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SELIM AND ZULEIKA.
a Tragedp.

ACT 1.

SCLNE L. 4 danba i the Baram, or palace of
Coafin Surim, afta some convulsice Lhroes, sturls
from a couch and contes foraa d.

Sl The day's far nsen—VUfl court repose no longer.
Tleard 1 nat ~ome sound, was 1t not a voice, some foots
step 1t was but delusion all—the distenpered offspring
of 1 fusash soul, whose fites <o hercely buin, that! not
the wom e brecze which steals ats odors fiom a land of
wiets can soothe—whbose all-consuming care can hear
the bnd of meht, yet fecl no rehef. I'm not deceived—
Suine one Jl‘pl Oa(‘h( S.

[Euter 1HlARGuN.

Ilsy Youth, "tis well at lengdt we've met. Since the
fitst timbour beat, m vam Uye sought thee.

Sel. "Twas long ere that, all slecp denied, with
thouglits oppaesscd, and deeming the dreary night to pass
wo slow, 1 wought Zuleha’s chamber. (Maroun starts)
Nay, why start’st thou, old man, have I not that privilege,
am I not her brother ?

Har. Tiue—I forgot—thou art her brother certsinly.
(:1. itk enephasis, utd looking with inquiring stedfaress dn
Selun )

Sel. Come, come, (wilh ted indifference) thom
know’st after all, tis not so. pu art the Pacha’s
and bound to heep lus cdtmsel ; but Rumot, that

his buw-sting, has less reserve. A
Har. 'Thy words astound me, L
Sel. At that I maivel not. Within the of

tyrant’s walls, "tis not oft that language dare em o Bold
a thght, .Bb, no lohiger deceived, I know nsy, .N,
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Har. (much agitated, turns asid a gnoment, (hen)
Thou know’st thy story? Deluded youth! what canst
thou know but that thou art the son of the Pacha Giaffir,
his only son? s

Sel. I'll tell thee briefly—there lives not a peasant in all
Romelia but knows the contrary—why there. the tale has
almost become a fable to woo the traveller s ear, while
from the noon-tide sun he seeks the covert of some kindly
shadp.  Dost not remember, Haroun? yes, ves, thon must,
for ‘twas but at the close of last Rammezan, when the
Pacha left his home to seek with confederate chiefs our
Sultan’s foes on Waidin's plains —

Har. "Tis not forgot.

Sel. His serai, and all within its walls, was left en-
trusted to thy keeping.

Har. Youth, proceed—I list attentively.

Sel. "I'was then | won npon thy soul. "Thy tenderness
could not withstand my boyish 1mportunity—thon gav’st
me liberty and lile—

Hur. Alas! the fatal hour—would I had not. (aside
and agiiated.)

Sel. Aud like the feathered young, when first it quits its
parent’s nest to essay its wing in flight, | lew—1 scared—
a world my own '—QO'efearth, ocean, sun, and «hy, my
rapt funcy roamed. E’en 'man, my fellow, seenied formed
anew, or such as 1 had never seen before. Inthe first
phrenzy of my joy all seemed forgot—Aud for once, for-
give it, Heaven! Zuleha's power was gone!  Now inark
the sequel. .

Har. 1 do.

Sel. 1 quickly songht the strand, whence the shallop of
a trusty Mour soon bore me to those, isles of deathless
story, of which | oft had h¢ard, but ne’er before could
-reach. On one of these;ti¢" matters little which, and sull
less how, by an aticient-deéfvish, journeying to other lands,
-was my tale reveajed. -. “P'were tgdious and out of place to
tell it thee. (with indifference.)

" .’Har. The curs of the Prophet await such ill-timed

%ﬂ,ﬁ (aside.)
. .3€l. "My hour of liberty expired, to thy charge once
more TBént my steps—but oh ! how measured, heavy, and

_slow, were such, compared to those with which I went.
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Since this, if the conflict of contending passions, if listless
hours, if never-sleeping sorrow, and if every beam to il-
lumine my darkened path, save one, be gone, my life’s be-
fore thee.

Har, 1dle sounds, invented to disturb thy peace.

Sel. Well, well, be it thus. [ too well know what thou
ow’st thy master, to press it on thee: but the time may
come, cre many moons shall puss, to break the seal with
which our lips are closed.

Har. (aside) His words are mysterious—I know his
nature; some hidden purpose works upon his soul,
Youth, be not precipitate nor rash, but wait ou time, that
every end and purpose best resolves : to thee, the Pucha
stands acknowledged father.

Sel. Have 1 not ohceyed him as a son?  DBut honestly,
Haroun, think’st thou Dve dwelt so largely within his
heart ¢

Har. His daughter, Zuleika, uo doubt hath had her
share of this.

Sel. And that it should have been the largest, T call
upon our prophet to bear me witness, nc’er caused a sigh.
For by the sume mspired namne | swear, gladiy would I re-
nounce all joy—a life of peace, to add 2 moment’s bliss to
her’s.  Indeced, if aught can ever make me thiuk or call the
Pacha father, ’is when some tender care, some soft en-
dearing sound, escapes his lips for her.

Ilar. All this her gentle spirit well deserves.

Sel. (Quirklyy And how much more?  When I think
on her, how poor, how dependeat do | scem ! This is the
spell that hath made me wear my chains without complaint ;
«ndure the galling taunt of passing a life of ignoble case to
one of higher emprise and more befitting maw’s estate.
These have 1 borne ;e aud though without a murmur, not
without a sigh. ‘But for wy, loved Zuleika, long had I
passed the bounds of (}ia&;’a domain, and sought the
free uncontrolled life of 1’aswsu’s hordes, or the more des-
perate Arnaut’s course. ¢ .

Haur. Rash boy! roads of peril, with thorns environed.

Sel. Yet to youthful s;’)irits aud disappoiuted hopes not
without their charms. (ke twmbour beuts without.) Now
we must part ; for those sounds bespeak the hour.of Djven
to approach; To thy duty, therefore, and to thy lord still
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hold allegiance ; for know, to gain his power, from that 1
would not seduce his slave. And that thy fair charge es-
caped so early, should he cast an angry eye, the fault being
miue, | will stand by to avert its force. 'Fo thy duty;

farewell. oy
Har. 1 know his rancor, but Alla be thy protector!
and be he also mine ! [ Exit Hlaroun.

Sel. There passes one, a rare example, whom office
hath not spoiled; whose soul can breathe contagion fear-
less of its puison ; the dependent of an unfeeling, haughty
despot: a slave! butin all that best befits a man, above
his master, Good old man! ’twas time to let thee know
thy close concealment might be spared ; still must I e'er
commend its kindly motive, for to the hapiess son of sor-
row, that is the tenderest oftice which keeps his story veiled.
Now to the idie hour of state ; and then, oh! blest relief!
once more to seck Zuleika ! [Fait.

SCENE 11. A4 Hall, or Chamber of State, in ithe
Serai of the Pacha. Tlis divan, or couch, splendidly
decorated ; the walls hung with banners and warlike
trophies ; the tambour beats without, accompanied by
martial music, as preparatory lo his entrance. The
PacHa enters; preceded by the officers and siaves of
the Pachalic: guards following, bearing banncrs, dis-
playing Turkish insignia, &c. &c. The whole range
regularly vn each side ; the Pacha proceeds slowly from
the centre towards kis seat ; the whole salute. Seriy
and HarotvN take stations on each side of him : Ins
Secretary presents pelitions, kneeling, which are taken
and passed to the Tchocddar, or chief attendant : this
ceremony done, the Pacha makes a signal, when the
whole, with the exception of Selim and llaroun, yetire
in the order in which they entered: he comes forward.

Pacha. When all who 3 it beyond the outer walls have
passed, lead my daughter'to me:.(¢o I aroun) this day
her fate’s determincd, and must see ber Osman’s bride,
Bring her to the garden chamber: but, slave! heed e
well ; on peril of;thy head, let not thy officious tongue say
aught of this—be that task mive. (During the recital of
this, Sefim endearours to suppress his agitation.)

Har. Lord, thy will is law. (bowing low.)
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Pacha. *Twere better, should’st thou always feel it thus.
| love assurance more than words: therefore, heware—
thon know’st my power—if at times I'm slow, in the end
I'm sure. Now say, and quickly, that my vengeance may
not fall ou the guiltless head, to whom 1is it that | owe my
daughter’s early and frequent tlights—why is her “chamber
so oft deserted ? (Haroun pauscs cm_zf?’zscd, the Pachu
eyes him with severe sternness.) lnfidel! thy looks confirm
thy treachery  That pause is guilt : breathe such another,
and here is thy reward. (Drawing his dagger from his
side. and seizing Haroun,who is wrested from his grasp by
Selim.)y

Sel. Hold, Sir! Strike here! my breast woos thy
poignard’s point. Thy son, and not thy slave’s in fault.

Pacha. (with quick and heated indignation.) Son of a
slave ! thy intercession and thy office well bescem thee—
aman in form and scmblance only; in all the rest, with
less than woman's soul.  On such, 'twere vain tv rest my
honor or my house’s hope—On such, indeed! then might
I eapect o -ec my ancient battlements o’erthrown; our
holy prophet’s shrine defiled, and the accursed cross of un-
hehieviyg infidels indignant flaunt o’er proud Byzautivm’s
banness.  (Selim discovers the heaviest workings of a dis-
turbed spirit, occasionally casting his eye witf deep force
lowards the Pacha.) ou stand’st confoundcd—What !
no reply?

Sel. None. 1 know my distance; thy words have
taught me better. 1l would it become, to pass the dan-
zer of it, one of my condition, the son of aslave, to wage a
wordy conflict with a potent»Pacha. (Uttered somewhat
sarcastically.)

Pacha. (aside) He taunts me to my beard. (Suddenly

addressing Haroun.) 'Thou know’st thy errand—begone !
and, once more, beware! (Haroun retircs.) What said’st
thou P—1t matters not.  (Ta #im, with affected indif-
Serence) 1 know thee, T heedttiee too, and if thy soul, for-
getful of its bounds, dugst aspire to deed more darinﬁ;
e’en Giaffir's aged arm may still find vigor to meet thy
lance. But this is idle prate; matter of higher import
claims my regard, and now thou hast my leave. [Selim
retires, bowing low.}
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Pacha. Am 1 betrayed, or does my mind misgive me?
(pause) | mark an aliered conduct in that boy of late, and,
but that [ know him timid, spiritless as the shunbering
gazelle roused by hunter’s horn, 1 would he rested in his
faiher’s tomb—a rest perchance he soon may find. From
infancy he ne’er could reach my heart, and his first smiles
to me were irksome, nauseous. Oft when he has offered
me his lip, and sought my knee, I've felt 1 could have
spurned him—And why ¢ (with deep thought) Of this, no
more : his story and Abdullah’s fate, cannot have reached
him ; for none within my walls save Harouu knows it ;
and the slave knows full well what would be the price of
his disclosure.  Hence, then, such fears as the soul ot
Giaffir disdains, and let the happy moment that makes
Zuleika noble Osman’s bride, engage his only thought.

[Laat,
[Re-enter SEL1M from the side opposite to that on which
the Puacha has retired, looks nnziously round.]

Sel, The chamber vacant ="tis well, or 1 might really
feel absolved from bondage, and a new taste of freedom
might make me act a freeman’s pait.  Father, miscalled,
L thank thee! for once thou hast been kind. How much
more do | owe thee now than all that sacred namne conld
ever claim ! Son of a slave, and not thy sou '—There’s
rapture in the sound!—A sound that breaks at once all
fraternal ties, and leaves my best beloved mine more clowe
thau ever.  (With animated quickness, then suddenly re-
iapsing into deep thought.) Mine, did Lsay ? | madly rave
—did not the accursed words just pierce my ear? did | not
hear that the haughty Bey was 10 bear her to his hatetul
couch?—Yes, yes, ’twas thus, most surely thus. (Des-
pondingly uttered.)

[Enter Haroun.]

Sel. Well, what would'st #hou ? (/mpatiently.) Come,
thy purpose—hast thou bagiie thy master’s message ?

Har. He is obeyed. 1 lef¥ Zuleiha with him.

Sel. Heard'st thou aught of hisgiscourse ? did he name
this Quman to her ! and what said she >—Did’st thou mark
her eye? (Lhis 13 inquired with eager and hurried ra-
pidity.)
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. Har. For this my time was small ; I but performed my
office.

Sel. 'Twas well, He who performs his office, need
perform no more.

llar. That done, to thee again I hastened for, believe
me, youth, my soul was almost barsting at every angry
word thy father uttered,

Sel. Of this, another season : with privilege we will not
wrangle. Didst thou not mark and adwire too, how cool
I bore the whirlwind of his fury? Thiuk’st not from that 1
shall improve ?

Har. Alas! methinks such coolness but portends some
dreadful storm. (aside.)

Nel. Goes the Pacha to his camp to-day ?

Har. 'Yhe moment he quits his daughter, his guards
have orders to awawt i,

Sel. Hence then, and let me gain the moment ; 1 would
not it should pass.

Har. Gladly will T obey thee, and by the way 1'll in-
voke our Prophet’s protecting power to grant thy troubled
sparit peace. [ Exit.

Nel. Kiud, but officious friend ! thouw’rt well dismissed.
t A lengthened puuse) sull, what can an unsupported arm
achieve—how oppose the power of the undaunted leader
of Timuriot bands ? (Pause continued, then quickly.) One
thought alone remaius, and crowned by her approving
wnh, it may do all. It must be thus, for s my only
hope.  And when the first shade of night shall fall, again
P'li hasten to the shore, and seek my trusty Moor ; for
much I marked between the lagging labor of the oar and
the soft breeze that died upon our sail, that he and his
mixed compeers held strange converse of oppressors’
wrongs, of blunted purpose, and of bold design. Nor
did the Pacha, their more imgediate lord, escape ¢ the free-
dom of their scope. 'They, findmg their le.lnll(,Sa did not
offend, but gain upon minc edf, with one accord hailed me
brother invited me to become +their leader and the part-
ner of their spoil. 1 put away the offer then, but now my
adventurous spirit raised, they scem most aptly fitted for my
purpose ; agam, tho..rc.fore, {’il seek them. [Bait.
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SCENE 11l. A garden apartment in the Serai, the
Pacna, Zurkika, and Lei1vLa, her attendant, dis-

covered.

2ul. How best to deserve thy love, and move obedient
to thy will, have ever hcen thy daughter's only cares.

Pacha. Soft gentleness! Dearest offspring of my
choice! Fair as the first rose of spring, and sweeter to my
soul. In thee the charms that in thy mother lived, live
o’er again delighting my fond sense. Thou hast all my
heart! (embracing her.) -

Zul, To me thou hast been most kind.

Pacha. Not to thy descrt.

Zul. I’'m not so nsensible or vain—oh! beyond it, far
beyond 1t.

Pucha. And now, my child, one thing alone remuins
to crown my fondest hope.—

Rul. (eagerly) Name it.—Oh! name it.

Pacha. 'T'a do this, my resolution almost fails. How
can | name that whieh makes me happy, yet makes me
sad—that raises my proudest expeciation, then humbles
me again ?

Zul. Then name it not. Thy daughter would not have
thee sad or humblcd, 1o, not for every earthly joy !

Pacha. Still I would sce her happy—would sce her
blest. (In a soft and dissembling fone.)

Rul. And dost thou not? (quickly.) Cau'st thou sce
ker happier than she is. possessed of all hor soul desires—
a father’s and a brother’s Jove !

Packa. A father's o’erweaning care may have whispered
something stll might add to this.

Zul Tmpossible! What can add to that which confer~
a hliss beyond our sphere and makes us taste of heaven'!

Puacha. Yet know, my. best beloved! ere many moous
shall sink beneath the silver streams which glad our plams,
thy father will be called to his—and fate that goverus all
may call this brother—the illestarred striphug! long
before. £

Zul. Then could Zuleika ask to live? Yet oh! my
fagme, why of one so near, so dear to thee too, terms so
sproachful ?

Pacha. Because that he is the reverse of thee.—Head-
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strong and disobedient to my will—of temper sullen, and

of soul perverse. (Hustily uttcred, then aside.) Yet

why all this, when at once he hath my hate. (In a tone of
deep expression, then with an assumed vivacity teking

ZuLE1KA by the hand) Now leave we him, and to our

better purpose.—Thy happiness, fair flower! thy father’s

only aim, what could he better do than seek some power-
ful lord to blend his fortunes with thy own.

Zul. What does my father mean >—

Pacha. Well does that vermeil tint become thy maiden
cheek, for 'us the soft test of virgin purity, vet spare it
now. 'Uo-day the chief who asks thy hand will grace our
dome.—

Zul. (agitated) To-day '—

Puacha. Perbaps this hour — so bears his messenger.
Aund that thou wilt give him audience befitting his estate,
thy duty and thy love assure me. (she bows lowly) For,
if a father’s colder judgment may be trusted, thoa’lt find
bim worthy.  Of vears bevond the unsettled waywardness
of vouth, aud yet below the pecvishness of age. With
wealth and power amply gifted ; and whose courage will
stund hest attested by his foes. Such is the man who
sceks Zuleiha’s love—such is the man to whoin I would
resign her. [ Embraces her and cail.]

&ul. Oh! cruel hour! that wakes Zuleika’s soul from
its soft repose  to tumults that it never knew or felt before
—I'bat tells her in one sad unfecling moment she may be
torn from all she values most—(rom friends, from home,
and heaviest yet of all, from Selim’s love! But blest re-
lief, he comes ! .

Enter SEviM in a slow and thoughiful manner : Ruleika
runs eagerly towards him and throws herself upon his
shoulder, looking in his face with most expressive feel-
ing. He coldly receives her, and turns aside with
looks denoting strong anguish.

Zul. Oh! Selim, this from thee! Say, what hath thy
sister done, or whence ghy cold and altered look ? Oh,
say '—What, no reply, no cheering dound ? what can Zu-
leika think ? (She paces the chamber in a hurried manner,
occasionally turming towards Selim, who remains fixved :
then taking a small urn from a pedestal whick comtains
ottar of roses, she besprinkles the floor with it and in
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ariless and playful manner approaches Selim and drops
some on his garment. He remains regardicss of the at-
tention.) Sull motionless and silent—'twas not always
thus, nor must be now : hut one appeal 1emams, wnd 1f
that fail—it cannot, for the pride of nature was ever his
delight, "and the rose, if oftered by my hand, may not have
lost its charm. (She now repairs to an wrn on @ corre-
spondent pedestal on the opposite side of the chamber, from
which she takes a rose ; then dropping on ker knee presents
at.  As before he is regmidfess of it.) What! can asimple
flower offend ; will it not win one smile? "Then has Zn-
leika no more to hope. (rising)  Yettell me, demest hro-
ther! for I will cling 10 thee until thou dost, what hath
worked this woud'rous change ; why does that eye, once
mild as the sofiest beam of mght, now cast such quick
and angry glances? 'Thy sister surely camot be the
cause.

Sel. Thou the cause, my Zuleiha! Oh! no—(seizing
her hand and pressing it convulsively to his lips: then
with sudden quickness.) Yes, yes, by hreaven thou art—
thou art indeed the cause, the ouly cause! (striking fus
forchead vehemently.

2ul. What cuan this mean? (aside) Oh! vend not my
soul, but further speak.

Sel. Did my sight deceive me, or did not thy father
quit thee but this moment—I ciossed hum at the poital ?
(quickly inquired)

2ul. "Twas my father, and oh, my binther! sounds so
new and strange have cscaped him, as deeply aghate thy
sister’s soul.  But what heemeans, "ts thou wilt best ex-

lain.

Sel. If of this haughty Bey who sceks thy hand he held
discourse, I'm but ill fited for the task.

Zul. Of hin then and of his suit alone he spoke.,

Sel. And wouldst thou have me become an advacate
too in his behalf >—’twere better he fuund some other.
But thy favor won, fair maid! ke will not need another ;
for therc’s more elofution in eye like thine than mn all the
volubility of deep-toned orators. Perchance the Sultan
soop will find it so. (with ambiguous ullerance)

2ul. Néver—~For now, if I understand thee, thowu
Jovst him not, and te bear my favor he surely must have
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thive. Nay by all the loves our infancy first knew, that
ripening years have served 10 make more strong, Selim,
I swear, without thy full, thy free consent, Osmaun must
seek in vain Zuleika's hand. (with this declaration she falls
on her knee : he raises and tenderly emhraces her.)

Sel. Oh! more than mortal sounds.  Softer than those
blest Peries breathe to souls disturbed, giving new life,
new joy, and thristing each vecollected sorrow from the
breast.  Oh! my Zuleika! for now indeed 1 feel thou’rt
mine, and naught but the deadly shaft that severs all shall
dissolve the umon !

2ul. Aund could’st thow doubt 1 was less than thine be-
fore?  For what hath been my foudest hope, the solace
of each hour; but »vith thee to live, with thee to die, and
in all thy heart’s desiies to bear a more than equal part ?

Sel. Nay, ask not now, foigive me, dearest, if I did—
thou know’st not all I've suftered, nor what is passing
here. (striking his breast)

~ul. And that 1 bear so little of thy confidence, have 1
not cavse for anger ?

Sel. A few short moments are but gone when of re-
prouch | have borne wy Jdaily shme.—My courage ques-
tioned, and my tcmhood scorned ; but with new motives
fired both may be av ahened, and the despised Son of a Slave
yet may show, Nature hath not refused him all bis rights.

Zul. What canst thou mean ? again thou'rt wandering.

Sel. Let not thy gentle spimt, my Zuleiha, take alarm,
But by heaven! twas such thy father named me. (with
strong and feeling uiterunce.) |

2ul. Alas! too well 1 know how oft thou'rt doomed
to meet his frown; but when in anger, thou know'st his
words oft flow without a meaning.

Sel. Well, weil, it may be thus, to dwell on it now
would be misuse of time. But uutil the happier hour
may come, lct our thoughts, ‘our vows be known to us
alone-—close as the dark recesscs of the dead.

Rul. Oh! say, whence ‘all this? *Why should 1 not
disclose th:t thou bid'st me hold, the Pacha’s wrath could
not recal my word, nor bind me to the arms of one I ne’er
heheld. He stll would swely leave me free, and we
should be as;we have ever been.
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Sel. Tond, unsuspecting maid ! once indeed it might be
thus.  But thy father hath gorged the tempter’s bait—this
Sultan’s gold hath won his Leart,

Zul. But mine it cannot win. (crultingly.)

Sel. Full well 1 know tlus husband of thy father’s choice,
this Osman Bey ! the pure descendant of a race despised.
Iis ill-got wealth the best pretension to thy favor; won
with the widow's cuise, the o1 phaw’s tear ; whose desoluting
course stands stained with blood, of age aud sex remorse~
less.  Robbery his jursuit, and ruin his delight.  Should
such a one repose npon tiy pillow, or dind a baven within
thy spotless tneast? Alla torbid!

ul. Of L, to awaken all my hate, thou need’st not
have said so wuch.

Sel. Then to me leave him. For dunger’s hour Ive
friends who will not shriuk nor tremble at a tyraut’s steel.

Zul. Thy words are dark and full of mystery, and what
thou mean’st by purposes so wild and mcoherent, con-
founds my fecbler sense.

Sel. *Twere vaiv to disguise it longer. (aside) Know
then, love!—I am not what [ appear!

Zul. Oh! Selim, what art thou then? (with greal ca-
gerness.)

Sel. Thou soon must leara.

Zul. Soon! Oh! now—this instant—let me not sink
in agonizing doubt.  Art thou not all assured, in thee my
life, my soul’s reposcd ¢

Sei. 1 feel it all—But let it now suftfice—of me and my
iutents time and place more fitting must be sought, but
both ere long. Giaffir will soon return. (a buzle sounds
at a distance) That sound proclaims it, and ‘twere better
Le met us not together. Hie thee, therefore, again unto
thy chamber ; and when the drum of night shall warn his
drowsy guards to rest, unto thy door with lightest step 1'll
pace, then will we both steal forth and wander through
the garden’s secret maze, from each too curivus car and
eye far removed. e thou neéd'st not fear.

Zul. Fear! Did'st thou ever utter sound like that be-
fore? Nay, I could follow thee to earth’s remotest edge
- ~to shorgs, where man, a darkened stranger to his na-
ture’s light, should withhold communion with us; aud re-
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fuse the socialihearth to our weary feet. Should 1 not
find all that he m:ght lack, fully stored in thee ?

Sel. 'Then at night, remember.  Be mindful of our sig-
nal—mark well the sound—"Tis then 1 will unfold all
thou now think’st strange, my tale and purpose—more
thau thou hast heard or canst conceive. | am not, love,
what I appear. [ Excunt severally.

ACT 1L
SCENE L. The apartment of Zuleika, richly and

appropriately furnished, with vases, urns, &c.

Zuveixa discovered, reclining on an ottoman or couch,
Levna attending ; Zuleika rises and comes forward.

Zul. How tedious wear the hours; oh! that the linger-
ing day were done, and that the reiulw(*nt sun had with-
drawn its hyeht, for once 1ts ;:,olden beam is painful to my
eve. Leila, is't not past noon £

Leifa. By the deep'ning shadows, lady, on yonder mi-
naret, the days far spent.

Zul. Would it were quite! To-night I shall walk, but
cre that, look me out some caftan of thickest form, fit to
meet the falling dews. And retire thou to rest, I shall not
need thee.

Lcile. Nay, lady, I see thy spirit’s sad, I would not
have thee pass alone.

Zul. Fond girl! thou'rt king, but alone I shall not be,
Sclim will bear me company, and heaven will accord me
its protection. With doubts confused and vaious, his
last words still vibrate on my ear, disordering every scnse.
Oh! that the time were come, for till that_ arrives, each
hour appears a slow revolving year. (martial sounds are
heard without) What mean those sounds?

Leila. T know not, but by the returning cavalcade, now
passii:g the inner tower, sdme stranger “hath arrived. (l'ook-
ing out.)

Rul. Stranger! didst thou say—then it must be this
Osman, who comes to claim his victim. But haste, in-
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quire, and bear the tidings quickly. Stop, here comes one
who may anticipate thy errand.
[Enter Haroun.]

Zul. Now, Haroun, let not delay dwell upon thy
tongue, but at once thy tale. (quick/y.)

Har. ‘The Pacha bids me tell thee, lady, thy intended
Jord hath just arrived and cager waits thy coming.

Zul. Suid [ not “twas he? What further? (/mpa-
tiently.)

Ilur. His gifts, the richest of his land, are borue betore
him.

Zud. And for these aloue should his suit hiave audience ?
—boasts he of nothing else to win a womaw’s will?
Speak not to me of what I heed not ; what are the riches
he can offer, compared with one dear gem 1 wear within
my breast? Oh! Selim! Selim! (uside and thought-
ully.
/ éu)r Lady, I'm commanded to bear thy immedite

answer.

Zul. Say to my father then—no matter what—some
other time—to-morrow-—(with furried impatience.)

Har. Thou know st thy father—is such my answer ?

Zul. "Lis mine, (firmly, then relupsing.) But hold, this
may awaken his anger and suspicion, and at this momont
such might be fatal ; therefore I'll obey ; | cun sec the
Bey and yet be mindful of my pledge to Selim. (confi-
dently uttered, then turning to Iaroun) 1 attend, so let
thy master learn. [Evt Huroun.

Zul. Thy counsel, Leila; thou hast heard the cruel
mandate, ¢

Leila. And since it displeases thee, lady, with what true
SOFTOW—

Zul. 13 it not sad to be constrained to give a smile,
while nature prompts a tear.  And wouid it not be dis-
honest 1o give the hand, while stem densal should situpon
the heart ?

g Fathers, methink, whe require so much are less
than kind.

2ul. Are less than natural ; and such is mine who
wauld bind me to this Osman’s power; who would force
me to a base, unseemwly, sordid contract, in which no pas-
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sion breathes, nor generous impulse lives—to an union
that honor must abhor and every virtue shun. But with
Zuleika this can never be—her vow hath passed!

Leila. (anriously) Thy vow, lady!

Zul. My vow! fervent and holy as the contrite offer
who bend at Meeea's shrine for mercy!  Now attend me,
and oh! yet again, would that the day were done ! [ Exeunt.

SCENLE II.  The shore contiguous to the Scrai : « rude
hut amid a thick sroupe of va’m trees; moon just rising
obscurely from lhe sei which appears agitaled.  DBack
ground mountainous and picturcsque: the Serai with
ats towers and minarels in the inlermedicte distance.
The whote indicatice of a night of storm.

Enter Se11M.

Sel. Thus far unperecived ive stolen withioat the walls,
The sun hath sunk beneath vrove Faas heicht, and the
moon rises distuhed as if anv b0 quther waterythed,
The mghit 1 dark snd storne, s 1t there connLious ol
my business. (goes to rthe doa. ., ide hat and knocls lowd-
{y) What, ho! w thin!

Hass. (from a mivdce) Vit ho! aguine Who s i
that disturbs om st so e,

Sel. Early, triend ! %00 Cleep msihinks “tis Jate.

Hass. 'To those whe find cuipt ooout for the day may-
hap it may——Qur calling torh te mght. Art thou a spy
of Giaftir 7 What would st thes

Sel. Descend—not wo. believe =i - -1 want a worde—
I've something for thy em.

Iuss. Hast thou aught for T empty purse

Sel. Epoush—I'll £l it

Huss. Thou hast said encagh.  Pm with thee. (closes
the ..“fll(lui-".)

Sel. 1 huse touched the key that opens every door, aye
and every Leart— the @atism.an and master-spring of action.
Nanie but reward, the work hiegins, and onward will pro-
cced, whether it be good or had, “is well 1 find him in
such humor.

[Enter Hassan from the hut]

Hass. (looking round and rubbing kis eyes) "Tisa plea-
sant eve, dark and blowing—Qur sail will need a reef ; so
much the better.
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Sel. So much the better! I should rather think ‘twere
not so. Is danger so inviting ? )

Hass. Inviting! No— But we who can’t afford to live
by safety, must not quarrel with it. Though nature in her
kindly mood would wear a face as cheering to us asto our
masters, dare we like them but taste it.

Sel. And dare you not ¢

Hass. ‘'Thou art superfluous—are we not subject to the
Pacha Giaffir?  Now what would’st thou ?

Sel. Hast thou so soon forgot me ?

Hass. Forgot thee! no, no; forgetfulness is a quality
that I surrender to my betters. We bore thec in our boat
some few moons gone to Scio. Irecollect thee well; for
there’s that in thee that deals not so lightly with the me-
mory. (emphatically.)

Sel. Now, indeed, I find thou hastnot. Come, tell me,
how fares it with our friends ?

Hass. (shrugging) Badly. Our Sultan hath been out
of humor lately, and wanted heads to decorate kis hall—
This hath thinned our numbers, yet still there remain those
who well regard his kinduess.

Sel. And no doubt would return it too—

Hass. Quickly, did we but know the road.

Sel. Dost thou not ?

Hass. Tl tell thee—for this our inclination is better
than our means—numbers we count ’tis true, but in the
;otal we are but a body without its better member—a

ead.

Sel. 1 understand thee—thou need’st a leader.

Hass. Thou hastit; such we require—For where every
one is master duty is but ill-performed; and though in
others we cry down rule, amongst ourselves we f%nd it
needed much. 1 took the office but I failed.

Sel. 1s not this somewhat opposed to the hope of thy
successor.

Hass. Not in the least, believe me. [ lacked authority,
I was ope in' condition too ngar thcmsclves—’twas on
some occasiony not worth remembering, a deil of chance,
they named it brave, but psha! 1 vaunt. Tlainly then—
ﬁauion more than judgment gave me office ; aud as it oft

appens with: fhose so lifted—I sunk by what I rose.

Sel. No untommon fortune.
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Huss. But could one be found of quality less doubtful,
my head for't but he’d find us trusty and fitted for di-
rection. Thou hadst our offer once. What say'st to it
now ?

Sel. (aside) e is before me.

Hass. Come, wilt thou become our captain and our
guide ? )

Sel. (after a short pause) Thy proffer is made with so
much freedom that 1 almost assent—indeed, Il tell thee,
"twas some feeling of the sort that perhaps drew me to-
wards thy hut to-night.

Hass. "Tis well.

Sel. But thy comrades—

Hass. Shall answer for themselves. "Tis not my na-
ture to forestall opinion—they are here. (takes a whistle
from his side and whistles shrilly, his comrades rush
quickly from the hut) Now, Hamid, Saib, all of you—
(addressing them) What think you of our captain? ( point-
ing to Selim.)

Hamid. 1 think he bears a manly port, and may do
credit to the service.

Suib. His arm hath sinew in it to lay about him.

Hass. And what's more, he hath a heart to direct tg‘t
arm. (the groupe tall apart for a moment surveying Se-
lim the wh%l::, gum turning quickly.) yne

Hamid. He has my voice.

Saib. I'll follow him.

All. And mine! and mine !

Ifass. Enough. (gives a sign, they retire behind) Spi-
rits like ours thou scest are on the sudden caught, but fear
us not for that—where we are bound we are faithful—
Now our lives are thiue.

Sel. 1 doubt thee not. (afler a short pause) Then per-
haps ere long, this uight—some hour hence—

Hass. Command us, the earlier the better.

Sel. But canst thou on the sudden be prepared to give
conveyance to some other’shore, with my intents this may
be insecure ?

Hass. At a moment, and safely as thou wouldst sleep.
For though the clouds roll swiftly, and the sea shows
rough, our bark is stout, our hearts are good, and frequent
trial has given us skill. To us each pointand promontory
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stands marked, and ere thou canst give it thought, we’ll
bear thee to our Laven on a neighbouring isle, unknown
to Giaffir and his galliots.

Sel. Thou hast bit my purpose well—"tis him I would
most avoid.

Hass. In that we are whollv with thee. Our brethren
hold him litle love. Curse on the tyrant! 1 hold him
less. And but that we are weaker than his guards.—
(In a tone of threat.)

Sel. Then some hour hence. Hast thou marked with-
in the garden his summer seat—’tis easiward of the
Haram.

Hass. Well; for oft it stands a beacon to our home-
ward course—'tis but some little distance from the beach.

Sel. The same—now within some moderate hail of
this is the spot on which I’d meet my iriends.

Hass. Be this then thy call. (Gives the whistle from
his side.) 'Thouw'lt find them at their post. They know
its meaning.

Sel. If armed the better.

Hass. No fear of that. The Pacha’s scouts are wary.
We know with whom we have to deal.

Sel. But before our time shall come, this silken garb,
unmeet for course like ours, 'l put aside; and exchange
this boyish bauble for stuff of sterner purpose. (Placing
his hand on the handle of his dagger.) 'Thy hand.—
Remember, eastward of the Haram. [Exit Selim : Has-
san, und his comrades retire to the hut.

SCENTE {1l. 4 Chamber of State as in Act I. Sc. 2.

The Pacua aud OsmaN BEvy enter with their respec-
tive trains, Learing banners, &c. &c. on each side. Mar-
tial Music.

Pacla. Potent lord, (to Osman) once more a hearty
welcome to our roof. Command—all it can afford we
chegrful offer and is freely thine.

Qsman. Pacha, I thank thee.® ( Haughtily.)

Pacha. Our daughtcr too, eager to add her attentions
to our noble guest, awaits us.

Zyvrrika gnters veiled, attended h_g Leila, and the fe-
males of the Haram. Music soft.

Osm, In this we are doubly welcomed. And Lady,
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(to Zuleika) for so much honor, not only thanks but our
best services are due.  (Bowing lowly.) Ruleika returns
the attention with her head half aside. But | pray thee,
lovely fair onc! let not thy countenance be wanting to
bear accord to the honors that we are offered, for wanting
that all will be wanting, and these gilded domes will prove
less joyous than a peasant’s dwelling. Let thy hand at-
least deny not this, (Fle takes her hand which is reluc-
tantly given.)

2ul. As we are commanded, we trust, dread Sir, we
shall not be wanting in the expression of our duty.

Oswe. (Disengaging her hand, and with chagrin, aside.)
Command ! and duty '—By our Prophet ! I like not such
phrases : they are ill-suited to the occasion, and come
with icy coldness to my purpose. (Turuing towards her)’
T.ady, we me grateful, though we would aspire to higher
stance of thy favor.

ul. Truly, Lord, thon would’st then aspire to that
which would but ill requite thee for thy labor.

Osman. (aside, with increased heat)) Say’st thou so!
Beshrew me, but she puts my suit at nought. Azir!
(Quickly, but in a subdued tone, to Azir.) Come nearer
~—Dost thou mark her cold regard ?

Azir. A wmistahe, my lord ; ’tis but the coy reserve of
maidenhood.

Osman. (impatientlyy Withhold thy ill-timed doubts,
I’m not in temper for them.

Pacha. (after observing Osman closely, aside.) He
shiows a vexed spirit. Her matner hath aroused him, I
must know more of this. (addressing him) My lord, ’twere
better we hold our further audience apart. (Osman bows
assent.) Daughter, thou may’st retire to thy chamber.
(Ruleiku makes a low obeisance to both and retires, her at-
tendants follow : soft music. The Pucha hext makes a
signal to the retinue, who follow in order: martial music.
Osman appears thoughiful «and abstructed.)

Pacha. Come, my lord, thou’rt thoughtful: thy host
would know the cause.

Osman. Briefly he shall : that which awakens thought
in every man—a wife !

Pacha. Ndy, now thou’rt jocular.

Osman. It suits well : an undertaking of hazard should
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not be entered upon with despondency—I'm about to be
married !

Pacha. Thy words are clothed with mystery. Surely
thou hast not cause for doubt ?

Osman. Doubt! oh, no; but in affairs of the heart, in-
trusions such as these will sometimes force their way, let
reason oppose them as it will.

Pacha. (anxiously) Yet 1 would ask their reason.

Osman. So thou may’st of all but me. To ask alover
for a reason would indeed be superfluous: ’twould be to
demand true music from an ill-strung lyre.

Pacha. Come, come, my noble gucst, let me entreat
thee to dismiss all fautasies like these: ill do they belit
pretensions such as thine; indeed thou think’st too humbly
of thyself.

Osman, It may be thus, so let them pass, I rest con-
tent.

Pacha. Well dost thou determine, for can aught stand
between thee and my daughter’s love, all untutored as she
15, with soul unsullied as the op’ning bud, on whose growing
charms no vagrant eye has dared to light ? Thou hast no
rival in thy claim.

Osman. (with great animation) At that would Osman
shrink ?  Pacha, mistake him not, for such he has a sword,
and what thou namest would not damp, but stimulate his
purpose.

acha. 1 can believe all this.

_Osman. For should his lip be denied the cup, he’d taste
a Joy supreme to dash it from the lip of others. But we
wander from our purpose: what 1 have to offer for thy
daughter’s hand thou knowest. In this affair, tis my mo-~
tive to be brief.

Pacha. As with one of thy estate and power, it should
be mine. Thy noble dowry well bespeaks thy dignity,
aud at once proclaims thee heir of truest blood to Caras-
man’s proud race. The hour that sces Zuleika thine, con-
fers the brightest lustre on our house.

Osmgn, Then be that hour the first that sees the
morning sun, and let his declining course guide us to our

2 L

‘Pachg. As thou dost command, we hasten to obey.
(addressing Haroun) Haroun! bear this with speed unto
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my daughter. Let our priests be summoned. Throw
open my Serai, and let my honsehold vie to give due
splendor to the happy ritual.

[ Exit, his attendunts folloaing.

Osman. Azir, again thy ear. (dzir closes lowards hin)
Art thou honest ?

Azir. My lord !—

Osman. ‘Think’st thou, if thou art, that Zuleika’s cold-
ness springs from maiden fears ?—No, by Mahomet! ’tis
not so; 'us the offspring of dislike; for when my searching
eye snatched an unsteady glance of hers, unwilling thrown,
there was seated on it all but such expression.  Go, give
thy dreams to one untutored in the sex—to some undis-
cerning buy, who waits to gain a lesson in the ways of
woman.

Azir. Yet pardon me, my lord, if I advance too far;
thy suit, methought, was urged with more of command
than courtesy : at this her tender years might feel alarm.

Osman. No more! I give thee privilege to talk, but be
careful that thou o'erstep not thy licence. Do [ not come
to Giaffir's board a bidden guest? Is she not mine by all
a husband’s right ?

Azir. Who dare dispute it ? thou hast the father’s will.

Osman. And I would have hers, though I could not
stoop to gain it; my stubborn kuee would falter at such
office. Let those of other climes, the unimpassioned, and
the slow in blood, strive with never-ending mawkish story
to win the smile of their still colder fair; be it with us,
our nature’s privilege and thg gift of more genial suns,
but to command and have obedience !—And although the
power to make this haughty fair one love may not be mine,
1 may be more successful with the rest—(Sarcastically)
Thou know’st my meaning.

Azir. (aside) Or thy nature would belie thee.

Osman. Therefore let the Pacha, as he fears our hate,
look to it. No sickly suitor comes to share his banquet,
but one with appetite on edge impatient of delay. To-
morrow I would depart. [Lxit, 4zir following.
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ACT 11I.

SCENE 1. An inner Court of the Serai, with high and
winding steps leading to the tower, or chamber of
Zuleika, in which a light appears, the rest dmk : dis-
tant martial wwsic sounds, which concludes with three
long and distinct rolls on the iambour.

Enter SeviM, disguised as a Galiongée or Turkish sailor.

Sel. Pray heaven she cateh the sound! ’Tis faney, or
mcthinks yon drowsy roll halts on the ear in duller cadence
than it was wont.  Our way is penilous.  (looking round)
But if once we gain the outer gate, all will be well. Now
then 1o ascend and scek my lovely charge. (Mozes cau-
tiously towards the steps which he ascends, then tups lightly
at the door al the lop, whichis opened by ZuLEIKA)
They descend.)

Sel. Love! thy hand yet further—this way—now trust
to me.

Zulde On whom now but thee, oh Selim ! can I trust ?

Nel. Yet surely, my best beloved, on none more safely.

Sul. (foviing unxivusly round) Lt me hear thy voice
again—are we secare ! s there net danger in our course ¢

Sel. Believe me, none.  I've traced our ground, and
know it safe : ju a moment we are without the walls, aud
shall reach the garden slope.

Zul. Oh! then, quickly let us speed.

Sel. But us we pass the Battlement, let us be sparing of
discourse ; lest some guard more watchful than his fel-
lows, catch the flying sound and mar our purposc.

Zul. Fearnot that [ hold thy caution well,

Sel. Come then—This arm thy shicld, and Fortunc our
conductor, we have nought to dread. [Exit, leading her off.

SCENE 11. A4 Chamber in the Serai.

Enter The Pacua, thoughtfully; Haroun following.
Pacha. "Tis plain she loveshim not—Perhaps some otﬁer
object holds her heart, and would estrange it from my pur-
pese. This' must not be; nay, camot be, if treason’s in-
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trusive foot hath not set itself within my walls.  Her hand
withheld from Osman, he becomes my deadly foe, and will
set my wealth and power at nought. Slave ! (Addressing
Haroun.) secst thon not once more I’'ve ceuse to
doubt } Auswer me, therefore, strait. A Tin all obeyed,
or is my trust abused

Hur. Indeed, my lord, thy servant can but answer for
himseclf,

Pacha. (1laslily.) Abh! sayst thou no more. I must
it fare with thec if’ thou canst not undertake as much for
all within my gates. T'o what end hast thou been pro-
moted--lived—Dborne my closest counsel—caught the in-
most woikings of my thought, if in extremity thou caust
not at the moment let me stund absolved of fear, suspi-
cion, aud all the madd’ning doubts that come with dam-
ning power to vex a father’s peace,  Say, has the boy—
my son—closely been observed. Has the secret of his
birth been strictly kept.  (Hfuroun puuses as if in doubt
to reply.) Curse on thy heavy uiterance! (with heat.)
Canst thou not anticipaic all 1 would kuow and give me
ready answer ?

Har. In this, as in all clse, dread lord ! thy slave has
not forgot his duty.

Pachu. Have others been as true ?  (Quickly.) May
not some babbler with busy tougue and o’er oflicions zeal
have given the story breath? LElse why the dark aud clou-
dy lourings of his brow, that sit heavy and portentous,
like the angry gathcrings of the growing storm.  Why so
oft do I mark the restless heavings of a troubled spirit,
impaticnt of the bounds that holds it from decision ? All
this my eye hath rcached, though thy dull orb could not.

Har. i\{y lord, I scarcely hnow thy meuaning.

Pacha. (With quickness.) 1l let thee bave it plainly
then—He loves my danghter.

Har. Aud should he not—Her brother.——-

Pacha. Potard! thou liest! (with incieased heat.}
I tell thee I'm deceived, if nut—tl:e love he bears her is
of another esscnce—still 1 kuow ‘tis love——}hawn from
that instinctive source which can ensnme the youthful
heart with most infections pagsion ; and reveal to it, what
art aud man would vainly hide—the mysterious ends of
naturc. MY life for’t, or mv daughter loves him in
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return.—But now no more.—I call thee to tell thee, haste
unto her.—Bid her prepare for morn—for Osman. Her
feet must early press a distant land, or at hazard live her
father’s pcace—away! [ Exeunt severally.

SCENE II1. The Chamber of ZuLE1kA which appears
disordered. LrEiLA discevered.
LeivLa.

Methinks indeed ’tis strange she should wander abroad
so late, and on a night so dark and stormy. Such hath
not often been her custom. Her impatience, too, until
the tambour beat, secemed almnost phrenzy—’tis surely
strange.

Enter Haroun.

Har. ( Looking round, finding ZvLEIRA absent, then
anxiously.) Not here! woman! thy lady.—

Leila. Just gone forth to walk.

Har. Would’si thou amuse me ?—At this drear hour—

Leila. Nay, what I say is true.

Har. Alone! Why art thou not with her ?

Leila. "I'was her order I should remain.  Her brother
bears her company.

Har. Her brother! At season so untimely—this leads
to some doubtful end. (with increased anxiety.)
Kuow'st thou the course they tahe ?

Leila. They descended by the garden steps.

Ifar. At the instant then let us haste and seek them.
I bear the Pacha’s mandate that she prepare for the nup-
tial rites with the Bey.—Such ure decreed for morn.

Leila. Then trust me, Haroun, the morn will never
come to sec the same.

IHar. Thy meaning.—(cagerly.)

Leila. Osman ne'er was destined to have her hand.

Har. What say'st thou ? How kuow’st thou this ?

Leila. From herself. Her oath hath sealed it.

Har. Her oath! Oh! my ill-boding soul! Oh! heavy
hour! Dost thou know farther ? Speak !

Leilu. 1 know no more; for when I sought to reach
to further meauning, at once she broke into sowe unsettled
soupy, or taxed the tardy moments with delay.

Har. Indled, indced, all this would seem most strange,
did it not too plainly augur, some mysterious end was
working. But this is not the moment to waste in doubt.
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We must find their haunt, or make known their flight, if
we would hold our lives. Let us speed. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1V. The Garden of the Stral. SELIM and
ZULEIKA are scen descending from a romantic winu-
ing ascent. On one side towards the front, a grotto;
at the entrance of which a lamp is suspended. " In the
distance the sea, agitated as before. Moon still some-
what obscured. They come forward.

SELIM.
All danger now is past, for behold, my Zuleika, we've
gained thy favored grot.

Zul. Would we had reached it sooner, Selim, for truly
1 alinost sink.

Sel. Then, Love! rest here awhile, thy strength and
spirits will soon return. (¢ They repair to the entrance of
the grotto, and seat themselves.)

Zul. (Looking round.) Yet surely this is not the
place in which | used to sit—to pass my softest hours ;
and in thy absence, to thiuk on thee. Indecd, it hath
undergone some wond’rous change. (She discovers the
disguise of Selim.) But my sight deccives me, or thou
too art changed. Oh! speuak, for what new mystery um
L held ? (They rise and move forward.)

Sel. When last we met, 1 told my Zuleika I was not
what I seemed; and now this garb will attest my words
were true. And though her eager car could not then
catch my eventful story, for this the season is now more
ripe .

l.Z'ul. (Eagerly.) Oh! then proceed—Let me hear it
all.

Sel. But first, 1 ne’er must live to sce thee Osman's
bride.

b Zul. Am I not sworn? Without thy will such cannot
e.

Sel. And had 1 not from thy soft lips obtained how
much of thy undisguised heart 1 hold, the darker secret
of my own still would sleep.

Zul. What meanest thou ?

Sel. Not now to arrest thine ears with unmeaning tales
of love, oft told by rote, and better told than felt. Of
that I hold to thee, dcar maid! I'll live to give thee fir-
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wmer proof. Dut let me, Oh! let me in the assurance
dwell—that none other sball receive thy haud, for know
—1 am not thy brothey!—

Rul, (Agitated at this decluration she falls on his
shoulder, and afier a pause.) Notmy bruther l—Hecal
thy words—iu pity recal thy words, or if thou wilt net,
oh! in kinder pity takc my life !

Sel. Thy life! more dear, more prized, than all beside.

Zul. Oh! ves, for * thou wilt love me now no more ;"
and better with the quiet dead to sleep, than live an alica
froms wmy Selim’s breast, ¢ With feeling cxpression.)

Sel. Such shall not—cannot be.

Zul. Then recel thy words, for though thou art changed,
1 siill am all 1 was before.—*¢'Thy sister—friend—~Zulei-
ka still.” And if not these, and thou would'st bid me
live—name me but thy slave!

Sel. My slave! nay, Love! I am thine, for ever thine.
Now calm thy transpost—Our future fate shall stand
Jinked together. 'This by our Prophet’s shrine | swear;
and as | hold my oath, may the Koran’s sacred lines
which grace my blade, in danger’s heur direct its course
to protect us both! Aud although the name 'in which thy
fond youthful heart hath prided must chbange, we will
not be divided.

Zul. Oh! let e fecl but that, and still | am blest!

Sel. Now why thy sire is my deadliest foe thou shalt
also learn. Once in my father’s heast he lived, as 1 have
lived in thine. But what it was that broke the fraternal
bond, 1 know not: for in lofty souls that oft is felt which
meaper ‘minds ve’er knew. In war Abdallah’s arm was
strong, as each rebel horde could well attest ; his death is
all I dwell on now, the effect of Giaflir's rancorous dis-

€. |

Zul. Oh} it could not be—name how —— :

Sel. *Tis not of distant date when rebellion had assn-
med jis boldest port, plucing our Sultaw’s power at noughs,

on Sophia’s plagm each brother had a- separate post as-
0igﬁe,di%“fyn’e is last———for when the business of an .
11{d4€;f|§i5‘s iy wop dove, and Abdallab.dought the bath, a

bowlgby iGiaffir’s order drugged,. and by a ‘bribed
ant M:’ﬂght taok to. allay his ’tbim,a-—nne,-dmb
meeded morg, | . . e

i
.

¥
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Zul. Oh, heaven! was such my father’s deed, and
does he live?

8el. He does.—For ends inscrutable, beyond the: ken
of man, that providence only can resolve, tyrants and op+
pressors sometimes have their hour, o’erwhelming every
social cnd, uatil suffering humanity impatient of its
wrongs again bursts forth—triumphs in its tura—and with
ats re-asseried rights transfers the chains it wore !

Zul. Alas! alas! thy story strikes me to the soul!

Sel. Believe me, love, ’twas thus—there lodge withim
thy father’s walls those who know it all. Hareun, could
he speak out, would bear me well in proof, for in my fa-
ther's Serai he held the post he holds i this.

Zul. Buthow is it that thou wert spared ?

Sel. 1 knew not.—Remorse, shame, my infant years—
enough of hlood.—Baut though T owe him life 1 owe him
little clse, from all the bettcr ends heaven designs it at
once shut out.  From him I never kuew or felt a parent’s
blest caress; and, but for the pity of his sluve, 1 might
have sunk the mockery of my beig! (with deep and ener-
getic feeling.)

Zul. Oh! go no further—too well indecd have 1 mark-
<d thy suffering. But in pity cease !

Sel. Stll to this hour, his cruel soul, consistent to his
nature, freats me like one accursed.—{His haughty spirit
feels no bound, nor can I forgi.c a father’s blood! Nay,
but for thy dear sake, this arm long since had sought its
vengeance. (At this expression she falls on her knee and
embraces his.)

RZul. Tor this, oh! take my prayers—I thank—1 bless
thee!—For thaugh thy wrongs cry out and proclaios hiss
cruel—{ am his child—He is my father! .

Sel. (raising ker) Rise, dear maid! ’tis this that binds
the weapon to my side, and leaves a father’s spirit unre-

uited. But subject to his hated power I can no. longer
live—the hour of deliverance is come.—I saw thee start to
mark my altered form, yet such must now be niine ;—for
now the leader of a dauntless hand, « whose laws and
lives are on their swords,” freely L resign those idle list«
less hours, for a more venturous and more glorious course?
{with animatjon.) S

Kul. What do 1 hear—wilt thou leave me too?
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Sel. Leave thee! my heart’s best treasure!—Never—
wouldst thou not recal thy vow, appalled at truths like
those I utter. But shouldst thou after all be the glad star
to guide thy wanderer'’s course—thy voice the sound to
charm away his care—then let fortune frown, or friends
i fickle hour desert him—

« How dear the dream ! in darkest hours of ill,

Should all be chang'd, to find thee faithful still.”

But come, dearest love! the night wears fast, and the
moment now before us is the last perhaps we e’er shall
seize. 'l'o-morrow, Osman will claim thee for his bride,
and bear thee from thy prison to a worse—a tyrant’s arms,
Him wouldst thou avoid, my bark awaits us, and will
bear us to a shore where peace and love alone shall give
us welcome.

. ui. "Thou wouldst not surely have me leave my home.

Sel. Thou dost mistake.—That home by an unfeeling
father’s mandate on the morn ceases to be longer thine—
then think, a few sbort moments and we must part for

ever— '
Zul. Oh! no, no;—say not that—I intreat—I im-

Jore—
P Sel. Then let us haste away.—(She puuses: by action
he presses her to accompany him—at the moment lights
are seen winding through the trees and racks in the dis-
tance: confused sounds of woices are also heard. She
clings to him greatly aﬁitated.)

Zul. Oh! Selim, what mean those torches—and hark !
these sounds. (loolcin% JSearfully round) Are not those
who bear them armed i—Yes, yes, 1 behold their brand-
ished swords! . .

Sel. Fear not—'tis my band, impatient for my signal,
have missed their way, and seek me out.

Enter HarouUN, hastily.]

Har ! gy ! .or jye are lost—for ever lost !

: . Fly

... 8el.. Y BICANINE e )

: ;?;ar.'l'},‘ge Serar’s inh arms,—The Pacha with his house-
hold—Qsman, with his followers, seek thee cut. If thou

hast love for life, fiy !
Sel. Say, whence all this ¥ .
. Bul, Ok! inguire more.—See they spproach! let

us escape !
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Har. I know-but this—thy father, doubting I had-not
bornie with all its strictness my order to his daughter for
her marriage with the Bey, sought her out himself. = Re-
turning breathless from her vacant chamber, he encoun
tered us.—1 escaped his fury; but her woman, confound-
ed by his rage and the threat of instant death, sunk to the
ground and divulged thy flight. No more—now seek thy
safety. (While this is passing the pursuers are seen to ap-
proach. In the groupe the Pacha and Osman are occu-
sionally discovered with drawn sabres.)

Sel.” Well, well, if it must be thus, full to the front
I'll meet them. But that | may not sink in an issue too
unequal, this last appeal. (flies to the side and whistles
shrilly) If that sovnd be caught we hold them at defiance.
(Selim returns to Suleiku, who has leaned on Haroun,
and conducts her towards the grotto)) Behold, love! our
friends, faithful to my signal, approach. Now one em-
brace, and retire to this shelter, the. sight of thee would
but inflame thy father’s rage. . Good old Haroun will
give thee his support. Come(embraces her convul-
sively. She enters the grotto: Haroun folliwing.) Now.
come forth my father’s sword—and may heaven and his
wrongs give vigor to its edge! (He rushes towards the
groupe and first encounters Osman.) -

OsMAN.

Say! at once, who art thou?

Sel. Then at once—thy foe !

Osman. Bold slave! dearly shalt thou repent thy rash-
ness. Disclose thyself— restore thy theft or take my ven-
geance. .

Sel. Imperious, haughty Bey! I must feel the one ere
thou shalt obtain the other.——Comeon—{ dare thee—(They
Sight, after a few desperate pushes, Selim wounds and
disarms him. He falls on the arm of Azir and is borne
of") So much for thy idle threat, proud despot?

[The Pacha comes forward, Selim fulls back.}

Pacha. Well may'st thou recede, perfidious infidel.,
*Tis thus | find reward for all my care.—The meanly dis-
guised plunderer of my peace! (with.deep and heated.
scorn.) Where is my child; but, perbaps, thy auswer, as
before, is qn thy sword—and if tis—(in a threatening
manner.) 3 , :
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. Sel. (#dvancing) To every one ‘but thee it should be
thus; bat *enﬁmwe belongs to heaven and not to man.
Thou hadst a father’s life, still thou need'st ‘not fear his
.OB. ' . !

Pucha. Weak boy! Fear didst thou say—the word X
know not. Oppose me with all thy force, aye, and with
all thou deem’st thy wrongs to nid thee, here'will I make
my stand!

Sel. At thy word 1 hold thee.~(Advances closely, then
easts a his oxn und Osman’s sword which he had
borwe in his left hand; he ¢ s his breast, the Pacha
draws the dagger from his side and_stabs him; he fulls
buck a few paces, then cabnly,) Thou man of blood!
Th% -aimed point hath drawn my heart’s best drop.

acha. Then well hath it doue its office '—I'm satis-
flod! (exwitingly.) o

‘8ef, 1 know thou art.. - Now if to curse were not un-

scemly to my quick-fleeting state, then should the heaviest
1.éould utter (flnll on thee.—1 would bid thee live—live to
protracted days, amid the never-dying recollection of thy
deeds. And when at length thy remorseless care-worn
soiil should sink, to sink doubtful of meeting what it never
felt-—marcy'!—'—éive me support. ' (He staggers toward
the eutrance of the grotto, Haroun ‘comes out.) Old
man! thou hast been almost my only friend! One office
more—a last—thy arm.—/3seizes him convulsively.)

Har. Oh! Heaven! he bleeds.— ‘

Sel. To death.—Remove the water from my eyes—
that was kind.—Hold me fast—I full—Zuleika '—(Falls
Yfeless, 2uleika at the sam¥® instant comes forth.) '

Zul. Where is he? (looking eagerly round) 1 am
called——"twas Seliln—-lead me to him——(she discovers him

.om the grotuwd.). What do 1 behold =—Oh! no—(Falls on
Rer- knee, flam her §ip close to kis, then rising in strong

and conyuls ‘ mlbimit':?. l—=Oh! pow—not’
dead—He'll call mi¢ yet agiin! No, no, no; he is not
e el e v fng)‘ ydher, but Tt he fall) M
o ekl AttermplE o Rer, ' r fall. V
zliter - ( ghides ot My Zoleika! My souls bﬂ{‘
ope . Am Freseivedifor this2 Why did not the miiscrédnt
stika®: ks wrodh, heth alredidy reached me, —Already
'do 1 feel his bitter’ salediction. (Foils on the shoulder
'of dw atteridant. Culrtain drops.)

. ‘ i



83

REMARKS ON

SELIM AND ZULEIKA
[43p the Author.]

WaorvER has read the Bride of Abydos, by Lora
Byron, will at once discover, how extensively beholden the
author of the foregoing performance has been to that ad-
mired production. Some acquaintance, derived chiefly
from books, with the manners and scenes which in that
have been so admirably pourtrayed from personal, and
consequently more accurate, observation, may have had a
considerable share of influenee in a design of the kind.
But a very willing acknowledgment is now mede, that it
remained exclusively owing to the highly animated and
tenderly impassioned descriptions, so abundantly produced
in the poem alluded to, to awaken this to more perfect
life. And while in some instances it will be observed,
how closely also the author has followed the above, in
others it may appear equally obvious, that a more bold and
excursive flight has been attempted ; but with what share
of strength or success his_pinions have been upborne, it is
not left for him to determine.

When this Drama, if Drama it may be called, was
nearly finished, some of the numbers of Periodical Cri-
ticism came uunder the view of the writer of it: in one
of which particularly, the ca‘?e;bility of the Poem of Lord
Byron to supply scenic effect was strongly insisted on.
To discover sach a coincidence of opinion could not but
be encouraging ; and should it be found that the labor
on the present occasion has ngt ¢ontradicted the suggestion,
it must afford a very considerable share of pleasure.

It may yet be thought that the story of the Bride%f
Abydos, when taken in all its parts, and hdwever beautiful,

NO. XIlI. N.Br.Th. VOL. 1V, C
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will still be found deficient in what is essentially requisite
to form a successful drama.  And by a successtul Drama,
it will now be understood, that such a one is weant as
shall be well reccived ou a public representotion.  lu
other respects success might demand and imply something
very opposite. The characters 1 comprehends, however
strongly and finely delineated, mmay be deemed too few for
such end; and what they have to do and ro utter, would 1n
all probability be found much tvo tedious for the en-
durance of a modern audience.

N. B. These observations of the author, it was but
Jjustice to communicate. In one respect, in the manage-
ment of his story, it will perliaps be thought by some of
our readers that he las improved on the original, in cailv
explaining the mystery of Selun’s bivth ; thus avoiding tw
apprehension which Lord Dyron has mspired by repre-
senting the lovers as brother.and sister.  Others, however,
will no doubt thiuk that he has duminished the tragi
interest. We regret that the piece has not been written i
blank verse.



WOMAN’S WILL.

A Comedy.

IN FIVE ACTS.



CITIARACTFRS.

BELVILLE, of a somewhat peevish, fietful temper; and
whose inquietude is much increased, by the coquetry
and affectation of his mistress Arabella.

BeLmour, friend of Belville, hut suspected by him of
an attachment to Arabella; in love with Belinda.

L.ovemonre, whom Beliille belicves to be his true fiiend ;
b“ltl who secretly endcavous to supplaut him with Ara-
bella.

WormMwoon, of a moody disposition : a pretender to
vittue aud honor, yet employing mean and contempthie
arts to gain Belinda,  Acting in concert with Love-
more.

WiTLING, a pat coxcomb, who afftcts a passion fos
Arabella. )
MonEeLy, a man of the Town; fiiend of Belville and

Belmour.

Sir Perce Posirive, penvgise and obstinate ; at one
time greatly uxorious, ut hgther, suspicious in the
extreme, .

OLp HarcourT, a widower, encouraged by Sir P.
Positive in his addresses to Melissa. to whom Sir
Peter is Guardian.

Youne HarcourrT, his son, lately returned from Indig,
whither he went, i infancy, with his uncle. Ou his
arrival in England, he becomes enimourcd of Meljasa,
ignorant, at first, of hiy father’s prctensions to her.—
But being afterwaids made acquainted with the circum-
ptauce, as also of the pertinacity and selfishness of Old
H. be determines on 1emainiug unkuown to him for a
time, takes the naine of Moreton, and aided by Lucy,
eiideavours to fiighteu him from the intended marriage.

DEeMUR, a Lawyer.

WiLL1a M, servant to Arabella,

RoBERT,gervant to Lovemorg.

Lavy PosiTivE, a waninug
that no map can behold

ARABELLA, miece of Si

« ville, but agsyming an
in order to muke trigl
stancy. . .

Bxu?u:‘, sister §o ARABELLA ; in love Belmour.

Mzyrissa, Sir Peler’s ward; in love with' Young Has-
court.

Lucy, a waiting-woman ; artful and intriguing.

; but who yet imagines
out losing his heart.

really in Jove with Bel-
ndifference towards him,
3 she terms it,) of his con-



WOMAN’S WILL.

3 Comedp.

ACT 1.

Enter Beumovur, BurviLig, and MoprLy.

Belm. Welcone to England, my fiiends ! you have had,
I hope, an agreeable towr?

Mode. Supedatively agreeable, 1 assure you, Charles.
—Nothing edifies like tggvelling. Why, Sir, the man
who bas not made the towr of Europe—

i Bebm. Must be, according te.yowm idea of mankind, an
diot,

Mode. No, no, not absolutely that, neither. I would
not be too severe upon you poor fellows, whom love or
necessity obliges to stay at home. But, in my opinion,
the man who has not travelled— (admiring himself.)

#elm. Can never be so complete a gentleman as Mr.
Modely.

Mode. (aside.) Lgad he has it : it gives me an infinite
deal of pleasure to find my merit is so conspicuons.~I
would not be the trumpeter of my own importance,
Charles ; but the truth is, 1 am something different from
the style of creaturc that 1 sported before my visit to
Paris. ligad, I hardly know myself. Don’t you perceive
some alteration, eh, Charles !

Belm. Considerable, Sig : your coat is shorter by aboyt
an half yard, and— _°

Delv. ’Sdeath, here that fop, Witlimg.

En LING.

Wit. Ha! Welcome, men, welcome, [ rejoice
to see you. You have madera plaguy long stay. We
were all in despair, egad—quite in despnir—thouﬁuyou
wonld neveryeturn. You are greatly improved' Wough,
wonderfully ihproved, Mr. Modely. '
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Mode. No! Do you think - s6, though ? Why then I'l]
give you a plan of our route, Mr. Witling, shich [ would
advise you immediately to pursue, as L know of no per-
sgln who stands more in need of improvement, than your-
self.

Jit. You are satirical, Mr. Modely, very satirical—
egad, ybu learnt it abroad, | suppose—Did'nt you, Mr.
Modely ? -

Mode. Certainly, Mr. Witling, certainly. There’s
nothing to be learnt lere, vou know.

Wit. True, Sir, true. This is a damn’d bad place for-

improvement, that's certain. We can follow the fashiona
as well as any people, but ave never set "em.
.. Mode. O, never, uever. We are dull, Sir—very dull :
oppressed by the weight and heaviuess of our atmosphere.
Now the air of France is purity itsclf, and so very pow-
erful, that egad it's not impossble but that a dozen years
of its inspiration might refine even you.

Wit. You really think o5« &

Mode. Yes, Sir, for I was assured by a celebrated
French philosopher, that-he was acquainted with several
Englishmen who had actusily lost all toné and elasticity
of fibre, but who, from residing for a certain space of
time in'France, were so totally altered that he coyld not
discover any great degree of difference between his oign-
trymen and them.

l‘l’*Wit. Ha! ba! ha! an -admirable picture, Mr. Bel-
ville ? - . .

. Belv. In my opinion 'tis rather a caricature, Sir, I.
pretend not to ‘be an absolute judge of the merit of. the
two nations; but I cannot think that England wo
lose by a cm:g:rima.‘ : R

Wit. Mr. Belville’s sentiments, Mr. Madely, are such
ay“might have’ been:applauded.a century age; but | ima-
giened that a travelled gentledlh like him had Jearnt to

mh owin dountry, whilsladmired every other,

: , O, you-ate mistahiiiir. 'The chief business
of Mr. : etlingedlils been in’ amassiug eurio-
“5¥it, Ciriosen I, 1€ o had browght over s fttle pol

. Ciitiositien ! - ught over a little po/i-
tesse #ithivig-his'bsideinies, it would ot huxe heen amiss,
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ewad, There’s too much of John Bull in him, Mr.

Mudely.
Beiv. (aside to Belmour.)- *Sdeath, this fool.
-Belm. Peace, G ace: no railing against fools.

Come, come, do ’em justice: they certainly have their
merit.  Beside, their company is in sume sget desirable.
- Bely. Desirable! . - . -
Belm. Aye, desirable—for the insipidity of their jar-
gon gives one an additional relish for the conversation of
men of sense.  So, hey for fools! 1 am their advocate,
s Wit, (comes forward.) Well, but how did you pass

.,

yout tisne in Pans ?

Mode. Why, faith, as merrily as good wine and good
conwpany could make us. ‘

Wit. Merrily! That’s unpossible, if Belville was of
the purty.—I ucver knew him merry in my life.

‘Mode. Come," conte, there arc times when he is not.
absolutelv insupportable. * :Like his climate, iudeed, he is
frequently sombre, but he haachis brilliant moments, 1 as-
S\"e 3‘0“. ° "i-':? N

1¥it. Well, but who did you find therg—any diverting
characters : o A

Mode. O, immumerable! Few,. indeed, whom I bad
the honor of hnowing. There was, howeyer, one
dawin’d troublesome, chattering fellow whom we have met
at What the devil’s bis name ! ‘

Wit. O, 1 know who you mean. Jack Voluble, who

is eternally talking without saying any thing. »

* Mode. "The sumugithve same,

- Belm. (to Witkig) Why "thou art the mest sstirical
m 1 -@ver niet i : : .

Wit. Aye, aye, I ean be severe enough upon occasign.
But al;ove all, 1 hate a n:u':'iﬁed face. 1% ne more a
sign of. prubity. in a. man than of .chestity in.a Woman,
1 always: suspect it there’s AWormﬂ}:ood ‘{m\s
Lovemore's friend,—a ' rywho, while Jie, privately
gives into alt the vices. imen, is cuer opeuly railing
aguinst thesni Ha ! my ormwood,gogis. ..

. . Enter Wotmwoon. L

Bely. Prythee, Belmour, let us , theg awhile,
Walk thiwwveg. # = - . .}E:um v a8 .

Wit. But why the devil dost always wear that melan-
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cholic phiz? Why thou look’st as sorrowful as a lover
who lad just received his final dismission, or an author os
the damnanon of hin prece, or—

Worm. ‘Truce with your satire, Mr. Witling. Or if
you must employ it, let1t be levelled agaiust the vices and
follies of tlus agst wicked and ridiculous age.

It Wacked and ridiculous!  Prythee how is it ridi-
culous ?

oim. How ridiculons? Why the men are grown
effeminate, and the womei——

Wit. Hold, hold, no treason against the fair. But lmw
is it wicked?

Worm. Why, honor consists in duelling, and honesty n
cunning : viitue in the concealment of vice, and religion
in hvpucrisy.

Fit. Well, but my dear Diogenes, why art thou out of
thy tub? Such a cynic as thqu art should surely abjure
society.

Worm. 1 am here but ae m Qbsener air.

Wit. O, what you mean to,set about the reformation of
manners, perhaps "Tis highly cmnmendable, foregad ;
and, for one of thy talents, no very ditticult undertaking.

Wosm. N o, Sir, no. 'Fis an Herculean task~1{ am
uo way equal to it.

I¥it. 1 should ruther imagime it a very easy task, dfor
thou hast had cxpericnce emsugh in the ways of \\n.ked-
uess, I am sure.

Worm. Expericnee i~ Al

Wit. Aye, expciience. Why jends know that
thou hast been vne of the wickedes exer existed :
nay, raany whisper that thou art so that the alpak
of virtue which thou now wearest, is merely put o that
thov mayst sin the ware securely.

orm. An additional prqof of the injustics of man-

ki wbo are over ready to ciatc the mexit they are
upable to attain to.
Wit. Wel] said, Vawiﬂ hat is become of the

irl, Womt::gi shire that you were
fo kiod as fo release from ¢ve ah:wkla?;:" obedxggzouw, and

}rcan’ght wigh,y T
o (a ﬁgg@,m he know M M Sn‘,

the world-—
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Wit. Nay, nay, the world has done thee jusfiidithete—
it swears thou hast an admirable taste.

Jhorm. Psha, psha. 1f you will give ear to these ridi-
culous stories—I acknowledge bringing the girl to Lon~
dom, indeed ; but there was nothing cinntmal in the pro-
ceeding. »

# . Ciiminal ! no, no, that’s an ugly word—Claritas
ble, chaitable, call it—"twere pity that so much beauty
should be buried in the couutry, you know. Well, after
all, Wormwood, we men of pleasure, and the town, ate
infhmtely obliged to vou grave rogues for ovecasiemally
helping ns to a new {emale acquaintance : for as honest Ran-
gor observes, ¢ there is a degree of assurance in you modest
geutlemen, which we impudent fellows never cun come
up to.”

Worm. Well, sir, smce you arc thus bent against con-
viction, I shall not attemipt to undeciive you. 1 am net
the only man, who, while his charactcr 13 mjured, js not
permitted to justify himself.s

Wit. Nay, nay, thy general character is a very good
one; too good, egad. ‘There are many much bonditer
fellows who have not half so fair a name.

Worm. You would mstance yoursclf, perbaps, Iam
not to learn that the epithet honest 15 too frequently ill-be-
stvwed.  Honesty, acoordin; to the modern acceptation
of the word—

Wit. Well, well, 1 shall leave you to descant upon’ Ho-
nesty, while 1 practise it, so adieu. Come along, ’ﬂ ly.

. [Ereunt Wit. and Mod.
Enter LoveMore on the other sille.

Worm. Lovemore! But why that dejected air

Love. O, Wormwood ! 1 am the veriést wretch-—Aras
bella, the lovely, charming Ardbella, bas réfused to ljsten
to me; bat with an air gnd manuer that bes thade if
possidle, more ber ad . Admirer ! ’tis t00’ c dws'n
expression—1 adore heghiv: ‘ Ml

Worm. She iy ind womin, You rhest con&me
towdorerer. The more @ivent your adorstion, the sobner
yom may expect success, ¥ , .

Love. Success! T almost despeir of it; myy ig#hpp.
R Belvillels jeatousy, m.ﬂ.my for e, K waspi-
cious light on Belmou® _
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Worm. For that, my fuiend, you ae ind bted to me.
J fust anakened than.  [ndomg it 1 have a double mo-
tive. DBelnda must be mae.  Shc has & fine forume, [
stand in need of it. 1 know ber paitahity for Belimow
but, 1 hknow, hikewise, that she canupt brook didam.  Be
it mine, by som# foroed contnvance, to haop alive thew
suspicions, your's to suengthon them. o may we assist
each other.

Lote. Admitting tnt von effect the rum of Belmonr,
what hope have vou «f obtainmg Behada -

Horm. Why tast, tht fiom mv general good character,
her undle will be 1 hnca to favor e But by, Bioge,
my hoy, is whatamay help us mow buancss. (showr? a
lettery An mtercepted letter from Budmow to Boitas
and as there 18 nothing m 1t but what mav us well be up-
phed to one woman a» fo anothery myv mten'r n s to
change the cover, and at a proper oppu tumty fonward 1t
to Arabell..

Love. Admuable ' ‘This may be productive of precious
mischief.

Worm. 1 thiuk so. Bat T muet follow Witling. The
fellow has been blurtine out some unscasonhie truths,
which should they get wind, wall cortaanly rom m .

Love. Thenall 1« lost. Widing his the 1ancor of a die-
appointed prade ; and whatever the stones ae, will be
unhappy "ull he'has pubiishe Mhon.

HWearm. Never fear.  [lere’s tt shall bmd bim to -
crecy. (pownting Lo hes swerdy |tk I know my man,

. [Lve Worm.
Enter Cir1a1v Hancourr.

Lore. Jack Harcomt! Isit posaible? 1 am heartily
rejoiced at mevting you  When beleft Caleatta, [ hinle
imagined that you would <0 sovn have folloned me.  How
long have you venin England ?

Tar. Nemly six months.  Yef“you are the only pers
son who must know of my arval,’

Love. Indecd! why sor M

Ilar. 1 havetwo ar three redsons for wishing to re-
mam wcog. but privcipally fiom the followmg circuin-
stanog’s ‘yon musk kwotv thet the yonn: gentléman, my
fathrer, is desperafely in 1ove with Mehesa Melvilh, niy -
goddess, whom I accudentally saw a® an assembly # day ot
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two after my landing, and .to whom Sir Peter Positive, who
lives at yonder mausion, is guardian. N oo

Loze. | know he is—for that mansion likewise contaius
my goddess. What do you think of Arabella, Sir Peter’s
niece ! « »
 Har. A very fine girl abd a fine fortune,

Love. True! 1 know but litle, however, either of Sir
Peter &r his lady. Pray what sort of characters are they ?

Ilur. Whimsical enongh. My lady, who in her youth
was a first-ratc coquette, Imagines that no man can possi-
bly loek oun her without losing his heart: while Sir Reter,
who is a good deal older than his wife, is ever jealous of
her'to excess. But 1 am not personally acquainted with
either. s,

Loze. Does Sir Dcter encourage your father’s a
dresses ? . C

IHar. Warmly. 1 begin to suspect that therc are some
secret and underhand dealings between them, in regard to
Melissa’s fortune. -

Lore. Indced! That may-be worth inquiring into. -

flar. Certainly. But how have you sueceeded with
Sir Peter? .

Love. Why, ‘faith, my approaches must not-be made
directly to him, 1 fear be would not be much.incline(f to
favor me. ,

Har. Take my advice thetf} and appear particalar to bis
wife. Awaken his jealousy., It may forward your mar-
riage with his niece.

Love. Egad 'm obliged to you for the hint. My ser-
vant, Ilobert, is a keen fellow—he shall whisper some-
thing of the kind among Sir Peter’s people, it may reach
the ears of the knight, you know, . ;

Ilar. True. ‘Then will he be glad to get rid of you at
any rate: and marrying you to his niece, he may think the
sureat way. o s

Love. It has a face, I .confess. 1l about it instaptly.
But you will certajnly be ‘discovered. T

Har. O, no fear of that. I quitted England with:my
uncle when a child: and as I have resided i India.nearly
twenty yesws, my festures and complexion are $0 tatally
altered; that ] cannot possibly be; kngug by ahy gme, |
have taken the name. of: M oreton, and introduced myself to
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my father as the particular frieud of bis_som, who, as I
give him to understand, was, ‘on my leaving Calcfiita,
about twelve months since, in perfect health and spirits.
Love. Pleasant enough. o
Har. Yes; und bemg able t¢ give Mr, Harcourt a
favorable acconnt of Jack—of the ‘Captain—I have gained
his eutire contidence. e has informed me of bis amour;
and even requested my advice on the matter : little suspecte
ing that [ am at once u. rival and son. T
nque. Ha, ha! well 1 siucerely wish you success.
Pray, are you ever able to get asight of Mehssa ? ‘
Har. Very scldom. She scarcely ever makes her ap-
pearance at Sir Peter’s on account of some disagreement
Between herself and the nieces.  She is now at the house
of a female relation 11 the neighbourhood, where she is
€losely watched by order of her gnardian.

. Love. How then do you mean to procced ?

"Har. Why faith, [ am somewhat puzzled about it. 1
must, however, cndeavour to frichten my father from his
wmitended marriage ; for 1 have heard too much of his dis-

osition to think of reusoning with hira on the matter.

Jnder such circumstances, a hittle artitice may, 1 hope, be
pardonable. )

Love.. Certainly ; and you have cunuing enough for the
business, I warrant—"Tis wit at a venture—Farewel!
But not a word of ity attuchment o Arabella,

. [ Excunt severally.
[Enter BerviLie, Broryvour, aud MopeLy.]

Belv. Thank heaven, we have got rid of our imperti-
nents. And uow, my dear Belmour, inform me, [ intreat
you, how is my Arabclla—have you heard of her lately ?

‘Bel. Heard of her? Yes, and seen her too, almost
Qtofgy day dyring the last six months.

Jelv. Seen ler, say you? “ almost every day during the
List six mouths.”  Well, "Sir, and is she happy—is she in

th? e b

Bl Hum~Tolerable; aswell as a young lady can be,
whio has so Jang been deprived of her lover.

‘Belo.- Froge with fooling! Was she uneasy? did she
regiet nty abgenge, or call upon my name? 7 .
¥ -Bel. Your natne? O yos, -she sometimes mentioned it
imber'sleep. - * ¥ . T g
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. Bebo. Inher sleep! *Sdcath, Sir, what s it you mean ?

Bel. So, you are forming a thousand ridiculous con-
jectures, 1 warrant.  What an unhappy temper !~ per-
‘petually fretting yourself, and suspecting your mistress,
You weat abroad in thé*same state of mind, and now when
you arc returned, and ought to ask her forgiveucss for your
doubts and suspicions, you are instantly relapsing into the
same tnmanly folly. C o

Bely. Mighty well, Sir.  Yet do not misunderstand tnis;
if you have any desire that 1 should consider you as my
friend, Jet your attendance at Arabella’s be less frequent.

Lel. A pretty reasonable request!  But that it certainly
will not, Belville, for [ am attracted thither by a woman
not a whitinferior to Arabella.

Belr. 1 understand you, Sir. You would, no doubt,
nsinuate that your visits at her house are made in favor of
Belinda. 'The veil is too thin, Mr. Belmour, it is easily
seen through. [ can, however, boast of having one man
whose virtue 1 have experienced. On Lovemore 1 may
rely : yes, in hin, thank heaveu! 1 can confide.

[ Bait Belville.

Bel. And you will most certainly be deceived.

a perpetual self-tormentor !—But we had bettér follow,
and endeuvour to guard him against the machinations of
his friend. [ Exveunt Belmour and Modely.

SCENE IL

Enter ARABELLA aid BELINDA,

Ara. And is Belville really urrived, Belinda ¢

Bel. He is ; and will, no doubt, be shortly here:

dra. You think so? Then we'll plague him delightfully.

Bel. Sister, sister, yowll certainiy Jose him if you trifle
with his happiness so ungenerously.

Ara. Ungenerously ! What, after leaving me on such a
ridiculous pretence ! s0 absurdly jealous of half the town—
day after day solicitivg uew quarrels with the, after millions
of forgivenesses ot my part—Ungenerously?! Noyif |
suffer his temper to gain an entire ascendency over ki, it
will end, h’iyrmmy tome, I am c_lleitermiz“;’jill to flire wi]th

wery miie 1 koo, merely o make bim, g Jittle réasonible.
ﬂ(’@ﬁl" Iam ’mgwhat {loubt"fu of ihé%'forcé' of ‘the. re-
medy : but it's your business. aud so— :
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Ara. But you forget, my dear Arabella, that he is yet in
his noviciate. Hemust puss the customary time of probation,
youknow, before it can be permitted him to take the vows.

Bel. Nature, 1 am persuaded, pleads powerfully for
him iu your breast. Let, then, hitr arguments decide. the
cause. - :

Ava. Pardon me, Belinda, my cause is of some im-
portance. To trust to the pleadings of Nature alope, were
wowise; | have, therefare, called i the assistanee of Art,

Bel. | ruther conceive that you are employing Ast i
2pposition to Naturc ; and noi, as you W()ll’:]l inshinzate, in

er ail.

Ara. Well, well, you are counsel for Nature, and f am
the advocate of Art.  To which, you may ask, should we
trust i—7T'o neither, perhaps, separately ; united, however,
their pover may be gieat; but this is a matter which we
must leave to be settled by time.

[Enter SERVANT,

Serv. Mr. Belmour, Madam. ' ‘

Bel. Permit me, Madam, to introduce Mr. Witling to
you—t he pink of complaisance, and one of the first-rate
wits of the age.

.i -Ara. §am by no meansignorant of Mr. Witling's marit,
$ir, and shall be proud of being kuown to himn.

IWit. You do me intinite honor, Madam : the height of
my ambition i3 to be numbered amoug vour slaves; for ay
1 never had the’happiness of seeing you before, so 1 never
ull now saw perfect heauty. T

Ara. Vasly flattering—Prodigiously obliging iudeed.
This, Mr. Witling, is, I suppose, the preliminary com-
pliments ; the first essay of elcgant adulation.

Wit. O, by ro means; plain prose is much too humble
for introductory civility—No, Madam, that i> yet to come.
Here, indeed, 1s sogicthing more adequate to the occasion ;
allow me to present it—A small copy of verses, the pure
inspiration of your beauty. : .

Ara, What celchbrate my charms before ‘you had seen
me, Mi. Wilieg# | : .

Wit. O, Madam, report spoke loudly in your praise,
and [ Fave wo%i yped the echo. With Jour e v, L will
repeat them. (Redds affectedlyy . = *=77
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L]
# O Azabella ! loveliest of thy sex!
Form’d to torment usand perplex,
Accept this tribute ; which,
Although not sung in loh.v lays,
Yet, as it speaks ﬂrv beauty'’s ;’)mwe,
‘Fhe Bard esteems it—rich.
!Iuw d'ye like themn, Madam ¢

Ara. O, extravagantly ! ‘Truly elegant, upon my word

Bel. T he) are, indeed, Mr. Witling, Prior's ease wags
Waller’s softness,

Wi, Madam! “pon my s(ml I bheg your pardon: 1
have been sbiang (‘l\ imattentive —

Bel. luatteutive ! O, pray dont think of complimentin
me 5 the vorses are the most accommodating I ever lxe.mf
‘1 .‘:mwh vou addressed them to my sister, they’ll do just as
well for e, or any other lady.

Betm. tia, ha, Witling, yon are a lucky fellow: the
faches are contendmg for)ou already.  Each, you see, has
a desire 1o appropriate your verses to herself.

1. They are too good; too obliging, indeed. But
our society shall panegyrize them as they desepve.

Ara. Your society—Pray what society, Mr. Witling ?

#tit. O Lord, Ma’am, a hute hterary institution—
Billv Madrigal, Dick Distich, Jack Epigram, Sic Phelim
()’Satire, and myself. We have a weekly meeting, Madam,
to_propose subjects for the exercise of our genius. As
< rmcs too, we canry terror with us. Sometimes, indeed,
a writer will endeavour to shelter himself from our cens
sures, by dedicating his perfoymance to one of our mem-
bers, 'This, it is true, hus met w ith suecess : but if there
be any parhcular merit in the piece, we who act in the
double capacity of authors and critics, are under the ne-
cessity of crushing him.  The 1cason is obvious— But.mum
for that. Ina word we are the adiniration of those who
do not write, and the dread of those who do.

Beim.'Well, but when you really meet with excellence—

Wit. Excellence! Gad, if you come to thut, who shall
contend with us? O, Sir, when once we get among-your
wits without money, mzpudem rogues “ho have upthing
buy genius to recommend ’emn, then begins aur sport,
egad. Why ;there’s thllewu;, now —faj I -forgot to

mention Lim—-he, Sir, is at our head; he ﬁrst laid down
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that admirable rule, * that when weé must give praise, we
are to conclude it with a but.” -

Beim. Very ingenious, faith. -

Wit. Aye, and very convenient too, Sir; for it has all
the effect of damming, with the appearance of candor.

Belm. Right: and the poor devil of an aathor may not
unaptly be compared to Sisyphus; for whenhe has rolied the
stone to the top of the hill, slap come you, his evil genius,
and trondle it Jown again.

Wit. Just so, by Jupiter! Gad, you seem to conceive
these things. I’ll try to make you une of us; by the Lord
Harry, 1 will.

Belin. You are greatly obliging, Sir—(Speaks aside (o
Arabeila.) And yet my ambition—

[Enter SrrvanT.]
Baut let us go, Withng; there’s company.

* Ara. "Tis Belville, as L live!  Shall I see him, Sister ?
=1 think I wont—Yon may send him away. Yet, stay;
I think L will see him too—You may show him up.
¢Exit Servant) Belmour, you are not going ?

Belm. Mr. Witling and myself, Madam, have a par-
ticular engagement ; you must allow us to retire. (aside)
¥t were better that Belville should not ut the present mo-
snent find me here. '

Ara. Mr. Withing will make us Fappy by calling here
very frequently.

Hit. You @o me honor. I shall certainly profiy by
your indulgence, [ Excunt Witling und Belmour.

Ara. Whata conquest | have mader  But here comes
Belville—Now, Belinda!

[Futer BrrvinLe.]

Betv. (Eagerly seizing her hand.)My lif¢! my love !—

_Ava. (Coldly) Belviile so soun rcturned ?

Bely. Can my so speedy rcturn be disagrecable to
Arabella? ' R ‘

Ara. Noj; only a little unexpected. Well, but the
curiosities ; the petits bijoux ; the forcign trinkets ; where
wre they —1I am all impatience till I sce ‘em. -

Belv. Ridiculous, to talk of such trifies at so interesting
a meetiag.. 5 s

Ara. So you'afe rcturmed from Paris ‘without having
brought a single article as a testimony of your esteem,
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or that might have assisted in increasing mine ? an admir-
able lover, 1 must confess.

Belr. s it possible that you can be seriously offended,
and on so absurd a pretence i—If instead of eagerly re-
turuiug to you, I had protracted my stay in the search of
baut.les —

Ara. Vastly well, Sir—You upbraid me with a want
of scnse, because 1 am good-natured enouyh to inform
you of your neglect.  Why, Modely, now-—he was gone
just the same time that you were, and he could find op-
portinity.

Bele. Modely, Madam?

Ara. Yes, Modely, Sir. Don’t you kinow the gentle~
man:

Boso. Perfectly well, Madam; aud you are not unac-
quainted with hum, 1 find.

Ara. Far from it, I assure you, Sir. Lord, he is the
most agreeable creature.—Then his manuer of presenting
any thing is so engaging, that I vow, Belinda, had 1 not
even been prejudiced i lus favor, 1 could never have re-
sisted the 1emptation.

Bel. Do not be dismayed, Mr. Belville. This is only
one of Arabella’s whims—Dby way of trial, as she terms
it.

Belo. True, Madam, to try if [ am really the infatu-
ated slave whom she imagines me to be, .

Ara. Well, Sir, since you have so sagaciously disco-
vered the experiment, I must request the favor that you
will instantly leave me. )

Belv. If, Madam, 1 imagined you sincere, no power on
earth should keep me.

Ara. Sincere! Did I ever give you any reason to doubt
of my sincerity?

Belv. After your late behaviour, how can you, Aras
bella, ask me such a question?

Ara. But if | say that such is my pleasure—If I declare,
on any occasion, that such is my will— .

Belv. Right, Madam—a « Woman’s will,” and this,
no one, I presume, must oppose. .

Ara. What, you are for arguing; for reasoning, I sup-
pose. O, I detesta reasoning man! What, to havea con-
fident creature come to one with a why and 3 wherefore

No. X1II. N. Br, Th. Yor. IV. D
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about every little, trifling—shocking! Nay, 1 positively
insist on it, that he who has the presumption to style him-
self a lover, has nothing to do with teuson.

