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To the Author of the
TRAGEDY of ¢4ATO

W' HILE you the fierce divided Britons awe,
«And Caro, with an_equal Virtwe, draw,
While Eavy is it felf in Woader loft,”
And Fa&tioms ftrive who fhall apphud you moft; -
A Forgive the Fond Ambitionof a Friend, - '

Wbe bopes himfelfs wot yom, 10 yecommnd 3

And foins the Applaufe which all the Learn'd beflow
. On one, to whom 4 perfed Whrk they ewe. -

T my * light Scenes I once inferib'd Your Namm, - -

And impotently frove to borrows Fame :

Soon will that die, which adds thy Name to mine;

Lot me, then, live, join'd to a Work of Thine.

% renderHusbaad, De- RicHARD STEELE..
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HO' Cato fhines in Virgil’s Epic Song,
Preferibing Laws among t Elyfian Throng ;
Tho' Lucan’s Verfs, sxalted by bis Name,
©'er Gods thumftives basrais'd the Heroe's Fame s,
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Tke Roman Stage did ne’er bis Image fets
Drawn at full Length; a Task referv'd for Ther.
By thee wa view the fuifb'd Figure rife,
And awful march before our ravifid Eyess i
We hear his Voice, afferting Virtsnd's Caufe; - . |
His Fate renew'd onr deep Attention draws, e
Excites by Turns our various Hepes avd Fegrs, -
«And all the Patrios in thy Scene appears. . |
Ow Tiber’s Banks thy Thought was firft infpir'd; ' ‘
*Twas there, 1o fome indulgent Grove retir'd, o
Rome’s axcient Fortunes rolling in thy Mind,
Ty happy Mufe shis manly Work defign'd :
Or in & Dream thow faw [} Rome’s Genius fland,
And, leading Cato in his (acred Hand, 3
Point out th’ immortal Subjed of thy Lays, }
And ask this Labour, to vecord bis Praife.
*Tis done ~=-- the Hero lives, and charms our Agel
While nobler Morals grace the Britith Srage.
Great Shakelpear's Ghofb, the folerun Straim to bear,
(Meshinks I fee the laureild Shade appear !)
Will bover 'er the Scens, and wond’ring view
His Fav'rite Brutus rivall'd thus by Tos.
Such Roman Greatnefs in each Aion fhines,
Such Roman Eloquence adorns yossr Lines,
That fure the Sibylls Books this Year foretold;
And in fame myftick Leaf was feen inrolld, -
¢ Rome, turn thy mournful Eyes from Afvick’s Shorey
¢ Nor in ber Sands thy Cato’s Tomb explors ! .
Wben thyice Six bundyed Times thecircling Sun

L]
* His annxal Race [hall thro’ the Zodiack run, %
¢ Au Ifle remote kis Monument [hall rear,

¢ dnud ev'ry generous Briton pay a Tear,

I HUGH_E#-
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WHATb e fus! is Cato than Become
A greaser Narse in Britaia than in Rome?
Does Mankind now admire his Virtses more, ‘
Tho' Lucan, Horace, Virgil mrore before?
r How will Poflerity this Truth explaini t
¢ Cato begins 10 livé in Anna’s Rugn
The World's greas Chiefsin Conncil or in Arms,
Rife in your Lines with mere exalted Charms;
Hinflrions Deeds in diffant’ Nations wronghs,
«nd Virtues b deparied Heroes tanght; °
Raife in your Soul a pure immortal Flame,
Adorn your Llfe, and confecrate your Fames
To your Renown all Ages yoss [ubdus,
And Caefar fanght. and Cato bled for you.’

e .
| AllSosisColege,  Enywapp Yo UNG,.

’T IS nobly done thus 10 anrich the Stage,
And raife the Thoughts of a degen'rate 4ge,
To fhow, how endlefs Foys. from Freedom fpring:
How Life in Bondage is & worthle[s ﬁmg
_ The inborn Greatnefs of your Soul we view,
. Yo sread she Paths frequented by the Few.
¥ With [o nanch Strength you write, and fo much Eafs,
Virtue, and Senfe! bow durfi Jyou bope 10 pleafat
Ye# Crowds she Sentiments of ev'ry Line
Im[umd clap'd, and awn’d the work divine,
Ev'n the four Criticks, who malicious samey . v
ngcr to cenfure, and nfo[v’d 10 blame, . , e
- Ay Binding.
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Finding the Heroe regularly rife, ST
szt',z while be lives, but greaser, when 5‘ e,
Sullen approv’ds oo obfiinate to melt,
nd ficken'd with she Pleafursss which by felt:
Not [o the Bair their Pafions fecret ke CoL
Sient they heard, but s they hesd, 2bey Weps,
When glorionfly the blearing Marcus dyd,
And CATO told the Gods, I'm fatisfy'd,
See! bow yowr Lays the Britith Youth inflerve !
They long to fhoot, and ripen ivte Fame.
Applanding Theatres diffurb their Refl,
And unborn C ot O's beave in ev'sy Beeaff.
Their nightly Dreams, thew daily Tooughts reptats
And Pulfes bigh with fancy'd Glovies baat, :
"8, griev'd to view the Massshoaian §pods, o
The young TueMisToeLEs vow'd squal Toilsy.
Did shen bis Schomes of futurs Hononrs draw
Fvom she ling Triumphi which with Tears be faw,
How [hall I your snrival'd Worth preclaim,
Loft in the [preading Civcle of yowb Fame ! .
F5a fuw you the great W iLL1AW'S Praife rehearfo,
And pains Britannis’s Yoyrsin Roman Perfe.
e heard at diffance foft, - echamting Strains,
From blooming Mountsing, and Italian Plains,
ViratL began in Raghith Drefs to [hine,
His Voise, biv Looks, his Grandesr lill Divine:
From him teo fom unfriendly you withdrim,
But brought the tuneful O V1D 10 sur View.
Then, the delightful Theme of ev'ry Tongue, .
75’ immortal M A RL B'ROUGH was your daringSong.
From Clims to Clime the mizksy Vidor flew,
FromClime ta Clime as [wiftly you purfus.
Stitl with the Heroe's glow'd the Poer’s Flame,
Seill with bis Conguefis you enlarg'd your Fame,
With boundlefs Raptures bere the Mufe couw'd [well,
and on your ROSAMOND for ever dwell;

There
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There op’ning Sweetsy ang ev'ry fragrant Flow's
Luxuriant [mile, a never-fading Bow'r,
Next, human Follies kindly to expofe,
Yoss change from Nambers, bus nos fisk in Profe:
Whether in vifionary Scenes yow Play,
Refine our Tafles, or laugh our Crimes away.
Now, by the buskin'd Mafe you fbine confefl, -
The Pasrios Kindles in the Post's Breaff. -
Such Energy of 'Senfe might Pleafure raife,
The' sunembullifh'd with the Charmes of Phrafe: _
Such Charms of Phkrafe wonld with Suceefs bs crown'dy-
Tho' Nonfenfo flow'd in the melodious Sound,
T chafleff Virgin nesds no Blafbes fear,
The Learn'd shemfelves, nos sninfiruited, bear.
The Libertine, in Pleafures us'd to roul,
#nd idly [pers with an immortal Soul,
Here comes, and by the virtuens Heatiun tanghe,-
Tarns pale, and srembles as the dreadful Thoughe!

Woene'er you traverfe oafi Numidia's Plaius,
Wint fiuggifh Briton in bis Ifle remaimsy -
Woem Juba feeks shke Tiger with Delighe,
F¥e beas the Thickes, and provoke the Fight.
By the Deferipsion warms'd, we fondly fonns,. -
And in the chillimg Eq@-Wind pans wish Heas, -
What Eyes bebold nos, baw the Stream refiacs, -
*Till by Degrees the. floating Mirrour (hines?
While Hurricanes -ciccling Eddies play,
Tear up the Sauds, and {weep whole Plains awayy
W [brink with Eerrer; and coufefs our Fear,
And all the [udden founding Ruis. bvar, .
Bhen purple Robus, difiain'd wish Blood, decrive;
And make poor M ar c1 A beausifully grieve,
When fhe her fecreh Thowghts 5o wiors conceals,

" Forgets the Woman, and hir Flame reveals,

Bell may the Priuce exalt with nobls Pride,
et for bis Libyan Crows, bx¢ Romia Bride.

Ay By




S [ ro]
Bur Tin vain on fingle Features dwell, -

. hile all e Parss of the fmr Piece excell.
So rich the Stare, fo dubions is the Feafl,
He know not, which to pafs, or wblc[: 20 taffe
The fhining Incidents fo fuftly fall,
We may the whole, new Scenes of Tranfport call:
Tous Fewellers confound our wand'ring Ejes,
And with variety of Gems furprife.”
Here Sapphires, bere the Sardian Stoneis feen,.
The Topaz yellow, and she Jafper green,
The coftly Brilliant these, confus'dly brighs,
From num'rous Surfaces darts trembling L(gbt ,
The diff rent Colours mingling in a Blaze,
Silent we fland. unable wheve to praife,
In Pleafure fweetly loft ten thoufand Wa j.r

"Eri Coll -
p el - L. E USDE N. .

RERESAYN m%@%m

T 00 lng harki Love engrofy'd Bntannu s Stage

And [unk to Sofnefs all our Tragic Rage :.

By that alone did Empires fall or rlﬁ,

And Fate depended on & Fair- Qne's Eyes:

The fweer Infelbion, mixt with dang’rons LArt;

Debas'd osir Mankood, while it footh’d the Heart: :

Yo feorn 1o raife a Grief thy felf mufi blame, , .

Nor from our Weaknefs fieal & vsigar Pame:

A Patriot’s Fall may juftly voelt-sbs Mind,

And Tears flow Nobly, fhed for all Maukind.
How do our Sonls with gen'vous Pleafure glow !

©xr Hearts exwlting, while our Eyes o'erflow,

When thy firm Hero flands beneath the Wright

Of all bis Suff ring s venerably Greas s

. Rome’}
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Rotne’s poor Remains Bill fhelt'ring by Fis Siab;.
With-confcions Virtse, and becoming Pride.

The aged Oak thus vears bis Head in Air,
His Sap exhawfted, and his Branches bare, ,
*Midf} Storms and Earsbauakes- be maintains bjs Staste;- .
Fixt deep in Earth, and faften'd by bis Weight :-

His naked Bowghs flill lend the Shepberds Aidy :
And bis old Trunk projects an awful Shads.

Amidfi the Foys triumphant Peace beflowsy-
Owr Pasrivts fadden at His glovions Woess.
oA while they les the World's greas Bufinefs waits
Anxions for Rose, and Sigh for CAT O's Fase. -
Nore tanght bow ancient Hesoes rofe to Fams,

Owmr Britons crowd, and catch the Roman Flame;
Where States and Senases well might land an Ears
«And Kings and Priefis wishont a Blufh appear.

France boafls ne more, bns; foarful to engage, -

Now firf} pays Homage to ber Rival's Stage, .
(nfles to learn thes, and learning (hall [ubmit-

ike to Britith Arms, ahd Brivith Wir:.

s more [fe'll wonder, (forc'd 1o do us Right).
Who think like Romans, doxld like Romans Fights

Thy Oxford fmiles this glorivus Werk to fee,
And fondly Triumphs in a Son like Thee,

The Senates, Confuls, and the Gods of Rome,-

* . Kike old dequaintance as their Native Home,

In Thee we find : Eath Deed,-each Ward expreff, "
Arvd e’y I&mt‘bi that fwelld 4 Roman Breafks'-

BF2 trace each Hint that could thy, Sowl infpire

with Virgils Fudgmens, and with Lucan’s Fire; .

We know thy Worsh, and give us leave 1o

We moft admire, becanfe we know theo mofl,

Qeerss Collegs Tro, Tickerr.
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SIR, -
‘ N 7 H E N your gen'rons Labossr firft T view'd,
And Cato’s Hands in bis own Blood imbri'd;.
T.at Scene of Death [0 terrible appears, ,
My Senl conld oy thank yeu with her Tenrs. W
ez with fuch wond'rous Art your skilfid Hand ‘ |
Does all the Pafions of the Soul command, =~
That ev'n my Grief t0 Praife and Wonder 1urn'd, -
And envy'd the great Death which firfp I mowrn'd. =~
_ EWhat Ren but yowrs cow'd draw the doubtful Strife;. -
Of Horour ﬂm‘gang with the Love of Life? ~ -
Dejeribe 14 Parriot obfiinasely good, -
As ho'ring o'er Eternity be flood:
The wide, th'sunbounded Ocean lay b:fore
His piercing Sight, and Heav'n thé diffant Skore. .
Secure of endlefs Blifs, with fearlefs Eyes, ;
He grafps the Dagger, and its Point defies, .2
" And rufbes ot of Life to natoh the glorious Prize. §
How wwould old Rome rejoice, to henr you tell
How juft ber Patriot lin'd, how great he fell!
Recosnt his wond'reus Probity and Truth,
And form new Juba'’s in the Britith Youth.
Their gen'rous Souls, when be refigns his Brearh, -
Are plear’d with Ruin, and in Love with Death;. i
And when her congu’ring Sword Britannia drawms, -
Refolve 10 Perify, or defend her Canfe.
Now firft on Albion's Theatre we fef, N
oA perfect Imaga of what Man fhould be; '
Thoe gloriows Charadler is now expreff,
Of Virtus dwelling in a buman Breaft, -
Drawn at full Length by your Immortal Lines,
In Cato's Soul, as in her Meav'n, fhe Shines.

All Souls Sollege, :
oxon, B Dicsy COTES.




Left with' the Printer by an Un-
‘known Hand: -

OWmmyf;ui,ﬁaCntonm&
“Tis Praife at Jongthy ‘twas Rapisre aié bofore 3.

When crowded Theatres with. los rang .
Sent 10 the Skies fowtn whewce sby Genins [priungs
Ev'n Civil Rage s whils in thine was laff 3
And Faidions firove but to appinsid thes mefly- .
Nor could Enjoyweent pull any lenging Tafla; -
Bus every Nighs was.deaver than the infl.

As when old Rome, in &.maligzans Hewr
Depriv'd of fome retarning Gusgnirer,
Her Debt of Trismph te the Dead difobarg’'d,
.For Fame, for Treafure, and ber Bounds ular{'l:
And while his Gediike Figure mev'd aleug,
Alternate Paffions ﬁr‘d th'aderning Dveng; .
TFears flow'd from ev'ry Kye, and Simsss fmowymm
80 in thy Pompous Lives bas Cato far'd, . .
Grac'd with an ample though alste Reward-:
A greater Viclor me in bimrevere;
A wobler Trinmph crowms his Image bere,

With Wonder, as with Pleafure, we firvep
A Theme fo feanty wresght inte a Play;
8o vaft a Pile on fuch Foundations plac'ds
Like Amon’s Temple rear’d on-Libya’s Wijh
Bebold its glowing Paint! its eafy Weight !
Tus nice Proportions! and fiupendions Height !
Hew chafls the ConduG ! how divine the Rage!:
« Roman Wrshy on a Grecian Ssags &
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" ‘Bt wheve flall Cato’s Praife begin or enl.

Dichin'd o 1mels; and yet umanght to-bend, -

. The firmefd Patriot, and the gensleft Friend ?
How great his Genins, when the Traitor-Crond -
Ready to firike the Blow their Fury vow'd; -

ll’d &y his Look and liftning to his Lore;
Learn like his Paffons, to rebel no more !
When, lavifh of Hisdeiling: Bloed, 20 preve
The Cure-of flavifl Lifs, gnd flighted Love,
Brave Marcus now in early Death appears; -
While Cato cosnss_bis Wesnds, and not bis Years 3
Fho, checking private Grief,- the Publick mourns, .
Commands the Pity'bo-fo greasly [corns.
But when' be firikes (20 crowin his generous Pars),
Thas boneft, flaunch, impraidicabls Hears ; :
No Tears, no Sobs “purfus his parting Breath ;
The dying Roman fhames the Pomp of Death;:
O facred Fraedorn, which the Powers beflew.:

Tv (eafon Bleffings, and so fofsrs Woe;
Plant of our Growth; and Apm-of all owr Caresy -
The Toil of Ages, and the Crown of Wary :
IAA taught by. thee, shy Peat’s Wit kas flow'd
In Strains as precions as bis Heroe's Blood 3
Preferve thofe Ssrains, an. everlafling Charm .

