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THE SORCERESS.

ACT 1.

SCENE I. An Apartment in the Palace of Corinth.

Creon and Kavros, mir{l Noblemen attending con the
ING.
Creon. (to Kafos.) Medea must not, shall not, stay in
Corinthy—
Her very name appals the public heart.
(to attendants.) Though regal born, she to her country’s
foes

Iictray’d the guardians of her father’s throne,
And, 1 his fond entreating sight, she tore
Her tender brother, who had clinging seiz’d
Her tlying robe, to stay her guilty flight.
Who has not heard how, by her spells bewitch’d,
Old Pclias’ daughters slew their dear-lov'd sire,
"Toou cred’lous thinking to renew his frame ?
O tis a tale that stops the course of thought!
As he lay sleeping, by an opiate charin’d,
One held the bason, while the other pierc’d
The sacred art’ries of the hoary King;
Aund wheu they shudd’ring saw his red life flow,
The stern Medea trimm’d her lamp and smil'd.

Kal. 1ler love for Jason, an ill-fated passion,
Inflames her bosom with the rage of fiends.
1In all things else, my lord, she is most gentle;
But with some clement unus’d before,
Mysterious Nature has endow’d her frame,—
While yet a child, with rapt 1omantic*eye
She read the heavenly omens, and could tell,
By the procession of the starry host,
The various changes that succeed below:
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What blossoms breathe on earth their sweet perfufne,

As ’twere an offering to the ruling lights

Which mark the alt’ring progress of the year;

What scaly tribes repay the fisher’s toil,

When roses blush, or the green leaf grows wan;

And, by the blains upon the warrior’s shield,

She sway’d at will the tenor of bis tale,

And made bim tell the battles he had shar'd;

For she had found the secret springs that move

The chains of mem’ry and the whecels of thought. -

A pale enthusiast, ott her peusive steps

Were to night-worshipp’d Hecat’s awful shrine.
Creon. To Heeal’s shrine! Note ye her iuborn gu:l

She, the descendant of the radiant god,

Forsakes his temple, and apostate raises

Those bright refulgent eyes that prove her race,

In adoration of the goddess erim

Of sorceries malignant!  But proceed.
Kal. To win her service for the gloomy shrine,

A sullen priestess, fellest of the band

That pil’d the altar with the midnight slain,

Taught her tremendous lore.  When the bright sur

Had pass’d to 'Lhetis, and the Euxin roli’d

His troubled bulk of waters wide and wild,

In alone tower, that on a lolty steep

Far overlook’d the dark wreck-tossing waves,

Sat the dread sorc’ress and the thrlling fuir.—

Whene'er the mariners at eve descricd

Their lamp’s dim flume, u red disastrous star

They smotc their breasts, and yielded to despair;

For oft the pricstess, deep in omens shill'd,

Rechears’d her spells before impending storms.
Creon. Did not the hing, her sire, prohibit tus?
Keal. The frandful priestess had inflam’d ber wind

Wit dark ambition and unhallow’d aims,

Beforc her father knew.  Too late, he then

Consign'd Medea to « patient sage,

Who vainly strove to turn the keen research

With which she sought what Nature has denied :

For when he spoke of the elastic mind,

Which, i the bosom fix’d, ¢xpanding spreads

Throughout the world, and mounts beyond the stars,



SCENY I. A TRAGEDY, &

With kindling eyes Medea starting ciied,

¢ Does this ttanscendent faculty expire

W hen hife departs, as on the lamp the flame ?

O1 15 1t too but an accorded ssen,

An mdex of somc undevelop’d scene ?'—

Hec could not answr, and she scour’d the sage.
Creon. From whom did she obtan that potent art

By which she rules the cawis of disease,

Audhnows the very hour when prostiate Natwe

Rallics har powers for the great strife with death ?
sal, A wither'd sibyl whom by chance she met

Gloamng, the dowy antidotes of ails

Wath her she visted where hingvng lay

A youth on hi’s Last verge.  There though his bride,

CGraspis lus linds and tondly g 17mg, snught

A pating look, 1 i thongh Ins wother sat,

Her Lip s pillow, and could only weep,

Medea, headless of ihie mournful scene,

haddt at s feet, and with averting hand

Sacev'd from hear eves alamp the sibyl held,

To show the momant when the sonl would fly.
(reon Syt thou that pty dwells m such a breast?

What did th mquirng demon wheu he died ?

Y 1 she not jorce the cashat of the heart,

Eaplorc e <t warm wrc<aaon of the mmd,

Aud by the kwts rash mqusition seach

fhe cosbm prmg that sent Jie flyng thought

04 avton o1 desaan?
ha! She 10ce ccicne,

And lookn » ponane on the dead, exelum'd,
mowhat v oa now s thy ahode!

flaunt’” t thoa unwcn the stage of mortal cares,

Or hold’st compamonship with otheis gone,

Or dacllst thon <hitary, lost wm ploom ¢

I~ tha no spedly no phanmacy subhme,

To d unra parted <pnnt back to Iife !

N aif to renoy ate 1ts uthly o,

And with swect meense e it to 1etmns”
Crecn. Aud did she (ver this great at attam ¢

For 1ame 1¢pots that Jason’s father dead

Was Ly her taagic smmmon’d mto bfe.
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Kul They must believe who « 1w the mnacle.
Creon. We arc 1esolv’d; she hall no lon s stay
W to her digimity, « puncess bon
Had ven vefuge and adend ace due,
But thon bact 1 11d us with wo strange a tale
Of power wd presions ~iprnatmnal,
That we owselt pa take cm peoplc’s teu,
A ek we s e m Lo a publi loe
M1 Jason she neva vl onsent to leave,
Not live and kncw I v cdded to wothar.
( rcon! bawaie of her offen led powa
O a« you love your danzhter, prav the oods
"o quench the hope that ve th + tar dn Jason
Ant erc too late the budd’ 1ntes stopend
Creon. He cammot, nevar could Mades love.
Keal. But all her soul 1s nivettal oo Lum
Qi you diead her natwie, fo 1 her hate!
The ocean’s fury and the tempest’s foacy,
Deluge and conflagiation, war aud storm,
Attend het voice, and cxecute her willg
The o1hs of Heaven grow pale to sce her epells,
And Hell’s dah gods obey and dieaw har call
(reon Tt she 1s to dwell among the ficuds
Than deal with mortal nien Om will 1 il
Let het no longer than the davm of day
Be scen m Commth. Here, of pre of be given
‘That she attempt to ply her hor ad ut,
The law shall have 1ts comee, nd she shall de. T rernr

SCENL 1. twoth + Apartmeat w11 Pulace.

Myvyyand Jaso .,

Med. Why tuin you, Jason, hom mr thus so coldly ? -
O would we ney 1 had to Cormth come !
Yet, i vou love me and your faith be fum,
Why should I gnicve to thik we came to Covath
O whardfore should I question thus ye o love -
Forgive, forgive the fe 'r of anvaous tomdiess

Jasen. Theee fittul donbus, this 1dly dnding mood,
Molests yowr own repose and troubles mumc

Med When did I chide thee, auel man, be fore ?
When did my douting fondness doubt thy tinth ?
O Jason, Jason, dost thou give me cause >—



SCENE 1I. A TRAGEDY, 7

If you forsake me, what shall I become ;
‘What home have 1, if you deny me yours?
Where shall Medea fly ¢ What wild, what. cave,
What woody labyrinth, what trackless waste,
Will theu receive the outcast 7—Al the world
Appall’d have heard what 1 have done for thee,
And will refuse me succour.  Thou alone
Art now, O Juson, the sole tie that links
My wayward feelings to the race of man.
Jasou. Strauge woman, cease ; and with some check of
reason
Restrain thy ardent heart,
Med. Tell’st thou me this!
Dost thou desire that I should love thee less ?
Jason.~ast thou not children? surely they have claims,
Aud should partake thy partial bosom’s care. 7
Med. My babes are thine ; and as a part of thee
I love them moie thau ever mother lov’d.—
The parent’s instinct and the lover’s passion,
Compose the strong, the fervent tie, that binds
My life and heartstrings to our mutual issue.
Jason. And can’st thou not with them awhile forgo
This tender smportunity >—
Med. Alas!
What would 1 not forgo for them and thee—
Ye are my all, and all my soul’s desire.
If I alone, O Jason, have thy hearte—
Tremendous fate '—if Jason should be false !
Jason. What tervrible conccit transports thee thus #
1 am but kere upon the edge of life,
A soldicr and a mau : the chance of war,
"The touch unseen of pestilence and pain,
May sever us for ever.
Med. Not for ever.
Wert thon in wasteful shock of batde slain,
Or stiffen’d by discase to ghastly clay,
I should in patience wait the coming time
Wheu my found spirit would rejoin its love.
But, O dear Jason, if thy faith be false,
We are already sever’d, and for ever!
For souls adverse can no communion hold :
1u life, their enmity engenders woe ;
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Beyond the narrow passages of death,

Their ways lic o posite.—-Yes, on and an,

Through all eternity, ey sund’ring fly—

But wherefore think'st thou death may separate ?
Forget'st thou how thy father, by my-art,

Wheun ail bewail'd b dead,—he bour was nam’d
To fie the funcral pile,~~the dirge and hymn
Llesounded, and the torches for the rites

Crimson'd each face, and made the mudnight black—
Dost thou forget that tme ? By me conjur’d,

Did not his parted spirit trembling come

And put azam its moirtal vestmient on.

Wiy should we.ever fiar that we shall part 2-—

Stay, Jason, stay ; why dost thou leave me thus ? [ Exeunt.

SCENE 111, 4 Portico—bevond which a view of the
Gulf of Corinth is seen.
Crevsa and Liapyes.
Creiisa. How soltly o’er the landscape evening draw s
Her shadowy curtain! While the golden light
Yet lingers on Parvassus’ hoary head,
The lower mountains aud the nearer scene
Are veil'd in hazy shade. "Tis sweet to breaihe
This twilight freshness, and te sce the night,
As slowly up the steep of Heav'n she chmbs,
Spfinsing with glorious gems her azure path.
Lie sea appears a downward henisphere,
Traced with bright meteors, as the fisheis’ tarch
Meves to und iro hin that dark nether sky.
T.ool ! ou the hils the shepberds™ Bres begm
To pert ke sy, and the bright-winlow’d town,
Fiom the steep mountain slopiug o the shore,
A richiv-lichted constcllation shines.
[Enter Jason.]
Jasou. Criisa here !
Ciciisa. Ha! Jason!—aud alone!
Why walk you, Prince, the terrace at this hour ¢
Jasen. o seck Crodsa,
. Creitsa. Say Medea rather,
Jeson. Ne, dear Cretisa, 1 seek only thee :
Her mystig sprit and tremendons art
(Ver-awes wy sonl and turns its love to dread.
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But in thy merciful and gentle nature,
A soft companionship attructs my heait.
Creitsa. 1 must not, Juson, listen to this theme
Medea's rights forbid— For her thy vows,
A fearful pledge, the hideous furies guard—
Beware their vengeance and the sfhys that strike
The faithless lover's false and perjur'd heart.
Jason. Ah love, sweet maid, resistless nature proves,
Still slecps unfelt and latent in the breast,
Tiil wak'd to frecdom by some kindred glow.
"I'is trte I told Medea that Llov'd, .
{But then 1 knew not what lay slunbering here)
And thought the wonder that her beauty bred
Was lnve's delightful charm.

Creisu. Have you not sworn
still to be faithful ?
Jason, But ] knew not then

That what | felt for her was never love ;

Aud when 1 swore 1 lov'd, 1 swore not true :

My heart by admiration was betray’d ;

I thought it Jove, and call’d it what I thoughr. Bt
Creusa. Ah, Jason, thus you teach me to beware

The biittle tenure of your profferd vows.—

Wien next again you fecl the conscious flame,

Aud, false to me, some other maid address,

What new deviee will dhen your passion serve ?
Joson. That never, sweet, can chance to me ‘again ;

Lor diferent charms 1 difierent women woo'd ;

But ne'er before did the soft mingled grace

Of all umited fix my roving miud.

. [Enter MEDEA and Kavos.]
Mcd. Creon commands, and I must fly from Corinth

With Jason and my children— Be it so :

‘The woildis all betore us ; and with them

The dwhest cave beneath the northern snows

Would yicld to me a dear and cheerful home.
A alos. But Jason and the children stay behind.
Bled. What say’st thou? Jason and— :
Kelos. Her laugh speaks horror.
Med. "T'was but a pang in my distracted brain }-—

You did not say that Jason stays behind fm

My children, too 2—Gods! am not I their mother

abaee T
5

-
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Creiisa. It is Medea. +
Jason. I must speak to her.
Med. What! Jason here ! and with Creiisa too !
Are these not but the phantoms of a dream,
In which this curs’d and_melancholy fiend
Tells me that Jason is n longer mine ¢
(to Jason.) Creon, he says, has banish’d me from Corinth
Come, Jason, come, let us at once depart.
Jason. Why do you shake and grasp upon me so ?
"Med. O Jason, Jason, save me from despair !
Thou know’st not yet my power.  Though thou hast seer
"The mid-day sun eclipsed at my command ;
The full-orl’d moon grow bivady by my spell ;
Stars headlong quit their spheies ; and the dread storm
Upon the clonded promontory sleeping,
Wake at my call, and dash the waves to foam ;
Though thou hast witnes«’d from the murky sky
The bolted fires that give terrific glimpse
Of Jove’s Almighty arm, dart when 1 will'd,
And heard the god in thunder answer me,
‘Thou hast not seen me jealous of thy love.
Behold, arising in the polar sky,
The bindling spears of my etherial host !
‘ [An apparition of the Aurora Borcals.
;Creiisa. Horror, honor! the heavens are all in flame !
* Med. See how the streaming splendor of my guards
“Shoots bright and brighter as thenr squadrons forw !
Stay yet aw hile, ye glorious mineters ;
Halt m your clouds—Who dure Medea wrong ?
Look to Cretisu—Jason | command :
Kalos, do you sustain the firghten’d farr.
[Lieunt halos und Creiisa, &
Turn, Jason, turn : these soft and tender looks,
O false, false, perjur'd man, are due to we.
Baut art. thou false *="Though 1 ain bunsh’d, Jason,
Thou wilt not stay behind—I wrong thy faithe—
For thee 1 bade my native land adieu ;
For thee my home and weeping kindred fled ;
For thee, dear Jason, | have done such deeds,
"That all the world should hate me, but thyself.
Come, give me proof that thou art true to me ;
Our childsep wait, and we are all prepar’d ;-
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Let us not linger in this fatal town ;
Give me thy hand and let us haste away.
Jason. Where, where, rash woman, would you have
me fly ? ,
Med. Where | must go—O if indeed you love,
Though with but half the fervor I possess,
Where'er I am, your home shall still be there.—
Gods! gods! he tums away '—he loves me not!
. [ Exit Jason.
"I'is for Creiisa that I rust depart—
1t is for her then that 1 am exil’d. [Exit.

ACT I1.

SCENE 1. 4n Adpartment.

Creox and CREUsA.

Creiisa. O urge me not; | must not Jason wed—
The dread Meodea interdicts his suit
With threats so high, and signals so divine,
So like the prohibition of a god,” 5
That in his love there surely mfist be sin. w

Creon. She shall be hence before the morning dawn e
Had Jasou not petition’d for her life,
We had consented to our people’s pray'r,
Aund burnt her for a trafficker in spells,
That fill the world with guilty prodigies.

Creiisa. Can you disarm her sorc’ry of its power,
Unbind the spell by which she sways the spheres,
And summons agents from the dark abyss
T'o vindicate her claims F—Scarce an hour since,
As on the terrace I with Jason stood, :
She, all infuriate to be so exil'd,
Rarv'd her right hand towards the steadfast star,
Aud presently the region of the pole .

as wrapp’d in fire, and countless must'riug fiends,
Moving 1 panoply of light and flame, '
Obey’d her dread control.

Creon. *  Has the curs'd witch

.
54
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Within the bound of Corinth plied Ler art?
Hence shall she instantly.
. Creiisa. Behold e comen. .
[Futer PirprA sud Jason.]
Bled. In wiist have ofionded you or yours,
That 1 am banish'd from your haughty gates,
And ali 1 love, 2 mendicant to die? * '
C'reon. Itis the pleasuve of our sovereign will—
Who may control the king -

Aed. Justice!

Creon. Audacions !
Creiisa. O harm her not!

Medea. Ha! dar’st thou strike Medea ¢

Fool I—I might fix thy rude unmanly arm
And lifted sword with the strong gorgon spell,
In monumental marble as you threat !
Creon. 'Hence from our presence, dreadful demon,
hence !
The hissing snake, the pitiless hyena,
The staring basilisk, the hungry tyger,
e corpse-untombing woif—and fouler still,
The horrible and furious cannibal,
That quatfs the recking blood of slaughter'd men,
,Are fitter for socicty than thou.
% i-Medea. Jason, Jason, gtrike this dotard dead :
*For thee, for thee, [ robl’d my father's home,
And stain’d my hauds with my dear brother's blood ;
All for thy love : —but 1f you love no more,
Pay me in part with this hoar tyraut’s death,
Jason. Medea, art thou by the furies fi'd 7—
Come, come, Creiisu ; Creon, leave hor here,
Medea. ‘They ditve me mad; they steep my thoughts
in hell :
 Stay, perjur’d, stay, I charm ye by my curse,
O Powers of justice and of destiny,
Skow'r upon these the ficreest of your hate !
Let terror rule them, and despair atteud :
ﬁ;tbem outlive the pity they deny :
"Let constant,misery burniu their blood :
- Let all posterity abhor their nawes :
. Letsetnbution for their fathers’ crimes,
76t vengeanice for their mothers’ gecret sins,
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W
In wrath and horror overtake them here. -
And ye, just gods ! when death cancels their life,
Let them with everlasting sense of wee
Be made immortal, and for ever Jearn
The wrongs they did Medea caus’d theig. doom.
Now, Jason, thou art free—W oo, wed, and weep.

[ Ereunt.

SCENE I1. duother room in the Palace; in i
a Manggal! with fire burning.

" Jasonipes and the Nurse.
Jasoni. But are there, Nurse, such things as imps and
sprites, '
And phantoms that can speak, and hurt, and harm,
Aud yet not suffer when we strike at them ?
Nurse. Aye, dear, the air we breathe is full of such;
The water tou hath in it powers unseen,
And i the glowiug fire brizht agents stir,
That ride on flames and plut the wreathy vapor.
Jusoni. Butif we see them, Nurse, and feel their touch,
How 15t vwe canuot make thom feel nstoo ?
Nurwwe. The gods hetide thee, my courageous boy,
They are not palpable to mortal hand,
Or aught that changes by the force of fire,
Sce, how this pieuy pyramid of flame
Consumes the spliuter that divides its form
And reunites again—""1'is so with them,
When things corporcal touch their yielding substance.
. Jasoni. [Tow may they, Nurse, be train’d to do our
tasks ! —
Methinks it were a hich and pleasant thing :
To have a nimble spirit for a slave;
One that would vault upon the flying winds,
And mounting up to heavew’s great cupola,
Peep through the starry chink-holes of the dome,
And tell me what makes all so bright beyond.
Nurse. But come to hed—and when you grow a man,
Your mother will instruct you how to make -
The swiftest of them wait upén your will:
Jasoni. True: 1have heard that she can bid them come,
And when, last night, 1 dreamt a dreadful dream,
How I and sister were all gnaw’d by worms,

“
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And raw and bloody like a gashy wound ;
You said ’twas bred by a black toad-like elf,
Sent by my mother to disturb my sleep,
Because I thought Creiisa kind and fair.
Why was my mother vext at me for that?
And wept to hear me, and perus’d my face,
And sighing said, that if I lov’d Creiisa,
All that resembled me must love her too.—
What did she mean ? and why should she be sad,
Though all the woild should call Creiisa fair ?
Nurse. Alack, alack! Sweet prattler, if thou In’st,
Too soon, | ween, thou shalt the 1eason hnow.
But hudh, I hear your mother’s tread approach.
Jasoni. QO hide me from her, for shie looks so wild.
[Euter MEDEA.]
Medea. He ncver, never, cau be mine again !
"The fondness that <o long sustan’d my love
This last contanpt has cindled mto hate,
And clotted thnck my thoughts with foul revenge.
What ! here sull, nutse! here oo, Jasomdes!
Why still afoot at this untimely howr ¢
Jasoni. 1 could not sleep—1 am afraid to sleep—
Such femful things come flocking m my dieams.
Medea. 1ll-fated <lnld! and does thy snmple mind
See the precursive harbireers of woe
Like brooding guilt?  Come, «it thee down,
Sit by me here, that T may warnu thee well
Neé'er to desett a fond coutidng maid.—
‘Why dost thou shrink away ?— Pdifidious boy !
Docs Jason’s blood alieady work in thee,
That thou too shunu’st Medear ) ye zods?
What moustrous features aie on me unpiess'd,
To rouse in all this dire antipathy ?
Come, Denth, just Natwi’s exccutioner,
Arrest the horrnble and muwd’rous thoughts
That urge me on, and stop me m my crames.
Q my swect boy, do not abandon me;
Come, come, and soothe me with one kind caress,
That I may yet have somcthing dem to me.
[Enter Kavos.]
Kal. Alas! alas!
Medea. What nw? pale herald, speak.
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Kal. 1 am indeed a woful messenger—=
The King commands that you forthwith depart.

Medea. Isit but that? 1 will go instantly.
Haste, nurse, and bring the baby from her couch.

[ Exit Nurse.

Thy hand, my little boy ; let us away.

Jasoni. Where, mother, where

Medea. To beg! to starve! to die!
For thus, for this, I leit my native land,
Forsooh my home, and bared my virgin breast.
What more? Say all.

Kal. You must depart alone.

Med. Go not the childien with me?  Speak, O speak.
You cannot tell the half of what 1 fear.
But go, my fuend, tell Creon I picpare.
O might 1 yet the faithless Jason sce!
Hasten, Kalos, implore for me the hoon,—
Say 1 sm calm—-szy that I am content,
And but that as an anxious motha fecls,
To part su suddenlv fiom her de u young,
No pascion moves my bicast.  Go bid lum come;
Tell him that b it a jew maternal cares
Lie he vy on me, and 1 fuan v ould bear
Some promise from hum.df to sooth my griefl—
But Jason’s promese I can 1yust no more. [Ereant.

SCENE 1.  Aucther Apaitment.

Jason aud CrioN.
Jason. Restram, great n, yow justly kindled e,
Aud let her yet remam ull brcak of day.
The might 1s overcast, the ways are foul,
And she, thongh temper’d to supeinal fitmness
In heart and nd, 15 but mn stiength a woman.
Cireon. I would, but while she stays, her angry power
May work malignantly. How now, Kalos?
[Enter Kavos.]
Ral Medea, ready to depart, implores,
Before she quits her chuldren—
Jason Why these tears?
Kal O, sir, torgive a faithful servant’s sorrow,
That cver must lus lady’s fate bewail
T} she find restu death.—
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Creon. Y our message, sir. .
Kal. She asks, my lord, to visit here again,
Alas! to hear ber last maternal wish. '
Creon. (to Juson) You must not go—she meditat
some crime. :
Kalos can tcll her,—and what would she more,—
"That, as the offspring of a royal race,
Her children shall have all that suits a king’s.
Kal. Ah! gracious Sir, it would appeuse her pain
T'o bear some solemn, kind assurance hence,
That tendance, honor, and the dues of birth,
Shall never be withdrawn.  Alas! my lord,
She needs the charity of this assurance.
Jason. Nor ought [ to refuse. I cannot, Creon,
Forget how fervently she ever lov'd me. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1IV. _nother Apariment.

MEevea, superbly dressed, and NuRrsE.

Medea. Give me the bracelets which I wore that day
When Jason’s father by my art reviv'd.

Nurse. Which were they?

Medea. These. Al me! that necklace too !
1 had it on when I forsook my home.
O, tearlike gems! ye in my breust rencw
The grief and angwish of that fatul day.—
Will Jason look on you an drive me hence ? ’
Go bring the children. [Exit Nurse.

Still, my heart, lie still ;
Be rous’d, but calm, in this my last attempt.
Rise, ye recording ministers of vows,
Unfold your volnme to false Jason’s mind,
And show him, written large with blood and fire,
The oaths of constancy he swore to me.
& [EnterJason.]
Behold the outcast ready to depart.—
But I am used to wandering and exile.
Alas! when firstsa banish’d wretch I stray’d,
Thy love consol’d me, for I thought it true;
It sootlfd the weary way, and charm’d asleep
The dragin Conscience, that now waking finds
esom’s innocence purloin’d and gone,
for thee my father’s treasure stole.
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But why should I reproach? What now avail

The tears of mem’ry for a passion dead?

Yes, we must part. O wlither shall  go?

Direct me, Jason, how to choose my way."

Shall 1 return to that polluted shore

Where for thy safety I my brother slew ?

Or by the Bosphorus’ wild margin rodén,

Aud seck that bowdry vale, where first to me

Y ou swore the spousal oath you now deny?

What though no priest nor altar grac'd therite,

The sun was witness, and the gods were there,

And virgin Nature deck’d the bridal bower.—

The Gods and Nature know I am thy wife,

And will avenge my wrongs when I am gone.

The ever-glorious and all-cheering sun

Will prove thee mine, accuse thee with my woes,

And grow more dreadful than the midnight gloom.
Jason. What is’t, Medea, you would say to me?
Medea. Look on these gems. They are enchanted

things,

And they w%ll tell thee, Jason, what to do.

This was the robe in which I fled with thee,

Behold this stain! It is my brother’s blood.

Alas! alas! the gay Creiisa’s smile

Has marr’d the power that should have charm’d in these.
Jason. 1 need no monitors of gratitude.

‘When angry Creon seutenc’d thee to die,

Did I not supplicate, and gain thy life ?

Medea. Would he had sunk me in some dungeon vault,

Where oft the captive’s Jong-unsandall’d foot

Crushes the cold and squat detested toad,

Ere 1 had known that Jason could be false.

Had hc but chain’d me naked fo the stake,

Piled the pitch’d faggot, and applied the brand,

I had not felt this fiery anguish here—

T'had not known that Jason loves another.

Jason. O yet be calm, repress this frantic sorrow; - -
Medea. Forbear, forbear, that soft seducing tone g -

O never, never, can it soothe again. Ty S,
Jason. Restrain these fearful sobs, and be thyself.
Medea. Yes, 1 will be myself, thon manof ice,

Whom nor my tears, nor pity for my fate, |
No.'1X, N. Br. T4, Vou. lIL B
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Nor these memaonials of unequall’d love,
Can change o1 thaw. O had thy thovghts been fram’d
Yake other men's, the «e should have melted thee,
Aud <pite of tcn Creusas held thee we.
Jason. Thou knov’st, vukappy, that s fortune 1ules,
And Creon that commands thee to depant.
Medea Is he not hinp # Why s he sp unjust ?
Jason. Alas! lus pcople nuamur at ghy stay,
And he himself 15 tamted with thar fear.
Medea Were not 1uy amme, for thee? My guilt 1s
thine.
Jason. The conscious gult that haghtu’d onece our
Jo 4
Now ﬁ“sym) bosom with affiight aud pam.
.Medcla. .Hls heart still beats ! hus hand hath warmth and
ife!
Thou airt not maible, Jason. Canst thou feel ?
| Euter Nursr and CHILDRLN.]
I1a! sec our cluldien' hostagesof love!
These aie the witnesses that you are mme.
Hither, Jasomdes. W hy dost thou shimhk ?
Jasonz. Indeed, indecd, 1 have not donc amuss,
Medea. At thon afraid of me?® I am thy mother.
Jasoni. | ne’er will call Cicusa far apam
Jason. Hold, hold, Medea, do not siike the boy.
Medra. My child, my cluld, I know not what 1 do.
*T1s true Cicusa’s fair, alas! so far,
That thy poor mother seems a haggard witch,
Cw’'d with fell knowledge, and besmear’d with blood,
O Jason! smee we must for cver part,
Give nie my childien, and L am content ;
Give nic but these, and I will think thee true,
Though thou fuigett’st me m Creusa’s aims,
T’ll pray the gods to shed their gifts upon thee.
Jason. It camot he—they must remam at Corinth,
Medea. To be abandon’d, hike then hapless mother,
And by a stepedame blasted as they bloom!
Jason. This grel, Medea, shakes your better reason,
You know how dear they still have been to me.
Part of my<elf theyare. By the great gods,
My own night hand'shall perish i the flanes,
Eie 1 stand by and see them suffer wrong.
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Medea. Ah, if T thought thoulov’st them as thou say’st.
Jasom. O mother, mother, do not look so wild,
Medea. But one word more. My parting time draws
on,

And idle sorrow but consumes my strcngth.

I will be calm,  Grant me a farewell boon.
Jason. All but the cluldren you may fieely claim.
Medea. Oh! there 15 nothing thon canst give but them.

I am then mother, puichas’d them with pam,

And fiom my bosom chenisl’d them with lije ;

And yet 1 do vot call them all my own,

But 1f this hoy vill come along with me,

Do uot, O Jacon! Jason once <o hind !

Do not withhold hun fiom his weepmg mother.
Jasone O why, dea father, must she go away.
Mdeu. Because Crensa’s taar!' - Come, wilt thou go?
Jasont. O do not weep, let us all stay together.
Jason. 1le dees himself refuse.
Midea. Heuce, traitors all !

Umnatural, bence ! yes, fly, tianblng fly.

[Lreunt all but Medea.

My aames,my ciimes have boen as twilight haze

To the black nudmght guilt that now ensues.

Come, ye dark deities of muwly hell,

1hideous avengers of perfidious vows !

Triple abhon’d Eumemdes, arise !

Come Chaos, Noy, and Acheron, and Death!

Hither, ye spnits that delight n woe,

Apd mix the sorceries of my 1cvenge!

ACT IIL.

SCCENE L. An Antichamber.

Crron, AIBIADES, and GUARDS. .
Creon. Help! help! Albiades. [s the witch gone ?
Albra. Not yet, my lord ; she goes at break of day.
[ Eaeunt Guards.
Creon. Her spells prevail, and the defenceless sleep
Gives them teinfic scope 10 work on me.—
Methought I walk’d beneath the moon’s eclipse,
’Midst tombs, and dead men’s bones, aud hungry graves,
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Yawumng for wretches who with impious hands
Had done then last mexprable sm.
O ’twas a dismal spot!  The 10und red moon
Shed on the sepulchics a bloody hue,
And by her dun and lurid hight [ saw
Th’ accwrsed 10bbus of the fust'nng dead
With hideous burglaiy un-heet a corpse.
Anon methought the {11 Medea came,
With fiantic steps and visage ghastly wan.
Close tollowing, black, behind her I discern’d
A countless retimne of 1ideous forms,
The mmisters of ill.  dSwpised 1 stood,
"L he trembling witness of her incantation!
Wheu lo, with toiches and the long airay
Of fnneral guests appear'd a 10yal bier.
MyscIf, bv wickhad «orccry constran’d,
Dug a deep grave , and when the corpse was lad
Medea heap’d the cuth. T heard 1t fall
With hollow 1attle on the mb of death.—
As I stood wond’rmg who the dead might e,
Agam methought 1 found my<elf alone,
And heard a heavy and encumber’d noise
St in the womb and pason ot the grave,
And then Crcusa with a feeble a1y
Invoke my mid—My cluld, my child, lav there!
But I was spell-bound, and could give no help.
Strugghng to free mysclf, I burst awake.

4lbra O ’twas a ternible, 2 boding dicam.

Creon. Was 1t not, thmk you, by the soic’ress bied
Some balcful mfluence of ber dicadtul art
Has sway’d the subule substance of my thoughts —
Would that th’ «nchantress were away from Connth.
While she remais, methinks the an we breathe
Is charg’d with <tiange wscrutable disease,

That tants the health and 1cason of us all. [Lzeunt
SCENEI1L Another Antshamber.
Nusrsi

Nurse. Sleep on, ye pretty images of love,
Nor wake to sce’,om mowntul mother’s woe.
[Fnter Kavo 1
Softly, Kalos. How dues our lady now?
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Kal. In stern despair. She sits upon the tower,
With clasped hands and imprecating eyes,

Nursing vindictive thoughts.

Nurse. Alack, alack !
May Fate restrain her terrible intents.
When does she purpose to depart, Kalos ?

Kal. The time is vear : already in the east
The morning star shines high above the hills.

' ( Music heard.)
Hark ! how persuasively to happy thoughts
These early flutes symphoniously invite.

Nurse. O would that ye were gone. Make haste away,

Kal. What hath alarm’d you, nurse ?

Nurse. O woeful sounds;
More ominous than the prophetic owl. ‘
The rash musicians with untimely song
H.ve come to usher in the bridal morn
Of Juson and Creiisa.

Kal. Isitso?

Is all so rife to dare Medea’s rage ?
Nurse. aste, haste, and hurry her to quit the town, x
Kat. Hush, hush! sce where she comes, pallid aud stern.
[Enter MEDEA.]

Medea. Yes, 1 will stay and see him pledge to her

The hand that should be mine.  L'll witness all,

L'il serve the virgins to adorn the bride ;

Bright shall her mantle be—it shall be flame!

Rise, Death and Horror, deck the couch with me.
She shall enjoy the eager clasp of fire.—

How now, Kalos! what woulds’t thou here? True, true,
1 did forget, Kulos, that we must go.

O my deuar inocents, and must we part! "
But ye forsook me, like your faithless sire. ¥
Yes, I will quench the mother’s fondness here,

And light the gather’d fuel of my hate.

Kalos, attend me—we must now prepare.

Kal. What, my dear lady ?

Medea. Only for departure.

[ Exeunt.
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SCENE I1I. ' Tke Chamber of Creiisa.

Crevsa and LabpiEs.

Creiisa. Lay out my gems, for see, the morning daw;
And, hark ! the blithe musicians with their songs
Waken the birds to welcome in the day. . «
O I have had sucl joy-inspiring dreams,
That my heart dances, flush’d with cheerful hopes.~—
I thonght that Jason led me to a chff
That hl“‘h' o’erlook’d the polish’d sumnrer sea ;
The whlte-wmg’d sea-birds, flying far be]ow,
Scem’d silver stars, and in the distant scene,
With hills and promontories temple-crown’d,
All in the sunshine, lay the land of Love.

[Enter MEDEA, with the robe.]

Medea! not yet gone!  What would you here ¢

Medea. Be not afraid, I come not to 1eproach—
I'blame not you that heaven hag made you fair,
And lov'd by those that I believ’d were mine.
Gentle Creiisa, you have yet to feel
The mother’s passion.  May you never know
"Bhe keen distress, the more than childbed pain,
That mothers suffer in a last farewell.
Soon 1 must leave my children, and for ever.
Wlien | am gone, forget they were Medea's—
Love them for Jason—the -y resemblc him.

Creiisa. Alas! Medea, I have wept for you,
And pray'd the gods to change my father’s will,
And doont me not to Jason.

Medea. Did you so?
Then yon did well, then you did well, Creiisa.—
Her conscious spirit has foretaste of woe.

Creiisa. Ha! why this fearful and exulting shout?

Medea. My brain, Creiisa, is not as it was :
Pray thee, forgive me, I am almost mad.—
Ere I depart, I would bestow on you
‘This precious robe 3 and for the gift receive
Your solemn pronme, ratitied with oaths,
To’tend my hapless children as 'your own.

Creiisa. 1 need no gifts to bribe e to do that;
‘Trust me, Mcdea, you need ask no vow.

Medea. | know, Crelisa, that thy soul is kind ;
Aud well, alas, m_v own sagggtory proves

%
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That a trae heart is better than all vows.
But O, indulge a wretchcd mother’s wish ;
Grapt me the promise, and accept the gn"t.
Creiisa. 1 have already promised.
Medea. You must swear—
Swear by the gods, upon your knees, Creiis..
Creiisa. 1 yield, Medex. ( she kneels.)
Medea. (aside) 1 could pity her.
Creiisa. Ry all the glorious regents of the sky,,‘v‘
And hell's tremendous t tyrant, thron’d below,
1 swear to cherish with 2 mother’s love,
Medea’s children, trusted to my carc.—
Wliy do you weep and look so “sadly on e ?
Medea. Why, good Creiisa, have we ever met ?
Or why did Jason ever think thee fuir ?—
Credsa. Give me the robe; I'll wear it as thy gift.
Medea. (aside) (Would that it had becn made for any
other.)
It is the richest ever woman wore '
Au inscet spun the woof in Indian bowers,
And, by the magic influcnce it holds,
W hm:ver wenrs 1t in her lover’s sight,
Shall ne'er behold, nor mourn that lover false :
Had I but worn it when my Jason lov'd,
I had not felt the angfish of this hour. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1V. A4n Antic hamb('r.

CrEON enters with Aitendanis and meets Kavos.
Creon. Not yet away !—thy mistress tempts my anger,
[ Enter MEDEA.]
‘Stnll here, mysterious and incarnate fury !
Dost thou provoke us to exert our power !
Medea. 1last thou compell'd me to resort to mine b
Kalos, attend me—1 am ycady: fow.
Creon. Dar’stthou in Corinth thus defy the king ?
Medea. There are no kings where [, Medea, am,
Creon. Thou say’st too true for when I meet thine eys,
A chill and indeseribable .d.nrm
Subdues wy royalty and awes to fear
The mauvhood of my breast.—
Medea. Ha!isitso!
Thy dark presentiment is hope to me,
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That thou shalt prove the vengeance of my art—"
Creon! ‘
Creon. Well, what would you? Ha! why is this# 7
Why with such solemn and prophetic voice -
Diost thou invoke me thus ?
Medea. Thou art my foe :
Hast donc me irremediable wrong :—
Meoenaced my life, and trampled on my heart ;2
Such things in every bosom kindle hate,—
And am not I Medea ?
Creon. ™ tlie thee bence;
And, if thou caust, tame thy unboly mind.
Medea. Go where | will, my retribution stays—
Kalos, let us, before the bridal hour,
Before the hymeneal flames arise,
Let us escape from this devoted pile.
. [Ereunt Medea and Kalos.
Creon. Tren.cndous demon ! would that she were gone ;
For though some secret hatred in her presence
Still moves my choler and incites my arm
To punish her outright, an awful dread
As oft controls the impulse of my rage.
[Fnter Jason, ALB1ADES, and Attendants.]
Jason. The day’s bright harbinger beams in the easte—
The priests are ready, and the altar burns §
All want the bride—

Creon. Medea is still here.
Juson. Not gone'—Does she refuse 2—Unbappy wo-
an!
man .

A'bi. What dark intent or medutated woe
Inspires such daring contumacious scorn
Of your iinpesial will 7 If she remain,
Her art or frenzy may disturb the rites :
She should be quichen’d fogmake haste away.
Creou, Jason,1 fear we have been somew hat rash ;
For were the work to do that is begun,
it would be wise to pause—-But thus advanc’d,
‘Our fame and state compel us to proceed.
Jason. Brightas Aurora, lo the bride appears!
TEuter CrEUSA.] .
Creon. Where did’st theu get that gorgeous robe.
- Creiisa? .
"Tis not the tissue, nor, mcthinks, the fashion,

\ -
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Which eur Corinthian maids are wont to wear.
Creiisa. 1t is a careful mother’s gift, received
As token of a solemn promise made her,
"L'hat T would tend her children as my own.
Creon. Medea!
Creiisa. Yes: why look you so aghast ?
Creon. Quickly unrobe thyselfy there’s malice in it.
Creiisas. Are not her children hostages to me ?
Jason, Ttis, Creiisa, an enchanted robe;  *~
And ever when I sce you dress’d in it, w '
1 still must worship the kind heart beneath.
Creon. Infatuated! Know ye not Medea ?
Think ye her cruel sacrilegious hands
Will spare her infants if her passions crave ?
What we have done, such is our nature’s law,
We still grow apt and proner to repeat—
"The hideous reputation of her name @ -,
BShould, as an oracle, warn and alarm,
Creiisa. But Jason feels the influence of the robe,
And in my heart, methinks, a new-felt joy
Smiles biight and hopeful since I put 1t on.
Creon. 1 hate the giver, and I dread the gift. [Ereunt.

SCENE V. A4 Courtin the paluce of Corinth.

M#%oea and Kavos.
Kalos. Ahme! What mean you by that wild attire ?
The fellest hag that lives in caves abhorr’d
Could not assume a more terrific garb.”
Medea. The mantle suits the color of my thoughts—
The grimest sibyl, that at midnight brews
Peifihous med’cine in a murd’rer’s scull
And makes the {uel of a bastard’s bones,
Was never curs’d with thoughts so fell as mine.
Come, show me where the beidal train will pass,
That 1 may greet the lovers as they go.
Kalos. You cannot, must not, i this dismal garb.
Medea. Dost thou too shrink from me !—thy daty, slave,
But hark '—behold, they come, they come, they come!
[Music : enter the Procésion.] ’
Joy, joy, Creiisa, joy—Love, Jason, love :
While she my tissue wears, thou wilt be true.
Creon. What fiend art thou, whose shrill malignant hail,
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Has struck the music dumb and quench’d the joy ?
Medea. Medea, Creon! - .
Creon. Drive the demon henee.
( The procession pusses, the guards attempt to seize Medea,)
Medea. Picsumptuous slaves, avaunt! Protect your
hing!
Rescue the bride ; nor-dare lay hands on me.
"(The guards retire, and the wurse und children enter)
Approach ye witnesscs of ill-starr'd love 5
Ye hapless victims of your faiher’s crimes;
One last embrace—ancther—yet anothier—
O cruel nature ! dost thow hope by these
"I'o wrench me from my rivetted revenge ?
Hence, imps of Jason—weeping crocodiles—
The masque of infancy and innocence
But seives the more to Lide the cheatiug fiend;
"Ubat through their eyes, so hke false Jason looks.
. (shrieks without.)
"What shrichs are these t—Ha! ’tis the robe, the robe !
M «pell has Lindled and Creiisa burns.
Kalos. All fly the temple—-
Medea, Creon dous not come !
Gods! lethim perish too—DBut I am slack;
For ece, thefraniic Jason hurries bere.
Hua! brats of intfann ;—a knife, a koife !

( Lait Medea scizing the chitdren, ard the nurse follows.
Jason (’I/((’I'SJ}():II 1he opposite side and throws hon-
sclf into the wrues of Kalos. )

Jason. O honor, borror! dar'st thon look that way ?
Kalos. "The temple sinks in the voluminous flane,
Juson. As we befie the holy altar knelt,
The magic robe— die curs'd Medea’s gift,
Began to siuoke and spurkle gems of fire :
Creiisa shriek’d 5 old Creofi eaught his child ;
And both fell suddealy a beap of ashes.
[Enter Nursp.]
Nurse. Help, help ! O help the children! O the eli!-

dren!
Kalos. What dig:you eay ?
Nurse. The childreu! O the children !

Jason Why dost thou hide thy visage withs thy hand
Can’st thou not atswer e, kalos?
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Kalos. Alas!—
Juson. Where is Medea ? tell me, frantic woman.
Why dost thou point und look distracted there 2
Nuyse. One by the heels she clutch’d, dash’d out its

braims.
Kalos. O horror, horror !
Nurse. But:ghe other lives— . ¥
Ha! hark!—he sluicks '-—l-leard ye t}m hatchet cleave?

« [Ereunt.

SCENE VL ./'hz Anti-chumber—1In the inner room the
bodies of Il.e children : Bledea cnters from it, holding
in her iand @ hatchel dropping blood.

Muovra, Jason, Kanos, Nurse, and others.
Medea. Ha! Jason Lere!
Jason. Whgre are my children ?
Medea. There!?
Ay, look st me, and wonder what I am,
So foul with blood, and in my murd’rous grasp,
This 1eekin: instrument of red despair-—
Now dost thou taste the bitter of iy hue
Now dost thou know the diead Medea's power,
Now dmt thou feel the spells of my 1evenge §
Now, Jason, dost thou see how I did love—
O Gotal man ! there Is « fasth in sin, .
Which, violated, damns the recieant down .
Deeper than all the fiends. Were we not pledged
With dreadful rites to be forever true?
My fatbier's injuries, my hrother’s blood,
And Pelias’s wurder bound us fast as one
But thou hast ravish'd by thy guilt of guiit,
The very honor of iquity:
Aund doue a sin which overtaps thie worst,
Making all others meau andsstbaltern :—
Thrice dumning perjury, that defrauds the gods,
And placls the cyves of awful justice out—
Such, Jason, was thy ciime '—and what 18 mine e
1 gave the world these victims of thy guile,
And I have taken them awazy again. «
If mankind rise apd clamor at the deed,
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P’It meet them all ; and tell how 1 have provd
"That the paternal pang is Nature’s grudge,
'Fo yield her creatures to this cheating woild,

[Juson attempts to sirike her ; she retires into the Trridy
room, which presenily appears fitled with fire, and the
soene suddenly changing, may show Medea rising from
ihe flames in a chariot drawn by dragons, if* the me-

. thanist should think such an absurdity hikely to increase
“the effect of the senliment.]

THU TNN



REMARKS ON THE SORCERESS.

ArTHOUGH the author of this tragedy has taken the
story of Jason and Medea for his fable, aud although imi-
tations may be traced of particular passages in the Medea
of Seneca, of Corneille, and of La Motte, our readers
will perhaps think that he would have done more justice to
himsclf had he given other names to the charagters, and
allowed the full effect of the manner in which he has
managed the subject to appear, free from the disadvantage
of a constant comparison with works so well known andso
descrvedly admired. But still it will be rcadily admitted
that Tt SorcERESss possesses a considerable degree of
originality, and that the way in which the author has
treated the character of Medea, is more agreeable to the
existing state of knowledge, and of English sentiment, than
the erudite and mythologicnl manuer of the classical
Glover.—He appeurs to have nudertaken to develope the
working of a class of metaphysical associations, on which
we are not aware that any other writer has yet professedly
touched ; and by imbuing the mind of the Sorcercss only
with ingeuuity, and a knowledge of th# occult sympathies
of human vature, he has attempted to produce a degree of
interest, which, =t this time of day, any absolute pretension
‘to sorcery could not excite, even with the utmost pomp of
spectacle in the power of theatrical machinery to exhibit.
In judging, therefore, of this piece, we ought not in justice
to compare it with the other dramas founded on the same
story ; but form our estimate by what the author has him-
self effected. .

1n the opening of the play, we are speedily apprised
that the Medea which we are to expect is not altogether
50 horrible a personage as the Colchian witch of anuquity.
The first scene, ‘which partakes wore of the epic tham
dramatic style, is occupied with an account of the educa-
tion of Medea; and some ol our readers will probably
receive it as an accession to the bistory of the Argounautic
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expedition, while others may find it more intcresting as an
indirect disquisition coucerning the innate peculiarities
and endowments of genius. Besides the metaphysicd
doctrines covertly discussed, the mainspring of the drama
is also developed in the first scene; and in the dread which
the rash and superstitious;Creon entertains of the power of
Meden, we sce, butin the strongest light, that general hor-
ror of her talents which in the end is to provoke her to
have recourse to the most terrific means of revenge. In
the hatred of Creon, the author appears to have shadowed
the operation of that preseutiment of injury which often
leads those who yield to its influence to adopt such a course
of proceeding, tonards the objects of their dislike, as never
fails to b¥iug on, inthe consequences of their ownfolly, the
very wrongs which they unreasonabiy dreaded.  But the
most sirikmg jucident and novelty in T SorcrrEss
1s in giving Medea a resentful motive for the murder of
her children, by Jasonides preferring to stay with his fa-
ther, when she had almost persuaded cven Jason himself
to part with the child. We think that the mortification
and grief which snch a disappointment was calculated to
produce on such a vehement spirit as that of Medea, will
be morc cusily comprehended by our peaders than described
by us. The author appears to have been fully sensible of
the force of lis conception; for the previous part of the
séenelin which he reprcsents Moedea as adorning herself
with all the omametits of which she thoughi the sight cal-
calated to awaken uassociations of love and gratitude in
the mind of Jusou, wmay be regarded ouly 4s a prelude, to
prepare the mind of his auditors for the full cifcct of this
delicate contrivance to jessen the horror ol the catas-
trophe, and to give it u wild tinge of irregular justice.

But it will perhaps be said, as in the case of The
WirnEess, that whatever may fe the merits of such
wetaphysical developements, they are out of place in the-
drama, as it is a species of composition addresscd to the
generality of the world, who do not micely discriminate
the operations of the mind. We are not, however, well
satistied of the justness of this observation; for Shak-
speare, the most popular author that cver wrote, and the
most admired even by the common people, is the mdst
refinéd in his metaphysics ; and an andience of the present
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age is surely not less sensible of the operations of moral
passion than the cotemporaries of Shakspeare. The truth
g our opinion is, that wheunever the ingenuity of passionis
crrectly conceived and perspicuously expressed, it will al-
ways excitc sympathy, and that the language and topics of
the stage, when the business of the yepréesentationis properly
dramatic, can never be removed beyound the compreben-
sion even of the vulgar, if" the author has the power to
awaken the universal feelings of the species. But if he
address himsclf only to the passing prejudices and predi-
lections of any particular class or age, he can expect to be
understood only by those to whom he appeals. The
drama is the mirror of society, and the stage.gught to
reflect the effects of the progress of knowlcdge,'gwt only
in the dialogue, but in the management of the subjects
which it exhibits. The days are past siuce the-witches
aud ghosts of Shakspeare were believed to have a real ex-
istence, but the feclings which he addressed by introduc-
ing them iu propria persona, are permanent in the human.
heart; and the poet who would iuterest those feelings
must employ means suitablé to the state of knowlellge in
his own time. Without this, his drama will be but the
vehicle of childish spectacle.  And if this opinion be in-
correct, the mechamieal apparition in the CasTLE Spec-
TRE is a conception superior to the ghost in HamrLeT,.
and Glover’s introduction of Hecate on the stage iff
MEDEA, is a more awful incident than that of an affec-
tionate mother becoming 'so terrible as (o be deseited by
her own child. :
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A SEARCH AFTER PERFECTION.

ACT T.
SCENE 1. Moonbrain’s Ilouse.

MoOoNBRAIN silting at a large table covered with books,
and turning over the leaves io{‘ a largefolio. -

Moon. Severity, indulgence, indifference:~—~undef which
of these heads shall I place my new acquaintance ?

[Fﬂner CavsTic.] . -

Caus. Good morrow, Moonbrsin: [ called to Iave a
pamphlet, and little expected to find you at home: I
imagined that at a much earlicr hour thau this, you set out
on your search after perfection; and faith, a long day is
necessary for a long journey..

Moon. What, you think the object of my search at a
great distance—uonc of your sueers, Caustic. '

Caus. In passing through your hall, 1 could scarcely
make my way ; there was such a crowd of people.

Moon. O this was iy morning for receiving petitions
from those who wish to be recommended to undertake the
education of youth.

Caus. What! are you not yet cured of your recommen-
dations ? ' . .

¢ Moon. Sir, T hope never to be cured of what I glory
in; and let me tell you, the education of youth, 15—

Caus. Nay, yon need wot tell me; every day brings
before me melancholy examples of what it is, in these days
of folly and gﬂ'ectation.

[Enter SERVANT.] L

Serv  Sir, your aunt and cousin are below; anfl if you
are disengeged, will walk up. ~ i

Caus. Let me begone—

Moon. You, a searcher after oddities, dhd run away
from two good-natured old ladies !—why thiéy will join you
in ridiculing me—Upon my soul you shan’t stir : Wiﬂyga.
down and bring them vp.

w



56 A REARCGII AFTER PERFECTION. ACT 1.

Caus. (alone; he fooks at some books.) “ BMlorsels of
morality, precepts of piety, blessings and bencvolenee,”—
What canting fitles! th& history of Tom Thumb is wortl
them all., . ' * ) ¥
Flnter Moonsraiy, leading Lapy Mary and Mrs.

Mepway.]
_ Moon. 1 am sorry far the accident, though it has pro-
‘tured me this henor.

Mirs, Med. The wheel will soon be meuded; we can
scarcely magmify what has happened into a fright.

Lady M. Mr. Caustic, your servant 3 let me introduce
wy aunt to you.. ) f" _

Moon. But let me introduce Mr. Caustic to my aunt—
Behold, Madam,™a gentlemman as keenly engaged in his
pursuit, as I am m mice. .

Lady M. T hope with more success ; ¢h, cousin?

Caqus. Why in all respects our pursuits are different.
I am as sure of constant success, as he is of perpetual dis-
appointment,

Moon. But, at least, my search after perfection, is more
laudable, than his after folly. '

+ Lady M. More difiicult, it certainly is, at least, in this
town,
[Enter SErRvANT with a letter.]
~ Moon. From my old acquaintance, Mrs. Tryal—Give
me leave—

Lody M. Who would not imagine my cousin a man
both of learning and b#siness?

Caus. 1 wish your Ladyship would ask the use of this
huge folio C

fgpn. So you are curious, Caustic—but you shall be
gratificd : | af going to use it directly; and its title 1s,
¢ Ledger of Characteristic Information.” Nowj; observe ;
the writer of this letteris a Mrs. Tryal ; T—~T—Qh here
I have her, under the word changeable : shiffl 1 read the
syticle, Indies ?

Mrs. Mcd. By all means. .

Mboon. « Mrs. Tryal, High Wycombe, Bucks.”—Noble-
man’s daughter ; country gentleman’s wife: time of first

_application, had four children, three girls and a boy: -in
‘#ix years, have rbcommended to her eleven gouvernesses
* #ind seven tutors.
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Caus. The devil! and did she engage them all ?

Laidy M. Everyone: 1 know her; she is our neighbour
in the country; and nothing caﬁ&‘equal er readiness in
forming engagcments, but her facility in’ bréking them.

Caus. Give this lady up to me, Moonbrain; she belongs
to my list. e
#Moon. Give her up'!—no, Mr. €austic: Mrs. #Eryal
is one of my best assistants; a variety of experiments {8
necessary to bring every thing to perfection; I hope to
find eleven more governesses for Mrs. Tryal if she wants
them. , P

Caus. How cdiquisite muist be her peiceptions of right
and wrong ! L

Lady M. You shall judge, Sir: thefirst four out of the
eleven were ma'amsclles, who all gave mortal offence, by
refusing (o eat solid food and w caxstiff stays :—tworthings,
Mrs. T'ryal said, which were absolutely necessary ta keep
the body upright and strengthen the mental faculties.

Moon. A truce, Lady Mary.

Lady M. No, no; I must go on.

Caus. Pray let her Ladyship proceed.

Lady M. For the other seven,—but not to be tedious,
you shall only hear the last story, and which, 1 imagine,
that letter will corroborate.  You must know that she has
tried the French, the ltalian, the Swiss ; nay, she onee ¢n-
gaged a Dutch woman :—you remember her, aunt—and
such a piece of rotundity! but she was turned off in
three weeks for being too fondy of washing the school-
_room; 80 having cxhausted the whole stock. of foreigners,
“she sent to my cousin Moonbrain for an Esglish governess ;
but then she must be one positively born and bred iu
London ; that no provincial dialect might orrupt'the lan-
guage of her young people.

Moon. Was not that well designed ? {

Lady M. But how was that design executed, think you ?
—why by a green-grocer’s daughter from broad: Bt.
Giles’s! : Ty

Moon. Dear Iady Mary, you don’t know—= .~

Lady M. But | do know, dear cousin Moonbmin‘, that
Miss Cauliflower had not been half an bou¥ in- the house,
before she received her dismission ; for being asked
what she preferred for dinner, replied, some weal cutlets,
for she wis wastlv fond of them.
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Caus. Ha, ha, ha l~—poor Moonbrain—so the weal and
winegar was returned upon your hands. 1hope Miss Cauli-
flower will saoh be more worthily employed, selling pease
and beans, th#h in assisting parents to educate, or sather
ruin, their childien.

Myrs. Med. You talk in strong terms, Sir.

Mpon. Don’t listen to him ; he it is who would ruin the
rising generation, by his arguments to persuade parents to
t;;m)t :l;‘ilr offspriing, the precious gifts of Heaven, out of
their sight.

Ludy M. Nay, Mr. Caustic, | must contend, that when
pare;xts ure capable, they are the fittest wstructors of
youth.

Caus. 1 contend for no more.

_ Lady M. Then let the battle ccase.—I hear the car-
riage.
[Enter SLRVANT. |

Serv. Your Ladyship’s coach 15 at the door.

Lady M. Madum, | attend you. Gentlemen, if, ia
your walks, you will both call on e, we may 1cnew the
engagement, [Ezeunt.

SCENE II. An apartment in un Hotel, looking tu-
wards a garden—a breakfust-table; CLARA sings, ac-
companying herself on the harp; OrLANDO, whilst
she is singing, looks at her with transport, then with
sgrrow, sighing deeply.

Clgra. (sings)
Hadl to this blest returning day,
My grateful vows to lleaven I pay,
hat fix’d Orlando mine :
And may, till death, esteem and love,
O’er both their wonted influence prove,
And heart with heart entwine.
l(i.;lara. (surprised.) Orlando! wherefore tiese looks ¢
~«that sigh ¢
Orlando. Angelic Clara! belovd, ador’d! but could
ou read my heart, all professions were needless of my

ve.
Clara, 1 want net professions of your love, Orlande,
fag T doubt it not': ’tis your sorrows 1 would sbare ; pey,
take them from you wholly, were th it possible.
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Oriands; Restme thy harp, my }ove,vand let s lose in

lmmtoﬁy all thoughts of sotrow:
‘Clara. 'Then you have thouglit§ - you to lose 2t
Hm me, Orlando ; on this day, onths since,

we received the nuptlal benedmtmn whiat we then vowed.
1 have never forgotten. Do not you be forgetfal, I con-
jibe you, by all our future hopes,— * s‘&*

Orlando. Hopes, did you say ?

Clara. Yes: by our hopes on earth and in Henven!
Would you a thore affecting adjuration i—by out lovely
mfant— %

Orlando. Hold, Clara; ot T sball be driven to distrac-
tion.—O for 2 moment’s courage !

Clora. Do you want courage? ’tis I' should pray for it
m this terrifving moment.

Orlando. 1t is but one agony.

Clara. Orlando!

Orlando. Fate must be obeyed; yet how -begin ?—sit
down and compose yourself; and when you have heard
my story, I hope your pity, if not your pardom, will
follow it.

Clara. Pardon and pity!—O bhasten to ease the
tortures of suspense.

Oriando. 'This day, as you have said, is the anniversary
of that blest triumphant moment, when before the altar 1
received your hand, in the presence of your mother, in the
presence of attesting angels, whose purity can but equal
your own—Ah wherefore did they not save it from an
alliance with perfidy !

" Clara. Perfidy, Orlando ! . :

Orlundo. O turn from me those eyes, or my tongue
will falter, and you remain ignorant jof tit horrit truth.

Clura. (gives him her hand, turting away her head ;
he kisses ig, and she starts up, et‘clmrmng, ) A tear from
your eye, ®rlando !—1 felt it le=] see it |-——Alas ! ’tis the
first drop of the cup of sorrow presentéd by your hﬁd;
and it has reached*my heart.—But go on.

Orlando. 1 must be quick, or power will be wamn’g to
complete my purpose. Clara, ’tis indeed time you should
know Orlando for what he is : interrupt #te-thén no more,

or——(heé stops a moment, then speaks fast,) My pasents,
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you kftdw, were long estranged from yours : foul arts must
have been used, or my father would not have neglécted to
succour a suffering sister. I endeavoured to'supply his
place ; and. yéur mother blessed me. Whilst I putened
*my studies in her. neighbourhood, during my father’s long
absence abroad, she gave me a home ; I called you sister;
but what brother ever loved a sister so well—at length Zhe
truth was suspected : in a fit of virtuous resentment, your
‘mother would have separated us : my studies were ended ;
and [ ought to have returned to my paternal dwelling—

Clara. Do you rgpent staying with your Clara ?

Orlundo. (waving hys hdnd to stop her.) 1 feigned ex:
cuses for delay ;" till at last, at your mother’s fect we con-
fessed our mutual passion: and I promised to solicit my
father’s consent to our union.

Clara. And you performed your promise, and you:
generous father granted his consent; and soon 1 shall
pour forth at his feet my vows of rapturous, endless grati-
“tude. o :

Orlando, Clara! that consent—it ought not to have
been received with much pleasure. - 3

Clara. 1 own it was coolly worded ; but long animosity
is not at once appeased; it was granted to my mother’s
daughter, not to me: O when I see him, I will twine me
- round his heart till he love Orlando’s wife as much as 1
shall love and honor Orlando’s father. After so long an
absence, how will he rejoice to behold you again; how
.thank you for the present you have to make him in our
darling boy ! amtl with what rapture will his embraces ratify
his consent ! - :

Orlando. Clara, Clara! that consent !—

-..Clara. Heavens! how your looks terrify me !

» Orlando. 1t was forged '——(Clara clasps her hands
but does not speak.) Dearly have 1 bought you, Clara:
even the possession of your charms, the bleding of your
love, failed to-silence the torturing voice of conscience.
Whilst your mother lived, 1 had power to conceal my
feelings, at least their cause; for the clouded brow she
sometimes noticed, 1 imputed to indisposition; blameless
berself; she.suspected not others: her latter days wers
aeppy; and she dmiled in death. -
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Clara, ,Q did L eyer. thiuk 1 should rq;ou.e fer'a dear
Jparengs death !

Orlando.. My father, prolonglug kanldcncaabroad
gave the prefext for my continung in. Scobland. . That he
has tiayelled, is wuth, and is but just returned home.—O
that it were also truth 1 could ; hm)ato introduce you to
Bjm as his daughter! w,

Clara. (caluly.y Ilave you told me all ? 'y

Orlundo. H.ue I not suid enough to mahe you scorn
and detest me ! mc‘ what remains for your once,}.gwed Or-
lundo but despair and death {

Clura, Ouce Jbved! desphir i"(’iemh |—What..words
are those, and apokcn to e, Oflando 7 Surely, yon love
me still, though “tis with sorrow? I am too proud to boast
of 1y love: for you ; my deeds shail prove it You are un-*
happy ; your Clara will soothe your sorrows.  You re-
pent your fuult; your Clara honors that repentance.

Oréando. Yo Clara i—and may I yet call you mine?

Clara. Letus not waste tinie n words—tears too ;. how
little worthy o' vutue me tears and lamentations: every
vesonrce should be sought for,and not till all bave failed,
should we give up hope. I the first place, my love, we
must nepamlt.

Orlando. VFatal vece:sity ! ‘

Clara. 'Tbe scparation way, peilaps, be short : do you
rcpair instautly to Delmont, where your father now is; and
confess every thiug to him.

Orlundo.” O that the wor thy’ 'ﬁ’h. H’n{ﬁlton Was now
in England, for your mother’s sake! heavould protect and
’plead for you: his spirit never vias a resentful spirit; and
he tried to soften my father’s auger, which raged the more,
from the dmnppomtul hope o calling. Myr. Hamilton
brother ; and the scparation that followed, 'was impsted as
. erime to your mother.  Would he were within ourreach ;
but alas fyhe is far, far distunt !

Clara. 1 bave hethouoht me of an asybum, at thc lmuse
‘of a Mus. Bustle, 2 relation of my father's.
~ Orlandv. Who is this Mrs. Bustle? canp }ou,mum of
" akind uceplum i N

Clura. 1 will try to deserve one: au;l as to who Mrs.
Bustle is, let not vour price stait, when 1 rell you.the humble
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spheréiie onee moved in : she has kept a lodging-house ;
but a relation has left her a large fortune. * o
& Epdtindo. . Alag ! I am mortified out of all my pride;
and any one will become an object of envy to me, who be-
stows kind protection on my Clara and her infant.
~Clara. 1 will instantly write to my cousin: loiter not,
Orlando: and may eur next meeting be speedy and happy.
: " [Exeunt.

SCENE IIl. Mprs. Bustle's Iouse. Jurius CEsar
and SERENA crosg ihe stage two or three times in chase
of one another: they go Qﬁf and a Ffeat noise is heard:
beiu'nd the scenes. ® '

" Enter Mrs. BusTLE and SaLLy.

Mrs. B. O Lord, O Lord, what noise is that? run,
run, Sally, and see. O [ shall faint! stay, Sally, stay—
Why does the girl stand staring? my poor dear children
are, perhaps, both killed.

" Sally. r Ma’am, [ am but one poor servant, and
you bid me both stay and go.
[Enter Mrs. RaTionat.]

Mrs. R. Bless me, what is the matter ?

Mrs. 3. 1 cau't tell—mercy on us, iny children may be
killed! and 1 ha'nt courage to stir!

Sally. Now 1 may run aud sce.

Mpys. R. Pray, Sister, compose yoursclf.

Mrs. B, Don't talk to me—don't persuade me to any
sach thing, sister Rational ; if you had had the happiness
to 'be married, afid the blessings of children, you would
have known the misery mothers go through.

' [Re-enter SaLrLy.]

M R. Well, Sally, what has happened 3
* MMrs. B. Before you speak, Sally, fetch me my smelling-
bottle ; for I shall certainly faint if you have any thing
dreadful to say. =

&fﬂg. "Tis dothing, Ma’am ; indced ’tis nothing but
what Rappens every day: Miss Serena called Julius
Cuedor Beoward, and he tore her frock.

788, 'B. I'm’gled it's no worse: but I wonder Ma’am-
wille dod't keep théin in better order, wlen she’s hired a
plrposeifeel how my heart beats, Sally! Ab, uo one
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knows the grouble 1 go through since I bave taken-to

educate my children myself. ,

[Euter SEryaNT who gives Mrs. Busibe.a sois dand
o goes oul.] . .
Mrs. B. (after reading.) So——there’s my fine cousin

vomiug to see me. | suppose she has heard of my acces-

sion of fortune, as tis called, and comes a begging. .,

Sally. What, Miss Fairfux, Ma’am ? ¥

Mrs. I. Yes, Clara Fairfax, the poor Scotchman’s
daughter, . : “n

Mrs. R. 1 remember her a pretty girl when she passed
through London #ih her mather, four years ago..

Blrs. B. Aye, her wother ; andwhat a mother-! sent her
poor child 10 a school-—--but she was always a foolish wo-
man ; disobliged ber family by marrying ; refused to. be
happy with a rich wan of her friends’ choosing.

Sally. Dear Mu'uin, you know voung ladies like to
pleare themsclves, . .

Mrs. B. L hpow, yvon fool=—3Y by, did 1 please myself ?
did vot 1 give up an easign in the old Buffs, to marry
Mr. Bustle the chieesemonger ? and what was worse, who
Jived fu Tock y Strect 7= -but that notion of pleasing aue-
slly is a0 like 2 vile hoarding-school notiou: now my
sweet givl, having never lefi her wother, will always:do
what her mother chooses. )

Sully. To be sue, Ma'am. ’

{ Lnter Foorman.] ‘ .

Foor. Mudam, u geutleman iu a chaise’ and four, has
brought you letters from the East ludies; and if you are

“disengaged, will deliver them hinsclf.

Mrs. B. O dear, how unlucky he should come se early!
besides, | am such a figure—uot fit to be seen by a gentle-
man who comes iu a chaise and four; and you knaw I
uever see company before twelve, uuw | educate my children
myself—deo, Sister, go down to uim. [ Erit Ms. Ratiopal.
Soeme rich vabob, 1 suppose, Sally ; well, 1 should Lt to
get acquainted with him; aud thea I would have a'govern-
ess over from the East Indies, to teach my childvomn Per-
sian and Chinese; ’tis my delight to hear foreign lan-

uages : plain English sounds so common—age, sy,
inglish did well enough, in Tooley Street, but times. are

altered——Well, Sister— .

' [Re-enter MEs. RaTioNAL.)
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- Mi#E R. This is your long expected packet, and th
name of the gentleman that brought it is Walsingham®
whi, understanding your laudable engagements, will call on
you in a couple of hours, when he supposes lessons will be
over.. - .

Myrs. B. (having opened a letter.) What do I see!—
an unmarvied man as rich as Creesns : was just appointed
governor to a large province, but obliged to come home
on account of his health; and in two hours, you say,—O
we shall never be ready! (she rings violently, and enter

Footman.) Sally'—no, Jobu, go to the house-maid ; let
there be a fire lichted in every room, to give us a little
Indian warmth; and send the butler to me.

Mpys. R: Take care you do not receive your new visit-
ant with too inuch warmth, Sister.

Mis.’ B. None of your malicious sucers, Sister; so like
an old maid.

{Enter Brrrrrg.]

Wilson, let all kinds of refreshment be ready; and ices of
every sort; and let the lemonade be made with rosewater
—there—Q), one word more ; bid the black boy put on his
new turban, which looks, they say, so Ass-atic.

[Exit Butler.

And Sally, send Tom to the milliner for the cap [ bespoke ;
and do you lay out my last six new dresses, that I may
choose ¥®hich is most becoming. [Exit Sally.

[Enter a little BLack Gir.]

Girl. Mam! Ma’amselle wants you to come and hear
repeating— &

Mpys. B. Tell Ma’umselle, it must be a holiday.

Mrs. R.-1thiuk the children should share the approach-

ing jubilee.
. Mprs. B. Aye, larniug has never your good word; a
pure’ little does for you; and children would be finely
managed, according to your notions—but how should you
know the value+of children, who never would have any—
dear,“®elightful, tormenting, creatares! aye, you may
smiile,"but I know you envies me my feelings. I hope the
govérnor will think me a prodigions good mother; *tis un-
known the pains 1 take to make my children goodscholars,
and well-behgved 1 anill, above all, td speak grammar.—

Well, Sister, you must not leave me to-day, for Heaven
knows what may happen. [ Exit Mrs. Bustle.
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Mrs. R. calone) You may depend on my assistéce
Poor woman, what a miserable life does she lead, by pre-
tending to do what she is incapable of performing : but
extravagant notions always lead to ruin, whether of peace
or fortune. ‘ C o [Exit

ACT II. ;

SCENE 1. A4 Dressing-roon: at Mys, Bustle’s, with a
Toilette, -

MILLINER goes. out with a band-box. Mgs. BusTLE
’ dressing, and SALLY. 3

Mrs. B. Well, Pm ready at last. You are so slow,
Bally—"Tis a shame to be employed about dress, when
one’s children should take up all oue’s time. 1 do won-
der, Sally, how some people, mothers too—put more
powder in that curl—can give themse]ves up to dress, and
company, and such like frivolous pursuits.  (knocking at
the dvor.) Come in. .

[Euter Foormax, with a card.]
Take and read it, Sally. .

Sully. Ma’am, Mrs. Hercandthere sends her compli-
ments, and is very sorry she can’t accept your obliging in-
vitation for next Wednesday se’nuight, but Mrs. Candle-
light wil! certainly wait on you.

Mprs. B. Candlelight—Candlelight—vgho can that be?
¢ Sally. The ludy, ma’am, with the dark complexion.

Mrs. B. O, 1 rcmember. Well, now give me that
book, to fill up a few minutes. (knocking at the. door,)
Come . ' o
[Enter SERvVANT, with cards: SALLY takes and reads

them.

Sally. Ma'am, Colonel and Mrs. Peaceable, and Doctor
and Mrs. Wildfire, will wait on you next Monday ;#igd the
three Miss Whirligigs will pass the day quietly avith you
to-morrow. O here is another card—an invitation to sups.
per at the Lord Mayor’s to-morrow. - .- o -

Mrs. B. We'll put off the Whirligigs, for positively I
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mustfie to the Mansion-House. (kwocking again.) Come
b N i N . "

g ;Enter‘iznvAN-r J 3
Serv. Ma’am, Mrs. Whalebone has sent word she can’t
eome to try on your robe cout tll next but will

gend home your frock gown this evening.

Mpye. B, 7Iis a hornd dilatory cseature, that Whale-
bone.

Serv. And Mrs. Furbelow says she will wait on you
with the silver crape to-morrow. And these cards have
all beeu sent—

Mrs. B. What are those cards?

Sally. Ma’am, th(,) are excuses for your first great night.

Mrs. B. It can’t be helped. But the rooms will be
crowded, . I dare say. ‘There, ballv, take that charming
book, and lay it carefully by. llow divinely Rousseau
writes in praise of solitude; and [ hope my two darlings
will be Emilias and Sophia the second. And, now I think
on’t, I must see how Ma'amselle has dressed the
children. - [Lxit Mrs. B.

Sally. O ’tis enough to make one sick ; Ma'amselle i
deed ! shc dress the “children! she is only fit to dressa
mounkey, or herself. T hates the very sight of her, and had
as lief meet a toad at any time. There’s that Violette, too,
whom she calls brother. 1 fecks 1 knows what I know
and if mistress had eyes—but she was always a llttle
bhiad, as L well know. [ Kt

SCENE 1L A4 Street.

»5 Enter OrLanno, Crana, and a Servant.
- €Clwra. Not astep further, Orlundo. At the next turn-
mg is Mrs. Bustle’s hbuse-—“e must not be seen together.
‘Orlando. How can 1 leave you?
. Clara. Have you no reliauce on Providence—no de-
pendence on me, Orlando ? )
Orlandy. I bave faith in both—but—

Gl Why hesitate then to prove your words? Hasten
back te the inm, and when this honest man retorns to 'it,
A8 tve nusse and child wmder bis directions. 1 have pyo-
‘vided a place for them near Mrs. Bastle’s. Adied! - 'j- ‘

@rlando. Adicy then, since it must be so; and be'nét
" my sins visited on thy head. i [Ez:t Orlando.
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Clura. How fruitless that prayer ; for heav:ly iswlready
laid upon me the hand of retribution—the wife, thit: mo-
_ther trembles beneath its pressure. But now to my hard
“gagk of soliciting protection from thoae d;gkke

[Euunt

SCENE III. 4 Court before.a magnificent House.
Enter CrArA and her Attendant.

As she goes towards the door, a smart Servant crosses the
stage and kuocks loudly ; he is followed by the Go-
VERNOR.

Clarg. This will do for me too.

(Gov. A most lovely woman.
A servant in a rich livery opens the door. )

Clara. 1s Mys, Bustle at home, pray? .

Serv. (scornfully) Yes.

Gov. 1 suppose, madam, we are both oa tbe same er-

rand, so allow me to conduct you. (lhey enter the house.)

SCENE V. 4 handsome Apartment.

Enter a Servant, showing in CLArA and the GovERNOR.

Serv. My ludy will wait on you presently.

(Clara seats herself. )

Gov. (looks at her earnestly, then walking from her,
exclaims) What a strong resemblance! (ke sits down. )
Mrs. Bustle has been extremely fortunate, madam.

Clara. [ am but just arrived in London, from a remote
distance, and for some years have heard little of Mis.
Bustle, though she is my relation.

Gov. Then as her relation, madam, you will be glad to
“hear that she has inherited a large fortune from her hus-
bagd’s brother, who died in India two years ago. *

Clara. Now Heaven be praised ; and I vuth more eon-
fidence may solicit relief.

8

Gov. Madam ! "4

Clara, Excusc an involuntary transport ; but——-

Gov. For whom would you selicit relief ? §¥e not
"distressed, I hope? You reply not, and deem
mg impertinent. No matter; my age gives ‘right,

and my riches the power, to "asaist yomh -and. benity in
' Clara. Sir, I hope you find comfors in your riches.
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(i on,J might, madam, with your help. .

Clgpa. Sir! - X

Gar. Nay, look not so alarmed, and I will explain my-, -
self. ., My friends, madam, call me generous, my enemies
ridicylous, merely because I amrich, yet not a miser, I
spend as much as 1 possibly can on this old weather-
beaten carcase ; but all the selfish comforts of life cannof
expend ten thousand a-year, and those who have a scul
find its demands often very clamnorous; nay, mine.is of
such a voracious nature that it requireshalf my income to
satisfy it : the other half docs for the body; so by this
management neither have cause of complaint. You smile
through your tears; but indulge the garrulity of old age a-
little farther.’ ’ .

Clara. Six, you stand not in need of any indulgence.

Gov,, Thap’s civilly said; but I wish to tell you that
my poor soul is almost famished, duriug a long voyage,
amidst fellow-passengers, all with their pockets stuffed
with money ; and the crew were a set of jolly fellows,
whom a double allowance of grog made as happy as
prisices ; so that 1 have not been gratified with thé sight of
a melancholy face till 1 beheld yours; therefore do in-
dulge me; I am sure you can furnish me with a delicious
repast.

Clara. 0, Sir! .

Gov. Cpmpose yourself; be not in a hurry to speak.
Come, I.will speak for you ; and now you shall say what
1 please~—* Dear sir, L am poor and friendless.”—Do,
God love you, do say 1 am right. What, must I go on?
Well.thew—< O Sir! I hiave a lover, whom I love, but he
is poorand friendless.” g

“laga. Hold, bold, Sir. .

s¢v. Tell me, then, what I must do. Does he want to
be et up in some pusiness ? is he 2 curate on fifty pounds’
a-yeat ! or am ensign in some marching regiment, where he
must dress in laced clothes, ruffled shirts, and white silk
stockinggon three@ud sixpeuce a-day?  Well, welly pre-
ferment sty be puschased, both in the military and church .
militant line. But perhaps he is young in some profes-
sion, and cannot yet afford to marry? .‘What of that? I
bave a year’s ghostly income . beforehaind, and, upon my
soul, you are welcome to gquarter. # - N
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Clara. Believe me, Sir, from none of the ‘caudlis you
have mentioned, proceeds my distress. .

" Gov. That's very odd. But don’t hope''to déceive me.

"You canuot be past twenty, and are if love, I am certain.

However, that | may not deserve ridicule, let me tell you,
I require some security for advaweing money. I mean
suclt security as a good character glways gives. Dare you
abide the test of inquiry? Yet surely that thodest, inge-
nuous counténance may be trusted. Come, take time, and
perhaps the meaning that works every muscle of that
pretty face, may burst into words.

Clara. Sir, T really want words—I am equally sur-
prised and affected—I know not how to express my grati-
tude for so much benevolence. 1 hope there'i no vanity
n saying that I do not feel myself unworthyJour esteem
and compassion ; but circumstances I cannot mention,
prevent their being of any nse to my particular situation.’
An asylum for a few days with my cousin is all 1 wish for
at present.

Gov. No doubt you will obtain it. Here, I fancy, she
coines. .

[Euter Mrs. BusTLg, full dressed, with much ceremony.]
Mrs. B. Pray be seated, sir—pray, ma’am, sit still.
Clara. (aside) 1 see she does not recollect mes
Gor. 1 promised your friends in India, madan}, to pay

my respects to you. & '

Mys. B. (simpering) Dear sir— C

Gov. I do notask after your health, for you look quite
blooming. Thisis a happy climate; but the burning sult
that have beamed on my head, embrowr and shrivel the
skin, like old parchment. o "

Mrs. B. O not at all ; you look extremely wel, andd
am wastly glad to see you. ’Tisa prodigieus long vo
]you have taken. I suppose you were oftes out-df sight of

and ? . : o

Gov. Yes, madam, very often. Had it not for
the tubs of earth in which we raised our sallads, -
have forgotten its very color. e

3 [Egter 2 SERVANT.] e ¥

Serv.. Mr. Moonbrain, ma’am. :

o . '[Eoater MooxmmaINg v
No. IX, : . Br. Th. Vou. III. D
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Mips. How's this? Mrs. Bustle seeing company of «
morning ? ‘

Mrs. B. You are such a rattle, Mr. Moonbrain!

Gov. I do not understand the gentleman’s surprise.

Mocn, Probably, sir, you do not kuow that I am en-
gaged in a very arduous undertaking.

Gov. May | ask what it 15, sn ¢

Moon It is no secret, sir, for I proclaim it every-
where. I am m search after a perfect mode of education;
that is, a set of rules and precepts, which shall infallibly
train up children to reason and virtue ; and no diligence
ever exceeded mine m this pursuit for the last fifteen

ears.
! Gov. Well, sir, and I hope you have a family to profit
by your obfervations.

Mprs. B. Loid, sir! that is the oddest thing of all;
Mr. Moonbrain is not even married.

Moon. No, sir, § am not yet so happy as to have either
a wife or children: and till 2 man has learut how to ma-
nage the one, and breed up the others properly, he should
1emain single ; so 1 only live in hopes

Gov. 1 have heard something of the change that has
taken place in the mode of forming youth. This lady, I
understamd, is laudably engaged in the education of her
young people. May 1 not, madam, be permitted to visit
your schbol-room ?

DMrs. B. Sir, 1 shall be proud to show you all my
house ; and we will go to the school-room, to oblige you ;
bt itss againskrules, for 1 am loth to disturb the studies
of my young people, as that puts a stop to improvement,
you know, for company always distracts the dear crea-
turea’ altention, and compliments might make Ma'amselle
vain, and 1 chapses to heep her quite submissive to me;
yésy yes, Lwilldbave my own children educated exactly as

please. 'This way, ma’am.

Agra. 1 find, madam, you do not recollect me.
M 8. lndeed, ma’am, 1 can’t say I have that plea-

sure.
Clara. How shall I explain myself ¢
" Mys. B."Bless me! d e

Clara. Madam! gue o v ¢ + ,w,

Gov. Poor thing ! how apa shie i to lose hir voice; 1
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musthelp her, This is a relation of your's, Mmusdc,
and did { know her name, I wouid mn‘oduc.e her accord-
ing to form. . ." «

Clara. 1 hope; madam, you wdl al!ow L‘hra Fmrfux to
consider herself a!«such ', W

Gov. Fairfax!

Myrs. B. Miss Fairfux ! 1 am sa surpmog. Wl\g was
I not told? g

Clara. 1 am come, madam, if 1t will be eonvememrto
pass a few days with you. ol

Gov.. Why, Mrs. Bustle, your surprise has quite ewer-
powered you. keam sure you must be glad to see. -your
relation. She appears to be unhappy. Why, that-makes
her every body’s relatien. Come, Miss Fai you-miust
be of our party. (going out.) Mrs. Bustle, 1 shall
not-be gsked any question s gfamimar.

Mys. B. No, no. O that fool Thomas, not WOell ‘me
this girl was here. S

. SCENEIV. A School-room. o

MA’AMSELLE and the two young BusTLEs.
Serena. Now, dear, dear, Ma’amselle, do what I ask.
Md'am. Vy vat do you take me for, meess ?-

Serena. Don’t tell that we didn’t learn our leésons yes-
terday, or I shall think you as cross as mamma is some-
times. LAl *

Julius. (whistlesy Whew ! ’

Serena. Nay: now, Ma’ amselle, you are telling stonés
for you have said mamma is often very eioss to you'; &nd
& am sure when she scolds me, I wish yow'was my maﬁhha
instead of she.

Ma’um. What a sweet aﬂ'ecuonate creature® it isusi
tout & fait aimable '—Ah! if votre mamma loved you‘ns [
do! Well, for once I will let you bewwughty, and® €1l

"madame you did all your lessons yesterday. Brmg me
your wajttng book : what is your copy to-day? Og4agé Ne-
wver tell an untruth;” a pretty sentiment—sit 40
your desk. I will return presently. < [Buit,

Serena. Now letge have alittle fun; and llaﬁg' lemms.

- Julius. What shall w? . G ]
. w & F uw
Girl. Is B}a’nmaeﬂc herﬂ?% -
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Julis. You little bluck devil, what do you want with
her?

Girl. Here be somting nice for her.

Serena. Let's sce, what is it?

Girl. Nobody must open it but hersell.'

Julius. Give me the basket,

Serena. Aye, giveit, 1 say. ’Tis some of her bun
buns, as she calls them. (She opens the basket, and out
Jump some frogs.) O Lord! O Lord!

Julius. (flings books at them.) I'll knock them down
presently. \What do you squall so for? There’s one de-
molish’d—Esop has done his business.

Girl. O massa, you spoil a your pretty boohs.

Serena,ﬁbruwiug a buok) Let The govd child kill one

d now cook may diess them.

Julius. I'll be hang’d if Betty Roastbeef will touch the
filthy thivgs ; ma’amselle must turn cook herself.

Serena. Well, sweep them up in a corner.  Don’t go
away, Phebe. Brother, I'll tell you what we'll da.

Jz’llius. What, sister ¢

Serena. Why we’ll dress up Phebe as we did t'other
day. I’ll run and fetch the things. [Exu.

(Julius and Phebe pick up the dead frogs.)
. [Re-enter SERENA.]
Here is good luck, a complete suit of nammu’s cloaths
come home. Run, Julius Casar, and fetch some powder.

[Serena dresses the Black Girl in a gold muslin, when

her Brother returns with the pewder, &x¢.]

Julius. But her gown is too long, she can’t walk.

Serena. Very true. O dear—but I have it. (She
takes scissars, and cuts the gown round.)

Julius. Make haste, make bhaste, I hear mamma’s
yoice. R

Serena. 1 must finish, What shall 1do? O, behind
that writing-desk will be a nice place ; and do you, bro-
ther, 4i§ down with a boek in 'your hand, as if you was
rend%_ (Serena hauls Phebe behind a high writing-
desk, with the materials to finish her dress.)

[Enter Mzrs, BusTLE, MRs. Rangonar, the Govir-

Nok, Crara, MooNBBAIN, and MA’AMSEBLLE -

who looksin the bast, sid seems gurprised.]

A
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Mrs. B. There’s a good boy. But where's youk sister,

my love 2~
Serenu. Here 1 am, mamma. (ske sits down with a
book in her hand.)

Mrs. B. Come, come, too much fagging is not d
for the health ; is it, Governor? seing goo

Gov. Ceitainly not, madam.

Myrs. B. You must give them a holiday, ma’amselle.
Kiss me, loves. I suppose you did all your lessons yes-
terday ?

Serena. Yes, mamma.

Mrs. B. You know you ought to be very good. I am
sure there cannot be a better mother than I am.

Md'am. Me always say that Madame bels very best
moder in the vorld.

Mprs. B. I never think of auy thing but my children.

Julius. Why, mother, folks do say you want to be mar-
ried again.

Mrs. B. How that boy’s vulganity shocks me ; I wish
he spoke some other language than Enghsh. Don’ you
find, Mr. Moonbrain, that there is something extremely
low and vulgar 1n plain Enghsh ¢

Moon. O very often, ma'am. ’Tisa pity Master Ju-
hus Casar can’t carry on conversation in French or
Italian.

Gov. Now, in my opinion, though plain speaking may
sometimes offend, yet, to express the numerous virtues
that dwell withinan English heart, no language can do it
so well as the English language. But, since we are in
this sanctuary of science, may I not ask for a _specimet of
the young folks’ abilities? I dare say ma’amsélle “has
brought them forwaid. ‘

Mrs. B. Yes, yes, but I says health is.of more conse«
quence than learning, and I wish they could be oftener
joined together than they are.