Belv. Faith, Madam, I begiu to thisk you right ; and
the attachment which | have shewn towards you, after re-
peated ill-usage, will no doubt convince you that 1 am
totally deprived of mine.

Ara. O, by no means :—for the countinually subject-
ing me to your petulance and ill-humour is surely a proof
of your having recovered it.

Belv. Merely my lucid intervals, Madam.

Bel. Admirably rallied, Mr. Belville.

Ara. Yes, he's a pleasant creature, to be sure. (discon-
certed.)

Belv. Provoking and deceitful woman! (walds agi-
tated.) g

Ara. Wherefore those epithets, Sir?  When an enemy
yields, ill treatment is ungenerous. Spare your reproaches,
Belville, we are on the point of parting, cudeavour then
to forget me—for your forgiveness | caunot sue.

Belv. Transporting woman! Do you then coufiss
you've done me wrong ? (running (o take ker hand.)

Ara. Done you wrong! 1s the man mad? Really,
actually, absolutely mad? T positively do not understand
you, Belville.

Belv. Did you not this very moment insinuate that it
would be a virtue in me to endeavour to forget, what you
very justly imagined I could not forgive ?

Ara. Did 1, Belinda?

Bel. You did, my dear.

Ara. Lord, how shocking'—1 hardly know how to
think T could be so ridiculous. Well, Sir, 1 sincercly ask
your pardon, for I certainly must have been thinking of
something else. (witk seeming indifference)

Belv. This is not any longer to be borne. Now,
Madam, if it is in your sex’s wiles to bring me back, I
will ackuowledge myself the most abject slave on earth.
(going) . : ,

Ara. O, Belinda! (leans on Belindu, seemingly ready
fo swoon.)

Bel. (aside) Surely that is unaffected. My Arabella!

speak to me, my love,
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Ara. (recovering, and with the same indifferent air as
before) Belville here still '—I thought you had been gone.

Belv. Gone! could you imagine me so insensible, Ara-
bella, as to have left you in that state when I was myself
the cause ?

Ara. Yoursclf the cause! mimitable! And had you
vanity enough to imagine that I was actually about to
swoon?

Betv. Henceforward I shall not give credit to my own
senses. Bclinda, your most obedient. [Exit.

Ara. Ha! Not so much as an adieu.

Bel. You have shot, I fear, the arrow beyond the
mark. If you should lose him, sister?

Ara. Lose him! No, no, 1 have too fast hold of his
heart, depend upon it.

Bel. You are pretty confident, my dear. But what
in the nume of wouder could induce you to make him be-
lieve your emotion but pretended, when you were really
so sensibly affected ¢ '

Ara. [ would not have had him thought otherwise for
the universe. [le has deserved this treatment; all, and
ntinitely more. You wouldu't advise me, 1 suppose, to
fly into the arms of that mun whose own foolish conduct
has been the occasion of all our uneasiness? No, no, it
must not be.

Bel. Well; but supposing he should return, do you
ever intend to marry him ?

Ara. What a question! Lord, my dear, how can I
possibly tell you what | dont know myself.

Bel. If you are undetermiued with respect to Belville,
what do you think of Modely

Ara. Um—auothing particular.  He is an agreeable,
lively sort of fellow, and therefore I like his company.
Liberty of spcech, you know, 1 grant him.

Bel. Aud he makes pretty good use of it. There's
Witling too, how d’ye like him ¢

Are. O, beis quite out of the question in a serious
way: a perfect Narcissus; litle better than a fool.
Modely, ndeed, has somewhat of the fop in his compo-
sition ; but he is really a man of sense.

Bel. There is Lovemore likewise.

dra. Aye,; there indeed 1 am puzzled how to act.
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The wretch is eternally pestering me with his love. He
thiuks 1 hate Belville.  "T'he only way to free myself from
his importunities will be by undeceiving him in that parti-
cular.

Bel. What, you mean to undeccive him then by imme-
diately marerying Belville

Ara. Lord, my dear, you have the strangest notions—

Bel. Why, S Peter has insisted on it.

Ara. And therefore it is the less hhcly to take place;
for whatever Sir Peter has to offer. my Lady will assur-
cdly opposeat; thus I gam time, which s all 1 have to
wish. [ shall teaze this Bilville out of his follies 1 war-
rant. A httle of your assistance, however, may be neces-
sarv.  But sce, sir Peter 15 coming this way, argung
with my Lady most deterimnately.  "They are bickering
and suapping at each other, every step they come. Fet us
avoid them: at least ull 1 can disclose 'my scheme for
managing Belville.

Mark me, Belinda, study well my plan,
So shall you humble proud, imperious man. [ Ezeunt.
Euter Sig Perer and Lany PosiTive.

Lady. Very fine, St Peter! very pretty ! you and your
I:a\vyer yonder, plotting and caballing agaist my poor
niece.

Sir P. Why, you are actually distracted, Lady Posi-
tive. Have 1 not given proot of my affection for your
niece—am | not desirous of having her happily married ¢
and do you call that plotting against her ? ’

Lady. Certainly, Sir Peter.  Donw’t you perceive that
the child has aversion from marriage; an absolute anti-
pathy to the wedded statc?

Sir P. Poo, pvo, never tell me of antipathies. Why
sohad |—1 am sure | had a morial antipathy to marriage,
till you forced me into it.

dy. Force you! 1 force you! You who have been
for hours dying (as 1 thought) at my feet.

8ir P. Aye, aye, | remember onc, indeed.

Lady. O, youdo! Vowing and piotesting.

Sir P. Yes, yes, [ cannot deny that. 1 shall never
forget it; the rental of your estate was lying by your side.
You were determined to win me, 1 suppose, and there-
fore made a full display of all your charms.
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Lady. Thou slandcrer! But this, perhaps, is to pass
for wit ? .

Sir P. Nay, my Lady, you succeeded to admiration.
Yes, I was prodigiously smitten with your beautiful pair
—of tile-deeds. ‘The complesion of that skin — of
parchment—was irresistible.  What mortal could with-
stand such wonder-working instruments.— Damn it—they
conveyed away my heart, as ghbly as the lands and tene-
ments of your Ladyship’s estate.

Lady. Trator! And is thus the end of all your flattery ?
Did not you compare my eyes to—to—1I forget what, and
my cheeks to vermilion?

Sir P. Well, Ludy Positive, and if I did, that was
no such flattery. | take it \here wus pretty nealy as
much sincerity m the compliment as the color.

Ludy, Mahicious wretch! How often have you sworn
that you prized mc above all the wealth in the universe.
Nay, did you not even rail against riches, and call my
mouey dnt?

Sir P. 1 did so. aund rightly too: for almost all your
possessions lay i land, vou know.

Lady. Vastly well, Sir.  "This you call raillery, T sup-
posc.  You may thik to triumph in every thing; but
Arabella and | will oppose your precious scheme of wed-
ding her to Mr. Belville, I give you my word.

[Enter AraBELLA and BELINDA.]

Bel. (tuking Luady Positive aside) Come, come, my
dear aunt, you should sometimes yield a little to Sir
Peter. °

Ara. (to Sir Peter who appears veved) But yon
should certainly allow my Lady an opinion in these mat-
ters, Sir Peter.

Sir P. Why so 1 do. She might always give her opi-
nion, if she would but let me have my own way.

Ara. Your own way! aye, there it is now ; but you
should vccasionally condescend—e

Sir P. Condescend! Why zounds, so I do. For ex-
ample now, I condescended to defer your marriage till to-
morrow on purpose to oblige her.

Ara. My marriage, Sir?

Sir P. Ybur marriage! Yes, Madam, your marriage.
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Pray what have you to say; what have you to object to
that?

Ara. Nayv, nothing more, Sir Peter, than that the con-
sent, the agreement of the parties is generally requisite oa
such occastons.

8ir P. Consent! aye, aye. But you may use yoar
pleasure as to that.  We will not quarrel about forms,
my dear.

Ara. What a tyrant—But you will allow me time to
consider the matter, Nir Poter,

Sir P, Certainly, cartainly.  Time! why voull have
all the evening, cluld, and all night to consider about it.
Odsbud, time sufficient, 1 thiik, for such a matter,  But
go—retire with your sister, and remember, my dear, that
I espect a compliance with my will.

[Fit Arar. and Brois,
Serzant announces Devuon.]

Sir P. O, Mr. Pemur, vou are opportnnely come.
Now thien, since vou will oppose me in every thmg, Lady
Positive, [ am determined that the wrnings shall be im-
mediately produced, and the blanks filled up.

Lucy. And I am determmed that they shall net, Sir
Peter.  Perhaps my niece 1s unwilling to marry the man
you have chosen for her: nay, perups it 15 impossible
she cver should marry bim. Besides, you very well
know, that you have not, i fact, the smallest controul
over her.

Sir P. Indeed! I have some controul over my money,
however; that will not prdve refractory, | behieve.

Dem. Well; but my Lady secms to hint at an impossi-
bility. O, if there is any impedimentum, as we say who
study the law, that is quite another matter.

Sir P. Impossibility—Why where’s the impossibility
of a girl of twenty marrying a man of five-aud-twenty?
But if you can prove it either by law or logic, pray do.

Dem. But how am [ to act in this busincss, Sir Peter?

Sir P. Why, according to my instructions, to be sure.

Dem. Well, then, to bll up the blapks. The lady's
name I think is—but 1 am afraid it will be a non-suit.

; . LI
What is your opinion, my Lady?
* . Lady. O, without doubt, Mr. Demur—Luce clarius.
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8ir P. No, no, Mr, Demur—'tis neither Eucy, mor
Dolly, wor auy such foolish nume.  Lucy Clarus, indeed !
‘I'he real names are George Belville and Arabella More-
land, so down with ’emn, and hold your tongue, Lady
Positive.

Lady. *Tis you who should be silent, Sir Peter, I
am absolutely ashamed of you. Your ignorauce is aston-
ishing !

Dem. You misconceive my Lady, Sir Peter. She
would only insinuate that we have got upon wrong
ground ; that we have no right in us, as we say who study
the law.

Str P. Aye; but “ might overcomes right,” as we
say who study the world. Eh, Master Demur?

Demn. Sometimes.  But the experiment is a little dan-
gerous. I can cite you a case, Anno primo Georgii
1L

Sir P. (aside) O, the devil! If he comes to his law-
cases, I shall never get nd of im.  No, no, not now,
my good friend—1 will not trouble you now.

Lady. He is in a precious humour. Come, Mr.
Demur, we had better leave bin to ponder on the case.

[Exeunt Lapy and DEMur.

Sir P. They call me obstinate, tyrannical, dogmati-
cal, and I know not what; but good discipline makes
good soldicrs, and if the head of a family would wish
to find respect, he must keep the lesser members of it in
a proper subordination. [ Lait.

ACT II.
SCENE L
Futer Lucy on one side, OLp HARCOURT on the other.

Lucy. Ha! here comes old Mr. Harcourt, and to in-

uire, I warrant, after his dear.
Odd. 11. Well, Lucy, what news from the lovely Me-

lissa? Any hopes? )
Lucy. Why, Sir, I would not absolutely discourage you,

and yet there is an obstacle—
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Ol/d H. An obstacle? What obstacle? It shall be
instantly remuved.

Lucy. That may be rather difficult, sir. THer objec-
tion 18 to your age : but we shall be able to get over it, I
believe.

Ofd H. My good girl! And were you lavish in my
praise !  Did vou set forth all my good qualitics—the
mildness, the tenderness of my disposition f—

Luey. O! yes, sir; and highly extolled your munifi-
cence. I boldlv maintained that you have the spirit and
generosity of a prince,

0ld H. Aye, uye, and vet—however, you are evidently
ardent in my cause—so, there’s a shiliing as u reward for
your atteniions to me, and when 1 have marricd Melissa,
you shall have another.

Lucy. I really know not how to thank you, sir. But
what wus I saying ?—O, the spirit aud geunerosity of a
prince. (twirling the shilling in her hand.)

Ofd I1. ¥ay no more, suy no more. [ do not desire
any particular acknowledgments, It is given for value re-
ceived.  You have shown a grcat deal of cleverness in the
business ; and I like to encowage merit.

Lucy. (aside) So it appears, indeed. (egain playing
with the shilling) "The spinit and gen—

Ortd 1. Well, well, but there was no occasion to talk
of that. [t may fill her head with such an idea of extra-
vagance that—

Luy. Extravagance! O, not at all, sir, as you shall
judge. Here are the conditions on which she is willing to
become your wife. (reads a paper) A country-seat, an
elegant town-house, a coach and chariot for her own use,
a thousund a year pin-money, and that her jointuie, as she
expects, no, no, feurs——aye, fears was the word—as she
fears, I suy, that she may one day become a widow ; that
her jomture shall he settled at three thousand a year more,
Nothing extravagar.t here, § think—oderate as one could
wish.

Old H. Moderate! why zounds, I don’t expend above
five hundred a year, and yet [ have every thing as comfort-
able, uye, and as fonvenient too—

Lucy. Comfortuble and convenient! O, lud, lud, you
baven’t a proper notion of things, Your lady, sir, has
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taste, a truly fine taste. She will introduce you to the
beau monde.  You will have colonels and captains at your
breakfast table—

Old H. (uside) Ay, and at my dinner table too—

Lucy. O, there’s another thing. She says you must
positively purchase a title.

Old H. A what? atitle?

Lucy. Yes, str, a title.  She wishes you to be made a
Lord ; but if that can’t be managed (though its pretty easy
now-2-days) why she’ll be content with a baronetase.

Ofd H. Zounds! has she a mind to ruin me before
marringe.  Why, what the devil—

Lucy. Ruin! what a wad! Lord, sir, one would
imagiie you lived in Cheapside, and that yon were fearful
of kiuting your ciedit, or youwr character.

Old H. teyday! how the girl prates—why, zooks,
wistress, Is no one but the trader, think you, solicitous
about his credit # his chalacter ?

Lucy. Certainly not, sir.  Did you cver hear a man of
fashion talh about bis ciredit? his characteri QO dear,
sir, there's no such word in the fine gentleman’s vocabu-
lary, belicve me.  But you we alarmed, 1 find, at the ex-
pense.  Suppose we comipound the matter with her, and
mahe you a simple hnight.

Qld I1. Ycs, and a damned simple one I should be.

Lucy. O fye,sir.  You who aie so greatly admired by
your mistress. What a charming fcllow ! eaclaimed she,
so sprightly, so gallant, aund then Le says so mauy soft
things—

Old H. Soft things—yes,"I was always famous for
those—every body knows that.

Lucy. But 1 had nearly forgot. Above all she iusists—
0, lud, as 1 live and breathe hee cowes Captain More-
ton.

Old I1. All the better. I mean to consult him on the

business.
[Enter Youne HarcourT.]

He will favor me with his opiuion like a true friend—I
ain sure he will

Har. That you may depend on, sir. My regard for
honest Jack will prompt me to that.

Lucy, Well then, sir, above all things she insists
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that on some pretence or other, you immediately disin-
herit your son.

Old II. What, Jack? Disinherit Jack—no, no.  Yet
he has been long in India, and by this time, | suppose, is
as rich as Creesus. Bt then if he should return, as many
an houest fellow has done, no richer that he went?  Ave,
that may be, faith—no, no, I can never think of disinhenit-
mg Jack, no, no.

Lucy. Mighty well, si.  Then you must think no
more of the ladv-—

Old 1. Bat how the deuce, and uwith any show of
reason, can L carty it o the eve of the world ?

Lucy. n the « ve of the world—- ), is that all, i 2 Why,
let mne sce: I think we might—Dhut thea vou mus hand-
somely reward me. 1 think—that 1s, it yor and { were to
lay our heads tocethier, sir—yes, I really think we might
tramp up something about his illegiizacy.  You take
me, sir?

Old 11, Hiegitimaey ! Why what the devil! Sct
about bastardizng my son.

Laey. P.mlun me, sir, but you express the thing a little
too rudely. ‘Fheie’s nothing wncommon in the practice,
believe me ; and as you me to Le so great a gainer by your
marriage with Mdlisaa, win—

Old 1. Gamer! pho, pho, yon misuke the matter ¢n-
tirelv.  Sir Peter has msisted, on wecount of the largeness
of my estates, that the lady’s fortune shall be scttled wholly
on herself,

Lucy. 1 know, 1 know. |, Butlam speaking of the hap-
piness vou are to gain, and ot of the monev.  Mercitul
heaven! what is fortune, what is wealth, when compared
with the possession of so beauteous a creature,

Old Hl. Why yes—but then to stigmatise his mother,
and my wife asa-—

Laucy. Hold, hold,—no ugly expressions, T desive.  In
my ardor to serve you, 1 did not sufficiently consider the
consequences. Butstay, Sir, stay.  There 1s another, and
perhaps a better way to bring the matter about; von may
remember, Sir, that at the buth of your son,—-—ui honest
Jack, (winks at Hgr.) my mother was the narse. Now
with her assistance—and 1 am very confident she would
be ever ready to do a good-natured thing,-—with her assist-
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ance, I say, it would not be very difficult to prove him to
be a changeling.  You couceive me, Sir?

Iar. (aside) The jade! She has a mind to prove the
old gentleman a changeling, it would seem. towever,
as the girl has only iny success with Meclissa in view, 1
will at present submit to her humor.  She has much viva-
city, with a cunning which fits her admiably for the ma-
nagement of an amonr. It may not be amiss, at the same
time, to se¢ how my honored father will bebave on this
notable proposition.

Lucy. There, Sir,—you find how perfectly, how conr-
pletely 1 can manage for you.—Youwr mistress will be
eratified : the honor of yourself and ludy will be nicely
preserved, (whicly it is true, would not have been the case
m what 1 first propeunded to you,) winle the world, which
vou are so much afraid of, will, mstead of blaming, highly
commend you, for thus gettng rid of a scemingly suppo~
sititious child.

Old. H. Why, vou are an admirable contriver, Mrs.
Lucy—an excellent plotter, 1 must confess. But your
health and spirits are such, that every thing is easy 1o you,
1 suppose.

Liucy. Health and spirits! alas? Sir, how little do you
know me. A year ago, indeed, Lucy was gayest of the
gay ; but ever since the moment, the unfortunate moment
that the archin wounded me—Q), that urchin, that urchin.
—1 was walking i the ficld by the side of our house, Sir,
when my eye first met

Old H. Poor gitl, poor gigl! you must be more upou
your guard-—the hedge-hog 1s a very

Lucy. Sir! hedge-hog!—Q, I comprehend, 1 recollect
—“ wchin or hedge-hog,”—the terms are used indiffe-
rently in Zoology.—But, Sir, ha! ha! ha! you have
made a curious kind of mistake here.—The urchim I was
telling you of, is the httle god of love.

Old H. 'The little god of love! then why the deuce
didn’t you say so—why do you go about with me thus—
why not speak to be understood ?

Lucy. Lord, 5ir,—1 spoke plain enough, I am surc—
(aside) This old man is so exceedingly ignorant, that there
is scarcely any possibility of conversing with him. le
knows no more about Cupid than 1 do of the mau in the
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moon.—The ancient Mythology, indeed, is wholly un-
kuown to him : he is little read in poetry; and if [ use
any thing hhe a figurative language, he understands me as
niuch as | should an Egypuan hieroglyphick. (A4loud)
Well, Sir, what have you to say to my scheme ¢

Ord. [f. 1 camot think of it.—For as he is unquestion-
ably m; law hul heipem—

Luiy. Lav:tul bieir! jiminy, jiminy, how you provoke
me! Shall « tnfle like this be set in opposition to the
force of love?  (unia vincit amor, as the poet says ; and
which i Eanglish means—that is, as Mr. William, (he
was bred at Oxford) informs me—** Love subdues pretty
girls,” and this, Tndeed. he kindiy taught me long ago.

Har. And you, Mrs Lucy, are sensible of his kind-
ness ? you have protited by s lessous, no doubt——

Lucy. Somcthing of a smattering, Sir.  But 1 could
tell both him and you, that this same Cupid conquers
pretty gentlemen, too— lece signm (aside, and pointing
to Oid /1)) ns my Adonis would say.

Gld 11. A vory gallant, a fine-spirited fellow, this Mr.
Wiilam.

Lucy. O, incomparably so. 1 do really thiuk lic is the
gailuntest—that s, next to yourself, sir—yes, sir, next to
you, I do really th.nk that he is the gallantest man in the
kmgdom. But I will give you an istance—you must
know then that I ain to be numbered among the elegant
few, who

¢ In trim gardens take their pleasure,”
as Milton so exquisitely has it ; and that 1 have formed
on the brink of our canal at Positive-place, one of the
charmingest parterres in the world. Now, I was latcly
amusing myself by transplanting, into this parterre, that
beautiful little flow cr called Venus’s looking-glass. Well,
Sir, at the very momeut of doing this, Mr. William came
up, and seeing what | was about, he declared, and in «
tone and marmcr theatrically delightful ; he declared, ¥ say,
with o truly histrionic air, that the name which had been
given to the flowret was no way fitting, and that it could
ouly helong to the strcam, the translucid stream over
which I was bending, and which reflected the image of
my enchanting self. ‘There, Sir—what d'ye say to that,
Sir? If the ¢ Academy of Compliments,” (and the volume
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is to'be found, 1 believe, in my library) if the academy
of compliments exhibits any thing equal to it, 1 will for-
feit my life.

Old H. Very prettily—very handsomely said, indced.

Lury. Yes, Sir,—and [ wish you had an opportunity
of showing off with Melissa, in a like kind of way. It
would go near to clench your business, 1 believe: for she
is exttavagautly fond of praise. I had a plau indeed, to
bring lLier to the. very spot I have been telling you of.—
*he to be employed in precisely the same manner that [
was, while you were to be accidentally passing at the time.
You might even have repeated the very words of my ina-
morato :—the couceit would not have disgraced you in
the least—A second-hand coinpliment, it is true; but
that was of liule consequence, as it would only have
been known to ourselves. 'I'his, I say, wus my intention
—no bad coutrivance—and 1 should certainly have given
iteffect. Bat as my mistress had been complaining of your
want of kindness towards her, and as she had of late
appearcd very much dejected therefrom, 1 was fearful of
proceeding in the matter, Sir;—Ilest at sight of the
water, she might in despair have beeu led to drown her-
solf, Sir.

0ld 11, Bless me, bless me, that would have been a
melancholy event, indeed.

Lucy. Very, Sir: and as it was so likely to happen,
vou will, I am sure, commend my prudence for not bring-
mg her in the way of temptation, Sir.

Old H. Ah, Lucy,—you are a true friend—

Lucy. So you will say byg and bye, Sir, when you
know all my projects. He seems highly delighted, and
if fortune favors me, I may be rewarded with another
shilling. Well, Sir, 1 once more ask you, will my ser-
vices be accepted, as I have proposed, or not?

Old H. 1 must answer you as before: for since I do
not see the necessity—

Lucy. Mighty well, Sir. Then as [ have already told
you, you must think no more of the Lady.

O/d 1. No!=—But does not nature dircct me in the
care of my son?

Lucy. Nawre! fiddle-de-dee—a poor sneaking crea-
ture whomx nobody knows: and then for beauty=—=hiah '—e
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In fine, Sir, Nature is only to be admired when  trickt
and flounc’t ” by her handmaid art,—witness the Hottentot
Venus before she has strung on her beads, or the toast of
the day before she has put on her rouge. But you must
list my instructions, Sir, or I have positively done,—
ha tibi erunt artes, that is, (as you know who tells me)
“ these are love’s pranks, and these you must play.” Yes,
Sir, it is to art and art alone that we should trust : it is
by that we succeed in the world—

“ Seamen by sailing arts their vessels move,

“ Art guides the chariot: art instructs to love.”

So says Mr. Ovid, Sir; and whatever may be thought
of him inregard to other matters, m  our affairs he must
be admitted as a competent judge.

Old 11. Certainly, certainly. But why disiuherit Jack?
Why does vour mistress insist on that ¢

Lucy. What a question! Why, that you may make the
more ample provision for her children to be sure.

Old Ii. 'That 1 may make the moie ample provision
for—for—her—hey ? (stnmmering.)

Lucy. That is, for your other children. You under-

stand me ?
Old H. Other children—Why zounds, I have no child

but Jack.

Lucy. Aye; but those you are tv have, I mean.  You
must have others, you know.

Ofld 1. Eh? must. True, true, the children I am to
have—rvery true.

Lucy. Yes, Siv, they will certainly come—you may
depend on that. .

Old Il. You think so?

Lucy. O, quite sure of it, Sir; and must be provided
for.

Hare. Right, Lucy, right—they must be provided for.
(Aside.) So now to put his fatherly affection to the test.
€to Old H.) Aund as to Jack, he is rich enough, I war-
rant.

Old H. No doubt, no doubt. But though Mrs. Lucy
thinks so lightly of the matter, wont it appear plaguy
unnatural ?

Harc. Not ab all, Sir—not at all. Self is the first

eonsideration with every maa,
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Old H. Very true. But then I have so great a regard
for him : so very particular an affection that—

flarc. No question, Sir. 1 never doubted it. Yet
my regard for him is infinitely superior to yours, believe
me.

O/d I1. Hev, what? your regard for him infinitely
superior to mine—How the devil can that be ?

Har. Pardon me, Sir, but I am more attached to him
thun to any man on earth. | think him—he is—

Cld 11. Say no more, say no more, I have always
had a favorable account of him, it is true. Yes, yes,
Juck’s well enough to be sure.

lare. Well enough! Sir, 1 know more of bim than
youdo Vel enough! In my opinion he is not to be
cqualled 1 love, reverence, aud esteem him in so high &
degree that—

O/d 11. Hold, hold, you grow estravagant. 1f Jack
were present, he would blush to hear you.

Hur. Blush! you surely forget, Sir, that he was born
m Tipperary.

O/d 11. 't hat’s true, faith.

fur. Yes, yes, 1 am tolerably well acquainted with
vour son’s history—a pretty close friend—he never bad a
thought concealed from me.

Old 1. Nota thought concealed from you ? The devill
1 didu’t think you were so intimate as that, I must con-
fess. .

1Tar. Intimate! O, dear Sir, Jack aud I have but ove
heart, one soul.,

O/d 1. One heart, one souh Gad, youll endeavour
to persuade me bye and bye, 1 suppose, that you have but
one body.

Har. No, no, Sir, 1 must not go so far as that, no,
no.

Lucy. (to Old I1.) Well, Sir, what is your determina-
tion 7 Melissa will grow impatient.

O/d H. Why, really, Mis. Lucy, your Lady'is so very
extravagant in her demauds, that ! caunot immediately
come 10 a determination. Buot 1 will return to Sir Peter,
and consult him on the matter. Captain Moreton, your
servant. [ Erit Old Harcourt,

Har. Well, Lucy, shall we succeed ?
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Lucy. No doubt of it, Sir- The pretended extrava-
gance of Melissa will prove an excellent choke-pear.
But if you have a mmd to banter the old gentleman
a little, you have the finest opportunity on the world.
He has lutely purihased a captainev in the what-dye-call-
um militia (a 1edcoat, you know, for the Ludes!) and
this very cvening puiposes visiting his mistress in a mili-
tary dress.

Har. A soldier! Ha! ha! ha!

Lucy. Yes, Sir, and a ternble figure he mahes. I assure
you. The enemn, at sight of him, would take to his
heels, 1 am sery sure.

Har. Well said, Lucy. Egad, I'll follow the captain
to Sir Petei’s. and under the pretence of not knowing
him—you guess the rest ?

Lucy. Ycs, yes—away, away. [Exeunt severally.

SCENE IL

Enter AranerLa, followed by LovimMoRreE.

Ara. Again this impertinent intrusion.  leave me,
Sir! Is this your boasted friendship? this the man in
whom Belville places an entire confidence?

Lovem. 1f, Madam, the crucl desting of my friend
denies him that happiness which he has so long sought
after, does it consequently follow that I should be alike
unhappy ?

Ara. This, from any other than Mr. Lovemore, were
pardonable ; and permit me to assure you, Sir, that had I
even entertained for you the greatest partiality, this trea-
chery towards a man so eéminently your friend, would have
driven you from my thought for ever.

Lovem. Believe me, Miss Moreland, when 1 declare
to you that 1 have concealed the growing passion as long
as it was in my power ; and as | foresaw the utter impos-
sibility of your union with Mr. Belville, ventured to de-
clare my sentiments.—1f [ have offended, demaud an
expiation, and if you do not find me the most rej:cutant
criminal—

Ara. The only expiation I require, Mr, Lovemore, is,
that you would forgo your selicitations. The virtues of
Mr. Belville raist lam, in my opinion, so far above all
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other: men,, that 1 esteem him infipitely more Ml kwc
words to give it utterance, -

. My em,,.Madam,natiemcqual mm
—~this- dawill- dare veature toafipm, Hﬁlmgm
tv meyindeed, the. fruest,. Kindest friend.

Are. Aud yot;8ir, burw would you repay. lmn?

Lovem. Spure, in pity sparg, me.  Yet I love ym,
Madam, aud:te such ¢xcess, that could.1 but obtain from
you um 1 would.not hepitute to break all other ties,

JHOLS. coutession, Mr. Lovemore.
It is, howemmnﬁ from captivating. me, that 1 cannot
but abhor the. person whose-mmd is »0 degenerate.

Lovem. 1 pretend uot to exculpate my-elf, entirely,
Mudam. Yet when a sincere affection has taken pos-
session of oue’s breast, it is not an easy watter to subdue
it.

Ara. 1 concur with you in those b(.‘u[lnlf.‘llts, Sir; and
give you for answer, that Mr. Belville is the man whos.
happiuess or misery must be mine.

Lovem. Madam'!

Ara. What 'k tell you, Sir, is true; and though my
conduct may have appeargd rather extraordipary, thig de-
claration will, 1 hope, suftice for you.—After.so much
candor on my side, I trust you wsl be as generous on
yours.

Lovem. T understand y{m, Madam, and ﬂl at Jeast
endcavour— ...

Arg. In doing which, ‘M. Lovemore, yﬁu an
not ouly my thanks, but praise.

Lozem, Bukdo you thmk Miss Moreland, thaj; I M
receive the praise of vih mang such a sacnﬁee»i

Ara, Most assuredly, Sir: sacrifices at the shrine bf
fuendshlp are of late become so rave, that you camnot fail
;)f meetiug with the approhntton of the virtupus few at
east. .

Lovem. Yet, Madam, how arduouszs the tnsk ?

" Ara. If so, Sn it will redound the more tg your honor.
Come, come, Mr. Lovemore, when you have practised a
little in the school of virtug; ity rules will becoine familiar
to you. . Konsider, Sir, haw insurmountable is the obstacle:
thal you ute ste endeavouring to gain a heart already given to
sov-—dibll to wliom 7—~-to Mr. Belville. Deceive not,

Vor.IV. W. Br. Th. No. XIIL ) A
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then, Uit man , believes youste. b&mmxﬁy his
fnend’ as T knﬁw i 00 e yOUrs. . « s, gp Ao i ¢ gt °
“ Fopew. . T ami now convinced, LM,MM 1
have' ‘bath lmwﬂ*youv ot as: . wes ignosint of
your aitac ment. to Mr. Belville, my condluitis not-aiwo-
T 80 metausablz as it-otherwise might-have besa.. ..

Ara. | blame you not, on,my .past, Sir, but-on-gous
friend’s ; ’ds he whiom you have wronged, notme. s .

Lover. .Repentance, Madam, seldom comes -teolate.
T how bebold my folly, nuy, my. nmebeti'm wall-have
it o, it such an odious light, that if a life devoted to the
servige of you and Mr. Lelville will in any measure atone—

Ara. Say uo more, Mr. Lovemore;- 1 shall . rely
entirely on your bonor.er Be}wl}e 18 totally nnuqmlated
with this affuir ; aud if it is iu my power to keep it-4rom
his knowledge, you may rest assured 1 will.

Lazven. Your gencroug behavtgur, Madam, overwlmlms
nie with confusion.

" dra. Remember, Mr. Lovemme, that 4t is not whelly
disinterested.

Lovem. 1 have the greatest reason to imagine, Miss
fﬂoreland. that if it were, you would, notwuhmmdmg, act
n the sﬁne ingennous manver, . .

Ara. T am obliged to you for your good opinion, how-
ever, Sir ; but you must absolutely promise me not to ae-
quaint B with my sentiments in his favor.

Lovem, mﬁ may command sse, Madam. Yet tobave

nger of such agreeable news, would have
glven me infinite pleasure.

#pa. 1. have_particular yeapons for-wishing It to be
ﬁ@ﬁt sacret, at 1888fo0!‘ the pmm =Mz, davemore,
our servant. v fEaxit Argbella.

Lavenm. @dm‘) Wj;at an, ammble woman! “Tis i »aim
to stiuggle with my xpassmn-—Yet, Belvxlle—-would to
g 4hadneve; wo bhim! a i “

el

,‘h\;‘

nter Mo mzur*] thw
d ‘ot expect to see.. you two
mdﬁﬁ %'? w loug have you been here ? i
ﬂ i"vwae , Tqmwzd :Parig- with some:pigret ;
biit s mu' ﬁ'rend Beville was impatieut to.

“'Mme””"w%

wrR
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- Mod. Yas thbr mx esping him
R Sur; ewas ;ppf waa mceps)uﬂy

tormentin élf’ﬂnth somé imaginary S hre
' '!.oremi‘ Wfs“‘ﬂfwuﬁsﬁ% ﬁgpo" e, sh

< Mad. Miserdble indeed! And | ams
vouj-Boventoré, iive bea ézempt 5 sUs| 1q

Lovem: ’Forthaf Sir, lammdeiuedtoh;s
m&tbtmﬁimbe tie reposes in me,

+ Msl." Afid * yet, with all die deferdnce: to, you, Mr
Lovéiiore, there are tnen in whoinbhe might equally confide.
+ Lotem.’ Of that, T am peiféctly sensible,

Mod.” Whist'think you, Sir, of his tneatmem n,f Mz. M
mour-s4g-man to-whom hé is under the gre jons ?

“Liovem. Ingratitude, Mr, Modely, is ;Q m erght in
mankind, that we must niot be surprised at so"oftén meét-
ing with it. '

- Mod. I never am surprised but when 1 meet with. tin
persons of sensibility and under;tand'mg. Ingthers, it may
be Jconsndere&'as #" wedkniéss ;' in them “uis cnmmal -—But
)onder is Sir Peter excuse me, 1 would speak mﬂ;éum.

Lovem There is someﬂung uiysténuug b ‘M ﬁc
Words and actions of that mén.  Should lre s

[Eunter BeLviLie:]
Ha! Belville here'~The mani would hay
Dissimulation must now, however—BelVifle,
come. "Yourubsence, my friend, has ehe tagp. s
portable, as ‘I have but seldom had the ba] meas i hear
ﬁ“ﬁ@?&‘mwymsqﬁn !mn ex&m-
You are' very sensitite; Lovémore, mﬁi wba,t a;j"w_y ‘hewdt
Lteotmylenveofhﬂﬁtb .yﬁoupxz h 17
t tiyy avery Hibaght hasbeen Hevoted to f~a-v : ,stay‘
has been but'thort, and I anr now: 'seturired to
:fl;:tlhless ‘women, ‘aad ‘2 tread&em m-mw monsler,
mrour ! Vi

Lovem. !\Iavesd “gare accuse ]mn pot \'
Bab Unjuitly't-No, woithy Lo ’f’?ﬁ%ﬁw “of
pioatie cnms-:-&egme- tl;at axi honest man wm

i v "( PSS ~
, Lovétiore, vﬂf&i*pﬁm;hment,lﬁxﬁk‘;bn,
' Minm who pretends to be the friend of another,
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yet would w illingl,vob him of what he holds most dear—
of his mistress *—You tremble—I see;T fndiyon feel for

my disiress, .

Lovem. Feel! yes, Belville, [ feel as Mueh, nay, per-
haps, more, than you do.

Belv. Thoun generous, wotthy man! Thus let me hold
thee to my heart! (Eabraces Lovemore.)

Lovem. (aside) This is too painful; 1 must ynhogon
myself, notwithstanding the mjunction of Arubelb.—{
have something puticular, my friend, to mupart.—But we
are mleuuptt‘lg 3 let us walk this way, [#rennt.
{Euter 51z Perer Posinive end Oro Harcourr,

on one side, Youne Harcourt on the other.]

Old 11. (gukwardly dressed in 1egimentals) Zsunds'
Jack’s friend! What (vil genims has brought lum huther at
this time?—And when the lovely Melissa—Well, he
doesn’t know me, | bLelieve. Ha! Il heep an eye on
him. (Stands aside.)

IHar. Twe and fmy! Sir Peter Positive, as 1 hve,
What's to be done now ? Should be guese iy businese,
all at once were lost. Sir Peter, your most obedient,
very humble servant. (Goes up to him with a  famihiar gir.)

g‘:r P, Sir, | really have not the honor of knowmg
you. (uside) 1 dont hike hislooks.

Lar. (ande) What the devil shall f say *—Pardon my
abruptue , but having httle time to- pire—

S P%’uﬂ, well, your busincss, your busimess, if vou
please. )

tlar. Why you must know, Sir, that being lately re-
turoed from ludin—my oM fitend Jack Hareodrt, (who is
now i Calcutta) son of harles Marcourt, of the county
of Spmeiset, Lisquite, hus requested me—You kuow
poxzﬁﬁng of the father, T believe—a carmudgeonly old

H. Hem ! hem!

« Har. But no mafter—My friend Juek Harcotrt, Sir,
whe ty be qurg, is onc ?f the best-bhearted fellows 1 all
Ludiwer~dask, | say, S0 N

Sir P. Wul to ybar bﬁslilfeﬁ; 1 have hewrd of

B b g e £t i Frne Nngagl

ar. Q) 1 syear it, Sir; me m
the Arclic 1o ¢ inﬁ%ﬁ’ He W&t at
Otaheite, a5 Mr, — You know who I mess, Sitr. fuiiit)

3



SCENE II. A COMEDY. 84

What the plagie shall I say, to get him into a good hue
MOour=——

Sir P. Know who you mean, Sir #—Not I, faith, Sire
but your business.—

Ifar. My business >—Right, Sir, right. Egad, I had
quite forgot my business.

Sir P. (avide) Egad, I thought as much.

Ilar. Why, Su, my business, in a very few words, is—

Sw P. Ay do, pray, letit be in as few words as possible.

Har. My business here, Sir, (H1ow the deuce shall | call
off his suspigion ) My business here, Nir, is, to inform
yon, that Juck Harcourt, my old friend, Sir, who has ever
beld vou in the highest veneration and csteeme=

Sir P. | am gieatly honored by him, indeed, Sir.

Har. Has sent you over by me, his trusty friend and
agent, a small present.

Sir P. A present! Pray, Sir, of what kind mav it be?
1 do not remember that Mr. Harcourt, or any of his tamily
were ever under any obhigations to me ; and as to a present
—Pray, Sir, ot what value ?

Har, O dear, Sir, a very tiific; only a lack of rupees.

Sir P. A lak of supees! Pray, Sir, how “much may
that be Enghsh?

Har. About twelve thousand pounds, Sir,

Old H. (comes forward) Twelve thousahd pounds—
A present of twelve thousand pounds! Whwt an incon-
siderate young dog ! ' ‘

Havr. luconsidirate ! Pray, Sir, what 1ight lave you
to——Inconaxderate '—What yqu, I suppose, would have
presented him with a silver ¢up, or procured him the free-
dom of Calgutta in a box, or——No, no, Sir, we have other
potions in India ; very different notions, believe me.

Sir P. A princely present, [ must confess. Do pray,
Sir, walk out of the cold—atter heing accustomed to the
heats of Indis, the air of England may be hurtful to you.

Har. Not at all, Sir, not at all—But honest Jack! T
wish we had hun here, (f0 U/d H.) Dom yoy think him
@ dewtlish Lonest fellow, ¢h, old gentleman?

. %ﬂh‘les, yes, but Jack has little to boast om that
e benesty is hereditary in bis family.
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. Har. Hereditary \—honest MW' family—
ba! ha! ha! Why, Sir, 1 h:;veb . ¥

Qld H. Zounds! Sir—what bave you Neted ?

Har. Sirt Ha! ha! ha! But you ate reluted to him,
perhaps; or some very particular friend-—You seem, 1n-
deed, to be s other self.

Old H. Other sclf' ‘sblood, Sir, I am lumself, Mr.
Harcourt himself, <ar.

Har. Indeed—Why what the devil! you are plaguily
metamorphosed since | saw you.

0l H. O, 1ingot to teld you of the commission [
lately purchased. 'The truth is, we have been out this
moruing. 1 never wear my rogimentals but on a fleld
day, for fear they should be spoiled.

dlar. Very prudent, upon my word ; and a very besom-
ing dress.

Old H. Yes, yes, pretty enough.

Har. (aside) Ha! Yonder comes Melissa—how the
lague shall I get him away. Jack has not forgot you,
it, hehas remitted you a very handsome sum.—Pray did

1 mention this before ?

Old H, Nota wod, 1 wonder you didn’t think of it.

Har. Egad it’s a wonder [ thought of it now ; bat———

Old H. What, a Jack of rupees?

Har. O, g great deal more, Sir. But walk this way.

Old 1. ¥pu'll excuse me, Sir Peter, 1 have a little
business with this gintleman—

Sz P. Cetainly, Mr. Harcourt. (fo Young Flar.) But,
Sir, I am somewhat i want,of money at }neseut, and if the
supees—Where shall I have the honar ¢f waiting on you?

dlur. The rapees! Gad so! that's trne. Why, Sir,
1 am not guite preparcd—thero are some few things to be
settled.—D’ll let you know—I'll let you know, Sir. So,
80, tolerably well offi~Baut that I may not be dunned for
these rupees, | must not appear here again, nor in my
owa character ¢l } biave deteated nyy rival, (my rival, ha!
ba!) and.can boldly ky clum to Melsa.

[Lxdgnt OLp and Youne Harcoury.

(s Sir PM&M off omthe other side, he meots dra-
. ey m-) [N [ 'ﬁ R q‘
#r P. 59, Mrs. Arabella, well met, Have you eoniy
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to.auy dely &—*Bm Lw hma mwa MMBeI-
ville shall 4

Ara. But;t‘“MMr. Belmﬂe,w!he m‘gmuejiﬁ IAEW
to-*v-——

Sipe P. Argument' why what's -the .uge oﬁm‘
when a man’s determined? 1 am resolved, I tel you-~
fixt.— So there’s an end of that. . -

Ara. But if I can demonstrate to you, Su-, .tbm--w- '

8ir P. Pska, uossense, Demonstrate! . I batexde-
nionstration, it’s the absurdest thing in the world

Ara. Reully, my dear ungle, you are sa very positive—

Sir P. Positive! Look ye there now. I uever insisted
#n any thing in my life, without bamg told that I was o
positive.

Ara. I could always wish to pay a deference to your
opinion, Sir Peter, but there is at present an mammount-
able bar

Sir P. Very well, Mis. Arabella, vely wen ' But as
to the thousands 1 pmmtsed to clap to your portioh—not
a shilling, unless you marry:Belville. So there s am eud of
that.

Ara. Fo confess the truth, Sir Peter, I have uot the
aversion fram Mr. Belville that you may.perhaps imagine ;
but the jealousy and fretfuluess of his temper alarm me.
1 must, 1 will make further trial of it. . .

8ir P. No aversion, and yet refuse to mpsky him ! was
there ever such contradiction, such pcrversene@, such
obstinacy.. .

-Ara. Come, come, Sir Pgter, for once «audulge me in-
my humous: . I freely. tell you that 1 can never submiggo
any plan of h&, hawever eligible it may appear to you,
that. runs directly. counter to my own.idea of. iness.

s Sir P. Well, well, say no more. I have done. with
you entirely ;. and Belville dhall have dome.withyou like-
wise. Bo therels an-end of thet. . [Exit San. BPETER.

Ara. (s0la) A teazing.old fool! L.do reallythmkl sl
marry Belville & year or twe mﬁa .intended; to' gel
w,;m his clutches.:. - . . , .

EResnter. Sin "zx8x ﬁgiomrg W&Lumsm&#
i g o doabelia]

P {agide) Whiat can this. fellow wantunw%

ll. Alezter, Madam.
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Sir P. A letter; aye, aye, abi doubt.
Thus it 1s day after day: novels an 15 me her
only study. %deuth, tad I a daugh should never
Ieain 10 read-- she should never —

Ara. Thank you, good Witham. [Exit Aras.

Sir P. Good Wilham! yes, yes, a clear case. Surah,
who save yon that letter ?

Will. A certam gentleman, Sir, who

Sir P. What gentleman? Did he come from Mr.
Belsille ?

Wul. Mr. Belville! O, ne, Sir, we have done with
him, 1 beheve.

Sir P. Fanular puppy '— Well, but from whom, good
Wilitam ?

Wt Oh, ho'!—0 dear Sir, what hetray—

Sir P. O conscience, 1 suppose. Come, come, here’s
the fuller’s carth that will take out every stan, (groes hum
money)

Will. Really, Sir Peter, you have such winning ways.

Sir P. Well, who was 1t, eh, Willian ¢

ITitf, Why, Su, it was —it was—{ don’t know, as I
hope 1o be saved, Sir (yutting the money i his pocket)

Sa P Notknow !  Bat don’t you thimk 1t came hom
—vou underctand me.

Al Not |, tath, Sir.  Datws sum, non (Edipus.

S P. Davue sum—Why what the devil 1s the tellow

Jjabberig now—Latin? .
¥/l Yes, Sir. 1 was formerly servitor at Brazen-
nose College. .

Sir P Brazen-face college. Ave, aye, verv likely.

Will. But perhaps you dom’t understand lLutin, Sir
Peter. Vil vanclate i1, # you pleave.  Duvns sum, that
is as mych as to say, “ I am William,”—nou (Edipus,
“ angd not a conjmer ®

r P, You are exceedingly obliging, Sir; and new

conffes iy translation. S0 without further ceremony, I
translate you from \‘hb honse 1o the stieet, «
, Wail. Lord, Sir—what @ye mean; Sar}

Br P, Hqéfu? ¥ilJam! , OFees ' %

Will. 1t ‘ie° soktevhat i ms, Sir dPeder, to call
me rogue at the vory mstant that you are endeavouving &
make me one—at the very moment that you would prac-
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who is—is—auch a stickler for his
honur, w cious of his fame,

Su P, for his honoi ! tenacious of his
fame —Rascal—how dare you take my money, and
thepi~—

Ml O, civility, civility, Sir! It bad been rudeness,
indeed, to have refused the favors of Sir Peter Positive.

Sir P, Here's a precipus fellow! Plague take your
civility,

I42/l. You are very right, indeed, Sir Peter. Plague
take it, say I. It has always stood m my way. 1 lost my
Just place on account of my civiity—171 tell you how at
hupperied, Sir,

8ir P. Slave, rascal! Get out of my house this in-
stant.

B éll. Sir, T am your niece’s servant, not your’s.,

Su P. My mece’s servant,

Will. Yes, 5. But perhaps you had rather I should
be envolled, us your’s 1 should think myselt gieatly ho-
noted by the service, aud can venture to say that you
would find me evceedugly useful; for without playing
the coxcomb m the matter—

. Sings.

¢ 1 a handy lad am,

On a mes-age | can go—

Qr shp  billet doux,

With your humble seivant, Madam,”

Sir P. T do not question yow abiliies in the least,
Sir; and | dare swear that my lady. my wie, would
hold jou parucularly useful, ° Lyt get out of my house
this instant—begone thus moment or— (Evil WiLLiam.)
"The rascal is absolutely laughing at my situation. 1 am
become the mockery of my seivants. O, Lady Positive,
Lady Positive, to what indigintes have you subjected ue!
~—Arabellu! Arabella! cbld. (catling) No oug to an-
swer me. Was ever wan so plagued ¢ Was (ver man so
tormented ! Lady Positive ' —Lady Pogitive ! '

‘nter LApy l'z.] ,

Lady, What i, the nieaning of thys disturbance? Must
you ke alwayp in alt, Sy Peter; shall I never teach you
Aodemip.? , ‘ . .

tise byi
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§ir P. The villain! to provoke \
calm, so mild. g Ve

Lady, What's the canse ; what's thigghiger, Sir Peter?

S P. Why William, my dear. 1 was only preparing
to turn him mto the strect, and he had the insvleuce to
tell me that he is my niece’s servant, and not miue.

Lady. Well; but how has he oficuded? Why is he to
be turned into the sticet ? .

Sir P. Why you must anow, my Lady, that I detec
him in bringing letters to Arabella; love-letters, 1 war-
rant.

Lady. Well, Sir Peter, and what then {

Sir P. What then?  Mercy on us, would you encou-
rage lhese enormities? Would you defend your niece’s
conduct ?

Lady. You surely forget that you were yourself a writer
of love-lciters. 1 have them now in my possession.

8ir P. No, no, my Lady. I am vexedat Arabella’s
general behaviour.  To find her pleased, nay, absolutely
eharned with the impertinence of every well-dressed fop
she meets with, is intolerable.

Lady. O, mciely arising from her youth and vivacity.
She is not wanting iu sense, I am sure; and though likg
a skilful fencer she may sometimes drop her poiat, and
scem unguanled, she is not the less secure, depend om it.
But I must return to my company, and you would do well
to go along with me, Sir Peter. | Exit Lany.

ir P. T'll follow you, my Lady, 'l follow you. A
very well-meaning woman; but obstinate, plaguy obsti-
nate. Never to listen to reason—always bigoted to onc’s
own opinion. I don’t kuow any thing more hateful.

Exi¢ Sir PoTRR.

[Enter Mnmsu.l]

How ynfortunate, how unbappy am [! To be obliged
to listel to the odious addiesses of this Mr. Harcours.
How whimsical, at the same time, is my situation-—loved
by, and loving, his sou., Well, a8 Sir Peter is so obsti-
nately bent on my magrying the father, I must endeavour
to 1 she state w{ heart s Jittle Jonger. .My
guardish is riek, and it $onld therefore be mot altogether
prident to q%aﬂcl with, um. I must trust thep entipely
1o ¢hauce—Yes, chance wnay bring me a reprieve.
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Wiowed by Youna HarcounT, dress-
A frock, &c. Lke a servant,
"My evtr dear and aniable Meligsa?

Mel. Captain Harcourt!

Hrr. Youwill padon me for appearing befoic ygpin
this unseemly gatb— but the necessitysee—

Mo/ O, | know the neecsaty, and sincercly lament it,
That you should be obhged to assumne such a character,
though but for a moment, 1s eatremely distiessing to we.

Har. Think no more of that. \What would not Remy
undergo? what character would he not assume to obtain
an mterview with his Emma?

“ More secet ways the caicful Henry takes,

His squures, his arms, his equipage forsakes :

In Lottow’d name, and false attire array'd,

Oft he finds means to sec the beauteous maid.” Prior.
Reside, in the art of counteifeiting, you kuow, I am a pro+
ficient. (smiling.)

Me!. Tndeed *-—Alas! then, poor Mehissa,

Har. Ah, kill me not by so ungenerous a thought—I
am not, caunot be a counterfeit in my love to thee, 1
merely alladed to my having taken the name of Moretou,
and for purposes you ae snfliciently acquainted with.

Mel. Say no more, I rely imphetly on your faith.

Har. Once more, then, accept my thanks. But how
goes on your affair with Squire Llarcourt ? Notwithstand-
g yow partiahity tor the therefore happy Captain, I fear,
greatly fear, that the united power of Sir }’pew and my
father may yet compel you. .

Met. You have nothing to nfprehend from any earthly

wer, I give you myword. I have engaged my Cousin

lotte, at whose house I usually reside, to use her ine
terest with Sir Peter m your favor. She is a very great
favorite with the hmght, and has promised, when a propsr
qpp;)ﬂutﬁly offers, to break the matter to him as £ de-
sired.

Har. In that assurance I will rest content.

Mel. AsT live, here comes Sir Peter. L

Har. The devi! i he should recollect g, howieA
lettér, madam, fiom the Lady Worthy. (bom? f

Mel. Yy compliments to your lady, and { shall shortly
hawe the pleasure of seeing her. (Eait Mehsaa.)
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2

Sir P. Another letter-bearer, by 2 damt'd
sly looking fellow. ( Har. hides his §f , wilh ks
kat, and endeavonrs to go onr.) Hollo 1, Thomas—

I‘o’me hither, my Iad ; you biought a letter just now froth
e

Har. Yes, sir, from Lady, Lady——

Su P. Aye, trug—nhat 1 your lady’s name ?

Har. My lads’s name —(avidr) W hat the devil was the
name | mentioned to Melivsa—My lady’s name, sir?

Sir P. Yes, your ludy’s name, stir.  Why what the
Plague, have you torgot vour lady’s nume?

Har. Forgot?— O, wo su.  Yorgot, indeed ! ridiculous
enough, forget my lady’s name— that would be pleasant to
be sure.  Matrchloss, Lady Matchless is the nume.

81 P. Matehless! why you dehivered the letter to my
ward in the name ot Worthy.

Har. Worthy! Yes, ves, sir—um, um.—Worthy is
the name of the lady who sent me with the letter; shes
ROW On & viSIt at my mistiess's, siF ; You quite contounded
me by vow question, sir,

S P, O, | dare say | did, sir.

Har. For not at fir-t knowing, sir, whether you meant
to inquire the name of my lady, or- —~you concrive me,
sir ?

Sir P. Perfectly, perfectlv.  Yes, e, I fancy I under-
stand——But you hase anothe: lctter w your pocket, |
présume, flom your master.

Har. Master, su'!

Sir P. Yes, master, sir.s An Epistle from vour master,
to Lady Posiuve. ‘Ibat, sir, vou may deliver to me,

Hor. Really, «ir, | have not the howor of calling any
one master ; aud § do asanre you, that the Jetter 1 delivered
to Madam Melissa, was the only oue with which 1 was

charged.
Sir P. Come, cene, you scoundrel—(holds ~up Ms
cune.) ¢

Hur. Scoundrel! and a threat? ‘shlood, sin, 1 aiy-én
Englishman—a uueborn Englshman.

Sir P. Englishmian ! But sheer off—decartp, while
Your bones are unbrohen in your skin, .

‘Har. 1 shall uét dispute ‘your atthority, *®ir Tewyr.
Au revoir! {Lzit Mar.
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Sn P.
1 have

! the impertment pumw. But hold,
recolicetion of the fellow’s face 1
brew to 15 really of the puty-colored tribe.
Gadso, as - fale, Uis my uew acqumutance Mr
Hossol  Yes, yes, o gallant of my vafes m disguse,

suspected lum at tir t, with his story ot the lack  and s
India fiend  Aud yet now, notwithstanding all tug, [
must not event hint my suspicion to my vife. O, 1 hat a
muserable dog am 1! [Lat Su Pue.

fhuter Arapiivy, followed by Moty ]

Afad Well, Mivs Mordand, I m v non be punntied to
comgratidate you ou yom aprronching nuptids. My
taend, Belulle, will be tie bappiest man on earth.

Ava {nth affected voprisey \Who,au ?

Md. My frend Belville, Mad w.

Are  edwlle! O, no, poor nan' If 1 remember
nght, we puted this mommg, never to medt agami.

Alodd How, Madam? Why 1 undastood trom Sir
Peter, that evary tlang was settled, and that you were on
the eve of e muned

Are Marned, mdeed? subyjected to the lwmors of so
strang, so unde finable a2 man' 1 too, who, after situng
late at a quadrilie or a wlist paity, to be under the peces-
sity, the pantul nccesaty of 1isng betme noon, ta look
alter my tanuly., O Heavens! Fhen to hear my hiewds
savewthere goes domesticated Mis Belwille! 2 woman
without spwst, without the least penchant for thoe ele-
gant plosures, by which the lde of a puson of fashwn s
1cndercd so suparior to that of the von monalty ; aed 10
con lude, perhaps, with the peteous cxclamatiou of, poor
fady ' O luad, L should never endute i, Wll, it ewes I
ans mavried, | thasd st shall be to you, Mr. Models, for
you have so perfect an 1dea of evaiy thing that's faghion-
able, that 1 am persuadud you would never ob ige me te
do that which might be disazreeable to me, aud lormso
other reagon than that you were my hushaud

Mod Butas matimouy 15 hateful to you, Madain, why
marry ut sl

_Aia. O fre, Mr. Mudely—because I have moﬁc-
tiowto the aame af wile, provided [ can he exesapt from
the dutres. What 1 sasd, wes merely m refetence to your
m?d. 4, my deax bir, onp may do meyy things when
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married, (that i+, if one’s husband is go
when single, mght have atlracted NN+
world, and furnished talk for the tea-tdiiWRany, many
are the privileges of nanarried wowan. 4 W

Mod. May ] request of you, Madam, to name & few of
those privileges.

Ara, Lord, Mi. Modely, is it possible you can be
ignorent of them ? why such as losing a thousand or two
at play, which debt my Kind husband readily discharges,
lest I should be obliged to compound for it in a manner
which possibly might be disagreeable to himi. (drawfing.)
Staying out all mght at a ball or masquerade, while my
dearce sits at home in expectation of my return, countiug
the minutes, which to hnn seem hours,though to me they nie
but moments—with a thousand ether triftes, which, when-
ever | many, shall positively be stipulated in the marriage
articles, that there may be no cause of contention between
my love and me; for when one 15 manicd, one would
willingly Live happily, you know.

Mod. And yet, Madam, there are many ladies, to whom
your plan of life would not afford any great prospect of
happiness.

Ara. 'That must arise from their want of knowledge
of the world; and a want of knowledge of the world must
arise from a want of taste; and a want of taste betrays a
want of good brevding ; aud a went of good breeding reu-
ders one unfit for company ; and if one’s unfit for com.
pany, Lord! one’s a strange creature indeed.

{Enter BRLVILLE.]

Belo. May I be allowed @ word or two with you,
Madam ? 1 fear I interrupt you (seceng Modely.)

Arma. You do, indeed, sir. Mr. Modely and 1 bad just
;Wntezld i’nto the most interesting conversation, hada't we,

odely ? ,

mi Pardon me, Madam, Mr. Belvile may have
soragthing particular. I will take a turn or twa, aud be

with you agein presontly. | Exit Modely.
Ara. Well, sir,what is this imuportant business ? 1 pray
you, be quick.

k.
Bely. Whywo gpuch in haste, Madem¢ My busigess
is rather of a serions nature, and depands your attention.
dve. Serious! 'O Heavens! 4 am oot g & seiow
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Ou, the. 1y, | am particudurly
ossibly give ear to yous dull lectures
; Kgmwmmﬂd somc umbxage

£n 880y copdugt—is it, not qo? And
thou, bike a;worthy lover, art gome tg. demand atonément
of my crime, with a promise not to be' guilty of the like

in future. (smiling.) .

Belv. Arahella' ls it Arabella’ speaks ? the Arabella 1
was wont to visit—she, who hath oft with syren tongue
declured, ¢ that 1 zlone were worthy of her love ;o that I
aloue had place in her affections.” TFool that I was to be
deluded thus!

Ara. Well, that is reully exu'emely pretty, and very
tragical, But pray dou’t lull yoursell, sir, for I certaiuly
shall pot follow the examn

. Belv. O, fear pot that, ll{{adam It would be the height
of folly in any man tu kiil Limself for love of an ungraje-
ful woman.

Ara. But what is all this staff? T thought 1 was never
to sec your face again,

Belv. \ouauay, pulupe, imagive, Madam, I am so
fast bound in your chains, that they are not to be bmkeu.
But.npw, Madam, I take my lcave for ever.

.. dra. O, that you have done an hundred times——.

Belo, Aud whq;l return—

Arg. 1t will be in the usual supplicating manuer,

. Belo. That, Madam, time must evince. (going.)

[Re-enter Mopgry.]

Mod. Why, George, heyday! what's the matter now
another, qmarrel ! come, come, I hate to see lovers dis-
Agree——-

54“#‘ JLovers .are we pot a billing pair, Mr. Magdely ?
Dow't yon. think we shall be galled the Constaut Couple,
by way of distinction?

Belv. ’Sdagth, was there eyer——1 caunot bear it..

wyBbad, By bqavemgpu shiall ups go. (Juying hold of l}m )

Relv. Quit me, sir,
ww N, no, I will sce peace before either Qt’gou

& ‘Z‘”
1 know peace agag.
Ams. lgo pray, I\f:iely, let “the gentleman
hedpoks wery wild, aag mag, perhaps, doggia mnﬁ\é
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e it!
your arm ?

’;hn Modely.
2t on tla.c other side.

Belv. Must I endure this insult,
Ara. Mr, Modely, will you fav.
Bye, Belulle. [ Bseunt ; dra
Betv. Totture, torture, sure 1 ah:?lli
[£a

ACT III.

SCENE L

Enter Sir Perrr Positivr, Oup HaRCOURT, AN®D
Miiissa.

(Old Harcourt dressed in a j lain swit as @l first )

Su P And you 1eally admne a soldies, Melissa ?

Met © exuavagantly, ‘Fhe man of my chowe must
- positively spoit a feathu in hus cap.

Sur P. “Then thare is hope, 1 presume, for Captain
Harcowt. (uside to Old Harcowt.) You will caitamly
cairy her.

MMel. Cavlain Harcourt, Sir?

S8nu P. Yes, Madam, Captam Harcowt. It 13 my
will and pleasure that you should numediately nrarry the
Cuptam.

Jel. The Captain—Captain Harcowit, Sir.  You sur-
prize me. Give me leave 1o ask yon, Sir, is it yow wish
too? (10 Old 11.)

Old H. Most earnestly I wish it, Madam,

Mel. (aside.) So, so—he has heard vt his son’s 1c-
t“:in’ and begmns to see hus own folly. This i fortunate
indced,

Old 1. T had formerly tire weakness, the presumption
(call it what you will, Madam) of requesting your hand
for Mr. Haicourt,—] have now the supreme sausfaction
of soliting 1t for Captain Harcomt, himuejf.

Mel. Su, I 1eally know not how to snywer yos, but
if--

Sir P. Nay, nay, Melissg, never hesitate~mever blush
to own a virtuous passion.  Had T a sou or brother pos-
l;s;ed of the Captaiv’s ment, | should be wfinitely proud
of him. *

Mel. And With infinite reason, Sir.
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0Old 1. You are infinitely too gnod, madam.

Sir P. Bravo, Mclissa! 1 admne your fiankness, and
will renard it accordmgly.

Mel Why then, Sir, at once to throw off all reserve,
[ bere declaie o you that L am pericetly sonsible ot Cap-
tam Harcomt s mern, and that L would prefer lnm to any
wan on earth.  (Odd I, bous.)

O/d 11. Madam, you, you, 1, 1—(aside.) WLat a lucky
dog¢ am 1!

Mel. Nay more (and be witness to it, my dear guar-
dian) I thwk myselt ereatly houored by his choiece.

O:i 11 You quite confound me, Madam.~—(aside,)
What a wonderful chanpe !

Met. Upon wmy life, § am sincere.

Old I1. So you were, 1 presume, when you rejected
M. Harcomrt v (smeding )

Mel. Never more so, L assure you. (likemnse smiling.)

Old 1. Well, well, Mr. Harcourt pardons it—freely
pardons at, for the Captam’s sake. Ha! ha! ha!

Mel. Yow good hiumor enchants me, b ; and I am
truly happv 1 finding that we at leugth so perfectly undes-
stand «uch othu.

Sy P, Why 1this is as it should be : for te coufess the
truth, T was plagwlv ahaid that the Captain would be as
coldly recerved as the Squue.

Mel. My dear Su Peter, how could you possibly sup-
pose it? You must hnow but hittle of onr sex to imagine
such a thing.

0ld 11. Right, Madam, right. I now humbly take
my leave ; *and hope when 1 have next the honor of wait-
ing on you to find your sentiments the same.

Mel, While Capram  Hlarcourt’s remain  wunaltered,
mine can uever change. (Lreunt Old H. and Blelissa
severally.  Old 11. bowing piofoundly.)

Sir P. This ginl 18 a tenble plague to me. [
would she were fairly wedded to the Captam. 1 sus-

ct too, violently suspect, that my lady plays me false.
e\k"ell, my servants aie all trom home: now should | be
fortunate enough to pick up some mtelligenceHa!
somebody coming—(goes into the house.)

Enter Roserr. (Knock.)
‘ (Ser Peter comes from the house.)

No. X1II. N. Br. Th. Vou. 1V, F
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Rob. Is my Lady at home, pray?

Sir P. Seltly, softlv—dont speak so loud—if Sir
Peter should hear you there would be the devil to pay.

Rob. So [ believe, indeed. [ have heard of him.

Sir P. You have—well, and what do people say ?

Rob. O, ho! what you're for pumping, eh hrother 2

Sir P. (aside.) Brother! No, no, not 1. Pumping !
Y scorn it.

Rob. Then if 1 should el you all 1 kuow, will you
here promise me that Siv Peter shall never be the wiser ¢

Sir P. No wiser than you chuse to make lum, I pro-
mise you.

Rob. Well then, Sir Peter is your master to be sure,
yet that he is a damned silly fellow you will readily allow.
(Sir Peter stares.) Come, come, I know you think so,
though you won’t own it.

Sir P. A damned silly fellow-—no, no, I can’t think
that, no, no.

Rob. What you are his friend > 1 must be cautious, it
seems.

Sir P. His friend! no. no~Brother (I must humor
the rascal.) No, no, I never was his friend.

Rob. Well then my master, Mr. Lovemore, who is a
very devil among the women—By the way, my Lady
Positive 1s a good deal younger than Sir Peter,—jyou
know that, I suppose ?

Sir P. Yes, yes, I know that. Go on, go on—Plagues
and tortures !

Rob. Then thus it is—My master called me to him the
other morning—Robert, esays he—1 am his Plenipo
love affairs : you know what a Plenipo is ¢

Sir P. Yes, yes—go on, I suy, go on.

Rob. Robert, says he—it is proper to inform you
though, that I am a consummate judge in beauty ; aid
that on these occasions Mr. Lovemore always insists on
my opinion— Robert says he—what do you thk of Lady
he is one of the freest, good-naturedst—uot a
particle of piide in his composition.

Sir P. Fire and fury! Lady who? why don’t you
proceed with your story.

Rob. Lady who? Why Lady Positive to be sure:
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VWho the devil should it he? DBut you seem cursedly
impatient in the matter, my honest fellow,

Sir P. (aside.y Honest fellow ! The puppy—As con-
summate » judge in honesty, I warrant, as he is in beauty.

Rob. You seem so very cager, | say, that egad 1 begn
to be fearful—pray we you any way iuterested ? I hope
yon do not mean to betray me,

" Sir . Betray you, indecd ! —But curiosity, you know,
in a serving man—

Rot:. "Thue, vue, or you wounld be unworthy of the
honors of the cloth.  But 1 was telling you of my discri-
minative powuis as to the charms of the sex, apropos, my
master by reason of these my powers, calls me in his fa-
min 1 yonents Paris, swears that no one is better quali-
tied to, Jispose of the golden apple inseribed * to the
farest” than wyself, avd mitrusts me with it accordingly.
To prove to vou, Lov.ever, thar | am not a boaster in this
particuar, and that § con detennine on symmetry of limb
a8 well as on exedience of featiwe, 1 will show you my
critique on the Veous ¢ XMoedicis, Bt has been highly
commended L assur you. | have it now in my pocket—
for vou mest know that when I and Mr. Lovemore were
n Htaly —{daring thes speect S Peter shows great un-
PUANREN)

Ser P loterrapropg hing Hell and the devil ! will you
never have done vt tie v terlantmgsr - Will you never
relieve me fiomn wy aniety

Rob.  Your anxicty, brather - ab, I wish we could call
vou comrade. I would you were declared of our house.
But you are all agog for the sdquel-—so at once to pro-
ceed—DRobert, says he, what do you think of Lady Posi-
tive? ¢ Please your hovor | think her a very fine wo-
man ;" well, theu, returns ke, I wish to prove myself her
friend.

Sir P. Her friend !

Rob. Yes, yes, 1 took him at once, and engaged in the
business.

Sir P. You did!

Rob. 1did. Why you would do the same, wouldn's
vau ?

Nir P. Certgiuly, certainly. (aside) Confusion!

Rob. You mnst hnow—continues he with his usual
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drollery, that the blockhead, her husband, imagines me in
love with his niece, when the truth is, I am doing him =
much greater honor by being in love with his wife.

Sir P. « A much greater honor by being in love with
his wafe.” Devilish droll faith, ha! ha! ( forcing a laugh.)

Rob. Aye, aye, | knew you'd be pleased with it—1
knew it would make you laugh.

Sir P. O, exceedingly, exceedingly—never better
pleased—never more diverted in my hife. A comical dog,
this master of yours: a mighty pleasant fellow.

Rob. True; and then that ninny, Sir Peter. You
:ﬁ:ee with me now, I suppose, that he’s a damned silly

?

Sir P. Agree vwith you! O, entirely. [am a cursed
silly—He is, as you say, a cursed silly chap—Damna-
tion !

Rob. You don’t seem to cnjoy it half so much as 1 do
though.

Sir P. Not enjoy it, d’ye say ? —I think Tlaugh enough
for one in my situation.

Rob. Situation! O, what you are of opinion then, that
from your situation of servant you are not at any time to be
Jjocular—that you are not to ridicule your employer.

Sir P. You are right. I am clearly of that opinion.

Rob. Ha! ha! ha! But you are fiesh from the coun-
try, I suppose. Provincial moderation, eh my boy?

Sir P. You have hit it, my boy. (aside) The scoun~
drel !

Rob. Well, well, but you must have done with these
aousensical notions now ydu are a London Smart. Every
footmsan in London makes a mockery of his master.

Sir P, The devil he does !

Rob. Yes, yes, what did you never hear of that?
Oh, you must lay aside your bashfulness, your mauvaise
honte, it will not do here. Beside, should you lose your
;present place, how the plague can you expect, with that
sheepish look, to be able to get another? - But to business.
May 1 be permitted to see my Lady, for 1 had particular

.orders to deliver this letter into her own hand,

Sir B. Aletter{ give it 1o me, my dear friend. Here,

here’s lomlhni’f? your mistake, somethingin return for
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Rob. Heyday! why you're devilish generous. You
have got a plaguy long purse there, brother. ,

Sir P. (aside) Gadso! | had nearly forgot my charac-
ter. Whyyou must know, brother, that 1, |—am a sort
of a favorite with my Lady; and so, and so—she furnishes
me with money, in order to reward those who may do her
any particular service.

Rob. O, ho! That’s very well judged indeed. You
expect half, I suppose ?

Sir P. No,uo. Keep it all, keep it all.

Rob. The prince of fovtmen, by my soul !

Sir P. Greatly obliged to you for the compliment, in-
deed, brother.

Rob. Well, well, 1 must be gone. But mark me, my
boy, if I should be chosen of the Dilletanti, you must not
appear astonished at it, you must not affect the smallest
surprise.

Sir R. Dilletanti, what’s that ?

Rob. What's that?  [leyday, my honest fellow, why
where the plague have you lived all the days of your life?
What's that ?  Why a society for the formation and estab-
Iishment of taste throughout the kingdom. O! itis by
taste, and taste alone that we can make a figure in the
world. There is scarcely a footman in England who is
not up to it, however high : nay there are many who pos-
sess that admirable quality in a degree even superior to
that of the people they serve. So dont be surprised, I
say, if in a little time you should find me not ouly received
as un uomo di guslo raffinaio, but in the chair. Butl
must bid you farewel. You'll take care of the letter ?

Sir P. Particular care, I promise you.

[Goes into the house.

Rob. (alone) What’s that? ah, the cionno! the sem-
pliciotto!  Damme, if [ wouldn’t have him black-balled
should he only aspire to be president of a debating club,
The blockhead may aid us in our purposes, however,
The letter is safe with him, and will finish miy master’s bu-
siness or the devil’s in it.  Aye, aye, 1 have executed m
commission & merveilles, as the Freach .say; and now,
think, we shall do. And then almost all that I have said,
my own inventiot~~taken up from ouly a bintee-merely



86 WOMAN’S WILL. ACT Il

an effusion of fancy. Ah, I'm a clever fellow, that’s cer-

tain,
[Enter Lucy from the house.]

Lucy. Weli, Mr. Robert, what weighty business have
you with Sir Peter?

Kob. My business is weighty, I confess : but it is ra-
ther with Sir Peter’s wife.

Lucy. His wife! Why I have seen you for some time
past in conversation with the knight. ke gave you money
too.

Rob. The Knight! Sir Peter '—who, when, where?

Lury. Why that was Sir Peter who just now left you.

Rob. 'The devil it was!

Lucy. What had you no recollection of his face—youn
have seen him before ?

Rob. Never. 1 took him for a servant out of livery,

Lucy. That you might very well do from his appcar-
ance, indeed.

Rob. He even humored the mistake.

Lucy. Aye, aye—jealousy would prompt him to that.

Rob. Here’s a piece of business. Do, my dear Lucy,
follow him instantly—recover, if possible, the letter 1 gave
him, and deliver it to your lady.

Lucy. 1 will, I will—

Rob. Search in all his pochets: break open his cabi-
net—do any thing in short. Unlucky, unlucky! * I shall
never have the management of an intrigue again us long as
I live. O, the devil, the devil, my good nume will be ut-
terly lost. . .

Lucy. (aside) His good name! what a coxcomb it is.

: [ Exeunt severally.
[Re-enter Sir PETER.]

Sir P. Any more of Cupid’s emissaries prying about
my house? No. Well, I have got the letter, but what to
do with it I know not. 1f 1 might venture to open it
now—aye, that were well. 1 fear 1 darenot: and yet my
Lady opens all my Jetters—Egad, I've a good mind—by
your leave, wax.. Ha! an inclosure for Arabella. If
Lady Positive should be innocent, now! Yet this may
be all:a trick. 4 Ajye, aye, they lend each other their namnes ;

<t must be so. Well, I will conceal my suspicions: at
least for the present. But what au impudent fellow this
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Lovemore must be! It is scarcely an hour ago that he
made me 2 proposal (supposing %elville,to be actually
discarded) for marrymg my niece. 'Thus does he think
by a pretended love for Arabella, to cover his designs
on my wife. But Pll counter-work him, I warrant.
[Enter Lapy Positive.]

So, Lady Positive, what is your opinion of the modest
gentleman, Mr. Lovemore? What say you to his thus
pestering us with his visits ?

Lady P. Pestering, indeed ! I think we cannot have too
much of his company. He is one of the most agreesble
men [ ever knew.

Sir P. There! there! I thought as munch— The
blockhead her husband imagines me i love with his niece,
when the truth is”—Zounds ! [ have no patience—1’ll chal~
lenge, P'll fight him to-morrow morning.

ady P. Bless me! what has occasioned all this fury ?
this burst of passion ?

Sir P. What generally does occasion a burst of passion
— woman,

Lady P. You are ever discontented, eternally un-
happy.

Slz'r P. Unhappy! what because I will not tamely suf-
fer myself to be dishonored—

Lady P. ls this proper language, and to 2 woman like
me? Are you not indebted for much of your consequence
entirely to my family? Wasn’t it through my brother’s
interest that you became mayor of our town, and didn’t I
bring you forty thousand pounds? have you forgot all this,
you monster ? .

Sir P. Monster! *Slife, Madam, and didn’t I in return
for.all this, make you a lady, and my wife ? my wife, Ma-
dam, have you forgot that, Madam ?

Lady P. Indeed 1 have uot: and however desirous I
may be of forgetting it, you seem determined I never shall.
But I must tell you, Sir Peter, that these inuendoes, these
glauces at my reputation are monstrous, and I will not
bear it.

Sir P. And I must tell you, my Lady—But I'll fight
him to-morrow morning.

Lady P. Fight him, truly! Youll certainly have a re-
turn of your ague-fit; you will, indeed, Sir Peter. -
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Sir P. Aye, aye, Madam, you may sneer and laugh ;
‘bt ratisfaction is the word, and satisfaction 1 will have !

Lady P. You'll make yourself very ridiculous, my
love ; depend dépon it, you will —But one might as well
attempt to turn the course of a river, as to think of divert-
ing you from your whimsies and extravagancies.

[Exeunt severally.
[Enter MoneLy and BELvILLE, meeting WiTLING.]

Mod. Ned! why you lpok pleased. What new ad-
yenture ?

Wii. Nay, faith, nothing very new. Another female,
egad, tumbled into my arms like a charmed bird into the
mouth of a rattlesnake. 1 am certainly one of the luckiest
dogs—Here’s that did the busimess, I believe—The
women are devilish fond of being noticed by us poets— read,
read. (giving a paper to Betville.)

Belbo. (aside) 'Sdeath, what stuff! But Arabella—if
this should be *—Impossible—Pray, Sit, may I ask the
name of the fady whom you have thuy honored ?

Wit. Moreland, Sir; Arabella Moreland—hide nothing
of the kind from my friends—always proud of my amours,
I assure you.

Belv. Distraction! that this coxcomb—But I will con-
ceal my uneasiness. He must not openly triumph over
me, however.

Wit. Are you acquainted with the lady, Sir ?

Belv. 1 bave seen her,

Wit. 1sn’t she a charming creature ?

Belv. Very charming.

Wit. And don’t you think I’m a devilish fortunate fellow ?

Belv. (uneasily) Yes, devilish fortunate.

Wit. From your manuer of answering, Sir, I fancy you
do not know my little Venus, after all.

Belv. Pardon e, Sir, I think I do know here=com-
Pletely know her.-

#ir. But you don’t seem to partake’ of my happiness,
gentlemen. This s unfriendly. ‘

. Belv. You spenk with great confidence, Sir— Pray are
you so sure of the lndy ?

Wit. Sure! Gad, T don’t know what you call sure.

Why, Faith, I tanthot pay that 1 have had ber—
elv, Birtes - ' '
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Wit. Her, her—her promise. I cannot suy that I have
acthally—But as to the sure, fore George, a man’s sure of
nothing for that matter. For instance now, I hive a
bumper of claret in my hand, and am about to toast my
mistress Arabella—Why I cannot scientifically prove to
you that I shall drink it; and yet, I think, the odds are
pretty clearly in my favor.

Mod. So then you modestly infer, that you are as snre
of obtaining Miss Moreland, as of drinking your claret ?

#it. Undoubtedly: but I see you euvy me—How-
ever, to show I ’m not afraid of you, what say youto a
visitto my mistress ? I'll introduce you; for gad, she may
like you better than me, perhaps. De tout mon caur—I
shall not be au desespoir, I believe.  But mark me, gen-
tlemen ; I must positively have your promise of sccresy, at
least for a time=—Damn it, I hate your prattling, cox~
combly,—Why there’s—what the devil's his name ?—He
that is eternally boasting and bragging—You know who I
mean—dull as a comical fellow—OQ), Voluble, Jack Volu~
ble, that’s the man. He, now, lost a first-rate beauty a
little time ago, from an utter inability of keeping his own
secret—ha! ha! ha! Andhow d’ye think he effected this
notable business—ha! ha! ha! { shall die with laughing
—~Why, gad, by making a confident of the real lover. By
all that’s ridiculous, he did; ha! ha! ha!

Belv. (aside) I cannot refrain from smiling at the
puppy, notwithstanding my situation.

Mod. If 1 am not mistaken, Mr. Witling, you will meet
with a rival at Arabella’s. .

Wit. Yes, yes, so I have heard. 1 dont know his name,
but I am told he is a cursed silly, jealous-pated fellow.
There’s no danger from him ; d’ye think there is, Belville ?

Belfv. More than you imagine, [ believe.

Wit. O, what you know him, then? Come, give us his
character— But no matter, no matter, I shall be acquainted
with him soon cuough.

Mod. Aye, aye; but what if you were to find another,
a more powerful rival at Arabella’s, eh, Ned ? what would
you say to that? (Aside and musing) Belville’s success is
problematical—her beauty and fortune great— She has
‘certainly somelittle penchant towards me—Well, time—— -

Wit. Powerful! ha! ha! ha! Yes, I have heard of him
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t00 ; though I am equally ignorant of the blockhead’s name
—I say, a blockhead, in opposing me. . Set that uside, in~
deed, and he may, for aught | know, be nearly as witty as
you or myself — Powerful! Ridiculous! "I believe I
shall presently silence himn. (Modely appearsidisconcerted)
But understand me ; this 1 advance in a firm persussion
of the lady’s siucerity. At present, I am houored by her
partiality : should she be induced to chauge her mind, I
must e'en take up with Melissa, Sir Peter’s agreeable
ward.

Mod. A very accommedating spirit, indeed.

Wit. But hark’ee, Belville ; you niay tell this friend of
your's, that if be again presume to approach the palace of
my goddess, he will meet with a reception that may make
him repent of his temerity. (A4side) There can be no sort
of harm in vaunting a hitde. 1 am acquainted with some
who are easily frightened. Or there is a chance that he
may be equally hwmnane with myself ; yes, like mie, he may
shudder at the thought of killing 2 man.  lu that case, all
will be well.

Belv. « Repent his temersity "— poo, poo, you know
not what you say. (Walks hastily ubout)

Wit. Good, good, may | perish! But what the plague,
vou seem uncusy? 1, tov, am vexed; cursedly vexed, that
this rival of mine should be your friend; but I caunat
possibly give up my prize. Had he even been my owu,
actually the man of my beart, 1 must have sucrificed bim
o the altar of love.

Belv. Well, Sir, { can venture to tell you, and in the
name of my frieud, that ydur assiduities with Arabetla will
be of short duration; and further, I may prophesy of ber,
that she will be no more inclined to listen tu ybu, than she
would to myself.

Wit. Yourself? Very likely. Gad, I know nothing
about that. But, not mclived to hsten to me!—Admi-
1able! "lThe woman who has accepted my verses iu her
praise; the woman who has frankly admitted my visits
—Prythee speak 1o be understood. By Venus, Cupid, and
all the little loves, 1 conjure you to it ; for curse catch me
if I compreheud yqu in the least. i

Mod. And never will.  He is utterly incomprehensible,
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Mr. Widing. Obscure as a German expounder, or an
illuminé. But come, we had better leave hin to his -
reveiics, and join our more agreeable and companionable

set, :

I7it. Well, adieu! Belville. I'll introduce you soon ¢p
my mistress : I will by the Lord Harry. 1 may put him
into somewhat better humor, eh Modely ?—a good honest
fellow, after all. [Kxeunt Wit. and Mod.

Belv. So, they are gone. Now what am I to think of
tifs i Can she, in truth, be such a very jilt? I hope
not. DBe this, however, as it may, her coquetry and af-
fectation are truiy ridiculous. She charges me, indeed,
with being of a jealous, fretful disposition. Fretful!
jenlous ! I who never—O, woman, woman—1I really begin

o wish—on what shall 1 resolve? 1 know not. But i
will go immediately to her uncle and advise with him on
the matter. [ Exit.

SCENE IL

ArABELLA, BELINDA, and BreLMOUR discovered. -

Ara. 1 wonder where that fool T'reble 18! He pro-
mised e a new song this morning. I am afraid he has
forgot it,

Bel. You are always impatient, Arabella. It is but
Just his hour of coraing.

Ara. Impatient, my dear sister : why it is a minute and
a quarter beyond the time—O, if he is not more punctual
1 shall certainly have done with him.

(Bruvinre shown in by Servant.)

Bely. Pardon me, Mudam—1 understood that Sir Peter
was here (to Belinda.)

Bel. We expect him presently, Sir. (Belo. is going
out.) You must not leave us Mr. Belville. We shall want
your opinion of a new song that Mr.—

Belv. A song, my opinion of a song! I thank you,
Madam, but I have business.

Bel. You shall positively stay. The words are Bel-
mour’s ; and Mr, ‘I'reble informs me that the music is
admirable.

Ara. Belmour’s! Then I condemn it unheard.

fl_ielm. Thatjs bard,—when you too are the subject
of 1t.
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Ara. Am I the subject? O, then ’tis filled with Cupids,
flames, and darts, I suppose. '

Belm. Faith, Madan, it is not.

Ara. 'That's strange! Belville,—are you there—how
dyedo?

Belv. Light, capricious woman !—

Belm. Do you go to the Opera this evening, Miss
Moreland ?

Ara. 1 fancy not. A propos, Mr. Belmour,—did you
ever hear the name of that saucy fellow who was so very
particular to me at the Masquerade the other night ?

Belm. Never, Madam.

Belv. Was he rude to you, Arabella!

Ara. “ Rude to you, Arabella,” (mimicking)—Lord,
what a comicul question. But why do you ask it?

Belv. I thought yon styled him saucy, Madam.

Bel. O, afigure, a figure, Mr. Belville. By a saucy
fellow, you are to understand a very agreeable gentleman.

Ara. And he was most enchantingly so,—suid a thou-
sand handsome things, and made love to me the whole
evening. But 1 shall never see himn again.

Belv. O, do not despair, Madam. Or suppose you
were to advertise for him? ’Tis no unusual method, T
assure you. Formerly, indeed, it might be thought some-
what indelicate ; but now, O, ’tis nothing now. Many a
Lady whose hoypes had nearly forsaken her, has been in-
debted to it for a husband.

Ara. You, Sir, are indeed, and without a figure,
saucy.

Belv. Then there is the greater chance that I may be
honared with your notice.

Euter Servant showing in TREBLE.
Ara. O, Mr. T'reble, | have been dying ’till you came.

The song, the song.
Song by Treble.

Chlorinda still rejects my haud,
Yet strives to keep my heart :
Bids me begone at her command,~—
Bult sighs wheo I depart.
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What should I do her faith to prove,
In this uncertain state ?

Who tells me with her eyes,—*I love,”
But with her tongue,—* I hate.”

Do! exclaims Chloe, foolish youth,
She'll yield when next you meet :

Know woman’s looks alone speak truth,—
"Their words are all deceit.

Belm. Well, Madam, what reward will you bestow on
the poet?

Ara. The poet’sa coxcomb. The words are ridiculous,
most impertinently familiar. 1 knew I shouldn’t like it.
But I must go—1I have ten thousand visits to pay this
morning.

Belv. May I have the honor of attending vou, Madam?

Ara. O, you hideous creature ! how could you think of
such a thing? Beside, you have business, you know.
Come Belinda— Belmour, will you go? [ Exeunt.

Manet Belville—to him Sir Deter.

Sir P. Prythee what’s the matter, George? Why you
look remarkably grave. One wonld have thought that the
expectation of seeing Arabella again would have banished
all sorrow.

Belv, Alas! Sir, 1t is the having seen her that occa-
sions it.

Sir P. What, have you lately seen my niece?

Belyv. Not a minute ago, Sir. On my return to Eng-
land [ immediately came hither, aud paid my respects to
Arabella; but even then her reception of me was not a
little extraordinary.

Sir P. What she did not run into your arms as you
imagined she would have done. You surely forgot, George,
that there is a certain decorum to be observed among
women,—most of them maintain it before marriage, how-
ever ready they may be to break it after.

Belv. You are much mistaken, Sir Peter. I am well
acquainted with that decorum, than which, in woman,
there can be nothing-more amiable. '

Sir P. ’Sdeath, Sir, of what then do you complain ?

Belv. Of your niece’s inexplicable conduct, Sir. There
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is something so extremely mortifying in her treatinent of
me that——

Sir P. Poo, poo, she isa girl of spirit, and treats you
with a freedom, which, if you were to retaliate, all would
be well : instead of which, you act the sighing and de-
sponding lover,—believe every thing she says to be spoken
in earnest, and in consequence of that belief, you are con-
tinually quarrelling.

Belv. Perhaps so, Sir—but Belmour—

Sir P. Belmour! psha, psha, you’re wrong, I tell you,
quite wrong.

Befv. 1 rather conceive that it i8 you who are in the
wrong, Sir Peter.

Sir P. Zounds, Sir! what d’ve mean? I in the wrong—
Sir, I never am in the wrong, never was in the wrong,
and never shall be in the wrong. What d’ye say to that,
Sir?

Belv. Why really Sir, T know not what to say to it.

Sir P. What, you are snecring, Sir. But you know
my meekness, you know my moderation, amd take ad-
vantage of it to insult me.

Belv. My dear Sir Peter, how can you think—Do have
a little patience.

Sir .i’ Patience! He’s preaching patience to me! [
who am notorious for it—a very Grissel. Zounds, Sir,
Grissel hersell’ had never half my patience. Well, but
let me hear : what have you to advance against Belmour ?

Belv. Why then 1 think I can convince you, Sir Peter,
that his love of Belinda is but pretended and concerted
merely to cover his desighs on Arabella,

Sir P. Your proofs, your proofs—

Belv. Why, Sir, according tv all appecarances—

Sir P. Appearauces—Ridiculous! If he really loves
her, why not make it known, and solicit my consent ¢

Belv. That, Sir, honor has as yet forbid. After
having made offers to your eldest niece, how can he soli-
<it you for leave $o marry the youngest ?

bcrl P. The affair is ral:hler nice, indeed; but it fre-

uently happens, and if rightly managed—
1 Belv. E;:ar‘hap&, Sir Peter, you may be inclined to
listen to such a proposal.
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8ir P. Thereagain. Hell and the devil, Sir! Do you
think I drive a Smithfield bargain—do you think—

Belo. No, no, Sir Peter, I don’t think, I won’t think
at all about it.——An obstinate old blockhead!

Sir P. Eb, what?

Belv. 1 say, 1 say, Sir, that I am so fully convinced
of your good intentions towards me, that—that—in short,
i submit every thing entircly to your management.

Sir P. Mighty condescending truly! A little while
ago | was iu the wrong, quite wrong, knew nothing—
a cursed stupid fellow, 1 suppose. But here coines
Lovemore ; and 1 have business. So your servant,

{ Lixit S\r PeTER.
{Enter LovemMore.]

