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coronare il fine della ftagione quio dovuto alla fua Gran-
de’ Muficali {pettacols, i quali { dezza; E@mnoﬁBgmn m
al fommo grado della loro 7 raffegno |
perfezzione non mai quj per -,
lo paflato veduta; {ono ftati D: V. E.
condotti dalla Reale Accade-
mia. Al E.V. che per Ge-
nio per Merito e per Diritto
fiede alla tefta di si riguar-
devole Adunanza; n” ¢ do-
vuta la piu gran parte della
Gloria : e per cio efercito il
maggiore de’ miei Doveri ;
dedicando al {ublime fuo
Nome quefto Drama.  Con-
fido il gradimento dell’ umile
T'ributo nella tanto genero-
{fa quanto grande Umanita
dell' E. V. e con tuteo I'Ofle- .
ﬁu—d:.O F

Umn™ Dev” &
Obbl™ Servo.

Paolo Antonio WOEQ
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ARGOMENTO.

MU ER fuggeto di quefto Drama § finge che Ciro
Rede’ Perfi vinto od uccifo dall’ Armi di Tomirs
Regina de’ Mcffageti, non fofle il vero C1x o, ma il
di lui Generale con I’ ifteflo Nome, e che il detto
C 1R o rimafto Prigioniero fi daffe a conofcere per E r-
Nax~nDo un Prencipe Reale di Feacia : Quindi nafce
Y Innamoramento di Tomr 1 ¢o’l fuo Prigioniero, e
Y’ Odio di lei contra il medefimo dopo aver difcoperto
chegli era il vero Ciro Puccifore deldi lei Fi-
glio : La qual finzione fa che il prefente Drama s'in-
titoll. L’ Odio e I’ Amore.

| ﬂ:ﬂ 0 Re de’ Pe:f

Interlocutors.

‘oz;uwmwiammgw\. M Sig™ Maygherita Durafianti.
Jageti .

.mww.m sia Principelfa mm.m Mrs. Anaftafia Robinfon.
[n$]

mw~23>~¢.~.§%m§.§ M .:m.\h\eé..

Meffageta. m.nm E\::ﬁaa

Sig" Francefco Bernardi det-
to Senefino.

.N.\&. .n ..
WHM“%M. Qm\RamN M m_m Matteo Berfelli.

_m,H L ANTE Prencipe Afri-

cano M Sig" Ginfeppe Bofchi.

Micexo Preucipe NSN\.M Sjor
he)

Caterina Galevati.
Jageto
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ACT L
SCENE 1. ARoyal Pavillion,

King Cvrusand General Cyrus.

&y

4530 U my brave invincible Squadrons, have
SN beard the Meflagete’s Trumpets found
ik hm.d a Challenge, inviting us to Bantle.

o »e

|

O Cyrus, firft General of my Forces, take here youi Pa-
tent figi'd with my Royal Seal ; if 1 fall in Bartle, do you
Succeed me in the Kingdom.

-

m [Exit General Cy rUS.
You, my dear T v 1 ¥ s1a, forbidden by baughty Tomix N
1o love e, wray pevbaps \as.i.za Walls o‘% Q% Mmsﬁc wlii :
you ave detain’d as a forvow(ul Prifoner, caft oie kind H%.N.
at leaft this Way, and jel in your Heart fome Fears for hivi

Ly ]

thar fights for you.

Tis

ATTO L
:+ SCENA I Padiglione Reale.

Ciro Re, e Ciro Generale. .

»

Civo. PANNAA ERLE bellicofe invitte Schicre, udiftc

A EJ Suonar de’ Muflageti

Al Le sfidatrici Trombe ‘

: SEZOZE E farae invito alla Campal Battaglia.

‘{Forza ¢ pugnar, pria che in foccorfo noftro

Giunga AR Ta G tTE il Maurican Monarca.

Pili Numerofo ¢ di Tom1r1il Campo ;

“tMa al Nuamcro preval fpeflo il Valore.

C1iro, otudimic Squadre

Duce primier, ¢o’l mio Regal Sigillo

Prendi Plafegna del commando : in guerra

§io cado eftinto 5 al Regno mio fuccedi :

( Vendica la mia morte,

E movi ogror tutta {a Perfia armata

D¢’ Meflageri alla fatal Ruina
’ LC1Rr o Geicrale Paste.

ELrsra Anima mia
Al Altera Tonminr1
Al amor mio contefa,
Dalle Nemiche Mura,
Ove quul prigionicra, or mefta fci,

Forle qui volgi *lguardo, ¢ fenti al core,

Per chi pugna per te, qualche timore,

2 Non

3
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Atto 1] . !
*Tis not defire of Renown

But Love alone that calls me

To the Ficld of Battle.
If Fate declares againft me

Death will be more grateful

Than to live for ever fighing

In Abfence of my Dear.

Non ¢ defio di Fama,
E' amor che fol mi chiama
Su’l campo a guerreggiar.
Se avro Nemico i1l Fato,
Perir mi fia piu grato ;
Che fenza il caro Bene
Per {fempre fofpirar.

Non, .

>Tis not, &rc.

SCENTE II. Tomiriss
‘Appartment.

Arpacesand SiLaNTES.

Arb. And have you, S11 anTES, liv’d hitherto igife<
ant of T e L £ s1A’s lamentable Misfortunes.

Sil. Aura incerea di Fama, Amico Arnack, Sil. 1 heard fomething of them whilper’d with uucertainty
Giunfene fol ncll” Africana Corte, “in the African Court.

Mmam che voftt” armi a rinfonzar, difciolte M

S CENA 1. Appartamento di
Tomrigrr -

Arsacee SitanTe
Arb. Eate, Stranre, ignoti
Sono ancor di Trresta i melli caff ?

Fofler le noftre aufiliari vele.
Arb. FErasre Re de’ feiti
Padrea Trr es1a, da un fratel Tiranno
Fu fpogliato del Regno :
Efule con 1a Figlia
Moffe gli Amici all’ armi, e al Perfo Ciro
Promette di Txres1a
La famofa Bellezza e il Regno in dote.
Morc intanto Fer aspE, ¢ Ciro s’arma
Per confeguir Ja {pofa.
S’ oppon Tom1R1, e con feroci {chierc
Manda veloce il Figlio
Che molle troppo e dilicato in vifo ; :
Fu dal Rival nella Battaglia uccifo
Sil. Come Trrrstaqui?  4rh Fumiala forte ¢ Sil. But how came T ELESI a bither?

Di ritorta a Nemici. oAb, & was my Fortune to re-take ber from the Enemy.
{ Quando condotta a Crro ; .

Nel giorno appunto della Pagna ; ftava
[ 19el Regal Padiglione 4
Timida ad afpectar che vittoiiofo
« Ritornafle lo fpofo. Al

. Atb. Ferasrs, KingofScythia, TeLes1 A’ Fa-
:ther, was by the Tyrauny of his Brother expuls’d the King-
:dom = But being in Exile with his Daughter, be perfwaded
“bis Friends to Arms, and promis’d to tke Perfian Cyrvus
bis famous beautiful Daughter, and bis whole Kingdem for
ker Dowry. FERrAspe dying in this Interimy CYRU S
sook Arms, in order to obtain his Spoufe. TOMIRIS oppo-
ug him, and fending in all fpeed her Son, who was but a

foft Youth, and of beautiful Afpeét, with fome furious Sol-
v @rers, was in Bastle, flain by bis Rival.

Ll
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Ab fatal Moment ! If for that cruel Fair one, I muft fiil
Jigh faitbfully in wain.

There is no greater

Pain in Love

Than to Sigh

Without hope of Relief.

In all this Torment
Ncither Love, nor Faith,
Nor Hope, nor Couflancy avail me.
There, &e.
: . [Exic.
S1LaANTES.

1 now vefpire again, I only fear'd left the Love of Arn-
BACES might afpire to ToMmiR1S. Oh, my fortunate
Amouis ! I have now no Rival, that either by Craft or
Force, can biuder or retard the eafy Race to my long’d-for
Happinefs. :

SCENE 1L
Zerinpa and the aforefaid.

Zel. Tomir1s is already preparing to give Battle to
the Enemy ; and entreats you, Iluftiious Prince, Honour of
Atrica, 1o come with your Forces.

Sil. The African Banuers flall follow her Soversign
Commands, aind I my felf, if ncedful, with my naked Breaft
be Sheild-Bearer, vor Shield vo that Hevoick Beauty.

T'll go with an Air of Joy,

For that bright Beaury’s {ake

And Encounter the greateft Dangers.
Love, Honour and Glory

Already promife Vittory,

Ycs, I'm all in a Flamc to Fight.

Ull go, &c. [Exit.

ZxvLin-

Atto 1] D]

h Momento fatal! fe ancor fedcle

- ofpiro in van per la Belta crudele.

Pena Maggiore
Non v’ ¢ in amar,
Del fofpirar
Senza {peranza.
In tanto ardore
Non giova 2 me
Amor’ e Fe
Speme ¢ coftanza. .
Pcna, &c. [Paite.
SILANTE

Refpiro, io fol temea

he ’Arzace il defio

Alpirafica Tomir1

ortunato Amor mio !

Rival non v’ ¢, che infidiofo o forte
“Interrompa o ritardi :
-1l facil corfo alla bramata forte.

"SCENA L

ZELINDA e detto.

. Zel. Gia prepara Tomir1:
La battaglia al Nemico :
E 2 te d” Africa Onor, Prencipeilluftre,
Manda pricghi a {picgar feco tue {chicre.
& Sil. L’Africanc bandiere
Sovran cenno feguiranno, ed io
10, fe d’uopo fia ; col petto isnudo
" croica Beltd feudiero o feudo.
Andro can licto ciglio
Per cosi gran Belra, :
Ogni periglio ad incontrar.
L’Amor, ’Onor 12 Gloria
Prometton gia vitroria :
i tutto ardore vado a pugnar.
. Andro, &c. [Paite.
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ZELINDA:
Pria che Teresta qui giungefle ; Arsacs
Talor fiffava il guardo al volto mio,
Qualche Detto amorofo
Talor di furto proferiva, ed ora
Volge 2 TEL Es1a ognor li fguardiei detti:

Ed io veggo deluf,
Oh me infelice ! i miei nafcenti Affetti.

it a kit
LB, well bis Eyes as bis Speech
N Qbappy me ! See 1) budding

o
i

>y

, -7 \Why' theifielt-timeg
La prima volta, Amor, That 1 fect your
Che provo la tua face ;

‘Tutta la cara pace

Perché mi togli al fen ?
Fammi del tuo rigor

Provar tutto il tormento =

Ma qualche tuo contento

Fa pur ch’ io {enta almen.

Bur let me tafte
Somethi

[RRER

La, &c.

SCENA IV.

Tomiri, Sz aNTE, ARBACE

>

[ Tom. Invitto Prence, e tn Campione e Duce
Delle noftr” Armi, oggi Tom1r1 afpetta

. . ZrriNDa. . .
\ DTy . TR i et ﬂ.nﬂ
Before TELESLAS . Arrival, .> .w»nmn m,)\.m: :T.

. d Look. on me ; and .\wﬁnkiﬁ.ﬁ as by Stealth, ut-

| Bered fime amorous Expre(fions

+ W v Do yowdeprive my Soul oot
ot Of N_:nm dear Peace.and- Quiet2 - .-
§ .. .. Infli& on me all the Torment. .

Of your Cruelty. = om0 L

ng at leaft .Om your Joys.

© SCENEIIV

ToMIRIS, SILANTES ms&f»wﬁ,nﬂm.ﬁ

7,

Wi

“but now he always divets
toTevesia: And [, ob
Affettion deluded.

SRy

fond Love, - - -

Flames,

fometimes

o NN AU

\

Why; O

"

» Dal voftro braccio forte
| Sull” accampato Perfo alta vendetta.
Chi ucciderd C1r 0 1’audace, ¢ al piede
Mi recherd del Barbaro le infegne ;
Artenda i1l guiderdon della fua fede.
Arb.
Sil.

Tragge 1 voftri fofpiri ?

Arb.JToper TeLesia peno. Sl Joper TomIRI

Mkﬁﬂo premio che Amor I’Alma non chiede,
Tom. Ambo ardete d’Amore ? E chi dal Seno

hoeer fhall kill .&R,@ma&%h O.ﬁ.ﬁn.&. and lay that
arbarian’s Enfigns at my Feet, Jhall meer ms.u_v the juft Re-
ward of bis Loyalty, . . - .

WMU.MN\S defire no other Recompence but Love.

Tom. Are ye both in Love 2 Aud-who'is e that \,Srf.
“Sgkefe Sighs from your Breaft 2 - ‘
o Adh. anguih fr Treespa S e Taninis]

iy

ZELIN Tom,
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Tom. Yiu Lovers, worthy our Affeétion, who may juftly di noi. £ L
bope 10 give Succeffors to the Meflagetan Monarch;, Tou Tom. Degno wnwwsn% _normm wnn,».n e lice
Heroe highly worthy of the fuir One you adove ; let the King- “Har ?nnnmﬂwz M 3 ¢ .mmm@ncv nmmo 3o
dom and the unreveng'd Ghoft of my nsirther’d Som, fee the Bt del wmm che a Mummu nMn cn ano >
expetted Revenge 5 and 1 promife’ you TeL e's1A’s and - K862 _@mv nmwﬁ.» € 1 Umbra nvendicata
T o m1r15’s Nuptial Bed. e _ Dl truaidato Figlio :
o - vendetta afpettata ; € a voi prometto,
di TELesia.edi Tominail letro.

SCENA V.

LEsIA e Miceno che prefenta a ToMmir:
una Spadg. .

SCENE V.