Moon. 1 have recommended teaching the alph by
the play of hop, step, and jump. ) ;

Gov. With good practice, they might certainly gé¢ from
A to Z without stopping. '

Mys. B. Bring forward that writing-desk, and let my
dear boy do a lessen in cyphering.' -

Serena. (sc'reamingt on’t move ite=don’t move it.
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MrsdR. Stand out of the way, niece.

.gulius. What shall we do? '

Serena. By jmgo I don’t care, let them see if they will,
(The desk is hjted up, and the Black Girl appears, pow-
dered and panted.) What do you stare ut? "I'is biother’s
sweetheart ; isnt she a beauty ?

o« Mrs. B. 1 cou't speal for astonishment !

Mys. R. 'I's is some tolly of your's, Serena.

Seiena. Come along, sistet Phebe, comne and ask a
blessing of your mammoe  She mahes Phebe kneel down. )

Mrs. B. (calling) Sas ! wallv!

[Enter Svv1y.]

Sally. Do you war't me, ma’am¢  Q merey on us, if
they have jagg cut to preces my mustress’s new gold wmuslin,
that was biought bome just now.

Serena. (jumping about) Why ‘'twas for a wedding
gown.

Gov. These are wild doings, sir.

Mre. B. Take themn out of my wight, ma’ansselle, or T
shall faiut. [Lreunt Ma’amselle and Childyen.

Sally. (picking up txo oall.pots) There 1s all my nus-
tress’s red and wlute pamt used up, as I hope to be saved.

[ Evit Sally.

Gor. Come, come, madam, tlns was but a childish
fiohe.

[Enter a SERvANT.]

Serr. Tlere 15 a woman, with a chld, mquiring for
Miss Fairfas. .

Clara. (confused ) Tor me >—O—yec—it is a c¢lild
under my caie. 1 expected, andywill speak to them—
they are not comie (o stay. { Lyt Clara.

Goe. A woman and a child, and then commg to cause
such emotion !

Moon. Who is this new acquaintance of yowr’s, Mrs.
Bustle? She 15 besutiful a an angel ; and how her blushes
becamesher !

M/ER. O don’t ask me.

Go¥ 1 feel surprised and anxious. Poor girl, why
should she be obliged to act mysteriously? I begin to
have my doubts. '

Mis. B. Doubts! Vou may doubt, sir, but I am cer-
tain, and Il soon seud her'a packing.
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Gov. One moment, Mrs. Bustle. 1 ‘uliﬂeljsta‘%'d ybur
virtuous indignation; but do mothing in a harry., Will
you join with me in alittle plot, to discover who this child
1s, and the cause of the young lady’s grief ?

Mprs, B. Why ’tis all as clear ‘to me as the sun at noon
day. Miss Clara is no better than she should be; or why'
should a nurse and child come taggirih after her? Perha
she means it should stay in my house. Think of that, sir.
Baut I won't suffer it. :

Mprs. R. It may be the child of some friend. ‘

Mrs. B. 1t may be. That is so like you, sister Rational,
always endeavouring to justify people; which never-does
any good, you know.’ '

Gov. Well, my deir Mys. Bustle, listenat to me #
moment, and we will find all out. Can you férnish mé
with pen and ink ¢ :

Mprs. B. Let us go then into the library. I decldte I
sha’nt all day get over the flutter this girl has put me into.

[ Exeunt.

ACT 1II. e

SCENE 1. Lady Mary’s House.

Enter Lapy I\%ARY, Mes. MEnwaY, MOONBRAIN,
and CavusTic. :
- Lady M. Do not talk to me in this strain : my patience
is exhausted : I will ndt listen a moment longer to your
absurdities, Mr. Moounbrai.’ '
Moon. Dear Lady Mary, I am sure in your heart you
think parents should educate their own children. ,
Lady M. Yes, parents that are capable. O I am half
tempted to break my vowd of celibacy, that in due tiine 1
may have an opportunity of proving myself wiserdiin the
rest of the world. T .,
Caustic. Your Ladyship’s speech is characteriatic of the
world; to think oufselves wiser than our neighbews is
quii% the folly of the day. = ™ ‘ ‘

4 %

‘M. "Thefe is no'escaping from you, ‘M. Caustic.

You are a lucky ma{g*ﬁexist i these precious times. No
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feareyour satirical talents should starve, there is more
danger of repletion. . -

© Mpyrs. - Med. ls it with the éxtravagance of our fashions’
that Mr. Caustic is offended ?

Mpoon. Yes, yes, and he will die of some of our fashions
at last. How have 1 seen him pale with rage at those
lovely protuberances, now every-where exposed to view,
and turn so sick at the sight of a lady waltziug as to run
out of the ball room.

Caustic. Sir, that you should be mistaken does not sur-

. prise me.. Pray let me reply to Lady Mary, who con-
gratulates me on existing at present. “Tis those who will
be alive to observe the rising generation whom 1} esteem
worthy of «asvy. # :

Lady M. You are thinking of thc grammarians and
Platos 1n petticoats which it will consist of.

« Moon. Surely Mr. Caustic, who is so wise himself,
ahﬁd approve wisdom in others. :

Lady M. Now you two are going to quarrel, who are
so unlike, you ought to be the most amusing companions.
But, Mr, Mooubrain, how will you defend yourself when
I shall quarrel with you?

Moon. What gan your ladyship mean?

Lady M. HoW sick you made me the other day with
your extravagant speeches 1o Mis. Bustle, quoting Rous-
seaw’s nonsense to her, about leaving the naiural faculties
to their {ull expausion. No curb upon the passions, no
ligatures upon the body; why did you get at once pro-
pose a blauhet and a skewer, with the Spartan method of
procuring food—stealing 1t, to show their dexterity ?

Moon. Dear Madam!

Lady M. ‘Ihen, at Mas. Exact’s, how you suited your-
self to her formauties. .

Caustic. So your ladyship neither approves of Mrs.
Exact’s or Mrs. Bustle’s method. ‘

. You are right, Mr. Caustic; they are both
in extgggies, and 1 hate extremes, for 1 am a reasonable
being,. .(to Caustic) You may smile, sir, but let me go on.
My dear.aun, did you not observe that fine girl, Louisa
Exgact, pinioned in ‘aind#igssed .up, like a chicken: to. be

" roasied { /iwi then to hear the everlasting precepts ! | bad

nearly lapghed out when Mrs. Exa. told us that the song
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of the Jolly Miller was strictly forbidden in her fursery,
because it meulcated selfishuess ! Then such faults fouhd
with the methods of others, and such care that their
children should never have dny intercourse with othu'
children.

Mrsy Med. 'lhat seems 1mpolmc, for of whom elnu
their future sociely to consist f

Lady M. How ridiculous too, that the mge of educa-
ting at home should now possess all ranks.

Caustic. In spite of so mauy boards stuck upon the road
sides round. the metropolis, to say “ Young l.adies: or
Young Gentlemen are educated down this Lane;” sad,
should the country air be deemed too sharp, in every
street, alley, and codit, from large, handspme, brick®
buildings to wooden ones with a door and single window
in frout, are seminarics for youth, where they are either
educated or edicated, accordig to the different capacities
of the teachers and capaciousuess of the dwellings. - - -

Moon. Thank heaven, thosc kinds of places are no
longer in fashion. ’

rs. Med. But whether the alteration may be m
amendmment, 1 have my doubts.

Caustic. 1 have no doubts on the subject.

[Enter M&s. Brabrey)

Brad. Meme, I hope you'll excuse fie, but I’ve 8
piece of news to tell you.

Lady M. What is it?

Brad. Why ypu know, your ladyship sent me to Mirs.
Bustle’s, to speak to Ma'awmselle there.

Mrs. M. Yes, to get.a direction for me to her brother,
the hair-dresser. Have you got it ?

Brad. Yes, meme ; and while 4 was there, who should
I see but Miss C]ara Fairfax, who speat her Christmas
bolidays once with your ladyship.

Lady M. How, Bradley! and are you sure ? -

Brad. Quite sure, my lady ; and she is more ful
thap ever, only I thought she looked very sad. w

Moow. I can corroborate Mrs. Bradiey’s testimony, -

Lady M. Sweet girl! possessed of every amiable qua-
lity, how glad 1 shul?be to seciller! Bradley, ‘order my
coach. this moment. You, madam, *and sthese gentlemen,
will excuse it ; or peghaps my sunt will accompany me?
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Mrs; Med.- No; I have some lctters to write.
. Caustic. We wish your ladyship a good moruing, and a
bappy meeting with your friend#
w-'-gady M %slmll long to introduce her to you, Mr.
Caustic ; and even Mr. Mioonbrain need not disdain her
scquaintance, though by a most affectionate mother she
was bred up at a boarding-school. - [Exeunt.

SCENE 1I. Mpys. Bustle's House.

Enter Mrs. BusTLE.

Mzrs. B. This Governor is a prodigious clever man, [
have left him writing something which he says will bring
this hussy to confession.

. B [Enter SERvANT.] ‘

Serv. Ma'am, the gentleman desires to see you-in the
library.

« Mrs, B. Say I'm coming. 1 wouldn’t make him wait,
for the world. (meets Mda'amselle.) O, Ma'amselle, where
are'my sweet children ?

“Mda'am. In der chamber, dressing to take a walk.

*-Mms. B. The dear creatures; thcy are always upper-
most in my thoughts. But how does my cap sit, Ma"am-
selle—is not all the powder gone ?

Ma’am. All js very vell inieed, madame.

Mrs. B. 'miglad of it. Butin talking the head is apt
to be discomposed. Well, take good care of the children,
Ma’amselle. [Exit Mrs. B.

Ma’am, Take care of the children——(Qmui, madame—
aye, ave, take care of de childrer. —but vt care is take of
me! Mademoiselle Serena ave twenty thousand pounds,
and moi forty pounds a-year Dat is too little for me—
Ma’amselle must take eare of herself. Where 1 wonder .
i Violet? He has carried my proposals to the Duke—I
had better vatch for his coming. { Exit,

e . . SCENE UI." 4 Library.
Tbe’%nnuon, Mrs. BusTLE, and Mrs. RaTioNAL.
. Gov. Mrs. Rational, be so.obliging as to deliver this
note to Miss Fairfax, as brought by a-servant.
+«Mre: R. 1'hope we shilll not find out.any thing wrong,
for 1 declare 1duoth lote and pity ber, [Exit-Mrs. R.
Awow. Yopursister seems a worthgyoman, Mrs, Bustle.
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Mprs. B. ‘Aye, but what ‘signifies her worthiness nw

she’s an old maid ? Had she taken my advice, indeed—
* Gov. She would have got a husband, no'doubt. °

Mrs. B. To be sure; but truly she would not marrya
man, det him be ever so rich, usless she liked him.” Did
you ever hear any thing so foolish ¥ : ‘

Gov. Why the sentiment is not vety common.

Mprs. B..And so, sir, you think we shall discover Miss
Clara, 1 long to get rid of her and her brat, for I have
not the least doubt whose it is. She has taken it up into-
her room, and you know, sir, it may bring a- sad slur upon
my house : for a little infant, whose cries are not easily
sttled, gives but a rlisreputabfe kind of evidence.  From
the first moment 1 saw' Miss Clara, I thought#omething
was wreng, for | always think blushing a bad-wigh.

Gov. 1should imagine blushes in fashion, did I judge
by the ladies’ cheeks in London; but it was notithe
blushes of Miss Fairfax that raised my suspicions, it was
the tear that stole silently from each downcast eye.. - We
will now, if’ you please, follow our messenger. [ FBreunt,

SCENE IV. dn Antiroom, poorly furnished.

Clara. (speaks as she comes from an inner room) As
soon as the child wakes, nurse, carry it awgy.
[Euter Mes. RaTioN AL, who gives (ﬁm a mote.]
A note for me? Yes, it is directed to Miss Fairfax. But
who—what—how 1 tremble? N

Mrs. R. Yowgremble indeed. How pale you grow!

tClara. Gracidus powers! what can this mean? (lefs
fall the note, and stands in mute astonishment.)

[Enter GovErnNor apd Mrs. BusTLE.]

Gov. How I pity her! -

Clara. Who will assist me? " e

Mprs. B. Heyday! this is like a tragedy princess. What
paper is this? (she reads.) * The parents of the child
committed to your care, have sent a trusty pers ‘ﬁ‘,
to-whom pray deliver it, and you shall hear aga om
them soon.” ~ (While Mrs. Bustle reads the noté, Clora
Slings herself .unto a chair, covering her faee With her
ham?ls.) Well, Miss Fairfux, whitis t ewg ;h'ix 10 distress
ym . . C ' [
Clara. (starting uppy, What shall 1 do? thou wilt e~
quire thy child at m ds, Orlando,

b



60 A SEARCH AFTER PERFECTION. ACT il

Mrs. B. Come, come, lct it be canied down. (goes
towards the chamber door.)

Clara. (stupping her) O hold! s mement’s patience.

[Entor SAnLy.]

Sally. Lady Mary Villirs is below, inquiring for
Miss Fairfax.

€Clara. Then [eaven has heard my prayer, Kind
Lady Many, let nie v to ha,

Gov. Bat the cluld, the child, Miss Fairfax.

Clara. Let it remain but onc shioit moment ; 1 will re-
turn instantly. [Exu Clara.

Msrs. 3. Follow her down, Sally; I'm all astonish
ment.

Gov. Mrs. Rational, you lovk melancholy, as if you
felt for the situation of this uphappy girl.  The chald can
only be he’s.

Mpys. B. You have guess’d my thoughts, sir; and I
beth long for, yet diead, an explunation.

Mrs. B. O to be sure! you are pretending to fine feel-
ings ; you, who I have hnown to hill tluec or four inno-
cent wasps, and as many carwigs, in a moruing.

Gov. Mrs. Rational rescrves, T suppose, all her com-
ipasgionate feelings for her fellow cieatures. But now
or it.

[Re-enter CLaRA with LAanpy Magrvy.]

Clara. No yords can speak my thanks.

Lady M. 1hope [ min come m time. I thought you
would not choose to relingnish yom sagred chaige to a
servant. '

Mpys. B. Dear, your Jadyship! b am so surpnsed, and
so concerned, your ladyship should toil up so many stairs.

Lady M. 1 suppoe, Mis. Bustle, you do not often
walk so bigh.

Mys, B. O dear no, my lady ; 1 only comes up as far
as the Wilton carpeting; the hair-cloth 1s for the sarvants.

Geog.:We may, J believe, now walk down again.

B%B. 'There is a little collation prepared below ;
will your ladyship partake of it ¢

Lady M. With all my heart, to stay a little longer with
my sweet young fiiend Come, Clara, your arm,

Goc. (aside) I have but one way left. 1 wish I had
known her name sooner. P [Eacunt.
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SCENE V. 4 Hall. T
Enter VioLET.
Violet. Hist! hist!
[Enter MA’AMSELLE.]

‘Mdam. O you are come at last. J)on t be afmd "the
coast is clear.

Fiolet. Here be de letter. ‘

Md’am. Datis vel ; to get an answer so soon is a gaod
sign.

gV iolet. T don’t know vat is in de lettre, but de Duke
did look very glum ven he gave it me. : -

Md’am. (hofore she opens the lefter.) Je sais bien son.
veritte. &t is a pretty hand—he learut to wyite of my
fader. . Violette, me do remember this pauvee Duc; le"
pius brave homme in our proymeces si riche, si genereux,
so well made, si tout a fait simable —un mari fait expres
pour notre jeune dt.uwm,lle, and the vety husbund she
should have, because he is poor and she is rich. [ var-
rant his heart did go pit a pat when you gave him my let~
ter to offer him a voung lady with fifteen tousaud pounds. :

Violet. Twenty tousand, you mean. ¥

Md’um. Yes: und dat mahe fifteen tousand for the
Duke, and five for me.

Violet. How!

hMa am. Aye, for me and for you, my denr child, and
vhen—

Violet. And ghen ve vill be no longer broder and sister.

Me'am. Nojiwe vill be someting else, but not man and
wife... So now let’s read.he letter. (reads)

“ [ hesifatg not « moment tp rcject your proposaly my
epemies, in° mung from me cvewy earthly good, have sot
despoiled me of my honor. 'The English nation have
generously ufforded me an asylum, and no motive .of in-
terest cam ever influeuce me to give pain- to any of myr
benefactors. The having dared to make me an 8
proposal, proves that you are ‘wholly unacquainté
the soul of *—

:Violet. Are my earg heard right?

‘Ma&am. Ver preety, to abuse me beoam 1 d:d vmh to
mtake a poer man riche. O he has been toa«ioug in Eng-
land ; he ave learnt sqme of dere fine notions, who ape.
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famous for gratitude, and generosity, and honor, and such
stuff. Now in France; de intérest govern all.
' Violet. Vat is to be done ?

- Md’am. (after thinking) Me ave a thought. My dear
Violette, you must give me up— -
" Violet. How!
- Md'am. And také Miss Serena. 1 know how to ma-
nage it. Me will tell her you be von -grand duke in dis-
guise, and dat you make pomatum for the love you bear to
her.

Violet. But must I give you up? | -

Ma’am. Only for a litle while. But come this way
vith me, and ve will settle every thing. [Exeunt.

:.' SCENE VI. A Parlour.

A table set out with u magnificent collation ; round it,

Muns. BustiLe, Mas. RarionaL, Craka, Lany
. Magry, and the GovERNOR.

Li;ydy M. Really, Mrs. Bustle, you have treated us su-

bly.
WGov. But where are the young people? they would
have enjoyed some of these nice things. ’

Mys. B. O dear sir, they arenot fit for children’; sweet-
meats are bad for the teeth, and hard of digestion, and that
spoils the complexion : and they also cause thirst, Which
promotes drinking, and puffs up and ruins the shape : no,
nd, an orange, a biscuit, and a glass of water, is all 1 ever
allow my children ; there are rules for eyery thing, and I
must be a bad mother indecd if I cou&wt manage the
appetites of young people. . (a noiseis heard)

Lady M. I believe they are coming. O the little
G ders. R
[Enter Ma’amsELLE and the Cuivouren.  Julius Ca-

sar.and Serena are dresscd in the height of the walking

Sashion, boots, huts tied down, great-coats, and muffs

and tippels.] '
% . Take off their things, Ma’amselle.
- Mrs. R. Is not this one of the last days in April, a clear
“sky, and a blazing sun? - B
Mrs. B. Pray, sister,let ne mahage what belongs to
vmes; To wet the feet inylaugerous, and the morning dews
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are yet hanging about, which may get into their ears, and
give them cold, if their hats are not tied down. .

Gov. But, if 1 may be allowed to give my opinion,
Master Julips Cesar should not ‘wear a muff and tippet.

Lady M. Pray, Mrs. Bustle, who was master called
after ¢

Mrs. B.. After his namesake, toyhe sure, my Lady.
Come to me, my loves; kiss me, py darlings. Governor,
you can'’t think what a prodl«vlous likeness this charming
boy bears to my poor dear dead husband.  Kiss me again,
my pretty Julius Caesar, O I shall never forget how my
poor dear dead hushand and' I quarrelled about ngmmg
him,

Serena.gMamina, I must have some of this poxted beef

Mprs. B. My dear girl, don’t ask for it; uaaery nasty,
and not good for you.

Serena. Why aunt Rational is eating it; tkm b,ow can
it be nasty? Come, I'll take some. (she lle‘hs herself)

Mdaain. Fie, Miss Serena.

Mrs. B. My lovely boy, you will be sick if yow-eat s0
wmnch cream. How can you let him, sister? (the chzldfen
cram themselzes.) »

Gov. Miss Fairfax, yon have scarcely eaten’ any thmg

Clara. Pardon me, sir.

Mrs. B. O she’s afraid of spoiling her- shape, 1 sup-
pose. But, sir, L was going to tell yon how:my poor dear
dead husband and I quarrelled about naming our eldest
son. You must know Mr. Bustle’s head was full of vul-
gar uotions ; d nothing but his Ledger and Day-
baok but I, as” my sister there knows, had read histories,
and novels, and play—books, s0 1 resolved to name.m
children myself, for fear they should be called Johus, end
Villigms, and Sarahs, and Bridgets, like his relations. in
the Borough. .

Gov. ! l‘hat would have been a sad business. _

Mprs. B. Aye, you are a sensible man, sir; pray-dake.a
glass of Tokay; you know that wulgar names are*’k for
wulgar places, and what does well enough in Fooley-
street, sounds shocking in Portman-square; so 1 christened
my first-born Julius Ceesar, a fine bold name, and fit for a

geueral, as L hope my hoy: wilk be whenall our old gene-~
rals are dead, :
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Lady M. Aud Ms. Bustle did not approve of the

name’ .
-, Mrs. B. Dear my lady, whe ‘can account for people’s
notions who live in shops and warehouses. But he was
out.on a journey, so I had the christening before he came
back ; and so when he heard the name, he asked me how
it would sound for, Master Julius Cesar to stand selling
firkins of butter! And.then I plucked up a little spirit,
and said, my son should never stand seliing butter, but be
a soldier, and a general, as his namesake was, who beat
the Golls and Ibberans, and came to Lngland ven ve were
sawages and didu’t wear cloaths. :

Goz. 1 hope this reconciled him to the name ?

Mzrs. 3. No, but it didn’t though. Yet what cared I,
so as | gt my own way. Pray, Lady Mary, don’t you
think-Serena a' sweet pretty name?

Lady M. 1 have often adwired it ina novel or poem.

Mrs. B. I'm wastly glad to hear that; but } had a par-
ticlar reason for choosing it. 'I'be child, (though a most
beautiful girl, as every body teld me)}—(Serena ‘sits down
to a lambour {%ame)——'l‘hat’s a jewel, sit down to your
work—some.how or other, show’d a monstrous spirit.
This was thé more odder, because my poor dear dead hus-
band was a quiet, soft soul; so I waited till she was a
year old, aud called her Serena ; for to be sure, thinks I,
with such a sWéet name, she will he ashained to put her-
self in a passion : wasn’t that well contrived?

Gov. A happy contrivance, and | hop@ it answered?

(4s Ma’amseiyle is teaching Serena 'f&&émrk, she flings

down the frame.) -

Serena. 1can’t, and what’s more—I won’i.

- Mrs. B. Serena, my lovely girl, what's the matter ?

Serena. (crying) O! O! O!

rs. B. Mua’amselle, what have you done to her?

Serena. You nusty thing, you never shall plague me
any more. (Serena kicks the frame about the room tidl it
is broken to pieces.)

Mrs. R. Fie, fie, niece.

Myrs. B. Lord, sister, how can you snub the poor girl
so? she will be sorry for what she has done, when she

+thinks on it. Kiss me, loves, aud kiss one another, apd
Wow go with Ma'amselie. .
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Julius. T will have another cake. (He crams all he can
into his pocket, and they go off; the rest rise, and come
Sorward.) :

. Lady M. (looking at her watch) ’Tis later than 1
imagined ; I must hurry away. Will you aeder the nurse
to take the child into my carrage ? [ Exit Clara.

Gov. Mirs. Rational, you seem displeased.

Myrs. R. 1 am thinking that my,niece merited punish-

ment, rather than caresses, just now,

Mrs. B. I thought so. She envies me my feelings.
Haven't | told you a hundred times that L am too tender-
hearted to punish my children?

[Re-enter Crara.]

Clara. 1 have obeyed your orders. .

Lady M. Adieu, then. No ceremony—] hépe soon
to sce you again. [Exit Lady M.

Mrs. B. Let us leaveall this mess. L

Gov. Miss Fairfax, may | requesta few moments’ con-
versation with you in private ? )

Clara. Sir, 1 can have no objection, if Mrs. Bustle-will

permit. :
Gov. T can aaswer for Mrs. Bustle. I know my way
into the Library ; allow me to conduct you. :
[ Kxcunt the Governor and Clara.
Mrs..B. Wonderful assurance! desire a private conver-
sation! T believe they had better heep whit passcs be-
tween them private. [low these hussies understand their

trade of entrapping the unwary ! ‘
~ Mrs. R. Dcaﬁler, do not pe so harsh in your con-
structions; 1 dare”say we shall know the result of the

conversation. My idea is, thut the Governor thinks
Clara in distress, and means to offer her some present,
but without witnesses, to save her delicacy,

Mrs. B. Your idears! really, sister, it does so provoke
one to hear you run on. . A pretty business 1 have brought
on my hauds, by taking into my house the Lord knows
who, come from the Lord knows where. I wish L.gould
‘overhear their conversation. Ull try. But the “library
door.opens. Bless me! his arm round her waist! Well,
if ‘she submits to that, she will submit to any thing., = -

... [Re-enter GovErNOR, leading Cuara.] -

Gov. Mrs, Bustle, I find this lady has a most- sacred

No.IX. N.Br.Zh.. VoulllL E -

#
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claim to my protection; she hag agreed to accept it; and
a few hours will decide by whatright.  We have some im-
portaat affairs to settle, therefore must now take our leaves.

Clara. Lailies, 1 beg you will both accept my thanks

.and best wisles. 1 hope soon to be able to clear up
what appears mysterious in my present conduct. .

Mys. 3. Miss Clara Fairfax, therc is no explanation
wanted. »

Gor. Come.my dear girl, the carriage waits.

Clara. But the message, sir—

Gor. Aye, I promised once more to speak for you.
Mrs. Bustle, if any body calls to ask for Miss Fairfas, telf
them she Lus consented to make an old man happy.

[Excunt the Governor and Clar..

Mrs'B. (calling after them) 1 never desire to hear of

any such wretches agam. [ Exeunt.

ACT 1V.
SCENE I. _4¢ Mus. BusTLE's—OQRLANDO isshown

o in by a Servant.

Seirv. Twill inform my lady, Sir, immediately.  Euit.

Orlando. Surely some other Mrs. Bustle lives here than
the one my Clara mentioncd—-All, 1 see, bespeaks the
height of opulence It was agreed 1 should enquire for
Mus. Bustle, and not Miss Fairfax ;—my heart w eeps tears
of blood for the folly 1 have committedis—folly, did I say !
alas! if I cannot move my father 16" compassion, 1 may
call it an irreparable crime 3 and too well I know his in-
exorable nature. I staid not a moment at Belmont, for
my father was from home, but shall return thither directly,
only I could not leave my Clara so long in suspense as till
to-morrow ; yet have 1 nothing to tell her.~ee—]eavens !
what a strange figure!

’ [Enter Mrs. Bustre speaking as she enters.]

Mrs. B. (Dou't talk to me of keeping my temper ; -1
am not one of those deceitful people who can keep their
temper.) Bless e, what a handsome young man!—I
was informed, Sir, you wished to speak to Mrs. Bustle.

Ariando. If it is that ludy | have now the pleasure of
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seeing—let me first say, 1 think myself etemally her
debtor;

Mrs. B. O decar, Sir, what can I have done to'oblige
you? pray be scated; 1 shall be: extremely glad of your
company,

Orlundo. Madam, I am ﬂattercd by so lu.nd a receptnon,
%fhu.h confirms the good ppinion I had before entertained
of you.

Mrs. B. (aside) (I am all in a flutter! he is much to
be preferred to the old gevernor.) Have you been long in
London? your dress bespeaks a traveller.

Orlando. 1 am lately come to town, and sought your
house, having heard much of Mrs. Bustle’s g(mdness, to
be informed if—(aside) Why does my tongue thus falter ?

Mzs. B. (aside) Poor young man, he geews very
modest; 'll encowrage him a Tittle—am I Mot a rich
widow? and I never saw any body so handsome. Don’t
scruple Sir, to say what you pleasc.

Orlando. You embnolden me to speak, and therefore—

Mrs. B. Lord, Sir, dow't misinterpret ; this is our first
mecting ; besides, | have a little engagement.

()r/rmdo Then, not to trespass further on your time,
Miss Fairfax, Madain—

Mys. B. Sir, 1 know nothing about her.

Orlando. Then undouktedly I am nustakcn, I Leg
pardon for this intrusion. { is twmg ) a ’

Mys. B. Stay, Sir, one moment—"'o b(‘ sure, Sir, I
hopes you are not a follower of Miss Fairfax !

Orlando. Igmn L came here to enguire after her.

: Mrs. B. youug mau, he is in Ler chains perhaps,
but Pl snap lhem short off. If you mean, wmy dear Sir,
a Miss Clara Fairfax, who came to me witha Tittle child,
this morning—

Orlando. Then she is here: blessed be that sound ! 1
had begun to fear, 1 know not what. Kind, good, hos-
pitable, Mrs. Bustle ! vou were gcquainted with her vir-
tues, and have afforded them protection,

Mrs. B. Her virtues |

Orlando. (nat attending to Mrs. Bustle.) May I net
see ber i—allow me, Madam, but three minutes’ conversa-
tion with Miss Fairfax ¢

Mrs. B. What! affront upon affront! - ) 5
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Orlandn. Give me leave to ring this bell ?

Mrs. B. Hold, Sir! or if you do ring, let it be for a
servant, tb show you out of my house, where you have se
shamefully insul:ed me.

Orlundo. How, Madam! insulted you! Miss Fair-
fax is my cousin; my father’s mnicce: cun there be any
insult to you, in desiring to speak to her?

Mrs. B. Yes; you have insulted me in a most provok-
ing, unmauly, way ; for when 1 thought you were paying
a'civil visit to me, 1t turns out, you only came to inquire
after a little worthless hussy.

Orlando. Heavens, Madam! of whom do you speak ¢
and what can you mean ?

Mrs. B. | speuk, Sir, of Miss Fairfax, your cousin, as
you call bgr, and everv body’s cousin, 1 suppose ; and what
I mean is, that she had the impudence to bring a little
bastard into my house.

Orlande. Madam, Madam, this is language I will not
bear. (aside) What shall 1 do—I must explain all.

Mprs. B. Ah, poor young man, she has beguiled you, [
find : how unhappy, 1 dare say, have all your friends been!

Orlando. 1f you would not drive me to desperation, and
as you would save yoursell from the effects of it, answer
me ofic question.

Mrs. B. O Lord, he’s mad—help ! help !

Orlando. (catching hold of her.) Stir, you shall not :
speak, or dread my fury. Was not Miss Fairfax, with a
child and its nurse, received into your house this morning ?

Mrs. B. They were—more’s the— i

Orlando. No comments. Are they now here ?

Mrs. B.-No; thauk—

Orlundo. Whither are they gone?

Mrs. B. Why she got rid of her child, by giving it to
Lady Mary, and then went off with the old Governor, to
whom, I suppose, she has given herself by this time.

Orlando. A respite, madness, for one moment! What
Lady Mary? what Governor?

Mprs. B. Why Lady Mary Villiers, wholivesin Cavendish
Square; one very apt to do odd things: and the Governor,
with all his riches, had hét wit enough to save himself, but
was caught at the first glance: he isa poor-looking old man.
v,!f()rlando. (stamping) - O damn your characteristics !
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Thou art still the same low wretch.my Clara described
thee. Thy hcartis pourtrayed in thy visage ; both equally
ugly and detestable. | find 1 must seek information else-
where. [Laxit Orlundo.

Mprs. B, So, s0,s0; ugly and detestable! why what
cap have I got on?—OQ that careless Sally! ’tis not my
last new one. R .
[Enter MRrs. RATIONAL.] '

Mrs. R. What, is the gentleman gone ?

Mrs. B. Gone! why be ouly came to make a conve-
nience of my house—uy, ay, there 18 no mystery in Miss
Clara’s conduct, she only wanted u new gallant—0 1 could
tear her eyes out ! ‘

[Enter SEREN A with a book.]

Serena. Mama, Mama, | have gota new bogk; lct me
read you a story. (reuds) “'The fuults of others, if they
come to our knowledge, should be carefully concealed by
us: they may serve as lessons of self-aumendment, but
ought never to be causelessly, and still less triumphantly,
published.  One day poor Miss Cecilia” But, Mama,
what’s the matter ? you don’t hear—you know the book :
’tis lessons of Morality and Virtue. )

Msrs. B. Yes, yes, a very pretty book.  An odious crea-
turc ! she only came to me, with her brat, becaase she did
not know where else to lay her nasty head.

Serena. La, Mama, what are you talking of ?~—why
do you look so cross—where is cousin Clara® she would
like these lessons.

Mis. B. Dait name the wretch, Serena. I order you
never to speak, or even think, of such a creature more.

Mrs. R. Pray, Sister, be caretul what you say.

Sergna. O, shall 1 never see dear cousin Clara again ?

Myrs. B. Why, how now, Miss! do you dare to like
any person 1 dishke! Why, she willlive to walk the streets.

Mrs. R. Fie, lie, Sister,

Mrs. B. Why what are you afraid of? mayn’t I say
what I please in my own house, and before my own child ?
I suppose you thiuk she is like other people’s children,
that tell all they hnow. Go back to Mu'amselle, and say
your aunt and I shall soon be4n the school-room.

[Lxeunt Mrs Bustle and Mrs. Rational.

Serena. O 1long to tell Ma'umselle ull 4 have heard;
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and by and by I am to know who the duke is that is so
much m love with me, and has followed me in disguise
ever so many months. ] ani sure 1 must be very thankful
to him., [Exit.

SCENE II.  The Street.
QRruLANDO comes from Mrs. Bustle's honse.

Orlando. 1 have enguired amongst the servants, and only
find cause for racking doubts.—— And dare | doubt my
Clara i—vet, who cun tell what a change reflections on my
perfidy may have caused ¢ 1 fear 1 have lost her esteem ;
and with purity like her’s, can love subsist without esteem?
This old governor’s name is Walsingham 5 1 have a direc-
tion to Lis hotel : him'l had best seck first—yet, my child!
——-(he stands musing : a poor Beggur appears.

Beg. That «cntlem.m soems in distress ; ; he will then
pity the distress of others.  Sir l—

Orlando. Why did I quit her 2—

Bee. Sir, a poor salor, your honor; lost his limbs in
battlv~l]mvon preserve my master.

Orlando. Poor fellow ; misfortunes ought only to fol-
Jow faults, yet thou hast suffered, doing thy duty—there.
(gives him money.)

Beg. A ~¢hxlhnw ! blessings on your worship. T must
have slept on straw to-night if 1 had vot met yowr honor,
and that sweet young ludy, who camie out of the vame
hrouse.

Orlando. How!

Beg. O she did so smile ! and when l%,’old gentlenran
gave Lier a crown to sive me, she took his $iand, and did so
kiss it, looking like an angel.

()rl'(mdo Thou art lhike a devil, torturing its prey!
What an image hast thou conjur’d up‘ O it is t0o sure
that I bave lost her—y child then is all that is left me ;
let me search for that. [k seun,

SCENEK 1.  BMyr. Eract's Ilouse.
Enter Mr, and Mrs. Exacr.
Mr. E. Madam, 1 can no longer endute your conduct.
I will not even histen 1o 'vouf arguments. <
Mrs. E. Who would believe | bad mayried a Joan that
did fiot chouse to heat reason.



SCENE III. .A COMEDY., . 71

. Mr. E. What has reason to do with trouble, vexation,
torment?—yes, Madam, | must thus express myself ; for
the tormeuts flicted by fiends, wguld less. harrow up
my soul, than the sorrowful cries of my poor children,
which continually reach nry ears.

Mprs. E. And pray, Sir, are they not also my children ?
and if necessary, ought they not to be punished ? aye, and
they shall be punished. [ defy the world to say 1 spoil my
childien by indulgence,

Mr. E. Madam, 1 have told you, argument is at an
end. 1 am going immediately n search of some school,
where my cluldren will mect with that tenderness which a
mother withholds from them. [ Lrit Mr. Exact.

Mrs. I, Heavens! a school'—scud my children to a
school ! no disciplme to be kept up ! I will die first.

[Enter SErvANT.]

Serrv. Mr. Caustic and Mr. Moonbrain,

Mrs. E. Show thew up.  They may, perhaps, advise
me how to act.

[Euter Causric and MoonBrAIN.]
Gentlemen, just now I am particularly glad to see you.

Moon, You seemn disturbed.

Mrs. E. O wy childrent my poor children! (she flings
kerself into a chair.) -

Caus. I hepe no accident— -

Mprs. E. They may soon be lost to me for ever.

Caus. Thopenot.  Dear Madam, believe, I sympathise
imyour sorrows,  But can the case so soon be desperate ?
I heard all yoﬁ,{umily were well yesterday : has a fever,
or the swall pok,—

Myrs. E. What is a fever, what is the small pox ?—were
they all dead in fevers or the small pox, I could bear it
better than thus to be deprived of them,

Moon. For heaven'’s sake, explaiu yourself.

Myrs. E. Gentlemen, 1 know not bow to speak it, but—
Mr. Exact (who is the most cruel man alive) has resolved
to take my children from me, and place them at a school.

Moon. How, Madam! -

Caus. Nay, if this be all,—

Mrs. E. All, Mr. Causticd and is it not enodgh ? do [
ot know what places schools are 2. was 1 not cight years
at oue to no purpuse myself? Eight years did 1 lean
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grammar, without understanding the difference between a
noun and a pronoun—cight vears -did I learn music, with-
out knowing adagios fiom allegros. Ignorance carried
her head aloft in her proper mansion, and we all willingly
flocked round her standard.

Caus. But why may not a good school be found ? Tm-
provement is the rage of the times, aud schools have had
their share.

drs. E. I have no such hope; and besides, think of
the hardships cluldren endure at a school !

[Enter SErvanT.]

Serv. Ma’am, the goveruess wants to know what she
shall do with Miss Caroline, who reluses to submit to her
punishment ?

Myrs. E. How! does she rebel ?—bid Pronoun proceed
as wsual, make haste.  Ah, poor Pronoun, what will she
do, aud how will Harriet and {.ouisa and Cwoline bear to
go amougst strangers, ‘and leave a tender-hearted, indul-
gent mother?

‘ [Euter Servant ]

Serv. Ma’am, Miss Harriet's uech 1s so bad with wear-
ing hér new. collar, that the governess Legs you will order
sométhiug for it

Mys. E. Let Ler put on a plaister,

Serv. Aud Miss Louisa was so siramed in the stocks,
that she con’t walk at all,

Mys. 2. Pray, gentlomen, exense me, bu the maternal
duties must tabe place of cvery thing. u,%;t Mrs. Liract
and Servant Q-

Cuus. Go thy ways. for a Kind, tenderthearted parent :
why zounds, man, is this oue of yow pateervs, who was to
prove to me the grand progiess we had mude towards per-
fection m the education of youth f—1.et me get out as fast
as [ can of ihis inquisition for infunts.

Moon. Lod, Mr. Caustic, you tehe up things too
readily. (« bell rings.) "Tis the summons for the children’s
dinucr.  Now the ceast is clear, 1 should like monstrously
to show you the school-room.

Cuus. Pshaw ! no.

Moon. Faith yoy shall see it 5 it is near the street door,

- 30'we cun escape on muy alarm, [ Exeunt.



SCENE 1V. A COMEDY. 73

SCENE 1V. A large Room, with forms, and desks, and
stocks, &c. &c.

Enter MooNnRAIN and CAUSTIC."

Moon. Don’t be afraid, Mr. Caustic. Now tell me,
were you ever in such a place before ?

Caus. Never: and 1 feel as if treading on dangerous
ground.  Should we be caught, I see we may be put in the
stocks.

Moon. Ay, and into the pillory too—laok, Caustic, is it
not a charmmg contrivance ! 1 gave the drawing by which
the carpenter made it.

Caus. Let me look at their books—what trash ! books
of scicnce, they cannot comprehend, and lessons of mo-
rality, they canmot feel. O the good days of Jack the
Giant Killer!

Moon. Fie, Mr. Caustic, such a book was on]y fit for
the past illiterate days; the unfortunate days of otir youth.

Caus. Sir, 1 disclaim your cpithets : and for my own
part, learnt more lcssons of (‘ompassion and gencrosity,
from reading Cindc rella and the Fairy Tales, than can be
gained in'the new-fangled, puritanical studies, now appro-
priated to infaucy.

Moon. "Fis a pity you could not see the children as T
have seen them; every inch of their bodies in a state of
improvement. (ke echibits various machines.) "T'liis, now,
I5 lo keep the chin from poking out;—and thesc are
elbow-nets, and these others, «hou]du-wewhts. O the
wonderful retigments of modern times !

Caus. 'The Whnderful folly, rather say :—Damn it, that
& man should bé taken in by the quackery of educanou'
aud who does not get his bread by sclling such trinkets.
This thing you call a pillory—zounds! what use can be
made of 1t & .

Moon. I can show you presently: it will admit necks
of all sizes—there, —now turn the screw behind——is it not
an admirable contrivance ? :

Caus. Admirable indeed! 1a, ba, ha! (as he laughs
he sleps back and runs against @' green beg that hangs on
a peg ; a violent scream s heard. ) .

oon. L.t me out, Caustic.
A small voice. O let me out, let me out!
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Caus. 'The devil '~how !~—what! why there’s some-
thing: alive in the bag. ‘

Moon. Make haste, Caustic, or somebody will come.

Caus. | must first see what’s in the bag. (fukes it down,
and out jumps a little girl.)

* Moen, "T'is Miss Caroline.

Child. O dear, what shall I do! you must put me in
the bag again, or mama will be so angry !

Caus. And why were you thus tied up, my dear?

Child. Because I did not like to drink niy camomile-tea,
so | was to be hanged for half an hour.

Cuus. And this too is a specimen of modern improve-
ments. .

[Enter Mr. and Mrs. Exacr.]

Mrs. E. (speaking as she enters.) Why what should 1t
be—"tis nothing, 1 tell you.

Mr. E. How! Mr. Caustic and Mr. Moonbrain play-
ing at punishments!

Moon. Pob, damn it, ’twas Caustic's wit. (ke is re-
leased.)

Caus. Mrs. Exact, I beg pardon for having invaded
your territonies, but | must ask one question of my worthy
fitend here ; whethier he has ever before been admitied be-
hind the scenes?

Myr. E. Sir, I nuderstand your question; and my
answer is, that | have been adintted, and therefore the
catastrophc approaches.

Mpys. E. Yor pity’s sake, hear me but gue word.

My. L. You, Madam, have uo ligl% ash in that
name. (he rings and enter Servant.) Ordet the coach -
stantly; I will not delay the happiness of my cluldren
another hour. Gentlemen, you look surprised; bhut
Ms. Caustic will, at Jeast, join with me, in allowing that
all mothers are not fit to educate their own children. Do
you choose, Mudam, to bid yowrs farewell 7

Mrs. E. Sir, you bave taken them from my manage-
ment, aud | care not what becomes of them: (she flounces
out.)

Mr. E, Gemlemen, you will excnse me.

Caus. By all weans : and [ hope 2 bontire will soon be
made of ail this tudipery.




SCENE Y. A COGMEDY, 75

Moon. ‘Ah, what a pity such a complete apparatus
should be destroyed ! [ Exeunt.

SCENE V. Lady Muary's House.
Enter Lapv Mary and ORLANDO.

Orlando. A thousand blessings on you, Madam, for
the comfort you have atforded me in the sight of my child.
As for its unfeeling mother— > )

Lady M. Remember your promise, to do mnothiug
rashly.

[Enter SErvANT.]

Serv. Mr. Moonbrain, Madam.

- Lady M. Pshaw—but 1 will dismiss him in a few
moments.,
[Enter MooNBRATN.]

Hoon. Tdon’t merrupt business, [ hope.

Lady M. Why no; but— v

Moon. I understand vou; I will be off again, only let
me first tell you, that vur rich widow is in a terrble taking—

Lady M. Indecd!

Moon. Yes indeed: she had sct her cap at a rich old
wan 3 and just as she thought herself sure of her prize,
another snatched it from her: so now ail is in confusion
wt her house : no lessons, no repeating, except of vows of
vengeance ; and 1 believe she is posting hither.

Lady M. What for, | wonder

Moon. She fears you may receive her rival into your .
house ; and Mg, Bustle says,—

Orlando. let me attend.
 Moon. That $our Ladyship has already been sufficiently
imposed on, and you will be lucky, if you get rid of the
child left upon your hauds. .

Lady M. Moounbram, you have not lately seen m
green-house, will you look atit now ?

Orlands. Stay, Madam ; and the number of this gen-
tleman’s auditors being inereased, 1 beg he may not be in-
terrupted. 1 am prepared 1o hear all he has 1o say.

Moon. Sit—Madam—Your Ladyship—

Lady M. Compose yourself, Cousin, and tell us calndy
and distinetly all you know of Mrs. Bustle, and the lady
who has just Jeft her louse.

Moon. Why theny as | hope to be a husband anda
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father, and be able to manage my wife, and educate my
children, 1 will tell you all I know about them.

Orlando. Well, Sir?

Moon. I called just now at Mrs. Bustle’s,—but, Lady
Mary, you must introduce me to this gentleman in my
proper character. Does he know—hey? you understand
me.

Lady M. Sir, this is Mr. Moonbrain ; a Quixote, of a
most enterprising spirit ; a traveller in search of perfection :
and since he has commenced his travels, has endured as
many disappointments as ever did the knight of La Mancha.

Orlando. 1 feel much respect for the gentleman ; and
if he will but continue his narration—

Moon. Sir, I really have not much to narrate.—Mrs.
Bustle (1 presume you know Mrs. Bustle, Sir) imagined
she bad won the heart of a rick old batchelor ; but Miss
Fairfax soon undeceived her.

Orlando. Elow, Sir!

Moon. How, Sir? why by the superior strength of
youth and beauty. The worn-out charms of fifty-five aie
sure to be conquered, if they contend with the blooming
beauties of eighteen.

Urlando. (grouns) Ob'!

Lady M. A tiuce with your wit; you sce it gives pain :
and tell us, if you can, whither Miss Pairfax is gone.

Moon. Upon my soul, I know no more thau I have told
you. 'The widow's rage rendcred her both incoherent and
marticulate. [ guthered, mdeed, that they £ had been a
kind of elopement. %\.

Urlendo. 'Tis is too much!—jet le
protectress of my child.

Moon. (to Qrlando.) Upon my word, Nir, I begin to
have my doubts.

Orlundo. (fiercely) Well, Sir, and what are those
doubts ?

Lody M. For Heaven’s sake, Moonbrain, do be ra-
tional for a moment. .

Moon Cpon my soul, [ meant no harm, and as to my
doubts, (ashing pardon beforeband) they 1espected, whether
this gentleman had not been sent, in his early yvouth, to u
school. L}

+Qrlarieo. And what'then, Sir?

ne respect the
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Lady M. Now am I half tempted to laugh.

.Moon Sir, I thought (again begging pardon) that as
impetuosity (an amiable impetuosity [ mean) appears to
be your characteristic,—I thought, Sir, you could not have
been educated by those, to whom the sacred charge of
education properly belongs.  (Orlando walks away.)

Lady Ily (in a low vowce.) Moonbrain, that gentleman
is a particular friend, and at present labors under some
distress of mind ; leave us therefore.

Moon, Well, adicu then—but I must take leave of the
gentleman.

L.udy M. No, no.

Moon. o let me give him a word of advice, not to
send his children to a school.

Lady M. Provoking creature — begone this instant!

[Lzit Moonbrain.
Aud now, my dear Sir, we must set about our search ; and
I hope we may tind happiness, if not perfection.

Oriando. Will you accompany me to Behnont, that T
may leave my child with my father ¢

Lady M. ‘Willingly. But we must first calt at the
hotel to which you have a dircction: and clear up your
countenance. [ could pawn my life on your Clara’s good
conduct. A meeting will explam all ; and to our satisfac-
tion, | am sure ; therefore, though 1 allow anxiety, I posi-
tively forbid despair.

Urlando. 1 follow yon, as I would my guardian angel.

e [ Exeunt.

ACT V.
SCENE I. Au dpartment in an Hotel.

CrAra, alone.

Clara. How will my heart find strength to perform my
promise to this worthy old man, if what Orlundo will
hear at Mrs. Bustle’s should provoke lnm too far ?

[Enter GoviRrNor.]

Gov. What! soliloquising, my fair friend? But come,

(%e takes her hand, and kisses it) a chaise and four fleet
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horses are ready to carry you to the end of your troubles.
Nay, shriuk not back.

Clara. Pardon me, sir, if T camot help wishing we
could acqnaint Oslando immediately.

Gov. So you are for cutting short bis penance. Now
T will not abate him a moment. s he not within two
hours of being happy ? and will not that content you?
Indulge an old man’s whim, by committing the next two
hours of yow lite to lus management, and cver after be
you mistress.

Clura. Well, my dear sir, 1 am obedient.

Gov. That’s right.  Aud away then. [Exenne.

SCENE . The Hill of the Hotel.
Eunter Warrens and Cuamprrvaip.,

Waiter. A generous old genthoamm; 1 never was so
well paid before.

Betty. I sy so too.  Tle slept he: hut oue night, and
has given me a guinea. 1 hope he'll sleep here again soon.
Ancther carriage—more such company 1 pray.

(They go out; and re-enter with Lavy Mary and
OxLaNDO.)

Orlendo. But justset off?  Distraction!

Lady M. Are any of the servams left bhund ?

Wagter. No, my lady.

Orlando. lsmll"low desperate ! (to the Waitery You
can tell which way the are gone ¢

Warter. The St. Alban’s road.

1 m/u ’lf Oun that road lies your fdthet's hou<e.

Orlando. 1t does.  But let us pursue the wretches to
the end of the woild.

Ludy M. Agreed; first leaving the child at your fa-
ther’s.  (to the Hum'r) Order Icaders to be put to my
carringe.  And this is the chambermaid, T suppose ?

Beth/ Yes. my lady, at your service,

Lady M. ‘The ‘genticman’s name was Walsiugham ?

Betiy. Yes, my lady; and the young gentlewoman’s
name was Leslie; Mrs. Leslie he called her.

Lady M. Did she seem melancholy ?

-~ Betty. When she was aloue she did seem a little dump-
ish, aud sighed, arl .spoke something about a Mr. Or-
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Jando; but when the old gentleman was with her, she
zoatled, and eried ; onl;, she said 1t was for joy.

Orlando. Heaveus! and an 1 forced to hear all this !

Ludy M. Be patient ; you frighten the girl.

Deity. Anothei lover of young madam’s, mayhap.
“Fis 4 pity he is too lue: they would have made a sweet
match.

[Re-enter WaiTER.]

Waiter. The horses ure ready.

Liudy M. Oue question more. Did they happen to
meacou before you, Mrs. Chambermaid, whither they
nee golug ¢

Eetiy. Dear me, no—O deur, yes-——now 1 recollect, [
was p.m'mg_ by the door just as the oid gentlemnan kissed
the fady’s hand, and said four flect horses “would soon carry
her out of all her trovble,

Orlando, Fuziee part them! T will not hear another
word.

Lady M. Well then, to the world'’s end, Orlando, if we
do not cvertake the rusaways socuer. [Hveuni.

SCENE ML Moonbrai’s dpartments.  Ile is sitting
in e discousulute atlitude.

Aoon. Every duy wrings me some new disappointment.
Vet what can [do? Lo desist fiom & laudable pursuit
would be cowardice

[Enter a ServanT.]
Serv. A lady, sir, in great distress, wishes to see you.
[Entera Lany.]

Lady. O, M. Moc.shram !

([In' Nervant places o chaiv, and exit. The FTudy
kas'a handlere /u('f at her ez/es.)

Moon. Dear mudsin, what is the matter

Lady. O that viie wretch! O tiat ungrateful girl ! 1
uever shall know peace wy ain.

Moon, 1 hope—i profess—-

Lady. What umtlm +v-r lod a danghter as T did?
She was never contradh, wed, she lcarned what <he p](‘asu!
and from thence .slu.u s teieery. Covld T have ima-
gined that in going thioe)s the Greek Grawmmar with her
brother’s witor, o wort! v entered her head ? and in
solving Euclid’s problems wgettier, conld it be supposed
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they would have been tempted to dissolve the most solemn
obligations? He looked so good, so handsome, his man-
ners so getle, so refined—O, Mr. Moonbrain, how could
you recominend such a wretch 1o me?

Moon. Hcaven be my witness, madam, I thought him
all excellence. .

Lady. So much the worse! so much the worse! O
that he had been hideous, deformed, clownish! then had
my dear dcluded girl never thought of liking him, never
a cold frosty moruing have eloped with him out of a gar-
ret window.

Moon. And could Miss Tlarrict so far forget herself?

Lady. Yes, she could forget every thing—her lessons in
music, her rules of perspective, her problems in Euclid,
her elements of languages, her systems of philosophy, all
were not sufficient to occupy her mind.

A voice on the stairs. 1know heis at home.

[Enter anvther l.any.]

2 Lady. Aye, there he is,a base man. O 1 shall choke
with indignation ! -

1 Lady. Ah, madam, T have heard of your misfortune.

2 Lady. 1 condole with you, dear madam, on the loss
of your daughter. But there stands the vile author of all.
O 1 could tear his eyes out.

Moor. Dear ladies, be patient.

[Enter Cavstic.] ,

Caustic. Heyday ! a scolding match! Ab, poor Mocn-
brain, 1 wish you well out of the hands of the ladics.

2 Lady. Dot talk of patience, whexf:?fy@on, my only
son, and heir to immense estates, has run*away with the
fine lady governess you recommended me for my niece.
Did 1 not charge you that she should be good, as well as
handsome? But they shall be pursued, and she shail be
torn from him,

Caustic. In common charity I must interfere. Ladies,
1 have heard the cause of your violent attack upon my
friend here. The town rung of the foolish plans you both
adopted ; and now it is not surprised at natural conse-
quences.  Ye have both been the proper seducers of your

_own children, and have no one to blame but yourselves.

Both Ladies. How, sir!

Caustic. Yes, you, Mrs. Careless, might have sent your
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" son to a public school; and then the youth, beauty, and
elegance of his tutor would not always have been before
vyour daughter’s eyes; and had you contented yourself with
female accomplishments, she bad not so soon learned: a
love lesson. As for you, Mrs. Warbler, who'insisted on
80 many perfections in a governess, how could you expect
that your son would be blind to themy? Iet forgiveness
be the first wise action in you both. Begene; and I hope
you will serve at least as warnings 1o other parents.

(They would speak ; Caustic pushes them out of the room.)
Moon. My valiant deliverer, how shall 1 thank thee ?
Caustic. Why by following my advice. Prithee give

up thy foolish search; itis fruitless, be assured, except of

mortification. Get out of that confounded bye-path in
which you have so long delighted to wander, and where

every day you are liable to be scratched, torn, and be.

spattered.  If you will scanper, take Reason to run by

the side of your imagination, and then you may hope to

repose quietly, after a pleasant journey.

Moon. Well, well, Coustic; 1 begin to fear you advise
rightly: but give e time to wra about.  You say 1 am
i a narrow path, so | must go a httle further. The
young Bustles are my last hope : but their mother tells me
she takes prodigious pains with them. 1 own she is rather
too perfect in the vulgar tongue.

Caustic. Poh, danm it! you are, T verily belicve, in-
corrigible. [ Lxeunt.

SCENE Y% turee Thull in Mr. Lestic's House.
: Enter anold Bui e and HoUSEKCEPER.

But. 1 hope all your preparations are in forwardness.
An hour ago we had a messenger, to suy the lung-expected
visitor was on the road. (looking in a memorandum book.)

House. What are you looking at, Mr. Benjamin ?

But. "Tis as | thouglit;—just nineteen years ago our
young lady Jeft this house, 1o be,married to the Landsome
Mr. Fairfax. He was a worthy young man, though not
rich, and they lived very happy, I heard. What a pity.it
was our master should never fotgive a sister he once loved
so well. o .

House. She was the sweetest creature, so kind, and so

No. IX. N. Br. Tk Ver. I r -
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charitable, - I wish my master had never gone to the wars.
Perbaps that hardened his heart. .

But. No, no; a soldier’s heart is ever soft and com-
passionate. Think of our brave youth, of our gallant
princes, who have exchunged their repose, and the splen-
dors of a court, for the toils and dangers of war! O glo-
rious sons of a glorious country ! Old as I am, my heart
swells with pride and pleasure, when it contemplates a
race of priuces, an illustrious nobility, a free and generous
people, united in one cause, to right the injured, aud con-
trol oppressors.

[Enter SERvANT.]
Serv. A chaise and four is driving up the lawn. (the
- door-bell rings)
House. Now, then, Mr, Benjamin,
But. Away, away. [Exeunt.
'[Enter with the Governor and CLARA.]

But. Your honor is a thousand times welcome. My
master is but stcpped out for a minute, to see a siek
tenant.

Gov. Thank you, old friend Benjwmin. Mrs. Wisely,
1 am glad to see you: pray oblige me by taking care of
this young lady; we have driven so fast, her spirits are
quite ovcrcome.

Clara. You are ever kind and considerate, sir, - A few
minutes will, 1 hope, restore my composure.

[ Exit with the Housckeeper.

Gor. And so, Mr. Benjamin, your master writes me
.word that he has ve-established his h >aud is come 1o
‘spend the xest of his days in Old England.

But. 1t is the only place in the whole world to live
happy in, your honor; and my master’s happiness will be
much increased to meet you once more,

Gos. (looking at u picture) That picture is hung up
again, | see. '

But. 1 ventured to do it on the poor lady’s death : and
when my master came home, he was not much displeased.

Gov. I am told ghe lamented to her last hour her bro-
ther’s displcasure. " The colors have kept well, Mr. Ben-
jamin. Just snch was her soft bloom, her enchanting
smile ; they‘are indelibly impressed here ! ( puts his hand
on his breast.) You remember her, old friend, don’t you’
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But. Indeed I do, sir; nor have I ever beheld her fel-
low, unless just now, if I may be bold enough to say so.

Gov.’ (aside) The likeness has struck him too.

But. Pray has your honor seen my young master?

Gov. No. ‘

But. He was here to-day, for a moment only. He has
not yet seen W father, who was riding out; and he re-
turned instantly to London, only leaving word he should
sleep here. He did not alight, and spoke ouly to the
porter at the park gate, who told me ke looked poorly.
1 believe he did not know we expected your honor. Surely
{ hear his voice.

Gov. Then oblige me by not mentioning my name to
him. Keep him in this hall 2 moment; 1 will be with
you again presently. [ Exit Gorernor.

[Enter OrrLANDO and LADY Many.]

Orlando. (speaking as he enters) Conduct this woman
and child, good Robert, to the Housekeeper. And now,
madam, welcome to Belmont.  Benjamin, where is my
futher?

But. Heis not in the house at present.

Orlando. But there are others in this house, whom [
must see : a gentleman, sir, who brought a lady here. Con-
duct me to them this moment.

Lady M. For heaven’s sake be calm, To find your
Clara here, ought surely to be taken as a favorable omen.
Why else should she come to your father’s housct '

ut. A ladyga@arrived here, sir.

Orlando. 1 it, sir; and 1 will see her, sir. We
haye traced them on the road ; and she shall no longer be
kept from me. Old man, dally not with my fury.

Lady M. Let me sce your Clara first; you are too
violent.

Orlando. No: death only could stop me now” (és go-
ing out, but starts buck.)

" [Enter the GovERNOR leading CLARA ]

Gov, 1 hear the voice of this young madmun: be not
territied, my beloved girl. *

Lady M. Clara! f

‘Gov. (to Clara)) Spesk to him; I will support thy
trembling frame. L :

Clara. Orlando I,
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Orlando. (appears greatly agitated) Words are at last
lent me—cruel—perfidious—ungrateful Clara!

Gov. Quite theatrical, 1 protest. .

Lady M. | entreat for some explanation.

Gor. Let that gentleman tell his story first ; he believes
he hias mude wonderful discoveries. o

Orlando. For you, sir, I know yon nd#¥ and not yet
shall 1 reply to you; but let me adjure you, Clara, by our
past happiness, (though by you it is forgotten) ; by the fear
of what may be yowr future feelings, when you contem-

late the cold grave—into which your cruclty will plunge
Orlando !—by—

Clara. O proceed not with your affecting adjurations !
1 have been compelled to my past conducy by nresistible
motives, aud, would this gentleman allow me to explam
themp—

Gov. No, my sweet girl, T will not allow it; you are
unable to coutend with this impetuoas youth, who has
scarcely deigned to give you a hearing ; but he shall listen
to me.

Orlando. Sir! .

Gov. Nay, no fierce looks. T shall cause, or Tam mis-
taken, that countenauce to fall quickly. Young man,
young man, listen with respect to the voice of age.  Be-
hold this lovely flower; blooming in innocence, till your
indiscretion (to use a gentle word)aised a storin that sunk
it to the cartli: and will vou dare to use the sacred name
of love to palliate your conduet? "

% Clara. O sparc him, in pity to me, spiiré him !

Gov. What reparation can be offered for being obliged
to seck protection from the hard-hearted? for a mother
being forced to separate hersclf from Ler helpless infant?
for virtue compelled 1o endure the harsh language of mis-
constridction ?  Where, impetuous, imprudent boy, can he
found a recompence for all this?  You are not ignorant of
your father’s unforgiving spirit; he comes; and then—-

Orlundo. O heavens! hLe comes indecd !

[Epter M. Lestix.]
. Mpr. Les. (embracing the Governer) Thou best of men
- and frieuds. '
. Gov. ‘Time has not shrunk my heart, though .it has
‘withercd my countepance. Eighteen years of absence have
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had no power to dimiinish my friendship ; it still exists for
you, Leslie, in all its former force.

Mr. Les. ‘The sight of my friend renovates my youth.
My son, too! welcome to my arms.. Let me introduce to
each other the two beings most dear to me, ~ Orlando, this
1s the Mr. Hamilton you have so often heard of. (Orlando
starts,  Mr. Lestic goes on, withott perceiving his son's
surprise) Receive my son to your arms, Hamilton: he was
young when last vou saw bhim, yet youn loved him then;
and be can now only continue to buusell my love an
esteem by deserving yours. :

Gov. O he will deserve them, I have no doubt.

Mr. Les. Nor have Lany. But I must ask, who are
these fair visitors? How! is my question difficult to
answer? )

(rvov. Leslie, you have opened your heart to receive
your {riend and your son; I have to present to you a third
claimant-——behold another child—behold, and bestow your
benediction on, the wife of your sou.

Mr. Les. What do [ hear!

(oo, Rejoice in the occasion now given you to bless
and be blessed ; from this moment paternal delights are
doubled to you. She is young and beautiful, good and
wise; your son adores her, and she brings him a fortune
of fifty thousand pounds.

Orlundo. Will my fgtker forgive the indiscretion of his
son ? .

Mr. Les. b all amazement. How! my son mag:
ried ? clandestinely! Was that 1ight?

“Gov. Ask uwo questions, unless you doubt any part
of what I bave asscited.  Bless then both your cluldren;
they only want your blessing to complete their happiness.

Mr. Les. Well then, Heaven bless you, my children ;
but allow for the aghation of surprise; and may not a
pareut’s curiosity demand gratification ?

Goo. Yes, yes: and to-morrow you shall hear ¢ the
story of their loves,” .

Clara. (looking up) O sir! delay hot a moment to dis-
close the whole truth ; further suspense would quite over-
come me. '

(Zill this specch, Ciura had kept her eyes bent on the

ground, and Bir. Leslie, in his hurry and surprise,
hud net much vbserved her.)
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Mr. L. Ah! that voice '—and methinks the features
rescmblé I— ;

Gov. (ufter a pause, during which every face bespeaks
agitation.) 'That voice !—that look !——It is from the
dark recesses of 'the tomb, that an injured spirit seems to
rise, to reproach us both fer allowing merit to sink into
itt—Unsuccoured in distress, unthought of, unlamented!

Mr. L. Whither does your speech tend?—I fear—
I fear—

Gov. Fear nothing ; but be grateful for the oppor-
tunity now given you to vepair past wrongs; for you sce
in your son’s wife, the daughter of your unhappy sister.

lody M. Now how I tremble !

Mr. L. My suspicions are confirmed, nor will I be the
dupe of mean contrivances; the enmity | have sworn, 1
will abide by ; and never shall the detested offspring of —

Gov. Hold! nor multiply 1ash vouws.  Will you adopt
only my resentments >—but if thy heart can resist the
moving image of a once-lov’d sister, who broken-hearted,
sends you from ler death-bed, her helpless, wmmocent,
child—yet the claims of honor, you dare not refuse.

Myr. L. 1 understand you not.

Gov. ’I'is rage, clonds your understanding ; but surely
you will perform a solemn promise to do good, as well as
evil. On that fatal day which deprived me of an adored
mistress, did you not bid me ask your fortune—nay, yonr
life, if either would prove a compensation for my loss ;
binding your soul, by every thing, divinkand human, to

rform whatever 1 should demand ?

Mr. L. 1 ownit; lownit.

Gov. Bear witness, all!—then 1 demand, that you
receive from my hands as your son’s wife, this charm-
ing creaturc :—open but your heart to her, and she
will make it all her own;—mnor comes she a beggar to
Orlando—I give but a part to the danghter, of what might
havé been wholly her mother’s ; and if pecuniary motives
weigh with you,— .

Ir. L. 1 scorn the paltry motives: my bosom yields
to the claim of justice ouly.

Gov. He jyields, he yields! no matter from what mo-
tive—Go to him, u,%y children, embrace his knees, secure
the hold you have tekén on his heart ; the voice of reason,
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of justice, of nature, plead for you. (Orlando and Clura
kneel to his father.) Bravo! Bravo'— Victory | —
Hatred and revenge have taken their flight; and all to
come is peace and happiness.

Orlando. Our future conduct—

Gov. No promises: we have had too many of those.
(addressing Lady Mury, who appears much affected.) Why
Madam, you withstood our sorrow ?

Lady M. At the tiumph of benevolence, what heart
but must be melted —Accept my sincere congratulations.
[Enter SERVANT.]

Serv. A carriage has been overset at the park-gate, and
some of the company are hurt.

Ludy M. Let us hasten to give all possible assistance.

Gov. Why it may not be amiss to change. the scene.
Orlando, you will not be jealous of me again.

Orlando. O Sir, had I, known who you really were,—

Gov. But that was what I choose you should not know,
you rogue.

" SCENE 1V. 4 Hall, opening into « Lawn.

[Enter MaA’AMSELLE, SERENA, and JuLius Czsar,
dirty and cul— Servants assisting.

Mdc’am. O it be so unlucky! :

Serena.(looking round.) Lord, where is the duke gone ?

Julius. Ecod, he scampered across the fields like a
lamplighter.

Serena, O,1ghdll never be a duchess !

Julius. O the bottle of cherry-braudy is broke—and the
plum-cake is crumbled all to pieces—and a great dog has
run away with the pigeon pie!

[Enter the Company.] '
lLady M. Heavens! the young Bustles, and Ma’am-
selle ! .

Clara. Serena, where is your mother ?

Serena. Why you mwust know, 1 have run away from
mama.

Gov. (Md'amselle is slinking away.) You stir not,
my fine instructress of youth, till we have some expla-
nation. \

Ma’am. You have no right to detain me.

Mrs. B. (Within.) Where are the:vile runaways?
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[Euter Mrs. BusTLE, leaning upon MoONBRAIN.]

Julius. Why here we all be, Mother, if your eyes can
see~—DBut [ say, where is our nice pigeon pie which this
geutleman’s dog run away with }—by my namesake, if I can
catch him— .

Mrs. B. 1lold your vulgar tongue. Serena, do you
tell me shere you were going.

Serena. Why, Mamma, I'll speak the truth—1I was going
to Gretna Green, to be married by a blacksmith to a duke,
Now you're answered.

Mrs. B. What duke, you unnatural serpent ?

Julius. Why he that used to sell us pomatum, and dress
your hair—Violet.

Mr. L. A pretty history !

Mzrs. B. O T shalk faint !—1I shall die !—

Julius. Ah be did’nt look at all Ike a hair-dresser in
his. fine clothes ; and he told me I should have nothing
but holidays, and,nged'ut mind mother a bit. :

Mrs. I3, (cuffing him.) But you shall mind her, sirrah.

Mr. L. Fie, fie, Madam.

: [Enter Caustic.]

Caus. Save you—save you, goud folks,~—the runaways
are overtaken, I see.

Lady M: You are still engaged in the pursuit of folly,
Mr. Cuustic. )

Caus. But Iown I am surprised to find folly has stopp’d
short her cgreer.

Ludy M. So your road to perfectiony is the road to
Gretna Green, hey, cousin Moonbrain ?

Moon. T know not what to say—

Caus. Tlave mercy, Madam, on a losing gamester. This
was Mr. Moonbiain’s Iast stake, and it is lost.

Mrs. B. 1 wish, instead of being overturned, they had
all been killed, every soul of thetn—T'o Lave takeu all the
paivs | have taken to”educate my children—so many care-
ful momcuts, and watchful hgurs '—every day did they
leain grammar, drawing,.and niusic, by the best musters—
a lunguage-master Ygr all languages: masters for reading,
wriling, and daucing ¢ .2 master for mathewatics.: a philo-
opher to teach them philosophy : and above all, a corpo-
yal from the Coldstreamn regiment of foot guards, to teach
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them to walk. Ladies and gentlemen, I appeals to you,
if there could be a better mother ? : c

Goo. Since you have asked the-‘question, I may be
allowed to inform you, Madam, that you have entirely
mistaken the character of a good mother, which is—

Caus. You inay spare yourself the trouble, Sir, of de-
scribing a good mother: in these days, when novelty is
thought improvement,—you would not be understood.

Lady M. Nay, Mr. Caustic, that is being too severe:
there are certainly good mothers in thé world; 1 am sure
1 have now many in my eye, and who does not allow, that
the first female personage ‘in this kingdom, has afforded
a bright example, even to her lowest subject ?

Gov. (te Moonbrain.) Sir, I suspect your pursuit is
somewhat retarded. W

Moon. Why faith, a vain pursuit, is tiresome—

Caus. Turn to the right then, Moonbrain, and endeavour
to take those with you whom you have assisted to go
wrong. "

Moon. What can I do?

Caustic. Why unsay those romantic sayings you have
been dealing forth so plentifully, and proclaim* aloud
through those mansions of folly you frequent, that patience,
prudence, and good-scnse, should ever be the assistants of
those, who undertuke the instruction of youth.

Mprs. B. Well, for my part, having found my children,
I shall take themn home with me—Go, go, ye ungrateful
vermin. " . ,

. Gov. One moment, Mrs. Bustle: I must present
to you, Mrs. Leslie; she was this gentleman’s- wife,
when she came to you for protection—she is this gentle-
man’s niece and daughter, and she will inherit all my for-
tune :—yours, [ can tell you, is considerably diminished ;
a numerous and worthy family, are come to the knowled
of your cousin’s executors, equally related with yourself,
byt you will still have %#nough to settle your children
comfortably, though not to continue all their masters.

Mps. B. 1don’t believe a word yon say—Come along ;
why don’t you walk faster, Miss Bustle ! .

Serena. Lord, I walk as fast as 1 can.,

Julius. Tam resolved our cook shall make me another
pigeon pie. ‘ [Exeunt.
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Clara. Orlando, happiness will be heightened to us, by
having experienced its reverse.

Orlando. My Clara, 1 hope I shall never forget, that
}lee]p and bitter repentance 1s always the punishment of

aults,

My. L. And let all those who nourish long resentments,
be assured, they become inevitably' self-tormentors.

Gov. We must henceforth remember only what gives
us pleasure. What has passed to-day, might produce, if
well worked up, what is called, stage-effect :—my change
of name was a good help. Clara, you have two fathers
now ; behave well to her’s, young man, or [ will give her
another fifty-thousand pounds to come and live with me.

Lady M. Being a woman, 1 must have the last word,
and it shall be a word of advice. Ye, Mis. Bustles,
(if any such there are) reform your criminal indulgence—
ye, Mrs. Exacts, (of whom I hope there are very few)
renounce your wanton severity-—ye, who by deceit would
gain your purpose—ye, who indulge violent resentments—
take warning : whilst those who wish to enjoy the triumph
of benevolence, (which are, I an sure, the greatest part of
those I now behold) let them take example: and, by their
generous approbation, render happy the creatures of thew
bounty.

TILE END.



REMARKS ON ‘
A SEARCH AFTER PERFEGTION.

From the beginning of the reign of Queen Elizabeth, till
the accession of bis present Majesty, the court of England
has always considered theatiical performance, as an es-
sential part-of the recreation which it was bound to provide
for the courtiets and foreign ministers resident im London.
During the usurpation of Cromwell, it is trae that, along
with all the other elegunce appropriate to royalty, the
amusements of the stage were suspended ; but it is no less
certain, that the suppression of what was alleged to foster
the sensual vices, did not prevent an increase of moral de-
pravity ; and it will not be denied that of the two, the latter
1s by far the most dungerous and detestable. But what is
more to our present purpose is, the historical fact, that
since the court has neglected to exgrcise any influence over
the stage, the dramatic genius of thecountry has appeared
to decline; and that during the reign of George IIL,
although the actors have been equal, 1f not in some instan-
ces %reatly superior, to thosc of any former age, the ori-
ginal dramas, performed since his Majesty’s accession, have
been collectively much inferior in mcrit to those produced
in any equal portion of time, including even the usurpation,
since the accession of Queen Elizabeth.~"To what cause
ought we to attribute the neglect of the theatre by the
court —During the youth pf his Majesty, Prince Frederick
his father, was particularly anxious to imbue him with a
proper degree of consider#tion for the political importance
of the stage, and allowed him'.even to take @ part in the
private theatricals of Cliefden House; and it is well
xnown, that few women of fashion have evinced a more
correct literary taste than her Majesty: or enjoys the
perusal of the drama with more unaffected satisfaction.
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The cause may, perbaps, not be owing so much to any
alteration of disposition m the court, as to u change in the
genéral economy of the country, with respect to amuse-
ments, Formerly, it. was thought expedient to encourage
the people to seek recreation and pastime, for the multitude
is never more, loyal and harmless thau when in good-hu-
mor, but duriny the gredter part of his Majesty’s reign,
a different oplinou beeame prevalent, and it was generally
thought that there was a greuter necessity (o enforce a
stricter conrse of mariuers, thau what the court had ex-
hibited in the preceding reigu; at least, among all the
varions topics of popular accusation aguinst the cowrt, the
neglect of the stage, we believe, has ucver been considered
as deserving of any censure 5 not is it adverted to here for
the’ purpose of aninadversion, but vuly to draw the public,
attention to the cxpediency of the court taking the lead in
matters of amusement, in order to prevent them from de-
generating. It is, in our opinion, an esscutial part of :the
duty of the crown, if not to regulate, at least, to influence the
public amusements.  We, indced, think, that it would be
difficult to assign any other solid reason for granting so
large a sum of money for the maintenance of the splendor of
the court, than the expectation to see it employed on enter-
tainments which conld- not otherwise be produced 1t
has therefore becn with Particular satisfaction, that we have
of*late had occasion ¥ abserve the court iuteresting itself

'in the amusements of the public, aud turning its attention
to those circumstances of pomp which the opulence
and greatness of the country impose upon it to assmne.
And we trust that, in the consiruction of the new palace,
and the accommodation which it is rumoured the Regent -
tends to provide for the cuitivation of the arts, a theatre,
expressly for the court, will not be omitted.  This is now
perhaps the more necessary, as the public pluy-houses have
been so long left to the manageinent of the patentees, that
any attempt of the Lord Chambetluin to re-assume his an-
tient authority over them, would be fult as ungiacious, and
might, as such, have the effect of inducing the public 10
take a part with the'patentees; and yet withont sompe iuter~
ference.on the pagt of of the court, 1o encourage the regulur
drame, we see no hope of efiectually redecming the Bitish
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stage from the contempt in which it is held by all foreign-
ers of taste. ’

We have been led to make these observations in conse-
quence of understanding that the MS. of the cheerful
comedy of A SEARCH AFTER PERFECTION, has been
upwards of twenty years iu circulation amoug such a class
of the fashionable world, that if the theatres were not now
entirely independant of the court, it would have had some
chance of being represented. - . And how far the advantages
of the scene aud personation improve the efféct of a Jrama,
our readers will easily comprehend, by only comparing the
chaste and natural dialogue of thig. picce, with the obs
streperous rant of many that have sunk into oblivion after
having been performed for weeks together, ““with the
most wunbounded applause I’

“ AScarcn arrer PErvecTion,” 15 by the author
of “ Villario,” aud ‘“ "I'heodora,” and will, we thiuk, add to
the reputation which these two dramas have established.
"I'he follies of that domestic education which are ridiculed
m this picce, have gone by; aud the system of pains and
pénaltics, being succeeded by that of sports asd pleasures,
the Search after, Perfection, may now be suid to lie in a
flowery path. As a pleasant comment, however, on the
absurdity of the torture system, this comedy will probably
be perused with satisfaction by mapy of those who remem-
ber how much they themselves endured from it.  Perhaps
the memory of tiwir sutferings has™ontnibuted to induce
them to adopt the opposite kind of follics, now quite as
much in vogue, patronized with as little real utility, and no
Jess deserving of 1idicule, .

* Iu the conception of the character of Mrs. Bustle, we
think there is a good deal of oniginality and humor. We
e confident that many of our readers will find traces of
it among their acquaintance: uwor will the merit of dis-
covering and applying the characteristics of which it cons
sists, be lessened by the consideration that they are so
frequently to be met with4n private life. It is the legiti-
mate satire of comedy, to emb&d_v general follies, and ‘to
bring them home to the recoliections and associations in
the mind, with a distinct aud deseribable form; and a
such a manner as to render them ridiculons. For the
most part, modern dramatists have lost sight of this rule,
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and have substituted the oddities and caricatures of indi-
vidual humor, for those general exhibitions which are
much more agrecable to the tact of good taste. It re-
quires the genius of a Moliere to delincate with true ef-
fect the extravagances of individuals ; and perhaps after
they are dclineated even by such au artist, they are still
not exactly fitted for producing a genuine comic 1mpression
in representation. We hidve secn some of Moliere’s best
pieces performed by the best actors on the Parisian stage,
and the andience remaining for the greater part of the
time as seriously interested as if the spectacle had been
tragedy. And yet when the entertainment was over, their
spirits seemed to leap as it werc with elasticity into the
full enjoyment of the lovely effects which a priori we
might have thought the performance was calculated to
produce. This curious phenomenon seems to be explain-
able only by supposing that the traits and features of the
characters which Moliere has depicted, are not common ;
and the serious attention which we have observed, may
have been owing to the endeavours of the spectators to
recollect similar traits and features among their acquaint-
ance ; forj unquestionably, no small share of the pleasure
which is énjoyed in atteuding to theatrical entertainments,
arises from an unconscious effect of the mind, to apply
the actions aud sentiments of the characters on the stage,
to characters in comyon life. The great popularity of
¢« The School for Scéudal,” is owmg, we think, to the
commonness of the character. In that admirable pro-
duction, the anthor appears to have caught the comic
outline of a great vanety of classes; and although the
coloring' is perhaps a little excessive, still the general
effect is 50 well preserved throughout, that most people
regard the dramatis persone of the piece with the same
sort of feelings as if they were real characters, which were
made up but of the selected eccentricities of all their own
ordinary acquaintance.
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GONZANGA.

ACT I. ®

SCENE I. A Hall in the Castle of*Gonzanga.
PavanTRO and several Domestics discovered placing
Jurniture, &c., others crossing the Stage with luggage.
Enter MATILDA.

Matitda. Mercy on me! I am fatigued to death al-
ready, and omly six o’clock! What a day of business!
Carry that trunk into my room.

Palan. Well, Matilda, how do you like the hall dow ?
willitde? ¢ .

Matilda. Tolerably. But have you scoured the old
swords in the armoury, furbished the spears, hung the hel-
mets in their places, mended the ragged banmers, and
placed the picture of my lord’s drowned brother and his
little boy (tha#t graff Warosa wanted me to burn the other
day) in a conspicuous situation !

Palan. Al done, Matilda, as you ordered.

Matilda. Well, who should have thought of Count
Gonzanga'siteturning hither in suﬂﬁn fuss, after an ab-
sence of nearly eighteen years! First our quiet -solitude
was disturbed by his sending the Turkish lady, Rosalinda,
to the Castle, whom he took captive in the wars of Hun-
gauy ; then comes his son Rozzario and another strange
gentleman ; and to-day he comes himself from Venice,
accompanied by ‘the Duke di Casino, his daughter, the
Princess Lavenig, and 1 know not who besides : so bestir
vourselves ; grand preparations must be made to celebrate
a marriage, now on foot between the duke’s daughter and
our,lord’s 'son ; and'they do say Gonzanga is gong to be
married himself to the lady Rosalinda. : :

" Paiun. Indeed! I never heard of that.

Matilda. Perhaps not; but let éakone for finding out
-secrets.  Mercy on mé! here qoiités the lord Rozzarie.
Fly all of you to the saloon, and #et every thing in order
there against my coming, [ Eveunt Palantro and Servants.
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Well, what can possess this young lord to be out of his bed
at thishour? Ah! well do I remember, when I was first
in love, that I could neither sleep moruing, noon, or
night.

[Enter Rozzario.]

Roz. Matilda sturing aheady? Go send Stephano to
me. ,

Matilda. Nor ever heeded what any body said to me.—

Roz. Matilda! dest thoa hear me ?

Mautilda. No, nor looked at-any one clse while Lie was
by— ‘ v

Ro. Matilda !

Matilda. Oh he was asweet young man !

Roz. Matilda, | say!

Matilda. 1 beg a thousand pardons, my lord, but I am
so flll of business that I can attend to nuthm«-—-up to my.
elbows in work, and not a soul to help Your noble
father, Count Goman«m, the Duke di Lasmo, the Princess
Lavenia, and half Venice, for aught 1 know, are coming
to the Castle to-day! 1 haven’t heen in such a bustle
since the death of your uncle, Connt Ulrick. Ah! ’tis
now nineteen years agp. Weé have kad but & sorry melan-
choly time of it ever since. .

Roz. And his son, iy cousin Ferdinand.

Matilda. Oh dear T haven’t a moment to spare, or I
could tell you how Egried and soibed, ready to break my
heart, when your father sent the pretty hittle cherub from
the Castle to be brought up at Venice ; where, alas! -neet
infant, he died in a few weeks. Ah, well! we must all die
sooner or later.

Roz. You forget yourself, Matilda; 1 thought you
were in haste,

Matilda. Mercy on me, I am so hurried I can remem-
ber dthing.

Roz. But to tals. Go and bid my man find out Ste-
phano, and send him to me iustantly.

Matilda. 1 will, my lord. Oh dear! I'nvtired to death
already—I shall never live through the day ! [Exit.

Roz. My father brings Lavenia here to-day,

T.heeguy and beauteotis-daughter of a duke,
be my bride. But o, that cannot he
ve, my plighted.faith, my hgnor pledg'd,
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All, all forbidl it! Lovely, beauteous flower !
Ethereal plant of heaven! that blooms so sweetly
On the bleak shady bank of penury,
T’ll move thee thence into eternal sunshine,
No moré to feel the chilling blasts of want.
[Enter STEPHANO.] L ’
Roz. Thou much-lov’d partner of my joys and cares !
Not the white cliffs around hi$ native land,
Which the returning exile’s hope-cheer’d eye
In distaut prospect gregt, from the green waves
Dim rising as the vesse? homeward glides,
Can conjure up in his enraptur'd soul
Emotions dear as those this bosom fecls
At sight of thee. For since that night of triumph,
When on the plains of Zara thou didst fly
The Pagan tents, and join'd the Christian arms,
And me from foul assassination sav'd,
Thy merits in my breast have lighted up
Friendship’s pure flame, that every day burns brighter.
Steph. It 15, and will be aye a mutval warmth,
Since you with one so lowly can vouchsafe
The heart-consoling nterchauge of friendship.
Roz. The life you sav’d 1 swear is wholly thine.
Steph. Then by that hfe which Heav'n through me
preserv’d, » v?
By saered friendship, by thy fame, I charge thee,
Tell me tht cause of that mysterious sadness
Which has of late embitter'd all thy hours.
Ah! is it love ! who with his golden shaft
Stabs keener gnan the iron knife of murder!
Roz. Sinceour arrival at this stately castle,
Some weeks ago, 1 chanc’d, in pensive méod,
Alone to wandéi-westward of its tow’rs,
Through a seguester'd vale.
There, on a mossy bank with cowslips deck’d
That in a lake their painted image kiss’'d, -
1 saw a nymph, whose beauty, though array’d
In humble garb, shone with celestial charins,
Like heav'n’s bright sunbeams gilding a dark cloud,
A snow-white flock she tended, which by her side,
Benecath the verdant shade, on violets couch’d.
But, O ye Pew’rs! whien from the willow boughs
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Her lute she took, and to some plaintive air »
Tun’d the sweet strings, the minstrels of the grove,
Who to the setting sun’s mild drowsy eye
Their gaudy phunage spread, sat mute to listen.
The sleeping zephyrs woke to fan her bosom,
And wanton’d sportive with her golden tiesses ;
While Echo murmur’d at th’ harmonious notes
She could not mimic with het utmost skill.
Steph. Humph! ha! 1 foresee what’s coming.
Roz. Oh! her lovely fiugers :
The tuneful chords touch’d with so"soft a cadence,
As evening winds breathe on th’ Lolian harp
When swan-like on the €trings they die in music.
Steph. Indeed, my lord, a very pretty story.
Roz. What theugh proud honor and disdainful fortune
Would bid me scorn that flowret of the wild— -
Steph. Pray leave these high-flown metaphors and tropes,
And tell us in plain language what yon mean.
Roz. To marry her, my friend.
Steph. ’Sdeath ! are you mad?
What! you, in whom all Hungary triamphs! you,
The bulwark of your country, who so oft '
The Sultan vanquish’d and the Prince restor'd
Of Transylvania to lus father’s throne,
Dread of the Turks, afsecond Scandeberg,
And of a race illustridud the sole heir,
In love with a poor cottage shepherd-girl! .
Roz. Oh! my Stephane, couldst thou but behold her,
When seated pensive by her bleating flock,
Woodbine-embowered, and catch but one bright glance

.. Ofsher love-beaming cyc ; couldst taste her breath,

That like a balmy zephyr steals hetween, .
Two kindred rose-buds kissing on one bough 3+
Hear nature’s accents dropping from her ton’?ie,
In music sweeter than a seraph’s fyre ’
Soothing a dying saint; thou too wonldst love,
But not like mey for I adore to madness!
Steph. By all my hopes, I do Lelioye thee now.
Yet, ere it be tdo late, I dobescech theé )
Think that the blood which proudly rwells thy veins
is flow’d through a loug line of gncestry. 1
And would you then, my lord, i y§sr own person,

l."m"
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Minion of vjctory and pride of conquest,
Confer these honurs on a mean plcheian ?
Roz. ’Tis well thou art my friend; and hast not seen heg.
Steph. Well, but in serious mood, [ do beseech thee,
"This ‘z;dicrous romantic passion banish ;
And cherish ia thy breast a nobler flame.
Roz. Impossible! thou mightst as well attempt
With thy weak arm to grasp Jove’s thunderbolt! B
With thy impotent voice, stand on the beach
And bid the roaring tide, storm-lash’d, reccde,
And sleep in quiet —@h, thou mightst as well
Think with thy breath to blow out night’s bright lamp,
And leave jts eastern worshippers in darkness!
Or with thy hand the fulgent star eclipse,
That blazes on the noontide brow of day,
As think to quench this bosont’s deathless flame.
Steph. Foolery! lymphatic frenzy! worse than death!
Think how your father, whose amb:tious soul
No wish can know but of extended power,
Would madden at the thought of—Hark !'—those sounds
(discharges of cannon at a distance.)
Proclaim tlie Count Gonzanga drawing near. [ Exeunt.