Belville! 1 rejoice to sce you. I have now, thank
heaven, an opportunity to unbosom ; and I flatter myself
that the wews | bring will not be unacceptable. Know
then, that touched at your situation, and desirous—be
witness for me, powers! how sincerely so—of becoming
acquainted with the real sentiments of Arabella, 1 feigned
a passion for her: and with such warmth 1 urged my snit,
that unuble otherwise to crush my secming hopes, she
candidly confessed she loved you.

Befv. A friendly device, indeed. But was she not
astouished at your making such a declaration ?

Love. Beyond description ; but it was that alone which
forced the secret from her breast.

Belv. And yet, Lovemore, her passion, if it may so
be termed, is the most unaccountable one in nature. In
a word, nothing can be more opposite than her behaviour
of one hour compared with another.

Love. Notwithstanding which she loves you, and that
sincerely, take my word for it. Her emotion was to me
a conviucing proof; nay more, she strenuously recom-
mended secrecy (o me.

Belv. Secrecy! a pretty proof of her affection! where-
fore should it be kept secret? When she knows I love,
or rather did love, to such excess that a return of it must
have given me the greatest happiness; knowing this, 1
say, she entertains an affection for me, and keeps it secret.
Ridiculous! Ng, no, this is too plain—'Sdeath I shall
be ever branded for a fool.
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Luve. Possibly she may have reasons for keeping it
secret.

Belv. Reasons for rendering a man miserable! Not
unlikely, Sir, every ‘woman will give you an hundred—
fool, fool. fool.

Love. Have patience, George, and I shall hope to
convince you-—

Befv. Of what, Sir? That T am the most unhappy of
men? I know it. That I shall ever be otherwise? “1I'hat
is impossible. O, Lovemore, Lovemore, here it lies,
(strikes his breast) ’tis rooted here, and never can be era-
dicated. What is rooted here? Love! No, no, ’tis
hatred. Hatred of whom? No matter, love dwells no
louger hiere—no, no, now 1 am free. Cume hither,
Lovemore, is not joy pictured in my countenance ! (forc-
ing a smile) Did I ever appear so perfectly bappy? ha!
ha! ha! How weak must that man be who would suffer a
woman to give him a moment’s uneasiness! Thank heaven,
I have shaken off the yoke, and laugh at my former folly.

Love. Deem it not folly, Belville. But here comes
Arabella, retire a while and listen to our conversation.

Belv, No, no, 1 have so repeatedly experienced ——

Love. Indulge me, so far; it will, in all probability,
be——

Belv. T am determined to bresk with her entirely—I
am tired of this— .

Love. Butif she rails against you, there will be then
an opportunity of coming forward and tlebruiding her.
Let nle prevail on you. [ Belville retires.

[Ente ARABELLA.]

Love. Thanks to my kind stars, which have once more
thrown me in the way of her whom I adore.

Ara. What means this language, Sir? How am I to

interpret it?
Love. Ask your own heart, Madam : it will resolve all

doubts. :

‘Ara. With the sentiments of my heart you are well ac-
gquainted, Sir. But now ask your's; and then tell me
whether'you do pot consider it as totally repugnant to
every idea of hopor and honesty, thus to prefer your suit
sfter the convergation which lately passed between us?

Love. There is no resisting one’s destiny, Madam, I
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am impelled by passions which reason would in vain sur-
mount. Perbaps [ am in the wrongj butf I cease to
be so, I must of consequence remain unhappy.

Ara. Away! Thou monster of ingratitude! O, that
Belville were but here, to assert and vindicate my wrongs,

Belv. (comes forward) As you have wished, behold
hin here! :

Ara. (asidey Ha! This is unfortunate. Now will he
affect a trivmph which 1 cannot bear,

Belv. It gives me n.finite happiness, Madam, to find
that in a time of suppossd danger ygu were desirous that
1 should become your defender.

Ara. Supposed danger! And are you still blind to the
criminal pruceedings of this man; will you not give cre-
dit o the conviction of your own senses ?

Belv. This gentleman, Madam, ever was my friend ;
thercfore entertain no doubts, uor utter any thing deroga-
tory of his honor. It was with my concurrence that he
addressed you; and as he has been the happy iustrument
of effecting our reconcilement, let him be a witness of
our mutual vows.

Ara. Agreed. But they shall be vows of everlasting
hatred.  Egregious l—With your concurrence that he paid
his addresses! But I am acquainted with the motive;
thou art Suspicion’s self. Know, Sir, thut when | men-
tioned your nane, 1 was desirous of gaving some person
to rescue me from the impertinent pretensions of this
man ; and know not why I preferred your name to that of
any other. But perse~ere in your friendship—cherish this
serpent in your bosom ; and whent his sting shall bave at-
tained a greater foree, it may perhaps awake you from
this Icthargic state, and convince yon of your credulity. .

[Exit Aras.

Beiv. 1 am all amazement ! )

Love. This behaviour is extravagant indeed! And yet
your being foremost in her thought, carries with it an 1:35
pearance of your being foremost in her affections.
attack was sudden, and couid not be repelled by any other
means. Her pride was burt; and considering me as an
assistaut in her defeat, she was desirous of taking revenge,
by endeuvouring tp lessen me in _the good opinien of my

friend.

No. XIII. N, Br.Th. Vour.IV. @&
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Belv. Butit is impossible. No, no, in that particular,
the caprice of 8 woman shall never sway with me.

Love. I am sensible of your kindness, your true friend-

ip; and will endeavour to deserve it.

{v. You have ever deservcd, my dear Lovemore,
much more than it is in my power to bestow. But I am
under the necessity of leaving you. My spirits are so
greatly agitated that I am unfit for every thing.

" [Exit Bevv.

Love. Good heaven! how culpable am 1 in baving ever
wronged that man. But 1 will expiste my crime, by
making, Ihf it b;: posﬂ;l)e, both him and Arabella, in de-

ite of themselves, happy. (gofng)
e l‘gEuter Buuoul(;gan?quNa,]

Belm. Ha! yonder’s Lovemore. Cowne, Witling, relate
the ';u'ﬁculars of this adventure—

#. Poo, poo, 1 haven't leisure, I—

Belm. No excuse, no excuse. Modely swears ’tis true.
We mast have it; and Lovemore shall decide upon it.

Love. That 1 will; you may trust me safely. What is
it, Witling? )

Hit. O, the most ridiculous affar in nature. Why
you must know that seme little time ago I accidentully be-
came acquainted with a Lady—a charming woman, by my
soul!—of an amorous complexion, which I soon per-
ceived, and after saging a few civil things to ber, swearing
she was am sugel, and so forth, made love to her in form.
She kept me in suspeuse, (as most women do, you know,)
and then informed me she was marsied ; that her busband
was in the country on sume ungent affairs, and likely to
remain there for a considereble time (a very comvenient
hint). Now 1 had not the least idea of her being mar-
sied, for though she was styled Mrs., I always supposed
der to be a widow, and as she had en elegaut house and
wquipage, concluded her 1 rich one; which, after having
made sure of her aflections, I was determined to ingui
duto, that I might be on or off, acconding to my,incline-

ton. o i .
leu.aWcll, t the husband—he was o obstacle, J.
Wi, Fye} 674, what, woundihe honos of sy Fiasd.
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Belm, Very honorable, faith, as well as in regard o the
lady, whose affections you wished to securs. But friend,
say you—why, you never saw the man.

';c't. True. But I design to make him my friend. But
you shall hear—I presently discovered that I was by no
means disagreeable to her, (you have often told me I am
irresintiblez, yet having an unconquerable aversion from
duels and law-suits, | withstood the temptation. Pray, did
I ever tell you of the damned scrape I got into upon much
such another busipess ? .

Love. Never. Pray communicate : we may profit by
the tale. .

Wit. Why ’tis but a few years ago, that having boasted
of the favors of a certain female—a cursed fine creature, I
assure yotim—mNow a bloody-minded fellow, who affected a
regard for her, and all that, called me to account for it,
when I vow togad it was said only in a frolic, and merely
to get into the good graces of the ladies.

. Very hard, faith.

Wit, Hard indeed, and for a little innocent raillery.
But he swore that a lady’s name was not to be sported
with, insisted on my meeting him, and 1 was obliged to
comply. No mischief, thank heaven, ensued, though
there was so great danger, ihat I have ever since been par-
ticularly cautious not to be drawn into any of the like ren-
;ontl:s.f l}l:eu;:. I m:;t teIll yc;t:i h?m to make a

riend o usband. [Instead o ly acquainting
him with his wife’s inclinations, I shall contrive that he
hear of her from a certain quarter; be will be pleased at
ﬁnd,!uﬁum careful of their honor. ]

' - Very careful, to be syre—you, who are proclaim-
ing the stoz m every Ipm of the town,

Wit. Psha, psha, I bave told it only to yon, and s few
more friends, whose secresy I can depend upon. He, I
say, will be pleased at finding me careful of their honor,
upbraid her for her inconstancy, and ever after consider
me a8 his dear and valuable friend. .

Love. O, you mistake the case entirely. She will tyrp
the tablos on you, depend upon it, A woman scorned is
@ very dangerous enemy. With tears in her eyes she will
protest her inpotence ; swear you atteinpted her virtus,
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and that having heen rejected, you thus meanly sought re-
venge. The husband will believe her, and insist on satiss
faction, which you must undouhtedly give him, or ever after
be liuble to insult; so that the very means which you
would employ tu avoid danger, will inevitably bring you
mto it.

Wit. Faith, this is all very trune. I never thought of
that. Not a word of this matter, my dear friends, if you
love me. 1’ll run and unsay all that I have said. I thank
you most sincerely. I'll aboutitinstantly. Egad, this may
turn out a very ugly affair. [ Eait hastily.

Belm. Well, get thy ways for an incorriible coxcomb.
There now, has he been racking his Lirains to invent this
story, without ever considering that he might be kicked for
his iugenuity. [ Exeunt.

g‘F;nter Sir PETER PosiTive and WorMwooD.]

orm. 1 fear, from your hesitation, that you think un-
favorably of me, Sir Peter.

Sir P. Quite the. contrary, I assure you, Mr. Worm-
wood. I respect you greatly, and if Belinda but you
will find a powerful rival in Mr. Belmour.

Worm. I fancy not, Sir Peter, Arabella, I believe, has
superior charms for him.

Sir P. Arabella! Do you really think so? Belville has
often told me this indeed, but I considered it as merely
the cffi ¢t of jealousy.

Worm. re are pretty good reasons, Sir Peter———
but secrets of this kind———

Sir P. Come, come, Mr. Wormwaood, I plainly per-
ceive that you know more of this business than you are
willing to commupicate. I must ineist on your friendship,
T must beg you will be explicit. , )

Worm. But will it be handsome, Sir Peter, will it be
honest ? S :

8ir P. How, sir? Are you privy to any thing that may
wound the honor of, my family, and yet scruple to inform
me of it? at the very time, too, that you are courting my
alliance. : :

Worm. You may command me, Sir Peter; and yet it
is a disrgreeablegask. I could wish it had fallen on some
other; but since~——in a word then, Belmour hiwself, is
cenfidence, infurmed me of his love for Arabella,
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Sir P. Indeed! Belinda should be spprised of this,
I'll step to her instantly.

Worm. (aside) 'Sdeath, this must never be.——Hold,
hold, Sir Peter, you would ruin every thing by mentioning
me : destroy my scheme entirely.

Sir P. Do you really think so?

Worm. O, without the sinallest question.

Sir P, Well, well, 1 should be sorry for that.

Worm. Beside, Sir Peter, you are to consider that slt-
this is done in friendehip ; mere friendship. Youn may
assure Belinda of the truth of this affair, without mention-
ing me, you know. Were [ to be named, she perhaps
might not credit it ; nay, even imagine it a trick of, mine
to divert her affections from Belmour to myself. Women
have strunge fancies, strange ideas in matters of love.
No, uo, a little time will show him in his proper colors.

Sir P. Right, very right, Mr. Wormwood.

Worm. You may likewise inform Belville, that you
have no longer any doubt of the truth of what he told
you, respecting Belmour. He will itk it kind. It will
induce him, too, when he finds his suspicions verified, to
take his measures accordingly. He is my friend, 1 would
willingly serve him. In the mean time my attention and
assiduity may possibly be the means of recommending me
to Belinda.

Sir P. Admirable! very well judged, indeed, Mr,
Wormwood ; but give me leave to ask, what do you think
of Modely ¢

Worm, 'Think of him, Sir Peter ?

Sir P. Yes, think of him,sir.* It has'been hinted to
me, that he too, notwithstanding his friendship for Belville,
has thoughts of Arabella. )

Worm. Malice, absolute malice, Modely dishonest !
you might as soon suspeet me. -

Sir P, ludeed 1 think so. This is a slanderous aze,
Mr. Wormwood. Shocking ! that the good and virtucus
should be the most liable to aspersion.

Worm. Terrible! But you remember our immorta}
bard : :
¢ Back-wounding calumny

The whitest virtue strikes.” .
Sir P, Aye, aye, but you have heard, I suppose, of the
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ten thousand that I have promised to each of my nieces
on the day of marriage.

Frorm. 1 have, sir; but you mwust not imagine that it
has any weight with me.

Sir P. O, none at all, I dare say.

~ . Worm. Not the least, believe me, Sir Peter.

Sir P. And yet ten thousand pounds are not to be des-
pised. 1 should think it might have a little weight with
even you, Mr. Wormwood ? ,

Worm. Yes, yes,—Q, to be sure. As you say, Sir
Peter, ten thousand pounds are not to be despised.

8Sir P. No, no, I think not.

Worm. He were surély undeserving your favor, Sir
Peter, who should be insensible of them,

Sir P. True, rue. But you'll excuse me for the pre-
sent—I am impatient to see Belinda.

Worm. You remember, Sir Peter, that I am not to ap-
peer in this business.

Sir P, Certainly, certainly. [ Exist.

Worm. (solus) S8, so, this is politic; this is a master-
stroke, and can scarcely fail of success. Belmour's letter
to Belinda too, so fortunately intercepted by my friend,
may prove an excellent auxiliary. I find by his note heve,
that he yesterday changed the cover of this epistle, and
addressed it immediately to Arabella. This must embroil
them admirably ; and if by some further expedient we can
but hinder the parties from meeting, so as that no dis-
entanglement may take place; and iIf in consequence of
such our Machiavelism, Belville and Belmour should be
provoked to fight, why it is highly probable, that Love-
more and I—-but 1 will not antcipate my good for-

tune, ' [ Bait.
. ACT 1V,
< » SCENEI
Enter OLp Hagrcourr and Youyg Harcourr.
{1 - (Mecting.)

N ¥y
. Har.. Ha! Mn, Harcourt, ever on the wing. Bound,
I presume, to Sir Peter’s.”
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Old H. Right, Captain Moreton, right. I should,
indeed, have been there much sooner, but that I acciden-
tally met with Harry Marlow, ¢(you know Harry?) who
detained me upwards of an hour in telling a very strange
story of a guardian and his ward ; of an old fellow, who is
in love with the ward ; of a young one, who is his rival,
.and the devil knows what.

Har. Indeed! (aside) But how could Marlow—O,
Lovemore, whom I cntrusted—it was wrong.

Old H. Yes, and that he had been told by the Rector
bere, who is his particular friend, that this same guardian
would, i the course of two or three weeks, dispose of the

lady in marriage.

ilar. (aside) Distraction ! How am I to proceed?—And
yet some good is blended with the evil ; for to know this
circumstance may be well. ’

Old H. You seem surprised about it, Captain. Are
YOU any way-——

Har. Surprised! O, not at all, gir. I have heard of
the affair before ; and knowing the parties, and—and—in
short 1 am a little vexed about it, sir.

Oid H. Well, but according to Marlow's account, it’s
a devilish comical piece of business—1I canhasdly think it
true.

Har. Very true, I assure you.

Old H. 1 have no rival—and yet gusrdian and ward—
Egnd, it's a good deal like my own case.

Har. (laughs aside) Very much, indeed,sir. That is,
it would be so, if you were old ;,if there were any Jack to
supplant you with the fair.

ld H. But Marlow tells me, that the suitors to the
lady are father and son ; that the son, who is but just re-
turned to E after an absence of many years, appears
before his father, a penurious, pitiful, selfish, old rogne,
(Symmﬁ Har. nods) under a borrowed name; and that this

ir Thrifty, keen as he is im most things, will frequently
hold a conference with this ful youth, without knowing
him, er even suspecting that he is his rival. Is that true
too?

Har. Very—very true, indeed, sir. (stiffing a laugh.)

- Oid H. Ha! ha! ha! what a dolt be mug g for
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Harry informed me, that the youth is frequently off his
guard ; frequently incautious in his words.

Har. Rather dull, to be sure, sir.

Old H. Dull, O, a blochhead, an absolute blockhead.
But who are the parties ? Marlow woud’nt mention names.

Har. Pardon me, sir, you might be tempted to mar the
scheme.

Old H. Mar their scheme! Not I, indeed. Come,
come, you may confide in me.

Har. No, no, you would certainly defeat the project.

O:d H. | will not, Ltell you. I never spoil sport.

Ilar Pray excuse me. Let it suffice, at present, that
the paities ate your friends, and that you wil know the
whole m a little tnue.

O/d H. My fiiends ! enough, enough. T'll suspend my
turiosity.  We shall have a glorious laugh, eb, captain?
a glorious laugh mdeed.

Har. O, 10 suffocation; and if the young one should
carry the lady

O/d I As 1 hope he will.

Har. Right, sir, 1 hope so too—why it will furnish
laughter for all the town. But you will be particularly
pleased with it, I'm sure. '

Ol H. Aye, aye; I can enjoy a laugh, even at the ex-
pense of my friend. How the old fellow must look, when
he discovers the cheat—ba! ha! ha!

Har. True, sir, true—to see his immeasurable length
of fuce. -

Oid 1. What a ridicujous situation—ha! ha! I think
I see him now.

Har. So do I—so do L. (both laugh.)

Old-H. But this young genius, this Proteus, must have
a cursed deal of assurance—a damned impudent scoundrel,
don’t you thiuk so ¢

Hur. Why, sir, that—as to that—why to be sure=it
depends a good deal on vircumstances, sir.

Old H. Circumstances ! why, what if Jack were to come
home, and play me such a trick now ¢

Har. O, you'd think it immensely pleasant, laugh
*ibganilyr at it, angi fosgive him. | am sure you would.
¥ Otd Hetaside) $hould T g0 ? you're cursedly mistaken
though, 1 can tell you that.
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Har. Well, Sir,—~but the lovely Maelissa—~How
stands she affected towards you, at present ? .

Old H. That I shall know from Sir Peter, to whom 1
am now going. I have left the Lady to make her own
conditions, and this morning sent ber a carte blanche for
that purpose.

Har. O, if that be the case, you can scarcely fail,

Qld /. |1 think not. Well, adieu !

Har. Farewel. When we next meet, I hope it will
be to laugh over the business we have been talking about.

Old H. I sincerely wish it. But you promise to
bring me acquainted with every particular.

ar. O, every thing—nothing shall be hid from you,
I give you my word.
- Old H. When once, the old fox is.upcover'd, we shall
have excellent sport.

Har. Yes, yes, but keep yourself in a laughing hun-
mor=—all must be merriment, you know, .

Old H. Fear not, fear not. Flexibility of muscle will
be no more wauting in me, than in yourself. X

Uar. 1shall be glad to find it so— well, farewel, Captain
Harcourt, farewel—Vive Pamour—vive Cupidon !

; [ Exeunt severally.
[Enter Lucy, ﬁollowcd by Rosery,] ’

Rob. Madum—Miss Moreland —Luty! Well, I vow
to gad, child, I took you for your Lady.

: iury. Really! But you don’t mean this as a compli-
ment to me, I hope. .

Rob. O, the confident baggage ! Why you don’t sup~
pose yourself handsomer than Arabella, do you?

Lucy. Ladies are but indifferent judges of their own
beauty, Sir. But when are we.to see our new admiyer,
Mr. Lovemore ? .

Rob. Egad, I hardly know what to say to you, child—
for 1 and my mastgr have sp many of these affairs upon
our hands already thut— ,

Lucy. You, and your master— ,

Rob. Yes, I and my master, Madam. Why I darg
say now, on & moderate computation, he may have at this
present time twenty or thirty mistresses, and 1 much
about the same number. So that we hav’nt&mpf“ljmq
to spare. ’

¢y. So, I should imagine, Sir.
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Rob. T will, however, use my best endeavours to serve
both your Lady and Mr. Lovemore. But first give me
Jeave to say a word or two on my ewn account : for you
must know, my dear, that 1 always take care of myself
before 1 serve my master. Now, child, I have long in-
tended to make a tender of my lave to you, and bave
several times, indeed, been on the point of explaining
myself ; but having a consummate deal of an oaf sort of
a—-a—-modesty I may call it,—deuce take me if I could
utter a word.

Lucy. Modesty! a very pretty gentleman to talk of
modesty, truly, who has just been bragging of having
tWenty or thirty mistresses.

Rob. O, you mistake me, my dear,—when 1 sue on
honorable terms, I shean. Gadeo! is not that Sir Peter,
who is coming this way ?

. No, no—or if it had, what reason have you to
fear him ? He knows not for what purpose you came
hither.

Rob. Not from any information that you have given
him, I firmly believe. But he certainly does kuow it,
and mnet therefore deal with the devil : or, perhaps, he is
skilled in mztopoucopy.

Lucy. opy— What's that ?

" Rob. Why, the art of knowing other people's inclina-

tions.
Lucy. 'That must be & curious art, indeed. I would
I knew it, I should then be able to tell if you have really
the uiard for me, you profess.
My angel! Do you doubt it? By Huven I will

marry you this very day.
Lnxy And leave me, unprotected, the next—repndiste

M Horror! Do you think me capable of such
baséness? By all pow«a M I adore;you ! and
vere I but happy possession of thee, my dear

f;o’l:! soul w =" re!uttantly part from my body,
ol

Lucy. "0 mdor lumy and deceit renown'd.”

m nq; your fustian, good Mr. Robert.—
it ‘your promises are fair, 1 must con-
fess: and 1 am rather prone to believe—-on certain con-
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ditions then==but I will tell you ‘-more of my mind,
another time. ‘ .

Rob. Well, well, I take my leave, (going.)—Gad-
zookers! only to observe the effect of your witcheries,
of your fascinating charms! By all that's beautiful, I
had nearly forgotten the very business I was sent about;
—vwhich is—my ever adorable!—that Mr. Lovemore
will to-morrow morning pay his devoirs where they may
so well be expected. Fail not to acquaint your mistress
of it; and while they are settling matters above stairs,
you and I, according to ancient custom, will concert ours
below. So farewel, my charmer. [ Exit.

Lucy. Farewel! This fellow is not so much amiss.
My first love, indecd, was William, and him 1 would pre-
fer. But man is an inconstant animal! Wellt a little
time will determine the matter. There can be no sort
of harm, however, in having two strings to one’s bow,—
So, till I have secured Mr. William, 1 will not lose sight
of Mr. Robert.

SCENE IL

[Enter WrTLING, meeting MopELY and BeLmour.]

Wit. Ha! my dears, give me your protection. I have
just quitted the company of a parcel of friends, who, by
the way, are e most egregious fools—

Belm. Fools, and your friends, Witling ?

Wit. No, tio, not my friends—they are not my friends.
Hang ’em, I should be ashamed to call "em friends—Nao,
no, they are my acquaintance, simply my acqusintance ;
and as for them, why a man ¢an no more help associating
with fools— '

Mode. Than he can help being one,

Wit. Right, right. Though, egad, I don’t know if
that was er so civilly said. But let that pass,—~
Modely®¥ my friend.

Belm. Or your acquaintance,—which, Witling ?

Wit. O, my friend, absolutely my frniend ; and he mnz
rally, he may say any thing. O, friendship without rai
lery is as dull as a dance without music, or wine without
company. I could no more endure a sentimental friend,
than 1 could # sentimental comedy : one evinces » defect
of spirit, as tother of genius.
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Belm. Thou art a pleasant fellow, Ned: and never in
want of a simile: why, you make comparisons as easily—
Wit. As a bud pret makes verses; and you must do
me the justice to acknowledge that they are generally apt,
/m. Yes, yes, but the misfortune is, Ned, that by
making too free with particular characters, your compari-
sons are frequently as il received as—

Wit As the conections of a critic by an author who
stands in need of them. [ know that, Charles, | know
that—But we men of wit and fancy must not be con-
trolled.  We had rather lose a friend than a’ joke at any
tune.

Belm. (aside) Coxcomb'!—Well, but though you are
30 indifferent with respect to the loss of afriend, Ngd,—
you must tuhe care how you exercise this witty talent
;mpng the woinen :—jyou may chance to lose a mistiess

y It.
? Wit. Placue take me, if 1 care. Say I do lose a mis-
tress by it, if I don’t get another by ‘he same means—
(4dside to Modely.) Arabella for that, you know ~=wh
T’ll be content to rank with you dull plodding tellows, all
the rest of my life, ¢gad. .

Mode. But prythee, Witlling, does this wit and humor
of yours never get you into scrapes and quargels ?

Wit. Why yes,—but then ic always getsyie-out again ;
beside, | have taken a resolution never to be affronted.

Mode. Never to be affronted! Why, what if 2 man
were to.tweak you by the nose, now ?

Wic. O, that, that indeed; but still it might be domne in
Jjest, you know. Some péople will be offended at the
most trifting things.—O, there is not a more ridiculous
character on earth, than your captious, hectoring, fellaw.

Mode. Yes, there i5; yes, there is. Well, enjoy your
fame, Ned: I am not ambitious of it; for your superio-
rity excites men's envy, and consequently their h?.‘ '

Wit. Hute? yes, yes, they hate me worse thah an At-
torney hates a won. prus. or a coward the dagy of battle.
But what of all that, yon remember the poet ;

“ Epvy will mein, as its shade, pursue.”

Belm. Why, thou must needs be a very happy fellow,

Witliog; admired ty Ile women, envied by {l.e mien.
Faith, Charl¢s, you may say that. I speak it
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without vanity : for vanity is not in my composition, is it,
Modely ? :

* Mod. Vanity! No, no, you have abilities, to be sure;
but then you are no more vain of them than a—a—

Wit. What, you're in want of a simile. Come, ['ll ke
you out. Than a lord of his wit, or a woman of her beau-
ty. It'makes against myself; but I knew you meant to
laugh at me.

el. ‘T'o laugh at you? fye, fye, Ned. We may laugh
with you. perhaps, but as to laughing at you, why—

Wit. Why it would be doiug no more than you have
doue by the rest of your acquaintance. But come, we'll
not part now—where shall we dine, boys ?—Gadso! 1
had quite forgoe I must leave you, faith. I’m cursed
sorry for it,but my Lord Modelove, Sir Novelty Fashion,
and two or three more, are at this very moment consider-
ing of a dress to distinguish them from tradesinen—und
they swore it might be barbare uuless 1 were at the set-
tling of it.—So you’ll excuse me.

Bel. Well, but, Witling, you never told us how you got
off with respect to the story of the lady: the marred .
lady, whom you supposed to be a widow, you know.

Wit. O, aye, true. Why, gad, I've hardly time to tell
you now, but in a word—1 ran to all my friends, swore
’twas all invention, merely to try their credulity—

Mod. Invention! what, and they believed it to be
such ?

Wit. Belicved it? O, the silly dogs! Yes, yes, they
supposed it romance, though, Ry this hand, every title of 1t
was true.

Bel. Hold, hold, no more of that. The lady, whom
you have since been pleased to name in this business, I
have the honor of knowing ; now, sir, if 1 hear another
word— ‘

Wit. Ha! ha! ha! What, have I really imposed on
you the other way, eh Charles ¢

Bel. No,sir,no. You are too light gnd trifting for me
to suppose it true. - But if you mention that Jady’s name
aguin, on any occasion whatever, your want of conse-
quence shall not protect you. : S

Wit. Psha, psha, Charles, don’t graw ill-natured, - You

.9
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luw.\;:'i 1 would'nt do amy thing to disoblige you for the
world.

Bel. Very well, sir. Then let me hear no more of the

iy : for if I do, I shall suspect that you have again been
ding, and I will make you answer it.

Wit. Tattding! not I, faith, I'll never open my lips,
though I heard a very strange story of Lady Betty—

Mod. What again! Before you have well got out of
one scra

Wit. Well, well, T say no more, 1 have done, 'tis no
affair of mine. But people will talk, and how can L help
it? D’'m extremely concerned for the poor lady ; the hus-
band swears he'll sue for a divorce. Gad, 1 heard the
name of her paramour, quite forgot it ough; well, no
matter. But as to Mrs. Loverule, I do assure you,
Chatrles, 1 had not the least idea of your being acquainted
with her, or the torture of an inquisition should not have
forced a word from me.

Bel. I believe it, sir: you would have been fearful of
the consequences. But remember, Witling, that you are
mot the less criminal in traducing a woman, because you
thought it might be done with impunity. Come, I will
be your friend, Ned. Your failings are innumerable : but
as they have arisen mere from educution than from
principle, we may expect that you, will become sensible of
them. Let we advise you, forgo your gallantries, show
yourself a man of reason, and endeavour to creep iuto the
good opinion of the world. :

Wit. O, as tothe world’s opinion, I aw indifferent about
it; for it as frequently condemns where it should applaud,
as it applauds where it should condemn.

MOJ-) There is some truth in that, to. be sure, Witling 5
and yet 2 man would willingly be. thought well of.

it. 'Thought well of—poo, there’s nothing in that:
for if you are extolled by one balf of the town, the other
half will instantly ninke & poimt of abusing you. Well,
you must excuse ﬁ:' faith.  8ir Novelty expects me, and
(going, returns} Buty Charles, benceforward 1 amd&n:.
. : DR

Bel. What 2 sjraige compound of impertigence and
good-nature.  But cqme, Modely, we must think of our
sppeintment, . ¢ { [Exeunt.
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ginter Sie PETER aud LApY PosiTIvE.]
Sir P. Madam, madam—

Ladz'f’. Sir Peter, Sir Peter—

Sir P. Really, Lady Positive, you are the most pro.
voking woman— b

Lady P. And you, Sir Peter, the most obstinate man,
But what has occasioned our present quarrel? for upon
my word I do not recollect the cause of it.

Sir P. ’Slife, Madam, there was not the smallest
cause—

Lady P. 1 know it, Sir Peter: and therefore think
that we had better defer quarrelliug ’till we can find a
reason for it.

Sir P. Agreed, my Lady, agreed.

Lady P. Well, my dear, and when do you think of
martying your niece?! Belinda, I mean; for as to Ara-
bella, I can make nothing of her. She is every whit as in-
comprehensible as yourself.

Sir P. Lookee there now! You can soon create a
cause for quarrel, my Lady.

) %ady E“ Your pardon, Sir Peter, 1 speke unthink-
ingly.

Sir P. Uunthinkingly ! so you always do.

Lady P. Well, well, we were speaking of Belinda.
She will have an excellent husbaad.

Sir P. You think so? I am heartily glad that we bave
your coucurrence.

Lady P. O, he haslong had my good wishes, I assure
you.

Sir P. Long! why it is not above half an hour since
ke mentioned the affair to me.

Lady P. Half an hour, why you know, my dear, that
Mr. Belmour——

Sir P. Belmour——psha, psha, I am speaking of Mr.
Wormwood—

Lady I’. Wormwood! Why haven’t you always em-
couraged Belmour ?

Sir P. Yes, and I now mean to edcourage Worm-
wood. ,

Lady P. And you have some excellent reason for this,

0o .
SirP. 1 hav:, he is 2 man of the bighest character,
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Lady P. Notwithatanding’ which, T have no high opi-
nion of him, I can tell you: and if Belinda should conde-
scend but for a2 moment to listen to him, 1 renounce her
for ever, :

Sir P. And if she does not condescend, as you call it,
not only to listen to i, but to receive his addresses, and
seriously, why she must renvunce ten thousand pounds.
So there’s an end of that.

Lady P. But there is not an end of that- and there
never shull be an end of it, if you are guilty of such great
injustice.

Sir P. Well, well, but Belmour is ot the man I took
him for—yvou must hnow then, that Arabella—but some
one is coming : retire, my Lady. Besides, Belinda can
better inforin you. [Exeunt.

[Enter ArABELLA, followed by MopELY.] .

Mod. Well, but, Arabella, this is really too much. This
severity will be the death of him.  Poor Belville !

Ara. Poor Belville ! ves, 1 do sincerely pity him.

Mod. Pityhim? Rather say, Madam, that you treat
him with contempt.

Ara. Mercy on us, what a construction some people
will put upon things! Why that which you have mistaken
For contemipt is pity, real, downright pity ; for finding hin
20 desirous of making me bis wife, and knowing the mis-
fortunes that are attendant upon marriage, I have taken
pity on him, and absolutely hindered him from becoming
miserable. 1s not this commiseration commendable ¢

Mod. Admirably turned, 1 must acknowlege. How-
ever, Madam, wcre L your lover—

Ara. Well, Sir, and what then, of your wondrous wis-
dom, pray?

Mod.- Why then, Madam, [ would give you leave to
call me fool for ever after, if I suffered you to serve me a
second time in the same mauner you have served Bel-

ville. :
Ara. Impertinent !—this is beyond endurance—

Mod. This coquetry, Arabella, will be the ruin of you :
it will, upon my squl, the whole town rings of it In
short. there is gely an autiquated spinster but who is
ﬁj:!cing at the thought of your becoming one of the sister-
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Ara. This freedom, Mr. Modely, is disagreeable. I
shall grow angry, sir.

Mod. Come, come, Miss Moreland, you know that I
ever piqued myself on being a plain dealer. There are in-
stances-of faithful lovers becoming arrant libertines be-
cause they bave been slighted by their mistresses. Let not
that be the fate of Belville, nor suffer him to seek in ano-
ther that happiness which you have denied him. 1 know
you love him.

Ara. Love him? hornd! O, the slanderer!

Mod. Nay, nay, do not attempt to conceal it. In rap-
tures he acquainted me with the generous confession you
made to him this morning. Did you not give him more
than hopes ?

Ara. Perhaps I might, to get rid of him~=to be freed
Jrom his importunities, to—

Mod. Yes, yes, employ the only means that could keep
your lover, by way of getting rid of him. Very likely!

Ara. 1 should be glad to know, sir, by what night [
thus am questioned by you ?

Mod. By the right of friendship, Madam; a right
which I would not forego, though an empire were to be
my reward. My friend 1s unhappy, Miss Moreland ; it is
in your power to make him otherwise.

Ara. By this familiarity, Mr. Modely, you will most
certainly incur my displeasure.

Mod. 1 should be sorry, Madam, actually to offend
you: but if you persevere in this behaviour there may be
danger oOfee~ -

Ara. Danger of what, sir?

Mod. Of Mr., Belville’s becoming as much in love
with another as he is now with you. Nay, it is reported
that he has made overtures to Lady Melvin. :

Ara. Tmprobable!

Mod. But not impossible. A man will not for ever
condescend to be corrected or caressed according to a
woman’s fancy. There are intervals, Madam, in which
he views the folly of such conduct ; and aftes having in vain
;l:aloyed those means which might have ensured success

ith any Lady of a less capricious disposition, he assumes
that spirit whichdis becoming of his station, and rejects
her with disdain. ‘

NO. XIlI.  N. Br. Th. VOL. 1V. H
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Ara. An excellent picture of majestic man! But you
should remember, Mr. Modely, that the painter who is
desirous of pleasing seldom copies nature too closely in
his portraits,

Mod. I have exhibited him, Madam, such as he really
is, without any false coloring.

Ara. If it be, indeed, a faithful likeness, I can only say,
that I shall never be able to look on the original without
borror.

Mod. This is affectation.

dra. Not in the least. But now hear me: On the
other side of the canvass, you may draw this redoubtable
hero kneeling at the feet of his mistress, and in a state
bordering on despondency, imploring of her pardon ; while
she, regaining that spirit which is becoming of her station,
looks on him with an indifference which seems to say, “ I
am unmoved at your distresses.”

Mod. 'Though at the same time she is in continual agi-
tation lest he should understand those lvoks and leave her
to repent of them. .

Ara. You are a provoking devil, Modely, and if you
stay much longer, I do really believe I shall fall in love
with you for your impudence. To be serious though—do
you think, now, that if I should be foolish enough to
marry this Belville—But it is impossible : it can never be,
and so—How significant that look is now ! Do you su
pose it would give me any uneasiness if he were actually
married ? (Peevishly and much agitated.)

Mod. Were I to judge from your composure, Madam,
1 should imagine not ; but the world says, that you adore
him.

Ara. The world, Sir, is as impertinent as you are.

Mod. And yet, Miss Moreland, your continually railing
against him strengthens the opinion. But in these fan-
tastical imes, a lady must not seem content, though she
have the best of lovers, or the best of husbands.

Ara. You grow much too censorious, Sir. No mare
of this language, Iipray you.

Mod. Then, Madam, I take my leave—Ouly remem-

“ber, Miss Mogeland, that there may be danger. [ Exit.

Ara. (sola) 'This Modely is the most insufferable

creature— :
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[Enter WrtLING and BELVILLE.]

Wit. (introducing Belv.) Mr. Belville, Madam, a
particular friend of mine, whom I have brought. (aside)
He seems perfectly petrified, struck dumb by her beduty :
I have felt it myself. She’sa lovely rogue, that’s certain.
This amour will do me infinite credit, egad. He surveys
her very attentively though : faith, I dont altogether like
that. '

Ara. Mr. Witling, I am glad to see you. I began to
think you had deserted us.

Wit. O not for the world, Ma’am ; but really I have so
many

Ara. O T understand you ; the ladies——

Wit. (aside) She has hit it, egad. O Lord, no,
Ma'am, but—(Runs up to Belville, who is stunding on
the other side of the stage with his eyes fixed on Arabella)
How d'yc like her ?

Belv. Like her!

Wit. Aye, what d'ye think of her ? .

Belv. Think of her! why I think her the most—

Wit. Go on—the most beautiful, elegant,—go on, go

on.
Belv. No, Sir, the most false, the most perfidious of her
sex, as you soon will find. !

Wit. Hold, hold! ’pon my soul, you wrong her there.
No, no; she has been extremely faithful to me : a most
inviolable attachment, I must say that,

Belv. To you! attached tg you!

Wit. Tome? aye certainly.» Why, what the plague,
you dont suppose she’s attached to you, do you? .

Belv. Give me leave to ask you, Madam, if it is at your
desire that I am brought hither by this gentleman?

Wit. (aside) Egad, 1 believe he’s better acquainted
here than [ thought he was.

Ara. Really, Mr. Belville, your inquiries are, of late,
so very many, that—Sir, I ‘plead privilege, and will not
answer to iuterrogatories, placed as I am at the bar of your
criminal court.

Belv. (falteringly) 1 conceive, Madam—TI say, I con-
ceive, Madam, that [ am brought hither, at your express
desire, to be made the sport of yourself and followers.

Ara. You do not think too highly of your qualities, Sir ;
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you do not over-rate yourself. What an obliging lover,
who rather than that his mistress should he ernuié for even
a day, will endeavour to excite her mirth, though at the
expense of himself.

Wit. (aside) Lover! here’s a cursed piece of business!
I wish 1 were fairly rid of it. Worse than Jack Voluble’s
affair, by the Lord Harry!

Belv. This affected pleasantry, Madam, shall not divert
e, nor hinder me from proclaiming you to the world as
the most deceitful of women.

. Wit. (aside) Faith, I think 1 had better make good my
retreat. She may call upon me, perhaps, to vindicate her
character, and I shall get an affair of honor on my hands,
which, as [ am no way ambitious of, why—— (going.)

Ara. You are not going, Mr. Witling ? 1 cannot bear
to lose you so soon.

Wit. Why really, Madam, a business of the highest con-
sequence——

Ara. Nay, tell not me of business. You, a man of
gallantry! fie, Mr. Witling, fie.

Wit. (aside) The devil take this gallantry—ame de ma
vie, if it was not the most important

Ara. O | insist on your staying. You are my knight-
errant, and I shall want you to protect me against this ter-

rible giant,

Wzgt. (uside) Just as I imagined, by Jupiter! O my
cursed vanity ! into what a state of jeopardy it has brought
me! What my friend Belville, Ma’am?—O he 132
very honest fellow, I assure you; a little given to pleasantry,
that’s all. If any other had presumed—

Belv. Honest fellow ! and presumed—Pray, Sir

Wit. (aside) Nay, nay, I only meant to bring us both
off. 'This is a foolish affair ; it is not worth quarrelling
about. -

Belv. Well, Madam, what am I to think of all this?
But if you mean to discard me, and to make choice of this
coxcomb, instantly declare it.

Ara. Then here is my hand, Mr. Witling.

Wit. Which thus I welcome with a “ holy kiss.”

Bely. Danlnation! For you, Sir, I insist on immediate

, satisfaction ! )
Wit. Satisfaction! Why what the devil ails the man ?
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the lady has decided. If she had declared for you, why
I shoulde’t have insisted on immediate satisfaction.

Belv. That I believe. But, Sir, you seduced that lady’s
affections.

Wit. Seduced! Not I, by my soul! have I, Miss
Moreland ¢ i

Ara. (aside) O the wretch! he'll make it believed pre-
sently that I have seduced him. Why really, Mr. Witling,
I must do you the justice to acknowledge, that you have
not.

Wit. There, Sir, are you satisfied now? However,
you and I, Belville, are old friends; we must not quarrel
on such a trifling matter as this; so as your pretensions to
the lady are prior to mine, why, why, I think you must
€’en take her.

Ara. So you give me up, Mr. Witling—absolutely re-
sign me, Sir?

Wit. Why really, Ma’am, if it was not in the fear of
murdering my dear friend here—

Ara. Never think of that; you may not hit him; or
there is a chance that he may kill you, and then you fall
with honor, you know.

Wit. Why as to that, Ma’am, I am perfectly sensible
of the honor ; but my existence is of consequence to so very
many that | am under the necessity—

Ara. Andis it even so? Ah unhappyme! I had vainly
imagined myself to be the first in your consideration,

it. (aside)As by the honor you intended me, I find I
am in your’s. 1 tell you what, Belville, I don’t believe
she cares a.straw for either of #s. There is certainly some
damned fellow or other whom she’s inclined to favor, and
therefore would set us to cutting one another’s throats :
now I am of opinion, that it would be better—

Belv. Well, Madam, your hero does not think you
worth fighting for.

Wit. Hush, hush; No, I dont say that neither.

Belv. Then instantly follow me.

Ara. O 1 should like immensely to be fought for.

Wit. (aside) Should you so? Gad, you shall not have
me to fight for you though.——And so, Ma’am, you
would like to gee us a tilting ?

Ara. Extravagantly ! and I will appeal to ﬂf. Belville,
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whose courage is unquestioned, and who is confessedly the
champion of beauty, if any thing could be more glorious
than to lose your life in defence of the fair ?

Delv. 1really think there might: To lose it in defence
of his country.

Wit. Nay, nay, this is nothing but a distinction without
a difference ; for in either case, the glory to me would be
the same. But where’s the necessity for fighting, if we can
settle matters withoutit ?

Belv. Go! you are a coward, and a—

Wit. (aside) By Mars and Bellona, I'll e’en show a
little courage ; she'll never let us fight, I think ; what she
said, could be only to try my spirnt. Well, Sir, since
nothing less will content you—

Ara. Mr. Belville, I intreat!'—Mr. Witling, T com-
mand you to desist !

Wit. (aside) Pretty soul! She loves me tenderly after
all. Yes, yes, what she said was merely in the way of
raillery.—1f he declines the combat, Madam, he’s a pol-
troon, and [ Draws.

Belv. Nay then

Ara. Hold, hold—jyou frighten me to death. Mr.
Witling, I once more command you to desist.

Wit. Your commands, Madam, must be obeyed ; and
as a proof of the high opinion I entertain of your under-
standing, I shall not scruple to leave you in the hands of
my ri:ﬁ. [Eaxit.

Belv. Rival! But he is gone, and with an air of tri-
umph. 1s it possible that Arabella can really be inclined
to favor him ¢ ‘

Ara. O, lud, yes: for I am prodigiously taken with his
manner, | assure you.

Belv., Happy coxcomb! And yet for Arabella to give
encouragement to such a——I know not what to think
of it.

Ara. Lord, you sre the strangest creature! Can one
help being handsome, and if one is handsome, can one
hel being in love with one ¢

%clv'. 'O, Miss Moreland ! did you but know how ill
this levity, thisaffectation shows in you, you would I am
sure at forego it,

“diva. L¥vity! Affectation! you presume, I find, on
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my good-nature. Your temper, Belville—that fretful tem-
(o) i d

Belv. Unkind, and cruel ! you raise my suspicion, and
then affect to wonder at it. "Torture, yet forbid me to
complain.

Ara. I will freely own to you, Mr. Belville, that I
once imagined, vainly imagined-=but it is past. If my
presence 18 painful to you, fly me !—Do you hesitate ?

Belv. You are my fate.—My feet deny their office.
You know your power ; use it generously.

Ara. And has Arabella, the inconstant, fickle Ara-
bella, her attractions still? Can Belville, the haughty
lordly Belville, give up his manly reason, and to a foolish
woman. (Smiling) )

Belv. Now, Arabella, you are indeed yourself. Be
ever thus, and I am wholly yours.

Ara. (changing her tone) Then there is once more
peace. But 1 am sorry you have driven Witling away.

Belv. Sorry! Are you serious?

Ara. Serious! Certainly, O, by the way, when we
are married, Belville, he must positively be my Cices-
beo.

Belv. Cicesbeo !

Ara. O, lord, yes. What’s a married woman without
her Cicesbeo? for who is there to attend her to opera,
ball, and play, you know.

Belv. Opera, ball, and play! Why if she occasionally
went to either, I should suppose her husband might at-
tend her. .

Ara. Husband—O, hideousd impossible.

Belv. Indeed!

Ara. Or supposing it possible, did you ever hear of
such a thing ? ley you'd be paragraphed for a mqnth,
or perhaps a year—as thus—Ilutelligence extraordinary.
“Jt is an undeniable fact, that Mr. Belville and Lady
were yesterday evening seen together, (togéther in Italics)
in a box at the opera—the whole beau monde were
alarmed, &c. &c.” aund then conclude, Ferhaps, with a
thousand sarcasms, which no mortal could endure. So
that you see there’s no existing without a dangler.

Bely. 1 canpot understand you, Miss Moreland, you
are more difficult to expound than was the *riddle of
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Sphinx. You play with my affections. I must not, will

not bear it. [ Exit.
Ara. Stay! He is gone, and somewhat angnly, me-

thinks. I have been rather cruel to be sure. Well no

matter, I must be the more condescending when we meet

again.

& [BELINDA crossing the Stage.]

Belinda, where are you going, my dear ?

Bel. To my chamber. met Belville at the door—
What you have scttled the day, I supposet

Ara. Setiled the day, indeed! 1 really do not think 1
shall marry this Belville these six years. Lord! there is
something so diverting, so agreeable, in teazing these
creatures, that I have mogg than once had an intention of
writing an Essay onit. “The Pleasures of Tormenting.”
How d'ye like the title? I will positively make you study
it, Belinda; for 1 observe, my dear, that you have not
the least idea of tormenting any one except yourself.

Bet. Nor do I desire it. But if you do not think your-
self a proficient in the business, here come a couple from
whose example 1 think you may profit.

Ara. O, the pestilence! Let us fly them with the ut-
most speed. [Ereunt.
[Enter S1r PETER and LaDY.]

Sir P. Monstrous, monstrous! But she shall return
no more to her cousin’s house. No, no, I'll have her im-
mediately locked up.

Lady. Locked up, Sir Peter. 1 never heard of such a
thing in any Christian country. But what if Melissa did
entertain a lover—— "

Sir P. Entertain a lover! I'll have no lovers enter-
tained but what are of my choosing. Fops and foplings
are eternally buzzing around my house like bees about a
hive. Besde, you very well know, my Lady, that the
fairest fruits will ever attract the flies.

Lady. 1 am perfectly sensible of that, Sir Peter. (brid-
ling) But thisis such a Turkish custom—so very barba-
rous—I suppose 1 shall be locked up next.

Sir P. (aside) 1. heartily wish you were :—1I'll mortify
her, however. m locked up! no, no, Lady Positive,
o occasion for that, you are perfectly safe—perfectly se-
cure, I warrant, ¢
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Lady. Am I so, Sir?—Now to let you know——

Sir P. Heyday! what the devil does the woman mean?

Lady. You are a Goth, an absolute Vandal. But tell
me now, have I any enjoyment of my life? Am I not
immured in the country during the greatest part of the
year; and when we occasionally visit London, do you
ever mix with the great world, or live like a man of fash-
ion?

Sir P. “ Never mix with the great world, nor live like
a man of fashion.” Which is merely saying that I do not
injure my posterity by wantonly squandering in the course
of very few years, that patrimony which had afforded af-
fluence to my ancestors ; that I do not ruin two or three
hundred simpletons, who havg confided in my honor, and
who have given me an unlimited credit : and finally, that
I am not baudied about among my relations and friends,
in search of that support which 1 had foolishly thrown
away.—Such, Lady Positive, such too frequently is the
fate of the man of fashion. He is then excluded the cir-
cles which before were eager to receive him, dignified
with the title, perhaps, of un homme du ton, a man of
taste and spirit !

Lady. Really, Sir Peter, you have such ante-diluvian
notions!  You had rather walk in the fields, I warrant,
and listen to the note of a cuckoo, than you would to the
warblings of a And then your dress—why it is so ex-~
tremely rusty, that you look exactly like a statue dug from
the ruins of Herculaneum. )

Sir P. A statue! Something like it, I must confess.
Well, and among all the gods of antiquity, which do 1
resemble most? The Thunderer, no doubt. Yes, yes,
for a Jupiter tonans, I am a perfect model-—a model for a
painter.

Lady. The Thunderer! You can make noise enough
%} acknowledge, though you come nearer my idea of

an.

Sir P. Pan!—aye, aye, in one particular, 1 believe,
I do resemble Pan. But “ gentle” Lady Positive,  to
leave this keen encounter of our tongues; and come to
something of more serious hethod” —there’s a speech
from a play for.you. You'll be pleased with that—that’s
like a person of fashion, I'm sure.
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Lady. A person of fashion, indeed? Were you to
build a private Theatre as every body does, you might be
allowed to talk thus. Do that now, and we shall have
half London to join us presently.

Sir P. Half London ! very desirable, no doubt.

Lady. 1 understand you. But let me tell you, Sir
Peter, theatricals are all the ton ; and since you have not
either taste or spirit to engage in any thing that is truly
elegant or polite, I will set about it myself. I’ll have the
barn belonging to Positive-hall immediately converted
into a play-house, and splendidly fitted up.

Sir P. The devil you will——

Lady. Yes, Sir, and entertain a company of Ladies
and Gentlemen, that shall put professional performers to
the blush. We'll ruin the managers of Theatres Royal,
I’ll engage for it. We'll oblige them to shut up their
houses.

Sir P. A very praise-worthy business, and must do a
person of fashion an infinite deal of honor.

Lady. Aye, you may jeer and sneer, Sir Peter, as
much as you please. I dont regard that. I know what
is befitting a woman of rank. 1 know what is becoming

my station, I can tell you. Exit.
Sir P. Aye, aye, riot and extyavagance. But I must
now have a little conversation with my ward. [Exit.
ACT V.
SCENE 1L

Enter ARABELLA and BELINDA,

Ara. Here is Belmour’s letter, Belinda, that I told you
about: you may have.occasion for it. This, indeed, agrees
with Sir Peter’s account. And vet I am astonished at his
having written to me. The most impassioned language
too ! He never gave me the most distant reason to think—

Enter SERVANT.]
Mr. Belmour, Madam.
Ara. Shew him up. 1 will retire awhile, and be sure,

Belinda, bring him to a thorough explanation.
' you g . & Exit Arabella.
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[Enter BELMoUR.]

Belm. You secem thoughtful, Madam.

Bel. And that you think extraordinary :—Do you know
this letter ?

Beim. Certainly, Madam.

Bel. You acknowledge it, then ?

Belm. Acknowledge it, Belinda !—undoubtedly.

Bel, And so full of high-flown compliments. Well, I
really thought it had been a forgery.

Belm, A forgery? No, no, Madam, it is no forgery.
The letter is certainly mive. (smiling.)

Bel/. Matchless confidence ! But give me leave to ask
you, Sir, what am I to think of this epistle ! How am 1
to consider it ?

Belm. As contaiving my real, my unalterable senti-
ments, Madam : as containing the warm effusions of a
heart filled with —

Bel. Enough, enough—

Beim. And shall I be pardoned the importunity ?

Bel. Undoubtedly, Sir. The importunity of a lover is
always pardonable.

Belm. Kind creature! Aund you think there will be no
objection, no :mpediment—

Bel. None in the least, I dare answer.

Belm. My adorable—

I Bel. Heaven defend me,—you are going to relapse,
fear. :

Belm.(Aside.) Relapse! What the devil does she mean.
I was in hope, Madam, that tbe letter would have con-
viuced you— .

Bel. It has, and fully, Sir. I have not a doubt re-
maining.

Beim. Thus, on my knee, I thank you.

[Enter ARABELLA.]

Ara. Heyday! But really, Mr. Belmour, this is a little
out of character. Upon my word, Sir, 1 shall grow ex-
tremely jealous, if I find you in these supplicating atti-
tudes.

Belm. You are pleasant, Madam ; and are for rallying
me on my passion.

Ara. You arejgreatly mistaken, Sir, I was never less
inclined to raillery. But come, Mr. Belmour, for once
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be ingenuous. Here we are together, Belinda and I; which
will you have ! prythee be quick, you can’t expect both,
Sir, and it i1s rather unhandsome to be on your knees to
one silly girl, while you are writing letters to another.
For my part, [ have been monstrously in love with you
ever since I saw that delightful epistle. Do you know
now, that I think it equal to Voiture.

Belm. You speak in enigma, Madam—for deuce take
me if I comprehend a word of all this.

Ara. Well carried! Look on that letter, Sir.

Belm. “To Arabella”— ’sdeath, here is some trick.
This is your contrivance, Miss Moreland, doune with the
view, I suppose, of tormenting Belville.

Adra. No, on my honor, Sir. The letter was brought
to me by William, exactly as you see it.

Belm. William The rascal! Allow me to question
him about it.

Ara. Lucy! send William here.

Belm. This letter, Madam, was addressed to your sis-
ter. 'The cover has been changed— by whom, or for what
purpose, I am yet to learn. But here comes the gentle-
man who very probably can unriddle.

[Enter WiLLiAM.]
Come hither, Sir.

Wiil. (Aside.) He has found me out, I see.

Belm. Did you receive this letter ?

Will. Ah! a lie will be of no service—yes, Sir.

Belm. Very well. Now tell me into whose hands it
fell, before it reached this lady.

Will. Sir, as 1 hope to be—

Belm. No equivocation, rascal,— answer me directly

or—

Wil. Why then, Sir—you must know, Sir—that Mr.
Wormwood happening to come to the door, Sir, at the
very moment that your servant biought the letter, Sir— did,
by dint of bribery, (alas! Sir, who can withstand it?) com-
pel me to give it up to him, Sir. I dwelt long and elo-
quently on the heinousness—I remonstrated—

Belm. Peace,- rogue !— But what could Wormwood
mean by this ?,

Bel. O, T will tell you. He is a secret admirer of
mine ; but knowing the little chance he had of succeeding
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with me by direct and open means, he ingratiated himself
with Sir Peter: and has farther hoped, 1 suppose, by this
device, to create between us such a misunderstanding as
might afterward be turned to his own advantage.

Belm. The villain! He shall answer this immediately.

Ara. 1 must insist on your silence. Belinda and I are
by accident become acquainted with some other, and more
mischievous of his schemes. We have already determined
on his punishment ;—and fear not, Mr. Belinour, but we

will have our measure of revenge. [Exeunt Arab.and
Belin. on one side, Belmour on the other.
SCENE IIL

Enter WorMwooD and LovEMORE.

Worm. So you never imagined I should succeed there,
¢h, Lovemore ¢

Love. Why faith, I am a little surprised at it. That
a woman like her should—'Tis rather awkward for a man
to commend himself, and yet, I thonght that in these mat-
ters I had impudence sufficient to—

Worm. O, you mistake the case eutirely. For example
now—If you have an inclination to do a particularly im-
pudent thing : do you imagine thatitis to be effected merely
by dint of impudence,

Love. Certainly. How* the plague can it be otherways
effected ?

Worm. How ? why by modesty, to be sure.

Love. Modesty! what an impudent thing ?

Worm. Aye, Sir, there's paradox for you. In short,
I carry on a covert, you an oper® war. Now Sir, I will
pit_ my modesty against your impudence.

Love. But in an age like the present, modesty, me-
thinks, is but an indifferent recommendation.

Worm. Right, Sir, right—the truly modest starve. But
Ars est _celare artem: it is the business of art to conceal
art.—That is my maxim: and egad it will hold good in
every profession.

Love. Very true, Wormwood ; and you are, unques-
tionably, an adept. The palm is yours,

Worm. Faith, Sir, I have studied hard to obtain it.
O, purity, well-dissembled purity, can never fail. By vir--
tue of that, the wary father will promote my suit with his
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daughter, and the jealous husband will leave me alone
with his wife.

Love. But in the latter case I should suppose, your
purity

Worm. Aye, then indeed, it may be nccessary to un-
mask—But this reminds me of Arabella. How have you
succeeded there, any chance ?

Love. Why, faith, Wormwood, mine is but a forlorn
hope. I have some qualms of conscience too—-l must
€’en give over the pursuit.

orm. Poo, poo, this compunction is ill-timed—it is
ridiculous.

Love. You, Wormwood, have a soaring genius. If 1
cannot keep pace with you, attribute it to my want of
abilities. The painter may copy a Raffaelle, or the player
a Garrick ; but we must not therefore imagine, that they
will easily rival those masters.

Worm. Your pleasantry is unseasonable, Mr. Love-
more. | pray you, sir, no more of it.

Love. To confess the truth, Wormwood, I am disgust-
ed with myself for the treacherous part I have so long been
playing. I begin to feel for Belville—the confidence he
reposes in me——

Worm. Gives you the better opportunity of deceiving
him. Come, come, have done with this language. Let
schoolmen teach morality, and idiots practise it. When a
man’s own happiness is at stake, every other consideration
should fall before it.

Love. So my passions have repeatedly told me. But I
am not dead to every virtde.

Worm. Virtue—absurd! Virtue is undoubtedly a very
convenient engine. It has, as I have already told you,
been of singular service to me—the appearance of it 1
mean ; for ’tis in morals as in religion, the hypocrite will
ever have the advantage.

Love. 1 am not casuist enough to determine that point.
You must now consider me like a man in power, who
finding his post no longer tenable, rather chooses to resign,
than suffer the disgsace of a disinission.

Worm. Rather say, that you are Like an unskilful game-
ster, who throws up his cards on seeing an indifferent hand,
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when, by a little art in the playing of them, he might have
beat his adversary.

Love. Why, faith, the stake is worth contesting—
twenty thousand—But then her disposition; variable as
the wind. I must think no more of her.

Worm. Nay, nay,—you must think a great deal more of
her. But I have an engagement, and shall be beyond my
time. At our next meeting we will consider what may be
done. Adieu! [ Exeunt severally.

[Enter S1ig PETER and Lapv.]

Sir P. Say no more, my lady, say no more, I am con-
vinced, I tell you. Wormwood is a villain. This is, in-
deed, a fortunate discovery.

Lady. And to whose penetration are you indebted for
this discovery ! Didn’t 1 always tell you

Sir P. Well, well, no occasion to dispute about that—
for to say the truth, I don’t believe it was owing to the
sagacity of either of us.

liady. But I can prove to yon, Sir Peter, that it was
entirely owing to myself.

Sir P. Why will you thus interrupt me in my affairs ?
1 am going out, you see. He is detected. As to the who
or the how, it is a matter of no consequence. So say no
more about it. [ Exit Sir Peter.

Lady. Lucy! where’s Belinda ?

Lucy. In her chamber, Madam.

Lady. Poor soul! frightened to death, I warrant, at
the snare that has been laid for her. I will go directly and
comfort her. ][lExeunt Lady and Lucy.

[Re-enter S1r PETER, followed by DEMuUR.]

Sir P. Mr. Demur, I am heartily glad to see you.
was going to your chambers about a very particular
affair—this Wormwood—

Demur. 1sa great rogue—I come to acquaint you with
his proceedings, Sir Peter.  You must know, then, that he
bas been tampering with me this morniug, about the arti-
cles of agreement between yourself and him, relative to
his marriage with Belinda. His extraordinary eagerness
to get possession of the papers, first gave rise to my sus-
picions, [ refused to give them up. He entreated and
threatened. But finding me equally unmoved by either,
he had recourse to the art of bribery, and actually made
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me the offer of one thousand pounds to put the writings
into his hands. 'This, you may be sure, alarmed me, and
I came immediately to inform you of it.

Sir P. My dear Mr. Demur, I am under the greatest
obligation. But walk this way; we have a scheme in
agitation, to punish this fellow, and may stand in need of
your assistance. [Ereunt.

[Euter Lapy PosiTiveand Lucy. (meeting.)]

Lucy. Mr. Lovemore is below, my lady, and 1s very
desirous of seeing your ladyship alone.’

Lady. Alone! Bless me, what shall T say? alone! 1
am frightened to death.

Lucy. Pray be quick, my lady. It is certainly some-
thing of consequence.

Lady. Do you really think so, Lucy.—(aside) He has
been very particular to me of late. '

Lucy. O, 1 dare swear it, my lady. He was greatly
agitated, and so very impatient, that he bribed me for ad-
mittance ; what does your ladyship think now?

Lady. Mercy on me,—1 am in such a quandary? But
what is your opinion of him, Lucy ¢

Lucy. Why I think him a very pretty gentleman,
Madam; and as generous as a Prince.

Lady. But do you think he may be trusted ?

. Trusted! Aye, that he may, my lady. If I had
fifty pounds, I’d trust him with it.
- Lady. O, the simpleton! I mean, do you think a lady
might—Bless me! what am I about—I was going to
make a confidante of this foolish girl.—Well, show Mr.
Lovemore up. ‘ [Exit Lucy.
[Enter LovEMoORE.]

Now then, to sound her ladyship a little, in regard to my
pretensions to Arabella. 1 hope she is in better humor
than usual.

Lady. Mr. Lovewore, your servant. ‘'This visit, I
find, is made expressly to myself. I am eager to know the
cause, M

Love. The cause is beauty, Madam-—beauty, which
may command the: world.

8 Lady. O déur,i sir. (bridling)—He is prodigiously po-
te. : “
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, Love. 1 have long hoped for the honor of conversing
with you on a subject, which, as it concerus the future
lmpf:nes of my life—

' dy. The future happiness of your life, sir i—ah,
me !

Love. Yes, Madam. And though I am perfectly sen-
sible, that if 1he affections of a lady are any way engaged—
and as in such a case, I should be extremely unwillmg—

Lady. Hold, sir. As to the affections being fixed, I
must hey leave to undeceive you. He has never heurd Sit
Peter’s cross-grained bumors, I perceive.

Love. 1 am happy to hear it; for 1 really began to de-
spair.

Lady. O, never despair, sir. Low and groveling minds
alone are given to despair.

Love. You give me vew life, Madam. This encourage-
ment is so extremely flattering.

Ludy. Encouragement !—1 shall faint. Encouragement,
did you say?

Love. | did, Madam, and hope I am not wholly unde-
serving of it.

Lady. Why it must be acknowledged, indeed, that you
have the appearauce of being a gentleman—a man of
honor.

Love. O, of the strictest honor, Madam ; and the pro-
posal 1 am now abeut to make, will no doubt convince you
of it.

Lady. Proposal! Sir, this rudeness—Do you suppose
that 1 can listen

Love. From your first reception of me, I should have
thought so. But rudeness! I—[—upon my soul, ma’am,
I didn’t mean to offend—I don’t rightly comprehend——but
if you think Sir Peter

Ludy. Siv Peter, indeed! Perhaps you had better con-
sult him on the matter. He will give you his opinion ; he
will favor you with his advice, no doubt.

Love. If your ladyship thinks so, I will seek him imme-
diately ; and the sooner f get his consent— . .

Lady. The better.—(aside) ‘1 he man is certainly dis-
tracted —Aye, pray do, sir, and the moment you have
obtained my hLusband’s consent, as you call it, you may
depend on mine.

oL, IV. N. Br. Th. No. XIIL I
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Love. Ten thousand thanks to you, Madam. I will
not lose a moment. (ﬁoing.)

Lady. Stay, stay—here Sir Peter comes. 1 will leave
you together~~What infatuation is this! [ Exit.

Love. So, so=—this is fortunate indeed. Her ladyship
is more indulgent towards me than I expected. But now
to manage the knight.

[Enter Sir PETER.]

Lovemore! Aud this moment parted from my wife—
What an impudent dog it must be—and yet I dare not
quarrel with him, notwithstanding my former boast.

Love. Sir Reter, I rejoice to see you.

Sir P. And you may be very sure, sir, after what has
passed, and after all I have heard concerning your con-
duct, that I am exceedingly happy in seeing you.

Love. (aside) Ab, ah! Victoria, my boy! the day’s
your own—and Arabella will be the reward of your ge-
uneralship. (goes up to Sir Peter.) Nothing can be more

ble to me, than to be honored with the notice of Sir
eter Positive——

Sir P. And my lady—Lady Positive. You must not
forget her ladyship.

me. No, no, as you say, I must not forget her lady-
ship. She is, indeed, a most amiable woman,

Sir P. I am very sure you think so.

Love. On my word I do.—And then to find her, whean
I least expected it, so very kind.

Sir P. Why aye, I always believed her to be a very
good-natured woman.

Love. Good-natured! O, how cold is that expression
for the favor she has done me!

§ir P. What then, you have actually settled the busi-
ness with my lady? :

Love. Completely, Sir Peter. Her goodness enchant-
ed me. She absolutely anticipated my wishes.

Sir P. 1 have not the smallest doubt of it. As I just
now observed to you, I am perfectly sensible of her good-
ness. Yes, yes, I very well know her heart: I very well
kuow that she can be kind.

_ Love. O, Sir Peter! my dear Sir Peter! Think what
it is to gain possession of the woman one loves ; the wo-
man one adores !
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Sir P. (aside)y Was there ever such consummate im-
pudeuce! To own it thus to my face! And now, then,
huving concluded the affair with my lady, you come, in the
pride of your leart, to make a boast of it to *the block-
head her husband.”

Love. Why I acknowledge, Sir Peter, that 1 ought to
have first consulted you about it.

Sir P. Sir! Consulted me about it !

Love. For as your concurrence—-as your consent—

Sir P. My concurrence ! my consent !—Fire and fury,
Sir '—What, become the instrument of my lady’s dishonor!
—become a pander, a procurer to my wife !

Love. Why what the plague are you talking of, Sir
Pcter ¢ are you mad ?

Sir P. Mad! No, no, I am too great a fool, too great
a blockhead, to go mad: you understand me, eh? too
great a blockhead for that.

Lozve. Understand you! The devil take meif I under-
stand a word that you say. -

Sir I’. Why you are not going to deny; you are not
goiug to retract what you just now said.  Your confession
was ingenuous enough ; aud as for your Plenipo, (1 had
almost forgot him) he is a very honest gentleman; one
that you may fully confide in, believe me: though in de-
livering his credentials, he made a little mistake—You
understand me now, ¢h? you understand me now ?

Love. No more than if you were talking Chinese.

Sir P. Why, what the devil! Didn’t yon own to me
a minute ago, that you had succeeded to your wishes with
my wife ? Didn’t you make the most impudent bravado of
it, 1 say, and—

Love. Impudent bravado! Sir, this is a language I as
litle comprehend, as any that has gone before. And I
must tell you,—

Sir P. Aye, now is he going to tell me that I may take
;:"y choice; sword or pistol; ’tis exactly the same to

im.

Love. I must tell you, Sir, (Sir Peter appears fright-
ened) that were it not that your good sense has at all times
been evident to me and to all the world, (Sir Peter bows)
and that [ am persuaded that you at present labor under
some  biting error,” as the prince of poets expresses it, I
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should be really and seriously offended. I am naturally of
a mild, a civil, disposition, 1 say, or—

Sir P. Sir, you are a very civil gentleman, indeed; the
civilest | ever met with. You have done me a very great
injury, and yet you do not seem to have any desire of cut-
ting my throat: and my lady, she is a very civil gentle-
woman too,

Luze. Sull harping on your ludy, Sir Peter ? You have
fallen into a very strange mistake here. 1 do assure you she
is an absolute vestal for mie.

Sir P. Why zounds! Didn’t you talk just now of her
kindness, and her—

Love. Certainly ; of her kindness in promoting my
suit with Arabella.

Sir P. (aside) Ha! T know not what to think of him
after all; but T will dissemble for the present, and nar-
ronly wasch his proceedings. 0O, ho! vour sui with
‘Arabella—that was the business, h? Well step with me
into the next room, and let us talk over the matter with my
lady.——Now, if he has been deceiving me, 1 shall, by a
little cross-examination, have him sure. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.
AraBrLLA and BeLinpa,

dra. Well, what do you think of this scheme of mine,
Belinda ?

Bel. Why, to say the truth, T don’t half like it.

Ara. But when you are told that it bas met with Bel-
mour’s approval, we shall have your assistance, 1 am sure.
1t is certain, however, that from Belville’s behaviour in the
matter, 1 shall be the better able to judge of the force of
his passion. Should he be calm in the business, | have
positively done with hum ; absolutely give him up.

. Bel. Perhaps, my deur, he has been beforehand with
you, and given you up; for I have heard that he has
thoughts of Lady Melvin,

Ara. Yes, and | have heard the same; but we must
not givé credit to these ridiculous stories.

Bél, And yet, should these ridiculous stories be suc-
ceeded by atherh incontrovertibly true,—

Ara. How! What is it you say?
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Bel. Pardon me, Arabella; I am sorry at having
alarmed you so; [ was but supposing the case.

Ara. Suppose! Deuce take you for the supposition, I
say ; you have put me into such a twitter!

Bel. Come, come, no more hesitation ; agree to make
him happy.

Ara. And myself miserable. Beside, I hate abomi-
nably to be told of my faults.

Bel. But if youare not told of those faults, it is scarcely
to be expected that you should ever mend them.

‘Ara. ‘Frue, my dear moralizing sister; but suppose 1
do not choose to mend them.  'T'here are many persons in
this kingdom, whose greatest faults are considered as
virtues. But here comes my uncle, and with him Belvilleo
Let us retire and obscive them.

[Enter Sir PuTer Positive and BriviLis.]

Sir P. How, Sir! Impossible that vou should fulfil
your engagement ; impossible that you should marry my
niece ?

Belv. Yes, Sir Peter, impossible, The heart of Ara-
bella (in despair I speak it) is given to another.

Sir P. T'his, | suppose, is some new creation of your
jealous brain; fie, fie. In short, Mr. Belville, I canunot
but consider this us so great an injury, that--

Belv Yethear ine, Sir.—

Sir P. No, Sir, 1 bave already heard too much. I
vainly imagined that Arabella’s charms had power to se-
cure a heart even more volatile than yours.

Belv. The charms of an ungrateful woman serve but
as a veil to cover the deceit that lurks within her breast;
and were I not a dull animal, T should not atany time have
been the sport of a weak, yet designing—

Sir P. Hold, Sir. Add not insult to injury. The be-
haviour of my niece to Mr. Belmour has ever bordered on
a becoming civility, which when perceived by you, is im-,
mediately construed to her disadvautage. Beside, Bel-
mour is evidently your friend.

Belv. 1 did, indeed, consider Belmour as my friend.
His late conduct, however, has convinced me of my error ;
and my eyes are now open to his falsehood ~—But here he
comes—~the author of all my woe.
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[Enter BELMoOUR.]

Belm. Lver, indeed, the accused, though ever the in-
nocent, cause.

Belv. Innocent!—1 have no patience! DBat tell me,
Sir, have you not made an offer of your heart to Arabella;
and has she not accepted it i—Tlere, Sir Peter, you find
he is unable to deny it—Guilt, guilt ties his tongue. (Del-
mour stands aside in seeming confusion.)

Sir P. 1low comes it, Mr. Belmour, that you have
done this base, unmanly wrong ¢ "Shfe, Sir, do you think
that you may come to my house, and like the grand siguior,
make choice of one of my girls on one day, and of the
other on the next. Do vou thik [ will suffer this?

Belm. 1 may be in some sort blameable, Sir Peter ; vet,
in transferring my passion from Belinda to Arabella, love
must plead my excuse.

Sir P. Love'!'—ridiculous! Honor, honor, Sir, should
be the first consideration of every man: that vou bave dis-
regarded ; and what sceurity has Arabella, but that she
may be as soon deserted by you, as her sister has been f—
But what say you to all this, Belinda *—arc you as willing
to part with Belmour, as Arabella is with Beiville ?

Bel. Any thing that may be conducive to my sister’s
happiness, Sir.

Sir P. Very obliging, upon my soul. Zounds! I shall
go mad.

Ara. O Lord, Sir, never make vourself uneasy ahout
Belinda ; I will engage to furmsh her with a lover—Mr.
Belville, Sir, perhaps you might choose—Shall [ speak a
word for you ? '

Bely. Speak for me, madam—I kuow not what you
mean.

Sir P. Hell and the Devil! what do you all mean ?
Were 1 not the most patient man alive—u ell, patience is
certainly a very great virtue. Oune gentleman rejects one
of my nieces, the other rejects the other : transferring, as
he calls it, his passion from the cldest to the youngest, and
with as little ceremony as he would make a transfer of
stock at the college. 'l he ladies too are as unconcerned
as if they. were mp way interested in the matter. Fire
and fury! 1 believe you are all in a combination to dis-,
tract me. As for you, Arabella—
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Ara. Lord, Sir! ’tis impossible yoa should blame me.
Did you ever hear of a girl of spirit, who on being for-
saken by one lover—

Befv. Forsaken, Miss Moreland ?

Ara. But what would endeavour to console herself
for the loss of him by the acquisition of another? [
therefore, have made choice of Mr. Belmour, who
though he may not be so desirable an object as the all
accomnplished Mr. Belville, will yet, I doubt not, con-
sidering the tines, make a very tolerable husband.

Belin. 'Thank you, Madam. But I am tired of my
part, and must think of throwing off the mask. And
now, Sir Peter, | will relieve you from your anxiety.
We are no way changed, but are as true and constant
lovers as ever figured in romance. In a word, I am as
firmly attached to Lelinda, as Arabella is to Belville.

Ara. How, Sir!

Belm. Nay, madam, you will spoil all if you interrupt
me. Know then that Arabella engaged me in the present
business, which 1 entered into with a seeming reluctance,
insmuating that she had no real affection for Mr. Belville,
and that it was projected but to torment him. This suc-
ceeded to my wish. It drew from her this letter, which
1 determined to make use of on a proper occasion—it
now offers. The lady’s declaration is under her own
hand, so that it will be impossible to recede. DBut here
is the letter, Belville, make your own comments on it,

(Belville reads.) ¢ To Charles Belmour, Esq.

“ Sir, .

The apology which you so handsomely offer
for your free expostulations with me, in regard to Mr.
Belville, I readily accept. Permit me, at the same time,
to assure you, it is from my true esteem to you, perhaps,
1 ueed not hesitate to say my love for him, that I deter-
mine to meke farther experiment on his heart. Assist
me in this, according to my late proposal, and you will
eternally oblige

ARaBELLA MORELAND,

Sir P. Bravo, Charles! Why thou art a Machiavel in
Jove. Here now has he settled in an hour or two, wh
they have been’ for years abeut. Well, Arabella, -what
acknowledgment do you make to Mr. Belmour? You
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must surely consider yourself particunlarly obliged to him.

Ara. Obliged to him—if ever 1 forgive— '

Bely. Charming Arabella! worthy Belmour '—

Ara. Hold, hold, no raptures. You have not got me

et.
7 Belv. O, but T am sure of you.—So there’s cause
enough for rapture.

Ara Sure of me! Now, Sir, to convince you—

Bel. Come, come, my d:ar sister, it is now too late.
You would acknowledge your love for him, in the letter,
though 1 advised you to the contrary.

Ara. Advised me to the contrary! Why I inserted it
at your particular instance. (Al laugh.)

Beim. Poor Arabella!—foiled at her own weapons.

Ara. This is all a trick—1'll not consent—

Beim. Nay, Madam, there lies no appeal. You have
been accused of couspiring against the peace of Mr,
Belville: you are on the clearest evidence found guilty,
and the sentence is, (since you have made so fair aud
r.;i en a confession of your errors) nothing more than
that—

Ara. A confession of my errors! 1 deny that 1 ever—

Belin. Hear me, madan, hear me. ‘Lhe sentence, I
say, is a mild one, nothing more, than that from the pre-
sent day you do this gemtleman homage as your liefest,
sovereign lord.

Ara. Do him homage as my sovereign lord? Insuffer-
able! This, positively, 1s not to be borne.

Sir P. 'The little minx! who could have thought that
she was so deeply inlove! (drabella walks about in
seeming veaativn.) But, Belville, my boy, the twenty
thousand are ready; and as a proof of the satisfaction
I feel in getting this scornful lady off my bands—

Ara. (aside.) O, the wretch!

Sir P. 1 will throw you in half as much more. Pm
:; Polminate old fellow, you know. Much too pasitive,

Belv. You are all goodness, Sir Peter. I must now
nq;eat forgiveness of my worthy friend here. (to Belm.)

e/m.. That you have most willingly ; and I think my-
sclf happy in having DLeen the object of your.suspicion,
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since the issue of it will be the means, I hope, of estab-
lishing our friendship for ever.

Belv. Where is Lovemore—where is my much injured
friend ?

Sir P. Your much injured friend, as you are pleased
to call him, Mr. Modely s gone to seek.

Belv. Heaven knows he has been injured.

Ara. Never, Sir. He has been to you the most un-
grateful, treacherous man—-—

Belv. Impossible!

Ara. To me—but I forgive him.

Enter lLovEmore, MobeLy, and WiTLING.

Love. You behold in me, Mr. Belville, a man, who
as he purposes to amend his life, is the less ashamed to
own it has been wiched.

Bely. Then I have been deceived, indeed.

Love. You have. Yet well 1 know your generous na-
ture, and if-

Belv. Hold, Sir. Your treacherous conduct (of which
Miss Moreland often gave me more than intimation,
though my besotted friendship hindered me from listemng
to her) cannot be extenuated. But | shall say no more—
your own conscience will sufficiently reproach you.

Mode. Notwithstanding Mr. Lovemore’s former con-
duct, Mr. Belville, he is entitled to your pardon. Honor
triumphed over passion ; and he this morning, of his own
accord, relinquished every hope of Arabella.

Belv. Then we will again be friends. 'The man who
can correct himself, and willingly, is, as you say, Mr.
Maodely, deserving of pardou.

Lovem. How greatly am I indebted to you—this is such
an unexpected bounty! But it shall be the future study
of my life to endeavour to repay it. ‘L'o you, Miss More-
land, what is it I shall say?

_ dra. Your repentance seems sincere, Mr. Lovemore,
I shall be glad to find it so.
" Belm. Where is that villain, Wormwood ?

Sir P. 1 have sent for him under pretence of havi
something to communicate respecting Belinda ; so that
warrant he will soon—he's here.

i Enter WorMwooOD.
Worm. (aside) Ha! all met. Then I am discovered.
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Belm. Your villainy is known, Mr. Wormwood. Be-
gone, and without punishment.

F¥orm. Your patience, good Sir. 1 shall not so easily
resigh my pretensions o that Lady.—(Points to Belinda.)
you have not forgot the boud, Sir Peter ?

Belm. Bond! what is he talking of ?

Florm. Why 1 am talking of a deed by which Sir Peter
obliges lianself to pay to me the sum of ten thousand
pounds on my marriage with lis niece; and also of an-
other instrument, by which we are severally bound in a
forfeiture of the hike sum in case of refusul either on the
Lady’s part or minc. By this, you will perceive that Sir
Peter has trusted 1o his authority over Belind. fo- a comu-
pliance with his will. For myself, 1 am conient in either
case.

Belm. 1s it possible, Sir Peter, that you could sub-
scribe to such un obligation ?

Horm. Yes, Sir, ’us cestainly as I tell you. He was
fearful, I presume, of losing so excellent a nephew. 1
am honored by his partiality, and shall retain a proper
sense of it. But here 1 am, aud ready to marry the Lady
—If she refuses me, why I demand the penalty ; and Sir
Peter, I believe, will not be inclined to dispute it.

Sir P. 1 acknowledge the agreement, Mr. Worm-
wood ; but you may remember that the deed in question
was afterwards, together with its counter-part, put into
the hands of Mr. Demur, for the insertion of a clause or
two relative to Belindy’s jointure.

Worm. 1 do. But the obligation between yourself and
me, Sir Peter, is still the same. One of the deeds you
are welcome to; as for the other, 1 have given directions
to the Lawyer not to part with it. -

Sir P. But being fraudulently obtained, he has, as every
honest Lawyer would do, given up both. For your
satisfuction, [ bave put them in my pocket. Here they
are. You know them no doubt.

Worm. Curst fortune! Since I am thus bafiled in my
hopes——(going) "

Sir P. Stay, Sir.. There is still a marriage contract—

Worm: T'rue, $ir, But why mortify me farther? you
would tell me it is cancelled.

Sir P. No, Sir. You shall yet have justice.
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Worm. (aside) Indeed! Then I will not greatly com-
plain. Belinda has a fiue fortune in her own hands, and—

Sir P. Very little time has passed, Mr. Wormwood,
since you set your hand to this paper. (showing the Con-
tracty The Lady, you may remember, was then from
home, and that it was suggested by Arabella, on account
of some peculiarities in the temper of your betrothed,—it
should be left with me to see ber sign.  'This you readily
agreed to.—I[ have executed my coumission. Now call
iu the Lady.

Suter Lapy Positive, MeLissA, Lucy, and
Demuer.

Worm. Confusion! what means all this——

Sir P. 'There, Sir, is your wife. (Points to Lucy)

Wormn. Nay, Sir, this shall not pass. The name of
Belinda was fairly written in the Contract. I examined
it carefully.

Sir P, That 1 grant you. DBut at the desire of this
fair oune whom you would have tricked into a marriage,
(and that too by means which the basest of men would
blush at), a second was hastily drawn up.  One bears the
name of Belinda Morelaud, the other that of Lucy Vil-
lers.—'l'he first was presented to you for perusal; the
latter you were so good as to sign. We have likewise the
mark of this pretty Lady here.

Dem. Why this is lex taliouis, as we say who study the
Jaw—eh, Mr. Wormwood ?

IVie. Come, this is a day of gencral happiness. Much
Jjoy to you, Wormwood. .

Dem. Mrs. Lucy, no doubt, acknowledges the validity
of the contract ?

Lucy. Certainly, Sir. We shall be married to-mor-
row, I'hope, Mr. Wormwood ? ( pertly)

Worm. Damnation! But 1 may yet be revenged.

Exit.
[Enter, on the other side, OuLp and Youne E—hu-
COURT.

Sir P. Follow, girl, follow. ~ It shall be my care to
make him fulfil his engagement, or handsomely reward
you. [Exit Lucy.

Lady. Very fine, Sir Peter! And so this wise piece
of business, with your bonds and obligations, and so
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forth, must be transacted without ever acquainting, with-
out ever consulting me.

Sir P. No reproaches, my Lady. I am sufficiently
putiished by my own reflections on the matter ; and yet a
wiser man might have been deceived by his artifices.

Wit. And1s it even so, Miss Moreland? am 1 to lose
you at the very moment when—

Ara. Why, if you think me worth fighting for, Mr.
Witling, 1 may yet perhaps—(Witling bows and walks

away.)

szt. (aside to Modely) Gad, I'm afraid I have played
my cards but badly here ;—1 could have sworn 1 had the
game in my own hand.

Mode. You are beaten, it is true—But never despair,
man, In another amour you may prove more fortunate.
Belville, 1 give you joy.

Belv. Ah, 1 have been a very foolish fellow, Ned.
But 1 ask pardon of you all; and 1 am sure it will be
granted. There are now two faithful lovers (taking Bel-
mour and Belinda by the hand), for whom I consider it
as incumbent on me to become a supplicant. Your
consent, Sir Peter.

Sir P. Most willingly T grant it; and may they and
you be ever happy. Nothing now remains, but that my
lovely ward should experience the like felicity. 1f then
her sentiments for Captain Harcourt are still unchanged,
we now expect that she will present him with her hand.
€O(d and Young Huicourt runup to Melissa at the same

instant to take her by the hand.)

Oid H. Hey day! Captain Moreton —

Har. Harcourt, Sir, 1s my name. Honest Jack Har-
court, >f Calcutta, at your service.

O/d H. Why what the plague! Sir Peter, do you
hear ?

Sir P. Yes, yes, Lucy has brought me acquainted
with the affair. '

(Uld Harcourt stands in seeming astonishment, with his
' es fixed on his son.)

Har. How the old fellow must look when he discovers
the cheat—eh, ir i

Old H. Why you impudent-—(going to strike him with
his cane.) :
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Har. Hold, hold, Sir—pray be civil.

Old H. Civil! you scoundrel. But let me examine
him nearer. Aye, aye, ’tis even 0. I now perceive his
mother in every feature. But under what pretence have
you thus—

Har. O, a whim, a frolic.

Old H. A whim—a frolic!

Har. Yes, Sir. Conceited merely to give you an op-
portunity of showing your good-nature—your love and
regard for Jack.

Old H. Love and regard! you—a pretty fizure I make
here—a charming situation truly! Well, Sir, what
money have you brought from India?

Har. Very liude indeed, Sir,

Old H. ) am glad of it—heartily glad of it.

Har. 1 understand you, Sir—that you may have the
particular satisfaction cf affording me relief by a reliu-
quishment of half your estate.

Old H. Hold, hold,~you are greatly mistaken. No,
no, that I may have the particular satisfaction of cutting
you off with a guinea. Now you kuow your fortune.

Mel. ’Tis small indeed. DBut be it so. Mine, thank
heaven! is large enough for both. And if Captain Har-

cowrt, the true Captain Harcourt, is willing to become a
sharer in it

Ilar. My dear Melissa !-
0ld 11. Plague on it!'—I am defeated every way.
(Sir Peter and Lovemore talk apart.)
Love. O, prythee think no more about 1t, Sir Peter :—
a blunder of my servant's. There is, indeed, a lady to
whom | was formerly rather particular, and he mistook—
Sir P. And the letter that Robert delivered to me, and
adiliresned to Lady Positive, was really intended for Ara-
bella ?
Love. It was—on the word of a wholly reformed man
Sir P. Enough, enough. I am content.
Lady P. Yes, yes, my dear—Mr. Lovemore’s recan-
tation is made.
Old H. Well, Sir Peter, what are we to do with this
-impudent fellow—this Jackanapes, my son, who has been
playing his pranks With us both ?
Sir P. Say no more, say no more, Mr. Harcourt, He
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has occasioned some alarm to me: but I pardon him from
my soul, and you must do the same.

Old H. Well, if 1 must—

Mel. Thisis kind, indeed ! And permit me to assure
you, sir, that vou will find to the full as much obedience
from me in the character of daughter-in-law, as you would in
that of wife.

Odd H. (uside) Quite as much, I dare swear.

Sir P.  After all, Captain, I suppose it is [ who am to
find the yupees ? (Yourg Harcourt bows.)

Har. Now then I am supremely happy.— And as my fa-
ther bas kindly pardoned adevice which was suggested to me
hy love, and love only, I shall hope to stand generally ac-
quitted of any ill intentions in my late bebaviour towards
himi ; nor ever forfeit the good opinion of these my
friends,

[Enter SErvanT.]

Serv. The actors are come, my Lady, and desire to be
informed when you will please to have a rehearsal of the
pastoral entertaininent you spoke to them: about,

Lady P. 'Tell’em to get ready immediately.

Sir P. The what —Pastoral entertainment! How is
all this—actors—rehearsal *—

Lady P. O, we must appear like somebody, Sir Peter,
A fete champetre, or pastoral divertisement is all the ton.
1 ordered certam of the singers here, to hold themselves in
readiness against our nieces’ marriage; and they are now
assembled to give us a sample of their art.

Sir P. Fete Champetre!—what in the hall or the
drawing-room, I suppose.

Ara. O, my dear aunt—a fete by all means. [ posi-
tively will not be married unless we have a fete.

Sir P. A fete! Why zouuds where’s the necessity—
But what will it cost?

Ara. Necessity! O, my tramontane uncle! where’s the
pecessity for existing, perhaps you'll say.

Sir P, Well, but what will it cost?

Lady P. Cost?: O, a very trifle. Little more than
two thousand pounds,

8ir P. Two thousand pounds! why are you actually
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mad? Two thousaud pounds! It is more than the price
of a horough. '

Lady P. O, never regard the expense, Sir Peter—for
as to the people who will be employed about it, you need
not satisfy them for their labor these six years, you
know. Nay, if you succeed in—(you -understand me?) it
would be an ubsolute scandal to pay them at all. Yes,
uy dear, you may rest assured, were you then so absurd as
to listen to ther demands, that you would be exposed for
it, and deservedly on the stage.—Discharge a debt to a
dunderhead tradesman, and when there is really no neces-
sity for it—ridiculous ! where is the gentleman, 1 could
ask you, who could afterwards show his face ?

Sir P. Aye, where, ludeed, is he to be found? But,
two thousand pounds for an evening’s entertainment!
Mercy on us, what an age is this! O tempora, O mores!
O, temper, O—

Lady P. Come, come, Sir Peter, no exclamatious, no
musty sentences, [ beg. O, bere are the actors.

