, Titus.


  Titus: If thou dost love me, Tullia, be a Roman; Be more than queen, and love the commonweal: Bring with thee patriot zeal, the love of Rome, And of her sacred laws, be that thy dowry: Henceforth let Brutus be thy father, Rome Thy mother, and her loved avenger, Titus, Thy husband: thus shall Romans yield the palm Of glory to an Etruscan maid, and owe Their freedom to the daughter of a king.


  Tullia: And wouldst thou wish me to betray—


  Titus: My soul, Urged to despair, hath lost itself: O no! Treason is horrible in every shape, And most unworthy of thee: well I know A father’s rights; his power is absolute, And must not be disputed: well I know That Titus loves thee, that he is distracted.


  Tullia: Thou knowest what duty is, hear then the voice Of Tullia’s father.


  Titus: And forget my own! Forget my country!


  Tullia: Canst thou call it thine Without thy Tullia?


  Titus: We are foes by nature; The laws have laid a cruel duty on us.


  Tullia: Titus and Tullia foes! how could that word E’er pass thy lips!


  Titus: Thou knowest my heart belies them.


  Tullia: Dare then to serve, and if thou lovest, revenge me.


  SCENE VI.

  




  Brutus, Aruns, Titus, Tullia, Messala, Albinus, Proculus, Lictors.


  Brutus: [Addressing himself to Tullia.] Madam, the time is come for your departure; Whilst public tumults shook the commonweal, And the wild tempest howled around us, Rome Could not restore you to your household gods: Tarquin himself, in that disastrous hour, Too busy in the ruin of his people To think on Tullia, ne’er demanded thee. Forgive me if I call thus to remembrance Thy sorrows past: I robbed thee of a father, And meet it is I prove a father to thee: Go, princess, and may justice ever guard The throne which heaven hath called thee to possess! If thou dost hope obedience from thy subjects, Obey the laws, and tremble for thyself, When thou considerest all a sovereign’s duty: And if the fatal powers of flattery e’er Should from thy heart unloose the sacred bonds Of justice, think on Rome; remember Tarquin: Let his example be the instructive lesson To future kings, and make the world more happy. Aruns, the senate gives her to thy care; A father and a husband at your hands Expect her. Proculus attends you hence, Far as the sacred gate.


  Titus: [Apart.] Despair, and horror! I will not suffer it—permit me, sir, [Advancing towards Aruns.] [Brutus and Tullia with their Attendants go out, leaving Aruns and Messala.] Gods! I shall die of grief and shame: but soft, Aruns, I’d speak with you.


  Aruns: My lord, the time Is short; I follow Brutus, and the princess; Remember, I can put off her departure But for an hour, and after that, my lord, ’Twill be too late to talk with me; within We may confer on Tullia’s fate, perhaps On yours. [Exit.]


  SCENE VII.

  




  Titus, Messala.


  Messala: O cruel destiny! to join And then divide us! Were we made, alas! But to be foes! My friend, I beg thee stop The tide of grief and rage.


  Messala: I weep to see So many virtues and so many charms Rewarded thus: a heart like hers deserved To have been thine, and thine alone.


  Titus: O no! Titus and Tullia ne’er shall be united.


  Messala: Wherefore, my lord? what idle scruples rise To thwart your wishes?


  Titus: The ungenerous laws She has imposed upon me: cruel maid! Must I then serve the tyrants I have conquered, Must I betray the people I had saved? Shall love, whose power I had so long defied, At last subdue me thus? Shall I expose My father to these proud despotic lords! And such a father, such a fair example To all mankind, the guardian of his country, Whom long I followed in the paths of honor, And might perhaps even one day have excelled; Shall Titus fall from such exalted virtue To infamy and vice? detested thought!


  Messala: Thou art a Roman, rise to nobler views, And be a king; heaven offers thee a throne: Empire and love, and glory, and revenge Await thee: this proud consul, this support Of falling Rome, this idol of the people, If fortune had not crowned him with success, If Titus had not conquered for his father, Had been a rebel: thou hast gained the name Of conqueror, now assume a nobler title; Now be thy country’s friend, and give her peace. Restore the happy days, when, blessed with freedom, Not unrestrained by power, our ancestors Weighed in the even scale, and balanced well The prince’s honors and the people’s right: Rome’s hate of kings is not immortal; soon Would it be changed to love if Titus reigned: For monarchy, so oft admired, so oft Detested by us, is the best or worst Of human governments: A tyrant king Will make it dreadful, and a good, divine.


  Titus: Messala, dost thou know me? Dost thou know I hold thee for a traitor, and myself Almost as guilty for conversing with thee?


  Messala: Know thou, the honor thou contemnest shall soon Be wrested from thee, and another hand Perform thy office.


  Titus: Ha! another! who?


  Messala: Thy brother.


  Titus: Ay! my brother.


  Messala: He has given His faith to Tarquin.


  Titus: Could Tiberius e’er Betray his country?


  Messala: He will serve his king, And be a friend to Rome: in spite of thee, Tarquin will give his daughter to the man Who shall with warmest zeal defend her father.


  Titus: Perfidious wretch! thou hast misled my steps. And left me hanging o’er the precipice; Left me the dreadful choice or to accuse My brother, or partake his guilt; but know, Sooner thy blood—


  Messala: My life is in thy power, Take it this moment; I deserve to die For striving to oblige you: shed the blood Of friend, of mistress, and of brother; lay The breathless victims all before the senate, And for thy virtues ask the consulship: Or let me hence, and tell them all I know, Accuse my fellow-traitors, and myself Begin the sacrifice.


  Titus: Messala, stop, Or dread my desperate rage.


  SCENE VIII.

  




  Titus, Messala, Albinus.


  Albinus: The ambassador Would see you now, my lord; he’s with the princess.


  Titus: Yes, I will fly to Tullia: O ye gods Of Rome, ye guardians of my much-loved country! Pierce this corrupted, this ungrateful heart: Had Titus never loved, he had been virtuous: And must I fall a sacrifice to thee, Detested senate! let us hence. [Turning to Messala.] Thou seest, Messala, this proud capitol replete With monuments of Titus’ faith.


  Messala: ’Tis filled By a proud senate.


  Titus: Ay: I know it well: But hark! I hear the voice of angry heaven, It speaks to me in thunder, and cries, stop, Ungrateful Titus, thou betrayest thy country: No, Rome, no, Brutus, I am still thy son: O’er Titus’ head the sun of glory still Hath shed his brightest rays; he never yet Disgraced his noble blood: your victim, gods, Is spotless yet; and if this fatal day Shall doom me to involuntary crimes, If I must yield to fate, let Titus die Whilst he is innocent, and save his country.


  ACT IV.

  




  SCENE I.

  




  titus, aruns, messala. 


  Titus: Urge me no more: I’ve heard too much already: Shame and despair surround me, but begone, I am resolved: go, leave me to my sorrows, And to my virtue: reason pleads in vain, But Tullia’s tears are eloquent indeed: One look from her will more unman my soul Than all your tyrant’s threats: but never more Will I behold her; let her go: O heaven!


  Aruns: I stayed but to oblige you, sir, beyond The time which you so earnestly requested, And which we scarce could gain.


  Titus: Did I request it?


  Aruns: You did, my lord, and I in secret hoped A fairer fate would crown your loves; but now ’Tis past; we must not think on’t.


  Titus: Cruel Aruns! Thou hast beheld my shame, and my disgrace, Thou hast seen Titus for a moment doubtful: Thou artful witness of my folly, hence! And tell thy royal masters all my weakness; Tell the proud tyrants, that their conqueror, The son of Brutus, wept before thy face; But tell them too, that, spite of all my tears, Spite of thy eloquence, and Tullia’s charms, I yet am free, a conqueror o’er myself: That, still a Roman, I will never yield To Tarquin’s blood, but swear eternal war Against the race of her whom I adore.


  Aruns: Titus, I pity and excuse thy grief; And, far from wishing to oppress thy heart With added sorrows, mix my sighs with thine; Only remember, thou hast killed thy Tullia Farewell, my lord.


  Messala: O heaven!


  SCENE II.

  




  Titus, Messala.


  Titus: She must not go: On peril of my life I’ll keep her here.


  Messala: You would not—


  Titus: No: I’ll not betray my country: Rome may divide her from me, but she never Can disunite our fate; I live, and breathe For Tullia only, and for her will die. Messala, haste, have pity on my woes, Gather our troops, assemble all our friends. Spite of the senate I will stop her; say She must remain a hostage here at Rome; I’ll do it, Messala.


  Messala: To what desperate means Doth passion urge you? What will it avail To make this fond avowal of your love?


  Titus: Go to the senate, and appeal to them, Try if thou canst not soften the proud hearts Of these imperious kings. Messala, tell them The interest of Brutus, of the state— Alas! I rave, ’tis idle, and all in vain.