Terrsia and Mi1ceN v s who prefentsa Sword
. to. Tomirzs ;- .
Micen. To you, Madam, the Warlike .Queen of the
Meflagetans, 1, in‘the Name of yoir Péople, bring the good . licofa Reina
b ifo X 5 & . A
Omen of Vithory, and alfo a Sword;. whofe firm Temper has DY tuoi movom 2 nome, |

prov’d itfelf as firong E&« \5&%.@&@«&. Di Vicroria gli aufpic] io reco, ¢ un Brando
o o Cui falda tempra diede
1 o LI DT I - Di diamaate fortiffimo, la Fede.
r awwn% wah“ Wﬁw\w %ME and invincible Pallas, may overcome, Tel. Perche tu &:_.,nm“ oFore
Tom. Your affeitionate -Prefages, and noble Gift are a Nw:.&n 1vitta, _m...snv 10 POrgo 1 muct vott.
rateful Introduttion to Vistory. My Dear —— scdom. Scorte gradice alla Vitroria fono
g Tl My Scueteign. Gli affettuofi Aufpicj e il nobil Dono.
Tom. Yes, we fball overcome, and my Conguering Hand K%Q.Mﬁ.ww i_snﬂw.mwﬂwﬁw wwmnwmmu.ﬂ a deeli Allori
uinder a Laurel-Shade, fhall adorn %ﬁ.m& with Flowers, Ew, vincitrice Deftr .p. DS = e
Fig che novo per te Talamo infiori.

Arb, Never fear that noble Merie,
Kindled by the Riys of your Beauty, .
‘Can eveér fail of Succefs.
Let Love be mutually cxchang’d,
Beauty whea in its Flower
Is always encreafing its Fortune.
, , . Never, ¢

Nobil Merto che 8’ accenda
Del tuo Volro allo fplendore,
Non temer, non manchera.
Cangi pure Amor vicenda:
La Bellezza nel fuo fiore
D’una forte in altra va. -
‘Nobil, &e. [Parte,

vb. Lieto alla Pugna vo, T2 1514 bella,
% che T o 1R 1 al vincitor mio braccio
Bromeflo 3 il guiderdon de’ tuoi fponfali.
B2 Tom,

Axb. 1 go &.&%\mw,a‘wniﬁ Fair T ELEST A, fince
T om IR I s to my Conquering Arms bas promis’d the Re-
ward of being your Spoufe.

2 Tom '
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brcl. Ob you deceive your felf, A R a s ES, if sou hope
i, T o M 1R 1S can difpofe of me or my Bed.

20 : Artto |

\N&.m_:sn.msmhps:m>wu.>nm.T:onnrn@nm.

{ Che di me del mio letto : .

| Poffa difpor ToMm 1R 1 : )
Arb. E dffe in mente ancor ti ftandi Cir o

Appena wifte le fembianze 2 7el. ‘Ahi folo

Sol mi ricordo, quando orrido e fiero

Strage facelti di mic Guardie, e a forza

M’ nvolafti crudel, lafciami dunque

Lafciam’ in pace. Credi ’l ver, fe .credi

Che ron altri che Ciro il riamaro.

Amante del cor mio o

1o firinga al fen.  Si, Cix o fol vogl’ io.

arh. s CyrRus flill fix’d in your Mind, tho’ you

bagdly faw bis Face?  Tel. Oh! I can remember nothing

pX Lo horrid cruel Slaughter you made amongft my QS:..& 5,

il pow cruelly you forced me away ; leave me sherefore,

¢ e in Peace. Tou think vight, if you think, that I bave

other Objest of my Heart but Cx R us, my former be-
od Amour. Yes, Ilove none but Cy R U s.

Arb. Your beautiful, tho’ angry Eyes,

Ot , Are always charming my Heart.
Ommgom. m’ innamorate : I hope ftill to appeale you.

St st vi plachero, Pupille care: If a faithful Lover, cruel Fair,

Se un Cor m.”mﬁn ¢ degno, . Isworthy of fuch Difdain, :
Crudel, di tanto {degno ; Y’ll fuffer contentedly for loving too much, ,
Contento foffrird per troppo amare : And afterwards firive to appeafeyou.

E poi vi plachero, Pupille care, [Exit.

Arb. Vezzofe ancorche irate

LPa.
o . o © o vMic. O worthy Daughter of FER ASPE, that fhews
Aic. Ob degna figiadi Ferasee, cb’al - o' grear a Soul'in fuch adverfe Fute !

Alma si forte nell” avverfo Fato ! . oo Tel. Yes, for Cx R us, and for him alone I prefeive

72l S1a Cigxo, a Cir o fol ferbarc io vogli mpjhole Affeftion. Mic. FrrAaSPEr as be was expi-
Tutri glt aficeti miel.  Mic. Ferafpe queRta * - riwg wiote this Command, and appointed me to 1ye the facred
Lege feriile morendo, e a2 me commife, Kuor. Tel. sb Heaven prevent it; but if my Dearcft

%::m&.u:?nno:omo.ﬁN.kPern:og_mm: ‘\m@i ?\\N.::awa:\ﬁNa%\\?i&azam::?.BE
Ma fe traficto mai T Dearh. o
Cadra b Idolo mio;

Yutclice fard di morte anch’ jo.

1

As 2 defpairing Lover
Abandon’d by the Gods,
My Heart is finking within me
I know not what to do.

1 Numi-abbandonata
Amantesfortunara
Searo mancarmi 't Cor
N¢ fo che fagmi, As, .

B ; And
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And what terrifies me more
Is a frightful Dream I dreamt,

That my deareft Dear
Will die in the midft of War,

As,

Mic. I fhould be move forry, unbappy T ELES1 A,
your Misfortunes ; if they weve not the Foundation of

Temple of Honour.

The Warlike Trumpet of Fame,
That loudly refounds,
Gives Praife o oar Valour.
And the Eccho from every fide
An{wers its Notes

With Honourable Applanfes.

SCENE VL \.wmoﬁm._

C v r v s wounded.

Tou, Cx R US’s adverfe Stars, you have overcome.

[
~

T o M 1R 1S bas overcome. O ye Gods, bere as an abandor';

King, without Help for his terrible Wounds, cruel Heaven;
I now fall on the Ground.

[He falls.]

F ?.m

AGTE

&

fo g
happy Meflagetan Fate. The Trophiés of the fatal Vich
by us obtain’d, will this Day be glirioufly conduled té th

The Warlike, &«

Atto L.

E pilt mi da terrore .
Un fogno di timore,
Che mora il caro Bene
In mezzo all’ armi.

‘23

Dai, &e. [Pate. ,

Mi. Piti compianger porrei le tue sventure
hfelice TELESIA ;- .

> non foffer 1a Bafe

:3elia fclice Meffageta forte. .
#)’Onor nel Tempio oggi per noi la Gloria
prta il Trofeo della fatal Vittoria.

th

Della Fama la bellica tromba
" Che rimbomba,
Di lode al Valor:
E gia ’Eco per tutte le fponde
Lerifponde
Con voci d’Onor.

Della, ¢e.

SCENA VL Bof.
: Cy R o ferito.
WStelle a C1r o Nemiche, avete vinto :
tu dell” Armi ingiufte
Dea protettrice, perfida Fortuna,
{iTu dc’ Perfi atterrafti :
e invitee forze : e per te cadde cltinto
I mio Campo guerrier. Tom1Rr 14 vinto.
gomMIRr1 avinto. Oh Dei! quifenz’ aita
{olo abbandonato, e,
r le ferite acerbe,

,mac%:aao Ciel! cado full’ erbe.
[Cade.]

TsrE-




244 Atto’l
- Treres1a, mio Teforo, a terra. éfangue
Verfo I’ Alma co’l Sangue,’ e
Moro, cor mio: Se ¢ udirai d*intorno
Sufurrar aura, e zampillare if fonte: ; -
-Cangiato in fonte ¢in aura

Per miracol d”amor, di, quefti ¢ Ciro.
Co’l tuo nome {ull labbro, w e s
(Dolce morir!) bella TeLesia, io Spiro.

SCEN A :VIL:
ToMmiri ZELINDA, edtto.
Tors. 11 Bertaglio del mio {degno
Ciro indego cercasil brando feritor .
Che » rol Sicto al fuol Guerrier che Jangue !
et ond’ eghi € invalio ; :
E de’ v, ¢dignoiile divolto.
7. 3cuzo dli lal pictd benché nemico.
Z0. 7 2fto accorrete : N mifero s*adagi :
Zel. 4y o brace o, ¢ fangue verfa.

(RS R N

1y

EI . ’
1 . PR
1

Zo. Riz il moto alic membra. Zel Ed apre § lumi
Y0 bl oivcomie in quegli occhj, oltre al coftume,
E Cioaie o osvizeltd fpiendono unirte !

zer Eoforfe Cir'q il Rede Perfi - 7o, E forfe:
Par cl.c me’l dica il Core. O tu che langui,
Dimnu chifei? Cr Son” un Guetrier ferito.

Zo. ( Tucro il {uo favellar mi turba il fangue :
Tra di Madre Pagita'e 1accende.) -
Tu {ci de” Perfi 'l Re  (Quanto rifplende!)

Ci. T’ 'ngaini.  Ma chi fei tu che cio chiedi ?

Ze!l Scopri’; tro Nome e non cercar | altrui.

To. (Ufar 'arte micgiovi ) Empio Tiranno,

Mec difcopre I affanno, ¢ te il delitto,

Del fangue del mio Figlio o _
‘Gia {venato da te veggo le macchie @ - - g
Nell™infame toa deftra,

Aly

ACT 1.7 | : N N_w
cious T ELES1 A, I am pouring out.my Soul witk
a‘mwewwm and now, my Dear, Idie : If -you fhall hear .&w
3 Whifpering Breeze, and muimuring .wQ.Sﬁh Survound yois
y this s CYRUS, chang'd by a Miracle of Love, into
Vater aud-Air. With your Name it my Lips ( \.ERN.UQQ 1
:xa:..Hmme?N&m. .

o1

SCENE VIL

Tomirtis, ZtLinDa, and the aforcfaid.

1 Tom. This [parp-pointed Sword Jeeks for the unworthy
vRuUs, The only Burt of my Wrath. What do 1 Jee!
Soldier fietch’d out dying on the Ground. By the Arms
‘be is clad in, I perceive be is an Enemy, and of a Princely
Countenance. :
SiZel. 1 pity him; though be is an Enemy. v
syTom. Run quickly, and help the miferable Man.
Zel. He is wounded in bis Arm, and blecds.
¢ Tom He begins to move. .
{ Zcl. Aad opens his Eyes.
Tom. Aud ob, bow more than ufual in thofe Eyes dees
eauty and Majefty united fbine !
Zel. Perbaps 'tis Cy r vs King of Perfia.
Tom. It may be it is, my Heart methinks tells me Jo.
1! me, you that ave languifbing, who are you ?
Cyr. 1 am a wonided Soldier. .
Tom. { Every Word be fpeaks difturbs my Blood, and a
otherly Amger moves and kindles it).  Are you the King of
erfia 2 ( What a beantiful Peifoir!)
Cyr. You-are nifiaken. But who are you that ask the
Qucflion? :
3 Zel. Difeover your owi Name, and inquive ot after
gucther’s,
" mw Tom. (It be cunning) My Grief, you wicked Tyrait,
Hdifcovers who I am, as your Crime does you 5 1 fee on your
Wamous Haid the Staius of my Son’s Blood fhed by yous
: My
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a Vendetta materna o
I ¢ gia co’l ferro al cor : Noto gid fei.
Vorrei che fofle C1r 0, € non vorrei )
cir. Diffi Chi fono. o
7o. Ah, indegno e ancor ti celi?
f'Non ti vid’ io nel Campo 2’ tuoi Guerrieri
Dar qual WnMn il Commando 2
Non intefi piu volte
§ Chiamarti 2 nome ? Il nome
Indegno a proferir perch’ ¢ di Ciro0?
(E per vendetta e per amor {ofpiro.
onfefla I’ Omicidio e ti perdono. .
Cir.(Che pit giova mentir: Scoperto io fono.)

OMIRL

26

My materinal Revenge is now with 2 Sword af your Hear

You are already known. (I would that ke was Cyrys

and I would not.) '
Cyr. 1 have faid, who 1 am, T

_"Tom. Unworthy Man, and do you f3ill conceal it ?

Confefs the Murther, ‘and I'll pardon you.
Cyr. (What can diffembling belp me ;: 1am difover’d)

ToMIRrRIS.

SCENE VIIL

Arsaces with the General Cyr us’s Head, and
the aforefaid ; and afterwards S11anTEs with the
Enemies Standard.

Arb. Now fortunate Queen, you bave overcome indeed :
Bebold the Head of CyRus at your Feet : The Royal Sig-
net 1 found upon him, difcovers him, I gave the Blow.

Cyr. (A4b, my Generalis kil’'d.) C

Sil. Behold Cyrvus’s Royal Standard taken by Forc
from the Enemy. (Cruel Stars!) :

SCENA VIL

ARrRBACE c0) capo di C1r0 Generale e dettiy e 20i S1-
. LA NTE cor Jo flendardo nemico.
4 Ak Or si cb’ ai vinto,
Fortunaca Regina : Ecco al tuo piede
D: Ciroil Capo : Ii fuo regal Sigillo
Ch’ ei feco avea ; lo fcopre: E mio fu il colpo.
t Ci. (Ahi, che uccifo ¢ il mio Duce.)
% Sil. Tolto a forza a* Nemici, ecco di Criro
o Stendardo Real. Ci. [ Perfide ftelle! ]
5 Zom. Del Guiderdon promeflo
Certe fian le grand’ Opre, illuftri Eroi.
puerrier Nemico, in mie regali ftanzc
u farai prigioniero in lacci d’ oro.
Ma ravvifa del tuo morto Regnante
yrima il recifo Capo.  4vb. E qual Guerriero ?
0. Qui ferito e Languente

U»:.» noftra pietate impetro vira -
H,QF Dch, chi morte mi da? Vil abbaftanza.