[Enter SuepHERD and SwErBERDESS gaily dressed,
Jollowed by a band of Villagers, &¢.] :
A song or twe by way of specimen, it you please.

Chorus.
Nymphs and shepherds come away,
This 1s Hymen’s holiday !

Song. (Two voices.)
Haste ye then!—our pleasures share,
Strike the lyre, your voices raise!
Welcome with song the happy pair,
And give to Virtue every praise!

Nymphs and shepherds come away,
This is Hymen’s holiday !

Song.
Through the dusky veil of night,
Pale Cynthia shines with borrowed light ;
Just emblem of the virgin-bride :
Who while she Envy’s shafts defies,
Abash’d would shan admiring eyes,
Her lover’s joy and pride !
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Song and Chorus.
Nymphs aud shepherds haste away,
Join with us the festive lay,
Revel, frolic, dance and play,
This is Hymen's holiday !
(Conclude with a dance.)
Belv. Now, Arabella, T am completely blest! And
however capricious we may have been in our former loves,

we will set the world a pattern of conjugal happiness, and
defy the tongue of slander.



REMARKS ON
WOMAN’S WILL.

THis piece is more in the true old-fashioned style of
comedy, than any thing which we have yet published.
Our readers will see in it traces®of that vigorous control
of natural incidents, which characterises'the comic dramas
of the London stage of the days of Queen Anne and
of George [. Lts greatest fault, perhaps, is in ifs excess
of comic matter. Every character is drawn out so fully,
that each of them might do for the hero or heroine of a
modern play, and every scene has so much of the genunine
equivoque of cowmedy, that any dramatic play-wright,
belonging to either of the two great theatres, might natu-
rally think the least contained solid bullion enough to
work out into five acts of the flimsy stuff of the present
fashion. And yet, although it is unquestionably an ex-
cellent comedy, we doubt if it would succeed in repre-
sentation according to the opinion of the managers of
Covent Garden Theatre, or serve the concern of Drury
Lane in the notious of the occult sub-committee of that
thriving establishment. The time, however, is coming
round when on the stage, as well as in the world, the good
old fashions of wiser times will be restored. Miss O’Neill
and Kean will wear thread-bare even the best of the
antient dramas, and the monopolists will be compelled to
have recourse at last to authors capable of furnishi
something suitable to the sane and rational taste whic
those two admirable performers are so rapidly reviving.
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HORTENSIA.

ACT I

SCENE [. A Forest. A Dark and Stormy Night.

' &Enter LEoPoLD and ALBERTINA.]
Aib. (Clinging round her brother.) Oh save mey Leo-
pold! the storm increases,—
Fierce strive ¢contending winds,—the tempest roars,
With terror-striking violence !
Leop. My Albertina !
Close to my bosom, thus I still embrace thee,
And all of shelter that 1 cau, I give.
Surely Hortensia’s spirit in this whirlwind,
Now rages to destroy us. .

Alb. Silence, Leopold,
Tremble to sound that name, for Demons know it;
They are about us now,—the lightning’s glare
May give us to their view ;—can we not quit
This globmy forest? not far distant
Stands the poor cottage of the good Palemon ;—
Hark ! heaven have mercy! on the crackling branches
The thunderbolt has fallen;

X’en these tall trees, which tower above our heads,
May to destruction turn their present shelter.

Leop. Support her sinking spirits, gracious Heaven !

O cheer thee, Albertina! yet be firm,

Give not our enemies their wished for triumph ; -

And see, the dawn appears ; its bope-fraught light

Now to my aching eyeballs shows the path

We must pursue, that leads to old Palemon’s :

Nor is the cottage distant—Cheer thee then '

With thoughts of present shelter— Well thou know’st
The good old forester—his pitying heart,

His hospitable door, to the diatress’d

Are ever open. ’ [Exeunt.
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SCENE 1. The inside of a poor cottage.

PALEMON appears just risen.

Pale. Dreadful has been the night,—but she has now
Withdrawn her shading mantle from the earth,

Chased by the cheerful mormug, which once more

Returns to my old eyes, yet grateful heart ;

For I have many blessiugs, miss’d by others ;

What, if I slept not, yet I lay in safecy,

And if I heard the howling of the storm,

I felt it not ;—tho’ often sigh’d my heart,

To think what wanderers sought in vain for shelter.

[ Knocking at the door, he opens it, and Enter Leororp
and ALBERTINA,]

*Tis soon to be abroad—Good Heavens protect me !

Do my eyes see aright ; or is’t some vision {

Leop. O that indeed it were but fancy all,

Some dream of night to vanish with night’s shades,
But it is dire reality you see! :

Two wretched outcasts now implore your succour,
Less from the storm of winds, than storm of hate,
Which raging furious in a buman heart,

Urges it on to deeds of desperation ;—

Our mother’s violence—

Alb. . O call her not

By such a tender name ;—

She never was a mother,—or her heart

Had been subdued to some degree of softness ;
She never heard the cries of infancy

Or she had listened to soft pity’s pleadings.

O good Palemon, we are driven forth,

By proud Hortensia’s orders, from the Castle,
From our paternal dwelling, from our birth-right,
From a dear fgther's Jove,~tis that last stroke
Of malice exquisite; which wounds the deepest.
Alus, my father ! 'tig thy lost affections, .

More than aught elg, that now thy child regrets.

Pale. Restruin; fgr muid, these useless lamentations;
When irremediable prove our ills, '
Submission is gy while hope
Incites ‘to energy, let prudence guide us;
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All in my power command.
Leop. I have a wish
I think thou could’st accomplish ;—to our father
Thou oft hast pleaded in the sufferer’s cause.
Surely his heart in such a little space
Cannot be so far hardened by his anger,
As to be ever closed against his children ;
That had we but a friend to interpuse—
‘The characters of harshness are but newly
Traced on his yielding mind,—a friend might therefore
Gently efface them, and restore to us
The blessings we have lost.
Pale. My Lord depend upon my utmost efforts.—
Leop. Had it, Palemon, been on me alone,
The proud Hortensia, (cruel in her pride)
Had poured the utmost rigors of her hate,,
1 could have borne it all ; but Albertina !
Her tender frame, alas, can ill endure
To bear the stern encounter of hard fortune.
Alb. Fear not for me, my brother, for my mind
Is equal to thine own; that undeserved
Comes the hard fortune, which has o’erwhelmed us,
Endues me with the strength to combat boldly,
And with the hopes of conquest ;— think, my brother,
Less on the good we lose, than that we keep,
For innocence is ours : Hortensia’s arts
May triumph for a time, but innocence
Must conguer at the last ; on his hard bed,
The poorest tenant of the poorest cottage,
1f guiltless, slumbers sweetly, and his dreams
Descend from Heaven—Hortensia sleeps not now !
Each blast that shakes yon turret-crowned towers,
With terror strikes the soul, that's fraught with guilt.
Pale. 1 have revolved within.my anxious mind,
How best I may assist you ; here awhile

Repose your w limbs, and calm your spirits ;
Thgomomin h::rgegun to tmge the hills P
With hér bright saffron hue; and I will now
Betake me to the castle—at an hour

When visitors so seldom are expected,

1, undiscovered, fay obtain admission, .
And to your noble father’s ear in private : .
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Disclose my mournful embassy ;

I have stili found bim geuerous and kind

And ever to be moved by pity’s lore,

Till by Hortensia's balefurinﬂuemé swayed ;

Alas, my chuldren, much 1 fear for you,

If heaven mterpose vot in your faver. .
Al Go, worthy man— a winister from heaven

To picad the caure of mercy :—we are.guiltiess,

Of that be well assured : or else we dared not

Implore assistance at the hands of virtue.

SCENE II1. The Castle.—A Hall.

Enter Riccarpo, and PavLus.

Paul. Our master still reposes—ah, he dreams not
On what his children suffer !

Ric. Paulus ! Paulus!
*Tis in a world far different from this,
‘The guilty from the innocent will be
More easily discerned, and justly dealt with ;
No jealous step-mother wifz there contrive
Plots that may separate from a father’s arms
His once loved childrep ;—that you see me now,
Is in defiance of Hortensia’s orders ;
1.was dispatched ou frivolous pretences,
Far from the Castle, and have left unfinished
The business I was sent on ;—how 1 wish
I had returned last night !— the storm deterred me ;
Good Heayens! and were the noble heirs of Cronstadt
Exposed 10 all its fury!

aul, » ‘ Thon wilt gain,
1 bope, their pardox. o
Ric. Well, tou well, she plann’d

Her treacherous scitemes, successful to destroy!

She feared that 1 might counteract ber purpose ;

i’;nlus, :]d o;;deen;;in «thxl!u;mied to shake - )
¥ vow ty,+-with smooth persuasion,

With flattering woskis,iand liberal promises,

Endeavoured. {0 h e to her will

But Bas tried all inivain; disustrous fate

That brought heg $h:thie castle '

Her husband’s misgl, enervated by sickuess,

She has perverted.4o.her wish, and now,
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Blinded by false and artful accusations,
Deaf, or to n-ture's, or to reason’s voice,
Forth from their home, far from his fostering arms,
He casts bis helpless offspring, and their birthright
‘The inheritance of all his wide domains,
He gives his Countess to complete her triumph;
And much 1 fear, she will, indeed, conmplete it,
A new and strong temptation now appears
For farther guilt. .
Paul. What dost thou mean, Riccardo ?
Ric. Know’st thou not, Panlus, when no farther gift
Can be bestow’d, the generous giver feels
How much in policy he has mistiken ;—
The rarest gem on earth is gratitude ;
Aud sordid minds, by benefits to come, -
Can only be retained. Hortensia, now,
Has nothing more to hope for, and I fear
That even now ambition 1s at work
Plotting foul means to realize those gifts,
As yet but her’s by promise ; Gracious Hesven !
Protect our master’s life.
Paul. Alas, Riccardo,
Deem not so hardly of the beauteous Countess.
Ric. Curst-be her beauty; curst her treacherous smiles,
She smiles but to betray ; and beauty gilds
Her vices o'er, which more securely harm,
How has she spread destruction all around !
But let her dread the yengeance of just Heaven;
Or so0n, or late, stern retribution’s gtroke
Will signalize heaven’s justice ;—to the forest
I hasten now to see the wandering outcasts :
1t is thy morning’s duty to attend -
Our master’s rising ;—be thou careful, Paulus,
And watch the Countess strictly ; Ella, too,
Should nearly be observed ;—Hortensia long
Has trasted Ella with her secret thoughts ;—
Oft she will boast of ‘this, and of the power
Such confidence has given her o’er her mistress.
Who boasts, may soon be tempted to betray +—
She shall not want temptation : Souls like Ella’s
Are selfish still; asytreacherons and ungrateful.
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SCENE 1V. An Apartment. The Countiss alone,
© dressed in mourning, and seated at a table with &
poper in her hand.

HorTENSIA.
Hail to this morning’s dawn ! Hortensia's gentus
Hopes soon to rise unchecked : e’en now it soars
O’er her fullen foes triumphant, aud this deed
Satiates at once ambition and revenge!
A towering spirit in 8 female breass
Is stinted 10 its growth : a8 wife and mother,
How mean and_ circumscribed their various duties?
Hortensia’s soul disdains such vulgar ties :—
Ohne title 1 have lost ; the other soon
Will follow to oblivion.

[Enter ELvra.}

Ella. Joy to my noble mistress: Now confirmed
Are my bright presages of her good fortune ;—
But wherefore on this day these sable robes

Hort. Vhanks, faithful Elta :—for my thriving fortunes
1 also thank thee ;—thro’ thy help alone
I have attaiued, thus far, my boundless wishes.

But say, my Ella, how thou didst effect

Our well-concerted plan, to drive from hence
Those dire disturbers of Hortensia’s peace ?
And then, I will inform thee, wherefore, thus,
In gurb of mimic woe, thou seest thy mistress,

Ellu. Long I have been, apparently, their fricud,

Repeating stories to them of your hatred,
Aud of my intercessions in their favor,

Till, by degrees, 1 gained their confidence :
Then told them, that you often had essayed
Aguinst them both, to turn their father’s heart;
And tho’, as yet, the trial hud been vain,

Time might erisure puccess ; this guileful hint
Tuflamed young Ledpold.  Swift to the Count
Indignantly he ran; pour'd out invectives,

On you, on alf.". Bs utlicr shared his rage,
Who, roused to-angir, by kuch furious conduct,
Bid him" begon 'imzim'quit the castle ;
Then left the aston

¢ aton] ;‘yoinh,'wbo flew to me”
With Albertinu, foriiy friendly counsel.
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Submission T advised, persuaded them :

"The more they both should suffer at your hands,

The sooner they would move their father’s pity ;

E’en did they quit the castle, that might prove

A means to remnstate themn firmer in it :

The rest you kuow. The note we forged, succeeded ;

He doubted not its coming from his father,

And your concurring orders roused his pussions

Almost to madness. Though so late the hour,

The dreadful maudate, quickly, he obeyed:

One arm he threw around his weeping sister,

The other raised to heaven invoked its justice,

And on his lips an execration trembled :—

But hearing then your voice, he hastened on,

Passed through the outward gate in sullen silence,

Resigning to the storin himself and sister.
Hort. O it had nobly raged, to have destroyed them !

But ’twas a scheme too hastily resolved ou,

To drive them fiom the castle ; whilst they live,

I cannot rest secure. Dear Ella, hasten,

And order out my people,—bid them search

On every.side to find the fugitives ;

Say ’tis my pity that pursues their steps,

And with their fathier 1 will intercede,

T'o pardon the effect of youthful folly :—

"This inay seduce them back.

I shali prepure my husband’s ductile mind

For their reception—he will pardon them,

For did he €’er withstand my fond entreaty,

Which well I know to aid with sighs and tears?

And by these mourning robes | mean to gain

Belief for heartfelt sorrow. Now, good Ella,

Husten, and see my orders are performed. [ Exit Ella.

They cannot far have wandered. Albertina

Must have impeded much her brother’s steps.

The terrors of a storm in a soft bosom

To death sometimes has chilied it. Even now,

My great revenge may be on one completed,

1f not on both. O strong | bear in mind,

Their obstinate, their ardent opposition,

"I'o Cronstadt’s second nuptials, and whilst life

Is lent to them, or'me, shall nc’er forget it.
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[Re-enter Evia.]
Madam, a band now ranges thro’ the forest,
Seeking the fugifives. 1 he few hours past
Canaot have given them time to jouwney far.

Hore. Ella, till their returu, [ know not peace.
Thou wilt not think { mean to boast to thee
Of soft compassion’s feelings, for thou know’st,
Revenge has bauished pity from my boson ;

Or else their youthful innocence, the charms

In him of manly graces, and in her

Each beauty feminine, had moved to pity ;—

But in my eyes each different perfection

Possessed the power ot basilisks to poison ; \
‘The more their excellence, the moure iy hate,

For envy raised it, juined to sharpemng interest.

Their father loved them too. ’en envy owns

‘They merited that love : but strong 1 wove

‘The web that should ensuare, and then destroy them.

Ella. How tv the wondering eye; my mistress rises
Superior to ber sex, and justly rules
The destiny of all beneath her sway !

The fiery Leopold’s contentious spirit
Must be restrained within its proper bounds.
Perish all those who would oppese ker will !

Hort. Thou hast wished well, my Ella, but the means—
How find the means that may thy wish accomplish.
Say, hast thou pondered that?

Ella. My gracious Lady,
What other means, but those you have expressed,
Can serve your purpose ’—

b Hort. i ue!lH.‘;; I unde;stood thee?
idst thou ot talk of ing the proud spirit
Of fiery Leopold? :, 4

Ella. © & Itis your kindness

Which reinstates him in a father’s love :—

"That makes him your’s for ever, and his fate

He must remit, subjnissive to your will. - :

Hortk](lasi&e.) er meaning meets ot mine—~~Buf,

u, say o

If there-may beg that fature favors

Will from the windjobliterste past wrongs

" Ela. No doubt may. :
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FH"' did th ; Thou art imistaken, Ells,
or never did the mind forget pist wrongs, ' ‘
Or inwardly forgive them smgle souls

Accord a sullen pardon to their foed, =~

But I could ne’er believe they were sincere’;

All wish to gain revenge for mjuries, ‘
Though various means occur to various minds :
Ifindeed repentance ' ‘
Produces reparation for the wrong,

Forgiveness may be prudent, but 1 think not

On reparation and demand not pardon :

To hope that Leopolt his natural rights

Will yield without a struggle, were but folly ;

1 must prepare myself to meet his fury, -

Axd rage oppose to rage, and art to art.

ACT II.
SCENE L. A4 Hall of the Castle.
Enter the CounNTEss, ELLA,and an attendant.

HorTENSIA.

Not yet return’d, thou say’st—they search too far,

Some neighbeuring cottage must have given them shelter,

My spirit bears impatiently suspense! ‘ ,

Go—send forth others to assist the search, .

Let not the meanest hovel be o'erlook’d. [Exic dst.

Should they once tell their story to the world, '

I must expect no mercy; ignorance still

Is weakly pitiful—distress n youth™

More apt to move éompassion, than hard fate

Encountering age mature ;—but tho’ the world,

Babbling its folly, may accuse Hortensia

Of crimes, ambition’s boast—she lltd:z:eds

Kts wavering voice ; success is ever.worth .

The price of censure, and with joy I'll pay it. ~

Didst thou not say, Riccardo was return’d ?
Ella. 1 told bim, madam, of your intercession.

Hor. Eils, thiskhy, eveatful to thy,istress,
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May it be fortunate ! thou mast remember,

Is the returning day on which we heard

The news of Villeroy’s death !

Ha! start’st thou at his nane with looks -aghast !

1s he not dead ? fear’st thou that from the grave

His spirit may arise to question us ? o

The dead I fear not. ) :
Ella. Ah, gallant Villeroy, thy name revives

Remembrance of thy sorrows— when to leave

A new miade joyful bride the orders came:

Methinks | see him now,—his manly face

Averting quick from yours ;—fer having felt

A tear steal down his cheek, the hero fear'd

You should behold and mis-interpretit.

‘Then with his hand he dash’d it off, and strove

To southe your troubled spirit, ahd persuade you,

He should return triumphant to your arms.

Alas! death triomph’d and not Villeroy!

At least "twas so reported—and believ'd ;

Yet in the last night’s storm, my mind disturb’d

Presented dreadful images, methought,

Full in my view Lord Villeroy appear'd,

And bade me lead him to his lov'd Hortensia.

~ Hor. And wherefore dost thou talk to me of visions ?

Say that indeed he lived,

Has he not well deserv’d he should behold me

Clasp’d in another’s arms ! he left me, Ella,

Relinquish’d me a prey to rage and grief,

Merely at glory’s call ! O where was then

His boasted love and what my boasted power !

For this | vow’d and have enjoy’d revenge ;

Scarce was he cold in earth ’‘ere 1 bestow’d

My hand on Crondtadt, once his hated rival.
N © ' [Enter Sesvanr.] .
Madam, we have sic in our seurch.

Hor. ’Tis well, konduct them to their father’s presence ;
Say 1 will meetﬁ’rgnthem - o Eaxit Servant.

My o begm: A Now, Ella,now, - -
¥ piot to;work, ate s) '
Upon ber ebonwings, baags-hovering o'er - '
rons bigh walls; she shall ,e’:r's‘ bt descend,
To seize the ‘prey—fthe sure devoted prey,

-
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Hortensia’s angry spirit bas mark'd out,
SCENE 11, The Count’s Chamber.

He is sitting on a Sopha—ALpExTINA By kim. Leo-
poLn, PauLus,and PALEMON. .

Connt. Hast thou not much to answer for, my som?
To leave thy fatber, tottering as thou secst him,
E'en on the vergo of life; the opening grave
Claiming its destin’d prey—yet thou could’st lexve him,'
When nature m 1ts weakness trembliug sheinks
From fate inevitable yet still fear'd,
And calls for every kind consoling aid.

Teop. Good heavens ! and have { merited reproach,
For what | deem’d obedience to thy will 2
Ella can witness.

Alb, Say no more, my brother,
Ate we not pardon’d 2—hence each retrospect
“I'hat Hamns the mind,—a father’s love regain’d,
That thought drives every other from my breust ;
O be our utmost gratitude exerted
‘I'o make us worthy of the biissful change!

Count. Thy gentleness, my lovely Albertina,
How could it ever buibour a suspicion
That aught was meant to harm thee i—thou didst wrong
To tread n thy impetuous brother’s steps ;
His rashuess nearly had destroyed ve both :
But where is my Hortensia ? till her presence
Has sanctified this reconciiing moment,
Imperfect are my joys.

Enter HorTENs1A.
Welcome, my love,

Receive again your children ; in your urms
Let them not feel they ever lost a mother.

Hor. Heaven be my witness, Cronstadt, that thy will
Has ever been by me obey'd with gladoess;
But now when with thy wish accords mioe own,
*Tis double joy I feel ;—let this embrace
Coufirm to thee the truth of my professions.
Dear Leopold,—misapprehension caus’d
The past events—thea hlot them from thy mind ;
Nay, turn not thus away—as if reluctant ‘
Thy spirit listen'd to Horteasia's prayer.
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Leop. Down, swelling heart |
Hor. Accept my offer’d hand.
Alb. My brother, canst thou view a father’s tears
Uumov’d which full for thee? ‘ :
Leop. O heavens !
*T'is more than I can bear—my sister, spare me !
Can I so soon forget ? yet when 1 view
Thy tears, my father, by a thousand pangs
Fins bosom 1s assail’d—they over-power me;
I dare uot here remain. [ Eait.
Atb. It was but generous shame that drove him heuce ;
O he will soon return and meet your kindness.
Count. Impetuouns boy !
Hor. Nay heed it not, my Cronstadt—
By every gentle art, and winning favor,
His spirit shall be tempted to return
The kindness he receives ;—and sow let all
Partake the general joy—let festive notes
Resound throughout the castle : be this day
Sacred to mirth, and song, and jocund sports
Aund mark'd in Cronstadt annals be it styl'd
The feast of Leopold und Albertina.

SCENE III. 4 Hall

* Euter Pavius aud Riccarpo.
Paul. Wheuce is't, Riccardo, at a time like this,
Which every other visage Lightens up
To joy und gladuess, that with clouded brow,
Thou still art seen?
Ric. Paulus, deem it not
Proceeding or from coldness or caprice,
That still my brow is clouded,—much I fear,
Hortensia is perfidious ; though she decks
Her fuce in siniles, and modulates her voice
To the soft tones of kindness, yet her heart
Cannot so soon be chang’d ;—’twas but last night,
"That she pursued to death, (hoping the storm
Might end their bated lives) those whom she now
Clasps to her bosom, with apparent fondness,
Paul. And dagt thou not 1ejoice in their escape?
Dost thou not hope, our present joys will last ¢
Ric. When by the hand of art, some operation
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Harsh to our feelings—must be undergone,
By every various means
The mind is lul’d—to quiet apprehension
Hortensia’s present kindness is an opiate
T'o sink us all, in dangerous lethargy ;=
*Tis but a vision she has placed before us,
Of cordial love and confidence renewed,
Which like a vision of the night will vanish;
Aud to what hoerrors we may then awaken,
From the dire past can be too well imagin’d.
But see, she passes with her favorite Flla:
Let us observe them, Paulus—mark you now
"Fhe angry fire that flashes from her eyes.
Her bosom heaves couvulsive—does that show
Peace now inhabits there !

Enter CounTEss and Envra.

Hor. Worthy Riccardo, and thou, faithful Paalus,

I know ye both are sharers iu the joy,
This day has given to us,—aid it then,
With all your powers,—wrthin the castle walls,
Let not one un-rejoicing soul be found ; -
Prepare the feast,—proclaim the evening sports,
In honor of your master and his offspring ;
Ella, who knows my will—she shall assist you,
Meanwhile, Riccardo, I’ve a word for yon. ~ Scene closes.

SCENE 1II. Au Apartment in the C’asfie. .

LeoroLDp and ALBERTINA meefing,

Leop. Joyto my Albertina! much loy’d sister!’
For thee and for myself—this heéart nop. beats
1n rapturous tumult. S
Leopold, forget yot,

Another partner in our happiness ;

A father’s heart in unison with ours,

Glow’d with delight;—the pleasure-beaming eye,
Shining thro’ sensibility’s soft dew, '

Gave token of the heart-felt joy within. -

Leop. Hortensia, then, what were thy racking pangs ?
The bloodless cheek, the faltering voice proc!ann’d them,
Tho’ a forc’d smile, gleam’d faintly o'er her visage,

Alb. O she thé firmer now has fixed her $myer,

No. X1V. N. Br. Th. Vou. | L
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And her dissembled hate—but more alarms me.

Leop. Away with every thonght of abject fear,
Qur triumph is secure : Hortensia dares hot
Attempt to turn the current of our fortune ;

Or if again she plan her murderous schemes,
The heavens indignant at her cruelty

Will raise the arm of vengeance—till it fall,
With force terrific on her guilty head ;

Why didst thow, Albertina, stop my speech,
Our father else had heard her every art ;

Not | be still held guilty in bis thoughts. " -
Could he forget the mandate he dispatched,

T'o drive his children forth ? be is so just,

Had he been privy to that fatal paper,

(Tho’ to his childreny—he had sted for pardon,
‘And he had own'd them injured :—that confession
Most uhqu had compensated the hardship ;
Nor had 1 meanly then besought forgiveness,
For wrongs imputed falsely, wrongs not acted,
But suffer'd by us both.

Alb. Where then was friendly Ella ; she had witness'd
In testimony of our innocence.

Leop. Of this no more, the time to come may gain us
An ample reparation for past Wrolgs; ‘
But be all fear dismissed thy gentle bosom.

Til brooks my mind dissembling for a moment,
* But "tis to soothe thy terrors 1 am silent.
Alb. 1 thank thee, Leopold ; my timid mind
Indeed enconi f.ﬁl’!’ wenkly ‘the rough shocks,
We have of laté endured from %!vcrse fortune,
And may it hehceforth smile 5 ut if upivarn’
By what has past, thou u?mftst Hortensia’s anger,
Suffer thy spi‘r‘:ﬂg istrin’d by prudence,
To speak with boldness cven ‘sacred truth,
We shall again be 19st3 and wherefore risk
Our present hppiuess? a father's peace
Depends upon thy sonduct’s canhe wish,

i y§ gty ! wouldst thou ain,
) eﬂ"’but‘bér redoubled batred
Prompting to dubs éfvtqgéinée”? think o this,
And be thy scorn, thy hate subdued by prudgnge :
O heavens! I ‘hearfe’eﬁ-ﬁow- I-llérwgi“sia; voide;

.

* Aught if "twere &
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Fly! save thee, Leopold, avoid her presence !
Oh! wherefore tbmp;ilh fury aym thy, brow ?
Enter HorRTENAIA] L
Ilor. (aside.) (Thase looks proclainy,—his spirit meets
my wish :) <!
Wheietore, my children, are ye thus secluded ?
The feast is at the hei,ghl,-—ourhalla resound,
"The names of Leopold and Albertina ;
All jon to welcome, their return,to Cronstadt.
eop. Yes, here quce more thoy see’st us, proud Hor-

tensia! |
Alb. Theq all is lost again! +
Leop. Spite of thy aits,

thchI:mw are baffled all-—behold return’d,
The just inheritors to these domains.

Hor. Distress has had, 1 find, no power to tate thee,
And proudly still thou tajk'st,

Leop. Yes, pride is still
An mmate of this breast ; there, over thee,

It now exults, eujoys thy disappomtinent ;

Plau schemes of great revenge, to bow thee down

"T'o lower misery thaw we have knuwn. 1
"I'is noﬁ distressdhe noble soul can tame,

For sull that toweis above disastrous fortune ;

All thou hast done,—has ouly serv’d to prove,

T'hat my good genius knew to conquer thine,

Hor. "Tis welll—go on,~exhaust thy utmost rage,
Ungrateful youth !—10 wound thy benefactress,

Who pitied thy misfortunes and 1ehev’d them.

Leop. Hear, heaven uud earth : she says she pitied me!
"Thou sett’st a father’s heart aguinst hua childreo,
Whom didst thou pity then : usmidat the storm
Of warrmg winds aml clashing elemeuts,

W hen even savage beagts felt fear to leave

Their sh. It'ring dens,—that lovely tendur form

Thou bidd’st abide s fury, was thet pity ?

Too well I know thy hegrt, perfidious woman ;

It hop’d each thuaderbolt a trersenger

‘To speed the deuth 1t wish’d to Cronstadt’s children ; |

Aud yet thou talk’st of having piticd them ?
Alb. O ceasé my brother,—ease this dire debate,
Leop. Cuaast thou behold such innocence, and hear
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Her geutle accents which would plead thy cause, -
And in thy beart not feel a conscions
For all the various evils she has suffer’d,
Penmitted if not order’d by thy will ?
Can she have injur'd thee ?
IHor. Yes, she hae injur'd me,
Leop. *Tis false! ’tis false! now by avengiug heaven !
Atb. I charge thee by that heaven,
Not to resent for me—O hear me, Leopold !
Ilor. Cease thy mean intcrference,—tis but art,
To 1aise his passions and imflame him rmore ;
Thou a1t accustomed thus, with specious softness, *
To wind thee round the heart, ind thus have gamned
Dommion o’er the weakness of a father,
There thou hast injured me.
Leap. . Al all, but this
My spirit miight have borne; now it defies thee !
This Yast woist outrage, of thy hateful malice,
Is more than Leopold with life can bear.
Attend me, Albestina, to our father
And at his feet we will declare the truth,
Producc the note she forged, huh ! dust thou start !
1 know 1t was but forged, and kept it safe,
Behold thy warrant for disgrace and ruin,
[Shows « paper.
Alb. Yet once more let me warn thec : Ah, beware,
Tlow thou destroyest a fathey’s peace for ever !
Yes, ouce ggumn, | plead Hortéusia’s cause,
Behold, she sbrinks,
Pale aud affrighted, from thy just reproaches,
Commi' that paper to thy sister’s hands,
Nay, I conjute thee, by thy love for her,
[ He gives it aud she tears it.
$o to oblivion be our wrongs consigned,
And cvery vestige be destroyed that tempts
The memory to dwell on past misfortunes.
Legp. Imprudent Albertina! - '
e
. A mo ¥ 18 3 nest,
v b Alberﬁg would speuk.

3]

1 dare not listen to thee, Albertina,
If thou shouldst cohquer, “twere'to both our ruin ;
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Was she not deaf to all thy poignantgrief?
So be miy soul regardlcss of hef sorrow.
Hor. And what of sorrow does Hortensia show,
To make thee guess she feurs to meet her fate,
But art thou sure thy bosom would not shrink
From death’s approach ? this steel shall try thy courage.

[Draws & dagger.
Alb. Tlcavens! “
Leop. Hab!

Lor. No, I will wound thee

Tar deeper than this poignard ’ere could reach ;
With thus I should but set thy spirit free,
But thou shalt find, how much a woman's vengeance
Exceeds what thy tame sex could ere invent.
Tremble, for thou hast roused my utmost fury,
Tremble, for now the hour of fate approaches,
To overwhelm Hortensia's enemies. - [ Erit Hortensia.
Alb. Ah, Leopold, be swift, o’ertake her speed,
She hastens to our father: all her wiles
Will wicath around his heart, to poison it
Aganst his hapless children. O 1n vain,
I11s love has been revived, for she will now,
Destioy 1t und for ever !
Leop. Yes, we will go, and face to face confront
Her shameless accusations : come, my love,
We will together go, audif hard fate
Decree relentless that we prove once mare
Horrors already known, yet we shall find
Resource n conscious 1mnocence : that shield
Stll wards off fell despair ; and though bereft
Of all that fortune showers upon her fayorites,
Yet confident through innocence, we yield
Unmurmuring submission to high heaven.

ACT 111

SCENE . The Count’s Chamber.
To him enter the Counrrss—in disorder, her hair dis
3 heveled, &c. &c.
Count. Hah! wherefgre art thou thus ! thy cheeks are pale;
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I tell you all that he is innogent ;
Who dares te t my Wapdsf,
My father '—Q gy father § I will hold thee,
"1 hus ever grasp thy knees, whije life remains,
Until thou grant us mercy !—1 implore it,
For both thy opcerlov'd children;—well thou know’st,
Thy daughter lives but in her brother’s life :
Together bora, tagether we ghall die )
souni. Forbeai, fond gil, thy brother cares not
for thee,

Thon dost abet his guilt—release me from her,
I give Hortensia power, .
Power absolute o’er both,—and as ye fear
My batterest indignation all obey her. [Exit Count.

Hor. llaste, lead themm hence—(DPaulus, a word)

begone.

Leop. Thou canst not lead me, where I shall not joy
To be released from her detested presence ;
But Albertina 1s not deomd with me,

- 1.1 Qr. Lead them bo‘h hﬂmet

Ald. To go with thee is bliss,
"T'was only separatiop that I feared !

Lcop. "Then, Alhgriing, gs thou lovest thy brother,
See thou dost not increase Hortensia’s triamph ;
Shed not a teas, noy let thy bosomn heave
With unavailing sighs~-firm be thy step,
"Tho’ walking to a prison ; ,
I hail i, as a refuge from Hortensia !
Nor be thou frighten’d by its pictured horrors,
For innocence wil spreas its.beams around thee,
Impdiating e’en a dungeon’s gloom.

{Tddy are led off by Paulus.

Hor. Llla —Hortensia’s victory o’er her foes,
Ensured, tho’ not completed, is at hand.
This last best stroke-wsay was it not, my Ella,
Mort cxquisitely mangged? didst thou mark,
How grief and rage pyssesged the soul of Cronstadt,
When after all my antfyl feigued reluctance,

The da; Ldj 3 "
1 knew ?:‘F aﬁfm‘gp’n of evety passiop,

Nor feared ¢ontrolling; veagon, i his mind ;
The baughty Leopold I also fesred not,
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His indignation swelled to check his speech,
Scorn sat upon his brow, and"alf is

Worked to his own destructioh j—Albertinu !
The plaintive Alberfind—she alone
Inspired my breast with fear ;—(for sofiness #ver
Wins more its whiy than violencey—her tears,
Had Leopold but yielded to her tears,
Cronstadt had followed soften'd by submissiou,
And all the imagined fabric of my greatness
Fall‘eu at once o ruin.

Ella. My heart, alas,
Was melted soon.
Hor. Thou shouldst subdue such feelings,

Or never hope for greatness ;—now, my Ella,

Thy uid is wanting but a little further ;

Say, wouldst thou shrink to serve a grateful mistress,

Firom anght she may command. b
Ella. Even to death,

My noble mistress may commandher servant.
Hor. Hah! say'st thou e’en to death,—hast thou then

guess'd

The services [ need P— couldst thou administer

The healing dranght that cures all human woes?

O faithful girl, forget thou not thy promise ;

And riches past thy utmost wish are thine,

Attend me to my chamber,—there isplayed,

Thou shalt behold the gifts 1 have designed thee,

And if thou more canst ask, it shall be thine ;

For I would recompense thy promised service,

Even before thy duty las performed it. ¢

SCENE 1I. 4r anti-room to the apartmenis of the
CounTESsS.
[Enter PauLvus—he laya some keys on a table.]

Pavrvs. '
How dreadful was the task I ltave performed !
Riccardo,—thy suspitichs all vwére ;lhf;
We are awakened frorh’ dur dream of joy,
And plurged in scenes of horror! mournfut silence
Now reigns throgghott the castle,~—for a prison_
Encloses from our sight its noble heis !
T neves thought my bosom tould have felt



170 HORSTNSEA, ACTIIE

That serrow for § o 'proved,
When oh ite ¢ dise 1xun Soor
Turned to admit guests—as bt thrane
Wete hetter placed, thiiw in & globing dungeon !
Bat when my hand withdrew the mussy kay
From the dire waids—my very heart sick 3
1 thought 1 should have fanted,~w hére, Riccardo!
Wheie art thou now ¢ e'en from the fenst *
Dispatching thee so quickly, seems contrivance ;
O mayest thou soon return thou hast the power
To sovthe our master’s soul, by eoft persuasion;
And ever art the champion of distress.

[Euter Evva, fo}h!\‘wd by the CountEss.]

SLiA. *

Good angels guard me—whither shall I fly ?

Hor. Stay kilaw~stay, I meantit but to try thee;
Loug hve the heirs of Cromstadit—but confined
May they remain for ever—walt thou not
So far assist thy mistiess, my kind Ella?

Ella. Ah! siop but short of murder! still that word
Souwids horrible m my affrighted easy!

Voices from heaven aud heil, methinks I hear,
Eaclaiming to wh to beware of marder!

Jior. Ella, thy lnst night's sember
Yet hangs upon thy seuses ;—~thou shouldest know,
Mine 15 the crune of whetsee'er 1 order,

Thine the rewnyd, md heartfelt joy 1o think, *
How much thou hast-obliged s grateful mstress ;
Rut here mistake me not ;3 1 now am far
Trom wislungs--what may render Sives unhappy ;
1 am convinced how much I was mistaken,
And life, fhe gift of wver bountesns héwven,
Should be at heaven's disposal,—henceforth fear not
That 1 shallever tadk e thee of death '
Yet, dearest Ellu, shopld some chunce conduct
‘Thy mistress to & durk and loathsome prison.
There to be kept thepe of my days,
gow “:!lankful i.honld.‘:l he n;im to end them ¢
ut thig is gselow yeasoning o thee ; |
"I'he hour nppmneﬂeq when ] visit Crovstadt,*
Go,~—make thy ow n fhese gifts thou hast beheld ;
"They ave thy due, for wuch gootl service past.
[Erit Ella.

P}



SCELNE Il A TRAGENYS 171

'Il'hus t;) be haffled .bat;hﬂlow wit] vm
should have sou w-—-.emms ?
1 veutured the dlscl}p"
Nor kuow I now, if 1 ba ﬂl#neved
The futal oversight ,~a dttlespace, ¢ .
¥ hope | still may tiust her ;—swre some voice
Sounds fiom beneath yon window ; to the forest,
Just where the midat is narronest, tt looks ¢
Fach noise alarmss e now ;——perhaps some plot
Is 10w contniving to release the prisoners,
L’were well L histened nenter. | She opens the window.

! sice. Hortensigm—

Ho Gods! "

[Clasprng her hands wn an agony of surprise.]

b owe. llorteasm'

Hor. Do I live !
Can the dead speak ? it 13 the voice that once
‘I bis bosom thuilled with rapture, now 1t freezes
My blood m cvary vem'—Q wayward fate !
¥or all but this Horteusia was W
Agamn Ll listen;
Pohaps | am distracted by suspicions,
And 1t was but a sound of fancy’s formng.

[She looks out of the windew aud speaks ]
W hoe’er thou art—that breathed Hortensia’s wame,
Spedk it once more—she s prepared to answer !
Silence reigns around—save thre’ the
Of the tall pines, the wind sighs sullenly.
{Eater Paprus.]

Pau. Madaw, a siranger at the outward gate,
Requests to be aduntted to your presence.

Hor. I scarcely breathe, my fears are venfied !
Tlow shall 1 save myself ? Panlus,
‘This stranger 1s soe bold and wandernng mﬁm.
Whom 1 should feas admmmg to my presence.
Gave he lus name to thee

Pau. + He ealled himself
'The son of sorrow and.misfartume’s slave.

Those titles would ggeist your memory,
He said, to molmn ’

Hor. Keep hnn fcpm me,
‘ i (G:eatly agitated.
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As thou would'st save me from despair and death !
1t 1s my bitterest foe 3 thy words indeed
Declare a wretch devoted tg perdition.
Thou and thy fellows sgize and bind him fast.
Thou hast my orders, hence.
[Enter Erv.a.]
O Ella! Ella!
Thy dream is now fullfilled. Ah! save me from him,
"T1s thou alone canst save me.
Ella. What new event has caused this perturbation ?
Hor. Ells, the tomb has opened to restore
Agam to hght, the tenaut of 1ts darkness !
Behold, he comes clothed m its various horrors !
Scorpions aud hissing snakes, and gpawing worms
Have 11sen with him ! now they seize my heart,
They tear, they torture at !
But the worst monater is 2 human form,
Fiends bear hum on to s devoted prey .
Now Iam lost!
Ella. Kind heaven restore her senses.
Hor. Talk not of heaven, be rather hell thy theme,
Its gulphs of flame sulphureous! lo, they gape
me wide ! and Villeroy appeas,
Urging my footsteps to the fatal brink !
Ella. Hah ! Villeroy, and have yon also seen him ?
Hor. Ella, my all of hope depends on thee ;
1 ask one favor mare, refuse it not ;
Does no one overhear :—what noise is that ?
But all 1s still agam, come nearer, Ella ;
In whisperw Ignust speak 1t, lest the sound
Transpire to heaven,—ay and become
A cause of triumnphto lf\e fiends of darkuess!
.l‘:”a. Madm““"’\
JHor. Hush, speak not loud: derhaps some listenmg

ears
May hearand then : tray us ; do not start,
‘When thop art told the news, gs commonly,
12 practised by weak winga; it may alarm
Some preamng spy tq a more obsgrvance ;
Now t£;n 1 repared, m%} m thenefore
Disclose the horn that Villeyay

Is stil] amongst the Jivi.
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Ella. Canit be?
Hor. Speak lower, Ella, yes, hé lives, and comes
To bring destruction heaped upon our heads ;
For thou wilt share my fate ; he well miay think
We hnew helived ; perhaps he senit the news,
And will he credit that it did not reach us ?
We must then strain our utmost faculties
And plan some scheme to save us from his vengeance ;
But let us first together view this spectre ;
We can behold him from yon gallery,
Which overloaks the hall, and afterwards,
Decide what measures we had best pursue. [Scene closes.
A hall, ViLLF ROY brought in bound,
Vill. ¥riends, wherefore all thiy violence ? I came, .
In amity to you,
Paul. Our mistress fears you ;
Her orders were that we should bind you thus.
Vill. Didst thou repeat to her the words I gave thee ¢
Did she not understand them ?
Paul. She exclaimed,
You were her bitterest foe, and bid us guard you,
As we would save her, from despair and deati.

HorTrNs1a and ELva ¢ w a gallery, ELLa at
.sif{ht of Villcr:l:y clasps her hands, and would speal, but
HorTENsIA

er away.
Vill. (Who saw them.)

Hortensia ! loved Hortensia! ah, she flies me !
Is then her anger ne’er to be appeased P
O could she read what passes in my soul,
She would not fly me, for it still adores het !
[ Enter servanc. *
Our lady has commanded us to bri
The prisoner to her presence instaiitly.
«il. Delightful sounds! be speedy, hasten, friends,
Yes, those arc friendk who lead me t5 my tove !
A grand apartment, HoareNs14 seated instdte; ELvra,
attendants ; Vittesoy fs brought in, HorTRNS1A
looks earnesily at hin Dut dbes ot speak.

Pull. Tha N zﬂmme heaven
118 t once more cious
Has granted tom ) héuven &

My gatitude in 8! asdl 00 thenr dost
Forget the painful past, thy Villeroy
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orieta it also; @ emﬁe ﬁw
as enduted, since last hu cxu Id thee ; -
O thou wilt snply overpay thew alf
By one soft loak, by ane eddenring word ~
Hor, 'Thy wovdsm\ s me‘mng 1 canceive not ;

To Cronstadt’s wnﬁﬂ, efore thus talk of love,
And Villaioy long dead
rul. Deet thounot knowme ¢

Ior. Yes, 1 well know thee for Hutensia's foe !
¥l O spare thy bitter words ; it will appease
Thy vengeful angry spirit, when thod hiwres
ly[ bave suffeved since we parted Jaut 5

’T“ as glory only I prefesred to thre;
Glory 1 worshipped, for Hortoma's nke
T'o render me more worthy ot her love ;
' as I lay deep pierced with varwous wmnth,
Thy loss mdll, thet Villeroy rey m:gted,
Thy was the lnst his soul ned,
And the last feeble acrents of kis voice,
Sighed forth Hortensia’s fame !
To hife restared but seiwed on by barbmrinns
"Two yems I dragged their dmn ’twas hopes in thee
ggvom th & bear it, audwyum. b

oupking4beir M refer ere to heaven,
So I on each dire gllhug link, brem forils,
An grdent prayer for my Hortensin’s wwue,
Rele.xsd trom bowdege, swift 1 fiaw to setk thee,

r?‘q‘ woutr dear delicious uative plains,

ere thou wert basm--swiieng Aoy m’u abridé,»

Ang4 where we parted first—O dreadfal momaont !
E’en mdst the Wy | feol onew mere'to sce thee,

"That agoni womes o'er ty mind.
That thow m quit mvnﬁm:yﬂMh
Exciws not oy sarprige—4 huddous w, 1

Hedst thou been takeny from wes, evary senive,

o,f Il mm
Ot everlasuug‘m Mﬁm

: '}‘:msehswu with HM wi;e m ;
A;;nud ﬁ 1t and
Flor. Wretch—sth ' thus

To thy wild xhapaody,—-omim oy wondey 1 '

v



CENE 1I, A TRAGEDYY 175

No more [ leng an eqr te valg ymposture,
Lel hlm be talen beuce.
Veld. What words am&dﬁ 1 Mﬂ'{? mhpl ao forr
qul‘d to give uttera
"o fear that hu poaaeat
O fear not aught, {rom ge m,‘wmwdd\y
Dost thou love Cronstady ?—-thenwmue hu.
{ have ngt O PO gty—n01 shining gold,
‘To tempt ¢ ﬂ:c to Wy aems, if leve ampel not,
1 vicid my fate submuswe to thy will,
But deal 1t forth with gentleness ; 1f here
‘L hy heart can wish to sidy, 1 leave thoe freer;
My days will be but few—(for gnpt cutsshart
The spau of hte)—--.md ket that thought cousole thee
W hen in some sotten’d moment thou lement’st
The fate of Villesay who lov'd a0 well !
Hor Ye have received my orders, take hum henge.
¥all. Metlunks | wopld npt tapely yiald thee up
Stand ofl, and touch me ugt ; or lead me where
1 may behold hum she prefees to we; .
1 would see Cronatadt’s lord ; gouduct me te ham,
He knows to answer what L alall demand,
Hor. Stn not upog yous gerdls "te roy wal :
Withan these walls, Hoiteusa rijes despots,
Wert thou the Villeroy, that ouce 1 made,
My wedded lord, think’st thou { would dwewn thee !
Ouf L, i Ylla wonld 5ot knowdhes ?
I‘ﬁ:ﬁ metch presumptuous, hast thou wght. to plead,
t mygy defend anqharadwu Jad thee fotth,

To prison and to d
Full. wany say, W
Wherefore thou seek’st m. ue r and Bla tqo,

Has she no lhough of lo may comb hereaftor !
No dread of tyi‘

Am I not an ’ g
Once her fond wuh'sl
Tineatened and x

'l‘he w‘&?&:‘ V:Il
T¢ spesk ! m mw L
b.‘je w’
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Her varying countepance i yow, JEilla, speak !
And let 1t be the truth; ¢he allvpiercmg eyen
Of an avenging judge, is now thee.
li‘qr. Speak, feurless Flla, wharefore shouldest thou
eal ?
This 13 not Villergy, as well thou knowest ;
"Fwas on this day he yiclded up has breath,
Now two years since, a victum to stern War;
Speak, faith{ul Ella, end this altercation.
Ella. Tt1s not Villeroy, -
Vi, Enough ! enough!
The measure of my woes is tully heaped !
‘There can no greater misery await we ;
Coume, death, oblivious desth, and shroud me round
In shades umpenetrable ; geutler far,
Thy bitterest pangs, than are those pangs which rend
The aching heart, by base ingratitude,
And disappointed love, a victun made !
O false as fair ! 1ll-judged 1s thy purswit ;
Conguest by treachery gives no laureled brow ;
Thou bast obtained thy wishes to destroy,
But when the irrevoerble deed 15 done,
Bethink thee of thy recomspense ; no power

Can eave thee from thetortures of remorse. '
[Filleroy 13 led off
HorTeNs14 dooks after VILLEROY some time and then
falts on Evra's weck, exclaming,
Ells! O Ella!
A Ella;ln ion Whenee, may gracious mistress,
rises this emaqfion
Hor. . + Didst thou think,
I bore a heart 30 hesdl ?
Ella. And was it not
Your will I should disown him ? I had joyed
T'o have acknow s my noble master,
‘The V. you doved vo well,

o
The here's datl wolider of the wise,

Hor. , By eut
delighted diever cahie v @* « o
1l thou s, ™ « P
efore that w ¥ m :
loved

him once 2 whi vesds shie heon heart,
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Knows that past love is casily revived,

If rage alone supprest il—hasten, Ella,
Aud with thy utnost art prepare to deck
"The charms by nature given to thy mistréss,
"I'ill by the aid of outward ornament

"They prove rewstless in the ¢yes of Villeroy.
O tll agamn T shalt behold my bero,

"T'he moments will beem ges to Hortensia.

L
ACT 1IV.
SCENE 1. 4 Dungeon lighted by o smalli Lamp,

Pilleroy in chains 13 (ying on some siraw, a noise s
heard ‘of wnbarring, and unlocking doors.

11ll. (lifting up his head.)
They come, the assassins come ! .
Yet but a_moment, and the crime of murder
Blackens [Tortensia’s soul ! ~
Am}-‘ now I‘.I ;hut out hyht, and welcome dut? She
[Enter IHoiienma n nificent apparel. 2y
lamp in her hand, m& she places on a table and
then approaches her husband.]
Till, Perform your task—in mercy do “‘Ln
Jlor. Look up, Wy Villeroy, my lord, nsy sbund'
Vall. (starting.) What do 1 lwar { lndwlxat do 1 behold ?
ITor. it is the voice of love, that now thou hear’st,
And thou hehold'st thy wife, thine own H:
Vill. Have I then deepmt ? or is it now dream?
1lor. (Embracing him ) If this bebut & dream—0Q
Ton may it l;:t* laneJ
Ong as we 0 PR
Vg {l. Astonish'd! MJ Ye o
How does my heart wamw ﬁpmt

Wl?notustlml,nm Arogleanebi. 4
1 .luwh mn %ﬁb
e ¥ w v Laapics 5

() m, 4
Had 1 bu&
How swiftly hdl U
But prudence whsq;sr' t6 beﬂare of Cronstadt ;

No. X1V, Br.Th. VOL.IV. M
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And to preserve thy life, these ehains were given,
Whilst heavy at my heaft! I féfe their whight.

1o, I relense thee from them, and these aims

Be now thine ouly fetters ! ‘

Vill. Returning happihess o’erwhelms my senses !
Say then, Llortensia, shall we onte sgain
Review those scemes of blite, whiere Wem;heg
Pass’d our first dawn of Tife ;+-for then
It 1s we hive, when we begin to love.

Hor Yes, all that love can give, shall now be ours;
Aund added to 1ts own superior joys,

We'll revel in the pomp of wealth and power.

7 2. Ah hope not that!

Tor all thy Villeroy once own’d, is Tost,
The hand of War—rapacious, crael War,
Has nearly seiz'd on all.

Hor. I know it has.

Vill. Of all we once possesé’d, there but rémainy
'The humble cottage in the beechen grove "
Whete I beheld thee first—blest, blest rémethbrance!
Again 1t shall afford us grateful shade,

Aund there again we dhall behold our names

Ewdm&mmda’rma!wm uge

More fagitile evén'as titne
‘Will but incresise our leve.
Hor, Aud dost thbu n::,n
My Villetoy; reteuilér well tivse ks
Vierdent and guy, %ﬂe silver brook,
That thro' the ? it has herd
Our vows of jpve whifhet its civurse
We cited a3 our . H
Fame, wealth hav m&xn &;ﬂ then
ame, 4 er, J: 2 o t
OF equal forte ¢ e,
va jritkest, & lky'i("x »v ' Q‘M ‘e
Eer = Ay 4.

 Wert GEURIVEL e T8 % Sigkious Yt
A &‘&n‘r’“’:\‘*"a’ Lo “‘;“ o ol
{ewas despite HERITNTRS -

E3
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eu poverty, \ﬁ&q, :él upq.
Compar'd to.aught that, nclm can Bestow
{:*t:h:w dost “otul;dm ﬁ:@n,hmmeﬂmn,
ith patignce, and resign,
It gaily whispers to us, wenla: an(f m@,
May saon be made our own, . B
ill: But how, my.Jqve? _
I comprehend thee not;
Whtt riches dost thou talk of 2=’ ’mtbgnlf
Thiis righ in laveliness, k came to seek; . |
. Do. thou but emﬂe, and poverty L feat not:
Nay—fimes again may cl vhwhmm u
Eu;}eo our lost £s

Nor think it w

‘;::f*m;n*n“’w'
8

How “?E thy sorrow fo: the

I speak not for m

nhhemusm
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T h ' 3 B e o
Ilndamthedmndfulcermm ?-\” L
Vill. HOI’tQDMg'a . '

Thou hast scheme revolving in thy mind, .
Which thom fear to'nnme,<my soul thou know’st
Divided holds itself ’tween thee sndhonor; - '
1 would keep bath, tho' even at the price '
Of my heart’s blood ; yet hopethon not the mnswty,
1 love thee more'than life, but’ l'mnor matre
Than life, or thee. -
Hor. Art thou not weary of that tdle word ?
The phantom honor ! has it given thee sught,.
Waorthy the sacrifice that thou hast made it 2~
Thy bride, thy home, thy fortunes were forsaken,
At bonor’s stern command, and thou wast paid
By pain, discomfiture, by wounds and slavery,
By galling fetters, and a loathsome dungeon
Be then no more the wretched slave of honeor
But take the gift I offer. '
Viil. All thou canst offer; if the pnce be honor,
1s nothing worth to Villeroy! .
» Hor. Call’st thou life nothing ?
vii: . When unsanctified
By voble deeds, when ’tis the gift of vice,
Farﬁorse than nothing, "tis a painful burthen ! -
i Hor: Are wenlth and power lost upon thy mind ?
‘Thmk of the universl meany to bliss, .-+ <5
That wait on wealth and* power' oAt
Vill. 1 prize them net; - '
“When at too dear & rate thﬁy mnatvbe pure’hnsedl
. Hor. O thow'dg#t stcoru iy love! = - <~
¢ Vill, 'Vhon okuetnot think so, * = -
Or if thou dest,inow put nieto mm
Andlflwm«h nrfrom
Be thy disdain, &
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But were it known that thou wert still alive,

My cluim is lost,——for would he, think’st thou, then,
Upou the wife of Villeroy bestow

His wealth and honos?

Vill. Surely he would not,
Nor canst thou wish he should.
Hor Bat if I prove

That I with ease can now passess myself
Of Cronstadt’s large domains, and mine by promise ;'
Wilt thou cousent to share mny prosperous foituues,
And wed e as his widow ?
Vill. Thou dost trifle !
Hor. 1do not tiifle, for his death is certam !
The hand of fate 1s 11sed tor his destruction ;
Then thou shalt be relens’d ; and T will publish,
That 1t was but from eno 1 accus'd thee;
Thou art unknown to all within these walls,
And Ella may by bribes be made our fiiend;
Then by what name soever thou art call’d,
1t will import thee hutle, so my love
Be jow’d to it; thou dost not auswer me;
1s not my plan well tormed ?

i, But art thou sme
‘That Croustadt will not iuteriupt ow joys?
May he not hve ? ,

Ho. This night he breathes his last !

1 il. O heavens !—mudeied '-—and by whom ?
Hor. By one whom 1 ¢ap trust———
Nor deem me ciuelly inclin’d; his days
T'o painful sickness have bgen long a prey;
Death only can relieve hym, and this night
He jows his ancestors—then shall be ours
Each gay enjoyment, that iuveptive fancy
To mortals e’er presented :— let me Jead thea
Forth from this dungeun.
Vil ) Hast shou steel'd thy heart?
How m it proof against oue fearful thought,

"That wﬂ be cted of the !
Hor. it = lom thee it:?c‘:my bLeart ;
Wikt b A wspic
ave pordey, 55 suspicion
Cast itg Mfﬂmﬁb QM&@ IheSunpw
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Of wealth and power will spread its beams around,
Dispersing every momentary shallow,

But the time presses—1I will lead thy steps

To a retreat more worthy to receive thee ;

‘Why dost thou stand, as if thy feet were rooted ?
Bending thy looks to earth, thou dost not heed me.
Hasten, the time is precious.

Vil Touch me not,
Thou fiend in human form !

Hoy.

Fil. Savage monster !

More cruel than the fiercest beasts of prey,
(For they respect their species) couldst thou hope,
I would participate thy horrid actions ?
Hor. Thy fury blinds thee, Villeroy, yet heware 5
Shouldst thou raise mine, thy life would be the forfeit,
Vul. Thy hife is in my power ; hah, traitress, say !
‘What should prevent me now to end thy crimes,
By instant death ; dash’d on this flinty pavement,
.M}y hand, tho’ weaponless, could do the deed
And save thy soul committing further gmlt !
¢ Hor. Yes, stain thy honor with a woman’s blood !
Vill. No, I remit thy pumshment to heaven
And t thy own remorse ! that w.ll avenge
With retributions e’en the worst,
Thy wickedness can tempt thee to commit.
Alas ! Tlotterisia, how I tremble for thee!
A time must come, to make thee feel, ¢’en thee,
g{ite of the present hardness of thy heart :
en wilt thou rehd the air with piercing shrieks,
And offer unavaifing prayers for mercy!
Whaut thou denied to others, thou wilt find
Refused to thee ; bethink thee, wretched woman,
In time, bethiifk thee!

Hor. Dost thou hops to fihd
My soul Is o be frighitened by mere words ?
My life was in j=-but to retove

My £ix" resolv tdéuce 1 gere
A.i’a Gt Whe' m Yove shalt focl gm«m.
M’ vj, 8 pro "‘" LS rv'

P¥/1. And iy that o fair
Eor such a savagh Nelt ¥ liks ¢
Shining thou wognd'st to Bed
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Are now deceiv’d, and 'tis some horrid demon

With passions wild, has stolen Hortensia’s Likeness

To tempt me to perdition !
Hor. Fool! thy doubt

I seek not to remove j—but be thoy certain,

My fury thus provok’d thou must abide ;

My generous love contemned is turned to hate,

To deadly hate agninst thee—is it not

For Villeroy’s sake his rivel is destroy’d ?

O be thou yet persuaded!

vill. y Monster, hence!
The blackness of thy heart destroys all power
Thy beauty has to charm !

How dar’st thou hope 1 may be yet persuaded ?
Begone, and leave me to my fate ;

s t death I ask, to shut out light,
Lest 1t again preseut thy horrid form !
May heaven interpose in Cronstadt’s favor,
But life is not my wish.
Hor. Death then awaits thee
See that thou meet it boldly ; nor repent,
When it will be too late ; a moment past, "
But whilst I close you door, and thy best hope ‘
Is that thou linger not in misery ! s
‘When thou shalt hear night’s single hour praclaim)d !
Fiom the high twiret that o’ertops this dungeon,
1t sounds the knell of Villeroy and Cronstadt ! *
For him the deathful potion 1s prepared,
But first, these keys shall in the moat be thrown
(Thy fate-struck ears may over-hear their fall)
And then no earthly power can relieve thee.
1 shall remove far hence ; does ot cold fear
Yet chill thee to repentance ?
Vill. Leave me! leave me!
"Tis worse than death that I must thus
Still listen to thy voice-—still know thee near me !
Hor. Misguided man, thus obstinately blind,
| leaye thes to the ruin thou hast chosen, . [Eait,
,J{% nlom!) O thou, whose eys oan pierce the gaqm

Behold and judge say pguse s if death to life
» T rashly huve pvem"u;m it fiot,
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That T have thrown thy bounteous gift away,
But paidon oue bewilder'd by his sorrows ;
If thy unerung wisdom has decieed,
That Villeroy, and Crongtadt both must fall,
To struggle wete in vain;  but O thou wietch!
Base mstiument of evil, what can save
Thee fiom perdiuon ? ah 1 fear, T fear,
‘'houn hast muames able ¢rimes to answer !
Methounght just now, thare broke upon mine ear
The voice of suowmng ; hollow groans burst forth
As fiom some bosom agomz’d by woe ;
Then plaintive cries aud ratthng, chas I heard,
Shaken by fierce despair ! agan 1 hear them.
Sure m some neighbourmg dungeon are conlin'd
More wretched victims to Hortensia’s rage ;
Ab would ] could assist them ! hath,~~that noise
Sounds as if made with hopes to cause a breach
The wall scems thin boiween us !
I will encourage them, assist them also -

. Sons of misfortune! ye are all my biethren !
This non may be useful ; flinty stones,

(lukes up an iron crow.

Y2 afe more yielding than Hortensia’s bosom.
Q) fortugate, there now appears a door,
Which clnnot long ressst us.
Whod'er ye are that stiuggle in your chams,
‘Ye have my best assistance!

(The door s forced open and Levpold with Albertine
enter.) i

Heavenly powers!
What forms are these that burst upon wny sight,
Of more than wortal seeming ?
. Art thou, taon,
Hortensia’s victim ?
"1, Hab ! so young, so fair,
What crimes have they coinmitted ?

Aib. Dost thou deem .
Us criminal, because thon seest us here? «
It is the erime of bihers, that as driven s 1" 1y,

T'q this sad state,)eud thow dost aot ap, . .
merit punishnjent : whet brotght he ?
"FFill. By Cronptsdt’s Couptishs here coufined,
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And by her sentence, death nust be my fate.
Leop. We had no better hope, yet now my soul
Is somewhat re-assured; thy kind assistance
Seems sent to us hy heaven ; and lest thou doubt
We ate not worthy to recover freedom,
Kuow, thou behold’st in us the heirs of Cronstadt,
Twin-bora and happiest of the happ) few,
Tull by Hortensia’s baleful influence sway'd,
Our father cast us fiom his ouce foud armns.
Alb  Deem not, we meiit seprobation !
Firl. Mas! 1 know too well Hortensia’s crames,
To doubt your mnocence, ye hapless pair !
And 1 could such a horrid tale unteld !
But haste, or freedom may be gain'd too late.
1.2t us search all around, the wall may yield
‘T'o our united force.
Leop. Within yon dungeon,
A grated window looks towards the forest,
Could we remove those irouns
Fal. Let us o1y,
And heaven propitious will as<ist our efforts;
Fou liberty and hfe, who holdly strives,
Tis more than mortal strength sits on his arm !
And moie than mortal comage tills his bosom !

SE—

ACT V.

SCENE 1. Hortensia’s Apartment. She enters 1n great
disorder, as from the Dungeon, followed by ELva.

Hort. Follow me not, thy kindness but distracts me.
Beigne; or dread my rage.
lla I cannot leave yon.

2lort. Ha! begone, | aay :menor dare intrude
Thy zcal, officious, ha’tcful.y I detest

Each, human being, and myself the most.
Guads'! ul‘::’gfortl:‘;:;h'ﬁv {0 meet proud scorn )

) ch' dou © has she Hstened
Th 'eald M O erod P
* Ridd %Mﬂﬁ '‘possible ? tote



186 uon';‘nqu. ACT v,

Hort. O I could tear thege chargia that now have lost
All their once boasted power !
Ofl, useless trappings, mortifying hanbles !
Was 1t by barrowed lustre, that 1 b
%‘lc; daz;]t;‘ Villeroy’s ey:a ;] Iedahould ¢ sayght
y aud, hypocnsy, and v my purpose
Untl it was completed ; he had 5:en
In prudence yrelded to necessity,
No option had been left him, nor had honor
‘With busy whispers then disturbed our loves ;—
I could have sent him hence, and followed soon
By Cronstadt’s death enfranchised.
O vamty ! our feeble sex’s run'
Had I not hoped to tempt lnm to my purpose,
To gam applauses tor my well-form'd schemes,
T had 1u all succeeded , nor revenge
Been now the only passion 1 myst hope
In gloomy satisfaction to enjoy !
lla. ﬁday 1 not be permitted to enquire ?
Hort. Ella, to thee, my confidence 18 due,
Yet thou wilt scarcely credit what I speak,

§ shall tell thee all, for couldst thou think
¥, ww bigheld by Villeroy with scorn ?
Wmﬂ my love? and prayed for death,
To m from Hlortensia? powers of vengeance '
Reward bim for the cold, unfeeling, prayer !

Ella. Surely ’twas all a dream.

Hort. Was 1t a dream
That with thy utmost art this form was deched,
Auding by outwaid orpaments my charms,
Tl [ hind fondly thonght they were resistless ?
Or was it 1n 8 dream that I unlocked
‘The chains o Villeroy? o1 dreamt I then
When to bis bosomn rapturously he piressed me r
Still does thet mement charm ; but 1t 15 passed :
And doobls shame gew sinks e to the easth, !
For love and beanty scormed |
1 will have double venguetre! Dewth s asked |
A.l!t]:%mi‘:;m? pre B
Hhall lengthen out ks musery w
With all s bittehoems il u&! o

'

h 7 4
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To hei the last of fearful death !

Ell: Alns, s Villiroy e doom'd t9 die

Hort. Artthon so wetk to think he fﬂ!y!
Love’s keenest glancey darting froth my )
Love's softest nfgh, when tising ftom my bosom,
Were all employed in vain to move his pity
Even his fiercest tortures poistly pay
‘Those that this heart now feels from slighted love !
Distraction will o’ercome me. Yet, awhile,
Aid me, my scattered spirits. Swift, return
meh Villeroy’s dungeon !—[She pauses.] Ella! at the

our

‘Which miduight past proclaims, within the chapel
Do thon attend my coming :
Be carcful that thon dost obey my oider. [ Erxit Ella.
Yes, I will meet her there ; and there persuade her
‘To her own ruin: grant her Jeave to visit
The imprisoned Leopold and Albertina ;
'Then close the dungeon’s door upon them all!
But now for Cronstadt’s chamber :—all his cares
And those of Villeroy, will soon be over.
Yet a few moments more, and every wish
My heart e’er formed, or by ambition urged,
Or hatred, or revenge, will be fulfilled !
Ye Demons, come, who, thro’ the miduight’s Mw )
Flit on your noiseless wings, to md the cadse " P8 ¢
"That shuns discovery. Assist Hortensia ! '
Her cause 1s yours! her tiiumph is your glory!
Lo! at my mvocation they anse;
See, in mid air, the balance they uphold!
Now, now it trembles m their fateful hands,
Cronstadt, bis hated race, and Villeroy
Are weighed against Hortensia, and revenge, [ Bxit.

SCENE II. A small Court, in which is a Porch, and
Windows of @ Chapel ; and the duvor of the Dun-
geons.

w1 Enter Ricqgagno.
Scpeened by night's shades I have arrived unseen,
And here s centinel will watch

Over my masters Youdesydnor, !
Bywhizh [ entered h :afthntumed
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Tts ready hinges to the sons of sorrow,
Who ne’er repassed, but witlt rejoicing hearts
Made happy by a modest given baunty :
Alas! since his new Countess governed here,
How few have dared to éfiter : o'er the stones
The spreading grass has quite concealed the path !
And thus has been the noble Cronstadt’s heart
Choal’d up with weeds sown by Hostensia’s hand ;
Tl they have sprung and quite o’ercome ns viitues.
F’en from the feast to send me m sivh haste,
Suspicion rarss d—and made ine gnick return:
Thunks to thus key, by which | passed the gate
That trom the hiidge leads Lither:
Mcthought, as | approached,
The carth scemed temnbling as it meant to shake,
From their foundation shake, these ancient walls :
Whilst fiom the battlcments, the raven’s note
Scream’d omouns of death, and thio’ the torest,
The beasts ot prey as prowimg for their food,
Or by loud 104a11ng, or dimish’d howlings,
Made the heart thiob with painful apprelunsions.
Hark ! do my ears deceive me ¥ can it be
sdine one now appiroaches ¢ thro’ the chapel
pw pavainent proves the passiug footsteps,
So tread an untrequented way,
o he secret, shunniug bioader hght—
1 will staud close, and be a spy from pity.
[Lle gues into the o1 k.
The Chupel door opens, and BElta 1ushis out.
Ellu. O lleavens! 1 am pursued! No! ’twas but
fear,
"I'hat doubled my owu footsteps ;—hcre I'll wait
The coming of my m stress ; n the chapel
It was hmpossible I should remam ;
Each time 1 breath'd,
*T'was echoed by: the lofty vaulted raof ;
And as [ trod, niethought beneath my feet,
The 1atthng bongy of Cronstadt's ancestors,
(All there gntond’d) seemi’tl springing up to earth,
As they would fan averige them on Hortensia,
The meditated murderess of thuse race!

1 try to pray, but s sy sickenteg beast,
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There rose g pang coawileive that forbad it.
Who knows what hérrid arimes arc mine to, answer,
'Pho’ by another acled ; B‘lmt partaken )
Is not less guilt, nor *scapes its punishment ;
I wish'l could retract: yet much I fear
"Pis uow too late. * To Heaven all-mereiful
T will address my prayers, in yonder portal.
[She goes to the Porch: seeing Riccardo she screams,
and Riccardo comes forwerd.]
Ric. Ella,thy piayers to [leaven me heard and granted ;
‘T'here is no doubt of pardon, so repentande
Lead thee to reparation.
Ella. Blessed he
Thy voice, Riccardo ! O T thought at firet,
1t must have been some ruffian; bat, Riccardo,
How ca’st thea in this place?
Ric. How [ came,
To thee imports but Jittle : thou rejoicest,
I find, to sce me here, hut let me ask,
What brought farr Ella hither ? Such an hour
Claims soft repose : did she come here to seek it?
Ella. (confused) No. 1 came here by urders from the
Countess. e,
Ric. It canmot be. Thon didst mistake her opders,
Why should she send thee hither ? Thio’ this coterg,
No path but to the disinal dungeons lead,
Where she would never enter, or send thee ;
Or to the forest; but its dungers now
Thou never wouldst he tempied to encounter.
Ella. 11ow shonld [ know, Riccardo, what desigus
My mistress meditates ? she bid e wait
Her coming m the chapel ; but 1 fear'd
To stay alone in such a dismal place.
Now, haviug met with thee,
We will return together. Come, Riccardo,
The damps of mnight il suit thy aged lunbs.
Ric. My age has but oue fear, the fear of Ileaven,
"That bids me now detain thee till thon hast
Or willingly, or forced, declared to me,
The real pt that has hrought thee hither.
Ella, Hate I not told thee, *twas Hortensia’s orders?
Ric. But wast thon by bex orders to hold converse
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With thine own guilty condcistyds © ' Wast thou ordered
'é‘o name her as a carderies ? " ) gkt
Start not, nor hape to smve dawif by :
Thou saxdst thﬁil’:iﬂ aboestors ofp%rwmdt
Were 11=g from their tombs, to seek revenge
Upan Hortendla, meditated murderess
Of all their race.
Ella. (aside.) He bas overheard me,
And there is nothing left but full confession,
T'o save me from his fury. Good Riccardo,
I will most tatthfully disclose the truth.
Rie. T have nor time, nor patieunce to attend
The artful windings of a forced confession,
Meant but to screen thee from just punishment,
Aud but as much as serves that purpose, told.
Declare at once, where now are Cronstadt’s heirs e
Speak, or by heaven J’ll drag thee €0 his presence,
And tell him all I've heard, and all I know,
Llla. Liook not so fiercely on me, and the truth
1, faithfully, will speak. Alas, Riccardo!
The noble sufferers in a dungeon pine,
"The cold damp earth i# now their resting-place,
And fér their lives I fear.
Rie. . O Heavens, and art thoun
Sure théy etill live ?

Ella, A wondrous chence has caused
An interruption to Hostensia’s schemes.
(Yes, I will tell him all.) Lord Villeroy,
Who was thought dead, still lives ! !
R, Mysterious powers !
Villeroy alive! O blessed chance!
1 am all gateful joy. Ella, farewell.
Ella. 1f thou shouldst leave me, I shall die with fear.
As yet thou know’st but partially the truth.
Ric. Speak then: nor rack my spirit with delay.
Now, till I find my master, every moment
Adds to his slavery, and Hortensja’s triump/s.
Ella. True, Villerdy lives; bt by his wifc disown'd,
Imprisoned, doon’d 14 die, #s an impostor,
What will hus life sp dircumstanced, avail thee,
For soon his death will rob thee of all proof';
Then canst thou hape thy unsupported story
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Will root Iortensia from ¢he enamor’d heart
Of a too credulous husband}  She will frame
A tale of falsehoad, yaniished o’er with tears.
Against her artful smiles and blandishments,
What will thy trath avail ?
Ris. But witnesses to truth will give it strength
Resistless over falsehood. Ella, thou
Must aid the cause of truth; thou hast no hope
But in forsaking now the causc of evil.
! have bethought me—follow me this iustant,
L will explore the dungeons.
Filla. Alas, he’s mad, how canst thou entrance gain?
Ric. ¥Ylla, behold—this gives the means of eutrance,
It is the master key, throughout the castle :
Thy mistiess knew I had it, but her haste
To send me hence made her forget to ask it ;
‘Thus Heaven confounds the thoughts of evil doers !

SCENE IlI. The Dungeon.
ViLLEROY and LEOPOLD seem spent with fatigue.

ALBERTINA.
Alus ! the walls resist their utinoss efforts.

Vil. O, fatal strength! the gloomy mind that 'd
These dungeons was well schooled by art. [ He looks round.
Oft have they served their owners’ horrid purpose,

Lo! where the dismal proofs lie scattered round,
Now baied, aud whiten'd by the haud of time!
What then remaius

But that we meet submissively our fate ?

Sweet maid ! thy sighs sink deep into my heart;
How could Horten«1a hear thy sighs unmov’d ?

Leop. That name provokes to madness ! rage renews
My nearly wasted stiength! O generous stranger !
Despair not yet ! some travellers thio’ the forest,

As moming dawns, may hear and give assistance.

Fil. 'Fhe morning’s dawn ! but first will miduight come!

At that dire thought my arm is nerved anew !
(He takes up the iron, but lets it full again, on hearing
the clock strike one, excluiming :)
O fatal, fatsl signal !—
(fnd then the fulling of the keys is hoard.y
Alb. Good Heavens ! whence that noise 2
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Leop. (to Fulleroy, who stands fired in grief und us-
tonashment.) Say, wherefore thus
Thy spurit is dismay'd ¢ that falliug sound
Thou secmi’st to undeistand.
1. Too well, too well——
Plaly 1t spoke the langnage of despur:
Ye know not all the honois of yom fate!
Leop. And wilt thou then no more afford assistance ?
. Yes, m the cause of vengeance, [ will stine;
1t may not prove too late for chastisement,
"1ho’ every other hope is torn fiom Villeroy.
Leop. lla, Villeioy !
Alh, Ye poweis! can it he?
V. Yes, Villeroy lives, Hortcusia’s former husband .
fn e behold that wretel, by her disown’d,
And doom’d 1o death for having loved too well.
Yet O that may destuction had sufliced
To glut the fierce Hoiteusia’s crucdty !
But death o’er Clonstadt’s count now spreads his wings,
The poison now 15 blachening ou his lips.
Alb. Poison !
Leop. O Hcavens!
How know’st thou this
Vil. 1en from Lloitensia’s <clf :
The tigress own’d and glonied m her purpose,
And, 24 a <igual, named the hour of one,
Which but this momant sounded 10 my car
Its note vemandous ! O too late " too late!
Are now our efforts to escape from hence,
Leop. A, wheefoic sleep your thunders, mignty
Heaveny
But tho” too late to save, lot us not quit
All hopes to serze the murdaress ; i, mdeed,
Justice yet 1e1zus upon this lover world,
Heaven will assist us m the cause of justice.
LAl Desist, desisty 1 hoar approaching voices,
E’en at the door [ hear them.  In<taut death
Will be decreed for ineffectual efforts.
}bil. Come, death, m any shape ; 1 am prepared.
Alb. (Embracipg  her brother.) Thus, leopold, thus
let us meet our fate !
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Leop. O moment of unutterable anguish !
(After a noise of unburring and unbolting doors.)
[Enter Riccarpo and FLLA.]
Ric. Heavens! what a sight of woc!

Lcop. Good old man!
Say, wherefore art thou come ?
Alb. He comes in mercy,

To warn us of our fate. Speak, fearless speak,
The sentence of our death ; for 1 am sick
Of life, already ; and this world disdain,
Where spirits, like Hortensia’s, are permitted
"T'o spread wide-wasting ruin.  Let them enter,
Thy murderous followers! if thou mean’st us mercy,
Q, I conjure thee, do not make delay.
Ric. 1 have uo followers. Hope has wing’d my steps
To save the innocent.
Leop. Talk’st thou of hope ?
O speak that word again.
Lita. (Kneeling.) Lord Villeroy !
Behold a penitent, imploring mercy
Yor past bad deeds which fan she would repair.
Fil. ) see you not, my friends,
The wonder-working hand of gracious Heaven
Point to discovery and retribution.
l.ead then my steps, thou venerable man,
'T'o Cronstadt’s chamber.
Teop. Could we gain those stairs
“i’hat wind up thro’ the turret—
Alb. O be swift, be swift,
Let us not lose a moment.
Ric. I can gain
Admission to the turret : but in silence
Follow my guiding footsteps, lest Hortensia
Be warn’d of our approach, and save by flight
From their just pumishment her various crimes.

SCENE 1V. The Count’s apartment.
The CounT s seen asleep on a sopha within folding
doors. In the outside room stands a table, with a vase

and a cup.

[Enter HoRTENS1A from a side door.]
Hor. Now one great decd is done, and Villeroy knows.
No. XIV. N. Br. Th Vor. IV. N
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His doom is fix’d ; be this one conscious pang

The last the thoughts of Villeroy shall cause ;—

But ever present to my mind remain

His cold contempt, his preference of death

To love and life when proffered by Hortensia !—

In the long gallery that o’erlooks the moat,

1 waited ‘T'ime’s slow pace—which seem’d to creep

As it would fain retard my just revenge.—

The dark deep waters, ruffled by the breeze,

Dash’d ’gainst the dungeon’s walls, with sullen noise,

Scarce heard but thro’ Night's stilluess; on the car

There broke no other sound ; save now and then

On flapping wing, there flew from tower to tower

T'he screaming bird of night. 'The moon’s wan crescent

Was sinking fust, behind those mountain tops

She erst had tipt with silver : at that moment,

Time gave the solemn signal ; 1 obeyd it;

The rattling keys iu falling oft rebounded,

And when they cleft the bosom of the wave,

The noise reverberated all around.

Now then for Cronstadt! yet be firm, my soul,

And dwell on the completion of thy wishes!

Be to ambition pour'd this dire libation!

(She pours the poison.)

Cronstadt expects a medicine at my hands,

And this will medicine to his cares for ever.

Count. (awaking.) Hortensia !

(She goes towards the tnwncr room.  Within the scene are

heard voices, which cry out)

Forbear, forhear! (At the first sound Hortensia stops,
and looks fearfully round her : the Count starts off
the sopha, snatches up his sword and comes forward, at
the sume instant V1LLEROY enters, seizes HORTEN-
s1a’s arm, «ho lets fall the poison, and his children
throw themselves at the Count’s feel.

Vil. Internal Woman! Fate by me o’ertakes thee.

Leop. and Alb. My Father!

Vil. (I'o Hortensia.) Yes, thy hour is come, the hour
of vengeance :

Thy meditated crimes have drawn it on thee.

Cronstadt, receive aguin thy lovely children,

®natch’d from the jaws of this devouring serpent.
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What strange infutuation ! Had’st thou not
Indeed been blinded, could’st thou e’er have read
Aught in their noble fronts but mnocence.—
For me, [ blush to own myself her husband.
Thou hast beheld me, Cronstadt, ere this meeting :
Hust thou forgot Lord Villeroy ? who once
Was passion’s slave, as thou too long hast been.
1 owe my life, saved from her wondrous malice,
T'o Providential aid ; and the same power
Has from thy lips dash’d the approaching poison.
Count. 1 do remember thee, Lord Villeroy, well,
But wherefore should Hortensia seek my life ?
Have I not ever been her wishes’ slave ¢
Even for her my children I gave up,
And all their fair inheritance made hers.
}il. And therefore "twas you met ingratitude.
Who asks, and dares accept another’s right,
Let not that mind be trusted ! Selfishness
Is ever cruel, and Ambition join'd
To cruelty, o’crleaps all virtaous bounds. (To Hortensia )
Repentance has, [ hope, now seiz'd thy soul.
Begone! thy hife is sufe, nor shall it want
Lts needful sustenance.—
Hor. *Tis rage, and not repentance, locks my tongue,
Wretches alike, exulting o’er my fate,
I view ye all with scorn and detestation
Yes, all, or it 1 singled from among ye,
An object of superior detestation,
Thou, Cronstadt, art that one—"twas not thyself,
It was thy wealth and honors that 1 prized :
‘I'o muke them mine excerted every art,
And when that fatal deed thy band had sign’d,
{e sign’d thy own destruction—then 1 built
My strength upon thy weakuess-—all that follow’d,
Thy weakness caused, and now I will not hive.
Discomtfited, despised—this sets me free.
(Stabs herself, and dies.)
Ric. Fledi s her spirit, thro’ the gushing wound
Her desperate hand knew well to do its oflice.
Count. O Villeroy, how well thou hast explored
My weak mind’s errors, till 1 scorn myself.
Fil. Be Ella pardon’d—but to geod Riccardo,
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What recompense can e’er be deem’d sufficient ?

Ceunt. Be that my case—nor will he doubt my bounty.
My eves are clear’d from their once fatal blindness,
And I, with horror, view the precipice
On which 1 tottering stood. My childien !
O pardon me, and love me still, my children !
Lord Villeroy
Thy fortunes have, I know, been ravish’d from thee :
Those that are now redeem’d, consent to share,

Leop. And from henceforth may harmony and peace
Ulnite our hearts, and may this dreadful day,
With what we all have suffcr’d, be forgotten,
Or only in our grateful thanks remember'd
T'o pitying Heaven for its various mercies.
But to all those who meditate foul wrongs,
May this eventful hour be ever present,
And ere they plunge in guilt, O let them dread
Hortensia’s recompense, despair, aud death,




REMARKS ON HORTENSIA.

Trr character of the Heroine of this gloomy tragedy
12 the ouly one which the author appears to have fully
devcloped. "Therc are wuits of individuality obvious in
the others, but that of Hortensia, aloue, ts depicted at
full length, and with all its nauve deformitics. Many
of our readers will, perhaps, agree with us in thinking,
that human nature, fortunately for the world, seldom ap-
pears in so hideous a form, and yet this play will be found
to possess a high degree of interest, arising entirely from
the ability with which the heroine is represented. The
principal personage is a picture painted altogether with
the black lineaments of vice, and the varnish of cunning
furnishes the only light that serves to emboss it on the can-
vas.

We are not awarc at this moment that there is auy
femule character in the dramas of the stage, or of the
closet, so destitute of every good feeling as Hortensia,
-Lady Macbeth, though a daring woman, beyond the na-
ture of her sex, is invested with great magnanimity of cou-
tage, and hceps the passions which are weuker than her
ambition subdued by the masculine energy of her will.
We see her, from the reading of the letter to her walk-
g dream, constantly endeavouring to triumph over her
sex’s weakness, and the moments in which her resolution
appears to fail, serve as brilliant points which mark and
characterise her individual nature. When she shows her
ficrceness of purpose by saying that, rather than torego
her intent, she would have dashed out the brains of her
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infunt, we sce the bcams of maternal love breaking
through the terrible desire by which she was instigated ;
and davk and fcll as she is nevertheless exhibited, we are
convinced from that moment that she is a mother of
strong affections : since the greatest possible crime which
ber imagmation could conceive, was the destruction of
her mtant. We regret that the accomphshed author of
Hortensia has not sofiened the vices of her heroins hy
any such incidental colonng. '
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APOLLO’S CHOICE.
a4 Pusgical Wurletta.

ACT 1.

SCENE I. Baccnuvs and PaN discovered drinking.
(Duet.)

Come fill, come fill, the cup; the jnice of the vine
Raises the soul, the spint inspures,
And brighter the sparks i tlus gobict shine,
Aye, brighter than fair Venus® eye that fires.
Thunder.
Hark, hark, hark, hark, what uproar
Is sounding from afur,
Jove's angry bolts are falling,
The Gods are sure at war.
Thunder— Enter Comus laughing.
Bue. What uils ye, Comus ?
Comus. Wine, wine, give me a cup of winue; my siues
will split.
Bac. Speak, what means this uproar ?
Comus. 1t means that, ha, ba, ha—poor Apollo isin a
woful plight, he has sung love-sumiets until he is become
enchanted, and playing the other day witl*youug Amor,
the little wanton urchin wounded him : he's sick, poor
soul, and wants a wife to comfort him.
Bue. A wife, does he look fur comfort in a wife ?
Com. He'll be mistaken—so thiuk L.
Pun. But why does Jove make such a stir among his
thunderbolts ; if Apollo wants a wife, he may surely get
one, without his father making such a fuss.
Com. Aye, there it is— there are nine put up for him,
and he knows not how to choose.

Buc. Ler him choose the shortest way; take themall, one
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for every day and three for Sundays. If they quarrel, let
him charm them with his lyre ; if that please them not, let
him take tus zoblet and leave them to please themselves—
who are they?

Com ‘The Aonides, the lovely nymphs that plague us
all from morn tll mght. "They have been at it tooth and
nail ; Jove has ordered a general meeting ; and madam Mi-
nerva, with hier grin phiz, s to scttle the debate in some
way or other. Oh to hear them talk of their many virtues,
beauties and so forth, would have done your heart good :
ook at my pentive eve, sand Mclpomene—Look at mine,
said Thalia—! wateh the stars, said Uranmia~—ear my
verses— Hear my Tare—1 dance—1 sing—1 write—I
talk—-my claiin, nadam, is superior to yours—Impossible,
rwadam- —vou are too dull—you are too lively—who can be
plessed with dancing™-- who can be pleased with singing 2—
fer Apollo choose for himselt—Silence, said Jove—bus.
they kept it up in spite of all orders—till at last it was jw
possible to distmgu<h a word.

Song.

Erato sued to be his wife,
Aud swore to love kim as her hie,
Says Madam Thala, the palm is minc,
Says Clio, 1 will not my clainn resign -
Uraniu promised to love him dear,
And gentle Melpomene dropped a tear:
Futerpe then warbled a strain or so,
And Terpsichore tripp’d on her lightsome s,
Calliope spouted a verse or two,
Polyhymuia kicked up a bub-bub-boo.

And all was confusion and strife.

@runder— Bacchus half aslecp.

Bae. Lord, what a plaguy din!

Comus. We're snmmoned—come !

Bac. Fill the goblet to the brim ;

Pan and Comus. Come, come, cume.

Thuader —Lrit Bacenvs reluctantly, CoMvs and

Pan jollvwing.

SCENE 1L ]!fusic. The Gops and (GoDDES3EX
descend.

Min. Apollo. thy desires shall be fulfilled : vet let pro-
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dence guide thece, lest haste provoke repentance. Jove has
to me decieed the power to watch over and preserve thee
from the fetters of caprice—the Aonian mwuds who now
perples thee with their vatied clanns, stripped of the sem-
blance or munortality, shull wauder on the exith a time :
thou too must quat the celestiai abodes, and stray in the
Arcadiim vales, Gll chcumstances prove, which s the
nvaiph then best caust love—Comus, be thou the mimster
ot our earthly pleasures: Morpheus, be it thy care to lull
the vynphs 10 slecp, aud fet them wake uncouscious of
themselve —1 will direet the rest,
Music ; the G vs ascend, leaving Mintryva, AroLvro,
Moruvenpvs, and Covius, below.
Norg . AroLLo,
Oh Goddess, lead me to delight,
From ther my every joy possessmng,
Oh It thy wisdom clear my sight,
And gude me to love's purest biesuma,
A rathtul beart,

SCENF TI1I. 4 Giove—Four Pedestals with Globes
markod  ddronomy—with a larar book open aad mar-
ked Histopy—with pepers marked Poctry, and the othcr
marked Rhctorie— Four banks, two of various flowecers, one
of Roses, and the other agreen bunk under a yew tee—UIn
dhe centre of the Siage v Harp.

Enter Cowus.

Why what a work 1s here,

Where will it end, I wouder,

In noise aud broils, 1 fear,

As loud as Jove's own thunder :
Here comes the sleepy God,
He sh:kes his sable rod,

Aund natious bow before him.
Enter Morpheus.

Mor. Ah Comus, how dy'e do ?

Comus ‘Thanks, Morphy, how are you ?

Mar. Why, better when my task is ended.

Comus. Dont grumble, for it can’t be mended.

Soft Music.
Both. Hark, hark, hark, thev come,
' Let’s vanish ; mum—inum-—mum.
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Soft music repeated. The Muses descend, linked by
Nowery wreaths. MELPOMENE and TuaviA retire,
Uraxia, Cavriorr, Cuio, and PoLynymnia place
themselves al their different Pedestals, and appear to study.
TrerPs1cHORY. requests ERaTO to play on the Lyre, while
she dances. Eracro sits on a bank and plays, a dance
by TerpsicnorE—MoRrRPHEUS appears and wates a
wand over Exato, she makes frequent mistakes, and at
length the lyre drops from her haud{ and she sinks to sleep.
TeRrPs)1CHORE lunghs at her indolence, presents a Rose to
EvuTerrE, requests her to sing, and she will accompuny
her on the harp.
Song, Evrrcrre.

During which Ciio, Urania, CaLtiorE and Po-
LYNYMN1A 7nsensibly drop asleef on their Pedestals.
TerPsicHORE’S hand fulls from her harp several times;
she recovers herself, but at last overpowered, she sinks o
her hurp and sleeps.

