The Loves of DIDO & AENEAS by Henry Purcell & John Eccles




The First Musick [1st Aire / 2nd Aire]



The Second Musick [1st Aire / 2nd Aire]

THE PROLOGUE

Spoken by Mr. Rowlinson

To please this town, we here all Meanes have us'd; 

Old tales have been Reviv'd, and New Produc'd. 

And you, it seems, by Us, wou'd well be Serv'd; 

And now we Thrive, while others almost Starve. 

Their House you daily shun, yet ours you Cram, 

And flock to hear the show the pedants damn.

Long may you Praise our Action, and our Wit; 

The best Applause is in a Crowded Pit. 

For you have said you do mere Farce despise; 

Farce wins the Bays, but Wit the Golden Prize. 

Again let 'passioned Scenes, with Pain, be Wrought, 

What most is wanting in a Play, is Thought. 

Let neither Dance, nor Musick be forgot, 

Nor Scenes which matter for the Sense, or Plot...

To lack such things in Shakespears days might do; 

But then his Audience did not Judge like you. 

Hold; I forgot the Business of the Day; 

No more than this, We, for our Selves, need Say, 



'Tis Purcell's Musick, done without a play!



Symphony for Mars



Enter Mars & Attendants 

Mars 

Bid the Warlike Trumpet sound, 



Conquest waits with Lawrel crown'd. 



Conquest is the Hero's due, 



Glorious Triumph will ensue. 



Symphony for Peace

 

Enter Peace & her Train 

Peace 
'Tis time for War's alarms to cease, 



And Heroes Crown'd with spoils 



Enjoy the Harvest of their toils 



And reap the happy Fruits of Peace. 

Mar. & his 
No, no! tho love would have it so,

Train Cho. 
Fame and Honour answer - No. 

Peace 
Wherefore must the Warriour be 



To restless Tasks assign'd? 



Give others those delights which he 



Must never hope to find? 



Shall he, whose valour gain'd 



The Prize in rough alarms 



Be still condemn'd to arms, 



And from a Victors share detain'd? 

Mar. Cho. 
Yes, yes.

Peace Cho. 
No, no.

Mar. Cho. 
Fame, Fame will have it so,

Peace Cho. 
Love and Reason answer - No.

Peace

Must he with endless toils be prest, 



Nor with repose himself be blest, 



Who gives the weary Nations rest?

Mar. Cho. 
Yes, yes.

Peace Cho. 
No, no

All 

Love, Reason, Honour, all will have it so.

Cho. 

Since it’s decreed that Wars should cease, 



Let's all agree to welcome Peace. 



Grand Dance



Exeunt


Overture 



SCENE The Palace…


Enter Queen Dido, Belinda, & Train

Belinda 
Shake the Cloud from off your Brow, 



Fate your Wishes does Allow; 



Empire Growing, 



Pleasures Flowing, 



Fortune Smiles, and so shou'd you. 



Shake the Cloud from off your Brow. 

Cho. 

Banish Sorrow, Banish Care, 



Grief shou'd ne're approach the Fair. 

Dido 

Ah! Belinda I am prest 



With Torment not to be Confest: 



Peace and I are strangers grown, 



I languish till my Grief is known, 



Yet wou'd not have it Guess’d. 

Bel. 

Grief Encreases by Concealing…

Dido 

Mine admits of no Revealing.

Bel. 

Then let me speak. The Trojan guest 



Into your Tender Thoughts has prest. 

2 Woman 
The greatest Blessing Fate can give -  



Our Carthage to secure, and Troy revive. 

Cho. 

When Monarchs unite, how happy their State, 



They Triumph at once o’er their Foes and their Fate. 

Dido 

Whence cou'd so much Virtue Spring? 



What Storms, what Battles did he Sing; 



Anchises Valour mixt with Venus' Charms - 



How soft in Peace, and yet how fierce in Arms. 

Bel. 

A Tale so strong and full of Woe 



Might melt the Rocks as well as you. 

2 Woman 
What stubborn Heart unmov'd cou'd see 



Such Distress, such Piety? 

Dido 

Mine with Storms of Care opprest 



Is Taught to pity the Distress. 



Mean Wretches grief can Touch, 



So soft so sensible my Breast. 



But ah! I fear, I pity His too Much. 

Bel. and 
Fear no Danger to ensue,  

2 Wom. 
The Hero Loves as well as you; 

then Cho.
Ever Gentle, ever Smiling, 



And the Cares of Life beguiling,



Cupid's strew your path with Flowers, 



Gather'd from Elizian Bowers. 



Dance to this Chorus



Enter AEneas with his Train

Bel. 

See your Royal Guest appears, 



How God-like is the forme he bears. 

AEn. 