  Messala: I see you’re hurt, my lord, and I will serve you. I go—


  Titus: I’ll see her: speak to her, Messala, She passes by this way, and I will take My last farewell of her.


  Messala: You shall.


  Titus: ’Tis she Now I am lost indeed.


  SCENE III.

  




  Titus, Messala, Tullia, Algina.


  Algina: Madam, they wait.


  Tullia: Pity my hard, my cruel fate, Algina; This base ungrateful man still wounds my heart; And Brutus, like a vengeful god, appears To torture us: love, fear and grief, at once Distract my soul: let us begone.


  Titus: O no! Stay, Tullia, deign at least—


  Tullia: Barbarian, hence! Thinkest thou with soothing words—


  Titus: Alas! my Tullia, I only know in this disastrous hour What duty bids me do, not what I would: Reason no longer holds her empire here, For thou hast torn her from me, and usurpest The power supreme o’er this distracted mind: Reign, tyrant, stretch thy cruel power; command Thy vassal; bid thy Titus rush on guilt; Dictate his crimes, and make him wretched; No; Sooner than Titus shall betray his country, Give up his friends, his fellow citizens, Those whom his valor saved to fire and slaughter, Sooner than leave his father to the sword Of Tarquin, know, proud woman—


  Tullia: Shield me, heaven! Thou pleadest the cause of nature, and her voice Is dear to me as to thyself: thou, Titus, Taughtest me long since to tremble for a father; Brutus is mine; our blood united flows: Canst thou require a fairer pledge than love And truth have given thee: if I stay with thee, I am his daughter, and his hostage here. Canst thou yet doubt? thinkest thou in secret Brutus Would not rejoice to see thee on a throne? He hath not placed indeed a diadem On his own brows, but is he not a king Beneath another name? and one year’s reign Perhaps may bring—but these are fruitless reasons. If thou no longer lovest me—one word more, Farewell: I leave, and I adore thee, Titus: Thou weepest, thou tremblest; yet a little time Is left for thee. Speak, tell me, cruel man, What more canst thou desire?


  Titus: Thy hatred; that Alone remains to make me truly wretched.


  Tullia: It is too much to bear thy causeless plaints; To hear thee talk of fancied injuries, With idle dreams of visionary ties: Take back thy love, take back thy faithless vows, Worse than thy base refusal: I despise them. Think not I mean to search in Italy The fatal grandeur which I sacrificed To Titus’ love, and in another’s arms Lament the weakness which I felt for thee; My fate’s determined: learn, proud Roman, thou Whose savage virtue rises but to oppress A helpless woman, coward, when I ask Thy aid, and only valiant to destroy me, Fickle and wavering in thy faith, of me Learn to fulfill thy vows; thou shalt behold A Woman, in thy eyes however contemned, However despised, unshaken in her purpose, And by her firmness see how much she loved thee. Titus, beneath these walls, the reverend seat Of my great ancestors, which thou defendest Against their rightful lord; this fatal spot Where thou hast dared to insult and to betray me; Where first thy faithless vows deceived me; there, Even there, by all the gods who store up vengeance For perjured men, I swear to thee, O Titus, This arm, more just than thine, and more resolved, Shall punish soon my fond credulity, And wash out all my injuries in my blood: I go—


  Titus: No, Tullia, hear and then condemn me; You shall be satisfied; I fly to please you, Yet shudder at it: I am still more wretched, Because my guilty soul has no excuse, No poor delusion left. I have not even The joy of self-deceit to soothe my sorrows: No, thou hast conquered, not betrayed me, Tullia; I loathe the fatal passion which I feel, And rush on vice, yet know and honor virtue. Hate me, avoid me, leave a guilty wretch Who dies for love, yet hates himself for loving; Nor fears to mix his future fate with thine, Midst crimes, and horrors, perjury, and death.


  Tullia: You know too well your influence o’er my heart; Mock my fond passion, and insult my love; Yes, Titus, ’tis for thee alone I live, For thee would die: yet, spite of all my love, And all my weakness, death were far more welcome Than the reluctant hand of cruel Titus, Who is ashamed to serve his royal master, And blushes to accept a kingdom from me. The dreadful hour of separation comes, Think on it, Titus, and remember well That Tullia loves, and offers thee a throne. The ambassador expects me; fare thee well, Deliberate and determine: an hour hence Again thou shalt behold me with my father: When I return to these detested walls Know, Titus, I’ll return a queen, or perish.


  Titus: Thou shalt not die: I go—


  Tullia: Stop, Titus, stop; If thou shouldst follow me, thy life’s in danger, Thou’lt be suspected; therefore stay: farewell; Resolve to be my murderer, or my husband.


  SCENE IV.

  




  Titus: [Alone.] O Tullia, thou hast conquered, Rome’s enslaved: Return to rule o’er her, and o’er my life, Devoted to thee: haste, I fly to crown thee, Or perish in the attempt: the worst of crimes Were to abandon thee. Now, where’s Messala? My headstrong passion hath at length worn out His patient friendship; mistress, Romans, friends, All in one fatal day, hath Titus lost.


  SCENE V.

  




  Titus, Messala.


  Titus: O my Messala, help me in my love, And my revenge: away; haste, follow me.


  Messala: Command, and I obey: my troops are ready At the Quirinal mount to give us up The gates, and all my gallant friends have sworn To acknowledge Titus as the rightful heir Of Tarquin: lose no time; propitious night Already offers her kind shade to veil Our great design.


  Titus: The hour approaches: Tullia Will count each minute: Tarquin, after all, Had my first oaths: away, the die is cast. [The lower part of the stage opens and discovers Brutus.] What do I see; my father!


  SCENE VI.

  




  Brutus, Titus, Messala, Lictors.


  Brutus: Titus, haste, Rome is in danger; thou art all our hope: Secret instructions have been given the senate That Rome will be attacked at dead of night, And I have gained for my beloved Titus The first command, in this extremity Of public danger. Arm thyself, my son, And fly, a second time, to save thy country; Hazard thy life once more in the great cause Of liberty; or victory or death Must crown thy days, and I shall envy thee.


  Titus: O heaven!


  Brutus: My son!


  Titus: To other hands commit The senate’s favors, and the fate of Rome.


  Messala: What strange disorder has possessed his soul!


  Brutus: Dost thou refuse the proffered glory?


  Titus: I! Shall I, my lord—


  Brutus: Ha! doth thy heart still burn With proud resentment of thy fancied wrongs? Is this a time, my son, for fond caprice? Can he who saved his country be unhappy? Immortal honor! will not that suffice Without the consulship? The laws, thou knowest, Refused it, Titus, to thy youth alone, Not to thy merit: think no more of that: Go; I have placed thee in the post of honor; Let tyrants only feel thy indignation; Give Rome thy life; ask nothing in return, But be a hero; be yet more, my son, A Roman: I am hastening to the end Of my short journey; thy victorious hands Must close my eyes; supported by thy virtues, My name shall never die; I shall revive And live once more in Titus: but perhaps It is decreed that I must follow thee; Old age is weak; but I will see thee conquer, Or perish with thee, Rome’s avenger still, Free, and without a master.


  Titus: O Messala!


  SCENE VII.

  




  Brutus, Valerius, Titus, Messala.


  Valerius: My lord, let all retire.


  Brutus: [To Titus.] Run, fly, my son—


  Valerius: Rome is betrayed.


  Brutus: What do I hear?


  Valerius: There’s treason; We’re sold, my lord, the author’s yet unknown; But Tarquin’s name is echoed through our streets, And worthless Romans talk of yielding to him.


  Brutus: Ha! would the citizens of Rome be slaves!


  Valerius: Yes: the perfidious traitors fled from me; I’ve sent in quest of them: much I suspect Menas and Lælius, the base partisans Of tyranny and kings, the secret foes Of Rome, and ever glad to disunite The senate and the people: if I err not, Protected by Messala, who himself, But for his friendship with the noble Titus, I almost think, has joined them.


  Brutus: We’ll observe Their steps with caution; more cannot be done: The liberty and laws which we defend Forbid that rigor which I fear is needful; But to detain a Roman on suspicions Were to resemble those usurping tyrants Whom we would punish: let us to the people, Awake the fearful, give the virtuous praise, Astonish the perfidious: let the fathers Of Rome and liberty revive the warmth Of Roman courage: who will not be bold When we appear? O rather give us death, Ye gods! than slavery: let the senate follow.


  SCENE VIII.

  




  Brutus, Valerius, Proculus.


  Proculus: A slave, my lord, desires a private audience.


  Brutus: At this late hour of night!


  Proculus: He brings you news, He says, of highest import.


  Brutus: Ha! perhaps Rome’s safety may depend on it: away. [To Proculus.] A moment’s loss might hazard all—go thou And seek my son: let the Quirinal gate Be his first care: and may the world confess, When they behold his glorious deeds, the race Of Brutus was decreed to conquer kings.


