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PREFACE
1o secofb eptfioR.

LI 2

A oreaT majority ofgthe new'plgys are conderided in
the first performance, and guany of those which the public
consfnts to tolerate are but little esteemed ; it has theves
fore been thought, that, among the rejected piece8, some
might be found not inferior in merit to those preferred by
the managers; and that a selection of thegn would enable
the lovers of thea‘irama to apprt:ciate the taste ihd fudg-
ment with which the management of the theatres is conddtt-
., ©
ed, m relation to the refufal and reception of plays, and
how far the assertion is correct; thafth8 pantomimic state
of the stage is owing to a’decline ifthe drhmatic genius

of the nation, . .

With a view to supply the desideratum, this W‘ was
established ; but after the appearance of the first number,
the proprietors found several of their friends unwilling to
confess that their pieces had been refused: others, who
regarded the pubTication'as a cohvenient vehicle for vent-,
ing their spleets against the managers, and a still ¢Fokle
number of authors whe, ..ver having offered any of thelr
productions towthe theatyes, would not subinit to pylls
them as rejected. To mfeet, therefore, the wishes of all
parties, the e was altered.; and the pringiple extepded,
to comprehepd p#bry descsiption of memiseript phyﬁ
Indeed, the originel idgs pf the W, to.mgke,
publigition subservient to the vipdiction of e moden
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amadke hterature of Englind, from a charge e_mfenonty
compared with that of France and Germany :—a charge
which is almog universally made on the continent, and
which some pcrsot\even amon ourselves have admitted,
without consldeung the circumstances which gave rise to
it. Ble gapected, in the pr¥ecution of the design, that
the public would be so conyinced of the bad effects of the
theatrical monopoly, as to think,®at last, of interfering to
proeuie ‘some diminufiou of a grievance which tended at
once to debase their own pleasures, and affect the charac-
ter of the country, And the work was undertaken i\ the
hope o1 introducing some degrec of reformatinn into &
great department of the national means of instiuction.

Good taste is so neaily allied to good sense, that it 15
impobsilue to corrupt the one withont har wg previously in:-
paired the other. lf the, public tastc be so currupted, as the
apologists for the pltsent state of the English drama assert,
jt is a painful, »an alurimag ¢ ons:deranon, and more danger-
ous to the futme welfure of }he country than all those ex-
crescences ip the gove:nment, to which theoretical quacks
so0 louaiy call attention, and endeavour to exalt themselves
by offering to cure. But, as in all other matters the nation
never thought more judicieusly than it does at present, and
as through a Jong course of political events of the mast
extravrdinary nature, it b= acted with an admirable con-
sfficy of affection for those institutions and principles
which the experience of all ages had demonstrated to be
the best, we will not believe thatthe good-sense of Enge
land is so far impaired, as the public taste appears to be cor-
rupted, judging from the exibitions of the stage. For we
Ynow that the public has no choice MNhe exhibitions,—
that it is not allowed to prefer, but only to condemn ; and
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we do notythink that what it submits to r'eceive‘fl{;m the
tagagers is generally admirecl. On e contrary, in all
circles, the theatrical spectacles are Jdegpised: and we
believe that the theatres iy indebteg/for their chief sup-
port, more to the multitude of str.mgers constantly in
town, and who have nowtlferavay of spending, the even<
ing, than to the established iubabitants. Mankind in quest
of amusement are easily pleased, and crowds are always
generous. If the audience apprung the show of ‘e man-«
agers, it is because they age disposed for amusement, and
do "ot measurc their satisfuction by the merits of the per-
formance. A regular frequenter of 1he theatre, fowever,
can easily discriminate the applause excited by excellence,
and the approbation bestowed on the ¢ngleavours of medi-
ocrity.

The inclination for d:amatc replesontatlon is, in the
present age, more general, *than it ev«;'r “as.before in this
country. There is not a towg of % 3y consequence in theg *
kingdom, without a regular theatre; few even of the villa-
ges are unvisited by the itinerant actors ; and the whgle of
them derive their fimd of entertainment from'the 1ivo met-
ropolitan houses. 1t must be evident, that so general &
predilection cannot exist without some genius for the
dramatic art being actively excited. Although every other
thing is supposed to have acquifgd a privatey a localsor a
provincial reputation for excellence, before it receives ti.e
profitable approbation of the embodied intelligence of the
Kkingdom in London, it so happensat present, that the fruit of
this dramatic genius is brobght before the metropolitan pub-
lic in its crudest state, and that the audience in London, are
obliged to hear and see performances, which are not worthy’
of being exhibited in the meanest country theatres. The
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very revirse of this might be expected. It/ might be
thought, before al& play was brought out in London, that
it had received te full applause of the provinces, and was
honored with gn eXibition in‘tke capital, as the final cri-
terion of its merit, and to confirm or annul the celebrity,
whicheit had previously obtaingde: The origin of the pre-
sent custom is well-known. The theatre was first estab-
lished in town, and the country having acquired its taste
for the c.lrama from Lention, has fontinued under every
alteration of circumstances, habitually to draw trom the
same source. 'The consequence is, that in the country the
literary ‘department of the stage is much better than in
town, for only the best pieces are acted in the provinces,
while all the bad are ncver heard of beyond the capital.
Whv s this the case? why is there a diffient rule for the
plays and the nluye;s? . Few actors have the assurance te
make their firt apptarance on the Loudon boards, and
atill fewer of those Who' do go, ever afterwards attain much
distinction in their profession. Almost all the best per-
forntevs, perhaps it moy be justly said, that all the per-
formers of the first class of cvery department, have had
their fame in London before them, and have been sum-
moned to the metropolitan theatres, by the voice and cu-
riosity of the public. Might not some such rule as that
which goverrs the performers, be established for the im-
provement of compositions for the stage?  The very last
stock Tragedy, properly deserving the name, was original-
ly performed in a ptovincial theatre. We allude to the
Douglas by Home. Perhaps,shiad it been first cxhibited
in town, its celebrity woul' have been less ; it might even
‘have failed, for the author would have been convicted, on
the first night, of his plagiarism from the Merope of Maf-
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fei, but the Douglus was brought oyt ina quarter where
1talian literature has never beep much cultivated. o

It may be said that this example ralee furnishes a proof
of the utility of the custpmp of mlrcducm_‘; the new pieces
first in Loudon. We thi.nk not. For, notwithstanding
that the whole train of*taterhal anxiety in thetragedy of
Douglas, is a most remarkalie imitation of the same feel-
ing in Merope, sull the piece has great intrinsicagerit, and
beauties which fully satitle it to »¥ the fame that it has ob™
tained. Merit and bemdtics, however, which would not
haie been, probably, sufficient to have borue it up against
the rash flippancy of newspaper criticism, especially as the «
mere charge of the plagiarism of parts, would have been
extended to the whole.  We are decideddly of opmmn, that
the high rank wigch Douglas helds améng the stock pMeces
f the theatre, is owing jn a gregt degree o the celebrity
which it had acquired, before it wag r.eproqe'nted in London.,
It will also be recollggted e that grhen i was originaly
oflered to Garrick, he rejeated it as not likely to succeed
in representation; because it possessed no bopferous
incidents.  Indeed the interest depends so much‘npon the
merits of the dialogue, that the stage is more uaked *
tluoughout the peiformance of Douglas, than in that of
any other tragegy l.lu, lanvnage

The proprietors of the New British® Theatre, con-
ceive, that authors, at last convinced of the smallness of
the chance of getting any composition represented iu Lon-
don, will huve recourse to the provincial theatres; and
that in time the greai aadience of London, wiil become
the arbiters of the poet’s merit, as well as of that of the
performers, without being obliged to endure the bald
disjointed chat, which has so long been allowed to o¢-
supy the place of dramatic dialogue.
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If it shall appea7by this work, that-the piecés rajected
by the managers me in genyrul as good as those which are
snccesfully perfesned, the public will be enabled to
Judge bow far the: prdent «vstegitof manugement ought to
be allowed to continue ; for, .udmlmug, that the expediency
of eonfinumy the monopoly ‘lnay te justified, which, how-
ever, we do not think pessikle, it must still be granted,
that soigg, alteiation is u-(Lumtc, i oi1der to accomplish
hat reformtion in e Entish duena, which *he publie
have a 1@ght to claim.  We oru Itiie disposed to admire
any thiny French, especially i whot relates to the con-
sideration of publie nghis and popnlur interest, but still
we mnst acanowled o that the mode of secepting ~nd re-
fusing 'pluxs at Pacis, 15 gacetly superior to what it is in
Lo m 5 and we thunk that of the mnnng‘ul) of the stage
must be contin ied Aaowy us, the pub'ic ought to ohtain
an alteration nethe syqt,\m, as far as relates to the anthors.
In Paiis, the mrmagery haverno yoice, as managers, in the
approval or rejection of pieces offered for representation.
"The a&thor presents his drama, with a list of the actors for
whom the charactors are in his opinion best adapted, and
when the piece is read in e green room, the actors, seve-
rally, give their opinion x5 to whether it ought, or ought
not, to be accepted.  DBur in London, iy s not known, by
whos¢ taste of judgment the pl:;ys ate approved or re-
jécted.

* The public will derive another advantage from the es-
tablishment of this publication, if it meets with that en-
couragement, which an undeitihing so greatly national
deserves. It will enable he world to sce how far the
the modern diamatic genius of England is barren, as well
as-inferior. For the million of London being restricted
to two theaties, it so Lagpens, that for weeks, nay months
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together, the same pieces are repeated y by which the very
essence of amusement, variety, & almost baidshed frem the
stage. It is alleged, that this is owing ‘sPthe popularity of
the plays or of certain pesfermers, in partswular chatacters;
but we do not think s\ I is more owing to the want of
competition. Few plays havé of late years beef péiform-
ed, to which any lover of the drama has rcturned on ac-
count of the merits of the piece. But, until thaagrownd is
successively satisfied, ®ae lovers of the drama must abstain®
from their recreation, or ran the risk of being satiated with
a monotony of dullness. .

Should there be no limitation to the number of nights
which the same play may be annually repeated, since the
public have but two places of drumatie nn'vrl.umn:'nl, to
which they can¥csort? We may frefjueut what tayern
we please, reside where gwe choo.se‘ vead ewhat we will
but in our amuscments we must be, slqves 0 the patentecs |
of Drury Lane and Coyent *Gard#n, as ¥ the pecuniay
accidents by which those gentlemen became the '1rbltels
of the dramatic art, conferred on ‘them any Inclin: o1 10
study what was most agrecable to the public, while they
are actuated solcly by motives of personal cmolument.
We, have, it is true, no better assurance tor obtaining ex-
rol'cu(c in any dhing, than Ly leaving it depc‘mwut on
motives of private advantage, sand the managers v! the
theatres, as much as any other traders, no douhit fcel the
influence of this principle. But what we maitain i8,
that they are not inciteti by the spirit of emulation ; and
that the iubabitants of Léndon have no greater chance of
being well seived by having oniy two theatres, than the
strangers would be, if the Jaw had decreed that there
should be only two hotels for their accommodation,
If we cxpect excellence ia the perfc:mances of the thea-
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tre, we must subjget the interests of the patentecs to the
effects,of competition, ,

It 15 very eatgardinary that, although the frequenters
of tae playhonse -u'c\prolmhly as qumerous as those of the
established church, and that, althonﬂh of one kind and
anothct, there are probably‘as m.m} theatres in the king-
dom as there are members of parliament, no law has yet
lwr-n pesstd, or even propesed, for reguisting this impor-
“tant brageir of domestierpolity.  “I'¢nwhat cause in so en-
Lightcard a country as fungland, we we to attiibute the
nm;]cct (‘)f =0 areaf, so gencral institution——un inslitntion,
perhops, 2. cssentio] to manndss in a refined state of society,
as the chuieh isddf ss to morals t - "Uhe ~tage has, in Lng-
laud, bommv almest as great an crgan of public instructivn
asth. pu.px' Is & propoc that there shauld be no law to
regulate whatds taveht fom it, #xcept the notions of vne
obscure sofitars iudirv’ld{ml, the 1eader of plays in the Lord
€hambailain’s alepartyrent 27 It would be Letier if some of
those who are so loud and vosiferous for alterations in the
stutc-\o(;tlne ¢overnment, would look a little more to their
private fiusts; and evince that they really possess some
capacity for directing national affairs, by the judgment and
Iiberahty with which they promote the interests of the
dizma—a departnient of domestic cccoromy which has
morc:_'permauéut mflueno. on the character of the nation,
than the measures of any ac.vinistration, and which, in a
moral point of view, is infinitely more dignified and im-
portant than the objects of halfeof all the questions an-
nually discussed in the [Touse of Commons.

When a third theatre was projected some time ago, a
dirty and fiaudulent trick was practised for the purpose of
deluding the country into a belief that the undertaking was
not wanted. A paper was published, containing a list of
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the London theatres, by which it was ryade to appear that
there were no less than thiitagn, capableeof conmining
about thirty thousand spectators, W ~tisk every man of
candor in the metropoliseif this be trwn.  That there
are thirteen public plages, to which the inhabitants
occasionally go in quést of amusement, wet Jo not
deny. We hknow, indeied, that there are not only thirtcen,
but that there are thousands; for we will not allow tlmt.
the stuff and trumnpePy which is Rightly despised by the
successive visitors to almost every ome of the places
named in that list, deserve moie to be ieggrded as
legitimate dramatic entertainments, than the jollity and *
junkettings of the ale-houses. On the contrary, we do
most seriously and conscientiously bdlieve, thyt there is
more humor, a% as much e¥egance *of dialogue&»o be
met with at the latter, a® there ® gither 2 be heard, or
hoped for under the present systert, gn th® performances,
of the former. Let pewnissfon befgiven to the propiictors
of all the thirteen places JY resort, honored with the pame *
of theatre, to exhibit whatever they please,”and we shall
cease to regaud the public opponents of the third regular
theatre as influenced by selfish motives. That several of ’
the minor houses have attempted to introduce the regular
drama, is a noforiousfoct; apd the inference from it is
conclusive. For their attemPts were founded or.obser-
vations deduced from ewperience. They felt that the
senseless shows which they had been in the practice of ex-
hibiting, were not rehished by the public, and saw that the
regular drama was, after all, the only sure source of
emolument in theatrical speculations.  Are not such swr-
reptitious endeavours to encroach on the monopoly of the
other theatres, a decisive proof, that the public taste is not
“to blame for the substitution of moustrous goblins, and
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roaring madness, ip the place of the natural spectacle, and
colloquial poetry of the drama? When we are told by the
mechanists and 'tists of the great playhouses, that the
public tastc is ¢~ depraved, that only shows and panto-
mimes can hope for success, let/them also tell us, why
those ‘hottses which were é&stablished only for such exhi-
bitions, have endeavoured to abandon them, and why those
speculagws who believe in the corrupur‘n of the publie
“taste, have been prosecated for att®impting to s otrieve the
consequences of their expense tin shows and pantomimes,
by the revival of the regular drama?  The persccution of
the proprictors of the Pautheon, has produced a sensation
on the public mind more conducive to the emancipation of
the stage,, than all the complaints of disappointed authors.
Iths.) contradicted, beyoidl all power of 4"qu1vocatlon, the
improbable asrertion, that while the public had grown
,more enlightentd in,every thing else, it had become more
burbarous and foolish ¥1 its Wmus2ments. It has decided
that the bellowing and slights"of carpentry and coloring,
which form tne grand characteristics of the modern Tng-
lish stage, are really despised by the British public. Tthas
established this truth, that the theatiical monopolists con-
ceive themselves to have an iutercst in withholding rationa!
dramatic entertainments fiom the public! -

Bui while we thus distuictly state our opivion of the
present mode of managing the literary department of the
theatre, in jnstice to the manazers we should add, that we
do not agree with those authors“who complain of con-
temptuous treatment in the rejeciion of their pliys. We
cgonot conceive the managers to be actuated by any in-
sulting disposition, and when they send back a piece, with
a laconic note stating, that they are of opinion it would
not succeed in representation, they, unduubtedly, only fol-
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low a general official rule, which they have found if conve-
nient to adopt. It is very true, that the expjession jught
be less scemingly arrogant, and that st gvould be moie
palatable were they to say jthat they thqught the piece
would not serve the integests of their concern ; thus avoid-~
g the ungracious npp&m‘l'lce of censurial presymption ;
but the essence of rejectiog would still continue the
samc. ¢ .

Whatever is establighed as a gcacial rule, ought never
10 be felt as particularly applied. It is not to the termsin
which the refusal is couched, that offence should be tahen;
indeed we do not see any cause for personal offence at all.
But that theie 1s something in the mode of judging plays
withont submitting them to the gieen-yoom, and which
ought to be alterdy, we think is inglisputakle. At thedgme
lime, we also think that yeie authors to offer their pro-
ductions, in the first instance, to the provingial mauagers,
they would have a betteg chasce of'b::ing,trcated, 1more
according to what they fanay themselves eutitled to, and
run less risk of disappointment in the event ofobtai-ilig a
repiescntation.  Surely there is no dramatic author who
would not think the applause of 2 Bath, a Dublin, or an
Edinburch audicuce, a great step towaids distinction. In
our opinion, theaudience in those cities are greatly supe
rior to the inhabitants Of Lomlnn, i dranfatic taste” for
the standard of excellence is higher in the provinces tha
in the capital, owing to this simple and obvious cause—
The provinces sce ouly ghe best of the new plays, and are
wholly untainted with thdse:flects of witnessing the ordinary
and the condemned.

The inhabitants of London, ia judging of mankind:
have, doubtless, some superiority over those of the country,
but this very knowledge, which enables them to digcrimi-
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naie the mtives of action with more acuteness, unparrs
the de'i icacy | of the multal tact ; and the mortification
ulm \ most of Qem §ecm’l) feel on comparing their sense
of the moral sybiime and beautiful with that of their coun-
try {ricnds, st ould teach them in matias of taste, puticu-
laly 40 what relates to theeliving tepiesentation of human
arfions, 1o be less confidentyn therr judgment. If dsamatic
auth 101y were <cucihle of l.lu‘- beioie <ecking to gain the
profi table ipplavse of, the metiopglis, they would cudea-
vour (0 4merit the bonorable esteem of the provinces.
Hiow moey of than would Jhus avoid the contempt to
which thoy evpose ilvnuaies, by sceing then essays ex-
ciune disust at the first appead ' Iow mauy of those who,
probubly in consgguence of the failare ot their pronnue
cong’ ptions, have abaydoned the cul ivation of their
talents, wanid pe r‘h:-.}-s"h) e gradual progression from the
moviaces to London, have attaned fame and fortune fiom
these very pe r;vm;\\; o coild not endure their (rude ef-
fusions ! 'The publie has no sympathy for the mmtifications
of auwthors,  On the ecntiary, thace 15 no other unhappy
being supposcd to he a fan object of ndicule, but a dicap-
pointcd poet.

If author~ could once be ¢ omvinced that, notwvathstanding
all their own fine sarmees abont laurdds and immartality,
theyare m taet but tac auen o f the epithet be less
disagFecahle, but a «lass ot 1ticts depeudcnt on the wants
and mclmations of the pubhe {orall their consequence, they
would <oon acquire some of that consideration which they
clanm, and which may pethaps ve due to them.,  Coulld
they be inspired with a | oition of that spiiit of incorpo-
ration, that fraternal spint, by which the bookselleis and
players have become their masters, and could they be
taught to act simultaneou.ly, they would not fail of obtaiu-
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' ing that influence in the community, from whitﬁlxeir
Jealousy of one another is the cause of excludmg them, At
present, authors, as a body, have ho p})lmcal Consideration.
There is 1o reason in the nature of things, why they should
remain so. llow does it lmpp(.n that pdmters aund sculp-
tors are so much mort,\'nlf)rtant in society thnn likerary
men, and in England form a tribunal, whose a\mrda guide
the government and thc'legisl;turc in matters of art? Is
it not owing to theirgincorporatiop? Is the nature of
authors so much more mer(.:urial than that of pawters and
sculptors, that they cannot be incorporated ? Would the
wstitution of a literary academy do nothing towdrds the
reformaution of the stage ? I such an academy were autho-
rised to select the dramas offcred for represeutation, would
the arrangement rbut be more smt‘nbl to e dignity® ail im-
portance of the trust, than that the power of licensing
plays, should rest it an indh ida d, % allole lcar of whose
talents and merits is not tl'ouz_,h; woi lp Half llu, value qf ung
night’s performance at (.,owa Garden theatre ?

Had the cluims, of “ ''hc Nuw Dritish ‘Theatre ¥ to
public pat:ommge, been founde i on the exertions of those,
who are inferested in its success as u publication, that
patronage would huve been solicited with more diflidence.
But this is not the case. 'Lhe proprietors are only afford-
g an oppor!un}ty for %lent fo manifest diself, avel for
mortified genius to appeal to the public against a sentencs
from whicli there 1s no other appeal.  Their share iu the
meits of the work 1s abgclutel) nothing. They have only
constructed a building, gnd opened it to the poets and to
the world. In doing this they arc actuated by a great
public motive, und they are confident that the public will
suppoit them. By their success a reformation must in-
evitably ensue in the exhibitions of the stage, and the most
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" dignificd of all the amusements of polished society will

uecessarily be improved. Diffidence in such a cause would
be affectation. Thcy expect the dramatic authors
to furnish th(:n with materials, and the lovers of
the drama are 100 scnsible of the benefits that must ac-
crue go tlxemse]ves, not {p grafit o,./.ogrcc of encouragement
that will rather indnce the proprictors to extend, than to
renounce their undertabing. Ne.. do they fear that the
liberalffy of the public will on this pccasior he contracted,

and the u]pmale uuhty of the work eaumated by thc com-
positious in the early numbers. It must be obvious to
every candid mind, that at first the materials are necessarily
limited to the communications of private friends, and that
unlike every other publication, this work may be expected
less gecc ving of .puh‘nuaoe, at the he(nqmnfr than after it
has‘becu some time established. It is undertaken with the
hope of effectuating “ome réformation of the English
stage. Its merits kvl,ll depend on the voluntary communi-
cations of dramatic authors, and to deserve them it must re-
ceiva the indulgence, qud share the wonted generosity of
the public.

Maick, 1n14
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THE WITNESS;

A Tragedp,,

IN THREE ACTS.



CHARAC 'ERS.

(Y]
GLANVILLE, father of ARIETTE and REGINALD.
REGINALD, sonof GLANVILLE.
JubGE.

MASISTRATE.

ADVOCATE., _

. .

IsBEL, the wi low of .2 man whc had been murdered.
ARIETTE, the daughter of GLANVILLE.
Oflicers and burghers in attendance
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ACT L
]

SCENE L. The Gate of a fown seen at some distance.
Iseer. = Alone.

ISB. Again theannuainmosuing of my loss,
Brings all anew the loneness of my*doom !
‘Again the sun, sole wituess of the blow
Which left my husband, en this cursed spot,
A bloody corpse, looks on the murd’rous earth,
As if he saw the undividy’d assassin, ®
And kept his bright and searghing eye upon hLim
Ll justice come and seize. But ninetcen years
Ilave drearily their dismal round completed,
Since the red horror of the crime was done,
And yet no chance to give suspicion scent
Ilas Providence pernntted to arise.— o
Bat though the meep’ry of my nisgder'd husband
IHas penish’d fiom Ml others’ thought hut mine,
And from the unrequited villuiu’s fe:g, 4o @
Time still shall prove eternul justice true, o
And vindicate the vigilance of llgaven p
Wait therefore patiently, my widow'd heart,
Wait and expect, nor monin the outward change
Which Icaves me as a solitary wretch’ :
Left in some wildeiness, whose drear horizon
Is bounded by the sky. 'I'h’ embracing Heavens,
‘That show a limit round the sandy wild
And ocean’s waste where never coast was known,
Gives to the fuithfpl and religious eye
T asswing sign of providential care :
Aund in my lone estate, my widow’d lonencss,
{ still have found its sacred aid attend.

Yes ! as the ravens fed the prophet’s need,
With watchiul constancy, gtill on this day
It ever sends the gen'rous (glanville here ;—
And he will come, though his accustomn’d how,
(Alas, the hour on which my husbaad felh)

Be long gone by, and the sun near on noou.

[Enter REG1NALD.]

Come, Reginald ; where is thy father, youth?
1le has not, as bie wonted custom was,

No. L. N. Br. Th. Vor. 1. _B
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Becen here to-day.  Surely he cannot fail
‘To thnk that always annual on this day,
1le came as faithful as the sun himself,
I'o soothe my sorrow with his gifts and pity.
By this good constancy of kin? luess, he
Hath made a compact that he should fulfil.
Reg. 'Thou art offende, [sbc..
Tvb. 1 have causc,
For neves bond on legal vellum seal’d,
Gave stionger confidence to expectau,:
"Than Ius <uccessive vicits gave to m»
That 1 had still a friend.—If he be honest,
He will fulfil the compact he Bas made,
Nor balk my rightful hopes,  If he do not,
I will a gnevous penalty exact.
fiee. Nay, be not thus so heady and so wild,
Tl:on shalt not lose thy stated gift to-day.
Islr. 1 know that this day cannot pass unnoted.
It v 4n smaversary that Heaven
Doth make the holy anzels keep with ave,
- =Now leoking dovn srom therr celestial seats,
Upou this cloudy «1b of blood-stain'd nicn,
N wond’ring paze t*sce what mway befal.
Lut mncieen tuoes they huve the vigd kept,
And sanving stiil some rew distress to me,
Fate’s dreadiut purpese thickens wmeveal’d.
Leg.  'at 1o our house 1t has be en deem’d propitious,
And ever mark’d by pro-perous evants.
Ish. Ye,sull onit, L know, some bounteous chance
Repaud thy father’s chaiity to me.
But gentle Beginald, sheald he 10t come :- -
For, as the furtune of your father’s house
Has heen advanc’d as he prov’d kind to me,
Shall it not tall again at his remissness 2- -
There 1s some seaiet tie between our lots,
W hich shhangely scem m adverse scales oppos’d
Metnnks, the scales of providenitial justiee !
And when the one ascends, the othes sinks.
‘— From ahat unhallow’d and unguarded hour
In which my husband was so grimly slain,
[ have behcld the tide of fortune set
With a strong current that advanc’d your futhat, |
Leaving n¥e ebbed far upon a shoal,
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Where nought presents itself to all my view,
But the white bones of a poor gnariner,
Who in the dead defenceless hour of slevp,
Was by some dark and undiscover’d foc,
Cast from the shipboard don into the deep.
Blood will have blood,\and.lleaven heard Abel’s cry.
. o[ Bacunt.

SCENE II; A room.

ArieTTE and GLANVILLE. .

Glan. Why lookgymy Ariette sg sadly pale?

Ariet. 'The solenm magic of this poet’s verse
Enchants my spirit into pleasing wonder,

Tinctur’d with holiest awe. His every thought
Iath, like the halo round the sainted head,
A heavenly and religious intimation.

Glan. What is his theme?

Ariet. A rude pathetic tal:
ITow a poor dmh‘ec], hopeless djed in sin. *
Her mind was tender as the lacy film,

Waoven at morning in the hawthors bletsonfh,

And deck’d with gems of dew, which the soft gale
That breathes but fragragce, or the fentler stir

Of the fond linnet nestling with her young,

Shakes from the weeping boughs. , Oft as the moon, -
Tiound, full, and golden, fac’d the glowing west,

An evil spirit, faithful to the hour,

Came with persuasive dreams. Long she withstood,
His soft seduction, and with flowing eyes,

That glimps’d like dew-drops in the moon’s chaste light.
She pray’d her guardiantlangel tp be watchful.

But there are times, as the sad poet sings,

Wlien our celestial guards,go up to Heaven,
With their account of that which we have done,
And in the interim, the unguarded hour,

Few can resist the instigating fiends.

Glan. Alas! ’tis evenwo!

Ariet, Sir, you seem mov'd !

Glan. There’s an infection in such mystic tales
Which taints the heart with strauge ifitmity.

Read them no more ; take books that treat of life ;
‘The mind soon sickens that still feeds on verse,
"T'he fruit of thriftless and distemper’d brains.

.
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All the endowments of the Poet’s miud,

That ~ich eflulgence of bright-tinted thought,
Which wakes thy, wonder, and inspires delight,
Ave bred by ails in his corporedl frame,

As the gay glories of the tulip)’s flower,
Spring from disease engender’d in the root.

Ariet.. You do amaze me, Sir.  Never befuie
Did you forbid me, but was wout to praire
"Fhat subtile tact by which the Pceots learu
"I'h’ inscrutable aflinitics of thought ;

And by some happy combination raése
Delicious pleasure from aflicting themes.
If this sweet Poct be not one fhspir'd,
Surely &mnd nature, in some beauteous error,
Did reckless frame for such a world as this,
A mind so inexpediently finc.

[Euter Recinavp.]

Glan. Ha, Reginald, you look amaz'd.

Rig. . J & Alase
Yon have neglected your accustom’d visit
To the poor maniacat the city gate.

Glun. 1t 15 agdin the day !
* Reg. . ) $he waits impatient,
Claiming the boon that you Were wont to give
As duc to her by some <hicad compact made,

And vowing vengeance if it be withheld.

Glan. She has, indeed, poor wretch, just cause to cluim ;

And I did fail in an imperious duty,

When 1 forgot the hour, th’ unguarded hour!

" Arict. Ah,youhave caught the Bard’s romantic thought,
Your guardiag Angel has been then away®

Else had you not so err’d*  Why do you sigh?

® Glan. That [ should suffer such a breach of miad

As to forget the desolated womau,

Whose only claim in life is strong on me. —

Methinks | have a desperate forfét made.

What did she say ? you say she tfireaten’d, what?

Reg. "I'was aimless boding, like the foul black bird,
*That, perch’d upon the chain-hung murd’rer’s head,
Croaks hidcous and unutterable things.

Glan. Al! [The sound of a trumpet heard,

driet. Hark! .
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Glan. Againl—
Ariet. Wbat means that dolefu] sound ?
Reg. Itisthe trumpet of tha Magistiates, .

As they proceed to greet the J ud«veb entance
Into the town.
Ariet. Sad sxgnal to the guilty.
Reg. You will be lute fer the procession, Sir.
Glan. I do forget mysclf. "I am oo late.  *{ Ereunt.

SCENE III. 7716 gite o/' the Town seen at some di
ce, as in"Scene 1.
GLANVILLY, mn Xnvocm'n, MAGiSTRATE, &c.
Mag. Let us stop here. It is the wonted spot
Where aucient custom and our chaifer says,
We must do homage to the King’s vicegerent,
And usk for Justice in the name of 1lecaven.
Glan. A litUe farther—mninetcen years have pass’d,
Since we were wont to meet him at this place.
He may expectys, where we ryet last year.
Adv. Tt was a breach in your feudalitics
To change the place, ¢ NPT
Muag. True, Sir, Jut tle sad cause
Which chanc'd upon thgmoising o®the cljange,
Giave us some warrantry,
Adv. Y ou did amiss
So to entiench on old presciibed fenures.

What was the canse?
Mag. Upon that soleniu day,

A hidcous murder was committed here,
Wleicby the gronnd was foul with clotted blood,
And most unfiteor our golemnigy.
T'he encumstance [ do not well remember,?
But Glanville may.
Glan. Why, Sir, should 1?
Mag. For you have ever with most constant kindness
Aided the widow of the hapless victin.
Alas; poor wietch ! Grief Jies dieas’d her wit,
And put foi i she were deed forlom,
Ade. 1 &d bsave her onee, “twas near this place,
Aund sl:e appeard so gaunt, and cnrs'd with spleen,
Blem’d m thie »ye, and blasted in the visage,
That alj the resercnce due to age fo1sook me,
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And, as I look’d on her, methought her figure
Prov’d that the mind, and the external frame,
Fail, Yade, arrd wither in eompauionship.
Could we but see, thought 1, the soul of age,
We should a plain and true agcordance find
In its affections with the alter'd features.—
The sharp and harsh projectiot. of the bones,
Demonstiate pride and stern relentlessness ;
The rheumy eye, wan Envy)s master feature,
Proclaims the spite that grudges yunthful pleasure ;
The downward look evinces sordid thoughts,
Searching the very dust as *twere for geer;
Th’ trem’lous voice and shaking head denote
A graspless heart that hath forgone all love,
And hi¢roglyphics graven on the brow,
Long usc of pitiless arithmetic.
Glan. Foibear, young man! such fancies but insult
The course and parposes of Providence.
What though poor Isbel hath outliv’d your pity,
"The time may come when you yoursell' shall know,
That €’en the power to,pity quiis the heart.
Theie 1s an epochs in hunian life,
Wher all men find thlir sywpathjes cxtinct.
In some the change, by wayward fortune wrought, .
Falls in the prime and vigor of their days;
Bat with the geuneral throng of daily minds,
I'he wintry solitude of age prevails,
Before the sear and withering of the heart.
Ade. What causgs, think you, Sir, produce this change?
Glan. Sometimes the canker of ingratitude,
Gnaws out the fruitful germ of tenderness;
When, as the stifling ivy climbs the trec,
Barren misanthropy inve-ts the heart ;
Sontetinics the blossom of our vernal hopes,
Like the bright hectic of a fated fair,
Allures to disappoint : When it is, gone,
We have no courage to expect again,
Nor cver lose qught vorthy of a tear;—
The vampire vice too drains the bosom dry
OQf Nature’s kindness.  But much more than these,
Js conscious gnilt pernicious to our feelings,
Twrning each thought, yea, ev’ry corporal sense,
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Into ouc sentiuel of accusation.

Hark ! [a trumpet heard.
Ado. 'Tis the tumpet of the judge. e ¢
Glan. He comes.

Mug. On you the task { give him welcome lies, -
Glan.  Let us advance, then. ’
Mag. @ Sig, it must be hére, |
This 1> th’ appointed place. Why should we nfove?
Glan.  You are peremptqry.  Well, be it here,
Ady. He cogitateda speech.
Mag. Stand back.
Adv. % The Judge.
[ Enter from one side the dudge atiended. Isbel comcs in
at the same time from the other.
Mug. Tlis Lordship waits for us, Sir; give him Welcome.
Gilun. By old enactments of our ancient kings,
We are commanded, on this fatal spot,
1n heavenw’s dread name to bid the judges enter,
And deal us justice without fea, or fear, *
Of monarch or of man. Within our burgh,
Not in the King’s, but iu the namc of G&d,
T'remendous Justice monnts her awfyl threme ;
Aud Providence, as fap'd trditio® tell, ,
« Hath frequent there stood yitness at the bar,
Contronting perjury that would destroy,
And proving guilt when far beyond all trace,
The links of human evidence had ful'd.
"T'herefore, my Lord, in Heaven’s dread name we ask
Your rightcous ministiation.—Isbel, here!
Jud. In Heaven’s dread name we do accept the trust.
L. [aside]e’Tis he, 'tis he,that did the deed of death.
Jud. What is that womae who with Such a shrick
Of thrilling exultation, mars the coursc .
Of our appointed bigh solemnity.
Adv. A wretched mumiac.
Jud. . Send her away.
Glan. Tetire, good Isbel, you dwsturb our rites,
Pr‘:}y thee rctire, you do offend the Judge.
ud, Give me the list of all who are accusd.
Mag. ’Tis here, my Lord.
I+b. It waunts, it has not all!
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Jud. I know thee now. Alas, unhappy creature!
How long shelt thou the same sad note repeat?

Mag. F@?nny a yea?, still & the list was given,
She has this melancholy protest made.

Jud. Whos accus’d that is not in the list? [To IsBEL,

Isb. Glanvilles

All., Glanvilld!

Jud, Of what is he accus’d ?
1sb. Murder! .

All. Murder!

Isb. Secret #nd louyx conceal’d.

Jud. Say, who against him brings this dreadful charge ?
Isb. 1do, my Lord! !

Adv, Woman, get thee away,
Jud.! Lct her aloue.
Adr. She is a maniae.

Jud.  Still must her accusation be receiv'd;
Tt 1s for such as kaow not how to claim
With legal form and advocated plea  ,”
Redress of wrong, that we in public here,
Receive the list’ of 41 adeus’d delinquents
[f to the list eScept’on be not made,
[he guilty unaccus’d Nenceférth a e fiee.
Glan. She ne’er, my Lord, suspected me before.
Jad. Nor any else, but only did protest,
Asserting Providence would prove the charge.
Be not so mov’d, Sii,-at this wild conceit,
Though charter’d Jaw compels us to admit it.
dsbh. Justice, Justice, in Heaven’s drcad name remember.,
Glan. 1t was, my Lord, a settled custom with e,
Upon the aunual coming of this dvy, "
Which still has'been in all sy life auspicious,
"Fo bear myself a small L :nevolence
To this poor widow, asshe mourning sat
Here on this spot, where her lov’d husband fell ;
But by some lapse, some breach irtiny remembrance,
1 did to-day neglect that stated duty,
And for the failure she m «pite accuses.
« Ish.  No, not for that, no, not for that, my Lo:d!
Though by his pu.ciual regulated hindness,
I thought he had a compact made with me
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As sure as that which heaven holds with the earth,

‘I'o give the reaping and the fruitage time,

And when he came not,*I did thtk, ’tis true,’

That he incurr’d, for the default he suffer’d,

A dieadiul forfeit which 1 wauld exact,

But then I knew not that my wvords of passion

Were prompted by an oracl® digine.

On to the hall and mount the scat of Justice.
Glan. O thon vindictive awd ungrateful witch,

The source of hinviness hackward works in thee,

Or thou would’st neveg recompense me thus,

Had she, in envy of my prosprous E‘)rtllllt‘,-n-

Which on this day did always richly sheot

With new luxuriancy of fruit and blossom,—

Revil'd my life and scoff’d at my success,

I had uot rued the pity that [ felt.

But this accurst, destructive calumny,

Sinks to my heart like a mahgnant drug. *

The venom that (he viper Envy spits ~ *

Hath uot the power to injure Virtue’s ermine,

Fut calumny from those that we have €Rerisfi*d,

Is a. a cruel and deep-searching acid, o

W hich takes at once somathing® away,®and leaves

Aninemediable blain behinde [ Exeuat

ACT 1I.

SCENE L An ancient Apartment.
Jubpck ayd MAGISTRATE.

Maua. Tull nineteen years have pass'd since it was done,
Aud ull to-day suspicion never glanc’d .
(On any one in all the town. .

Jud. "Tis strange !
"I'is very strange !  The wman, yon say, enjoys
A hlameless life and honosable name.

Mag. Heis, my Lord, aman of excellent worth,
A magistrate, with ev'ry virtue grac’d,

‘t'hat can the magisterial state adorn.
(Guodncess presides with him, Wisdom directs,
Aud, hand in hand, Justice and Clemency
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Have ever brought Centent to his award.
Jud. What was his youthful character ? I m&m,
Did he partake the revels of the gay;
Or was he always, as you now describe,
Sedate in pleasure and in action wise ?
Mag. Inthat my recollection does not serve ;
But ! have heard that some time in his youth,
As wilfulness betrays the sprightly young,
He did with wild companicns waste the night,
And play’d rash prauks, as youth will ever do;
But still as oft in penitence contrits,
He like the ruing prodigal reclaim’d,
And grew in time, what he hzs now become,
A miyror and example to us all.
Jud. 1s he religious, pious in his humor,
Or but like others, temper’d by the times ?
Gives he habitual tendance on the church,
More for the usdge than in holy zeal?
]?‘lag In charity, my Lord, how mav' *1 answer ?
Who dare assign a motive to the mind,
That is not séen Mithe fair aim of action?
Jud. Tru€, Sire - But that which | aspire to know,
3+ alf within the scope of dur diecernment.
1 do but ask if in his piety «
Tts moves by stated and habitual rule ;
Or hath repute, as many others bave,
For earnest fits of high enthusiasm,
With listless intervals of faded passion.
Mug. "[is said, my Lord, if true or false, I know not,
That he is prone to mystxcal devetion ;
And certain ’tis, he oft frequents the hanats
Of those who let their wand’ring fancies range
« Amidst the darkuess o. prophetic dreams.—
Jud. Th’ accuser is the widow of the dead?
Muag. She i3, my Lord.

J nd And never once before
Made this unhappy aceusation 2
Mao. Never.

« Jud. Nor any other at a former time ?
Muag. Itis to nic a half-forgotien tale,
For ever since | coyld remember aught,
‘I he wretched womandias -been coumted eraz'd,
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* And toucl’d with arrogant fanaticism.
All duy she sits, muttering an uncouth plaint,
Close to the spot whereon the bleod was seefl,
Aud yealy as the fatal day retwins,
"I hough storm and terror ride ghe flying air,
She, m her gown’s effectless cov'ring wrapp’d,
Stands at the gate, and with # ghost-like wail, .
Cites “ blood has voice, and heaven heard Abel’s ery.”
Jud. A terrible conceit!

Mag. ®  What shall be done ?

Jud. He must be trjed.

Mag. My Lord!

Jud. ) A charge 15 given.

Mag. But on conceit.—It is phantastic all.

Jud. 1 hope it is ; still on a charge like this,
The law speahs out decidedly.

Mag. There is no evidence. So many vears,
ITave pass’d oblivious since the deed wastone,
That but for her dglirious wretcheduess, ®
All trace and circamstance had been forgotten,
*T'i» sad to think that Glanville’s hosor#l nade
Should be so sullied by a maniac’s fauce,  *

Jud. But simple oftensare the oracies
Which the Great Wise doth sginetimes deign to use,
Aund m long hidden nysteries of blopd,

As dim a hght has shown as daik a hairor.
T'he trial must procecd.  But first desire
"I 'he different parties to attend me here.

1 would converse awhile with them apart.

SCENE 1L Bke gatepof the bown, as in the firss scene
of the firse act.
Ispry and ARIETTE.
Arict. 1.0, there the haggard beldam moody sits,

iather’d with thought, as ’twere, into a knot ;
Her visape pressmg on ber clench’d right hand,
While with the left she draws the elbow in,
Nor rests it on her cross’d and cramped hnee.
There’s no remorse iu that grim attitude.
But I will spesk to her. How my heart fails !
She hath a look so witchlike and so wild,
‘That I woyld shun the glimpsing of her eyes
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With fears [ know not wherefore. Hapless wretch !
Hoyv strangely hideous, o’er that dark attire,
Her loose grey hair in saky wreathes descends,
Veerling her breast, whosc dried and wither'd lean
Contains no fostering for teader pily.
4sb. Who, or what art thou, that, so lovely pale,
Dos* wear the garb and semblance of the earth,
With such a mild and heavenly gracious mien ?
Diaw near, sweet thing—Why dost thou shrink away
Give me thy haud, and let me <ce thy face —
ITa! Glaaville’s dauehter! Wher §ne ¢es she here
Would'st thou entreat me ¢ Art thou not indeed
The tempting devil, and hathsta'en the form
Of that fair maid, to mar the work of lleaven,
‘That I am call’d to do? away, avaynt,
Justice, Jusatice! Lnok up! Seest thou nought there ?
Ariet. 'The sun 1s there.
Ish. . 1t is the eye of God.
Weuld'st thou stduce me in his orbed siht?
Get thee far from me. I defv thy wiles.
Ariet. O thou"Moet cruel, thou ill-minded woman,
Surely some deme.n. hatch'd by an eclipse
'Of ev1yv blesxing and benignantustar,
Hatli turn’d thy thoughts to.mischief and to gin,
Taat thon dost think s0 wickedly of mo.
W hat duefol Incubus, averse to trath,
Hath gain’d possession of thy hideous self ?
For madne«s vever, in its desp’rate dieams,
Thought aught so monstrons and fantastical,
As that of which thou hast accus’d my father ;
And now thon “dst do anether bolder siny
Aghast recolling with wel-feign’d afhight,
*'I'o doom mc mmnocen. to stake and tlame.
Isb. What would’stthou here, if thon art as thou sayest ?
a! thou incarnated, what would’st thou here ?
Anet. O look not on me withesuch cyes of dread.
Stand not avaunt, nor with such horrent stare,
Belicve thou gazest on the sire of sin.
Alss, | am indeed, that Glauville’s child,
Whaomn the foul imps, that prompt malicious thouahts -
Have made thee m thine anger charge with murder.
16 Beshe the M, she hath ve power on me 3
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L)

L]
T am a tried and chosen instrument -
To wuik high purposes of Providence.
As righteous Job was tried, { have been triedy
And paticot all the sore probation stood.
I was a wife, a fondly cherish'd wife,
I was a mother, and my smiliug babes
ITung like a garland wreathing me around :
The birds sung merrily, my heart:was glad,
And glov/’d to heav’n with silen¢ thankfulness :
Wlien stldenly in that most happy hour,
‘I'ke solenin angel of degtruction pass’g,
Aud from the winnowing of his dreadful wings
Blizhting disease fell upon a# my plants,
Aud laid them 1n the dust. My eyes would weep,
But the Lord gives and the Lord takes away :
I knelt aud prais’d his iame. Then, cven then,
Did the dmk Glauville strike the secret blow,
'That left me here a lonely childless widow,—
But he that gives may freely take away : *
Blest be his awful name.  Year after year,
C3u this selected day, new sorrow cames®
"1l all forsook me, and I found myself ©
Brought 1o the last, the uwnost®verge of wans
Think’st thou that this was buwin casualty
Aud heaven was studious to assay me so,
WitLout some holy purpose r
Ariet. Heav’n forbid.
But why, O why dost thou so wildly think
"T'hat purpose shonld be to destroy my father :
A man the wost uubike, yea most unfit,
"To do a dced so ®errible a8 murder ? .
Isb. 1 hold no questioning with Providence,
In whose eternal universe of things,
Allill is but th’ unseemly root of good.
Yes: that which to our narrow mortal scan
Appears so shapeless, knetty, and obscene,
With writhing worms and erawling grubs astir,
Is the life’s treasury of some fair tree,
Whose fragrant boughs give shade and sheltgring,
Off'ring obsequiously theirbeacteous fruit.
Ariet. What good can spring from my dear father's woe?
Al me, what bounty from my breaking heart ?
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Is he not innocent? Thou know’st he is,—
And but in anger made the accusation,
© haste, 1ecal the ill which thou hast said.
Isb. It is a bloodhound that hath waited long
Scenting its prey, aud will hot be recall’d.
Ariet. What proof, what witness hast thoun to adduce *
1+%. [le that commission’d through the gloomy void,
The glorious angel, from whose wings of flame
Weie shook the stars that dight the universe,
Will send a witness to avouch the truth.
Hear me, and then away. At ev'ey crivve,
Heaven hath two witnesses.
Arut. Alf; what are they?
1skh. ‘The injur'd and the guilty. Bloody here,
Aghast with death, and looking up to heaven,
Lay the informing witness of the gfime :
The other is the murdercr himself ;
And he will verify the dead man’s charge.
But see, they bechon nte to the tribunal. [Escunt.

SCENE IIl. 4n upartment, the same as in the Sost
Scene of the second act.
Jupce.
The thonghtful mind; reflefting on the past,
Sees 1 the various issae of events,
A latem ju-tige working straight from Ieaven, —
Whate’cr attects us, sleeping or awake,
Compels some current in the sea of thonght,
That moves us on to action.—By what chance
Could this mysterious supposition 1isr,
Atter the lap.c of nineteén silent yems
[Enter IspEL.]
' Isb. Justice, my Lord. I the Ahnighty name
Of him that heaid the blood of Abel cry,
I make the diead demand.—
Jud. Be cilm, ‘tis granted,
The wiit is issued, and without delay
The tisal shall proceed. But, Isbel, think,
"Lhere is no witness, proof, or evidence.
Isb. 11a! and has he who orders all things right,
Borne witness to me nineteen times in vain ?
—The voice and testimony of mankind,

v



f.schnz 11, 4 TRAGEDY. 1

With time, and place, and circumstances clear,
Couldd not so prove the bloody Glanville’s guilt,
As my great demoustration. ¢ ¢
Jud. What is it?
What uineteen times of witness do you speak ¢
Isb. The anniversaries of that dire day
Ou which my husband was f foully murderd. | «
Jud. Alas, poor wretch! What is that evidence ?
Lsb. Give me the hearing, ¢almly, as befits
Your high vice-gerency, *and justly due
T'o my distress and wigowhood forlogn.
1 an, my Lord, an old woe-stricken hag,
Whose grey hairs flutter in she winter’s wind :
Aud 1 am poor—a mendicant, my Lord,
In the obscenest 1ags of poverty.
Shiunk age, lean want, and slow-consuming sorrow,
Have made me all so hideous to the sight,
That the spare alms which hut provoke iy need, ,
Are lcss in piteoul charity bestowd,  *
Than in the sad surprisal to behold
A thing so miserable human still.
I have outliv’d compassion, and to fe
‘The advocacy that my staée reQuires,
JTave only these sult tears. But yet, my Lord,
I claim the rites due to the race of man.
The mighty maker of all things that are,
Judges, aud kings, and laws, made me himself :
Yea, from as old a date as he countrived
The glory of the sun, he dest’d me,
Aud 1 demand my just equalities.
Jud. Alas, gaod lsbely this i ravel'd spegch.
Thou art assur’d the trial shall proceed.
Isb. Who is the judge

Jud. I am.
Lsh. My Lord!
Jud. . Iam!

Why shak’st thou so thy hend, and wav’st thy hand ?
s6. My Lord, my Lord, deal equally with both.
This is a cause in which dread Providence
Appears a witness. If you are the judge,
Why am [ question’d here,~in secret here ?
Jud. She hus rebuk’d me well.—YXou may withdraw,
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"Till the appointed time of trial come. [ Exeunt,

SCENY 1IV. 4 Room in Glanville’s house.
Arterre and RLeINALD,
Ariet. Alas, dear biother, you persuade in vain.
There’s not a ttuth m holy writ more sure
Than byt wound us, in centilial stiife,
"I he muusters of good and il contend.
Oft have 1 secn m the calm,summer noon,
W ben silent butterflies, hke silvery blossoms,
Floated m sunshme, aund the golden, b
Sung as he woo'd the bloommg yellow broom,
Angelic wimgs gleam Jer the «'ecpmg lawn ;
1 too Jiuve noted at the close of day,
W hen the bight sun has set in ﬁrg‘ber clouds,
Thacks stimghtway to hun, fiom ints of Heava,
Of airy agents, doubtless then r ;
And while alone,* Jate in my chamber, sitting,
When all was daik withoat, withun all stall,
Save that at umes J heard the deathwatch tick,
I have been consco 1s.of some evil thin
tIoving behind me—Biother, Regmald—
© what may dhance, if Isbal’s thaige be tiue,
And 1a the court a flaming witness come.
Reg. ‘Thon canst nct, Arictte, beheve it tiuc.
Areet. Is 1t not m the sacied volume told,
That Moses’ visage once so brightly shone
With the reflec ted glory be had scen,
That none could look on him till he was veil'd ¢
And he was but a mottal man ol (lay.—
Fiow shall we then cndure the byrung fi wn,
Of one commission d from the heaven of heavens,
Yor an Apocalypse ?

Rea. Wit dost thou miean ?
rzet. Methinks I see hun!

Reg. Whom §

Ariet. . . He’s m the midst,

Reg. Swect Aricite, sister, hear me. O forbear,
‘Nor gasc with such distraction in thme gyes.

Ariet. Sce how around the staitled erowd recoil,
With glowing faces and uplifted hagds, R
As if retnmg from a rising flamey ,
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f
Res There's nothing here. It 15 but thy concent,
That fills with prodigies the empty an ,
Come, take thy hand, sweet sister, from thing eycs, o
And by therr faculty anght exafld,
I s strange phantesma of umecal fear,
Wil vanish from thy mmd, a¢dismal shadows
Tlnown m the sun’ echipse,fiy at his cleaimg
Anu O would I were a flower that weeps buteicw,
W ceps wathout woe, and blushes without shamne
Reg O do not raise gnd drop thy clasped hands,
With such a mindless gaze of deadly sorrow --
Speak 10 me, Aiictic s~Hear me, Qscease!
Ariet What it the dead man’s ghost itself appear,
And with1ts clotted locks ahd gashy head,

Gl-.;:"'e hornble conviction? .
. O help! help! help!
8 [Eu&n’“ﬁztnvnng] P ,l

Glan. What means this cry? O Anette, my chuld !
My gentle Ariettg—What has she heard® .
Inform me, Regmald. *

Anet. Co?’gsq, gonfess,
And save the world from such a visttation

Glan Ts there contagion 1 the manfic’s madness ‘
What 15 the visitation thaP she Uicads ? *

Ariet. If you are guilty, 1t*will smely come.

Glan Come! what will come?e

Areet. The witness

Glan. Who ?

Reg. *Tis there -
Ariet. Where, Reginald, where, where ?
Ree O 1t 1s ths,

This diead of vition, supernatwl,
That scatteas all her tossing thoughts adnift.

Ariet Did you, my father, murder Isbel’s husband ¢
Nay do not start, but answer 1f you did.
Far, better fa1, 1t were at ouce to tcll,
Than dare the grim conffonting of his ghost.
Confess, contess, for lo! the qfficers,
Come to couduct you to the fatal bar.

[Enter Orrictrs.]

Glan. Had 1 not lost the sense of sorrow quite,

My heart would swell, but 1t hies still and dea

NO.I. N, Br. Th. VOL. 1. ¢



34 THE WITNESS. ACT liL

Take her away—and get her opiates.
[ Exit Glanville with Officers.
Aviet. T will not go. 1 will attend on him—
[nhanud me, Roginald, detain me not,
Though | may perish like a film in fire,
Befme some gorgeous angel, bright from Heaven,
I will the fate of this probation see.

ACT IIL,_

SCENE 1. A4nancient Apartment, the same as in the first
scene of the s€cond Act.
. JupGE and Anvocarr,
Jud. I have convers’d with her.
Adv. Is she insane ?
Jud. Her mind is heated and fanatical,
Wand'uing, but nbt astray.
Alde. ' ¢ How tepd her thoughts?
Jud. Religion, justice, and enthusiasm,
So minglc and amilfgamate her fancies,
"['hat the effect is 3tsonger on the heart,
T'han clogquence with reasoil wel¥ compounded.
zdv. What are her nineten signs of evidence,
That testimony borne ky heaven itself ?
For Glanville still hath been a man esteem’d,
Never suspected, but in all his life,
Sustain’d with constancy a blameless name.
Jud. But there are times, when the dire fiend of 1ll,
Obtaius sad homage from the wisest men.
(Ent1 MaGisTRATE and GLAXNVILLE.)
Mag. My Lord, the Prisoner.
© Jud. It wrings my heart
That one so just, so prosperous, so honor’d,
Should in the evenng cool of a fair hife ;—
All business finish’d, and enjoymeént found,
Be thus molested by so strange 4 charge.
Glan. Alas! my Lord, such is the fate of man !
‘When we have gain’d the resting time of life,
And thmnk ourselves from accident secure,~
Save in the pastime of some evening game,
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» Whose sober chances suit the pulse of age,—
A daughter’s frailty, or a son’s dishonor ;
The spite of foes, or worse, inggatitude; o
Breaks on our quiet, like the whirling storm
That lifts the sheltering thatgh-roof from the hind,
Quenching the desolated hearth within.
And yet prosperty hath evils too :
The constant smilc of fortune on the great
Destroys the sense and facu]txhof joy,
Like the unclouded sunshine, that consumes
The geims of verdure from the mountain’s brow,
Aud makes 1t bald andl bairen as the®stone
That wastes beneath the fetfe1’d comvict’s tread.
They little know the wayward heart of man,
Who think enjoyment mgkqs him loath to die.
The luscious bowl Volyptitousness prepates,
Is mingled with a fell aild drowsy charm;
And Pleasure’s smiling blandishments are felt
Like the caressewof a tender nurge, .
That fondly lulls Her weary babe to sleep.
Ady. This accusation troubles yqu oo mmich.
Jud. You look on life, Sii, too despendingly.
There is no cause, I trust, for this dejéction
Glan. I cannot choose, my Lord, but to be sad.
My daughter, touch’d by this afflicting chance,
Strays in her mind, and, as a blossom blighted,
A sudden withering o’er her reason spreads.
Jud. Does she too think the accusation true?
Glan. She has been always, from her tend’rest yeas,
Enchauted by the spells of mystic lore,
And goblin tales, of boding appgitions ;
Which iu the grief of this unhallew’d day
Have rous’d her fears to dread expectancies
Of ghostly evidence and spectral proof.
Jud. And if such awful thiugs should be—
Glan. . My Lord!
Jud. All times have heard, nd piety beheves,
That there are agents in the world unseen,
Who by some sympathetic power extract
Thie deepest secrets of the closest breast.
‘The fiery visage and the burning heart
Of gult conceal’d, are kindled by their touch ;
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And we have heard how strangers from afar,
Inform’d by spirits at the dead of night,
Have iold the eiames of sc¢ret’st men of blood.
It is a fearful, strange coincidence,
That your fair daughter should sp wildly dread,
In this terrific and mysterious cause,
The hideous proof of visionaryfoims.
Glun. Give you, my Lord, too, credit to the thought -~
Think you that [sbel’s phantasy is true¢
And must [ cavil with a mad coaeit,
Bred in the chaos of a maniac’s braiu,
Like a most strange cleation ? !
Jud. o How?
Glan. The thought
To fix ‘'on me this ignominious charge,
Hath spiung engender’d as by miracle.
Jud. Have you, at any time, unkeeding heard
Her pray’r for ahns, slighted her helplessness,
Or chidéd at her importunity ? ‘
Glan. Never, never! This gentleman tan witness,
"That, more thz. all the general town beside,
Has been, my constant and unwearied kindncss.
' «Mecg. Nature, my%ord, in thig has gone awry.
And by a wonderful and dire perversion,
Turn’d all the wonted sweet of gratitude,
Into most bitter and injurious wrong.
Glan. As stated as the disinal day return’d
It still has been my custom to bestow,
How ill-requited ! on the poor insane
Some gift of pity and of charity.
Jud. Why kept you the remembrauce of that day?
Glan. My ‘Lord! [ had no calise; but my compassion
Jud. Doubtless you knew the widow’s hushand well.
Glan. T did, my Lord, a man of honest worth,
But somewhat churlish in his speech, and prone
To swell to insolence in argument,
Jud. A man like many that wg all have met,
Whon: one might fal! in sudden quarrel with?
« Glan. He was indeed, my Lord.
Jud. Do you remember
His figure, and the manner of his garb ? .
Glan. 'To every point, of the last suit ke wore.
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The Judge motions Glanwille to retire.]
Jud. Has the accuser come/ . ‘
Masg., Not yet, my Lord.
Jud. [apart] Tt is a cageythat doth perplex me much.
W hy should he hold thi~ faitl.ful memory ?
All others, save the miseralde widow,
Have almost lost remembrauce of the fact,
But he 1etams the image of the man
Fiesh and untaded t—-¢ °
JEnter IseEL]
Mag. Isbel Gomes, my Losd.
Isb. Juotice, my Lord ! [ will not be seduc’d :
Tiemendous and almxght_y.Pa ovidence
Makes me in this an honor'd instrument,
Aud dare I falter in my awful function ¢
Methinks I see God’s bright and lidless eve
Beaming intensely on us where we stand.
Justice, my Lord, I dare but ask for Justice. =
Jud. Patience} good Isbel, moderate thy thoughts .
I do entreat thee but one word apart.ps  ®
Do you, distinctly, in all points of dress,
Retam remembrance of your anwder’d huspand
Isb. Alas! my Lord, he gver stands before me.
1 sec him now as he weunt forth to walk
O that dire mo1ning when his lifé was ta'en,
—His plamed cap is gailly worn askance,
His coal-black hair, 1n atluent descent,
Flows o’er his purple cloak.——A primer man,
With fiank and ruddy honesty of face,
‘T1eads not the garpets of the 1ggal dome.
Jud. His hair was black?
Ish, ‘ Yes, like the winter’s cloud
That rests upon a mountain, white with snow.
Jud. His cap, you say, he gaily wore askance ?
Isb. With a tree boldpess, not in vanity.
Jud. His-cloak was pprple ?
Ish, Why is it, my Lord,
Thiat thus with trifles so impertinent,
You,sting my heart to the full sense of suffering? ¢
your seat anid call me toaceuse. :
Jud. "Tis web.+ Come, gentlemen, lat's to the hall.

I Fsomumt

-
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SCENE 1lI. 4 room in Glanville's hause.
o REGINALD and ARIETTE.
Reg. Refrain, dear sister, from this eager suit;
A few short minutes, and all will be done.
Rest where you are, and when the ti11al ends,
I will a speedy messenger dispgtch,
T'o bless you with the tidings of acquittal.
Ariet. T will not stay,—I cannot rest behind.
I burn impatient to behold (ne scane;
And if I see it not, my fearful heart
Will surely flutter frown its mansion \iere.
Reg. Alas! dear Ariette, so wildly wan
You will but there the gazing crowd surprise.
O try your native meekuess to renew,
Be in our father’s virtue confident,
Nor fear of prodigy will then alarm.
Ariet. I can but only think of what may come,
And theopent spigit in my _heart dilating,
Feels clung by agony, while we stay here.
Haste, brother, hagte—Let ys together go.
Why thus detain mg by the wrist so firm ?
<Q, Reginald, thou fake unfiljal son,
Wilt thou stay here while thy dear father stands,
Uf_on the edge, the pinnacle of shame ?
f 1 eyes that see him, look expecting thee.
am his daughter, and I will go there.
'The laws of man may other ties divide,
But cannot part the chain of destiny,
Which links the parent and the child for ever.
I tefl thee, Reginald, that I will go.
Take off thy Iands. = Relepse me: Why is this?
You thiuk me mad, your eyes betray you do.
Injurious thought, when 1 ean be so calm.
Nay, I will promise not to think of it.—
No witness apparitional will come,
They that expcct such sights amgze themselves
With conjuratious of their own conceit.
, Come, brother, come. Ah me! why do you weep
eligu’st thou that our father did the deed,
And that some hideoys evidence will come ?
O Reginald '~-But let me dry these tears, '
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Which so unseemly stand upon thy cheek ?
Sweet brother, do ! —Hence!—s ‘
Reg. Stay, unhappy, stay.
[Lxeunt.

SCENE I1I. &g Ilall of Justrce.

The JunGF, MAGISTRATE, ADVOCATEL, Grany 1LLE,
IsBrL, and SprcTATORS.
Jud. With calmuess now set forth the accusation,
Isb. Nineteen long years ago, agd on this day—
The very buth and change-day of the moon,
A day on which, asyou came here to~day,
The King’s Jasticiary open’d the assize ;—
That hollow man of undiscover’d crmmes
Dud, with an impious and destructive hand,
Make me a widow, ruin’d all my life,
Pluck’d every pleasure of the carth away,
And left me wifljering, shelterless, and Wwild,
As the bare tree which heaven’s afflicting flash
Has made so hideous and fantastiaal ®
That twilight tavellers, as they pasy? by,
Are seiz’d with fear, and thifk unhallow’dethings. * < ~
Jud. What proof, what witnesses support this charge ?
Isb. Proofs sent from heaven, and Providence itselfs
Every sad morning since the deed was done
I’ve ta’en my seat near where the trodden grass
With crimson blush reveal’d the secret sin;
And annual as the dismal day came round,
That pensive man, in sceming kind concein
Did visit me, md minigter'd soft words,
With frequent gifts, my sorrov to appeasc.
Why is’t, my Lord, that e was thus so kind,
So punctual in his pity?
ud. To the point,
Isb. And ever still, as regularly true
As the great sun adorn’d that morning’s shy,
His life was mark’d by some high-priz'd advantage,
Some valued fruitage of prosperity.
But yet, while all hys house resounded joy,
§till weuld he from the festal throng retire,
And come in contrite charity to me.
Was it not strange that he did so, my Lord ?
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Jud. Re ciccnmstantial.
Ade. ’ Is this evidence?
[0, And stil as often as his fortune florish’d,
Syme new detickney m life ¥ found.
Adv. Alas' my Lord, how she peiverts the signs
That IJcavn itself gives of hiy mnocence.
Jud.” She bulds ker accusation on the proof
Of providential circumsiance, and he
Must mect the chaige by sinular appeal.
Ad.. 1t i insune conceit. ‘
Jud. Let her proceed.
fs6. Yes, the just Ucuvens 1y order'd circumstance,
Smce luman demonstration theie was none,
Have turn’d the issuc of his fortunc sull,
To draw all cyes to this mysterious day—
Ouce on the anniversary of guilt,
That fatal day, a son was boin to him,
Yet wlnfe the mdiber weak in anguish lay,
He left her, babe, and gur'lous gossips all,
Rememb’ring fe #5> wretch he miade forlorn,
Auother time, a hinsman proudly rich,
Whose haughty and unrecognizing eye
Iiad never glanc’d on him or.his, deceas’d,
Avxd made him heir to reasures passing name.
Again upon that day, sequence to wealth,
Came great emblazon’d honors from the King,—
Flach chance of prosp’rous fortune that he found,
Suil on that day befel.
Jud. Then wherefoie, Isbel,
Dud you not sponer make this solenn charge ?
I:6. 1n that, my 101d, béhold how Providence
Doth work its purpose to the destin’d end.
Sull though by custom I was wont to look
With thankful expectation for his coming,
No thonght of wrong, not one suspicious thought,
Arose within me tll this day of jastice, ’
As [ was sitting at ti.e, city gate,
oWhen he, with all the honor'd of the town,,
Came forth, as ancient custom did require,
To bring you, as the king's vigegerent, in = .
"This day, the only day he e’er neglected
"T'a bring his customary gift and pity ;—
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1, wond'ring at his absence, as he came
And greeted vou with cowteous salutaion,
Regarded hum 1 know not hoer reproachi L,
At wluch methonsht pale teb:or blaneh'd Lis face:
Il¢ look’d at me, and then anon at you,
And diead and tiouble thnckendd m his eve ;—
Then did the proof of all that [ kave toid,
The nineteen annv ! visus, esch sticcess
That crown’d lus fortue and made fair Ins lot,
Ruse hike the tust crrqation of the hojit,
Swprisig me with most entire conviction,
Adre. Surcly, my lord, dhus s but as a dream,
‘The wdle vapor ot a bran diseas’d.
We but ofiend the giasity of justice
In giviig “tendance to a tale like this.
{Euter Arierin and Rreinanp, end remain on one
side.] . .
Ariet. Allis $gt well, and ndthing yet hath come,
But wherefore is this pause ? why do they pait?
Do they espect >~———Ah, what do dhej*e xpect ?
Reg. Hush, sister, hush : let us st back, Apait;
See, the judge 1ises ; dowmot $b obtrude. ¢ ° T
Jud. The proof, so far, by the aceuser given,
Is not sufficient. .
Adv. Proof, my lord! what proof ?
Witness or evidence there has been none;
Thercdore I claim the prisoner’s acqnuittal.
Jud. But he 13 tried upon the ancicnt law,
And may not claim release tll he has pass’d

P Ll

The solemn ordeal therain prestiibed. °
Glan. What is it, sn { *
Adv. Stand forth, and face the judge. ®

Reg. My dearest Ariette, in mercy 1cst;
Press not so eagerly, nor. look so wild.
Jud. The chaige agamst you, Glanville, you have heard
*Tis built on circumstances so obscure,
That, but for old traditionary wont,
1 should pronounce you free to leave the bar;
But this the charter of the townforhids,
'Till you have here, in open court, 1equir'd
High Heaven to verify the accusation,
Or scaithless suffer you to quit the hail. ~
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Say will you make this terrible appeal ?
Glan. If ’fis so ordered, I must submit.
Jud. Kneel.

Glan. Must I kneel ?

Isb. How pale he looks!

Glaa., ot What more?
Jud. Make the demand ?

Ariet. Ne, father, father, no!

Glan. Alas, my child!

Jud. . Remove that gantle maid.

Sir, we attend. Will you make the appeal ?
Adv. How full of horrer i# this solemn pause !
Glen. 1f Heaven accuses me before this court,
Send forth its witness, or let me retire.
Adv. No witness comes.
Jud. Who then is that ?
Avriet. ‘ Who ! where?
Jud. Stand back, divifie, and give him room to enter.
Adv. Who, is’t, my lord? who ? where? what witness?
which? “% o
« Jud. Yon blacR-kair'd man, who wears his plamed cap
On Fis left teople.  Give him room to come.
Ady. | am amaz’d, my lord ; I see none such.
='Jud. Him in the purple cloak, yon ruddy man.
Isb. 1t is, it is my husband that appears !
Glan. O God! O God! and doth his ghost arrive ?
Reg. My sister, O my sister!
Adv. She is dead !

The vital chord, with dreadful expectation
Strain’d beyend suff’ring; suddenly hath 4napp’d.
Glan. My long deep-hidden mnisery of heart

Is by the Leralding ot Heaven proclaim’d
In this stern visitation. O my child,
My gentle, innocent, sweet Ariette!
But thou art blest; why shauld § mourn for thee?
You, dcarest Reginald, my blazbn’d shume
Will, like the taint of an infectious pest,
’“From all esteem’d society exclude ;
Yet wilt thou never, if preserv’d from guilt
In that exclusion, half the anguish suffer
Which, cver torturing, gnaw’d thy father’s heart :
For let polemics to the end debate,
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When bliss or punishment results to man,
Though safe from human law, the guilty feel
With the first crime the pains of hell begin.
Pronounce the sentence, I awpit my doom.

THE END. .
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Remarks on Lhe TWitiess,

*u

WE are not acquainted with any drama in the English
langusar wlich resembles this picce: as far indeed as our
knowlc¢ge extends, it 15 entitled to be ieearded as an ori-
ginal compoation. * Yet the chmacdlers aie not out of the
covis: of mture, and the mgideats, thongh posscesing a
deep superstitious interost, are in themselves <o very sim-
ple,ibat they can scaredly be considered as inventions. Tt
1 the suthor’s coloting which bestows on them all thei
peoing dignity.

"The subject b itself <cems almost incapable ¢f drama-
te sitnations. A maa Bas beer muany years ago murdered
by sonte unhnown a~ea~cin. The ocetiience 18 tongntlen
by evary onecscept bis wadow wad a gentioman ui o most
estimable character, who has compassionaic.y assisted the
peor woman from fie poiied of her lvisband™s death,  In
ike course of the play, the widow, in afit or momertary

_hisappomtinent, accuses her benefactor of the mwder, and,
by a smgular tram of fuetap.ywical reflections, the judge is
W te suspect that the gentloman actually did commit the
came, and su e e meoaee so works upon his imagination
as to otz a eonbe o ov ot th s act. Ilow far the author
Low surcerded m man iy with due effect ths delicate at-
wapt, the reader’s i big s stove can prgperly appreciate,
Phe deoizn Bas at least th - ment'of novelty.

"T'he author has orutt d to mention in what country the
scene is laid, and the oader 1s left at a loss to understand
whether the plare 15 a real town or, as well as the circum-
stanees, ficdiious. V< are of opimon that the whole is an
myention, coutnived to aiford opportunities for unfolding an
universal principle it the human mind, and that the sub-

< oject has no local refercuce, but is applicable to the process
of every man’s reflection and associations. In this respect,
the play may be regarded as a philosophical essay. »

Besides that of the main story, a minor interest is cre-
ated by a developement of the passion of fear on the cha.",
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' sacter of Arictte. The passions, without doubt, take their
complesion from constitational peculiarities, The cha-
racter of Anette, though in unison with the tone of «the
composition, is, we apprchend, of too rare a kind to ex-
~ite gencral sympathy.  Thereis a degree of tunderness, a
trac lity of reason about her, beyoud even what the general
opinion of the world ascribes go the excess of sensibility in
romantic girls.  We are not sure that the anthor heesiailed
o his delmeation ; but it will not be deaica that he has
puinted a being that secws to Be more for ornament than
use in this world. She howcever serves to augment the
mtetest of his diama, © .

The character of Ishel is not only the most prominent in
the picce, but, as a dramot? portrait, we think, unique.
She s @ mixture of religions confidence, insanc eithn.
saren, coitect fedling, erroneous judgment, and acute ob-
tervation, with 2 dispusition to <haw faneiful inferences ;
the effect of these contraticiies in combination is, at once,
wildly ipassioned and alfc cun;-,l..‘aiml»!e.'. Without such
a Juaacter, the oley would probabhly bave been tedious
aad vet uie catastrophe dopends Jess o heigthan on the
Judge, who is 1eprescated ws a calm@dighitied personage,
distinguished Ly a sedate sagagity m¥ic than by any of
those ewphatic qualities Which are supposed to be mdis-
pensable to proper diamatic cBaracters.

We semember some vears 220 to have read in a publica™
tion, called *¢ The Phantasmaenriz,”™ a story which bore
some resemblance to the catastrophe of “ The Witness.”
A pereon who had been accused of mweder, being placed
at the bar, appeared to be suddenly and strangely agutated,
and inquired of the judge 1f a man could give cvidence in
his own cause. *Lhe judbe, sufpecting froig the tremor
with which the man lovked towards the witnesses’ bos,
then empty, that he was under some superstitious terror, ©
answered that it depended on the circumstance, aud <cer-
tainly in the present case he might. ¢ "Lhen,” exclaimed
the culprit, ©“ [am lost, for | see the man 1 muidered in
the witnesses” box.” *

A story mentioned by Barnes, in his History of Bdward |
TIL, has been poiuted cut to us as probably the source
trom which the author was led to imagme the character of
Ariette; and we think that the incidental circumstance
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alluded to in the second scene of the first act, was pro-
bably derived from Barnes, or some ballad founded on the
story which he relates. ¢ It is rcported,” says he, ¢ that
a young woman named Joan, living in the parish of
Kingsly, in the diocese of Winchester, and the deaconage
of Aulton, being on the fourth of June at night, advised
by a voice to go and meet her sweetheart William in the
forest 8 Wolmar aforesaid, early in the morning met with
an Incubus in his shape. At her return home she fell into
a grievous malady, and thtn, upon conference with her
swectheart William, 1t appeared that sii> had been seduced
to her confusion by an evil spirit.”



THE WATCH-HOUSE,
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IN TWO ACTS.



CHA’RA‘CTERS.
Pavkic M¢Lvcag, Constablc of the Night,
DocTtor Nonbig, Guardian to Mis. Fond,
Cartain Dasn, 1h love with Miss Fona.
Sy, his Scrvant. '
Gevrer King
Luny O'Rocneury.
Joun Ap Joncs.
Donavp MDonanp.
First Gentleman.

Second Gentlemzu
] 'l:hild Gentleman.

“vi1ss Tassy Dracon, Aunt to Miss Fond, and Cor
sin to Doctor Noddle.
Prrr, Miss Fond’s Servant.
Miss Fo~b.
Prisoners, male and female



THE WATCH-ITOUSE.
ACT L

—
- SCENE I‘. A Street.

Sy and PERT.

Sly. Then at what hour shal] 1 have the chaise yeady ¢

Pert. Not sooner than eleven—Miss Fond must have
some cloaths with her, which cannot be packed up till
after her aunt has gone ¢o bed. You would not have her
run away in her shift.

Sly. Why not? I'th sure shc wodld be as welcome in
that state as inauny other ; qnd if she did not expect to be
»0, neither you nor I, Mis. Pert, would have so jnuch
trouble contriving the elopement.

Pert. Well, poor soul, 1f I were so smutten as she is,
and held in ¢ Miss Tubby appeuars ut u window) by an
ugly old cat of an aunt, and a stupid, senseless philoso-

pher of a gnardisn— .
Sly. You would run awnay too, [ suppose.
Pert. T'hat’s what I would. e

Tabby. What can all this mean  Ouly three days in
[ondon, aud already makjng fwe with her virtue,  * ¢

Ny. Well, you and I, you know, are to be marricd,
whenever my master has got hold of your mistress. .

Pert. Iudeed!

Tabby. Oh, is it so? Hee's a conspiracy with a wit.
ness 5 a plot, a gunpowder plot!

Sly. But 1 must be going. I have a great deal to do
to-night ; at eleven the chaise shall be waiting, and be you
and Miss Fond ready to jump. ,

Pert. Never doubt us.® .

S7y. But what shall be the signal ? ‘

Tabby. Age, let me hear the signal ?

Peré. Just after the watchman calls the hour, pass you
along, whistling.

ﬁbby. Whistling ; rif Jyemember that.

Pert. And with your stick rattle on the railing.

Sly. I understaud, whistling, and with my stick alopg
the 1ailing, so— -

Tubby. How lucky it was that I came to the windoy !

Siy. Till then, adieu.

No.l.  N.Br.1Th Vor. L. D
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Pert. Adieu.

Sly. 1say, I say. (kisses her.)

Pert. Iie! (grves him a boa on the enr.) [ Erexnt.

Tably. (ola at the window ) Here's a pretty piece of
work : the fulow is no other .han the servant of Captan
Dash, who has so often attempted to yun away with my
mece; bot he shall be agaia phevented : I will spoil this
stiatagen ; he shall know what 1t is to comtend with a
woman of my disceinment. , But hold* let me 1estram
niyself; lct me Be cool, that I nudy the better anticipate
this matiimonial machination.  How uwufortunate 1t is
that [ have nobody to consult but iy cousty, Doctor Ti-
mothy Noddle, and he s so taken up with philusophical
utility.as to be almost useless. [ Lhit,

SCENE IL. Tke Interior of a Watch-hour.,
Pavkiz M<Lucar, the Constable of the Night, and
. A Watchmen.

Pau. Honest men, I sce ye're a’ heie, but 1t’s av weel
to be regular. Answer to your names. Ye man thmk
that I am acquamt with my duty. Be a’ 1eady—

I¥atchmen. We a e.

Pau. Bide a wee till I getor my s%ccts 5 (he puts on
Lis spectacies,) now (reads) ** George King.”
=r 1 Watch. Here. .

Pau. Tak care, Geordie, and acquit yoursel in a kingly
manner, and be worthy of your name; no like the ncw-
fangled clanjamfry, that the French mal for tolks that hae
anld anes mickle better o’ their am. (reads.) “ Luny
O’Rogherty.”

2 Wutch. Please your vorship, here.

Pau, Now, Luny, dina be hiching up a row wi’ every
body you meet; consi.er you're no among the wild Irish
bere in Lonon, but in a <ober, Chistian land, where it’s
your duty to keep the pcace.

2 IWatch. 1 know as wcll as y ow honorthat 1 am i the
land of libeyfy, where a mun can't tuke a bit of fun with-
out being setit' to-jal for't. '

Pau?{vhat do you ca’ fuu? is’t brokewr smouts, and
crackit crowns? That niay be fun amang the Paddies, but
i’s no for the civilized capital. See that ye hehave your-
sel, Luny. (reads) “ John ap Jones”
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3 Watch. Here.

Pau. Yere a Welshman, and nae doubt as het in the
temper as a pepper-box; but ca’ cannie, and be civil.
The Welsh are creditable bodks, and 1se warrant ye're
ne without discretion. - (reads) “ Donald M‘Douald.”

4 Watch. Here.

Pau. Ay, Donald, what prought you lere ?

4 Watch. My am twa-legs. °

Pau. Weel jeestit, Donald, ye would na gang far afield
without them. What pait o’ the kintra cam ye frae?

4 Watch. The p:uisg o’ Moydart, in Lochaber.

Pau. Ye're farth® noith than ey parentage. Was
Flora M¢Donald sib to you, she that gaed o’er the water
w1’ Charlic? Tioth, she wa® a credit to your clan, I hae
a waim side to the M:Donalds mysel, for my father’s
auntie by the mither’s blood had a dochter married to
Duncan Cam?bcll, auld ferry-boat, whose mither was a
M<Donald. This Duncan Campbell’s father was na with-
out repute in hig day. He wys third piper to the great
John, Duke of Argyle, that has the maible head-stane
w1’ the images on’t 1’ the hee kirk o’ Wastmiaster, forenent
the House o’ Pailiament. So yoat Sge 1 count kindred
baith w1’ the Campbells and the M‘bonal(.is. Hac, pgee®
my mull, (offers hes snuff-bor) and the first time ye're
my house, I'll gee you a catker o’ ferentosh for a’ lang
syne. ¢

4 Watch. Ob, sir, clanship’s out o’ fashion, or ye would
na sce a M‘Donald keeping the ill-doers o’ Louon in gude
uider.

Pau, Very true. Our gentry are sarely fu'n aff, or
they would na snoke about the court, licken the doups o’
the cabinet minibters, when they might live® respected in
their ain castles, like wee emperors. But, Donald, it was,
?al for bigging of kirks ye left Scotland, more than ither
olks.