How sweet the rose-bud blushing blooms,
How fragrant sweet its mild perfuires !
Its magic o’er the senses steal,
For ah, its roseate folds conceal
The blooming god of love.
Its mossy stem conccals the thorn,
So Cupid hides lus quiver,
And while soft smiles his checks adorn,
Caun pierce the heart for ever.
It sparhles m the tell-tale eye,
Nor from the breast would sever!
"Tis succter sure for love to die,
Than live wnloved for ever.
How sweet, &c.

, During the latter part of the song her voice falters occa-
sionally, and during the concluding symphony, she sinks on
the bank and slecps.

Tuaraa without.

Hither this wav, Euterpe, Terpsichore, let us climb
yonder mountain, [ Znters ;] hey-day, what asleep! —Ladies,
your most obedient-—so, here am [ left alone to amuse
myself as wellas 1 can; lud, lud, lud—what a blessing it is
to have 2 merry heart and a sprightly fancy, so that we
may never be at a loss for entertamment. Terpsichare, where
is your harp ? oh, changed into a bed ; and Terpe, vour Lute
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<ompanion is now become a sleeping partner ; what a set
of lazy Jades!—what ho, awake, arise, open your heavy
cyes, ’tis I your sister calls, the merry nymph, the life, the
soul, the spirit of you all, d’ye hear—not a sound, not a
breath, what ho—"tis all in vain; ah, madam Erato, favor
me with your lyre awhile—[Plays onr the (yre—Soft
music— Melpomene advances.]

Thal. Ah Melpomene, how fare ye? see ye not this
sleeping herd ? Somnus has been busy here ; poor fools, to
suffer hnu to conquer ye. [ Morpheus waves his wand over
her, she yawwns,] Ioh, what—ol the heat of the day—come,
tell me, Melporsene, my sweet mournful sister, shall 1
never (yawns) teach you to—bless me, what ails me—
shall T never learn you to smile.

Melp. Why should 1 steal charms from you? it is for
you to deal in mirth and smiles ; to weep is my sad busi-
ness. Y

Thal. Aye, true, true, you laugh and I weep—no, no,
no, you weep and I laugh, and, and, and, 1t’s very sultry—
Il rest on this rosy bank ; lud how sweet, here’s one for
you, Melpomene, place it in—in your bosom; oh dear, it is
so warm that, that, [’ll rest on this bank. (Sinks on the
bunk.) Ila, ha, ha, do you know, Mel-po-me-ne, that,
that, that, 1 and you, and, and, (slecps.)

Melp. Picture of mortality, thus sink the gayest spirits
overpowered at last ; grief lingers long, tears are the watch-
ful vigils of the night, sighs swell the breast of care, slow
pass the lengthened hours te sorrowing minds, whilst thou,
capricious god, art wooced in vain, thou sittest on the lids
of happiness aud gaiety, who oft reluctantly obey thy
soothing impulse: press ou me, and on my votaries the
balmy influence, god of sleep ; we woo thee, oft, alas! in
vain. .

Music ; she rests on the bunk beneath the yew tree, she
appears to invoke the power of slecp.  Morpheus wuves
his wand over her, she sinks to sleep, he waves his wand over
them all, then sinks down and sleeps himself.
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ACT 1L

SCENE 1. Iuside of a Cottage.

Mixerva and ArorLLo as Coltagers.

Apoflo Ol should 1 listen longer to thee, my whole
soul, enraptured by thy matchless charins, will yield itselfa
willing vicum to thy power : why should 1 seek for happi-
ness heyond the joys of intellect ? hear e, bright goddess,
wlnlst at thy sacred feet—

Min. Forbear, *tis thus that mortals err, "tis thus they
oft mistahe a shadow for the substunce, and headlong
plunge mto a labyrinth of care, from which repentance
hath no power to lead them : the witchery of wisdom leads
not to happiness, unmixed with softer matter : it may the
brain inspire, yet not enrich the heart, its power may ad-
miration raise, yet not awake affection : whole multitudes
way gaze with wonder ande delight, yet unot one object
love, tor harshuess may take place of gentleness, aud stern
reproof be barrier against softuess. Wisdom’s voice may
guide a nation’s welfare, yet not confirm an individual’s
peace. No, youth, [ in my wisdem will judge better for
thee, than thou for thyself caust judge : thou shalt espouse
a nymph whose viried charing shaii bl the seasons prove:
her smiles shall be thy genial spang, her mirth  thy
summer, her love thy bountcous autumn, and hor graver
hours shall he thy wter, when the golden sun softens his
beaws, yet sot withdraws them.

Song ; AroLrro,
"I'hou speak’st and 1 hear thee
1 love and yet 1 fear thee, ‘
hy beauty charms me,
Thy mind alarms me,
I feel thy pow8r
Increase each hour,
1 siuk berore thee,
Bow and adore thee.
Ab, 1s it thus u swain should feel ?

Min. Yes, cven thus, (a storm) hark, Juve’s bolts are

falling} prepare ye, they will soon be here @ ha, Comus, you
L

knave.
Enter Comus as a Rustic.

Now to your post: tlus storm will drive the Aonian
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maids to seek a’shelter here ; vou know your business.
[Evit MiNErvA and AvoLrro.

Comus. Aye, and a strange business it is truly, that a
god should be in such a hurry to sell his freedom, when he
might live happy and at liberty. (thunder and hail,) Vastly
fine, this noise makes mortals run, and as we are all a sort
of mongrel mortality for a time, we shall suffer also.
(thunder) What again * well, well, patience, Mr. Jupiter, 1
am coming. ((hander.)

SCENE II.  Ouwtside of the Coitage ; over the door is
writien “ The House of ludustry.” = Music, the storm
continues. Enter Comus ; the sound of the lyre is heard.
Enter Euterpe and FErato as female wminrels. Quin-
teita.

Eut. Ah, gentle swain, T prythee listen,
Let pity in thine eyc-balls ghisten.

Both. ear us, hear us.

Lut. Shivering view us here before thee,
On our bended knees implore tiee,

Both. Hear us, hear us.
Cons. What would ye, pretty maidens, eh,
£ut. and Erat. Shelter, shelter.

Coinus, This is the house of industry.
What can ye do to gain admission ¢
Eut. and Erato. Pity, pity.
Comus. That’s no part of my commission.
Eut. and Erato. We'll sing. we'll play,
We'll work all day,
We'll do aught to gain admission *
Comus. Oh ho, oh ho,
Pretty maidens, say you so
Oh then you must have admission. -
Eut. and Erato. Thanks, we have obtained admission.
[They enter the Cottage.
Thunder. Euter CrLio, Carriork, PoLyuyyyja,
and URranNia.
Comus. Here they’ve coming helter skelter,
Clio, &c. Give us shelter, give us shelter.
Comus. 'This the house of work is named.
1 its servaut may be blamed,
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Should 1 let the lazy in,
Who can uneither sew nor spin.
Can ye work ? maids,

Clio, &c¢. Yes, we can.

Comus. But at what, Jades ?  (thunder.)

Clio, &c. At aught, at aught, believe it, man,

Pray ye let us have admission.
Comus. Well, go in, you have admission.
[ Exeunt Clio, .
Poor girls, well, what comes neat, I wonder ¢
(Thunder) Zounds, what a rattling peal of thunder,
Ab, here comes one on hightsume toc ;
Oh ! tlis is Ma’m’selle Terpsicho.

Music. Enter TERPS1CHORE ; she offers money for ad-
massion ; Comvus points to the sign and enguires what she
can do ; she significs she can dance, he leads her in.

Linter Mr:1.voMENE.

This storm beats pitiless on my unsheltered head ; ’tis
ever thus the houseless wreteh full often strays, nor finds
one friendly door, whilst purple vests find entrance every
where. What gate or wicket but unfolds itself to greet the
splendid guest, however undeserving, whilst gentle worth in
poverty’s habiliments arrayed, passes on scarce noticed, like
the stars of night, which shed their modest beams upon
the sleeping world. [Linter Comus.] 1 prithee, friend,
conduct me to thy fire, this storm has chilled me.

Comus. This 15 Madam Mclpomene. I must be on my
Psaud Q’s here, or I shall get my neck mto a halter,
Madam, vou camnot enter here, unless you can advance
some claim ; the sons aud daughters of iudustry dwell in
this house, and none can be admitted but who—

Melp. 1 understand ; none enter this Labitation, but
those whose labors can return its master’s hospitality.

Comus. Exactly, madam.

Melp. Who are they that possess this manor ?

Comus. Trolv, madam, they are a goodly puir, who live
happy, feed scrants well, and keep 4 *abie open for those
who may deserve i, and tberetore——

Alelp. Wait to learn the suppliant’s merits ere they listen
to his supplicagion : ha, ha, ha, ha, “tis well, "tis well.

Comus. Proud as the devil sull.

Melp. Go tell your master, friend, that one waits here
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who needs his hospitality, one whose merits being nothing
adds lustre to his bounty ; to give 1s scarce a merit, the ob-
JecUs worth being known—to fultil a claim 1s but to pay a
debt—what merit there=—1 scorn to be the berald of mine
own praise, who most can prowmise, maostly least perform—
so tell your master, tell him tou, I need Ins aid, and therefore
“tis I ask it, my claim 1s on his pity pronouncing no re-
turn, his own heart must be at once my advocate, aud his
reward.

Comus. Yes, yes, Madamn.

Melp. So do, and hasten (Thunders) not in vhedience
to my cominands, but a more powerful mandate. (Ezef
Comus.y Shame on ye, worldlings, that in performance of
your duty seek your own reward, and call the selfish action
hospitalitv.  Ob! sacred spirit of benevoleuce, pread
thy blisstul influence around ; let pity nll the lambent eye,
fet sympathy expand the glowing breast, let the rire of
humanity swell each nerve, and the heart's tulness give ar-
dor to the outstretched arm which clasps the needy
sufferer.

[Enter Covus.]

Comus. My master and istress, madani, await yvou.

Melp. " Tis well, and here s thy yeward, (Offers o purse.)

Comus. Your pmdon, madam, my reward s here, the
approbation of my own heurt.

Melp. Why thou art nght snd I commend thee, would
all could act s wiscly @ this perishable diop, the miser’s
God, thou look’st upon with scorn, thy tressures, friend,
are herc.  (Laying her hand on kis heart)) Axve, thatis
real wealth, for it doth moch the power of Iujustice,
oppression, cruclty. T'he non hand of misery 1s gloved
m cygnet’s down, when all is peaceful here: yel take the
purse, thou canst apply it, doubtless; thou know’st its
veal value, and wilt bestow it on those who more requie,
but less deserve, than thou. [ Faae.

Comus. Aye—How wisely we can act when we anow
people a little! many a knave has modestly refused . bribe,
when he was quite sure he would not lose it by refusiig.

[Thunder and rain. Enter 'Tnavial]

Thal. Well, 1 am wet to the skin sure cuough. Oh thank
Heaven, here is a house at last.

Comus. Holloa, where are you going, mistress ¢

No. XIV. N. Br. Tk, VOL. IV, Q
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Thal. Into that house.

Comus, Not so fast : who bid you go there ?

Thal. The rain.

Conmus. Who is he, we don’t know any such person,
30 s recommendation will not be of any service to you.

That. You don’t know him !

Comus. No.

Thal. Reallv!

Comuns, Really!

Thal. Really ! what a fine fellow you are, not to know
a person you are on stich terms of vtmiacy with, for I
think he's popparing your jacket for you just uow, my
fiiend, ¢h!

Comus. Eh, sauce hox, do you see what's written over
that door?

Thal. ¢ The House of Industry !” Well, what then?

Com. You must let me know all your quaiifications ;
before you euter there.

Thal. All my qualifications !

Comas. Yoo wll, | warrant me they are soon told.

‘Thal. Quite w mistake, you would be so hungry before
I Tud done, that 1 shonld foar you would eat me: to tell
all my qualifications would vecupy a mwoath. Oh, lud, how
it pows ! et me pas-,

Coneres. Noy noy I tell vou no, vou must firste~—

Thal. "T'ddi you what I am good tor,

Comus. Ys.

Thal. Well thon, T'm bke vou, good for nothing.

Comaus. Stop, stop, mistress, not so fast, you maust teil
me what yvou can do.

Thal. Facry thing.

Cem. "That’s no ausser.

That. Lad, then what is an answer, ask me something
and Pl answer ye, or bid me do something, and I'll do it

Comuns. Aye, that’s well, come then, kiss me.

That. Ca’t—never kiss any thing but owls, doves,
and pescocks s now as you do not resemble any of these,
1 camnot kiss you.

Conwes. Why do T not resemble any of these ?

Thal. For the, wery best reason, because you are not
ke them—for a dove is gentle, an owl is wise, and a pea-
cock is heastiful--now as you are neither wise, gentle,
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nor beautiful, you do not resemhle them, and not recem-
bling them I cannot kiss you.

Comus. You're a vixen, aud U'll cuff vou.

Thal. You'd better not, it'< a game for more than one.

Comus. Hold, hold, you go not m get.

Thal. You're a savage.

Coumus. You're a vixen, but a pretty vixen, and I have
balf a mind to forgive, and kiss thee.

Thal. No you don’t the’, unless on certatn conditions.

Comus. What conditinus, hussy 7

Thal. 'That you shave your head, cut your naiis, and
wear petticoats. ([hrows Ler veil over his head, and
runs into the coltage, he after her)

SCENE L. Inside of the Cottase.

[Enter AporLro.]

Apol. 1 am bewildered, and know not how or where to
chouse—such varied charms, that 1 am all 1 wild amaze.
[Enter MiNERvVA.]

Min. The given time is nearly now expired, vet is your
choice unfixed : scarce one hour more, or ere we must
resume ourselves agam : should we return, your chuice
yet undetermined, what winth do ye prepaie for ?

Apol. True, goddess, trae, 1 mnst determiue, but teach
nic how, for thus assaled by various excellence, 1 have
no liberty to choose, my seuses are bewildered, 1'm sick,
sick.

Min. Be that sickness, then, vour guide to happiness 5
the virtues of a wife are scarcely scen in the full tide of
bealth and prosperity.  When sickness and wheu sorrow
come, ’tis then a wife's true value is made known, for if
she shrink not from domestic cares, nor pine beneath
restraint, but, with a ready will, vicld up all gayer plea-
sures for the sweet delight of tending on a sichly coucli,
seeking no reward, but what affection aud seli-approbation
give ; then, then is hope

Apol. But what if all should show this ready will,
where shall I then—Ch, Goddess, lead me thro’ this laby-
rinth of care, make me blind to all, and stretching forth
mine band, take hier who first

Min. 'I'hou woulld’st choose blindly, then—so many : de
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they shut their sense against conviction, and then repent-
ance comes, a gloomy guest, and fills the breast for ever.

Apol. Be thou my gmde—v-

Min. Impossible—had it been Jove's sacred will, that
T should tix thy clioice, what need of trial? lean on thy-
selt, rest on thine own judgment, let not the show of
ontward beauty lure thy senses, ’tis hike the tinsel glare of
woildly splendor ; look to the mind, the soul, the heart,
the solid ore which lasts for ever. [ £

Song Aroivo.
Great Jove, look down, and let thy will
Guide me in this hous of peril,

Oh Jove, I implore thee

Let thy judgment dieet me,
1 knecl here before thee,

From false choice protect me,

SCENE 1V,

Music.  Apovro discovered reclining on a sopha, M-
NERY A seated near himy MyuLpoMENE and Tiavia
buy acjusting his pillows.  Poryuvmyia, Urania,
Cavriorc, and Crro seated a! different Tables with
globes, books, 8¢, wiiting, Eureree, TERPSICHORE,
and Eraro.

Thal. You are sick, what can we do to amuse ye, Sir?

Apol. To attend a sickly couch is but a surry office
for vouth and beauty.

Melp. 1t 15 a sweet and sacred office, nor could beauty
¢'er appear more Jovely than jo such performance.

Lut. Inform us how we best may please ye, Sir, and
to the extent of ouy ability—

Melp. Towait for mformation, lady, from an unhealthy
couch, 1s, perchance, to lack power in our own perform-
ance ; 1o, no, not so, when we are in health, we can then
furnish our own entertammment, but when sickness op-
presses us, we need aid to lure us from ourselves, and they
whose well disposed amusement softens the barb of ago-
ny. are our best penelactors.

Min. You have spoken wiscly, maid.

Thal. Ay, suwre, none could speak better, mick folks
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cannot furnish entertainment, they do need to be enter-
tained, for there is a host of plagues round a sickly couch,
that hang like midnight vapors, sorrow, and saduess, and
care, and pain; pain is ao ugly mooster that should he
knocked down ; care 1s a withered hag that should be
hicked out ; sorrow und sadness are gloomy twins, that
never smile; and sickness s a little puny baby, that
nothing but good nursing can hiing to strength and
vigor. Now you are the poor little baby, and we are
the good wnurses that <hall ditve these monsters away.
Come, pretty one, I ieard vou warble fast night, a song,
# song.

LEut. Most willingly,  tSimgs.)

Health, sweer health, benignant Goddess, hear me.

Thel. That won't do- ~iT @ siek mm were enlivened by
sad musie, why theu he would turn comtort the wrong
side outwards, and take the dark side of a fair question ;
to speak of mirth to one who i¢ sad, s to muke him sad-
der, and to talk of bealth to those who are sick, 15 to
remind them they have lost a favored guest 5 if you would
soothe, speak on any subject bat that which makes sooth-
ing veedful ; if yon would Jure the mind to forgetfulness
of its own feelings, veer round to the uther powmt of the
compass, and it 1s odds but you gain that at which you
anned.  Harkee, child, siug some pretty love song, gay,
mirthiul, bewitching, and the bemgnant goddess, health,
may walk In unsobicited, when ye won her not, like 2
proud coquet, who never is hind until she finds herself
neglected 5 come hegin,

Song. LvrERPE.

Say why beats this fluttering, fluttering heart ;
Its language can | not impart,

It beats for me, the blushing Fanny cries,

1 read its language m your tell wle cyes.

Why steals that blush upon my Fanny’s cheek,
What language, say, do blushes speak ?

Ah, that 1s love, which gushes from my heart,
It tells the tale which words could ne’er impart
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Why starts that tear within my Fanny’s eye ¢
What language, say, do tears imply ¢

It is the pearly tear of love, you sce;

It glistens there, my Corydon, for thee.

And will this love, my Fanuy, ever hold ?
Yes till this beating heart he cold,

Then bliss shall crown us each returning day,
We'll live and love, and laugh our cares away.

Thal. Aye, this will do, feel ye not better now, Sir’

Apol. 1t has cheered me. Come near, sweet syren,
sit by me, and let me thaok ye.

Melp. Thete is a witchery in music’s sound, that lures
the soul, even from herself.

Adpol. Aye, while it lasts it is enchantment, but when
the sound 1s fled, the spell is broke.

Thal. What, down again ! in truth, good Sir, I think ye
are more sad than sick. Come, more enchantment, more
music, and if there is one among ye, whose graceful
limbs, weaving to fantastic folds can charia the eye, begin,
we will view ye with delight.

Dance by Terrsicuore, Thalia sits on the sopha.
Evrerer, neglected, quits her seat in anger, and
Mevromenk takes her place: end of the dance
Avorvro leads 'TuarLia and MuLPoMENE forward,
and attentively virws them.

Apol. Would 1 could read your heart.

Thal. For what 1euson ?

Apol. That 1 might discover which most descrves my
admiration.

Thal. And do you aim to come at the truth?

Apol. 1 could wish it.

Thal. Ah me, 1 fear you are i a sad way, you're seck-
ing for what is not to be found, for modesty and vawty
are s0 enlinked within a woman’s breast, that ye caunot
get at the one from opposition of the other: now 1 in
very modesty, do blushingly assert, that this fair maid
doth more descrve your praise than 1; and then again
iv very vanity, I do declare that my modesty is but a
cheat, and doth Belie my merit most exceedingly.

Apol. There is a charm in your vivacity that delights
me. Sueet, pensive maid, speak you.
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Melp. What should 1 say ?

Thal. Speak to your merit, and swear your deservings
do outstrip mine,

Metp. 'Then might 1, perchance, in swearing be for-
sworn, and vouch for more than I could ratify.

Apol. Your hearts, your hearts, lay them open to my
view, that T may read them as a book, deceive me not—
on your lives speak truth.

Melp. My heart is an extended mansion, where many
inmates dwell ; grief first, a haggard care-worn nymph,
whose sunken eye and gloomy brow at times disdain
complaint ; at others, anguish and agony rush, like an im-
petuous torrent, bearing down all before it—next, sweet
affection comes, the gentlest, purest, ray of Heaven ; she
bares her tender breast, and with the balm of sympathy
so softly lures the soul of gricf, that in a shower of
pearly tears her anguish is forgot : but madness is a fiend
who rages loud and long, and with a giant's strength so
shakes the frame of nature, that °tis like a sweeping
earthquake’s rage, tearing whole rocks asunder : view but
his various changes, he pines him and luments him now,
then plays his childish gambols, and now he weeps, and
then as loudly laughs; (uughs hysterically) bis eyeballs
glare, he raves, he frets his strength away : and sinks at
length exhausted 5 ( fulls : music while she rises) then pity
with her pensive eye appears, she kneels and priys, and
soothes the maniac to repose.  These are my most accus-
tomed guests, from them [ cull bright lessons ; lessons
which guide me in the paths of virtue. From grief I
learn, that sorrow is the portion of humanity, and that
affection is the only balm of consolation. Maduness in-
forms me T must bend to lesser iils, or ere they do be-
come too big for my endurance ; aud pity is a Heaven-
born maid, that points me out the way to virtue, gentle-
ness, and peace. 1 weep when tears are needful, and [
smile through tears, when smiles can soothe the breast of
sorrow ; miue office is not sad, but sweet, for my rew ard is
the approbatioun of Heaven.

T'hal. You have had a picture of a sad heait, now will
we give ye a picture of a merry one. My heart is also a
very large mansion, and there are many inmates and
many more who fain would come : those whom 1 like, I
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keep, and whom 1 approve not, those T turn away ; there
is a sprightly youth called mirth, who makes the merry
mansion ring with gaiety, there is a sly deluder called de-
ceit, who always seeks admittance in a thoughtless heart,
but mirth, & merry honest fcllow, drives him still away, folly
comes a little now and then, but we do uever keep him
long, pity sits in a little corner shug, and when affliction
comes, we have a tear of sympathy to give her ; cheerful-
ness is our most constant guest, and she teaches us con-
tentment ; love peeps at us now and then, and fam would
enter to destroy our peace ; but we give not harbour 1o
the wanton bov, unless lie comes unarmed ; for mirth is
ows, and joy, aud liberty. How like ye the books that
we have opened for your perusal, are they not fair and
sweet, and will not such examples teach ye how to live
and die ? 5

Min. Be brief, good youth, time presses.

Apol. Sweet maids, I view ye both with ecstasy, but
know not how.to choose, nor where to fix my heart. Yet
my fate must be determined instantly.  Sum up, brietly,
the duties of a wife.

Melp. To fulfil the sacred duties of a wife is to be to
her husband, a second self, to forget all earthly joys but
him, share in his pleasures, in his cares,” laugh, when he
laughs, weep when he weeps—

Thal: No, no, hiss his tears away, and laugh him inte
mirth.

Melp. To be the companion of his afflictious,

Thal. The promoter of his joys.

Melp. The solace of his age.

Thal. The comfort of his youth,

Melp. Lo soothe him.

Thal. To delight him.

Melp. To be his blessing.

Thal. To be his pride—

Song. Arorro.

Refrain, for I can bear no more,

You edch produce such ample store
Of matchless wealth, it dims my sight,
My bruin grows giddy with delight.
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Oh pensive maid, thy speaking eye
A thousand joys impart;
Love's witching graces round thee fly
To pierce my heart.
And thou my cheerful nymph of May,
Like Hebe ever blooming, gay, -
Thy playful skill
Can sorrow kill ;
Thy witching smiles,
- My soul beguiles,
And I am lost—

[Thunder, .4 sudden break in the music.

Min. (Without.) Haste, haste thee, youth.

Com. (Without.) Quick, quick, quick.

Apollo, bewildered, looks from one to the other. Thunder
again; ke casts himﬂf at Thalia’s feet.
[Enter MaNERVAT in Rer own dress.]

Min. Daughter of mirth, thy triemph is  great, be
cautious, use- thy power wisely, and thy charms shall
bafile even time iself. Daughter of pensiveness, the
faurel wreath of genius shall crown thy braws: devete
thy days to this blessed pair, then gravity shall temper
mirth, and" judgment guide vivacity, and while the tear of
sympathy softens the smile of gaiety, it will be a blissful
union of varied virtue, ensuring eternul happiness.
Thunder. Music. Aponro, MekLroMENE, and THA-

LIA throw off their disguises. Scene thanges to the

Temple of HymeN. Enter €omus and the other

Muses in their own dresses, the Gods descend, Cuptp,

with a lighted torch, precedes HymeN, he joins the

hands of Arorvro and THALIA, and leads them to
the altar. A grand Ballet, ot the end of whick Mz1.-

POMENE 3 ¢romned by Minveva, and Tuaria by
Arorro. ’

No. XIV. N: Br. Th. Vou. IV.



REMARKS ON
APOLLO’S CHOICE.

Tnis piece belongs to a class of productions which
are often thought very derogatory sort of things by the
periwig-pated classic; but which in representation seldom
fail to produce both mirth and cheerfulness, ingredients of
no small value in the entertainment of life. We are not
acquainted with any dramatic entertainment, which, con-
sidering its extent, has afforded half so much amusement
for so many nights successively as Midas.

The good humor of the world is pleased with a well
managed absurdity quite as much as with the highest
flights of genius, and we suspect that older folks than
those for whom the holiday pantomimes are declaredly
prepared, are often, if they would tell the truth, as well
pleased with Grnmaldi as with Kean or Miss O’Neill.

1t may be a very indecorous and vulgar thing to laugh
loud, but after all that Chesterfield or any other philoso-
phical dancing master may say on the subject, the most
delicate-organized lady in the land, would not hesitate to
confess that a hearty laugh is a very great blessing. We
have, therefore, inserted this little Burletta to show our
correspondents  that, notwithstanding our proclaimed
partiality for the regular drama, we have our moments
of relaxation as well as graver personages: indeed we
will very frankly acknowledge that we would rather pub-
lish a well managed Travestie than a sentimental opera,
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But Apollo’s Choice is not altogether a burletta. It
contains some agreeable sentiment neatly and quaintly
expressed, and the contrivance of the story has considera-
ble merit 3s a dramatic plot.
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L]

ACT 1.
SCENE 1
- A Room in Sir Felix Friendly's House.

818 PerLix and Cor. BELMONT seated at ¢ Table with
decanters, &c. &c.

Sir F. Well, well, another toast, my son of Marg—~1
must have another toust, therefore fill your glass, and pass
the bottle this way, for, in my opmion, next to the plea-
sure of congieling our enemies, 13 that of tossting the
brave fellows who bave so ably dstinguished themselves in
fighting our battles, Come, heie’s destruction to tyrauny,
and Peace to ull the world.

Col. B. With all wy heart, 1 pledge you. !

8u F. Now I have only one moie toast to propose,
and that, I am swe, you will freely join in. en for
Laberty Hall. (fAlling the glassesy—Here’s long life and
hapPiness to your gallant commander.

Col. B. That 15 mdeed a toast 1 never can refuse—
Long hfe and happivess to our noble com
may his Jamels never wither from misfortune, or the firight
lustre of his fame tarmish while time bears record of his
memory.

Sir F. Well said, my fine fellow, give me your hand,
you are a chip of the old block, 1 see. Your father was

« 8 true soldier, and nursed you m the wais to some prir-
“pose. Would that the old boy had lived to greet your
+ veturn! it would have gladdened his brave heart, and
forced an houest tear og joy down the veteran’s chosk,
But we must not be gloomy m our cups—no, no, that wilk
avail nothing ; for ﬁoad or bad, whenever death chooses'to

dsaw, npon us, we anawer the draft, by delivering up
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ourschves ; so ['ll e'en take one glass more to banish sad-
nese. Come, come, fill your glass, Colonel: and now,
my bero, what say you to z wife and a foitune, as @ reward
for all the toils and (nbulations you have met with in the
wars.

Col. B. Ah! Sir Fclix, one beaming smile from
benuty’s eye can chase avay a thousand recollections of
past misfortunes, if, mdied, you thk me worthy of so
much happiness.

Sir F. Beauty is indeed a fit reward for valor. And to
prove, my ftine fellow, how deserving 1 cousider you, I
must tell you I have in my possessian a lovely young, crea-
ture, with 30,000/. for her foitune, and you arc the happy
man to whom 'l tesign her.

Col. B. Obh, my dear Sir Felin, is the lady i this
house ?

Sir. F. Not at present; she is gone on a visit to a re-
lation’s in London. I am her cuardiaug, aud will do all
my power to seive you. I espect her Rome this evenng,
nay, everv minute. I must confess, nothing would give
me moie plewsute thun to sce her masried to the son of my
old friend, Governoi Belmont. You may rely on my
good word to assist you 1 this affuir,

Col. B. I thank, thank you, Sit Felix: this is indecd
Riendly—but, Sir Felix, do you thiuk the lady may not
have made some prior choice ! is there no danger of that ¢

S F. Q! no, thanks to the inconstancy of the age—
You are safe enough there. I must tell you, (for it is a
great deml in yow favor,) she posscsses the utmnost aver-
siop to matrimony,

Col. B. I cannot perceive how that can be favorable to
me, Si;‘ Felix ; upon what grounds does she build her

dislike

Sir F. You shall hear—In the first place, she despises
that cold formal system of indifferencc, now so prevalemy
between men of fashion and their fashionable wives—shé
also observes in the great world there is scarce such @
thing as congtancy to be found ; thercfore she’s deter-

Col. B. 'i':nﬁ"  old maid.,
Sip F. Zounds, ns, man ; don’t be in such & hurry——

4
)
Al
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she’s determined to well prove the constancy of her lover
before marriage.

Col. B. Obh, is that all ¢ then [ am he for rertain. She

shall find me constaut as a toper at his botile, a young
maid praying for a husbund, or a miser counting his
1goney bags.
" 8ir F. Nousense ! listen to what I have to say—She is
a fine, spirited, blooming creature, with sense enough to
guard her agunst a po-t, and good nature enough to
make any man happy. How rich sheis 1 have before told
you, so that you may culculate upon the value, take her
altogether.  One thig 1 must tell you, young as she is,
there 15 1o doubt, but like all her sex, she’s peifect in the
art of toimenting, and, as other guls do, teaze their
lovers. Perhaps she may lexd you up and down folly’s
dance a hittle, just to please her faucy—thut comes of
woomng you hnuw —that 1s but reasonable—all in the way
of trying your copstancy. X

Col. B. Oh! never fear; she shall find me in all things
10 her very wish.

8ir F. Don't be too hasty; for like trout in a stream,
women wmust be played with a little before they are
caught ; that you may be surc to win her, tahe my ad-
vice. [ am an old fox, and up to all the snares of the
tender pussion; I understand the sex ; I have found out
the little nice particulanties which please the sweet cica~
tures, and can guard aganst all those which displease.
Never, for instance, (in her presence,) be seen daucing a
lascivious waltz with any giggling amorous hoyden, who
might wish to show you and her figure off to the com-
pany, with all the gaces of a spinning-lop ; or return, by
way of sympathy, the ogles of any plump, gay, sharp-
shooting widow ; or, above all, seud Lisses by her waiting
maid—or—zounds—ey—I can say no more. You see
fhat carriage driving up, don’t you, you dog?  *
~ Col. B. Yes, 1 do.

8ir F. Well, she is in it. Now prepare yoursell for
the introduction. I will first step and receive her, and
throw in all the good deeds in virtue’s calendar, to gave
the way for a fair conclusion to this business.

Col. B. My dear Sir Fehx, 1 am so much bownd to
you, « LEvit Sir F.
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Enter Prrer.
Ah Peter, are you there ? Give me joy, Peter, every thing
succecds to my wish—Sii F. lias promised me his ward,
with 30,0001.” you rascal.

Deter. Heaven grant vou success, your honor, You
spent your last gumea so fiecly, you deserve to share the
contents of fortunc’s budget, as long as the blind goddesd
has a favor to bestow.

Col. B. Aye, Pcter, if T can bring this marriage to
bear, once more 1 mnay hold up my liead in the gay world.
No more shall the cursed dice allme me. Ruined s { am,
I view the mecipice fiom which I've fallen, ,and wonder
how I could have stumbled fo its edge. T am reduced to
beggury, my creditors are piessing, and money I must

ve,

Peter. Then, Sir, things are 1educed to this extremity,
if 1 mgy make bold to use the cxpression, a wife, or a

nison.
! Cql. B. Yes, Peter, marriage is the?nly chance 1 have
left. My liberty T once held at so dear a rate, I will now
most freely yield to matinsony.

Peter. Perhaps, Sir, baiting the samencss of matii»
mony, you may not find it so very bad a3 you imagine.

Col. B. Ushould find it a blessing. Have not my false
frieuds stripped me to the very last, deserted and left me
to my misery ?  Those, who in afffnence sought me wost,
were the first to avoid me in adversity. The scene, in-
deed, is changed; my experience is demly puichased ; yet
my memory delights to dwell on those happy days, when
foriune wore a cﬁﬂ'enent aspect. Oh, friendship, friend-
ship, dear_delusion, ever sought, but scldom foand, no
more will T scek for thee in the breast of man, but in the
heart of lovely womuan.  Yes, Peter, if 1 can win this lady
amd her fortuve, you shall see in me a wonder, a refor
sp¢udlh;'ﬂ’t ; yes, yes, I’ll become a sober man, cut all {
rabish fools of fashion, who have led me to my undoing,
and' think of nothing But domestic peace and happinets. .

Prtgr. A, my dear master, how happy am 1 to heiip
you sy so { Then,Yat last, you will adopt the old maxim
of “ charity begins athome.” "Tis the onl{ way Yo Tive in
this , for i'; you bnce getghe credit of hﬁmgmm&y 3
yow¥tiow how many come to borrow, and how few eber
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return to pay. .1 am ouly your servant, ’tis true, and there-
fore. it would be . presuming to call myself your friend;
but, damp me, if 1 wouldn’t go to the world’s end to serve

ou. -, .. o
y Col. B. You are a deserving fellow, and shall not go
nurewarded,

. JPeter. 1 only ask to serve you, Sir, while I live, and
that is reward sufficient; for there are few hearts like
your’s. To be sure, generosity is your misfortune. You
know, Sir, 1 once ventured to remind you of this change
of affairs, and that to be giving to every body would soon
make empty the longest purse in England, and leave the
owner without a sous m his pocket. But you would trust
to men’s honor, Sir, which is but very iudifferent secusity
among blades of fashion-—so one borrowed your horse,
another your money, a third made you answerable for his
dehts, a fourth, more fushionable than the other thiee,

ruined you at the;ggming-table at one stroke; and I verily
believe, had ‘you Meen married, Sir, a fifth would have
owed your wife.

‘ol. B. Say no more, Peter, I feel it all, and will take
care for the future. 1 wonder where Sir Felix stays so
long. I dow’t see him or the lady coming this way—she
Juis our present attention——why where can they. be?

. Peter. You forget, Sir, there is such a thing as dress,
The 'youung lady is but just arrived from her journey, ar
there is no doubt she would like a few momeunts to devote*
to her toilet. ' Make yourself easy, Sir, and prepare to die’
at once, for she will summon all her charms together, and:
do the busipess in an instant. N ‘

Cal. B, I will just walk round the garden, and see if [
cap get a peep at her—if she comes in the mean time,
Peter, do you call me. L
- Peter. I will, Sir. [Exit Col. B.
& . © PeTER (solus.) -

h! now'we shall do. A matrimonial sun appears in
view, and will light us through the dark lanes of adveraity.
Well, so much for love—and let mé tell youi lwx&!
master Peter, you had better give a sharp lookpv?q" 2
wife. 100, .or 'you will soon savour so much of #he'old
bighelor, that o young peid will have -any Wwdﬂ
with you; for my master, poor man, as negessity bas pe
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law, ‘50 ln hll mo choice.— He must be married, that's
fgr-certajn. . They say, of two evils, 'tis always wise o
the le .Now if ke does. npt marry this \lady,

'41' probaﬁﬁ he may be forced to do penance for
eﬁu between iron bars and stone walls ;: that .of -the
two, in my, opnnon, is worse than taking a wifa. »But for
myseLf—- me cousider—1 will not do any thiog rashly-—
wait, and see how he bears his burthen; for ’tis a
mt two suchfiue men as me and mny master should be
rown away at once ; therefore L'll be cautions—I'|l pick
choose, for she must be a very nice bit of - gaod' dilt

wxll do fer me.

e Enter Cor.' B.

4 bave seen her, Peter, I have had a full gnze on- lm-
c.hualns, .and she is the most enichanting fair one theseeyel
e’er heheld-—she is indeed an angel.

. Peter. What, Sir, more beautiful than the :laat mgd
oy was so.much in love with  You r you eilled
l&tﬂm Quieen of. Angels, till she ran #Way with the-Irish

Captain. But do you really think this lady s0 vetyh*

, Sir ?
c”521 B. You shall hear--—Ah ;she comesus-the clmvm—
ing creature moves this way-—-begone Peter—Ileave me:
Peter.. (Jottering and lookimg out) - Oh b—yes, Sir, I
understand-~1 am not oue of your curious fvllows—thongh
1'd give my ears just to get a single glance of your angel-—
but_3s you command I obey—1 am gone, | am off, Sir,
at a single pop—like a bottle of npruce beer, when thu
u% iyes. wag,: of g~ '
B. Say no more, sirrah, T w‘“ﬁf -
i Peter. Fulichuge«lpmwn, at. the teuch of 4 zed-hot
3 lg.gm Peoter, Col. B. pushing him off,
¥ Sw Faux ‘uit ENDLY and M1ss Sonnmxm
r.Fs This, Miss Somerville, is Col. Belm
me fo introduce him.to you~Gol B., Mlst f
T ——
$88 E mym‘“ JJovers e“‘,~
3 A pwou& in ﬂw uppmumtyw
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particular friend, the late'Goveror Belnfont.  "Ami T
must also tell you there is a'particular trait in his chardé-
ter, for which- 1 know you will ‘sire Wim excessivély.
He is not- like your modern sons of gal , “to day ‘all
flames and darts, aud to<mormow one’impetietrablé rass’of
ice. - fle possesses a temperature in the affuirs of love,
much 4o be coamended by the fair sex, and worfhiy
being copied by his own. Above all he is remarkable foé
constancy. Aud the only reason he has livéd so long
single; ‘is, he mever yet could meet with a young lad:
whose seutiments on that subject were congeitiul'to his
own. o
Miss 8. (aside.) Oh, the hypocrite, but I'll match himn.
‘Then I verily believe the poor gentiéman méy go sihplé to
bis.grave.~Comstancy lePshaw, ridiculous. "1%s a miére
aotediluvian phrase, long"since bavish'd from all fashiolia
ble sodiety. R R
- Col. B. Do ygp think so,y madam? Then as a nian of
honor, 1 must s4¥, I never wish to mingle in'any society)
where it is exploded. e
Miss S. Say you so, Sir? Then, the sooner you retire
from the world, the better. Come, set about choosiug
you an hermitage, for you are sceking a forlorn hope-—
constancy !—~Oh, that a red coat too shonld boast of con-
stancyl—Why neverexpect to fiudit,Colonel ;unless,itrdced,
among the brute creation, in a favérite animal for instance,
a cat, or dog, or Boiwe:such creature. *But for ﬁmtaln'f
in man, ’tis quite out of date, believee, v 00
Col. B. 1 trust, Madam, if evef my stars Should altot
a wife to my share, I shall find it in her, or my prayer will
be that | 1y live and die a bachelor. . 7 - v o b
“. Mins 8. There is no oceasion, young man, to pray-for
what -is so likely to take place. © 1 have no doubt but thist
ou -will live to be as disagreeable an old bachélor, as
;ngw n record. Bat 1 see your #im perfectly.—You
would revive the formal days' of old ‘Darby und Joan,
when wives rose with she lark, and retired with the son—
when. female- study ' consisted m "how to kait' yarn Ftocké
ings, milk cows, feed pigs; hvake plumb phddinglh,"ad
ke care of s dairy..»~0, monstrousl—And once’ or
twice a-year, when it should 30 please thieir methodicil
dearys to -tuke the -pretty "subservient créatured ‘dbrowd;
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ta'be mounted. ox-wfilthy high pillion, bebind theis Jord
asid mastarsto) show. their- obedisuce- to .the world .o
keige;vand to- prove thattheir husbands governed .thein
ik’ chitdren, 'who.were uufit to be trusted alopes. ..

“ColyiB. Would it ot be as liberal to suppase, Madam,
the hnebands: adopted such a measure for. the safety. of
thair wives, the better to eqable them to gwe ammma m
eade of danger, er—
y8#r . Don't be down hearted. Keep i up. Slw’
oulv frying vou. (aside.) A;,e, ave, what the Culonel
s':s.s, mpy be very true. o
<" Miss 8. \Iwy true ! No, Slf, nt is no such tlmlg as
very trae. “Uwas restraint, “twas tyrauny, "Thwas e~
ciuse they wauld have the docile, domestic. Hrudges,
always umder: therr own eye—That they might cib shem
abrosd, as well as at home, +Hetp thanks to time, it has.
whrked & hoppy reformation, at least, for poor avpinen,
as-nothiug on earth can be more fashiquphie now than. 4
mest the hushand at one end of  the tow#, sud the wife at
anvther. "I'be rfurther asunder, the greater the-happisiess
of each. la my Opmmu dw present custom is by far the
best*

‘i F. ands, zarl, you have been - tn hmdon lor
something. Your seutunents ure so changed-—L am ama-
zed—¥ou ory down. mien as thieves, vy down. judges,
without once calling to niemory sight. or season, s it
not the mau's province to sule, :and the wife's to ohayz‘
Surelvithe case is clear-encugh, ...

. Adess 8: (b 3 vory clear case, -indeed, Sir Febix! Jt is
very weil known that you men will always govern, it yow
cam; whether in: the #ight or wrong. . But what-saygithe
Calovel >-Jave 1 frighcoed him, poor innocent creature?
Hée: Wm tagre. ud demure, 1 declare, as a WW-

Mtu ' PR *(u
€ul.. B. Sure, shéuspecta my poverty.’ (asidey Al
8ir F, Very well he may, madam. T had prepated”

o - 10 wécuine~w . very ifforent kind-of c&m‘en

; A -bued old s you was: ot advoeate Sy ot

w wFhat you prodigiously. the present sy stens

of conduct be dud oo, - Apd- - youy sbapluidly:

[ove:w:the, cmmm&wmxg«nwy thir, 1o whighy
sgnentust wveiiioss..

e o2 0 A g el
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“ Miss 8. 1 thought; Sir Felix,~ you had given the Colo-
nel a lesson bow te attdek me: snd eml«fm, dome, i1}
give him one in return.  Bat, 'before | proceed, it -will be
but fair to smewer your accusation, in regsird to my admi-
ration of constancy. Tis true, 1 once:hadea silly vow,
which' | here revoke = never to marry till 1 had proved my
lover constant.: But a furthey experience in the watld;
has changed my miud ou that subject. | has.proved that
I may pass a life of vexation and misery, in endeavouring
to-obtain that, which is very rarely to be found. . ./ There-
fore, 1 have come to this conclusion, that marsiage must
ever remain a lottery in life, an event totally depending on’
chance, whether fute chooses to turn-up a blank or a
prize. For those, who profess virtues, are generally in
the greatest ueed of them. And that if men- are deter-
mined to deceive, they will. dwear any thing, do any.thing;
nay, bear any thing, to play the sycophant, and lure weak
woman into theiggenare.” But the matrimonial knot onoce
tied, ’tis then thé tame submissive lamb breaks forth-at
once, and proves himself a very tyger. | am determined
never to marry one, who labors his speech with a show
of constancy, to which his heart was ne’er allied. Such
I reject. But should a pliin honest Englishman advauee,
and simply promise to cherish me thro’ lifo, (ss by my
owrni~eanduct 1 may merit his protection,) 1 would accept
his offur and resign my hand. . .
Col. B. I grant, madam, what you say miay be applied
to miany. But sure there are'some exceptions, - Would
it were niy fate, fuir lady, to be your partmer thre’ life; 1
swear by heaveniiss - - ey
- Mis¢'S. Use'not a nanie so sicred, in a cause like this.
Kuow; te your confusion, I can: prove youhre noten
exdeption. Yeu are the most inconstanty varying; fickle
man, on earth. T
3 1.1. How! , ) f““" PR .
. Cal R, Madam ! R v
- Miss 8. ‘Obsetve this copy of versés, Sir.- I thinkyow
kiow this ‘hend-writing., ‘And this;—and this,—theté-are
Hiree ‘of them, tho' all to' the same-tune. - Your mmsd;
el if n:éve'ry‘ fruitful, to be-obliged to" sénd: the
' -words; on' three different vecasions:: But & sappose -
you are-one of the-dealers'in: ready mude complimpnte sn




232 HE MUST:BE MARRIED. ACT L,

the : fair ‘sex, -and send.them to every woman who conde-
scends.to retuin you & eivil answer, ( Lnugha.) Ha! hal,
ka ! yon are confounded, are you ? Py

Str F. Ey, Culonel, why, what is all’ thu,ﬁ &olve me

w,lfywplme . A
(,. A8, Sie Fehx It—-vlt—ll thu u L was Mt—-
ﬂ—-——-—- [P SN

Sir F. Nonsense—-—:t—-—xt—-u—that is 1 was uw-ah--
Why what.do you mean by all tahm‘ Aonnda, Mm:n, do
you expiain.

Miss 8. Most willingly, Sn-—-—You must lmow when i
"London, { was at Lady Rakington’s maqueude, where
this constant Colanel formed one of the gay Lotharios
of the evening.. I had but just entered the pavillion, and
was walking behind him, when by chance l\u mask fell to
the ground. At the same .moment a’ lady. exclaimed,
Colanel Belmont, is it you? Haviug discovered the gen-
tleman’s pame, 1 afterwards accosted b*\ mqmly to har

what he had to say for himself.
.i.f" E. Meraly to hear what he bad to say furhimolf
wi .

iss S. Yu. Jt was merely for that, Sir F:.lm But
see the Colonel’s gaing (runs, and caiches hold of- hip.)
Nay, oay, Colonel, you shall hear. me out.—Waell, you
must know, Sir l‘ehx, he actually'made downright lon; to
mae ia 2 moment.

. Sir F. And then you wemnusﬁed ihope’ P

‘Mits S. Qb ne!. )onaohallheauu .

16 +Gol. B. Madam, & go intreat you will not-———~
- Miss 8. Yes, yos, Sir, Like a discreet ward, I’ll,«ﬂ'.
rayiguardion. ﬂwmhohsmm The moment I conld:
\I ran av Bntuldtewmyw.fmn
g.r 1 was surprised nd it conain a enpg of thqm.m
romantic verses, lover aver 3,
Sir F, That pleas'd your vamty, no doubt?

Cot. B."Then 1 m infer, Madam, Mmm::be-
bold M,kaﬂ;m%o,m the Lady-of the Lake? .-

lm* o, ‘: m. that «wcemful&a w-l:

' that.andéans, proned the artmost'of mcopw-iép

lovn. 107 ov6ey tm wlike.. Fop.shees thiree gle-

«fang withy _,sl Teturs you 48y

*
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best thanks in.p  persond, mthmy ‘wery best eurtesy.

Col. BB. l'oolﬂ I was, to be outwitiediby @ worhas.-

Miss S. Nay, take care, Colonelyor.she next time yout
fate mayv be worse. S

(lol. B. Sir Felix, I wish you a very gaod evem

‘w & Pshaw,. now stay whers you . are.~ I sa jou
shan’t go. [E.rathss 8. W ell, what think you of‘ my m:d,
now, - Lolmtel ? .

-+Col. B. That: she. is the most em.hantmg of berui.,
Sir Felix : but that cursed adventure at the muqnemdc
bas ruined me in her opinion for-ever. - - ,

. Sir F. Why it was rather uulnoky to bc snre But,
after all, it is not proof positive that a woman.dsnot in
love with yon, because she mdulges her fancy.in laughing
at you a little. Are not a lady’s smiles considered: a
favor? Then, . why should you not deem the obligation
doubled, when she grios ? ‘After all, it is.my aplman, she
anay be mduced you. e

ol. B. No, dever, Sir Felix. She cuums mm
hypocrite, and .deserving of her scorn. Had L. wmot
preached 8o much of coustancy, she might have forgiven
me; but now 1 stand as one cmndemnad, never to be re-
piieved. Therefore, I thank you, Sir Felix, for your
Lind intentions, and will take my leave. I cannot.brook
another intexview, with Miss. Somerville.

Sir F. Zounds, man, don’t be in such a hurry.. Stay a
moment, you wont give fortune an opportunity of dozxg
you a good turn, if she would; that's the way withiyou
young fellows. If the blind goddess does.nat conptantly
follow you . lwﬁg.ﬂ forth her gifts, ‘yoa will see bier at'the
very devil, re you will condescend -to tupw: beck.and
mest her.an, the: road N ow, cowe here~—1

vou, there .8 gill a chance. of & wife.and.a ulnyet.
(i.ast your eyes across the lawo, and tell me. what you see
there. Low .

Col..B. What! ,tlwn’ ¢
- Sir &, Yes, there.by the mmhowe. Nt e

(aoL B. Why that person, I should seppose %-be

poor, wandering mendicant oaming 4. l!¢e~ e e
&r.l"' No Sir, no such. thing.... T mmﬂm
u%)u call hith,.is a. favorite won of; map&l&m
(imesus,—Fis old: Gripusj. of - Barehone Hall, , A.yerg
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reluable acquuintance for -you,. I assare you, tho’.all:the
rugs on his back.are not worth ninepesce. .

“€ol. B.-Fo me, Sir Pelix? 1 don’t perceive how he
can prove valuable to me. ' .

Sir £ Because you don’t know his beautiful daughter,
Calonel. She is a treasure ; rich in beauty, rich # sense,
rich in. gold. The old miser told me the other day he
was anxious to see her married. I will propose you to
him.~—I shall telt him a few plompers. I shan’t niind
tlat. 1 shall szy you are rich : and he will catch at you,
like u bungrv tish at a good bait. : - .
- €ol.:B. You are very kind, Sir Felix; deserving of
my grotitude.  Your generosity will not .allow me to it
volve your honor in disgrace on my account. * Rather will |
I confess-the truth, while I biush to own it, and tell you
at once, Sir Felix, that all the immense fortune, my father
left mie, is lost for ever at the gaming table. -
<. 8 F. Then you have the more needof a rich wife, te
yepair your fortune. 'The Miser's daughter will set-all to
rights agein. Give me your hand. Now you have told
asen.your situation, 1 will bind you to my heart in bands
of friendship, asd never rest in peace, till I have driven
ont poverty, let in love, and paved the way with gold.
Old Gripus is entering the bouse. Do you step aside—
1 must prepare bim Lo receive you, and will call you, when

Lam ready— ‘
Ah . fméEz’ter-Gmlws.]. ud -
«Ah, My iond, . Gripus, 1 am very glad to see you.
¥ou m’; x?;fmg.m well, my.eld buck..

~Grip. Am4, Sir Felix? Then my lovks beliame very
such, I am a wiserable old man, going into my giave a8
© ‘fast #s postible. - The cares. of this° world drive me mad.
Whar with the enormous taxes, bad tenzats, and gorman-
dising of sevvauts; 1ishall certatuly be ruined. Yes, my
deat friend,’ 1 have not a moment’s peace,. - moming, noor,
.of ugh&. ‘ 'Anénﬂlen,i‘ my. daughter: wishes  to he .married

tosblood-shu who will rob.me, of, 20,0004
" Sir . 1 tiomglitpaeitold me, the ailer g e

oo wished: Fou
# Gripr56 -doy Bir-Fol
.4tk out s tich man, ‘who would
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me of all that money at the same time. Bt the fellow she
has chosenis not worth a farthing : 'tis tatwhich grieves sire.
Siy F. Are you then vbliged 1o pay her 29,000/, down,
on the day of her marriage ? ‘
Grip. Oh, yes. I will tell you how it is: fifteén years
ago, her poor dear aunt, Deborah, a generous spinster,
departed this life, and deposited that sum in my hauds, ty
be paid down whenever the girl married; but 1 have
been so long used to'look upon it with delight, I verily
think it would be my death to give it up all at once ; yet
she don’t mind parting old friends, not she—she tells me
she shall expect it all on her wedding day. 'Fhere’s an
wirdutiful child for you. Do you wonder at my midery,
now, Bir Felix ¢ I
. 8ir F. Why I perceive you have your share, indeed,
my friend. 1 pity you from my heart.
Grip. Ah, Sir Felix ! you are the only one who caa
feel for me. Yoy know, Sir Felix, if I should resign this
‘mouey into any wild, harum-scaram fellow's hinds; it
would soon be épent, and gone the Lord knows where.
"‘Now I keep it sufe under lock and key—never squander
or throw it away. | never was given to waste in my. life.
Yod must kinow, Sir Felix, from a child I always valued
money. I used, when a boy, at home with my father, to
fun ‘of all his servanws’ errands, and earn a few pence
that way ; go here, go there, go any where, to make a little
momey. As I grew older my pmtiality daily increased,
and T used to tie up every farthing I got, in the foot'of
an old stocking, and save it for a rainy day; as we say.
‘Whett I -married, to save the extravaganie’of a weddi
‘dimier; { took my deary to ditie with.an old friend, ani
diguppointed ‘4l the aunts and cousins of ‘fymsting wivd -
bty at' my éost, and when it ple}sa:o?édwo tamﬁ
.dbe-expense of 'keeping ‘'my spouse, I'bore it patiently,
mﬁm careti?dngece{iﬂy on - men's xsboﬁldg'n to.the
churth-yird, snd watked ‘-remcufuny behitd her .mygalé.

‘o giedy trappings, ‘or ‘piying’ for - coaches, -or Fees to

Arathunters, no, no, no such diing. - S0 yoa nmi!r
“¥éix, "I have alivaysbeen u pradént, duvivg than; agid it
. breaks myheart, it does, to’purt:with nij-rhoiiey, Ju - .
LB . Shbuht Strikes me, ' my fricnd Gifipts: You
*oow I aniyourfriend. < T h - de T ok
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v Grip. Qb, yes, Sir Felix, my true friend, my ouly
friend, I kuow you won’t deceive me.

Sir I. Do you remember our old friend, Governor
Belmout ¢ ’

Grip. Oh yes! he was a very rich man.

Sir F, Vey rich, indeed. What would you think now
of his son for your daughter—Colonel Belmont.

Girip. Does he possess all his dear father’s riches i

Sir F. Certaiuly, every guinea.

Giip. But aie you quite sure, Sir Felix, that the young
man b.s not squandered i1t away smnce his paor dear
father’s decease ?

§/r F. You know I'm your friend, and would not ad-
vise you wrong.

Grip. 1 kvow you are my friend, Sir Felix. But can
you just tell me in what county hus property lies ?

Sir F. In all directions. It is by no means confined—
East, West, North, South.—in every quarter.

Giip. O, my dear Sir Felix, do you think as the
Colonel is so rich, he would take her without a fortane.
If he will only resign the 20,000/. to me, 1 will give my
colirent an a moment.

8ir F. No doubt the Colonel will consider it an act of
generosity 1 your giving up so much beauty.

Grip. 1 am no judge ot beauty, not . All I can say,
the girl bus been well clothed and fed, as my pockets can
testify. Do you think then beauty 15 all the Colonel
expects in a wife, Bir Felia ? Can I see him, and just
bhear what he asys upou the subject ?

Siur F. He 18 now on the spot; but we must use a lifhe
caution. It is 1ather a delicate point. Besides, one thing
you know, if be discovers that yon are so very anxiows
for his mairiage with your daughter, that may be one
reason, why be would much soaner let it alone. For peg-
ple, sey forbidden frmt is geuerally the sweetest, and 5t

. What, e . Teliow, i you my: what. ot
, ow, did you say? what
fellowr?.. . y

Sir F The_youaq fellow, I mean, the Colonel, ¥
you will be by me, I will ensure yon suncess.
Aud the old boy, zounds, I mean she yonng men,
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have no suspicion that we would entrap him, 4l we have
made hun subservient to our very wish.

Grip, Well, well, 1 will be entirely guided by yew, Sir
Felix : only tell me how to act.

8S:r I. Why then, when 1 mtroduce him to you as
Colonel Balmont, do you start back in an sttitude of sur-
pitse, aud exclaim : “ What! the son of my old friend the
goveinar!” upos which shake him most cordially by the
hand, and say at the same ume : * The esteem which I
bore your wourthy father is 1evived 1 you, and I shail be
very bappy to see you at Bacebone Hall.” ‘Them he, not
suspectivg you have any other motive than pure friendship,
acceépts your invitation, and the business is settled at
once.

S ( :iu{:. I don’t exactly see it in so clear a light s you do,
i I'clia.

Su F. Why then 1 will illustiate. The Colonel ar-
sives at Barebune Hall; then I have my wish, you, yours,
Therc he sees your beauuful duughter, falls deep in love

(at st sight, makes proposals to you of marnage.~You
make your onn teiws with him—hke, being so very rich,
accedes to every thmg you say—takes the girl with half
her tortune, and thus you pocket 10,0004 for ¢ver. Bat
bush, here comes the Colonel —Now mind and play your
pmt well, and we'll soon see wha’s the d#e. [beckons
the Colunel to advance frem the side scene.] No more, he's
here~—Ah, Colonel, 1 was just wishing for your com-
pany. 1 will introduce you to a worthy old friend of
r father’s.—Mi. Gripus, Colonel Belmont—-Colonel
ont, Mi. Gripus.
tip. (Starts.) Fy! what! the son of my old friend,
overnor Belmons !

Col, B, The same, Sis.

Grip. Give me your band, my fine fellow. The es-
teem 1 bore your wortby father is revsved in you. ad,
I am so happy to see you. You must visit us at
boge Hall—yes, yes, you must pay us a vimt, and Fil
show you wy collections of curiosities.—Great rari-
@s, I assure you, and kave been tressured up ever since the

of father’s granifather’s grast grandfather.

, o8t wﬂﬁb .
Sir F. Aye, Colonel, Jy friend also possesses a modern
No. XV. N. Br. Th. Vour. IV. R
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Venus, more worthy vars admicetion, than all the ancicnt
cur(n;)mm m tixe; world. 4

irip. S Fedix means my damghter—aye, aye, yoo
shnll’:ze her among the rest. Youg?nﬂ be sure to come
to the Hall, Golonel. Good evening.—The fish Intes,
my‘gold”hu;k. . bt guige

i F. Ase, aye—we have caught a on.
*an. Yes, yes—we have caught s gudgeon, sure
enough.— Egad, 1 shall go home as gay as a latk now.—
"There’s nothing like management—ey Sir Felix ? Colonel,
I am ouly stepping to tﬁe village, and shail be at home
m halt en bow. I shall expect you thete, 50 you won'r
fail to come —Guod day, Sir Felix—t will do, it will do
all’s right, old boy [¢sde ] Adieu, Sir Felix. Good d»y,
Colouel, good day. [Erd, bowing ob.equsously to dir
F. and Colonel.

Sir F. Ha! ha! ha! adien, adien, Sir obsequious
thufty. Why what an old miselly curmudgeon it 1s.
1 quite 1¢josce,Colouel, 1n the thought of mtchmfg,lhmin Ins
owpn saare. Thislooks well. All thugs are m a fair way fore
your promotion to a wife and a fortune, Zounds, why whut's
the matter;man? Are you not satsfied? Why 1 declure, yow
face in a single moment 13 changed from May to Decem-
ber You look as gloomy as poverty s an unthaiched

se. Do you despair of obtamig this lady wid her
tune ¢ o1 what, what 1s the matter {

Cul. B. Nay, Su Felives'tzs not that, *T'is at the idea
of leaving your bemutiful wacd, She idesd hnts posses
sion of my beart, Bwd 1 thiok it possible to meet wih »
return, I never could be wduced to leave bar tor any wos
wan in Chrstendom, , *

1 8in F. Say ye sal why then be of good chrer, and
{lv her well, my boy, for 1 see she’s coming this way.
il isave you herel to mcet her. Now comimence the
Attack with spirit, aby soldier,—for you vl il the gidl's
heart requires siuvedt 23 much sturmng ua%& ia
Ylunder, « [Lxit 8o F.

8.
[Enter Mass VILLE, singing and mtandong ot
the Colopal.] + " .
“ Sight od more, (ades, sigh no met, ,
« Mey wigre deceivers ever, 4
“ One fopt on sea, and one on share,
“To ond thng constant never.
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“ Then sigh wot s0,
¢ But let them {n,
“ And be you blythe and bonny—"’
[The Col. opproaches near ker, she starts, as in en atti-
tude of surprize, and exclaims :
Al my quixotical kmuht of the order of consténcy? Are
you heie? [ Before the Colonel can reply, Laura 'von-

tinves her singing.
‘men sigh not so,

 But let them go,
'+ * Aud be you bfltbe and bomny,
N ¢ Smag heigbo wonny, sing heigho nonwy,
« Nonny-—nonoy—-nonny.”
So, Sir Marvellous Constant, you have not left the house
yet, I perceive. I thought ere this you liad scour’d half the
country over in search of some pretty hittle romantic country
Mass, who would fall over head and ears in love with
one muwute, confess her passion in another, aud set off
post-haste for Gretna, the next.

Col. B: You wrong me, madam. Such a lady is not
fornied 10 plesse me. o

Miss S. What is formied to please you then? ° !

Gol. B. You are formed to please me, Madam. You
alone.~I fain would live and die with you.

Mass &, With me! Oh you flatterer! But I'm aware
of your d&\ st. You ggmnot deceive me, no, no. Oh
thut 1 were déstined to be your wife only for a sinqle day
justso show you a pioper spirt of retaliation! Then
would 1 be revenged indeed. Not even Madum Xantippe
of oldiewpr played her deary haif the tricks 4 wodid play you.
Why the vesiest shrew living, cannot waster a tythe part
of the wagaries which abonnd in my compositivn. In
fine, T should tn mmic into discord, admiration to in-
differeuce, nasiduity to peglect, and alf vful love into

hotvod.  Whinrefore dve a on odf from me, of
yol, kmow wiiat you have to expeet, Sir.
Col. B « erenture~A gloomy

wa mbmu. iry pulate-—torture, Wliss;
um rosy Lks of loves ' you should ever doin.

mand 0‘?0}2 . ' !

Miss 8. Saf ye so! them you woilld throw yourself
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upon my mercy? is that your meaning? « And it would
really give you pleasute, Colonel, to abey my commands ?

Col. B. Yes, by heaven | swear, 1 would fly even to
the world’s limits to obey them.

Muss S. Indeed! no no, I’ll be more merciful than that :
I'll not send you to the world’s limits or its Antipodes, ot
oy extremity of distance, 1 shall be coutented. with a
simple proof of your desire to obey my commands. "There-

fore I command you, on pain of my fixed displeasure, Su,
to—— -

Col. B. To what, Madam ? let there be difficulty—d:un-
gor in the execution of your commands, that | may ppove
the warmth of my zeal 1 obeying them.

Miss 8. To leave me, Sir.

« Col. B. What! leave you, Madam !

Mise 8. Yes, Sir, for ever.

Col. B. For cver!

Miss S. Yes, 1 say for ever. I have no ambitiou to
monopolize so much constancy,

Col. B. It will go hard with me—very hard to obe)
that command, but since the most lavely of her sex desires
my absence, 1 will begone immediately.

DUET.
Col. B. Adicu, then 1 leave you for ever,
No mure shall my passion offend.
Miss 8. Believe me, sweet Colonel, for cver
10 vain for my love you contend.
Col. B. Yet 1 swesr till death closes this life,
Your image shall live in my mind. . ..
Mies 8. O then take the sweet ithage to wife,
To your action ’twill prove ever blind.

Col. B. Is all your delight fixed in tavsing ?

Did paty ne'er dwell in your heart I,

- Miss §. When: find other displdasi
T oo™
_— u, adiey, sweet Tdds AR
Logether. {ﬁn{ adisil, five w&ﬂ m N
‘ [ Exeunt on different sides.

)
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SCENE ., The ectertor of Sin Ferix Friznony's
Ilouse, with a Gurden advrned with Statues, Stands
of {;/onen, &c. A rural Prospect s seen o the dis-
tant®.

Eater M1ss SomeRVILLY followed by BERTH'.A. )

Miss S. And ;e you quite sure, Beitha, that the Colé-
nel 15 gone to Barcbone Hall ¢

Bertha. Quite sure, Miss,

Miss 8. *Iis very strange. Ihd the old mser invite
him thére *

Bertha. Yes—no —that1s, 1 dont know exactly, Miss.

Muss § Yes—-no—and you dont (ractly know—pro-
vohmg cul! T only evpect you to tell me what you do
know, and I desne you will be quick about it.

Beitha. Why then, Miss, yon mnst know, that 1 hate
cuitosity above any thing m the world. 1 am no listener,
no, not I.

M+ 8. What does all this mean? i« the girl mad? Witl
you give me a plain answer, aud n two words, tell me
whyt you do Anuw ahout th ¢ afimf,

Bertha, Dear me, Miss, what a hurry you are in~—Why
I couldn’t wil you n two wuids, nor ten neither; but if
vou will only have a hittle patience, you shall hea as how

by me.e chance, overhemd Mr. Gripus 1ovite the«
Colonel o his house, as how he would show him aill his
great grandfuther’s euriosities, and as how he would mntro-
duee hum to his daughtc), and as—

Aiss S. As how the Colonel accepted his invitation, is
that what you mean to add? for 1 am tued of your cata-
logue of as how’s.

Bertha. Yes, thats what I was just going to eny, aud
T am supe 1 am very glad he’s gone indeed, Miss,

Mass 8. You are very glad he’s gone—fine impertinence
trul Fow do you dare tell me you are very glad he'’s
gone, MisvEos.

Berthas Kimi "Miss. Why did net you say, you couldn’t
bear the sight of bim,

Miss §, And dges that give you a licence to treat him
with diam;ecti ,Remember, grl, the Golanel i a’ gen-
tleman, u soldier, and a brave man. a charactér
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*
claims respect from inferiors, snd 1 desivs youunny never
take a liberty with his name agarm, o

Bertha. O Miss, I see how it 15, I have gat.the wtong
side of the argument here. I am sure, Miss, L would not
offend you or the Colenels=no, not for the Indies. In-
deed § always thought the Colonel @ very charming man,
Miss, all you told me to the contrary.

Bass 8. And pray, mishess, who made you a judge of
charming men. What! because his figure is prepossess-
ing, his eyes piercing. bis smiles alluring, his voice en-
chauting, yow are weak enough to suppose him charming,
aie you ?

viha. Surely, Miss, and is not that enough to make
any man appear charmmg : 1 am surc there are many now
called charming, with but halt the Colonel’s pietensions.

Misss*S. And you are silly enough to torget the beauties
of the mind, seusibihty ot feeling, delicacy of soul, and
the force of wisdom, for meie personal charrs ?

Bertha Why, Miss, I can’t say 1 would choose an Adonis
void of common sense, any more than 1 would mury a
black with the wisdom of King Solomon; but 1 under-
stand Miss, at present | must neither prmse nor abusg the
Colonel, ‘Lherefore I shall learn to hold my tongue. For
1 should be sorry to tell you, you say one thmg and mean

Janother.

Mhiss S. What would you insinuate ?

Bertha. O pothmyg, Miss, nothing, I know notldngt -
only tus, when peoplc used to tell me John the gardenis
came a swcethearting to me, | alnays swore 1 couldn’t
bear the sight of him—that’s all, Miss. '

Muss 8. What bas John the gardener 4o do with me?
do fou mean to say I am m the same situation with the
Coloniel ?

Bestha. O no, Miss, 1 don’t mean to say so, I dnly
think so, But pray have & care, Miss, for when thatlitile
misthievous urchin, thut overbcaring little tyranty omegw
goes to work between a ybung cuuple, there’s ho kaowing
whut may happen. Oulylisten, Miss, and 1 will guard
you aganst him : { kuow by experience what a sting his
arrow leaves i s pose 'l‘bun. |

Miss S. Very fine truly; when | condescend toask your

]
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advice, girl, then give me your counsel. Yet, lest ?on
should really suppose 1 am in love with the Colonel, 1
must tell you, revenge is the passion my breast harbours
against him, and that I am resolved to pursue him to
Barcbone Hall, to prevent his imposing upon my friend
Bllen. I have a scheme in my head, and a drguive in my
closet, which shall asust me to complets my purpose,
and thwart-him in his design; but L mast first write a
letter, and dispatch it quickly to Lilen, informmg her of
his character, and prepaie her to act according to my di-
rections, [ will make lum remember comancy and all
his false perfidious vows at the masquera lo—TFollow me,
1 shall want your assistance ; but let me hear no mote of
vour cupids, your arrows, or your love uonscase. [ Erit,

Bertha. Love nounsense! ha! ha! ha! She thinks
she's mighty cunning, i concealing her passion for the
Colonel. Bntl am uot to be deceived—No, she may
call it reveage, but I kuow 1t 15 love which occasions her
to follow him, and she’s ounly afraid Miss Ellen would
take him from her, that’s all.

[Enter PrTer.]

DPeter. Tauke who—Swectheart? v

Bertha. Not you, master Peter,

Peier. Why not, my hlhiputian Venus—If you was to
take me for a husband, perhaps you might find you'd got
no such very bad bargaiu. ,

Bertha. If you can prove yoursclf a good one, then
indeed, perbaps [ might—

Peter. What?

Bertha. Recommend you to a purchaser.

er, ‘There you are wrong. 1 am neither to be
bonght, sold, or bribed, at any ume.
rtha. Then 1 suppose you are to be given away ?

Peter. Yes, will you have me?

Bertha, Do you make a practice, master Peter, of hat-
ing your sweet person about among the latlies? or are fon
in the same #ituation as mauy doctors, who are obliged to
distribute their medicines gratisy,to get any body to take
them at all? | o4 \

Peter. Neither, my Queen of Hearts—the fart i thi, I
have Lived dong enpugh a.bachelor w betived of wy liker-

ty, and dow am anxious to be confined in your arms for
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the 1emunder of my hfe. DP'm a manwof few woids, but
those few are to the purpose—WIll you coneent to be my
bride ?

Bertha. O Peter, vou are so hasty about things; and |
hiave made up my mind o remam single yet awlule. In-
deed 1 cannot consent tp be marred in such a burry.

Peter. Then VIl go drown myselt m the hoise pond.

Bertha. 'That would move you had not wit enpush to
take cag of yowselt, and were consequently uuhit to be
trusted with a wife,

Pcetes. Lagods' 'Then will you accept me as a lover ¢

Bertha. You bad better uy me.

Peter. Ag;recd—Now then to coovinge you what a
passionate loves T am—

Bertha. And what a passionate busband I may eapect
m vou.

Peter. O no! that's quite another thing—only hsten.

¢« Doubt thou the «tais e fire,

“ Doubt that the sun doth move,
“ Doubt truth to be a har,

“ But never doubt I Jove.”

Bertha. Mercy on me, 1s the man mad ?
| Bxeunt.

R

ACT 1L

SBCENE 1. 4 Gothic Apartment at Burebone Hall.
ﬁ large Cloch 15 seen n ¢ Cuse fixed 1 the centie of the
‘aruscot.

Enter ELLL% on one side, meeting TRUSTY on tRe other.
.E[lm. Well, Trusty, did you watch my father out of

Tm . Yes, Miss, apd T thought | mgh't vesture to
mform Ir. Welford theiconst wes clear.

lm. Apd is he ¢ Trusty,
Trusty. O yes, Mhass) Eﬂ will be hetre directly. You
véhowll;; ::{w kewps you waitingy when ance youigive tho
va
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Ellen. Did he seem pleased when you told him, I re-
quested to speak with him, .

Trusty. Pleased, Miss! O Lud! [ only wish yod had
been there. It would have done your heart good to see
how he wagdistracted with pleasure.

Lllen. Yes, yes, that he loves me is beyond a doiibt.
Wouid that 1 could requite his love, by yielding my hand
and heart where merit has so many claims.

Trusty. Would that you could, Miss —Why what should
hiuder it?  Are you not old enough to choose for your-
self? Do you not love Mr. Welford, and Have you not
a good fortune at your own disposul? 1 am sure 1 can
see nothing to prevent it.

£llen. A parent’s blessing, Trusty, must follow my
actions. I ¢annot bear the weight upon my conscicnce,
1p kuow I have incurredl a father’s curse.

Trusty. O Misy, if you wait till your father approves
your chuice, I think you may venture to take the vow of
cclibacy, without any fear of being forsworn. He con-
seit! he will never consent to yow mariiage, unless you
devote every farthing of your money to old musty canvass
bags, dark closets, and double lochs. What! a miser. like
him feel any pity for the tender passion 7—No, no, unless
he could make a trade on’t, and baiter love for gold.

Ellen. Cease your freedom, Trusty, § will not have my
Yather treated with disrespect ; whatever his faults may
be, 1 am his daughter, and will not hear them censured.
None are more in need of sympathy, than those mistaken
minds, which harbour worthless gold, aud dream no earthly
bhiss can sour beyond it. How to get, and the fear of
losing, are the only points their wisles céntre in. 'Their
very souls are filled with doubts and fears. Social life,
winch nature formed for love aud friendship, but'proves
with thew a scene of perpetual musery. From my heart
} pity him, although he prevents the happiness which
might otherwise be mine. K

Trusty. Ab Miss, it is all very fine to be talking of
bestowing pity others; bat ii:e me ‘a lule pity ih
retufn, I. Does not your PFather waich you like
Algus--.:{\y if Me bad twice his number of eyes, and et
ont' w8 -besn as a lytrx, | am surehe etltild sot trace your
steps more ndirowly. Can you stir abroad without his

\]
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hobbling after vou? Ormall he let you receive any body
dtteome, o le 19 got present 7 In fact, can you ever 10

cerve your dear chamnug Mi. Weltord unless | watch bim
out » the vway; and even then you are daucing upon
thoros all the while, lest he should 1ctumn ?d surpiise
you with yowm lover ?

Ltten. "There vou are gght, Tiusty—but notwith.tand-
ing that 19 the co ¢, ] must never marry tll he conscuts to
my won Mo, 1 have svoim to heep my word, no power
on carth su . mduce me to swerve from i,

Jrusty "Heen why dow’t you tell Mr. Wlford so, Miss?
Tyrat s a paty he should die an old bochelor, because
you are determued to be an old maid.  For take my word
on't, your father ncver will recuve any one of Poverty’s
sons mto his family, let hun be ever so bandsome, and at
the same time possessing all the good qualifications thns
wqild contame.

Elfen. That, time wlone can prove. He may yet sevbke
the vow he made, that Henry uever should be mime. 1
hver bt m that hope, for without his lovey thas world and
all its pleasmes arc to me a wilderness, 1 wonder he’s
we airived.  "The mowents fly and my father may retust.

Trusty. Then Ill fly and see it he’s comng, Mwg,

[Lixat, runming.

Ellen., (sola) Ah never shall 1 forget ¢hat happy dav,
when Llentv first declared Ins passion, aud vowed to wem
my chaws tor eves !

[Euter Henny.]

Henzy. Charmiog Lillen! On pleasure’s rapid wings.
I fiy to greet you, to pay the homage due to luve;, awd
intpeat @ sinile to chase away my sadness. 28

tew. Ah Henry b-would that my smiles were des~
tined to distibute smpives, 1'd give you balf the world ut
onee !

Ilcm;r. Sweet maid, thy gencrosity only can be equalied
by thy allunng benoties and unspotted virtwe. Thewalt
iudesd the wtress ofpay hems: .

Effen. Ay shall § Rbro' by umivelled shere,
Heary ? Will no cpuge cvar mesl cur upien - ri

"
enry. NW&,“ heaven, [ mgv 1 paver oom
prove talse to thee,
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[Eater TRusTY ingbuny] e . . 1.
g Tiusty, Oh ma'am, ma’am, we ure aﬁ tﬂ%d*"‘m
Ohat

Ellen, What's the matter, Tinsty ?

Trusty. O Muws, wy master 18 returned. He’s now
commg through the garden, and will be here in a manuse.
What <hall we do? It he secs yon, Sir, my mistregs and
I shall certainly be locked up for a month at lenst.

ddenry. What can be done? Cannot you conceal me?
Is there no closet—no place to hide in ?

Ellen. None but where my fatha will discover you.
We must e’en brave the storm which threatens uv—«mfu
ternble one we may expect, 1 assure you. ¥

Tm.sl_gré O oo, :3131&, kl.hat w‘(lltn never dg. kﬁﬂe, 8ir,
(runs and ¢ the clock case) dou’t you think you gould
get mto thmmclock? Thete you may elude hw wvigis

ance.
flgnry. What! there! why you may as well thrust me
iuto a coffin, .
Trusty. Mind yon don’t cough in it, Sir, that’s allewgs
you will betray yourself, \
Henry. (Gets wuto the clock case.) There! how do J,
look now ¢ 1 8 good or a bad case? .
Ellen, In a very good case mdeed, and just suited to

ow purpose. .
wrip. (calling withowt;) Bllon—why Ellen—why where
are you, gnl? At some of yow tucks, | warrant, v
H Lllen. lere comes my father. Let me shut the door,
t nry'
Lryaty. Don’t breathe for your life, Sir. ,
Henry. 1 shall certamly lose it f L do net.
passible. -

lenwtbee relwe me ag 800N a8

1 ﬁ“""
usty. No more.
(Goad bye.
; Hush |, hush {—be’s here, (Shuts the doer.) |
[Enter Gairus] .
; . Why Ellen—Ellen I say.
gl I'm here, Sir.
'rusty. So am I, Sir. '
frip. Stand ande, bussey. Two plagues at a time ade
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too much. Wherc was-you, Elleny svhen 1 cnlled ! What's
the reason you didn't answer me ? _

Efien. 1 was busy, Sir, . '

Grip. Busy! Isuppose yom was doing misc!m.f 1
know you are always busy enough at that.

Ellen. Na, Siry—1 was—I was—I

. Trusty. Catching fliea, you know, Miss,

Grzp Catching flies—a fine story tinly. You was more
Tikely planning how to fly off with some fellow.

illen. 1 plan an escape! How can you thiuk that i

uld plan an escape, Sir?
I rm Why vou couldnt do auny such tlmx g, could
you, Miss’ .

Ellen. No, certainly not.
- Grip. Why not ? l say she could if she chosc-—-—»\ ou're
a woman, aren’t you ?

Eilen. I hope so, Sir.

Grip. Well then, you're a match for the dev:l at any
tune

Trusty. La, Sir! how vou do talk. Do you think now
my lad} could ever effect an escape while you wererin the

hou,

§zp Not while I am in the house—no, no, only when
1 agh out of the house. Theu she may de it.  But if ever
sh&accomphslus it while I am in the beuse, T'll give her
leave, and forgive ber into the bargain. So she may sct
?out it as soon as she likes. s

¥ Etlen. May 1, Sir?

'Grip. Yes you may.

Ellen. Then perhaps, as you give me leave, 1 may be
induced ta give 4t a tnal, Sir. .-

Grip. Yes, yes, you may give it a trial if you p]ease
Bt you will find that my caution will ever outstrip your
cupning. .

Trusty Time will sbo“ Sir. '

rip. -1 hope it will dhove | the time of - dny (looks at the
clock.) y-ﬁwhats the mauer with the clock. If } hadu’t
wound it up this mommg, should have thcnght 3 was
down. 1 don't hear it-tick. Do you? - e

. Trusty. O ves, Sir, ygr; plam—-«“ hy dom. yhu«—-})ou t
you indeed, Sir. . =
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Girip. No, nor you neitber, hugsy. il
Trusty. Oh! oh! oh!—6h-dear! (Bursts mté' mh‘k")”

Grip. Why what’s the fool blukbering'at?

Trusty. Oh! oh! ’tis, mr, to fmd my poor dear maswl' .
has lost his hearing.

Grip. T wish you had lost your tomvue. with allmy scmi
Hearing—nonsense~—1 ¢an both bear, see, and undefstand
as well as 1 did 60 years ago. "1 say the clock is stop
-—all the works in the case are at a stand stil—look now,
Eilen, dun’t you see that the himds never move.

Trusty (aside) Nor the feet neither. Buf he can’t m
that. %
Elfen. Why T declave, Sir, you are right, and Thist;
mistaken; the hands are certainly in a fixed position,

Grip. Yes, I'm always right. 1’in not to be deceived,
no not 1.

* Trusty. Well, whether thc clock goes ot not, I swear I
did hear it tick

Grip. Pshaw—stand out of the way. I shonldn’t
wouder if vou stopped it by cramming inito the case some
of your lumber, You often make a shut’s corner of it
when yvou want to hide any thing in a hurry—a stick, an
urobrella, or a brush--tu' any thing—you don’t care what,
not you:

7 rusty. Tle wanted to brash. -

Grip. Who? +

Trusty. Why your man Timothy, when he stole a bag
of gold.” But you caught him in the fact, Sir. No body
ever cheats you.

Grip. Pshaw.  Stop your clack, -do—aud. brmg me
those steps hither. I mqt see into this affair. ( Putting on

. fm tacles. )

E;s{tv Ah, Sir, you wﬂl only lm%your time. The
crazy old thmg is worn out, and won't go if you try ever
s0.

QGripi You have unpudence enough to say any thmg
Go, I say it shall go—FIl set lt gmng zmmcdmtely,
ace:the steps before it.
" (Tausty pldces the steps. Gryrus-ascends and opens
the glass case, looks «ttenmreéy at the clock: at the
sqme time BLLEN and she make signs to eath’ othes,
and open the door below. Hrxry looks ont—GRri-
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PUS turns his head and they close the door in a hur1y
and nearly push down the steps, and in bying to as st
him, blow the dust in his eyes.)
Quai téito.
Grip. Sure the girls are mad! what are they both about ?
Would they break my neck ax well as the clock ?
Trusty. Al I wish 1s, to tahe my lumber ont.
Eften. 1 will assist you, Ul the door unlock.

Grip. Husdies, how am T to make the doch strike,
Whule you torment and teaze me both togethcr?
sty. La! to be sure, Sir, you can of you hike.
& 1. We will help you out, let us try whether

We can set i a going. (H1 NwY allempis to get
out, but s obliged to 1¢treat )
Grip. Take Lodd, take hiced.
Now it’s gomg to strikc the chimmg bedl.  (clock
Ellen. Tiusty, I fear, we never shall succead.  sirihes.)
Trusty. Don't be alurmed, we shall do very well.
Grip. 'Thatbothyourclachsshanld cense, I'm sure "us ime,
L.& 7.5, were conutg the nunutes as they pase.
Grip. Now Dve put it nght, don't you hem 1t chime?
(¢lock strihes again.)
Trusty. Yes, to the tune of a dull stupnd ass.

Grp. Tins dast will surely blind me. Oh my eve!
My eye, iy (ye, my eye!

& T.n Prythice noa flv
Grip. My eye, my eye, my eye!
Hcnry. ’ Farewnell.

E.5T. Pray ﬂ;.
(Hun Ry gels out of the clock, ruM of and the scene tluses.)

SENE 11, A Fillage.

Eater Drryo1 O'Tounpersmack, fullowed by two
Bm’mn

Derm. This wayr—this way, you duty pair of rapecal-
Rouvs.  Igell you bé went this way : and it 1t hod not been
for that beastly bog you drafged me thiough in Muck
Lang, we should have paught him b{ thix tie, But be-

¢

’we we make rcady to siart agam, let me give you » bit
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of advice, honeys, Should we get sight of lam once
more, il you don’t clap your good-lvoking shoulder ot
mutton paws neatly and genteelly upon the Colonel’s col-
! u. oud hand him politely home to the spunging inhabit-
ants of your beautsiul lock-sp-houve, U'll be after giving
Tou a taste of this httde bit of shellelnh here,

1st Bew. You ure mughty cwvil to be sure, Mr. Paddy)
1o blanw us because the Colonel’s legs are longer tham
VLS,

Dom. Paddy- Paddy—Mr. Paddy. Oh you white-
hrvered rascals! W hat great big-loohmg blackguurds
ate,  Paddy indeed ! why you brace of blood suc
do you tnow who vou -ue talhing to? - Dout you know
that wmy vame 15 Mr. Dermot O Thundeismacd ¢ And
dat my poor dear sister Mis. (' Doublechalk, who kept
the wen of the Smging T'ea-kettle 1 lielapd, heaven rest
Wer soul ! till she died oue day, left me sole heir to all her
valuable property, winch consmsted in nothmg at all but
oad debts - and duln’t Colonel Belmont vbhige her with
s custom 1] he had cet up a montions long hill, which
i never witended to pay f—and didn't | get scent of him
and employ you two illlooking devils to nab him for me?
-~and do you dare to be after calling me Paddy? O by
the blvod of the 'l buudersmacks, 1 have more than a great
mm;l to lay you sprawlmg in the lap of yow ould mother
cath.

Bailiffs. We bex vour pardom, Mr. Thundersmack,

Derm. O Thundersmack, you poltraon.

Barl, Well then O Phandersmack, 1 was not anaie
your diguity, or I should not hwe made so fiee. But
must tell you, if yoi wish to cutch the Colonel to night,
yom must proceed. ‘There’s no time to fowe, We have
thice lords, two ladies of tashion, aud a swindicer to
entrep now before to-monow night. Ey! what do 1 see
vomung yonder—it is suse—es, yes it is & sed cout as I
hope tor a good fec—should this be the colonel ¢

Derm. Stand out of the way. Let me have a prep.
f can alvways see farthest in a fog——yes it is a red coat, s
by the powers coming this way. Now you twin dovés of
the man-uger breed, be standing still m your shoes, and
the geutleman il walk into the lon’s den, m the twi
ot uy aunt Deborah’s glass eye. 1 see we shall settle
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this busmess m a biace of ragged miutes. Leave the
O I hundasmacks alonc for a yuick sgent; they ae swre
never to lose sight of thewr game, when they have caught
it by the .

Bail. 1o youn think 1t is the colonel ?

Derm O yos 1 percewve 1t 15 the cologel, swe enough,
though 1 nevar savw hun before 1 all wy life.

Bai but ame you quite suic ’tis be; for we shall be
duccted by you, and it thaie 1s any istake, and the gon-
tleman hauld Lrng his acuou for 1alse mprsoument, you
Agpw nho mudt pay costs.

derm. Nouwscost, you duselles—a'n't 1 sure 3t 18 he ?

W't | tace im o this village, dud wasn’t he described
ta me by old Mother Foreught, who was too blind ever
to ste s face, as a well loohing man ma red coat? Don’t
youdcr gentleman anener the descipuon, and sen’t he
conung mto your very teeth—and dow’t I tell you to bite,
you spalpcen ? )

Bai. Yos, but 1 would not wish to bite my own
tongue.

Derm. Then hold your tongue if you please, and step
asude a hnt, for I oe you are ot the Dunderhcad faoudy,
and hardly know a pie’s foot i a cow’s taill—f1sten and
Fll teagh you huw to discover what 1 never to be found
out.  Now see how Pl be siftiug the gentlenau thiough
my sieve of hnowladge, ull T have proved i to be no
othier pason than hus own deas self, joy.

[Enter Miss SOMLRVILRL 8 o miltiary wmform ol
low.ed by Brrina ]
Good evening to you, young gentleman,

Miss 8. ‘L he same to you, {riend.

Dam Faith and 'm no friend of yours, if you knew
all. (ustde) 1 am glid to see you, joy. How did you
leave all fnends in Iclaud ?

Miss S. What can be mean? (gside.) Tn Ireland, did
you say, fiend ?

Derm. Xesy yos, thesame.  [t's from the laud of but-
terpulh a§d potstoes 1 would have ye.

s 8. Why when 1 #id leave Lieland, (but ’is some
time ~ince)——

Deroe. Doy'tbe after telhng me what ] knows  Lkuow
fiow long *tis sigce you leftit.  Dut I would be Lnowing
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how you did leave' those who were behind, ‘when you

tarned your back upon‘them. ,
Mis'S. Why—all'wellrevery well. -~ "~ "’

Derm. Not so very well neither. Thete one Mrs.
O’Doublechalk, you left her in & miglity prefty situation. '
Bertha. O gemini, Miss! should the Irishman take
vou for the father 6f some clistce bautli How' shall
we ever couvince him to the contrary ? (aside.) .
Miss 8. Ridiculous girl! Situation, what situation, Sir?
" Derm. Oh ‘you dont understand me. 1 thosglit you
was troubled with a shost memory, when you was’
mined not to recollect. - But 1 have a bit 6f a Lill
which | brought all the way to England, because I would
never get it paid in Freland. Perhaps that may assist you
in remembering what you would wi:;gs to forget. (Pulls out
the bill and shows it.) There, just glatte a sheep’s eye
over the atticles. Not that you will find any thing wrong
in it~~no, no, nobody ever doubted Mixs. O’ Doubléchalk’s
, though some of her customers often ealled it
in question. She was a darling at compactness and régu-
Jarity. Only look here now-—you will find no tedious, tire-
sbme account of breakfasts, dinners, teas, or suppers, See
how expeditiously things are arranged. (reads.) ¥or board,
lodging and washing, wine, brandy, rum, whiske¥, punch,
negus, and usquebuugh, £500. 13. 45. That’s the sum
and the total in the same breath; and to make short work
on't, all 1 desire of you, Colongl, is just to put your kand
Mo your pocket and dischargéithe, "bill. 1 wont trouble
you to examive the contents now ; you can do that at your
leisure, you know. ’ ) .
Miss 8. (looking at the bill ) Calonel Belmont is your
debtor T' ive, ‘ : ‘
Derm., Don’t'be telling me your same, young gentle-
man. Do you think while 1 have such reasos to remem-

ber ‘#t, I.cow never it? . .
Miss 8. You are mmken,lcﬁf not the person you
seek. R

Derm. Would you be trying 'to hoak.a body; B§St:
Patrick, it's too’ keyen'?a jokarﬁ%a cutting we i this?{:n.-
ver. ' :

" Min S, Agnin Tmust repeat, 1 am not Coloijel Bel-
mont. ' EERR
NA XV. N.Br.Th. VOL. IV, =
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Derm, Wiho are you then ? Hp.ve you ® name at all to
your back, jewel 7, .