T keep that Blood, and thy Remembrance warni 3

Be this thy Guardian Image fiill feecure-

I vain fhall Forcy invade, or Frand allure ;.
Owr great Palladium fhall perform its Parsy
Fix'd and enfbrin'd in every Britilk: Hears.
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HE Mind to Virtua is 5y Vcr[equul;

And the True Post is & Publick.Good
This Britain feels, - while, by your Lines mj}:f’l '
Her Free-born Sons to glovious Thoughss ave fir'd. ' 1
I Rome had you efpons’d the vanquifl'd Caufe, * .
Duflar’d ber Sewate, and uphsld ber Laws;- o :
Yowr manly Scenes kad Libersy reflor'd,
And giv'n the juft Succefs to Cato’s Sword:-
©@'er C2fie’s Arms your Genins bad prevail'd;
And the Mufe mpb’d. where the Patriot fail'd: -

_AMs, PHILnrs..
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By Mr. P O P E. .
Spoken by Mr. # I L K . Y

O wake the Sonl by temder Strokes of 04,

To raife the Genius, and to mend the Hewrt;

B make Mankind in confeions Virtue bold,

Live o'er sach Scane, and be whas they bebold:

For this the Tragic-Mufe firff trod the Stage,

Commanding Tears ta fiream thro’ svery Age 5

Tyrants no more ibeir Savage Nature kept,

And Foes to Virtue wonder'd bow they wapt..

Our Aushor fbuns by vulgar Springs to meve:

The Hero's Glory, or the Virgin’s Love;

In pitying Love we bus ony Weaknefs fhew,

od wild Ambition well deferves its Woe,

Here Tears foall fow from & more gen'resns Casfo;

Such Tears as Patriots fbed for dying Laws :-

He bids your Breafts soub Anciens drdour rife,

And calls forth Roman Drops from Britith Eyes ‘

Virtue confe(s'd in human Shape be draws, *

What Plato Thought, and God-like Cato Was &=

No corsmen Objedd to your Sight difplays,

But what with Pleafure Heaw'n itfelf furveys;

A brave Man firuggling in the Storms of Fae,.

A greatly falling woish a falling State!.

Whils

il clE et v o ‘



PROLOGUE.

While Cato gives bis listle Senare Laws,
What Bofors beass not in bis Conntry's Canfe 3
Who [ees hin alh, but enmvits wo'ry Diad?
Whe bears bim-groan, and does not wifb to bleed?
Ev'n whex jecanl Cxlar *midff triumphal Cars, - oy
The Spoils of Mations, and the Pommp of Wars,
r Ignobly vaiw, and impaently Greas, .. . . - :
Shew'd Rooae her Caro’s Figure - draws i State,
As her dead Father's.reva’nd Image paff, \
The Pomp was darken’d, and the Day o'wreaft, Lo .
The Trivmsph cons'desTears guflid from ex'ry EJ‘;
The Horld's groas Viller pafi’d snbeeded by

Her Laft good Man dejesird Romé adord,
.4nd bonoxr'd Crefar's lefs than Cato’s Sword,

Britons astend : Be Worth like his approv'ds)
And fhew you have the Virtne 20 bs mov'd,
With honef} Scorn the firfi fam'd Cato visw'd
Rome learning Arts from Greece, whoms fbe [ubdu'd +
Our Scene precarionfly (wbfifis too long
On Freach Trangwind and Ttaliaw So3g, L
Dars to wwe Snfse yaur [rlvess At she Stages
Be infily warm'd with your own uative Rage. -
Such Plays alome fluuld plm{c 4 Britifh Ear,

I 45 Caxo's o b l§"&m‘d MM
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_Dramatis ‘Perfonz. ,,

CATO. - Mr. Boith.
Lucius, 4 Semator.- - Mr. Keen.
Sempronius, & Sesazor.. - Mr. Mills.
Juba, Prince of Nemidia. Mr. Wilks,.
Syphax, General of she Numi- ey
dians. } M. Cibber.
Portius, Mz, Powell,
Marcus, } “Soms of'Cato Mr. Rian.

- Decius, dmbﬁ[bdor fram Ceﬁn‘ “Mr. Bowman,

%mmer:, Guards, &,

. - WOMEN.

Marcia, Dasghter ta Cato. - Mrs. Oldfield:

Loucia, Dugbnr to Lacins. -~ - Mrs. P.amr.

J

SCENE, Alar ¢ Hall in the Go~ ﬂ

vernor's Palace of Utica.

ke
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ACT L SCENE I
Portiusy, Marcus. '

P ORTIUS .
WL HE Dawn is oyer-eaft, ebeMoummg :

g low'rs,
, And heavenly in Clouds bringson theDay., !

A& The great, th'important Day, big with.

) the Fatep
X Of Cm and of Rome~--Our Fazbeu

Would fill up all thc Gudt of Civil War,
And clofe the Scene of Blood..  Already Cefar
Has ravaged more than half the Globe, and fees. J i
Mankind grown thin by his deftru&ive Sword: . '
Should. be go further, Numbers would be wanting-
To form new Battles, and fupport his Crimes.
Ye Gods, what Havock does Ambition make.
Among your Wcrks; }

Mare. Thy feddy Temper, Portius,
Can look on Guilt, Rebellan, Fraud, and Cefar;. -



20 . C ATO.
In the cale Lights of mild Philofophy;
P'm tartured, even to Madncls, when I think
. On the proud Vidkor: cv’ry time he's named
Pharfalia tifes to my View! -1 fce LT
TH infulting Tyrant prancing o'er the Field ~ ° i
Strow’d with Remse's Citizens, sad drench’d in-Slsughter,
His Horfe’s Hoofs wet with Patrician Blood !
Oh Portins, is there not fome chofen Curfe,
Some hidden Thunder in the Stores of Heav'n,
- Red with uncommon Wrath, to blaft the Man,
Who owes his Greatnefs to his Country’s Ruin?
For, Befieve me, Marens, 4y an impions Greatoefs,
And mixt with too much Horrer to be envyd:
How does the Luftre of oar Father’s A&ions, |
Through the dark Cloud of Iils that cover him,
Break out, and burn with more triumphant Brightaefs "
His Suff’rings fhine, and fpread a Glory round him,
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the Cayfe
©f Honour, Virtue, Liberty, ead Rome, .
His Sword ne‘er fell but on the Guilty Head;
Oppreflion, Tyranny, and Power ufurp'd, L
" Draw all the Vengeance of his Arm vpon ’em. . .
Marc. Who knows not this? But what can Case do- -
Againt s World, a bafe degen’rate World,
That courts the Yvke, and bows-the Neck to Cafax?
Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms
A poor Epitome of Roman Greatnefs,
And, cover'd with Numidian Guards, dire@s
A tecble Army, and an empty Senate,
Remnants of mighty Battles fought in vain,
By Heav'ns, fuch Virtues, join’d with fuch Succefs,
Diftraét my very Soul: Our Father’s Fortune
Wou'd almolt tempt us to renounce his Precepts.
Por. Remember what_our Father oft bas told us :
The Ways of Heav'n are dark and intricate;
Ruzzled in Mazs, and perplex’d with Errors;

Our

d
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Our Underftanding traces ‘em in vain,
Loft and bewilder'd in the fruitlefs Search 3 )
Nor fees with how much Art the Windings fun,
Nor where the. Regular Confufion ends.
Mare. Bhefe ate Suggeltions of a Mind at Eafe:
Oh Portins, didft thou tafte but half the Griefs :
That wrisg my Seul, thou cou'dft not talk thus coldly.
P';xﬂion unpity’d, and fuccefik(s Love, )
Plant Daggers in my Heart, and avate -
My othergge:iefs. i \{Iae but my gﬂ kind{ ----
Por. Theu feclt not that thy Brather is thy Rival:-
But I muft hide it, for I know thy Temper. [ Afide;
Now, Marcus, now, thy Virtue’s on the : ‘
Put forth thy utmoft Strength, work ev’ry Nerve, )
And call up all thy Father in thy Soul: :
To quell the Tyrant Love, and guard thy Heart
©n this weak Side, where moft our Natore fails,

* Would be a Conqueft worthy Cato’s Son.

Marc. Portius, the Counfe] which I canmot take,
Infiead of Healing, but upbraids my Weaknefs.
Rid me for Honour plunge into 2 War '
Of thickeft Foes, and rufh on certain Desth,
Then fhalt thou fee that Marcws is not flow
To follow Glory, and confefs his Fatber.
Love is not to be reafon’d down, or bft
In bigh Ambition, and a Thirft of Grearnefs 3
*Tis fecond Life, it grows into the Soul,.
‘Warms ev'ry Vein, and beats in ev'ry Pulfe,

.1 fecl it heve : My Refolution melts-~--

Por. Bchold young Fwba, the Numidian Prince!
With how much Care he forms himfelf to Glory,
And breaks the Fiercenefs of his Native Temper
To copy out our Father’s bright Example.

He loves our Sifter Marcia, greatly loves her,

His Eyes, his Looks, his A&ions all betray it: -

Bat ftil the fmother’d Fondnefs busrns within him, he
When

¢
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When moft it fwells, and labours for a Vent;
The Senfe of Honour and Defire of Fame
Drive the big Paffion back iato his Heart.
What! (hall an dfrican, (hall Fuba's Heir
Reproach great Caso’s Son, and fhew che World )
A Vistue wasting in 2 Rowsan Soul? -
Marc. Portius, no more! your Words leave Stmgs bes 4
hind ’em.
When-c’er did Fuba, or did Portius, fhew
A Virtue that has cat me at a Diftance,
And thrown me out in the Purfuits of Honour!
Par. Marcss, I know thy gen'rous Temper well;
Fling but th’Appearance of Difhonour on it,
It ftraight takes Fire, and mounts intoa Blaze.
Marc. A Brother’s Suff'rings claim a Brother’s Pity, J

Por. Heav’n knows I pity thee: Behold my Eyes
Ev'n whilft T fpeak--~Do they not fwim in Tears?
Were but my Heart a5 naked to thy View,

Marcus would fee it blced in his Behalf.

Marc. Why then doft treat me with Rebukes, inftead
Of kind condoling Cares, and friendly Sorrow 2

Por. O Marcus, did I know the Way to cafe
Thy troubled Heart, and mitigate thy Paine,

Marcus, believe me, I could die to do it.
Mare. Thou beft of Brothers, and thou beft of
Friends! ~
Pardon a weak diftemper'd Soul, that fwells
With fudden Gufts, and finks as foon in Calms,
‘The Sport of Paflions:--~-But Semspronius comes:
He muft not find this Softaefs hanging on me. [Exis,
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Enter Sempronius.

Semp. Confpiracies no fooner fhou'd be formd .
Than executed.. What means Porsius here? -
T like notthat cold Youth. - I muft-diffemble, ~
And fpeak aLanguage foreign to my Hesrt,  [4fide-

Sempronius, Portius.

Good Morrow, Portius! let us once embrace,
Once miore embrace; whillt yet we both are free.
To-morrow fhouw'd we thus exprels our Friendfbip,
Fach might reccive a Slave into his Arms: ..
*This Sun perhaps, this Morning Sun’s the laft,
That e'er fhall rife in Roman Liberty, =
Por. My Father bas this Morning-call'd together
"T'o this poor Hall his little Roman Senate,
(The leavings of Pharfalia) to confult . .
XF yet he can oppofe the mighty Torrent ,
That bears down Rorme, and all her God’s, before it,
Or matft at length give up the World to Cefar.
Semp, Not all the Pamp and Majefly of Rome
Can raife her Senate more than Cato’s Prefence. - _
His Virtues render our Affembly awful, ... = .
They ftrike with fomething like religious Fear, .
And make ev’n Cafar tremble at the Head
Of Armies flufh’d with Conqueft. O my Portius,
Could I but call that wond'rous Man my Father,
wou'd but thy Sifter Marcie be: propitious .-
To thy Friend’s Vows, I might be blefs'd indeed! . .. ;
Por. Alas! Sempronius, wou'dtt thou talk of Love
To Marcia, whilft her Father’s Life’s in Danger?

© T hou migh'&t as well court the pale trembling Veftal,

W hen fhe beholds the Holy Flame expiring,
. - Senp.
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Sew. The ovye-1 focshe. Woaders of thy Race, - ;
. The more P chwm'd ‘!'hvu-dukelud.my‘j
' Porsins ! .
The World hasfll its !!yes on Curd’s Son.
Thy Father's Merit fcts thee vp te View,
And (hews thee in the fairelt point of Light, . ;
To make thy Virtues, or thy Faols, Confpicoous.- Y
' Por. Well doft thou feem to check my Lingring here
On this important Hour-—-1'll firaight away, ;
And while the Fathers of the Semate meet !
In clofe Debate to weigh the Eveats of War,
T’ll animate the Soldier’s dreoping Caurage,
With Love of Freedom, and Comtempt of Life:
T'll thunder in their Fars their Country’s Caufe,
And try to roufe op all that’s Romanm in ‘em,
*Tis not in Mortals to Gommand Succefs, .
But we'll do more, s’mprmim; we'll Deferve &, {Exit,
Sempsonius: folms. 1
Curﬁ on the Stripling! how he Ape his Sire? ‘
Ambitioufly featentions!--- But 1 wonder ) \
©\d Sypbax comes not? his Numidian Genius |
Is well difpofed to Mifchief, were he prompt '
And eager on itj byt he muft be {fpurrd,
And ev’ry Moment quickned to the Coutfe.
—~-CAt0 s m’d ooe ifl: He has refufed
His Daughter Marcia to my ardent Vows:
Befides, his baffied Arms and ruin'd Caufe
Are Barrs to my Ambition.  Cefar’s Favour,
That thow'rs down Greatmeft on his Friends, wil] raife
To Rem#'y firk Nonours. 1f Y give up Ca,
1 clasim in my Reward bis Captive Daugh:er. '

Bat syfbu comc: Loeew

4

L ,r'SCE“



S CENE IIL
Syphax, Sempronius.
-es=Sempyonsus, all is ready,
g l’v?ffnn&eﬂ ::;P Numidians, Man by Man,
And find ’em ripe for a Revolt : They all
Comphin aloud of Caso’s Dilcipline,
And wait but the Command to change their Mafter,
Semp. Belicve me, Syphax, there’s no time to waftey
Ev'n whiltt we fpeak our Conqueror comes on,
And gathers ground upon us ev’ry Moment,
Alas! thou know'ft not Cefar’s active Soul,
With what a dreadful Courfe he rufhes on
From War to War: In vain has Nature form'd
 Mountains and Oceans to oppofe his Paffage; .
He bounds o'er all, victorious in his March;
The Alpes and Pyreneans fink before bim, _
_‘Through Winds and Waves, and Storms he works his Wl;,
" Impatient for the Battle : One Day more
. Will fet the ViGtor thund’ring at our Gates.
But tell me, Baft thou yet drawn o'er young Fuba 2
That ftill would recommend thee more to Cefar,
And challenge better Terms.
Syph. Alas! he’s loft,
He's [oft, Sempronius; all his Thoughts are full
¥ Of Cato’s Virtues--~But I'll try once more
(For ev'ry Inftant I expc& him bere) -
If yet.I-can {ubdue thofe ftubborn Prmcxples o
Of Faith, of Honour, andI know not what,
That have corrupted his Numidian Tcmpcr. i
And fruck’ th’ Infeion jnto all his Soul:
Semp. Be fure to prcfs upon him ev’ry Motive.
Fuba’s Surrender, figee his Father’s Death,
B Woull
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Would give up Africk into Cefar’s Hands,
And make bim Lord of half the burning Zoae.
Syph. Butisit true, Sempronius, that your Senate .
1s call'd together? Gods! Thou muft be cautious!
Cato has piercing Byes, and will difcern
Our Frauds, unlefs they’re cover’d thick with Art.
Semp, Let me alooe, good Syphax, I'll conceal |
My Thoughts in Paffion ('tis the furet way;) = - * %
I'll bellow out fof Rems and for my Country, .
And mouth at Cefar till I (hake the Senate.
Your cold Hypocrify’s a ftale Device, ’
A wora-out Trick: Wouldft thou be thought in Karneft ?
Clothe thy feign'd Zeal in Rage, in Fire, in Fury!
Sypk. 1n troth, thou’t able to inftrut Gray-hairs,
And reach the wily 4frican Deceit! '
Semp Qnce more, be fure to try thy Skill on Fuéa.
. Mean while Pll baften to my Roman Soldicrs,
Inflame the Mutiny, and underhand
Blow up their Difcontents, *till they break out
Unlook'd for, and difcharge themfelves on Cato,
Remember, Syphax, we mult work in Hafte :
O think what anxious Moments pafs between
The Birth of Plots, and their laft fatal Periods,
Oh! ’tis a dreadful Interval of Time,
Fill'd wp with Horror all, and big with Death?
Deftrucion hangs on ev’ry Word we {peak, - °
Oa ev'ry Thought, *till the concluding Stroke
Determines all, and clofes our Defign. [Exie,

"’g

Syphax folus; - Y
I'll try if yet T can reduce to Reafon
“This head-ftrong Youth, and make him fpurn at Cato,
“The Time is fhort, Cafar comes rufhing on us--=-
But hold! young Fuba fces me, and approaches. .