> morto Ciro, einlui
Xutto il valor de’ Perfi, ¢ la Speranza.

Tom. Lluftrious Herces, the promis’d Reward of fo
great an AEtion fhall be punttually performed.  And you Sol-
dier, tho’ an Euemy, [ball in Chains of Gold ke confin’d a
Prifoner inmy Royal Rooms. But firft bebold the  cut-off
Head of your deceafed King. Arb. And what Soldier 2

Tom. Weunded and dying bere, be bas obtained Life by

our Merey.
Cyr. Ak, who is it that gives me my Death 2 But 1 have
overcome, andtbar’s enough. CyYRvUS is dead, andin bim

i the Vakur and Hopes of Perfia.
wee perof The Morto




Morto ¢ Ciro I’ infelice.
Ah tu fiera Vincitrice
Per finir la tua vendetta ;
Volgi irata il ferro in me.
Dzh con piv’ crudel ferita -
" Chi mi toglic quefta vita.
Chi m’ affretta dove afpetta
L’ Ombra amata la mia Fe. _
Mor. &
. [ Pante,
Zom. (Oh fortunato Re ! Cui di quegli occhj -
Onora la cadura il pianto illuftre.)’

Th' unhappy C¥ ®’u s is dead.
Ah you cruel Conquerour, « - -+ T
To comp.eat your Revenge, .
Drench now your Sword in my Heart. :

Ahthat fome one, with yet more cruel Wounds,’
Would take away my Life, ‘
And haften my Arrival at the Place :
Where that beloved Shade expeéts me. N

- +'Th’ unhappy, &c. -

_ i ’ . hm‘inﬂ.
Tom. (Oh happy King, whofe Death ishonoried with

: i M o - oo be Hufirious Tears of thofe Eyes) Dojyor SILANTES,.
Mm_wmﬂwnﬂmw. WMM_“ NZ EaEstn tempio . R ang :W this icble Standard in the facred Repofitory of the

Del gran Vefiillo inalzerai la Spoglia. emple of NEMESIS:

. . [Sil. Parte. . R L ..A_..mmu:n Sil.
W%%Wﬂwh M:mgn%. %M@MNH A altera : Do you, AR BACES; m:.mw -along .....lu....%t the .N.Emw\m 5.
La bianca mano ¢ 1 dolci affetti {pera. Head, and expeld the fair Hand, .5&. .\8«& Affeition of

(4rb. Pan:. ,«Hmrmmh...:.\. R,
Zel. (Infelice cor mio perfa ¢ ogni fpeme.) A .. [Exit Arbaces.

. Il my Hopes are lofL.
Tom. (Fato che Sforza, e non voler che {ceglic, kR Ze\. Unhappy me, alt my Hop . .\\m ]
. . e , " Tom. (Fate that forces us, aind will not let us chufe,
Verfo il bel Volto del Prigion ferito . : ; d boausi
. DS : . from my Pity bas engender’d Love towards the eautiful
Feceri da piera nafcere amore. ‘ . ‘
: - . 5 . Looks of the wounded Prifoner. I am in an Inflant become,
Divenai, io non fo come, in un’ iftante lnow nut. bow, a kind Conquerour, ‘Friend and Lover.)
Pictofa vincitrice, amica ¢ amante.) 4 know nut: bow, g s L7 .

RO : : .

Bendato Arcier lo fo

Tentar lc vie del petto - Blind Archer, Iperceive = - . it “
Sai con pictolo affetto You know .how to touch our Hearts, - - -
Che EMW e amor G fa - Firlt with a pleafing Compaffion, ~ -+~ -
4:81% di te pud ' "+ And then convertiit into Love,: wui - @ 7 43
Aver chi fa fuggire, - They only overcomeryou - i o
E {corge il tuo venire M,.:Mn fiy _Esnainn_\m mnoa;umo:», o

O ns Y : ) nd psrceive your Approach o
A i mori di Pietd. e, ANC Pere .PpI .
wnﬁ:\:? At the firft Avtack of Pity. [ Exiz.
v Blind, &.

. : 2

Zy-




ZELIND A

D4 Prigionier la Vincitrice ¢ vinta,
{uoi pietofi guardi
orger ben fi vann.N )
¢ Amor, colto il momento ;
bro lo ftral del fuo pit ardente affetto,
r che refo molle )
ea pieta quell’ Orgogliofo petto.
che:-penfi all’ altrui ? Penfa o mio core
uo delufo amore : :
ingegnofo inganno
¥ 2wrbard ArzaAacCE
Jli affetti ¢ la pace.

ZELINDA!
The Conquerour is overcome by the Prifoner.

But why .am I thinking of the Love of others 2 Think my
Hears of thy own deluded Lover. Think how by an inge-
nious Deéceit youmay difturb ARBACES's Pepie and Af-
\wm\ew. ;

Love is an Art, 1 ¢ .?:m:w ¢ un’ »Mnn.
, . i arte
And they that beft know how to deceive, o ,.Ww%"_mmwm».%o.

Reap-the greateft Share of Delight. " Chi faing -
The Love that is geal : s O%— {a ingannar
. peflo non tiene :
Does not fo often enchain the Soul L’ Alme in catene T
. .As:that which only feems to be fo. Quel ch’ ¢ in effetco ; ,

F,oinm. O Ma quel che par.

L’ Amar, &v.

SCE N A. IX. Apartamento. |
TEeELESIA, epoi ARBACE

el. Quai larve di timore
tan Ja mia mente 2’
olto di Vitroria _
Giltripitofe grida : .
& {o {c lo {pavento, oil ver funefto
¢mpia 1 orecchio, oh Dei! d” alto fconforto.
Gridaii, il Perfo ¢ vinto, e C1x 0 ¢ morto.
R 3 ace, del-Re vinto -
ﬁ:: tu I’ evento ?
Arb. (Che dird ? )

S CE N-E IX.  AChamber.
TeLEs1A, and afterwards Arsaces.

Tel. Whar Fantoms of Fear are thefe that.thus difturb
my Mind 2 I-hear the loud Acclamations of ViGery : And
know not whether anly -the Fyight, .or the. doleful Truth, ob
Gods ! fills my Ears with the higheft. Difcomfors. : The Cry
is, that the Perfian is overcome, and.C Y .x v's dead. Whar
A R B CESyas the Event of the conquer’d King?2 =

Arb. What fball I fay 2

Tell. Tel.




2
Zel. Rifpondi : L
For fe tu 'uccidefti 2 11 tuo filenzio,
Perfido, intendo si: Del nobil {fangue
L’ infame brando tuo veggio ancor tinto:«' 7 -
Arb. Pugnai per gloria, e per valore o vintos:
"Fu Yincontro fatal, pari‘il periglio. - - =/
Al fin per me si dichiaroilaforte. - =+ .
Vario fato cosi, ma ugual’ onore St
ngﬁ la mia Vittoria e-1a fua-Morte.. - - (fer
Tel. E cinigi ancot.” Arb. Che fai? ~Tel.Cingi qu

SCEN > x

Vi

«

Towmiriedettic - .
Tom. Trresia, ARBACE, € quaiclamor? Qualix

Aib. Perché il Perfo Monarca uccifi ’n guerra.
G!’ impeti dcl {uo {degno - S
Rivolge in me. 7Zom. Cedi tu'ancora al Fato,
Ricomponi ’I fembiante R
Verginc cara a noi. Del fatto enorme - -~
C1iro pago la meritata pena. .
Lafcia d’ amar chi & gia® di morte : E fia .’
1l Vincitor Sol de’ tuoi {guardi degno.  ~

© el To quel Crudele amar 2 Io quella deftra
Stringer del fangue amato ancor bagnata 2

To. Zom. Dehti placa omai. Tel. Son difperata,

No non lo {peri no. . .
Invan tu brami ancor, -
Ch’ ami un fi fiero cor
Empio Tirarno

Chi fu il mio primo Amor
Sard 1’ eftremo ardor.
Ah perche il Ciel non fa
quc! Moftro d' empietd
Morir ¢’ affanno.

A&l 33
Tel. Aufwer: Was it you perbaps that kill’d bim 2 Wick
§ Man, 1know the Meaning of your Silence : I Jee Ayour

cmous Sword fhill flain’d with thas Noble Blood.

2 Arb. I fought for Honour's fake, and overcame by Va-

. A (your Sword.
el. Girt on—Arb. What are you doing 2 ‘Tel. Girt on

SCENE X

~ Tomirisand the aforefaid.

om. Teres1aand Ar3sAacEs, what Noifeis this?
Arb. Becaufe I kill'd the Perfian Mongrch in the Battle.
The Euryof their Wrath is turn'd on me. .

~Eom. Yeild 10 Fatc : Dear Maid, look on us again with
a m?ms.& Countenance. CY R U S paid the juft Debt due
20 his euormous Deed.  Love o longer the Man that is
dead : And let the Conqueiour only be thought worthy of your,

Love.

Sf¥el. Shall I leve that cruel Man?
b one imbrued in that beloved Blood ?
12 ‘Tom. Ob be appeas’d. 'Tel. I am in defpair,

Shall. { join Hands

A

Hope no longer, wicked Tyrant,
You wifh in vain, thac I
Should love a Man fo cruel.
He that was my firlt Love
Befure fhall be my laft.
Ah, why don’t Heaven permit
That Montfter of Wickednefs
To die with Grief of Mind.
H TOmwﬂy Gcm“

- Tom,




34 A& 1]

‘Tom. Bring you the Prifoner bither,.and tvy 1o find out

both bis Name, and bis Birth : In the mean time, let not
your Hopes be daunted ;5 you yet [ball pleafe the fair One,

Arb. With fuch fweet Hopes you vecompence my Loyalty.

gr—ry

{Exit.
SCENE XL

o Siraces and TormIr1s.

Tom. Caprain, ARSACES will this Moment bring
bither the Prifoner, whofe Face and Behaviour feem to in-
culcate an Ulufdrious Birth.

Sil. A Majefick Soul feems to fbine in bis Noble Looks.

Tom. I am refolv’d to kuow both his Name and his
Couisry.  There be comes, Tl vetive, and lifien to all ke
fays. Iexpeét to bear the Succefs of your prudeat Manage-
ments [ Exit Sil.

SCENE XIL
Cyrvus, Areaces, and the aforefaid.

Arb. Here, Sir, where due Honour is given to Truth ail
Merit, do you fHill conceal your Birth. .
Sil. The Glory acquir’d by the Cenqueror, does not ob-
Jiusve the Honour due to the Conguer’d.
o’

Cyy

o m.u , w w

8 7um. 1 Prigionier qui tu con duci, e tenta
‘@ iarne il Nome ed inatali : intanto

Mon ti fmarrir ; Si placherd la Bella,

erché 1 avito fuo perduto Regno

&; ricovrl per lei;

@ . farzi Doce della grande Imprefa.

> Obblio del Morto Amante,

tempo, il two valor, 1 opra gradita;
Mite 12 renderanno a tuoi fofpirt.

38 47b. Con si dolei fperanze, o mia Reina,
Cpmpenii 12 mia tede.

vventurofi affanni miel, fe impioro
fiDal Ciclo amico, orche’l Rivale ¢ {pento,
ADi pofleder 1’ alea Belta che adoro.

SCENA XL
Sitacee AToMIRI.

Tom. Duce, a momenti, ARBACE
Il Prigionier qui condurrda. Mi fembra,
“Secorrifponde al portamento- € at volto;
Iuftre 1a fua Cuna.
- Sil. Dal fuo Nobil fembiante.
Par che traluca Alma fovrana.

[Paite.

:Tom. lo voglio

Sapernc e Patria ¢ Nome.

Ecgolo, mi ritiro, ¢ il tutto intendo.
Dalla voftr’ accortezza: o I opra attendo. [ i ritira,

SCLENA XIL

Ciro, ArRzacs, e derti.
3l b, Qui dove il Merto e la Virtlt s’onora,
Siguor, percho I’ Origin tea nalcondi 2

3il. Del Vincitor la Gloria
on toglic al Vinto ogni Splendor d” Onore.
mw:or per affifter 1’ uno,

(LaSorte abbandonar I” altro Valore.
C:2

Cir.




36 m>ﬂno I
Cir. (La Reina m’ afcolta: Oh bell’ inganno !)

A& L 37
Cyr. (The Queen is liftuing ta what I fay : Ob pleafant
. eceit.)
~Duci confido a voi, che di¢ fortuna
| Non incognita fonte 2 mici Natali.
_ Oltre di C1r o il miferabil Fato
_ Quefte catene mie rendon maggiore
\La Vittoria aTomir1
Ma di tacer mio Nome
Mi fi conceda ancor.  4rb. Fia noftra cura
Serbar teco in filenzio il gran fecreto.

Sil. 'V impegno 1 Onor mio.

4rb. E d’Amico la Fe.  Cir. Tai facti Nomi
Mi forzano a cangiar voglia ¢ penfiero. -
Er~anpo iofon: Della Regal Profapia
Nacqui in Feacia : Venturier pugnai

ant me Leave at prefent to conceal my Name.
Arb. It fball be our Care to keep the Secret.

Sil. [ eirgage my Honour.

Arb. AMNNN SW Faith of a Friend. Cyr. Such facred
wes make me change my Thought and Refolution. I am
RxAnDO; [ was born in Feacia, of Royal Extra-
&ion : 1 foughs as a Volunteer under the unfortunate Bai-

. . . N W <. v ’
Del Perfo Re fotto 1 Veffilli infanft. ner of the King of Perfia.  Ob Heavens
Ah Ciels ! . .
. T oMIRT e detti e Tomiris, and the aforefaid.
Tom. Solo 1l Prigionier mE, refti Tom. Let the Prifoner remain a\cmmw gn\w aa..v
. ° y B il. and Arb. exeunt.,
) [Silace & Arbace partos ulivious F Pri Qm Feacia
Prencipe di Featia, tluftre ERN A xDoO. luflvicus FERNAND o, Priuce 1a.