" SCENE IL. The Castle Gardens.

Euter RosaLinDa and SELIMA.

Ros. Ye spiteful stars that rule fay destiny,

‘Where will your malice end —Oh, fatal vight!

In which the proud Gonzanga’s arms o’erthrew

The good old Sultan! when at midnight watch
e fired our slumbering camnp, and, steep’d in blood,
Enter’d the royal tents just as the din,

The frightful din of battle rcach’d my cars,

And rous’d me from my couch to bg his captive ;
Sent hither by him to this hated castle,

And kept a prisoner here till he arrives—

{Oh how I dread that hour!) arrives from Venice—

For what inteut #—oh horrid, horrid thought !

To lead me to the altar as his bride. ;

Seli. Oh, dear my lady, do not talk so! Ah, I wish we
were but once more in sight of the domes of Constanti-
nople. ) ' - '

Ros. Ay, any wherdg'my faith(ul girl, hut here.

s
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Yet ’tis not for the eastern capital

Nor the Seraglio’s sumptuous walls I sigh.

Oh, Belamour! when will thy bark arrive ?

In vain 1 on Gonzanga’s turrets watch,

No vessel comes to these unhappy towers.

Oh, 1 do fear the mischief-pregnant tempests

Have cast him shipwreck’d on some barbarous coast.

. Seli. Dear lady, be of comfort: Belamowr will, ne
doubt, be here before long ; and look how pleasant the
morning smiles on you, bidding you,as it were, to be
cheerful. Oh! these gardens put me so much in mind of
Constautinople !—

Ros. Ah what avails it me that I have leave ¢
'T'o range these cloister’d bow’rs and vocal groves ?

‘The gaudy sun’s proud beams camiot illume
The dungeon of my heart. The lark that sails
Upon the blue-rob’d vapor, the soft winds
That die in music on the listening ear,

Aud the deep chiming of the hoarse cuscade,
No longer please, though once so dearly lov'd.

Seli. Oh that we were at Constantinople !

Ro.. The growling storm that stalks along the shore,
In night’s black mantle wrapt, suits well the gloom
Of my sad soul.  Oft in the sweeping gole,

When voices more than mortal greet my ewr,
Upon my cheel. my father’s spint sighs,

And seemns to whisper * Fear not, Rosalinda,
No tyrant e’er shall harm thee, for thy sire
Will be thy guardian angel.” DBut oh! when
The forhed lightning shoots a dismal gleam,
Aud.to mine eyes some hapless bark reveals
Shipwreckd, and sinking in the billowy deep ;
1 shrieh with fear, and’ fancy that I see
Wash’d from the deck half swallow’d by the waves
My dear lov’d Belamour, that aid imploring
Whicl man caunot afford, and Heav’n denies.

Sefi. Ob madam! [had nearly forgot to tell you that,
walking last night with old Matilda, through the armoury,
I saw the picture of Belamour ; and be looked just as he

Q%id d\:hen he was biought a prisoner into our camp at
uda.

Ros. The picture of my Belarfifur, did’st say 2
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What ! in this castle >—Oh impossible !

Seli. Indced, iny lady, ’tis as great a likeness as ever
painter drew—He must have sat for it. It has bis fine
dark eyes aud beautiful hair to a miracle! ay, and the very
dimple of his chin.

Ros, Strange!”

Seli. But old Matilda told me, in a kind of fearful
whisper, it was one Count Ulrick’s, who some years ago
was lord of this castle.

Ros. Indeed! thygfancy sure assunes the painter’s shades.

) &nter STEPUANO.]

Sieph. Lady, I come a most unwelcome messenger :
The Count Gonzaiga is return’d ——

Ros. teturn'd !

Oh [eav'ns!'—Gonzanga, did’st thou say, return’d ?
!N'tep!luno, thou hast with a*brother’s eye

Watch’d me from infancy : captlives we were
Together i the "Turkish court.  Stephavo,

Aid us this night from the casile to cscape.

Steph. Lady, be calm, aud bear me. |
"F'was [ who to the royal teat conducted
The proud Gonzanga when he made you prisoner;
"That you might to your country uud your friends
Through him be scou restor’d ; not dreaming he
Would play the tyrant, and the pow’r abuse,

Which fortune thut dire night on himh Lestow’d
Aud [ am he who will as truly place you
Beyond his power, as | have plac’d yeuin it.

Ros. Graut Heav’n you may. But you, Stephano,
Camnot be ignorant of my fond attachment
T'o the young christian hero Belamour !

Steph. Nor am 1 ignorant, lady, of his merits.

The valiant youth by the Janizaries%a’en
In a brave sally from the gates of Buda,
Was by the Sultan decm’d a noble prize.

Ros. Oh when I first beheld the gallant youth

Before the hapghty Sultan dragg’d in chuins,

I felt a more than usual pity seize

My trembling heart, and thought I could have given
My own life to have ransom’d his : but when

His noble magnanimity 1 saw,

"Fhat to his beauty added manly grace,
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1eard how he brav’d the Sultan, saw himn look
Defiance to his fury, as the eagle
High tow’iing eyes the storm that roars beneath her ;
Love sprang from pity’s tcars, and to him won
My virgin hemt : 1 vow’d to set him free,
"Though at the rish of honer, fame, and life.
(Florish of trimnpels.)
Steph. ‘Lhese sprightly notes proclaim the hero neas,
Come, smooth your brow, and wear a face of joy. [ Lreunt.

SCENE NIl A ciew of the Cast® of Gonzangay on
the shores of the ddviatic Sca~—Splcndid gondolns,
with rolors flying, &c. are discovercd drawn up to the
shore.

Enter a procession of Soldiers, beaiing banners and trophies
from the gondolas—Enter ofrom the castle, over the
draw bridge, RozzAr 10 leading Rosavrinna, folloved
by Str:rHANO, WaR0sA, attended by woinen, strewing
floners, &c—Enter GoNzanea fiom the principal
gondola, leading LavENI1A, followed by Dune b1
Casino and train, Knights, Guoerds, 8¢.—Gounzanga
presents the Princess to Rossario, who receives her with
a dejected, but respectful air, and resigns Rosalinda to
his father. .

Gonz. (to Roselinda)) ‘Thon fuirest ow's that decks
my well-carn'd laurels !

+ Thou brightest trophy of victorious conguest

My sword c’er won on Hungary’s bloody plaius!

Why droops thy beauteous head in pensive sadness,

When I, thy lord, thy lover, to these tow’rs

Returw’d triumphaut, in the arms of joy

Delighted meet thec, and to the bridal shrine

Long to conduct thee, empress of my soul ?

Why dost thou let a cloud of gricf obscure

"The sun-shie of thy fortut cs, when from the face

Of all thy friends who throng thy presence, smiles

Of hiight congratulation on thee boam ¢
Rus. Oa me yougbounty has ahieady laia

Too many obligatiofis, noble Count,

But let me go hence, as | care, Gemzanga,

A poor, headt-broken, unprotected, orphan!

Gonz. My Resalinda,—
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Ros. Hear me, good my lord :
Act still the hero, still be nobly great
In mercy as m aims.  Humanity
With double lustre gilds th’ nnfading laurel
"That blooms upon the conqueror’s awful brow,
Gorz. That mght which cionn’d the Christian arms
sith conquest
On Zara’s plains, 1 wadud to the knee
In Turhish blond 3 and with my sword hew’d out
A gorc-mark’d passage thiough the Vizier’s guards,
To where thou stogl st mmd the war’s haish thunder,
Lake the moon’s partial beaw gildimg the side
Of a 1ough storm-heav’d billow.
Tl selfsame arm which through th’ cusanguin'd field
So prondly bore the ¢ o’cr the proshate necks
Of chiefe blood--ttfen’d aud expuing wanors,
Shall to love’s alta lead thee. -
Ros. Ah torbear !—
Thou smil’st derssive—TIast thou neses heard
What deeds of valot the weak am of woman
I virtue’s cause *:ainst tyrants has achiev’d ¢
How heroines hnve ou the dagear’s pomt
Bled nobly {or the n country wnd their honor ?
Gonz. That sounds ke spirie: and it charms me more
Than all the softuess that the softest maud
Of thy soft sex could whisper in mme ear.
Thou ait thyself azam! and fiom thme eyc
Flashes love's lightning ! "T'was with such a glance
Thou fird, sweet maid, didst set my heait on fiie,
When | thy hand 1eluctant
Seiz’d m the battle, as some drops of blood
Fell from my sword, ciunsoning its lily whiteness.
{.et the shrill bumpet, and the tull-brac*d drum,
Proclaun my union and the brave Rozzario’s
To these fair ladies : let my castle halls  °
Echo with songs and high festvity. -
[Exeunt.

P ———
]



110 GONZANGA. ACT 11.

ACT II.
SCENE L. The Interior of a BMill.

Grecory mud GRIMALKIN.

Greg. And so you say, wife, that this mighty grund
scheme, which has set your cuuning brains agog, 1s to be
the making of us all?

Grim. Certainly 1 do; for whenever I complot a
scheme, you may tuke it for granted itff of no small impo-
tence. | have now a scheme in myv head, which, when
(ripened by time) its mysteries come to light, will envelope
you all in a mizmaze of glory. 1 flitend to make our
Maurice a gentleman.

Greg. How? Grimalkin, how ?

Grim. How? why by marvage.

Greg. Pshaw! a young fellow is seldom the richer for
marrying : what between scolding wives, squalling brats,
extiavagant N Se8—

Grun. Held your tongue, and don’t tulk nonsense to
me. .

Greg. T don’t see how you can mend his condition by
marriage.

Grim. No, I'll answer for it vou don’t; your purblind
eyes can never xev an inch beyoud yeur nose many nowble
concern; but minegtlike two hillingscapes, ¢an explore
regions of which you never had a ghimpse. Ok you have
a2 fine head for a polihetian.

Greg. Ah likely, likely. But who is it Maurice is to
marry, Grimalkm? .

Grim. U'll tell_you. Now prepare for rapturation.
*Tis that most bEautiful of girls, Balsora, talked of so
much’ in the village yonder. She lives with uid "Theodore
and his daughter, and tends their sheep in the vale of
Istria. -+ ‘ .

Greg. She 18 it, Mistress Cunningpate? And so after
broodiug all this while, you have hatched this mighty fine
scheme at last, havéfyou ¢  Never be broody again, old
woman, as loug as you live, if you can bring to light no

dgbetter plau than to make Maurice a genileman. Let
all.such schence-die in their shells, or, by the mass, they'll
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fly off as soon as hatched, and leave you to cluck after
them, She make Maurice a gentleman! he! he! bke!
why, oons, thou simpleton, she’s as poor as a church-
mouse. She, indeed, a good-for-vothing minx! that no-
body can tell who or what she is. Why some folks be-
lieve she is a witch, or a spy : some thiuk her a swindling
gypsey, others a wizzard in petticoats, but—

rim. Ont on thy magpie tougue, thou stupid fool!
my conscience, you talk just like what you are—a nizy, a
noodle! Why cvery person that knows what is what, de-
clares she is some ggeat barou’s daughter in disguise. Yes,
yes, Gregory, she is certainly a ruuiaway.

Greg. A fiddlestick’s end! suppose she is; can she
grind corn, carry grists to the village, lead horses to water,
feed pigs and poultry, nurse bawling brats, and the devil
knows what besides? No, no, rot my wheel-cogs, if Mau-
rice marries such a wench as her, if [ don’t turn him out
of doors a beggar.

Grim. Gadzooks! why ’twill be the making of us all,
you nincompoop.

Greg. So you said before.

Crim. And so 1 say again; for when the baron, her
father, comes to know that she is married, why—why—
then ’twill be too late to storn about it, and so, ,‘with#oul
any more ado, he pays us a visit; I reccive him in due
form at the gate, he bows, L drop him one of my best
curtsies, and with the air of a queen conduct him into
our best parlour. Hec hints a few objections to the match,
while I smooth him down as calm as our mill-pond, and
strike him with astonishment at my parts. Then will [
présent before him his son-in-law ; and when he sees what
a handsone, clever, bright young man our Maurice is, my
stars! he’ll give us thousands, Gregory.” You and 1 shall
be translated into My Lord and my Lady; we'll turn the
old mill into 2 mansion, keep servants and coaches, and
live like the sons and daughters of a king. Then when
the old baron dies, Maurice will become a magnifico, and
ll))erhaps, (as there’s no knowing what will betide,) he may

e elected doge, and live in a palacei

Greg. What a clapper iny wife has got! I can never
hear the clack o’ the mill while the clack of her tongue is%
going.
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Grim. Now what do you think of my new-hatched
scheme?

Greg. Why, by the Virgin! if yon rear it up to perfec-
tion as well as you have hatchedit, [ think ‘twill do. But
how do vou intend to bring it about, Grimalkin, hey ?

Grim. Why the boy must go and pay his redresses to
Balsora, and——Oh here he comes; we'll send him di-
rectly. '

[Enter MavRICE.

Maur. Thave carvied round all the grists, father, and
ground two sacks of wheat this monidg ; but I was think-
mg all the time so much about that pretty maid who lives
at old Theodore's cottage, that I forgot to take toll,

Greg. Oh, you dog, 1 shall be rumed !

Maur. Never mind, father, don’t be obstroperous ahout
it Ull take double the next grist, )

Grim. Tush, boy ! don’t nzhe a fuss about a little corn
when you have such weighty matters to attend to.  You
must immediately make love to that pretty shepherdess,
Maurice.

Muaur. Must I, mother? I'm glad of that; 1. should
like her hugely well.. ] met her crossing the vale- with her
flock une cvening, and got bhchind g large tree, to take a
peep at her—L had half 2 mind to pop out and speak to
her, bugsmy heart went pit-a-pat at such a rate, that I
verily thonght 1 was going to die.

Grim. Your fortune is made, Maurice, if you can win
ber heart,  But you mustn’t stand shilly-shally about it,
nor look sleepish and shamefaced when you go to see her.

Maur. Dan’t you fright yourself about that, mother.
Dang my buttons, if I was ever shamefaced in my life,
except once at' harveshome, when the reapers told me to
kiss Farmer Crop’s daughter for saying 1 was a fine lad.

Grim. And so thou art, as ever sun shone on. 1 don’t

- wonder that all the maidens in the village are dyiug for
thee—Oh ! thou hast thy mother’s bewitching eye and rosy
lip to atittle. . :

Maur. Yes, I know 1 am prettyish, bit not a bit more
like you, mother, t#in Gonzangu’s eourser is like our old

. mare Dobbin, But what am 1 to say first to the shep-

* gherdess; mother ? -

o &7rim. Suy, child! Why, in the first. place, tell her on

-
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your knees, throwing yourself into a graceless attitude,
that you love her better—than —

Maur. Aye, better than I do roast ducks and plum-
pudding. '

Greg. liove her! aye, and chuck her under the chin,
kiss her, hug her, and call her my honey, my duck, my
cowslip, and a hundred such pretty names as [ called thy
mother formerly, when she was a bonny young maiden.

Grim. Young,indeed! I am sure if you had the small-
est spark of galliyanygy left, you would still with rapture
compliment these uatading charms. But you are worse
than a Calmuck Tartar, unworthy the notice of a woman
of my superior understanding and beauty. But come,
Maurice, tis high time you paid a visit to the beautiful
shepherdess. Your father and 1 will attend to the busi-
ness of the mill while you sre absent. Come, old noodle.

Maur. I'll Be off in a twinkling. Buat badu’t I better
array myself in my fine holiday suit before I go?

Grim. Certainly, child; and on this occasion you shall
wear your father's wedding double-buttoned jerkin of sky-
blue stuff, his crimson hose, white hat and black feather,
with your own safivon-celored doublet.” -

Maur. O the virgm! 1 think she can’t refuse me then.

Grim. Refuse, indeed! nonsense—impossible she ean
resist that enchanting face, or coldly turn from that killing
eye of Medusa, that bewitching smile which sits in the
arch corner of these sweet lips—Oh the exact copy of me,
softened into the masculine ginger.

[ Exeunt Grimalkin and Gregory.

Maur. Ohlud! if I cau but get her in the mind to have
me, what a rantipole merry-making wéfk have at the mill.

Sone. .
Oh! I'm all of a twitter to fly,
Aud tell ber I'm neck-deep in love;
To hug her, and kiss her, and sigh,
My cowslip, my honey, my gove!

I'll tell her Uve a nice dappled cow,
. A fine hlly, and two sacks of wheat, .

‘Will make her as fat as a sow,
And deck her in ribbands most neat,

No. X. N. Br. Ih. Vor. 111, H
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Then oh! when we the nuptial knot tie,
* What a clever spruee bridegroom 'l be.
* Oh! how [ will hug her, and sigh,
Mylove! as she sits on my knee. [ Exit.

SCENE II. 4 Romantic Vale. On one sidea gro-
tesque cottage in a grove, on the other a bower and
waterfall. In the back ground groves and mountains,
between which the towers ;f the Castle of Gonzanga are
remotely secn, and beyond them #§e sea, which terni-
nates the view. ‘

Euter Barsora, from the Coltage,with a lule.

Bal. Hail to the morn that paints my path with flow’rs!
Hail to each tuneful bird that warbles nigh!
Welcome, thou humble vale, my safe retreat,
Where, still unknown, 1 teach my plaintive lute
In dulcet strains to echo to my heart. .

[Enter MauRiCE, dressed.] :

Maur. My stars! what a swect voice! Oh the mass!
but I think she is an angel, or one of the virgin saluts
come again. I’ll’:%ud tell her I am ¢ome—I—4hem !—
Let me see—hpm!'=]—I—rot the old meakbags, if |
know what to say to her now—I-<hem !—I—egad, I wish
mathef was here, to speak aboutit first a little. How d’ye
do, madam? (at a distance, and not venturing to look at
her) Oh dear, dear! how my beart thumps and bumps,
just as if ’twould gallop through my ribs! She looks
blessed smiling on me. Wecll, she can’t cat me, if she
won’t have mc—1I’ll take courage, and tcll her my basiness
~Softly—I must % on my marrow-bones—there! ¢ fall-
ing on his knees). "Wow for a graceless latitude. u-
titul madam! (throwing himself into a ridiculons pesture)
I am come to—to— Berhups you don’t hnow what Iam
come for? '

Bual. No,sir. Heavens! whata figure!

Maur. Why then—but don’t you please to be angry
about it—yau myst know—you must know-——

Bal. Well, sir

Maur. It sticks in my throat.

Bal. Sir?
 Maur. Ydh must know then, that:l doJove you.

\

“‘Bal. 'What can this mean?
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Maur. Mean? why that father and mother have sent
me here to court you to be my wife ; that’s the meaning
on’t. So if you be agreeable, {am very willitig.

Bal. 1nsooth, thou art a most accomplished gallant !

Maur. That's just what mother says. Oh, there are
twenty of our village maidens whose mouths water at me
every time I ride by their doors on our Dobbin ; and mo-
ther says they would jump out of their skins for joy if they
could have me. %;t I’ll have mnobody bt you, if you
please.

Bal. Oh delightful! ha! ha! ha!

Muaur. You must know, father, and mother, and I, live
down at the mill yonder; and father has got plenty o’ mo-
ney by pinching the measure and heaping the toll-dish ; so
if you will be so pleased as to have me, we’ll make up the
bargain directly, and live all together at the mill, as happy
as pigeans.

Bal. Indced!

Maur. Oh you will be in a blessed plight at our hoyse,
for mother makes rare puddings and pies out of the village
grists. 'Then on holidays we have always nice roasted fowls
and boiled bam.  OhY¥you shall never want for any thing
if you will be my wife. .

Bal. You are wonderous good, Mi. Miller.

Mgyur. When 1 am uot at home, mother will be noble
company for you—such a tongue! Then the click-clack
of the mill all day will be such pretty cheerful music when
you are melancholy ; and when the old cock crows us up
m the morning, you'll have nothing to do but to feed the
poultry and hags, get breakfast, waiz upon mother, darn
my hose, patch my shirts, make“my nightcaps, . carry the
grists round the village, milk the dgws, and walk five miles
to market with the eggs and butter ’

Bal. Out on thee, man! thou hast no conscience. '

Muaur. Oh, but I'll buy you such gay, new-fangled
necklaces, stomacher-knots, and scarlet nbbands, when we
are married! 'Then on Sundays and:holidays, how you
and 1 shall strut to church in all our finery! How the
maidens will swell with envy to see what a haudsptue
figure I cut in these particolored cloaths; and the men
with anger, to think ‘what a pretty wife 1 havegot!” Ob,
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we shall be the handsomest, finest, enviedest couple in all
Motlachia. : :
* Bal. Ha! ha! ha! :

Maur. By my fackins! I feel so much courage, that
Il give her a kiss, however. (offcrs to embrace her.)

Bul. O the hideous oaf! leave ine—begone 1 say.

Maur. (endeavouring still to cmbrace her) 1 wish we
were married, my cowslip.

Bal. Audacious impudence! (in the struggle Balsora
drops a letter.) '

Muur. 1 must have one smack. :

Bal. Then take that, clod-pated fool, (slupping him on
the fuce) as a reward for thy preswnption.

[Evit into the cottage.

Maur. Damn her! what does she mean by that, 1 won-
der? If these be the tricks of your finc ladies, Old Nick
may marry the whole bunch of them for me.

[Enter GrimALKIN.]

Grim. Well, my darling boy, have you and the young
lady made up the match? I couldn’t stay at home any
longer, I was so anxious to know how my scheme suc-
ceeded. Ah! you coaxing rogue! 1 warrant me you have
been toying and smacking as fondly as if you had begun
your honey-moon. -

Maur. Yes, yes, she has smacked me with a vengeance.
Itell you what, mother, you may have all the ladies your-
gelf forvthe, Il have Moll Brazen; she knows better
manners thau to serve me such a trick.

"‘Grim. What trick?

Muur. Why after telling her what muckle good cheer
she should have if she would marry me, and what gew-gaw
finery 1 would buy for her, [ told her I must have a smack
at her pretty lips, that pouted like the head of a red cab-
bage. Wasn't that right, mother ?

.Gyim. Certainly, b

Maur. Well then, T no sooner tried to give ker a hug
and a buss, than she bid me begone about my business,
called mea clod-.hoppin%kclown, gave me the devil of a
slap on.the face, and walked off as haughty as a queen of

S !

"

.rm :
“Grim. Qdd rot her! what does the wench mean by

.

such airy, [ wonder? Out on tue vixen! where were her
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eyes, to call such an accomplished genteel youth a clown,
whose figure is sympathy itself > O the ignorant baggage
But I'll bring her a button-hole lower before I've done
with her, I warrant me. What letter is thia, Maurice?

Maur. One that Balsora dropped, I suppose, when she
wheeled her majesty off. ‘

Grim. Aye, aye, from some favorite lover, no doubt.
I'll examineitanon. Here comes Theodore.

[Enter Turonore.]
+ Theo. Good morning, Cirimalkin,

Grim. Theodore, | am glad to see you. T want to have
a little conversation with you. You must know, my son
is violently in Jove with that strange beauty that lives at
your cottage. Now you arc not-ighorant, Theodore, how
deeply you are sunk in debt to us ; but, however, if you will
force Balsora—

Theo. Force her! to what?

Grim. To marry my son, or turn out of doors, you
shall have all your old arrears immediately wiped off, and
be for ever put out of the fear of being attested. Not
that 1 thihk her a match equal to what my son might ex-
peet; but ’tis in pure pity to the dear boy’s passion that [
consent. :

Theo. Silly woman! think not to tempt me to such an
act of. injustice, by meanly concealing ‘the hook of cruelty
beneath the alluring bait of false charity—1 will not gorge
it; nor will 1 expose that lovely flower, which shelters it-
self beneath my humble shade, to the chilling blists of ad-
versity, or sufier some brutish hand, uncenscious of half
its sweets, to rudely crop it.—1I'll perish first.

Grim. A pestilence light on you for a fool, an ass, a
brute ! '

Theo. Notbrute enough to act the unfeeling tyrant.

Grim. Don’t talk to me, you old, hard-hearted Hot-
tentot! Remember, if you don’t comply with what I
have purpused, you shall perish, and that in a prison, be
assured.

Theo. A prison! no matter, 1 sm content.

Grim. Well then, be content to starve, die, and rot ina
prison. I have renounced your doom, and none shall
dare to provoke it. , . [Exit.
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Maur. There's bliss in reversion for you, old codL r,
xit.

Theo. Good heavens! what abrupt barharity. ’TIE true

1 am suunk deep in arrears to these unfeeling wretches,
Oh adveise fortune! how hast thou sunk me! But shall
I basely attempt to force the gentle Balsora into the arms
of a rude, uncivilized clown! No, suneet fugitive! still
she 1emains beneath my humble roof, that ever lsoks gayer
when she smiles. Never, while she deigns to bless it,
shall its doors be closcd against her : never shall the tears
of innocence draw down vengeance on my giey hairs,

while this arm can hft itself to wipe them. [Lait,
[Bavrsora enters from the Cottage, and meets Roz~
ZAR10.]

Roz. Not the wild native, on the icy coast
Of dreary Zembla, leaves hi- darksome cave
To meet upon the suow-copt mountam’s top
The long-desii’d return of Sol’s waim beam,

Gilding the rude cold scene, with half the joy .
I fled yon tow’rs of state, my sweet Dalsoa,
'To catch the lustre of thy sparkling cye,

Love’s emanation! cheering my sad heart.

Bal. $ad, my dear lord! alas! dost thuu know sadness #
I would be sad too, but 1 thy lov’d presence
Joy thrusts out grief, aud all my soul is rapture.

Rapture not felt by Indian pilgiim, when
His weary feet the happy spot attain
That gived him sight where Gangcs’ sacred waves
Roll spaikling to the sun o’er golden sands,
Sole object of his toilsome pilgnmage.
[Enter GRiMALKIN.]

Grim. Ho! ho! madam prude! 1 have caught you,
have I? Vastly well, I declare. By the Virgn! jou
don’t mind being hugged and squeczed to death, meseems,
in a lord’s arms, thongh you couldi’t suffer my son to give
you an innocent kiss without giving yourself the airs of 3
duchess. So, madam! (advancing.)

Bal. Oh hcavens! discovered!  Instantly, my lord,
Retire, 1 do beseech you.

Roz. Ha ! what demon
To this sequestér’d dale led that cuis’d witch?

Bal. Away, Rozzaiio, fly.
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Roz. One fond adieun.

Grim. What, more squeezing and hugging? There!
there’s abomination! Gramercy! 1 am guite putrified
with shame to behold such doings.

Bal. Adieu, my lord!

Roz. My life, my soul, adieu ! [Exit.

Grim. (looking afier him) Ah,’tis too late to run now,
you gormondizing wretch. A murrain light on you! All
the ladies in the country aren't enough, 1 suppaose, to satisfy
your lordship, you must bave shepherdesses too, must you ¢
Not content with taking what grists you please, you must
want the little handful of toll that 1 designed for my dear
boy, monoperizing wretch!  And as for you, impudent
hussy, you ought to be ashamed of yourself, to suffer a
man of his rauk to come within a yard’s length of you.
Why I wouldn’t endure him, if he attempted to offer any
violence to me.

Bal. Hear me, I entreat you.

Grim. Aye, aye, ruination is coming, I foresee plain
enough.

Bal. Retract your invidious calumny,

Grim. 1 1ettact my wuds indeed! no, no. My son
wasn't giand euough for your Royal Highuess-ship! no-
thing less than a lord will suvit your dignificd Majesty.
But I am resolved Gonzanga shall know it.

Bal. Alas! on my kuees I entreat—if pity can per-
suade—

Grim. Pity, indeed! 1 shouldn’t have thought of such
a thing. Where was your pity to my tender boy? unfeel-
ing baggage! You want an emperor, or his holiness, for
a husband, I suppose. Dcpend on’t, madam, you shall
rue the hour when your pride led you to despise my son.

Bal. Stay, stay, relentless and obdurate woman!

Alas! she heeds me not, but flies the vale,
And angel Hope ber golden pinions spreads
To follow her, and leave me to despair. [Exeunt,
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SCENE L. 4 magnificent Armoury in the Castle .{
Gonzanga ; marble statues of victory arranged ou eac
side, holding embluzoned shields and trophies of war,
interspersed with suits of armour, Turkish banners, sa-
bres, &c.: in the middle scene, n grand entrance, over
which is placed a_full-length portrait of Count Ulrick,
holding un infant in his arms.

Enter Gonzanga, Warosa, and MATILDA.

Matilda. | hope, my lord, you approve the style in which
Thave fitted up the Castle for your august lordslxi’p’s re-
ception. 'Tis all dune according to my orders, and work
enough ] have had of it ever since | was intormed of your
lordship’s intended return  Ah, ’tis now nearly eighteen
years ago that you gave us poor old domestics the lionor of
your presence. .

Gon. 1do commend thy care, though not thy taste.

Mat. Now ouly cast your eyes, my lord, round this
magnificent arinoury.® It must do your hcart good to see
how bright I have made the old rusty helmets aiid spears :
why the shields and dagger handles ghtter like the best
warming-pan in the kitchen. The chot-holes in the flags
are all nicely darned und patched ; and that sword, hanging
up yonder, with which the noble Count Ulrick always
fought, I seoured with my own hauds as_bright as the
moon. -

.Gon Ila! with that very sword he sav’d my life

In battle twice.

Mat. And see, my lnd, 1 have placed the portrait of
your late brother, with his dear htile infant in his arms,
( bless his pretty eyes,) directly over the grand entrance to
the saloon. Warosa wanted to burn it the other day, but
¥ wouldw’t suffer him to do it. 1 knew you were always
too fund of your brother not to wish to see his picture
again. My lord, how pretty the sweet innocent looks on
bis fond father ! just as he did on you, my lord, when you
sent him to Yemce.

Gon. Ganulaus old fool! cut of my sight.

Mat. Hol} St. Authony ! what's the matter now ? Fool,
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indeed ! yes, forsooth, to take so much trouble without a
thauk for my pains. Fool, indeed ! [ Exit.

Gon. Warosa, while I've yet a mument’s leisure,

Come near and tell- me—oh! 1 dread to as#it—
Docs he, whose portrait youder blasts my sight,
Speak, does he still. exist ? : ‘

War. He does: and what’s more, 1 think will never
die, for Le,bears his age ia that dungeon with a better
grace than many who enjoy free liberty, and -walk in sun-
shine, .

Gon. How strange aie thy decrees, O fate Supreme!
Thou lengthen’st out the hoary wietch’s years, ,
Thongh waut, grief, aud despair tread on his heels,

War. | am giown quite weary of waiting on him so_
many years— obliged to carry him his food at midnight,
when all the family are in bed.

Gon. \Would he were dead.

War. 1 wish he was.

Gon. Aye, and in heaven, Warosa, hey?

War. Yes, where you sent, eighteen years ago, his—

Gon. Sott! name not the deed; ’tis buried in oblivion.
The tomb has cradled that detested brat,

Sent by capricious fortune to oppose

My passage to the up-hill seat of pawer.

Yet, while Count Ulrick lives—Oh, my Warosa!
Thou must become, ere long, in these dark scenes

A better actor. | have yet to try

Thy zeal and courage. . Oh! there is anact

Thou couldst perform, and by the dread performance
Claim iy soul’s warmest gratitude. '

War. What! would you have me dispatch him ? I don't
much like to have a hand in murder: I'can do any thing
but that.

Gon. Murder! T did not bid thee murder him.

Wheu Brutus in th’ imperial Cassar’s heart

Planted his fatal steel, the patriot deed

Stood to the world confess'd ; in stary shines
“His fame immortal as the poet’s lays]

But "twas ambition nerv’d his arm to stab

A father; and strict justice must acknowledge

‘The crime was murder! worse, 'twas parricige !

Apd do we atand on danger’s frightful brink,
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Yet fear to strike him who would push as in? -

Wayr. Humph! I’ll think on’t.. .

Gon. Thmk on’t! no, good Warosa, cool- reﬂectxon
Comes soon eMough when the dark deed is done.

Wur. Ah, but then 'twill never come alone,”for after-
tboughts are always sure to bring with them that trouble-
some rascal conscience, who worries one like a bull-dog !

Gon. "1's fear that rouses conscience from his slumbers,
Or he would sleep in murder’s gory lap,

Like innocence upon a bed of roses.

War. 'I'o be sure nobody dares to say you are not the
rlghlful heir to these estates.

Gon. So great’s my power, so much I'm dreaded bere,
None dares to breathe a whisper of suspicion.

Duke Casino, the noblest lord in Venice,
Hoas brought Lavema here, his only child,
(For Adcline Lias not been heard of since
She fled the palace,) brought her here to be
Rozzario’s beauteous bride.  'That’s policy
Worthy ¢’en Machiavel lowsself.  Ye gods!
Let mebut gain that powt-—lct me hut see
My son conduct the Princess to the altar,
Hear him pronounc’d her husband, and the heir
To a rich dukcdom, and niy anxious heart
ti* of sorrow, cure or fear.

War. Why then Count Ulrick—-

Gon. Softly! 1 see, crossing the portico,
His highness. l.eave me now. Auon, Warosa,

We'll talk of that again. [Exit Warosa.
[Enter Dus e and Train.]
Behold the splendid trophies, noble Duke, ’

Rozzerio’s arms and mine have from the T urk
In Hungary and Transylvania gain'd.
Duke. Oh I should glory in the field once more - ' .
To meet hin breast to breast! revenge would nerve
This arm, though old, with tenfold tury 5
Revenge for my lov’ d wife, who with her infant,
But newly born, follow’d me to the wars,
Gon. They were surpris’d when on their way téiBuda,
And prisoners taken by a Turkish troop.
Your lady died of grief in Osman’s camp.
Duke. My Adeline, too, 1 do fear, is Jost
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To me for ever! My messengers' -
Have all return’d, without the smallest clue
To her concealment.
[Enter PaLanTRO.]
« Palan. Mylord Gonzanga, a person without, who calls
himself a miller, begs to have admittance to your presence.

Gon. A miller dost thou say, Palantro -

Palan. Yes, iy lord; and he says his mother has sent
him to communicate something of importance to your
tordship.

Gon. Indeed! Go bid him enter.  [Exrit Palantro.

Duke. Good my lord,
Were not those ensigns which with mournful air
Droop o’er your brother’s sword-hack’d shield and helm,
As 'twere in pity of his hapless fate—

Gon. His hapless fate!

Dule. Were they not by him ta’en?
What ails my lord ?
Gon. "I'was fancy~something—nothing now, your
highness ; -

A slight alarm, lest some disastrous tale

‘This uncouth messenger should bring to me,

(Here MauRICE steals in behind, as afraid to enter.)

Maur. (after staring round the armgury, now starts at
the sight of “a complete suit of armour, hung against (me
of ihe pillurs, and exclaims in a low trepid voice) A ske-
leton! murder! murder!

Gon. (starting in’a fit of fury) Ha! what infernal

voice wae that? .

(Tm-rwllfuriousl round, and discovers Maurice, who dur-
;‘ng is speech steals with a sheepish air down oppostte
m.)

How now, fellow!

What is thy business here with me? .

[Exeunt Duke and train,
Maur. Holy saints! how terribly his eyes do glasel
And here is a grand place! I am so frightened, that, by
my mother’s blessing, 1 have forgot what she told me to
say. How d’ye do, an’ please your majesty?
Gon. Well, what important tale hast thou to tell me ? -
Maur. Pray don't look so grand and frightfod, sir; if
you do, I shan’t recollect a word on’t. -
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. Gon. Who has sent thee hither ?

Mau. Why motlier, please your holiness; and ’twas she
who sent me to—10 court that pretty shepherdess, who—
who lives do#u in the valley yonder, to be my wife'; and
so, please your majesty,—but don’t yon be angry about it,
1 attempted to—to—Kkiss her ; when, if you'll believe me,
she gave mie such a dowse o'the chops us made my mcuth
water, and eyes too ! '

Gon. Babbler! answer me to the purpose.

Enter GRiMALEIN hastily.]

Grim. T will deform you, good my loid, of the whole
affair.

Moaur. Saints be praised, that mother’s come !

Gon. Hey-day! what, no ceremony, woman ?

‘Grim. Believe me, my Jord, I was in such haste to let
your mightiness know the shameful tricks of your son, that
I quite forgot my elegant manners.

Gon. My son!

Grim. Yes, my lord; and I think he should have a
care how he meddlcs with shepherdesses.

Gon. What is it you mean ? :

Girim. Why the long and the short of the story is this :
Rozzario, your soh, is over head and ears in love with
Balsora, the handsome shcpherdess of the vale; and you
may depend on’t will convoy her off in a short time and
marry her if—

Mau. ( julling on his knces with Grimalkin.) Oh!
please your holiness not to kill us this time, and we will
never come again.

Grim. Mercy, mercy! only please to hear me: [
assure you by my troth I came out of pure good-will to let
you know the ruination coming on your highmightiness’s
family ; though, to be sure, twas no business of mine, nor
do 1 ever concern myself with other peeple’s affairs, yet [
couldn’t help watching your son and his fair shepherdess
sometimes in their ‘evening rambles. There, my lord, is «
letter, which will convince you ina moment that what I
have said is true.  We scorn reception, my lord.

Gon. 1t is Rozzario’s own hand writing ! L
* Maur. I wish | was but in our old mill again, up to the
eves in barley-mepl—1 see how ’twill be; we shall be
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hoth murdered and bung up here against the wall for a
couple of skeletons, ' o
d:m, (having read the letter.) To honoiglost, wretch!
how hast thou abus’d .
Thy credulous fond father, vile ingrate ! -
Your inauspicious tale, my honest friends,
I now perceive was from the lips of truth ;
And for your kind fidelity to me,
Ye shall be well repaid. At this, my castle,
Long as it may please you, ye may both remain.

Grim. There '—there, my boy ! .

Maur. Bravo, mother'—Long life to your majesty!
Huzza! we shall be nobility folks in good earnest now.
E{ the mass ! but I'll be as fine as the Pope at the ju-

ilee.

Grim. And I, as the Queen of Sheba, when she first
made her appearance before King Solomon.

[Exeunt Grimalkin and Maurice.

Gon. Within, there! (Enter Servants.)

Send the Lord Rozzario here.
Have I with kindred blood my haud distain’d, :
Stabb’d my soul’s peace, and from my pillow frighted
Sweet sleep, save when she comes dogg’d by the fiends
Of hell, making my dreams more horrble
Than ¢’en my waking thoughts '—
To have my glorious purpose thus defeated !

[Euter Rozzario.]

Roz. My good lord, would you aught with me?

Goy. ¢ False boy !
How canst thou stand with that andacious front
And calm composurg in thy father’s presence ?

Roz. The purport of your speech I cannot guess ;

It does amaze, my lord, but not alarm me.

Gon. L'm not to learn thou lov'st a cottage maid :
Hast ¢’en resolv’d to wed the reptile wench,

Aud quit for her thy country, friends, and honor !

Roz. Almighty Powers! and is niy love betray’d?

Gon,, Dost thou know that? (giving the letter.)

Roz. Curse ou my spiteful stars '—

Gon. Canst thou deuy ? '

Roz. Siuce ‘tis in vain that passion to conceal,

That 1 do love, adore, a cottage maid,
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Is true: but she'ie one that far outshines
In ev'ry female excellence and charm.

Gon. Hell! hell l—must 1 bear this! Dar’st thou avow
‘Thy passion, doating maniac, to my face 2
In terms like these? Oh! T will place the wretch
Upon the farmost shore of a dark stream,

So wide and boist’rous, should’st thou venture for her,

Death must alone be thy grim ferryman. (asidc.)
Roz. Rather than lose her,

I wouldto the green earth’s remotest verge

Be banish’d, e’en where nameless rivers flow,

And ever-wintry suns light unknown skies !

"These scenes of pomp my soul will ne’er regret,

Though chang’d for the rude Indian’s dunnest hut ;

So that at eve, when from the savage chace

Return’d, she at the door with eyes s of love

Meets ty embrace, and to our rushy couch,

Sweet smiling like the new-born morning, leads me.

Gon. Romantic fool ! think’st thou I will gwc up
Thosc favorite plans which I've so long pursu’d,
T'o make thee heir to titles and to dukedoms,

That thou a boyish passion mayst indulge { -«
Auswer me truly, as thou hop’st at last

For Heavew’s eternal joys, what I now question.
Say, is that life which fir«t to thine gave being,
Which by thy godhke atd Heav'n did preserve
In: battle on Bulgaria’s sanguin'd plains,

Is it by thee, my nnly son, held sacred ?

Ros. Bear witness for me, all ye pow’rs ubove !
Ye guardian saiuts who led our warriors on
"To plant ou Pagau tow’rs the blessed cross!
Bear witness to the sacred love that fills
This filial bicast for tI’ author of my being,
For whom 1wy heart its last life-drop would shed,
And to shield whom from every lurking ill,
No frightful form that danger’s self can wear,
Shall e’er deter me!

Gon. Then prove that love ;
And save thy wretched father from a deed,
"Fhat Natwre shudders with affright to name,
For from the wild despairful suicide,
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F’en pity tearless turns, and the sad wretchs ...
Who on himself the robbery of life o .
Dareful commits, sinks to th’ uuballow’d graye. ;
Unwept and unlamented.  And wilt thou .~ -~
Y'rom such a deed of guilt thy father save ?

Roz. My life, to save him from a crime so foul.

Gon. Then ou this sword, swear by that dreadful oath,
Which to hear nam'd would frecze thy blood to ice,
And shake thee palsied with expressless horror,

By which 1 swore at the illumin’d shrine »
Of our bless’d lady, on the eve before “
1 took the field against th’ insulting 'T'urk,
In full assembly of all I1ungary’s barons, R
"That | was clear of any accusation,
Which in my absence might be brought against me,
Conceming your late cousin’s and uncle’s deaths. .

" Roz. What ails my dearest father :=—Spcak, oh speak
Your dread commands, and I'll to th’ height obey.

Gon. ( falls on hisnreck.) Now, now then swear

Balsora to renounce—

Renounce forever; and to wed Lavenia !

For by that oath, once more on bended kuees

In solemn dread I swear, never the shame

Of such a base alliance to survive!  (Rozzario staggers
back some puaces and leans against u pillar speechless
with horror. A pause.)

Come my brave boy, and nobly from thy heart

Drive out a passion so inglorious.

Outvic in magnanimity of soul

All antecedent chiefs, as thou hast risen

In arms above them, like a peerless sun

In whose full blaze their starry fame is lost.

Arisge from such low love ; conquer thyself :

Oh ’tis a glorious struggle, boy ! he victor !

And see, striding renown’s brighit rainhow,

How Honor like a smiling « berub eyes thee,

And to that bower of Paradise now poiuts,

Where in the beauteous person of Lavenia

Sits rightful love, and hails thee to ber arnms.—’

What! art thou silent, base, nnfilial monster t—

Quit then my sight, thou bastard to my blood !

My resolution’s fix’d !—Jugrate ! remember
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‘The oath, the dreadful oath has past my lips,
From which no priest on earth can e'er absolve. [ Exit.
Roz. Where, God of mercy, shall I Jook for hope?
Yet Heav'n'’s just laws sanction not tyranny—
Paternal pow’r, when by injustice arm’d,
Threatens in vain.. No, my Balsora, no ; .
They shall not tear thee from these faithful arms—
And yet to be a parricide '—~QOh Ileav’n!
To steep my bridal bed in blood—Oh God!
A parent’s blood !—5hield me, ye pow’rs, oh shield
My fainting soul from such a hornd thought,
Or desperation sure will turn my brain.
Why then to save him, I will lose myself!
To give hin peace, will give myself despair.—
T'll yield her up : resign the beauteous maid
To happier arins, my«clf to hopeless woe.
[Enter BaLsora.]
Bal. Unkind Rozzario! canst.thou, wilt thou lcave me ?
Roz. No : if I do, perdition on me fall.
Oh! who that looks on thy angelic face
Could living bear to lose thee ?
Bal. 1 fear'd thy father might prevail on thee.
Roz. Oh'! he hath sworn an oath so terrible,
That my soul sicken’d at it: swore, he’d not survive
The day that saw mc wed a shepherdess :
Which for a moment stazger’d my firm purpose.
Bal. (aside) I'm glad ov’t ; this will my Rozzario’s love
Prove to the utmost ; and I now will be,
'Till I am his, the humble maid he thinks me.
Roz. Hark! 1 hear footsteps!  Should my sire return
And find me here,—Quick ! let me lead thee hence !
Of this asswied, that let what will betide,
Mis'’ry or bliss, we’ll live and die together. [Ezxeunt.
[Enter Gonzanga.]
Gon. What! is the hot-brai’d lover fled!
If the young hotspur will esponse her,
Like furious Tarquin’s throne-aspiring dme,
Who in her father’s gore her chariot-wheels
Deof-dyed to grasp his crown, my disobedient
Shall o’er my bleeding corse self-butcher'd lead
His plebeian brides
One victim wust at love’s red altar bleed—
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Then her it shall be !—Yes, it myst be so. (going) .
[Enter Wastosa], | ¢

War. My lord, there is one below, an old acquaintance,
who has notseen you, he says, since you left the castle.

Gon. Who is't, Warosa ? ' ‘

War. Michael Aganski. )

Gon. What, the bold captain of that ficrce bapditti,
Who in the forest-circled ruius liv’d
Of St. Auzustine’s abbey ?

War. The same. They have been routed out theres
from once, but they all escaped cxcept two, who were
taken and hung at the entrance of the forest till the bold
crew returned agamn and buried th:ir bones. They are
more than ever the terror of all the country,

Gon. Oh he could not have tim'd his visit better,

Send him up. [Exit Warosa.
This 1s the very fellow to my wish
One who will make no conscicuce of the deed,
Be what it may, so he for the performance
Be well rewar1-d.
[Enter Micnann Acanski]
Welcome, captam, welcome !

Mich. Thank you, noble count. Hearing of your lord-
ship’s arrival at the castle, 1 took the earliest opportunity
of waiting on your lordship to congratulate you on your
victories m Hungary, and to learn if your loidship had any
commands in my way—any piques, jealousies, martial
rivalships, private or public insults to settle. 1 and my
little gallant troop are ready to assist you in whatever way
you may need our se1vices,

Gon. Thou could'st not, fiiend, have come more op-

portunely.
Thy courage and thy faithfulness I've tried,
‘Therefore U'll trust thee. Michael, dost thou know
A shepherd girl who lives not far frem hence,
Much talk’d of for her beauty? .

Mich. What, Balsora ?

Gon. A toad that would into my bosow creep,
And peison all 1ts joys—1’d have her die! :

Mich. Certainly, my lord, whenever you will it, it shall
be done. , ,

Gon. Then take her to your haunt this very evening,

No. X, N.Br.Th. Voulll I

-
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I charge thes be not prodigal of time :
Do it, and thy reward shall far exceed
The atmost limit of thy wishes,

Mich. 1 do not doubt your Yordship.

Gon. At what time ¥’

Mich. At vesper hour the bell of the monastery of .
Francis shall toll her funcral knell.

Gon. Why then to-morrow’s rising sun —

Mich. Shall shine, victorious count, upon her grave.

[ Exeunt.

ACT 1V.
SCENE I. The Castle Gardens,

LAvEN1A is discovered reading.

Lav. "Twas naught around but scenes of rural rest,
Sleep-soothing groves, and bow’is with roses dress’d,
Green lawns with violets show e1’d, where through the glade
The streamlet wand’ring cheer’d the myrtle shade.

Sweet Philomel there warbled all the day,

‘To fan her breast the zephyrs left their play ;
While bleating flocks were softly heard to wail,
Aund shepherds pipmg in the flow,y dale,
There carol'd sweet of love the blushing maid,
Till vesper’s star-illum’d—

Heigho! (shutting the book) 1 mai’ carol of love till
doomsday before my sweet swain will come to ask me a
simple question.—A pretty sort of a gallant my father Kas
hrought me here to marry : a hero turned shepherd '—ha!
ha! ba! 1 hope he carefully tends the Arcadian flocks of
his cottage Venus. I must confess I should like to tagke a

p at her sun-burnt charms, that dare to rival a princess.
[Eater GRIMALKIN 1 a whimsical gaudy dress, viewing
herself in a glassf

Grim. Oh St. Catherine, aud all the saints to boot! my
head is surely turned '—Why 1 was never so handsome in
all my life.” These robes bave made mie twenty years
ygunger than | was when 1 came to the castle.  Oh! if my

man could byt see me now, he’d full down and worship
(-] n
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Lav. Well, by my tonor, it is quite provoking -

To come so far for a husband, on:l 80 fal:l'd, '

So talk’d of, so admir'd, that all the. world”

Euvied the bliss which fortune had design’d me,

And to return a poor forsaken maid. o
Grim. Ah, you have none of my spirit, medam.
Lav. I'll wed the first that offers if he’s rich,

Let him be uglier in his shape and gait

Than thunder-forging Vulcan or his Cyclopes,

Decrepid with old age, a wither'd trunk,

With scarcely a hair left ou his bald pate

To tremble in the wind, and let him have

Baut one eye in his head to see my faults,

And be as dire to look on ‘as the Gorgon’s,

Yet will I think him handsome as the youth

Who pin’d himself to death for his own shadow,

And be his faithful, loving, tender, spouse.

Grim. 1 do think this would be a better match for our
Maurice than the shepherdess. Every body knows who
and what this lady is—Why, as you say, madam, it must
be very mortifying to come so far for nothing. Now 1
can recommend to your highness a husband that will suit
you toa T! a smart, clever—and, by my fackins, here he
comes

(Enter MavRiCE extravagantly dressed, and drunk.}
There, madam, there’s a husband for you! there’s a figure,
face, and air '—Maurice, come here, my dear—Bless me,
what ails the boy? why dont you stand upright? Yem
must know that this lady is a princess ; the daughter of a
duke§ and Rozzario having refused ber, she is resolved to
marry the firit man who makes her an offer. Now, my
dear boy, offer thyself to her in marriage, and we are all
made for ever. Oh! who could have thought my son
would have married a princess ! '

Maur. 1 say, mother, won’t she give me.another dowse
in the chops if 1— .

grm ‘Fish ! go along! (pushing him towards Lavenia.)
. Mwr. Do you want a Kzsband, and please your prin-
cess-ship ! mother says you do; and so if that be the ‘case,
you may have me to supply all your wants-1 beé # cruel
fine gamesome lad in these robes, (hickups) see if 1 ben’t.

Lav. And what would’st do to gain my love ?
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. Maur, ©h, my lady, I -know how to please you: let
me alone for that—I am the boy for pleasing the maidens !
Grim. None like him in all the country, your highuess.

Lav. Art thou of noble family, and rich ?

Grim. Though 1 say it myself, madam, I can boast as
good blood.as any bedy. My grandfather was promoted
to the rank of corporal in the army, and' my fatlier Was
drum-major at the sicge of Belgrade !

Maur. And as for riches, my ludy, why I have got a
fine filly for you to ride on; she isn’t above twenty years
old, and though as bliid as a beetle, knows all the roads
in the neighbourhood as wellas I do.  Then I've got three
pigs, two sacks of wheat, a cow; three tarriers, four cats,
nine kittens, and—

Grim. (stopping his mouth.) Oh you fool !—Why he
is as rich as a jew, madam, and his father can give him—

Maur. The old tumble-down mill, to set np for myself,
‘ut:the cross Turk is so plagny stingy—But siever mind,
we'll have a mill of our own, and 1 have got a fine pair of
mill-stones to begin business with when we are married.

Lav. Ha! ha! ha! Positively you are such an all-ac-
complished youth that if | stay any longer I shall absolutely
fall a victim to—Ilove ? no, laughter ! ta! ha! ha! [ Exit.

Grim. There! as I live, she’s gone !

Maur. Well, and there let her go, what care 1? 1
wouldn’t give a fig for a bushel of your ladies ; when they
are married, one hulf o’em are always a crim-coning it—
Here’s plenty o’ maids without going out of doors for'em,

plumperand rosier by half than your fine ladies. &
Grim. Oh you drunken duuderhead! I shall newer
iake any thing of you. - [Exit.

Mayr. What a paradise this castle is to live in! such
eating and drinkiug! such dressing and strutting! (reeling
aboul the stage.) no female heart can withstand me—But
I'had forgot, L'm a gentleman now without being plagued
with a wife. [ Ease.

&CEI\E 1. A ihick Grove—The sun is seen setting
SR <. behind the trees. oo
Euoter Barsora. s
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£ Sl SONG'. PEEE ST £ XV

w Ix‘anewelly‘thou setting sun !’ towladm chnm

- 'Thy chartot speeds;- while theirsdien

The woodland sangsters hymn, thy last beam shmes

. In the tall grove,

. Where wails the dove, At
Knd where the proud cliff checks the view.

With sober step "and dew—lxespangled flau',
The dim-eyed Eve forsakes her cave, ,
Where morn aud noonshe sleeps, and winds repair
From Sol’s bright ray,
With her to play,
Lull’d by the murmur of the gentle wave.

The shepherds and the damsels of the vale
Prepare this evening in ‘this cloister’d grove
A rustic fete, in honor of the victories
Rozzario’s arms achiev’d in ‘I'ransylvania. .
He promis'd to be here ere they began— \
Hoark ! they are coming! Oh where does he tarry 2w
[Rural music : enter a train of village fcrls acattcrmg
Sowers; then a procession of shepherds bearing Ro
. zario, dressed as a sl;ephmd in g car, covered w;tla
laurels and hung with festoons; others playmg on
Hutes, &c.]
Cnorus.’ -y
Sweetly sound the mellow flute,
. Shepherds sing our hero’s praise,
- Virgins strike the warbling lute, - %y,
And crown him with immortal bays.

r “The glrl.s and shepherds join in a general dance : the
bell of the monastery of St. Francis tolls, and the
action of the scene suddenly ceases: M1CHAEL AGAN-
si1 and several robbers enter : the gzrls shriek and run
off. with the shepherds: Michael motions to- the yobbers,

&ho seize Balsora; Rozzario rushes Jorward to rescue
her, but is prevented by Michael and two of tlze rabbers,
whe struggle with him.) b B
" Much. (to the robbers who hold Balsora) Awqy wxxh

her Jnstantly! you know your orders. . .

[Bdlsom is borne aff by the robbm
Roz. Vlllams ! unband me!
Mich. (In'the slruggle, as Michael is about to stab him,
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he tears part of his disgusse and discovers the star,
ribbom, &e. on_his breast.) Ha! ’tis Rozzario, as I live!
—Renauldo, Godolph, follow me iustantly. (to Roz-
zario.) Go tell thy father he may now sleep in quiet.
[Exeunt Michael and robbers.

Roz. What can this mean /—A light breaks in upon me.

"This is my father’s work.— .

[Enter Waro0zA and Guards.]
Oh, ten thousand welcomes !
My worthy fellows, Heav'n has heard my prayers
Ere they could scarce be breath’d and seut you hither
To rescue heav'nly virtue in distress.

War. Our business, my lord, at present is not knight-
errantry, but to obey your father’s orders, who suspecting
youtlwere in the neighbourhood, sent us to take you to the
castle.

Roz. I am your lord, and if you value life,

Ob’? my orders !
ar. (to the guards.) [learken notto a word he says,
he is as mad as a Bedlamite. Bear him to the castle, as
Gonzanga commanded.
Roz. Oh for the strength of Hercules!
Off, villains '—fiends, forbear !
[ Rozzario struggles with the guards who force him of .

SCENE II1. Another Grove opening on the sea. The
scene gradually darkens to the close.
Enter BrLaMour and BeN.

Ben. Run mc foul of a rock in a storm! if T think we
shall ever fall in with this old hulk of a castle which your
honor is in chace of.

Bel. We cannot surely be far from it now.

Ben. Shiver my timbers! if we can but once come up
with her, we’ll blow ber to the devil. Our gallant admiral
has promised to lay his squadron alongside her walls, and
by my grannum’s squint eye, a few broadsides from our
fleet will soon tumble the old towers on the heads of the
lubberly crew.

Bel. I trust, my brave fellow, we soon shall reach the
palace of Gonzawga. Soou as he left the wars in Hun-
gary and Trans{ivania, he retired with my Rosalinda to the
shores of the Adriatic ; 1 followed him to Venice, where
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I became the friend of your brave admiral, whouse fieet was
lying in the gulph. 1imparted to bim my design of sur.
prising the castle and carrying off the lady Rosalinda; he
promised to aid my enterprize with his fleet, and to that
enr,«—

Ben. Is now cruising off the coast yonder, and will be
as good as his word, An English sailor will never desert
bis friend, like half your lubberly fair-weather sparks, when
he most wants his assistance. Don’t your honor think we
are a set o’ brave hearty fellows? Oh, by old Davy’s
locker, we love to kiss the pretty girls, to empty the flowing
can, and drink the jovial toast, to tip the johe that launches
the joily laugh from the bottom of the heart, and siog and
smoke away all care, then put to sea again to drab the
rascally Freochmen :— Oh they love to show their backs
to the muzzle of an English cannon, that spits fire and
smoke like old litna! .

Bel. I've heard thy nation is the dread of all her foes.

Ben. And envy too, your houor, by reason she’s not to
be matched or conquered : with such brave, gallant armies
on shoie, and so many buruing mountains floating rourd
her at sea, ready to singe the fingers of those who would
be after overhauling her lockers.

Bel. A British sailor is the friend of liberty and the
glory of his country: when, noble Ben, she sinks, down
goes the liberty of Europe with her; and where is the
hero who to the bottom of oppression’s dangerous sea will
bravely dive and bring the drowned goddess u again |

Ben. Blood and thunder! she never will sik, your
hongr! letit blow a hurricane, Britannia spreads her
canvas to the same tempest that would shipwreck half her
enemies. Part my cable in a storm, if I don’t fight for
her as long as she wants my service, though [ should have
only a timber to stand on.

Bel. My gallant Briton, T trust your country, should
you return to it, will reward your valor.

Ben. Return to it, your houor! if—(storm heard at a
distance.) Yeo ho | your houor, we must heave a head, for
1 foresce foul weather coming, we shall have a thunder-
storm presently—oddsfish | and wet jackets too if we dont
bear a hand. ’ b

Bel. Come let us forward then through yonder forest;
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. " X . o
perchanédtisome’ friendly woodman may direct ‘our’étg)s,
or his hut ifford us ai hospitable shelter from the threaten-
ing tenipits.of approdching might. - " [Lireunt.

SCENE* IV. A wild Forest—The stage quite dark :
A tempest with thunder and lightning.
Enter Two RosBEers, draggimg BaLsora, who appears
e “in a swoon. °
~1'Rob. 1Ml carry her no further. '
2 Rob. 1 don't half like this job—and such a dreadful
. night too ! every thunder-clap seems to bawl in our ears,
¢ T’is a villainous act !”

1 Rob. Pshaw! never talk of honor again, and stick at
obeying our brave captain's orders. ~ °

2 Rob. True, I had forgot that :—come then to busi-
ness. (drawing his poinard.)

1 Rob. Stay; we'll tie’her to this tree, and fire at her
by the glimpses of the lightning.  I'll bet you, comrade,
whiat you like, that I hit her at ten paces the first shot.

¥2 Rob. Done! for iny share of the néxt night’s booty.

1 Rob." Agreed. .

Bul. (reviving and fulling on her knees.) Ch! metcy,

mercy ! :

re, oh spare my.life!

‘1 Rob. Thy prayers are vain—Qur captain commanded

. ns to dispatch thee in this forest; aud we never dispute
his orders. - : X

Bal.- Oh say, what have I done, or whom offended,
That 1 should merit death at your fell bands?

1 Rob. ‘That’s not our business : when we are set to
work, we never concern ourselves about the cause; re-
ward is all we have to look to. (Thunder.)

" Bal. Oh! think on the reward which at the seat
Of Heav’n’s alnighty justice is dispens'd :

To the relentless murderer! Henr ye not
His voice, who made the world and all its creatures,
Encompassing the lowliest worm with safety ? ‘
Mark how in dreadfull thunder it forbids '
"Fit* inhuman deed # 4 hile every vivid flash C
Phatto mine eyes yobr forms terrific show, ° o
Reniinds you of that avwful vengeance which ’
Purswes at last the blbod-staid’d-guilty soiil !
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1 Rob. Comrade, listen not to her, but help me to bind

her fast—Here, hold her hands. -
But. Oh spare me, spare me ; mercy, God of Heav'n!

(They fasten her to a tice in the cenire of the stage, she

appears nearly fainting.) »
[Enter GoNzangA ‘and MicuarL AGANSKI through
the trees fiom the top of the stage. Thunder.)

Mich. What! still alive? Come, come, dispatch'—

Tins way, my lord, and you may unow witness the execu-

tivn of your orders.
Gon. My son has from the guards escap’d,

And much [ fcar’d he might prevent the deed

Aund rescue her.  Now let him come, he’ll come too late.
Ba! Ha! another voice !'—

Help, «tranger, help ! for mercy’s sake!
1 Rob. Now, comade, remember ten paces is the bet.

(The 10bbers draw their pistols, retreat on each side, make
ready and present :  Gonzanga is on the side of the 1st
robber, Muichael on that of the 2ud : Balsora shrieks
violently ; and at the moment the robbers present ther
pisiols, Ben enters hastily on the 1st robler’s side : a
vived flush of lightning at the same time discovers to
him 'he situation of the characters on the stuge, he in-
stantly seizes the pistol of the robber next him and shoots
him dead . rapud flashes of lightning : 2d robber fives
at Ben, but musses Ins aim. Ben instuntly springs for-
ward and fells him to the ground with his club: Gon
zanga and Michael draw thenr dagzers and advance
towards Ben, on cacl side of him ; the lightning now
discovers Lo him his situation, he rushes on Michael with
whom he grapples ; as Gonzanga is about to stab him
behind, Belamour enters from the top of the.stage and
advances between Gonzanga and Beu ; a violent flash
of lightning that illumines the whole scene, discovers to
Gonzanga the figure and face of Belamour, his dagger
drops from his looscned grasp, and uftering a cry of
horror, he 1ushes of, folluived by Michael. Rozzario
enters, fliesto Bulsora and refeases her ; they embrage :
Balsora leads Rozzario to Ben, whose hands they press
to their lips in transport, then kneel and relurn thanks
to {leaven. Thewhole passes in a rapid and myster ious
manner. The charagters form a pigture as the scene
closes them in.)
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0 b v !
SCENE V. The inside of Theodore's Cotlage.

Enter Cerisa. (The siorm continues.)

Cel. Balsora nor my father yet returned! Two tedious
hours ha past since he went in search ofher, aud sull the
tempest rages fearfully! Oh, if anyill should betide either,
P’m sure my heart will break. (the rain is heard to beat
against the casement.) Hark! Thear a footstep !—no—’tis
only the patter of the furtous glorm. (knocking at the door.)
The Virgin be praised! that is my father’s knock.

[Enter Treo DORE followed by BELAMouR and Ben.]
Thrice welcome, my dearest father '—But where is Bal-
sora? Oh tell me, hasany ill befallen her ?

Theo. Thanks to Heaven and these valiant men! she’s
well: enquire no further—anon, my child, I will tell thee all.

Cel. Obh, my father, how damp you are !

Theo. Yes, yes, we are drenghed to the skin, but never
mind—In the next room where the crackling fagot blazes,
a flask of Tockay will soon restore our spirits—Come,
gellant friends, and partake of the homely repast my little
humble mansion affords ; never was its wicket shut against
the houseless and distiessed: doubly welcome are ye,
brave men, whose professional hardships alone entitle you
to the rights of hospitality.

Ben. Well said: you have a true English heart in a fo-
reignhulh ! Now sa fe{y movredin your snug little cabin from
the squally tempest, we'll quafi’ success to the poor smlor
who weathers out the stormy night at the helm, nor forget
the brave soldier to his 'firelock braced, who guards with
steady step lns sleeping messmate’s tent.

[ Exeunt Theodure, Belamour, and Celisa.

Manet Ben. Soxe.
Now lightnings flash and thunders roar,
High beat the waves on yonder shore,
Wlile the bold tar smiles at the gales
That whistle through his tatter’d sails ;
Such wasthe eve when from the arms
Of Sall 1 rush’d to war’s alarms,
hass'd from hier chieek the falling tear,
And then embark’d without a fear.

Pale on the beach amid the storm,
Stood teaiful Sall's dejected torm ;
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% “Fhe storm was calm'd, we anchor weigh’d,
And | was borne from the lov’'d maid.
Her hand she wav’d, the wiqg blew fair,
And swell’'d our sails proud Frapce to ,
Again [ sigh’d, saw her no more, '
And lost in distance Britain’s shore. . [Exit.

SCENE VI. 4 Haull in the Castle.—A4 large gothic
window in the centre, which appears occasionally illu-
mined by the lightning—The storm continues.’

Euter WaRo0s A, meeting GoNzaANGA, who rushes in as

' 1f pursued. .
Gon. Distraction! still the infernal fiend pursues me!
Shield me ! Oh sgye me from the horrid apparition!
(Sinks into P#arosa’s arms.)

1

War. Be calm, my lord :
What mean these wild alagmns ?

Gon. Vision of hell! I'see thee still before me,
Mantled in the red lightning’s forked flame !

Oh how he frown'd, Warofa, as my poniard

Was rais’d to end Balsora’s damn’d deliverer!

‘War. Whom do you mean, my lord ?

Gon. My brother’s form it was; such as he look’d
When at the signal given by me, my bloodhounds . .
Seiz'd on him and convey’d him to that dungeon ! —

I'll think no more on’t, or [ shall go mad! '
War. 1s that fair shepherdess brought to the castle ? -
Gon. No, no, she’s sav’d—escap’d; but by the pow'rs

Of darkness, I will have her yet! I'll send

The:robbers to her cottage ere the morn:

I'll not be fool'd by shadows and hobgoblins.

War. Better to let her live—

Gon. And tamely suffer my rebellious spn
To marry her >—Fool! dolt!—never, no never
Shall she be made the young Rozzario’s bride. (Thunder)
Blaze on, ye streamy flames of vivid glare !

And light my bark o’er that red sea of death,

Where to recede is sure perdition ! '

Demons of Homicide! on whose breath rides

The blasting mildew and foul pestilence,

Swell all my sails! let furies steer my helm !

Till I in safety reach that shore, where guilt
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Triumphant-laughs white-liver’d fear to scorn ! *"iﬁg
To make:all sure, before the midnight clock
Shall strike the knell of this departing day,
Another victim on thy kuife must blecd !
War. Whom mean vou, Count ?
Gon. Here, take this dagger.
War. For what puspose?
Gon. lu Ulrick’s—— (Furious thunder and lightning :
- Gonzanga starts, druws back the dagger and seems
io hesttate : a pause.) .
I—no, I will not fear,
Nov longer be the fool of dastard conscience—
Sheath it to th’ hilt in hated Ulrick’s heart!
(grving the dogger. Thunder.)
Let the sulphureous lightnings to maukiud
Display a dismal prototype of dovnsday,
Shrouding in one vast sheeted blaze
The wide terraqueous globe ! 1. et thunders crack
The vaulted arch of Heav'n, till carth convuls’d
Trembles to her foundations ! till her steeples,
Her moss-ggown tow’rs, and sumptuous palaces,
Tumble i ruins, and the fulling 10cks
Dash’d on the troubled ocean far outroar
'The warring clemeuts !—these move not me!
I'd bave it so : it speaks me great, and lifts
My daring soul to acts which weaker minds
With horror clill, to enterprises full of fate,
That make natwie herself turn pale with fear!—
Yes, I will ouward stiide with my design,
Whilst the red lamé-rob'd bolt of augry Jove
Preccdes my steps and awes the frighted world !—
Thy cheek is blanch’d ; fegr trembles on thy lip ;
And pity through thine eyes looks out in tears l—
What ! from the pledge that will secure us both
Beyond the reach of danger shrink ¢ What lack the oouuge
To steal life’s grief-worn ghred, its last sad remnant, -
From & poor wmdx whem thou so long hast robb'd
Of ev ry aleam of joy to wear it out in? - <
Fool! dv veller ‘—why to him the blade. of death
1s mercy’s sweetest boon—Give back the dagger o o
And my ownhaml— 1 ;. . W R g
IVar. suppose, my lord, you wm to n'tsmm him nace
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more o' Kberty ; 4nd as he has no son, you must iu time
become possessor of his cstates honorably, and so ease

your conscience,

Gon. Forbear, forbear ! what, coward ! dost thou think

When the dup'd world believes his fleshless bones'
Iu sowe dark cavern of the ocean sleep - '
Sea-weed entounb'd, that I as with the pow'r

Of magic, wili his ghastly skeleton

Reaunimate, give hitn once more to life,
And on his long-beunighted cye-balls pour
The golden balin of Heav'n’s reviving day-light ?
Could [ endute his woe-begotien plaiuts ¢

<udure to hear bis feeble voice exclaim,
« Restore, thou cruel biother, to these arms,

My son ; my ouly sou by thee torn from me !”
Eternal 1acks ! in such a frantic moment

I should my dawger bary i his beart!

Should curse his fleetiug soul, and raving tell him,
I wurder'd—(Thunder.) Yes, oh God! 1 mwder’d
That lovely, much-wrong'd babe !
Oh, my Warosa! not this sumptuous castle  ,
With all its rich domains, not all the triumphs
My arms victorious o’er the Turk have gain'd,
Which oft in festive halls and sylvan bow’rs
"The hards to hst’ning nymphs and warriors sing,
As they the harp’s soft chords in rapture sweep,
Nor all the homage which my vassals pay,
Cun ease the pamgs of this guilt-poison’d soul !

IWar. Theu let Count Ulrick live.

Gouri Not three hours longer for an empire !
Soft squeamish fool! 1 have already barter’d
My eveilasting peace for wealthand pow’r,
And shall I live another day in fear
To lose it all ? to lose all fame and glory,

And ou a public scaffold, midst the groans

And curses of that rabble who now tremble

T'o meet ufy slightest fiown, make my lust exit ?
No,no; he dies ere miduight ! —

Mark me ! when in this castle’s glittering halls
"Fhe splendid banquet waits my numerous guests,
As from the shrine of love 1 lead my bride,
Return that weapon with his hfe-siream reeking.
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War. As soon will I return it reeking with Sy own,
thou merciless devil. (aside.)

Gon. This is a night clad in the Stygian woof
Of hell, when witchcraft and her fierce-eyed hags
Ride on the whirlwind’s lightning-pluined wing.
But love, at mdnight, like a new-orb’d sun,
Shall rise to light me to my Rosalinda’s arms,
And with his golden beams dispel the gloom,
That dismal gToom of jarring passions,
Which in my tempest-beaten bosom brood,
And lead me, ere the roge-lipp’d morn awakes,
‘T'o pleasure’s seat, secure of peace and joy ! (Exit.

ar. Savage! monster! devil! this {ast design of thy

vengeful cruelty has made a sjncere repentant of me.
‘Too long has thy power bound me a villain to thy interest.
T’ll break the bonds, and once more pray to Heaven for
mercy. What if | murder Count Ulrick? The dread se-
cret will then rest with me; and to seal up my mouth,
fear will tell the monster it must be done with the cold
impression of death, Awake, Ulrick! revive! live once
more to hope ! [Exit.

SCENE VII. A4 Room in Theodore’s Cottage.

Tueopore, BeLaMour, BEN, and CeL1sA, discovered
at a _frugal supper.

Bel. Now then, my good old friend, Ull give you a
toast. Here’s sweet Rosalinda. (drinks.)

Ben. And here’s my sweet Sal.

Theo. Here’s the heroic deliverer of Balsora. Permit
me, noble youth, ere you proceed to reconnoitre the castle,
to entreat a narration of your history.

Bel. My generous host, it is not worthy your attention.
I have been brought up in camps, and nursed in the rude
lap of war. By my valor in the ficid against our Pagan
foes, I obtained the favor and esteem of my commanders,

I%eo. O gallant youth, say what illustrious ancestors
claim the honor of calling thee son ?

Bel. Alas! it is my musfortune to be ignofant of m
birth, ignorant of what lineage I am descended ; yet oft
fancy ’t1s no vulgar blood that circles in these veins, and
lifts my soul to ddeds of bright renown; snd sthce no
earthly parent vouchsafes to own me, and to the bosom of
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my logt family restore an orphan, I would aspire to be
the founder of a truly noble one. A Venctian soldier,
reared me up and trained my yonth to arms, taught my
infaut lips to call him father ; but when languishing with a
mostal wound on his Jying pillow, he confessed with deep
remorse, that landing on these shores, in his passage to the
battle of Lepanto, he and some of his comrades tore me
from the arms of a peasant, regardless of his prayers and
tears.

Theo. (rising in an ecstasy of joy) Propitious Powers!
and have ye heard at la<t my howly orisons, and restored
once more to these transported arms the long lost, long
despaited of, Ferdinand, the son of all wy hopes, my
noble boy! ( ﬁtlliu%on his neck.)

Bel. Mysterious Providence! art thou my father ?

Theo. Unsleave thy arm, that | may kiss a mark, stamped
there indelible by natyre’s finger.

Bel. Here, here behold it.  Yes, now I know thou art
indeed my father! Thy warm embrace, thy tears convince
me—Ob, my father! (embiacing him ) Nay, do not weep,
since your Belamour lives, and is 1cturned to crown the
bright evening of your days with happimess and honor.

heo, Thou art mdeed. Iong dil I retain the languid
hope thou mightest yet one day return, till worn out with
time, it sunk a vicum to despair. How oft the live-long
day have 1 watched from my cottage door, with tearful eye,
cach traveller that passed this valley’s road, in the anxious
hope I might discover in some one’s form my orphan boy.
But no more indulgence to melancholy—these tears flow
from the fountain of delight, my Ferdinand; with themn
grief cannot mingle now one bitter drop, since thou dost
still swvive,and 1 have found thee! Butl must tell thee
I am not so blest as to be thy father.

Bel. Indeed! Oh tell me then who are my parents.

Theo. Listen to my story. Wandering, (now some
eighteen years ago,) through a silent vale, two leagues from
the castle, overhung with embowering woods, hetween
whose trembling leaves the moonbcam shot a faint and
checquared light, [ saw thee, a little cherub, smiling in the
arms of a devil, whose uplifted poniard gleamed against
thy throat, Urged by compassion, I rushed on the ruffian,
wrenched from his gripe the murderous weapon, and
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buried it tp the bilt in his own heart. Ilis last breath ex<
claimed, ¢ thou hast saved me from a damning office,
imposed on me by the tyrant Gonzanga—that babe—
(pointiug to thee, Ferdinand, as thou clunged, screamting
with affiight, around my neck)—is the only son of the de-
ceascd Count Ulgick, Gonzanga’s brother, and heir to
youder castle and its rich demesnes;” then with a groan,
closing his cyes in blood and dust, he expired.

Bel. Almghty Powers! then I'm Couwnt Ulrick's son!

Theo. Thou art indeed. Stiuck with astonishment and
horror, T plunged the cut-throat into a newbbounng
stream, then bore thee home to my cottage, and (herished
thee with paternal tenderness, hoping one day 1o sec thee
lord of the Castic of Gonzanga. Dut seaice twihve
months had passed, when that tarions soldwer, iupelied by
wanton cruclty, (for other motive he had noune,) and aided
by his brutal comrades, tore thee from me, fled to the sca,
and 1aised the swelling sails to catch the winds, that soon in
triunsPh far beyond my sight wafted the opening bud of
all my hopes.

Bel. You shall be my father still. (embracing him.)
Tale of mystery and delight! My Rosalinda shall now, in
her poor soldier of fortune, find the nobly-descended Leir
of the illusirious Count Ulrich.  Ere midinght, we will
surprise and enter the castle, when this good sword shall
do me ample justice. ‘

Theo. Ah! dost thou consider the puwer of Gonzanga,
and the sticngth of his castle?

Bel. Fem uot, my father; 1 have in a neighbounng
wood a troop of trusty soldiers, and off the coast ndes an
Euglish fleet, both ready to md my enterpnize. They are
to be diawn up before the castle; and ware the towers
Luilt of stoff impregnable to all beade, an Luglish tleet
would level them. But come, we must bence. Go you, my
brave Biiton, and bid my soldiers lie in ambush near the
castle. I must again on board the fleet, to form our plavs
of attack, from thence, disguised, 1ctuin to the castle, (for
’twere not fit in this agtire that I should enter it,) to learn’
whaut is doing withun ts walls, and obtam av juterview with
my Roswalinda.  Anlour beuce, mect we on ther shore, a
httle west of the ald Pharos, whose shudowy light by tlus *
titue gleawss ou the rocks below, ;
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L]

Ben. T will, my lord. [Ezit Ben.

Bel.. Adieu, my father, for a while. When next we
meet, I shall be lord of yon proud towers. it,

Theo. Heaven's blessing and protection follow thee,
brave youth! Now, Gonzanga, thy reign of tyranny
draws to a final close. Soon will the fwr-sounding thun-
der of Britain blast thy laurels; soon from thy back tear
off the ill-got robe of splendid power, and bare thee
naked to the eye of public scorn!

ACT V.

SCENE L. The Castle Terrace. The Moon rising from
the Sea. .
Euter Rosavinpa., -
Ros. The storms are past, the winds retir'd to rest,
While its soft lullaby the baleyon sings, )
On youder gently-awelling billow’s bosom,
Where now the venturous bk its white wings spreads.
And see, how on the magic mirror biight
Of the smooth sca the tall moon calmly looks,
"Fo view her radant face reflected there.
But ab! with.anxious eye in vainl watch
T'o hail the bark that hither wafts my lord.
Ah mel perhaps
The tempests have entomb’d hiin in the deep !
Methought but now his shost roli'd on the tide,
Where round yon rock its blue waves loudly roar’d.
“ Weep not for Belamour!” it seem’d to say,
¢ For he must never mote to thee return,”
[Enter LLavenia.]
lav. Ohmy dear Lady Rosalinda, T am so glad to find
you. Po youknow, [ have prevailed on your gay spark to
have a grend masquernde before he squires you to the
bridal altar. 1 have been «tudving this halt hour in what
chatacter to appear ; huve deternined at last on that of a
sheplidvdigss, with a garland and crook in my hand; then
+ lot me cagch my runuway sylphid of the woods by theleg,
what a delightful acene of raillery I'll have with him. (the
Castle windows appear graduully to be illuminated.) Well,
No. X, o Br. 1. Vou.llL K
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I declare the Castle assumes a gayer aspect alreaty than it
has worn of Inte. The suloons of state are lighting up ,
and see how the torches blaze from the windows, shedding
80 bright a day around, that poor Signora Luna seems
reudy to hide her face in a cloud fur envy.

Ros. Would 1 were disencumbes’d from dull clay,

And sailing on the bosom of yon cloud,
Behind whose fleecy folds the winking moon
At bo-peep with her watery image plays.

Lav. 11l within this half hour I have been absolutely
dying with ennui, for this castle’s sombre appearance
made me faucy myself in one of the old enchanted palaces
of romance, and the vpening of a door threw e inte
hysterics. But what ails you, fair Lady of the Crescent
You look as if you were going to your grandmother’s fun~
ral, instead of your own weddmg.

Rous. Alas! these scenes of gay luxurious riot
€Can raise no glow of joy on my pale cheek,

Forn ¥rom the arms of my firstlove, a youth
Endow’d with every manly giace and virtue,

I now, ere two swift-passing hours are fled,
Must, they say, at the altar plight wy faith,

"To one whose touch to me is far more loathsome
Than the dire basilisk®s death-giving kiss,

Or meet the dark tomb’s welcomer embracs,

Lav. Perhaps your first lover, lady, was superior iu
power and riches to Gounzanga, some three-tailed bashaw
or vizier.

Roz. He boasted, madam, nor of wealth nor power.
Brave youth, his sword was all his portion,

With which be through a thousand hostile ranks
Hew’d out a road to never-fading honor.

Lar. Oh, bless me! turn where I will, the extravagant
and high-painted features of romauce present themselves.
One is dying for a girl that keeps sheep, bgcause she hap-
pens to have a tolerable face; another fuor 4 man w
wears a brave sword by his side. What folly to love a
man for no other reagon than his bgii]ng 3 man, Joveis
the least substantisl blessing on earth, and manly Wweon-
stascy gives it the wings of a swallow, for ever flying with
the summer of pr&smty. Oh! I'"should espire at the
iden of running after it.
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Ros. Love, virtuous love, in this sublunar state,
1s heav'n’s best image, and its sweetest foretaste.

Laz. Charming rhodomontade, upon my word. But
pernut me to say, madam, that, in my humble opinion,
vonr present lover is as preferable to your former one, as
a dnmond to a street pebble : not that 1 pretend to say
e pafict. To be <ure, he has an eye that darts fire

*hhe a 12ame dog-star, under a scowling brow, as daik asa
thunde:~lond, and a face not altogether of the softest
cast; and then he stides along as if he thought the world
with all 1ts pigmy race o contempuble for bis highness’s
preat toe to tiead on. Yet what of that? Can your pretty,
smooth-faced deary cut you out with his sword a splendid
equipage, blazing umid a thousand attendants, or a road to
place, precedence, and power 5 pay your debts of houor,
unless he cuts off the head of your ercditor; or present
you at comt as the bride of a conqueror, at whose name
all Hungary trembles; and make you mistiess of a castle,
equal to the 1esidence of royalty itsclf?

Ros. Oh happier far would be to me the cottage,

If that my Belamour was its lov’d tenant;
Fou then the sunshine of unclouded peace
Would through its lattic’'d casement ever smile.

Lav. O dcliver me from such Gothic heroisin! 1
should as soon be prevailed on to take a flylug Ieap from
the Leucadian rock, as to staive in a cottage with the
handsomest beau that ever woishipped himselfat a looking-
glass.

. [Enter GoNzANGA.] i

Gon. 1 come your humble messenger, fair ladies;

All things are 1eady for the masquerade. .

Laz. Thanks, my good lord, I must fly sans compli-
ment 10 get ready. [ Lexit.

Gonr. Now, Rosalinda, let me lead you where
A thousand sperkling females swim around
In mazy circles, shining in thy absence
The radiant galaxies of this gay night.

Come then, thou beauty’s sunbeam, come and reign
The peerleds goddess of the glittering scene.

Ben. (without) Tow him along, my boys=—this way—

yeo ho! stérdy there.
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[Enter BN from the sea-shore, followed by twa othe:
Sailurs, carrying BELAMOUR as drowuedl.

Gon. Ha! who art thou that at an hour libe this
Hast dared so boldly to intrude ?

Ben. Can’t your honor see who 1 am by the colors I
carry? | am a British suilor, who fears neither wind nor
tide, and always ready to give the enemy a peppering, und
serve my friend in distress.  Strolling along the shore just
now, 1 saw his honor here, whose boat was capsized by a
squall, louncing about in the waves, and calling for help;
I plunged in, swain forward, but before 1 could reach his
bowsprit, down he pops like a plumb-line ; I dived after
like a salmon, caught him by the bair, brought him to
land, and towed him in bere, the fisst port 1 could make,
in hopes a good dram and a little attention might bring
hiin about again. Lay him down, my hearties, and call for
some brandy—quick. 1'm sure the gentleman wou't be
angry, if he has a bit of the same stuff in him that an
Engrishman's built of, but be happy to have it in his
power to pump fresh life into any poor drowned fellow-
sailor he meets with on the stormy ocean of life.

Gon. Hence, nsolent! and babble to thine equals.
How dar’st thou thy unbidden face obtrude !

Ben. Intrude! damme if an Englishman was ever
ashamed to show his face yet, in any qaarter of the globe.

(Gon. Audacious!

Ros. (advancing towards Belumour) 1l-fated youth '
Whoc'er thou art,

I pity thee. The eye of thy sad love
Will oft be dimm’d with sorrow’s hopeless tear,
As on the beach in vaiu she waits to hail
Thy long wish’d-for 1cturn to her fond arms.
Ben. Why dou't somebody biinghim some grog?
(Ben half raises Belamour from the ground. Rousalindu
approaching him, throws off his hat, discovers hi;
Jeatures, shricks, and falls Lifeless on him.)
Gon. Slave! wretch! whom hast thou hither brought >
what means
That picrcing shriek? this horrid pause in life ?
Rewive, my Roslnda! Help! within there!
[Enter SeLrMa, who raises RosALINDAL]
Reptile! I'll have thee burnt alive-——inpaled-—
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' R_:’f'(reviving) Here, cruel tyrant, plant thy vengeful

R ger .

Deep in my breast ; butspare, Oh! spare my Belamour.
Gon. Spare whon! Revive, or thon wilt drive me mad !
Ros. (shrieking) Ha! there he lics! so pale, so cold in

death!

O hide me from the killing sight !

Gon. Distraction !

Why who lies there? Bear hence that drowned wretch,

And to the bottom of the ocean plunge him.

Ben. Avast there! you may be a first-rate three-decker
in this country, foraught I know ; but if any body dares to
touch hun ull I am sure he’s as dead as my grandmother
in Holbeach church-yurd, they shall taste what an Eng-
lishman’s fist is made on.

Gon. Plagues blister on thy tonguc !

Ben. Yes, and if 1 had you on board, a few round:do-
zens at the gang-way would plague you with blisters on the
back, but never thump humanity into your heart!

Gon. (drawing his dugger) Am 1 to be the sport of

slaves !