  ACT V.

  




  SCENE I.

  




  Brutus, Senators, Proculus, Lictors. Vindex (A Slave).


  Brutus: A little more and Tarquin, armed with vengeance, This night had rushed upon us; Rome had fallen, And freedom sunk beneath the tyrant’s power: This subtle statesman, this ambassador, Had opened wide the fatal precipice: Would you believe it, even the sons of Rome United to betray her: false Messala Urged on their furious zeal, and sold his country To this perfidious Aruns; but kind heaven, Still watchful o’er the fate of Rome, preserved us. [Pointing to Vindex.] This slave o’erheard it all; his faithful counsels Awaked my fears, and filled my aged breast With double vigor: I had scized Messala, And hoped by tortures to have wrested from him The names of his associates; but, behold, Surrounded by my lictors, on a sudden He from his bosom drew a poniard forth, Designed no doubt for other purposes, And cried, if you would know Messala’s secrets, Look for them here, within this bleeding breast; He who has courage to conspire against you, Can keep the counsel which he gives, and die: Then, as tumultuously they gathered round him, Pierced his false heart, and like a Roman died, Though he had lived unworthy of the name. Already Aruns was beyond the walls Of Rome; our guards pursued him to the camp, Stopped him with Tullia, and ere long will bring The traitor here, when heaven, I trust, will soon Unravel all their dark and deadly purpose. Valerius will detect them: but remember Friends, Romans, countrymen, I charge you all, When ye shall know the names of these vile slaves, These parricides, nor pardon nor indulgence Be shown to friends, to brothers, nay to children; Think on their crimes alone, preserve your faith, For liberty and Rome demand their blood, And he who pardons guilt like theirs, partakes it. [To the slave.] Thou, whose blind destiny and lowly birth Made thee a slave, who shouldst have been a Roman; Thou, by whose generous aid the senate lives, And Rome is safe, receive that liberty Thou hast bestowed; henceforth let nobler thoughts Inspire thy soul; be equal to my sons, The dread of tyrants, the delight of Rome. But whence this tumult? Hark!


  Proculus: The ambassador Is seized, my lord, and they have brought him hither.


  Brutus: How will he dare—


  SCENE II.

  




  Brutus, Senators, Aruns, Lictors.


  Aruns: How long, insulting Romans, Will you thus violate the sacred rights Of all mankind? How long by faction led Thus in their ministers dishonor kings? Your lictors have with insolence detained me: Is it my master you thus treat with scorn, Or Aruns? Know, my rank respectable In every nation—


  Brutus: The more sacred that, More guilty thou: talk not of titles here.


  Aruns: A king’s ambassador—


  Brutus: Thou art not one: Thou are a traitor, with a noble name, Emboldened by impunity: for know That, true ambassadors interpret laws, But never break them; serve their king, but ne’er Dishonor him: with them reposed in safety Lie the firm ties of faith ’twixt man and man; And of their holy ministry the fruit Is grateful peace: they are the sacred bonds That knit the sovereigns of the earth together; And, as the friends of all, by all revered. Ask thy own heart if thou art such; thou darest not: But if thy master bade thee learn our laws, Our virtues, and our treasures, we will teach thee Now what Rome is, and what a Roman senate: Will teach thee that this people still respects The law of nations, which thou hast dishonored: The only punishment inflicted on thee, Shall be to see thy vile associates bleed, And tell thy king their folly and their fate. When thou returnest, be sure inform thy friends Of Rome’s resentment, and thy own disgrace: Lictors, away with him.


  SCENE III.

  




  Brutus, Valerius, Proculus, Senators.


  Well, my Valerius, They’re seized, I hope, at least you know the traitors: Ha! wherefore is that melancholy gloom Spread o’er thy face, presaging greater ills? Thou tremblest too.


  Valerius: Remember thou art Brutus.


  Brutus: Explain thyself.


  Valerius: I dare not speak it: take [Gives him the tablets.] These tablets, read, and know the guilty.


  Brutus: Ha! My eyes deceive me; sure it cannot be! O heavy hour! and most unhappy father! My son! Tiberius! pardon me, my friends, Unlooked for misery! Have you seized the traitor?


  Valerius: My lord, with two of the conspirators, He stood on his defence, and rather chose To die than yield himself a prisoner: close By them he fell all covered o’er with wounds: But O there still remains a tale more dreadful For thee, for Rome, and for us all.


  Brutus: What is it?


  Valerius: Once more, my lord, look on that fatal scroll Which Proculus had wrested from Messala.


  Brutus: I tremble, but I will go on: ha! Titus! [He sinks into the arms of Proculus.]


  Valerius: Disarmed I found him, wandering in despair And horror, as if conscious of a crime Which he abhorred.


  Brutus: Return, ye conscript fathers, Straight to the senate; Brutus hath no place Amongst you now: go, pass your judgment on him, Exterminate the guilty race of Brutus; Punish the father in the blood of him Who was my child: I shall not follow you, Or to suspend or mitigate the wrath Of injured Rome.


  SCENE IV.

  




  Brutus: [Alone.] Great gods! to your decrees I yield submissive, to the great avengers Of Rome, and of her laws: by you inspired I reared the structure of fair liberty On justice and on truth; and will you now O’erthrow it? will you arm my children’s hands Against your own work? Was it not woe enough That fierce Tiberius, blind with furious zeal, Should serve the tyrant, and betray his country? But that my Titus too, the joy of Rome, Who, full of honor, but this very day Enjoyed a triumph for his victories, Crowned in the capitol by Brutus’ hand, Titus, the hope of my declining years, The darling of mankind, that Titus—gods!


  SCENE V.

  




  Brutus, Valerius, Lictors, Attendants.


  Valerius: My lord, the senate has decreed, yourself Should pass the sentence on your guilty son.


  Brutus: Myself!


  Valerius: It must be so.


  Brutus: Touching the rest, Say, what have they determined?


  Valerius: All condemned To death; even now perhaps they are no more.


  Brutus: And has the senate left to my disposal The life of Titus?


  Valerius: They esteem this honor Due to thy virtues.


  Brutus: O my country!


  Valerius: What Must I return in answer to the senate?


  Brutus: That Brutus knows the value of a favor He sought not, but shall study to deserve. But could my son without resistance yield? Could he—forgive my doubts, but Titus ever Was Rome’s best guard, and still I feel I love him.


  Valerius: Tullia, my lord—


  Brutus: Well, what of her?


  Valerius: Confirmed Our just suspicions.


  Brutus: How!


  Valerius: Soon as she saw, In her return, the dreadful preparation Of torture for the offenders, at our feet She fell, and soon in agonies expired; The last poor victim of the hated race Of tyrants: doubtless ’twas for her, my lord, Rome was betrayed: I feel a father’s grief, And weep for Brutus; but in her last moments This way she turned her eyes, and called on Titus.


  Brutus: Just gods!


  Valerius: Thou art his judge, perform thy office, Or strike, or spare; acquit him, or condemn; Rome will approve what Brutus shall determine.


  Brutus: Lictors, bring Titus hither.


  Valerius: I retire, And trust thy virtue; my astonished soul Admires and pities thee: I go to tell The senate, naught can equal Brutus’ grief But Brutus’ firmness.


  SCENE VI.

  




  Brutus, Proculus.


  Brutus: No: the more I think, The less can I believe my son could e’er Conspire with traitors to betray his country: No: he loved Rome too well; too well he loved His father: sure we cannot thus forget Our duty and ourselves in one short day: I cannot think my son was guilty still.


  Proculus: ’Twas all conducted by Messala; he Perhaps designed to shelter his own crimes Beneath the name of Titus; his accusers Envy his glory, and would fain obscure it.


  Brutus: O! would to heaven it were so!


  Proculus: He’s thy son, Thy only hope; and innocent or guilty, The senate has to thee resigned his fate: His life is safe whilst in the hands of Brutus; Thou wilt preserve a great man for his country; Thou art a father.


  Brutus: No: I am Rome’s consul.


  SCENE VII.

  




  Brutus, Proculus.


  Titus: [At the farther end of the stage, guarded by Lictors.]


  Proculus: He comes.


  Titus: [Advancing.] ’Tis Brutus: O distressful sight! Open, thou earth, beneath my trembling steps! My lord, permit a son—


  Brutus: Rash boy, forbear: I was the father of two children once, And loved them both; but one is lost: what sayest thou? Speak, Titus, have I yet a son?


  Titus: O no: Thou hast not.


  Brutus: Answer then thy judge, thou shame To Brutus; say, didst thou betray thy country, Give up thy father to a tyrant’s power, And break thy solemn vows? Didst thou resolve To do this, Titus?