Cir. E tal Partria e tal Nome "Cyr. 1am neither of that Countiy, nor is that my Name.
Non m&vw s forte.  Tom. Come ? Tom. How 2 Do you conceal from me, what you have
Celafi a me cio’ che fi mcmm m_nEm 5 rewealed to another 2 I heard all you faid.

¢ - b} . . N .
Tutro afcoltai. Cir. Vano & il negar: S1 vedi ...;,Am”,v\n. Tis in eamw to deny : Yes, fee here FERN anDO
E x ~ anpo di Feacia a piedi tuol, . ofyFeacia ar your Feet.

qlom. Rife up, (what a beautiful Face!) Let _that
Chain be taken from your noble Foot.  In this Court F ex-
NA ND O, tho you ave air Enemy, and overcome, yet Merit
and Dulour are always efteensd. (What Majefty and
uty appear in his Face ! ) :

Tom. Sorgi, (che vago volto!)
"Tolgafi al nobil pi¢ quella catena.
Ernanpo, in queita Reggia
Sebben Nemico ¢ vinto
Merto ¢ valor sapprezza.

2N el val {3 . : R ,

A@ﬂ.w:n a rel voito Macfta ¢ Bellezza. ) NCyt. Magnanimous.  ‘Tom. Be filent 5 1 don’t love to

Cir. Magnanima. Zoum. Tacete belpraiy’d
Non m’ ¢ grata la lode. ’ ACVE Do :

) h . . ) w2y Permit me bumbly to kifs your Haud.

%:n va% MmMmMmmM WMM% cwww_vww nnm_p me_ﬁn. csiTom I am pleasd with the Honour you do me (beauti-

o IR & RIAEIO L \ labbra vezzofe!) Ju Lips 1) walk ar Liberty, where &er you pleafe, in thefe
Pafleggiate difciolio a voltra voglia g

Quelc C3 royal
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Atto 1. 39

Nuefte regali ftanze. ExnanDO, Addio.
Senno ad Alma cortefe

oftri favori effer’ 2 grado. Cir. Oh quanto

; vinci e leghi piu, quando mi fciogli *

b 7om. Che bella cortefia ! (Pium’ innamoro.)
Cir. E' un debito al tuo Merto.

Tom. (Ahche P’adoro.)

3 v
W@.i Rooms. Adien, FErRNANDO. OurFE m\wm\w I
e el s Sl
mosr D) Gyt i D dut o

Tom. 4bh, (I adoie bim.) .

Cyr. Yes, my faireft, m i
A {t, my Foot is let 1
Yct my Soul is bound in Chains. 00l
Tom. %E it v\om know how to ove aright
ou may ftill expe& a gr .
Cyr. 1 hope to find _.% you greaser Reward
g \W Calm to my Heart.
omm. Yc¢s, you may reafonably hope i . i
Both the Harbour and Calm wo: defire. Torn mﬂ%ﬂ M ﬂm.m_mﬂw& brash
ﬁV{.. ,Ktﬂwu A-\V”« nmvs~ mwv G.ﬂ-
Tom. But, & . Tom. Ma, &

End of the Firft Act.

Cir. Si, Bella, fciolt’ o il piede
E i lacci all’ Alma.

Tom. Ma {peri pill mercede
Amando un’ Alma.

Cir. To fpero del mio Core
In te 1a calma.

Eine dell Atto primo,

“d
Bakie 7
ﬁ?pyf

6
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CATTO IL
SCENA I

Tomirit, Ciro, ArpAcCE, eSirante,

Tom. EA degli Umani Oltraggi
U Giufta vendicatrice,

Perché sifazj del bramato fangue;

Dell’ Omicida Re, 13 dentro ¢ j] Telchio ;
rDel tuo gran fimnlacro cccolo al picde.
Grazie a te, lodi ate, de’ Meflageti
Rende is Popol guerriero.

Chi della vendicata Ombra del Figlio
Sente fommo piacer; lo moftri, e meca
Tinga la nuda fpada entro 2 quel fangue,

Sil. Dell” Africane {chiere, e il mio contento
Moftri’l mio Brando. 4v4. Ej Maffageti turti
Svelan meco in quelt’ atto alra allegrezza.

CORO ,

Morto ¢ Ciro il Perfo Re
Giufta Dea delle Vendetre,
- ITrofei fidenno a te.

To.

Tempio illuminato dells
Vendetta, e fuo finulacro con [pada nuda i
mano, ¢ lo ftendardo Perfiano da un lato,  Ars
accefa, ¢ a pié della medefima un Vafo pieno di fan.

gue con entrovi la tefladi Cir o Generale,

CENE I The Temple Omwma‘.mnmﬂw
luminated, and her Statue, with a
r1aked Sword in its Hand, and the Per-
tan Standard on one Side of it. An Al-

sdtar kindled, and at the Foor of it a Vel-

Tonmiris, Cyrus, ARBacEs avd SiLANTES,

Goddefs, you juft Avenger of Human \.S%._&mwu
thar you may fariate yourfelf with the wifb d-for
Blogd of a murdering King 5 theve within that Veffel 5 bnwu
raklefs Head : ¢ .

~

e\

(Byccver vejosces to fee the Ghoft of my Son Teveng d w.,%ﬁ
Yrew bis Satisfulliony by flaining in that Blood bis naked
i8rd with mine, .
Wl Let iy Sword demonftrate the Coutent of the >m:nn;w
Forge, o alfo iy owin.  Arb. Aud with me all the Mef-
Jegetuius exprefs their grear Foy ar this uchle Adion.
" CHORUS.

1Cyrus, King of Perfia is dead :

H:n.?ow:mnml.:m Goddefs of Revenge,
Are wholly due to thee. .

Tom. 4ud

o




-

42 . | [A& 1 #hceo. 1] 43 |
Tom. And will not you, FEXNANDO, fecond 1 @ 7o ERNANDO, €t 10N vuol ﬁ
Accompliftment of my Wijhes 2 What further Obligatiy, @Rccondarla mia brama? AlMorto C1r0O _
_H

|

|

i

are you under to the deceas’d Cywrvus? Cyr. If yo @bual mai Doverti lega? Cir. O granTo MIRI,
only Pleafure invite me to fecond you, I'm rveady o of (ol ta Gioja a {econdar m’ inviti ;
you. onto m’ avrat.

[ Whillt he is going to dip his Sword in ti
Blood, thc Temple appears darken’d.

"Tom. What do 1fce ? W%MU MN\ESN Prodigy is this!

Tom. O NemEsts, did not the King of Perfia i
my Son by Trea.bery 2 .

[ Mentre va a tinger Ja Jpada, s’ ofeura
. il tempio.

To. Che Miro. mm.m.mpcﬁ Prodigio!
To. Nemefi, il Re de’ Perfi a tradimento
%on m’ uccis’ egli ’1 figlio ? !
{Sc mondana, divina, e di vendetta W
E' 1alegge che mora : W
Chi diede Morte altrui ; .
h che manca in che pecca il facrificio ?
by .
iSpente le facre Faci,
“Perché tuo volto afcondi a noi ; perche?

Tz what is the Sacrifice deficient 2 In d&a» has it offend:
you 2 Wby bave you extinguil’d the fucied Lights, and |
your Face from us 2 Tell me why. .

{ A Voice is heard, faying . (& fentono quefte Kocie,

. Cyrus isnotdead. o C1r o morto none.
Cyr. What Vvice is that 2 To. A r 8 aces. Ar. Madar 4 Ci. Quai Voci? To. Arsace. 4r. Mia Reina.
Tom. Did not you flay CyRu's in the Battle? Ar.Li % (To.Inguerra

&

bis teniaklefs Head, bis royal Signet, and the Prifoner, v “sqonferiftituCiro? Arb. 11 Capo tronco
you that. 1 figilto Regale, A

Tom. ZLet the Temple be illuminated again. Let Tt il Prigionier te '} dica.
1081 A be brought before me. Cy R 0 s is flill living 1 b To. Si rallumini °l Tempio.
Breaft : She came ot to the Sacrifice 5 and for that Reafo. ELESIAZme qui fi conduca. CiRro
serhaps, the angry Deity flights the Offerings. {ive ancor nel fuo Core:

. B!12 non venne al facrificio, e forfe

er cio {degna 'offerte il Nume irato.
¥ Sil. Giufto eil rifleflo. Ar. Eccola Bella altera.
| Cir. [Celati Amor, non mi venir fu’l volto.

SCENA 1L

TELESs1A, e ditti.

n,.
- Tel. Eccomi al Regal cenno.  7o. Odi, TELESIA,
I R O ancor vive.

Tel. @h Dei! Vive il mio {pofo 2

. (Bean:
Sil. Yiur Reflelion is juft. Axb. Here comes the haug)
Cyr. [ Concenl your[clf, my Love, aiud appear not inmy Look

SCENE IL

Trercs1a, andthe aforefaid.

Tel. [ am here at your Royal Command.  Tom. Hev
me, Trresta, Cyrusis flill living,
Fel. Ok ye Gods ! Bes nry Sposfe live ?

To. 1}
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" To. Il Perfido Omicida
Che mi {veno la Prole

Vive ancor. Tel. Chi )’ addita

_ﬂP:m mia Gioja al mio fincero Amore ?
Zel. Dov’ €2 Non m’ ingannar. To, Sta nel tuo Cor
Tel. Qual nova crudclta ’

Deluder gl infelici?

Ci. (Oh portentofa Fe!) 7o Mira, in quel Vaf -
Giace I’ empio fuo Tefchio, e nuota in fangue. g
Ognun vi tinfe a mia richiefta il brando.

11 facrificio per compir ; ‘tu ancora
Or te ne devi infanguinar 12 Deftra,

TZel. lo difpictata et empia
Bagnar 12 man dentro quel fangue 2 0. Quefto
Quefto {ol manca al facrificio. Vedi
Vedilo. Zel. Ahi vifta!

cl. Where is he? Dun’t deceive me. Tom. He is in
Heart. ‘Tel. What new Cruelty i this, to &mx&&m the
bappy ¢ Cyr. (Ob Prodigy of Love !) Tom. See there,
bar Veffel; bis wicked lopp'd of - Head, [wimming in
Bhod : Let me intreat every one to dye his Sword init, and
yoR alfo ought 10 fmear your Hand. Tel. Should I be fo
B s and unmerciful as to bath my Hand in that Blood 2
Pam. That is the only thing wanting, to compleat .Sm Sacri-
fek: Look there, Jook on is. ‘Tel. Ab, what a Sight !

Sil. Sil.

N 4 m.mnmmn in preda a mort: | b._..v.M.w@mw. dyingl
To. Portifi I’ infelice vy the unh Woman out of my Sight.
Fuor di mia vifta. Sil. ? ) .m.oa. Carry the snsepy 2 m:.gs 7= -
A m.mma portano via. Arb Mﬁmz.% her off,
Ci. (Tuo Miracolo ¢ }Bof fe non mi {velo.) 2Cyr. CTwill be one of thy own Miracles, O Love, if I
Zo. H,nowvo. chiaro or s’ intende. o mmwee% not myfelf. Tom. The Speech of offended Heaven
11 favellar dell’ adirato Cielo. i Row t00 plainly underflood. Great Goddefs, whoever fhall
Gran Dea, chi del tuo Nume ‘

Joophanely defpife thy Deity, as to deny joining with me in
wlfliing our facred Vow to thee, I fwear by eternal and in-
sable Fate, be [hall be flain at the Foot of thy Alar.

Profano {prezzator, fard che nicghi
* Scioglier meco il gran Voto ;
Giuro all’ eterno inevitabil Faro,
Che a pi¢ dell’” Ara tua cadra fvenato.

[ Pai {Exit,
on i .nch. Crrus
qual prova d’ affetto e di coftanza . 20b my Eyes, what a Proof have you feen of Affelion and
Or vedefte Occhj miei ! OWW?E,.V. ! How the fair Idol of my Soul fainted at the
Come a quel fiero inganno, ,

rtee! Deceit, and was like to have put an End as well to

- w . Ui
Svenne il bell” Ido! mio, umens, s 10 ber Life!

E fu prefio a finir tormento e vita!
Oh quanto 2 lei gradita

0b,




Ob, how will the real Sight of him that adoves b

er, TEUIY,
her ! Love accomplifb the Attion - Love help me.

Come Love, and fhew me

Where my deareft Dear refides,
And make me figh no longer,
Let fuch conftant Love
Be feconded by you ;
Come give your Biefling
To two faithful Lovers.

SCENE IIL A Chamber,

. TEeLEs1aA.
I have feen! Ob what a Speflack ! Ah whar did 1 Jee?

|

Oh yyramnous Tomir1s! Obcruel Arpaces !

And ball TELES1A be a
Tbis fbarp pointed Poinard
and impious a Deftiny. 14,
i my Breaft, th:
thee ;

flancy.

Spoufe of the infrmous Muyderer ?
fhall deliver me from fo unjuft
bus, dear CYR U's, open a Door
0" which my ewamoured Soul may pafs tc
and may it be an Example of Faith, Love, and Con-

SCENE V. .
Cyrus and the aforefaid,

Cyr. 4b Tevrrs: A, my deareft Life, what Fuyry—
Tel. Am I alive 2 or bas

:Qh&&am:.n%émkgm Stroke,
aid arvived already at the Elizian Fjelds ?

Cyr. Live, my Deareft.  Tel. My Cyru Sy but aie

youi

[A& [T

Come, &

SN

|
o. IL] 4.

crta vifta fia di chi I adora ! .
; compifcil’ opra, Amer, m’aita.