SCENE,
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SCENE 1V.
]llb!’ s’Phl!,

Fub. Sypbax, 1joy to meet thee thus alone
1 have obferved of late thy Looks are fall'n,
O'ercaft with gloomy Cares and Difcontent;
Then tell me, Syphax; 1 conjure thee, tell me;
What are the Thoughts that koit thy Brow in Frowns,
And wrn thine Eye thus coldly on thy Prince?

. Sypb. *Tis not my Talent to conceal my Thoughts,
Or carry ‘Smiles and Sun-fhine in my Face,
Whea Difcontent fits beavy at my Heart.
1 have not yet fo much the Roman in me.

Fub. Why doft thou caft out fuch ungen'rous Terms
Againft the Lords snd Sov'reigns of the World?
Dot thou not fec Mankind fall down before them,
And own the force of their fuperior Virtue?
Is there a Nation in the Wilds of Africk,
Amidft our barren Rocks, and burning Sands,
That does not tremble at the Roman Name?

Sypb. Gods! where’s the Worth that fets this People up
Above your own Numidia's tawny Sons |
Do they with Tougher Sinews bend the Bow ?
Or flies the Jav'lin Swifter to its Mark,
Lanch’d from the Vigeur of a Roman Arm!

~ Who like our ative African inftrutts

. The fiery Steed, and trains him to his Hand?
Or guides in Troops th’ embatticd Elephant,
Loaden with War? Thele, thefe are my Arts, my Princsy;
In which your Zama docs not ftoop to Rome.
Fub. Thelke all are Virtues of a meaner Raok, .
Perfe@ions that are plac'd in Bones.and Nerves, .
A Romas Soul is bent on higher Views:
Ba To
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To civilize the rude unpolith’d World,
And lay it under the Reftraint of Laws;
To make Man mild, and fociable to Man;
To cultivate the wild licentiows Savage
With Wifdom, Difciplive, and lib'ral Arts ;
~ The Embellithments of Life : Virtues like thefe,
Make Human Nature fhine, reform the Soudl,
And break our fierce Barbarians into Men. Twrarmth,
Syph. Patience, kind Heav’ns!---- Excuft an old Man’s
What are thefe wond’rous civilizing Arts,
‘This Roman Polith, and this fmooth Behavioar,
‘That render Man thus traGtable and tame ?
Are they not only to difguife our Paffions,
"To fct our Looks at variance with our Thoughts,
To check the Stares and Sallies of the Soul,
And break off all its Commerce with the Tongues;
In fhort, to change us into other Creaturey,
Than what our Nature and the Gods defign’d us? »
Fué. To firike thee dumb: Turn up thy Eyes to Caso?
There may’tt thou fee to what a Godlike Heighe
The Roman Virtues lift up mertal Man.
While good, and juft, and anxious for his Friends,
He's ftill feverely bent agsinft himfelf ;
Renouncing Sleep, and Reft, and Food, and Eafe,
He firives with Thirft and Hunger, Toil and Heat,’
And when his Fortune fets before him all
‘The Pomps and Pleafures that his Soul can wifh,
His rigid Virtoe will accept of none.
Syph. Believe me, Prince, therd’s not an frican ¥
¥hat traverfes our val Numidian Defarts ’
In quett of Prey, and lives upon his Bow,
But 'better pradtifes thefe boafted Virtues,
- " Caoarfe are his Meals, the Fortune of the Chafe, -
Amidt the running Stream he flakes his Thirt,
" Woils all the Day, and at th’ approach of Night
' @Qn toe fifl fiiendly Benk be throws bim down,

»
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Or refts his Head upon a Rock ‘till Mora:.

Then rifes frefh, purfues his wonted Game,

And if the following Day he chance to find

A new Repaft, or an untafted Spring,

Bleffes his Stars, and thinks it Luxury.

- Fwb. Thy. Prejudices, Syphax, won't difcern:

What Virtues grow from Iguorance and Choice,

Nor how the Hero differs from the Brute.

But grant that others cou’d with equal Glory

Look down on Pleafures, and the Baits of Senfe;

Where fhall we find the Man that bears AfliGtion,

Great and Majeftick in his Griefs, like Caso ?

Heav’ns, with what Strength, what Steadinefs of Mind,

He triumphs in the midtt of all his Suff’rings !

How does he rife againft a Load of Woes,

And thank the Gods that throw the Weight upon bim!

. Syph. Tis Pride, rank Pride, and Haughtinefs of Soul:

I thiok the Romans call % Stoicifm.

Had not your Ruyal Father thought fo bighly

Of Roman Virtue, and of Cato's Caufe,

He had not fall'n by a Slave’s Hand, inglorious:

Nor would his flaughter’d Army now have lain

On 4frick’s Sands, disfigur'd with their Wounds,

To gorge the Wolves and Vultures of Numidia,

Fub. Why doft thou call my Sorrows up afrefh ?

My Father's Name brings Tears into my Eyes. .
Syph. Ob, that you'd profit by your Father’s 1ils
Fwé. What wou'd®t thou have me do ? ’
Syph. Abandon Cato,

Jub. Sypbazx, 1 fhou'd be more than twicean Orphes

By fuch a Lofs. ’

Syph. Ay, there’s the Tie that binds you!

You long to call him Father. adarcis’s Charme

Work in your Heart unfeen, and plead for Care.

No wonder you are dedf to all I fay.

Fub. Syphax, your Zeal becomes importunate;
B3 I've
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Pve hitherto permitted it to rave, .
And talk at large; but lesrn to keep it in,
Left it thould take more Freedom than I'll give it.
Syph. Sir, your grest Father never us'd me thue.
Alas, he's dead! But can you e'er forget
The tender Sorrows, and the Pangs of Nature,
The fond Embraces, and repeated Bleffings,
Which you drew from him in your laft Farewel?
Still muft I cherith the dear, fad, Remembrance,
At once to torture, and to pleafe my Soul:
- The good old King at parting wrung my Hand,
(His Eyes brim-full of Tears) then fighing cry'd,
Pr'ythee be careful of my Son!~=- his Grief
Swell'd up fo high he could not utter more.
Fub. Alas, thy Story melts away my Soul,
Thar bett of Fathers! how fhall 1 difcharge
The Gratitude and Duty which 1 owe him!
Syph. By laying up bis Couneils in your Hesrt.
Fub. His Councils bade me yicld to thy Dire&ionss
T hen, Syphax, chide me in feverctt Terms,
Vear all thy Paffion, and I'll ffand its fhock,
Calm and unruffied as 2 Summer-Sea,
When not  Breath of Wind flics o’er its Surface] .
ph. Alas, my Prince, 1’d guide you to your Safety.
ub. 1 do believe thou woudft: but tell me how?
Syph. Fly from the Fate that follows Cafar’s Foes.
Fub. My Father fcorn'd to do it.
Sypb. And therefore dy'd. ,
Fub. Better to die ten thoufand thoufand Deathe;
Thin wound my Hooour. .
Syph. Rather fay your Love. :
Fub. Syphax, Pwe promis'd to preferve my Temper, -
‘Why wilt thou urge me to confefs a Flame,
1 long have ftifled, and wou'd fain conceal ?
Syph. Believe me, Prince, tho’ bard to conquer Love
Tis cafy to divere andcbreak its Forca : _
, Abfence

;1
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Abfence might cureit, or a fecond Miftre(s

Light up another Flame, and put out this.

‘The glowing Dames of Zama's Royal Court

Have Faces fluftht with more exalted Charms 5

The Sun that rolls-his Chariot o’er their Heads,

Works up more Fire afid Colour in their Checks:

Were you with thefe, my Prince, you'd foon forget

The pale, unripen’d, Beauties of the Norsh. -
Fub. *Tis not a Set of Features, or Complexion,

‘The Tin&ure of a Skin that I admire.

Beauty foon grows familiar to the Lover,

Fades in his Eye, and palls upon the Senfe.

The virtuous Marcia tow’rs above her Sex: |

True, fhe is fair, (O, how divinely fair!)

But &till the lovely Maid improves her Charms,

With inward Greatnefs, unaffetted Wifdom,

And San&ity of Manners, Gan’s Soul

Shines out in every thing fhe as or fpeaks,

While winning Mildnefs and attraltive Smiles

Dwell in her Looks, and with becoming Grace

Soften theRigour of her Father’s Virtues.
Syph. . How docs your Tongue grow wanton in ber

Praife ! - '
But on my Knees I beg you wou'd confider—ee-=

Enter Marcia and Lucis, ‘
j'nb. Hah! sypbéx, is't not fhel--~—She moves this

Way:
And with her Lucia, Lucius’s fair Daughter,

- My Heart beats thick---1 pr'ythee, Syphax, leave me,

Syph. Ten thoufind Curfes faften on ’em both!
Now will this Woman with a fingle Glance ’
Undo what I've been Lab'ring all thiswhile, -  [Exir

Bs SCENE
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Juba, Marcia, Lucia.

Fub. Hhil, charming Maid ! how does thy Beauty
{mooth N

_~ The Face of - War, and make ev’n Horror fmile!

At fight of Thee my Heart fhakes off its Sorrows;
I feel a Dawn of Joy break in upon me,
And for a while forget th’ Approach of Cefar.
Mar, 1 fhou'd be griev'd, young Prince, to thivk my
Prefence
Unbent your Thaughts, and flacken’d ’em to Arms,-
While warm with Slaughter, our vitorious Foe
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the Field.
Fub. O Marcia, let me hope tby kind Concerns
And gentle Withes, follow me to Battle!
The Thought will give new Vigour to my Arm,
Add Strength and Weight to my defcending Sword,
And drive it jn a Tempeft on the Foe,
Mar. My Pray’rs and Wifhes always fhall attend
The Friends of Rome, the glorious Caufe of Virtue,
And Men approv’d of by the Gods and Cato,
Fub. That Fuba may deferve thy pious Cares,
T'll gaze for ever on thy Godlike Father,
Tranfplanting, one by oae, into my Life |
His bright Perfe@ions, *till I fhine like him,
Mar, My Father never at a Time like this
Wou'd lay out his great Soul in Words, and wafte
Suach precious Moments.
F#é. Thy Reproofs are juft,
Thou virtuous Maid; I’ll haften to my Troops,
And fire their languid Souls with Cato’s Virtue,
If cer 1 lead them to the erld, when all :
- The
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The War (hall ftand ranged in its juft Array,

And dredful Pomp: Then will I think on thee }

© lovely Maid, Then will I think on thee!

An in the fhock of charging Hofts, remember ,
What glorious Deeds fhou'd grace the Man, who hopes

For Marcia’s Love, [Ex#.

, SCENE VL

Lucia, Marcia,

Luc. Marcia, you're too fevere:
How cou’d you chide the young good-natured Prince,
And drive him from you with fo ftern an Air,

A Prince that loves and dotes on you to Death?

Mar. ’Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me.
His Air, his Voice, his Looks, and honeft Soul
Speak all (o movingly in bis Behalf,

1 dare not truft my feif to hear him talk.

Luc. Why will you fight againft fo fweet & Paffion,
And fteel your Heart to {uch 2 World of Charms?

Mar. How, Lacia, wou'dft thou have me fink away
In pleafing Dreams, and lofe my felf in Love,
When ev’'ry Moment Cato’s Life’s at Stake?
Cefar comes arm’d with Terror and Revenge,
And aims his Thunder at my Father’s Head:
Show'd not the fad Occafion fwallow up
My other Cares, and draw them all into it ?

Luc. Why bave not I this Conftancy of Mind,
‘Who bave fo many Gricfs to try its Force? -
Sure, Nature form’d me of her foftett Mould,
Enfecbled all my Soul with Tender Paffions,

And funk me ev’en below mine own weak Sex:
Pity, and Love, by turns opprefs my Heart.
- i B ’
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May. Lucis, disburden all thy Cares on me,
Aad let me fhare thy moft retired Diftrefs;
Tell me who raifes up this Confliét i thee? ‘
Lue. 1 peed not bluth to namethem, when Itellthée
They're Marcia’s Brothers, and the Sons of Cato. _
Marc. They both beheld thee with their Sifter's Eyess
And often have reveal’d their Paffion to me.
Eut tell me, whofc Addrefs thou fav’reft moft?
1 Jong to know, and yet I dread to hear it
Iue. Which is it Marcia wifbes for?
Mar. For neither-;--- R
And yet for both----The Youths have equal Share
In Marcia's Wifthes, and divide their Sifter:
But te]l me which of them in Lucia’s Choice?
Luc. Marcia, they both are high in my Efteem,
But in my Love----Why wilt thou make me name him?
Thou know’t it is a blind and foolifh Paflion,
Pleas’d and difgulted with it knows not what--~
Mar. O Lucia, I'm perplex'd, O tell me which
I mutt hereafter call my bappy Brother? -
Luc. Suppofe ‘twere Portins, cow'd you blame my Choige?
- emmece==Q) Portins, thou haft flol'n away my Soul!
‘With what a graceful Tendernefs he loves !
And breathes the foftelt, the {incereft Vows?
Comglu;gncy, and Truth, and manly Sweetnefs
Dwell ever on his Tongue, and fipooth his Thaughts,
Marcus is overwarm, his fond Complaints
Have {o much Earncftsefs and Paflign in them,
I hear him witha fecret kind of :iorraur,
And tremble at his Vehemence of Temper. -
Mar. Alas poor Youth! how can@ thou throw him
from thee?
Lucia, thou know'(} not half the Lave he bears thee;
Whene'er he fpeaks of thee, his Heart’s in Flames,
He fends oot all his Soul in ey’sy Word,
And thinks, gad talks," and loaks like one tran(ported.
: Unhappy

\




C ATO 5
Uohappy Youth! How will thy Coldaefs niifo
Tempefts and Storms in his affliGted Bofom! -
1 dread the Confequegee. ; .
Lus; You icem to plead : :
Againtt your Brother Portins,
Mar. Heav'n forbid? ’ )
Had Portins been the unfuccefsful Lover
The fame Compaffion would have fall'o’ on him,
Luc. Was ever Virgin Love diftreft like minc!
Persius himfelf oft falls in Fears before me; -
As if he meurn'd his Rival’s Il Succefr,
‘Then bids me hide the Motions of my Heart,
Noe thew which way it curns.  So much he fearss
The fad Effe&s, that it wou'd have on Marcus.
Mar. He knows too well bow eafily he's fired,
And wou'd not plunge his Brother in. Defpair,
But waits for happier Times, and kinder Moments
Iwuc. Alas, too late 1 find mylelf invoived.
Inendlefs griefs and Labyrinths of Woe,
Born to affli& my Mareia’s Family,
And fow Diflenfion in the Hearts of Brothers,
Tormenting Thought! it cuts into my Soul. -
Mar, Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our Sorrows
But to the Gods permit th’Event of Things..
Our Lives, difcolour’d with our prefent Wocs, .
May fill grow bright, and fmile with happier Hours,
So the pure limpid Stream, when foul with Stains
Of ruthing Torrents and defcending Rains,
Works it felf clear, and as it raas, refines;
*Till by Degrees the fleating Mirrour fhines,
Refle@s each Flow'r that on the Border grows,
And a2 new Heav’n in its fafc Bofom (hews. " [Exennt,”

The End of the Firff ACT.



ACT II. SCENE L

Tbe SENATE.

SEMPRONIUS.