Ben. Not at present; for, burn my shirt, if a free-born
Briton will ever be a slave to foreign or home-bred power )

Ros. (catching Gonzangd’s arm) Oh! hold, mny lord,

alas! for paty.

Bel. (reviving) "Ye guardian Pow’rs above! where

amn 1?
Ros. He. lives ! he breathes! he speaks! it was his
; voice!

Gon. Madness! whose voice ? .

Ros. O mercy, Heaven!

If Belamour beholds me, we are lost !

If 1 go hence, what will become of him?

Bet. Aud have | reach’d the heavenly shores of peace ?
Thisthe Elysium of the happy?

Ha! is my Rosalinda here before me,

Aud come the first of heav'n’s cherubic train

Her Belamour to welcome?  Bliss transporting !

Bless'd be the hour in which the waves entomb’d me.

Come, lovely spirit, to these out-stretch’d arms.

( 4sBelamour .rushes forward to embrace Rosalinda,

Gonzanga comes beiween them to stab him: but the
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moment he calches the eye of Belamour,.hg starts,
and stuggers back, convilsed with horror a#d con-
Jusion.)
Gon. From thy dark gulf, O bell ! what fiend has risen
"To ape a sevond titme my brother’s form f
Oh! that blood-freezing face, eye, shape, and air,
Unnerve wry arm, unman me, quite !
"The fear uf the poor whining babe is now
To mine the vanut and top of courage !
Ros. My lod, the noble youth has uot recover’d
s perfect seuses with yeturning fife.
You are mistahen, sir 5 (signijicantly to Delamour) I'm not
the lady
You take me for.  Heavn grant he comprehends me,
Come, lct me lead thee hence into the castle,
And with some cordial draught restore thy reason.
+ ofzon. He shall not hence! ‘ihere’s treason lurking near
i me!
What ho ! my guards! my guards!
. (goes towards the Caslle.)
Ben. Ob, fire and smoke! in my haste to save your
honor’s life, I've towed you into an enemy’s port, I see
now. Weare within gun-shot of that devil, vour uncle;
but Tll staud by you to the last drop in my veins.
Gon. What ho! a guard! quich, bither send a guard!
Bel. 1 see it too, brave man ; but heed uot me.
Speed for thy life on board the English flect,
And bid your admiral hasten to my re:cue.

Ben. We'll rescue you, and make black whiskers yonder
shake in his shoes. . [ Exit.
[Enter GuaAwrbps.]

Gon. Seize on that traitor iustantly.

Los. Oh hLeavens!

Gon. Now tell me, villain, who thou art. .

Be/. Villain, proud man, I'm not; but well [ know
That title thy demerits justly claim.
Frown on, bold tyrant, | defy thee, - .
Fen to the teeth! and though thy prisoner, now
Outdarc thy proudest doring.

Gon. Fool! madpan!
Thou canist not, vain hravado, me affright.

Bel. Soon, base assussin, will the fire wing’d shaft
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OF the Jotig’ patient Heav'ns transfix thy soul
With'diré astonishinent and wild affright!

Soon shalt thou tremble 'neath, that very arm,

Which long ago thou think’st to dust has crumbled?
Yes, man of blood! that arm which, once to thee
Lifted its little hand in supplication,

And begg'd in vain for mercy, ere the morn

Shall in loud thunder en thy helinet clash,

And cleave thee to the chine.

Gon. Furies seize on thee?

Hence with the miscreant, guards—Iload him with chaing,
And drag him to the castle’s deepest dungeon!
(Belumour is drugged tnlo the Castle by the Guards.)

Ros. Oh! who will save thee now, my Belamour ?

1l fortune light on him who brought thee here!

Yet he preserv’d thy lite—1 will not curse him.

Gon. (in a profound reverie) And can it be ?—the worm

I thought my heel N

Had crush’d, grown to a hydra, full swell'd with verions, +/

T'll tread it out—scotch him to atoms !—

Y’ll not be gull’d a sccond time by fate.—

It cannot be—and yet it must be so—

His looks, his words, were daggers in my heart!

Why then has [Heav'n inverted nature’s laws,

And death given life to its own image!

No—if it be hiln—and he it must be—

The damned villain then was false, and spar'd him.

Ros. In mercy look, Gonzanga, on a wretch
Driven to the very brink of fell despair.

If ever thou didst know what ’tis to love,
Snatch me from madness, save my Belamour.

Gon. In one dire night my brother and my nephew
Both murder’d! and by him who should protect them !—
Horror not to be thought on'how then done ?

Yet done it must be—uye, and quickly too!
Come then, ambition, and thy fiends of darkness,
Possess my inmost soul, :
Stop up my ears from pity’s pleading voice,
Steep every sense and passion but revenge

In Lethe’s wave, till the sad tragedy

Be ended, that remorse, like a spectator,

May not intrude to damm the death-chok'd scene,
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And vengeance leave the act unfinish'd,

Ere the green curtam of the. grave shuts out

All observation.

Ros. Wake fiom thought profound.
Plan not the death of Belamour, if thou
For mercy hopest from Heav’n at thy last hiour.
Hearme! | do command thee, hear me.

Gon. Who tlh’d of hearing? 1 can nothiug hear
But dying groans smother’d in gushing blood !
Hark! who scream’d murder! Ha! off, sorceress, off!
Thou hast betiay’d me, traitress ! biought hum here
To sink me deeper in damnation !

‘Come to the altar. Ha! what's here ? blood! blood!
[Enter Auendants. GoXzaNca sinks into their arms,

v and is borne into the Castle.)
Ros. His conscience makes him mad. Such ever be

‘The fearful pangs of tyrants. W hat brings thee hcre ?

o [Euter Brn.]

% Ben. My feet, madam, that mistook their right course
to stecer just now, in my hurry to sheer out of guu-shot,
and so brought me into the Castle, where I've been lost
between decks till I lost all my breath, runuing up ladders,

. and down ladders, from stem to stern, aud here | am ar-
rived at the very port | sailed from. [ was shy of asking
ny way, for fear of being seized by some of the enemy’s
cruizers. :

Ros. Did not my Belamour send thee for aid?
Oh say, has it the pow'r to save him ?

Ben. Power, my lady! Has old Neptune, wken he's in
a passion, any power to lash the rough sides of the rocks?
or the sun to melt snow under the ne? 'The aid he ex-
pects, and shall have, is no less than the aid of the English
fleet. That aid under which half the globe are glad to
moor for shelter from the sweeping tempests of oppres-
sion and slavery. Half a dozen broadsides, madgm, will
shiver these old towers to atoms.

Ros. Harx, | hear footsteps. Should it be Gonzanga, -
Thy death is certain ; awd with thee must perish -

iv'ry 1emaining hope. I will conduct thee

Over he draw-biidge to the shore below, . -
Thou'lt not be noted-now; for in the castle . -
Reigns nanght but masquerade aud revclry,

+
R WL

-
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Come, follow me ; and may thy country’s genins,
Who still protects the brave, spread her bright shield,
"That guards pale Europe’s bosom, o’er our heads.

SCENE IL. A4 Room of State.

Enter Rozzario, aud Bavrsora in the habit of a Page.

Roz. Why dost thou tremble, sweet ? no robbers lurk
Within these castle walls to harm thee, love,

Nor will suspicion’s prying eye discover,
Dazzled with glittering pagcantry and pomp,
Thy sex beneath that page’s gay attire.

Bal. 1 shudder at the past, and fear the future.
Like a poor sailor cast on some wild coast
Barbanan and-unknown ; by turns his heart
Jous at his safety as the wreck he views
Storm-mantled sinking in the surge, then droops
With gloomy presuge of his luckless doom.

Roz. 'The storms are past, sweet love, and all to come
Shall be unclonded joy.  Haste to thy chamber,
Where splendid robes anart thy putting on,

Which I prepar'd for thee agunst our flight,
T promis’d my impatient sire to fead
Lavenia to the altar in an hour:

But clad in rich attire, and closely veil'd,
‘Thou art th’ enchanting she I'll thither lead,
Deccive the priest, my father, and the duke,
And plight to thee my eveilasting faith.

Bul. Ah! but the princess—

Roz. Do not fear thee, sweet.
By kind Stephanza’s aid I've manag'd so
That she and her attendauts are now prisoners
In the custle’s unfrequented western tow'r ;

W here, till the ceremony is perform’d,
And we embark’d for Frauce, they shall remain,

Bal. Oh excellent!

Roz. Haste then, my lov'd Balsora.
Between the western moonlight-pointed rogks
A bark lies anchor’d to couvey. us hence ;
Fortune unfurls the sails, quick, let us fly,

And leave grim lurching danger and mishap,
Panting in vain o’ th’ far-off beach to reach us.
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Ye winds, be but propitious now, and waft us safe

To Gallia’s sunny shores. " [Exeunt.

SCENE [il. A4 Dungeon bencath the Castle, with a
lamp pendent from the roof, on one side a staivcase.
Brravour /s discovered in chains.

Bl Not midnight yet?  How tedious wears the night,
As il the tacdy limping witch conspir'd
With hell and the usurpsr to protract
The hour of my deliverance.—

Ha! who’s there? a fiiend or foe?
[Euter Warosa, down the staircase.)

War. Behold this dagger!

Bel. 1 guess thy fatal purpose.

Yei ere thy coward hand presumes to strike
An unarm’d prisoner, shackled fast in irons,
Know, ruflian, that this castle and its lands
Arc my inheritance by right of birth!
g b s he

The blow thou aim’st at me, strikes at thy lord,
‘For 1 am noble Ulrick’s son aud heir.

War. 'I'ly speccl: and features confirm the worst sus.
picions Gonzanga's fear surmised, when he bid me plunge
this pontard in thy heart.  ButI detest him and his bloody
purpose, andam come thy friend and geliverer.  Yet, be-
fore [ release thee from the tyrant's gripe, solemmly pledge
thy honor thou wilt pardon the crimes of one who has se
long beeu the guilty tool of tyranny ; swear bat that—

Bel. Whatc'er thy crimes, since with repentant hand
Thou strick’st not at my life, I swear, by all
My hopes of happiness, my soul forgives thee.

War. ‘Lhen learn to thy unutterable amazement, that thy
nuhappy fatlier lives !

Bel. Eternal heav’ns! my fathier lives, say’st thou?

O lead me to him, let me once behold him.

War. Come follow me then to his dungeon, within
whose gloomy portal no footstep but mine for cighteen
years has entered. .

Bel. Alas! my injured father! Quick bring me to his

presence., ‘

War. Becalm. *1 had resolved, gre your arrival, to re-
veal him this night publicly before the assembled nobles at
the banquct; but at the marriaé'e altar I will confound the
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tyrant with his presence. Soft; ere we quit the ,prigon,
put on this mask and domino, that you may escape from
the castle unobserved amid the midnight revel.

Bel. Now, tyrant, soon, and to thy woe, thow’lt learn
A deed of blood, long buried in the womb
Of dark oblivion, fromn its grave shall rise,
And blast the murderer ; though he wears the mask
Of sceming virtue, till the hand of time
Silvers his locks, yet Feav'n's red arm shall strike,
And yield the monster up to justice!

SCENE IV.  The Iuside of a Gothic Chapel, splendidly
lluminated.  On one side of the grand altar a mag-
aificent tomb, decorated with trophies of war, &c. with
this inscription, “ Sacred to the memory of the most
noble and renowned, but unfortunate, Count Ulrick,
who was drowned when bathing i the Adratic Sea,
June the 25th, 1382." A fieure in complete armour
lying on the tomb. On the other side of the allar, a
monument with an infunt sleeping o il, and the follow-
g iuscriplion on a tablet at its fect : * Erected to the
memory of Ferdinaud, infant son and beir of Count
Ulrick, who departed this life, a few months after his
father, at Venice.”

Linter a procession of Iirgins, with garlands, &c.; then a
train of Monks, 1 the habits of their different orvders,
with lighted tapers; in the contre the officiating Priest,
with lns mitre and 10bes on, followed by OrRLANDO and
a band of Soldiers, with wmartial trophies, &c. Enter
Rozzanio, leading Bavsora, richly dressed, her face
hid beneath a long jlowing weil, follvwed by Gon-
7ZANGA, the Duwe, and a mumber of Lords, Ladies,
Kuights, Attendants, Armorial bearers, &c. The
Priest ascends the steps of the high altar, the organ
playing, as the first part of .the procession enters, soft
and sacred musie, then loud and warlike strains, which,
again change to a grand and full chorus. Rozzario
and BavLsora advance (o the steps of the altar, where
they kneel, and the Priesi joins their hands.

Priest. 1 join in the holy bonds of matrimony the Lord

Rozzario, Count of the holy Roman empire, and her

Avgust Highness the Princess Lavenia—
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Lat. Stay, ghostly father, till I come then, for I am
the ouly lady to whom that name and title belong in this
castle, and appeal to his llighness the Duke to identify
me.

Roz. Confusion!

Duke. Thou art indeed my daughter, and I own pe
other.

Gun. Oh! racks and torments! curs'd perfidious boy !
Though at the altar now she clsims protection,

By great revenge, my sword shall drink her blood!
For with her hfe such daring damn’d presumption
Can only be aton’d! ;

Roz. (throwing himself between his father and Balsora,
in an attitude {o receive the blow) Thou cruel Nero,
Now then strike ! for ere thy life-bereaving blade
Shall shed one drop of that lov’d angel’s blood,

* Thou through this heart shalt carve its passage out,
And we'll together die! or bleeding love,
Meeting it there in every gushing vein,
Will robit of its cdge, and 1t shall reach
The sweet Balsora harmless.

Lav. There’s heroism for yon! there’s love and chi-
valry!  But hold, wy lord, (fo Gonzanga) dow’t be in
such a passion. Let me take a peep at this goddess, who
has descended from the shies to tend sheep, and wrested
the heart of such a hero from a princess. (She advances to
Balsora, and thowing aside her veil, exclaimsy Eternal
Puwers! my sister Adeline!

Duke. What do I hearr what do miite eyes behold ?

It is, it is ifdecd my Adeline!
Where hast thou been? why didst thou, silly girl,
E'er leave the shelter of thy father’s arms?
Alas! I had forgot how cruelly
P’ve treated thee. Wilt thou forgive me, sweet ?
Revive, look up, and if thou caust forget
T'hy sire’s barbarity, his pardon secal
Upen the grief-worn furrows of his cheek-
Wﬂthy balm-breathing lips.
8oz, Ob, thou sweet dissembler ! ey
«Duke. Ah! it has cost thy father many a tear, ...
That ever he shoald force this lovel; form,. R
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Rear’dip a palace with the tenderest care, R
'Fo feel, unshelter'd, driven from home and friends,
'The various changes of th’ inclement skies. _
"I eannot bear to think on’t, Adeline. ’
Bal. Oh think of it né more, my dearest father,
Be reckless of the past, enjoy the present,
« And contemplate the future with delight.
Give your consent that I may wed Rozzario,
Aud all to come shall be unclouded sunshine.
Dulke. Most readily, most heartily, my child.
What sgy you, sweet, (to Lavenia) wilt give him to thy
sister 7
Lnv. Oh heaven forfend that I should thrust myself be«
tween them and connubial felicity, or mingle poisqn in
their cup of bliss, because [ am not to drink it. But let
me tell you, my lord, (70 Rozzariv) it was not very polite
of you to lock me and my attendants up in an old forlorn
chamber of the western towers, wiile all the castle beside
were making werry at your wedding. “Twas well 1 found
by a sliding pannel a secret passage hither when [ did.
Roz. Your pardon, sweet Lavenia ; but Licad it
In vour bright eyes.
Lat. Out on you for a flattering hypocrite !
Duke. Holy father,
We will the ceremony to procced.
Gon, Hold! 1 forbid the marriage.
Dule. ifa! ‘
oz, . My father!
G on. This uew-found daughter, this fan’d shepherdess,
Who, to avoid a marriage with a prince,
Exchang’d a palace for a wretched hut,
T'o tend the flocks of a poor bankrupt peasant,
Has prov'd to th’ topmost test Rozzario’s honor,
Aud [ confess in sooth he merits her.
Yet with such cunning did the beauteous witch
Conceal her noble birth, that in my rage
I bad well nigh distain’d my haund with blood,
And pull’d eternal ruin on our house ;
Therefore 1 do decree, .
Ye shall not be united—(Rozzario kneels to his_futher, as
about to supplicatey—till 1, your father,
Claiming precedence, to my charming captive,
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‘The ]w Rosalinda, am espdlis’d. :
Roz."Then be it so, if ’tis your will, my father. '
Gon. Go, rave Orlando, to her chamber, go,
And lead her hither instantly. [Exit Orlando.
Y’ll not foreslow my bliss anothef hour.
[Enter RosaviNpa, with a blvody handkerchief, as mad,
led by OrLANDO, and followed by STEPRANZA.]
Ros. Yes, yes, come lead me to his greensward grave,
T'll strew it o'cr with flow’rs of ev'ry hue;
There sit me down amid the moonlight dews,
And watch it till the star of morn turns pale, v
With weeping for his hapless, cruel fate.
Gon. (takingéher handy What means my Jove?
To th’ altar let me lead thee.
Ros. (shricking) Ha! murderer, look '—behold his
winding-sheet ! (showing the handkerchief.)
See! see! ’tis wash’d in blood !
Dipp’d in the purple torrent that gush’d forth
From my pale murder’d Belamour’s death-wound!
Daemoniac pleasure sparkles in thine eye
As thou hehold'st it.  Ave, come gaze thy fil,
Aud, if thou canst, now glut thy savage soul
With kindred gore!
Gon. (snatching ihe hapdkerchief) Ha! by my hopes
tis done! )
It is the very scarf 1 gave Warosa,
"T'o be the blood-mark’d signal of my rival’s death.
Now my joy'd soul is vucontin’d by fear,
Elate and free as the light bounding air
"That fans the sultry check of summer. (astde.)
Come to the altar; see, love's torch burns bright,
Anon thy senses to their pristine health
Shall be restor’d, and thou wikt cease to rave.
Ros. (shricking) Off, homicide! thy hand's defil'd with
blood !
Duke. Poor giil! poor girl!
Her wild eye speaks the langiage of despair,;
But in its beams such magic sweetness minglés,
As raises in my heart a wond’rous int’rest.
Steph. (coming forward) My lord, I beg pardon, but
as 1 have been a sort of guardian over the lady Resalinde
from her infancy, it behoves me to inform you, ere you
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force her to take a marriage vow so repugnant to her feel-

ings, that you have, my loid, to ask a father's leave for so

sdoing. .

Gon. Indeed ! and pray to whem wouldst thou for
leave refer me

To wed the captive of my conquering sword?

Steph. Why to the illustriovs and most uoble Duke di
Casino, the dispenser of justice, the potector of the op-
pressed, ber sovereign and ber father. -

Roe. Ha! my father! (she rushes tuizards the Duhe and
fuents inhis arms.)

Steph. Yes, fly to the surs protection of Liis arms, from
the dark end peiilous stoun that so long hus threatened
thee, and take this picture, thy noble mother’s bequest to
me as thy pasport.  (fakes a minialure-picture from his
bosome and proents it (o ife Duke))

Duhe. Eternal Heaven,! the picture which I gave
With my fast Liss iy princess at our pating
And who art thou to whom in t% enemy’s canp
telen bequeath’d these sacred fegacies ¢

Steph. Lothaiio, m,  ood lonl Dnke, page to the Prin-
cese, who tollowed her in her trwn 1o the wars, and who
was the ouly christian permitted to attend on ber person in
the cawrp @ she made me sacn weva to reveal Rosalinda’s
tarth il pnosidence 1 tored her to her country and friends,
and the honr 1+ arnved in which shie most needed their
protection. My charze I to a father’s care resign: re-
eive, my liege, fiom the poor Lothario, your long-lost,
spotless) dunghter!

Dule. 'Ten thousand hlescmgs on thee for the gift.
Yes, ves, I feel, I see thon art my child ;

My heart assuics me, and thy face confirms it ;
For iu thee lives thy mother’s beauteous image.

Ros. Frenzied and wild apon despair’s dark verge

Tirembling I stood amid the frightful tempest,
A lonely orphan ; i mis'ry’s darkest hour

A father’s hang as suatclcd me from the brink,
And in his bosom hush’d my fearful sorrows.

Gon. Curse on the meddling slave’s officious toague !
I feel a kindred joy great as your own,

Your highness, at the wond'rous restoration
Of these your lovely daughters, and expect
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?

Theshonor of recciving at the altar

My Rosalinda from her fathei’s hand.
Duke. That cannot bg, my lord.
Gon. Indced! not be? -

What ground for an objection has your highness ?
Duke. My daughter’s strong aversion is the ground.
Gon. A virgin folly, all caprice and whim

QOf one not in her sober senses ;

And are such fancies worthy to be pois'd

With those advantages which must result

From union twofold of our noble houses ?

Luke. Yes, for | value more my offspring’s happiness,

Than all the golden dreams ambition paints

When policy unites long sunder’d empnes.

And 1 no more tyrannic force will use

To teach my children’s lips to curse their father.

Gon. 1 swear then Rosalinda shal} Be spine,
In spite of all opposers, and till then,
You nor your daughters shall this castle quit!
Duke. Before this altar solemnly | swear,

My daughter, tyrant, never shall L. thine !

"I'hou wilt not surely dare to make a prisoner—
Gon. Retract thy oath then,

Duke. Never, never!
Gon. Guards! seize on the Duke! *
Duke. Tyrant, bevare ! or thou wilt on thy head

Pluck sure destruction down !

Gon. Guards! do your duy! seize the Duke Casino,

And part hin tiom his danghter !

(The guards se-ze the Duke, and Gonzanga drags Rosa-

lintla toz ards the ullar.)
Ros (shrickng.) Ha! save me, ob my father i—ah,
thou ¢z st not!

Then Heav’'n have mercy on me®
Bal. Ob Rozzrio! proteet my injur’d sister !
Roz. Nold! my father—

Dulee Traitor! release her! yield her taumy arms !

Thou art thyself a father, then 1espect

A doating futher’s feclings for his cluld,

Give back my daughter, und | pledge my honor

All past shall be forgotten, all forgiver
Gon. 1aever will resigu her but with life.
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4

Come, Pest, the sacred rites perform.

(The fifture in « hollow voice on the tomb.) Forbear, forbear!
Gon. (lostng his hold of Rosalinda.) Confusion' ’twas

my biother’s ghost-like voice!

My cyes befaol me, or that statue moves

Which apes on yonder monument his form.

L'l stab him through his mail, though hell itself

'The maible animates !

No hope remdins for me!

FEternal curses on the double traitor!—

Bat curves are now fruitless—~Villany

Will ever be outvillamn’d, when it trus

"To anght but its own dagzer’s point, and fall

Upon the bnite 1t wea:s self-nurdered.

¢ 4s Gonzanca rushes ®ith drawn dagger distractedly to-
wards the tomb, the figure in armour suddenly rises, his
coat of mail fally wfj’ und discovers Count Ulrick, pale,
emaciated, and loufled with chains: the females all
shriek and cover their faces; at the same moment the
castle bell tolls twel e, when a furious cannonading
commences on the outside of the castle : Gonzunga drops
his dugger and rushes franticly out of the chapel ; all
the characters appear lost in astonishment and terror as
the scene closes them in.)

THE END.

No. IX. N. Br.Th. Vou. III. L



REMARKS ON GONZANGA.

IN this drama the author appears to have contended
against the force of his own genus. Out of some arei-
dental respect for the ontiagenus productions of the Ger-
'man school, he seems to have resisted the natural flow of a
rich poetical®ein, and, with the possession of that discri-
minative power- i the delineation of character, which a4
the true diamatic faculty, hc has attempted, as it were in
spite of himsclf, to produce a story full of improbabilities.

Gonzanga is, we understand, a juvenile essay. It cer-
‘tainly affords proofs of a free amd vigorous fancy, suf-
ficient to warraut us in saying, that if the author will
repress his taste for the morbid violence of passion, and
endeavour to regulate his compositions by the severer lans
of the drama, be will ot fail to produce some intcresting
and beautiful work.

In the plot, the reader will probably see a considerable
resemblance to that of the Castle Speggre ; and although the
story may not be so well developed, it will not be denicd
that in poctical conception the serious parts of the dialoguc
are far superior to any thing in Mr. Lews's play.

Itis the opinion of the players, and the example of
Shakspeare is always 1eferred to in support of the notion,
that hiagedv should be mterspersed with comic scenes, m
order to relieve the mind of the audience ; but we believe
that no good critic hus cver ventured to maintain this doc-
trine, We think it mght as justly be affirmed that mn a
serious historical picture an artist should introduce ludi-
rrous groupes. What would the public have said, had

» Mr. West done such a thing in the composition of Christ
wiected by the Jews ¢ That the mind m tragedy requires
16 be relieved from the impassioned imcidents, by scenes of
lighter sentimenty is indisputable, but a gonsistency of
strain and key ought to be preserved throughout the whole
composition,
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‘I'he dgama is an imitation of those actions by which
men are brought into circumstances that excite the sym-
pathy of others. A series of solemn transactions leading
to a distressing result, is called a tragedy; and a similar
concatenation of ludicrous causes, terminating'to taeatis-
faction of all parties, is called a comedy. Itis of no use
now to ascertain the original etymology of the two names;
the meaning of poth is perfectly understood, and as they
are understood we employ themn here, - )

Every thing which tends to conceal from the dramatic
reader or spectator the necessary sequence of the sireum-
stances which constitute the series, is a blemish in the com-~
position. The introduction, therefore, of¥n under-plot is
not ouly contrary, in our opinion, to the fundamental prin-
ciples of the dramaybut even to the course of events:in
nature. Many various effects spring apparently from ecery
cause, but there is a lineal succession of primary effects
to which all the others are not only subordinate, but de-
pendent. The law of primogeniture is a law of ngtars,

There is one universal principle, which applies. to every
department qf the fine arts, and without .attending to
which, no beauty, in any kind of composition, can be pro-
duced. The effect of this principle is that fitness of parts,
which affords satisfaction in the constemplation ef the
whole work. It gjffers from harmony in this respect, that
the pleasure which itexcites is dependert at once on recol-
lection and expectation, while the pleasure of harmony is
wholly dependent on the present sensation. In music, it
is melody ;_in painting, arrangement ; and in poetry, con-
sistency. When the musician intends to inspire any par-
ticular mood, be:combines in succession all musical sounds
which; to the best of his judgment, appear calculated to call
up those trains of thought, which are more or less common:
to mankind, according to their sensibility, during that mood,
or state of mind, which he wishes to produce. In the
Messiah, Handel has attempted to fill the minds of his

,aydience with sentiments of religious devotion, and he has
sucoveded to & wonderful degree; but who would not
have despised his taste, if he had marred the. sublime pa-
thos of that great composition.by the introduction of any

+ mirthfulair; and shall we be told that it is a beauty in the
tragical drama to meet with witty repartecs among scenes
of sorrow or of revenge?
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Whaere the lesser cffccts of the action on whieh-a tra-
gedy is founded are brought forward, they should not be
represented as differing in character from the main series,
but should only be less forcibly expressed. As in nature,
during. the violence of a storm, when the shore is covered
with the wrecks of vesscls, and the beacons are thrown
from their promontories, when churches are unroofed, and
“.castlcs topple on their wardens’ heads,” and when
drowning men are seen in “ the wild weltering. waves,” and
the distracted widow finds the corpse of her busband cast
upon the shore—as amidst all these terrific and impas-
sioned circumstances we discover cattle and travellers shel-
tering under tH& lea of precipices, on the tops of which
the trees are seen wrestling with the tempest—scenes of
repose may be judiciously introduced:in the tragical hurri-
cane of the passions, but they ought te accord with the
tenour of the subject. Shakspeare, who has so often un-
pardonably disregarded this rule, now and then affords
some of the most magnificent examples of the effect
which may be produced by attending to it. 'The ribaldry
of the Porter, i the third scene of the secongd act of Mac-
beth, is a flagrant instance of his bad taste ; but the dia-
logue between Rosse and the old man, in the next scene,
is to as great a degree a beautiful specimen of the power
of his genius. DBoth are intended as contrasts to the agi-
tation excited by the incidents to which they succeed.
‘When, therefore, the dramatist conceives it expedient to
relax the interest of his piece, he ought to do it in con-
formity to the mood of hisisubject. He should recollect,
that all sudden transitions indicate violence. 'The gleam of
lightning produces alarm by being contrasted with the
blackness from which it issues. T'he sunshine, which is
not less bright, never appears instantaneously in the storm,
but is always at first softened by the shower or modified by
the "vapor. It is thus that nature evinces a propriety in
all things, which renders her practice the foundation of the
precepts of art. :
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THE GONDOLIER:

ACT I.

SCENE 1. A Palazzo, in the suburbs of Venice.
—View of the Adriatic.— Lvening. .

(Distant chorus of Gondoh'egs.)
Light on the tide our oars impress’d,
Break with soft curls its tranquil breast:

w«  Light o’er thé*wave, through twilight grey,
Holds our fleet bark its sparkling way.
{RosauURrA and CORALLINA appear in a balcony of the
Palazzo.pfJ
Ros. Wild heaves my heart with hope and fear :
The sun has set : the hour is near.
(The tolling of the vesper-bell s heard.)
Hark ! o’er the wave with solemn swell,
Floats the deep sound of the vesper-bell.
(Chorus us the Gondoliers approach.)
Light on the tide our oars impress’d,
Break with soft .curls its tranquil breast :
Light o’er the wave, through twilight grey,
. Holds our fleet bark its sparkling way.
Roscand Cor. The dash of oars comes fast and strong,
Mix’d with the bodtmen’s plaintive song.
[Lorp ForEesTER disguised as a gondolier ; PasguiNo
and the boat-men appear in the gondola.)
Ld. F.and Pas. Swift through the tide ge bark impel :
"Tis time, 't1s time—"tis the vesper-bell.
{They land and approach the balcony.)
Ld. F. See, lady, sce, the gondolier,
True to the vesper-hour, is here.
Ros. Well-pleas’d [ see the gondolier,
True to the vesper-hour, is here.
Ld. F.and Ros. Sweet is the wild-bird’s warbled lay,
To him who toils at opeaing day :
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Sweet is:the silver-murmuring stream
To him who faints in noon-tide beam :
Sweeter to-ae the gwilight knell,
. The far-swung sowssl of the vesper-bell.
All. Hark! hark! hark ! with solemn swell,
. Floats o'er the wave the vesper-bell.
{As Rosaura quits the balcony, she looks fearfully through
the window.) o

Ld. F. Lhave not language, dear Rosaura, to express
the gratitude I feel for this flattcring anxiety.

. Be not too precipitate, my lord, in your interpre-
tation of its cause, for I may be quite as apprehensive on
Iy own account as on yours.

Ld. F. Let this scheme of Pasquino’s calm your ap-
Jrehension : disguised to represent the statue of n-

olier who saved your late father’s life, I shall ,
detection. ,But is the Countess, your mother, frem
home? . i

Ros. No; 1 left her a few minutes since with the
Count Florindo, who has this day arrived to enliven the
Palazzo with his gaiety. . ‘

F. You speak of his arrival asif you anticipated no
little pleasure from his society. ~

Ros. And can you blame me that I am seldom disposed
to he melancholy ?

Ld. F. Certamly not, certainly not; especially when
o0 amiable an individual as this Count—what’s the fool’s
name {—tortures his silly wits to amuse you—a fop— a
‘butterfly—an insect— '

Ros. That your Lordship is murdering on a wheel—
ha! ha! ha!—pray proceed.

Le Bourru. (pecping through one of the windows.)
Ab, ha! tres bien—'tis ver vell—la voila—Ila cogui 2!
la traitresse ! , . iEm't.

. Id. F. Why will you torment me thus, when you
know that the violence of my love will sometimes make me
forget myself. )

o0s. Yes, and me foo, or you would net for one mi-
nute suppose that I cared whether the syeet Count were
in Venice or-at Rome. ; . e
. Ld F. Then Jet ke persuade you to quit the Palazzo -



SCENE 1. AN OPERA. - 169

instantly. (While Lord .Forester and Rosaura are con-
versing, Pasquino beckons to Corallina,-and they after-
wards appear in glose comoversation near the balcony :
Coralling looks frbm time to time #o' observe if any one
approuches.y S e

Cor. (Running o Rosaura.) Madam !—lady! we are
discovered ; we are undone: Le Bourra has just quitted
the statne-room.

Ros. Heavens !'—but are you sure-he. saw us ?

Cor. Gh yes, there's not a doubt ou’t; he was looking
;mentively at us through the window when 1 discovered

um.

Ros. Why did not you remain in the chamber as{"de-
sired you, Corallina ? 4 o

Egs. Do not be angry with her, lady : bless her sweet

! she did all she could to obey you ; but when one
wan is able to do more with his little finger, (beckoning.)
than another with the most persuasive eloquence— -

Ld. I. (skeving him away.) Silence, puppy! rétum
to the gondola. Let ‘the boat retire down. the canal
until it is quite davk : after midnight return with the gon-
Adoliers, and remain under the windows of this chamber.

Pas. Yes, my lord. (aside) By the 1nass! these En-
glish noblemen are lords of the creation with a vengeance !

Ld. F. This prying scoundrel, Le Bourry, will ne
doubt give immediate information to your mother.

Ros. We bave not a2 moment to lose: fly, Corallina,
and secure the door, that we may rot be surprised.

Car. lustantly, ma’am. (Enters, the window, ‘tdnd
waves her arm to Pasquino, who kisses his hand Lo her as
the gondolier is rowed away.)

. You remember my instructions
~. A, F. But where is the statuc of the gondolier placed ¢

Ros. Between the windows that open upou the canal.

Cor. ( from the balcony.) Ma@'am ! lady! the Countess
is.at the door demauding admittance.

Ros. Come, come, my Lord, to the pedestal.

. Ld. F. How, lovely Rosaura, can I personate a statue,
when I am agitated by the most transporting emaofions 7

Qos. There’s not an instant to beost: in! in!

- [They enter atoneipf the windows.
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SCENE II. The StdtuesRoom. The figure of a gon-
dabier is placed on a low pedesbal at the extremily of the
apavtment belween twp open windows, CoBRALLINA
appeurs at the door of the chamber.

lorp ForestERr and Rosaura.

Countess Colombo. (within) Open the door, I say.

Cor. ['am endeavouring to do so, ma’am, but there i»
something the matter with the lock.

Conntess. (witkin.) Why was it fastened ?

Cor. My young lady did not choose to be disturbed by
the intrusion of the servants, ma’am.

Countess. (within!) You are an artful jade ! open the
door instantly | (While the Countess and Corallivig, ze
selking, Lord Forester and Rosaura remove the statu%
the pedestal, which accidently fulls as they are conveying

Countess. (within.) \What’s the matter> what is the
occasion of that violent noise?

Ros. Confusion! all will be discovered !

La. F. Yes, for the pas:ive state, in which my nerves
are at present, has admirably disposed me to represent the
mutionless gondolier.

Ros. For Heaven's sake, Forestes, assist me in removing
the statuc to the balcony.

Countess. (xithin.) Open the door!

Ld. F. There, that will do.

Ros. Place yomself on the pedestal.

Ld. F. My louks will betiay me.

Ros. Do not fear, the evening is drawing in apace; be-
sides wlich you have ouly to slouch the hat over your face,
and inutate the position of the gondolier, by reclinihg on
the aar, and yon cannot be discovered.

Countess. (within, knocking wiwolently.) Will you open
the door ?

Cor. g‘:;e Countess will certainly force the door, me’am,

IRos. Wray, stay, »

Countess. (within, knucking more violently.) Open the
door instantly, 4 say ! ’
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Ros. (as if angry.) Why do you not open the door,
Corallina ? .

Cor. This is the worst lock i the house.

Ros. Let mé try to unfasten it :—it is a little out of re-
pair certainly ; but I am accustemed to it. (Upens the
door. Einter the Countess followed by Le Bowrru.)

Countess. I am inexpressibly offended with you, Ro-
sawa. Le Bourru informs me, that from the window he
saw you in conversation with-—with a young mau: was it
not so, Le Rourru?

Le B. Oui, madame; me did peep trew de vindow,
and me did see mademoiselle, qui causoit avec un jeune
gondolier.

Cor. {aside) The brute ! "

Colntess. With a gondolier! those men are the agemts
oPififamy. (to Corallina.) Aud you, madam; you were
not less in fault, 1 dare say.

Le B. Ah' certainement: la demoiselle suivante ba-
billoit aussi avec un coquin de lsquars—von blaggar maraut.

Cor. U do'ut know what he says, ma’amn, but { know it’s
no such thing.

Countess. Then you saw Corallina talking with this
fellow? .

1.e B. Yes; von leetel dirty, squatty fellow—

Cor. 1ts all false, ma’am, the youth is as delicate as the
page of a priuce, and tall—

Le B. Aussi haut que ma hanche.

Cor. And slender—

Lé B. Qu ’un petit 1agot grassouillet.

Cor. Aud straight— )

Le B. Qu ’nne voiite.

Cor. With a blooming countenance—

Le B. Comme le visage d’ un yvrogne.

Cor. And breath like—

Le B. Le cuir @ un vieux bouc; de hide of von old

at.

Countess. Silence, both! how dare you run onat this

sale ! .
Cor. Mounséér Le Bourru's a slanderous fellbw ;' but
I know why he abused the youth : the dear man’s conduct
is so proper and correct, that he never, by any chavce, gets
into trouble.
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Le B. Paréeqn’ il v a un dieu pour les yvrogues.

Countess. Silence! 1 <ay; and leave the room!

Cor. (aside) I'lkbe & rautch tor the brute. (fo Le B.)
Is this the way you seck to gain my affections, sir? is it
probable that 1 should eare for 2 man whom 1 never saw
before, and whom ! niay never sce again ?

Le B. Did you, den, neverre see ce monsieur before -

Cor. Have'nt 1 told you so already?

Le B. Ah! ce'st une %utre affaire: me feel ver son
dat me did give-e you offense, ma jolie miguoune.

Cor. You'll remember i future then ?

Le B. Pardonnes moi dis time, Miss Coralline, and—

Countess. Are you going ?

Le B. (mikwardly) De gracep permettez moi, ma
chieres  (Presents his hand to Corallina. '

[Kacunt Le Bourru and Coraifipa.

Countess. I desire, Rosaura, that you no longer shuu
the company of the Count Florindo; he is your destined
husband. '

Ros. But be not so precipitate, my dear mother ; you
surely will wait until my better hnowledge of the Count
hay—

Countcss. Nonsense, thild! my knowledge is sufficient
for both ; *therefore let me hear no more of your « better
knowledge !”

Ros. You may iusist upon what you pleasc s but to
treat that man as a lover, whom 1 do not yet estcem as a
friend, 1s quite 1mpossible.

Countess. Look you, Rosaura; as eaperignce is the
school of wisdom, you must allow that I possess a larger
portion of it than a girl of your age: and as, in my wis-
dom, I have determined that you shall marry the Count,
you had better treat him with civility than with insolence.

Ros. (uside) 1If 1 do not appear to comply with her
wishes, she may put a restraint on my persan, which at the
present ime would utterly ruin my scheme. I know very
well, maddtm, that our firmest resolutions are sumetimes
shuken; and I cannot theiefore suppose, that the warmth
of my Mﬁmn for the English nobleman whom vou have
ﬁecmd, can always continue unabated. Let thus Count

florindo throw himself in my way; let him try'to make
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himself agrecable to me, aud, perhaps,—but remember, I
give inm but little hope—-peihaps he may Succeed.

Ld. I'. (aside) What do [ hear !~

Couptess. Charming girl! (aside) By my suceess with
Florindo, I shall couciliate his father, the Myrqugs Vergazi,
whom my heart tells me | must appease. 4 had feared,
Rosaura, that the Euglish impostor, who would have
passed himself upon us for a nobleman, had made a lasting
wpression ou your hieart. ]

Ros. And i it possible, nv dear madam, that with your
sage experience, you could nave drawu such a conclusion ?

Ld. L. (usidey Ah!

Ros. That at your time of life you should have formed
a steady attachment, * 1ational enough, but at mine,

Y ]tz is chunning,

ﬁt{u F. (aside) Zounds! has she jilted me?

Rod The dawn of youth presents every object to me in
all the fascinating varicties of spring, and the more distput
charms of maturing womanhood are obscured by that mist,
which the noon-day of my life will dissipate; but the
perspective on which you gaze, is a sober tinted autumnal
scene, which partakes more of the oscuro thau the chiaro.

Countess. (aside) The artful girl is glancing at my pas-
sion for Verezzi.

Ros. In one respect, however, we resemble each other :
we aie both disciples of the great eastern philosopher, who
founded the worship of the elemental fire: 1 adore the sun
in the cast, you worship his declining splendor.

Ld. I'. (aside) Can this be Rosaura ¢ )

Ros. (aside) If Forest r cannot sce through my plan, he
will uot deserve to benefit by it. )

Cpuntess. Your willmgness to conquer this partiality for,
the stranger, delights me; and 1 am very certain that the’,
« harms of the Count’s conversation—

Ld. F. (aside) The driveller ! v

Countess. Will inspire love. i

' Ros. Oh 'tis very probable, madam; and then the dig-,
ity of his person=——

Countess. The elegance of bis address—

Id. F. (aside) The bear!

Ros. His wit—

Countess, His understanding—
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Ld. F. {aside) 1 can bear it uo longer! (leaves the
pedestal.)

Ros. Tis unaffected smilese—

Countess. His comprehensive glances—

Ros. His— "

Ld F. (to Resewra.) Hold! madamn. (Rosemra not
apprehending the approach of Lord Forester, shrieks out
:’:nm:da,larm the Countess, who covers ker face with hes

3

Countess. San Marco! what’s the matter ?

Ros. (46 Ld. F) Away, away, instantly!

Ld. F. (to Ros) No, madam, I will no longer be'¥he
dupe of-—

Countess. Eynk! speak to me ! J am dying with fright '

. 3

)

Ros. (o F.) If you still regard me—~—
Ld. F. (to Ros.) "T1s now too late, madam. 40’
» Countess. Speak, Rosaura! (groping towards her.p

Ros. (to Ld. F.) If not for mine, for your own sake re-
place yourself on the pedestal, instantly !¥

Ld, F. (to Ros.) This is the last time we meet, Rosawra :
farewell. (Replacing himself on the pedestal.)

Countess. Spenk !

Ros. "T'was nothing, madam, I am inclined to think.

Countess. But what alarmed you ?

Ros. The dusk of the evening prevented my discovering ;
bt 1 fancied that | perceived some one walking near me.

Countess. Tt surely was fancy, for [ saw no one but our-
selves. The Count Flormdo is waiting imnpatiently to
see you; let us jon him.

d. F. (to R'm ) Away, anay to Florindo !
[ Exeunt : Rosaura wa.ing her hand to Lord Forester.

L SCENE 1II. A Street.

Enter FLorinpo from the Countess Colomhbe’s.
Flor. So, my father has not yet come! It he should be
long, | may he migeed, 1 must wait, however. This
quarrel wWith Verezzi, still frets the Countess unceasingly,
and ore the praject whith | hase in view, to forward
o matrimonial scheme, must he put in execation

g ' fEntdr the Makguis Verezz1.]
* Fer. Flonado!
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Flor. Ah!ld propos, my dear sir: I was growing im-
patient.

Ver. You have news then? R

Flor. The Countess Colombo is 3s -aelancholy as
night : but that is natural enough, for the sun that has
lately afforded her life, light, and hes, is blessing another
hemisphere with his presence.

Ver. Charmiog!

Flor. 'Then you flatter yourself that you are that lu-
minary ?

Ver. Pho, boy! don'’t talk %0 me .about hemispleres
and lumioaries, say at once that she languishes to see me ;
that she pines in my absence. Make me bappy at once, by
sayiug that she's as r;é:erahle as she can bg, and V011
hug you 4ill you hav€n’t breath enough to thask me for
the profusion,of my gratitude,

ﬁ;r. Humph! a pleasant way, truly, of tempting a
man to speak the truth.

Ver. The truth !=—then it is so: huzza! huzza! gome
to my arms, wy dear boy, and—

Flor. 'The embrace of a bear would be quite as welcome.
Excuse me, my dear dad, your gratitude would bc ap-
pressive.

Fer. Oh! oh! I'm so overjoyed ! I'll go to her instantly,
throw myself at her feet, and swear—

Flor. That you're a fool. Au old man in Jove is placed
precisely in the situation of one who capnot swim, and yet
ventures beyond his depth; if another does not extricate
him, he must sink.

Fer. Eh! boy, ch!

Flor. 1 mean, sir, that your nymph is old apd artful.

I'er. What do you say, sirrah ?

Filor. Were she young and unsuspicious, your csandor
might inducg her to confess her partiality ; but you must

agadopt other meaus to bring about this avowal, for she’s as
.{ wary as the oldcst coquette in Venice.

Per. Oldest coquette in Venice, puppy l-wthe planet
Veuus is not more chaste and lovely,

Hor. Likely enough, for all astronomers :
planet Venus is of a yellowish white: ha ! hal | '

Ver. You impertinent puppy ! are you lsughing at me ?

Flor. Nay, nay, my dear sir, don't put yourself into a
passion. I have a scheme to propose to you: if you
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adopt it, your peerless beauty will confess her passion for
you in the most unequivocal terms, even te yourself; but
if yéu reject it, the wary game may elude your keen scent.

Ver. Whatis your scheme ? g

Flor. There ¥ a certain friar, who is all but downesti-
cated at the Counteds's, so frequent ave his visits to the
Palazzo.

Ver. 'Well ?

Flor. You must personate the good father Gambade-
tero, and thus disguised, visit your enamoured mistress.

Ver. But should the friar come when | am closetted
with the Countéss— :

Flor. This I anticipated, and thercfore sent to inform
Gambadeféro that the Countess has gone for a few days to
her villa, on the Brenta, %

Ver. Excellcnt! but when shall [ visit her? ":'W

Flor. To-night, within thesetwo hours. *Tis ncar mid-
night: I am going this instant with the Countess and
Rosaura to the casino of a nobletan: be st the Palazeo
on our return from St. Mark’s Place.

Ver. 1 will. But you have said nothing of Rosaura:
does she favor your addresses { ?

Flor. She has been somewhat reluctant, which I at-
tribute either to the sentiments of passion which she already
entertains for me, or to her sense of my superiority. [
dom’t know how it happens, but really the women capitu-
late before I summon them to surrender.

Ver. Ha! ha! ha! it was so with your father, you dog.

Flor. Yes, dad, and as there is not a spark of your
original brilhancy left, I am, [ presume, the pheenix that
bas spmnﬁ from your ashes: ha! ha! ba!

Fer. Not ashes yet; embers, boy, embers, that may

yet rekindle and blaze.
[Ezeunt: Florindo lo the Countess’s.

SCENE 1V. The Statue-Room.
Lokw ForesTaw coming from the pedestal.
_T know not what to gesolve oa doing. 1t1s not yet wmid-
. uino’s seturn with the gondoliers is uncer=
tam. of what copsequence is his return? It is now
phain that Rosaurs # as errant & coguette as ever lived : yet

we
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do Liove her still. (A noise within,) Hah! the house is
alarmed. - .

Countess. (within) Marfeo! Le Bourru! lights! lights!

Ld. F. T'll wait the event of this disturbance, however.

Countess. (within) Let the house be seapched from. the
top to the cellars. He shall not escape, i .- - -

Ld. F. 1 think I hear footsteps moving i the direction
of this chamber; yet I see no light. Perhaps the man
whom they are in search of is coming this way, LIl res
turn awhile. (Replaces himscif on the pedestal.)

[Enter Pasguino, groping. his-way.] .

“Pas. Had it not been for that prying old devil, the
Countess, 1 should have remaived in.-the. closet snug
enough. g t

F. He seems approaching. -
- Fawp>1f by good luck this should be the statue-room, I
magjget escape; but it is so dark that I.cannot discover
where the windows are. .

Ld. I'. He isgnuttering to himself,

Pas. Yet hold; my master is in this room, and itis ten
to one that, in groping to find the window, I may throw
myself into his clutckes.

© [4 pause.]

Ld. F. Allis again silent.

Pas. What the devil shall [ do? Lord Forester thinks
me at this moment with the gondoliers. Should he dis-
cover me I shall be flayed, or tumbled into the canal at
the very least. .

Ld. F. He must have groped his way to some inuer
apartnient.

[Enter CoRALLINA, cautiously.] . .

Cor. No one but myself saw him steal away: I think
he went ia the direction of this room. o g

Ld. ¥. Again I hear some one walking in the chamber.

ﬂﬁw-. I dare not utter his name, lest Lord Forester
sionld discover bim., '

Pas. Lhear a light footstep moving in this direction.
Perhaps it is my master.. I'll avoid him. - ot

Cor..(after groping about) I do not find$
surely must have escaped. . el

Pas. Perhaps it is Corallina. Ardgt.

NO. Xn No Br. I‘hu VOL. I[In M
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-Cor. 1 cannot leave the room without knowing whether
he is here. (aloud.) Where arc you?

'g;_ ‘ } Here! (together.) o

Ld. F. Another voice answered Corallina.

Pas, If I utter another syHable I shall be a dead man;
for this is the statue-room, sure enough.

Cor. 1 know not what to do. Hah! a lucky thought :
if Pasquino has wit enough he’ll take the hint. (aloud.) Le
Bourruy, is it you? .

Pas. Excellent! what a keen edge love puts to a wo-
man’s inventicn. («loud, imitating Le B.) Oui, ma chére.
(aside) 1 think that’s Freneh. -

Cor. You must be a bold man to search for a thiel
alone, and in the dark. .

Pas. (aloud) To bring-e de light vid,gne verddihgyto
telling de teif dat me verc coming. Voud you havé me
hold von chandelle to de- diable ! (uside to Cor.) 1s all
quiet within ? @

Cor. The servauts are searching the ypper apartments :
follow me, and 1'll put you into a safe Liding place.

Pas. Let us make haste then.

Cor. Where are you? Give me your hand, and I'll con-
duct you.

[Corallina stumbles against Le Bourru, who is entering

al thedoor of the apartment. She shrieks.]

Le B. Nayez pas peur, ma chére.

Pas. (aside) By the mass! 'tis the Frenchman.

-Le B. Do not derange you, .charmante Miss Coralline.
Lovairs have de hawk’s eyes. Me did vatch-e you steal
avay in de dark.

Cor. Oh! oh!

Ld. F. This is incomprehensible.

Le B. Me fear me have put-e you into von leetel fright,
ma mignonne. (taking her hand.) Votre ceeur palpite: I
did make-e your heart beat: que je suis heureux! your
tendre lovair did make-e your heartbeat!

Pgge (aside) Why the rascal’s getting quite amorous.
¢ “his hands on Coralling’s shouldersy And & 1
live, he’s fumblingione of her hands. : E

Cor. Let go ny hand—you are very rude, mounseet.
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Le B. Mais non, ma mie—sje suis le plua tendre des
amants.

Pas. (as:de) I shall certainly murder &he scoundrel.
(Pasquino removes Coralling’s kand and slips his own in
uts place.) K

Le B. Vat delicate leetel hand‘

Pus. (aside) Humph! a discovery. i

Le B. Dese fingers be as sinood as de velvette, and
(kissing Pasquino’s hand) smell like de perfumes of
Arabie,

Pas. (aside; stifling his laughter) It is the first time
then, I’ll be sworn.

Le B. Dis leetel er is as soft as von rabbit’s. ear.
( kmzug Pasquino’s nj!

(astﬂ‘ How happy the old fool makes himself.

% Oh!, ar tump—me could eat it up!

(aside) "The devil you could !

Le B. L’heure est propice—let-e me den press-e mon
amour. Say, ma trés chére, dat dis hand shall von day
bless-e your languissant lovair.

- Pas. (aside) Yes; and sooner than he expects. (pinches
ILe B., who cries out.)

ILe B. Ah, diable! for vhy you pinch-e me, Miss?

Pus. (to Cor.) Answer him.

. Cor. Your rudeness, mounseer, is beyond all bearing.
Leave me.

Le B. Mais non. (Pasquino pinches him agam) Mor-
bleu! que vous étes barbare !

Pas. (aside) A crab’s claw couldn’t have doue it more
effectually.

Cor. Leave the room, 1 say.

Le B. Vous étes une sauvage !

Cor. Go this instant.

Le B. Une tigresse n'est pas si farouche! (Paaqumo
takes Le Bourru by the ear, and leads him out.)

-Ld. F. (groping his way towards Corallina.) Tmly,
Corallina, you are the veriest shrew 1 ever met with. .

- Pas. (aside) So! Lord Forester at my elhow' tis
tise to make. off.

Ld. F. And so yoummﬂuhbltofm
lovers by proxy;.are you ? N

Cor. My Lord!
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Ld. F. You found the substitute, it seems, the better
man of the two; for he who came first was certainly bet-
ter‘entertained than the lover himself. But I fear I have
disturbed the gentleman., '

Cor. My lord—l==1I was—that is=Le Bourru came—
and—and—

Ld. F. 1 plainly perceive it—jyou are as precious a jilt
as your mistress. But where is she? I wait here to re-
proach, and quit her for—

Cor. Hah! by al} that’s unlucky, some one with a light
is coming this way. (aside) Pasqujno’s lost! :
Ld. F. 'Tis so, *faith! (rctires.&, :

(4s Rosaura enters, with a lightan her hand, CorAL-

- LINA looks ﬁt{ul[y round ke apartment, and on
perceiving AsQUINO has escaped, is unable to

conceal her joy.) : 4 A
Ros. Heaveu's} ;)yCoralliua, gbat ails y‘% b T
Cor. Nothing—ma’am—nothing. (aside) He’s gone—

he has escaped, e

Ld. F. (coming forward) So! madam Flirt, you are, I
_find, no exception to your sex, for wanity and caprice are
the most prominent traits of your character.

Ros. (aside) So, so; but I'll punish him for this.

Ld. F. 1 suppose that were this coxcomb of a lover,
this precious fool, the Count Florindo, in my presence,
you weuld—

Ros. Fan these embers of your suspicion into a blaze of
convictich? ha! ha! ha! avery probable conjecture—ha!
ha! ha! ha! your lordship’s sagacity amuses me=—ha! ha!
- Cor. As lovers’ quarrels end with kisses, 1 had better
leave them to themselves. [ Exit.
; Iid F. 1t is time, madam, that 1 should speak my mind
reely..

Ros. Oh! save yourself the trouble; I read it in your
face.

Ld. F. No, madam ; to your utter shame and confusion
1 have to— : s .

Rop Spare yourself the-pains. I wish only to make
"y flparﬁcially acquainted with the contents of your
amind, and am, therefore, perfectly well satisfied with the
lwminous index df your lordship’s countenance, ha ! ha! ha,
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Ld. F. Zounds and the devil! am I tricked and laughed

at too ! But you shall repent of this, madam.
[Enter CorALLIN A, rumning.]

Cor. Madam !—lady !—the Count Flormndo.  [Eurit.

Ros. (aside) What’sto he done now § To attempt to ap-
pease Forester, would be in vain: 1 must try other means,
"The count is coming, my lord ;" you will, no doubt, ac-
quaint him with your rage and disappointment, and thus
afford him an opportuuity of exultation.

Ld. F. T—P’N kill him !

~ Ros. That’s a wise resolution—don't you think so #

'Ld. F. Madam;-‘}\ I—but I'll be calm—rectire again,
and await the arriva] Pasquino, then quit this house,
never, never to enter itdgain,  (refurns to the pedestal.)

Rgg,; (uside) Bo! my object is effected.

o "Enter BLORINDO,]

Flor. My sweet Rosaura, 1 think yon take pains to
avoid me. .

Ros. Perbiips you deceive yourself, count.
~ Flor. Charming girl! may [ then hope that those dis-
dainful eyes have not always spoken the sentiments of your
heart?

Ros. Oh! you'sérely know that appearances are not
always to be trusted. .

Ld. F. (aside) The jilt!

Ros. Besides, it may have happened that I was looking
at you when my thonghts were otherwisc occupied.

Flor. You do me great honor. LN

Ld. F. (aside) The fool! ’

Flor. (uside) These ambiguities may all be interpreted
in my favor. Yes, yes, 'tic plain I’'m not indifferent to her.
Oh! lovely Rosaura, I have ardently sought an opportu-
nity of pouring forth the sentiments of my unbounded
admiration.

Ld. F. I’m bursting with indignation ! :

Flor. (aside) That last glance will poison her tran-
quillity, I flatter myself. (/e takes Rosaura’s hand.)

Ros. (aside) Now forf a rhapsody. %‘

" Flor. 1languish to be blessed with your smilely* That
law of nature which'causes the earth to revolve round the
central sun, §§ not more fixed, more unalterable, than the
destiny which fixes me within the sphere of your all-attrac-
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tive influence! (Rasaura endeavours to conceal her laugh-
ter.) (aside) Her feelings are quite overpowered.

Ld. F. (aside) Oh! this is too much.

Flor. Loveliest creature! bless me but with the hope of
attaining that elysium—

Ros. Oh! .

Flor. Say anly that the partiality which you entertained
for the English impostor has lost a portion of its cursed
influence, and you will bless me passing utterance.

Ld. F. (aside) Now aid me, revenge!

(Lord F. rushes from the pedgstal, extinguishes the
light, and seizes Florindo, he shakes violently,
and throws upon the floor, a erwards retires.)

Flor. Murder! thicves! murdes® afrurder!

[Enter the CounTess, CoraLrLiNA, Lg Bourry, and
Servants with lights. y
g

Sestetto and Chorus.

Countess. Heavens! Count, what is the matter?

What an outcry! what a clatter! -
Flor.  Oh! my head—my chest—my sight.
Le B. Oh! le pauvre! vat a plight! -
Ld. F. The fool is dying sure with fright. (aside.)
Flor. My vengeance let the rascal dread:

This deed he’ll answer with his head.
Ros. I see him not—the villain’s fled.
All,
except }lﬁe him not—the villain’s fled.
Ld. F.
Cor.  Pasquino did it, there’s no doubt:

Oh! I fear they'll find him out. (aside.)
Countess. Nothing sure was ever stranger.
Flor.  Search the house!=you’re all in danger /
LeB. Restez tranquilles, mes amis,

Par la fenétre il a fuit.

Count. 3 ¥ ouve no longer cause to dread :
* ( Through the window he,has fled.

#‘: : '
sacept > Through the window he bas fled,
) 1‘} o "

MY
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‘ACT 1I.

SCENE 1. 8t. Mark’s Place, illuminated.

4 crowd of persons is seen promenading, and entering and
leacing the Casinos. View of the Adriatic.

wn—at fall of night,

gear Venice! are the same;
e’er met the sight

o do not bless thy name.

1 Poite. Ple ! Italia’s sons adore
"T§lessed name, and hymn thy praise
From Milan to Sicilia’s shore,
And songs of gratulation raise
To thee, who hast through many a year
Chosen thy sainted 8welling here,

Trio. At break of dawn—at fall of night, &c.

2 and 3 { When moonlight cheers the scenes we love,
Foices. { And half removes the veil of night,
And zendalettos seem to move
Upon a sea of liquid light,
With pauting hopes and breathless haste
We swallow joys we seek to taste. *

Trio. At break of dawn—at fall of night, &c.

i Enter the CounTEss, Rosaura, and FLorINDO from
a Castno.]

Countess. Let us return, Florindo.

Llor. Nay, madam, not yet—the day will not dawn this
hour: besides, Friuli expects us at his Casino. <

Countess. | am fatigued : pleasure has lost its charms
to-night. Come, Rosaura. '

Flor. (aside) So! ’tis plain enough : she expegted that
this visit to St. Mdrk’s Place would have led to a recon-
ciliation with my father—to a sight of him at least. -

Ros. You trifle with our patience, Count.
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. Flor. What! Venetians, and forsake pleasure ?

Countess. I am so little disposed 1o be selfish, that [
find pleasure unparticipated much resembles pain.

Flor. 1 am deeply indebted to you for the compliment,
madam ; and should the lovely Rosaura have adopted a
congenial feeling, I shall no longer resist your impcrtumity
to return to the Palazzo.

Ros. Your .etort, Cowit, is so uncourteous, that 1
should treat you as you merit, were I to press my mother’s
immediate retuin.

Countess. Indeed, Florindo, your reply was ill judged:

you should not murmur at tl:e congpliient paid to—to—
to your father, because it is at yolfgwn cxpense.
" Flor. 1 wish Verezz1 could hear you, Countess, for your
severity has driven bim in despair to his villa on the Brenta.
His last encounter was too disastrous{,"n?f, to occasinn a
precipitate retreat; for 1 understand that he was twenty
tender protestations, fifty sighs, sixty nine pressures, and
an incalculable number of mexpressible glances fors de
combat, ha! ha! ha! ha!

Countess. (uside) 'This information revives my languish-
ing spirits.  One might supposc, Count, from your raillery,
that n affairs of the heart you are at present either a frce
or a fortunate man.

Flor. That I am not free is my happiness, since [ am
the slave of one who has made captivity charming. (bozw-
ing to Rosaura.)

Ros. ¥aog might have hept that compliment to yourself
until you had discovered whether I thought you still woith
keeping.

Countess. Nay, Rosaura, this—

Ros. Aud you smile with such apparent self-satisfac-
tion, that I am coufident you cousider yourself a fortu-
nate captive.

) dFlor. Yes, forftherc is no cruelty in those eyes, sweet
ady.
# Ros. Oh! donot trust them ; for women are, you know,
‘ deceitful to a proverb. Besides, I have a powerful motive
for keeping you in bondage as long as I can, since mar-
‘viage makes slaves of ‘conquerors.

Flor. Nay, yo& will be no slave, sweet one. Your

rank*will be inferior oply to my owa: and you must re«
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member, that no one is elevated to the distinction of being

second ‘o a commander-in-chief, who is uot qualificd to

become a general officer.

RRos. Then the eternal cavilling between man and wife
is traced to its source, since you admit that the wife is
cqual'y mtitled to the command which the husband as-
SnIes.

Fior, Bat v hat would become of subiordination, if an
it {er v were peritted to dispute the command with an
«fRcer of higher 1auk ?

Covntess. A iruce on both sides! the arguments of
each are ingenions a But matrimouial insubordi-
natioh originates in 4Big%—mca do not always remember
that they are placed in the situation of limited monarchs,
and that they are made for then subjects, and not their
subjects for theim., But listen!

( Music is heard «t a distance, and a boat seen to approach
the lesser Place of St. Mark)
Gonpouvicks. (Four Foices.)

The courser with Lirminia stray’d,

And pierc’d the thickest woodlund shade;
Her hand the rein no longer guides,

And through her vemns wild horror glides.

Ros. 1t i« the gondoliers! the words are from Tasso—
they are singing the flight of Lirminia!

Flor. Hark!

Gond. The steed pursued his winding tlight,

Aud bore the virgia far from sight. ',

Res. I do not hear the words distinctly : Jet us approach
thei,

Gond. And sighs and bitter tears she shed,

As through the dreary night he fled.

{The scene closes as the Gondolicrs are singing the con-

cluding lines.)

SCENE II. 4n Apariment of the Palazzo.
Enter CorALLINA with a light.

Cor. Well, thank heaven! I've escaped him : making
iove in his coarse, gruff, husky voice—and in krench too!
augh! how I hate it! But, thank heaven! I've got rid of
him. And now for my poor, dear Pasquino, whom 1
locked up to prevent discovery. (2aking a key fréin her
pocket, und approaching a closet.) Jwud! he’ll be sad
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company, for he’s half dead with hunger and apprehen-
sion, I dare say; and a young man without a considerable
flow of animal vivacity, 1s like phogphorus, which may bLe
handled without a fear of burmng even one’s fingers’ ends.
(As she is placing the key in the door, L.t Bourkry
enters.) . v

Le B. Pardounez moi, Miss-c—

Cor. (dropping the ley) Oh! how you frightened me'’

Le B. (picking up the key us Corallina is stooping for
1) Permettez moi, ma belle demoiselle.

Cor. Oh—oh—but what has brought you heve ?

Le B. Ah! Miss Coralline, g ose eyes—dat shape
~dat air——dat—me tink of yowden .me come here
méchaniquement.

Cor. You are very troublesome, and ver§ stupid, moun-
seer: and as for your love—why I never.giiew any thing
so flat and uniform in my life—you’ve newdy, said but four

retty things to me since 1’ve known you, #nd no woman
in her senses will be satisfied with a less number at cvery
meeting.
Le % Bot den vat charmante variété me give to dem,
Je suis le cuisinier des compliments, and me do dress dem
vid so mosh science et gofit, dat you bardly know dey be
de same.

Cor. You certainly have a knack of iorturing these fou
pretty things iuto a variety of shapes, and box your com-
pass of compliments awkwardly enough. Aund mow go
about your husiness, without talking any more uonsense.

Le B. AR! Miss Coralline, nonsense be de strongest
proof of love.

Cor. Humph! ’tis strange that a man should think he
recommends himself by avowing that he comes to piay the
fool in a2 woman’s compauy.

Le B. You arc capricieuse as de.cock of de weder—
d’abord vous me grondez, et puis vous vous moquez de
moi : yet me love-e you, aldough you be one grande in-
ﬁ:,a‘tg—-ycs, and me vil love-¢ you for ever, so %ong as we

ive. . N

Cor. Oh lud! oh lud! what a tremendous lover you'll
be. Well, you have a most Christian-like disposition,
singe you are so determined to return good for evil.’

.g%- Oh! Miss-¢, Miss-e, my heart is pénétré vid
your charmes !'—é&coutez—c’est 'amour qui ni’inspire.
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Song. ,
Vous étes; ma belle, si chere, so dear,
Dat love in every trait appear :
Dans vos yeux,
Votre poitriue,
Vos cheveux
Et votre mine,
Oui—dd— oni—dd—ouni—dd—
L’amour est la:
., Ah! ab!  (sighing.)
L’amour est 1.
(sighing.)

Dat frown-e me like, car votre courroux,
Par copfraste make-¢ your charmes plus douny ;
$ yeux; ma Inie,
truisent & peine,
w’on trouve la vie
Dans votre halcine :
Oui—di—oui=—=da—oui—di—
1 amour est la :
Ah! ah! (sighing.)
L’amour est L,
Ah! (sightng.)

Cor. I dare say that it’s all very fine: and now pray,
pray go away.

Le B. Well den, since it moste be so—au revoir! belle
Coralline. (going.) :

Cor. Stop—stop, Le Bourru, you've forgotten to give
me the key of this room ; I must put it in order imme-
diately, for 1 expect the Count and Rosaura home every
minute. >

Le B. Permettez quc je le fasse: let-c me do it.

(Going to the doar.)

Cor. Ohno—I can’t think of troubling you.

Le B. Bot it be no troble.

Cor. I'd rather that you’d leave it entirely to me.

Le B. It will give-e me so moshe plaisir.

Cor. But 1 say I don’t want you to do it.

Le B. Mais ma mie, ma pouponne, let-e me do it.
(Forcing his way to the door, and putting the key ingo it.)
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Cor;hgive me the key, I say. (aside) The deuce take
his eivility ! .
Le B. In spite of yourself, me vil oblige-e you.

Cor. You brute! give me the key.

Le B. Brute! ma foi! dat is good counterfeit—If you
vere in earnest, you could-e not do it better.

Cor. You bear '—you—you— (aside) 1 shall choak
with rage, .

Le B. Vous voulez me dégofiter, and, in pitié, you
vould persuad-e me dat you be von virago; bot me see
trew it—me know dat you be naturellement as meck and
gentle as von agnelet, von lectel . (Putting Coral~
{ina from the door, who appeurs mulrenraged.) Me know
de politesse—je suis Frangois—me vil arranger de mu-
sique, de book, and de—

[PasQuiNo appears at the door of the %mber as Le
Bournvopensit]
Ah! diable! ticves! tieves! murder! murder!

Cor. Silence! silence! yowll alarm the house. (Lndea-
vouring to silence and detain hin:.)

Le B. Assurément oui. Murder! murder! tieves!
tieves ! )

Cor. But hear me—

[Enter Lorp FORESTER.]

Ld. F. What's the matter !

Le B. Morblen! voici wn autre '—tieves ! murder!
(Breaks from Coralling, und runs off as a violent knock-
ang is heard.) [Ea:t Corallina.

d. F. Zounds! sirrah ! ’tis you, it appears, that have
made all this upioar, :

Pas. (falling on his Lnces.) It was the Frenchman
alone, my lord—I haven’t spoken one word, as 1 hope to
be saved. | B

Ld. F. What are you doing here, you scoundrel ?

Pas. I was afraid that you'd get into trouble, sir, and
thought it my duty to be within call.

'Ld. F. And have therefore disobeyed my orders, you
rascal!| Why didn’t you remain with the gondoliers, as I
desired ? Leap out at that window instantly.

Pas. Why 'tis over the cunal, my lord.

Ld, F. 1 know that, sirrah. Come,

Pai. Tt will be the death of me!
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Ld. F. Not another word, yon scoundrel! Leap—leap!
¢ Pasquino jumps from the window.) [ Exit Lord Forester,

SCENE 1II. The Statue-Room.

’ -~ Enoter I'rorINDO.

Flor. "Tis well : I'll take advantage of this alarm, and
conceal myself before my father’s artival. I desired
Verezzi to bring the Countess to this room, on account of
its privacy. He Jittle thought that 1 consulted my own
amusement in doing so : the interview will serve to divert
me for a month, atleast; and if—hush !—1 think I hear
him coming already. g Enters a closet.)

[Euter Lorp #orEsTER and RosauRaA.]}

Ld. F. Your caprice has so thoroughly disgusted me,
madam, that I had hoped never to see you again.

Ros. Then {ﬁr lordship’s delay until this hour of the
morning 15 quitéinaccountable.

Flor. (aside) Eh'! who can it be?

Ld. F. Rosaura, { have not merited this disdain.

Ros. Nor have 1 your lordship’s reproof.

Flor. (aside) I think I hear Rosaura’s voice.

Ld. F. Indecd, madam! on what grounds then can
you justify your ready compliance with your wother’s
wishes ?

Ros. Humph'! that question is not enigmatical——on the
score of duty.

Ld. F. Theu, 1 presume, you will fecl no difficulty in
defending your conduct towards that coxcomb, Florindo ?

Flor. (aside) What! my name mentioned ! .

Ros. Nor am I embarrassed by that inquiry; *twas
politic.

Ld. F. And, you can readily defend your conduct to-
wards me no doubt ?

Ros. You are right: for ’tis founded on justice and
consistency.

Ld. ¥. Justice! consistency!

Ros. Aye, my Lord ; aud had you not been blinded by
jenlousy, you would have perceived that I tolerated the
compliments paid to me by Florindo, to avoid the impor-
tunate reiteration of them, and to dcceive the Countess.

Flor. (uside) Here's u discovery ! ’tis my rival !

Ld. F, Rosaura, [—{—1| am overwhelmed with shame
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at the injustice 1 have done you: I dare not solicit your
forgiveness, for I feel that I am unworthy of it. ,

‘fos. Lovers arc always in extremes: you are now
humiliating yourself unnecessarily: you men are cruel and
capricious creatures—you treat us women as the Chinese
do the idols they worship—You offer up prayers to us,
and if we do not answer them, you beatus. .

Ld: F. If I could separate those warring emotions which
compose the passion 1 feel for you, love would be uncon-
taminated by jealousy. .

Ros. Nay, | am very well satisfied with you ; for since
1t is known that extremes mcet, | shquld be somewhat sus-
picious of the strength of that love which existed without
jealousy. '

Flor. (aside) So! a preity situation this for a rejected
lover!

Ld. ¥. Oh Rosaura, now that I find -your affections
have not been hestowed on  that insufferable puppy, Flo-
rindo, the tide of pleasure which 1 feel, almost denies me
utterance. L'he refined emotions of love are not expressed
by professions the most animated ; not cven a fond pres
sure of the hand can convey one hundredth part of that
electric transport which elevates my existence, when 1
have gazed at you with mute admiration.

Ros. Qur better acquaintance bas, [ perceive, allayed
the ardor of your passion, since you attempt to give it ut-
terance.

Ld. F. Toexpress what I feel to any but yourself,
were impossible : very few have been. initiated in the hal-
lowed mysterics of intellectual passioh. The vulgar doc-
trines of love, are like those elememtary lectures which
Aristotle addressed to the common people ; but the meta-
physical principles-of the lovers’ argy Jike those of the
Grecian Philosopher, are communicated to the most ¢onfi-
dential of his friends only.

Ros. Since you arc inclined to be so figurative, I'li
furnish you with another allegors. It has been vulgarly
declared, that all lovers feel alike: but does not this little
cepricious deity, love, resemble the keen grammarian, that
defines the various meanings of emotions, which nine-tenths
of the world consider synonimous? But a truce with
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cl:laborate definitions of simple emotions, for I can stay no
onger. _ T i
Ld. F. How ardently do I wish for that hour . which
will give you to my protecting arms! why should we delay
one minute {—All is silent—Can we not escape, on the
side towards the street !

Ros. "Tis impossible :  the house has been a second time
alarmed, and all the$ervants are on the watch.

Ld. F. If that loitering rascal Pasquino had obeyed my
nrders, the gondoliers would have been, at this moment,
beneath the window.

Ros. Hah! some gne with a light is coming this way.

Fior, (vside) *Tis Verezzi, no donbt. .

Ld. F. Cursed mischance! ,

Ros. There's not an instaut to be lost: I must leave
you.

Ld. T. Ts thefe not a possibility of concealment ?

Ros. T hear voices at the chamber-door ! they are here {
{Attempts to oper the closet in which Florindo is con-
cealed, while he drawes back the door.) Heavens ! we are
discovered! some one is in this closct! What's to be done ?

Ld. F. Couceal vourself behiud me : vou will not be
discovered.  (Places himself on the pedestul, and Rosaura
coniceals herself behind him.)

[ Enter the Coynrtrss and ViR izz1, who is disguised.]

Countess. This visit, my good futher, is most opportue.
I was about to send to you, but hesitated to beg yourat-
rendance at this unseasonable hour.

Flor. (aside : looking from the closet.) Eh! then Reo-
saura and my rival are gone ! i

Fer. (disquising hisvoice.) T'o every spiritual comforter,
this apoloygy would appear almost superfluous ; but to me,
who am honored with your friendship, it is unnecessary,
and indicates a reserve that 1 did not expect to find.

Countess. Nay, do not reproach me; I am sufficiently
unhappy. Judge of the uncusiness of my mind, when I
inform vou that pleasure hus lost its charms: my spirits
are languid, and health has left my cheeks.

Fer. (aside) Tramsporting discovery! Nay, daughter,
this is the Janguage of despair: speak to me without re-
gserve: make me acquainted. with those secret thoughts
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which shiink into the utmost recesses of your heart, and
undermine your peace.

Countess. Alas! it is no transitory languor that depressec
me; the vital sources of kappiness are poisoned.

Ver. (aside) 1 shall run wild with joy !——This mental
depression does, indeed, appear to have affected your
health. Your hand, fair lady—~Skillggbas I am in physical
and mental wfirmities, I may, perfaps—How soft and
delicate !

Countess. Fathe: ! s

Ver. I-—I mean—how hot and feverish !

Flor. (aside) Eacellent!

Fer. Andjyour disordered pulse beats in—1in-in blessed
unison with the tumultuous thhobbings of —

Countess. Thiobbings of what ?

Ver. Of—of—delitium.

Countess. Blessed umon with the throbbings of de-
lirium !

Ver. Ye—ye—yes, daughter ; for delirium is symptom-
atic of the crsis of disense.  The crisis of your malady 1»
at hand, and I prophecy a blessed result

Cunntess. Why surely you are yourself delirious, my
good father. My mind, should it :emain long unallevi-
ated, may mdeed at length produce what—

Ver. Nay, dangltter, [ trust that the amxiety of friend-
ship will suggest a meuns of rehef - discover the sowce of
your affliction. .

Countess. Oh my pious fuiehd, 1s therc any balm for a
cankered heart >—\What can 1estorg the blossoms of
blighted affection ¢ d

er. Moderate your sorrow, lady. 3

Countess. 1 droop and wither KiE the prostrate ivy.
'The oak that once these circling uWraced, exists no
longer ; and Le, whose giant-shade niight give protection
to my fading prostrate form— "4

er. Hark! *

_Chorus of Gondoliers at u distance.
“Twilight's pale uncertain ligl

Succeeds the durk aud cheerless night.
With sparkling eyes and winged pace,
The laughing sons of plensure trace
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The gay Pinzza’s charme no mora, |
But loatle the joys they bless’d before.
And see! the market-boats appedr,
While busy cries assail the ear.
Hark! the boatmen’s cry :
Ali! ali!
Thu{tm hour is nigh.

Countise. *Tis a pmity of gondoliers, who are returning
from St. Mark’s Place.
. Ld. F. (aside) Should it be Pasquino, we shall be un-
vne. .
Ros. (aside) 1 amt dying with apprehension !
Ld. F (asz)de) St!—-s':g! PP
Fer. But proceed, lady, to the cause of your malady—
Some fanuly affliction, perhaps. Has your daughter been
gulty of any dereliction of her duty?
Countess. No, no. .
I er. Some Losom-friend has proved ticacherous—
Countess. No, father, no.
(The dashing of oars is heard bencath the windop.)
Ver. What can be the meaung of this ?
Pas. Hark ! the boatmen’s cry.
Chorus at a distance. Al! aly!

Chorus of gondoliers be-3 o ner bour is nigh.
neath the window.

Ld. F. (aside) *T1s Pasquino! We are undone !
Ver. All is again silent, * .
P ‘ﬁ;z;ntm. The bogt has passed on to some neighbouring
o.
Flor. (aside)  The matm hour!” ’tis the Boatmen’s
signal to Rosaura anfl hy rival.
Ver. You trembheyfille daughter! what alarms you ?
[PasQuin® éhtérs at one of the wmdows.]
Flor. (aside) Hahbas 1 suspec ome one is entering
from the balcony. *
Pas. (aside) Eh! a hght! all are at rest, then, and my
master and the fair Rosaura do not apprehend discovery.
Ld, F. {aside) Bounds) what's the fool about?
¥er. Nay, lovely Countess, why this hesitation, this re-
luctance ? i
Pas. (aside) So,so! his Lordship has thought ﬁroper
NO. X. N. Br. I». VOL. III.
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to asshme a monk’s covering. for the accomplishment of
his pious scheme. ; -
d. F. (aside) Curse the fellow ! has he lost his senses ?

Countess. 1 know not hiow, 1 have neither hn%uage nor
courage to tell you the secret of my heart—a suffusion of
blushes—an embarrassment so peculiarly distressing thrills
me, that I—L—I am overwhelmed Eith shame and con-
fusion. o . .

Fer. (aside) "Tis all ecnchantment! Courage, courage,
lady, you have no cause for fear: my life on’t, some mis-
understanding has occasioned this affliction.

Countess. With what patience you bear with my weak-
1ess.

Ver. ’Tis my duty, daughter: on—on—

Pas. (aside) Humph! my master has prudently dis-
guised his voice with his person. Now I might as well
think of looking with impuuity at a basilisk, as at this fiery
Englishman when he’s making love: I must tell him that
the gondola’s ready, however. (Gropes his way towards
Verezzi; his face averted.) .

Countess. How skilfully you probe the wound that
agonizes mc.

Ver. (taking her hand.) 1 am your soul’s physician :
let me then with gentle force remove this canker that
withers your existence.

Countess. And must 1—must 1 declare it ?

Ver. Think of the pangs of secrecy, that.waste without
destroying.

Plor. (aside; stifling lis luughter.) Oh, oh!

Countess. Love, father, love—unparticipated, bopeless
love, consumes me!

Ver. (uside) Oh bliss! oh ecstasy! Love—love, lady?
and for whom ¢ . =y .

Pas. He mustibe hereabout, I think. (groping.)

Countess. My destiny was determined the hour [ saw
him. [ struggled against my passion, but # vain ; for he
{ love is the ele;aut, the accomplish’d, the all-perfect,
Marquis Verezzi! S A ¢
(Lord Forester has just quitted, the pedesial, ahd is gra

© ing one of Pasquino’s arms, us Pasquino dratwg:.the

wcowl from the. arquis’s head, while Florindo, lgaves
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the closét’ convnlsed with luughter. The Countessy
shricks on @iscoveripg Verezzi.) - :
“ [Enter SERVANTSs with lights.]

Countess. Verezzi!

Ld. F. The Marquis Verczzi here!

Ver. Lord Forester ! , '

Countess. "Tis in vain to dissemble : you have, Marquis,
most ungenerously possessed yourself of the sentiments of
my heart.

Fer. 1 trust that you will forgive e, my dear Countess,
when [ assure you that had 1 been acquamted with other
means, L would have availed myself of them: 1 should not
have been ungenerous, if you had not been unjust.

Countess. At any tiine hut the present L would punish
your temerity, by deferring that which 1 grant immediately
—your pardon.

Fer. Bencficent angel !

Countess. Hear me, Marquis: From this minute, the
Palazzo di Colombo will be subject to your control 5 and
I have to request that your first duty may be to require an
explanation of this young English impostor’s conduct, who
still persists in addressing my daughter, after my repeated
refusal of him.,

Ver. Of whom do you speah, madam ? « :

Countess. Of this young man, (poimting to Lord F.)
who has assumed the dress of a gondolier, that he might
the more easily deceive me. .

Fer. You wrong this young gentleman: he is by birth
a nobleman ; I am honored with the friendship of the carl
his fatlier: and I have had frequent occasion to bear tes-
timouy of the son’s virtues. o '

Countess. Indeed! then I—I—I know not what apo-
logy todier. ) o

Ld. F. Nay, madam, d» not distress yourself on my, ac-
count ; this misunderstanding could not have been pre-
vented. Having been informed of the breach of friendship
between the Marquis Verezzi and yourself, I was unable
to solicit the honor of an introduction by the only nobleman
to whom I dm known in Venice. '

Flor. My dear Countess, I have reconsidered the honor
youintended mc, by giving mc the hand of that fair lady :
you know what the women think of me;—each flatters
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t herself that she is the elect: if I marry, the jealousy of the
nine hundred and ninety-nine may tempt them to tear me
to pieces.

er. Nor would it be difficult; for, to speak figuratively,
any woman may take such flimsy materials to pieces.

Flor. That’s capdid of you, dad, for ¥ve heard you
boast of our striking resemblance to each other.

Countess. 'The noble origin of this gentleman being no
longer disputed, I beg to know, Rosaura, whether any
change in your affections has taken place ?

Ld. F. I have not language, lovely Rosaura, to express
the tramsports of my gratitude : may the thoughts that
favor me be never expressed but by the language of that
enchanting countenance.

FINALE.
May future days be bless’d as this,
And prove one swelling tide of bliss
T'o ebb with every rising day,
And only flow with life away.

THE END



Remarks on
THE GONDOLIER.

This is one of the prettiest little pieces that we have yet
published. The characters are sketched with much spirit ;
and the dialogue is casy and clegant. [t would be difficult
to mention any opera, brought out at the public theatres,
superiorin comic incident, bustle, and agreeable poetry to
the Gondolier. The localities of the scene are well pre-
served ; and throughout the whole piece there is a freedom
and gaiety rarely met with in similar productions.

But what we chiefly esteem in this amusing performance
is, that healthy tone of feeling which is the proper charac-
teristic of the English drama, but which has so long been
systematically excluded from the stage.

It is certainly not to be expected that any single author
will be able to restore the British drama to its wonted
dignity, but it cannot be denied that the indtitution of our
publication has done mare towards the demonstration of the
existence of sufficient talents in the country, than any attempt
ever before made ; and whatever may be the opinion of the
managers of Drury Lane theatre, as to the valuc of the
plays_ which they have brought forward or rejected, we
are stire that siuce the appcarance of our first number, they
have not attempted to represent any new piecc comparable
to The GoNponier. The information given by
Mr. Whitbread, in a spcech avhich he lately addressed to
the proprietors of that concern, relative to the number of
dramas offered for representation, deserves particular at-
tention ; not, however, so much on account of the curious
fact of two hundred and seventy-six pieces having been
offered. for representation since the rebuilding of Drury
Lane,as that in all this number scarcely a dozen were thought
deserving of attention, and of these, two of the best were by
one of the managers. But upon this foint, we shall soen have
an opportunity of expressing ourselvcs more extensively.
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In the mean time, as the advocates of the emancipatiou
of the stage, not by reasoning, but byadducing the evidence
of facts, we cannot refrain from noticing at present, that
the statement of Mr. Whitbread 1s certainly not satisfac-
tory to the public, although perfectly so to the proprietors
of the theatre: for the question at issue between the
two parties, 13 o8t whether the concerns of the play-
houses are well or ill managed, but whether the theatri-
cal monopoly is, or is not, advantageous to the only,
rational species of public amusement. The object of our
work, as it has been repeatedly stated, is to draw attention
to the regular drama ; and to prove, if possible, that the
odions substitution of shows for plays has arisen out of
something in the management of the theatres, which
would be obviated were the stage subjected to the influence
of competition. .

Towards the great cancerns of Drury Lane and
Covent Garden, we feel no enmity; nor have we any
cause to do so. We thinh them, indced, noble institu-
tions. In the whole circle of public companies, we have
never heard of any one where judgment, munificence, and
the exercise of the genuine sagacity of business, have
been more thoroughly exemplified than in the manage-
ment of Covent Garden. And we are perfectly satistied
that were the stage at this moment emancipated, the same
prosperity would attend the cxertions of those who have
raised that theatre to the rank which it is allowed by the
whole public to enjoy. The afluirs of Diury Lane have
s0 long been embarrassed, by causes sufliciently notorious,
that it would be unfair to ascribe to the gentlemen
entrusted with the direction of its exhibitivns, the neces-
sary eflects of such a state of things. s the pecuniary
concerns of the theatre improve, the exhibitions will also
improve; and from the report of the cowmittce, the
public, as well as the proprietors, have reason to rejoice
at the promise which they afford. To the exertions of
Mr. Whitbread, every admirer of the drama ought to
consider himself indebted. 1t is ouly to-be regretted
that this pubhc-spirited gentleman should not carry them

ittle farther, and use his influence to limit the per-
:=%rmance’ of néw plays to a certain number of nights,
e offer the hint also to Mr, Hairis,—It is the ouly way
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»
10 repress the cxpensive exhibition of toys and tiusel.
New playschave always the effect of filling the house ; and
a series of such brought out, with the common stock of
decorations, would prove as profitable as the most suc-
vessful of the shows in which the managers endeavour tv
display their wealth or liberality. -
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CHARACTERS.
wemtliipn—

MgN.—Spaniards.
Ferpinanp, King of Arragon
Ximentes, Cardinal of Toledo.
GonsaLvo pE Corpova.