Of,y

Amor vieni a2 moftrarmi
Dov’ ¢ I’ amato Ben,
E pitt non farmi

{pirar. )

Oom% Mommsa Ardori
Si tu feconda almen,
Due fidi Cort

~ Vicni a bear.

SCEN A IL

TeLESIA. . N
idi. oh vifta! Oh fpettacolo} Abi che vidi? ,_
Vidi ) fangue di Ciro, |

Amor, @

Appartamento.

1 i i del Cor mio;
idi ’l mio fanguc, i .?sms,n 25
M-ﬁmma ancor luce di giorno? Oh Dio!

1
Oh Tiranna Toxirr! Ocrudo Arsace!

N ~ Jqe ! ”
Oh {acrificio barbaro € crudele: ) |
{ o di {eiags fedele !
Dh giorno di {ciagure 2 un cor
Teres1a Conforte |
Déll’ Omicida indegno ? : |
Qiclto pungente acciaro ] w
grrarrammi al Deftino ingiufto et empid.
G} o a quelt’ Alma amante apro la via |
ché a tc venga, e fia " |
Amor di Fede e di Coftanza cfempio. W

SCENXNA V.

Ciroe detta.

Ci. Ah Terrsia mia vira, ¢ qualfurore
7el. Son viva? ol Alma mia u .
evenne il colpo, et a gl Em: cmm“.::z, ‘ e
ivi, mi f. Mi Ko ar fe
.V cen. Zede Mio Crikoe, tn
Ci. Vivi, mio B . : e
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Luce degli occhj mici? Ciro ? Ci. Mia Vita,
Son’ io.  Tel. Ah no, ché queita

Di Tomirz ela Reggia : :

Tu fei ’Ombra di Cir o : Ombra adorata;
Lafcia ch’ io mora, e teco

Torni al ripofo degll” Elifi campi.

SCENA V.

ZEL 1NDA in difparte e detti,

Ci. C1ro invita or tu vedi.
Tel. Elarecifa tefta? Ci. Fradi Ciro
1l mio Duce maggior. Zel (Numi che fento!)

Mia Vita, Anima mia. Ci. Mio folo Bene.
Tel. Ma celar ti conviene anche i fofpiri,

E profeguir la Frode, infin che amica,

Ad un ficuro fcampo

N’ apra Fortuna avventurofo campo.

Al fommo di bel diletto
Sagace affetto ne {corgerd:
E il fimular del Volto
& 2. Soave calma alcor dara.
Si tu fei

Sol contento del mio Cor :
Ma il timor penar mi fa.

ZELINDA.
Qual fortunato incontro !
Che fia quando Toami1r1
Sapra che vive il fuo Nemico ?

"SCENA

Zel. Teves1a e il Prigionier? Che fia? S’afcols

Ci. Fe la forte I’inganno. 7e. Oh dolce inganno!

[ Parton

Aa ] 47

v s .1
indeed, the very Light of my Eyes? Oxn L
. mwﬁw&\ Tomiris. JYoware CYRUSYS QE\W h.mm
S Jie, adored Shadow, and accompany yos to Jouv epofe
b
1o Elizian Frelds.

SCENE V. .
7 &1 1 D a afide, and the aforefaid.
Y : aud the Prifoner? What can this
_ nw. me M\WM.; Cyr. Tou now Jee Cyrus alive.
i:.kum that trunklefs Head ? Cyr. *Tis the Head w\
.w u's, my General. Zel. (Ye Gods, what do I bear )}
.- 3

‘Cux. Foitune caus'd the Mifiake. Tel. 0b Juweet Mifiake !

; . Butitis.
y Life Soul. Cyr. My ouly Good. Te :
uﬁmw.ww.uﬁw you diffemble your Grief, and proceed in the
am.*\.&v sill fuch Time as kind Fate [bal offer a fortunate Op+
mwﬂwwic for a fecure Efcape. .

wary AffeGion B
A nouM:wm to the Height of Delight :
And a counterfeit Oomﬁnsmnnw
a2 Canfes 2 fweet Calm in the Minds
Yes, you are
The only Joy of my Heart,
But Fear makes me ftill in'Pain.

(Exeunt,

ZELINDA. ,
What a fortunate Encounter ! What will ToMm1rTs do
1 fbe knows that ber Enemy 15 alive?

D SCENE




o , A& 1L ,

SCENA VL

ArsacE edetta.

el ARBACE .

i forfe in tracciadi Teresia? 4b Invano
conc Porme. Zel. In van la cerchi ¢ vero.

b. Perche¢? Zel. Perché la Bella

#di, troppo ¢ fedel, troppo ¢ coftante

fcde, all” amor del morto Amante.

SCENE VL
Arsaces and the aforefaid.
Zel. ArsacES, are you looking for TRLESTA
Arb. 1 am feeking ber in vain. Zel. Tow do indeed fe
her i vain.  Atb. Why 2 Lel. Becaufe that Fair Gue

believe me, is 100 true and too coiftant 1o the Love of ber a. G
ceafed Lover.

You’re miftaken, if you fancy
That the Eyes you adore,
Will ever caft on you
A Look lefs fevere.
. You love her, and you grieve,
But without any Hope ;
You are faithful and conftant,

T’ inganni f{c {peri
Che meno feveri
Quei lumi ch’ adori
Sivolgano a te. "

Tu I’ ami, tu pent
Ma fenza fperanza :

But without a Reward; You're, . Ai fede c coftanza .. o
[Exit. Ma fenza merce. inganni, &,
. . [Parte.
Arzaces. : ,
WWith veafon, fair ZXLIND A, you deride my unbappy ARBACE.

ancrous Flames ; Love, from your Eyes caff the firft Dart, ikc {venturate mie iamme Amorofe
to tvy the Stvength of my Breaft :  But afterwards a Jecond L@ deridi a ragion, vaga ZeLINDA:
was aim’d at me from the fweet Face of TE1LESIA, f Tnprd Amor ne’ tuoi {gnardi

which it hoped so obtain the Glory of a toral Victory rimo ftrale per tentarmi ’l petto :

_ A di Ter es1a poi dal dolce afpetto
Q! dardo mi vibrod, donde la gloria;j
A penso della total Vittoria.

.

.

But teil me, my amorous Hearr,
Amidlt your faithful Flames,
And unfortunate Love,

What is’t vou defign to do.

I know that a Brace of Loves,
Both delights and pleafes you ;
But onc is 21l as faithful, .
As the otaer s unconftant. But, ¢

2 SCENE

- Ma tra il fédele ardor, - -

E ! infelice Amor,
Dimmi che penfi far
Mio Core amante. -

So che di doppia Face
L’ ardor ¢’ altetta ¢ piace
Ma I'Una ¢ turta Fe, .
L’ Altra incoftante. Ma, &,

D SCENA




SCENA VIL

Gabinetto con \n&w ¢ Tavolino con Scettio e

Corona, . :

Tomir1ieCiro

7o. Ed in Feacia avefte -
Coronati Narali? Ci. II regio fangue
La nalceado fortij. 7o, Siedete Ex n aND o,
E venturier di C1R o0
Pugnafte contra me? Pitt vapprefiate.

Cir. Ferito e prigioniero. 0. Pi vicino.
Cosi. Seguite pur, (Volto divino !)

~Ci. Rimafi gia : ma per mia forte poi

Tua Bontd generofa a quefto piede’
I ceppi tolfe, ¢ vita
E liberta mi diede. :

Zo. Quanto il voftro fomiglia
Al fembiante gentil d’un Rege eftinto !

Ci. (Forfe {coperto io fono.) To. In quefta Reggi:

Principefla Regal per voi {ofpira.

Ci. Per me? 7o, Pervoi. Ci. Reina————

To. Lafciate ch’ jo favelli.

Dei fuo Spofo Regal morto, fur quelle

¢ Macftofe infegne. - Ite e prendete
Cola Scettro ¢ Diadema.

Ci. Acher 7o, Non contradite,
(Or vedrete occhj mei,

Qual Tomri defia .
Con lc Spoglic di Re I’Anima mia.)

Ci. Ecco lo Scettro, ecco’l Diadema,
In voftra man tencte; - :
L’ alra fu’l crin poncte, ‘

Ci. To> To. 8. Ci. Quefto Diadema,?

To. L’uno

Zo. Su’l crin ponste. Cio Ma--= To. ERNaxDO; prontt .

Al commando ubbidifca
Chi {eive alle Regiae.

e
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SCENE VIL
Clofet with Chairs and a Table, with
a Crown and Scepter upon it.

Tomirisand Cyrus.

om. Anrd had you your Rosal Birth in Feacia?
Q4. 1 had the Happinefs to veceive my Royal Blood from
] Tom. Sit down, FERNANDO : And did you, as
wuntier of Cx v us, fight againft me 2 Draw neaver.
‘€#r. Both wounded and a Prifoncr. Tom. Draw jyet
Sos proceed. (MW hat a divine Face ! )

yr. I vemained : but by good Furtune, your Goodiefs
awm,e.ééi freed my Feet fiom Chains, aund granted me both
Life aid Liberty.

«Tom. How like you are in the Face, 10 a very handfome
One of a deceafed Monarch ! . .
valCyr. (Perbaps | am difiovered.) Tom. Theve is in this
e a Royal Priucefs, that 15 in Love with yon.
Cov. [#ith me?  Tom. Yes, with you. Cyr. Madai----
Iom. Giveme Leave to fpeak. Thofe are the Kinzly Ea-
of Zer deceafed Royal Spoufe.  Go, and take tizir Crown
Sceptre.

yt. For what? Tom. Contend not. (Now, my Eyes,
I jhall fee with the Enfigns of a Kiug, bim that my Suul

prives.)

vr. Heve is the Scepter, herve the Diadem. Tom H.ld
one in your Hand, and with the other crown your Brows.

Cyr. Mut 1? Tom. Yes. Cyr. This Diaden?

om. Put it on your Head. Cyr. But Tom. He

'8 a Queen's Servant, inflantly obeys ber Command.

N

D3 Cyr. 1
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Cyr. I put the Royal Diaden: on my Head ﬁn.o I H_ . 5 e ’
Tom. Ob! Nature with all ber Art, could never ol4 ¢i. 11 Diadema Real pongo ful crine:

ber owin Perfeltions in a more beautiful Portrait ! i 7o On : non porea negli Uniformi Voltt
: egtio copiar {e fteffa

> arcefice Natura !
M Ci. (Confufo refto!) 7o, Or qui fidiete, ¢ udite,
‘2 Reina che v’ ama,
R voi lo Spofo fuo ftringer” or brama.
Ci. Concedi. 7o. E dove andate ?
‘Mz~ an Do Re, fermate.  Ci. Il Re non fono,
F Spofo effer non poffo. : ,
7. V’ arreftate : Perche 2
Ci. Promifi ad altra. To. ERNANDO,
on mic 1 iftanze. - [E ¢’ alcun merto tiene-
fChi vi tolfe alla morte ¢ alle Catene;
11 favor concedete :

4

Cyr. (1 am all Confufion!) 'Tom. Now fit down
bear me. The Queen that loves you, defires to make you '
Spoufe. ,
Cyr. Give me Leave. 'Tom. Where are you goiu
Stay, King Fer nanDpo. Cyr. Iam not a King X
can I be a Spoufe. ’
Tom. MWhy do you demyrr 2

Cyr. I have made a Promife to another. Tom. F
NAND O, thefe Inflances are my own.

iE con la Regia Spofa
Nel nodo ancor me incatenata avrete.

Cyr. Pardon me, g : L
, ; great Madam. The Promife o Ci. Donna eccelfa, perdona : la promefia

Prince, a Lover and a Speufe, obli ;
. e me eit LN . .
or to die. poufe, oblg ber to auoth, oy Prencipe d’Amante ¢ di conforte ;

[Ex D! altra mi voglion Spofo, o pur di morte. ,
Tom. You, my deluded Hopes, what do you advife e | LParse.

Let this aukward Lover be bauifbed my Affection. gmmmu.a.nowm%mmﬁ%%%w “m”wzwaom 2a?  § accotfe

De’ mici trafporti quel ritrofo Core.

SCENA VIL

SILANTE e detta.

Sil. Del vinto Perfo e della Spoglia opima

r che fuperba vai, , .

Pen(i forfe o Reina

i nobil” ozj d’una lunga Pacc?

470. Diafi ripofo all’ armi,

Brcht forgan pin forti 2 nuove Imprefe :

Prence, del tuo valore

gualc’ alera prova attendo.

A Sil. E del promeflo Amor 2 7o Certa ¢ la fpeme,
¢ d’ nopo in novi cafi

e

SCENZE VIL
S1ranTES, and the aforefaid. -
Sil. New that you are trinmphing in the vich Spoils of .

conquered Perhans, ave you thinking, Madam, of leat
an igaoble unaltive Life, in a loug Series of Peace ?

p ..HoB. Let the Soldiers vepofe, that they may vemew tl:
trength \cw new Engagements.  Iam expefting, Sir, [0
other Proof of your Valour.

_ Sil. And of your promifed Affeétion. 'Tom. Your B
5 certain 5 bus 1 fland in need of the Courage and Valos:

U..* La
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‘ . . 1 NN. zmn.l
4 (0i in a new Accident that bas happene

3 \E&?MWMV.%MMNM to be required, before it is wawnww. o
| am.muw\& Gold in the botteft Fire, make Tryal of my Cou-
1 &Ma.u& Loyalty in the greateft Dangers.

La fortezza ¢ I’ ardir d’ un cor fedele : A

* Ne pria dell’ opre il Guiderdon fi chiede,
Sil. Fa ne’ perigli, come d’ Or nel Foco,

Prova di mio Coraggio e di mia Fede,

De’ Perigli fu Pafprezza

Sta 1a Gloria del Valor,
Se poi ferve alla Bellezza

Piu feintilla il fuo fplendor:

f Valour L

\Hrunm m%mwnmsm picuous in the greateft Perils ;
And if afrerwards it ferves 2 wnwcmf

Its Splendour ftill fhines more brigie.

