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st ot ot ool ..o il

becellenza 1l My Lor
Contedi ESSE X, &c.

E Cavaliero dell”’ Antichiflimo e
Nobil’ Ordine di Sant’ Andrea
di Scozia.

E nel mirare qualunque oggetto
ofcuro, ¢ tetro, rivolgendo da
cffo Ia vifta, procurianio di
ricrcarla rignardando I’ erbe,
cd i fiori ; cosi anche dopo le
fatiche ¢ le oppreffioni di ani-
mo, niuna cofa pud meglio
della Mufica ritftorarci, e toglicrei da’ cattivi
penficri, ¢ renderci quclla tranquiltita ¢b & co-
si cara, ¢ ncceffaria ad ogni vivente @ Quindi
Az &,
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¢, che L’ E. V. con quafi tutti gli altri della
Prima Nobilta di quefto Regno, procurano di
mantenere, € proteggere il Nobile divertimen-
to dell” Opera, conofcendo quanto neceffaria
fia a Loro, una tant’ orefta, e civile ricreazio-
nc: Ond’ ¢, che I' E. V. particolarmente,
non folo (come molti altri fanno) fi compiace,
c dilerta della Mufica, ma ha voluto effercitarfi
in cffa, ed apprenderla, per poi con il fuo fino
giudizio, poterne conofcer’ tutte le perfezioni,
ed impcrfezioni, ¢ giudicar’ fe i fuoi prodotti
fian di {tima, o di biafimo meritevoli. Per.
tanto conofcend’ iv, che nel fare i doni fem-
prc_dce riguardarfi, a {cieglier quelle cofe che
poffan’ cffere gradite da chi le riceve, ho pen-
fato, che forfe io non potea offerirle cofa che
pitt Ic foflc accetra, diun Libretto d” Opera, il
merito del quale tutto confifte nclla vaghezza
della Compofizione di Mufica, e nella leggia-
dria armonica di quefti noftri veramente eccel-
Ienti Profeffori, che lo rendono non affatto
indegno di comparizle avanti. Dunque nel
prefentaile umilmente il nuovo Drama di Ro-
delinda, W fupplico di volerlo Favorire, € Pro-
teggere ; ¢ fon ficuro che fc da Lei fard beni-
gnamente ricevuto, non manchera d' incontrar
parimente I approvazione del Pubblico ; ¢ po-
tra arditamente comparir fulla Scena, mentre
godra I’ Onorc d” aver in fronte il fuo Rtimatiffi-
mo Nomc, edcffer favorito dal fuo validiflimo
Patrocinio. Dovrei in quefto luogo procurar
 cfaltare la fua Nobiliffima Difcendenza 5 il
feo Grado clevato; ¢ le pregiatiffime @M,:nw

ue ;
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fue ; e potrei efagerar copiofamente, fenz’ effe-
re tacciato di adulazione ; ma bafta il fuo Nome
a far I’ Elogio della fua Perfona. Mi con-
tenterd per tanto di fupplicarla de’ fuoi pregia-
tiffimi Commandi, e con ogni dovuto rifpetto,
mi fottofcrivo.

My Lord,
di V. E.

Omilifir> e Devor™
Servstore
N. Haym.
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.\\“,..WQEES.

Riberto Re de” Longebardi lafcio il Regno a
} duc fuoi figli, e di duc frarelli & due nemici.
Regno Bertarido in Milano, Gundceberto in
Pavia ; Ma quefto movendo guerra a quello, refto
furito a morte, ¢ coftretto aricovrarfi in Pavia ; dove
chiamaro 2 far le {ue vendette Grimoaldo Duca di
Benevento pattui feco le nozze di fua ferella, a con-
dizione pero, chenon fi celebratlero ghi fponfali, fe
non dopo che {pogliato Bertarido del Regno, egli
fi fofle coronato Re di tutta la Lombardia. Mori
Gundcberto, ed alla prima moffa di Grimoaldo fu
coftretto Bertarido a fuggirfene da Milano, e lafciare
inficme col I rono, l2 moglic Rodelinda, e il piccol
figlio Flavio in mano del vincitore.  Andd errando
per molte Corti a procurai” {foccorfi da” fuoi confe-
derati, ¢d amici, ma fempre in vano. Finalmente
difperato di piu ternar nel fuo Soglio, fi ricovro
appreflo del Re di Ungheria, e fi pofe nell” animo
di liberarc dalle mani del Tiranno lu fua moglie, el
fuo figlio. Fece pertanto feminar voce della fua
morte, ¢ I’ autentico con lettera di quel Re diretta
allo fteflo Grimoaldo; e traveftitofi per effer meno
offervato ritorno a Milano.
"Tutto quefto ¢ tracro dall” Iftoria di Pao! Dizco-
no ; cominciando I’ azzione dal}’ arrivo di Bertaride’
in Milano; il reftante fi finge.

The
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The Argument.

kﬁ&.&é King of the Lombardsy upeir bis Death,

bequeathed bhis Kingdom to bis two Sons, who,
forgetiing the natural Tie of Affeltion, lecare invete-
rate Eneniies. Bertarido veign’d i Miloiy and Gunde-
lerto in Pavia 5 but the latter, declaring War againft
the formery was in an Eugagement mortally wounded,
and forc’d to retive into bis own Doiinions ; be call’d
i Grimoaldo, Dnke of Benevento, to bis Affifiance ;
andto engage bins the more firenunonfy to revenge bis
Ruarrely be proris’d him bis Sifter in Murviage ; but,
upon Condition the Nuptials fbonld not be celebrated 11il
Bertaridowas intively defeated, and himfelf acknow-
ledzed King of all Lowbardy. Guudelerto foon afrer
diedy and upon he Approach of Grimoaldo’s Fuices,
Bertarido fled nﬁ.\% Precipitationfrom Milan, and left
toth bis Wife Rodelinda, bis Son Flavioy and bis
Throne in the Poffeffion of the Congueror. I this
Condition, be wander’d, like a Fugitive, frowe Place to
Place, imploring Succour of bis Friends and reigh-
bouring Prisces, but all in vain, At length, fudiug
bis dttempts unfucce(sfuly and defpairing of ever re-
covering his Crown, be repair’d 10 the King of M-
Lariay where be findied only how to withdraw bis
Wife and Son from the Power of the Ufurper 5 toeffelt
this the eafier, be caus’d the Report of bis own Death,
tnduftrioujiv to be [pread, and to remove all Sufpicions
Yo the contiary, he induc’d the Jaid King to confirm it,
6y a Letter under bis own Hand to Grimoaldo.

Thus far it agrees with the Hiflory of Paolo Diacano;
the Aftion begins at the Arrival of Bertarido in Mi-
‘o 5 the reft is all Fittions.

Dra-
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Dramatis Perfone.

Roperinpa, Queen of

Lombardy , and Wife to ¢ Signora Cuzzonmi.
Bertzrido.

BrrTARIDO, expell’d his ? .
Throne by Grimoaldo. m Signor Senefino.

GriMoa Lpo, Duke of Bene-
vento, promis’d in Marriage Signor Borofini..
to Edwig,

Epwig, Sifter to Bertarido.  Signora Dorti.

Lombardy, Counfellor to

Ux~xviro, a Nobleman omN
Grimoaldo ; but a fecret mm_.m:g Pacini.

Friend of Bertarido.

G ar13B4aLDO, Duke of Turtin,

Rebel to Bertarido, and p Signor Bofchi.
Friend of Grimoaldo.

The Scene is in Milan.

The Mufick_is compos'd by My. Hendal.
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Attori del Drama.

Roperinpa Reginade’ Lon-Q .. .
gobardi & moglie di Bertarido. M Signora Cuzzoni.

BerTaARID O fcacciato m..:M .
foglio da Grimoaldo. Signor Senefino.

G r1Mo a1 po Ducadi Bene-
vento promeflo fpofo di E- 2 Signor Borofini.
duige.

E WM oH. G e, Sorella di Berta- M Signora Duri.

U~ uiro, Signor Longobardo
Configliere di Grimoaldo, ma 2 Signor Pacini.
fegreto Amico di Bertatido.

Garisarpo, Duca di Tu-

rino, Rubello di Bertarido, ed 2 Signor Bofets,
Amico di Grimoaldo.

La Scena fi finge in Milano nel Palazzo
Reale.

I.a Mufica ¢ del Signor Handel.

B
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SISV

RODELINDA

ATTO L
SCENA L Appartamenti  di R 0=

DELINDA. Sivede RODPELINDA
a federe piangente 5 epoi Gk 1MOALD O,
e Gagisacrpo con Guarde,

Roperinpa.

E qui fola alle {venture

Vie piu crefce il mio penar.
Che faro ? Morir non ofo,
Che a me refta ancor il figlio,
E periglio ¢ lo fperar.

Ho, G

Grimt.
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RODELINDA.

ACT 1
SCENE L The dpartments of R o-

pELINDA. RoObperinbpa appears
feated in a mournful Pofture and weeping.
Enter afterwards Grimoarpo and
G a R1B AL DO with Guards.

Roperinpa,

28 Y Love, my Life, is loft, 1s gone;

I 1§ And I the {welling Tide of Wee,

®  Am lefe to meet, and meer alone,

% While Sorrows upon Sorrows
] (grow :

What thail Ido ? or, whither turn ?

I have a Son ; and dare not die ;

Look where 1 will, Hope looks forlorn,

And ftill portends new Perils nigh.

My, &

B: Grim.
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4 RODELLINDA. [A&L

Grim. The Queen?
Rod. 4h, Grimoaldo, in my prefent State,
Injurions to me is the Name of Queen ;
And moft injurious, when thus giv'n by thee ;
That of @ Husband and a Crows depriv’d sme.
Guim. I now am come, this Minute, to veflove
Thee 20 thy Spoufe and Crown, and them to thee.
Rod. Amw? o
Grim. While your Spoufe 1iv’d, I ever did conceal,
O charming Rodelinda, from thine Eyes,
The Five of my Love; but now, his Death
Makes Room for me, and juflifies my Hopes,
Love blazes out abroad, that you may fee it.

Rod. What do I bear? whar feel? is’t not enough
To rob me of a Crown, and of a Husband,
But you muft, to, lay Snares againft my Honour 2
No : Grimoaldo, 1 the Gift difclaim,
Keep you my Throne, but let me kecp my Fame,

'The

222

Atto 1.7} RODELINDA. 5
Grim. Regina ?
Rod. Grimoaldo,

Nel mio prefente ftaro, ingiuriofo

M’ ¢ il Nome di Regina

Date, che m’ involafti ¢ Regno, e Spofo.
Grim. E Regno, e Spofo a2ppunto

A renderti vengh’ io.
Rod. Come? [ Si leva da federe.
Grim. Fin tanto,

Che viffe Bertarido il tno Conforte

Ti celai, Rodelinda, il foco mio;

Or, che la di Lui morte

Giuftificd le mie {peranze, aperte

Vedi Le fiamme mie.
Rod. Che fento - a te non bafta

Regno e {pofo involarmi, infidj ancora

Perfido 1a mia Gloria?

Grim. ¢ E che Signora

Ofcuran 1a tua Gloria i miei Sponfali ?
Rod. © Se Yo {cettro rapito

A tal prezzo mi rendi,

Tu non me’l doni no, ma tu me’l vendi.
Serbalo 2 mia Cognata ; a lei giurafti

Con la fede di Spofo i danni miei.

Grim. ¢ Per Eduige, ¢ vero

Io ti tolfi I’ Impero, o per te amore

A lei toglie, ed 2 me, PImpero, ¢ il Core!
Rad. No Grimoaldo, io gia rifiuto il done,
Lafciami 12 mia Gloria, e tienti il Trono

n

t
€
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6 RODELIND A. (Atco L.

L’ empio rigor del Fato
Vile non potra farmi,
Se mifera mi fe.
E’ tucrudo fpietato
In van tenti placarmi
Se m’ hai legato il pid.
L’ empio, &c. Parte.

SCENA 1L

GriMoALDO eGaRrIBALDO.

Grim. Duca : Vedefti mai pilt bel difprezzo?
Gar. 1o della tua non vidi, o mio Signore
Softcrenza Maggior.
Grim. Temo uriratla -
La pace dei mio Seno
Edu:ze combatre, e Rodelinda ;
Quefta con I’ odio, € quella con I” amore.,
Gar. L’una eV’ altra domar puoi co'l rigore.