MerpiNa SIDONIA.

CorTEZ.

Lara.

Dieao, Squire to Lara,

PEeDpro, an old man attached to Gonsalvo.

Grandees, Priests, Guards, Attendants, Citizens, aud

Spanish Slaves.

Moonrs.

]};4 vLEY, King of Granada.
OABDIL -
ALMANZ o’n,} Sons to the King.
ALAMAR,
ALy,
OTHMAN,
SE1D,
ABEN-IIAMET,

MusTarHa, } Chiefs of the Abencerrages.
MonamET,

Viziers, Moorish Noblemen, Guards, &c.

} Chiefs of the Zegris faction.

WoMeN.—Spaniards.

IsaBELLA, Queen of Castile. |,
Ladies, Citizens, Slaves, and Attendants.

Moors.

Zurema, Daughter to the King.
Zoraypa,r Daugbter to Mustapha.
Ladies and Attendants.

Scene, Granada and its environs, Seville, and the
, Spanish Camp,



r .
T'HE SPANIARDS.
——
ACT L.
SCENE 1. Sea Coast.—A bark reaches the .2and, Sfrom
which GoNsaLvo and Peoro, disguised in Turkish
habits, descend.
Gon. My worthy Pedro, saviour of my days,
I fear the toils thow’st suffer’d for my sake,
Bave near exhausted the small share of strength
Which Time, destroyer of all mortal thifigs,
And Moorish slavery, had spared thy frame.
Lean on this arm, old man, preserv’d by thee
To fight its country’s battles. Gracious power  (kneels)
‘That rul’st the universe ! O deign to kst
Unto the grateful feelings of my breast
For liberty reguin’d, for life redeem’d ;
And grant a suppliant’s prayer, who dares to breathe
‘To thy almighty throne, not for himself,
ut for his king, and lov’d Iberia’s weal,
His votive aspirations! Nerve-thishand -
With ten-fold vigor, steel this throbbing heart
With' ardent manhood, that | may achieve
Some daring exploit in my monarch’s cause
Agaiyst th’ usurping Moors, and firmly fix
Th’ Heroic Ferdinand and his bold queen
Upon Granuda's regal seat! Old man, (rises)
Once more accept my thanks. .
Pedro. Your noble spirit
O’er-rates my poor deserts. Ere you were born,
I lov'd your father, serv’d him. faithfully ;
And when you were a child, these fond old arms
Have often carried yow. Full twenty years
Have run their course since by a pirate band. -+
I was to Fez conducted as a slave, 4
And linger’dwut a hapless life in chains. - N
Fame spoke aloud your deeds: .my bosom yearn’
To see the hero whom a boy I nurs'd.
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You came to Afric on an embassy,

Aud by your daring energy, compell’d

"The treacheious Seid to accept your termis.

The monaich was incens'd and swore your ruiu;

I overheard his plots against your life ;

T bless'd my servitude that gave the means

‘T'o save you from the dauger : 1 had scrap’d

A little gold together : how T joy'd

To employ that ieasuie in my lord’s behalf!

1 bought the vests you wear, the fishet’s bark

In which we sought this shore; 1 tun'd my lute;

Aud sung a Spamesh ditty to engage

Your fix’d atteytion. 1low my bosom beat,,

Till full success had ciown'd my enterprize !

Now I shall close'my aged eycs in peace;

My ancient master’s son, and by m) means,

Is to his countiy, to his hing, 1estor’d.

Thanhs to the god of battles, le may tight

And worlk destruction ‘mongst the infidels !

Come when thou wilt, grim death, thou’st lost for me

Thy teriors, undismay’d ll meet thy stroke.
Gon. 8till, still for many years of happiness

May st thou be spar’d, old man—Dut hark! a shriek

As from a female voice assails my car !

See to the shore a bark approaches fast,

Whilst fiom yon forest, hastening to this place,

T'wo Moonsh ruffians drag per jorce along

A weeping maiden of no common rauk,

If by her vesture we may judge of her.

Behind this rock let’s watch their coming here,

And scize the moment to enfranchise her.

(They conceal themselves.)

[Enter ALAMAR and AL1, drapging in ZULEMA.]
Zul. Oh Heavens! hear my cnes; m pity send

Some succouring angel in this hour of need

To free me from rese ruflians’ loathdome grasp !
Alam. Thy shrieks are vain : ’us hootless to resist :

1 would not harm thee for a thousand worlds,

Why should’st thou fear me, siuce thou hnow’st full well

The empassion’d love I bear thee ! Lady, think

I’'m rich and great, a puissant.Moorieh lord,

Chief of the noble Zegris, whom e son, ,
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The eldest son of Muley, Boabdil

Has with his utmost favor countenanc'd:
Think that thy brother smiles upon my suit,
Nor will thy father, our old monarch, dare
Refuse to give our nuptials his consent.
Accept my lieart, my power, and my wealth,
Become a willing bride, and T will lead

Thee back in trmmph to Granada’s walls,
There publicly espouse thee.

Zul. No, should death N
In all its horrors come on rapid wing,
Whetting his seythe to cut my thread of life
The moment I had utter’d a refusal ;
Still would 1 say, still m#rmur as T died,
¢ Nc’er will I give 1y hand unto the man
\Whom my soul loathes ; ne’er will 1 willing be
The partner of his conch, whose caitiff tougue
Agaiust its monarch dares to lift its voice,

And fan 1ebc llivus flames within the mind
Of Boabdil against his father’s pcace.”—
Away, away ! for sooner would 1 wed

‘The meanest slave that tends upon thy state,
If loyal to his country aud his king,

Than rule with thee the vast subjected earth.
Thy switis vaiu; were even hrothers, sire,
Toadd their joint entreaties to thy prayers,
Sull would I say, *¢ Never shall Alamar
‘To Zulema be more than strangers are.”
Relcase me then ; restore me to my friends ;
Nor, like a vile and dastard ravisher,

By vinlence strive to gain what love denies.

Alam. Release thee! never till thou plight thy faith
To meet me at the altur as my bride.

‘Think’st thou my nature is so very soft
"That tears may change it —Know that Alamar,
When once he’s said “ I will,” is firmly fix'd
. As proud Gibraltar stands amidst the waves
Frowning npon the deep, unmov’d by storms.
True, that thy beauties have within my soul
Kindled the never-dying blaze of love
True, that my life or wealth are valued naught
In competition with thy witching self;
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Bat still there isa gem I value more,
- Thy nearness to the Moorish diadem,
Which, like a ladder, points the ready way
For me to mount the throne of empire.
Zul. Ambitious wretch! detested Alamar!
Still, still in blacker dye thy character _
Each momeut meets my sight : I thonght thee lost
'To patriot zeal, to loyalty ; but now ,
Thou'rt not to king and country énly false,
But deaf to honor, treacherous to thy fiiend.
Alam. And didst thou deem [ was old Muley’s foe
To raise his son? And didst thou really judge
So meanly of my spirit?  Fora while, -
1 mean the weak, suspicious Boabdil,
Shall wear Granada’s crown ; for well T know
His captious temper, pettish as the winds, -
Will lead him on to be tyramical,
Making his yoke sit heavy on the necks
Of the impatient Saraceyic mob—
Thus wiil bis despotism a color give
Of justice to my plans, to snatch from him
The sceptre which my hand now lusts to bear.
Wilt thou not, then, Gianada’s future queen,
Smile on my love, and be my Zulema?
Kul. No,as | value honor, virtue, truth.
Alam. Then force shall make thee mine—thy shrieks
are vaili— : ‘
Vain thy rcsistance. - See, yon bark’s prepar’d
To hear us far from this thy native land,
To Afric’s burning clime; where, till thy faith
Is firmly knit to mine, thou shalt remain
A vailing exile, wasting life away
Far from thy friends, thy country’s verdant fields.
Haste, Ali, haste! by Mabomet I swear,
"That since love canuot, force shall make thee mine.
[GonsavLvo, followed ly PeDr o, rushes between Alamar,
- Bis party and the shore.]
.. Gon. Uphand the lady, villuins ! by mine arm
- Just Heaven in anger gives your oath thelie. '
Release the latly, dastyrd ! .
wwilam. . ;< EAg Wllo art thou . .
That dar’st to cope. with Alamar the Moor? ~
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Thy weeds proclaim thee but of vassal birth. :

Gon. My deeds shall show thee, proud one, what I #m :
It is not fortane, ’tis not rank aloue ‘
That give their sterling dignity to' man’;

We from the shell should not the kernel judge,
Nor from the casket prize the gem within:
Let actions speak ; for he is truly great *
Whom virtue stamps a hero—all the rest

Is adventitions—but 2 random gift

Of the blind goddess, nor at all depends

On man’s self will. Birth’s like a goodly frame,
Which if the picture it encloses round

Be masterly achiev'd, still serves to add

Its finish to the whole ; but if the work
Within pourtray’d be naught, it can but show
In still more glaring colors the defects.

Speak not of rank then, lest your vices stain
Y‘:)ur heraldry with spots of blackest dye;

But give the lady to my guardianship.

Alam. You speak it bravely, stripling, nor in vain
Have you the tiger cha’"d—What! shall 2 worm
Presume to chide the monarch of the woods #—
Thou shalt repent this boldness in the dust.

.Gon. God and my cause will shield me—War no more
In braggart words, butlet us try thy sword,
If’t be askeenly temper’d as thy speech,

Alam. 1n pity to thy youth B' fam would spare thee :
We’re two to one, thiuk on the odds; for sure
Yen ancient grey beard—

Pedro. Will not idly stand
Whilst innocence and justice claim his aid.

Gon. No further parley; yield the lady up,

Or meet my avenging arm. ‘
Alam. Have at thee then!

For whilst I grasp a sword, nor Heaven nor Hell

Shall tear her from me but with ebbing life. :

(Gonsalvo and Alamar, Ali and Pedro, fight.—Adlamar
is disarmed ; but Pedro being worsted, alvo rushes
on Ali, whom he puts to flight; on his resurn, he dis-
eguers that Pedro %ein wounded, Alumar is hurrying

Zulema towards the bark, having ir a struggle got

possession of Pedro’s weapon—Gonsalvo agamn attacks

him, and brings him to the ground.) v

1
i
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lam. Hell and its blackest imps ! what foil'd again!
T'm'in thy power take my life away, ’
Or give we back the lady; and 1 swear
By i&ahomet to pour upon thine head
Such wealth as €’en might glut a miser’s thirst.
Ast \hou ambitious ? 1 will ope to thee
The gate that leads to greatness, so thou wilt
But spare my life and yield me Zulema.
Gon. 1 neither covet gold, norpower prize,
When gain’d by evil means—But take thy Life—
1 never yet could slay a fallen man. [Exit Alamar.
Lady, permit me to conduct you home.
Come, good old maa, how fares it with thee, say—
There’s blood upon thy garment; sure thou’rt burt?
Pedro. Tis but my arm 1s wounded, yet my age
Lacks every drop of blood, which through my veins,
Chill’d by alength of years, no longer runs
But in a lazy current—twill be naught.
Zul. Oh!let me bind it, venerable man ;
This veil may serve to staunch awhile the wound.
But thou grow’st pale; I fear my unskill'd band
Too rudely press'd thy arm. .
Pedro. . No, bless thee, no !
T’'m but a little faint, *twill soen be o’er.
Zul. Ah! would thy strength permit thee but to gain
Yon castle’s roof ! thou should’st be tended there
‘With tenderest -care; for there unnumber’d serfs
Me mistress call : ’tis but a little way.’
Gon. Come cheerly, cheerly ! lean upon my arm ;
Still harder yet ; ’tis bt 1 bear thee now,
Who hast so often borne me when a boy.
Come cheerly, cheerly! the fair Zulema
I know’ll forgive my 1nattentigps to her,
In gity for the cause of them.
L.

. Sir Knight,
My brave deliverer, speak not thus to me;
Talk not of inattentions, when your arm )
So unobly fought to. snatch me from despair :
Besides, my lord, compassion is a crest
Which well becomes a hero’s god-like helm.
*Tis beauteous to hghold the cheering sun
With youthful warmth relax into a smile L
frowns on winger’s snow-encircled brow. . ¢ |
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Dut with our venernble charge, let’s haste %

To reach, ere night cotnes on, my rexiderice,
Where you aud this old man shall find ine grateful.
[Erxeunt, leading Pedro.

SCENE 1. 1Inside of Zulema’s‘ Castle, near (Granada.

Enter MuLEY, ALviNzor, Guards, and Attendants,
Muley. The princess gone, ye say, some hours ago,
Summon’d by us to meet us at Granada ?
My mind misgives me—"twas a forg’d command
T'o lure her hence. We sent no messenger.
Almanzor, go, and take a chosen guard,
Search all the country till my luld be found 5
FYor well | know my Zulema’s kind soul
Would rather sacufice each thought of self
Than quit clandestinely her doating sire,
Bringing his age with soirow to the grave.
Alman. Well hast thou jude’d my sister: yes, 1 fear
Some potent Zegris of Boabdil’s cause,
Llis fuend, the crafty Alamar, pethaps,
Has, at my traitorous brother’s mstigation, .
Par'd to coommt this outrage. I will haste,
And make the ruffian, if 1 meet hin, 1ue
That e’er ambition had so f’d his soul
As cause hun with an engle’s glance to fix
Ou this, our sun of beauty, his proud hopes.
Muley. Be wary, my Almanzor, and restrain
Thy overboihing wrath. Ah! be not rash,
Nor hasty as the ocean’s stormy waves
W hén by the infuriate blasts they to and fro
Are diiven headlong.  Thik, my son, thy foes
Are powerful, that haughty Alamar
Of a rebellious party is the chief,
Which ouly waits lns nod and Boabdil’s
"To hurl me from my throne. Think on their might,
Think on thy father’s soirows and bis age ;
Who, should he lose thy sister and thyself,
Will have no hand to smooth the bed of death,
But deem not that | tamper with these men
T'o save my crown—No! 1 would gladly cast
'The care-girt diadem frown off my héad, !
And place 1t vn my treacherous offspring’s brow,
Did not my subjects’ welfare bid me pause,
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Whom I still love, ungrateful as they are. .
1 could not biook to ses them® bear the yoke
Of one, who, deaf to nature’s sacred laws,
Will play the capuous tyrant over them.
But go, my child, be prudent as thou'rt brave,
Restore a daughter to her father’s arms.
My choicest blessings go along with thee,
(ds Almanzor and Guards are going oul, enter an Ai-
tendunt.)
Attendant. My liege, the lady Zulema’s at hand;
A youth in Twkish babit leads her on,
An old man feebly totters by lis side,
Suppuited on Ins aim.  They slowly come.
1 saw them from the warder’s watch appioach.
Muly. We'll go and meet them m the outward hall.
Say, was her guide of noble aien and garb
Attendant. My hege,his vestments w ere of humble sort,
But yet his gait was loity and commanding.
1 could uot mark his features fiomn the height
And distance ot the place whereon I stood
To whete they mov’d bedow.  But hark! the horn
Speaks that they've reach’d the postals.
Muley. Let us fly,
And clasp my Zulema in these fond arms. [Lxeunt.

SCENE 1.  Aunother pait of the Castle.
Eunter Boaspin, ALAMAR, and Aur.
Boab. $peah, Ali, ait thou sure no prymg eye
Saw Alamar within this castle’s walls ?
Al My lord, Lintroduc'd bim privily,
‘As you enjoin’d me, by the covert way.
Bonbd. "Ths well ; 1ctmin and watch, and let us know
Should any adverse footsteps hyther stray. [ Lot AE.
Alam. You are too cautious; why not now declare
Your bold aspiiing wishes openly ?
Qur party is 30 suong we cannot fal.
Boab. 1 wirh ta give some color to the deed.
I kuow the Spaniards are intent to send
An embussy 1o ¢lajm the tribute due;
X know that Muley. my imbecile sire,
Is of opimon we should pay it them,
T'o save his subjects from 2 muid 1008 war.
This will inflame the Moors to indignation,
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Whilst we will profit by their rising wrath,
And fan its embers to a dreadful flame :
For whenthe people’s temper’d a8 we wish
We'll call his nnld and peaceful spirit dotage;
Say that through age he is unfit to reign,
Seize on the 10val dignity ourselves,
Wheie once vstablishi’d thou shalt next to us
Have power in the kingdom, and enjoy
Granada’s lovely piincess as thy bride.
Alireturns; there’s meaning of import
Sits on his brow.

[Enter Art.]

Ali. My ford, the princess comes,
Attended by her youthful chumpnion, here,
You’d best ietire, and underneath this arch
Hear unobserv’d the converse which they hold.

[ Boabdil, Alamar, and Al retire.
[Enter ZuLEMA, Gonsavso, and Attendants,]
Zul. (to Attend.) At distance keep ; 1 to thus stranger’s
ear
Have something of importance to impart.
(to Gons.) Why must thou quit so soon aur grateful roof?

Gons. Because mny duty calls me hence away ;
Because my honor, dear r than my hfe,

Would in beholding thee forgotien be ;

Because 1am a Spaniard, and thou art

My country’s foe, an Islam in thy creed.
Would that thy father were some humble swain
Of European uation and belief ;

Then without shame L could thy charms adore ;
But now ’tis sin to love thee : yet 1 fear

I'm crimival alveady. Fare thee well.

<ul. Stay yet a momenty list to Zulema,
Acquaint her grateful bosom, in her prayers,
Whom she must name as her deliverer ¢
On whom is she to call her blessings down ?

Gons. Gonsalvo 1s my name, and from Cordova
1 draw the lordly title which 1 bear,

Adieu, thou fair one, much too fair, alas!

For this heart’s peace. Would I had never known
Thy fatal charms, thy loveliness and worth,

But, ere we part, let me agam commend
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" The wounded Pedro to thy tender care, -
Rul. Fear not for him, Gonsalvo, he’s my charge.
Say, ere thou goest, would it not joy thysoul
To learn that Zutema’s no’ Islam born,
But with her mother’s milk she firm imbib’d -
The Christian tenets, and an ardent love
For Spain, her mother’s country. .
Gons. : Gracious God!
Speak thus again! once more repeat it to me
Thou’rt balf a Spaniard, thou a Christian art!
Have 1 my senses, Heaven! is this true?
Zul. True, as | value my immortal soul;
True, as 1 bear a grateful recollection
Of thy assistance; true, as | detest
Fell Alamar, the Moor ; Gounsalvo love;
But with such love as virgin modesty,
As saiuts dare breathe for piety aud worth.
Go then, Gonsalvo; for thy honor’s fame
Is than thy presence dearer still to me.
But if the trump of war again should blow
In brawling discord "twixt the Moor and Spain—
If thou should’st meet my father in the field,
Ah! think on me, and spare his aged life.
I fain would ask thee too to shun the spear
Almauzor couches in the plains of war, .
But that I know that thy undaunted spirit
Would spurn at all that looks like coward fear.
Why should two minds, both form’d in honor’s mould,
As thine and my Almanzor’s, be foredoom’d
By native prejudice and differing faith
Never to taste of holy triendship’s sweets ?
But thou a Spaniard art, and he a Moor.
He from his father drew his sterling worth,
And likewise drew his creed. 1, far from court,
Was by my mother, sainted Leonora,
Nurtur'd to love the Spaniards and their God.
She taught my soul to hate the cruel Moors,
All but her hnsband and her matchless son,
Towards whom kind nature has my bosom stor’d
With feelings styovfz of filigl piety
And sisterly affection. Fare thee well;
And wear this scarf; a small remembrancer
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Of my esteem and friendship. Recollect, -
As far as honor-sanctions, in the wars = °
The friends of Zplema are not thy foes. . .
Gons. Where rigid duty will permit, by, Heavens!
T’ll guard their lives at peril of my own.
Adieu! I leave thee not despairing now,
But with bright views of happiness to come; .
¥Yor Zulema’s a Spaniard in her heart,
And owns, O raptures ! she Gonsalvo loves.
[ Exeunt Zulema and Attendants, and Gons. severally,
[Boarpir, ALasMAR, and ALt come forward.]
Alum. Death to my hopes, she loves the Iberian youth,
And proudly boasts her hate of Alamar.
She's to the Moorish faith an enemy,
For which I'll hwl my vengeance at her church
Or perish in th’ attempt. %.‘ist, prince, to me;
Be lion-hearted, resolute, and bold,
Or hold not Alamar thy fricnd ; for he
Detests the mean ambition that not dares
Encounter every danger, brave c'en death
To gain its end. Fie on that coward wretch
Who, scar’d by consclence, starts at deeds of blood !
His puny brows were never form’d to wear
The crown he pants for, but he fears to snatch.
1f thou urt such a ove, 1 am thy foe;
Butif thou'rt daring, trust iny ardent zeal
Shall shortly place thee in the regal seat.
Come, Ali, to Granada lies our way,
‘Where schemes of vengeauce ’gainst Iberia’s sons
Call for my presence. Boabdil, adien.
[Exeunt Alamar and Ak,
Boab. Sir Alamar, you school me now, methinks,
With zeal unmannerly : youd best beware, .
You're but a tool to build my fortunes with,
Which, when the fabric’s rear’d, I’ll cast aside.
*Twere dangerous to keep too near a throne
So fell, so bloody-minded, proud a man.
He thinks to wed the princess—be’s mistaken,
*Tis true | flatter bis ambitious wish
With promise of ber band, but never mean
To keep that promise sacred. Zulema ..
Maust not be wedded to a Moorish chief,



413 THE SPANIARDS, ACT 11,

She by her blood is far too close allied . -

"To kingly powet. She nust be dispos’d-of.

Her’s and Almianzor’s death alone. can fix

The diadem securely on my head:

For while they live 1 caw but reign in' fear.

But first I'll hurl old Muley from his seat,

Seize on the reins of government ‘myself,

Then rid me of the haughty Alamar, |

And those whose heirship to Granada’s crown

Is only of a younger date thau mine. [Exit.

ACT 11

SCENE L The Royal Court at Seville.
Ferpinanpand Isaseria discovered on their throne.
XimeENES, MepiNa, Lara, Lords and Warriors,
seated as in council.
Ferdinand. Noble Castilians, subjects of our queen,
Ye lords of Arragon, who own our sway,
Valiant Astwians, ye, whose fathets gained
Such brilliant conquests "gainst the Moorish host,
When by Pelago ye were led to fight ;
Warriors of Biscay, Murcians, Catalans, |
Estr#madurans, and Galician knights,
Ye Andalusian heroes, hear your king,
We’re met in council,to debate this day
On our proceedings tow’rds your country’s foe;
Speak freely your opinions. Shall our swords
Lie rustyin their scabbards, whilst the Moors
Riot securely in thie heart of Spain,
Scoff at the sacred Cross, and doom to chains
And galling scrvitude Hesperia’s sons;
Your wretched brethren, wlose once happy land
"These cruel spoilérs, with invading armns,
A host of pirates, pouring from the shores
Of burning Africa, have seiz'd upon?
Or shall we, loosing the fell hounds of war,’
Bearing the spear and crosier in our hands,
Boldly atmgkgﬁ:' slaves to Mahomet,
And swear to perish in the gloricus cause,
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Or drive this swarm of locusts hence away? -

Weigh well the merits of the enterprize, - :

But likewise weigh'its perils : speak thou first,

Thon minister of Christ, whose honied speeck. ..

With such alluring wisdom ever teems

As makes our hearing captive. :
Xim. Good my liege,

Yon prize my fecble taleats much too high.

Within a monastery’s humble walls -~ "~ .

1 pass’d my early years, thence little know

Of worldly policy. Of bloody war,

As suits the pious, peaceful gown I wear,

1 hate the very name. But yet, my lords,

Some deeds of violence will cry aloud

For retributive vengeance. In such case,

And such alone, to keep our falchions sheath’d

Were but to show a want of resolution,

And peace were cowardly and criminal.

Such I esteem the present causc of strife:

These Suracenic robbers long have gall’d

With cruelties unmumber’d this our land,

Which first they gain’d an entrance to by fraud :

They came as friends ; but soon they cast aside

The fleecy garb their wolfish nature bore,

And in its native fierceness all at once

Betray'd their greedy thirst of human blood.

Ill-fated Spaniards ! then ye had to wail

Yourselves enslav’d, your children put to death,

Your wives and daughters ravish’d in your sight,

Youf sacred temples, where the knee was bent

Iu Christian adoration, all profan’d, '

And for the Cross the Crescent’s standard rear'd :

Such is your cause of warfare ; not the love

Of conquest or of empire calls ye forth.

- No longer then delay. In such a cause

The Lord of Hosts, who gave to Israel strength

In doys of yore to drive the Pagans forth, :

Will make your arms resistless. Draw your swords

For king, for country, and for God ye fight. '
Isab. Well hast thou spoken, holy cardinal ;

Nor do we mean to damp the martial flame

Thy words haye lightedup. We too for wat
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To thy soul-stirring accents join our voice
But prudence bids us ponder ere the field
Shall batten with-the flowing blood of man.
Were it not ‘best to send an embassy,
To bid the Moors their ancient tribute pay,
As we had some time purpos’d ¢ by this means,
For warlike preparations we obtain
The needful time ; ;our minister the while
May scrutinize Granada’s inward state,
Whether, as fame reports, two factions tear
Its civil peace asunder, the Zegris proud
And bold Abencerrages, on both sides
Supported by a prince of royal blooa:
The one, the eldest son of Muley heads,
Rebellious Boabdil; the other boasts
The Prince-4lmanzor as its nobler chief ;
Of him and the old mgnarch we have heard
Report speak goldenly ; and generous minds,
Who fight the cause of justice aud of truth,
Should not refuse their meed of praise to worth,
Though resident within an hostile breast.
If such the parties that distract their realm,
‘This short delay of warfare will afford
An apt occasion for discovery ;
And we:should thiuk Ximenes, and Medina,
And youthful Cortez, proper to be sent.
Ferdi. Well has thy caution, lovely Isabel,
Judg’d of this matter. & Be it as thou saidst :
Toledo’s Cardinal, Sidohials Duke,
And worthy Fernand, to Granada’s court
Shall haste with our credentials. This delay,
Besides the reasons in its favorigiyen,
May see the pride and bulwat‘f%lﬁour land
Return’d from Fez to fight for'Bipain again.
Say, Lara, hast thou heard no news from thence ?
Thy friend’s not wont to tamper or demwr. K
Lara. 1 fear, my liege, somie evil stays.his course.
Seid, the king of Fez, by treachery
Usurp’d the crown ; he’s cruel and designing ;
Gonsalvo’s soul’s as open as the day;
Incapable himself of artifice,
He ne’er suspects it in another’s breast, .
I . ’
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And therefore is most liable to fall  «
The victim of the Moslem’s want of m’ !
I spealgmy liege, the fears that harraw mey!
And judge of Serd by sthe common voice
Of his ill name. N,v quissive have | had
From Cordova himself, and therefore fear.
Ferdr. If truly thow’st conjectur’d, by wﬁl‘,
Fe: shall 1epent the qutrage doue to us
In the person of our prized ambassador.
But come, our Queen.  Ximenes, to thy ear
We have some secret matters to impart.
Attend us to our closet. Faiewell, lords 3
Go furbish up your war accoutrements,
Sharpcn yonr swoirds, new whet yoyr lances’ edge,
For soon the Moors shall see what stuff we’ramnade of.

[ Exeunt.
SCENE II. 4 Public Place in Sewile.

Enter several Ci1112ENS.
1 Cit. How guy om Seville now appears, my fiiends,
Now that the comt has taken 1ts abode
Within 1ts walls.  But, Lopez, canst thou tell
Why from Castille our monarch and lns queen
Have hither bent their 1oyal coms ?

e (. Tut! man,
Hast thou not heard the wherefore? 1t has ceas’d

To be a nine-day~-w onder long aguy
3 Cit. Let’s have 1t then, good M!Lz; thowgh in truth
I to thy tale shall little credit gve,
For thou’rt a jeurer,and art fond to pass '
*The inveutions of thy own pgelitic brain
As real facts upon us 91%3.

2 Cit. No,as | breathe, what I'm abont to tell
1s strictly true, und merits your attention ;
I have it on the best authonty, '
For you must know, my sister’s husband’s brother
Is distantly related 1o a man
‘Whose son 18 valet to Medina’s Duke,
And tus young man in secret told his father,
Who told it to my sister’s husbaud’s brother,
Whe told it to my sister, she to me;
Ye therefore may depend it 15 a fact,

No. XL N. Br. Th. VYou. IIL.

’I

4
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That our bnv'sm is come to Seville, ’cause it livs
Contiguous ada's Moorish realm,
Which .mng he with al the Spamish host
Intends to attack, and drive that bellish crew
Of daring inﬁde{s u;rd;s thlekm‘: v ‘
To go and people, if they like the sport,
Arag:n’s del;en‘:, and o’er beasts of grey,
Fit subjects for such masters, hald their reign.
1 Cit. This, by our lioly Lady, bears some shew
Of probability.
4 Cit. - Tveheard it said
An embassy is forvhwith to be sent
To claim the Moorish tribute, which refus’d,
War instantly will be declar'd.
3 Cit.- *t Not so.
T caniot think that our king Ferdinand
Will go to war, Gonsalvo far from hence.
¢ Cit. Alwaysincredulous. ’Tis so, good sooth.
We've other generals, 1 trow, in Spain
As good as this Gensalvo ; he’s but young
‘Though brave, I grant you.
8 Cit. Yet the soldiery,
Spite of his youth, place all their confidenes
In bis tried skill and judgment in the field.
No'man in Spain is so much lov’'d as he
By all the troops. Though strict his discipline,
He’s to the meanestyprivate affable ;
He's libergirand b r niggard proves
Of praises and rewards where they are dus.
In council he is eloquent apd wise. *

We see not such s man b e an age,
And [ can't eredit prin n
Would take the field, this 1 away.

2 Cit. But should’s, a3 °tly rppotted, prove cotrecr,
That now ia Fez he drags a taptive Al

Or, what is still move li has been slain—
Because-he's gonw are more to fight ?
When the sun shines not, we are glad to have
The silver moon to light us on our way.

1 Cit. But who would be so mad as go by hight
When he can have the light of day? *
?a if Gontalvo be slive snd frce,

.



SCENE II. AN HEROIGC PRAMA.

1 think with Glarcias that our pnden
Will wait his coming. If (may Ged,
The warrior’s murder'd, or in Moslem’s
We must essay to find some otherichief. ..
4 Cit. Whence rose the rumor, l.aopea, of his deatbi
2 Cit. Count Lara’s servant told a.friend of mine
His master fear'd so; and his master was
As a twin brother in Gonsalvo’s love.
But here’s some pageant toward—
{Enter other Cit1zeNs and GuagDps.}
Guards. Room, make room ;
For Cardinal Ximenes and compecrs
Are hastening hither as they bend their way
Towards the Moorish kingdom.

Cit. Here they come.
(Ximenes, Medina, Cortez, and suite, pass the atage in
procession.)

1 Cit. Who is the man, of lofty, noble mien,
Who to the right of the Lord Cardinal
His station keeps?
2 Cit. Medina’s worthy Duke,
A more exalted man Spain never knew.
See, to the left, where youthful Cortez stands ;
What penetrating glances from his brows
Shoot as he silent takes his musing course !
8 Cit. He'll be a hero of no common stamp,
If he but reaches a maturer age.
1 Cut. 1, for my part, Ximenupduost admire.
Look what devotion animates his eyes ;
Prmcely to others, to himself alone
Stern and austere.  Benenth his scarlet robes
He weéark a horse-hair and the frock
Of holy Francis, which himself:
His food the homeliest, and his weary limbe
No bed but the cold ground receives at night;
Ia church a saint, at court a 8slomon,
Guiding his master’s couucils and the state. + .
4 Cit. Heis a worthy prelate, that's the truth. '
But what a retinue they take with them!
[Enter Dhxco.] ’
e Cit. Hem comes Count Lare’s aqmm Diege, ho!
What is the news? where hasten you so-fust ? + 2

R19
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Diego. ;g Wy magter tidings of great joy.-

Gorisalvo is FromiFez return’d at
Close at my heels he follois,’” [ muatipeéd
To be the firgt to breathe ﬁm welcome news.
[Exit Eze o-
Citizens, (from lmtlwut) A Gonsalvo! a Gonsalvo !
Gonsalvo !
[Enter GonsALvo, borne in triumph, and follomd by s
crowd of Citizens.)

Gons. My fellovf-cmzens, and brother soldiers! .
These marks of joy on my return from Fez -
O’erpower me : I rest your debtor ever;

And not by words will show my gratitude,
But should your safety ever need my arm
To fight your’s and your country’s enemies,
Beneath the banners of our nohle King,

Ye shall not find Gonsalvo €’er will prove
A flincher in his king’s and country’s cause,

3 Cit. No, ’ll be sworn not, valiant General.
Thrice welcome back to Spain. :

2 Cit. In whose behalf
Soon thou wilt have to draw thy trusty blade,

And prove thy zeal is more than empty ’uund
[Enter Lara.j
Lara. Where is the partner of my boyish sportl '
'The man I’ve priz’d gler since my bosom knew
What pleasures dwelt in sacred friendship’s name?
Welcowe to Sevnll%ome back, my friend ;
g:) presence will diffuSe delight around.

¢ royal Ferdinand, bis lovely Queen,

With heartfelt joy will groet thy safe return,
Look at yon gratetul fello k! they shout’
With 1apture shout, at lo nealvo’s sight,

Citizens Huzza‘ long It it ousalvo, pride of Spnnl
The people’s and the monarch’s steady triend!

Lara. My brotfier Spgiilirds ! it much  Joys myheart
To see yowhonor virtye - friend.

‘That nation mefitsileaders gtr:novm
W ho knows 'to prige its chiéftains’ lofty deeds.
Thanh for your @eetu of myvalorous friend. b
" Autend us'to my 1 , Where my doofs
w your recepliof he open thrown,
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And cups of mantling wine shall crown your mirth,

Gons If 1 am ylent, thik not thttMrelst
Is to vour kindness, fellow-citizens, "
Insenuible o1 cold. My feclmgs me
Too powerful to find in uttciance
A vent ta calm then tumults,  Come, my friend,
My heart m private yeains to ope to thee
Lts wmost foldgs. Come, kimd Lara, come.

[Exreunt, Citizens shouting.

SCENE IIl. An Apurtment in the Palace.
Euter Figpinanp.

Ferdi 1 like the zeal agaist the Saracens
The nation’s chiefs display.  Bless'd 1s the king
Who when he diaws the vengetul sword of war
Kuows that his poople’s confidence and love
Fight on lus side.  This stionger nerves their arms,
And to theu bosoms tenfold couw age gives.
Gicat Lord ot Hosts ! maun’s umversal Cather!

ke me remember thou anomtedst me,
Not as the tyraut of this realm ot Spam,
But as a parcnt to watch o’er 1ts gons,
Aud for then weal and happiicss to toil,
O'! let not pride with overwhcluung foice
Possess my mind, and cause me to forget
I'm but a cicatuic, weak as other men;
Not by wy own deserts, but thy go$d will
Iinalted o'er wy fellows.  Let Wlk
My fage 16 subject to the same miifips :
"T'he same distempers may assail my fiame
As shake the body of the meanest worm
That ergnls upon the earth. ¢ That greatness adds
New dangers to the cnmm?. m of those .
Which compass round the #dftal sons of clay.
Let such lelfcctmus w my ‘soul beget

Humility to | hee, good w:.lg x;d love

'I'owards all mankind, but towards this land.
[Lnter IsaBELLA and Attendants.]
Lsab. Vardou thy Isabella. good my lord,
I she unbidden to thy presence come,
Intrucing on thy privase meditations.
Fordi.” Never unwelcome 1 thy sight to s,
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Speak freely thepw~Can Ferdinand do aught
To please the partaer of his heart and throne ¢

Isab. We trust we bring thee tidings of some joy.
Gonsalvo is return’d, and auxious waits
Admittance to thee.

Ferdi. Grateful to our ear
Thy accents ever, lovely Isabel.

But ne’cr in sweeter melody they came

Than n the present instance. Some one go,

Conduct the noble Marquis to us straight. L
[ Exit Attendant, and returns withfGons aLvo, who kreels.]

Ferdi. Rise, our Gousalvo, noble chieitain, rise,
Thou pride of Spain, thy monarch’s trusty friend,
We joy to see thee at our court once more.

Gons. Pardon, my liege, but tears of gratitude
Impede my thauks for kindness such as thine.
Escap’d from treachery and death, to mcet
Such undeserved honor at thy haud e
Unmans me guite, and makes me play the child.

Isab. The genuine drops of feeling, worthy youth,
Warm from the heart, shine as an ornameunt
Upon the cheeks of valor. Manliness
Consists not in insensibility.

"The man whose stern and rugged soul ve’er flow’d

With milk of hunan tenderness, ne’er knew

"The spirit of true courage ; if he fight,

>Tis like the fell desirgdfer of the woods,

The prowling tiger, thia§his savage soul

Was cast in nature’s maifld, devoid of fear,

Insensible to danger ; such as he

Are useful in the battle’s heat alone.

Not so the chief whose bravery 18 taught

By honor and by reason ; in'ihg field

He ¢’en surpasses in heroic Heeds

}‘he nllan of st(;ny heart, becansf those deeds
re all maturely and most y weigh’d.

But he besides is in the ce\%mng,g

His country’s glory, and his monarel’s pride.

Ferdi. Rightly distinguish’d, Isabel ;. like thee
We deem the eye ippearl’d by feeling’s tear
No stain or derogation, bat-a.gem S
That sheds new lustre on the name of man.
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Butlet us to the andience-hall, where met -

The Cortez sit in council. There at larg$*

1lis ventures at the Fezian monarch’s'coust'

Gonsalvo shull relate. ‘Come thou, our Queen,

Gladly his peers will greet the marquis home, [ Egeunt.

ACT III.

» - SCENE L. 4 Public Place in Granada.

Enter Sranis# SLavEs of both sexes.
1 Man. My brother captives, fellows in affliction,
Let’s haste to meet our valiant countrymen.
2 Man. "T'will be a‘joyful and a pamnful sight.
1 Woman. He speaks in riddles.  Didst thou, Vasquee,

say
*Twould prove a joyful and a painful sight?

2 Man. Hast thou not seen the brilliant orb of day
Shine through the rain-drops on an April moru ¢
Just so ’twill be with us ; sweet freedom’s sun
Will gild the helmets of yon Spanish host
Athwart the clouds of our captivity.

Shall we not joy to sce Hesperia’s sons

With freedom crown’d? shall we not hope that seon
Their eloguence, or still more poteat glaives,

Wil gain for us that choicest gift of heaven?

Do we not grieve at thought of w@ we are,

At memory of what our fathers Wébed

Though born in chains, a captive¥fom my birth,
Still through my veins lberia’s lofty fire

Burns uynpolluted ; still with shame { view,
With'glowing shame, these dastard manacles,

What though our master—@#ow I loathe the name !
Y outhful Almanzor, like the 8ther Moors

Is not tyranuic, cruel, or revengeful ;

Yet still the bird in gilded cufg® confin’d

In plainuve notes warbles fordiberty.

Nature herself loves freedom. Look around,

‘The forest trees still more luxuriaut grow

Within their aiative soil, than those confin’d :
Within the goodliest garden’s pamper'd groundstrs -
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So ’tis with mah,
1 Man. " ‘Age, with the nobly born;
But vulgar souls—
2 Man. Still pant for liberty.
I tell thee what, Francisco, on this earth
The veriest worm that crawls, though cramp’d with aches,
Though mpp’t by penury, tinculturd, mean,
With scarce a thought of what to-morrow lacks,
Still does this wretch, so abject, low, and poor,
Before each other blessing freedom prize.
But who comes here ?  The haughty Boabdil! "
My hand, indignant at the tyrant’ssight,
Instinctive rushes to my swordless side,
To seek the weapon that 1t fain would use.
[Enter BoaspiL, Avamar, OTaman, Sepi, AL,
and other Zegris ]

Boab. What mean these brawling captives? How!

what now ?
Who gave ye leave to fill Granada’s streets-
With noise and tumult? Al sce them hence.
Who is your master ? hasten to his roof.

2 Man. Though kin to thee, thou art as like our master
As is the ruthless tiger like the lamb.

Almanzor is our master: by his leave r
We came to meet the Spanish embassy,
And we'll not hence until we see our friends.

Boab. Almanzor! ’sdeath! must still his hated name
For cver, hkea dcaxh-bg% in mine ear
Be every where repeatégd?~ Hence ! avaunt!

Ye scums o earth, yesBpanish Christian dogs !

Ye, whom my fix'd abhorrence from this world,

With all vour countrymen, would sweep at once.

Say not to me Almanzor gavewybu leave. R
No, not-Almanzor, no, nor‘l\znley’s self,

Shall dare to stay ye when 1'bid ye hence.

What! still ye stir not? -

2 Man. No, ptéud Boabdil ; .
Thanks be to Heaven's Ki@gg&%’re not thy slaves; -
We owe thee no obedience. Stay ve here,

Ye trembling females, who like -timid does
Would fly before this gaunt and ravenous wolf ;
He dare not harm ye; for his life-he dare net, S
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Boab. (strilking him) Reptile, thou liest: there grovel
on the earth, g DL .

The fittest place for such a wretch as thou art.
Aunnther word— :

9 Mun. . Curse on these galling chains!
Curse on my wegkness that 1 cannot break them !
A Spaniurd siruck to easth ! O shame! shame ! shame!
But that 1 scorn with braggerd tongue to speak
When actions ure demed nie, Moorish chief,
Y’d heap such imprecations on thy head
Aswould ¢en make hell’s dread abyss to shake.

1 Man. Pauence, goed Vasquez,

@ Man Patience! 'tis the sin
Of cowzrd minds.  Didst thou not see me struck ?
Talk'st thou to me of patience ! on my life,

By all my hopes of freedom and of bliss,

Were 1 but free, though naked as a child

When first its eyes behold the light of day,

Defeuceless and-unarm’d, I'd cope with him,

And rush upon him thus.

(Rises, and rushes on Boabdil, who strikes him with his
dagger.)

Boub. Rebelhous slave !

Thus Boabdil rewards thee.  Saw ye this?

Such are the fruits indulgence of these worms

Must evermore engender  Beur him hence.

fLEnter Aumanzor, ABen-Hamer, MusTaPHA, and
Anencerraghs.]

Alman. What means the col ation [ behold
On those whom destiny has made oy slaves?
And ' Vasquez bleeds! wha durst attack thy life ?

1 Man. My noble kord, your unrelenting brother
Withi-atrogant demeanour bade us hence.

Vasquez, forgetful of his captive state,
Aud naught rememb’ring butthis noble blood,
Perhaps with too much passion answer’d him; e
At which Boahdil struck a sydden blow.
A Spauiard’s spirit could.mot brook the shame.
2 Man. No mitigation! speuk the truth at once.
1 rush’d upon the dastard, blind with rage,
Forgetful that my hands were manacled,
And he has sent me (’tis the kindliest deed
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His savage nature ever has achieved,)
To realms of freedom and a land of joy.
Alman. Speaks he the truth ?
Boab. Thou’st heard him.
Almun. ' On my soul,
1 wouid not think that one of Muley's sons
Could be s0 base as strike 2 man iu chains,
And that because his unoble spirit spurn’d
With indignaton at the dastard blow,
Andin the moment of nupetuous passion
Strove to 1cvenge hinnseli—he murder’d him. X
Fie! fie! 1 blush to cali thee by the name,
The soft endearii.g name—by Mahowet,
My tongue, abhorrent of such deeds as thine,
Ketuses to pronguuce it.
Boab. Scorntul boy!
Hasten with thece thy chosen parasites
T'o meet the Spaniards: theie perhaps thou'lt find
Some of thy mother’s kindred ; and their minds,
Proving more genial to thine own thau mine,
Thou wilt not blush to greet them as thy kin.
Alman. 1go where duty calls ime, Boabdil.
My sire and thine, Granada's virtnous king,
Has sent me {orth to greet the embassy.
Boub. A worthy mission for the second hope
Of this gieat monarchy, to greet our foes !
Alman. Aye,<r! to mectthew, and with courtesy,
No hving soul that wears the face of man,
Save when my country palls upon my arm,
1 hold an cnemy. 'Thié Spuniards come
In peaceful guire ; the Spamards are my friends.
oab. Degenerate youth! But I'll no longer stay
To parley with the stain of our proud race. .
1 hate the Spaviards. Sooner shall this hand
By scorching flames te ashes be reduc’d,
Than grasp a uative’s of iberda’s lahd
In pledge of amity. Go to thy charge,
And mark me well, while Baabidil exists
The Moors and Bpain shall wage eternal war.
[&reunt Boabdil and Zegris.
Alman. How fares it,Vasques?
2 Man. "1'is 2 sorateh, my lord,
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Will send me to my last and narrow homeg .
But erc | die, permit me to be borne » ;'
Where 1 may see my gallant countrymen,

Alman. Yes, fellow, yes. Although the piteous sight
Should rouse their utmost vengeance, Bear him hence.
Come, Aben-llamet, this way lies our coprse. [ Exeunts

SCENE II. Zulemd’s Apurtment in the Alhambra.

Enter ZuLEMA and ZorAYDA.
.. Zul. Zorayda, fear not; Muley will protect
The daughter of his wargier Mustapha.
And ty lov’d brother wmspouse the cause
Of Aben-Hamet, bis friend’s destin’d bride.
Strange that the unrelenting Boabdil,
Led on by different motives, should to both
Cause such afiliction.  You, his love pursues;
A love which by a grosser titlc might be called ;
Fordwhen his brutsl lust is satisfied,
(T know him well, and therefore speak him thus,)
He'll throw thee from him as a worthles$ thing.
Zoray. May guardian spirits save me from the trial,
&Sul. Me, with his hate he follows. Why, thou'lt ask,
Should he detest the offspring of his father ?
Because his aged father dotes upon me.
All whom the royal Muley loves, he hates.
Lt us discard this subject. Hast thou heard
That Spain has hither sent an embassy,
And that Almanzor, with his ¢ friend,—
Why at that name a sweet vermihiggitint,
Which like the rose of Schiraz, or the blush
That at the dawn of day o’erspreads the skies,
In quick succession mantles on thy cheek, =
"I'hen-to the snow-white hly yields its place ?—
But to my tale. Almanzor and thy lover
Arc gone to usher thes? ambassadors
Into my father’s presence. Walg thou stay,
And witness their receptiguat:gur court?
Through our thick veils, uuséen we may behold them,
paoray. Your slave, fair princess, waits on your com~
mands. '
Rul. My friend, thou mean’st. Let’s haste ; the trum
pet’s sound
In festive florish speaks their near approach. [Ezeunt.
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SCENE I1L. . Another Apartment in the Alhambra.
Enter BoanpiL and ALAMAR.
Boab. Insulted! scorv’d! and by that beardless youth!

Scarce can my choler vent itself in words.
Didst thou not mark his proud presumptuous bearing ?
He call’d me coward in the open street,
And groan’d out ¢ shame! shamne ! shame!” upon my head.
Shall then the heir of this famed monarchy

Be by his younger brother twitted thus, .

And uot revenge himself? Am I so weak, G

So powerless, that 1 must bow befge him ; vt
.

And when he schools me most unmanuerly,
Cry ¢ thank thee, Solomou,” and wipe the tear
Of deep contrition from my weeping eyes,
And swear, repenting, ne'er to sin aguin?
Alam. Patience, Boabdil. Soon the time will come
When openly thon may’st 1esent thy wrongs.
Now, thou.h the thoughts of vengeance fill thy breast.®
Smile ou thy foe, g fet him not suspect
The deadiy venom rankling there against bim.
Thou wilt behold the pag .cant of the day ?
Boab. Whatshould I there? No; Il attend the council
When their proposals are debated on.
1 loathe thexe Spaniards, therefore wilt avoid ther.
Alam. You feur these Spamards, therefore will avoid

them,
Boab. Heard 1 aright?
Adlam. o ?-"l said it, Boabdil,

*Tis thine to prove me w‘rong Go to the Court,

And meet thine enemies with brows serene,

Nor speak thy sentiments till call'd upon s

At council to declare them openly. RSN

"I'is not the gust of passion that befits

A soul devoid of dread; a calm demeanour

Bespeaks a mind free from edth coward thought ;

An agitated mien too oft

Not wrath, but apprehension, *Let us hence,

1f thou’rt a mam, hence to the audience room.

[Exit Alemar,

Boab. Still school’dl and. tutor’d! and not dare to show

The rage that boils within my bursting veins !

Such is ambition’s fatal destiny !
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He who would grasp the royal diadem, - .
Must to the artful and designing trust ;
Such villains know their might and power well,
Aud on the services they can perform,
Precume to lead you as their fancy wills.
Now is his time for triumph ;. mine withcome ;
Then, Alamar, stand fast, and let me see
1f thy bold spint knows no qualms of fear.
M, schemes torob thee of thy Zulema

're in wy brain matwed : now I will seem
Lo heed thy counsels withia docile mind. [Exit.

SCENE V. 4 maznificent Audience-Hall—A florish.}
inter MuLeY, Boasnin, ALamMar, Oraman, SEDI,
Ay Loeps.—Zuvema, Zoraypa,and Lapies,on
one side of the stage.~— M uley sits upon the throne.—~
Another florish:  Yaoter on the other side, ALMAN-
Zbr, Asen-Hamer, Mostarsa, and Moorish
Loros, C.epinar Xamenses, Mepina, CorTEzZ,
and Spuwsh relinie.
Alman. (kncels) My gracious sovereigu, by your com-
mands
Before your throne the Spanish deputies
In waiting stand.
Mudey. Subjects of Arragon
Aud of Castile, you're welcome to our court;
Thongh yet we know uot if as friepds ve come,
Shedding around ve the sweet b:ié of pcace j—
Or 1f-ye mean to bid the trumpet Round
In prating notes of war and deadly feud,
Still, such hind greetings, as the Moonsh faith
ToChigistians may all w, command as yours.
,Speak without dicad vour pumpwrt : freely speak ;
Granadjan manners know the courtesy
Due to your sacred office : %peak at large.
Xime Commander of thg Moors, our mighty hing
Thus bade the humblest of hisisubjects say—
Does Muley wish to stop the flow of bluod,
'F'o throw the murderous blade of war aside,
‘Lo rear the olive in his Moorish realms,
And see his people florish in the arms
Of proud security from foreigu foes?
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Or, as the monarchs who preceded him,

Does he, unmindful of his subjects’ good,

Sull thirst for Spanish blood, sull cry for war?

If to the former yields ns gentle mind,

Let him, as [iustice prompts, to Seville seud

The tribute long since due, by which he holds

His crown as vassal to the Spanish court.

If his relentless sparit bieathe not peat e,

We are prepared for battle ; and he’ll find \
He has no lambs to cope with—tell him thus.

Muley. To matters of such smpoi, it weie rash
To give an instant answer : we must scan
If that the tribute which you cluim as due
In justice should be yours. To-monow’s dawn
We will to Spain transmat a full reply.

So far we’ll tell you now, om boasn yeains
As much as10yal Ferdmand’s for peace.
We love our people, for their happiess,
As far as honor will permit, we'll meet
Your monarch 1n his wishes to obta it.
Almanzor, to thy charge we do commit
"These noble guests . as smts om digmty,
The Moorish fame for hospitality,

Ther rank and mnt, see them «ntertom’d,

Almau. Tear not, my heee, both w.ll and duaty jom
To make me do my office fnthtully.

Med. We thank ye, noble monai oy gallant prince.

Cortez. Yet erc we gait the audience, mighty king,
Let to thy thione our efly for justicfygise :

W ¢ cannot think youwr laws to deeds*of blood
Give countenance ; still less can we believe
Ye look on captives not as biother men,
And would permit them s 2 lock of sheep
To be by butehers slaughter’d unreveng'd.

Muley. No, by my faith, those whom stern destmy
Has made our laves, whene'erghen wrongs have 1each’d ue
Have never found they had %9, plead i vain,

Speak boldly then, has any sfave complam'd
Of bailb’ious usage fiom tyrannic master ?
How have hus injunies assatled your ears
And not 1eaclied ours?
Ximen. No slave complained to us;
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But, noble Muley, as we pass’d your stregs,
We saw a wounded Spaniard in our way, = -
Borne by his fellow captives; and we mark’d
"Their consternation, whilst the dying ¥
With energy of mauner, though faint voice,
Pour’d forth his blessings on us: we were mov'd
With pity of his sufferings, and enquir'd
What ruffian’s hand had brought him to that state.
"The captives all were mute; they dusrstriot speak ;
The Prince Almanzor blush’d, and sighing said,
The'man belong’d to hiny}the prized him mugh,
Adll would himself had w8unded been ere this
Had happened to him—begg’d us not to ask
What cruel hand perform’d th’ atrecious deed :-
Shame tied his tongue—thus gpake the noble youth :
No further time for converse was allowed.
Muley. On thy allegiance to thy sire’s commands,
By honor’s laws, by justice, and by truth
Directed, speak, Almanzor: say, whose sword
Like an assassin’s drank a captive’s hlood.
Let nothing sway thee, not a kinsman’s name
Nor €’en sweet friendship’s still much stronger tie
Persuade thee to'conceal the coward’s guilt :
He who would screen a wretch from puuishment,
Is an accomplice in the dread offence ;
Were it ourselves or brother thou should’st speak.
Boub. U'll spare his tongue the office ; it was L.
What! shall a thing of naught, ag’;nvcling slave,
Dare to insult me with impunity ’&~
No : wvhilst I wéar a wedpon by my side,
T'll crush the viper whose erected head
With.acornful hisses twits me as 1 pass.
Shall; Spgnish Christian dogs haye liberty
‘Fo thwart Granada’s future monarch’s will?
Ximen. Are Moorish priices executioners ?
And are your faws of proplertiés so weak
That ye may rob each othéy of your slaves,
Aund boast aloud ye took a Christian’s life ?
Muley. You were too rash, Boabdil ; and your speech
Savours of insuit to our majesty.
Another time, in presence of our court,
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You'll answer to this charge. My lords, farewell.

Your mussion shall be cauvass’d instandly.

[ Bxeunt severally.

e

ACT 1IV.

SCENE 1. The Audience-Chamber. -

Murry isdiscovered on his throne; ZuLEMA, ZORKYDA,
and Moorish Ladies veiledyave seated on one sidg~—
Boapor. and Aum ANZOR on lhe other. Grand
Vizier and the chief Lords of both parties are seated as
i council.

Alman. (rising) Yes, worthy Vizier, from your lips
havu flow’d

Persuasive cloquence and connsel sage.

As a fond mother for her offspring’s bliss

Is ever anxious, and woul! sacrifice

Some of the wishes which ambitions pride -

Or ioo-aspiring hepes hase made her form ;—

So should a mouarch, for Lis people’s rest,

Give up the distant hopes of conquest iFamed

. On means which justice and e lova of fuith

Would shame to use—and such the present case.

We owe this tribate. Shall we rush to war

To save a handful of strife-bree ding gold £

Let's pay the paltry saciitce to peace.

Too long has carnage stalk’d across our ﬁelds,

"I1s time to lay the ponderous shield'a

And ten our spears to weaving mstrgmems. TN

Peace, peace, my liege, our coumry sighs for pw@«
Mutey Yes, loug ngh we've view'd lﬁe’ \ﬁdow s

tears,

Aud orphans wailing o'er théir fathers slain—

Yes, long envugh we've seeh’ ﬁ ranada’s plains

Lic fallow for the want of'ﬁmds to till them—

Yee, long enongh has war’s'inciting tnumph

Bid to our staudard every youth repair,

And lcave the shuttle of an artizan

To grasp Asrael’s gore-stain’'d sword. Yes, peace,
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Peace is your monarch’s dream by night, when sleep,

The rare attendant on a royal head, :

Has deign'd to spread its poppies o’er his couch,

His wakwig thoughts, the wishes of his heart,

Are bent to see within Granada’s realms

The olive florish.  Say, our counsellors,

shall Muley, pleading for his people’s bliss,

Plead fruitlessly ¢ Will you deny him. peace ?
+Boab. Ye've heard your monarch; ye've Almanzor
. i heard : . :

The Rrst, by weakness, incident to age,

‘T'he Tast, by native cowardice inspird,

For peace, disgraceful to the Moorish name,

l-se futile arguments.  Now list to me—

T'o me, whose bosoin with a patriot zeal

Indignant burns, to see ve led astray ¢

B+ palsied dotards and by timid youths—

Hesume your judgments @ Shall we, fam’d for arms,

T'n a detested and o miscreant race

Confess ourselves the vas<als? Fie, for shame !

Much as [ 1everence aze, my father Jove,

I nrust avonw—think not ambition prompts

"The declaration U about to muie ;—

No,; cut me from succesgton, v'er my head

By yowm election place some other king

More worthy of vour confidence than I—

Still would 1 say, what truth now bids me speak :

I'hat he who could for peace such clamors raise,

Is through his wedkness most unfit to reign;

And were he wise, he’d lay aside the cares

Of goverpment, to pass his closing days,

ar froni those scenes which suit not with his years.

(Bugg.. With wonder and amazement I have listened

' thy irréverent and intemperate speech.

See how thy words have made our father weep !

Would that each bitter drop that. wets his cheeks,

Might scald thy conscience as it wounds my breast.

Qur father cease to reign! and thou be king '—

For such, no doubt, beneath the ill-form'd mask

Of patriot zeal and meek humility

Are the insatiate yearnings of thy soul.

Thou king '—Unbappy Moors, yc'll wail the day

No. XI.  N. Br. Th. Vou. ILL Q
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When that the crown which for your happiness
"The virtuous Muley wears, shall bind the brows
Of my wimatural brother, Boabdil.
Mam. Young prince, you are too bold ; for Boabdil
Spoke for his father’s and his country’s weal :
1.ong time we've thought with him, our sovereign
Was by his age unfitted for the task
Of royal sway— Long time we've thought his hands
Too lax to hold the reins of majesty ;
But memory of his former greatuess, tied
Our loyal tongues : we would st be the first
To give such grating counsel; we had hoped
Ile would himself have deem’d the season come.
In which the thoughts of paradise alone
Should Lis attention fix ; but since his son,
The noble Boabdil, our future hing,
Has, in compassion to his'country, hush’d
The tender feelings which Lis nature prompis,
With him we join our voice, and cry alourl,
Though Muley still shall florish in our hearta
Let now a younger and an abler chief
Granada’s sceptre wield.
Muley. No more, no more:
‘nnatural son! ungrateful subjects! cease.
Great Alla and his prophet know my heart,
How willingly I'll lay the crown aside,
Which, like a band of scorching steel, still writhes
"The brows which wear it with consuming paivs.
Ycs, Boabdil, seize on the royal power ;
Thy hand gluts for it : but though now it seem
To thy distorted fancy full of joy,
Thou'lt find "twill fill thy couch with piercing thotna.
Ye wish another king, ye Moorish lords ; N
Your weal and happiness has ever becn
My greatest, first of objects ; gladly then,
Since ’tis your wish, I abdicate the throne.
Aben. No,no, dread liege, ’tis not Grauada’s wish.
Alman. What though a faction dare to broach aloud
Scditious sentiments—what though it dare
To bid my brother mount upon your throne—
Does Muley think a treacherous party’s voice
4s the just echo of the people’s wish ?
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You love your subjects, mighty sovereign,

You seek their welfare, reign then over them

Whilst Muley lives, whilst [ cau hold a sword,

No Boabdil, no other king, I swear—

Muley. Hold, my Almanzor! If my peace of mind

s 1o thy bosom dear, ah! let me not

Behold my children wrangling :—take no oath

Which may dissolve the ties of brotherhood,

Or brecd commotions in Granada’s state.—

No, no, my son, [ will no longer reign

Wheie | no longer meet with confidence.

‘I'wo adverse parties shall not tear this realm,

By my grey hairs excited.  Boabdil,

Take thou the crown.  May Heaven on thy head

Make it sit lighter than it did on mine.

Now, as the first of Moorish citizens,

1.et me do homage to Granada’s king,

And cry, “long live our noble monarch Boabdil !
Zegris. Long live our noble monarch Boabdil !
Muley. Why stands Almanzor rapt in mute amaze |

Why do the chiefs of the Abencerrages

Refuse to own Granada’s sovercign ¢
Ahran. My father, pardon if I dare offend you :

My stiffen’d tongue is loath to utter sounds

My heart belies; nor will my stubborn knees

In reverence bow before another king

"Than he who long has ruled this goodly land.

Say, Ahen- Hamet, say, good Mustapha,

And you, ye other chieftains, from whose niouths

No sound of cxultation has been heard,

Has not Almanzor spoke your sentiments ?

Do ye not make wilﬁ him a common cause ?

Loudly refuse your monarch’s resignation ?

"T'o own Boabdil as your rightful king

T1ill the cold grave receive my father’s corse }=—

They who the welfare of Granada love,

Now cry with me, “long live our glorious king !

Muley the good, the wise, our rightful chief!”
Aben. Long may King Muley live !

Alamar. Rash dotards! cease!

Boabdil is your monarch, bow to him.

Alman. No, while King Muley lives, by Alla! no!

Ye frieuds to loyalty—ye chosen few,
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Flock round your monarch, guard hic sacred person
From violence and outrage—Boabdil,

Shame on thee, brother : throw from off thine head
The royal diadem: O! bend thy knees,

1.et tears of penitence cefface thy fault.

Ye factious Zegris, crown your rightful prince,

And cast yourselves upon bis clemeucy.

Boab. Insulting boy ! we wiil no longer bear
Thy proud revolting spirit.  Brave no more
A brother’s wrath.  Ye discontented chiefs,

Return ta dpty ; pay yous ]mmg@c due,
Why hneel ye not while yet my thercy leans
Towards forgiveness of your stubbornness ?

Muley. My son Almanzor, ye Abencerrages,
Leave to his fate a weak old doting man,

Who, like a witho’d and a ~apless tice,
No more can yield vou shelter.  Go and bask
Bencath the sun of his prosperity.

Boub. Still do ye hesitate ?—Say, heard ye not
Tlis counsels whom ye¢ call your movarch ¢ “l'arn
To duty—What! no stubborn knee wiil bend ¢
By Heaven! it grieves me, my fivst royal act—
Mudt, by your obstinate resistance, prove
Aw act of violence. (Me stamps: zaurds of the Zegris

Jaction enter on all sides.

Alman. Confusion! we're nndoue !

Y our aid, my noble friends, were fruitless now :

Y our country’s welfare calling out aloud,

Bids you desist from madly following up

A hopeless cause.  List 10 the patriot zeal

Which burns within your breasts: ye loved your king,
But still than him you lov’d your country more.

He is deposcd, your country still remains ;

Your wholesume counsels still may save the state.
Ye secm to marvel at my change of speech,

And thiuk, peihaps, that fear bas cans’d the change :
But hear my resolutions, and you’ll see

That no self-thought has prompted my discourse.
Whate’er my futher’s fate, I go with Inm ;

1 own no king hut' Muley ; I'm his son;

And as one smgle person in the reahn

Cani do but little goud ; ye many a:¢,
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Both iu the senate and in arms renown’d :
Ye are Granada’s children ; for itssake,
Bear thisdetested change of sovereignty ;
While there were hopes that Muley still might wear
The royal diadem, I otherwise
Advised ye, chieftaius 5 now those hopes are dead,
And to resist would be to spill in vain
The Moorish blood. Now own King Boabdil.
Oh! that my voice, my father yet alive,
Should be compell’d to call my brother king!
And thou, usurper of the yegal power,
If any virtue animate thy soul,
Now isthe time to show it : noble foes
Forgive, nay ¢’en forget all injuries ;
But these were none, I therefore ask thee not
To cancel their offences, they had none
Thou should’st remember Muley waus then king,
They fanhful were, resemable thou thy sive,
Rule o’er Granada wnb a parent’s love,
Aund they'il be loyal to thee, Boabdil.
Muicy. Farewell, my son; walk humbly with thy God,
Chierish thy people, justice, and the tuth,
And so may Alla pardon thee the wiongs
Thou'st keap'd upon thy father's head.  Farewell—-
If any offspring thou should'st ever have,
May they ue’er make thee feel such pangs as mine.
Conduct us, guards, where'er your hing commauds.
Boab. Go, Alamar; we o your charge commit
i'he noble Muley aud his son Almauzor ;
Conddct them to the ancient palace straight
‘I'veat them with every deference their yunk
And their relationship 1o ns requires.
L.et 06 officious fools an entrance tind
To feed with visionary hopes their souls ;
For doting age and too presumptuous youth
Are liable to catch at golden dreams ’
Which never, never can be realiscd,
But may disturb the quict of the statc.
Farewell ; ye shall be treated as omselses.
2ul. (rushing forward) My liege, my brother, hear
your sister plead;

% -
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Teur not a wretched daughter from ler sire !
O lct my fate united be to bis!
Boab. Wc've other views for thee—it cannot be:
Thy supplications, fool, are all in vain.
Lead back your lady to her seat again :
We arc not to be mov’d by female tears.~—
Why doyou vot obey us, Alamnar?
Conduct the princes to their residence.
[ Exeunt Muley, Almanzor, dlamar, and Guards.
"Tis well for you, ye proud seditious chiefs ;
Ye own'd our power in tyne to save your lives.
But lest ambng your factions ye should broach
Rebellion's' dangerous flame, 1 bamish you.
But Mustapha, to lighten exile’s puins,
Know that 1 choose thy dunghier as my bride.
(Svragda shricks and fuoints : flustapha and  _Aben-
Hamet 1ush towards her.)
Mus. Merciless tyrant! he has slam my child !
Aben. Look up, Zorayda: Abcu-Hamet calls,
Thou shalt not part us, despot !
Boab. On your lives,
Let not these men approach your destin'd queen.
(Guards struggle with Mustupha and Aben-Hamet—
~orayda recovers and rushes towards them.)
Boab. Go, bear them to the confines of the realm,
From thence to roam at freedons where they list.
1f that Granada’s lands another day
Should sce them lingeriug, their lives shall prove
The forfcit of their crime—Away with them !
Tear them asunder : bear the lady hence
To my seraglio. [ Exveunt Zorayda and Guards on one side,
the dbencerrages und Guards on the other.
Now for the embassy ; Co
Go, Ali, bid the Spanish chiefs approach. [Exit Ali.
They soon shall be dispatch’d : and then for war—
A war of bloody, endless, enmity.
[Re-enter Avt with Ximengs, MepiNa, CorTEZ, and
Attendunts.]
Away to Spain, Iberian delegates ;
Go tell your mgnarch, haughty Ferdivand,
We are as proud, as resolute, as he ;
Aud tell him too, we shall no tribute pay
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But what his sword in fight can force from us:
Add that old Muley, that pacific prince,
Has ccased to reign : that we the Spaniards hate ;
Then hurl our bold defiance in his teeth. °
Since ye came here, we’ve heard your king has pleased
To encamp himself with all the might of Spain
Close to Granada’s bounds. Since he’s so near,
Ye need not linger on your. journey to him :
And if to-morrow’s sun should catch you here,
Your office shall not screen you from my rage. *
Farewell-—depart.—Nay, nay, ne answer givej
We parley not with Spaniards and with Christians.
Othman, escort them safely on their way
From this our Moorish kingdom.—Hence! begone !
Corte>. In haste, proud Moor, we'll seek the Spanish
host,
And to our king, the vahiant Ferdinand,
Relate the insult thou hast done his crown
In the person of his chosen ministers.
Med. Nor wiil the flaming sword of war once drawn
Be sheath’d again till that the Moorish pride
Be humbled into dust—-till that thy ¢rown
Be into atoms crumbled, and thy name,
As the chief cause of all thy people’s ruin,
Become abhorrent to the eastern world.
Ximenes. 'The blood that in this deadly feud shall flow,
Be on thy head, thou fell usurping prince.
How caust thou think thy reigu should prosperous prove,
When, blind to nature’s dictates, thou hast seized
The dindem from off thy father’s brow ?
Sit on the throne thou’st gain’d by violence
Secuarely if thou can’st. We leave thee now.
Cortez. The Hesperian host, believe me, soon shall
give
An energetic answer to thy threats.
And ye deluded Moors, ye soon shall rue
Your bhind clection of this upstart king.
[Lxeunt Ambassadors and train with Othmay
Boab. Heard ye the malice of these Christian dogs ?
'Their threats alarm us not. But now, brave chiefs,
We will commence the duties of a king,
By listening to our people’s grievances
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Have any here petition or complaint
To lay before us ?—let them freely speak ;
Aud be assured they shall have justice strict.
Let not the wealth, o1 might, or dignity,
Of those they have t’ accuse deter the poor,
The weak, defenceless, from approaching us;
They shall be heard, were they to implicate
Those nearcst to our blood or choicest friends.
Ali. Lucouraged thus, my liege, | dare presume,
Not on 10y own account, but for the state,
To M cathggn accusation, Mauch it grieves
My heartgo wound the feelings of my hing,
But rigid duty, like the will of fute,
Compels me to disclose what fain Ud hide :
The Princess Zulema, my puissant licge,
Both 10 her fuith and country s disloyal,
I overhemd her to a Spanish kuight
Confess she lov’d him.——Since vou start at this,
Wil horror start, how shail 1 dare proceed,
When what I have t unfold will lock each sense
In terror-stiichen lethargy at once.”
Can you beheve the sister of your king
Could oxwn herself a Christian :—Yes, ye Moors,
The Princess Zulema, our former pride,
Is now become Giranada’s imfamy ! (Sufema faints.)
That this is true, by Alla’s name 1 swear !
And in the fight should she a chanpion find,
il prove by uims my accusation’s just.
Boab. O! thou hast struck a dagger to my heart !
O! I conld weep with anguish !—Zulema !
What, not a word to plead in thy defence ¢
itendant. My licge, the princess fainted as yonwretch
The base aspersions utter'd, ‘

Boub. Bear her hence
To her apartment. [ Exeunt Zulema, and ludies bearing her.
Set a watchfui'®uard,

That she cscape not from thexu. I much dread
That sheis guilty.  Though my heart must bleed
To pass the dreadful sentence, yet as king,

I must perforce pronounce it—At the stake

She’s doom’d to suffer, should no champion’s arm
Her honor clear. Three days she s to live;



RCENE I. AN HEROIC DRAMA. 241

If on the fourth no knight espouse her cause,
She dies. My lords, the coumcil’s broken up—-
Ye may withdiaw where’er your pleusure leads.
Ali and Sedi, to your private cars
I would the sorrows of my soul confide. [Ereunt Lords.
Well, AL, thou’st perform’d thine arduous task,
And whenthe ambitious Alamar’s remov’d,
Then, and then only, with a steady hand,
Shall I Granada’s royal sceptre grasp.
. Sedi, "us thine o spur the tiery chief L
To come and tnit me witlghis fancied wrongs.
Speed to him; wrge the Toss of Zulema; -2,
Tell bian his services ure ill-repaid ; ’
And when you've chafed the hon, let him come
Aud veut bis anger ou our royal sclves. [ Bxit Sedi.
Ali. Your reigu, my liege, ausprcionsly begns 5
Your fues entrap themselves; the wdverse chicfs,
"The prond Abencerrages, are dispers’d,
And conguest o’er the Spaniard shall assnre
Granada’s crown on your lustricus head.
Sull, mighty mouarch, must my conscience speak
Fuorthee U lave betray’d sweet friendship’s trust,
And torn from Alamar bis Zulema.
Boah. Silence these qualins, my Ali; serving me,
Thouw’rt true to friendship, true to loyalty.
"I'he haughty Alanar, thon know'st full well,
Was too ambitions to be trifled with.
Sucl mien may help us to ascend the throue ;
Bat when we'ie tix’d thereon, they’re dangerous,
And fur our safety, they must silenced be.
Bt here he comes, and in the very mood
Forwur intentions fit.  Speed, Al, speed ;
Aud when I stanp, do as | order'd thee. [Exit Al
[ Boabdil stands aside.  Enter ALamar.]
Alum. Sedinform’d me, that the king was here.—
The king '—I raised him o that height of power,
Aund thus the traitor pays my services,
Soon shalt thou tumble from thy lofty scat,
Ungrateful, ill-advis’d, perfidious man!
The workman who could build the edifice,
Has power, 1 trow, to hurl it to the ground:
Then tremble, Boabdil, thy séat 1s weak,
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Thy exaltation sudden was, ’tis true;
So shall thy fall be rapid, trust my wrongs.

Boab. (comes forward) Not by thy hands, hing-maker

Alamar, (stamps.)
[Enter Ar1 and Mutes.]
Prepare your bow-strings.  Lead this traitor forth,
Lt instant death reward his foul design
To rob his monarch of his diadem.
Away with him.  As soon as he’s dispatch’d,
Bring us immediate notice.
S [ Exeunt; Alamar, Ali, an
= All goes nell ;

Fortune similes on me; 1 have reach'd the goal
My soaring wishes aim’d at. 'Thou art mine,
Granada’s kingdom ; through a sea of blaod
T've waded to possess thee ; 1 must on
In the same track ; to render thee secure,
"To couscience [ must lend a deafen’d ear,
For pawer ill-begotten must be kept
By evil measures and by cursed acts. [ B,

d Mutes.

ACT V.~

SCENE L. Gonsalvo’s Tent—Spanish Camp.
Enter Gonsarvo, Laga, ABEN-HaMeT, Musrarua,
and ABENCERRAGES.
Gons. Tllustrious exiles, welcome to my tent :
Our gracions king has to my care consign’d
The grateful task to entertuin you here,
Whilst ye remain within the Spanish camp.
Be cheerful, noble Moors; lét not the tooth
Of gnawing grief too deeply wound your breasts.
Forget you left your country ; fancy this
T'a be the land wherein you drew your breath :
Let not the difference of our faith affright you.
When fell adversity has seiz’d upon
A virwous gnemy, a Christian soul
Forgets each cause of discord, flies to aid,
Nay, even to its love can take the man
Whom hitherto it warr'd with, while the gales
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Of prosperous furtune fann’d his golden bark.
We know, we prize, your loyalty and truth:
Though focs, we still esteem’d your noble minds.
You're bauish’d for your virtues ; in our land
Ye've sought for refuge, and your confidence
In Ferdinand’s exalted liberal spirit
Shall never be deceiv’d.  Dread not, my lords,
That he will ask you to betray the Moors;
Qur monarch loves not traitors, he esteems you.
Far from the seat of war, in fair Castile, 6 F
¥ ye object not to his hind-ntents, S
He means to settle you as suits your rank. -
Aben-1am. Noble Gonsalvo, mighty general,
Whose fame in arms has reach’d Granada’s walls,
We grateful thank thee for thy courtesy.
We inuch expected from thy monarch’s worth,
But still hic soars above our loftiest hopes;
His goodness, like the freshening dews of lLeaven,
Revives our drooping spirits.
Lara. , Say, my lords,
It was a sudden, nnexpected change
That plac’d Boabdil on his father’s throne ?
Muste. That treacherous son bad long since plann’d the
deed,
Which must for ever with the tint of shame
Dve every Moorish cheek.
Gons. The upstart king
With words of proud defiance has dismiss’d
The noblemen we sent to treat of peace.
Abea-Heam. And war again must desolate thy fields,
Unhappy native land! Great Alla count
Each drop of blood that in this strife is spilt,
And lay the number to Buabdil’s score
In the dread book of judgment. O, my God!
"The Spaniards offer’d peace onnoble terms.
Not on tue Spaniards then be pour’d thy wrath,
But on the blind, infatuated prince,
Who, deaf to reason and his country’s weal,
Rejected with disdain the olive-hranch.
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(4 Voice, accompanied by a Minstrel’s Ilmp, ts heard
Ifmm without.)
Soldier, soldier, let me pass,
To your captain lead the way.
Courteous knight and courtly lass
Love the minstrel’s roundelay.
Of Leauty, love, of loyalty T sing,
Nor is war banish’d from the tuneful string.
Aben-Ham. O God! those tones!
Musta. Sure 'tis my daughter’s voice!
Lara. Again the notes in melad; divine
Strike on the ravish'd ear.  De silent, lords.
Foice. "Soldier, soldier, far fiom Spain
I've hither bent my weary way,
To see Gousalvo ; not in vaiu
Be the minstrel’s course, I pray.
Of captive Iadies 1o his car I'd sing,
And to love’s dangers strike the tuncful string.
Aben-Ham. "Tis my lost treasure.
Gons. Paunse, aanoment pausc .
Soldier, who for admittance craves without?
Soldier. An ancient minstrel and a youth, my lord.
Gions. Let them approach-—admit them instantly.
[Enter Peoro und LoRay DA, disguised as Minstrels.
Gons. Pedro! .
Musta. Zorayda!~ ’
Aben-Ilam. O tramportmg joy! .
How came you here? how ’scap’d you? speak, my love,
Zoray. This faithful slave, attacl’d to Z ulvma,
Contrlv’d the means of flight, to tell Gonsulvo
The princess was in danger of her life.
She is accus’d of loving thce, sir Knight;
And more, the base detractor of ler fame,
Swears that she is a Christian in her faith ;
And for thesc crimes she is condemn’d to die
To-morrow at the stake by scorching flames,
Unless some champion yanqulsb in the fight
Her foul accuser. t
Pedro. 1 have bréy"ﬁght, my lord,
A Moorish armeur to disguise yourself.
Gons. 1 fly t6 rescue Zplema from death,
Or die in the uttumpl. Fagegvell, my fricuds,
Farewell. sveunt Gonsalvo and Pedre.
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Lara. My noble lords, though greatly pain’d
With the afflictions of my virtuous friend,
Still in the midst of sorrow 1 can feel
Fer Mustapha’s and Aben-Humet’s joy.
But 1 well know, Abencerragian cbicfs,
That ye must wish n private to discourse
With your fair relative; | pray ye use
No ceremony with me, but withdraw :
Ye're masters here ; and in the inner tent i
Ye'll find the banquet wait you, where at ense ‘
Ye may enjoy your socialintercourse.
Musta. Such delicate attentions, good my lord,
Make us your debtors ever  We aceept
With gratitude the liberty yon give us.
Come, my lov’d daughter, treaswre I deem’d lost
Both to myself and Aben-Hamet, come,
Since Lara grants permission, we'll withdraw.
[ Eveunt Aben-Hamet, Mustapha, Sorayda,
and Attendanls.
Lara. The Moorish fate, ike to u fever'd man's,
Or by a crisis will regain its strength
Or draws to a conclusion.  Boubdil
as, through his batred of the neble chicfs
Who lately sought our court, bercaved his realm
Of able counsellors and warhke knights.
‘L'hat to our just and glorious cause of strife
Gives greater, brighter prospects of success.
[Enter Pebro.]
But here comes Pedro.  Is Gonsalvo gone ?
Pedro. Disguis’d in Moorish weeds, 1 saw him speed
By abye path I show'd him "cross the hills
W hieh lead directly to the capital.
Lara. How bears the lady Zulema her fate ?
Pedro. At first with proud and dignified composure,
Such as a conscience voud of guilt assumes,
This stung her fell oppressor to the quick.
1iis malice was not glutted whilst he saw
His victim so resign’d. Refin’d in naught
But cruelty alone, his rage devis’d
A savage wethod to subdue her spirit :
He came to visit her, and seeﬁ@in truth
"T'ouch’d with compassion of #ér destiny ;
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Said, that to soothe confinement's drearness,

He would permit a private interview

Between Almanzor, Muley, and herself.

Rejoic’d at this, she soughi the lonely dome

Which was the prison of her relatives.

What horrid objects met her frenzied sight!

She suw—my blood with terror grows congeal’d

As I relate the dreadful scene—she saw

The corses of her brother and her sire,

The fatal bow-string still around their necks. ;

Lara. Barbarian! monster! feler ¢’en than bards
Have ever painted the ‘Tartarian crew.

But since that time has not her gentle brain
Had maduess as its inmate ?
Pedro. Since that hour,
She, like a lily nipp’d by winter’s {rost,
Hangs down her lovely head, whilst her fair checks
Avre by the blighting touch of sorrow blanch’d.
Her eyes, which whilome elanc’d around the beamns
Of youthful health and of alicart at ease,
Now lustreless are east upon the ground,
Or stare uround hier wath a vacant gaze.
Her arms are folded closely to her breast,
No sighs, no piaints, nomurmurs show her grief,
But motionless she sits, in mute despair.
Yet, noble Lara, her dejected micen, ‘
Her silence, to the soul speaks more of woe
Thau words however sad or wildest shrieks,

Lara. Alas! poor mourner! much I pity thee.
But now imperions duty cails me hence.

Pedro. My lord, I fais would make you pne request,
Procure a poor but loyal veteran
A moment’s audicnce with his Majesty.

I for his ears have matters of import,
Which may facilitate Granada’s fall.

Lura. Yes, I'll present thee to our sovereign,
Fear not, old manj our gracious king with smiles
Of royal favor will good Pedrp greet
As the preserver of his favorite chief.

All Spain willibless thee for that glorious act,
And chiefly 1. Whilst glgfging memory
Still holds her busy oftice # my Lrain,
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Shall Pedro’s name be heard with gratitude.
Come, worthy fellow, let us to the court. [Exeunt.

) SCENE II. Zulema’s Apartment.
7.GLE.MA, dressed in white, her head covered with a veil
bound by a wreach of cypress, is discovered sealed, with
her cyes cast on the ground, and her hands folded across
ker bosom.  Her attendants stand around her. The
sound of mufiled drums and trumpets is heard. Enter
the Band, with instruments muffied. Moorish Youths
and Virgins, bearin®#ighted torches, OTiM 2N, SEDI,
and Guards.
Othman. Lady, you must attend us.
Zul. (staring wildly) Ah! who speaks?
Otlunan. Our orders, princess, brook not of delay ;
Our sovereign waits your coming, all’s prepar’d.
Zul. (starts, then looks at her garments) Ah! ’tis the
nuptial hour.  Each blazing torch,
‘The rosy chaplet waving on my brow,
"This festive powmp, bespeak my bliss ig nigh.
£ut where’s Almanzor? wherefore comes he not
Vo lead his sister to her father’s feet,
'I'hat she may crave his blessing cre she breathe
The solemm vows that bind her to ber love ?
Sedi. No'nuptials wait thee, Jady ; think on death.
Zul. Who talks of death ? (Be yonder slave dismiss'd,
Who at the br#flal scason talRsof death.
Othman. She is distracted.” Lead her hence away.
: « (Guards seize Julema.)
Zul. Unhand me, fellows! know ye not my raok ?
1 am Granada’s Princess, and the bride
Of kuighthood’s choicest flower. (starts) What was that ?
Methought 1 heard a death-groan! God! O God!
What spectacle of terror meets my sight!
Olh! hidc me! hide me! ’tis my father’s corse!
Another? O! Almanzor! dead —what ! dead ?
Butcher'd inhumanly! Loth gone! O God!
. [Sheis borne out. Ezxeunt.
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SCENE L. The Outside of Granuda’s Ramparts.

Eunter FErpiNAND, IsaBELLA, XIMENES, bearing the
Cross, 1.ars, MEDINA, CorrEZ, PEDRO, and the
Spanish Army.

Ferdi. Arragoncse, Castilians, we hate reach’d

The Moorish seat of empire; now your deeds

Must lead us on to conquest or 16" shame.

Well hitherto ye have maintain’d the fame

Your ancestors hequeath’d you.  Now to doubt

That with undaunted front you'll meet the foc, '

Were in your king ungrateful anddfhjust.

No high-lown speech, pourtraying all the wrongs -

You and your brother Spaniaids still in chains

Have suffer'd from these daring infidels,

Could raise your courage higher; therefore we

Shall be content with these few simple words,

But holy man, Toledo’s Cardinal,

Ere we commence the contest, we requcst

'That you to Heaven raise your orisons,

To implore success unto our rightful canse.

 Ximenes. (kneeling) Fountain of gooduess! thon whose

mighty hand

Hast to the weak in former times bestow’d

The needtul might to crush their enemies ;

Who when the powers of the'last combin'd . -

With hosts unnumber’d, giagts in their sizc,

Came like a tempest on the M¢ings of war

Against thy chosen people Jsrael;

And when they thought themselves secure of gain,

Were by the force they scorn’d o’erwhelw’d in ruin,

For Israel’s cause found favor in thy sight—

Now deign to luok upon thy pevple here.

No lust of empire, aud no drunken thirst

For spoil or lucre lead them onto arms.

*Tis for thy altars stan’d, thy rites profan’d,

*Tis for theircountry, dooyp'd# slavery,

*Tis for their monarch’s realm, mvuded on,

"T'is for their females, of their honor stripp’d,

Their children murder’d, or in bondage led,

That now they kit the vengeful spear aloft ;

And agaiust whom ¢ a tyrafi.an usurper,

A wretch, who in lyis brethreh’s bluod has dipp’d
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His gore-stain’d hands; who neither kiiows the laws
Of nature nor humanity ; a-Moor,
Who to the Christians bears cternal hate.
Such is the cause of contest, Lord of Hosts !
We are frail creatures, from perfection far ;
But if e'er mortalsnobly drew the sword,
If justice ever led to feats in arms,
And through thy aid with victory was crown’d,
Now may we hope for conquest.  Bless our arms;
May thy avenging power steel their points,
And Spain regain her former liberty.
Isabella. Thanks, reverend prelate. Heaven by thy voice
With double courage animates each breast;
We read in every soldier’s countenance
. The sure destruction of the infidels.
On Ferdinand your banners bright unfurl ;
Success awaits our cause, our cause is just.
Ferdi. 1lcar, leaders of the aruiy, the commands
We have toiszue for this day’s emprize.
Your brother Spaniards, captives in these walls,
still vearn for freedom, nor will idly rest
Inactive till our arms have gain'd it them.
‘Whilst Boabdil and all the Moorish host
Attend a public combat, in the which
Your general Gonsalvo is engag’d,
And may some danger ruu, unless we speed
And lend him some assistance : whilst they’re met,
And all the guards are from their posts away,.
Our countrymen will ope the private gate
To give us entrance. 'Lhither lies our march :
Follow old Pedro, he knows well the way;
3ut follow hin in silence till we reach
The lists, where all Granada’s force combin'd,
Not dreaiing of our coming, waits unarm’d.
On, Pedro, uoble veteran : future days
Shall hear thy name, and kindle at the sound.
Spain and Gonsalvo! be the rallying cry.’ [Exeunt.