The, &
| Exit.

SCENA IX

ZELIND A e detta.
Zel. Ah, Regina, che vidj !
Che udij ! Guidaro i Numi
Per tua falvezza il mio furtivo piede
DiTrresiaalle fanze. 7). E
Zel. Trresiaeil Prigioniero
WVidi *n foavi e fofpirofi Ampleff;.
- Zo- Quefta ¢ 12 Fe coftante al Morto C g RoO?
Zel. 11 Morto Cir o ¢l Prigioniero.  7o. Numi
Zel. Reina, fe ] rammenti, al primo afpetto
Del ferito Guerriero, il cor prefago
Midifle ch’eraCiro. O quanto Gioja
Del ravvifaro volto
Del falvo Amante ella mofird ! To. Miei {degni
Non trafportate il Cor : Penfate accorti
A vendetta ficura, Ze E credi ARBacE
Fido alla fua fuz Reina » Oh, fimulato

Verfo Tergsia & quell’ affetto. 7o, Ingrato.
Taci mia cara ¢ lafeia

A queft’ Anima offefla, a cuis
Guidare a fegno 12 fatal v

SCENE IX.

7 :L1ND 4, and the aforefaid.

e ! WWbat bave I
Ab, Madam, what have I \Rr = .
, .aNx.Mw. %WM Qemr \ww your Sa'ety, guided rsy wandying
“Steps o TELESIA'S m@aﬁm\s.. .
irafti ' id you [ee ? .
che minliz MMS.NMNW %\Mﬂw Mw N‘MN and the Prifoner in fuweet and
,.,.S.:h Emorases be deceas’d C yrRus?
his ber Confancy to t : )
W.MB.N.\ &WM«MM%& C R U s is the Prifoner. Tom. Te Gods

W ad

%& no move, .é Dear, and let my &.MEN& Soul give the
“afpetta, Signal of fatal Vengeance to whom it is due.
endetta.

{ You
Offeiv




You, my offended, but not loving Hearr,
Kindle and enflame thy felf in Wrath ;
And if you are not mean and vile,
Speak to me no more of Love,
To {ee him defpifing
My kindeft Affe@ion,
: Is Reafon fufficient
To feck Revenge.
[ Exit,

ZELIND A,

AR acCEs may perbaps be a Traytory and then be wil

be neither mine, nor any Bodies elfe 5 but iz cafe be is inno-
ceat, I'il flutter myfelf fo far as to think, that he wifl flight
her thar bates him, and lve her thag loves bim. Tis
ufual for one that loves in Vaii, the better to ES&\ bis
.\mh@m\uu to ¢convert his Love NMN\\Q- nto &VNW%P or u.§«c Incon-
THC) . . q

.5.:_5@033?055 me.owBSp
Conftancy is deceiv’d, :
And {till gocs fuffering on :

But if Hope once ceafes
"To make any further Promife,

A Lover, tho’ never fo conftant,
Will certainly change his Amour.

Till, &,
SCENE X
Teresia, Cynus, and afterwards Ar g a CES.
Tel. You muft diffemble, the better to make Jour Efeape
LIl feed ARBACES with falfe Hopes.
Cyr. Your Counfel, my Dear, is found.
Tl Heis coming towards me : Hark you, AReaces,
was juft asking for you of FERNAND 0, whom I mes

re by Chassee.

7

rs
I
ae

Arh.

[A& 1

You, &

Atco. 11 50
Offefo € non Amante,
D’ ira t’accendi o Cor :
" Non mi parlat d” amor,
Sevil non fet :
Dovrebb’ effer baftante
A farmi vendicar ;
Veder ch’ i fa {prezzar

Gli affetti miel. Offefo, e,

[ Parse.
ZELIND A.

Forfe che Ar sace ¢ Traditore: E allora
Né mio, n¢ d’altra egli fard : Ma quando
nnocente egli fia ; vuo lufingarmi

he {degnera chi I’ odia,

Ed amera chil’ ama.

Suol la vana {peranza,

"Per rimedio del Core, . A

O cangiarfi ’n difpetto, o in incoftanza.

Infin che 1a fperanza
Gioje prometter fa ;
S’ inganna la coftanza
E piu foffrendo va :

Ma {c la fpeme al Core
Promefic pilt non fa ;
11 piu coftante Amorc

D’ oggetto cangera.

SCENA X

Teresia, Ciro, epoi ARsacw

Tel. Simular ti conviene,
Per render facil 12 tua fuga : Arsace
Yo nutrird di falfa fpeme.  €i. O Cara,
Saggio ¢ il configlio.  Tel. Egli ame viene, alcolta.
Axsacy o’ ad Eranpo
Che a cafo incontrai qui; di te ghicdea,

Infin, &rc

TR
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Arb. Vel i Tel. AllaR & L] . ‘Tel. Did you fig-
ro. veloce a te ritorno. Tl a Reina de bafte to veturn to you. 1€
I mic fen recalli? Ela che dif A o b Do ? Vo did e foy 2
Yo, ode a nwsmnmno u

O penfiero, e al tempio, Arb. She is pleas’d with your changing your Mind, and
1l facrificio per compir ; ¢’ invita, . .

mpleat the Sacrifice. And if
E fe 2 me porgerai 1a man' di f; pofa ; | ‘ .\.HMM.MM@W%W@QWW mehm Muﬁﬁ«m&&» &.QW@W«N xwwmw\“um
W_cmnmmwm M“M.MMBME_ tu ricerchi, e teco B ﬂ.m»s b&%ﬁm:sw Q%M % _NNMM :&NW .uw\:cam.
Verran {ue E:m,&n per riporti msvnoz. - it on you, and feat y
wcwnnWspnm<o mow:m. . | V d; but it muft not be till that
Ma mﬁmw ﬁMM Muwna._mw% MS”W &_MQWWMMS».W .umsn. JTcl. 1 engage my wwwx 3 bu (ecept them
Ci. Giufta condizion. 476, L’accetto o B clla. ewar Attion is perform’d.

Cir, The Conditions are juft. Arb. And 1, my Faireft,
SCENA X SCENE XL
SILANTE e detsi,

SitanTEs and the aforefaid. i
c Sil, %nn nn::o~& nrw ang. Sil. By the Queen’s Command, Arsaces, deliver up
edi ARz acE il tuo brando. d. iy . .
Arb. Qual Ragione? Sil. Ubidienza e oawu.wwc owus, what Reafon? Sil. 4 Royal Command re
<now mcumhwwmﬂ.nwomﬁwzmo. quires Oledience, and uot an Enguiry.
- Arb. Efegu c. 3
* Sil. Guardie, in prigion ficura —w
Conducete quel Reo : T o a1 11 1l priva E
Di Titolo e Poter : lo cuftodice
+Qual colpevol vaffallo.
Ci. Sento pietd de’ cafi tuoi. 4,4, Telefia
Volgi un guardo pietofo 2’ mal; miei,
Zel. Arsace, di pietd ben degno fei.

non ricerca

Cyr. 1 pity your 0@@ . \sbnw. Caft one compaffionate Lok,
N on my Misfortunes. .
5 W,Mpm m@ﬁ:»mv.mv .Pv.w B aCES, worthy of Compaffiei:
Arb. Non fento pilt tormento
Di quefte rie catene,
Se volgi a lor, mio Bene,
Un guardo di Pictj -
Ne provo un tal contento ;
Che non i Pempio Fato
Per farmi fventurato
Baftante crudelta.

Ar 11 feel no further Torment
a1 mm.woﬂ thefe my cruel Chains, -
If you but grant, my Dear, o
To view them with an Eye of Pity.
I now feel fuch Content
That adverfe Fate itfelf
Has not Cruclty enough

to make me unhappy.
Non, &r.

1 fhall, &
SCENA

SCENE

)




SCENE XL

Torirnis and the aforefsid.
Tom. Prince Siranrzs
bedieiice 0 your Sovereign Command is £0ing to his Chasns.
Tom. Trerrsia. Tel. Madom?
Tom. DoesCyRrus no longer duwell in your Mind ?
Tel. Imuft be forcd to yield to Fyr
vion to avoid further Grief.
Lom. Prince, are you Frrn
Tom. Is be Fernanpe ? Tel,
bim : 1 never faw bim before t Day.
boaft of being defcended of Royal Progenyin F
Cyr. In Feacia 1 bad the Forsyne of being
"Tom. 7o your Cufledy, African Prince, I¢

ACIA?

Tel. Oh Gods ! what Fauit have 1 commirted ?

Jom: O SiLanTES, Jet a firiét Guard over ber.
Sil. Ziuft the honour of your Commands 1o my Loyvalty.
Tom. In fo doing you fhal) merir my Favpur.
Sil. But I hope for Love. :

Tom. Go TrrLes1a.
think that I ought to be
Ungrateful,
attend you.

TZel. If then you are offended,
Ibeg you’ll give me my Death
I long to dye, Oh God,
Left Il T fuffer more
In diverfity of Grief.
O my:poor Affe&ions,
Why fo much Torment
Ye cruel Gods

To one fole Breaft ? If then, &

[AG& 11

Sil. The Criminal in 0.

ey and try by Obli-

- (foner.
axoo ? Cyr. I am your Pri-
1 think ke is what you cai
Tom. And do you

Royally bors,

ommit TELL- %Wnn de’ tuoi Guerrieri.
s1a, .and do you place part of - your Soldiers to guard her,

A INe'faprai la cagion.
Cyr. What muft Ido 2 Tom. You (hall foon know the rea- S

Tel. Whither 2 Do you perbaps .
Jent to a common Goal ? Tom. Gv
20 your own Chamber, and may your own Fate

Tcl. Ungrateful! But why ? Tom., Becanfe you offend m.

Tom. Hi

Ato. IL] - 63
SCENA XIL

ToMIRT e detti.

570. Prence Siante  Sil. Al tuo fovran Commando
Jpbidience il Reo vaffene a’ ceppi.
0o. TeLesia. Tel. Mia Regina ?
7. C1R 0 in te pit non vive ?
‘Wel. Forza ¢ cedere al Fato,
cntar con ’obblio fugar affanno. o
70. Prence, Ernanpo tufei? Ci. Tuo Prigionicro,
0. ERnanpo egli €’ ? Tel. Qual tu l'appelli, 1l credo:
QOfgi fol lo mirai. Zo. EdinFracra,
' di ftirpe Real vanti i Natali?

Wi. InFr ac1a fortij fafcic Reali.
" o, Prence African, fotto la tua Cuftodia
va TELes1a: Alla fua guardia poni
Tel. Oh Dei! Qual fallo :
Ci. (Che far deggio ?) Zo. In poc’ otc.
Guardia fevera
Seile faccia 0 StranTE  Sil Alla mia fede
ommetti pur de’ cenni tuoi ’onore.
&o. Merto acquifti cosi. SiZ, Ma bramo Amore.
o. Vanne TerLesia. Tel Ove? In prigien Plebea
Pepfi forfe, ch’io debba— 7o. Alle tue ftanze

fe. Ingrata! E perché mai? Zo. Perche m’ offendi,

17l Dunque fe offefa (i ;
. La morte chicggio in dono
Morir defio
Per non penar oh Dio -
Di duolo in duolo.
Poveri affetti miei,
Mifera quanto fono
Barbari fiete oh Dui,
Perche ranti tormenti
A un petro folo?

Dunque, &,
Zo. Forle

< et e e e S T 5



To. Forfe a Te 1 es1a Ernando
Promife affetti, .ed impegno la fede ?

Ci. Noto fol pria m’ era il fuo Nome, ¢ {olo
Qui ne vidi 'l fembiante.
To. Suol taluno per fama, effer’ amante
Ci. Diedi ad altra Bellezza .
Pegno d’onor di cui non v’ ¢ pitt forte 5
Di Prencipe d’Amante e di Conforre.
To. E'T 1 es1a non ¢ 'amaro Oggetto ?
Ci. Altre vaghe fembianze il Core adora.
~ To. (M’ inganna, ¢ mio nemico ; ¢ ’amo ancora)
Prence, a novo penfiér volgila Mente : :
Penfa a quella che t’ offre ¢ affetti € Regno :
E {e all’ Amor non vuoi ; penfa allo fdegno.

C:i. Se chi mi brama
Avefle in petto -
Un altr’ affetto
Al par di me; -
Sarebbe allora
Tutra {degnofa,
E non pietofa
Al fofpirare
D’ un’ altro amor.

Dille che apprezzo
1 fuoi fofpiri ;
Ma di che ammiri ;
Pur la mia Fe :
Cheé del {fuo Volro
S’ io foffi amante ;
Cosl coftante
Nel troppo Amarg
Sarebbe il Cor.

Se, & [Pai

Tom1t

64 _ | [A& U]

& 1L 65
| Tom. HasFErN aNDO promis’d bis lovero Te1 x-
%14, and pledg’d bis Fuith ?

% Cyr. [was only once inform'd of Ler Name,
" Rere have feen ber Face. .

Tom. Is it ufual for one, only by Fame to become a Lover?
Cyr. 1gave to another Beauty as 6 Pledge of Honour, (a
§eater than which its impoffible there [hould be any,) the
Word of a Prince, a Lover and a Spoufe.

A Tom. And is not TELESI A the beloved Objeli 2

Cyr. I adore another Beatt).

d Tom. (He deceives me, and is my Enemy, and yet ftill
| sve bim.) Tuvn your Thoughts, Sir, anotber way : think
o her that offers you both Love and a Kingdom ; and if at
/? you flight her Love, think what her Anger may produce.

and only

Cyr. If the that loves me
Had equally with me

Receiv’d another Lover
Into her Affeétion,
Then fhe would be
Not Kind and Compaflionate,
But would with Anger Difdain,
The Sighs and Prayers
Of any other Lover.