Grim. Come ?

Gar. Il Nojoto affetro
Diiprezza &’ Eduige ; e Rodelinda
Ti paventi, e ti adori a fuo dilpetto.

Grim. Io non ho tanto Core.

Gar. A me 1’ Imprefa
Ne lafcis, e in breve fpera
Di vederla men fiera, ;

Grim. Ecco Eduige.

Gar. Da lei comincia intanto
A porre in opra il mio Configlio.

SCENA
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A&¢lL] RODELINDA »

The impious Rigour of my adverfe Fate
May make me wretched, but can’t make me mean:
And,tho’ you’ve bound me down, and rule my State,
Talk not of Love to me, bafe barb’rous Man,
Nor ftrive to pleafe me, for you frive in vain.
The, &r.

SCENE IL

GriMarpo and G arisarpo.

Grim. Duke — did’f} thou ever fee a faiver Scorner ?
Gar. I never faw, my Lord, one of a Temper
To fuffer more than you can.
Grim. 1 tremble 10 offend ber :
Edwig and Rodelinda, both confpire,
One Hate exciting, and this other Love
To raife a War of Paffions inmy Breaft.
Gar. A rigid Conduct foon would tame them both,
And mould them to the Scope of your Defives.
Grim. 1 pray thee how 2
Gar. Defpife, contemn, the troublefome Affettion
Of naufeous Edwig, — [bew ber that you loath her ;
Then Rodelinda, in fpite of ber proud Heart,
Wil meet your Eyes with reverential Fear.
Grim. My Heart’s net ftrong ensugh for that havd Work.
Gar. Then leave to me the Execution of it,
And [bortly bope to fee ber grown lefs baughy.
Grim. See, Edwig comes,
Gar. Therefore, begin with her :
Begin, and put my Counfels to the Trial,

B4 SCENTE
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8 RODELINDA. [Aal

SCENE IIL

Ebpwic and the Aforefaid.

Ed. Methinks, fince, late, you've born the SevereignSway,
You are moft haughty grewn -falfe Grimoaldo,

Grim. No ;~—if you'll have it, fince Pve been a King,
1 am become 10 oue, perbaps, lefs conftant,
That to another 1 may prove more juft :
1 proffer'd you my Hand, but you difdain’d it ;
Now, me you offer yours, and 1 yejet it :
There let the Matter refd.
4, whom I pleafe, will call to fhare my Throns.

I lov'd thee, and did court the Joy,
Which, fcorning to beftow,

The more I courted, you grew coy,
And £ill you anfwered, No.

And now, coy fair one, be it known,
Who look’d at me with fcornful Eyes,

Muft never hope to mount my Throne,
Nor fhare the glitt’ring Prize.

1lov'd, &

SCENE
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Awol] RODELINDA o

SCENA L

Epvuice edai.

Ed. E tanto
Da che {ei Re, fei divenuto altiero
Infido Grimoaldo 2
Grim. Da che fon Re, fon divenuto infido
Per efler ginfto. © Tu I’ ire accendefti
Che con 12 morte pur di Gundeberto
1t Cielo avea fra tuoi Germani eftinte -
Per te chiamate le noftr’ armi, e fpinte
Fur contro a Bertarido ; e per te il foglio
Fu da me tolto a Rodelinda ; Amore
Che di lei m’ invaghi, veder I’ orrore
Mi fe del tuo fuperbo ingiufto orgoglio ;
Ed. © Ma di Spofo 1a fe, che 2 me giurafti 2
Grim. ‘T’ offetfi la mia mano, e la degnafti,
M’ offti adeffo 12 deftra, e 1a rifinto :
Ora foffrilo in pace,
Al Trono io vud chiamar chi pit: mi piace.

L}

<
€
[
€
<
£

To gid ¢’ amai, ritrofa
Sdegnafti effer mia fpofa
Sempre dicefti : No.
Or ch’io fon Re, non voglio
Compagna nel mio Soglio,
Aver chi mi {prezzo.

Io, .  [Pare.

SCENA
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1o RODELINDA  [Awol

SCENA 1v.

Epvice e Garinarpo,

Ed. E tu dici d’ amarmj ? haj core, hai brando
Ein tanto odi, efopporti
1 miei {cherni, i miei torti »

Gar. Signora, in quefto iftante
Yo volo ad ubiditti, e 1a vendetta
Col tefchio del fellon
[Puol Partire.
Ed. No ; ferma, afpetta. ¢ Ah che pentito
* Vederlo 2 piedi miei

¢ Garibaldo, il vorrei pitt che punito.

¢ Gar. Ame cofi favelli ? E ferbi ancora
¢ Amor per chi ti [prezza ?
‘ Ed. No, no; Duca, e tu credi
¢ Cosi vil quefto Core
¢ Che tornatle ad amar quel Traditore ?
Supplichevole in atto 2 me davante
Chiedail perdono, e non 1’ ottenga mai,
Gar. E penfi di poterlo ? E lo farai

Ed. Lo faro ; dird fpietato
Porta altrove un cor si ingrato
Sifpergiuro, e Traditor.
Ed a re rivolta poi
Ti dird fu gli occhi fuoi,
Tu fei 'l core del mio Cor.
Lo, &. [ Parte,

SCENA
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SCENE 1V.
Eopwigand Garisarno.

Ed. And you do fay, you love me?
And, jyet, you have a Heart, you wear a Sword,
Have all the Power that Revenge could wifb for ;
Yet tamely bear the Wrongs, the Slights, the Heayt-achs,
Which hourly break my Quiet.

Gar. I'll give thee inflant Proofs of prompt Obedience,
And glut tby Vengeance with the Traitor’s Head.

[ Offers to go,

Ed. No, flop,—and you fsall fee him,—rthis proud
[ Man!—
Bow’d down to lowly Afs of Supplicasion :
Before me, on his bended Knees, Jball fee bim
Befeech a Pavdon, but obrain it never.

Gar. And think you, you'll be able to do this ?

Ed. 2us, do it to the Purpofe.

In hisproud Ear, thefe ftinging Words Il {ay,
Go, and that Hearr, all treach’rons, bear,
Bear it perjur’d, quick, away ;

To the fond Feet om fome more ealy Fair.

Then, while he, 1i "ning, looks in deep Amaze,

By Heav'ns, I'll, turning, court thee to his

(Face.

How will the Traitor look, when I refign

To thee my Heart, and call thee Life of mine?

SCENE
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t2 RODELINDA. [A&aL

SCENE V.
Gari1zarLpo alone.

Gar. Edwig, Thou widely doft deceive thy felf
1 am no more than Suiter to thy Crown ;
Aud only make thy Nuptials a Pretext
To leap into @ Throne ~— There ends my Love.

On bright Cupid’s pow'rful Wings
To Empire’s Summit I wonld foar ;
Gain, by Love’s hid Cheats, the Pow’r,
And perch upon the Thrones of Kings.
On bright, &c.

SCENE VL

A Cyprefs-Grove, in which are feen
the Monuments of the Kings of
Lombardy ; and among them, the
Urn newly erected to Bertarido.

Bervarivo drefs’d in an Hungarian Habit 3
and to him Unvuvrro,

Ber. Vain Pomp of Death !
O flatt’ving Lamentation, lying Grief,
Thus to preferve my nage and my Name,
Only to fuwell the lofty Cong’ror’s Pride !
Our vain Infiriptions bere proclaim me dead ;
Alafs
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Awol] ®RODELINDA 13
SCENA V.

Garisarpo fil.

Gar. Eduige, t* ingaoni ;
To della tua Corona amante fono,
E fol con le tue Nozze
Cerco un pretefto per falire al Trono.

Di Cupido impiego i vanni
Per {alire al regal foglio,
Mentr’ ei folo alletea il Cor.
Coproamor 4’ afcofti inganni
Perché a me farebe fcoglio
Ogni affetto adulator.
Di, &. [Parse.

SCENA VL

Bofco di Gipreffi, in cui fi vedono i Sepolcri
de’ Re de* Longobardi, e tra effi ultima-

mente erretta ' Urna di Bertarido.

BerrAR1IDO veftito al ungarae poi Unviro.

Ber. Pompe vane di Morte,
Menfogne di dolor, che riferbate
11 mio volto, ¢ ’l mio Nome, ed adulate
Del Vincitor Superbo il genio alticro,
Voi dite ch’ io fon morto,




14 RODELIND 4

Ma rifponde il mio duol, che non e vero.
[Legge I Ifevizxione.

[Atto 1.

~—Bertarido fu Re ; da Grimoaldo
—Vinto fuggi ; preflo degli Unni giace ;
—Abbia I’ alma ripofo, € ’I cener pace.

Pace al cenere mio? Aftri Tiranai!
Dunque finch’ qvrd vita

A g - . »
Guerra avd con gli ftenti, e con gli affanni.

Dove fei amaro bene
Vieni I a2lma a confolar ;
Sono oppreflo da tormenti,
Ed imiei crudi lamenti
Sel con te poffo bear.
Dove, ¢c.

Ma giunge Unulfo, Oh dio!
Deh! mio fedel confenti
Che quefte braccia avventi.

[Puol Abbracciarls.

Unul. Ah mio Signore,
Se del Faro il rigore
A te rapi lo fcettro, a me non tolfe
Quel rifpetto che deve
Un fuddiro fedele al fuo Sovrano ;
Ferma e {ol mi concedi
Che pegno del mio offequio in quefta mano
Un umil bacio imprima, [Gli bacia Ia S&.m

(Unulfo non I permeste.
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Alafs my Grisfs tell me, voo fure, I am xot ;
Ny, I am worfe than dead.
v (Reads the Infeription on his Tomb,
—Bertaride was King———But be, fubdued
—By Grimoalds, fled ; *mongft she Unns be died 3
~Reft 20 his Soul—and to his Abes Peace.

Peace to my Afbes ! =—0 ye Tyrant Stars !
Wby thus, it feems then ; ever while I live,
Till 1, indeed, am Afbes ; till the laft Breash
Wings from thefe Lips ; muft I wage weary War
With endlefs Hardpbips, and perpesual Wrongs.

Where art thou, O my lovely Treafure,
Come, thy Husband to condole,
Bring fome Comforr, bring fome Pleafure,
Balm to cafe a wearied Soul.
Dead-opprefs’d with Pains I langyith,
There’s no Balm to cure the Anguith
Till thofe Eyes I fee again.
But when I fee thofe rudi.at Eyes
I’ll dry my own, and ceafe my Cries,
And own the Bleffing cures the Pain.
Where, &..

Baut, blefs ye gracious Heav'ns, Unzlfo comes -
Let me, thou good, thou truly loyal Man,

Thus with thefe circ' ling Arms
[ Going to embrace him.

Unul. My ever honour’d Lord
If the bard Turns of ill-revolted Fate
Ravifb’d a Sceptve from your Royal Hands,
From me they bave not taken, nor Jhall take,
A loyal Subjet¥’s Rev’rence to his Liege
O Hold — and only grant this Royal Boon

[ Unulfus avoids the Honour of the Embrace.

That with an bumble Kifs, on this dear Hand,
J may imprint the Pledyes of my Duty ;

On
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On this dear Hand breathe forth my old-tyy’d Faith
On this dear Hand declare my lateft Service.

Bert. —While, in Difirefs, Ifind a Friend fy aithful,
1 blefs the very Woes that wéew his Faith, ffaitful,
But Jay, O tell me quick, bow does my Spoufe,
My Rodelinda do 8 ~— How faes it =vith my Son 2

Unul. What Fate’s unworthy Lot could never do,
That, the falfe News of your reported Death
Severely bas effelled O that News caus’d
Majeftick Woe = becoming Floods of Tears
Pour'd from ber radiant Eyes.

Bert. Heav'ns! and did you not difcover(lovely Mourner )
Did you not tell ber, that I fiill was living 2

Unul. Ididnot, for I judg’d
That fad Solemnity of fincere Sorvouw
Might give a Face of Credit to the Rumouy ;

And, much, it fill beboves you 3o conceal ie.
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E I’ antica mia fede

E’l mio nuove fervaggio in eflo efprima.
Bert. Se un fifedele Amico

Trovo tra le {venture,

L' iftefle mie fciagure ic benedico.

Ma dimmi: La mia Spofa

Rodelinda, che fa? che fz il mio figlio ?
Unul. Cid che forte {degnofa

Non puoté mai, puoté dal fuo bel Ciglio

‘Trar due rivi di pianto

I falfo avifo di tua Morte.