4th Watch. 1t was for fear o’ the kitk, tho’ Sir.

_Payu. What, got ye 3 lass wi baim? ‘'The’re ,* .
nice about that here, if "ye can pay foi't; buf, Dﬁ:nl 3
consider ye're in a foreign land, and are, as it Werd, 3 part
of the representation of Scotland. Keep up tes
of your couutry, Iet nae’ man ipsult it with im s for
tho’ he hae’ been obliged 1o flee’t, the shames & yout,,

]
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ain, and e very cance of vour moonlight flitting, does
credit 1~ the land of your kindicd, (a cloek strikes.) Sirs,
its time ve wereat your posts. | intended, as this is the first
night of takigg my place afaong yon, to Lave said twa or
three words of eduication. Ye'll gavg yow 1ounds dis-
creetly, and no roar the hours sac’ loud as some of ye' do,
"distmbmg the neighbourhood ; (L.uny, your voice is weel
Lent,) ifw e look glegly aftér thieves and randies, folk can
pat up wi’ the want of Leing wakcued, when ids only to
tell them it’s past three o'cleck, a cloudy moruing, or sic
like. 1t’s very probable ye’ll fall 30 w1’ ne'er-do-well
gentlemen frac taverne 5 tak care and no by o'er proud to
them : when the’re condemacious bing them here, bat it
they only gie you a clink on the Side of the head, ye may Ie!
them pass for half a crowu; but wherever ye fa’ i wy’
drunken poor folk, gie them nae meicy; they can ill
afford to ape the misdemeanois of their betters: what
thcy waste in drink, their famihes maun want in meat
T could «ay mickle mair, but [ have na time, and ye mun

jnst be thankfu’ for what ye hae’ gotten. [iiveunt.
SCENE IlI. 4 Study. .
‘ Dé&cror NovpLe.

If the rage of improvcment continues at this rate, we
shall neither have space to giow corn, nor room to build
houses. The whole couutry will be occupicd with pleasure-
grounds, turpike-roads, railways,. canals, wet-dochs,
race-courses, squares, crescents, and wide stiects; if it
were not for the occasional blessings of wars, mankind
would be obliged to live on each other.

Euter TasBY.]

Tubby. Cuusin Noddl¢, Cousin Noddle! What do
you think ? .

Doct. I think that tue country will be riined by im-
provements.

Tabby. Nonsense, nonsense, Doctor. I am surprised,
that seeing my agitation, you can*be sucha ot t¢ pgiloso-
phy, as to tatk of improvements:

. Doct. O, Tabby Dragon, there is no sentiment of uni-
‘versal philanthropy in, thy bosom. Thou mt wrapt up in
thyself, Tabby; if thou could’st but kiow the sublime



SCENE III, A TARCE, 53

ideas of the utilitarian philosophy, thou wouldst despisa
those propensities, which make thee grovel like a —

Tubby. Will you not hear rge ?

Doct, If it be any petty personal consideration, Tabby
Dragon, thou dost intrude.

Tabby. Are you, or are yom not, the gnardian of my
piece? she’s going to be rdvished.

Doct. ‘The ease will be a plea of the crown; we, indi-
viduals, have uothing to do with it, unless we happen to be
witnesses, ) .

Tubby. Surelv, gwrely, vou werg never created to be
of any use; if 1t were not for me, the poor girl might be
undone hefore your face. o Captain Dash has arranged all
tor canying her off this very uight ; the time is set, sig-
nals are concerted, a chaise is provided ; 1 have overheard
the whole plot betwecn her maid Pert, and his servant Sly.

Doct. "Ihen you were witness to a criminal conversation.

Tabby. If we do not preveut it, noshing less than mar-
riage and constpmation, will be the cdnsequences of the
clopement.

Doci. 1am amazed, and beginnjng %o b confounded.

Tably. ludecd, it is no wonder. » ® .

Dort. What can pesple Rave to do, marrying if these
times ! .

Tabby. Doctor! Doctor!

Duoct. Well. .

Tubby. What are we to do? What are we to do ?

Duct. Frustiate the perpetration; philosophy and hu-
manity iuspire me. Where is my cane? where 15y hat ?
where are my slippers? what a pity it is that nature did
not jnake maukind with hoofs for emergepcies like these
midnight alarns, ¢

Tabby. Merciful me, where are you going ? .

Doci. To the constituted anthorities.

Tabby. Sit down, Timothy Noddle, let us understand
each other fust. .

Doct. Tabby Dragow, if thou hast not yndeistanding
to forcknow the comsequences, I am not swprised that
thou shonldst talk of sitting down— .

Tubby. Need 1 be told that an elopement is disgrace-
ful 10 any weman, and without your consent my wigce can-
not marey, while she is’under age. Why can’t you give
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your consent, and relieve me from the anxiety of continu-
ally watching, Captain Dash is of a respectable family,
but Ly your nonsensical philosophy, the poor girl runs the
risk of staining her reputation for life—

Doct. I have a philosophical motive for preventing the
marriage. I have an experiment to perform on her myself.

Tabby. In the meantime let us try to prevent the
clopement. If I might trust you, and you would promise
not to philosophise on the subject, we certainly might
avert the impending mischief.—Suppose you were to keep
watch in the street till the Captain and his familiar ar-
rive, for that servant of his is little better than a devil.
I could keep a vigilant outlook: from my wiridow, give the
alarm, and you could then charge them to the watch, ull
they find security for their future good behaviour.

oct. Thou hast most excellent devices, Tubby; there

is nobody comparable to a woman in love alfairs. What
is the cause of this superiority of the infeiior sex ¢ T don’t
know, - ' .
' SCENETV. A Street.
Cavyaix Dasn and Sry,

*3ty. Keep back a little, Sir 3 let me reconnoitre ; the
door opens ; old Philosophgrum himself! Step you aside.
Wheie canhe be going? While he walks up and down in
front of the door,. I'll draw him off, and engage him in
conversation; you will give the signal, and 1f all’s wcll
within, we cannot fuil. (T%e Captain steps uside, and Sly
guazesup, as it were, to the skies.) Hem, Hem, it should
be there, these are the three stars, and yet [ can’t see it.
(He continueg gazing up end_walking backwards, till he
stumnblcs agasnst the Doctbr.) My dear Sir, I beg your
.pardon, I was so inten..y looking for the comet-

Doct. A comet; is there a comet to be seen ?

Sly. O yes, with a long tail; we had an extraordinary
gazctte for it thig evening ; and isshould he seew between
the constellations-Ramahdroug, and the great Mogul, just
on the nail of the litde toe of the Cham of Tartary.

+  Doct. Ramahdroug, and the , 1 never heard of
. puch constellations.

Sg..'.o, you're of the old sehool, don’t you know that

the German Universities have'been playing the devil with
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the sta1s—only step to the corner, and I will point out to
you at least hulf a dozen of the new celestial dyuasties.

Doct. Yau are very obliging, Sir, but] pardon
mc, dear Sir, Pm engaged.

Sly. I thought from jour appearance, and walking here
by yowself, that you had been a meditating lover of sci-
ence; but, perhaps, you ase only a sighing Jover; I am
sorry to have intinded: we, men of plulosophical re-
search, thmk all others like omiselves.

Doct. You mistake, I hdve long been enamoured of
science ; 1 live but for science, nothing would give me
more pleasure than fo have the revolitionized celestials ex-
plamed to me, by a man of yaur profound knowledge.

Sly. Sir, youflatter. How cloudy it seems to grow ! T
shall be terribly disappointed, if § see not the comet to
night; [ have a paper of its course, alinost ready for the
press; and only wanted one observation more.—Is not that
the comet? .

Doct. Lord bless you, Sin, that's the planet Jupiter,

8ly. You mistahe me, I know Jupter as well as [ do
my mas-—-1 mean that you kn@w that-——that star
there, just by the stack of chimmes,

Poct. I see none, vpible, , —

Nly. Not where you stand, a little more this way, It
must be the comet, 1 think. ¢

Doct. There 15 no comet there.

§/y. My dear S, you -re looking the wrong way.

Doct. Am1¢

Sly. Come forward, come forward, («side {o the Cap-
tain.) [The Captain comes forward, and Sty pretends to
see the comet, ?s the si%nat is qude.] O there it is, there
itis, witha tail more tBan three yards long? don’t you see
it—don’t you see it—just in the very plage I wished. HHow
bright it is! look with what speed it moves. Since
last night it has passed the Horizon; declined to the

) Zenit.h;\crmsed the Lipe, eclipsod the Hemispheie, been
n cmg:metion with the Zodiac, dipt into the Archipelago,
fired the Hellespont, been habeus corpus in Nisi Piius,
paralised the great Bear, and illuminated the Phartaca-
pia, and is uow as steady as the Pole. (Dyring
rlmpso:éy, Miss Fond, and Pert with a bundle, .cohe out
to the Captuin, Tabby appears at the window.) *
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Tabby. Thieves! thieves! mwder! murder! help! help!

Doct. O Lord, they are off. [The Doctor runs to
catch ikem, Sly snatches ,the bundle from Pert, pushes
ot wto the Doctor's arms, and calls out also thieves!
Watchmen within spring their raitles. Tably rushes
Jrom the house, Sly runsin and shuis the door, Wutchmen,
enter from all quarters. Sfy uppears at the open window,
with a candle in one hand, and brandishing any conve-
nient ludicrous utensil in the other, crying.]

8ly. Seize them, scize them, u:¢ old jade is his accom-
plice; they have plate and linen, thiy have plate and
Iinen—to the watch-huuse—to the watch-house with them.

Tabby. Villains! Villains! |

Doct. What is the meaning of all this! What bundle
isthis? Ilow came it heie? ’

Tabby. Bundle! O, O, O.

Sly. Take them instantly into custody : my master is
from home; I cannot lcave the house in his absence;
whencver he ietwins be wiil ideutify hi., property, and
bring the delinquents to condign pumshment. Away with
them. .

Doct. O Tabby Ihagon, Tabby Diagon, O.

L:bby. What! a woman of mmy chaiacter, to be diag-
ged to the watch-house; unhand me.

Sly. OfF with her, off with her —Off she gocs. [Euit.

ACT TI.

SCENE L., Watch-house,,
Pavkie Mévucax, at 4 Tablé) Tasny, seated at one
side of the Stage, rud the DocToRr at the ather.

Pau. A’ this, Sirs, may be very true, but ye'll allow,
Madam, that it’s my duty, to piobe baithe you and your
colleague, anent the aforesaid robbery. 1 have nathe power
to pionounce an interlocutor. My report man gang to*
my betters_for a rev'sidendo—its no because I eould na
do ye justice, for ye're neither kith nor kin to mée, but
because it’s a case that man gang before the Lords—and 1
min show mysel acquaint wi’ my daty. So ye'll baith
stand up.
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They stand up. .

Tabby. Surely, Sir, you do not suppose us guilty of
robbery. Sir, it was at our owhr house, 1 beg, Sir,——

Doct. O, conscupt father; consider the baseness of
calumny, the value of a name. .

Pau. Ye're owi soon, man, wi’ your last speech ; wait
till y're condemned, and thet, ye'll be allowed to make 1t.
Auswer to your charge, now.

Doct. O, Tabby Dragon.,

Puu. What's your name and sirname—thef ?

Doct. Thief! alay, Timothy Noddle, Doctor of Laws!

Pau. Na, Na, ye'll no flmg stour in my ein. Ye
may be a cheating quack doctor, but ye'll no quack me,
man [Writes] “ Timothy Noddle,” what's your pro-
fe~s100?

Doct. T am a plulosopher,

Pau. Hehman! that is a poor trade.

Tubby. Perhaps he may let us free, if 1 give him my
purse. . . . [ Aside.

Pan. Now madam, what’s your name ?

Tabby Talutha Dragon. 3. °

Pru. Are ve no afhionted, Tabylm, wi’ yowsel ; at
yow yme o lite, Wi’ aej footwn the grave, and the «der®
tast tollowing, to be s1c a haidened neer-do-wcel. 1 sup-
pore L mun put you down * spinster,” ’an ye bad been
at yowm whed, ye wadna’ been here. [IFrites] « Tabitha
D1 won, <pmster.”

Lubby. Believe me, Sit, there is some dreadful nis-
take or trick in all this.  \hat ae you thinking about,
cousin Tunothy, that you do not try to explam this acci-
dent ? . N
Doct. Explain this, explaine Tabby Dragon ?

Tabby. O! was ever poor woman so used! [ shall
be driven distracted by your stupidity.

Pau. Be quiet, madam, ye mu’na gang wud here, the
poor man's m evident cgntition. Come, come, 'T'mothy,
turn Kmﬁ’s evidence, ayd save yoursel. I'lus 1s but a
htléwor th loen that ye hae’ drann up with. Mak cou-
fesaion, Timothy, that's a gude lad, mak confession, and I'll,
wnite it down. + | Prepares to write.

Fably. Nothing will do hut the money. [Aside.

Pau. Weel, Timothy, what were ye going to say ?
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Doct. Sir, this is the most inexplicable mystery, the
Elcusinian mysteries, nor all the mysteries of vature, can-
not be compared to it—that I a thicf, 'whose ouly rob-~
beries have been the midght sleep— .

Pau. It's all over wi’ you, madam, ye're a gone dick,
ye hear he’s confessing.

Doct. Whose ouly robberfes have been from the mid-
night sleep, for Science and Knowledge.

Pau. Science and knowledge—what’s he after now?
Tut man, dmna plague us w1’ sic tlishmaclavers.

Tabby. You see, Rir, he's a suopie plain phlosoplier;
you may rely on it° we me the victius of the desgn
to carry off my niece, of whirh 1 have told you. [ beg,
vou will let us go home. Hqw shocking 1t is for a
woman of my rcputation to be m a watch-house !

Pau. Na, na, madam, none of your wheedlng, tho’
ye were as mim’s a May puddock, and as fair as Diana,
ye'll no beguil me.

Tabby. Therd is my pur<e, Sir, T an. sorry [ have no
more about me, aud the Doctor never canies any money,
take it and let us depart. [Pauhic M¢ Lucar 1ises.

Pau. T sce yt <ken your calling. It's no amiss to
cd¥ a banc to the dog’s:teeth, but ’am a sworn man,
madam, and to offer me a bube, is an even down m-
sult——there was naithing to bac hindied you frae
makmy; me a compliment to get my good wi'l, hut
to mak’ a bargain, 1s bare nated corruption.  Ye naght
hae’ wager'd wi* me, uhout something ye were sure [
should wm, (I dina mean te hit that ye may do this
yet) and ye could have payed your debt of liouor, and.I
could have t@'en payment wi’ hogor ; or ye might have said
that for my civility, ye “would scnd me a suit of new
clothes, lik¢ a turtle to a great man, or as the Dey of
Algicr's sends whelp lions to the hang, m a genteel re-
epcctful manner; bnt this way of making a friend in the
cowt, i no a hair better than unlawful bribery and
corruption. e

Dact. O Sirt this pablic viitue doés you immortal
honor: it is wqrthy of Cato.

Pgu. "Thagks to you, Doctor; when & ghon is sworn,
Jie would be a retten unprincipled tinklery~if he weie te
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tak a bribe; but when hLe’s no sworn, there can be nae
buberv. Doctos, ye dinna know wha I an?

Doct. Are not you the constable of the mght?

Pawer Hoot, man, it was va that I meant; T mean
ye re 1o acquamt w1’ my history

Doct. O, Sir, are you anjauthor ?  Hustorians, Sir, are
the preservers of truth. .

Paun. The fellow’s daft: ye're daft, man.  Ye should
know, Madam and Sir, that- my name is Paukie Mac-
luca 1 was dean of Guld, m the burgh of Bidenough.
Thee cam down tme London, some years by gane, a
wedl fart’d gentleman, to be a candidate for parhament ;
hut we had three on the le#t hefore him. [lowsomever,
a» the Lononer bought my wife a bra’ silk gown, and gied
my dochters prm cods, that werc na made wy’ o’, I could
na but be discieet to him; and to mak a long tale short,
wi' my hdlp, the Lononer won the day, m spite of a’ the
talents ot the town. .,

Doct. He won the day!  °

Pau. Madam and Su, y& may be spre hg was pleased ;
and he mited me, 1t ever I came 30 Ttndon, to mak his

house my hame. ’ .

Doct.” Wonderful! *  ° -

Puu. And 1t sae happewed, that I thonght he might
help me to a post m the government ; so up to I.onon 1
cvu 1 was na lang of finding out his house, but was
told he was na at hame. 1 knew the meaming of not at
hawe m l.ouon, so I sat down on a stool in the hall.
Lads, quo’ 1 to the flunkies, I'll bide here tll your master
be at hame, They soon saw that Paukie Maclucar was
owi tai north for theme; and Jure enoughel was told it
was a neglect, for his honor was at hame. They took up
my name to lum, and 1 followed after. I was very gra~
cously 1ecerved, very graciously indeed ; and no be;
blate to tell my errand, My dea dean of Guild, quoth my
honorable fiiend, you shall bave a tide-waiter’s place to-
moyrow. Madam, am o blmd, I could sec, that his ain
ends served, he wantit to be quat o’ me ; but J was made
a ude-waiter, a poor hungry p(lace; and 116 no to be won-*
derd sic rs worry the merchants for fees. The vzlz
day I was appointed, in cam fleets of East apd W
Indiamen ; tidc-waiters were scant; so that before 1 was
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sworn in, the hoard of customs sent me down to a ship
from the coasts of Coromandal, I Lad na been lang on
koard, till the captain sav I was a g1cen horn; so he m-
vited rue to tuke a dram of wine v.” hun, in his e:bin. It
was very kind o’ the man.  As wr were dimbing, what
would ye tahe, quo’ ke, to shut your eyes for an hour?
. A . A o
What will ye gie, quo’ I ™ Fifty guineas, says ke. Thinks
I to msel, swiely my een are pearls or diamonds that he
wants to buy for the Fast ducha Company. 1 then said,
Captain, what will ye <10 me for winkin twa hours?
PDouble the sum. 1fa, ha, tius is pulimenting, 1 thousht.
But what will ye give Captain, of 1 gang aaay o’ the
gither? A thou-and pound-.¢ A bargam be it, quo’ I;
it doesna 1am thousands o’ pounds cvery day.  In short,
Madam and Sir, I got a note of han’ of the late Abram
Newland, for the sum, and | pachit up my ends and my
awls and eam off 1 was na lang athume ull L got a suni-
mons to appeaf before the bomd of commissioners.
What's your pleasure, Honoable Sus, said 1, whea [
cam before them., They a’ bark:t at me, hke sae nany
rabiatois, and sdjd they would send me to Newpate.
Crv 2’ at once, qud’ I, but I'll no gang. So, atier nae
]]t{TP argoling "and bargoling, th&y said, as [ was na sworn,
they could do nacthing to rie, and I made my bow, and
cam off ; but 'am a sworn man now, Madam and Su, and
dima think that Paukie Maclucar 15 cither magistiate of a
rotten buigh or a revenue officer. [ L unt,

SCENE Il. .1 Street.

Enter St.x, and from the opposite side CApTAIN Dasn,
both it a hurry, afid run-against tach othcr. ’
-8ly. O, Sir, is it you ?
Dash. Danin the fellow is it you? Where is the
chaise ?
Sly. Where is my lady—that is to be?
Dush. What have you been about, blockhead, to leave
us in the street so long? ) .
Sy, About, Sir! [’ve been charging two bouse-breakers
to the watch.
Dash. What the devil had you to da with them? I
bave a great mind to break your head, rascal.
Sly. You lave almost done it already.
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,

-Dush. What do you say? What have you been domg 2

S/y. Only sending Miss Tabby and the Doctor to the
watch- house.

Dask. How!

S/y. As the old mouser cried "thieves and murder from
the window, I suatched the bundle from Pert, placed
it i the hands of the Doctor, and then bawle,d out
thieves, and murder also. Dun came Tabby from the
street door, with all her geer flying like streamers in the
wind, The watch coming up; in bolted 1 into the house ;
shut the door; ran up stairs; seized the first weapon [
conld find; bellowed, from the window; accused -Miss
"fabby and the Doctnr of robbing the 110use, and ordered
the watch to take them hegh into custody, tll I could
wfuim my master.

Dash. Dexterous impudence !

p S/y. But what have you done with Miss Fond and
ert ?

Dash. 1 lcft them in the square, while d went in search
of you and the carjuge. Come,-dwy will’be surprised at

my abseuce. [ Evewnt.
‘ »

SCENE 1II. A4 Squaré.s oNi ight.
Miss Fognp zad Pere.
Mi:s Fond. What if any rude fdlow should attdck us
before the Captain returns.

Pert. We shall be taken for glr]s of the town, that’s -

certain.
Miss Fond. Dreadful idea!
Pert. O don’t make yourself uneasy at all about it, if
we should.
Miss Fond, Iiark' Heaven&l
Pert.  Ouly a gang of tipsy dakes.
Miss Fand. Mercy! Where shall T fly? O! T shall

drop with fear.

[Enter three tipsy GENTLEMEN.]
1st Gen. 1 say it was a damned good song—[sjngs.}—
_A botle of claret and lads that are merry.
A damuatiou good song. ‘
od Gen. éonfound your brayiug.
3d Gen. [Observing Miss F'ond aml I'en,‘] Ha, wy
darlings.
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ed Gen. My pretty dear.
Miss Fond. O, mercy!
Yd. Gen.  Kiss me. ‘
[To Pert, who gigyes him a box on the ear.
Pert. It shall be a kiss of my hand, then.
8d Gen. Zounds,
1st Gen. [sings.] ‘
A bottle of claret-and lads that are merry.

A devilish good song. 1lollo! what are you two smug-
gling at ¢ [He runs to thun, Miss Fond screams, Pert
slaps them on the face, the Cuptain und Sly enter, and a
scuffle ensues.] N ¢

Sly. [To 2d Gen.] Tale that.

+8d Gen. Dammation!

Capt. Keep off, gentlemen, | entreat you.

3d Gen. Who the devil are you ?

Sly. [To the 1st Gen.] And who are you?

Yst, Gen. [sings.]

A bottle of claref and lads that ar» merry.

[ Enter WATCHMEN]
George Kiag., "o the watch-house with them.
. Luny O‘Roghesty. Oh! let’s have a little more of tht
fue first. : -
John Ap Jones. Coot Gentlemen, pehave, pehave.
Donald Macdonald,~ Nee respect of persons, we'll ik
the whole tot wi’ ns. [Lxcunt.

SCENE 1V. The Watch-house.

Pauvkir Macrucar at a Table,writing ; Miss Tanpny
at the one side, the DocTox at the other ; behind, such
kind of Men and Wemen ¢s may bé expected in
Watch-house «t Midnight, ,
Pau. Patience, Tabbitha, patience, till I make black

and white of what ye say. | While wri‘ing he is disturbed

by the romping of the prisoners behind, and cries to them.]

Have done wi’ your gallanting ©if yc will gallant,” ye's

no gallant here. Nae mare of<this straash, or I'll gar

some of ye claw where its no yuckie. [To the Doctor.]

So, Doctor, ye were walking up and down the front of

the house, coe
Doc. I was only walking on the pavemént.
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o Pau. Weel, weel, dinna be snapping at my words, I
did na mean that ye were like a flee on the lozen of a wins
dow. Ye were walking before the house.

Doc. Bless you, Sir, the hous¢ was not walking,

Pau. Heh, Doctor, but ye're devilish witty. We
must be on oufperemptors' wi’ you. 1 did nae’say that
the house was following you like a gawky after a recruiting
scrjeant.  But ye got the bundle?

Doct. Yes, 1 got the bundle,

Puau. Coming out of the house ? - '

Doct. Yes, and they ran off as fast as they could.

Puu. Stay, stay, ddctor, what wouldd ye be at? .to say
that a bundle ran awa’ is what 1 call a slip o’ the gab, but
¥¢'ll no jouke me—Ye got tile buadle, confess ?

Tubby. Yes, he got the bundle.

Pau. Toots! woman, dinna sca’d your lips in-ither
folk’s kail—frae whom did ye get the bundle ?

Doct. 1 found it somehow in my arms.,

Pau. That's a gvhid—wasna’ {t a woman that brounght
the bundle out o’ tht house ?

Doct, O Yes! it was Mrs. Pert. »
Pau. Hoot toot, hoot toot, didn¥’, Babitha come out
o’ the house ? . :

’

Doct. My dear sir, she was in the housc all the time.
[Paukie in the mean while shyts his book and takes off
his spectacles.] *

Pau. 1t’s a clear burglary; its proven, proven, the
libel's proven. Compose yoursels for your latier end!
"Pabitha, ye may deight your neb and flee up, there’s na
redemption for you. ‘

. Enter WaTcaMEN with M1gs Fonp, PErT, CaPT.
Dasu, Svy, and GENTLEMEN,] ’

Pau. Here’s work that might serve a Lord Provost.

Tabby. My niece, Pert, and Captain Dashi too !

Doct. [to Sly] I'm very glad to see jou, Sir. How
fortunate to meet a may of your science and erudition
here! I bope you completed your observation on the
coinet. .

Tubby. Will nothing bring you to your senses ! Don’t
you see that lie is no other than Captain Dasl’s servant,—

“and so it was with him you were star-gazing ?
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Dact. Sure enough and it is Sly—O Mercury, God of |
thicves, [ understand it all now.

1st Gen. I say, Mr. Constable, give us a song ?

Pau. What’s that callan saying ¢

1st Gen. Damnation, give us a song.

Pau. Whisht mau, ye're fu’! Cousider wha ye're ad-
dressing. ]

st Gen. A song—silence for a song.

Pau, If ye'll no be quiet, I'll gar ye sing the song ye
Tearnt first. -

All the Gents. Bravo, bravo, Sn Avchy!

Luny ORogherty. [ Laughs heactily us 3" he expected
a row.]

Pan. What are vc neghertag at, Luny ; Geordic King,
and Donald Macdonald, do your duty ; L'll let these chicls
ken wha'’s master here, ’

[T'he Watchmen take them to the back of the stage.

Tabby. 'This, Sir, is my niece, this is the Captain that
she ran away wjil, and that impudent fellow there is his
servant. ' .

Lau. [Tq Perg.] And wha are ye no?

Peri. Tins la't!;‘s«maid, at your service.

Pau. Nac doubt, yere at the service o’ any body.
But can I hae been mistaen ? Can I hae been a’ this tie
in the clouds? and will this robbery, that I'thought as-
plaiuly made out as it colild be by the fifteen lords. uf
Edinbro’, prove but the prank of a whipper snapper
flunkie ? 1 canna hae lost my natural discernmeut. lh -
dawm and Sir, gie me proof of your story. Let me havé'.
evidence that the elopement is no a device to get you off ¥

Tabby. The Doctor wiil uot give his cousent to the
marriage. ‘ -

Pau. P'm not to be bumbouzlit this way. What for,
Doctor, will yeno gie you- consent ¢ Unless ye gie your
consent this instant, I'll commit you ; for there maun be
some devilry at the bottom of your refusal.

Sly. You have hit the right n4il on the head. I would
not take fifty guineas in your place fer my chance with
Captain Dash, if you obtain the Doctor’s consent.

Pau. Say ye sac.’ 'O ho! Doctor, either consent to
the marriage of this pair : .
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Doct. Sir, Sir

Pau. Do ye consent?

Doct. Philosophy-

Pau. Geordie, Donald, Liny.

Tubby. O, my reputation! All this will be in the pa-
pers to-morrow. »

Sly. Yes, Doctor, to the yuin of your character as a
philosopher ; Comet, and all shall be published.

Doct. O, ye Gods! —

Pau. Do ye consent? For if ye’re condamacious———

Tabby. O yes, he consents.

Doct. Alas! *

Sly. He consents!

Pru. 1 tak ye a’to witness. Nae recanting, Doctor,
nae recanting. Captain, I wish ye mickle felicity with
Miss, and Miss I expect a bride’s favor. [To 8ly.] Ye'll
be sure to bring’t lad. I live twa numbers aboon the
Hobuse, that stands in the pillary in Pall Mall.

s EPILOGUEL.
Weel friends, what’s a’ this hoblesho'y abeat ?

Ye’re making mouths to damn the*play, nae doubt.
Ay there’s a critic loon, therg, in the pit,

_Gude save’s, how many more around him sit!
O I beseech you, and to do% I’m blate,
As lang’s ye dow respite the poet’s fate.
He’s but a sprout, a callan green and saft,
With little knack at the play actor’s craft.
The eagles, Sirs, before they cleave the air
Sit on their hunkers clad in puddock hair.—

. Hoot, hoot, for shame, be doyce and dinna hiss,
I’m sure ye often thole*worseiplays than this,

THE END.

No. 1. N.Br. T Vou. L. E



Remarks on the TWatch-Youse.

..'This little piece affords a decided proof of the advan-
tage of such a publication as that which we have under-
taken. We are ptformed that the principal character was
composed for the late Mr! Cooke, who€xcelled so much
in the enunciafion of the Scotish dialect, and for whom,
notwithstauding al liis varied excellence in many different
ewalks of the diamz, *no play was brought out during the
whole time of his engageménts ifi London, calculated to
show any new shade of those extraordinary powers with
which he wus so emmnently gilted.  T'o whatever cause
this was owing, it is a curious fuct in the history of the
stage, and we arc glad to be able, so early, to give a proof
in “The New British 'Theatre,” that the cause did not
rest altogethcr with the public ; for the character of Paukie
M¢Lucar in ihis picce, demonstrates that there was at
least the disposition to furnish vaiiety, and what is here
merely shetched, might ceftaivly have been expanded and
“illed up, so as to bave shown the public this favorite
actor in a character less disagreeable than that of the
Man of the World, and more natural than Sir Archy
Meacasm. .

The constable of the nizht i3a broad and strong deli-
neation of vuigar sloew-ness and self-couceit, but we
‘apprehend that the lunguage is too purely Scottish to
be well widerstood by any hut the natives of Scotland.
In this respect, leed, we think the authors have erved.
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The language which both Sir Archy and Sir Pertinax use,
is not Scotish but imperfect English, to which Cooke had
the power of adding that deep and full accent which the
Scots, even after many years” residencr- ‘u Fngland, still
retain. 'This error, howcver, adwitted of easy amend-
ment, had there been any dispos*tic n within the theatre to
have indulged the public vsith more of Cocke.

On 50 slight a piece as this, it wovld be ridiculous to
waste much criticism, The incidents arc farcically extra-
vagant, without being out of mature ; but all the chief
characters, with the cxception of the coustable, are cari-
catures. The sket®h of Luny O“Rogherty is tolerably
well conceived, but it is only an o1 ‘iine.  The idea of his
calling the hours oo loud in g0’ ¢ his rounds, is a cha-
racteristic trait as national as lus .o ve of a vow.

Some of the expressions in th., plav may be objected
to as rather too planly transcribesl from the vocabulary of
common life, and as such we were disposcit to have tahen
the liberty of altering them, byt upon consideration, and
regarding Shakspeare as the guide and example, we found
that the expressions could not be chayged -aithout impair-
ing the individuality of the charactert ywhich in all dramatic
composition is the pringjpal gxcellence.

We have been furnished with a history of the deyn
and composition of this piefe, but it is inconsistent with
our plan to publish such things, °
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8

Lu. Dear Ma’am, T never shall be able to remember
those outlandish words. But that turban is sp becoming, it
makes your laship look ten years yoanger than vou really are.

Myrs. II. 'Ten years younger than 1 realty am '—you
Joke, Lucy ; you would make me look quite like a baby.

Lu.. Not like a baby to be,sure, Ma'am, but at least
as young as Miss Emily. .

Alrs. H. Pshaw ; alwavs Miss Emily - there's uothing
so .very extraordinary in iy looking as young as Miss

Smily ; there’s no such great difference in our ages.

Lu. (aside) Not abdve five-and-twenty years, 1 believe ;
(to her) will your laship please to wear the turban.

Mys. If. No, I must be otly coiffée en cheveur ; for if
the stranger should come—

Lu. Oh, I guess; the gentleman that your laship has
been so long expecting about the chronology.

Mpys. . Chronology !---blundering again : 'tis not Chro-
but Craniology, child. Chronology is tife, old and now
almost exploded science which istructs ns how to know
the moderns from the ancients: to disgiuguish a Greek
from a Roman, a dynasty from a revolitiga. Cruniology is
the noble science lately discovered;which teaches us, by
simply feeling the scull of dny dne to discover at once the
charactet, disposition, and ever-professiou of the person.

Lu. That's very wonderful. But pay, Ma’am, [
should like to know whether by feeliug a scull, people can
tell whether there be any brains in it or not.

Mrs. H. What does your impertinence mean? Do
you insinuate that neither Mr. Fabricio, who teaches, nor
1, who study this science, have much brains?  Lucy, why
are you feeling the shape of my hfad? ’

Lu. Ol dear me, 1 hope your laship doesn’t thiuk that
a poor servant could have any disrespectful thoughts about
her mistress’ scull ; and as to Mr. Fabiicio, U'm sure no-
body can say but that he wants —

Mrs. H. What does hewant ? for you seem {o insinn-
ate that he wants something.

Lu. (IWhile she is adjusting Mys. Ilarley's hair.) In-
deed, Ma'sin, | thiuk he wants taste, for he had the
impudence to say that Miss Emily was the handsomest
wowman at the play last night, when, you know, Ma'am,
that your laship was there,
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Mprs. H. Did he say so indeed, Lucy ? Did Mr. Fa-
bricio say so? If it had been our Indian Cousin, Mr.
Francis, [ should not, indeed, have been so much surprised,
for the girl seems absolutely to have turned his grey head.
—That curl a little more over the left eye, Lucy.

Lu. But he'll be quite ip another story when he sees
your laship to-day, I'll ‘be bound for it.—There’s a head
for you, do but please to look, Madam.

Mprs, H. Tis not much amiss.—And now, Lucy, go
to that closet and fetch me the head that came yesterday.
( Lucy goes to the closet and brings a sculi f~omn it.) This
is the scull of a Georgian slave, which Fabricio was sn
kind as to procure for me—Cwhat beauty, what sublimity,
is there in the form ! O deserted palace of the soul !

Lu. Lord bless me, you learned folks have such odd
fancies : for my part, I can’t, for the life of me, look at it ;
the sight of such a thing makes e remember death. [I'm
sure if I had haif as many empty heads about my room as
your laship has, I should never dream of any thing but
grubs and wprms--O Lord!

Mrs. If. zif 1yPhicad were as naked as this, I flatter my-
self it would not be less beautiful. Let me compare—
Yes, the measures are exact, and so Fabricio assured me ;
he said it was the very modsl of my own scull.  The owner
of this charmning rclic sung like a nightingale, danced to
perfection—~Yes, Fabricio is right; my propensities, but
for a cruel destiny, would have led me to have done the
same. Why was [ not taught to sing in my youth, I might
then have excelled this Georgian slave. But hold—what
do 1 see! Lucy, was ever such a numscull as thou art—
this is not <he head of ‘he Guorgian slave, but that of a
baboonb. *

Lu. A baboon! surely, Ma’am, that’s impossible; for
your laship said but just now that "twas exactly like your
own.

Mrs. H. Hold your impertirient tongue, or—but I hear
somebody on the stairs: go-and see who it is, Lucy,

( Lucy goes out and returns.)

Lu. *Tis Mr. Warren, Ma’am ; he begs to speak with
your laship on business of importance.

Mrs. H. He 1s welcome ; show him in.
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, Lu. (asshe goes out.) More money for us, but we must
take care that he does not ste Miss Emily.
_ . (She goes out and returns with Warren.)
Mys. H. Good moruning, Mr. Warren; vou have busi-
ness with me, you say—leave us, Lucy. [ Exit Lucy.
War. Which you will casily divine, Madam. 1 was in-
formed yesterday by Sir Jamesg O’Ryan, that you were in
immediate want of a thousand pounds, and had honored me
so far as to desire my assistance in the matter. I was eager
therefore to wait upon you without delay, to assure you
how much [ rejoice 1 any opportunity of rendering a
service to Mrs. Harlep, .
Mrs. H. 1 am extremely obliged, Mr. Warren, by this
fresh instance of your politehess.  Fabricio was well in-
spired when he suggested the addressing myself to you
rather than to my husband : not but that Mr. Harley must
have approved the motives which make me dcsire the
money.

War. No one can doubt the excellence b¢ Mrs. Harley's

motives. '

Mprs. H. My secrecy proceeds solely om delicacy to my
cousin, Sir James O’Ryan. The maug§,is to relieve him
from a temporary embarrassment uunder which he labors
through some roguish prattices of his steward in Ireland.

War. To whom I shall ferl mysclf eternally obliged,
since he has afforded me an opportunity of showing my
devotion to Mrs. Harley.

Mpzs. H. That is truly gallant, Mr. Warren:

War. Yet much as 1 might wish not to lessen my little
nietits in your eyes, Madam, I must be compelled to own,
that my scrvices are not wholly disinterested. I have a

sult— » N »

Mys. II. How, Sir! I scarcely understand you—what
can you mean?

War. Pardon me, Madam, I know that I have no claim,
no hope, but from your candor, your compassion,—no ex-
cuge for my presumptioh but a passion which I cannot
resist, and the rare beauty’and accomplishments of the ob-
ject of it; and could I but engage ypu—

Mys. 1I. Mr. Warren, do you know to whom you
speak ! Do you consider what and who I am? ’

ITar. Alas, Madam, love such as mine caunot consider
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—I kuow, I feel that my presumption is great; I have
perhaps gone too far, vet how resist the temptation of en-
deavouring to secure the favor of one who has it so much
in her power to prumoje my interests with Mies Emily.

Mpys. I{. What do 1 hear? Miss Emily! All these
high-flown compliments were then addressed to the dangh-
ter of iy hnsband ! Indeed, Miss Emily may be proud of
her conquest. .

War. To whon else could Mrs. Harley suppose them
addressed ? she could not sure!y suspect me of wishes moie
presumptuons.

Myrs. I1. "1is well, Sir, at least I peifectly understand
you now ; but if I have auy interest with my husband in
recommending a son-in-laweto his choice, believe me that
interest will not be employed for Mr. Warren,

[Enter Lucy.]

Lu. Madam, breakfast is ready.

Mrs. H. 1 atteud.
War. (Gogeup to her and says in a half-whisper) may

¢

I hope for pardon, Madam? . )
AMys. H. Oh c‘cntuinly, Sir; therc can be no offence to
AN

me in your lowits Miss Emily. 'T'he men are all ciazy
aiter the gnl, 1 fiduk. [ Exeunt Mys. Harley and Lucy,
the latier makes signs to IWarreh to wait there, and that she
will return.] ! .

Har. falonc) That iflerest will not be employed for
Mr. Warren.—Very well, Madam, then believe me, the
thousand pounds wiil not be advanced by Mr. Warren :
and believe too, that without your interest, Miss Eniily
will-be possessed by Mr. Warren. Ile has an advocate
so powerful in the affections of his charmier, that all others
may well be dispensed with, ap elopement is a thing to
which a handsome young fellow can at all times easily
persuade a girl of spirit. (¢ Lucy returns.)

. Lu. What an indiseretion, Mr. Warren : how could you
think of coming hither? what can you have got in your head ?

War. 1 had husiness of impertance both with Mi. and
Mrs, Harley, and above all 1 wished for a private inter-
view with mylovely Lmily—haste then, Lucy, and cou-
duct we to her; the mowents are precious.

Lu. ew often will you force me to repeat that you
nust wait with paticsee for seme fasorable moment, and
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*, not pretend to rush upon her ini such a hasty and abrupt
_ manner.

I¥ar. 'There is nothing hasty or abrupt in what I ask.
You have long promised me an interview with my lovely
girl—all her letters express an ardent desire to see me,
and the happy moment is now arrived when our mutual
wishes may be acromplished.,

Lu. Imiposable! My young® mistress is at breakfast
with the {am-ly, and cannot be scen; but rely on my
carcs, and o b2 imterest I take in your concerns—the
interest for your heppiness, 1 mean, for interest of any
other kind is wuolly a%trang r to my heart.

IWar. Oh I know very well that you are perfectly
disinterested. Flcre, there # something to induace you to
maintain your disinterestudness.  (gives her a purse.)

Lu. Such an inducement is irreststible—Depend upon
me; Sir.

War. To procure me at this moment an interview with
my Emily. , *

Lu. Impossibles I say. (aside) ITow 1 wish that |
had the lctter. »

War. Lucy, you torture me—have .2 Mot reason to fear
some deceit? Ought I to believe what you say? May 1
rely on the attachment of my lovely girl ?

Lu. Indisputably. .

M ar. May 1 indeed belicve she loves me ?

L. Iimrue asurably.

Wer. Wil she listen with favor to a proposal I wish to
mauke her ?

Lu. Incontestibly.

War. Would she be ready to adopt an easy plan for
hastening our union? * °* -

Lu. Infallibly.

IVar. Has she resolution to take a bold and decisive step 7 »

Lu. lmmediately.

War. 1 am saiisfied, incomprehensibly. Then, Lucy,
it ouly remains to impart ty plan
[Enfer Jou~.]

John, (giving Warren the letter which he and Lucy
had written.) Miss Emily charged me, Sir, to send you
this letter in the course of the day, and I am happy now
to deliver it into your own hauds.
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. ar. Oh, these are indeed her lovely characters. (ke
reads) ¢ Hlusions of sleep—sensations truly delicions—
write then often—" Transporting words —No, no, here
can be no deeeit.  Lucy, I must see her, though but for
a moment.

Lu. Impossible, I say: will you never be satisfied!
Go to the Plough Tavern, there write what you have to
say, and in an hour or two I will come for the letter.

John. Which I hope won’t cost you as much trouble as
the last letter cost me.  (to Fcvren) Ilas Lucy told you
of my misfortune, Sir?

War. No, indeed, she has not. ¢

John. I was obliged to stay very late in town that day,
so that in coming home 1 %was stopped, aud robbed of
what you bad been so good as to give me, and into the
bargain I had my arm almost broke in defending your
letter, which the robbers suspected had notes in it.

War. I understand—here’s to repair your loss.  (gives
kim money) . "But another time contrive to go home
earlier. (aside) The®harpies! I tiust, however, there
will soon be an gad of it.

John. 1 assure you, Sir, I don’t desire to be late;
there’s nothing so agrecable in being robbed.

War. And so, Lucy, I am' positively not to see Miss
Emily?

Lu. Positively not. Write as [ bid you, and depend
upon my coming for the letter.

War. Well, amce it must be so, and, Lucy, as you pre-
sent the letter, urge my Emily, with all thy force, with all
thy cloquence, urge her to consent to the plan which it
will propose. If you succeed, your fortune is made as
well as mycown. Y ‘ [ Exit.

Lu. So, I am glad we are rid of him at last. 1 thought
he never would have taken himself away. As sure as can
be, this affuir will some day bring us mto a fine scrape:
I Fnuw of but one way to put an eud to it, and thatis, to
spirit up Clerniont to an elopefhent with Miss Emily.

Jofoe. Which will not be n casy matter : he talks so
wuch of his honer, and the obligations he owes to Mr.
Liarley, that he’ll have ten thousund scruples about taking
such a step.

Lu. Vory true: strunge that he cannot lay aside his
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» scrupulosity bu¢ for a sufficient time just-to run away
with a lovely girl, who is ready to fly into hisarins, and to
lay a large fortune at his feet... If he don’t take care, he’ll
be juggled at last; for while'hess so shilly-shally about
accepting it honorably, there’s our generous friend Mr.
Warren, the illustrious Sir James O’Ryan, Baronet, and
his companion in craft, Mr. Fabricio, all scrambling for it,
like so many wolves, putting hottor and scruples quite out
of*the question. ~% ‘

Johns Marvellously well thought and expressed, Mrs.
Lucy. Thus goes the world. Sir James would deceive
Madam, in hopes to get Miss Emily’s, money. Fabricio
flatters Madam, in bopes to share with Sir James Miss
Emily’s money ; and we dupe Mr. Warren out of his own
money, by giving him hopes that he shall have Miss
Lmily’s. -

Lucy. Then since money is the grand pivot on which
all things turn in this world, let us hasten to visit our
treasury and add this to our steck. :,

Jokn. And this also. ! [ Eveunt.

» ¥
ACT 1I.
SCENE 1. A4 Drawing-room, ‘at MR. ITARLEY's.

FaBricio seated by a table, on which are several books,
and papers, pens and ink, &c. .

Fub. Verily I begin to think that old proverbs are not
so entirely devoid of sense as | once esteemed theny
There is one which tells us that jtonesty is thedest policy,
but the system of morality taught in the school where I
was educated, amid the followers of the great Ignatius,
was not fouuded on this principle; and I have acted through
life rather in conformity with the principles of my sect,
than of those inculcated by the proverb. Already have [
made a good market of Mrs. Harley’s vanity and credulity ;
but I begin to be tired, of wearing a perpetual mask, of
being obliged eternally to weigh my words and actions, of
guardiug, while 1 am duping others, against being duped

No. L. N. Br. Th. Vou. 1. F
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myself. Well then, if [ can but accomplish the object
now in view, of marrying Sir James O’Ryan to Miss
Emily, for which the Buronst has promised me a liberal
reword, Lo determined afterwards to wmend my ways,
and nml\e the experitent whether more real h.:ppmess 13
not to be found in leading an honest life thun a life of
roguery. ,
[Enter Jonn.]

‘“John. Alad from the Plough T'avern, Sir, has just
brought this letter.

Fub.[Opens the letter and reads «.] Does the messenger
wait ? '

John., He \nshcs to know, if there be any answer.

Fab. 1ot him say that [ will be with the gentleman in
an hour. [John is gomo'] [lark ye, Johu, is breakfast
ready ?

John. lt1is, Sir. [Frit] .

Fub. Let me see once more. [Ile reads the letler.]
“ My dear Fib:  Before I present myself to day at Mr.
Harley's, 1 wish for some private conversation with you.
I do not ];kc this Mr. Francis ;—something whispers me
that there’s misenief in the wind, and that we cannot too
much hasten the execution of our plans.  Come then and
let me know low matters stind with regard to Emily,
that we may tahe measures for speedlly tcrmmatm" the
affair.  Your's truls, 'Ry an.”

[udeed, my noble Baronet, I have alnays had the same
apprehensions of this l’runcis,—l know that in India he
playcd the knight-errant’s part, and rescued thousands
from injustice and oppression, while their gratitude
poured wealth into his coffers,—'twas so ke made his
fortune.  What then may not b expected from his Iynx-
like eye, in the family of bis own relations here at home.
But I must first attend the breakfast—afterwards, Sir
James, 1 am wholly at your scrvice.

[Luxit.
SCENLC IL. The Inmlﬁut room at Mr. IIARLEY’s.
The Brealfust table set out.
Enter Mr. Hakvey, followed by Emivy.

Em. You scem dicturbed, papa. Can any _thing un-

pleasant have occurred thus eatly in the morning?
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M. II. Unpleasant !—I think for some time, early or
late, I have never met with any thing but what was uu-
plcasant.—-Yes, to be sure, somelbing very unpleasaut has
occurred this mornmg.

Em  Might one presume to ask

Mr. Il. And then by way of mending matters, see
wheie my wife comes with hel precious satellite Fabricio
at ber heels. [ wonder whether the house is ever wgain
to be free from that fellow.

Em. Buat with theim comes our cousin Francis, aund he
is s0 goad, so pleasany, that lus compapy s an suudote
to every thing disagrecable.

iuter Mrs. Harruy, haeded by Fasricio, Me.

Fra~cis folivicing.

Mrs. JI TTa! ha! ha!--Yes, mdeed, the stupid givl
gave me the baboon’s shull instead ot the Georatan slave’s,
and as you had asswed me, Mr, Fubricio, thar the latter
was the perfect model of my own, 1 was sadeiouring to
trace out the resemiplunce.  Gentlemen, you will picase
to be seated. [The company seat tlwnm.':'rcs at the table.]

Fab. Nor am [ at all surprised, Mawa, dat you bad
found a resemblance.  As the highestMYtues are noarly
allicd to vices, so the height of*heauty borders on detor-
mity : and as I told you m my last cruniological lecture,
the oceiput——— ' .

Mr. If. Nay vou need not take so much pains to prove
how it was possible for Madanr’s scull to resemile a ba-
hoon's.  We all sce the Iikcuess plain enough, as to the
furniture at least, 1f not us to the form.

Fub. Mr. Hailey, you astonish me. I could not have
conceived it possible for sugh a gressiereté to pags your lips.

Mpr. 1. Probably it never would Lave passed my lips
if you had never come into the house,

Mys. I{. Aund if you mean that I should stay in your
house, none such must ever pass them again.

Mr. 1. Nay, twould ke no such very great loss if you
were out of it, N

Ein. My dear, dear papa, you recally forget yourgelf.
I never saw you transgress so against good maiWers.
Something unpleasant, you said, bad occurred this morning.

Myr. H. Unpleasant-—-look ye there. (Ile pulls a roll
of papers out of his pockat and throws it uponthe tabte.)
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‘
Loohk over these bills, and then see whether [ have much
reason to be pleased either with Mrs. Haley or that
prompter of all her ex:{avagmlcies.

Mr. F. Surely, my dear Siv, you cannot be displeased
at your wife’s indulging in such little elegant expenses as
are absolutely necessary to a woman.of, fashion, to a lover
of scicuce and literature.

Mr. II. A woman of fashion! a lover of science
and literature '——there’s the very thing,—what has my
wife to do with being either? i wanted a comfortable
domestic companion, and thercfoge 1 married a woman
without fortune, becausc 1 thought she’d be kind and
complying. And so she was for about two menths ; but
evil communications corrupt good manners : she had then
the misfortune to become acquainted with Mr. Fabricio
and—-——

Fub. Misfortune, Sir >—do you mean that I lead Mrs.
Harley into expenses ?

My, II. Indeed, [ ds, Sir; and hegt’s the clearest proof
of it. (Taking up the roll of papers)) Wasn’t it>you
that first pdt ityixto frer head, to learn music, and Italian,
and then the Ldrd knows what must be spent on music,
musica! instruments, aud %talian books,

My, I, Swely, my dear Cousin, a husband cannot
complain of his wife)s leafning {talian—"tis the language
of love itself: every expression of tenderness becomes
doubly tender when clothed m sounds so soft, so sweet.

Mr. 11. As to that, my ears will never be the better o1~
the worse for the tender things they hear from Mrs, Har-
ley, either in English or Ltalian,

Fab. My dear Mr. Karley-—

My. II. Please to hold your tongue, Sir, when 1 desire
to speak, or 1 shail quickly show you the way out of my
house.

Mrs. I1. Ol pray, Mr. Fabricio, don’t attempt to check
him, let us hear ali he bas to sag . .

M. 11 T mean vou should. hear all, my love—I cer-
t:tﬂy mean you should hew wll. Lhe next fancy was,
th#¥ theie was no taste in my grounds here, and the fine
kitcheu garden, made only six years hefore, was all de-
stroved, the walls were thrown down, the hot-houscs laid
in rulus—hav’ut had an carly peach or nectarine since.
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.
* Mpys. I1. The gourmand.

My, 1. Aud all were piled together in the middle of
the garden to make a mountain, on the top of which they
have stuck a thing that they call a "Tcmple of the Muses,
tho’ folks tell me that these Muses were nothing but a
parcel of Pagan y

Mr. F. My dear Mr. HaMey, you forget yourself;
suchwords in the company of ladies——

Mr. I{. Very true, Cousin, and 1 beg pardon, but 1
can’t help being a little angry.

Mr. F. Indeed it is yo longer a Temple of the Muses,
but a Craniolugical lecture robm, as 1 Iéarn by an inscrip-
tion newly placed over the dogr of the labyrinth that leads
to it.

Mr. I1. 1 don’t care what name she pleases to give it,
and T suppose it will have a dozen others before tis *done
with, but I know to my sorrow, that bere's another hiil
brought in by Mr. Fabricio, as superigtendant of her
works, amounting «tp onc thonseaud, nine *hundred, and
ninety eight pounds, cighteen shillings, and ¢izhit pence,
Is this a folly or not, 1ask? ‘ )

Myr. F. Nay, Cousin, surely this is hstvan unreasonable
charge for so much destrugtion end re-creation.

Mrs, H. Be calm, be calin, my love, you are too warm,

Mr. 11, 1 wont be caln, [ will speak out, I have held
my tongue too long. the next thing was, that Madum
must dabble in the sciences ; and here'’s another bill of no
less than five hundred and seven pounds, fifteen shillgs,
for globes celestial and globes terrestrial ; for microscopes
to examine the little toe of a fly, and telescopes to sce what
the man in the moon’s abqut—nathing so foolish ’tis to be
hoped as the women on the earth’: and lastly

Mrs. H. Good morning, Gentlemen, 1 see that my
company mgy very well be dispensed with.  Mr. Fabricio,
I shall expect you in the Cranivlogical lecture room.

" [ Exit angrily.

M. H. The Craniologjcal lecture room !—Y'es, there’s

the top of all the follies. Would you belicve it, Cogsin,
here’s a bill of no less than three hundred aud forty pigids,
five shillings, for nething in the world but rotten bones.
Zounds it almost makes one wish thal some people’s
bones




86 THE INTRIGUES OF A DAY. ACT 11,
L) [

Mr. F. Come, come, my dear Cousin, be cautions
what you say ; you really are too warm : let us drop the
subject at present, or ydu may perhaps be led to say sotne-
thing, which you will Wercaficr wish in vain coyld be re-
i.ltllcd You see that you have already driven away Mrs.

arle PR—
ry H. You wont prefend, I hope, Cousin, that llus
crauiology is not all da I yyean very great nousense.

M., i’ To you or to me it muy seem so, Cousin, but
we should not pretend to regulate thie tustes of others: and
if Mrs. Harley’s pursmts do notecntnel coincide with
yours, you should have a mutual indulgence for each
other. She does not attempt to control your expenses
I newspapers and you must allow that they cost you
something in a year.

Mr. Il W hy, Lord, Cousin, since Mrs. Harley de-
stroyed my fine kitchen rraulu], you know I've no other
amusement in the country but the newspapers.  Besides,
I only take in“thc Morring Chronicle,*Post, and Heyald,
the Sun, the Star, the Times, the Commeru.nl Chronicle,
the General- Dvexhug Post, Bell's Weckly Messenger, the
Observer, the—s*~

Mr. F. Hold, hold, yeu hawve already enumerated a
dozen at least, and you cannot deny that they cost nearly
as much in a year as Mrs. Harley spends in her scientific
pursuits. In short, your fortune is ample, and neither of
you need be over u«rld with the other in these matters.

Myr. 11. Well, perhaps I have been a litte hasty: so
you may go after her, if you like, Cousin Francis, and tell
her that 1 shall be glad to kiss and be friends again ; tho’
I know the end of that evill be that I must pay all her
bills, and you don’t yet hilow half her extr avagancies.

Mr. F. 1 go with ple sure, cousin. [Eait.

Myr. 1. Morcover, as if all the devils in Rell were let
loose to plague and torment me this morning, there’s Mr.
Clermont, he must needs— ‘

Em. Mr. Clesmont, papa? Surely he cannot have done

anything to give you uneasiness.

H. Aud pray why not, Miss Emily? Why should
Mr. Clermont be the only person upen easth that does not
give me uneasiness?
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Em. Dear papa, you always used to say that he was
such a good, steady, discreet yourig man.

Mr. 11. So I thouglit him. Bt herc has he drawn a
hundred*gounds of his little fortune out of my hands st
aone strokéd, without saying a word to me about the matter ;

it must be therefore for some purposc that he’s ashamed
of. ) ’ *
" Em. Why should my dear papa suppose that? I cannot
think—

Mr. H. You cannot think—andpray, Miss, what have
you to do with thinkifg about the master? [ very much
admire a young lady of eighteen prefending to think. No,
my dear, pray leave thinking %o your old father, who, hav-
ing a few more years over his head, must be somewhat a
better judge than yoursclf. But here comes our peace-
maker, handing in my dear rib.

[Euter Me. Francrs and Mrs. HariLey.]

. I'. 1 have had some ditliculty, cousip, to calm the
téntpest you had raised; but I hive prevailed at length,
and Mrs. Llarley consents to receive the kigs of recon-
ciliation. »

Mr. IL [goinz up to her rather roughly, and giving
her a hearty kiss.] That's right, love, you must not bear
malice. To be sure 1 did thrust a little home, but we
must all forget and forgive. Emily here knows that L've
had many things to teaze and vex me this morning.

Mrs. H. Well, sir, as family discussions are the most
painful of all things, I consent to a renovation of our for-
mer amity; but beware of a rencewal of these scenes.

Fab. What magnanimity ! Amiable woman '—happy
Mr. Harley! * N »

Mys. II. And now, Mr. Francis, since 1| may be al-
lowed to put in a word, permit me to request an explana-
tion of onerthing that passed during our embrouillement.
You alluded to an inscription newly placed over the door
of my labyrinth; it was ¢he first word I had ever heard of
it: could.you repeatit? °

M. F. Indeed, madam, [ am sorry to say that T ot
recollect the lines; I only remember learning from tl
read, the great tranéformation which the Temple of the
Muses had undergone.

Fub. I believe, madam, that 1 can elucidate this mat-
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t
ter. As the emblems with which the temple and labyrinth
are Jdecorated are certainly more appropriate to the former
than to the present purpose to which the temple is de-
voted, Tthought I could not do better than explain this in
language inspired by the Muses themselves.

Mys. 1. What a charging idea! Do, Mr. Fabricio,
favor us with the lines. *

Liub. With the company’s 'permission. [ Bowing re-
spectfully to them, they all nod -sent : he repeats]

Sacred no longer to th’ Aonian niids,

Far other forms inhabit now these shudes.

While emblems of grim Death around are rang'd,
The mountain to the datksome cave seems chang'd.
Yet here, as o’er stern Pluto’s drear domains,

We all must own a fair Proserpine reigns.

Myr. I'. What beautiful lines'—¢ a fair Proserpine
reigns ;”—elegant thought! and they are your own writing,
M:. Fabnicio? ¢ )

Mr. H. Aye, that I'll be bound tkey are, for nobody
elsc— e

Mr. F. dous'lp','tw)usin, you forget.

M. 11. I thinktis you forget, cousin; and { wouder.

Myr. F. At what, my good friend? at my having a just
feeling of true sublimity.

Mr. I1. Well, wek, 1 belicve youre all mad alike; so
I wish you good morning ; the newspapers are probably
arrived, and I’ll just give them a run over. [ Lxit.

Fab. 1, madam, for my part, must beg to be excused
our craniological lecture this morning. I have very par-
ticular business, which obliges me to go out immediately.

Mrs. HeHow unfortinate!+ Caunot your business be
postpoued to another dav? [ wish’d particularly for the
lecture this morning, as you gave me hopes that your
craniological friend from the Continent might make his
long-talked-of visit to-day.

wb. 1 am sorry to say that thy business will not admit
of a moment’s delay; and for ‘the rest, I am afraid we
shall not be so fortunate as to see my friend. 1 have heard
nothing from him, and he was to send me word when he
could fulfil his engagement. “You will therefure excuse
me, madam. [ Frie.

Mr. F. Come, my sweet Emily, I may then be -
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.du]ged with a little music. Mrs. Harley, too, will per-
haps favor us with her company. Shall we adjourn to the
music-room ?
Mrs. .H. With all my heart ; at prescut 1 do not see
any better mode of killing time, [ Exeunt.

SCENE III. A4 Room'at she Plough Tavern.

Sir James O'Ryan and l'Amuno meeting.

Sir J. So, Lab., thou art come at length—I1 began to
think thou hadst an intention of jilting me "_~what can have
detained thee thust

Fub. Not the pleasantest urﬂ.nht'mre in the world—I
have heen listening to a littd®matimoenal hattledore and
shuttlecock.  'The oid gentleman beging (o ra rosty —-the
yohe, I [car, will sven be wholly shaken off. 1 never
heard him venture such icugths before. 1 too had more
than one rap on the knuckles.

Sir J. Gadrooks, L'ab., this 1aust be IFPapciv’s work.

-Fab, And yet e bypocrite cdrried it off with such a
demure face and smooth manner, affeciing g make him-
seli’ the moderator betwecn the lmt,buwi LA wife, choeking
Mr. Harley’s hasty saflies. Contouml The—

SirJ. Ha! evenso? "Well®then, Fab., we niust en-
deavour to dispatch our affairs as expeditiously as pos-
sible; tell me, how go they on? will Mrs. Harley ass:st
our plans on Emily?

Fub. T never had so much trouble with her in any mat-
ter as ln this.  She knows not how to digest Miss Emily’s
becoming My Lady, while she remains oni) plain Mis-
tress. | told her, however, that 1 could easxly procure a
baronetage for Mr. Harlexs, whigh somewhat obviated that
objection. And now tell me, have you spoken to Wazren
about the thousand pounds.

Sir J. 1 have: and he promised to see Mrs. Harley on
the business without delay. ’

Fab. Then ’tis all settled, no doubt, for he was at the
villa this morning, and had a private umference with
Mus. Harley. N

Sir J. Bravo! and you know, Tab., that tlna money is
your’s, on Mrs. Harley's consent being obtaived to my
union with Emily,

Fub. With two’ thousaad pounds more on the day of
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your marriage ; I have your written promise to this effect.
But apropos, Sir James, one word. This engagement is
not recorded on stamp paper, thaiefore not strictly valid;
’tis not that 1 have any doubt of your honor, but I thiuk it
right that matters of business should always be conducted
according (o the regular, forms. We cant command
events, and we are then prepared for whatever may happen,

Sir J. [aside.] 'The cautious rascal! [to im.] You
are right, my dear Fab., perfectly right; 1 certainly wish
to give you all possible security; and if.you will mect me
to-morrow at inyattorney's—[asitle] where you shall be
sure not to find me— .

Fuab. 'There’s no occasion to wait till to-morrow ; an
expericnced workman is never without his tools. [lle
opens his pocket-book, takes out a stump, and begins writ-
tng.] 1 am always for the present time, aud if you will do
mec the favor—

Si#J. fasgdcl How can I shuffle him off? [lo him
With all the pleasure in'the world, my ‘dear Fab., with all
the pleasurc in the world. But—but—if at last Mrs.
Hailey shodid not gonsent

Fab. [contindilg to write.] The contract is of course
void ; there is no objectiol, hotvever, on that account to
its being now sigued.

Sir J. [aside] Curse him, there’s no shaking him off.

[Ue takes the paper und signs it.

Fab. [putting the paper into his pocket-book] So fur is
well ; 1 only wish there was no other difficulty.

Sir J. No other difticulty ; what do you mean?

Fub. Only that 1 am afraid some obstacles may arise
from Missdumily herself, ‘

Sir J. 'The deuce! and why do you think so?

Fuab. From a diséovery 1 have this moment made, that
her beart is alrcady disposed of.

Sir J. 'The devil! and to whom? [aside] Rascal! to
make me sign the contract befove he told me this.

Fub. You have occasionally. seen here a certain Mr.
Clermont..

Sir J. Zounds! he! a clerk in her father’s compting-
2ouse ;. and Emily can degrade herself so as to think of

im?
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. Fub. Love is sometimes extremely condescending ; and
this Clermont is certainly a handsome young fellow.

Sir J. Curse the dog! and what is to be done ?

Fdb. Difiiculties, wy dear Sir Jamces, ure only a spur
to truc genius ; 'tis not in vain that 1 bore during ten years
the frock of St. [gnatius, and though compelled reluctantly
to quit it, [ have not forgotten the dessons I learned in that
structive seminary, What 1s to be done! Contrive
that Clermont shall be banished the house in disgrace,
and so.that Emily herself shall be deceived.

Sir J. A project warthy of thee, my best of fricnds.
But how shall this* matter be brought about? If the
question were to disgrace hiny with Mrs. Harley, I might
perbaps he able to belp you out.

Fub. Ashow?

Sir J. By a story | could tell—there must be some

little variations from the truth ; Judeed that’s a trifle: it
relates to some remarhs made by
Harley’s Craniologigal Essay, witch I can'dress up as

please. .

Fub. 'That may uot be a bad aixiliarys ,As%o the main
point, I have an embryo project in my*Head ;—Clermont
has just withdrawn a hundved pbunds of his httle fortune
from Mr. Harley's hands. "This I lcarned at our break-
fast, Miss Emily beiug present ; indeed it was the occa-
sion of her betraying herself.  We have here a fonndation,
on which methinks a superstructure might be raised. [
must reflect.  [Me walks about.)

Sir J. Great geniuses must not be disturbed when me-
ditating projects for the good of mankind, Reflect as
wuch as you please, sublinge Fabyicio, only failnot indue
time to bring forth.

Fab. Yes—so—that may do. Sir James, have you
brought Patrick with you? ‘

Sir J. The dog was so drunk, though it was but nine
o’clock in the morning when I set out, that he could’n’s
stand behind the carriage. »

Fub. Very unlucky! Why isn’t there a law made to
prevent servants’ drinking. I have the plan in my head—
but how to execute it.

Sir J. Mr. Patrick, then, had the honor of being a



92 THE INTRIGUES OF A DAY. ACT II.

[
party concerned in your project. But, ah heavens! what
sort of an animal do [ behold there ?

[RixtaLmo appears, peeping in at the door. ]

Rim. Mr. Fabricio—Mr. Iabricio—you are not alone,
I see.

Fab. Ohisit you, Rimaldo? Come in, ’tis only my
fiiend, Sir James O’Ryan; you needw’t mind him. But
what wind has blown you hither?

Rim. [coming forward] Wind indced! ’Tis an ill
wind, they say, that blows nobody good ; and to be sure
this wind has blown good to some folas. though not to
yoar honor. Been at your lodgings in town—uobody
there ; been at Mr. Harley’s—the bird was flown ; glud to
sce, however, that 1y inscription has been put up; never
wrote more beautiful lines in all my life—

¢ Sacred uo longer to th’ Aonian maids.”
Fab. They are not much amiss, it must be confessed.

% il #OMvithin these few days Lhave had a perfect
explosion of 1deas; such sallies of imagination: an abso-
‘lute Parnassian frenzy. My poetic vein Las flowed as the
waters of Piippocrene, or rather rushed as the torreat of
Cedrou.  Beholdfiere the effect of my laspiration, every
sort of Apollonic producion. « [Pulling a parcel of pa-
pers out of his pocket.]

Fub. 1 have uo doubt that they are very fine, but [ have
not leisure now to attend to them. [lasten to the point.

Rim. Why then the point is, to speak in plain prose,
without allesory or metaphor, tlat there has been the
devil to pay with the litte—

Fub. Oh, if that’sall, ’tis iv uo such great hurry, "twill
do very well another time; so, if you've nothing clse to
say, Rimaldo—

Sir J. Nay, illustgiv. as saint, thou hadst better hear him
now. What! [ warrant it, bruncite was the word yon
cat short? Ah! Fab., I'ab , thou art a sly dog; a tiue
Jesnit after the petticoats.  Bat why use ceremony with
me? Pelieve ine, I shan’t havathe better or worse opinion
of thee for any thing thy Mercury can say.

Fub. Well, speak, Rimaldo. The httle gypsey then
does uot yield? .

Rim. Yield! all our schemes are baffled, quite blown
up. Every thing’s turned topsy-turvy since | saw you
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Past. Yesterday evening I went, accompanied by the
bailiffs, and there exerted all my eloquence to persuade the
girl that it was the duty of a child; even 1t the expense of
her honor, to purchase the libert of a parent, and had
almost succeeded in making her believe it.

SirJ. Especially if the pec.cadnllo should be committed
with a son of the church. o

Rim. Faith, no; I did not thiuk of lhat, or else it
would have been an excellent argnment.  But [ talked of
the great Mr. Fabricio as of a guardian angel sent by
heaven to her assistan,ce. 1 talked of his talents, lus
virtues.

Nir J. Talents and virtues,!—IIa! ha! ha! Thou, a
poct, shouldest have recollected the song of Daphue and
Apollo, and have talked in a difterent strain.

Rim. Lord bless vou, Sir, I talked of every thing.
Above all, 1 descanted on the ecstasies she would feel at
saving her aged parcat from a prison, and contributing to
the comfort of bis  declining yearss [ talketl of his grey
hairs descending in peace to the grave; though, by the
way, the old gentleman wears a damn’d §h.1bb? caxon.

Sir J. Ha! ha! ha'-—Butall wouillnt 'do ?

Rim. T was on the pot ofssucceeding. Fhe bailiffs
had hold of the old gentlemuan; the brunette was on her
knees imploring their compassion ; and I was holding forth
with more than usual elaquence, when on a sudden another
guardian angel appeared, who, before one could suy Jack
Robinson, [ paid the bailiffs, and scut ’em packing ;
raised the brunctte from the ground, and given her to her
aged parent’s arms.  They were pouring out their souls in
effusions of gratitude and, trausport, while I, astounded
aund abashed, slunk away, “and gained the street, very de-
sirous not to be recognised by theyguardian angel, who
hitherto had not had leisure to bestow a glance on me.

Fab. You know the person, then ?

Rim. Indecd, I do: ngr is he wholly unknown to your
honor: *T'was neither mojge nor less than Mr, Clermont.
I can’t say whether hishegevolence received the recompense
which your honor’s demanded, but | rather belicve it was
more disinterested.

Lub. Audacious scoundrel! And how the devil came he
to the huowledge of this affair 7
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Rim. That's more than I can suy. But you know hé
has a strange passion for secking out and relieving objects
in distress.

Fab. "T'was, then, for this purpose, that he wanted the
hundred pounds? But he shall pay this insult a hundred
fold. 1 have thee now in a cleft stick, young man, and
ere long thou shalt know td thy cost, that Fabricio will not
be circumvented with impunity.  Go, Rimaldo, and make
pretty speeches to the bar-matd for a few minates? 1 will
call thee again present!,.

Rim. It it would be the sameghing to your hooor, [
had rather at this inoment pay my coint to the cook, than
to the bar-nraid.  ln the acfual situation of my iutestines,
I should feel more inspired by the sinell of a good hot
beef steak, than by the most lovely pair of blue eyes that
ever languished in a female head. [Lvie.

SirJ. Ma! ha! ha! A curious origiual this. Whence
comes he?

Fab. As you perccie, from Parpassus.  But now to
arrange my plan.  Patrick, then, is not here?

Sir J. But [ am here myself, cannot [ serve—

v e

Fub. No: v avalet that I want, not'a master ; though
there are many masters who might well pass for valets;
still more, perhaps, for grooms.

Sir J. Cuustic as ever.  But how then can the matter
be arranged ?

Fub. 1 have it now, by means of this son of Apollo.

Sir J. Aud can you suppose that so great a poet will
condescend to turn valet ?

Fub. His stomach is so empty at present, that he will
do any thing for moneéy.« .

Sir J. Heis certainly then a very convenient personage
for thee, Fab. Indeec, the history he has related speaks
him not over scrupulous.  Where did you pick him up ?

Fub. 1 have knows: him long.  He has done me many
hittle services.  An actor at settjug out in life, in that ca-
pacity he was dumned 5 nor wag fate more kind to himn as
a diamatic author.  Jbliged to seek some other mode of
subsistence, he becune a parish sexton, and as such was
considercd one of the most expert resurrection men in
town.

Sir J. Ahall smoke the thing, you became acquainted
with him as a craniologist.
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N Fab. Even so.

Sir J. And he has been of great assistance to you in
furnishing Mrs. Harley's craniological cahinet.

Fab. Rizht: again. ~Deprived, however, of his employ-
ment, from being unforumatel.\ detected, through over
confidence in his own dexterity, his p1 incipal subsistence
at present is derived frum beinw.poel laureat to two of the
most popular ballud-siugers in town ; though he is ready
to do uny other little wbs that will iucrease his earnings.
But [ must summon him.  The plan is almost :m:mwed in
my miund. | [{e goes to the door, and calls ] Rinaldo !

Sir J. May L be- made the confident of 1t ?

Fab. You kuow, that ever since Mrs. Harley com-
menced her eraniological studids, she has been wild for a
bust of Dr. Gall.

8irJ. And knowing that one had becn executed by a
celebiated female sculptor in this country, commissioned
you to appls 1o the lady to execute one for her.

Fab. Which commission 1 readily undestook.—But
where can Rumaldo be: [He calls u«rmn] Mr. Rimaldo !
This bust Mrs. Harley expects every days l do not ex-
pect it so soon, LI

Sir J. ‘That T believe indeed, gublime genius,

Fab. T was employed to procure the marble for the
lady to work upon. Mable 1s very dear iu this country ;
it must be of the finest carrara. 1 cduld not get a bleck
under thirty pounds. Mis. Harley obscived, that the
price was exorbitant. [Ie calls again.) I..m.u]rlu, 1 say.

Sir J. 'The moncy was, notwnthsmndmn, remitted to
you,—it is safe in your strong box, w hile the marble re-
mains at the statuary’s, and the lad'y rests \\holly ignorant
of the honor intended her.

Fub. Geniuses of a slmﬂar cast easily divine the
thoughts of each other. But though the bust will not arrive
to-day, a note of excuse on the Slleect may. [Ie calls
again.] Rxmaldo, I say, once more. You understand my
plan now, Sir James.

Sir J. Confound me, if I-'understand an atom of it.

Fub. I'm sorry thou’rt so dull—but thou wilt compre-
hend it in due time, patience at present, for here comes
our poet.
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[Enter RimarLpo.] y;

Rim. Beg pardon, Six, for making you call so often,
but I was trying to coax the cook out of a nice mutton
chop, which she’'d got pn the gridiron, and was in hopes 1
had succeeded, when your honor summoned me away, and
obliged me to 'leave the kitchen as hungry as 1 weut into
it. For three whole days,bas my stomach been a stranger
to those excellent things called beef and porter, and I'm
afraid it will soon entirely forget what they are.

Fab. Not so, my worthy son of Phebus. You must
assist our vengeancc on Mr. Clermu&g and your recom-
pense will be such as to silence the gonplainings of your
mternal gmmblcn.

Rim. Then 1 can tell ydar honor it must not be a small
one.

Fub. Attend. In order to accomplish our purpose, yon
must quit for a moment the livery of Apollo, and assunie
that o? the valet of a fair lady.

Rim. The *charucter of a valet! Ye muses nine, and

.thou all resplendent Pheebus, parddn your favorite son
this momgntary degradation ; “tis but to procure the
means of servipg ayou in future with the more unwearied
ardor.

Fab. Tven so ,-—has’te thén and equip thysclf in thy
new garb,

Run. That's c.us'.ly said; but the garb must first be
procured.

Fab. True, and you must get one at your return to
town.

Rim. I can arrange the matter with less trouble. [
know an honest broker in this neighbourhood, of whom
1 can hir& a handscme {xvery, and a horse too, if ncees-
sary: | shall not be ouite so well mounted as on Pegasus ;
however, un any horse, and with a decent coat on my hack,
1 shall be effectually disguised ; no one, I am sure, will re-
cogms(, Limaldo.

Sir J. Cert amly, if the céat you now, awear be your
usual one: ha! ha! ha! ¢

Lim. But, g (.nduuul, you, must make the necessary
advauces. 1)]01\80 theugh' &, very honest and liberal-
minded follow, won't let e have either the coat, or nag,
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‘without a deposit; besides, I must, dine before T mount
my steed, that I may not make a mcagre aud shabby ap-
pearance.

Fab. Very truc; and as thesprofit will be principally
to Sir James, |1 have no doubt that he will pay you hand-
somcl)

Sir J. Certainly.—But hmust request of you, Fab.,
for the moment, to make the advance; it happens wnluck-
ily that I am not <o well provided with moncy as usual :
my purse, you see, is not weighty.

“Fab. O, there’s cnough to answer the present purpose.

Sir J. But you Kow T am to spend the day at M.
Harley’s, and as we shall probably play at cards in the
evening, I should wake a Yery ridiculous fizure with no
mosney to produce.

Lub. You forzet vour pocket book; you were looking
it over as 1 came in, and it seeme:d full of notes.

Sir J. [aside] 1 swear there’s no getiing out of his
clutchcs. {10 Fybricio.] Bless my souls how stupid |
am! L had indedd forgot my pocket-book; but that is
poorly furnished ; no more than two hv\a—pould notes; "pon
honor, no more. LI

Lab. That will be sufficiegt for the present, won't it,
Rimaldo ?

Rium. Oh quite, I don’t desire more, your honor.

Sir J. [aside.] 1 supposc they mhust be sacriticed. [ e
takes oul his porlet-book and gices the notes to Fubricio.}
Well, tuke thewn; L only hope that I maynt want et
myself.

Fub. [To Rimaldo.] Here, my good poet, Sir James
presents you. [[le gives one,of the notes Jnto his left
hand, and ith his I'I“/lt gives%he other to Rimaldo.)

Rim. [Perceiving “what he has done.] 1 am intinitely
obliged to Sir James. Your hand, niy dear Mr. I abricio,
[Fubricio gives him the empty lmnd] The other hand, if
you pleasc ; friends cannot shake hands 00 often.

Fub. [Shifts the note and gives the other hand.] No
more trifling, my good Rimaldo. 1 must away to Mr.
Harley’s, get your dinner here, and I will contrive to remit
you your instructions.

Rim. [ shall certainly obey onc part of the command
at least with pleasure. ut as we have shaken each hand

NO.I. N. Br. TV VOL. I. G
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separately, do let us, before we part, shake both together.
. Fab. With all my heart. [He slides the note up within
his coat sleeve, and then gives both hands to Rimaldo.
The latter endeavoars toexithdraw the note, but does not
succeed.] And now farewell for the present. Sir James,
you will accompany me, and we'll talk farther of our
affairs, as we go to Mr. Harley’s. Rimaldo, good morn-
ing. .
Rim. Good morning, my worthy friend. _Sir James,
T am your most grateful humble scrvant. [To Fabricio,
in a half whisper, as he and Sir Jamee go out.] Mr.
Jesuit, this is a mdst infamous plagiarism. [ Exeunt Sir
James and Fabricio.} And do not flatter yourself that it
shall pass unpunished. “ [ Exit.

_. "ACT IIL

SCENE 1.  The Saloon at Mr. HarLEy's.
Enter MRJ‘I ARLEY, with a letter in his hand.
Mgr. HarrEY.

So, now the case is clear. Let me read Warren’s letter
once more. [He reads,] * My dear Sir—A very singular
concurrence of circumstances has led me to a knowledge
of the purpose for which Mr. Clermont wanted his money,
and I am sorry to say, that it was to purchase the favors
of an indigent and beautiful young woman, innocent till
she knew him, butnow, alas, innocent no more. 1 must
defer particylars till ] seeyou.

' Y our most obédient humble servant
Alexander Warren.”

Who then is to be trusted in future? I thought this
young mau so steady, so discreet, never suspected him of
the like propensitics, never copld have thought of his
squandering away such a sum of money; a fifth part of
his whole fortune. If I did myself now and then go
astray in my youth, nobody can ¥ay that any of wmy indis-
cretions were so expensive. A hundred pounds at one
time. Oh monstrous!  [He raises his voice as his anger
increases.

/
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[Enter EMILY.]

Lm. My dear papa, what can irritate you thus ?

Mr. Il. And with that eold and serious air of his, who
should ever have suspected himof playing these sly tricks
in a coruer.

Em. Sly tricks in a corner. What can my papa meau ?

Mr. I1. [Perceiving Emily.] What do you want, chuld?

Em. Still angry with Mr. Clérmont, papa?

Mr. H. Angry, or not, Miss Emily, what's that to you ?

Lm. Certamly, what Mr. Clermont does is no concenr
of mine ; but 1 cannot help thinking, papa, that the money
it question is devoted to some worthy purpose, and that
you are in the wrong to be angry with him.

[Enter Lucy, she stops behind Mr. HARLEY.]

Mr. I, I am in the wrong! Heyday! things me come
to a finc pass indeed. I am in the wrong! a girl of
eighteen tcll her father that he is in the nrong! I suppose
You and Mrs. Hailey will put me on a backstring next.

