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Those-whom 1 leave " shali shake my manhood most,
My orpbaned daughters, and my youngest born,
Poor, cri led Meph ibosheth, -for the rest,

We are atut to pan to one dark goal,
After iveeping awhiie in Wence.

There, let me scorn all further tenderness,
And keep my heart as obdurate as the hills»
That have endured,, the amault of every tempest
Poured on them from the founding. of the world.

Another trumpet sounds.
I understand thee, martial trumpet breath,

Come on. now, war, come on, disaster, death.-
Exit.

SCENE XII.
Muwen Jezreel and Gilboa. .1 great noise and uproar of the baille.

Enter Z"ài and àù band of demomp imiuding biALzàz.
ZAPH.

It is in vain, for Gloriel and his troop,
Whereler we move impenetrably istandi

Between ourselves and the. Philàtine h tp
Rinder our stibcouling of the Éebrew ing.

Wheel off theu, though our remonabi hate
Shali yet be.glutted in the teeth of e.

nt aU but MALZAU.

Ilm glad of this, for Pve seec Tyrannee,
And would not maet lier fer a th éusand Sauls.

ExÎ4 and tAw Hebrev atmy pou rttreau«. EW SàuL.

'The doom, that is on me weighs on my army,
Whkh,.even whüat it combats, fie" before
The skuetering Pbilistines.' ' Bui Gilboa

Again shall see me orà i4 and êtaod firm,
For they shail not herStter my of me,
That 1 waz killed in ignominious flight.
Oh, h" 1 been aHowed to wis this field,
Although doomed by its " expended arrow,

To fall &" On" thereon my career,
I had died happy, for 11m old though atron«.
.'Wearied although not spent:. but this may not,
And 1 m"t bèn« for the Purmùt grows hQý.
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