When Royal fair shall I be blest 



With cares of Love, and State Distrest?

Dido. 

Fate forbids what you Persue…

AEn. 

AEneas has no Fate but you; 



Let Dido Smile, and I'll defie 



The feeble stroke of Destiny. 

Cho. 

Cupid only Throws the Dart 



That's Dreadful to a Warriour's Heart; 



And she that wounds can only cure the Smart, 

AEn. 

If not for mine, for Empires Sake 



Some pity on your Lover take. 



Ah! make not, in a hopeless Fire 



A Hero fall, and Troy once more Expire. 

Bel. 

Pursue thy Conquest, Love - her Eyes 



Confess the Flame her Tongue denies. 

Cho. 

To the Hills and the Vales, to the Rocks and the Mountains, 



To the Musical Groves, and the cool shady Fountains 



Let the Triumph of Love and of Beauty be shown; 



Go Revel ye Cupids, the Day is your own. 



The Triumphing Dance



Exeunt



Thunder and Lightning



SCENE The Cave…



Prelude for the Witches



Enter Sorceress 

Sorc. 

Weyward Sisters, you that fright 



The Lonely Traveller by Night, 



Who like Dismal Ravens Crying 



Beat the Windows of the Dying, 



Appear at my Call, and share in the Fame 



Of a Mischief shall make all Carthage Flame. 



Enter Witches

1 Witch 
Say, Beldam, what's thy will?

Cho. 

Harm's our Delight, and Mischief all our Skill.

Sorc. 

The Queen of Carthage, whom we hate 



As we do all in Prosperous State, 



Ere Sun set shall most Wretched prove, 



Depriv'd of Fame, of Life, and Love. 

Cho. 

Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, &c.

Witch. 
Ruin'd ere the set of Sun? 

1&2

Tell us, how shall this be done? 

Sorc. 

The Trojan Prince you know is bound 



By Fate to seek Italian Ground; 



The Queen and he are now in Chase… 

1 Witch
Hark, the Cry comes on apace.

Sorc.

But when they've done, my Trusty Elf 



In Form of Mercury himself 



As sent from Jove, shall Chide his stay, 



And charge him Sail to night with all his Fleet away. 

Cho. 

Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, &c.

Witch. 
But e're we this perform

1&2

We'll Conjure for a Storm 



To Mar their Hunting Sport, 



And drive 'em back to Court. 

Echo 

In our deep vaulted Cell the Charm we'll prepare, 



Too Dreadful a Practice for this open Air. 



Echo Dance of Furies



Thunder and lightning. Horrid Musick. 



The Furies sink down in the Cave, the rest fly up.



THE END OF THE FIRST PART



INTERVAL



SCENE The Grove…



Ritornello 



Enter Queen Dido, Belinda, & Train

Bel. &

Thanks to these Lonesome Vales, 

Cho.

These Desert Hills and Dales. 



So Fair the Game, so Rich the Sport, 



Diana's self might to these woods rexsort. 

2 Wom. 
Oft she visits this lone Mountain, 



Oft she baths her in this Fountain. 



Here Acteon met his Fate, 



Pursu'd by his own Hounds, 



And after Mortal Wounds 



Discover'd, too too late. 



Ritornello  



Enter Aeneas 

AEn. 

Behold upon my bending Spear 



A Monsters Head stands Bleeding, 



With Tushes far exceeding 



Those did Venus’ Huntsman Tear. 

Dido 

The Skies are Clouded… 



Thunder

Dido

Heark, how Thunder 







Rends the Mountain Oaks asunder.



Thunder

Bel. &

Haste, haste to Town, this open Field 

Cho.

No shelter from the Storm can yield. 



Exeunt



The Spirit of the Sorceress descends to 



AEneas in likeness of Mercury

Spir. 

Stay Prince and hear great Joves Command - 



He Summons thee this Night away... 

AEn. 

To Night?

Spir. 

To Night thou must forsake this Land, 



The Angry God will brook no longer stay. 



Jove Commands thee: waste no more 



In Loves delights those Precious Hours 



Allow'd by the Almighty Powers 



To gain the Hesperian shore 



And Ruin'd Troy restore. 

AEn. 

Jove's Commands shall be Obey'd, 



To Night our Anchors shall be weigh'd; 



But ah! what Language can I try 



My injur'd Queen to pacify? 



No sooner she resignes her Heart 



But from her Arms I'm forc't to part. 



How can so hard a Fate be took, 



One Night Enjoy'd, the next forsook? 



Yours be the Blame, ye Gods, for I 



Obey your will - but with more ease cou'd dye. 



Enter Friends of Aeneas



AEn.

Direct me, friends, what Choice to make, 



Since Love and Fame together press me, 



And with equal Force distress me. 