Lu. [Coming forward.] Did,you call| $ir?

Myr. . No, Nladam, I did not call, at least not for
you, nor do I want your company.  ? »

Lu. Certainly, Mr. Clermont is %re® of the most dis-
creetest, and most best younggmen in all London. [Aside
to Emily.] He’s now at the farm. [Going on.] and if he
has spent a hundred pounds, ’tis for a good purpose, and
they are wrong that aie angry with’ him.

Mr. H. Mrs. Lucy, I'd have you to know, that not-
withstanding your beigg such a favorite with Mrs. Harley
and Miss Emily, if ygur tonguc be suffered to run at such
a rate, I shall soon let you see who is master in this house,
by showing you the way out of jt. As to you, Miss Emily,
I "desire 1 may never agdin catch you telling your father
that he is in the wrong. ’

[Enter Mr. Francis.]

Mr. F. Why how now, cousin, in wrath with Emily?

Em. [Aside to Mr. Erancis.] Say he is in the wrong.

Lu. [Whispering on the other side.] Say he is in the
wrong.

My, F. [Aside to them.] 1 know nothing of the matter
ia debate, but 1 always'do as the ladies bid me. [1o Mr.
Hurley.) And after all, cougin, ’tis very likely you aie in
the wrong.
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Rr. H. ’Sdeath! this is too much. 1 tell you he has
squandered away a hundred pounds at one stroke.

JLim. But for some worthy purpose, I have no doubt.

Mr. F. O, certuinly, fer somé very worthy purpose.

Myr. II. And pray, Sir, who told you that it was for a
worthy purpose ?

AMr. I, Humph—humph+-Miss Emily, cousin,

My. II. And pray, .M‘;ss Emily, who was your in-
former ? '

Em. Humph—humph—UIucy, papa.

Mpr. H. Aud pray, Mrs. Lucy, hqw came you to be so
extremely well inforined on this matter ?

Lu. Because, as I said befgre, Sir, Mr. Clermont is onc
of the most soberest, most discreetest, most prudentest
young men in all London ; and never makes a bad use of
mouey.

Em. You see now, papa, that you are clearly in the
wrong.

Lu. Oh! fot that matter, certainly in, the wrong.

Mr. F. "Tis proved to a demonstration, you are un-
doubtedly in ®he wiong. - .

My, . Sir, Miss) and you, Mrs. Abigail, I bow sub-
missively to your superion judgment, and acknowledge
nyself in the wrong: aund if you want another evidencesan
your side, here comes one who will readily swear to all
that you choose to say, like you, without knowing a single
circumstance of the matter. Mrs. Lucy, will yau be so
good as to {avor us with your abs@ce., o ’

Lu. [Asideto Emily.] I’'m goibgto the farm. .

Ein. [dside to Lucy.] Tl follow as soon as I can get
aw. . . . " [Exit Lucy.

[Enter S1 JAMEs O'Ryan.]
. 8irJ. Good morning my dear Mr. Harley. How
oes the world with you? Well and hearty, as usual ¢

Jow does Mrs. Harley? A most charming woman that,
I must say, though she is my relagion. Mr. Frangis, your
most obedient. Miss Emily——Oh! shameful, that I
should address myself t'.e last to you ; but though last, not
least in love. [ hcard of you last night at the play; they
say you eclipsed all the belles in the theatre. Indeed, Mr.

arley, T don’t know a man so deserving of envy as you

are ; such a wife, such a daughter.
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My. I, Yes; Emily is in thé main a good girl, though
just at this moment ’ ;

Sir J. And Mrs. Harley. Sugh a woman ! Fain would
have had her myself. But she ‘was crucl: had seen Mr.
Harley, and then poor 1 was quite despised. Luchy for you
my dear Sir,—a high prize jn the matrimonial lottery—
every thing that can be desirec} in a wife,—beauty, elegance,
taste, science. :

Mr. H. Which taste aud science drain my coffers ‘

damuably.

Sir J. Trifles, my dear friend, mere trifles.  You are
rich; and to what purpose are riches, but to pay our court
to the ladies. You have, I repeat it, 2 most charming wife.
You love her, she loves you ; and, to perpetuate this happy
harmony between you, you have ouly to be always gallant,
always generous.

Mr. F'. And to pay all her bills.

Sir J. I rejoice, my dear Sir, to findsthat you have so
just a way of thinking; and 1 dire say the doctrine is not
displeasing to Miss %mily. Happy the mgn who shall
be permitted to devote his whole forfilya to "her service !
Are you not again of my opinion, Mr. Francis!

Mr. F. Perfectly so. * No%ne can know Miss Emily,
and not think that the man, whose homage shall be ac-
cepted by her, will be blessed above the common lot of
mortals.

. Indced, gentlemen
v M\ H. Come along, Ewmily, this nonseusc is neither
good for you or me to hear. Cousin Francis, that a parcel
of enfpty butterflies should flutter roynd young girls, and
T “aeir beads with nomscusey ’tis well ; ’tis® their trade;
but you, a man of sense, with fifty-six years over your
head, might know a little better. If, however, you must.
talk 1 this strain, here comes one who will listen to it with’

greater pleasure, and whom I camot pretend to control.
v * [ Erit with Emily.

Sir J. [Aside.] A slap in the face for me, but I'm not,
to be repulsed by trifles.

Mr. IE" [4side.], Mgs. Harley and Fabricio! I may
gain some 1deas by remaining. [ He jfollows Mr. Harle
and Emily, and after staying a few moments, returns::¥e
sits down by a table, which is at the back of the scene, takes

.
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up a book-that lies upon it, and remains there during the
rest of the scene, appearing as if he paid no attention to
the others, wikle they pay, rone to him.]

‘SE”‘ er Mrs. HARLEY and Fasricro.

Mrs. 1. Fiow’s this, Sir James ? Have lz’lou frightened
away 12y husband and Miss Enuly ! Mr. Huiley seemed

to go off m wrath. . ]

Sir J. Indecd, [ can’t imagine what offended him so
much. Mr. Francis and I were naving such compliments
to Miss Emily as her transcendent merit descrves, when
all on a sudden Mr Haley led her sway, g.wing us both a

pretty sharp rebuke. .
Mrs. H. It was your compliments, Sir James, that dis-

concericd him; for, to tell you the truth, he is by.no
meaus disposed to enter into our views with regard to Em-
ily. But do not be discouraged: I Lave determined that
she shall be your's; and he shall find that, though a woman,
I can be as resplete as himself.

Sir J. Transporting séunds ! Thus, thus let me thank
you, my deap cousin. ( Takes her hand, and kisses gt
eagerly. ) .o s T

My's. II. Harlcy has indeed met with several thiy
put him oyt of sorts this fnomihg. He was not mg
pleased with some little bills of mine that were brought iy}
and something, I know, besides, has rufiled him, in whick
Mr. Clermont is concerued.

Sir J. Clermont, an insolent puppy. T think he ruffles
every body. .

Mrs. H. Rauffles every body? What do you mean, Sir”*
James? o

Sir J. OM! a trifle, M&lam, «. mete trifle, unworthy of
attention. '

Mys..[1. Why then suc., waninth of expression? -

Sir J. Indeed—indeed—it was not a tritle; and since |
havg inadvertently gone so far, [ had better, perhgps, go
further, lest worse than the truth should be suspectéd.

Mprs. II. You keep mc on the rack, Sir James.

Sir J. Nay then, Iinust make my confession. The
other day, I was taking a glass of i€ at a confectioncr’s in
Bond Street, when, who should come in but Mr. Cler-
ment, with a lady very elegantly dresscd, banging upon his
arm.’ - ) '
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Mrs. H. Some drab, I suppose, whom he had picked
up in the street. L R

Sir J. Even so: it wasn’t the first timé Lhad seen her.
Mr. Clermont accosted me, as h# always dod§ wherever we
meet, to give himself an air of consequence, s if Lie were
connected witl persons of fushion ; and, by way of showing
off his wit, began snecring®at the essay on craniology,
which you, my dear Madam, had been so good as to read
to us the evening before; that charming one, I mean,
which you are writing yourself, and which 1 so much ad-
mired. . .

Mrs. H. Oh! you are so candid, Str James. But pray
what did Mr. Clermout say }

Sir J. Excuse me, Madam, 1 wouldn’t for worlds re-
peat such impertinence.
~ Myrs. H. Oh! 1 insist upon hearing.

Sir J. Nay, now, my dear cousin.

ers. If. Speak, if you do not mean to offend me your-
self. > , .

.8ir J. Well, thén, he said the only thing to be collected
frgm the essay was, that the author of Jit must have a very
% cranium herself. we®
jedrs, H. 1 thank you, Sir $ames, I am satisfied. After
‘5}}‘;‘, it is not all the husbands in the world that shal ever
-make me endure his company again. ’Tis not that I am
piqued at his impertinence. I despise it too much to be
hurt ; but ] think it my duty, as a member of society, not
to let it pass unchastised.

Sir J. You certainly, my dear Madam, take a very just
wiew of the matter. '

Myrs. . 1 will igstanly givp orders that hg never again
be admitted within my doors. ' .

Sir J. Indeed I must own, setting aside the matter in
question, that I always thought Mr. Harley showed very
little feeling of what was due to a woman of your rank m
admitting oue of his cleyks to visit at his house upon gach
a friendly footing. . .

Mprs. H. 1 bave often remonstrated with him on the
great distinctioni shown' to this Clermont above all his
other clerks in the intimate footing upon which he was
permitted to visit here. But Harléy always talked of his
friend Everard, and the great respect he had for his tnem-
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ory, of the young man’s friendless and unprotected state, '
with many other such common-place excuses. ((Mr.
Fraucis starts at the latier end of this specch, and seems
particularly aiteniive o hatis pussing.) ' _

Sir J. Ifhe be friendless and unprotected, we may be
pretiv sure that ’tis net without some fault of his own.

Mis. I, But I am detetmined to submit no longer.
Itis time that I exert my authority, and Harley shall see
that there is a point beyond which submission cannot be
cairied.—Gentlemen, ‘'will you accompany me to seek
him?  [Evcurt Mrs. Harley, Sir James, and Fabricio.
L Mr. I («'oming Sorward.) Upon my word, a nost
edifying conversation, the ultigzate bent of which is easily
seen. Sir James aspires to the hand of my fair cousin
Emily, he thinks Mr. Clermont an obstacle to his wishes,
and is determined, if possible, to ruin lim with the family.
My love to thee, my sweet girl, shall he otherwise em-
ployed—1I will endeavour to discover the rexl character of
this Clermont, “and if he be deserving of thee, bis want of
fortune shall he ng obstacle to thy happivess. 1 must
question Mr*liale; too on the subject, the name of Ey~
crard connected with bim has raiscd strange ideas in
mind.—Mrs. Harley talkeé of his friendless and unpras:
tected youth—should Lie prove the person I seek, Oh
Fmily, what an additiqual stimulus would this be to my
excrtions in the promotion of your wishes. [Exit.

[Exter Lucy, looking about.]

Tu. Where can my young lady and Mr. Clermont be ?
Thorpson told me they-were gone together to the house,
and that he had heard Mr, Clermont talk of having busi
ness of impgrtance with Xir. Herley: T must see them,
if possible, before they be separated, dnd endeavour tor
spirit, them up to an elopement; I shall never be*easy
about Warren till Miss Emily is out of his reach, and then
we -can easily cram him with excuses.— But here they
con . .

: [Enter EMiLy with CrLERMONT. o

Em. Indeedy Mr. Cicrmont, l,;md.',g)ped that +vou
would spend the: day with us. Though my father is dis--
pleased at what{'Hiis happened, '{_lé&-‘l‘ﬂaink't satisfactory

explanation would soon appease his anger, and you assure
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IS
me that you can gisc him an gxplanation with which he
must be satisfied.

Cler. Of that, my dearest girl, you miav he well assured
—as 1o 1emainng here for the day, my KEnuly knows, that
to be often with her, is the most eager wish of nfy heart;
that to pass my whole life with her 1 should esteem the
height of all human happiuess ; ske will therdfore veadily
beheve, that wothing but wu &ffdir of great impoitance
makes me desirons of retulning to Lonrfon, ad soonas 1
have spoken with Mr. Huley. .

Lu. If you would takec my advice, this very important

affasr wanld be adjourncd till to-morrow. Believe me,
vou have@o affair se importait at this moment as to re-
nain with Miss Fuily,

Em. 1 have indeed great occasion for your company to
relieve me fion the fatiguing and fulsonggy assiduities of
Sor Jhwes.

Cler. Well then, I will dispatch a nte to put off my
business in town, andswill bave the happiness of remaining
here. DBut is it possible, my Emily, thatsMzrs. [Iariey can
think of thiowmg you away on Sir Jameg'(?Ryan ?

m. ‘I'hat such is her intertiony*lecammot doubt. Hap-,
. .. s A
pily, however, her power ovér me'is not unlimited. Though
she may win my father to her views, yet as the large fortune
which I inhcrited from my mother ig absolutely my own,
I have nothing to fear on that account.

Cler. To injure you essentially may not be in her power,
vet she may occasion you great uneasiness and vexation,
of which 1 shall be the cause~that thought rends my sonl.
Desides, I have such obligations to Mr. [larley that I can-
not bear the idea of heing, howeer inuoccatly?the occa-
sion of trouble to him.

Lu. "Fhat's all very fine, but ’tis not the way to prevent
Sir James’s being forced upon Miss Emily.

Em. 1t must, however, be Miss Emily’s oun fault,'”
she submits to have him fotced upon her.

Lu. That’s very easily satd—but then follows vexation
upon vexation, pefsecution upon persccution, and who
knows wherc it may end-at last. Iu short, if 'you would
be happy, there is but one path to follow.

Cler. Accusc not my heart, dearest Emily, if [ appear
cold and backward to assert the claim which your generous
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pr®rence gives me. My wish only is, before I declatel
myself openly, to be able fo prove, that by birth and edu-
cation, [ am not unworthy of the honor to which I agpire.
These proofs I have endeavoured to obtain, and wait but
the posdession of them to lay open to Mr. Haley the
sentiments of my soul.

Em. Believe me, Mr. Clermont, though for my father’s
satisfaction, I may wish you to obtain these proofs, yet
they can mever influence my ‘wn sentiments. "Tis the
amiablegqualities of your heart avd mind that I esteem
and value : they ave such as, I anr persua led will insue
the happiness of all connected with them, andgwhatgare,
birth and fortune, compmed with such qualitics ig

Cler. My gencious, generous Emily '— But there is
one thing more which l"!n'opld“su).—Bom amid the
smiles of forgpe, I have been long the victim of her
frowns, al&ther she again will smile upon mep ispa
problem yet o€ solved.

Em. Thik not of that—fortune Iufs been more kind to
me, and I ghank heaven that ’tis in my power to repair her
justice to youw. . °

Lu. This is whatgwe ctll speaking plainly on b
sides, and it embolders‘ me Yo speak as planly. “Fhe
proofs of yow illustrious birth, and liberal education, Mr.
Clermont, are not yet m your possession, and if they were,
helieve me they would stnd for exactly nothing in the
eyes of Mr. Haley, unless accompanied with proofs of
an illustiious fortune.

Em. Indeed, Mr. Clermont, T am afraid that Tucy is
1o the right.  What then is to be done? )

Lu. That question is'ery essily answered. Mr. Cler-
mont must make up his mind to run away with Miss Em-
dy, aud Miss Emily must mahe up her mind to be run
away with by Mr. Clermont.

Cter. Hold, Lucy, nor suppose that I will ever render

self thus cnimmal!  No, while I feel that iy happiness

ends on the possession of sny Emily, yct never will [
seek thiat happiness by any meanq which honor and prinﬂi
¢iple cunnot justify. "

Lu. Very fpe sentiments indeed, and exacily such as
Sir Jumes could wish in a rival,

Lm. ludeed, Mr. Clermont, I admire—I very much
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re—I say I very'much admgire the elevation of your
iments ; they speak, they speak indeed a truly noble
ind; but—but co .
Jokn. Madam, madam ; here’s ‘the devil- to pay; my
mistress has just becn giving orders never again o admit
Mr. Clermont into the house.

Cler. Never to admit me?

Em. Never to admit Mr. Clermont.

John. Even so, Madam : and I am charged with giving
the order to the other servants. - [Exitghastily.

Em. Very well, Mrs: Ilarley; this is an afiront aimed
directly at'me, since you have often insinuated that you
suspected*Mr. Clermont’s corApany to be very agreeable
to me. But have a care, Madam, you may perhaps find,

that in shutting your d Ir. Clermont, you have
opencd them to some- E £,
Ll Aye, that's spellifig’ With some spirit; and Mr.

Clermont, perhaps, may not now be so Very.averse to an
elopement. % '

Cler. You, mistake, Lucy : less thars cver yrould 1 at
this moment think of such a thing. My, ipnor 18 attacked,
#id 1 must demand an-explanatiom of such treatment.
Assured of the heart of my Emily, can I be too anxious to
prove myself worthy of it ?

Lu. 1 swear the man’s quite fatigaing with his senti-
ments. ’

Em. What did you say, Lucy ?

Lu. That I'm sure there’s a finger of Fabricio’s in this

'8
[
21
8
m

e.
PyEm. Oh! was that all? But here comes Mrs Harley.
Excuse' me, Mr. Clermiont?if 1 tfke my leave.® I am so
indignaut at this step, that I dare not at present trust my-
self to meet her. Come, Lucy. [ Exit, with Lucy.

Cler, Thig affair must be thoroughly investigated.

Enter Mrs. HarLeY, Sir JAMES, and FaBrICIO,

Mrs. H. [Speaking as she enters.] Let us see whet
my sweet husband be here. * [She sees Clermont.] Howl

;Mr. Clermont here? Had my orders, Sir,¥bten more
punetually executed;I had been spared the humiliation of
this meetmg : the mortification of being mysélf obliged to
command you instantly té -quit this house, and never to
think of .gntering it again,
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Cler. If 1 merited sugh treatment, Madan, T should
obey in silence : but since [ am incapable of any thought
ar action which can reflect dishonor upon me, or yender
me unworthy of your socicty, I have a nght (the 1ight that
consciohs innocenee gives to every one unjustly stigiutised)
to demand why [ am thug treated.

ab. [ Half aside to Mrs. Harley] Assuredly, if great
words could atone a great affront, that which you have ex-
perienced, Madam, is atoned.

Mrso . Unjustly stigmatised! 1 thought, Sir, I was
doing you a favor in relieving yoit from e painful neces-
sity of sometimes passing a few heavy hours in the society
of oue whose cranium is tdo empty to be fit compauy for
a peison of your taste and accomphishments.

Cler. [Looking signifiggntlygsat Sir Jimes.] 1 under-
stand the nature of my offétice at picsent; but I would
advise gentlemen, who meddle with relating in one com-
pany what #hed hear in another, 1o take care not to mis-
represent circumstauces. [To Mry. Harley.] Tt is true
Madam—e '

Lab. [To Rlege arley.] You forget, Madam, that our
business with Mr. [larley is uggent.  Shall we proceed td
seck him

Mrs. 1. Justly observed. [To Clermont.] Any ex-
planation. Sir, would be superfluous. 1 am perfeetly' gon-
scious of my iusiguificauce m your eyes : but 1 shall show
you that I am at leust of consequence somewhere, by taking
care that my insigpificance shall never again Le exposed to
your animadversions. [She gives her hand to Fabricio,
and they go ol lngvll‘f:. Su James is oliowing, when
Clemwnl“.;lops him.} .

Cler. You, Sir, shall svon be convinced that a clerk in
4 compting-house may be a man of honor, as well as a
baronet . pethaps the man of more honor jof the two.

hat he has sentiments enough to despive treachery and
cBlumuy, and courage enuugfn to chastise the calumni-
ator. .

Sir J. 1 ‘have no doubt, 8ir, of your honor, your.
courage, or your seutiment; but on the eve of an union
with Miss Emmily, my life is too precious to run any foolish
hazard with it, and so adicu. [Exit.

Cler. An union with Miss Emily! Yes, here 1s the




SCENE IL . A COMEDY, - 109

due to all. Dazzled with the idea of possessing her for-
tune, though insensible to the charms of her mind, Sir
James dares aspire to the houor of obtaining her hand,
and.considering me as an obstacle {p his wishes, seeks to
blacken and defame my character, in order to ruin me with
this family. * Yet [ will persevere in the path ‘which ho-
nor points out, trusting in Iieaven at length for my re-
ward. But now to scek Mr. Harley, 'I'he unworthy
treatment 1 have received from his wife, shall not prevent
my communicating to him the discoverics I have made
relative to the iniquitous conduct of his partuer, Mr. War-
rem. o ’ [ Euxit.

SCENE 1T. Euu'/j/?s Dressing Roon.
Lnter EMminy and Luc¥,

Lu. Well, now, Madam. havesl any penetration or not,
Ttavn’t I always said how it would be ?—Thut Mrs. Harley
would never rest till she pliy'd dr. Clermont some bud
turn, because she congiders him as Sir Jame¥'sqival, }

Em. Indeed, Lucy,'t amn so indiguzat at my mother-ine
law’s behaviour, that there is scarcely any Xhivg ¥ir, Cler-
mont could propose, to which [ would ned smseut, merely
to be revenged on her. But yheregis My, Clerment, Lucy?
Not returned to London, I hope ¢

Lu. I believe not, Madam : 1 fancy he’s only goiic back
to the farm. :

- Em. Then seek him iustantly, and tell him [ will con-
trive to sce him this eveving:  May, that I want very much
to have'some further couversation with bim. ‘L'hat if he
has any thing to propose And LLucy, give him this.

-, [Grves her a picture.

L. Oho! your picture :*that if sufliciently significant ;
and if he does not now

Lnter Joun. .

John. Madam, here’s Mr. Wairen coming up stans,
and he says he must aud will ‘see you. 1 can’t imugnﬁ
what he has got iuto his heaa.: but he made such a bother
ing below, that there wus no denying him; so 1 hastencd:
to tell you. [Aside to Lucy.] What shatl wedo? Al
will come out. . e
- Lu. [Aside to John.] ' Dnly a little presence of mind.

Pm, Nor can I indeed imagine what he has got into his
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head ; but this T know, that'I am not in the least inclgnad
to attend-to any thing such an animal can have to say ; and
so, Lucy, I shall leave you to entertain him. [ Exat.

John. 'Thank heaven! thank heaven! I did'nt hope te
come off so well.

[Enter WaARREN.]

War. Ha! can it be!«Emily quits the room as I enter

it. Lucy, what am I to understand from this *~—how am
I to reconcile these contradictions ? Absent, Emily always
appears anxious to see me, yet the moment I appear she
shuns me.
" Lu. And sere you right. What business had you to
thrust yourself upon her in this abrupt aud iudiscreet
manuer, bawling so that‘all the house might hear you,
when she wants the affair to remain a secrct.

IVar. Oh, Lucy, it was excess of love that urged me
on. Butsince crucl fate still denies a personal interview,
be this once more the medium of onr communieation.
[Gives her=a’lctter.] Take this lettgr, Lucy, it has been
written ever since I quitted the hbuse some hours ago.
You dideaot cdme for it as you had promised, and that
determined the «n the present attempt. Give it to my
Emily, Lucy, I will ge mysglf to Farmer Thompson’s,
and there wait for the answer, L
o John. [4side to Lucy.] The devil! and Clerment”is

ere. : :

War. Or rather, Lucy, try and persuade Emily to grant
me an interview at the farin, though it should be but for a
few short moments. .

Lu. That P'm surc will be impossible. Besides don’t go
to the farm; the farr%er’s httle girl is an imp of mis-
chief, both for inquibitiveness and babbling ; she'll be
asking you a thousand questions, and every word she
hears will be rcpeated again among the maids in our
kitchen. .

War. Never fear me—1 shall be upon my guard.

Lu. [Showing John the picture.] What shall we do to
get rid of the fellov-? I've a good mind

John. [Aside to lay] Give it to him for heaven’s
sake, and scnd him pach.ag. .

Lu. [Giving Warren the picture] Well, go, go to the
plough, and wait there quietly ull I can come to you
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And see whata sugar plumb here is to keep you company.

War. Her picture! oh heavens! did she really send it
to me, Lucy? - .

Lu. To besure: who else should ?

War. Then I can no longer doubt her love, nor fear
the failure of my present project. Hasten, Lucy, hasten
to give her my letter,—hasten®to bring me her answer.
1 am on the rack till I receive it. And thou sweet embicm,
rest thou here, near to the heart whese pride it is to adore
thy sweet original. Or, Lucy, to save trouble, if in two
hours 1 do not see you, I will conclude that Emily
cousents to crown my wishes, and proceed accordingly.

Lu. Thank heaven ! we are fnappily rid of him at last.

John. I swear I sweated at every pore.

Lu. Andnow to read the letter. Oh heaven’s! ’tis to
propose an elopement, and that, this very night.

John. Then we are in a fine scrape indeed, Mrs. Lucy.

Lu. And who but ygurself is to be thanked fof it ? But’tis
not now a time to reproach each other, or to stand gaping
and hesitating about the matter, our business is & prevent
the consequences of this new fancy. Hadte then, run after
the animal, say that ’tis abselutely impossible and imprac-
ticable, for my mistress to comply with his proposal—say
that she’s suddenly taken ill—or that ber father begius to
smoke the secret, and has locked her up—say, in short,
any thing you can think of, ‘to prevent his thinking of this
plan any more.

John. A fine kettle of fish "twould make, were he to
arrive with his post chaise and four, and all the, apparatus
of an elopement—an explanation pust take plage, and in
that case, my sweet Mrs. Lucy, where are some folks ?

" Lu. Get along, get you gone, and hasten to prevent
him. [She pushes Jokn vut, and follows herself.] :

SCENE III. Mr. HARLEY’s dressing room.
Mgr. HarLEY, ME. FgaNcrs, and FaBricro.
Fab. Yes, indeed, Sir, it is scandalous that this young
man, who owes you such numberless obligations, should
turn Mrs. Harley into ridicule in all companies, and’you
cannot do less than unite with her in banishing him your
house for ever. v.
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Mr. H. He deserves to be banished : a hundred pm‘mds
at one stroke.

Fab. Ridicule the wife of his patron.

Mr. H. Squander jt on a——-but I'll endeavour to
think no more about it.

Fub. And ridicule her before her own relations.

Myr. 11. When I hardly supposed he knew. that such
kind of women existed.

Fub. lusolence! un empty skull indeed.

Mr. H. Estavagance! a whole hundred pounds!

My. F. Geutewen, when you have rung changes suffi-
cieutly on your fespective subjects of oftence, | will crave
permission to put in a word, and observe, that, after all,
Mr. Clermont i1s condeumed youknow not why, since you
will not hear bis Jubuh(..mon. [dside to Fub.] For you,
Sir, there is no occasion to feel )om craniuin n order to
Le assured of what 1s passing withiu i,

Fab. {aside] Yow's, “'Lr, may pahaps be made to
answer this. * .

My, I1. Aye, it becomes you *well, cousin Franeis,
with yoer ﬁﬂ_)‘;si:, yvars over your head, to be always
takiug the pitrs «f the young people.  But, as the proverb
says, a gicy head is oficy plaged un green slxoulclex;s

Mr. I, My dear ¥ir, they are not zlways the wisest
who make the greatest parade with thewr wisdom. :

Fab. 1 did not ‘mdeed expect Mr. Francis to become
‘the champiou of ingratitude ; nor can [ conceive how even
the most refined lo'm. can ‘find a good excuse for Mr.,
Lllclmont s conduct; or a goul motive for his prodi-
gality.

Mr. F Till T am gssurul, Sir, that Mr. Clexmonthas
acted from bad motivds, [ ath justitied in supposing that
he may have acted Som good ones; and you, yourself,
must have bad sufficient experience in the world to know
that the more pure we are in our own heart, the less are
we inclined to suspect the integrity of others.

Fab. If I were less conscious, Sir, of the integrity of my
heart, my feeiings night be wounded by your insinuations ;
but, fenced w ith’ virtue, the bosom can repel the sharpest
arrows. [1o Mr. Harley.] 1 have acquitted myself of my
commission, "Sir, and 1 go to 1ender an account of 1t to

Mrs. Harley. [Lxit.
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o ‘Mr. F. Your most humble servant. I am much mis-
taken, or Integrity here plays a very dishonest part.

Mpr. 1L [Calling after Fuabricin.] Mr. Fabricio, you
may tell all ny people never to admit Mr. Clermont
again into the house. ]( NN

Mr. F. Excuse me, cousin, Wuf Y})u here pronouuce
your own condemnation. To ®isgrace a man unheard, 1s,
ntall cases, an act of highinjustice ; but it becomes doubly
unjust when the object is one pliced ander our especial
care and protection 3 and such, if I am not misinformed,
is the case with regard to this younz man.

Myr. . No, hold, not quite so fast, i you pleasc. lle
never was placed under my esyecial care and protection.

Mr. F. Am 1 wrong then?—I understood Mr. Cler-
mont to be a friendless and unprotected young man,
bequeathed to your carc by your deceased friend, Mr.
Everard. )

Mr. H. Everard, my friend, reccived him as clerk in
his house, at the pecommendation of his Drother, the
banker at Madras, whom you probably kpow.

Mr. F. Extremcly well, and value him very highly.

Mpr. H. Mr. Everard of Mairas, htntioned him as
being . unfortunate, friendhess, and deserted. This was
enough to awaken my friend’s benevolence @ hie was like a
father to him while he lived, and dying, recommended him
to me, leaving him a legacy of five hundred poupds. [
was then in want of a clerk, so took him into iny compting-
house, and for Bverard’s sdke 1 bave always treated him
with a particular distinction. c

Mpr. F. Extraordinary! and how lonug has he been
with you ? . 2 »

Mr. H. Two years.

Mr, F. Andhe was with Mr. Everard {

My, IT. TFive years.

Myr. I. What do you suppose lLiis age may be ?

Myr. H. About five and, twenty. Methinks, Coz., you
are very inquisitive about thjs Mr. Clermont.

Mr. F. ctalking to himself) Tis indecd surprising—
all agrees so well—Oh if it should be he! DMy dear Coun-
sin, you interest me deeply in this young man’s behalf,
angd | hasten to seek him : fain would I hear from his own
mouth

No. I. N. Br..T:. You. I H
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Mr. H. Well, well, you are right, Coz.—and if he can*
clear himself, you may revoke—but then Mrs. Harley,
what will she say ?—yet I've as good a right to my way as
she to her's: so I giyef you leave, Cousin, to make any
inquiries you please, gAMr. Clermont’s conduct.

Mr. F. A commission which [ shall execute with
the utmost pleasure. (A4sifle) But first I must see Emily,

[Extr.
Mr. H. And somehow I can’t help wishing that he
may be able to clear up’every thing: [Eait.

; SCENE IV. The Saloon.
Luter M. Francis and EmiLy:

Mr. F. My sweet Emily, I roice to find you here
alone, as I much wish for a few moments’ private conver-
sation with you. Itis not to press a suit which I fear is
disagreeable to my lovely girl ; though my pretensions may
be honored, with" Mr. ‘Harley’s approbation, yet, if my
Emily’s heart caunot confirm her fyther’s choice, far be
from me the ungenerous idea of urging them farther.

Em. *:icellgm. man '—Oh ! moment of severe trial !~

Mr. F. You fre moved, my Emily;—recollect that
before 1 professed myselff yourlover, I was honored with
being called your friend—and if, as I much fear, your
heart be already engaged to another, the more aspiring
hopes 1 dared to entertain are solemuly renounced. Yeét |
must still entreat to be considered as your friend ; and,
under that title,- must claim perfmission to employ all the
means within my power for promoting your unmon withi
the object of your choice. '

JLim. What magnanisity ! , :

My. F. Then I am answered ;—uo more a lover, all I
entreat is the confidence, the frankness, the sincerity, that
a friend may be allowed to claim.

Em. Wlich shall be truly your's.— Yes, my mos}
esteerned, my most revered, mg most respected of fifends,
to you my inost soul shall be revealed. o

. Mr. ¥. Honored, flattered, beyond expression, with
-the title of your friend, 1 will endea%our to prove myself
worthy of it.” Mr. Clermont-—am 1 not right ? B

(M=. HARLEY appears peeping in at the duor.



SCENR 1V, chuzpr. 115

' Mpr. H. Aha, my cousin and Emily togethery and the
girl blushing ;~-this looks well. . o

Mpr. F. 'That blush, that downcast lock, are niy suffi-
cient angwers, and 1 shall proceed pccordingly. But, hold,
any farther conversation on the subject must be deferred,
for see, at present we are interrupted.

-Mr. H. (at the door.) Bhis is devilish unlucky—
they seemed going on full drive, and here comes Mrs,
Harley, and her two precious satellites to interrupt them.
I may.as well therefore show myself. (He comes for-
ward.) Beg pardon for breaking in at such an interesting
moment.—Are all things settled—wheh are we to have
the wedding? - ,

Enter Mrs. Hartfaw, Sir’James, and Fanricio.

Fab. [Aside to Sir James as they enter.], 'T'he critical
moment s at hand, ’tis near five o’clock, and Rimaldo
will soon be here. .

Mprs. H. [To Mr. Harley.] Since there is nothing in
the world, my dear husband, in general le¥s volutile, less
irregular in its motiofis than yourself, how happens it that,
though I have been seeking you a whofe half hour, you
have eonstantly escaped me. ot

Mr H." Seeking. me !—}Jpory my word that’s an event
that déserves to be noted—tis the first time since 1 had
the:happivess of calling you wife, that I have been so
honored. '

Mrs. II. It is not now a question, my love, toenter
into a war of wits; and, if-it were, I should expect it to
be carried on'with somewhat more pqliteness. At present
I come to talk with you on a very serious and important
affair, ' ‘

Mr. H. And T must talk with you upon an affair 30
very serious, so very important, that a man would do well
to consider all his life before he engages in it.
 Fab. .| dside to. Sir James.] Rimaldo comes not—
where.can he be ?— - [ He goes to the window.

Mrs. H. Aud pray what is this very important affair ?
.#Mr. H. That bashful look of Emily’s, that air of in-
ward restraint explain it. They announce that she has
just accepted the homage of our cousin, Francis, whom [
have chosen as her husband, '
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Myrs. H., Rather say they indicate her decided prefer-
ence for Sir James O’Ryan, whom I have chdseu for her
hasband.

Myr. I. Say rather that they imply a renuneiation of
both, since she has not hersclf chosen cither as her
hushand,

Fab. (Adside) The cldck is on the stroke of five, and
Rimaldo uot arrived. (IHe slides ont unoliserved.

Mr. H. Not so fast;—Emilv knows hep duty better
thau to refuse the husband of her faiher’s ¢hoice.

Mis. Il. She has tos much godd senc- to reject the
addiesses of a man of rank.

Joln. (Nithout.) 1 1cll you, yott may put the clock
back as muclr as you pleasc ; tis-phst five by my stomach,
and that’s never mistahen in the hour.

Enter Joux~, Fasricio following him.

Mr. H. Well, what’s the matter now ?

John. Mr. Fabricio, Sir, imsists upon it, that ’tis not
yet five; and wants to prevent my gunouncing “that din-
ner’s upon tabley

Mr. II* (Towlub.) Kind Sir, if, contrary to_your
usual custom, Y6u are not hungry, to-day yourself, we
should be much obligedeto you at least not to.ppevent
those that are so from sitting down to table.

[At this moment Ramaipo enfers hastily, dressed in a
Jantastic livery, with large mustachios, and othergise
disguised  IWhen he is ig.ghe midst of the circle, he
;}nm&, and looks round upos. them all.] "

‘ab, (Aside.) Thank heaven, 1 am revenged; he

could not come more opportunely. .

My, I5. Who the déwil have we here ?-~What do you

want, Sirrah { .
Rim. No sirrah, Sir, i’ you please, but the valet of a

fair lady come ot an important errand. 1 am charged by

my wmistress to deliver this letter into no other hands_than
those of of (He looks romd on all_ghe
company, then goesup to Fabsicio, and gives him u letler,
the direction of which s turned downwards.) of this géh-
tleman, as | presume.—I am in haste, cxeusc me, ladies
and geutlemen, ( He makes a profound bow and exit.

Fub. Charged by his mistress ! (To Mrs. Hailey.
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Theu, Madam, it may [‘rouablv be tidings of the bust.

Mrs. H. Oh! charming—and I hope to hear that we
may expect it soon.

Fub. ( ()pens the letter und Iu-’rms to read without look-
ing at the direction.) “ 1 have a thousand reproaches to
make you"—

Mrs. 11. Reproaches '_how reprom‘hes’

Fab. (Reading.) «“ Come and receive them.-—You send
a hundred pounds, "tis tue, to your befoved, but what is
thatin comparison of the ecstasics she enjors in your con-
pany, yet you have suffercd two whola days to pass with-
out seeing her.”

Myre, 11, Bless me, this swrely cannot relate to the bust.

Fub. Indeed 1 think not, Madam, nor can 1 well con-
ceive to what it does lclale-——thvre surely must be some
mistake—1 am really not conscions of “deserving these
-reproaches from any L\dy (e turns the leiter wad looks
at the direction.)” A mistake, indeed.  leanght, undoukt-
edly, to have lovked at the direction before § opcued the
“letter ; but, prepossessed with the idea of jis bringing
' udmgs of the bust, that never occurgty 40 me. I have
thus heen madvut(’nl]v led into a piracy ; for the letter is
not 8 me, hut to Mr. Clérmontt. ( Suowci ing the dircction
to Mrs. 1](/)/('1/)

Mrs. H. Tt 1s, indeed : the dircetion is very clear and
full : ‘To Mr. Clermont, at Mr. Halcy's.

Lmily. ( 4vide.) Oh heavens! what can this mean!'—
(Sir Jumes and Fabricio examine her attentively, and
. then exe Iumr' e sicaificant looks with one another.) . .

Mr. i* To Mr. Clermont! T will know the bottom of
this. 1 hc servaut shall be exandiied. (Jie rings the bell.)

Fab. A swgular mistake.  Who shonld have thought
of a billet-doux to Mr. Clermont faliing 1to iy lx.mds.

[Futer Joun.]
.Mr. 1' Cannot vou recal the servant who brought that
htter, wisht to speak with him,
“Jokn. 1leassull in tite bouse, Sir.
" Bir. F. Vhen desire him to come in. ¢ £ait John.)
Blr. K. After all 1 am afraid that Warren was mot
mistakch .
Mrs. 1. 1 suppose this was the lady jou saw with him,
Sir Jues, . :
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Sir. J. No doubt, Madim.— (To Fabricio.) But
come, Fab. as you have already poached a little, you may
as well give us the whole of the letter. .
Mrs. H. O yes! pray let us have it.

Fub. (Reat's) “1f you expeci to be pardoned, come
without fail this even.ng ¢ rcnder an account of your
conduct. Are you “making cruniological experiments
upon the empty Léud of your female ped.mt—ur listen-
ing to the pathetic lameatations of the poor hen-pecked
husband #”

Mr. F. By what right, gentlemen,, do' you read tlm
letter, which vou kndw belougs to another ?
8ir J. My dear Mr. Francis, you are so very squea-

mish.—
Mr. H. Pray let us hear the “hole 1 should like to

know how far her insolence can go.
Mis. I1. Aud | would not for worlds lose any remark
she may have td'make upon the femala. pedant,

Emily. (aside ) 'I'bis is insupportiible. . ¥
Fub. (sull realfing.)' “ Or are you breathing out ardens

vows of unaltefahle ﬁdehty at the feet of my too credylous
rival 7 Yet remember, my deag Charles, that how much
soever | may wish to sce you possessed of her foftune,
while 1 alone possess your heart—remember, 1 say, that
your lengthened absefice’ plams daggers in the breast ef
your faithful MATH11LDA. :

LEm. (uside.) Am | awske, ardo my ears deceive me*

Re-enter Jonn with RiMavLno.

Mr. F. Why did sou bring this letter here?

Rim. Because when [ enqlure(l at the counting-house
for Mr. Clamont, they told vte he was here, and [ was
strictly charged by my mir‘ress not to deliver it into any
hands but his own.

Myr. F. Mctlinks, then, hefore you delivered it into the
hands of any cne, you should Im\e becn assured that you
were addw«mg yoursclf to tlu; right person.—That geuu

tleman is not Mr. Clern.»nt. :
Rim.” 1 beg Lis honor’s pardon, if 1 have made a niise

take. [Indeed | minst confess, that I was rather at a loss-

to guess which was the gentleman, since na-body present

"answered exactly to the Jescription my Mistress gave of
{

his person.
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Mr. II.  She told you, perhaps, that he was young and
handsome.

Rim. Since your honor presses me so hard, [ must
confess that ’twas even so.

Mr. H. What then led you to present the letter to this
gentleman? ) ’ .

Rim. A certain rognish look about the eve, which
secmed to say that lie was not averse to a little bit of an
iutrigue, and though [ did not thmk bim either 1ery
young or very handsome, yet love, we all know, is very
blind. But excuse me, Sir, 1 am ysur most obedicnt
humble servant; 1 am in a prodigious hurry, and must
away this instant. [side s he goes out.] 1 think now I
am even with Fabricio. [Enit.
. Em. [aside.] Ah wretched, wretched Emily !

Mrs. 11. You seem distressed, Miss Emily ; does the

credulous rival touch too nearly ? .
Em. [faside.] I canmot stay to hear these jaunts. [To
she company.] Excuse me, I am not well. [ Lxie.

AMyr. F., [aside.] There is more in this than appeas
upon the surface, and I will know the _whsle truth.—But
first T must scek and console my poor afllicted Emily. [Buit.
. Mrs. II. Who will ndw say, that 1 was not well in-
spired when | ordered my doois to be shut on such a man.
This discovery is indeed most fortunate, and I flatter my-
self, that lomuly will now renounce an attachment which
degrades her, and accept a match that will do ber honor.
Let us hasten to scek her, 'tis an important moment.

Mr. 11. Lct u$ diue first, and then we can arrange our
futwe plans over the bottle. [ Exveunt omnes.

» ?

ACT 1V.
SCENE . The Saloon.
e Enter Jonn and Locy.
. John. Faith, the arrival of this brother of the livery was
a lucky chance for us, we should else have becn puzzled to

get the letter, conveyed to Warren.
Lu. Aie you sure that he will dcliver it ?
John, Never fear. 1 wrote on the outside that Mr.
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Warren was desired to pay the hearer bandsomiely, so you
may depend on his punciuality.  And now, child, tell me
what you said ; [ am afiaid, as 1 was not by to dictat—

Lu. Uh)ou may be Derfectly easy, it was as pretty a
letter as if it Liad been cvery word your own. 1 said—but
bush, here comes poor Miss Emily. She takes on so
about this. My, Clermont, that | declare it mnakes one
quite melancholy to see her. [ Exit John.

v+ [Enter Exinia.

Em. Ah Cicrmont, cruel, ciuel, (lumnut, how have
you deceived, and cwhat tum)ents do yow occasion me !
You vould force my heart to.hate yon j well then, you are
obeyed, it hates, yes, it detests you.

1),u. Be comforted, 1 entreat you, Madam the wretch
_1s unworthy of your tears, he deserves notlmw but con-
tf*mpt N

Em. With what consummate art did he insinuate him-
self into my, uffections ! VWho conld have thought that
such gentléness, such milduess, were fhut masks worn to¥
conceal a depmwd and psoillu.ne mind! Tis cvident
now why lie was &g eager to retwin home this -morning 5
he Lad Leen too long absent from his Madsiida.

L. "Vis the lust time, lowever, that any one here’ \nll
wait to detain him from lis Mathikia,

Ere. Noever, wo neser, will T cee him more. }asta;
Lacy, to the tarm, 1t Le be stiil there, tell him that he is
discovered, that 1 know ali;  that the blackness of big
heart, the ticachery of lis plocecduw.s are detected, and
Dettec forward he is a stranger to me. TAI bim that 1 de-
maid of bim agnin my letters and ihe pictare, or, perhaps,
Lucy, wu\n'n vot yet bab e given bin the picture.

Lu. Gioyes, Ma'am, Jolin was pog 10° the faum, so
as I didn’t bnow when unghit be able to go myself, 1 sent
it by hin. |

Lm, "Flen you cannot say how ke reccived it

Lu. Mo, indetd, for T haviut had wn opportunity of aske
g Joha, but 1 dare say he picténded to be m tansportaigy

L Valse shssemblar ! Go, Luey, denand the pies
ture again, see if be wiil cany las h“ouxsy 0 far asto
pretand reluctance to resigu it

Lu. That you may ke sure he will, for T see he's a
dicp oue. “w,
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Em. Or—no; Lucy T will write to h'm ome more;
will upbraid hin with his falsehood; who can speak . i
terms so forcible, as one so deeplv, deeply ngdred" {
will tell him to. be gone from a’spot which is contami-
nated by his longer stay ; will tall him that every momére¢
he remains vear me axsrovateswuy wrongs, and ncrenses
the indignation L feel at Chis baseness'ani petﬁdy [Exir.

Lu. Ab! my dear tnsteess, L am afraia there’s a hule
bit of lingering love at the bottom .of all this contempt and
ndigtation. ‘And what arc we to do now, 1 can no
longer recommend an elopement with® Mr. " Clermont 3
T must take Mo, lr:mcxs s part, L think, in hopes of putdmg
her out of Warren’s reach. But mercy on me, what hwurs
have we here ?

Enter Rimarnpo in his poet’s garb, .IOHN Jollvwing
him. ‘ .

Johi. T beg to know' what your impertinence means,
Blr, by running into a house without knecng -at the door,
ringing at the Deii. of ashing leave of any body

Rim. When | find a door open, 1 alwhys coaclude that
‘there’s no occasion to knock. N !

Joha. And are you nevey afraid that for want of knock-
ing yoir may some chy be knocked down yoursel{?

“Rim. 1 ome, Sir, if you please, to salicit a moment’s
audience of Mis. Ilfulvv.

John. You will please, I suppose, first to tell us your
name, whenee yot come, and undor what capacity yon are
to.he annvunced, whether as master or sevvant, tadesman
or gentleman, for indeed your appearance is so extraordi-
nary, that there’s no g_ues~mg to what cluss of beings you
belong. Probably you're’a miser, for that Coat’s oo
shabby for any thing else to wear.

Rim.:As to my name, Sir, 1 am called Rimaldo ; not
that this is literally and trulv either my bapiismal or my
family name,—'tis one which the chances of 1wy life have
fised upon me.  As to my rank, 1 am both wsaster aud
sgEvant. 1 an master of mv«elt and s -rvant to ninecharm-
ing mawlen sisters, who are- extlem(-ly well known in the
pnhslml world. Not a servant of your description : ob-
serve, the ladies I serve are of a rauk so distinguished that
in rerving thém we ennoble ourselves,

Jokn, You have not #lowever either a very noble, ora
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L}
very distinguished air; and if you are-master of yourself,
we may safely say that you are master of a very miserable
property. Ha! ha! hg! ‘ -

Lu. If you have ni?ie mistresses, none of them have
thought proper te give us a very magnificent idex of your
wardrobe. Ha! ha! ha!e :

Rim. Good- cloaths, Madam, serve -sometimes as «
mask to conceal the little-worth heart within, while a hun-
ble garb is often a veil to the most transcendent merit.

o/n. As you would politely insinuate. is the case -at
present. Butif § am not mistaken, 1 think 1 have seen
your honor's worship before.

Rim. [aside.] The dedce! then he recollects me.
[76 him.] Possibly, Sir; every Body knows the great
poet Rimaldo. i .

John. "I'was your great poetship 1 think, who once
left a whole pack of cards with a.lady L had the honor of
serving, to distfibute among her literary friends,:in which
you l:;mde a generous offer of your pdetical sersites to tha
world. : -7 T

Rim. [aside.} ‘“Oho, then I'm safe still. [To him.}
Exactly so, Sir, [ sell wit fo thgse who have none.

L. And to judge by the lhittle that remains on your
hands, your merchandize must have had a very ready sale.
But you must not expect the same good luck here, for niy
mistress has wit enough for hersclf and half a dozen others,
a3 you may soon seg, for here she comes: So your hum..
ble servaut, I’m off. P

Johkn. So am | too.

Rim. Nay, pray stay and inhoduce me. .

John. No, no, you in\rodqc\éd ‘yourself readily enough
to us, and you may introd-ce yourself to her also.

‘ . [Exeunt John and Lucy.
[Enter Mrs. Harley and Mr. Francis. Rimalde bows
and scrapes _for some time withont their perceiving him.)

Mprs.-JI. 1have but one 'word more to say, Mr. Fran-
cis ; unless you wish tc share the fate of Mr. Clermopf
aud be entircly banished this house, you must renounce all
pretensions to the hand of Emily. - You may flatter your-
self that you have suflicient ascendancy over my husband
to prevent such a step being taken, but if | choose to exert
my power, we shall soon sce whigh of us has the most.
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Mpr. F. To the tone of.menace you assume, Madam, [
shall make.no reply; and as to my. pretensions to Mise
Ewily, it is not such a prohibition that would make me re-
nounce them.” Frum me, howeved, Sir James has nothing
to fear as arival. 1 found thut my addresses were not
agrceable to the object of thew, and [ relinquished them
immediately, as every man of honor and sense would do.
But in relinquishing them, I resolved that ay a friend and
relution, | would assume the office of my fair Cousin’s
Protector, aguainst any.one, and every one, who would seek
to force her inclinations »

L Rimaido still keeps buwing und scraping, endeavouring
to attract the notice y Mrs,"Uarley and Mr. Francis.]

Mpys. . Force hef inclinations 1ideed! [She turns,
and seeing Rimaldo.]- Oh, heavens! what horrible ap-
parition do I behold! .

Rim. No horrible apparition, fair lady, but——m

.-Mrs. Hy But what >—speak instantly. » ,
seRim.~But Rimaldo, the poet, whose name doubtless
cannot be unknown to one so distinguishtd in the literary
worll as Mrs. Harley. A -

Mrs. I1. I eannot say that I eger heard the name before,
and should therefore much doubt— -

Rim. Not of my poetical talents, I hope, Madam; but
ifyou do, deign only to lay that fair hand for one short
moment on the ciown-of my head, aud your ladyship
must be instantly convinced. .

‘o Mm 11. Faugh! lay my hand on such a head indced !
SBim. (pulling a roll of papers out of his pocket.)
«Then, Madam, here are other veuchers, poetical produc-
ions of every kind, from ¢the hulnble distich to’the lofty
legy ; from the amorous madrigal to the soaring Epopeea :
hete are.odes which would shame that of Dryden himself;
sonnefs, whrcheven the muse of Petrarch might be proug
to claim; with songs and sranzas to the rising and to the
setting sun, and to all the phades of the moon. -

Mr. F. Which you are Yoing to publish by subscrip-
tion, and wish to be honored with Mrys, Harley’s name as
a subscriber : such, I presume, is the object to which all
this preamble leads. .

Rim. raside) Egad! a good idea. (tothem) With
all due) submigsion, su¢h was indced my errand, and I
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. [
shouid be proud of the honor of your excelleney’s support
al-m by what name, title, and description, shall 1 have the
pleastie of putling you down ?

AMis. H. Lhave no Uonbt that T should be chanmd with
your writiogs, Mr, Kimaldo, but at present I Lave not
lmsuu, to attend to them mvsell.  1f you will leave some
specimens, Mr. Fabricio shall leok them over and give
me his opiton of them.

Rim. Gh, I Lrow that he's an oxcellent Jlld“e he hag
favored me liumscli’ with bis name..  V'ra sure he'll recom-
menc— <

Alr. . You are acqudmtm with \lr Tabricio ?

L. Most intimately :“often do little jobs for him :
weote him an inscription in verse Pt dic other duy—never
produced more beautiful lines since first 1 devoted myself

tu the muses., | o
sacred no longer to th’ Aouiun maids,
. Fan.other mrms mhabit now these shad;.s. to

Mr. F. 1to Mrs, Hurley] Hal *surely. that's the .
seription, just flaced over the deor of your Iab_)m\
Madam. v .« "t

Mrs. . Tndeed it appears to Le the same.

My, F. And Mr. Fabiicio 'pretended it to be his awn
C('mp()s. I( n.

Rim. > Lisw’t the first time that he has played the daw,
and deched bimscil ont n my plumes. .

Mys. 11, Are you really the nuthor of these lines? ..

Rim. Most certatuly, Madui,

G Mprs. 11. Aba, Mr. Fabricio, you are then detec{edma
th. .

Rim.*And not the first hevhias told in his hfc, Ica
assuré you, Madum.  Fosides, lying is one of the least 0
his peccadiios, — I could til a siory — but ,perhaps.
Madam—ior, ia shart, though a poet, we must uot.offend
against chusie eas; hut, hem.u, we, he has'not been a
Jezuit for noihing, o

Mr. B {aswde] T is mnn 1 feems to know him wul,‘ke
may be of essential qv.n to ne.

Mrs. 11 Well, M. Runaldo, you niay return to-mor-
row, and it i we can tada fwsther about your poems,,

Rem. Most joyful'y wili Laticud your Jadyship, if hip-
pily 1 do not die upun the 10ad w-day throngh inanition.
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o Mrs. H. If I could permit that, I should justly incur
the severest displeasure of all votaries of the muses, [she
rings the bell.}- ’

Myr. F. I would fain know whether it he possible to
find a poet who is not hungry.

Rim. The fire of genins devours- us, and makes ns in
our turn devourers. 3

[Enter Jonv.]

Mrs. H. John, show this gentleman all possible at-
tention,

Mpyr. F. Yes,all possible attention—do you hrar, John?
[aside to Jokn] And contrive to detain hifn till I can speak
with him in private. . ) .

John. [aside to My, Francis.] Which, [ dare say, will
be done without difficulty ;—depend -upon e, Sir.
[ Exeunt Mrs. Harley and Mr. F)uncis.] All poscible at-
tention—Yes, all possible attention. 1 wouder wiat the
devil they can mean.

" 'Rim. *Tis an elgvated wayv of speaking i bhut in plaif
téfms it signifies, give him his bediy- {0l of good vietyals

-and drink, > » T
© John. Oho, now T understand perfeedy, [ Exit.

Rim. All possible attengion-o-d» you hear, Mr. john ?
Upon my word, this wasa lueky i ication of mine, to
think of huddling on my own clothies again, aud retuining
‘to make an acquaintance with the nend citizen’s kitchen.—

" But, mercy on me, now { recollect myself, [ never thought

~of ‘my friend John's letter to Mr. Warren, which [ was to
deliver at the Plough, and ’iis wone to Jittle brokee over
attd above the hire of his cout and wuistcoat: and no
bad windfall for 1o ncither.  As the hearer is to heve a
handsome réward, he’ll have nothing Letter to do than to

*find out Mr. Warren, and deliver it; so it will get safe at
hast, "though not with ali the uispatch Mr., Joln scemed
to wishi it. -

- [Lnter Joux, with bottles and glesses, &)

John. Herd’s a chicering sight for a -poet, isiy it, my
good mdu of juzle ? e
" Rim. Mot cheering, 1 assure thee, Mr. Joli, Nevebr,
in the most ardent {it of poetic mspiration, did I experience
such rapture at beholding the janged verses take their
stand upon the paper, as L now feel m beholding the bot-
tles and glasses taking their stations on the table,
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Jokn. "Tis-because-you already feel that there’s mores
fire, more spirit, in one glass of wine, than in all the muses.

Rim. Insult and ridicule my verses as you please, Mr.
. Jobn, but fill out a bumper. I can never be augry with

any one who pays attenﬁfou to my good friend here. (pat-
ting his stomach.) Sounds hollow, doesn't it, Mr. John—
great need of attention—never less proud, Mr. John, than.
when I'm quite empty. You carry arms that disarm 1me.

John. (Uncorking a bottle, he fills a glass, and pre-
sel'nts to Rimaldo.) See how the rogues sparkle and

itter. o
8 Rim. They a'e weapons which often kill reason.
(drinks the wine.)

Johu. So much the better: poets have thereby an
enemy the less,

Rim. 1 dare say the wine is excellent, Mr. John, but I
can never judge well by the first glass. (John fills the glass
again; he drinks.) lIndeed, it appears ncctar itself—
but I shall judde better by a thivd glass. (Jokn fills the
glass, he drinks again.) No, Tam nof mistaken ; ’tis motp:;
maspiring than even the spring of Helicon. BT T

John. Contestken, Mr. Poet, since ’tis m"insfﬁnggr
let’s have some of your,inspiations. Rhyme us now
something pretty on thé subject. ,

Rim. Asto pretty, I can’t say, but at least it shall
come from the heart.” Fill the glasses, if you please, once
mote: I am never fully inspired under four glasses.. (ke
drinks again.) Now to retlect a moment——humph- [
have it. (Sings) - , . ) J
To exchange Iriendly healths the heart’s always inelin’dém:.
Let’s exch‘ange them, kind Sir, then, with three hearty cheers
As we drink, at each gluss the Wine better,we fint, ‘
And the glass in proportio~ too little appears. ,

John. Ha, ha,ha! Not much amiss. Algi#Mr, Ri-
maldo, love and wine—nothing like them. B

Rim. As to wine, I perfectly agree with you ; but for
love, T have entirely forswornit: the blind god strewed
my path of Jife with cypres§ and thorns, which jolly
Bucchus has kindly changed into roses, while Apollo has
inspired me to eaalt the one and decry the other. Fear
me, Mr, John, and profit by the moral. {Ae sings.]
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o' Lavc's vot'ry onee, 'm now his foe; "
: Now wine I seek, and shan the lass :
Love promis'd j Joy, he gave me woe.
Bliss unalloy’d lives lq'the glass.
Fil} the glasses if you please, Mr.'John, and repeat the
same at the end of every verse; un no account omit this
-ceremony. ’

Jobn. [drawing another cork.] "I'were bestthen to un-
cork another bottle, we know not how many verses there
ma} be.

Rim. [singing almin. :
: To br%ve love:z! darts, to: brave his fire,
I among wisdom’ s maxims class ;
But, 'as my highest jdy, desire
Both day and night to ply the glass.

See from love’s bow an arrow dart,
See heart-aches follow in a mass:

The cork see from the bottle part,
And plegsure flows into the glass.

' ?yolm. Upon my word the song is excell eat, and sung
vgth But, Mr. Poet, if Lam notf mm.h ™ staken,
I have henrcht before.

Rim. What, from Fubririo, b suppose—a rascal ! and
I dare say he claimed it for his own as well as the in-
scription.

John. You know Mr. Fabricio, then ?

Rim. Know him! a scoundrel, that | do, and a little
Mlnuch of him ; an unpnnupled ne'er be good, who not
only claims my sonos and verses as his own, but who
éfigated me this very morning out of a five-pound note
that~ P

"John. This very morning! \\hat I suppose you were
the gentl 1an who sent for him to the Plough?

im. N§, it was’nt 1 that sent for hlm, though I did
indeed see him there. But how came you to know any-
thing about his going to the Plough? I thought the whole
matter had been a secret.

John. A secret indeed! as if any thing that passes in the
house was a secrct from we gentiemen of the lace! But
come, for the history of the five-pound note.

Rim. Ah, Mr. John, there are secrets which must be
secrets still, even from you geutlemen of the lace.
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John. [aside] Oho, but.they shan’t be 3eérets lohg,
thoush, ‘Fhe wine already begius to mount a little to-
wardy his upper regions ; a few glasses more aud he’ll be-
come more communicgtive. Mr. Francis wanted to sift
him it should seem— U'lF e’en sift too ; the profit of any thing
thgt’s to be sifted out of him may as well be mine as
Francis’s. [Rimaldo haseall this time becn eating and .
drinking very eagerly.] You seem to find the beef goad,
Mr. Rimaido. . ~

Rim. Excellent indeed, and I thisk the song has given .
me an appetile. e

Jokn. And the beef & suppose will make you thirsty,
80 a3 we hepin to see the bottom of these bottles, you'lt
perhaps have no objection} Mr. Poet, tc exchange the
empty for full ones.

tim. None in the least, Mr. John: yext to.an empty
purse and an empty stomach, [ don’t know any, thing that
P've less fancy for than an empty bottle, :

. [ Exit John with the empty bottles.
A good hearty kind of fellow this Mf. John, ~He hinted
that he wis decp in the secrets of the family ;. peshaps '
he knows more vencerning the letter 1 brought beve.™ I'm
not quite easy about that matfer—I dare say there was
some damned rascality in it—D’ll first ply Mr. John well
with his own good liquor, then he'll grow communicative,
and [ may have it all out. .

[Re-enter Joun.J

. John. Mr. Poet, ’ve been tliuking that we may as well
adjourn to the butler’s pauntry, where we shall be in no
danger of interruption. We shan’t be quite so near the
clouds where you pocts usually roam, but we shall be
peaier the cellar, whicu, in yolir prescat- digposition, may
perhaps please you altog ther as well. "

Rime. At all tumes, and uoder all circumsi¥zes, Mr.
John, I prefer the cellar tecming with good wiune, to the
clouds impregnated ouly with miserable water, so P'll fol-
low you with pleasure. )

John. [uside] Now for the history of the five-pound
note. .

Rim, [aside] Now for the contents of the letter. -

. . .o _ [Baeunt.
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- SCENE II. Esiry’s Dressing-room.

Exivy sifting at a table, folding a letter.

Em. "Tis done; this is the last intercourse that cver
shall take place hetween the trajtor and Lis too easy dupe.
T have bade him an eternal adicu; my heart is more tran-
quil; and if a momentary weakuess should hereafter shake
my resolution, in recalling fo mind his perfidy, his decp
hypocrisy, cvery sentiment but profound indignation wilt
instantly be suppressed.

& [Enter Lugcy hastily.]
it Lu. Madam, Madam, the farmer)s little girl has just
brought this letter : I réfused to take it at fust, and ordered
“Der to’ carry it back, but she said she dared not, for Mr.
Clermont was so sad and so melancholy, that she verily be-
heved he would kill bimself, if Miss Emily would not read
the letter.

Lim. Oh! hypocrite, hypocrite ! hat, Lucy, T think [
will sce whut be says—W¢'ll see how far, he dares to carry
his deep dissimulagion. [she reads.) '

% What- can have retarded you so long, my denrest
“Emily ? You flattered me with hopes that 1 sdould sée you
this evening, and . I have great need ! such consolation.
The generous sentimen® yow profess for me, alone sup-
port me under the indignities 1 have received from Mr.
and Mrs. Harley.  Ifyou cannnt opant me a few moments’
conversation, oh tell me at least what dutains you: belicve
that iny heart is wholly depressed with a sudness which
your prescuce aloue can dissipate, believe that one look
from you can alone console your fuithfnl and devoted

e CrLermonT.”

Lu. How darc the wyetch suppose that ba shall ever
again sée ofre,' who has found him so falsc and perfidious?

Em. Yes, Lucy, 1 will see him, to his face will 1 re-
prouchi¥ni with his falsehood, his treachery. 1 will bid
him return and seek consolation in the hosom of his Ma-
thilda; she can better dissipate the sadness to which his
heart 13 a prey, than the too-credulons Euwily.—Yes,
from my own lips he shall know how much 1 despise, de-
test him, i ‘

: [Enter Mr. Francis.] :

My, F. Still weeping, my lovely Emily—to see you
thus afflicted wounds me myost sensibly ; Oh endeavour to

No. L. N. Br. T+, Vou. L.
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tranquillisc your mind. [Aside.] I dare not yet tell her of .

the hopes | entertain, lest they should. prove fallacious.
. [To her] If compelled.by your sense of rectitude to re-
noutce an union, in the thoughts of which you had placed
your whole happiness, yef inciease uot your affliction by
any fears of having another husbaud nuposed upon you.
Rely on me, I will be youm protector in all cases, nor
')elrmit you to be oppressed, cven by Mr. Harley bim-

f.

Em. Oh generous, generous mau'!

[Enter Mr. HagLrv.]

Mr. H. Tn tears still, child? You may swell weep
for shame at the seutiments vou have entertained for Mr.
Clermout. But your fault sl ‘be forgiven, 1f" you will
accept the husband I have promised Mrs. Hurley 1o pro-
pose to you. . -

Em. Never, Sir. .1 know well who this hushand™is,
and never will I give my hand to a man whom my heart
despises.  1f gou‘have failea in the resolution which as a
maun, and as a father, you should bave pposed against the

- .. v . . g . ~
importunities of an, imperious wife, of an over-bearing
mother-in-law, I* wikl at least never forget what I owe -

both to you and to myself, and here b solemmnly declare
tha: | nevcr will be the wife of Sir James O'Ryan.

My. Il [Aside.] 1 can't say 1 am very sorrv for that ;
but, to satisfv Mrs. Hiuley, 1 must say something more.
[1o Emily.] It seems then, Miss Emily, thut you are de-
tetmined not to accept a husband of my recommending,

Remember, this is the secoud you have refused. But 1f

-

vou will be so perverse, and consult nothing but your ‘own

fancies, nota single sixpepce of my fortuue ghall ever be
your’s, Of your mother’s fortuné, 1 well know you canuot

be deprived. )

Myr. F. And mine, which is ample, shall s(a(ﬁ{ in the
place of her father’s. ‘

M7. H. How, cousin, dare you encourage the disobe-
dience of a child? :

Mr. F. No: but I would endéavour to make a relation,
whom | esteem, feel the duty of a parent. | would take
from Emily every inducement to be guilty of so much
treachery, us to contract a marriage contrary to ber iycli-

pations. . .
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" Em. My’ generous ‘friend! " No, 1 will not contract a
marriage contrary*to my inclinations. [She hesitales a
moment] But a few hours are passed, Mr. Francis, since
I refused you this hand. If still it be the object of your
wishes, take it, it is your's. My Asteem, my most profound
esteem, was your’s, even before I knew you personally;
and if I do not love you wit? the same ardor ‘that | have
loved another, let a sweet, a tender fiiendship supply the

lace of love, and iusure our mutual happiness.

Myr. H. If this be not mere perverseness, L don’t know
what is. When I sdanted her to have hlm, she wou’dn’t;
and now that I want her-to have andther, she will have
uobody clse. .

Mpr. F. Be calm, my cousin, this is not the moment to
discuss such a matter. [0 Emily.] My charming friend,
flattered beyond espression by so great a proof of your
esteem, I must yet repeat the same thing to you, that we
are all at present too much agitated to discuss an affair of
such high importance with the calmness’ it Yequires.  If,
when we are more composed :

Mr. H. Mighty well;Sir, mighty \mfl butnve shall see
presently whether 'tis jou or 1 that imte” the disposal of
Emily's hand. [Asiide] ol think I've now doune enough
for Mrs. Harley; she may fight the rest of the battle her-
self. [Exit.

My. F. My generous Emily, far 'be it from me to take
.adv.mtage of a sentiment, which L fear has its origin culy in

- a too recent dhappomtment If some time hem.e, when
ool tétlection may be your’s, these sentiments should still
be die'cherished inmates of your bosom, we will talk far-
ther ot the subject.

Em. OM~ Tam sure they canmot be chanved

Mr. I, Wait only till to-morrow. A mohts rest will
composéSyour spirits. Would ‘that [ could now remam
with you. I dme flatter myself that [ might have p%
to tranquillise vou farther ; but business of i importance calls
me elsewhere. Farewell, my lovely girl, and consider al-
ways how much less poignant are the feelings of the -
jured than of the injurer. o [

Em. Why have 1 been so long blind to this man’s
merits? * Yes, Luey, nothing now can alienate me from -
him. He who acts so geue.ously as a friend, never can be .
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other than a tender and indulgent husband; and if I cannot
love a sccond time to the excess I ouce have loved, 1 will
endeavour to render my friendship so like a stronger pas-
sion, that it may be mistzjcn for that passion itself.

Lu. You are in the rigat, Madam, you cannot fail of
being happy with Mr. Francis; he will soon make you
forget Mr. Clermont. ’

Em. Yes, ’tis resolved. I hasteu for the last time to
sce the traitor, to uphraid him with my wrongs, and bid
him farewell for ever. 'Then, from diot moment, shall
my heast be wholly rusigned to its new attaci:ment.

[Ezit with Lucy.

ACT V.

SCENE L. Mr. HARLEY’s house is scen ai a distance
in the back ground. DBefore the hous: is a lawn and
shrubbery, whi¢h is terminated byf an iron pallisade
about had” way otp the stage, in which is a gate. On
the left hand; tvetards the fiumt of the stage, uppeurs
Farmer Thoupson’s house in, the side scene. On the
right hand is a ficld §at?, close by which passes the
high rouc” to London. Several trees are scattered about
The night is just closed in.

CLERMONT counes out from the farm-house.

Cler. She comes not! Cau she have forgotteu her pro-
mise. Oh, no! 1 know her heart—know that she cannot
designedly have failed me. She is, perhaps, so strictly
watched, that to escape has Leen impossible, What can
be dune? The night already is closed in, and 1 must returu
to town—return without t. e sweet consolation of one last
adieu. But hark, some one approaches. (He.goes to-
wards the iron gate. Mpr. Francis comes down the lazm,
advances to the tron gate, and opensit.) Ah, no! itis no
female forin, no female footstep. I had best not be seen.
[He conceals himself benind a tree] =~

My, F. [ Looking about.] 1 understand my wanderer to
be at the farm. My heart flutters at the thoughts of this
interview, If he be indeed the man I seek, and still be
culpable —But harkee—-
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" [ At thismoment Warren appears at the gate, which opens
on the roa¥, and speaks as he comes up to it.]

War. Come on, Roberts. Charge the postilions not to
quit the horses, and to keep the chaise-door open.

Mr. F. What can this mead? [ may as, well conceal
myself, and obscrve. [ He goes behind a tree.]

Cler. [ Peeping from hs concealment.] Great heaven!
Surely ’tis Warren’s voice ? W hat new villainy can he be
meditating ! [ He relires ag.in.]

[Warren and Roberts come forward through the gate.)

Rob. 1 have brought your pistols.

My, F. [ Peeping from the tree.] They seemn robbers.

War. [Taking the pistols.] It was weli by way of pre-
caution, though I do not®suppose we shall have occasion
for them. Emily will rot make much resistance.

Cler. (Pecping from the tree.) Emily!

Mr. F. (Peeping from the tree.) Emily!

War. Come on, all is safe. (Ie and Roberts go t-
wards the iron gat:.) Ahla, she hus Itft die gate open to
save time. Thede stars are somewhat too bright—a good
black cloud wauld have kept our secght hettar.

Rob, Ard have bcon more fave x018 to Emily’s timi-
dity. P @
War. She zomes not—vet the hour is past.

Rob. Isy five minutes at least—Oh! the impatience of
love. '

War. Rather the alurms of fear—think it is question of
a fine woman and a large fortune.

Rob. You should have put the fc.iune first, for I be-
lieve you think more of that than of the woman.  And for
what part of the continent arg you bound?

IVar. For Hamburgh. “Tis thither that” 1 hase trans-
ported the treasures which my indu-try bas placed out of
the reach of Mrs. Harley’s extravagauce, and I waited
but for this Jast, this greatest of ail my treasures, to follow
them.

Rob. You won’t even leave 2fr. Hailey Lis daughter to
console him iu his bankruptcy. '

My. F. (Peeping from the tree.) His bankruptcy!

Cler. (Peeping from the tree.) The rascals!

War. 1 canuot see, without the profoundest admiration,
how tranquilly the old gentleman dreams on, with his foot
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on the very brink of a tremendous precipice. He deserves -

it all, however, for suffering himself to be s0 duped by a

vain and silly wife, herself the dupe of two of the vilest

cheats in all London. 3ll'§”hal'k ! 1 hear light footsteps on

the tarf.  She comes! she'romes! .

EmiLy comes doen the luwn, leaning upon Lucy. They

both pass through the iron gate.
Em. Ttremble, I scarcely dare advance.
JLa. Courage, Madam, ’tis but a few steps now.
War. Ob, transport! ’tis she !

. Cler. ¢Pecping Jrom the tree,) Great i.,aven! 'tis

she !
Mr. F. ¢ Peeping from the tyee.) Oh, woman! "tis she!
Lm. 1 know not how I have found resolution to take

this step.
Lu. I think I hear some one. Peihaps ’tis he.

, IWar. Yes, yes, you have nothing to fear, my lovely girl,

tis he.

Lu. (Terriffed.) Heavens! ’tis the yoice of Warren.

Em. (Starting.) Sure ’us the voice of Warren.

HWar. Yes, s indeed the voice of Warren—the trans-
ported, the enamiowietl Warren. )

Em. What do you want, S»=?  What brings you here at
this late hour, in this susp:cious manner ?

IVar. ‘T'here is no occasion to dissemble, my love. True,

I um not alone, as you perhaps expected ; but this is only

a friend, who will assist us in our flight.

En. How, Sir, whenee this andacity ?
Lu. (Whispering Warren.) Youhave made a vile blun-
der here : bhaste aud begone, or dread the consequence; .«
Wur. Begone '~—What! withe very moment of my hap-
iness! Shake oft this timidity, my dearest girl ; s amiable,
must confess; yet believe n.c, we bave nothing to fear.

X ]Em, Indeed, 1 think | have every thing to fear. = Help!

elp!

( C}:’rmmet and Mr. Francis rush out from their concewl-
ment. Clermont endeavours to seize Warren by the
arm, crying—-* sroP, TRAVTOR!"  Warren takes a
pistal from his belt, and aims at Clermont, who- con-
trives to turn aside lus arm, so thut {Ke pistol misses him.
Mpr. Francis endeavop: s to seize on Rolerds. who escapes
by the gate on the rvad. . The Furmer and his Servants
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o come out from the furm, with lights, carrying pitch-

forks, pokers, ton,\gs,/&c.‘&c. g TIve P

Em. An, Clermont! Clermont! (She fuints into
Lucy’s arms.) - o

Lu. Be comforted, Madam, play be comforted; Mr.
Clermont is not killed, and M. Francis is here.

My, F. My sweet Emily! ?

Cler. (To Warren, who struggles.to escape from him.):
No, traitor, hope not to escape me. )
(Mr. Harley and Sir Jumes come out from the house

fas’fil_y, JSollowed - by Jphn and other servants with

@hts. )

.. H. What the devil is all this to do about?
Robbers,- I suppose. Robbers of a singular kind, how-
ever—faces all pretty well known at my house. May I ask
the meaning of all thi¥? Mr. Warren is in custody, while
Mr. Clermont bas taken upon himself the oftice of con-
stable. I hope my worthy partuer was not attempting to
rob my worthy clerk of his worthy mistress. *

~Myr. F. No, Sir, Mr. Warren aimed at a much higher
prize. But Emily revives. How & it,- my sweet
cousm ? . '

Em. Where is he ? is e hut? is he killed? Oh, an-
swer me, tcll e, 1s he safe ?-

Mr. F. He is, my dearest Emi]y. Pray compose
yourself. - S

Cler. (To the Farmer.) Mr. 'Thompson, will you and
your servants be so good as to look to this man, and take
care that he does not escape. (1he Farmer and his Serv-
ants sayround Warren.)

Em. Oh, speak ! is he ygt alive? is he not killed ?

Cler. (Going up to her.) No, dearest Emily, I escaped
most happily ; but had I been wounded ever so severely,
the kind, the tender ‘interest you show for my safety had’
been my instant cure.

Em. Oh! why do I show this interest? cruel, - cruel
Clermont. ' R 2

Mr. H, Whew! this is going pretty far, I think, in the
face uf so many people. !

Mys. Harley and Fabricio come down the lawn.

Mrs. H. What am -1 to think of ‘all this? Half the

neighbowrhood seems cassémibled here; and there are



136 THE INTRIGUES OF A DAY. ACT V.

pistols fired, aud screams of murder, and I know not what
besides.  May one approach with safety? Nobody speuk ?
Mr. iaiey, may 1 ask for an eaplanation ?

My. H. You nay ask if' you pleasc, but I believe tis
what none of us can gite. I here aie robbers in the cuse,
that secns clear 5 buc whcthier they come to cairy off my
gold, or'my daughter, docd not appear equally certain,

Dis. f1. Ouly iet Mr. Fabricio feel their heads, and
he'li teli vou directly. -

MMr. F. 1 suspect, Madam, thaw the maitter may be
casily explained, .\\-'ithout taxing Mr. Fabi'cio’s scientific
skiil.

Mis. H. Then, Sir, as you scem in the secret, L sup-
posc we may apply to you for an explanation.

Mpr. F. You will perhaps be surpiised to hear, as the
beginning of it, that I could not feel entirely satistied of
Mr. Clermont’s guilt, notwithstanding the evidence ap-

eared so strong against him j and, in any case, 1 thought
1t highly ubjust to condemm him without hearing what
could he said in his defence. i N

Mprs. 1. ludeed, Mr. I'rancis, I begin to think he’s
some spurious pregeny of your own, you interest yourself
8o prodigiously about hinr.

Sir J¢ Right, Madam, I dont sce what else could be-
witch him so. )

Mr. F. Are you, Sir, so extremely bewitched by your
spurious progeny {—But, waving this question, let me say
that, impressed with such idcas, and hearing that - Mr.
Clermont was ut the faym, L was hastening thither to learn
from his own lips what he had to offer in’ bis justification.
[ suspegt that a motive not very dissimilar had attracted
another of the company to this spot. Am I wrong, my
lovely Ewily?

Em. Not wholly right, indeed ; and yet, I must con-
fess, not far distant from the truth.

My. L. I happencd to precede my fair cousin, and ar-
rived hete dlmost at the same moment with Mr. Warren,
just in time to learn from a conversation, which I over-

eard between him and his companion, who has unfortu-
nately escaped, that, after having in quality of the associate
of Mr. Harley, been guilty of embezzling mouey for his
own private purposes, so that the partnership was brought
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1o the verge of a bankruptcy, he was now come with the
design of carrying off Miss Eniily.

Mr. H. A bankruptey '—the rascal!

Mrs. H. Oh mercy !—then ’[ supposc my cabinct of
craniology must be-soid.

Cler. (Coming forward.) It was my earnesi desire,
Sir, to have imparted to you this mornin;.some discoveries
I had made, which led me to suspect Mr. Warren of the
most profligate mal-practices ; but the hasty mammer in
which I was discarded frem your heuase readeed this im-
possible. " :

Myr. H. See what comes of being ruled by one's wife ;
for it was to oblige her thaty] refused to see you.

Mrs. H. Nay, Mr. Hurley, remember the hundred
pounds,

My. F. (Who had now, for the first time looked attent-
1vely at Clermont.) No, I am not mistaken in my, sus-
picions—it is—it must be he! CharlessWatson!

Cler. (Starting,) Good heavens! who pronounces that

“hame ? ‘ ’

Mr. F. Do you not rccollect me, Rr..Watson ?

Cler. Your pardon, Sir, 1 have o confused idea; but
my astouishment was sb greht av being addressed by a
name to which my ears have long been unaccustomed,
that, at first, I scarcely knew whether the sound were real
or imaginary. \

Mr. F. You do not, however, disown the namne. Will
you permit me a few words in private; but few will be
requisite to give you full conviction that here is no illusion.

(He and Clermont walk aside.)

Mys. H, What's in the wittd now—more*matter for
craniological expcriments as it should seem.

Mpr. H. And now, Mr. Warren, will you be so good as
to explain what could put so extravagant an idea into your
head, as that of running away with Miss Emily.

War. The ardent attachment; Sir, which, under her
own hand, she has so often expressed for me; and her
silent assent to my taking the present step.

Em. What do you mean, Mr. Wanen >—I authorise
thisstep ! I receive your addresscs, and pay them with as-
surances of attachment. : :

War, I presume, Madam, though by an affected inno-
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cence you would-excuse yourself to Mr, Harley, that you
will scarcely carry dissimulation so far as to disown these
letters, this picture. (He takes from his packet @ parcel
of teters and Lmily’s picfure.) .

Em. I am all astouishment !—How came this picture
into your hands ? .

Lu. (Adside to John.) What's to be done ? all will be
blown—we had better be off. (She attempts to slide
away, Warren perceives her.)

ar. Stop that woman, 1 entreat— | demand it in jus-
tice. (Two of the farmer’s servants stop Lucy) You then
deny, Madam— .