7 'oMx fill furvives in this aflembled Se-

nate!

Title.

Th’ Occafion of our Meeting. Hark! he comes!

(4 Sound of Trumpess,

May all the Guardian Gods of Romse direct him!

Enter Cato

Cato. Fathers, we once sgain are met-in Council.
Cefar’s Approach has fammon'd_ us together,
Aund Rome attends her Fate from our Refolves:
How fhall we treat this bold afpiring Man?
Succefs ftill follows him, and backs his Crimes:
Pharfalia gave him Rome, Egyps has fince
Receiv'd his Yoke, and the whole Nile is Cefar’s.
,Why fhould I mention F«éa’s Qvcrthrow,
‘And Scipio's Death ? Numidia’s burning Sands
Still fmoke with Blood. *Tis time we fhould decree
What Courfe to take. Our Foe advances on us,
And envies us ev'n Ligya’s fultry Defarts, :
Fathers, pronounce your Thoughts, are they fill ﬁxt
To hold it-out, and fight it to the laft?
Or are youtrHearts fubdu'd at length, and wronghc ‘

l And a& like Men who chaim thlt glomns

Luc. Cato will foonbe here and open to us
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By 'Time and il Succels to a Submiffion?
Semproniss, fpeak.
Semp. My Voice is fill for War.
Gods, can a Roman Senate long ‘debate -
Which of the two to choofe, Slav'ry or Death)
No, let us rifc at once, gird on our Swords,
And at the Head of our remaining Troops,
Attack the Foe, break through the thick Array
Of his throng’d Legions, and- charge home upon him:
Perhaps fome Arm, more lucky than the ret, . :
" May reach his Heart, and free the World from Bondage,
Rife, Fathers, tife! ’tis Rome demands your Help;
Rife, and revenge her flaughter’d Citizens,
Or fhare their Fate ! The Corps of half her Senata
Manure the Ficlds of Theffaly, while we
Sit here delib'rating in cold Debates,
If we fhould facrifice our Lives to Honour, 1
Or wear them out in Servitude and Chains.
Roufe up for Shame! our Brothers of Pharfalia .
Point at their Wounds, and cry aloud---To Battle! -0
Great Pompey’s Shade complains that we are flow,
And Scipis's Ghok walks unrevenged among(t us!
Cato. Let not a Torrent of impetuous Zeal
Tranfport thee thus beyond the Bounds of Reafon:
True Fortitude is feen in great Exploits
That Juftice warrants, and that Wifdom guides,
All clfe is towring Frenzy and Diftraition,
Are not the Lives of thofe who draw the Sword
In Reme's Defence intrufted to our Care?
Should we thus lead them to a Field of Slaughter,
Might not th'impartial World with Reafon fay, .
We lavifh’d at our Deaths the Blood of Thoufands, ’
To grace our Fall, and make our.Ruin glorious? "
Lucius, we next would know what's your Opinion.
Luc, My Thoughts 1 mutt confefs are turn’d on Peace;
Already bave our Quarrels fill'd the Weosld
R ' . with
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With Widows and with Orphans: Soythis mourns
Our guilty Wars, and Earth’s remoteft Regions
Lic half unpeopled by the Feuds of Reme: -
*Tis time to theath the Sword, and fpare Mankind.
It is not Cafar, but the Gods, my Fatbers,
The Gods declare againft us, and repeil .
Our vain Attempts. To urge the Foe to Battle,
(Prompted by blind Revenge and wild Defpair)
Were to refufe th’Awards ot Providence,
And not to reft in Heav'n’s Determination,
Already have we fhewn our Love to Rowse,
Now let us fhew Submiffion to the Gods.
We took up Arms, not to reveage our felves,
But free the Commonweaith ; when this End fails,
Armis have no further Ufe: Our Country’s Caufe,
That drew our Swords, now wrefts ’em from our Hands,
Aud bids us not delight in Remsan Blood, .
Unprofitably thed; what Men could do
Is done already : Heav’'n and Barth will witnefs,
If Rome muft fall, that we are Innocent.

Semp. This fmooth Difcourfe and mild Behaviour oft
Conceal a Traitor----Something whifpers me
All is oot right--—Cato, beware of Lacius,

_ [ 4fide 10 Cato.

Cate. Let us appear not Rafh nor Diffidents
Immod’rate Valour fwells into a Fault;
And Fear, admiteed into publick Councils, _
Betrays like Treafon. Let us thuo ‘em botbh.
Fathers, I cannot fee that our Affairs
Are grown thes defp'rate, we have Balwarks round us;
Within our Walls are Troops enured to Toil
In Africk’s Heats, and feafon’d to the Sun;
Nwmidia's fpacious Kingdom lies behind us,
Ready to rife st its young Prince’s Call, .
While there is Hope, do not diftruft the Gedes -
But wait at lealt *till Cafar’s ncar Approach

3

L

Force
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Force us to yield. *Twill never be too Iate -
To fue for Chains, qnd own 3 Conqueror,

Why fhould Remse fall 2 Moment ere her time?

No, let us draw her Term of Freedom out

In its full Length, and fpin it to the ls&t, v
So fhall we gain ftill one Day’s Liberty;

Aod let me perith, but in Gaso’s Judgment,

A Day, an Hour of virtuous Liberty,

Is worth a whole Eternity in Bondage,

Enter Msrcus.

Mare. Fathers, this Momcnr, as I watch'd the Gaees
Lodg'd on my Poft, a Herald is arrived
From Cafar’s Camp, and with him comes old Desins,
The Roman Knight; he carries in his Looks
Impatience, and demands to {peak with Caso.

Cata, By your Permiffion, Fathers, bid him enter.

[Exi¢ Marcas,

Decins was once my Friend, but other Profpe&s
Have loofed thofe Ties, and bound him faft to Cefar.
His Meflage m3y determine our Refolves.

SCENE IL

Degius, Cato;

Dec. Cafar fends Health to Cato-wememm

Cass. Cou'd he fend it ’
To Caso’s flaughter’d Friends, it would te welcome,
Are not your Orders to addrefs the Senate?

Dec. My Bufinefs is with Care; Cafar fees
The Straits, to which you're driv’n; and, as be knowes
Cato’s high Worth, is anxious for your Life.

Cato, My Life is grafted on the Fatcof Rome:

s — . Wew'd
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Wou'd he fave Cato? Bid him fpare his Country,
Tell your Diator this: and tell him, Caro
Difdains a Life, which he has Power to offer.

Dec. Rome and her Senators fubmit to Cefars
Her Gen'rals and her Confuls are no more,

Who check’d his Conquefts, and denied his Triumphs.
Why will not Cato be chis Cefar’s Friend ? .
Cato. Thofc very Reafons thou haft urged, forbid it.

Dec. Cato, I've Orders to cxpoftulate,
And Reafon with you, as from Friend to Friend:
Think on the Storm that gathers o’er your Head,
And threatens ev'ry Hour to burft upon it; .
Still may you ftand high in your Country’s Honours,
Do but comply, and make your Peace with Cefar.
Rome will rejoice, and catt its Eyes on Caro,
As on the Second of Mankind.
Ciate. No more:
1 muft not think of Life on fuch Conditions,
Drec. Cufar is well acquainted with your Virtaes,
And therefore fets this Value on your Life:
Let him but know thePrice of Cato’s Friendfhip,
And name your Terms. .
Cato. Bid him disband his Legions,
Reftore the Commonwealth to Liberty,
Submit his AQions to the publick Cenfure,
And ftand the Judgment of a Roman Senate, - b
Bid bim do this, and Care is his Friend.
Dec. Cato, the World talks loudly of your Wifdom---
Cato, Nay more, tho' Cate’s Voice was ne’er employ’d
To clear the Guilty, and to varnith Crimes,
My felf will mount the Reffram in his Favour,
And ftrive to gain his Pardon from the People,
Dec. A Stile, like this, becomes a Conqueror,
Cato. Decius, a Stile, like this, becomes a Roman,
Dec. What is a Roman, that is Cefar's Foe?
@ato, Greater than Cefar: be’s a Friend to Virtwe,
- . Dee,

-
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Dec. Confider, Cato, you're in Utica,
And at the Head of your own little Senate;
You don’t now thunder in the Capitol,
With all the Mouths of Rome to fecond you.
Cato. Let him confider That, who drives us hither:
*Tis Cafar’s Sword has made Rome’s Senate Little,
And thinn’d its Ranks. Alas, thy dazzled Eye
Beholds this Man in a falfe Glaring Light,
Which Conqueft and Succefs have thrown upon him;
Did’@t thou but view him right, thou’dft fee him black
With Murder, Treafon, Sacrilege, and Crimes,
That flrike my Soul with Horror but to name ’em.
I know thon look’ft on me, as on a Wretch
Befer with llls, and cover’d with Misfortunes;
But, by the Gods I {wear, Millions of Worlds
Shou’d never buy me to be like that Cefar.
Dec. Do’s Cato fend this Anfwer back to Cafar,
For all his genrous Cares, and proffer'd Friendfhip?
Caro. His Cares for me arc infolent and vain:
Prefumptuous Man! The Gods take care of Caso.
Wou'd Cefar fhew the Greatnels of his Soul? )
Bid him employ his Care for thefe my Fricmdy, ¢
And make good ufg of his ill-gotten Pow’r,
By fheltring Men much better than bim{eif.
Dec. Your high unconquer’d Heart makes you forget
You are 2 Man. You rufh on your Deftruion,
But I have done, When I relate hereafter
The Tale of this unbappy Embafly, :
All Rome will be in Tears, [Exit Deciuss

SCENE I
Sempronius, Lucius, Cato.

Semp. Cato, we thank thee.
The mighty Genius of Immortal Rome

. Speaks
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Speaks in thy Voice, thy Soul breathes Liberty:
Cafar will thrink to hear the Words thou utter'ft,
"And fhudder in the midtt of all his Conquefts.
Luc. The Senate owns its Gratitude to Caso,
Who with fo great a Soul confults its Safety,
And guards our Lives, while he negle@s bis own.
Semp, Sempronins gives no Thanks on this Account.
. -Lucins feems fond of Life; but what is Lifc?
" ’Tis not to ftalk about, and draw frefh Air
From time to time, or gaze upon the Sun;
’Tis to be free. When Liberty is gone,
Life grows infipid, and has loft its Relith.
O cou'd my dying Hand but lodge a Sword
In Cefar’s Bofom, and revenge my Country,
By Heav'ns‘l cou'd enjoy the Pangs of Death,
Aad fmile in Agony.
Luc. Others perhaps ,
May ferve their Couatry with as warm a Zeal,
‘Tho' 'tis not kindled into fo much Rage.
Semp, This Sober Condu& is a mighty Virtue
In lukewarm Patriots. . '
Cato. Come! no more, Semproniss.
All here are Friends to Rome, and to cach other.
Let us not weaken fill the weaker Side,
By oar Divifions, .
Semp. Cato, my Refentments
Are facrificed to Rome-.~1 ftand reproved.
Catg, Fatbers, 'tis time you come to a Refolve.
Luc. Cato, we all go into your Opinion,
Cafar's Behaviour has conviaced the Senate
We ought to hold it out till Terms arrive,
Semp. We ought to hold it out *till Death ; but, Catey
My private Voice is drown’d amid the Senate’s,
Cato. Then let us rife, my Friends, and firive to 6l
This litdde Interval, this Paufe of Life,
(While yet our Liberty and Fates are doubtfulf
- With
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With Refolution, Friendthip, Reman Bravery, -

And all the Virtues we can crowd into it;

‘That Heav'n may fay it ought to be prolong’d.

Fathers, farewel----The young Numidian Prince

Comes forward, and expe@s to know our Councils. -
[Exennp Senntors]

)

Cato, Juba.

Cato. Fuba, the Roman Senate has refolv'd,
*Till Time give better Profpe@s, flill to keep
The Swerd unfheith’d, and torn its Edge on Cafar,
Fub. The Refolution fits a Remmn Senate.
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy Patience,
And condefcend to hear & young Man fpeak.
My Father, when fome Days before his Death
He ordered me to march for Uties -
( Alas, I thought not then his Death fo near})
Wept o'er me, preft me in his Aged Army,
And, as his Gricfs gave Way, my Son, fid he,
Whatever Fortune fhall befall thy Father,
Be Cato’d Friend; he'll train thee up to Great
And Virtpous Deeds: Do but obferve him well,
Thoul’t Shun Misfortunes, or thou’lt learn to Bear ‘em.
Cato. Fuba, thy Father was & worthy Prince,
And merited, alas! a better Fate;
But Heav’n thought otherwife.
Fué. My Father’s Fate ;
In fpite of all the Fortitude, that fhines
Before my Face, in Cato’s great Example,
Subdues my Soul, and fills my Eyes with Tears.
Caso, It is an honeft Sorrow, and becomes thes,
' b,
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Fub. My Father drew Refpe& from foreign Climes :
The Kings of Africk fought him for their Friend ;
Kings far remote, that rule, as Fame reports,

Behind the hidden’ Sources of the Nile,
In ditant Worlds, on tother fide the Sun:
* Oft have their black Ambaffadors appeared,
Loaden with Gifts, and £ill'd the Courts of Zama.
. Cats. 1 am no Stranger to thy Father’s Greatnefs!
Fub. I would not boaft the Greatnefs of my Father,
But point out new Alliances to Cato,
Had we not better leave -this Urica,
To arm’ Numidia in our Caufe, and court
Th’ Aflittance of my Father’s pow’rful Friends?
Did they know Caso, our remoteft Kings
Wou'd pour embattled Mulritudes about him ;
" Their {warthy Hofts wou'd Darken all our Phiss,
Doubling the native Horror of the War,
And making Death more grim,
Cato. And can’ft thou think
Caso will fly -before the Sword of Cefar!
Reduced like Hannibal to feek Relicf
From Court ta Court, and wander up and down,
A Vagabond in Africk !
Fuba. Cato, perhaps :
I'm too officious, but my forward Cares |
Wou'd fain prefervea Life of fo much Value,
My Heart is wounded, when 1 fee fuch Virtue
Affli&ed by the Weight of fuch Misfortunes.
Cato. Thy Noblenefs of Soul obliges me.
But koow, young Prince, that Valour foars above
What the World calls Misfortyne and AfHliGion.
Thefe are not 1lls; elfe wou'd they never fall
On Heav'n's fir@t Fav'rices, and the beft of Men:
The Gods, in Bounty, work up Storms about us,
That give Mankind occafion to exert
Their hidden Scrength, and throw out into Pra&ice
. Virtues
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Virtues which fhun the Day, and lie conceal’d
In the fmooth Seafons and the Calms of Life.

Fub. ’'m charm’d whenc'er thou talk’ft! I pant for

Virtue!

And all my Soul endeavours at Perfection.

Cato. Doft thou love Watchings, Abfinence, and Toil,
Laborious Virtues.all | Learn them from Cato :
Succefs and Fortune muft thou leirn from Cefar.

Fub. The befk good Fortune that can fall on Fide,
The whole Succefs, at which my Heart afpires,
Depends on Case.

Cato, What does Fuba fay ?
Thy Words confound me.

j'nb I would fain recra&t them.
Give 'em me back aguin. ‘They aim’d at nothing,

Cato, Tell methy With, young Prince; make not myElI
A Stranger to thy Thoughts,

F#é. Ob, they’re extravagant;
Still let me hide them.

Cato. What can Fuba ask
That Care will refufe!

Fub. 1 fear to name it.
Marcia-—--=-inherits all her Father’s Virtues,

Cato. What swou'dft thou fay?

Fub. Caro, thou haft a Daughter,

Cato. Adicu, young Prince,t T wou'd not hear a Word
Show’d Jeffen thee in my Efteem: Remember
The Hand of Fate is over us, and Heav’n
Exa&ls Severity from all our Thoughts :
It is not now 2 Time to talk of aught .
But Chains, or Conquelt; Liberty, or Death, [Exir

SCENEK



SCENE V.