No. XL N. Br.Th.  Vour.IlL R
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SCENE V. .4 Public Place in Granada.

On an elevated platform, Zvivema chained to the stake,
the Youlhs and Virgins, with their lighted torches, stand
on each side of her.” On one side BoABDIL on a throne,
with Grandees around him ; on the gther, the Judge of
the Lists and Heralds.

Boab. Judge of the lists, now let the trumpets sound.

Call Zulema’s accuser forth in arms;

On foot he fights, and with the battlc-axe.

(The trumpets sound three times. Enter Avy, armed.)
Judge. Say by thy knighthood why thou com’st equipp’d

In all the dread accontrements of war?

Alla defend thee as thou speak’st the trath.

Ali. 1 come, before my sovereign and the world

Boldly to accuse the Princess Zulema

Of secret commerce with a Spaumsh hnight; -

And more, to add that in her private faith

She is a renegado in religion,

Abjures our Prophet for the Christian creed.

That I speak truth the combnt shall declare,

Or be my life the forfeit of the falsechood.

. (Throws down his gauntlet
Boab. Three times distinctly let the trumpet clang.

If, when it thrice has sounded, no one dare

To lift the gauntlet yonder knight hati: thrown,

Or if a champion come and bite the dust,

Then set the stake on fire, for she dies.

If, on the contrary, a knight arrive

And conquer the accuser, she is free.

(The Judge waves hus hand, the trumpet sounds three times

at intervals; mournful music between each sound.)
Boab. Prepare to light the stake, she is—
(A trumpet is heard from without, GoNsALvo rushes v,
armed in @ Moorish dress.)
Gons. Delay .

Your rash'and cruel purpose for awhile.

(snatches up the gauntlst ;

‘That Zulema is pure as mountain snows,

As chaste as icicles, as virtuous

As was our mother Eveere Satan came

And with deluding eloquence betray’d her ;-

‘T'hat her accuser 1s as arch a fiend,
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As gicat a ha as the serpent’s self,
By all my hopes of Heaven, as [ bear
With honor unpolluted hmghthood's sword,
I by mine atn’s immortal soafe will show.
Then <ound thy ttumpet, warder of the hsts.
Thon base, disloyal, paju’'d slave; advance.
(Tucy pght  diter o cume Avx fulls , but e the heat
of th batile, Gonoarvo lusing lus helmet, LZULEMA
seco2m s fm, dnd irehs )
Boub (aside) Doath to my hopes, the futhful Ali’s
<Jun!
falouedy Thare”, ticachenn, Moots, Tlis 15 the Spamsh
chiet ’
That tiom b duty made the prmccss swene .
Saize on i, guards- =comdnet I o the pule-—
One death shall exprate *hen mutical oune
{Gonsalio nishes to the stake. places bt before 1t ina
posturc of defence Movresh Caazens enter from all
parts)
Cutezens. We we betianv'd' Granada’s Jost  the foc,
Lhe Spamards are adrauomg; th my bicoe,
Entey Fruvinann, Isasirna, Nivines, Lanra,
MrpiNy, Conritz, Vi nro, and Soldias ]
», 51‘;’;:2"(110:92:}:; } Spam md Gonsalvo! libesty o death !
They gush to the platform, amd difiver Zutema, who
talls into Gonsalro's urms, whilst 1erdmand and the
other Spamards fight etk Boabdil and Ius Guards,
Boabdil falls, the Muonrs lay down therr uymsy the
Spanwsh standard 1 erected, Avmenes and the Aviny,
how, asen thanhs to Heaven.  Lhe eurteen drops.



REMARKS ON
THE SPANIARDS.

The age which adwired the gorgeous dulness of such «
tragedy as the Irene of Dr. Jolusou, thought that bro-
cades, hoops, and large wigs, added to the graces of the
haman form. It is some proof of the perfectibility of
man that this taste is goné out of fashion, although Madame
de Stacl, the first female philosopher of our day, is as
much addicted to the rubbing of red dist upou her checks,
as any Hottentot old woman in Africa.  In time, however, .
even this nasty practice, may also hecome obsolete among
the ladies ; and we will ventwie to predict, that wheunever
itis so, a corresponding improvement will takhe place in
dramatic literature; and therefore we would recommend
to our fair patronesses to set about washing their faces as
expeditiously as possible, as theie really scems to be a
powerful, though occult sympathy beiween the state of the
stage and the appearance of fashionable people.  We have
been led to make this profound remark m consequence of
reflecting during the perusal of « 'I'ae Spajiarvs,”
that the regular drama no longer receives any cbuntenance
from the public ; and a suspicion has crept into our minds
that, after all, the regular drama is but a profave
method of making the stage serve nstead of the pulpit.
Perhaps, however, if we were to consider the subject
gravely, it might turn out that there are two classes of
tragedy, the epiec and didactic, and the regulur drama, as it
is called, might be found to belong to the latter.

It is not one of the least of the great inventions of the
English nation, that they may lay claim to that of the epic
drama ; a higher and more maguificent Lind of compo-
sition than the ancicnts were acquainted withi. [t embraces
every species of incident found w the Ihiad, «d 1equires as
much judgment in the choice of situations to produce dra-
matic  effect, as the skill admired i the works of
ZEschylus, Euripides, or Sophecics. But the rules of the
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epic drama have'not hitherto been sufficiently explained.
The grand feature of the plays belouging to this high class
15, the developement of the effect upon the principal cha-
racter of the circumstances i which be 1s placed, and not
the “consequences of some event which had previously
happened, compelling the charaeters to act in such a
manuer as to produce the necessary and natwal result of
such event—uvlich is the distingtishing peculiarity of the
didactic drama. In the ouc, we sce a hero, by the ex-
traordinary encrgy of his mind, giving rise to the calamities
which i1 the end overwhelin himself; and in the other, we
find only men subject to the laws of moral unccessity, and
procecding sten hy step towards an inevitable catastrophe.
"Thus the epic dromatist undertakes not only to exhibit the
different shades of individual character to as great a degree
as the didactic, but he also undertakes o show a susces-
sion of eveuts which shall severally have the force of a
catastrophe, and yet induce such a degree of unsatistied
interest as shail excite the, curlosity of the spectator to
follow the career of the hero for his own sake
alone. Thus in Mucbheth, we find that Shakspeare has
made choice of an heroic and noble, but ambitions man.
'To show the baleful effects of ambition, a didactic dia-
matist, from the greeting of the witches, had he ventured
1o introduce such creaturcs on the stage, would have shown
the necessury progress of ambition overtoppmmg and
finally subdumg all the good qualities in the character of
his hero, until he had led him to the perpetration of the
murder of Duncan : but the murder was only one of the
events in the life of the hero, and therefore Shakspeare, even
in the act of the assassiuation, still 1epreseuted Macbeth
as possessing many claims to our compassion.  In prose-
cuting the history of Macbeth, after his first tragedy ter-
minating " in the murder of Duncan, the didactic poet, "
Racine, Addison, or Alfieri, woyld have chosen the destruc-
tion of Burquo—they would have represented the jealousy
of unlawfu) success co-operating with ambition 1o lead the
tyrant on to the assassination of his friend, and with this
event they would have dropped the curtain on their second
drama. But Shakspeare, who teaches morality not. by
precept, but example, procecds diffexently.  He still cou-
trives to continue our mterest in the fate of a man whom
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he had already shown us violating in himsélf the sacred rites
of hospitality, the ties of kindred, aud tne fidelity of an
honored subject, and to these atrocious crimes adding the
still greater, of sacrificing without auy cause but a vaguc.
fear, the friend to whom, most ot all others, he auppears to
have Leen mdebted for lus secure possession of the Scotish
throne. Tlus renewed interest i» excited by showing us
the reprobute monarch tortured by the pangs of remorse,
and instigated by bis very mental suffermg to the perpe-
tration of new crimes—until he has roused the peneral
indignation of mankind azamst lim, and provoked onc of
those whom he had most essentially iujured, individually
o resolve on his descrucion. "The fall of Macbeth would
have been a subjectsnflicient for a drama to most authors,
aud they would have represented Maeduff as being insti-
gated by a noble revenge, which would have liad the effect
of making him the principal character.  Buat Shakspeare
still msing with lus subject, shows that the evil spirits
after they had induced thenn victim “to commit all the
cimes which were requisite to cnsure his eternal per-
dition, for it is the awful mystery of the perdition of a
human soul that Shakspeare has undertaken to relate
in Macleth, they find it still necessary to draw him
farther on to his confusion, After all the iniquity which
he had committed, it was withm the range of probability,
that a character once so full of the milk of human kinduess
as Macheth, might repent; ana especially as he was so
tortwred by his conscience, he might have become penitent,
and deplored the enormity of his pleasureless vices. But
the Homer of the Fpic I)rama had a greater purpose in
view thun the expounding of a moral apothegm ; he was de-
sirous of showing that 2 mind which had divested itself of
respect for all human authority, was still subject to its own
feelings, or rather that in proportion as a man ceases to
respect others, he becomes the slave of his own selfishness ;
and for this object, Shakspcare again convenes the witches
and makes them flatter Macbeth with assurances that have
no other apparent end than his personal safety. Thus we
see the hero who, at the beginmng of the play, disregarded
hfe in the pursuit of glory, coming by a long course of
wickeduess to forego the practice and esteem of every
virtue, and even 1 the very wishcs of his mind, to be
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equally base and cowardly. Success in the Danish war
awakened his ambition to be king, and he assassinated his
sovereign. Royalty brought cares, and jealousy of Banguo
und his issue leads him to seek their destruction. The
absence of Macduff at the coronation, fills him
with apprehension ;- his subsequent flight to England,
exasperates him to massacre the fami?y of that chief,
and this hideous injury determines Macduff to undertake
his destruction. Ciitics have amused themselves in dis-
covering the elements of allegorical personationin the gods
and' goddesses of Homer: it would, perhaps, be less diffi-
cult to prove that all the apparitional incidents in the
Macbeth are also allegories.

We shall have an opportunity soon of reconsidering
tlis subject, and of pointing out what iu our opinion con-
stitute the primary distinctions of the didactic and epic
dramas.

In THE SpaNiarDs, the character of Gonsalvo,
led us to expect that the author bad proposed to
himself to write an epic drama; but it appears that his
aim has been only te develop a splendid and interesting
story, without placiug auy character particularly promi-
nent, and as such, it will afford more amusement perhaps
than it might have done had he attended more to the laws
of the epic. The subject however we do not think dramatic,
although some of the scenes are skilfully contrived for
stage effect. The dialogue is frequently animated, and
would be touching, if well delivered. We know not if
this piece was ever offered to cither of the theatres, but it
1s certainly greatly superior to most of their ostentatious
spectacles; and had it been condensed into three acts, and
called a melo-dram, it might have, even in the opinion of
the managers, served the nterests of their concern, as it
would have succeeded iu representation. :
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LOVE, HONOR, AND INTEREST.

ACT 1.
SCENE 1. A4 Room.

CiascoG Nk, paching a frunk, and MARIAN,
Martan. May one good morning say to you, Gascogne ?
€rus. Fair Marian, llmt hom you, 1s ever sweet ;

Bar this good worning is, alas ! good night.
Marian. Aud must I, Gascogus, bid you then farewell
Gus. 1 grieve to pint. O that T but might stay!
Six happy months in your dear comp’ny spent
Have made my heart as “twere take reot with you,
And to depart is teuring it away.,
Muriar. No one compels you surely to depart,
Gus. My master does.
Marian, Sure others might be found,
And better payers too, in Amsterdam,
Than a penurious, wounded officer.
Lias. Such sentiments accord not with your beauty.
For many years I have my master serv'd;
His father gave me to him for my houor,
Nor in the wars, where I conld prove myself,
* Has he c’er found me failing in my duty,
True he is poor, poor in the world'’s geer,
But rich in heart, the truest wealth of - man.
In all his good there is a share for me
And woild you counsel me to quit his service ?
Marian. You speak, Gascogne, like a true-hearted
fellow ;
But wherefore mahes your master all this haste ?
Mine, it is true, seems not displeas’d at it,
But much I doubt if Miss be as content.
Gas. My master, you may see, is deep in love ;
1e pines in misery, and cannot ]onw
Conceal the flame that feeds upon his heart.
Old Maddervan, who ouly has one daughter,
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Will never give her to a younger brother,
A soldier too, who must live on her dower.
La Gloire is poor, but of a noble soul,
And consecrates the house where he has found
Such free and hospituable entertminment.
» Rather than violate your master’s fricndship,
He has resulv’d to sacrifice his heart—
1t is for this that we must go away.
Marian. Such handsome heroism some may praise,
But few would practise.
Gas. See, my master comes.
[Lixit Marian.
[Euter LA Groirr] )
La Gloire. T am tliec most unfortunate of men.
Gas. Sir, all is pack’d.

La Gloire. 0! 1 amin despair.
Guas. Alas! sir, what has chanc’d ?
La Glotre. T'he worst that could.

Gas. Ah, sir, misfortuncs never come alone.
La Glowe. Mine is a single one, but so immense
That nothing more can happen to distress.—
O 1 have seen my Beatrice iu tears.
Gas. 1 thought, sir, that it must be something worse;
That she but little car’d for our departure.
"La Gloire. Plebeian soul, what worse can be imagin’d
Than the reproaches of a heaveuly maid
For wanting love, while love is miing down
The strength and virtue of my own esteem ?
My wounds, a prisoner, my poverty,
All, all, combine to drive mic to despair,
Loving and thus so tenderly belov'd—
Oh! I must fly, or act a scoundrcl’s part.
Gas. Consider, sir, you have not been dismiss'd,
Nor by your wounds are for the jouruey fit.
Old Maddervan. will, for so good a reason,
Be noue surpris’d that you pr olong our stay.
La Gloire. You counsel well. O fuin I would resolve.
Gas. Theu, with permission, I'll unpack the trunk.
(he unpacks.)
La Gloire. \\ hat must he think ? for I have takeu leave.
1f L feign sick, my grief will give it color; :
And yet delay will but indulge the Jame,
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And aid th’ incendiary in my bosom.
Death is in going, and in etaym shame,
Love and the devil! what are you about ?
Gas. Unpacking, sir.
La Gloire. Who'bade yon to do that?
Cias. 1 a<k'd for leave, and you gave no deutal.
La Glocre. Stupid! repack. 1 will, yes, 1 will go.
es, 1 have undone so much, sir, and ’tis late.
F.a Gloire. Provoke me not, but do as you are bidden.
CGas. Pll do it all again in time to-vight.
La Gloire. Pach mstantly ; the horses will be here.
Gas. Lat the sad tears of sweet Miss Beatrice.—
dg Gloire. What sec you there? O Heavns! itis her-
self.
Gus. il leave the room.
La Gloire. Stop, stop. O let me not
Again encounter her seducing sorrow.
She ccems to hesitate. 1 will withdraw,
(as. You cannot, sir, you cannot be so rude.
1 will 1eure,
L Gloire. Stay where youare.  Ahme!
[ Exit Guscogne.
[Eater BEATRICE.]
Hear me, Giascogne.  Where does the fellow run?
Beal. What do you waut? If Gascogue be not near,
Some: other servant will obey your order.
Shall T call one ?
La Gloire. No, thank you; 1 but wish'd
That he would finish this unhappy packing.
Beat. Are you so anxious then to go away ?
Do you lose time ? .or does the courier wait?
Or is our air pernicious to your health ?
Pcrlraps this house, or somethmg in’t annoys.
La Gloire. O lhave compassion, nor afflict me further.
Beat. What has afflicted you ? tell me, I pray.
La Gloire. You, only you, your fatal, dangerous, self.
Beat. Have 1 become so odivus, then, to you?
.La Gloire. O Heavens! ever dearer still and dearer.
Beat. If this were true, why should you haste away?
La Gloire. Was it your beauty only that I lov'd ?
Bat more than beauty I revere your fdme,
That fame <o truly to your father dear.
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O! for that fame and his csteem’d regard,

My heart must sacrifice its fondest feeling.
Beat. My love for you has never made me blush .

¥t is a steady and a temperate fire;

If never seen in flaming violencc,

It has not been the less intensely warm;

"Tis of a kind that we may safely live

In easy intercourse, as we have done;

But when you go, it will consume my peace.

We are not children that should play the fool.

My father loves me as his only child,

And will not sce me long remain distress’d.

"Tis true our marriage yet he won't approve,

But time will 2id us, stay and trust to time.
La Gloire. Ah_ how shall I excuse this new delay |

He may suspect, if 1 could feign relapse,

Where the wonnd pains that makes me linger here.
Bear. We must so act as not to give him cause.
La Gloire Soldiers, he knows, are_beauty’s worshippe::,

And cannot think me proof against your worth.
Beatrice. Men hike my father easily believe

The hearts of others open as their own.

He gives you the full freedom ot his house,

Sure in yonr ho: or of u safe protector,

Nor is he without confilence in me.
La Gloire. You think in time then that he will consent.
Beat. Yes ; but his prejudices must be won.

Were you a merchant, though of humble tortune

And meaner manners, but of steady dealing,

You might have had me long before this time,

And many thousand florins to the bargain,

Butyou're a Frenchman, and an ofticer,

Two staple faults in the commodity,

And what te one that loves his child as he docs

Is more against our wishes than them both,

You are the scion of an ancient stock,

Beneath whose shade his plant may pine obscur’d.
La Gloire. Buthow shall we convert him to our wish?
Beat. Love kept by patience should be fed by hope.

The English, tir'd of profitless renown,

Have call’d the Duke of Marlborough from the war,

And many-tongued rumor speaks f peace.
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Peace will subtract from French and soldiership ;
My father’s heart i1s warmer than his head;
And we must only not excite suspicion.
La Gluire. But how ¢ .
Beat. Find you some other swertheart.,

Lu Gloire. I understand you not.
Beat. I will explain.

Constance comes often to our house of late,
And mowrys your wounds o tenderly at times ;
My~ father must he Jed mto that track—
But hark, his tread— Haste !-~for the present leave me.
[Exit La Gloire.
} never thonght to have been brought to ths,
Vo make soligitation for his stay :
tsut here my futher comes=—Would be had not
Found me at this time hee.
[Enter Maobprrvan.]
Mad. How, daughter, how :
What do you, Beatrice, here in this room ¢
Bea!. To see the masta hielp the servauts packing.
" Mad. Do yvou hnow when he means to go avay?
Beai, e did intes: this morving 5 but his wound
Pams bitm s mmch, that be begins to fear
Himself ns yet unable tor the jomney.
Mad Whick wound 151t ¢ , -
Beut. ITe Liad but one you know.
iad. He has another than the docor knows
Beat. Indeed ?
Mad. Ay, one that doctors cannot cure.
Beut” You speak in parable—pray, siv, what meanyou ?
Mad. Beatrice,you are both wise and c¢lever,
And kuow full well what 1 suspect and suy
Gig to, go to —
Beat. (aside) His munner frightens me.
Mad. Your color mends, L thmk. Perfidious baggage.
Beat. Sir, you say things that trily make me blush,
1 do begin to comprehend your ineaning
But what is the mysterious wound to-me ? :
Mad. Come, daughter, daughter, let us freely speak :
Monsieur was getting hearty, well, and ruddy ;
He wus the cheering spinit of my table ;
But soon by Little hg began to dioop;
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Grew dull, fell langnid, and his pensive talk
Was full of sighs and other doleful pauses,
Like th’ ahs and ohs and points of admiration,
In a Parisian sentimental tale.
I am in some things a philosopher ;
And by my skill, 1 think Mousieur in love.
Beat. 1t may be so; but if his love were heré,
e would not be in such a haste to leave ns.
Mad. Yes, even in.that philosophy instructs ;
Vor if his love be rich, an only daughter,
Dependant on ber father, aud that father
Not like to give her to so poor a fellow—
Monsieuss a man of such a gallant spirit,
That he would rather Tus own passon stifle
Than seek to marvy by dishonest means: -
Aud philosopbically too, 1 think;
That Monsian’s sweetheart Is just you, my dauzhter.
Beat. O dear, excuse me, ~ir, st —mnust laugh.
Am | too dull and languid, pale aud sighing 2
Mead. T have two thoughts : aud you, I think, have eithes
Wit to resist, or cunume to conceal. .
Beat. Am I aloue of all the captain knows,
The only one that suits the proving tests
Of your divining and plilosophy ?
. Mad. e went but littde out, and knows but few,
Thercfore L thiuk his love is in this house.
Beat, But we have haudsome neighbours—

Mad. Very true.
Areyou a party then?

Beat. It I should be,
It were not fit that vou should seek o kuow, ‘

Mad. A duteous danghter should obey her father,
And keep no seciets that he asks to learn.

Beat. Then—Ubut you 1must not tell—i hope you will not :
Mousieur, poor soul, is pining at the heart,

Alas!.
Mad. TFor whom -
Beat. - Tor Counstance Vanderclufe.
Mad. For Constance,Vanderclufe!
Beat. ' Alack, poor swain!

Mad. And how is Constance ? loves she in return ?
+ Beat. O yes, sir, with sucl fond and tender softuess !—
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Out on the golden rubbish of the world,
That two such geutle gravitating hearts
Should be so held, in spite of Heaven’s kind impulse,
From the blest junction thut their natare claims.
Mad. But what is the impediment :—poor souls !
Beat. Her father, sir, is rich! O moustrous rich!
And gallant Monsieur—abh, sir, he is poor :
And a rich father never will hestow .
His only child, you know, on one so poor.
Mad. Fine piide forsooth.  Who is this Vanderclufe
That he should stand upon such etiquette ¢
What 18 he else but a foul-fed contractor ?
He must, indeed, adv.rce his rounded paunch
Among our meichungs, like a sleeky snail
"That climbs into a hived® To such as he,
The marriage of an offier is honor ;
Nor can he spend his easy-gather'd gain
"To better purpose, than to make this match.
Beat. Weire vou like him, you would not then refuse ¢
Muad. No, certainly.

Beat. But as a wealthy merchant,
The case is different ?

Mad. And is it not?
I would have you to know thé difference. ,

Beat. 1 thought so, sir.

Mad. I will exert myself—

Beat. Sir, to what end ? )

Mad. To gain old Vanderclufe.
But where 1s Monsieur?

Beat. In the room below.

Mad. Haste, send him to ine; he’s an honest fellow,
I like hiin much—he shall not waut a friend.
Beat. (astde) O 1am i alabyringh bewilder'd! [ Exit.
Mud. Rank with the oue, and riches with the other,
Should mnake a merrv and a happy union.
[Enter MARIaN.] e
Mar. T thought my mistress had been with you, sir .
Mud. No, she is gone.—But where in such a hurry?
Murian. ‘Lo seek her, sir. ¢ g
Mad. Then you have news to teli ?
Mazrian. Yes, sir, Viigs Constance Vanderclufe has call'd.
* NO. XI. N. Br. Th, VOL. IiL. S
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Mad. Oho.

Marian. And coming, sir, at such an hour,

She must have something very strange to tell:

Mad. Yes, yes, she has; ay, ay, s plain enough :
Go, send Miss Constance instantly tnme. [ Exit Maric».
Pl do my best # it ix a virtuous worh,

Aud every gen’reus heart will give we praise.
«[Fnter Constance.]

Cons. »tr, [ attend you—

Mad. Ha, Miss Constance, ha,

Do you know, Misg, that I rejoice to find .
You and my daughter friends and confidents.

Cons. 1 love her, sir, indeed, with all my heart.

Mud. No fibs, Miss Coustancg 2.mot with all your heart.

Cons. How ! think yon, sir, I'@@#ipt truly love her ?

Mad. Truly, no doubt, but not with all your heart.

Cons. Why this distinction, sir?

Mad. If youlov'd Lier
With all your heart, you could not love another.

Cons. Dear me, sir, what is it vou would be at ?

Mad. Ab, cunning baggage—but I'll to the point.

Cons. La, sir, what point ?

Mad. Goto; gome here—Pshaw! Hark ye:
Put bashfulness aside—
Cons. Good Heavens | what mean you ?

Mad. Speak to me frankly : .Do you seck my daughter®
Cons, Yes, sir.
Mad. No, no, ’tis not for her you come.
Learn, Miss, that I am an astrologer ;
I have a spirit that obeys my call—
An airy spirit, that with subtile skill
Can pick the secrcts from young ladies’ bosoms
And bring them to megfolded in a sigh.
Kuow my familiar, Miss, has been with you,
And found the reason of this carly visit:
Not for the mesty maid that stays behind,
But the poor youtth that languishes and fhies. |
Cons, {asidc) Surely some wicked imp hus blabb'd the
e §
Mad. s %'tiot s0 ?—deny, deny-—aha!
I see the flame of pretty Cupid’s torch
Warming your dheek and glanci:sg in your eye.
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Cons. If T perform, sir, what politeness claims,
Sure | deserve nat to he so reproach’d.
Mad. Reproach’d! no, Miss, applauded to the skies!
Cons. Methinks, sir, you have cause for mirth to-day.
Mud. And you for sadness—DBut cheer up, swectheart,
I'll make you happy in despite of fate.
Cons. Indced!

Mad. In truth. .
Cons. With what ?
oMud. Two little words.

Cons. They must be words of magic potency.
Mead. Monsieur stays !

Cons. Stays !

Mad. What say you to my spirit?
Cons. You think _ theninlove?

Mud. * Dare you say no?
Cons. I do deny it.

Mad., Swear.

Cous. For such a trifle !

Mad. No, no, the truth is plain cnough to me;
I'll do you good, and comfort your poor swain,
Cons. How! my poor swaiu !
Mad. I have found out his love ;
And the proud motive that niakes him depart.
Y our father iu the arrogance of wealth,
Will not give his consent—O I know all.
Cons. Much more than 1 do, or than | have heard.
Mad. Tell me the truth now ; do you love Monsieur ?
Cons. I will not longer, sir, refuse confession.
Mad. Then thank your stars that he Joves in return.
* Cons. This, sir, I do not know.
Mad. I know he does,
1 tell you, to distraction. I
Couns. ) os.sﬁy.
But I have seen no verifying signs, . . L
Mud. 1 am employed to influence your father..
Cons. My father knows that I esteem La Glaire.
Mad. But he muyst know it more aspuredly. . . .
Cons. Nor has he, sir, once said a word {o me.
Mud. 0, 10 be sure he should debate Wil Yop.se
But here comes Monsiens. ‘

Cons. Give me kém to g°- |
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Mad. Stay where yon are, .
Cons. I piray you, give me leave. [Exrit.
[Enter La GroirE.] )

La Gloire. 1 come, obedient to your summons, sir.

Mud. Pray, have you seen my daughter >~——What a sigh !
You look as wan and drooping as a lily,

Depicted in a hopeless lover’s ditty.
I'm sorry, friend, to see you so dejected.

La Gloire. Alas! sir, wanting health, who can be gay ¢
It is the sweet that tempcrs fortune’s sour, ¢
And cheers the contrarieties of life.

Mad. And oft the dimpled cheek of buxom health
Is Cupid’s target. Captain, pardonme,

I am a doctor, somewhat skill’d in_weunds,
And yours, though deep and sore, ‘K €ry to cure.

La Gloire. l\iy wound, dear sir, is not my only ail.

Moad. 1 know it well; my daughter has inform’d me.

La Gloire. What! has she had the courage to disclose ?
1 pray you, sir, then pity my distress.

Mad. 1 do, I do.

La Gloire. 1 cannot, Sir, remain.

Already as the infant Hercules

Seiz’d the two serpents in hig vigorous grasp ;
The baby Cupid, cradled in my besom,

Holds truth and honor struggling with their death.

Mad. But wherefore should they die —we must re-

lieve them.
Sir, the girl loves you, she hersclf has told me ;
And your high 'blood and nobler qualities
Are worth a better price thau all her dower,
Though with her father they may lightly weigh.

La Gloire. Her father ! Heav'ns, Sir! Who is her father

Mad: What, don’t yélp know him then ?

La Gloire.” ’ Ah me, whois he?

Mad. OId frosty-faced, gruff-speaking, Vanderclufe,
The beef-¢ontraclor, who thrives by the war:

A purieproud fellow of gross appetites,
Who, fed atid fatten'd by the laborer’s sweat,
Stalks with the gMe of old nobility.

La Glgires O1 am lost, bereft of every hope!

Mad. This Vinderclufe comes seldom to my house,
Therefore I wonder not at your surprise—
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But come, take heart, I'll try what can be done :
1 am your friend, and as a friend command me. [Ezeunt.

ACT 1L
SCENE I. 4 Room.

CoNnsTANCE.
I cannot think La Gloire feels love for me;
He is, ’tis true, still gentle and polite,
Attentive to each little want or need,
But never shows the common signs of love:
"The soft solicitation of the eyes;
The wish to whispefsafid be ever near;
The languishing piisloagment of adien
When we huve parted—never have I seen.—
But here he comes, and with him Beatrice.
[Enter BEaTrICE and La GLoire.]
Beat. Foigive me, Constance, for detaining you.
Cons. Make no apologies, my friend ; believe me,
I always find your company so pleasant,
That I at any time wait willingly,
And fec] myself rewarded when you come.
Beat. There, captain, hear you that ?—Batavian maids,
*Spite of their dull and foggy atmosphere,
You see, have spirits bright and generous.
La Gloire. 'That I have felt aud known, and must Te-
member.
Cons. | do her but the justice that she merits.
Beat. Butlet us not dispute of our own merits ;
Monsieur shall judge.
La Gloire. Nay, you must find a better.
Beat. 1 know not where w;#muld a better find.
Cons. He must perforce decitle for the appellant.
Beat. In Paris, strangers always are preferr'd.
La Gloire. The Dutch, in that respect, are not less civil.
Beat. Ah! Constance, Constance, yon have won the day.
But where so soon? N
Cons. *Tis almost dinner-time,
And my aunt Hidelberg expects my coming. .
Beat. "Tis yet too easly ; stay with us awhile. -
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La Gloire. Softly, dear Beatrice, dolet hergo. = °
Cons. What does he say ? )
Beat. + Dear Constance, be not jealous ,

He ouly whispers me to bid you stay.
Cons., | know not what to think !—

. La Glotre. O let her go.
Beut. Do, Constauce, stay—Sir, I talc pains to please
you.

La Gloire. In truth, in trutk, [ must be so consol’d.
Beat. Hear, Constance, hear ; he says he is cousol'd.
Cons. Dear Beatrice, I huow your friendship for me,
And here, before you, I may frecly speuk :
Your father tells me uews so very strange,
That without coufirmation from Ed'Gloire,
1 dare not credit them, .
Beat. Now tuis is frank.
I love you dearer, Constance, for this frankness—
I know what yon would say.
La Gloire. O Beatrice !
What new perplexity is this you weave?
Cons. A few short words will be enough for me.
Beat. But, Constance, have you time to hear him now *
Your aunt, I'm sure, must wonder at your sta, !—
O tell her, captain, do, pray tell Ler all.
La Gloire. Would that I might, Lut | have not the heart.
Beat. You see, my fricnd, how much he is distress’d——
Alas! he bas a thousand things to say.
Cons. One little sentence is all 1 desire.
But oue short word, if 1t be truc he loves me?
Beat. Merciful me ! art thou beside thyself,
To ask a question so unmaidcnly ¢
T’m sure La Gloire, at least, has more discretion.
But lovers never wish for witnesses,
And I should leave you,™
La Gloire. Stay, in miercy stay !
[Enter MADDERVAN.]
Mad. Aha, aha! a pleasant party this.
But why afoot; do, pray be seated, do,
DBeat. Constance must go. ,
Mad. . " Must she ?—Why must shego ?
fleaé. Her angt expects her.

ud. Constance, sit you down,
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We inay have necd of you, and aunts can wait :
Your father will be here; ['ve sent for him.
He will no doubt look both with mouth and cyes;
But never mind—ve want but his couseut,
Which if he grant, “tis fit you be at hand,
We'll call you in and finish the affair.
La Glotre. O eavens! O Heavens! :
Mad. How she is ugitated !
Beat. She is indeed, and with excess of joy.
Mad. Leave all to me; stay here and dine with us.
Beat. She cannot, sir, to-day.
Mad Can’t she i—how’s that ?
Beat. Because—because her mmt expects lier, sir.
Mud. Poh!nonsegge, nonsensc!-—What! a fusty aunt,—
A parsimouious, prigeiiuquisitive,—
Spare in her feasts, and plenteous in her talk,
Not leave ber for u foud and youthful lover —
You chall uot go.
Cons. 1 will, sir, soon return.
L (iloire. 1low shaly | extricate myself from this?
Beatr. vye, {ve, La Gloire! A mun bred in the wars,
One vl has walk'd the utmost edge of dunger,
Aud i thie ey whVof lite and death,
Acenstam’ sull to bear a mind prepar'd,
Aud yet m such a erisis, here to stand
Stunn'd sod amaz'd —fye, fye, attead your duty.
L« Gloire. What do you mean?
Beat. See Constauce to the door. [Exrit Const.
Mud. Dauglter, daughter, I say, Beatrice,
M Ly fdo yon meddle with them s this way ?
xle cammot speak to her while you we bye.
Beai. He has, 1 do assure you, said enough.
Mud. Hashe? What sud he >—Did you hear it all ?
Beat. Softly and low they spake as lovers woo.
Mad. Go, Mousicur. go, aud say what you would say.
La Gloire. O that I might! [ Exit and soon returns.
Mud, + Daughter, daughter, 1 say.
This conduct, Miss, 1 do not much approve, L
Beat, 1.a, sir, allow me but a little sport ;
Lovers’ perplexities are Jawful game.
How pleasant ’tis to see La Gloire’s despai—
Was it not 1 that first their flame discover'd ?
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Aund if all end as well -as I desire, : -
I'm sure the captain will forgive my pranks.
Mad. O woman, woman, every day we see
Men learn from you ; but you the serpent taught.
Ah, Beatrice. your time will soon come round ;
The first good match that | can find, prepare :
What say you, Myusieur, to’t?
La Glotre. All right, all right.
Beat. What business, sir, have you to say all right ?
Mad. Do you expect I will not choose your husband ?
Beat. Choose if you will, but find one to my taste.
Mad. Your fortune may ensure the very best.
Beat. Sir, Constance’ father, may expect the same.
Mad. Think you, my daughter,%ike Vanderclufe’s.
Beat. But, sir,— a
Mad. Go to, go to, I'# hear no more.
. [ Exit Maddervan.
La Gloire. Well, Beatrice, what think you of your
scheme?
Beat. Who could have thought that he would have
done so—
La Gloire. There is no remedy ; I must depart.
Beat. 1his time I will not interfere.
La Gloire. O Heavens !
And must I marry Constance?
Beut. If you can. ‘
La Gloire. What shall I do—must I disclose the plot ?
Beat. And make e pastime for the scand’lous world !
All I can say—to go—no certainly—
Marry Constance !—Surely, never, never.
Divulge our plan—that would indeed crown all.
I can no more—DBut as you are a lover,
Find meaus to rescue—

La Gloire. "I am in despair! [Ereunt.

SCENE II.
. > Evtéer MADDERVAN.

Mad. T think old:Vanderclufe will surely come. -
He is obliged to me; I lent him once g
Ten thousand ducats to preserve his credit : e
But now he’s rich, h‘e’ needs my aid no more ; o
And favors granted'fo such minds as his, N

N
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Fade like a name traced idly with. & etick,
Upon the ebbed sea’s unstable sand.
[Enter MariaN.]
Marian. 1fnot intrasive, | would speak with you.
Mad. Well, what would ye ? Co
Marian. : s A small affair of mine.
Sir, with your leave and pleasure, I would marry.
Mad. Do, when you will, and much good may it do you.
Marian. | thank you, sir; but may I venture, sir——
Ten years and more § have been in your house,
1 hope my service merits some reward.
Mad. 1t does, it does. But have you found a man?
Marian. Yes, sir.

Mad. ~Aba! and who is he i—1 guess
"Tis Monsieur’s ser¥i§; is it not ?
Marian. 1t 1s.

I could not live so long nor know his worth :

He is a good, true-hearted, kind, young man.
Moad. And you would go the world over with him?
Marian. 1 could,—bunt, sir, I hope we shall stay here.
Mad. Yes, if his master too were fixed, you might.
Marian. No one knows better than yourself of that:

If you are satisfied, the thing is done.
Med. But there are other bars—| hope removable.
Marian. Upon the lady’s part, I'm sure there’s none.
Mad. No, no, poor wench, she’s past all cure 1 think.
Marian, 1 think so too.
Mad. But when would you be married ?
Mavrian. Sir, if you please, the same day with my
. mistress.

Mad. How '—
Marian. Sir, with Miss Beatrice.
Mad. Softly, softly ;

If so, there’s time enough—you.yeét must wait— -
. Speak of the marriage ere the match be made !
Marian. And dont you know ¢
Mod. Know! what?>—O I know nothing,.
. Marian. Did not you tell me, sir, that you knew all 2
Is not the captain— -
Mad. Poh ! you're all awry:
Thiuk you that 1 would give my only child, -
With such a dow’r as I may give with her, -
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To one who has ot wherewithal to live!
Mamm. You told me, slr, His- mamnge would content

Mad Well well, what then - say again it will..
Marian. Avd who shall be his wife, if not your daughter?
Mad. Is there no other girl in Amsterdam !

Marian. He uever goes to any other house.

Mad. Comes no one here——not Constance Vanderclufe ?
Marian. Am I mistaken, or are you deccived §

Mud. What confidence has Beatrice in you ?

Marian. She speaks of Monsieur always soft and kindly.
Mad. And so you thought her kindness came from love.
Marian. 1 did—1 do—

Mad. Yqwge wrong.
Marian. e T also know

That he had in despair resolved to ldtve her,
Yearing her father never would conseut.
Mund. Good, good !
Marian. And are not you her father ?
Muad. Am1 the only father in the town i—

Was Constance Vanderclufe bred in an egg,

And like a chicken only knows her nurse }—

Away, you minx ! respect your mistress more. .
Marian. Sir, I could stake my head that you are wrong.
Mad. Hence, impudence, away ! go, get you gone.

[ Exit Marian.

I will discharge this gipsy—saucy slut,

To think so meanly of her mistress. Ha l—

{Enter VANDERCLUFE.]
Van. Your servant, sir —

Mad. Wclcome, my worthy friend.
Here, sit you down—
Van. " My time will not permit.

Mad. Nay,de sit dewn; you have a deal to dow— .

*Tis long, methinks, since 1 have seen you, sir,

But you thrive well, 1 hear. "L'is seven years

Since we have dealt, and then, like many others, o,

Yot had your own adoss against the world. v R
Van. Well—May I ask, sir, what you want mth m‘?
Mad. You have & daughter,——

Van.

Sis | ,
Mad, ‘ %‘ worthy deughter,
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As good as fair, and modest us she’s fair,
Mild as she’s modest, and g3 hind as mild +—
Do you not wish to see her fix’d in life ?

an. No, sir, not yet.

Mad. May 1 inquire your reason?

Van. I camot yet aflord to spare her dower.

Mad. (aside) A bad beginning. Bat,sir, if she love,
And to her choice you can make w6 objection, '
It is, 1 think, your duty to consent.

! an. 1t may be so; but with one of two things,
Without a dowery, if she please hersedf,

And with a rich one if she pleases me.

Mad. 1 have, sir, sometl:ng to propose to you.

Van. You will oblige me now by bemg brief.

Mad. You kuow*L8*Gloire, the officer, my guest?

Van. Do you proflose lnm for my doughter, sir ?

Mad. And, sir, why not?

Ian. A soldier and a Frenchman !
Nor with nor without dower !—
Mad. Why such aversion ?

Van. To country and profession 1 object ;
I loathe the French—they are our enemies :
"T'ypers in war, and worse than apes m peace—
A fickle race, as changeable in heart,
As lax iu principles— made to be slaves
Alike to vices and to tyranny.
I have paid dear for learning what they are;
And never, while I can, shall they from me
Have aught but hate and heartfelt detestation.
Mad. But he of whom 1 speak is good und noble,
#an. 1s he vich too?
Med. He s a youager son.
Van. Sir, if not rich, what boots nobility ?
Mad. Friend, not so fast; let us be calm, consider
That no one hears us, therefore give me leave:
A man hile you, excase my treedom, sir,
Blest with the means, ceuld 1ot bestow amiss
Part of his wealth for geod relationship.
¥Van. 1 would aot gave a stiver for such geer.
Mad. 'Fhen pray for whom do you intend yeur daughter
Vem. "I'he sum that ¥ can give her should procuve
As good a match us any ia the land. .
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Mad. 1 doubt, I doubt, such matches will not have her.
Van. No!—why not, sir? _

Mad. Because they will not take her.
Van. Why, sir, should they object to take my money ?
Mad. They will not take your daughter——

T'an. You grow warm
Mad. | do, that you should scorn so good a match.
Fan. Why dou't you give the officer your own ?

Mad. Because T wou't,

Fan. That is my very rcason.
Muad. There is some difference, sir, I think, between us.
Fun. In what does it consist ?

Mad. All know your rise,

Fan. Well, aud what then >—~Who knows yow end ?
Muad. Yougrow impertinent.

Van. | You are at home.

Mad. Sir, you may know and feel to whom you speak.
Van. 1 fear you not.

Mad. Go to the devil, sir! [ Exeunt.

SCENE UI. .4 Room.
MappervaN and LA GLolRE.
Moud. Ass! scoundrel! savage! brute! to use me so!
If it were not—gods! 1 could knock him down!
La Gloire. Sir—

Mud. Beast'

La Gloire. Sir!

Moad. Dog! cur! toad!

La Gloire. Speak to me

Mad. 1 beg your pardon, captain, but that—that—

La Gloire. May I inquire with whom you are offended ?

Mud. With whom but Vandeiclufe, the mud-worm,

Vanderclufe !

La Gloire. How, sir! and will he not consent ?~—Alas!

Mad. Poor soul, my heart is very sore to see him !
Come, Monsieur, come, pluck up a soldier’s heart.

La Gloire. Tell me at ouce the truth, has he refused?

Mad. Ah, Monsieur, Monsieur—but we mortal men
Should ever be prepared for evil chance.

La Gloire. Sir, by your leave,—

ad. Step ! fly not to despair.

La Gloire. Have you not said enough?
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Mad. . " Dont be cast down—
Poor Monsieur—~Come, lady cheer thyself, there’s hope : .
He is an old conceited, purse-proud dog ;

But there are ways to be revenged on him.

La Gloire. Would you have me deceive her father, sir?

Mad. What will you do ?

La Gloire. Return at once to France.

Mud. And can you leave her, and for ever too ?

ILa Gloire. Ah, my good sir, you know not what you say.

Mad. My word is given to promote your suit—

But you surprise me, that so bold a man
Should lack of enterprise at such a time.

La Gloire. Sir, if you knew, you would not urge me so.

Mad. 1 do know this, that you’ll not be the first
Who won a wife against her father's will,

La Gloire. May I, sir, marry without his consent ?

Mad. This is the case—Let us consider well—

Here are his riches,—there your noble birth —
. His wealth assists you, and your blood confers
Honor and quality on all his race.

L Gloire. But how, sir, can I everlook for pardon ?

Mad. Whenit is done, and there’s no help,—-
His anger, doubtless, will awhile burn fiercely ;
But when a few short days are pust and gone,
His back and bristle will again be smooth,

And he must do as better men have done,
Receive you home, promote you as his son,
And joke at lovers’ tricks.

La Gloire. . May I hope this?

Mad. Yes, if you have the spirit to attempt.

La Gloire. 1 want not spirit.

Mad. Soft! T understand. -
La Gloire. O Heavens! what will he next? ’
Mad. Here, here; make haste, »

There's money for a jaunt—no thanks, no thanks.
Find Constance, fly ; away, away to Frauce.
No words, but ly—Write me when all is done—
Courage, my boy !
La Gloire. Fate is in this. .
Mad. Away ! [Exit La Gloire.
1 have done wrong, it that curs’d Vanderclufew—
I have myself anjgily darting child— . - -
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How should I fecl had he done so%o me—
But poor young . Msousleun is 'a worthy soul,

Deserves assistance, and js nobly born—
And Vanderclufe is bh ‘to his own good—
But Constance comes.

[l*.nter CoNsTANCE.]
Away! what do you here
Cons.. Did you uot, sir, invite me back ?

Mad. . Aye, aye.
But where is Monsieur?

Cons. How! is he not here?

Mad. He seeks for you—he’s running to your aunt’s—
Away, away.

Cons. Do you discard me, sir?

Mad. No, no, no,no; but quickly, quickly run.
Cons. For goodness, sir, tell me what means this haste ;
Mad. Go to your auat’s, sec Monsicur, he will tell —
Cons. Has something chauc’d anew ¢

Mad. Yes, yes, make haste.
Cons. What is it? tell me.

Mad. To your aunt’s, I say.

Cons. My father has been here ¢

Mad. He has, he has.

Cous. Have you ask’d his consent ?

Mad. 1 have.

Cons. For marriage ?
Mad. Yes, yes, for marriage. Fly! :
Cons. And with La Gloire ?
Rlad. And with La Gloire.

Cons. - May I believe you, sir?

Mad. Go to your aunt’s, I say ; make haste, away.
Cons, For love and charity do tell mme why.
Mad. Fime flies, time flies, away, away, away!

) [ Exit Constance.

- ' [Enter BEaTRICE.]

Beat. Can it be true, sir, what La Gloire has told me ¢
Mad. What has he told?
Beat. That you advise elopemt.
Mad. Eh! has he had this confidence in you "
Beat. He has. And that you tog have lent lum mouey.
Mad. He is @ fool, and £ y warmth s
Beat. Your nhnoe siry confirms Mbe humd.
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Mud. What is't to Jou ? ’
Beat. I only wish’d to know.
Your humble servant, sir.
Mad. Wherc now? where now ?
3eat. To Monsicur’s wedding, and with joyous heast.
Mad. The ceremony can't be vet perform’d.
Beat. 1t will be svon.
Mad. I charge vou, Beatrice,
As vou have life, sptak not a word of this.
Beat, O trust me, sir, but it will soon be known,
And yv.u <hall then have all the merit, sir.
Mud. 'Thou ait, 1 see, a blithe, good-hearted knave ;
Ty father’s child, a chip of the old block. { Exeunt.

ACT I1I.

SCENE 1. .4 Room.

MipprrvAN and Marian.
Murian. Excuseme, sir, if 1 again intrude,
Mad. Well, what new nonsense have you got to talk?
Mariun. You caunot say that I am now mistaken,
Mad. If ’tis not what you have already said.
Mariun. 1 would speak onlv, siy, of what conceras
My owa affair ; and, as a finthful cervant,
Humbly expect that when my marriage happens,
You will not think me undeserving favor.
Mad. You wait not for your mistiess’ marriage then ?
3Marian. No, sir, hut—
Mad. What?
Mayian. If it take place to-day,
Mune, with your leave, may be perform’d to-morrow.
Mud. Is thisnot nonsensc !
Marian, Sir, T still must thinke=
Mad. In verity you have great need to think.
Marian. Do you still say my mistress is not=—
Maud. Stuff.
“Go get you gone, and hatch some other fancies.
Marian. You soon shall see, sir, who is the deceivd.
Did I not hear the Gaptain speak with Miss?
Hear them resolye to marry out of band 2
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And saw not I, with these my lookihg eyes,

The purse of gold you gave, part of her dower?
Mad. Part of her dower!
Marian. k I saw the purse, I didﬁ;
Mad. Go to, go to, thou art beside thyself. o

* Marian. Are these hands mine that I do look upon’?
Mad. They are indeed a pair of ugly paws.
Marian. Then as I see these hands, 1 saw the purse.
Mad. (asid#) Monsieur was wrong to risk discovery thue.
Marian. You slur my honesty, by not believing.
Mad. Go, hear the truth, and understanding ill,

Come brim-full back to me, and tattle nonsense.
Marian. 1 know, sir, what I know, and that is truth.
Mad. Go, get you gone ; speak not so pertly, minx,

Or I may make you sing your oldest song;’
Mar.” Allow me, sir, td ask oue simple question.
Mad. Now you are rational, you act discreetly ;

To ask is to obtain, and wisdom comes

By sober questioning.

Marian. Where is my mistress ?
Mad. Where should she be?
Marian. Is she not with the captain

Gone to her aunt’s—to your own sister gone ?
Mad. Ha! who comes here?—all's well enopgh, but
Monsieur
Has not been prudent, that he must allow—
My sister lives not far from Constance’ aunt,
And Beatrice is doubtless waiting there.
[Eater GascogNE.]
Gas. Your servant, sir.
Mad. Good morning, friend, what news ?
Gas. My master sends his compliments, and says
That this will tell you all. (Gives a letter.)
Mad. Let’s see, let's see=
How toes he —where is he /—How goes it, friend }—
Ha, here’s another letter—from my daughter :
But let me see first what poor Mousieur says :
“ Sir, your advice gave me the heart fo do—"
There he says right ; "twas 1 that gave him heart. *
 What all the forge of Jove had never done.
¢ 1 have conducted, as you bade, the daughter,—*
He has met Constance in the street, ay, ay!
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L 3
¢ And here we are. ~ The aunt, moved by her tears,  «
¢ At last consented, and our hands were join'd.”
A ygood as could bes~All my doing this
“"i can add nothing but implore your kindness.”
\What would he farther, he is married now,
And wants no help of me.—Now Bea'rice:
“ Dear father,”—What a pretty hand she writes!
A clever girl—thahk Heav’n !—but let me sge :
“ I ask permission to fall at your feet,— %
 Implore your pardon. [t was only the advice
“ You gave yourself that ”—Slut ! Sjut! traitors ! traitérs!
DMoariun. Sir, what has chanced—

Mud. Help! help! support me, friends!
Mariun. Heavens! what iy this ?
Mad. - Undone, undone, undone !
Friends, quit me not!
arian. . Who was mistaken, sir?

Mad. Hold out your fingers at me, laugh and sneer,
Spit in my face, and call me old curmugeon !~
Hiss at me, call the rabble in to shout lem
I merit all—1 give you liberty.
Marian. No, sir, no, no, we pity your distress.
Mad. | won't be pitied ; 1 do not deserve it.
Gas. My master, sir, is worthy of his choice.
Mad. He has undone my daughter, ruin’d me!
Marian. Sir, you may soon put all to rights again.
Gas. Appease yourself with what you would have said
To Vandeclufe.
Mad. Do you upbraid me, scoundrel ?
Marian. Sir, he speaks well—you merit his upbraiding.
Mad. And you too, gipsy—but ye serve me right.
Marian. Indeed, indeed, we pity you sincerely.
Gas. You prove the punishment of bad advice.
Mad. But they deceiv’d me, told me lies, all lies.
Martan. Love, sir, is cuumng, and will find the way
To filch the happiness it is denied.
Mad. Had Vanderclufe consented to my wish,
O what a thing should 1 have been to look at?
Gas. Were you employ’d to ask for his consent ?
Mad. They knew of all I did, and stopp’d me not.
Gas. Say rather, sir, you understood amiss.
Mad. ‘They have betray’'d me—they have cheated me —

No.XI. N. Br. Tk Vou. IIL T
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My daughter is a good-for-nothing toad
And Monsieur is— )
Gas. Bﬁ’cmttious what yousay;
Soldiers have swords, and know, sir, how to usc them.
. Mad. A proper finish it will be to kill me.
Gas. No, sir, my master will do no such things.
Hc'll ask your purdon, sir, I'm sure he will.
Mad. 1 will not see him.
Gas. : e will bring his lady.
Mud. Lady! whatlady ?— Beatrice my daunhtex—-—-
Oh Beatrice ! and have I'now no daughter '—
Perfidious girl! she was my pride and j joy.
Gas. 'There is no remedy.
Mud. Peace, peace, 1 know’t.
Gas. If you grow angyy, sir, | must depart.
Marian. Oh, pity him, Gascogue—My poor dear
master !
1 hop’d my mistress would have liv'd with him,
Spent all her days in comforting his age,
And breeding little babes for him to dandle. 5
But dear, good soul, now he must mope alone.
Mad. I'm lost to happiness, to hope, and all.
Gas. How! think you, sir, my master can’t provide
His wife with little ones for you to dandle ?
Murian. Would they but stay, before a year goes round,
O what a pretty grandson you ight-see !
Mad. 1 hate the father, and would hate the clild.
Mariun. But blood is blood, sir, your own flesh and

blood.
Mad. My heart is bieaking !
Marian. Gascogne, now’s the time.
AMad. What do you whisper—
Mavian. I discard Gascogne—

Yes, he may go with his ungrateful master,
Mad. Go where?

Marian. To France.

Mad. To France '—my Beatrice '—
Gas. Sir, fare you well.

Mad. Ah me! when will they go?

Gas. They fold me if I brought no happy answer,
To order horses; and I must obey.
Muad. Aud will they go so soo:? .
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Marian. Alack, alack !—
Sad news, sad news for such a good, kind father—
Never to see his lovely, lovely daughter '—

Mad. 1s not your master, sir, a savage born ?—
A wolf—a wolf that robs me of my lamb.

Gas. No, sir, he’ll bring ber here if you permit.

Mad. 1low! what! does he expect my thanks for this ?
Does he expect reward for his deceit i— 4
Go, tell him from me—tell him he’s a wolt!

Guas. L understand you, sir; 1take my leave.

Mud. And tell my danghter that I hate her name :
T will not see them, I will shut my eves—
But stop, no :—go—jyes, I will shut my eyes.

[ Exit Gascogne.

Ah, Marian, how well T merit all! :

Marian. Suppose, for pastime, just to keep you calm,
We talk a little more of my affair.

Mad. What! speak of marriage! 1 detest the word ;
PlI c¢ver listen to 5t while 1 live.

Marian. Alas! the woild must then be near its end.

Mad. To me it is.

Mariun. And who shall be your heir?
Mad. 'The devil !
Marian. What! not your own darling daughter !—

Your sweet, sweet daughter—your own looking child—
The very mind and picture of yourself—
Must she, O must she live in poverty ?
Mad. Al poor unfortunate—My Beatrice!
Mariun. O will vou dic aud not be reconciled £
[Enter ConsTANCE.]
Cons. Thisisa pretty trick, I needs must say.
Mad. 1 wanted only this—O 1 shall sink.
Cons. Did you not send nie to my aunt’s, and say
That I should find the captain waiting there ?—
I waited till my very heart grew sick.—
Murian. Let me explain, and 1 will tell you all:
He told the captam 10 go to the aunt’s;
And to the aunt’s the gallant captain went
To meet his love, and his true-love he met ;
And they are married—What a shocking thing !
The bride’s not Constance call’d, but Beatrice !
Cons. How! isthis true ? Have I beenso deceived—

"
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o
Speak, sir, and tell me if she tells the truth ?
Mad. If I endure it, surely you may.
Cons. St Sir!
Mad. Tor you, for you, O I have lost my daughter !
* Cons. What! how! for me?
Mad. ’ Yes, yes, for you, for you,
1 plann’d the fabric that has crush’d myself.
Cons. I ungderstand you not ; what is’t you mean?
Mud. Be éalm, Miss Constance, 1 will tell you all.—
Who have we here 7—Would I were in my grave
Close covered up and underneath a stone !
[Enter VANDERCLUTE.]
Van. What do you here ? Home, instantly home, home '
Cons. You never, sir, forbade my visits here.
Van. Butd do now—I know for what you come.
Mad. Sir, you know nothing : O if you but knew
What I have met with, you would chide her not.
Van. 1 know but only what you said yourself ;
Enough ’tis surely to make me resolve
‘That she shall cease to visit at your house. Pt
Marian. Think you that she may marry without leave ?
Van. Perhaps 1 do.
Marian. Unless my master there
Take her himself, she’ll find no husband here.
Fan. Where is the Frenchman? .
Mad. Ab, he knows not yet !
Marian. Why, sir, the captain bas my mistress married.
Van. Eh!
Mad.  Oh!
Van. How now !'—married=-married, did you say ?
Cons. Revenge the wrong and insult done to me.
They flatter’d, hed, deceived ; indeed they did.
Van. O yes, your wrong and insult shall be punish’'d
As close as four stone walls can keep you in.
And my good neighbour, for his hasty speech,
Shall do me justice with his shame and blushes.
Mad. 1 know, I feel, how much I did you wrong.
Alas! my dear friend, 1 have lost my child!
Van. Lost! if but married, sir, she is not lost.
Mad. 1 douby, I doubt, I ne'er shall see her more.
Who knows but she is on the road to France !

¥
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Pty .
[Enter Bzxrmcn, La GLoIrE, &c. &e.]
Beat. O my dear father,— -
Mad. You deceitful baggage!
Beat. Torgive, forgive, in charity forgive me.
Mad. Y oumerit nothing, cunning, cheating baggage !
Beat. T must confess your anger justly rous'd.
Cons. Were I her father I would not forgive her.
Mad. Rise, Beatrice. i
Beat. G pot without your%m-don.
Mad. Daughter, daughter, you have been my death.
Beat. Alas! you know it was your own advice.
Mad. Hush, hush! for mercy’s sake, speak not of that!
Be silence the condition of forgiveness.
Beat. But, my dear father, without farther grace,—
Mad. Monsieur! not Monsieur, mentiognot his name.
Beat. Forgive him too, or we have met to part.
Mad. Perfidious hussy! can you tcll me so!
Beat. My hand is his, and he may lead me hence.
Van. The deed is done, and cannot be undone—
Comegeome, forget, forgive, be friends again,
And mike all up before the story spreads. _
Beat. Here, husband, kneel, entreat my father’s blessing.
Tlcre, father, here is Monsieur, take his hand—
Be quick, be quick, and nothing shall be known.
Mad. Well then, God bless thee, son—Alack! my
soiL. »
Cons. I cannot bear to look at that French knave.
Beat. Thanks, thauks, dear father, blcssings crown
:  your goodness.

THE END.



REMARKS ON
LOVE, HONOR, AND INTEREST.

Ix a former number we presented our readers, in THE
Worp or Hoxor, with a free translation into blank
verse of one of the best comedies of Goldoui.  In that
sprightly diumg the author has depicted the workings of
Jjealousy under ludicrous impressions, with so mach shill
that the play has long been considered as one of the best
comic delmeations of any passion. ln Love, Honor,
AND INTEREST, we have a stmilar version of another
drama by the Vmwnm Advocate.  The -hdnaotern'of the
picce bdongs to a differcnt class, but the simplicity of the
plot, the distinctive features of the dramatic persous, and
the true seutiment which pervades it, have made it be re-
garded by many crities, as noue wferior to the other in
point of contrivance, and much better adapted for stage
effect.

"L he Genius of Goldont hnd rather the power of disco-
vering what was ludicrous in the actions and thoughts of
manl\md, than of paiting them with humor, In the
originals of bis plays there 1s no wit, and the language of the
dialogue 15 as familiar as the vt rhiage of the pnrlom fire-
side, bul when the incidents which he embodies are consi-
dered with aftention, the variety and delicacy of his meta-
physical tact will be fully admitted to the extent of all the
ckum that his most ardent admirers put in for the supe-
rinrin of his talents,  What we chietly respect. in the two
pieces that we have been enabled to publish, is a kind of
classical purity of arrangement which is much wanted at
present on the English stage.  No artifice is employed
to produce the étfccts of the design, but the plot and
result are developcd by the moral collision of the charac-
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ters as naturallf®¥as in affuirs of common life, and the
excrescence of an under plot does mot disgrace this
beauty.

There is such an austere simplicity in Nature that her
physical operationsscanuot be changed but by the mterfe-
rence of a moral cause, nor the necessary course of her
moral proceedings altered without employing physical
force. The underplot in the drama is what the wagical
sword of Harlequin is in pantomime, and the phenomena
which it produces arc equally contrary to nature. Totell
us that they are nevertheless interesting proves nothing.
The transformations of the pantomime both interest and
delight in despite of the understanding, but the delight and
the interest is very different from those enjoymeuts which
we expect from the drama.  Mechanical effects are notlegi-
umate dramatic incideuts. They are contrgry to the first
principles of the drama, which is an imitation of those ac-
tions of men which originate m moral considerations.

But while we object to incidents which are made
to arise from the arrangement of furniture or uncxpected
discove#yroduced by stratagems of the minor characters,
we are well aware that unless occurrences are represented
on the stage, the spectacle must be as monotonous as
# lecture.  But such occearrences must obviously spring
from the moral feelings of the characters, and the sur-
prises which they may produce must be the consequences
of the unexpected collision of effects which have arisen
from the operation of the same cause on different charac-
ters. Thus it may happen that one man is led to prose-
cute a particular comse of action in believing that he is
Justified in doing so by the conduct of another, and in the
course of the play it may be bronght about that he shall
find himself in error, und the conviction of his error may
be the effect of a sudden disclosure of the truth, as in the
case of Maddervan in Love, HoNog, AnD InTEREST,
but in all this there ought to be no apparent predeter-
mined result. While therefore we admire the exquisite

- artifice with which the screen scene is managed in the
School for Scandal, we cannot bt regret that the incident
itself is not truly dramatic, and lament that the author had
not chosen to produce an equal impression by some more
legitimate arraugement.  There surely might have been
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another way of convincing Lady Teaz® of Sir Peter’s
worth, and of Joseph’s baseness  But the truth is that
the comedy is deficient i its original structure in not
being founded oun some event that had taken place before
the point of time at which the performarice is made to com-
mence, and it therefore wanted something to produce a
determinate result. The richness of the dialogue, how-
ever, conceals every defect in the construction of the plot.
The fable of the School for Scandal is like the prop that
supports a vitterloaded with grapes. It has no value but
by 18 connexion with the foliage and delightful clusters
which it sustains.
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ORPHEVUS.

ACT L.

SCENE I. 4 View of a wild Region of Mount
R hodope.

OrrHEUS, Solos.
[Recitative.]
'The mountains lay open their caves for my home ;
The tiees bend like slaves with an offering of food ;
The paant wolf comes fawning wherever 1 roam,
But an inhospitable race,
More crucl than the wolves that prowl the hills of Thrace,
1s thirsting for my blood.
Where shall I shelter find,
You savages to shun ?
* Before, aromnd, behind,
Thev multiply n view 3
They mect me and pursue,
O whither shall T run ?

SCENE IL
Enter « Thracian man and woman, with the Chorus.
(Air for four voices.)

. Man. We kave found him, rejoice.
' Woman. He shall not again tiepart.
Mun. We shall hear his sweet voice.

Woman. He will teach us his art.

[This stanza to be repeated by the chorus.}
Orpheus. [Recitative.]

What fury, Thracians, fires your souls,

That howling thus my steps ye hound ?

Tla! sure son:e Deity controls !

For wond’ring mute they stand around.

With ey=s appeas’d they kindly gaze ;

Their fierce and dreadiul energy

Is alter'd to a wild amaze!

"They wuit, they look with reverence meek—
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What would ye, gentle Thracians, spcak !
What gifts has wand’ring poverty ?
Duct by a Thragian man and woman.
The softly-bléating lamb,
Heard afar in the night,
And the feather'd voice of spxing
11II'd our hearts with delight.—
But the voice of the fold,
And the song of the trce,
Delight our hearts no more,
Since we listen’d to thee.
Semi-Chorus. 'The mountain chace we quit for you,
And will where’er you fly pursuce
Orpheus. [ Recitative.]
Apollo here his sacred influence shows,
And fromn a dismal fate rescues his bard ;
T'urning the rage of these relenting foes
‘To mild soliciting and kindwegard. .
[Nong.] :# ‘wa .
O ever-glorions God of Song, %ﬁf.@
Behold this rude resistless throng,  w.
Thy holy power obey, v
With melting hearts and geutle micen,
They crowd the trembling poet’s scene,
And sk the humanizing lay.
Chorusi; Again, again, aguin!
Renew the warb%ed strain.
Senii-Chorus, All the day, all the night,
Wg shall listen with delight.

Chorus. Again, again, again,
Repeat the warbled strain.
Orphcus. [Song.]

O pity, O some pity show,
A wretch like me distress'd ;
O could your basoms only know
The fears that ill my breast.

The lark that hails the morning light,
Is husl’d beneuth the moon ;
The lgne melodious bird of night
Sits silent when ’tis noon.

Bat shall the poet never claim
Sweet solace for his weary frame ?
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A Thractun woman. Recitatize.
Ab, Thracians, sadly fgint h;a sighs,
He needs repose, he. relief ;
Let us befor‘:llxe dies, ﬁ;@‘
Before hie cold and s:lent s,
O let us soothe, with choicest fruit,
The tuneful stranger’s grief. [ Exeunt.

SCENE IfI.

Ogrnrus, Solus.
[Recitative.]
Propitious, sure, the Gods divine
To chiarity these dive barbarians turn ;
But lov’d Eurydice, thou life of mine,
How long shall 1 thy absence mourn ?
SCENE 1V.
LURYDIj{F and ORPHEUS.
[Recitative.
Eum@g.r My love ! my life! l:l|ly ()rpheus,
R Why droopm{.,, so pale, and dejected ?
Olpku s.  Eurydice safe ! Lurydice !
By what God or what magic protected ?
Eurydice. Dcep in yon cavern, o'er whose gloomy door
Green ivy hangs in drapery,
Unseen | tu,mblmg st obscure,
bpectator of thy jeopardy.
Butin thy loving arms again,
I feel, nor fear, nor grief, nor pain.

SCENE V. Enter the Thracians in procession, bearing
branches and baskets of jmzt, and singing.

Th. 1. His couch shall be deck’d with the blossoms of
spring,

Th. 2. We'll form him in summer aun arbour for shade,

Th .3. To his feet the ripe treasures of autumn we'll

brin

Th. 4. Nor l§9 bright-blazing hearth shall the winter
invade.

Orpheus. [ Recitative.]

inough! your generous gifis suspend,
For all my fearful sorrows end,
And my Eurydice restor’d,
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Restores to joy my bosom’s Lord.

If é'er ye seither:as ye range your rounds,

In pastoral hatinfs, or sylvan bounds,

With milder gestures and a tamer air,

Pass by the timid fair.

Not to contend in strength or atrife,

Great Nature form’d the lovely sex,

But with their smiles to cherish life,

When anguish stings or troubles vex.

In her supreme and woud’rous plan,

A mutual blessing to impart,

She fram’d the much-defying mind of man.

And woman’s much-enduring heart.

Him she prompts the wilds to roam,

'To rouse the prey, to face the blast;

Her she, taught to deck his home,

To tend the young, the sick, the old,

Aund garnish with contented smiles,

The labor-earn’d repast. % g
[Song.Y TR

Of softer mould was woman made, '; .

Mav’s rugged pussions to appease :

To pain she brings her soothing aid,

And pleasure to the couch of care.

* When pillow‘d on ber gentle breast.

The careful head i3 luli’d to rest,

And t ber loving bosom prest,

The runkled heart is hical’d and blest.
[Semi-Chorus, Men—sing.]

Still as thou teachest, Orpheus,
T'hy precepts we obey—

The fair divided from our toil,

Shall far from danger share the spoil,
When we pursuc the prey,

Chorus. Hail, Orphcus, hail,

We yicid to thee s
Bound by thy law,
Who would be free ?
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ACT 1.

w2
\5: (.‘\,'x?;?

SCENE 1. dn ditar in a Grove.
Orrurus and THRACIANS.
[ Hymn, by the Chorus.]
The bright-ascending God of day,
Fills with bis glory all the air;
Earth gladden’d by the heav’nly ray,
Lifts ber broad forehead glowing fair.

But chiefly in the living frame,
Is felt the God’s all-checring power;
Life kindles as it darts in flame,
And Strength smiles from the night-built tower.
Urpheus. [ Recitative.]
"Thus daily, when yon orb of fire
‘its glorious round displays above the hills,
v Jete let the ingense of your songs aspire,
-*%#%o him that with his radiant cye
" aXhe worid™s vast concave fitls.
And often, as the moon returns,
Re-lighted from his bright abode,
With higher pomp of solemn praise,
Adore the God. "
For every star that burns by night,
Aud every gem, and minist’ring light,
That Heav'n and Earth, and Ocean hold,
:  Some emanated ray,
Some hue or influence unfold,
Of himn that gives the day.
. [Chorus.]
We will build him a temple, and his name shall be call’d
The glorious, the all-pervading beam—
At his altar continually the good and the fair
Shall nurse the emblematic flame,
And chant the solemn hymn.
Orpheus.
But where is my Eurydice, she that alone can give
All that the sun sheds on the green-clad plain,
Hoai-headed mountain, and blue-mantled main,
To all in Nature, and to all that live,
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Or thought, employ,
. Light, lifgnpd joy—
O bring her to g, gyains,
My ling’ring ¢ bring ;
I pine 1n wmtery solitude,

O speed the tardy spring. [ Ezeunt Chorus.
SCENE 1I. Orpheus, solus.
[Recitative.]

What time the silv’ry barbinger of day,
Upon the eastern hill announc’'d the dawn,
1 left her, as she like Aurora lay,
The fringed curtain of her eyes undrawn;
And yet she comes not, though the flood of light
Has swept from vision the bright morning star,
And all the glittering dews in misty flight
Have viewless spread themselves in air afar—
And yet she comes not, though the voice of love
In vocal sweetnelss rislclas from the bowers,
And beauty emulous her aha’a s to prové, ¢ . x|
Invites abroad with. fragrancy of ﬂot:ers,'ﬁ" "f%;%??’a;{ :
Why stays my fair ? the morning freshness flies, 7"
Awake, O glory of n;y sight, arise.

: ¥ Song.

What is this tingling through my frame,
%is fiery fondniiis in my breast,

is ever-pleasing, spreading flame,
This constant bliss, though never blest ?

SCENE IIl. Orrucus.and TRrRacian M.

Thracien Man. s

In all her wonted haunts we sought the fair,
Where the clear streamlet sleeps amidst the green ;
Near the white waterfull’s thought-soothing blair,
In the cuol grots, that fragrant branches screen,
Aud where the moss-crown’d naiads weep unseen.
But neither where the mossy naiads weep, :
Nor grottos cool, where branches fan the air,
Nor yhere the waterfall leaps from the steep,
Norby the placid siveam saw we the gentle fair.
- Urpheus—sings. :

Sifly 1gndling heart of mine,

In her abseuce thus to ping;
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Pining thus at every chance,
That hides her fromy;;;nxieua%lance.

SCENE 1V. Oreneus, TehaciaAx MeN and
WoMEN.

' [Recitative.]
Thracian Woman. . -
While we, our bosoms light and gay,
Rang’d with Ewydice the height,
T'o yonder cavern, frowning fierce dismuay,
The bands of Pluto bore her trom our sight.
Orpheus. [Recitative.] .
O God of day, to whom my praise was given,
Where was thy power?—But 1 no more
Will chant thy pzans, flaming hght of Heav'n!
I'll now the deity of gloom adore,—
To the pale Proseipme | must complain,
And never worship in thy beams agan.

[Exit Orpheus.
Tkracion Man. “
here runs the poet with such frantic speed,
Beneath his flying feet the grass scarce bends;
Ab, sure he meditates some desp’rate deed,
Alas, the cavern, see he now descends.
Down in that dismal cave forlogy,
A hornble aund headlong road, ~
Leads to grim Pluto’s dread abéde :
tlis loss we can but mouru.
i [Dirge by the Chorus.]
‘Weep, all ye flowing fountains,
Bend low, ye stately trees,
Moan from your caves, ye mountains,
Sigh every airy breeze.
With us deplore
The sweetest bard no mere.

Droop your fair heads, ye flowers,
And shed your dewy tears,

Join, songsters, in your bowers,
And all that music cheers.

With us deplore

The sweetest bard no more.

NO.XIL. N.Br.Th  VOL. IIL. U



LI ORPMEUS. ACT 1L

ACT IIL
SCENE 1. The Infernal Regions.

Orpheus. [Air.]
Hail, everlasting fears, horrors and darkness, hail,
Welcome, profoundest hell, welcome, ye spectres pale.

[Recitative.]

Where shall T choose my way ?
Where may my guideless feet not stray ?
In this tremendous wilderuess of gloom,
"This labyrinth of Nox and death,—
O universal tomb !
Around me is silence, as still as the dead,
And these dim tlames that sickly gleam
O’er Lethe’s dumb black-rolling streamn,
Baut darker horror shed. [Thunder.
Hark! shrill lamentings, and desponding cries,
1.0, on the pitchy Lethe’s blasted strand,
Millions of pale and hazy spectres stand,
Shades of the tombless dead '—
Lo, now he comes, slow plying to the shore,
Charon, whom I must iiext implore ;
His grizly charnel form,
Hoar beard, like vapor troubled in the storm,
Grim eye of ire, and knotted brow cf thought,
With less-appalling power seem fraught,
Than those dread hands of wasted age—
What giant strength could with their youth engage !

SCENE 11. Charon comes from the Loat, and addresses
himself to the Spectres.

* Charon. [Recitative.]
Ye peevish shadows, tease no more,
Resign to other ghosts the shore,
Go, look for those that were your friends,
And uew as each, from life descends,
Upbraid and wail to them—away —
Nor thus my fated task delay.

1 Spec. All my friends have long gone by,

And oft with many a sigh
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They sought me slain in the Nemzan wood,
My murderers too have pass’d,
O, why am 1 the last,

Patient my weary century' I've stood.

Charon. On board, tis now thy time.
2 Spect. Long moulder'd to dust are my gibbettcd
bones.
8 & 4 Spect. And ours, his ill-taught guilty sons.
Charon. Avaunt ye and your crime.
[Duet.]
Orpheus. (air.) O Charon, O Charon, one moment yet
stay,
One moment, one moment, O Charon,
delay.
Charon. Who art thou that pleadest with this
strange art ?
Orpheus. A wretch most forlorn,
From all pleasure torn.
Charon. Push off, push oft, away, let us depart.
Orpheus. One moment yet stay, -
‘ One moment delay.
Charon. Alas, poor wretch, it melts my heart,
[Recitative.]
What would’st thou here, what dost thou
seek ?
Orpheus. Oh, one whose loss is worse than death
and night ;

With her is life and heavenly Light.
So gentle, so lovely, so holy, so meck,
: O ny Eurydice! Eurydice 1 seek.

Charon. On board, on board, for now I see
Calamity is littering plagues to me ;
A crew of wave-envelop’d seamen come.
"The swarms of earthquake, nor the hives,
That theVolcano or the hero drives,
Can match the shipwreck’s progeny——
All Hell is as their home.

[Orpheus embarks with Charon and Specires, and
as the boat is pushed off, the Chorus of Mariners
enters.]

Chorus. Make haste, for us return, ,

Make haste, for us return,
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L]

Our corses on the sand ‘are thrown,
And the bird with the flesh, and the deg with the bone,
Should serve fortomb and urn. [Exeunt.
SCENE 1L "4 #iitery view of "Hell. .
Cuaron and OrRPHEUS.
Charon. [Recitative ]
This is mysterious Styges’ side,
Dread ever-freezing, ucver-frozen tide.
Orpheus. O cene supremely drear.
Charon. The ceaseless snow, the rattling hail,
With everlasting rigor here assail.
Eternal winter rages in the storm,
Augmeunting cver as it howls,
And ever changing form :
You ‘may not linger here. [Exeunt.
SCENE IV. 4 fiery view of 1ell.
Orpheus. [Recutative.)
Here on the brink of ficry Phlegethon,
* Tremendous Charon bade me wait,
Here at the cavern’s mouth of Fate,
Where three continual streams unite— ‘
Streams that upward have uo head,
But flowing from the dea of night,
Encircle thrice the regwns of the dead.
Heavier penls the loaded thander,
The solut adamant is cleft asunder,
Aud lo, the palace of the gloomy God
Aseends to this wfernal light,
As the burmng 1uby, bright,
Solemn, sublime, abode. [Exi:.

SCE‘)‘IE V. The Palace of Pluto is seen rising. The

domes.and pinnacles first appear, and the whole edifice
contirues to useend umiil the s'age presents the interior of
u court with an open door in the middle of the back
scene, thiough which the interior halls are seen, with
Piuta and Proserpine on their throne, and surrounded
by ther attendants,
’ Hymn—sung within.

Dark -Plato, ever round thy throne

. Netw museries triamphant yise ;
. Afli <brilhy, with the swelling groan,

The chorus of new wretches cries. 5
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From thee, O joyless Proserpine,
‘Fhe sorrows and the cares ascend,
‘And ull the hopeless ever thine,
- Still in thy dismnal halls attend.

SCENE VI. Enter OrPHEUS.
[ Recitative.]

Orpheus. The gates of Living brass,

Sternly studded with fierce flickering eyes,
Opened o let me pass;

Consenting 10 my sighs.

And to my sad entreaty,

Black Cerberas vestraur’d his triple bay,
And all subdued with pity,"

Muade free the dreadful v«a{.

Lo, on Lis thrme the King of Hell appears,

And by his side mild Proserpine, the queen;

He like a comet that inflames the spheres,

And she like the pale oo, that rules the night serenc.

1 Foice from within.

‘2 Vo.

1 Fo.

g Jbo.

3 Vo.

What daring mortal sceks admission, *

Marring Hell’s council in high session?

Why came thy mortal feet to tread,

The awtul remons of the dead ?

Seek’st thou here relief from pleasure,
Chas'd too long, and back would’st measure
The burried steps of wild desire,

Culi sullen Suicide ! and she

Will open wide all Hell to thee. ’
Or would’st thou to the goddess of the solemn eye
Of perjur'd love, or faithless friendship sigh ¢
"The pale and meagre form of Woe,

Should guide thy lonely march below.

But if the pain of joy’s voluptuous poison,
Nor friendship faise thy bosom rend,

Nor guilt’s recoiling sting,

Nor love’s heart-wounding treason,

Why dost thou suppliant bend,

And dare the vision of onr gloomy Kiug ?

Orpheus. [Song.]

O Pluto, from thy dreadful dome
- My Love, my gentle love, restore,
Eurydice, wilt thou not come,

O shall we, fairest, meet no more !
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[ Recitative.]
They yield, they yield, Eurydice appears!
"The sight, but the sight of her bauishes my fears.
In her arms, in thy arms, my lost love again— ”
All sorrow is ended, and cured every pam.
Semi-Chorus. What God, Almighty God is this!
That finds in [ell the means of bliss.
‘ull Chorus. Sing aloud, and r¢joice,
The wonder proclaim,
That Pluto was melted to pity—
And wrapping his face in his mantle of flune,
Consented to tuneful entreaty.

THE END.



REMARKS ON ORPHEUS.

The lyrical Drama is a species of composition bat little
known to the lnglish stage. Nor, perhaps, is it ever
likely to become popular in this country, without some
previous radical change in the musical taste of the peo-
ple. The English, perhaps, relish songs and martial airs
quite as much as any other people, but of that higher
and nobler kind of music, vhich aspires to express a con-
tinued train of feeling, and the varieties of 1mpassioned
sentiment, scarcely uny notion has yet been conceived by
the most popular native composers, and certainly not the
slightest idea by the generality of the public.  Sometimes,
indeed, it has’ occurred to us, that the performance at
Sadler’s Wells was laying the foundation of an English
original Opera: at least it is indisputable, that many more
of the airs of the songs sung at that theatre become popu-
lar than those of the Lyceum, which has assumed to itself
the style and tile of the English Opera House—and the
dialogue at Sadler’s Wells is also, owing to an absurdity
in an Act of Puiliament, necessarily recited with music.

The author of Orplieus has had m view the allegory
which is supposed to be couched under the story, The
piece opens with the Musician’s apprehension of being
torn to pieces by the savage inhabitants of Mount Rho-
depe. Itappears, however, that they only pursue him in
order to hear him sing ; but he has the sagacity to turu this
circumstance 10 their advantage, by persuading them to
divide the employment of the scaes to the most obvious
and appropriate dutics of man and woman—thus covertly
describing the primitive institution of society, The
second Act opens with the institution of religious worship,
and concludes with a lamentation for the loss of Orpheus,
which implics, that in the sccond stage of society the
Gods are revered, and honors paid to the memory of the
illustrious dead.

We are not certain that the author has carried the alle-
gory any farther, as the third Actseems only to relate to the
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story of the piece; but perhaps he may have meant, that
the transactions in diell should indirectly apply to that
third stage of society, when maunkind, led by the honors
paid to 1llustrious men, to think of their owp fu.ure exist-
ence, give way to vain faneies, and theorctical conceits, as
to the state of the spirit after death. It has occuried to us
also, thut under the denominution of Orpheus and
Eurydice, the author may have remnotely personified the
-soul and body; and that the third Act has some mytholo-
gical relation to the mystery of their separation by death
and subsequent re-union.

But it is of no use to guess about occult intentious, the
piece is obviously a dramatic contrivance to produce a
fire scenic spectacle.  "Lhe part of Orpheus peiformed by
Mr. Braham, with suiteble pageantry, would probably
render it popular for as mauy nights as the public endure
the majonty of modern Operas.
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'"CHARACTERS.

Yamos. King of Atlantis, converted to Christianity.
and Founder of the City.

Oerooxo. A Priest of the ancient religion of the Couu-
try, who has retired with a few followers
mto the woeods.

ArAak. . An Oflicer of the Palace, in love with Mora.
SEDI. An Elder of the tribes who constitute the

penple of Atlantis, and father of Mora.

Antonyo. An European, saved from shipwreck by
Yamos, whom he has converted to Chris-
tianity, and instructed m the arts and polity
of Europe.

Ippa. The wife of Yamos, n love with Antonio.
Mona. The daughter of Sebi, betiothed to Arak, but
in love with Antonio.

Elders of the tribes— Femules attendant on 1dda—dtlan-
tines—Priests aud Officers of the Palace.



THE APOSTATE;

A TRAGEDY.

ACT L.

SCENE 1. 4 Forest with openings, which 'disclose
vast mountains and cataracts at « distance.

Arak. (alone)) How holy is this calm magnificence
Of mountain, lake, and wood! The ceaseless blair
Of the hoarse cataracts, by distance soften’d,-
Scems but the soothing lull of Nature’s voice,
Charming all thought into tranquillity.—

Here I will stop till old Orooko come,

Nor on the simple worshippers intrude,

Who stll with him refuse the Christian faith,

And ‘mid these scenes of solemn loneliness,

With aimless rites and ineffectual prayer,

Adore the fancied powers, our nation served,

Till good Antonio from the ocean waves

Was sent by Heaven, to teach the truth divine.
Enter Orooxo.

Orooko. Who art thou, that within these hallow’d shades
Presum’st in that apostate garb to enter ?

Arak. Do you not kuow me? |

Orooko. Arak! is it thee?
Nay, no embrace,—Thou hast the Gods forsaken,
And I their priest must never more again

_ Receive thee 1o these arms, nor ever raise
My hands above thee, to implore their blessing.—
O ye unknown dread and beneficent !
‘Whose genial power all artless crcatures praise,
Pardon these tears, forgive my weak old heart,
That would forget this hapless young man’s sin,
And still receive him, as your gracious spirit
Taught me to look upon all human kind.——.
Oh, ¢hen I knew not that such things could be
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As man presuming to select his God.—

Yet, Arak, if in penitence you come,

Come to my heart, and with most joyful tears
Tl bathe thy foiehead, and absolve thy-sin.

Arak. 1 bring a message from the king to you.

Orooko. What would he now with me. Oh, he might spare
The little remmant 1 have left of life, !
T'o the descrted worship of the Gods,—

tis country’s Gods,—Those cver-bounteous powers,
"That blest his fathers from the first of time,
Nor eyer once upon our happy tiibes
Kent civil discord, till that fatal hoar,
When on our coast the curs’d Aatonio came,
Like something horrible cast from the sea,
‘I'o mar, with his perplexing arts and faith,
Our sacred rites and old simplicity.

Arak. Alas, Orooko, you will not discern
The good, the blessing in Antonio given.

Orooko. Within the bowersof these far-spreading woods,
We happy dwelt, and with the moming light ‘
Our song as cheerful as the grateful birds
Rose to the powers that bless’d us—all the day
"The active chace gave cnergy to health,

And when at night, our frugal meai dispatch’d,

We stretch’d owselves beneath the fragrant boughs,,
We fear'd no danger in the form of man, -
Yor we had nothing then that eould be stolen.

Spirit of Nature, did my tongue say nothing ?—
Yes, we had happiness, and that sweet ease—

And the sea outcast has purlein’d them all.

Arak. But he has given as better, and tenfold—
Taught us to rear the safe and shelt’ring shed,
The woes that wait on perjury and crimes,
And the rich promise of a second life,

A glorious morning to the night of death.—
But the king summons you.

Oraoko. What does he want ?
1 cannot aid him in his new designs—

My heart grows sad whene’er by chance afar
My wand'ring eyes see, through the opening woods,
His nising town ; and sad presages come,

Lest the dread Gods, whose secre: throne of fires,
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Deep in the hollow of the mountain glows,
Will burst the earth, and sweep in floods of flame
Th’ apostates and their perishable homes.—
But what can Yamos now require of me ?
O he was once the sunshine of my soul,
And never, never, did prolific Nature
A being fashion in the human form
So good, so kind, so modest, and so brave.—
Mecthinks 1 could have pardon’d all the tribes,
Had they rais’d altars to adore that youth,
For then they had but worshipped in him
Th’ embodied excellence of all that lives.
Alas! that goodness has but causd this ill,
And but for it the fraudulent Antonio
Tlad been thrown back into the hungry sea,
When first he dared to slight our ancient rites—
But grief bewilders me—1I lose myself—
Why does the king require me in Atlantis?
Arak. The queen of late, drooping forgoes his love,
And he desires that with your speediest skill
You would restore to him her wonted kindness.
Orooko. Though she too is apostate, 1 will go.—
Lead on, T'll follow : never, but to take
Some gentle essence of appeasing herbs,
To quet sorrow, or extinguish pain, |
Shall ¢’er my feet towards your city tend. [Lzeunt.

SCENE 11. 4n apartmeut in the Palace of Yamos.
Yamos and ANTONIO.
Yamos. Thrice have the trees renew’d and shed their
leaves,

And the fourth fruit hangs blushing on the bough,

Since thou, Antonio, child of Providence,

Wast on our shore, snatch’d from the greedy waves

To bless our wilds and world undivulg’d

To thy far countrymen, who dwell beyontl

"The rising sun. O ever since that hour,

How rich in knowledge hast thou made usall!