Mr. . Permit me, Sir, » look at the letters. (He
takes the letters and picture from Warren. Clermont and
Mr. Francis rejoin the company) 1t is, indeed, Emily's
picture. \What am [ to thmk of this, child }=—Can you
deny having encouraged My. Warren?

der. Ohbheavens! is it possible ?

M. F. I cannot understand all this.

Mys. I1. 1 am Yot now surprised at the confidence with
which Mr. Warep but this morning demanded Miss Lm-
ily in marriage.

8ir J. Who could have "suspected Miss Emily of en-
couraging Mr. Warren, when she saw e almost cvery
day. ‘

Mr. IT. What, Enily, not a word of answer; quite

" dumb-founded ?
Em. Almost, indeed, Sir. 1 scarcely know whetler [

am in my senses or not. Asto these letters, [ can solemnly -

affirm, that, till this moment, | never saw them. With
regard to the picture I mbst refer you to Lucy for au ex-
planation. I confided it #» her some hours ago, to be re-
mitted, not to Mr. Warren, but to another person, who—

Oh heavens! must I say it? who, 1 fear, merited it as

«

little.  Lucy, tell us how this picture cumne into the hands

of Mr. Wairen. : S
Lu. 1—l=I—had the misfortune, Madam—I.had the
misfortune— )
War. No misfortune—you gave it voluntarily aud un-
solicited into my hands, with an assurance that 1t was sent

me by your mistress. . - - -
Mr. 11, (Still examining the letters ) 1 dout&now how
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* it is, but the more J look at these letters, the less they ap-
pear to mie Emily’s' hand-writing, R

Em. Can it be? yes, I fear 1 discover a detestable plot.
Give me leave, Sir, to look at the letters. (She takes the
leiters from Mr. Harley.) Yes, lis eveu so, this is Lucy's
band writing. .

War. Lucy's! impossible!”

Sir J. Lucy’s! incredible! .

Mr. I1. Lucy’s! abominable! .. s

Mys. 1. Lucy’s! incomprehensible !

Wur. But Lucy cannot write : so sha has often told me.

Em. Hag she so? I am soury to hear it.

War. Sorry! You meansto say that I bave been her
dupe.

Em. Speak, Lucy, answer: how is this?

Lu. Indeed, Madam, I cannot deny it. John, however,
will explam all better than | can.

John. Yes, I will explain, -and’ perhaps explain more
than some persons may wish., (To Emily.) Butl must be-
gin, Madam, by humbly imploring your pardon.

Mr. H. Begin, if you please, by tellfyg your story, and
then ask pardon. ’

John. In brief, Sir, it's thid: Mr. Warren was despe-
rately in love with Miss Emily; aud said he should cer-
tainly die if she would not favor his adiresses. Miss
Ennly refused having any thing 1 say to him; so Lucy
and |, Sir, [ and Lucy, Sir, we, we received the letters, we,
1 say, Lucy and I, Sir, we

My, F. Kept the letters, and answered them in Miss
Emily’s name.

John. Indeed ’tis true—swe wére so wicked. »

" War. Execrable villaius. - :

Jokn. (o Warren.) You have, however, no reason to
complain of us: you would have deceived others, aud-we
deceived you, fou are but paid in your own coin. (To
the Compuny.) With Miss Emily-the case is far different
—we have acted infamously towards ber, seduced by the
gold which Mr. Warren pillaged from our master —Dowa
then, - on our knees, Lucy, to solicit her pmdom.  (They
Jneel on each side of Limily.) . e

Em. Rise both; as to pardon, aek your gwn' consci~
ences whether you deserve it. :
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Afr. F. Tchold one mystery explajned ; let me pro-«
ceed to the developement of another, which I will
hegin by presenting to the company—(he takes Clermont
by the hand.) Mr. Wagson, the ouly son of an intimate
friend of mine, Sir William Watson, a wealthy Baronet
in India. :

Em. (aside) Oh heavenst

Mr. H. Are you mad, cousin

Mrs. 1. Da you think, Mr. I»hricio, that can be the
cranium of a Baronct's son? .

Mr. I You will recollect, my good couzin, that when
I went to India, 1 was recommended to the notice of Sir
Williamn Watson, who hadebeen long established at Ma-
dras. A sho:t time before my arrival, Sir William had
manied a secend wife, voung, beautifil, and baughty.
Her imperious antl capricious temper soon occasioned a
quarrel between Sir Willidm and his son, which ended
im the young, maw’s being unjustly banished the house by
his father and turned fiiendless, and almost pennyless into
the wide world. f Mr. Harley sighs.] You sigh, Cousin.

Mr. H. 'Tis fhat—"tis that—'twas pity Sir William—
but go on, Cousin.

2. Mirs. I, 1 understaiid ind &w despise your insinua-
“tioris, Mr. Harley ; but say, did L ever make a quarrel
between you and your daughter ? '

Mr. H. Go on, Cousin, go on; your story intercsts
me. s :

Mr. F. Young Watson departed for Lugland, recom-
mended by Mr. Everard of Madras to his brother in
Loudon. I soon after went up the country and returning
to Madras in my way to *tngliad, found Lady Watson on.
her death-bed, when seized with remorse for her past-mis-
conduct, she conjured her husband to seek out and be re-
conciled to his son. My friend charged me to search for
the youpg man in Eugland, while Le endcavoured to pro-
cure intelligence of him in India, In thiese researches [
have been sccretly employed aver since my arrival, but,
till this happy moment, without effect; I can now only re-
gret that numerous accidents have prevented my meeting
sooner with my young friend, tho’ I have been six weeky
iv England, and most of the time undér Mr. Harley's
roof, ' .
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» " Mr. H. Aha! I understand then .why you were so in<
quisitive about Mr.’ Clermont this morning—you began to
suspect— -

My, F. Even so. And now, this matter explaiued,
Mr. Watson, with your permissjon, will proceed to the
disclosure of what he knows respecting Mr. Warren’s
malversations. ’

War. 1t is needless, Sir; I acknowledge my guilt, and
confess that 1 am justly punished in having been made so
egregious a dupe by those two impostors.’

[Pointing to John and Lucy.

Myr. II. 1 shan’t, however, be satish®d with that punisﬁ—
ment. [1othe Farmer.] Thompson, will you be so good as
to secure your prisoners for the night ; to-mosrow you shall
be released from the charge. [ The farmer and his servants
lead Warren into the furm-house.] And now suppose we
all retarn to the house.

Mprs. If. Whither, il 1 might be permitted to advise,
Mr. Wanen should be brought alro.® 1 shave several
skulls of Cheats and Robbers in my Capinet, and by com-
paring them with his, we mght be enabled to determine
the extent of his guilt. nne *

Mr. F. Aund as you geem ailso to wish, Madam, that
Mr. Watson’s hiead should undeigo a craniological exami:
nation, yeu will probably ask him to be of our party. -

LEm. Hold, Sir, whatever may be that Gentleman’s
rank, yeu, who are not izaoraut of his conduct, can scarcely
thiuk of his being received into our society. Let him go
and impart his good fortuue to his beloved Mathilda, nor
hope longer to impose on the wo-credulous Emily.

Cler. What do L hear ?—cu,that be the voice of Emily
—am [ awake, or do | dream ?

Mys. H. Yecs, go, Sir—anecdotes of the female pedang
with the empty skull will have additional zest from the
mouth of a Baronet's son. )

Mpr. H. And so will the lamentations of the poor hen-

ecked husband.

Cler, What can this mean? Mr. Francis, may I apply
to you— C

. Sir J. [4dside to Fabricio.] I can’t conceive, Fab.
why thou hast remained silent all this time, nor attempted
to display thy genius by some aster-stroke. INow
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they’ve all begun to badger him, ’tis the very time -for you
to thrust in your oar.

Fub: [dside to Sir James.] | am afraid ’tis over with
us—however, let’s have one push. [To them.} Mr. Cler-
mont, or Mr. Watson, 1¢should thmk, can liave nothing
more entertaining or interesting to relate than his own
adventures, if we may judgeefrom the iuterest they ‘have
excited here, and from the implicit credit they lmve ob—
tained. -

Mrs. H The hmt is well thrown in, Mr. I‘abrlcxo‘
We have readlly believed his story, tho’ we have nothing
to authenticate it bllt the assertions of Mr. Francis andi
himself:

Fab. And tho' [ have no®doubt that Mr. Francls-xs-
sincere, and really belicves whatexer Mr. Clermont may
have related to him, yot one does sometimes see the best
of men so shamefully imposed upon by the worst :

Cler. The truth of my story does not rest upon my.
own assertios afone; search the will of the deceased
Everard, you will find me described s Charles Watson,
Son of Sir Williana Watson, of Madras, calling himself
by the name of Clenmiont.

My. H. Indeed! I neverknew this before, _

Cler. By my request, Sir, it was never mentioned.—
As to the rest, some strange wisappréhension scems to
prevail here with respect to a lady of thename of Mathilda.
One of that name [ certainly do know, for | had the hap-
. piness of saving her aged fi ther from a prison, .and her-
selffrom ruin, “There are persons present o whom this
story is well known; to others it will not be dilicult to

produce proofs of its truth,
John.. Which ploofs L beg pehnmmn instantly to lay

before them. [Bxit.

Fab. [aside to Sir James.] What can _he mean?
cursed fortune, why would you make us speak’?”

Sir J.. [uside to Fabricio.] Never ‘be duumed man,
at ’em agam.

inter JonN, with l'uuu.no. somewh&i elwaied

Fub. [aside to Sir James.] Great ixeaven, Runaldo’
then we are'indeed undone;"

Sir J. [aside to Fabricio.] For this tlme, Pab 1 do »

think, thy genius has played “hee a slippery tricks -
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?
- John. Mr. Rime!do, behold the two gentlemen I men-

tioved. L

Rim. [ know ’em, well, and know ’em for a' couple ‘of
as mrant ne'er-be-goods as;ever cheated a poor poet out
of his fair earnings. .- . )

Sir Ji Scoundrel, do you pretend to talk thus of a
persou of myrank? |,

Rim. A fig for vour rank.

Lub. [aside to Rimaldo.] Be silent, and you shall be
wel rewarded. . S

Rim. Well rewarded! Sir James: has nothing but
what he gets at play or by cajoling Madame Harley;
Fabricio has nothing to live on but his wits, and they’ve
failed him at present; Mr. ¥Francis is rich, Miss Emily

"is rich, Mr. Cleymont is son to a great Baronet: Rimal-~
do, thou hast u hetter chance of reward for speaking than
for being silent; speak then. .

Mp»r. %’ Admirably reasoned, my honest frietid, let us
then hear all the truth, the whole truth, #nd aothing but
the truth. . Ca .-

Rim. Honest friend! 1 beg, Sir,‘yml",will be pleased
to observe that 1 am Rimaldo, the pset, *aud no howest
Jriend  For the rest, in, vino,veritas, as we poets say,
ergo- L .am at this moment incapable of lying. Thus it is
then.  Ladies and Gentlemen, we all kwow that the.
Muses and the lady TFortune are’personages of very
different tastes, aud that the favorites of the former. are sel-
dom,much countenanced by the latter.

Mr. F. And so you being a favorite of the Muses,, -
were somewhat flouted by Fortuae.

Rim. Esactly so, Sir. Now this being known to the:
great. Fabricio, Rimaldo, s#id be in an uulucky moment,
when pature was nbhorrin% a void In my poor stomach; -
Rimaldo, said he, wilt thou gain money;—My probity
hesitated ; yes, inutfered my stomach im a deep and
Lollow. tone, yes, sighed my purse equally empty, behold
two votes agalust one, most votes you know always carry
the day; what then could poor; probity do but sneak away
in silence. | '

. Mr. F. Oh'the caseis perfectly clear, and sp the great -
Ftbficio-—-—: . * B . . _':‘-,{‘." ‘a - .
Rim. Secing,my answer impressed in my % eyes,
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in my long lanthern jaws; quit, says he, the mantle of,
Apollo, assume the livery, and bear this letter to the coun-
try house of -Mr. Harley ; arrive there exactly at five
o’clock, and appearing as if you supposed me to be the
person, to whom the lgtter is addressed, say you were
charged by your mistress to deliver it into no hands: but
mine, then retire in haste, and instantly quit not only th¢
house but the place.

. Mr. F. Thelatter part of which iusiructions, it should
seem, you did not observe very rigidiy. - '
' Rim. There came such a fine odor {inm the kitchen,
that 1 did not kndw how to leave Clapham without be-
coming better acquainted with it.  Quitting therefore my
livery, aud resuming my owd natural form, I hastened to
re-appear upon these boards, where thanks to the liberality
of the fair owner, I have been yery hdspitably enter-
tained. : )

1.Mr. I. And was Sir James ORyan privy to . this
P ot? . . N -

Rim. Most cgrtainly. Fabricio fivored him with the
office of paymastes. Sir James was not very willing (o
accept it, but fietas leugth produced two five pound notes
intended as a sop to my poor probity ; ounly one however
reached me; the other by some unlucky chance rested in
the coat sleeve of the great Fabricio. :

Sir J. Why, Fub. this picce of history is intirely new
to me. Faith, your iucenised son of Pheebus is telling- the
whole truth. - .

Liab. He’s an infamous liar. Ladies and gentlemen—

Rim. Liar, yourselt if you please, sublinie genius; re-
member the inscription yhich you claimed as your writing.
I hav'n’t yet, however, told d/l the truth. Ladies and
Gentlemen, the hundrec pounds which Mr. Clernont is
accused of having squandered away upon a worthléss mis-
tress, were employed to save from arrést a worthy, but in-
digent old gentleman, whom the great Fabricio would-have
thrown into prison, that a beautiful doughter of sixteén
might become more casily his prey. % - '

Fab. Infamous liar, gg-ain I say, have you no feor ¢
.+ "Rim. Have you n¢'féar of.the old gegﬂeman‘\,tweakin#

you by the nege, when you callmeso?-
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, Mrs, H. Pray, §ir, how came you so well acquainted
with this story ? o oo

Rim. 1 was employed; to. my shame, 1 must confess it,
by Mr. Fabricio, as his agent with the damsel, and was
myself a witness to the noble manger in which Mr. Cler-
mont rescued the unhappy father from the hands of the
bailiffs, even at the moment when they were dragging him
away. : .

Sir J. Truly, Fab. thy usnal prudence and precaution
abandoued thee when thou wert tempted to exercise thy le-

erdemain " tricks towards this irascible son of Phecbus.
; oets never pardon plagiarisms, you know. Ha! ha!
al - \ . . .

Mr. H. Upon my word, Shr James, I do not see any
thing in this affair to cxcite laughter, but a great deal
to call forth blushes.

Mys.- II. Indeed it is a most odious affair, and I shall
recommend that Mr. Fabricio’s skull may be submitted
to a craniological examiuation, as well as WMr. Warren’s. .

Em. Ah, Mr. Clermont, how cruelly have [ been de-
ceived.—Sir James, one who pretends to be a man of ho-
nor should blush— N .

Sir J. At what, Madap ? I gspired to the happiness
of possessing your hand, and found Mr. Clermont an ob-
stacle to my wishes. 1nlove, asin war, stratagem is fair ;
if that which 1 have employed to’ displace a danger-
ous rival .may be liable to excep®on, look in your mirror,
you will there fiud at once the cause and -the excuse of
my offence. .. ‘

Cler. -I was then on the point of losing my adorable
Emily by a base treason.—Sir Jaipes, I have already told
jou that 1 detest treachery,’and know how to punish the
traitor. : : .

Sir J. You take a mere joke, Sir, in a style extremely
tragic. But if you really wish to turn the Comedy into
a Tragedy, as.my upion with Miss Emily does not seem
very tear, I am resdy to run you through-the body wheu-
ever you please to-call upoit mm, - . : et

John. [To .Mr. Harley.] ‘_'i‘he postilions, Sir, who
brought- down Mr. Warren, are véry: clamorous to knpw;. .
what is.become of him, and insist upon being paid and

No.L' N. Br.Th. Vou I . K
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discharged, if they are not to be employed on the serwee,
for which they were hired.

- My, H. I have nothing to do with them, so they may
go about their business, and get their money as théy. can,
for they won’t see Mr. Warren to-night.

Sir J. Hold a moment, Mr. John. As it should
seem that my company may now be dispensed with at the
Harleian villa, 1 may as wdl take the opportunity. [To
Mrs. Harley.] My fair cousin, we part friends; on the
great Fabricio let the weight of your anger descend, he has
firm nerves and can bear it all.  Miss Eanily, believe me
I resign with reluctance the hand, to obtain which my in-

enious friend’s talents have been so deeply taxed. Mr.
%Iarlcy, I am your most ‘obedient. As for you, Mr.
Rimaldo—but 1o, you are beneath my anger. [LExit.

Fab. I should be sorry to sée my friend go alone, lest’
seized by the way with a fit-of despondency, fatal comse-

ences should ensne-—-therefom, with the ermlss:on of
?bl.s. good company, I will take the second.place in the
carriage. As fqr you, Mr. Rimaldo; you may depend on
hearing farther from me. For the _present, adieu, fa-
mished rhymester. -

Rim. Adieu. o o .

Fab, Adieu, stroller! ‘ [E.tl‘t-«

£Em. How cruelly have I been deceived.

Mr. H. How infamously have I been defrauded.

Mprs. H. How indecefltly have 1 been sported with.

Rim. That you have indeed, Madam, and you don’t
yet know all. The .sculls Mr. Fabricio sold to youata
high price, pretending that they came from foreign coun-
tries, he used to get for.a slullmg -a-piece, of the sextons
round Loudon.

. Mrs. H. Ah! horm. ) horror. c

- Cler. Say now, my Emily, have I acted unworthaly
towards you ?—shall I not be pardoned ?~—Qh, speak, tell
me what I have yet to hope or fear. How am 1 to inter~
pret this silence?

Mjr. F. That she has prmmled her hmd to me, there-
fare ’tis no longer hers to give. But take it, my worthy

-young friend, to you I remgn it—I would not for worlds
that 1t should be separate fmm her heart.’ [He foins
their hands.] |



SCENYE I. A gonibv; 14%

’

Cler, Generou{man! [To Mr. Ilurley.] It remains,
Sir, for you to ratify this gift. As an hamble clerk, 1 was
cautious of acknowledging the sentiments I entertained for
your lovely daiightter ; as the acknowledged son und heir of
Sir William Watson, I daie hppe that I shall not be
thought unworthy of her hand.

ro H. Ah, well, I mus? say you’ve always been a
good young man, s0 take the girl, and believe me I shall
be proud of such a son-in-law,

THE END.

.
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THE INTRIGUES OF A DAY.

b1 13 the chruactenste of the German a.am to repre-
sent vict as the ofisp ring, of the hed  This grcat theore-
tical ciior my Lo traced to the mctaphysical noaons of the
literary studeuses n that countiy , 11 15, mdeed, the philoso-
phical ctior of all men, who mdul ¢ themselves m cons
templative retircment 1ather than take an active part and
intcrest m the procecdings of the world  The modern
Fiench have practically adopted a diffucnt theary : they
seem to 1ejard the distinction betwecn vice and vintue as
consisting 1n the feelings, which the appearance ot actions
exctes 1a the mufd ot the disintaested <pectator they
smacme, thae whdtever 1s grand, must theicfore be morally
good, and whatevur 15 mhean, ‘nust m like manner be
morally Lad. T he consequence of this 15, that many of
those things, which are of the highest impoitance to <o-
aty, have lost their value with them, and many actions
of the most msclievous tendency, by scemmg to be udi-
culuns, are cousidered ouly as vanal  But the source of
vice 1s 1n the heart, the desnes of which mstigate the voli-
tion» ¢ the licad, and the bad often do 1l before they are
aware of the chaacter of thetr actions.  Nor does the dis-
tingtion between vice and virtue consist 1 sympathy or
antipathy, but 10 semething totally independent, not only
of the sentiment of the witnesses, but of the commonalty
ot mankind. Vice 1s too dangerous ever to be ndiculous,
and the actions of vicious men can never be fit subjects
for comic represéntation. However much the human
heart may i itself be prone to evil, the judgment par-
takes of the supenor vature of the soul, and 18 always dis-
gusted with the acts of vice m others.

We bave been led to make dgxgeneral observations
by the perusal of this Comedy, which we aye wformed was
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originally written in ¥ cnch, and trarislated under the super-
intendance of the author, in order to be repiesented on
the English stage. Asa tianslaugn, it has much of the
frecdom and cheerful expression of an origmal work, but
the habits of thinking, given to the dharacters, aie decidedly
foreign, and had we not been told that it was actually the
production of a foreigner, we should have thought that 1t
must have procceded fiom a mind very singulaily con-
stituted, 'T'ragedy, which 1s chicfly founded on the cflects
of the passions, may admt of actions, incidents, and 1e-
flections, common to mankind; but Con.edy, which, as in
the present case, is founded on peculanties of manner,
does not always admit of the same univaisality. “ THde
INTRIGULS 01 A DAY” 13 professedly an eslibition of
English manners, and yet thioughout the whole piece, no
one appemd to have that constant 1emembiance of the
law, which is the great national pecuhianity ot mmd m the
Euglish. The play opens with two persors m the act of
commtting what every Enghshman, wlio 1eads the news-
papers, "knows to be a capital offence,” and although
swindling and impostme m a variety of forms appear
the piece, not one of the delinquents secmns to diead any
legal consequence by discotery, and yet they aie all 1epre-~
sented as very clever and knowing persons. We me
aware that sumlar incongimties have become very common
on the stage, but we bclicve they are always thought
objectionable, exeept m Iarce, and even then they 1e-
quire to be very adioitly managed, and to have more the
appearance of tiicks than offences.

But with this fundamental objection to the alleged
nationality of the characters, thit Comedy is, “in our
opinion, a respectable composition, and those whe may ob-
ject to the theoretical error of the author, in 1epresentng

ublic ¢rimes as only ridiculous, should 1emcmber that
* Tue SrraNGCR,” which absolutely insulted the com-
mon feelings of every well-regulated mind, was bionght
out with all advantages thatcould recommend 1t to popu-~
lanty. 1lad thé scene of “ Tue INrRIGUES OF A
Dax” been laid in any other country than England, we
should not have hesitated to class it with the best of the
new comedies, which of late years have been performed in
either of the London theatres. The arrangement is m-
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genious, and many of the incidents @ e calenlated to proy
duce a true comic effect.  Some of the characters may be
a little too highly caricatured, but we think the public
will not hesitate to allow, that they are less extravagant,
and more natwal, thun many that are ‘exhibited with
success, and scen with go?d humnor,

END OF NO. L
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CHARACTERS

TROJANS.

Priam.
Duirosos
AN,
Acnares.
. Ihgh-priest.
15t Citizen. .
“ed Citizen.
LY
Hicun$ .
Cassanpra.
Priests, Soldiers, Citizens, &e. &¢

GRCEKS.

A AVTMNON,
UrnyssLs.
MryEravs.
Soldiers, &, &e,



THE PROPHETESS,

A Tragedy.

. SCENE L. Agamemnon’s Tent. Beyoud the ovoning
a vice of the Grewan Camp ~hould bhe d seloved .
the orse should be seen i perspectine.  The Greaun

Bangs. dc. assembled.
L [
L]

AGAMEMNON, MegnELAUS, and Uryssos.

AG 4. "Tenyearsare past since to these <hores we came
By Justice arm’d, and with the ncblest bands

That cvet glotied in a wairiof’s sight,

And still the Gods defer the fall of Troy.

Whether high Feaven has will'd that other hands

Shall reap the hatvest, o1, 1elenting, grants

Respite and pardon to the race of Priam,

We unprofanely may not dare to scan ;

But toil and battle, wounds and dire discase
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Have now so thinn’d ow gallant ranks, that all
Dejected droop, and murm’iing sigh for home.
O must ten years ol valour and renovwn
Be summ'd and finish'd'with a base 1cticat !
Must we, who have such deadful days surviv'd,
Leave infalfill’d the vengeance that we vow'd,
Aund quit this <hore, <o lallow’d w.th the tead
Of mughty w ungis, and the dust of g *—
Mcthunhs I s+ e them, (showing ol therr scars,
Aud steraly pou t g to the toners of Throv),
Claum the great caartice to sooth then hades,
Men. When L swrvey v few remamg, tents,

And the embown’d gaunt soldiers, as they tend
Then woanded fctlows, winte at b of day
They pensive sit amony yon saete 4 159ands

Where wile 1|txc§l:tl1(‘ valiant and the preat
Deeply T then that destiy deplore,

Which cull entalds, from my domestic wiongs,
Inov'sy Gage al, v woe on Chicece.

Low lic ha hhave and now b fame mest fall.

(/) Tt falls who e fose hope. What! while the fees

Shimb and ashedl themselves wikin than town,
Shall the masvannnous and chow ¢ of Cireece,
Thus Tacely hese conpue thea own disgrace 7
fuat us torego the wor . of open war,

\nd try avhile dhe chance of <hratagem.—

Asl one eviue inmy tent alone,

Musing ot battles and comrpanions slain,

mat rapt in fancy, and with soften’d heart
Unconcelons pouder’d o’er the lapse of life,

My youth for ever gone—1 cull’d to nuni

Aun ancient metre which my muse rehcauy'd,
How "oy unconquer d stifl should proudly stand,
‘Tl pregnant 1da had a stecd produced,

W hose midiyght stall should be King Piinm’s tomb :
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» Which mystic1iddil, as the ditty went,

Was deenr’d a promise that, while Niuare held
ITer wonted cour-e, the town should never full.
The Gods, who prompt the purpsses of men,
Did then inspire me with a scheme to work
The shange fulfilment of this prophecy.

Aga. O wisest Prinee ! and yon stupendous Lorse,
So lung but deem’d a labor politie,
T'o heep yvour men fror mumurers npm’t,
Was that divine sugeestion?

Clys. Even so,
Now let the anmy be cmbark’d, and sail
To where the western capes of Tenedos
Conceal the setting sun from Hion's sight.,
A hundred men, devoted, chosen setraws, |
With Pyrrhus, placed within the hollow lm; s,
Shall here remain,

»

»
Aga. * And what may then succeed ;
Ulys. The Gods must choose.  "fhe tash be omis to
The births of fate.  Devoted Thos, that oft [watcle

Has built her hiopes upon our discontents,

Will doubtless pow her liberated thiongs,

W ho, {or a tiophy of this fatal war,

May draw, deceiv'd, the hogse nts the town,
Aga.  Minerva wills it, and we should obey.

Lieunt.

SCENE L. .1 Portico, afjording a vicw of the in-
terior of Tioy.

Cassaxnra, ITucenay, and Priawm.

Cass. * Omens aud prodigies frown from the skies,
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The winds bode in their whispeis, and the earth

Giroans heavily beucath the coming fate.
Hee.  Whacmnves thee, chuld, o this tremendous mood
Cavs. 'The Gods, the Gods of Troy.

Ilec. « Lhou Last been ever
Wiidly sublime : in all thy scope of thought
Proue to nysteronsad prophece bodmg.—~ |

How maey cluldren blest iy happy . ast,
Sweet buas of beanty, that @il blossom’d far,
Thli stoniny war,— a wasicluj winter ! came,
And tiested und destioy’d. Patient, ¢ Gods !
Toeah suceceding woe I still have how’d,
And thoughet buailin micht fate appease ;

LCu. now, 90 on,this solitary flower,

Ye bid vour -til naapairg wrath desend,
Meore doondly thautbe raede pluching wan,
Fied? 1.5« ve migdternal heat epine.

Co o O, dear molie 1, what a hidoous scioll
T taud of Beath displays m yondes sky !
Read, 11any, toier, all ve Trojans, read,

[t i~ the warrant of your dismal doom.

Hee. Whae, where, Cassaudra, where ¢

FUTR Out, out ou this,
Hec.~Whither so aste .
Cuss. . To mourn, to weep, to pray.

| livit Cassandra

Pri. So strange and wonderful! What may she mean ¢
Her frowin appll'd me when I wouid have chid,
And with an cnergy Jivinely stern,
She ww’d my spirit and inspir’d alarm.

Ilec. We have not, Priam, with becoming dread,
Heard the great watning wlich, for ten dire years,
The Gods have published in the threats of Grecce.
Our warlike sons, the heaven-built towers of T'roy,
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+ Are levrlld low, shd we are all defenc eless |
O muct we wow, who still have formi m life
A flowery ficld, and <ummer path 10 walk,
Sustain in age, (the sun of wo1tune set,

And all companions far behing us dead,)
The dark mid-winter of adversity.
. [Eeunt.

SCENE I ‘I'he Grecian &amp

.
L]

The same view as scen in Scene L. déyond the tont of
1)
LS nA a
aumennon.  The Grecran Kings, &c. assembled.

Urvsses and AGAMEMNON.

Ulys. Like the poorrustics, when offended Cercs,
With storms untimely, interdicts theit hopes,
* .
From this fong-labor'd fiold our men retire.

dga. What means the counter-mnarch?  The orders
were,
That cvery band should, with its several chief,
Detile at leisure ward the surfy shore,
Aud there abide the slacking of the bicese;
Which still at noon along the Phrygian coast,
Unfurls the white ercst of the stmmer wave,
Ulys. And so the word was giv'n; bat while the troops
Stood resting on their spears, a sudden thought,
Like inspiration, spread through all the camp,
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That each led squadron, ere the embarRation,
Should, as the tribute of their last respect,
March round the tombs of the immortal slain.

Aga. 'The Gods bestaw’d it, an auspicious onicn !
Who should have wonder'd had our bafiled aims
Iiatinguish’d in them all the pride of war ?

But who, Ulysses, now remains with you ?

Ulys. Sinon of Athens, whou.t vou may 1emember—
He was the latest that petition’d yon
T'o 1aise the siege. 1 think yon know hiw, Sir +
We all adomr’d that happy eloquence
With which, so modestly, he won uattention.

Aaa. 'Took he occasion in his speech to tell,
How that lits helwet was a noble "'rojan’s,

M Lo he had vanquish’d on the very wpot
Whaere Heotor slow Patioclus ?

Ulys. ‘e Ay, the same- -
He hus 1 _enius of smpassing sRiil,

Tu eiving to the ficdons of the brain
The Cam :nd sccnngg of roalities.

v, But how meanyou to profit by his it

C/ys. While 1, advent'tous, masgued in“Lrojan anme,
Mingie unnoticed with the sulvar thhong,

He, s @ wretch thae Las bheen Jeft bebind,
Will piteous suppdiv ate, and fitdy tl,
"Thatholy Calchas, by Mmerva taughe,
Declar’] that niverto the Loids of Greece
Should those whn sougnt the spoii of "Froy return,
"Till weody Ida Lad 4 steed produced,
Which ne’er, withun the long-defindcd wall
Of Prizan’s oy, should admission gam.

“ Por if Cer ssabled there,” the angur says,
“ The futed Creeks, upon the land or sea,
By joes or storms shall perish in exile”
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¢ Thus shall the horse be om Palladium deem’d.
But sce the soldiers move toward the strand.

185

[ Fxeunt.

SCENE A liall in the palace of Priaa.

A Council.

Priay, Deitonns, Ncas, St
'

Pre. So far you mie agiced.  The liaghing war
But diains the kingdom »f its hoblest blood,
And twns the hue of our prosperity
Into the siekly wanness of decay.
£Lineas speahs not ?

An. Oft with effort vaimn
Have 1 essay’d to rouse the public heart,

And give 1t seuse of dauger ; buf, alas!

Like some sad maruer, who long has strove,
With foummg waves and winds and clouded skies,
To steer lus vessel iom a faral coast,

Scen by the sctting sun hoar on the lea,

T sink dejected in my hopaless toil.

Deif.  Have not the insolent, th’ obdwmate fues,
Sworn to the world that they would root us out,
And shall we talk of treaty and of terms ?

We kuow the danger, but the remedy,
The med'cine that will renovate the state,
Js what we want.
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Ain. Purge from the commonwealth
The selfish foul which deadens cvery heart ;
'The mercenary crave.—O ncever yet
Stood that state firm to an assailing foe,
When public zeal was lundled by the touch
Of private greed, and bloated wealth obtain'd
The homage that should wait upon revown.
Nay, look not askingly at one nother,
But scarch your Breasts, and tell us how it is
That all the flame of plory fades m Troy r—
Yes : our maternal Troy is deadly sick,
And yellow meagreness preys on her bloom ;
Iler eye grows heavy and her vision dim :—
Too iueit is  for in her bosom bred,
The hideous eunicer of corruption rote ; ‘
And those embracing arms, with which she took
The injur’d natidne to her fost'ring breast,
Are feebly lifted in her o#n deftnce.

[Shouts are heard.]
Pri. Whence cormne these tumults of unusual joy

[Enter AcHATES.]

Ach. The watchmen, posted on the southern wall,
Say that the gallies of the foe are launch'd,
And thrdugh the general' campappear the stir
Aud busy signs of burrying departure.

Pri. The Gods of ilion have with fate prevail'd !—
Let our contentious councils here break up,
And with the joyous and cxulti.ng throng,

Let us our gratcful sacrifices pay.
[ Ereunt.
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SCENE V. 4 Gurden.

»

ITrcuna and CaAsSsANDRA.

Cass. My heart misgives, and in the ‘general joy
Livs low and heavy. To the shouting thiong
M fancy hears a dismal voice reply,

Like the gaunt echo of a hollow tomb.—
As 1 have sometimes secn. or thought I saw,
Deuth-like anatomy amidst the smiles

Of virgin beauty in its rosiest flush,
Mecthinks this chorus of mtemperate joy,
11as notes sepulchral, dread and ominows?

IHee. My sweet Cassandia,'leave these sad conceits ;
Quit this sequester’d haunt ; awlule forego
Thy midnight vigils, lest the constant zeal
Of holy picty, too oft indulged,

With frenzy touch thy 1apt religious mind.
O ye great Gods, forgive me if I sin!
Foigive the trespass ot a mother’s care! .

Cass.  Would I weire dead and quietly inurn’d,
Or could dispel these waking drezms of woe.

They risc to vision like the brood of sleep,
Aund like the nightmare hold my thoughts entranc’d.

»

[Eunter Pr1aM and DEtroBos.]}

Pri. Unhappy child, can nothing briug thee cheer?
Cass, O yc steru deitics ! whose dooming frown
Falls black and dreadful on our ancient state,
Since ye have spar’d this good old king so long,
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Wuhliold your vengeance Ll his duy be dove,

Def” Hestran, Cass nxdia, thas fantastic nund :
Paitahe th eenaral jor, and shate the feast,
Not scoin the 1wed of dhe baantcons Gods :
They sive the banquet, and, bestow the sense
"T'o 1elich pleasure ;3 why wilt thou convert
The festal how to sortow and lamentung, *

Cass. The fe-tal hour! the fostal hour of death’
O can matemal Ticcuba forget
The staunch desttunction that prusnes heraace,
And smile at pageants, which, ke wicked spells,
Allwe to 1uin rrretitevable !

llec.  Alas, ulas, my child ! thou wak’st, with more
"Than mortal specch, the mother m my breast.

Pii. Forbeaw, Cassandia. Hlow ¢hy waywaid taunts
Renew the angu‘lsh of thy mother’s <onow !
Ah me! what démon hath possess’d thee now 2
Why dnst thou grve at me with b yes so wild ¢
What fiantic fancy heuves thy Labiing reast ¢
Lift not thy hands so’'madly to the Gods.
Is she distiacted ? Speak, Cassandia, speak !

D¢y Tlew, dismal maniac, hear thy royal sire.

P1:. +theis, alas, to her sad father’s voice
As deally dead, as to hisenecping cyes
‘Lhe ¢ sipse-like pal ness of her face appears.
Sce'st thou not how thv mother stands amaz’d,
Wilneing with misery her himds for thee!
Cuassandia, dean Cassandra, look on us.

Ilec. Alas! alas! dearest Gac-andra, speak !
What image of imag 'n’d horror diives
The hue ot hic from thy dejected cheek ?

Def. Hr pale lips redden, and the feaiful toil
Of the rapt pirit that so strain’d her frame
Redazes. deu!
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Pri. , She beckons !

* Deif. Hush!

IHee. She speaks.

Cass. "The sign, the doing, and tle deed, are one.
The trees are picguant, ond <hall bring fo:th men.

An unbegotie n steed stands in*the stall,

1is non bowels hursting twa to swords,

That wrcathe themselves w fies. Then all js done —
The rest is obsequy and saaifice. ’

Pri. Ah me! Cassandra, wheretfore speak’st thou this?
What dite phantasma bieeds'these 1aveI'd thoughts ¢

Cass. "The shepherd, as he guards by mght his fold,
{Yems fiom afn the shir of havoe spread ;

The earth shoots meteors ; on the tow'ss of Troy
Desuaction, perchir, faps her wings ol lamb 3
The scama cces @ day at midnight Jduvw,

W hich tans the azare ocean Bloody i

The wolve on bhodar o duund o Losl,
Cravirs the Comage the devehdbostdaes
And bungry valanes, Tochwand ey, sercam,
Sea’d by e bosniay from thur destne™ pray,

Heoo Vohao hukooss faney faseiates her und!
Cassundhza b Oy sweet Cassandia, conse ! -
That whieh thou lavh st upon s as a dircan, .
An unsub.tatial ve por o the hain,

Caer. Lot e ] Lo the - eudows or Juve's mini-ters -
His wrath buras after, and uow, them betoe.

Pre. 'These Pythau . optuses must not be endur’d.

Ceass.  Anay, old man; Wit 45 thou wath that robhe?
Put off the erown from thy devoted newd -

Trail’d and dishonor’d in the clotted wmire
Shall be these sacred and anoiuted locks,
Whicl but the regal gold hath ever toack’d.
"The jav’'lin devious from thy palsed hand
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Drops innocent from thy fierce foemangs shield, —
Now art thou down—thy grey hairs in his grasp—-
Horror ! horror ! is it my father’s doown ?

et
END OF ACT 1.
e G



ACT 1L

SCEXNE i. 'The Grecian Camy.

The lorse should not be seen in th's vieie.

» L)

ULvsses.

How still and awful now this scenc appcars,
Asif (i’ mert aond fixed thmgs of earth
Were with a soleinm expeciation seiz’d '—
f3chind the island’s imerposing cape
The fleet has anchor’d. By this time: the kings
Have told the suldiers—5hould they not consent,
What then remains for me ?  Here 1 stand pledg’d
For this great stratugern.  With my own fame,
A bhundred brave, the chosen hearts of Grecce,
Arc m the hollow of the statpe stak’d
Upon the use that [ shall make of chance.

Grant me, omniscient Jove, as fortune shifts,
Virtue still suited to the circumstance.—
Sinon is cunning, eloquent, and shrewd—
His youth, his air, and well-concerted tale,
Cannot but prosper. Lo, the Trojans come ! [Exit.
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.
Enter Derivosos, Aincas, &ec.

Deif. ’Tis a strange fancy, but most nobly form’d.
It scems to neigh as with the pride of blood,
And with the insolence of, sanguine health,
To snort defiance to the front of Heav'n.
Tt is a most imperial feat of art,
And doubtless was for some grewt nurpose fram'd.
Ain. The l\‘mg of Ithaca, as I have Leard,
On some such fabric kept his men employ’d ;
Aud he is not a prince to wear‘or waste
Labor and skill on pageantries and show.—
What could his scheme intend ?
Deif. . Are you so rapt *
Sce you not how the agitated crowd
Menace the noble statue.  Tla! look there!
Is not that ym.llfn whom |tl|ey have sciz’d a Greek'?
Let us go near— '
din. . There’s mystery in this !—
[Eaxeunt.

TN

SCENE 11. A Gurden.

CassaNDRA and AcHATES.

Ach. Surc new, sweet maid, I may some hiope indulge.
The fates relent, and the grim God of War
Resigns the wasted world again to Feuce,
Whose cheering plough v'erfolds the bloody tract
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« Of his throne-shaking chariot, and her doves

Prune their white wings where his dark vultures fed.

While 1ag'd the sicge, and each succceding day

Brought some new sorrow to thy gentle heun,

L thought my passion would profune thy grief,

And thare fore strove to keep it aw’d and still,

But, as a babe lull'd by its teuder nurse,

sl grows in strength, while slamb’ting on the breast,

My love was cherisli’d as it lay asleep :—

Now “waken'd by the universyl joy,

it clims tix oxpectation.

Cass. Not unobscry’d @ no: nor without 1 sigh

Of maiden tenderness has been thy love j—

But hapless me, of every joy forbid, . ,
Fach wish of miue is like th” unhallow’d «nuw
‘T'hat flicker’'d in the dread Medea'’s spells,
l\ Canse ""l sunnnons Al‘)l)-ll “-lul]dl st
Of hotror passing name ! ¢

Ak, But now the Greeks,
No moie menacing, homeward uige their flight.
Cass. Stuli my press'd spirit feels no fear remov’d.
Between the bow and the devoted victim,
Luvisible the futal wrow Hies :—
The shaft is shot, but has not fallen yet. .

Ach. Al dearest m.ud thy mind accustom’d long
To dire mischinces, and forchoding fears,

Canuot at once forego its habitude.

Come, leave with me these solitary shades,
Whose high-roof’d bowers, and intermissive light,
Would, 0it frequented, make the gayest sad,

And turn the dimpled smile of rosy joy

Pale as the thoughtfulness of melancholy.

Cass. 'T'he blushiug bashfulness that maidens feign,
My chaste esteem for thee disdains to unse.

But O dear youth, beloe’d, if I might love,—

Vou. L. Rej. 1. No. IL N
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A wild, resistless, fitful fervor, oft .
Comes as a meteor in the midmght sky,
And makes my heart each dear idea yield,
As molten wax resigns the signet’s form.

In vain against the impulse 1 contend,

And seek to shun the dismal charm in vain.
But sure as destiny, and strong as death,
It rules my fancy, bears me frot: myself,
And makes me dead to every social joy.
Alas! far distant from terrestrial bliss
Must my lone spirit hold its solemn watch,
To warn the coming-on of dreadful things. e
Hope thou no more~—be sileut and depart.

.. [Exeunst.
...-—
SCENE IIL. A Street in Troy.
CiTi1ZENS.
1 Git. Where is thachorse ?
2 Cit. Ent’ring the western gate.

1 Cit. Here let us stop and see it pass along.
The crowd still thick’ning bars all progress farther.
I never saw the throng of Troy so rife,

No, not when Hector, like asprecious ruby,
Came borne in triurr ph, glorious with the blood
Of mighty chiefs in dreadful battle slain.

The roofs appear like pyramids of heads;

On ev’ry post and statue eager boys

In clusters hang ; like flowers in vases press'd
Th’ impatient ladies from the windows stretch
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Their beauteous recks ; and turret, dome, and spire
Are all o’ercover’d with the human swarm.
Look, where on yon tall turret’s giddy top,
One bird-like sits beside the weather-cock !
Gods! how he flutters! Oh! he loses hold—

2 Cit. "Tis but the distance of his fearful height
That mocks our eyes. He only waves his cap—

1 Cit. Hark! how exultingly the people cheer !

2 Cit. The horse approaches, sce it comes.

1 Cit. . Where, where ¢

2 Cit. 1 saw the head pass in yon open space,
*T'wixt Pheebus’ temple and the palace dome,

1 Cit. Is it indeed so high?

e Cit. Again it comes—

1 Cit. How vast! how haughtily, how nobly form’d !
Now let us hasten to another street. '

o [Ereunt.

"

SCENE 1V. The Garden.

CAssANDRA.

O ye on everlasting firmness thron’d,
Tremendous and mysterious deities !

Why still with visions strange and terrible,
Moust my soul languish like a flowerless plant,
That droops beneath the frown of an eclipse ?
Did ye not, from your uncreated domes,
Commission Fate for all that was to be?
And come not all things as ye have decreed ?
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What then avail your warning oracles, «
The augur’s wisdow, or the prophet’s ken,
Or breathed sounds of mortal penitence >—
Since all that shall be 1sewith you as done.—
O case my spirit of its dlul(“’lll function,
And make me sce bhut oulv life’s brief scene,
Though empty all as shadow and reflex ¢
[Enter Pri2w.]

Pri. Why strays our dear Cassanarz bere alone,
When all the low’rs that smil’d so sweet and gay,
Have doff’d their summer garbs and shrunk to rest ?

Cass. O blessed instinct, that in time prepares—
The wint’ry blast may o’er them rage at will,

"They in their carthy caves securely slecp,
But man, .sagacious man, the sire of art,
Angé chronicler of Nature’s every change,
Knows not the teming ol adversity.

Pri. How wayward drt thou ! how awry in thought !

All others sce, but as a type of life,

The falling leaf, the 'setting of the sun,

And in the crescent of the ¢hangeful moon,
The reuping sickle of our mortal hours—
Deducing thence a motive to enjoy.

But thou, in fancy sick, and still perverse,
Mak’st them forestal chance and expectancy.
All joy to thee is blasted in the bud.

Cass. Alas! it is my comfortless instinct,
To see that Heav’n, for purposes occult,
Hath turn’d the form of things so variously,
That oft to lure the destin’d on to suffer
The falsest promise ever seems the fairest.
Short-sighted mortals! Simple victms doom’d !
Vain of the wreaths that lead you to the altar.

Pri. Cassandra, cease, and check this boding grief,—
The Greeks are gone, and I have news to tell :
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' Their tents with all the spoil won in the war
Remain abandon’d.  But what most we prize
Is a stupcundous horse.
Cuss. A horse  what horse ?
Pri. A statue most mugnificently wrought,
Which, as a trophy to the tomb of Hector,
The shouting populace triumphant draw.—
Ha ! how is this? distracted girl, be calm!
Cass. Docs not the breeze that through these bushes
breathes, ,,
Smell like the vapor of a chmnel house ?
Pri. Merciful powers! what hideous thoughts besct

her!

Cass. Said you a horse ? . )

Pri. : IHow now ! what hast thou
there ?

Why turn’st thou o’er, with sucl} delirious haste,
That legendary vellum? ”
Cuss. IMear me, King!
This sacred book a sircless sybil wrote,—
The eldest she of Pyirha’s earth-born race.
The leaves are dragon’s shin in Styges dipp’d;
The god-slain Python's venom serv’d for ink ;
And for a pen the mystic authoress .
Did pluck the wing of that accursed bird,
Which prey’d upon Deucalion’s ancestor.—
When our Palladium, which came down from heaven,
Was stol’'n, these prophecies were found conceal’d,
Shrin’d in the pedestal—the juggling rhymes,
Till now, in spite of my forcboding mind,
Promis'd a fortunce ever green to T'roy :
Bat hear, last monarch of the Trojans, hear!
[She reads.]
¢ Tlion ever shail abide,
¢« Till a horse from Ida’s side,
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+¢ Breathless breathe, and blootlless bleed—
¢ But natuic never such shall breed.”
Pri. TFye, fye, weak girl, out on such beldam lore.
Causs. Ull t the street8-—O for a thunderbolt,
To crusk to splinters the embodiced fate.
Pri. Where would’st thou, maniac ? stay, Cassandra,
stay.
[ Exeunt.

SCENE V. 4 Portico.

‘¢ PriesTs, &ec.

High Priest. First, strc.wiug flowers, the children shall
advance,
Then hand in haud the youths and white-rob’d maids,
Necxt matrons, who no loss by battle mourn,
And warriors still unhonor’d with a scar.
After in order and i: due degree,
Come those who suffer’d and who still deplore
The maiming weapon or the soldier’s doom.
Great Hector’s widow sh il proceed alone.
‘The victim next with garlands ye shall bring ;
And with glad touch let cvery lyre awake,
Symphonious to the choral hynins of peace ;
As to the fane of all the Gods we go.
The Procession.
[Exeunt.
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SCENE VL. Tke Grecian Cump. Night.
ULvsskEs and AGAMEMNON.

Ulys. The moon is down, but all the clouded skies
Are brighten’d with the festal fires of Troy.—

Halt! who goes there ? ,

Aga. Ulysses, and alone !

Ulys. How stand the trodps

Aga. [mpatient to begin.
Where is the horse ?

Ulys. Safe in his stable stall'd.

The Gods are with us and the work must thrice.

Aga. But how did you succeed? -

Ulys. Aj from the shore
The flect departed, swaryming from the town
The populace came rushing to the camp,

And grasp'd the spoil that scatter’ lay around.
Sinon, discover’d soon, was quickly seiz’d,

But pled release with such impressive art,
That 1 myself was touch’d with soft remorse,
And sigl’d subdued by pity.~—~Thence he told
The fable of the Lorse, akd all as one

The cred’lous citizens with shouts resolv’d

To draw the statuc home. But, strange to tell,
A prodigy of awful omen seem’d

To interdict their suicidal purpose.—

The priest Laocoon with his sons was there,
And, full of some protecting god of Troy,
Utter'd a direful and prophetic ban

On all that dar’d to move the horse away.

But while he stood in fervent declamation,
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.
Torth from the sca two twialike serpents came,
Aud through the aw’d 1ecding nadtitude,
Togcther rolling hedd their hleous way,
To wheve the siie and hus two hetpless sons
Scwood fascinated to a drdadfud end.
Just as Laocoon rais’d hus kands to hicaven,
The scrpents both, as with oue fnustinet mov’d,
Sprang on the youths and darting at the sire,
That grasp'd to rgscue, held the three sutwm’d
In wiithing agony —Astonish’d, all
Tremblmg beheid the hungry monsters feed.
Nor did our shudd’ring consternation ccase,
Till, surfeited with thely atrocious meal,
The snakes regain’d the sea, and nothing left
But bloody,wresk of linbs. ¢
Aga. . Horibl¢ doom !
Uiys. Then by miraclous inspiration tanght,
1 evied, and ail e fated 1 apble join'd,
That Neptane had th’ avenging serpents sent
To crush Laocoen in Jus blusphemy.
Aga. Infatuated race.
Ulys. At which the horse,
With simultaneous sucngth they hml'd along ;
Broke down the walls for entrance, and in trinmngsh
Convey’d-1t to the bosom®of thedonn.
When near the palace, Priam’s pious daughter
Came wildly out: lier hai , dishevell’d, flying,
And m her frantic haud a jav'lin gleaming.
Loudly she cluinor’d 1o destroy the statue,
And struck Ler weapon furious in its side.
A groan was heard : bu., doon’d this night to perish,
The 'T'tojans mock’d the royal sybil’s zeal,
And all exuiting urged their fate along.
Aga. Wlat nieuns yon waving torch upon the tower ?
Ulys. 'T'is Sinon’s sigual for us to approach. [Lureunt.
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SCENE VII. The Temple.

’
Priests, Priam, De1rosos, &c. &e.

11. Priest. Rejoice, rejoice, a miracle appears!
The victim’s heart is firm compacted bone ;
Impcenetrable to the severing knife,

As to the foe has stood the Trdjan state !—

Laud yc the gods 5 and thou, O sirc of 'T'roy,

The wonted ofring from the chalice pour.
[Priam takes the chalice.]

Pri. All-ruling Thund’rer, snblimest Jove! .
And all ye dread Olynipian powers, that gujde
‘The orbs of fate  their eternal round,

Accept the sacrifice that here we pay. — '
Ten years of vengeful war, ten years of woe,
Have roll’d o’cr Tlion in succession dire,

And sorrow quencl’d our joy, and hope seem’d dead.

But ye command the raging storm to cease,
Disperse the clouds, and with assuring omen,
Give us the promise of the haleyon time.—

201

. Pri. Ha! look, sceswhere” the wild Cassandra

comes,
As with dewoniac cnergy possess’d !

Enter Cassanbpna.

Cass. Uold, victim, hold—the gods point down and

smile
When mortals sacrifice, or dare to thauk—

Though all your berds were slain ; though hecatombs

O’crtopp’d the high cloud-crested Ida’s height ;
Though your libations flow’d a fuller stream
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"Than issucs from the copious Ilellespont ; .
Yea, though the forests of a hundred hills,

In conflagration lick’d the vault of heaven,

The gods unmov’d wquld still demand from Fate

The greatcr sacrifice that Greece prepares.

H. Pri. Forbear, forbear, nor mar our solemn rites.
The heavens by wond'rous angury declare
"The strong-huilt safety of the Irojan state.

Behold the heart ; ’tis incompressiblc,
Unyielding boue, firm as our ancicnt towers.
Cass. Portentous similarity of Troy -—
The heart was dead while yet the victim liv'd !
Away thou palt’ring priest! Dar’st thou pervert
The plain avouch of oracles divine ?
1L. Pri. Stiike all your lyres, and chant your holiest
lxymn,
Nor lct her Bixsphemies amaze the gods.
[ Music plays and a petd of thunder is heard.]

Cuss. Silence, ye doom’d. Ilecar ye how kindling Jove
Bids the vast thunder drown your twangling strings.
Methinks they clank of slavery and chains!

11. Pri. Avaut, avaunt, thou sacrilegious, hence!
The heavens arc wroth to sce their rites profan’d-—
Heed her not, Priam, but th(, chalice peur
Ere yet the flame npon the altar dic.

[Priam pours the wine upon the altur.]
Cass. Blood! blood! ’tis blood that shall the ashes
quench,
Thine, father, thine—O must I live to see !

————————
END OF ACT II.

e ——



ACT IIl.

SCENE 1. A Chamber. "

.
3

CASsANDRA.

'Tis now the black and deadest hour of night,
And all the city, hike a fetter’d vir'lim,‘

Lies helpless bound in sleep.  Must Lalone
Ne'er know the sweet eblivious pause again,
But ever, while the corp’ral seuse is shut,

Be doom’d 10 feel the presence of ereafter.

[Enter Hecuna.]

Hec. Alas, Cassanara !

Coass. What! my mother here!

Hec. O T have caught the horror of thy thoughts.
Sleep shuns my couch, o1 brings such fantasies
As augurs dread ! Methints the niglht, as *twere,
Wraps with a double told of gloom, the skies,
And men are sciz’¢d with mast unnat’ral drowze.
Through all the palace mimic death prevails;
Even the sentinel that guards the king,
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Iecard not my treading as I pas<’d alang : ‘
But fast nefatal sleep, leant on his spear.
Cass. The guard asleep! while by great Priam’s couch
Death whets his mighty scythe! Why came you here?
Ilec. Methought I heard the cry of fire afar,
And presently the wild shirill slnick of one
Snatch'd suddenly by Fate ::—Anon arose
Twmnultuous murmurs, and the rlash of arms.
Cuss. Dreait you all this!—Ifal. Iist, hear ye net
that :—
*Tis done, "tis done! In Heav'w's cternal roll
The Trojan name 1s blotted out with blood !
Hee. I will alarm the guards ~What dost thou sce ?
Aught here?
Cass. ' Now, now Dectruction tramples ficree,
And 1lavoce té the shoulder bares his arms
Yor dreadful sccupation —
Hec. * Oh Cassaudra!

Flark ! how the tumaualts near!

Cuss. » What sounds are these ¢
Tlee. Tear back the Iattice-serecn.
Cass. Alas! alas!

Tlee. Vorror! Horror ! the Grecian shouts of war !
Priam, awake! Guaids, guards ! sleep not to death !

Cass. "Lroy is wo more '—1am, awake to die!

| Bewi,

SCENE 1. A Street.

AcameEmnon, Urvsses, &c.
Ulys. The cry is general, and the guards are rous’d -
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But through the bropen wall our soldiers pour
Sull a resisless deluge.
Adga. Where is Minelaus ?
Ulys. Gone with a squadron of the Spartan troops
‘T'o Helen’s house —
Ara. And where does Pyrrhus fight ?
Ulys. He wud the wariors of the horse, increas'd
By fifteen hundred of the Argive bands,
Stll in the citadel. '
L. What part take vou?
U lys. The darkness makes onfusion in our work, — -
Miue be the task, tf Agzimemuon wills,
To fire the domes of Tioy.
Aga. The Gods to you
" Have giv'a the providence that rules to-nigat. -
Cly. Each of iny men bears, fasten’d to.his spear,
A brand prepared.
Aga. O vreserent chiof,.
"Tis thus you ever chance anticipate,

. | Exeunt.

o

SCENE 1. A Hadll.

Priav, Hecuuy, and CAssaANDRA.

Heeo O foud old man! to think thy palsied arm,
Which but the spasm of dcs}mir has nerv'd,
Might wield again the sword.—Stay, Priam, stay,
Let younger valor breast th’ o’erwhelming war,
Nor in the rave and madness of alarm,
Vaunt thiugs impossible.——Alas ! alas !
I will not, will not, Priam, quit my hold.—
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O never fiction was by poet feign’d,
So baseless as this dotage dream of valor !—
What! hoar Paralysis! dar’st thou assail
The fire and wrath ferocities of Gieece,
And yet cannot resist the feeble catch
Of one so wither'd and sb weak as I?
Pri. Unhand me, woman—1lecuba, anay —
It suits not monarchs in the storms of Fate
T'o shrink appsll'd.  The Trojans  :Il their king.
[T oices withuul ]
The king, the king ! Will not the king appear?
dlec. They cannot call thee into youth again ;
Nor all the fury of the Grecks in Troy
Restore thy shrivel'd frailty into strength.—
But if thou thini’st that anght of thine can aid,
Down o1 ihy*knees —Spread thy grey hair to Heav'n,
Kneel Liere wetly e, and ruise thy pithless arms.
Behold, ve safc possessers of she sky,
Two old, firm, defenceless creatures here '—
Oh art thou gone ! * [Exit Pre.
Cass. Was it the nightmare’s spell
That Leld me powerless to prevent his flight ?
Oh —But [ will not stir Ler back to grief’;
This pause in lite is o her suffring rest.
Thy bosom, uiversal pz\rcu:: iharth,
Is ever open to thy hupless chitdren;
There we lie hush'd, aad all our troubles ceasc.

[Enter AcnaTes.]

How now, unhappy! w herefore com’st thou here >
"This is the house of Misery and Death'!

Ach. Alas, dear maid, I am but as a ghost—
Avhile permitted in the world to roam,
And such a haunt befits my hopeless state.

He¢. O Priam, Priam !—but thou art away,
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€ never, never, never to return !
Thy arm, Cassandra,—What, art thou too here!
Cau’st thou be spar’d from that extremcst toil,
Which needed Priam’s frail effectless aid !—
If there be hope, why hast thou come to us?
Ack. Alas, I came but to protect—
Cluss. Protect!
Ach. Divine Cassandra! though my faithful heart
Presumes no more, it still as fondly beats-=
I may not live, but 1 can die for thee.
Hee. Hark, hark, they come—

[Priav without.] The gates, the gates give waw,
; Close up the portal, build it with the dead.
Hee. Sure we can fight, yea, cleave the ajir as well
And with as deadly stiength as frantic Priam.
I held him here with these grandmother hands,
And ’twas but while 1 pray’d that he esca‘p’;i—-
Canst thou, who hast the frout of youth, keep in,
While tottering Age attempts to lift the sword 2~
I will myself go seck the bedlamite.
f Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Street.

MENELAUS? HEeLEN, &c.
Men. Bear the adultress to my brother’s ship.--
L.et me not see her, lest those cursed charms,
Which have so long the bane of nations prov’d,
Mar the stern purpose of my soul to-night.
[ Helen is conducted off .
Now fire the building. Stand! What men are these?
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Eunter AcaAMEMNON,

Aga. On, brother, on, to where yon rising fires
Kindle the night.  There Pyrrhos anil Ulysses
Disperse the wustering foes; who, half awake,
With mail unbrac’d, and grms confus’dly scized,
Attempt to join,

Men. Behold, at last, Revenge
Hath sheatl’d my falchion in a rieal’s blood.
This was his mansion, and is now his py.e,
Aund Hden is redeaen’d.

//glt.
Another time will serve for gratulation.
[ Exit Menelaus, &c.

Advance, advance.—

. . Enter ULyssks.

Ulys. 'The Trojuan soldiers, by :Eneas rous’d,
Work miracke pf avarfare.  All the town
1s now abroad, and Slatghter and Dismay
Raging, career timmphant o’er the throng.
The gallant Pyrrhus and his band, like wolves
Around the shepherd’s fold, beset the palace.
Wild, on the walls the frantic women run,
And, like the demon-hags ol Tartarus,
Shower on our men the missiles of despair,
With burning rafters, and tonhenting fires:
The very wreeks of Priam’s royalty
Are hurl’d vindictive on us.

Aga. Is Piiam therc?

Ulys. 1 cannot tell. The gate was nearly forc'd,
When, with a hideous passion all inflam’d,
The madding I'rojans snatch’d their bleeding dead,
And with the havoc chok’d the yawning portal :
T'he wounded were not spar’d! but rashly seiz'd,
And flung promisc’ously among the dead.

Aga. Hark! ’tis the voice of Pyrrhus.
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Ulys. Soldiers, on,
/The rising flames to our avenging toil
Bestow a suitable, but dismal day.
[Beeunt.

.
Enter Priay, Kec.

Pri. Sleeps yet my son, and all the Greeks in Troy!
Kuock at his door.  Awake! rise, sluggard, rise!
Ieav’n for our crimes no less atonement claims
Than this great sacrifice that burus around.

»
Enter Arearrs.

Arb. O gracious sire! approach no farther here;
Murder has lav’d the chambers, and the roof
Sinks down beneath the gloomy press of fives.—:
Scarce had our houseliold to their rest retired,
When in the street 2 murmuring noise arose.
Full soon the sound brought each affrighted wretch
T'o his sad destiny. 1 saw descend
The Grecian confident that came with Ielen—
Soft were his steps, and in one hand a lamp,
Whose flame was screen’d witlin his other palm.
Pri. Accursed traitor!
Arb. Then I started up;
For oft before a fearful vigilance
Haunted my thoughts, and I had mark’d at times
A wicked purpose brooding in his eye.
His Spartan mistress met him in the dark.
Then heard [ speaking deep and vehement;
And suddenly, with shouts, a furious band
Of ruffian Greeks came rushing through the porch.
What then cnsued nor tongue nor speech can tell.
Pri. None to assist! Noue! none!
Arb. Our gen’rous lord,
Unarm’d, and in the night’s defenceless garb,
Vou. L. Rej. Th. No. II. o
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Unclos'd his chamber. In.sta.ntly and fierce,

As the fell tiger grasps the helpless fatn, .
temorscless Menelans—
Pri. O my poor boy!

Could not the Gods bu for a little while
Have spai’d Deifobos, last of my sons,
To aid his wretched father in this need !
O ye stern Fates, that sit yoursclves secure,
Why is the blow so long withheid from me ?
Strike, strike at once ; make not a poor w'd man
The toy and pastime of yogr tyranny.

Enter AANEAS.

An. Why stand you weeping, Sir? Lach street and Ine
The firious enemy imHctuous sweeps,

And will surround you here. Bevond the walls
"The people rally, and there i+ jet hepe.

Iri. No, no, Aincas; Prium s fate is full.
3y thee, perchace, the Pow’rs averse to me
May save the relics of the T 8jan race.~—
Away, away! Tlow dare ye fight for me?
1ave not the Gods deserted Priam?  What !
Will ye against their high resolves rebel?

Here let me die, a desolate uld inan,

Who, in the hoary, helpless cud of life,

Beggars calumity of cvery woe.

Nay, touch mc not- I will not be remov'd,
Lnter Virsr CITIZEN.

1 Cit. Help, Trojans, help! The palace gates are storm’d,
The guards are butcher’d, and the Queen ali)ne,
In rash distraction clumors fromn the tower ;

But no one comes te aid.

Py, Poor Hecuba!
Liv'stthou to this?  We have grown old together.,
Give me my sword. I w:ll myself assist.

&in. Itis too late—all striving there is vain—
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Let us rctire to where the people arm,
BeSoure the bloodhounds scent that last retreat.
Around the palace all the Greeks combine.

Pri. Get you away ; I am no more a king—
I am a husband! Hecuba, I come. «

nter SEcoNp CiTIZEN.

2 Cit. Prepare,prepare! the Greeks, the Grecksapproach,

[The Grecks entery and fight with the Trojans. Priam
goes off at the one sisle.  The Trojuns are driven away by
the Greeks, who jollow Priam.  The T'rojans re-enter and
pursue, bat soon afir relurn with Adincas from the same
side that Priam reiived |

Ain. On to the sh. e with all ye Liold most dear.
Th’ insatiar focs, like their destroying fires,
Grew fieicer < they plunder.  Hope is gone !
¢ hapless Tio v ! my vative land, farewell!
To di: tant regions, and i clunes unknown, ,
Must we dejected roam, and w.th tie dote
Of foreign charity mix ceaseless tears.

SCENE V. Faults under the Pulace.

CASSANDRA.
Here, will I wait the blow of dcstiny
Resign’d and calm. How Ruin drives without!
The awful temples of the Gods are fired,
Aud the proud dome of royulty become
A raging furnace and a slaughter-house.
llow dreadful is the casting down of thrones!
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The righty wreck o’erwhelms the living age :—
To the far limits of posterity
Resounds the great concussion.
A solemn fortitude in this dire hour
Sustains my spirit ; and though oft the drop
Of fond affection rushes o’er my sight,
(The filial tribute of a mournful child)
A holier sentiment pervades my heart, -
Which owns the vengeance of Ligh Heaven descrv’d.
Enter [Tecuna.
Hec. The gatcs are fo.ced. O’er us the palace burns—
The halls and gallerics, with dead and dying,
Are changed to catacombs all foul and grim,
And down the stairs gush cataracts of blood.
Canst<hou, Cassandra, bear a stedfast mind
Amidst the falling of the Trojan state ?
Cus. Loyg, long, dear mother, has my scul’s sad vision
Beheld the low ring of this fatal night;
And now, when all its horrors rage around,
The "Trojan ruins. burning, and the skies
Fuling asunder, that the Gods may view
Their dreadful warrants rig’rously fulfill'd,
It secms but as a pagesnt of the stage.
llec. Came notthy father here? Where, where is Priam !
Is he alive? Tlas he escap’d?  He yet
May gather the dispersed guards, and save—
Il-boding prophetess, shake not thy head.
O if thou art in favor with the powers
Whose fellest encrgies are all abroad,
Make intercession.  If thou canst indeed
Read the portents and auguries of Fate,
Find me some hope. You turn, and will not speak.
Ye inesponsible divinities,
Made ye not me, in wanton tyranny,
A queen, a wife, a mother? What am I?
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Do not the Heavens, sybil, when they doom
Wretches to misery, comnnit a crime ?
[ Heard from without.]
Aga. Torbear! forbear! it is the King ye strike.
Ulys. O spare him, spare!

Cas. Alas! alas! alas!
Pri. Iecuba! 1ecuba! .
Hec. I come, I come.
- [ ExeuntsCassandra and Ilecuba.

Ulys. Stop, Pyrrhus, stop, respite the poor old man.
Aga. O drug him not.
Ulys. ) Kill, rather kill.
Aga. e dies.
' [ Laeunt.

SCENE VI. .4/ iewof the City burning.
On the one side a porch, towards which the Greeks, headed
by Agamemnon, are advancing, when Cassandra appears.

CAssaANDRA, AGAMEMNON, &c.
o
Aga. Onward, yc brave, and finish your great tasks.
Priam is slain, and Troy burns bright and high.
inter and spoil.

Cass. Presumptuous victor, halt,
Nor dare to enter here.
Aga. Ha! what art thou, ,

Fiend from the deep, or goddess from the sky,
That stops the Greek victorious at the goal ?
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Cass. Brand of the Gods, fell agent of their ire,
Doom’d in thy turn to feel their fiercest hate,
Intrude not here thy, sacrilegious tread.

This is the tomb of royal llecuba;

Dar’st thou the awfu! «anctu’ry profane?

Ev'n now 1 see, for that thou didst but think

To pass the porch of this sul.iime abode,

This last sepulchral refuge of the Waeen,

The direst furies that cyreer to-night

Gloating survey thee as their destin’d prey.
Avaunt, devoted! Smiling Guilt prepares

The secret ponia‘d, or the mingled bowl,

To welcome thy return.  lience, dead man, hence!

e e e

THE END.




NOTE ON THE PROPHETESS.

The author of this drama scems to have chosen “ The
tale of Troy divine,” on account of the facilitics which the
subject atforded for exhubiting the workings of the pro-
phetic spirit.  In estimating the merits' of the picce, it is,
theretore, less requisite to consider how the fate of Priam
and his capital is represented, than the way in which
Cassandra is made to act and spcak—She is the central
figure in the picture : all the other charactecs are subor-
dinate to her; cven the city in flames, and the parting of
Hecuba and Primn, are but incidents introduced to show
the metaphysical peculiarities of this character.

There is not in the plot of “ ' Tue ProrurTess” the
slightest pretence to invention.  The author cvidently
rests the interest of his drama on the dialogue, and o his
selection of incidents, which might have happened at the
sack of Troy. Nor, in the delineation of the characters,
can he lay claim to any inventive merit: he can only be
compared to a painter, who makes a drawiug from the
story of the lliad and ASncid. He has given us his con-
ception of particular persous whom Homer and Virgil
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have descmibed, and his work should therfefore e estimated
by inquiring how far the sentiments and counduct which he
ascribes to the different characters are conformable to the
original models. To insgitute an investigation of this kind,
would exceed the limits which we have prescribed to our
critical sketches : indeed, upon such a thesis, we may well
be excused from giving any opinion, because the partiality
of the world is so justly strong in favor of Homer and
Virgil, that cvcry‘altmnpt to re-emi vy their heroes will
generally be regarded as the height of human vresumption,
although acknowledged excellence, in all other things, is
at ounce the reason of imitation, and the excuce for its de-
fects. Inthe arts of Painting und Sculpture, the students
are directed to copy the master-works of the greatest
artists. s there any reason why the same rule should not
govern in the study of Poeuy? The endeavours of
English poets to"imitate the metres of the Greck and La-
tin verse have ouly provoked ridicule—and justly; for
proper imitation does not consist in working with the same
instruments by which the model was foumed, but in essays
to produce the same efiects.  Without, however, offering
any opinion as to the particular merits of “Tur Pro~
PHETESS,” we may be allowed to say, that we think the
Author oughtuot to be accused ¢f presumption, in mahing
choice of models that are regarded as the standards of
poctical czecllence.

But although we feel diffidence n speaking of the exe-
cation, we have none in drawing the attention of our read-
ers to the plan of the picce.—Itis properly a Mclo-drama,
and ought not to liave been called a T'ragedy.  In tragedy
and comedy the finul event is the cffect of the moral ope-
ratious of the different characters, but in the melo-drama
the catastrophe is the physical result of mechanical strata-
gem, o the “ProrueTress™ it is neither the prediet-
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‘jons of Cassandra, nor the effects of anger, revenge, or any
other passion in any of the other characters, that leads to
the destruction of Troy. We sec that the event might
have been the same, although the duthor had made choice
of another set of persons. He might even have made a
farcical representation of the last night of T'roy ! In other
words, he might have given ouly the ludicrous incidents,
which probably aticalid the mtroductior-of the lorse ;
and exhibited oul: accurrences founded on that excess of
fear which is always ridiculods; and which, even amidst
the an fu! circumistances of a metropolis sinhing in flames,
undoubtedly must, in some instances, have taken place.
But in the regolar drama this could not be done, because
in regular trage-dy the catastrophe affects oaly  thie persons
of the drama, and is the result of the morul causes by which
the characters were actuated during the pwogress of the

Mece. . '
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THE MASQUERADE;

A Comedy.

ACT 1.

SCENE L 4 Library.  Lord and Lady Waryford
sitting at a Table; his Lordship reading « Newspaper.

L.ORD W. Fashion, like the whecl of a spendthrift’s cur-
ricle, though ever in constant motion, is still oniy doing the
~ame thing. The very theatres are as dull as if Apollo and
the Muses had never been. They seem to rival cach other
only in trying which shall produce the sillicst show at the
greatest expense. We liave had nothing good from them
since they burnt themselves; but even in that, the sterility
of modern talent was demonstrated. While Covent-
Garden was yet sitting in ashes, Drury-Lane got up the
Conflagration still more magnificently, and there was a ru-
mor that the Opera-House had the same spectacle in
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preparation. 'The Pantheon also'made an attempt, but it
was very injudicious, and did not succeed. Ilowever, I
sce that theie is yet some principle of variety not ex-
tinet. To what particular action of 1t, Angclica, do 1
owe the rare honor of your company iu this apartment ?

Lady W. T am to be at howe to-night.

Lord TF. What! were you not at home last night > O
fye!

Lady 1. Pshaw! Waryford. It is my masquerade.

Lord I1'. "True ! the papers have ju.* been telling me
of the prepmations; preparatiops, they say, ¥ the most
magnificent deseription,. What a happy age we live in!
Routs, balls, and lighted rooins, candcelabias, cut glass, and
throats cut, inteispersed with a few anecdotes of hingdoms
desolated, mate up the watter of our d: uly knowledoc.
And so Tams ind bed, for the e pleasure of your Ladyship's
company, to the lamp-lighters and other artists, as they arc
called, at work in 15(-111':1\!.'ing-.mmus. Well: masquerades,
and all soits and Kinds of public dmusements in private
houses, are surely very conjugal contrivances, since thus
they bring mun and wife together.

Lady IT". But wiil you assume any character?

Lord IV, Have you not designed a very particular one
for me already?

Lady V. Come, come, don’t be petulant, Augustus.
What character will you taket Do exert voursclf, and
try something.

Lord IV. Perhaps I may e act Cato.

Lady V. An excellent idea.

Lord 1F. But not the Roman fool; no; the othex
Cato, who sometimes lent his wife to his friends.

Lady V. Is it possible? Can you be jealous?

Lord W. Jealous? No, Angelica; Jealousy is the
offspring of Love, and the dead do not procreate. Poor
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Cupid was crushed to death beneath a lawyer’s seal ; his
ainding-sheet is made of written vellum, and his coffin is a
chartulary wherein he lics forgotten.

[Enter La Cour and SyLvan.]

How are ye, Sylvan?  Count, 'm glad to sce you. [ Lord
IV. takes the Count apart.] A word, La Cour. Have
you seen the papers this morning ? Did yon notice a para-
graph about my wife?

La Cour. It is an intolerable libel, my Lord—false and
malignant—1 know it is.

Lord TV. You were the author, then?

La Cour. What I, my Lord?

Lord IV. Pob, I did but jest, secing you so emphatic.
1 do not like any thing said with an emphasis; it is like Ita-
lics in print, or underlineation in writing, and always meauns
more than meets the car.

La Cour. The papers are the pests of civilized society.
You English boast of your freddom, buta man can de
nothing in London without the risk of secing it published.

Lord TV. The newspapers in this respect may be called
the Gods of Police; but, Count, you muy do as much
good as you please without being afraid of them. Pray
how have you happened to bring Sylvan with you? Tt is
to him that the paragraph alludes.

L.a Cour. 1 do not think it points at him.

Lord W. No?

La Cour. He has come to invitc her Ladyship to visit
his sister.

Lord /. When do you go, Angelica?

Lady W. Go where?

Lord W. To visit Miss Sylvan.

Lady W. What do you mean?

Lord W. Not to-day?

Lady W, [To Sylvan.] Is your sister in town ?
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Syle. The family came last night.
Lord TV, Take an advice, Count—never assizn motives

to the actions of your friends. But, Angelica, show us

those mighty preparations of which the journals give such
note.

Syle. Your Lordshi.p likes 2 masquerade.

Lord W. Of all things; particularly when the un-

masquing is near.
[ Eveunt.

SCENE'IL. ‘4 drawing room in Sir Thomas Sylcan’s
house.
Miss Krrry and Arc KNT.  Kitty dressed us a gi)l,
with a doll.

/‘frg. You are early dressed for the masquerade.

Miss Kit. Have you not heard that our philosophicalmmt
has taken it into her head that there is a great risk of the
world being over-peopled. By way of counteracting the
danger, she is endeavouring to make me relapse into child-
hood, until I shall become as lxtle likely as herself of add-
ing to the mass of suffering mankind.

_ Arg. And can you submit to so ridiculous a metamer-
phosis ?

M:ss Kit. It caunot Jast beyoud the day, and I am di-
verted by the whim ; for, in attempting to consider me as
a child, she affords me an opportunity of amply indemni-
fying myself, by treating her with the petulance of one.

Arg. L wish you would rather think of going with me
to Scotland. We 1nay easily escape unobserved, this even-
ing, from Lady Waryford’s masquerado.
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o Miss Kit. No more of that, Jack. No woman who
aspires to he honored as a wife, will be guilty of an elope-
ment. My uncle is not very obstinate in his prejudices,
and my cousin and Farmly are too much iuterested in one
another to give us any uneasiness.  But see, my aunt is
coming; get vou out of the way, and I will take occasion,
from your sudden departure, to plaguc her.

[Evit drgent.

Miss Kirry sings.

My Dolly is a pretty habe,
She neither sulks nor cries;

Her cheeks are like two ripe cherries,
And she has charming eyes.

O Jovely doll, my darling dell, -
Most beauteous to bel old;

S0 swect, so neat, so very complete,
[ never can thee scold.

Lnter Miss NEcaTive.

Mies Neg. Cunning toad! She thinks that I did not see
him, plying the sophistry of nature to subvert my philoso-
phical experiment.  Did I pot tell you that you were not
to speak to your consin Jack inmy absence ?

Miss Kit. O! he’s a most delicious creature, and is so
enamored of me, you can’t think.

Miss Neg. Has he the agsurance ¢

Miss Kit. That he has; and he says I am a goddess,
aud he so kissed me!

Miss Neg. How durst you open your mouth to him?

Miss Kit. La! aunt, one docsn’t open one’s mouth
when one’s kissed. DBut perhaps you never were kissed,
and so don’t know the way on’t.

Miss Neg. You are a naughty child.

Vor. L. Rej. Th. No. II. P
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Miss Kit. I am no child—I'll not be a child any more,
My uncle has brought me here to London town, for Mr.
Farmly to make love to me, because he wishes my sweet-
heart, cousin Jack, to marry cousin Nell; and so I'll be a
child no more, nor nurse this good-for-nothing doll. Out
on the creature—1’ll break every bone in its body.

[She flings away the doll; Miss Negalive takes it up.]
Miss Neg. Fie, fie, sec how youhave broken its nose.
Miss Kit. It dou’t cry, and su ~an’t be hurt.

Miss Neg. Come, comc, take poor dully.

Miss Kat. I wor’t; that’s flat. T am going to take up
my degrees. I'll be Kitty no longer ; but Miss Katherina
at your service, Miss Negative, I’ll go to the play-house,
and sce all the sights—Ill pay for alook at the Regency—
they say as how its arms are not lik¢ any mortal man’s, but
that its right is a lion, and it left a rampaut unicorn.

Miss Neg~ Audacious impudence ; out of my sight.

) . [Exit Kitty.
How vexatiously does nature perplex the wisdom of phi-
losophical purposes! But perseverance can accomplish
much—What’s the matter, brother?

[Enter Sik THOMAS SYLVAN.]

Sir T. What’s the matter! The gardener writes me that
on the very day we left Sylvan-hall, some malicious mon-
ster nipp’d out all the stamins of my tulips, and that 1

. shall have no seed th's scason. I had set my heart on
having a bushel; by which, in the course of a few years,
my tulip-beds should have rival’d the seraglio of the Grand
Turk, but instead of Sultanas 1 have got only eunuchs.

Miss Neg. Thauks to the genius of the great Linnazus,
for teaching me to mar in embryo this wicked and prepos-
terous design! Brother, if your tulips had run to seed,
and in each succeeding year the like had been permitted,
England must bave speedily been converted into a bed
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of flowers, and what would then have become of the
human race ? I glory in the good that 1 have done to pos-
terity by the mutilation of vour tulips.

Sir T. Wasit you thatdid it?

Miss Neg. Yes: It was1 that did it !

SNir T. She’s mad !

Miss Neg. O brother, brother, how often must I re-
peat that you are no philosopher—The principles of
political cecconomy are above your comprehension. I must
direct my discourse to topics, better suited to your humble
capacity.—Whatever injury you may inflict ou the world,
by precipitating the marriage of your daughter, 1 have re-
solved to assert the claims of reason, and the prerogatives
of an aunt, in the disposal of our niece Katherine ; and,
therefore, [ intend that she shall not be married until she
has reached an age beyond conception—Thus eviucing the
philanthropy of thetrue utilitarian principles, by preventing,
so far, an overstock of popilation.

