M A RTIDN A

QUE EN. ‘ H

What! wed a murtherer! il
LEONINE, il -

Wio made me {o? i il

Refolve in time ere ruin overtake you, I

O’ertake us both. Your flatt’ries drew me in, 1

You taught me to be bloody and-ambitious, ‘

And I will now partake your throne, or perifh--»

Butnot alone. You know how popular

The injur’d prince of Tyre isherein Tharfus.

This city, now the featof wealth and plenty, . ‘

Whofe towersinvade the clouds,which never ftranger i

Beheld but wonder’d at, as all acknowledge, [

Had but for Pericles'been defolate, L

Forfaken, or the grave of its inhabitants, ‘ i

A den for bats to build and wolves to howl in.

How many thoufands, living now, remember,

When, famithing with hunger, prince and people

Sat down and wept for bread ; when tender mothers

Fed on their new born babes, and man and wife

Drew lots who firft fhou’d die and furnifh¥food

Tolengthen out the life of the furvivor.

This our diftrefs brought Pericles from Tyre

Who, bravely fcorning to improve th’ advantage,

And make aconqueft of a proftrate land,

Did with a lib’ral hand fupply our wants,

And turn our dying groans to fongs of joy.

For this the Tharfians love him as a father, ? il

And as a God adore him. ik A
QUEE N. |

Beitfo: it

I'm fhill their queen, and hold ’em in {ubje&ion,
LEONINE.

Yes, while they pleafe: as we have feen a lion
Held with a thread, until fome accident,
(522 Or