"Teaching our docile youth the arts of peace;

The all-cementing harmony of law,

And like the new moon, out of darkness born,

Still more and more, to the full round of light,
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Brightening our souls, though with the dimn reflex
Of that eternal truth, which in thy land
Sheds the warm mid-day beam—In all this time,
With constant wisdom ever blessing us,
Thou hast thyself heen still alone unblest.
Antonio. Most gracious Yamos, in what I have done
T feel my happiness a rich reward,
Aud the prond honors which the good unborn
Will pay my name, already I foretaste.—
The time will come, when from the Eastern world,
With spreading sail, some daring mariner
Will this way steer, then all these unknown scenes
Of inland seas and forests infinite
Shall be reveal’d.  Oft, sir, as | have told,
Their winged vessels would the way explore,
And that i which I ’scap’d the waves to yon,
Waus sent in quest of this great continent,
Of which some dark report had long prevail’d :—
Aud when they come and find the arts of Kurope
Insweet communion with the Christian faith,
My name shall rise to an equality
With that of Cadmus or of Bacchus, those
Who in the elder time brought westward truth.
Yamos. But whercfore wilt thou not be onc of us—
Our nation shall to thy posterity
Give higher honors than to all our kings.
1 pray thee, friend-—or rather let me cail thee
Creative genius of our rising world,
Consent 10 what we ask—the gentle Mora,
"T'he daughter of the venerable Sebi,
Has long the influence of thy virtues felt—
Felt as the rose-bud feels the solar beam,
And to their brightness would unfold her breast.—
You seem perplex’d, why should my words disturb you
Why do you sigh and look like one that heard
Unlappy tidings—tcll me why is this ?
Antonio. My heart is grateful to your Majesty,
But in the rearing of your infant state
I find abundant blessing—Did 1 yield
To soft endearments, my ennobling aims
Mi]g/ht sink abottive, and entail but woe. :

amos. Thou hast, Antonio, yet but given precept,

-
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Give us example too, that we may see

By thy bright practice how to guide ourselves.

The rights of fatheis, husbands, sons, and men,

Thou hast prescrib’d to us.  Take now a wife,

And by thy actions in the wedded state,

Show us in what our customs need example.
Autonio. There is a beauty, sir, in principles,

Wiich those who most in theory revere,

Cannot transtuse into their way of life.

I have denied myself connubial love,

Lest I should not in practice so conforin

To the great precepts I aspire to teach.
Yonos. 1 will no farther press this matter, friend :

T humply own the grandeur of thy motive,

T do thee homage for't ; but while you thus

Appear a doubting, conscious, erring man, ,

Such virtue makes you glorious as a God. [Erit the king.
Antonio. O noble bemg, how art thou deceiv'd ;

ITow black and horrible methinks I show

Beside the lustre of thy purer nature !

Thou Jost sustain me, Y amos, i thy love,

As the new mooy  its first hoop of brightness,

Holds in embrace the dark and rayless old. [LEait.

SCENE 1. Another Apartment.

Yamos and Ippa.

Yamos. Alas,dear Idda, wherceforewould’st thou shunme ¢
The time was ouce that 1 was all to thee—
"The blgssom breathing to the mid-day sun,
1ts hosom’s fragrance, never was more faithful
Than thy sweet love, the fragrance of the heart,
Was wont to meet me; but how art thou chaug'd !
Ah me, how chang’d! looking ashance upon me,
As atsome hateful reptile that you fear'd—
And yet to thee 1 am eutirely Jove.

Idda. I know not, Yamos, why 1 should be thus,—
T would be to thee what I was before,
But some foul vapor hath besct my brain,
And stain'd the wonted substance of my thoughts.

Yamos. Since good Antonio has not yet been able
To turn again thy far-reverted love
Back to its proper course; but still the more
This woeful chanze works to increas’d dislike,
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I have sent Arak to the old Orooko,

To bring him with his genial simples here,

That we ay try their power.

Idda. I'll none of them.

Leave where he lives that petulant old man;

What would he here, but tret, as he was wont,

Aguinst Antoulo, and with searching eyes

Make still more irksome my unquiet heart.
Yamos. Does he too, ldda, grow displeasing to thee

Once that old man was to thee as a Gor ;

And God-like was his fault, for it was kindness.
Idda. But is he not Antonio’s enemy ?
Yanos. He has refuscd to take the Christian faith—

But there’s no enmity in his kind nature.

I’d think assoon Autonio bad and false,

As 1 could think Orooko would molest.

Idda. But wherefore biing him hiere >—1 need him not,
And he may vex Antonio with his prying.

Yamos. Unhappy ldda, to what strange conceits
Thy thoughts and fancies turn.  Why should he pry 7
Nor from the freedem of a good old man
Can there be aught Antonio would conceal.

But thou art ill at case; fair Mora droops,

And all our wonted medicines have fail'd.

Alas, poor Mora! solitary—still

With hopeless wishes must she ever pine.

Antonio has rejected her.

Idda. Rejected !

Yamos. He will not marry; constant to the bent
Of the great purpose that exalts his mind
Above our nature, he will never join
His fate to any woman’s.

Idda. Did you ask ?
Yanws. Even now [ did.
1dda. And wherefore did you that ¢

Yamos. Can it offend you, Idda, that I sought
"To make him happy, who has blest my people ?
Idda. Had you no other motive ?
Yamos. Ah what other ?
Idda. But he rejected her, and will not marry ?
Yanos. Why should that lighten up your eyes with joy *
When you might grieve to think ill-fated Mora
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Must hopeless sigh in unrequited love.
Idda. Love! said you love ! (aside.) Ah now 1 kuow the
cause
Of licr averse and fearful diftidence.
Yamos. My dearest Ldda, my once gentle Idda,
Why should this news such angry looks excite.
Yes, Mora loves the excellent Antonio.
Idda. O not to love him were almost a sin—
But my fit comes—O Yamos, o’er my head
Methinks some hideous and unholy thing
Hath perch’d itself, and feeds upou my brain—
I would I were not what I am, or could
Again the fondness of thy love return, [ Exeunt.

ACT 1I.

SCENE 1. 4 Portico.
Yamos, Orooxo, &e.

Yamos. Welcome, Orooko, give me yet thy hand ;
Come, be not sad, but mahke our meeting joyous,
You were to me a loving father once,
And L am still 1o you a faithful son.
Orooko. T feel towards vou as | always fult,
But here are sights afflicting to my eyes,
Turning the pleasure of this hour to woe.
Yamos. To me,to all, your re-appearance lere,
Is cheertul as the sunbeams atter night.
Orooko. And night it has been, Yamos, since we parted;
A night of dreams, whose phantoms still deceive,
O let me hope that thou wilt waken from them,
Yamos. And yet these gorgeous objects rising round,
The tow’ring city, and these royal ensigns
Of arts and polity, should teach my friend,
All is not fantasy.~—The sleep was yours.
Liike the sun-loving bird that sleeps in winter,
And wak’ning in the spring, finds Nature new ;
Cover'd with blossoms and resounding songs,
You come among us wond'ring at the change.
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Orooko. The arts, the ornaments which you admire,
Are as the speckles and the glittering eye
Of the fcll snake, and these creasing sounds,

"The stir of labor in your guilty town,
But as the rattle that announces death.

Yamus. g there then nothing that can please your eye
In all this new magnificence ?

Oioolo. No, nothing.

Yamos. Would you we should resign the social arts—
"The various pleasares industry makes ours,

And sink into barbarity again. M

Oroofo. 1 wish you only to cast off the vices,

Which with these gaudy garments you put ou.
The virtues need no robes, they ever move
In healthy vigor, naked like your sires.

But these gay trappings of civilization

Are but the covers of offensive sorcs.—

As 1 came sadly to this spacious dwelling,
Two stately cdifices met my view ;=— .
One was too great, too lofty as 1 thought

For any use of man; the other scem’d

T'oo closely strong, even for the fiercest beasts.
What are they, sir ¢

Yumos. One is a temple hallow'd,
Open and free for ow religious rites.

Orooko. What! does the God, the stranger has reveai'd,
Live like a creature local and limited.

Yamos. The God we worship is the God of Nature,
The spirit of the ocean and the carth !

Orooko. Then wherefore have you built to him a house,
When the whole universe is full of bini? .
In light and blossoius, and melodious sounds,

We know his beauty; in the fruits and sleep,

And in the gladness of the blameless breast,

We feel Lis bounty and enjoy his care ;

"T'he skies so vast and inaccessible,

With their infinitude of stars attest

To us his greatness ; in the strength of hills,

The deep foundations of the steadfast earth

And the long fetching of his breath in tempests,
We own his mighy power ; and when we question .
Why we do live and all this world should ke,



SCENE 1I. A TRAGEDY, 315

We recogunise his undiscover'd Nature.
Isit to Him that you have built a house?
Yamos. You will but see our works in your own way
We have not rear’d the church for lis abode,
But as a place in which we may remember
"That he exists, and should be there adored.
Orooko. Does then your knowledge, your civilization,
Tend to make you forget him ? Royal Yamos,
Qur fathas never dreaded such a chance.
They heard him in the roaring of the waves ;
They trembled at his anger iu the thuuder ;
"T'hey fear'd the flapping of his wings in storms ;
"They hail’d his smiling i the dawn of mor;
They felt his kindness in the warmth of day,
And like tired children in their mother’s lap,
'They trusted to him in the nightly sleep.
O Le was every-where and they were with him.
But for what purpose is your other fabric ?
Yamos. It1s a prison, an appointed lodge,
For such as wrongful injwe one another.
Oivoko. Stop, Yamos, stop. O swift retrace your steps,
To that simphcity that ouce was yours.
Already lo, your new-found arts requie
Iuventions to remind you of the God.
Alrcady they have taught you to prepare
Abudes for men, men worse than savage beasts;
Ifin a few short moons all these are needful,
'I'hink what shall risc when future ages come.
1f there are men that must be shut in dungcous,
The bad in time may overtop the good,
Aud make them to their wicked purposes
Offer themselves in hideous sacrifice.
Yamos. I will no longer now debate with you.
Come in and see the Queen, and if you cau,
Restore her errant love again to me. [Laieunt.

SCENEIL.  An apartment.
ArAk and Mora.
Arak. Why will you, Mora, ever thus avoid me,
Why ever thus averted turn your eyes ?
O look upon me; let me see again,
That gracious loveliness which won my heart;
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But still, O «till, must I in vain addresssyou,
Your cold and alter’d looks in vain deplore ?
Mora. Leave me, good Arak, leave me to myself,
I would | were deserving of thy love.
Arak. Alas, what frenzies now are rife among us !
Yamos bewails his consort’s faded love,
And must I, Mora, also mourn for thine ?
Mora. 1t had been better, had we never known
These gay and festal arts Antonio teaches,
"Than thus to feel all ties of truth relax’d.
Surely from them this sad perversion spriggs !
Arak. O say not so, believe not so, detr waid :
Say rather he has taught us to cast off
Our savage nature, and with purer thoughts
So temper’d and refin’d our base desires
That we are rais’d into a nobler state.
Alas, perchance the passion of my heart,
Is but some dross of my barbarity,
Not yet remov’d. Al it appears to thee
So gross and foul, that thou Liast turn’d away,
T'ir'd of 'my fondness, and with royal Idda
Delighted shar’st his ever-varying wisdom.
Mora. O spare me, Arak, spare me, noble youth !
Arak. Ha! why is this? O wherefore do you weep *
Mora. Most true it is that 1 have been too oft
A happy listener to Antonio’s voice.
Arak. Aund mine no more is pleasant to your car.
Mora. But grieve not, Arak. 1 am innocent.
Arak. Innocent! could you have €’er been guilty ¢
Guilty ! of what! you are not yet iy wife,
And if your heart be chang'd, though I must mourn,
Alas, must languish without hope of cure,
Why should the change belink’d to thonghts of guilt ?
No, Mora, ne. 1 long have fear'd this truth :
Antonio’s virtues, like the solar beams
Which by their brightness quench the dim dull hearth,
Have all thy former love for me extinguish’d.
But gentle 1naid, to me for ever dear,
I will no more molest thee with my suit.
But speedily with all my earnest thoughts
Devise the meang to make thee blest with him.
Mora. O Arek, Arak, you know not the man. [Ezeuns.
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%
SCENE 111. Auother apartment.
Orooxo, Yamos, and IDDA.

Orooko. Why do you chide your lord, why is his love
‘I'hus bitterly repell’d ¢
Yamos. Tis her disease;
Be not, Orooko, wroth with her, but try
Some kind appeasing med’cine to allay
This fretful ecstasy of peevish thought.
{dda. 1 am get ill, old man, trouble me not
I want no meg’cimes, but the cooling charm
Of your desir'd absence. Give it me?
Orovke. 1 do not think you ill of malady,
Jut some infection taints the conscious miund.
What fatal wrong have you doue to vour lord,
‘T'hat you look ou him with sach eyes of hate,
While love and tenderness so melts in him ?
Yamos. All things, Orooko, secm to thee revers'd.
Orooko. I'ts meet 1 should comerse with her aloue.
Ywmos. Bear with him, ldda, let him have his way,
He s a inan full of most bounteous feeling, '
Aud comes obedient—not to my commnand,
But to the gentle spirit of himself
To cure your bosom’s pam. 1 beg, Orooko,
"That yon will mercifully hear ber chidings,
Think what she once was to me, loving kind ;
O this dire change but serves to make her deurer.
Yes, the remembrance of nuar former love
Stands in bright contrast to the void of loss,
Making the beauteous and delightful past,
Compar’d with the ushappy vacant preseut,
Like the sad lesson of a rosy child
That smiling gambols round a yawning grave,
Be kindly in your specch—and if her thoughts
Be toucl’d with aught that hath perplex’d their course,

In pitying care the remedy apply. [Exit Yames.
dda. Well, Sir, what would you?
Orooko. How! so soon at ease?

‘Then you do fear the King as well as hate him ?
What is the wrong that you have done to him ? '
That you should dread his sight, and in his presence
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Be weak and trembling, looking with such eyes
Upon that goodly and most gracious man,
As if he were some creature venomous ?
What is the cause ?
Idda. Came you not here to find it?
Qrooko. Such maladics as yours were never known,
When all were true to their forefathers’ virtues,
Therefore the cause—Ay, Jady, mark my words,
The cause must come fi om this new state of thiugs.
Why do you look at me in such amaze? 5
"Then it 15 true, and your apostasy ¥
Has changed the frame and temper of your heart.
O ere more horror falls in curses on you,
* Abjuic the subtile stranger’s unblest rites ;
And on the mountain’s top., that altar rais'd,
By all-scen Nature to the all-felt God,
Laft thy pale hands and deprecale thy ’doom.
What! do you smile, and scornfully at this—
‘The mind has then no part in your diseasc—
You mock my piety, and when I bid
You tmin repentant from the stranger’s Gods,
You do not hear me as a proselyte,
But with the heartless and contemptuous scorn
Of one that reverenc’d not any God,
1ddu. | wonder miuch that you, so wise repufed,
Should waste your ineffectual hreath on me.
Orooko. [aside] They have built dungeons for those
that do ill—
This womanu must be one that has done ill,
Tor she no longer hath that modesty
‘With which owr faithful motheis heard reproof.
Your royal husband called me from the woods,
‘With herbs and simples to relieve your ail
But the disease is far bezond the scarch
Of all the. inquisition of my skill,
And 1 may sorrowing to the woods return. [Eeeun:.

SCENE1V. 4 garden.
Apaxk and ANTONIO.

Aralk. That the fair Mora loves you tenderly,
And has for you forgone her love to me,
I doubt no more, nor can [ blame the change, .
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When I contrast my naked ignorance,
With that rich-crown’d, that flowing vestured knowledge,
Which makes you ever to my wond'ring eyes,
Appear the sovereign wisdom of all times.
But while my tongue thus says, what I should say,
My heart, alas, still in its savage grossness,
Yearns at the sacrifice and speaks in tears.
Ant. No: gencrous Arak, thy true heart is right,
And ’tis thy judgment that mistakes in this,
I am not worthy of fair Mora’s love,
Recluim her iéﬁrc—win her for thyself,
Would she were worthy thee, and 1 like thee,
Could merit her by so resigmng her.
Arak. O hapless Mora, fated like thy lover, .
To feel the anguish of rejccted passion!—
Have you no charm that you can give to e,
"Fo lure her truant heart to its first love !
Or some endearing cordial for yourself,
T'o muhe you see her with fond eyes like mine .
But see, Orooko comes. I he can tum
The Queen’s atfection to her lord again,
Perchance his skill may Mora’s too reclaim.
Ant. [aside] O Heavens, what horror am 1 doow’d
to suffer ?
LArak during this soliloquy has advanced towards Orooko.]
How the pure fancies of this guileless race
Make the foul odium of my guilt appear!
They look on me as on the orb of day;
O little think they that the light they worship
Gleams but from dead and guilty rottenness,
Compar'd to which they are themselves Heaven’s stars.
[ Enter Orooko, and Arak returns.)
Orooko. Unhappy Arak! 1 will speak to him.
Ant. {to Orooko.] llave you been able to relieve the
Queen’?
Orocko. [to Ant.] You only can do that,—why do yen
stat .
The ill that taints her bosom came by you—
And you should, Sir, in bringing such disease,
Have brought with it the needful antidote.
Are such distempers common in your country ?
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Aut. I fear they are,

Orooko. The gentle Mora too,
Arak’s betroti’d, has caught the same infection ;
Sir, you seem greatly mov’d, I mean no harm,
1 only grieve that with the arts you teach,

Such fear ful and appalling reprobation,
Should thus destroy the ues of faithful Jove.

Arak. But Mora is not, like her royal Mistress,
Afraid and angry when 1 speak to her.

She owns ber love and treats me as a brother.

Orooko. She owns her love! what loy,

drak. Love for Xntdnio!
Ant. (aside) Ha! he has caught the truth !
Arak. What means all this?

Orooko. l.cave us, dear Arak—Tleave us for a while.
[Lxit Arak.
Stay, Sir, vou must remali, a word, a word,
T'he giant bark that brought you to our coast
Seem’d as it welter’d on the surfy shore,
Some monstrous thing presaging woc 1o us.
From all the haunts of all our woody land,
Successive came our wand’ring tribes, to see
The awful sight. And with compassion mov’d
QOur youthful monarch, Y amos, took thy hand
Aud plac'd theg by himsclf, an honci’d guest.
At that dire hour your dreadful work began,
Y ou taught us arts—divided us in bands,
Therse for the chace, and those to seed the soil,
And when your tonguc had learnt our simple speech,
You spoke of life and worlds beyond the stars,
And call’d our ancient rites of gratitude,
To the great Spirit— aimless superstition.
Ant. In doing so, I know that I did well.
Orooko. The proof of that must show in the effect.
But I proceed — Dissensions rose among us—
Your altars prosper’d, while with hapless me
A few undaunted faithful chose the woods.
Here, here cuchanted by your sceming wisdom,
"Thousands on thousands swarm’d to raise the town,
And it was rais’d.  For this eternal temple,
High in whose measureless concave the sun
A lamp of everlasting splendor shines,

’
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You have th’ Apostates from their father’s God,
Led to a mansion built by their own hands,
And made them kneél befre such feeble emblems,
As the soft-breathing of a bird, might quench ;
And you have dungeous rear’d.
Ant. O let me fly—
Orooko. Fly! whither. No.—You shall hear all your
works,
Now answer me.—The gentle Mora loves you,—
For you her heart has turn’d from gen’rous Arak,
And yet she seeghim with nor hate, nor fear—
Thy pallid visggSsells me all I ask.—
Go to thy temples, prisons, knowledge, arts,
And fiud some means to purge our tainted tribes,
From these new sins that thou hast brought with them.

ACT II1.
SCENE 1. A4 vestibule.

Orooxko, SkBl, and ARAK.

Urooko. Go, summon without preface or delay,
The honor’d elders of the tribes to meet.
Sebi. They hold the magistracy of the town.
Orooko. No matter, go. Tell thein I would impart
Things of most high concernment to us all.
They were not wont in the old better time,
To wait for dues of ceremonious state. [Exit Sebi.
Who is with Yamos? who is with the King?
Arak. He is alone.
Qrooko. What you here, Arak! Arak?
Arak. Ah me, Sir, what has chanced? (aside) He is
perplex’d,
His thoughts coil inward, and his eyes are fierce,
As the fell snake’s when it infolds itself
"T'o spring upon its victim.

Oroako. - Wkhere is the stranger }
Arak. Antonio?
Orooko. Where has he fled ? .

NO.XII. N.Br.7Th. VOLIL Y
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Avak. . How fled?
I satv him scarce a hundred breathings since,
Enuter the portal of the Quecn’s apartment. [ Exit Orooke.
Surcly some hideous madness touches all,
Tor thoughts, and feais impossible, appal me,
And when | told him where Antonio was, )
He shriek’d as if he had a serpent trod. Exit

SCENE Il.  Anapartment and Cou h.—music without
Yamos and ATTENDANTS.

Yuamos. Bid the musicians cease.  Lag them forbear.
Phe soft melodfous sadness oi their song «
Awakens in me but uuhappy thoughts.—

Methinks the ghosts of all my ancestors,
Hover around me, and in piteous silence,
Look on my grieved and melancholy mind.
O sure some drecadful woe unseen impends
That thus my heart feels cold as kneaded clay.
Send for Antonio to me.
1 Attend. He is here.
[Enter AxToNI10 ]
Yamos. Art thou too sad, my triend, pray thee draw
near,
Sit here by me, I would converse awhile,
To learn why thus my anxious spirit pines,
And quesiions oft the use of all our Tabors?

Ant. Such weary thoughts, sir, frequently arise,
When the exhausted spirit needs repose.

They are the dieams of reason, aund molest,
Like the night visions, only while they last.

Yamos. And shall T wake from this unbappiness :
Shall my lov'd [dda chearfuily awake?

And take me back with those endearing arms
With which she press'd me to her virgin breast ¢
Alas, you sigh—there is no hope of that.

. [Enter Oro0ko0.]
How now, Orooko, why these looks of rage ;
What new discov'ry in the town alarms ?

Orooko. Stranger, avaunt.

Yamos. What change is this, Antonio

Orooko. e shall not stay, let him at once retire!
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Yamos. Treason, Guards, ho! Dost thou menace, old
man ?

What hast thou done, that thou dar’st thus insult

Our royal presence with this fierce demeansur.

Autonio, fear himnot. I will protect thee.

Though mutiny and rash rebellion rise,

By his incitement. I amn still thy friend.

You weep and tiemble—weeps Orooko too?

Friends, why is this ?
Orooko. % Let him retire. Retire. [Exit Ant.
Yamos. Now'he is gone, what would you say to me?
Orooko. 'The thunder’s voice, heard in the summer’s

calm, '

Nor the great Sphit's when he heaves the woods,

In wilder billows than the roaring ocean,

Speaks no such horror, as 1 must unfold.
Yamos. Orooko, tell me, is my Idda dead ?
Orooko. Curses descend on her.  Let fury come,

And wide and numberless as ali the leaves,

That the winds scatter when the forests fade,

Disperse the ashes of her guilty form.
Yamos. ‘Thou art not mad, Orooko ? yet thou speak’st

More frantic ecstasy than the loose wrack,

Of scatter’d thought, in the disorder’d mind

Iath ever yet assum’d. .
Orovlo. The Quecen is false.

Yamos. Talse, False? Repeat what thou hast said—tlie
word.

My ears ring fearfully=repeat the word.—
Orooko. False with Antonio,
Yamos. Hoary liar, ha! (strikes hgm down.)
Orooko. (on the ground.) ’

Gods of his fathers, take my thanks for this,

Now must the nuble soul of Yamos feel,

By this dishonor he has done himself

In striking e, his own, his father’s friend !

What shan:e and woe springs from Antonio’s guile.
Yamos. Th’ iufection works, in every joint I feel

The withering horror seizing on my strength.

It was delirium ! and I heard it not.

No oue did say to me my wife was false-—-

Auntonio! O to what wicked thoughts
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The idle fancy will betake itself!
ile the musicians sang, I closed my eycs,
Strange fcurs oppress'd me. 1 would see Antonio,—
He cawe and he was sad.  Orooko came—
Is that Orooko on the ground before mie ?
Orooko. (rising.)
Distraction kindles i him, help, O hLelp'—
Yamos. Hush, hush, we will be calm, we will be calm.
(They sit down.) Come, sit thee down—we will dis-
course of this— ;
And first [ will relate my dream to thee< .
Antonio—no, he is not.—O my heart,
It swells to thrice three hearts, and stops my breath.
Once [ did think he fondly look’d at her,
And she responded with familiar smiles,
Such as no wife may blamelessly express.—
And when I chid her for't, that hate began,
Which no imploring love of mine could alter,
No tend’rest grief since that dire hour appease.
Orooko. Did you observe their love ?
Yamos. What love ? what love !
1 but beheld a free unseemly glance.
What have you seen?
Orooko. Alas, dear noble Yamos,
Such looks unchaste were never known before.
Yamos. Ha! is it for that, you have so tortur'd me.
And for your worship and availless rites
Would tempt me thus to sacrifice my friend.
Away, old man—back to thy wilds again;
Provoke me not with guilty imputation,
To think as ill of thy respected self,
As thy fél bigotry would say of others.
What is this knowledge, that with painful throes
My mind would bring into the world of thought,
And on it, as a mother o’er her child,
All other things forsaking, fondly doat=—
Suspicion ! Suspicion! O forerunning shadow
Of coming woe—more hideous than the substance.
If this Antonio be the wretch you think ;
If 1dda be thelvictim of his guile;
What may ensue >—Nothing more ill than is!
Aud the good springing from Autonio’s knowledge
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Must still be good, let him be what he may.
Orooko. 1low know you that ?
Yumos. I will endure no more ;
If thus L listen to thy venomous tongue,
I shall believe the glorious sun himself
Black as echipse—Away, away, and leave me. [ Ereunt.

SCENE IIL.  Another Apartment.

Tvoa and Mora.
Idde. Findwme Antonio; biing him to me here :

For old Orooko thimks what he should not,

Aund we must turn the cunent of his thoughts.—

W\ by do you stand ? Go, brmg Autonio to me.
Mora. Fobear, I pray you—While Orooko’s here,

Ceeh not that fatal man. O royal 1dda,

Eie yet too late, if it be not too late,

Snatch your affections from this headlong stream ;

It draws you swiftly to a decp perdition !

Ldda. | am not, Mora, to be told, your eyes

Betiay the wi-hes of your throbbing heart

Yowards Antomo,  Pray thee, geutle maid,

Give me uot reason to suspect thy truth,

By the great virtue which thy tongue affects.
Mora. O §am conscions of my e.ring nature,

My mind contemming what my heart desires ;

But surely, surely, it becomes not you

T'o blame a fault that I have stll restrain’d !
ddda. Obey my orders.

Mo a. Freely in all else.
Idilu. Do'you refuse me then *—Ha! Arak here!
[tnter Arak.]

Why come vou here, su, with such looksof terror
Arak. Where is Autonio? .
Iddu. How! He is not here.
Arak. Orooko, by his old prerogatives,

Couvenes the niagistrates, and they assewmble :

1 would Antomo were prepared for this;

Such comocation bodes to him no good.

Mora. Ah, royal ldda, do not doubt my faith,
Arak. s not Antonio here ?

Idda. . What should he here?
Arak. Thas were not fitting for me tv inquire ;
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But if I saw him, and might speak {o him,
Perhaps I could such signs of trouble tell,
That he might shun the dangcr they forewain—
Stern thoughts have gain'd the solemn mastery
Of old Orooko’s wonted gentlencss.
ldda. Go, seek Antounio then—Go, Moa, too :
Here I shall languish for yonr swift retuin.
[Loveunt Arak and Moo
My hemt shiinks in me, and T tiembl¢ all,
Like one that has pernicious betiies ate,
And ’gins to feel theill juice in her blood,
Clotting the pulses of the vital sueam.
[Enter ANTON10.]
Ant. But for the woman’s sympathetic lewduc »
Stirring the vice in me that [ bad quell'd,
I might have left, in this ncw woild, a name
To match the brightest of antiquty.
Idda. Antonio!

Ant. Ha! what wounld’st thou ?

Idida. Softly 5 hear me -
Ant. No more, no more.

Idda. Do you Gnooke dread ?

Ant. We have together drank a fatal dranght,
And now the poison huins straight on to death.
Idda. Hear me, Antonio--
Art. Hlorror aud Neath
Have seiz’'d upon me, and in folds of flame
"I'he one envelopes my distracted soul,
While the cold other with his icy fang
Girasps me immovcably.

Idda. Will you not answa
Ant. Well, what would you?
1dda. Do you dicad Orooko :

Ant. 1 dread myself—O rather let me <ay
I have done that which I caunot undo,
And by the guilt made awful forfeitwe
Of the high destiny that once was mine.
"T'his having done, aud from all honor driven,
I know not what extremity of guilt
My out-cast doom may draw me yet to do.
Idds. Hush, hush ; this fierce impassion’d rage 1epress—
1us¢ my chaniber, where we shall be safe.
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Ant. To hell at once '—O | already suffer
The tormeuts of damuation iu the thought.
Of what I was, of what 1 might have becu.
ldda. We whirl in jeopardy ; the tide of fate
May sweep us from the chance within our reach,
1f we delay to catch.
Ant. "T'hen let us sink,
And time close over us as smooth and trackless
As the deep ocean o'er the bottom’s sand.
Idda. Q it is true what our old warriors say
I'he lofty mansion and the stately couch
Unnerve the body and impair the mind.
‘Thou hast not mauhood in thee to endure
The test which our hervie youth were wont
Tor 115¢ 1efulgent from—Adversity !
The worst that can eusue to both of us,
What is it but to die?
Ant. 'I'he death of life,
‘I'he dagger, or the stake, appal not me.
{dda. What then dismays you ?
Ant. Tame and honor lost,
Iidu. Were they not lost till old Orooko came ¢
1Tas his suspicion, which makes us unsafe,
Chang’d too the quality of our fond luve ?
Before this day you never own'’d alarm;
Lat now when lie menaces to destroy,
Behold, the memory of fame aud honer
Comes like a ghost to frighten your 1epose.
Aunt. Yes, yes, from sleep—I am mdeed aw.ake !
Iilda. Aud being so, up and appcar the man,
Aud show your brightenmg forehead to the storm,
Fhe coward creatuies are the prey of man ;
And he who fears like them belies his form, ¥
But we are open to intrusion here;
Into this chamber—Nay, but you shall come.
[ Exeunt into an apartment that opens
in the centre of the scene.
[Enter Yamos.]
Yamos. 1 will not credit what Orooko thinks:
f1is mind has ever been adverse to all
Antonio’s mighty purposes.  Old age,
‘That makes expsrience wisdowm, grows to folly,
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And the good man may have outliv'd discretion.—
It is not, cannot be, that one so great,

Se lofty and prospective in his virtue,

Should fall to such perdition. But my Idda!

O Heaven and Nature ! if *tis not disease

That hath the sweet love of her bosom chang’d—
Al, who ait thon, <o ghastly und so grim,

With giaspad dagger, and blanch’d quiv’ring lip,
That bechous me towards horror —Revenge !
Hence from my soul, delirious suggestion.
Murder Antonto ! What hideous guilt

Maust in the issue of such treach’ry lie,

That my unhappy spirit should devise

Indemnity so terrible —No,no :

They are not guilty, and my mind is cleft

Trom all propriety in thinking thcm.

O righteous Heaven! with some oblivious blessing,
Quench w my memory O100ko’s venom,

And heal my heart to confidence again.—

({de goes to the door by which dAntonio and lddu had
retived, and on openng it starts vack : Amonio and
1dda come from withim and fly off at one side, while
Orooko and altendants enter from the other : after &
pawse Yuinos comes forward v a state of stupefaction.)

Oroole O hapless Yamos, what unhallow'd vision

Tuchants thine eves to look that way so wild 2 —
Speak to me, Y amos, tell me what thou see’st t—
Yumo«. Nothmg—they a1 uot there—they were not
there
{ saw them not—I thought but what did seem—
(ro L1e Itol) Ast thou not, wietch, séme false bewildering
({221 18
Mocking my sight with good Orooko’s form ?
O thou hast bred with thv soul-tainting breath
‘Thoughts of such horrible aud hungry crave,
That 1 wnst needs be wiched —-It 13 true!
A swoid, a sword !—Now well [ know the cause
Why he enticed us to unbelt our swords :
Tle fewr’d that 1n detection we might use them,
And so :ade passage for a safe escape.
Orooko. Speak you, sir, of the stranger ?
Yamos. Of the fiend !
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He came to me so piteous and forlorn,

That my weak heart could not but do him kindness. |

He scem’d to me so wond'rous and so wise,

That my poor thoughts could not but do him homage.

O Dittle thught 1 when religiously

He used fo tell me of the lurmg wiles

With which the foe of God seduces mam,

That he was lum, and then betraying me.
Orooko. Still you are five, though Idda be his victim.
Yamos. O 1dda, Idda! Rose of my delight !

The odions worm voluptuous with thy beauty,

Has tmin’d my love to loathing— Dawmn her, damn her!
Orovko. Doces otha proof than my suspicion move you§
Yamos. O yes.

Grooko. What l—who?
Yamus. My eyes!
U ooko. How, Yamos! where!

Yumos. Earth, make me part of thy insensate mass;

Let me be hneaded by the heel to clay,
(throws himself downt.)

Rather than bear the memory of that vision!

Orooko. O thou renewing spirit of the air,
Whose genial power informs the dJecping spring
When to put footh her young hands to the ray,
Revive to hope the withering soul of Yamos.

ACT 1V.
SCENE 1. A Apartment.

AN10NT10. (30/0.)

The sin was Nature’s when she made me thus :—
‘These limbs she moulded ; link’d the vital chain
Of hvely pulses circling through my heart ;
Gave that love-dartmg lustie to my eyes
Which the fond fair so willmgly obey;
And tun’d my voice to that persuasive mood,
Winch wins so easily whate’er 1 ask :—

an I then doubt the promptings of desire,
Come not as issue and effect from Nature,
And if they do so, wherein lies the ill ?
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1 cannot choose, when beauty mects my sight,
But instantly to feel its thrilling charm
Enticing to embrace. Good is but pleasure,
And that which pleases must be good to me;
If others find it harm, is the fault mine ?
[Fnter Arax.]
Arak, my friend, approach—Why stand you bach :
Why look you on me with such awful dread?
What would you with me?  Why these alter’d looks ¢
Arak. The consccrated elders of our tribes,
Convened by old Orooko, send for you.
I am their messenger ; suy, will you come ¢
Ant. But tell me first, why thus you are so sad—
My sin is but an error of my blood,
Call’'d into action by the queen’s alluring.
Arak. The conscerated elders of our tribes,
Convened by old Orooko, send for you.
I am their messenger; say, will you come ¢
Ant. Well, I will go: but Jiak, dv mform me—
[Euxt drad..
My friend ! ha, gone ! without a word, retir’d '—
Save but his solemn summons twice repeated.
O vain delusion ! to persuade myself
That the delinquency of mine aifence
Belong’d to Nature, or that others woald
Ascribe my guilt to the primeval sin.
It s not what a man thinks of hunself
That constitutes bim bad o1 virtuous,
But as his actions touch the hearts of others.-
Yes, that same bountcous and divine cnglowmen:
Which fills the bosom with alert aversion
Against all odious and mjurious things,
Excites the hate that guilty decds mspire.—
"The loathsome scorpion, whose envenom’d fang
Strikes cruel death, nor the remorseless vulture,
That plucks the ¢yebull of the hero dead ;
O not the vellow and abhorred worm,
‘That riots on the breagt where youthful love,
Once hop'd for bliss, is Lo the seuse so hatetul,
As | am vow to the affrighten’d thoughts
Of this confiding, good, and gentle race. [Euxit.
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SCENE lI. 4 Vestibule.

Yamos and Orooxo.
Orooko. It cannot be that this deceitful man
Derives his blood from owm primeval sire :
He nor his nation, nor the God hLe worships,
Can have affinity with us or ours.
We, till his fatal tread deform’d our shore,
Ihd cver deem that chief most worthy hounor,
Who least appesr'd to need rnother’s aid.
He would have taught you but for this blest ciime,
U call it biest, since 1t dissolves the spell
Of his deceit—yes, had persuaded you
That they deserve the vitual of the knee,
Who we themsddves of atl mankind most helpless.
Before the round of many woons had wan'd,
W ¢ should have seen the ties reciprocal,
Of chicf and follower slacken d fiom all uge,
And man to man in opposiion set
Upou the plea of rauk wherited.
Has ke not 10ld that v the castern world,
I'he man most honor’d is the slave that tends
"The Jargest count of slaves? Were not his arts
"To quench the instinet which the mighty spirit
Revton’d to guide us, giving the conceits
O1 human frailty and mvented 1eason
Lo tde snpremacy o'er natue’s wisdom —
W ere such the customs, such the precepts ever
Of your gieat sires who never owi’d a slave,
But coiscious Jords of all the brcathing world,
Held cach with each th' equality of kings.
Their ouly vassals were the prey that paid
A prompt obedience to the speedy shafts
Which levied their revenue—You attend not ?
Yumos. Be you, Orooko, judge, I am not fit:
The vengcful mfluence of his treachery
Distorts' 1o me the rightful aim of justice.
Orvoko. No, Yamos, no; this solemnn cause demands
That you should prove to the audacious stranger
Our old inborn superiority.
Jt must not seem that our selected chief
Should eer in his great office stand perplex’d—
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What ! shall we bold the frail and feeble wretch
Who shrinks at the affliction of a wound,
Rejected of our tribes, and not require
From you, our chief, that firm impartial mind
Which would adjudicate against itsclf?
Yamos. Aganst itself'—You know me well, Orooko,
Nor have 1 swerv'd fiom my integrity;
But 1 do fecl my spint apt with ire,
To be vindictive by the sword of justice.
Orooko. How ! is thy nuture then indeed so tainted,
"That allits hate of the exotic c1unc
Is turn’d on him who had thy own permission ?
Yamos. Much 1 can bear, Orouko, from thy chiding,
But chafe me not too far-—my rage 1s hungry,
And will have prey before it 1s appeas’d.
Orooko. Do you refuse the duty we expeet ?
Yamos. How now, old man, you frown rebelliously :
Orooko. Whatif I, in the name of all the tribes,
Assert the privilege the clders ever
Have held in times of public jeopardy ?
Yamos. Aud what was that ? :
Orooko. To change the rulmg chief.
Yamos. What have [ done to cause me such dishonor :
' Orooko. You do refuse to exceute your trust.
Yamos. 1 would refuse it in this, my own cause,
But I do not refuse. .
Orooko. Then follow me
To wheie the assembled elders of the tibey
Have form’d the circle of avenging justice,
And wait but for your coming—'1 his way, siv. [ Ezecunt.

SCENE ILl. A4n Apartment.

Inpa.
O what is this th+t weighs upon my heart
Like the oppression of a dead man’s hand—
Maethinks all nature is alarm’d around,
Rous’d by the omens of some dreadful change,
Whose coming horror far and black descried
No mortal can describe. | seem to stand
Like one deserted on the frozen sea,
While o’er the waves, beyond the stretching ice,
Dark as mid night, a brooding tetpest glooms—
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O’er head, the sea-lirds screaming seek the land— -
The bold seal-hunters hurrying without prey, a
Look wildly wond’ring at the fated wretch, e
And sullenly speed home—1Loud under foot,
Th’ imprison’d ocean raging to be free,
Tears with the earthquake’s strength.—What is my doom?
[Enter Mora.]
What will they do with me—what is decreed ?
Mora. There is a rock, two bow-shots from the shore,
Whose tangled head, till half the tide is run,
Lies hid beneath the wavcs.
Idda. Well, Mora, well.
Mora. What time to-night the evening star shall rise
Above the mountains, that mysterious rock
Will from his forchead lift the watry veil,
Idda. O Mora, be not so oracular,
But tell me quickly all.  What horror waits
On the appearing of that dismal sign ?
AMura. I con but only echo what I heard.
ddda. Proceed, proceed, there's boding in thy voice ;
Aud the sad portent of these solemu cyes,
Alarms me more than were the sun eclips’d,
And the bright stars that gem the winter’s night,
Seen through the 1ystry of the summer’s noon,—
When the black forchead of the rock appears,
What hideous work begius ?
Mora. In silence then,
Two sable boats shall slowly quit the shore—
Idda. Bearing me and Autonio ? No? What then?
Aora. Iuone shall sit the dumb dejected man,
Who knows all things that other mortals know, |
But wants the oergaus to embody specch—
And he shall bear in his right hand
Idda. O heavens!
Mora. A funeral torch, te kindle on the rock
The signal fire of death.
1dda. The other boat ?
Mora. Shall follow freighted with a sentenc’d vigtine,
Idda. Which? ‘ '
Mora. You.
ldda. Alone?
Mora. Alone,
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" Idda. Tell me what thep ?
fora. The boats will leave you on the rock to perish,
ith no companion but the deadman’s fire,
By which, when the refluent tide has quench’d it,
Th’ assembled tribes, collected on the shore, .
May know vour life was with the flame extinguish’d.
Idda. My throat is parching and my breath becomes
Like suffocating ashes—uair ! air! air! [Exeunt.

SCENLE IV. A ITood: the torn seen heyond.
The Elders of the tribes assembled in a semi-circle on the
ground.,

Orooxo, Yamos, AxtTonio, &ec.

Orooko. "This warmth is counterfeit, notions so fanciful,
Spring not im Nature from th’ impassion’d heart—
"T’hey are but fire-flies, startled from their restng,
And not the inborn blossows of the bough—
Answer eapressly to the chage we make ?

Antonio. How may T to your stern demand reply?
1 own the guilt! T ask the punishment !

If aught the tortares of your ficreest fires

Can add of anguish to the thoughts 1 sufier.

But Oh, forbear to blame the truth I taught,

Nor think the sin of my ill-destin’d framc

Can taint the bright intelligence of Heaven,

To which T am but as sowe hateful reptile,

Whose slimy back reflects the glorious sun.

O royal Yamos, noblest injured man,

I seek no mercy for my odious self,

Though thy blest nature, form'd for higher good

Than the heroic spirit €’er iuspird,

Would e’en to me, whose devil-serving passions

Llave made such wreck of all thy soul held dearest,

Find naught so easy as to grant me pardon.

Let not the thought, that my dctested crime

Is ever sequence to the taste of truth,

Enter the temple of thy blameless heart ;

But onward bravely in thy great career,

And be to all succeeding ages known,

As he who first aidst the Atlantine wilds,

The altars of eteinal knowledge raied.
“Yamos. But what will that avail ¢
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dntonewo (asel) Ha! does he doubt* *
Yamos “Lun not away, Lspeak not to reproach—
Uuhappy man, 1 sk thee but to el ‘
How will the prases of the far-unborn
Repw the saanfice that must he made,
Baforc the frurta.c npon to use ?
O yes, Antomo, once 1 thought like thee,
Thit tobe class d wath thost unmortal hings,
Whom all the <ages of thy Cstan world
Decm wisdomn best dovoted mosevenng,
W ie a timmpliant rccompense for b aving
My fathas’ ghosts, whosc nnembodicd voices
Spoke sternlyv to my thou hts  Alas, when oft
Amdst th e falhing trees we tedl d to rase
Yon gwilty 100fs, Lheard them sigh around,
My tearful heart had foretiste of 1ts woe,
And felt, 1t knew not why, th’ alum of guilt,
But sull the flnenng prgemt of 1caown
Rosc bught 1 view, and my euchuted mmd
Behdd as’tware an mige of e,
Hi by us'd ictul yent, while m spraading encles
Appcud ho wnl'ons of suceet Ty tnues,
Fullnig the vast horvon to 1ts vound,
And shoutmg loud ury mume  The dream 15 past !
And yet metiimhs 1 un not well awake
The hudcous mghtm we sits upon my hrcast,
And while T «ce nound these towas ad domes,
I «truisdy hope iy sense ts but bus d
By somc delusion of unwholesome sleep,
Idda, my love! artthou not 3t mv side
Whae ut thou, Iddar O whae s my love!
Or00ho Y unos, Yamos, what mci es~ fires thy mumd,
[hat thus m the great synod of the I ldars
T hou darest thas bre ich of all solommty
Yamos Scst thou that palhd wictch, whose ¢l eyes
Have glunc’d eternal bhght on all my hopes ?
Orooke Comd to thy scat igam, and give the sentence.
Yamos But will the word ol poaer, that dooms to
death,
Restne my bosom to its wonted caln?
Orooko This wildn¢ <« must not further be endured —
Nover before did wariior of vur tribe
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Tnsult the presence of th’ assembled Elders, -
With such a rapture of entranced passien.

¥amos. Never béfore were any of our tribe
Pam'd with the angwsh of a grief like mine.

Orooko. (to the Elders) Ye, who have felt in youth’s

impcrious prime,
"The goading insult of a foeman’s frown,
Rouse your bold spirits into leaping rage,
That would unot be restrain’d ; hlame not i him
These tansports at irreparable wrong,
But pardon his irreverence —tahe your place—
Cone, noble Yamos, look, the Elders wait.

Yamos. What would they inore?—Autonio has confess'd,
And ldda ye have doom’d—() why should 1
Be further tortured 1 this dire probation ?

Orooko. Say but the sentence, and it will be finish’d.

Yamos. Then let hun live.

Oraoko. How live ?

Y aos. Aye, and may Heaven
Punish his crimes with constancy of health,
Prolong’d beyond the utmost term that love,

F’er in the hour of 1apture wish'd to live.
For he is noble, and the sense of gult,
With keener agony than tonguing flames
Lack to the bone, will be s punishument.

Orovkn, Shall be hive alvo free:

Yamos. Yes, trec and public.—
Bewaie that none of the accustom’d homage
Towards him be withheld—else might the thought,
T he angry thougt « chat sprngs fiom punishment,
Defeat th’ intended horror of our sentence.—
Autonio, friend! why dost thou hang thy head,
And clasp thy hands distracted m the air?

Once thou dudst tell me of some secretlaw,

By which the cvil gerin m different bieasts,

Holds mystc sympathy, aud 10 il deeds

E’en passing strongers suddenly constramge—

This truth of all you taught, 1 find first true,

The devilish charm of your perfidious guilt

Stus in the latcnt vices of my blood,

And makes me cunning that 1 may be cruel. [ Eveunt.
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, ACT V.
SCENE 1. 4 Street open to the sea, the rock scen.

ANTONTIO.

Shall T thus solitary ever live,
And in these haants, scenes of my pride and triumpl,
Alone Iike one of those dejected ghosts,
Whom poets in their mournful frenzies deem
The hov'iing witnesses of joyous rites,
Held by the fizends they thought would weep their deatb,
Move amegarded, ot be seen with fear —
It were a state less hideous to be doown’d
To constant penance in some diead cadav'ry,
Where the dim death-licht shows the mould'ring dead,
Grinng as ‘twere m horiible derision,
As the coutemptuous spimt of decay
Throws fiom its seite the long unfasten’d scull.—
To «it alone in some forgotten rinm,
Far m some distant long untravell’d waste,
Where, save the tlursty seipent’s ceaseless hiss,
No sound is ever hemd :—To see from thence
The 1ed and and sun’s unvaried ob,
Roll o’er the azen skiesaad sink to night,
Day atter dav, in duil monotony,
Aud all the story of remembrance lost,
But one black thought, the memory of my crime,
Would not, methinks, be such a solitude,
As that which now euvirons me around,
In the denying looks of former friends.—
Here comes my enemy—O thought unjust ;
He was no foe, had I myself been true.
[Enter Orooxo.]

Orooko. There stands the wretch so woeful aud forlorn,
That wy relenting nature melts to <ee him.

Antoneo. | would speak to him, aud enquire the doom
Pronounced upon the queen.  He will not answer,
And yet there’s more compassion in his eyes
Than e'er 1 witnes>'d, more than they express’'d

NO. X1I. N. Br. Th. VOI. I1t,
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When hapless Yamos sav’d me fiom the sca.
[Tke sound of a shell or harngis b ard.)

Oro0ke. liark! the sad sounding of the funeral shell,

Gives dismal warning that the hour approaches.
Auntonio. Tell me, Orooko, what these sounds denote ?
Orocko. ') be prelude of a solemn sacrifice—

Thou start’st!
<tntunro. A sacrifice !
Urooko. Yés, to our Guds!

The Geds of natwre and of innoceuce !
Antomo. Ah, stern old mau, dist thou impute to mine,

The mstigations that have made me guilty ;

Or thinh’st thou that my better part deuies

The justice of the punishment | suffer.—

Now, that no more my faith may taint thy tribes,

Nor thin the worshippers around thy altars,

Wilt thou, for once, allow me to repeat

"I'he grounds of my religion.
Orooko. ‘ Fatal man!

Dost thou presume with me to try thiuc arts *—

Spirit of everlasting life and light,

Avert ther mfluence, and keep me firm,

Aguinst this new contrition that begins

To mine into my heart! (to Antonio) What would’st thou
say,

Would'st thou reliearse to me that tale of fancy,

Which thou hast told of worlds beyoud the stais,

Where vital brightuess in the beams of wisdom,

Stll kindles with intelligence eterne ;

And bid me Lreak the bread and drink the wine,

As wy acceptance of admission there ?

Or would’st thou frighten me, if 1 refuse,

By the grim terrors of that other region,

That dread abyss bencath the midway occan,—

Beneatl, the decp foundations of the isles,—

That hollow vast of everlasting fires—

Sapping the arch on which great Nature stands,

Piedoom’d to fall with hideous crash, and hurl

1w« the billowy and exasperate flames,

There sink lor ever gnd for ever down,—

Would'st thou,tell this, and ask me to believe ?

e
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Ant. No, Sir, and yet by your impassion’d voice,
You secem to tremble, lest it may be true.—
But 1 would tell you how th’ eternal mind
Abhors the guilt of its corporeal agent,
And ask you whence such strange division springs,
If’ that which thinks, aad that which acts in man,
May not exist apart ?
Oroako, And if they may?
Ant. Shall then the thoughtful element be left
In unappropriated listlessness,
When 1nto dust its mortal dwelling falls ?
Or should we deem all the recoil of aciion
Fix’d to the limit of our biding here;
And lift the aims of human thought no higher
‘Than the mean instincts of our sensual wishes 2—
I man be as you say but animal,
Why am [ punish’d, where was Idda’s crime ?
[Sounds of the shell.
These dismal sounds of sacrifice again !
And this way olls the throng !
Orooko. O stay not here,
Stay not to witness what must bere be done.
Alas, Antomo, thy mysterious thoughts
Perplex my spirit in an awful hour [ Exeunt.
[Enter Seny and Mona.}
Mora. Where shall 1 fly that 1 may but forget
The hideous look of horror and despair,
With which she glared on me her last farewell.
O father, father, hold my bursting head,
Her glance was lightning, and has fired my brain.
Nebi. Unhappy child !

Mora. Do you not hear her cries?

ITark !
Sebr. All is silent. [the shells sound
Mora. Ha! the shells again,

She struggles still, they drag her to the shore.
O bear me hence, suppoit me, father, hence—
1 dare not that way look, and yet my cyes,
Charm’d by her horror, will not be withdrawn.

Sebi. Why will you linger, ashing still to fiv,
Come, dearest Mora, cowe ?
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Mora. They hold ler fast,
The dumb torchbearer steps into the boat ;
They bind the victim—wretches, hold ! hold! hold!
[ Exeunt towards the side by which they entered.

SCENE II. .4n Apartment.
Yamos and ARAK, and Attendants.

Y «mos. Heard ye that shriek? It came upon my ear
As the quick lightning flashes on the eye,
Startling the soul —How awful is this silence
Which has succeeded to that glance of sound!
Methinks it has affinity with death,
And should be named with epithets of blackness.
Where is Orooko ? :
Arak. At the sacrifice. i
Yamos. What sacrifice! Why dost thou turn away—
It was the victim’s cry then that 1 heard !—
O ’twas my ldda, lovelicst, still belov'd !—
But 1 forget that justice claim’d her doom,’
And Guilt with clammy and opprobrious clutch,
More hideous than the mouldering grasp of death,
Tore our incorporated hearts asunder.  [the shells sound.
Hark ! again, O Idda! down my heart, lie down.
Summon the choristers, bid them sing shrill, —
Wake all your instruments of wildest sound,
And drown th’ afflicting discord of her crics.—
[Music] No more, no more—Tell me, is it yet done ?
Has the bright star, that should to night arise
At the returning of the tide, appear’d ?
Arak. 1t just begins to glimmer o’er the sea.
Yamos. O ere the tide shall reachts wonted bourn,
The beauteous orb, that crown’d my life’s fair dawn,
Must set for everin the gloomy wave.—
Has not Orooko come ?
Arak. We have not sent.
Yamos. Why am 1 not obey’d, wherefore is this,
That you deny the duty of your place ?
Go bring him instantly— yet stop—not yet.—
$he may not yet have reach’d the fatal rock,
How long time,thinkest thou ?—
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Arak. What would you, sir ?
Yamos. No matter, Arak—we’ll towards the shore,—
Command Antonio to attend me there, [ Ereunt.

SCENE IIl. The Rock and fire—The coast and town
seen in perspective, the bouts pass.

Ippa.

O they are gone, and will return no more,

Aud I am left to perish here alone!

Stay yvet awhile—stay but to see me die !

Suspeud your oars till the retorning wave

Has quench’d my life and this dull flame together.
Alas! alas! they heed not my entreaty!

But swift and steadily make to the shore '—

The shore is throng'd, piled with a countless crowd ;
Hear me, O hear me!—() my feeble voice

Fails in the midway of the dismal distance,

And I am here an offring on death’s altar,

Like some lost wretch by eager heirs interr’d,
Awak’ning from his trance within the grave—

O bhorror, horror, is there then no hope! | Exit.

SCENE IV. A Street.
Orooxo, SER1, and ANTON10,

Orooko. What wculd the crowd with all these pitched
brands ?
Sebi. They think that when the waves o’erwhelm the
queen,
Yamos will then restore our ancient rites,
And bid the town be fir'd.

Orovkao. Who told them that ?
Sebi. 'Tis but their fancy.
Urooko. " Aud yet they prepare,

As if th’ ordonnance of it were proclaim’d !
Such strong assurance in the public mind,
Denotes some feeling in the frame of things,
That proves the pregnant future almost ripe
With some great offspring in: the luie of fate,
*I'is as the saduess that pervades the air,
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Before the coming thunder. In the town

Far-stretching nechs from the close-crowded windews,

And all eyes turncd the same way in the streets,

Do not more certaly presage th’ approach

Of solemn pageauts, than parentless rumors,

Yorctell th’ ocennence of some high event.
Schi. You <eem alarm’d—1 thought vou would rejoice.
(rooko. 1last thou heard this, Antonio ?

Sebi. Ie's entrane'd,
And hears not what is said.

Osooko. Antonio ?

Ant. Well!

Orooko. See’st thou the throng so busily intent-—
Loook how the young men cleave the splint’ring pine,
While in the sccthing pitch their fathers dip,

The riven fragments which the children gather,
Aud serious women in their aprons briug.
What think’st thou of this solemn preparation?

Ant. O righteous Heaven! now is my doom complete,
Must that blest germ which I had planted here,

I'or my aggression be so soon destroy’d.

Orooko. Who told thee that?

Ant. You to the truths I taught,
Ascrihe the guilty working of my blood,

And to suppress the truth will burn the town,

Orovka. Antonio !

Ant. Speak, what mean you!

Orooko. 1 believe,

If that which thinks in us survives the tomb,

‘I'hat thou wast right in teaching us to rise

Still more and more out of the sensual life,

Into thy’ intelligence which after death

May raise our being to a higher state. (Ant. kneels.}

Sebi. What sutlden blessing dissipates his gloom,
Aud makes him thus in thankful trausports kneel.

[Enter ArAK.]

Arak. Uvhappy Yamos, wand'ring in bis mind,
And with the crowd wild-mingling on the shore,
Commands you to attend.

Oroolko. Antonio rise.

}uas. I wonld thon might’st remain behind.
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For at the sight of thee his rage again
May burst in outrage fatal tp the wish,
Which my expandiug heart begs to cherish,
Ant. Come let us go. Whatever may befall
Cuunot be evil, if on you descends
Th* inspiring mantle of immortal truth.
Yes! o’er the funerul ashes of the town,
A pure celestial light shall ever shine,
To which the scatter'd tribes will oft return,
In holy pilgrimage, if you will gnide
Their wand'ring spirits in the devious way
Of knowledge, which, alas, so slipp’ry winds
Through tangling ‘brakes, where many a serpent lurks.
[ Exeunt.

SCENE V. Tue Suore. The rock seen at a distance,
nearly covered, the star high in the Heavens, and the
water rising.—The crowd of the town on ull sides.—
Yamos with his back towards the rock.

Enter Orook0, ANTON10, ARAK, and Ser1.

Yamos. Approach, Autouio, come—thou wast my friend,

I did believe thou wast, for 1 was thine,

And lov'd thee well, yes, 1 was kind to thee,

And lov’d thee for the kinduess | bestow’d,

More than the misers of thy distant world

Doat on the coffers where they lay their treasures.

How hast thou answer’d my confiding friendship ?

But come, draw near, why dost thou shrink apart ?

The ill which thou hast done will soon be ended.

Behold this throng, whose every eye is turned

Towards a part of the dark rising sea,

Where 1 can never look—What see’st thou there?

Well may’st thou tremble—Tell me what thou see’st.
Ant. A dim red flame, .
Yamos. And nothing more ?—no zign?
Ant. Yes, ever and anon it is eclipsed,

As if some busy figure intervened.
Yamos. 1dda is there alone—Nuv, do not sink :

Thou hast a part in this terrific ritc,
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And I expect the full and dread performance—
Attend and answer me—What now appears ?
Ant. O ke my life, and save me from this torment.
Yamos. Be mute in all, but to my questioning-—

Burnsyet the light-? .
Ant. It docx. .
Yumos. See’st thou no sign?

Aut. The billows rolling on the nising tide,
By fits obscure its dim and lurid glare.
Yames. Does it still burn —Slave, slave, perform thy
task.
What means that deep and universal sigh ?
«nt. The light is quench’d. —
Yamos. . My Idda is no more!
And the suppress'd affliction of my soul
May now take all its frenzy.
Orooko. Hold his hand!
(Antonio stabs himself and falls.)
Yamos. Ha! which of you did this ?
Orovko. Himself.
Yumos. Himself !
Orooko. With his own guilty hand he aim’d the knife.
Yamos. Stop! touch him not! lest the self~murder’d
corpse
Cause some contagion worse than this new crime.
Now, now, Orooko, loud, with all thy veice,
Command the sacrifice.
Orooko. What sacrifice?
Yamos. A victim meet for our apostacy ;
Lead on the multitude aud fire the town !
Orooko. Stay, Yamos, stay ; suspend thy rash design ;
For if the crime of this self-slain arose
From canses adverse to his truth and science,
What deeper guilt had stain’d his short career,
But for their blest restraining—kleavenly truth,
Like the bright sun)s unquenchable cffulgence,
Which, from the foul and aguey fen, exhales
"The foggy pestilence and dries its poison ;
Receives no blemish from terrestriai vapor ;
Sereue, sublime, it holds its destm’d course
Above the moméntary clouds thai shadow
Te human Chrysalis, whose mort:! term,
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By the slight tissue, spun from its own breast
1s pass’d in darkness and captivity.
Yamos. (to. Orooko.) Ha! is the demon that in him de-
luded
Transferr’d to thee, who wast of all the world
The most oppos’d to his great mysteries P—
"Theu spread iy wings, and speed into the sun-shine!
(He stabs.Orooko who falls.;
Come now, Atlantines, burl your brands arouud,
‘Till but the ashes of the suciifice
Be all the trace of our apostacy.—
€ hosts of our sires, pause in your airy chase,
Aud, as the flames of these proud towers ascend,
Around n hov’ring circles, viéw them burn.
LCurtain falls us the town is set on fire.
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REMARKS ON

THE APOSTATE.

Tur story on which this drama is founded, was
probably suggested by that obscure rumor which had pre-
vailed from the days of Plato, to those of Columbus,
respecting the csistence of the western continent. It is,
however, a subject, perhaps, more suitable to descriptive
narraticn, than calculated to produce such a degree of
dramatic effect as would render it impressive in represen-
tation.

The motives of the author in making choice of a fable
so entirely fictitious, seem to have been of a two-fold
vature ; the originality of the mcidents which it allowed
him to introduce, and the opportunity which it afforded to
bim of placing the two great crimes, pecufiar to the civilized
state, ADULTERY and SulCIDL, In a strong and striking
hght.
“Several of the ocular circumstances, though questionable
as his inventions, will readily be admitted to equal in the
teryific any thing which the stage exbibits.  The situation
of ldda lcft to perish on the rock, is one of this description,
but it is perhaps not thoroughly dramatic; for when she com-
pares herself to a person untimely interred reviving within
the grave, she only gives us another view of her own horror
without adding any new featurc to the frightfulness of the
original idea, or eliciting any thought which might enable
us to participate in her feelings.

The cxpiring of the penal fire seen by the spectators, is
founded on a real occurrence mentioned in the life of
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Admiral Byron ; and the imagination cannot conceive any
spectacle more awfully interesting. Had it been un in-
vention, the author might have obtained the praise of con-
triving one of the most sublime sceuic spectacles in the
whole range of the drama. -

The characters, like the incidents, are perhaps rather
possible existeuces than delineations of human beings.
In Orooko, however, there are traits of individuality, which
make it probable that it was in some degree intended
for a portrait. Antonio, as a development of consti-
tutionul licentiousness counteracting moal intentions, may
lay claim to some consideration. He is of a species
familiar enough to the stage, but of a class that authors
have beeu dittident in embodying so fully.  Yamos is
only a young Othcllo, aud Arak is not sufficiently promi-
nent to interest us much in his fate. The character of
Idda, 1s not graced with any amiable feeling. It may be
doubted 1f the author has acted judicionsly i making so
naked a delineation of the debasing effects of the animal
propensity ; for the fastidions spirit of modern criticism
13 offended if the snaky length of Sin be not concealed by
a petticoat.

The train of moral sentiment in this piece is evidently
derived from Rousseau’s ecli brated essay agaiust the arts
and sciences; and the reader of voyages and travels will
probably discover an indircet endeavour of the author
to give a fabulous account of the origin of that inex-
plicable antipathy which the Indians of America cherish
towards the cffects of civilization. He iuforms us that
the ideas which he has given to Orcoko, were princi-
pally drawn from an authentic description which he
bhad received of the mauners aud notions of the In-
dians, from a person who once spent a hunting season
with a party that was in the practice of making an
amual visit to the city of Philadelphia. In this respect,
the piece posscsses a degree of ongiuality, wllol‘li/ nde-
pendent of the poet, and of a kind which deserves
attention without reference cither to the verse or the
language.

The reader alone can determine whether the sub-
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ject of this play has been so managed as to interest
the mind ; for whaterer may be the claims of originality,
as to invention or appropriation of incidents, the tragedy
can have but little merit as a drama, if the story is not
interestingly developed. .

We are requested to state, that the outlive of Antonio’s
character was suggesied by the mamner in which Mr.
Kean performs the character of lago—It certamly has
appeared to many good dramatic judges, that the air of
libertine gaiety wlnch that excellent actor assumes in this
pait, does not accord with the general impression which
the text of Shakespearec makes mn perusal.  Perhaps the
objection made to Mr. Kean's performance is well found-
ed. The versatility of his talents requires a various part to
produce thewr full effect, and the lago s so uniformly a
villain, that the defect of Mr. Kean may be owmg to an
attempt to vary the odivus sameness of the character.

Iago is one of the strongest drawn, but the woist com-
pleted of all Shakespearc’s characters. It is equally un-
naturally wicked and consistent. "The attempt of Mr. Kean
to make it more human, 15 a proot of lus good taste ; and
his failure in this part is rather an honor to his judgment,
than a disgrace to his powers.
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FATHER AND SON.

A COMEDY.

ACT L.
SCENE 1. Sir Harry’s Dressing-Room.

GreGory discovered in a white linen iucket and apron,
behind a chair, warting for his masicr—Sir HARRY
enters from his bed-chamber, drewsed 'n his combing
gown, violently yawning, sits down and gets his hair
dressed.

Sir H. Well, why dont you answer ?

Gregory. Your honor put no question to me.

Sir [{. Did you not hear me yawn?

Gregory. Very pluin.—

Sir . When I yawn, it is always to he understood as
if 1 had asked, “ is there any uews to-day

Gregory. (pointing to the table) A billet from the
little ftalion.

*Sir H. (slightly) From the Commachini ; there cannot
he much news in that ncither, as I passed all yesterday
evening with her. (opens the billet and runs quickiy
through it.) It requires no reading—1low is the weather ¢
Gregory. Sun-shiny.

Sir 51. Let the carriage be ready by one,

Gregory. Very wll, sir.

Sir H. Any thing clse?

Gregory. (recoliecting) Sir Romeo Courtall bas got a
superb new curnicle.

Sir 11. How much did it cost him ?

Gregory. One hundred guineas.

Sir 11. s it more elegaat than mine ?

Gregory. I almost think it is.

Sir 1. "Then I must have a new one.

¥
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Gregory. How it blazes! how it glitters !
Sir %I. I'll have one at two haudred guineas.

Gregory. That's a deal of moncy. (sighing.y The
widow Brown, to whom your houor allows a pension, is
dead.

Sir H. Indced! has she left any children ?

Gregory. Two poor babes : the mother has always been
industrious and earned a livclihood ; now she is no more,
the children are become destitute,

Sir I{. In that case the pension must be doubled :
mind that, Gregory, doubled !

Gregory. (combing with one hand, and wiping his eyes
with the other.) Ithank your honor.

Sir I. Zounds, man, dont pull out all my hair, T
bave’nt much to spare alrcady ( pause) But how came you
to mention the curricle firet, and then the poor widow ?

Gregory. Your honor’s bencvolence to the poor widow’s
children is neither blazing nor glittering.

Sir H. (without the least sanctity.) Who knows,
Gregory, but this may also glitter some day or other—Is
my sister up yet ? :

Gregory. Not yet.

Sir H. She has a most hewitching chamber-maid.

Gregory. Aye, she’s well enough.

Sir 11, A httle prudish visen.—-

Gregory. ‘That's the very thing tie young squire com-

lains of also.

Sir I1. My soni—that chap is always poaching in my
grounds.

Gregory. Perhaps he does not know that your honor
goes a hunting that way.

Sir H. Nor is it fit he should, for the sake of parental
dignity ; mind that.

Gregory. He shall not learn any thing from me, [ war-
rant you. [ have a real Fnglish heait, sir.

Ser H. Then take good care of it; itis athing well
worth presesving.

[Enter SERVANT.]

Servant. Farmer Sorrel begs Jeave——

_Sir H. Sorrel! is he arrived at last ;—let him come in
Wy. [Exw Servant.] Bark ye, Gregory, exert all
your talents to-day; I have lately got acquated with a
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female, the devil knows who she is, and by what accident
she came to my farmer's,

[Enter SorrEL.]
Hush !—Good morning, honest Sorel. how do you do ?

Sorrel. Pretty hearty an please your honor.

Sir H. How does your fuily come on?

Sorrel. 'I'hey pray, work, and love each other.

Sir H. Have you executed my oiders?

Sorrel. (shrugging up his shoulders.) Yes, your honor,

Sir H. Why fo you shrug up your shouldeis at my
question ?

Sorrel. Because—I beg your honor’s pardon—because
I—1 did it rather against my inclination.

Sir I{. On what account?

Sorrel. 1 was obliged to tell so many falsehoods on that
occasion, and we are a sort of people not much accustomed
to that,

Giregory. There’s another English heart, yom honor.

Sir H. Be quiet.— However, Sorrel, you have brought
the lady along with you?-—stop, let me recollect her name—

Sorrel Mas. Elion.

Sir H. Exactly. You have conducted her to Mrs,
Voluble’s?

Sorrel. | have.

Sir H. Are the apartments to her satisfaction ?

Sorrel. Poor good-natured soul, she will be satisfied
with any thing.

Sir H. Does she know already ?

Sorrel. She knows nothing, no more do 1.

Sir . True—

Sorrel. 1 presume your honor caused her to come up to
town to place her in a more suitable sityation ?

Sir H. Certainly.— -

Sorrel. To procure her a decent and honorable main-
tenance in’t, your honor ?

Sir H. You are a saucy busy body— Did she show her-
self very ready to follow you ¢

Sorrel. Exceedingly so; she longed impatiently for the
hour of parting. )

Sir H. (aside) A favorable omen—(aloud) Has
brought all her things with her?

Sorrel. What she carries on ber back is her all,

NO. XU, N. Br.Th. VOL.IIL 2A
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Sir H. Very poor then I suppose.

Sorrel. Poor mdeed, but worthy, very worthy; there
will be strange: work among my children when they sec me
return home and not bring the good gentlewoman along
with me. .

Sir 11. Youhave only to tell them that she preferred re-
maining In town. :

Sorrel. 1 think she really does ; for when at a distance,
she descried the steeples, she s.emed quite delightcd.

Sir 1. There’s a proof of it

Sorrel. She has an acquaintance in towu, whom she
particularly wishes to see.

Sir H. An acquaintance, indeed !

Sorrel. A certain lientenant,

Sir 1. Lieutentant too !

Sorrel. She told me his name, and requested me to en-
quire after him.

. Sir H. Do it if you dare. ,

Sorrel. 1should not be able to trace him out even if
I were to attempt it; I can hardly find my own way in this
great town.

Sir H. So, an acquaintance : a licutenant—away then
with all scruples ; a hundsome young woman, who goes in
quest of a lieutenant, is most probably no bestab— Come
along, Gregoiy, powder my hair, and mind this spot_par-
ticularly ; (pointing to his irey hairs) you comprehend ?

Gregory. 1o, [Exeunt Sir Harry and Gregory.

Sorrel. (solus) A good kind-heirted gentleman, that's
true, but alwdys so young—there are people who cannot
on any account shake off the habit of being younyg through
all their life—however, I fancy we have not much to fear -
from him : if | was not sure of this, I'd sooner carry the
lady home again on my own back : nay, she bas about her
such an airtof quality, something so respectable, that she
will know how to keep him at a proper distance; and let
him“only peseeive that, I'll lay any thing he will behave to
her as a father, even as he does towmds every oné of us.

. ) (Enter EpwarD.]

sidmard. 1smy father as yevup?

. Sorrél, Why it’s almost nuon, his honor is having his
AWt pawderqd, ‘

~ " Edward. Who are you, my honest fellow ?

»
Wt
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Sorrel. Farmer Sorrel, from Wildair Hall.

Edward. Aha: ‘what news do you byring from the
country ?

Sorrel. 1 brought two roebucks apd a woman.

Edward. A woman! does my father also breed such
game in his warren ?

Sorrel. 1t's an unfortunate person for whom hi§ honor
charitably intends to provide.

Edward. Most likely an old woman ?

Surrel. Oh uo, very young.

Lidwaird. Really! and beautiful ?

Sorrel. As a farr morning.

Edward. How did you get ncquamted with her {

Sorirel. By accident.

Edzard. Is she a native of your country ?

Sorrel. No, Mrs. Elton is a stranger.

Edward. Fltn! from whence?

Sorrel. That 1 dont know ; soon after the harvest was
over, a gentleman, with two ladies, came in a very crazy
chaise to our wilage, they had also an old servaut maid
with them, who was so i‘mgued from the jostilug occastoned
by the rou«h roads over the mountains, that she could not
proceed auy fuither; we all fearcd that the poor old
woman would not survive it. When | beheld the disfress they
were in, | offered to take the maid into my house, and
nurse her there: they held a long consultation about the
matter, and seeied reluctautly to part from her :—1 always
had a saying, ** Unfortunate tolks are like bars of iron that
are forged together in the fire.”  Well, as they would not
leave the old one alone awoengst slr'morers, Mys. Elton at
length determined o stay behmd as she suid, .out of duty
and gratitude to the old person w ho brought her up.

Edward. And the gentleman—

Sorrel. Felt very much at parting; he @as about
leave me some moiey, but, un beholding his lank purse and
lean coumenance, I was ashamed to accept any thing:
the ladies fell a crying most piteously for'some titre, to
that | could not help teeling some dust in my eyes Loy, yout 4
comprehend me : the gentleman promised tom .
and 0 set off with the other lady. ‘*““‘j‘%

Edward. Well, is he rot returned ? b
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Sorrel. Not vet.

Edward. Ha- he not written either ? .

Sorrel. He 11y, fur ought 1 know. Mrs. Elton has
indced received som. letters, and had always red eycs for
two days afterwards. .

Edward. Perhaps the stranger was her husband.

Sorrel. Perhap« so.

Edward. Dl yon never inquire about that

Sorrel. Not 1.

Edward. Why unot, that you should have done

Soirrel. Your honor, it 13 a custom with uy country
folks, when we peiceive a person to have a sore spot on
him, not to meddle much with it, for if you handle these
thinge ever so gently, still it will cause pain,

Edzard. Let me tell you, my honest fellov, this story
of yours is very interesting.

Sorrel. Interesting! no, not I indeed, 1 am not interesting
at all, T did not ash a <ingle farthing, the old woman
died some days ago, I bad hes decently bune.l, paid for
a deal coffin, and made our schoolinasta write a very
lamentable happytoft, to be engiaved ou her tombstone,
for she lived and died a most pious old vngim.

Edward. Heaven 1est her soul.

Sorrel. 1 defy any body to soy that I am any ways
interesting—when s honor yowr fatha came down into
the countiy in the sporung scason, he did me the honor
to breahfast at my house and oftercd we money, tor he
directly took a fancy to Mis. Llton, but thue Ius honor
was much out.  Old Sorrel can stll affad to cut a moisel
of bread gratis for his poor fellow creatures, and who can
tell but some time or other it may be 1ewarded on my own
children.

Edwanrd: {gside) Old Babler—(u/cud) and so my father
is determine@to take caie of Mrs. Elton m futwe.

. Sorrel. t he 13 | wariant you—after all 1 am very

aorz for it, fir 1 would fam have kept her to myself.

R rd. Where is she at piesent, 1n this house?
e

o.

Where then? .
" must not tell that, Squire.
rd. Why not?
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Sorrel. T caunot say, though that I have been posiuvely
forbdden to do so.

Edward. Wcll then.

Sorrel. To be sme there can be no haim with your
father, such an old 1espectible g ntlcman.

Ldward And I am a young 1cspcctable gontlemm,

Sorrel  Aye, aye, 1ospuctable enough that’s tiue—l
am ouly thmhing—

Eduard (hypocritically) Swicly you do not think that
I barbour any smster design ag st the Ly

Sorrel - Why your honn youth, as the siymg 16—

Fdward Nay, I am quite of a ditfcrent cast, you dont
know me m that rcspect

Sorrel  (good-naturcdly c1cdulonsy Tudied!

Edwad Modesty 1s my princpal vatue,

Sorrel Really

Edward. 'The ladics bantenagly cul me the young
mot alizer

Snrel Only thnk

Edward 1 am hnown thiough all the town by the name
of the chaste J rp!

Sorrel You dow’t look much hike 1t though. Well ounly
let me get home

Eduard low so?

Sorre/ Last scummer mv guls were m town, and when
they got home, they sud they hid been mformed by all therr
acquawtances, thit young Squue Wildan was hankermg
after «very petticoat.

Ldaard Nothmg but slander! by the byc have you
pretty daughters?

Sorrel 1 <hould not praise tham seeing T an ther
father, but still 1 will tiie upon myself to that there
are ne’er a couple of mcar and lov b J‘gs mn all the
county, that 1 will

Edwnd Yow's 15 a fine sporting cofpuy, 't 1t?
really | wust tike 1 tip down and come a

Sorred You'll do us much honor.

Liduard But to retun to Mis Elton,
you ! amn determiid to do something for he
find ber a modest and virtuous peison,

Sorrel That she 1 upon my soul.

Edward. I am glad to hea i, and will let od
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know of it- do vou huow my aunt, a respcctable rather
eldeily lady ? W1 mtroduce Mae, Llton mysddf mito the
house, whae dud vousay e e

Smprel K uad the ¢rrna at Mas Vclable's,

Edaawrd VYoavaili—3Yhe Voluble «

Qorred Up one 1 11 ot stans to the nght.

Fdrard hanng !

Sorrcs. 1 hmh b wen thet the worthy lady 1s fallen into
such good hands

Levard  1oto the best e woild

[Pwtar e vy ]

Sir I Sull hae Sondd,y how are vou son—(to Sorrel)
Wl vou may eo how, Sondd, and dou't for et to give
my loce 1o all the worthies at vou plece

Sorrel What joy there will be ag v when m the cven-
mg [ «t down 1o smoke my pape undoy the great fice at
my door Youg md old aowd around me whanava L
rouan from town, to hoa me v ite sometlimg conce rimng
ott hind landlord, and thar thoy canarally domk has health,
and pray smcerdly that God mon bless i {or the love lie
beus tow ads them all God has blossed him alicady, he
has bestowed on lim o woitby nd dutitul son  anothea
Joscph—oood byve v henor good hoe— (1 ret Smael.

S II You a Josph—Whit docs he mean by that?

Lulward N uy bidds he docs not snow that my name 13
Edwara,

Su 1 (mas a bidl, citer serzanty Chovolate,

Edwmd 11y orda some for me too, su,

Sn 1. 'Two cups.

Eduard. Fow cups. [Eat sereant.

S 1l Are you huagry ?

Lduard, As awolt.

Si 11 P you had no supper ?

L ard DPoviheh hitide, and devalish bad.

S [, Wherd Live you been?

Ldaurd. Chance led nie 10 the hittle dancer Comma-
chini,
Ser TL. struck) How! .
i b rd, She 15 undur the protect on of an old gentle-
Adforn vhe 15 not at ibaty to name.
r 11 Indecd!
urd. Just as wéwere g?mg to sit down to supper



SCENE I. A COMEDY, 859

on a most delicious pheasant, the old gentleman was heard
hobbling up the stairs. W

Sir H. What becniwe of you ? .

Edward. 1n a trice | was in the back parlor, with the
chimbermaid, no ugly creature | ussure vou, they sent us
the remainder of the supper, it seemed the old gentleman
had u keen appetite, for he ahnost devoured every morscl
of the nice large pheasant.

Sir 1. Go on.

Ldward. At midnight he trudged home, but then it
was too late to get another supper; poor Signora made
a thousand apologies, 1 could not help laugling though
I was nearly famished. .

Sir 7F You e right enough served (fnkes privately
the bitlei from the table, and destroys it with stifled anger.)
You smd she would not let you know the name of the
devourer of the pheasant.

Edward ) no account—I suppose he is some rich
gouty old feillow; whose money in her company com-
pensates for loss of youth and vigor.

Sir ll. Ayc, aye, 1 fancy it 15 so—bnt you son onght
to be ashamed of yourself in the course of hfe you lead :
I have no objection to your paying your addresses to the
fair sex, only with discrimination and delicacy.

Edward. Very right, sir, decorum is every thing—some-
time ago I formed an acquaintance with a lady that would
have captivated even Pericles himself.

« Sir H. (curious) Young! handsome ?

Lidgard. Young, handsome, insignificant words to
describe a form in which the peculiar graces of the Helens,
the Aspasias, the Clorindas and the Dauaes are most ad-
mirably blended. -

Sir H. (aside) A devil of a fellow all in agplaze (aloud)
go on. -

Ldward. Languishing eyes. - ¥

Sur I1. Dark or blue. .

Edward. Blue. Cheeks and lips as if suffused with: the
radiance of the rising sun, Lo g

Sir-H. (still more animated) Lips rather poptiog

LEdward. To kisses inviting, her whole shape 50 ¢
g0 undulated.

Sir.H, Undulated, 1 like that igdeed.
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Ldward And her hands, oh, such hands.

So H AW ba bands, PPmoa great adonrer of hands.

Eduward. Flon her teet, oh dear sn, such feet,

St H Ave, ha feet.

4 iward \What shall | say of her feet.

Ser 1 Lattle, ty

Laward That wont do.

Su 1. Nea, deliate.

Fduard. That wont do

Sir 11, Thew speak

Idward 11 the enl were of quality, I really could—

Su 1. ¢ ommt some 1ash action

Edrnaid. Pahaps the wisest L ever committed.

Su /. But abo 1y sher

Lduaid She huits, she embioiders, a0d does all sorts
of t1aucy works,

Su 11 Aud I suppose you are her constant customer ?

Lduawd. 1 am obhged 10 be so, for she wont accept
any preseints.

Su I Hlem, that's genteel, T <hould like to lay out
some money with her mysell— where does she hive, quite
by herselt ?

Evanrd Bless you, no, she hves with her brother,
whom | take care as much as possible to avoid.

S 1. Does he obsuive the same etiquette with you?

Edward Oh no, he 15 bae on the seaich after sone-
thig, | dont know what, and 15 <eldom at home.

Sar I (asidey Seldom at home («loud) These people
live most nkel; m very uncomtortable lodgmgs.

saord ihey desne no betta.

Su U (ound n3) ln some nanjow lane or other, I dare
say
Edzard. To be sme, m the back lane adjoining the
mathet s

S 1 1 kpow you mean at the grocer’s.

Eduward Ay, wm the vary attic stary.

* Su H luthe atuc ' that’s g g towards heaven indeed.

Edward. 1o b sme

Su 11 But one juses one’s tine in such pursuits.

',L‘zhmul 18 cannnt be better Jost,

P, ir o Oue s ey !
F d. No malies for that.

¢
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Su II And frequently still more.

Edrard. 1he heutt vou mean, well, was it not made
for that purpy ? v

Su 11 Not 1o be lost, but to be exchanged.

Fedwmrd So much the e tter

Su H Bat m «xcha_me, 1t sometimes occurs, as in
awell kny u _ime  whae the partics chanze ther cards
with €1ch » hwer, that one parts with better than he re-
cerves moactr 1

Edwnid  The contruy also happens.

81 H. Upon the whoie, carls and heirte are very
similay 10 cach other, both smooth anl clear on the out-
side, un'ess they bave been trequently playad with  noue
is pesmtted 1o look mto them, ull afwer they ue dealt
round, and mwv a oue who st drwn of hugh expectations,
when he held them to the hglt, has called dejectedly for
2 new swt

Edzard Rither a new suit thn losc the game.

Su H e vou rntan led yowselt too deep already ?
look vou Ned, 1t o varn sk up to the atug, yet out of

aentd) aftccuon, 1 will ot mid the tiouble. Pl go to
l:f r—U'll td! her—

Lduard e thit loves a woman, must tell it her
himscli, a thied pason would reduce the most sublune
ode 1o cold mnd Lumble prose.

& 8; 11 Poct lovers are seldom good for any thing.

Edeard When 1 <hall have roached yowr age, dear
father, 1 will also lower mvself down to prose (with
modost pleasentiy) m the mean time I am come to mtorm
you that I shall soon ag un have occaston for money.

Sz 11, You spend a gicat deal of moncy.

Edward (hissing s hana) My deas dad, you are 1ich
and gencious (guing)

Su II Whnher now?

Edward On mportant busmess * 1 bought yesterday
a beanuful bay, which I must sport this morumg m the
park . fiom thence to Countess Malcontent, to cuigygise
the play brought out lust mght, then lounge a while up
and down Boud stiect, then to the fruit-shop or goffce-
house, then to the nding-school, then to diuss for diner,

theu—oh my head 1 so full— Erut,
Su H (solus) A true (mp of the old bloe{«.@’ .
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dancing days are over, and yet I could not have thought
the Commaghmi « ipable of such mhdehty (crewing hrm-
sclf i a glass) Lam ull a mam who—  No, no, Signora,
we have dove thus ime | happily, fortunatcly got hold
of the pheasant othawise I should ha e provided a supper
for my son to et - fine domes mdeed, vo, no, your most
obediut —it 1& mv twn nent to ccrve him a trick—the
pretty gul m o the back Tme at the groces’s m the atte
story.
[Tuter Lipiv ]

Lyia Mv hdy bexs to know—

Su 1l tow do vou do, my chammg girl, hve vou at
last found yow wa htha, come it down, let’s tulk—
and—

Iydia Godioihid, the 1o ect T—

Su I Huwg icspect, 1 ot bear to heas of pretty
girls talk to me of 1c5) et

Lydia But hu ladys’ 1p—

Su 11, 1s a graat hdy, wd you ve a little bemty  now
beauty was at all tmes esteumad supanor o quality
therefore wo caumomes, but tddl me where you got that
coyness of yours, il me where you have been—cducated

Lydir At home,

S 11 Wl the Thench gnls re not so, at least they
were not foimerly, I hive boeenm Liance mysclt

Lyda. T suppost a good many yeass ago, when your
hona was youns.

Sir If 1o be <ure T was theu a fow years vounser, but
T am not yet too old to love—love 1s hhe the sun whose
mvigorating rws wmfuse then heat equilly mto old and
young persons  You Lydiiever smee the moment 1 saw
you step out of the corch with my sistas, vou appeared so
lizht, so ary, it was but yestard oy 1 saw you trp along the
sjuare by the bye, 1t was a cold day yesterday, very
stormy weather stull, you waie diessed as thin a0 if gomg
to a hall

Bydia. Oh I am used to that.

Su H. But it wnt do, child, you'll catch cold, contract
a cough, fall mto 2 consmnpuion and die, stop a litle,

7 1 yosterdey bought u tine ludia shawl, bought it

g l&.f‘w you, what say you now ? It 1s us 10sy o8

(]
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your lips. [ must leave you for a moment, but 1 will be
back .again in a (rice. \ « LErit.

Lydia. (sola) Borught a shaw! to make me a present
of, so itseems: but for what purpose ? to make me over-
look his wrinkles: m that case he bud better wrap himself
in the shawl: how stiange it is all the world wishes to
grow old, and yet no one Lics to appear so!

[Eoter Knwanrn.]

Edzard. Aie you here, Lydia, | have searched all the
house fur you; what the devil are you doing here §

Lydia. 1 am <ear by her ladysiup,

Edward Look ye, | am gomyg to take a ride, my horse
s already at the door, but | et move from the spot
betors Pre got one Loss from you.

Lydia. ihen you may us well order your horse to be
unsitdled ayuin.

Edward Nowsense. T am sure that I dont lonk like
one that will put up with a relusal. (going to embrace
her)

Lydin. (resisting) 1 shall certainly cry out, sir.

Edward. 1 dont care if you do,

Lydia. 1 tell your annt of .~

Feticurd Vi) telt her myself,

Lydia. Your fadier will be here in 2 moment,

Edward. It the devil Limself should come.