  Titus: I resolved on nothing. Filled with a deadly poison that possessed My frantic mind, I did not know myself, Nor do I yet; and my distempered soul, In its wild rage, was for a moment guilty; That moment clothed me with eternal shame, And made me false to what I loved, my country: ’Tis past; and anguish and remorse succeed To avenge their wrongs, and scourge me for the crime. Pronounce my sentence: Rome, that looks upon thee, Wants an example, and demands my life: By my deserved fate she may deter Those of her sons, if any such there be, Who might be tempted to a crime like mine. In death at least thus shall I serve my country; Thus shall my blood, which never till this hour Was stained with guilt, still flow for liberty.


  Brutus: Unnatural mixture! perfidy and courage; Such horrid crimes with such exalted virtue! With all thy dear-bought laurels on thy brow, What power malignant could inspire thee thus With vile inconstancy?


  Titus: The thirst of vengeance, Ambition, hatred, madness; all united—


  Brutus: Go on, unhappy youth.


  Titus: One error more, And worse than all the rest; one cruel flame; That fired my guilt, and still perhaps augments it, Completed my destruction: to confess it Is double shame, to Rome of little service, And most unworthy of us both: I own it: But I have reached the summit of my guilt, And of my sorrows too: end with my life My crimes, and my despair, my shame and thine. [Kneeling.] But if in battle I have ever traced Thy glorious steps; if I have followed thee, And served my country; if remorse and anguish Already have o’erpaid my crimes; O deign Within thy arms once more to hold a wretch Abandoned and forlorn: O say, at least, “My son, thy father hates thee not”: that word Alone my fame and virtue shall restore, And save my memory from the brand of shame. The world will say, when Titus died, a look From you relieved him from his load of grief, And made him full amends for all his sorrows; Spite of his guilt, that still esteemed by thee, He bore thy blessing with him to the grave.


  Brutus: O Rome! his pangs oppress me: O my country! Proculus, see they lead my son to death. Rise, wretched Titus, thou wert once the hope Of my old age, my best support; embrace Thy father who condemned thee; ’twas his duty. Were he not Brutus, he had pardoned thee; Believe my tears that trickle down thy cheeks Whilst I am speaking to thee: O my Titus, Let nobler courage than thy father shows Support thee in thy death; my son, farewell: Let no unmanly tears disgrace thy fall, But be a Roman still, and let thy country, That knows thy worth, admire while she destroys thee.


  Titus: Farewell: I go to death; in that at least Titus once more shall emulate his father.


  SCENE VIII.

  




  Brutus, Proculus.


  Proculus: My lord, the senate, with sincerest grief, And shuddering at the dreadful stroke—


  Brutus: No more: Ye know not Brutus who condole with him At such a time: Rome only is my care; I feel but for my country: we must guard Against more danger: they’re in arms again: Away: let Rome in this disastrous hour Supply the place of him whom I have lost For her, and let me finish my sad days, As Titus should have done, in Rome’s defence.


  SCENE the LAST

  




  Brutus, Proculus, a Senator.


  Senator: My lord—


  Brutus: My son is dead?


  Senator: ’Tis so: these eyes—


  Brutus: Thank heaven! Rome’s free; and I am satisfied.


  End
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  ACT I.

  




  SCENE I.

  




  Judges, Disciples of Socrates, and three Pedants, Protected by Anitus.


  Anitus, Drixa, Terpander, Acros.


  Anitus: My dear confidante, and you my trusty friends, you well know how much money I have put into your pockets this last feast of Ceres: I am now going to be married, and I hope you will all do your respective duties on this great occasion.


  Drixa: That, my lord, we most certainly shall, provided you give us an opportunity of getting a little more by it.


  Anitus: I shall want of you, Madam Drixa, two fine Persian carpets; from you, Terpander, I must have two large silver candlesticks; and from you, half a dozen robes.


  Terpander: A considerable demand, my lord; but there is nothing which we would not do to merit your holy protection.


  Anitus: O you will be rewarded for it a hundred fold: ’tis the best means to gain the favor of the gods: give much, and much you shall receive; but above all fail not, I beseech you, to stir up the people against all the rich and great, who are deficient in paying their vows, and presenting their offerings.


  Acros: On that, my lord, you may depend; it is a duty too sacred ever to be neglected by us.


  Anitus: ’Tis well, my friends; may heaven continue to inspire you with the same just and pious sentiments, and be assured you will prosper; you, your children, and your children’s children, to all posterity.


  Terpander: You have said it, my lord, and therefore it must be so.


  SCENE II.

  




  Anitus, Drixa.


  Anitus: Well, my dear Drixa, I believe you will have no objection to my marrying Aglae; I shall not love you the less, and we may still live together as we used to do.


  Drixa: O my lord, I am not jealous; as long as trade goes on well, I am contented. While I had the honor of being one of your mistresses, I was a woman of some consequence in Athens: but if you are in love with Aglae, I, in my turn, am as fond of young Sophronimus: and Xantippe, Socrates’s wife, has promised that he shall marry me. I shall be always, notwithstanding, as much at your service as ever. I am only vexed that this young fellow has been brought up with that rascal Socrates, and that Aglae is still in his hands. We must take them both out as fast as we can. Xantippe will be glad to get rid of them. The beautiful Sophronimus and the fair Aglae have a sad time of it with the surly Socrates.


  Anitus: I am in great hopes, my dear, that Melitus and I together shall soon be able to destroy this dangerous fellow, who preaches nothing but virtue and divinity, and has taken the liberty to laugh at some certain adventures that happened at the mysteries of Ceres: but he is Aglae’s tutor: her father, Agathon, they tell me, has left her a great fortune: in short, Aglae is a charming girl; I love her, and I will marry her; and as to Socrates, I shall take care of him.


  Drixa: Do what you please with Socrates, so I can but get my dear Sophronimus: but how could that fool Agathon leave his daughter in the hands of this old flat-nosed Socrates, that intolerable reasoner, who corrupts all our young men, and keeps them away from courtesans and the mysteries?


  Anitus: Agathon himself was tainted with the same vile principles: he was one of your sober, serious fools, whose manners differed in every respect from ours; a man, in short, of another age, one of our sworn and inveterate enemies, who think they have fulfilled every duty when they worship God, assist man, cultivate friendships, and study philosophy; one of those ridiculous creatures who insolently deny that the gods prognosticate future events by the liver of an ox; those merciless reasoners, who find fault with priests for sacrificing young girls, or passing a night with them on occasion. These you see, Drixa, are a kind of people not fit to live. As to Socrates, I should have been glad to have him strangled long ago. However, I have agreed to meet him here in the portico, and talk with him about the marriage.


  Drixa: Here he comes: you do him too much honor: but I must leave you, and talk to Xantippe about my young man.


  Anitus: The gods conduct you, my dear Drixa; remember to serve them, and don’t forget my two fine Persian carpets.


  SCENE III.

  




  Anitus, Socrates.


  Anitus: Good morning, my dear Socrates, thou favorite of the gods, and wisest of men; methinks every time I see you I am raised above myself; in you I look up with admiration to the dignity of human nature.


  Socrates: O my lord, I am a plain simple man, as void of knowledge, and as full of weakness, as any of my fellow-creatures; it is enough for me if you can bear with me.


  Anitus: Bear with? I admire you, and would it were possible I could resemble you! To convince you of it, and that I may oftener be a witness to your virtues, and improve by your instructions, I am willing to espouse your fair pupil Aglae, whom I find you have the entire disposal of.


  Socrates: It is true indeed that her father Agathon, who was my friend, the dearest of all relations, bequeathed to my care, by his last will, this amiable and virtuous orphan.


  Anitus: With a considerable fortune no doubt, for I hear she is one of the best matches in all Athens.


  Socrates: With regard to that I can give you no information; her father, my dearest friend, whose will is ever sacred to me, forbade me to divulge the situation of her affairs in that point.


  Anitus: This respect and discreet veneration for the last will of your friend are worthy of your noble soul; but it is well enough known that Agathon was rich.


  Socrates: He deserved to be so, if riches are a mark of the divine favor.


  Anitus: They tell me a young coxcomb, named Sophronimus, makes love to her on account of her fortune; but I am persuaded you will not give encouragement to such a fellow, and that Anitus will have no rival.


  Socrates: I know in what light I ought to consider a person like you; but it is not for me to thwart the inclinations of Aglae. I would supply the place of a father to her, but I am not her master: she has a right to dispose of her own heart: I look upon restraint in this case as a crime: talk to her: if she hearkens to your proposal, with all my heart, I have no objection.


  Anitus: I have your wife’s consent already; without doubt she is acquainted with Aglae’s sentiments, and therefore I look upon the affair as good as concluded.


  Socrates: But I never look upon things as done till they are really so.


  SCENE IV.

  




  Socrates, Anitus, Aglae.