Beriha, Her name ig—— - :

Derm. Her name is, what does the creatnre mean by

her?  You dve nat a woman, are you, colonel ?
+ Miss'S, "Would you betray me, sifly gitl i (asideto Ber-
tha’) Heed not this’ trifling girl ; she’s but lately arrived
from Walcs, and there you know lhcw call all. God's crea-
tures hérs, whethier malegor femalc.

Bertha. (who takes the hint, speaks in the 1eldr dia-
I ) Why surc and her knows, what hers ai; when hers

ing of her own dear wistrc sl lover, Laptain Scoute~
mall, whe her has just prought a lettér to, w mttn py ber
lady’s own Jilly white haud.

Miss'S. Now, Sif, are vou matisfied?. A wommp e
pshaw-—what Wofhan ‘would be thus attired ? -

Derm. That thagiliie may not be the case. This I khow
to be afact, Sp madam fashion is casting off ‘her
ould g‘armetrfa and clapping on her new unes, every mojth
in the ‘year;" and [ shall not be xurpriced at lust to figd all
womenkind tricked out in cont; waistcoat, and brepehes,
Dow'tF also kinow that many 4 colonel is called nu old
womn-mghen why shomld I be astonished to find 2 young
ouné'in same predicament?  But.to end all disputes,
confess at onee, young man, who you are, and where ybu
cotne from, or I must take a dxﬂereqt murse with you.
Tn the first plate, if ypufie a womay, | shall expect yon
to salute mo—in the WM von aré the colonel, you mn;
expeet meto siluté vou—that’s all the differencel| ¢

Migs 8. To be pl.uu with you—I swear 1 any niot Co-
};'mel Bt‘lﬂmnt "or Have I been in Il‘&.hmd since mj b’ﬁlkl-

Qﬂd - o ,""4 I

I)erm*‘{Mfw»NIm -bailiff, they: aifiincey Then b
be rough withiyoi; T skall jlist make bold to take vou into
custody ; for 1 won't: heheve l‘ui% o false arm« no,

rof gt i phelf 5 Bumt bl du your

yotigrntlomat um!er jour Lender care,
&ﬂfm s t0 bl (Bail, ﬁg
: he strupgles ‘to gaf.vimay )
‘[Euter $1r F. Frienouy.] !

“ Sir. F. So, so,my lady soldicr, your faree: mggﬁ‘f«imve
prm‘eﬂ a trag,edy, had 1 not supped in to yum‘,.,ass:slauce.




e T :
SCENE II. AN OPERATICAL PIECE. 955
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Miss 8. It might ifidecd, Sir Felix. T thank you for
vour well-timed mlcrferenu. No words> could av ail. with
these knights of the woeflil countenanccs. 1 saven hpm
what my fate might have L'c(m,had uot you, fike miy Tietter
angel, appearcd and delives ed me fron the ﬁ’end»lxilo mgms-
terd. But a truce to words. 1 have no tinle 1o w: n}é on
them. Alrcady, T fear, 1 huve becn delamcd {oo Jong io
put in practice a scheme | have in ngl!a‘uon clsewhere,
Yet, erc | proceed, 1inust sped® 2 wort with this blus-

tering  Hibéruian.—You are seéhing Colonel Bel
are you not ! ;
Derm. To be smc‘i‘—-A\ld you have hit the 1}5‘1

an the nml C
Miss S. Know, 1 can lead you to, hiu. oo u
Dreim. And will you be dong it? - V

Miss S. On ouc coudition.

Berm. Och by the power, Tl %f& yOU one condwou
and “elwmo You shall have mi Faud rm hg: taking
Yyours in retmn,

Miss & Yon mistake. All T rcqucst is, you w ‘]f pro-
mise to be dirccted b} ane.

l)erm .Agreerl I} make auy promise yo &;zqse——
except' a promisc to pay—that I'd iather declige while
my pockets are in distress,

“Biss 8. Consent then not to seize the’ Co]onef ull [
desire you ; and.1 will be the p lL.nxs “of qu W s bing
paid, and all things adjusted righ

“Dernr. Oh bless your swéet: rdsk d,uh T they
werg {loating on streams of honey, t"hey co,ud not be

v;&r to my' ears.. My bill, paid! O ch, e joyful,
Dérufoi. Ry’ St. Amhonv, ‘ou are the bestlady-h\e geun

tieman I ever yaw in n hfe,— My, hill =You are. _
suré there’s rio :mstal;e it Khat\ u?:gmm
Jllr)lm S. You may re%onlny' ,
erin. (; $) ¢ 9 gwih Qf vh vy
R ‘}t“ ek Do 1o _ig.v,;..:' f "i
You mayg coming me for n‘eveq'gq Ak ag , PEN

Mistress rthal™ Here and b, 8K after.
like twin ‘ldmb dﬁe} a0t a"‘é\se. (Catches hole fl:;j

B tha.) AL
e_%c,ﬁm m conlenipt.) l\ecp y6iir d sta&f ’"ﬁh

Sir F. t does all this mean, Laura? prythee ex-
p]dm
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Miss S. Accompany me, Sir Felix, to Barebone Hall,
and as we walk tinther, I will relate to you my mtentions,
and why, and to what purpose, 1 conces] a feminne flut-
tering heart, beneath this bold and martial outside.

Sir F. Well, well.—I'll nudge with you, 1f 1t’s only té
see how far woman's curiosity will go.

Miss S. This way, Sir Felix. [ Ezeunt
(ds Bertha is gotng, Dermot catches hold of her and
pulls her back.)

Derm. Stop a moment, my dear creature, I've a few
waft words for you.

Bertha. Are they as soft as your pate, fellow ?

ll.Dl.'rm. Come, come.l Mrs. Bertha, donl’t you be uncivil,
when a gentleman would be askmg a civil question.

Bertha. A gentleman—jyou a gentleman—ha ! ha! ha!

Derm. Yes, a gewtleman, and as good a gentlemau as
any publicthouse keeper in all Ireland.

Bertha. Well! well! 1 will hsten to you, if it’s only
to hear what such a fine gentleman liss to say.

Derm. Pray, how do you like the name of O'Thun-
dersmack ? Don’t you think such a great name would add
a vast deal of consequence Lo a little body like you.

Berths, No. 1 can’t bear it.

Derm. Perheps you would be after bearing me, with~
out changing your name ?

Bertha, I change my name ! 1 marry such a great ugly
thipg as you are, wigh spmiore modesty than a travelling
tinker ! mercy forbid!

Derm. Modesty! i3 1t that you wounld be graplmi
after. Och that we had met twenty summers ago,.
was your mium then—shough I'm not your man, now.
W Wlhl 1o hnd in all ;:lehnd half so0 momermotl.

s wihen girl came M Wy wa W‘?
standing stodk Mapouinn.‘bmwpond, scratching
my head, Withg my nails, or peaping through my fingers,
snd looking ws sheeplgh as a bungry dog o'er 3 pan of
* sealding Mot be indiging my a;petm,
but af“ih my . « [ m:
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SCENE 11L. dn dpartment at Barebone Hall.

Enter Hexey and Enven.

Elien. Thiust me, Hemy, 1 do not doubt your love. Ne,
10, oft as you have confessed it, as oft have 1 fondly believed
yow vows: for well I know your tongue ne’er roves
beyond the boundaries of tryth’s farr hmats.

Henry. It were heresy indeed, to doubt my faith to
such an angel. Ah, dearest Ellen, name the happy day
when you will make me blessed for ever.

[Enter LAURA, runmng.]

Miss 8§ Ah, my deay, dear Ellens, how are you { (&fes
ker) Be mot surpnized at my approaching you without
ceremony.

Ellen. 1 must confess I am astonished to behold yon
thus.

Henry. (who appears disconcertéd from the familiari-
¢y of Laura) Who can this famlisr puppy be? I do
not recollect to have seen his face before. (aside.)

Miss 8. Ellen, you have often smd you esteemed and
loved me. I.now come to put it to the test.

Hemly. (still more agutated.) Sure Ellen canpot be
deceitful. No, no, [ will not wrong her by.guspicion.
(aside) Sir, that lady is— ¥

Miss ?S. (onth affected surprise.) Sir—did you speak to
me, Sir

jitmy. Yes Sir—] did address you, Sitand X sup-

+pose gtm can give a plain siewady Sir, to a simple ques-
tion, Sur.

Mids S. (aside to Ellen) Ah 1 see how it is, poor
Welford's jealous. [ perceive he does not mow wme,
therefare I'll keep it up, and teare him a lutle.—Yes, Sir,
I ¢an grve o plain answer to auy question ; and if I sdis-
take not, au answer should be very plain ndesd, to come
within the scope of your mg. But I did pot
coghe £u Ela‘hl;olid m wml‘u Sw. 1 mm oth&mo'

aged. ‘lady, sir, cluiggymy attentson.—O my,
z'&ngmw ike a diviniey ‘You look y! £ st

:::e one more salnte. Yes, you, imdood -1 miust. (kisses
again.)

Henry. (with great warmth.) Sir, your freedom i
past bearing.
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Mns § Thae vea are quite n the wi nv, Su, For
you e the Tuly heass st very pattently  She dow’t eom-
plun, and 1 camot ste how 1t concerns yon, Su -

Homy D lady, St

Al 5 Cucs nothme at all about vou, { wn sme,
Bat pahips vou are wenk enoueh to sup) ase she does
Y u ate dhcaaved, voung mn

o1 Ny, no, 1 am not decetved  you are -

Aliss % Who, pray *

Hoong A fluttaang coxeomb, betwsaced witly _ W-—

ucitwe o nealy allicd to the monhoy tiube, some pe
ple would takc one for the other

Mise § No onc «m posstbly metike the tihe ¢
which veu belone  You possess 100 much ot the bearich
chatactcr to pass for aiy other than a teroctous anim .

Henry You would msult me, Sn 1 sec yom anft.
We must fight.'hit.  J will not beat gueh conduct

Wess 8. O Eften, Tullen, lovdly 1 llen—do you grect
my acturn friom the wars, thus? M ne you selccded tins
Capt. Bobadil to take away my bife? O cruel, cruel maxd,
i you forget all your former vous of constency and
ctemnal truth ? How yon swore to hve for me, and me
alone ? Have 1T naded thiough sticatns of blood, defving
death and all 1ts attbutes to 1etune and perish at vow
feete Am ¥ wdecd forgotten? Is your old and fathibul
fover cast amde for exer? '

Hemy glbluo appeary wwlently avitaled during this
epecch. unable to 1es gx Jury any tonger, eacldems )
If you are not a cownard, Shr, diaw and defend yourel
'l‘h.n.dlady never shall be yours, wiulst 1 can wheld' a
sword,

Moss 8, Coward! What mean you, Sir? You oughgs
to'hnow, Aur, tmt dowadice 15 wknown to a Britsh
widierjiethnt courage take, possession of his heat, Bnd
baw cdels avedue q&m 50 base a feehg.  Deltishted 1
drs;lw' my sword tfor } ve and Ellen.  Cupid defend the

rht
M..lleury. Now go my fute,  (dradls Mg sword )

Lilen, Fous tow werioay, 1 most end it. Fot
:&; T" ;u’s sihe, Laure, have a caie Surely you would vot

it v

Henry, How' Lana}
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. Miss 8. Yes, my valiant soldier, You have; indecd,
draein ‘your ‘sward agaiast a woman, < Ab, Welford, 1
ttought you had boey, ap exgeption to-your fellow men—
that the greeu-cyed mouster, . jealpusy, could never hnve
plaged the fool with, you. . But I digcoyer that you are not
prouf against its power, s it possible you did not know
me? Could this disyuise coucvalysme from )Olli’ You
surely are as bhud as Lup:d, or it could npt have bgen the
crye.

Henry, How could 1 expgct,to tmd Btflss S.” thus
attiied ?

[Buten'rusty, hastaly.] .
Arusty. Oh malem~—ma’am—my master isy, CQ%%
thro’ the garden.  He is bringing a gentleman with him

m 3 wiliary woiform.. They will bg here directly. ..

nDiss 8. Isit soz Then | have W@mﬁ to lose. It is
on that very gentleman’s account yolk-see.me thus, altered,.
"[is Colonc! Belmont.  He bLass#flended. me beyond
mensure, and [ am deténained to be i'weuged "Tis you
only Jllen, wha can udime moa’ schenw.l baye n!auue(L
to teaze hiw dpretarn. -

Lidlen. Mostgwnlhngly,, I will do all in my power to

assist you.
Mlss 8. Comc with me into the next roommd I will
kn T Iy, Henry. "You must uot me m;{ fnther. '
Mus 3. No, uo, make yotu: le.treat, [hrpugh
tha adow. ... b

pry. 1 wxll be conc inf ely, unless can ,ren»-
dgr yowaisistance, Mus Spmerville, in, staying. .

Bliss 8: Ok yo, Leave the Colonel to -our, manage-,
melmami e mesured ou'l, if two.wonren gauRot man
htm, be’swatta ke managed in this werld, « Quick,. ‘i“%

lfagx «them coming. ..d must avoidbia, satt B, pre .

ahuilim caughan. my. omnm«hgsim Thig way,.
L WY end b pee RS R
?bl{m. euy Hepryn. . ,‘ . ;-wj q

A ‘!J‘ﬁ
0

and gmait_y mgmauww

otihiof. the gindow, DR

«cgﬂaﬂv”% ap jartméii with ‘table m! chmm My
vk, and paper, placed on'the table: © '
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Enter O,LD Grirys amd. Copo v, BEIMPNT., .,
fr’np. s, yes, Qolonel you.shall be! mlrodmﬂ to her
xmmedutely. I, wonder whup 4she can . be. ) there
atauds. er maid. An arptfu), jude it is, 8s ever wore 8 pel-
ticoat.—N avthmsthm ‘Calanel, fos sh'n il mml;

ive yau whq:c:s s giaur stlnesai
Yo, - €8s, Dir
:g;. 'I'hexﬂ.fmdy mind how the baggage echpes my

qlu;sq?u;. .1 shall.uot get an answer tlu» half bour.—~Yes,
your. nngtress, you blockhead, .Call ber. hnhtr, I mapt

Trus{y Very well, Sir. Blogkhead truly!  If  my
head;s 3 hard 25 wood, | know whose i aa,au soft as a cake.
BlocLhead, indeed. (asule, mutterin [Eaxit.

GJIP.?ND\II,, olonsl, to prevent fispuzu, let us eome
JerifAnding between each other in thie

aﬂ'my n& oth, ko, 5 pmmd to.give you my daugb
de}«: 'bsg(ya g pardon, Sir. Yom ke almlo
mistake. . 1§, you remember it was ten: thoussns .-

.- Grip. 4 why, perhaps I did. Ab,- Qdond itis

s grest ;muformne, m old age the memorymnill leave: S
) GIEmory is "? f:;n Ia‘;mmmw
Ml said,nine thouss
qgr,! 1 ] cq-tam.lyhe ruined in so doing, .- - wuy
:-93274 3.4 m yw" P‘“’M: Sir; ten, ten *W

LR Y
et

m ; thonsandpoa.d.huml
Aiwou:ecoum ﬁ,llﬂd&,ﬂdm&
tjﬂm ‘d‘qﬂtﬁ 40, support $f a wife

“'d"hﬁmh'ed nam ﬂcdm’h
‘lmhﬁq»s scales. .. ... rwr F.

s donel, .ag for an increasing 1ly
mckens which nev?t” ” .':‘«h
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insist on their making shift-with'ofie, and so'in propornon
Fhat’s the way I keep ap my credit. Do yon do' the same.

Col. 8. I am not iriseseitile to the profound argunelits
you use, ‘on this bceation ; yet I do think’ you shoula
mike it 15,0004 aud then ¥ shou}d’be satisfied.

Grip. Satisfied? yes, ves—I1 hope theh, indeed, ‘you
would be satisfied. . Why, Coioner whit & craving dis-
position you possess! What a shockmg thing it is to be so
mercenary! ¥ou are rich enough to take a wife without a
farthing. How can you be such an nnconscionable’miser ?

Col. B. Miser! blr, believe me, from my heart, 1 dete!t
) ?’m Ey—what' that ? [Gripus, who fee?s

e —what's that yvou sa s, a
uaﬁn}:)f conscience, starls] - d T

‘Col. 3. 'Lhat is, Sir, 1 will :em ?'pu the truth Iam
véw poor aiid money is—— g

* Grip. Nonsense—poor 3 Ere-F know you arre
very richi Didn’t your worthy fatheRavé you o' priicely
fortune & A, Colonel, you cansot deceive me, " | imow
you abound fn-riches. "Tis I, Culonel,”who am poor-
$es; yes, .very poor. ‘How should I be othemise-—-évery
body “is' cravingesthe ‘little 1 possess, and' I shonld not
wonderat list if 1 was to die in a workhouse. W%mun

T feel ofi-the affection of a fond and’ tender for’
gxwou would wish me to give up ali I ‘in,
snd leave myself to pine it wait eud" misery.

You see 1 have a liberal mind and woul 'ﬁi h
wies«Oh this world—this wollihiPs all alih, :;;
thing from the old and needy, 8 squander- hm‘inxnry
extravagancei—~Oh—oh—dear, dear (sobs ond  precends to
ery.) ohit-ahuit will break myh’m it will- 'ereu %he
injustice o tliis aportdesolitohes - i o

* ¥t B. Pray, Sir; don't take itsutﬂheﬂ"t “Idﬂmﬁ'
intend to distress yom. iof “the
triths of my wvﬁon Inow mee?mm?dwglm

with 40,0004 -
i Grip %(Bnglﬂmn in u m* ~With yh thi o
ety §

-8 nwmge prmewﬁm
‘ﬁg‘f“’m&“" mu m W
terié 0 not i
of tiis- a w’mm we wilt

m s ’donelﬁh!}htw
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-

force the gnl to marry the Colondl, aua then 1 poclet
10,00 0L, (asude.)
[Entes Erven ]

Col B. Ah!' <he comes — Indecd, she 15 u bewcha g
Owtme  Yet not half so chaminp as the beauteous,
unrclenting Lania—-but she disdame me, und 1 miust cu
dcavom to forget har  (asede )

Fhen (Jo Old Grp) Did sou w it me, Sn

Gorpe Yo, chald, come bitha, and you shul thank me
tar 1 have tought home—what you have lon, buoen
lookmy, tor

Lilen Piav, Su, what 1y thy

Coap. A hushaad, gnl.

Il (atth surppic) Sn!

Giep Nayy uone af yom prctend d cosress, I desie
s, tisvay usbegemmg  and manes a woman looh hike
a fool. Come, ¢omis, briphten up yom sumles aud 11
mhotluce you to saw busband that 1s to be —Coloud
Beaumout, my daughter, dSir—Now waud vou play yowm
cards welly for this 18 the gentem w1 mtend to make mv
conwau law, aud § never will sccaive any other.

Ltten, Smcly, Su, you do 1ot meam to force me to
muariv tie gentleman?

Grop. Porce ! nonsense— no, ne, VH gne you jour
choie, #irl, you shall atha nunry the Colowe ] smmedagtels
of tmn ouy of my dows —thereloie Lake your d\&c
Wontn wod of they chowe, 1 huow, aud you shall

have you ne hiot g sfem 1cception or—-m

Jllen. !ud%ed i VUI?:‘-I wamer teception than by con
disue  (awde.)

Gup. Or hive to meat wv tentold curse,  find what
I say.” You may have your choice, but 1 wall be obeyed.

i [Law Grip

Eflen. 1 shall pheerve. Hu—

(ol. B. It she gemm W scfuamg me, I vevar can
take whvautepe of b thet’s pover—no, bo, N1y NEC sy
ties shinll never urge do an wct pf violence. (asede.)
Mudam, have healt ypmafather's cqmumunded

Elle, €4, Stry | understang, 1 am noy quite illiterate,
though™ have alypdys Iived wmdhe connny, b

( . Yau age sodeed all perfectson, a beantrous
floner blooming 1»1 tettement. Oh Tows, <hapug
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Poavea, why did yon reject me? must I use language to
anorher, my hoat dictutes to you alonc ? (aside.}

Filen. Lam not vian euntgl), Sir, to suppose that ape
peil uon gurted 1o me.

Cof B. Then you wrong yourself, Madam, fa by
hiaven  swear-—

Qo NG

Ty chiecks are like the blustung rose,
‘Thy bosom as the hiy fan,

Thy rabs hps uch pearls weore,
oy spr bl ¢ os 1 e diunonds ave,
Thy ovaceton fonn, thy svien voice,
Eroe datn thee sst m beauty's cholee
Sucet mad, O der o o atigde on me,
Awd T wil cver e tor theg,

HiWhede the Colwel o singime, Laure opens the duar in the
bath seene. Lttcn and sne mahe signs bo caih other
etp esane of tesentrcnd ]

Col. B. Bewitching mad, will you consent to share
vour heant with aye ¢

Lilen, Why yeallh, Sn, -l l—you will pardon my
blushee, Sir, when 1 say vou e so nressubly udguating,
thatwethat —4 don’t kuow how to-to-to—

C#l. B Refuse me, channug wicatwe, do pot hesitate

—vase my doubts aud iﬂn»“\;a), will you Jepmine for
ever!
Billen. (who turns from fum, "dnil with apparent agitas

tion, beckons to Lanra o adiance,) Siry 1o
Col. B.%0h Lawa, rwlentloss tar one! | never ean

forpet thce—Yes, 1| percewve how 1 will be, she consents

to 1eccive me, and ] must yield 1o my necessities. (@side.)

Etten., I-1 tan would speak my mmnd, So~wbut to a
stranedr spare my confession-— .

(ol. B Lovely aicatwie, 1l spare Sur blushes. T une
derstand the fluttenings of your t, they speak more
torcibly then words. 1 can e saft language of yous:
eyes, } percoive 1 am not dwagreeable to you, and may I
hope, sweet maid, Yoo e me} -

Miss 8. (advanees and 1uns between tham, pubigigthe
tolonel riudely wwle, and esclaims)y Nuy uoy Sir, you '
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must ot hupe any such thing. This lady's hand is des.
tined for another. I have 8 prior claim to it 4ot must
degire you either to draw, or withdraw imquiawly,

Cal. B. Sir, 1 do not understand this conduct—this in-
terruption—1 will not bear this usage, Sir.

Muys 8. Nay, nay, do not bluster so, my valiant knight
of sugur plumbs—jyou hpow you possess the lady's love-—
although 1 clann her hand—have vou forgot—lovely crea-
tare, I'll spate your blushes —1 understand the flutterings
of your heart, they speak more forcibly than words—I
perceive 1 am not disagreeable to you—andgmay I hope,
sweet maid, youlove me ?

Ellern and Miss 8. (laughing immoderately) 11a ha ha
ha, valt Colonel—sensttive creatuie, tahe my advice :
the neat time you would 1ead the solt lauguage of a lady’y
eyes, be qunte ect in love's alphabet betore you at-
tempt spe‘ﬂmg and putting together.

Istlens  Yes, swegt Colonel, be sure you con it over
very well, for you have made a shoching blupder this time
in your reading : for in iuth you aie not the man [ love.

Csl. B. Fer your love, madain, I cannot command—
but for that gentleman’s conduct, he muas answer with kis
'sword.

Miss 8. Oh! ceitainly, Sir, with a great deal of plea-
sure~—either aword or pistol—'tis all the seme to me—
wame youp weapons—uothing delighta me so mugh as
dealing wpfdestruction touy cnemies—obagrve this blade
~it is 16 ordmary of stecl, Should 1 thrust it
through your heant, it would do honer ta waynd it
makes-—come, Bi, make roady; we will fight before the
lady, and the victorious party shall carry off thesprize.

+ ¢ Datring ¢his time Ellen beckons Derniot, and the bailiffs,
* “ wini appear in the nde,and advance.)
Mi:;:ﬁ Ci:me, Sir, don't stand so long conaidﬂrlingl,
+ shilky ¥ anxdous to shew you how bravely’
can de!enlf mytual:‘q—-, ow for 1t, Sir, begin. (She makes
& thrust at bom, b are he can retur n it, Deginot and
dhe buthffy secure the Colgned. ) . )
. Thaty he, that's he, liold bim fast, hapeys, hald

hi 4; dov’s Jet bim wove a siep. By wers,
"&L would you bcaﬂercomitﬁl;; murd:’niga; de-
use, like thip?
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Col. B. What do you mean, fellow ? begone.

Derm. Yes, ! will, whenyou have paid me the five hu;

d pounds you owe sy dailing of a sister, Mis. O* Dot~
blechalk, landlady of the singiig tea-bettle, in Ireland.

Col. B. How? Am 1 arfested then?

Derm. Yes, by St. Anthony you are, sure enough too;
thanks to that lady in the red coat, Miss Somerville’s own
dear self there.

Col. B. Miss Somerville! Then I am ruined in cvery
quarter.

Miss S. “Poor unfortunate gentleman, how [ pity him.

Ellen. So do 1, wuh all my heart. (bothlaugh.)

Miss 8. What a change ! when he eapected to be killed
in a duel, to find himself only arrested.

Ellen, Shocking indeed! (they laugh heartily.)

“ol. B. Cuse their sneering, 1t's Wokse than all,

e
Derm. PFellows, do your duty, du the Colonel hence.
Col. B. Scoundrely, to insult me, you founded thrs
pretence.
Miss 8. Mercy, how he rails; prythee take him
end El.  away.
Derm. Never mind for his railing, he shall certainly
ay. .
ol. B. Fm‘}i‘et{ and demons ! of my vengeance beware.
erm. gﬁ ;uirer fear the bite of a wi li-inuzzled bear,
ile I am his leadey you have noflsipg to fear.
Miss 8. He appears far M%d, to apptoach very
and El. near.
Derm.. Be assured he’s as tame as any sen-calf. '
Misc S, All he mentfs from us is a good hdarty
and El.  laugh. ¢'They all laugh : the Colonel, in
a rage, endeavors to releuse himself from the baskiffs, so
get at them.) ‘
Col. B. Such tormenting fiends would drive any man

mad.
Miss 8. Poor creature, how hdistorms, he must be very
and El.  bad! ¢ '

" Dermi Away with the Colonel, sweet ladies adiexs.
Miss & When again will he come, his passion o re-
dand BP  nbw ?

Col. B. To prison I would go, rasealslead the way.
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Miw 8. "1is wite tn proceed, when he knows  he
aned Ei. Cannet sty

Dem.  Suct Jadu s, wlicn, re longer can we stav,
Col. B. Tormentors begoty | 1o pri on lead the was,
Derm. Adun, adieu,” siée we huow you cdtbot

MWiss S.and 1.0, <12y,

ACT 11 -

SCENL Lt dpariment at o bone Hotl o Fln
Dermot (M Thunder smath, foitowcd by 11y,

Trusty, Welly wiell, Blr Darmng, 1t doocli me the
reason why yout gave the Colonelh, nbats

BDaom. The v, why the wnveen 1 pl i ann, 1y,
mrl, hedore L apested the Coloael, the 1 wmcy due to i
was pud down mto my own heauds, and that's the 1a son,
swed theat.

Wty Indeed, if he was not wdebted to vou, how
could vou anest him »t all?

Derm. Whs, very well, inall onscirnce.

Trasty.  Ea ol conserence! - Yot conld have vo eou-
science to do any such thuy, I am cae

Derm.  § swem now, iﬁ old mother Blureay™s cappa

skin phiz, if yon do asy o httle, and kep yom
sharp answers for flats, voft enongh to put up with them,
Pl not tell you any thng at all of the watter,

Trusty.  Of the matter! mdeed 32 n have been talking
this halt hour already to no pnipose.

Derm, Will you be after I g np voru ivoiy ecase,
and give me leave 10 open sune : by the powers you keep
quack, quack, ‘quach, hike & duck m 4 diy pad, prayg
for a shower of 1am-wtlow am | to il yon auy thmg of
the affair, whife you kel bothenag me out of my stven-

senses. ¢ L ‘

Trusty.  Well, once more Pl liste n paticntly fmd geod
Mr. Dermot, do tell me all about 3, for I am g with
curidilif to know the whole busiss. ¢

Deim.  Then I'll save your hfe this time, by relating
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all the particulars.  You must know that Miss Somier-
ville said to me, Mr. Dermot Of Phundasmack, I must
tell you—

Trusty. What did she tell you?

Derae. Nir. Dermot OFThundersmack, says she- only
observe with what respeat she treated me.

Troctw Nonsonse, proceed, man, w you sfmv.

Do Do youwhisten to my story, or Fll vevar ot to
the o 4 of miy speech. 1 thnst tell you this, end the lady,
tha b} osochi 1o play the Colonel a tiick, 1 would uot
hime thietic s atop ol him, 1o, not for the warld; theic
fore o1 Danmot O—

Troty.  Viddle faddle, oo on, man.

Ly O Plnndersinack—yes, Mr. Dermot Ol
dAvrsmn b, sand hee—to prevent any further ttonble on
vous pait, 1 widl pay the Colonel’s bill myeclf—so with
her owa Iy white huads, down upon thie nail she popped
the whele amcuut—"Then says 1, Oh, madam, what a
Jewel of uli jevelsare vou! I shall be beholden to you
all my Iife for this kadness, though 1 don’t hve a «ngle
hour to enjoy it.  Then the sweet cratur roplied, ull 1 de-
<ire of you 1o, to asaist me m teazing the Colonel o figle
- = Och by all means, madam, says L, 1T toss bim in a
blanket—gise lum a decent ducking in the horse pond, or
a hitle bit of a pumping in the court yard—or any other
such title you plase, wath o1l the good nature magiuuble,

Jrusty.  Whot said the ludy ghen?

Derne. No, no, says she, | wish you to treat the
Colonel so 1oughly: 1 only wish you to make believe 1o
anest him.

Trusty. -And was that all?

e, Yes, that s allewand when the Colenel found
out the arrest was all sham, he was more thunderstruck
than when we fisst tapped him on the shoulder. A'm't you
now a great deal the better for hnowing what never con-
cemed you at all, atall,

Trusty. Yeos, I cansec lhrough#ﬂm rest well enongh
['d bet a whole year’s wages, that what her maid told me
is very true—she’s in love with the Colouel, for certam,

Derm3 ,As sure as 1 am w love with a certain beanti-
ful creature in this house ; can you believe that ton, dgves
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her a chuck under the chin,) you lhttle arch looking devil,
ou.

Trusty. (Wuth uffected consequence,) If you mean me,
Sir, perhaps 1t may be to no purpose; for I’d have you to
know, I never encourage any onc whose birth, parentage,
and education, are unknown to me.

Derm. Och! by the love of whisley, then, you shall
very soon hnow all about my birth, parentage, and edifica-
tion :—Well, what think you now, joy > are you willng to
take me for a husband ?

Trusty. Why, that1s according to the strength of the
inducements you hold out to tempt me.

Derm. Fuat, then, I’ll hold out the strongest induce-
ments in all the five coners of the globe; (pulling notes
out of his pocket,) here, see here are bank notes to the
smount of five hundred pounds: do you sec any charm I
possess now ?

Trusty. O yes, I perceive five hundred at least ; now,
indeed, your mnducements are too stiong to be resisted :
therefore take my hand.

Derm. And your hps too, darling, (kisses her) and
by my soul I’ll be as generous as yourself; here, take my
hand in return, now let us pray moinmng, noon, and night,
the Jongest days we live, for a house-tull, of great, thump-
ing, 10sy-cheeked, boys and guls, to keep us always frieky,
and let the world sec we had not neglected any one of our
Chnistian duties. Come along, darling, let ns be lookig
after a neat hoop of gold 1o bind us togcther, and make
one soul of two of the very best-built bodies i Ewope;
this way, my sweet wiater, this way. [ Lreunt.

[Evter Grirus.]

Grip. O what a world, what a world s this, 1t 15 full
of deception from one eud to the other  Here is this fine
Colonel, whom I supposed to be as rich as a Jew, twmny
out as poor as a church wouse. It 1s wcll 1 discovered
his real situation befode he maiied my daughter, or egad,
when he had been my son-in-law, the girl’s fortiatte would
have been dedicated to the paymg o his debis ; and, no
doubt, if I hadigot permitied him to bully me gt of more
mogey, he would have blown out my haams t obtain it
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Tlus comes of maniage —Oh that I had never been mar-
ried, to beget an undutful diughtar, to be the plague and
torment of my hte.

[Euter Mr. Wivriorn.]
Ah! what do I sec tnother of the beggar tribe ?

Henry,  Su, vou bcioid o me no beggar: T come
but to detnand what 1 leaally mwe.

Gaap. Va—what dues the felfow mean ?

Howy Sy b -

Grp. Yes, vos, Dudastand von. You are the puppy
wlo would manty e daugloer agamst my will: but you
siull not do -y «udh thane, Mg vou are not miy choice, I
Line told you w0 bt thaefore begone- leave my house,
.

Haoy, Sy ere [lone s house T will be righted
Y ou miay wendor 1t an tinancss, but when I eaplam the
reason why am thus Foid, vou willy no doubt, change
Yo tone.

Gup. How! do you come to cut my thioat, fellow ¢
or1eb my hause £ oo what 1o Vo mtention ?

Hewry.  Sir, 1 come to call 10 yom memory a tiansac-
tron whuch took place ame twenty years ago.

Grp. Suddo vou sappose that I can 1ecolleet any
thing which happoncd taenty yewrs agor why, 1 cannot
1ccolleat any thing tor twenty days, twenty houss, o1 twenty
mantes 3 1o, Ho, Wy PIol DCmoty 1s quite goue.

Hewy., T will cudeavom then, Sir, 1o 1eeall your me-
moty home.  Po you not recollect when Major Welford,
my father, and yow st de fiend, quitted Logland, to
Bight ag aust hns countiy's foes

Gup. 1 dow't 1cmembar any such thing ; o, not 1.

Hewn  Will you deny that v tather was among the
nuher of yow fiicnds at that penod ¢

Grp.  Ycs, I neva had a tiend moall my Lfe,

Hany., He who nover had a fiiend, wust have been
unwoithy of so great a blessmg @ yet 1 eame not to con-
degon yowr daducs, but podaim my nghts. Too well 1
know my poor deluded father considered you his friend—
how far you proved your fneudslup, 1 leave to your owu
conscience to answer.,

Grip. Hey! phat! vhat ae you saying?

Hovy, ‘Ulis 1 say, S, when my fathes quitted his

NO.XV N Br. 1t VOL &V T
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native land, he deposited a sum of money in your hands.

Grip. How! your father deposit money i1 my hands !
ridiculous—you are a mad tellow—I’ll have you coufined
in a strait waistcoat immediately.

Henry. Your evasions are in vain, Sir; it is useless
to deny it. I have such proofs of the truth of my assai-
tions, that when produced will confound you, and place at
once what T affirm beyond a doubt. .

Grip. Pshaw——nonsense; I1ell yon, yon are frantic—
here, Harry, Dick, John, 'I'om, come hither, and secure
this bedlannte.

Henry. ., Will no words mave you to do me justioe?
Then farewell ceremouy—at once Ull strp the horrowed
mask of honesty from your face, and shew to the woild at
large, the lurking villam under it. 1 go, Sir, to return with
such unerring proofs, as will strike confusion to your guilty
soul. [Fait Heury.

Grip. (solus.) Ol the furious dragon! 1 am glad be is
gone—what can he mean by his unerring proofs ? 1t is true
his father confided money to 1y care, (but there was no
withess to the transaction) and shortly atter the old man
was hilled m battle 5 (starts, and exclaims with fear) Al'
no, no, he lives—

[Fater Major Wrirorp and Henry.]

Mujor N, Ycs, miscreant ; yes, the injured Welford
lives ! ‘Temble, you most accursed of men! Tremble to
hchold the man you have so deeply wronged, whom
fong smce you thought numbered with the dead.  Behiold !
Just Heaven has spared my life to detect your villainy un-
parallelled.  lave you forgotten when like a flattering
svcophant, you first whined yourself into my favor?
Though twenty yemrs since, it lives as freshly in 1y
memory,  as 1t were yesterday—’twas in the hour of
affliction you sought my dwelling with a proffered shew of
friendship, teigned butto deceive. At that dread moment,
my dear lamented wife lay an extended corse before these
swoln cyes ; agonizing tcars were quickly flowing, as tri-
butes to Ler revered memory—when an order from my
commander arrived, which forced me immediately to quit
her honored shade, and join my regiment, already march-
g to a foreign country—"twas then you serpent-like de-
ceived me.  You witnessed how my heart was wrung with
grict—saw the wild distraction of my soul, and sought to
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assuage my misery by unnumbered vows of eternal friend-
ship. Alas! I believed you true, for who at such an
hour could deceive his friend? to you I consigned all my
property in England, to you entrusted the burial of my
loved Constance, to your care left my infant boy. Oh
these tears will force their way !

Henry. Nay, dear Sir, do not wound your mind by
retrospection.

Major W. These tears, dcar Henry, flow for the de-
parted suint your mother. T'ime can ne’er erase her vir-
tues from my mind. But for this demwon in the shape of
man, 1 view him with increasing horror : has he not be-
trayed his trust? in every way deccived his friend ?

Grip. | do intreat you will hear me.

Major W. No words can palliate crimes like yours,
Did you not, when the intelligence arrived that 1 was slain
in battle, turn forth my helpless boy 1o the mercy of the
world? At once you barred your unfriendly doors against
my child, and, bat for the humanity of straugers, my son
had beena waundering vagrant, whilst you possessed an
ample fortune, destined to protect him,

Grip.  Oh! spare, spare, spare, me.

Muajor W. No, detested wretch! since you have
shewn no mcrcy, expect none from me. You have fraudu-
lently applied my property to your own uses, and the law
shall rewad you for your villainy.

Grip. (Kneeling down) Oh! hear me, hear me! by

our formner friendship 1 conjure you do not expose me to
the law,
Major W. Do you, who have so profaned the sacred
ties, ({are urge our former friendshi{. even now, while
crimes are bending you to carth?  You, whose guilty
mind adores no god but gold? whose unfeeling heart ne'er
felt the power of sympathy, to melt its sordid compound
into pity? There is not a fiend on earth half so hateful
as he who bears, and duserves, the name of miser. O
man, man, 'tis for gold, for paltry gold, you cherish a
lurking devil in your breast, to blast your memory and
soul for ever.

Grip. Pardon, pardon me. 1 will restore the money
T received. Dosnot expose me to the world, and I will
doany thing you would have me.
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Henry. Let me intreat for him, Sir.  On my soul I for-
give the injuries he has done me. He has a fair and lovely
daughter, whose pure unsullied virtues shine so bright,
they eclipse her father’s crimes.

Grip. 1 will consent to your son’s union with my daugh-
ter—restore the money—do any thing you please—only
do not expose me to the law.

Major W. Since you, my brave, my noble, injured boy,
forgive your enemy, and enticat my pardon for biw, |
should act unjustly to refuse the hoon you ask—he is for-
given—rise. Would that at the throne of mercy, where
most you'll need a pardon, you may obtain it as frecly as |
now pardon you !

Grip. This way—this way, and I will refund the mo-
ney.

Major 17. Lead the way, we will follow.

Grip. Must I part with my gold, my dear gold, the so-
lace and comfort of my life? Come then death ; for with-
out my gold, this life is but a curse. (aside.) [Eair.

Major . Heury, my valiant soldier, come to my arms
again. Once maie icceive a father’s blessing. T'his happy
meeting fully compensates for my former misery. 1 have
escaped from an encmy's gloomy dungeon, to pass the
close of fleeting life in happiness. No more shall 1 sigh
for a knowledge of my boy, for now 1 bebold him bloom-
ing in manhood, and cunobled by the purest sentiments ot
the heart.

Henry. My study, Sir, shall ever be to deserve your
good opmion.  But you forget my charmning Ellen. I am
anxious (o lutroduce you. I know the sight of her will
inspire you with sentiments equally noble. But one thing
I must request, that her father’s crimes may remain untold ;
for were they known to her, it wonld inflict a wound in u
gentle breast, where virtue only dwells.

Muyjor . Henry, in your happiness is centered mine.
You may command me as you please. l.ead the way—I
am indeed anxious to behold the mistress of your heart.

Henry. 'This way, Sir, and 1 will present you to her.

[ Exeunt.
gEnter PETER and BErTHA.]

Bertha. Peter, Peter, how can you teaze a body so—
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you know 1 caunot bear to be teazed in this manner—you
do.

Peter. Nor can [ bear suspense. You have told me
that you will marry me, and now I shall not be able to
rest tll you have told me when.

Bertaa. What a man you are, Peter, you can think of
uothing bat being married.

Peter. Can 1 think of any thing more agreeable ?

Bertha. 1 know what is considercd far more agreeable
by many people—Dbeing drowned.

Peter. Nay, now you are jesting, Bertha. Nothing can
be hulf so delightful as matrimony.  Dues it not afford a
sung house, a pleasant fire-side, a sincere friend to sooth
us 1 affliction, besides which, a tribe of little cherubs,
whose innocent prattle dispels dull care, and casts a beam
of cheerfulness around the dwelling.

Bertha. So you have pictured matrimony.  Now listen
to me. What think you of cross squalling brats, a smoky
housc, and a scolding wife ? then your little cherubs
would be reversed to little devils, your sweet soothing
friend to the queen of all termagauts; and as for your
beam of cheerfulness around the dwciling, mercy on me,
no body would Le able to get a glimpse of it for simoke.

Peter. Bertha, how can vou treat me so cruelly ' You
know that can never be the case with us. You are
80 sweet tempered, and | am too foud of you ever to give
you cause to treat me unkindly—Now, good Bertha—pray
name the happy day—I prythee ease my mind, for in truth

love you most heartily,

Bertha. Well, well, 1 suppose T must believe you.

Peter. Charming creature !

Bertha. To silence your entreaties, | must tell you

Peter. What?

Bertha. "I'hatto-morrow morning, when the clock strikes
ten—-

Peter. Aye!

Bertha. A certain person, who shall be nameless, will
be ready dressed in white from top to toe, and looking
out of the window for the approach of her bridegroom.

Peter. 'Then 1 will take special care that the bride-
groom shall be in readiness to obey her will and pleasure.

Bertha. Are you satistied viow, Peter ?
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Peter. Why not exactly, Bertha; but in twenty-four
hows 1 shall be perfectly so—till then, time will move as
heavily as an over-laden cart horse—but to-morrow will
make amends for all—Yes, yes, to-morrow will be a day
of pleasure.

SCENE 1I. Aunother Apartmicnt at Barebone Hall.

EvLeN sitting alone.

Ah me! what a hard fate is mine. A cruel father re-
jects my Henry, only because he’s poor—unheeding how
rich he is in virtue.  If I consent to marry him, | incur a
parent’s hatred for ever. Despair assails iy heart, and I
am truly miserable.

[Enter HENRY ]

Henry. Dearest Ellen!

Ellen. Oh lienry, how came you hither ¢ my father is
within and we shall be discovered. .

Henry. Fear not, Fllen. Things are greatly changed
since last we met. Fortune now smiles upon our wishes.
Know 1 possess your father’s consent to our union and we
shall be truly happy.

Ellen. Astonishment! can it be? does he releat?

Henry. He does. Prepare yourself for more wonders
still. My father, Major W cliford, whom report said was
killed in battle, returns to be a happy witness of our union.
The story of his misfortunes, how he fell into the hands of
the enemy, and was sold to slavery, and afterwards lingered
in a foreign dungeon, till he escaped to mahe us blessed,
shall be related to you hereafter. At present our happi-
ness admits of no alloy by the repetition of a melancholy
tale. "Tis now twenty vears since he left his native country.
You know he was your father’s fricnd, and to his inter-
ference we owe our present bliss.  Aud now, my dearest
Ellen, 1 may freely cull you mine. Yes, no obstacle re-
mains to interrupt ow happiness. Togethcr let us repair
to Hymen’s sacred altar, there waits the rosy god of love
to strew our path through life with never-fading flowers.

[ Ereunt.

SCENE L., Another apartment at Barebone Ilall.

Enter M1ss SOMERVILLE. i
Ah me! what a solitary being am I. Notwithstanding
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all the bustle I have made, I am left to mope over my.
own reflections at last. There’s Ellen, her lover, and the
two fathers closely closeted in oue room, while Sir Felix
and the Colonel are in another, [ suppose holding a lecture
on the merits of constancy. Here am 1, poor discarded I,
quite alone: what can 1 do to amuse myself ! Books, |
have none ; if I were inclined to rear, it must be my own
thoughts. Ah there stands my friend Ellen’s harp. Tl
c’en try if it be in tune. "T’hey say music is the food of
love, and—(she hesitates, then proceeds) Colonel Belmont
is—very handsome—Love, did I say—ah that love 1 a
most tyrannous invader—very handsome indeed—but then
if he’s unprincipled—1 hope he is not- —for he is certainly a
very charming man—1 have often said I could defy the power
of love, yet in the present case [ hardly know what to say
about it, for—(seats herself at the harp und sings. When she
has finished her song, she rises and beholds Sin Fevix at
her elbow who has entered unperceived, starts.) Lud, lud,
Sir Felix, is it you? I thought it had been an evil spirit.

Sir F. Then you thought wrong, my lady Sensitive.
This is not the hour for such guests to be abroad.

Miss 8. You are not in the right, my wise Sir Felix,
if you suppose evil spirits are confiucd to nocturnal wander-
ings. Too often they take refuge in the human breast und
walk boldly forth in open day. Many a gaudy fluttering
sycophant cherishes an evil spirit in lus heart.  But talk-
ing of evil spirits, Sir, pray where is the colonel, is he

one ?

Sir F. Colonel Belmont, do you mean ?

Miss S. Yes, Sir, your amiable friend Colonel Belmont
—that undeviating example of constancy.

Sir F. Why! where should he be?

Miss S. In a desert island.

Sir F. Why in a desert island, 1 pray you

Miss S. Then he could no longer decerve poor women.
There he might deceive himself as often as he pleased, by
wooing his own sweet shadow in a clear running stream.

Sir F. Pshaw—ridiculous—poor women—poor wo-
men, as you call them, are by fur more likely to deceive
him. A truce to your flippancy, it displeases me, you
rail against my #riend without a cause.

Miss S. Without a cause! () paticuce, protect me—
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can you assert that T have no cause to rail against this
fickle man? Does he not muke love to every woman .o
meets?  Did 1 not witness his protestations even to my
friend Ellen?

Sir F. Not till yru had driven him from you, madam.

Miss 8. Can | forget his conduct at the musquerade ?

Sir F. Nonsense, nonsense, silly #i1l, do learn to know
the world better. If you did obuerve bhind whisper o 4 iady’s
ear, squceze her softly hy the band, or even Leg a claste
salute, what of that? he’s none the woise for vhat.  Such
things are thought nothing of in fashic nable life.  You are
a mere novice n thesc affaiis.  You thwk because a man
acknowledges a passion for vor. he must prove himsclf a
beas to all tl:e rest of your sex.

Miss 8. Not so, Sir :—of this 1 am certain, he who
avows a passion for all wome alike, iu reality can love
none.

Sir F. That is your opinirn, is it—t ow hear mine. 1
think it both plausible and very possible, that a man may
be in love with fifty women at a time ; only | would not
advise him to confess it, were they all present, ftor then I
would not answer for his life, any more than 1 would for
the garments of the enraged objects of his pas: @. But
for the colonel, you are guite mistaken in his character.
His disposition 1s by no means so fickle as y a imagine.

Miss S. Mew’s actions best bespeak their patures, Sir.
And those I ha e noted in the coloncl do - i please me.

Sir F. Liark ve, Plato in petucoats, and 1 will tell
you a secret which shall explain -vhy the colonel pursues
every wolinan ue iects.

Miss 8. Pray spare yourself the trouble, Sir, I know it
is his passion for variety.

Sir F. No such thmg, it is his poverty. The fact is,
the colonel in an unlucky moment forfeited the whole of
his foitune to a herd of fine-dressed villains, who sur-
rounded and robbed him at the gaming table. His own
generous heart, ever above suspicion, blinded him to the
deception of their villainy, till it was too late to recover
himself, T his is indeed the truth, and now like an mdus-
trious bee in a gyrden, he wanders from flower to flower,
till he can find out a beautiful blossom from which he may
extract a sufficient harvest of sweets to last him the. re-
mainder of his life.
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Miss 3. Au. to keep up the simile of the bee, Sit
Felix, T beg leave to adid hat in return for those denired
sweets, he would lndse eru 'tv's poignant sting in the
heart of the fab flower which had enriclied his stoves, then
leave 1t 10 dromp and dve, from the nugrateful wound he
had mfircted

Nir #. Gil, girl. vexatious girl ! vou misconstrue every
thing I say.  Zounds! vou'll pnt me 1to such a passion
presently, Tshall do yow a micchief. Dont T tell vou,
the Colonel 18 a man of honor—am 1 not 1o be crediid,
Madam ? You would aimose mene e swear, your motins
had played your fathier tal e, aud thot vou sprang from a
tribe of unbelievers. 1 say this, Madam, and will main-
tain it, a reformed rake, with a good heart, makes the
best of husbands, and that the Colonel, fiom his expe-
rience of the world, without a single sixpence, is more
worthy any reasonable woman’s love, than bhalf vour fine
flashy coxcombs, in the full possession of an over-grown
fortune.  But I do but uifle in talaing to you.  As for
your opinion of the Colonel, it is of no consequence at all.
He intends to quit this place tmmediately, and yvou wil]
be no longer troubled with the sight of him.

Mes 50 Indeed, Sir! s the Colonel really going 1u
leave us, i F iy ?

Sir st Yo ke s really going to leave ws. I don’t
Kaow i€ he 15 noc goue already.

Mes: S, (wath a mesture of surprise and concern) Iu-
deed! tthick, Sir Jelis, 1w are only jesting with me.
sure be  +ld not go without saying farewell, would he -

&ir . Your vantty is beyond bearing, Madam. Yon
flatter yourself too much. Do you think the Colonel
viould be fool enough to take leave of you—for what, for-
sooth, to be turned into ridicule. No, no, you will never
sce him here agaia, depend upon it.

Miss S. Never, Sir Felix ? Why then I must con-
fess to you, I am sorry for his misfortunes, and werc
he here, I do thiuk 1 could find it in my heart to pity in
a iittle.

Sir F.  Ah, your pity comes too late. Fis like a re-
.prieve after a man’s hanged (looling out). Ah, I see the
Colonel crossing the court-yurd. He is now setting off.
Look there, Madam, there goes his baggage. 1In a mu
ment he will be gone for ever.
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Miss S. (still wmore concerned) So he does indeed.
Then will I follow, and offer sume reparation for the
tricks I have put upon him. 1 caunot suffer him to de-
part with such an unfavorable opinion of me. No, no, 1
now think it might have been as you say, Sir Felix, that
his necessities alone have induced him to act the general
lover’s part. 1f so, 1 was to blame to decide against him
on such slender proofs of his incontinence. Atall events,
T’ll follow, and explain myself. [ Euit.

Sir F. Ha! ha! ha! caught at last! The bird is
fairly limed. This device between me and the Colounel,
has brought her to acknowledge her passion for him.
However, I can see it plain enough in her conduct. "The
moment 1 began to talk of his departure, she began to
chaunge her tone. I have ever found this maxim adopted
among women, to retreat when pursued-—but directly
the pursuers retreat, then the fair creatures return of their
own accords and follow them, and are caught in a mo-
ment when least expected. Now, if the Colonel does
but play his part well, he’ll briug her to a confession of
her love in a trice. Then hey for a wedding! But I must
follow and see what further use I can be of to the Colonel.
Yes, yes, I must watch for my cue, for I have not yet quite
played my part in their comedy. [ Exit.

SCENE 1V. The outside of Barebove Hall. A
Gothic building, overgrown wilh vines, honeysuckles.
Jessamin, &c.

[Enter CoLoNEL BELMONT from the house followed
by PeTER carrying a trunk om his shoulder, und a
portmanteaw in his hands. LAURA follows them on
tip-toe, and listens to the CoLoNEL’s directions to
PeTER.]

Col. B. See that every thing is ready for my depar-
ture instantly.  Delay not a moment. In a few short mi-
nutes, 1 must bid adieu to this enchanting spot for ever.

Peter. All shall be ready in the crack of a whip, Sir.
The horses are already harnessed. 1 have only to stow
the luggage, and will be with you immediately. [ Erit.

Miss 8. Sir Felix told me true. The Colonel 1s in-
deed about to leave this place. (aside.) .
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‘ol. B. As I suspected, Laura follows me—Now to
attract her observation (aside). Yes, yes, [ must leave
this charining retreat, this rural paradise, where breathes
the sweet angelic Laura. Ol that it had been my good
fortune to have proved as favoiable in her eves, as she is
truly fascinating in mine !

Miss §.  Ilow hiave I deceived myself! (aside.)

Col. B. I know she considers e false and hypocni-
tical. Nothing can persuade her to the contrary. ‘Lhere-
fore, I leave this place, though I can never hope that
absence will heal the wound she has inflicted on my
heart !

Miss 8. Tlow fervently he loves me ! (aside.)

Col. B. Still I shail prove the disinterestedness of my
passion. And when she learns that I died for the love of
her, then will she be convinced of my sincerity, and
pity me.

Miss 8. Generous man! how kind he is !

Col/. B. How blest were [-——could I only receive one
kind parting glance from her. DBut 1 will not obtrude
myself iuto her presence—No, no, I must ever cherish
the fatal passion, which has destroyed my happiocss —tis
a dear, though destructive feeling, never to be banished
from my doating heart.

Miss S. How could I slight so deserving aman! Ob,
my heart!

Col. B.. Ah, I see Peter is prepared for my depar-
ture, Now then Pll tear myself from all my soul holds
dear on earth. (guing.)

Miss 8. Ah, he is going, and does not perceive me.
How shall I accost him? I cannot let him depart thus!
(exalts her wvoice, but in @ tremulous tone) Colonel '—
(the Colonel not observing her, she speaks still louder)
Col. Belmont—

‘ol. B. (turning round, affects surprise) Madam! Ah,
is it you, Miss Somerville? Do you call me back again!
How willingly I obey the summons.

Miss S. Are you going to leave us, Colonel ?

Col. B. Itis with reluctance that I shall say, farewell!
—but 1 must quit this place for ever!

Miss S. " For ever, Sir!

Jol. B. Yes, for ever!
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Miss S.  Sir, I am apprehensive, that when distance
shall divide us, and reflection intervenes, you will think
very unkindly of me?

Col. B. How changed she is! (asidey Madam,
your perfections alone will live in my memory.

Miss S.  Ah, Colonel, would yon flatter me i—You,
surely, can speak the langnage of vour heart.

Cul. B. By heaven’s purity, 1 swear, I think none so
vul)rthy, so nobly good, so truly vittuous, as your peerless
self.

Miss S. Heigho ! how charming he appears ! (aside )

Col. B. (ncels, ond takes fier hand)  Furest ange]!
Pity an adoring lover ! ‘L, o my knce, | entreat you
to embark with me on life’s wio. ocean. Hymen's pro-
tecting hand will steer us over the uniuffled rurface, wlilst
love aud friendship unite 10 vuturl the spreading sails, and
zephyrs wanton in the breeze, to walt ws to  that
wish’d-for haven, where bliss unboueded ever reigns.

[Enter Sir Frvix, slyly behind, and unnotr. »d by both,

till he comes quite close 1o them.]

Miss 8. Ah, Sir Felix here! (she turns aside cons
Fused).

Col. B. {(who rises) Provoking, to be disturbed at such
a critical momeut.

Sir F. Ah, ab, at your devotionus, Colonel-—breathing
soft vows to the mistress of your heart, hey! Well, well,
don’t let nue interrupt your happiness—rather let me he
the means of bestowing 1t. Come, come, my Lady Gadfly,
I see you are caught—give me your hand, and you, Co-
louel, your's—and thus in a moment, 1'll ratify what your
delicacy would not have sanctioned these two hours,
What's the use of humming and having, and a pack of
nonsense ? 1 know you love each other, and without fur-
ther ceremony, I thus unite your hands for ever. And
to make amends for the Colonel’s misfortunes, 1 will make
him a trifling present of £.10,000. on the day of his mar-
riage, out of pure fricudship for his worthy father.

[Fnter Major WeLForD, ELLEN, and HENRY.]

Ellen. Ah, my dear Laura, allow me to introduce to
you, Major Welford, father to my Henry (the Major
bows, she curtsies.)

Sir F. And, my father, that is to l&, you may add at
the same time.
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Ellen. Sir Felix, I believe the Major is not unknown
to vou?

Sir . You believe rightly. The major is an old
friend, and I am mosthappy to find him a partaker of this
senaal joy.  Give me your hand, Major. 1 have heard
the story of your miseries, and siucerely pity your misfor-
tunes.

Major V. Sir Felix, the welcome greetings of friends
like you, will pluck the sting of sorrow fromn my breast,
and restore my wounded mind to pleasure.

Sir F. Mujor, it shall be our study to vie with each
other in contributing to your bappiness.

Major iV, Sir Felix, you do me honor. I am most
gratetul for your hinduess.

Sir F. | only do justice to your merits. That yon
may be ever happy is my most fervent wish, also your va-
liant son, unt forgetting Madam Ellen there, whose smirk-
ing face bespeaks how merrily her heart dances to the
wne of matiimony.  This is indeed a joyful meeting, amd
it would he difficult to tell which has the most reason to
be pleased on this occasion, the lovers, or their mistresses

-but bless me, Ellen, where is your futher—methinks, he
should be present at this happy juncture?

Lllen. My poor father is mdisposed, and retired to his
chamber ; but I trust, he will soon recover, and be able to
join his friends again.

Cal. B. Sir, your generosity overpowers me. I can-
not express how much I am bound to you.

Sir F. 1 know how much T am bound to you. It is
by the strongest ties of fricndship—a friendship transferred
from father to son. When your father and I were school-
fellows, we were always the best friends imaginable, and
often took delight in breaking each other’s beads for bitten
apples, or some such trifles. It was the custom in those
furmal days never to meet an old friend with a new face,
and 1 am tov fond of ancient customs to adopt any new
systero of conduct, which time or fashion may have since
introduced.

Henry. ’Tis well known, Sir Felix, that in every age
vou have proved yourself the fricud of mankind.

Sir F. Aye, and woman-kind too—dear, enchanting,
lovely woman!—but no_conipliments, I beg—1 won't be
flattered—no, ne, no, 1 don't like flattery.
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Miss S. If truth can be called flattery, Sir, then in-
deed are you most flattered.

Sir F. Ah, Laura, you are a coaxing, wheedling, jade.
You always knew how to manage me. But hark’ee, girl,
You are now going to be married, 1 will give you my ad-
vice. Before you go to church, just con over the lesson
of matrimony, once or twice, so that you may be quite per-
fect in the art of obeying. You understand me—when a
woman takes a partuer for life, she must expect to give up
the reins of government for ever after to her husband.

Miss 8. Believe me, Sir Felix, 1 know the duties of
a wife. With pleasure, I’ll hend to a husband’s will, and
ever pursue the best method to secure his love.

Cot. B. Admirable woman, what earthly bliss can
exceed your love!

Sir F. Come, come, no more billing and cooing, I
desire : make way for other people’s happiness as well as
your own. Your friend, Lllen, is going to be marricd as
well as yourself; and, I plainly perceive, T shall be twice
a godfather in one year. Ah, who comes here !

Miss 8. ’Tis my man, Peter.

Miss §. With my maid, I declare—

Sir F. Why, Peter, are you courageous enough to take
a wife in these times ¢

Peter. Yes, Sir—1 thought 1 couldu’t do wrong in
aping my betters,

Miss S. What say you, Bertha ?

Bertha. 1 know my duty is to follow the steps of my
lady.

Sir F. Well replied, girl. I observe you have chosen
a beaten track to journey on, that you may not lose your
way on the road. But who comesnow ! Why, as 1 live
’tis the Irishman! and he has got a woman dangling on his
arm, I see.

E#en. Ah, Trusty, with Mr. Dermot O“Thunder-
smack !

Trusty. Yes, Ma’am, I am come to give you warn-
ing, for I am engaged to go to Irelund. ]

Dermot. Aye, so ycu are, darling, sure enough! if
you don’t brehk your neck by the way.

Ellen. How is this, Trusty, what do you mean ?

Trusty. Oh, I'm going to be marricd, Ma’amn—that’s
all,
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Dermot. Yes, by my soul, sheis, and to the most
loving of all loving husbands. »

Sir F. Yes, yes, 1 know, Mr. Dermot, you are from
a country where every man is a wholesale dealer in love!
Oh love, love—though 1 am now old and out of date, I
think, I feel a certain twinge of the passion. What say
you, Major, will you join me in looking out for a chubby
little wife? Don’t you think it’s a great pity, that you
and 1 should remain single, whilst the rest are all going to
be marned !

Muajor W. Why, in truth, Sir Felix, [ think, ’tis ra-
ther too late in the day for us to think of marrying again.
We had Letter be contented to receive that pleasure at se-
cond hand from those who are so dear to us, and much
better able to pursue the duties of matrimony.

Sir F. 'To pursue its duties ! Zounds, man! I never
was more able to pursue the duties of matrimony in my
life. I can laugh, joke, dance, and sing, with the mer-
riest young fellow in England.

FINALE.

Sir 1. When Cupid aims his poison’d dart,
*Tis folly to repine,
His flceting arrow strikes the heart,
Aud mortals must resign.

Chorus.
For love is a passion we cannot controul,
1t governs the heart, and enraptures the soul.
Miss 8. Withiu a rose in yonder bower,
There he lurks unseen by all,
Venus lends the boy her power,
Hearts, by millions, to enthral.
For love is a passion, &c.
Ellen. Sometimes he struts with silver bow,
Shooting, where he meets disdain,
And seeking bosoms free from woe,
Madly lodging there his pain.
For love is a passion, &c.
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Col. B. He, the flinty rocks can sever,
Which inclose the Stoic’s heart,
But to mortal guidance never
Trusts the chuﬁ
For love is a passion, &c.
Bertha ) 1f the little god appearing,
to }Aims his fearful dart at you,
Petcr.

Yor love 18 a passion, &c.

D¥rmot. Och, I bave seen this god of love,

That all mankind bewitches,
He flies about just like a dove,

his golden dart.

ACT IH.

When to your breast his arrow’s steeriug,
Pray then—tell me—How you do?

Without a waistcont, shirt, or breeches.

Tor love is a passion, &e.



REMARKS ON
HE MUST BE MARRIED.

WE have omitted the songs in #lifs piece, for which
offence we humbly ask the author’s pardon, and trust to
the indulgence of our, venders, It 1s a rule with good
lawyers, und other men of the world, never to assign any
reason for what they do, and perhaps it may, in some
cases, be judiciously adopted by critics. merits of
the composition mﬂ’ speak for themselves, the faults
1t would be ridiculous to expect us to point out: and as
to the songs, we hope that the observation which once was
apphed by au old fricud of ours to a ‘person smging &
very long song, and who happened not to recollect the
last verse, will not be used in tia It reat pity,
said the critic, that you did n out all the rest.

Althaugh there are several comic situations in this
pexform we doubt if the author’s talent is diama-
tic. It ikm composition that shows an eye accustomed
1o the strathgems of the theatre more than a mind whith

iminates those turns of thought wifich produce phi-
shegnomical action. It would act much better then it
reads, but even for the stage the dislogue would require to
be pruned, and the occasional metaphors moderated and
corrected. -

We understand that it was offered t0 Drwry Lane
Theatre, and the histelty 0¥ the trandaction, as related to
us, is one of the ost extraordinary instances of manas
gerial ingolence; that we have ever heard of, md we can
assare the public, that since the commencement of our

NO.XY. N.B~.Th VOLIV. U
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labors, we have not been allowed to remain in ignorance
of the trichs to which both the authors and the pubhc
submit. We are, however, obliged to Mr. Grant elias
Raymond, tor a very good puft in the Harlequin Hoax,
got up between him and Mr. Ainold, and we will spare
them both as much as possible,
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THE FAIR CRUSADER.

ACT 1.
SCENE I. A4 Groito or Cave between two Rocks,

Enter Diezzar and Mesrovur.
N{ezm Stop, Mesrour, we should be near the
esrour. Yes, great piince! this 1s the cave of m
Shall 1 summon the sorceress to attend you? or will my

gracious lord be pleased to enter? .
I?zmr. Let 'ltel come forth, I care not to encounter
the horrors of her daik abode.
{Bater Urin.]
Ulin. Behold me hete, Djezzar! The meancst shave
who bends at thy approach, not more to thy wish
than Ula,

Djezzar. Powerful Ulin' Thou who divinest the
inmost thoughts of man—behold, I come, a suppliari§'te
implore thine ad.

} Ilm Say on! What would ye have? 'Command me !
Djezzar. 1 have a son—-—cqulsqp but ridipe of him—
(hesitating).

Ulin. What is his faule? b v’?j

.Muwur (amle) He is virtious.

¢ 18 the bagrier twixt me and honot. He
Qapol his

;Q ued the favor of Saladine;
m arms, ecli once uarivalled prowess.
Uln. Lasten, My.lpelh are potent, and for

thee I swear to exert theu- utnmt mﬂuence Yet, pmm!

thete  a higher power thet dhecks
and has set hnuupl: our art, mi&oranils :t,?o
am deeply skilled in the poisonod¥

B 1

ouf;medlﬁ:ol:l ﬁ::.ifwm&u%
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send your votaries back to curse the honr they broke the
Jaws of Alla, by seeking one that had not power to help
them? Canst thou not foretell the fate of Mahmound
Ulin. Prince, I cannot.
Djez. How!
Ulin. But 1 will raise spirits from the abyss of darkness,
:‘hho shall answer thee, if thou hast courage to question
em.
Djez. Command them hither—Djezzar knows not fear.
lin performs her incantations, and a spirit rises.)
lin. It comes—speak quickly, it shall answer ye.
Djez. Now then to Iift the veil that shrouds the fate of
Palestive.  Say, shall Saladine’s arms be victorious?
Shall he subdue the Clustian ?
Spirit. Britain’s star tnumphant rides,
On the spangled zone of heaven ;
To bear the palm from Palestine,
'To hey warlike prince ’tis given.—(disappears.)
.ll}jcz. Eternal cuises blast thee! Where is it fled ?
{

'

in. Peace.—(second spirit riges.)

Djez. Ndw, say the fate of Ah Mahmound. How
long shall I listen to the endless praises of a son [ hate ?
Shall he never be conquered ?

2nd Spurit. Q'er the bosom of the deep,

1 see a gallant vessel sweep ;
Qu its deck in quaint disguise,
* Al Mahmound’s conqueror hes.—(disap.)

Djez. Thanks, gentle spiri.  1s it gone too ?

Ulin. Another yet.—(fhird spirit rises.)

Djez, My daughters, what of thern?  Mahomet knows
they are doubly dear to me.  Shall they hive to * me ¢

8rd Spirit. Fate decrees that both shall be  +*

) Borbe away in willing bands, b
Far from Palestine and thee,

- Into distant Christian lands.~(disap.) '

Dyér. Detested pugurer, would thou wert mortal, that

Tm chgke thee with the abhorred Lie!

Ukin. ]gfemr.
Dyez, Nay speak not, hg‘.cmnw, thow ¢otnpound of
age wnd uglnessy witch, so¥ceress ; may pestilence stop
thy venomed breath. Oh, I could curse thee, and thy
spells for ever.
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Ulin. Furewell, prince—and when ye need my aid nznin,

ye'll seek me. “5 it
Mes, My lord, the shades of evening are descending.
Djez. Away, away, then. [Fxeunt.

SCENE 11. The Sea Shore,

Enter Sir Hueu npe Cuirrorn, Sir WiLriam MonT-
rorT, GROFrry, OswarLp, and MaTiLpa w boy's
clothes,

Sir W. Cheer, Edwin, we are safely landed at last,

Matil. Ah! but on an inhospitable shore, 1 fcar.

Sir Iugh. Yes, truly, fur I see no vestige of a human
being. By St. Peter, I believe we have escaped shipwreck
only to die by faminc.

Geoff. Oswald, look yonder, I thiuk I discern a light.

Osmald. The distance deceives me or ’tis one.

Sir W. By St. Paul you are right, Geoffiy. Come,
Ldwin, let’s direct our steps that way.

Matil. Seek your own safety, my friend, nor waste
yOur caies ou me. w

Song by MaTiLDA.
Amid these rochs, whose hollow dells
Shall echo my last sigh,
Weary, dispirited, and sad,
'll lay me down and die.

L

Sir IHugh. Come, come, this weakness ill suits the
enterprize you have cibarked in. Sure you never es-
pect to be a hero. How will you charge the Suaccn, if
thus y rink from toil ?

Sir W Forbear, Sir Knight; consider Edwiu’s youth
&agee, he is almost fainting with futigue.

Sir Hugh. 'True, we have clunbed a rocky shore
indeed—give me your arm, Edwin, lean ou me, I'll sup-
pert you ouwayd, [Exit the Kn 'Fbt and Magil.

Geoff. Oswald, what think ye of thjg? I cab’t but
laugh to see her trying to hide her form uhder that pretty
plaid~—faith &ho is a dglicate cregture,

Oswald. Geoffty, take, # ffieud's advice, and think np
more of ber.

Geoff. Of whom ¢

¢
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: Oswald. Of our Faix Crusader, o be: nurwu may be

,daﬁgm wycm know.
‘ humthemnmgnfllldmlogw
Oswa d, That you dee in love. " .
Ha, ha—how long have you suspected tlm 4
Omald Ever siuce you suspected Bdwim's gex.-
. Gagﬁl What 2, gouing thou hast! What 'pczmlclfatlonf
am m love.
Oswald. I knew it.
* Geoff. The object of my love ls, I fear, unattnnoﬂe
Oswald. 1 am sure of it.
Genf So much the worse for you.
wald, How?
ea_ﬁ' Bécause I am in love with a good supper
Omald I follow my master.
Geoff. And L mine, for fear he gets any thing ‘that 1 have
not my share of—by my good will he shall vot., § Exenns.

SCENE IIL.  In the Castle of chzwr.

- Lady MarGARET and JANET.
fé\( Mar. Janet, have you enquiréd who is that
gracefl stranger that is arrived.

Jan. 1 bad no veed to-enquire, my lady, for every slave
was eager to announce his arrivai, atd very glad to per-
suade any one to listen to"them whﬂethey talked of the
happiness he would diffuse through this old cestle; for my
part, I can have no idea of pleasure heré ; and was I mis-
tress of the poorest hovel in Scotland, I’d not exchange it
for this uncodth heatherilsli place. ©

Lady Mar. What is'hie name ’

Jan. Ali Muhwound—] thivk’ that is it m;%dy ; but
they have such cratj hames. - ¢ '

. d_y Mar. Why comes he here? =
. . Oh, haiﬂhe‘ son . of })_]ezrm, butﬁé‘mﬂg@

; ~ {,‘qs. !;__ ah l' ah”, d'd« ? H
.h?zYu ingead, my y:naud 1 looke%ﬁﬁﬁtﬂﬂ
t SSRGS BN
wkady: MMW haddisome, Sinot?
(»Jw Yeu, if it were riot Yor.shose quecf »&‘mga, I do(’t
: Mﬁmwm o is face.""
v Lady Mar. Mustachios. -

,,,,,,
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Jan, Aye, that's what I menn, my lsdy; and thon be
smiles so kindly ou all he meets. 1've thought sune of
the slaves were stiff in the joiuts whon 1've seen them
bending to the old prince, but they're as supple as a glove
before Ali Mahmound-—what an outlandish name !

Lady Mar. Ah, Janet, why did I trust my eyes? why
did you tempt me to witness the procession to meet the
matchless torm of Ali Mahmound ? !

Jan. Gracious, my lady, sure you would not love a
Saracen !

Lady Mar. *Tis too late to retract now.

Jan. What will my lord say i

Lady Mar. He is yet exposed to the Saracens’ swords,
and may fall.

Jan. The virgin preserve him !~I mean your ladyship.

Lady Mur. Go and learn all you can of Ali Mahmound,
if he remaing long in the castle? usk all the questions you
can think of, and then 1eturn to we.

Jaon. Yes, my lady. [E1ir Janet.

Lady Mar. Go, and return quickly. Heavens, what
a chaos of hopes aud fears o'erwhelm my brmin-—1 dare
not trust reflection,

Song—Lady MARGARET.
Ah, who can '}:aiut the burning tcars,
"T'he heart-disiracting sighs,
"The anguish that full oft conceul’d
In womaw’s bosom lics;
Compell’d to own a sway where fond
Affection cannot bend, :
w And fate to rack ber tortur’d soul,
A hopeless passion sends.
Re-enter JANET.) ’
*Jam, Oh, my lady! my lady! he is here, his own dear
self-—come and look out at the outer court~make hasio-~
wut this window. Ob, there he is goue past;’ and you dever

llW.him. . ‘
Lady Mar. What, Ali Mahmound ? PR
Jan. Oh no, wmy lady, 'tis my lorl bimself, amiouy the
Christian prisoners, P o T
Lady Mar. My hustmod! Oh,oh, I fainte«Janetio
(faints.) . .,
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Jan. Ob desr, what shall 1 do®~My lady—Lady
Margaret—she revives.

Lady Mar. (Recoggring.) Janet.

Jan. My lady, let me support you to the window-—a
little air perhaps———-

Lady Mar. Oh, Janet, you bave murdcred me—I
caunot bear it~is be really here ?

Jan. What shall I say. (aside.) Yes, my Lady, but
be’s a prisoner, you know.

Lady Mar. T'rue, he knows pot that I am a prisones
too.

Jan. And then, I darc say he'll be put wto a dungeon,
if nothing worse befals him.

Lady Mar. But what of Ali Malimound?

Jan, Aye, there now, he gocs away agmn to-moriow
to the Saracens’ camp.

Lady Mar. Indeed! That’s fortunate—a. thought
eccurs Lo me. [ Exit Lady Mar.

Jan. Well, T thank mv stars 1 was not born a gieat
lady and forced to marry agumnst my will. Poor lady, she
is in Jove with this beathen. The Holy Virgin and St.
Peter Be my guard ! I am sorry for my lord for all that ;
but the men may thank themselves, ’tis their own sceking.

Song. JANET,

Bachelors who mean to wed,
Let wot riches lure ye
To take a maiden to your bride,
Who can't perhaps endure ye.
Parents too be wise in time,
Norslight this simple caution,
Titles may gild, but genuine worth ,
twaighs the nuptial portion. [Exu.
SCENE 1V, Phter DipzzaR, ALs MAiumoynn,

b

¢ameT, MEsrROUR, &c. %
Aii dak. Thus then I have your permission to dinpise
of my prisoners., '
%u. They are yours; do as you will,
' Mk, 1 istiame are tanacious of. their honor,
I wiidid have, thejn prisoners at large. Alla alone can
tell, but I may one day be in their pewer, and if they treat
me haishly, *us not from that they shall boast a precedent.



SCENE 1V. AN OPBRA. 205

Let us convince the Christians we can be just and
too. ! "

Djez. Let it be so. Mesrour, attend me.  { Erewne,

Achm. T think, my lord, hotwithstanding his réady se-
quiescence, your father disapproves of your arrangements.

Ali Mah. Achmet, my father has faults; Mahomet
pardon them !

[Enter a slave, and gives ManvouND a letter.]

Slave. This packet for your highness.

Ali Mah. From whorg does 1t come?

Slave. From a Christian lady, who is a captive here.

A& Mah. You have done your crrand, tefl the lady she
shall hear from me. (Jixit slure.) This is strange! Ach-
met, you are my friend.

Achm. Command me ; if the vecasion requires secrecy
or expedition, yon may tiust e, it there’s danger in it my
sword is at your service.

Ali Mah. 1 hnow it well ; but ‘tis your counscl in this
I want.

4ch. When Ali Mahmound condescends to ask advice
fiom one so mean—- .

Adli Mah. Nay, no flattery, but to the purport of this
affair. 'This, from a lady who implores my protection and
guidance to the Brnitish camp : she represents herself as
unfaiily tieated ; obliged to listeh to my father’s love, and
detumncd contrary to the late stipulated treaty of exvchange
betw een the British and Saracens ; and adds, if 1 serve her,
it must be privately, or Djezzar will counteract our mten-
tions.

Achm. Aye, this savours of intrigue~—a friend may be
useful, but the lady, she is doubtless -lovely, or Djezzar
would not have canstiained her to stay. These Christian
wonten are diyinely handsome, and bad the mad crusaders
but ths policy to send their women bere, they'd soon sub-

due 4s. >
Ll Mah. 1 bave not seen the lady ypt, baf surely -she
has a fair claim to my protection. .
A Christian youth s[é"bt;l;{o“"'m friowil § ;
iristian yol w you ¢
Mat. 1 sought my friends, the two ,E:lfnh kederhits,
aud weant nat o idtrude. .
At Mak. You do met,



296 THE FAdR CRUSADER. ACT &,

Mat. Heavens ! bow be rogards me ! (aside) With your
good leave 1]l pass.

Ali Mah. Nay, by Mohomet! gentls youth, we must
be better friends, . ’

Mat. My Lord!

44 Mah. T'll not constrain you ; but I knew not there
were any Christian prisoners here, till those who came
with me arrived.

Mat. 1am no prisoner ; but, by therights of hospitality,
a friend and gucst. N

Ali Mah. Would I could say those rights were never
violated here ! yow extreme youth has excited my interest,
’tis strange that oue o gentle should have jomed the Cru-
sade ! what cau have induced you to it?

Song, MATILDA.
A lonely wand'rer, alas! from
Caledonia’s heights,
Where ready love from all his clan
The bappy chicftam greets.

Once, o’erits cliffs I lov'd to rove,
With eager steps, and gay;

For then a parent’s, brother’s love,
With pleasure crown'd my day.

My brother sowght the boly wars,
My tender parent died,
Andleft me to a guardian’s care,

Who all my hopes destroy'd.

He sought to wed my youth to age,
1 scal'd his castle walls,

And fled to Palestive to seek
My brother, and my all.

Al Mah. Asd is your brother sull in Palestion { Te-
warrow 1 go to ke camp of Saladine, intrust me« with
hia name ; gyud, at the hazard of my life, I’ll seek % n
M mﬁ!ﬁ!ﬂ *w LAY 4 ey

Mat. Gevorows Baracen! he is colled Sir Rulph of

t ? M'uh' is w prisover in this castle,
'bﬁat. Bl itgin! “;];i brother ! and may I see himn ?
. % MakyYen, but now he expects me. Who warte?
weniera sinpe) Thavalave will conduct you to the saloon,
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Mat. A thousand, thousand, thanks. ~ {Bair.
| A‘h Muh. Achmet, did you ever behold sny thisg
ovely ? *

Azlmt. As what? ?

Ali Muh. As the divimty who just now left us.

Achm, 'The Loy who sang to you ?

Al Mah. No, the bught houri, who had stolen rtha}
foim fiom Paradise, to duzzle all my senses, tis her
wmean. -

Achm. A womau! I «ww none.

Al Mah. Oh mcoingible bhindness ! could you not dis-
cover, under that disgurve, a woman? cid not those* soft
notes wake a new setisation mn your bosom ¢

Achm  No, by Mahomet !

Al Mah. Cowe, let us tollow her to the saloon.

SCENE V.
Enter Digzzar and Musroun.

Djez. What said'st thou? five strangers seehing admis-
sion here ® y

Mes. Yes, dread prince; Christians from Britain : their
names, Sir William Montfort, and Sir TTugh de Clifford,
lmi?hts of the Cross; a youth, called Edwin Douglas,
and two esquites. ‘Thehr shup, bound to Jerusalem, was
driven on the adjacent rocks, and they solicit u passport to
the Chuistian camp.

Djez. Mahomet favors me yet: Mesrour, I was never
overcome in battle but once, and that was by a Briton, and
when I forget the disgrace, or forbear to wreak :'Jﬁttred
on them, may furtes tear my soul to atorps! and how 1
have thein m my power, Ul glut we with revenge.

' [Biter MaTiLpa and the Stave] ¢+

Mes.' Here comes the young Christian that T nawed,
m¥ Lord. woo
jew. Fla! art thou a Christian? ¢ T ke
at. Yes, great Ny, -

Djez. Come pearer. So—uhat dost "tremble fordis
itat u foretaste of the torments § ekt to Kesp 4po Sise?
Mut. Me! 5 BT

Djez. Aye ; sre yoti not a Christiax? Ménh
thou not invent unheard of torturés, to fuck thodé



208 THE FABR CRUSADER. AGT 1,

that have sought my walls, right welcome-guests. How
will | feast my eyes to see them writhe with agouy beneath
my fury! their cries shall greet my wers with sounds,
sweuter thin poets Sign of mmstrelsy s Hleaven. Hea,
miscreant: hneel, ana supplicate for mercy. Kneel, that
I may deny you, that | may spurn you from me.

Mat. Oh Heaven !

Djez. What, you droop ? Britons are not then invincible ?

Mat. (to Mesrour) Oh! will oot you have pity on me ¢

Dyez. Strike bim, Mesrour,, Ha! do you hesitate to
obey me ?

Mes. My graciaus Lord, do pot add imsult to injustice.

Djez. Audacious slave, I will, and who shall thwart me ?

( Stiskes Matiida, she shricks.)
[Eater S1® WiLrtiam MoNTFORT.]

Sir W. That will I do, but repeat that blow, and,
by St. Paul, proud Saracen, spite of your myrm-
dons, I'll cut ye a head shorter. F‘.dwm, look up! here,
slave, some water quickly.—~See what ye have done,
monstet. 4

Djez. Oh! I am choked with rage. Where are my
slaves} Who waits ? seize these wietches; let them be
racked, tortured, damned.

[Euter ALt ManmounNn, ACHMET, and SrLavEs.]

Ali Mah. What is all this? Whence this confusion ¢

Djez. Slaves, seize those Christians, and convey them
to a dungeon, where the light of Heaven never penetrates,
Prepare the rack, dispatch.

3& Mah. Hold! What bave they dome? they are none

of my prisonerss. .
1‘3&. No, Maltmound, they ase wmine ; at my disposal.
Slaves, drag them hence. :
Als Mah. Stail off ; nay, by our holy plophet, Christ-
I'will wot se¢ you injured. . .
jed. Had am'l braved thus epenly ? :
$ Mah. Notno: wifer me to convince you, my lord,

” :‘8 prince!

. X Mclro:ﬁl attentd me. (aside) A thought occurs

W{Enm Djexzar und Mesrour.

mMaM (To, Sir William) Chnstian, you mwy re-
the youth remain. ‘

»
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&r Will. Sir, we part not—1| wear.a sWord R

Mat. Oh! for pity’s sake. g

A6 Mah. Christian, if we meet on the embattlet! field,
I am your foey dere, Ali Mahmoundis your host—a-yo&'
companion is at liberty to retire.

Sur Will, Prince, I wronged you. '

Ali Mah. No more. Slave, let those Chmtmnsx be~
treated hospitably. [Exeunt Christians and blam&
Achmet; did you mark her ?

Achm. Aye, but fearymy prince, you are doomed to
love under adverse circumstances, for { marked that fiery
Chmuan gazing on thee with something llke a Jealous o~
ver’s eye.

" Ali Mah. Nay, prithee, do not torture me with doubts;
bid me, Achmet, dwell on.the graces of her Jovely form.
Let me, at least, be blest in idea.

Song, ALt MARMOUND.

_Avurora wnld in peerless amber,

' Blushing, peeps through dappled morn;
When Pheebus’ earliest beans deseendmg
Drink the dew-drops from the thorn. ~ **

As fair, as pure, yon maiden’s beauties
Shine throuo'h her assum’d dlsgmse [
There’s all the woman's winning softness

In the glances of her eyes.

Cmne, let us seek my sisters.
Achm. And the fair Christian, who is to accompany
you to-morrow to the camp.
. Ali Mak. Trae, but in that affair we mnst be cttmnns.
S, . e to
o "s @SCENg Vi—4 SalaoAn. 3
Syt ALPH DouGLAS and ACHMET." .
ngm, ese are the characters of tke;mmc, aod :hix
faher. . From one you mey expect all that isshouorables
frwt@p gther all that- is. traitormst - Djezzar’s hatred.to
the: Christians is most mveterate,wdiwammmguug@ Ali;
Mabmound considers liou n;;b:dmnz@fmf me
hut there 18 no icle of an; wm e
hints may be og::dh you, think of them, .in’ t'he 4
time, farewell. S o e o <R 8

8ir R. And these will not be the-least mgreeableof. mv:

/7S
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reflections; however, I'll avoid it as much as possible.
(¢ukes a book from his pocket, and reads.)

"[Enter Marinpa]

Mat. Ah! there #e is—he sees me:‘m& ‘Ralph Doug-
las!

Sir R. Ha! what voice was that? a Christian, and a
Caledonian teo > Who are you?

Mat. Alas! a poor friendless boy.

Sir R. Poor fellow, how came you here ? what is your
name ? A Y

Mat. "Tis Douglas. '

Sir R. Douglas! holy St. Peter, whom do I see? It
must be, it is— , :

Mat. Your vwn Matilda. (embracing.)

Sir B. My dearest. sister '—DBut how came you here,
and in this disguise 100? -

Mat. 1 came to séek my brother, and to claim his pro-
tection. o

Sir R. Alas! poor girl, I am a prisoner; I cannot pro-
tect you from insult.

Maz. Oh, 1 am safe when near you, Ralph—but where
is Lady Margaret? ' |

Sir R. Your sister, love, is lost 1o me : she was taken
by the Saracens, having ventured beyond the limits of the
British camp, and all enquiries after her have hitherto
been fruitless. I tremble for her fate—Ileaven only
knows to what she iviaposed. DBut, Muatilda, why those
boy’s habiliments? and why did you leave Scotland ?

Huat. Listen—qur father’s death placed me at the mercy
of the Earl of Athlone, who sought to win my love, aud
finding me proof against all he could suggest, he had re-
course to force. - Forturie favored me, and through the
fidelity of a domebtic, I escaped from confiyement ; and,
having adopted this disguise, to shield me from insult, I
hade adisu te.Scolland, and emburked for the Holy Land.
But this disguise iy nodnuseless, and—

Sir R. Not.sofMstilda. The owner of this castle is
a depraved, lascisjous, wrétch ; your beauty might attract
him: this babit Pl save You, wear it still,
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SCENE VII.—4 Garden.
Euter LApy MARGARET, and JANET.

Lady Mar. Thus far my scheme has succeeded, and
yonder comes Ali Mahmound; you may retire, Janet.
[ Exit Janet.] Lie still, my beating heart.

Enter ALt ManMounbD.

Ali Mah. Ladv, P’ve sought this interview, to assure
you of my readiness to serve you to the extent of my abi-
hity.

Lady Mar. Accept, O prince, the thanks of a friend-
less, unprotected woman.

Ali Mak To-morrow I return to the camp of Saladine ;
my absence will, however, be short : the interval shall be
employed m concerting measures for your enlargement.
Till theu, lady, farewell. [Exit.

Lady Mar. What! goue so soon ! Has then my beauty
lost its power? Am I not worth a glance? Am 1 grown
frightful &—Janet.

Enter JANET.

Jan. My Lady—

Lady Mar. Oh! Oh!

Jun. What is the matter, my Lady?

Lady Mar. Oh! I am sick at heart. Aud is my hus-
band a prisoner at large ¢

Jan. Yes, my Lady.

Lady Mar. 1 must avoid him. Tl shut myself up in
my chamber.—Go, tell Djezzar I am sick, the banquet
will have no charms for me. Would I were far, far, from
hence.—Janet, 1 am sick, I do not feign it. [ Exit.

SCENE VIIL. 4 Banquet.—DigzzAr, ALl MaAH-
MOUND, ACHMET, &c.
Song—Chorus of Slaves.

o! triumphe ! sound the hero’s praise,
High to the concave of the eternal skies!
Sing the hero, great in war,
Sound his glorious deeds afar ;
Tell of the laurels he has won,
‘Till from Olympus’ top,
Mighty Mars shall listcning stoop,
And bwn his godiike son.
NO- xv- N; .Br- ,[' . VOIJ- lv- X
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Great Apollo, lend thy vocal aid,

Let the tribute to his matchless worth be paidg
Say, when his banner he unfurl'd,
Vengeance on the foc he hurl'd :

Before his arms their squadrons fly.
Hark! the loud trumpet sounds,
To Heav’n the shout rebounds

*Tis the glad cry of victry.

ACT II.

SCENE L. A4 Chamber.
Euter ZEMYRA, ABRA, and MATILDA.

Zem. The Prince, my brother, requested that we should
treat you kindly, Christian.

Abra. Butyour interesting features speak more for you
than even his eloquence.

Mat. Believe me, noble ladies, I am more grateful than
I can express.

Abra. 1 pray thee, Christian, tell me what is he called
who wears the black plume ?

Mat. Sir Hugh de Clifford, madam, an English knight.

Abra. Come you from thence too?

Mat. Trom Scotland, lady.

Abra. Oh! dear Zemyra, methinks those Christians
are exceeding handsome.

Zem. Yes, they surpass the Saracens, indeed.

Abra. Oh infinitely! You are very young, Christian,
what is thy name ?

Mat. Edwin Douglas, madam.