Sir T. Fiddle faddle—you are always at population;
never two moous mad alike.  Some time ago you took
it into your head that man was perfectible, and that
there was, conscquently, no limit to the improvement of
things, and therefore that in time we should have turnips
as big as stage coaches, pigs like elephants, partridges as
farge as cassowaries, and that the pot would boil of its own
voluntary resolution. Now your phrenzy has taken another
turn; and last weck you had the poor cat hanged for
being brought to bed of an extra kitten. In its place, you
have taken an italianized devil, that does nothing all day
but bask in the sun among my flowers, purring at the
roses, as if the creature really had a genius for poetical
adulation : but, by the floral games, and eleusynian mys-
teries, I'll shoot the son of a tabby.

Miss Neg. Weak brother!

[ Exeunt.
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[As they go off on the one side, Mise Sylvan enters from

the 0[/.')'.]
Miss By nvax, solua.
And so for three reasons my sage papa says that L must
wed my cousin Argent—a youth at college, my ycunger
by a year. First, he is well growa, and hwmdsome,—good
commendable qualities in @ husbend ; bat so is Farmly,
and the properest fellow of the two. Yonr first reason,
papa, has no persuasion in’t: 'I'Lc sccond, his father is
prodigiously rich, and an honor to the country, being an
alderman.  Farmly is rich enough, and is himself an
honor to the country, being an independent country gen-
tleman. An alderman against a gentleman; nay, only
the sou of an alderman—Mon pére your first reason was
better than this. "Thirdly, and lastly, the match would
be most advantageous. How? to whom ? in what way ?
To the Sylvan'family: the dead and the unborn! O
ancestors, blanketted in lead, will it be any comfort to
you? But herc comes that silly ’squire, my fashionable
brother.

Enter Syrvan.]

Well, George, how is Lady Waryford ?

Syl. Divinely! the finest woman in town! It will
make you of great consequence to be often with her.

Miss Syl. Indeed! J* no doubt adds much to yours
that you are so often with Ler ?

Syl. Certainly, it does. «

Miss Syl. A great honor, truly, to be thought of, much
in the same way as her ladyship’s lapdog.
. Syl. You talk as innocently as if your godmother had
been « fairy—But Lady Waryford expects you to spend
the afternoon with her; and she comes to invite you.
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[Entt:r Lapy Waryrorn.]

Lady 1. My dear llclen, T hope your Lrother has
succceded, and that I shall have e pleasure of your com-
pany all this aftcruoon : we shall be quite aloue il the
eveiing.

Aliss Syl. Your ladyship must excuse me for declining
8o great an honor.

Lady 11 1lave you Leard then what® scandal dares
to say -

Mic Syl L have.

Lady V. It 1s bencath me, my dear friend, to notice
calummy bt as it wsttans Lerd Warstord, it is my duty

to prove how lalse it is.

Miss Syl. § shall Ve me<thapps i you can do so.

Lady TV, But you must assist e,

Miss Syl. In what way? s '

Lady IF. By allowing e to have as much of your
company as possible.

Syl. "The world would then he _convinced that theresis -
no truth in the imputation. L2

Miss Syl. [ wa too obscure a personage to take Lady
Waryford’s reputation ufider my protection.

Nyl. You are rude, Ieclen.

Lady 1V, 1 camnot blame her—=but, my dear Miss Syl-
van, there is not a particle of truth in the story : and the
frankness of my declaration should convince you of my
innocence.

Miss Syl. Would it not be quite as well if my brother
were to abstain from visiting your ladyship ?

Lady W. The thing has been too publicly circulated
to allow of such an arrangement. It might be said that
his visits were forbidden by my lord.

Miss Syl. Or that he was tired of your ladyship ?

Syl. Helen, Helen!
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Miss Syl. Your invitation is confessedly for a particular
purpose : it is therefore proper that I should consider how
far I can, with propriety, take any part in the plot.

Syl. This insolence is not to be endured.

Lady W. Be you quiet—Miss Sylvan is right if she
suspect us.

Miss Syl. And he is very bad if there be any cause.
Give me time to think of this, and your ladyship shall
have my answer before dinne:.

Lady W. At all eventy I expect you at Waryford
House in the evening.

Miss Syl. 1 shall be ruled by circumstances.

Lady W. O you must come—till then, at farthest,
adieu, my dear friend.

Miss Syl. Adieu.

END OF ACT 1.

. < G———
»



ACT II.

SCENE 1. A Library in Wargford Houss,

Count L.A Cour and Lady WARYFoORD.

La Cour. You must be cautious and vigilant as Ah_l,
Who could have thought that the listless Waryford should
have been so roused by the sneer of a newspaper gossip ?
You must abandon Sylvan.

Lady W. There is no danger—this energy in Waryford
is like the effect of galvanism, a twitch in the eve and
a start in the limb, but the subject is dead. Trust me,
La Cour, Sylvan has no interest in my heart; but while he
helps my pecuniary wants, it is fair that he should have
something for his money, and the vain creature is content
with familiar notice.

La Cour. But consider the value of your geputation :
he may not always be content with empty smiles : he
may ask what the world believes he has already.

Lady W. That thought implies a doubt of my affection,
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Can you, who are so dear to me,ss0 doubt of my.
fidelity ?

La Cour. Think not of me—think only of yourself.—
Lord Waryford is not the sort of easy man that 1 thought
he was—His quickness this morning has alarmed me—
His indifferency is, [ fear, negligence, not indolence. 1le
has often threatened you with a scpaation—>Such an
cvent, at this time, would be as fatal as a divorce.

Lady IF. How? In what way could it affect your
place in my affcetion ?

La Cour. You would be excluded from the world—-
shat out from all those friends, on whose pofitable ac-
quaintance I chiefly depend. I camnot, Angelica, afford to
deal with damaged quality.  The purse grows liyht as the
reputation fails,'and the stinted stipends of secont-hand
wives afford nothing for a poor dog like me.  But see,
your hushand i8 cining this way, and we must be speak-
ing of other thines.—XNo, 1t will not do; that character is
not suitable to the appearance of your Ladyship.

¥ [Enter Lorp WaRYFORD.]

Come in the crisis of debatc, my Lord. I am in vain at-
templing to convince your Countess, that the character
which she speahs of assuming this evening will not suit her
Ladyship. '

Lord W. Pray what is it ?

Lady IV. I was thinking of the vestal.

Lord W. You! you a vestal! No, no, that will indeed
not suit. The Count is a man of taste. Take Calista ra-
ther, it would Le much better.

La Cour. Aye, the fair penitent.

Lord . Would she could act it well!

La Cou#. Or Cleopatra,

Lord IV. Fie, Count, O fie! to think that her Ladyship
wonld play the part of a faithless——Better understood
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Jthan described. RBut, Count, what character take you
voursell?

La Cour. My old blue domino must serve again.

Lady W. Do, for goodiess' sake, get another—you
have looked blue long enough. '

Lord V. That was a poor pun, love. But, La Cour,
to please her Ladyship, you shall have a new one.  What
colour shall it be ?

Lady V. Red, Count, let it be red.

Lord TP, To help the blushes of his gratitude.

La Cour. Your Lordship is wittv to-day.

Lady V. 1 cannot suifer this any longer. La Cour,
your arm.

Lord W. Shall it be scarlet?

La Cour. As yousplease.

Lord W', [whispers La Cowr.] Find out what disguise
*

sSvlvan comes in. ®
d.a Cour. Depend ou fhe.

[Lveunt Lady W. and La Cour.

FLord I, A precious pair!

[Exit Lord .

SCENE 11. A Room.

YoLuME solus.

What shall [ do? 'The life of a rcviewer is, alas! far
from beiug a safc one. My back has scarcely yet forgot-
ten the horse-whipping, which I received from an enraged

uthor, for a libel, which, in a malicious momeut, I had
unfortunately written, The same cruel wretch has de-
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prived me of half the pleasures of life,” by threatening te
publish the affair. I dare not look into the newspapers,
Iest the vile story of my abjectness be in them—1 dare not
assst at the damning of a new play, lest I see myself on
the stage, and, with the horrid mimicry of dramatic ex-
travagance, thus declaring my ill-starred destiny in soli-

loquy.
[Enter I.a Cour.]

Well, Count, what specd? What say< her Ladyship *—will
she intercede >—shall I get the place? Not a word ?

La Cour. T am exceedingly sorry to be obliged to tell
you, that she declines to interfere.

F'ol. Notinterfere! Why does she refuse ?

La Cour. Mrotives of delicacy. She [whispers.]

Fol. O the worthless woman ; just as 1 stood in need
of her patronage,.to allow hersclf to be found out.

La Cour. But I do not yet degspair.

7 0l. Pm glad of that.

La Cour. 'T'here is an instrument, which, skilfully

" employed, can removc greater obstacles, as well as moun-
tains. You must use it—Lord Waryford is but a man—
and all men have their price.

Fol. Must he be bribed? Alas! all I have in the
world will go but a little way towards the purchase of a
Lord.

La Cour. But *here are other things that do as well as
gold.

Fol. That's very truc; paper does as well ; but, Count,
the law ! the law!

La Cour. You misunderstand me—I do not allude to
money. Money, my friend, is the meanest of all things;
there is nothing so mean that money is not given away for.
Those, therefore, who go to the moral market with that
commodity, only show their ignorance of the trade. Flat§
must be your’s,
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¥ol. 1f flattery will do, I can give his Lordship enough
of that.

La Cour. But how ? how will you give it?

Vol. ’Faith, you puzzle me, Lount. I don’t know—Do
tell me how.

La Cour. By his valet.

Fol. Well.

La Cour. Secure him—He is accessible to the force of
money, and the price of his patronage’is not beyond the
reach of your means.

Vol. T'll give the fellow tweuty pounds for his good
word—L1 will indeed.

La Cour. Twenty guineas may do as a retainer; but
more will be wanted in the course of the suit.

Vol. But what will he do for me?

La Cour. I willexplain. When he observes his Lord-
ship in negligent good humor, pleased With trifles, and
disposed to please, he will softly, as it were from a dis-
tance, allude to you and the place. Some other time,
while dressing his Lordship’s hair, (during which operation -
the mind is always ductile and complacent,) he will state
the business more fully; and thence, from day to day, as
epportunity oflers, he will continue to ply his dexterous
intercession.

Fol. What complicate l'nachinery is necessary to set the
promotion of a worthy man a-geing !

La Cour. For each time, after breaking the ice, he will
expect a fresh fee.

Vol. But how shall I apply to the valet?

La Cour. I can assist you. Have you the money ?

Vol. Never was any thing more lucky—I have just re-
ceived the sum, in payment for two sheets of animadver-
sion, written for a bookseller, to blight the prosperous sale
of a work which he had petulantly refused to publish.
Repenting of his own folly, he endeavours to damn the
author.
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La Cour. Ilow is that?—Let me «anderstand you,—
"This is a sotit of Machiavelism quite new to me.

I'ol. budeed! I should have thought that your Laow-
ledge of the world woul'd have taught you iore than that.

La Coar. No, my friend ; we men of the world are ac-
customed to regard you Ifterary characters as the only per-
sons with whowm the prisicipic of virtue is preserved pure.
We think that by your simplicity the vestal fire is hept
alive in the world, ©

1 of. Pol, Count, you Lupsw betior,

Lea ('n‘Mon my honor I do not.

/ ol. Isthere no quacking among physicians? no tricks
among lawyers? no hypocrisy among preachers? And
could” you believe that the other liheral professors were
less like the rest of mankind ? .

La Cour. But 1 had imagined, that, as the age of pa-
trons was past, the bookseliers had become the protectors
of authors, ayld took no part in their eabals.

I ol. Thea you were mistuken—The booksellers have
not only their owu spites to indulge, but they find it pro-
fitable to sct authors by the ears.

La Cour. 1 might have thought so ; for mankind delight
in quarrels, and the bookscllers are in controversy, what
the innkecpers are at boxing-matches, and the army con-
tractors in war—they thrive by the vices of individuals and
the folly of the public. Bat, after all, what could the
authors do without them?

I ol. They would have to turn their own booksellers.

La Cour. And why not? .

I'ol. 'The dignity of their character, Count—the dignity
of the literary character!

La Cour. Aye, there it is—authors @/l think them-
selves superior to the rest of mankind; and the conse-
quence is, that they are universally the most helpless of
the sman- race. But I was not aware that the book-
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, sellers ever had the presumption to form any opinion of
the contents of bools.

I ol. No! that'svery odd.  TLord, Count, how can you,
who knnw so much of hife, be so jonorant?  Are not the
booksellers men i authority, aud ot ws the scribes: and
do you think they neveggalk as such?  Why, Sir, there is
u lellow thut does not know poctry from prose, except by
the shape of the letter-press, aud the name of the anthor,
yet he will give yon, mn the twinkliug-of 'a few pages, as
decisive an opinion on the merits of o wark, as it lic were
actually Apollo.  Indeed, were the Go to offer 1
one of his own compositions to a Lomlofgbookseller, he
would soon have reason to believe that the world has pro-
duced more than one Midas,

La Cour. "Thank Heaven, my wits never led me to be-

come an author.
Fol. Butif I Lad not been onc, I should not have had

these notes to give you. «aving no practice at the bar, [
was obliged to turn critic, and, longing for oflicial employ-
ment, I am necessitated to ingratinte myself with the
booksellers.  But, with your assistauce, Count, I may be
able to extricate myselfl from this state of degradation,
this pandering to the malice of meu in place or power,
statesmen and booksellers, I hiere, take the notes.

La Cour. Thauk you. By the by, hir. Volume, do
you know his Lordship?

Fol. No; would that I did! my own peisciual address
might then have some effuct.

La Conr. 1 will introduce you. Come with me; we
may find him at honie about thistime, The Countess has
a rout to-night—You must be therc—1 will procure a
ticket for you.

Vol. Youare indeed a friend-—this is indeed pelitengss.
—But urbanity is the indigenous growth of Irance; in
England itis an exotic. and never cowmes to fruit.{ Iveunt.
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SCENE 1II. 4 Drawing-room.

Miss SyLvan, and Miss lg‘h' with a Parcel.

Miss Kit. 1 will give my aunt a fright.
Miss Syl. 1 entreat you not to play this farce any
longer : assume your proper chararter, and disregard her

nonsense. .

ﬂ[is:qt were possible to mend a foolish under-
standing by talking, all that you have said, Helen, would be
mighty proper; but fools can only be taught by folly, and
my aunt must feel that she is herself ridiculous, before
she will refrain from attempting to make me so.

Miss Syl. At any rate, play no tricks with these things.
Honeysuckle is ir. the hall, and waits to take them home.

Miss Kit. I cannot resist the“temptation.

Miss Syl. But what do you iutend to do with them?

Miss Kit. [Whispers.]

Miss Syl. In the name of modesty, I conjure you not
to pretend any thing so indelicate.

Dliss Kit. No prudery, cousin; women have the pri-
vilege of saying what they please when men are not present
—but here she comes,—

[Enter Miss NEGaTIvE.]

O dear what shall become of us ? [ feigning.}

Miss Neg. How now, Minx, what have you there ?

Miss Kit. [Affects to conceal the bundle.] Nothing ;~-
you see I have nothing in my hands.

Miss Neg. Move from your place,~—move, instantly.

Miss Syl. Do Kate, don’t be silly.

Miss Neg. [Pushes Kitty away, and seizes the bundle.]
What is this ? what are these? An infant’s frock, a cap,
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,another and another! For whom arc these? What new
monster is about to be added to the consumers of the
means of subsistence.

Miss Kit. O pity my poor cousin!

Miss Syl. Goodngss, Kate! do'you allege it of me!

Miss Kit. Indeed, ed, she could not help it!

Aliss Syl. Heavens! are you mad !

Miss Neg. [To Miss Sylvan.] Let me look at your
shapes. ’

Miss Kit. O don’t be rude ; think of her unfortunate
condition.

M:ss Syl. I can endure this no longer.

Miss Kit. She thought I would not tell.—

Miss Neg. 1 am thunderstruck !

Miss Syl. She is trifling with us both.*

Miss Neg. Approach not me, you incontinent slut:
Do you know, Kitty, who was her seducer?

Miss Kit. 1 will not tdl that.

Miss Neg. He ought to be shot! «

Miss Kit. But he may marry her yet.

Miss Neg. Marry! te ought rather to be shot, that
the world may have room for the addition he is making
to the mass of suffering mankind.

Miss Syl. I'bescech you, madam—

Miss Neg. Well, madam ?

Miss Syl. This is all a trick; these clothes were
bought for Honeysuckle, the gardener’s wife; the poor
creature has had another child,

Miss Neg. Really! I declare the conduct of Honey-
suckle and his wife is little better than crim con. How
inconsiderate is Nature to allowsuch things! How durst
you, Miss, presume to trifle with me—out of my insulted
presence, instantly, I say. [ Exeunt.
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SCENE 1V. A Library.

Lorn Waryrorp ‘FARMLY.

Lord JV. And what may be the business that has
brought you to town?

Farm. Matrimony.

Lord J, ou are a bold fcllow to venture on a town-
bred wife. .

Farm. Not quite so bold as that.

Lord WW. Who isshe?

Farm. Miss Sj']vall, the daughter of Sir Thomas.

Lord . An old attachment ; but "the faithful lovesrc-
side still in the groves.

Lurm. You scem pensive.

Lord . Not I; I was only thinking that there could
notbe a fitter moment for communicating some notion of the
comforts of matiimony thun when a man is on the point of
marriage. You have come to me, Farnly, at a moment
when L stand in need of a friend,—an horest friend. Have
you heard any thing about George Sylvan and Lady
Waryford 2~ ’

Farm. My Lord!

Lord W. His atte~tions to Angelica affect me little :
but according to the maxims of that old rascal, the world,
the business has become so public, that I must interfere.
Nothing 1s bad in London, so long as it is unknown; and
this affair is now .o uotorious, that it of course is very
bad. .

Furm. You astonish me !

Lord W. Come, I pray, put on a negligent face: these
looks of grief and surprise are quite obsolete; consider
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where you are,—this is one of the most fashionable man-
*sions in London,—'TI'his, man, is Waryford-house,—But—.
* Your face, my thane, is as a book where men
May read strange matters.”
I had not been long married whea I discovered that An-
gelica, with all her vigor of understanding, wanted the most
essential part of a2 woman, the heart.

Furm. Sylvan is silly and vain; nor do I think she
would be seduced by him. ’

Lord . 'There is no seduction in the case : if there is,
he is not the seducer. But [ &ish you to assist me to dis-
cover the truth. To-night all the world with his wife and
family are to be here. We have a masquerade, and it may
help us to the discovery.  You look too much affected.
Believe me, I have been long indifferent abeut the woman,
I wish but for a good rcason to send her home : my re-
spect for her family will not allow me to do more. The
disgrace of a public exposyre would break the proud heart
of her father ; and if she be guilty, what would the prose-
cution of Sylvan do to me ?— I cannot make money by the
dishonor of -my wife without degrading myself :—but we

are interrupted.
[Enter La Cour and VoLuME.] .

La Cour. T have the henor, my Lord, of introducing 1>Ir.
Volume to your Lordship.

Lord W. I am indebted to you, Count, for many
amusements ; I have heard of Mr. Volume’s celcbrity,
and I am glad of having it in my power to mahe his ac-
quaintance ; [ have long desired it. Gentlemen, be
seated. —

Vol. Your Lordship honors me by such flattering con-
descension. That a name so obscure as mine should be
remembered by your Lordship, is a proof of the excellence
of your Lordship’s memory.

Vou. L. Rej, Th.  No.llL Q
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Lord W. Indeed, Mr. Volume, I do not remember it
without some reason:—You have given e cause to re-
member you.

Vol. O my Lord—

Lord F¥. 1 am very: sensible of your critical acumen;
1 have felt the force of your wit.

Vol. You do me infinite honor. If ever your Lordship
publishes, which, for the sake of the public, I hope your
Lordship will'not long delay, 1 will endeavour to do
jasuce to the merits of the work. If it be anonymous.
I hope your Lordship will*apprise nic.

Lord W. Otherwise, peihaps, without my name, yon
would not do it justice.

Vol. If we grope in the dark, my Lord, there is some
risk of giving the friend a slap in the face, whom we would
gladly take by the hand.

Lord W. Very true, and 1 think you hit Jerry Switch
pretty sharply. ‘Tt was a very facetious article of yours
on that unfortunate.

Vol. ltis a rule with us, the reviewers, in criticising the
works of meu of fashion, to indemmify ourselves for the fas-
tidiousness with which they affect to treat us in society—
we regard them as poachers in literature.

Lord W, 1t was so that you treated hapless Jerry :
your introductory paragraph v:as to the point, and pointed
enough, as he thought.

Fol. I am astonish’d that your Lordship should recollect
such a trifle.

Lord ¥. It begun, I think, thus: “ We,” the critics,
always conscious of their destroying power, like other
tyrants, use the social pronoun.—*“We,” said Mr. Vol-
ume *“ have to lament that our young men of fashion”—

Fol. Pardon me, my Lord, the paragraph ran thus,
“ We have to lament that among other follies of the age,
« while one class of our young men of rank makes degrad-
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“ ing exhibitions qn the coach-box and race-ground, ano-
* ¢ ther violates decorum still more offensively in the ca-
“ pacity of authors: imitating the poets as clumsily as
‘¢ their compeers attempt to practise the dexterity of the
¢ groom and coachman. The snbwy breadth of margin,
‘¢ in their publications, indicates the hyperborean sterility
¢ of their genius, and the rarified phenomenon of the ty-
¢¢ pography, is no less demonstrative of the emptiness,
“ paucity and parsimony of their ideas.” °
Farm. Who is Jerry Switch ?

Lord IV. A very particular.fricnd of your’s.
Farm. Indeed!

Vol. Your Lordship then knows the puppy ?
Lord W. O very well.

Fol. Who is he ?

[ ]
Lord W. Your most obedient servant to command.

bol. O Lord! .

e~
END OF ACT Il




ACT I1T

SCENE L , A4 Room.

Miss SyLvanN and FarmLy.

Miss Syl. 1 am rcluctant to think so ill of my brother
—he could not have pressed me to go to her ladyship, had
there been any guilty intercourse.

Farm. You do not suspect half her stratagems.

Miss Syl. If Lady Waryford be making business for
the lawyers, I should rather suspect the Count than my
brother.

Farm. Why?

Miss Syl. 1 cannot tell, but they appear to know more
of each other’s thoughts than could be respectively under-
stood if they had not private conferences. Had they been
strangers to me, when I saw them last summer in the
country, [ should have taken them for man and wife.

Farm. You surprise me by so curious an infer-
ence. I suspect that a stranger among the Londoners is
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» somewhat like a*person who comes from the fresh air
into a crowded room. People who live constantly in the
dense moral atmosphere of the metropolis, are little aware
how much the best of them are disagreeable to those ac-
customed to a purer. But will you visit Lady Waryford ?

Miss Syl. Do you think I should ?

Farm. You are too nice a judge yourself, my dear
Helen, of what is proper, for me to offer you any advice.

Miss Syl. Delicacy perhaps should forbid me from
going even to her route, but there are cases in which
prudence for myself must give way to greater duties. 1
will go to the masquerade, to observe George and her,
when they least expect to be noticed. But let us go into
the next room, for 1 hear my aunt and somebody with her
coming this way., ) [ Exeunt.

[Enter Miss NecaTive and MR. Vol uME.]

Miss Neg. 1 confess, sir, that these opmlom much per-
plex me, One thing I should be glad to know, and that
is, why the world was made at all ?

Vol. There you are right ;—but since it has bcen made
we should endcavour to know what sort of a thing it is.

Miss Neg. Very true.

Vol. Then—If we are Plutonists,look around; ashes and
cinders everywhere dentongtrate, that the great globe and
all that it inherits was prepared like an earthcnware uten-
sil in a furnace. Again, if we become Neptunists, shells
in the mountains, and fishes in the stomachs of the hills,
are no less conclusive in favor of the aqueous theory.
But my hypothesis, at varignce with every other, recon-
ciles all these contradictions.

Miss Neg. Superior man !

Vol. You have heard of Hindoo antiquity, and Chinese
chronology.

Miss Neg. Certainly I have.

Vol. No doubt also of Noah’s ark.
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Miss Neg. Yes, long ago, before 1-became a student
of philosophical causes.

Vol. Acomet, you know, it has been thought, pccasioned
the flood. :

Miss Neg. Well—

Vol. Comets, vulgarly speaking, are a kind of roving
vagabond worlds.

Miss Neg. Libertine planets, Mr. Volume ; for they
seduce, by their attractions, the uthers out of their orbits.

Vol. Comets being then worlds, it iollows, that the one
which destroyed the Antediluvians must have been in-
habited.

Miss Neg, 1 am rather inclined to think that their in-
tense heat must be a salutary check on population ; how-
ever— '

Fol. Now what would you thiuk, if this earth, this
identical orb which we inhabit, were no other than the
selfsame comet which destroyed the Antediluvians ?

Miss Neg. 1f we are indeed living on a libertine planet,
it would account for the disposition of mankind to cause a
superabundant population. No such excess could arise
in a sedate regular world. But, Mr. Volume, what
grounds have you for this opinion?

Vol. The ark, you know, is all fhat survived of thc Ante-
diluviuns. What was to have prevented the comet while
making the deluge, from whisking off the ark with its tail,
and in the course of accidents, thereby placing it upon its
own back ? If yon admit this, you will not refuse to allow
that the comet may have become successor to the old
world.

Miss Neg. Certairly not. Fate may have given it the
reversion of the place.

Vol. Then if the Ilindoos and Chinese were the
original inbabitants of the comet, their traditions may be
true as well as ours,
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Miss Neg. But, Mr. Volume, what has become of the
comet’s tail 2 O! you are, perhaps, of Lord Mouboddo’s
opinion; and comets certainly may lose their tails as well
as men.

Vol. Ora comet may be only®a planet in the tadpole
state.

Miss Neg. I hope there is no rcason to think so; be-
cause that would imply that planets breed.

Vol. A thing uot at all unlikely, when you cousider the
number of new ones that havg lately come to light.

Miss Neg. Mr. Volume, you do not think so ?

Fol. Why not ?

Miss Neg. Breeding planets would, indeed, be an evil,
Infinite space would become inadequate to contain their
snormous progeny. , *

[ Exeunt.

SCENE II. An apartment in Waryford-kouse.

Lorp Wartygorp and Lia Cour.

Lord W. Count, one might think by your enthusiasm,
that you were actually in love with Miss Sylvan,

La Cour. 1 would, if I could afford it.

Lord W. You think then that love is a matter of cal-
culation.

La Cour. Does your Lordship not yet think so?

Lord W. How?

La Cour. It is the characteristic of youth to be governed
by passion, of manhood to rule passion, and of old age to
bewail the death of passion.
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Tord IV. Tn the way of love you mean?

La Cour. And yct DMiss Sylvan is so charming a
creature, that even age might, without affectation,—

Lord FV. Calculate how much it might cost to buy her.

La Cour. Her turn 8f mind resembles your Lordship’s.

Lord 1. 1 hope then you think her very seunsible ?

La Cour. It is to be regretted, that Lady Waryford's
sentiments do not accord with your Lordship's.

Lord I¥. Why?

La Cour. Because your mutual isiends would other-
wise have a satisfaction which they cannot now enjoy.

Lord 1V, Explain yoursclf.

La Cour. They regret that you are not a single man.

Lord TV, It is indeed a great pity.

La Cour. Your title aud estate, however, may work
miracles.

Lord I¥. Notwith Miss Sylvan,—She is engaged.

La Cour. But changes might be wrought.

Lord 1F. You forget, Count, that her lover is my friend.

La Cour. Friendship, my Lord, is a very comfortable
thing. It cnables us to eat our dinmer cheerfully; to
walk about sociaily; and when we have nothing more
mteresting to do, it furnishes us with inducements to write
letters. But in ail the serious business of life, friendship
1s often o great impediment.

Lord H. L doubt, Count, if you cver found it so. But
to what does all this tend ?

La Cour. Does not Lady Waryford and Sylvan afford
you a vista of freedom? .

Lord W. To the point, La Cour; I am interested iu
what you say.

La Cour. 'The paragraph in the papers to day—

Lord IV. Well?

La Cour. Why may not your Lordship allow sufficient
proof to be obtained for a divorce ?
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. Lord W. The idea does honor to your knowledge of
my character.

La Cour. Lady Waryford divorced, you might then
marry Miss Sylvan.

Lo:d W. Excellent! *

La Cour. And her brother might marry Lady Wary-
ford.

Lord W. Better and better ! I will think of this.

La Cour. Bravo, my Lord, shall I endeavour to faci-
litate the denouement ? .

Lord V. No sir— [Exit La Cour.
1 have often been surprised at the lax principles of this
fellow, but the danger of his company never affected me
before.  How have 1 besn acting, that he has dared to
think so meanly of mg >—Sparker. *

[Enter SpARKER] | »

Npari:. My Lord. .

Lord W, Have you ordered a scarlet domino for the
Count ?

Spark. I have, my Lord.

Lord Il'. Order another to be made exactly like it ; I
wish it for myself.

Spark. 1 thought your Lordship was to be an Emperor.

Lord . I am not so ambitious: I will only be a spy.
Sparker, provide yourself with 2 masque and domino, and
attend me all the evening.

Spark. What shall [ do with the dress for Cato ?

Lord I¥. It was that, waus,it, that made you think I
meant to be an Emperor?

Spark. 1 thought Cato had been a Roman Emperor.

Lord W. 1 admire your erudition, Sparker, but let the
dress be also rcady for me.  Let it be understood that [
shall appear as Cato ;—say nothing of the red domino, on
your peril.
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Spark. Rely on me, to the shedding of my blood for,
your Lordship.

Lord V. How nuow! Sparker, in heroics! —but I for-
get myself.—Have we ,any company to-day at dinner ?

Spark. Only the Count and Mr. Volume : Mr. Volume
is in the library.

dord I¥. Ls he ? then I will take mysclf to him. [ Exit.

Spark. e begins to sce through the Count.  [Exit.

SCENE 111. 4 Library.

Lorp Waryrord and Vorume.

Lord IF. The collection is not extensive ; I have en-
deavoured to fill the shelves only with such authors as are
supposed to have treated best of their respective subjects.
These books on the upper shelf, so conspicuously gilded,
contain, with the reviews of your friend Jerry Switch,
some biographical notices of the critics. You will find
your own character among them it is in the third
volume. .

Vol. Your Lordship cannot conccive how deeply I am
impressed by the generosity with which you have par-
doned my impertinence.

Lord V. I have respited only, not pardoned, Mr.
Volume. These biographical memoranda were not col-
lected without design. By way of passing the interval
happily until it arrives, read what I have said of you. It
will afford you some foretaste of what you may expect.
Go up the steps; I will return to you presently.

[Exit Lord Waryford. Folume ascends the steps.]
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» Pol. If I could have foreseen what was to happen,
and had but written a flattering review, who knows what
his Lordship might have done for me, since notwithstand-
ing the severity of my stnctures, he¢ treats me with so
much familiarity. He might, perhaps, have prometed me
to a seat in parliament :—There my talents obtaining that
applause which I am conscious they merit, I might have
attained the highest employments in the sjate. But let
me see what he has said of me:—This is the volume:
[reads.] “ A person of some classical reading.” Person,
is a very cold epithet;—but he was mortified when he
wrote this;—he did not know me then. [reads.] «but
# destituie of knowledge of the world, an egregious syco-
¢ phant, and coustantly practising mean mcks to pro-
¢ cure political prometion.”—Lies, lies, libels \—{he tears
the book.] Ha, who comes here?
[Enter LA Cour and the CountEess.]

La Cour. Nothing could be more unfortunate.

Lady 7. How did it happen ?

La Cour. The pawnbroker refused to lend the jewels
without a deposit.  He says that except for court and
six private parties during the winter, you had agreed not
to ask them. I then thought of Sylvan, but not having
time to call, I sent the old rascal himself, and by a blunder
of the servant, he was shown up to the father instead of
the son, when the fatal explanation took place.

Lady W. What shall we do ?

La Cour. Save yourself if possible; acknowledge to
Waryford that you owe money to Sylvan, who, presuming
on that claim, has made degrading proposals.

Lady V. I have already used this expedient too often:
it will not serve again; every thing to-day conspires
against us. For Heaven’s sake, La Cour, raise what
money you can, and redeem some of my jewels for this
evening.
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La Cour. ’Pon my honor I cannot command twenty
pounds. T was reduced to the necessity of relieving
Volume of a few notes, on the pretence of bribing Wary-
ford’s valet.

Vol. O Villain, villain!
[ At this moment Lord Waryford enters and the Act ends.}

- e et s
END OF ACT 11l




ACT 1V. .

SCENE L 4 Library. |
»

]
Lorp WaryrorD and FARMLY.

Furm. But how do you mean to proceed ?

Lord . I will appear as Cato, and afterwards pri-
vately change my dress; circumstances from time to time
will instruct us in what else may be necessary.

Furm. Is there any way in which the Count can be em-
ployed? '

Lord W. No—none. I cannot trust him. He would
think only of making profit of the business.

Farm. How is it, that with such an opinion, you allow
him to be so familiar in your house?

Lord W. Really, Farmly, you are absolutely the ghost
of the golden age; I dont mean that of the poets, but of
the guineas.—Your ideas, at least, are twenty years out of
fashion. Why, man, I can neither tell you how I became
acquainted with La Cour, nor in what way he has grown to
be one of my friends. He is found in all the well-dressed
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mobs of the metropolis, and were you to ask a hundred of
those who invite him to their parties, ninety and nine of
them could tell you only the same thing. The hemisphere
of fashion has many wonderful phenoniena: besides the
regular planets of nolxlity, and you fixed stars of country
gentlemen, there are cvanescent meteors, which but
glitter and disappear, and now and then a comet for a
whole winter outblazes all the other orbs.  DBut such won-
ders soon retite ; and as no one could tell from whence

they came, no one thinks of inqui:ing into what region
L]
thev depart.

Furm. To which order of luminaries does the Count
belong ?

Lord V. You would puzzle a philosopher.—~Farmly,
he is an emigyant, a sufferer by the delirium of his coun-

trymen. I

Farm. Say rather, my Lord, oue of those who aban-
doned their country to the pule and enjoyment of the
worthless.

Lord W. Well, well, he stands at least in need of our
assistance, and one should forget his faults, in order to
remember his misfortunes properly.

Farm. That, Waryford, is liberal—but it is not pru-
dent—

Lord V. Prudent! [ waswuever a worshipper of Pru-
dence, and to say the truth, bad as the world is, I would
not, after all my experience, wish to alter my practical
religion. The errors of liberality are readily pardened,
but a man to be always prudent, must be sometimes
mean ; and [ would rather be blamed for generosity, than
trusted for cumning. But hark—some one is coming.—It
is Volume ; he has a still more awkward apology to make
than for his criticism.

[ Enter Yorume.]

Fol. 1 know not what to say,
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Lord V. Well, Sir.

e Vol. Ah me! how stern he is! My Lord, 1 want
words—

Lord . To say what, Sir ?

Vol. If your Lordship will havg the condescension to
bear what I have to say.

Lord I¥'. Procecd. You said ?

£'ol. O Lord!

Lord W. Do you address yvourself to mo?

Vol. If I could express the feelings with which [ am
affected when I reflect on yow® Lordship’s goodness, con-
sidering how much that condescension has led your Lord-
ship into an opinion which—

Lord V. Go on; 1 am all attention.

Fol. The coufusion which I endure at this moment, is
sufinitely greater than’ your Lordship’s gooduess.

Lord I¥. In what respect? .

Fol. It is impossible for me to exp:‘css, in adequate
terms, the wanton attack, which, i an unguarded moment,
your Lordship’s library drew down on my devoted head.

! I am mad! undone. undone, undoue !
L Evennt.
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SCENE |(I. A Draxing-Room.

Sir THoMAS SYLVAN sings.

Some talk of Polyanthus,
And of Anemonies,
Of Crocus, and Acanthus,
And some of scent«] peaxe;
But of all that grow in garacas,
There’s not a flower I know
With such a fal, lal, lal, lul,
As the tulip in full blow.

Sir T. Helen! my dear Helen!
Enter Miss SyLvan.

Miss Syl. Well pupa; what’s the matter ¢

Sir T. 1ts all scttled.

Miss Syl. Settled ¢

Sir T. And the tirst Monday of next month is the day.
The ceremony shall be in our own parish church.

Miss Syl. Dear me——I hope you are not going to marry
again—Consider what people will say,—at your age, papa.

Sir T. Hussey, it is yourself.!

Miss Syl. No! am I to be married? Pray, who is
the happy man? tor the last of my declared lovers were
discarded two days before we left Sylvan Hall. My first
was Sir Towler Dash ; he bow-wow’d a great oath, that,
if I would have him, he would drive me through the
world, four-in-hand, himself., I was hugely tempted, but
afraid of my neck ; so was off with him.—My Lord Mar-
rowfat came next, and assured me, on his honor, that he
would, for my sake, renounce fat cattle, and escort me to
every gay resort—at market, or at fair, no doubt; but the
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tender was not accepted.—To him succeeded Gabby Ver-
bose, the Member,, who made me a most able and argu-
‘mentative specch,. on the utility of marriage in general,
and the espediency of my marrying him in particular ;
but when the question was put, the Noes had it.—Then
came Colonel Flourish, with al! his blushing honors
thick upon—his face: he too was repulsed: and, softly
sweet in Lydian measures, came the Honorable Billy
Distich, from Oxford, with a sonnet. Alas! poor poet!
he pined in thought, and with a green and vellow melan-
choly, being unable to outlive [deiia’s scorn at Sylvan Liall
—-departed that life mn a post-chaise.

“ These were the pilme in ordes and n might,

“ "I'he rest were long to tell.”

Sir 'L You ate a wicked girl. But, to be scrious-—-

Miss Syl. Well then, to be serious, and to speak
gravely, which is an active modification of scriousness ;
for gravity is serivusness, and to be seriousis’to be grave.

Sir T, Tut, tut! You ntust receive your cousin Argent
as your destined husband.

Aliss Syl. But, Sir, I am of opinion, that my cousin,
Mr. Jolin Argent, son to the worthy Alderman of that
name, is not destined to be my hushand,

Sir T. Dorellect.  Ishe not a handsome young fellow :

AMizs Syl. 1e is-—Dbut,—

Sir T. But what?

Miss Syl. 1 dow’t like him.

Sir T You don’t like him !

Miss Syl. No.

Sir T. Why? .

Miss Syl. Because [ don't.

Sir T. What is your objection?
Miss Syl. Dear me, Sir—wc never have any objection
to those we don't like.
Sir T. Whatis it?
Vou. L Rej. Th. No. 11 ’ R
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Miss Syl. Well then, Sir —tonly think of his legs.

Sir T. What’s the matter with them ¢ .

Miss Syl. On sceond thonghts, they may do: but then
his face, my dear papa —Ins face.

Nir T, Surely there’s nothing extraordinary in his face,

Miss Syf. That’s exbetly what T thiuk.

Nir T, Pshaw ! Helens 1 osholl grow anery.

Miss Syl. My dear Siv, Argent shail never be my hus-
band.

Ser T l)id\)uu not tcll i, st night, that your hand
was free? .

Alive Sylo T odid; but have sinee seen Farmly : and
were you to ash me the sume question azain, [ could not
give vou now the sasme aaswer. I will certainly not marry
without yom approbation; and I know you love me too
well o think Of forcing me to marry without my own.
Besides, Str, Areeat and my cousin Kute have been de-
voted to one e ther sinee they were children.

Sir T Odids desils! T shalt grow like my sister, and
think the getting of children a plaigue and evil. Well,
well, my dear girl, your declarvation pornlees me; but
come mio my study, whise we may not be interrupted,
and consult how I am to get exitiented from the assurance
that I have given to your uucle. [ Laeunt.

SCENE IU. A4 Roam.

La Cour and VoLuME.

Fol. Count, Count, my dear Count.
L« Cour. What now ?



: A COMEDY. 259

Fol. O I am ruined, be_v:)nd recovery lost. [ am sunk
a0 the bottom of déspair.

Lo Conr. What has happened ¢

! of. 1lis Lordship makes a fool of me.

La Cour. 1< that all. ,

I of. He langhs at me—-1e must think me mad—="There
is not a bedlumite that 1aves as I have raved.

La Conr. Have you committed any new faux-pas?

I ol. Whan he tolduie that he was hiiscelfsJ erry Switch;
nor when Ihemd you tell the Countess that you had cheated
me; nor when he found me ¢ the steps, with the torn
fragments of my own memoirs in cvidence against me ;
all were nothing to this new misfortune.

La Cour. Be tranguil, and tell me what has happencd.

Fol. The very reeoiiection of my confusion is itself
confused. L went t& offer an apology  for teming the
book-—blue stars danced betore my eves 51 beaun to
speak --he cut me .shurt——.[ fdtas if e pillars of the
carth were giving war —1L was strack with the perplesity
of Babel—I said, I know not what—he laughed, and 1
am undone.

La Cour. "There is nothinz to wroul le vou in all this.

4 ol. No!

La Cour. tle only laughed, you say.

! ol. Was that nothme*

La Cour. He might have kiched you out of the room.

I ol. Very trues Maith, L never dought of that. There
1s some comfort in being onuly lauched at, when oue has
run the risk of a kicking.

La Cour. Don’t make yourself nneasy ; this is no great
matter.

Vol. P glad you think so. But L shall never be able
to look him in the face again.

Lu Cour. Take no notice of it—forget it— comc to the
masquerade, as you inteuded, and meet him there as if no-
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thing had occwrred. If you'can, you may recommeud
youisell anew to his goad graces by some agreeable per- .
sonation.
T'ol. T will, I will. In what character do you think I
ought to appear? .
La Cour. The one which you can do best.
#ol. Then I'll play Hamlet—
“ To be, or not to be? that is the question.”
Ican do justice to Hamlet, I flatter myself. The clegant
melancholy of the philosophical I'vince, is quite accord-
ing to my natural manner.-*-
¢ O that this too, too solid flesh would melt,
¢ Thaw, and resolve itself nto a dew !”—
What do you think of that?
. [Exeunt.

SCENE LV. A Dressing-Room.

Lowrp and Lapy WARYFORD.

Lady IV. Alas! my Lord, I' have been unworthy of
your kinduess.

Lord . 1 have long thought so.

Lady V. My indiscretions can be no longer concealed.

Lord 1F. And therefore, 1 presume, you intend to make
me your confidant. '

Lady W. I confess that I have been imprudent; butI
have not been guilty with Sylvan.

Lord 1V. With whom then ?

T.ady W. O spare your reproaches.

Lord IV. Is this but a repetition of your old way of
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* paying new debts?’ What is the extent of your imprudence
with Sylvan?

Lady 17, No less than fifteen hundred pounds.

Lord TF. And he claims remungiation in the way you,
no doubt, led him to expect? 1y my honour, Angelica,
you are full five hundred more chaste than I should have
given any woman of fashion, like you, credit (or.

Lady V. I can plead ouly infatuation. »

Lord W. If 1 thought you really sensible that you had
done wrong—

Lady W. How shall I convince you? O, Augustus, [
throw myself on your generosity.

Lord IV. You have alrcady done this too often. [n one
word—things have comc to this point, that I will not pay
Sylvan.

Lady TV. I must pawn my jewels then

Lord W. If you have resolution to do tlmt I shall be-
gin to think you rcclalmable

T.ady TV. But can a woman of my rank submit to such
an ignominy ?

Lord IV. 'The ignominy lies in the cause, unt in the
cure.

Lady IV. May a Countess, then, pawn her ornaments ?

Ford TV. Yes, any ting—to redeem her honor.

Lady IV. And if L do this, what may [ expect from
you?

Lord IV. That I shall not think you quite so bad as 1
fear you are.

Lady 1. O, Augustus!’

e —

END OF ACT 1V.




ACT V

SCENE 1. Lsut of Apartments in Waryfmrd House.
The ianer yeows appear filled ich company in wosgace.

LA Cour and Libpy Warvroron.

L Cour. Be on yow guard; Waytord bas provided a
dommo stular to Sylvan’s—A wrd to the wise—

Ly 11, Scel out Sylvan ;‘j.‘,'('t from him an acknow-
ledgmen of having ceived fifteen hundred pounds,  Tell
Warylord that I bave § vwned my jewels to raise the mo-
ney.  Away. See, Waryford approaches.  Count, Count,
when Miss Sylvan coters, bring her to me.

[ Exit Count.
Later Warvrorp, as Cato.

Lord IV. I thought you meant to play “the serpent of
old Nile.”

Lady 1) . [Tow could L. without jewels?

Lord Ii". What! have you token my advice ? Is it pos-
sible ? Have you really pledged them ¢
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Lady . Could I do otherwise? ' 1 am not dead to
shame—1 bad no other alternative.

Lord 11, 1f this be true, and no trick, you shall not
have any rcason to repent the tensporay privation.

Lady IV. Am I o low in your esteem, that you doubt
any sincerity

Lord 1V. Are you really sincere?

Lady W'. That my jewels are pledged, and my debt to
Sylvan paid, you shall soon have better proof than my
asscrtions  But this is no place for such conversation.

Lord TV. You are either better, Angelica, than I could
have hoped, or worse than I huve ever thought.

[Guesis enter, and pay their vespects to Lady 1. who goes
, off with them.] .

Lord 1V, Sparker.

Spark. My Lord.

Lord 1. Into this recess for a moment.

[ Lixeunt.
‘nter L.a Counr and Synvan. .

La Cour. There is no other possible way of extricating
ha Ladsship.  Retire, and write the achnowledgment,
and returnn to me directly.

Syte. My father threatens to inform his Lordship of
all. *

La Cour. There is no moving in the world without be-
ing crossed by honest fools.  Dut no matter; let us only
gain time—somcthing may arise.  We must prevent your
father from meeting Waryford.  Be it your business. If
we can manage him to-night, her Ladyship will draw him
from town to-morrow. But we lose the precious moments
while we talk.

[ Eveunt.
Enter WARYFORD, dressed like the Count.

Lord W. If she has pawned her jewels, there is no

other whom she can have employed but the Count. It was a
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propletic inspiration that made me order this dress. Here
she conmes.
inter Lapy Warvronrn.

Lady W. La Cour, €a Cour, have you got Sylvan’s
ackunowledgment ?

Lord I1". Not yet.

Lady TV. O make haste—I am ruined iu Waryford's
opinion—Lf you' do not get it to-uight, I shall go dis-
tracted. .

[svit Lady IV,

Lord V. 1 am thunderstruck! This vehemence was
natural—therc was no acting in this——her anxiety was not
feigned —her alarm was not artificial.  Heavens ! can the
woman then {cel? I may have been to blame myself for
many of her crrois—Especting too much, I have given
way to an excchs of disappointment.  Ha! Sylvan.

Enter SyLvan.

Syle. Here, here, La Cour—here is the paper. My
father is coming this way, and I must meet him.

[ Exit Sylvan.

Lord FV. This is still more extraordinary. A simple
acknowledgment for the money—a true acknowledgment—
Am Lavake? Is this no illusion? |

) [Eit Lord .

Enter Miss Kirivy, dressed as an Officer, and Miss

SYLVAN.

Miss Syl. 1 am almost ashamed of you, Kate. But
what do you intend to do?

Miss Kit. Plague my aunt. .

Miss Syl. Your sex is too obvious. All the young fel-
lows in the house will be after you.

Miss Kit. Tam a match for any of them, or those who
come to mnasquerades must be of anothier species than we
meet at other places. But herec comes my aunt, and your
father : draw him gside ; do, I beseech you.
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inter Miss Nrzearive and Sir Tnomas.
[Miss Sylvan takes her father aside.]

Miss Kit. A pretty little girl—about sixty—I mean
sixteen.  Hark ye, my dear. ’

Miss Neg. Fellow?

M;iss Kit. How interestingly glum !

Miss Neg. Begone, Sir. .

Miss Kit. How could such loveliness dare to venture
here alone? »

Miss Neg. I have protectors, Sir.

Miss Kit. O that you were under my protection!

Miss Neg. You are an impudent coxcomb ; and your
protection would be such as vultures give to lambs, cover-

ing and devouring. ,

Miss Kit. I dare swear you have an assignation here
with your sweetheart. !

Miss Neg. 1 huve noe sweethearts—I am above such
things.

Miss Kit. Above the age to have them. [uside]. Sly
rogue!

Miss Neg. Get you gone, puppy!

Miss Kit. Why so coy? 'Thesc beautiful lips were not
made to express scorn., ’Sdeath !

Miss Neg. Unhand me), Sir—O help!

Miss Kit. Softly, my sweet; no one knows us. In this
recess is the stiilness and twilight so propitious to love.

Sings.
Day fades apace—life and time swittly flying;
Forbid this delay, and reluctancc so coy;
O gentle fair, cease thy cruel denying,
While Love waits on tiptoe, impatient for joy

Miss Neg. Sir, you are mistaken; I am no such silly
girl as you take me te be—I am, Sir, not a lover of men,
but a lover of truth. )
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Miss Kit. 'Then you are an angel.

Miss Neg. Ah me! surely the tongues of young men
were made to flatter and seduce.

Enter $51® TuoMas.

Sir T. Ha! what is this?

Miss Neg. Oh! where shall 1 hide my blushes ?

Miss Kit. In my bosom, love.

Sir T. Sister! -

Bliss Neg. Brother! .

Sir 1. Let population florish!

Miss Kit. Dear, sweet Antipopulation !

Bliss Neg. Whatart thou?

Miss hit. Sweetheart!

Miss Neg. Hi! Kitty, Kitty! betrayed, betrayed!

| it
Guests pass, Lorp Wanyrorn enters as Calo.

Sir T. My Lord, T have beets anxiously in search of
you.
Lord W. To what cause am 1 indebted for so much
attention, Sir Thomas ¢

Sir 1. L cannot reman privy to atlairs, by which your
Lordship’s honor, and the chamacter of my own family,
are affected. .

Loyd 1. 1 understand ryou.

Sir T, My son has had very nmproper doiugs with your
lady.

Lord IT'. 1 have heard so, Sir Thouwas.

Sir 1. 'Then your Lordship knows of the jewels.

Lord 1V. Of the pledging ?

Sir T. Aye.

Enter VorLuvmz, as Hamlet.

Fol. Now for an attitude to captivate his heart—

“ Augcls and ministers of grace defend us!

“ Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn’d,

“ Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell,
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“ Be thy intents.wickcd or charitable,
“ Thou com’st in such a questionable shape
“ That I will speak to thee.”
Lord W. “ List, O list!
“ I could a tale uufold, whose lightest word
* Would harrow up thy soul.”
Fol. « Haste me to know it; that I with wings as swift
“ As meditation, or the thoughts of Love,
« May sweep to my revcng::."
Sir T. Who is this?
Fol. « °Tis I—IIamlet, the Daue.”
“ You are a fishmonger.”
Sir T. Tt's a damn'd lic.
Fol. “ Woo't weep? woo't fight ¢ woolt tear thyself?
“ Woo’t drink up esil ¢ eat a crocodile ?
“ Il ao’t.” .
Sir T. T always thought, Mr. Volume, (for I know you
now,) that you were a fool, but not actually mad before.
Lord W, < That he is mad, ’tis true; ’tis true ’tis pity,
“ And pity ’tis "tis true.” ’
Vol. ¢ Come, Sir, to draw an end with you,
“ (Good-night.”
[Exit.
Lord W. A most inc:)mparab]c caricature.
[Enter Faryuy and Miss SYLvaN.]
Farmly, a word.
[ Exeunt Farmly and Lord W.
Sir T. I know not what to make of this Lord—he is
so full of levity, that he caunot spcak two minutes together
seriously. Here was I, on the very point of telling him
the affair of the jewels, when in came that ideot Volume,
dressed like a frantic play-actor, and, without heeding what
Y had becn saying, they both began to spout nonsense.
Re-cuter VOLUME.
Vol. ¢ How now? arat. Dead for aducat. Dead.”
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Miss Syl. “ Good my L.ord,

¢ [low does your honor for this many a day "

I'ol. ¢ I humbly thank you, well.”

Sir T. You are mistuken, Nelly ; he is no Lord—that’s
he—mad Volume, the author.

I'ol. “ Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell.”

) [ILe puts up his sword, and eait.

Sir T. He should not be allowed to go at large.

Miss Syl. He’s ouly acting--he’s jlaying Hamlet.

Sir T. Then he does it confoundedly ill.

Miss Syl. In that cousists the humor.

Sir T, Hunor is something that ciiables a man to be
laughable only when he pleascs; but this fellow’s absurdity
is natural; he cdunot choose but to be ridiculons. Come,
Ict us go into some of the other apartments, wherc we may
find better amhsament.

. [ Exeunt.
Guests pass, T.a Cour and SYLVAN ener.

La Cour. Where have you been ?

Syl. Tam in despair.  Sir Thomas has met Waryford
—I saw them together, and all must be known. Hasten
to her Ladyship; she is in the horrors of suspense till she
secs you. .

) [ Feunt.

Guests pass, Lorp Warvrorn and FarMLy cuier.

Farm. Ller confession, 1 thiuk, is a proof of innocence.

Lord TV. I should have given it no credit, without other
evidence. Her impatient anxiety, when she took me for
La Cour, and this acknowledgment for the money, are
proofs which I cannot resist.

Farm. You will not now think of a separation?

Lord . The pledging of the jewcls, and so suddenly,
is altogether so extraordimary, that I know not what to
think.

Farm. It is, to be sure, a most deregatory transaction.
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Lord W. How, Farmly? to redecm her honor? But
,who told you of it ?

Farm. SirThomas.

Lord W. What docs he know of it? Is it already so
public ? ‘

Fuarm. I thought he had informdd you. It was only for
the purpose of telling you that he came here to-night.

Lord IV. 1 am astonished. Lady Waryford told me
herself. It was I who advised her to makhg the sacrifice ;
but I did ot think she had virtue enough to do it.

Lurm. It is strange, howeser, considering the rumors
abroad, that she shouldl have thought of borrowing the
money from Sylvan, to redeem them.

Lord W. 1t was to pay Sylvan that she puwned them.

Farm. Tlow! The pawnbroker applied to Sir 'Thomas,
by mistake, instead of Sylvan. '

Lord 1. I thovght La Cour had been her agent.  But
soft, sce where they come.  On with')‘our niasque.
Sparker. '

Spark. My Lord.

Lord IT". This way.

[ Eveunt Lord IW. and Sparker.
inter Lapy Waryrorp and La Cour.

Lady TV. Had we but the money, we might tien fly;
but we arc entangled, and canuot escape.

La Cour. That cursed blunder of the pawnbroker--+
and the officious honor of Sir Thomas, have puzzled me.
You must endeavour to persuade Waryford to lease town
with you, to-morrow—Ile must be taken out of the way
of hearing tales.

Lady V. On what pretext caun 1 ask him ?

La Cour. When you produce Sylvan’s acknowledg-
ment for the money, he must believe thut you have pawned
the jewels to pay bim. On the pretext of being ashamed
of what you have done, you must entreat him to go with
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you into the country—His nafural generosity will induce
him to comply. *- ‘

Lady V. Will you go with us?

La Cour. That would be imprudent. In the country,
we are liable to be discovered.  People have so little to
do in the country, that ﬂley become spies on one another.

Lady W. If we had ouly mones, we might escape to
the Continent.

La Cour. Do not talk so wildly.  Manage his Lord-
ship a litle better, and all may yoi 20 well.  Unless you
do so, I also must give you ap.

dLady T¥. Cruel La Cour.

La Cour. Come, come, we are not fools—we must not
hazard permanent comforts for temporary pleasures. By
a judicious use of Sylvan’s receipt, you may yci patch up
your reputation—with your hushand it least.

Lady W. la Cour, you ncver addiessed me with such
indifference before.

La Cour. We are i d:lng(-r: and must not stand on
cercmony. A

Lady V. Give me the paper.

La Cour. You have got it.

Lady 1¥. Sylvan told me that he had given it to you.

La Cour. 1 never saw it-—1I have it not.

Lady V. Good heaveas! wler is it then ?

[Enter Lorn Waryrorp and Farmry, from opposite
sides.
Ha! my Lord!

Lord W. Augelica, your conduct this evening has gra-
tified me beyond all hope. 'To you, Count, I st cver
remain indebted—for the address which you have shown
in this business—Consider me, La Cour, henceforth, as
truly your friend. How 1s this? why do yourlook so
amazed? Angelica, what mean these tcars? "This paper,
this receipt from Sylvan, is a bill on me; and, were it
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thrice the sum, I would pay it cheerfully, since you have
had the dignity to gubmit to the privation by which it has
* extricated you from so dishonorable an obligation.

Lady IV, Sylvaw’s receipt in your hand, my Lord?—
How did you obtain it?

Lord V. Partly in whim, and partly in design. I put
on a domino similar to the Count’s, and Sylvan, taking me
for La Cour, gave me the pgper.

La Cour. All is lost !

["Exit 1L.a Cour.

Lord V. What is lost ? .

Lady IV. My Lord, my Lord, seud me home—Spare
me, if you can, a public prosccntion.

Lord IV. Whatis this ? La Cour—Gaone!

Lady W. With Sylvan I am imnocemt—Dbut with Ta
Cour— .

Lord V. O heavens!

[
[Syltvan enters, with Sir Thomas and Miss Negative, on
the one side, Miss Sylcan and Kitty, followed by .4r-
gent, from the other; | olume comes from the inner

rooms.]

Vol. < Gonzago is the duke’s name; his wife Baptista.
You shall sce anon, 'tis a huavish picce ¢f work— But
what of that?” ®

Sir 1% Silence! blockhead.

I'ol. “ Leave thy danmable faces, and begin.”

[observing Lady Waryford weeping. |

¢ Get thee to a nunncry.”

Lord W. Have done, Mr. Volume.

Vol. Is not this part of the masquerade ?

Lord W. Aye, the end of it—the unmasquing. Ma-

dam, Mr. Farmly will conduct you to your father’s.
[Evewnt Lady W. and Sir Thomas.
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Miss Neg. O that all husbgnds would follow his Lord-
ship’s example, and send away their wives—and every lady
and gentleman resolve, like mc, to pass their days in single '
chastity, for the benctit of their posterity.

R~
THLE END.




NOTE ON THE MASQUERADE.

We do not think that the author of this Comedy has
done justice to himself, by giving it the title of the Mas-
querade : as this title must, alimost unavoidably, suggest
i the minds of his rcaders, the apprel.lension, that the
plot will be at once very improbable and ymnatu.al, and
very common-place : constructed of incidents, which sel-
dom or never occur in real life, but which abound in the
productions of the infinite multitude of playwrights of the
present day. Those, however, who begin to read this
Comedy, under the influence of this apprchension, will be
agreeably disappointed ; for, in our opinion, the plot is
developed with uncommon skill, and so managed as to
whet the interest and cuviogity to the very last. We must
acknowledge, indeed, that the apprehension, to which we
have alluded, will gain strength from the circumstance of
Lord Waryford’s appearing at the Masquerade in the same
dress as that worn by Ia Cour: hence it will be immedi-
ately decided, that the infidelity of Lady Waryford is to be
detected by means of this most threadbare stratagem—
but the author, by the turn which he has given to it, has
managed so as to secure a larger share of his reader’s ap-
probation than he otherwise would have donc, on the
same principle, that our satisfaction and pleasure are in-
creased in proportion to the lowness of expectation from
which the reality raises us.

Vor. L Rej. Th. No. II. s
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The most material and important characters aie well
sketched ; but, in general, they arc only sketched : they are
evidently the creations of a man, who could, if he had so
pleascd, have given theiu all their features in the most
marhed and distinct manner.  In this observation, we
allude more particularly to the chamacters of lady
Wayford and Count La Cour. There are taits in
the character of the former, which, thongh they
seldom occur, and then mic gevaneseant, are sufficient to
distinguish her from the every-duy ladies of fashion, who
figure away in our modern comedies.  Mor overposwerivg
sense of her Lord’s generosity to her own unworthiness,
as it is depicted in the Jast scene, as well as her language
aud conduct in oftier parts of the play, sufliciently bear us
outin our 1cmmrhs, that the author had imaged to himself,
and, if he had®so chosen, could have prescuted to his
readers, a much moie finished character than he has done
in the person of Lady Wanyford.  The character of Count
La Cour 1> brought morce distinctly forth than that of her
Ladyship; it is a character, fortunately for this country,
and to its honor, not common heie 5 it exhibits that union of
cold and calculating villainy with superior talents, and
what was dignified or degraded '\\i;h the name of philoso.
phy, which coutiibuted more than any other cause to the
engendering of those calamities, which for twenty years
have desulated the greatest part of Europe.

It may, pethaps, he objected to some of the other cha-
racters , as well as to some scenes, of the Maaquerade, that
they bear a greater reccmblauce to those of Farce, than to
those of pure and legitimate Comedy. So far as this ob-
servation is applied to the character and behaviour of
Volume, we might perhaps admit its truth; but we must

»gentend, that it is unfounded, if applied to the character
of Miss Negative, and to her language and conduct ; they
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exhibit, no doubt, a caricature of the check-population phi-
losophy ; but a caricature of a subjcct which dmply de-
served it, and exccuted with -wN6iisiderable degree of wit

and humor. ?

With respect to the dialogue, it is, in general, neat and
sprightly ; and what is no common merit, thg language and
the sentiments are extremely well appropriated to the dif-
ferent personages by whom thay arc uttered.

On the whole, our opinion of this Play is, that it is the
production of an author, who posscsses many of the most
rare and essential requisites for writing a much better
Comedy, than the present degenerate age*has witnessed ;
and one much better than he has now produced: it is the
oft-hand effort of a writer, who has ouly»to’do justice to
Limself, in order to obtain the approbation of the public.
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ADVERTISEMEN'T.

T'n &-matter of No. L. so greatly exceeded the limits pre-
scribed by the price of the publicatiun, that the Editor has
been obliged to withhold a Farce intended for the present
Number. :

'The Author’s wishes, in the Tragedy of ¢ MyLky
Sipan,” shall he carefully attended to.

The Lditor begs the Author of “T'nt ForTune-

HunTER” to ufford him an opportunity of consulting
him. A small alteration is absolately nccessary, before

the piece can go to press.

The Opcia of “'I'nk PrisoNEr or WaARrR” will be
altered as suggested.

¢« Tur Sorcreress” shall have a place in due course.

« Turp ProMisE” may probably appear in the next
Number: but personal promises, made before the publi-
cation was set on foot, have a prior claim over all the
pieces subsequently received.
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THEODORA ;

Y Tragedy.

ACT 1.

SCENE I. Doricourt’s House.

THroporA and CLARA.

[ Theodora is seated in a mournful attitude.]

CLa. Ah, wherefore, madam, do I thus behold you!
Thus, ever plung’d in gilence and in sorrow ?
I left you gay, and lovely.as the morn,
When, with your kind permission, 1 departed
To seek relief for my declining health
Amid our native, mouatajns :—In my absence, .
Your darling infant’s birth, I hop’d, had added -
Maternal transports to your other joys: .-
But my return makes me a mournful witness,
That happiness no longer is your portion.

Theo. [rising.] It has, indeed, taken a long farewell
Of Theodora, for whom now remains-
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Nothing but sighs and tears and heartfelt anguish
And dost thou ask whercfore these sighs and tears,
Who know’st so well, I rashly have defied
A father’s povier, and tiiumph’d o’er his love'--
The daughter of the Duke of Lougucville
¥s lost in the detested wife of Doricourt !
Alas, ’tis iue—in his detested wife.
Oh! I have disappointed the fi1st wish
Of a fond fathers heart! yet, could that heare
But image to itself the pangs o1 wine,
I might regain a portion of hu. love .—
At least, some gentle diops of sacred pity
Woiild fall, to hear my melancholy tale!
Clu. Might not a frieud in hudness 1epresent—
Theo. O save me fr2m the aorrid supposition !
What '—add.moie <Lame ! mots scirow io the wenk
Of the vast load that ['have bionght upon hum ! -~
No! Lct me 1athes silent siak to 1esi,
And in the hiendly <heltar of the grane,
Be no more lov’d, or patv'd, o1 remembe’d!
Cla. Madam, restiain this violence of siief.
Theo. A purent’s Intter em e, —a hushoud’s hatied, —
Joi'd to disgiace aud 1uin, who can bem ?
Open, thou fiiendly eaith, wnd in thy bo.om
J.et me 1pase, and Lids niyself ia dvath!
Cla. A fathay and o Lachond, both walind,
Teach dreadfil lese o wes 5 yet, be comloried
For who has less dese +'d <o hud a fate?
Theo. Ah, ccase, my taithful Clua, to persuade my
ITuve [ not merited to be unhappy -
O filial disobedicnce what can palliate
You must have often beard a parent’s will
tlad early destin’d e the wife of Beaufort: —
That hero’s son, who once presery’d his life,
And died to save his filend : which bencfit
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The Duke, with never-ceasing gratitude,
Has labor’d to repay 5 and "twas with joy
His danghter’s hand and fortane, he decreed,
Should 1o the gon, reward the iather’s action.
This son, too, was deserving every bounty
That gracious heaven hestows on happy mortals :
And though fiom childhood 1 had not beheld him,
Yet his high-sounding praise had reacl’d 1;1)' cars.
It spoke him noble-miuded, generous, brave :
Report was never weary in his praise ;
And my delighited father was ats echo.—
But deaf to ev’ry voice we ought to heeld,
I only Listen’d to the voice of Doricourt.
The dreadful moment of infatuation .
Arriv’d and doom’d me to thi> depth of ruin !
Alas! 1 ownmy punishment is just: | *
But ought iy, Dortcowt,oto come from thee!

Cla. Muidam, have better thoughts.

Theo. Good, friendly creature!
Whose patient duty meiits more reward,
Than thy poor mistress ever can bestow 5
Medhinks in talling o'er my woes to thee,
I feel my mind reliev’d—and Comtfort come.
Surely my suiferings will atone my faults ;—
For thus to losc a tender parent’s love,
To live in poverty with those that haie us.—
But let me bear my injuries with patience !
The scene must soou be clos’d, and could [ hope
Ilis graudsire’s blessing for -my darling child,
A mother’s anxious heart would rest in peace.

Cla. There is 1o question but his innoceuce
Must mclt your father’s heart.

Theo. O that it may!
It is his sole dependcace ; for his father,
(From thee ’tis necdless to conceal the truthy
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By a long series of imprudent conduct,
Has brought usall to poverty '—
But would to heaven—
That poverty was all 1 had to fear;
For labor would gain bread, and bread so earn’d,
Were a sweet morsel when compar’d to those
Rich, costly viands that my bitter griefs
Have so long poison’d! Would they were indeed
The strongest poisons!-—ah !—be £.:m, my soul ;
Nor dare a moment listen to the tempter.
"Tis worse than death, his proffer’d liberty,
And from the cverlasting book of life
AVould blot thy name without a hope of pardon.
O hasten, Clara » bring me my sweet infant :
'That smiling cherub is as yet unconscious
Of his surrounding evils ; and to see him,
Methinks, gives ease to my perturbed spirit.
[Exit Clura.
There is a secret lodg'd within this bosom,
That with deep horror tinges every thought.
O Doricourt! O Beaufort! names ill join’d !
Names equally destructive to my peace !
Thou fiend-like jealousy, e’en noble minds
"Thou sometimes hast, unpitying, o’érthrown.
But when thou art an inmate of that breast,
Where radiant virtuc never de.gus to cuter,
All is confusion, darkuess, and despair !
Dreadful the tyranny then exercis’d
O’er those whom fate has plac’d within their power.
[Enter DoricouRrT.]

Dor. What, madam, still those melancholy looks ?
"T'is long since I have cither heard or seen
Aught but this face of woe ;—Is such the greeting
I must expect henceforward when I meet you ?

Theo. I wauld concéal my sorrow ii' 1 could,
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Dor. Madam, madam, I am not deceiv'd :—
"Tis not with mournful looks,—it is with smiles
You welcome those you love.
Theo. [aside] O heavens ' —
Dor. What then, ’tis deem’d unworthy of regard,
Remounstrance from a hushand 2 O thou false one !
Theo. False! Doricourt, O ’tis impossible
Thy heart can credit what thy tonguc has utter’d.
‘The loss of thy affections I submitto;
My want of merit may have cyus’d that evil :
A parent’s indignation I have borne,
And poverty's approach appals me not.
But midst this mass of evils, one idea
Is left for consolation,—a broad shield,
To interpose between me and despair ; *
Anund that is innocence, a conscience clear
Of all that may be decmed offence to thes.
(et here mistake me not ; *O I am far
J'rom boasting of myself, as free from error;
The sin of disobedience rests upon me.
The first great law of heaven I have broken,
And ’tis but just I suffer for my guilt!
Yet do not thou reproach mnc !
Dor. Madam, a shorter specchhad better pleas’d me,
Wkho came not here to listeh to your boastings,
For [ have business calls me from my home.
Ah! does the news displease you ?
Theo. You go not hence to-day ?
Dor. And whercfore not?
Theo. Nay, as you please; but surcly you remember
You have appoiuted Beaufort here to-day.
You have, I trust, sent to forbid his coming.
Dor. Are you afraid that he should come >—I am not
When wives are bless’d with virtue, where’s the danger ?
T%reo. Unhappy Doricourt! Ah, wherefore seck
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Thus to torment yourself withocauselcss doubts -
Beaufort comes hither only as your filend :
I must iusist his coming be forbidden.
Dor. Insist! and then you'll boast yourself submissive.
But I will force you to gerform your duty;
‘Which everis, tobey ahusLand’s orders.
This moment write to Beaufort! I command it!
No words; remonstrances are all in vain,
Theo. Yet hiear me, Doricourt—
Dor. ] Tlave I not said
Remounstrance 1s In vain ?—Dbesides, beware ;
Lven reluctance may betray suspicion ;
Why should you fear to see your hiusbaud’s friend ¢
Write instautly what [ shall dictate to yvou,
Or dread the conseqrence of dizobedience.
Sit down—Dbegin --1 hite such affectation.
Write thus :  { Theodora appears Lo comply with greas
wieedlingross. Doricourt goes on.
“ My hnshiana’s acendontal absence need not
“ Delas your visit, he will soon return
« I slall expect you at the time appointed.”
Now sigu your nume, *“yonrs, ‘Theodora.”
[Nke would speal, but he prevents fier.y
Write ¢, T say, —there now—give me the paper,
T charse myself with seeding touny friend
"T'his billet from my wife 5 there 15 no fear
He will 1efuse so hind an bnd ation,
Theo. "Tis of yourvsending, Doricourt.
Dor. Well, let it pass so,
That need not Le debated ; L have tiied
To give you concolation for my abseuce ;
Am I not compluicant
Theo. O cruel man!
Let me implore you to complete your purposc :
Far rather doom me now to iustant death !
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~For thus to torturesme with vile suspicions,

Is worse than death ! Behold, T stund prepar'd —
Deep in this faithiul bosom plunge your sword,

And © will bless the Lind relcasivg s'roke;

Bt go not hience to-iday -—or take me with you!
Thus kneeling, 1 implore—

Dor. You are deceiv'd.

T’o be suspicious suits the guilty mind,

Unless you know that [ have cause for denl:ting,
Why should vou think I dou’st your insocence?
Beaufort and Theodora hetl: are —anuels!

And Doricourt—a frend —this 1s the pictare

Suits your romantic fancy to contemplate.

Buat are you sure you color after natwe?

I sce vot the resemblance.~-Some thine lence

My character will better he explain’d @

T'or yours=—you tzle uo pains thatit may please me.
Could T imogine peniten®c had caus’d

This wondraus gri ) i nught excite compassion -
[lence ! to your chamber! dusire your abence.

Vet Tavodora.

Now for my plot, to put it to the preof.

I Gair Lavinta rightly Las tutoin.’d mie,

W Lo could not bear, sl:.‘ said, to sce with patience
Fier Daricowt the \n(t(:..ul dupe ef Bevalort,
And by awife dizhonor’d, aud despisii!
Lavinia’s love is ever anssous, faithiul,
Sedent to please the ohject of her wishes:
il see e ere the mectng 1 have plaon’d

Has tahea place, receive her Last wstreciines,
Then, datiag on Ly unsuspacions prey,

Gain vengeance ample as iy soul caa winsh,
Now, thou proud oilspriag of tiie man 1 hate,
Thy fate suspended haogs--—the balanee trembles!
Audif wnwarn'd by thy good geuius, Beaafon,



286 THEODORA.

(]
TH’ invited interview thou dost not shun,
Thou rushest on inevitable rutn!
Then will the world decide on Theodora!
Doem her to shame !—Dbless me wgain with ireedom !
To her proud father glatly I'll res1en b,

And henceforth only live for my Lavinia!
[Livid Doricourt.

SCENF I1. Beaufort's House.

Enter BEa~vour and Carsos

Beaun. [ tell®thez. Cailos, I will not be 1ul'd "
Where is the danger ! if thy cowdrd soul
Shivers with fear at but imagin’d ills,
Aud on the verdant plain, where hope and joy
Tavite our footst=ps to deliciens wanderiugs,
If then thou start and warn me to beware,
Because thou fauciest precipices hid,—
Shall I, who feel no fear, retreat from pleasure ?
Car. Let me persuade you, sir; to pause a moment :
My trembling age, 10 doubt, is prone to fears,
But seldom felt by inexperienc’d youth :
Yet, pardon, sir, the fears affection raises:
*Tis ever watchful, and alarm’d by tritles.
I have of late bcheld so great a change
In Doricourt, it has awaken’d caution
For ’tis now nois’d abroad that he has squander’d
All his large fortune, and with hasty strides,
Ruin approaches, and must overwhelm him,
Beau. O that the ruin fell on him alonc!
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But Theodora and hér child must share it !

I sce it comes—-pale poverty has lung

Iler dart at Doricourt; and little space

Appears between him and the yawning rulph!

I have assisted him beyond what thod

Wouldst deem to lie within the bounds of prudence
And kad I given all the wealth of worlds

"J'o succour Theodora —it were nothing!

But loss of wealth alone cannot have caus’d

The change I witness i that cdarming-woman.
Her faded form—the languor of hér eyes,
Cileasuiog with frequent tears—the Feart-heav’d sigh- -~
Speak her vbappy! and shall T remain

A calmn spectator of her wrongs and sorrows?

Nor .o to santch wn gel {from destruction ?

.. Al! rathe fear to heighten her distress :

Is it from Beaufort, once her promis’d bridegroom,
"That (wrctched though shé be) the wife of Doricourt
Shouid dare aceept of succour 2—"tis her facher
Alone can now avert th’ impending storm.

Will he teman unmov’d by such distress !

It caanesc be-—he 1s her father still.

Beau. Tlow nanel thon art deceiv'd! he bears, indecd,
The name of father, hut,within his heart
Parental fondness has been loug extinguish’d.
By rage aud disappoiutment quite subdu’d.

O ! I can ne’er foroet that dreadful moment
When we tirst heard the fate of Theodora !
Thou may’st remember, how with swiftest speed,
Urg’d on by love and hope, 1 sought the castle.
The sun’s first rays reveal’d the glittering turrets,
Which proudly rose amid surrounding woods.
Jlow™did my heart then bless its gracious beams,
Aund hail them as my guide to happiness!
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We paes'd the cutward pate; around us thrane'd

Eachi visaryo horror-stiack, and pale from fea

'I'he nuacrous domestics ;3 no oue spoke

Tl Ansclm, bicahing thwu'-h the crowd, apprruch
me — o

And whilst his tears fast flow’d, reveal’d the news

Of "thead aa’s ight with Dovicaurt!

Cure ALST my master,—wherefore thus renew
Scenes of past sorrow, whici, e voiee of prudence
Dictates to bury 1 eternaleilence §

Foree Inclal e mie, Carlos, in the mournful thete;
I will not puint to thee my misery,

Bat can I ever drive fiom my remembrance

The dicadful 2cene of horror and despair,

When from thowe hps the wretehicd Dake fnst Tearnt
That abi Le lov'd and all my hopes vere lost !

As yethic had not heard it; none bad dar’d

T'o be the messanger of such dire tidings.

With \uscim, therefore, 1 prepa:’d to seek him;
Aund long we trae’d his steps, “midst cchoing groves,
Where throudh her favorite waiks he sought his clild,
Aundioudly call’d on Theodora’s wsne !

When he beheld us first, his loud cemplaint

Gave way to speechiess anguish, pnd to earth
IHe sunk exhausted, while deep groans burst forth
Proplictic of the tale 1 had 10 1)

Rut when the fatal trath was fully known,—
When [ join’d Theedorss name to Doricourt's,
What cestacy of rage transtix’d hiy soul!

Al ! aather far (exclaim’d the fiantic father)

Say sue is deed, thrn wife to Doricourt!

hu.,'ll thy words! contirm 1ny former fears!

Say bat she lives not, and I'll bless thy tidings !
Then, wild with fury, call'd on heaven to pour
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Its direst curses on his daughtey’s head,
Vgwing eternal enmity and scorn

T'o her, aud o her husband.

Vaiuly I tricd to cheek his raging passion ;

But had as vainly liop’d to calm the oceon,
When the tempestuous and wintry witds

Howl o’cr its foaming surface! All I gain’d
Was pardon to myself, for having pleaded
Poor Theodora’s cause, nor fiom that day
[as Le ¢'er breath’d her name ;5 yet sometimes lints
Iichopes that he may live to beweveng'd !
Canst thon think, thercfore, he will pity her ?
No! he will dwell with transport on her gricfs,
And fmther still, to 1end iy Leart, require

Mo to purtiessate Lis horrid raptuies !

O Theodoral @y once destin’d bride ! : -

Beaufort will perish with thee, or preserve thed !
Car. Alss! what can vou do? o 7
Beaue. * I know not yet,

Jut to refuse her gentle nvitation

Ls not within my power; and thou would'st .cain,
Viath reason seorn, snch cold unmanly prnl nre,
Bost thou think Bequfort learnt no better Lovagn

Kiom the proterton of the noble Longncovile
‘Than to forsahe lis duughter w distress !

"To dreer the dronpings heast, on the paie vieerr,
Yith soirow’s gloom o’ercast, Lo ralse the snule
Loug hinish’d thenee, to view the late dall x e

sSparkling with gratitule aud new-born hope :

These ave my pleasures, such the joys T se«k!

But whilst 1 talk, perbaps my Theodora
Waits in suspence, and doubts the tardy Beaufort.

O let me fly to chase away those doubts!
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Something, and quickly toq, must be attempted,
Worthy of her desert and of my love !

What ! does the name of love affright thee, Carlos !
Yet, fear it not, old man, for ’tis so pure,

Angels may view, and envy the sensation !

[ Exeunt.

END OF ACT L.

.



ACT IIL

SCENE L—Doricourt’s House.

THroporA and CLARA.

Theo. Clara! my fluttering heart, dismay’d, and fill'd
With doubts and fears, admits not consolation!
Terrors, till now unknown, have seiz’d my spirits!

Cla. Muadam, compose yourself ; the hour approaches
When Beaufort will %e here: spare his surprise
To see you thus, for it may cause conjecture.

Theo. Ah what canhe conjecture but the trath?

He knows 1 am unhappy. Canst thou think,
Beaufort, a constant inmate of this house,
Has not oft witness’d Theodora’s wrongs?
The gloomy spirit of the cruel Doricourt

Sits ever on his brow to greet his wife;

And when by duty urg’d I try to please,
Howe’er th’ attempt is made, ’tis sure to fail.
Our infant too, sole pledge of our past loves,
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He spurns from him, and calls,it little beggar !
Bids it be gone, and of its grandsire ask,

The preud Duke Longueville, to give it bread.
Unaw’d by Beaufort’s presence, he has rav’d
Against my father, and has vow’d revenge.

O when 1 hear that sacrod namie revil’d,

My soul, indignant, rushes to my lips :

But conscience checks the yet unspohen words ;
For what have [ to do with 1ash replies,

Who marl’d out my own fate—-vho ruin chose?

