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The Maid's Tragedy.




Mine own remembrance is a Misery too mighty for me.



Mel.Do not fall back again; my Sword's unsheath'd yet.



Evad.What shall I do?



Mel.Be true, and make your Fault less.



Evad.I dare not tell.



Mel.Tell, or I'll be this Day a killing thee.



Evad.Will you forgive me then?



Mel.Stay, I must ask mine Honour first, I have too much foolish nature in me, speak.



Evad.Is there none else here?



Mel.None but a fearful Conscience, that's too many. 

Who is't?



Evad.O hear me gently; it was the King.



Mel.No more. My worthy Father's and my Services 

Are liberally rewarded! King, I thank thee: 

For all my Dangers and my Wounds, thou hast paid me 

In my own Metal: These are Soldiers thanks. 

How long have you liv'd thus, Evadne?



Evad.Too long.



Mel.Too late you find it: Can you be sorry?



Evad.Wou'd I were half as blameless.



Mel.Evadne, thou wilt to thy Trade again.



Evad.First to my Grave.



Mel.Wou'd Gods th'hadst been so blest: 

Dost thou not hate this King now? prethee hate him, 

Cou'dst thou not curse him? I command thee curse him, 

Curse till the Gods hear, and deliver him 

To thy just Wishes; yet I fear, Evadne, 

You had rather play your Game out.



Evad.No, I feel too many sad Confusions here

To let in any loose Flame hereafter.



Mel.Dost thou not feel among all those one brave Anger, 

That breaks out nobly, and directs thine Arm 

To kill this base King?



Evad.All the Gods forbid it.



Mel.No, all the Gods require it, they are dishonour'd in him.



Evad.'Tis too fearful.



Mel.You're valiant in his Bed, and bold enough 

To be a stale Whore, and have your Madam's Name 

Discourse for Grooms and Pages; and hereafter, 

When his cool Majesty hath laid you by, 

To be at Pension with some needy Sir 

For Meat and courser Clothes, Thus far you know no fear. 

Come, you shall kill him.



Evad.Good Sir!



Mel.An 'twere to kiss him Dead, thou'dst smother him; 

Be wise and kill him: Canst thou live, and know 

What noble Minds shall make thee see thy self 

Found out with ev'ry Finger, made the Shame 

Of all Successions, and in this great Ruin




Thy









[image: ]

[image: ]

Retrieved from "https://en.wikisource.org/w/index.php?title=Page:The_maid%27s_tragedy_(IA_maidstragedy00beau_0).pdf/53&oldid=10940194"


		Category: 	Proofread


Hidden category: 	Running headers with two entries




	





	Navigation menu

	
		

	
		Personal tools
	

	
		
			Not logged in
	Talk
	Contributions
	Create account
	Log in


		
	



		
			

	
		Namespaces
	

	
		
			Previous page
	Next page
	Page
	Discussion
	Image
	Index


		
	



			

	
	
		English
	
	
		
		

		
	



		

		
			

	
		Views
	

	
		
			Read
	Edit
	View history


		
	



			

	
	
		More
	
	
		
		

		
	



			

	Search

	
		
			
			
			
			
		

	




		

	

	

	
		
	

	

	
		Navigation
	

	
		
			Main Page
	Community portal
	Central discussion
	Recent changes
	Subject index
	Authors
	Random work
	Random author
	Random transcription
	Help
	Donate


		
	



	

	
		
	

	
		
		

		
	




	
		Tools
	

	
		
			What links here
	Related changes
	Special pages
	Permanent link
	Page information
	Cite this page
	Get shortened URL
	Download QR code


		
	




	
		Print/export
	

	
		
			Printable version
	Download EPUB
	Download MOBI
	Download PDF
	Other formats


		
	



	

	
		In other languages
	

	
		
		

		

	










		 This page was last edited on 19 February 2021, at 22:03.
	Text is available under the Creative Commons Attribution-ShareAlike License; additional terms may apply.  By using this site, you agree to the Terms of Use and Privacy Policy.




		Privacy policy
	About Wikisource
	Disclaimers
	Code of Conduct
	Developers
	Statistics
	Cookie statement
	Mobile view



		[image: Wikimedia Foundation]
	[image: Powered by MediaWiki]