Syphax, Juba:

. How's this, my Prince! What, coverd with *
Confufion?
Youlook as if yon ftern Phdofopher
#ad juft now Chid you,
Fub. Sypbax, I'm undone! ,
pbe 1 kaow it well,
. Cato thinks meanly of me,
Sypb. And fo will all Mankind.
Fub. T've opened to him -
~The Weaknefs of my Soul, my Love for Marcis, .
Syph. Cato's a proper Perfon to. intruft o -
A Love-Tak with.
Fub. Ob, I conld pierce my Heart,
My foolifth Heart! Was ever Wretch like Fube?
Syph. Alas, my Prince, how are you changed of late!
I've known young Fuba sife before the Sun,
To beat the Thicket where the Tiger flept,
Or feck the Lion in his dreadful Haunts:
How did the Colour mount into your Cheeks,
When firlt you rouled him to the Chafe! I've feen you,
Ev'n in the Lifyan Dog-days, hunt him down,
Thea charge him clofe, provoke him to the Rage
Of Fangs and Claws, and Rooping from your Hosfe
Rivet the panting Savage to the Ground. .
Fub. Prythee, no more!
Syph. How would the old King fmile
To fee you weigh the Paws, whea tipp'd with Gold,
Aad throw the fhaggy Spoils abuut your Shoulders!
j‘nb Ypbax, this old Man's Talk (tho' Hoaey Sow'd
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In ev'ry Word) wou'd now lofe all irs Sweetnefs.
Caso’s difpleas'd, and Marcia loft for ever!
Sypb. Youog Prince, 1 yet coud give you good Advice,
Marcis mighe ftill be Yours,
Fub. What fay’st thou Syphax?
By Heav'ns, thou turn’@ me all into Attentiom:
Syph. Marcia mighe fill be Yours,
Fub, As how, Dear Sypbax 7 :
Syph. Fuba commands Nwmidia’s hardy Troops,
Mount:d on Steeds, unufed to the Reftraint
Of Curbs or Bits, and fleeter than the Winds:
Give but the Word, we'll fatch this Damicl up,
And beat her off.
Fub. Can fuch difhoneft Thoughts
Rifc up in Man! wou'dft thou feduce my Youth
To do an A& that wou'd deftroy my Honour ¢
Syph. Gols, 1 cou'd tear my Beard to hear you talk¥
Honour’s 2 fine Imaginary Notion,
That draws in raw and unexperienced Men
To real Mifchiefs, while they bunt a Shadow.,
Fub. Wou'dft thou degrade thy Prince into a Ruffian!
Syph. The boafted Anceftors of thefc great Men,
Whofc Virtaes you admire, were all fuch Ruffians.
This dread of Nations, this Almighty Roms,
That comprebends in her Vile Empire’s Bounds
All under Heav’n, was founded on a Rape,
Your Scipie’s, Cefar’s, Pompey’s, and your Cato’s,
(Thefe Gods on Earth) are all the fpurious Brood
Of violated Maids, of ravifh’d Sebines.
Fub. Syphazx, 1 fear that hoary Head of thine
Abounds too much in our Numidian Wiles.
Syph. Indeed, my Prince, you want to know the Warld,
You have not read Mankind, your Youth admires
The Throws and Sweliings of a Roman Soul,
Cato’s bold Flights, th’Extravagance of Vistue, :
Fub. If knowledge of the World makes Map perfidious,
: May
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May Fwbs ever live in Ignorance!

Sypb. Go, go, you're Young,

$ué. Gods, muft I tamely bear )
This Arrdgance unanfwer’d! Thou'rt a Traitor,
A falfe old Traitor. .

Syph. I have gone too far. [Afide.

Fub. Cato thall know the Bafenefs of thy Seul.

Syph. I muft appeafe this Storm, or perifh in it. [4/ide.
Young Prince, behold thefe Locks that are grown white
Beneath a Helmct in your Father’s Batcles.

Fub. Thofe Locks fhall neer prote& thy Infolence.

Syph. Muft one rath Word, th’ Infirmity of Age,
Throw down the Merit of my berter Years?

This the Reward of a whole Life of Service! .
~~Curfe on the Boy ! how ftcadily he bears me! . [ 4fide.

Fsé. L1 it becaufe the Throae of my Fore-fathers
Still ftands unfill'd, and that Nwmidia’s Crown |
Hangs doubtful yet, whofe Head it fhall inclofe, -

Thou thus prefumch to treat thy Prince with Scorn?

Sypb. Why will yourive my Heart with fuch Expreflions?
Decs not old Syphax follow you to War?

What are his Arms? Why does he load with Darts
His trembling Hand, and cryth beneath a Cask
His wrinkled Brows? What is it he afpires to?
Is it not this? to (hed the fow Remains, '
His laft pdor. Ebb of Blood in your Defence?

Fub. Syphax, no more! T would not hear you talk.

Syph. Not hear me talk! What, when my Faith to Fuba,
My royal Malter’s Son, is call'd in queftion? '

My Prince may firike me dead, aand I'll be dumb:
But whiltt 1 live I muft not hold my Tongue,
And languifhi out Old-sge in his Difpleafuse.

Fwb. Thouknow’it the Way too well into my Heart,
I do believe thee loyal to thy Prince.

Syph. What greater Inftance can I give? D've offer'd
To do an A&ion, which my Soul abhors,

And guin you whom you love at any Price. Fub.

i
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Fub. Was this thy Motive 7 I have been too hefty.
Syph. And’tis for This my Prince has cal’d me Traitor:
Fub. Sure thou miftakeft; I did not call thee fo.
$yph. Youdid indeed, my Prince, you cali'd me Traitor -
Nay, further, threaten’d you'd complain to Cate,
Of what, my Prince, wou'd you comphin to Cate?

' ‘That Sypbax loves you, and wou'd facrifice

His Life, nay more, his Honour in your Service.

Fub. Syphax, 1 know thou lov't me; but indeed,

Thy Zeal for Fuba carried thee too far,

Honour’s a facred Tie, the Law of Kings,

The noble* Mind’s diftinguihing Perfetion, .
That aidsand ftrengthens Virtue, where it meets her,
And imitates her A@iods, where fhe is not:

It ought net to be fported with,

Syph. By Heav'ns
I'm ravifh’d when you talk thus, tho’ you chide me!

Alas, I've bitherto been ufed to think
A blind officious Zeal to ferve my King
The ruling Principle; that onght to busn
And quench all others in a Subjeét’s Heart.
Happy the People, who preferve their Honour
By the fame Daties, that oblige their Prince | -

Fb. Syphax, thou now begin'ft to fpeak thy flf.
Numidia’s grown a Scorn among the Nations
For Breach of publick Vows. Our Punick Faith
Is Infamous, and branded to a Proverb,

Sypbax, we'll join our Cares, to purge away
Our Country’s Crimes, and clear her Reputation,

Syph. Believe me, Prince, you make oid $yphax weep
To bear you talk--- but 'tis with Tears of Joy. _
If 'er your Father’s Crowa adorn your Brows,
Numidia will be bleft by Caro’s Lectures,

7xb. Syphax, thyHand! we’'ll mucually forget
The Warmth of Youth, and Frowardne(s of Age:
Thy Prince eftcems thy Worth, and loves thy Perfon,

C If
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If c’er the Scepter comes into my Hand, - f

Lyphax thall ftgad the fecond in my Kingdom.
Syph. Why will you overwhelm my Age with Kindaefs? J

My Joy grows burdeafome, I than’t fuppore it.

" Fub. Sypkax, farewel. I'll heace, and try to find

Some blet Occafion that may fet me right _ ,

In Cato’s Thoughts. ['d rather have that Man ~ !

Approve my Decds, than Worlds for my Admirers. [Exi.

~ Syphax folus,

Young Men foon give, and foon forget Affrontsy
Old Age is flow in both-—--A falfe old Traitos!.
Thofe Words, rath Boy, may chance to coft thee dear.
My Heart bad @Qill fome foolith Fondnefs for thee:
But hence! ’tis gone: I give it to the Winds: ~---
Cufar, 'm wholly Thine---.-

ASTONE SR 2
SCENE VL
Syphax, Sempronius.

Sypb. Al hail, Sernpronins!
Well, Cato’s Senate is relolvd to wait
The Fury of a Sicge, before it yiclds.
Semp. ?pbax, we bath were on the Verge of Fate:
Lucius declared for Peace, and Terms were offer’d
To Caso by a Meflenger from Cefar. .
Shou'd they fubmit, ere our Defigns are ripe,
We both'muft perifh in the common Wreck,
Loft in a gen'ral Undiftinguitht Ruin,
Syph. But how ftands Cato? )
- Semp. Thou batt feen Mount Aelas:
- While Storms and Tempefts thunder on itg Brows,
And Oceans break their Biflows at its Fe.r,
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It ftands unmoved, and glorics in its Height.
Such is that haughty Man; his towring Soul,
*Midft all the Shocks and Injuries of Fortune,
Rifes fuperior, and looks down on Cafar.
Syph. But what's this Meflenger?
Semp. T've pra&is’d with bim,

. And found a Means to let the ViGor know

That Syphax and Sempronius arc his Friends.
But let me now examiae in my Turn:
Is Fuba fixe? .
Syph. Yes,------but it is to Cate.
P've try'd the Force of ev'ry Reafon on him,
Sooth'd and carefs'd, been angry, footh'd again,
Lay'd Safery, Life, and Int’re®t in his Sight,
Butall are vain, he {corns them all for Caro.
Semp, Come, ’tis no Matter, we fhall do without him.
He'll make a pretty Figure o a Trigmph,
Aad ferve to trip before the Victor’s Chariot,
Syphax, 1 now may hope thou haft forfook
Thy Fuba's Caufe, and wilheft Marcia mine.
Syph. May fhebethine as faft as thou wouldft have be!
Semp. Syphax, I love that Woman; tho’ I curfe
Her and my felf, yet fpite of me, I love her.
Syph. Make Cato fure, and give-up Urioa, -
Cafar will ricer refufe thee fuch a Trifle.
Bat are thy Troops prepar’d for 3 Revolt ?.
Do’s the Sedition Catch from Man to Man, ¥
And run among their Ranks?
Semp. All, all is-teady,

" rhe faltious Leaders are éur Fnenas, thzt fpread

Maurmurs and Difcontents among the Soldiers,
They count their toilfome Marches, long Fatigues,
Unufual Faltings, and will bear no more -
This Medley of Philofopby and War,
‘Within an Hour they’ll florm the Senate-Houle,
Syph. Mean while Ill draw up my Numidian Troops
Ca - Withig
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Within the Square, to exercife their Arms, |
And, as I fee Occafion, favour thee,

T laugh to think bow your unfhaken Cato
Will look aghaft, while unforefeen Deftruélion
Pours in upon him thus from every Side.

So, where our wide Numidian Waftes extend, .
Sudden; th’impetuous Hurricanes defcend, LA
Wheel through the Air, in circling Eddies play, I
Tear up the Sands, and {weep whole-plins away.

The helplefs Traveller, with wild Surprize, % ‘

“Sees thy dry Defartall sround him rife,
And {mother'd in the dufty Whirlwind Dies. .
. - [W.

The End of the Second AL -

Ap*r



ACT IlI. SCENE L

Marcus and Portius.

MARCUS.

..,,J iZey HANKS to fity Stars T Bave nét ranged
N i about
I NG The Wilds of Life, ere 1 cduli find 2
k% - Friend;
%G @R Nature firft pointed out my Pertius to iite,
: - And carly raught me, by her fecree Force,
To love thy Perfon, ere I knew thy Merit;
>Till what was Inftie&, grew vp into Friend)p
Pors, Marcks, the Friendfips of the World ute oft
- Confed'racies in Vice, or Leagues of Pleifure;
Ours has fevereft Virtue for its Bafis,
And fuch a Friendfhip endy not but with Lie.
Maye. Portins thou know’ft my Soul 1 ll 8 WeakneG,
Theh prythee fpare me on its tender Side,
Induige me but it Love, my other Paffions
Shall rife and fall by Virtue’s niceft Rales. .
Por. When Love’s well-timed, “tis not a Fiult ta love,
The Strong, theBrave, the Virtuous, and the Wife
Sink in the foft Captivity together.
1 wou'd not urge thee to difmifs thy Paffien,
(1 kaow ’twere vain) but to fuppreﬁ ies Force,
’Till better Times may make it Jook miore graceful,
Mare, Alss; Thou talk’t like one who ntver felt
Th impatiéne Throbbs and Longings of a Soul, -
That pants, and reaches after diftant Good,
‘ Ci3 . S |
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A Lover does not live by vulgar Time:
Believe me, Portius, in my Lucia’s Abfence
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a Burden;
And yet, when I behold the charming Maid, )
I'm ten-times more andone ; while Hope and Fear,
And Grief, and Rage, and Love, rife up at once,
And with Variety of Pain diftra@ me.
Por. What can thy Portiss do to give theeHelp? -
Marc. Portins, thou oft cajoy’@t the Fair One’s Prefence.
Then undertake my Caufe, and plead it to her
With all the Strength and Heats of Eloquence
Fraternal Love and Friendthip can infpire.
Tell her thy Brother languifhes to Death,
And fades away, and withers in his Bloom ;
That he forgets his Sleep, and lothes his Food,
That Youth, and Health and War are joylefs to him:
Deferibe his anxious Days, and reftlefs Nights,
And all the Tormeats that thou feeft me fuffer.
Por. Mageus, 1 beg thee give me not an Office,
That (uks with me fo ill. Thou kaow’t my Temper,
Marc. Wilt thou behold me finking in my Woes?
And wilt thou not reach out a friendly Arm,
To raife me from amidft this Plunge of Sorrows?
Por. Marceus, thou can’t not ask what I'd refufe.
But here believe me I've a thoufand Reafons—-- -
Marc. 1 know thou'lt By my Paffion’s out of Scafon,
That Cato’s great Example and Misfortuncy
Sbou'd both confpire to drive it from my Thoughts.
But what’s all this to one who loves like me!
Ob Portius, Portins, from my Soul I with
Thou didft but know thy felf what ’tis to lovel
Then wou'dft thou pity and affift thy Brother,
Por. What fhould I do! If I difciofe my Paffion
Our Friendthip’s at an end: If I conceal it,
The World will call me falle to a Friend and Brother.
. - [dfids
Mare,

.
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Marc. But fee where Lucia, at her wonted Hour,
Amid the cool of yon high Marble Arch,
Enjoys, the Noon-day Breeze! Obferve her, Portins!
That Fsce, that Shape, thofe Eyes, that Heav’n of Beauty!
Obferve her well, and blame me if thou can’tt.

Por. She fees us and advances----

Mare, Il withdraw,
And leave you for a while. Remember, Portius,
Thy Brother’s Life depends upon thy Tongue. - [Bxz.

Lucia, Portius,

- Xme, Did not I fee your Brother Marens here?
Why did he fly the Place, and thun my Prefence?

Pors. Oh, Lucis, Language is too faint to (hew

His Rage of Love; it preys vpon his Life;

He pines, he fickens, he defpairs, he dics:

His Paffions and his Virtues lie confufed,

And mixt together in fo wild a Tumul,

That the whole Man is quite disigur’d in him;
Heav'ns! wou'd one think *twere poflible for Love
Tao make fuch Ravage in a noble Soul !

Oh, Lucis, Pm diftrefy’d! my Heart bleeds for him;
Ev’n now, while thus I fand bleft in thy Prefence,
A fecret Damp of Gricf comes o’cr my Thoughts,

. And I'm unhappy, tho’ thou fimileft upon me.