Bert. Oh Dio!
Né le feoprifti Unulfo ;i viver mio ?
Unul. 1o vud che 'l tuo dolore
Accrediti I’ inganno ; ¢ a te conviene
Celarti ancora.

Bert. Amante Cor, che pene !
¢ Penfa con qual Rigore
¢ La rratea il Vincitore, e I’ orgogliofa
¢ Mia forella Eduige, or ch’ & Regina.
¢ Unul. Regina? No, di Grimoaldo fpofa.
¢ Ancora ella non &,
Bert. ¢ Per qual cagione ?
‘ Usul. L’ Amor di Grimoaldo
* Rivolto 2 Rodelinda a cio s” oppone.
¢ Bert. Ciel! Perche non fon io morto da vero ?
* Unul. Perché ?
* Bert. Sciolta d’ impegno
¢ Rodelinda potea
“ Ricuperar 1a fua grandezza, ¢ °1 Regno
‘ Unal. Troppo fida, e coftante
¢ Nel fuo primiero Amote
* Difprezza il vincitor, beoché Regnante.

C Bers,
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Bert. Cara. Ma che vegg® jo?
Unulfo, ecco 1a Spofa, e’ figlio mio,
Lalcia amico, ch’io ftringa

Unul. Oh dio ! Signore
Non voler, ¢h’ il tuo amorc
Tradifca la tua forte.

Bert. Ah! lafcia almeno
Dopo fi lungo efiglio,
Lafcia, che a quefto feno
Stringa la Spofa, e porga un bacio al figlio.

Unul. Per goderli un momento
Vuoi perderli per fempre ?

Bert. Ahi! che tormento !

Unul. Ritirati mio Re.

Bert. Tu vuoi, ch’ io mora.

Unul. No ; ti nalcondi, e foffri un poco ancara.
[Si ritirane.

SCENA VIL

Rover1xpa, che tiene pev mam FLavi 0, e deus.

in difparte.

Rod. Ombre, piante, Urne funefte,
Voi farefte
Le dclizie del mio fen ;
Se trovafli in voi raccolto
Come il volro

Anco il cener del mio ben.
Ombra, &c.

Ombra
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Bert. O thar foft loving Heart ! what Pangs it feels,
What mighty Pangs is there no End of Wonders !
Why look, Unulfo, there fbe is, *tis [be,

k is my Wife — and tis my Son — it is—

O let me fly, my Friend, to their Embraces. (furely,
Unul. For Heaven’s fake, my Lord, — you would net;
Let ill-tim’d Paffion prove your Fortune’s Ruin.

Bert. Yes, let me, good Unulifo,

After fo tedious and fo long an Exile,

Fold to this panting Bofom my lov’d Wife

Ard print a Parenfs Kifs on my Son’s Lip. (ment,
Unal. Say, would you then, to have them one fhort Mo-

Lofe them for ever after ?

Bert. What a perplex’d Variety of Torment 2

Unul. 7 pray, my Liege, retire.

Bert. Would'ft bave me flay or die ?

For when I'm gone P'm dead.
Unul. No, do but bide, conceal yourfelf a while,
And try to fuffer ver a little honger. { They retire.

SCENE VIL

Roprr1nDpa leading FLavio bythe Hand, and tlie
Aforefaid apart.

Rod. Ye gloomy Groves, and rev’rend Shades,

Urns, that, with Terror, feem to rife,

Ye give no Terror, caule no Fright,

‘To Rodelind’s inquiring Sight.

To me delightful you would prove,

1f, as his Image I behold,

Your Marble Wombs did but infold

The Afhes of the Lord I love. .
Ye gloomy, &c.

C 3 O Shade
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%@MEAM ::N.\@\u of him, that once
arm’d thefe fond Eyes with greedy gazi s =
And now, perbaps, vound this w«\.«eum.%nh:mh«hh b
Of what thou did’[} inbabit, bov'ring § Y
Bebold the Tears that trickle from thefe .mkm... :
O liften to the faithful Sighs and Groans =~
Of an afflieled Wife and wretched Sup,
Nﬁam M Nw RMN no kouger bear it.)
nul. (Bridle your Paffions—curb 4ffett;
—No.mw.ﬁwn&.eh &,mw Kiffes, that we wwaﬂ“wwwmwm
ifles the Urn, and mak i i
WQ‘J ~\§~ e 2 es Flavio do the like,
nul. It muft not be, my Lord, ;. ;
Keep Silence, and &\Qen.u vy indesd, it uft

SCENE VIIL

The Aforefaid and Gars i
o als nm M.c o with 2 Party of

Gar. Vain and unprofitable X ;
. es tho,
WWhich to cold Tombs Jou give, O me&&%.n 4
Ard yet, by fuch, you may redeem a Kingdom,
Awun..nw A« wo. hat fell Traitor Garibalds H
Ul (Once more 1beg your Pasience ; cyy
.Wom. Perfidionss Wietch ! U\.\?«%ﬂ MMM«\SWMMH“MM.QV
u.w.% me fo bow, that thou dareft 1ate upon thee
NOEE&N thy bold Difourfe.
ar. Thas Grimoaldo grees ; 7
%« MNES.. S.RW G?S.S%ﬂﬂ. M&H@Mm\,&w: s and bear it
0 vargaining for Lowve ~— o C, i or Dj :
Mw M\E Www? take binms to %Nw MNNMW“ o Difpes
na, while y With b
Q*mm\m p Nh: Hﬁs& bim, embrace good Fortune,
od. Prepare? for what ? per. )
Bhy ler it come, ’tis .E?\%&Em .m. *r40p: for Deah Jol mean
L bave uenght elfe 10 fear, noy anught to hope.

: Gar,
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Ombra del mio bel fol, che qui d” intorno
AV’ imagine fua forfe t’ aggiri

Della Spofa, e del Figlio

Mira il pianto fedel, odi i fofpiri.

Bert. (Pit refifter non fo.)
Unul. (Frena I’ amore.)
Red. Raccogli i noftri bacj ———
{Bacia I Urna, elafabaciare a Flavip.
Bert, Deh lafcia!
Unaul. No Signore, offerva, ¢ taci.

SCENA VIIL

Desti, e GAR1BALD O con parte delle Guardie.

Gar. Bacj inutili, e vani
Porgi alle tombe o Rodelinda, € pure
Tu puoi con effi ricomprarti il Regno.

Bert. (Garibaldo il Fellon ?)

Unul. (Frenalo fdegno.)

Rod. Hai deile mie {venture
Perfido, tanto ardir di favellarmi?

Gar. Grimoaldo ti chiede o
Pronta obbedienza, ¢ non contrafto; o ftringi
Con le fue nozze il crine alla tua forte,

O ti prepara «—
Rod. A che ? forfe alla Morte?

Non ho pili che temer, né che fperare.
0 W Q&% s
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Gar. Non hai pitt che temer? Lafda quel figlio.
[ Le toghie il Fanciubto.

Bere. (Ah fcellerato! ——)
Uaul. (Ferma.)
ﬂ..@.ﬁmm ’1 {uo periglio
1 renda men fuperba, e pjc
unwnn.-ow_mo confente I pradte.
i riporre in tua mano or Iz ¢
Penfa, ed in breve eleggi b fore,
O 1l Trono pe'l tuo figlio, o pur la Morte,

Rod. Perfido, sit’ intendo -
m..n@o ¢ .M_ tuo configlio ;

't via rendimi il figlio Si ripighia i ?
Ritorna al tuo Sigror, di, ch’ :m Pmﬁw_mﬂt Fanciule
E ch’ io con le fue nozze, accetto il foglio.

Bert. (Mifcro: oh imé ! fon mo

Unul. (Oh Ciel! che fento') o)
.Hh_i. zuﬂ tu per o [pavento

rema vil Configlier, Miniftro inde
Me delie colpe tue Giudice avrai, i
o regnero, Fellon, ma ta morrai.

Morrai si ; I' empia tua tefta
Gid m’ apprefta
Un gradmn per gire al Trono
Che dal mio Spofo novello,
N¢ pitt bello ’
So bramar, ne pid gran dono.
Morrai, &e. [ Paye.

SCENA
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Gar. Haft thou nought elfe to fear ?
Say'ft thou fo 2 Then leave this Boy with me —
[Takes her Child from her.
Bert. (Intolerable Ruffian.)
Unul. (Still les me beg your Patience.)
Gar. His eminent Danger,
Perbaps, will bring yeur Pride a little lower,
Teach you a needful Leffon to grow wifer.
Grimoaldo does confent
Once more toplace your Fortune in your Choice ;
But then determine briefly which you choofe,
Death for your Som, or with bis Life a Throne.
Rod. Tes, yes, falfe Man, I underfland thee well
This is the wicked Counfel that thou gav'ft him.
Well, fiuce it muft be fo, reflore my Son : )
[Takes back her Son.
Back to thy Lord return with this Reply :
Tell bim 1 give myfelf in Marriage to bim ;
And on thofe Terms accept the Crown he offers.
Bert. (Ab miferable me ! then 1 am dead indeed.)
Unul. (O Heavens ! what is’t I bear?)
Rod. But tremble thou, vile Counfellor, for Fear':
Unworthy Minifer ! thow’lt bave Caufe to fear,
1, as thy Fudge, thee, Traitor, will arraign ;
And thoid’rt as fure to die as I 10 reign.

Yes, thou fhalt die — I'll make that Head
The Step, by which to Thrones I'll tread.
I’ll claim it of my new-made Spoufe,

He'll grant it to cement our Vows.
1 know no Gift will pleafe me more

That he can grant, or I implore.
Yes, thou, &,
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SCENE X

Bertarivo, and Unviro, hidden. Gari-
8aLPO, GRIMOALDO, and Guards

Grim. Wellthen, my Duke, and is there room for

gm Lexpett fome Comfort from your Projetl 2 (bapes

ar. O yes, my Lord,~— Fair Rodelinda’s yours.
Grim. Say, is it poffible, what you now tell me ?
Gar. My Lord, *tis furely fo—You ave moft happy

But as for me, I'm a dead Maw—1hat’s certaim,
Grim. What can this mean ? Saidft thoy not dead ?
Gar. If fbe vegains the Kingdom, fbe bas fworn

To burl the Bolt of Vengeance at my Head

I'm to be made a Viflim. ’

& O:.w:. Banift, that Fear ;
eneath my Laurels [balt thou fland

Againft the Thunder of ber -«%as .\Mﬂ“n.m “

Thro’ thy Means, if I enjoy her,
What, or whom haft thou to dread ?
.??n.n ftrikes, as I employ her,
Strikes, when Kings demand a Head.
Thro’, ¢

SCENE
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SCENA IX

BerTar1DO, e UNULFO, nafiofli. Garisal-
po, GriMOALDO, ¢ Guardie.

Grim. Eben, Duca, pofs’io
Al ardor del Cor mio
Sperar dall’ opra tua qualche conforto ?
Gar. Si ; Rodelinda ¢ rua.
Grim. Mi narri il vero?
Gar. Tulfei felice, ed io, Signor, fon motto,

Grim. Morto ? Perché?

Gar. § ella racquiftail Regno
Giurd tutto il {uo {degno
Scagliar contro di me.

Grim. Scaccia il timore,
Che quefto lauro mio
Sara in difefa tua controil pit crud
Fulmine del fuo {degno, un forte fcudo.

Se per te ginngo a godere,
Puoi temer ? né fai perche ?
Io d’ Aftrea do moto al brando
1o commando, lo fono Re.
Se, &rc. [Parte con Garibalde.

SCENA
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SCENA X

Berrarivo ed Unvrro.

Bore. Unulfo, oh Dio! Quella & coftanza ? e vivo?
Mifcro, ¢ quella ¢ fede ?
Alle prime minaccic,
Al primo aflalto ella fi rende, ¢ cede ?

Unul. Converel farle noto,
Signor, che vivo fei.
Bert. No, no.
Unal. Dunque vuol tu 3 e
Bert. No, che coftanza in lej
E allor Neceffitd, non ¢ Virty,
Unzl. AhSignor, ti confeflo,
Ch’ io fon fuor di me feflo :
Spera conforto ; e in tanto
Lafcia, ch’ io vada cosi meflo, e folo
A procurar conforto al tuo gran duolo.