Abra. Edwin—ah! that is pretty, but Hugh, methinks,
sounds better, Zemyra.

Rem. Nay, now, 1 think not, Abra.

Abra. At what hour have the Cluistians permission to
visit the gardens, Edwin ?

Mut. About this time, madam.

Abia How warm the air is in these apartments ! Ed-
win, remember you are to be our constant companion, and
we hope tu make you love us. [Eait.
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Zem. My sister means, when more pleasing duties do
not call you from us. Go, therefore, now to the gar-
dens, in an hour I will expceet you here again.

Mat. 1 will be punctual to your wish, [ £xt.

Zem. Surely my father 15 too severe to those poor pri-
soners : what will Mahmound <ay at his return, to find
those, for whose comfort he was so solicitous, thrown into
dungeons? [ will endeavour to anticipate his intention by
alleviatiug, as far as possible, the miserics of their situa-
tion: I will buy Edwin some necessaries.—1 hape this act
of disobedience to my father is pardonable, "tis instigated
by bumanity.

Song. ZEMYRA.
Ah, who can check the rising tear,
That oft bedews soft pity’s eye;
Or who would blame that tender care,
Opvposed to inhumanity. [Exit.

[Enter Dykzzar and M EsrouR.]

Djez. FEvery day serves to convince me, that that
Christian is to fulfil the prophecy of Ulin. He is the
man who is to conquer Ali Mahmound.

Mes. "Tis very probuble, my Lord.

Djez. Go, and send him to me. (krit Mesrour.) Yes,
I am convinced.—Now will T thiow Al Mahmound in
his way, and forewarned by me, Dl trust to the vigor of
his arm. 'hat Britons are valorous, 1 know by cursed
experience.  And then shall 1 be rid, by scemigly fair
means, of a son I hate. Then, having acted his destined
part, the Christian’s death shall wipe the blot from off mny
name.

[Enter St WiLLiam MoxrrorT, and MEsrour.]

Djez. Mesrour, wait without. ([Svit Mesrour.) Chris-
tian! although I hate your cust, yet have 1 treated you
and your companious kindly. When all the prisoners
tha Ali Mahmound brought, were by my command thrown
into loathsome dungeons, you are at hberty, and for your
sake, your ¢ompanions also. And 1 have o’erlooked the
affrout ye offered me : for Christian, 1 admire thy daunt-
less spirit, though thou art mine enemy. And to assure
thy faith T am prepared to serve thee so essentially, that
none shall boast to have borne a greater name from Pa-
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lestine than thou. Listen——thou hast heard the fame of
Al Mahmound. I will put him in your power, and—

Sir Will. Stop—Ali Mahmound is your son. Ishe
not?

Djez. Hum !—Yes—Hum!—But what is that to
thee !

S.r Will. Nothing.

Djez. You will derive immortal honor from the con-
quest of a man, whose very name strikes terror through
the Christian ranks. Here, take this dagger.

Sir Will. Off, monster! Do not pollute me with a
touch. 1 am no assassin.

Djez. This chimerical honor will not avail thee, We
are alone—and

Sir Will. No, tyrant! There is an All-sceing ecye
marks thy unnatural guilt, and will avenge it too, Seck
an assassin among your slaves. I'm none. [Going.

Djez. Stay. You shall mect him then on equal terms,
and if thy arm fails, another shall be near to shield thee,
and complete thy work.

Sir Will. Why, what an execrable wretch art thou!
What Demon whispered thee that thou wouldst find a
kindred soul in me? Know, barbarian! a Briton fights
with couscience on his side; and scorns to borrow aid
from aught but heaven! We are no cowards, Saracen, till
guilt makes us so, and then, like thee, we are despised,
detested, and avoided by Lonester men. [ Exit

Djez. Curses unutterable fasten on thy puny soul.
He, who would make sure work, should trust to no arm
but his own. And were it any but my son—Yet, why
should I hesitate? Corsanguimty is nought tome ! Djez-
zar lives but for himself: and that thwg they call con-
science, is dead within me, for | can calculate the lives
that bave vielded to mv trusty dagger, and snule upon its
ghtteniug point, as on the bright glance of woman’s
witching eye. Mahmound 1s hut a man! I do’t myself.
Yet hold, Djezzo: :—the prophecy of Ulin—Ah, ’ts a
Christias that must couquer bim.—I seek him again!
Gold, potent gold! thou art the surest remedy for a
qualnush conscience. [Exit
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SCENE 11

MaTiupa and Lapy MarcarET, mecting.

Mat. Holy Virgin!

Lady Mar. Those features! Surely it caunot be.—It
is Matilda. (Embracing.)

Mat. Dearest Margaret! How happy my brother will
be. He is ignorant of your being here. T am going to
visit his prison. Come with me. I am so happy.

Lady Mar. (dside.) Malicious fates, what can I do?
1 will go, dear Matilda, but not now.

Mat. Why not? Sir Ralph is so anxious on your ac-
count, you cannot conceive.

Lady Mar. But Djezzar has forbid my leaving my
chamber : even now 1 have excecded my bounds.

Mat. Now then is the time to venture further. Come,
you must go.

Lady Mar. (Aside.) Tiresome officious girl.—Well,
love, lead on, Il follow you. [ Exeunt.

SCENE Ill. A garden.

Enter Sir Hueu Dr CrLirrorn, and ArRra.
Abra. Nay, but, Christian, [ am forbid to listen to the
vows of the enemies of ny country.
Sir Hugh. Tairest creatuse, 1 am not your enemy.
Call me your friend, I beseech ye.
Abra. Do not detain me, now, and perhaps I may.
Sir Hugh. But shall I sce you, again?

Song. Sir Hrven.
When evening throws her dewy veil
O’er yon moss-grown, lonely tower,
Wilt thou seek it, dearest maiden,
"Tis the lover's favorite hour.
When Dian’s beams but half revealing,
Half concealing her we love,
She smiles to fancy’s fond illusion,
A Seraph from the realms above.
Abra. Christian, I fear my father should surprize us.
Go, then.
SNir Hugh. Bat tell me, lovely maid——
Abra. Oa the eastern side of that tower lies my cham-
ber.
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Sir Hugh. Enough, and when the moon shines full
upon your cascment, cxpect me.

Abra. Be cautious, or you will be lost. TFarewell!

[Exit.

Sir Hugh. Farewell! how innocent! how lovely!

[Enter S1r WiLL1am.]
Well met, Sir Knight.

Sty IVill. 1 have been seeking you. Are we in private
here?

Sir Hugh. 1 believe we are : have you aught to com-
nuumcate ?

Sir Waill. No more than my wish to escape from hence,
as soon as possible,

Sir Hugh. llave you thought how that may be effected?

Séir Will. No, my friend, I cannot devise any plan that
is likely to succeed.

Sir Hugh. Nor 1 ; but to remain here is intolerable.

Sir Will. For myself 1 am careless, but 1 am too
deeply interested for one, whose sex, whose ripening
beauties, and angel sweetness, like so many crimes, seem
to insure her destruction.  You understand me.

Sir Hugh. Yes, Sir Knight, and | own 1 tremble for
the fate of the supposititious Edwin, if Djezzar unfortu-
nately discovers her ses.

Sir IVill. Oh, Sir Hugh, he is a wretch! damn’d
beyoud thy comprchension. He is worse than I have
power to utter. He knows no law but his own sangui-
nary will; and if he should suspect—Something must be
resolved on, and that immediately.

Sir Hugh. Apropos, 1 lelicve I have some interest
with a fair damsel here, and see she comes this way.

[Re-enter ABrA, musing.]

Adbra. 1 fear 1 was too free to this Christian, for Ed-
win says, the British maidens are reserved and coy, and
thercfore mcn prize them. [ will endeavour to repair my
fault. (furning to them.) Christans, methinks ’tis dis-
courteous in ye, thus to protract an indulgence given to ye
as prisoners, and as enemics, beyond a given time, and
thus intrude on a retreat dedicated to our solitude.

8ir Hugh, Gentle lady, do not deprive me of the only
solace my captive state admits, to gaze on charms like
yours.
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Abra. (aside.) Oh, Mahomet !

Sir Will. For me, Lady, 1 will retire ; right sorry that
1 have offended. [Exit.

Sir Hugh. 1 too will go, since you desire it, but still
the recollection of your charms shall gild the hours of
banishment. Adien, fairest of women! When Sir Hugh
De Clifford meets the swords of your countrymen, he will
think on you, even in the agonies of death, his last
breath

Abra. Oh, forbear. Christian, I'd fain recall the
favor I have shown ye, but alas it is impossible.

Sir Hugh. Loveliest of your sex, here let me kneel,
and thank you.

Abra. Rise, I entreat you.

Song. Asra. Tune, Gentle Youth.

Gentle Stranger, cease to sigh, |
Ask not what I must deny.

Urge no more your tender flame,
Lest I stain my cheek with shame,
Lest 1 own a passion too,

Heaving in my heart for you. [Exit.
SCENE IV. 4 Dungeon. Siz Raren DoucLas
Chained.

[Enter Lapy MarcArReT and MATILDA.]

Mat. 1 biing you comfort, Ralph! See here the Lady
Margaret.

Sir Ralph. Say, rather an accumulation of misery,
my sister! but come to my heart, dearest Margaretta,
partner of my sorrows. (embracing.)

Lady Mar. Oh, my husband.—To see you a prisoner
to the fell Djezzar, heightens my aflliction to insupporta-
ble agony! (weeps.)

Sir Ralph. Weep on, wretched Margaretta! Matilda,
too, mingle your tears with hers, and tell me ye rely on me
for protection. Oh, inexorable fates, if ye have yet in
store for me another pang, let it burst at once on my de-
voted head. Here let me fall to an unknown grave,
where glory never smiled, where I may rot in obscurity,
unhonored; soon forgotten.

Mat. My brother! Nay, this despondence is unmanly,
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it ill beseems a Knight of the Holy Cross to cast off his
reliance upon Providence ; and thus arraign its decrees.
Come, learn of me, I'll teach you resignation.

Song. MATILDA.

There is, who hears the captive’s sighs,

Who marks the tears that fill his eycs
And pities his distress.

There is a powerful arm can save

Thy youth from an untunely grave,
And all thy wrongs redress.

Do not despair then, rely on my interest with Djezzar’s
daughters, and look not thus sad; have courage, and I'll
venture to predict, your prison doors will soon be opencd
-to you.

Sir Ralph. Ah, Matilda, 1 fear you are too sanguine.

Mat. No, let the evemt prove that, I’ sure you wili be
frec when Ali Mahmound returns. And see, the con-
tents of this basket were sent to you by Zemyra. Ab,
she has a soul alive to feeling ; the mterest you have awa-
kened in ber gentle bosom, will do much for you yet.

Sir Ralph. 1 will be patient, dear Matilda, let your
consuling care be eatended to my Margaretta,

Mat Trust me. But 1o Zemyra.

8ir Ralph. Bear my achnowledgments, shape them a=

ou will.

y Mat. Farewell, then. Come, M.rgaretta, we shall
see you soon again.

Ledy Mar. Adieu, Ralph, be comforted.

Sir Ralph. For your sukes 1 will. Farewell. (embra-
cing ) Ereunt Lady Murgaretta, and Matildu.

SCENE V. 4 Gallery of Pictures.
Enter MaT1LDA.

Mat. The blessed virgin protect me! T dread to meet
this Saracen at every step.  Hark! some one comes—’tis
he. Yl couceal myself (She hides.)

[Eunter Dyrzzar and Sacar.]

Djez. (Speaks entering.) Let Mesrour be strangled
immeiately.— Sacar.

Sacar. Mighty Lord!

Djez. Be faithful to me, and I'll load ye with favors,
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but if ye dare betray my secrets, or oppose my will, ye
kuow your doom.

Sucar. 1 am your slave, eternally.

Djez. Thy first service shall be confidential, if thow
doest it well, thou shalt be rewarded largely.—Those
prisoners that “Ali Mubhmound brought, are in my power.
I'd have them dispatctied privately. [Y’ye mark.

Sucar. Strangled, my Lord ¢

Djez. Aye.— At midnight.—(Gives a purse.)

Sucar. *tis done, great Piince

Dijez. 1 find thee upt.—Now, follow me, this passage
leads to my chamber.  "I'is known to none but Mesrour.
(e removes a piclure, and discovers a door through whick
they go vut.)

[MaT11 DA comes formard.)

Mat. What tave | heard ? my brother’s doom! o,
surely lleaven will not permit such villainy to trinmph.
What can [ do? IHow cau I counteract this? Alas, I am
but a feeble girl—and if' I were in rezlity a man, though
the most valorous Kinght in Chrisiendom, what would my
single arm avail ! No, no, ’ts policy alone can save him
now. The private door! (she eramines it.) Ah! this
leads to Djczzar’s chamber, where the keys of my bro-
ther’s prison are deposited. 'l mark this spot and when
’us dark, 1 will endeavour to explore the passage, aud as
a preliminary step, secure the keys. St. Mary speed e !

[Exit.
SCENE VI. Thke Harem.
[LApY MaRGARETTA, aud DiEzzZAR]

Djez. Fair one, why still wearest thou the brow of
sorrow ? Say, for what dost thou sigh? By Mahomet I
swear thou shalt not have a wish ungratified, so thou wilt
love Djezzar.

Lady Mar. Prince, I have a husband, and by our
laws I’'m bound to love and honor him alone. While he
exists, nothing but death shall tear those ties asunder, and
here | swear. (Aside.) False-heirted Margaret.

[Enter Sacar.]

Sacar. My gracious lLord, I bring a list of those pri-
soners who are condemued by your behest to iustant
death. 5

Djez. Read o’cr their names.
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Sacar. My Lord—Sir Ralph of Douglas—

Lady Mar. Ha! My husband !

Sacar. Sir Everard Clermount, Sir Roger Mortimer,
and Sir Guy de Warren, those are the knights, then the
Esquires

)jez. Hold—those of less note may be’reserved. But
take especial care that the four knights are dispatched by
mdnight.  Thou hast my orders.

Sacar. My Lord, 1 shail obey them. (Going.)

Djez. Yet stay. Fair Christian, 1'd show ye that Djezzar’s
words and actions are as the echo to each other.  Thou
know’st I have a mortal antipathy to the very name of
Christian.  Yet to pleasure you 1 will forbear, and even
extend mercy to them. From those four knights thou
shalt select ouc, whom, for thy sake, I'll zive safe convoy
to the British camp. Nor, Lady, think the boon I grant
is trifling. Mahomet knows Ud love to surfeit in their
blood, and would meet death like a joyous bridegroom, so
1 could bequeath my heart a legacy among them, and
bribe some spirit of the damned, to sort from it each
particle of malice, hatred, and revenge, and strew around
the globe, and carry disseusion to the extreme points of
the four winds of Heaven, till the last of that detested
race should sheath his sword m his own bosom, for lack
of other Christian blood to slake his fury.

Lady Mar. (Aside.) Is this trial of my faith to be the
cause of my danmation? To save hun 1s v my power, he
is my husband. "lis that title robs me of Ali Mah-
mound ! Let him die then, I love him wot: and Al
Mahmound is all my hope of heaven. Let him dic.
Tis not so very hard to die, for he will rest in peace.
Whilst the false Muigarctta loves, tormented by a thou-
sand, thousand horrors. (T Djezzar.) Sir Lverard is
my kinsmau, let him taste your mercy. DBlessed Saints,
have I pronounced his doom ¢

Djez. From this moment he is free! Dost thou hear,
Sacar?

Sucar. Yes, dread Prince. [ Exit.

Djez. Now, fair, I'll lead ye to the banquet. Oh, thou
must reign gole mistress of Djezzar’s heart, for who can
hope to share it with one so lovely? [ Exeunt.
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SCENE VII. A Hall.
Enter GEoFFRY and OswaALD.

Osw. How farest thou, Geoffry ? How dost relish Sa-
racen cheer?

Geoff. Not at all, faith. Give me old English roast
beef and sparkling wine, and Mahomet may keep his sher-
bet for his followers, with all my heart.

Osw. Why, truly, 1 could fast on such fare, and a
pretty wench, for some time. But Geoffry, did yon
mark that little black-eyed slave who sat next me at sup-
per?

Geoff. Not 1.

Osw. Nor the rosy-cheeked one who sang so blithely ?

Geoff. P'll tell thee, Oswald, 1 do not love to hear
birds smng in a cage, give them liberty, and I could listen
to their strains with rapture !

Osw. Oh, the dear little birds, how 1 love them, and
by my troth so do you, only you won’t coufess it.

Geoff. 'There youarc wrong, Sir. I do not absolutely
hate them, I do not dislike women.

Osw. Oh, no, I know you don't.

Geoff.  But to say I ever could Jove them well enough
to marry one of them—

Osw. Oh, that would he impossible! But suppose
now, my sage Geoffry, if our Fair Crusader were to teli
ye thus—Oh, my gentle handsome Squire, (for though
thou art as ungentle as the devil, and by St. Nicholas, as
ugly too; yet black men buing pearls in beauteous ladies’
eyes, who knows but eveu thou might be handsome in
her’s) my gentle, and as aforesaid handsome Squire, 1 have
for thy sake fled my native country—but hist, here she
comes—

[Enter MaTiLDA.]

Muat. Ipray thee, gentle Squire, can’st tcll the out-
lets of this castle, or if the walls were practicable to
scale ?

Geoff. In truth, I fear, ye ne’er could gain the wall,
there are so many gates to pass ere you cau reach it—and
even then, the outward walls are closely guarded.

Muat. Oh, you must not dishearten me! young though
I seem, I haye encountered dangers which braver hearts
need not despise, (aside) and then I only strove to save
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myself, but now my brother’s life’s at stake—what would
I not hazard to achieve his liberty ! Belicve, trifles can-
not daunt me! Here’s gold! if ye will open a passage
for the escapc of one 1 love dearer than myself, 1'll give
ye double thut, aud he, I named, will load ye with
honers,

Osw. 'That’'s my master !

Genff. Noble youth, I cannot take your gold to do im-
possibilities. 1 swear by the Holy Cross, I'd scrve ye
if I could, but T do think this fortress is inpregnable.
We eatered voluntarily,  But ’tis not all the troops of
Ceeur de Lion himsclf, can give us egress hence.  1L've by
my master’s order surveyed the walls, which rise one above
another, mocking the spiritless beholder’s vain ideas ot
enlargement, leaving us without a hope!

Mut.  Alack! Dost think the guards might be cor-
rupted ?

Geoff. 1 fear not, I tampered with the centinel who
keeps the watch at yonder postern, but cither he is ho-
nester than his fellows, or we have little to hope for.

BMat. Merciful heaven! what will become of him ?

[Enter JaNET.]

Geoff. That girl who seems to be an inmate of the
castle may be of use ; by your good leave, I'll question
her.

Osw. By our Lady, a tightlittle wench—whither so fast,
sweetheart?

Geoff. Pray, my pretty lass, dost thou belong to
Djezzar’s housrhold ?

Jan. The Virgin forbid! I am swe I should expire
with horror if 1did}

Geoff. You are a Christian then ¢

Jan. Yes, butif | stay here much longer, God knows
what I shall be! Here, villainy is contagious—I verily
believe, the air of this place is impreguated with mis-
chief. ‘

Geoff. How so, sweetheart ?

Jan. Oh, Sir, here is my mistress, till she came hi-
ther she was good and hnmane, but now her heart is grown
as hard asa stone. My father was a peasant, ’tis true,
but I bless the Virgia, I inherited from him an honest
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heart, and though poor, I would not exchange that trea-
sure for Lady Margaret’s title.

Mut. (aside.) *Tis Janet, my sister’s favorite attendant,
Young woman! do ye dare to slander, thus openly, the
name of Lady Margaret Douglas ?

Jun. Yes, Sir, 1 dure, and spite of her influence on
Djezzar, spite of ber gilded titles, I repeat it, and here
declare, she is 2 murdeiess !

Mat. Ha'! ‘Thou shalt repent this presumption!

Jan. Yes, 1 have acted rashly, but honest indignation
made e overleup the bounds of prudence, but trust me,
if ye hnew her as well as I do—Oh, gentle Sir, what do
ve call ity ’tis worse thas murder! she gave her cold
<onsent, aml scaled inevocably her hushand’s death!
Djezzar gave her his lite, aud she 1efused to save him,
while the goud, the excelient Sir Ralph, will die unpitied
by her

MMat. Heaven and earth! can it be possible ? she speaks
it with the air of truth. Janet!

Juan. (starting) Blessed Virgin! can it be the Lady
Matilda ?

Mat. Speak fow, for T would not be known. But
tell me, Janet, are your assertions tive 7 Remember, it
thou dost accuse her falsely, thourt doowed to etermld
misery !

Jan. Dearest Lndy, T swear by all the Holy Saints,
1 speak no more than trath.

5‘1«!. Well, tell me, Janet, could you find a place of
concealment for Sic Rulph, af I can haply procure the key
of his prisvn.

Jun. Yes, 1 will do it at the hazard of my life, bus
suffer me to serve ye, lady—do command ine, for I can-
not bear to look on Lady Margaret. [ Exeunt.

Osw. So, they are gone. This little nymph comes
into the plot very readily.

Geoff. So it scems. | wonder for whom she is so so-
Yicitous, it can’t be your master.

Osw. Truly, [ begin to doubt it myself. However,
I'll follow : perhaps, we may profit by the prolific imagi-
nation of these pretty plotters.  Ab, let women alone for
invention ; by St. Paul, uow you will see they will hit on
sowe expedient to smooth the ascent of those walls, that
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would never have entered the wise head of a Knight of the
Cross, or their wiser Esquires. [ Exit.

Geoff. That T love her, 1 must acknowledge, but 1
dare not give way to the. dangerous wdeu; no, let me bury
all reflection in pursuit of glory, and study how to gain
my freedom once wore, that we may join the valiant Ceeur
de Lion.

Song by GEOFFRY.

Hard is his lot who sighs for glory,

And burns to meet the embattled foe,
Condemn’d to waste his prime, a captive,
The world, his prowess ne’er to know :
Q’ercome by inward shame and sorrow,
He sadly sinks to rise no more,

Or else, ingloriously restor’d

By treaty to his native shore!

SCENE VIIL. A4 dungesn, or passage under the
Castle. Stage darkened.

Enter MEsnour.

Mes.  Hail, blessed darkness! thou art Mesrour’s last
and only friend. If 1 could gain the subterrancan pas-
sage unobserved by the guards, I might yet escape Djez-
zar'’s cruelty. I've passed two weary centinels already
with tip-toe caution, stealing along, scarce breathing, least
L rouse them. (going) But see, a light ! By Mahomet,
it comes this way! Lost, lost Mesrour! equally daun-
gerous were it to retrace my steps or linger here. It ap-
proaches, what do 1 sce—'tis a figure wrapt in a long
cloak! ’Tishe! ’us Djezzar thus disguised to do a deed
of horror! Mahomet! forgive my sins! in a few mo-
ments 1 shall be no more ! (leans against the scenc.)

{Enter ZxMyra disguised.]

Rem. Hist, sure I heard a low murmuring noise! Ha !
aslave! Who art thou?

Mes. DBy Alla! the Lady Zemyra herself.  Bright star
of beauty, look with an eye of pity on the wretch who
kneels before ve.

Zem. Mesrour! how camest thou here?

Mes. Gentle lady, thy slave unwittingly offended great
Djczzar, and 1 am condemned to die—a few hours will



ACT III. AN OPERA. ‘ $135

decide my fate. 1 thought to fly, but your approach—

Zem. Fly then, Mesrour, for worlds I’d not prevent ye.

Mes. Kind, excellent lady !

Zem. But say, how cans’t thou hope to escape ? how
pass the guards? I have m; father’s signet which 1 did
purloin some two hours since for Edwin’s admission here,
but ere he quits the harem, [ must replace it.

Mes. Lady, I dare not if I could ascend into the cas-
tle; but 1 do know of a dark subterranean passage near to
this place, which could I gain, I then were safe.

Zem. Slave, wouldst thou serve me?

Mes.  Aye, Lady, to my last breath.

Zem. 'Then, follow me, 1 have employment for thee.

[Excunt.

ACT II1I.
SCENE L. 4 Garden. Moonlight.
Enter S1r Hucr bt CrLirrorp.

Song—S1r Hucu and Anra.
He.
Lady, ope your casement novw,
And a true lover see;
1 offer you an honest heart,
If you will fly with me.
( Abra looks from the window. )
She.
How can I leave my father’s arms,
Who fondly doats on me ?
How can 1 leave this castle strong
And wauder hence with thee ?
Ile.
In Britan I've a castle fair,
You shall its mistress be,
‘I'hen quit this barren rock and fly,
Fair Saracen, with me.
She.
But then, alas! should you betray
. My confidence in thee,
Where should I go¢ what should T do:
3 And who would pity me ?
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He.
Lady, T am a Briton true,
T'li your protector be,
And by our holy cross 1 swear
Pll wever injurc thee.

Abra. Christian, 1 fear to trust ye.

Sir H. Then bind me by some wnheard-of oath that
*twere impossible to break.

Abra. 1 know ot none ye would regard.

Sir 1. Oh, fye, Lady ! 1 swear hy the honor of knight-
hood, by the holy cross, aud St. Peter, I never will deceive
€.
’ Abra. Well go then, concert the means of escape,
and

Sir 1. Well

Abra. Aud thou shalt not want a companion. (clases
the windvw. )

Sir H. Blessings on thee. Yes, T will find a way to
escape, for 1 shall carry with me in thec, my lovely Abra,
an invaluable treasure.

SCENE II. 4 Gullery.
Tinter MaTiLpa and Sir WiLLiaM,

Mat. Ohb, Sir Kuight, I dc entreat you will not ask the
cause of my distress, “tis past your power 10 help me, or
1 would, trust me, § would contide 1t to you.

Sir Will. 1 am not_used to make professions—yet I
swear to serve thee. 1 would give my life, my fortune,
all but my honor, and thiuk myself o’erpaid by your
ucceptance of 8o poor a meed,

Mat. 1 do believe you, and the tune amives which
developes the mystery of my fate—1 will remember your
unparallcled kindness with gratitude.

Sir W. By heaven I ask no more.

Mat. Leave me now then, courteous knight.

Sir W. Llive but to obey you. Adien! [Exit Sir W,

Mat. Ycs, noble knight, £l rcmember thy courteous
behaviour while I live! Never, meth:nks, did a more
gracefui suitor kneel at ladies’ feet!  So brave tuo, at tilt
ard tournagent he 18 uuequalled.  And theu his deicate
manuers (o me, whom I feur, he suspects— feur, did I say,
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I almost hopé he does suspect. me ; for they 1. might .
he loved me—the Virgin Qdy‘ﬁndw: how%p, that. conid
make me. But, idle giil, where are thy thoughts for th
poor brother, whose life hangs on' a thread; and while”
loiter here his time draws nigh. 'This is the picture whigh
conceals the apertupe. Holy Eather, speed-me. . [Erit
through the aperjwre. ... e N
SCENE III. Djezzar's Chamber. He ilegping on o
Couch.  Ulin rises, waves her wand, ad "gk.
Hist! while slumber seals-his eyes, . .4 @
Spirits of the night arise;

1 you’re near, attend my call, 2. ...
Powerful spirits, one and all. ,
Chorus of Spirits—We come! we.come!.: - ... -
With.a charm his senses bind, G
And some racking visiow find, e
. To.arouse his:torpid hate, : :

Aud allure bim. to his fate. . . ..
Chorus of Spirits—It shell be done. ... : [Ewit-Ulim

[The Stage darkened—the Figure of Ali Mahmound rises,
and another resembling Dyezzar—lhey seem to fight, at
length Ali Mahmound disarms him, plunges his sword
in kis bosom, and then they disappear through the stuge.
Djezzar starts hastily from his couch.]

jez. Hell and all its furies ! what was it——me hit
| | 33: myself falling beneath the arm of Mihmm—-
detested thought—can I ‘bear this, never—even in ‘the
visions of the night 1 am tortured with the ' sight of his
superior prowess. Why does he live %o, cross;me? : *Tis

done, he dies; for while he Jives Djezzar's life  bat a

whirl of mi very slave.dires to be happicr than she—

where shall I Ay from :the holl that bprts withis my
2 Repentance ean wip,e.w%::w-fuﬂm staius of

ilt-d-out ou’t, mere priestcraft. destion who “pre-
sided over my natal hour, snd récorded my name in the
book-4f fate, doomed.we:to-be a villain apd 2 traitir to
humanity. mmﬂsﬁm in all. the luxury of gailt,

heap crime , -and stiile to see their m ,
Let thie fond fosl, who covéts worldly faime; seek Toe pre-
eminencein v " the minence in vice.

NO. XV. B ThE VoLV, Y
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there a deed 1rdare not > By Alls, hewho sags it, Hes—
and still does Ali Muhmound five! Hear, €tin, hear we;
slve me his life, and [ am thine fokever. <
Choris of Spiriti—We heur thee*,f we hear thee. -
By Alla, my verves are all unstrang! - This cannot -be
the-pallid déw of fear!. : Off; coward drops! Djezzar will
be still himself. [14e retires to his couch.
Enter MATILDA from a private door.]

Mat. Had'isthe tyrant here?  Thank heuven he sleeps
—and cd such a wretch slcep ! see how he starts—should
he awake—There, ‘above his head, the fateful keys are
suspended—but how shall | reach the-m——lt he wakes, I
am undone for ever. Hear me, Holy Mary—if ever Chris-
tian deserved thy care, or Saracen thy curse, let not yon
bloody traitor triumph in my brother’s death. Let not,
O Saint, the name of Douglas be forgottzm—- save, O
save, the stay of ouraucient house ; orif he falle, O letit
not be iugloriously. .Hear thy - fdithfol votary’s prayer,
and with rich oﬂ'enngs il bedeck thy shrine at muy return,
wnd ever be lhy urue devoted worshlppen “Charmy ko 10
a sleep, soun unspotted innocence enjoys, and | shall
save the Duug? Oh! Holy Saiut, forsuhe me not—
[She _goes towards the couch, and then returus]—1I dare
vot cliub it, and yet I must.— [bhe goes again. |— | cannot,
my heurt f’a:ls me. ~Coward girl ! must Ralph of l)ouglas
d:e ?—that thought invigorates my sitking resolution.—
[She goes to the couch, she climbs it, then hesitatesa mo-
ek, then takes down the heys, and is descending, -when
thiy fall f"mm her. fumd Ibezzav sturts up, grm"hr

f“t she shriek.] :
chz Hal damhatmn! now 1 have ye»f«w' wm
ht.ye heve . - Speak: = - P
at:A)hi nsevcy ! mercy ! v

chz #a} Young urchit of Bmﬁn, is it ydm‘ ’nnﬂ
art Bemeulh hyefinry, < deu Mt mwdiy poith: 5
more," thy tithir is Bome. Ctw i %m

Mat. Ohyf spare e, Ml#plom rLa st

- Djez. Avgint, Loy, *-‘{Hﬂbm Mimw ﬂlm
ohmks, breaks Jrons kim . and ﬂwmmm stapei: hi

W dgl Ber:-bucks} ‘wev o INE s o
resnchy alowdsvomiiin? Prisice,

by meonemomenh-«l am aut what 1 seeini, IW'»—-—-—
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Bfes Ml M«&n——«wk briefly, and.158e .00t
thy tme 18 !I’Oﬂ?. o e g,;‘m
Mat. 1 am a woman! .
ddjez, A wouanmwell, aud dost llmk that con- savé
thee from Djeszar’s swoed?
" Mat. You woulduot stein it.with, 2 womang hlno(u
. djes. Thy hopes are vain, for know this trusty blade in
one day drank the life-blood of seven lovelier far, than thou,
for | suspected ther affections bad waudeud.,,g cts
Mat, And must I die? - - 1
Djez. By Alla, thou art ionelyl :Wel!.‘,tlnﬁ the'
Canst thou be grateful ? .
Mat. Oh yes, and daiy will 1 wy to heann ‘
Djez. Noiprayers—wilt thou love me? x
al. Love! Oh-God! .wn possible . Mcwm
e handred slaves who live bu delight
e3z. 1wo hundr savmwwwq t tQ t
will idl thee Djezaar is indeed.befoved, , - m
Mat. Do not trust them, they deceive ye! .Ail ,w.ow
Mnhuuxk with horror frem such.a wouster a8 thoy, 43t}
- Hald, rash girl ! dosuuempt Y 1Rg8 1ii
fat. Yes, tyrant! 1 would meet death rather than thy

entbrace, - o
.z;r. Bﬂware’ know ya the extem of quzau power?
‘ Kill me if ye will—that desth I dreaded will
wow.be welcome to me.

. L)jes. What, bo! my .guards! And dost. thou brave
medwnf Enter Guards.]—Here, $3ke . yon miscreant to.
dm, where-~hold—ye may petire. . { Exewnt Cwaug

" Mat. Oh, take me with ye, a duageon were 8 patadm},
20 lmh‘l mpehulooko. .
Fair one, 1 do love thy:tplﬂt, tbou;h it m
me sorely.. Thou bast seen Dijnezar in.she durkesy

but thou shalt reign the; uaprm,of his heart, and al tbe
dickes.of: the. . East shull bem% snd when thy
bumer. will admit, I'll visit ye itched e,
Christian, © He who never felt.what love was ull he loaked

otk baoomes. shy: . olove. . Guards '—{Eater
Guards.]—~Conduet this youth to tlmﬂonen, od bithshe
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cameshe hete? What was her purpose? - I should have
Jeasved that.
[Enter Sacag.]

Eunuch, didst mark the young beauty I sent but mow to
ornament my Harem ? as she not exceeding lovely ?
Sacar. My gracious lord, she viewed me with a half-
averted eye ; no tear appeared on her cheek ; the pale hue
of grief alone bespoke her secret anguish.
Yjez. She will recover that. But, Sacar, say, didst
thon. proffer the bribe to that Christian ?
Sacar. Dread Prince, I did.
Djez. What said he?
Sacar. He turned from me with abhorrence ! and when
1 still pressed him to it, he seized me by the throat, and
with Herculean grasp had almost strangled me, then ﬁuug
me from him, and 1n a voice of thunder bid me tell thee
be was an Englishman.
Dijez. Fool,.coward! to shrink from words, they are
but 1dle breath.
Sacay. Please ye, my Prince, 1 recollected there was
a Christian renegade within your walls, who might per-
baps better suit the purpose
Djez. A renegade! Well thou hast hit upon it. He
who dares reject his religion, "suffers but little from . the
qualms of conscience, bas little value for all earthly
ties, and still less hope of heaven. Go, be it thy care to
bribe the smull remains of honesty he still possesses 1o si-
lence. Tell him Ali-Mahmound’s death shall gild his for-
tune with unheard-of bonors. Go, summon my dughun.
Ezit Sacar.] Now do I think my star is rising.o’er Ali
ahmouad. Mahomet’s favorite votary could: not be
more blest than 1 in the possession of that lovely Christian.
Ulin, 1 thank thee, if from thee the gift was sent.
[Enter ABraA.]
Abra. My&ordtnd futher, . lwnttoknow your will,
and Imowmi to obey it.
ere-is thy sister ?
Abra. A sudden ilness, good my lord umledher over
mght, or she -had come. -
Djez. Go thou then-to dnehurem m«thou wilt find
a young beauty whom I fear [ hmm;inho is anxi-
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ously distressed perhaps to think upon her future destiny.
Go and speak comfort to her ; tell her she may command
DJ;:z'zar s life and fortunes ; see thou doest the errand
right ;

Abra My father, I obey ye.

Dyjez. So——now then I'll to my pillow.

SCENE LV. The Dungeon. .

Enter ZEMYRA, SIR RALPH, and MesrouRr.

Sir Ralph, Lady, how shall 1 e’er repay thdvoblgltlon
you have laid me under ? .-

Zem. By sometimes thiuking on me, Chnstlau - And
if perchance ye hear a Christian maiden vaunst her sape-
‘riority over me, tell her 1 had a heart,

Sir Ralph. A nobler one never animated a bumen
‘breast. Yes, lady, 1 will think on thee ever from hence :
when aught that’s lovely or sublime shall strike my senses,
‘will bring along the recellection of the fair Zemyra.
Yes, dearest lady, 1 will cherish thy idea for ever; and if
our arms should prove victorious, and yon (1 shuddér at
the thought) should need a home, a friewd—Oh think on
Ralph of Douglas. I have a sister here, could your kind
heart but compass her escape—(aside.) 1 have a wife too :
till this hour I never wished I had not.

Zem. What is your sister called ?

Sir Ralph. Edwin she’s called, for she is clad in sem-
blatice of a boy.

Zem. Indeed! Well, Mesrour will convey ye to the
Christian camp to-morrow ; if I fail not, Edwin shall be

there also. Farewell. [Exit.
Sir Raiph. Lady, your goodness overpowers me. By
heaven, this Saracen’s an angel.

Song. Six Rairw.

Fairer in form than she who stole
From Sappho Phaon’s heart,
As nature's richest bloom exceeds
The studied gloss of art.
Compamon in her gentle form
With fairer lustre beams,
an angel not of earthly. mould
' 'The bright Zemyra seems.
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Mes. ‘We bave now te liberate yous, companions, and
thea tly ere the morning dawn upon our purpase. .

SCENE V. A Saloon. ,
Enter Diezzar and a Slave:
Djez. What's all this confusion ? '
ist Slave. 1t is the Christians, my lord, demanding the

youth called Edwin.
, % - . [Eater another Slave.]

4 w

2nd Slave. Prince Mahmound, my lord, is returned.
. . { Laat.

Arjex.. What saidst thou, slave ?

1st Slave. The prisoners from the dungeon have es-
caped, my gracious lord.  Mesrour too is gone. And the
clemarous Ohnistiuns who are at Liberty, loudly demauding
Edwin, seek yoar sacred presence. -
{ﬁnm Sem Wisriam, Siz Hucu, Grorrry, and

R OswaLn.]

Sér W, Tyrant! where is young Edwia ?

Djez. What ho! my guards. .

E . {Eater Guards.]

8ir W. 4 defy thewn! And if thou dost not imstantly
restore him, by heaven #ad all its saints, 1 swear, I'll send
thy heart asunder. .

Djez. Seize him instantly. X
Sir Hugh. By St. Peter, Saracens, we came not from
Christendom to die ignobly ! For death or liberty, have
at ye.

Feoff. Come on ye sherbet sippers, we are Britens.
. Osw. Tough ones too, by George. oS
[They fight, some of the guards surround Digzear, the

rest fight, some of them. fall: in the confusion Man-

MOUND enters.]

Al Mah. Hold for your lives, ye menial crew.

Geoff. Nay prythee, let us fight it out. - .

Osw. Peace, you fool-—a truce, a truce.

Ali Mah. What is the cause of this confusion ?

Sir W. Bid your tyrant father restore that youth, if he
be living, but if thou, old monster in iniquity, bast dared
to iifure Him, not Cetur de Lion’s aelfﬂ;xn mvs thee from

my veugeance.
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Ali Mah, What youth, whem do you mésn? =~ - #'
: Sir Hugh. Edwin Douglas. Come, this parley is too
ong. e

Geoff. 'To it again, pell-mell, and give no quarter.

Ate Mah. Edwin! Where is he? speak, by Ala he
shall be restored. :

1jez. Ye know the boy ye ask for is a woman.

Oswe. "There’s an insolent old scoundrel. (aside.)

Djez. She iusafe locked within my harem ; from whence
no earthly power shall draw her forth. By Alla! thoagh
she were fairer than lrene, yet would 1 here decapitate her,
sooner than give her back to ye. Guards, do your duty ; seize
them all. The son who dares dispute his tather’s will; nd
takes part with lus enemies, deserves their fate.

Geoff. For God’s sake, Sir, don't let’s yield quietlys

Osw. Have atye, Whiskerandos. [They fight, at tength
the Christians are overpowered and secared.) - - =

Dyjez. Let them be chained to the earth, ‘dad -rot in
darkness and despair. [ 1The Christiuns are carried qﬂgm
Seize that abandoned wretch. [The guards hesitute, idme

Join Ali Mahmound, anether fight ensues; Dyersar
himsjl{ enguges 4li Mukmound, who disarms him.)

Ali Mah. Here, take thy sword, by Alla, I do blish to
call thee father! O Great Mahomet, why hast thou given
me the heart to do good, but denied me the power ! [ Erit.

Djez. Out caitff wretches, ye fight like girls ! avoid my
sight. [ Ercunt guerds.] And me—he has disarmied me !,
Oh! Oh! Ulin, thou didst promise he should fall. What
ho! who waits there? (enter u slave) Go, bid the eunuch
Sacar hasten hither. (Erit slave) Alla, if thouy wert just
thou wouldst call it retribution to cut him off. My brain
is un fire. He has disarmed me—given me life as he'would
a Christian dog. Oh! ’tis agonising—it guaws my very vi-
tals. Curses on his nervous arm !

[Euter Sacar]
And thou, bow darest thou Jook upon me? How hast thou
thwarted my plans ? ’

Suce. Mercy, dread Lord, thy slave was not to blame,

Djez. Hence, and when Ali Mahmound ceases to
breathe, thog.art forgiven : but, if thou venturest into my
presence tilvthou” hast performed my bidding, thy hewd
shail pay the forfeit. {lsaeunt.
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SCENE WN1. The Harem. RKemyra and Matilda.

Mat. Oh lady! you have taken a heavy load from my
r heart; my brother is most certainly escaped.

Zem. And long efe this he must have reached the Chris-
tian camp,

Maut. A thousand blessings on your generous heart.

Zem. 1 am overpaid in having succeeded in effecting his
escape. Oh sweet Christian, 1 would 1 were in Britain
with you. :

Mat. Oh that you were! 1 would share all I possessed
with you ; we would call each other sister, and we should
be so happy. My brother, too, could testify his gratitude
to his kind guardian.

[Enter :ABrA.]

Abra. Ohlost! lost! pity me, Zemyra, I am undone
for ever.
© Zem. What ails thee, dearest Abra.

Abra. Oh! ask me not, least | break my heart in telling
thee. The Christians—

Mat. What of them?

* Abra. They are all condemned to die an ignominious
death. Loudly they claimed you at my father’s hand,
they fought, but what was valor when opposed to treachery ;
they were secured, and they must die.

at. Oh horror! and | the cause.

Abra. Christian, I did love ye, Allaknows: I did love
ye too sincerely, and for thy sake I swear to die a virgin.
Not all the princes of the East should tempt me to break
this vow.

[Enter Lady MARGARET.]
wIiad Mar. Prince Mahmound is returned, is he not,
ly ?

Rem. Yes, Madam. ( Matilda veils.)

4 slave announces Diezzar as he enters.

Djez. Light of my eyes! divine sultana of my soul!
whose beauties shame the pearly lily, and the freshness of
the rose of Sharon, turn thine eyes on me, Djezzar lives
but in thy smiles. o

Mat. Offi—1'd sooner die than look upon thee.

- Djez. } do adore thee, spite of thy disdein : even thus
thou art so * fascinating, that methinke I coddld forgo all
other women for thy sake, and live for thee-alone.
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Lady Mar. Ha! what proud beauty dares to rival me,
even though I hate him?

Djez. For you, Lady, as it is your wish, you shall be sent
forthwith to your frieuds, the Christians. (to Matilda)
Here, fairest of thy sex, here, all are subject to thy will ;
speak but to be obeyed: a thousand slaves attend your
pleasure.

[Enter aS1ave.]

Slave. My Lord, prince Mahmound, with his dying
breath, entreats your presence.

Zem. and Abra. My brother!

Lady Mar. Oh! Ali Mahmound, my soul’s treasure,
thou must not fly me. [Ezut.

Mat. Shameless Margaret !

Djez. Dying, saidst thou, slave ? .

Slave. Alas! yes, dread lord! a sudden fever scized his
brain, and for a time it raged with uncontrolled fury; he
struggled in vain, he sunk overcome on the couch, from
whence it is feared he will arise no more.

Djez. Go, bid the eunuch Sacar’s head be taken off this
nstant. (Lxit slave) Fair one adieu, no duty, however
pressing, shall detain me loug from thee, [ Exit.

Mat. 1 am weary of my life. My excellent friend ! and
must he die for me. O wretched Matilda ! think how gall-
ing to their gallant spirits to be deprived of liberty, when
all their countrymen are up in arms.

Song, MATILDA.
Ah! say, is there on earth a blessing,
To ev’ry Briton's heart so dear
As liberty, that boon possessing,
His weary pilgrimage to cheer?
For this he fights, sor this he falls,
He falls, but ’tis enshimed 1n glory,
Conscious his noble dceds shall live,
Renowned in future story.

SCENE VIII. A4 Saloon.

Enter MaTiLDA and ZEMYRA.
Zem. Forgive me, Alla, that I do counsel this Christian

to practice deception,
NO. XIvV. N.Br.Th. VOL.IV. 4
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Mut. The motive, dear Zemyra, consccrates the act: I
do wish that all who practise to deceive had as fair excuse
to justify their conduct as we have.

Zem. I wish so too.

Mat. But do you think Djezzar will grant their lives
at my request ?

Zem. Yes, 1 know it, if ye can speak kindly to his
suit of love.

Mat. However my soul loathes him, I will try to stifle
its emotions, for see he comes.

[Enter Diezzaw and ATTENDANTS.]

Djez. Oh thou, on whom my soul doats, haply art thou
met, my fair!

Mut. 1 would, my Lord, obtain permission to visit the
gwydens.

Djez. By Alla, she no longer turns away her eve, nor
shudders at my approach, take thy wish, aud all else that
Djezzar can give.

Zem. Now urge thy request to save the Christiaus.

Djez. Where 1s the siave who brought the tidings from
the camp ?

Slave. Here, mighty Lord.

Dijez. T'hy news?

Slave. The British army, good my Lord, are rapidly
advancing, led hither, as ’us said, by Cwur-de-Lion him-
self.

Djez. Let them come, our Fortress bids defiance to
their efforts. DBring forth the Christian prisoners upon
the walls, and in the presence of their vaunting country-
men they shall be decapitated.

Mat. (Catching his robe.) Oh, Great Prince, for my
suke, spare them.

Djez. For thy sake! Ho! ho! Would’st make me thy
tool ¢ Prestmptuous woman! 1 can see through thy shal-
low artifice : ye thought to play upon my fondness. Bring
forth the prisoners.—Hold '—Tair one, whom would ye
save among them ¢ Say but the word, and he shall hve.

Mat. Assist me, love.—Sir William Montfort. (Pyi-
soners are brought in.)

Djes. Ye have seal'd his fate. Is this the lover ye pre-
fer to Djezzar i—Lady, Lady, I have foiled ye at your
own weapons.—Now hear his doom. Here on this spot
thou shalt thyself become his executioner.

Mat. Ob, Blessed Virgin, wilt thou suffer this ?
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Djez. Here, take this dagger, thou shalt be compelled
to use it.

Mat. Tyrant, avaunt!

Djez. Oh thou wilt falter, kneel, and pray, but "twill
not avail thee. Slave! bare that Christiaw’s bosons, 1 will
direct the blow.

Zem. Mahomet turn Lis heart !

Djez. Come on.  ls it not sweet to die by her haud,
Christian ¢

Sir . Dearest, do not shrink. I am prepared, and
meet death most joyfully.

Mat. Now then, Christians, my soul presages, ye will
live to tell of this. Oh say then Maulda Douglas died o
chaste, uuspotted viigin.  And add that he for whom she
did « deed of daring, was a Kmght of the loly, Cross,
and did deserve life, liberty, all she could give! Nodw
tyrant—St. Mary nerve my arm—I1ark Christians, God #s
heaven! and Richard at the Castle gates! (She advances
as g'fto plunge the dagger in Sir W llium's breast, but turn-
ing short, stabs Djezzar.) "Tis done, now let me die,
(throws away the dagger.)

Djez. Siaves seize her. (Sir Williusn breaks from the
guards and flics to her.)

Iinter a SLavi.

Slave. Arm! arm! The Cluistiaus by a secret passage
have entered the fortress.

Djez. Curses blister thy tongue! (ar alarm) Slaves dis-
patch, let those wretches die, that cve 1 close my eyes 1
may sate them in their blood. Dare ye hesitate, ye coward
dogs *—Oh! Oh! 1 blecd.—Give me a dagger, one
effort of strength, "tis the last.  (Fe 1ises, aims a blow at
Matilda, she shrinks, Ulin rushes in between them.--
Then Enter a Slave.)

Slave. Prince Mahmound is dead; also the Lady Mar-
garet.

Ulin. Thou hearest thy doom ! Here aim thy blow,
this bosom is invuluerable. 1 come to claim thee, Al
Mahmound’s death has sealed thee mine ! Leath cannot
rob me of thee, for 1 am wed to thy better part, thy soul!
thy soul 1s mine.

Djez. Sarceress, thou hast undone me!—Oh for life to
breathe hell into your ears, ye coward wretches, ye who
feared to die! Soft, Djezzar, twas thou, twas thou, who
fear'dst death ; for Alla shoots conviction on my rack'd
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Drain, there 1s, there ig an hereafter.—Out, witch, wilt thou
not let me breathe a-¥ew short momcnts longer i—My

daughters———

lin. They avoid thee—Thy life has been so mon-
strous. that thy very offspring shrinks from thee with hor-
ror. Come then, my bridegroom spirits, take your victims
(She clasps him, and they sink through the stage.)
Oswo. What! you are scragged at Jast, old villain !
Enter S1r Ravneu and Sounier.

S r V. Your task 1s completed by you hervic female,
she has saved us all. Djezzar never wore shall cross the
cause, straight open the gates, let free the prisoners, and
tius roof shall for once become a scene of hospitality.

Sir I1. Abra, my love, nay do not droop, ye'll find the
Cliristians generous, as well as true.

S R. And you oh ludy, never shall ye tax Ralph
Douglus with ingratitude : our victorious monarch is pre-
paring to return to Christendom, where we will convince
ye of our hospitality.

Sir W. Oh Matilda! How shall I speak my admira-
tion of your heroism ! my life devot=d to your service were
too short a ti.ne to prove my siucerity.

BMat. Then by your leave, Sir Knight, we will cry quits,
and theu begm the pleasing task of love on equal terms.

Finale.
Sir IT. Tho' for a while misfortune frown,
Yet bappiness at last will crowa
Tl.¢ virtuous and the fair.
AMat.  And coustancy and truth combio’d,
Their just seward will surely find,
And uever need despair.
Sir R. Hope dawns again upon my soul,
Despair and horror back recoil,
And pleasare glads my heart.
Abra & Zem. For me succeeding time shall prove
L'he pure delights of mutual love,
For never more we'll part.
All.  Then let the. festive board be spread,
-Let nurth advance by virtue led,
And all will joiu the throng.
The sporuve dance, the pageaut gay,
Shall wait upon the coming day,
And aye the sprightly song.

13



REMARKS ON THE OPERA OF THE
FAIR CRUSADIR.

Tins piece is the production of a Lady, and as such,
hias peculiar claimy to the indulgence of our readers.
T'he story is in general well conceived, but it embraces in-
cidents and situations, which would have required a mas-
culine pen to have exccuted with due effect.  There 1s
oue fault in the language, which we intreat the fair an-
thor to correct in her future works, We allude to the
voustant use of the pronoun ye instead of yow. Had
the crror been partial, we should have tuken the Lberty
of amending it in the course of the printing, but observ.
ing that it 1s systematic, we chose rather to allow it to
vemain, aud to take this method of protesting against an
affectation, that would spoil the eflect of the most clo-
guent or patbetic thought.

There are, as we have alveady remarked, several strik-
mg dramatic incidents in this piece ; but the subject 1n-
volves too mumy tragical circumstances for an operaty. al
diama.  “Uhe spectacle might suceced morepresc. tatica
the compositton however 1s not esactly of by nd,
which 1t was the object of our work to show hat the
stuge might still exhibag, if the managers offered iconr-
agement. At the samic time we have uo douat 0 aili be
regarded as a picturesque shetch, which wat cue and
study nught have been rendered an interesting and nn-
pressive play.
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HMECTOR.

ACT T.
SCENE 1. The Tent of Azamemnon.

The Gerecian Princes assembled.

Chal. Noble Achilles, then if thou would’st know
What moves the arrow-darting Phacbus’ rage,
Swear to protect me by thy power and sword,
For 1 our mightiest chiettain must accuse,
Aud truths reveal, offcnsive to the great.
k. What 1eaven has told thee, tell us undismay’c
No! By the ever-glorious God thou serv’st,
And whose prophetie oracle thou art,
While Light 15 dear to me, and life enjoy’d,
No hand profane shall touch thy sacred head,
Not ¢’en the sovereign whom we all obey,
Shall Agamemmon dare to do thee wrong !
Chal. "Tis he himself who has incens'd the God—
The priest of Pheebus caiue wiib costly gifts,
An ample ransom for his eapive child,
And on the shore to all the host of Gheece,
That stood consenting, he addressed Lis prayer.
But Agamenmon, with disdaful pride,
"T'he gifts rejected, and the pray’r contenn'd.
For this, the itber to his God complain’d—
For this, the God indignam bent his bhow,
Nor will relent, till to her father's anns
Ye send Chryseis—and with sacrifice
Implore Apotio, and atone the siu.
Agam. Prophet of mischief!  Ever such to me—
Must now the Greeks by thy malignant tongue
Be lectured to rebel —Be taaght, that )
Incensed the God, that L hrought down the plague
Which slays the innocent -hecanse I prize
The gentie captive more than paplury gold 2
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But if "tis meet that ghe sheuld go, T vield—
Perish myselt—if for the commion good.
Yes, let her go'!—ievoke the guft ve pave,
O it 1s just the genvious Greeks should tell
That Agamemnon unrewarded bled !
Ach. Supreme i graudeur and renown, and greed,
How shall the army gratify thee now ?
We shar’d impartially our hard-won spoil-—
Would’st thou oblige us to refund for thee
Our several portions? Call ou all our men—
On all the Grecks to form the stock anew
Tor thee again to share :—This would be wise !
But send the damsel home, and when great Jove
Makes towered llion’s hoarded heaps.our own,
Threefold o’cr all shall be thy rich reward.
Agam. God as thou count’st thyself amidst the fight,
Art thou in council so surpassing too
T'bat I defrauded miust confess thy shill ?
Before that ] 1esign my beauteous prize
Produce the just cquivalent, aud well—
But if ye rob me, and deny my due,
I will exert the greatness of my power,
And from the prizes others safe cnjoy,
Indenmity acquire. Ulysses, your's;
Or your’s, bruve Ajax ; ah ! Achilles, chafe!
‘Phine own perhaps may first appease my claim!
Ach. Inglorious wan '—But in assurance gieat!
What Greek again at thy command will watch
In secret ambuash, or in battle fight ?
What cause had | to war for thee or thine ?
I'roy wrong’d not me—nor ever Trojan diove
My stecds or oxen, nor within my land @
Left print of hostile tead!  Tar, far, from hence,
Fenced by the sca and vale-o’crshadowing hills,
My coursers fed, and affluent haivests blest
The peaceful labors of my joyous swains.
Hither, thou frout of holiow heartless brass,
We cheerful came—came, when implored by thee,
I"avenge a private, not a public wrong, .
"T'hine and thv brot! er’s cause. The recompence—
Disgrace and insult! What, aud dar’st thou threat
T'o seize my p:ize, so hard, sodearly won?
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A prize, O tyrant! match’d with thine, as small

As thy atchievements, when comparced with mise;;

Wealth in each conquest ever is thy share,

But mine is toil and danger. Despot ! know,

Achilles is thy ready slave no more,

And soon my fleet shall bear me swiftly home.
Agam. Haste, spread thy sails! away, with specd,

away !

1 woo thee not to linger. Fly, begone!

Thy transient friendship, and thy groundless hate,

To me are equal. Tyranuize at home,

But here, ’tis mine to lord and thine to serve.

Go, get ye home. There is not in the camp

King or commander whom I hate as thee.

Back to her sire, my bark shall bear the maid—

But then prepare, wuperious prince, prepare

To yield thy captive too—she shall be mine,

Even in thy tent, vea, at thy side I'll seize her;

So shalt thou rue the madness of that hour,

In which thou dared’st imperial might, and all

Our host shall know, and tremble while they learn,

That Kings are subject to the Gods alone.

_ Ach. ‘Thou dog at baying, though in heart a deer,
When wast thou known to brave the ambush’d foe,
Or dare the front of war ?  Thou scourge of Jove,
Sent in his anger on a slavish race—

By this, this sacred sceptre that thou scest

In my right hand, as severed from the tree,

Its parent on the mouutain top, as |

Shall henceforth be from thee and thine,

This sceptre, emblem of the power conferr'd
By Jove on Kings—a dreadful oath I swear ;
When Greece again shall ask Achilles’ aid

In vain shall she implore '—When Hector comes
Bloody and grim, fierce trampling to the shore
O’er mountains of the dead—then shalt thou mourn,
And rage in bitterness of soul to think,

How thou hast scorn’d, as he were like thyself,
Achilles—1—the bulwark of your cause.
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SCENFE H. A Chamber.

Hrcror, Parts, aud HELEN.

Ilec. Infatuated man! by woman’s smiles
Spell-bound to thy destrucuon. Hadst thou died
At thy ill-starr’d nativity, or death
Prohibited thy fatal nuptial rites,

What shame hadst thou escaped, and Trov what woe!
Couldst thou along the proudly swelling waves,

Thy breast more haughty, in thy stately ships
Courageous seek the beauteous Spartan bride,

And bear her willing from her lord away ;

Yet basely here in slack seclusion lurk,

Shrunk from thy country’s foes, friends but for thec ?
Disastrous recreant ! thy father’s shame !

Is this a time for such soft dalliance ¢

Yor thee, for thine, the sons of Lhon fall,

Till but the high-licap’d corses of the dead

Alone protect the town.  For thee, for thine,
Around the war a narrowmg circle burns,

The soldiers perish, and the widows cry !

Closer and closer neais the wasteful fire,

And thou sitt’st safe regardless.  Up and forth,

Or bere with 'Troy be sheeted i the flames.

Par. These just reproaches, Heetor, 1 deserve—-
O who can boast thy firmly temper'd miad,
Prepared for every accideut of fate,

Like the keen hatchet in the shipwright’s haud,
Still edyed for use, and still untired by toil.
Now shrinking from th’ indignant public eye,
1 sat lameuting my unhappy doom ; .
But roused by thee, nn honor wakes again,
And beautcous Helem urges ine to arm.
Conquest to-day may et 1edeem my fame—
To dure is man’s, the victory is Heav'n’s!
Stay patient here, til! I my armour brace,
Or go, and emulous, 'l soon be there. [ Madt Paris
delen. O brother of a sister, sell~abhorred,
And by all hearts forills that 1 have caus’d!
But here some phort respite from labor take :
Alas, no bicast endures such pain as thine !
For Paris’ guilt, and worthless Lelen's crime,
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The Godls ordain our miscrable fate,

Present distress and infamy to come,

"T'he dire ful themes of everlasting song,
Heat. 1 must not rest, fair Helen; other friends

Claimn sad endearments cre 1 seek the field.

But uree the loiterer, let hun not delay

To join me cre again I qmt the town. [ it Heetor.
Hef. Oh! that the winds had seiz'd 2o at my birth,

Borne me to wilds, the famish'd cagles™ ;. oy

Or, plung'd mc deep w death beneath we waves,

Befure the vengeance of thus disetul war

Had thus devouring rag’d around for me. [Lxa.

SCENE HI. A Street in Troy near the Scean Gate.

Hecror and ANDrovMAcHE, with the Nwse and Child.

And. Impetuous prince, ) whither dost thou run,
Thy wife forgetting and thy helpless child ¢
QO sure such courage but provokes thy doom,

And Greece with all her beroes closing round

Wil overwhelin thee, and thon must be lost,

Sarth vield e ere that fatal hour a 1omb, *

For then no other refuge will be anve!

No mother now reinaing to soothe wmy woe,

Nor sue to shield, nor brother 10 protect ;

Y ¢i in thee, Hector, 1 possess them ail.

But father, mother, brethren lost aguin

I must deplore, when I shall mown for thee.
Where the scath’d fig-trees shade the sonthern wall,
The Greeks pour all the battle.  There lus host
The dreadful Agamemnon rolls, and there

In furious confluence the foes umte,

Aund threaten the fenc'd town.  Stay, Hector, stay,
Detend that posi, while others try the field.

Lie-t. 1ow would the sons of ‘T'roy in arms so fam’d,
,Auu Proy’s proud wurons slight the chief they praice,
[t Lo shonld shun e fighe! 1\1) carly youth
W.s to the hardships of “the camp inur'd,

Aol my prompt spirit burns for its renown.—
Bu. come it will, the awful destin’d day,

W 'ien thoug imperial Troy, shall sink to dust !
"Thy lionors perish, and thy glory die !
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And yet Andromache no sad presage,

My mother’s death, nor Priam’s sacred head

Defil'd with gore, nor all my kindred lud

In bloody tragedy amidst the wreck,

So wounds my spirit as the thought for thee.

Methinks 1 sce thee o'er the Argive looms

Pale-bending weave the storv of these wars,

T'hy tears fast falling on thime own sad part:

Oh, Gods! aud shall some haughty Gicek dare say,

As she deep-loaded with the flowing urn,

IAlPd at o’ Hyperian spring, (her slavish task,)

“ Look at the wile of Hector!”

But be miy bones inhum’d in trodden clay,

Before thy captive cries shall pierce mme car!-—
[He tukes the Chald from the Nurs

Eternal Jove, bestow on this my son

Such fame in arms as thou hast giv'n to me,

And make him nise the futme strength of Troy:

From fight returning, be his welcome sull

“ He far excels his father ;” while apart

His anxious mother feels her joy renew’d.

Weep not for me, Andromache, no hand

Can antedate my doom, the basc and brave

Have their allutted time, and vo safe art

Can add one atom to their number'd sands.—

lience to thy home, and with thy maidens there

Ply thy domestic tashs : lcuve war 1o men:

"Is their rude work, and most of all "us mine.

ACT 1L
SCENE L. The Fuld of Battle, the Greeks flying.
Cuavrcas,Urysses, AGAMEMNON, &c. &e.
Chal. Think, warriors, think upon your former fame,

You yet can save ns if you will but tuin;
Flight is destruction ; Hector raging comes
Like sweeping flame, and vaunting of his gods
Calls Jove hissire ! O it your hearts retain
One spark 'of ancient.emulation, turn,
Avenge yoursclves, and vindicate the heavens. [ Exit,
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Ulys. O lasting infamy! O last disgrace!
Gods! what a prodigy surprises here ;
Fly we from Troy, from I'roy’s oft vanquish’d bands?
Halt, cowards, halt ! halt, dastards dead to shame! [ Euxit.
Adgam. "Tremendous Jove, thou aid of the distrest,
Was ever kiug like me so wretched made ?
Whence is thy favor to an impious foe,
An atheist ciew, abaudon’d and unjust ¢
At altars heap’d with smoling sacrifice,
I ask’d destruction of the "Frojan race :
Now, Ged austere, far humbier 1s ny prayer,
Save but our rehics trom dread Hector'shand. [ Eveunt.,
Thunder.  Enter HecToRr and Trojans.
Hect. 1lear ye the voice of Jove? Success and fame
Wait on our ensaigns, and the flying (heeks
For sculbing shelter coner behimd their wall ;
‘Fhey thought on owrs to 1uise then haughty crests,
And to such ruin as their own shall sink,
T'o heave the towers of Troy. Come, let us on ;
And whien bofure yon fated ships ye fight,
Fight all with ihe, and blazing torches hurl,

'Till we have wrapt them in ove general flame. [ Eieynr,
SCENE L. Thke Tent of Achilles.
Acnirnrs, ULysses, &e. &c.

Achid. Princes, all hail! welcome, though Greeks. "'
e
Y¢ come vot foes, but to my heart are dearer
"T'han all that bear the name.  Patroclus haste,
Fill up a larger cup wiih older wine,
Tor we shall mix our souls.  Of all the host
Thy friend most values these, and these thy fricni,
Ulys. 1lail to Achilles ! happy are his guests,
Not h/ighel honortd they, that at the board
Of Agamemuon feast.  But on our minds
L.ie heavier cares, than feasts or bowls can ease.
Greece diiven to the brink of fate implores
Thy aid, and owns no saving arm but thine :
Troy strides to vengeance, aud her thieatening tents
Darken our wall—Hark ! how she shouts, and points
The desolating fire agamst our fect.
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For her the Father of the Gods declares,

Aund rolls for her the omen. Full of Jove,

Sec where proud Hector o’er the dead dilates,

And Heaven and carth defies. O must we, Gods !

To day inglerious feed the Trojan soil !

Return Achilles—OQOh, though late, return

"T'o serve thy friends, and stop the doom of Greece !
Ach. What in my soul is fix'd, my tongue procluims.

And action still confirms.  Let Greece then know

My rivetted resolve, nor teaze in vain.

L.oug time, long twils 1 in her service bore;

But barren glory now has ceas’d to charin.

1 sack’d twelve cities on the sca-beat coast ;

And twelve 1 burnt upoun the Trojan plain,

Aud at the haughty feet of your proud lord

Laid all the spoil.  All he m peace obtained.

Presents to ev1y prince were made, and theirs

They still enjoy; but | alone of all

Must inive restare.  "Tis 1 that must restore!

My share, mine only can his Just appease ;

But let hun use the woman as he may,

He has her now. Ncver my sword again

Shall be unsheath’'d in any woman’s cause !

Ye have my auswer.
Ulys. Prince, divinely brave,

Regard thy father's counsel, ere too late.

When in his arms he prest thee at departure,

Dost thon remember what his blessing was ?

* My son, may Juno and Minerva crown

Thy arms with strength and fame, ‘Lrust that to Heav’n :

Be thy own care thy passions to subdue;

Contention shun, and win by moauners mild

The bappy honors of urbanity.’

Such were his words—but words, alas! despiscd.

If thou wilt yicld to Agamemnon’s pray’,

Gifts worthy thee ,
Ach. All gifts from him are hateful !

Kings of his cast stand but as cringing slaves

Before the noble mind.  Not though he profferd

All he himself possess'd, and all his grasp

Conld tear from others of their dearly won ;

With ail the ceaseless golden tide that flows




SCENE 111, A TRAGIC CEXNTO. 341

In Orchomenos’ many-peopled bound ;
Not all the wealth and countless stores that lie
In the magnificence of Thebes ; though he
Heup'd bribes on bribes, with gems out-numb’ring all
The stars of heav’n, and sands ou the sea-shore ;
Should all these offers ask again my friendship,
*Tis he that offers, and I scorn them all !

Ulys. The Gods themselves, bethink thee, mortal max,
Arewmov'd by offerings, vows, and sacrifice.

Arh. "Thou hast said well 1 but at the tyrant’s name
My rage rekindles, aud my soul is fir'd !
Not till anmudst the vavy wrapt in fiame
"The Giecian blood to crimson stain the sea ;
Not till the tlames, by Hectors fury driven,
Consume your vessels, and approach my own ;
Just then th’ impetuous homicide shall stand
Deprivid of triumph, and depriv’d by me.

[Exeunt all but Acniries and PaTrOCLUS,

SCENE 1llL

Ach. Whut means this grief, Patroclus ? why these tears?
Griev'st thon fur ine—or for my martial train ?
Or some sud tidings from our native land ?
Or for some meaner cause >—perhaps the fate
Of yonder Greeks, doom’d in their ships to pay
"T'he forfeit of their proud imperious lord ¢

Puat. Let Greece at length touch thy obdurate breast ;
For every chief that might avert the doom
Lies bleeding, or lies dead.

Ach. My wrongs——my wrongs !
These all my thoughts engage.
Pat. Unpitying man!

Oh sure thou spring’st not from a seft embrace!
Thy country shghted in her last distress,
Who shall fiom thee mercy or justice hope ?
No: men unborn shall curse thy stubborn mind,
Thy unforgiving and relentless heart !
Ach. But hear e speak !—The wrong 1 grieve is past,
1 fix’d its period, and the hour draws nigh,
Now Hector to my ships the battle drives ;
I see his fires, aud hear the Trojaus shout.
Bchold the thin femains of all the Grecks
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On the last edge of yon deserted land !

It was not thus, when in the van of war

I gave the battle, and saw back in heaps

"The proudest waves of "I'rojan valor roll

Before my coming tempest. Now from all,

‘I'he cry is Hector '—and his dreadful voice
Commands the slaughter, and commissions death !
But haste, Patroclus, hasten to the fight ;

Now save the ships, repress the rising flames ;

Yet heed my words, and mark thy friend’s command,
Who trusts to thee his honor :—with full sweep

Rage o’er the hostile crew—drive uncontroul’d,

But touch not Hector—Hector is my prey! [ Ereunt.

SCENE IV. The Field of Battle.

Ulys. O friends! O heroes! names so fam’d, so dear—
What aids expect you, or what forts to save ?
Nor aid, nor fortress, your retreat can gain ;
There stand the Tiojans, and bere rolls the deep! [Exrit

SCENE V. The Battle.

Enter Patrocvrus and Soldiers.
Pat. Ye soldiers, sharers of Achilles’ fame,
Be mindful now of your acquired renown;
Proclaim by valor whom ye own for chief,
Aud add new honors to his mighty name!
Think that Achilles sees you as ye fight,
And mortify the haughty lord ye save.

Eunter HEcTOR.

Pat. Hector, come on—and cease thy mighty threats ;
Vain are the hopes thy insolence conceives,
To force the Greeks! Have we not hands and hearts ?
Long ere thy fires shall on our ships descend,
Thy boasted city, and her God-built towers,
Shall smoke in ruins, scattered o’er the plain. gThey Jight.

Hec. Take that, Patroclus ; and with thee lie there
The hope of seeing Ilion wrapt in flames,
And thy soft pleasures by her captives served.

Pat. Presumptuous man, soon shalt thou lie as low ;
Black Fate hangs o’er thee, and thy hour draws on.
The time shall come, when chased along®he plain,
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Even thou shalt vainly call thy Gods to save;

And wish, to aid thee in thy desperate flight,

The wings of eagles with the horse’s speed.

‘Tken shalt thou run forgetful of thy fame;

1 see, | sce thee by Achilles fall. [ Dies.
Hec. Whence this prophetic bode—and why to me ?

Why not as well Achilles’ fate be given

‘I'o Hector’s sword, as Hector’s fate to his? [(Loxit.

Enter AcAMEMNON.

Agam. What! shall I quit Patroclus, slain for me!
Desert his arise—the relics of my friend !
No—rather let the cleaving earth enguiph
Qur squadrons for a sacrifice, than T'roy
Shall boast the precious trophy of his corse.
Uly. Fly to the ficet, this instant fly and tell
The sad Achilles that his friend is slain.
He too nay haste to save the naked corse,
The apms are Hector’s, and he bears the spoil.  [Exit.
Agam. Who does not see that partial Jove bestows
Success and glory on the Trojan cause,
Whether the weak or strong assail.  Secure
The winged fates all pierce the hearts of Greece,
Not so our shafts incessant though they shower,
The winds disperse them, and they fly in vain,
And on our sight confusing darkness falls.
O King, O Father, Lord of Heaven and Earth,
Dispel this cloud nor sk us in despair. [Exeunt.
Heictor (re-enters).
Hee. This day we bop'd to crown our toils, and end
The dire invasion ! but the Sun retires,
Aud coming uarkness from our stvords rescues
The tremiling foe. ket us too here take aid
From the refreshing myht—hut lest the Greeks.
Fly in the silence, shelicred vy the gloom,
Let numerous fires the absent Sun supply,
Around the circuit of the city wall :
Let all the youth as yet unfit for arms,
And hoary men retreated from the field,
Keep wakeful watch, and let the matrons place
Lights in their windows and on all the towers,
Lest in the’darkness the insidious foe
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Assail the town defenceless hy our absonce—
Suffice to-night thesc orders. At the dawn

Be all in arms and ready for the fight, ' '

Your breast-plates doubled by courageons hearts,
And with the ceaseless lightning of your swerds,
Consume and drive the vultares from the land.

O let them not in safety from us fly,

But on each back some hostile mark inflict,

Some wound that long their joyless wives shall tend,
Aud wain thew children from a Trojan war!

ACT 11I.
SCENE 1. _dchilles’ Tent.

Ant. Patroclus is no mere! by Hector slain,
And plundered of his anmns.  Even for his corpse,
The naked corpse, the fuious liosts contend,

Aud full by mutual wounds around the dead.

To Tiuy to drag him all the Trojans rage,
Where Hector dooms him to the dogs a prey,
And shows the tower where he: will fix lis head.
Itise, son of Peleus rise, aud if thon cuast
Rescue the threaten'd relics of thy fitend.

Ach. Me, Agamemnon urged to deadly hate.
"Tis past, L quit it Yes, yes, 1 will mect
The murderer of my friend, and if ordain’d,
Give too my carcase to the Trojan curs.

Yet iy Patroclus linger in thy way,

Svon | shall joiu thee, and one doom awaits

The watrivr and his friend, aud T'roy’s black earth
Drink up the blood of both. But ere the soil
Shail with thy precious ashes be enrich'd,

"I'be hend ot Hector will appease thy shade—
Yes, L aiil furce lus widow’d dame to smnte
With frantic hands her desolated breast,

And tear the Hying tresses’ from her head :

For now again 1 rouse the dreadful field

Ty xeap lﬁ&‘g]igtje glory life afiords.,

Ho! yc that wait within—wy arws! my ams! [ Ezeunt.



st f1t, A Tragic é¥wro, 483

SCENE 1. The Field.

. Hetron and Trojdne.

Ye mett bf Lycia, Pmdamm, wd" Troy,
Be mindful of yourselves, and of the fame
That ye have gather'd in s many fields
Of bloody harvest! With the navy’s flame
Le%your full glory spread into the skies
And brighten o'er the earth. Death is the worst, *
And death we all myst in a little share ;
But for our country s a bliss to die! .
The gallant man, though in the batt]e.phhzee." "
That leaves his country safe, his cluldren free,
Makes his comrniom gloryin hié fate:
Houors attend his high ennobled rece,
And late posterity resounds his praise. [ Extt.

SCENE IIL. The Tent of Agamemnon.
AcHILLES, AbANEMNON, &c,

Ach, O King! far better sure had been the fate
Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian host,
If ere the day when, med by passion, we
Contended for the luckless captive maid,
Had interposing Dian pierced her heart :
Long, long, lhaﬁ Gretce lament the woes we caused,
And distant ages oft repeat the tale.
But this is past—come let the curs'd debate
By us be all forgotten! Why should I,
A mortal man, with rage unquenchable
Still furious burn {  Here then my anger ends.
Now rouse the war, and be the vengeance ours.
Agam. What can the errora of T’ rage atone ?

“

My troul?s, :ﬁy 'tr:num. all that I command
Are at thy will and taking.
Ack " War T ask—

Give me but that. Here in the time we talk
Our work is slighted, and cur duty suffers.
Uly. Though godhke thou art by no tvils opprese’d,
Our feebler troom respité and repose;
Let food again wisted strenglit repair,

dd Bow flom me, .
A T e Bl TN, 4B
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Till their fierce:fangies, urge them to:the foe :
Yet a short interval, gdm&m the-war..

Ach. By Hector slain, their faces to the sky,
Behold our heroes grim with Flpmg woungw;. . -
Pale lies my friend with ghastly gashes torn.
Revenge is all my sgul ). bo memar care .
Can enter in the fu&us futnace here.:
Bit go, ye cluefs, ¢ the” gemai tite. )
Des B oy part,” and flowitig blaod ‘
Riots of aepth and- agonizing wounds!® + - [Erit.

&Nww The Field. Troy'in view.
"Agdﬂh‘w: to his men. ,
Ye far-fam’d myrmidonis! ye fierée ind brave,
Think what reproselfe F't} ‘long endured. '
« Stern son of Peleus!” thus, ye'cried to me,
While ye lay restless raging in the ships—
“© nurs'd with gall, why does thy stubborn ire
« Defraud us of the field, Ti6r send us home ?”
Such were your words, now, wirriors, grieve no more,
This day will give all that your rage desires. a
Behold the Trojans ! feast your hungry swords,
Glut your starv'd hearts, and let your fuxy thrive. [Exit.

S(‘ENE V. The Battle.

Hector and Paris, &c.

Where is Deiphobus, where Asius gone,
And Othryonwus, ‘where are they fled ?
Sure fate hangs o’ ¢r thee with her blackest doom,
Curse of thy rate, @nd of the Trojan state.

Par. O taunt not thus, my brother and my friend,
Thy warm'iny aﬁénce makes thy tongue unjust.
In othu battlgs I deserved thy scomm,
But not in dni The chiefs you seck gre slain. [ Exzeunt.

sg;FNE vt & Room,” T
Nn:lou’mun.m '
;t;vades ngy Wm a&%&gﬁ"
Flutters “ll;_q“m Some vew.moe, .

.“,

43
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Some sad 1everse of fate recoils on Troj !
O!ye great gods, my fearful thoughts repress !
What it my tlector with Achilles Sght,

Or chas'd along the pleiw, he fall, he die! [ Exit,
SCENE VII. Thke Walls.
Priam on the walll Ch

Haste, haste, ye wardens of the city gavey .
Set wide your portals to the flying throng, \sap»
[Enter Hecrtor.
Hec. O Gods! where lies my way?
Honor and shame thignoble thought cineel.
No—if 1 e’er return, let me m‘m Wy
Triumphant from my country’s alain ;
Or, if | perish, let her see me fuli
In open battle and in her defence, .
Pram. (from above on the wall) Ah, staynot, say
not, Hector, guardless there——
Hector, my lov'd, my dearest, bravest son,
Yet shun \chilles, euter yet the town
Aud spare thyself, enter and save us all-—
Shelter thy hfe, o1 1if a soul so brave
Neglect that thought, O save thy dearer fame!
Pity, while yet 1 hive, these silver hoirs !
O misciable me! on the last brink
Of helpless age to stand this spectacle,
And diain the bitter diegs of fortune’s cup.
Tle comes, he comes, with umesisted sway,
Achilles comes, and havoe tracks his course.
[Euter AcniLLEs.])
Arh. Join battle man to man, and arms to arms.
[Exit Hector.
Wretch ! thou hast scaped again, once niore thy flight
Flas saved thee.  But not long it shall avail

1

If any power assist Achilles’ band. ;En't.
Priam. (from above) O tlector, late thy parents’ pride
and joy ' 1

The hoast of nations, and thy country's shield=

'To whom she owed her safety and her fame,

Her chief, hérthero; agd almost her God !

O wretched Trojans, thiér tatn your steps, ! ‘o
Aund weeping blood, behiold yon dismal sight,
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The man belov'd of hexven, your Hector fi
Inglorious from the aﬂ-nﬁﬁ?ﬁ“g ge. Y

SCENE VL T"”‘“’."";"

Enough, Achill f“mn' f
no chilles, as seen me fly,
But now some Gi within inspires anew

My sogd; angd bids me try, thine or my fate;
Or thou {n 11 fall. u%nt on the vga‘gi
OFf this lnst Battle let us pause a space,

to arbitrate the just

Cenditions of gus stipolated terms.
Ach, Detested ab art, nor pact nor osh,
Achilles phghts ‘% . such pacts as wolves
Make with the lambs, u«'ﬁ leagues as lions make
With men, I make with thee. Tosuch 1 call
The of heaven und hell. Eternal hate,
No thought hut rage, nor gther truce than death.
Rouse then thyself, and call up all thy heart,
Collect thy soul for this decisive strife.
Each Gieuan ghost by thee deprived of Lreath,
Now hovers 10und, rejoicing at thy doom.
Hec. The hte vou fancied to that jav'hin given,
Prince, you have mnss'd. 'l hy hfe on mme depends.
To thee, audacious, 1s unknown my doom,
Or what may prove thy nwn: but this I know,
By no 1enoble wound shall Hector die !
1 shall not fall a fugitive. My soul
Shall bravely 1ssue, but first try my arm——
A spear, O Gods ! a spear! Is it so, Ileaven’
But in a mighty act L will expire,
Let futwe ages hear and cnulate.
Ach. At length 1s Hector stretch’d upon the plain,
Who fear’d no vengeance when he slew my friend.
Then, Prince, you should have fear'd, and trembling kaown,
Achilles abgent was Aclulles sull.
But a short space the greal avenger staid,
He came, agd laid thee with thy glories there.
Peaceful Patroclys sleeps, rescued from ‘Troy,
But thee shall birds and manghng dogs devour.
Alec. By all the holy prevalence of pray’r,
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Achilles, leave me not to dogs & .
The common rites of earth t!). eaftr {onfer,
To soothe a father’s and a widow's woe.
Ach. Though Troy to bribe me offer all her store,

Though Dardan Priam, and thy W dame

Drain all their realms to buy thy ¢e back,
They shall not rob the vultures of dne bmb,

IHec. The furies thy relentless heast hnwﬂozi’d,
And fill'd it with unconquerable hate, A
Yet think the day will come, when thobs ﬂng

The full atonement for the wreck of nja;“ " &"'“
Ach. Princes and leaders of m« bands, Y
The fates, the Gods, 10! to our gisen

ve
The great"destroycr, the defen&'ﬁ&;
Is not already then the town our dwn ?
Haste and survey if yon deserted towers
Hold yet anather hero, meanwhile you,
My myrmidons, in triumph bear the corpse.
laft now the harmless, once the mighty Hector,
Aud be your song triumphant to the shore,
¢ Hector is dead, and Ilion is no more.”



REMARKS ON

THE TRAGEDY OF HECTOR.

L7 2 T

H

This little cento was, we are informed, originally com-
posed as an enercise to show the drannatic beauties of
the lliad. It would be superfluous to offer any opinton
on the merits of the dialogue; but the translauon may
have claims on the indulgence of the critical scholar, which
few will probably be disposed to admit.

For the public stage the T'ragedy of’ Hector is obviously
unfit ; but as a school drama it perhaps deserves consi-
deration, and we are acquamnted with no piece to which
less objection could be made hy parents or masters. The
shortness of 1t is also a recommendation to the private
amateur, if his knowledge of the original is not extensive
or minute, otherwise he will doubtless be offended at
the liberties of trardspositiob which the compiler has taken,
and find in the second and third acts mere of Pope than
of Homer. We cannot dismiss 1his article without express-
ing our regret that the simple and mauly topics of the
great poets seem now to be altogether neglected, and the
vagaries of fancy and distorted feeling substituted for those
rational and vigorous compositions of judgment and ge-
nius which held the mirror up to nature.
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THE SAVOYARD.

4N QPER4, ,

ACT L
SCENE L A4 Wood.

LCouNT Argusco, Avegrrr, and HuNTsMuN.

Chorus of HuNTSVEN.
1 Hunt<. Sound the bugle.

e Hunts. The bugle sounds.

8 Hunts, Hark! the echo.

4 Hi, s, The echo replies.

1 [lunts. And the huntsmen.

< lunts. The huntsmen and houads.
$ Hunts. Chide the morning.

Al O morning, arise.

Alb. Tohorse, companiane ; see, at length the Dawa
blushing aises, as it ashumed of baving averslept
hersclf. [ Freunt Huntsoen ] But, Count, why do you stil]
wish to pralong your stay m ths part of the countiy ¢
Heie there 1s no camne to 10use; and m your ahsence tho
stags on the Valladoro mouutwns grow held with their
freedom and seguyity.

Coynt 4I. Aws! my friend, I am bewitched to this; a
charm which I capmot sesist detains me ; and ever when 1
would retwe from these sylvan hauuts I feel mysell sq-
duced to remuin.

Alb. But you ought to reflect that old Malatesta bay
alwars been a deadly enemy ta your hause; and thas, al-
though age has impaived his pwiy power to do mischief,
his vassaliavo stout and dasings

Count Al. 1 can no Janger digguise from you my folly
ormy destiny. Withun his castle lies the magnet that attracty
me ; the Spell that makes me farget the inaults sud wrqugs
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which he did my father, and turns'my animosity into some-
thing like ﬁlialy reverence. Often when 1 look dt'his
towers, which yonder so sullenly overlook the wood, lift-
ing their haughty heads rhidwey to the skiés, I feel a glow
of rapture take possession of my soul; such as the cru-
saders felt when from a distance théy first beheld the
glittering spires and hioly turrets of Jerusalem. For
youder caatEa‘, alas! guarded as it were by the infidel, con-
tains all that my emﬁunted fancy can think devotion ex-
pects to meet with in Heaven.

, Song.

As weary pilgrims first descry
The domes of Salem from afar;

And after storms as seamen eye
The lustre of the pilot’s star;

Still at the sight of yonder towers,
My heart with rapture ever swells,
Though guaided there by hostile powers,
The saint of my devotion dwells.

Alb. This is very fine, my lord ; and as love i% generally
not only blind but deaf, it is needless at present for me to
offer you any further advice.

Count Al. They pever knew the gentle God, who call
him blihd. O! he bestows on his votzries a new, an exquisite
sense, which cnables them to see only perfections, and to
find all paradiee embodied upon earth, in the blest prc-
sence of their beloved object. .

Alb. All that may be very true; b Cupid does
indeed bestow this agreeable kind of d sight, it is
very clear to me that, in your case, the eye has been im-
proved at the expense of all the other senses. But how
came you to fall in love with Adelinei you have never
seen her, at least she but seldom quits the castle, and you
have never bedn there.

‘ Cmnit 4l 1 \:hent last week, in i}u dréss of ;e ;avoyard
minstrel, to sge the consecration of g pun; Adeline and
her mother w:re'tmoug H spwinatord, 468 thedmage of
her beauty ks since that stoment beew canstanily in my
bmn'h ¥ s ! wht

,valb. Assuredly, you will never have any thing but the
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!mg&qf ~her beauty. in. m ‘bosom, unless.you can cargy

Cownt Al That is ym wlut 1 jutepd to do, but 1 lpmt
first endeavonr -to; ascertain: itnm &r she hhmlf wzﬂmg
to come with me. e

- Alb. Andhow do yousexpwtwdosor b
‘ (.]ouut Al I will attbmpt to gma admuston mtoth
castle . . ;

Alb. Iugmmble :

Count Al Perhaps,mt-u—q worthy monk .wlm is cone
fessor to her mother ha8 promised to assist me. He has
provided me with a lute aud a proper garb, and this very
day I intend to try and sing myself into the Baros’s good
graces, for | understand be is-passionatély fond of music.

Alb. But the old lady—

Count dI. | have reason to believe is not averse to me.
In her youth she was betrothed to my father, and only by
compulsion married Malatesta. Indeed, 1 know thatif
she might express any opiniontit would be in my lavor.

Alb. And if you do gain an opportunity of speaking
to the Lady Adeliie, what is next to be done?

Count= Ai. As the evening closes you must comae,to-
wards thé eastle with-all our followers, that if fortune fa-
vors my wishes you may be at hand to assist me. But
see, our men are wounted and waiting for us. 1 wilt con~
trive to lose you soon ; for the Friar, 1 expect, is.ulre
at the place appomted with the lute and minstrel’s garb,

C (Bt couut Albosce,
ALBERTI sings.
From th wanton Capid’s thrall,
Bl'hhe na, keep me free ;
*: The cheerful chace, sud meiry ball,
' ¥ield delights enough for mec _",
©+ el the lover while b may,
-Boast bis God's ecstatie sway,

I for calmer Eleuures pray,
'~ Jocund-health and hhmy‘ . Im
oo E l;.. demaeut in the (mflz. m

# ﬁ w&ﬁ it wmmm RaBiA.
"fuﬂ 1’§ chianot endare it any Innger

TV
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Con, Pcace, woman—pray thee, peace ! '

Rab. Woman' is that a proper style of speakiog teo
me! Woman jodeed! ., , . .

Con. Ase you not a wuman ?

Rabia. 1 am your law ful wedded wife.

_Con. My wedded devil!-~-Must 3 pegson of my con-
sideration, knowledge, and accomphshmeuts, be thus con-
tinvally intimidated by he tongue of a vixen ? ,

Rabin. What is your copsideration, sw? I have never
kuown what it is: and L shopld be glad to know what
right any man has to cousiderations aud not allow his wife
to partaker ,

Con. Now, is this behaviour becoming a wan wheo
teaches the voung idea how 59 ghaot ?

Rabia. Youmay teach ideas to shoat, and draw as long
a bow as you please mn that way, but except teaching the
retainers’ children the A, B, C, I kpow no earthly thing
you are goed for.

Cou. It is malicious in a wife to dispaiage her husband’s
parts.
gla?bia. Your parts '~~Marry come up-—~Have you any
at

hCou. It is well for you, madam, that I am s, philose-
pher.
Rapia. 1 have lopg known that you were goud for
nething. W hy bad you ever the presumption to marry—ol
most of all to mairy me?

Con, Because [ thought if T could endure your wicked
temper, no other woildly cross could disturb my Socratic
equanimity. It was the greatest glory of the Athenian
sage, that he heard with unruffled swee the scolding
of his wife. Rabia, as thou art much wérse than Xan-
tippe,andas | endure thy tonguc with as thuch indifference
as Socrates did her’s, am I not therefore & greater philo-
sopher than Socrates? You see, love, no ‘mﬂdin sll
youf Yabial provocatives, that T remain calm and docile—
atill the saméewof the same—td the game~the same—Q
the sa ¥, with, and from the same—might sod day.

. $0 muych, the greager is Wy tane. .
i Suffering angd pu’p,‘. 0v6), A § and
e, is commouly the nwﬁ ¢ we pos-

Therefore, if you imagine yourself miserable, de-
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pend opon it, my dear, you amie in the enjoyment of every
‘mm. L [y ]

Rab: What comforts do I enjoy?