Tell her I thank her
For her Affe&ion,
But tell her alfo,
That you admire my Fidelity ;
And that if T werc her Lover,
I fhould be altogether as conftant
Inloving her to Excefs.

If the, &

E _ ToMirts
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66

- TomMiris.

M ferable e ! F e
King of Perfia 5 and my Enemy is the Perfon 1 lyve.
Muvderer of the Son is the fume that the Mother is in I,
with.  DPaffiics of my Soul give me your Advice 3 1 QSEH
¢h ye Gods, lve him without batred, nor can I live withe,
dvviig bim.  Ob Love and Hatred, ye Monflers of Tormes
aizd Fury, that tear my Heart in pieces ! CyRu s kil
my Son : To Aims, to Arms, bring me bither my Hebir

[A& 1}

RNANDO #sCYRUS! ifejissd
Tig"

Acto I1.]

TomirL
Mifera! Exnanpo ¢ Ciro!
“il Re de’ Perfi ¢ vive
cll” Amato il Nemico :
ive in colui che innamord la Madre,
’Omicida del Figlio.”
affioni dell’ Anima, a Configlio.
on poflo oh Dei, fenz’ odio

I

Fernanno? Ifin Cyrus, FERNANDO alfo dye.
whs caiz beal the Wounds of my Heart ? v

Bur it Love will have it fo

That he alone fhall be the

Qbject of my Affe&ion,

Yield, O my Wrath, for I will love him.
I know thatr Hatred feeks Revenge :

But Love expeéts a Pardon.

Ah, 1 now plainly feel

That Love will triumph over Harved.

) But, &, [Exi

{

I'ad of the Second A&,

Shicld and Swerd : Let Cy nu's dye, yes be fball dye. B, |

l marlo, ¢ fenz’ amor viver non poflo.

®h mofiri di tormento ¢ di furore

#€he il cor mi divorate, Odio & Amore !

ir o m’ uccife il Figlio: All’ armi, all’ Armi.
Fofto a mc qui fi rechi

1 ’Elmo lo fcudo ¢ il Brando: .

8 mori Ciro simora—MaEgrNnanDo?
SeinCiro, ERNANDO morc;

"Chi fanera il mio Core ?

Ma (e Amore del mi ’affetto
Vuol ch’ ei folo fia 'oggetto ;
Cedi o Sdegno, il voglio amar.
So che ’Odio vuol vendetta :
Ma perdon ’Amore afpetta.
Ahi gia fento che ’Amore
Vuol delt’ Odio trionfar.

Ma, &, [Paste.

Eine dell’ Atto fecondo,

~

2




ATTO IL
SCENA 1

ZeLiNDA, & AREACE

N&..HZ PLOR AT pure alfin ch’ clla n.&.no_

Tenta tu fteflo or di placar, fe puoi,
11 fuo giufto fofpetto e I'alto {degno.
Arb. O Giuftiffimo Ciel che gid movefti
I colpi miei ; dch tu proteggi il Vero.

NZel. Credi, C1r onon fu quel che uccidefti.
Arb. E faro dunque Reo, perché infelice 2

Ma chi Fe la calunnija ?

Chi P'accufa provo ? Zel. Tom1r1ildice:

Ma d¢’ nemict tuoi
Ciecamente perche ti fidi 2 476. E come ?

Zel. Di T rrEstanel Core altro non v’ &

Che P'odio conrra te
E ’amor verfo Cir 0 ; e tu pur credi
Alla finta pieta. Arb. Dch taci o Bella.
Danno 1 mali {ovente
Altra forma alla mente.  Zel. Qdi, fe fido
Sull” Onor tuo prometti
Al mio Zelo per te, Coftanza e affetti ;
Efer vogl’io lo fcudo
Del? Tunocenza tua della twa Gloria.

A:b. Piuccia a Tom1r1; e tuo fard que
Che ta richiami ’n Vita
Cei: 1z difefa del {uo primo Onore.

s
~.

1z

Core

A CT 1L

SCENE L

Zerinpaand ARBACES.

2. Y HAVE a laft begg’d her to hear you : Do you
now endeavour, if you can, to appeafe ber juft
nger and Sufpicion. Arb. O juft Heaven ! that has per-

| rwm-mm thefe Crimes to be laid to my Charge, O do thou pro-

tgét my Integrity. Zel. Believe me;, C y R u's was not the
Man that you kil’d.  Arb. And muft Ithen be accounted
guilty, becaufe I'm unhappy 2 But who rais’d the Calumny 2
{ Zel. T oxir s fays it - But do you blindly truft in your

Rizemies ¢

-3 Arb. A5 how ?

Zel. TevEesta’s Heart is full of nothing but Hatred
ainft you, and Love for Cy R us; and yet you {till give
§redit to ber feig’d Compaffion.

Arb. A4b, my Faireft, proceed no farther, Misfortuues
pinetimes work a Change in the Mind.

| Zel. Hark ye, if to my zealous Affellion towards jou,
ou promife me, on your Hounour, your Love and Conflancy,
W be a Shield both to your Honour and Inuocence. .

Acb. dppeafe but T o mir1s, and that Heart which
“ give a new Life 10, by defending its former Honour, fhall
$Ver be youys,

Zel




70 ~
Zel. To follow the Perfon that flies you,
And to love the Nymph that flights you

Is 2 manifelt Meannefs in Love. ’

A gencrous Soul loves only her that loves him .

A cruel Beauty ruins herfelf by her Ri ;
How {weet is the Love ¥ her Rigous

That burns in reciprocal Flames!

To follow, ¢

SCENE IL Ut
Tomirrs, and the aforefaid.

Arb. Do you, moft juft Tomir s, before you hea
my Defence, give Credit r0 a wicked Calumniator ¥ I why
have I offended you, in what ?

Tom, CyRr vUs is not dead.
N&.Wnc. WNM\»\.E\RE is he 2 Who will biing him to me ? I
id wot kill him, yet L'overcame, and luid bi ’
dard at your Feet. * faid bis Ropad 5

—\
‘ H
[

Tom. Love, many times, turiis Virtne into Vice, T v
LESIA. Atb. T abbor that Name which once I ador’s,:
if it is capable of vaifing in your Mind, the leaft Sufpici
agaiuft me. Let Cy rUs Jive in ber Breaff ; I can
mine, imprint a new Objelt. ’ T
mnmﬂ.,ozw. b,wﬂw% .V%W %m\ﬂ.o\.@ \Sq your Love according to my Di-
veczion ¢ Arb. My Life wtfelf, aund the mofR fincer il
of a Subjet, is ar your Command. o fincere Lgly

Tom. Rife up, depart, and bave Hupes.

Zel. Seguir chi fugge
Amar chi fprezza
Vil ¢ in amor :
Un nobil cor
Ama chil’ama.

Sc ftefla perde
Crudel Bellezza
Nel fuo rigor:
Che dolce ardor,
Bramar chi brama!

SCENA IL

Tontr 1, e detto.
{40, Senza udir mic difefe
Giuftiffima ToMiRrI
A rio calunniaror darai pur fede ?
n che t offefi, in clic?
" o, C1r o morto non ¢?
o Arb. Ma dov’ ¢ ? Chi’addita al braccio mio 2
¢ non " uccifi ; il vinfi pure: E-al piede
o ti portai le fuc regali infegne.
Efpofi per tua gloria e pe’l tuo Regno ;
Una fola perche non O piut vite :
Se traditore 10 fia ;
Chiedilo a mie Vittoric
2 Chicdilo a mie ferite.
3 .
4 70. Cangia ralvolta amore
Vvizio la virth, TeELtsia—Arl. Abomo
Duel nome ch’ adorai, fel nel teo petto
Fuo deftar contra me picciol fofpetto.
Biia pur Cir o in que! Core ; ancor nel mio
o imprimer novo oggetto. Zo. A mic Voleie .
$ilporrai del tuo Cor? Arh. Con la mia vita
Avtal fempre in tua man la pin fincera
Fe di Vatallo. Te. Sorgi, parti, ¢ fpera

Scguir, .
{ Paite.

ot
lay
-
-,
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Arb. Spero si :
Che fvanira il fofpetto,
Credi pur ch’ un” aler’ Oggetto
Mai {cacciar dat fen fedele
Non potra I’ antica Fe.

Poflo ancor mofirar coftanza,

Efponendo a morte il petto
Per I afferto
Che ferbar giurai per te.

Spero, G
[Parz.

70. Venga TE1E ST 4 2 me,

Perehie 17 Qdio ¢ I’ Amore

Yingano a fronte, ¢ P un’o Paltro vinca ;
Siteatl al fin | Eftremo,

SCEN A IIL

TELESIA, e desta,
To. TELESIA, ti rammentj
Chv’ oggi qui fol vedefti
1 Prigionicro Er v axno? 74l B ver, To, Da lui
Nulla pretendi. 722 Nulla.
Ts. Cadde C1ro traficro— 7o, 11 caro Spofo.
Zo. Efler d’ altri conforte
In two poter non refta,
Zel. Del morto Genitor 1a Lege ¢ quefta,
Zo. Di quefto foglio al pi¢ ferivi 7 tug Nome.
Tel. 1t Nome mio ? Perche? 7o, Perché commando.

Zel. Qual nova Tirannia? To. Scrivi. Tol In quel fo-
To. Non pinrichicfte. S'ubbidifea, Iovoglio. ~ (glio?
: _..H.m~m2>ena.\w§.es.w
L { Legge.
To. Soffervi’l vo'to) leggiprima. Ze/Er~axbo
Se mi dafti 1y mei Fo d conforte ;
Te ise [eiolyo, e rinunzio a miglior forte
(Mumi che far degs’ io? To Sofcrivi. 7:7 Pronta
La man fi mofiri) ] Nome ? 7p, A pi¢ del fogiio :
Non pili richicfte, S'ubbidifca, io-voglio.
Tel. Ecco

% Tel. Tis true.

73
b, Yes, Idohope L
At That your m%@&os will vanifh ;
Believe me, that no other Obje&
Con force my former Love
Out of my faithful Breaft.
I can ftill thew my Conftancy,
By expofing my Breaft to Death,
In maintaining the Love §
That I {olemnly vow’d to you. Anmvm@.m.
Xit.
Tom. Let TELESIA come to me, that Hatred and
kove may appear together, and &mv one or the other over-
Qe ; let the laft Expedient be try’d,

SCENE IIL

Teresiaand ToMmIRTs.
#*-Tom. Do you remember, T L Es14, that to Day was
the firft time you ever faw the Prifoner FEr n ANDO?2
] Tom. Do you require uothing of bim.

Tel. Nothing.
Tom. Cyrusis ki’d. Tel. My dear Spoufe !
Tom. Aud is it not in your Power to mayry another ?

Tel. This was the Command of my deceas’d Father.
Tom. Sigiz your Name at the Bottom of this Papei-.
Tel. My Name ! Wheiefore? Tom. Becaufe I com-
nand you. . .
Tel. What a new Tyramny ! Tom. Write. Tel. Lu this
aper 2 'Tom. Oley without further Inquiry, for fo is my
leafure. : [Trresia isgoing to write.
{ She reads:
Tom. (Ilobferve herLooks) veads it firft. Tel. F ERNANDO,
f you ever made me a Vow of being my Spoufe, I
blolve you of ir, and renounce you for a better Fortune.
Heavens | what muft Ido? Tom. Siginit. Tel. (My Hand
 7eady) My Name? Tom. At the End of the Witing :
Uk o more Quefbious, but obey, for fo is my Wil ,H L
el See
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74
Tel. See here then, your Will comply’d with. Tom. Retu;;
to your Appavtment : From whence you fball foon fee, in 1l

Accomplifbment of my Content, or of my Revenge, your ou;-

Unhappinefs.

Tel. T am innr’d to rigid Fate :
There is no unexpe&ed i1
That can make me fuffer more.
If my Fortune ever change,
It never is to increafe my Joy,
But only to renew my Torment.
Nay the very Hopes of Death itfelf
Refufc to come and comfort me.
_ Iam, &
[Exi

ToMIRIS.

Te Gods, what [ball I vefolve! Ought I flill, with 1)
Fiftion, to [inother my Hatred, and flatter my Love 2 Al
No. LetFErRNAND o come : Let him come to ber th
bates him, and hear from my owi Mouth the Sentence ¢
bis Death. Tevusta, I fhall vequire no move of you.
aov of bim, 1 defie nothing move. [return you your forci
Gift, and thus 1tear the

‘

TAs fhe is going to tear the Letter, fhe fecs
Cyrus coming in.
He approaches. And how, Towmiris, if you look v
him, car you polfibly bate him ?

ey

e

—

eeo 1L

T+l Ecco adempito il tuo Voler. To. Ritorna
% ic tuc ftanze : Indiin brev’ ora afpetta

(ar’ a rimirar la tua {ventura

¢l mio contento o nclla mia vendetta,

73

o], Son’ avvezza ad afpro fato:
Non v’ & mal che inafpetrato
Pofla farmi piti penar.
Sc fi cangia la mia {orte;
Non ¢ mai per un contento ;
E un crudel novo sormento.
Ne fperanza almen di morte
Viene I'Alma a ¢onfolar.
Son’, &
[ Exit.

ToMmMIREL

Ma che rifolvo, oh Dei! Deggio pur’ anche

Obbliar I’ Odio, ¢ lufingar I’ Affetto

Con qucft’ inganno? Ahno. Che venga Exnanvos

Nenga a chi )’ Odia, ¢ (cnta dal mio labbro

Ea {cntenza di morte.

P rrcsia pilt da te, dalui pitinulla
Ricerco ¢ nulla voglio.

Rendoti 1 don forzato, ¢ fquarcio it
3 [ Nel wolere fquarciare il foghio, vede weuir C1R 04

Qdiar lo puoi, Tomir1?