Sono icolpi della forte
Per an Alma invitta, e forte
Afpri, si, ma non mortali.
Ma fe poi gli avventa Amore
Quanto ¢ pitl nobile un Core,
Piu le piaghe {on fatali.
Sono, &e. [Pare,

SCENA
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SCENE X

Berrtaripoand Unveiro.

Bert. O my Unulfo, is this Conflancy ?

And do 1 live ! Unbappy me !

Is this the boafted Faith 2

To the firft Menaces, the very fift,

She yielded forwardly,

Survender’d almoft €'ve the Affankt was made.

Unul. 2’0 fee and les ber know, my Lovd,
You fill are Jiving.

Bert. By no means that—that fhall not be.

Unul. And would you they I~——-—

Bert. It muft not be—Thus Conflancy in her
Is mere Necefity, and not a Virtue,

Unul. My Lord, Imuft confefs, I'm at a hfs,
D not myfelf, and know nor what to think :
Hape ftill the beft, and lay afide Defpair ;
While thus dejefted and alone I go,

Fo feek for Comfort, and appeafe your Wee.

Great and cruel are the Blows,
Fate does to the Brave oppole ;
Yet not mortal, though they’re great,
To brave Souls that face their Fate.
But when Cupid throws his Darts,
He both Wif¢ and Brave confounds,
When he ftrikes the nobleft Hearrts,
‘Then he deals the deadlieft Wounds.

Great, .

SCENE
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SCENE XIL

BexTaripoO alone.

Yes, let my faithlefs Wife fill think me dead ;
Plight to ber new-chofe Spoufe the Jelf-fame Faith,
She kept fo well to me.

Then let ber know, I live, and, blufbing, find
Tbe fikle Promife of ber Female Mind,
Light as a Leaf, that’s [porting in the Wind.

Let my falfe and perjur’d Bride,
Whofe Grief was all fi&itious Pride ;
Let her be with Pain furrounded
She, that, in the Face of Death,
Mock’d the Mournet’s murm’ring Breath ;
Lec her fall with Shame confounded.
Tho’ fhe won my Belicf,
When fhe a&ed her Grief,
Tears, falfe as my reported Death, fhe fhed,
And kil’d the living, while the mourn’d the
(dead.
Let, &

The End of the Firft A&.

ACT
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SCENA XL

BerTARID O folo.

Si I’ infida Conforte
Mi creda eflinto ancora ;
Porga al novello Spofo
La fe, che 2 me, ferbd, lieve qual fronda,
E fappia allor, ch’io vivo, ¢ fi confonda.

Confufa fi miri

’ infida Conforte
Che in faccia di Morte
Cost mi deride.
Con finti fofpiri
E ¢’ agita, ¢ s* ange,
E morto mi piange
E vivo m’ uccide.

Confufa, ¢&.

Fine dell Atto Primo,

ATTO
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SCENA L Sia SCENE L A grea Hall

Ebvuice, e Gariezarvo.

Gar. m I A perdefti o Signera
Il nome di Regina, e quel di Spofa.
Ed. Non pitt ; che il mio cordoglio
Troppo s’ avanza, Oh Dio! Ma per me
Che fai ? Che penfi ?

Epwic and Garizarpo.

Gar. Adam, you fee, you've loft, beyond Repair,
The Name of Wife, and Title of a Queen.
Ed. Touch that barfb Note no more — Adready Grief
Males too much Progrefs in my aching Hears ———
But then, my Fviend and Counfellor,
Whas can'ft thou do? what think of to affift me..
Gar. Truft s me, Edwig;
Give but the leaft Affurance to my Hopes ;
Smile on my Love, and, by that Love, I fwear
That I'll maintain your Title to the Throue.
Ed. Thex truft me, when I promife to be yours.
Gar. No, you wuft make yourfelf, this Minuse, mine :
It muf? be fo my truly wedded Wife.
Ed. Is that a right Requeft,
To claim Rewavds, before the Service dene ?
Gar. When I am vefled with fo fair a Title,
The Name of Traitor, in the Name of Hwsband,

Gar. Eduige, afficura

Le mic {peranze, ¢1’ Amor mio ti giura
Di foltener le tue ragioni al Soglio.

Ed. Prometto d’ effer tua.
Gar. A mela fede
Porgi di Spofa, ¢
Ed. Come?
Dunque pria di fervir, vuoi 12 mercede >
Gar. Con Titolo si bello
Perdo di Traditore, e di Rubello
L’ infame taccia ; or via rifolvi ?

Will be quite loft ; — none, then, will call me Rebel:
Ed, Oh Dio ! This Matter claims your fpeedieft Refolution.
Se vedeffi il Cuor mio.  Gar. Lo vedo ingrata - Ed. O could you only [ee my Heart —
Al chi e dims fctara. (Parte OT n daidn { ST
Zhou lov'ft the Man, that has thy Lcve besray'd. (Exi
Xit.
SCENA SCEN .m
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SCENE IL

Epwig, Roverinpa, and Fravio.

Ed. Is Redelinda

'ith fuch a melancholy Face return’d,
From the Enjoyments of a Bridal Bed,
ber new-gain’d Thyone ?

And the Poffeffion of

Rod. Or fad, or joyful,

Thee, as thy Queen,
Ed. Do'ft truft 1o

Who broke his Faith

Ed. And 1, who made,
LU burl the Bolt of Vengea

let me be ; no Matter :

4 can command, a¢ Pleafure.
Grimoaldo ? truft o him 2
Thar perjur d Traitor, Monfier of @ Rebel,
to Gondibert and me 2

Rod. Then Grimoaldo was a Dute ;
But, now, be is a King.

can foon unmake thas King ;
nce, flaming bot,

At his perfidions Head e foon will be Jfind

His Laurels, by my Thunder,
A Cyprefs, and bis blafted

My Love, to Fury chang
Such keen Revenge,

By his Example,
Nor, trembling,

chang’d, become
Throne a Toms.

’d, his Heart fhall thake ;
on that falfe Man, I’ll take ;

others fhali beware,
dare t* incenfe the flighted Fair.

My Love,
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SCENA I
Epvice, RopeLinpa, eFravio,

Ed. Rodelinda, st mefta
Ritorni a pofleder talamo, e Trono ?

Rod. O mefta, o lieta, io fono
Tua Regina fe ’1 voglio. )

Ed, E credi 2 Grimoaldo ? E credi 2 quello
Che fpergiuro, ¢ rubello
Manco di fede 2 Gundeberta, ¢ a me ?

Rod. Grimoaldo era Duca, ed ora ¢ Re,

Ed. To, che giel diedi, io faprd rorgli il Regao.
Sovra quel capo indegno .
11 fulmine vedrai de! mio cordoglio,
Cangiar nel tempo ifteflo L
Ii fuo Lauro in cipreflo, in tomba il foglio.

D¢’ miei Scherni per far le vendette
1 mio Amore in furor cangero :
Ed accefi gli fguardi in factee
Ficro faempio dell” empio fard. .
D¢’ mici, &c. [ Parts.

D SCENA
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SCENA IIL

Roperinba, e Fravio, ‘Grimoarpo,
UnNvuirro, Garisa1Do, ¢ Guardie.

Grim. Rodelinda, ¢ pur ver ?
Rod. Si Grimoaldo,
Si ¢h’ io mi rendo.
Unul. (Oh Ciel!)
Rod. Tu pria m’ offerva
Un patto folo, e poi
Sar0 qual pitt mi vuoi, o fpofa, o ferval
MMWN.&M Ella vuo! 12 mia tefta.
Grim. 1l tutto chiedi
Fuor che 1a morte di——e
Rod. Di Garibaldo ?
Grim. Appunto.
Rod. Alma si vile
Del mio nobile {degno in van paventa.
Grim. Compifci dunque, o cara, i miei contenti ;
Giuro tutto efleguir.

Rod. Vud, che tu prenda
Nome di fcellerato, e d”inumano 3
Che fveni di tna mano
Sugli ochi miei quefto mio Figlio ; e refti
Sepolta in un delitto
Tutra la Gloria tua.
Unul. (Che afcolto !)
Grim. E quefti?
Rod. 81, quefti fono i fentimenti miei.
Grim. Tu (cherzi?
Rod. No, non fcherzo, ¢ non ¢’ inganno :
Jo non potrei efler Madre inun tempo
Dgl legittimo Re, moglic al Tiranno i
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SCENE IL

Roperinpa, and Fravio, Grimoarpo,
Uxviro, Gariearno, and Guards.

Grim. And is, my Rodelinda, is this true ?
Rod. Maft certain, Grimoaldo,
1 yield, furvender, truft my felf 1o you.
Unul. (Awert it Heavens !) [Afide.
Rod. But [wear you will religioufly obferve
One Compatt firft—and then—as you fball pleafe—
WName me your Spoufe, or but your humble Hand maid.
Gar. Ay there’s ber Aim—Now ’tis my Head fbe wants.
Grim. Ask what thou wilt ; ask any thing,
Aught but the Death of ~———

Rod. Of Garibaldo ?
Grim. Right : Ask any thing but that.
Rod. *Tis Vanity in Souls fo vile as bis

To fear my noble Rage would floop fo bow.

Grim. Say then, dear Charmer, and compleat my
(Wifbes,

Say but thy Will—1I'm fworn—and will fulfil it.

Rod. Then take the Stile of Bloody dnd Inbumane,

Names that will Juit thee well.

IVith thy owna Hands, before my very Eyes .

Take this my Son and murder bim.——Fulfl it.

So may thy Glory all, all,

In that one Crime, lie buried. ]
Unul. (What is’t 1 bear !) [Afde.
Grim. Are thefe——— .

Rod. Yes, thefe, thefe are my laft firm Sentiments.

Grim. Sure, you ave far from earneft, or you dream ?
Rod, No, Idon’t dredm, nor do I now deceive you :

1 cannot be, at once, a Tyrant’s Wife.

And Mother of a young and lawful King ;
D2 I carno
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I cannor o this chafte and modeft Boforn,
Clafp, at ane time, my Son and Foe together,
Grim. Say, Duke, was this the Way,
Thar Rodelinda would become my Wife.
Rod. Yes, upon this Condition,
1 offer you my Hand. Think well, and Znow,
If you my Spoufe, and I your Confort be,
X wed Revenge, and you wed Death in me.
. Unul. (How artfully fhe works bis Paffions up,
nd what a faithtul Patsern to ber Sex ! { Afide.
Gar. How are my vaff Defigns all crofs’d at once 2

Rod Cruel Men, O hear me fwear,
To my Son 1 give my Heart,
You may raife my Grief and Fear,
But can never make me part.
Me that Husband never fhalt,
In his Marriage Bonds, enthrall,
That has been my greateft Foe,
Only Caufe of all my Woe ,
Cruel, ¢&-.

SCENE 1v

Grinoarro, Unurro, GarisaLDO, and Guards.

Grim. Unulfs, Garibaldo, in this Bofom,
Expir’d are ali the Hopes that Love once nowrifh’d ;
But Love, isfelf, won't die, that will Jurvive
Large as it was, and undiminifp’d fiill.
Unul. Summon, my Lord, your Virtue to your Aid,
And fence and guard your Heart with thas
Grim. O 1hat can never be,
That Faith. which, in her Boforn, fbines confeft,
Lights up my Love the more, and fires my Breaft,

Unul.

254

AwoIl] RODELINDA. 37

uefto fen pudico .

M."M:Mﬂn infieme il Figlio, ¢’ fuo Nemico.

Grim. Ab Duca; in quefta guifa
Divien mia WM%::&» ?

Rod. A quefto patto ) .
To % offro n_uw mia man ; penfaci, e vedi,
CH’ effendo tu mio mmoao._ io ?“uw Conforre

{o la vendetta € tula Morte. )

?%MM.OA@_QS accorta, e fedel oggi & coftei!)

Gar. (Quanto s” oppone 2’ gran difegni mici !)

. Spietaci ; Io vi giurai )
Rod mM al mio Figlio il cor donai
Di ferbarvi e duolo, ¢ affanno.
Non potrebbe 12 mia Mano
Stringer mai quelt’ _._Ea.»mo
Ch’ ¢ cagion d” ogni mio danno.
8 Spictati, &c. [Parte.

SCENA 1V.
Grimoarpo, Unurro, Garisaipo, e Guardie.
9&? Unulfo, Garibaldo, in quefto {eno
Muor 12 fperanza, ch’ alimenta amore,
E feco amor non muore, ¢ non vien meno.
Unul. In dife(a del Cuore
Deh richiama Signor la tua Virtude.