Cen. All that a busband edn give. O Rabis, viitue re-
wards itself. For thirty yexrs ¥ have bedn etdenvonming
to 1ender myself a Stoie, and on this account, 1 did not
think of terdege untit T had dihost attained a perfect
state of aputhy—and ! took you fot sy wife, that the
E»m" mght look down upou me with admiration. For, 2s
Seneca ways, a good man stroggling with adversity, a8 } am
nuli;;ed te do with your temper, isa sight worthy of the
Goda. i

Rab. Indeed, indeed, I eed no one to tell me that I
am married to a Btoie. .

ConsoNaNT sings.
The warlike trnmpet sountling,
And woman’s tongue confounding,
Disturb not e ;
Safe in my virtue folded,
Thoeagh every morning scolded,
1 smile youa sce.

Rab. O you useless man' \Why did you woo me with
wnuets, and songs, aud flumes, and bleeding hearts, m~
guish and sighs, und all those beauttful thrugs that seens
so like true love.

Con. Metaphors! figures of speech! [ Euit,
Rub. Figures tpuly, ulas! | have found them all cyphers.

Song.

Ah, woe awaits the slﬁy maid,
Fhat flames, and darts, and tropes of diction,
To love and wedlock ran persuade,

Alas, dke soon shall find them fiction.

Eﬁe bardest gems, the firmest steel,
an only glance a bright reflection ;

ud heirts that best in fancy teel,

t imitate true love’s affectign, [ Exit.
SCENE M. The Cadtle Hall.
Baron Mararesta and Lady ApELINE,

Barn u«‘ uf, [ { "y u‘mu"‘-—
Lady "stds, Well, my dear Father !
Bar. M. hure you been so carly?  Have ¥ sot
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told you, that while Cown Albosco and, dsis gang are on
this axtle of the sountwing, you are not te Wir bagond the
drasbudge ? | ' tot

Lady gde, Surely, therw carkebe 'wo-harm in looling st
the huntsteen as they passethey make 30 fine a show—
the dogs and hoises all seem o guy, snd the hunismen so
gallant. It 18 quite a comjort to see themy, for you know,
papa, our eastic 18 very dull,

Bar. M. How do you kpow that the castle is dull, you
wete never o any other. What makes 1t dull to you now ?
It was not so before, I gshould have my fears if you
had seen Count Albosco.

Lady Ade. WHRAF | had ?

X Ba:. M. 1 should have thought you were 1 love with
m.

Lady Ade. Eh, 18 e so handsome {

Bar. M. There now ! 8o not on that aceoant, but out
of @ rm‘c spirit of contradictiop-wbecause you know, that
I will never allow you 1o marry hum.

Lady Ade. My dear paps, you canuatthmk 1 shall
ever do any thing to vex you, [ have heard you talk such
a great deal of lﬁ of this Count Albosco, that ¥ am «ure
bhe must be a very flghtinl monster, aud that the very
sight of lnm would make me hate lnm.

Bar. M 1 dow't believe 1t.

Lady Ade No! why you hate him, and yvou know,
papa, people say that 1 am very hike you, and sq I must
bé of yom mund *

Bur. M. Nay, nny, that coaxing won't do. It is be-
cause jou mre lihe me, that 1 fear the consequetices of
your ccemg the Count,

Lady Ade Tlow so?

Boi” M. You me my daughter—a woman-wand wo-
meh being in every respect the reverse of men, X is per-
feetly teftam that whatever T hate-you will ipvbz because
_\oﬂ : & woman and so hke me. "

dy Ade. Heighho!

Bar. M. Corse m¢, 1f | don’t think she is alieady in
iﬁve " ::lx the felllolw, and for no mlw;y nlaam than becm

e owght nqt. If 1 were taact preper. vite hig
to be her bysband, and m&c mfgﬁt b wond
el have IS In one' word, Mid, white ftie Cotgt con-
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tipues in the neighbourhoad going about the country like
aroaring lion after the girls, you must keep your chamber.
I will not trust you within the hearing of his horn. You
would be utterly undone, if 1 allowed you to come within
the glance of his dark eyes.

Ade. Has be dark eyes ?

Bar. M. Thoe! theie! into your chamber I say—

dde. Do, my dear papu—Do not be so cruel.

Song.

Why should T like a captive bird,
‘The weary hours beguiling,
Sing in my lonely hower unheard,
Ah me ! and Nature sunling.

The lamb man range the thymy down,
In sunny freedom boundug,
While gloomy arches o’er me frown,
My bapless plaint resounding. [ Ezit Adeline.

[Enter the BaronEss.]

Bar. What has made you angiy at poor Adeline ?

Bur. M. She is in love with Count Albosco.

Bar. Impossible ! she has never seeu him.

Bar. M. To have seen him would have been no reason
at all.  She is in love with him, because 1t 14 her duty to
bate him ; and therefore I amn resolved to lock her up.

Bar. To lock het up!

Bar. M. Yes, to lock her up.  What have you to say
agamst it! It 18 my pleasme, my Lady, is not that
euough ?

Bar. Surely, my Lord, such a reason is nota good
one. We have no nght to afflict our childien, merely
because we have the power.

Bar. M. What! do you mean to set up reason against
power? Madem, my deai, take care how you propagate
such new-fangled dungcious doctimes—for we who have
the power may be mduced to exercise it upon you, who
have on your side only reason, Come here, knave—

[Enter GiovaNNL]

I will refer the matter to bim.
Gio, What do you want, gervant?
Bsr. M, How now, varlet—am not I master? |

~



360 THE SAVOYARD, aér i,

Gio. You are Lord of this cestle-but that you are at
piésent my master, is a thing mot to be allowed upon
feasoun.

Bar. What, fool, are you one of the reasotmbles tob ?

Gio. Do you not want me?

Bar. M. Well!

Gio. What is wanted, is necessary—what is necessary,
commands—and whoever commands, is master. 1 being
wanted at present by your Lordship—Ergo, I am your
Lordship’s master.

Bar. M. Very well, Giovanni; .now my Lady and I
here, would wish you to settle a dispute between us.

Gio. Aund musttbe award be to your Lordship’s satis-
faction ?

Bar. M. Undoubtedly.

Gio. 'm glad of that—what a world of money it
would save from the lawyers, if the judges were, like me,
obliged to decide who should have a verdict, before the
merits of the case were heard. Well, my Ladsy, you un-
derstand how it is to be—upon grave and deliberate reflec-
tion, by and with the advice of my serious consideration,
I am sure that you are not far in the wrong; but for
my Loid, we all know that he is always in the right!

[Lseunt.

SCENE IV. Outside of the Castle Gate. Count Avr-
Bosco, as a Savoyard Minstrel. CoONsSONANT,
Rasia, with several servants of the Castle, und a
number of children.

Con. Sand back, you obstreperous nightingales, and
give the nmustiel room.  Stand back, you obtrusive ele-
phants. I declure, Mr. Minstrel, that these bellowing
bumplins want only horns and hoofs to be no better than
their as<ociates the kids and cows. But now since we
have got a httle room, 1f you will favor ds with a son
¥ will repuy you with a gieat treat ; my pupils, Sir, sha
Joio me in chorus to an ode, made by Friar Paola, called
the arigin of Sol, fa, mi, la. That's my wife, Mr. Min-
strel. She bas a voice ke a muse, if she had not such
a tongue.

Rab. Did you cver hear a man so insult his wife, as
to cylbher # Muse before strangers !
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Con. Do you expect me to call you a Grace? But,
sweet Mr. Minstrel, do sing us another song, we are all
attentive like the wild beasts around Orpheus. Stand
back, my love, and clear yiur pipe to jow me. It was I,
Mr. Mmstrel, who taught her to sing.

Rab. You, taught me to smg! you can low—but as
for a singer, the bull is a blackbird compared to you.

Con. | declare. 1 never hieard any thmg more imperti-
nent m all the days of iy Life.  Really, there s no end
to tuell-bred things that wives will both say and do to
then husbands.  But' I am calm, victorious over all the
ils of liie, and the:efure, 1 bescech you to heep this wo-
man goict. Do give usa stave or two.

Count Alh. Sings.
O gentle Echo, but for thee,
Suil answenng to my sigh with sighs,
O save 1 thy soft ssmpathy
No voice to )y complaiut replies!
Awihe, sweet nvmph, acsain awake,
Aud juin my sad, my artless song !
Agam that pitymg accent take,
1 hat trembling, sovthing strain prolong.
Uhen he hus puished, Concoxast arranges the chil-

dren unid persens behind.]

Cun. Now take your proper places.  Stand you here,
Litile oue, here.

LThe following dialogue is spoken in front.)

Count Aib. 1 am soiry that you should be so unhappy
with your husbaad; and yet he does uot appear to bea
bud man.

Rub. I did not say he is bad. I only said, ke is old.
Ahme! how old he 1s!

Count Atb. lnneed! then, my dear, if you could only
help to get me into the castle, 1 could put you only ina
way of getting well nd of ham,

Rab. Could you? but I dont want to be rid of him al-
together.

Count Alb. O! I understand.

Rab. 'The Baron is so fond of music, and you sing so
well, that | am sure T shall easily get you invited iuto the

NO. X¥V§. N. Br. Th. YOL. IV. 2C
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castle, if you will promise sometimes to teach me a tune,
that 1 may forget my old man.
Count Alb. Rely upon me; only get me received into
the castle.
CoNsoONANT coming forward.
Now, Mr. Minstrel, we are all ready. My dove, bere,
take your place. Now you shall receive a treat.

CoNSONANT sings.
When Venus her fair Cupid bore,
Within a myrtle arbour lying,
The Graces and bright Terpsichor’
Were charged to keep the god from crying.

Rub. She to soothe his infant ear,
Taught the sisters to repeat,
One by one, in accents clear,
Notes for infant hearing meet.

Con. And oft the cadence to controul,
With their la, mi, fa, she mingled sol.

Chorus., Sol, la, mi, fa—La, sol, &c. &e.

ACT II.

SCENE 1. 4 Room in the Castle.

Lady Ade. What a melancholy weary life [ ata doomed
to pass ! Why should my father be thus suspicious of
Count Albosco? and yet I fear he has cause, for sure
pow ! do wish to see the Count, and it is said that he is
a handsome, and a noble gentleman—and yet I dont know
how it is, the Savoyard that 1 saw looking at me so ear-
nestly at the consecration of the last nun, strangely ruus
in my head—1 . wish he were Count Albosco, or that
the man who is to be my husband were like him. He
had dark eyes, and my father said the Count has dark
eyes !—Heigh ho ! ‘
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Sings.
O how I envy the rosy villaze maiden,
Who early as the lark, and cheerful as the dawn,
Witih pails foaming full, buta heart never faten,
Comes singing to the castle gate, along the dewy lawn,
[Enter BrrTHA.]

Ber. O my lady, my lady, here i3 such an ado in the
hall. My Lord s so delighted, and all the servants are
s0 delighted—

Ade. For what reason ?

Ber. A young Savoyard minstrel, who sinzs like an an-
gel, has been invited to spend the afternoon with ue, and
your father is so pleased with his songs, that he savs he
will take him into the service of the castle, to sing 1o the
retainers in the winter evenings, and to make ballads
about rapes and robberies to improve the morals ot pos-
terity. In sooth, my Lady, be has already quite charmed
the Baron, and rules hin with lus songs as tamcly, as a
child leads a mastuff by the ear.

Lady Ade. Who, or what is the Savoyard ?

Ber. I can’t tell, but he 1s so haudsowme that it is al-
most as pleasant to look at bhum, as to hear him sing.

Lady Ade. | think, my father is not the only one whom
he has charmed, if not by his tuues, at least, by his airs!

Ber. Nay, nay, my Lady, | can’t say that | should
love him. He 1s not the sort of man that I could love,
but I admire him.

Lady Ade You make a very nice distinction.

Ber. | am not sure of thai—but although [ do not
think [ should ever luve the minstiel, your Ladyship
may. ’

Lady Ade. You cannot imagine that I could ever
condescend to love one of his degree.

Ber. There is no such thing, my Lady, as condescend-
ing to love, for when we love, it 1s often in spite of our-
selves. Love is a little democratic rasc.l, until he gets
the upper band, and then he is as tyrannical asan Em-

cror,
d Lady Ade. Why, Bertha, you seem to be very deeply
versed 1n the mysteries! Who taught you all this?

Ber. I never was taught, it is a knowledge that [ have
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by instinct. But, my Lady, have not you some of it
also?

Lady Ade. I'm sure 1 don't know; but [ think not.

Ber. You may want the theory, but every woman is
apt at the pract ce.

Lady Adde. Get you gone, hussey—

Bertha.  Sings.
T.ove, dear Lady, love is blind—
As at randoms Hy his daits,
Strangely oft the shafts we find
Graze slong our gnarded hearts.

Lady Ade. But s oft with golden shicld,
Pride the fatul arrow turus,
And the fair who sighed 10 yicld,
Soun ber transient folly spurus. [Exeunt.

SCENE IT. A4 Room.
Barongss and Father Paovo,

Bar. 1 fenr this brational autipathy of the Daron te
Count Albosco will ruin the happiness of my child.  His
appearance in_the church attracted her atiention, and al-
though she thinks himn «till but a Savoyard, he has evi-
dently made some impression on her memory, if not upon
her heart.

Lath. P. Tf there be no hope, it must be our mu-
tual endeavour to teach them both the virtue of repressmg
their passion.

Bur. Her innocent mind is but opening to those emo-
tious, which it would be her enjoyment to eucourage—
her miscry to repress—and if Albosco resemble bis father,
she camot know him without loving.  But why do I say
s0—why do I not rather endeavour to put her on her guard
against hereditary virtues and accomplishments, that, alas !
1 know may prove fatal to her peace.  She is now of that
age that she must soon be taken to Cowt, where in spite
of all her father's vigilance, Albosco will find opportuni-
ties of recommending himself to her partiality ; and were
it not for her father’s groundless antipathy, there is no
other whom she should so soon receive as a lover.

‘Feth. P. Youhave no objection theu to the Count ¢

Bar. Why should 12 I participate not in the feuds of
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the Baron’s prejudices; and the race of Albosco, alas!
had an early interest in my heart. .

Tath. . Would vou prefer to see your daughter
happy, without regarding your Lord’s autipathy to the
Count ¢

Bur. T have no other but her. I have no pleasure in
this warid but in contributing to her happmess.  Nor
should I, without biaming myself, consent to the indul-
gence of the Baron's wnjust enmities.

Futh. PP, There is bat one wav of bringing all these
coutrarietics to a proper umon.  "The Barow must consent
to admit the Count as a smtor to Lady Adeline.

Dar. T know his bumor too well.  The cherished
hatred of so many veams death only cau extinguish.

F. P. And death must assist us,

Bar. Father, whut did you suy ¢

F. P. lnhis, [Shows a Phial.

Bar Meciful powers! Father Paolo, 1 thought you
a good man.

F. P, Hush; hear me.

Bear. Away ! avaunt !

I 2. It is but an opiate.

Bar. What wonld you do with it?

F. P. Give it to your daughter.—It has the cffect of
reducing those who diink 1t, 10 the appearauce of death.
Lady Adeline is the Baron’s only child, the lust of hisline :
were she lost to him, the chance is, that he would do any
thing for her 1ecovery.

Bar. Be biief ; explain to me all your plot.

F. P. Seeing her dead, be will become sensible of his
error, and be reconciled to Albosco.

Bar. Ha! see where he comes.

[Enter Baron.]

Bar. M. How now ; what are you two plotting here ?
Holy father, I am told that you are suspected of beme privy
to Albosco’s desigus on my daughter: and, therefme, to
cut short all stratagems ; while he continues on this side of
the mountains, let me see no more of you at the castle.
There shall be no tricks played cn me.

F. P. Prond Lord! can you control fate and pro-
vidence? If Lady Adeline be destined to be the wife of
Count Alboséo, can you prevent it ? and if Providence take
ber from you, what will all yeur vigilance avail ¢
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Bar. M. You are an impertinent croaking raven; hark
ye; the sooner vonare out of my presence, the sovner shal}
you find yourself satc. What have you to do with Pro-
vidence o1 any daughter ? 11 1 give her to the young Savoye
ard o the Lall, what 15 that to you? As for vou, madam—
ha! coutus- d' agnated! you have been contriving inis-
cluef; I hvow you bave; I'm sure you have: I have a
great mind w0 place you buth i the safe custody of the
dungeon.

Bur. AMas! my Lord, can 1 be otherwise than dis-
tressed, when 1 feel the infumities of age ?

Bar. M. Thendirn aties of nonsense ; dont I know, that
you ate young encu.hi to. do a great deal of wischief?

Bar You spcak harshly of e.

F. P. sir, she is unwell ; and I brought her a medicinal
cordial.

Bar. M. Damn your cordials!

I. P. Show han the plil, convince his sight, if you
cantiot Lis understauding. [Sthe shows the Phial.

Bar. M. Whatsthis? What is it good for ?

F. P. For cramps.

Bar .M 1dontlieheve it ; let me see what it is ; it smells
well : but so :mall a drop camot be of much use n ex-
terual application. 1 have my suspicions ; this is poison g
you miended to poison me. A piiest and a woun.un could
not be plotting together for any thing less than murder, or
something worse.  You inte nded to mix it with my posset,
I am sute you did. Hlolo! there!

[Enter Suivant.]
Give me a goblet.

F. P. My Lord, consider the criminality of such an
imputation.

Bar. M. 1 am amazed! T know not what to think.

(Luter the servant wilh the poblet, into which the

Baron pours the contents of the phiul, and gives the
phial to the servant, who retires.)

Bar. M. Is not this poison ?

F. P. 1tis not.

Bar. M. Wil you drink it then?

F. P. Why should 1 dunk it?

Bar. M. Mpdaw. is this poison ?

Bar. Not that | know of : 1 believe not.

Bar. M. Will you drink it ?
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Bar. My Lord, reflect on what may be the con-
sequences.

Enter ADELINE,

Ade. Dear Papa! I bave heard that you have got a
delightful minstrel in the hall; do allow me to huar him.

Bar. M. Will you driuk this ?

Adel. What is 1t ?

Bar. 8. A drug.

Adel. 1 have no need of doctor’s stuffs, and T don’t like
them.

Bar. M. Will you drink it, I say ?

Adel. What is it ?

Bar. M. Your mother says she believes it is not poison ;
the Friar also says it is not poison ; but I think 1t is, and
poison, to, which thev intended for me.

Adel. O impossible!

Bar. Then will you drink it 2

ddel. 1f it will convince you of my mother’s innocence,
and the holv Father's virtue, 1 will cheerfully. Give me
the goblet! Mather, is it polzon 2

Bar. My love, 1 belicve it is not.

Adel. 14t puison, Father Paolo ?

Futher. No, upon my conscience it is not,

Adel. 'Then I will driuk it. {Sings.

(To the Baroness )
O never, while life warms my bosom,
Can | dread that your heart is untrue;
(To the Fiiar.)
And, Sir, if this goblet be poison,
I shall die still confiding m you.
Confident in the affection of my mother, and the integrity
of this good man, 1 drink it freely. [She drinks.
Bar. M. That’s a good girl; and now you shall hear
the mmstrel.  If I were not to make a point of having
every thing my own way,  should not otherwise be able to
keep my fumily n a proper state of subordination. [ Exeunt.

SCENE IlI. The Castle-hall.
Count ALBosco, AptLINE, Baroness, Baron, and all
the other inhabitunts of the Castle.
Count Afb. O God, it is her divine self !
AAdel, 1t is—it is the Savoyard !
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Boar. M. What startles you, Adeline, my love? [ hope
you do not feel the drug? 1 wish that T had ot heen so
peremptory.  Sit down, Adeliue : she louks very pale.

Adel. Heigh ho

Bar. Dear, are you unwell ?

Adel. O no; but I long to hear the Savovard sing.

Bar. M. Draw dear, young man aud sing us one of
your best songs. My daughter shall sing also ; she ha-
very good voice, not a better in the countrv.  Don’t -
ble, iy love.  Curse that abominable physic; | amutia i
it i3 beginiing to operate.

Count Alh. My humble strains, my lod, are uuworthy
to be honmed with 1lat gentle lady's atter.non.

Bar. M. You see what a muld-sporeu weh behaveid Iad
it is—I ke him vastlv—he is so docile aud obliging ; we
shall keep him among us.

Adel. ) Heavens!

Bar. M. Did you fedl any pain, my dear > Plague upon
the phy-ic!

Count Alb. To reside in thus castle, aud to enjoy the
blessed favor that is now alfurded, would be as the 1ecom-
peuse of beaven after a hife of sorrow and feas.

Bar. M. 'L hese poetical gentry me always in such rap-
tures. [ hope you are better, my love. O that duninable
drug.

Adel. Never, in all my hfe, did | eujoy such pleasure
before.

Bar. M. That's very odd ; if it arise from the physic,
I wish [ had swallowed it myself.  But, minstrel, bogn;
give us something lively and sweet, and my daughter will
reply to you. She s a very clever gnl.

Count ALBOSCO sings.

In love and war, to win the prize,
The boldest glory m disguise :
Fair lady, bend thy gentle eves,

A lover stands before thee.

O ne’er was warmer love confess'd

Than glows within this fuithful breast—

The lovg of him that would be blest,
If suffer’d to adore thee.
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Bar. M. Very well ; very well indeed; now, Adeline,
answer him.
ApELINE—Sings.
The rose upon its parent spray,
A thonsand thorus n tierce array,
Euwbatted round defend :
And he that dare invade the bower,
May rue in blood the dangerous hour
He thought the rose to rend.
Bar. M. Adele, Adcling, my love.
Count Aih. O lleavens, she faiuts!
Bar. M. O that cursed plysic! ductors! doctors! she's
dead! my child! my child !

ACT III.
SCENE 1. The Cloisters of an Abbey.

Count A1r.B0s.0—Sings.
She is gone, the best, the farest,
Lost, for ever lost to me.
O my heart! my heart 1s breaking!
Gutle shade, 1 come to thee.
F. P. Forbear these vain lamenungs ; I bring you com-
fort.
Count A!b. Speak not to me of comfort! my only con-
solation is to bewal her that 1 have lost
F. P. Hush! she 1s now m the chapel.
Count Ath. Alas! too well | know 1t: Iheard the bell
tolling, and the requiem chanting.
F. P. Ceasc, 1 cntreat you, listen to me.  Lady Adeline
is not dead.
Count A/b. Not dead!
F. P. Moderate your emotions; she is but asleep.
Count Ath. This 1s cruel paliesing with me, friar, 1
know that death 1s but a sleep : but, alas! when will that
morning arise, when my love shall awake?
F. P. | beseech you to hear me with composure, It
was I that prépared the drug : 1 know the ingredients, and
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that they cammot injure, though for 8 while, they suspend
the functions of lite.

Count Alb. Take care that yon do not trifle with my
feehiigs. How came her father to administer the drug?

F. P. It was in one of those arbitrary whims, to which
he 18 subject.

Count A4/b. 1 am all ear to what you say : tell me whem
she will awake ; what { am to do.

Sings.
New hope exalts my soul to flame,
And thnlls electric through my frame;
VWistle all my speeding pulses prove
The nsing energy of love:
MMy cheeks a wurmer crimson show,
My lmsbs with geutle anguish glow ;
As tingling to my dancing heart,
Rushes the God's dchighttul dart.

F. P. Huve you any sicual concerted with your fol-
lowers?

Count Alb. By this time they should be within the sound
of my horn.

F. P. "There 15 not a moment to lose ; the hour of Lady
Adeline’s revival 15 near; and I must endeavour to per-
suade the Barou to a proper staie of miud; if he will
not consent, you must then carry her off. Go mto the
woods, and when ) on licar the chapel bell rung, sound your
bugle, and be ready with your men; no words, away!
away! [ Exeunt.

SCENE II. The Castle Hull.

BaroN and BArRoNESS.

Bar. My heait breaks at his sorrow; I would tell
him, but.l dare not.

Bar. M. She was my all! now she is gone, and left us here
two hclpless old creatures with not any thing in the world
dear to us. What now avail the honors of my name?
What is the value now to me of this castle, and all its
woods and mountains ! sweet wife, let us devote ourselves to
monastic seclugjon : you shall be a nun, and I will be friar.
We will sit at her tcmb like the effigies of misery and
sorrow ; and as often as we count our beads, instcad of
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¢rossing our bosoms, we will drop a tear on the earth where
she iles.  But we sbail not have this sad pleasure long;
we aie old, aud must soon die, for we are already brokeu-
hearted. :

Bar. My dear lord, moderate this excessive grief.

Bir. You uever lov'd her with half the affection that [
did, and cannot mourn ber as { do.  All the world shall be
witnesses of my giiet. 1 wall burn the castle to testify my
sorrow. lhe tlames cannot be more viclent than my
musery ; and when the ashes are extmgnished tor ever, the
ﬁcsulalion will not be greater than what iy already in my

Cale,

Bar. (aside) 1 wish that the friar would come: he
stw s long. I begms (o fear that the drug may have been
too stiong.

B3ar. 8. We have no one now to nderit what we leave,
and thereture we will leave nothmng to be ioheried.

Bar. Alss, my lord, this indulgence of sorrow impairs
yowr judgment,

Bar. M. What—do you say 1 am mad? O yes, I am
mad; I have long been so—and 1w my madoess 1 have
killed my child.

Enter Futher Paovo.
O ycu abominsble devil of a mouk, ail this is owing to
you; you compounaed the drugs, you placed yourself in
my way, and by some hornble magic deluded me to do
what I have doue.

Futher P. Was it not yourself, my lord, that insisted she
should driuk the fatal drunght?

Bar. M. Butif you had not prepared it, uor had brought
it here, 1 should never have thought of domg such a thing.

Futher P. 1 told you, my loid, that 1 would not answer
for the consequences.

Bar. M. But you shall answer for them ; and I have a
great mind to order you to be hanged tlus iustant.  Here,
varlets!

Bar. For heaven and mercy’s sake, my lord, be uot
again so rash ! )

Futher P. It becomes not me, on this occasion, to de-
bate with your lordship; my duty requires, that I should
admonish you to repentance.

Bar. M. There 1t is : it is not enough that L have con-
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mitted murder, but I must be plagued with the imperti-
nent strictures of a priest upon all my other sins.

Father P. You declared that you would never give
your daughter to Count Albosco, even though fate had de-
termined othierwise ; you had no reason for that unjust pre-
judice.

Bar. M. Do vou tell me that I had no reason? Was
not his futher iy rival with my Lady theie, when we
were young men; aud did I not do him all the mjury
1 could in her opinon 5 and do you telt ine I bad therefore
no reason to hate every drop of his blood.

Father P. But ia this the punishment has fallen on
yourself, for Provdence has tahen away your dauglter.,

Bar. M. | know it—] koow it

Futher P. What would you now give for her resto-
ration ¢

Bar. M. AN [ have in the world—and more than all
the world, it 1 had 1t to give.

Father P. "Nhen you woull not hesitate to give her to
Count Albosco ?

Bar. M. 1 would not hesitate to give her even to the
Devil himself.

Father P. This shows a very becoming spirit, in your
preseat uvhappy state.

Bar. M 1t | saw her again alive, heard her again speak,
and again sing ; but she will never sing to me—she is now
singing psalms where | shall never see her, for 1 hilled her,
and my punishmnent is, that I caunot go to wheie her mo-
cent spirit has flown.

Father P. 1If the Count Alhosco were now before you,
what then wonld you do? .

Bar. M. Do! I will adopt him as my son, [ will love
bim, because he loved my Adeline; 1 will forget all the il
1 ever did to bis family ; and I will make him my heir.

Futher P. 1 hope you are sincere ; and that you will

rove your sivcerity without delay, for the Count 15 at the
Rﬂonaitery.

Bar. M. I will go to him instantly ; I will embrace him
where be no doubt is, weeping at the monument of my
ancestors, where my child, the last of all the race, has been
deposited.  Come—come!
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Bar. Restrain your impatience, my dear lord; and
hear what more Father Pavlo has got to say.

Bar. M. 1 will hear nothing more—let us go 1o Count
Albosco ; buthe may not pardon me, for [ hilled her whom
Le s0 Joved—it will be just if he do not: I shall fall as 1
ought to do for the evime 1 have committed, if he stab me
at ber bier.  Let us go—Ilet us go.

SCENE 11l. 4 Fault, with Lady AveLINE lying on
« bier : Friars und Mourners around, chaunling.

1st Friar. Cease, pious brothers—this fair sister is not
dead. Itis fit that | should now disclose to you, that her
seeming death was a pious fraud of Father Paolo, to re-
concile the warring houses of Malutesta and Albosco. He
prepated the drug which the Baron, in an impetuous hu-
mor, obliged her to drink. It was not poison, but an
opiate ; and the time draws near when she should revive.

Lnter Bavongss.

Bar. Does she not stir! {loly father, support me! O
my child—my Adeline! 1 camnot look on lher, she is so
like dvath,

Friar. Behold, my lady, o geatle glow begins to redden
ou her pale fips, and ashy-coluied cheeks ! 1t is the dawn
of retining hife.

Bar. 'Thank Heaven !

Iriar. She breathes!

Bar. How she sighs!

Friar. It is the fiving spirit of the mir resuming hie
throne in her bosom.

Bar. Husl#®! Her eves uuclose.

Adel. Oh!

Rar. My child—my Adcline’

Adel. Where am 1 t—(Sthe rises.)

Bar. Adelive, my love !

Adel. Whose voice is that > What place is this? Do I
still dream{ Where have 1 been? Is it youi Oh my
mother!

Bar. How are you, Adeline?

Adel. O 1 have had such pleasant drcams! But where
am I?

Bar. This is the vault of your ancestors. You appeared
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to be dead, and according to custom were broaght here,
preparatory to the last solemn rites.

Adel. Ha, my mother, would they have buried me ?

Bar. No, my love. The draught you took was not

oison, but only a powerful opiate ; and though you were
grought here, these good ecclesiastics were in attendance,
to wait the momeunt of revival.

Adel. Oh, 1 remember all now. 'The drug my father
obliged me to take! We were in the hall when it over-
powered my seuses; and was there not a young minstrel
there ! or did 1 but dream of him ?

Bar. There was; and | have still something very ex~
traordinary to tell you : that minstrel was no other than
Count Albosco, and the same whom, in the disguise of a
Savoyard, you obseived at the cousecration of the last nun,
looking at you so particularly.

Adel. The Savoyard, Count Albosco!

Bar. Even so—he is at this moment in the chapel
above, with your father, who still believes you dead,
They are reconciled, and if your own heart be so incled,
every thing budes well for the count Lecoming your hus-
band.

Adel. My dear mother, my spirits are so gay, that
even in this hideous vault 1 canunot repress their lularity.

soNG, [bravura.]

In the tomb, midst the ensigns of death,
T'o my heart a glad spirit descends,
It glows i my bosom, and pants in my breath :
Like the light of the morning, |
The dewy tlowers adorning,
Is the joy that it sheds, with my hope as it blends.

Euter FaTner Paovo.

Father P. All goes well—ascend with me now to the
chapel. ‘I he retmuoe of the Count is arrived, and your
father is 1econciled to him, but m his impatience to ex-
press his own ieelings will listen to nothing ; so that even
as you are you must ascend to him. [ Exeynt.
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SCENE 1V.—4 chapel illuminated, a magnificent tomb,
with a dovr open, seen in the buck ground. The Count
and Baron,with all their attendants,and monks, &c. The
ergan playing : the Count and Baron come forward.

Bar. M. You shall be my son— henceforth consider my
castle and domains as your own. Hear, ye varlets, the
Count Albosco is now your master. Y cu shall attend to
nothing that 1 order while he is present, but give your
obedience only to him. [Adeline appears ascending from
the tomb, in her sepulchral clothes, the lights of the {I'riars
seen in perspective Lehind. She comes forward.] Mercy
on me, itis her ghost—She comes to haunt me because 1
nwurdered her.  Oh! Adeline, 1 did not mean to do you
any harm. O come not so lovely aud so smiling, to
fiighten me out of my wits.

Adel. My dear father!

Bar. M. She speaks !

Giov. Her voice 1s quite natural. T always thought that
ghosts spoke in a low hollow tone, as it were {rom the bot-
tom of their bowelless bellies.

Bar. 3M. What mnacle is this?

Father P. The drug she swallowed was not poison.

Bar. M. 1tis, it is my chiid herself!

Giov. I was sure she could not be dead, being ueither
a swan nor a malefactor.

Consonant. How so ?

Giov. Because she fell down at the end of her song,
and | never heard that any die with songs in their mouths
but swans and malefactors.

Bar. M. Well, count, and what have you to say to all
this ?

‘ount A(b. My tongue is incapable of giving vent to
the transports of my heart ; I am too much delighted to
speak, I can only express by looks whut is passing in my
heart.

Bar. M. Here, children, let me join hands. Really,
after all, Father, I see there is no conteuding with fate ;
and since it is resolved that my daughter should be the
Count’s wife, 1 believe all is for the best, there is no use
in delay. So we shall have the marriage celcbrated im-
mediately.
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Adel. Not to-day, sure, papa,

Bar. M. | say yes, to-duy; and I am sure the Count
will agree with nie, so do you hear, baggage, since you
are now to houor and obey, the sooner you begin 10 prac-
tise it the better. Stike up, music, and let us all proceed
joyously to the castle, and prepare for the ceremony.
(Music plays.)



REMARKS ON THE OPERA OF
THE SAVOYARD.

This piece can only be regarded as a jeu d’esprit, pre-
tending to no other character than what may be supposed
to belong to those kind of dramatic compositions, in
which stage effect is more studied than probability. We
are informed that it was produced at oue situng, and that
the manuscript from which it has been printed was the
original copy. Two reasons, which perhaps, ought to
have deterred the author from publishing.

We do not, however, much object to works of this kind,
that is, to such as are founded on improbable incidents
when the characters are naturally drawn, or when the ca-
ricature is evidently intentional. When an author pro-
poses to himself a burlesque composition, his work ought
not to be estimated by the rules that are applied to serious
writing. When we meet with subjects as ridiculous as
that of THE SAVOYARD, treated with all the pomp and
sincerity of impassioned declamation, we cannot withhold
our animadversions. It is to the manner, and not to the
matter that we object. On this account, we do not hesi-
tate to declare that in our opinion, the greatest blemish
of this little sketch is, that it is too much in the style of a
regular drama.

NO, XVI. N. Br. Th. VOL. 1V. 2D
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SIXTEEN AND SIXTY.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—4 Street. Ringing of bells, blowing of .
korns, and shouts of * News! glorious news!” heard
without. )

[Enter CarTaIiN TroriC.]

Trop. Aye, news, glorions news. Why the effect of
battle is less tumultuous in the fields of Spain and Portu-
gal, than among our peaceable citizens. Glory abroad, and
love at home are the only passions which I feel, and I desire
no greater happmess than they afford me. After the toils
and dangers of a hard day’s duty, how like the influence
of a spell were the words Laura Montrevor, upon my
slumbers, as I murmured them, and sunk to sleep. Since
I left England, Laura has become an orphan, (Invking
about) and if my information is correct, .this is the street
where she resides with her uncle.

| Enter VioLgeT.]

Viol. Thank Heaven! 1 am free. Gad! these politi-
cians talk unmercifully: ’twas fortunate that 1 had pfu-
dence enough to prefer the benefit of my lungs to the edi-
fication of my understanding. ‘These polemical stentors
have not, 1 find, diverted the interesting current of my
secret thoughts, nor has the trifling specimen which I gave
them of my eloquence, at all impaired the mellifluous in-
tonations of my voice. And now for the object nearest
my heart : I'll hasten instantly to the lovely enchantress,
Laura Montrevor; since, without vanity, I may consider
myself armed cap-a-pie (going). Ha! 1 have seen that
face before ?

T'rop. Jack Violet !

Viol. Eunsign Tropic!

Trop. 1 rejoice to see you. Good fortune, Jack, has,
smiled on me since I quitted England, and the rank of
captain has succeeded that which 1. fopmesly. beld. ‘
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Viol. My dear Charles, I congratulate you with all my
heart. But what has brought you to this neighbourheod ?

Trop. When last I saw you, I had just entered the
army ; my pay, and an income little exceeding one hun-
dred pounds, were all that I possessed. Since I left
England, sickness, the sword, and perhaps a small por-
tion of military enthusiasm, have advanced me to distinc-
tion ; and, by the legacy of a distant and wealthy relative
hteyly deceased, I am no longer the child of chance.

fol. Bat you evade my question.

Trop..I am coming to it. When poor and unknown,
and while on a visit to an old officer in Somersetshire, the
most intimate of my late father’s friends, I became ena-
moured of his only daughter. As neither my income,
mor a life passed without honor, or distinction, could en-
title me to the notice of a superior woman, I determined
to' quit England, nor return until I felt myself worthy of
that love, with which I was blessed.

" ¥iol. Oh thou knight-erraut! most lovers think, that in
fighting to obtain a mistress they encounter sufficient dan-
ger ; but, that an inamorato should risk his life to deserve
the woman he loves, is so new and ridiculous, that, ha ha
ha !—you must excuse me, Charles, 1 —I-—ha ba ha ha!

T'rop. Why, look ye, Jack, 1 have been for three years
fighting myself into my own estimation, and now feel as if
I could encounter twenty, fifty, five hundred rivals,
to obtain that of .the lovely creature who rules my destiny.

. Viol. Well, thank heaven, yon are no rival of mine.
But when I first saw you, you were like a hound at fault,
Who is this paragon? I am a frequent visitor in this neigh-
bourhood, and may perhaps have heard of her. Youknow
how happy 1 shall be to serve you, should it lie in my

wer.

Trop. The dear object of my hopes has become an or-

han since I saw her, and is living with her uncle, the ce-
]::brated Bath physician, Dr. Bore’em.

Viol. (starting) Dr. Bore’em !

Trop. Yes, Dr, Bore’em : his name is then familiar to
you? - , .

Viol. Yes—no—ye—that is—I—(aside) Laura’s guar-
dian, by my equanimity.

Trop. ‘aby, Jack, what ails you?
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Viol. Nothing, Charles, nothing. o

Trop.That you should know the unclé of Laura Mon-
trevor, is the most fortunate discovery that 1 could have
made, for it will be in your power to render me the most
valuable services. Give me your haud, my dear tellow.
(Violet gives it reluctan:ly.) | shall run wild with joy!
But you don't wish me success ! _ :

Vioi. Ye—yes—I—I wish you success, and that you
were in the arms of—(aside) a Greenland bear, with all
my ‘soul.

Trop. Why you have the most cordial way of wishing
a fellow success that | ever experienced.

Viol. (Pery coldly, and in much confusion.) With alt
my soul, Charles, I wish you (aside) contusion! and—
snd—(aside ) damnation! and—and—

Trop. You need not acquaint me of your kind wishes,
Jack, 1 know the sincerity of your friendship, and wi
instantly put it to the test.

Viol. (aside) Oh the devil! ‘

Trop. This Bath physician, Bore'em, is the tan of all
others who will avoid me. | dare say you have been in=
formed that ever since he entered his grand climacteric, he
has been endeavouring, by the m st absurd means to get a
wife. When last at Bath, 1 played off so successtul a
hoax npon this credulous follower of Galen, that I fear
he will pay me the compliment of never forgettng me,
and I feel persuaded, that the united features of Charles
Tropic, and the widow Lapwing are indelibly impressed
on this unhappy countenance. Ha, ha, ha!

Viol. ( With muck constraint) Ha, ha, ha! )

Trop. (Imitating) Ha, ha, ba! are your jaws made of
iron, Jack ?

Viol. (Aside) Zounds! if I am not more cautious, I
shall betray myself. !

2'rop. Look ye, Violet, you shall be my confidant.

Viol. (uside) I wish I felt disposed to return the comi-
pliment.

Trop. You shall immediately apprise Laura of my re-
turn to England, and inform Dr. Bore'em that you “are
desirous of introducing a particular friend. 1 believe {
huve been kpown to you long enough to be considered
such ! '
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Viol. Yes, (aside) even long enough for me to alter
my opinion of you. :

. T'rop. You shall call me Captain Hargrave, T will feign
a theumatic complaint, aud thus disguise my face; and
lhoul*not the old fox discover me, 1 shall be unutterably
happy’in declaring myself to the lovely, interesting, en-
chanting, and extramundane, Laura Montrevor !

Viol. (aside) Hell and cousternation ! , :

Trop. About it, about it, instantly ; but pray remember
to tell Laura that | am not myself. . [Exzt.

Fiol. Wonld to heaven you were not, for then you'd be
asmad as T am! Where shall I go? what shall I do?
my hopes vanish, my drcamn is ended, and Laura’s fortune
is dissipated without having been possessed. 1 have not
yet gaived her heart, and it therefore would not be pru-
dent to risk my life for what, after all, 1 may not pbtain.
Eh !—yes—Tropic’s hoax of the Doctor may be turned
to good account : his story of the widow Lapwing shall
not be forgotten. If 1 permit him to gain an introduc-
tion to the house, may 1 be hanged by the rope which, by
so doing, I shall twist about my own neck. (Lxiz.

SCENE II.—Dr. Bore'em’s House.
Eater Laura.
' Lau.. How great a pity it is that in an affair of mar-
riage, the woman should be the third and last considera-.
tion. The quantity of wealth and the quality of birth,
are the primary questions, while the hand that 1s to make
the man happy, the key-stone of the arch on which he
erects his hopes, is neglectéed. I suspect that my fortune is
the divinity of Mr. Violet’s adoration, and that 1 am
placed in the situation of the maid, who is sometimes fa-
vored with a few tender favors for the sake of the mis-
tress. 1 certainly dislike the silly creature most sincerely ;
quite as sincerely as I love Charles Tropic, who stole my
heart, and swore, on leaving England, that he would one
day become deserving of my hand.—Heigho! he need
not have been s¢ ceremonious with me, for I thought him
deserviag euough before he went. 1 heur voices on the
stairs.  Perbaps I may make myself acquainted with
something that will be of service to me. [(Exzis.
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[Enter DANYEL with a large wig-box, followed by o
tailor's man with a bundle of clothes.}
Dan. Ha! ha! ba! thic he the fomest sport I ha’
zeed zin [ ware breeched. Coome, wmble it on teable,
and tell Skirt, thee measter, thee did‘st leave it behind at
Doactor Bore’em’s. (Exit Man)) Well, to be sure now,
thic be cooming to Lunom vor something. Loord!
loord! to think nuw that Doacter Bore’em, the foinest
physicker in the county o’ Zomerzet, should leave oaf
zqeezing the wristes o’ the country fauk, and coome to
Lanum to get a woife! and he do mteud to manceuvre it
by axing vor one in the large pieces o’ printed peaper that
} do zet on breakfast teable every morning wi’ the tea
and the t6ast. Ha! ha! ha!thic zcheme o' Bore’ems
meakes me think o’ what coozen Billy tuold I about the
Luuum fauk. '
SONG.
Zays coozen to I when 1 first coomed to town,
“ Wilt thee goa, Dan, and zee aal the ztreets mun "
Quoth I—¢ if thee please, vor altho’ I be grown,
I be ztill moighty given to treats, mun.”
Zeays he « ’tis the pleace vor improving the graces,
¢ And beatiug dame Natur quite hollow ;
“ Yor here they can meake up new hair, eyes and feaces,
« And arms, legs, and znch things as follow.”

First he tuold 1 that losing a leg or a wing
Were considered but wish-washy matters,

Vor that fauk o’ thic town could mach such a thing
As restore a man’s vleafe tho i tatters :

And he zpoke o’ one Visti’rin, o’ natur the friend,
Who vor real one would clap on ajest leg,

And who wisely at parting would just recommend
That they’d always put foremost their best leg.

Then zeays he “ there be collars, vor leadies, o’ zteel,
~ « And dumb bells, my lad, by the duozen ”
Quoth I, “ tho' the wenches look moighty genteel

“ 1 believe, Bill, that now thec doost coozen. -
« First o’ collaning leadies, the thing mum be rare,

“ Vor the chaps zeemn in lo’ wa’ each cratur;
¢« And as vor the girls being dumb, | wull zwear

« Thatw dumd-belle's a thing out o’ natur.”
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And he zesd that near Charic’ry Lane they'd rm
. Ha, Hla, ha! loord ! I thought it zoa risible,

T6 meake leadies dresses that zeemed aal in one,

And pettiquoags that were invisible.

[==* in the country, dear cooz, as I lieve, -

¢ [ fig’er thonght the wenches wore many, mun,
« And that quoats be invisible | can believe,

¢« Vor ? do’nt think town leadies wear any, mun.”

Ods bodlikins, I hear zome one a cooming. As doactor
tuold [ to keep thic matrimony a zecret, [ mun hoide
thic bundle and wig-box, (Puts them hastily into a
closet.) vor zure enow that Cicely be loike a ferret when
there’s a zecret to be got at.

inter CiceLY.

Cic. So, Dauiel, you've come homie at last. Since you
went out, I’ve heard of such a thing—such a secret, that—

Lau. (aside) A secret!

Dan. Ull bet thee two-pence, Cicely, I ha’ gotten one
more marvellous and 'meuzing than the zecretest thee hast
ever tuold in thee loife. , g

Cic. Did I not detest betting, there are two powerful
reasons that would induce one to take your wager—the
first, that should your secret prove to be of so much
importance, its value would exceed that of the het; and
the second, that I may refuse to pay you if it does not
equal my expectations. But 1 say, Dan? will you give
me anew cap if | guess it in ten minutes ?

Dan. Oh, thee'lt ne’er find it out, wench——the zecret
be’nt about thee, the cap don’t fit thee head, zoa thee’lt
ne’er get it.

Cic. Very well, then, if it does’nt concern me, it can’t
be worth my hearing.

Dan. Muyhap it may, tho’; for most fauk be civil
enow to care more about others’ matters than their own.

Cic. 1 say, Dan, who are those fashionable suits of
clothes for?  « ¢ -

Dan. (aside) Zhe be a deep’un—Clothes? (lovking
about.) What clothes?

Cic. The clowes that the man has just brought from
the tailor's you kuow.

Dan  Oh, aye—yez—true: they be the—the—my
clothes that be cuumed huome from Zuniey Street.
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Cic. Aye, the undress livery that the Doctor talked of,
I sgp‘oﬁ. ‘ ' .

an. Yez—theest hitit. But [ zeay, Cicely

Cic. Lud! I dare say it’s very smart. | must have's:
peep at it. % (Runs to closet.)

Dan. Now do’ant, do’ant. (aside) "Luk a deazy! what
a zcreape! | : S

Cic. (Holding up a very fashionable coat.) Well,
Dan, if this is to be your morning coat, m sure you’ll
not be fit to be seen when drest for company. I never
saw any thing half so genteel in my life.

Lau. (aside). What can this mean ?

Duan. (astde.) Loord ! loord !—it—aye, 1 knew—thee’'d
loike it : aal my own teaste: I think I shall be the tippy
bobby, as the chaps zeay. (aside) Zookers! if measter
Bore’em were to pop in !

Cic. Eh!—what are here? wigs as I live! to accompany
the undress livery I suppose—ha! ha! ha!

Dan. Ye—yez—th—the wigs and the jackets goa toge-
ther thee doost zee.

Cic. Yes, any fool may see that.

Dan. Now do'ant fumble and jumble the wigs about
zou ¢ how be Doactor to get a woife in such a thing as
thic ? (Holding up one of them.)

Cic. What! get a wife?

Lau. (astde.) Is it possible ?

Dan. A—a—adid | zeay a woife? loord ! I be ’mazed
zure.

Cic. Ha, ha, ha !~so0-~th—the murder’s out.

Dan. Yez, and the cat be jumped out o’ the bag,

Cic. Ha, ha, ha, ha! well—of all droll things, this is
the most comical, for Miss Cussandra has—come bere—
I say come close.—(Laura appears to listen very atten-
tively.) Can you—can you really keep a secret ?

Dan. That I can.

Cic. And laugh at a good joke?

Dan. Aye zure, or at a bad one—ha! ha! ha!

Cic. Here it is.

L the Morning Post—(Shoming the paper)

“ic. In the Morning Post.—(Showing the paper.

Dan. A good joak:gin the Morning Igost! baﬁm! ba!
that be 2 good 'un! ha! La! _
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Cic. What do you lsugh at? - - .

Dan. Ho, ho, ho'—at ugood joke in the Moming
Poast. No, no, Cicely— & bagot a good un, lass, but
it ben’t in the Morning Post. '

Cic. Where then.?

Dan. In the Morning Herald (showing the paper).

Cic. A good joke in the Herald '—ha, ha, ha! that is
a goud oue- no, po—mine’s the joke. -

Dan. Noa, mine’s the joake—and my joake ho—

Cic  And mue 15—

Dan. i hat measter Doctors—

Cic. That my Mistress Cassandra—

Dan. Has advertised—

Cic. Has advartised—

Dau, For a woife—

Cic. bor a husband—

Dun. Lo the Marning Herald !

Cic. Iu the Moruing Post!

) ('l_‘)iac".} Ha! ha! ha! ba!
Lau. (aride) So—so—this was no doubt to have been
concealed from me. 1t ceriainly has surprised more than
any thiig I' expected to hear of myself. [Euit.
Dan. Hit!
Miss B. (within) sings—* Just like love is yonder
rose”—
Dan. There be. Miss. Bore’em a musicing already—
her pipe, and the black and white things in the large ma-
hogany bos, be agoing aal deay long.
[Bell rings—exeunt severally, laughing.

SCENE Il
Dr. Borev'em discovered at breakfest, und. Miss B,
at a piano-forte. The Dr. quarielling with, and
threalening his sister across the table. ~ Miss B. is
dressed gurlishly, and affects juvenility in ker manners.

DUKT.
Miss B. 1kpow I'm right.
Dr. B. . I swear you're wr

Miss B. Thiy quarrel, brother, lusis 100 loug.
Dr. B. Hgfr me ! | say.

Miss B. . I'm quite content.

Dr. B. My furious passion must’have' vents
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Miss B. (playing) Mighty is the power of music{’

)r. B. Such as your’s wyuld make a Jew sick.
‘Miss B.3 lt smoothes the brow of crabbed uge—= .
Dr. B. § Itfires my soul with madd’ning rage! - °

Miss B. (playing) Cease, fund shepherd, cease thy
flattery. Co
Dr. B. Within my breast;
1 feel compressed,

A treble charged electric battery !

Sisier ! I suy— .
Miss B. " You scold too long.

1 know I'm right.
Dr. B. I swear you're wrong.
Miss B.) Yon scold too long.
Dr. B. } 1 swear you're wrong.

Dr. B. Zounds! Cassundra, do you think I dont know
what 1'in s0 ungry about ? (uside) I wonder what detams
that rascal with the Herald —my impatience—1 tell you
again that that only —

.Miss B You uever were more mistaken in vour life.
(aside) | wonder that tedious creature, Cicely, has not re-
tursed with the Morning Post.

Dr. B. (rising) Furies!| madam, but I say it was so'!
(sits domrn). .

Muss B. 1 remember, Ben Bore’em, your father, used
to say you were one of the most cross-grained little dogs
he ever met with. o

Dr. B. (Impatiently taking a saucer from his mouth.)
You, you old jezabel! will you hold your tongue ? -

Miss B. (attempling to accompuny herself on the piano
and to sing the jbllawmg air as arrunged with variations

r Madame Catalani.)

 Cease your funning, force or cunning
¢« Never shall”—

DPr. B. Damnation ==will you be silent ¢

Miss B. “ All your salhes”—(-inging),

Dr. B 1 shall be choked ! .

Miss B.  Are but malice”—

Dr. B.:(furiously) Fiends and furies! will you—
(aside) if my advertisement does not appear to day—{as
he’is speaking, Daniel enters at one side with the Morn-
ing Herald} and Cicely at the other with the ' Morning

Post),
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. (to the Dr.) Mornjng Herald. - {Ezit.
3%?(:0 Miss B. "l:l;‘t;geMomiug‘gPoat. ' i[: it
. Dr. B. (aside) Thank heiven! now I hope I shall get
rid of her—a weather-beaten, sgueaking, caterwauling,
grampy old (looking over the paper hastily) so—my ad-
~ertisement’s in at last. ’

Miss B. (uside) Ha! at length it has appeared, and
‘my anxiety subsides. (throws down the paper) Yetl al-
most wish—l tremble while 1 think of the destiny that
awaits me—eoh-—oh

Dr. B. (aside) Well, there it ise={throws the paper to
the other side of the table) And now, curse me! if I don’t
have a proper fling at great Cass. I'll pretend to read,
and thus think of the most effectual means of blowing
her up. (Each tokes the puper that the other had placed
upon the table, and appears to read.)

Dr. B. (aside) Um—um—um (stariing) transporting
discovery! do I dream?

Miss B. (aside) Oh, blissful sight! (removes to ¢ short
distance) 1 am blessed passing utterance! (reads) * Ma-
trimony”’—the word elcctrifies my frame —I almost ex-
pire at the pleasing, dreadfu] thought—oh—oh—

Dr. B. (rea :{ “ Love mud youth”—transportin
words ! “ a widow lady whose husband lived long enaug
only to teach her the bliss of domestic happiness™—to
teach her ?—delightful task !— is left without a protec-
tor. The reader must think favorably of her connubial
qualifications when he is informed that ghe adminisiéred
during her husband’s last illness, innumerable tendernesses,
and nameless comforts.”—Nameless comforts! with what
‘exquisite felicity she expresses herself!

Miss B. (aside) ““ He s of opinion that wedded love”
—Heigho! % is the elysium oj terrestrial happiness.”
Wise man !—poets, statesmen, and kings have of the
same opinion, Had not Cicero twg wives, Milton.three,
and Harry the Eighth about balf a dozen ! : ,

Dr. B. (aside) * The lady who propages berself is nei-
ther short uor tall ;” neither short nor tall | thenshe must

. be of a middling height—oh, happy medium! .

Miss B. {uside) ‘Ha! bere 1s a ppeticel .quotatign—
romantic youth! (reads R )

. % Ohhad'l but one hour to live,

“ That little hour to bliss I'd give.”
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How do my sentiments entwine themselves with shine!
-the little hour of bhss ! - ,

Dr. B (aside) “ Her nase is peither Grecian, Roman,
Agquiline, nor Pu."—humph! pug! (meditates) * her lips ¢
are of the brightest—but she thinks she bas said enough
of herself, and has not the temerity to dwell un them.”
To duell on them! to dwell on her lips! to sip thewr
dhew ! 10 tuste the oteum virginale!—oh,—rapturogs
thought! .

Mis B. (aside) “ Letters addressed to Oscar, at the
Pesue and Mortar, Long Acie.” To Oscar! to Oscar!

Dr. B. (asidey Ha! is it so indced? To Malvina!
* Those who may wish to answer this advertisement will
direct to Malvina, to the care of the Misses Fiyabout and
Fidget, Corset Makers 3 la Diane, Pall Mall.” To Mal-
vina !

Miss. B. (aside) Oscar and Malvina !

1. B. (asidey Malvina and Oscar!

Muss B. (uside) To Oscar ?

Dr. B (uside) Yes, yes, the fates decree it—we were
born to be united ! 8

Miss B. (aside) Oh sweet Oscar! oh happy discovery !
let me again devour it !,

Dr. B, (aside) Oh rapture! « widow—Dbliss.”

Miss B, (asidey - Matrimany—gentleman.”

Dr. B.* Husband—six-weeks—nameless comforts.”

Miss B. “ Seven-and-twenty.”

Dr. B. ¢ Short—tall.”

Miss B. “ Middle aged—domestic tenderness.”

Dr. B. ¢ Eyes blue—puets.”

Miss B.  Time—lost—little.” .

Dr. B. « Pug-nose.”

Miss B. ¢ Pestle—Long Acre”—oh, transport ]

Dr. B. “ Mouth-dwell on—lips” ob, rapture !

Miss B. Oh, elysium!

Dr. B. Oh!

Mi” Bv *

(Lhe atove quatations to be repeated more rapidly,
and in a more elevated tone of voice towards the conclu~
sion ; the 1)r. and his sister starting from their seats, and
at the termination, facing each other in front of the stage
exclaiming, “oh!") .
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. Dr. B (aside, and in an altered tone of voice) oh !
Mass B. (aside—steggering) oh, ob, where is my ser-
vamt? Cicely! Cicely ! oh, this jy, this embarrassment
oh, oh! [Exit.
Dr. B. What the devil’s the matter with Old Cass ?
No matter! Anduow shall pen, ink, and paper soothe the
fever of my hrain. Ull see the interesting Malvina this
evening. I'H fly from castor, to virgin oil—from assa-
feetida to syrrup of mulberry! [ Exit.

SCENE 1v.

Euter Lavna.

Lau. Well, heaveu be praised! 1 have dismissed my
gentleman—a silly, couceited, insigpificant—yet 1 do not
think that his company and conversation would appear so
tasteless and insipid to me, were not my thoughts given
to another. Song.

The ardent passion sighs confess,

May cheat our reason by their art,
But oh, the love which looks express,

Subdues our reason and our heart.

Those oaths aloue are warm and true,
Which fond aud tender glances swear,
And love that’s not deceived must view,
‘The heart’s bright sun-shine beaming there.
. Enter Borr’em.

Dr. B. (aside) 1 have dispaiched my letter to Mal-
vina, and my agitation is begiuuing in subside. It was a
fortunate thought. Harvey will not arrive at his house in
Woburn Place until Saturday—my appointment can nei-
ther be discovered nor disturbed. Soh! niece, I am in-
formed that even the presence of my friend Vivlet is to
be dispensed with—that is, if I am willing to give way
to your caprice.

Lau. 1 merely require, Sir, that he shall for the fu-
ture discoutinye his importunute attentions to me.

Dr. B. If your disposition was not a compound of
contradictions, youyoung ming, these attentions would
make you sqli passive, and yielding ; but, like an active

\

acidity, they Have caused a viok nt fermentation.

u. Lhe present fermemation of my spirits need be
considered go phenomenon, for the active ucidity that
eccasions it, ‘must be sufficiently apparent.
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Dr. B. Hold your impertinent tongue, Miss. M
friend Violet’s made like other men, and -what would z
woman have ? . S
_ Lau. The man whom I may prefer, uncle, will not be
lx:;,othet men; for were all men alike, there would be'no
choice, : ' ' .

Dr. B. The man’s neither dwarf nor giant—and adopts
each ephemeral fashion as studiously as any of your own
sex.

Lau. Yes, for a more profound study than that of him-
self (of his person only, | mean) would give.him a head
ache, or the vapors : and truly the fellow’s dull enough
without the magic influence of the blue-devils.

Dr. B. This is the first time, madam, that you ever
appeared to take pleasure in speaking ill of any one.

Lau. Ob, Sir, the most amiable among us can speak
severely of a disagreeable and importunate lover —the
creature prevents the good opinion of every one, by devot-
ing his thoughts eternally to himself; and I can compare
him to nothing bat a cinnamon tree, the outside ouly of
which is valuable.

Dr. B. He is here. No sneering, you youug jade,
Jack Violet shall be treated with civility and respect in my
house.

Lau. Then civility and respect must be cousidered sy-
nommous with coustraint and hypocrisy,

: Ent_erﬂ\{rqu.g:r.' Lo '

Dr, B. Were lovg bor of réason, Jack, you would
now be a happy dog, for I bave been just urging the
strougest arguments in your favor., .

Viol. My love, Doctor, is so violent, that my patience
will not be quickly exhausted: now spme swams who
loyed -as imtensely as myself, might S -

“ weep the more because they wept in vain,”
but I am more deeply versed in my knowledge of female
character, and am well aware of its variability.
. Lau. And theretore flatter yourself that 1 shall soon
think as favorably of you as you do of yourself ? L

“Viol. Youare a witch, sweet Laura, and have divined

.My toeaning. .
- [Enter Sunvauwﬂd . L

Ser. A gentleman, desiring to see Mr. Violet, is walk-
ing up stawrs, Sir. ’ ‘ :

NO. AV N. Br. Th. VOL. IV. 2E
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Viol. (uside) Zounds! should it be Tropic——will you
permit your servant to show my friend into the parlour,
Doctor ?

Dr. B. Nay, Jack—I do not stand on any ceremony
with you. (fo servant) show the gentleman in. [Exit Serv.

Fiol. (aside) Confusion! I—[—(¢o the Dr.) Allow me
to——to request th—th—

Dr. B. But I mnsist upon it, Jack. Your friend shall
be as welcome as yourself ; and 1 fcel proud of this oppor-
tunity of showing my regard for you.

Euter Troric, holding a handkerchief to his face.

Viol. (aside) By all my fears, "us Tiopic.

Dr. B. Sir you are welcome, your hand. Asa friend
of Mr. Violet I shall always rejoice to see you.

A'rop. An intimacy with one so famed for professional
acquirements, and elegant hospitality, as Dr. Bore'em,
cannot fail of increasing that adnuration and respect which
1 already feel for him.

Dr. B. But what the dence has come to you, Violet ?
you have not yet acquainted me with your friend’s name !

Viol. (aside) Ha! a lucky thought—I'll mention his
name as if inadvertently. (¢0 Dr. B.) I beg pardon, Sir—
(to Capt. T.) you'll excuse me, my dear fellow. 1 have
the pleasure to introduce my very particular friend Capt.

T'rop. (aside—putting his hand on Violet’s lips) Zounds
Jack, you fta';et.

Dr. B. What name? Capt, Tr—

- Viol. Captain Hargrave—Captain Trueman Hargrave,
ir.

Dr. B. Captain Hargrave, permit me to introduce my
niece, Miss Laura Montrevor.

Laura starts on discovering Tropic)

Trop. (To Laura) Be calm, be composed, sweet Laura.

Lau. (aside) Oh my heart! ’tis Tropic!

(Violet, much agitated, continually places himself be-

tween Laura and Tropic.)

Dr. B. Jack Violetinforms me, Cuptain, that you have
recently arrived from Spain, and that you were with the
gallant Graliam at the battle of Barrosa. It will give me
particular pleasure to hear some particulars of onc who
served ou that day.

* Trop. I will endeavour to comply with your wish, Sir.

Finale to the first Act.
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Trop. By a night march we came on the fifth to,Bar-
10sa. .

D:. B. 'Twas the fifth day of march, that I very, well
know, Sir.

Viwol. (asude) How 1 tremble with jealousy, anger and
fear !

Trop. (to Fiol)) Oh! tell hor that ime has made love
nore sincere.

D;. B. Now proceed to the battle.

Trop. (to Viol.) And tell her each night
s | suuk on my couch—
Dr. B. To the fight! to the fight!

Trop. A battery of ten guns tho’ bad our position
Just spread ’mid the ranks of our toes great perdition !
Yeu still they advanced, altho’ havoc had spread
The fiont of their line with the wounded and dead.

Dr. B. (Repeating) < with the wounded and dead.”

Trop. (to Viol,) While I gaze on her eyes
The fondest of wishes are breathed in my sighs.

Lau. May heaven protect from cach danger and pain
‘The youth that I gaze on with tansport again.

Dr. B. What a scepe of distress !

T'rop. (To Viwol.) While such charms bless my sight—

Dr. B. 'm impatient for more'

Trop. (To Viol.) I am wild with dehight !

V20l (aside) 1 am maddening with rage !

r. B. An attack on the rear
Was made, I believe, do you hear? do you hear?
Dr. continues to pull Capt. T—"s arm untal he
Kie
ra

drows the handkerchief from hus face, the Capt. still
ardently gazing at Laura.
By a masterly movement, 1 think, it did seem
That we turned thei right nying—(starting) wounds
Puting Tropse round by the right
ing Tropic rou the right arm)
{m;.( Good ;aw:a{n! . ' &
20l. aside) I'm !
Trop. ((tm'dZ) ‘ppyOh, the devil! undone!
When the prize which I risk for had nearly been won.,
Dr. B. Qut! out of my presence, you hoaxing young
rake-hell ! .
With olsi Leen ss Bore’em your schemes will not take

well,
(V iolet throws himself between Dr. B. and Tropic.)
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Lau. 1 While I gaze on the bright star whose soft

Trop.§ beaming hght

fGuides my hopes and my wishes, it fades from my
sight. :

Dr. B. Ont! out of my house, you shameless young
rakehell.

Get you hence, sirrah! hence, or your ears T will shake
well,

{;?oul (Holding him) Be patient, good Sir.

Dr. B. Out! out!

f:lo‘; Let him stay.

Trop. Let me stay! 4

t’;’o‘; } Let hin stay!

Dyr. B. Hence ! hence ! away!

ACT IIL

4 Street. Enter Violet from Dr. Bore'em’s.

Fiol. Soh, soh! by making au appointment in Charles
Tropic’s name, I shall succeed in bringing the fair Laura
to Harvey’s house. Woburn Place is in a retired quarter
of the town, from which I will remove her as if to join
"Tropic elsewhere, and ultimately carry her off. 'I'slmost
tremble when 1 reflect on what I must yet do before'd can
possess myzelf of the lovely creatuare—but what will not
the ynited passions of love, jealousy, and avarice drivea
man to! Should that tremendous fellow, that blood and
thunder gentleman Tropic— '

(Tropic enti"rs,, and siaps Violet on the shoulder who
starts.) S
Trop.. Why; Jack, are you dreaming ?
Fivl: {agitpted) Y~—yes—Charles, it was a—all a
dream, <Fpghe ) ‘
Trop.” ¥

I my dear fellow, thou conturer of confidants,
.thoeu condelr of that heavenly flame that rages in my bos
rom—thou #ilrning star that doth' usher in the day-break
of my bappingss, phat answer .do you bring to my letter ?
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wh;n;;—whe;le shall I meet her? e 1 -
tol. (still agitated, giving a letter) 1—¥ am truly di—
distressed lh—-—tiat l——g & ) y.
Trop. (snatch ng the letter and kissing it.) Ten thon-
sand—thousand thanks! my best friend, oh I could smo-
ther you with the fervor of my gratitude ! .
Viol. (aside) 1—1 begin to breathe again. AT
Lrop. Torments and confusion! ’tis my own letter:!
how’s this ? L
Viol. My dear fellow I— [ regret to acquaint you that
your affectiouns are slighted by Miss Montrevor. I fewr it
won’t do, her heart 15, | understand, otherwise engaged :
She wouldn’t even open your letter, as you perceive.

Trop. Impossible! i
Vi ioi "I'hen my word is doubted ? A

T'rop. No, no, but— IO

Viol. "You well know tlie remotest emotions of thiif re-
gard which [ feel for you Charles: 1 wish it was in%my
power to serve you.

Trop. I do not, [ cannot doubt what you have said.
Fool that I was, to estimate a woman’s merit by the fer-
vor of my love : the days of noble, disinterested, chivalrous
passion are past, and none but pert, forward, self-sufficient
coxcombs are successful. .

Viol. Believe me, Charles, your wooing system is utterly
incorrect. There is something so impetuous in your love,
that the sweet sensitive creatures involuntarily shrink from
it—compliments and soft Insinuations are more potent
than you seem to cousider them : Laura Montrevor can
never be won by violence

Trop. Nor shall she by flattery: my heart is bursting,
but I will not seek alleviation of ber. '

DurT.

T'rop. The day-dreams of my heart are past,
The shades of night are gathering fast——
The shades of sorrow and unceasing csre,
The cold and endless midnight of despair.

Viol. Your grief is the night mist that lies on the stream,
Or the twilight of reason when fond lovers dream :
A smile will disperse these black vapors of night,
And*your dirk thoughts be chased by the duy-spring

of light. ’
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Viol. 1 A smile will &e. :
drop. § No smile will &c. } (Together.)
Nor these dark thoughts &c.
[Exit Violet.

Enter Daniel from Dr. Bore'em’s, a little intoricated.
. Dan. (stopping short) Dang it! I ha’ Yorgotten every
syllable that Miss Laura toold I, thic do coome now o’
being pestered wi’ "zoa many letters. (Looking at letter)
that be an 1—aud that be a C—and that be a C too, which
do zpell J. C. double: (staggering) But I can get uo
farther.

Trop. Yes, I am resolved—1'll leave England immedi-
atellxjtr‘. Ha! that is Bore’em’s servant, if I remember
rightly.

S.Dan. (Spelling) L. F. they do say that we do live and
larn, but my living ha’ gotten the better o’ my larning.

Trop. Friend Daniel, how d'ye do?

~Dan. (Spelling) U. B. D. A, M—

Trop. Honest Dan, don’t you remember me?

. (Slaps him on the shoulder)

Dan. (Spelling as he half removes his eyes from the
letter) A—(looks at Tropic and bows) O—

Trop. You appear spell-bound, my honest friend ?

Dan. Yez, zur, vor the loife o’ me 1 can’t tell ware I

‘be }oing.

TLrop. Give me the letter : I’ll read the direction to you.
* Dan. (Hiccaping as he looks at the letter) Thic hesi-
tation ha’ coome o’ zending I to a free zchuol, for if dad
had .chozen to pay vor my laming, I should ha’ been a
woise man in zpite o’ my ztupidity. But it be the zame
wi’ we free chaps who get our edication vor nothing, as
wi’ the fisty-cuffs—play or pay—and zure enow it ware aal
play wi’ 1, he ! he! he!

' : (Gives letter.)

Trop. "Tis addressed to me, and in Laura’s writing !
(Tears it open.). Perhaps she relents.

Dan. 1t ware main }ucky zure enow, that I zhould ax
the gentleman tp direct I to himzelf—he—he—he !

.+ (knocks at Dr. Borc'em’s and enters.)

Trop. (Reading) I almost regret that the favorable
“ sentiments § in of your merit, should bave induced
‘ me to comply with your request”—what does:she mean ?
“* Mr. Violet has acquainted you that I purpose being at
“ Mr. Harvey's in Woburn Place at six o’clock this even-
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“ing. Should I fail of being there, you will attribute my
‘ absence to some unforeseen occurrence, and not to a
“ diminution of the regard of Laura Montrevor.”
Oh happiness unexpected! idiot that I was, not to attribute
Violet’s embarrassment to the true cause. ’Tis plain he
loves Laura, Yet I will be cautious, nor revenge his trea-
cherous conduct hastily. (kissing letter) She loves me!
she loves me! I shall run wild with happiness !

Roxpeav.

Oh love! in a tremulous accent we sigh

When the looks we adore meet the glance of our eye;

And do we not murmur with exquisite pain

When the hand that we press yieldsits pressure again,
Oh love !

Oh Love! we exclaim, when the looks we caressed

By their coldness are chilling the heart they once
blessed :

And when the pressed hand does its pressure deny

Oh do we not then in our agony sigh,
Oh love!

Oh love! in a tremulous accent &c.

SCENE II. Tke Doctor’s dressing room. The Dr. in
his dressing gown 1s scated on a Sopha. Wigs, cravats,
&c. arescattered over a toilet, and several suits of clothes
lie about the room. :
Dr. B. Dan! Dan Rough! I say—curse the fellow!
Dan. (within) Do’ant ye howl zoa, Doactor—thee’lt

be as hoarse as an old raven. .

Dr. B. An old -raven! damn the clodpole! he gets

quite incorrigible. . o

(Daniel enters hastily, a pair of boots in his hand, and
tumbles against the Dr. who is turning round as he
hears him approach, Daniel’s intorication is scarcely

erceptible.
yof: in‘;;)l:srtiuel)lt rascal ! am I to be neglected and insulted

too ? .
Dan. I ha’ coomed as fast as I ware eable.

Dr. B. You scoundrel —you lump of hog’s lardif I
don’t fractube your os sacrum, scalp me. 4.
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Dan. Yez, zur, that T wull wi’ aal my heart. (The
Doctor endeavours to kick DanyevL as he runs round the .
Stage.) Odd-rabbit it, oeld gallipot, doan’t ye bullock
zoa!

Dr. B. Bullock, you calf!
© Dan. Aye, bullock, mun : doost teake I vor a mastiff?

Di. B. Yes, and if you say another word, F’ll muzzle
you, you dog! Put down the boots. (DaN lays them
down hesitatingly.) Bring me those wigs, sirrah ! I'll try
which of them will best become me: eveu diamonds are
polished.  (Sits before the glass.)

Dan. Ave, and many’s the toime I ha’ tuold our Cicely
thee bee’st a diamond, tho' thee be but a rough un.

Dr. B. (Putting on one of the wigs.) What think you,
Daniel, eh ?

Dan. Why, that it do meake thee feace look as round
and puffy as the soign o’ the—the—what be it ? the man’s
head stuck full o’ skewers—the—thc—the Roising Zun at
the foot o’ Judge Cranky’s bill, near to huome.

Dr. B. (Tearing off the wig.) Take it away ; calcine
this caput mortuum, and pulverize it.

Dan. He, he, he! thee bee’st a droall un.

Dr. B. What do you mean, you compound of jalap and
prepared suet! Give me a Brutus cut; 1 think I've some-
thing of an old Roman about me. (Struts about.)

Dan. Dang it, but that be true: thee bee’st as much
lvike an oold woman as any chap 1 ever zeed. Now majy-
hap, zur, thee’d please to look loike a Jew, or an Amen-
can savage ?

Dr. B. A savage, rascal !

Dan. Yez, zur, a zavage rascal, if thee do prefer it.

Dr. B. Hold your tongue, booby, and givc me that wig
to your right. (Puts on a wig fashioned & la Brutus.)
Soh !—this hae improved me—wonderfully improved me.

Dan. Zure enow, it do meake thee look as foine ag
Meay-day, with thee poll dressed and aall : he, he ! (Tuk-
tng up the other wig.) Butin thic, loord, zur, in thic, thee
didst look as grimi as the knocker at our front door, a grin-
ninf)to froiﬂxlen away the poor. He! (Mimicking.)

r. B. My cravats. (The Docior wraps two or three
handherchiefs vound his neck.)

DaﬁSteay, steay—Ilet I do’t, Doactor. (The Doctor
holds Mié head iu a stiff and erect posture, while DAN1EL
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ties another handkerchief 1ound his neck, and bursts intv a
wwlent fit of laughter )

Dr. B. You scoundiel, what do you mean? Shut that
damned ugly mouth mstantly, or I'll stuff it with soap ce-
rate and goouse-fat  Bring wne that coat and wastcoat that
hic on the sota.  (Patsthem on.)  Aud now for my boots,
tlas mstant, surah ' ( Draws them on.  Daniru pulls out
his shart fnill, and butons the coat, which fits him rery
closely 1ound the warst.) ZLounds, Dan, yo—you’ll squeece
all the breath ut of my body' Wee I to swallow three
drachms of vituiohic athar every thice minutes, 1 should be
but impatecty 1cheved, ’gad, I—1 gape hke a stufted al-
hgator, o1 a calt’s heud with a lemon m 1t.  (The Doctor
endeavour s to unhulton the cout.)

Dan. Now doan't, dow’t ye , "twill aal spoile that fome
shcape and meake  Dang ity thee bee’st as beautiful as a
twhey-coch.

Dr. B. Ob bughtest day of mv exiatence, that lights
me to the piesence of my Malvina' “The bliss of our
meeting will exceed the tenderest of all rapturous wter-
views smee the davs of Asculapius '—Go for a coach,
Dan, Ull duve to Woburu Place immediately, and there
avwait the day-breab ot a ncw exstunce.  Go tor a coach,
you=—~you hitle hop o”my -thumb.

Dan. Yes, yez, sur, 1'be oaf.  Thee bee’st a beauty.

Dr B Why we you not gone, you dried lizard !

Dan. 1 be gomg—but 1 mun ha’, 1f thee do pleasc, a
little mnocent laugh, He, he, Le!

Dr. B Ycs, aud Pl help you, you rascal, "ull you'ie as
black as LEtlop’s mmeral.  (The Doctor beals ham off.)

Song.

The wild palpitation
Of anticipation
Completely upsets and o’cithrows me
"I tuke a fen doses
Of conscrve of 10se3,
Aud a lemtive pill to cumpose ine.

I'm mghing, I'm dying,
U'm fieezng, I'm fiymng,
I fevensh fit periodic ;
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Such heat through my pulse sent
Demands a demi*l‘cenyl ] ’
Carminative anti-spasmodic.
My remeds lies
In the beautiful eves
Of my never-beheld Dulcinea ;
L.ove laughs at the trial
Of pill-hox and phial,
And the whole of the pharmacopeeix

Oh Glauber and Galen,
My hopes should 1 fail in,
How could [ endure the transition :
I fear, in my rages,
This mortal compages
Would suffer a decomposition. [ Lot

SCENE 11I. 4 Room at Mr. Harvey’s in ¥ oburn
Place. Enter LAuRA.

Lau. (Throwwng off a veil)y Well, here I am in spite
of my aunt, uncle, and their attendant Arguses. (Looking
about) Hey-day! What, has not my dear knight-errant
]7'et ainved? Now could L quairel with hum for not having,
ke myself, arrived heie Lefore he expected to mect me,
Heigho ! what a tyrant is this Love, that he should have
compelled me to act with so much indiscietion.

Enter VioLET.

I'iol. (dsidey My situation begms to get somewhat
cntical.  All is 1cady—now to commence wy plan of ope-
rations ; vet I—I—

Luu. Tis waiting is more tedious than the distance of
Wobuin Place appeared to me.

Viol. Miss Monuevor, 1—

Lau. Ha, Mr. Violet !—but where is Charles ?

Viol. 1 come to conduct you to the house of a mutual
filend of Captain Tropic and myself, to which Clinles
shall quickly follow us. Mr. Haivey is expected in Lon-
don cvery hour, and it will not, therefore, be prudent to
1emain here a minute longer.

Leu. But have you acquainicd Charles of this unfore-
seen circumstance { Y

Viol. (A4side.) I must appear to comply with her wishes.
T will immediately desire the servants to direct him to my
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friend’s residence on his arrival, and then return to you
(Aside.) 1 feel somewhat aguish—my spirits fail me, for
whether absent or present, that thundcrer Tropic puts me
in fear of my life. . [Enxit.

Lau. Now would many damsels, situated as I am, quar-
rel even with that dear passion which had tempted them to
place themselves in so very, very critical a situation. But
I know my gentlemen ; the one is too insiguificant to be
fearcd, and the other too noble to insult me.

Enter CaptainTroric.
Trop. My dearest Miss Montrevor, 1 rejoice to meet
ou.

¢ Lau. Ah, Charles, propricty and myself have heen at
high words on your account; and, in spite of my elo-
quence, 1 have been so successfully controverted, that, un-
assisted by your ingenuity, 1 shall never forgive myself for
having consented to meet you here. What apology can
you befriecnd me with ¢

T'rop. That I should certainly have run wild, or have
run away, had you not been thus merciful to me.

Lau. Either of these calamities, had they been threaten-
ed, would have been sufficiently powerful to bring me here;
but 1 must confess, that the only apology I can urge, is,
that a motive quite as powerful existed in my own heart.

Trop. Deurest Laura!

Lau. Had you delayed a minute later, I should have
quitted the house. Mr. Violet has just gone to desire the
servants to direct you to the residence of some friend in
the neighbourhood, to which he was about to conduct me.

Trop. (Aside.) So, so—the object of that treacherous
little rascal, Jack Violet, is now sufficiently evident. It is
indeed fortunate, Laura, that you wrote to me, as I should
not, otherwise, have had the happiness of meeting you
here.  Nay, do not distress yoursclf—you are no doubt
surprised ; my indignation at the conduct of Violet is for
a moment appeased, when I reflect on the transporting
discovery to which it has led me. ‘

Viol. (Within.) Very well ; let the carriage be drawn up.

Lau. *Tis Mr. Violet.

Viol. (To Scrvant as he enters.) You'll be particulari
observing my instructions. And now, Miss Montrevor;
shall have the refined satisfaction to— i ¢

(Tropic advances between Laura and VioLETy.
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and seizes the latier by the wrust, as he 15 extending

ks hand to Miss M.)
TIDK. You personification of msignificance ; you mon-
key, that bas wit enough to msult, without manhood to
wake reparation ; you shadow of what you seem to he -
you tinng—leave me mstantly—quit my sight before 1
crush you ! [k7it VionrT

Lau. Heavens, Charlcs, what teinble creatures von men
are, when 1 a passion. Since this fit ot yowms, | -[—
don’t know—but—I—1 certainly don’t i ve you <o much
now as I did ten mmutes ago,

Trop. And m less than ten minntes, my swcet Lauwia,
you shall agam change yomr opimon of me.

Law Your looks certamly posscss that deadly poner
attributed to the basilisk’s, for they had neaily heen the
death of poor Violet.

T'rop. But let me now place you under the protection of
my aunt, until—

Lau. Listen—some one 1s coming this w 1y.

Servant. (Wathin ) No, sir, this room, 1t yon please

Dy. B. (Within.) My friend Harvey has not yet come
to town, so what mattersit which room I go mto

Dan. (Within.) Thic door do teake to the greate room,
zur,

Trop. Torments and tornados' ’tis Dr. Bore'em and
Damel. What s to be done ?

Lau, O—O—

T70p ‘There 19 no alternative—ths closet wul beiricnd
us, (They enter the closet )

Knuter Dr. Borg’EM and DanieL.

Dr. B. "Ths lucky that Harvey 1s not in town, or | cet
tamly should not have found so convement an opportunity
of seemg her on whom, 1 suppose, my soul must doat

Dan Yeq, rur

I. B. 'This dress sull makes me wheeze ana puft ma«t
cbnfoundedly. How shall I accost the deai object of my
hopes when she appears.

Dan. As though thee wert head auver eas m lo’ wi
her : thraw theezelfl on thee marrow-bones, and zwear—

1. B. Hist! I hear some one coming  Get away m
Duntliy 3 t*:n:nt t:‘edx:uhm call, lest 1 5honl|ld need your assist-

Lppmee in this r struggle of m)y soul.

Pan. Yez, zur. st
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Dr. B. Quick—somebods’s at the doar, (Danimg
conceals himself behind a window cwrtain.) Hem—hess}
Enter a female Sercant, handsomely dressed.

Serv. Ho—this 1s the guntleman that 1 suppose the lady
wishes to sce.  Sir, Malvina—

Trop. (.dside)) Malvina!

Dr. B. (Throung lnmself at her feet.) Malvinaw-oh
rapturous name' Let me hear thee once again, loveliest
Mylvina! Oh bless me with a snnle—you whose breath is
hragrant as the o1l of jessamme.

Serv. Sir, | am—

D:. B. Beauty’s sclf—the image of perfection; snd the
dew of those 10sy hips 15 sweeter than syrupus simples.

Serv. Indeed, sn, you—

Dyr. B. Blush, 1 know it—these cheeks are ashamed of
my ecstatic glances, for, as the poet said of the virgin,
thev  Blush at what my eyes have done.” I know I have
a 1ogwish eye; but speak, oh speak, thou counterpart of
pettection !

Seiz. Sn, I am desited to inform you, that the Iady
calling herselt Malvina will be here mn & minute,

1. B. What!

Serv. The lady calling herself Malvina is below, sir,

Dr. B. Damnation! then you are not the lovely Mal
yma?

Serv. No, sir—my name’s Betty. [ Exrit.

Ds. B. (Stul on his knees) Betty! Oh Daniel!

Dan. (Peeping Jrom behind the curtain.) Ob Doactor !

Dr. B. Was there ever such a business as this !

Dar. Loord, zur, how could thee teake a maid vor a
mistiess ? .

D:. B. (Rising ) Lounds—how could I avoid it! wasn’t
she sathng under false colors !

Dan. He, he, he!

D;. B. Hist—1 hear footsteps! Get away, gel out of
the 1oom instautly, she’s commy, the real Malviua ap-
proaches. (Eut DANIEL at dovr on the right.) Curee
this blundei~—it has shaken my unervous system worse
an intermattent fever. Hem—hem—bem !

(Turns his buck to the daor, Enter CAssANBRA
and Cicrvy. Miss C. has a fan and a fnlt.
blown Rouse in her hand.) .
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I’ve not courage to face hu, were 1t to save my Iif >
!

Miss B (The fan before her fuce) tlo—ho—1s he
near me, Cicely ?

Cice. No, Ma'am, he's at the other end ot the room
he appears very bashful

Mzss B. Can I with safcty tahe « peep at hun ¢

e Oh yes, Ma

Mss B. ( dude, bolang cautiously Y An desmt aut
fashionable man, truly  (Conceals her face agan)

Dr B. (dvwde, loolang cautiou ly ) Shds an anged, ¢ of
the middling beight.” I thmk 1 have recolution enough to
speak to her  CIpproaches Cassandra, s faue azerted
speaks i a constraned and aftccted mannc; y  He —hom
(Miss ¢ starts )  Madam, I—1-- (us2a¢) confusion, what
an ovasight ! (Llnces ¢ chan near Casandia, ad afta
wards drams another tocards hor as he speahs) 11—
y—you, we, we— (aszde).  Damn 1t, whod thmk that |
was sixty years of age!

Mass B. (Speahing afectedly) Oh, wir, 1—1  oh-
oh—(Reclines 1 the chan )

Dr. B. (Aside) Curse me, 1f her voice doesn’t soman
me of old Cass '—(To Mass By A shght vaugo, Maam

Muss B, Su, I—1 beg pardon. May Iequest that my
servant may_be pernutted to 1emamn ¢

wiDr. B. Certamly, 1t 1s my hap pmcss (o compls wath the
wishes of the most mtere<ting of har sex,

Miss B. Sir, 1—l— presume that miv bttar ca cunc
safe to—to hand.

Dr. B. Yes, thou all-accomplished Malvina , and 1 had
to read 1t bat once, though I devourcd it tifty times, te
own its ecstatic impresaon mdchble !

Mass B. (ddside ) How unfortunately hi, voucc 1esem
bles the croalung of brother Ben. (To Di. B ) OL, «u

| S O -
Drira.

Dr. B. Maluna, Mualvina, thou beautiful talsp,
Oh, fairer thou bees’ wax, and sweeter than julp!
Love's arrows subduc me,
Hs potions run through e,
vourmg and scouring,
My sentes v'erpoweriag,
And only the bidm of thv hps « m venew me
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Wiss B. Oh Obscar, 3o pressing, so fond, and so tender!

Oh spaie me, support me, I vield, I suirender!
1D;. B Oh candy and cordinl !

T've past the diead ordeal ,

Let 1use-lcaves m showers,

And camomilc donars,
Dcscend to enrapture our jusvemle hours

Botn Tt rose-leives i showers,

Dy B And camomi’c (fowrs,

Miss B And violct flowers,

Botr Descend to emapture our juvemle hours,

In B (laking ker hand y This hand is soft as the
fos-glove, and fiagt mt g the distillation of sweet marjo-
n. (K ssesrt ) "Tumnto me, channer ¢ She endentowr s
¢ rm L hond  "Lho ¢ cves canramove the pamful
waicty of my heat, bhe the ol of Benyumm.,

Moy B, ( Iaae, puliing anay ha hand ) Bemjamin!
oh how the word dlectinhed my frame! Oh—

Dy B Youac unucll, sweet extiact of liquonce?

Moss B M —mv vouth, wd t1— ——tumiadits —

D1 B You feus transport mc, and this attractive
hithdence exates the wannot of amotions, which, hke
powarful mfusion ot cloves, o1 an 1milgimation of mult-
fanous cordials, glows withun mo | ad L—f—casrde) L'l
come to the pomt. (Raels ) Oh cxqursite excellence?
dezn 10 bless me with 1 glimpse of  thy radiant phy-
S10 2100101

sy B Oh, sn, «mce you dene it m language so flat-
te g, spare my blushes —I —I—mu t comply. (Remoces
he fan from her facc)

D: B Dwnnition—old Cr,4!

(Cussandra screams. Danel, vath servants, sushes in-
to the 1oom lauzhing, as liopi and Laurg leate
then place of concealme * The Doctor still con-
trnues hnecing )

D: B (Resing ) Thio 15 all a conspiracy ageust me!
¢Io Tropic ) Am 1 a second tune ndebted to you, sir?

Tiop” No, Doctor, upou my honor, for had I known
of yow mtended visit to this house, T certnmly should uet
have had the honor of wmecting yon here.

D:r B. Wheie 15 Jack Violet? y

Trop Miss Montievor and myself, wir, have fn this



»

438 SIXTEEN AND SIXTY. ACT 11,

house, beewn the witnesses of his treachiery and cow udue .
and when I have explamed the partiulats of his conduct.
you will not regret his absence at this, »1 at amy tutwme
tuue.  Atfter menlting me. he had veather the genarosty to
apologise, nor comage to give me satisfac tion,
r. B. Upon my life, young eentleman, yous noble dis

Bmtwn gams upou me 1 spite of your hoas of the B th

octor, Jack Violet’'s mazute ance e mever apprarcd
50 contemptible as at the yresent ume vhou §phcoatn
contrast with your manhness and spi € Sanec you b,
i my opimon, proved roursdt more desoyng of Laun
Moutrevor than Jack Vioket, v o would do well 1o v
taan her sentiments on the subjpoct

Tr0p. May I always thas gare on you without mcmrme
your displeasure, Lawa?

D7, B. 'That's a damned r1ound-abant way ot ching
sin ple question.  Look ye, lropic  asa contiact « sl
dom made without a depostt, supposc you take this = b
(Jorns the hands of Trope and Laeru')

Muss B. (Supported by Cucely, after rancaimg lowly
Oh Beyjamim !

D:. B. Oh Cassaudra, you arc an old fool, ani 1 am
aniother; but you ae, I thwh, the praater of the tne
May every bachelor who dcfers tairg 1 wife antl he 1.
old enough to be a giandfuthe , be laughed at o Pl
bieen, without having an amambh  sistar 10 haep bim ia
counntenance.

Finavw, —Duoctor and i B,
Love’s the ughest ot all creatuies
Not one ray of nauve grace
Ever lights the pug-log teauncs
Of hus hittle chubby face
Laura and Tiopuc.
Love's the sweetest of all creatwes
Rays of beamng, natnve grace
t the bloommyg, heavenly featurcs
f his ever-smuling face.

ALL,
Dr. and Miss D.
Love's he uphest &Ke.
Lawia, Tropie, Dan, Crely, 4.
Joove's the sweetest &«


