Clu. May Heaven, all just, avenge your woelul wrongs
Upon the heads of that detested crew
Who lure your hushand to the paths of vice!
And wither'd be her charms for whom you lose
“I'he love that once was yowrs!

Theo. . Mistaken Clara!
Pray rather that my husband’s heart be alter’d.
’I'is not Lavinit™s ¢harms 've cause to dread ;

It is his changeful spirit, from hi< home,

From peace aud virtue that bewilders him.
Layinia’s loss some other would supply ;

1 gather thence no hope. Virtue has left

His bosom dark and void, and vice usurps
Dominion o’er that breast where viviue dwells not.
Pray with me, Clara, that no farther evils

Than those already known, are sdfter’d fromn him,
In time he may repert —in time be wise——

And find, though late, how fruitless the pursuit
Of happiness, by anght but lawful means.

Cla. Alas! that onc so wise, so fair, so young,
Should waste in vain regrets cach passing hour!

Theo. O Clara! little wisdom have I shown.
But, since the time when Beaufort is expected
Draws on apace, tell me if thou bast rais’d
That sum of money on my wedding jewels?
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Worn once in guilty, joy—because the price
Was filial disobedience. Well I know
We ure, and largely too, in debt to Beaufort,
Which much iy mind revolts at ; and this sum
Will serve a little to discharge the debt.
Cla. These, Madam, are the notes—
Theo. Deceitful Clara!
Declare to me by whom these notes were given,
Or dread to mect my bitterest indignation.
Cla. Dear Madam, hear me—
Theo. Vaiuly would yon hide
What my good genius has discovered to me.
T'hese notes are Beaufort’s!  Where are then the jewels?
Cla. Madam, believe I meant not o offend you.
Mere chance conducted all.  The jeweller,
Was looking at the diamonds, to determine
What money he should give, when Bcaufort enter’d.
Starting as he perceiv'd them, he demanded
I 1 had br ought them, and to what intent ;
Which, erc I could preveut, the man declar’d.
O had you then beheld the noble youth !
Raising his eyes to Heaven, he smote his breast,
¢ And is it come to this, my "Theodora £”
He softly spoke ; then told me you had order’d
The diamonds should be &iven to him; and asking
What was their worth, paid me, before the man,
‘The full amount, and left me instautly.
Theo. O there is more in this than meets my ear!
But, Clara, leave me ; let me think a moment
How, in this intricate and dangerous labyrinth,
I may conduct myself.
Cla. Madam, be assur’d
I would not have deceiv’d you. Your surprise
At sight of Beaufort’s hand, and exclamation,
Cut short my speech, or you had known it all.
Vou. I. Rej. Th. No. IIIL U
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Theo. Itis enough, my Clara; and now leave me.
[Exit Claré.
A moment’s recollection, O my soul !
Ere thou art call’'d to action. Generous Beaufort!
And dost thou pity Theodora’s sorrows ?
Aud would'st thou, if kind fate allow’d, relieve them?
But no: stern fate frowns awful, and forbids it;
The wife of Doricourt devoted falls,
Nor dares aftempt to seek a friendly shelter.
Methinks ’tis hard I should be tuus forlorn!
No friend to screen me from approachi.g ruin,
But one, whose stretch’d-out arm 1 dare not grasp,
Not e’en to save an infant! O ’tis hard
A mother’s breast must thus be turn’d to marble!
Yet, when thg frame is moulder’d into dust,
Then, Beaufort, thou may’st be the orphan’s friend,
Nor fear a censuring world. O Doricourt !
Thy child must by another hand be fed!
That child which, by its birth made dearer to you,
You fondly swore, its then exulting mother,
Who bless’d the babe for the lov’d father’s sake.
Yes, once I lov’d him¢ Be thou witness, Heaven,
And all ye passing hours, stamp’d with his image,
Witness how much [ lov’d him! Like the rose,
Its opening sweets disclosing. td the morn,
My love commenc’d; but when that blooming fiower
Beccomes the prey of some devouring insect,
Or, blighted by some cold and noxious blast,
Falls withering to the ground ere reach’d its prime,
So grief, than canker-worm or noxious blast
Still more destructive, triumphs o’er my frame,
Has conquer’d love, and soon must conquer life !
Enter BEAUFORT.

Beau. My Theodora! Gracious heavens! in tears!

Wherefore thiévorrow? Answer, I conjure thee!
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s Theo. "Twas but a momentary burst of anguish.

Beau. I met your husband as [ enter’d hither ;
Smiling, he spokc; excus'd his being absent ;

Would soon return, and (for .I quesfion’d him)
Said, Theodora and her child were well.

Theo. And could he look so happy ? could he smile,
When he had left his wretched wife a prey
To heart-corroding anguish ?

Beau. O my sister!
By that soft namc, so cherish’d once by Beaufort,
When, during childhood, the fond appellation
Duelt ever on my lips; disclose to me

What can have caus’d such anguish.
Theo. 1t is ynpossible.
Beau. Recall to mind the dear delightful days

Of playful infancy, when every sport ,

Was shared by cach, each tljought and wish the same.

Your kind aud hounor’d father 1 call’d mine ;

And cven then, how did my little heart

Swell with exulting joy, when Theodora

Call’d Beaufort by the tender name of brother.
Theo. Ah Beaufort! those were happy days indeed !
Beau. Happy! How cold that word; ’twasbliss supreme ;

And every fond and trifling recollection

Of those dear times, more warms my soul to rapture

Than all that beauty, pomp and power now give.
Theo. O memory! thou fatal foc to peace!

Who, when the mind would slumber o’er its woes,

Like the harsh-sounding drum to the tiy’d soldier,

Bids him, with wounds as yet unclos’d, prepare

For further dangerous and doubtful combat!

Cease then reviving to my tortur’d mind

Scenes which, in circles of returning pleasures,

Made us forget the rapid flight of time ;

For all is vanish’d like a dream, and both
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Are different beings from what once tiley were !
‘I'hou art the friend of Doricourt, and I
His wife. "Therefore accept again
"These notes, too-gen’rous Beaufort, and restore me
What you receiv’d from Clara.
Beau. Heaven! and didst thou
Deem me so sclfish as to doubt a moment
[ mcant not ‘to restore them ?  For that purpose,
And that alone, I rescued ‘them ti.m Clara.
T'hough all the splendor of Golconda’s mines
Would fail to render thee more fair, more noble,
In Beaufort’s eyes ; yet has the world its claims,
Who think thee injur’d, if debarr’d such ornaments,
Thy right by hirth and beauty, and once thine.
Theo. Beaufort, those days are past, ne’er to return,
When withesome pleasure 1 could deck this form,
T'o render it more pleasing in the cyces
Of partial fonduess. Thence rose all the value
My mind could ever place on outward splendor.
Rut long-lost love no diamonds can restore ;
And in whose eyes would splendor now become me?
The world talk loudly of our ruin’d fortunes.
Thou art not ignorant of our deep distress;
We are indebted to thee much ‘o largely,
I know we are, and meant to gain thee payment,
But thou hast marr’d my project.
Beau. Noble creature!
Friend of my soul, which in wild tumult rises,
Nor can the magie of thy voice control it.
Talk not to me of payment, who but render
Back to the daughter what I owe her father,
Nor can I ere discharge the mighty debt.
Theo. Thou art ingenious, Beaufort, to deceive ;
But Theodora’s pride forbids deceit.
*Tis gratitude that prompts my father’s kindness ;
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,
He was the first indebted, and ’twas thine
Gave thee a right to all that mine can give.
For what are riches when compar’d to life—
'To life, when sanctified by noble deeds<?
And, shining midst the brightest of sur heroes,
Thy father nobly died to save his friend.
Talk then no more of what thou owest me ;
But if indeed thou wonld’st I should accept ,
Assistance at thy hands, T mean to claim it.
Beau. Good heavens! andscanst thou make it then a
question ?
Speak ; for Lwill not stop thee by professions.
Could’st thou but read my soul—
Theo. I think I can.
And art thou sure thou hast no cause to shtink
From iy observing, from my rigid eye,
Which misery has waken’d to suspicion? o
Beau. 'To that all-sceing Power [ now appeal
Who justly judges all our thoughts and actions!
If I have aught within this beating bosom
He not approves, or pities, may I be
An outcast both from Heaven and Theodora !
Why dost thou eye me with that piercing aspect ?
Caust thou a moment doybt thy brother’s love?
Theo. I will not doubt it but it must be tried.
Aud, O believe me, Beanfort, my poor heart
Shrinks from the idea of what thine will suffer
‘To learn thy sister’s full extent of woe.
Beau. 1s there then more than Beaufort has imagin’d
Theo. Yes; therc is somewhat which thy generous spirit*
Could never have suggested; a deep horror,
That with the darkest gloom o’ercasts my fate.
Beau. Speak, I conjure thee ; ease my tortur’d soul.
Then. Heart-rending task ! My trembling voice refuses
To taint the air with the detested sounds.
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O for a moment’s courage ! " Hark! «what noise ¢
Tleardst thou approaching footsteps ?
Beau. From whence
Arises all this fearful perturbation ?
I heard not any noisee  Compose thy spirits,
And trust thy sorrows to this faithful bosom.
Theo. Then hear me, Beaufort. By thy hopes of
heaven,
By the respect thou bear’st thy father’s memory,
By all the pity thou hast felt.for mine,
And all thy vows of friendship to thy sister,
I do conjure thee, never see her more!
Beau. Good heavens! and wherefore not ?
Theo. [t is my wish.
Beau. But can it be thy wish I should be wretched £
Say then what crime can Beaufort have committed,
Thus to be*dri en from thee ?
Speak, or 'm rooted here.
Theo. And must 1 then,
Howc’er unwilling, tell thee all the truth ?
Prepare thy mind to combat with its horrors.
Suspicion, with her pale aud sickly mien,
Perverting good to evil in all bosoms,
Has enter’d Doricourt’s!  She triumphs there,
E’en o’er thy virtues triumplis, andin whispers
(Breath’d louder as they greedily are listen’d to)
Dares to join infamv with Beaufort's name
And Theodora’s!  Well may rage indignant
Shake thy whole frame ; and that I have the power
To tell the horrid tale is wonderful.
Yet, since thou now hast heard it, O beware
How thou to desperate actions art impell’d!
Thy sister’s life and fame are both at stake.
Wilt thou not lend thy gencrous aid to save her
From threaten’d ruin—though the means be painful ?
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Beau. Yes; T will shelter thee from every ill ;
£ will conduct thy doubting, trembling steps
Where best thou may’st find comfort—to a father.
Nay, start not at his name—I have the power
To sooth his rugged soul—He will forgive thee,

I know he will, if led to him by Beaufort,
And he will bless me for thus saving thee
From misery and Doricourt.

Nor thither will thy husband dare pursue thec
Or should he dare, from this awenging arm
He shall receive the punishment he merits.

Theo. Did I not tell thee, Beaufort, to beware
How thou let passion tempt thy noble mind ?
What! shall our actions justify suspicion?
T'he cruel Doricourt is still my husband. *
Vows witness’d by my God I dare not break.
I here abide my fate, whate’er it be! .
“Yet listen to me calmly for"a moment,

J.et me convince thy reason, though ’tis blinded

By motives which (1 own) invite to vengeance;
But, at my prayer, forgive my wrctched husband !
For wretched are the guilty! Leave revenge
To ever-waking conscience; “lis forgiveness
Alone yields noble trlumph—be it thine.
Here let us take an everhsuhn leave.
Repair thee to my aged, sorrowing father,
Smooth the rough path of his decliniug years,
And, if thou hast the power, O intercede
In favor of my child. Wilt thou not, Beaufort?
Why dost thou thus avert from me thy looks ?
Caust thou refuse thy Theodora’s prayer?
Wilt thou increase thy sister’s weight of woe?
Beau. No; thou must ever conquer; ’tis decided—
We meet no more, since thou wilt have it so.
Heaven has rewards in store for suffering innocence.
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Yes; let not hope be banished from thy bosom,
For even Doricourt may yet be just;
He will awake from error, and restore thee
A husband worthy of thy many virtues.
And now farew cll !—alas ! farewell for ever!
At that moment enter Doricourr with his sword drawn.
Dor. Pertidious traitor! base, dissembling woman !
Revenge is mine—1 sech it in thy heart.
[Stabs Beaufort, who falls.
Deau. Mistahen man! thy wife 15 innocent.
I paidon thee my death, [ Faints.
Theo. O wretched Doricourt, what hast thou done!
Heip! help! O hasten—try all means to save him.
Dor. The Llow was driven home. 1 thiuk it pierc’d
Thy image in kris heart.  All help is vain=-
1lcave you to your sorrows; when they cease,

I may perbaps getwn.
. [Erit.
Theo. I's Beaufort murder'd
And Theodora spar’d?  Ah! wherefore spar'd ?
Perhaps he yet has life—O no! his mounting spirit
Secks its own heaven, and gains its bright reward.
O linger yet awhile, and mine will join thee.
I faint—1 diec— Beaufort, I follo‘w thee.

‘ [Faints.
Enter Cuara, Carvos, and other Servants sent by
Doricovurr.

Cla. Ohorror! horror! what a sight is this.
Help me to raise her.
LThey place.her in a chair.
Car. Alas! my master! .
Had but thy gallant spirit deign’d to listen
To what the voice of prudence whisper’d thee,
Thou hadst not thus lain low. 1lelp me, my friends,
To bear the body hence, and soon revenge
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Shall overtake the,deed. 1 was prepar’d
To have defended him ; but fate, so speedy,
Mock’d my precautions, and leaves naught but vengeance.
[ Erit Carlos with the body.
Theo. O heavens! where am I;?
Cla. Help! she yet lives, help!
Theo. 'Thou dost clude my grasp, image of death!
The hateful light again invades my eycs,
And memory wakens every scnsc of pain.
Ah, Clara, wherefore this officious aid ?
Leave me to die!
[After a pause, and looking round her, she exclaims]
Surely ’twas all a dream,
Some horrid fancy of the troubled mind,
And Beaufort lives. My husband is no anurderer !
Let us go sech him, Clara. Ah! whag’s this?
"Tis blood—’tis Beaufort’s blood! No,dcubtful vision,
But dreadful confirmation.  Clara, look—
My husband’s sword has shed my brother’s blood!—
J am a murderer’s wife!
[She leans on Clara.
Cla. Alas! agam she faints.
Assist me to convey her to her chanber.

{ greut noise.
L]

Enter AxserM and Benrrranp, Officers of Justice,
Caxrvros and DoricourT.

Cur. Perform your orders— Ministers of Justice,
Seize on the murderer. Behold where blood,
Unjustly shed, cries out aloud for vengeance.
Dor. Fate, thou hast caught me. Slaves, stand off a
momeut ;
You have me in your toils. Yes, that way lies
Some glimmering of hope.—It must Be tried.—
Now lead me to my dungeon, though it prove
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Dreary and dark as ever fearful fancy

Pourtray’d to trembling guilt, I fear it not.

My wrongs are well aveng’d—that thought will lighten

A prison’s gloom, and smooth the pangs of death.

[Exit Doricourt, guarded.

L}

. ——— R —
END OF ACT 1L

—— e <—



ACT I1I1.

SCENE 1.— Doricourt’s House.
Enter CLARA and ANSELM.

Cla. Alas! what scenes of complicated woes
Have these sad eyes beheld!
Ans. Whence art thou come ?
Cla. Commanded by my mistress, I had been
To seek our master in the gloomy prison;
And, as returning, near the city gates,
I met the long procession of a funeral,
I heard on every side the name of Beaufort
Breath’d forth in piteous accents: then, enrag’d,
The crowd cried out for vengeance upon Doricourt,
The murderer of his friend, the base assassin !
I madec slow way through the impeding throng;
When suddenly was heard a voice from far
In piercing sounds exclaim, ¢ O stay your haste,
And take another mourner to your train.”
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The multitude respectfully gave way, .
When there appear’d to my astonish’d eyes
The Duke of Longueville.
His hoary head, blanch’d by the hand of Time,
His noble mien, commapding veneration,
Hush’d the spectators to attentive silence,
Whilst he, with frantic grief, bewail’d the dcad.
¢ Son of my age,” he cried, *“ unhappy youth !
“ So lov’d, so honor’d, and so <arly lost;
¢« O fromn those skies, where siow eminron’d in bliss
< Thy spirit dwells, look down, look down to carth,
“ And pardon me, thy foul unnatural murder.
¢ Alike destructive to the sire and son
“ Have been my race accurs’d. () generous spirits,
¢ Can ye pardon them ?”’
How felt each bosom for his weight of sorrow!
1 fear’d to mett Lis cyes, and hasten’d homeward,
But heard behind me long repeated tumults.
The multitude was rais’d to maddening fury ;
And now they guard in crowds the prison doors,
Lest Doricourt attempt to fly from justice.
Anselm, be thou at hand. Perhaps the Duke
May seek his daughter; and his rage 1 dread.
Enter Tneobpora.

Theo. Did 1 not entering, or ‘my cars deceiv'd me,
Hear thee say something of the Duke, good Clara ?

Cla. Madam (hesitating.)

Theo. Nay, do not hesitate to tell me all ;
All evil is indifferent to me now.
Rage on, tempestuous fate ! like some tall rock
That rears its head amidst the foaming main,
Methinks I stand, and vainly howls the storm,
The thunders roar, the lightnings dart in vain,
"Wor can the mounting waves which cope with heaven
Westroy what mocks their fury ; ’tis alone
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That sudden shoch to natur.e, pent up fires
" Cause in their bursting forth, that can produce
Destruction instant, total and prodigious !
Thus ’s that last great shock to human nature,
"The stroke of death alone can conquer me.
Then, Clara, fearless tell me all thou know’st,
What thou canst say, will Hut encrease the stormn,
Thou hast no power to end it.
Cla. Madam, [ saw the Duke.
Theo. » Yc heavenly powers !
Hast thou then seen him, Clara? scen my father ?
What brought him hither ? didst thou see him near ¢
Saw’st thou the furrows in his reverend cheeks,
Caus’d by the tears for Theodora’s loss ?
Did he behold thec ? did he speak to thee?
Hast thou not brought me some few woids of comfort ?
Cla. Madam, I fear’d to meet his lonks;and therefore
Came quickly home to give you timely notice ;
Methinks 1 hear—
Theo. Al whither shall 1 fly ?
It is his well-known voice, and my struck heart
Shrinks withering fiom the sound! sapport me, Clara.
inter the DukE.
Vengeance, my daughter—yes, I call thee daughter !
Again these lips pronounce the once-lov'd name,

These arms agaiu shall press thee to my hosom,
So thou but minister to my revenge !
Theo. My father!
And is it given me once more to behold
Thy face, my father ? do I hear thy voice?
And, when 1 kncel thus humbly at thy feet,
Wilt thou not spurn me from thee ?
Dute. Never ! never!
Say thou but wish a parent’s love regain’d, 4
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And it is thine again—is thine for ever !,
Theo. O rapturous idea ! hasten Clara,
And hither bring my child, his innocence
And cherub smiles, will make my pardon sure.
Duke. What child ?
Theo. Your Theodora’s.
Duke. , Hah ! the child
of Doricourt —
My curses on it.
Theo. Curse it noé, my fatior!
Curse not the innocent-——on me, on me,
Pour out your deadlicst hate ; but spare an infant,
Who has not, cannot, have offended you.
Dule. Rouse not my stified rage! awhile ’tis lull'd,
But will destroy thee in its waken’d fury ;
Answer me calmly—art thou not my child ?
Theo. [weepingd 1 am, yct wish I nc’er had scen the

light. )

Duke. Would thou hadst never been the wife of Dori-
court.

Theo. Oh that I never had !

Dutke. Dost thou say so ?

Then be again my child, and usc the power
Kind fate has given thee to resume thy freedom :
Comc to my arms ; no more the 'wife of Doricourt,
Certain destruction hovers o’er his head,
Then leave hum to his fate——
Theo. Leave whom ?
Duke. A wretch who has beguil'd thee to thy ruin.
Theo. The father of my child!
Duke. Thy spirits =cem bewilder’d, call them home ;
Reflect on what thou art, and who 1 am,
A wretched, injur'd, supplicating parent.
_ @heo. 1 am the unhappy wife of Doricourt !
"'T®e miserable mother of his child !
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You—my offended, and beloved parent !
*I have recall’d to me my scatter’d spirit-,
They aid me, thus adjured, boidly to answer ;
What justice dictates to me shali be done :
Hope nothing further. N
Duke. That gives all 1 hope,
Justice brings vengeance on the offender’s head.
Theo. "Tis fit offcuders suffer, very fit ;
But for the present spare me further converse ;
To-morrow’s sun— ’
Duke. Oh may its glorious beams
Light me to my revenge, my great revenge !
The arm of Justice lifted for destruction,
Tremble, thon wretched Doricourt! 1epent
Thy savage guilt, and make thy peace with heaven.
My hate pursues thee not beyond the grave.
[ The scene closes.

SCENE,IL—4 all

Euter THEODORA disguised, CLARA and 2 Man with a
dark lanthern.

Cla. Madam, ’tis now the hour.

Theo. "Tis well ;
Give me the key and here wait my return.
Friend, I am ready.

Cla. Have you then no fear ?

Theo. Believe me, no~—tis banish’d from my bosom. ..
When duty calls, fear should be thrown aside.
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I go to sce, and sooth a suﬁ'c;-ing husband ;

And duty steels my heart against all fear.

When we act right, we secm invincible ;
‘Aund whether in a dungeon damp and drear,

Or though envelop’d in night’s darkest shades,

The soul disdains such outward circumstance—

By virtue’s light illumin’d, sh¢ can change

A prison to a paluce, night to day.

[Eveunt.

. §'CENE L. — Prison.

Doricourt ™ Chains.

Dor. O no, she dares not come ; the hope was vain,
And vaiuner still all hope my life to save
By her interposition ; will she witness
To her own guilt, to save a hated husband ?
I’ll think no more of her, a shallow woman!
Who hoped a husband’s love wou'd last for ever.
But to awake her from her dream of bliss,
Lavinia, fair, seducing charmer come !
Her charms will gild t_is dark and loathsome cell,
And blest with her I’ll count each minute years,
And so have lived beyond the age of man,
E’en though 1 die to-morrow! yct she comes not—
O what can_thus deiain thee, my Lavinia ?
Sure some ill fortune keeps thee from thy lover,
And now thy soul is sickening with impatience,
Counting with anger every tedious moment,
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Lre thou canst fly to thy beloved Doricourt—
* She comes! she comes !
[Enter Tnneonora and GAoLER.]
Hah ! Theodora here !

Theo. Yes, Doricourt—beholdsthy wretched wife.

Dor. [sullenly] I thought you would not come.

Theo. Fear'd you or hop;d you that I would not come *
O miserable man! thy guilty fires .
Shot sparkling from thy eyes, meaning to hail
Another visitor when I approuch’d thee :
Yet trust me, Doricourt, in such an hour,
So circumstanc’d, enchain’d, imprison’d,
A victim ready for the blow of justice,
The loose companions of thy wanton riots
Vainly thou hop’st to see : 'tis fricndshiponly,
Friendship—that ever constant, ever truz,
Forgiving and forgetting every fault, .
That in the hour of woe dares not forsake thee ;
But thinking, as thou saidst, I would not come,

Why didst thou send ?

.

Dor. I wish'd to save my life.
Theo. And by what means?
Dor. By thine.

Theo. O spirit of the, murder’d Beaufort, hear !
Dor. Give o’er thy adjuration and hear me :
The law, I know, has power to take my life,
And if thou interpose not, death is certain.
Thy husband dies for having kill’d thy lover!
Tell me, how sounds that sentence in thine car -
Theo. Most horrible !
Dor. Consider farther still—
Thy child—
Theo. O what of him?
Dor. Isrender’d, and for ever, poor and infamous.
Yor. L Rej. Th. No. III. X
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Confiscated must be my wreck of fortune,
And thou wilt still be deem’d a guilty creature.
O glorious hecatomb to Beaufort’s shade !
Life, fame, and fortune, innocence and guilt !
Theo. [aside.] Too true is all he says; assist me heaven !
Yes, let me suffer—only I will suffer.
Say, for L comprehend thy meaning now,
If thou couldst value life at such a price.
To thrive by means of others’ infamy,
Gives but an odious privilege to breathe
A few short years, perhaps, for death will come,
Aud then he comes terrific, doubly arm’d,
To kill at once the body and the soul.
Dor. [aside.] (How her words shake me! if I struggle
not, ‘
"The victory will be hers ; and O lLavinia,
1 ne’er shall ste shee more!) Art thou decided ?
Or if thou waver'st, think upon ‘thy child
What thou wilt suffcr when thine eyes behold him
A little beggar, wandering through the streets,
A prey to cold and hunger—think of this,
And use the means, yet in thy power, to save him.
There is no law to punish just revenge :
Confess thy guilt, nor crown 1t by my death.
Theo. Ah! hapless 'Theodora! wheresoe’er
I turn my eyes, disgrace and sorrow wait me !
Dor. Think that t~-morrow is the dreadful day :
Must weall perish ?
Theo. No: I have resolved!
My mind, though wcak and trembling, is determin’d.
Expect me at the t.1al, Doricourt; till then,
Unhappy man, farewell ! -
[Exit Theodora
Dor. A thousand pangs
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Storm this distracted bosom ! Can we wear

A steady countenance, when guiltiness

Hangs heavy on our conscious, trembling souls ?
Sure, guilt must ever tremble as I did,

When shrinking from the ]ightnil;g, of her eye.
O! I remember when 1 woo’d her first,

Aund gawn’d, by treachery, the tempting prize,
Her brow majestic, and her piercing aspect,
Made me oft fear and tremble in her presence.

"['is now an hour, and more, since Bertrand left me ;
Though wrapt in anxious wishes for his coming,
And doubting what the future may bring forth,

Yet 1 will woo thee, sleep, to my embraces.
Oft-times, O partial power! thou art implor'd

In vain, on beds of down; yct, on the .('ouch,
Where miscry rests, vouchsaf’st a friendly wisit.

On yonder struw, just spread for my repose,

[ll try to find it--and should 1 succeed

For what may come, 1 shall be more prepar'd.
Friend, when my servant comes, conduct him to me.

[ Doricourt retires, aud the scene closes.

SCENE. Doricourt’s House.

Enter TuEODORA from the Prison.

Theo. [lays the key on the table.] Safe I've regain’d
my dwelling, hark !—what noise !

Duke. [without.] Tell me which way? by heaven! I'll
follow her!
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[Enters with CLaRA.
O there thou art, thou scandal to my blood !
Where hast thou been?

Theo. "To visit the distrest.
Duke. Thy husband lfas had power to draw thee to
him,

Trinmphant still o’er me: O apt disguise:
"T'o hide ignobletactions! Was a prison
A seemly place for Longueville’s fair daughter ?
Yes, yes; her dainty limbs were not asham'{
To couch them in a dungcon with a lover !
Ah! then thou lov’st him still ? T thought thee cur'd.
Deceitful Theodora !
Theo. O spare, my Lord !—spare that reproachful
word!
Deceitful 1 am not"; but very wretched !
And through the gloom of my surfounding fate,
No ray of ligit breaks forth that guides to comfort.
To-morrow, will my husband be aceus’d,
"Tried, and condenn’d, pethaps to instant death !
O agonizing thouglit: —
Duee. No! ’tis a gloious thought !
Art thou so tame ? is there no spamh of five
Lodg’d in thy soul, to light it up, tmveogeaner,
Both for thy wrongs and mine ?
Theo. Aund must vengeance
Predominate o’er mercy in ons hosoms ?
In human bosoms! O “tis like the fiends,
To usc our power to work another’s woe !
Are we not taught forgivencssr Oy father!
Think of the joys we feel when we forgice.
Dule. Fond, foolish womau!— buse, degenerate
daughter !
Vain are thy weak regrets ; for learn fram me,
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[tis not in thy power to forgive,
More than as Christiaus we are bound to do.
Thy husband’s life is forfeit to the laws.
The evidence is strong and clear Jagainst him ;

And whether thou appear or not,—he dies !
[ Exeunt.

END OF ACT 1.

AR~ —ap—



ACT .1V

SCENE 1. Tht Prison.

DoricourT rises from his bed of straw and come:
Sorecard.

In feeble glimmerings through yon dismal grating,

As if reluctant entering this dire dwelling !

The morning’s dawn once more salytes my cyes:
Whether they ever may behold m'n()lher,

Who reads the book of fate alone can tell !

A gloomy horror weigh: my spirits down :

The awful hour approaches when the sentence

Of death immediate may be pass’d upon me.

Death and the grave I understand, and dread not ;
But there is something that I fear to think of ;—
Something about a judgment after death,

Which Churchmen talk of, and which I have scoff’d at.
Should there be what they say—but hence these thoughts !
"The few short hours 1 yet may have to boast
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« Must not be wasted : hasten my Lavinia,
And bless me with thy presence.
[Enter a gaoler and BErRTRAND.]
Bertrand, welcome !
Since I dispatch’d thee it has seem’d an age,—
How now !, thou look’st aghast ! before this time
Hast thou ne’er seen a pris‘ou? never visited
A friend in chains ? often, I warraut you——.
Thy friendships have not laiy among the righteous.
Cheer up and speak ; what news from my Lavinia ¢
Ber. Alas! I fear to speak the news I bring.
Dor. Ah!} what!—thou fear’st to speak !
Hast thou not seen Lavinia as I bid thee ?
Ber. [hesitating.] Yes, 1 have scen her, sir—
Dor. Yil]ain, be quick --
Say she is well, or thou hast spoke thy last.
Ber. O she is well—
Dor. *Tis false, ’tis false, I know she’s sick with grief.
Her gentle soul, affectionate and true,
Feels doubly for her Doricourt’s hard fate.
Didst thou not find her drooping, quite o’erwhelin’d,
Alldrown’d in tears? O she is sick with grief,
Or long ere this my love had flown to me :
Perhaps she sickens e'en<o death : O heavens!
And I am thus detain’d, thus vilely held.
Fly, Bertrand, fly, seek every help to save her.
Why dost thou stand thus like a fool, an ideot ?—
But soft—perhaps she sent some tender message—
I am to blame, my violence affrights thee.
Tell me what said my love?
Ber. She spoke not to me.
Dor. Oheavens! the horrid news o’ercame her quite :
And didst thou leave her in that state, barbarian ?
Fainting, perhaps expiring, coldly leave her,
And come to torture me with worse than madness!
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Ber. Sir, 1 would speak, but still ym;r eagcr haste
Forbids by interruption ; give me time
And I will faithfully relate the truth:

I found your mistress wi.th your friend the Marquis.

Dor. My friend! 1 had almost forgottenhim ;
For mighticr love still triumphs over friendship.
What said he to thy story ? wefl I know
His generous, friendly, sympathising spirit :

He meant, no doubt, to lead,Lavinia hither.
Prisons affright not those whom love and friendship
Incite to kindness.—

Ber. Ah, my dearest master,
How much you are deceiv’d! no longer boast
The Marquis is your friend, or in Lavinia
Hope to behold a mistress kind and true.

Dor. Villain ! Jyar!

Ber. I am not'a lsar.

Sir, I entrcat you to hear out my story,

And then bestow your anger where *tis duc .
"The Marquis bids me say he pitics you,

And will console Lavinia in your absence ;

Who smil’d, aud call’d him charitable friend.
Then from her finger drew a sparkling diamond,
And saying ’twas no longer valued by her,

Gave it to him, which quick he toss’d away,
Scorning, he said, t’ accept th’ ill-omcen’d bauble.
But he directed me to bear it back

To its first owner; and lest any doubt

Should arise it was not willingly return’d,
Within a written paper they enclos’d it,

Signing it gaily both, and bid me witness

"T'was not done on compulsion, su dismiss’d me.
This is the paper, sir.

Dor. Behold the price and proof of perfidy !
It was the gift that won her ta my arms;
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« And here to sink me deeper in perdition
Are both their names—damnation! fiends!
“ Your once fond mistress and your once true friend
“ Bid you adicu for ever.” Tortyre ! madness !
So young a sorceress to be perfidious !
He call’d me friend! O fo:‘ a moment’s freedom
‘To scarch them out, to drag them forth to shame ;
The wealth of worlds I gladly would bestow
To purchase one short hour of liberty !
"Tell me, good man, is it impossible ?
Thou shalt attend me, I will not escape.
Take all the gold I have.—Thou shak’st thy head:
But sometimes gaolers are compassionate.
Gao. I must perform my duty, sir, whizhis
To keep you here : you cannot stir from Lenee.
Dor. O had’st thou ever known the joys of love,
Or felt thy soul tortur’d with jealous paugs,
Thou wouldst compassionate a fellow sufferer.
But prisons and their keepers are alike,
Gloomy, impenctrable, made for mischief.
Fellow, begone! come not within my grasp,
Or I shall tear thee piecemcal : off, vile chains;
Detested bonds, more terrible than death.
Sunk in the grave I may'forget my wrongs,
But whilst the power of waking thought remains,
"Twill be employ’d on subjects dire and hateful.
My brain is all onfire ; my senses fail me:
Ah'! ’tis Lavinia in a rival’s arms
That I bchold escaping from my glance
Inyon dark corner; O but to reach them!
Bertrand, assist me—
Ber. Sir, be more compos’d.
Dor. The sun has not twice circled round the globe
Since it beheld her hangmig on my neck,
Striving with fond caresses to detain me;
And uttering vows of everlasting love.
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O strong she wove her web with wily art
Insnaring to destroy !
Yet now she scorns me, riots with my rival,
And jests at the misfortynes she has caus’d.
Yes, dire enchantress, "twas thy fatal arts
That syren-like entic’d me, 6l I listen’d
With pleasure to thy notes of calumny,
Which sounded still the downfal of my honor.
With art malignant thou powstravedst thvself;
Daul’d d’er the picture with thy own foul vices,
Then plac’d it in my view as Theodora’s.
O I begin to feel! daggers are herc! [striking his breast.
If, Theodora, thou art innocent,—and such
"Thy seeming ever was I must confess,
What then is Doyicourt £

Guo. The coprt is sitting, and the judges wait ;
Take off the prisoner’s fetters, *

Dor. Now then fate,
Thou soon decid’'st for me: O power resistless '
If thou by nioital prayer art to be mov'd,
Reject not my petition ; ’tis to live
But one short day, I ask not lengthen’d years.
Give me but time to compass my desigin,—
A momentary respite from cohfinement,
And Doricourt aveng'd, shall die with joy.

[ Exeunt.

, SCENE 1II. A court of Justice.

Judges, Secrctaries, Attendants ; the Duk e and CARLOsS.
[ Doricourt is brought in.]
Judge. Briug in the prisoner. Unhappy man,
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Y.ou stand arraign'd for murder. Hadst thou weigh'd
Th’ enormous magnitude of such a crime,

Thy trembling hand had fail’d to perpetrate

Thy bloody purpose, and had stopt suspended,
Whilst the arresting voice of pow’rfu.l nature

Had sav’d thee from the base, uimatural deed ;

TFor as ’tis baseness thus to steal av ay
What by no humau art can be restor’d,

So is the crime of murder mosf unnatural,
Because we all are kindred, and one Father
Presides o’er all, who will demand of thee
"I'hy brother’s blood ; nor canst thou have to plead
Thou wast provok’d by passion, but didst coolly,
And with deliberate malice, lay a snare

.
T'o catch th’ unwary, aud to slaughter inngcence.
And, as’tis deem’d all such enormous crimgs
Demand hmediate chastisement, we therefore,
High Judges of this city, have decreed,
Ere four-aud-twenty hours are elaps’d,
T'o bring to trial eve}y great oftfender ;
That to the guilty punishment be speedy,
T'o strike the greater terror; or, if innocent,
They may, as such, be quicker justified.
We have examin’d variou$ witnesses,
Who all agree in proof that thou art guilty.
But there is yet another to be heard ;
Who has demanded leave to speak 1a court,
Which we have granted ; and if after that
There appear none to plead in thy behalf,
We shall proceed to sentence.

Duke. Noble Judges!
Great human arbiters of life and death!
I stand before you here, the most aggriev'd,
Most wretched being that <’er cricd for justice.
I had a daughter once! What facher’s heart
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Hearing these words, but adds his pa:lgs to mine ? .
1 boasted once a brave adopted son.
O dreadful retrospect! our joys, when past,
Serve but to doubly p.oint the present anguish.
For his lost children hear a father plead.
Judge. My Lord, we arc prepar’d to grant to all
What justice shall decrce. My Lord, proceed.
Dule. How bloom’d my daughter in her youthfal
charms, R
Delight of every cye, and pride of minc,
I dwell not on, for beauty’s gaudy flower
Blooms but to fade; it was her fairer mind
Aud noble soul, display’d from earliest years,
Render’d her worth inestimable.
Contending Lords sucd humbly for her favor,
To whom she sfill replied with modest grace,
That she depended on a father’s will.
She knew from infancy her hand decreed
A gift to Beaufort, for his father’s sake.
The youth I bred with anxious, tender care,
To merit the rich gift of Theodora,
And found my wishes answer’d to their height.
The time approach’d to perfect my desizn ;
All wore the face of gladness, ull‘prepar’d
"T'o hail the far-fam’d hero ; and my daughtcr
Seem’d to attend the hour in meek obedicnce.
“I'was he—that wretch-— vho with insidious arts
Seduc’d her from me, fill’d her timorous miud
With fears of Beaufort, spoke him rough aud fierce,
Merely the soldier, one who laugh’d at love,
And own’d no other motive than his intercst.
The poor deceiv'd, bewilder’d Theodora
"Thought Doricourt her friend, who thus had warn’d her.
Grateful she thank’d, and soon she pitied him,
For endless love he swore, and endless sorrow.
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His specious mannets triumph’d, and he stole her,
Like a base robber, in the dead of night.

O fatal, fatal theft of peace and glory !

Tor, soon awaken’d from her blissful drcam,

My child bewail'd her peace and glary lost.

His purpose gain’d, unmask’d her husband stood,
And, wanting nobleness of méud to value,

As it deserv’d, the tieasure he had stolen, ¢

In a shart space grew tir'd, and threw it from him :
Aud with the meanest reptiles ihat defile
The face of nature, shap’d in human forms, *
Grew prodigal alike of fame and fortunc.
Remorseless villain! was it not enough
‘I'o have despoil’d me of a Theodora,
But thou must exercise thy hellish arts
Against my other sole remaining child, *

“I'o whom thou ow’dst a thpusand thousand favors?
My Lords, with 1age and gricf ncarly o’ercome,

[ must cut short the rest.

1 know ere this his wife had wanted bread,

His child a home to shield its shiveriug limbs,

Aud he himself by his relentless creditors

Been dragg'd to prison, there to pine out life.

But for his friend; and yst this friend he slew
List’ning to syren arts, he nurs’d suspicion

In his black breast till it o’ercame control ;

His heart, to virtue dead, dar’d to impute
Unworthy motives to the best of actons:
Between his wife and Beaufort fram’d a meeting,
Pretended absence : but with devilish conouing
Skilful to wark the ruin of himself,

Stole on the unsuspecting and unarm’d,

And iu his benefactor’s bosom plung’d his sword.
For this black deed, my Lords, I claim your justice,
And life for life e'en Henven itself ordains.
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Judge (to Doricourt). Hearest théu not what has been
urg’d against thee?
Answer, unhappy man. If thou canst plead
Aught to defend thee, speak ; thou shalt be heard.
Dor. I have no fritnds—I am by all forsaken.
He that T kill'd had merited to die;
He wrong'd me, and *twas thercfore I destroy’d him.
Dule. O adst thou proof to offer of that wrong,
These lips should be the first to « all thee guiltless.
But thou beliest my child, ‘and blott'st « fame
Bright as-he azure of unclouded heaven.
O hear him not, ye venerable Judges.
Judge. My Lord, we stain not with the least suspicion
The fame of Doricourt’s fair wife. It avails not
To lengthen out the trial : every circumstance
Is clear against 'the prisoner; all is ended;
Unless he has $ome witness to, produce
Who can deliver aught in his behalf.
Knowst thou of any?

Dor. I expected one,
But find my hopes deceiv’d.
Judge. . Let it be cried

Aloud in court, if any one can speak
In favor of the prisoner, let himeanswer.

Cryer. If any one can show cause why sentencc may not
immediately be proncunced, let them speak.

Judge. There answers none.

People. Give back—make way—
Room for the prisoner’s witness.

[Enter TuEoDpORA and CLARA, both in mourning.]

Dor. It is my wife!
Duke. O heavens,’tis Theodora !
Judge. Keep silence all.

Theo. My Lords, in humbleness 1 bow me down,
And reverently acknowledge your high judgments.
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I bither come to plead a husband’s cause.

* Duke. To plead for Doricourt !
Dor. To plead for me!
Judge. Lady, few words are needful. Thus it stands :

If, when your husband slew thé nohle Beaufort,

He but aveng'd his wrongs, he is not guilty.
Theo. I am content you tijink me what you please.

Guilty I am~but— .
Duke. O she 1s most innocent.

He hath entangled her in som¢ vile snare.

She speaks not plainly.  Villan, clear her fams.

O speak again, my daughter. .
Theo. 1 have spoken.

If not too late to save a husband’s life,

I'm satisfied. .
Judge. Break up the court, and set the prisoner free.
Dor. O unexpected blessing, boundles transport !

My Lords, I give you thanks. For you, Lord Duke,

Receive again your daughter. 1 renowuce her.

She’s a strange mixture of deceit and goodness.

All hell is here—'tis fit she come not near it.

[ Eait Doricourt.

[The Judges all go off the stage ; the Duk & comes for-
ward, as does 'Tnropora, whone CLARA supports ;
he is wrapt up in g/oom;; silence, with arms folded, and
eyes bent to earth.  After a struggle with herself for
composure, TueoporA looks fearfully ut the Duke,
and at lust speaks.]
Theo. May 1 yet call you by the name of father?
Duke. My daughter guilty —Doricourt escap'd!

O heavy evils both ! Is there no remedy ?

There can be none, since Theodora’s false,

And Beaufort’s once fair fame is foully tainted.

Thou seeming prodigy of perfect goodness,

The coldest icicle, the new-fall’n snow,
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1s but as was thy fame. ‘

What is it now ? and dar’st thou hope for shelter ?

Scom'd by the world, rejected by thy husband !

Are these the pleasto gain thee my protection ?
Theo. Alas! except, for dcath, I have no hope;;

My only refuge lies in his cold arms,

Where, when 1 sink to rest, u father's heart

May pity ong, who can no more offend him.
Duke. Aud dost thou think thv death will cnd my shame *

Will not thy deeds survive * a vile meiaorial,

Which to the dust will humble these grey hairs,
Theo. O be they rather crown’d with length of days ;

And Ileaven, in mercy, teach you to forget

You cver had a daughter. My weak heart

Begins to sink bencath the dreadful conflict.

Farewell, my Lard—1I take a long farewcl],

Yet there may come a time —but not on earth—

When, before Heaven’s high impartial throne,

Your Theodora, clear'd of all disguise,

Aud cleans'd by sufferings and by penitence,

May boldly challenge a dear father's Tove.

EXND OF ACT' N



ACT V.

SCENE I.— Doricourt’s House.
Enter THEODORA and CLARA.

Theo. Ye walls, that oft have echoed my sad sighs,
Scenes of continued, various miserics,
To take my everlasting leave I come.
Your once-acknowledg’d tistress is an outcast.
Why dost thou weep, kind Clara? Not to me
Should soft compassion’s tears and sighs be given:
I have deserv’d my fate, and hail its horrors.
Yet will officious memory represent
How chang’d each circumstance since Theodora
First enter'd hither, as the wife of Doricourt :
Exulting joy led on my careless steps,
Triumph’d throughout, and brighten’d all around ;
I hop’d the bliss was lasting as *twas great;
But Hope, a beauteous phantom, pictures fair,

Vor. I.  Re.Th. No.IIL
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Each scetie of future life; with mimic dyes
She tinges every thought, like Sol's bright ray
When folling on the dew-bespangled mead;
The radiaut tints, fair as the morn is fair,
Strike the beliolder’s eye with pleastng wonder,
But with the shightest touch cach bubble bursts,
Sparklcs no more, and vanishes in air.
So fares it with our earthly happiness ;
T'is but the dew-drop of a suramer’s morning;
Which, if it ’scape the hand of early violence,
Is, by the *q'uick-succeeding uoon-tide heat,
Dried up, and seen no more.
inter ANSELM.
Auns. Madam, I come
I'o execute commands, heard with regret,
Aud scarce wmy fyltering tongue knows how to speak them.
'T'heo. I'akcgcourage, Anselm—rfearless speak thy orders.
Obedicnce is not more thy task' than minc.
Where hast thou left thy master ¢
Ans. Fuiious, wild,
Breathing forth vows of vengeance, he is flown
To seek out his perfidious friend and mistress.
Scarce found bie time to say, ¢ Anselm, be goue;
¢ Haste to my house, bid Theodora thence.”
Sorrowing I homeward came! Madum, alas!
My comprehension is too mean to fathomn
The depth of this sad business ; but I here
Devote the scanty 1emnant of my days
T'o serve my imocent and injur'd mistress ;
Y or such she surely is,
Cla. O doubt it not.
There is soine mystery when vice thus triumphs.
But, Anselm, thou and I will nc’er forsake lier.
Theo. No, my kind friends, ye both must here remain.
An infant’s welfare claims thy tender cares, (Lo Clara.)
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) And never, Anselrh, did thy wretched master
More need thy faithful service than at present.
1t is impossible his dream can last,
Horrid it is; such as in fev'rish illness
Many have often known, and’known how grateful,
When wak'd from troubled sleep, ’tis to behold
A friend at hand to soothe wnd cherish them.
Clara, thou hast not yet perform’d my bidding.
Say to each kind domestic, ’ns my wish
I may depart unseen. .
1 know their friendly hearts ; but mine, just now,
Needs no new anguish, and their grateful sorrow
Would overcome me quite. When thou hast finish’d,

Attend me in my chamber.
[Exit Theodora.

Ans. Alas! that I should live to sce tltis day!
Where will our mistress seek out an asylut?

*Tis not threc years since these glad eyes beheld her
The joy of every heart, belov’d, ador’d,

Her very footsteps bless'd, for she was ever

Most kind and pious ; yet I well remember

Some whispers ran, that her proud father’s anger
Would reach, in time, her heart. ’

Cla. m Aye, there it lies;
"Tis that has work’d out all this dreadful mischief.
Against a parent’s will she wedded Doricourt;

And rarely, Anselm, do such matches prosper.

His fascinating manners charm’d the eye

Of inexperienc’d and ill-judging youth,

And Theodora left a father’s arms,

Renounc’d his blessing, tarnish’d her own glory,
And all to gratify a short-liv’d passion.

Ah! little think the gay and youthful fair ones,
When forming in their minds bright scenes of bliss,
What clouds may rise to overcast the scene.
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.
Yetheaven-inflicted ills are light, to thbse
That follow fast upon our erring steps—
Useless regret, and painful, deep repentance—
For couscience, when offenged, knows no mercy.
Heavens! ’tis the Dulee I ste. Anselm, retire.
I will abide lus coming ; aud who knows
But pity may bave soften’d his rough spuit.
. [ Lxit Anseln. Clara retires.
Enter Duar.
Duke. Why have ['w ander’d to this hated dwelling
Dost thoutyet hope to triumph, pow’rful nature ¢
No, uo; my heart is stecl’d, it bids defiance
L'en to thy insphations.  All I seck,
In following thus the wite of Doricourt,
(Never again my lips shall name her otherwise),
Is but once motte to load her with reproaches.
Cla. (advanting.y My Lord, Ihope in pity you come
hither
To save your daughter from the last despair.
Duke. Let her despair and die. Tt matters not
How soon those lose their lives who lose their virtue.
Cla. O there is something that to human eyes
Appears impenctrable, wonderful !
Time may unfold the tiuth. Alas! my Lord,
Guilty she cannot be.  *Tis not at once
The mind ¢’er falls from virtue.  Though she lefi
A father’s house unblest yet disobedicnce
Has been her only fault.
Dute. Thou art her agent,
And every act unruly passions lead to
Was ever sure to mec* thy mean assistance.
How dar’st thou palliate such enormous guilt :
Flas not her voice proclaim’d it, whilst the crowd
Heard, wonder-struck, the criminal confession ?
O let me haste and shroud me in some desert,
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p
, Where through the' dark thick gloomn 1o eve may pierce,
No voice intrude to break the soleni stillness :
There let me drag out what I’ve left of life,
Forget the world and all I ongye posse .
Cla. O go not thus! upm[
Duke. Off, wretched woman,
T'bink not to stay me by thy paltry arts,
Let go thy hold, or I will dash thee from mt.
Cla. Your Theodora! see her once again ;
A few short moments, ere she die of grief.
Assist me, Anselm, (enter Anselm) help me to detain
him. ’
Dule. Thus, then, 1 shake thee, like a reptile, ofi—
Hah, fellow ! what would’st thou?
Ans. My Lord, there’s one without desires to see you,

my Knees—

On an affair, he says, of highest moment®

Duke. Tell him I come. Well may’st thou weep, vile

woman :
Thou hast long scores to quit with angry heaven—
Adultery ! murder ! swell the dread account,
I'o which thy name stands fix’d as an accomplice.
Go, say to her, whom once 1 call’d my daughter,
"I'hat if she can restore the dead to life,
And from her fame wipe the foul blots away,
I may forgive, till then my curses on her.
[Erit Duke.

Cla. Great heavenly power! thou that read’st the heart
Alone, wilt judge, and cver lov’st to pardon,—-
A father’s unweigh’d curse decides not thee.

Enter Thronora.

Theo. Clara, methought I heard my father’s voice,
In angry loud debate—is he then gone ?

Cla. Madam, I tried, but vainly, to detain him ;
Perhaps he fear’d to see you, lest your grief,
Might tempt him to forgiveness.
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Theo. I have nodonger hopes of his forgiveuess,
For all is lost except my hopes in heaven.
Hast thou fulfill’d my orders, is ali finished ¢
1 feel impatient to begin my ,journey,—
The path before me now lies\plain, direct,
And little time will serve me to perform it:
O! to attain that home my bosem pants for.
Cla. Alas, «ahat home ? your looks speak dreadful
calmness.
Theo. That home we all are destin'd to, the grave.
Start not, for canst thou think 1 wish to live ¢
Or, if 1 were so mean, <ould it be possible ?
Deem’st thou within this breast a heart so hard,
Thak it resists the doubly pontted dart,
Thrown by a parent’s and a husband’s hand ?
Or that the murder of the noble Beaufort
Weighs not my spirits down ? ngr loss of fame,
Which 1 have late sustain’d, though innocent ?
And for the last and woist of every evil,
Doom’d to cternal absence from my child !
O rightly said, that grief but seldom kills,
Since I have,borne such heavy griefs, yet live.
Clara, 1 waste the time in weak complainings 3
Know then, I bend my melancholy.steps,
‘T'o seek kind shelter in the neighbouring couvent.
'T'he Abbess has consented to receive me
In memory of a long and steady friendship,
Between her and my mother—farewell, Clara.
My friend thou long hast been, continue such,
Nor think thy mist.ess would presume to ask
‘The friendship of the vi tuous, did she know
Herself an alicn from biight Virtue’s empire ;
Thy hand, my Clara—may kind heaven preserve thee.
[Going out, meets the Duke.
Duke. Return, return, my fair, afflicted daughter.
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leeo. Good heavens ! what words wgre those ?
" Duke. Know’st thou to guard thy heart against sur-

prise ? ,
Theo. O mock me not, my Lord ; declare your mean-
ing— i,

My soul, impatient, sickens at delay,
My husband may return— |,

Luter BERTRAND. R
Ber. O horror ! horror!
T'heo. Whence this new alartn ?
- l. -
Ber. He is expiripg,

My murdered master.
Dul:e. Mysterious powers ! when wﬂl thy wonders end !

Thy master murder’d, say’st thou!? speak, by whom ?

My bosom has its fecars, kind fate avert them.

Ber. Torth from the court he rush’d with furious haste,

To scek Lavinia and his treacherous friend,

Whom soon, alas, he found ; ; and entering ficreely

The chamber where they rioted secure ;

Loudly declar’d his purpose of revenge,

Then aim’d a despcerate blow, but his rais’d arm

Lavinia caught, and gave her favorite time

To reach his sword, and plunge it in the breast

Of my unhappy waster :, I had follow’d

Ilis steps with swiftest speed, but came too late

To save him from the stroke ; it was these arms

Receiv’d him, blceding, ere he fell to earth,

And in a faint, expiring voice he order'd

He might be hither borne ere life forsook him.

Behold he comes.

Doricourt is brought on in a chair, the stage is filled with
servants and other spectators, who had accompanied
him.

Dor. Gently! O I am lost!—there, set me down ;

Heaven grauta little time, if not in mercy.
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To such a wretch.as I am, y’et in justice
To those whom I have injur'd; Noble Duke—
[the Duke goes out.
Alas, he’s gone ! living, I pwn, his hate
I richly bave deserv’d,dut tow, in death,
I hop’d his pardon. Theodora, thou
Hast been more injur’d, canst thou pardon me ¢
Theo. O be: thou sure of my forgiveness, Doricourt,
Nay more, of pity and returning i .ve,
So thou repent thy injurics.' Great Heaven
Propitious hear my prayer! O shorten not
His moments of repertance, let him live ;
Or, if offended Justice claim a victim,
My life I offer in exchange for his.
Dor. Kind, Eenerous Theodora ! ’tis too late
I am become a convert to thy virtues;
To my astonisiéd ears, the wret::h Lavinia
Confess'd thy wondrous goodness, own’d "twas hate
Of merit s0 transcendant, that bad prompted
The tales she forg’d to blast thy spotless fame ;
Then pour'd out curses on me for believing,
With mean credulity, her slanderous falsehoods ;
And bade me cleanse my murderous hands from blood,
From a friend’s blood, an unoftengding friend.
O heavens ! methinks I hear her curses still.
Theo. Ah, Doricourt, forget the dreadful past.
Dor. 1mpossible, while nemory holds her seat !
And after this frail being is shook off,
What horrors worse than death I may encounter
Excitethe wish I still could linger here ;
But O! I feel ’tis vain, the blow is struck,
Eternal justice must be satisfied.
' [appears to faint.
Theo. Help, Clara, help, is there no hope to save him !
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Dor. [recovering.] All help is useless, and all hope is
vain ;

Death’s harbinger, a morentary calm,

Heaven grants in mercy : be yf witness all :—

I solemnuly declare my wife isinnocént.

O he I rashly slew deserv’d not death :

"Tis I alone am guilty ; pardén, pardon,

All ye whom I have wrong’d—but chiefly thou

T'o whom atonement cannot now be made,—

Blest spirit of the murder’d noble Beaufort! »

When we shall meet before the throne of heaveh,

O witness not against the soul of Déricourt!

My Theodora! injur'd saint, farewell!

My child too! but ’tis past, I can no more— [fuints.]
Theo. Alas! he’s gone! '

[She hides her face on his shoulder ; thé door opens, and
the Duke enters leading Beaufort, who with a pale
countenance and slow pace advances towards Theodora.
Al start—Clara screams, which rouses her mistress,
who lifting up her head sees Beaufort leaning on her
Jather, she clasps her hands in an agony of surprise, on
whick Doricourt, who had only faintegd, opens his eyes
and sees Beaufort and the Duke.]

Dor. Image of horros! wherefore art thou come ?

Ah! shield me, save me from him!

Theo. Sure ’tis some vision of my sickly brain,

No real form—

Duke. Yes, Theodora, ’tis the living Beaufort.

Thy husband’s sword fail’d to perform the deed

That perfidy had plann’d.

Theo. Now heaven be prais’d!

O cheer thee, Doricourt,—look up my pusband,

Behold he lives, and thou art not a murderer.

Dor. Let him not approach, he comes for vengeance :

His face is ghastly, and his cyeballs glare :
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Too sure [ murder'd him! o mercy, thercy !
Theo. Canst thou not speak, or art thou but a phamom?
O answer me ! !
Beau. 1 am no phantom but thy living friend,
Snatch’d from the jawsrof déath : 1 came to learn
"T'hy fate, thou matchless exceilence, and save
From farther cvils thy wnhappy husband,
Deceiv’d, he songht my life, but truth has reach’d him.
Dor. He speaks! it is his voice ' it is himself!
Tlow wert thou rescued from my slaughicring sword ?
Beau. *'was loss of blood that caus’d my sceming
death, .
And the mock funeral was contriv’d by Carlos,
Who fear'd some new attempt against his master.
1 heard notof the trial till "twas past.
Dor. 'T'he triad, aye l'—that brings to my remembrance
A doubt I would remove ; yet ’tis a small one,
Uuworthy nre to speak or her to answer.
Beau. O 1 conjure thee speak it.
Dor. [te his wife.] On the trial,
How to asperse thy fame couldst thou be tempted?
Theo. O save me from the horrid retrospection!
Yet to remove your doubt, I will confess
My evidence was all a studied hkehood
By sacred pity urg’d to save the life
Of Doricoutt, so iil piepar’d to die.
Could I, who thought hi~ oul was sunk in vice,
Toaded with black and unrepented sins,
Unpitying send him to that dread tribunal
From whence lies no appeal, and have the power
But not the will to save him from perdition ?
Light seem’d the earthly ruin { preferr’d
T'o the dire fall of an immortal soul !
Beau. O most heroic woman !
Dute. Noble daughter !
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, Tow few thy faulfs, how numerous thy virtues,
Liet all thy sex with boastful pride confess :
I glory in thee now: what, though the storin
Has bent thee low to earth, iis o’erpast :
The sun of truth dispels the Hout of ror,
And thy fair fame uplifts thee to the skies.
Dor. Tt is cnough, and ifow I yield to fate.
My wife is justified,—miy friend yct lives. *
Duke Longueville, thou wilt not now refuse
T'o shelter suffering virtue : O foget J
Wiongs that so heavily have been reveng’d : °
Beanfort may yet be all you once design’d him,—
Your daughter’s husband, and her child’s protector.
Wilt thou not, Beaufort, be the orphan’s friend ?
Theo. Alas! alas!
Beau. O Doricourt, *tis not thy death I wish.
Dor. Cheer then my parting moments with the promise
That thou wilt take my child to thy protection.
Beau. Behold to heaven thus solenanly I swear '—
Dor. Thou shalt not swear —I know thy noblc heart:
Thine too, my Thecdora :—now tis past-—
The bitterness of death! the emth recedes!
May heaven aceept my Jate though tiue repentance!
', Ldies.

?

t

R G
TIHE END.

i AR t——

<



NOTE OGN TIHHEODORA.

As our pnblication becomes knon n, the .tock of our
materials is qugmented, and the probability is enlarged that
every new number shall'be better than the preceding.  In
the present we are cnabled 10 introduce to the public a
female writer of no ovdinary genius.  Less philosophical
than Miss Baillie, and perbaps less endowed with imagin-
ation, she has cvinted, m the vogedy of I'nropora, the
possession of, at*least, equal elegunce of fecling, and of
the power of exeiting plthetic commiseration.  We do
not assert that she 1s a womm of equad tlents, because
we lune not yet the means of justituting any compaiisop
between them.  Miss Baillie s published volumes, and
this tragedy is, we understand, the first which this lady has
presented to the public.  But we do not hesitate to suy
that no single picce, cither in - < fhe Series of Plays on
the Passions,” or in the ¢ Miscellaneons Dranais,” of
Miss Baillie, howcver much they may exedd Tneopnora
m flights of fimey, Is sup. rior to it in interest.  IF we
could bring forward no other play than this pathetic trag-
edy, we would consider the ohject of onr publication
attained, aud assert that we had demonstrated, beyond
contradiction, that it is not the dramatic penius of the
nation which is to blame, for the inferiority of the new
exhibitions on the stage, but something m the system of
management at the theatres.  This piece has been fifteen
years in the hands of the plavars!
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The characters ars conceived with considerable force—
that of Theodora in particular is a fine combination
of the Lcauties of Myrs. Beverley in the Gamester,
and of Belvidera iu Venice Preserved. The Duke of
Longueville is, however, in pur apinioi., decidedly the
best, and we think it a highly originul portrast.  His pas-
sion, which at the first view appears somecwhat outrageous
and unnatural, by the made which it lemd. him 1o scek
its gratification, will be fouad, upon a careful consideration,
to be but the diseased workings of anger, though he him-
self feels 1t as revenge. In this respect, whenever Miss
Baillie shall favor the world with her developement of the
passion of Anger, the Dube of Longuneviile of our Author,
will afford a curious point of compariyon, and furnish the
more voluminous critics with the means of estimating the
respective intellectual powers of two very extraordinary
Ladies.  Doricourt is a strong, but not improbable or uu-
natural, pictuie of libeitine infatdfition,

At the present moment, while a certain philosophess,
celebrated more on account of her political conexions
than her merits deserve, 1s so mach in vogue among our
fushionubles, we feel a degree of patriotic pride in having
oceasion to advert to the supuriority of our own  fairer
comntrywomen.  In her péculiur lime, the perfectability
philosoply, Madame de Stacl s far below the almost for-
votten Mary Wolstonecraft, both in diguity of thought and
eloquence of elucidation.  In a much bigher class of lit-
erature, the diamatic, in which Miss Baiilie stunds above
the females of every other country, the DBaroness has
scarcely any place at all 5 and we have ouly to mention
the nmame of Miss Fdgeworth, to make those who would
set up the presumptuous Frenchwoman as the first female
writer of the age, blush at their inadvertant idolatry. Ma-
dame’s character of Corinna, the most celebrated of all her
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attempts at the delineation of character, is a palpable pla-
giwrisin from that of Clementina in Sir Chailes Grandisou.
Yet is the author, for the mesculine swagger of ler
philosophical dogmas, angl the accidental piquancy of
the language, in which, she has written, represcated as lit-
tle less interesting to the welfurc of the Christian world
than the woman in the Revelstion, who fled into the wild-
erness, as the Baroncss came to England, because of a
great red dragon, with seven hesdts and ten horns, that
stood ready, to devour her man-child, as the Ewmperor
Napoleon swould have done Madame’s book on Germany,
“ of which she was travailing in birth and paincd to be
delivered.”
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THE

WORD OF HONOR;

A Comedy.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—.4 Room. ,

Op one side a desk, Epwaro writing; on the other u
Lable, CARGLINE sewing.

Car. Edward! my love,
Vdw. Well, Caroline, what want ye?
Car. You have, T think, a heavy task this morning.
Edw. 1 have.
Car. Such constant writing is not wise.
Ldze. When there is need, 1 must not spare myself.
Car. Come, breathe a hittle ; stop, and chat with me.
Edwx. Peace; let me write—I have no time for trifles.
Car. My dearest Edward, you afflict me greatly,

In every day 1 see you mcre unquiet,

Vor. L. Rej. T'h. No. III. A
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Silent, and shy. What is it that molests you *

In :.e short month we have been man and wife,

ITow has the fervor of your love abated !

Edw. No, Caroline, in that you do me wrong ;

I love you every momert mare and more,

Still thanking Heaven for having made yon minc.
Car. Then why so peevish,.distant, and dejected ¢
Edw. 1 canaot tell—but I have much at heart.

My father has not yet approv’d cur marriage,

Nor to the letters which Sir'Robert wroie

Tn our behalf, yot sent the slightest answer.

IHc¢ has assign’d us notliug to support us,

And we are here but as Sir Robert’s servants.

The stiange elopement of my sister too-—

A thousand cared, from all these (4 es springing,

Prey on my heart, and feep e from vepo-c,

Car. All true.  But sure our »orvitude 1s gentle :

We are together; and our \\'ortllly mastel

More as his children than as servants treats us.

Let us be thankful for the good we have,

Nor pine for that which may not make us happier
Edwe. Ah! Caroline, you speak but of the vose,

While in my breast 1 feel the rankling thorn.

Car. Who can obtain the rosc withont the thon!

Fiow many, Edward, must eudure the woand

And nc’er enjoy the fower!

Edw. (aside.) Could she but hnow
What I feel here.  (lays hus hand on his bosom.)
Cur. O think what we huve sufter’d!

How blest am I to sit beside vou thus,
To work with you, ar-l share with you my hire.
(e rices and comes to her.)
Eilw. 'Thanks, my dear Caroline, a thou-and thanks.
But coild we gain some other livelihood,
)r in vome other house, I should be pleased.
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Cur. Edward, what i§ there here that you dislike ?
Have we not here much good already gain'd ?
What tears we shed before we found this comfort!
Much has Sir Robert dong alreudy for us,
And more has promis’d; nor is he a man
That in his word will fail.  Then his son too
Edw. (aside.) Ah! there she probes my sore.
Car. v He has to me
Shown many tokens of the purest friendship—
I know not, Edward, a mbre noble youth,
Edw. Henry, you think, has some affection for you *
Cur. Yes, much, I know he has.

Lidie. And had he not
The like before your marriage?
Cur. True, he had ;

But then his Iove was of another kind.
Sdw. (aside.) N w this is what 1 never can believe.

Cuar. | would as soon that you suspected me
As that most trie and virtuous gentleman.

Iides. But T am busy, and we waste the time.

( He returus to the desk, and begins to write. )

Cuar. I will not trouble you. Alas, my heart!
e that so lov'd me, and should know ' me well,
To be thus alter’'d in a little month,

inter TioMAs.

Tho. Our master, Mr. Edward, calls for yeu.

Lidw. Which?

Tho. Sir Robert, sure.  Did not vou know
That Master [Jenry’s to the country gone
On some affuir of the estate.

Lidew. Aye, true.
Tho. Well go, Sir Robert waits,
Edzw. Yes, presently.

L want but two lines to complete this copy.
I have a huge suspicien of this knave.  (aside.)
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Tho. softly.) T have a secret for you, Caroline.
Car. Prav tel! it me.
Tro. (softly.) No, not justynow.
Liw. (uside.) W What's this?
Tho. This is fine linen tguly, and these shirts

Are for Sir Robert?
Car. No; but f»r my husband.
Edw. (aside.) »What can he mean by this sly whispering?
Car. T am all anxious, Sir, to hear this secret.
Tho. (to Edward.) Pray do make husie 1 master will

be impatient. )

Ldio. Why do you press me so?—what is’t to you?
Car. Go, my dcar Edward, when Sir Robert calls.

1

-

1s not wise to make him wait for you.
Eddio. But T havt yet to make out this aceount.
Car. (to 17omass) Make you it for kim.
Tho. - Witlrihe greatest pleaswe
Eda. And tell Sir Robert that 1 was not able?
('ur Iow many (rivolous delays you make.
w. o, foolish girl, do not vex yourself.
Lar. I pray you, Edward, ouly do your duty.

Ldw. My duty ! well, I will,

Thy. Where is th’ account ¢
Ldwe. There @ be so gOOdA——-—-(’llS‘U’(' ) I must dissemble
with them. [ faait Edward.

Tho. What is the matter with your spouse to-day ¢

Car. He suffers much that still his father writes not.
But what is it that you have got to tell ?

Tho. A thing of very scrious iunport.

Car. T'o me, or to my hushand ?

Tho. No, to neither
But to this ancient honorable house
Of great concern, for it affects the heir.

Cuar. 1 thought it something that affected us.—
‘Then why uot tell it me in Edward's hearing !
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.
Thom. T say it {recly that [ nuch esteem him,
Much foi itmsclf aud much og your aceount,
But this is something"that requir < great prudence,
And therdfore will Toonly ténst yousself,
Cer. "Phink you rot, Edwusd

Thom. Yes, THve s eready

Car. But what is this important mystery ?

- . . -
Thom. Give me vour word not to divulge it then.
Car. Why you should kyow me.

Thom. Truc; therefore I trust you.

.
But pledge your word of honor to me fust.
Car. 'Then by my honor I will not divulge.

e

Thom. You know there is a match, of rich acconnt,

Afoot, between Hir Robert and a widoy,
FYor master Henry.

Car. Wi, and what of it ?

~r

L]
Thom. And you mdst know that a sad breacls impends ;

Tor master Henry has plung’d deep in love

O’er head and cars, with a young fair-fac’d madam.
Car. Itis but matural for youth to love,

Aund to be loth to marry with old age.

Thom. Dut here the sorrow 1s, that this, his passion,

Is for his rank a most misplac’d attachment.

Car. 1 guess now nhy it is, the stranger lady ;
She whom he 1escucd from the highwayman ?
Who -—what is she ?

Thom. Noanc can tl nie that.
she came to town zlone, no ¢ne knows wherefron,
Nor how she lives, nor what she does w town:
She visits no one, and no one admits
But only Ienry, aud save with himsclf
A night or two to sce the theatres,

She never stirs abroad.  In sooth to say,
She is a marvellous romantic Jdamsel.
Car. It gvieves my very heart: 1 did not think
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That Henry ever coul'! have sunk to this.
Fear you that he wili marry ? YWhat's hier name *

Thom. Sylvia, Sylvia—1I terget the other,

But it has too a rare poctic tinkle ;—
I have a letter from Lim for her here.

Car. Will you deliverit? .

Thom. No, that T wont.
The love T bear hi.m, and this worthv house,
Which [ have ate the bread of, wnan and v,

Yor more than fifty years, has made me do
What he may count a very great offence - —
Look, I have open’d it. ’

Car. Good! and what says he ?

Thom. 1 cannot tell, for it 1s all outlandish.

Car. Let me ook atit? It is writ in Fiench.

Thoms. 1 thought so.  Now as you can read it, do.

Car. But how 1s this, it is address$'d to no one:

Thone. It was sent under cover.

Car. Nor subscrib’d ?

Thom. 'There he was prudent, lest it had been lost.

Car. Nor do 1, Thomas, think the writing lis.

Thom. "Tis certaiuly not done as he is wont ;---

[showing arother fetlor.]
But here ke speaks to me plainly enotul, -
I'his is, you see, Lix cwn frec penmanship.

Car. Itis so. While I read, look 1o one comes
Their love, mdeed, 1s far advanc’d.

Thown. Ay, ay,

But how shall it be thwarted  —out upon’t—

Car. T.eave me this letter, T will speak to hini.

Thom. lle says to me Le'll be in town to-night.

Car. Aud to his mistress—jyces, i.c says the same.
Be you attentive, and apptise me duly
Wlhen you have learnt that L is come to her.

[she lays the letter oii the talfe.]
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'
. Thom. But leave not so the letter opui there,
Tt may by chance fall into hands unsafe :
I pray you put it cut of sight—that’s right.
[Fater Ebwari.]
Fodwe. [aside] Htill at thedr codivrance! There’s some-
thing here.
Thom. I it the whold to vou—
Car. ' ibtnot my ctforts. *
7/ .. Bevsie that neithgr Edward nor Sii Robery
Suspect our  ceret-— .
Lidic. [oidel] Ohitis all certain,
Thom. 1 should have made this' copy.
Edew. [udvances.] Welly good 'Thomas,
And have youn finish’d the account for me ?
It 1s wot yet begun'! )
Tio. My spectacles—
Car. Tell me what Yeas it that Sir Robert wanted ?
(. tie had a letter 2—~1low a man of busiuess
Like you uot 10 have made so small a thing
In such a tue—

Tto. I miss’d my spectacles.
Edi. understand: Letitalone-——
Tho. Well, well,

fasidee] Suspicious fusv, put 1 must be gone.
[E vl Thomnmas.
Car. What lctter has Sir Robert got for you?
Ldz. Ido not ask you to repeat to me
What Thomas has been saying.
Car. He?
Lde. Ay, he,
Car. Why what could he have worth repeating, Edward?
Sdw. Come, make no mystery of what may vex me.
Cur. Mystery! what mystery ¢ you grow strange.
Ldw. T will not be put off with idle words,
Did 1 not come when he was whisp’ring you ?
Thank heaven, I have good ears and other senses.
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Car. What could you hear to breed in you suspicion?
Edw. Come, come, my lady, tell me all at once :

What is this secret that 1 must not'know ?

No, nor Sir Robert ; what is it, L say?

Car. Edward, you know nie well—

Lda. But what is this?

Car. Nothing that you shotld kuow, or that concerns
you.

1 am a woman faithful to my honor,

Aud you dispwrage me by doubting thus.

Bdw. All very just, my love, bat can you say

That Thomas has not told you something sccret ¢
Cur. 1 own he has.

Edw. . And why should you condeal

‘This seciet from your husband ?

Car. ) Why ! because

I pledy’d to him I;I)' word notto dl’v"'ulge.

Edewo. 'This was not wise in a true honest wife.
Car. Edward, you pai me.

Edew. You offend me mucl.
Car. Offend! of what offence do you complain ?

T'his would be none if you had not against me,

Suspicious dreams and jealousics unjust.

Edw. To end debate, tell medahe thing at once.
Car. Believe you me a woman of right houor ?
FEdw. 1 do—

Car. Cua stich a woman then foergo

The sacred obligation of a promise?

Edw. 'This is to me vexatious subtilty.
Car. Yes, 1 am subtile, I desire to liold

My own esteem and yet not forfeit yours.

My heart is pure, and my iategrity

Commands me not to speak.  T'o suspect me!

Edw. Yes, you.
Car. . Ungrateful man, so to insult—
Erde. Do not imagine I shall be in fear,
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» Because the master of this house protects you.

Car. Edward, Edward, you transgress all bound.

Edze. I bove noneed of hiy, I ¢ e him not.

Car. Hush, for the love of lu;'uwu. O shame, rash
natt.

L. L witlvo longer stay beneath his roof.

Car. Restrain yoursel?, for shame, if ugt for me.

Iodee. 1 will say what { please and do too, madam,

Enter S1@® HLoBERT.

Sir . What noise is this > what means ghis scolding
dumor? .

Cear. Nothing, Sir,

Edo. Does she say nothing — docs
she? .

I say that ihere is something, something, Sir.

S . Butof what l\udP .

Cur. Sir, T am i despuir.

He has for me no longcr love or mercy.

Lidi. She has no reason to complain of me.

Sir R And have you reason to complain of her ?

Blie. Yee, more—much more, Sir, than you can
imagine. *

Cur. Heavens! will ‘)ou make me lose this good man’s
favor ?

Ldwe. Ill out of this house straight.

Car. Alas, poor me.

Sir R, And you will quit this Louse —tell me for
what ?

Edz. Because between her and old plotting Thomas,

Are facts that neither you nor 1 must know.

Sir R. Nor he, nor L.

Car. Nir—

Bz, Sir, we are betray'd.

Sir R. By whom ¢
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Edie. By her whom you belicve ar
virtnous,

Sir R. Cavoline! . ’

Car. Oh, Si1, 1 am umocent.

Fudre. Ask if she has 1ot scerets with old "Thonas.
And why they must be hid fiom 2ou and me.

Sir R. Is this true, Carolue *

Car. Yes, Miy, 1t 1y
Thomuas has trusted me with womethi: , deend’d
Proper to be'concaal’d s and 1 have promis’

Not to divulge.  Would you advise me, Sir,
To violate a vow 2 Tlink you not woman
Bound by her pledged word as well as man :
Honor is conmoy, Sir, to all the species,
And such as want, that ornament of reason,
Are mark’d by folly, wickedness, and shame.

Sir B. 1 hear you. ;

Edz. Well, and are you satisfied :

Ser R 1Y yes,

dolic With this ! not so, not so am I.
Why should a woman secrets thus conceal,
Peruicious to herdinsband’s peace ?

Car. Sir, in all this,
"There is not any thing that shonld'affeet him.

Fdw. Sir, what she says 1 cannot understand,
Nor should;you, Sir, believe, but make her tel.

Sir R. Your husbund wills it, and you should obey ;
And I, your master, beg : and we are both
Discreet, and worthy confidence from you.

Edw. And we will promise, as she d:d to Thonias,
Never to speak a word. .

Car. Well, Sir, but first
Speak you to Thomas and obtain his leave,

When you have that 1 will the whole reveal.
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Sir R. Well said, well suid.
Ed. What ! should a wife,
S ir Robert, * '
Depend on other than her wedded hushand ?
Car. And may ahusband, as His pl&asure rules,
Oblige his wife to break the fences down
Of honor, probity, and polish’a’life!
Jidw. Iear, hear, the obstinate !
Sir R. » Comec to your room.

Let Edward here alone collect himself, .
Ilc loses the respect a master claims, *
And what is due, ¢’en to a wife, forgels.
[Lveunt Sir Robert and Caroline.
Jidz: . And here the toad, with this fine housewifiy,
IHas only been cajoling.  Tang it all— )
[1le fosses the linen.
Ha' what is this? are not nYy eyes bewitch’d,
A lettor, and not vet addressed—{rom whom ¢
Derils wnc demons, what a piot is this !
Tt is net sigw’d, distraction ! and in Freneh-
Here, bere, in this the secret is contain’d.
O what would L aot give that T could read it,
Dolt, doit that I was, not to have learned Irench,
Had it been only but to redd shis letter.
Curse on our schools, and all their Gieeh and Latin—
They stuff the bram with musty pedantry,
And teach us uo one implement of use.
Now here’sa paper, scarce a score of lines,
T'hat 1 would give the Hiad to read.
For if it be a letter to my wife :—
She knows French well. O damn tly’ intriguing  jargon,
To have all licre, and not to know one word.
Whose write is it ? not [fenry’s, sure, no—yes !
It is, it is infernal masquerade!



352 THE WORD OF HONOR.

The hand is chaug’d, but here and there by chance
The hellish letters show their cloven feet—
Well, well, well, well, I may go feed on graes,

And lay me down with other horn’d and low.
' [ Excunt.

EXND OF ACT 1.
———



ACT 1II1.

‘.\
SCENE I.— /s before.

THoMAS.
Al all will out! Tt is imnpossible
To keep it longer from his father’s knowledge.
What then may happen grieves my heart to*think.
Sir Robert loves him dearly ; but Sir Robert
J.oves his own honor and lorfg-honor’d house.
inter CAROLINE.
Tho. Caroline.
Car. Leave me, leave me.
Tho. Caroline!
Car. Leave me, I pray--let us not be seen here.
Tho. Do you know that
Car. 1 know my misery.
Tho. But only just one word.
Car. I will not now.
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Thom. And must I gowithout?

Car. Yes, instantly. !
Tho. Well then I will.
Car. { Do, do, for mercy’s sake.

[ Exit Thomas.
Car. How! O the linen is not as I left it!
The letter—Heavens! the letter is away !
Nor on the floor!  Who can have taken it?
Edward! oh! I shall sink. I cannot long
Sustain this conflict between iove and duty.

a Enter Sire RoBEega.
Sir R. Caroline.
Car. Str.
Sir R. What have you lost? —what seek you :
Car. Nothing, Sir-—Unhappy me !
Sir R. Nay, sure ’tis something.

“

Car. 'Thomas must have it—yes, 1. must Le him,

Sér R. What is it that you have so moch in nund ?
You do not even auswer to my question.

Car. O nothing, Sir—a thing indeed worth nothing.

Sir R. If for a trifle, why so much perplex’d.

Car. A little matter pains a wounded heart,
1 am beside myscl(!

[ Lixit Caroline.
Sir R. Alas! hoor thing !
inter Epwarn,

Idwz. Your humble servant, Sir.

Nir R. (ironically.) Yours to command.

Ldw. T pray you, Sir, It ine have my discharge ?

Sir R. Discharge!

Edw. Yes, and my wife’s, without delay.
Sir R. What! the discharge of both ?
Edw. Yes, Sir, of hoth.

I hope, Sir, you will not refuse me this,
Nor force us to depart disgracefuliy.
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Sir R. You are jndeed a young man full of grace,
*Grave, temp'rate, prudent, very fit to bea
The jar and jostle of the common world
Edw. Sir, [ am serlous, andy I will depart.
Sir R. And all this for a headstiong fantasy.
Edw. Pardon me, Sir, for this £ have great reason.
I have got proof, Sir—Pray discharge us, Sir.
Sir R. 'That, Edward, conscience bids me to refuse.
FEdzw. Servants, ’tis true, we are : but scr:':mls, Sir,
Are made of human stuff—nct negro slaves.
Sir R. You take my words a little too svv!*rdv.
If you will go, I, Sir, will not det.un you.
But, Fdward, think upon the (onsequuu,o.
I cannot, rash, huprudent boy, but tell you,
That you requite me not as I deserve. |
Go where you will, may Heaven tame sour passions.
My heart is sorry for you, and your wife -
Edw. She must come with me, Sir.
Sir R. Buot why isthis 2
Why will yvou, Edwaid, rush thus from your home?
Ldie. T cannot tell you-—1 Lave not the heart.
Sir R. I do iusist to know. .
Edw. Then if sou will —
I go to save my honor.
Sir R. *Fom my house!
Is not your honor in my house secure
idw. No, Sir—oh no!