Grim. Ah! La gran fedeltd, che inlei rifplende
Pil m’ innamora, Unulfo, e pit m” accende.

D3 Unnic.
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Unul. Ama dunque in colei

Dell’ alma l1a beltd, non del fembiante.
Grim. Che far di pia pols’ jo ?
Gar. Non ti ftupire

D’ una vana apparenza:

Accetta il patto, e la vedrai difdire.
Unul. E col Sangue reale

D’ un Fanciullo innocente

Macchiar vorrai ?
Grim. Non piu,

Le vocidi Virta

Non cura amante Cor, o pur non fente.

Prigioniera ho I’ alma in pena
Ma si bella ¢ 1a catena
Che non cerca libert,
Melto, infermo, il Cor fen’ giace,
Ma il fuo Mal cosi gli piace
Che bramar pace non fa,
Prigionicra, Gc.  [parte.

Unul. Maffime cosi indegne,
Configli cosi rei tu. porgi o Duca
A chi foltien la Macfta Reale ?

Gar. Laltia che chi ¢ Tiranno opri da tale.

Uiml. Vorraj ? -
Gar. Si, che {pergiuro
Tradifca 1a (ua fe.
Usul. Vorrai ?———m
Gar. Che impuro
InG&di 1’ onefta,
Unul, Voyrai ?
Gar. Che crudo
Con maffime (pietate, inigulte, ed empic
" Usul. Sparga il Sangue reale ?

Gar,
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Unul. Let Love, then, to her ..aéaw& Charms confin’d
Forges ber Face, and doat upon ber Mind.

Grim. What further Trial is theie left for me?

Gar. Stand not amaz’d at \E.\m Appearances,
But take ber ar ber Word ;—She'll foon vecal it.

] in his Hands
Unul. And would you then bebold bim flain his )
With the Blood Royal of a guililefs Infant.

Grim. No move :
The Voice of Virtue X
Finds no Admistance through a Lover's Ear,
Or, if it does, paffes, unheeded, through is,
And reaches not the Heart.

Captive is my Soul in Chains,
But {o pleafing are its Pains,
That it wifhes not to be,
If it could, at Liberty. .
o Captive, ¢&c.  [Exit.

O Duke, . preach  fuch unworthy
Unul. Do thou, D (rarthy
Whifper fuch guilty Counfels in bis Ears,
Zo %&ei *tis M.e.x to bear majeftick wvay ?
Gar. Yes ; for I'd have the Man,
Who is a Tyrant, like a Tyrant, ait.
Unul. And would you ? : o, )
Gar. 4y, I would have him perjur d, to a Preverb,
And fam’d for Violation ew his Faith.
Unul. Bur would yeu ? .
Gar Would 2—Iwould bave bim, by impureft Methods,
Lay Snares for Honefly, and fain it fouly
Unul. Would you ? . .
O.:_._. Ay §e§.w fiill more, I'd have bim, \m.u:uN cruel,
Full of unjuft, blood-thirfly, murdering Maxims——
Unul. Arnd fpill Blood-Royal, even to Profufin ?

Ha ! mean'ft thou not fo H~u . Gar.
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Gar. Even juft fo —— iny :

For fo Ufurpers make their BﬂN\MHME:u

And live up to the Meaning of their Name.

As he by Tyranny procur’d the Crown
By Blood he muft fecure his Reign ”
Pity but weakly props a tott’ring Throne
W hich noughe, but Rigour, can maintain;

As he, &, [Exa.

Unul. Thro’ all Storms that wreck m
y Breaft
A Calm of .«Q. at length, appears ;
And, bleft with Truth, in her 1 love
At once, I banifh all my Cares. ’

Thro’ all, &«.

SCENE V. A delightful Profped.

BerTARIDO; then Epwrc; and afterwards
Unviro.

Bert. With hoatfe, rough, murm’ring St
Each Brook, each E_)nn._ nm._aunw»ﬂ_v.m ,
To make moft moumful Mufick, feems ’
All, fighing, to my Sighs reply.

In
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Gar. Cosi & Ufnrpatore il nome adempte.

Tirannia gli diede il Regno
Gliel confervi crudelta ;
Del Regnar bafe ¢ {oftegno
E il rigot non la picrd.
Tirannia, &c. [ Parte.

Unul. Si si Fellon ¢’ intendo, ¢ non m’ inganno,
Come al tuo vero Re fulti Rubello
Cosi cerchi tradire anche il Tiranno.
Perche confoli in tanto
L? afflitto mio Signor |’ anima amante,
Intenda quanto fia
Fida la Spofa fua, quanto coftante.

Fra tempefte funcite 2 queft’ alma
Foriera di Calma
Gii fpunta una fiefla.
E difgombra ogn’ ombra di pene
La fe del fuo bene
Che {plende pilt bella.

Fra tempefle, ¢rc.

SCEN A V. Lanogo delsziofo.

BrrraRIDO, poi EDUIGE, epoiUnvuLro.

Bert. Con rauco mormorio
Piangono al pianto mio
Rufcelli, e fonti

Ein
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E in tronchi, e mefti accenti
Fann’ eco a miei lamenti
E gli Antri, ¢ i Monti.
Con, &,

; {Entra per un ol :
Ed. Dell’ eftinto Germano per un alira paree

Mi fembrano gli accenti,
Sc I’ defio non m’ inganna.

Bertarids vientra,
Con rauco mormorio
Piangono al pianto mio
Rufcelli, ¢ Fonti.

Ed. Ah no, che non m’ inganna
La voce, ¢’ volto; o Cie’l ! vive il Fratello
Sotto fpoglie franiere, ed eflo ¢ quello.

Bere. Son {coperto !

Ed. Germano? Oh Dio! che miro ?
Tu vivi?

Bere. E 1a miavita
Gid ti cofta un fofpiro ?
Ma no, non fofpirar, qucllo non fono ;
Bertarido ebbe if Trono,
Ebbe Amici, e Vaffalli, ebbe congiunti,
Ebbe una Spofa, oh Dio!
Idea difedcltade, e di coftanza ;
E a me di tutto cid rimafta ¢ folo
Per giunta del mio duo!l la rimembranza.

Ed.
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In half-choak’d Accents, and 2 broken Sound,
‘The Mountains feem, relenting,
To eccho my lamenting ;

And Caves on Caves rebound.
With, @

[Entring on the other Side.
Ed. It feems to me, moft like the living Viice
Of my peor (late departed) Brother
Iv is meft like it ——— or Delufion fleals
Faft on the Senfe, that faucies what 1t likes.

Bertarido ve-entering.
With hoarfe, rough, murm’ring Streams
Each Brook, each Riv'let, running by,
‘To make moft mournful Mufick feems ;
All, fighing, to my Sighs reply.

Ed. 4b no! impoffible ! — Pm not deceiv’d ;
His Voice, Face, Air ; they cannos, all, deceive me.
“Tis he — my Brother lives — and, tho’ difguis’d
In foreign Garb, 1know bim well—tis be.

Berr. Iam difcover'd.

Ed. Bother ! or dor’t or do my Egyes bebold aright?
And art thou living fil] !

Bert. What ! is my Life, then, worth oue Sigh of yours?
And did it coft that Groan ?
O o ! =1 pry’thee now forbear thy fighing :
4 am not he, that you miftook me for
Bertarido bad a Throne He, be bad Frieads ;
Had Vaffals, that, depending, warch’d his Nod ;
Had Princes join’d to bim in chfe Alliance :
He bad a Wife too — gracious Heavens! — be had
A Jeeming faithful, and a confiant Wife ! ~——--———
But ab! for me— Pm not thas happy Man —
1 am weigh'd down with Wees ; and to encreafe them,
Noughe, but the Memory of Bleffings loft,
Fills my dark Soul, and forely haunts Refleétion.

Ed.
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Ed. Some cafual Heat ———— fome Rage by Accident
May flacken, for a while, the Ties between ms ;
But nought cax quite diffolve thofe Bonds of Union,
Which Nature jaften’d with her utmoft Strength,

And join’d fo clofe togesher. If 1, your Sifter,
I 1 have help’d to wreft a Kingdom from you,
There’s Rodelinda bas veveng'd your Wrongs.
Bert. *Twas not, believe me Sifter, not a Kingdem,
That was fo much the Objeldof my Wifbes,
To draw me bither— twas not that, which made me,
Or put on this Difguife, or form the Projett
Of my pretended Death — no, no, it was not that :
My whole Defign cemter’d in this alone,
Thar I might feal my Wife and only Son,
Thife deareft Pledges, from the Tyrant's Hands ;
And bear, o far away ! to fbare my Exile,
Thofe precious Remnants of my Shipwreck'd Fortunes.
Unul. (5o then — at laft I've found him — but who's
there 2
The Secret is all out, and ke difcover’d.) (Afide.
Bert. And yet this one, this fole Content,
Which Fate might Jure, methinks, bave lent,
Invidioss Fate denies ;
For when I turn my wretched Eyes,
Thofe wresched Eyes, fo turn’d, [urvey
A Wife, that dves ber Vows betray
Unul. That is, of all your late Miftakes, the greatet,
Tour Rodelinda is moft faithful to you.
Bert. ibat fay f# thou, my Unulfo,
L that moft certain Truth.

Fd. ( ) [Afide.
Unul, A Wife, more true, more fuhful, and more
(confiant,

No Heart, that fed on Fondnefs, ¢'er could wifb for.

Ed.
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Ed. Accidentale {degno
Rallentar pud, ma non difciorre i nodi,
Che tenaci formd Natura in Noi ;
Pur s’ io ti tolfi il Regno,
Vendicd Rodelinda i danni tuoi.

Bert. Non¢, Sorella, il Regoo
L’ oggetro di mie brame, ¢ del mio inganno ;
Mi finfi eftinto, ¢ fu fol mio difegno
D’ involare al Tiranno .
I pegni a me pil cari, € Spofa, ¢ Figlio,
E delle mie {venture .
Condurli a parte in un penofo cfiglio.

Unul. (Pur lo trovai =~ ma che vegg’ io? tradite
E gia I’ Arcano ; egli ¢ {coperto )

Bert. E pure
Ancor quefto contento
Mi niega invida forte ;
Mifero io torno, e {ento,
Che 1 infida Conforte
Tradifce 12 mia fe.
Unul. Queflo ¢ un’inganno;
Rodelinda ¢ fedel.
Bert. Che dici 2 Unulfo,
Mi narri il ver?
Ed. (Refpira Anima amante.)
Unul. No, che bramar non puo:
Di lei pits fida Spofa, ¢ piv conftante.

Ed.
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Ed. Liberar Rodelinda, ¢ Flavio {eco
Dunque ¢ I’ unico two giufto defio ?

Bert. Non altro.

£d. Orio m” impegno
Di rendere al too Cor l1a pace, e al miio. [Parte.

Unul. Vieni Signor, non ¢ pia tempo adefo
Di celar, che tu vivi, ’

Alla fedel tua Spofa.

Bert. Vengo, che in te quefto mio Cor ripofa,
Sfoga gli {degni tuoi (Parte Unul.
Toglimi irato Ciel Vaffalli, e Trono,

Rendi 2 miei cafti affetti
Rodelinda fedele, e ti perdone.

Scacciata dal fuo nido
Sen vola in altro lido,
Ne fparge mai querelc
LaRondinella;
Del Fato non fi Lagna
Se ha feco 1a compagna
Che gli ¢ fempre fedele
E fempre ¢ bella.
Scacciata, &c:

SCENA
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Ed. To free your Rodelinda and young Flavio
Is then, it feems, the Sum of all sour v ifbes ?

Bere. Jve not aWifh beyond ir. ‘
Ed. Then I'll be bound to give your Heart full Eafe ; )
And, Jetting yours, 1fet my own at Peace. | Exit.

Unul. Come, my good Lord, ’tis now no longer needfiul
To keep it as a Secret from your Wife,
That you are living.
Bert. Lead on, my Friend, I foon will folow thee,
My Heart vepofes all its Trufls in thee. { Exit. Unal
Ye Heav'ns!
If your dread Anger be upon my Head,
Take, take for ever, if you pleafe, my Throne,
And take my Subjelts from me, take them all :
Do but reflore my Rodelinda to me,
Chafle ac my Hopes and faithful ac my Wifbes :
Take all befide 5 and, profivate, I will thank you.