Ma perchd non mi {caglio

Quel Ctroa trucidar, ch’odio Nemico?

Pcrchd non corro ad abbraciar quel C1r o ;
JChe Amante amo fedcle ?

AAE non fquarcio la carta? Oh amor crudele :

SCENA

3
13
!




76 [Atto I

SCEN A 1IV.

Ci. Eccomi al regal cenno.

To. Ombra del figlio mio, che alla vendetta -
Sproni ’l mio {degno, afpetta. Ernanpo afcolta.
Quefta ¢ I’ ultima volta
_,O:n T omir1vuol teco ufar Clemenza. -
Miei doni fon tua Liberta twa Vita,
E ingrato penfi ancora
Perfifter nella tua firana ripulfa ?
Ci. Riprenditi fe vuoi,
Crudele, i doni tuoi,

-

SCENE IV.

Cyr. I am here at jour royal Command.

il

, . ife and Liberty, and
Tom. I have given you both your Life and .
& you ftill refolve, ungraseful Man, 1o perfift in your \mx@mm
Befufal?

Ma non penfar che di Feac1a il Prence---
To. (Bugiardo ingannator.) Ci. Poffa da vile

Mancar di Fe. 7o. Ma {e colei che adori
Dal dover ti {ciogliefle ; .

La Reina che toffro accetrerefti ?
Ci. Effer non pud. 7o. Se fofle
Suo voler fuo Commando ?
Ci. (Nonfard mai,) Altra Beltd fovrana
Avia conforte ER nanDo.
Zo. Or leggi quefto Foglio.
Ci. (It Nomecdi Teresial Ellalo feriffe )
To. (Come pien di ftupor vi fifls il gnardo !)
Or cherifpondi 2 Ci. 11 Nome
Quefto non ¢ della Belta cui diede
L’Amante Anima mia pegno di fede.
To. Falfo, ¢’ infingi ancor? Credi tu forfe
Non m’ effer noto? Il mio maggior nemico

Tu fei, che in mio poter pofto i 1a forte,
Dammi quel foglio. Ingrato,

Chi gl’ Imenei ricufa, avid la morte.

| fail in bis promifed Faith.

] } } leafe, cruel
Cyr. Take back again your Gifts, if you pleafe,
] %w:: but wever imagine that the Prince of Feacia—-

i . ever be fo vile as to
o, B i MMMB.QMW if fhe ks.‘\. love, fhouid.
abfolve you of the N\S% you made her, would you accept of

ojfer you ¢
Wn@wam w&ﬁsm@m. Tom. But if it fbould be both her
@i/ and Command ?
Cyr. (Neither can that be.) Then F £ r x ax DO would
Je another Soveraign Beauty.
Tom. Pray read this Lester. .
M Cyr. CTis TevLes1a’s Hand, and pﬁm wrote it 1)
N Tom. (How full of Conflernation are his Looks !) R\&.‘..
bat do you fay 2 Cyr. This is not the Name of the Fair

Qe 1o whom I plighted my Faith.

M Tom. Falfe Man, do you fiill diffemble 2 Do you think
Bdon’t know all? You, who are my greateft Enemy, w@&
Boitune has put in my Power.  Give me that Letter again,

Wicrateful Man : He that vefufes Marviage, fhall die.

Flattet
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hat tho
e fiilt you. fhall find Mercy.
A flighted Lover
- Has a Way to be reveng’d
By changing his Love
into Cruelty.
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Fiatter, &
LEx:

Cyr. T abfolve you of it, and renounce you for a be;
ter Fortune. Thus I bave vead inthat Letter, thus T
LESIa writes; and thus you, my Eyes, have read :
Then TELE s14 5 guilty. Ohb! Iam delivious. The T

vant T OMIR 1S forced that innocent Hand to commir 1!
Eault. :

SCENE V.
S1vran~TEes with Guards, and the aforefaid.

~ Sil. By the Royal Command, Sir, deliver me your Swo

and yield your Hand and Foot to thefe Chains. ,
Cyr. It Jeems very odd, that an African Priuce, [ur

rounded with Soldiers, fbould infult an unbappy Man.
Sil. It feems more odd, that an Iluftrious Feacian P

bm&w.@:&&:&\:.E\W\\,Sahéﬁmx Sovereign, and I
Rival. :

o 11L7] 79

Non lufingarti
Spictato Core
Sc nieghi amore ;
Trovar picta.
Sa per vendetta
Sprezzat’ Oggetto
Cangiar !’ affetto .
In crudeltd. Non, &e¢
{ Parte.
A Ci. Te ne feiolgo e vicufo a mighior forte.
ost lefli *n quel foglio,
pLEsIA cosi {criffe,
cost voi leggefte occhj di C1r o) o
“rea dunque TeLes1a. . Ah, che deliro.
2 Tiranna ToMrIr1
orz0 a quel fallo I’ innocente mano.

L

E:
<

SCENA V.

S1L aNTE con Guardie e detto.

# 811, Per commando Sovrano

gcdimi o Prence il Brando, e alle catenc

rgi la deftra e il piede.

Ci. Parmi non convenir d’Africa al Prence
Brfuitar cinto d’ armi, un’ Infelice.

Sil. N¢edi Feacra a un prigionicr Signore
onvenia farfi eguale-

Sovrano maggiore, ¢ fuo Rivalc.

Ci. Vantar pofs’ io---  Sil. Sci prigioniero, taci.

~ Cyr. 1can boafi--—-- Sil. Tou are a Prifoner, fpeak: =
more.  Obey the Royal Command :  And if you fhall be Jo |
favoured by Fortune, az to be reffored 1o your former Libei
from this Inflant I challenge you to a fingle Combat.

ghina la frontc al regal cenno: ¢ quando
Pa favorevol forte

te la prima libertd fia refa ;
ind” or t’ impegno a fingolar contefa.

o
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Piu d’ uno fol che imperi
Non foffrono feveri
Amore ¢ Regno :

Di Cor gelofo eguale
Confervano al Rivale :
Eterno {degno. Pin, &

[ Par:

Ciro.
Scoperto al fin fon di Tomirs all’
E vendetta fatale
Gia intrepido ne afpetto.
Oh qual del noftro affetto
Qual mai tragico fin, TeLEs1a bella,
Ne prepara il rigor d’infaufta ftella.

ira,

Senza guida in mezzo all’ onda
D’ogni fpeme della Sponda
Gid mi {ento abbandonar -
Splende gia fatale Stella,
Gia comincia Ja procella.
’ ¢ nemico il Cielo e il Mar.
Senza, &-.

SCENA VL

Arpace, M1ceno, epii ZELINDA.

Arb. Della Regina il cenno :
Efponi pur. Mic. Giufto ZErL1ND A viene,
E in fua prefenza efpor lo devo. Arsack,
Towmir1, me prefente,

Vuol che al cordi Zerinpa
Il nodo d” Imeneo ftringa il two Core.

Arb. 1l mio contento ¢ in quel voler fovrang
E alla Belta che adoro
Oftion Coftanza ¢ Fede, il Cor, Ia Mano.

" [Ato I/
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|4 111 I
Love and Mdnarchy are fo feveré;
" That they never fuffer
More than one to reign at once.
They like a jealous Heart,
Always retain .
Eternal Hatred to their Rival.

Love, & [Exit.

CY R US.

am at laft difcovered to the Wrath of TomMIR1S, and
undauntedly expe€ting her fatal Revenge.  Ob, fair Te-
$s1a, what move tragick End to our Amonrs. cow’d the

Querity of unfortunate Stars ordain ? \

Without 2 Guide, in the midft of Waves;
" 1 find myfelf depriv’d of all Hopes
 Of ever coming to the Shote.
The fatal Star already appears,
The Storm already is begun,
And Heaven and Earth againft me..
. Without, &.

SCENE VL
treraces, Micenvus, and afterwards ZELINDA!]
tb. Now, let me know the Queen’s Command.
dMic. ZEL1NDA is juft a coming, and in ber Prefence
Iyt declare it. Arvaces, ToMIRIs B=§WS§..
et i1z my Prefence you bind your Heart 0 ZELIND A's 18
I\uptial Knot.

AL, Her Sowereign Command is my wxmm.z\.m N&%ﬁ:%m
V! borh my Hand and Heart offer Love and Conftancy to
8 Lair Oue 1 adore. . e

F Zel,

R N
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. Zcl. MMy Soulis happy, in obtaining that only long’
Bleffing which it implores of yours ; Love for Love,

Avb. What is’t that flill diffurbs your Mind 2
Zel. I feel the Pain of jealous Fear.

Arb. Caf? from you a Thought fo ungrateful to my Fai
My Heart bas given you a Love moft fincere. Zel. A\e%

fear it was reajon of State that gave it.

Arb. Your Sufpicion
My Dear is vain :
My Soul is all Love,
And for none but you,
Love itfelf has never feen
A Faith more Fair and True
Than what I nourifh in my Breaft.

Zel.  No Love but yours, my Dear,
Could ever have wounded my Breaft :
My thoughts indeed are timorous
Bur all my Fears proceed

From nought but Love.
4 2. Your, ¢

[ Ex

SCEN
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for Faith.  Ob that humaw Fate could be eutirely bappy .\

JENINESEESSS st it
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d-H
7¢l. Felic’ € #M‘P_Bn mia

1 ortener quel {olo , o
_m%%»no Ben che a tua bell’ Alma chiede :

m ore per amor, fede per fede.

i (e 1’Umana forte o )
,._sm:ﬁo avefle intier ! 4r6. Che mai difturba
Lltuo piacer mio Bene? . .
¢l. Di gelofo timor fento le pene.

el .cro amor ti di¢ ’l mio 09.9 . Zel. Ah temo
¢ Mmm dafle 2 me fol 1a Ragion di Stato.

Arb. Mia Bella,
Vano ¢ il fofpetto :
Queft’ Alma ¢ tutt” affetto
E f{ol per te. :
Di quella del mio cor,
Non A mai vifto Amot
Piu bella Fe.

Zel. Mio Bene,
Piagarmi ’l core
No non poteva Amore
Sec non per te :
Si teme il mio penfier :
Ma quefto fuo temer

Amor fol’ ¢,

4vb. Scaccia un penfiero alla mia Fede ingrato:

4 2. No, &
{Parte.

g
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S CENE Thelaft.

oszHm.Oxwammnnrmms&Hmrmﬂ??a»%
£s, and afterwards Micexus, Arsaces and ZELINDA.

S CEN A Ukima.

Towirty, Ciro inatenato, TevEs1a, SiLany
poi MicEnNo, ArBAcE, e Zerinpa.

To. Popoli, Quefti é C1r o,

E’ il vinto Re de’ Perfs, -
L’uccifor del mio Figlio

L’altro uccifo Guerriero

Di pari Nome, era il primier fuo Duce -

Alle noftr’ armi unita,

Per mia vendetta, oggi me¥l did la forte -

Dite, qual pena avra il crudel?  Turss | te. ) . e
" To. Hﬁo ”wv.i.:. averlo vinto : abbia _M «WMMZ@. Tom. No, it’s fufficient he is overcome ; \R, Jhall N@R
Abbia gli affettidi TerLes1a e il Trono : «aud enjoy both the Love and the Throne of TE LESIA; Jet
Sia libero e felice : To gli perdono. im be fet at Liberty and be Happy ; I pardon \MQW el L

Ci. Oh fenza clempio Anima grande! Tel, Tn Terd § Cyr- O greatnefs of Soul beyond all Example y el Let
Veggion chi li fomiglia i fommi Dej. , the fupream Gods, bebold on Earth one like themfelves.

AMi. Del Mauritan Monarea Mic. The Arms of the African Priuce, and of ?E&%«.N
I’ Artagete i1 Poffente . Weflagetes, oem%wé em.\mmguwi. Tom. And what is
Inondan ’armi i noftri Campi. . fe. cruel Defign of their Hoftility 2 . .
Dell’ oftile forprefa ¢ Hz rio %msmm‘w mm.msﬁh Mic. They threaten with Five and Sword if you yield not

Mi. Foco ¢ ferro minaccia the Prifoner CY R U s, )

Seron gli rendi C 1 o il Prigionicro. Cyr. Let ».,:& ga@ummnﬁm come, and admire your Gene-
 Ci. Venga Aitagete Amico, ity, and rejoice at the Enjoyment of a happy Peace.
Ad ammirar tuo generofo Core,
E Ic gioje a geder di bella Pace.

Sil. Bella Tomini, enon rivolgi ancora
Pictofo Guardo ?— 7o, Oggi per noi s*accends
Prence Stz an v e d’ Imeneo la face,

Zel. Gran Tomir1d per te contento il Core.
Ars. A Zerinoa mi dier Genio & Amore

Tom. This May, my People, is Cyrvus, be is the
nquer’d King of Perfia, the Murderer of my Som: The
&cr Soldier of the fame Name that was flain, was his Ge-
70l : Fortune, by means of my united Arms, bas for my
Revenge, put him this Day into my Power : Say what Pu-
g mens does the cruel Man deferve 2 [ Omnes, Death.]

Sil. Fair Fonmiris, and won’t you alfo caft one kind
ock ¢z me 2 Tom. This very Day, Prince SILANTES,
v Nuptial Tovch fhall be lighted.

Zel. Great T o M1 R 15, you have contented my Heart.

Arb. My good Augel and Love have given me ZELINDA.

e e
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CHORUS,

Let the bright Torch of fweeteft Love
Chearfully flame in our Breafts.

[

Amidft our’joyful amiable Peace,
Let there be no Contention,
But of who loves moft.

fw‘
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C 0 R 0.

Lieta s'eccenda
Ne i noftri cort
Dolce d’Amor
Labella Face.

Non fi contenda
Se non d’affetti,
Mentre o’ alletdd
Amabil Pace. .
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