Sir R. Tndeed! What proof have you:
Ldic. Read, Sir, that letter.
Sir R. Edwaid, are‘you mad?

Call you this dateless, nameless paper, proof?
Lidw. Read, read it, Sir, and be convinc’d as I am.
Sir R. It is in French, and to a woman ~ritten.
Ldw. Is not that proof?
Sir R. Tender and amorous.
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Edw. Is not that proof? . :
Sir R. A very glowing lover. '
Edw. O heav’as! O heav’ns! what say you, Sir, to tiat?
Sir R. He canact siom Nis mistress live apart,

And wiil he peivate'c it ber to-night.
Edaw. T':i blo s bis Bramms'out.

Sir R. Whose?
Ldw. ! Your son’s.
Sir R. e My son’s !

Are you distracted, and beyand conviction ;
Believe youshat T know not Henry’s wiite?
And you too, Sir, should know it quite as well.
Here, take your silly scrawl, and learn to think.

Edw. Look at it well, and you must sce the feint.
Are these, Sir, not his cursed characters?

Look at this R—"tis histo ev'ry T !

Sir R. Alach, indeed I much begin to fear,

Edw. And call you not this 1éiter, Sir, a proof?
You know how fondly ouce he lov’d my wife.—
My wife! my wife! would that she had been his.
This is the sccret—Heaven proves the murder.
Here in this paper we have all his heart ;
“’arm,.palpitaling, swoln with aniorous sighs,

And other tender flatulence.  Curse him ! curse him!
Are you persuaded, Sir? o
Sir R. I am amaz'd.
Caroline ! Thomas! Caroline, 1 say!
Enter CarorLINE.

Car. Sir, your pleazure.

Edz. Hither, Madam, T say.
Why do you keep so guilty-like from us?

I will not murder you. Oh! Caroline !

Sir R. Leave me to speak, and calm your agitation.
(To Caroline.) Tell me truly, found you what you lost?

Car. No, Sir.
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Sir R. W;hat was jt?
Car. Sir, it was a letter.

387

Edw. The thing is clear. Let the poor woman go.

Car. [ know, Sir, thdt theJetter has been found ;
And it is fram'd and written, Sir, in terms
‘That may occasion much distress 2 me;
For there are those who will not hesitate
To think, to credit, that it &as for me.
I cannot clear myself—can but deny—
Nor have I any other proof % show
But my unblemish’d life ; which you know well,
That, Sir, should be enough. What can more
But call the heav'ns to verify the fact.
By all that’s holy, great, and everlasting,
‘That letter in no point pertdins to me,
Now I am settled in my constancy.
Edw. Sir, she is guilty. ’Tis the mc} of culprits
Still on their first detectn to refer
To by-gone innocence.
Car. Slanderous man !
What have the innocent else to advance,
When charg’d with guilt unjustly, as I am?
You are my husband, by my heart prefeu'd,
And, 1 may say, should know my worth by this time.
Never to youhave I, before this day,
Denied one pleasure, yea, not one request.
Be you assur’d then, Sir;"that for this secret
I bave just reasons. If I tell, I injure;
If I refuse, 1 suffer.—I refuse !—
Say, is this virtue or hypocrisy ? .
Edw. Neither, neither ;.it ig subtile craft.
Car. Cruel, angrateful, rash, misjudging Edward! !
To you, Sir Rebert, let me now dppeal.
Sir R. I know you well, and understatid yon wdl
But, Caroline, thus in the face of alk

N
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To be so resolute, can I approve ?
Car. My husband, Sir, should learn to know me better.
Enter THOoMAS.
Edw. Hereis the go-betyeen, the confidant.
Sir R. What know you, Thomas, of this letter ?

Tho. ‘ : That?
I gave it to this lady, Sir.

Eduw. Cirs’d pander !

Tho. Good words, young man.

Sir R. Peace, Edward, let me speak.

Car. T have maiutain’d my word in torture, Thomas ;
I leave the matter now all to yourself.
Tho. And must I then confess 2
Edw. Yes, instantly.
Tho. Man is a creature liable to love;
And love is, as the tuneful poets sing,;
An easy lesson to' the gentle heart.
Edw. But love like this is gu#i, is worse than murder. .
'Tho. Sure, Master Edward, you are in a passion.
Ldw. O blood of Bacchus! I could worry him.
Sir R. Contain yourself; let Thomas take his way.
Tho. Sir, love it was that play’d this prank with me ;
Love instigated, counsell’d, and abetted.
Sir R. Then it was you who wrote this fatal letter?
Edw. IHec cannot, Sir, write French.
Tho. But your wife can;
And could not she prepare a draught for me ;
And could not I her composition copy ?
Edw. But this is not your write : thus round and full
Is Henry’s writing : these are youthful letters,
And, though disguis’d, are his.
Tko. When I was vounger I could freer write,
And in this self-same manuer as young master ;
You know I could, Sir Robert.
Sir R. . Very true.
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Tho. Andit wys I who first taught Henry writing.
When he was but a little playirig boy,
I gave him lessons ; and the pupil still
Retains the traces of his maker’s care.
Is it not so, Sir Robert ?

Sir R. It is indeed.

Edw. But what has this with that false woman’s sin ?

Sir R. The letter, Edward, then you sge is his.

Edw. But why in French? to whom, and why so made?

Tho. The governess of Itord Greenmountain’s daughter
Is a most captivating demoiselle. *.

Sir R. Is she a French woman?

Tho. Alas! sheis.

Sir R. Nowall is clear ; he is in love with her.

Tho. Alack! alack! .

Edw. Caroline, for thjs have—
Are you, Sir Robert, satisfied with thish

Sir R. Yes, certainly; a harmless, simple thing.
I am asham’d so to have meddled in’t.

Edw. O Sir! O Sir! if you can credit this.—
Why did you not, Sir, write in English ¢

Tho. Why?

Edw. Aye why? Do not equivocaté—speak out.
Your sweetheart ! truglove! knows it well enough.

Tho. Because the French, in tender points of love,
Has softer graces than our barbarous tongue.

Edw. Thou art a knave, or a most simple swain.

Car. And do you still suspect me?

Edwo. Yes, I do.
Think you that I can credit such a tale? °

Car. Has he said any thing that is not true ?

Tho. How, Sir, dare you impeach my truth and honor ?

Edw. A gallant lover! But this will not pass.
E’en she, the guiltf: smiles to hear you dare me.
Thomas, beware! L'm not the fool you think.
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What would T give that you were but a fool,
Aund all this fable truth! Sir Robert, mark,
This letter is not, as he says, a first—
*T'is not the first disclosure of'a flamre.
Sir R. True, true indeed, 1 had forgotten that.
B, This is an ancient lox'ze, a cherish’d passion ;
"This'is no baby Cupid; no, this love
T¥as reach’d its puberty. I Caroline
Could pen such hot, licentious stuff as this——
Ah! Mistress Potiphar, did you wiite this?
Fho. He is*distracted, gone beside himsclf.
Sir R. I am amaz’d, confounded, and perplest.
Can Thomas, ever found so true and faithful,
Prove at his years this cheat? Can Caroline,
That through so nmch adversity and sorrow
Still bore serene a chaste and noble virtue,
Tall in so short a space thus from herself?
Can llenry too, whose very fault was ever
Th’ excess of honor, turn at once so vile!
“dic. O Caroline! O Caroline! how shall I now
Meet the reproaches of my father’s eye? -
How did & glory once that in thy virtucs
1 had 2 refuge, atid could see depart
‘I'he chance of fortuuc and the pride of rank.
Was it for this, O Caroline! my wife!
Was it for this you overtopp’d me so,
To make me but the-screen of your debasement ?
Car. Cease, self-torn.entor, I am innocent.
Edw. Iask Sir Robert but for leave to go.
Sir R. Go to the devil. 'Thomas, come with me.
[Exeunt Sir Robert and Thoma«
Edw. Yes, I will go—1I will go to the devil.
What wretch e’er shot himself for half my reason?
O Caroline! what brought us to this house ?
Let us get out of it—out o’t we will.
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Car. Out of this house !
Edz. Yes, I command it so.
1 will be master, and you still obey.
Car. Aud must I, shall I, violatc my promise ?
Edw. ‘Then Thomas lied? *
Car. Bat [ recant my purpose.
Edie. Come, let us instantly prepare to go.
Car. Edward, where shall we go ?

Edw. . Out of this heusc.
Car. Our home, our only home!. .

Edze, I am resolv'd,
Car. To leave this house!

Edw. T'o leave it instantly.

I am a husband, I will have my rights. |
Car. Stay then a moment,
dw. Not a moment more.
[She goes out, and presently returns with bor.]
Car. Now I am ready; let us now depart.
O heaveus ! and must we quit this sheltring roof'!
T'his is our trunk—rthere, satisfy yourself.
LIow do you mean now to support me, Sir,
1'o give me food, to find another homg;?
O you have reason to abuse me thus.
But let us go : let ud ent all again;
Let us pawn all ; to see who next will save us.
Come, we can beg, we can sing ballads, Fdward,
Sing merry songs, while the cold bites our checks,
Aud hungry poverty gnaws at our hearts,
When all is done, [ cango forth at night, »
The darkness then will hide my raggedness;
And you have courage, that will serve us well.
Come, come, come, to the gallows let us go!.
Enter CLoppy.
Clod. Ho, Mistress Caroline. .
Filre, What'have you there ?.
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Clod. A basket of the prime. King—l—farry's apples,
Blushing and ripe, like mesrry maids in May ;
And Master Henry pick’d erf all kimself.
Lidw. Who sent you with this trash ? .
Clod. . : Sent me with trash !
Edw. Who, villain, tell me, sent you with this fruit?
Clod. Why master, sure. O he's a nettle brain! (aside)
Edw. Now, Caroline, what can you say to this?
Clod. Poor lad! poor lad ! his head’s a humming hive.
Edw. Whow were you told to give theze apples to?
Clod. To her, just she—'pon honor, no one else.
Car. For your own sake, dear Edward, fly not mad.
Edw. Yes, I am mad. And you, thon grub of dung!
To be the minister of wanton pleasures.
Would that these a‘i)ples were it cannon ball,
Or even stones. Fake that, and that, and that !
¢ [Thro#s the apples at Cloddy.

4

< i al—
END OF ACT II.
R -



ACT IIiL

SCENE I.—4 Room as before.

Epwarp and Sir RoBERT.

Edw. I am content, sir, and will still obey you ;
But how shall we, through such cabals, discover ==
What other proofs can we expect to find ¢

Sir R. As yet we ltave not properly commenc’d.
Here, there, and where our fears i fury drove,

We snatch’d at straws and held them up as proofs.
Let us be calm, this is a serious matter.

Edw. Itisindeed, therefore we will be calm,
And set about the scrutiny sedately ; R
Proceeding step by step till we have reach’d
The inmost chamber of the labyrinth
Where stands the minotaur :—But where’s the clue ?

Sir R. We must begin with questioning my som.

Edw. He will not tell, he will be like the rest:
We must the guilty sift by stratagem,
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Or ’twill,.Sir Robert, be but simple wo:'k.

Sir R. If be refuse to marry with the widow,
Then may we say that we hay: gotthe clue.
But if he will—

Edw. Welli ¢
Sir R. All is right.
Edw. ' Think you?

Why, sir, 2 man‘who loves another’s wife,

Will never shy to take a wife himself

To screen his hase intrigue—

Sir R. ¢ This is voo much :

If you think so maliciously of others,

I shall begin to lightly think of you.

FEdw. Well, for this time I will be rul’d, Sir Robert :

But how shall we proceed ?

Sir R. . Herc is a letter

Which I have written to transmit by Cloddy ;

And maik now, Edward, mark,—how rash you are---

The (ruit that Henry sent was for the house,

Aud came, of course, directed to your wife.

Ediw. 1 do repent mc of my violence :

If she be guiltless, what a fool am !

What have you said ? What have you wrate to him ?
Sir R. To come to town to me without delay.
Edw. But if the cursed French spoke any truth,

He will be here, and with my wife to night:-—

I'll lock her up,

Sir R. Pcuce, peace, none of these raptures.

Cloddy assures me, when he left the Grange

Henry was in the house.

Edw. [taking the lett>r.] Let Cloddy fly.
But stop, I have a favor to request :—
Sir R. Well, what is it ?
Edw. Let me go with the letter.
Sir §& You are so ragh, I must not.
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s Fda. Do, sir, oblige me ;
Upon my honor, sir, I w xll not speak.
Sir R. But where's the nec{i for you to go ?
Edee. I'll tell you:
You have requested him to coine to town ;
He may have business and may not come soon;
Bat if I go in person with your order,
‘Then will he think the case of urgency,
And will not fail to come.  °®
Sir R. If I might trust your prudence— °
Edeo. . Doubt me not.
Sir R. Then go, and heaven direct thee right. Poor boy !
[Exit Sir Robert.
Edx. [alone.] But when I'm gone if. Henry cometo .
town N
I shall be pander to my own dishonor: ,
And yet I think he is in town already.
What use had Cloddy for the chariot here ?
¢ To bring the linen, as the wind was high,
¢ And all the dust astir upon the road!”
Such was his reason, but I am not craz’'d,
Nor will the wind be always high, nor raih
Still cease to fall, to lay, this blinding dus :—
‘This reason for the chariot cannot serve.
But here comes Cloddy and I will be calm.
[Euter Cr.oppy.]
Clod. T am so frighten’d for that whirlwind,
The very sight brings on an ague-fit.
Ah me, his whistling sounds as dismally
As gaffer Winter fifing on the key-hole.
Edw. Good man, pray is the carriage ready?
Clod. No, sir.
Edw. Do have it quickly, for I go with you.
Ciod. Sir, Sir—my master, sir, may will his pleasure,
But I will not take you:—no sir,—[ can’t.
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Edr. And why? ‘
Clod. Because—becaus ‘ I w?’nt, not I.
f am a poor man, sir, but English stuff,
And will not, sir, be beaten as a slave.
LEdw. Excuse me, f’riend, ’twas all an accident.
My wife and I had a slight falling-out:—
Are you not married, friend ?
Clod. Alack, I am.
But, sir, I never do like you! sir.
Edw. | No?
What, never scold your wife ?
Clod. From dawu to dark.
O sir, I have a devil of a wife.
Edw. And inyour anger make you no mistakes ?
Clod. No sir, no, never; for when I have cause,
I bang her soungdly and insult no man.
Ldz. Well, but the chariot, when will it be ready ?
Clod. I am oblig’d to trudge it back on foot.
Edw. On foot! Why so? Ah! why on foot?
Clod. He's kindling.
Because one of the horses is not well.
Edw. How! ‘you did not tcll Sir Robert this ?
Clod. No sir,
I was afraid to tell. ©
Edze. Come show me him.
Clod He cannot walk—
Fdw. We then must take another.
Clod. Baut, Sir, T will not go with you.
Edw, * Ha friend !
Clod. How ¢ what?
Edw. Come, come, we understand each other,
Mr. Henry is intown.
Clod. In town!
Edw. Ay;
And came with you.
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o Clud. ' Aud came with me !

Edw. With you,
And bade you not totell.* {1

Clod. Me not to tell!

Edw. And to pretend that you bfought only linen,
Aud how the wind was high—
Clod. *  The wind was high!
Devils and goblins ! how know you all this?’
Tidw. Iam his secretary, don’t you know ?
And he has written me to warn you well Y
To mention it to no oune. *
Clod. 1, Sir, mention ?
I'd sooner bitc through my own speaking tongue :
But will you, Sir, go in the chaise to-night ?
Edw. I only said so just to try your prudence;
But I must go to Henry instantly. *
. Show me the house where you have set him down.
Clod. 1 must go to the stable first.
Edw. . ‘Make haste.
Clod. 'Fry me, as if I were a prating parrot !
No: witha secret I am like an image,
As prudent as a tombstone cherubim.
Exit Cloddy.
Edw. Now what could any husband wish for more ?
"The sun himself is not more clear than this :
What will Sir Robert now say of his whelp ?
I am forsooth a madman, a malicious—
Dissimulation here has serv’d me well ;
I will in future only trust myself :— ,
But here she comes, and 1 must wear a mask.
[Enter CAROLINE.]
Car. So, Edward, you have business at the Grange ?
Edw. I have.
Car. And when do you return.
Edw, To-morrow.
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Car. Why not to-night ? !

Edw. [aside.] (Sweet hypocrite,) "Tis late,
And ’twill be dark before § reath the odge.
Car., True, and the roadis dungerous at night.
Edw. You are conlis’ : = iy Caroline.
You look, methinks, like one wah pleasant hopes.
Car. My heart grows more content. .
Ldie. [asiltle.] O tender cheat.
C'ar. O Edward, Edwari, i you knew my heart—-
FEdw. [atide.](1 cannot stand this wheedle:) Love,adieun.
Car. Stop, take this hat, "twill serve you well enough ;
We know not yet ourrdestiny.
Fde. Farewell.
. [ Ezit Ldward.
Car. [alone.] His mind is full of something ; who could
think .
A mau like this, whose very frame is charg’d
With generous tenderness to an excess,
Could to such wild afflicting freaks give way.
[Enter THOMAS.]
Tho. Ah, well-a-day : Oh what shall next succeed ?
Henry is married—married to his Madam !
Here is a note, in which he bids me tell you,
And with this other on his father* wait.
He says the marriage will surprisc and please you;
That ¢’en his father will be well content,
And Edward in amaze.

Car. ‘Thank heaven, ’tis done !
Tho. Thank heaven for this} .
Car. My heart was almost broken ;

I could no longer have sustain’d the conflict.
The O selfish woman: and can you rejoice
That such a virtuous, ancient, honor’d, house,
Should by a youthful folly fall so low.
Car. It has vot fallen, such a step as marriage
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He ne’er would have without due reason ta'en :
But hark—Sir Robert’s bell—Give me the note.
[Exit Caroline.
Tho. [alone.] How cduld ¢ youth of such a steady
humor
Have been bewitch’d into a fifult Iike this!
She can be nothing but a daffodil ;
Some hectical illusion of romance ;
Her heart a tear, her soul a sigh of woe.
No woman bred with chaste aobriety
Would ere have married on su rash a knowledge,
Wealthy and worthy as he is. Heigh ho!
[Enter HENRY.]
Hen. Ho, Thomas.
Tho. What is this that you Lave done ¢
Hen. Why, married.
Tho. Shame, how could you think of that?
Hen. What does my father say ? ’
Tho. What can he say,
But grieve and pine to death,
Hen. Come, come, no more.
Tho. 1 have but just receiv’d your fatal note,
And Caroline is gone to break his heart.,
Hen. And where is Edward? )
Tho. * Mad, and flown away :
1le’s to the country goue ta murder you.
[Enter CAROLINE.]
Car. Go to your father instantly.
Ien. But first—
Car. Go first to him—1I will not hear 2 word ;
Claim pardon where you should ; when you have that,
Then I will speak to you—Away, away. .
[LEait Lenvy.
It is most strange.
The. Why you look pleas'd.



870 THE WORD OF HONOR.

Al

Car. . Tam.

Tho. Think you Sir Robert will forgive him ? '
Car. Yes.
Tho. For such.a match'?

Car. Yes.

Tho. . Then 'tis not so bad.

Car. Bad! no: He cannot but be fully pleas’d.
Tho. What will the widow say ?
Car. ' She is content.
Tho. Dear me, dear mepard have we play’d the fool ?
Car. Alkwill go well: Whereis ary Edward now ?
Tho. I'll to Sir Robert, and lcarn all the tale.
[ Exit Thomas.
Car. {alone.] My heart is so curich’d with happiness
That I can scarcely breathe; aud my poor Ned,
How he will rue his vexing jealousy,
And vent his matedictions on the moon
Yor making him insane.  Alas poor Ned!
[ Enter HENEY.]
Hen. Now, Caroline, what say you to me now r
Car. A simple wish, the happiness you merit.
flen. Next to my wife, stand ever in my heat,
And with the name give me a brother’s love.
Your virtue and your cowage in distress
Charm’d me to admiration ; but the love
‘Which Sylvia rais’d is of a softer kind.
We shall be happier in our different lots :
‘Who but yourself can manage fiery Ned ?
[Enter EpwaRrbp.]
Edw. [aside.] Now Troy shall burn again.

Car. Thanks, my dear Henry.
Edw. Dear Henry !

Car. Edward!

Hen. The Devil!

Edam Yes, yes.
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T am a devil—Oh ’poor horn’d devil.—
Woman! strumpet!’fellow ! villain! and I—
Oh what am I ?—
Hen. Ah b are You jealous, Edward {
Edw. Sir, instantly prepare : I’m a death’s man!
You shall not find me, Sir, 2 damage monger:
Sir, my divorce shall not be bed and board,
But soul and body : Pistol i®my counsel.
Hen. O stop him not, but lct us have it il
Edw. Was ever guilt like bpr’s before so brazen !
Hence, woman, hence! deceitful Carolne!

[Enter S1r RoBERT.] .
Sir R. What now ? *
Edz. Nothing, Sir Robert, nothing, nothing,

Only the old—I am calm now, Sir Robert,

I am a thing for the cuckoo to jecr at.

Car. For heaven and eagth, my dearedt Edward, cease.

Edw. Woman, dear not me. “ P
Car. O for mercy hear me. ¢
Edw. As 1 have my hands, Sir Robert, these hands,

[ heard her call him—yes, with my own ears,

Aud in a soft and wooing tender tone,

Dear Henry. .

Sir R. Go you away, he will run mad.

Bring your wife to hims Wild, unhappy boy !,

i [ Eait Henry.
Car. If you will hear me speak, let me be guilty.
Edw. Hear, she confesses—hear, Sir Robert, Lear her,
Car. You swore you lov’d me, Edward, did you not?
Edw. And did I not ¢ O false, perfidious jroman'!

But I will hear you out. {
Sir R. Let her proceed. '
Car. How has fyour love been shown, think well of

that.

Love, like its emblem, fire, begets itself,
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And, when eikindled in two faithful bearts,
Blends in one flame, and, ris}ng as it ‘ourns,
Points to the heavuly source from whence it came.
But, Edward, Edward, with what furious gusts
Has your tempestuous jealousy beset
Our wedded hearts, aiyl blown awry their flame
From its divine aspiring.
Ede. Ciroline.
My days of poem-making now are past,
Fact, truth, plain fact, along can now content me.
Car. Ahwilt thou never one sad verse indite ;
One elegy*on her who did beguile thee ?
Edw. O hell and furies !
Sir R. Strange, disorder’d boy—
Take that and blush—come, let him blush alone.
[Gives himn a leiter. Exeunt Sir Robert and Caroline.
Edw. A lette; from my father ! [low can [
Endure the chdstisement of his rebuke,
That in such spite, as twere, of him and all,
_Forc'd this dcceiver to become my wife !
Tool that I was, to be so rashly fond,
Not to await his kind paternal counsel—
But let me see what the old Gen'ral says :
« His fortune but his youth”—well I knew that,
¢« And health his patron—in the kidian climate,
" # Heaven now has given him a competeirce,
« And Sylvia’s marriage with rich Malabar.”
Curse on her too : oue husband has died off,
And she has gone, unknown to every friend,
In search of some fool other—¢* So he gives"—~
What? ha! *two thousand pounds a-year to mec,
¢ Aud trusts with that and my respected wife.”—
©O damn her, damn her. T could teur the winds.
he Enter Svrvia.
Syl. What, Ned! '
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, Edw. *Sylvia here ! how, how is this ?
And you have heard, and come you to condole ?
O Sylvia, Sylvia— o ?
Syl. Edward, are you mad ¢
Do not you know that I'm a wife agaiu ?
Edw. Tis better, yes, 1 must confess it 1s,
‘To marry twice than— ’
Syl. Edward, have a care— .
Aud know you not then who my hushand is ?
Edw. How should I know ?

Syl. *Tis Henry.
Edw. * Who!
Syl. Your f iend

Lidw. What Henry ? Sylvia, art thou not a vision ?
[Enter Sir Roscrt, HENRY, CAROLIN E, and
TroMAs.] »

I fear, I fear, you all have come to laugh~—"
But how is this ?

Syl. I will begin.

Edw. Well do.

Syl. When good Sir Robert there propos’d to me
A wmarriage with lus sou, I had not then
Seen Henry, but by chance : he knew me not,
And I was fam that, for nyyself alone,
Not for my toitane, he should marry me.
For this alone I play’d the mystic part.

Tho. (to Edw.) You see, Sir, she’s your own tiue flesh

and blood.

ITen. And when my father spoke of a rich widow,
1 thought of course the woman must be old.

Tko. And I thought sure that Sylvia Malabar,
Must necds be one of a faptastic mood,
As no one knew or whence or what she was ;
And so by Caroline I did bethmk .
We might rescue the fam'ly from disgracs,

Vou. L Rej Th.  No:lll ‘eB
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Tor she o’er flenry still had pownerful swav.
Ldic. 'Thomas, xou tld a lie about the letter,
That was a shame, yon neder were in love.
Tha. Nay, Master Ldward, by your fury driven,
Youhttlenotrd vhated said 1o vou.
Eaw. Well, Carohne: ! what must I nest petform ?
Hen. Take the opinion ot your «ounsel, Pistol.
Eda . Labsh at me, mock me, do, [ pray you, do.
Scorn me ~ar Robert, Sylyia, tear my bair,
s yon were wont, thooght L was werocent,
For smschuefs that the dogs had done yow dolls.
My anpel Caroling, riever again .
Shall fiery I to masiership pretend,
But be to thev, thou pauagon of wives,
A temphiate, Lo nth-c oupamion over clear,
‘Thy own prepur’d, domestic nunister.

et pema - ¥
CTHE END.
e e
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A Drama,

ACT' I

SCENE L A Hall in Sir Robert Posttive’s house.

d.oud knvcking at the dyor seoeral times; at last a Seveant
of Sir Robert enters.

Serv. WaaT hasty knave can this be at the door,
Who knocks as if he meant to wake the dead?
[Opens the door, MELVILLE enters with @ SALOR, who
brings a chest.] !
Mely. Pray doth Sir Robert Paositive live here ?
Serv. Thou hast noised as much as if thon wert
Sir Robert. He doth. What then? Who art thou?
Melv. (to the Suilor.) Here, sct down the chest ; and
return and bring

The other which 1 show'd to thee on board;
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) ¢
Sail. Cas he sets dowa the chiest.) "Thae, shipmate, a
rave trigate i she iy,
As heavy i her carco as ia metal, '
She s a tant pice for thy commadae,
' ' [ Eaet Sailor.
S, Heve, set down the ch‘c,st.' What ait thou? who
art thou;
Melo, T thy master at home D or gentlerman
OF the name of Delmore infnl prond house ?
Nepa \\'h‘v"pr:-- , what do vou winisth my master -
1f you hnve any message to leave, leave .
Show me the tirhet of the porteraxe,
And Lshall pay the charge if 3t he vight.
Mete. T want to sce vom master — tedl lam an,
Ac b can trust no other wiih my bus’nes
Here are trv:muw: of preat value for i
Seres Proaszies or no ticasures, T shall not now
Trenhle ny master aliout thaw. Leave them,
Medi. But yownust though, sir.
Sere. But T will sty s,
{ Fiest Scalor returns wilh his imcssinle, corigms a vory
. luspe chent |
1 Sedd. Avast, mes=mate, douse ail swis—lower the
cargo, .
And stow 1t hae, supinate, ina sung berth,
© Sail. (selteny dowen the chest.) There it is, chuek a-
block [ warraut you.
Mole. gto the Suilors. ) Put it here, my good fellows,
(o dlhe Servant.) Now, greatsir,
Go tell your master, shrah, instantly,
I Lave a weighty chavee to leave with him.
Sere. Whatls the sum you claam for porterage ?
Mete. 1 want no money, but your master, sir;
Which if you do not instantly inform b,
Masddi’ will take the Libeity 1o do so.
[Oftring ta goy but is stopped Ly the Screant.
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Sere. Thou s}:nlt not thuugh, whilst T wear this liviiy.
Mele. 11 vou still refuse to tell vour master,
Or further thus oppose my seeing him,
I'll give o double timming to vow coat.
[ Viel e atecwpts ta porce bis way.
1 Seid. Bravo ! avo! :hipuﬁﬂc. »see lus honor,
Aud let im see us too.  Ip's dem’d squally.
Huzza! and stand by for a glass of grog.,
(Al endeacouring to pass the Sercant, who callsout.)
Sere. Here Johu, Bob, William, help ! thieves ! thieves!
¢ Intrr more servants, gaily diessed, and u'\s;'a[lic' ensucs. )
{ Sail. (Lo 1 Seivant.) Avasy avast, thou lubber, o
Pit fend
A taut hand to thy bowsprit.
¢ Taking him by the nose, and the otherdico Serzants seize
Mol odte.)
Aele. Renounce thy hold, siave, or Y, will shake thee
From thy gay attire, and feave yon all
Like butterflics in winter.  Away, you rogues !
( Pusling them a great dista e from him, where they stand
shakine. )
2 N, Ctrivmphantiy to the V Sador.) They are all
knack'd up, they ewnnot stand o %quall.
(2 Nailor ~‘¢'¢'h‘"f Detviore ab a destance.)
Htallo, Jack, here’s a stranse sial hove 1 sight
Douse all, and run under the commodord’s lee.
('t Suilor feaves hold of" the | Servant’s nose, wid places
himoely behind Meldlle as Delmore enters. )
Eotar Druvore, i Eastern attire.
Del. What noise is this £, (secing Meliatle.) Ah, wel-
com, good Melville,
What’s th’ mutter here r Are the storee disembark’d
Why all this amazemeut 7 What's the matter,
That they all stand:like statucs? What's the cause ?
Melz, "That, sir, Fwill el von, and thus it is
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Soon as yoar stores could be conveyed k.ele,

I cauy’d them to be brought as you desir'd,
And on my coming to this hquse, inquir'd
Whether Sir Robert Positive livid ‘here.

Yon fellow answered he did, what then ?

Ask’d me who [ was ; and, after such like taunts,
Either unto Sir Robert or to you

He did refuse myy message to deliver.

In vain I wg’d that these inclosures did
Contain great treasures, which I conld not trust
"To any but his master or yourself;

And if he would not yoy-or him inform,

T would myself the fieedom take to do so;

And after further specch, and a refusal,

1 press’d upon hiw, and he bawl’d out ¢ "Thieves ¥
When iu came all this gay and coward tribe,
And seiz’d me likge a felon in the house;
Wheireat these iave lads and myself oppos’d
"T'hen servile and abus’d authoity :—

Now, sir, 1 have great pleasure to inform you,
Not ouly these, but likewise all the rest

Of yow rich stores are safely got on shore.

Del. Melwlle,‘1 thank you for your trusty care.
Reward those men, and let them bring the rest.
And so farewell, good Melville.

|\ Exeunt Melcille and Sailoss.
Now to these.
D’m sorry thus to learn yc ir master hath
Made choice of men who so forget themselves ;
However, take you that, (giving money) and learn in
future
Better to hehave—at least to strangers.
[Servants bow, and exeunt.
Thus I've restor’d kind quiet in this house,
Whete raught but love and gentleness should daell.
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’
Ah! dear Alydia} for thy blessed safbs
I'd cast my treasures all before the winds,
To be blown back from whtnce I gather’d them.
‘Though ill it doth befit my native temper
T’ reward these men for their impertinence,
Yet——Bat hold, for yonder comes Sir Robert,
My dearest, safest, casket-keeping friend,
Of that bright jewel, dear Alydia. *
[Enter Syr RoBERT.]
Good-morrow, dear Sir Robert ; how artthou?
How thy lady too ; and fair Alydia? .
Sir R. All well, I thank You; but something like
yourself,
With wishes full as they do wish the sails
With kindly winds to waft your coffers"here
With all good speed. How are you shis morning ?
Del. Well in my health, and in my hind most happy,
For, Heaven be prais’d, the other ship which parted
(By the boisterous winds now a month since)
From that I sail'd in, with part of my wealth—
Which I divided, to reduce the hazard
Of the wild winds, and the devouring sea—
Is now within the river safe arriv'd ;
And these two chestsy Sir Robert, do contain
Some of my rich embarkments from the East,
As diamonds, choicest pearls, and precious silks,
Spices, and costly gums of rarest kind.
‘These with your good care and disposition
Are to be manag’d, sold, or so exchang’d |
As in good time they may converted be
Into a British mansion, fields and flocks,
Fair gardens, grateful shades, with lowing herds
In this blest land, where Freedom holds her court,
Where Kings and Princes only can find shelter
From the rude blasts of the usurper’s power,
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Whom honoi'd trophies cannot sa‘t’ﬂfy e !

But midnight murders and adult’reusinsults,
Wide spreading ruin, gratify the tyrant.

Sir R. 1t is true; for th’ hero and the merchant,
T'he priuce, the peasant, indeed all mankind,
Have felt the weight of his malignancy,

Or fear th’ extension of his wily power.

The envied wreatlfs achiev'd in manly- battle

Adorn a soldier, are his valor’s greed :-

Far diff’rcut are the crafty tyrant’s honors ;

He ruins natioss under Friendship’s nrask,

By sncaking treasons, dark’/deceitfulness :

And makes himself a mark for all brave meun

To point and hurl their indignation at.

For this bold Euglaifd at him throws defiancc ;

She feels for others’ kis’ries as her own,

And in humanity’s ssft office yields

Protection to the fugitive or King.

Here’s no distinction in protective power :

*Tis that which makes our country so rever'’d;

For even-handed justice and compassion
teign evry where in‘England’s happy realm.

Del. Tt was the dear remembrances of them,
Conncected with th’ iistinctive love of «country,
Which caus’d me to resolve to leave the East,
"Though halt’ my great possessiong, I should lose
And honors of high sort by doing so.

But I'm well paid for all suh losses now,
Since dear Alydia is te share with me
The gleanings of my fortune’s richer harvest.

Sir R. Yes, my dear Delmore, though she is my niccs,
Ier worth is equal to the honor done her ;

For did yon fully.know how sweet, how sensible,
How rarely modest, true, and good shes, . -
You’d think her richly worth your treasures left.
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Del. Indeed I do, Yand even ten times o'er
More than the bright dominions of the East,
But come, my friend, alloyw me’to go in,
And with you meet the darling of my soul,
To gain new blessings from her Jovely eyes.
Sir R, With pleasure I'll attend you, but—be. wise.
L [ Exeunt.

SCENE II. A Garden.
N

Euter DerMore and Avyoia.
Alydia wiping away a tear,

Del. What means that tear, that erystal falling drop,
Which, like the morning’s gilver-tiuted dew) -t
That fulls from snowy lilies, pure, perfum’d,

Aund op’ning roses which glad June displays?
My soul’s delight, informx me what it means ?

Aly. Perhaps a whim, sir, that my mind permits,

Which I'm not able to explain to you,
Except it be, as l have heard it said,
Sometimes the_eye with joy is thus beguil’ d

Mine may perg:ham.e be soy for you arc near.

Del. O let me chide it from that envy’d spot.~—
IHence, thou invidious tear, thifpower take,

Nor touch the lilies that adorn my fair,
Soft mingling with the roses on her ¢heek ;
Channel not there, nor course that beaateous tryck.

Aly. Oh!sir, I ought ygar compliment clnde hence,

Consid'ring it not suitable to me;
But smitten maidens cherish with delight
Love’s gentle falsehood th’d from lips belowd.

Del. O, l'alsehondwﬂ#at thy nativity,"

Affrighted at his beduteduis enemy.
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Aly. Good Delmore, if 1 had not been inform’d
"That from the eastern clime you lately came,
And consequently brought somg flow’ry growth.
Of the rich language which you left behind,
¥ should suspect yourkind gsincerity :—
But I must seek out words, if possible,
Fo pay youn back your shinitg compliments.

Del. If yéu do so, I pray thee dou’t forget
Th’ unworthy object of thy compliments.
But any words from thee are gouod, my love,
Being sanctified in passing lips like thine.

Aly. Pm afraid tKou hast stopp’d my speaking any :
Yet, can’t [ leave myself so much thy debtor ;
Tor thou hast spread the tender buds of fancy
Into the variods tinted flowers that charm
In cloquence, kke the bright cheerful sun,
Soothing the Sense in the thick-blossom’d Spring.
Thus would I say, till 1 had reach’d the height
And summit of Jove’s compliment and praise :
But, that 1 feel a prompt opinion here
Which scems to whisper Declmore loves plain truth
Simply-rob’d and free from gaudy trappings :
If thou dost so0, I would then frankly tell
My uncle’s approbation, to your suit,
Waits, Delmore, now expecting ycu to ask.

Del. 'Then thy consent t§ join that haud so fair
With this unworthy and rude hand of mine
Will make me happier than words can tell.

Aly. That houor, Sir, was not so near my thoughts,
But be it as my uucle and you §ix.
And now methinks I seem as doth a youth
Shipp’d, and just bound towards some unknown coast,
All tim’rous, thinking of the entérprise :
>Ts strange too we so many houis have pass’d
And never yet of kindred have convers'd 5
Do let me hear of something in your life
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Which I may learn ;nd grow familiar with,

*I'will make me think we have been long acquainted.
Del. Love and all kindred are so center'd here

I scarcely wish now to discover more ;

Though I from India came to find my fricads—

But I will tell thee how my life was spent,

My days, and hours, and lessey times till this,

Till this blest hour that I now spend with thee ;=

Twelve years from that dire inguspicious night

When 1 was seiz'd, and farc’d on board a vesseh

Bound for the sultry climate of the east ;—— . »
Aly. What! did you say that dou were forc’d from
hence ?

Del. Yes, my Alydia, most inhumanly ;
But wherefore still remains a mystery :  *
I was at that time but in my twelfth year,,
Three out of which I parentless had been,®
Under the conduct of my worthy grandsiie,
Wlho to myself and only elder brother
Bestow’d such kindness, and a father’s care :
Our loss grew light by Nis indulgent gouduess ;
'To him in trust was vested for our use
By will, the fortune which my father left, *
To be divided into moietigs,
On the obtaining each of twenty-one ;
With this provise, that if cither died
Before the lapse of his minority,
That then it should revert to the survivor.
My brother, 1 remember, came of age,
And had pessession of one moiety,
Which he in traffic blended with my grandsie,
And uy’d his name in merchandise with his :
Here all my knowledge of them separates.

Aly. Thy tale hath stirr’d my curious soul to hear—
Pray thee proceed, I can, alas, forege!
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Who caus’d thy cruel and mysterious exile.
What follow’d :—
Del. Being shipp’d, as 4 bave said,
Ta’en from the teuder rearing hand of love,
And heart with softest mercy sweetly form’d,
'F'o heaits and hands of harsh severity.
The friendless pris'ners frongtheir dungcon taken,
- Banish’d their countrv by their country’s laws,
Know not the misery which then I knew :
"They to each other sadly may coreplain
T'o try thewr griefs to lessen : [aloue,
Misery’s desponding ¢uild, was shut
Close cabin’d, barr’d of all society,
Forbid the golden lamp of day to sce,
Tl we had reaeh’d the distant Indian shore .
«l{y. My admiration with my pity grows,
And pity weepe to be more sorrowful!
1 willingly would bid thee tell no more,
But stitrmore willingly I wish the whole ;
''o share, though butin fancy and reflection.
Thy hard and wondrous fatc. .
el Thy geutls
“Tenderness Pl 'pay thee back hereafter.
Aly. Proceed—pray thee, progecd—
Del. I'hus then, swect love.,
Being aiviv’d, as 1 before havg told thee,
1 was contracted for, us 1 soon learnt,
And sold, as’uwere, to sross servility
Unto a lady, primitive, but kind,
Who great [‘)osscssiuus had, and retinues, .
And, what was greater, had a noble heart.
ITer deceas’d husbaud was a Bramin boru,
And she the muanuers of that sect did follow,
Although "twas said shie was of English birth,
But in Lher youth 1mbUib’d the Bramin’s manuers ;
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Yet not enthusiastic':dly shict ®
"Did she unto their rig’rous tenets lean,
And soon she spoke to me, with*opcn bosom,
Calling me little countryman, her child :
Then rose a happy epoch in my life.
Aly. Oh, teach me, heaven ! how [ shull retwn
Thy kind appointed guardian, th:at good scul,
Her justly-bestow’d bounty on my love.
And wherefore didst thou leave her kindnesscs £
Del. Because I, to have kept her company,
ITad needed wings cherubic, angel-plumage ; * .
But, Providence, instead of those, Rath brought
My soul into a midway heav’n of love
To have it fitted for celestial tlight :
For know that from the time my kind protectress
Shelter’d me from the bitter frowns of forfuny,
The revolutions of the southern winds .
Which visit half the year the cvstern shore,
Heaving the hurning sands up mountains high, -
And in dry show’rs with hurricanes descend,
Had not a seveuth round quite finished
Ere the grim tyrant shot his cruel shatt,
All icy pointed at good Chiampa’s life.
Aly. And how did yoy sunvive this new mischance ¢
Had she no offspring heir to her good heurt
Del. None did survive, or even near ahin g
And the prosperity which crowus my duys,
My poor deserts forego cxcessively ;
Tor all her riches and her great extents,
1ler whole estate, she did bequeath to me ;
With this proviso only, that I’'d dwell
(Under the tutorage of two good friends
She had appointed) in that same mansion
Which till her death she had inhabited.
Aly. Strange, wond’rous fate! But wherefore art thou

here ? -
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Leaving behind thy wealth #nd habitt.tion ¢
Del. Time, dear Alydia (Fortune consenting)
Gave me to raise great rickcs from great riches.
So much I did iucrease my wealth by traflic,
tmprov'’d my own by klnd Chiampa’s stores,
"That in the space of five years from her death
I got those cargoes of rich gerchandise
.Now discmback’d on England’s happy shore,
And which 1 bring to lay at thy dear feet :
"Too poora (,omphmt-nt md mezn exchange
For that s;veet love which I receive fron: thee!
But new, let’s in, and/wait Sir Robert’s coming,
And to his friendly ear our hearts unfold,
( Delmore taking Alydia by the hand, Ereunt.

END OF ACT L

ACT II.

SCENE 1. A4 Room in Sir Robert’a Ilouse.

Enter Stk RosuerT and LADY Positive.

Lady P. Itis impossible, impossible, Sir Robert,
Tor me to bear your taunting spleen unhurt
Without complaint, without resenting it:

1'd have you recollcet my birth and family—
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Nottreat a prelate’s ﬂ:;ughter, train’d to honor,
Xike a base peasant, or a prostitute '—

I will not thus be lower’d in my own,

Or in the estiniation of my 8ex,

With your unkind, your undeserv’d reproaches.

Sir R. Art thou not barren as the'desert saund,
Proud as a father Bishop’s nume can make thee !
Away! and learn thy sex’s better powers, ,

Or I no longer will connect myself

With a disgrace that challenges Iy manhood ;
Dif’rent from age, that clouds the lively wish, * .
Thy person’s youthful, fair, and blossqny,

But fruitless as the tree untimely blighted.

Lady P. Unkind indeed are thy severe remarks ;
O had Lliv’d in vestal solitude .
Under a father’s kind protecting shade, .

Or sought a needy morsel from the proud, ,
To but supply what simple nature craves,
Rather than be thus subject still to scorn,
Uncasy nights, and mornings full of sorrow:
But, you, Sir Robert, I shrewdly do suspect
Neé'’er lov’d iy person as you lov’d my purse,
And now you try to put all blame onme  °*
Who lov’d you for yourself-—not for your riches.

Sir R. No more, but lcave me, or 1 truths may tell
Will make you think yourself a prophetess—

Believe that there are other women in the world.

Lady P. Goed, my dear lord, nor should you, love,

forget
That [ may find the world has other men.
( Exit Lady Positice.

Sir R. Qther men! so :—a bishop’s daughter, aye!
And with the samesmorality I taught her,

Holding detiance with an even hand.
I must confess she nearly hi¢ the mark—

»
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For so far she was vight ; I surely Qia

_Allow the golden bait to catch my ey«

When Cupid’s arrow hadmot pierc'd my heart- --
Yet she has qualities, justice uiay say,

Which make her dear to me—-yes, almost love her,
And oft-times wish hr cold sterility

Would kindle into wenial fu.l\itfulucss.

[Eadt.

SCENE lI’.‘ A Streel.  (stage dark.)
Fater Two WarcnMEN meeting.
1 Maieh. Bad weathey,
I¥ateh. Age, brother.
Watch. Tow dost do -
Watch. Well- ~Goow -ight.
Hateh. Good night.

Bl R

{ Exeunt different xays.
Clnter Marrna Broow and Luey in weils, pursued
by Wickvr und Buserp--the former wmuch intoa-
icated, and the latte not so much .
Ilick, By—by all that’s pleasant, £ will—
Yes, I will—xiss thee. (Getting hold of Martha.)
Warm’d by the fiery grape, my.girl.
Bump. No, honor—-honor is the woid, sweet airl :
Thou shalt, thou pr-tty gipsy, silly slut.
Lucy. Pray, good grutlemen, for heaven’s sake leave us :
See my aflrighten’d mistress dies with fear !
We are, iudeed, two wretched wanderers
Deserving morc your pity than your insults ;
Turn’d from our loc sing, friendless and forlorn,
To the rigor of this dismal night expos’d,
Unshelter'd from these stormy cleuds of Heav’'n— ‘
I pray you, beg vou, follow us no further.
Hick. Notfollow thee! by thc God of love, I will,
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And clasp thee thué yntil the moming wake ue.
. (Uickup -and  Bumper use Muwrtha and Lucy.
roughly, who run off sbrieking, the others follow. )
[Lnter Yotne Ravymunn.]
Young R. Sad recoilvction sobers n,y mad brain,
Cros<es my wish to follow in |;ursu?l,
And sends me home to my wphappy dwelling,
T'o tind the last bad news fatally true. » [ Fxit.
[Enter 1.1 Warcnaman.]
1 Wated. \What's the me ulc’, aye— yonder lhcy go.
{ Enter &d Watcuyan.] .

2 Nuteh. Hollow, brother, whwg mot again -—"Tis a
bad uighi.

i furch, Aye, my old imbs Bod it so, for cold and
wat bave pemly numd’d them all- Bat, hark thee —
what doxics e those who shilek and rum jo fust down the
back lane—pethaps thes have filel’d from the two drunken
Hats who follow tern.  Come, we'll have a Dutch
reckoning to-uight, for we will share the dust, or see
than shoyp’d: that, n our calling, is the golden rule,
brother—Hha, s 1t not ?

¢ N arch. Aye, aye, i is so, it so, brether.

1 Hawch. Come, quick, quick, let's shdw ourselves on
duty. { Lweunt.
[Euter MarTiA nd Ll;( Y, who 1w across the stage

crying help, help, and Buwpuer parsting.]
[Ener Warcumes,—bath crying]
Thieves, thicves, stop thieves ! (Exit, and svou after
re-cnters with  Delmore, having Bumper ' f" custody,
Martha and Lacy atlending.)

Del. The other hath escap’d; but | charge you
That this unmanly wretch be safely kept
Until to-morrow : U'll support the charge.

Good fellows, you have done your duty well—
You have both done:¢pedit: to your calling.
Vour. I. Rej. Th. No. IV. 2H
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"1 Watch. Have we, master ? then p"e will call again—e
( Botk call) 'Thieves, thieves! fire and fury, thieves ! ‘
Del. 1 did not mean yous calling out at them,
But that you did your business duteously.
2 Watch. If so my business is to call again, -
For this I know, that calling is my duty.
(calls past ten o’clock ; grd both go off with Bumper
« in custody, and as they go)
1 Watch. Mind you go home, young women—do you
hear ? ¢
Mar. O {’m faint, my Lucy, tir'd toc, and hungry—
Thy friendly arm to hejy, me homewards !
(standsin a melancholy posture. y
Del. T did not think that [ this night should give
A present to thecunhappy of your kind 3
But ’tis not in my nature thus to hear
"I'he plaintive veice of misery and sorrow
And heep my purse long pocketed—tahe this—
(shakes hands with Lucy and gives his purse.)
There, poor {orlorns, divide the little there-—
1t 1s enongh for me to know they want,
To justify my hand and please my heart.
“ [ Enit.
Mar. My resolution fails—O surely, surely,
Poor ruin’d Martha never was de‘sigu’d
"T'o fill the arms of bold impertiuence,
Aud court a drunkar:’s rudeness to her bosom !
No, no, it must not, sh-1l not, cannot be :
Rather than violate my virgin vows
To the unkind deserter of my love,
Il beg my wretched bread from door to door,
Or starve, denied all charitable aid.— )
Good God! (nearly fainting.)
Lucy. My dearest mjstress, psay look up ! .~ . .~
Behold, the gentle soul who hath now left us
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Gave me this purse’ for whish heavn shall bless him.
« Mar. Where shall we fly for shelter from this storm ?
Lucy. To yonder portal, till its force abate.
[Exeunt Martha and Lucy, Martha
leaning on Lucy’s arm.

SCENE I11I. Sir Robert's Ilouse.

Euter Sir RozcrrT, and AMELIA his servant.
Sir R. Well, Amelia, what is this mighty segret ?

I always hitherto shap’d my opinion®,

In favor of thy houesty and truth

In all domestic matters and concerns :

Does it affect my interest ? tell me, ,

Or mine honor, does it ? speak freely witljout reserve.
Ame. First, Sir Robert, 1 do humbly theak you

Tor the opinion you have kindly form’a

Of my poor services which you commended ;

And I do think that what T want to say

Will give you pleasure equal to my wish :

For, my dear mistress, whom you oft have blam’d,

(For want of that, perchance, a mouth may give,)

Is now full eight mouths gone in pregnancy.

Sir R. Al! art thou sure of that !—say, Amelia,

How learnt you it >-—she would not tell you so!

Ame. Yes, but indeed she did, and mirthfully ;

And said she wish’d that you might know it too.

Sir R. Indeed! (aside) and did she bid thee tell it me ?
Ame. She ueither bade me, nor forbade mo,‘Sir;

Baut finding which way that her mind would go,

I brought it to you with a joyful speed. :
Sir R. Leave me, Amelia—jyct, stay—ah, devil! (aside)
Ame. What, do you ail ? have 1 offeridgrd you

By doing that which I thonght most would please you?
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T will not tell my mistress if you wigh't,

Gr any one, what | before have told,
Sir R. Amelia, I think that thou art faithful.
Ame. 1 hope, siv, 1 ue’er shall wrong your thinking,.
Sir R. Yet—No! I canuot stoop so low as mane

A servant nustress of‘ner mistress, no—- (uside)

You may go, Amelia.

(Sir Robert walks about in distsess)

.

Ame. What can this mean?
I thought the news w ould‘pl\,me him, not afflict.
) 3 [ Exit.

‘
Sir R. By the blaek furies, 1 did not think that she

('Though [ have deem’d her sterile) was unchaste ;

Which, to clear certainty, is now so provd :

For ten dull mouths have coldly pass’d away

Since [ fawiliar was, or bedded with her,

And she now gizht months gone in pregnancy.

"Thisis a doubly damw’d discovery !

Tor shie will now retoit on me the taunt,

The cursed taunt of disability,

Of stingy nature locking up her pow’r.

And thea the infamy vhich crowns my head

By her detestad vile incoustancy,

Which with a rancoring silence I must bear,

Or impotent, or cuckold shall be decm’d,

Gnaws decply on my heart, distracts my soul,

And scts the pow’rful engine of the mind

Active, to work destru~tion and revenge.

[Exit.

SCENE 1V. A Garden and Moonlight.

Young R. Why what a slave is man when he is thus
By wickeduess, weakness, mischance, or loss,
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Reduc’d as Tam!  L¢'n the Yot potent wine,
Whose power only but a short time since
Flatter’'d my brain, is vapar’d all in air,

And sober, sad reflection now succeeds!

Here too comes one to tell tha last gtisavrer, -
[Enter OLp Ravaioxn.]

"Then, sir, "tis certain our las@®ship is lost,

Old R. Itis by several accounts confirm’d.

Young R. Then too as certain it confirms oar ruin.
This, added to our many recent losses, .
Which put our credit iv a doubtful seale,

Now doth the balance cast for certaluty.
Heavy misfortune weighs up pariing hope.

O/l R. Noj; though mistortune clouds the present hour,
And all surronnds us with a threatening storn,

The gloom 1s not so dark and full of horrdr

.

T'o rob my bosom, frighten Hope away,
Who here sits ready @ confrant Despair,
Finding a spark to cheer the lab’ring heart.
When the hoarse thunder sweeps th' ethereal phain,
And darts torth lighthing "midst descending showers,
Its forked brizhtucss stabs the augry gloom,
Assuring as it flares a clear sereng,
A bright disclosure of tht hcavens again.
Young R. Oh!all fuly prospects now have left my view.
Why should we now anew build sir, castles,
While thus entaugled in the oid one’s ruin ?
Old R. True bhope will soon ereet more lasting towers,
So strong that nought but guilt will ever shakesthem.
The sanguine murd’rer who in jealons rage
His brother kill'd, €'en he despair’d unjustly,
And on bimself did double the offence.
Young R. Oh! sir—I beg, no more.
Old R. Yes, a few words.
Can innocence like thine droop and despond,
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As if in love with knotty-brow’d despair ?
For shame! From earth thy moisten’d eyes lift up,
And view the glorious canopy of heaven
All spangled with the glitt'ring gems of night ;
Then think how that gyeat jeweller of them,
As he this wondrous creation did
Out of mere chaos bring in Lounty forth, -
‘May all our 16ss a thousand-fold redeem.
The thought shall be as thecbright wings of Hope
Flying with Faith to heavenly rest.
' ) [Eai* Old Raymond.

Young R, ‘ He’s gene!
And sadly pleas'd.T am to be so left.
I felt a tumult gath’ring in my breast,
And at his words the flame of guilt burst out,
Aud T almost littray'd its secret source.
““ A brother ki'l'd, and lic despaii’d unjustly,
* And on himself did double the offence.”
These were the words the good old man did use,
And I in mis’ry’s book may well record them,
For something here tells me they will be wanted !
Amidst the gay delights of prosp’rous days
1 almost had forgot my brother’s death,
Caus'd by my tongue, more fell chan Cain’s hand ;
For T deliberately did bid his death,
And for a lesser reason—avarice !
For glittering gold, not cavy, Thave murder’d,
Which now most justly I have lost again,
And only voe is left me in its stead ;
But being done, the deed with himn must rest,
And powerful conscience, that doth cherish pains,
I must resist, and all her ghastly shadows.

[Exit,
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SC]‘:IﬁE V. A IMall.

Eunter Sik RoBerT and OLo RayMonp.

Sir R. What sorrow, gor;d old man, doth thus intrude
\Vithip this mansion of philosophy ?
For thou wert wont to chide away complaint ’
By reasoning on its improprjety.
Old R. Yes, yes, Sir Robert, [ am woll,awnrc
That man should not complain of that whicl is,
Though it doth cause much sorréy to the heait.
ITere Grief hath held her court for many a year;
Irom these old fountaius too her power oft tlow’d,
But now they are but dry receptacles.
Yes, recent losses have the channels stapp’d
Which us’d to easc th’ oppressions of my heart 3
And these grey hairs soon to a peaceful fest
Will presemly retire, with all my woes !
Sir R. Grief bears so pressingly upon you, «ir,
Inquiry would perhaps but probe the wound,
Leaving the cure still unadminister’d,
Or I vwould ask this rude inquictude, *
What bus'ness Fortung’s danghter hath with thee
That she so long doth keep thec company.
I rather choose to guess the mournful cause
Than give you the affliction to disclose 1t.
Old R. You are very kind, very kind, good sir,
And 1 would your desire now satisfy
As to the various griefs which visit me,
But here’s a catalogue within so fult
My poor hoy first, and mixing with the rest,
Each lot being mingled with a share for him,
Would draw a fountain from a stony rock.
Sir R. Then guessir.g only shall desire suffices
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But [ must join with you on sorrow’s gheme,
By which alleviation may be found

In my unfoldiug aund a fricind’s condolement,
Though mine haugs stubborn on iny memory ;
Not that the object of complaint 1s such,

But in another, for the delt-saine thing,

Might prove so trifling, and of littie note,

A few swift hoyrs would liud a grave for it.

Old R. I'cll me then “‘h:l‘l it is, for mis’ry’s book
(Fach page containing some accamt of mine)
Will lead mt,'by the mdc\ of my heart
To pair tlny rude umom cvil there ;

And, as condolement (ll)“! consist of words,
We'll chieat our gricls in speaking of them so
That we perhapg may lessen their cffects.
Oh that on bulau‘ciug the whole account
We could destrgy the first existing sun.

Sir R. Younr venerable aspect chides me, sir,
In the suguesting o myself a wish
T'o burthen you with an injunction
Such as my story’s secrecy requires.
With coufidence 1 thercfuie will iapart i,
Couvey my thoughts in friendship’s open style,
Though my tonguc prove my own shame’s orator.
But that your long-respected Lmdncsses,
And faithful, ancicnt fiiendship with my father,
Assure me of the werth of hin I trust,
I should reluctantly unfi-ld my story.

Old R. You do awake in my 1emembrance
Some cheerful hours in friendship sweetly spent,
With that brave man, thy good and noble father.
He was indeed of fri_ndship’s self compos’'d,
For in him center’d all her gentleness ;

"I'he thought of whom amidst my gloomy woes
Lifts up my mind a retrospect to take
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Of happier times ‘t!t:m these*which 1 now know,
* When fortune on affection ever smil’d,
Aud blest us with reciproeal dontent.
Sir R. lle was indeed the figure of thy words,
Aund, as a poor epitome of him,
The whole of my mishap 1 will relate,
Though shame afilict me in dhe telling it.
O/d R. What shame dares stain the stofy of the sou
Of my old friend ¢ Begin, | piay you, sir,
Aud let me he scquainted with the cause. |
Sir R. "Thus then in short I will premise to thee:
In my evening walk, “hout eight onths siace,
T met a maid, and soft aceosted her.,
She spake me fain, and in appearanee gentle,
Bloowing simplicity i every leok., ’
I did u-qn.,ut,‘ nity, ure’d wore conversation,
But she deiin'd my importunsty ;
Yet, alter beroing for auother meeting, .
She did eoncent, 1i 1 would leave her then,

T'o micet me in the evening again ;

The tisue and place then tin’d
Oid R. You doubtless met her.
Nir R, Yes, ~ir, 1 did; and such was lfxy mishap,

Kiow, ou the moment, midst a gloomy wall,,

When we dud ineet, a strange fout did approach us,

1 whisper'd softly, we had best retire

luto the dark recesses of the woord

T’ avoid being scen: she genily acquiesce’d,

Drawing her handherchicf o’cr her sweet fage ;

When a dark clond, in comliment to love,

Swam timely o’er the silv’ry globe of night;

And In a bow’s, made sweet with woodbimes fresh

Eucircling closcly with the curling vine,

A mossy bauk we found, and sat us down.

Old. R. Is this the cause which so disquiets thee ?
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Sir R. This the foundation of inquﬂ::mde.
For I, takiug that day unto an artist
A pair of bracelets of domestic note,
Which in my fauuly had beei, "twas said,

Y

In estimation near two centuries,
The carious workmanship which made them up
Stil! made me on them a gread value set;
And for that tih an one part was affix’d,
In small, a well drawn hkengss ofgfny father;
An:l on the other, in like manmer ton;
My mothert: gentle likeness did appear ;
Which, thongh antiquity did not attend thens
Fqual unto the other parts thereof,
Were iu my mind of equal valnation.
The reason for my taking themn with me
Was a small injuyy to have sepair’d,
Alydia, my nicct, had pointed out
‘That time or other cause oreasioned.
1 purpos’d to hestow them upon her
Whenever she should wed deservingly.
These 1 by negligence in that same bow’r
IDid leave, or they were by the stranger taleiy,
But which 1 canbot say, and heed it not :
f'or knowing they are gone 1s mor= to me
‘T'han knewing which way from me they did go.
Inquiry too had ouly led to shame me;
So [have rather borne the loss, though great,
Than risk my reputation (o retrieve it.
Old R. Thercby you've done yourself a dear-bought
Jjustice,
Though in your choice you have been fortunate.:
Tor when two evils do prescnt themselves,
It is most just to choose the least of them,
, But let us leave this more frequented place
Aund to yon walk, and suy what we may think ;
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For if the bracelets are redtemable,
I will myself do much to help yon to them.
[ Exeunt.

END QF ACT IL

ACT IIIL

SCENE I. A4 Room in Sir RPbert’s Tlouse.
,

Enter S1r RoBeRT and Orp Raysonb.
Sir R. Iam glad of this. Yes, Delmiore, your kindness
To this poor and good old man much pleases me.
Alydia too shali thank you for your goodness
She whose soft soul always enraptur'd is
On hearing of or doing a kind act.
It joys me much to think you’ve found such friend.
Five thousund pounds, I thiuk, you said he would
Advance, to aid you in your present need :
And for securing to him the repayment,
He had propos’d to take your simple bong.
Old R. Yes, Sir Robert, ’twas his offer to me,
Aud kindly offer’d ere I ask’d the loan
Or had unfolded my distress to him ;
But which he seem’d to be acquainted with
From some good friend ; may I believe it, you?
Sir R. Thinted to him, when I saw you last,
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(For he came in the instant we'were palting,‘;
On his inquiring who you were, and why
Grief hung so heavy onyour'aged face,

That you bad met with many and great losses,
As well by hazardmg in merchandize,

As in an amiable and much-lov’d grandson,
Who i his carly youth was strangely lost.
He started whentl mention’d the last canse ;
"T'hen, lost in syinpathy, Lie drggt a (ear,

Just as a parent’s vye, for such a loas
Oercharg’d veth sileat grief, had sadly shea.

Old R. Ol sir, [ leve him botter for his mind

Than for his zold which he will lendd 10 me.
A golden deed miay meanty be perforn’d,
One of less glitterenobly may be done ;
But here the sun-hijie of beuevolenee

Is bright in wm!ht,\r-d 1 perornsmce too,
e felt for sy wrent losses, did be, sir?

Sir R, Indeed Lo died, aad feit too like a maa
Who in Mizivrtane’s school had learn’d to feel.
ITe surely is 2 o<t kind noble youth.

But hoid, Le’s heve, and his lawyer with him.
I you think fit, 'l leave you here with them.

O/d R. i3y no means, Sir Robert; 1 beg you stop,

And put yorr name unto the bond they bring,
To witness his kind act, my obl:gation.
[Puter Premore and LAwyYER.]

Del. Ihave to ask your pardon, dear Sir Robert,
In making thus So free within your house ;

But coming on a bus’uess that will please you,
I hope will plead excuse for my offending,
Or Pl withdraw unti! your better leisare.

Sir R. 1 know your bus’ness, and rejoice to see you.
It is to serve a man of great desert.

Del. No matter ; tis a stingy act indeed
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“"That’s not rewardegd in the doing o't
* I hther came, s\, to pevform ny promise. (to (Md Ray.)
Here, youwidl find a cheek Tar the amout
W hich 1 proposd to 1en'd———uccept it, =i,
Ofd R. 1 know no words my feelinas to express,
But thanks to you, and gratiiude Yo e av’n,
For raising such a friend ot such a time.
O may that gractous pow’r hivdly pour dewn -
Blessings when most you need them on your head,
Rich as your goodness, great as it to me.
Leaw. "Lhis i the bond --the penalty is d:)ylnlc;
But, the condition, for five ll.uugu.mi potids,
bnmamier payable as ihere express'd.
O Ruymonid rveads.)
Of! R, Know adl men by these presents, that 1, Benja;
Terchant, am/held,

mwin Raymond, of the city of Londan, 3
aned dirmly bound, to Donjaiiin Baymoifl the younger, son
of T honms Raymend, (alt ! Fhosas Raefioud !) late of the
said city, merchant, deceased, i ten thousand pounds—
Benjamm Raymond the vounger, of -—-—

(look: steadfastly at Delmore, and (ots the bond fall.)
Oh gracious fleaven! Lt 15 my boy himseit!
Tt is my lost, my found, my dearest boy*!

. (runs into his arms. ).

Del. Yes, my hind grandsire, and no longer Delmore,
But Raymoud now ; your more it happy graudson,
Who with much labor did discover you
But yesterday to be alive and poor ;
That fortune long had turn’d her back npon you.
Then straight T flew to aid you as 1 sheuld,
Aud thought the gentle mcaus which i .d choese
Might please your eye and cheer your Leart together.

Old R. Awm I awake, or in a dream of bliss
Too exquisite to be substantial ?
old me a mowent in thy loving arms,

k4
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And let me gaze again upon thy face,
That I may thus be sure it is my boy—
"T'is he, ’tis he himself, and [ am happy !
Growninto comely manhood : but *tis he !
Oh tell me all-—where, and how thou hast been ;
Who sent thee hence ; who brought thee home agairn -
“Unfold the riddle of thy life, at once,
X am impaticnt aad would know all now.
Del. The prescnt hour can know no other thoughts
“"But those of you and dear Alydia,
'To whom Pllcarry the sweet tidings straigi:t.
And make her happy in 2'grandsire found :
We then shull meet—indulge me till I tell her.
[ Exeunt Delmore and Lawier.
Old R. Farcewdll, good lad—but what can be his haste ?
S& R. 'l tell you that hereafter ; but at present
T am within the m}uzes of surprise
Almost lost!'—Wlut! is it possible!
€an this be your long-lost lumented child !
Old R. Itis, it is! Now, dear Sir Robert, first
P’It thank my God, then see my other boy;
‘T'ell him how good he hath been unto us,
And cheer his heatt with this kind change of fortune.

.. [Exeunt.

SCENE [1I. 4 Room.

‘Enter Youne RayMoND.

Young R. In vain, from scene to scene, and place to
place,
‘To ease my heartand to amuse my mind,
I fly, for woe incessantly pursties
Aud feeds the dreadful tumult of mv soul.
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And, but last nigl¥, too, in the public streets,
By vile intoxication just made mad,

To use unmanly insults to*the wretched !
And thus to do onc more unworthy act,

By trying to shake off the thohghts*of others.
1 secm as doth the helpless m.mncn,

Within a wide engrossing “lurlpool canghty

Strel am “cddgto eternal pain !

How could 1 first destroy my peace for gold?
Ah avarice! thou tempting subtil fiend !

I feel too late thy smiles, deceitful pow’r,

And promises as guileful as thy snviles ;

Who, like a thief in night’s dark robe attir'd,
Caught the advantage while I gaily dream’d,
And stole my precious jewel, peace, avway;

My brother ! oh my brother ! nighteous heaven!

Oh! whether, whether
(stands in a discofsolate posture. )
[Enter Orv RaymaoNb.
Old R. Justas I thought—
Aloue, poor boy, desponding, and in tcars—
Griceving his brother and his fortune lost :
Well, breathe out the oppression of thy hwait—
Make room for joy which with my errand comes :—
He sees me not.—Well,'my good boy—
Young R. Algg!
Old R Coimne, you must not indulge your snrrow it\h"
Cousider that the blessings of abandance :
"Which in rich purple tides of bouuty fluw’d
Were mercly loans intrusted for good use.  °
Is it but justice to the lender, then,
On hLis request to yield them buck again
Come, coine, why do you thus dejected muse
As you would shut your ear against my speech ?
Young R. 1 beg your pardow, Sir, my rude—
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Old R. ' ‘\9 ceremony, bdy,
It hath in me lost half its (onseqncnce, .
The ather half I now must ¢ast aside,
And plainly tell thee that Lbithér came—
Yes, to dissolve thy grief with words of joy,
And chase all sorrow fsom thy lab’ring Leart ;
And hope 1 come not vaily for that purpose.
~ Young R. Joy and my heart strangers long sinee have
been,
, Old R. "This is the time he 7 ~hould then be acquainted :
For hnow, a‘noble youth new from the east
Five thousand pounds will lend me ou my pond,
Which will be ample fo recruit our stock,
Bring back our credit to its wonted state,
And (,lwmtuhwrss aud comfort to our hearts,
douag *R. Five thousand potnds, said you! pray, sir,
from wlfin ?
What noble yof b2 how did he know our wants?
Who made theds hnown ? what led him 10 assist usf
Old R. His rich stores of merchandize were all cousign’d
Unto Sir Robert Positive, whose father was
In early days niy filend, most intimate ;
Aud since our hpavy losses press’d us down,
You huow his fricndly hand sometimes hath help'd us,
"T'was he who told how much we'hecded aid,

*And caus’d this unexpected kindness to us.

Come, then, what do you say ¢ unflold your arms!
Why ou thy brow sits glooiny sullenness

Thus frowning on the cheerful smiles of heav’n ¢
Our faces should in dawning joys be dress’d,
Our hearts, with gladness and with gratitude :
Think but how gracic usly hath heav’n, even now,
Unworthy as we are, rais’d up a friend

To mar adversity’s dread threat’ning stroke

And send us soft prosperity again.
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Then cast awayythege dark engender'd looks,
*Like offsprings kdctcstable despair,
‘The brood of evil deeds, and cbuscience foul ;
Such, my dear child; as thou hast neyer known.
Young R. Did, Sir, your words impart that wish’d-for
truth, ' *
My dismal thoughts and sullgn-knotted brow
Might vanish, but indeed they do not,  *
Old R. I must be happy, qr must be ungrateful,
And in that thon should’st keep me company. .
Young R. It cheers my heart to think you .a;e so happy,
And what in kindness my good grandsire brings,
If not with joy, shall be receiv'd with thanks ;
And for the cares and kind indulgences
My youth and growing age have both experienc'd,
I’'m ever bound to thank and honor you.
But at this time I amn so ill at ease i
That what you tell, alas, but comes to my
As a physician visiting the dead. ’
Old R. Why so, I pray thee ? It was, indeed, almost
For thec alone I did accept the favor;
Thought it might serve thee when 1 amno more:
Short is the service it can do to me— ¢
My grey-hair'd head submissively awaits
The grisly tyrant’s life-destroying stroke,
Which, too, misfortune ‘may in her next visit
Biing to my heart and send me to the grave.
Young R. Alas, kind Sir! my soul is overburthen’d,
And happiness to me is quite forbidden.
Let me unload my heart and tell you all
The horrid crimes 1 have been guilty of,
And your advice perhaps may give rclief :
But there’s no cure for my diseased soul !—
Oh horror! my brother—
OldR. - No, my good boy,
- Vor. I, Rej. Th. . No.lIV. el
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¥ do not wish at this time to Kkear more, '
Or, indeed, more to say, bat only this : }/
That you have magriified yout litte faults : -
"Tis true, you doubted the great pow’r of heav'n,
'To raise us up from mis'ry and tnisfortune ;
‘Which was a erime, a very great one, too :
But thy repentant heart feeling its fault,
Will find forgiveuess on the asking it:
So I will leave thee now, kn¢el down and pray.
. [Ezit Otd Raymond.
Young K. He thinks not, knows not, tfor can he believe
T'he hopeless task he Joft me to perform ;
But I’ll ouce more retire and try to do it.
L Exit.

SCENEﬁ A Room in Sir Robert’s Houge.

St RoBERT enters thoughtfully, starts, and rings a bell.
[SERVANT enters.]
Sir R. Thy mistress—1 want her.
Ser. . . Fll tell her so, Sir.
[Exis.
Sir R. Now, Rage, thy empire hold most absolute |
- Black furies now support thee on thy throne,
'Fill pow’rful ire shall bear thee higlr as heav’n,
And from thence falline on her harlot head,
Like as a fireball ’midst a gloomy show'r,
Alarm in horror her aﬂ'nghten d soul,
So drive her tremblmg from my sight for ever !
[Ent:-t Lapy PosiTive.]
Lady P. What is your will, Sir Robert ?
Sir R. To freeze your soul in sharp and icy-horronr,
And with hot blushes burn thy harlot’s. face., -
Ledy P. \Vhat means all tlus? pray, Sir, be veconcd’d.



A DRAXA. 457

..
e Sir R. Reeonc‘ﬁ’g.to what 2 Beconcil'd ! said'st thou :
Lady P. Yes, Sir, that was the word that I did use,
- And must intreat the 'word’s effect be granted:
Consider how the world will censure us. :
. Sir R. What means the strumpet'—yet I am calm.—
How, mistress ! would’st make an accomplice of me ?
Lady P. Sir, I would; and then
Sir R. . Out of my sight !
I'll hear no more ; no more attempt to speak,
Or by the vengeance of my injur’d honor, R
This sword shall put a period to tlly speech.
Lady P. Be calm, I do beseech you, Sir, a moment ;
My fault is magnified by your displeasure,
And rage triumphant tramples reason down:
I can, nay will, unfold the whole affair
Which caus’d this great and strange confus»
Although [ lov’da paramour in pnvate—-
Sir R. No more! Away! I'll hear no fhore—stand by !
Death shall arrest thy next attempt to speak.
Lady P. Alas! sir, then you must not leave me thus—
Sir R.Stand off, and let me pass, thou wretched thing ;
For to my sight thou art as hateful grown *
As hell’s severest tortures to my thoughts.
(she takes hold of his arm.)
Begone! 1 say, leave thy hold or—
(attempls to draw his sword.)
Lady P. If you will not hear, beseech you to receive _
And exercise your better sense of sight.
(giving him a pair of bracelets.)
Sir R. Where got you these, madam ?
Lady P. Do you not know with whom you left them,
Sir ?
Sir R. Yes, [ do, Madam, and to gall thy :oul
Know, to a secret miistress they were given.
- Lady P. What, Sir | 'tis very well, ’tis wesy well—
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Sir . Are you not satisfied >-—O cuyses on thee ! .

Lady P. Yes, Sir, indeed I am—ah, ah, ah:
« For to my sight you are as hateful grown
¢ As hell’s severest tortures to my thoughts !”
This incolietence, Sir, doth make me laugh ;
To think thy vulgar spleen and lofty praise
On the same object must be reconcil’d.
Was it the dress that did so gharm you, Sir ?
Or the dumb signs by which you were conducted
Into the gloemy harbour of the wood,
Not nine moutlss since, When humble cottagers
Were from their daily toils to rest retir'd
Tn humble innocent security ?
‘Was this fine ring—a love-token bestow’d,
With strong injunction not to part with it
Till you shonld{ncct again?  That being done,
There is the 1 \‘. ‘—remember what time’s gone.

(L.

Sir R. By heav’n, ¥ know not what to make of this'

Whether to laugh with her, or angry be :
FYor I remember an appointment made

By me, and that *bout cight mouths since, to meet-

The daughter of a neighbouring cottager,
{L'resh as the mornmg when 1 first did meet hier,)
And which most punctually I did keep,

But never could 1 find her out again.

And then I lost these Lracelets—gave this ring,
For promises to mcet the evening after :

But the upﬁoimmcnt was not kept by her,

As I suppose, for fear of a detection,

As she possession-o1 the bracelets got ;

And vet my Lady spoke as’twere hersell,

If iﬂimalions may be fairly taken :

And yet it could not—never could be her !

She hath been cozening with the village gicl .
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*Whom accident hath thrown into her way, .
To teaze me % th'his strange discovery.
[Entyr A SERvANT, with « letter.]
Sir R. What want you, ha ?
Ser. Te deliver this, Sir.
o Rdelivers a letter and exit.
LSir Robert, reads the letter.]
< Sir, I wish to sce yoll aloue, any time this day, to let
“ you know something that you will be ;)lensed to heat, if

¢ your honor think proper %o sec your humble servant
¢ Mary IHHawthorn.”

[Sér Robert rings a, bell and a rvant enters.)
Who brought this letter?
Ser. A vountry boy, Sir.
Sir R. Send him to me.
Ser. T will, Sir Robert.

[ J
[Lada.
[Enter SERvANT and CountRy-Bov.]

'f,?‘ [ Servant cxit.

Nir R. Where did’st thou bring this letter from, my lad ?
C.- Boy. Trom my sister Hawthorn, sir, who last Sunday
married John Hawthorn, of your honor’s parish, and
lives near your honor’s great house, cross the common, by

the three walnut-trecs, but is now here in London, at heg

cousin’s. »

§ir R. 'Tell her to call upon me, presently.
C.-Boy. Yes, your honor.—l.ord, Lord, what a fine

house ! . [Eaxit.
Sir R. I do appear as if but half awake! .
What other sccrets are to be disclos’d 2
[Loxit. -

B ————amd
£ND OF ACT HL
N e ———
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ACT 1IV.

SCENE L Sir Robert’s House.

Eater DeLMorEand ALYDIA.

Del. It is, ivdeed, most strange and wonderful ;
But it is certdin that my grandfather lives:
And hadst thou seen bim. as he gaz’d on me
In pleas’d amazement—how he speechless $tood,
Thou surely would’st have bless'd our gentle stars,
For the kind acquisition of his love.

Aly. But wher; fore did you alter your true name ?—
Yet, ’tis no mattef to me now to know,
Though 1 should“-tide for your deceiving me ;
Yet I’ll not do so :—1If for other cause : S
In future time | necds must chide my love,
T’ll do it, by the name of Dehnore then,
And keep his truer nane to love him by.

Del. "Thou art all goodness : but I cun explain,
Anrd will, to thy full satisfaction, toc,
Why I by name of Delmore bave been call'd.
It is the custom with the Indian tribe,
’Mongst whom my ample fortune took jts rise,
That to enjoy the ancient rights, bequcath’d
By will, or given by dced, unto a stranger,
He first must take the donor’s name himself,
And then the rights do follow with the deed.

Aly. "Tis well ; T know thy honor and thy truth
No ga.hmght or Talsehood would admit.
But, my dear Delmore, (30 I still must call thee,)
Didst thou remind Sir Robert that at ten
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O’clock this mprhipg we meant to meet at church:
Del. I didso ; but he needed not be told,
He knew my anxYous love, nzy ardent wishes,
He will attend us at the appointed time.—
Oh! great reward for all my troubles past!
Good heav’n’s kind bounty now i8 near complete.
Oh ! dear Alydia! how 1ay fond soul melts,
My bosom burne with love by loaking on thee !
Ah! fly with lightniug’s spqpd, ye howrs, away
"Till the wish’d time arrives.
[Enter a SERVANT, who presents « lgtter.]
Serv. The messenger who bibught that letter, Sir,
Desires to spegk with you on its contents.
Del. Very well; let him wait without, Il see him,
o [Lrit Servantg
Aly. Lll leave thee then, but do not long he absent ;
Uor I'm as silly as a hittle child
Teft by its mother for a moment’s imegs,
Impatient for her cheering smile’s1etwn.
Del. I will, my sweet, with speed retwin to thee,
And draw fresh blessings fiom thy lovely eyes.—
Adicu, my love, my dear Alydia! (they embrace)
.1y Tarcwell! adieu! untul we meet again !
[ Eveunt different « ays.