The Swallow, driven from her Neft,

To other Shores retires :

‘But, if with her Companion bleft,

She no more Blifs defires ; .
Pleas’d with her Love, the never can complain,
But, joyful, builds the little Houfe again.

The Swallow, &c.

SCENE
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SCENE VI AGallery in Rodelinda’s
Apartment.

Roorrinpa and Unviro.

Rod. My Spoufe fiill living, fay you ?
Unul. Living, my Queen, and longing to embrace you.

Rod. 4t fuch a fudden Turn, oy fprings
My Heart might fail me our of ~8.N~an .N.xhh&%&\nﬁ.
Yet, ab! Iknow uot, but it finks with Fegr, |
Unul. Fears, at this time, are moft importunate
And, out of Envy tothe Bleffings there, ’
Crowd to difturb your Breaft, and damp your oys.
Rod. Pray you, with all the Hafle imaginable
Let me my Lord Bertavido bebold. ’
Dear tomy Eyes as Light—and to my Heare
Dear as the vital Drops thas flow within iz
Unul. He fhall, with all Difpasch, be Jafe condutted,
Womw What do thefe fiyange unufual Heavings mean
Like as "twere fomewhas boding in my Sed ?
My Heart beass faft and flatters in my Breaft :
Whesher *tis caus’d by Foy or Fear, 1 know not.

Return my Dear, my Life, return,
Return my Joy, ‘my Treafure ;
This hopelefs Heart than’c pant and mourn
But pant and dance for Pleafure. ’
Come, my Love, come quick away
Then fo relieving ’
Me from grieving,
Joy fhall Sorrow overpay.
Return, ¢re.

SCENE
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SCE N A VL Galleria nell’ Apparta-
mento di Rodelinda.

Roperinpa, e Unviro.

Rod. Vive il mio Spofo ?
Unul. 81 vive o Regina
Anziofo d’ abbracciarzi.
Rod. A tanta {orte
Per 1a gioja dovria mancarmi il Core ;
E pure, Unulfo, Io fento
Usul. Importuno timore
Invidia al to bel fen—o

Rod. Deh! non tardare
A mici fguardi il contento, ed al Cor mio :
Venga a me Bertarido.

Unul. Or te 1’ invio.

Rod. Con quai rifalti, oh Dio!
Dentro del petto mio palpita il Core,
Non fo, fe per 1a gioja, o pel dolore.

Ritoraa o caro, e dolce mio teforo
A dar conforto, e fpeme a quefto Cor ;
Tu renderai al feno mio, riftoro,
Se refrigerio fei d’ogni dolor.
Ritorna, .

E SCENA
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SCENA VIL

RopEerinpa, poi BerTaRIDO, € poi Griyo-
A LDO, con Guardie. .
Red. Ahsi!ecco 1o Spofo.  Ah caro pegno!
Mio teforo ! Mio ben ! (Va per abbracciarle.
Bere. Ferma, che degno | Bertarido I arrefta,
De’ tuoi pudichi amplefli ancor non fono,
Sc potei dubitar della tua fede.
Lalcia pria, ch’al tuo piede (S’ ingimocchia.
De’ falfi miei fofpetti umil perdono
Yo ti domandi almeno ;
M’ aflolvi, o cara, ¢ poi mi ftringi al feno.

Rod. De’ noftri afferti a intepidir I’ ardore
Di fredda gelofia it giel non bafta H
Se I’ alma mia tu fei {7 abbraccia,

Grim. Che vedete occhi miei! Quefta < 1a-cafta?
Bere. (Oh Cieli !)
Rod. (Oh ingiufta forte !)
Grim. Quefta ¢ la fe coftante,
Che all’ eftinto Conforte
Tu ferbi 0 Rodelinda > E up _.Namnx»B»snn.

Che t’ offre col fuo corla deftra, ¢’ Regno,
Orgogliofa difprezzi, ¢ prend; a {degno 2

Rod, (Non fa, che fia lo Spolo, o amore aita;
8i falvi 13 fua vita
E atorto I’ onefta rimanga offefa.)

Grim. Impudica, non parli ? E qual difefa
E qual fcufa rivolgi entro al penfiero ?
Porgi a Drudo ftraniero,
Forle ignobile, e vile
€id che riculi ad un Monarca > .
od,

" ‘Nuue,.mmagots,

éi& s 3 x

d. o 3 t0 thy Bofom.
&h&,&» \N 4 v_ Nﬂ\\mghbh.\v%
oves . (fiéients
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How could’fi thos floop to fome fray Goar 0
+ Thou, that could’ft feorn aﬁ_&exa:\wc >§§.W.§NMMWM¢_%.
Wnom. A\.Mm M&.& ndeed, is true.
tv. (And fball 1, out of bafe an ;
Permit ber Honour to be mb%\& ~M=: 4 fervile Fear,
Permit ber Virtue, white a5 new fal’n Snow
To be thus sainted by Detraflion's Breath ;
No, welcome Death ; fo but ber Honour lives.
No, Grimoaldo, wrongfully you tax
Of Falfboods wile, and foul Impuriry,
The truefl, chafleft, and fincereft Hears,
QE\.? were the fond Embraces, that you faw,
Plac’d, where they're due, within a Husband's Arms
Nx§.~ am ke, my Name Bertaride. ’
Grim. Bertarido ?
Rod. That Story will not pafi—"Tis known 106 wel
Grim. A4y, that Bertaride is long fince dead : ’
Rod. He feign'd it wel, bowe'er, to [ave my Honosr.
Bert. To prove, that *tis no Filtion, that Prm be
You need but think, that, to preferve ay Life ’
Sits neaver to her Heart, than ber own Honour.
Grim. Him to fafe Cuftody s—for you, now bear me - .
Be be your Stallion, or your Spoufe : No Master.
Take him once more, and clafp bim to your Bofom ;
You *ve my Confent for that; 1 fhan’s difpute,
If thefe Embraces lawful be or no ;
But you fball take your Farewel of them now,
And never meet again.

* (To Rod) If he’s your Spark, my Rival he ;
And, it your Spoufe, my Foe ;
To me no Matter, which he be
He to the Shades hall go. '
A Sacrifice to that Embrace
.Hmw Blood fhall, fure, be fpilt ;
If _twas not chaflte, or if it was,
" Still equal is the Guilt.}
od. Was't not fufficient, O my Husband, was’s
Tofiab me thro’ the Heart with difians News, e
Cruel
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Rod. E vero.

Bert. (E fofftird, che per timor fervile
Refti offefo il candore
Di fua bella onefld ? Ah no, fi muora,
Par che viva " onore.)
No, Grimoaldo, a torto
Si taccia 4’ impudico un Cor si fido;
Cafti fur quegli ampledi,
1{ Conforte abbraccio, fon Bertarido.

Grim. Bertarido?

Rod. B’ mendace.

Grim. Bertarido mori.

Red. Per falvar I’ onor mio finge cosi.

Bert, Per prova che nonfingo, e che fon io,
Vedi, come a lei preme
P.b dell’ oneftd propria il viver mio?

Grim. Coftui fi cuftodifca, e tu m’afcolea :
E tuo drudo, o tuo Spofo, anco una volta
Lo ftringi al fen, te lo confento anch’ io.
Sien legittimi, o no,

Gli dian gli ampleffi tuoi 1’ ultimo addio.

* (a Rod) Tuodrudo, ¢ mio rivale
Tuo Spofo, ¢ mio nemigo,
E morte avra.
(a Berr.) L’ ampleflo tuo fatale
Legittimo, o impudico
Or reo ti fa.
Tuo, &rc.  [Parte.

Rod. Non ti baftd, Conforte
Trafiggermi da lungi
Ejz - Con
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Con I’ avvifo crudel della tua Morte ;
Se per dar al mio fen pena maggiore,
Non ti guidava amore
A morir {0 mici lomi?
Bert. Ah Spofa, ¢ puie
Son tra le mie fventure or st contento
Che dal deftin tradiro,
Mi giunge anche gradito il tradimento.
Rod. © Ah Spofo, ingrato Spofo, ¢ quefto adeflo
¢ Il premio, ela mercede
¢ Della coftanza mia, délli mia fede ?
Bere. * Haicombartuto, hai vinto ; or vuole il Cielo
© Premiar col morir mio la tua Vire,
* Di due Lacrime appena
¢ Bagna, adorata Spofa, il cener mio ;
¢ Dona quindi al¥’ oblio
¢ La memoria, dime, ch'jo tel perdono :
¢ Stendi polcid feftante ,
¢ La deftra amante, a chi ti rende i) Trono.
Rod. © Yo firingerlo Conforte
¢ Potrei reo di tua morte,
¢ E baciar quella miano
¢ Tintadel fangue tuo ? Se tal mj bramj
* Bertarido, non m’ amj.
Bere. © Merito ogni rigor dal di luj {degno
¢ Che giufto il fa 12 gelofia del Regno.
Rod. © 1l Cielo & giufto, odia i Tiranni, e fente—
Bert. © Ah! che {c fofle giuflo, a te dovea
* Spofo dar piu felice, ¢ piu poflente.
(a2) Tot abbraccio; e piti che morte
Afpro e forte, ¢ pe ’I Cor mio
Queft’ addio
Che il tuo fen dal mio divide 3
Ah mia vita ! Ah mio teforo !
Se non moro, ¢ pili tiranno
Quell’ affanno,
Che da Morte, ¢ non uccide.

uo. .
ATTO

Fine del’ Atto Secondo.
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wices of thy Death .&‘.3&.

m%h«.”m- h&&% Wam in.the midft of %«n@nﬁ
But Love muft guide you, to &wm a Wound,
Sharper and deeper, in my panting Bofom,

To come here to M«. and to fall a Villim

e my very Eyes.

wu\w%nnnn.&hw' w& dear .Mgn\m. .

1 place that down to Fortune's other Hardpips.
But yet, methinks, it is @ Pleafure too, ,
Since *rwas in Fate that 1 §\m be betray'd,
That I was fo agreeably betray m.

With you, andfor your Honour's Jake.

-

L With this Embrace, I bid Adieu,
Ah! rather could I wifh to die.

But greater Pangs I yet muft bear,
Since Heav’n that Blefling will deny.

With, &

d A&.
The End omm ﬂwn Secon AcT




ACT IIL
SCENE L

A Gallery.
Eowicand Unvutrro.

Ed. Z O W while my Brother is indanger’d thas,

My Love, my Fealoufy, my Blood, my Pro-
(vidence,

Aud all the Counfel, I could wifb, ave injur’d,
And e’y Hope is bipwreck d, once agam.
Unul. Fierce Grimoaldo, obfiinate in Fury,
Condemns Bevtaride, and vows Lis Death.
Ed. But cannot thy officious Zeal find Means,
To fleal him from his Fate, and loofe his Chains ?
Unul. How is it poffible to cempa)s that ?
Ed. Is be not Prismer to thy Care committed ?
Unul. *Tis true, and Grimoaldo grants you Libersy,
To wifit him, at Pleafure, in the Prifon,
But where’s the Ufe of this, and what avails it 2
. Ed. Thisisa Key, thar, inthat Prifon, opens
A Paffage thro’ a fubterraneous Vaulr,
That leads diveélly to the Royal Gardens :
Thither 1can conduét his Rodelinda :
By that blind Way we'll free bim from the Prifon,
And 0er the Walls leave bis Efeape to me.

An Enterprize oo difficult ; "Twill jo .
H )y my Soud
v draw fo brave @ Hero from his Fate :

Aud
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Unul, Blefi’d SQWMES Aid and Counfel, I can’s fiud ie

SCENA I Galleria.

Epvicee Unvireo.

Ed. E L German nel periglio

Ritorna a naufragar ogni mia fpeme ;

Sangue, Amor, Gelofia, Cieli, Configlio.

Uunl. L’ oftinato furor di Grimealdo,
Cendanna Bertarido, e vuol, ch’ ei mora.

Ed. Al fuo fato involatlo, € alle ritorte
Non {a 1l tno Zelo?

Unzl. E come ?

Ed. Alla tua fede il prigionier commeflo.

Unal. Libero Grimoaldo a me ¢oncede
Nel carcere I’ ingreflo
E vero, ma che pro ?