  Socrates: Come hither, Aglae, and determine for yourself. Here is a person of considerable rank, who offers himself to you for a husband: you are at liberty to explain yourself to him: my presence might perhaps be a restraint upon you: whatever choice you make I shall approve: Xantippe will prepare everything for your nuptials.


  Aglae: Generous Socrates! I am sorry you leave me.


  Anitus: You seem, charming Aglae, to place great confidence in the good Socrates.


  Aglae: It is my duty, sir; he has been a father to me; he has educated and instructed me.


  Anitus: And pray, my dear, as he has instructed you, tell me what is your opinion of Ceres, Cybele, and Venus?


  Aglae: Of them, sir, I will think just as you please.


  Anitus: ’Tis well said, and you will do as I please, too, then I hope.


  Aglae: No, sir, that is quite another affair.


  Anitus: You see, the wise Socrates consents to our marriage, and Xantippe above all things wishes for it. You know my passion for you, and are no stranger to my rank and fortune; my happiness, perhaps your own too, depends on one word, therefore determine.


  Aglae: I will answer you, sir, with that truth and sincerity which the great man who just now left us taught me never to depart from: I respect your dignity, know but little of your person, and, in a word, can never be yours.


  Anitus: Never? cruel Aglae, are you not free? you will not then?


  Aglae: No, sir, I cannot.


  Anitus: What an affront, what an indignity is this! but ’tis to Socrates I am obliged for it: he dictated your answer, I know he did; he prefers Sophronimus to me, that unworthy rival, that impious—


  Aglae: Sophronimus is not impious, not unworthy; Socrates has loved him from his infancy; he has been a father to us both. Sophronimus is all beauty and all virtue; I love, and am beloved by him; it is in my power to marry him if I think proper; but I shall no more be his than yours.


  Anitus: You astonish me: what! own you love Sophronimus?


  Aglae: Yes, sir, I own it, because it is true.


  Anitus: And yet when it is in your power to make yourself happy with him, refuse him you hand?


  Aglae: That, sir, is no less true.


  Anitus: Then I suppose your fear of displeasing me prevents your engaging with him?


  Aglae: No such thing, I assure you: for having never wished to please, I have no fear of displeasing you.


  Anitus: You dread then perhaps the displeasure of the gods, at seeing you prefer a profane wretch, like Sophronimus, to a high-priest?


  Aglae: Not in the least. I am persuaded it is matter of very little concern to the supreme being, whether I marry you, or not.


  Anitus: The supreme being! my dear child, you should not talk in this manner; you should say the gods and goddesses: take care, for I see you entertain some very dangerous opinions; but I know too well from whom they came. Learn then that Ceres, whose priest I am, may punish you for thus despising her worship, and her minister.


  Aglae: I despise neither the one nor the other. I have been told that Ceres presides over the harvest, and I believe it; but she has nothing to do with my marriage.


  Anitus: She has to do with everything; you know it; but I hope I shall be able to convert you. Are you indeed resolved not to marry Sophronimus?


  Aglae: Yes; I am resolved, and am very sorry for it.


  Anitus: I cannot understand a word of all these contradictions: but observe me; I love you, would have made you happy, and advanced you to rank and dignity: be advised, and reject not the offers which kind fortune thus courts you to accept: remember that everything should be sacrificed to our real interest; that youth will pass away, but riches remain: that wealth and honors should be your first concern, and that I speak to you on the part of the gods. I beg you will reflect seriously on what I have said: farewell; my dear girl, I shall pray to Ceres that she would inspire you, and still flatter myself she will touch your heart. Once more adieu, remember, you have promised me never to marry Sophronimus.


  Aglae: I promised myself, but not you. [Exit Anitus]


  Aglae: [Alone.] This man but makes me more unhappy. I know not why it is, but I never see him without shuddering: but here comes Sophronimus: alas! whilst his rival fills my heart with terror, he increases my tenderness and doubles my disquietude.


  SCENE V.

  




  Aglae, Sophronimus.


  Sophronimus: My dear Aglae, I met Anitus, the priest of Ceres, that worst of men, the sworn enemy of Socrates, just coming from you: your eyes seem bathed in tears.


  Aglae: Is he the enemy of our benefactor too? then indeed I wonder not at my aversion to him, even before he spoke.


  Sophronimus: And is he the cause of your tears, my Aglae?


  Aglae: No, Sophronimus, he can inspire nothing but hatred and disgust: my tears can flow for you alone.


  Sophronimus: For me? O gods, for me, who would repay them with my blood, for me who adore you, who hope to be beloved by Aglae, who only live for and would die for you? shall I reproach myself with having embittered one moment of your life? Aglae weeps, and Sophronimus is the cause. What have I done? what crime have I committed?


  Aglae: None, my Sophronimus: you could not do it: ’tis not in your nature. I wept because you merit all my tenderness, because you have it, and because I must renounce you.


  Sophronimus: What dreadful sentence have you pronounced against me? I cannot believe you: you love me, you said you did, and Aglae can never change. You have promised to be mine, you cannot wish my death.


  Aglae: No; I would have thee live and be happy: but, alas! I cannot make you so: I hoped I could, but fortune has deceived me. I swear to you, Sophronimus, since I cannot be yours, I never will be another’s. I have declared so to Anitus, who courts me, and whom I despise; and here I declare the same to you, with a heart full of grief, tenderness, and love.


  Sophronimus: Since you love me, I must live; but if you refuse me your hand, it will be death to Sophronimus; therefore, my dearest Aglae, in the name of love, of all your charms, and all your virtues, explain to me this dreadful mystery.


  SCENE VI.

  




  Socrates, Sophronimus, Aglae.


  Sophronimus: O my honored master, my father, and my friend, behold in Sophronimus the most unfortunate of men, though in the presence of the only two beings upon earth who could make me happy: Socrates first taught me wisdom, and from Aglae I learned to love; you consented to our marriage, and this beauteous fair one, who seemed so desirous of it, now refuses me; and whilst she says she loves, plunges a dagger in my heart: she has broke off the match without assigning any cause of her cruel caprice: O Socrates, prevent my misery, or teach me, if possible, how to bear it.


  Socrates: Aglae is mistress of herself; her father made me her tutor, but not her tyrant; to see you united would have made me happy: if she has changed her mind I am surprised and sorry for it: but let us hear her reasons; if they are good, we must submit to them.


  Sophronimus: It is impossible they should.


  Aglae: To me however they appear so, but you shall hear them. When you first opened my father’s will, most noble Socrates, you told me he had left me a sufficient competency; from that moment I resolved to bestow my fortune on the good Sophronimus, who has no support but you, no riches but his virtue: you applauded my resolution. How great was my happiness, in promoting that of him whom you have so long regarded as your own son! full of this pleasing hope I laid open the situation of my heart to Xantippe, who at once undeceived me. She treated me as an idle visionary; showed me the will of my father, who died a beggar, and left me nothing but your friendship to depend on. Awakened from my dream of promised happiness, nothing remained for me but the melancholy reflection that it was no longer in my power to make the fortune of Sophronimus: I would not oppress him with the weight of my misfortunes.


  Sophronimus: I told you, Socrates, her reasons were poor and insufficient. If she loves me, am I not rich enough? Hitherto, it is true, I have subsisted from your bounty; but there is no employment, however irksome, which I would not undertake, to provide for my dearest Aglae: I ought indeed to make her a sacrifice of my passion, to find out some richer, happier lover for her: but I own my weakness, I cannot do it, there I am indeed unworthy of her; but if she could content herself with my low estate, if she could stoop to my humble condition: but I dare not hope so much; I sink beneath a misfortune which her fortitude is able to bear.


  Socrates: My dear children, it was very indiscreet in Xantippe to show you the will; but believe me, Aglae, she deceived you.


  Aglae: Indeed she has not: I saw it with my own eyes: I know my father’s hand too well to have the least doubt of it: but be assured, Socrates, I shall be able to bear poverty as I ought: these hands will support me; if I can but live, it is enough for me, but it is not for Sophronimus.


  Sophronimus: It is too much, a thousand times too much for me: thou tender, noble soul, worthy of thy illustrious master: a virtuous and laborious poverty is the natural state of man. I wish I could have offered you a throne, but if you will condescend to live with Sophronimus, our respectable poverty will be superior to the throne of Crœsus.


  Socrates: Your generous sentiments at once delight and distress me: I behold with transport those virtues budding forth in your heart, which I myself had sown: never were my hopes better fulfilled than in Aglae and Sophronimus: but once more believe me, Aglae, my wife has misinformed you: you are richer than you think you are: it was not to her, but to me your father entrusted you. May he not have left you a fortune which Xantippe knows nothing of?


  Aglae: No, Socrates, he says expressly in his will, that he has left me poor.


  Socrates: And I tell you that you are deceived, that he has left you a sufficient competency to enable you to live happily with the virtuous Sophronimus, and that I desire therefore you would come, and sign the contract immediately.