Lydie. There’s a wicked man, well to get rid of you—
(preseuting her check, Edward going to kiss her, enter
Sir Harry with the shaw! in his hand')

Siv 1. Faith charming s (Lydia screams and runs
off, Fdwird draws back somewhat confused, and quickly
tears one of his gloves) | thought you were already in the
park> - . -

Edwmard. T was just going. )

8:r H. ls this proper, in the very anji-chamber of your
father? ~ ¥ . oo

Edward. Pardon me, dear father. .

8ir H. Do you suppose that 1 can tolerate such things
here ? ' s

Edward. | only wanted— - S

“Sir H. Your aunt sent this innocent young woman
hither, becatise she knows that with tne, nothing basriie

- stiictest modesty prevails, no more could she suppos¢*that
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my spark of a son does not even spare his father’s apart-
ments.

Edward. I had just now torn the top off one of my
gloves, and was goiug to request Lydia to sew it on again.

Sir H, Have you mdeed! but a kiss is no needle.
(tears angrily the glove out of his hand) No, no, son,
I must tell you that it is very wiong to be after every
woman without the lcast distinction ; have you heard the
like of me?

Edward. 1 once more beg your pardon, and will take
better care in futwe, perhaps you hid some message to

»my aunt, and now the silly gul has 1in anay. 1 presume

you intended to send her this shaw].

Sir H. (cmbarrassed) To be sure that was my ine
tcution.

Edward. Then pennit me to—

Sir I1. There’s no occasion now, some other time.

Edweard. Pray now—Il shoold be very sorry—permit
me to repair my thoughtlessness at least 1 some degree,
her ladyship 1s about to go abioad, t's cold weather, she
may want a warm shawl, I fly to her (snaiches the shawl
and runs off)

Sir H. (wiuth the gloce in his hand) Damned boy,
Lisses the girl, carries the shawlto v.7 old sister, and leaves
me a toru glove.

ACT II.

SCENE I. 4 Room at Mrs, Voluble's.

Mgs. Evton sils pensively at a table, Mzrs. VoLepLE
stands before.

Mrs. V. Yes, my dear madam, exactly as I tell you,
longer than five yems, have [ lived with my lase husband,
five years two months and one day, so it stands recorded
on the tombstone which cost me sixty eight shillimgs and
nine-pence, witness the stone mason’s bill.  You behold
on the tomhstone on the right hand side, the figure of
FPagience carrying a little cross, which was intended to

) Reyt. my own deplorable person.  To be sure 1 had
#'gepl of patieuce with him : bea.en had not blessed onr
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comyugal couch with childred, but 1 have always been
sadly troubled with the cramps, 1 have inhented nothing
but tins here house, by means ot which 1 make shift to ean
a subsistence as good as these hard thnes wall allow, aud
heaven be prared, 1 have no reason to complam, my
apartmcnts are seldom anptv—bat, my deat madam, you
pay uo attention to what I am tcllmy you. I'doall I can
to 1a1se your spints, and dont mnd the pun it catises me,
for 1 have extiemcly waak ungs, and am besides not much
given to chattenng ; come tahe comtort, good lody, hold
your head up, you wont hud any consolation on the floo,
we must looh upwards when we staud 1 need of assistance.

M, . L. (not paying attention to her) Ouly tdl me,
dear Mis. Voluble, what detams Farma Sond so long,
he has been goue these three hows.

M:s. b. He s out on busimess, and may probably not
return before daik, but thare 18 1o occasion tor him here.
I ymagme you are m want ol nothn 5, you have only
to commaud, aud every thmg shall be provided according
to directions 1 ve recaved,

Mis. L | begged ot hun so uigently to seaich for
Licutenant Hartly.

Mrs. F. Dcar me, where 15 he thoa to search for bin?
the town 15 large, there are a number of hicutenants, but
they are very difficult to be met wath, scampumyg about
all day, now here, now thae, attendiug the love assig-
nations, hunting «ftar the pretty guls.

Mrs. E. Obh, not he 1 am speaking ot certainly not.

Mprs. V. My dear madam, dout (el me about ucutenants,
they are all of one cast, thareis uo uusty any of them ;
1 had omce myself a gieat aamner w a heutenant, but
the stuctest deccucy. 1 was then about seventcen years
old, and woie one <f those Russian ¢ ips then i faslion,
that cap became me wouderfully, hae all 1onnd the fore-
head, there was a trunming of fus, and fiom the I ft uide
was supended a gold tassel: now whencver I shook my
head that tassel played so waggishly on my <houldetp ;
(Edwaid enters unpercerced) wdll what should happen,
the devil plays his ticke waki tassels as il as wath e s,
I'once at twilight 1o d the hall, all 01 a sudden, a young
gentleman takes hold of wy hand (at this ioment Ldward
takes her hand, she sciv.. ) oh!
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Edward. Did you then seream too ?

Mrs. V. Who e you, sir, what do yon want here, sir,
why do you stcai m here, su, hke a fox mto a pi(lseou-
bouse? *

Fdmard. Now dont fall into a passion, my dear old
pideeon, am I not hcre at Old Vaoluble's ?

Mrs. V. At Mis. Voluble's, yes, ur.

Edward 1 beg your pmdon madam, T came to seek
Mis. Elton, and by the descirption given, 1 fancy I have
found her.

Myrs. . NMe!

M. 17 M, Llton rectives no visits here,

Edward. Noteven from s Hany Wildair?

AMre E. Sa Hory Wald ar!

M 7. Ave, vl shoe! ) come.

Fdword, Hor hoe abiods.,

M:v U Indeed 18 bes houor aliealdy on the staircase,
I must hasten down to tecenve him [Eait,

Edward. Midam, my fothar has deserved well of thus
town, Ly provaitling on vou to fix your residence therein.

My E. Yow fahar provailed upen me!

Lduemrd 1t vas m tact 1athes 1avidioas of you, madam,
to bm‘_\ so many <hanme e a rustie cottage,

Mis. L. 1 do not compichend you, sir,

Edward You buc pabhaps boen mpressed with an
wnfavorabic Wea of the mettopohs: your graceful mo-
deety has been alarmed, but be at case, ma-lam, those eyesy
that men, consprruowsly bear a stamp of virtue, they
would stihe with awe cven the moust  determined
take.

Mrs. E. T must repeat it sir, that both your visit and
discourse are equally mysteaous to me.

Ldward. (regaiding her tendarly.) Then T wish that
m} eyes may be more fortunate than my tongue.

[Enter Mgs. VorLusLe.]

Myrs. V. But whete then is his honor Sir Hary? Tve
heen below at the stieet door, and have uot et with a
soul, mudllf less & baronet; what 15 the meanng of all
this? aic they gomg to play the fool with me in my own
honse eh, do you hnow, «it, who [ am, eh?

lward. Naw, my good woman—
N, rs. ¥. How good woman, the devilis a good woman,
A
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do you compichend me, sir, what do you mean, sir, what
18 Your business here, sir, whom do you look for, sic?

Ldzard. Dem madam, only tell me why you are ia
such a rage.

A 1. (appeased a hitle ) T am in no rage sir, [ am
only a litle vesed, but when people talk to me genteelly,
and n a avilised masucr, 1 am the most politest woman
m the woild, and m the coolest temper possible. I ash
who you are, s,

Ld.md Have I not told you hefore, madam, that I am
Edwaird Wildan.

My 1 What, the sou of Sn Hany Wildan ?

Edward. Yes, the wdenncal son ot my fatha.

Mis 1 1beg vou will padon my rudeness, indeed
sir, L ar distioseed,

Eda d Nomatter, madun my father has been sud-
dealy serzed with the cholic, and thadore duceted me to
bid Mis Llton welcomc m hus none.

Mis 1. lhe chohe, that's dvummg, T know a sove-
ragnranedy {0 that, an exaddlont ¢ sence of wormwood,
which 1 prepare mysedt wath my cwn hauds, the sub-
sauption desand: fiom my  god-tubies’s undle, whose
father-m-Taw’s biotl a was an anmant physiaan;  stop,
let me 1ccolleet ns wame, a varv odd name, 1t 16 to be
sure somethme of the Latm.

Flaard. Nevar muad the e, madim, you will do
my father great houor, 1t von will have the kinduess to
proceed mmednitdy to the prepaation of the wonduful
esseuce of wonmwvood.

Ms. V. (uath many coustesies very friendly) You
shall be accommodate d smmed.ately. [Ext.

Mrs. E. Before von procecd any further, sh, I must
positively msist on aun explanation who jou are, and n
what mannct you arc mterected tor e,

Edword. 1 am Fdward Wildan.

M)s E. That I undarstaud 15 your uame, but I cannot
concelve—some espressa s hove eseaped vou, which
lead me to daih aj prche ssions, cven the mistiess of the
house secmed to compichond you.

Eduard. Wi, he does, we yo1 not the same Mrs.
Eiton who hived t . some tune wuth Caimer Sorrel 2
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Mrs. E. The same. .-

Edward. On my father’s estate ?

Mys. k. Eaactly. :

Edward. Who by his ditections was brought to town,
in order to be placed in a more genteel sitnation?

Mys. K. (much surprised.) | know nothing of this,

Edward. \Vas not my father some weeks ago a hunting
at Wildair Hall &

Mos. E. 1 reeollect.

Edward. Dd he not converse with you ?

Mis E. He certamly appeared to be kindly interested
for n.e, but uo such scheme was ever mentioned.

Edward. 'That's his way, he likes to do good without
ostentation.

“Mys. . Farmer Sorrel had ocrasion to come to town,
; alsv wished to wmake a journey hiihier, and so 1 joined
im.* '

Ldward. This was all preconcerted.

‘Mrs. E. Preconcerted ! :

Edward. 1 see into the affair, my father feared to hurt
your delicacy by making you previously acquainted with
his plan.

Myrs. E. (in some anxiety) What plan? | am a stranger
and helpless, 1 hope nothing dishonorable is mtended
against me?

Edwurd. Nay madam, the inhabitants of this town
respect the laws of hospitality. My father being rich and
foud of doing good in secret, on learning your misfortune,
and the trouble ysu werc in, has takeu these upartments
for you, and is determined to supply youwr further wants,
onlydesirmg that you will return tins paternal solicitude
with filial confidence.

Mis. 12 You amaze me, sir, how have I deserved so
much attention ? ‘ ce
. Edward. By your beauty, your modesty, by all those -
female charms which irresisiibiy captivate both youth and
old age. 1 beg madam yuu will not teel youself perplexed,
bow 10 evince your gratitude, do only accept with the
same heart as he gives, m.d you will make him ample
amends for these, trifling expenses. What were indeed the

Bt riches if "they ehabled us only to purchase pearls,

hot at umes also a grateful tear. :

3
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Mrs. E. 1 am so surpised, sir.

Ldward. Be perfectly at ease, madam, let no cares for
the future disturb you, 1t is true iy father is far advanced
in years, you may he depiived of him, but I am his heir,
and jou will permit me to consider you as the most
valuable part of the family jewels, which are never
alienated, but trausnutted with veneration from father to
son.

*Mrs. E. So much benevolence to a stranger !

Edward. 1 guess your thoughts : no, madam, we have
not the remotest design to pry mto your secrets, your
bright ¢yes anfl serene countenance bespeak them worthy
of hemg deposited m so fair a bosom ; allow me at times
to share your solic:tude, honor me with the title of broe
ther. 1 uever had a wster, my imagination has often
pamted to me in the most glowing colors that tender affece
tion which subssts betwcen brother and sister; however,
among noble souls the ties of fiiendship amply supply
those of consangwmity, I am susceptible ot all that is good,
and far, and thereforc you will not find me undeserving
of your intimacy. Give me leave to confirm this enchaut-
ing hope (presses her hand fervently to his lips, at the
same time Swr Harry enters abiuptly; on sceing whas
passes, he stops shoil in surprise, Edward stavis back,
making a respectful how to his father, Mis. Elton looks
wlternately on both with gicat astonishment.)

Sir H. How, son, have you already found yows way to
this place to—

Edward. I learmt that—

Sir_If. What the desil have you fRarnt? (politely to
Myrs. Eiton) Madam, 1 rejoice to sce you (ironically to.Jus
som) is the park well attended?

ard. Talerably well—

Sir H. (to Mrs. Eitor) Welcome to town, madam, and
welcome to this homely dwelling which is certamly not
adequate to your merits.

rs. E. Sic Harry !
Sir 1. (to Edward) Was your horse much admired?
Edward. Excéedingly so, I have had already offered

me fi ineas profit. .
Si%fm Tﬁ::lpgo instantly and close the bargain. (o
No. XU, N. Br, Th. Vou Il ¢ g ¥

Y
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Mis. Elton still looking askant to Edward) Madam, I had
a desire to atone in sore measure for the whims of for-
tune. (fo Edward) 1 thought you would have stept igto the
fruit shop.

Edward. 1 had rather not now.

Sir He Your aunt expects you to dinner.

Edward. 1 have no appetite.

Sir H. But yon havg, you dog, and a great ope too.
(to Mrs. Elton) This young gentleman has got the stirt
of me. I hope that he did vot break in upon you with
lus usual eflrontery. »

Mprs. E. This young gentleman is modesty itsclf.

Sur I1. Is he, egad, I am very glad to hear 1t, particularly
as it is the first tme : (slow and peevishly to his son) pack
off, sir, d'ye hear. («loud and friendly) You may go, son,
if you please.

Edward. Will you not allow me fist to hand you to
your carriage?

Sir Iarry. No, No, You need not tronble yourself.

Edward. Consider the very severe fit of the gout which
you had yesterday.

Sir Harry. (slow) Will you be quiet? (Enter Mrs.
Voluble with a phial and spoon.)

Mrs. V. Dear me, there is old Sir Harry himself.

Str Harry. (mutiering betwcen his teeth.) Cuise your
old Sir Harrv.

Mpys. V. 1 am incomprehensibly 1ejoiced to wait upon
your honor in my own house, and what adds to my
satisfaction, is yog honor’s being attacked by so vielent
a fit of the cholici

8ir Harry. What does’ she mean by the cholic?

Mis. V. (without pausing.) Which affords me so
favorable an oppoitunity, to make your honor acquaint-
ed with the mavellous virtues of my miraculous essen
of wargiwood.

Siri#d, Essence of wormwood !

Mrs. V. It descends fiom the celebrated physician,
Doctor, Doctor, I have it, from Doctor O’Kill, and has in
mumberless instances effected wonders on men and cattle.
_ Sir H. What is all this to me? the devil of any ¢holic
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Mpys. V. Therefore I have mmde all the haste J could
with the preparation of this precious cssence of worm-
wood.

Sir H. For me!

Ms. V. (powrs out a spoonful, and presents it to Sir
Harry) Only swallow one spoonful, it spreads itself like
a firewotk through— ,

Sir II. Hold! by all that’s good, the woman is mad,

Mrs. V. It is the most probatest remedy, only please
to swallow it.

Si» . Will nobody release me from this frantic
woman ?

Mprs. I. What I an antic woman! are these the thanks
for my good-naturc! This young gentleman had scared
opened his mouth, and related that s father was attacked
by the cholic—

Sir I1. Did he tcll you so ? (Edward endeavours fo steal
off.)

ﬁ‘Mrs. V. I ran up stairs, and down stairs,

Sir H. Do, Son, «top a little while longer.

Mprs. V. 1 rummaged all ge closcts, overset all the boxes
—~but ingratitude is the common course of the world—my
little Joley behaved quite different, he did not snarl at me
like certain persons whom 1 do not choose to name, who
fancy because the cholic went off so well, it will not come
again, but I warrant you it will come again, but let it, and
certain people will cringe for pain, like a worm that's stdek
on a needle; then 1 <hall stir ncither hand nor foat, mo,
not I indeed. (going) L am going nowto carry my essence
of wormwood to my room, and lock it up for ever in my
medicine' chest, for mine and Doctor O’Kill’s satisfaétion,
and if all the world should perish by the cholic (exit, the
last words ure heard from belund the scenes.)

Sir H. (to ks son) Well, sir.

Edward. 1 am waiting your commands.

Sir U. (to Mrs. Elton) The past scene musthave ap-
pearéd atrange to you. 1 blush for my son.

Mps. E. Indeed, sir, I am at a loss to think of all that
is going forward here. e

» H. Thie is nothing but this young gentleman’s
doings, who is nmow twisting and turning his het fike o
country boy:, he found it proper to give me the cholié jn
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order 1o have a plausible pretence for his impos tunate visit
—Are you not ashamed of yourself, Ned?

Edward. 1f you will have it so, papa.

Sir JI. Well, dout stand here before the lady for all the
world like a school boy.

Edward. Jt can be nothing new to such a lady, to see
men appear so before her,

8ir H. What is she to think ?

Edward. That she has made a wondeiful impression
on 1ne.

Sir 1{. Do jou suppose yowr designs eannot be di-
vined ?

Edward. 'The keart is seldom able to contain itself.

Sir 1{. De quiet (aside) egad, by and bye he will make
her a love declaiation before my very tace. (o Mrs. Elton)
Let me caution you, madam, he is the most peifidious rake
ia all the town.

Edward. 1 may have been an how ago.

Sir I1. Stuff! stuff! even yow chaims would haidly
tix him for a whole month,

Edward. 1 only count by ygu«.

Sir 11. Dissimulation, unothing but dissimulation: be
gone, sir, and let me neve: find you here agam.

Edward. Madam, you ate sensible how improper it
would be to contradict a father. therefore my tongue is
silent, but it is not in my power to control my eyes, and
what they say you may safely believe. [ Exit.

Sir Il. His eyes! he wanted to make use of them to
supersede his fatheg, but this uine he has not succeeded.
(aloud) Madam, pardon the young spark.

lililrs. E. Upon my word, sir, I have nothing to pardon
m him.

Sir H. T will tell you bitween omselves, he is not yet
his own master. 1 certamly allow lum a decent income,
but still 1 keep him rather shoit, do you comprehend me?
T presume he has boasted of what he intended to do for
you, but belicve me it’s all swaggeriug, nothing else.

Mys. E. He only informed me of s father’s bene-
volent astentions, he told me that I was brought to town

by y ur‘direction‘s, jt being your paterual wish to elleviate
m; y. -
. ﬁ Ht My wish, certaiuly it is, paternal djd he say i ok
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the sly rogue; but I think tlis epithet is here not very ap-
plicable.

Mps. E. (surprised) How, si!—

Sir IT. Dear chld, let us deal ingenuously with each
other. I have a fancy to you, and solicit your friendship.
I am rich, none of the youngedt to be swe, but constantly
in a good humour. 1 fecl an dttachment towards you,
which m fime may pethaps grow to a passion, :

Mis. E. What means ths ? .

Sir H. You shall not be m want of any thing—I have
but one singularity ; even fiiendship, you know, 1s jealous.

Mrs. L. Sn—

Ser . I know that yon have caused inquiiies to he.,
made after @ cotam licatenant—1I suppose some old coun-
nevion—uw hich must be hioken off now.

M:s. . Heaveus, t> what am 1 reduced '— ,

Sir 11. Nay, <nld, I do not mean to make you any
seproaches on that account, nor will I take the least notice
of what has passed, pievious to our acquaintance ; I am
only speaking m 1egard to the future.

Mhs. E. No more, sir. Bo you remark any trait in my
countenance that would cncourage such an ignominious
profler ¢ af there be such, heaven knows, my countenance
deceives: or 15 1t the profhigacy so usual in gicat towns,
that impelled you to hold foith that language to me? then
know, sir, I do not underctand it. 1f levity, I pity you ;
1ou boasted of your wealth, but you are poor indeed ;. the
fientenant, you have alluded to, is incomparably richer than
you—you would take advantage of nimdigmce; that is
ungenerous ; you would exchange my poverty for disgrace ;
that is infamous. I could make you blush by disclosing to
you my real name, but here the name is immaterial, female
innocence ought to be equally sacred to you in the lady as
n the beggar. Go hence, sir, and never more appear before
me. [ Exit into the closet.

8ir 11. (solus) What the devil have I been abotit here ;'
is all thi real, or mere dissunulgtion r—but, damno me, a
fair one who is strolling about and inquiring in great
towns after a lieutenant, cannot be deemed a pattern of vir-
tue—Stép, did not she say the captain is richer than I {—
oh, oh, that accounts for it ; 1 did not explain myself cleas
enough, I only spoke in general terms what 1 meant to
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for her—Blockhead that I was! had I but mentioned a
%ood sum, talked of digmonds, promised an equipage—

ut how in all the world could I foresee that I should
light upon a lieutenant, who is richer than 1—After all, 1
dont believe her, it is a mere trumped-up story ; she ounly
designs to wind up my passion by dint of resistance—well,
as to that, she hos pretty much succecded—Confounded
sixty-three—she hinted a¢'my gicy hairs ; that was not po-
lite at all—But patience, let me only once put some
diamond pins in her auburathair, and she’ll sw ear that ming
15 as black as ebony. [ Lau
[Enter M&s. EntoN, shy from the (loset, goes to the door

and looks out.]

Mzs. E. He is gone—J can pretty well conjecture
wherg I am, and what is designed agamst me : no doubt, but
he will return, and his son also ; I must endeavour to pre-
vent it, (cally at the door) Mrs. Voluble—she hears not

~—madam.
[Mrs. VorLusLE, mithout]

Coming, dcar madam. (Enters) Are the gentlemen
gone?—Well, I declarc, [ have not felt such vexations
;lr; seventeen yems. Seventeen years ago my late hus-

Mrs, E. (interrupting her) Cau you tell' me, ma'am,
whether Sir Harry Wildair is niarried ¢

Mirs, . Well, he has a son, of course he must have a
wife, or at least had.

Mpys. E. 1 fancy 1 have heard Sir Hairy mention her.
Follow me, and L9gill give you a letter I would wish you
to send to his house immediately. { Exeunt.

ACT 11I.

SCENE I. 4 meanly furnished Apartment.

Anotvuica at the tambour-frame, and Sie RicuarDd
HartiEy.
Ang. Wont you go yet, brother i—it is time.
» Bir R. It is indeed ; but what will it avail ? 1 shall take
er round, call'at every door, and find nobody at home:
go very reluctantly about it. %
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Ang. 1 really believe it, dear brother, but I will endea.
vour to cheer you with the last logal song you wrotc me.
Sir R. You are kind.

Song. ANGELICA.

Glory round the Dritish shield
Spreads abruad her mighty boast,
Gallant soldiers m the field,
Gallant navies on the coast.
Hence, obey the high command,
"L'is the spint of the land.

Neptune fears no dangers nigh,
Mars extends his radiant shield,
British heroes loundly cry,
Drive the tyrant from the field.
Again obcy the high command,
Spint of the sca and land.

Glory bids her sons away,
Spum’s proud ensigus are unfurl’d,
Gallic soldiers yicld the day,
While our navies darc the world.
Hence again, and tahe command,
Spiut of the sca and land.

Sir R. Thauk you, I fecl better; yet you cannot con-
ceive, sister, how shoching it is, it gnaws the very vitals,
when a man is conscious of his worth ; when his mind,
his heart, and his birth, entitle an h@f®st mau to claims—
and yet he is constantly obliged to make room for others,
because his coat begins to wear out, when the antichamber
reptiles look down upon him with a species of footman’s
condescension, allowing him, as it were, graciously, a spot
to stand upon, whilst the rabble lounge on damask chairs,
with their legs stretched out, humming and whistling—I
hnow that such a fellow can neither bring me Bonor nor
disgrace, 1 know that very well; notwithstandipg, it vepes
me‘

Ang. You are not used to it.

= Sir R. If prosperity should once more deign to smile on
me, 1 would most strictly enjoin my domestics to ohssrve
civility towards strangers, in whatever garb they magw-
pear, so that such a poor devil, should he not gucceetl m



376 FATHER AND SON. ACT I11.

his application, if he hys but met with a kind reception,
may perbaps depart wih a tear in s eye, but certainly
not with rancor in his heait.

Ang. Had you not much better 1¢linquish the scheme
enfirely !

Sir R. Andon what then subsist ?

Ang. Have we not hitheito subsisted?  besides, look,
here is still money to maintain us a whele week.

Sir R. Will you make me blush >—shall I beg a hve-
lihood trom my sister’s hand-work ?

Ang. (hurt) Beg, Richard !—

Siz R. Steal then—

Ang. Neither : thut which moves both my hands and
heart for you, is sisterly affection.

S#wR. Even this may be a burthen.

Ang. Nav, that canuot, wust not.

Sir R. He whom sacrifices do not depress, does not de
serve them.

Arg. What sacrifice do | make you, when I am working
to pass away the time?

Sir R. When frequently Jong after midnight your hght
is the only one seen burning in the street; do you call that
pastime?

Ang. You think 1 keep too clese to my work; this
mmay be remcdied ; we will fetch Emily 3 socicty alleviates
every tofl.

Sir R. Has the poor faithful soul not endured trouble
enough with me aligady ?

Ang. She suffers®¥nly when she is absent fiom you.

Sir R. Can she leave our old Maigaret?

Ang. (shrugging up her shouldersy Certainly not.

Sir R. Can we ever forget the fidelity and attachment
with ‘which the honest creature has served us? thercfore
Emily must continue where she is; her last letter gave
some hopes of a speedy termination being put to Mar-
garet’s sufferings, this will put au end to the sad abseuce
which has already lasted so many weeks, then I shall know
where to recruit my strength when fate’s scorching winds
blow over the desert, of my life and 1 sink down exhausted ;,
till then Distress todse me every morning from my gloomy
slua}bm, drive me hence to the street, to the palaces, aud

T
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teach me the hard task to exhibit mz undeserved wretched-
ness, to undeserved fortune. [ Exit.

Angz. (sola) Good brother, your shoulders are not weuk,
only they are unused to the burthen; adversity is new to
you : grandinammas and aunts have spoiled, and affluence
has pampered you: talent and industry, which we can
carry with us, and turn to advantage, wherever we go, are
the only true riche«; as for men, avhen they cannot make
their way with sword in hand, when Providence ouly leads
to success, theie they will not do at all, our sex understand
this better, we bear —fo1bear, hope and triumph—

Edward. (introduces his head i af the door) Well, have
1 been as gnod as my word ?

Ang. (riscy) Mr. Wildah—

Edward. 'L hree days, three long tedions days, have I
staid away ; for I respect even your caprices.

zlng. You come most likely about the waistcoat.

Edwurd. About the waistcoat! no, not I, faith, I came
to see, to hear, to love, to admire you, and do not care a
pin for ali the waistcoats in Kurope.

Ang. How often have 1 enticated yon to change that
toner

Edwurd. Butit is my native strain.

Ang. The waisteoat you have ordered with me is finished.

Edward. 1Is it ¢ 1am sotry forit.

Ang. And yet you lately seemed so urgent. ‘

Ldward. Yes, | pretended to be impatient, to have a

retext for frequent inquirics.
F Ang: H'ercqxt iq.—l *
sdward. Beautiful! charming! no doubt, again for a
niflé.

Ang. Three guineas. (Edward takes a handful of gofd
out of his waisicoat and shoves it under her cloak, Angetioa
perceiving it) No, sir, positively not, you have long been
convinced that I never accept of more than what is due
to me. !

Edward. What is duc to you—heavens! where is thete
one rich enough to make you this offer !

. Ang. Take it back, sir.

Edward. { will not.

Ang. 1 beseech you, sir—

Ldward. 1 am detérmined not
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Ang. Then I will call up the first poor man I see and
give him the money. %

Edward. Call him up directly.

Ang. This instant.

Edward. And thus you wilt rob me of the inexpressible
happiuess of being alane with you—No, no, we will save
the poor man the trotible. (throws the money out of the
window.)

Ang. What are you gbgut, si1 ?

Edward. 1 am throwidlg the money out of the window,
to convince ycu that it never occurred to me to lay you
under an obligation by making you accept of it. Do you
thirkk I am not conscious of your worth ? or do you sup-
pose me capable of putting merit in competition with
momgy, your constant good humor, your fortitude in ad-
versity, your modesty, your industry, your magnanimity,
your amiableness,—

Ang. All this is foreign to the question at piesent.

Edwaerd. Pardon me, all this is very much to the
question.

Ang. What are the people in the street to think ?

Edward. Nobody will suppose that the guineas flew out
of the third story.

Ang. I have not courage to go to thy window.

Edward. 1s it then so unusual a thing here ? there are
many people in this town who throw awgy their money,
though not ont of the window.

Ang. You areg singular man, with a mixture of goud-
ness and frivohity @ folly aud sense.

Edward. Then you beheve 1 have some sense ?

Ang. Yus, alittle, ¥

Edfmrd. I desire no more, for I daily sce that those
very wite 'lglfrsonageq are the most insupportable beings.

Ang. They find a support in their own merits.

Edward. True, they 1evolve round their own axis, and
nothing but a comet could turn them out of their orb.
Only tell me, my dear, lovely gisl, of what benefit cdn it be
to the world #, for instance, Mr. such-a-one has been so
fortunate to ﬁn‘i:ut the derivation of an Arabic werd, or
if Mr. such-mode succceded in decyphermng the hiero-
glyphics of Persepolis, has cver any one of those gentlémen
PUt bis Tegs iti-fnotion to ascend™three pair of stuirs in
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scarch of beauty, wirtue, and merit 2~and.if by chance he
has soared so high, perhaps for the gurpose of explonng a
satellite to the planet Saturn, would he have besn suscep-
tible of the charms of that Venus, whose satellite. I've the
houor to be?

Aug. Mr. Wildajr, you think me a sensible giil.

ward. O yes—

Ang. Wherefore then this ﬂat&ry ? sensible women da
not hke 1it.

Edward. Exvcuse e, T am Yke one who is floating in
the wata, and grasping at a blade of stiaw to save humself
—After all, T am elad to find that flattery 15 deemed base
comliere, but tl me what L must do to excite jn fou
somic intcts t for me, that 1s to say a good deal.

Ang. Would you wish that seriously ? "

Ldward Strauge question!

tng Then you are not so good as I supposed you
to be.

Ldzard. Good! mdeed I am good; have always been
50, and am become much better since 1 knew you. With
all the gaicty with which you see me now before you,
when I have been with you m the morng, I can be
ccrious till meht.

Ang. What 1s it that makes you so serious ?

Edmward. Vanous things;—that 1 would famn be con-
stantly with you, that you will not perhaps, canuot permit
it, as 1t is the same with convemencies as with new-year’s
conpliments, which ase msupportable to all the world, and
yet must be attended to and returned—yfRhort, you should
not be a milhuer, nor I the son of a baronct.

2. But for once it is so.
dward., Alas'—

Ang. Therefore if yon have any regard for me, come
less frequently here.

Ldward. Am 1 forward, indiscreet ?

Ang. Far fiom it; you are more, a good deal more
than omg sheuld expect at first sight.

Edward, You are perfectly right.—~

Ang. Butmy brother is seldom within, I am
alone at home, and, Mr. Wildaw, a good reputation s a
1 possese—I am sure you can he serious, reflect on it a

moment. (laying her kand on his arm) 1dave nothing bhut
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a good reputation; my brother is unfortunate, but a gen-
tleman: his eonsolation is hsuor ; miae, innocence ; out in-
ward consciousness nvbody can deprivé us of ; bat the
wonld secs neither through these walls nor into hearts,
therefore, dear sir, come less frequently to see me, and 1
shall always with pleasure think of you.

Edward. What afavishing tone! what a heart! why
am I not—(presses her hand fervenily to his lips, Angelica
is moved ; enler S1e RicuArD, stops surprised, Edward
and Angelica separate W confusion, Sir Richard comes
Jorward, makes a short bow to Edward, and casts an in-
quiring look at Angelica.)

Axg. (collected) Mr. Wildair, whom I mentioned 1o
you several times.

Sir R. Much honor.—
sdward. (still. a little confused) You are seldom at
home, sir.

Sir R. Busmess. 1 have just now witnessed such an
odd scene from one of the windows of this house—~Some
fool or other has thrown down a handf{ul of guineas.

Edward. Fool, sir!

Sir R. Of course, sir, a sensible man would nevex
commit such an extravagant action.

Ang. (anriously) Brother !

Sir R. (motions Angelica to retire) Retire a few
mivutes, sister, it is necessary, do, {'ll fullow you imme-
duately.

Edward. (impetuously) It was I who threw the money
down, sir. h

Sir R. You, siv!

Edward. And 1 demand you will retract the fool, sjy.

Sir R. It was very mconsiderate of you, sir.

Edward. You add abuse to abuse, sir.

Sir R. Ithink 1 have expressed myself much too mild.
(with increasing rage) "I'hus the* pretty expressions  have
just heard below were ajmed at my sister’s’ windows, at
which the boys signiticantly pointed with theirWingens.

Edward. Sir, you ought first to have waited tor an ex-
planation. ‘

Sir R. 1am persuaded nothing unbecoming has passed
o ; 1 kuow myeister, but who exeept myself knows her ?
Mﬂesaue‘ is here equally repreheusible as vice:
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she is a poor gitl, the wealthy man can maké no reparation
here; our happiness bas long since heen anuihilated, aud
now our 1eputation also.

Ldward. You forget yomself, sir.

S R. Heavens! am I suil standmg here with my
swod still in my scabbaid !—You would not put up with
the fool, sir; well then [ will retmet 1t, and supply its
place with wllam !

Edward. Hell and funy ! this requires satisfaction.

Sir R. 1 demand satisfaction fom you.

Ldward. Away this mstant,

Sir R. Whan you choose, [ Exeunt.

SCENE I A setired spot in the Park.

Cuter Epwarpd and Sir Ricuarp 4TarTLY. |

Edeard. Tl 1s the proper place, su, here nobody will
interrupt us. (draas his saord)

Sir R. Stop a momunt, sir.—

Edward. Not one second ; never did a Wildair put up
=0 long with au affiont.

Sa R. T will uot dpart from hence withont affordmg
vou ample satisfaction, L give you my word of honor upon
\t: but I shall not fight without having fust spoken.

Edward. No evasions, no excuses.

Sir R. Evasions, cxcuscs! —what do you take me foi ?
—what [ want to say, does not 1egard myself, but two dis-
tiessed and amiable women.

Edward. First blood, then woids.

Sir R. Tt nught be too late then—in gjgmt, sir, you may
Ll me, but I am determined not to diaw my sword before
yon have heaid me.

Fdward. You were much quicher with your tongue.

Sir R. Say whatever you please, you will not provole
me, the walk hyger has cooled me, you have nobody to pro-
vide for, L have a wifp and sister.

Edward. Do yop mean to scicen yourself ?

Sir R, (ngitated) Sir, 1 have pledged my honor to give
you sati }acuqn, wqw let me speak, for speak I must.

Eduard. (leans impaticntly on his sword.) Well, go
on, 8Ir,

Si» R. You have offendud me and I you, my blood or
vours must atope for it, that's » decided matter ; you are
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a gentleman, and rich, my sister-assured me you were also
susceptible of generous feelmgs; T am poor and unfor-
tunate, what is to become of my wife and sister if { fall ?

Edward. You ought to have considered this before.

Sir R. This is not the answer of a rich and generous
man ; wow you are thirsting after revenge, that will be over
in a quarter of an It what would you answer me then if
I (‘Ollllld then ask you ?

( Edward places hisstord under his arm, observes him for
some time with a pesetrating look, IHartly views him
with a melancholy countenance.)

Edward. 1 will provide for yours.

Sir R. That’s what 1 expectcd.

Edward. And now

Sir R. Hold, 1 must explain myself further.

Eduard. Still further explanation !

Sir R. They are mateiial to the business, mine are
strange and helpless in this great town, they must not re-
main here. I will require no other aseistance fiom you, sit,
than that you send to a female relation who hives in Wales—
will you comply with my request?

Edward. 1 will.

Sir R. Here is my pocket-book, (lays it on the ground
between them) should 1 fall, you will find the documents of
my rank and misfortuncs.

Edward. Very well.
Sir R. Promise me to hold sacred the virtue of my

wife, and innocence of my sister, vow to me that you will
respect my misfiiptune, cngage yourself to see neither of
them, let whatever you propose to do for thein be exe-
cated by a third person—will you do so?

Edward. 1 will.

Sir R. If you will keep your word, I will bless you
dying, but should you violate it, then my blood will de-
nounce you before God. (draws) New, sir.

Edward, You spshe of your ravk.

8ir R. 1 wear a uniform, be this sufficient fsr you—
now 1o the point. “

Edward. Your words, your behaviour puizle me; you
have an amiablé sister, 8 worthy noble girl ; 1 do not know
your wife, pethaps she resembles your sister, it pierces my
vory beast to muder this moment two suek ereitares stil

—
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more ‘unhappy than they are already without this, for let
happen what may, you niust be sensible, that the issue can
never be favorable to you; if I fall, flight or prison will
be your lot.

Sir R. 1 know it.

Edward. Aud what will be the fate of those who de-
pend on you ! L

Sir R. 1 have made np my mitd.

Jidward. The peculiar distress pdiler which you labor
mduces me to do what, by heswens, 1 would not have
done on any other account; I will admit of an apology,
one simple conciliatory word, in the room of bloody satis-
faction—you say nothing

Sir R. (pause) Nothing.

Liduw d. Then 1 have nothing to reproach myself with.
(They fight, Hartly makes but a weak defence ; after some
turns he abruptly exposes his breast to the discretion of
Edward ; Fdward withdraws alarmed.) What is the
meauing of this?

Sir R. (resumes his position.) Go on, go on.

Edward. Hold, sir, will you make an assassin of me ¢

Sir R. Have you satisfaction

Ldward. (considering a moment) I almost think T have,
(pause) your life was in my power, was it not?

Nir R. Possibly.

Edward. You were resolved to die.

Sir R. 1 am not to account to you.

Edward. But I am to account to myself. (pause)
Sir, 1 hereby declare that I consider vogas a dead persoa,
(puts up his sword,) consequently 1 may now, without any
imprepriety, examine the contents- of this pocket-boeok,
(takesat up from the ground.)

Sir R. What are you going to do, sir {

Edwayrd. 1 am a man of honor, sir; answer me like an
honest man; you.demanded my woid to provide for your
spouse and sister, 1 gave you my word on it, and now
you would have me kill you ; have I conjectured right ?

Sir R. (in excess of grief) 1am an incumbrance:on
my family, and have not a morsel of bread to give them.

Edward. No more of it, you have insulted me; for
which-X have just now run my sword through your hedy.
You dosk speak very naturally, for you. are dead. 1 still
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perfeetly recollect your legacy, and my promise: now,
my good deceased sir, it will appear whbether I am a
villam, now I bave a claim to your confidence; your
family is now mine, 1 have given my word, aud by heavens
I will keep it.

Sir R. Extraordinary young man! yes, you inspire me
with confidence, but best my disclosing my situation to.you
should incur the imputation of begging, you must first
promise not to offer Ele any assistance.

Edward. A curious ‘ggndition iudeed! dont you know,
sir, that you must not prescribe me any terms.at all—you
are dead, and this pocket-book will fully instruct me what
1 am to do. (epens ir)

Sir R. Give yourself no trouble, 1 am—

Edward. (having meantime taken a leiter out of the
pocket-book, reads the direction) Sir Richard }lartly!

Sir R. The same.

Edward. Baronet.

Sir R. Yes.

Edward. Why did you keep that secret, why did you
go simply by the name of Hartly, and your sister is—

Sir R. A mantna-maker.

Edward. What of that, virtue and merit are the same
in those who make dresses, as in those who wear them, |
have a greater esteem for the mun aho lives the protector of
merit and virtuc in the third story, than he who resides in
pomp and grandeur n the first.

Sir . Very few are of that opinion.

Edward. Ohyges, only they do not seem to think so;
now I myself for instance—you thought me a rich rake of

uality and nothing clse, but by heavens I am more than
at.

Sir R. (shakiwg" hands with him) Infinitely more.

Edward., Logk’e, this shaking hands I consider as a
formal apology. ' :

. Sir R. ltis. .

- Edward. Theu b‘ﬁmh at your false delicacy, Would I
then have offered your sister gold, would 1 not hase offer-
ed her my hand, ’

Sir R. My. Wildair! T

" Edward. Nothing but the disparity of our rank deterred
me, from beforeaskimg my fathei's consesit, but new—
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Sir R. Have you discovered the real virtue of the girl,
would yoa without any consideration respecting fortune—

Edward. Come along with me to her and counvince
yourself.

Sir R. First, once more I ask your pardon for my im-~
petnosity; I was just returnmg for the fourteenth time
from the door of a gieat man, vihere prmpered fooumen
spuined me away; 1 was full of.ratbeour against all men,
against all those that are culled e, and nobly do not.
think ; I returned hopeless, desgiair filled iny breast, when
I listened carelessly to the gosdiping in the street; in this
humor 1 canie up staits, behield you pressing my sister's
hand to your lips, and learned at Jast the history of the
gnineas, conceived my sistc1’s honor injured—and my
heart, my oppressed heart, did vent 1tself—pardon me.

Edunard. F will pardon every thing, eaccpting your in-
tention to make me your muderer.

Sur R. It was the highest pitch of despondence, des-
pair of every hope, the extuiction of the last glimmering
prospect of support ; nurtwed in prosperity 1 never learn-
«d to suffer, an incumbrance to my family, a useless
member of the comwunity 1 thought death—

Edward. Enough, the unfortunate mnan must not be
called to an account by the fortunate, to whom the practice
of every viitue is easy, but where is the merit ¢ come let
us go arm iu arm to your sister, that 1 may this very day—
but hold, a dicadful thought suddenly strikes me; if she
should prefer embroidering roses on waistcoats to strewing
them in the path of my life—how the

Sirdt. 1 g:ve no reason to apprehend that from what
she spoke of you. s

Edward. Indeed, what did she say, do tell me, brother,
what were her heavenly words ¢

Sir R. There is another thing to Re considered, sir,
you have not yet obtained your father'¥consent, and thit
1s to be the principal dowry for my gister.

Edward. Yes, you are right, first let us go*to him, and
thes #% her, my duty and your sister’s honor requires it ;
now lét us part, to meet soon again, not & ward to
sister of what has passed, or rather you inay let her know
you ran your sword quite throngh my body—and then
observehow that‘report will effect her; whether she scxcams,
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—whether she bursts out into tears, or even faints away,—
ecstatic thought, 1 «culd ryn mad with joy, mind, my dear
fellow, if she shoulu happen to faint, send for me instantly,
I'll thiow mysel(l al her fcet, then she'll revive, behold her
sink into mv arms —dan’m¢ 1 must go, o1 else 1 shall fant
away myself.

ACT 1V, .
SCLENL L. dpartment of the Countess.

Countrss and Lynra,

Countess. (holding a billet wn her handy Who brought
this billet?

Lydia. A lad.

Countess. Strange (1cads the superscription) “ to Lady
Wildan.” { am not Lady Wildan.

Lydia. But it was your ladyslup’s maiden name, and
since there exists no other Lady Wilidair at this place—

Countess. You thk 1 might open 1t without scruple,

Lydia. Certainly.

Countess. 1 can’t help thinking but theie is some mis-
take.

Lydia. The only way to discover it, is to open the
letter.

Countess. You are 1ight. (opens it) ¢ An unfortunate
stranger puisued by your <pouse and son, entreats your
protection, Bardness Liartly,” very dioll mdeed. 1t is now
two years since I became a widow, besides [ never had
a son, and am requested to check his persecutions.

Lydia. A thought strikes me.

Countess. Let me have it,

% Lydia. As your ladyship residcs in this house, it is pro-
biftle that the strauger imagined you to be the spouse of
your brotiils.

Couniess. Probably so—but if she did, what then?—1
dont think that my brother—

Lydia. (archly) Why notr .

Countess. 1At his age.

Lydia. I hope ,yoRe Jadyshipy wont take it amiss, what

" ”‘, .
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is bred jo the bone, will never be out of the flesh, that very
shawl your ladyship wears— T

Countess. Well. o

Lydia. Was originally intended for me.

Countess. For you!

Lydia. As a compensation for a kiss.

Countess. But how then cawe 1 by it?

Lydia. That I dont know. . -

Countess. Old Corvdon, Il gk you pav for that.

Lydia. 'The young squue is pi Fess a gay gentleman.

Conntess. Most suzely 1 peligeive the persous alluded
to in the letter, are mn pretty relations—1lark’ee Lydia,
you must leavc me this shawl for the day, to-morrow 1t
shall he yows,

Lydia. 1 thank your ladyship.

Countess. We must devise some trick now, that Lady—
she calls herself Baroncss, an unfortunate persou, she:may
be an impostor too,—is the lad sull there ? e

Lydia. He is waiing for an answer. ks

Countess. Go let the stranger huow I shall be glad to
see her immediately—stop (considering) If 1 let ber come
here, my brother or my nephew may weet her; better that
I go to her, but will tus be properi—If she should turn
out a common 1mpostor—no matter, she calls herself un~
fortunate, to be deceised by an impulse of humanity is no
shame, go and inquire whure she dwells, 1 wall go thither
myself. (ezit Lydw)y Wdl very fine indeed, my brother
canpot see his own toibles, mercy on an aged female with
a young heart, then there is a continual jeering and scoff-
ing—but really such things are much fore paidonable in
women than in men, we are boin to love and be beluyed,
and is it wrong in us, when we endeavour to mamtain this
prerogative to the very last—but such an old lord of the
creation, in whose hoary locks Zephyrs play—who had
rather join the Romaus of old in erecting a temple w the
god of coughs—hush ! ’ ﬁg‘

[Enter S1r Harry.] a4

Sir H. Good evening, sister, 1 camne to ask whether 1
shall have the pleasure of your company to the theatss ?

Countess. V&hut picce is performed to-night ?,

Sir H. The Constuat Couple.,

" Countess. 'That's yous bistory.
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Sir H. I am still very partial to that bomorous piece,
it has established my fame jn the fashionable world, and
for a long time after it came'out it facllxt»ated many a con-
‘quest to me,

& Countess. A long time after; yon were not very good
en.

Sir H. But you'll allow me to have been a handsome
fellow—and still haye“$qme remaining features (looks in
a glass.) o8 iy

Countess. What ageimyou now ?

Sir H. Really it is gtonishing how I have preserved
myself.

Countess, What age are you ?

Sir H. Especially if you consider that I have lived
pretty freely.

‘Counless. What age are you ?

- ®ir H. And that the fatigues of a campaign—

Wc&s What age?

H. (impatiently) Hark’e sister, one may easily per-
ceive ‘that you have spent the greatest part of your life in
the country, for you have not the least grain of good
‘manners.

Countess. Excuse me, I fancicd it was a man I spoke
%o, or perhaps you allude—oh now I recollect, indeed
‘brother you are right, I have not yet returned you my
thanks for your handsome present.

Sir H. What present ?

Countess. The beautiful shawl you sent me this morn-
ing by Edward.

Sir H. Is that'it?

Lountess, Aye, I never felt one so soft, so comfortable

8ir H. I am glad of it.

* Countess. Only tell me what mspn'ed you wuth this
mllant idea?

vir H, Why —1 was going through Bond Street—

—

Countessi¥Thought of me.

Sir H.Of eourse thought of you.

Countess. And so you bought this for me ?

Sir H. Yes, yes, for you.

. Countess. ©Oh this was: charming of you, and I mliy
mve you a kiss for it. (embraces kim) .
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Sir £1. Your very humble servant.

Countess. To be sure it was not the kiss of a young
pretty girl.

Sir H. How yon talk, those times are past, such thoughts
no more disturb me.

Countess. Oh, [ know that,—1 know that you mow
give up those frailties to your son.

Sir Il. (ludicrously sighing) Ase, to my son.

Countess. But 1 must really thinleof some return,

Sir 1. Theie's no occasiony

Countess. Oh yes there isfgach an elegant token of
your brotherly attention must not remain unrewarded. 1
will summon all my wit, to do honor to the name of
Wildair. (taps him on ihe shoulder with her fun) Adieu
little rogue. [ Exit.

Sir H. (solus) Away with you, old tabby, Ilove thee
with all my heart, but at present thou art rather im my
way.—L really belicve she spics me now and then—there
appeared to be something ambiguous in her woids : so the
woinen in general act, in their vouth, they suffer us to pay
our addresses to themn with dowucast eyes, but when they
become old, thcy open them wide to observe where ad-
dresses are paid to others: (/isfens) the chariot draws up,
she is gone, now for the roguish chambermard (opens the
closet door) Lydia, lydia.

Lydia. (witlhin) Who calls ?

Sir H. Come hither, make haste, a propitious moment
this—sister gone, two servants gone along with her, my
spark of a son abroad.

: [Enter Epwarp lastily.)

Edward. My dear father. ‘

Sir I, Zounds what the devil brings you here aggig.

Edward. 1 have been looking for you cvery where ; un-
derstanding you were at my aunt’s, 1 flew hither. .

Sir Il. 1 wish you had flown in an air w%‘o
Egypt.

[Enter Lypra.] A
Lydia. Your honor called, what is your pleasure?
Sir H. (at a loss) I called! ;
dia. 1 thought so.
Sir H. Qh, oh, 1 only wanted to ask whether my

sister—
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Lydia. She is just gone abroad.

S 11. Very well, child, that’s all I wantcd to know,
that’s all,

Lydra. Then Pl return agan to my work. [Evr.

Su I Now only teli me, you damnn’d busy hody, what
i3 vowr buuncss with me, do you want mouey agam?
there, ad now pach oft

bawwd ‘Vine time § want <omethmg fm more m-
valt ibic—1y - bl watig—s

Su H Blessmg, with all mv heart, heaven bless thee
and betow ou thee ten such precious sons as thou thyseif
art, are vou satishied po e

Eoward 1 wish to mans,

Su o Many ' 1 oam glad of 1t, exceedwngly glad -
deed mmnd, that will tame you—Well, and who do you
wish o marry ?

Eduard N Hatly.,

S» H 1 dont know her,

Lduard. She 15 utterly unknown hete.

S 1 ‘That s bad.

Edrnaird. She s vay poor.

Sir 11 sull worse.

Eduard. Her brother 1s a heutenant m the army.

S 11 Oh oh, Luwenant Hartly—1 have some
know ledge of him,

Funara 1 mosench of preier nent.

S H Aund s binsddf sought attn.,

Edward He s ot a gued and anaent famaly

Sir H 1 hnow—

Fuward "Lhe gnlis beaut ful, well horn, and well bred.

Su 11 A vay angel, of course,

Edrard lu <hoit, dear tather, 1t 1s the pretty mantua-
maker ol whom | spoke to you this morming.

Sir H How, do vou nean to many a man'ua-maker ?

feward. But L tell vou she 15 of quahty.

H. Cun you sufter such stoties to be imposed on

.

ou?
Edn ard have proofs.
Sar . Hark’e, kdward, I bave a preat respect for
retty mantu i-nfakers, they are a class ot people | am very
Faml of hut A« for & daughier-in-law, thit will never deo.
Edward. Batshe 19 not whai she seemns to be.
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Sir H. No matter— . . ‘ .

Edward: (very modestly) Yet [ know—that my father-—
once deemed my mother—still less— .

Sir 1. No more. - : »

* FEdward. Shall the noble-minded girl be disdained for
having stooped to work for the maintenance of a brother !
Shall Miss Angelica Hartly—

Ser H. Angelica!l is her natlie oelica !

Edward. She bears the namgsafimy mother.

Sir H. (with some emotion)," And yet she was but a poor
strange girl—Such a gitl us your mother was, you will not
find m half Furope.

Edward. 'Then my Angelica, 1 suppose, belongs to the
other haif.

Nir . Nonsense! ‘

ﬁ)r/nurt/. Do but behold ber, dear father—only speak’
to her. ‘

Sir I{. What will that signify ? she’l prepossess me, I
dotit donbt that; she is young and pretty, and on such oc-
casions, | am not of marble neither— But her stories of
birth and family, and so forth, she will never be able to
pass on mie, they will only do for your age.

LEdward. But the documents | have,—

Sir H. Besides, I have no good opinion of that lieu
tenant her brother.

Edward. He is a gentleman, in every sense of the
word.

Sir 1. However, he is in quest of a commission, and
has, besides, somne amours, that I know.

Eduard. He!

Sir H. Yes, yes, [ know that,

LEdward. Probably that in better days. - N

. Sir H. But he should give it up mow; love never
thrives in poverty ; every school-boy will tell you that:

Edward. Upon my word, dear father— '

Sir 1. You are in love, so L can’t take your w

Edward. His thoughts are not about thifgwomen.

Sir H. Then all the women think of him. - .

.Edward. I know, my dear father, you will rejcize to
see. your 4on posscss what you ouce eujoyed yourseif, un-
disturbed felicity at. the side of a poor but modest girl,
avhose sense’ of gratitude embellishes. the charms of love,
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and eshauces the price of virtue, who will neither uin me
by her foolisl pomp, por make me ridicalous by fashion-
able levities, . B
. 8ir H. A mere fomance. ,
Edward. 1tis in your power to render it a matter o
fact. .
Sir H. 1 see there is no getting rid of hum.
Edward. Will you go.#ad see the girl?
Sir H. Perhaps | apupc.
. Edward. (entreating) Soon, soqu—
Sir I1. Be gone now.
Edward. Even this very day ?
Sir H. If you stop two mionutes longer, I am deter-
mined never to go.
Edward. 1 am going—may I in the joterim tell my
bride
Sir H. How ! bride'—we are not come to that yet.
Edward. Oh, you’ll have a charming daughter-in-law ;
take care, dear father, you’ll fall in love with her ydur-
self. . [ Exit.
Sir H. (solus) Fall in love with her myself indeed !—
and so I will; I will revenge myself on you, my boy, for
8o often crossing my designs. (going to the closet) At last
the coast is clear agnin-—iounds! the door is locked. (peeps
through the key-hole) Lydia! Lydia! .
. fgnter GrEGORY GARGLE.]
Gregory.” Your honor. ,
Sir H. Has the devil again invented another plague for
me 2 What dost thon waut, old Gargle, be brief.
Gregory. [ have delivered the ear-rings to Mrs. Elton.
- Sty %I. She accepted them.

Gregory. Aye. ) . '

’gﬁi Huzza! i .

X ry. Here is Iikewise a billet. BT
Xs &l. From her? ,

ory, Aye.
agi"r A Gi‘ it me, and pack off. [Exzit Gregory
smiling, .
. Sir H. (solus, veading a letter) * The landlady. is a
“ 'bahbler.”——-'l‘r’u, sol:ie is. “ As soon as night comes.
“:‘s, 'H find me in the park :” Charming | “ ou, will
4 et me by a'white vell, Emily Eltoa.” &
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cellent, oh, the ear-rings have done wonders, stop, let me
1ecollect, bow did she say (mimicking her) “ Female virtue
ought to be cqually sacred to you in the lady, as the
beggar.” All 1ight, that’s the general cant, * Go, sir, let
e never see you again,” that is to say, let me never see
you without the diamond car-rings, this ¢ after night sets
m "—but it is dark alreadv (going fo the closet door) good
night, Lydia—this time thou sust yemain in solitude, like
Penelope employed at thy tambeusframe ; out of coquet-
ry, thon hast shut the door, and for thy punishment thou
shalt be supplanted.

SCENE I1. A4 walk in the Purk, night, moonshine.

Edward. (solus) Shall 1 go to her? Dare I, without
my father’s consent—I cairy hope indeed, but only hope,
no certamty, 1f he should change his mind—f she should
not please him! if he should give a positive refusal—I
really believe it would make me wretched indeed : wretch-
ed! what is that? T never was wretched, still 1 begin to
fear 1 hihkewise may be so—he! he! he! there is a fine
sight, indeed ; )oun§ Wildair walking by moonlight,  sizh-
ing lihe furnace to his mistress’ eyebrow.” It is very plain
T am now in love, most terribly in love (sits down on a
bench) oh thou hallowed and chaste moon, for these man
years thou hast been witness to all the foolish pranks whic‘,l'
men have committed in thy sight, onlytell mehow it is possi-
ble theydo not notice thee laugh >—1 am in a pettish humor,
and would fain vent my ire on thee, thou insipid moon, thou
art perpetually smiling like a coutier, showest always the
sameface like a married man,and trudgest continually up and
down the same track like a sentinel ( pause) oh, that gives
me no relief cither, I wish I could get into some scrgpe
or other, something lively, I woulﬁ not mind a 1'&5,
sparring or so, 1 am just in the humor to give or receive
a good diubbing. (enter Countess and Mrs. Elton@h
veiled) What have we got here, a couple gf femalés'? I
suppost they are come to pay their respec the moon,
and veiled too, hush, this bids fair to become interesting.

Countess. (slowly) Take courage, if the directions were
fight.

ngs. E. He gave it me in his fiist lctter after he reach-
ed town.
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- Bdward. (uside) They are talking-about letters.
Countess. My footman will be back immedately.
Edward. The ladies would make me believe they keep

a footman.

Countess. You may expect to see your husband even to-
night.

‘ngs E. I tremble through fear and joy.

Edward. (aside) Their-voices are not quite unfamiliar
to me. e

Countess. Be easy, dear Baroness—

Edward (aside) Baroness. that’s a good one.

Mrs, E. Alas! my dear Countess.

Edward (aside) Still better, we shall have a Duchess
presently.

Mys. E. In such a great town, what would havc be-
come of me without your protection ?

Edward. (aside) Lven the same, as Miss appears to
be now.

[Enter Janmes, wrapt in a great-coat.
James. Madam, | have found out his lodginugs.
Mys. E. (in joyous emotion) Found out—
Edward. (uside) Found out what ¢
Mprs, .. Was he ut home
James. I believe he was.

Mrs. E. Is he well ?

Jumes. | can’t suy.

Edward. (aside) There’s a tender enquiry.

Countess. Then we have attained our view, -
Edward. (aside) 'The devil you have !

Countess. 1 will witness your transposts.

Edward. There is no need of that, transports of this
nature are better fult without witnesses.

: Countess. Withdraw, my dear friend, 1 pcrceue coming
yonder a figure wrapt in a grey cloak somewhat slow and

y. Tl veuture a trifle it's our hoary knight, go
myifear, my.equipage wails at the gate.

Edward. Juide) Equipage 100—

Countess. Go, James, wgit at some little distance
from my house, from thence drive to his lodgings : 1l
follow you in a hackney coach, o

Mrs. K. Geyerous woman!

Countess. Dont talk of generpsity, 1 only endeavom' to

-
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lnde, not expose the frailties of my relatione, with parental
chanty. [ Ereunt Mrs. Liton and James.

Eduard (asde) One goes the other stays, how will
this end -

Countess 1t 19 he hs gout 13 m conflict with his im-
pate we. (Luter St Havry, wrapped ana grey cloak,
appeers 1 the bedd ground and couehs  the Countess
TPl L s 0 4)

I ovotd (i) sonol e, vay wdl, I may cough
too (4

St v A by von, my far lad !

(o 2 N |

b oo ¢ v o Axoudisnus

S fr ot oy o oam, tas plice 18 so ey posed,
thav . n b te o tesats var ciudly weather,

I cro v 20 Tor shme, old qontle i, never ggind
alttie o )

S Fuukw Had better go

€ ¢« (  in s corc) Any whiere vou please.

£ oo (1 Iy a oo il vou didly s s not tarr,
Twas v hos o a oo | dhidtcome off without
my b e ¢ oy whid oy pow, e ?

So Hovis qacemoapt up i bes cloud 8y as to digune
Aes ver € Wihoos th ttovan ar?

I «ad 1 canot1enam a conl speetator when a
wortw s aned off, ot le st by sich a hobbhug old fllow
as viu re

St 1 (asudey Father and son, by he avens,

Coun tss (avde) My nephen ! chnmmmg

Eauard. Wi, what1s all this whispenng for, you see
me determned to make one of vour party this evenmg:
provided the hidv 1s handwome, which I dont doubt, and
you a jovial old buck, which 1 am much nchned teo
behese

Sw 11 Young man m
Lidna d 1 hope my yjouth 15 none ofy,my gridtest
impatcoons, *

Sa I You tale libeition,

Eawmrd Daw’me af | an’t the most modest man in the
world, another m my plice weuld have made you sneak
oft an hour ag0.

Su 1 staud off there
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Edward. You dont stir.

Sir H. (discovers his face) lmipudent boy!

‘Edward. (start.ng) What!

Sir . Get out of the way there.

Edward. What the devil—I really belicve—this voice
—1’ll be shot if this isn’t my father.

Sir H Who meets thee every where, where thou
shouldst not be.

Edward. 1 beg a thousand pardons.

Sir H. Go to hell!

Edward. How could I possibly suppose—

Sir H. Begone this moment !

Edward. (aromcally) That my father at the age of
sixty-threc—

Sir I1. Be damb—

ward. At this time of the night in such company.
ir 11. This puts me m a rage.

Edward. la!ha! ha! now, dear papa, you must allow
this to be a devihish good jobe.

Countess. (thr owing back her veil) For shame, Edward.

Edward. Bless me, my annt !

Sur I1. (fets go her are) Damnation !

Countess. Are you not ashamed to harbour such sus-
picions against your vencrable father ?

Edward. 1s 1t you indeed, Madam.

Countess. It is to be sure, is there any thing surprising
m itf it’s a fine mght, and your fathes had a md to take
a walk, 1s it not so, biother ?

Sir I1. 'To be sure.

Countess. And then comes such a saucy boy, and stands
%o our way uttening such a volley of impudent language,
and perhaps at last of all, <upposes the old father to be as
abandoned a rake as his son.

Sir H. Indeed it is shocking to lay such things to me.
" tess. Farth, | adnured your forbearance.

o Il me, who 1n all modcsty and decency, took
a walh withi#y own 1deutical sister.

Edward, 1 am qutc confounded—dear father—good
aunt—curse me if | know what to say——1t was one of my
mad tricks, or the devil had a hand in it, 1 am really
ashamed, '

Countess. Go then and be ashamed at home.



SCENR 1I. A COMEDY. aon

[Edward. Your humble servant— [Exit.

Sir H. (stands confounded, looking at the moon.)

Countess. (observes himn smiling) Well, wont you look
at me, brother?

Sir H. 1 know you perfectly well.

Countess. This time f bave saved your reputation.

Sir 1. Thank’e.

Countess. Mrs. Elton directed ine—

Sir 11, Damned woman!

Countess. To deliver to you these diamond ear-rings.

Ser H. 'That’s all one plot.

Countess. Which she supposes through a mistake—

Sur 11, 1ts all nght, give then to me.

Countess. Is every thing adjusted now ?

Ser 4. Yes.

Countcss. Shall we call a coach”

Sir H. No!

Countess. Walk then—

Sir H. No!

Countess. But T dont choose 10 stroll about any longer.

Sur I1. Then go home.

Countess. Quite alone—

Sir 14. Dhd you not come alone ?

Countess. Then you mean to take another walk,

Sir 1. Yecs.

Countess. To reflect on the adventure.

Sir II. Yes.

Countess. And cool a little.

Sir 1. No!

Countess. Then I wish you good night.

Sir H. ‘Good night. (Countess, tapping him waggishly
on the shoulders)

Sir H. (solus, pause) No clown on earth shows a more
stupid appeaiance, than that which I bear now ; ’tis plain,
I've no success with ear-rings; but my son, th:
less varlet. I must serve him a trich, and I'll ga#sthis
instant to work about it.

*
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ACT V,
Angehea’s Apariment.

“ANGFIICA.

dng. He comes not yet, shouid my brother have de-
cetved me, if the dudd should hase taken a fatal termnnation,
Edward pethaps wounded.  No! no!' Richad's coun-

- tengnee was serene, 1 Llood had been shed, he would
not have been so composcd. But lus father's consent,
will be obtam that? Jot me conuane o he mdastrious,
let me not be die fiom auadea of beng cheady a rich
Tady ; bis father wiil not consent, yet I may ndulge a liule
vasity, since | have captivarad the noble south unassisted
by any borioned wite. Ye mdepondent fiir who bebold
vumbers of men at your feet fagmug vue love, if with
your wezlth you could puichase a httle wimdow to every
Lreast, how wouwld vou stat! theiefme | thank heaven
for having reduced me to poverty, that | mught find a
heart congental 10 my own, not won by the attractions of
a pouerful undle or the cxpectatrons of a wealthy aunt.
(hkuyeking at the domy Who s thee ?
[toter Sir Hawvpy ] '

Sir . Am | heie ai—(stants at the sight of dngelica.)

Ang. At whose—

Nir H. (aside) Faith the boy has alnost as good a taste
as myself,
& Ang. Whont do you want, sir.

St H. Why I was in search of a pretty girl, and have
found sn angel. '

Aug. | .dont comprehend.

b /1. Are you Miss Hartly ?

. I ag.

Sir H. Ifyour eves speak the language of your name,
they will cguse a deal of muschief,

Ang. ‘B my eyes, sir, bave inspired you with this shallow
wit, they certainly have caused some mischief already. |
L . Brawo ! the impiession first made by your can-
dor, is completed by your sense.
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Ang. Permit me to ask what made you come up three
pair of stairs 1o seek my sense ?

Sir I. Toadmireit,

Ang. Since every obiect, when seen from afar, appears
greater than it really is: I am vain enough to request you
will i future admire my sense at a distance.

Sir H. Impossible ! aninvisible power attracts me, I
resist—vain attempt—a dizziness scizes me, and [ am al-
most inclined to admit all the vortexes, eddies, and whirls,
held forth in the system of Descartes. o

Ang. Your hcad, at least, is no proof against his sys«
tem. : at

Sir 11. Alas! the question is merely of my heart; it
beats, it throbs,—

Ang. (ironically) Perhaps the number of years in your
fifteenth lustre— - '

Sir I{. (aside) Zounds, that’s sharp ! (aloud) Well done,
I like repartee, do but confess you are not what you seem .
to be. -

Ang. That’s more than people in general can say ; you,
sir, are in every respect what you seem to be.

Sir I1. 'This sounds rather equivocal, if you would but
comprehend me, my pretty.

Ang. Withdraw, sir, I shall never comprehend you.

Sir H. Repose some confidence in me, my experiénce,
my knowledge of the world—

Ang. Sir, you are now in the abode of junocence,
which ought to be considered as hallowed as a temple.

Sir H. (aside) Faith, appearance does not deceive here,

Arg. Ouce more, sir, withdraw.

Sir H. (uside) 1 could almost wish the proverb woul#
prove false. (aloud) Do you know me, Miss?

Ang. Already too well. :

Sir H. 1 you too litlle. (aside) 1 must push the attack

Ang. Let me calltion you, not to presume upon w
tary situation; I am not defenceless, thouﬁ alond;¥ 1’1l
call for assistance. “‘ :

Sir H. Wherefore— .

Ang. I will be alone ; these apartments are mine, $ir.

- 8ir H. Well then, bicause these wreichied rooths are
yours, I must not leave 1. .. you must residc in some more
suitable uncs; diamonds ur: never set in lead. 1 know
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you work for pay; you msake millinery—what a degra-
dation! a lady who stoops thus to serve, would even tempt
&Tces themselves to turn mantug-makers.

Ang. (overcome by grief and indignation) 1 never be-
fore suffered such humiliation as at this present moment.
(bursting into tears) Oh if indigence justifies such pro-

sals, who dares maintain that poverty 1s no evil ?

Sir H. (aside) She weeps; 1've gone too far.

Ang. 1 am an unfortinate being ; 1 have shed alrcady
many tears, but none so bitter as these ; however rich you
may be, sir, you cannot expiate these tears.

-w Sir 1I. (aside) That’s not deception however. (aloud
and embarrased) Miss—

Ang. If, in the course of your advanced life, you never
judgej otherwise of our sex, I must pity you, for then you
certainly never experienced love.

- Sir H.~(aside) By heavens, this onc really is what she
seems. (aloud) Madam, | beg—

Ang. But if ever there was a period in your life in which
you were blessed with virtuous love, if ever you bad a wife
that sat to the picture of female dignity, so gracefully and
truly designed by one of our greatest poets,—

Sir H. (with emotion and hastily) Yes, such a one I
had. :

. Then1 conjure you, by the memory of that soul
s0 near akin to my own, respect my inmocence; for it is
my only fortune. ' ' .

8ir H. Pardon me, madam=—yes, I know such a soul
inyour presence; that thought ought to"have struck me:
goner, for your sentiments, your ardor in pleading for in-
cence and virtuc, iu short, every thing recals that image
to my mind: and perhaps it is my fate, for the second
time, to find happiness of life, where I sought nothing but
ment.
"ifeg. 1 dont comprehend.

H. A painful sensation prevents me at present from
discovering W¥self: you inight perhaps pardon me for the
sake of my name, which would be mere than I deserve ; fu-

- turity, however, will soon teach you that a foolish action is
amuchy casier to repair in the fifteenth lustre, than inthe
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Ang. (going to answer, sees her brother enter somewhat
abrupll:) My brother.

Sir R. Good evening, sister. (bows to Sir Harry, who
returns his compliment rather in an embdarrassed munner)
Who is this gentleman ¢

Ang. (embarrassed, drearlmg' ler brother’s impeluous
Iemper) This geutlemon is a stranger, who mistook the
aparticuts, did you not, sir

Sir H. 1 have been mistaken indeed.

Ang. He was looking for sumebody whom he has not
found. ,

Sir H. (aside) And found here hat I did not look®
for.

Sir R. We uare strangers ourselves in_this place, and
shall hardly be able 1o give you a proper direction.

Sir H. 1 have reccived some very proper directions
already.

Sir R. Then give me leave to light you down, it is very
dark on the stanicuse,

Sir H. May | improve upon this accideut, may 1 visit
again ?

Sir R. Yeu must certainly perceive, sir, that we are
not in a situation to receive visitors.

Sir H. A good will is the best recommendations for
guests, aud I am bold enough to say, I think I shall yet be
very welcome here : mind what 1 say, very welcome !

[Exit, conducied by Sir R. holding a candle.

. Ang. (aside) 4 doubt it much, (At the door they meet
E ward)

Edward. What, my father here! .

Ang. and Sir R. His father!

Sir H. (aside) Zounds! father and son again.

Edward. I can guess his Dusness herc he certainly
came through my cntreaties.

Sir H. (uszde) You're greatly mistaken. :

Edward. To convince himself what exaltsill merit An*
gelica possesses, and to have a proof whether I have bm
blinded by mere passion alone.

Sir. H. Aye, aye, certamly.

Sir R. Sir Harry, we are poor honest people, by bmh
and sentiments worthy, of your alliance, in power and
affluence by far your iuferiors.

No. X11. N.Br.Th. Voulll.. <D
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‘8ir H. T know, I know. (aside) I've got into a fine
hobble.

Edward. Oh you know very little of my father, if you
doubt his magnanimity.

Ang. Sir Harry, I am quite ashamed.

‘Sir . Now she too will have at me.

Ang. I am now conviuced that you only meant to put
me to the trial.

Sir H. I beg, madam, no more of it.

Ang. The toue which you assumed towards me,—

Sir H. Let us say no more of what 1 have been insti-
‘gated to by parental solicitude. -

Ang. Fool that 1 was, 10 believe—

Sir 1. Torbear, madam, to punish my distrust.

Sir R. T hope, sister, your behaviour does not require
an apology.

.S:r I, Not the least, we only did not know each other.

Edward. Dear 1alher, you are kindness itself. At the
very moment when you had just rcason to be displeased
with me,—

Sir H. No matter, that is all forgotten.

Edward. Whenin the purk, —

Sir H. Enough, son, ! will hear no more of that.

EKdward. At ihat very moment, you took the resolution
to promote my happiness.

Sir H. I am glad to hear you acknowledge it; this
convinces you to what lengths parental affection will go.

Edward. And the reccption you met with from An-
gehca, confess, dear father, you scarce expected it.

Sir H. Very truc, 1 doubted—

Edward. But now every doubt is vanished, and I may
hope—dear father, may I indulge hope—

Sir H. (aside) What part'shall I take ?—this is a damned

sltuauon
d. Fix with one word my future happiness, call
Ange rca yﬂt daughter.

Sir H. (advancing to Angelica holding out his hand)
Will you have nie for your father ? (Angelzca o_ﬂ'ers to km
his hand, ke withdraws-it) A kiss!

Ang. Witk ajl my heart.

Sir H. (throws her. gnto the arms of Edward) 'I'here,
kiss him with ol your heart. (silent ‘embraces; Harﬂy,

. e

! v ‘
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moved, embracing both: aside) An old fox may be caught
too.
[Enter ServaNT Marn, handing a billet to Hartly.]
Scrvant. This was hyought by a livery servant. [Lxit.
u %artly opens and reads it aside.)
Edward. Come, my dear father, let us retire, while
Richard reads his letter ; you won’t be long, brother?
_ 8Sir R. 1 really-dont know, but go, go, I'll follow this
mstant.
Sir H. Within ecight days, your wedding must take
place. . -
Edward. Excellent! v
Ang. So soun?
Sir 1. Dear child, if it be deferred Jonger, I will not
be answerable for this youth or myself: come take m
arm. (Exeunt all but Sir Richard.
Sir R. (solus; opening the billet again) What can this
mean! (reads) “ A lady, who takes great interest in your
fate, wishes to see you, and speak to you, this very evening
the bearer is directed to conduct you.” A lady! ] dont
know one lady in all the town. Oh, Mary! (Enter Maid)
Who brought this billet ?
Maid. A tall man in a great coat.
Sir R. Where 1s he ? :
Maid. He is waiting without: when Miss went down
_along with the two gentlemen, he hid himself in the corner
as if conscious of something or other.
Sir H. Let him come in. [ Exit Maid.
. [Enter JaMFEs.]
Who ‘are you, friend ?
James. A footman.
Sir R. With whom?
James. With a lady.
Sir R. What is her name?
James. 1 must not tell that.
Sir R. What does she want with me? 4
James. | dont know. ’
. Sir R. You have perhaps mistaken the person
James. No.
Sir R. You are to conduct me ?
James. Yeo. -
Sir R. Is it far?

4
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James, No.

Sir R. A strange incident this : 1 have certamly all the
appesrance of an adventwer; yet [ think that I have too
httle impudence and too much pgerty imprinted on my
festwies to undeitake an ainorous adventure, (aloud)
Come, friend, 1'll follow you [ Exgunt.

SCENE 1. Zpartment at the Countess's.

Euter CounTrss, luying her fan and gloves o the table,
Lxp1a tahesoff her cloak.

Countcss. Will he come”

Lydia. James 1s not yct 1ctuined.

Countess. Quick, call the strange lady. (Erit Lydia;
Countess takes a paper out of ha pochet and lays 1t on the
table.  Enter Mis. Liton ) Good evemng, dear friend—
What, tems in your eyes'!

Mis. E. Duimg yomr abscnce 1 fancied mycell agam
forsaken.

Countess. Be at rase, the storm 15 over, and we have
sunshine agam. (1ahes the papcar from the table) What do
you think 1 have got m my hand -

Mprs. E. Canat he —

Countess. Your hushand has got a commission; hse
emolument will catamly not be vary gicat at fust, but his
merit will ensure him a speedy prefament.

Myrs. E. Dear Countess, I want words

Countess. They would be superfluous; for 1 have con-
tnbuted nothing to 1t, nothing at all 1 assure you,

Mrs E. Alas! myimpaticnce, my love—

Countess Take yow love, and this paper along with
you, mto this closct, and budle yow nupaticnce till [ give
you a sign— avnay,avay !

Mss. E. But soon, soon! iEur.

.Countess. 1lehas descived his prefanmnents now 1 shall
see Whether he descives this charmmg woman alo.
(e to ring the bell, ¢nter S1r 11arry, Ebwarbp,
und®ANGLII1CA.)

Sir H. Now I hope you will be satisfied with me.

Edward. Dear aunt, paimit me to present to you my
bride. .

Countess. Your bride !

Sir H. Poor, but worthy, ver, worthy.
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Edward. Miss Angelica Hartly.

Countess. Hartly!

Sir H. Yes, yes, Hartly : what makes you so surprised ?

Countess. A sister of Lieutenant Hartly's!

Ang. Yes, Madam.

Sir H. (aside) She is also acquainted with the lieu-
tenant,

Countess. Excellent! Let e embrace you, dear child.

Ser 1. That’s eight.

Anrg My heart will 1ender me worthy of your affection.

Countcss. 1 could never have suppused that rake capable *
of such a sensible idea.

Ser 11 (asude to her) Which of us two do you meaun 2

Counicss. Both,

Ldwara My lovdly Angelica has wrought an entire
change in me.

Coeuntess. ‘Then she 1s a potent enchantress indeed.

Lduward. She cainis a spell m her eyes.

Countess Lat us hope that these beautiful eyes inay
vever be filled with teats for the mconstant lover.

Fdaward. Whv talk of inconstancy, desi aunt, for
uothing but de ith— .

Countess. Nousense ; mere phrases, K

{Enter Lynra.]

Lydia. 11e 15 mthe anti-chamber.

Countess Bid Inm want 2 moment. [Erit Lydea.

S . Whot

Countess. Children, T love you all from my soul, and am
vary happy m your company; but now you are rather an
incumbrance upon me, for 1 am just going to give a ren-
desvous.

Su H. You give a rendesvous !

Countess. Why notr there me people fifteen years older
thim [ that can sull give a rendezvous. h

Sur H. Now that’s malicinus,

Countess. Away, away all into this closet! my nephew
will have sufficient pasime, aud | have there likewise pro~
vided some company for you, brother.

Sir H. For me ¢ well let me sce whether you have hit
my taste. (going to the closet.)

Countess. lnﬁatter myself L have,

. Sir H. (opens the dnor of the closet, sturting) Mirs.
Ilton !
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FEdward. Mrs. Elton !

Ang. Emily!

Mps. E. (wathin) Angehca!

S»n H. What the devil 1s all this?

Edward. Damned untoitunate.

Countess. Go in, go m, and there be astonished as long
as you please, and be also ashamed, and beg pardon,
(pushes them i) Though 1 should much like to be prescnt,
and amuse myself with observing your slly countenances,
yet I am not at lersme for that. (shuts the door, and rings
the bell, enter Lydia) Show him w. [Eaw Ludia.

[Linter S1v Ricnanp.]

Sir R. Madam—

Countess. Sir Richard [lartly I supposc.

Sir R, That's my name.

Countess. Ths mysterious mvitation must appear ex-
traordinasy to you,

Sir K. I cannot duny it

Countess. In order to predent any misundeistanding, |
must declare, that I donot act m my own name.

Sir R. 1 wast your commands.

Countess. A fniend of muc, a young rich lady, has scen
you often, too often for her peace of mmd.

Sir R. 1do not comprehcnd

Cnuntess. 1 thmk though, to a man of the woild, I madk
myself pretty mtelhgible.

Sir Ig I know (he woild only fiom the bad side, and |
hope not to add here to my experience.

Countess. Certanily not, tor fiom this moment, Fortune
smiles upon you; my fliend wishes to see you—often—
every day.

Sir R. Me!

Countess. She hopes to find a fuiend m you.

Y, S R, Iume!

Countess. On whom she might disburthen her cares.

Sir R. On me'

Countess. With whom she might shaie her happy hours,

Sir R. With me!

Countess. Yes, yes, with you. Isit then so very ex~
traordinary a thing for a man of yow age and figure to
plgaze a pretty woman ?

Sir R. Madam. one of us s plaved the fool with here.
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and upon my honor, I think neither of us has the appear~
ance of deserving it.

Countess. 1f you still harbour a doubt, I will introduce
you to the lady berself,

Sir R. 1 must beg to be excused, T am not now fit for
entertaninment, and for any other commerce, I esteem
myself too good,

Countess. You are unfortunate.

Sir R. It depends in what hight you take it—apparently
true. .

Countess. You are in search of employment. '

Sir R. (with muck politeness) But not such as your
ladyslip pleases to oﬂ'tlal me—have you uny other com-
mands for me?

Countess. You arc a singular man : my friend is not only
young and haudsome, but likewise rich.

Sir R. Then I must congratulate her, for without
wealth, she might possibly be even poorer than I am.

Countess. I must conclude then, your affections are fixed
uu some other persou.

Sir R. The question 1s not thereof now.

Countess. Then ths 1s 1eally the case, L've guessed it.

Nir R, If 1t conccrus you to know it, then I am mar-
1ied and very happily marned too.

Countess. Only mained! well then.

Su R. (forcing henself to heep his temper) Madam,
I fancy 1 have penetiated your design, you only meant to
prove whether | was a man of rank and education, and to
see what 1 could brook without transgressing the bounds
of decorum, you have secu that I know what is due to a
lady, but now 1 deem 1t necessary to declare, that I stand
within a very short distance of the verge ; one step more,
and I might forget myself, therefore permit me to with-
diaw. !

Countess. By no means, sir! yon may take whativer
resolution you please, neverthcless yon must see my friend,
you will then speak quite differently, Mr. Philosopher.
(Countess opens the door)

Mys. Elton. (coming out) Richard!

Sir R. Emily (embracing) you here, ob, my love!
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viiMre. E. Yes, and I have broaght slso a presout for
you along with me. (skows hum the commission)
R. Ts'this a dieam, .gventfl hour!

E , Ang. 1 congratulnte vqu, brother.

8ir R.What 15 91l this, wheie am 1?

Sic H. At my bonse, and heasaly welcome.

8ir R. You here too, “ar Hany? gud tlus gay lady—

8ir H. 1s my gay sister— v

gl'r Ma]l)i:m !f s !

nt forget voy nve My prisoner

# Sty 3. We dont enyr ngy :ﬁthr mto this at present,
sufficiest fe wre here, a’lghmge'ﬂs@ ¥ 10t ® chuldient you
Maﬂbeﬂ m my how#e, to rendbr 1t tnore comtortible
to me: for I must tell you, that 1 mcan torthnith to pay
my addiesses to you

bk,
Countess. Not ?_ﬁhg oy Lydis,
Sir 1. Lydia "wsH have enowgh to do, to mend t.

fellow’s gloves. rto Angehca) ko the mean tme, 1 wall
stick to thee, dear child, for when that young fulow there
bas beert but four weehs—onh look how they staud there,
devourng each .other with their ¢yes—ueither regaidins
me mor ruye Mitticsme—swell I <ee plam cnough, Sir
Hary Wildair's ocenp#tigns are over—these 1s now no-
thing left for im but his old sieter , well then, come hais
my sister, and let me embrace thee. (cmbraces the
Countess) And mow it our hind friends bavy buan at al}
smusest with Bather and Soun, or 1 amily Fiailties, we <hall
be happy to ropeat.them esery evening for this month,
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REMARKS ON
FATHHER AND SON.

Turs Comedy is couceived in a sprightly humor, and
executed with a good deal of vivacity. Mauy of the
situations ar¢ highly diverting, and the occasional equivo-
que atisiie ont of a verv amusing tuam of iucidents, 13 m
genaal wdl monaged,  The characters ot both father and
son, arr dha in with considerable force ; and the story is
adiondy developed. We do not sake any very bold as-
saaon, wher we say that Faituck Anp Son would
wtcre tand Wbt on the stage.

In the character of 1ts bumor, this piece is adapted to
the taste of the multitadc, but there 15 an unobtrusive
van of fochug, pavadiug almost every character, that does
nure than 0. balawce any olgection which the dehicate
wieht mabc o un ttun or some pate of the dia-
bpcue. Iv eyt s ttug, that there 1s somdthing out of
{ lnonue the omposaty o, aad that the manners on wlach
3t hes boca formed, bave become obsolete . nevertheless 1t
i~ g productom acditab o to the dramatie taleuts of the
authot

W hme had occacion to obsarve before, that Comedy
bewe tcraed on local mauners, and the manvers of every
communty being coustntly varying, it is absuid to assert,
as s0Me (s Bave done, that the stock of comic materials
for the diama s exhancred m England.  Untl it can be
proved that the marners of the country do not change, we
cannot bedieve that thare 18 not an abundance of follies in
the hiugdcm, on which the dramatic satrist may exercise
lus talents wath «nterf g effect. Physicianyand law-
yers have, for a long time, aud pethaps long enough, beel
consdered part ot the lanshing-stock of the stage—Old
soldiers and salots Lave also furmshed no inconsiderable
shute of smusemnent, and gouty gentlemen have had their
day. Dut there s a clao-, which has athcrto escaped, and
yet perhaps 1o othar ofrcis o icher tund of unexposed af-
tectations—we meun diploi . :ts, statesmen, and ali that
inbe of consequential peis vages who, because fate,
furtune, or favoritism, have in *sted them with high trusts,
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jmagine themselves to be gicat men. W e hardls know
better untized subject for a splendid condy  than
¢ K CoNerEss,” which 15 one of those conccuniations of
eminent men where, although everv mdividnal meets with
s noble wish te do somethmg whieh shall ment the ap-

nse of mankind, v { (veanv one at the e time entor-
twmine 80 great a jealousy of Insuoehbhno, that he wants
the courage to act with common probity, and the whole
separate without estabhishing any onc pont which anv one
of them m his heart can approre “Fin virtue, and this
jealousy, judiciously contisted vd mtaworen with
amusing madonts, would fumde a new, an ongual, and 1
delighttul comedy.
. Itis, however, notasubject to e tieated maprcly  at
Jotast be bandled sometbing 1 hie way of those mag-
pificent dramas of the old school, which, without exhibnting
ey tagical medent, 91 phnv as v b poctic Ldiction, 10-
mance of scntinent, prde and powp of Crcumstance, as
the ordmary bloody hangue ~ of the s

We have felt some detee of wpus at obwivny that
among the great v ety of pliv vl h i o tans-
mitted to us for m artion wot ¢ | c b nlbnvobh-

ing any transactions which v ¢ 1 he s by ot tdunde
a8 pictuie of the pllhh( th Wt a b p noom oo
time. We have soveral poee g, Cicaalt con-
trived, and eshibiting with var e 1 e . i1, the

features of ancient mmie v+ W hioo 1loy otha

depiet with coosidcrabl  yiv ey the outhnes i
fashionable hfe—but not one historcal  compositnn
nothing which, asa dramati ¢ nposits cculd e con-
sidefed, we do mot say m + <ot espowdms 1 wh, but
otly in a conespondmg clas ,witt e patim uf the dohy
of General Wolle.  And ve: modeai 1ym s ue 1edthy
Jterhaps not less prcturesque, bec i « they e more fmmls
#a us than those of Queen klisibth’s, cv uy cdd 1 ume
yor is e diguaty of public seonnent, m the fodmes of
“indivdual gallontry, more vague, o1 1 ther, we may say,
yivid wow than at any foruiar pauod  Tle mataals fon
MEndidithoutiical speciacle are catamly not wanting m
' ps of the preeent age.  “Lhe author who will

8 them, even ltehe should not prove (-
the task, will ensurc to lumsclf a lustmg
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