Ed. Quefta ¢ la chiave
Che nel carcer differra
La via, che per {otterra o
Gnida nafcofta entro al Real Giardino ;
L4 ne verro con Rodelinda anch’io :
Per quel cieco camino .
Quivi lo fcorgeremo, ¢ fia mia cura
Che trovi aperto il varco
Per libero fortir fuor delle mura.

Usul. Col tuo ajuto, ¢ configlio
Non difficit fi rende a2 me |’ imprefa 5
A Morte il fottrayrd queft’ alma ardita,
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E fia troppo ben fpefa
Per {alvarla al mio Re, quefta mia vita.

Un Zeffiro {pird
Che fereno queft’ aima,
E calma vi portd ;
§’ io falvo il mio Signore
Altro non brama il Core,
E pace allora avro.
Un Zeflivo, @e. [ Parte.

_Ed Con opra giufta io cancellar dj

kg Sonammm del fallo 2 dilegno
A cui mi fpinfe cieco amor di R, ;

& di falvar confido HRegnos
Rodelinda, il fuo Figlio, ¢ Bertarido.

Quanto pii: fiera
Tempefta freme
"Tanto pitt {peme
Prendendo io vo.
Gid lufinghicra
Per mio conforto
Dice che in Porto

Yo giungero Quanto, ¢r.
SCENA IL

Gr1
RIMOALDO, GARrIZALDO, ¢ Guardie.

Gar. O falfo ¢ Bertarido, o fu
[ , me
Del Re de gli Unni il foglio ; ndace
Chiede 1a Morte fua
La %o_omn dei Soglio.
rim. Agitato ¢ i i0 ; i
or ?@onom onw _m hnn m”on mio ; muove il penfiero
Or fperanza, or timore,

Or bella gloria, or gelofiz d’ Impero.
Gar.
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And if 1 could bur fave my Lord and Mafier,
My Life were, too well, [pentin fuch a Caife.

Hopes, like Zephirs, gently blowing,

Sweet Refrethments ftill beflowing,
Set my troubl’d Heart at Eafes

O, could 1 my Sovereign {ave,

I no greater Blifs cou’d crave,

Cou’d enjoy no firmer Peace.
Hopes, & [Exit.

Ed. By this one A of Fuflice, 1 would cancel
The black Enormity of that vaft Crime
Which, led by blind Ambition, for a Croun.
1, late, committed, Nor do 1doubt preferving
Bertarido, the Prince, and Rodelinda.

Fierce, and more fierce, tho’ Tempefis rife,

I raife proportion’d Hopes, and go,

And place the Port before my Eyes,

And doubt nor, fafe, to land the Prize,

Tho’ Winds on Winds fhould blow. )
Fierce, &rc.

SCENE IL

Grimoarno, Garizarpo, and Guards.

Gar. Or Bertarido is falfe, or falfe the Letter
Fyom the Hungarian King —— But be't as rwill
The Fealoufy, that's owing to a Crown,
Demands bis Death.
Grim. A thoufand Confliéis fbake my wav'ring Heart 5
Now fad Sufpicions [way my refilefs Sonl;
Now Love, now Hope, now Fear, ol combae there,

And Glory next, and Fealoufy of Empire. Gar.
ar.
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. Gax. Thisfhould, above all other Thoughts, predominate
And this, alre, prevail — Be be or right or wrong — ’
Kill Bertarid, and then you’ll kil Sufpicion.

Grim. Or be be really fo, or bur 1
Should 1 kil Bertarid, o o or but prevnds i

How could I ever hope to make my P
Wb Rodelinda ? ) el
Gar. And while be lives as Husband ign’
How can you bope for Peace 2 oty s or feign'ds
Grim. O Heavens !
Gar. Again you figh; and yer
; youfuffer Scorus
And take no Warning from thofe ?%.&N».ﬁ.: ’
What Meafure: beft will eafe them
Edwig and Rodelinda both combine
To heighten all your Sorrows with Difdain ;
Or ke muft ceafe to live, or you 10 regn,

Amidft Sufpicions, Hopes, and Fears
Zw.m.mnm: diftra&ed ‘is ,.a.:.nr b:mcm‘r 5

Now ’tis bold, and now defpairs, ’
Now does rage, and now does languifh.

Amidft, &c.  [Exir.
SCENE IIIL 4 very dark Dungeon.

'l
Berrtarivo, and, afterwards, Unviro,

Bert, mpwm blind Love, fay, cruel Fare,
N«Enr of you molt deferves my Hate,
hich of you prov'd the greareft Cheat 2
By cruel Fate compell'd o fly,
Yloft the Seat of Majefty ;
By Love betray’d, in Chains I lie.

Say, blind, &-.

Say, which of you But bark
There's Jometbing, but 1know not whas it is )
s from fome difians Height, fell at my Fees m.

Bur
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Gar. Quelta ad ogni ajtro affetto
Queita prevaglia; o fiafi finto, o vero,
Ukceidi in Bertarido il tuo fofpetto.

Grim. Ma fia vero, o mendace,

Se Berrtarido uccido, € come {pero
D’ ottener mai da Rodelinda pace ?

Gar. E come averla puoi,
Vivo il Conforte, o fia mendace, o vero ?
Grim Oh Dio!
Gar. Sofpiti ? E delli {cherni tnoi
Pur ancor non t’ avvedi ?
Rodelinda, Eduige,
Unifcono a tuoi danni il Joro fdegno ;
O dai morte al Fellone, o perdi un Regno. [Parte.

Grim. Frafofpecti, affecti, e timori
Sento il fena ripieno d’ affanni ;
Or mi rendo, or m’ accendo in furori
Or mi peato, or pavenro d’ inganri.
Fra, &c. [ Parte.

SCEN A III. Carcere ofcurifima.

BerTarino, epsi UnvLFo.
Bert. Chi di voi fu piti infedele
Cieco amor, forte crudele
Chi di voi piti m’ inganno ?
Mi {accio {pietata forte
Pria dal foglio, ¢ alle ritorte
Crudo amor poi mi guido.
Chi di, &.

Chi di voi ma non {o che
(Cade nella prigiome una fpada getratavi da Eduige.
Dal remoto balcen mi sade al pic. Qi
I8y

279




62 RODELINDZ [AcoIIL

Qui I’ aere ofcuro, e fofco
Vieta ogni oggetto al guardo ——
[Cerca col tasto per terra,
Par 1o trovai—— Da mano Amica
Certo mi viene il ferro, e par che dica :
Son teco in ogni imprefa,
Stringimi in wa difefa
Da ogni incontro funefto
Ti fortrarrd, fe vuoi,
Lafcia a gli Amici tuoi cura del reflo.
Dunque ti ftringo o caro (Sunda la Spada.
D’ amico pilt fedel fedele acciaro.
Ma gid s’apron le porte
Del carcere ratale ; ecco di morte
Il miniftro crudel ; giufti furori
Gid m’ accendono il fen. Perfido muori.
{Ziva un colpo, e ferifee Unulfo, che era appunto entrato.
Unul. Bertarido? Mio Re——n
Bert. Chefeci 2 Unulfo? Oimeé!
"Unul. Ben poco il fen t'accende
Defio di libertade, o mio Signore
Se ferifci la man, che a te 12 rende.
Bert. Ah Defira fcellerata ! Ah infano Core!
Ah caro Amico ! Ah Bertarido ingrato ;
Ciechi orrori, e funefti;
E tu ferro mal nato [(Getta la Spada.
In mal punto fpietaro 2 me giungefli,
Unul. Non pit ; que ftimomenti
Troppo, ah troppo fon cari
Per {penderli in lamenti ;
Pit della mia ferita
wnnnm,. 1a tua ?ZMNNP ¢ la tua vita. '
uefte gid note fpoglie
Q & P (Gl fa laliiar Ia fopravefte:
Abbandona Signor, ¢ a miglior’ uopo
[Gli vipone Ia Spada inmane.
Ripiglia il brando ; ah molto )
Effer ci pud fatale ogni dimora ;
Andiamo, Bers.
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But, bere, the thick obfeure and Omw*m%sn AHir
ids the Eye the Sight o jeéts.

Forbids 7 g o @y mmno_unm on the Earth,
Oh 1 bave found it cut — from Jome moft friendly Hand
This Sword was, fuvely, thrown — as who [bould fay
Take this and grafp it in thy own Defence,
And [mite the firft thas [bould oppefe thy Paffage ;
Tbis, if thow wilt, may fovour thy Efcape :
For what vemains leave to the Care of Friends.

[He draws the Swoid:
Tes, I will grafp thee, ob thou friendly Blade,
Thou trufly Steel — But Jee the Prifon Gates
Appear t0 open — Deatl’s dive Minifter, )
Perbaps, -approaches ~— Now my jufl Wrath is wp,
And rifing Indignation fires my Soul —— .
Die, Traitor, die. Smites Unulfo jult as he enters.

Unul. Bertarido? my Liege 2 my King ?

Bert. What have 1 done, Unulfo, wretched me?

Unul. Your Wifs for Libersy, my Lovd,’s not great,”
When thus you wound the Arm that would reflore it.

Bert. Ob curs’'d anlucky Hand ! ]
My dear, my much lov'd Friend ! Ungrateful Bertarid ;
Blind fatal Horror !

O thou curs’d Stesl, fram’d in fome evil Hour,
Aud, kere, in moff unlucky Seafon thrown !
[ Throws away theSword.

Uoul. Nomore e
Thefe Moments are too precions to be fpent
I fuch Complaints as thefe.

Your Life and Safety are of more Concern

Than is my Wonnd : This Garb, that’s known to0 well,
Plegfe, my good Lord, te lay afide ; and take

This Sword, once more, 10 ferve a better Purpofe.

Quick let us fly, for ev’ry.-Moment’s Stay

Prags Fate along, aud threatens our Ua%mon.
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Bert. My Eriend,
You, now, 1 moff am guilty, Jet me free.

Unul. Hark ; fure, I bear the Tread of People near,
Let s make bafle, for Fear the jealosus. Keeper
Come unawares, and blaft our gocd Defign.

Bert. My Feot and Hand commit an equal Guil,
That tramples on the Blood which this has fpile.

[They go by a fecret Paffage out of the Prifon.

SCENE [V.

Epwie, who leads Ronri1npa by the Hand,
and Fravio.
Ed. Be not afraid, my Lord :
Brother ? So dark, and fo obfcure the Dungeon,
There is no feeing any thing.
Rod. dlas! ke is firuck dumb with Terror,
As he, indeed, has Reafon.
Ed. 1 will provide a Light.
[Edwig goes out of the Prifan.
Rod. O my Bertasido! my Heart's beft Comsfors 1
&till thou replieft noe ?
Perbaps, thy wearied Eyes are clos’d in Sleep :
Where are you, my dear Lord where are you bid,
In this fad Darknefs, from my longing Eyes ?
{Edwig recurns with a Light.
Ed. Brother?

Rod. Alas ! Twas 200 trus a Prophetefs emme
See bere the Spoils, the Garments of Bertarido !
And the Floor yound it fwimming frefh with Blood ;
See, it reeks fill ! whas fee feek I move 2—oh wretched 1
Tbis Blood yes warm, this well knows Mantle bere
Declare my dear dear Lord is ~—
Grief choaks me up, and I can fay no more.

Ed. And ab what Comfortcan my Grief afford thee ?
Whas will condoling thee fupply of Eafe

Rod.
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Bert. Amico, allora o
Che piufon reo, mi vuoi dajacci {ciolto ? .

Urul. Oh Dio! Parmi udir gente; ah partiam
Che il gelofo Cufiode (pria,
$’ accorga della frodc.

Bert. Oimé, che tanto
& fpietato il mio pi¢
Quanto fu contro tela man, fe quefta
11 tuo fangue verso, quello 1l calpefta.

{ Partono per una via fegreta della prigione.

SCENA IV.

Epvice che guida per la mano RODELIND A, ¢
Flavio.
Ed, Non temere. Signore 2
Germano ? Alcun non fento ;
Ofcuro ¢& il luogo.
Rod. Ah ! Che a ragion pavento:

Ed. Prendo una luce— [ Eduige forte della Prigione.

Rod. Oh, Dio. ) )
Bertarido ? Cor mio ? tu non rifpondi ?
Dormi forfe 2 Ove fei ? Dove ¢’ afcondi?
{ Eduige sorna con un lume.