  SCENE VII.

  




  Socrates, Xantippe, Aglae, Sophronimus.


  Xantippe: Come, come, child, don’t stand amusing yourself there with my husband’s visions and nonsense: philosophy to be sure is a mighty pretty thing when folks have nothing else to do: but you are a beggar, child; and must study how to live first, and philosophize afterwards. I have concluded your marriage with Anitus, a worthy priest, and a man of fortune. Come, child, follow me, let me have no delays nor contradiction; I love to be obeyed: quick, quick, my dear, ’tis for your good, therefore let me have none of your reasonings, but follow me.


  Sophronimus: O heaven! my dear Aglae!


  Socrates: Let her talk, and trust to me for your happiness.


  Xantippe: Let me talk indeed! I shall talk and do too, I assure you. You are a pretty one to be sure, with your wisdom, your familiar demon, your irony, and all your nonsense that signifies nothing, to trouble yourself about matrimony: you are a good sort of a man, but you really know nothing of the world; happy is it for you that I am able to govern you. Come, Aglae, I must settle you as soon as possible: And you, sir, there, that seem as if you were thunderstruck, I have taken care of you too: Drixa is the woman for you: you will both of you thank me by and by: I shall have done it all in a minute: I am very expeditious: let us lose no time therefore, by rights it should have been all over before this.


  Socrates: My children, don’t thwart or provoke her, but pay her all kind of deference: we must comply with since we can’t mend her: it is the triumph of reason to live well with those who have none.


  ACT II.

  




  SCENE I.


  Socrates, Sophronimus.


  Sophronimus: Divine Socrates, I know not how to believe my own happiness: how can Aglae, whose father died in extreme poverty be possessed of so considerable a fortune?


  Socrates: I told you before, she had more than she thought she had: I knew her father’s affairs better than herself: let it suffice that you both enjoy a fortune which you deserve: the secrets of the dead should be preserved as religiously as those of the living.


  Sophronimus: I am only afraid the priest of Ceres, to whom you have preferred Sophronimus, will endeavor to avenge Aglae’s refusal upon you: he is a man whom we have reason to dread.


  Socrates: What has he to fear who does his duty? I know the malice of my enemies, I know all their calumnies; but when we take care never to offend God, and endeavor to do all the good we can to mankind, then is it that we are afraid of nothing, or whilst we live, or when we die.


  Sophronimus: I know it well; yet I should die with grief if the happiness you bestowed on me should induce your enemies to put your virtue to the trial.


  SCENE II.

  




  Socrates, Sophronimus, Aglae.


  Aglae: O my benefactor, my father, let me fall at your feet, thou more than man; join me, Sophronimus, in mutual acknowledgments; ’tis he, ’tis Socrates who marries us at his own expense, and gives us best part of his own fortune to support us: but we must not suffer him, we must not be rich on these conditions; no, if our hearts have any gratitude, let them imitate his generosity.


  Sophronimus: O Socrates, with her I throw myself at thy feet; like her I am charmed, astonished and confounded at thy goodness; we will not, must not abuse it: look on us as your children, but do not let those children be a burden to their kind parent; thy friendship is fortune sufficient, ’tis all that we desire: you are not rich, and yet you do more than all the great ones of the earth; but were we to accept thy bounties, we should be unworthy of them.


  Socrates: Rise, my children, you affect me too deeply: are we not bound to respect the will of the dead? did not your father, Aglae, whom I always considered as part of myself, did he not enjoin me to treat you as my daughter? Had I not done so, I had betrayed the confidence of friendship: I took upon me the performance of his will, and I have executed it: the little I bestow on you would have been useless to my old age, which has not many wants to supply. If it was my duty to obey my friend, it is yours to obey your father. I am that father now, and by that sacred name command you not to make me unhappy by your refusal: but retire, I see Xantippe coming this way; I have reasons for desiring you to avoid her at present.


  Aglae: Your commands are cruel, but they must be obeyed.


  SCENE III.

  




  Socrates, Xantippe.


  Xantippe: A fine piece of work you have made here; upon my word, my dear husband, I must put a stop to your proceedings. Here had I promised Aglae to Anitus the high-priest, a man of interest amongst the great, and Sophronimus to the rich Drixa, who has extensive influence in the whole nation; and you marry your two fools together, and make me break my word to both: not content with this, you must needs give them best part of your fortune too. Twenty thousand drachms! good gods! twenty thousand drachms! are you not ashamed of yourself? at the age of threescore and ten too? Who’s to pay your physicians when you are sick? or your lawyers when you have a law-suit? What am I to do, when that villainous wry-necked fellow, Anitus, whom you might have had on your side, if he should join his party to persecute you, as they have done so often already? confusion to all philosophy and philosophers I say, and to my own foolish regard for you! You pretend to direct others, and want leading-strings yourself; always reasoning without a grain of common sense. If you were not one of the best men in the world, you would be the most ridiculous and the most insupportable: but mind me, you have only one way left, break off this foolish match, and do what your wife bids you.


  Socrates: You talk well, my dear Xantippe, and with great moderation; but hear what I have to say in return. I did not propose this marriage myself, but Aglae and Sophronimus love and are worthy of each other. I have already made over everything to you that the laws will allow me, and have given almost all that remained to the daughter of my friend: the little which I keep is enough for me. I have no physician to pay because I live sober; no lawyers because I have neither debts nor reversions: and with regard to that philosophy you reproach me with, it will teach me to bear the malice of Anitus, and your treatment of me; nay, even to love you, in spite of your ill-humor. [Exit.]


  SCENE IV.

  




  Xantippe: [Alone.] The old fool! and yet, spite of myself, I can’t help esteeming him; for after all, there is something great even in his follies: but his coolness and indifference make me mad. To scold him is but lost labor: for these thirty years past I have been perpetually pecking at him; and when I have tired myself with it, he bids me go on, and I am dumbfounded. Surely there must be something in that soul of his superior to mine.


  SCENE V.

  




  Xantippe, Drixa.


  Drixa: So, Madam Xantippe, I see you are mistress at home: fie! fie! how mean it is to be governed by a husband! this vile Socrates, to prevent my making a young fellow’s fortune; but I’ll be revenged.


  Xantippe: My dear Madam Drixa, don’t be so angry with my husband, I am angry enough with him myself: he’s a poor, weak man, I confess; but I verily believe has one of the best hearts in the world; has not the least degree of malice, and does a thousand foolish things without designing, and with so much honesty, that one can’t help forgiving him: then indeed he is as obstinate as a mule: I have done nothing but tease and torment him my whole life; nay, I have even beat him sometimes, and yet I have never been able to mend him, nay, not so much as to put him into a passion. What can I do with him?


  Drixa: I tell you, I’ll be revenged; under yonder portico I perceive his good friend Anitus, and some more of our party: let me alone with him.


  Xantippe: My god! I am dreadfully afraid these folks, all together, will do my poor husband some mischief: I must go and tell him of it, for after all one can’t help loving him.


  SCENE VI.

  




  Anitus, Drixa, Terpander, Acros.


  Drixa: Most noble Anitus, we have all been wronged: you are tricked as well as myself: this vile Socrates has given away three parts of his fortune on purpose to spite you: you must take ample revenge of him.


  Anitus: I design it: heaven itself requires it of me: this man treats me with contempt, and of course must despise the gods. Already we have had several accusations against him, we must repeat them, you will all assist me: we will put him in danger of his life, then will I offer him my protection, on condition that he resigns Aglae to me, and to you the beautiful Sophronimus: thus we shall all gain our several points: he will be sufficiently punished by the fright we shall put him into: I shall get my mistress, and you your lover.


  Drixa: Wisdom herself speaks in Anitus: sure some divinity inspires you: but tell us, how are we to proceed?


  Anitus: This is about the time when the judges go to the tribunal, with Melitus at the head of them.


  Drixa: That Melitus is a little pedant, a sad fellow, and your enemy.


  Anitus: He is so; but he is still a greater enemy to Socrates; ’tis a rascally hypocrite who supports the rights of the Areopagus against me: but we always hold together when our mutual interest and business is to destroy these pretended wise men, who want to open the eyes of people on our conduct: hearken, my dear Drixa, you are a devotee.


  Drixa: Certainly, my lord, I love money, and I love pleasure with all my soul, but in matters of devotion I yield to none.


  Anitus: Go then immediately, and get together as many bawling enthusiasts as you can, and cry out, impiety! impiety.


  Terpander: Is there anything to be got by it? if there is, we are all ready.


  Acros: Ay, ay, that we are; but what sort of impiety?


  Anitus: O every kind: however, we had best accuse him at once of not believing in the gods; that’s the shortest way.


  Drixa: O let me alone then.