Luc. How wile thou guard thy Honoury ia the Shock
Of Love and Friendthip! think betimes, my Portins,
Thiok how the Nuptial Tie, that might enfure
Our mutual Blifs, wou'd raife to fuch a Height
Thy Brother’s Gricfs, as might perbaps deftroy him,

Bors. Alas, poor Youth! what doft thou think, my

Lucin} L His
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His gen'rous, open. undefigning Heart e
Has beg'd his Rival to folicit for him.
Then do not itrike him dead with a Denial,
Bur hold him 'up in Life, and cheer his Sou]
With the faint glimm’ring of a doubtful Hope :
Perhaps when we have pals'd thefe gloomy Heurs,
And weather’d out the Storm that beats upon us---=
Luc. No, Portins, no! I fee thy Sifter’s Tears,
Thy. Father’s Anguifh, and thy Brother’s Death,
In the Purfuit of our ill-fated Loves.
And, Portius, bere 1 {wear, to Heav’n | fwear, -
Te Heav'n, and ail the Pow’ss that judge Mankind, = -
Never ro mix my plighted Haods with thine,
While fuch a Cloud of Mifchiefs hangs about us,
Bur to forget our Loves, and drive thee out
From all my Thoughts, as far-----=-as I am able,
Por, What haft thou faid !I'm thudder-firuck-merees
Recait )
Thofe hafty Words, or T am loft for ever.
Luc. Has not the Vow already pafs’d my Lips?
The Gods have heardit, and ’tis feal'd inHeav’n, -
May all the Vengeance, that was ever pour'd
On perjur'd Heads, o’crwhelm me, if I break it!
[ After & Paufs.
~ Por. Fixt in Aﬁomﬂ:ment.! gaze upon thee;
Like one juft blafted by s Stroke from Heav'n,
Who pants for Breath, and fiffens, yet alive,
In dreadfal Looks: A Monument of Wrath!
Luc. At length Pvealted my feveret Part, -
I feel the Woman breaking in epon me, :
And melt sbout my Heart! my Tears will flow. y
But oh Il think no more ! the Hand of Fate *
Has torn thee from me, and I muft forget thee.
Por. Hard-hearted, cruel Maid!
Lsc. Ob flop thofe Sounds,
o Kilng Syt Why ot thox o spo i
, T My
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My Blood runs cold, my Heart forgets to heave,
And Life it {elf goes out at thy Difpleafure.
The Gods forbid us to indulge our Loves,

But oh! I cannot bear thy Hate and live!

Por. Talk pot of Love, thou never knew’ its Forces

I’ve been deluded, led into & Dream,

Of fancied Blifa O Lacis, cruel Maid!

Thy dreadful Vow, leaden with Desth, fill founds
In my ftunn'd Ears, What fhall I fay or do?
Quick, let us part! Petdition’s in thy Prefence,
And Horror dwells sbout thee!«-~-- Ha, fhe-faints!
Wretch that [ am ! what bas my Rathnefs doge}
Lucia thou injur'd Innoceace! thou beft .
And lovely’®t of thy Sex! awake, my Lucis,

Or Portius rufBes on his Sword to join thee.
--=-Her Imprecations reach not to the Tomb,
They fhut not out Socicty in Death---=

But Hah! She moves! Life wanders up and down H
Through dll her Facé, and Lights up ev'ry Charm.

Luc. O Portins, was this velll----to frows on her
That lives upon thy Smiles! to call in Doubt
The Faith of one expiring 4t thy Feet,

That laves thee more than ever Workan lov’d!
~=-- What do I fay? My balf-recover’d Senfe
Forgets the Vow in which my Soul is bound.
Deftruction Rands betwixt us! We muft part, -
Por. Name not the Word, my frighted Thoughts rus
back,’
And fartle into Madnefs at the Sound.

Luc. What woy'dft thdu have me do? Confidet well
The Train of s our Love wou’d draw belfind it.
Think, Portins, thiok thou fec’® thy dying Brothor .
Stabb'd at his Heart, and all béfoear'd with Blood, -
Storming at Heav’a and thee! Thy awful. Sre
Sternly demands the Caufe, tf’ docdvfed Chufk,

That robbs him of his Son! poor Marcia trembles,
Cs Then

RS W - - . ~
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Then tears hes- Hair, and frantick in her Gricfs
Calls out on Zwcia! what could Lucis anfwer ¥ !
Or how ftand up in fuch a Scenc of Sorrow
Por. To my Confufion, and Eternal Grief,
I mult approve the Sentence that deftroys me,
The Mift. that hung about my Mind, clears ap;
‘And now, athwart the Terrors that thy Vow
¥as planted round thee, thou appesr’ft more fair,
More amisgble, and rifeft in thy Charms,
Lovely'ft of Women! Heav'n is in thy Soul,
Beauty and Virtue fhine for ever round thee,
Bright'ning each other! Thou art all Divine!
Luc. Porsins, no more! thy Wurds fhoet thro' my
Heart,
Melt my Refolves, and.turn me sll to Love.
Why are thofe Tears of Fondnefs in thy Eyes?
Why heaves thy Heart? why fwells thy Soul with Sorrow®
2t foftens me too much----Farewel, my Portins,
Farewcl, -tho’ Death is in the Word; For-ever }
Por. Sy, Lucia, fay! What doft thou fay ? For-ever?
Lac. Have I not fivorn @ If, Portius, thy Succels -
Muft throw thy Brother on his Fate, Farewel,
©Oh, how fhall I repeat the Word! For-ever!
Por. T hus o'er the dying Lamp th’unfteady Flame
Hangs quiv’ ring on s Poiut, leaps off by Fits,
And falls again, a3 loth to quit its Hold.
«-=-Thou muft not go, my Soul fiill hovers o’er theo,
And ‘can’t get loofe.
Luc. If the firm "Portins fhake
To hear of Parting, think what Eucia fufferst
Por. ‘Tis true; unruffied and ferenc I've mer
The common Accidents of Life, but here
Such an unlook’d-for Storm of 1lis falls oo me,
Tt beats dowwn all my Strength. 1 cannat bear i,
Wemuft notpart..
Eue. What doft thou fay? Not part?
N
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Baft thou forgot the Vow that I bave made?

Are there not Heav’ns, and Gods, and Thunder, o'er us!
~=--=--But fee, thy Brother Marcss bends this Way !

I ficken at the Sight. Once more, Farewel,

Farewel, and know theu wrong'@t me, If thou think'ft
Ever was Love, or ever Grief, like mine. {Exis,

SCENE I i

Marcus, Portius,

Mure. Portins, what Hopes? how fands She? Am I ,
doom’d
To Life or Dzath?

Por. What woud't thou have me fay? .

Marc. What means this penfive Pofture? thou appear’lt
Like one amazed and terrified

Por. I've Reafon.

Marc, Thy down-caft Looks, andthydn(order’d Thoughts
Tell me my Fate. T asknot théSuccefs
My Caufe bas found.

Por. I'm griev'd I undertook it.

Marc. What? do’s the barbarous Maid infult my Heart,
My aking Heart ! and trivmph in my Pains?

* That I cou'd caft her from my ﬁ'houghts for ever ?

Por. Away! you'rc too fufpicious in your Gricfs;
Lucia, though {worn never to think of Love,
Compafiionates your Pains, and pities you,

Mare, Compafiionates my Pains, and pities me !
What is Compaffion when ’ris void of Love!

Fool that I was to choofe fo cold a Friend
To urge my Caofe! Compaffionates my Pains !
Pry’thee what Are, what Rhet’rick did'ft thon ufs
To gain this mighty Boon? She Pitics ms! -

: A s
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To one that asks the warm Returns of Love,
Compaffion’s Cruelty, ’tis Scorn, ’tis Death-==2
Port, Mircus, no move ! have T deferved this Tredtment?’
More, What bave I Gid! O Porsius, © forgive me!
" A Soul exnfp rated in Ills falls out
With ev'ry Thing, its Friend, its felf----But hqb' )
What mreans ther Shout; big with the Sounds of War?
What new Alerm ?
Pors. A fecond, louder yet,
Swells in the Winds, and cemes nore futl upon us.
Marc. Ob, for fome glorious Caufe to fall in Battle!
Lucia, thou hat undone me! thy Difdain
Has broks my Heart: ’tis Death moft give me Bafe.
Por. Quick, let us hence; who knows if cae’s Life.
Stand fure? O Marews, 1 am warm’d, my Heart ’
Leaps at the Trumpct s Voice, and buras for Glory. [w

"SCENE 1IV. ‘
Enter Sempronius with the Leaders of the Musiny.

Semp. At length the Winds are rsiv'd, the Scorm blows
bigh,
Be it your Care, my Friends, to keep it up
In its fult Fury, and dire& it right,
*Till it bas fpenat iv felf on Cars’s Head,
Mean-while 'l herd among his Friends, and. feem
‘Onc of the Numbir, that whate’er arrive, '
My Fricads and Fellow-Soldiers may be fafe. [Ewit,
8 Lead. We all are fafe, Sempronins is our F‘l‘nnd,
Sempronius is as brave & Man 83 Cato.
But heark! he Eaters. BHear up boldly to him;
Be fure you beat him dewn, 1ad bind him fafd.
This Day will end our ‘Toils, and give us Reft!
¥ear nothing, for Semproniug is ous Fricnd,
‘SCENE
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) SCENE V. |
Enter Cato, Sempronius, Lucius, Portius, and Marcus,

Cato. Where are thefe bold intrépid Sons of War,
That greatly turn their Backs upon the Foe,
And to their General {end a brave Defianee? .
Semp. Curfe on their Daftard Soyls, they ftand sfto-
aiddi, - [ 4fidr,
Cato. Perfidioys Men! and will you thus difhonour
Your paft Exploits, and fully all your Wars?
Do you confefs *twas not a Zecal for Rome,
Nor Love of Lilgeny, nor Thirft of Honour,
Drew you thus far; but Hopes to fhare the Spoil
Of conquer'd Towns, and plunder’d Provinces?
Fired with fuch Motives you do well to join
With Caso’s Foes, and follow Cefar’s Banners,
Why did I'fcape th’envesom’d Afpic’s Rage,
And all the fiery Mentters of the Defart,
To fee this Day? Why cou’d not Caso fall
. Without your Guile? Behold, ungrateful Men,
Behold my Bofom naked to your Swords,
And let the Man that’s injured firike the Blow,’
Which of you all fufpets that be is wrong'd,
Or thioks he fiffers greater lils than Cato? ?
-Am I diftinguifh'd from yoa but by Tails,
Superior Toils, and heavier Weight of Cares!
Painful Preeminence! .
Semp, By Heav’ns they droop!
Confufion to the Villains! All is loff. . &/ ]
Cato. Hase you forgotten Libya’s burning Wafte,
Its barren Rocks, parch’d Earth, and Hills of Sand,
Its tainted Air, and all its Broods of Poifon? o
» A0 a4 113 D000 o1 voi W
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Who was the firft to explore th’untrodden Path,
When Lifc was hazarded in ev'ry Step ?

Or, fainting in the long laborious March,

When on the Banks of an unlook’d-for Stream

You funk the River with repeated Draughts,

Who was the latt in all your Hoft that thirfled?

Semp. If fome penurious Source by chance sppear'd
Scanty of Waters, when you {coop'd it dry,

And offer’d the full Helmet up to Cats,
Did he not dath th’ untafted Moifture from him¢
~ Did not he lead you through the Mid-day Sun,
" And Clouds of Duft ? Did not his Temples glow
In the fame fultry Winds, and {corching Heits?
Cato. Hence, worthlefs Men! Hence! and complin
to Cafar
You could not undergo the Toils of War,
Nor bear the Hardfhips that your Leader bore.

Lwuc. See, Catey fce th’ unhappy Men! they weep?
Fear, and Remorfe, and Sorsow for their Crime,
Appear in ev’ry Look, and plead for Mercy. )

Cato. Learn to be honeft Men, give up your Leaders,
And Pardon fhall defcend on all the reft.

Semp. Cate, commiit thefe Wretches to my Care.
Firft let em each be broken on the Rack,

Then, with what Life remaing, impaled and left
To writhe st Leifure round the bloody Stake.
There let ’em hang, and taint the Southern Wind.
The Partners of their Crime will learn Obedience,
. When they look up aad fec their Fellow-Traitors
Stuck on a Fork, and black’ning in the Sun.

Luc. Sempronixs, why, why wilt thou urge the Fate
Of wretched Men? .

_Semp. How! wou'dft thou clear Rebellion!

Lucins ‘(good Man) pities the poor Offenders
‘That wou'd imbrue their Hands in Caro’s Blood.
Cate. Focbear, Semproninsi-=--Scc they fuffer Death,
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Or our Deaths glorious in thy juft Defence.
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But in their Deaths remember they sre Men, )
Strain not the Laws to make their Tortures gricvous
Lucins, the bafe degen'rate Age requires
Severity, and Juftice in its Rigour;
This awes an impious, bold, offending World,
Commands Obedience, and gives Force to Lawen
When by juft Vengeance guilty Mortals perifln.
The Gods bebold their Punifhment with Pleafure,
And lay th’ uplifted Thunder-bolt afide,

Semp, Cato, 1 execute thy Will with Pleafure.

Cato. Mean-wliile we'll facrifice to Liberty,
Remember, O my Friends, the Laws; the Rights;
The gen’rous Plan of Power deliver'd down,
From Age to Age, by your renown'd Forefathers,
(So dearly bought the Price of fo much Blood)
O let it never perifh in your Hands!
But pioufly tranfmit it to your Children.
Do thou, great Liberty, infpire our Souls,
And make our Lives in thy Poffeffion happy,

[Bxe. Cato, cvs,

—

SCENE VL
Sempronius and the Laaders of the Mutiny.

1 Lead. Sernpronius, you have s@ed like your felf,
One wou'd have thonght you had been haif in Earnctl. .
Semp. Villain, fland eff ! bal grovling worthlefs

Weetches, -
Moagrels in Faion, poor faint~hearted Traitors!
a Lead. Nay, now you carry it too far, Semproniuss
Throw off the Mask, there arc mone here bat Fricnds.&”’
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Semp, Kaow, Villains, when fuch paltry Slaves prefume
To mix in Treafon, if the Plot fucceeds,
They're sirown neglected By: But if it fails,
They're fure_to dic like Dogs, &5 you fhall do.
Here, take thefe Fa&tious Moafters, drag 'em forth
To fudden Desth.

T

Enter Guards,

t Lead. Nay, fince it comes to this-=—s=--
Semp. Difpatch ’em quick, but firft pluck out their
Tongues,
Left with their dying Breath they fow Sedition.
[Exewns Guards with the Leaders,

SCENE VIL

Syphax and Semprorfius,

Syph. Our fisft Defign, my Friend, has prov'd Ibortivci
Still chere remains an After-game to play:
‘My Troops are mounted ; their Numidias Steeds
Snuff up the Wind, and long to fceur the Defart :
Let but Semprenius bead us in our Flighe,
We'll force the Gate where Marcws keeps his Guard,
And bew down all that would oppofe our Paflage,
A Day will bring us into Cefar’s Camp.
Semp. Confufien! I have fail'd of half my Purpofe.
Marcia, the charming Marcia’s left behind 1-
Syph. How? will Sermpromius turn 2 Woman's Slave!
Semp. Think not thy Friend can ever feel the foft
Unmaaly Warmth, and Teodernefs of Love,
Syphax, 1 long to clafp that haughty Maid,
And bend her ftubborn Virtue to my Paffion:
Witen I have gone thus far, I'd catt her off,
R S
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Syph. Well faid! that's fpoken like thy felf, Sempronius,
What hinders then, but that you find her out,
And hurry her sway by manly Force?
Semp. But how to gain Admiffian? For Accefd
Is given to none bur Fwéa, and her Brothers, .
Syph. Thou fhalt have Fwda’s Drefs, and Fubs’s Guards:
The Doors will open, when Numidia’s Prince
Seems to appear before the Slaves, that watch them. )
Semp. Heav'ns what a Thought is there! Marcia’s my
own!
Bow will my Bofom f{wrell with anxious Joy,
Whea I behold her ftruggling in my Arms,
With glowing Beauty, and diforder’d Charms,
While Fear and Anger, writh alternate Grace,
Pant in her Breaft, and vary in her Face!
So Pinte feiz’d of Proferpine, convey'd
To Hell's tremendous Gloom th' affrighted Maid,
There grimly {mil'd, pleas’d with the besuteous Prize;
Nor enry'd Fove bis Sun-thine and hiv Skies,

The End of the Third A C T.




ACT IV. SCENE 1L
Lucia a#d Marcia.

LUCI A4,

% O W tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy Soud

e, 1f thou believ’t *tis poffible for Woman

Bk To fuffer greater Ills than Lucia fuffers?
Marc. O Lucis, Lusis, might my big-

fwoln Heart [row:

Bt Vent all its Grief, and give s Loofc to Sor-

Marcia cou’d anfwer thee in Sighs, keep Pace

With all thy Woes, and count out Tear for Tear.

Luc. 1 know thou’st doom’d alike, to be belov’d
By Fwba, and thy Father’s Friend Semspromiss;

But which of thefc has Power to charm like Porsins?

Mare. Still muft 1 beg thee riot to name Semproniss {

_ Lsucia, 1 like not that loud boift’rous Man;

Faba to all the Brav’ry of a Hero

Adds fofteft Love, and more than Female Sweetnels;
Fnba might make che proudeft of our Sex, .
Any of Woman-kiad, bat Marcis, happy.