Ed. Germano ? .
Rod. Ah'! fui prefaga; eccole fpoglie,
Ecco di frefco fangue afpesfo il fuolo,
Che pitt cerco infelice ?
@n%o fangue m’ addita, ¢ quefto manto
Che il caro Spofo mio———
Ah! che piti dir non mi confente il pianto.
: [Piange.
Ed. Ah Rodelinda! Oh Die ! e gual conforio
Pud darti il mio dolor?
F Rod.
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Rod. Eduige, ¢ morto
Il tuo German; e morto btfano Figlio
1l Re tuo Genitore, il mio Conforte.

Ed. Ah!tarda mia pierd, che in van d accidro
Provedefti fua mano !

Rod. Or chi mi rende
Il freddo bufto almeno,
Onde in quel caro feno un bacio imprima.
E fui corpo adorato
Prevenendo il mio Fato, il duol m” opprima.

Se ’1 mio duol non & i forte,

Chi trafigge, oh Dio! chi fvena
Per pietd quelto mio Cor?

Ab! che un duol peggior di morte
Tavolare a un fen che pena

£
E» pietd non ¢ rigor.

“Se’l mio, .
[Partono.

SCENA V. Guardino Reale.

BERT AR 1D 0, che va foflenendo U nvu L ko ferito.

Bert. Amico! ah! che a me duole
Piti che la forre mia la tua ferita.
Unul. Sigror, la deftra folo
Fu {copo al tuo valor ; lieve ¢ la piaga.
[ Bertarido fi toglie una benda, e fafeia il braccio di Unalfo.

Bert. Lafcia, che man pietofa
Chiuda al fangue 1a firada.

Usul. Mio Re, confufo io fono.
Ormai convien, ch’ jo vada

in
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Tke Queen your Confort, and the Prince your Son :
gaa‘ while, among thefe Trees, conceal .“cs.\t\. |
Till 1 return, from ev'ry threat’ning Danger. ’
Bert. I'l yet conceal myfelf ; nor longer fear (B
The bard Commands of an impevious Tyrant,
Since Heav'n bas for me Sree, 1 wifh o more
But truft my Fortune 1o my Courage. ’

Thaus, when afavage Beaft in Snares

s | s is caughe,

He fiercely roars and bites therattling nr&m:. ’

But when, to Liberty reftor’d, he roams,

The trembling Prey their Safety feek in vain.
Thus, &.

SCENE VL

Grimoarpo alone,

Grim. Into a Hell itfelf, my Breaft is turn’d,

M ?&M SEM Fuvies veigning in my Heart, ’

rm'd with more Scourges, thaw Hel’s Furi
Love, Fealoufy, and ~§M=m:.§ ; Fiies are,
Methinks, 1 by Jome Cerberus am gnaw'd,
The Dog of many Mouths ; fuch my Remorfe is
I barks aloud—it’s Cries torment my Ear ’
Houwling it feems to cry—Thou, Grimoaldo,
Thour's a rank Traitor, Perj'ror, Ufurper,
A moft flagitions Tyrane.
Bur try, my wearied Eyes, if this fwees Air
Can Joorh you to a gemtle fhort Repofe ;
Here, Grimoaldo, try to favour Sleep,
And if, among the Fountains and the Flowers,

You
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In traccia di tua Spofa, e del tuc Figlio ;

La tra quelli virgulei

Celati, fin ch’ io tomi, al tuo periglio. [ Parte
Bert. Mi celero ; ma quefto Cor non teme

Piu d’un Tiranno il perfido Commando ;

Gia che pietofo il Ciel {ciolto mi rende,

Altro pit non domando ;
Ch’ or dal mio braccio il Fato mio dipende.

Se fiera Belva ha cinto
Fralacatenc il piede,
Col fremito richiede
Lartolta Libertd.
Ma poi da lacci {ciolta
In fuga ogn’ un rivolta
Che offefa, tofto apprende
A non ufar pieta.
Se fiera, O [Si vitiva,

SCENA VL

Grimoarpo folo.

Grim. Fatto inferno ¢ il mio petto;
Di pitt flagelli armate ho dentro il Core
Tre furie, Gelofia, Sdegno, ed Amore ;
E da piu gole io fento
Quafi maftin crudele
1! rimorfo latrar per piut tormento,
Chiaman domi infedele
Spergiuro, Ufurpator, empio, ¢ Tiranne.

Ma pur voi lufingate
Le ftanche mie pupille
Ad un breve ripofo aure tranquilie !
D4 pace, 0 Grimoaldo, allc tue pene,
Refta tri i fonti, e Verbe:
F 3 Deile
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Delle Regie fuperbe

Le mal ficare {oglie in abbandono,
Lafcia, che preziofo - g

E dell’ alma il ripofo a! par del Trono.

Paftorello di povero armento
Purdorme coatento

Sotto I’ ombra di faggio, o d’ alloro ;

Yo d’ un Regno Monarca faftofo
Non trove ripofo

Anco all’ ombra di porpora, e d’ oro.

) Paftorello, .
[ Seguitando la Sinfomia £ akmeé.«::m.

SCENA VIL

GriMoarpo, che dorme,

eGarrs ALDO.
Gar. Che miro? Amica forte

Seconda i miei difegni.

Con la propria fua fpada

Per quefta iftefla mano

Che gid lo corono, per quefiz or cada.

[Toghe .a Grimoalds In fpada del Jfanco e Grimoalds

Grim. Quali infidie ? —— foegliondef di.
Gar. (Si defla)

Q&S.Mm:»....amanollf
Chi ’ fetro m’ maﬁmo ? .

Gar. Muori Tiranno.

A&llL] RODELINDA. 7

Tou find the balmy Eafe-Leaf, then C leave,
Of baugbty Palaces, et uneafy Throxes
FEor the Soul’s Reft is precious above Crowns.

The little Shepherd of fome fcanty Fiock,
Sieeps with Content, enjoys his Eafe,

Beneath the fpreading Beech, or fpacious Oak,
While 1, 2 King, can find no Peace.

In vain by Gold and Purple made

I can command the ftately Shade,

Since, when I ftrive for Steep, {hill fly

.Peace from my Breaft, and Slumber from my m% .

) The little, Gc.

SCENE VIL
Grimoarpo afleep, and Garisarpo,

Gar, What do 1 fee!
How friendly Fortune feconds my Defigns !
With bis own Sword, and by that very Hand,
Which lasely fix°d the Crown upon his Head ;
By that vight Hand be falls. .
[He takes the Sword from Grimoaldo’s Side,
who, waking, {peaks.
Grim. What Treachery is 2 ———
Gar. (He is awake.)
Grim. What borrid Treafoun’s this ?
Who robl’d me of my Sword ?
Gar. Die, Tyrant, die. .

Fg SCENE
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SCENE VL

Grimoarpo, GarisarLpo, Berxraripo,
»mﬂi»&u Guards, and after them RobpErT -
pA leadingFravio by the Hand.

Bert. Traitor, ’tis thou \mmw die~Away to Death!
i Drives him off th

Grim. O Heav'ns ! Guards '—who wait nw»«m ~m.ﬂw9
Who was’t defended me !—could it be be 2
vn\m mw hﬂ&&.&w F— [ The Guards come up.

. Yes, ’tis Bertayida, th ?

om? :ass..&q aiarids, at you have murder’d,

Bert. turning.] There, Grimoaldo, I reflore thy Sword.

[ Throws it ar Grimoaldo”
Rod. What Vifon's this ? do's Feer

Or do I wake, or dream, or am Imad ?

Grim. Then you're, in very Deed, Bertarido.

"Rod. What greater Py ld .
of bis §n§w§w. ol w& could you defive or wifh

Grim. But who could fet you from your Festers free?

SCENE
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SCENA VIIL

Grimoarpo, Garizairpo, Bervaripo,
poi Guardie, poi Roperinpa cnFravio per
la mano.

Bert. 'Tu morrai Traditor. - Muori Rubello.
{ Incalzando Garibaldo nella Scena.
Grim. Oh Ciel ! Soldati, ola?
Chi mi ditefe? Oh dio! —— cbi mai fu quello?
Fu Bertarido? [Wengono le Guardse.
Rod. Si, fu Bertarido,
Colui, che tu fvenafti, o Core indegno.
Bert. torna.} Grimoaldo, <cco il ferro.
. (Getra la Spada a pi¢-di Gringpalde.
Rod. O Ciel! che miro?
Veglio, fogno, o deliro?
Bert. Miralo, egli ¢ macchiato
Del fangue d’ un tuo caro;
Cadde trafitto efangue
Chi a te fu Traditore, a me Rubello:
Vendica il fangue fuo pur col mio fangue.
Grim. Duanque fei Bertarido?
Rod. E qual maggiore
Prova ne vuoi di quell’ invirto Core?
Grim. Ma chi dalle ritorte
Ti {ciolfe il piede?

SCENA
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S CEN A Ultima.

Unvtrro, poi EDUiGE, e Detti,

Unul. ~—-— Eccoti innarzi il Reo,
Ed. Rimirar fenz’ orrore anch’io non feppi
Languire il mio German cosi tra ceppi._
Grim. Se Amici ficte 2 Bertarido, anch’ io
Per Amici vi accolgo,
Che a lui deggio la vita.
Eduige, mia Spofa al fen ti firingo
E di Pavia ful Trono a te dovuto
Regnando, ogn” altro Regno omai rifiuto.

{ Prendends Bersaridy per mano.
Milano ecco il o Re, rendi gli omaggi
Al tuo primo Signor,
~ Bert. No Grimoaldo,
Altro da te non voglio ~———

Grim. Prendi il Figlio, 1a Spofa, ¢ prendi il Soglio.

Bert. Cara fuori fiam di periglio.
Rod. Spofo ti ftringo al fen, abbraccia il Figlio.

Mio Caro Caro bene

Non ho piu affanni, e pene
Non ho pitt pene al Cor.
Vedendoti contento

Nel feno mio gia fento
Che fol vi alberga Amor.

Mio Caro, &

Bert. Spofa, Figlio, Sorella, Amici, oh Dio!
Vi fringo al feno, oh quanto
A rutti, a tuetivoi deve il Cor mio!
Si fefteggi fra tanto
Di queflo Regno in ogni parte ; ¢ fia

Al
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S CE N E the Laft.

Unvuiro, then Epwigc, and the Aforefaid.

Unul. Se you before the Guilty=—
Ed. Icould not, even without Horrvor, Jee
A Brother languifbing beneatk bis Chains.
Grim. If to Bertarido you af ave Friends,
Then 1 veceive you tov as Friends of mtine,
Who owe my Life to bim.
Eduwig, my Wife, Iclafp thee to my Heart,
And on the Throne of Pavia ﬂ.wn M.. \.N%S
| d reign, remouncin efides.
1L .,n o m.u.»w_m:n Bertarido by the Hand.
Milan, behold thy King, and Homage pay,
To him thy firft and only lawful Lovd. )
Bert. No, Grimoaldo, I nought ask but this——

Grim. Take, take your Sow, jour Spoufe, and take
(your Throne.

Bere. We now, my Love, aveont of Danger’s Reach.

Rod. While 1 embrace you, O embrace the Child.

Thy Sighs, thy Sobs, my Love, give o’er,
My Heart is now, no longer, fore,
And Grief and Pain fhall feel no more.
Seeing thee pleas’d has buth'd my Care,
Come to my Breatt, .ts Pleafures fhare,
Now Love has fix’d his Dwelting therc.
Thy, .

Bert. My Spoufe, my Son, my Sifer, and my Friends,
Into my Bofom I receive you ab.
How is my Heart indebted to you all.
Let Feftivals and great Rejoycings veach
To the laft Limits of our Kingdom,

And
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And let the prefent Foy our Subjells tafle
Be equal 10 the me%.w.«»h that are paft, ’

CHORUS

As after fome dark difmal Night
A Day more bright,
A Sky more clear,
With lovely Light
The Eyc does chear,
O’er Natures Face the Sun difplays
Stronger Beams and warmer Rays.
So. when Sorrows are blown over,
Joy the Son of gallant Woe,
Does true folid Biifs recover,
Which does out of Virtue grow.

[AGIIL

FINTIS
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Al paffato martire
In si felice di pari il gioire.

C 0 R O

Dopo la notte ofcura
Pit1 lucido

Piu chiaro

Pit amabile

Pil caro

Ne Spunta il fol quaggit;

Tal doporia {ventura
Figlio &’ un bel foffrire
Pia fiabile il gioire
Nafce dalla Virtu.
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Dopo, &,
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