SCENE 11, Another Room in Sir Robeit’s Howse

Euter S1r RoBERT, solus.
Sir R. I know not what to think, to say, or do,
In this affair ; for all secms mystery :—
But who comes here ?
[Enter Lapy Posizive and Mary HawTuorn.]
Lady P. I-beg to introduce
To you, Sir, in this—-
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Sir R. By heav'a, it is the'sgme !
The very she who took the bracelets from me. (aside)
What 1s’t, my girl, that thou want"st here, ha! speak!
Mary. You did not speak so angrily to me, Sir,
When you did meet me i the cowslip field ;
But ’tis long siuce, perliaps you have forgot me.
Sir R. (aside) Death and, the devil--she remembers
. me! ¢ .
Lady P. How piteously gonfused he doth appear—
How much th'g diznity -of man is lost !
I mustunshgckle bis embarrassment.  (wside)}
Sir Robert !— L .
[Euter a SERvANT.]
Serv. Madam, the milliner attends your leisure.
Lady P. "Tis swell.  (Servant exit.) Tl leave him,
she will tell the rest.
Ciood morning, t(li.lhtc, good Sir Robert Positive.
i. [Erit Lady Positrce,
Sir R. Faith, she is gone ; and glad enough I am.
But what am 1 to do with this t—1 know not.  (aside)
What brought you here, girl ? answer me! :
Mary. "I'was your appoiutment, Sir, I do assure yoa,
And nct the first that you bave made with me.
Sir R. How came you here? and wherefore did you
come { .
Mary. I came upon'my feet, and came to tell you=—
Sir R. To tell me what ?
Mary. A secret, if you please, Sir.
Sir R. What secret, girl, hast thou to tell to me ?
Mary. Lo:'d, Sir—I know not how to tell you what.
Sir R. Plague of -the wench, ’tis pain to ask her
(uestions ; *
¥et 1 must know ‘what she hath got to say. (aside)
1 do desire you tell me whercfore you came here.
AMary. To tell you plain—as plain as I dare tell,
What about eight months since then happened :
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When you did theet me in the cowslip field,
" And leaning on the stile, (the lambs then playing)
You talking gentle as their merriment,
1 listen’d to your speech attentively ;
Which to me you did use as kind as may be:
And bade me promise, Sir, to meet you there,
Tn the same ev'ning of thatssunny day,
And I did promise : (for you made me do' so)
But T thought fit to let yourdady know,
That she might have her due, I loslng nothige;
So that in pleasing both, I might be pleas’d. «
Nir . Did my lady, on that evgning, meet me ?
Mary. Shedid; and habited like vie she came,
With handkerchief thrown loosely round her hat ;
"T'was just like this which you, sir, gave to me .
(shewing a handkerchicf. )
O that same day to wear about my head
o you might know me in the evening giom :
I was a witness to the meeting, sir,
As was my sweetheart, young John Hawthorn, too;
At whose unwish’d-for steps both of you fled
Iato the wood, and there the clouded moon
Did darkly close our eyes’ pursuit of you', ]
Sir R. By heav’n, it,was most certainly my “Jfo
15’t possible I could be so deceiv’d >—
Yet cvery thing confirms that it was so.
Another pretty secret, on my soul! (uside)
Well, get thee home, and in the morning carly,
You and Jolin Hawthorn call upon me here ;
And till then thow’lt close thy lips omknowledge
Of what thou hast heard or seen regpecting that
Which thou cam’st here thus to unfold to me.
Mary. I will obey your honor’s order stﬂght. -
’ [Maf_r] exit.
Sir R. Well, well, this news, though -strange, revNcs

my soul,
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And draws it from the rock twas negr, to split on.
The dismal mist is.from my sight dispell’d,
And prospects wide and charming now appear.
What! my wife chaste! Blest with hope of offspring teo!
But I must chide her for her so cozening me.
{LapY PosiTive enters.]
Aund yet I'll love her, dearly love her for't.
( Lady Positive presents herself kneeling.)
Lady P. Wilt thou indeed! then all is well again.
And chide me now in humble posture, fit’
For kind corection after an offence.
Sir R. What, do I see my Leonora here!
And can she tenderly torgive hrer wrongs ? .
Rise to my arms, (raises her) and let me bless thee thus;
And next praise Meuven for the delighting pledge, ¢
The joyful promise of an offspring from thee.
Ah! Leonora, aid thy scx but know
What congquests 4hey might inakc with gentle arts,
What captives their kind looks could make of men,
They would, like thee, create most pleasing bondage ;
Such prisoners with their captors would be blest.
[Enter a ServasT.]}
Serv. Old M¢. Raymond, sir, bade me say he'll wait,
If you cau give him leisure for a mowment.
Ludy P. I'll lcave you then, Sir Robert ; it may be
He hath some business of importance with you,
Sir R. Thy wishes be thy guide. Adicu, adieu.
(she exit.
Desire Mr. f{aymond to come in to me.

(Servant exit.
[Enter OLp Raymonp.]

Old R. Alas! sis, the heaviest news my hgart e’er bore,
Aud which my tongue almost refuses utterance !
Ob! my unhappy grandson! How shall I—
How can 1 tell you? .He bath committed—
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Sir R. Whati'y v
Old R. A forgery$e
I've just receivid t?ns mtched letter from him,
Sir R. What hath he forged ?  Look up, my good old
friend.
I am sorry for it, On whom? aud when ?
Old R. Look there! look there!
Sir R. Do you know the person whose’name he us'd ¢
Is the draft paid, or was it ssopp’d when offer'd ?
Old R. 1 think it was not paid ; *for he sajth there
He hath no money. Oh! sad heavy day!
{ could have borne the pains of my gre want,
1 could have bome the wants of health and ecase,
I could have borne the loss e’en of my all,
With patience bending to the will of [leaven;
But oh! this dreadful loss of him and hm}or
Impels me on to madness and despar! ¢
Oh! ’twill kill his brother—break his kind heart!
Sir R. Come, my good friend, bear up awhile. I'll go
And gently as 1 can, with thy assistance,
Make known the horrid deed unto his brother,
Try to alleviate our suffering feelings
By our united strength and sympathy.

»

[ Exeunt.

v
ettt R e ——

SCENLE 1II. Martha’s Lodgings.
Enter MarTiA and Lucy with a Letter.

Mar. From whom, Lucy, can this letter have come
Which the woman here has just deliver'd ?
Happy am I to think I have discharg’d -
Her hard and high demand for lodging us, -
Which accident did- put into my pow’r,
Ouyt of the money which that generous man
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So generowsly, so kindly did bestow , ' ¢
Onus, uretched aud poor, strangers to him.
Can it be fiom the peifidious Raymond?
) no! ’tis surely my dear father’s hand,
An answer to the oue I sent my mother.
' (opens the leticr.)y
Why it is dated, Lury, ten days back '
. ” (reads the letier.
¢ Your letter to your mqther I took caie should not
“ reach her; and you may spais yourself the trouble of
¢ sending any more, for she shall not 1~ceive or 1 answer
“ any letter from youn héleafter, though grief burst my bo-
“som. Decatful, wicked, and disgraceful stiumpet’
“ Aud, for your further comfort, know that my house awsl
« imrsv shall bew for ever shut against you. These¢ are the
*¢ unalterable rosolves of your mjured and hewmt brokcu
+ “ FaTuer.”
15t possible ? Have not my eyes deceiv'd me?
O gracions Ieaven! what load of wretchedness
o one sad month is heap’d upon the creature
W hose fond credulity hath ruin’d her !
0) yes, ’tis very tine, 1 was deceitful,
Wiched, and disgraceful ; but sure a father,
"T'hat ouce loving, tender father, might have found
Soine hinder way t’ hage told his daughter so ;
For my offence, though great, he might have pardon’d,
Being the first he could accuse me of.
My mother too denie.. to sec her daughter,
Nay, ev’n to know perchance her wretched dwelling !
And thon-——heart-rcudmg misery -—
Deserted by the man on whom my yowng
And undissembled 10ve has all been wasted !
Ythe may return. ¢« knocking at the door.) Ah! why
can this be?
{Enter Martha's Mother.]
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, My mother! oh! mY dear, dearest mother!
R (/lies into her arms.)
Moth. Oh! my cluld !> Oh! support me, hold me up.
( near faintine.)
My head is dizzy, and my heaxt is gick.
Mar. Good Lucy, quickly help me to assist her.
Moth. Ak, Martha! Ty quite murder’d father!
He is no more! Grief pierc’d his good old heart, ¢
And anguish bow’d his head 3orrowing to earth!
Mar. My father dead with grief and anguwish for me
Before my voice of penitence,copld reach hit,
Or he forgiveme! Oh! miser: nb'\r hour!
Now sure the measure of my grief 1s full !

Motk. Who is the wretch, and where may he be found,
Who thus hath robb’d us of our happiness ? .
{ Enter the Woman of the House with ¢ Newspaper.)

Woman. Here is a newspaper, Mis. f’m) mond,

Aud by it you will find your namesake too

Is Jodg’d in prison for a forgery. [Exit.
Mar, Good Heav'n, my mother, sure it can’t be he !
Motk Whom didst thou mean ?
Mar. Ra:,moml my
IMotk. Raymond! what, art thou married to him then ? »

Or he the base seducersof my child?
Mar. Alas, my mother! I must now confess,

Though blushes burnmy face in doing so,

1le did indeed seduce my casy heart,

{Which ne’er was taught the arts of wicked men,)

By protestations of his love for me, »

And promise too of marriage oft declar’d,

If 1 would leave my father’s house, and go

With him to town till things should he urrang’d

And made convenient for our public nuptials ;

Aud love did so impose on simple reason,

1 yielded to his wishes and sy shame.
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But he for some'time past hath left md here,
Ev'n unprovided with the ngedful food. ; -
Oh! noughtis left me now but terrs and pray’rs,
To beg thy pardon and forgiveness thus. (knecls.
Moth. Rise to my arms, my poor forsaken child ;
‘There’s yet a mother’s heart to be found here.
( MartRa rises, and they embrace.}
Aud I'll forgive “thee for thy father too,
Who ina paroxysm of loud frief,
Just ere deathe clos’d his clouded eyes iu darkness,
His lips all quiv'ring as they pale did grow,
Pressing his hand uponfhis broken heart,
Cry’d out, “ Oh! Martha! I pity and forgive.”
Mar. Ahme! T am like an ninhappy culprit
Expectant of the dicadful death he merits,
When a reprieve arrests the execution.
How can [ thank' my dear, my drooping mother,
In terms sufticient for iy grateful heart ?
Moth. Come, my dear Martha, coinc along with me,
We'll find the man who hath so injur’d you,
Upbraid him with his falschood, sting his soul,
And then retire to péaceful solitude,
.Far from the haunts of flatt’ry and deceit.
‘ [ Exeunt.

SCENE IV. A4 Room in Sir Robert’s Ilouse.
Enter Lapy Positive and ALyDpia.

Lady P. I’'m glad to «ee thee thus in happy glee.
May it unceasingly, without alloy,
Enliven all thy future days of life,
And thy comnubial joys continue new,
And every day produce some ftesh delight.
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) Aly. Thisis a day shall ever be remember’d
* With marks of joy by poor Alydia,
Being the day tha blest her with her Delmore,
That made her happy in ;nakin" him so,
By unity of hands as well as heartq
Lady P. 1 hope, sweet g1r| that union shall be blest.
Yet such frail men, I fear, ibere are, who act
Most different parts from that much hop’d of them
Eie our sex’ easy hearts are srade their own:
For lordly man oft ’gainst the law of Meaven,
“The walks of gay licentiousness will tread,
Which to our sex most justly are forbidden,
Aly. Dear Lady Positive! 1 hope my heart
Hath not been lost at hazard of such evil,
For my lov'd Delmore won my sooth’d affections
By sweet soft phrase in silvery accents couch’d;
Not as from vows of hot-brain'd fops and fools.
Lady P. I do think richly of him, I assure you.
Yet, my dear girl, if any time hereafter
Slight cause be found for your upbraiding him,
You'll find it best to know, and not to chide ;
For our harsh notes, like music out of tune,
May give offence, and canuot chauge what’s done.
But come, let’s in, and mueet our meiry friends,
Who come to crown thee with their happy wishes.
{ Exeunts

END OF ACT Iv.



ACT V.

SCENE 1. A Prison.
You NG RavioN » discovered in fettors.
Young Ra Oh'! drcad torment, Conscienee, wretched
spouse, ,
Why am I wedded to thy stern upbrandmgs?
Why cannot 1 appease or shun thine ire ?
«Why dost thou still repcl my pow'r to pray,
Clogging cach word and ineffectual effort?
1 scem beyond the reach of mercy fall'n!
Why to my tortur’d fancy frightful came
Last night (ah! dreadful night indeed !)
Shadows which terrified my guilty soul?
Methought 1 strove to turn my eyes to Heav'n,
Andas | trembling made the fecble effort,
Surrounded in a‘golden cloud, all pale,
My murder’d brother angel-like appear'd,
Between two frowning, unrelenting villains,
Lifting his innocent hands, meekly imploring
In vain for merey ; at which they ghastly grinn’d,
Aud in his breast their 1utal daggess planted.
Ahme! poor lamb! the sons of India look’d
Just as mny slckly soul did picture these
When this curs'd haad the bloody pelf deliver'd
With the injunction (bitter to remembrance)
t they be sure he never should return.”
g'::: way soe’er I turn despair awaits me,
oisons each wish, and buﬂ'g&all;enﬂeavdﬁrs.

Giva
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Oh Heav'n! hoy hardto lose sweet peace of mind,
Aud, robb’d of pow™, to sue that peace to find.
[linter a Gaorer.]’
Gaoler. Here are two ladies, sir, who wish to sce you.
Young R. Who can theybe? (asid ) Allow them to
come in. .
Gaaler. I will. [Eaie.
[Enter MARTuA and her MoTuEr.]
Young R. What do Isec? The injurd Martha and
her mother heie! -
I thought sad Sorrow’s cup was full before, ~
But a new arrow now doth pierce my soul,
Lulocks the flood-gates of my eyes a\a,
And fills it higher with their briny stieams.
Mar. Alas! I can’t upbraid hitn now, ear mother.
"Tis true his treatment of me was most cruel ;
But can 1 see the object of my love .
In dreadful solitude, by friends forsaken,
Speechless with sorrow, sinking to the carth,
And not remember that I once did love him ? (eeps.)
Moth. Dear child, look up, or I shall sink with fear.
‘This gloomy place, these horrors that scrround us,
Alarm my soul, aud chill my heart like ice,
Bring on the winter of my lifc apace,
Aud now, instead of my reproaching kim,
I shall die here all stificd in my grief!
1t is a sorry sight!
Mar. Help we! oh! help me, sir!
[Enter GApoLER.]
Gaoler. What is the matter? Is the ladyill?
(the Mother revives:3
Moth. Pray lead me to some place that I may vit. -
£'m very faiot==Q Martha, follow me— -
I'Il wait awhile without till I recover.
Vor k.  Bg.Th. + No,l1V.
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O how ‘cold 1 am. Good friend, lcnd tay. arm. ¢
[Evit, Ieamng on the Gaoler's arn «
Mar. Yes, my dear mother, I’ll soon follow thee,
Bat first must speak to him. Ra&ymond, look up.
Behold thy injur’d and forgiving girl,
Whose sorrows arc matie double by thy woes.
Believe me, though, alas! thy tiuant love
IJus cost me meny a tear and heart-pierc’d pain,
Yet still I feel a softness stealing on me,
Anud all my wiongs,within Ohlition’s tomb
Lic buried décp, and now shall be 1agotten.
Young R. Most injut’d, aud most kind of all thy sex,
Thy goodness heaps &n me blachest damnation !
Thy dear credulity hath lim’d my soul,
And biole thy tender, unsuspecting heart!
Bler. 11ow could'st thou leave me, wretched and forlorn,
To 10ve thie strgets by night for daily succoury e
To bear the insults of thy wicked sex,
To wandcr shelteiless amidst cold storms,
Without a friend, or hed to rest my head on?
Indeed, indeed, 1 thought it hard, my Raymond!
But thy misfortunes bear still harder on me. | wa
How couldst thuu, why didst thou conumt the act
Wiach bungs this ignominious 1un on thee?
Young R. Ab! dear Martha, thou hast touch’d a string,
A question put I Lnow not how to answer,
Lest it should prove another shaft to wouud thee.
Mar. No matter: let me know my greatest grief;
Relief is near when we know all our woc.
Tell me, I pray thee; I can bear the woist,
Severest information thou canst give me,
&For I'm now train’d in Misery’s hard school ;
Tell me the cause of this thy dire disaster.
L Looking steadfastly at her, and after a pause exclaims.)
Young R. Martha!'—her wantsl-her sorrows'-~Ray-
mond’s love—
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His poverty—which caus'd &im to forsake her!
* T could not bear to see thee want, and Jive;
And therefore to $upply thy wants I forg’d !
Mar. Oh Heaven! is it for me, for me, Martha!
That thou art plung’d within this gulph of ruin?
Ol! how shall T sustain this double shock ?
My heart! my heart! this tenderness wounds more
Than thy suppos’d unkindnesses have dole. .
And then remembkering my fatler too!
Young R. What of him? o
Mar. Dead! His heart did break for my.dlshonor
And ingratitude.
lounfr R. Dead! Oh, say n})t 80!
I had before, dear Martha, load enough
Of murd’rous guilt cank’ring upon my seul
To siuk it down to bottomless perdition;
But if I had not, this wonld be sufficiente
Mar. Yes, Raymond, we were the joint murderers
Of the best, truest, kindest, loving father
That ever blest au undeserving child.
I1is honor was so nice, so chaste his feeling-,
He could not live and know of my dicgrace;
Yet with his dying breath he pardon’d, blest me ! | .
. (weeps.)
[Enter a Gaovrer.]
Gaoler. Madam,'your muther wishes you to come ta her.
War. Say I will come, good Gaoler. Now tuiewell !
And may peace and mercy in nbnndance flow
On thy repentant, agitated soul,
When least thou dost expect it! Feav'n snpport thee,
And Death’s cold hand fall lightly on thee! Oh!
[Exit Marthy.
Young R. Oh, carth! open wide, and gwallow wa
‘wretch
"That would no' sore poliute the light of heaven !
( throws himself dozn.)
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But yctlmy thonghts will follow this dem object?

Vain visions all! And yet her goodness brings

A retrospect of joys which still obtrudé,

And call remembrance to a weep‘ing task !

'l give these briuy visitors, free welcome.

( Leaning on his hand, weeping.)

‘This, which erewlile she (credulous soul)

Brliev’d a beaulcous and delightful temple,

A choicest piece of the Great Architect,

Wherein the thione‘of Love ciected was,

And Truth and every viitue seem’d to dvoll ;

Now must to her appfa; a wizzaid’s tower,

Wheie Sin enthron'd sits giinning at Decett,

And Perfidy and every vice applaud ! (weeping.)
‘ ¢ [Enter GAOLER.]

Gaoler. Your grandfather, sir.

v

Young R. * Let him be admittéd.
[ Exit Gaoler.
( Young Raymond continucs lying, 1esting his head on his
hand )

[Enter OLp Raymosn.]
0!/d R. Heav'n behold this youthful saciifice
. 'To stegn and unielenting justice offer’d,
From thy high thione of mercy, gray look down
With pity and with pardon on bis soul.
Support my tott'ring frame a little whilowe
Give me but pow'r o take a last farewell,
And then the business f u§y life may close,
If thy good will allow it s to be :—
His grief, poor boy, hath ‘mark'd him out a grave.
{ladling at kim)
$.00k ye, and see who comes to visit thee: *
Rise, risc, dear boy, and let me see thy fuce,
For grief, though strong, caunot disglaceit now ¥
*And see, my old eyés ke thine tothpanye  fibecps)

why
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« Come to my arms Wwhilst I Liava pow’r to use thens,
Anud et me bless thee with a father’s ble.ssing,
Eie fate shall 10b me of the pow’r to do so.
(O/d Raymond assists the other to rise.)
Young R. Oh yes, my dedrest,*best, and kindest friend,
Like a nlc serpent I'll hang “pon thy neck
Just for a moment, till I stmg thy ear o
With a confession that will syike thee dumb;
Of a black, damniug crime, a stain go ymture,
Which all I can do will not purge away !
Old R. What crime doth hang 80 heavy on thy sounf?
Uufold, unfold the dreadful secret th me:
My heart heaves high, and now siuks deeply in me—
T trembling listen for the sad disclosure. o
Young R. My brother '—Oh my father ! how can 1
My murd’rous treach’1y to thee ever tell!,
Old R. What means my son?
[Enter DELMORE.]
Young R. ITa! What mit thou ? who thus,
Like my slain brotha, grown from youth to manhood,
-Dost here obtiude upon my withering sight,
Unfolding, without specch, my blackest gualt .
A wild confusion plays about my brain,
Extends my arteries, thrills o'cs my neives,
And dinves me to despair,
Del. I am thy brother! (goes near to Lhim)
Young R. My brother ! no, no, it cannot be so,
I am unworthy of so kind a name ; .
Thou shouldst have waid I svaghie murderer '—
Del. 1am, indeed, thy brother—tby long-lost,
Thy loving brother, surrowing ev'n tu death
“For thy sad; gloomy, and nnhappy fate.
LiKoung. 8. Js’l  possible! and art thou still alivel
( @dvmqirg, steaglfustly books at, and toaches him)
Thanky, great heaven ! a dreagful weight's remov'd ¢
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Aud my onl feels in death new life and health,
My sichly and (lcs‘puiring heart again |
Assumes a vigor lost to it before;
And I may yet repent and be forgiven.
Old R. His scuses‘are ‘disorder’d—grief makes him
thus : N
‘Come, look at us, it was thy noble brother
Who did advance the sum [ told thee of.
Young R. Alas,dear sir, ! dare not call theesbrother ;
I thank theg ‘with a sore repentant heart,
And wish t¢ beg thy pardon, and so die;
But know not how td tell the crime and live.
Del. 1 do not understand thee : pray be plain,
And tell me what doth labor in thy breast?
Young R. Wilt thou believe I caus’d thy wretched exile—
Gave thce to slives, consented to thy death ?
Del. Oh wherefore, brother ?—What cause did I gwe
Ever to thee for such unkindness to me?
Old R. (aside) My soul is all amazement and surprise !
It is impossible, it cannot be so!
Young R. No ; all my thoughts are on that single
object..
To me thou art an heav’'nly mcssenger,
Arrivid in time to stop my fleeting soul
From journeying to the dismnal gates of hell.
Can’st thou forgive me, and quickly too ?
For my time’s measre’d with a hand severe ;
My number’d minutes are, alas, but few !
Old R.'(aside) 1 canmgt now disturb his angmsh’d
heart,
Or I'd inquire int. the wond'rous tale,
The subject of his late and strange confession :
But after-time, perchance, may it develope. (tusns{o &im)
I do, poor boy, here offer up my prayers,
That with true penitence thy hopes be strengthen’d,

W .
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And that assuranck to thy saul be given
* Of futwie bliss ere death shall close thinge eyes.
+[Enter GAoLER.] o
Gaol. Su, 1 have the “SherifP’s order that thou prepar’st
Thysclt and come with me.—You mu.t leave this place.
(to Old Ra ymond and Delmore )
Old R. Yes, my friend, we will go,—but spare a
moment,
1 pray thee, but to take a last farewell ;—
Heaven bless, comfert, and support tAee'
Favewell! ¢Oid and Young Ray Jmoml embmce}
Young R. Dost thou, indeed, pardon thy wretched
brother,
Who suffei’d more than death a thousand times,
With dread, that thou hadst suffer’d it buts once ¢
Del. 1 do, I do! (they embrace) Farewell '—farewell ! '
[Enter another GroLcr.}
Gaol. Bring out the prisoner, for lis time is past.
Young R. I thank thee, and once more I call thee
brother,
A good and hmd, a dear forgiving brother.
O/d R. Fauiewell! and may we mcet in those blest

realms
Where souls are bathing,in eternal bliss.
[ Exut Old Raymond and Delmore.
Young R. 1 trust we shall; Hope hath resum’d her
pow'r,
And as the light doth close upon my eyes,
1 feel a comfort rising in my soul

Grreater than 1 expected or deserv’d.
{ Exeunt with Gaolers.
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SCENE 11.  The place of Execution.

[A Scaffold hung with black, at the [further end of the
Stage.~—A part of the appar alus of death discovered.—
Marshalmen, Constables, and Spectators.— Executioner
on the Scaffold.} '

Eunter Youne RaymonD pnd Garorirs. (o CLER-

- CYMAN meels them us they entcr.)
Cler. Your venerable grandfather requested me

T'o meet you here ahd<join my prayers to thine.

Young I}. For this great goodness I thank him and you.

He always was a tender loving man;

Supply’d the gentle oftices of parent.

The ouly fault which bis soft nature has

Is thinking all men blameless as himself,

Needing no other check than their own honor.

Cler. ‘Thou least thy soul prepar’d with true contrition

To meet th’ inevitable stroke of death ?

Young R. I've ta’en a retrospect of all my vices,

Of avarice, diunkenness, and dissipation,

Of blaek designs "gainst innocence and truth,

"To the Jast crime for which I come to sufier,

Aud found. the Sormer brought this rain on me.

, Cbell tolls

The dismal crisis of iy fate is near!

Here end the gay delusions of this world,

Here viee and folly meet their just reward !

(Tur ving to the seaffold ; the bell tolls.}

"Tis dreadful! Lut let Ileav’n’s high will be done!

Oh! were but man from oy sad fate tofearn,

And well remember this great solemn truth,

That certain punishuient on crimes awaits, ng

I shall not for the world have livd.in vaju.

{ Raymond and the Clergyman ascend the ccqﬂolé#@ether
Te bell continues tolling, and the curtain; fal}slowly
as they ascend.)



NOTE 'ON, THE I‘ORGFRY.

'.I_‘ms play should be feceived by our readers with ine
dulgence. In'the conception of the characters there is
great force and originality} and the defects of the execns
tion are really so trivial, that 16 andid ymind will for a
moment allow them to weigh, against the true dramatic
beauty which is impressed on the delineation of the charag-
ters. But wbat we would chiefly direct their attention to
in this piece, is the old-fashioned, but trué English, tone
of the sentiment and langdage, whicl! give to the compo-
sition more of the anciemt flavor than urmy dramas of a
moore ambitious kind, written professedly on the models of
our great masters of the stage.

We conceive that the grand object of the “ Hejected
Theatre” is torbe principally attained by biinging the at-
tention of our readers, as often as possible, to the cou-
sideration of the genuine characteristics of the English
drama.  On the Continent there are two classes of dra-
matic compositions-s-the Germ:an, and the French and
Jtalian.  We place the two lutter in one class, because the
regular drama of [taly exactly rescmbles that of France.
In the German theatre there is a constant endeavour to
elevate sensibility above reason: and the consequence is,
that although the German tragedies display astonishing
powers of fancy and feeling, they have a great deal ‘of ab-
surdity about them. The reverse of this is to be found in -
the tragedies of France and Italy. They exhibit po@ve}s
ef ahocmation quite as wonderful as the excessive sem-
biliof the Germans; but they are in due proportion in-.
feflhin point of feelmg 4 The great French authors pet-
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suade us to pity, and to become terrifiedy and the Italians,
with only one exception besides Alfieri, do the same thing;
while the Germans attempt to excitg our éympathies at the
expense of our understanding.  In neither the one country
or the other do we think the true principles of the tragic
art are yet understood. The two theatres are founded on
hypothetical notions; and while they profess to imitate
the @ztions of men, they only performn the<conceptions of
‘philosophers. €

The English gtage i§ radically ditiesent from that of the
two continentzl classes; and though nouc can adwmiie
Shakespeare more than we do, nor re-pernsc his wonder-
ful works with more incréasing delight, it is not, we trust,
saying too bold a thiug, to assert that although the English
have happened to strike into the proper path, they have
not yet any right to arrogate to themselves the claim of
decided superiority? During the whole of the last cen:
tury they were truants from their own school, and imitators
of the southern continental ; they afterwards made a sud-
den and short transition to the northern ; but it was less
calcnlated to mterest a reasoning and practical people,
than that in which logic was more considered ; aud they
have lately turned from it with disgust. Whether they wil}
immediately resume their own proper path, titne must de-
termine ; but the appearance of Mr. Kean on the stage of
Drury-Lane is, we think, an auspicious event,

The characteristic ot the true English stage is the imita-
tion of the natural actious of men, aud of the feeling and
reasoning suggested by the circumstances in which they

are placed. DBut our great dramas, those master-picces of -

metaphysical discrimination, which are never seen.but with
renewed pleasure, nor read without augmenting our know-
ledge of the human heart, are often deficient in good taste.

Imitation in them has been carried too far; and many*im-

pextmences are introduced, which, though perfectly natural,
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are great blemishes, for they are not essential td the busi-
ness of the piece; or, where they, arc so, might have
been changed *for others more consistent with the
tone of the subject. Our great plays are like noble sta-
tues painted, they have recelved tlut which makes them
offensive without improving the ‘merits of their execution.
The desideratum of the modern English drama (we are
speaking of Tragedy) is that natural eade, force, and dig-
nity of execution, which ®haracterizes the works of the
old masters, without the occasibnal buﬂ'oonery, and
extraneous disquisitions, wlnch are forelgn.to the business
of the play, such as often dlsho'ure the admirable eom-
positions of Shakespeare.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

As in"the present perfermartce the Supreme Being is at
one time made mention of, and Jupiter at another, it may
possiblir happen «that the bcru‘pulous, yet well-meaning

.critic, will take alarm, and exclaim against that which he
will consider as a mixjurg of Paganism and Christianity, a
blending of falfe religion and true. But on this I must
be allowed to obscrve, thut such objection would be by
no means valid, as the Pagan Deities (so denominated)
are regarded typically, even by the ancients themselves;
and that, in compgsition, the influence said to belong to
each is merely intended to signify, and according to the
ordinary language , of poetry, the attributes of the God-
head. 'This ceusure, as to what is called the interming-
ling of Christianity and Heathenisin, which, by the way,
has very injudiciously been passed on some of our most
esteemed authors, and which has arisen with persons who
have not sufficiently reflected on the causes that have led
to it, I think right,to invalidate. A more beautiful system
‘than that of the Greek mythology could not be inverited
for the use of the poet.* To suppdse that it must neces-
sarily include the worship of idols, is truly absurd ; yet such
is commonly the idea annexed to it,

However, aud to remnve all objection in this matter,
we may fairly conclude, that the imaginary Deities are no-
thing more that the several powers of Nature personified,
The fancied heing which thus is given to Nature’s opera-
tions, in the characte - of immortal agents, is that which
constitutes the great beauty of the ancient machinery, and
which, as I before remarked, it is not very easy to equal in

. ' See the Preface to Bacon ¢ On the Wisdom of the Ancients.”
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auy other allegorical scheme which might be devised, alid
certainly unposu!;le to surpgss. Y

In this produgtion, some few lines will be found which
were formerly printed®with proposals for a dramatic poem
mtitled Lavinia, and by way of ~pecimen of the work:
a work, however, which £ ncver had an opportunity of
giving to the world.  As the lines in question (about fifty
in number) were better suited to my present purposcy they
are accordingly made usq of: a circumstance I thoughy
adviseable to mention, Jest any pegson should perchauce
have recollected them, and thence have .c.h:nged me (as
they appeared anonymously) with printing verses which
were not my own. *

ANDREW BLCKET.
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SCENE 1. Tke Confine of a Wood.
The Goop GEN1uUs entets.

In that hright region of the middle air,
Abode of chosen beings who partake
Of the celestial nature—Genii call’d--
My proper station is : for of the order
Of these, the lesser deities, I am :
And veritable it is, though men think fabled,
"That unto each of the whole human race
Two dawmons are assign’d, of equal power:
The one to virtue, the other to vice inciting them’;
(True legitime progeny they of Heaven and Hell,)
Who, from the first breath to the last, attendant
Are ever found, or by their agency iofluencing.
Now T on earth,, with human form invested,
Am come as man’s Good Genius, friendship’s name
And office bearing, while I mark the path
That to the consecrated temple leads
Of honor, truth, and justice.—Glorious goal!
A goal which whoso attains at once perccives
A more than mortal animation warm ,
Vor. I, Rei. Th No. 1v. 2L
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His full-swolu, throbbing bosom. Native dignity,
A perfect sense of the high rank he holds
Iu vast creationw’s round, stili more ennobled
By lLis own virtuous deeds, awakes such consciousness,
‘T'hat worldly limitations seem t9 him
But made for worldly men.  Through all the barriers,
By these set up, his ardent soul would break ;
Fain would it sowr, fain reach the ethereal space,
Or higher cmpyreum, where the Hierarchy,
‘I'he host of Angels, met in holv synod,
And deep revolving on eternal mind,
Prepare to execute the sov’reign will.—
Yes, to that place his e.ger eye is turn’d,
That blissful place, where man’s belighted spirit,
All clear, all comorehensive—once so bounded !
Anud with still purer essences communing,
Loses in love divine all sensual pleasures.
Tor this he panted whom ’twas mine to lead
‘Throuch the drear mazes of this nether world.
{ Aud now, supremely blest, on seraph wing
e guiny the glorious mansion of the skies;
Meet recompense for goodness next to Heaven's.)
Yet cven on earth his joys were all sublime, ¢
For those of mind alone he knew to cherish.
By me embolden’d, too, he calinly travers’d
The vasty desart, haunt of savage men—
A new Alcides, emulous of good——
Nor fear’d more poteut. nor more subtle foe,
Clos’d in his coat of steel, the gift of Truth!
In vain the Evil Genius spread his wiles,
His glittering baits, to draw him to the springe:
Onward he mov’d coutemptuous ; for the arts
Of vice he saw, though gloss’d with virtue’s seeming.
im, and all such superior genii honor.
ut oh! sad case, when he who thwarts me ever,



A MASQUE, 499

“I'he envions diethon, using all his cuming,
Like to a black magician wit‘n his spells,
tHas practiv’d onghe weak, uuthinking heart,
And brought it to his ldre. Some time, some little time,
\a inmate he becomes of Pleasure’s palace;

Her magic palace!  Beauty’s spirhling glance
Fnvites him to the masque,,the midnight revel,

W here reign, still varying, ever new delights.

Next the gay, festive board sllures his eye

With fancied charms. Anon his saptur’d x:pirits
Send him quick-bounding like the hart to join it.
He tastes ambrosia! unectar’s in the cup!

But soonhe finds the whole was totich’d with poison.
But to my sacred dutivs : or the name

Of Abdiel, servant of the Most 11ighest, but il
‘I'o me would appertain. Iear then those duties

% et better pleasures call'd. My well-tnied charge
No svoner join'd the immortals, than another

Was to my tutorage given. The loved youth,

‘I'he princely youthy, whom 1 am now to prompt
"Fo all such generous, all such noble conduct,

As though his place be high, shall most distinguish it;
Yes, with the princely boy become my gare

I straight must converse hold, and put in act

Those sweet propensities, those dear affects,
Which even in childhood budded, promise g}fiug
To grow and ripen with his growing stature.

O happy nonage, my strict watch not demanding;
But that now nearly past, it well behoves me

'I'o counteract the dark, the deep designs  *

Of my fell rival, Satan. Such the name

By which earth knows him.  Albeit the agent only
Of him who bears it vauntful, man’s prime enemy.
The great deceiver, parent of sin and dexth!
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Well, yoiing Marcellus, soon shall it be kiiown

1f thine be actual worth, or merely semblative.

So much hast thou to encounter, that the experienced
Might bend, perchance succumb, on such assailment,
Beset on all sides, great will be the peril :

Yet, if from forth the field thou victor com’st,

ITow vast must be thy merits ! . None assisting ;
No.mortal arm! * Nor can I suceour offer,

Since over human actions no power is given me :

A spint of peisuasior simply am T, and man,

In all free agqnht ; and thence his honor or ignominy :
Tor as he demean bimself, or one or other

Will to him attach, nor‘in his death be forgotten.

But he 1 am bound to instruct will soon be here ;

Fo1 these calm scenes of pure and simplest nature
His meditative humor most affects.

I must be then mere mortal, and the name

Of Abdicl wholly forego for that of Socius;

The appellation by which maukind acknowledge me.
Cruel exchange, but that the prospect’s gladsome ;
For should this youth escape the present danger,
Should he resist the allurements of my adversary,

T then may quit bim ; safe, though unprotected ;
Safe in his innate goodness— fully assay’d —

Iis character on Virtue’s tablet blazon’d—

Thus think 1 of him; yet watchful will be, and by vision
Precepts impart as in my earthly capacity.

Then may I seek again ny airy dwelling,

And all my proud distinctions at once resume,

All my celestiil properties—a free spirit !

'Till death has shut Marcellus in the tomb,

And some new duty calls me.

. % —
But it 1s meet that soon my sprites
;l,?summon, and perform the rites;

se holy rites, which though but shown
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In vision, still shall for my pwn
Tix this .adolescpnt 80 rare,
This imp, deserving all my care.
Then hail’d as mine and Virtue’s sou,
He no inglorious race will run%
And if in arts or armsrepown
He gain, decreed the festive crown, *
"That fame shall live, though quench'd his tire,
Nor but with time itself expircs
Zephon, and ye inferior sprites, be prcset:t;
When she, the glory of the stals, shall next
Pursue her splendid course, we thean to send
In solemu act our thanks to highest Heaven
For all the bounties on us and man long showcred.
Prepare the custom’d rites, that so the Eternal
Be ever honor’d in our love aud duty. o
RKephon. Prince, we this summnons joyfully obey ;
And still more pleas’d will exccute your orders.
‘I'he time when Cynthia revels we most affect,
Yhe time s0 meet for sacrifice and homage.
Cynthia with her silvery light
Chaces away black-visag’d night, ,
The while bright Hesperus is scen,
Conductor of the enchanting Qucen.
Now she will dance the wavy main,
Attended by hos starry train;
Then, ever changeful, dart with spced,
And gambol o’er the daisied mead ;
Anon ascend the craggy steep,
'To watch Endymion in his sleep;
Next graceful seek the leafy grove,
Temp’ring the youthful breast to love ;
Or by some violet-border’d stream
Induce the calm, poetic drcam,
Which, ‘mid the haunts of Philome],
Each geatler spirit loves to tell ;
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‘While he, fine-frenzied, I('TancyT:s chﬁd, "
Who joys to roam the wood and wild,
More deeply touch’d, the ecstitic song
Pours out the rugged rocks among,
[ill ¥cho, waken’d By the sound,
Sends thirough cach cave, ip quick rebound,
The notes, which lesser echoes bear
. Murmuring—soon lost inlistant air !
Now too the lonr enthusiast strays,
Chaunting his great Creator’s praise ;
Or else contemplativé he walks,
Or with the unembbdied talks
Enraptur’d, till sleep close his eyes,
When visions etill sublimer rise.
These are the charms which Heaven bestows,
Soft’ning men;s self-created woes;
Boons that full oft to transports move,
Scarce less than we, the air-born, prove.
Genius. Yet, ere these rites, have ready at my call
The several phantasms we so latc devised
"F'o charm the young Marcellus.
Keplon. Abdiel, we go ;
And, best-belov’d, doubt not our care and diligence.
Genius. Yes, dear associates, ye were faithful ever.
Then to your task; away! Here comes my pupil.
Slowly he moves, on some grave maiter pondering ;
And now aloud he with ":imself is reasoning.
T will remain unseen by him awhile :
Perchance I tHat way may some bosom secret
Discover, which otherwise yet hidden might be
From me, his friend profess’d, and as such admitted
A youthful timidity, or it may be shame,
(If shame belong thereto) urging to concealment.’
But I must now my sky-tinct vest put on,
Work of Minerva’s hand ; and being composed -
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Of filmy dews, lids in this ring’s small compass.
This must I do, and into ail resolve e ;
For so ’twill be, or, I shouwld rather say,
So seem ; since all will then to his dim sight
Be perfect vacancy: nor can I again my shape,
My human semblance, assume till doff’d this habit,
"T'his heavenly robe, for heavenly purpose given me.
Now then, unconscious, hg to me will impart .
His joys or sorrows. Much [ w'ish.to know them;
Not idly curious, but a dear love to him Bearing,
A love which prompts me to be his adviser?

[MarceLLus enters.]

Mar. This interdiction of my honor’d father
Should be in all obey’d, however painful,
Howcver adverse to my dearest wishcs.

- On foreign travel long my hopes have rested,
But this is now forbidden. Strict the mandatc ;
And yet no reason for such restraint assign’d me.
O, Anacharsis! thou whose splendid mind
"Mid Gracia’s sons acquir'd still greater splendor,
Who, by thy wayfare through Ler happy states,
Hast to thyself and countrymen procured
Such high advantage, how must those be cnvied !
Fortunate youth, wh® no restriction know’st !

T'o thee a large, extensive route was given,

A route which led to pleasure, fame, and profit.
for me, beyond the circuit of T'rinacria, . .
"I'his little isle, my steps must never deviate ;

My views all narrow’d by its own narrow lanits,
My soul, disdainful of these trammels, pants,
Even while it owns a parent’s high supremacy,

For objects worthy of its nobler exercise.

In this dilemma, what should [ determine ?

A bold remonstrance on this last. proceediug

Is yet remaining for me—I will try it.

>
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Gentus. I must some counsel give him, or this warmth
May lead to serious ‘mischicf. Al hail ’Marcelhls

Mar. All hail, my full-approved, high-valued friend.
Grieved though I am, thy presence sure will cheer me.

Genius. Whence this dejection? whence these sounds of

dotrowd' - !
MarsWienee! ;When my' honest - pleasures are all
R 'duned‘mé e g ;
Much caust for sorrow, pr nmc'ﬁ T err, good Socius.
"Tis to thy guidince, thy advice, I'owe "

My ouce happy state of ntind ; which yet had remain’d,
But that my budding hope to tread the steps

Of him who many men and manners saw

Lies wholly blasteg. See me now condemn’d

To yawn out life in wretched inactivity.

Genius. Must thou inactive be because forbidden
In foreign climes to roam? Much may be uiged
Against such peregiination, as well as for it,

Since every land both good and evil produces.

"[is true, indeed, that the superior character,

(He that’s by vice untoueh’d, arm’d, and right proof
Against her machinations, charms, and smiles—

‘lfor smiles and charms she has, though meretricious);
To him who thus can boast, who thus is shielded,
Good may arise from travel.—That enlargement,
That comprehensiveness of mind, of intellect,

Which brings to the pos<essor highest honor.

Yet so acknowledging 1 would not infer

That this unattain’d will be by private study.:

Nay, from this last perhaps the greater advantage
Derivable is ; since n.uch will ever depénd

On genius, disposition, mbred qualities ;

In fine, whom Nature far more than man has fashion’d,
But to relieve thy sorrows. Tell me, therefore,

In what I best may serve thee, - * C N
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» Mar. This is modt kind. *
Genius. Good youth ! Anll yet thot little know’st how
much ! B
T have labor'd for thee in the world’s opinion,
Ilow oft set forth thy virtuesto full view,
And bade the admiring people tend them nicely. .
T'his, like the sun’s beams to the opening, flower,
Has into day brought that which else had wither'd. ,
But when some future hour shnll fuller reveal me,
Perhaps thou’lt grant T am not a talkmg fidend,
One prodigal of words alone or promises, *
One who at will from forth his guijeful eye
Pours tears as do the Lamiz, when those tears
May best entice their victim.
Mar. Bat I shall lose thee ;
For thou bast said that soon to distant regmns
Thy steps must be directed. Ah me, unhappy
Friendship, all-powerful friendship, that enchants us
By ever new regards, say whence thy being?
Earth-born or heavenly art thou? Heaveuly certain :
Yet, like Astrea, visiting this ball
In pity to our hapless, woe-worn race,
Not long your sojourn here,—or onc or other.
And wilt thou go ? atd may I not accompany thee ?
Genius. That cannot be. Take from me this assurance,
Means of swift travel I have, and frequent will visit thee.
Mar. Thy words bring comfort ; nay more, for now as
ever
New life 1 find when thou but merely coupsel’st me.
T know not whence thou art, or what; but know
Thou seem’st my better angel, my good genius !
Genius. Right hast thou judg’d, and such I stand con-
fess’d
Bat still as Soclus merely must thou speak of me.
Temperance thou lean’st to. Now I to thy sight
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Will raise such beanteous and' majestio uuon,
That thou shalt be vuamourd of her fullx ;
Unless the Evil Genius, iny proud encuty,

And who, like me, has leave to ¢all, in 31d

Of all his purposes, the sprites of air,

Shall by his faseinations more engage thec ;

For gay Volupia still attends bis begk,
And loves on youth to pract;se all her witcherics.
1 cannot, like to hlm, a ))tomlse give thee

Of pleasures v.holly from bodily scuse arising,

Since mine are calm enjoyments, by Reason sanction'd ;
Nor can L countervail the lcast his artifice.

But soon of these thou wilt have power to determine,
Thou hast thy choxce-—wnh him or me may side.

et much I hope to hail thee my adopted,

While Virtue thou shalt grect as foster-mother,-

Mar. Agent of Heaven! 1 list thy sacred counsels.
Say then what course pursue, O how conduct me.
Genius. Hearthen. Forbidden, for reasons no doubt
cogent,

And which thou soon wilt know, to quit thy country;
Yet think not that thy coming years must thence
*Be dozed in all unprofitably away,

Or that, on Luxury’s couch supiuely' thrown,

To conjure up imaginary wants,

Make fancied evils, and then to Heaven caomplain

Of its hard dealings with thee, is befitting

This thy high station—practis’d too oft by many! .
For other purgose have life and health been given thee.
But still thou fear’st; if kept at home, thy days

Will pass ingloriously, that senseless apathy

Maust in such case.the sure concamitant be.

Yet wherefore this? Large store of wealth thou hast,
Extensive thy domain, and great thy power.

Look then around thee, and employ all these
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Al
» As well becomes th lorg of such possession.
Search out for virtue, meiit, p'alsied agh,
Sickness and labor sinking under penury;
Then, if thou canst, be tdle ; and idie. ‘vretched.
It with judifference thou canst viesv men’s ills,
Blest as thou art with every earthly comfort,
T will at once renounce, forsake thee whally ;
Nay, thus degenerate, all shall learn to shun thee.
Yet wherefore tulk of sloth ?  Marcus® first wish
ITas been to see his eldest born a soldier. *
Mar. Oft he with strenuousness hath urgtd me to it.
Genius. At length resolv’d on this, he doth expect
Thy full compliance. :
Mar. O dircful tidings ! .
Genius. How say’st thou—direful thy lov'd countiy
serving ? . ,
Mar. All war is direful. [ am no coward, Socius,
Yet, should stern Fortune take me to the field,
Pity, the cldest daughter of the skies,
Would aye be in my sight. Methinks I sce her,
When the dread battle rages at its full,
In heavenly radiance skim along the plain;
Anon behold her mount the glittering car .
Of some great warridr: with streaming, downcast cyes
She strives to move hiin—UHe regards her not,
But levels at the coming foe his lauce—
His lance she seizes, and would turn its point
Trom wretched man, to wound the air alone;
Baut fierce Bellona lends her savage aid,
New nerves his arm, and gives the deadly blow.
‘T'he balny goddess hangs her head, and sighs.
Still with becoming fortitude she bears
"The view, while Fury rouses to the fight ;,
Yet, when the battle’s done, she thinks that those
Who show’d like pards or tigers mn their rage
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Will hear her heavenly voice. “With s6unds as bland

As Zephyrus when first he wikes the spring,

She whispers in the victor’s ear tho law—

‘That law by gods ordain’d to aid the afflicted ;

T'o give to trembling ageny assuagement,

"The balm of comfort, and the hopes of peace.

Ts she unhiceded still —then farewell virtue !

Far¢well to all that marks ouy nobler kind :

Let wan no longer boast himself supremne,

But give to lesSer animals bis place—

His rank m tlfe creation.
Genius. Fine declaimer !

‘What boots this virtue which thou vauut’st so bravely ?

Do we not daily see this boasted pity

Pash’'d to the ground and trampled on by those

"To whom she stre!:ch’d her arm out in the hour

Of danger and dismay? Do we not see her

Stabb’d to the Weart while pouring oil i’the wounds

Which the dread fates with erring hand had made ?
Mar. Too sure we see it ; and too sure ingratitude,

The first-born fiend of hell, too oft appears -

On earth, and spreads her baleful influence round :

Yet shall we think the many imbibe the poison—

Gladly imbibe it ?—far, far be such 8pinion !

1t is the great prime quality in man

T'o feel for others’ miseries and to soothe them.
Genius. Yet hast thou thought what splendors will

await thee

If from the field victorious thou return’st f=—-

The pride of cenquest and renown’s bright palm ?
Mar. Conquest '~ -renown !'—Q spare the - hateful

image ! .

Genius. So victory in the world’s large volume’s written,

S8 ‘tis explain’d, whate’er the cause of quarrel :

But though the laurel decks thy victor-brow—
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Though an admiriyg people give the welcome
«With shouts and sons of triumph, still thy bosom,
By sympathy’s sweet influence mov'd, cdu feel
For the vast wretchedness Belloua brings,

T'co surely brings to all who bear her standard,
Or conquering or subdued P did but speak
Of savage war in terms of seeming favor,

T'o try thy nature. War, indeed, is infamous,
Save the defensive—justitinblp ever.

And such Trinacria still may have to sustain.
You hate your tyrant ruler, but you love
Your fruitful country, therefore will protect i#
Aguinst the invader wholly bLent on yapine.

Mar. To the lust spark of life, I would defend it.

But ’tis not now our country’s cause that calls us,

I'is Dionysius’ battles we must fight :—

The expedition by himself projected,

Plann'd, there is little doubt, but to divert :
¥From his own head the misehiefs so long threat’ning him,
Will, on a mild and ever-pacific people,

Bring dire calamity and, it may be, ruin.

My father sees not this usurper’s bascness,

Or to such hateful warfare he would not urge me.

Genius. I feel my rival near. Now, 'hindred spirits,

Attend, and bring in v8sion all those pleasures

That purer souls delight in: let graceful dance

With sweetest minstrelsy be brought in aid of them :
Meet show for him, the youth whose days are given

T'o heaven-touch’d poesy, and who strikes the lyre

With boldest hand, a master iu the art, ,

The Muses love him, and at their command,
‘T on his head Castalian dews distill'd,

High grace, though not like that which Melasigenes
Did from their mighty prince receive. But still,

Such inspiration had he, that his name
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Shall liye in after (imes—Trinacria’s glory !
Zrrpon and other iyferir spirits.
Goddess ! eath rude passion quelling,
"Fake Marcellus to thy dweling ;
Quiet! so full confess'd of truth
And goodness, nurse, reteive this youth.
He most unfit fell war to wage :
Rcceive, retain him, as the gage
* Lor peace within your lpv’d retreats,
(The virtues’ and the muses” seats).
He with tac nymphs the hallow’d groves
Of old Sylvanus freyuent roves.
How, on the pearly river’s brink
Must he then love to sit and think .
With thee of Nature’s higher laws,
Or ponder on the great first cause,
Who to the }vorld’s stupendous frame
Gives life :md order :— Boons that claim
Our sense of good : the which we own,
In peals sent up to mercy's throne !
Genius. But sec our foe is here ; awhile retire we :
[The Lvil CGenius enters with his attendant spirits.
Now then, confederate spirits, let us prove
»Qur zcal in this great service.  Abdiel's powers
Are all employ’d agaiust us : all at Work
To win the young Marcellus to his purpose.
We must devise some show, some splendid pageantry,
To catch his eye. The mexperienced mind,
Not long against the fascinating mockery,
Will inake reséstance.  Soon his boasted virtues,
His self-denials, into air shall vanish !
The while his proud preceptor stands confounded !—
No little glory ours in such a warfare
To come off victors.—Victors over him
Who boasts celestial-succors,—Thiiik on that,
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And let the unequal contest more inspire ve.
*Tis true, indeed, the Genii vf our order
Far more successful are than those of Abdiel,
Since mortals alnfost all,to Juxury’s charms
Her witching beauties turn a willing eve.
Not such the present temptgr of this suipling.
Tutor’'d by him we hate, he yet withstands
Our gay allwements.  Soiething more attractive
Must, then, 1 say, be pruc'li-s'd somse bri ight vision—-
Some fine illusion—till in tie giddy wharl,
His senses lost, his reason quite throtvn dopvn,
We straightway claim him subjegt of onur muster.
Genius. Behold the fiend! we now must try our
strength with him. ) '
&ephon. Gold-hair'd Aurora wakes the day
And glittering Phuncus takes his way .
Over high heaven’s transparent arch :
The hora following his proud maréh,
Grac'd with the eusign of his sway ;
A sceptre, bearing on its top an eye,
Te note that through his means we all things do desery.

Hark ! the sweet mclodious measures !
Hear ye not music’s thrilling notes, *
Brought by Favaenius’ breath that floate
Balmy, inducing pastoral pleasures.
Sec! a true Tempe we enjoy,

And now the rural nymphs advance ;
Haste not away theu, gentle boy,

But join our sacred song and dance.
Our delights have no alloy,

Pastimes that the soul entrance,
Sports, we own, which love the light,
No veil’d Cotyttia ‘of the night
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By us are known. The flower-sprent green,
Press'd by the silver-footed queen,
Receives new fragrance, grows more bright,
As to Comarchian strains, she lightiy moves,
‘While round the graces play, and ever-blooming loves.
Who feel Minerva’s holy, fire,

Beyond the servile mind inspire ;

Quickly they flee from po.np and show,
+'Too frequent precursors of woe.

So here mid shady groves 1nd bowers
Screnely glide the short-liv'd hours,

While we due adoration give

T'o the grcat power by whoin we live.

This can alone true peace impant,

"This the true rapture of the heart.

Euvil Genius. Away! nor think that joys like these,

Such unsubstantial joys can plcase.

Let the poor ‘wanspoits of the mind

To poring school-men be confin'd :

We genuiue pleasures, higher rate,
Smoothing the asperities of fate. |

Lo, where the rosy God appeats,

The God that woe-worn mortals cheers.
Mirthful and in eternal youth,

The great dictator still of truth .

He seeks our light disportive throng,

To join with him, renown’d in song,

The mighty Sol ; who doth dispense
Impartial his blest influcuce.

Hail, Deitics! that make both day

And night all-joyous, ever gay.

Your gifts anticipate the sky,

And lap the soul in ecstacy.

For wine and verse were surely given

As foretastes of the bliss of Leaven.
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Bacchus bel:ol!l,-as erst he came

Leading the Cytherean dame—

Beauteous as fromsthe wave she roscé,— '

Around her humid eyes she throws

Blissful : while on her fip the sigh,

The half-fram’d murm.uring acceuts die. -

A goddess sure! and hail’d above *

As here below—the qugen of love. .

Bacchus and Venus, powers divjne,

Lowly we bend before your shrine,

You our great solace here oh earth,

Since dire Pandoras plagues had birth.
Zephon. Daughter of heaven—immortal truth !

Bchold this brave, ingenuous youth,

O shed thy radiance o'er his mind,

"Then shall these phantoms to the wjnd

Be quickly given ; High-rais’d his name ;

The foe far fled iu fear and shame.
Inferior of the Evil Genii. Come; no more reject onr

proffers:

Far be from you such vain scoffers——-

Railers at pleasures their dull taste |

Could never relish. Haste, O haste

T'o dwell with mifths. Here be the whole

Known ’twixt the extremes of either pole.
Supcrior of the E#il Genii. Yet listen: we will more

ensure

‘Than these our agents can procure.

All clements we know : the earth,

Air, fire, or water, fit our birth.

So the extremest points we try—

Delve to the centre, mount the sky !

Till with the labor tir'd we lave

Our limbs in Neptune’s watry cave.

Vor. L. Rej. Th. No. 1V, eM '
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Now, then, observe how 'we'havvsi)ed :
See! Coral frém old Ocean’s bed
We bear, with gems which fpr outshine
'F'he choicest of Golconda’s mine : .
Pcarls, which ¢’en Jeauty’s self might wear,
Snatch’d from bright Bcrenice’s hair.
S0 we cominand the star$ :—can sway
"The queen of ight and Kking of day.
Task then our acnvwe :— Shali we bring
Jupiter's $elt, or Saturn’s ring i
But, mérc in hope o gain renown,
Would you fam’d, Ariadne’s crown ?
Or do you wish for purest gold
From Pluto’s realm ? Your slaves behold !
© Speah, then! nor fear our aiin we miss,
"Twixt heaven s high dome and hell’s abyss.
“ Evil Geniws. Some mortal tread approaches, seek
your covert.
We must not now be seen.  Soon will I summon ye.
Govd Genius. Who is that female pacing yonder glade -
In meditation lost she not descries us.
Marcellus. "Tis Galatea, good Simonides’ daughter,.
Lovely as Eous, when from forth the cave
Of Nox sheissucs, to announce gr'eat Sol,
The brilliant God—he who to all creation
Gives health and vigor, evermore maintaining them.
Happy Simonides! ar-lin his muse most happy :
For not in Doric or Alolic verse,
Or even lonan, far the most esteen’d 5
Not in the Lyric song nor Epic flight
Is he surpass’d—sas ¢ by the Theban swan
And the Maonian eagle—clatm’d of many.
Nor think this praisc, though high, is undeserved,
Since with the Teian and famed Lesbian maid,
du competition oft hath he been set,
Nor found inferior.  Blest thus in himself,
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Nor seeking advendtious good from any.

He with his danghter in yon woody wild

Leads the primeval,life in all its dignity :

Ascetic sceming, though without austerities.

Long has he thus in calm seclusion dwdly,

Yet much has sulfered ;——bul,' that this pecrless woman,

It woman [ must say, whose gvery action,

Whose every deed, superior nature intimat¢s ; -

With watch incessant to Ins nécessitics ministers ;

Nay, makes that burthen light whick? ¢lse woyld press

Full heavy on him, for his years me many.-—

Yes, much has she endured to aid this father,

From the world’s contumely and scotn has sav’d him,

Combating perils; at her Life’s hazmd combating them.

But this from the All-secing will meet with just reward
(zenius. Most sure.  What better can claim cefestial

favor .

Than love of parents, kindred, or of friculs :

But filial chiefest.—~Above that sacred duty

{ Due homage first the father of mercics given)

Nought could be found : nor 1s there aught so eaviuble.

It 1s ffom such affections that the soul

Takes its best energies ; derives its fire.

Not touch’d by those, even geuius, wisdom, valor,

Lose of their brightuess : sink in estimation,

With Virtue’s sons.  Not so for Galatea :

I know her excellence, nor hast thon overratad it --

Scarce more /Eneas, old Anchiscs bearing

Forth from his shouiders fromn the flames of Troy,

Renown deserved.  Scarce more the Roman tlation,

The virtuous Arria, when in her breast the dagger

Deeply she plung’d, and then to Patus gave it ;

The while she calmly bade him use it likewise 3

Adding, with smiles, ¢ believe me ’tis not painful.”
Mar. And yet such beaaty iu this desart fading,
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"This dreary solitude to her must— .
Gentus. . ' Speak not thus ;
For Galatea, like thyself, is charm’d -
Of blest retirement ; celestial solitude !
Of this be sure, that heart is incorrupt
Which finds in such a state its best enjoyments.
In a sequester’d life, the actite virtues
(Though this to some a paradox may seem)
Show themselves more than'with the crowd immingled
Lo him who ¢:nows its charms, its actual pleasures ;
All others are but mockery, mere illusions :
*Tis there all worth, all excellence concentres,—
In cities seldom seen ; or scen—fantastic,
Unreal : on ostentatious charity display’d,
While vice, perhaps, holds cmpire in the breast,
Anud scatters mischiefs as Tisiphone scatters them
But sec, the Sylvan nymph of whom we speak,
In haste retires ; alarm’d at our intrusion.
Genius. Blest spirits! to Galatea raise the song.

Zephon. Goddess of the silver bow,—

Huntress BDian, kindly show

'F'o thy follower in the chace,

"T'o thy virgin votary, grace.

Galatea! She who claims ..

A place among the brightest names,

Which thou, impartial, bast set dowr:

As worthy of the star-deck’d crown

'I'o virtue promis’d. ”L'is for her,

For Galatea, we prefer

Humbly our suit. O lend thine ear,

Aud favor grent her—goddess dear !

So shall she, pure, distinguish’d dame,

Like thee still live in endless fome.

<
O Piety! illustrious fair,—
{Devote to Heaven, and thence its care)
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Behold a m4id, from thine own school ;
She, practis’d in eadh sovereign ryle
By thee Lud-down, our faith to prove,
Regardful of the Almlghty s love.

nly precepts, which a parent s good
To seck, enjoin—(least under stood)
By her are hch as holy Iaws,

Aud strictly follow’d. Thus she draws
From her own breast that true delight
Which smiles in Fortune’s utthost spifg.
Then, ever-gracious—wbile on earth
Point out such high unequall’d wortl,
That when translated to the skics,

She more attract our wondering eyes.

(Other of Abdiel's hand of spivits euter, habited like

Sicifian shepherds.)

1 Spirit. See! ’tis full meridian day,
And the sprightly Aure play
Around us,—frugrant odors bringing ;
Which from their downy pinions tlinging,
Natuge revives with livelier bloom,
More widely spread the rich perfuue,

2 Spirit. With Io Peeans, fill the air;
Trinacria still is J>ha:bus’ care.

Here he casts his kindlier rays,

Here sing we then Lis higher praise ;
Let songs, let pacans reuch the sky,
Such as with Delphic hymns may vie!

3 Spirit. Lo, at our call the glorious Nine—
Urania first, yclep’d divine '
And justly so; who never sings
Of aught save heaven and heavenly things ;
While next Melpomene appears
In all her beanty—bath’d with teurs :
Follow’d by her of studied wiles,
Thalia bright, the queen of smiles.
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“Theu comes Euterpe, whose swaof struin
T'be list'ning enr must long detain.
Clio, whose pen inscribes the name
OGf worthies on the roll of fanie.
Zrato, who might (.:’Bll in Jove
Kiundle anew the flames of love.
"Terpsichorg, whose gracéiul ease
“In dancing cvermore “’l“ please.
Poihymnia, memory s firm friend,
Wont on ¢he vouthful mind to wad :
And lasty Calliope, whose voice
Mukes Nature’s general soul rejoice.
All hail, Aonian maids! the huce,
To you, and bright Muemosyne,
+ " Your happy mother —see we bend ;-
Votaries ~o faithful then befriend.
Our bicasts Quform : and O inspare
Some portion of your heavenly fire.
So we the great Apollo’s praise
May sound in cver-living lays.
4 Npirit. Now sing we universal Puun,
Gircat Nature’s symbol; e whom Man
In lonliest rgvereuce hails a God !
Life's prime sustainer ! At whese nod,
tleus and Ceres, their lurge store,
Gamn'd from the carth’s warm bosom, pown
IForth to the world in amplest measure,
Wheuce spring health and peace and pleasure
O Deity ! from out the hills
Where now thon roam ’st, recruit the r illa,
By Sirius drair’d—and still your c¢ye
Kept watchful, Nymphs! our founts supply.
Yet more.  Kind Power, protect our flocks,
As now they stray o’er Etna’s rochs.
Nor let the heifers of the vale
In udder’d treasure ever fail :



¢ A'MASQUE. & .

Still give the gold rod of our fields
Unmildew’d.® Ggmt what Teira vields
Pure; and to lhve:\in sacrifice *
Flames from our xltars quick shall rise.

Guod Genins. Agaiu the wily machinator appears.

310
.

[EviL GeNtus enterspwithelus attendant Spirits.| *

1s¢ Sp. Old Silenus, \\'.ith the fauns,
Satyrs and nymphs, have left the lawna
Welcome the Mimalloniag crew!
Prepare the 1ites to Bacchus dug. |

2nd Sp. The priests and Bucchwe now? diaw nean :

Evohe! Lvohe! greets mine tar, *

Prepare the rites 5 when mortals sleep,
We then shall higher orgies heep.
3d Sp. Now too behold the Paphign train
Laughing approach gay Jros’ fane.
The Erycinean Goddess there
Presides, to list her votaries’ prayer ;
There too bright Hymen ready stands,
T'o knit them in his silken bands.
I[aste, deck it with your rosy wreaths,
I'he time that Zephyrus gently breathes.
With Pleasure who a war would wage,
Nave trembling elds ¢ Yet how engage
"T'his peevish youtl’? Come, taste our jovs,
Immortal sure, where nothing cloys.
ath Sp. He listens.  Zephyrus, Cupid’s sire,
Will kindly watch the lambent fire
\Which round the young Marcellus plays,
And fan it to a brighter blaze;
Such as on Venus’ altar glows,
When, to relieve her pungent woes
IFor dear Adonis slain, we bring
Oblations suitable, and fling
Incense thereon, whose vapors rise
In grateful odors to the skies.

>



520 ‘ "THE GENTI.
L

Zephon. 1laste, heautcous Flora! hither, brinjg
The varioys sweets of laughing Spring ; =
For well we know the°gentle Hour’s
Cull from your garden choicest flowes,

Which, with the bay and myrtle twin’d,
The Graces into garlands Lind, -

To deck the brow of Valar, Worth,
And Wisdom—most cstcem’d on €arth !

Coni?, Judges, your rewards dispense

On him who boasts each excellence.
The youth to Plctsure’s Siren-strain
Deaf as Ulysses™ear-stopt train.
Come, your impartial course pursue,

And give to Honor honors due!

Mar. Bihold where Galatea comes.  Retire we,
Nerjuterrupt in aught her peaceful pleasures.

Galat. What have 1 heard 2 T'o Dionysius’ canrt,
With specious show ‘of friendship, my father invited !
*Tis said my personal charms, though niegn and few,
IIave met with high report, and thence this bidding,
This seeming kindness, aud this sceming honor !
Envied, no doubt, by some. But though to command
Might yet be his, guilc must with us be practis’d.
The many excellences of my honor'd parent,
Belov'd of the whole island, arrests his violence.
T'yrant though in heart he be, his fears prevail,
"The people so latcly in insurrection against himn.
Yet preluding thus he thin’ s may better engage us.
No, dear Simonides, to his insidious words
"ThoX shalt not listen. To art let art be oppos’d.
Devise we something, then, to cheat this sluve,
Whomn fond aud trembling nations style a Ning.

A King! dishonar'd title ! Kings should boast
A morethan eaitbly goodness.  Celestial attiibutes
In part belong to them, "Lhe sword they bold
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Should be the sword of Justice—of Justice only’;

Yet oft ’tis drawn to m(h\lnefarious purpose.

If we can lull thig Dionysitis, well;

But should he still persistfto call us hence,

Rwill'awake him to a sense of danger;

Forbearance then will follow ; for, firmly oppos’d,

His coward heart hath not snfrequently betray’d himn.——

O native woods! O wilds! where, ev’nin infancy,

1 lov'd at large to roum! (3 nymphs! O dryads!

O ye, inhabitants of this blest dothaih,

This place where Treachery never yet foundgdwelling ¢

And shall I then for Dionysius’ splendors

Your sacred haunts abandon? Néver, never!

Since force he dare not use, here will I stay,

Here will I ever dwell, and to the rock$

My fond compluinings uttdr. The rocks and caves

Will, by their echoes, tell the sylvan tidin,

Wont in my griefs to share, this newer sorrow.

"Tis they must give me comfort. The golden lyre,

By Nomias’ self invented, when in the vale

Of Arcady he led the pastoral life,

The life of Nature, far from me is thrown;

The lyre by Simonides priz’d beyond a diadem !

Even by the master’s iand now touch’d, the sounds,

Lately all harmouny, would to my ear be discord.

But here he comes who is to me an empire—

My nuch-lov’d father! Say, why wilt thou leave

Thy couch till higher day? Scarce has the bird of Jove

Piwn’d his inoist wing, and from his airy dwelling

‘T'hrough earth’s dense vapors sought the solur road,

Than from repase, so needful to thy age,

So highly needful, thou art come
Simon. T'o seek a daughter,

A child to me more precious than the founts,

The vital founts, whick play within my heart;
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To offer likewise at that sainted shrine, ¢
The tomb of her who brought tyZe into being,
My orisons to the great Power 'nho all things orders ;
His ubiquity certain; aud of whqse immensity
WNature speaks loudly, cven in her atoms speaks it, T
And brings confusion on hat i imp’ous tongue
Which dares to question Heave's eternal goodness.
Galat. Celestial spirits ! ye who the faith of old,
* And honor, love,—protect, O Sell protect him,
This first of fathers, ind this first of 1aen!
Simon. Cegse, ccase these fears.  Life has for me uo
chars,
But such as are deriv’d from thee alone.
There is my boast!  For thee then T would live
Beyond man’s date ; but death — - O dcath ! what ait thou,
Something, or nothing, substaice, or shadow only ©
Thou who affrightst men in the <ocial hour,
iven when the Queen of Love and God of Wine
Sit smiling at their board.  Dreadful thy nature to all,
Save those who by Philosoply’s mild precepts
Moulded and fashion'd are: who not repine
At aught that may await them; ecual in all things!
Mar. 'To thee, Simonides, and to thy fair daughter.
Marcellus wisheth Lealth.  Our mishty master,
As fame hath told, invites you to purtake
His priucely pleasures : yet you here 1ciain
Recluse, as though such honors were as nothing.
Or you of all unworthy.
Simon. Well hast thou angur’d :
Such we must Lold them. Honors to us are nought,
But from a soul of } onor: yet, fearing Diouysius,
His power still great, 1 dissimulation have practis'd,
Though to my nature foreign, and humbly declin’d them.
Yet Galatea harsher answer would have given him.
Mar. His power, so secemingly great, unstable is.
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By mercenaries sagportdd, he much dreads hi.s people.
No act of violence hat he lately perpetrated ;
But yet I fear®he will ot brook denial.
Aud see his Captain h (\’no doub! *o scek ye.
Capt. From Diounysius am ] come-—who sorrows
That good Simonides’ n"c will not admit
temoval to the palace? but for his .dau"hteh
The lovely Galatea, 1 hgye orders >

®
To urge her instant hence, and to merited honors.

Galat. Honors to me ¢ from Bim tb! This is insult.
Cupt. Madam, you hear yeourself by ntuch too proudly.
Know, to superior power the pind should hend,
And learn humility from adverse fortunc.

Gualat. Yes; base, ignoble souls may crouch to power,
"The storms of fate to them may dreadful seem : .
1 sec the tempest g nr'tlhermﬂr o’vr my he d,

Yet stand unmov’d, nor deprecate his vengeance,

Cupt. It yet may reach you.

Gualat. Why that is nobly said.
T add to miserics which himself has wrought
Were glorious triumph ! would befit the hera!

‘T'hen, to distraction driven, J—— ’

Mar. Distraction? O mortd !
I'hou wondrous Bicrocosm, how dost thuu show
When Reason abdicates her beamy throue,

Giving to lawless Rage supremacy ;

When all is anarchy and wild uproar

Within thy nobly plann’d, though little state!
Be calmer, fair one. .

Capt. More temper, scornful beauty.

Galat. For what is valor, what are’deeds inarms,
Unless Injustice crown them by a smile?

Poor and unmeaning all ! Go seck this conqueror,
Go bid him hail the Eumenides ; they will twine
"Their snakes and scorpions for his maply brow;
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A wreath that well will grace it. ' ‘.

Capt. Away! lsthisa ]anguag;[';hich the weak

Should hold towards the strong ? Fegt buy his friendship.
Galat. Perish his friendship! ! ¢

I would not buy it on the eggsiest ferms ;

But rather dwell amid Hyrcanian wilds,

My drink the dew-dgop, and my {Sod the berry,

My bedthe cold, dank earth, and for my clothing

The skins of beasts which least resemble him.

All this werc bettes than'to call him friend. —

Gio, then, to Dienysius bear,my answer :

I will not leave my dear, my honor’d parent.

Your Kiug boasts power ; but know, in strength my father

Surpasses him by far—a thousand fold!

Hiwmguard are Pmde.m'e, Fortitu(l?, and Justice.

(30, bear my answer straight. We do not fear him.
Cupt. 'This contuthicly your father’s head may atone for.
Simon. He goes in anger, and, no doubt, will report

In all unfavorably of us. O Galatea!

Who would not be a father, if all children

Were like to thee—the very type of Hecaven ! ‘

I am of all who bear that name the happiest,

Tke proudest, and tHe greatest. DMen shall proverb e,

The sabre hangs across my neck, and yvt

1 would not change my state with auy prince,

However loud his fame, howe’er distinguish’d.

Enough that Galatea is my daughter!

Galut, O cease this praise ; nor teach me to believe

"That duty must be merit.

Mar. Be of good cheer.

Thy daughter’s boldness may successful prove ;

Submissiveness were ruin.  Much I honor her;

Yet, "mid this courage, her heart lond speaks its anguish.

Sweet Galatea! much, too much she suffers.—

Be witness for me, all ye blessed host,
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{ seck not to expound the ways of Heaven,
Inscrutable to maifTwgd yet the mind,

Distracted long with cqmplicated ills,

Is lost in doubt—in Erfoy’s maze she wanders—
Thiuks Virtae should Go€be the sport of Iortune,
Sorrowsy at seeing her a ;mor,'pale Jrembler,

While rosy Vice stands lgughing at her side;
Then questions heavenly justige, and i'cpincs, . a
Unheedful of the future® Weak, weak humaniy ! -
Maiden, dismiss all fear of Dienysius.
Soon will mild Eveuing call pale Luna forth:
She, when thou once regain’st thy groves, will calin
Thy now too ruffied spirits. Imust away,
To do a father’s pleasure.
Galat. Yes, 'twere indeed most charmiug,
To walk the margin ol* some rippling brook
’er-canopied with oziers thickly s,
While the night’s cmpress, that transcendent beauty -
Tu her white mantle, decorously clad,
Paccs it by us, all majestical !
To hegr the tender, plaintive bird of even
Pour out his notes chromatie. G ’twere ecstasy!
Such as the vulgar soul, whose thoughts are carthly,
Knows not, nor ger can know. “Tis all from Heaven!
Comc, (ever honor’d,) we will once more gain
Our peaccful dwelling, far from pomp and power.
Simon ‘That we be driven from it, kind Heaven fore-
fend! »
[Evir. GEN1US enters.] -
Mur. In vain you tempt me, since th cvery pleasure,
Save those which Heaven upproves, my seuse is dead.
Evil Gen. Come, we willlead thee to the field of g'lory,
The embattled field, where Valor’s sons combine
Ln fiercest fight—the prize a mighty empire.
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Mar. Cell you this glory? Far from me be such
ambition. L,
[Goop GENivs elters.]

Good Gen. He hath a valor toy¢®fend, not wrest
From others their possessions. -.so1. humanity,
And all the maulier virtues, faake/is glorv.

Know then that war, aggressive war's not of them.

Rephon. See whert the God of Lattles comes !
Te-ror sit§ upon his brow, -

Rage augments his swelling. veins.

Mark ! {rom forth fis burning eye

Beamy lightningsflash around ;

Hark! along the vaulted shy

His threats in decp-tou’d thunder sound.
Now he shakes his pendrous spear!

Yet hear, O Mars! a moment heas !

Let our lov’d sons in peaceful houms vie,
Go! and in vicesswollen realms thy fievee, ntemperate

valor try.

And thou, Bellona, who wert wout

Across the embattled field to drive

T'hy foaming coursers, urging still

Thy brother to the burlied fight, .
The while fell Discord, rudely dight

In tatter’d garments, flies thy car before, *
Her garments drench’d, O dismal sight! with hum:n goic
To thee we, fear-inspuing Goddess, bend ;
Awhile thy dread propeusitic . suspend ;
Thiuk on the orphan’s picrcing cries,
Think on.the matron’s streamiug eyes,
Think on the dyving father’s specchless woe,
O think on these, and yet forbear the blow,
Quick from forth the blood-stain’d plaiun
¢ Turn thy chariot’s falchion’d wheels.

" O contemplate yon heaps of slain!
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each eountry feels!

eful arts thg nurse,
L]

rth the ban, the dire, inhuman

Think on the pfn
They once perhaps of
Now mutual 1muring.
. curse!
Mar. See! Dionysi 1ptam again to seek us.
Capt. O dread event ! lhu l\m«r master’s slain.
Mar. Slain, say’st thowi—uhere ’l—by whum
Capt. Even i the temple’s l'ur(‘h. ~e
Some disaffected persons q *
Secure in numbers, menacing théy tiet hyu.
After repeated blows, the monarch fell,
His guard not interposing.
Mar. Dreéadful end !
Yet common to the oppressor.  But tell me, Captain,
How show’d your master in this fatal nloment ? ®

icre lay wait,

Capt. Like some poor shipwreeh’d mariner he show’d,
When standing ona splinter’d, wave-weash’d rock,
Which each rude wind shakes at its utmost base,
And threatens with destruction ! S» scen’d he.
Trembling he view’d the storm, vet stood its brunt,
Unknowing where to flee.
Good Gegius, Peace now is ours.
11is son h:l?\'irtucs worthy of a throncs s
"T'hey best cau expigte all his father’s crimes, —
Convey these tidings to Simontdes’ palace
(For such I deem the hut where honor dw clls,)
Assure to himy and Galatea safety,
The while ye ask them to assist with us ‘e
In prayer to Heaven for the new inonureh’s welfare,
“For thee, Marcellus, think no more of wat,
That life to which thou wert so late devoted.
A soldier’s name thou hadst, and still must bear it ;
Yet all that appertains thereto is this,~—
That soon—so very full of years is Marcus—
Thy vows to Hieres Martia will be given. .
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BMar. But wlere is now miy temptow” &one for ever ?
Good Genius. Shw.k!t&h& dep) of nigflt, fully discom-

fited. T L .
Mar. Now then what prnia{tvsi a1l to thee be given,
b .
Tliou minister of good, u-v‘stu wtor! .

Good Genius. 1 aﬂc no praises ; of thyself be proud,
For no cumpelli'ng powcr wath Heaven assign’d me.
Thou It the fiery ordeal pass’¢ unhurt;

Sure proof of i iunocence ; _'while tliy sure reward
On earth are heats-felt JO}S ; and ever aflcr,
Raptures whichenot the sow! can €e’er conceive,
Nor could the tongue express.  Farewell, blest mortal!
Now to the realms of light I steer my course,
Yet soon again will sce thee, lov’d Marcellus.
Zkruon and nther Spirits.

Glorious mortaf! to high birth

Add we now thine innate worth.

Glorious mortal ! full approv'd,

By all must thou be full belov’d.

© youth! that nearly may’st compare :

With us, blest denizens of air.

Much favor hadst thou at the hand

Of Abdiel, prince of our blest bae.d

A band thow’lt join, when thy freed soul,

Through ether darting to the goal

Where Virtue rests, and to renown,

o earth acquit’d, presents the crown,

The immostal prize by firm decree,—

Gift worth{ her, and worthy tiee!

m

THE END.




NOTE ONWHE GENII.

*
-"Vn have gii’en this Masque r_atl.ncr than a lighter picce,
because it scemed to accord very well \\ilh the preceding
drama; thus furnishing our n,.ld(,rs with 2n entcrtainments
more i the style of the :we before the usurpation of
Cromwell than we espected to have hadl it so early in our

power to do.
L]

Like the Opera, the Masque is a species of dramatic
('ompoquun which ought not to be judged of by the rules
of the wwular drama.  The*Masque never was, indeed,
propaily a theatrical performance : henegitis that no one,
as we will venture to_assert, ever witnessed the represen-
tation cven of Miltou's delightful Coaus withont being
sensible that it had very litile dramatic merit, and was au
excecdingly tedious and uninteresting spectacle.  Masques
werce originally the poctical decorations of royal and ogher
high banquets; and  though  performed with  suitable
music and dresscs, they were not stage repre®entations.

« Lo what vile uses may we vot relurn M
L d

Who would now imagine that the notiouless words
of the intellectual masters and misses, who attempt to

-
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tigure in the shape of Tuiks, sultanas, gy psics, s anet
friars, or any of the other mad: and s rigliculous personations
which now-a-days surprise pe p:u of conmmon scuse at
7 are the
perishing relics of a spcciﬁs( )pntert:limnent for which
‘Whitchall was built, and  Rud,

employed to pluu,‘dccm'utium becoming  the verses of

“ the publl(, entertainments o ["J‘ ate’ houses,’
o, with Inigo Jones, were

Ben Jouson ; uay! for abiclf-even Milton was emulous
to fll'f‘!l"Gh poetry’: Wihat gl‘ury might not any lady of
*large expenditure (mcm.u‘ 15 not’ necessiry) acyuire for
Lerself were slug, in the pu"senl tireadit.re vulparity of balls
and rontes, tqsucceed i ge llmg vh a ) fmquo, m a propex
sty le, on one of her mulnts. ll is a specics ¢ performance
wherein the expression of 1o passion 14 f(:gmcd, but only
a pleasinz tale, or allegovy, "and discourses of poetical
Seauty ; and for this teason it wuuhl be found much better
smted to the ordinwy capac .w of ihe generality of piivate
actors than the ulredics which they reduce to furees, or
the favces wlich thiey render more afflicting than even
the decpest tragedics.

END OF VOL.
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