Luc. And why not Marciaz Come, you firive in vain
To bide your Thoughts from one, who knows too well
The inward Glowisgs of a Heart in Love. )

Marc. While Caro lives, his Daughter has no Right
To love or hate, but as his Cloice dire@s, )

Luc. But fhou'd this Father give youto Semspromins !
Mare. 1 dare not think he will : But if he fhou'd--men
Why wilt thou add to all the Griefs I fuffer = =
Lmaginary Lls, aod fancy'd Tortures?

S ]

<
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I hear the Sound of Feer} they march this Way!
+ Let as retire, and try if we can drown .
Each fofter Thought in Senfe of prefent Danger,

When Love once pleads Admiffion to our Hearts
(In fpite of all the Virtue we can boaft) :
The Woman that Deliberates is loft. [Exeams, -

Enter Sempronius, drefi'd like Juba, with Numidian
' Guards, :

Semp. TheDeer is lodg'd. Y've track’d her to her Coverts
Be fure you mind the Word, and when [ give it,
Ruth in at once, and fcize upon your Prey.
L Let not her Crics or Tears have Force to move you.
I ~-—=How will the young Nusidian rave to fea
His Miftrefs loft? If aught cou’d glad my Soul,
Beyond th’Enjoyment of fo bright a Prize,
'Twou'd be to Torture that young gay Barbarian.
-=-=-But heark, what Noife! Death to my Hopes! tis by
'Tis Fuba’s [elft there is but one Way loftem-—
He mutt be murder’d, and a Paffage cut
Through thofe his Guards--------Hah, Daftards, do you
tremble! :
Or 2& likc Men, or by yon azure Heav'n--~.-

Enter  Juba.

Fsb. What do 1 fee? Who's this that dares ufurp
The Guards and Habit of Numidia’s Prince?

Semp. One that was born to fcourge thy Arrogances
Prefoumptuous Youth!

Fxb. What can this mean? Sempronins!

Semp. My Sword {ball anfwer thee, Hava at thy Heart,

*
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Fub. Nay, then beware thy own proud barbarows Man |
[Semp. falls. His Guards furrend.

Semp. Cutfe on my Stars! Am I then doom’d to fall ‘

By a Boy’s Handdisfigur'd in a vile

Numidian Drefs, and for a worthlefs Woman? ‘

.Gody, I'm diftradted! This my Clofe of Life!

‘O for a Peal of Thunder that wou'd make ‘

Earth, Ses, and Air, and Heav'n, and Caro tremble!  [Dies ™|
Fub. With what a Spring his furious Soul broke loofc,

And left the Limbs @till quiv’ring on the Ground !

Hence let us carry off thofe Slaves to Cate,

That we may there ot length unravel all

This dark Defign, this Myftery of Fate.

L [Bxis Juba with Prifemers, &c.

SCENE I

Enter Lucia and Marcis.' .

Lus, Sure *twras the Clath of Swords; my troubled Heart
1s fo caft down, and funk amidit its Sorrows,
It throbs, with Fear, and akes at ev'’ry Sound.
O Marcia, hou'd thy Brotbers for my Sake!-—=
I die away with Horror at the Thought. (Murder!

Marc. Sce, Lucia, fec} here’s Blood! here's Blood and
Hah! a Numidian! Heiv'ns preferve the Prince:

The Face lies muffled Gp within the Garment, ¢
But hah! Death to my Sight! a Diadem, :
And Purple Robes! O'Gods! ’tis be, s be!

Fuba, the lovelielt Youth that ever warm’d

A Virgin's Heart, Fwba lies dead before us!

Luc, Now, Marcia, now call up to thy Affiftance
Thy wonted Strength, and Conftancy of Mind;
Thou can’@t not puc it to a greater Trial,

S T Murs
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Marc. Licia, look there, and wonder st my Patience,
Have 1 not Csufe to rave, and beat miy Breaft,
To rend my Heare with Grief, sad run diftmcbed!
Luc. What can | think or Tay to give thee Comfoet?
Marc. Talk not of Comfort, 'tis for lighter Iils ;
Behold a Sight, that firikes all Comfort dead, '
Enter Juba lifning,
1 will indulge my Sorrows, sad give way
To all the Pangs and Fury of Defpair,.
That Man, that beft of Men, deferv'd it from me:
Fub. What dol bear ? and was the falle Sempravins
That beft of Men? O bad I fall'n like him,
And cou’d have thus beea mourn'd, I had been happy!
‘Luc. Here will 1 ftand, Companioa in thy Woes,
And help thee with my Tears, when I behold
A Lofs like thine, 1 haif forget my own.
Mare. 'Tis not in Fate to eafe my tortur'd Braaft.
i, This empty World, te me a joylefs Defart,
Has nothing left to make poor Marzia’happy.
" Fub. 'mon theRack ! Was be {o near her Heart ?
Mare. O he was all made up of Love and Charms,
"W hatever Maid cou’d with, or Man admire:
Delight of ev'ry Eye! When he appear’d,
A fecret Pleafure gladned all that faw bims
But when he talk’d, the proudeft Romas blufh’d
To hear his Virtues, and old Age grew wxfe.
Fxé. 1 fhall run Mad ——
Marc. O Fuba! Fuba!
. Fub. What means tha Votce? did fhe not callon Fwiaz
" Marc. \Why do 1thinkon what be was! he's deadt.
He’s dead, and never knew bow much 1 Jov'd him.
Lucin, who knaws bat bis poor beeding Huare,
Amidft its Agonies, remember’d Marcia,
And the lat Words he utter’d call'd me Cruel !
Alas, be kiew not, baplefs Youth, be knew not
Marcia’s
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Marcia’s whole Soul was full of Love and Fwéa!
Fuba. Where am 1! do [ live! or am indeed
What Marcia thinks! all is Elyfion round me!
- Marc. Ye dear Remains of the moft Jov'd of M:n'
Nor Modefty nor Virtue here forbid
A lat Embrace, while thus- -=--—n
Fub. Sec, Marcia, fce [Throwing bmfdf before bem
The happy Fuba lives! be lives to catch
That dear Embrace, and to return it too
With mutual Warmth asd Eagernefs of Love.
Mare. With Pleafure and Amaze, I ftand ttanfported'
Sute *tis & Dream! Dead and Alive at once!
If chou art Fubs, who lies there?
Fub. A Wretch,
Dilguifed like 7wba on 3 curs’d Defign.
The Tale is long, nor bave I heard it eut,
Thy Father knows itall. 1 could not bear J
To lcave thee in the Neighbourhood of Death,
But flew, in all the hafte of Love to find thee;
I found thee weeping, and confefs this once,
Am wrapp'd with Joy to fee my Marcia’s Teirs,
Mare. 1've been furprized in an unguarded Hour,
But muft not now go back: The Love, that lay
Half {mother'd in my Breaft, has broke through all
Its weak Reftraints, -and burns in its full Luftre,
1 canoor, if I wou'd, conceal it from thee,
Fub. Um loft in Ecftafy! and doft thou Love,
Thou charming Maid?
Mare. And doft thou Live to ask it? . ¥
F#b. This, this is Life indeed! Life worth preferving,
Such Life as Fuba never felt till now!
Marc. Believe me, Prince, before I thought thee dead,
1did not know my felf how much Ilov'd thee.
Fub. O fortunate Miftake! .~
Mare, O bappy Marcia!
Fub.- My Joy! my beik Beloved! my only Viith!
. : Hew
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How fhall T {pesk the Tranfport of my Soul!
" Muarc. Lucia, thy Arm! Oh let me reft upon itl-=-
The Vital Blood, that had fotfook my Heast,
Returns sgain io fuch tumultaous Tides,
It quite O’'ercomes me, Lead me to my Apartmicnt,--e=

O Prince! [blufhto think what Ihave faid,

But Fate has wrefted the Coaofeflion from me;
Go on, and profper in the Paths of Honour.
Thy Virtue will excufe my Paffion for thee,
And make the Gods propitious to our Love.
' [Ex. Marc, and Luc,
Fxb. T am fo bleft, T fear *fis all a Dream,
Fortune, thou now haft made amends for all
Thy paft Unkindnefs, I abfolve my Stars.
What tho’ Numidis add her conquer'd Towns
And Pravinces to fwell the Vidkor’s Triumph?
Fuba will never at his Fate repine;
Let Cefar have the Woild, if Marcia’s mine. [Exis.

A March at a Diftance.

Enter Cato, and Luciqs.

Isnc. 1 fland aftonifh’d! What, the bold Sempronins?
That fill broke foremoft through the Crow’d of Patriow
As with a Hurricane of Zeal tranfported,

And virtuous ev’n to Madnefg--~

Cats. Truft me, Lucins, -

Our Civil Difcords have produced fuch Crimes,
Such monftrous Crimes, 1 am furprized at netliing,
«--==O Lucius, 1 am fick of this bad World!

The Day-light and the Sun grow painful to me,

4+ Xnter
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Enser Portius,

But fee where Portius comes! what means this Hafte?
Why are thy Looks thus changed?

Port. My Heart is griev'd. :

Ybring fuch News as will afflict my Father. (

Caso. Has Cafar fhed more Roman Bload?

Port. Not fo. -

The Traitor Syphax, as within the Square

He exercifed his Troops, the Signal given,

Flew off at once with his Numidien Hosfo

To the Seuth Gate, where Marcus holds the Watch.
1 faw, and call'd to ftop him but in vain,

He toft his Arm aloft, and proudly told me,

He would not ftay and perifh like Sempronins.

Cats. Perfidious Men! but hafte, my Son, and fe2 _
‘Thy Brother Marens A&s a Roman’s Part., [Exit Portius."
we=swa-Luciss, the Torrent bears too hard upon me:
JuBlice gives Way to Force: the conquer’d World
IsCafar’s: Cato has no Bufinefs in it.

Lue. While Pride, Oppre(fion, and Injuftice reiga,
The World will &ill demand her Caso’s Prefence,

In Pity to Mankind, fubmit toCefar,
- And reconcile thy mighty Soul to Life.

Cate. Would Lucius have me live to fwell the Number
Of Cafar’s Slaves, or by & bafe Submitfion i
Give up the Caufe of Rome, and own s Tyrant?

Luc. The ViGor never will impofe on Caro
Ungen'rqus Terms, His Enemics confefs
The Virtues of Humanity are Cafar's.

Cats. Curle on bis Vistues! They’ve undone his Country.
Such Popular Humaaity is Trealon----

But fee young Fwba! the good Youth appears
Full of the Guilt of his perfidious Subjecs. :
Luc. Alas, poor Prince! his Fate.defeeves Compaiion,
i bt
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Enser Juba,

u6. 1 blufh, and am confounded to appear
Betore thy Prefence, Cato. ;
Case. What’s thy Crime? - .
Fub. I'm a Numidian,
Gate, And a brave onc too,
Thou haft a Reman Soul,
Fub. Haft thou not heard
Of my falfe Countrymen?
Cato. Alas, young Prince,
Falfhood and Fraud fhoot up in ev’ry Soil,
The Produc of all Climes-----Romse has its Cefars.
Fub. *T'is gen'rous thus to-comfort the Diftrefs’d.
Cato. *Tis juft to give Applaufe where ’tis deferv'd <
Thy Virtae, Prince, has ftood the Teft of Fortune,
Like pureft Gold, thar, tortur'd in the Furnace,
Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its Weight.
Fwb. What Mall T anfwer thee? my ravifh'd Heart

“O'erflows with fecret Joy: T'd rather gsin

Thy Praife, O Cate, than Numidia's Empire.

Re-enter Portlus, .

Por. Misfortune on Misfortune! Grief on Grief?
My Brother Marcasess-=-me-

Cate, Hab! what bas he'done?
Has be forfook his Poft? has he giv’n Way?

" 'Did he look tamely on, and let em pafi ?

Por. Scarce had I left my Father, but [ met him
Born on the Shields of his furviviag Soldiers,

« Breathlefs and pale, and cover'd p'er with Wounds!
" Long, at the Head of his few faithful Friends,

He flood the Shock of a whole Hoft of Foess
*Till abftinately brave, and bent on Death, '
Oppreft with Multitudes he greatly fell, -
Cats. I'm fatisfyd. -
Por.



Por. Wor did he fall before
His Sword had pierc'd through the falfe Heart of S”bax
Yonder he Ies. 1 '‘fiw the ‘hotty Traitor
Grin in the Pangs of Death, and bite the’ Gmd

Caso. Thanks to the Gods! fty Boy™Mas done hiv'Daty.
em~.--Portins, when I am Dead, befire thou’plice
His Urn near mine.

Por. Long may they keep afunder !

Lsuec. O Cato, arm thy Soul with all its Patiente;
Sce where the Corps of thy dead Son: approachest
“The Citizens and Senators, alarm’d,
Harve gather’'d roand it, and dtesnd it-Weeping

Cato ' miering the Corps.

Cate. Welcome, wy Son! ‘Hlere lay him 'dom.my
Friends,
Full in my Sighr, that T.may wiew dc leifure
The blotdy Coarfe, -and count thofe glotious Wounds.
~.—-How beautiful is Death, Whenegfo’d by Virtue!
‘Who would not be that Youth? What:Pity fs it
‘That we can die but Oace to ferve our Couutry!
e--.~Why fits this Saduefs on your Brows, my Friends ?
I fhou'd hawe bluih'd if Gato’s Houle had flood
‘Secure, and flourifh'd in a Civil War.
==---Portins, behold thy Brother, and remember
Thy Life is ot thy own, when Rowse- demaads it,
Fub. Was ever Man like this! Afids. .
Cars, Alas, my Friends !
“Why mourn you thus? Let not a private Lofs -
A& your Hearts. °Tis Reme requires our Tears,
The Miftrefs of the World, the Scar of Empire,
The Nurfe of Heroes, the Delight of Gods,
That humbled the prond Tyrants of the Rarth,
And (et the Nations free, Rome is no more,
Q Lberty! O Virtue! O'my Country!
.. Fub, Behold that upright Maa! Rome fills his Eycs
With
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4 , that. flaw’d mat o’er his own dead Son.
Withr Tears, tha 9 _ e
Caso. Whate'er the Raman; Virtye, bas fubdo'd,
The Sun’s whole Gangfe, the Day. and Year,, arc Cafar's.
For him the felf devoted Desid dy'd,
The Fabii fell, and the: great Safpw’s conguer’d;.
Ev’n Pompey faught for Gafar. Qb my Eriends ¥
How is the Toil of Fatey the Work of Ages,.
‘The Roman Empire falln!: Q curf} Ambitipal:
Fall'n into Cefan's klgnds! Our great Faye-fathars
Had left bim nought ta. Cangpen but, his. Cawatry,.-
Fub. While:Catalives, Gefar will blufh. tg, e,
Mankind enflaved, apd be-athamed of Empite-
Gato. Cafas albamed! Has not b fea, Ebar/alia {
Lyc. Cato, 'tis Time thon, fave thy. felf and: us.
Gatg. Lale.not.3Thanght an.me, I'm ont of Danger:.
Heav'n will not kaye me-in the ViQar's Baod,, .
Cafar thall never 2y 1 conquer’d, Cato,
But Oh my Friends,. yonr. Safety, ills my. Heat
With anxious Thopgh: # thoufind, fraret. Terrarn
Rife in my, Sonl: Bawe fpall 1 fane. my Frigndg!,
2 Tis nowy O Gafyr. 1 begin to fear thee,, -y
Luc. Cafar has Mgrcy,. if we ask it of him.
" Cate. ‘Then ask ity I eqajpre you! let him kgaw.
‘Whate'er was dope againft: him.. Cate did if,
Add if Yom pleafk, tha- I requegt it of him,
That 1 my {df, with Tears, requed it, of him,
The Virtue of my. Exjends, mey-paf “ﬂg;&;ibﬁd._
Fba,, my, Herkis, troublod for thy ,
Should I advifs theste neggin Nevaidide
Or feek the Congueror ?-~vam
Fub, 1f 1 forfake thee, .
Whillt I have Life, may Heav'n abandon Fwés ¢
Cato. Thy Virtues, Prince, if 1 forefec aright,
will one Doy make thee Grmati ‘& Rame, bcroaltey,
*Twill be no Crime to have been Casv’s Friend,
P Portinwg



76 C 47T O.

_ Pobtius, draw near! My Son! thou oft haft feen

‘Thy Sire engaged in 3 corrupted State,

Wereftling with Vice and Fa&tion : Now thou fec'lt me

Speat, overpow'r'd, defpairing of Succefs;-

Let me advife thee to retreat betimes

To thy Paternal Seat, the Saine Field, v

Where the great Cenfor toild with his own Hands,

Azd all our frugal Anceltors were blefi’d:

In humble Virtues, and a Rural Life,

There live retired, pray for the Peace of Reme,

Content ‘thy feif to be Obfcurely good.