Say what Party I shall take. 

1 Fr. 

Resistless Jove Commands…

2 Fr.

But Love 



More Resistless than Jove’s. 

AEn. 

But Fame, Alcander…

2 Fr. 

Fame's a Bubble, 



Honour but a Glorious Trouble, 



A vain Pride of Destroying, 



Alarming and Arming, 



And Toiling and Moiling, 



And never Enjoying.

1 Fr.

'Twas that gave Hector…

2 Fr. 

What?

1 Fr. 

Renown and Fame.

2 Fr. 

An empty Name, 



And Lamentable Fate.

1 Fr.

'Twas Noble and Brave…

2 Fr.

'Twas a Death for a Slave.

1 Fr. 

His Valour and Glory, 



Shall flourish in Story…

2 Fr. 

While he rots in his Grave.

AEn. 

Ye Sacred Powers instruct me how to choose, 



When Love or Empire I must lose…

AEn. & Cho. Love without Empire Trifling is and Vain, 



And Empire without Love a Pompous Pain.



Exeunt



Entry for the Witches



Enter Sorceress & Witches

Cho. 

Then since our Charms have sped, 



A merry Dance be led 



By the Nymphs of Carthage to please us, 



They shall all Dance to ease us. 



A Dance that shall make the Spheres to Wonder, 



Rending those Fair Groves asunder. 



The Grove Dance 



Exeunt



SCENE The Ships…



Prelude for the Saylors



Enter Saylors

Saylor

Come away Fellow-Saylors, your Anchors be weighing, 

& Cho.
Time and Tide will admit no delaying. 



Take a Bouze short leave of your Nymphs on the Shore, 



And silence their Mourning 



With Vows of returning, 



But never intending to visit them more. 



The Saylors dance



Exeunt



Enter Sorceress & Witches

Sorc. 

See the Flags and Streamers curling, 



Anchors weighing, Sails unfurling. 

Witch.

Phoebe’s pale deluding Beams 

1&2

Gilding o’er deceitful Streams. 



Our Plot has took, The Queen’s forsook: 



Eliza's ruin'd; ho, ho, ho. Our next Motion 



Must be to storm her Lover on the Ocean. 



From the Ruins of others our Pleasure we borrow:



Eliza bleeds to Night, and Carthage flames to morrow. 

Chor. 

Destruction's our Delight, Delight our greatest Sorrow: 



Eliza dies to Night, and Carthage flames to morrow. 



A Dance of Wizards and Witches.



Exeunt



SCENE The Palace…



Enter Queen Dido, Belinda, & Train

Dido 

Your Council all is urg'd in vain…  



To Earth and Heaven I will complain. 



To Earth and Heaven why do I call? 



Earth and Heaven conspire my Fall. 



To Fate I sue, of other means bereft, 



The only Refuge for the Wretched left. 



Enter AEneas

Bel. 

See, Madam, where the Prince appears, 



Such Sorrow in his Looks he bears 



As wou'd convince you still he's true. 

AEn. 

What shall lost AEneas do? 



How, Royal Fair, shall I impart 



The Gods decree, and tell you we must part? 

Dido 

Thus on the Fatal Banks of Nile 



Weeps the deceitful Crocodile. 



Thus Hypocrites that Murder act



Make Heav'n and Gods the Authors of the Fact. 

AEn. 

By all that's Good…

Dido 

By all that's Good no more: 



All that's Good you have forswore. 



To your promis'd Empire fly



And let forsaken Dido dye. 

AEn. 

In spight of Jove's Command I’ll stay, 



Offend the Gods, and Love obey. 

Dido 

No, faithless Man, thy Course pursue; 



I'm now resolv'd as well as you. 



No Repentance shall reclaim 



The injur'd Dido's slighted Flame,  



For 'tis enough, whate'er you now decree, 



That you had once a Thought of leaving me. 

AEn. 

Let Jove say what he please, I'll stay.



No, no, I’ll stay, and Love obey.

Dido 

Away, away, no, no, away, away.



To Death I'll fly, if longer you delay; 



Exit Aeneas
Dido 

But Death, alas, I cannot shun, 



Death must come when he is gone. 

Cho. 

Great minds against themselves Conspire



And shun the Cure they most desire. 

Dido 

Thy Hand Belinda, Darkness shades me; 



On thy Bosom let me Rest.



More I would, but Death invades me, 



Death is now a welcome Guest. 



When I am laid in Earth, may my wrongs create 



No Trouble in thy Breast.



Remember me, but ah! forget my Fate, 

Cho. 

With drooping Wings ye Cupids come, 



And scatter Roses on her Tomb.



Soft and Gentle as her Heart, 



Keep here your Watch and never part. 