  Anitus: You shall be well supported; go, and stir up your friends under the portico: I’ll inform meantime some of my news-loving friends of it, who come frequently to dine with me, a parcel of contemptible fellows they are, to be sure, but such as, if properly directed, can do a good deal of mischief on occasion: we must make use of every expedient to promote a good cause: away, my friends, recommend yourselves to Ceres, and be ready to cry out when I give you the signal: ’tis the only way for you to live happy here, and gain heaven hereafter.


  SCENE VII.

  




  Anitus, Graphius, Chomus, Bertillus.


  Anitus: Most indefatigable Graphius, profound Chomus, and delicate Bertillus, have you finished those little works as I commanded you against the impious Socrates?


  Graphius: My lord, I have labored: he’ll never hold up his head again.


  Chomus: I have proved the fact against him; struck him dumb.


  Bertillus: I have only mentioned him in my journal, and it has done for him.


  Anitus: Graphius, beware, you know I forbade your prolixity: you are naturally tedious, and that may wear out the patience of the court.


  Graphius: My lord, ’tis all in one leaf: wherein I have proved that the soul is an infused quintessence; that tails were given to animals to drive away flies; that Ceres works miracles; and consequently, that Socrates is an enemy to the state, and ought to be exterminated.


  Anitus: A most excellent conclusion! remember to carry your accusation to the second judge, who is a complete philosopher. I’ll answer for it, you’ll soon get rid of your enemy Socrates.


  Graphius: My lord, I am not his enemy: I am only vexed that he has so great a reputation: all that I do is for the glory of Ceres, and the good of my country.


  Anitus: Well, well, make haste and be gone: and you, learned Chomus, what have you done?


  Chomus: My lord, finding nothing reprehensible in the writings of Socrates. I shall accuse him point-blank of thinking directly opposite to what he says, and shall show the poison he intends to spread in everything he is to say hereafter.


  Anitus: Wonderful indeed! carry your piece to the fourth judge: he has not common sense, and therefore will understand you perfectly: now for you, Bertillus.


  Bertillus: My lord, here is my last journal upon the Chaos. I have proved, by a regular series from the Chaos to the Olympics, that Socrates perverts the youth of Athens.


  Anitus: Admirable! go you from me to the seventh judge, and tell him I desire he’d take care of Socrates; so; here comes Melitus already, the first of the eleven; there’s no necessity of practising any art with him, we know each other too well.


  SCENE VIII.

  




  Anitus, Melitus.


  Anitus: Mr. Judge, one word with you: this Socrates must be destroyed.


  Melitus: Indeed, Mr. High Priest, I have long thought so: let us agree in this point; we may quarrel, you know, notwithstanding, about everything else.


  Anitus: I know we hate each other most cordially: but at the same time we may lay our heads together to govern the commonwealth.


  Melitus: With all my heart, nobody can overhear us: therefore, to speak freely, I know you are a rogue, and you don’t look upon me as a very honest man: I can’t hurt you because you are high priest, nor you me because I am first judge; but Socrates may do us both a mischief, by exposing us to the world; our first business, therefore, is to destroy him, and then we may be at leisure to fall upon each other the first opportunity.


  Anitus: [Aside.] ’Tis well observed: how I could rejoice now to see this rascally judge upon an altar, his arms hanging on one side and his legs on the other, whilst I with my golden knife was ripping up his guts and consulting his liver at leisure!


  Melitus: [Aside.] Shall I never be able to send this villainous high priest to jail, and make him swallow a pint of hemlock by my command?


  Anitus: O my friend, here come our noble assistants. I have taken care to prepare the populace.


  Melitus: Very well, my dear friend, you may depend upon me in this affair, not forgetting old scores.


  SCENE IX.

  




  Anitus, Melitus,some of the Judges of Athens passing along under the portico. [Anitus whispers Melitus.]


  Drixa, Terpander, and Acros together: Justice, justice, scandal, impiety, justice, justice, irreligion, impiety, justice!


  Anitus: What’s the matter, my friends, what’s your complaint?


  Drixa, Terpander, and Acros: Justice! in the name of the people.


  Melitus: Against whom?


  Drixa, Terpander, and Acros: Against Socrates.


  Melitus: Ha! ha! against Socrates? that fellow has been often accused: what has he done now?


  Acros: I don’t know what.


  Terpander: They say he gives money to young girls in marriage.


  Acros: Ay, he corrupts our youth.


  Drixa: O he’s a wicked wretch: he has offered up no cakes to Ceres; he says there is a great deal of useless gold and silver in the temple.


  Acros: Ay, and he says the priests of Ceres get drunk sometimes; that’s true; he’s a wicked wretch indeed.


  Drixa: He’s a heretic; he denies the plurality of gods; he’s a deist: he believes only in one God; he’s an atheist.


  All Three Together: Yes; he’s a heretic, a deist, and an atheist.


  Melitus: Dreadful accusations indeed, and all extremely probable: I have heard as much before.


  Anitus: The state is in danger if we leave such crimes unpunished: Minerva will withdraw her protection from us.


  Drixa: Ay, that she will, I have heard him laugh at Minerva’s owl.


  Melitus: At Minerva’s owl! O heaven! gentlemen, is not it your opinion he ought to be sent to prison immediately?


  The Judges: [All together.] To prison with him, to prison.


  Melitus: Guards, carry Socrates to prison this instant.


  Drixa: And afterwards let him be burned without a hearing.


  One of the Judges: No, no; we must hear him; we must not go against the law.


  Anitus: No, no; that’s what the good woman meant: we must hear him, but not let what he says have too much effect on us; you know these philosophers are devilish subtle: ’tis they who have disturbed all those nations which we have endeavored to render peaceable and quiet.


  Melitus: To prison with him, to prison.


  SCENE X.

  




  Xantippe, Sophronimus, Aglae, Socrates, in chains. [Entering.]


  Xantippe: O mercy, mercy, my poor husband is going to prison; aren’t you ashamed, Mr. Judges, to treat a man of his years in this manner? What harm could he do? Alas! it is not in his power, he is more fool than knave, God knows; have pity on him, good gentlemen. O my dear, I told you you would draw yourself into some bad affair. This comes of portioning young girls. What an unhappy creature I am!


  Sophronimus: O my lords, respect his age, respect his virtue; give me his chains! I am ready to yield up my liberty, my life for his.


  Aglae: Yes; we will go to prison in his stead; we will die for him: do not destroy the noblest, best of men: take us rather for your victims.


  Melitus: You see how he corrupts our youth.


  Socrates: No more, my wife, no more, my children; do not oppose the will of heaven, which speaks by the laws: he who resists the law, is no longer a citizen. God wills that I should be put in bondage; I submit to his divine decree without murmur, or repining. In my own house, in Athens, or in a prison, I am equally free; and whilst I behold in you so much gratitude, and so much friendship, I am happy. What matters it whether Socrates sleeps in his own chamber, or in a prison? Everything is as the supreme will ordains, and my will should submit to it.


  Melitus: Take away this reasoner.


  Anitus: Gentlemen, what he says I must own has affected me; the man seems to have a good disposition; I flatter myself I should be able to convert him; let me have a little private conversation with him; please to order his wife and these young folks to retire.


  One of the Judges: Most venerable Anitus, you have our consent to parley with him before he appears at the tribunal.


  SCENE XI.

  




  Anitus, Socrates.


  Anitus: Most virtuous Socrates, my heart bleeds to see you in this condition.


  Socrates: And have you a heart?


  Anitus: I have, and one that feels for you: I am ready to do everything for you.


  Socrates: I think you have done enough already.


  Anitus: Hark ye, Socrates, your situation is worse than you think it is; let me tell you, your life is in danger.


  Socrates: That is of very little consequence.


  Anitus: To your noble soul it may appear so, but it is otherwise in the eyes of all those who, like me, admire your virtue: believe me, however you may be armed by philosophy, it is dreadful to die a death of ignominy: but that is not all: your reputation, which should be dear to you, will be sullied in after ages: the religious of both sexes will laugh at your fall, and insult you: if you are burned, they’ll light the pile; if you’re strangled, they’ll tie the cord; if you’re poisoned, they’ll pound the hemlock; and not only that, but they’ll make your memory execrable to all posterity. Now it is in your own power to prevent all this: I will promise not only to save your life, but even to persuade your judges to say with the oracle, that you are the wisest of men: you have nothing to do but to give me up your young pupil, Aglae, with the portion; you understand me: as to her marriage with Sophronimus, we shall find means to set it aside: thus you will enjoy a peaceful and honorable old age, and the gods and goddesses will bless you.


  Socrates: Soldiers, conduct me to prison immediately. [He is carried off.]


  Anitus: This fellow is incorrigible; but it’s not my fault; I have done my duty, and have nothing to reproach myself with: he must be abandoned as a reprobate, and left to die in his sins.


  ACT III.

  




  SCENE I.