When Vice prevails, and impious Men bear Sway,

The Poft of Honour is a private Station:

Por. T hope, my Father does not recommend
A Life to Portius, that he feorns himfelf. _
Cwto, Farewel, my Friends! if there be any of you

Wha dare not trult the Victor’s Clemency, -

Know there are Ships prepared by my Command,

(Their Sails alteady op’ning to the Winds) :

,That fhal! convey you to the wifht-for Part.

1s there sught clfe, my Friends, I'can do for you?

The Conqueror draws near.  Onece more Farewel! .

If e’er we meet hereafter, we fhall meet

In happier Climes, and on a fafer Shore, -

Where Cefar never fhall approach us more.
‘[ Pointing to bis dead Sem;

There the brave Youth, with Love of Virtue fired,"

‘Who greatly in his Country’s Caufe expired,

Shall know the Conquer'd. The firm Patriot there

(Who made the Welfare of Mankind his Care)

Tho’ ftill, by Fa&ion, Vice, and Fottune croft,

Shall find the gen'rous Labour was aot laft.

t

The End of the Fourth AC T. |

ACT
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ACT V. SCENE L
Cato folus, fittivg in a’:bot(gbtfnl Pofture: In bis

. Hand Plato’s Back am the Immorsglity of the
U Soml. A draum Swerd on sbe Telle by bim.

BTk A%, T muft be fo.--Plato, thoy reafon’ft welll-—~
WSSty Bl Eif whonce this pleaflng Hope, this fond

S n"/f t - Pefire,
N K This longing after Immotality ?
\L\’i)? Or whepce this fecret Dread, and inward
Sl Horror,
Of flling inte Nought? Why fhrinks the Sosl
Back e ber felfy and fastls at Dedruddion ?
+ *Tis the Divinity ther ftirs withio ys;
! *Tis Heav’n it fclf, that points out an Heresfters
And intimates Eternity ta Men.
Eternity! thou. Q}qﬁng. dreadtul, Thought!
Through what, Variety of yrt-y’d Being,
Through what new Scenes and Changes mufk we pals!
The wide, th’unbounded Profpet lies before mey
But Shadows,. Clouds, and Darkacfs. ref} upon it,
~ Here will T hold, 1f there’s a Pow’r abowg us,
(And that there is all Nature cyies aloud
Through afl her Works) He muft dc]ight i Virtue;
And that which he delights in, muft be happy.
" But when! or where!---This World was made for €«fzr.
I'm weary of Canje@ur¢s--~ This muft ¢nd ‘em. .
[Laying kis Hand on bis Swoord,
Thus am I doubly arm’d: My Death and Life,
My Bane and Antidote are both before me:
This in a Moment brings me to an End
But This informs me T thyll never die.
The Sdul, fecur’d in her Exiflence, (miles
As the drawn Dagger, and defics its Point,
D3 ‘ The
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The Sm fhall fade away, the Sun himfelf : 3
Groaw dim with Age, and Nature fink in Years,. C
But thou fhakt flourifh in immortal Youth, _
Wnhurt amidit the War of Elements, B

The Wrecks of Matter, and the. Cruth of Worlds.

What means this Heavinefs that hangs upen me?”
*This Letbargy that creeps through all my ‘Senfés?:
Nature opprefs'd, and harafe'd out with Cre, -

Sinks down to Reft. This once I'll favour her. -
That my awaken’d Soul may take her Flight,
‘Renew'd in all her Strength, and Freth with Life,.

An Offring fit for Heav'n. Let Guilt or Fear
Difturb Man’s Reft :. Cato knows neither of ’em,.
Yadiffrent in his Choice to fleep or die..

. SCENE IL
Gato, Portius,
€aés. Bt halit how’s this, my Son #Why this Infrufion?:
Were.not my Orders that I would be private? -
Why am I difobey'd?
Por. Alas, my Father?
What means this Sword? this Inftrument of. Death?:
" Let me convey it hence!
Cato, Rafh Youth, forbear!’
Por. Olet the Pray’ts, th'[ntreaties of your Friends,. -
“Their Tears, their common. Danger wreft it from you.
Cats: Wou'dft thoubetray me? Wou'dft thou give me up-
A Slave, a Captive, into-Cefar’s Hands?
Retire, and learn Obedience to a Father,,
Or-know, young Mag!---~
Por. Look not thus fteroly on me;.
¥ou know I'd rather dic than difobey you.
. Cate, "Tis well! again I'm Mafter of my felf..
lyw, Cafar, let thy Troops befet. our Gates,
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And bar each-Aveaue; thy gat.hrmg Fleetsr. oy c-tar o1
- O'erfpread the Ses, and flop up ev'ry Portd,~. . [ . |
€ty fhall open to-himfelf a Pzﬂay, PP S
Ard mock Thy Hopes-~--. . S ‘?'-,
Por. O Sir, fergive your San, « | .-, o .
Whofe Gricf havgs-heary. on. him) ,Qny Fatha! N
Howam I fure it is not the laft Time - . .
1 v fHall"cdll i Jof' 8€ 00t difplcafed; - ' .
O be"not-angr§ with me whilt T weep, :
Aud, in the Anguifh of my Hedrt, Befecch you
To quit the dreadful Purpofe .of. your Soul!

Catp, ‘I‘hou hatt becn cver gooq and dutifel. . _.
[Embracing Birm,
Weep not, my' o, ‘Al wxﬂ bé'well again,
The righteous Gods,, whom I:Have fooght to pleate,

Will fuoccour Cato, and prefen(,é his Children, ‘
Por. Your Words give Comfort to my dtooping Heart:.
Cato. Portiss, thou may’ft rely upon sy Conduét.

*Thy Father will not a& what misbecomes him.

But go, my Son, and fke if aught be wanting

Among thy Father’s Frientds; fee them embarked;.

And tell me if the Winds and Seas befriend them,

My Soul is quite weigh'd down with Care, and asks

The foft Refrefhment of a Moment’s Sleep. [Exin,
Por. My.Thoughtsare more at Eafe, my Heart revives,

S CENE IL
Portius and Marcla

Por. O Marcia, O my Sifler, till there’s Hope!'
Our Father will not calt away a Life
So_needful to us all, and to his Country.
He is retired to Relt, and {cems to cherifh
Phoughts full of Peace. He has difpatch’d me hence:
With Orders, that befpeak a Mind-compofed,
And ftudious for the Safety of his Friends.. Mas=

g e Y
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Marcia, take care that none difturd Ais Stembers.  [Bxir.
Marc. O ye immostal Powers, that guand the Jufy
Watch round his Couch, wnd foften his Repofe,

Banith bis Sorrows, and becalm his Soul
With eafly Dreams 5 remember ot his Virtoes? -
Aad (thow Mankiadithst Goodnely is your Caré,

8 CEXENTEBE IV,
Lucia and Marcla, '

Lue Where is your Father, Marcis, where is Cate?
Mare. Lucia, {peak low, he is retired ta reft,
Lacia, 1 foel a gendy dawening Haope o
Rife in my Soul. We fhall be happy fill. .
Lu¢. Alas, 1 tremble wheo I think on Catey .
In every View, in every Thought I tremble
Caso is flern, and awful as 3. Gad,
He knows not haw ta wink ar humage Frailey,
Or pasdon Weaknels, that be nevar fele,
Marc. Though flern and awful tq: the Fees of Remse.
He is all Gaadnels, Lusia always mild,
Compaffionate and gerelo ta his Frieads,
Fill'd with, Domagick Tendernefs, the beft,
The kinde®t Father! I have ever found him
Eafy, and good, and bountsous t@ my Wifkes.
v Lpe. "Ths bia Confent slana can mpka us bloft'd.
Marcia, we both are equally involv’d
In the famg Intricate, perplex’d, Difivefs.
The cruel Hand of Fate, thag bas dairoyd
Thy Brothey Marcus, wham we both lament= —
Marc. And ever fhall lament, unbappy Youtht
Luc. Has fet my Soul at larie, and now 1 ftand
Loofe of my Vaw. But who knows Cato’s Thoughts ¥
Who knows how yet he may difpofe of Portins,
Or how behas determin’d of thy felf?
Mare, Let him bat live!: commit the reft to Heav'n.
o . - - . . - ~ T - E’,’t'r’

]
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' 'Ennr Lucius.

Lwé. Sweetare the Slumbers of the virtuous Man!

@ Marcia, 1 have feen thy Godlike Father: '

Some Pow’r invifible fupports his Soul,

And bears it up in all its wonted Greatnefs.

A kind refrething Sleep is fall'n upon him:

J faw him fretcht at Eafc, his Fancy loft

In pleafisg Dreams; as I drew near his Couch,

He fmiled, and cry’d, Cefar thou can’tt not hurt me. -
Marc. His Mind Rill labours with fome dreadful Thought:
Lsc. Lucis, why all this Grief, thefe Floods of Sorrow 2

Dry up thy Tears, my Child, we all are fafe

While Case lives-~--His Prefence will protect us.

Enter Juba, |

Jub. Lucins, the Horfemen are return'd from viewing
“The Number, Strength, and Pofture of our Foes,
Who now encarhp within a fhort Hour’s'March.’

On the' high Point of yon bright Weftern Tower
We kenn them from afar; the ferting Sun

Plays on their {hining Armsand burnith’d Helmets,
And covers all the Field with Gleams of Fire,

Luc, Marcia, Xis time we fhou'd awake thy Fatber,
Cefar is ill difpofed to give us Terms,

And waits at Ditaace il he hears from Cato.
. © .. . Boter Portius.

Portins, thy Looks fpeak-famewhat of Importanes:
‘Waat Tidings doft thou brimg > sethinks 1 fee
Unufual Gladnefs fparkliog in thy Eyes.

Por. As 1 was halting to the Port, where now
My Father’s Friends, impaticat for a Paflage,

Accufe the liog'ring Winds, a Sail arrived :
From Pempey's Son, who through the Realms of Spain
Calls oat for Vengeance on hia Father’s Death,

And roufes the whole Natian' up to Arms.

Were Cato at their Head, dnce: mare might R
Aflere” ber Rights, and claim her Liberty.
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But heark! Whar means that Grome! O give me way,
And let me fly intomy Father’s Prefence. [Exi
- Luc. Cato, amidR his Slumbers thinks on Rome,
And in the wild Diforder of his Soul -
Mourns o'er his Country; Hah! a.fécond Gropeh—-
Heav'n Guard us all---=----
Marc. Alas 'tis not the Voice
Of ooe who {leeps! ’tis agonizing Pain,
’Tis Dcatb is in that Sound---ewemsn
Re-enter Portius.
“Pr. O Sight of Woc!
O Marcia, what we fear’d is come to gaﬂ'
Cato is fall'a upon his. SWord------
Luc. O Portiks, !
Mide all the Horrors of thy mowspful Tale,
And let us guels. the reft,
»r. I've rais d him
And placed him- in_his ggam. where, pa!q. and famtr
Me gafps for Brearh, and,,as.bis Life. flaws from him,
Demands to fee hjs Frignds, s, ch’ml Seryantg,
Obiequious ta his Qcders,. baar him bither. -
{ The Back Scene opans, and difconers Catoy,
Mare. O-Heav'n-aflit me in this dreadful Rout
Fo pay the laft fad Duties tp my Fathicr
3'“6 Thefg a54 thy. Trinmphs, thy Expleits, Q Gefar &
. Now is Romse fal'n mdeed' --------
[Cuto broughe forward in Im Chair:
Catex. Baeo fob ‘me-dowe-sevac-
Portius, come: nedr me-~~are my Friends emblk'd 3
Can any thing be thouglit ef for their. Sersiee
Whillt T yer live, ltt me not live in waine
-0 Lucins, aot thou heret-. 'Ehummgoodw
Ect this our Fricndfi¥p live licowaeen. wer Children;
Mako Swics happy iu thy Deughten Bacia.
Alas poor Man, be Waepshe-. Marcis, ﬂaghm---
=~-+-O bend me forwacd oom~Yuds. lounhq Brcia.. .
A Senator afr Rwis, whils Rerwe fucwived, . .
o ; : _wgu-‘i-

=%




cATO0 83

‘Wou'd not have match'd bis Danghter-with’a. King,
But Cejar's Armis have theown down all DitinQion;
‘Whoc’er is Brave and Virtuous, is a-Reman ----
==-~I'm fick to Death~:-O when thall I.get loofe _
From this wain World, th’Abode of Guilt.sud Sorrow!. -ew
~—--And yet methinks a Beam of Light breiks in
On my doparting Soul. Aks, I foar
T've been too hafty. . O ye Pow'rs, that fearch
The Heart of Man, and .weigh bis inmoft Thoughts,
If I have done amils, impute it not-=---1
The beft may Eir, but you. are Good, .and--<oh! [ Dier,

Lsc. There fled the greateft Soul chat ever- wiarm’d
A Roman Brealty .Q €ato! O my Friond!
Thy Will fhall be religioufly obferv'd.
But let us bear thisawful Corps to Gafar
And lay it ip bis Sight, that it may &and
A Fence betwixt us and the ViQor's Wrath;
Cato, tho’ dead, thell-(till ;proceét his Fricnds.

From hence, let fiorce contending Nations know
What dire Effe@s from Civil Difoerd flow.
*Tis this that fhakes.our .Couatry with Alarms,
And gives up Rome a Prey to Rowsn Arms,
Produces Fraud, and Crucky, and Strife,
And robs the Guilty World of Care’s Life,

[Exowwt omsnys,

Erirocue. By Dr. GarTH.
Dadh
.Spoken by Mrs. PORTER.
W H AT odd fantaflick Things we Homen do!
Wit wos'd met lifien when young Lovers wood |
But die a Maid, yes bave the Choice of Two! .

Ladies are often cruel to their Cofty
To give you Pain, themfelves shey punifh mof.

Yews

F Y Y _



EPILOGUL

Pows of Virginity flowld well be mgb d i
Too oft they're cancell d, vho' inConvents mnde.
Wosw'd you revenge fuch raf Refolves---s~you may ;.

Be fpiteful=<.-and belivve the thing we fay, .
e bate you when yow're eafily faid Nay.

row weedlefs, gf you knew us, were your Fears ¢

Letr Love have Eyes, and Beauty will bave Ears.

Our Hear¢s are form'd as you your felves wow'd chouft;

Too proud 1o ask, too bumble to refufe:

We give 2g-Meris, and to Wealth we fell;

He (ighs with moff Saccefs thar fertles well, :
The Woes of Wedlock with the Foys we mix's :
’Tis befi repensmg in & Coach and Six.

Blame wot our Gondult, fince we but prrfue

Yinfe lively Leffons we bave learn'd from yos: .

“Yepr Breafls no more the Five of Beanty warms,

But wicked Waalth ufurps the Pow'r of Charmss

What Pains 1o get the gaudy Thing you hate,

To fwell in Show, and be # Wretch in State !

A Plays you Ogle, at the Ring you Bow;

Ev'n -Churches are no Saniuaries now:

There, Goldens Idols all your Vows receive,

She is no Goddefs that has nought to give.

Oh, may once more the happy Age appear,

When Words were artlefs, and the Thoughts [iisere

When Gold and Grandeur were unenvy'd things,
_And Conrts lefs covesed than Groves and Springs.

Leve then fhall only modrs-when Truch complains,

And Conflancy feel Traufport in it; Chains, - :

Sighs with Succefs their ewn [oft Anguifly sell,. .

And Eyes _/ball utter what the Lips conceal '
Virtue againto its bright Station climé,.  °
«And Beauty fear 80 Enemy bus Timse,
Yhe Fair fhall liflen to Defert alone,

did every Lucia find 4 Cato’s Son.
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