  The judges seated on the tribunal, Socrates below:


  Judge: [To Anitus.] You should not sit here, you are priest of Ceres.


  Anitus: I am only here for edification.


  Melitus: Silence there: Socrates, you are accused of being a bad citizen, of corrupting youth, of denying a plurality of gods, of being a heretic, deist, and atheist: answer to the charge.


  Socrates: Judges of Athens, I exhort you all to be as good citizens as I have always myself endeavored to be: to shed your blood for your country, as I have done in many a battle: with regard to youth, guide them by your counsels, and, above all, direct them by your example; teach them to love true virtue, and to avoid the miserable philosophy of the schools: the article concerning a plurality of gods is a little more difficult to discuss, but hear what I have to say upon it. Know then, ye judges of Athens, there is but one God.


  Melitus and Another Judge: O the impious wretch!


  Socrates: I say, there is but one God, in his nature infinite, nor can any being partake of his infinity. Turn your eyes towards the celestial globes, to the earth and seas; all correspond together, all are made one for the other: each being is intimately connected with other beings, all formed with one design, by one great architect, one sole master, and preserver: perhaps he hath deigned to create genii, and demons, more powerful and more wise than men; if such exist, they are creatures like you, his first subjects, not gods: but nothing in nature proves to us that they do exist, whilst all nature speaks one God and one father: this God hath no need of Mercury and Iris to deliver his commands to us: he hath only to will, and that is enough. If by Minerva you understand no more than the wisdom of God; if by Neptune you only mean his immutable laws, which raise or depress the sea, you may still reverence Neptune and Minerva, provided that under these emblems you adore none but the supreme being, and that the people are not deceived by you into false opinions. Be careful above all not to turn religion into metaphysics, its essence is morality: dispute not, but worship. If our ancestors believed that the supreme God came down into the arms of Alcmene, Danæ, and Semele, and had children by them, our ancestors imagined dangerous and idle fables. ’Tis an insult on the divinity to conceive that he could possibly, in any manner whatsoever, commit with woman the crime which we call adultery. It is a discouragement to the rest of mankind to say that, to be a great man, it is necessary to be produced from the mysterious union of Jupiter and one of our own wives and daughters. Miltiades, Cimon, Themistocles, and Aristides, whom you persecuted, were perhaps much greater than Perseus, Hercules, or Bacchus. The only way to become the children of God, is to endeavor to please him. Deserve therefore that title, by never passing an unjust sentence.


  Melitus: What insolence! what blasphemy!


  Another Judge: What absurdities! one can’t tell what he means.


  Melitus: Socrates, you are always too fond of argument: answer briefly, and with precision: did you, or did you not, laugh at Minerva’s owl?


  Socrates: Judges of Athens, take care of your owls; when you propose ridiculous things as objects of belief too many are apt to resolve that they will believe nothing: they have sense enough to find out that your doctrine is absurd, though they have not elevation of mind sufficient to discover the law of truth; they know how to laugh at your little deceits, but not to adore the first of beings, the one incomprehensible, incommunicable being, the eternal, all-just, and all-powerful God.


  Melitus: O the blasphemer! the monster! he has said too much already: I condemn him to death.


  Many of the Judges: And so do we.


  One of the Judges: Several of us are of another opinion; Socrates has spoken wisely; we believe men would be more wise and just if they thought like him: for my part, far from condemning him, I think he ought to be rewarded.


  Many of the Judges: We think so too.


  Melitus: The opinions seem to be divided.


  Anitus: Gentlemen of the Areopagus, permit me to interrogate him a little. Do you believe, Socrates, that the sun turns round, and that the Areopagus acts by divine right?


  Socrates: You have no authority to ask any questions, but I have authority to teach you what you are ignorant of: it is of little importance to society, whether the sun or the earth turns round, but it is of the utmost consequence, whether the men who turn with them be just or unjust: virtue only acts from the right divine, and you and the Areopagus have no rights but those which your country has bestowed on you.


  Anitus: Illustrious and most equitable judges, let Socrates retire. [Melitus makes a sign, Socrates is carried out.]


  Anitus: [Proceeds.] Most august Areopagus, instituted by heaven, you hear what he says: this dangerous fellow denies that the sun turns round, and that you act by right divine: if these opinions prevail, adieu to magistracy, and adieu to the sun: you are no longer judges appointed by Minerva; you will become accountable for your proceedings; you must no longer determine but according to the laws; and if you once depend on the laws, you are undone: punish rebellion therefore, revenge earth and heaven: I am going: dread you the anger of the gods if Socrates is permitted to live. [Anitus goes out, and the Judges demur.]


  One of the Judges: I don’t care to quarrel with Anitus; he is a dangerous man to offend. If he troubled himself with the gods only it would not signify.


  Another Judge: [To his brother sitting near him.] Between you and me, Socrates is in the right; but then he should not be in the right so publicly. I care no more for Ceres and Neptune than he does; but he should not speak out to the whole Areopagus what he ought to have whispered: yet after all, what is there in poisoning a philosopher, especially when he is old and ugly?


  Another Judge: If there be any injustice in condemning Socrates, it is Anitus’ business and not mine: I lay it all upon his conscience: besides, it grows late, we lose our time; let us talk no more about it: to death with him.


  Another Judge: Ay, ay, they say he’s a heretic, and an atheist; to death with him.


  Melitus: Call Socrates. [He is brought in.] Blessed be the gods, the plurality of voices is for death; Socrates, the gods by us condemn you to drink hemlock.


  Socrates: We are all mortal: nature condemns you also to death in a short time, probably you may meet with a more unhappy end than mine: the distempers which bring on death are much more painful than a cup of hemlock. I thank those amongst my judges who pleaded in favor of innocence; for the rest, they have my pity.


  One of the Judges: [Going out.] Certainly this man deserved a pension from the state, rather than a cup of poison.


  Another Judge: I think so too; but why would he quarrel with a priest of Ceres?


  Another: After all, it is best to get rid of a philosopher: those fellows have always a certain fierceness of spirit which should be damped a little.


  Another: One word with you, gentlemen: would not it be right, whilst our hand is in, to make an end of all the geometricians, who pretend that the three angles of a triangle are equal to two right ones? they are a mighty scandal to the foolish people that read their works.


  Another: Ay, ay, we’ll hang them all the next session; let’s go to dinner.


  SCENE II.

  




  Socrates: [Alone.] I have been long prepared for death; all I fear at present is, that my wife Xantippe will be troubling me in my last moments, and interrupt me in the sweet employment of recollecting my soul, and preparing myself for eternity: I ought to busy myself only in the contemplation of that supreme being, before whom I am soon to appear: but here she comes; I must be resigned to all things.


  SCENE III.

  




  Socrates, Xantippe,with the Disciples of Socrates.


  Xantippe: Well, my poor man, what have these gentlemen of the law concluded? have they fined you, are you banished, or acquitted? my God! how uneasy have I been about you! pray take care this don’t happen a second time.


  Socrates: No, my dear, this will not happen a second time, I’ll answer for it; give yourself no uneasiness about anything. My dear disciples, my friends, welcome.


  Crito: [At the head of his disciples.] You see us, beloved Socrates, no less concerned for you than Xantippe; we have gained permission of the judges to visit you; just heaven! must we behold Socrates in chains! permit us to kiss those bonds which reflect shame on Athens. How could Anitus and his friends reduce you to this condition?


  Socrates: Let us think no more of these trifles, my friends, but continue the examination we were making yesterday into the soul’s immortality. We observed, I remember, that nothing could be more probable, or at the same time more full of comfort and satisfaction, than this sweet idea; in fact, matter we know changes, but perishes not; why then should the soul perish? can it be that, raised as we are to the knowledge of a God through the veil of this mortal body, we should cease to know him when that veil is removed? no, as we think now, we must always think; thought is the very essence of man; and this being must appear before a just God, who will recompense virtue, punish vice, and pardon weakness and error.


  Xantippe: Nobly said: but what does this fellow here with his cup? [Enter the Jailer, or Executioner of the Eleven, carrying a cup of Hemlock.]


  Jailer: Here Socrates, the senate have sent you this.


  Xantippe: Thou vile poisoner of the commonwealth, would you kill my husband before my face? monster, I’ll tear you to pieces.


  Socrates: My dear friend, I ask your pardon for my wife’s rude behavior: she has scolded me all her life; she only treats you as she does her husband; excuse her impertinence: give me the cup. [He takes the cup.]


  One of the Disciples: O divine Socrates! why may not we take that poison for you? horrible injustice! shall the guilty thus condemn the innocent, and fools destroy the wise? you go then to death!


  Socrates: No, my friends, to life: this is the cup of immortality: it is not this perishable body that has loved and instructed you; it is my soul alone that has lived with you, and that shall love you forever. [He is going to drink.]


  Jailer: I must take off your fetters first: ’tis always done.
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